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Teddy Mills and I became ftiendly
the moment we discovered a common
interest in the feats of her Majesty’'s
navy. I, smoking my morning ecigar
on the Common, and he, evading his
nurse at a moment when she was en-
gaged in a debate of which servants
never tire—''Mistresses and how to
circumvent them,” a question in
#which she had really no coneern,
8inice the small boy ‘had lost his
mother—we would stroll intuitively to
the empty band-stand, the nearest
thing to a man-of-war that the Com-
mon afforded. Teddy was generally
an admiral of a rather dogmatic kind,
and I think that I was an underling—
say a midshipman. 'be foreign fces
which we together engmged in combat
and routed entirely were past count-
ing. His nurse called him a young
Turk, and having dome so seemed to
disengage herself from all responsibil-
ity; he certainly was a. little 5-year-old
with spirit, but when he became too
boisterous one could always make him
Tespect the laws of order by a casual
word about his mother.

“You don’t know where she’s gone,
of course, do you?”’ he asked inquir-
ingly.

Mills, the boy’s fath=ar, had warned
me on this point, and I was ready
with my answer.

“I don’t know, Teddly,” I said, “for
certain. We’'re not alliowed to stay in
this world for ever.”

“She must be somewhefre,’’ said
Teddy, acutely. “I ’spect the gipsies
know.”
“I should think,” I said. “that the
gipsies would know as litle as we
do. Perhaps less! They never go to
school.”

“Don’t mind me saying that you’re
Yuite wrong, will you?”’ remsarked the
boy politely. “My mother wsed to say
when I asked her questions, she said:
‘There are things I can’t tell you, my

dear little boy,
For only the gipsies know.'”

“Oh,” 1 said, “then I've made a mis-
take.”

“Yes,” replied the boy. But you
don’t often do so. -And look here!
S’posin’ you was a Spanisia shijpp and
I'd blowed you right into tiventy
thousand pieces with my torpedo, what
would you think, and wha t— 2"

Teddy’s father conducted an orchwes-
tra in London and comyj,osed a litile.
Teddy’s mother, 2 good country girl,
the daughter of a B ontish farmer, had
been the best of mothes's to the little
chap. When tyo moniths before the
time of which I am nf riting she had
given the worWi for a ¥ rief space a lit-
tle baby, and had trefveled away into
the next waorld taking; her new baby
with her, Mills had become frantic
with grie’; pacing tiie house with his
Tather extravagant head of hair dis-
heveled,, calling upcm; her appealingly
to com e back to life,

Tos, strong to last}’
keenr.p.

T? \is, indeed, speedily appeared to be
’_1',"- case. In = fortmight Mills had
5’ ven up public weepinig and the com-
7 yosition of funeral marches and deso-
iate whines; his griund piano went
back to the famil¥ar waltzes. In three
weeks he took *roubl: with his hair
and bought a mew ik hat; in lttle
over a month he had' quite a cheecful

men’s party at his hause, at which 1
found myself unable to be present.
He was genuinely fond® of his boy, but
affection came omt by fits and
starts, remaining quieswent when other
subjects ocrupied his -mind. I spoke
to him one evening as I started for his
musical work in town, aand he told me
that the Crescent had zaken exception
to his qujick recovery of spirits. b

“That,” 1 said, “is «a matter that
coencerns you alone.”

“Exactly!” he exclaitmed, with en-
thusiasm. “The comrnom sense view
of the matter. That's mmy view of the
matter. Besides, they mmust¢ make some
allowance for the artistic tempera-
ment.”

He took off his hat amd ran his hand
through his thick hair.

“What is 'the artistic temperament?”’
I asked.

“Oh, you know.
“Is that =all1?”
“Come #n and have a smoke some
time,” he said, evadingg the qmestion.

said my house-

Bie
als

It’s just a phrase.”

“My little chap’s always pleased to see |

you.”

“He
m¢srked.

“Yes,” he said slowly. “Yes, I sup-
pose he does. Daresay he tells you
more thtan he tells me. He's a mys-
torious little chap sometimes, and
scarcely know hom—Wish you'd come
ACIosSs Sunday evening,” he said,
breaking off rather confusedly. “A
Miss Filanchard is coming down with
her sunt—the WMiss Blanchard you
know.”

mfisses his mother,” I re-
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* Whhen a man falls headlong from a

roof, we think only of the hazardous

character of his employment.

