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A Prince ok Sisesins

By E. Phillips Oppenbeim

Author of “ The Trailoss,” * The Sarviver,” “ 4 Millionaire -of
Yestarday,” Elc.
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CHAPTER XVIL

(Continued.)

Uncle and Niece.

Mr. Bullsom was & nearly riser, and
it chanced that, as was frequently the
case, on the morning following Brooks’
visit he and Mary sat down to break-
fast together. But when, after a
cursory glance through his letters, he
unfolded the paper, she stopped- him.

“Uncle,” she said, “I want to talk

to you for a few minutes, if I may.”

“Go ahead,” he angwered. “No fear
of our being interrupted. 1 shall
speak to those girls seriously about
getting up. Now, what is 11?”

“] want to earn my own living,
uncle,” she said, quietly.

He looked over his spectacles at
her.

“Eh?"

“] want to earn my own living,” she
repeated. “I have been looking about
for a means of doing so, and I think
that T have succeeded.”

Mr. Bullsom took off his spectacles
and wiped them carefully. -

“Harn your own living, eh!” he xe-
peated. “Well! Go on!”

Mary leaned across the table to-
wards him.

“Don’t think that I am not grate-
ful for all you have done for me
uncle,” she said. “I'am, indeed. Only
1 have felt lately that it was my duty
to order my life a little mare’ differ-
ently. 1 am young and strong, and
able to work. There is no reason why
1 shouiu be a burden upon any one.”

She found his quietness ominous,
but she did not finch.

“l am not accomplished enough for

a governess, or good-tempered enough |

for a conipanion,” she continued, “but
I Dbelieve I have found something
which I cap do. I have written several
sshort stories for a ‘woman’s magazine,
and they have made me a sort of offer
to do some regular work -for them.
What they offer would just keep me.
1 want to accept.”

“Where should you live?” he asked.

“In London{”

“Alone?”

“There is a girls’ club in Chelsea
somewhere. I should go there at first,
and then try and share rooms with an-
other girl.” ’

“How much a week will they give
you?”

“Twenty-eight shillings, and I shall
be allowed to contribute regularly to
the magazine at the usual rates. 1
ought to make at least forty shillings
a week.

Mr. Bullsom sighed

“Is this owing to any disagreement
between you and the girls?” he asked,
sharply.

‘Certainly not,” she answered.

“You ain’t unhappy here? Is there
anything we could do? I dont want
to lose you.”

Mary was touched. She had ex-
pected ridicule or opposition. - This
was more difficult.

“Of course I am not unhappy,” she
answered. “You and aunt have been
both of you most generous and kind
to me. But I do feel that a busy life
—and I'm not a bit domestic, you
know—would be good for me. I be-
lieve, uncle, if you were in my place
you would feel jugt like -me. If you
were a?e to, I expecét you'd want to
earn ydur own living.”

“You shall go!” he said, deeidedly.
“Ill help you all T can. You shall
have a bit down to buy:furniture, if
you want it, or an allowance till you
feel your way. But, Mary, 'm down-
right sorry. No, I not blaming you.
You've a right to go. I—I don’t be-
lieve I'd live here if I were you.”

“You are-wvery good, uncle,” Mary
said, gratefully. “And you must re-
member it isn’t as though I were leav-
ing you alone. You have the girls.”*

Mr. Bullsom nodded.

“Yes,” he said, “I have the girls.
Look here, Mary,” he added, sudden-
ly, looking in the face. “I want to
have a word with you. Im going to
talk plainly. B: honest with me.”

“Of course,” she murmured.

“It’s about the girls. It’s a hard
thing to say, but somehow—I'm a bit
disappointed with them.”

She looked at him in something lik!e
amazement,

“Yes, disappointed,” he continued.
“That’s the word. I'm an uneducated
man myself—any fool can see that—
but I did all I eould to have them girls
differcnt. They’'ve been to the best
school in Medchester, and they've
been abroad. They’ve had masters ia
most everything, and I've had ’em
taught riding and driving, and all that
sort of thing, properly. Then as they
grew up’I built this 'ouse, and came
up to live here amongst the people
whom I reckoned my girls "d be sure

to get to know. And the whole thing’s
a dammed failure, Mary. That's the
Jong and short of it.”

