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So Near and Yet So Far” By Nell BrinkleyUKit’s Column
A Weekly Letter of Com- 

|| ment and Opinion.
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So more can any enterprising 1our- 

Hb^lst on the lookout for an odd bit of 
S»py, join the beggars' brigade on the 

B^bames Embankment. The benchee 

g bkve been cleaned of the homeless folk, 
Ifv the niches In which men and wo- 
'it Ban* who were leaning up against the 
1 gsti slept standing their heads bowed 
I en their breasts. I shall never forget 
I the autumn night I sat there slielter- 
I lug a shivering old match woman un- 

ier the shabby cloak I had borrowed 
tor the occasion. It was the longest 
night In the world. We were regular­
ly "moved on” by the policeman Just 

we were nodding. So, from one 
bench to the other the terrible pro- 

moved thruout the night. The
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Ft, after bidding her 
! he rose from his 
stopped her. 

e me one moment, 
unsteadily. "Ton 
to us this evening

Foctalgne nodded;’ 
and down. "Tea, 

hade yourself very 
taring you were 
t a cruel little 
Paris Madame wee
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(J3°f I o o° oTHEop pearls I want to 
whispered. ‘It 1» 
L Mademoiselle de 
r rare and beautl- 
bown to every one. 
to like to look at 
1 mpre closely? in 
If and my wife I
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(leaping slanders In the bridge niches 
sere never moved; only the benchers, 
pid, as soon as you departed from 
four habitat, a dozen homeless wan­
derers were jumping for your place.
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a ;smothered a little 
n lucky tonight at 
will look at your 

1 have to be genu­

slipped hie hand

L Two unfortunates
Alrifted up and down thru the weary 
Ppoura, their boots In tattçpe, their 
Airhole appearance suggestive of the 
fdiwn and out tor good. Big Ben, from 

b ItO eyrie in Westminster, growled out 
l the'hours; the police boats on the 
f Thames stole by quietly, as did the 
‘ barges and other small, furtive boats 
, which reminded one of Rogue Rider- 
feygod and his trade. Once, to get a 
Kfu-ze from the river, the writer cross- 
W/fAo the parapet. Instantly there 
1 a clatter of feet upon the pavement, 
\ and the amiable policeman, with a 
I heavy hand on my shoulder, said,

■ I "None o' that." "Of what?" I en-
■ : I quired. "No throw In' of yourself 

’■ j over," he responded, roughly. Far, far,
! was such a notion from me. I was 

■imply varying the monotony of the 
hours with a brief watching of the 
■lient boats which move so noiselessly 

I along old. Historic Father Thames. But 
■ne had to return to one's seat, which 

| was yours no more, since a derelict 
i ■lergyman in a thin Jacket, and with a 

white beard streaming over his breast, 
sot only occupied it, but was snoring 
and moaning in It So for the rest of 
the night we joined the march of the 
Ragged and Homeless ones up and 
down the Embankment; up and down 
antll the day broke, and we shadows 
led away.

£In yellow rags

1 •1 4^, WORKINGS IN SILVER
7 ô. same individuality as do all kef' 

designs in the Jewels themselves.
Accompanying the pendant Just men­

tioned. the one with the baroque 
pearls. Is a pair of ear-rings. Just 
bits of pearly whiteness, they -are 
dropped Into beds of soft silver. They 
are very delicately formed, with the 
minutest care, as to detail. In fact,
1't would be difficult to tell which had 
been placed In position first, the pearl 
or the silver which surrounds It.

* It was explained to me, however, 
that the pearls “were Just set In." 
Quite a simple thing, one might think.

Which only goes to show that any 
accomplishment Is simple to the ex­
perienced acoomplieher.

The enamel work Is very Interesting. 
There is a copper clasp, on which la 
a decoration of blue enamel. The de­
sign le very handsome, and, as In the 
case of the pearl pendant and car- 
rings, quite different from the ordin­
ary enamelled nothing.

One might not think that the art of 
enamelling Is so complicated as It 
really Is. One looks at a bit of enam­
elled woik, admires the design, and 
passes on. That Is all. One does not 
think that the copper must be formed 
Into small grooves, or rather, small 
grooves must-be made In the piece of 
copper, after the big sheet has been 
cut in the design which Is to be- the 
form of the clasp, buckle or whatever 
it may happen to be.

Into these grooves, the enamel iq V ■ 
fused by means of a beat blower. Red, 
blue, purple, any color, there may be, 
which, when completed, makes the ar­
tistic thing one uses on one'# belt.