It does mot occur to us that

thousands ef men at sea or on

land are hourly climbing to

dizzy heights without a fear

and without a fall, and that

the real danger is not in the

cnployment but in the

weakening of the nerves

and giving way of the mus-

cles. That danger is just

as great to the man on

the sidewalk or in the

office as to the man

on the roof. When

the stomach and the

organs of digestion

and nutrition are dis-

eased the blood becomes impoverished,

and nerves and muscles grow weak for

lack of nutrition. More fatal diseases

probably begzin with ‘ weak stomach”

than with any other cause, The first

symptom of disordered stomach calls for

?rom t use of Dr. Pierce’s Golden Med-

cal Discovery. It is a vegstable medi-

cine, absolutely non-alcoholic and non-

marcotic,and is unequaled for the strength
it gives to blood, nerves and muscles.

** During the summer and fall of 18g6,"” writes
Chas. H.

Plain City,

Madison

Co., Ohio.

*“I became

all ‘run down,’
nerves and stom-
ach were out of
order. 1 wrote to Dr.
Pierce for advice.
He said I had gen-
eral debiiity, and ad-
vised Dr. Pierce’s
Golden Medical Dis-
covery, and, thanks
to you for your ad-
vice, T used six bot-
tles; and since I stop-
ped takismg it about
one year ago, I have
not taken anvy medi-
cige of any Lind

wry day. 2
jte’is ¥ood 1 t

hree sg is 2 day, and I de not feel that
siserabie Lurning in the stomach after eating.
Akiak I am uow well”

eal

“ The Boy At Number Ten.”
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‘““The name is not familiar.”

“She’s singing in a musical farce of
mine,” he said, prepaning to turn. off
to catch his train. ‘“‘Rather swagger,
t0o. 1 think you'll like her.”

1 did not like Miss Blanchard, bqt
that fact has nething to do swith this
story. She was a dark, black-haired
avoman of the aggressive style, which
seems to say, “If you don’t admire me
I'l punish’you.” The aunt, who ap-
peared to be not a real aunt, but one
hired for temporary use, complained
bitterly of the inconvenient situation
of our suburb, comparing it in this re-
spect t¢ Kennington rcad, to its great
disadvantage. Miss Blanchard her-
self had clearly made up her mind to
become the second Mrs. Mills, and she
assumed an air of proprietorship about
the place that annoyed me, but grati-
fied Mills. After all, it was not my
house, and I had no good reason to
be indignant until my friend Teddy
was brought in.

“Teddy boy,” said his father rather
anxiously,” here is a lady who wants
to know you, and who wants to be a
very good friend to you.” .

“How do vou do?”’ said the little
chap, politely.

“Oh, the dear sweet child,” cried
Miss Blanchard, effusively, taking him
up and dancing him as though he
were a baby. ‘I simply dete on child-
ren.”

She had the mincing assumed accent
of refinement that is easily detected.

“I don’t think,” said Teddy, when he
had struggled away from her, *“I
don’t think that I like people who
dote.”

‘“We shall become such dear friends,
Neddie darling.”

‘““Teddie,” corrected the small boy.

“His mother used to call him Teds,”
remarked Mills from the fireplace.

“But I don’t want you to,” said the
boy to her quickly; ‘I don’t want any-
body else ever to call me that.”

There came an awkward pause, and
asked Miss Blanchard {f she
knew the neighborhood, a banality
that can always be uttered without
trouble. The maid brought coffee.

*“I used to know the road by4he Com-
mon,” she said, in a way hinting that
she did nuw condescend to know roads.
“I was always fond of outdoor life.”

“Did you live near here, Netta?”

The small Loy looked round sharply
as his father in speaking to her, used
her christian name, 3

“Don’t ask me,”
affected shiver.

T

she said, with an
“My childhood was
not happy.” Being one of those who
Toresee aspirates in a sentence as a
cautious hunter sees a difficult hedge

! she took breath at cach attack. “Three

\

i

lumps of sugar, please.”

“Isn’t three rather a large number?”
asked Teddy. The boy stood near to !
me with an illustrated volume of sea
gtories under his arm, to be explained
to me. ‘““My mother only took- 5

#*Fortunately,” interrupted Mirs
Blanchard, annoyed, ‘“my rules of life
are not necessarily modeled on those of
your late parent.”