“Perhaps—a little later on—" Mary
began, hesitatingly.

“Don’t. interrupt me,”’ he said, bru-
squely.: “This is theﬂrytwtﬂk
I've ever had about it, and it’s: doing
me good. The girls 'd like to put it
down to ¥eur mother and me, but ]
don’t believe it. I'm-ashamed to say
it, but 'm afraid it'’s the girls them-
selves. There's something not ‘right
about them, but 'm blessed if I know
what it is.
a bit vulgar, I know, but I've done my
best to copy those who: know how to
behave—and I believe we'd get
through for what we are anywhere
without giving offence. But my girls
oughtn’t to be vulgar. It’s education
as does away with that, and I've filled

’em chock-full of education from the}

time they were babies. It's run out
of them, Mary, like the sands ‘through
an hour-glass. They can speak cor-
rectly, and I dare say they know al!
the small society tricks. But that sn't
everything. They don’t know how to
dress. They can spend as much as
they like, and then you can come into
the room in a black gown as you made
yourself, and you:look: a lady, and
they don’t. . That’s the long and short
of it. The only decent people who
come here to this house are your
friends, and Tﬁey come to see you.
There’s young ‘Brooks, now:: I've no
son, Mary, and T'm - fond ‘of ‘young
men. I never knew one I liked as T
like him. - My daughters are old en-
ough to be married, and I'd ‘give fifty
thousand pounds to have him for a
son-in-law. And, of course, he won’t
look at ’em. He sees it. He'll talk
to you. He takes no more notice of
them than is civil. They fuss round
him, and all that, but they might save
themselves the pains. It’s hard lines,
Masy. Bi#"meking money as no one
knows on. I eould live at Enton and
afford it. But what's the good of it?
If people don’t care to know us here,
they won’t anywhere. Mary, how was
it education didn’t work with | them
girls? You mother was my own sister,
and she married a gentleman, He was
a blackguard, but hang it, Mary, if I
were you I'd sooner be penniless and
as you are than be my daughters with
five thousand apiece.”

There was an embarrassed sil€nce.
Then Mary faced the situation boldly.

“Unecle,” she said, “you are gaking
my advice: Is that it?”

“If there’s any advice you ean give,
for God’s sake let’s have it. But I
don’t know as you can make black
white.”

“Selina and Louise are good girls
enough,” she said, “but they are a
little spoilt, and they are a little
limited in their ideas. A town like
this often has that effect. Take them
abroad, uncle, for a year, or, better
still, if you can find the right person,
get a companion for them—a lady—
and let her live in the. house.”

“That’s sound!” he answered. “I'll
do it.”

“And about their clothes, uncle.

Take them. up to London, go to onej

of the best places, and leave the peo-
ple to make their things. Don‘t let
them interefere. Down here they've
got to choose for themselves. They
wouldn’t care about. taking advice
here, but in London they’d probably
be content to leave it. Take them up
to town for a fortnight. Stay at one
of the best hotels, the Berkeley or
the Carlton, and let them see plenty
of nice people. And don’t be discour-
aged, uncle.’

“Where the devil did you get your
common-sense. from?” he inquired,
fiercely. “Your mother hadn’t got it,
and I'll swear your father hadn’t.”

She laughed heartily.

“Above all, be firm with them,
uncle,” she said. “Put your foot down,
and stick to it. -They’ll obey you.”

“Obey “me? Good Lord, I'll make
’em,” Mr. Bulisom declared, vigor-
ously. “Mary, yofre a brick. ‘1 feel
quite cheerful. And, remember this,
my girl. I shall make you an allow-
ance, but that's nothing. Come to me
when you _Want a bit extra, and if
ever the young man sturns up, then
I've got a word or tw9‘ to-say. Mind,

1 shall only be givis€ you your own.

My will’s sighed and setled.”

She kissed him fopdly.

