S

&

Sl tor S 300 FEEEEME Y N

)

o

Winnipeg, May, 1910, .

——

. 4 _ The Western Home Monthly.

|

g hslz.

“Nymphs of the
Ocean.” .. ..

Negative taken on
n 4
“Wellington
Extraspeedy plate.
Half-tone from a

print oo Carbon
Surface Bromide

For the finest results in all branches of photography, use the

WELLINGTON
- PLATES,PAPERS and FILMS

Ward & Co., 13 St. John St., Montreal, P.Q., will
mail you full particulars on request.

| 'WELLINGTON & WARD, Elstree, England.
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. _DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER
e Write for Snmples and Price List (Sent Post Free). and Save 50 per cent. -8

ROBINSON & GLEAVER L1,

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 aAnND THE COURTS
OF EUROPE, Supply Palaces, Mau.
sions, Villas. Cotiages, Hotels. Rail-
wavs, Steamships. Institutions, Regi-
ments, and the General Public direct
wilh every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS ™. s b Seeepe

the Finest in the World

Which, heing woven by hand, wear longer and retain the rich, satin appearance
to the last, Bv 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 Sheeling, two yards wide, 48c. per yard; 2% yards wide, §7c. per yard. Ro'ler
Toweliing, 18 in. wide, 9c. per yard. ~ Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard. Dusters, from 78c,
per doz. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. ILinen Diaper, 23c43'ard. Our Special Soft Finish

Longcloth, from 10c. per yard.
) IRISH DAMASK AND TABLE LINEN
Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz, Dinner Napkins, $1.56 doz. Table Cloths, 2 vards square. 94c.
214 yards hy 8 yards, '§1.90 each, Kitchen Tabhle Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback
owels, $1.32 per doz. Mouograms, lnitials, etc... woven or embroidered. (Special
attention to Club. Hotel or Mess Orders )

MATCHLESS SHIRTS ’

With 4-fold fronls and cufts and bodies of fine longcloth, $8.52 per half-doz. (To measure

43c. extra). New designs inourspecial Indiana Gauze Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels
_for the Seasou. Old Shirts made good as new, with good materials in Neckbands. Cufls,
; and Froats, for $3.36 the half-doz.

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS ~°
““The Cambrics of Robiuson & Cleaver have a world-wide fame,"—The Queen. Children’s
from 30c. per doz. : Ladies’, from 6Qc. per doz : Gentlemen's, from 8ic. perdoz. ——Hem

stitched—ILadies’ from 66c. to $5.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen's, from 94c. to §6 0¢ per doz.

IR'?H COLLARS AND CUFFS .
Collars—Gentlemen's, ¢-fold, all newest shapesfrom §1 18 per doz Cuffs—For Gentlemen
from §1 66 doz. -Surplice Makers to Wes.minster Abbey'" and the Cathedrals and
Churches of the United Kingdom, *‘ Theit Irish Linen Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the
merits ot excellence and cheapness.'—Court Circular
IRISH NDERCLOTHING . .
A luxury now within the reach of all ladjes  Chemises, trimmed Embroidery, 56¢. : Night
dresses, 94c.: Combinatious, 81 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 Samples
should be addressed

| ROBINSON & CLEAVER, LTD., *‘ieasy. weiano.

Note—Beware of parties using oar name ; we emplov neither agents nor travellers.

D/IRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER

He“ had

L}

T —

The Man in the Chest.

By KATHARINE TYNAN.

HE clock over the
stables at Idlethorpe
Hall had just struck
one o’clock. The
whole household
might have been sup-
posed to be asleep.
But there was a
light in the great
ball, which the person who placed it
there had not troubled to hood over.

The ‘person was Bill Nixey, a London
cracksman. He had been prospecting in
the neighborhood, and, through a casual
acquaintance with a pretty and frivol-
ous housemaid, he had discovered that
ldlethorpe contained a deal of desirable
treasure—gold plate and silver plate,
things easily broken up and dropped
into the melting pot.

More, the job was made so easy to
_his hand that it would have been.a sin
to have brought anyone else into it.
1t was the very last crib he was going
to crack. After this he was going to
lead a respectable life. Of all things, a
little farm was the thing he desired.
He was going to marry Sarah Jane
Evans, with whom he had walked out
these three months back. Sarah Jane
was a respectable, chapel-going - girl.
Perhaps it was she who had turned
Bill’s heart to the desire of honest liv-
ing. She had no idea that Bill, who
was known to her as William Jones, wus
anything but the locksmith’s young man
he represented himself to be. And to
do Biﬁ justice he had not been tempted
to burgle Sarah Jane’s mistress, a rich
and timid old lady who left her valu-
ables on the hall-table every night with
a pathetic appeal to burglars to help
themselves so long as they did not dis-
turb the sleeping inmates of the house.

