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Enables housekeepers 
and others to produce the finest 
quality of Home-made Bread 
without trouble- Bread made with 
Royal Yeast will keep fresh and 
moist longer than that made 

with any other.
MADE IN CANADA

J.W.61LLE1I COMPANY LIMITED,,
TORONTO. ONT.

. WINNIPEG MONTREAL .

“ECHOES
of the Past;

OR,

The Recompense of 
Love !”
CHAPTER XII.

Yes; something had gone out of his 

life, a gleam of brightness, a vague 

happiness, and he felt the loss so 
acutely that his voice and manner 
proclaimed it plainly. He went about 
his parliamentary duties as usual, but 
In a listless, perfunctory way. He 
was to have spoken on the third night 
after their parting, but he made an 
excuse to the Whip, and sat dumb and 
inert in his place. It was with some
thing like a shock that, turning over 
hfs engagement book a week later, he 
saw that he was engaged to speak at 
the workman’s hall again. The bill 
for the Housing of the Poor had been 
brought in by the government; it 
was absolutely necessary that he 
should go down to the hall and ex
plain it to the Bond of Brotherhood.

He made some notes—forcing him
self into a semblance of interest in 
the subject—his own subject—and on 
th* jiight appointed went down to the 
hall. It was crowded, but he noticed 
that his appearance was not greeted 
with the usual applause, the greeting 
lacked the warmth and spontaniety 
which were generally accorded him. 
But he was âlmost Indifferent, and, 
as he passed on to the platform, he 
felt as if it were the semblance, the 
mere outward shell, of himself which 
stood there.

He noticed that a large proportion 
of the audience appeared to be for
eigners, aliens, and that these were 
occupying places near the platform, 
and that in the first rows were sit
ting Koshki and his anarchist friends. 
The slight cheering soon ceased, and 
Clive began his address.

He knew that his manner and his 
tone were lifeless, and that his au
dience must think him lukewarm; but 
he could not rise to the occasion. No 
cheers punctuated his silences, and 
when he had finished the applause 
was so faint that Clive knew that he 
had lost his power over them. He sat 
down with a sense of failure and 
weariness. Koshki rose, and the 
cheers which had been denied to 
Clive, or rendered grudgingly, greeted 
the Pole with a kind of suppressed 
significance.

“I vant to ask Mr. Harvey a ques
tion, von question only," said Koshki, 
in his guttural voice. “And I—ve all 
—vant a straight answer. This is it: 
Does he or does he not mean to op
pose the bill he has been telling us 
of?”

He rat down, his small, evil eyes

fixed on Clive, his tongue moistening 
his course lips.

Clive Rose. “My answer needs a 
foregoing word o fexplanation," he be
gan, but Koshki rose, extending a 
iirty hand, and almost shaking it at 
him.

“Ve vant a ‘Yes,’ or ‘No,’ ” he 
shouted.

"No;” said Clive quietly.
Koshki turned to the rest of the au

dience with a laugh and a sneer; and 
a murmur which rapidly grew to a 
groan rose and filled the room.

“You see!" he said. “You see, my 
bruzzers! vat ve vere tild is true. 
Zis man, zis fine shentleman, zer 
Frent of the People”—he laughed 
scornfully—“is a traitor."

This was Koshikl’s cue. Shaking 
his blood roused, his eyes flashing, 
but his words could not be heard 
above the din, the snarls, the yells 
which rose from all sides, especially 
from the aliens In the front seats.

“A traitor!” repeated Koshki, his 
face purple, his eyes gleaminj. “Zat 
is vat I call him, vat ve all call him, 
He has betrayed us, my bruzzers! He 
is a sham and a fraud. He has sold 
us; sold us who vere fools enough to 
trust him. Fools, yes; ve vere fools 
to put our truse in an accursed aris
tocrat.”

The yells of the angry men drown 
ed his voice for a moment, but he held 
up his grubby hand and got a hear 
ing again.

