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MILLINERY

WEEKLY SHIPMENTS OF

NOVELTIES

ARRIVING.

Everything New and Fashionable found in our

Departments.

ORDERS SOLICITHRD.

D. MC(ALL & (0.,

12 and 14 Yellinpton St., Cast, Toronto.
1831 Jotre Dame St. Yonireal.

WHOLESALE

SORTING UP TRADE.

thoshirt.

Noingenton t
injure the shoo.

ECONOM Y—Boing done up in continuous longths (3 yards) suficiont for
each akirt.

ALL FASHIONABLE DRESS SHADES.
MANUFACTURED BY

MEYERHOF, MARX & SIMONSON, MANCHESTER.

Representative : FRED KING, 61 Piccadilly, Manchester.
WEHOLESALT ONLY.

VELVET SKIRT FACING

A NEW FABRIC FOR FACING AND BINDING SK!RTS.

ADVANTACES:

DURADILITY—=WI1l outwoa' & doxon old-fashionod braids.

NEATNESS-—The Pile of tho Volvotﬁlvo: asmart 3nish to the bottom of
0 biasit does not ravel and does not

HOW I MADE MY FIRST
GOLDEN SCVERIGN.

——

WENTY year® ago 1 was a

I 1ad going to achool in a little
Yorkshire villege. The inci-

dent that I am about to write hap-
pened on Christmas eve. Our family
conaigted ol grandiather, grandmother,
aunt, a little cousin and mysecll. We
two lnds slept together, That night
our aunt paid a vislt to an old neligh-
wor who was supposcd to be dying.
He lived on a farm about two miles
away {rom our own farm, and it was
about 10 o’clock when she returned
hiome. ¥ thosc daye almost every
woman wore & Paisley shawl. My
aunt’s shawl was .fastcned with o
large oval Wwooch; I think it was
un opal stono covered with forget-
enots ; the Lrooch being an old fam-
ily beirloom. The names of the cldest
daughters in the family were engraved
on the back. It had passed through
four generations, and, cousequently,
wns very highly prized. After aunt
came into tho house I jumped oun her
knce, and listened to tho conversation
about her vigit. She afterwards went
upstairs to take off her sbawl and
bonuet, and soon returned with the
startling infvrmnatjon that the brooch
was loat. Candles were lighted, and ¢
general scarch was made—without
Kuccess, She remembered distinetly put-
ting it In her shaw? when leaving, con-
wequently it must have been lost be-
tween the two {arms. We boys were
sent up to where the farm hands slept
and told them about the loss of the
brooch, and also to tell them that
whoever found it would receive a gold-
en sovercign. Thero was an old man

living in a thatched cottage near ur
who had o pretty young donkey for
which he wanted a sovereign. My
heart wae get on buying that donkey
but I had never been able to ‘“‘raise
the wind.” You may imagino how ex-
cited and anxious I was to find the
brooch, carn the sovereign, and bhe-
come the proud possegsor o! the don-
key. I said to my cousin, ** Now,
Juamy, il you wakoe belore I do be
eure and call me.” But this he refused
to do, gaying in his Yorkshire dialect :
“ Thou mun wakken thecsel fur ah
weeant ; ah'm gennin after't btrooch
«fore dayleet.” We Inid awake talking
over the loat brooch a long time; we
discussed the different places that she
would be likely to have dropped it.
She came across the fields part of the
way home; there was a footpath and
at the cnd of cach tield there was a
stile to climb over. We were quite
sure the brooch would be found at
one of these stiles. There was algo sev-
cral small water dykes or ditches to
rcoss. We two boys knew every fool
o! ground a8 we¢ were over it almost
daily looking after sheep or other
things connected with the farm. This
matter of huying the donkey scems
trivial now ; but to a little ninc-year-
old boy, with twopence a week for
pocket money, it was & gigantic af-
fair. Well, at last we {fell asleep. The
next thing I remember was secing my
aunt climbing over & &tile, or rail, by
the side of & pond at the corner of
dilferent pasture fielde. It was so ar-
ranged that the cattle could get to
the pond, but could not pass from
one field to another. I saw her drop
the brooch ,procecd on her way, leav-
ing the brooch on the sand. I do not
know how long I slept, but when I
awoke Jimmy was fast asleep. The
moon was shining brightly—was I

really awake, or was it & dream ? I
sat up and nipped my arm. I was
certainly awake. Then I thought of
the govercign, and the donkey, and
that decided me. I crept out at the
foot of the bed, carricd my clothes
down to the kitchen, where the firo
on the big open hearth was yet
smouldering. The torrier aud the sheep
dog were laid by the tfireplace. They
hegan to growl, but I spoke to them
and they kept quict. When dressed I
took the two dogs, also 2 foxhound
that was chained up outside, and off
!‘ went along the road and down the
ficlds, The dogs cnjoyved the run, but
1 was afraid of my own shadow. I did
not stop until I reached the scene of
my dream, and there lay the brooch
sparkling on the sand. I ran back
home; my heart went pit-a-pat;l
could almost hear it bent. I chained
up the hound, took the dogs into the
kitchen, undressed, and crept back to
bed. putting the brooch under my pil-
low. When I awoke it was broad day-
light, and I was alone. When I went
down stairs, I heard the village boys
singing at the door: *We wish you
a4 merry Christmas, & happy New Year,
n pocket full o' money. a cellar tull o
beer, good fat pigs to serve vou all
next year; pleaso to give us a Christe
mas box.” The man ard J.mmy were
away searching for the brooch. Old
grandiather smd: *Thoo's nae good;
it's the carly bird that catches the
worm and finds the brooch.” Then I
told my dream, at which they were
greatly amused ; but when I told
about my mid..ght run across the
ficlds and produced the brooch, to say
they were puzeled and amnzed is to
expresg it mildly. Howerver, I got the
sovercign, bought the donkey, and that
indeed was o merry Christmas day.
TOM BWALWELL.
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