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THE PEARL BROOCH 1

fange
Strong Grate*

"Pasdora" grates are
of three bars, with

grip, chop ap and threw 
the gritty clinkers, bet 

the hard coal ap-

The two
ee the centre one, and all 
three are held together in one strong iron frame. which can he i 
by surely unscrewing one bolt. This is a great point in a 
Most range grates require expensive experts to take out old < 
pet ia new gratae You caa do the trick on a •• Pandora " 

ijfh a tea cent piece for a screw driver. Isn't that

i you know about theThai

He was walking down Grafton 
street when his eye was caeght by a 
girl who was standing motion fees 
looking in at a window. He could 
only see the back ol a brome head 
and the pensive outline il a pale 
cheek. As hr passed, he had a fancy 
to see what it was that so attracted 
her. He was a head taller ‘ban she 
was, and looked above her head 
There was a skirt displayed in the 
window, ol filmy green stud, With a 
trail of water lilliee upon it.

"Ah, poor little thing," he said to 
himself. The girl had looked poor 
even to aa unobservant glance. "It 
would have gone delightfully with her 
bronze head. But I’m afraid it was 
out of the question for her."

He was a young English nrtist,
Walter Gascoigne, visiting Dublin for 
the first time, and delighted with the 
old city ol glorious guests and me
mories. He was on his way at this 
moment to a curio dealer, who had a 
picture to sell which he much desired 
to make his own.

The shop ol the curio dealer was 
loag and narrow. The stock was 
heaped in higgledy-piggledy fashion, 
one thing upon another, all over 
place. Already the artist had ex
tracted some charmiae things from 
heaps of others worthless. Hé" en
joyed. the searching almost as^mech 
as the finding, although it had
for his hands and his clothing.

He found plenty to amuse him, al
though the curio dealer was engaged 
with another customer when he arriv
ed. He had unearthed something 
very interesting when the customer 
had finished his business and depart
ed. The curio dealer was shutting
up his little trays of old jewelry, -------- L -- . . -
when the door was pushed open v&llinss? They are both beautiful
again and another person came into girls, and as charming as they are 
the shop. beautiful."

Walter Gascoigne was quite con- -Thank you very much," he said, 
tent to await the dealer's conven- mj^j, ln eagerness that amused her. 
fence. He had taken out his cam- « * Jim afraid I should make countless 
brie handkerchief and was tenderly enétnies if I were to take up a min
ci listing the little picture ‘he had ute 0j ejther lady’s time. But, since 
unearthed, oblivious of the horrible you give me my choice, I should like 
results to the handkerchief. i to be introduced to that lady in

But he looked toward the counter green with the water lilies. She is
as the new customer s voice fell up- shading her face with her fan at this
on his ears. • moment."

It was a charming vo.ce young and , „K, Yes, 1 will in-
soft and gentle. He stood up and UodtiCe> to Kitty. I will tell 
camefor ward a little, although still | y0(J about ber presently. She is a 
standing in the background “ dear little girl, but nothing at all 
though to get the Itgh on P j to her sister, Molly, who is not here 
turc. e to-niirht *

Yes, he had not maJe a mistake^ He hardly caught the latter part of 
He was certain now that this was the senten^. ftls -
the same girl he bad seen inspecting »
the pretty frock in Graiton street

the better you'll Bka it

vnVtTOh”
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eagerness amazed 
moment or two later by

_ . - - . .. was bending over Miss Kitty Dever-
Tf° be su.re-.he ?hnlL ^K Rnme *ix’. hand, asking her for the favor
of her head; but there wn some- o( a dance (eclill| al, the time the

ï:;gi.“rssïSï. «■*'
but, then any ooa ^ Juve /orn j ^ pink^,eeked, satin-skinned, blue- 
the navy blue serge, neatly made, but ey^ l'with little, even white t^eth, a

To V* sure, Miss Kitty was charm-

plainly far from new. And the hat 
with the violets, and the little tie

f„, trimming. Hr ™ gl.d h.„ntl„g
i echoes of the one he remembered; yet

lovely and innocent-looking child, but 
not as he had fancied she would be.

she had such a pretty voice 
quite suited her face as he conjectur
ed it.

