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-who are used
to a close shave

«•

—who count it a necessity, and for it daily sacrifice much 
precious time—the Gillette Safety Razor is a friend indeed.

Its strokes are so free and velvet-smooth that at first you 
call scarcely realize how clean a job it is making. With it you 
can finish shaving while you would be getting an ordinary 
razor stropped, or waiting for the cedi of “Next !”

A turn ot the handle adjusts the Gillette for the lightest 
shave on a tender skin or the closest work on a heavy beard.
It is always adaptable to the moment’s need, and always ready 
—no stropping or honing. Wherever there is soap and water, 
it will shave you with safety, comfort and despatch. Don’t go 
on wasting time and missing comfort—get a

Gillette Safety Razor
“Bulldog”, “Aristocrat” and Standard Sets $5.00—
Pocket Editions $5.-to $6.—Combination Sets $6.50 up.
At Drug, Jewelry and Hardware Stores everywhere.

Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited
Office and Factory—

Gillette Bldg., Montreal.
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"ECHOES
of the Past:

N :■

The Recompense of 
Love I”

' T ' _____________
CHAPTER XXV.

“In ‘Home, Sweet Home’?” cried 
Lady Wynthaw. “My dear!”

“It is not so unlikely as it sounds,” 
insisted Lady Edith. “I konw a 
clergyman who happened to lose his 
place while he was reading the ser
vice and found he couldn’t repeat the 
creed without the book, though he 
must have read it hundreds of times.”

“Beautiful voice she has!” remark
ed one of the guests. "Shouldn’t 
wondèr if she makes a sensation and 
scores a big success in London when 
she gets there.”

Lord Chesterleigh nodded, but ab
sently; he had been trying, while the 
others had been talking, to recall the 
memory the girl had awakened.

Clive did not linger after the meal 
was over, but left immediately ; lie 
felt that he could not play his accus
tomed part with Edith, could not be 
so vile a hypocrite as to receive her 
caresses, with Mina’s sad voice ring
ing in his ears, her face haunting 
him.

The contest continued with unabat
ed ardor, and the day of the poll ar
rived. The most frantic efforts were 
being made by the supporters of all 
three candidates, and Clive’s friends 
were so absorbed and excited in their 
endeavors that they did not notice the 
lack of enthusiasm which he sudden
ly displayed.

On the night before the 'election 
Mr. Broddy and Koshki addressed a 
meeting in the same part of the town 
in which Clive was speaking, and the 
designations, “traitor,-" “fraud,”

“sham friend of the people” were 
burled with redoubled vindictiveness 
against Mr. Clive Harvey. Clive pass
ed the crowd which Koshki was ad
dressing in the open air, and paused 
a moment to listen. Koshki, who was 
on his legs at the moment, caught 
right of him and pointed a tremulous 
t’irty finger at him.

“Yesh; I tell Mr. Harvey to his 
face that he’sh a deceiver. Once a 
fraud and a traitor, my friends, al- 
v-aysfa fraud and a traitor. Let his 
friendsh, the aris-to-crats bevahr, or 
he’ss betray zem as he hash betrayed 
ush!”

There were groans and hisses, but 
Clive smiled—rather wearily—and 
passed on. It was not until he had 
got out of sound of the raucous voice 
that Koshki’s weirds took to them
selves a significance. Was the man 
not speaking the truth? Was not he, 
Clive, “betraying his friends,” going 
to desert Lady Edith? The thought 
made him groan mentally.

The following day Lady Edith, ac
companied by as many other ladies as 
the carriage would hold, -drove from 
polling-station to polling-station, and 
was received everywhere with cheers 
which drowned the few ungallant 
hisses. Clive was busy, too, trying to 
persuade himself that he was keen 
on the result, hilt knowing all the 
while that he did, not care whether he 
lost or won.

In a scene of the wildest excite
ment, in an uproar which was quite 
like “old times,” as Lord Chesterleigh 
said, the mayor stepped out on the 
balcony of the town hall and announ
ced the poll. Mr. Clive Harvey had 
been elected with a majority of near
ly five hundred, and was declared 
member for Brimieigh.

Amid the cheers, the yells, the curs
es of the mob, Clive came forward to 
propose the usual vote of thanks to 
the mayor. Graham seconded it in a 
manly little speech ; then Mr. Brod- 
dy’s voice was heard in the midst of

the mob, where he was surrounded by 
his friends.

“I declare that the election has 
been won by trickery!” he shouted 
hoarsely.

“Yesh!” cried Koshki. “By lies 
and trickery. But let Mishter Clive 
Harvey look out for himself. Our 
hour will come—and sooner than he 
thinks! I, Koshki, friend of the 
working man, tell him------”

The rest was drowned in the cheers 
and yells of the victorious party, 
which, when Clive appeared at the 
door of the hotel, proceeded as usual 
to carry him, at the risk of his life 
and limbs, on their shoulders to his 
committee-room.

Lady Edith and Lord Chesterleigh 
followed in the carriage; but it was 
not until they all met at the Grange 
that she could whisper her loving 
congratulation's.

