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Cloth, new fashionable
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" Have Your Spring Suits

EGERTON BURNETT LTD.
The Firm Patronized by the Royalty of Europe

Their high-class tailori
and gentlemen in Canada a, large amount
of satisfaction in fit, style and workman-
ship, and their “Old Country” Fabrics
proved to be of excellent quality,
In appearance, and thoroughly

Read This Testimony

J. N. L., Esq., wrote: “‘T receivéd the
Sut_t Yyou sent me recently; st 1is Quile
satisfactory as to fit and material."”’

: Carnduff, Sask.
H.C.B., Esq., wrote: “The Suit and
Cap duly received; it is first class in
every respect.”’ ‘ . Victoria,B.C.

SAMPLES MAILED POSTPAID
To Any Address, on Request
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Are Pure Wool
Clothing Fabrics !
which have won the approval of ladies
.- and gentlemen because of their superior
* Quality, resistance to wear, and endur-

ing good appearance.
Rich, Permanent Color
ég&}:e distinctive feature of E. B. Ltd’s.

yal” Navy Serges, hence their

world-wide reputation andextensive use -

for Ladies,” Gentlemen's and Children’s
Clothing,

Prices from 49 cts. to $3.50
per yard, doubleXwidth

New Spring Samples
representing. a choice varicty of high-
grade Suitings and Lress Fabrics, Style
Plates, Price Lists, Measurement
Blanks, etc. , mailed to any address, on
request, POSTPAID,

ddress: EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

ANADIAN FACTORS, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND

Made in England By

ng has given ladies

Double-breasted * Suit,
as illustration, made
. %o order in ‘‘Royal”
Navy Serge Suiting,
B2870, permanent rich
color,iron-like strength,

excellent Scotch Tweeds

stairs. Her childish imagination was filled

Deering New ldéal
The Master of the Grain Field

EERING harvesting and haying machines havc
“ established a world-wid- standard. Wherever grain

the Deering binder is known as a reliable
machine, one that is always ready to go into any field of grain, short
or tall; standing, down or tangled, and cut and bind i .

Deering quality has a name the world over, but the machines them-
selves are changed to meet the conditions of various countries. For
harvest fields certain features are
al binder particularly efficient.
ows short grain to pass without lod
e to exactly the desire
utter bar, whether work-

Smooth section knives can be used in place of usual
when desired. The change can be made in a few
hree packers and three dischar;
doing efficient work. The wonderful Deering knotter needs only to
‘be mentioned — you know what it does.

Other strong features as well as these will be ex :
by the I H C local agent. Drop in and see him, or, write for a cata-
logue to the nearest branch house.

is grown,

the work in Western Canadian
added which make the New Ide

The Z-shaped cutter bar all rt
on the cutter bar. The reel is easily adjustabl
height. It is always held parallel with the ¢
ing high or low.
serrated knives
minutes. Thet
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WESTERN CANADIAN BRANCHES

International Harvester Company of America

(Incorporated)

At Brandon, Man.; Calgary, Alta.; Edmonton, Alta.; Estevan, Sask.;
ethbridge, Alta.; North Battleford, Sask.; Regina, Sask.; Saskal
Sask.; Winnipeg, Man.; Yorkton, Sask.
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These mackines are built at Hamilton, Ont.
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kindly at the Irish girl.
“They say the Irish and the colored folks | fore seeme
can’t get along, but I’ve seed dogs an’ cats
a-eatin out o’ the same saucer, when they | they scarcely knew how.
couldn’t-do better. I’'m ’bout the only
friend you’ve got, greeny, hain’t 17’ and spring. They ran to and fro with gifts of

her guttural laugh rang good-naturedly | their own making in confident expectation
through the kitchen. 0

ge arms help greatly in

plained to you fully

and  walked rapidly along in the bleak
darkness toward the shadowy bulk of the
church that loomed in the distance, its [ b
gold cross silhouetted against the sky. | ©