“You're a good s¢rt unele,” ghe
said. “And now wilFyou tell me what
you think of thig letter?-

“Read it to me, dear,” he said. “My
eyes aren’t what they were.”

She obeyed him.

“41, Bucklesbury, London, E.C.
“Dear Madam,—

We have received a communication
from our agents -at Montreal, agking
us to asce; the whereabout of Miss

Mary Scott, daughter of Richard Scott,
at one time a resident in that city.

Their mother and I are|

“mw:wm go. But 14
nudeutwdtbnt!mﬂa’n
were umumm"z

some remarked; thoughtfully.
“You cabled out the money to hrlng
me home,” Mary ;«mm‘ him.

Twammhtku,atmm

go and see Henslow. We'll have to
‘mmmwhattor I know.”
- Selina sailed into the room in a

bath-room. She pecked her father on
the cheek and nodded to Mary.

“Don’t you see Mr. Brooks, dear?"
her father remarked, with a twinkle in
his eye and something very much like
a wink to "Mary.

Selina secreamed, and looked fear-
fully around the room .

“What do you mean, papa?”’ she ex-
claimed “There is no one here.”

“Serve you right if there had been,”
Mr. Bullsom declared, grufly. “A.
pretty state to come down in the morn-
ing at past nine ¢'clock.”

Selina tossed her head.

“I am going to ck;es_e directly after
breakfast, she remarked.

“Then if you'll allow me to say so,”
her father declared, “betore breakiast:
is the time to dress, and not Atter~
wards. You're always ﬂle same, Se- |
lina, underdressed when you think
there’s no one around to see you, and
overdressed when there is.”

Selina poured herself out some cof-
fee and yawned.

“La, papa, what do yon know about
it?” she exclaimed. g

“What my eyes tell me,” Mr. Bull-
som declaréd, sternly. “You've no al-
lowance to keep to. Yeu've leave to
spend what you want, and. yowre
never fit to be seen.: There’s Mary
there taking thirty pounds a year
from me, and won’t  have a penny
more, though she’s heartily welcome
to it, and she looks a‘lady at any ino-
ment of the day.”

Selina~drew herself up, and her eyes
narrowed a little.

“You're talking about what you
don’t understand, pa,” she answered
with dignity. “If you prefer Mary’s |
style of dress”—she glanced with sil-
ent disparagement at her cousin’s
grey 'gkirt and plain white blouss—
“well, it’s a matter of taste, isn't it?”

“Taste!” Mr. Bullsom replied, coa-
temptuously. “Taste! What wort of
your shouiders, eh? Or your hair
through it? Looks as though it hadn't
been brushed. for a week. Fauzh'
‘When your mather and I lived on two
pounds a week she never insulted me
by coming down to breakfast in such
a thing.” :

Selina eyed  her father in. augry.
astonishment.

“Thing indeed!” she repeated. “This
wrapper Cost me four guineas, and
came from Paris. That shows how
-much you know: about it.”

'retorted, flercely. “Then  up-stairs
you go and take it off. !oux}ﬂahave
had your own way too much, and I'm

| about tried of it” = . A

“I shall- clmnge it—after hreahtnt,
Selina said, doubtfully.

Mr. Bullsom threw :open the door.

“Up-stairs,” ‘he repeated, “and throw
it into the rag-bag.’ -

Selina hesitated. Then she rose,
andwitiscnxlateheaumd:m
show of dignity, left the room. Mr.,
Bullsom drew himself ap and beunod
upen Mary.

“PIf show ’em a bit,” he declared,
with great good-humor. “I may be an.
ignorant old man, but I'm- going to
wake these girls up.” 8 '

Mary struggled for a moment, but,
her ‘sense of humor trlnmnhed She
burst out laughing.

“Oh, uncle, uncle,” she exchimed
“you’re a wonderful man”

He beamed upon her. .

“You come shopping with us in Lon
don,” he said. “We'll have some fun.”

Fifteen Years in Hell. '

“Really,” Lady Caroom exclaimed,
“Enton is the cosiest large house 1
‘was ever.in. Do throw that Bradshaw
away, Arranmore. The one o’cloel |
drain will do guite nicely.”

