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REMINGTON UMC cartridges give maximum Æ
."results’in’all standardmakes 'of shotguns. 

kTheirJunfailing>accur6cy,tuniformltvyând„ evenness of 
pattern are a guarantee of good sportZ

>ur txrade names : ^NITRO ^ CLun-^ARRÔW—ÎÏEW 
X CLUB-^REMINQTON and in ill gauges in- * 

eluding 410 and 14 m/m^-BUck and Bmokeles» ~Êk 

powders. JCitalogues free upon request. ' *

REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY. Inc. 
25 BROADWAY, NÈW YORK, UJSA.

KEMINGTUN
UMC

Pattern 3617 Is here attractively Il
lustrated. it is cut in 7 8nee: 34, 36, 
38, 40, 44 and 46 inches bust measure. 
A 38 inch sise will require 6% yards 
of 17 inch material.

Figured percale with handing, pip
ing or folds of a plain cons treating 
color would be pleasing for this.

Gingham, chambrey, lawn, sateen, 
mohair, repp and poplin are service
able and appropriate. The width of 
the skirt at the foot is about 3 yards.

A pattern of this Illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of l6d. in
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silver or stamps.

A STYLISH ONI.PILCE DRESS.

Pattern 3618

For Sale!

backyard with entrance 4fom Knight Street Possession given 
Immediately. V’1 „

Also house tin Fleming Street (freehold), plastered all 
through with all modern v appliances. Other property situated
la different paru of the city.

•Xwo houses on LAMarchaat Road, In first class condition, 
one cenUlnlng 6 rooms, the other 6; fitted up with all modern 
conveniences. Immediate possession given.

For further particular* apply to " j

J. R. JOHNSTON,
Reel Estate Agent, 30 Vi Prescott Street 

PRONE 1388. *'

spring a m4d and merry lay.

Stafford's Prescription “A” 
Will cure that Uncomfortable 
feeling caused by Indigestion 
Kid Dyspepsia. Price 86 and 70c. 
Postage 10 and 20c. extra.-a26.tt

Address in till

«SA HD’S
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Remington Arms and Ammunition are sold wholesale and re ta 11 by the leading hardware firm* in

Lady of the Night
-OR.

Amelia Makes a Success
CHAPTER XXXVI.

4 MEETING WITH SIR JOSEPH 
Nora came down next morning pale 

and distrait Mias Deborah was full of 
thfe ball.

"We must call on Lady Ferrand," 
she said; “we must do the proper 
thing. We’ll call this afternoon.”

When the afternoon came Nora 
pleaded a headache, and Mlrs Deborah 
went alone. She came back purring 
with satisfaction.

ÎVery nice woman, her ladyship,” 
she said; “and her husband is very 
nldé, too. Sir Joseph, though not quite 
a -gentleman, was very pleasant. He 
told me all about hte new venture, the 
Byiworthy Copper Company, and I 
have consented to take some shares. 
I had a very pleasant time. Is your 
head better? Cyril never had a head
ache—but there! you’re a girl.’*

“I am sorry,” said Nora. “I can’t 
help it. I wish I weren’t I”

Eliot did not pay his duty call on 
Lady Ferrand until two days later. 
He' was full of pity for the poor little 
woman, who looked worn and hag
gard. She was kind to him. as she had 
always been. While he was talking of 
the hall he felt hie way towards speak
ing of '{lie "Lady of Night, but, alas! 
Lady Ferrand could not be brought to 
any recollection of her, and Eliot had 

unsatisfied.
consumed by an anxiety to 

learn something of thé beautiful girl 
with whom he had danced and who 
had so strangely Impressed hftn. *T6 
whom could he turn? As he wandered 
about the Park and the other resorts 
of fashionable society he halt-uncon
sciously scanned the faces of the wo- 
mep -Who drove by hitn or passed him 
on the pavement, but he • >uld not find 
her,- He felt restless, unsatisfied, as 
if something within him were clam
ouring for he knew not what.

tie had fallen into the habit of call
ing ait the Bartleys’ rooms in Jermyn 
Street/hearty every day, but they were 
now closed to him for ever, and he 
waa oppressed and weighed down by 
a sense of loneliness; it was, there
fore; with a feeling of relief that, some 
days later,, he found a letter from Mr. 
Trunion, stating that Miss Railton 
had returned to Moorcroft, and re
questing him to gô down there and 
lay! à statement of the proposed de
velopment of Lonaway before her.

