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Another New

Burroughs
Adds---Subtracts

This is another of the 86
kinds of Burroughs Book-
keeping Maehines—all far
more than mere adding ma-
chines—more like 86 sets of
mechanical bookkeeping
brains.

This latest addition to the
big Burroughs line does all
the figure work of a regular
adding machine and besides
performs the extraordinary
feat of direct subtracting.

These are the two pro-
cesses the man of figures
uses most. The machine ds
also fast and accurate for
multiplication or division.

In many kinds of work the
Subtracting machine ecuts
nearly 1-3 off the time re-
quired by any other adding
machine for the same opera-
tions.

In making up bookkeeping
figure forms of every kind it
will surprise you how this
machine almost thinks—just
push a lever and it adds;
push back the lever and it
subtracts—or, when the
work requires, it will print
(say a date, a page or clerk
number) and neither add nor
subtract. It is absolutely
automatic in its calculating
operations, yet always ac-
curate.

Let us demonstrate the
varied labor and brain-sav-
ing uses of this wonderful
new Burroughs on your own
work. You can’t know its
possibilities until you see it
in use. May we send a man
from our office to show it to
you? Ne obligation nor
responsibility.

Burroughs Adding Machine

Co.

D. W. SAXE, Sales Manager
146 Bay St., Toronto, Ont.

“ What Every

Woman Knows ”

That Bacon furnishes the
most tasty and delicious
breakfast. It is at the same
time the most economical.

For over fifty years the House
of Fearman has been curing Break-
fast Bacon. It is made from the
product of Canadian grain fed pigs,
carefully selected and carefully pre-
pared. The whole process from
beginning to end is under the
supervision of the Inspectors of
the Dominion Government, ensur-
ing pure, healthy food.

Ask your grocer to supply you with

FEARMAN’S ENGLISH
BREAKFAST BACON

Put up by
F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
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self in so young a child. Diana caught
his glance, and instantly a spirit of wil-
fulness made her say, lightly:

“Now, I won’t have Tim coddled, Sir
Guy, please, so don’t look as though you
wanted to fuss him: Tim is Di’s brave
man, and he was in at the death, Sir
Guy—weren’t you, my darling? Tim’s

a sportsman, and sister is ever and ever

so proud of him.”

Sir Guy lifted the boy to the ground
and patted his shoulder, while all the
others loudly sang the child’s praise, but
Sir Guy was silent, and his brow knit-
ted.” Tim’s eyes implored him, and he
felt it would be difficult to betray Tim’s
confidence.

That night at dinner he resolved
somehow to broach the subject to Diana
before the evening was over, for Tim
and she were leaving for their own
home on the morrow, having only con-
sented to come and join his guests for a
couple of days. With this thought in
his mind, he suggested a stroll on the
terrace after dinner, as the night was
a glorious one, and a magnificent moon
was turning night into day. The pro-
posal was met with pleasure by all, and
the ladies, equipped with. shawls, soon
joined the men as they lounged about
the picturesque old stone terrace which
ran right round the big house, whose
ivied front gleamed richly in the moon-
light. Sir Guy rather adroitly drew
Diana Tudor a little apart from the
chattering group.

“Give me your

opinion,” he  said;

guiding her along, “as to whether I

should not have some of this splendid
ivy cut down. They tell me it makes
the house damp, and yet it seems ‘saeri-
lege to prune even a leaf—the growth
of ages. Besides,” laughing—*it would
afford a veritable fire-escape in case of
need, so powerful and strong is it all.”

“On the other hand,” smiled the girl,
“as Tim said to-night, a burglar could
find an easy ladder, were he brave
enough for such an ascent, which I
doubt.” And she shivered a little, as
she lifted her sweet face to gaze up, and
the moonlight showed the man every
dainty curve and all the fair tints in
the face he had grown to think the fair-
est, ever made to tantalise a man who
was too old, too grave, and too unat-
tractive to hope that he might ever win
so sweet a thing.

“Dear Tim is fast asleep by now,” he
said, rather absently, his gaze on her.
Then instinctively turned his eyes to-
wards the turret window, which Diana
and Tim had chosen should be theirs
during their short visit, as its height
gave such a beautiful view of the coun-
try around.