The enamel work, eo formed, le del- 
led the champs lev Is enamel, perhaps 
because it raises the' enamel In the 
grooves to a level with the “field" of 
copper, which had not been cut Into 
grooves.

Oh, what a fund of Information one 
must have to perform such Intricacies 1

I should think that the art of enam­
elling would have a peculiar appeal to 
the student of chemistry. It would 
tend to remind him of his days of 
fusing on charcoal, and all that sort 
of thing.

Then there Is another kind of enam­
el work. The cloisonne.

There are workshops and workshops. 
Some for work and some for play. 
And then there Is another kind of 
workshop. It Is the go-between of 
work and play, a sort of “work-be- 
cause-work-ls-play” place of activity. 
Such a place Is the melting pot of 
one’s Ideas. And from such a place 
are evolved Innumerable and varied 
results of those Ideas.

Such Is a hobby shop.
And such la the studio In which 

Miss Harriet Ford watches and fash­
ions the evolution of a sheet of unin­
teresting silver to a beautiful pendant 
or chatelaine.

There’ Is a varied assortment of tools 
used In making the sheet of unintelli­
gible silver form Itself Into such en­
viable decorations for the feminine 
form.

There are curious piercers for mak­
ing the small cut-out designs In the 
pendants. And the tinleet "pincers" 
and hammers. For the work Is of the 
greatest delicacy, as one could easily 
Imagine. And the most remarkable 
thing of all, perhaps, Is the fact 
that there are no models for any 
of the beautiful things which 
made. Miss Ford originates her own 
designs, which probably accounts for 
their charm and individuality.

There Is nothing standard about her 
work. Indeed, each piece seems to be 
the outcome of some particular mood 
of the designer.

Take the silver-and-pearl pendant 
and chain. It Is a novel thing, with 
great delicacy of treatment and 
finement of construction. The pendant 
is oval-shaped and might be a fragile 
leaf, with the daintiest bunches of 
grapes dotted over it at Irregular 
intervals. Tiny, tiny grapes of sli­
ver, formed by rolling the pliable. 
White stuff into bits of balls and fas­
tening them together In some mys­
terious way, known only to the clever 
designer herself.

Just in the centre of this leaf .ef­
fect Is a large baroque pearl, drop­
ped there, apparently, like a glisten­
ing dewdrop in the midst of mistle­
toe berries, with the sun making 
them Into atoms of silver.

One cannot describe this pearl pen-
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If a Man Knows
I wonder If a man knows that with a 

took, a tone, a gesture he can hurt or 
jomfort unutterably the woman whose 
life is In his keeping; that like a violin 
ihe Is in his hands a highly wrought, 
Finely strung Instrument which he may 
touch to Issues must sweet or sorrow- 
tul as he will. Men are so often ox- 

I tremely selfish or extremely dull. And 
thplr women, wired as to imagination, 
hirilbly sensitive In soul—In fact, so 

►nearly all soul that the wretched body 
Ifolding Is of little account, oh, how 
iJiey suffer! Perhaps some god like 
lThanatos knows—I do not

<
it her face changed 

Stopford a quick 
ae numerous ob- 
l been offered to 

Stopford was his 
uady Hetherlngton, 

A young husband, 
teep her young. Be- 
interestlng, and she 
;r to rule him and
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re-

‘‘Andthose who were dear would be all too near with the t hick of the earth between them” is the way it sometimes hap­
pens with the most loving couples and with the best of friends. The little god of love is a great peacemaker, and here in this in-

« «Xi’SSr “d 10 ,0rgrt an that haPPene<L" lover, -drays appeared to her 
lellghtfully Innocent 
n she had flirted 
Lfrald to make love, 
■bey her slightest

St. Joseph’s Hospital
HI When one Is sick, and Illness comes 
kU-px each of us at times, it is well to 
MESlow a comfortable place to be sick In. 
'f F Home is not always the best place, 
I 1 especially in nervous trouble. Such a 
1 I comfortable spot is St Joseph’s Hos- 
I I pital of Hamilton, which is now about 

I to be enlarged by a new wing. In no 
| | hospital in which I have ever been did 

I find such sympathetic cheerful at­
tendance. or more good, nourishing 
food. The nursing sisters are kindness 
and consideration Itself, and It is to be 
hoped that Hamiltonians will help 
the new project, for which, I under­
stand, subscriptions are being asked. 
If ever there was a good and worthy 
object It Is this. Only one who has 
quietly observed I hem can know how 
these sisters work from 6 in the morn­
ing until very often 11 at night. And 
the same cheery smile meets you at 

