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To. those dealing in Carpets we would advise them to give our stock an
in Srit9?n tnm,1^^doubte<îly -th^ ûne.?* in Dominicfa. We have made extensive arrangements with the first and best manufacturers 
t»in£+8??clus^YeiyT71*?1 Pagemscoûfiksd to ourselves, so that buyers can be assured of the Carpets sold to them 
°“W confined also to them, if desired. TRE PRICE AND QUALITY WILL BE FOUND UNEQUALLED
stock has been consummated by our ability to buy for cash and in large quantities. Besides our immcnM
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BRUSSEL <fe TAPESTRY CARPETSi

wnm vmnm De5aot^i^ MATS and MATTINGS, HEMP CARPETS, also UNION and UNION KIDDER CARPETS, - ALL KIDDER and 3 PLY CARPETS ; also 2-4 and 4-4 STAIR OILCLOTHS and LOW PRICED ENGLISH 4-4 FLOOR OI ” 
ln stock 4-4 and 5-4 FELTS and FELT SQUARES. «sauva. xj*

IronTEBRY ^ j REVERSIBLE QUILTS ; TOILET COVERS, n power loom and honey comb ; TABLE 
f-nd PIANO COVERS, embroidered and printed ; TURKEY TABLINGS ; CLOTHS and DQYLIES ; LACE CURTAINS and NETS 
LACE BLINDS and LAMBREQUINS; LAPPET and FILLED BOOKS ; TERRIES, REPSnnd DAMASKS.
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WBE SURE TO CALL AND INSPECT.
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JOHN MACDONALD fis COÀ
«1

H
2!, 23,21, and 27 Wellington-sl. Easynd 30,32,J4, and 36 Front-st. East, Torontoi

fr

AND 30 FAULKNER STREET, MANCHESTER, ENGLAND.
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he lived in this state, and, they thought, 
in tBie part of it So I have visited every 
squale mile of this and four other counties, 
açd ohly lighted on Dossy by accident to
day. I didn’t even know your grandfather’s 
name. ”

There was much more to tell, details with 
which we will not tire the reader, eager 

“I asked you to buy my pansies, sir, and questions and as eager replies. Lizzie could 
not to kiss me,”4 ’ ' l : ' :. T * hardly credit her happiness. Dossy danced

The stranger broke into a joyous laugh, around, shouting in glee.
“ And I will buy them,” he replied, “ every If you ever visit England, and should ever 
one of them. But don’t you really know go to the neighborhood of Devereaux hall, 
me, Dossy ? I am Ross Devereaux. Why, you will hear everybody talking of the beau- 
you have sat on my knee many and many a tiful Lady Devereaux, whom Sir Ross 
time.” brought home from America. Should you

Dossy, at this, stared at him curiously, see her, you will recognize, as we did, in 
Then she uttered a gleeful little shout and the gracious matron the Miller’s Grand - 
sprang into his arms. daughter.

“Oh ! I know,” she cried.

Dollar THE MILLER’S CRAND-DAUCHTER. lord is,” she said ; “and he made poor Liz
zie cry so the other day when he was here. 
He says he’ll drive us from our home. Why, 
then,” with sudden consciousness, “ we’ll 
have no place to live in, and I shall never 
hear you sing, birdie ; nor have my flowers 
nor my kittens. Oh, me ! Oh, me!”

She sobbed a little, then shook off her 
April tears, and then fell to thinking in 
earnest. If they only' had 
What if she could get some ! 
her brows into a frown. Just then some 
market carte rolled by, laden with produce, 
on their way to the neighboring little town. 
On the front seat of one sat an old woman 
with a basket of flowers on her knees. A 
sudden thought flashed on Dossy and the 
puckered little brow cleared up. Why 
couldn’t she sell flowers ? Her gardten was 
full of them, especially of pansies, such 
pansies as were not often seen.

She jumped from the swing so quickly 
that she landed head-foremost in the grasses 
below. But nothing daunted she regained 
her feet and began picking off the golden- 
hearted pansies and English daisies by 
handfuls. She would do it ; S(es, indeed, 
she would, and make ever so much money ; 
and they wouldn’t have to leave the mill, 
and grandpa and sissie wouldn’t cry aqy 
more. She fell to work arranging her 
bouquets for the morrow, her eyes fairly 
dancing with delight. She put them to
gether quite tastefully, and by the time the 
summer moon stood over the pines she had 
a long row set up amid the evergreens, that 
the dews might keep them fresh. In the 
morning, as soon as breakfast was over, she 
would set off.