Glad as hé was to get hi* marching 
order*, he was still reluctant to leave 
London, which probably still held the 
Lady of Night whom he so ardently 
desired to meet again, and he did not 
start for the West until two days 
later.

He travelled by the night train and 
reached Byeworthy early in the morn
ing, ^and he walked from the station; 
and/lthough he had to go out of his 
wiy'to do so, he touched at Ryall's. 
As He entered the- valley he was start
led'to see a large number of men at 
work on the mine. Short as the time 
had been, they had made great pro
gress; shafts had been sunk, and the

SIFFEUE OF 
TOBHd WOMEN

TKi Letter Tails How It May 
ba .Overcome—All Mother»

. ' Interested/"

girt witn pain in my left 
B side and with cramps, 
I growing worse each 
I year until I was al 
I rundown. I was so 
Ibad at times that I
I was unfit far work.
II tried several doe- 
I tors end patent 
I medicines, but was 
I only relieved fora 
I short time. Bonn 
lof the doctors
I wanted to perform 

ation, bu
ÎLy<

lOomi 
that i

pain end cramps, am 
assayed my life? You 

my letter to help other 
las I am glad to recommend the 

i.”—Mas. H. A. Good mas, 14 
i Avt., Toronto, 
who are troubled as Mrs. 

Goodman was should immediately seek 
to health by taking Lydia

Medicine Cd 
These letters 

end bye

stream Was muddied with the water 
from the pits.

He watched the men for some min
utes, then he went on to the house 
and stood gazing at It with varied 
emotions. The place looked more 
dilapidated than ever—indeed, it ap
peared as if it were Unoccupied; but 
ae he looked at it with his heart in 
his eyes the door opened and Mrs. 
Ryall came out. Eliot instantly notic
ed a certain change In her face and 
manner. The “make-up” was as crude 
and obvious at of old, but her un
healthy pallor showed distinctly 
through the powder and the paint; 
her countenance was that of a wo
man who had given herself up to 
drink i but even intemperance could 
scarcely account for her furtive man- 
her, for she emerged from the house 
like a thief and paused to look from 
side to side ae if she were fearful of 
being seen-or seeing some one.

Instinctively Eliot turned away, 
hut he stopped as if against his will. 
She did not see him until she was 
close upon him, then she stared and 
peered up at him.

“What do you want?” She said in a 
thick, husky voice. “If Itfs Mr. Ryall 
you want, you can’t see hlmj ’e’e very 
111—> can’t do any business. Ah;" she 
caught her breath and shrank back. 
“It’s you! What do you want? I can’t 
wait—I’m In a ’urry.”

She put out her hand as if to ward 
him eft;. but Eliot stood almost In 
front of her; he was too appalled by 
her appearance to leave her without 
a word.

“I won't detain you a moment Mr*, 
ftyall,” he said gravely. “I’m sorry 
that Mr. Ryall is so ill. I have not 
heard' of It”

“Yes, yes,” she said hurriedly. “’E 
Is very ill—it’s a stroke—-you can’t see 
him—It’S no Use your Waiting.”

She tried to pass him, but Eliot 
agaiti detained,her by a firm but pity
ing gesture.

“I want to ask you about your step
daughter,” he said. “Will you tell me 
where she is, if you have heard from 
her lately?”

She shook like a leaf, and her pallor 
increased so that the paint and the 
powdef stood Out on her cheeks like I 
the colouring of a clown.

“She—she’s in South America,” she I 
said, forcing a ghastly smile. “She’B ! 
married, ae you know—they’re very 
happy, she and her husband. I hear , 
from them regularly. She is very 
rich.”

"Because of the money she got from 
this mine?” said Eliot gravely.

She seemed speechless for a mo
ment, then she laughed.

"Yes, yes—from the mine! I really 
can’t stay any longer. I’ve import
ant business. You'll remember that 
my husband is too ill to see any one. 
any one?”