3

the stairs. v ; -
'The days that followed. passed rapidly
for the Deans, burdened with long Christ-
mas lists tha kept them the greater part of
the day in the shopping district. But to
Maggie; the time crawled slowly by. - The
very’ joy of the season, filled with home-
comings and good cheer, accentuated her
own - isolation, while in spite of herself
Eva’s words hiad convincéd her of the hope-
lessness of her quest. At times she gazed
dully at the great throngs of people that
poured -down the avemue, and -realized
with a sick heart what it would be to search
for James in Baltimgre, in stteets that Eva
had told her were equally crowded.
This hope, that was slowly dying, had
steeled her against her parents’ lamenta-
tions and the priest’s advice. She had
never for a moment doubted her lover’s
truth nor his eventual success. Timid and
Eatient by nature, she would, however,
ave contentedly awaited his summons in
Ireland, if it hag not been for the project
of the priest to marry her to Patsy.
By hours of secretly working at her lace
she iad made the money for her passage

You'll pick it up,” and shie ran lightly down

to go to America, on the condition that
she would join her uncle.

occurred to them. The regretted Iledda

Miss Amy called with irritation, “come up-

Maggie’s heavy tread thundered up the
with the happy mystery of Eva’s words,

self,”” Amy laughed in explanation to her

she runs back to the
to her color?”’
“that 1 shall probably have to keep her.

of any one better before spring. I’ve

It isn’t as if she had been here long.”’
ea%isrly by Eva’s side, her eyes, that gazed
du

o
a
and obtained her parents’ reluctant consent | al

and Christine hadbeen as lackingin person- hoped to find ye at mass. g )
ality as the filter or the hot-water plant. | his coat pocket, glancing furtively in the
But in the democracy of their common | direction of his amily.  ‘“Here’s a little
work, Eva was keenly alive to the girl's | money fer yez, Maggie; ye'’re to buy a hat
distress. “Greeny,” she said one late | wid it.”’ Then he slipped a small box into
afternoon, “‘set by the table and watch me. | her hand : “I guess ye're a youfr;g enough
I’'m a-goin’ to do something fer you. It’s | gurl to loike a ring.”” He beam
-all T kin do, too,—I wisht it was more.” | at her radiant face, as she slipped a heavily
The speaking tube sounded. ““Maggie,” | chased band on her forefinger.

mother, as she rummaged in the linen [ from time to time
closet. ‘““Mother, that girl is not only in- | still in place. She could scarcely. wait to
capable, but unwillinﬁ. _ After every task | show it to Eva. With all her crying neces-

itchen to visit with sities, no gift could have pleased her as
Eva. Isn’tit queer that she doesn’t object | did this gold band which had no purpose

. but adornment. She refreshed her eyes
“The worst of it is,”” Mrs. Dean sighed, | continually with its luster.

a glow of the heart to find in a world where
no trace of the old life was left that the
church awaited her, familiar, unchanged,
welcoming—a great rock in a thirsty land,
The pungent smell of evergreen, the
flicker of many candles, the star of light
that ‘gleamed' over the main' altar, " the
white robes of the three officiating priests,
the thirty -altar boys-in flamir ' scarlet
capes touched with gold; the stealing odor
of incense, the full orchestra and the great
choir chanting the responses, filled ‘her
soul’ with beauty—comforted her weary
At this same hour, for the first mass was
earlier. in ‘her own land,.her mother, and

 father across the sea were reverently mut-

tering the same prayers, and James she
pictured wistfully kneeling somewhere in
Baltimore. They were all poor, humble
and obscure; part of the great body of the
church, a iiving rosary that stretched

about the world.

She bowed her head and prayed to meet

her lover and to find him true, and ended
with the promise that if the Virgin would

nl{ smile upon their love she would work
cloth, all of Irish lace, for her blessed
tar.

