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The flowing Blue Platter
When the door Ltd dosed, Elizabeth 

Kandall turned to her friend, who had 
thrown herst.' on the couth Jacque
line Wmthrop Livingston was altogr 
ther too stately a name to be borne 
bv such a small person in every-day 
life. It was obvious that t*e must 
be dubbed “Jack," although that 
masculine title was eomlvally at 
variance with the dainty maid who 
answered to it.

Now Elizabeth knelt by the vouch 
a: J put her arms round her friend

What is it, dear?" she whispered.
Oh. nothing. Beth, only I'm tired 

and don’t seem to get rested " 
Elizabeth passed her hand caress

ingly through the shining waves ol 
hair that were the entry of half the 
college “Never mind. Jackie. Vaca
tion will tie here before you know it. 
Think of the good times ahead."

That’s just it; I am thinking about 
them, and they can’t be No sea
shore with you, Beth, no canoeing,no 
golfing, no coaching, nothing all the 
SL::*mer hut the dreariest kind ol an 
exile."

What do you mean, Jack Living 
et on* You pledged August to me."

My pledge will have to go the way 
ol proverbial fair promises. When 1 
was home Sunday mother made me 
see Doctor Mattocks, and he's put all 
sorts of notions in her head about 
my nerves. I’ve just got a letter. 
While the rest of the family disport 
themselves in Europe I am to be ban
ished to a farmhouse in the wilds of 
Maine ‘The real country, none of 
your resorts, and the existence ol a 
cabbage!1 Beth, I shall die*" 

Elizabeth did not answer
Think of It!" continued Jack.

1 Rest] and simple farm life'' I 
shall be reduced to a delight tn feed
ing hens and acquire a taste in pigs.'

"Jack," asked Elizabeth, "do you 
have to go alone?"

There’s no one to go with me Fa 
ther needs his ocean trip, mother 
won’t leave him, and she can’t travel 
with Lucia."

"I mean, is it doctor’s orders?"
Why, no."
Then I'll go with you."
What do you mean?" cried Jack, 

sitting up and scattering pillows 
broadcast.

"I mean I'll share your exile— if 
you want me."

Want you! And give up all your 
summer? Oh Beth'"

This is how it happened that when 
the stage from Smith I’atna Hill 
dragged its slow way up the three 
/rules of steep country road one day 
in early Jaly, two girls sat together 
on the slippery cushions. The white 
dust rose in clouds, the afternoon sun 
shone hot and merciless, the raw bon
ed horses put no heart in their1 en 
terprl.se, and the old man on the front 
seat slouched, half1 asleep, reins in 
hand

As the stage climbed higher, how- , 
ever, cool little breezes l began to 
blow, the horizon widened into un
expected amplitude, and when the 
crest of the, hill was gained, there 
burst into view a full circle of bil
lowy hills and purple mountains ser
rât ing the sky-line 

“Oh'" exclaimed Jack.
■“ Tis sightly, ain’t it?" remarked 

The driver, rousing at the welcome 
sound of a1 voice "There ain't a 
prettier view in Maine " Then, with 
an effective flourish of his whip, he 
lattied his team through the broad 
wain street ol the little village, and 
«out on the side-road, where lay the 
-Albee fan.i.

“Think of having the whole Presi
dential Range in your front yard!" 
said Jack, the, next morning, as she 
stood on the porch after breakfast 
and pointed over the miles of wood
land to the western wall of moun
tains

"Yes," returned Mrs Albee, the 
farmer’s wife, enthusiastically and lit
erally. “Only that’s full forty mile 
away, and we won’t own further’n 
the foot of the pasture slope. 1 like 
Being where there’s something going 
on myself. Over to the village, now, 
it’s real lively.”

“I’m afraid the liveliness will he 
too much for you in your present con
dition," remarked Elizabeth, a little 
later, as the two friends sauntered 
thiough the pretty, sleepy streets of 
Patna Hill. "Hadn’t you betfhr go 
back to the hens/ and pigs'”

“Hens are the most unsoothing 
things I know," laughed Jack. “Beth, 
look at that dear wee doll's house
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and the old-fashioned garden, and the 
little woman who had just escaped 
from ‘Cranford.’ I am going to speak 
to her."