“I said zat I would ask von ques 
tion, but you shall ask him anozer. 

i Ask him vat he is going to be paid
for selling us, ask him------”

Clive went slowly down to the edge 
of the platform and looked down 
the angry crowd calmly, though his 
eyes were flashing and his hands 
clenched behind him. He opened his 
lips but the uproar was too great to 
permit of his being heard, and with 
shrug of the shoulders he laughed.

This was Koshki’s cue. Sliakikng 
both fists at Clive, he roared:

“He laughs çit us; laughs! He 
treats us like dirt, like dogs! It is 
how he treated me ze ozer night vhen 
I implored, viz tears, my bruzzers, 
implored like a bruzzer zat he vould 
not vote for Zis bill!”

Clive’s face grew red, but he kept 
himself well in hand.

“That is a lie, Herr Koshki!” he 
said.

“He gives us ze lie!” snarled ICosh 
ki, his eyes glancing at his friends 
and compatriots near him. “I tell 
him, zis traitor, zis aristocrat, zis 
vraud, zat it is he zat lies, and we are 
not to be deceived, zold like sheep.1

A roar went up; a large part of the 
audience were on their feet, there was 
a rush for the platform. Some of the 
men had sticks in their hands, as if 
they had come provided with weap 
ons; others caught up chairs, and the 
sticks and chairs were waved threat 
eningly as the crowd pressed for
ward. Passion—whether it he the 
passion of fear, of affection, or 
hate—moves quickly, burns fiercely 
In a mob, large or small, especially 
in a mob composed of such elements 
as this one was composed. It does 
not mean to do murder; but It Is too 
apt to do it unintentionally. All It Is 
conscious of Is the desire to break, to 
crush; and here was something 
could wreak its desire on.

It was not the first time Clive had 
faced an angry audience; but, hither 
to, it had been in the open air, where 
there was room for the evil spirit to 
spenditself. Here, in this hot, stif
ling room, the fury of the audience 
acted and reacted; and there grew 
that hideous, hysterical desire to 
maim and destroy which is always 
lying dromant in such men as those
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which threatened Clive.
“Is there a back way?” he shouted 

to the chairman, a weak-minded man, 
who, white and trembling, had shrunk 
back against the wall. “If so, get out 
of it, quickly, I’ll keep them till 
you’re clear.”

As he spoke, one of Koshki’s friends 
closed the front door and bolted it, 
and ran toward the one at the back. 
Clive turned to bid the chairman 
hurry up, but the raging crowd, 
thinking that Clive himself meditated 
flight, yelled furiously. As if they 
were about to be balked of their prey, 
two or three of them leaped on the 
platform and one man raised a chair 
to strike him.

Clive caught the chair and, putting 
out his leg, tripped the man up; but, 
in doing so, he laid himself open to 
other attacks, and several blows were 
dealt him by sticks. He was still 
calm, even smiling, and he struck out 
right and left, flooring two of his as 
sailants; but another blow, on the 
side of the head this time, made him 
stagger, and he was afraid that he 
should fall. To fall would, he knew, 
be a serious matter, for the rush was 
thickening and he would be tramped 
under foot by the men who were, in 
deed, more like wild beasts than hu 
man beings at that moment.

As he pulled himself together and 
caught the blows which showered on 
him, he was aware of a cry, a pierc 
ing, heartrending scream that rose 
above the din; and, looking in the di
rection of the cry, he saw Mina. The 
sight of her white face, her eyes fix 
ed on him with terror, stupefied him 
for a moment; and he called to her 
of course, inaudibly, "Mina!" She 
saw his lips move, and, with a chok 
ing sob, she pressed forward. Then 
as she moved, Clive caught sight of 
Tibby beside her.

For the first time he thought of the 
police; would they arrive in lime to 
save her! His eyes were chained to 
hers, he tried to shout to her loud 
enough to be heard to keep back; but 
he could not make his voice pierce 
the awful din; and he cohid only 
wave his hands, signing to her to keep 
away from the platform.

