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“VIYELLA®

Flannel

IS IDEAL FOR

Women’s Shirt Waists
Dressing Gowns
Children’s School Dresses

Infants’ Layettes

Men’s Shirts
and Bath Robes

(Registered)

Pyjamas

In Fashion’s Latest Designs

THE ESSENTIALS . . |

‘“Viyella’’ can be obtained at all leading

Retail Stores and Men’s TFurnishers

AVOID IMITATIONS

the genuine

“Viyella”
Does Not Shrink

[

b

IRISH
Damask Table Cloths, size 2 x 2 yards,
from $192 ecach; 2 x 2
$2'14 cach: 23 x 3
each.
from $2'56 per dozen.
size 2 x 3 yards, from $1148 per pair,
Pillow
from $1'08 per pair.
Bedspreads, from $7'44 each.
ered Linen Pillow Shams, from $1°18 each.
Hemstitched Linen Huck Towels, from
$4'68 per dozen.

THE
LINEN, non-crushable finish in white and
fashionable shades, 36 inches wide, $048
per yard.

By Aprointment

f
ROBINSON & CLEAVER’S

IRISH LINEN

World Renowned for Quality & Value

[STABLISHED in 1870 at BELFAST—the centre of
| the Irish Linen Industry—they have a fully equipped
factory for Damask and Linen Weaving at Banbridge,
Co. Down ; extensive making-up factories at Belfast ; and for
the finest work, hand-looms in many cottage homes. ‘The
following are examples :—

TABLE AND BED LINEN.,
yards, froa
ads, from $672
apkins, to match,

Linen Sheets,

Damask Table

size 19 x 30 inches,
Embroidered Linen
Embroid-

CH Ses,

IDEAL COLORED DRESS

Tothe r Majesties the
King and Queen.

Illustrated Price Lists & Samples sent post free to

any part of the world.
attention devoted to Colonial & Foreign Orders.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER ;

10Z Donegall Place,
BELFAST, IRELAND.

Beware of parties using sur name; we employ neither agents nor tnvellon.J

ﬁ\

IRISH CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS,
~—Ladies' Linen Hemstitche, from §132
per dozen. Ladies' Embroidered Hana-
kerchiefs, from $180 per dozen. Gentle-
men's Linen Hemstiitched, from §2:14 per
dozen. Khaki Handkerchiefs $050 to
1'66 per dozen.

IRISH COLLARS AND SHIRTS—Our
celebrated Linen-faced Castle Collars in
every size and shape, $1'56 per dozen,
White Shirts, for dress or day wear, from
$1'38 each. Oxford or Zephyr Shirts, from
$1'18 cach. Mercerised Twill, from $094
each. Cellular, $108. Medinm Weight
Flaunel, %l'ﬂ and $1'66. Ceylon Sllll]xller
Weight Flannei, §1'18. Heavy Winter
Weight, all wool, $2'28 each. Size 14} to
10§ inches in stock,

Special care and personal

LTD.

A

VETER

INARY COURSE AT HOME

Taught in simplest English during
spare time. Diploma granted.
Cost within reach of all. Satisfac-
tion guaranteed. Have been teach~
ing by correspondence twen ty
years, gradua(es assl?ted in r:daly
‘ways. very person interested in
stoc%: lhonlddtati‘:lel it Write for
catalogue an

particulars - . F

L C di

School
Dept. 151 London, Ontario, Cane

SITKA IVORY RINGS

S e, Will help you

e make any num-

ber of beautiful

and useful arti-

cles ——-dainty

opera bags, corset and laundry >
bags, doilies, shawls and novel- ;& 99
ti>s suitable for Wedding and @9

Bi r!hdaBe

7 prese ts and seasonable Anniversary
gifts. partment stores and ladies’ furnishing
stores everywhere,  Sizes I-2, 5-8, 3-4, 7-8 and I
inch, A sample dozen with cogy of our new book-
let, ‘‘Fascinating Fancy Work,” will be sent on
receipt of ten cents and name of your dealer.