Mhï Sarah I'ettis, seeing two young 
ladies stop at her small white gate, 
straightened up from her weeding and 
carefully wiped her hands. Her wiry 
curls bobbed expectantly and her lace 
lighted up with pleasure. Mins 
Sarah’s callers were not so frequent 
that they failed.to cau>e a delightful 
little flutter.

"May we look at your flowers?” 
asked Jack, smiling radiantly at the 
little figure.

‘ What is it1" thought Elizabeth. 
“Jack doesn’t —win to make Any el- 
fort, but she has a way with lier. 
It’s just so at college, let Jack 
smile at a girl and she’s gone."

The girls walked slowly along the 
tiny paths bordered with rows of 
tall hollyhocks, groups of bachelor’s 
buttons, low, iright clumps of pan
sies and sweet fringed pinks.

"Won’t you tome In and rest1” ask
ed Miss Sarah, they drew near the 
open side door.

Jack looked longingly at the cool 
interior. “I am tired." she acknow
ledged.

The little room was as quaint as 
its owner. Unconsciously Miss Sarah 
had attained artistic results with 
painted floor, braided rugs and old 
blue china Some shelves of the lat
ter made Jack /jump up and exclaim:

"Beth, just see this railway plate!"
Miss Sarah beamed. "I wouldn’t 

part with my old china for any mon
ey,” she said. “Most of it was my 
grandmother's, and it hasn't hardly 
ever been out of this room "

Jack drank the clear w-ater and nib
bled on the delicate sugar cooky of
fered by her hostess.

“You’ve a nice little sum tucked 
away on those shelves," she remark
ed. “Some of the pieces are quite
Idle. '

Miss Sarah regarded the girl admir
ingly.

"You’re real knowing. That's what 
a lady from New' York told me She 
was staying at the hotel, and she 
heard about my blue ware, so she 
came in to see it But I wouldn’t let 
her have one bit. 'They’ll never go 
for money, though they may for love,’
I says to her, and of course 1 wasn't 
called on to love her. She was a 
i ich, fine lady, and not a bit home
like, as you are. She told me she’d 
give me fifteen dollars for this plat
ter."

Miss Sarah took down a dish
"What a beauty!" cried the girls.
"Yes," returned Miss Sarah. "I set 

a heap by it. Miss Van Dyke, that 
was her name, said if was flowing 
blue, you see how the color's kind o' 
mixed with the white I always 
thought it was along of its being a 
bad job, hut she says they prize them 
high. Yes, she said she'd give fifteen 
dollars, hut I wouldn’t hear of it. 
You see, it was grandmother's," and 
with tins conclusive evidence of her 
regard Miss Sarah replaced the plat
ter.

Miss Sarah's little house became 
the girls’ headquarters when the; 
were in the village. They ran in and 
out to the great delight of. the soli- 
tai y woman.

“To think that those pretty young 
things should care to see an old lady
like me!" she would say to herself. 
“With all their schooling, too' They 
are just like applri blossoms and the 
very prettiest posies I ever raised."

As the summer wore on .Jack grew 
brown and strong and rested If hens 
and pigs never claimed her rapt at
tention, she at least regarded them 
with more indulgence, and she enter
ed heart and soul Into the beautiful 
world of outdoors The two girls 
spent long, quiet hours in the pine 
woods, they explored the country on 
foot, and drove about behind a rick
ety old nag called, or miscalled, 
“Frisk.”

“What's in a name?" asked JaA. 
the first time she saw the beast.

“Everything the horse doesn't pos
sess," responded Elizabeth.

A!' went happily until one day Jack 
slipped on a stone and sprained her 
foot, condemning her to close impri
sonment in her room. Over came 
Miss Sarah, the very spring of her 
curls alert with sympathy.

"It’s a shame'" she panted, breath
less with her long, warm walk. “I'm 
glad you didn’t do it coming to my 
house, I should fed real responsible."

When Miss Sarah went she left a 
basket by Jack's side.