He returned to his dusky corner, 
having no desire to eavesdrop. He 
thought, with a little tender pity, 
that perhaps she was going to . sell 
some trinket to buy the pretty frock. 
He remained there in the background 
with the picture in his hand, appar
ently examining it, really wondering 
what the girl’s face was like, and 
many other things about btr.

Standing there, he heard the con
versation at the other end of the 
shop.

“1 assure you, miss," said the deal
er, "that is the most I can aflord to 
give. Those old things have really 
no value. • There are any number of 
them going about."

"It would be no use," said the 
girl, sorrowfully, gathering up the 
despised trinkets. “A pound would 
be of no use at all. I thought their 
age gave them greater value than 
that.

“If you wanted the money, miss— 
that’s a pretty thing you’re wearing. 
I have a client who asked me for one 
of these old seed-pearl brooches the 
other day. I wouldn’t mind giving 
you five pounds for that.”

•“Oh, I couldn’t sell that! It was 
my mother's," broke from the girl 
so sharply that the involuntary lis
tener started.

"I beg your pardon, miss,” the 
dealer said, civilly. “Of course, I 
didn’t know, or I wouldn't have ask
ed you."

The girl said nothing for a moment 
or two. Then, in a hesitating voice, 
she said: "Could you keep it, il I

there was something missing in it, 
some sweetness, some softness.

Miss Kitty, however, found nothing 
amiss with her partner. He had a 
grave, kind manner, and he danced 
superbly. After their dance was ov
er, he took her in a quiet corner. 
Kitty chattered like a child who is 
sure of being pleasing, and he Vent 
a kind, handsome young head to lis
ten to her. Even if sne was Tot 
the girl he had imagined so vividly, 
she was sweet enough to console ;.ny 
man for not being exactly what lie 
had expected to find. *

“I shall have to go early," said 
Kitty, "because my sister Molly will 
be waiting up lor me."

“Oh!” said Gascoigne, "I remem
ber Mrs. Verschoyle told me you lied 
a sister.' M she—is she—like you, ex
cept that her cheeks are pale where 
yours are pink, and her eyes are 
brown, just the color of ner hair, 
while yours are blue? And is she— 
was she the owner of a brooch of 
seed-pearls with an emerald in the 
middle?”

“Ah, I see Mrs. Verschoyle h*s 
fieen telling you," said Kitty. “I es, 
that would be Molly. Molly is au an
gel, and I’m not worthy to he her 
sister.”

"And she is not here?”
Kitty suddenly turned the deejiest 

pink.
“She’s not here,” she said’. "Sho e 

sitting at home, in our lodgings, at 
the very top 6f a melancholy house 
in Gardiner street. I don’t know 
why I tell you. Molly would sny it 
was a babyish thing to do. But, on, 

We are as poor

Molly gave a little cry on seeing it, 
and reached out her hand toward it, 
then drew it hack.

”1 don’t know how you came to 
have it, but it was once mine,” she 
said, and sudden tears filled her eyes.

He blurted out his confession then.
“Can you ever forgive me, Molly,” 

he asked, “for so misjudging you?"
“Y'ou see, you didn’t know me,” 

she answered gently. *
"I believe I always knew you,” he 

answered, “from the instant I saw 
your head aa you looked in the win
dow. So there is less excuse for me. 
But, darl ng Molly, I will believe 
that you forgive me, if you will take 
the brooch—and me, Molly. Molly, 
will you?"

Molly leaned over and took up the 
brooch. /

“It will be doubly precious now," 
she said. “My mother's first, and 
then yours.”—Katherine Tynan Hink- 
son in Benziger’s Magazine.

Baraabite Monks Expelled K1

Paris, Sept. 12.—Thç Government 
authorities forcibly expelled the Bar- 
nabite community from/ their estab
lishment here this morning. A large 
force of municipal guards and fire
men executed the expulsion. The 
doors and windows were barricaded, 
and the firemen scaled the walls, en
tered the windows and expelled the 
monks and a number of their sympa
thizers, including the Marquis de Fou
gère.