Lord Arranmore obeyed her nm‘]

a far corner of the room and came
| over to. her side. suwucudedﬂp
in a large easy-chair, and her face
cnuxhtbythewwouhedumnee-
light almost startled him by its youth.
Therewasmtasluﬂellgndmwe
age in the smoeth cheeks, not a single
grey hair, nodmotwsﬂneu}nthe
softtnlleyesraloed to his.
Slecaughtmnghneea.‘dsmﬂed.
Theﬂxelll‘htisiohemming'" she
mummred.

%’tu!”besﬁd.- G

“My .dear Arranmore. The Red
cliffes would never forgive me, and
Wwe must go some time.”

“I don’t see the neeeulw "he answ-

mnwlthbmlyalonghtonna-t

udhhnnclemamm‘
| priest. Bothc!ﬂnph!eipoendeﬂ
{for years.” :
“And your !lﬂlel‘-—-*"bﬂ, IM;
therewmwm Bullr

“Well, well!” Mr. Bulisome declared. |
“You must ®e-and see these chaps.|

We must all have that trip to London. | 5}
I exmm will we mting to 25

.nimmm'rnmer ‘which should | -
‘ma&oh&vebeenuhntedtothe'

taste ‘do you call that beastly rug on

rolled round and Jjust a pin stuck

~youmnycnllit,hu1edmautue

“From Paris, did it?” Mr. Bullsem | trembled a little,

\ nsmemberhwm Mmm

‘{ out—leave it out.: mhtb&n

ly. He jerked the volume lightly inte |

“You are very, very dear to me now
—as you are—but you are not the man
i loved years ago. Youujeanr\
different person indeed. Sometimes
I am almost afraid of you.”

“You have no eause wbe" he nu.

“Indeed, you have no cause to be. So
far as you are. eonesnedlhve
‘|never changed. I am the same man.”

“She took one of his ‘hlnﬂs in hers.

“Philip,” she said, “you mt neu
think hardly of me. “You must not
thinkotmenssimlymictedwith
the usual woman’s cn:insity Iam not.
curious at ‘all.: I would rather. not |
know. But remember that for n«.rly
twenty years you passed out of m)
lite. You have come baek again
wonderfully aitered. You do not wish
to keep the story otthose years for
ever a sort of Bluebeard‘s chambel
in our lives?”’

“Not L” he..answered:" “I_ would
have you do as 1 have done, rip them
out page and chapter, annihilate them
utterly. - What have they to ‘do’ with
the life before us? To you they would
seem evil enough, to me -they are|
thronged with horrible memories, it |y
memories which, could 1 take them
with me, would; poison heaven itself |
So let us blot them out for-ever. Come.
to me, Catherine,.and help me to for-
She looked at hh:n_ﬂwit,h stp.hed
eyes. g
“Philip,” she .said, “I must undex
stand you. I must understand what
has made you the man you are.”

“Fifteen yeﬁ ip hell has done it,”
‘he answered; ﬂeroely “Not even mj
memory shall ever take me back.”

“If I marry you,” she said, “remem-|
ber that I marry your past as well ac
your future. .And there are tthgs—
which need expla.nttion

uweu,n 3

“You have been mrrled 4

“She is dead,”

““You have a son.”

He reeled as though he had ‘been |
struck, and the silence between' them
was as the silence of h'hseay A

“You see,” she continmed, “I am
bound to ask you te lift the curtain
a little. ‘Fate or, mum or whatever-

‘way. 1 am not afraid to know. I have
ieentoomuehotmetobe%m
‘judge.  But you must hold out your
hndandukemeakulemrther
“L canmot,” . -
‘She held him, tightly. Hor voice

" “Dear, :nnmust.{ .Ia.mnotuex—
ntmiqmn,mjlovemmm
mMaM<MNMm
nt;hthavemt,eﬂne, Ignorance is|
ileonlgﬂdnxﬁld:lmm

ed,youareatmosgam«mue
in some of yéur moods. 1 could not

‘which I knew nothing. Sit dewn by |
md«bmu&wu I-will ask
{uo questions. You shall tell me your|
own way, and what:you wish to leave