She fluttered past him with uncer
tain steps, and Eliot, after watching 
the vulgar wreck, went on his way. 
He reached the cottage In which he 
had lived as Sir Joseph’s servant, and, 
finding no one there, entered and eat 
down to ponder over the ruin which 
had overtaken the house of Ryall. 
Presently he remembered what he 
had come for, the agreement between 
hie father and Sir Joseph, and he went 
into the inner room, found the box In 
which he had left some papers and 
odds and ends, and came upon the 
thing he was looking for. He put It 
in his pocket, Intending to read it 
later on, then he lit a pipe and saun
tered about the place—and thought of 
Nor*. It was well for her that she 
was so far away, married and happy I 

He was returning to the cottage, 
when he heard footsteps in front of 
him, and was surprised to see that it 
was Sir Joseph himself. Sir Joseph 
approached the cottage almost steal
thily, opened the door softly, and 
went in, and Eliot followed in his slow 
way. Blr Joseph was not In the sit
ting-room, and Eliot was startled at 
seeing the baronet in the bedroom and 
kneeling beside thé box from which 
Bitot had Just taken the agreement.

He was so surprised that for a mo
ment stood in the doorway with- 
out •Peking; then he said quietly— 

“Good-morning, Sir Joseph.".
Jo»eph started and turned 

swiftly, hie face suddenly red And as 
suddenly pale; then he rose heavily, 
and, with a smile, nodded and held 
out hie hand.
, "How ase you. Bitot 7 I was just 
looking for—some accounts of the 
etudrfarm, Had no idea you were In 
this part of the world. What are you 
doing here?”

"Some business of Mr. Trufiion’s?*, 
said Bitot, "What accounts do you* 
want? I’ll get them for yon."

He unlocked the box, took out some 
books and papers, and held them out. 
Sir Joseph had stood close beside him. 
Peering Into the box with a sharp, 
covert scrutiny.

“Thanks, thanks!” he said. "I’ve run 
down to see attar the mine. We’ve 
floated the Company, and It’s going to 
be a big thing. Will you come up to 
the house? The mlesue Is rather off 
colour but she would he glad to see 
you,”

"I «m sorry I can't,” said Eliot 
”Buntoeee, Have you get all the pa
pers you want? If so, I’ll take the 
box with me.”

• “on. res; they're til hère, I dare

say,” said Sir Joseph easily. "Yes, 
take it With you,” he added readily. 
"I must toddle back; some people to 
see.”

He shook hands, and Went off to
wards the tiall, and Eliot looked af
ter him with a puzzled frown. The 
least suspicious of men might well 
have had doubts of the truth of Sir 
Joseph’s explanation of his visit to the 
cottage, and Eliot pondelV. over the 
incident on his way to Moorcroft.

CHAPTER XXXVlI.
HAITI GRAHAM’S SON.

He reached Moorcroft In the short 
twilight of the late Season, Was ad
mitted by Jacob, and at ottce shown 
into the sitting-room which was al
most in darkness. As he entered it 
some One left It by another door, and 
he caught sight of a skirt as the some 
one passed out Miss Deborah was 
seated at the table; sh<_peered up at 
him through her spectacles, and In an 
agitated voice ekCl&fihed----- -

"Who is it? Who is it?”
She looked so frightened that Bllot 

advanced, and, taking her hand, "Bald 
soothingly-----

“Pray, don’t be alarmed, madam. 
My name is Eliot Graham. I have 
come to see you about some business

He stopped abruptly, and hie hand 
closed over hers with a sharp grip, 
for he saw that she was the old lady 
whom he had seen at the ball—the 
“mistress” of thé Lady of Night. He 
Was so startled that he stood and 
gazed at her, still, unconsciously, 
holding her hand; and thus they both/ 
stood and stared at each other in sil
ence. It was Mils Deborah who-spoke 
first. *

“Graham! Graham!” she exclaimed 
tremulously. “Are you—are you any 
relation of Paul Graham who went 
out to Australia long, long ago?"

“I am his son,” replied Eliot In A 
low. voice. “And you—you knew him?”

Miss Deborah sank Into a chair. It 
seethed as If she could not speak, 
though her lips mvoed.

“Why, yes,” said Eliot, almost In- 
audibly. “There is a portrait of my 
father upstairs—I saw It when I was 
here a little while ago. You did know 
him—were a friend—?"

“My dear, I was—your father’s 
sweetheart,” quavered Mias Deborah, 
gazing at him through a mist of tears. 
“We were to have been married, but 
he was poor. My people came between 
us—he went to Australia—to make 
money that we might—be married. 
But----- "

(To be continued)

BABY DAVIS.

After.lnfluenza
5. Hill Side Villas,

Caldicot,
Nr. Newport, Moa.