“So I see,” replied the boy, quickly.

“Surely,” I remarked, gcodtemper-
edly, ‘“‘rather heavy cannon, \
Blanshard, for such a small contest.

“It is best to start children well
she said.

“Didn’t your mother think of that?”
agked the boy.

1 carried him off quickly to the other
end of the room, because I could see
that she was now genuidely out of
temper, and that Mills seemed per-
turbed in watching the duel; the aunt
did not count. We discussed the bat-
tle of Trafalgar, Teddy and 1, the
boy assuring me that he would have
done exactly as Nelson had done had |
he been in the great admiral’'s place.
From the easy chair we could both
wateh Miss Blanchard. She had re-
covered her self-possession quickly, |
and engaged in discussing a new part
in new b»roduc she became ex-
cited and more brilliant-looking than
before. She had a loud, high voice
(which I hold to be an unnecessary ;
trait in a woman), and as she became
interested in her conversation with
the admiring Mills, made little slips in |
her talk seemed to
origin. The aunt slept and woke and |
slept again, sometimes re-opening one
eye only to save trouble.

“I certainly believe she §s,” said
Teddy, who had been looking at her |
very hard.

“Your remarks, Teddy,” I said, “are
not always lucid.”

“I’ve a gcod mind to ask her.
going to ask her,” he said.
across the room and stcod there with |
his hands in his knickerbocker pockets,
pvaiting until there came an opening.

““Miss Blanchard,” he said.

“*And I don’'t take it on,” Miss Blan-
chard was saying, “without I get a song
in each act, and if you like, you can
te:l him I said so.”

“Miss Blainchard,” repeated the boy.

“Unless anyboc sserts  ‘herself,”
she went on v, there’'s a
jolly good chance of being stepped on,
and I—well, what do you ng, now

“I want to ask you a cuestion, Miss
Blanchard.”

“Ask away.”

‘““Are yocu—are you a

For answer she ra
hand and boxed the little chap’s head.
She had a large hand, and the boy |
staggered from the effects.

“My dear,” said the aunt, awakening,
“reely.” :

“You should not have done that,
Netta,” said Mills sharply, as he help- |
ed his boy up. “You have no right to |
touch my son.”

‘“He is not accustomed,” I said, ra-
ther white, I am afraid, with annoy-
ance, ‘‘he is not accustomed to brutal-
itar.”

“I’'m awfully sortry,”
nenitence. *I scarcely
was up to.”

“You managed to let the boy know,
Miss Bianchard.”

The little chap did not cry. I think
he was as much astonished as hurt. He
blinked at her, holding at his father's ;
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betray her |

I am
He sirode |

glir

1}
1
|
|
|
|

she said,
knew

with
what I

“But I meant it as a compliment,”
he said.

“I thought,” she said,
sion, “I thought that
dence.”

“I only asked because gipsies know
such a lot, and—"

“I know a lot, but I don’t want to
be called a gipsy.”

‘“Dou you mind,” asked the boy,
courteously, “If I go up to the nur-
sery? My head’'s hummin’ a bit.”

“Let me take the dear little chappie
upstairs,” she said, endeavoring to am-
end the blunder; “I believe I can carry
him.”

“I can walk,” Miss Blanchard,” he
said, in a dignified way.

Miss Blanchard called more than
once afterwards at Number Ten, ac-
companied always by ithe impossible
aunt, and I could see that her deter-
mined efforts to ingratiate herself into
the good favor of the boy met with
no success whatever. With his father,
the task was less difficult, and I was
not surprised one evening when Mills

with confu-
it was impu-

strolled over to me with Teddy, £for|

. mized no happiness for Mills.

i rubbed his

| reappearance.
{ him.”

whom he had that day eurchased a
‘new cricketing set, and gave me news. |
Teddy was in exuberant good humor, |-

talking of prospective feats with
the bat in a way that would have been
slightly over-confident on the part of
a W. G. Grace. We sat out on my
square billiard table of a lawn at the
bdck, and Mills tolked mervously on a
number of subjects; of the weather, of
his ‘dealings with a music publishing
firm, of his newest ballads. :

“By the bye,” he said, suddenly, “1
didn’t tell you, did 1?7’ He waited for
a reply to this vadgue question.

“Do you think,”” Teddy asked me,

“tha't if I hit the dball very, very hard I~

could make a sixer?”