Veople need to open out fields of in
terest. First, they must inspire in 
themselves more faith and courage, 
and then lose not a moment in 
grasping an opportunity, however 
small — obeying with promptness, 
some idea—only doing something.

Badly Disfigured
By Violent Eczema

A Chronic Case Which Defied 
Doctors' Skill Wan Perman
ently Cured Seven Years Age

DrT CHASE’S OINTMENT

let you have it, a little while, on I she J* su^h “ an8e3- - - - ...................... .. as church mice, Mr. Gascoigne, andthe chance that I could buy it back?”
“Certainly, miss," said the dealer. 

Perhaps that client of his was a 
myth. “I could keep it a month or 
two. You'd give me a little pro
fit, of course. Now that I see it 
closer, I could give you seven pounds 
for it."

Gascoigne watched the girl with 
something of the antlety with which 
a good angel might watch the strug
gle in a soul between good and evil. 
He heard her dgh, half to herself, 
half to the dealer.

“No; it would be no use. I could 
not buy it back. It I sell it, I 
must sell it outright." For a few 
seconds there was silence. Then the 
girl seemed to have made up her 
mind.

“Thank you, I will take the seven 
pounds,” she said, half under her 
breath.

So the poor vain desire tor the fin
ery had made her sell her mother’s 
brooch. Gascoigne felt shocked and 
grieved about it, although the girl 
was a perfect stranger, and he had 
never even seen her face.

Some fifteen minutes after the girl 
Tigd gone with her seven pounds, the 
brooch was his own. He had given 
the dealer a comfortable profit on it, 
wondering to himself why on earth 
he had bought it. It was a charm
ing old thing, but he had no special 
use for it, being a lonely man, with
out female relatives of any kind.

A week later he was at a ball at 
ahouse in Merrion Square. He was 
a favorite. $it1i his' hostess, none the 
less that he was a keen dancer, and 
always willing to dance with the 
tir's she selected. ,-Hc was sitting 
by her. when in the distance lie sud 
de ilv sa\i the green frock with the 
trail <>f water 11 ti s Yl 
was surmounted by a bronze 
red head He forgot the unw 
ness of the. girl who had sol 
mother’s brooch to4 buy herseli a 
irock. He only felt thAT’he wanted 
to know her, to see ber face, to hear 
the soft voice addressing him.

“Now,” said Mrs. Verschoyle, at 
his ear-he had not been listening 
to her for a minute or 
vou hav 
to i >tro 
VTiat chovt

when the invitation came from Mrs. 
Verschoyle, who is mother's old 
friend, Molly said at first we could 
not go; that we couldn’t possibly 
afford evening (rocks, tiut I did 
so want to go that I burst into 
tears. ...And then Molly cried, too. 
And, after she’d wiped her eyes, she . 
went out, and in the evening this 
beautiful frock arrived for me. Hiw 
she managed to get it I don’t know. 
To be sure, she’s most awfully clever. 
But she couldn't manage a frock tor 
herself, and so I hail to come alone.”

“Ah, I see,” said Gascoigne. Then, 
with a glance at the frock, he added: 
“Your sister’s brooch would heve 
gone excellently with the frock, Miss 
Devereux. You are not wearing it.

“Why, that is the odd thing,’ said 
Kitty. “I asked Molly to let me 
have it, and she refused. To be 
sure, it was mother’s, and she values 
it immensely. Still, she has never 
refused me anything before.”

A week or two later Gascoigne met 
the Molly he had imagined. Mrs. 
Verschoyle had listened with sympa
thetic eagerness to the story of the 
pearl brooch, and had arranged the 
meeting.

“Talk of the Irish being impulsive, 
Cecil,” she said to Captain Vers
choyle, the only sharer of her secrets. 
“We’re not a quarter as impulsive 
as the English, if this man’s a fair 
specimen. I believe he’ll propose to 
Molly before a month is out. To 
be sure, he was head over ears in love 
I ith her before he ever saw her face 
And then, thanks be to goodness, 
since Molly was too proud to take 
help from any of us, those two girls 
wUI br lifted out of poverty.”

