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Reliable Seeds

—vegetable—flower—field root—field
grain — grass—clover and ensilage
: eorn.—Also fruit trees—small fruits
—roses and other shrubs—bedding
plants — fertilizers — insectides —
garden tools — spraying appliances

~and poultry supplies. Mailed free
for the asking. ~Address.
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"ROBINSON & CLEAVER L™

IRISH LINEN

WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

-

Established in 1870 at Belfast, the centre of the Irish linen trade, we have developed
our business on the lines of supplying genuine Linen goods direct to the public at the lowest

", .mett prices. For manufacturing purposes we have a large fully-equipped power-loom

linen factory at Banbridge, Co. Down, hand looms in many cottages for the finest work
and extensive making-up factories at Belfast. We have held Royal Warrants of
Appointment since the year 1878, and have furnished Mansions, Cottages, Villas, Hotels,
Clubs, Institutions, Yachts and Steamships with complete linen outfits in almost every
country in the world.

SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALITIES:
Household Linen. Handkerchiefs.

. . Ladies’ All Linen Hemstitched Handker
X . 81, i § ) 5 . s
. oll);l:l?:ral?(.f :tlil:.: :l.‘iey: l:ln:?l gg:enT '.?12’4. °h‘°r'-*3‘,lﬂ- hems, .84c doz. Ladics’ Linen
ir. Linen Pillow Cases, frilled, .33c each. Handkerchiefs, hemstitched with drawn
inen Huckaback Towels, $1.18 doz. Glass thread border, $1.08 doz. Gent's Linen Hem-
Cloths, $1.18 doz. Kitchen "l'owell. $1.32 doz. stitchrd Handkerchiefs, ¢ in. hem, $1.66 doz.

Embroidered Linen. Underclothing & Laces.

Ladies’ Nightdresses from .94¢ ea. Chemises

fternoon Teacloths, from .90c¢ ea. Sideboard trimmed embroidery, .56c ea. Combinations,

:Elot from .90c ea. Cushion Covers from .48¢ $1.08 each. Bridal Trousseaux, $32.04. Lay-

ea. Bedspreads for double beds, from $3.30 ettes, $15.00. Irish Lace goods direct from
ea. Linen Robes, unmade, from $3.00 cach.

workers at very moderate prices,
Dress Linen. Collars &, Shirts.
White Dress Linen, 44in. wide, soft finish,

Gentlemen's Collars, made from our ewn
48¢_yard. Coloured Linen, #4in. wide, 50

:inen. fro:n 3]51‘8 t_i,oz. Dr;ss Shir t(.)q. *“Match-
ess "’ quality, 81,42 each. Zephyr, Oxford, and
shades, .48c yard. Heavy Canvas Linen, in > u
solours, 48in. wide, 420 yard.

Flannel Shirts, with soft or stiff cuffs and sof/
fronts, at manufacturers’ prices.

N.B.—Illustrated Price Lists and samples sent post free to any part cf
the world. Special care and personal attention devoted to orders from
Colonial and Forejgn customers.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED
44 S. DONEGALL BELFAST, IRELAND -

PLACE Telegrams: “Linen, Belfast,” LONDON & LIVERPOOL

The Western Home Monthly.

Winnipeg, March, 1912,

The Prospector in Alaska.

y dian Chief recovered from the Copper Fever and the writer. nearly
H(;:)‘stm}lxislnli;:.n W;'itten for the Western Home Monthly by D. G. Cuthbert,
Vancouver.

HAD finished my
“mush” for breakfast,
but the more I rumi-
nated on the stuff the
more convinced I be-
came that it was too
sour for even a pros-
pector’s taste. I there-
fore rose and “hiked”
the two remaining bags to the door, ra-
solved to give the shipmunks and
whiskey-jacks a pic-nic; but the mo-
ment I was about to hurl the sacks
down to the slope to the river, I beheld
the huge brown figure of Big Bear the
Shookum: chief, followed by his young
grandson. a boy of 14, stalking along
the bank ,each with a rifle on his shoul-
der.