“Don’'t interrupt, Teddy.” He turned
again to me. “Did I tell you?”

“Of what?”

“Of my approaching marriage.”

The boy stopped in a desperate swipe
at a visionary ball and looked round
sharply.

“I had not heard.”

“Oh,” said Mills, pulling a sprig of
grass, “I thought perhaps I had told
yvou. I am going to marry Miss Blan-
chard.” .

“Miss Blanchard, papa?”’ said the
boy, very slowly.

“Yes, Teddy, my lad. You’ll have a
new mother then.”

‘“Nobody never wants more than one
mother,” he said, deliberately. He
placed the bat cn the ground and came
to the iron chairs on which we were
seated. I think Mills ncticed that the
boy came to me and not to him. “And
I'm: afraid that I don"t like Miss Blan-
chard at all.”

“The point is,” said his father, light-
ing a cigarette, “that I do.”

“T see,” remarked Teddy.

They went home. Twenty minutes
later Mills ran across to see whether
the boy had returned %o my house.
Twenty minutes later still he hurried

in to say that Teddy had certainly left |

the house after itheir return together,
and no trace could be found of him.
I went out at once to the Common
shouting hls name; Mills, now genu-
inely stirred by fear, ran down to-
wards the +train-lines and hurried on to
the junction. Two hours later, when it
had become enitirely dark, we were
back at his house,without having found
the least trace of the boy.

I found myself sorry for Mills during
those days. An emotional man, with
usually the gift of dispersing his grief
rapidly, he became over the disappear-
ance of his boy a serious, quiet, regret-
fiul man. He engaged a substitute to
take his Liondon work, and lost no
momentg whilst he pursued his search.
Posters were issued, hand-bills were
distributed, advertisements were plac-
ed in the daily papers. Mills did not
weep publickly, as he had done on the
death of Teddy’s mother,but I am sure
that his grief was none the less sin-
cere, and I know that the Crescent
symplathized the more because of his
reticence. We all did something to

i help him; a morose old lady next door,
| who

had frequently threatened to
write to the Morninz Post if the little
chap knocked any more tennis balls

i over on her lawn, tocok a four-wheeler
jone day, and drove three miles to

a

i distant children’s hospital, being pos-
| seszed of the mistaken idea that Teddy

was to be found there. Miss Blanchard

! and her imitation aunt came and wish-

ed also to join, but Mills, I was glad
to see, begged her to refrain from in-
terfering, and Miss Blanchard stalked
away with a look in her eves that pro-
I heard
afterwards that immediately after this
they quarreled by letter. Eventually

| she came down early one evening with,
to |

as she intimated, but ten minutes
spare; that ten minutes she proposed

| to utilize to the full by demanding of |

Mills an explanation. A yellow van
stuck about with brushes in the man-
ner of a porcunine, with windows cur-
tained discreetly, came round the Cres-
cent after her hansom; the brown-
faced lady in charge stopped to have a
soirited encounter of words with the
young driver of the cab.

“I am not @ mere foolish, simple-

| minded girl,” said Miss Blanchard her
Mills noddcd |

black eyes scintillating.

assent. ‘“And I can tell you this, that

if you don’t marry me after making a |

formal preposal, I shall most certainly
take legal action.”

Mills turner 'paler than wusual, and
hands through his hair.
Misfortunes were coming down upon

| him in a shower.

“Netta,” he said, “I want you to

{ leave me alone, at any rate, until T have

found my boy.”

1
|

|

(
|
!
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“I hope,” she retorted angrily, ‘“‘that |

there is no chance of the youngster's
I saw quite enough wof

“The dislike was at any rate mu-
tual.”

“Personally, I should look upon it as
a good riddan'ce.”

“This {is a subject,”

said - Mills,

i steadily, “which I cannot discuss with

you.
door.”
He went out and she found herself
obliged to follow him. As he opened
the door the brown-faced woman of the

Allow me to show you to the

| van stood on the mat outside.

“Any nice brushes, sir, any kind of
'air broom——"’

A smal!l boy looked between the cur-

i tains of one of ithe windows of the van

and instantly slipped down the wooden
steps into the roadway. He ran across
a rather torn, untidy 1little man, and

i hopped, skipped and jumped from the

gate to the open door.

“Dads!” he cried, “I've come homese,
and the gipsies couldn’t tell me any-
thing about my mother.”