It was os she had prophesied 
Scarcely a month had gone by—to be, 
sure, Gascoigne bad seen her nearly 
every day of the month, having bro
ken down Molly's pride and shyness 
by tti .masculine persistence— when 
he was in the drawing room of the 
house in Gardiner street, where Mrs. 
Chile’s boarders saw their afternoon 
callers, atone with Molly, as it hap-

good, V am 
1 n env one

lfartor, or Miss

Suddenly

Once eczema becomes chronic it is 
most difficult to cure, and many peo
ple after doctoring tor a time give 
up in despair.

It is to the discouraged ones espec
ially that we would introduce Dr.
Chase’s Ointment, knowing from ex
perience with hundreds of severe cases 
that it will positively effect a lasting 
cure. v

Mr. Oakley W. Beamer, Boyle, Ont., 
states: “For two years prior to
1897 I suffered from Eczema in a vio
lent form. I was perfectly disfigured 
about the lace and head, and was in 
great misery day and night. Though 
I tried many remedies and the best 
doctors, I steadily became worse, 
and was finally prevailed upon by 
friends to use Dr. Chase’s Ointment.

“Five boxes ol this golden remedy 
perfectly cured me. I shall always 
recommend this Ointment, and often 
think that if 1 was a “Carnegie” my 
first move would be to purchase a 
million boxes of Dr. Chase’s Oint
ment and send it free to the» afflicted 
all over the land. It is site years 
since I was cured, and the cure is 
therefore a permanent one. .

Dr. Chase's Ointment has a record 
of cures unparalleled in the history 
of medicine; 60 cents a box, at all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,
Toronto. To protect you against 
imitations the portrait and signature 
of Dr. A. W. Chase, the famous re- . ..
ceipt book author, are on every box. * j er‘ tne^

WILLIS' RUNAWAY WORN

(Gertrude L. Btoae, in SS. Times.)
Willis was ni mag in g through some 

leaves ia the driveway one morning 
in late September, when he just hap
pened to spy the biggest green worm 
he had ever seen. It was more than 
three inches long,—longer than his 
father’s little finger, and fully aa 
large around. It had white stripes 
on the sides of its body, and a row 
of bristly points along its back. 
He picked It up, and carried it to the 
screen door.

“Please come and see a worm I’ve 
found, mama! It’s a beauty!” he 
called.

His mother came and admired it, 
and Bridget came and admired it,and 
everybody who came to the house 
that day was called on to admire. 
It was put in a box with two fat 
tomato worms which Willis was feed
ing and watching, and at night the 
box was left, as usual, in the shed.

Whether Willis did not push the co
ver down carefully, or whether the 
giant—aa Willis named the big worm 
-was so strong that he lifted the co
ver when he was crawling up the 
sides of the box, will never be 
known. Which ever wav it was, the 
next morning every single worm was 
gone—the Giant and all.

It was so discouraging that Willis 
gave up collecting worms, and de
clared that he should wait Until he 
had a box that would lock.

“A piece ol twine string might do.” 
suggested his father. But no, Willis 
shook his1 head, and it was very plain 
that, for a time at least, he had lost 
his interest in worms.

Four days later, his mother called 
him, with the queer little smile on 
her face that Willis called “the sur- 

I prise smile.”
“Come, Willis, and see what I have 

found!” she cried.
“ The Giant ?” questioned Willis, 

with a return of interest, as he hur
ried up the piazza steps. .

“Ye-e-e-s and no,” answered his 
mother, as she pointed to something 
at the end of a shelf in the shed 
closet.

“A cocoon, mama?” asked Willis, 
with delight.

“Yes, a cocoon. And it must be 
that the Giant is in it, because the 
tomato worms, papa says, do not 
spin cocoons like this. " They bur
row down into moist earth instead.”

Of course all the family came to 
see Willis’ cocoon. It was large 
and whitish and silky,—a very fine 
cocoon.