-hard a task?”
*Hemmmmmm Hig
hcomﬂh&gmo:eieﬂnm:
His voice was cold and: hopeless. -
“The key,” he said, is gone, I ghall |
nommmmxwmm&
lhnehovnwm h.tmi!‘
am afraid. - Shall me go into the hall?
1 fancy that thiey are serving fes.”
She looked at him, half - teraﬂed
hﬂ!&maul.
“Youndknthisasﬁnnl"'aheum
dem “You refuse to offer any
explanation, the explanation which
common decency even would reqnlre
of these things?” o
“I expected too much,” he answered
“I know it very well. Forgive me, and
Jet us forget.” ; 4
. ‘Bhe rose to her feet.

mret this,” nhe said. “I pray Bu‘

‘To Brooks she neemd the . same¢
heard her light laugh come floating
white fingers. .But Sybil saw the ¢
bright eyes and nervous mouth ;
mmmmump.mmm
She pfled the cusions about g dark|

away recklessly. *
. “This .is a night of

,gn?
-ﬁmﬂymmmmm"“
~nmmm¢nmammplew

o 'ad.'“Howem:han
: mmmﬂlﬂ
f~mw What does Ar-

»vmmbﬂmmn

‘ W‘Wdﬁmtﬁlookmds

“un.youhaw Wtydoqou want tc

he m “are very old friends.”

| their 1i

a thenxit-” ~

murmaur-
:b]e to play
t;,-y i:o ‘addle

;wrd.anqcﬂﬂn.
mmmm

my brain by parado:

ranmore mean
- He put do'n his cup.
“Do you dare to understand me,” he
said.  “It is the most sincere unkind-
ness when one talks only to answer.
‘And as for bridge—remember that
this is a night of mourning. Bridge
'His far too frivolous a pursuit.” ;
“Bridge a frivolous pursuit?” Sybil
exclaimed. “Heavens, what sacrilege.
| What ought we to do, Lord Arran-
‘mere?”
‘8it in sackcloth and-uhe-, end hear
/Brooks lecture on the poor,” he answ-
/ered, ‘lightly. ' “Brooks is & mixture

.pessimist, you know, and it is the
 privilege of his years: -to be someti
in earnest. I know mothing more de-
pressing than to listen to a man who
,h’m,‘m"’

“You -are- getting: positively light-
headed,” Sybil laughed. “I'can see no
pleasure in life'save that which comes
from: an earnest pursuit -of things,
* 1 good or evil”

“My ‘dear child,” . Liord Arranmore
amrwered, “when you are a little older
you will know that to take life serl-
ously is a sheer impossibility. You

may  think ‘that you are doing it, but
(you are not.”

“There must be exceptjons" Sybn
d’selm-eﬂ.

- “There ‘are. npne. Liord Arranmore
answered, lightly, “outside the mad-
house. For the realization of life
comes only hand in hand with in
sanity. The people 'who hayve come
nearest to it carry the mark with
them all their life. - For the fever of
knowledge will seorch even those whc
peer over the sides of the canldron.

Lady Caroom helped hemeﬂtosome
hore tea.

“Really, A.n-anmore, she drzwkfl
“for sheer and nnadnltered pessimism
you are uumnd You must be 2

"He w_m shoulders.
. “One is aways called morbid,”

the truth.” 4
! “There mpeonte." Lady Caroom

r

ﬂhhl’,n‘. .‘r.,

- “Iam m the minority,” Lord Arrtn
‘more said, smiling. “I feel mynelt ‘be
ming lsehtad. Let us abandon the
‘“No, let us convert you instead,”
-8ybil declared “We want to look at
| the sun, and we want to take you with
us. You are ruﬂy a very stupid per

M A&m amongst the shadows?”
uummma Taintly.

“The ‘sun m*‘ he said, “only for
Mﬁ who have eyes to see it.”

‘answered.
[ “Save when the :ﬁ‘ght in the eyes is
dead,” he answered. “Come, shall we

‘| have you- wandering off into worlds of m‘m‘t four-handed billiards?”