But, with agony, he saw that she 
was disregarding his signaled in 
junctions, and that she was pressing 
nearer and nearer.

He was so engrossed by his appre 
hension for her safety that he was 
absolutely forgetful of his own; and 
presently a blow from a piece of wood 
which had been torn from one of the 
benches, fell on the side of his head 
the lights leaped In his eyes, the noise 
of storm-beaten waves crashed In his 
ears, and he went down.

A yell, a mad yell of savage tri
umph, rose from.his assailants, and 
the man who had felled him raised 
the piece of wood to strike him again ; 
but the blow fell short, for he was 
thrust aside, and, to the amazement of 
the men who surged round the pros
trate man, a slight, girlish figure 
stood over him, with hands out
stretched to ward off the blows,, with 
eyes that glowed like those of a tig 
ress protecting her cub, with face 
white as death, but with lips firm and 
untrembling. ,

Her hair, torn loose In the efforts 
to reach Clive’s side, fell over her 
shoulders and across her face; she 
swept it from her eyes with a swift 
hand, then raised the hand above her 
head with a gesture of command, of 
defiance rather than imploration.

Cowards! Cowards!" she panted, 
and her clear voice could be heard in 
the momentary lull caused by the 
surprise at her presence, her atti
tude, the spectacle of her heroism. 
You shall not strike him again— 

shall not touch him! Keep back!

CHAPTER XIII.
Amazed at her courage, and some 

of thetn ashamed by her appeal and 
defense, the assailants drew back. 
There were many well-disposed men 
among the audience, and a few of 
them had been attempting to scale 
the platform and go to Clive’s assist
ance, when the slight, girlish figure 
had forced her way through them and 
forestalled them; and these men now 
hurled the anarchists aside, and eag 
erly inquired if the injured man were 
very much hurt.

Half-distraught with rage and anx
iety, Mina knelt beside him and rais
ed his head. The blood was stream
ing from it, and stained her dress as 
she held him to- her protectingly, 
pityingly.

“Oh, Tibby, is he dead?” she wail 
ed, as Tibby, pushing the men aside 
with no gentle hand, knelt beside 
her.

“No, he’s not dead—yet,” Tibby re 
plied; “but it's no fault o’ these 
mangy curs that he isn’t,” she added 
for the benefit of the attackers, who 
were now making for the door almost 
on tiptoe. “Pretty kind o’ vzorking 
men! A lot o' mean furreigners as 
ought to be sent back to their own 
miserable countries. But I know who 
did it—I see the whole thing—and 
I’ll take precious good care some of 
’em are strung up for this murder— 
for that’s what it is."

Mina’s white lips repeated the 
word mutely, and she shuddered.

“If he would only open his eves, or 
speak to me!” she murmured in an 
anguish of dread and terror. “A doc
tor, Tibby, a doctor!"

There were only half a dozen men 
left, looking on in dismay and fore 
boding; and, with wonderful unan
imity, they all offered to go for the 
doctor, and disappeared; so that the 
two girls were actually left alone 
for the caretaker of the hall had gone 
off for the police immediately the door 
was unlocked.

Mina vainly; tried to staunch the 
wound with her handkerchief, while 
Tibby, who had found some water in 
the next room, bathed his head; but 
as Clive still remained unconscious, 
she said:

“I'm thinking that we’d better try 
and get him away, Mina. Somehow 
I think—in fact, I’m sure—that he 
wouldn’t like any fuss made over It. 
Perhaps he'll be all right when he 
comes to. Do you run and get a cab 
from the stand------”

Mina was off like an arrow from a 
bow, and Tibby, still bathing the 
wound, in a few minutes heard the 
sound of the wheels. With the driv
er’s assistance, they carried him to 
the cab, and Tibby only hesitated for 
a moment when the man asked, 
“Where to?”

