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Every fifth roll is Certain-teed
The Genera1 says:—
“There are different ways of speculating 
—and one of the easiest ways to burn up 
your money is to buy an unknown grade, 
a ‘just c.3 good’ grade on a fakè-guaren- 
tced grade cf roofing.”

Certain-teed
A man without 
money or responsi­
bility can “guaran­
tee’ ’ anything with­
out running any financial risk—but when 

*thc maker of Certain-tecd Roofing puts

Roofing his big manufactur­
ing plants behind 
his guarantee, it 
means something 

to you as the purchaser of roofing—that’s 
why you siiou'-l insirt on Certain-teed,

General Roofing Manufacturing Company
TForZiZ’s largest manufacturers of Hoofing and HuihHua Vapors
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"ECHOES
of the Past;

OR,

The Recompense of 
Love !”
CHAPTER IV.

Clive was not troubled with dreams 
for lie belonged to that healthy and 
fortunate and extremely limited 
class of young men who fall asleep 
Wry soon after their heads touch 
the pillow, and are only awhkened by 
a prolonged bombardment on the 
door by a long-suffering servant.

If he had been inclined to forget 
the closing incident of last night, he 
was reminded of it, while shaving, by 
the slight but perceptible scar on his 
cheek ; and naturally enough he 
thought pityingly of the more serious 
blow which had fallen on the young 
girl. He wondered whether she had 
been badly hurt; and it seemed to 
him that in common humanity he

as a—a gentleman, but what’s' due to 
the family.”

“Sorry you didn’t like the speech, 
Dolf,” said Clive good-temperedly. 
“More sorry that the guv’nor’s bad. I 
suppose he wouldn’t like me to call, 
wouldn’t see me if I did?”

“He certainly would not,” replied 
Sharing, with a sniff. “And I don’t 
see how you could expect him to. In 
fact, I don’t see how you could ex­
pect any of us to stand the infernal 
nonsense—the way you’re carrying 
on. I shall lose the train if I don’t 
look out. Drive on, Wilson.”

Clive walked on thoughtfully and 
somewhat sadly. As he reached the 
square, he came within sight of the 
newspaper man’s stand, and there, in 
large letters on the contents’ bills, 
was “Harvey’s Speech on Housing of 
Poor.” “The Friend of the People on 
the Dens of London.” Clive was not 
a Vain man, and he averted his eyes 
quickly with the embarrassment 
which a modest man feels when lie 
sees his name displayed in public; 
but it must be confessed that his 
pulse quickened and that he was con­
scious of a sense of gratification. At 
any rate, he had done something last

ought to go and ascertain, notwith- night to deserve in some slight meas-
standing the rebuff which he had re­
ceived from the odd-looking creature 
whom the hunchback had addressed 
as Tibby; but he knew how keenly 
the poor resented anything like in­
trusion, and he put the desire from 
him.

He was due on a committee at 
eleven o’clock, and, after he had made 
a good breakfast, he lit his cigar and 
walked toward the House. As he was 
passing Wellington Barracks an open 
carriage overtook him; there was 
some luggage on the box, and inside 
the carriage was seated a thin and 
peevish-looking young man, wrapped 
in a fur coat, and with an eye-glass.

He was Clive’s eldest brother, 
Adolphus, Lord Sharing. . Clive stop­
ped, and the coachman, touching his 
hat, pulled up. Adolphus looked as 
if lie were rather inclined to cut hi? 
brother; but Clive went up to the 
carriage and nodded.

“Morning, Dolf,” he said. “Going 
somewhere?"

Sharing’s wizened face flushed an 
unhealthy pink, and he surveyed the 
tall, erect figure and handsome, 
healthy face of his younger brother 
with an unfriendly stare.

“Yes, X am going to Rafborough,” 
he said querulously. “I am very un­
well. The doctor says I must get 
away from London, get away for per­
fect quiet and rest.”

“Sorry,” said Clive. “How is the 
guv’nor?”