As the mass ended and she moved to-

ward the door, refreshed and comforted,
The Dean family, happy in their own re- | she caught Sigt})lt of her uncle and his family
union, did not notice that her face was red | and _shrank t

and twisted from weeping, as she bungled | cousins glanced consciously the other way,
about the house. To interest themselves | but Jerry O’Connor limped to her side, his
in the human side of Maggie had never | face wrinkling into a kindly smile,

ack into the crowd. Her

“Merry” Christmas to you, my l; I
"7 He fumbled in

happily

“I thought ye’d be loikin’ of it, Maggie.”

stairs and finish your work. You have He cleared his’throat in embarrassment.
left my waste basket overflowing and have | “Air ye not goin’ to take dinner wid us
brought me no towels.” to-day?”’

I must wark,”” she said simply, glancing

proudly at her ring.

“Well, well, so be it,” and the old man

She seized the waste basket and disap- | conscious of having done his duty, limped

iy after the girls, who were attended by ‘the
“It’s less trouble to get the towels my- | devoted Mr. Finley.

Maggie sped happily homeward, feeling
to see if her ring was

“I'm thinkin’ my luck is chungih’,”

The intelligence offices hold out little hope | she breathed ecstatically. -

As she opened the back door .of the

bought her some good stout gingham Deans’, sounds of horns and trumpets
aprons for Christmas. She hadn’t any of | greeted her ears

her own. Do you think they will do? | lically sang a popular song. The boys,

f she 2 . their stockings half empty, greeted her
Meanwhile, in the kitchen, Maggie sat hilariously as the only one down : ’

» & phonograph metal-

“Hi there, Maggie, see what I got!

y at her mistress, now bright as stars. | Have some candy, Maggie? What did you
“Tell me who you are a-writin’ to, Eva, | get?”

that’s a good gurl?”’

olling roguishly at Maggie. “Thar,” ghe

Early Christmas morning, before five

Maggie slipped quietly. into the street | h

From every house in the block dark figures | n

were emerging from the back doors and | 1

walking rapidly in the same direetion. b
Maggic crept into the warm shelter with

She showed her ring, smiling broadly,

But Eva, shaking with suppressed laugh- | and the boys gave her gift unstinted ad-
tei'f wrote slowly on, her glittering eyes | miration.

“Lemme try it on, Maggie. Geel! it

r

finished grandly, stamping and addressing | fits my thumb Just fine. Can’t I wear it
pe. “Don’t you wisht you | to breakfast?”’

could read?” She held the letter teasingly

before her. “I’ll tell you this much and | a handkerchief with a gay border. The

you can guess the rest: it’s to that yaller | household awoke one by one. Gifts were

fellar that lives in Baltimore.”” She smiled | being exchanged on every side. The good

will and peace to men, which the day be-

Eva soon appeared and handed the girl

d in their fatigue a mere mock-

ery, had become an unaccountable reality,

The little boys were perhaps the main-

f giving pleasure. They had painted

book marks for Maggie and Eva, and
o’clock, Maggie, her shawl over her head, [ watched with glee tgg o

crept down the stairs, past the sleeping | laughter when the
family, on her way to mass. From the fire. p
place in the silent living room two thick-
ribbed stockings,-suggestive of the boys’
chubby legs, dangled expectantly. Piles
of gifts awaited the family. The .out-line | b
of a Christmas tree showed black and ir-
regular in the wan light. The house was
icy cold, comfortless, forbidding,.

heir faces melt to
Y unwrapped the tiny
ackages. They flew to and fro between

the kitchen and the house democratically
all the morning. They were glad to take
the letter to Maggie that the postman

rought and watched her with open curi-

osity, while Eva read it aloud.

“Maggic’s got a letter,” they confided to

the family. “I think it’s from her beau;

e sent her some money and she’s a-cryin’

on the kitehen table.”?

Amy Dean ruaised her face from the
rooch of pearls she was contemplating.
an’ 3 af e . 5

Isn’t it strange how in that class,” she

wsed, “they will take money from their
wers?”” Then, with g start, she remem-
cred the aprons,

“Mother, I hate to give those aprons to