/Tt resolved itself into a .match be-
tveenladycamandbord Arran-

above. the average. Sybil and Brooks
talked. but for once her -attention
wandered. = She seemed listening to
the elick ottie ‘billiard-balls, and
watching the man and the woman be
‘tween whom all cenversation seemed
dead: mmm.mmon
and ‘abandoned his ‘own attemptl to
muea,w

- “Your mthernmlu.\rd more.

"i’hey%vem one another all
*she murmured. “Lord Ar-

though th‘ ‘his: younger .days.”
‘Brooks mﬂe ‘no reply. The girl
suddenly beiit her head towards him

{*“Are youa m of eharacter?” shec
-asked.

Beshookﬁbud.

“Secarocely. :‘lhv nethademugb
experience. It is'a Mscinating study.”
“Very. Now I want to ask you some-

“I do mot know that you will eve:. |thing. What do you think of Lorc.

Atm"’
Bermmmedmmm
ﬁﬂ. msﬂ'!!tm ‘died away or

charming woman as umaluh‘lmﬂp:.

B “Ithmrhudtumwmwer
aurouihehall.m ‘bower over her| 3

“F.do not mmmmam

corner of the mmmmmt ltﬁnttbuthahoftentsmhuadtm‘rdand\hokedst

"",ﬁ;g muw ﬁamhm dnd her
ummw&emm | doxy and moral gymnasties.”

Brooks-and ¥ were in the midat of » |

tea ‘came. thbthunmm

mtmmmmw you M feel towards him?” |’

“M"huumred.“mthmb

I..on
‘ and subtle [The §

amemmmdmm.

: ﬂmwered “who look always towards |
the clouds, even “when the sun ic

. “Blindness h not incurable,” she|the same house for weeks, even

mre.wha ‘wére both players far|

‘| sure that you are wrong. To care for

- | something.”

Firet-class for Stove and Furnace

at the sheds

‘Office and Sheds: Dewdney St..
between Rose and Broad. and
& Opposite Cameron & Heap's Ware-

Omee Heurs—9-10 a.m,, 13, 56 and
7-8 p.m.

:dm—im ‘Scarth MM 123a

Residence:

| 2141 Victoria Avenue. ' Phone 123b

Regina, Sask.

m & HUTCHINSON
: Ganml Agents
Representlng The London - Assur-

of England; 'Fhe

Guaunteo and Accident Co.;
~and’ Hastings Saving and

Loan Co.; The Royal Trust Company;

The Sovereign Life Assurance Co.;

Commercial Union; Hartford Fire and

other- first class oonpames

SCARTH ST,, over Imperial Bank,
- ‘REGINA, SASK.
PO. Box 710. Telephone 125,

um McLEOD, MD., CM.
(lleGm)
Late of London and Vienna.
EYE, EAR, NOSE AND THROAT
- EXCLUSIVELY. £
‘Office: Northern Bank Building, Re-
- gina, Sask.
Office Hours—9 to 12,2 to 5 and 7 to 8.
- 'Phone 274.

DRS. m:. & HARVIE
PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONS.

‘Cor. South Raillway and Scarth Sts.
S (Over Dominion Bank)

Hours—9.30 to 10 am, 2 to 6 pm,,
T to9 p.’m.
Telephone No. 665.

F.-J. BALL, MD., M.R.CS. (Eng)
W. A. HARVIE, M.B. (Toronto Univ.)

BTmy & © VAN EGMOND
Architects
Omee* Top Floor, Facing Elevator,
NORTHERN BANK BUILDING,
SCARTH STREET.
P.0O. Box 1344, Telephone 498.

ASHTON D. CARROTHERS
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,
NOTARY,

Telephone No. 598
STRATHCONA BLK, 1721 Scarth St.,
Regina, Sask.

3. T. Brown; k.a *T. D. Brown, B\.A
BROWN, THOMSON & BROWN

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,
NOTARIES, ETC.

Offices: Over Non!tham Bank Bfock,
: M 8t., REGM Sask.

