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Diamond

Our facilities for buying
Diamonds are unsurpassed.
We do not attempt to sell
more diamonds than any
one else—it is a question of
quality rather than quantity
with us. If you want good
vdiamonds we can supply you
at a lower cost than any
W will not

supply inferior gems.' ' Look
us up when in Toronto.

- other dealer.

WANLESS & CO0.

TORONTO’S OLDEST JEWELLERS.

ESTABLISHED 1840

396 Yonge St., Toronto

is quite distinct from

any other. It possesses
the remarkable propert

of rendering milk, wit

which it is mixed
when used, quite
easy of digestion by
infants, invalids and

convalescents.

Benger's Food is sold in Tins

and can be obtained through most
wholesale Druggists and leading
Drug Stores.

h‘
READ THIS—but

UNDERSTAND AT OUTSET THAT OUR

GENUINE PENNYROYALWAFERS |

are not for men, but women have for 20 years
found them the best monthly regulator procur-
able, allaying “pains,” correcting omission and
irregularity,  They are in a word, reliable’and
healthful; §1.00 per box. mailed anywhere ; sold
everywhere ; in box; yellow label; English-
French printed,

Eureka Chemical Co., Detroit, Mich-:
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BY HARRIET GAYLORD.

——

AGGIE CASEY
breathed a sigh
of relief as she
deposited the baby
on the bed which
served for the
family of three in
their little two-
room tenement on

Third Avenue. He had been crying

fretfully all day, and it was so good

“to have him asleep at last. She*drew

the baby quilt up close to his ears,
made a tired attempt at adornment
before the -square of looking-glass;
then tiptoed out and busied herself
setting the ‘table and frying the sup-
per bacon. !

From time to time footsteps sound-
ed on the stairs and landing outside,
but she gave no heed. It was nearly
seven o’clock when she stood sudden-
ly still, listening intently.

“That’s Jim,” she exclaimed, adding
a moment later,

“No, he ain’t got no job.” !

Maggie was keen in, the diagnosis
of footsteps. She met her husband at
the door, saying gallantly,

“It’s late ye are, Jim." Maggie was
still mostly dimples and curls, though
the roses in her cheeks had gone out
to help give the baby life three
months before,

you an’ the kid’ll come from is more’n
I'm knowin’. I'd niver paid th’ rint
gunday if I'd knowed we'd have a
re.” «

“Sh-h-h!"" cried Maggie, her teacup
poised in her hand. * That’s father
comin’ up th’ stairs.” ;

She ran to the door and out on
the landing.

“Hello, father!” she called. “Ye're
just in time fur a bite o’ supper.”

Tim Casey hobbled chgerfully into
the room. He was small and white-
haired, and bent from rheumatism and
a long life spent over a harness
stitching machine. : ¢

“Niver a bite; but a kiss, darlin’!
Th’ ould woman’s fed me foine!”

Maggie threw her fresh young

arms about his neck, then drew him

to her chair at the table and perched
herself on Jim’s knee. The old man
looked troubled as he marked his
son’s ‘disconsolate face. :

“Jamsie, me b’y,” he said, “ye’re up
aginst it fur the fust time, ain’t ye?
Niver ye mind! Yer ould father's got
a schame in ’is head: Shure, ye c¢'d
do the stitchin’ ter our place, I'm
thinkin’ an’ Maloney ’‘as tipped me
th’ wink as ’ow Joe Murphy is. onter
a bitter job nixt wake. : To-morrer I’ll
git yer name on th’ list, me b’y. Ould
Hessler’s bin a god boss ter me these

(AL A

Ye'll pay fer yer supper before ye ate, wun't ye, Jim?”

3
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Jim’s face was not over strong, but
his shoulders looked as if he might
support a family. - He was young,
like Maggie—they were only children
with a responsibility asleep in the
next room, a sobering responsibility
in the present crisis. To-night his
face was sullen and his shoulders
dropped. ‘

“Not a damned job fur mine!” was
his greeting as he threw his hat on
the floor in the corner. Jim was plain-
ly losing his nerve, though it was only
two days since the burning of the
factory where he had worked.

“Niver you care, darlin’!” said Mag-
gie soothingly. ‘‘Ate a bit o’ supper
fust. It's hungry ye are.”

