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World RýenoWned for Qualitye&Valu<
* STABLISHED in 187o at BELFAST -the

centr9 of the Irish Linen Industry-we have a
fuliy equipped factory^ for Damnask and Linen
Weaving at Banbidge,-co. Down; extensive

making-up factories at Belfast; and, for the finest, work,
hand-loom w.aving, embroidery and lace making in many
cottage homes throughout Ireland.

W. are unable ta quote prie.es on accaunt of the present
amiret fluctuations, but aIw"ys &Ne aur custamerse the
&Ul awket value at the àe oz receving the order.

IRISH DAMAS& AND BED LINEN
IRISH CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS
IRISH COLLARS AND SHIRTS
I RISH HOSIERY AND WOOLLENS
Illustraied Prici Lits and Samples sent POSIfrec t.
any part o the world. Speia care aund Pesonal

- attent ion dantod go Colonial ansd Fordi<.s Orders.

i

iROBINSON CLEAVER LTD.
* Donegali Place, BELFAST
I JREILAND
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Thu.t! a tiny bol. in- a sandlîng a 'Peace Day; happy throngs crowd the,
trickle of dirt. streets; flags are fiying; strangers laugh

Thut! a gasp, a trickle 'of blood,'*-and are friends; and as 1 look upon
twitching bauds-a life! death! Silence them ail my heca4 leaps, and those years
again-nerve tautenung. seem like a bad and mocking dream of

Crash! Zoom! Crr-r-ash! The sil- mediaeval ignorance and lust.
ence rusheswunto oblivion. The great guns One lesson. it, at least, bas taught.us-
are roarung for their prey, the mines the power of comradeship' and Right;
burst in fury from the affrighted earth, and what unfinite possibilities the future
spewung forth their carcassed vomit- holds for ail ini these young and virgin
the pride of youth, the Ioved of anxious lands, who have conaed the lesson
homes; the shrapnel lmrsts aad sprays aright, and who wvîll not alio:v thein-
il/s dreaded hail of Iead and bursting selves to be led astray by the 'isms of
steel, its horrid cantination inarking its fractious and vicious sects.

Constipated Children GladIy Talcs

%Calfirnia Syrup of Figs"9
For the Liver and Bowels

Tell your druggist yeu want genuine
O'Califôrnia Syrup of Figs." Full directions
and dose for babies and children of ail ages
who are constipated, bilious, feverish, tongue-
coated, or full of cold, are plainly printed on
the bottie. Look for the name "California"
and accept no .other 4"Fig Syrup, "-Beware 1

* MUSIC U,-T DrGETFREEI

MW &bc OldeBn And Moa Rlble Seblool of .iusie
laAmrta-BtbliahCd 1895

PS, ( 01M VIu. ,Mudiel, G I kIt e.

Eelnhor advanced plaliers. One lemsn weekly
Il1sraine Make everyt.bIng plein. Only expense

aot2cper da6y ta caver cost of postage and îmusic
used. W rite for FREE Booklet. whlch exleins

e lryhnbfou. Ameracun Schoal of Music,
2Lake.ald Id.. Chicago.

A\IlI/GENUINE Cash
DIAMONDS C&_di

~T erma: $1424$3 Wlkly
W. trust any honea pra

S Wirite for Cataque to-ilay
J ACOB SEROS.
DIaood Importera

16 Toronto Arcade - - Toronto. Ont.

When writing mldvertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly

Hiedges of Box
By 'Martha Haskeil Clark,

Hedges of box. lined green and dimi agaunst a twilight sea,
W'here breath of ms0e and lavender vornes driftung, ocean-ý

- blent.
M\id ail the fragrant grardeni-iloom tiiere sweeter steals to me

-Aiong the shadowed garden path vonir pungent-brooding
scent.

~Vib4i:vor ~ardng rrs tonight olil footsteps softly pace,
(>1( voices -wake .%our quiet ais1ps and echo tbo and fro,

A id iteatit vonti dairohwaÀv îîass the' laughing,
Nvilful fave,

uuîî iowlicIi livil lit- sîîall gte&n lcný se) iulanv vears

Theli t.tiv. w ist fi <ir Ti-I tlîimiglif had \w anqeredwitb the

T'lt m e t w the eaid the sladows djîî.

Btt'liti- tklcdta-t îiollc aîil h\ thie fouitzýiî:s brun.

