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THE
;Fhantom Lover.

(Bythe Author of “A «Baghelor Hus-
3 band.”)

CHAPTER XXXV,

l The hot blood died down, leaving
\Mm cool and alert. He pushed the door
rwld.o open and walked into the reem.
} The group of men by the fireplace
' scattered; some one coughed deprecat-
ingly; some one else seized upen a
siphon and began filling an already
{full glass recklessly.
Nobedy spoke.
Micky kicked the door to behind him,
shutting it with a slam.
\ His eyes went straight to Ashton—a
X ‘.male Ashton, trying to smile uncom-
f ernedly and brazen the situation out.
L “FPH give you  two minutes in which
gtoﬂapologise,” Micky said in'a voice of
steel. “T'wo minutes in which to retract
the damned lies you've just beem say-
ing in this room—or—or T'll thrash
l you within an inch of your life.”
k In the silence following ome could
! have heard a pin drop. Every one look-
’ @& at Ashton. Micky took out his watch.
l It seemed an eternity before ashton
* gpoke.
; “If you've been listening——" he be-
E gan blustering.
! He moistened his dray lips.
i “What I said is the truth,” he broke
} out spluttering. “You were in Paris
’wlth o o Bat the name was naver
upoken—Micky's clenched fist shot out
| and struck him right in the mouth.
] In a moment the room was in an
» wproar; half a dozem men-rushed at
tmcky and pinned his arms. &
. “Mellowes—for God’s sake—if Hoop-
er comes in. . . .”
. . Ashton had staggered back against
»the wall; his mouth was cut gnd bleed-
th; he was swearing horribly.
\ Micky was crimson in the faee; the {
’veins stood out like cords on his fore-
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head; he was straining every merve to
free himself from his captors.
“Apologise!” he gasped. “Apologise,
you damned cad!”
Ashton laughed savagely.
“Apologise! What for? It's the truth,
and you know it. Apelogise! I'll repeat
it. . . . I say that you were in Paris

three weaks age with. Esther Shep-

stone, one of the girls from Eldred’s.

Micky suddenly stopped struggling,
but. his bresth came in deep gasps as
he spoke. He looked round at the faces
of the other men.

“J know most of you—here,” he said
in 3 laboured voice. “And mest of you
know me—and you know that I'm not

a damned ligr like Ashton; and X know.

that youw'll believe me—believe me—
when I tell you that the lady who was
with me in—in Paris—three weeks ago
~—is my wife . . . we've been married
some time—and it is solely by her
wish that it has been Rept a secret.”

1t Micky had dropped a bomb in the
room it could - hardly  have created
mere constermation. The ivcredulity
on the faces of the men around him
would have been amusing tp ap on-
looker, but to Micky the whele thing
was tregedy.

He had brought Esther to thh with
his blundering * quixotism; &e was
nearly beside himself with remorse.

If he had been free he would have
half killed Ashton. His hands ached to
get #t him; to take him by hig lyfng
throat and choke the breath from his
body.

" He looked at the men amnd him
[ with puqhu:c eyes.
“I'vg mevep/given any of you cause
to doubt m¥ werd yet,” he said hoarse-

Iy. “And I'm sure yew'll agree with me
that this man should be made to re-
traet what he said snd apelogise.” :

“Certainly—he ought .to apelogise.
It's disgfaceful—infernally disgrace-
ful,” said 3 man who had been
ing to Ashton's story eagerly emough
a moment ago.

“What do you say, mﬂmm"’

1 ed a glass of whisky%crou to him.
'rluro an. ungomfortable, mce. :
'ZOY wera all feeling | it

¥ apicy bit of scandal.

‘thay all )omemberﬁ
m relish they had listemed to this

“Never could m Ashton,” some
ont said w abasement.
“Worm—the man h}-—”tect. outsid-
er!” \

There were several MUX assent;
the sympathy wes decidedly with
. Micky. 2

After & moment he tose to his feet.

«] suppose an apology is due from,
ma t00” he @aid: he spoke with it
ficulty. “But I think any of you—in the,
same circumstances——"

‘He waited a moment.

“Quite right—ceminly
have done the same W

Micky.smiled faintly.

“And I am sure you won't let thig

g0 any furiher—for—for my wife's
sake,” he added:

They pressed round him, aha,klns
him by the hand and reassufing him.
Micky took it. for what it was worth.
He knew that these of Yhem who were
married men wouwld go etraight home
and tell their wives of the scehe at
Hoopers® and he knew how speedily
the story ‘womld spread.

He got away as soen as he could
and left the house. X

He mever ' gave Marie anether
thought, till he found himself -out in
the street and walking away through
the fresh spring night.

He took ‘off his hat and let the air
blow on his hot forehead; his hand
still tpemabled with excitement.

He tried to think, but his thoughts
would not come glearly. When he got
back to his rooju he asked Driver for
a stiff* brandy. The man looked at his
master difidently, and asked if any-
 thing were the matter.

Micky laughed. >

“Why? Do I look as if there is?” He
glanced at himself in the mirper. His
face was very white.

“No, there’s nothing tha matter. ¥'m
tired, that'’s all.”

Driver turned to the door, but Micky
called him hack..

- “You've beep With me a good many

. Should

llYe" m ”»
“And you‘ve been a faithful servant.”
“Thank you, sir.”
The man's stolidness did not change
a fraciion.
Micky took a gulp at the brandy.
“If you wera to hear that F'm mar-
vied, You wouldn't be surprised, would
you ?* he asked with a rush.
Driver stood immovable.
“Net in the legst, sir.”
“You weuld even say -that you
knew that "Ive been  married some
weeks, wouldn't you?"