“Now, if—and if,” said papa, “if 
the cocoon is not disturbed, and if 
that corner close up to the furnace 
does not prove too warm, Willis will 
have a giant moth some time next 
spring. Odd, isn’t it, Willis? but 
somebody else thought Giant such a 
good name that this moth is called 
Polyphemus for a giant that lived 
a very long time ago.”

All this happened the last of Sep
tember. Willis saw the cocoon 
many times before the winter came, 
because the baseball bats and the 
tennis qet were kept in the shed clo
set; but after cold weather came he 
did not often go there, and he forgot 
all about the cocoon. It was as 
great a surprise to Willis as to any 
one else when, one morning in the 
spring, his father came into the din
ing room with a beautiful Polyphe
mus moth balancing on his" finger.

“Mine?” cried WilMs.
“Yes, I suppose so; he was in the 

closet, and your cocoon is empty. 
His wiftgs are not dry yet, so he is 
not anxious to fly,” his father add
ed. “See what a dainty fawn color 
he is, and see the delicate eye-spot in 
each wing! Now is your chance to 
measure him if you want to know 
what a big fellow he is."

Willis appealed to his mother to 
help him measure and with her as
sistance he found out that from tip 
to tip of wings the moth measured 
six inches.

“What are you going to do with 
him, Willis?” asked his mother.

“Keep him," replied Willis prompt
ly. “And I’m going to find more 
and more big worms, and some more 
tomato worms, and have a whole 
roomful of moths next spring. May 
I, mama?”

“That would be like a roomful of 
moving flowers,” said his mother 
smiling. “I am willing, but you
will have to feed them yourself, you ” *

J <E. SEAGRAM
C DISTILLER AND DIRECT IMPORTER OF 1 
ri> WINES, LIQUORS AND MALT AND FAMILY PROOF CSf WHISKIES, OLD RYE, ETC. *
J Also Ksaafsctorera of those Beaowasd Breads "OUI TIMM” ( 
v sad •' WHITE WHEAT,” C—sad.S by Coasotsssars te he the V 

Chafes* Flavored Whiskies ee the Market.

W.A TI1LOO, ONTARl.O

PIN-HEM MON
GOLD MEDAL

AWARDED

Labatt’s Ale and Porter
•ORPAMIND ALL OOMPBTITOB»

»»*

The O'Keefe Brewery Go. S™.
EVERY LOAF OF OUR BREAD IS PERFECT

Telephone Park 553 and have one of 
my waggons call with a sample loaf.

* It Will Only Cost You 5 Cents. . . .

H. C. TOMLIN
420-82-24-26 Bathurst St TORONTO

THE DOMINION BREWERY CO.. Limited
manufacturer» of the

CELEBRATED

White Label Ale
TORONTO. ONTARIO

The Prayer of Self.* IP YOU ARE

/
V or working for some

one else, why not 
get a farm of your 
own in

NEW 
ONTARIO

know.’
That made no difference to Willis’ 

Interest. A very little sweetened 
water would last a moth tor food 
a long time, his father said; and 
Willis began at once to plan about 
his moth and butterfly room.

Alas! for his plans. Willis him
self left the door open that * very 
day, and Polyphemus flew to the hon
eysuckle bush, and then out of sight.

It spoiled only part of the plan, 
however, and Willis still means to 
carry oqt the rest. He will begin 
the first of September to make ready 
his boxes and to collect his worms. 
This time there will be dirt fn the 
bottom of the boxes, so that the 
tomato worms, after they have eaten 
all they need, may burrow any time

long 
that

Thirteen

y are ready for their 
rt there will be covers

! will fasten, so that the cousins of the
Giant will not be such 
he was.

runaways as

You see, there’s Daisy and Geraldine 
And me—Pm May—and we’re each 

thirteen;
And Daisy and Geraldine both say 
That now wc are too grown up to 

play
With dolls any more! And I think 

it’s mean—

One knelt within a world ol care 1™X IL T PW^ I LT
And sin, and lifted up his prayer; 1^ f^l I I |^| R 1
“I ask Thee, Lord, for health and A T A * 1 T VJ

power . r
To meet the duties of each hour;
For peace from care, for daily food,
For life prolonged and filled with 

good;
I fraise Thee for Thy gifts received,
For sins forgiven, for pains relieved,
For near and dear ones spared and 

blessed,
For prospered toil and promised rest.
This prayer I make in His great 

name
Who for my soul’s salvation came.”