“He has a bad attack .of the gout,” 
said Sharing, eyeing Clive accusing­
ly. “He’s very much upset; and no 
wonder. He read that abominable 
speech of yours in the paper this 
morning, and it drove him half-mad. 
’Pon my soul, I can’t think how you 
could have said the things you did. 
Deuced bad form, I call it. Seems to- 
me you’ve gone off your head, and not 
only forgotten what’s due to yourself

* ure the title bestowed, upon him.
| He sat on his committee—over a 
dreary business, which any man with 
the intelligence of a lop-eared rabbit 
could have settled by himself in "tèn 
minutes—then, with a sigh of relief, 
made his way out of the stifling room 
into the fresh air. As he did so, Big 
Ben chimed the half-hour after 
twelve ; it was too soon for lunch, 
and he turned towards St. Jambs’ 
Park for a stroll, during which he 
could think over some points on the 
subject of the Blue Book he had been 
studying last night; then, suddenly, 
he thought of the little street siifger, 
and resolved to face the probability 
of another rebuff and inquire after 
her.
, He made his way to Benson's Rents, 
and found the door which had been 
shut so unceremoniously in his face 
last night now open. He knocked 
two or three times without getting 
any response; but suddenly he heard 
a voice inquire impatiently:

“Well, wot is it?” "/
Looking down in the direction of 

the voice, he saw a woman’s smutty 
face peering at him indignantly from 
between the bannisters of the base­
ment stairs.

I am inquiring for a person called 
Elisha,” he began.

Second floor, back,” said the slav­
ey, and the face instantly disappeared, 
though Clive could hear murmurs of 
reproach and complaint until they 
were drowned by the slamming of a 
door in the basement. After a mo­
ment or two of hesitation, he went 
up the rickety stairs and knocked at 
a door on the second floor. It was a 
moment or two before he received 
any answer; then a low voice said, 
“Come in,” and he entered.

In a low chair, beside a handful "of 
fire, sat the girl he had rescued from 
the hooligans. She was leaning back, 
with her shawl wrapped round her,

as if she were cold; her face was very 
pale, and her large dark eyes met his 
with a startled questioning; she rose, 
gripping the arm of the chair, and 
continued to gaze at him with a sur­
prise and an expression that would 
have been «one of fear, but for a touch 
of something that looked like a shy 
pleasure. The color rose to the clear 
olive of her face, and accentuated its 
girlish beauty ; her lips opened as If 
she would speak; but she said noth­
ing, and only continued to gaze at 
him.

“I hope I have not startled you,” 
said Clive. “I came to ask after you, 
and was told to walk up. I hope you 
are not ill from last night’s adven­
ture, that you were not seriously 
hurt by that young ruffian.”

The tone, the manner In which he 
addressed her were just those in 
which he would have spoken to a girl 
of his own class ; they had none of 
that fatal and foolish condescension 
with which some persons consider it 
proper to assume when x they are 
speaking to their inferiors. And the 
girl seemed to respond to his inborn 
courtesy, to rise to the occasion, as 
it were; the color still struggled in 
hei^ cheeks, and her girlish bosom 
still fluttered; but she said quite 
calmly, and with a self-possession and 
grace that were not lost upon Clive:

“Thank you; it is very kind of you, 
sir. Won’t you sit down?”

Clive drew forward a chair, and 
waited for her to resume her seat 
again, just as he would have done if 
she had been a girl of his own class.

“You haven’t answered my ques 
tion,” he said, with a smile.

She smiled in response. “Oh, no, I 
am not ill; it was rather a nasty cut; 
hut Tibby saw to it—it was not bad 
enough for a doctor.” She paused ; 
then went on: “I am quite ashamed 
when I think of-rof last night. It 
was foolislLof me to be so frightened 
and to faint; but I am always ner­
vous when I am singing in the 
streets.” Her eyes were cast down, 
and her clasped hands closed over 
each other tightly; then she looked 
up at him with a quick glance, 
am not obliged to go; don’t think 
that; it is my own wish, my own free 
will. Elisha would rather I didn’t 
indeed, he has been all against it from
the first; but------” She looked at him
again, almost appealingly, as if she 
were eager that he should under 
stand. “But I felt that I ought to do 
something^that I ought to help earn 
some money. Elisha is not—-not 
strong. You saw. And sometimes he 
is not able to play. And I do help 
them, him and Tibby. People give 
me money; more money than they 
give him, Elisha says, when he’s 
alone. But not often as much as you 
gave me last night It was—too 
much. I wanted to thank you for it, 
and for all your kindness to us; but' 
—she looked at him again appealingly 
with' a faint, apologetic smile—“there 
was not time.”

“No,” said Clive, with an answer­
ing smile. “But it wasn’t necessary 
to thank me. Your song was worth 
more than that trifling sum. Is Elisha 
your father—brother?”

“No,” she replied ; “he’s no rela­
tion.”

Clive was not surprised at the in­
formation. Accustomed ~as he was 
to the apparent inconsistencies which 
were always presenting themselves 
to him in the lives of the poor people 
with whom he came in contact, he 
was struck by the girl’s manner, her 
mode of speech, and her voice ; they 
were distinctly superior to those of 
the class to which she belonged ; they 
were as free from vulgarity and as 
strangely ..inconsistent with her sur­
roundings as her graceful figure and 
the refined beauty of her face.

