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soft or flat negatives.
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One of the most simple and

Write for further particulars.

S.C.P. & S.C.P. de Luxe

” of Gaslight Papers

Thick Matt, Thick Glossy,

Thick Carbon, Canvas White, and Canvas Cream. For

The Perfect Gaslight Paper

Vigorous Carbon (Matt Surface)
' (Satin Surface)
« Glossy (Enamelled Surface)

For use with weak negatives

Soft Carbon (Matt Surface)
(Satin Surface)
‘“ Glossy (Enamelled Surface)

For use with normal or plucky negatives.

charming photographic printing

mediums, yielding delightfully artistic results with ease and
certainty from negatives greatly varying in quality.

Wellington & Ward, 13 St. John St., Montreal, P. Q.,

ROBINSON &

|IRISH

CLEAVER L¥%

LINEN

| WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

net prices. For manufacturing purposes
extensive making-up factories at Belfast.

have furnished Hotels, Clubs, Institutions,
outfits in almost every country in the world,

Established in 1870 at Belfast, the centre of the Irish linen trade, we have developed
our business on the lines of supplying genuine Linen goods direct to the public at the lowest

we have a large fully-equipped power-loom

factory at Banbridge, Co. Down, hand looms in many cottages for the finest work, and

We hold Royal Warrants of Appointment to

H.M. King Edward VII.. H.R.H. the Princess of Wales, H. M. the King of Spain, and

Yachts and Steamships with complete linen

Household Linen.

Dinner Napkins, .Q x$ yd. $1.42 doz. ' Tabe-
cloths, 2§ X3 yds., $1.42ea. Linen Sheets, $3.24
pair. Linen Pillow Cases, frilled, .33¢ each.
Linen Huckaback Towels, $1.18 doz. Glass
Cloths, $1.18 doz. Kitchen Towels, $1.32 doz.

Embroidered Linen.

Afternoon Teacloths, from .90¢ ea. Sideboard
Cloths from .90c ea. Cushion Covers from .48¢
ea. Bedspreads for double beds, from $3.30
ea. Linen Robes, unmade, from $3.00 each.

Dress Linen.

Whit: Dress Linen, 44in. wide, soft finish
.48¢c yard. Coloured Linen, 44in. wide, 50
shades, .48¢c yard. Heavy Canvas Linen, in
colours, 48in. wide, 42¢ vard.
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SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALITIES:

Handkerchiefs.

Ladies’ All. Linen Hemstitched Handker
chiefs, # & ¢ in. hems, .84c doz. Ladies’ Linen
Handkerchiefs, hemstitched with drawn
thread border, $1.08 doz. Gent’s Linen Hem-
stitched Handkerchiefs. § in. hem, $1.66 doz.

Underclothing & Laces.

Ladies’ Nightdresses from .94c ea. Chemises
trimmed embroidery, .56c ea. Combinations,
$1.08 each. Bridal Trousseaux, $32.04. Lay-
ettes, $15.00. Irish Lace goods direct from
workers at very moderate prices.

Collars & Shirts.

Gentlemen's Collars, made from our own
linen, from $1.18 doz. Dress Shirts, * Match-
less *’ quality, $1.42 each. Zephyr, Oxford, and
Flannel Shirts, with soft or stiff cuffs and sofr
fronts, at manufacturers’ prices.

ward

and attention.

SYSTEM OF BUSINESS.—Samples and price lists post free anywhere—
Goods packed securely by experts for shipment abroad.— Merchandise for-
against bills of lading or bank draft.—Carriage paid on orders of
$4.80 and upwards to port of shipment.—Foreign orders receive special care

PLACE

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED

1 4 S. DONEGALL BELFAST,

Telegrams: ‘‘Linen, Belfast,”

IRELAND Also

LONDON & LIVERPOOL

|

The Western Home Monthly.
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T was on the last

night but one of the
session that Creigh-
ton found himself.
Catching the Speak-
er’s eye, he rose in
his place and began
to speak. With
some diffidence he
faltered through his preliminaries, and
then, growing bolder, he launched forth
into his theme with an eloquence and a
passion that enchained his hearers. Dis-
sentient murmurs were drowned at
their birth. Men who had sat there for
hours, bored beyond expression, roused
themselves and glanced with interest at
the tall young figure with the earnest
face and the glowing eyes. Those on
the front benches began to turn their
heads, restlessly at first, but their rest-
lessness vanished as the impassioned
periods volleyed among the benches and
rang in the vaulted roof.

After a speech that had lasted forty-
five minutes, and had been listened to
with ‘an interest that the House never
remembered, Creighton sat down amid
a burst of ringing applause.

Men craned over towards him, and
patted him on the back. Though the
Speaker and stood nervously determined,
his voice could not penetrate the din.
It was not a question of party interests
that had occupied Creighton’s intellec-
tual tirade; it was a national matter of
all-consuming  import, and he knew, as
he took his seat, that he had carried his
point. fThe House rose in a tumult, and
Creighton passed out into the open air,
his mind in a whirl, his heart beating
strangely, his head swimming with the
intoxication of sudden success, than
which, perhaps, there is no sweeter, more
subtle intoxication known.

The chief of his party stopped him

! just’ as he was leaving, and held out his

hand.