As Bill put his loot together in con-
venient bundles for transportation, al-
though that was a word he would have
scorned to make use of—he had dis-
covered some beautiful hollow trees in
!dlethorpe Wood where the heavy
things might lie safe till the hue and
cry was over—he thought ‘with indigna-
tion of Hannah, the pretty housemaid,
and the rest of the staff of servants at
Tdlethorpe Hall.

“Sarah Jane ’ud never ha’ done- it,”
he said to himself. “’Ere’s the master
£nd missus gone to Monty Carlo to see
the last of a sick old .gent wot’s the
master’s uncle. An’ ’ere’s these ’ere
old crusted family servants left in
charge of the ’ouse an’ the two little
eirl kids that’s the apple of their
Jarents’ eye. An’ ’ere’s those bloomin’
servants gone off to a dawnce at the
Ring o’ Bells, a-leavin’ of an empty
’ouse to the two little girl. kids. There
might be chaps ’ud frighten’ ’em out o’
their pretty wits. It’'s well for you,
my dears, sieepin’ so sound in your
pretty nighties, that Bill Nixey’s known
in the perfession as the Polite Burglar.
Sickenin’ thing human nater is when
vou come to think on it!”

He had thought of what a pity it
was he could not tell Sarah Jane about
he untrustworthiness of those servants
and listen to her honest denunciations
of them. He might tell it to her, of
course, as. something he’d read in the
newspapers. Still, once Sarah Jane had
made an honest man of him, he was
coing to keep the conversation off
burglars and burglary till such time as
he could trust himself not to be nervous.

He was doing his packing-up leisurely.
inspected—the - ballroom —and
supper-room at the Ring o’‘Bells. The
festivities there would not break up
before five (I'clu(-k, at which hour he
intended to board the night mail at
Foulsby Junction: so there was no
great hurry. :

But suddenly his heart gave a jump,
or perhaps it was Sarah Jane’s heart
which he had exchanged for his own.
He had heard a sound of whispering.
the pattering of slippered feet, on a
distant stair.

He looked about him frantically. The

first thing he did was to blow out the
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light. He had not much time to tRink
of a hiding place. If he had had time
one of the suits of armour would havé
been excellent. But there was no time,
No time either to put the bundles out
of sight.

Beside his hand was an old oak chest,.
He had looked into it and seen that it
was empty; had noticed, too, that the
lock had been removed, leaving a hole
about the size of a penny where it had
been. Bill was a small man. He lifted
the lid of the chest, got inside, and let
the lid down gently upon him.

“Pretty dears,” he said to himsell,
as he lay doubled up uncomfortably on
kis hands and knees; “I don’t want to
scare ’em. Drat ’em; why couldn’t they
have gone on sleepin’?”

The twin daughters and co-heiresses
of Sir John Vivash, of Idlethorpe Hall,
had appeared in the doorway that led
from the great staircase into the hall.
They stood a moment in the doorway,

while their candle burnt up and threw.

a light on the darkness.

There was something in the position
which appealed to Bill’s not naturally
hard heart. ]
a little bit he was able to put his eye

“He looked about him frantically.”

io that hole where the lock had been.

“Pretty dears!” was his thought.
“What man that was a man could go
for to hurt them?”

The Misses Vivash were indeed ex-
tremely pretty. * They were just six-
teen years old, and had yet an alluring
air of childhood about them.  Their
rounded cheeks and black silken curls,
their beautiful blue eyes and red lips,
made them look a little like very
pretty French dolls. At this moment
they were dressed in pink quilted-silk

dressing gown and  their little
bare feet were thrust into pink
slippers.  Below the dressing-gowns

their white night-attire trailed on the
ground. They had the dewiness and
roundness and softness of children
new-waked from sleep, although at the
moment they were looking disturbed.

“Where do you suppose they can be,
Iris?” asked Dahlia, as they stood
peering into the hall, dimly lit by the
candle Iris was holding over her head.

“Tdom’t know,” answered Fris; in-2
determined voice. “All I know is Vthat
they have left us alone in the house
and that they shall find themselves
iocked out when they return.
may have gone this way, the wretche:s.”

Her spirit made Bill smile to him-
self in the chest.

She advanced towards the
glass enclosure beyond which was the
hall-door, and had almost passed the
Jundles which Bill had been making up
so carefully when her foot knocked up
against one. She hent down to look.

“Why, Dahlia,” she cried, “]pook here!
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By twisting himself round -«
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