“And -Tibby?” he asked.
“Tibby is Elisha's daughter,” she 

said, her dark-gray eyes growing 
soft with sympathy and affection. 
“She calls me her sister, but I am not.
I wish I was, for we love each other 
like sisters; and she is good, oh, very 
good to me! So is ’Lisha.” She

dropped the “E” in her earnestness, 
and Clive" liked her all the better for 
doing so. “I am an orphan. ’Lis^ia 
found me under the archway one 
night when I was a baby; and he has 
taken care of me ever since; adopted 
me, don’t you call it? He taught me 
to sing. He is a great musician ; you 
heard him play? But he doesn’t 
play so well in the streets as he does 
at home here. Ah, then it is beauti­
ful—when we are alone, and it is 
quite quiet. He is nervous in the 
streets, too; though you wouldn't 
think it.”

“Yes, he is a very fine musician,” 
said Clive. "I knew that while I was 
listening "to him last night.” Her 
eyes glowed With pleasure, and she 
leaned forward slightly and nodded 
eagerly. "Are you fond of singing?”

“Oh, yes,” she replied, with a long 
breath. “It is”—she looked round, as 
if for a word—“beautiful; especially 
when I am by myself, and there Is no 
one listening, looking on. I forget 
everything then, and nothing—noth 
ing seems to matter.”

“I can see that you, too, are a mu 
sician,” said Clive.

“Oh, no,” she hastened to say simp­
ly. “I can’t play anything. Elisha 
tried to save money enough to buy a 
piano—he said that it would be so 
much better for. me, that presently I 
might get some engagements, if I 
could play my own accompaniments; 
but he got ill. He is very delicate— 
and we had to have a doctor, and so 
the money went; the savings, I mean; 
and we didn’t have the piano. Elisha 
fretted about it; and he is trying to 
save again. I wish he wouldn’t.”

Clive was touched, but not surpris­
ed, by^ her naive recital. He had long 
since discovered that self-denial is 
more apt to flourish in the slums than 
in Mayfair.

“And what does Tibby do?” he ask­
ed. “Is she also a musician?"

The girl laughed; and Clive thought 
it a good laugh to hear ; it was so 
soft, so innocent, so girlish.

“Oh, no; Tibby does not know one 
note from another, and always mix­
es up ‘Killarney’ with *The Minstrel 
Boy’ if she doesn’t hear the words. 
But she is very, clever,” she added, as 
if she were afraid he should think 
she was disparaging Tibby. “She 
makes flowers. She works at a fac­
tory where they make the artificial 
ones—for hats and bonnets, you know. 
She is so quick with her fingers, oh, 
wonderfully! and has such taste. You 
should see some of the beautiful 
things she makes, wreaths and 
sprays; they look so natural that you 
feel inclined to smell them—to see if 
there is any scent,” she explained. 
“But they do not pay her much,” sh 
sighed; “not nearly so much as they 
ought to do. Sometimes we seè the 
flowers that Tibby has made in the 
shops, and they are marked up ever 
so much ; -and poor Tibby only gets 
eighteen pence a day. Don’t you 
think it is wicked to pay people 
such a little and get so much for 
their work?”

“It Is very wicked,” said Clive, 
wishing that some of his political 
friends who called him a visionary 
and agitator, and a Don Quixote, 
could see and listen to this girl. “It 
is one of the things some of us are 
trying to reform.”

(To be Continued.)

THE FIGHT OF ENDURANCE.

Fashion Plates.
The Home Dressmaker should kee* 

a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat­
tern Cuts. These wDPbe fouud rerj 
useful to refer to from time to time.

1366.—A POPULAR AND COMFORT­
ABLE MODEL.

*

t.

Ladies’ House Dress with Reversible
F’ronts, with or without Collar, with
Sleeve in Either of Two Lengths,
and with Cap.
Galatea, seersucker, gingham, 

chambrey, percale, or lawn are good 
for this style. Its practical feature is 
the reversible closing, but if desired 
the fronts may be stitched to position 
aj; the centre. The neck finish may be 
collarless or with the neat rolled col­
lar. The sleeve is good in wrist 
length and very convenient and com­
fortable in elbow finish. The ample 
pockets one or two may be added or 
omitted. As here shown khaki cloth 
was used with trimming of white 
wash braid. Blue and white check­
ed gingham, gray striped sesrsucker, 
or dotted percale are also appropriate. 
The Pattern is cut .in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure. 
The cap may be of the same material 
as the dress, or may be used as a 
boudoir cap and finished in lawn, 
mult, organdie, net or embroidery. It 
is cut in one size only Medium. The 
Pattern for the dress requires 7 
yards of 36 inch material for a Me­
dium size. The Cap requires % yard 
o£ 27 inch material. The skirt meas­
ures about 3 yards at the foot.

