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“ECHOES
of the Past ;

OB,

The Recompense of 
Love!”

CHAPTER XXIV.
Lord Chesterleigh, who was sitting 

on the left of Clive, consulted his 
programme.
' “This is the young girl, Veronica 
Vernon, whom I told you I heard at 
Manchester,” he said. “She has a 
wonderful voice, and is a remarkably 
pretty girl—ah, here she comes!”

The audience clapped furiously as 
the young, slight figure came slowly 
up the steps and onto the platform 
Clive was looking at the programme 
and did not raise his eyes until the 
prelude of the accompaniment had 
been got through and the first notes 
of the singer rose in the crowded and 
heated hall. Then the programme 
fluttered from his hand, the color fad
ed from his face and he sat, like a 
thing of stone, staring at the young 
girl, who stood, with downcast eyes 
and modest mien, pouring out the 
liquid voice which he knew so well.

He sat like a man in a trance, his 
heart seemed to have ceased to beat, 
he scarcely breathed. It is said that 
in the moment before death all one’s 
past life passes before one’s con
sciousness; it was so with Clive at 
that moment. Every incident of the 
past with which Mina was connected 
rose before him, and the voice in 
which she had spoken to him in the 
street when he had rescued her, at 
the Tate Gallery, in the grimy hall 
where she had saved his life, at the 
bedside when she had nursed him, 
drowned the exquisite melody with 
which she was now flooding the hall.

A kind of dull amazement sat upon 
him. She was lovelier than qver; 
with all her modesty, she bore her
self like a young queen. In all that 
crowded hall there was no girl, no 
woman, so lovely, so bewitching.

The song ended and was instantly 
followed by a burst of enthusiastic 

, applause and shouts of encore, in 
which even the orchestra joined. 
Clive glanced at the orchestra and 
saw the bent form of the hunchback, 
Elisha, which he had not noticed be
fore. No, it was no vision, no hallu
cination ; it was Mina herself, no 
longer the waif and stray of the 
streets, but a queen of song, acknow
ledged and acclaimed as such by an 
enthusiastic audience. It is not too 
much to say that Clive lost all sense 
of his surroundings, that he was 
overwhelmed by the sudden backward 
rush of memory; his emotions ebbed 
like a swift tide; he realised that he 
had been living during the last two or 
three months in a kind of dream, that 
he had been caught up by the wind 
of circumstance and driven without 
volition into a course of life in which 
his heart had no part.

Lady Edith’s voice roused him from 
his reverie, his state of stupor.

“Why don’t you clap, dearest?” she 
asked. “How beautifully she sang! 
No wonder they want an encore. Why, 
what is the matter, Clive! How pale 
you look, are you ill?” she inquired 
anxiously. >

Clive shook his head; for a mo
ment he seemed incapable of speak
ing. There was a sudden hush; Miss 
Veronica Vernon was going to grant 
the encore. As usual, she sang 
“Home, Sweet Home”; and she was 
in the middle of the second verse, the 
audience listening as if spellbound, 
with tears in the eyes of many of 
them, when suddenly the young sing
er faltered and then stopped. A kind 
of thrill ran through pie audience, 
every eye was fixed on her, and it was 
seen that she had gone deathly white 
and that her gaze seemed to be riveted 
on some one or something in the mid
dle of thé front seats.

The sudden cessation of the sweet, 
pathetic voice, the pallor of the beau
tiful face, gave the audience some
thing like a shock ; and they turned 
and looked curiously, half-fearfully, 
in the direction in which her eyes 
were fixed# Instinctively, with a de
sire to go to her, Clive half rose; for
tunately, other persons had also ris
en and his movement appeared to be 
unnoticed ; but as he sank down again 
he chanced to look behind him and he 
met the dark, piercing eyes of Sara 
fixed on him. There was something 
sinister in their expression, in the 
straight line of the lips; and her 
gleaming eyes flashed from his face 
to that of the white one of the girl on 
the platform.

“What is the matter?” asked Lady 
Edith, while similar inquiries came 
from different parts of the hall.

It was Lord Chesterleigh who 
answered. He, too, had risen. “She 
has been taken ill,” he said. “Poor 
girl!"

From the orchestra a hunchback 
with a violin in his hand came across 
the platform toward the girl; but be 
fore he could reach her—the pause 
had been really only one of a few 
moments—she had signed to the con 
ductor and taken up the song; and 
she sang it through bravely, and all 
the more touchingly because of the 
tremor in her voice. With her last 
note a roar of applause and cheering 
rewarded her courage.

The audience insisted upon calling 
her again and again, and she came on 
led by the conductor, her face still 
pale and with a grave expression in 
her eyes instead of the conventional 
smile.

The rest of thé concert was a kind 
of anticlimax ; every one was think
ing and a great many talking of the 
girl. The crowded audience got up to 
go, with “God Save the King,” but 
Clive still sat as it in a dream ; then, 
with a start, he pulled himself to
gether, arranged Lady Edith’s gor
geous wrap about her white shoul
ders, and went out with the rest Late 
as it was, he had a committee meet
ing to attend, and he told Lady Edith

of this as he put her in the carriage.
“Oh, what a pity, dearest!” she 

said. “Can you not shirk it for to
night? You look so pale, so tired, as 
if you were ill.”