Reflecting that Big Bear’s palate was
less discriminating than mine, I hailed
him and asked him if he would take
rolled oats for nothing.

He ascended from the river trail with
an alacrity rather unworthy the dignity
of a chief, but very creditable to a vet-
eran hunter of ninety.

He and his grandson soon shouldered
the bags and proceeded on their bear
hunt, doubtless with happy visions of
a feed of bear meat and mush in the
evening.

|

“Yes, I know all about minerals,*C i
replied, “except where to find them in
paying quantities.” ¢

“But,” he added, suspiciously, “you
white men no good. You kill too many
men.” ;

As I did not attempt to'defend our
race he proceeded:

“But you look good. You savvy this
stone?” And he produced from hig
smock pocket a piece of rich copper ore,

I told him what it was.

“Copper?” he repeated, rather exci-
tedly. “Well, me know where plenty of
dis'is, and me take you to place if you
good. But most white men no good.
But you must write on paper and drive
in stakes for me.”

I promised him that if the mine looked
any good I would make out the titles in
his name, and after weighing me with
his keen old eyes, he seemed ready to
take the risk of being “done” by me.

“Well,” he said, “me take you to it.
It is three days back in the mountain;
and we go out at sunrise tomorrow.”

It was consequently agreed that I was
to call for Big Bear and his grandson
next morning, with grub for a four day’s
journey; and, as an inducement for the
Indians to stick to business and not de-
part on bear trails too frequently, I

A Picturesque River Scene,

Big Bear was well named.

For the bear hunting he was dressed
in a dark khaki smock, and his massive,
dark-brown face, half covered with
shaggy grey hair and grey whiskers,
might lead a cinnamon bear to mistake
him for an over-grown and over-aged
brother—a bad mistake for the bear to
make.

The same evening as I was sitting in
the long twilight of the Alaskan June,
staring at the far-off glacier of Mt. Mec-
Kinley through a cloud of smoke, and
wondering if I should strike a decent
vein of ore before all my supplies gave
out, I became aware of Big Bear’s grand-
son standing before me.

The boy’s Skookum blood was tainted
by a white strain, but that gave him a
command of English. “The old man
want to see you,” he said.

“All right,” 1 replied; “I'll go along
with you now.” And together we beat
the trail for their shack further down
the river, with a curiosity on my part as
to what the Indian wanted to see me
for.

The shack announced itself by the
slight smell of bear’s meat. and Big Bear
was sitting on a log by the door in the
foreground of a row of stretching bear
skins, a pipe in his old face.

He rose on my approach, and greeted
me with a grunt.

“You savvy stones?” he inquired, eye-
ing me Kkeenly.

£

packed up a good supply of biscuits
cheese, pork and beans and tea.

In the early June morning I was in
Big Bear’s shack while he was yet snor-
ing—lying on the ground with a bear’s
skin over his huge old body and, per-
haps, one under him.

When I touched his shoulder he sprang
to his feet and bathed his old grisly face
in his big hands, and uttered terrible
“Uaghs,” as if gripped by the ghost of a
slain foe, and imploring the Great Spirit
to assist him. Perhaps he had eaten too
much bear and “mush” last night.

But he was himself soon, and clear-
eved, and at sight of the provisions_he _
smiled down to the very bone. Th&"
“kid” was with much difficulty awak-
ened, but once en his feet he stuck to
part of the baggage, which, besides the
provisions, included my rubber boots and
prospector’s Kkit.

Big Bear led the way down to the
river where a cedar “dugout” was moored.
The boy got into the bow, on his knees.
I followed his example in the middle, and
lastly the old man entered. and took up
a paddle. To help him I turned round to
do likewise,

But, “No. 10.” he cried; “you no move
or canoe upset!”

And in this uncomfortable position, on
the hard bottom, T had to remain for
fully two hours, though there was no
need to worry about Big Bear over-
straining hiwself, for he sent the light