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

1386. — A SIMPLE BUT PLEASING 
SUMMER FROCK.

Address lu fuU;- 

Name .................

Popular London
BT SPECIAL WARRANT 

OF APPOINTMENT
BY SPECIAL WARRANT
■of appointment!

TO IULH.
THE PRINCE OF WALESTO H.I.M. THE KINS O. ROBLIN, Toronto 

OanMUan Agent MIN ARB’S LINIMENT CUBES GAR.
JOHN JACKSON

Westminister Gazette.—Merely to 
stand firm and to prove that all ideas 
of dividing the Allies and driving one 
of them to a separate peace are illu­
sion to gain a great advantage 
against an enemy who is fighting 
against time. But the fight of endur­
ance, the fight for time, requires care­
ful division of labor between the 
Allies with a cool eye to the separate 
requirements of army, navy, muni­
tions, supplies, and the credit which 
makes supplies possible. We, carry­
ing the great naval burden, cannot 
regard the problem as solely that of 
putting so many men into the fighting­
line. It would be a disaster to our 
Allies if, for lack of labor, we were 
unable to fulfill the obligations which 
we have undertaken to them; and they 
are well aware that these obligations 
place a limit on our purely military 
effort. We will do our utmost in that 
respect, but we have reached the 
point at which we must be cautious 
about turning producers into consum­
ers by making them soldiers unless 
we are quite certain that they will be 
of more use to the Allied cause in that 
capacity.

Costume for Misses and Small Wo­
men, (with Yoke Skirt and with 
Dart Fitted or Short Sleeve).
This attractive model would be 

lovely as a graduation dress, a danc­
ing frock, or a bridesmaid dress. It 
is nice for organdie, net, mull, grena­
dine, voile, dimity, embroidered or 
plain crepe, tub or taffeta silk, ba­
tiste, challie, or poplin. The full skirt 
portions are joined to a yoke. The 
waist has deep tucks below the bust. 
The sleeve may be made with a flare 
cuff, or in wrist length, close fitting 
and plain. The Pattern is cut in 3 
sizes: 16, 18 and 20 years. It requires 
6^4 yards of 36 inch material for a 16 
year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.
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A CABRIA6E 
FOR BABY.

Just received another large shipment of

Baby Carriages, 
Pullman Sleepers,
And Collapsible^Carts

In all the latest and most approved styles.

We shall be pleased to have you call and Inspect them care­
fully.

----------------------- --------------------------------------------------------

U. S. Picture and Portrait Co.,
COMPLETE HOUSE FURNISHERS.

BnBfvsIdi&JuJA

J. J.
45c.-The Real Irish Butter-4 Se.

Just landed ex s.s. Durango from the Killarney Lakes, 
another shipment of the best IRISH BUTTER, which 

is little cheaper, retailing at 45c. lb.
500 dozen*Nicely Perfumed

Toilet Soap,
in 1 doz. boxes. Price 35c. doz.

J. J. ST. JOHN,
DUCKWORTH ST. A LEMARCHANT ROAD.
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New Fall 
SUITINGS !

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 whyxit’s wise to 
“Do it now7.” 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.

Bm
E
Ekk
n

TH?
u
1-31
M
St

M
H
Uunw

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the Illus­
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 

ess than 15 days.

The Eastern Trust Company.
A few reasons why an estate can be better administered by 

the Eastern Trust Company than by a personal executor or 
administrator :—

!• .The Company affords the estate absolute security; It has 
a paid-up capital of $981,000.00, and a reserve fund of 
$229,800.00.

2. it has a long experience In the work of administering 
estates ; it is incorporated for this business of acting as a trus- 
tee, and, unlike many other trust companies, it does no other.

3. Its existence is perpetual. Your estate, in the event of 
the death of a personal executor or administrator, must look 
around for a substitute, and the work of administration is im­
peded during that time, and the new executor ie unfamiliar 
with the policy of his predecessor, and confusion results. This 
company’s existence is perpetual, and there is a continuity of 
policy in its administration that the death of its officers does 
not break.

4. It possesses the confidence of governments, universities 
and prominent charities and adminis ters their funds.

6. A number of other advantages which will appear In due 
course.

The Eastern Tnist Company,

n

marS.m.tf
Pitts Building, St John’s. 
V,