Dear, innocent Dossy ! she had not the 
least doubt that she would succeed, and she 
slept but little that night in her excite
ment. Over and over she rose from her 
little bed, and stole on tip-toe to the win
dow to look down on her treasures.

His answer was to‘<5àtch"Kër ~în'ÎH8~ârms, 
and kiss her again and again, his voice 
trembling with excitement, as he cried, 
“ Dossy l My little pet Dossy, don’t you 
know who F âlri ?” *"'TW

But Dossy fltoiggled from his embrace, 
smoothed her curls, and answered haught-

PATERSON BROSI
BY E. O. J.

)The summer afternoon waned at last ; the 
flaming sun declined toward the horizon, 
and a cool, soft breeze, inexpressibly de
lightful after the heat of the day, began to 
blow.

Since early dawn Lizzie Dupont had been 
toiling at her needle, but now she threw 
down her work, and, leaving the old mill, 
stood on the rude plank that crossed the 
mill-race and looked eagerly over the fields, 

where can Dossy be ?” she cried. 
** That dreadful interest, which must be 
got ready bv Saturday, has made me forget 
her. I ought not to have listened to grand
pa. I am sure something has happened to 
her. She never was away so long before. 
I shall never forgive myself. What, 
what,” she cried, suddenly clasping her 
hands, “if she should be drowned ?”

Lizzie Dupont had not always been a res
ident at the old mill, dependent on her 
noedle for support. She had once been, and 
that not so long ago, the petted daughter of 
a merchant prince in New York. But her 
father had failed, and died soon after of a 
broken heart ; and Lizzie would have 
starved if it had not been for her maternal 
grandfather. ” Come to me,” he hail 
written, “lam old and poor ; but we will 
share our crusts together. If you have 
grown up to look like your dear mother 
you will be the apple of my eye.” So Liz
zie, ignored by her father’s rich relations, 
had found refuge in this secluded spot.

Refuge and peace, but hardly happiness. 
In the days of her prosperity she had be
come acquainted with a young Englishman, 
the son of a titled family, and had plighted 
her troth to him. Just before her father’s 
failure Ross Devereaux had sailed for Eng
land, intending within six months to return 
and claim his bride. But from that day 
to this Lizzie had never heard a word about 
him.

At first she thought her letters had mis
carried, and in the faith and trust of her 
youug heart, had continued writing. But, 
at last, and after discovering the heartless- 
ness of lier father’s relatives, she began to 
believe that even Ross might be selfish also.
“ I am poor now, and he deserts me,” she 
said. “God help me! But it is, I sup
pose, the way of the world.”

Lately a new trouble had come upon her. 
Her grandfather had been failing all win
ter, so that a man had to be hired to work 

athe mill, and this had brought them into 
debt. Already there was a mortgage on 
the mill, for the grandfather had never been 
a prosperous man, and now the interest had 
fallen in arrears for nearly a twelvemonth. 
The holder of the mortgage was a cruel, 
avaricious man.. He had often threatened 

rofcut the little family if his interest 
was not paid; and two weeks before he had 
served a written notice that if the arrears 
were not forthcoming by the next Saturday, 
he would be as good as his word. Every 
day since Lizzie had risen by candle-light, 
and worked till bedtime. “If I can only 
get this embroidery done for Mrs. Watson,” 
she said, “ by that dreadful day, I may 
raise part of the money, at least, and per
haps then he will wait for the rest.”

But this afternoon a new and greater 
trouble had come. Dossy, her little pet 
sister, had been missing all day. The child 
often spent the mornings playing in the 
woods, but invariably returned to the noon
tide meal. On this occasion, however, she 
did not make her appearance. Lizzie was 
alarmed, and would nave gone to seek her ; 
but the grandfather took it more coollv ; 
“She has stopped at some of the neighbors’,” 
he said, “ she will be home for supper ; 
don’t fret, dear.” Lizzie, thinking of the 
celling Saturday, had allowed herself to be 
persuaded that all was right, and had gone 
back to her work. But, as the afternoon

Lion. .1
ttyr- il McMaster! Broeome money. 