INVESTMEN I'S

Now ts the time to place your funds
at good rates of interest for a term
of years.
We can invest amounts from $500.
up in first mortgages or school de-
bentures to yield very attractive rates
of interest.

Correspondence Invited

NAY & JAMES
investment Brokers.

leading. He bhas shown me so much
kindness.  Yet I thing—I am sure—
that I liked him from the first mo’
ment I saw him.”

He nodded.

“I like him too. 1 cannot help it.
Yet one can be with him, can live in

months, and remain an utter stranger
to him. He has self-repression which
'is marvelous—never at fault—never
a j:)lnt loose. One wonders so much
what lies beyond. One weould like to
.kn“w ”»

“Ig it wise?” hﬂ asked. “After all,|
is it our comcern?”

“Not ours. . But if you were a wo-
man would you be content to take
‘him on trust?”

‘ings,” he amswered, hesitatingly.
“Whether you cared for him?”
NY.‘“!I)

" She beat the floor with her fott.
“You are wrong,” she sal.d, “I am

‘one is to wish ever te belive the best

posing that unknown past was of evil,
lanid one discovered it. To care for |
him would only make the suffering |
keener.”

Foge may be so,” he admitted. “May
'L ask you somet.hing""

“Well?”

“You speak—of ‘yourseif?”

Up-to-Date Cafe

<+ Is now open for business,
servmg the best of foods
in-the neatest style.

Visitors to Regina are
asked to come hexe for
their meals; satisfaction
guaranteed .

; A full line of Fruits
and Confectionery always
in stock. Winter Apples
of highest grade by the
“barrel.

.§

Highest prices:paid for
Eggs, Butter and Fowl ;
only the best wanted.
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GIVE US A TRIAL

The UTOPIA
1843 Scarth St. lene 8%

T
Geo. Speers & Co.

REGINA UNDERTAKERS

1761 Hamilton 8t., 'Phone 219
(Next door to C.P.R. Telegraph)

Ambulance in Connection.

Open day and night. Large
stock to select from.

| MONEY
TO LOAN

LOWEST CURRENT RATES
No waiting to submit applicatious.

DEBENTURES

Maunicipal and School Debentures
: Boughs and Sold
FIRE and ACCIDENT
INSURANCE

J. ADDISON REID & ©0.

Telephone 448

305 Darke Block

—Cacloads—5

Bpys, Baldyvins; Rassetts,’
Greenings, Tolmon Sweet,

Kings, 20 oz. Pippin, Haas,
Grimes’ Golden, Bailey Red

R e e R T v
Ux‘aﬁ Apples, Pears, Grapes

FRUIT

Williamson’s cxonanae

“It would depend upon my own feel- [

tof them. It is better to keep apart|
mmm a sooddeﬁ'foreverthantornnlnyrisks Sup |

COAL

AND BEST

Tho Smith & Fergusson Co

—

Her eyes met his, and he looked
hastily downwaras.

"‘Abturd," she mmurod, and in»e
clined her head towards the billiard-

'!!heywa!kedtowardsthesrmtclr
cular window which overlooked  the
m hWMM’CWr
,ﬁaﬁwbeabdcabdroulmw,

them. Dmokastartednhemeog

mhuhneheltoou

She looked at him politely bewil-

dered.

“It is the niece of a man whom 1

table. - “They have 1 ttached to know very well in Melchester,” he ex-
FHE: ther always. Come. o claimed. “Something must -have hap-

to the window, and 1. will tell #bened to her uncle. It is most extra-
g ordinary.”

(To be COnunued.)

s_‘J'._a,,a new electric horn for mptor
3 or automobiles the sound is pro-
by the vibration of a steel disk

&t a rate of 30,000 times a minute.

f = The rudder of the transatlantic liner
¢ *“Why, that must be ‘some one for | Olympic weighs 100 tons, being the

“‘He may bliad your judgment. How’he.'buehined, In a puzdled tone. | heaviest ever bullt.

Buﬂm”‘-

Ask for Minard’s and take no other.

WINTER APPLES
5 55
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