March 7th, 1919.
Dear Sirs.

I am forwarding photos of my 
N little boy, aged 3 years. At 3 

months I commenced giving him 
” Virol."' This is the result. I 
found it a really wonderful foed. 
He la just recovering from 
influenza, end again it proves 
his beat food.

I strongly advise all mothers 
„ to try it.

Yours truly,
J. DAVIS.

Virol la used In lame quantities fc., 
more than 2M0 Hotel tala and lafaet 
Clinics It It Invaluable for the 
expectant and niitslfli mother herself, 
whilst tot children It tosplle* those 
vital principles that are destroyed Id 
the ateriIMn* of milk; it Is also a 
bone and tlsiue-bulldin* feed of 
Immense value. Virol Aablea have 
firm fleth. strong bones and good 
colour.

«met Ltd., ns.ies.ois It, Leaden,*A
BRITISH MADE. BRITISH OWNED. 

a.a.1. ,

The letters And telegram written by 
the late Clarifia of Russia to her hus
band, just published by the Revue ae
France of Paris, will be read with 
emotion by almost everybody.

There to little new* to doubt their
genuineness, of which their largely 
Intimate and domestic Character 1s In 
some sort a -guarafitee.

The CzarlfiAN excursions Into pol
itico appear to hate been prompted 
altogether by fi*r jealousy for the 
Gear's reputation, Afifl fier destre that 
his authority should Hot be Impaired. 
On Sept 14, JL914, she writes:

"My darling, toy sweet darling, I 
know that in your preoccupation you 
will false me Add our little family and 
our beloved eon.

Us health trill be better now that 
friand* (thèse références to Raa- 

putin are freqtlèht throughout the 
correspondence) baa seen him, 

"these telegrams cannot be very 
affectionate, ft* they hsve to tries 
through the hands Of ko many officers. 
You will be able to read between the 
tinea my lev» and my longing for you. 
For ever, year dearest wife."

AU these messages are couched to 
the same terms of endearment.

"My love btffl," she writes, "God 
■ bless you, and keep you from all ill, 
We are In the middle of our meal;

I the children AH ChAltering without 
, cease, and It Is very difficult to write,” 
But, She add», ”Gk)Od-bye, light Of my 
life,"

| It is at the beginning Of 1618 that 
the Empress begin to Show her hos
tility to the Grand Duke Nicholas, 
Whom she charges with usurping the 
Czar's authority and abutting the cod 
fldence reposed in Mm.

it is evident in this telegram that 
she !» acting under the influence of 
"our friend,” Rasputin, 

in June she ie urging her husband 
to have hie own way. "My darling, 
always be ptirshlng forward.” He 
must be reminded that he is the Em
peror, and have the fight to do what
ever he pleases.

In August the Czar gave way, and 
She received the news Of the Grand 
Duke’s suppression with an Outburst 
of Joy.

"I cannot flfid Word» to fall you how 
full to my heart, You have never 
shown so much decision, and It will 
not be long before its fruits become 
apparent.

"Good night, my ray of tight. I 
await your kisses with impatience.— 
Sunny." >

The note of Insistence on tife auto
cratic power of the Czar recurs again 
and again.

Shortly before the end Rasputin 
WAA advising the Czar to Close the 
DutoA, And we And the Empress writ
ing to her husband to be "Arm as a
rock."

In the following May it to from her 
prison that she addressee him:
. "We have now been here three 
weeks” (she writes on May 8). “It 
has been mining all day. Marie has 
been writing sacred texte. Nicholas, 
as usual, has been reading the Bible 
and the gospel for tbs day.

Baby (the Czarevitch) has hqrt bis 
knee. I have put him Into Mario’s 
bed. His sisters will sleep on mat
tresses on the floor to the next room.”

“The last letter Is dated July 16, the 
day before that on which she and the 
Imperial family were murdered.

“A grayish morning, but clear sun
shine later. ... I have been play
ing bezique with Nicholas.”

AND, JUNE. 27, 1921—2

The Witness Scored.
ÉM Illustrating the dinger of Coun

sel over-reaching himself In cross- 
examination. Lord Steradale recently 
told an amusing story oonssmtog » 
you g barrister who was defending n 
toan accused bf burglary.

The principal witness for me 
prosecution was the mistress of the 
house, who identified the burglar as 
having entered her btdfoofa While khe 
Was In bed.