She puckered

Call the Attention of Buyers to 
the following lines, vis. :

Black and Colored Silks,
Black and Colored Satins, 
Black and Colored Bibbons, 
Fancy Bibbbons, —
Black and Colored Silk Velvets, 

And all the Novelties in Sil/c 
Ooods, at

DAYS,OPENING“ Oh!

D J PATTERN BONNETS*“I remem
ber you. Won’t Lizzie be glad? Won’t 
she stop crying-now ?”

Ross Devereaux’s swart cheek crimsoned. 
“ Take me to your home, he said, •• to your 
sister. Is she here ?”

te. THE AULD FIDDLE. AND MILLINERY ROOM,Introducing Civilization Into McKillop Township 
She's a’ Richt.”

(From the Huron Signal.)
4 & 12 Front Street West,c

/
-Z nn raw, Simili 7.“ No,” answered Dossy, “ we live, at 

grandpa’s, at the old mill, out of town, you 
know.”

“ Let us go at once, then. Nomeed to 
sell pannes any longer,” cried Ross ■'Deve
reaux, eagerly, setting the child on her 
feet.

TORONTO.53 Mr. James Dickson, registrar, the “old 
eloquent of Huron,” at the Laugevin 

banquet thus alluded to the early settle
ment of the county of Huron :

It is now forty-eight years since I first 
came to this country. I was then little 
more than a boy, fresh from Edinburgh uni
versity, and had eome with my father to 
bear the trials and privations of early pio
neer life in the backwoods. My mother 
and the other members of our family were 
in the old land, and an ocean and a wilder
ness lay between them and us. Our worldly 
possessions, when we reached the Huron 
tract, consisted of two chests, which had 
been brought from Hamilton in an ox cart. 
My father and I crossed the Maitland with 
one chest, and landed on its northern bank 
—the first settlers of McKillop. (Cheers. ) 
After attendiug to the duties which de
volved upon ns for our immediate needs, we 
Sat down to ponder on the best course to 
pursue in our battle with the mighty forest. 
After a while my thoughts went from our 
ifrâeeqt surroundings to the dear ones at 
home in the old land, and possibly my 
father’s thoughts drifted thitherward also. 
Finally he said to me :

“ Jeafhes, wad ye open the kist, an’ see 
if th’ feeddle is a’ richt ?”

I did as he told me, for knowing him to 
be a good tiddler, I thought 
the old land might cheer us both. On 
opening the cheat I found the fiddle and 
handed it to my' father.

He took the violin from my hands, and 
after thumbing the strings, touching the 
bridge and tapping the sounding-board, 
his face illumined as he ejaculated :

“ She’s a’ richt, Jeames ; she’s a’ richt.”
He then rubbed the resin on the bow, 

and drawing the latter across the strings 
struck up one of the grand old Scotch 
airs, “ The Broom o’ the Cowden Knowes,” 
which he had often played for mother and 
the bairns in “Auld Scotia.” When he 
had finished the first tune he played another 

and as the beautiful mel- 
e air, I could not help

• * S*Fi
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Lizzie Dupont stood, as we have said, 
gazing across the meadows, heart-broken 
about Dossy's prolonged absence. Suddenly 
two figures appeared, emerging from the 
woods beyond, in the direction of the town. 
She gave a great cry 6t joy, for One was 
certainly Dossy. But who was thte other ? 
Who was the tall, handsome man, who held 
Dossy by the hand < Could it be—no, it 
was impossible—and yet—

At this moment, while alio was still un
certain ; while her heart leaped into her 

„ . r throat, and then stopped beating ; while she
The morrow dawned cloudless y. break- Mt dizzv, and about to faIÇ and had to 