“Just a hit I cooked up for you," 
she said.

With a sudden impulse Jack put up 
her arm and drew the prim little 
nead A moment later Miss Sarah 
was hurrying down the road, her curls 
disheveled and a queer but pleasant 
glow- in her heart.

“And she so young and pretty!” 
she said to herself “I don’t know 
when I’ve had anybody kiss me."

Jack opened the basket. “The dear 
old thing! She's made me a lot of 
those nice sugar cookies and put them 
on her beloved platter Beth, we 
must return it right away. What if 
anything should happen to the ‘flow
ing blue’?”

Something did happen That very 
night Jack, by an awkward movement 
knocked the precious dish on the table 
and broke it. not into two or three 
pieces, but into a hopeless accumu
lation of bits which could only be 
swept up and consigned to the ashes.

“I can never tell Miss Sarah!" 
cried Jack. "And grandmother’s 
accusing image will always haunt me. 
I’ll go away; I’ll never face that dear 
soul again."

"You’ll do no such thing,” return
ed the practical Elizabeth. "You’ll 
stay right here in bed and get well, 
while I take Frisk and scour the 
country. There’s probably another 
platter in the region, and if there is 
I’ll get hold of it."

So through the long summer days 
Elizabeth drove over hill and dale 
to every village within reach, from 
each expedition she returned empty- 
handed.

“There's willow ware and willow 
ware," she said, “but never a flow
ing blue platter. People think I'm

crazy, and I don't wonder. I have 
disregarded all the first principles of 
etiquette I’ve seen treasures and 
trash but the flowing blue platter is 
not in the land.”

“You jeior old dear'” soothed Jack 
“If there'd been a piece left big en
ough to see with the naked eye I'd 
send it to Cousin Dick, and let him 
match it at some of the antique 
shopc But I guess we’ll have to 
give it up.”

“I'm going to try once more," de
clared Elizabeth. “That will make 
six days, and finish up the week pro
perly. I’ll see what Fuller’s Cross
ing can produce. It’s fifteen pules 
from here, so I shall he gone most of 
the day, Frisk being faithful but not 
fast. It's rather fun; people are so 
queer Most of them are pietty keen 
for a bargain.”

It was a long day to Jack when 
Elizabeth went to Fuller’s Crossing 
She missed her companion, the wea
ther was oppressive, she was restless 
from her continued imprisonment, and 
worried over the dish. Altogether 
her spirits were at a low ebb. Tie 
ward the last of the afternoon she 
fell into a doze, and when s"he woke 
Elizabeth was sitting on the bed, 
looking very mysterious and happy

"You’ve found it!” cried -Jack.
"Yes, I’ve found it. It’s exactly 

like the other, I know," and Eliza
beth produced a platter. Jack gave 
an ecstatic squeal.

"How can I ever thank you'”
“Perhaps you won’t want to thank 

me when you find how much I paid 
for it,” returned Elizabeth.

"You probably got it at a great 
bargain; such way-off people couldn’t 
know of its value."

“Don't hug any fond delusions. 
Way-off people have an abiding ap
preciation of dollars, and this parti
cular family was not distantly con
nected with the sharks. Jack, I paid 
twenty dollars for that platter!" •

.Jack whistled softly.
“And when you count In Frisk's 

hire, which isn’t exorbitant, but 
adds to the sum total, your platter 
isn’t exactly a bargain, at least 
on your side. I'm powerful sorry, 
Jackie, and I want to pay half."

"Indeed you shan’t, you blessed 
girl' After all the work you’ve done' 
It's all right, dear. My purse will 
stand it if I take it out of my candy 
money next winter.”

"And, after all, it isn’t giandm<> 
ther's."

“Elizabeth! As if the situation 
wasn’t harrowing enough ' Need we 
tell her?"

"She’d take much more pleasure if 
we didn’t, hut it doesn't seem just 
square."