‘good-night" that brightens manv a 
heavy morning after a night of insom­
nia. And. besides ail this St. Joseph 
Is such a dear old saint anyway. I al­
ways see him ir. the mind’s eye wit): 
his hand on the bridle of the patient 
Plodding ass that took the virgin and 
the Child across the everlasting desert

meek and shining evangelist put up 
at the Métropole during a short stay 
In Old Smoky, 
the usual waiter or porter helped him 
to carry his hair-shirt ■ and Bible 
downstairs, and then he hung about 
the vestibule, softly brushing the dust 
off the Apostle 'and waiting for the 
customary tip. Presently the holy 
man spoke to him In a deep and 
thrilling voice. "John," he said, "I 
have left a present for you on the 
mantel-shelf In my room—a donation, 
in fact Go upstairs quickly and get 
It.” Then he got Into his cab with a 
muffled tread and a Chadband smile, 
and tlie waiter nearly lost his coat­
tails in his gallop upstairs to look 
for his donation. It was all there. 
There were two hymn books In limp 
covers, a pamphlet about the tall and 
hoofs and blackened hide of the Evil 
One, and a guide to a short cut to 
the Hot Place.

Then the waiter cast them

And surely It Is sacrifice above 
All other gifts to love and yet to Lady de Gifford Clifford. They were married in Feb­

ruary, 1966, and the match proved 
to be an extremely happy one. Lady
de Clifford was received everywhere In 
society.
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iis income.
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To Marry AgainBut It Is hard, my sweet, to see 
you go

To other love and other care than 
mine.

So long we’ve been as one—I’ve loved 
you so,

My one ewe lamb—to me, so dear, 
so fine.

In this case,s
The Original Gibson Girl to Wed 

Wealthy Scottish Land 
Owner.
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From Vienna
We were dining—perhaps In your 

city, perhaps not—in a remarkably 
swell-looking, up-town cafe a week 
or so ago, and the bird not being to 
our liking, we motioned the waiter to 
remove It. He was a model-looking 
youth, everything that could be wished 
for In a waiter of high degree— 
viewed from the outside. He prodded 
that tough bird until It squeaked 
again, then took its last fly, and 
shot into my lap for protection. It 
was then that the true Inwardness of 
that waiter came out. "Bad scran to 
It for a burd,” he said, grabbing the 
recalcitrant duck from 
my best clothes. "Arrah, bad luck 
to It entirely! An’ did It desthroy yer 
silk dhrees
that isn’t the devil entirely!” 
they actually had a notice up in that 
cafe telling us the 
direct Importation from Vienna! But, 
because he came from the greenest 
ould sod on the earth, and because 
his eyes were gray and long-lashed, 
and the everlasting melancholy of the 
Celt sounded In his complaining, soft 
voice—we tipped him royally.

■ iLONDON, April 19.—One of the 
most Interesting weddings that Is 
scheduled to take place thle month 
Is that of Lady 
Arthur Stock.
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4de Clifford and
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Lady de Clifford was one of Sey­

mour Hicks’ prize beauties—several of 
whom married peers—and she was 
conspicuous In the “Catch of the Sea­
son,” not only on account of her great 
beauty but her unusual height as well. 
Her real name was Eva Chandler, but 
she was known on the stage as 

She had no great
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the floor and pranced upon them with 
large boots, and shoved the 
up the chimney, and prayed with a 
loud voice that the shepherd’s holy 
head might be scraped on the door­
steps of Perdition, and that he might 
be preached to death by wild curates, 
and cast Into a sea of burning hymn 
books, and have tracts read to him 
day and night by a burning Imp of 
Satan with a stutter and a cold In 
the head for twenty billion centuries. 
And, after be had torn everything 
into shreds, and exploited the most 
marvelous art of fine cursing, he went 
and got tight and then got dis­
charged.
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/"I think, you know, she is a little 
tflad—not mad in

Eva Carrington, 
talent, but as & “show girl’.’ she drew 
all London’s gilded youth to the the-

i
the literal lunatic 

use, you know, but not quite all 
are. Eccentric is the polite word 1 

■Kleve-’’ said a "tactful"
Bie the other day. 
the papers, you know, 
for magazines, and

■r:
ma'am? Well, now, if 

And
il - -Is atre.

Being modest and attractive In man­
ner, ehe captivated the late Baron de

woman to 
writes for 

and articles
„ .. „ stories, and ail

[ that sort of thing. 1 always thought 
TV jnus ici ans, artists, authors and jour- 
j/' aullsts were a bit fey, as the Scotch
I eay."