“I should, sir.”

“Good—you may ge.”

“Phank you, sir, and good-night.”

“Gapd-night,” said Micky.

And now, what was to be done now?

“When he left this room thyee hours
ago it had been with the determination
to put the past behind him for ever,
and what had he done? Omly walked
mere deeply inte his quizetism and
seriously compromiged the woman he
loved.:

He had -said that she was his wife.
¥t gave him a little thrill to remember
that a desen of his acquaintances had |

heard him say it,"and were probably

years, Driver,” he said. j &

even now spregding the story o,t his
marriage far and wide. :

He paced up and down the room. He
had failed all round; even love and
desperate desire had not been able to
help him. :

\He thought suddenly of June; June |
who, with all her bluntpess, had 8|4

great heart and a deep upderstanding.
‘She would- not want explanations;

she would kngw why he bad done it,
and sympathise.

But June was obviously not the one

concerned. It was not to June thct he
must confess.

The clock in his room struek twelve;

memory of Marig returied—Marie ag
she had looked he found her in

the drawing-room that night; as she|
had looked when he had left her in the | b

little ‘gnteroom at- the Hoopers’ and

gone gut with murder in his heart to |

find Ashien,

‘He stopped dead in his pacing.

“Oh, you ead—ypu cad!” he sald
with 3 groan.

Life was an intplerable, purpeseless
thing. He sat down at his desk and
leaned .his head in his hands.  His
whole life seemed to spell failure. With
sudden impulse he seized a pen and
began to write.

For the first few moments he hard-
ly knew what he wrote. ¥t was only
when he xreached the end of the first
page that ke
realise with a start what he had done.
He looked back at the written lines'
with something of a shock. There was

seemed tol§

no beginning to theletter, no date or:} ¥

address; it simply started off as if the
pen had been guided by some influence
outside himsgif, some desperate need.
“I don’t know what you will think
when you get this letter. I am writing
it because tp-night I think I am half
mad. I love you-go much; there seems
pothing in the 7holé world that counts

gny more now/that I am begihning te

understand that I can never have you.
Esther, I ask you on my knees to lis-}
ten to what I have tp say. I've tried to
keep away from you, to forget you;
I've tried to put you out of my heart

and persuade mysel? that I do not care |4

—but it’s no use. I love you; I know

you care nothing for me, hut 1 shall :

love You always. To-night I have done
an unpardenable thing for your sake.

P

I explain things so badly. I cap only :

hope that you will. understand and try
and make some excuse-for me. Some
ome knows we were toggther in Pgris
—I need not tell you whe. '!\q-mht,
at a house where I was, he had tald
sgveral people that you and I had been
to Paris together . . .%

Micky had gene on writing rapidly
—he seemed to have lost himself in a
sea of eloguence; his heart was plead:
ing with the woman he loved through
the poor medium of a sheet of md
dressed paper.

“It neaply drove me mad to hear vou | §

spoken of by him. There wag & scepe,
and I knocked him down . . . you will
hate me for this, but I would have kill-

;ed him if they had let me. I told them

afferwards that you weve my wife—

t7¥ and understand how I have suffer-
ed all these weeks—I told them thei

we had begn married some time, and
thltithﬂbmhnMWm

ewn wish. It's only nov when T am |

more alone and . clqﬂt t
I gee what I havé ono,,You don' s
me, and I have compromised you

nmmmmmum
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PLAIN CASHMERE HOSE—Best
in the following shades:

Navy_ Grey, Beaver, Nigger Brown Coat-

fug, = onev, Putty, ete. Regular Price $2.40.

Now $1.80 per pair.

 WOMEN'S FINE BLACK COTTON HQS8E— .

Regular Price 35¢. Now 20¢, per pair,
CHILD&EN’S FINE RIBBED COTTON HOSE

. —In Blaek and

91/2 in.

. BOYS' SCHOOL HOSE—In

\. makes at reduced prices.
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Regular Prxce for 5 in., 46¢c. New
37_. per pair up (according to size).

5 in. to
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6in to 915 in. Regular Price for 6 in., 75c.
Now 56¢. per pair up (3ecopding te size)

Full range of

WCIMEN’S and CHILDREN’S FINE BLACK
CASHMERE HOSE in plain and ribbed
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But we’ve noticed
M scout after all.

That when he feels

- Well enough
He goes out
Ta hear a concert |
By the band-
In the park.
He says it rests him,
So we’re going to get
Him some private bandg
And orchestras
And singers

Many years ‘
And gverything

And he put

Us through school
And got us

Good jobs,,

Apd he has
Backed ys up
And cheered us up e
‘Ever since On Columbia Records
p And a Columbia
Grafonola

To play them on
Se.Dad ean rest.

We went to work.
He comes home
Pretty tired now

U. S. Pieture & Portrait Co.,

Grafonola Department.

Wrenches'
mcycle,

Adjustable S,, 6 in. to 12 in.
Monkey, 6 in, to 15 in,

Stilsom, 6 In. fo 36 in.i

Spare Parts for 30 in. Stillson.

Book Now.
Wholesale Only.
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MeBRIDE’S COVE.

No Matter How the Fire
is Caysed 1

. #f you're net imsured you're 3
loser. Take time to see about

your policies. ‘We give you the
best companies and reasonable
rates.

'PERCIE JOHNSON,
Insurance Agent.
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