THE next moment Diana had turned,

and reeled against her host, cheeks
livid, and eyes distended in an incredu-
lous stare of horror. She was paralysed
with fear, and incapable of speech or
movement, but Sir Guy’s quick whisper
of “Hush,” in a voice entirely new to
her, would, anyhow, have silenced the
girl, for it rang, low as it was, with
power and command, and even at that
moment of agony she was obsessed with
a sense of confidence and belief in the
man at her side. She felt, rather than
saw, how his whole form became im-
bued with a marvellous force of ner-
vous energy, and Diana, like a person in
some horrible nightmare, waited for de-
velopments—herself unable to move
hand or foot.

In the brilliant moonlight, outlined,
ag it were, in silvery outlines, stood the
little figure of Tim, balanced on a ledge
of narrow stonework that ran round the
building, and upon which the child
lightly walked, as they—in terror—
watched. The turret window was open,
and Tim, in a somnambulistic trance,
was stepping towards his death, for in
a few minutes he would reach the point
where the ledge abruptly terminated,
and it seemed that nothing could save
him from being hurled on to the stone
at their very feet.

But as the little figure, in its flut-
tering gown of white, steadily but
slowly advanced towards the fatal gap,
Sir Guy leaped forward, and hand over
hand, with all the skill of the trained
gymnast, up, up he went, clinging to the
sturdy trails of the grand old ivy like
a sailor to the ropes. There was a
quivering sigh from those beneath, for
the situation had in that moment be-
come clear to all, and the need of silence

intensified the horror which fell upon
the group of men and women as they
breathlessly watched the ascent of the
man and the advance of the child. Every
moment seemed an eternity, but higher
and higher swung Sir Guy’s slight
form, his muscles tense, his features set.
A little life was in the balance, and,
Heaven willing, it must be saved. One
more effort, and with torn palms and
swollen veins he was beside the narrow
ledge, just as the child reached the gap,
and then Sir Guy had his arm round
him, while with the other he grasped
the ivy and steadied himself by plant-
ing his feet on the tiny ledge. To those
looking up, it was a horribly precarious
position. Should the child struggle, both
must fall. But Tim was passive in the
careful, tender hold of his “bestest
friend,” and inch by inch Sir Guy made
his way along the stone-work, with little
Tim held in front of him.

It was not until the pair reached the
open window that the spell of horror
which had held the watchers motionless
was broken, and a wild rush to the house
followed. But the passages and wind-
ing staircases of the old place were not
quickly traversed, and when the white-
faced men and women reached the last
flight, Sir Guy himself came down it,
smiling rather tremulously at his
guests, and holding up a warning hand.

“Tim is still asleep,” he whispered,
his eyes seeking for Diana Tudor, “and
he is safe in the charge of my dear old
housekeeper. Pray do not let him be
roused, or ever know about to-night.”

HE turned and led the way into an

upstair sitting-room, drawing the
girl along, for she was trembling vio-
lently, and hardly able to stand. But
Sir Guy soon placed her in a -chair,
while one of the men ran hastily for
brandy, which they forced her to swal-
low. And as the stimulant restored her,
great tears rolled down her white face,
and she cried: “Oh, my little Tim! If
I had lost him!”

All the women were crying, too, for
the relief of the tension was immense,
and even the men coughed huskily and
cleared their throats in a suspicious way.

Sir Guy was the calmest of all; but
he was looking very exhausted, and his
poor hands were painful to see.

“By Jove!” said an elderly man, “it
was the pluckiest thing I’ve ever seen!”

“Couldn’t have done it myself for a
million pounds,” muttered another, and
his host smiled.

“But you could for a child, old fel-
low. There, there, don’t say more.
Poor Miss Tudor is so unstrong, and
small wonder.”

“The kindest thing we can do,” put in
one of the speaker’s wives, strongly, and
with decision, “is to leave Miss Tudor
quiet for a while.”

The weeping girl nodded gratefully,
and they all filed quietly out of the
room. - All but Sir Guy, I should say,
and he remained, his eyes on the bent
head, his heart aching for the pain she
had suffered, and quite forgetful of his
own part in the suffering.

