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_replace it. Instead of the 707/ average humidity of the outside air, your
furnace heated air probably contains less than 30% of moisture.

= The sudden changes from this hot, dry air to the cold, outdoor air is
the commonest cause of.the colds, sore throats and lung troubles so common

The Remedy is the

“CIRCLE WATERPAN”

“GOOD CHEER”

This pan encircles the firepot, and holds several times as much water
as the makeshift paniin the average furnace. The result is an evaporation
sufficient to keep the air in every room in the house at practically the same
humidity as the fresh outside air, so that 68° fecls perfectly comfortable, like
a summer day. Plants and people thrive in sucn an atmosphere.

The ‘“Good Cheer'’ Circle Waterpan Fu nace saves doctors’ bills as

well as coal bills.

For full particulars of this splendid furnac s write

The James Stewart img., Co., Limited

WOODSTOCK, Ont. -

- AReal Summer
Temperature

YOU\knothhe perfect
comfort| of a summer
day with the thermometer at
65°. Why does 65° in the
house in winter feel chilly ?
Why does 75°, while warm
enough, feel stuffy and
oppressive ? :

Because the average furnace,
in warming the air, dries out the
natural moisture and fails to

FURNACE

- WINNIPEG, Man. 2
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ROBINSON & CLEAVER L™

IRISH

WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

LINEN

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
For manufacturing purposes we have a large fully-equipped power-loom
factory at Banbridge, Co. Down, hand looms in many cottages for the finest work, and
We hold Royal Warrants of Appointment to

H .M. King Edward VII.. H.R.H. the Princess of Wales, H.M. the King of Spain, and
" have furnished .Hotels, Clubs, Institutions, Yachts and Steamships with complete linen
outfits in almost every country in the world

net prices.

extensive making-up factories at Belfast.

SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALITIES:

Househqld Linen.

Dinner Napkins, ‘l x§ yd. $1.42 doz.  Table-
cloths, 2§ X 3 yds., $1.42 ea. Linen Sheets, $3.24
pair. Linen Pillow Cases, frilled, .33c each.
Linen Huckaback Towels, $1.18 doz. Glass
Cloths, $1.18 doz. Kitchen Towels, $1.32 doz.

Embroidered Linen.

Afternoon Teacloths, from .90c ea. Sideboard
Clothsfrom .90c ea. Cushion Covers from .48¢c
ea. Bedspreads for double beds, from $3.30
ea. Linen Robes, unmade, from $3.00 each.

Dress Linen.

White Dress Linen, 44in. wide, soft finish, .

.48¢c yard. Coloured Linen, 44in. wide, 50
shades, ,48c yard. Heavy Canvas Linen, in
colours, 48 in;_v_v‘igg 420 vard.

Handkerchiefs.

Ladies’ All Linen Hemstitched Handker
chiefs, # & § in. hems, .84c doz. Ladies’ Linen

and. hiefs, h itched with drawn
thread border, $1.08 doz. Gent's Linen Hem-
stitched Handkerchiefs, ¢ in. hem, $1.66 doz.

“Underclothing & Laces.

Ladies’ Nightdresses from .94c ea. Chemises
trimmed embroidery, .56c ea. Combinations,
1 $1.08 each. Bridal Trousseaux, $32.04. Lay-
\ ettes, $15.00. Irish Lace goods direct from
workers at very moderate prices.

Collars & Shirts.

Gentlemen’s Collars, made from our owa
linen, from $1.18 doz. Dress Shirts, ‘* Match-
less ** quality, $1.42 each. Zephyr, Oxford, and
Flannel Shirts, with soft or stiff cuffs and sofr
fronts, at manufacturers’ prices.

SYSTEM OF BUSINESS.—Samples and price lists post free anywhere—
Goods packed securely by experts for shipment abroad.—Merchandise for-
against bills of lading or bank draft.—Carriage paid on orders of
$4.80 and upwards to port of shipment.—Foreign orders receive special care

and attention.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED
44 S. DONEGALL BELFAST IRELAND Also

Telegrams: ‘‘Linen, Belfast,”

PLACE

LONDON & L1IVERPOOL

aboot justice mow. I'm beginning to
think that when fathers and mothers
have dealt with mercy they’ll have
neither time nor taste for justice—they
can ‘leave that to folks with harder
hearts.”

“And what is it you want ‘me to do?”

There was rebellion in the tone; and
while Margaret pleaded for the reopen-
ing of the door Jacob listened with his
jaw tightly set, his eyes harboring an
uncompromising frown. From the bed-
side he turned to the window, and
looked with unseeing vision on the moun-
tain htights. Memory painted for him
another picture, of that sceme in Lon-
don with all its black indignity, remind-
ed him of the sacrifices of fatherhood
and motherhood, and the baseness of the
return. Margaret was asking more
than he could grant. Time enough to
relent when the prodigal came home and
begged for mercy.

