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The Bice
Eoitjiedison

Thoncgraph
An Edison Phonograph can be bought 

for your price whether it is #16.25 or a 
higher price up to #162.50, all playing 
both Amberol and Standard Records.

But you cannot measure the Phono
graph by money. Whether the price 
is #16.50 or #162.50, it is not much 
to pay for an instrument that will last 
a lifetime, which will furnish you good 
music every day, which will furnish 
you better entertainment than you can 
buy in any other way, which will teach 
your children to love the best music, 
which will bring into your own home 
what other people pay large sums and 
go a long distance to hear.

Edison Standard Records . . . 40c
Edison Amberol Records (twice as long) 65c 
Edison Grand Opera Records . 85c

There are Edison dealers everywhere. Go to the nearest 
and hear the Edison Phonograph play both Edison Standard 
and Amberol Records. Get complete catalogs from your 
dealer or from us.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY 
100 Lakeside Are., Oran** N. J.. U. S. A-

For Farmers’ Sons
The Regina Federal College and School of Agriculture is opening a 

Department in Agriculture and Veterinary Science under the supervision 
of highly qualified instructors. Any man can turn over the soil, put in 
his seed and get a crop, but the system of modern agriculture needs to be 
studied and mastered to insure the best results. Any farmer who can 
double the products of the soil can enrich himself and be a benefactor 
to society, and this is what a modern agricultural education fits him to do.

The breeding, feeding and caring for live stock, with special instruction 
in home treatment of simple diseases, will constitute a valuable featute 
of this course. The course is interesting and of great practical value — 
many times worth its cost.

The management of this Institute has planned and completed a 
special short commercial course which constit utes all that a farmer needs 
in penmanship, letter-writing, everyday arithmetic, bookkeeping and 
accounts. Instruction is given by correspondence also in any of these 
subjects.

City Librarian Honeyman’s lectures on the Science of Commerce are 
free to all students. Speaking of these lectures, Mr. G. R. Bradley, 
Western Manager of the Remington Typewriter Company, says: “These 
lectures place the Federal College head and shoulders over most insti
tutes of its kind."

Better facilities than ever for teaching shorthand, typewriting and all 
business subjects. Send for a “Yard of names of Successful Graduates."

Students should now enroll for the winter term to begin December 1st.
For further particulars apply to

Principal Geo. S. Houston
REGINA SASK.

CREAM OF CORN SOUP
Now that the cold weather is with us 

once more soups should figure largelv 
on the menus of the housewife. If 
there is stock in the house clear soups 
are always delicious, but if not some 
sort of cream soup is excellent. These 
cream soups are too heavy for a long 
dinner, but all right for a simple home 
dinner or for lunch. This is the method 
of making cream-of-corn soup. Open 
one can of corn and turn from the van 
to the chopping bowl. Let stand 
tv. 1'iitv minutes and then chop. Put in 
;< granite-ware saucepan and let simmer 
for twentv minutes. Then force 
t brought puree strainer using a wooden 
potato masher. Scald two cupfuls 
of milk in a double boiler with a sli v 
of onion. Remove the onion and add 
the corn to the milk. Melt two table

spoonfuls of butter and add two of 
flour, stirring briskly. Then pour on 
the hot milk slowly while stirring con
stantly. As soon as it reaches the 
boiling point flavor with salt and pepper 
and serve very hot. Many other sorts 
of vegetables can be used to make cream 
soups. Peas in particular make a 
delicious soup, using the same mode of 
procedure. Beans also, celerv, pota
toes, squash and tomatoes, these all 
make delicious soups. One house
wife adds a little tapioca to her 
tomato soup which gives it an added 
richness. .Another with a liking for 
vivre puts a stick or two into most, 
of her soups to give it flavoi. If 
snum arc liked quite hot ami peppi ry. I 
a U uspoMtiful of Worcestershire sauva ! 
five's ti.u (ivs:rvd }• i• juarc'v.

THE GOLDEN DOG
By WILLIAM KIRBY, F.R.S.C. Copyright L. C. PAGE Co. Incorpd

CHAPTER XLI.

A DEED WITHOUT A NAME

Caroline, profoundly agitated, rested 
her hands on the back of a chair for 
support, and regarded La Corriveau for 
some moments without speaking. She 
tried to frame a question of some in
troductory kind, but could not But 
the pent "up feelings came out at last 
in a gush straight from the heart.

“Did you write this?" said she, 
falteringly, to La Corriveau, and holding 
out the letter so mysteriously placed in 
her hand by Mere Malheau. "Oh, tell 
me, is it true?"

La Corriveau did not reply except 
by a sign of assent, and standing up
right waited for further question.

