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'ROBINSON & CLEAVER L¥

IRISH LIN

WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

d in 1870 at Belfast, the centre of the Irish linen trade, we have developed
on the lifies of supplying genuine Linen goods direct to the public at the lowest
. Fotr manufacturing purposes we have a large fully-equipped power-loom
2 &t Badbridge; C6. Down, hand looms in many cottages for the fincst worle
2] it factories at Belfast. We have held Royal Warrants o
: &oﬁm sltice the year 1878, and have furnished Mansions, Cottages, Villas, Hotels,
. Clubs, institutions, Yachts and Steamships with [complete linen outfits in almost every

‘ ;ﬁouwhold Linen.

Miaiis Samy

& Mr s, $L.18 ‘doz. Glass

ke $L32

' Embroidered Linen.

: i Teacloths, from .90 ed. Sideboard
( 90¢ ea. Cushion ¢ vgufrpﬂ.ﬂg
o for double beds; from $3.

| Dress Linen. i

s Dress Linen, 44in. soft f
- Bl L

Saloars, 48 1n. widi, A2 yard.

—

| SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALITIES:

Handkerchiefs.

* All Linen Hemstitched Handker
4 8§ in. hems, .84¢c doz. Ladies’ Linen

an e titched with drawn
border, $1.08 doz. Gent's Linen Hem-
Handkerchiefs, #in. hem, $1.66 doz.

it
Underclothing & Laces.
Ladies’ Nightdresses from .94¢ ea. Chemises
il embroidery, .56¢ ea. Combinations,
$1.08 :ilh. Bridal Trousseaux; $32.04. Lay-
ettes; $15.00. Irish ;Lace goods direct from
workers @t very rate prices.

Collars & Shirts.

Gemlemcn" Colldrs, made from our owa
linen, from $1.18 doz. Dress Shirts, ** Match.
gr ** quality, $1.42 each. Zephyr, Oxford, and

annel Shirts, with soft or stiff cuffs and soft
fronts, at manufacturers’ prices.

al care and

Telegrams: *

;  N.B.—Illustrated Price Lists and samples sent free to an;
‘I the world. S 5 ey Lt

attention devoted to orders from

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED

4 S, DONEGALL BELFAST,IRELAND Also
PLACE en, Belfast,” LONDON & LIVERPOOL

question,
own town.

your money,
pages of everything men and boys wear

'_ Get Your Spring Suit

FROM US BY MAIL

and get more style, better cloth and better fit thanz u can get from
your local tailor at any price. This is not mere talk.
absolutely to do what we claim or refund your mioney without

The 2 Macs is the largest establishment in Canada, confining &N
itself exclusively to Men's and Boys' Apparel. We can supply all*
your personal wants by mail better than you can buy them in your

We do business on such an immense scale that we can afford to
emp'oy the most expert London and Néw York cutters,
Try one order. -If you're not satisfied, say so, and we'll refund

FREE. Send for our illustrated catalogue. It contains over 100

Cloth Samples and Measurement Blanks free on request
Ask your local ifember of Parliament about

We guarantee

WALL PLASTER

For Wind proof, Damp proof, and

Vermin proof dwellings, use Sackett

*  Plaster Board and Empire Brands of
Wall Plaster. .

MANITOBA GYPSUM CO. LTD.

WINNIPEG, MAN.

i

Write for Plaster Booklet, it will interest you.

A Dauéhter of the Island.

By Dorothy Baird.

AN

A dead silence had fallen upon the
cheery dinner party. Host, hostess, and
guests gazed at one another in mute ter-
ror, so unearthly was the sound that had
attracted the attention of all. Again 1t
came. A wild wail, then, as the keening
died away, a woman’s name, clearly pro-
nounced in ringing tones:

“Merle O’Neile.’

Again the terrible, petrified silence
horror laden, then again the music
heart-breaking keening, again the woman’s
name.

Miss O'Nejle pushed back her chair
with a fierce, defiant gesture, then stood
erect. i

“It isn’t true,” she said, in low, tense
tones. ‘‘The banshee hasn’t been heard
for ‘years. It’s some horrible, horrible
trick.”

“Plain Miss O’Neile,” she was called.
Impecunious men had often lamented
her lack of beauty, spitefil women had
often remarked among themselves how
strange it was that rich girls are always
hideous. Yet now, standing against the
dark background of oak wainscoting,
her tall, awkward figure took something
of dignity; flushed with frighted defiance
her plain face showed a becoming ani-
mation.

Two men near the window rosc and
pulled aside the heavy red curtains.

A snowy landscape sparkled under
a clear, bright moon, not a living thing
was visible, Very siowly - they drew
back the curtains and returned to their
places.

“Apparently you Irish cannot leave
your banshees in the old country,” said
a man higher up the table. He was
not prepossessing in appearance. Dark
and swarthy, a peculiar curve of lip
and eyebrow gave him a sinister exprcs-
sion.

