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FINEST QUALITY ONLY
MANUFACTURED IN

 YWellington

'XTRA SPEEDY: 850 H. & D. The fastest and cleanest work-

: ing photographic plate in the world.
SPEEDY : 250 H. & D. For general instantaneous photography.

1S0 SPEEDY: 225 H. & D. For the better rendering of tone
i : and color values.

‘LANTERN : 6 H. & D. For Lantern slides of the finest quality.

In various surfaces for contact printing and

BROMIDES :
enlarging. ;

S.C.P. : The “Queen” of Gaslight Papers for printing and develop-
ing in gaslight.
‘ P.O.P. : For printing out in daylight or arc-light.
; SELF-TONING : Vields rich tones by fixing in Hypo only.

ANTI-CURLING CELLULOID-ISOCHROMATIC :
For all Daylight Loading Roll Film Cameras.

* Write for free Booklets describing the delight-
ful processes of this fascinating hobby to

(Wellington & Ward) Ward & Co., 13 St. John St., Montreal, P.Q.

DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER
Write for Snmples and Price IList (Sent Post Free), and Save 50 per cent. u

ROBINSON & CLEAVER L,

BELFAST, IRELAND,
Regent Street and Cheapside, London, also Liverpool.

IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK

MANUFACTURERS

To HIS MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY
THE KING, H.R.H. THEPRINCESS
OF WALES, MEMBERS OF THE
ROYAL FAMILY AND THE COURTS
OF EUROPE, Supply Palaces, Man-
sions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels, Rail-
ways, Steamships, Institutions, Regi-
ments, and the General Public direct
with every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS From the Least Expensive to

the Finest in the World

Which, being woven by hand, wear longer and retain the rich, satin appearance
to the last, By obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is
no more than that usually charged for common-power loom goods.
IRISH LINEN
Linen Sheeting, two yards wide, 48c. per yard; 2% yards wide, 57c. per yard. Roller
Towelling, 18in. wide, 9c. per yard. Surplice Linen, 24c, per yard. Dusters, from 8¢,
| “perdoz. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Linen Diaper, 23c. Jard. Our Special Soft Finish
Longcloth, from 10c. per yard.
o IRISH DAMASK AND TABLE LINEN
Fish Napkins, 94c, per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.56 (.i't')z. Table Cloths, 2 yards square, 94c.
_21}6 yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each. Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each, Strong Huckaback
owels, $1.32 per doz. Monograms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered.
attention to Club, Hotel or Mess Orders.)
MATCHLES IRTS
With 4-fold fronts and cuffs, and bogcs o %neslonic'l-!nh. ?8.52 per half doz. (To measure
43c. extra), New designs inourspecial Indiana Gauze Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels
for the Season. Old Shirts made good as new, with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs,
and Fronts, for $3.36 the half-doz.

IRISH CAMBRIC P ET NDKERCHIEFS
‘““T'he Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver ﬁgvgg(world-t'n e fame,””—The Queen. Children’s
from 80c, per doz.; Ladies’, from 60c, per doz.; Gentlemen's, from 84c. perdoz. Hem-
stitched—Ladies’, from 66c, to $8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen'’s, from 94c. to $6.00 per doz,

ISH CO D CUFFS
Collars—Gentlemen's, L?oli all newels'tl'sﬁgess frﬁn’:q $1.18 ger doz. Cuffs—For Gentlemen
from $1.66 doz. ‘‘Surplice Makers to Westminster Abbey' and the Cathedrals and
Churches of the United Kingdom, ‘‘Their Irish Linen Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the
merits of excellence and cheapness,”—Court Circular,
IRISH ING
A luxury now within the reach of all a(lﬂegzcﬁgnll-sce)s.,rlﬁmmed Embroidery, 56c. ; Night
dresses, 94c,; Combinations, $1.08; India or Colonial Outfits, $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux
$32 04 ; Infants’ Layettes, $15.00, (Send for list).

N.B.—To prevent delay, all letter Orders and Inquiries for S8amples
should be addressed

(Special

Note—Beware of parties using our name ; we employ neither agents nor travellets,

DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, LTD., %5 it SReiano ™
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' the starved life once ministered to so

Uncle Pete’s Possum.

Winnipeg, January, 1910,

i

NY one may be lost
in New York.

A step from ac-
customed haunts and
R a person is seen no

more, thought of
) mever again.

When Mrs. General

% Hugh Jones ap Jones

closed the outer door of the office of
the Polypolitan, the great magazine upon
which she had held a humble position
for thirteen years, she was as lost to
her old associates and co-workers as if
she had been swallowed up in the sands
of* the dessert or in the waves of the
sea.

All those years of labor her meager
salary’ had but met her meager ex-
penses. She must now begin the search
for work, so difficult for the despairing
heart and shabby-genteel person to
bring to successful issue.

Any one may be found in New York.
At the most unexpected moment the
friend not seen in many years may sud-
denly accost one.

position on the Polypolitan, Mrs. Jones
was on Twenty-thurd Street nearing
Sixth Avenue, where the crowd is thick-
est and where the lavender perfumes
are sweetest as the street vendors sift
the odorous seed through brown fingers
to attract attention of probable buy-
ers. Mrs. Jones was suddenly con-
fronted by a little old bent negro with
a board on his back.

That board bore the letterings urging
all to go to Marion’s for a table d’hote
dinner at twenty-five cents. ‘

“Mistis !” ejaculated the old mnegro.
“Oh, my Mistis!” with fuller assurance.