(I ier mor\ - ira-ratut- I hu\ it a t i)r i îît -iInceccool and green.
'Ililet jai ...lititiX m i m . aiul wlatiiCd with lichen

grill.
t-t fit-e witlîi pz(ýiîîtg- *.ai. witIt i otuitiung ivaîls selellîe,
V oit -taiffl in liv inîg piard l ixua \auiishcd Yesterday.
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RetrospeCtion

Writteo for The Western Home MonIhly bY T. C- C. Beami8h
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P ON THE MARNE. - Dawn.U Slowly the torn and out-
raged bosoma of - -Frane- is
bared to the breaking day;
coldly -the wintry sun reveals

her once fair face; harshly it gleams
upon _her piteously :van and desolate
brow, and lights the hushed awfulness
of her bloody couclh-then, from the
black shadows of the leeing night, there
steps into the glimmering Dawn, with
swift and dreade&-, strides-Vengeance!
a fierce exultation in bis remorscless,
chillini eyes. Stay! Ris time is not
yet; his course, even, is arrested hy the
drear silence. A dead silence! De d
yet pregnant witb the shaping thogt
and living preseace of countless armed
men, motionless andwatchful, tensely
alert for the Sign.

A sy~ence, dead, yet alive with the
awful power of death, as the hot, stili
heart of the desert in the summer, as
the stealthy fumes of gas, insidiousiy
killing; not the soothing calm Of the
deep forest glades or the majestic silence
Of the sumnmer seas; no, not this-but
an utter absence of sound, a horrid void,
a vacuity, loathsome in its intensity,
cbilling in its expectancy, nmbnin it*
force.C

Back of. those lines of watching men-
the Guns! waiting, waitung; cold, cruel
and implacable, with Death flitting
phantomlike aiong their seried ranks,
kissing with snariing lipstheir.willung
mouths-grisly, avid kisses, ghastly wvel-
coming kîsses.

The essence of death -in the air,
below, o'er all-pre-eminent, ahl pervadung
in that fateful hour; and the foui savor
of it on the lips-mn the nostrils! and
'fore the drugged eye--contorted heapsof blackened, riven corpses; snarls of,
rusted :ire; sheil-boles, their lipà hoar-
frosted, significant as the gapine, pursed
mouths of lepers; here, a limb-there, a
head, a boy's perhaps; wbo knows? A
handsome, jolly boy-a mother's ido-
once! and now! Only- a blackened head,
a hideous travesty of "God, made inan";
a slimy, greeny-black. it is! Aýh!

envenomcd flight, te :t's living targets
below! Fioro. the remorseleas, sullen
sky speed, like thunderboîts of hate,
the aerial bombs-aýerve shattering in
thoir suddenness and ilCOflCiflfousness;
innumerable machine guns chatter; Ah!
the writhing, screaming boys-t h e
f iercely groaflifg men; the. harsh cries
of triumph, the snarls of hate, and the
deep sobs of despair.

A frantie, smothering vortex of Sound.
a raving, racking, cataclysmic uproar,
annihilating every sense save a gnawing,
despairing, craving for a moment's. res-
pite-jnst a second to draw a free
breath to adjust the faculties. How it
presses, presses the very soul into a mad
stupor; how it bears down and thuds-
thuds, iiîto the very fib re of the brain!
Only a second's respite! No! A sheli
-explodes in a heap of the dead out there
in No Man's Land-one riscs to his feet!
His arms wave, how angularly! 1s hc
beckoning? -Mahl! He's down again.

One glimpse of n"adman's brain, seeth.
ing and twisting, is ,revealed-the soul
recoils ini horror.

Sec! The arc of heaven shrinks- and
closes inw~ar(ls and downwards, re-echo-
inga hundredfold the savage tumui.
Then, ini that hour, when the Queen of
Hell, giasbiin snd clawing the attendant
furies in ber travail, brings forth heu,,,
accursed child. Chaos, sbriekipg to lif.;
God, with a face fuit of sorrow and pain,
turns to the ival-the sky-and dies!
And the pall of death envelops aIl; and
the mouth of Hell yawns wide-raven-
ously.

Four Years! Five!
A shadow deep and awf'ul blots from

our sickened eyes the light of hope.
It lifts; by Vengeance' side Justice

appears; ini ber left hand she gently
hôids the broken, bleeding heart of
Womanjiood; her scales are at her feet,
no need for, them now; with Aer right
>:he points at the Lust of À:vfulnesà,
(lermania - Vengeance strides forward
and strikes!