Caroline looked at her again wonder- 
ingly. That a simple peasant-woman 
could have indited such a letter, or could 
have known aught respecting her father, 
seemed incredible.

"In heaven’s name, tell me who and 
what you are!" exclaimed she. “1 
never saw you before !"

"You have seen me before!" replied 
La Corriveau, quietly.

Caroline looked at her amazedly, but 
did not. recognize her. La Corriveau 
continued^ “Your father is the Baron 
de St. Castin, and you, lady, would 
rather die than endure that he should 
find you in the Chateau of Beaumanoir. 
Ask me not how I know these things; 
you will not deny their truth; as for 
myself, I pretend not to be other than 
I seem."

"Your dress is that of a peasant 
woman, but your Language is not the 
language of one. You arc a lady in 
disguise visiting me in this strange 
fashion!" said Caroline, puzzled more 
than exrer. Her thoughts at this instant 
reverted to the Intendant. “Why do 
you come here in this secret manner?" 
asked she.

“I do not appear other than I am," 
replied La Corriveau evasively, “and I 
come in this secret manner because I 
could get access to you in no other way.”

“You said that I had seen you before; 
I have no knowledge or recollection of 
it," remarked Caroline, looking fixedly 
at her.

"Yes, you saw me once in the wood 
of St. Valier. Do you remember the 
peasant-woman who was gathering man
drakes when you passed with your In
dian guides, and who gave you milk to 
refresh you on the way ?"

This seemed like a revelation to Caro
line; she remembered the incident and 
the woman. La Corriveau had care
fully put on the same dress she had worn 
that day.

“I do recollect!" replied Caroline, as a 
feeling of confidence welled up like a 
living spring within her. She offered 
La Corriveau her hand. “1 thank you 
gratefully," said she; “you were indeed 
kind to me that day in the forest, and 1 
am sure voit must mean kindly by me 
now."

La Corriveau took the offered hand, 
but did not press it. She could not for 
the life of her, for she had not heart 
to return the pressure of a human hand. 
She saw lier advantage, however, and 
kept it through the rest of the brief 
interview.

“I mean you kindly, lady," replied 
she, softening her harsh voice as much 
as she could to a tone of sympathy, "and 
I come to help you out of your trouble."

For a moment that cruel smile 
played on her thin lips again, but she 
instantly repressed it. "I am only a 
peasant-woman," repeated she again, 
“hut 1 bring you a little gift in my 
basket to show you my good-will.’’ 
She put her hand in her basket, but did 
not withdraw it at the moment, as 
Caroline, thinking little of gifts but only 
of her father, exclaimed, —

"I am sure you mean well, but you 
have more important things to tell me 
of than a gift. Your letter spoke of my 
father. What, in God’s name, have 
\ > ui to tell me of m v father ?”

La Corriveau withdrew lier hand from 
the basket and ivplied, "lie is on his

He knows you are here, lady.” 3 
“In Beaumanoir ? Oh. it cannot be' 

No one knows I am here !” exclaimed 
Caroline, clasping her hands in an im 
pulse of alarm.

‘ ^es- more than you suppose, lady 
else how did I know? Your father 
comes with the King’s letters to take 
you hence and return with you to 
Acadia or to France." La Corriveau 
placed her hand in her basket, but 
withdrew it again. It was not yet 
time.

"God help me, then !" exclaimed 
Caroline, shrinking with terror. "But 
the Intendant; what said you of the 
Intendant ?"

“He is ordered de par le Roi to give 
you up to your father, and he will do 
so if you be not taken away sooner by 
the Governor."

Caroline was nigh fainting at these 
words. "Sooner ! how sooner ?" asked 
she, faintly.

"The Governor has received orders 
from the King to search Beaumanoir 
from roof to foundation-stone, aid he 
may come tô-morrow, lady, andvând 
you here." '

The words of La Corriveau struck like 
sharp arrows into the soul of the hapless 
girl.

“God help me, then !" exclaimed she, 
clasping her hands in agony. “Oh, 
that I were dead and buried where only 
my J udge could find me at the last day, 
for I have no hope, no claim upon man’s 
mercy ! The world will stone me, dead 
or living, and alas ! I deserve my fate. 
It is not hard to die, but it is hard to 
bear the shame which will not die with
me !"

She cast her eyes despairingly upward 
as she uttered this, and did not see the 
bitter smile return to the lips of La 
Corriveau, who stood upright, cold and 
immovable before her, with fingers 
twitching nervously, like the claws of a 
fury, in her little basket, while she 
whispered to herself, “Is it time, is it 
time ?" but she took not out the bouquet

Caroline came still nearer, with a sud- 
?n change of thought, and clutching 
ic dress of La Corriveau, cried out, 
) woman, is this all true? How can 
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