■■y I"She waiters were
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may be given to 
Id only some of 
c already Infected When Sciatica Pains 

Burn Like Fire 
Rub in <NerviIinet
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About TippingI was amused. Partly because the 
same catapult has been hurled 
than once at the writer; 
cause of the commonplace, brômidic 
Utterance.

“Maybe she’s gone in the Fairies." 
■aid I,, thinking of old sayings and 
the way we talk in Ireland. “And 
What a happy woman she must be!"

Whereat the dear lady wondered.
No doubt-vher

, fS,uaL
:h procedure may 
y anyone who re- 
when It was com- 
phtheria" to carry 

once. A concrete 
ver, may be found 
r of the great hos- 
>n City Hospital 

of diphtheria fell 
on of anti-toxin 
e per cent. Now- 
es arc. common— 
to the new inedl- 

s beneficence with 
ys so great a part 
m from disease.

lImore 
partly be- 1When I was last In England about 

three years ago I was almost para­
lyzed on leaving my hotel by the God made woman, but the devil 
line of bote! servants who stood await- certainly makes the new styles. And 
ing their tips. To be sure, half a the women look like him with fea- 
crown goes a longer way in the old thers either standing up straight—for 
country than a dollar here; but there a mile—over their foreheads, or flying 
were so many of them, and such uni- out of the back of their heads. Then, 
formed, respectable looking people, too. we are Bulgar, not to say vulgar— 
Moreover, half crowns are not plenti- mad. Believe me, the cerlse-blue- 
ful after one has bought at the shops, green-yellow trimmings will become 
and pottered about the country and so overdone and common before tjje 
skipped to old Ireland for a visit, twenty-fourth of May—our national 
When you make your return ship holiday—that the more refined and 
your purse is pretty lean, just enough individual woman will refuse to wear 
to see you home and tip your stew- them.
ard and stewardess decently. Said a girl to her dearest friend: "I

It is better on this side; but the don't like my new Bulgarian gown 
tipping habit Is growing. First, It Is very well. The material Is awfully 
one bell boy with iced water, a dif- pretty, but the bright Bulgar trtm- 
ferent one with the evening paper, ming somehow doesn’t seem to suit 
another with a message that sorae-j me; and the skirt needs something to 

-fi body is below to see you. And the Improve the shape of it.” Said the 
[J porter with your luggage. Then, If dearest friend; "Why don’t you let 

you want your morning coffee in your some other glr! wear it?" 
robm, It is one waiter to come with She is so sweet and tactful, your 
it, and another to remove the tray, dearest friend. I can hear Bailey, the 
And so it goes- if some of our large boy at Todger’s, say of the stale fish: 
hotels would pay their employes a “Don’t 'avè none of ’em, misses.” 
decent wage and charge for attend­
ance on the bill, we would go to a 
hotel much oftener. They have, I be­
lieve. one tipless house in London, 
and if ever I go there again, believe 
me, I shall fly to it for shelter.

The New Styles %wm
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It Kills the Pain, Cures the Suf­
fering, Destroys Every 

Trace of Sciatica.
READ THISINTERES^

M y/S '

Üthought waa, a-s she 
■went her way, ‘T believe They 
all a little touched.”

Well, the land of dreams for___
any day, before the land of teas and 
bridge and Bromides-
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SOME OF THE BEAUTIFUL SILVER PENDANTS AND SPOONS DESIGN ED BY MISS FORD.The Shepherd ’I think you ought to make your 

claims stronger about the marvelous 
power of Nerviline on Sciatica, and 
Lumbago." This Is how Mrs. A. C. 
Corrigan opens her letter, written 
from Victoria. "So many people are 
suffering, and so few get proper treat­
ment, that I km anxious that thou­
sands should know of how Nerviline 
cured me.
most awful pain humans 
upon to bear, and in my case 
was at times the additional misery of 
Lumbago. Nothing attracts attention 
to particular forms of suffering like 
personal experience, and that la why 
I had the luck to use the right remedy 
(Nerviline) almost at the beginning, 
and cleaned tt right out of my system. 
But most people use the wrong rem­
edy and get Sciatica in chronic form. 
I am so enthusiastic about Nerviline. 
Nerviline cases the pain at once, and 
stops the Inflammation before It be­
comes chronic. I say that a liniment 
that has power enough to kill the pain 
of Sciatica is a remedy, everybody 
should know about, for It would snuff 
out In a wink little ailments like Neu­
ralgia, Lumbago. Strains, tired mus­
cles and Inflammation from cold."