“You should go fat,” said the great
man, with a smile that was both sad and
encouraging, for he, too, had been young,
and knew the taste of the wonderful
joy that comes to him who has striven
and won worthily. Even the leader of
the Opposition had a friendly nod for
the young member for East Kilbride,
and many another man who had had his
chance--and failed—bestowed ungrudg-
ing praise of word and look on the hero
of the moment.

Carried out of himself. Creighton
passed to the Terrace and looked down
on the swirling tide of the Thames. The
lights of the opposite shore were re-
flected wanly in the turgid flcod; the
steady swirl and rush of the headlong
waters were in keeping with his
thoughts. For a moment, a whimsicality
of mental twisting allowed the young
man to compare himself with the stream
that flowed beneath him. Was he like
it? he asked himself. Should he go for-
ward, ever widening, growing in impor-
tance with every stride. unt\il)he bore on
his shoulders the very welfare of a
nation?  But another thought struck
him close on the heels of the first. The
Thames was of vast importance to the
land he served, but presently. flowing
onward throidgli~the world's richest city,
the river became merged in the sea and
was lost to human ken.

was an uncertain thing. He had ecar-
ried his hearers with him on a flood-tide
of rhetorie, had swept away the opposi-
tions of those who would have stayed
him, but—what was it all worth? Did
it mean ultimate submergence. a sink-
ing of his identity in the myriad iden
tities of those others who. in common
with himself, flocked daily to the House”

“Rather a startler tonight.”

The words came to him faintly. but

he  straightened  himself  instinetively,
for his own heart told Lim they referred
to what had gone before. A couple of
shadowy figures leaned aver the halus-
trade. and Creichton conld not avoid

overhearing,
“Creighton will ¢himb
another voice, which

very hieh™ <nid

a thrill as the voice of u very ereat man

Even so might he fare. Public acclaim,

i ]r(lllvh :
?tirsn:nl speech was dimming before the
e recognized with |
"seemed to grow up on the background

. Winnipeg, February, 1911.

evelation.

By Frank H. Shaw.

indeed. “I shouldn’t be surprised if
that speech of his carries him to the
top. Not directly, of course; but I fore-
see an Under-Secretaryship almost im-
mediately.  There arn’t many strong
men, and he’s undoubtedly strong. [
heard Sir Edward Freshman call him
‘The new Pitt’ five minutes ago.”

Creighton craned forward, but the
night was dark, and he could not dis-
tinguish the features of the speaker. He
knew, however, from the thrill in his
voice that he was in earnest. Wave
after wave of exultation surged through
the young man. He felt all the glow of
a conqueror, and the sweetness of his suc-
cess was still unembittered. . That would
come on the morrow, perhaps, when the
newspapers took up the tale and spoke
their mind, unaffected by the personal
magnetism of the man who had stirred
his listeners to the COITG. .

“Great promise,” said the voice that
had first spoken. “Great promise. But
then, many others have shown great
promise, too. I only hope Creighton
won’t fall suddenly, as suddenly as he
has risen. One can never tell. But if T
were in his place, with my life before
me, untrammelled, rich, T’"d never stop
until I'd raised myself to the very top
of the tree. That’s his chief asset, the
fact of his being unhampered. Once a
man marries. he’s done. Tf he' marries
a political woman she starts a salon,
and then—well, the men whose wives
have salons don’t go very far. There
can’t be two strong souls under one
roof without disaster. If he marries  a
sweet, clinging woman, love proves fatal.
No man can serve two masters, especi-
ally today. Political success is a master
that requires undivided attention. ILove
also is another insistent dominie. He
who tried to love a woman and make a
Parliamentary career would fall be-
tween two stools, and the end would be
very much worse than the beginning.”

“So that’s your opinion. is it? Well,
there’s truth in it. too. But I venture
to predict that if Creighton remains un-
married, and if he follows up the promise
of tonight by the practice of the future,

he’ll be Prime Minister before he’s
thirty-five.  The country’s waiting for
him.  Tf that speech had been made

against the Government, the whole coun-
try would have risen. and demanded an
election. He’ll go far. once he’s got rid
of his personal note, and learnt to make
himself a part of the machinery. His
egotism came out here and there. you
know; but that’s youth more than any-
thing else.” '

“Yes: and that egotism is just the
downfall of the many  That’s where
marriage is fatal to success. For if the
man marries, his egotism becomes more
rampant than ever. Tt’s fanned by the
gentle admiration of the one woman. or
it's called into the action hy the oppo-
sition of the onme woman. if the wife
happens to be of the militant sort.” . .

“But then, Sir Frederick. youre a
misogynist.”

“And why shouldn’t T be? Good
Heavens, my heart bleeds for my sex
when T see the careers that have been
sacrificed on the altars of a woman’s de-
mands. Look at Sidney. look at Went-
worth. look at half a dozen in the House

tonight. Tf Creighton is a wise man.
he’ll elimb alone, and then—we shall
see.”

They strolled away, leaving the mem-
ber for East Kilbride vaguely torn by
conflicting emotions.

“And that’s what it all turns on?”
he said to himself. his eyes still fixed
unseeingly on the river. “Love and suc-
cess cannot mix. They're oil and water.
Well, what has it to be? There’s Mar-
jorie on the one hand. and the high
places of the world on the other. And
it's come to this: that tonight T must
make my choice.  TLove versus Greatness.
And God knows how T want to be great!”

He roused himself, conseious that the
clammy night was chilling him to the
The remembrance of his sensa-
face

One

rush of other thoughts now.