“I am so proud, dearest!” she said 
as she leaned against him. “But 
knew you would win. Is there any
thing in which you could fail?”

With a heavy, accusing heart, he 
laid his hand on her head; it was 
well that she could not see his face.

“I owe my success, in great meas
ure, to you, Edith,” he said.
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CHAPTER XXVI.
For other various reasons, best 

known to themselves, the candidates, 
whether victorious or vanquished, al
ways bolt from the place in which 
they have been fighting the day after 
the election, and Clive found ^it neces 
sary to go to London on the day after 
the poll; he had promised to speak 
for a political friend who was still 
fighting one of the London districts. 
The Chesterleighs were to follow in 
a day or two.

When he arrived at his rooms, he 
found a pressing letter from the man 
who was yet in the throes of his can- 
didateship, and Clive, welcoming the 
necessity for further work in which 
to absorb himself, made an apology 
for a dinner with a’ chop, and set ont 
for the place of meeting. He bad a 
hot time of it from friends and foes, 
and, declining his fellow politician’s 
invitation to supper, walked through 
the warm and stuffy streets, wearily 
and sadly, brooding over the prob
lem of his engagement

And yet it had almost ceased to be 
a problem, for he felt that there was 
only one- course open to him—the 
honest, straightforward one. He

must tell Lady Edith the truth.
T)ie meeting had been held in a 

hall in one of the back streets of 
Chelsea, and Clive found himself at 
the turning leading to Benson's 
Rents. It was natural enough that he 
should be drawn in the direction of 
the spot where he had experienced the 
happiest moments of his life; and he 
passed under the archway and walk
ed toward the house In which Mina 
had lived.

As he did so, he heard a step be
hind him, and looking round—for he 
had learned that it was as well to 
keep an eye on your slum neighbor— 
he saw that it was Quilton.

“Why, Quilton!” he said.
Quilton nodded. “Congratulations

------” he began ; but Clive cut him
short.

“What are you doing here?” he 
asked, then he checked -himself with a 
sense of self-reproach; he had clean 
forgotten the Woman Quilton had so 
kindly offered to befriend.

Quilton nodded again. “Yes,” he 
said as if he had read Clive’s mind. 
“She’s very bad; sent for me.”

“I’ll go with you," said Clive.
Quilton stopped and gazed before 

him.
"Better not,” he said.
“Why not? I shall not disturb 

her,” rejoined Clive. “I am ashamed 
to say that I had nearly forgotten the 
poor creature. Yes; I’ll go with 
you.”

Quilton’s face grew like a mask, and 
he was silent for a moment; then he 
said with an air of impassive resig 
nation;

“Very well. I’m a little tired of 
playing at Fate; it’s a foolish game 
and a losing one.”

“I don’t know what you mean,’ 
said Clive.

“Probably not; but you may pre
sently. Come in.”

They entered the house next the 
one in which the Burrells had lived 
and Clive followed Quilton up the 
stairs. The door of one of the rooms 
was opened to them by a respectable, 
motherly old woman, to whom Quil
ton spoke a word or two.

“She’s about the same, sir,” said 
the woman. “I’m afraid she’s sink
ing fast. Will you please to come 
in? She made me send for you, sir.

They went into the room and Clive 
saw the woman propped up with 
cushions in a chair. She was much 
emaciated, and looked, as the woman 
in charge had said, as it she were 
dying. For a moment or two the 
dark eyes gazed up at Quilton as if 
she did not recognize him, but sud
denly she said, in a weak, hollow 
voice:

“You have come, Henry. I—I want
ed to see you, to tell you that I am 
dying.”
. Quilton did not contradict her, but 
responded with a nod. She must

THE CHARM 
OF MOTHERHOOD

Enhanced By Perfect Physi
cal Health.

The experience of Motherhood ia a try
ing one to most women and marks dis
tinctly an epoch in their lives. Not one 
woman in a hundred is prepared or un
derstands how to properly care for her
self. Of course nearly every.woman 
nowadays has medical treatment at such 
times, but many approach the experi
ence with an organism unfitted for the 
trial of strength, and when it is over 
her system has received a shock from 
which it is hard to recover. Following 
right upon this comes the nervous strain 
of caring for the child, and a distinct 
change in the mother résulta.

There is nothing more charming than 
a happy and healthy mother of children, 
and indeed child-birth under the right 
conditions need be no hazard to health or 
beauty. The unexplainable thing is 
that, with all the evidence of shattered 
nerves and broken health resulting from 
an unprepared condition, and with am
ple time in which to prepare, women 
will persist in going blindly to the trial

Every woman at this time should rely 
upon Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound, a most valuable tonic and 
tovigorator of the female organism.

In many homes i 
once childless there 
are now children be- ( 

ise of the fact 
that Lydia E. Pink- 
ham's Vegetable.
Compound makes’ 
womqji normal, 
healthy and strong. 1

If yen want special advice write to 
Lydia B. Pinkham Medicine Ce. (confi
dential) Lynn, Mass. Year letter will 
be opened, read and answered by a 
iremaa and held in strict * ~
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FOR
HEADACHES, BILIOUSNESS 

CONSTIPATION.