“It's my boy, sir,” said the woman,
excusingly. “He's a o

“On the econtrary,” said Mills,
lightedly,
boy.”

Miss Blanchard came forward.

“Well,” said the brown-faced woman,
shifting her bundle of brushes from one
arm to the other, ‘“4f I've lost one of
me offspring, I've found another. How
are you, Serphia, and when are you
comin’ back to Reuben?”

“Never!” she cried.

“Don’t forget, my dear,” said the
other woman, warningly, “don’'t for-
get, whatever you do, that yer ousin
Reuben is your lorful married 'usband.”

““The gipsies couldn’t tell me where
mums had gone to,” said Teddy Mills
again to his father. “I think dear mums
must have made a mistake when she
sald they knew everything.”

“They know a good deal, my boy,”
replied his father.—British Weekly.

de-
‘“on the contrary, he’s my

A PITIABLE CRIPPLE

From Rhsumati:m-Blistered by Dco.
tors Tiil Ha Didn’t Kanew Himsolf—
South American Rheumatic Cure
Performs a Wondrcus Cure,

D. Desanetels, Peterfooro, writes:
“For months I was unable to work,
had rheumatism in every part of my
body. I was blistered by doctors at
ten different times. My hands were
drawn out of shape, my fingers were
distorted, and my wrists and forearm
were double  their natural size. My
leg was encased in a plaster cast for
four months. I tried South Ameérican
Rheumatic Cure. T took two bottles.
Twenty-four hours after first dose I
felt like a new man. One week after I
was able to go to work. Now I am as
hearty add strong as ever.”

Minard's Liniment Cures Dandruff

TEREST
T0 WOMEN

High Collars a Detriment. -
The artist’s ideal of feminine beauty
seems to have altered considerably

| during recent years, and a comparison

of paintings of women by old masters
and by modern artists leads one to see
that there is a surprising difference
between them in important matters of

detail.

The difference is most strongly mark-
ed -in the pose of the head and the
lines of the mneck. Some artists explain
that such pictures are mere imitations
of.life as found in the best models, and
that it is the human figure itseif which
has changed. in .this 'way. The fact is
now becoming more and more recog-
nized among. artists, and is generally
attributed to the use of stiff and high
collars. Wearing a stiff, high neck-
band will, as everyone knows, change
the pose of the head to a marked de-
gree, and this habit continued through
generations, causes important changes
in the muscles of the neck, which soon
become permanent.

In the old paintings of women, whe-
ther Madonnas, angels of grace—the

models were, of course, people who had |
never known anything of collars, and |

whose heads, therefore, rested on their
bodies in a perfectly mnatural, easy
way.

ried less erect. An artist who has

studied the originals of the old masters !

for years says that the human form

has not only suffered by the use of |
unnaturdl collars, but that many of |

the most beautiful lines have been lost
through their influence. He points out

that in old paintings the pose of the'!
head is perfectly natural and graceful, |

and that the lines of the neck are round
and flow in graceful curves.
lines contrast so sharply

whether he be an artist or not.

In modern -studies of woman’s figure !
the curves of the neck and shoulders |

will be found to have almost disap-
peared. The perpendicular lines of the
side of the neck meet the almost hori-

zontal line of the shoulder, forming an |

angle of about 90°. The influence of the

quently hurtful from the health point
of view.
neck tends to strain the musgcles and,
incidentally, /the cords of the neck and
shoulders. If the collar be very high
in front, it will impede the circulation,

vous strain., It is also thought that

the high and stiff neckbands are re- |
sponsible, by impeding circulation, for |

much of the bad sight of the mresent
day

The Ways of Royalty.

While is it claimed that the Princess |

of Wales is the most exacting member
of the royal family regarding the
fashioning of her clothing, she is by no
means a fashionable dresser. A style
she once favors it is with greatest dif-

ficulty she is induced to change. She
wore close sleeves long after puffed
ones had become established, and now
that tight sleeves are returning she
steadily refuses to relinquish the more
roomy <coverings. And this may be
accepted as an
wardrobe chapter. The princess had a
practical rearing, andl ‘thj>re are
modistes '‘who, rankled by her economi-
cal views, which are more or less fol-
lowed, claim that they are due to the
fact that- in her girlhood she made her
own gowns and trimmed her own hats.
Twelve dressmakers
stantly busy supplying the
of the German empress. ‘When the
empress is preparing for a journey, or
court festivities are pr i
regular staff of twelve
40. Her highness o1
evening and state dr
many visiting and carriaz
and upwards of 150 ‘housc
toilets. Each, ard all

yaarly 100

costumes,

of these,
an unknown quantity
WOrk-rooms.
the most extravagant dresser in all
BEurope, and this not from choice. She
is naturally sinuple in her tastes, and
for the first year of two afigr her mar-

in ‘the royal

queen’s ears, she responded to the ex-
tent of buying the most costly materi-
als and winning for herself the title of
the best dressed woman in Europe,