No home should ever be without 
Nerviline—get the large 50c. family 
size; trial size 25c., at all storekeepers 
and druggists, or The Catarrozone 
Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

rA man friend who sometimes sends 
me a Jolly letter lroin London told a 
yarn which is worth

Lord de Clifford was killed in a mo- . 
tor car accident In September, 1909, 
near Brighton. He left a little son 
and daughter. The boy. who was born 
In 1907, is the youngest peer in 
Great Britain.

Mr. Stock, who Is to marry Lady 
de Clifford, is very wealthy. He 
owns Glenaff castle. In Ayrshire, Scot­
land. His mother was the daughter of 
the Right Hon. Arthur Kavanagh, that 
famous member of parliament, who 
was born without legs or arms, and 
used to be carried In and out of 
parliament by a man-servant. His 
four sons and three daughters have no 
physical defect whatever.

dant One must see it It has the 
warmth of the Orient and the coldness 
of a Canadian conventionality, at the 
same time. It might be worn by 
a pampered Cleopatra, or snuggled lnte 
the meagre cell of a pale-faced nun.

Which at pnee gives the careful 
observer a hint as to the width 
of view of the clever worker In silver 
and jewels.

The chain, which Is attached to 
It is almost as Intricate and equal­
ly as hard to describe. It Is 
formed from small silver wire, clever­
ly moulded and twisted Into links, 
some large, some small.

The eiperienced worker in silver, 
when asked how these chains are 
made, replies quite casually: “Oh, the 
links are Just made from the strong, 
silver wire and moulded together, the 
same as any other chain-”

WThlch may be very clear to all 
who are familiar with the making of 
chains In general, but not quite so 
clear to the novice who does not un- 

■ ■ _ - - B derstand.
I lAliftli Hgj nil And let me just remark, that I am

.■■■ w ”, one of the newest members of the
e^e\,^orrrbtît,rTa,etaka,nn# Si,Si “"suflto! Hto^v'^a^th chain. , 
home treatment ; no hypodermic Injections ; no say that the chains of
publicity, no loss of time from business, and a Miss Ford are different from any 
cure guaranteed. Address or consult Da. others I have ever seen, on artis- 
McTaooam. 76 Yonge-street, Toronto. Can*!». | ttc jewelry. They, too, show the

the copper is not made into grooves, 
but is marked out In the design which 
Is desired. The enamel Is painted on. 
the same as one would paint on china. 
After completion, the ornatnent is 
sent to the kiln, so that the enamel 
may be secured mot y firmly on the 
copper.

It Is remarkable how artistically the 
different colors of enamel may be 
blended. The design which has the 
cloisonne enamel. Is finished with thin, 
thin wire, twisted around and around, 
with great delicacy and care.

Then there Is a most beautiful chat­
elaine In Miss Ford’s collection. The 
cutting out of the design Is very Intri­
cate, and over the silver surface fiery 
red carbuncles flash ominously. Thle 
chatelaine has a long chain, attached 
to it, much the same design as the 
one mentioned In connection with the 
pearl pendant.

This is, perhaps, the hanasomeeq 
piece of work In the whole collection^

But I must not forget to mentl^t 
the spoons. Beautiful ones they are, 
in sterling silver, plain In design, and 
of perfect mould. _ * >

And there are buttons, of silver and 
malachite, and a coral ring.

All sorts of beautiful things, which 
make one gaze in 'wonderment at the 
delicacy of their formation.
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Parting Oh, These Women!
Patricia: I've heard some perfectly 

awful stories about your husband.
Clarice: Oh, do tell them to me! Per­

haps I can make him give me a new 
gown or two.”—Judge.

"No Ma’am, we wouldn't want to handle 
any other Mit—wc like to sell Windsor Salt 
“cause we know it will please our customers"

Dead are the hours of this our last 
dear day,

Faint grows the crimson In the
western sky;

And we must part. There is no more
to say

But this, the saddest of all words— 
“Good-bye!”

No more that we can do to show our 
love.

Thou goest, and yet thou art my 
girl, I know;

Tobacco Habit
Dr. McTaggart's tobacco remedy removes all 

desire for the weed in a few days. A vegetable 
medicine, and only requires touching the tongue 
with it occasionally. Trice $2.03.

1786.

What He Was.
Miss Chatterson: “I hear you’ve bgen 

operating In the stock market. Were 
you a bull or a bear?"

Mr. Smatterson. "Neither. I was 
the goal—Kansas City Star.
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To sit with Wifie by the fireside on a winter's 
night,

With a good pipe and matches, is my great delight,
Because 1 know the matches, Eddy’s Silents, are 

alright.
They’re Safe, Sure, Silent—each time I strike I 

get a light.

The E. B. EDDY C0«, Limited
HULL, CANADA
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