But as he prayed, lo! at his side 
Stood the thorn-crowned Christ, and 

sighed:
“0 blind disciple—came I then 
To bless the selfishness of men?
Thou asketh health, amidst the cry 
Of human strain and agony;
Thou asketh peace, while all around 
Trouble bows thousands to the 

ground;
Thou asketh life for thine and thee,
While others die; thou thankest Me 
For gifts, for pardon, for success,
For thine own narrow happiness.
'Nay; rather boV thy head and pray 

That while thy brother starves to
day

Thou mayest not eat thy bread at 
ease;

Pray that no health or wealth or 
peace . - : i

May lull thy soul while the world lies 
Suffering, and claims thy sacrifice;
Praise not, while others weep, that 

thou
Hast never groaned with anguished 

brow;
Praise not, thy sins have pardon 

found,
While others sink, in darkness drown-

e4;
Canst thou give thanks, while others 

nigh,
Outcast and lost, curse God and die?

They’re glad to give up 
But 1

Can’t see any possible reason why 
We'shouldn’t play with them one more 

year—
(And my Angelina is such a dear!) 
Well, at last I know what people

mean
When1 they say it’s unlucky to be thir

teen.

They Never Knew Failure.—Careful 
observation of the effects of Parme- 
lec’s Vegetable Pills has shown that 
they act immediately on the diseas- 

jed organs of the system and stimu
late them to healthy action. There 
may be cases in which the disease has 

1 been long seated p.nd'does not eas- 
their, dolls. I Hy yield to medicine, but even in 

such cases these Pills have been 
known to bring relief when all other 
so-called remedies Jiave failed. These 
assertions can be substantiated by 
many who have used the Pills, anil 
medical men speak highly of their 
qualities.

Consecration of a. Bishop

Not in My name they praver was 
made,

Not for My sake thy praises paid.
My gift is sacrifice; My blood 
Was shed for human brotherhood,
And till thy brother’s woe is thine 
Thy heart-beat knows no throb of 

Mine..
Come, leave thy selfish hopes, and'seiSl 
Thy birthright of humanity! ^
Shun sorrow not; be brave to bear 
The world's dark weight of sin and 

! care;
Spend and be spent, yearn, 'suffer, 

Rive,
And fn thy brethren learn to livi 

—Priscilla Leonan

For Particulars Write to

HON. E. J. DAVIS
Commissioner of Crown Lands

TORONTO, ONT.

JAS. J. O'HEARN
PAINTER' 
DECORATOR 
OALSOMINER 
GLAZIER

161 QUEEN ST. WEST
Telephone Mein 2677 
Residence Rhone Mein 37 T

EMPRESS HOTEL
«■nsr ef Tenge and Gould Streets 

TORONTO
TERMS: 61.60 PER DAY

Ktactrlc Cats from the Union station every
Three Minutes.

RICHARD Disarms . PROPRIETOR

EE IMS 4 m
LIMITED

When I Hid mamma she shook her 
head .

And kissed me tenderly as she said! 
“You’re .standing with very reluctant

feet,
Dear May, where the brook and river

.«s? te s1

Manchester, N.H., Sept. 10.— 
Right Rev. John B. Delaney, 
this city, was consecrated Bisho 
the Roman Catholic Diocese of
Chester, in the cathedral here

»

The

lan-

CUTLERY - We have 
a large 
stock of 
the latest

were
lril it

PSm • i prelates

t yester- 
DeceUee,

disun
ited.

It Retains Old and 
Friends.—Time was
Thomas’ Eclectric Oil had but a 
small field of distribution, but bow 
its territory is widespread. Those
who first recognized its, 
qualities * still value It as a

tain that

retains its 
MW,
once uses it

patterns in table cutlery.
CARYHBS In OAE1S 
DESSERT BETS
PI6HBATBR6
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■ v character is the 
duct of nature and nurture.

1

pro-