She made a pretence of sleeping, 
khe said, but she saw watching him 
All the while through hep half-closed 
eyelids.

Then came the youthful barrister’s 
turn.

"Madam," he began, "what time was 
It when you saw the prtooflpr to your 
room?"

"About two o’clock to the mom- 
tog," came the reply.

"Was there a light to tile Mint”
"No." '
"Could you see your husband at 

jfour elder*
"No.”
The lawyer frowned Impressively, 

and shot a side glance at the Jury as 
he fairly thundered; "Then please, 
toadam, explain how it waa yofi Cdnld 
see the prisoner yet not 6S» your 
husband?”

"My husband,” was the quiet an
swer, “was at his club.*

Fashion
Plates.

A “TRIM” AND SIMPLE HOUSE OR 
;____ _ WORK DRESS.

1
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THE PROMETS.
The wise old 

• prophets of the 
. ring now figure 
in the daily news, 
and they explain, 
like everything. 
Why Carp will 
win or why he’ll 
lose. These 
seventh sons „f 
Seventh sons are 
always here to 

'guide us right, 
whenever pugil

istic ones are scheduled for a drastic 
fight The'mantle of Elijah fall» up
on the wise men of the ring, and 
every dead game sport recalls that 
prophet-eering has its sting. For if 
the prophets all unite to say that Jack 
will win the scrap, and Jack to beat
en in the fight, how shall each pro
phet save hto map? The prophets
told me, years age, that Willard had a 
lead pipe ctneh, and after seven 
rounds or ab, poor Jack would be too 
dead to plnoh. And so I wagered all 
my means, according to the prophets’ 
rede, and when the winners got their 
beans my bank account was gone to 
seed. The prophets said, in days of 
old, that Oofhett was the prince of 
blows, and he would knock Fitzsim
mons cold, among Nevada's ghastly 
snows. And, so, to bet on Jim’s suc
cess, I put . my watch and cow in 
soak; conceive my subsequent dis
tress—I never was so badly broke. I 
■hall not bet on Jack or Carp, no 
matter what the prophets say; while 
they predict I’ll tune my harp, and

OUTINGS!
Now that we anticipate having FINE WEATHER, 

YOU are no doubt making arrangements to spend 
YOUR HOLIDAY at YOUR FAVOURITE RESORT, 
but to make that holiday enjoyable YOU WÜ1 require 
a Well-filled Hamper of Good Tilings. WE CAN SUP
PLY YOUR NEEDS, as We carry a choice assortment 
of the necessaries required.

A Few Suggestions
nr TtNii

Camp Ration. 
Câfap Breakfast 
Lnush Tongue.

Petted Me 
Stowed »
Luncheon

Tongues. 
Meats. 
Kidneys, 

on Sausage. 
English Sausages. 
Oxford Brawn. 
Ass’d Meat Pastes.

Our Best Tea.
G. W. Coffee.
Coffee nid MOk. 
Coffee Essence, 
Whltehouse Coffee. 
Libby’s Milk. 
Carnation Milk,
It Charles’MUk.
‘ talak.

CREAM— 
i Super Cream.

> Nestis’s.

Marmalade.
Fralt* (tins). 
Jams (nSetcL) 
Pickles.
Sauces, '
ra?- •
Cheese (tine).} 
Bettor (tins i. 1 
Bacon (glass). -, 
Boiled Sam- 

Machine sliced.

BOWRING BROTt
GROCERY.

IS, Ltd,
m,wj,

Exclusive 
Wedding Gifts!
For those who prefer to give a 
Wedding Gift that ia distinctive 
and of real value, the selections 
we have to offer you cannot fail 
to appeal to your individual 
taste. Our stock of Wedding 
Gifts is specially selected So that 
your gift is exclusive as well as 
beautiful and lasting.

T. I DULEY&CO.,
Limited.

The Reliable Jewellers and 
Opticians.

LITE

KARL S. TRAPNELL, Opt, 
Eyesight Specialist,

307 Water St.

Testing Hours: l
10-1 2.30-6.

Evenings: By Appointment. \
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G. P. TEA
ia real English Breakfast Tea 

of Exquisite Quality and Flavor.

JOHN P. HAND & CO.,
Phene 761. Agents.

apMld.eod.tf

FOB
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NOTH:—owing to the 
Vjwc* in pries of paper, w* 
we are compelled to advance 

pattern* to lie. end elegramj