fast over, Dossy rau down to the garden, cllltch ët the railing, Dossy’a companion 
crammed her posies into L.izre a market- dropped the child’, hand, darted forward, 
basket, and taking it on her chubby arm, for he had recognized Lizzie, and cAme liur- 
trudged away, fortunately unnoticed On r,iug over the meadow, waving Ins hat. 
she sped, past the long, long lines of fences lle reached the stile, was over it in a 
and down into the very heart of the town, bound, and the neat .instant- he jsas -at 
Her cheeks were crimson, her breath came Lizzie’s side
in gasps, she almost stumbled from fa- <•' Thank God I have found you at last 1” he 
tigue ; but at last she reached the market- cried, clasping her sinkieg form. “ Poor, 
place and stopped in a little corner, where timid darling ! Did you think L had is- 
the shadows fell, cool, and where an old sorted you ?” r
blind woman was selling laces. Here, What Lizzie would have repliai it ahy- 
feeling a sense of safety andcompamonsh.p, thingi we do not know ; but he gavh lier So 
from the presence of the old blind creature, chauoe . hurriedly, as if life and death de- 
she sat down and began with deft hands to pended on it, he went on to tell his story, 
arrange her posies in front of her. \\ hat .< Not one of your letters ever came to 
a picture she made in her white frock, hand,” he said. “Tlwrv were-intercepted, 
with its short, puffed sleeves ; her eyes aa j discovered at last. I wouldn’t men- 
ablaze, her amber ringlets, blown about by tion how, under other' cicpeinstances ; but 
the morning breeze, framed, as it were, by you> at |eaati oll ,ht to know tke 
a border of yellow daisies and golden- truth. The fact is, darling, that while my 
hearted pansies. At the silvery call of her parents were eager to w-.‘toome jfou as a 
sweet bird-voice piping “ Who 11 buy my daughter, I had a cousin, an ambitious 
pansies ? one and another pedestrian girit who had always lived with us, and 
looked back, a few smiled, and some ! wli0< it 8eem8> wished to.marry.me: not, of 
stopped and purchased. Presently a farm- ^urae,” he said, quickly, “ that she I6vd 
er, who had just such a little one at home, me# but merely to secure the title and po- 
bought one of her nosegays and paid for it 8ition. Well, to make a long story short, 
with half a dollar. Dossy was in raptures. she bribed the postmistress at the village 
Then another gentleman came along, tins t0 gjve her your letters, no that I 
time a comparatively young one, but tall 
and dark, and with a bronzed face.

“ Won’t you buy a bunch of pansies, sir, 
please ?” said little Dossy.

The stranger, who had not noticed her 
before, stopped and looked for the little 
piping

TORONTO,
58 & 60 Wellington St.

MONTREAL,
22 St. Helen St.MINES

R.SIMPSON&CO
WHOLESALE DRY GOODS,

The Lace Warehouse,IN",
IS and 20 Colbome st.

aim’s Dock, orner l onge 
k-|>lionc.

t Our Fall,Stock is now compete 
in Every Department. To Our 
Friends and, the Trade We Offer 
an Unrivalled Assortment in 
those Special Lines for which We 
are so well known. We have also 
.added Several New Depart
ments, to which We Invite the , 
attention of Close Buyers.
N.B.—Any Scarce hint* in Laces or Trimming« 

can always be obtained from

‘H.

TAIL
ous
XjI the tunes of

Our Stock amounts to
WHITE S COMPANY, >is.

$250,000THE LACE WAREHOUSE,
IS and 20 Colbome St.LITY.

whole
(Head of Seat* Street,)

TORONTO.CO. to tu

(Two hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars.) The Largest, Cheap

est and Best Assorted L
/

and yet another, 
odies rose on Ui 
thinking,

“ Father, ye play the fiddle a great 
deal better now than ye ever did in Scot- 
•land.”

SHEQ. 1856-

CLINTON E. BRUSH & BRO.,never
heard a word from yon oYfbout you, till at 
last, in despair, I came over, before I in
tended, to solve the mystery—** ' v*—.

“ Come over Y” said Lizzie fcintiy and 
guiltily, conscious how she had misjudged 
him. STOCK OF DRY GOODS3

The music was finished at last, my father 
relinquished the instrument to my hands 
to place once more for safe-keeping in the 
chest, and I saw then what I never saw 
before or since—tears trickling down his 
cheek.

And thus was civilization introduced into 
McKillop.