She looked up after a while. “I can
never thank you,” she said, faltering.
“How can words thank one for such a
deed, and—and—oh, I had dared to
doubt your courage a few hours ago!”

‘A sudden resolution seized Sir Guy.
“I will do a brave thing now, Miss
Tudor,” he replied, “for I shall risk
your anger and dislike by entreating you
to promise me that Tim shall not go
hunting—at any rate, for the present,
until he is older. Please, please don’t
think I am presuming on to-night’s
affair, but I feel convinced that Tim was
over-excited, and his brain so affected
by an unnatural strain that it produced
the somnambulistic trance in which the
dear little fellow risked his life, and,
thank Heaven, my old training stood me
in good stead to help him.”

Diana Tudor stood up and held out
her hand. “I would promise you any-
thing,” she said, simply. “But I know
you are right, although I would not own
it even to myself. I felt just what you
say when Tim was being so brave. to-
day, for he looked so strange. Sir Guy,
can you forgive me for daring to criti-
cise and judge one so much older and
wiser than myself, and to refuse to
listen to advice about my darling?”

Sir Guy took both her hands. “Ah!
so much older, Migs Tudor. I wish he
were not so. But if you could only

Diamond Dyes

Spell Economy
For These Women

¢‘I am sending you
photographs of my
sister and myself to
show you what we
have been able to do
with Diamond Dyes.

““The gown that I
have on I made over
from material we had
in a tan broadcloth
Russian Blouse that
we never liked. We
dyed this black. My
sister’s suit we made
according to 3 ———
pattern, from a grey
homespun suit which

‘I think you can
see from these photo-
graphs of my sister
and myself how much
Diamond Dyes mean
to us.’’

Mrs. J. R. Raymond,
New York City.

Diamond
are the
workers of
home. Rugs, por-
Made over from a tan  tjeres, curtains and
broadcloth dyed black. feathers, etc., can

be made bright and fresh as new.

Diamond Dyes

There are two classes of Diamond Dyes
—one for Wool or Silk, the other for
Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods. Diamond
Dyes for Wool or Silk now come in Blué
envelopes. And, as heretofore, those for
Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods are in
White envelopes.

Here’s the Truth
About Dyes for
Home Use

Dyes
wonder-
the

Our experience of
over thirty years has
proven that no one
dye will successfully
color every fabriec.

There are two
classes of fabrics—
animal fibre fabrics
and vegetable fibre

fabrics: Wool and
Silk are animal fibre
fabrics. Cotton and

Linen are vegetable
fibre fabrics.
‘‘Union’’ or ‘‘Mix-
ed’’ goods are 600
to 809, Cotton—so
must be treated as
vegetable fibre fab-
rics,

Vegetable fibres re-

quire one class of
dge, and animal
fibres, another and

-adically different
class of dye. As
proof—we call at-
tention to the fact
that manufacturers
of woolen goods use
one class of dye,
while manufacturers
of cotton goods use
an entirely different

Made over from grey home”
class of dye.

spun dyed navy blue

DO NOT BE DECEIVED

For these reasons we manufacture fgg:
class of Diamond Dyes for colouring Cot%*
Linen, or Mixed Goods, and another d”s"nl
Diamond Dyes for colouring Wool or ‘u
s0 that you may obtain the very best res
on EVERY fabric. rer

REMEMBER: To get the best pO!SiblOixod
sults in colouring ‘Cotton, Linen, or '“
Goods, use the Diamond Dyes manufact 5
especially for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed 00:’,1.

AND REMEMBER: To get the best POSI
ble results in colouring Wool or Silk, use goe
Diamond Dyes manufactured especially
Wool or Silk.

Diamond Dyes are sold at the uniform
of 10c. per package.

Just Out— Sent Free—New Ediﬁoﬁ
—1912-1913 Diamond Dye Ann“to

This book is full of dress secrets, DOV ;.
do almost magical things about the home,
ete. d 95’/
Send us your dealer’s name and addr®vi,d
tell us whether or not he sells DIsT g
Dyes. We will then send you this el 8
book of helps, the Diamond Dye Am;mplea
copy of the Direction Book, and 36 8
of Dyed ‘Cloth, Free. v

t
WELLS & RICHARDSON:CO., Burlingto™

pricé

we dyed navy blue. -