“I suppose not,” sighed Jack.
The first cool breezes of September 

were blowing when Jack got out once 
more, and drove to the village, hold
ing the platter in her iop Miss 
Sarah was delighted to ,-ee llm Ctrl'-, 
She received them in her rarefy used 
parlor, with all its glories of he- 
floweied carpet, knitted trios and 
Nottingham lace curtains Jack put 
the platter on the centv-tahL ane. 
prepared to confess. Sh ' imi gone 
no further than praise of (he cookies, 
when a knock called Miss Sarah 
away The girls heard hei talking in 
the kitchen, and a man’s gruff voici 
replying. Suddenly she burned into 
the room, seized the platter and was 
gone. When she came hack it was 
with a satisfied smile.

“You never saw a man so pleased," 
she said “He looked as if he never 
had a kind word spoke to him be
fore. Peddlers ain’t likely to get any
thing but the leavings of politeness. 
His wife is sick and been in the hos
pital, and they've been hard put to 
get along. I was sorry I couldn't 
spare anything to buy some of his 
things, but ’There,’ says I, ‘I've revok
ed up a lot of nice doughnuts, end 
if your wife’s sick she’d relish a lit
tle cooking that ain't her own'' So 
I just filled up the platter, and he 
drove off pleased as Punch. The 
doughnuts were good, if I do say it."

“But yoi’ll never get your platter 
back!’’ cried Jack.

“Oh, I told him he needn’t return 
it. I’ve forgotten where he said he 
lived, but it’s a long way from here, 
and he don’t get in these parts often. 
Besides, it's something pretty for his 
wife to look at.”

Jack gasped. Was the little woman 
crazy?
“But you thought so muen of it, 

Miss Sarah!"
Miss Sarah laughed
“Land, child, you didn t think that 

was grandmother’s platter, did you? 
Bless you, I wouldn’t carry that out 
of the house myself, for fear it would 
get broke It did look like it, though, 
didn’t it? I got it at South Patna 
for a quarter, but when you put it 
beside of grandmother’s you could see 
it was coarse and cheap."

Elizabeth hastened to the door and 
looked up and down the street. No 
wagon was in sight. She came back, 
saying something about Frisk getting 
impatient, and Jack could hardly help 
giggling aloud at the very improba
bility of her excuse.

Both girls kept straight faces, how
ever, until they were in the carriage 
and well on the way to the farm, 
then they looked at each other and 
burst into laughter

“It's an expensive smile, though,” 
said Elizabeth, wiping her eyes. 
"But, after all, I am not sure that it 
isn’t worth it.”

When Jack left Patna Hill she went
directly to her college room. Her 
family had not returned from Lur- 
r x and the house was closed. One 
of the first things she took from her 
trunk was grandmother’s flowing blue 
platter, which had secretly been put 
there by Elizabeth, at Miss Sarah's 
request.

With it die found a note in the old 
lady's still, print handwriting.

“There isn't anybody else I’d let 
have this,” it said “I’d like to have 
you keep it for all you brought to 
me."

"Money wouldn't buy it, but love 
did," whispered Jack, softly. “Dear 
Miss Sarah ! But, Beth," she added, 
aloud, “think of that twenty-dollar 
platter being banged about by the 
hroommaker’s wife'. I suppose it has 
lie* n broken in a thousand pieces by 
now."—Mary E. Mitchell in the 
Youth's Companion.

The average family in Canada uses about 25 
pounds of tea per year. If Red Rose Tea were 
used entirely, not more than 20 pounds would 
be required. You save real money when you
use Red Rose Tea.
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Good Judgment T. H. ESTABROOKB. Sr. JOHN. N B. Wiwwiexe. 
Toronto. * wtu.mcTo« »t . e.

Women arc distinguished more for 
qualities of the heart than of the head 
and no true woman would wish it 
otherwise, but with all her wealth of 
love and tenderness and sympathy 
there is no reason why every sensi
ble woman should not cultivate a cer
tain degree of good judgment.

Much of a woman's success or fail
ure in life depends upon her ability 
to value things at their real worth, 
to put herself in the place of others 
and realize that there are two sides 
to every question, and that one's 
dearest friend may he in fault on cer
tain points, while the bitterest enemy 
may he right on others. This is a 
lesson that is difficult for many wo
men to learn, and they refuse to be
lieve it until it has been brought 
disapjiointments. «
home to them hv repeated faiiute and

Sometimes the most unsuspicious 
women have the best judgment. The; 
do not suspect their friends of wrong, 
hut they realize from the experience 
of their own natures that one is lia
ble to find some ugly traits in the 
most beautiful characters and that on 
the other hand there are few so de
praved as not .to be capable of some 
little kindness and generosity.