3 WELLINGTON ST. EAST.
D. “ To be sure,” repeated Ross Devereaux, 

frankly. “Ah ! little skeptic, you doubted 
me, did you?” j 71.■

“ Indeed, indeed—”, began Lizsi*.
But he stopped her with a -kiss.
“ Then it was,” he went od, “thàf I 

heard for the first time of your father’s 
death. But no one cbuld give me anÿ in
formation of your whereabouts, I did not 
know your relations; *ù Ne* Àork, but I 
found out their names, mitait was some 
time, and one was at Newport, apd another 
at Sanatoga, and a third at Virginia 
Springs. Before I could do anything 
the news of my father’s sudden death and 
a summons home, for I am, you know, his 
heir as to both the title and estates. When 
I had been at Devereaux hall for a week|or 
So, the postmistress came un, trembling 
and penitent, for I was now Sir Ross, and 
she had discovered by this time that my 
cousin was not to be Lady Devereaux. Then 
the vile plot was revealed. Darling, ever 
since I have been wild to discover you. 
I hurried up my business and left Eng- 
land at once. But for a long time I was 
foiled. Your city cousins, on whom I had 
relied, could not toll me where you had 
gone. All they knew -and they told it 
with" evident confueiou—was that your 
mother’s father had seat for yon, and that

voice.
Please, air,” said Dossy, holding up a 

posy, “ only 25 cents. ”
The young man flashed a keen glance at 

Dossy, and drew near, smiling.
“To be sure I will,” said he, pleasantly, 

“ if only for the sake of your bright eyes ; 
25 cents, you said, I think,” and he drew 
out his

FBUTTONSDelivery.” BEST AMD COMFWBT TO THE 8BFFEK1N6
“Brown’s Household Fanacea," has no 

equal for relieving pain, both internal and 
external. It cares Pain in the Side, Beck 
or Bowels, Sore Throat, Rheumatism, 
Toothache, Lumbago, and any kind of a pain 
or ache. “ It will most surely quicken the 
Blood and Heal, as its acting power is won
derful” “Brown’s Household Panacea,” 
being acknowledged as the great Pain Re
liever, and of double the strength of any 
other Elixir or Liniment in the world, 
should be in every family handy for use 
when wanted, “as it really is the best 
remedy in the world for Crampe in the 
Stomach,and Pains and Aches of all kinds," 
and is for sale by all Druggists at 25cents a 
bottle.

We have a large warehouse, where’we sell to the 
public in retail quantities at wholesale prices.

You can save 30 per cent, by buy
ing from us. See that you 

find the right place,
In the middle of the Leader Lane, facing King 

and Colbome streets.

pu roe.
“ Yes,” said Dossy, apologetically, 

imagining he thought the price too high. 
“ You see I have to ask a good deal,” ami 
she shook her curly head with a grave, im
portant air, “ for Lizzie must have the 
money by Saturday, or we shall be turned 
out of our pretty home.” As shë finished 
she tendered to her auditor the prettiest of 
her poeies, which she had just selected for 
him out of her store.

The stranger, all this time, had been 
looking curiously at her. The color went 
and «aine on his fact1, his lips trembled, 
and he showed other signs of emotion.

“ Tell me,” lie cried, earnestly, “my 
dear, what is your name ?”

He drew close to Pussy as he spoke, and 
seemed to he looking in her face as if fur 
some half-rei.iembeied or lialf-f im ied like
ness.

Front and Jfil and no Dossy came, she gr 
riously alarmed. At last, throwing

ew se- 
down

her needle, she came out as we have seen.
“Oh, Dossy, Dossy ! ” she cried, when 

she had scrutinized the landscape vainly in3* 
every direction, “ where are you ? If God 
will only spare you, dear—if He will give 
you baëk to us alive—I will never repine 
again at anything.”

But where was Dossy ? Was she really 
lost ?

To explain this, we must go back to the 
t- afternoon before, and look at Dossy as she
At satin the old fashioned garden swaying to

and fro in a grape-vine swing, puzzling over 
^ the troubles of the family, tflte was watch

ing a bobolink that sui; it- flu 1 « art of a 
lilac bush, and talking to hcisclf the 

fcr- while. “ Dossy,” she
“ What a nasty, ug’yoli mu that land. Dupont,”

k

\iIFFICES. DRESS TRIMMINGS
CLINTON E. BRUSH S BRO., R. SIMPSON A CO.,

i

RO., \ ■

j l
It is proposed that the Great Eastern be 

turned into a marne kît?1 v*d anchored in 
pleasant water, bet eeetriee illy moving 
from place to pleee, L 8» giving new 
scenery, cool brt«aa% and oettloor prorne-

other>

3 WELLINGTON ST. EAST.answered. “Dossy 38 COLBORNE ST.-?i *
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