] don’t understand,” she said. “For
a hundred years—silence—then—"

‘The situation was becoming strained.
The guests bent their eyes upon their
plates, the servants busied themselves
furtively at the sideboard. Miss
O’Neile still stood half turned to face
the window, and her breath came in
short: sharp jerks. In a moment she
seemed to grow calmer. She made as
if she would sit down again.

¢] am an Irish woman,” she said, in
level tones. ‘‘And to an Irish woman
these things are somehow different.
But ‘I will endeavour to be American
in my attitude to my banshee and re-
gard her as a delusion and o gnare.
At any rate,” raising her voice o lit-
tle, so that it rang resolute, courage-
ous—*‘‘at any ‘rate, at the worst, I can
show that an Irish woman knows how
to meet death—ay, and the fear of
dea’h.”

Approving glances sought plain Miss
O'Neile’s face. She acquired an inter-
"est:for herself apart from her money.

.But the merry happy party was
hopelessly marred. It was a relief when
the ladies withdrew. Left to them-
selves' the men instinctively dréw to-
gether.

““What a horribly weird experience!”
said one of the juniors. I could feel
the- cold shivers running all down my
back.”

“Do you know anything about the
O’Neile banshee? Is 1t authentic?”

John Hardy eyed his questionrer be-
fore replying. Lawrence Mott was bron-
zed by wanderings in foreign lands,
wanderings which had given him a self-
reliance, an air of quiet strength be-
yond his years,

“The O’Neiles,” suaid “John Hardy
slowly at last, “The (’Neiles are one of
the few old families whose records are
kept intact. I saw them myself some
years ago.”

¢And the banshee?” asked Lawrence,

¢The banshee was a regular institu-
tion up-to a hundred years ago. Her
appearances or utterances are recorded
over and over again, and upon ‘auths
ority which seems _indisputable. Take
the last instance. It was at a family
gathering. All the notabilities of the
country-sidc tere present. Bis‘ggp,
clergy, magistrates, heaven knows who,
attested to having heard the banshee
keen and call the name of the reigning
O’Neile.” .

¢“And—?” .

¢“And he was:Xilled in the hunting
field three months later.”

¢THen it means—?"’

¢It has always meant death within
the year.”"

A dead silence fell on the party.

There was nothing attractive about
plain Miss O’Neile She was rich and
that was all. She possessed no par-
ticular charm of manner, no brillianc
in conversation, and yct the evening’s
occurrence had saddened everyone. After
all, she was young, her wealth could
give her all that the world has to give,
3pd according to precedent, she must

ie. ;
“Can’t anyonc kill the silly thing?”
asked the youth of the party. Feat
had shattered his conversational pow-

crs. The laugh which followed was

hardly mirthful.

¢Oh, I say,” cxclaimed another man
“we'rec all getting the creeps. Shali
we join the ladies, Mr. Hardy?”

They found the women gathered in
little groups, talking fitfully and with
bated breath. Merle O’Neile seemed the
only one who 1as perfectly self-possessed.
She was at the piano, playing softly. As
the men entered she rose, laughing:

“T was trying to pick out the cadences
of the banshee’s keening,” she said light-
lv. “Itis a pity such a thing should not
be recorded for posterity.”

And then her gaze met that of Law-
rence Mott, and for the first time in her
life, plain Miss O‘Neile read admiration
for herself in a man’s eyes. He did not
speak, but that long look from the seri-
ous, honest blue eyes was both comfort-
ing and inspiring. She thought of it often
in the days that followed. The remem-
brance comforted her when she was
alone, and the realization of the possibili-
ties that the next year held for her forced
themselves upon her comprehension an
caused the woman in her to tremble with
fear. It comforted her, too, when other
men flattered her with soft sayings that
she knew to be false. That look from
Lawrence Mott’s eyes was true and genu-
ine. It was as balm to her hungry soul.

But from the hour of the banshee’s
prophecy, Merle O’Neile was never with-
out her small following of men—suitors
presumably, but- hardly lovers. And she
who had longed to be as other girls and
to know the love of men, felt only bit-
terncss creep into her heart. She fought
against it. She tried to persuade herself
that at any rate they pitied her, that
they instinctly believed the banshee,
as she did, and wished to make her last
year of life pleasant. But her heart de-
nied this view of the case, the gossip she
overheard confirmed her suspicions. No-
body meant her to overhear the gossip,
and yet, somehow, she came to know that
the - men jokingly declared that a man
could put up ‘with a plain wife for &
vear, if she was rich, and that Mrs.
Hardy laughed about the “O’Neile ban-
shee,” calling it a ‘‘Match-maker.” In
the face of this it was hard to think the
best of her wooers.

Perhaps it would have been easier had
they been a nicer set of men. With the
exception of Lawrence Mott there was not
one whom Merle felt that she could trust,