Friendship Pillows.
Experience teaches that to hoard let-
ters is a mistake, while
them is a heart trial,
gorrowful in the extreme. The latest

method of disposing of old letters
with very delicate

is
sweet sentiment.

stored away until sufficient to fill a
couch or bed pillow. The covers
these “love’” or ‘‘friendship pillows’ as
ithey are called, are wrought with
wash wsilks upon art linen and thus
when sSoiled can be easily laundered
again and again. A torch of love in-
terwoventwith roses or ornamental de-
sign surrounding monogram are fa-
vorite patterns for these cushions.
Better a thousand times to feel that
our heads are pillowed
letters from our loved ones (in an-
other form it is true), than to leave
them to the aurious eyes and irrever-
ent touch of those to whom they can
possess no value. It
present at least, to solve the per-

letters?”

Snowball Pudding.

‘Beat the yolks of three eggs until
light, then add gradually one cupful
of granulated sugar, beating all the
while. When very light add two table-

and beat again. Beat the whites
the eggs to a stiff dry froth, add quick-
ly to the batter with one rounded tea-
spoonful of baking powder. Fill well
buttered cups wo-thirds full and
steam flor twenty minutes. Roill in
powdered sugar and serve with
FOAMY FRUIT SAUCE.

Put three tablespconfuls of apricot
marmalade, the juice of one lemon
and one cupful of beiling water into

sweeten to taste and stir in one scant

a little cold water. Boil for five min-
utes and pour it over the stifly beat-
en white of one egg. Serve at once.

A Fot of Ferns.

Many people find that the little ferns
which they use for table decoration, in
spite of 'watering, soon fade and-die.
The reason for this is generally that
they are not watered in the right way,
and that they are allowed too little

| light. - If possible they shou.lq be put

The neéck then were shorter gen-
erally than now, and heads were car-

These |
with those !
of modern pictures that the difference, |
he says, ‘must be patent to everybody, |

. fit of the light.
high collar is. often to give the head :

a strained pose, and the effect is fre- |
{ watered to remove all dust.
A very high band about the !

tlowed to get
and in time result in headache and ner- |

| excellent mod
I amount of moisture to ferns is to put

a

-~
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Regiments and the general pu

Irish Linen

Glass Cloths, 31.14 per dozen.

Irish Damask Tabie Ling

Cloths, 23c each.
Mess Orders.)

Maichless SRirts

Flannels for the scason.

Gentlemen’s, Y4c per doz.

from $1.42 per doz.
Churches in the Kingdom.

trimmes
tions, 9ic.

lrish Bnderciothing

[rish Linen Gelfars and Gaifs

&F Write for Samples and Price Lists (sent post free) and save fifty per cent:

ROBINSON & CLEAVER|

IRELAND,

And 164, 166 and 170 REGENT STREET, LONDON. W .

(nd Damask Naaulacturrs

AND FURNISHEES TO

H.M. THE QUEEN, EMPRESS FREDERICK,
Members of the Royal Family, and the j
Courts of Europe. S Eicitia
Supply Palaces, i Vv Cottages, Hotels; Railways, Steamships, Institution
O Y b ool blic direct with every description of ,

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

Which being woven by hand, wear longer and retain therich satin appearance to the last
By obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the eost is no more
than that nsually charged for common-power loom goods.

Real Irish Linen Sheeting, rraxlly bleached, two yards wide, 46c per yard
215 yards wide, &c per yard.

x/fnyl Surplice Line‘:x. 1l4c per yard. Dusters from 78c per dozen.
Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 17c per yard.
Special Soft Finished Long Cloth from 6c per yard.