The woman of good judgment does 
not despise the advice of others. She 
listens to all and takes their ideas 
for what they are worth, and, unlike 
some women, she believes the priest 
knows more about conducting the af
fairs of a parish, the doctor about 
treating a rase and the teacher about 
teaching a school than she does her
self

If her judgment is good and true in 
regard to persons and to the things 
that are really worth while in life, 
she w ill seldom he found wanting on 
minar points, and her husband will 
find in her a faithful companion and 

: adviser, while to her children she will 
lie the embodiment of human justice 
and wisdom.

TENTH MONTH 
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S. Gregory of Armenia.
Holy Angels, Guardian.
S. Basil.
S. Francis of
S. Gaila. .
S. Bruno.

Eighteenth Sunday After Pen'.eeiat
Most Holy Rotary.
8. Bridget.
88. Denis and Companions.
S. Francis Borgia.
Blessed John Leonard.
SS. Cyril and Methodius.
S. Edward. Confessor.

Nineteenth Sunday After Peatecw
Maternity of B. V. Mary.
8. Teresa
B. Victor III., Pope.
8. Hedwiga.
8. Luke, Evangelist.
8. Peter of Alcantara.
8. John Vantius.

Twentieth Fr.nday After Penteeeet
Purity of R. V. Mary.
Of the Fetia.
Most Holy Redeemer 
S. Raphael Archangel.
S. Boniface !.. Pope.
S. Evaristus. Pope.
Vigil of SS. Simon at d Jude.

Twenty First Sunday After Pontocoat
SS. Simon and Jude.
Of the Feria.
Of the Feria.
Vigil of All Saints. Fast. S. Siricius, Pope.

Do not Delay.—I/o not let a cold 
or cough fasten upon you, as it will 

! if neglected. Dr. Thomas' Eclertric | 
Oil will break up a cold and cure a 
cough, and should he resorted to at ! 

I once when the first symptoms appear.
It 1 an he disguised so that any un-1 

1 pleasant taste it may have will he 
I imperceptible tr the delicate. Try it 
iand be convinced

Cowan’s Cocoa
The Most Nutritious 

soi Ecenemicel
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Mantels, Grates and Fire 
Place Fittings

also
Floor and Wall Tiles

When decorating your house and chang
ing the fire-place it will pay you to visit 
our .how rooms.
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RING UP PARK 558 FOR

TOMLIN S BREAD
If per chance the phone is in use, ring again. Suceess in the battle 
of life is won by persistence ; and with good bread aa the leading 
article of diet you have ten chances to one against your opponent who 
uses poor bread.

If you use "Tomlin,s Bread," and you like it, would it not be a 
kindly act to tell your neighbor about it ?

f( ITS GOOD”
Office address, 420 Bathurst Street.

JOSEPH E. SEAGRAM
WATERLOO, ONT.

DISTILLER OF

• FINE WHISKEYS
brands

White Wheat

Toronto Office 30 Wellington East

C. T. MEAD, Agent

THE ONE PIANO!!
♦

:

That’s the expression used by 
the greatest musicians to mark 
the exclusive place held by the

Heintzman Sc Co.
PIANO

MADE BY
Y# Olde Firme of Hein ta

rn an A Co.
For over fifty years we have been 
giving experience and study to the 
perfecting of this great piano. 
wv\;v\;;;;v;vunvm4
FUnoesloe : Uf 117 K-ng Si. W„ Toronto
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See that you aie well sup; lied with

EDDY’S WARES
And you will escape a great deal u( annoyance, you would otherwis 

experience with a » 2 in I " or a « 3 ln | •

WASHBOARD
AND AN

FIBRETUB and PAIL
You, -bd., Ubo, c. b, „d „„

correspondingly enhanced.
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