(
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Rogers Mfg. Co. Dept.B., Rockfall, Conn.

Miss Johnsomn’s

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 43)

“I wonder,” she mused. “Well, then,
will you answer me one question?”’

“A dozen.”

F‘;‘G;-?’nville Pearce, are you in love with
Cllen:

A HEAVY curtain of silence dropped
between them for an instant, then
he answered clearly.

“Yes, I believe I am.”
. “I thought so,” muttered Evelyn grow-
ing rather white. “Shall we turn back?”’

“If you ]ike,"‘ Toby assented, “but
why this heavy disapproval?”’

“One need hardly point out the in-
congruity of a Granviile, a Pearce marry-

ing ‘Miss Johnson's Ellen,” I should
think.”
“Rubbish,” answered Toby. “For all

we know she may be as good as I am—
and better. Evidence seems to point
to such, anyhow.”

“The trouble is that you don’t know,”
Evelyn reminded him. “For my own part,
[ should like to know my wife’s name.”

“I don’t care a cuss,” replied the other.
““She will have mine; that’s good enough
for two. . . . if she will accept it,” he
added.

“And have you thought what Aunt
Frances will say to your forming an
alliance with a Foundiing Institution?’’

don’t care what she says. I'd
infinitely rather have an Institution for
a mather-in-law than lots of women I
know,” he laughed. “Evelyn, old pal,
don’t quarrel with me. ~Shut your
eyes tight and wish as hard as you can
that she won’t turn me down.”

Evelyn’s lip curled. . “There’s no
danger,” she said. “I am wise enough
to-realize that there is no use trying to
change the viewpoint of a man in love,
but—you asked me, and that’s my worry
.. . seeing you throwing yourself away,”

She.dropped him at the gate and said
she was going to drive alone for a while.
As a matter of fact she motored back to
town without saying good-bye to any-
body.

Toby went directly in search of Ellen.

~ He found her making splints out of match

sticks to set the broken leg of a baby
chicken.

“Ellen,” he said, sol ly, “wi
marry me?”’ : S “ﬂlfyou
Very gently, she refused him.’/ She
Was not a suitable wife for him, she would
be out of place in the city. ““The noise,
the dirt, the smells . . . artificial palms,
the thunder of traffic, squalor, and air
vahxch reeks of gasoline and worse. You
would find me ridiculously out of place,
qpyi among your friends.”’
., +hey are artificial, 4
hitlal al, too,” he muttered
l’{I‘hg City,” whispered Ellen looking
aCk over a long vista of years, “is cruel.
It makes people —like me.”
“Tf(l)t many, i Toby remonstrated.
: ey all don t have Miss Johnsons
anc (}mada‘to gve them a chance,”
said Ellen. ““Poor children.”

He could not con i
He coul quer her quiet deter-
{r;lmagmn, and yet he felt instinctively
hat 1t cost her something to stand firm.
: ”e eyes which were raised to his were
ull of love and thijs almost shrouded the
{){a)m_behmd them—in their very depths.
€ knew she looked upon him as a good
comrade, but he haq sought in vain for
?}slgn that she loved him. Yet, some-
: um} told him that Ellen was sacrificing
herself by refusing happiness to him.
} Isl_1‘t Aunt Frances you're afraid of?”’
1e€:I 'as ked with a desperation born of de-
“In a way yes. I i
ok ay, yes. am afraid of her
(t)}p.mmn of me if | allowed you to do this
ll{;;;s fllu‘% tl!lmnk you all the same, dear
zlllsrhiv i lstn’ treasure thig remembrance
She moved slow] i
: Yy away from him. He
Hlt z}l)s\tthough an immeasurable distance
maddén\:ger}l}' them and hig helplessness
provs. m. Ellen was go sure, so
Then Miss Johnso in j
i S8 N came in jerky steps
rl!ggn] thle( path.  Seeing them, she st()ppé)d
F: “AOO ed grimly over her glasses.
unt Frances; help me,” ‘cried Toby

impetuously. “Help me e
to be my ‘wife, <  persuade Ellen
approve, . . She thinks you won't