Fish Napkins, 70c per doz.
$1.32 per doz. s .
215 yards by 3 yards, $1.32each. KitchenTable
Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.08 perdoz.
of Arms, Initials, &c., weven or embroidered. (Special attention to Club, Hotel or

From the R
Least Expensive to the
Finest in the World.

Roller Towelling, 18 inekex wide, 6¢c per
Linen
Our

Dinner Napkins,
Table Cloths, 2 yards square, 69¢;

Monograms, Crests, Coats

Fine quality Longcloth Bodies, with 4-fold pure linen fronts
and cuffl, $3.52 the half-doz. (to measure 43¢ extra.) I3
signs in our special Indiana Gauze Oxford and Unshrinkable
ld shirts made good
banas, cuifs and fronts, for $3.56 the half-doz.

Irish Gambric Pocket-Haxdkerchiel

Handkerchiefs I bave ever seen.”—2ylvia’s Home Journal.
Ladies’, 54c per doz.; Gentlemen’s, 78c per doz.

New de-

as new, with best materials in neck-

“The Cambrics of Robinson and
Cleaver have a Wworld-wide
fame.”—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest 8
Children’s, 30¢ per doz:; -
HEMSTITCEED—Ladies’, €6c per doz.;

CoLLars—Ladies’, from &c per doz.; Gent
lcmen’s, 4-fold, all newest shapes, $1.18 per
doz. Currs—for Ladies er Gentlemen,

“Surplice makers to Westminster Abey” and the Cathedrals and

“Their Irish Linen Collars, Cuils, Shirts, &c., have the

merits of excellence and cheapness.”—Court Circular.

A luxury now within the reach of all ladies.
embroidery, 47c; X

India

Trousseaux, $25.80; Infants’ Layettes, $12.00.

Chemises,
Nightdresses, 84¢; Combina-
or Colonial Outfits, $40.32; Bridal
(Sce list.)

Pleaso mention this paper.

&a TFo prevent delay, all Letter Orders and inquiries for sampies should be addressed

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Belfast, Ireland.

in the window for some hours every
morning, that they may have the bene-
They do not reguire
sunshine; and once a week they should
be placed in the pantry sink and well
When they
have drained dry they may be replaced
on the ‘table. Pots should never be
<ept standing in water, but the earth
ould be kept damp, for if it is al-
hard arnd dry the air,
which is necessary to the life of the
i plant, cannot penetrate to the root,
and it will soon pperish. Over-water-
ing has the me bad effect. A really
of supplying the right

sh

little warm
of their pots every day.
will permeate the
ting it over much.

water into the saucers
The steam
mold without wet-
Any water left in
should be

thrown away.

o' The Poets.

So Many Ways.

index of her complete |

{ Bold, virile winter with

are kept con- |
wardrobe |

| And

the |

and demi- |
K are |
made by’ hand; the sewing-machine is | And the strange wonder of the mighty

The Empress of Russia is . Lifting
|

* Love has so many ways of being sweet. !
riage 'wore only the plainest costumes. !
The ladies of the court took exception !
to this, and the grumbling reaching the !

} When

to destroy
their cremation |

Torn or cut into mere bits they are |

for |

in sleep upon |

seems for the |

plexing problem ‘“what to do with old ;

spoonfuls of milk, one cupful of flour |

a saucepan; bring to the boiling point, |

tablespoonful of arrewroct disolved in |

| Earth has so many ways of being fair. |
Its sweet young spring, its summer i

clothed in light,
Its regal autumn trailing into sight

| As summer wafts her last kiss on the

air.

the wind-
blown hair,

And the

in white.

Mysterious dawn, high noon and pen- f

sive night,

over all God’'sggreat world watch-
ing there.

The voices of the birds at break of
day;

double as ) The smell of young buds burstipg on

the tree.

The soft, suggestive
bliss,

Utter by every subtle voice of May,

promises of

sez,
its cheek to take the full
moon’s kiss

The timorous rose-hued dawning of
its reign
Before the senses waken:
nain
mingled doubt and certainty; the
fleet

that dear
ot

{ First moment when the clasped hands

meet
In wordless eloquence;
gain
the strong billows from the
deeper main
Submerge  the valleys of the incom-
Dlete.
The restless ‘passion
peace;
growing beauty of two paths that
blend
Into one perfect way.
faith
That feels no fear of life's expiring
lease.
| And that majestic victony at the end
When love, unconguered, triumphs
over death.

the loss and

rising into

. The

The glorious

—The Criterion.