“I’m all right,” he said, and he 
knew that his voice sounded strange 
and hoarse. “Good night”

When the carriage had driven off, 
he stood, with his hands thrust in his 
overcoat pockets, his head bent. Was 
it because she had seen him that she 
had been startled and smitten to si
lence? If so, what did it mean? She 
did not love him, he knew that; she 
had told him so in the most effectual 
way. She was near him. A burning, 
feverish desire to see her took pos
session of him; a desire that was ir
resistible.

He made his way through the crowd 
to the corner of the street, then stop
ped, but the force he could not with
stand drew him on, and he went round 
to the orchestra door.
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Itchy Nose And Running Eyes Cured
In Five Minutes By “Catarrhozone

Bronchial Distress and Bad Throat 
Believed at Once.

Every day comes news of wonderful 
cures made by Catarrhozone. Cases 
are reported and personal testimony is 
given that proves beyond question the 
marvelous merit of Catarrhozone.

Bad colds and running jayee it stops 
It a few minutes.

Trot table throat and dry bronchial 
eunghs are helped in a jiffy—always 
cored—if Catarrhozone is used aa di
rected.

Chronic Catarrh in the nose and 
throat the sort that keeps the breath 
rank and maintains a vile, sickening 
discharge—even that type of catarrh 
yields completely to the power of Ca- 
tarrhozone.

Just think of it! 4,

Not a drug to take, not an hour to 
wait for relief—you just simply inhale 
the pleasant, piney vapor of Catarrh
ozone and get well quickly.

“What Catarrhozone did for me in 
one week was simply a miracle, 
writes Malcolm R. McIntosh from Syd 
ney. “I had a frightful attack of Ca
tarrh. My ears buzzed and my head 
was full of noises. The, end of n . 
nose was red and itchy—^on the in
side it was sore and encrusted. I 
had vile dropping from my throat 
and was very sick. Relief came quick 

so I kept up the treatment and was 
absolutely cured by Catarrhozone.”

Nothing else will so effectively and 
quickly cure you as Catarrhozone. 
Get the $1.00 outfit; it always does 
the trick. Small size 60c.; sample 
trial size at all dealers.

CHAPTER XXV.
The people were coming out of the 

orchestra seats, and Clive stood aside 
to let them pass. The period of wait
ing gave him still further time for 
reflection. He was engaged to Lady 
Edith ; what excuse had he for seek
ing a meeting with Mina, the girl who 
had refused him? What right had he 
to force his presence on her, to cause 
her embarrassment, perhaps pain? 
There could be one answer only; but 
still he lingered.

The crowd began to grow less and 
presently a fly drove up. Inside it 
was Tibby! A transformed Tibby, 
gaily dressed in the extreme of fash
ion, but with a hat of enormous pro
portions and adorned by an. ostrich- 
feather of which the bird who origin
ally owned it had every reason to be 
proud. In size and gorgeousness the 
hat bore a family likeness to the 
quaint head-gear with which Clive 
was familiar, and the sight of Tibby 
in all her splendor touched a chord 
in Clive’s heart and recalled the past.

She leaned back, surveying ,the 
crowd with the air of satisfaction 
with which a showman- surveys the 
audience pouring out of his hall or 
theatre; then she caught sight of 
Clive ; an angry flush rose to her face 
and she sprang out of the fly, said 
something to the driver, and pushed 
her way into the hall before Clive, 
who had raised his hat, could ap
proach her.

Clive waited for some minutes, then 
went into the passage and asked the 
hall-keeper for Miss Veronica Ver
non.

“I think she’s gone, sir,” said the 
man. “I'll inquire for you.”

He came back presently. “Yes, sir, 
she’s gone. She went out by the 
front entrance.”

Clive realized with something like 
a sad relief that Tibby had been one 
too many for him. He went round to 
the front, but the keeper had already 
locked the door, and Clive walked 
slowly to the committee rooms. Yes; 
Tibby had saved the situation, and un
wittingly prevented him from in
flicting pain on Mina.

He tried to throw himself into the 
business before him, but it was with 
infinite weariness that he got through 
it and returned to the Royal Hart. 
He spent a sleepless night, counting 
the hours struck by the church clock 
—which seemed to be under his bed, 
so near and painfully insistent was it 
—and when it proclaimed seven he 
rose with a had headachy, had his 
breakkfast, and went out.

It was a lovely morning, and Clive, 
leaving the high street, the errand 
boys sleepily shaking the mats and 
sweeping out the shops stopping to 
look after him with curious interest, 
gained the meadows outside the town. 
Now that the effect of the sudden 
sight of Mina had worn off, he real 
ized the hopelessness, the unwisdom 
of his impulse of the night before ; it 
was better that they should not meet. 
And as he thus reflected bitterly, he 
saw her.

