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FINE
B-IL VER PLA TED

SPOONS
A ND FORKS

Dirke' Silver-Plated ware in made in one
quaity only-the best. it is positively the
longest wearing silver-plated ware on the market
to-day, and is therefore the most economical for
use in the home, where constant daily use is a
necessi ty.

Our lluaitration la or tho

OLD ENGLISH
DESIGNV

a beautifully shaped design suite equal i appear-
Sance to a Sterling Silver design. A f ew prices will

cý"lWvince, as to moderate côst

Ire& upoons (as illustration) $3.25 doz,
Dess.ort'Spoons-
Table Spoons -

Dessert Forks -

- 5.00 '

- -6.00

- -5.00V Dnner Forke - - 6.00"Delivered prepaid to any express office ini Canada
with the understanding that the), nay he returned
if unsatisfactory and the f ull purchase price xii

be refunded.

HENRY BIRKS AND SONS, LIMITED
GOLD AND SILVERSMITHS

350-352 Main Street,

ILADIES & GIRLS!
BLl 121 Prt'y S"- 'he."atPn S08 oeah-".lb-. Oc M 

-- Va.

WINNIPEG.

one Dozen Velvet Pieces Dfe

0o tpaid lýtl or 2 dozen 25e, N. Souh
Coott Block, 1.onidoti, Can.

On a near-by chair sat Peter, blinking
innocently.

I sank into the opposite chair and
groaned. Peter, recognizing my evident
distress, leaped over and settled himself
comfortably on'my knees...ý

"Contfound you!" -1'-exploded. Peter
nosed my vest affectiînately ànd b,, an
tô pure. -Re was at ail tin--' a n:ôost
idioticaily 'cheerful .cktl

1 .Ptt Peter .dd*à and tried to think.
in~ light. -of my prçnà1es tg Aurelia-my

môstmphtî& nd ft-repeated ppom-
&~s-?my -ptsition'iii the ~patter was not,
etu<îiable- ;Finaiiy I had in illuminatin',
fIspina,.. I would purchase at one o0

Iî ;1f tres a cZnary as near lk
'possi14e d somne day, after*

ýýri-nd bec6melittà,chedlto* this new
.rà-I ýýould tiee-the Whole trt9th of

r ýqiuite a sea hthrou&É' thé pet,¶
ýI ý eIopS the Jô àing twodysI

lond- coppi-eo*ed -caniary with
onè,4aii wing and oÔne* lighit one, whicli
Idoked very like tjhe 1arnentçd Buster.
14 -dealer infor4ýa .minthat coôpple-

icro'ù,îzd- canaries >art dark and part
li&fit.*,were quite a ralty, and that. in-
rçQonsequetice, he would'have to charge

m9 sIx dollars for it. I paid him and
depgrted joyfuily, with the bird in a
liffle wooden cage.

Arrived at home, 1 engineered my
purchase, wth much fluittering and
many fightened chirps 011 his part, into
Buster's caze. 1 put the cage on the
table by the lamp and spent a good hour
caliing, "Bus-er! Buster!' to the bird
lu a vain h ;pe that by this method I
might get himi tQ recognize lis adopted:
name, but this lie-stolidly refused to do.
1Ihe ±ollowing morning I hung his cage
by the dining-room window, where he
would have the sun ail day. This-if
anyting-I imagined would cheer hlmn
up to his normal state.

Aurelia was due to return that after-
noon, and I left the office early to meet
ber at thc Stat'on. To my surprise,
tbough she inquired solicious1y afir
Peter, neyer a word did she say about
Buster. I imagined she was tactfully
avoiding a subi ect at which I had shown
impatience the morning of her depar-
ture.

When 'we reachnd the house, I carried
Aurelia's suit case upstairs, and then
awaited her lu the dining room. I
wanted the ordeal over as soon as pos-
sible. Yet when Aurelia came into the
room, iooking very freshi and pretty in
her long tea gown, I felt niy heart

jump. Almost instantly she spied tlhe
cage and quickly walkced over to it.

"Tom, dear, what on earth is tlîat
bird doing here ?" she asked in surprise.

Weakly I strove to ward off impendJ-
ing disaster. "He dfdn t seem--er--quite weli this morning," said 1, "so 1hung hitn outhere where lie could have
the =u.' Does heý-does lie seeni to
recognize. you,. Aurelia ?"

I saw-h e.-ôpen the cage door, thrust
inIç,he1and and withdraw something.

gx1ze me!" she chuckled. '

"il-t Whee-ee-t! Buster,
l" I'chirpe4 inaiiely.

ri îlieeled upon me. "Don't be
S r"she said, quite calmly.

'lhât iatBuster t'
«CHow- do you know it isn't?" 1

asked, haif in bràa4% _h~laf in curiosity.
*By this, for i'.ig, she said.

She opened her hand.- it was a smail,
pale-bîue egg!1
1 tried to smile; then-I thouglit better
and changed to a frown.

" We've been deceived, Aurelia,"
gurgled.

"Soinebody lias been deceived," she
said, pointediy. 'Where and why did
you get that bird?"

Evasion was futile. Abj ectly T told
the wliole story of my attempted decep-
lion. Wlien I had finislied Aurelia fell
to laughing. I silently awaited the pas-.
sing of lier mirth.

" You-you say you bouglit it at Bel-
den's,"' she gasped at lenth. " What dîd
you pay for it?"

-Six dollars," said I. «
"Six dollars! 'Goodness 1" said she

scernfully. Then slie came nearer and
put both hands on my shoulders. " I
think 1 can get your six dollars back
for yots,' you dear old stupidi'

back for the bird," I objected.
Aurelia chuckled 8Uttly. I fancied I

detected sometliing like apology in that
ch uck le.

I6 begin to think there is something
back of ail this,' I said severely.

" There is," said she. " You see, I
was afraid after ail youd be careless
about Buster, so I put him in a littie
box punclied full of lioles-cages are
so terribly bungling to carry, you know
-and I took liim down to Belden's to
be kept until my return. I meant to
write you about it, but somehow 1 for-
got it. Tom,' dear, can you ever forgive
mne-if I get your money back for you?-

I have forgiven Aurehia.

i W ,:-

The Most Beautiful Thing.

The Lord sent down to this world, one day.
An -angel to bear to lieaven away

The earth's most beautiful thing.
The angel came to a beauty rose.

'Tis the faîrest thing," he cried, "that grows.
To my Lord the flower M'Il bring."

He plucked the rose witli tender hold,
Dearer to him than mines of gold,

To lay at his Master's feet.
On hlm, ere yet lis upward fliglit,
A baby smiled, lis eager siglit

Saw naught more fair or sweet.

Beside the rose the smile he placed,
'Twýere fairer than the flower it graced,

So full of trusting love.
But now he saw a glowing ray,
A mother's love shone o'er his way

Ail other ligbt above.

1 will take them ail to my Master's bower,
The love, the smile and the beautiful flower.

"My Lord will choose," lie said.
Ere the angel entered the shining door,
He looked for the baby's smile, it was gone.

The beautiful flower was dead.

H-e looked for the baby's smile, it was gone.
But the nother's love shone steadily on,

A gemi of priceless worth.Thllen the aiigel bore througli the golden street,
The miotber's I ,v to his dear Lords, feet,

The nîost beauitiful thing on earth.

-Elien Newcomnb.
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