Eince Moliy Went Away.

{ Don’t seem Jjest like it used to seem
Since Molly went away;

{ The dark has lost the rosy dream,
| The sunshine’s left the day.

|

i The birds don’t sing as sweet as when
They saw the roses stir

i An’ look an’ listen in the glen

To hear the step of her

It jest seems like for bird an’ brook
There’s never no more May,
An’ that when Molly went she took
1 The world an’ all away!

I I jest set here when day’s begun
{ +An’ feel the loneiy-plate,
| The suntlowers follerin’ the sun
|  An’ dreamin’ of her face.

of |

An’ wonder why in shrub an’
The sweetest birds are dumb,

While all the roses look at me
An’ whisper: “Will she come?”

tree

I didn’'t think
stranze—
That any heart would break.
But how this world o God can
change
!  For jest one woman’s sake!

it would seem so0

One little woman—‘Will she come?”
The roses say, day by day;
| I answer not, my heart is dumb
Since Molly went away!
—Frank L. Staanton.

THERE ' is not a more dangerous
class of disorders than those which af-
fect thé&’, bféathing orsans. Nullity

this dznger.with Dr. Thomas’ Eclec-
l tric Oil—a pulmonic, of acknowledged
efficacy. It cures soreness and lame-
ness when applied externaily, as well
as swelled neck and crick in the back;
and, as a1 inward specific. possesses
, most substantial results

the saucer at the end of half an hour

DTS T T DDA <@ |

‘i Ehnufacturcrs: JOSIAH R. NEAVE & Co,,

broad beauty of a world |

r ““A PERFECT Focd for Iufants.”—BABY.

Cver 70 Vears’
Established Reputation.’

BEST AND CHEAPEST
For INFANTS and INVALIDS.

“Very carefully prepared and highly nutri-

tious.”—LaNcuT,

4 Equally suitable to Invalidsand Qld People.”
MepicaL MAGAZINE.

——t

NEAVE'S FOOD has for some timne been used in

The RUSSIAN
IMPERIAL FAMILY.

““Admirably sdapted to the wants of
Infants and Young Persons.”
Sir Crares A. Cameroy, M.D.
WSS R R T
‘Wholesale Agents in Carada:
THE TORONTO PHARMACAL CO.y
Toronto.

>

Fordingbridge, England.

COLLARS IRONED STRAIGHT
s0 as not to hurt the neek. Stand up col-

HIRT

t Jars ironed without being hickon in the wing

Ties done to look like new. ive me a call.
Yyou are not suited rno pay. Washing returne
in 24 hours. All Land work. DBest in the city
Parccls called tor and delivered.

LeeHing Laundry

467 Richimond Street.

USINESS
DIRECTORY

Ready Reference Guide of Lon-
don—Banks, Wholesale Beal-
ers and Manufacturers.

TS
N
i '3’1
L ”
2

{ Auction Mart, Storage and Movin7.

PORTER & CO., ’phone 1,162.

Banks.

DOMINION SAVINGS AND INVEST.
MENT SOCIETY.

CANADIAN SAVINGS AND LOAN.

Brushes.
THOMAS BRYAN, 61 Dundas street

cel.

Building and Loan Cempanies.
BIRKBECK LOAN CO.. 169 Dundas.

Dyers and Cleaners.
STOCKWELL’S, 259 Dundas street.

Drygoods.
ROBINSON, LITTLE & CO., 313 Nich.

Hats and Caps.
FRASER, McMILLAN &'CO., Rich’d.

Fancy Drygoods and MMillinery.
JOHN C. GREEN & CO., 122 Ridout.

Hardware. .
HOBBS HARDWARLE CO., 239 Rich.
JOHN BOWMAN HARDWARE COM.
PANY, York street.

Iron, Brass and Wire Works.
TINNIS WIRE & IRON CO., Kirg.

Insurance.
1/ORTHERN LIFE, Masoniec Temple.

Lumber Boxes.

LONDON BRBOX MFG.
CO (Limited).

~

& LUMBER

Tea Importers.
MARSHALL BROS. & CO., 67 Dundas.

‘Wholesale Druggists.
JAS. A. KENNEDY & CO., 242 Rich.

e

Wholesale Grocers,
A. M. SMITH & CO., 176 York street.

ELLIOTT. MARR & CO., 333 Rich.