He washed in the tin basin and
é¢ried his face. When he turned,
Maggie was close behind.

“Ye’ll pay fur yer supper before ye
ate, wun’t ye, Jim?”’ she asked rog-
uishly—"“now ye're all swate an’
ciane?” .

With a groan he snatched her in his
arms and kissed her fiercely.

“If it wuzn't fur you, Maggie dar-
lin’, I'd niver care a damn: but if it
vwuzn't for you, I'd die shure!”

Over the supper he told her of his
long day of many disappointments: of
the miles he had tramped in the cold
because he dared not waste car-fare.

“An’ didn’t ye ’ave a bite ter ate
all th’ day long?” she asked anxious-
ly.

“No; an’ where the next bite fur

tin year, an’ he'll be a frind ter me
son, shure. Ye think ye c¢'d do th’
stitchin’, don’t ye, Jamsie, me b'y?”’
The thin old voice was fearsome in’its
appeal. Tim Casey yearned over the
ong son of his old age.

Jim’s face gathered manliness.

“I'll do onything on airth fur Mag-
gie’'n th’ kid,” he said; “but’ll Hessler
tak’ ot a grane hand?”

“Shure! an’ ye mus’ come up the
morrer an’ watch yer ol’ dad. It’s
aisy! it’s aisy! See how strong I am
thin, an’ I've bin at it these twinty
year.”

He got to his feet feebly and held
out his shaking hand as proof. The
quick tears rose to Maggie's eyes.

“Father darlin’,” she said, “ye're
none too strong, I’'m thinkin’. Mebbe
Jim kin do a bit o’ yer work an’ ’is
own, too, whin he’s workin’ fur Hess-
icr.  Onyhow it’s a blissin’ ye air ter
th’ b’y; he wuz that downhearted be-
fore ye come! Ye'll be wantin’ ter
see little Tim, father, before ye go,
shure. He’s slapin’, th’ lamb! He
niver wakes up whin th’ trains go past
ivry minit.”

They tiptoed into the next room,
and Maggie pulled down the quilt.

“Ain’t he a picchur?”’ she asked.
“Now, ain’t he just? It's proud ye'll
be o’ him, you an’ mother, I'm think-
in’.  Kiss ’im, father; wun't ye? He’s
so used ter kissin’ that it niver wakes
‘im up.”

She laughed as the old man fearful-
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TRY
BOVRIL MILK SHERBET

‘ d two cupfuls of milk

| ahd dissolve therein 2
tablespoonfuls of sugar.
Stir in thoroughly while ,
warm 1 teaspoonful lemon
juice and two't fuls
BOVRIL. Cool and freeze .

.as usual,—
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i e M e Bt
expensive material b .
carefully made by !tect?.y machin-
e g el
must un 0 the . :
inspection?rq‘heg are not expensive
but they stand the one and all im-
-portant test, THEY WORK. Their
equipment is such that they are
perfectly adapted to snap-shots or -
time exposures and the amateur
may, by providing a Dollar Brownie
Developing box, do his own deve-
loping without a dark-room; or |
may leave it to another—just as he
The No. 3 Folding Pocket Brownie
makes pictares Sl foducs, ond
for 6 exposures, has a iscus lens of 43¢
inch focus, as our Imp Pocket
Automatic Shutter with iris di
stops, has a reversible finder an
sockets. By means of the automatic
ocussing lock it may be used either asa
sired. *Beasoring et TH o R O
inchesand welghh‘r but 18ounces it is in

every sensea pocketcamera. Handsomel:
Suished and Coveved with that Somel

tation leather, Durable, sensible. ctie
cal, inexpensive to operate, Pﬂéwﬂ

Brownie Developing Box

This little box has made the develop-
ing of negatives as simple as ‘‘pressing
the button,” Any amateur can now dev-

elop his own'film with the certaihty of get.
ting the best possible results fron’:" evxery
exposure. No DarRK Room for any part
of the work, Kvery ‘step is easy with a
Brownie Developing Box. PRricE, $1.00.

Ash your dealer, or write us for Jree copy of
“The Kodak on the Farm.”

7 CANADIAN KODAK €O. LTD
TORONTO, CANADA.

“Kodak on the Farm’’ free af the dealers,
or by mail.
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