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| ROBINSON & CLEAVER LP

| IRISH LINEN

WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

1

making-up factories at Belfast.

@ 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 nett prices. For manufacturing purposes we
have a large fully-equipped power-loom linen factory at Banbridge, Co.
. Down, hand looms in mapy cottages for the finest work, and extensive

Household Linen.

Dinner Napkins, : x} yd. $1.42 doz. 1 Table-
cloths, 2§ X 3 yds., $1.42 ea. Linen Sheets, $3.2¢
pair. Linen Pillow Cases, frilled, .33c each.
Linen Huckaback Towels, $1.18 doz. Glass
Cloths, $1.18 doz. Kitchen Towels, $1.32 doz.

Embroidered Linen.

Afternoon Teacloths, from .90c 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.

White Dress Linen, 44in. wide, soft finish,
48c yard. Coloured Linen, 44in. wide, 50?
shades, .48c yard. Heavy Canvas Linen, in
oolours, 48in. wide, .42¢ yard.

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. L-y-
ettes, $15.00. Irish Lace goods direct {rom
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 sof:
fronts, at msaufacturers’ prices.

SYSTEM OF BUSINESS.—Samples and price lists post free anywhere.—Goods
_packed securely by-experts for shipment abroad. — Merchandise forwarded
against bills of lading or bank draft. — Carriage paid on orders of £1 and up-
wards to port of shipment. — Foreign orders receive special care and attention.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED

: DONEGALL BELFAST IRELAND Afeg
PLACE Telegrams: ** Linen, Belfast.” LONDON & LIVERPOOL

ey

F ofrg‘ing} the Golden Chain.

' By William Hamilton Osborne.

Jimmy Dolliver was slightly troubled.
He was facing one of the problems of
life. ;
“It seems to me,” he said slowly,
toying with the solitaire that graced
Miss Pembroke’s hand, “that we ought
to marry—soon:”

Miss Natalie Pembroke flushed and
podded. “I think we ought,” she
answered. She hesitated for an 1In-
stant. “These long engagements seem,
gomenow, so cheap.” Dolliver started.
It seemed an odd thing for Natalie to
say—his Natalie. The girl, too, seemed
instinctively to understand that ehe had
struck the wrong mnote. “I—I don’t
mean that so much, Jimmy,” she fwent
on, “and, enyway, it doesn’t hit us, for
we haven’t been engaged so long. But
don’t you know how people talked when
Tom Dilkes and Aline Peterson stepped
off.” She sniggered at the recollection.
“After five years!” she laughed. “I
think we ought to marry soon,” she
repeated soberly.

Unconsciously Dollivers’ face clouded.
“It’s a matter of pride with her,” he
told himself.

To some extent he was right; to a
very great extent he was wholly wrong.

For Natalie Pembroke—if the expres-

Natalie Pembroke laughed. ' Jimmy
was pacing slowly up and down the
room. In all Monroe there was no man
go well groomed, so well caparisoned, as
was Jimmy Dolliver. She liked him for
it. It was a part of Jimmy.

«You!” she exélaimed. Again she
laughed. “Do you know what the girls
say, Jimmy? They say there are few
men that lavish money on a girl as you
do on me. “They say,” she smiled
mischievously and with an appreciation
of the humor of her own remark—“that
you certainly do treat me well.”

Jimmy laughed in spite of himself.
Anl yet, there was a grimness about it
all. Here was Natalie Pembroke, the
only child of old John K.—a man who
could buy and eell many men in
Monroe; a man whose wealth had come
down to him through generations—and
yet, in spite of her blue-blooded ances-
try, in spite of her innate refinement,
she voiced unconsciously the sentiments
of the age, and in the vernacular of the
times. That was the supreme test of
to-day, Jimmy told himself, somewhat
bitterly—Does this man make good?
Does that other show his coin?

But Natalie, too, was sobering. “Weo
can get along, Jimmy, I'm sure,” she

»

sion be permitted—was head over heels
in love with Jimmy Dolliver. She loved
him for his looks; she loved him for his
gentleness; she loved him because he
was Jimmy Dolliver, and because he,
too, was head over heels in lete with
her. And there was something behind
Jimmy's personality that constantly
Jent spice to his every word, his every
act. It had puzzled her for a long
while until she had:heard it said one
day that Jimmy Dolliver possessed
executive ability. That was the phrase
—executive ability.  Jimmy . Dolliver
was in the world and of it. He was
masterful; he had force.

“Jimmy’'ll get along,” Natalie’s father
had s id to Natalie.

Jimmy was getting along, as young
men of twenty-five do get along. He
was head man down at FEisenstein,
Thalheimer & Company’s, manufactur-
ers of gold chains in Monroe. Jimmy
was a practical man. Fortunately for
himself, he was living in an age when
the American aristocrat doffed his hat
in the presence of the practical, suec-
cessful  business man.  Unfortunately
for himself, ‘he was living in an a,Q:O
when salaries were relatively small,
compared with the cost of ]i\.'inz. and
when the essence of living consisted in

keeping up appearances. It was an
age when men who ought to marry
early married late.  And Jimmy Dolliver
was a marrying man.
“T can get along.” Jimmy went on to
Natalie; “that is hardly the question.
' The point is. can we oot alona? T have

| fairly hard scratching as it is.”

“That is hardly the question. The pointis, can we get along?’’

said simply, and in what she considcred
was a matter-of-fact tone of voice, “and
if we can’t, father will -

“Stop right there,” exclaimed Dolli-
ver; “father won’t. He won’t, in the
first place, because we won’t let him,
you and I, and in the second, your
father will never see, will never know,
the weak spots in our system of finance.
father will hand out ivory pianos when
we mneed a joint of mutton. He will
adorn us with an Oriental rug when
we’d prefer to pay our rent on time. 1
know—I've seen and heard what other
men have borne, and said. I—I want to
begin on a sound basis, Natalie,” he
went on. “I'm not marying a rich girl.
I'm marrying a girl whose father is
rich. A rich girl is one who’s rich in
her own right. 1'm marrying you,” he
said, seating himself at her side,
“because you’re Natalie. You're marry-
ing me because I'm Jimmy Dolliver.
That’s all. And we've got to fight it
out ‘together, side by side.”

Natalie Pembroke drew & long breath.
It sounded good, this business-like
discussion. 1t was something different
from the kind of thing she was
accustomed to. Tt seemed to her that
she was standing on the threshold of
real life.

“I'm afraid,” continued Jimmy, “that
I'm making a fool of myself in taking
these things too seriously, but, some-
how, T want to he understood—I want
things understood. T can live, alone—
and on very little.” He smiled. “Tt
isn’t very romantie and it isn’t very
good taste, and it certainly is sordid, to