She was walking a little ahead of 
him down the lane. His heart leaped 
and his pulse quickened as he caught 
sight of the slight, graceful figure, 
and all the old love, which had only 
been sleeping, rose within him like 
an ardent flame, a flame that tortur
ed as it consumed him. She wore a 
plain morning frock of blue serge and 

tam-o’-shanter, and she carried her 
gloves in her hand as if she had 
caught than up as she left the hotel.

The prompt and positive results givdr 
by this pleaeant-tasting home-made 
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more homes than anv other remedy. II 
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lv overcome the average cough in 24 
hours.
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She was walking slowly, her head 
bent, a certain listlessness evident 
in her bearing; but as she heard foot 
steps behind her she drew herself up 
and walked more quickly, but he 
overtook her very soon.

“Mina!” he said quietly.
She stopped dead short and paused 

a moment before she turned her 
head, her face flushing hotly, then 
white as death ; and she turned and 
looked at him as if she were incapa 
ble of speech. In that moment he saw 
how much she had changed. He had 
left her a shy, almost timid girl 
now, even in that moment of stress 
and strain, she was, though a girl in 
years, a woman in her power of self 
command, and her eyes, after the first 
moment, met his steadily.

“Mina!” he said again. She had 
not offered her hand, and they stood 
regarding each other like two beings 
gazing from opposite sides of a wide 
gulf. “I tried to see you last night. 
I went out to the back of the hall. 
He knew by the expression of her eyes 
that Tibby had not told her that she 
had seen him. “I wanted to see you
to tell you how much------” He pans
ed. How banal the words sounded! 
“You are well?” -

“Quite well,” she said very quietly.
“And—and there is no need to ask 

whether you are flourishing. You 
have brought truth to our prophecies 
You are on the road to fame, and fa
mous already.” Again he felt how 
banal, how weak and feeble was the 
speech, but he struggled on. “Last 
night’s triumph is but one of many, 
I suppose?”

"They are always very kind to me 
yes,” she said. Her voice was still 
low and it did not quaver now, but 
her eyes were downcast, and he knew 
that her heart was beating fast.

“I am so glad, so delighted,” he 
said in the same tone, a tone meant 
to mask his agitation. “I did not 
know you were going to be here, to 
sing, did not know that you had be
come so famous.”

“No?” she said.

“No. I have not heard anything of 
you since------ And yet I have search
ed for you.” \

“Why?” she asked gravely.

Clive looked away across the corn
fields ripening to harvest. What 
could he answer?

“I was interested------ Ah, Mina,
why did you think it necessary to fly 
from me, to disappear, hide yourself, 
as if you were—yes, afraid of me?”

She regarded him with surprise, 
a pained "surprise.

“Why should I not have done so?” 
she asked. “It—it could not have 
mattered to you whether X remained 
at Benson’s Rents or went else
where.”

As she spoke he noticed the change 
in her voice and tone. They had al
ways been refined, but they were now 
marked by a savoir faire which quite 
wrongly, by the way, we consider the 
monopoly of the higher classes. He 
looked at her sadly.

“Did you think me so selfish, so 
heartless as not to care what became 
of you?” he said.

He saw that his appeal affected her. 
Her voice quavered slightly as she 
said:

(To be Continued.)

1476—A BECOMES DRESS FOR
MOTHER’S GIRL.

Girl’s Dress with Sleeve in Either of 
Two Lengths.

This charming model has the front 
in attractive shaping, forming a point
ed extension over the belt. The col
lar is new and in Quaker style. The 
sleeve in wrist length is good for cool 
weather. The short sleeve is com 
fortable and attractive with its pretty 
shaped cuff. The style is good for 
gingham, galatea, percale, chambrey, 
lawn, linen, serge, repp, poplin or 
cashmere. The Pattern is cut in 
sizes: 4, 6, 8 and 10 years. It re
quires 3% yards of 44 inch material 
for an 8 year size.

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

1482—1433.
WAIST—1482. SKIRT—1433.

1433

A Practical Stylish Dress for Busi
ness, Morning or General Wear.
This design is made up from Ladies’ 

Skirt Waist Pattern, 1482, and Ladies’ 
Skirt Patern, 1433. The Skirt is a 
six gore model and is cut in 6 sizes: 
22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist 
measure. It is excellent for velvet, 
corduroy, serge, voile» poplin, cloth, 
linen or taffeta. The waist is cut in 
6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 in
ches bust measur.e. It will develop 
attractively in crepe, batiste, madras, 
voile, serge, flannel, taffeta, corduroy 
or velvet. Figured prunella in blue or 
brown, black or blue serge, wiÇh sat
in or velvet facings would màke of 
this style a good suit for business 
wear. It requires 6 yards of double 
width material for a medium size.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns which will be mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. 
FOR EACH pattern in silver or 
stamps.
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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 15 days.

The lace blouse of three years ago 
can be brought to light and worn 
with a veetlike overblouse of silk cor
responding in tone with the skirt that 
you ylan to wear the blouse with.

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.
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Do You need a 
New Overcoat ?

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

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.

1Î 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.

1). S. Picture and Portrait Co.

JUST ARRIVED

pir 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.
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