INDIGESTION
Nearly all our minor ailments, and many 

of the seribus ones, too, are traceable to 
some disorder of the stomach, liver, and 
bowels. If you wish to avoid the mis
eries of indigestion, acidity, heartburn, 
flatulence, headaches, constipation, and 
a host of other distressing ailments, you 
must see to it that your stomach, liver 

and bowels are equal to 
the work they have to 
do. It is a simple matter 

to take 30 drops of Mother Seigel’s Syrup 
daily, after meals, yet thousands of former 
sufferers have banished indigestion, bil
iousness, constipation, and all their dis
tressing consequences in just this simple 
way. Profit by their experience. As a 
digestive tdnic and stomachic remedy, 
Mother Seigel’s Syrup is unsurpassed.

2015
MOTHER

SEIGEL’S
SYRUP.

THE NEW 1.00 Size CONTAINS 3 TIMES AS MUCH 
As the Trial Sue sold at50cl*eh bottle.

have seen behind his mask, however 
for she said, with a sigh:

"You’ve been very good to me—bet
ter than I deserve. Who is this? 
she asked, turning her heavy eyes on 
Clive.

“A friend,” said Quilton.
“Does he know?” she asked, not 

eagerly, but wearily, almost indiffer 
ently.

“Not yet,” said Quilton. “You’d 
better tell him.”

“Why?” she asked, with a sigh 
“You made me promise to keep the 
secret.”

“Yes,” said Quilton ; “but I’ve 
changed my mind, so far as he is con
cerned. Shall I tell him, Juanita?”

She made a gesture of assent with 
her head, and Quilton, with a wood
en countenance and almost as wood 
en a face, turned to Clive and, with
out a word of preparation, said:

“This is Lady Chesterleigh, Mr. 
Harvey.”

Clive did not start; he scarcely felt 
surprised ; why, he knew not. He 
received the information without a 
sign or a word.

“Lady Chesterleigh,” said Quilton. 
“She is his first wife.”

Then the ghastly significance of the 
statement began to dawn on Clive, 
and his face paled.

Quilton nodded, as if again he had 
read Clive’s mind.

“Yes. His first wife—this lady- 
was alive when he married the sec
ond time,” he said. • “Of course he 
was ignorant of the fact. She left 
him in a moment of jealousy, quite 
unfounded and unreasonable jealousy 
and she contrived to have a report of 
her death conveyed to him. Why, 
you ask.” He smiled grimly and 
glanced at the woman. “When jeal
ousy turns love to hate------”

I never loved him!” broke from 
the woman’s white lips. “I married 
him for all he" could give me, rank, 
money------”

“And she surrendered these as 
well as her husband,” said Quilton 
gravely, unemotionally. “Somebody 
says jealousy is as strong as death ; 
anyhow, it’s stronger than self-inter
est and common sense.” He paused 
a moment and then added, as if in ex
planation ; “Lady Chesterleigh is 
Spanish. You know now why she was 
at Palace Gate and in Crosvenor 
Square. Why she did not publicly 
declare her rank and publicly demand 
her rights she knows better than I 
dc.”

“I was ashamed at times,” said the 
woman. “At others I—I wanted re 
venge; but my courage always failed 
me; and now I know—he”—she 
meant Quilton—"has made it clear to 
me—that the fault was mine, and that 
I should be silent to the end. But for 
my child—but you will take care of 
her, Henry?” She broke off listless
ly.

(To be Continued.)

While the waist line curves in at the 
waist slightly more, the fashionable 
figure still clings to the straight front.

Mhuu-d’s Cures Diphtheria.

New Fall
rSUITINGS !

Within the next few weeks you are going to 
buy a new Fall Suit—that’s certain. Perhaps 
to-day, perhaps to-morrow, perhaps in a month
—but you’re going to buy it.

We think you ought to know why it’s wise to 
“Do it now.” The best reason is that our stocks 
are complete—you’re bound to get more style 
satisfaction out of a broad choice than a narrow 
one—you get the broad choice now—you may 
not get it later.

This is why we invite your inspection of the 
stylish patterns now on hand.

Chaplin,
The Store That Pleases.

Do You need a 
New Overcoat?

If so, you need one that is at once smart, 
serviceable and reasonable in price.

1Î We can show you Overcoats that 
will fill the bill perfectly, of fine Chin
chillas and Friezes in Navy, Grey, and 
Brown, and in several new models. 
These Overcoats, which can be had in 
all sizes, are sure to please the most 
particular dresser.

1f For Youths and Boys we have also 
a very fine stock of Overcoats in the 
above colors and materials, in several 
different styles and in all sizes.

11. S. Picture and Portrait Co

JUST ARRIVED

per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit

ings. No two patterns 

alike. These goods were 

ordered before the big 

jump in Woollens and our

Customers 
can have the 

advantage of 
OLD PRICES

Our new style sheets for 

Fall and Winter just to 

hand.

«ox-ziM UUUKWUKTH STREET.