“Why, Pete!” Out went the little
gloved hand with reblackened glove
tips.

I:l‘here was in that offer of the mis-
tress’s hand all the almost regal pat-
ronage that is the heritage of the
Southern slave holder; none other can
accquire it, none having had can lose it.

“% fear, Pete, that times are hard
with you,” suggested the mistress,
glancing at the board projecting above
the old man’s head.

“Not so hard, Mistis, not so hard. I
does dis mostly for exercise.”  Pete
had noted at a glance that these
shabby blacks were not as was the
garb wont to adorn the former mis-
tress of Fairmont Hall. He did not

troubles that were his own.

“Whar you livin’, Mistis?”

“Quite mnear here, Pete.
nice, sunny room.”

There is usually sun through a sky-
light.

“Can 1 come dar and talk ’bout de
good ole times when I gets through wid
dis job?” pleaded the old man.

This was the beginning of many in-
terviews. , .

A little inquiry among the servants
of the rooming house informed Pete of |
his old mistress’s way of living—of the |
six-by-eight skylight room four ﬂights“
up, of the meager meals cooked over |
...e gas ring, of the weary all-day
journeys to sell for small pay -papers |
written deep in the night. o

He saw how as weeks dragged on,
the fine profile grew clearer and sharp-
er.

He realized also that the little old
aristocrat was utterly alone, more alone

amid the million souls of the ity
than Crusoe on his island, for there
Mother Nature stretched enfolding

arms and here city walls repelled.

If Pete had known of that classic,
he might have conie to liken himself to
Man Friday. But he did not know

the story, and just now his old brain
was busy trying to devise ways and
means of bringing a bit of luxury into

lavishly.

The push-cart of an Ttalian sud-
denly gave him the long-sought idea.
The ecart was heaped with luscious
rose-gold pears, reminding Pete of the |
fruitage of TFairmont orchard. Cards |
bearing the legends “3 for 10” and ”16
for 25”7 stuck like standards in the
assorted heap.

A dozen pears cost all Pete’s earn-

Some six months after losing her

wish to burden her with relations of |

_ { home and space”—she threw up her olq
I have a

lin the Bronx.

| he still managed to carry each week to
. his mistress the fruits of the Jersey
' farm.

" the

ings fovr the day. The old negros
rearing among the most punctilious
people of earth had given him soiie
appreciation of the instinets and scru-
pulosity of the class. He realized that
to render a gift to a superior acceptabla
it must not smack of lucre. It must
seem to grow a part of Nature, as a
bird’s nest or a bunch of pine cones.

He bethought himself of an old bow-
basket made of white-oak splints by
his own hands away down in old i
Virginia. The basket was at his poor
lodgings twenty blocks away. But
away he trudged, drew the old basket:
from his carpet sack, and, begging some
half' withered ferns from a florist, he
gave his pears quite a home-grown
appearance.

Nor did his inventiveness stop there,
He acquired, in imagination, a little
farm in Jersey whence he came daily
to the city on errands of business or
pleasure.

The Jersey farm proved a master
stroke, for now at least once a week
he brought to his old mistress some
ﬁrowth from that wonderfully pro-
uctive little farm.

“I wish I’ could see your little
farm,” Mrs Jones had said ome day,
and Pete’s knees shook with fright at
the thought. “But I could not spare the
time, or”—Mrs. Jones stopped as the
word “fare” was on her lips. Only b
its fruits was she to know the little Jer.
sey farm.

When Pete recovered from his fright
lest his mistress discover the deception
he practiced, he asked a question he had
long desired to voice: “Mistis, don’t you
never study ’bout gwine home ?”

“Think of it! Pete, I think of no.
thing else.”

“Den, Mistis, why’n you go?”

“I can never hope to make the money.”
Then, more to herself than to the old
servant of her days of luxury, she re-
cited something of her struggles.
| She made just, enough week by week,
| with utmost output of brain, will, body,
| to pay for the skylight room and meager
~ subsistence. H

i “Why’n de chillen send you de money ?**
’ Pete’s soft question scarcely interrupted
the self-communing monologue.

“They haven’t it. My daughters are
both widows. There is food in plenty
there, as on your Jersey farm, you

| know——>

Yes, Pete knew. \

“But never a cent of money to spare,
Ah! if T could only get there—there i

arms—*“space—they do not know, they
must not know. There are grandchil-
dren, you know, Pete, and they have
many needs—”

“Hit take a heap er money to git
to ole Ferginny ?”

““More than I shall ever see again at
one time.”

Pete went soon after this to the old
Dominion dock. He learned that to go
to Fairmont Landing in Virginia would
cost fifteen dollars—an impossible sum
to one whose earnings were but a few
pennies a day.

There were but two days to Christmas
when Pete was sent on an errand far ont,

His errand accomplished, he sat down

against a fence decorated with the leg- o
end, “Post No Bills,” to enjoy the open,
Behind him all the city pulsed with
glad preparations for the joyous season,

The winter had been wondrously mild,
Pete knew, however, that the good days
could not last. He knew that when the
long-delayed bitter white winter set in
there would be an awful, still cold in
the skylight room. He knew that the
crevices of the stone buildings which
were his only lodgings now would be
deep in drifted snow.

He had for a long time been able "> :
pay for a bed only once in a while. His |
carpet-sack was now empty; all his poor |
belongings had gone into pawn. Yet !

As he sat now where the winter snow
fell on him, he revolved over and over
question that absorbed all his
thoughts: How could old Mistis get
back to Virginia?

As he sat and pondered, suddenly—