His mind made up he returned to the
bedside of his sick wife, and there he
discovered that decision rested with the
mother and not with himself. In her
hand Margaret held a pair of baby
shoes, holed and frayed by use and
years. They were her crowning argu-
ment. ‘

“D’ye remember them ?”” she whispered,
a passion of love in the tone; “they are
his—the first pair your money bought
for him.” She placed thém in his hands.
“Ye mind how proud you were. The
little feet soon grew tired in them days
Jacob, an’ ye were aye ready to hoist
the- bairn on -your shoulders and help
him on the way. He needs you yet.
For the sake of the little feet that wore
them, laddie—for the sake of the feet,
yow’ll open the door?”

This was verily Margaret’s hour. The
triumph of mother love was complete.

dale narrows at its head; he could hear
the shepherds at their work upon the
heights gathering in the flocks which
-had fled .o the hills. Give our moun.
tain sheep their freedom, and they will
never wait to be buried in the valley;
they prefer to face the tempest on the
topmost crags. Muffled ‘and din¥ the
cries of men and the baying of Hounds
drifted down the steep fell sides, and
after a brief struggle the doctor sur-
rendered.

“It’s not a bit o’ use, Meg,” he bawled
to his storm-battered horse; “I mustn’t
be sitting in my gig in comfort when a
helping hand may be wanted up there,
so we’ll just see how Jacob Steele’s get-
ting along.” Half an hour later Meg
was snugly housed in Jacob’s stable,
and her master was hard at work round-
ing up the stricken flocks; and when
the last of the sheep had been penned,
the doctor was fain fo agree with the
farmer that he “would nivver win
through to The Green,” and that a night
at Grayrigg must be his portion.

With the passing of the hours, the
storm grew in fury. - Shrieking, howling,
roaring, the wind swept through the
passes; high overhead it billowed from
rock to rock with the boom of thunder,
and the snow was driven before it in
blinding sheets, and swirled and piled
about everything that gave it hold un-
til the drifts were built higher than the
height of a man. : . .

Seated by the wide-mouthed kitchen
hearth, Margaret made a fine pretence of
knitting, but her needles lay mostly idle
in her lap; and, as for Jacob, he was
for ever stirring about; now pacing the
floor, but oftenest going out into the
porch to note the movements of the
tempest. “I’ve been tninking I heard a
cry of distress across dale,” he explained

Four prize lambs,

Handling the shoes with reverence,
Jacob' restored. them to her keeping.
“You shall have your way, wife, said
he. “If Robert likes to lift the sneck,
he’ll find the door open, and—I don’t
think it’s ever been bolted yet.”

With this he hurriedly left the room,
but half way down the stairs inspiration
checked his steps and sent him back to
his wife’s bedside. “I’ll be away to
Bransty in the morning, and ye shall
have the best black silk that money can
buy; an’ if fowlk like to think that it’s
a present fra Robert—well, we’ll just let
‘em think.”

1L

It was a fierce winter that fell upon
the country that year, and the men of
the dale have marked it in big, bold
lines on the calendar that memory
keeps. ‘Long before the autumn winds
had made an end of their dirge, Scawfell
was wearing his winter cap, and when
the news came over the fells that Black
Sail was blocked we knew that we were
in for a hard time. Bitter were the
winds that assailed us, blinding were
the sheets of snow, and as the end of
it all that tempest for which, when we
tell of it, we have no prefix of degree.
It is not known to us as “The Great
Storm,” but simply as “The Storm.”
When even the railway arches on the
coast line outside the dale were filled
from base to“crown: when the hollow
wherein Margery Bannister lived was
buried so that nothing was left of Mar-
gery’'s cottage save the chimneys; when
Robert Musgrave lost 150 sheep: when
every dyvke in the lowlands was hidden,

and at Burnfoot every household had to
dig its way out.

As David Brauthwaite drove with dif-
ficulty through the defile into which the

after a longer absence than usual, and,
altaough he was sure it “was nowt bit
a shepherd call,” he was off again the
moment he had got the chill off his fin-
ger tips. Almost immediately he was
back again with a shout that brought
his wife and Branthwaite to their feet.
“It’s true, doctor; it's quite true.
There’s some poor body out yonder in
t’ snaw, and I'm off to seek him.”

“Ay! And I'm coming with you. This
is likely to be a doctor’s job.” David
was already wrestling with his great-
coat. “And we must have Jossy Fer-
guson along wi’ us, and we’ll give Lanty
Armstrong and Ben Dodgson a call if
we can get near their houses.”

Heavily coated, wrapped also in thick
shawls and armed with iron-pointed
sticks, the three men turned speedily
out into the tempest, Margery’s bene-
diction in their ears: “I’d bid you bide
if I dare—but it’s a mother’s bairn that
needs ye—and God bring ye safely
back!”

“I'm none too sure aboot my bear-
ings,” Jacob .houted as he whistled his
two sheep-dogs across the croft, “but t’
cry seemed to come fra down there”—
he pointed straight across the dale—
“somewhere Birker way. Dogs’ll be &
fine help if he calls again.”

It was a vain hope, however. All the
world seemed to be full of sound, but it
was the raving of the tempest; the
clamour of distress was hushed. :\lld
rescue also appeared to be impossible.
Out on the fells the snow was piled 1n

" drifts, huge and deep and dense, and

even the winds appeared to be clouds of
snow, so thickly massed were the sweep-
ing flakes and spikes. One man on such
a night would have been helpless, but
foot by foot the doctor and his com-
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