“Have you agk 2
spinster harshly. ¢d her?” demanded the

course, i
folethq last hour}.}.“’%ve e e
Idiot!” she half sneered.,

didn’t you begin four vears ago?"’ e

The Mak@‘@f; ﬁuchess

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 30

I decided to go in order that I might
punish him in his own coin by discussing
chicken runs and nothing but chicken
runs. We had driven twenty miles
before I let go on chicken runs through
pure exhaustion of the subject.

hen I had finally done, the Duke
turned toward me.

& ISS MALLO,” he began in his
quiet, even tones, “you have,
indeed, acquainted me with the

facts I was after. Now, if you will

grant me a few minutes, I should like
in turn to acquaint you with a few facts.

Are you quite comfortable ?”’

“Yes, thank you,” I lied—we were
resting on a fallen tree.

He faced me—his lips grim and a pallor
under his tan. Involuntarily, I shivered.

“Are vou cold?”’ he asked.

“Ye-s,” I stuttered. “Don’t you think
it’s time I was getting back?”’

He did not answer, but going to the
motor, he took from it a lap robe, and
throwing it about my shoulders, re-
seated himgelf, determinedly.

“When I first met you, Miss Mallo,”
he began, “at the Marquis Castlemont’s,
I thought your interest in poultry archi-
tecture purely affectation. When next I
met you down at Turrets, I thought I de-
tected in you a love of simple things as
well as . . poultry architecture. To-
day, after our discussion, I feel that
vour interest in poultry architecture,
if in nothing else, comes, indeed from
your heart.”

He paused with an intentional dramatic
uplift of his voice.

“Are you presuming on my interest in
your successive impressions of me?’’ I
asked rather foolishly.

“That I am, Miss Mallo, Moreover,
there is one more impression to which I
must ask you to listen. This last im-
pression, I did not get first hand, but
through my mother. Itis the picture, not
of a footlight favorite, a sportswoman, or
a fancier, but of a woman, at heart a

Woman, yearning f ;
things of life,” g lor the simple elemental

I sprang up with hot ch
 Jpar Dot cheeks, i
e I;rlll(l)(te}.lﬁr IS an incorrigible old
€ stood opposite to me
~ . v > ' » a
first time Since I had known g?mfmt-httehg
was pride I\1/[n his bearing. g 3
‘Miss Mallo,” said he, “I g i
Miss ) ; 0 n
}g d(;sc[a;m my mother’s materia] ?éa‘svc:i}s‘
I Cesiring,” he hesitated, then went on

painfully, “a m
me, arriage bet:

It is trye that withi
{gw izeaﬁ; we shall, undoubtédlv;rl,th}:;lvi
i give them up, Y mother’s earnest
heswg to keep them for me has made of
€I an incorrigible olq meddler,” - as
(})r?ungélt é%eny;fg’ whether yoy believe it
5 OVe my lands,
placed my personal happinf=ssShe &
thought, poor Wwoman, to e |
arran%m}% 4 marriage bet
me. ope that yo i i
and me, as her accesgo;ly e pe
we return?’’ .

I had never felt SO small
horrid and so lonely in aa;{]dmrselziil% )
Meanwhile the Dyke had gone to his
motor and wag cranking the engine
1 went over to him, :
Pl-ease, stop that engine,”’
¢ complied quickly with m
What 18 1t that yoy wish
me?”’” he asked gently,
“No-thing,” T ane

Y. request:
to say to

&aris an(li a villa in Nice, p
ere a place that I can cal] home.”
He extended his ha b
i }?Oﬁ o facg.d to me. 1 dared
o as twenty-five t
}Imt’}‘:.ir]e{dt ﬁntd tﬁftyhrooms}}¥féss;gd“ggg
ink that together {
make it home.”g a2

Of course, the Duchess maintaj
she made the match. S