“He did ought to go to the ’orspit 
al,” she muttered; but both girls, like 
their class as a rule, had the usual 
distrust and dislike of hospitals, rank
ing them as only one degree better 
than a workhouse, and Mina’s “No, 
oh, no, Tibby!’’ decided her; and she 
told the cabman to drive them to 
Benson's Rents.

Mina put her arm around him and 
supported him, her eyes dwelling on 
his blood-stained face; short dry sobs 
coming from her white lips.

If—if he should die, Tibby!” she 
said in a dry voice. “Oh, how cruel, 
how cruel! And he was trying to 
help them!”

That’s just it!” remarked Tibby 
sarcastically. “That’s what you get 
for trying to help that kind o’ cattle. 
An' if he dies, they’ll put up a big 
stone monument an’ call ’im a mar 
tha.” She meant martyr. “Working 
men, indeed!” with a snort. “Lifting 
a pewter pot to their own mouths 
and carryin’ a pipe’s about the hard
est work they ever did. Fancy any 
sensible man like ’im”—she jerked 
her head at the unconscious “Friend 
of the People”—“bein’ so soft as to be 
took in by 'em! I’m free to own that 

did ’im an injustice. I thought he 
was a bad, designin’ lot; but he’s 
only simple, that’s all, that’s the mat
ter with ’im. Can you feel ’is ’eart still, 
Mina?”

Mina bent her head. “Yes,” she 
whispered. It was beating against 
her own,,but very feebly.

(To be Continued.)
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The Rome Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat
tern Cuts. These will be fouad verj 
useful to refer to from time to time.

1431. -LADIES’ APRON WITH PRIN- 
CESS FRONT.
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This desirable model has shoulder 
straps that extend over the front and 
form'deep convenient pockets. The 
skirt portions are joined to a “Prin
cess” panel; and are finished with a 
belt at the waistline, to which the 
straps are attached in the back. This 
model is good for gingham, sateen, 
cambric, lawn, percale or drill. The 
Pattern is cut in 3 Sizes: Small, Me
dium and Large. It requires 4T& 
yards of 27 inch material for a Medi
um size.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

1429.—A VERY DESIRABLE AND 
4’OPULAR STYLE LADIES’ APRON

V
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For percale, gingham, drill, sateen, 
lawn, or cambric, this model will be 
found very satisfactory. It is cut 
with sufficient fulness for comfort, 
and ease in wearing and has deep arm 
opening, which assures freedom of 
movement for the arms while work 
ing. The back is finished with a belt. 
The Pattern is cut in 3 Sizes: Small 
Medium and Large. It requires 3% 
yards of 36 inch material for a Medi
um size.

A pettern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

No.________

Size

Address In full:—

Name

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 
tiot reach you in less than 16 days.

Ex S. S. “STEPHANO,’
From New York: 

Cucumbers, Tomatoes, 
Celery, Carrots, Beetroot, 

Bananas, Pears,
Red Plums, Blue Plums, 

California Oranges.
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When You Carry Home Mud
on your boots, you also carry home germs. The 
mud dries and floats about your rooms in the 
form of dust. When you breathe in dust you 
take in disease germs. That’s risky.
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IN SPITE OF
bare markets we are in a position to supply the trade 
with our usual low and high grade goods.
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In Spite of
the great war the demand for our 
goods is increasing. Particular men 
row realize that big money may he 
saved by buying

Suifs Branded
Amerjpus, Fitrcform, Stilenfit, True- 
fit, l4ogress, etc.; also our Overcoats, 
Overalls and Shirts.
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All The Time Coming-New Apples
Gravensteins, Wealthys, Sweets, 

Emperors, Strawberry,
Wolf River, etc. 

Red Apples, Yellow Apples,
Green Apples. Best Prices at

EDWIN MURRAY’S.
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JUST ARRIVED
per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit

ings. No two patterns

alike. These goods were

ordered before the

jump in Woollens and our

Customers 
can have the 

advantage of 
OLD PRICES

Our new style sheets for 

Fall and Winter just to 

hand.
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