3 oy

i~
R g3

‘g

X8 mother’s milk

~

IF YOU WANT

ABY TDN!WI ur |

all the way mq." 5

a hardy, vigorous ¢hild, yoti
you are feeding him f
M Be fed at the bréast if

i th
&' ,.{b‘ R ’fuzﬁéxudiﬁfm
ful of Neave's Health Diet,
twheﬁmbybu to b& put on the botile,
jextra care must be taken in the choice of
ge food. Neave’s Food has nedfly a;

iséntury’s reputation, and man emmm
the oplmon that it is bést !

‘gr : ., L.RC.P, LRC.S.(Edm.).
F.P.S.{Glas), etc, Leeds, writés
X*Your Neave's Food is suitihg our younﬁt&
Emmbly, for which we are very thankful.”

§0id in Tins Spicially Packéd for Newfoundiand.|
“end 6o, for postage of FREE Mﬁﬂ!«
aomn R. NEAVE & cb. rm m.

THE
Ehantom Lover.

(ﬂy the Aviker of “A Bachelor Hus-
band.”)

= CHAPTER XXVI.

<Micky had just reached the unpre-
téx‘mous inn in the village where he
hid takep a room, when he was hail-
efl-_-_fmm across the road by June; a
v&ry cheerful-looking June, in a busi-
ness-like coat and skirt of rough
tweed, and carrying a walking-stick,
which she proceeded to wave at him
vi_gorously

“Back so soon!” She came across to
where he stood by the car, and looked
at his despondent face. “Not another
row?” she demianded tersely.

Micky frowned.

“No—merely a sorft of frigid silence
this time,” he sald savagély, then he
aughed. “It’s no use, June, I may as
well throw up the sponge. I seem to
put my foot in it whatever I do.”

June drew a pattern in the mud at
her feet.

“Well, what have you dome?” she
asked. “Esther was all right this morn-

.ing, and quite pleased to bé going with

you. I certainly never expected to see
either of you till-this after.’ son. Where
did you go?”

Micky shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, some little one-eyed place. We
stopped at an inn and had some coffee,
and that seemed to finish it.”

“What, the coffee?” asked June with
a twinkle.

Micky turned away.

“If you're going to make a joke of
everything——" he said with dignity.

She laid her hand en his arm.

“I'm sorry, old boy. But you do ex-
plain things so badly, you know. You
had coffee at the inn, yes—and then
F—‘"

- “It must be your inuuunn.“
" He shook his head:
~ “No, it isn’t; and when we get home
she went indoore : even sdyink
her!” he added in.

savage pn.renthe-ts.

“Oh, Micky'" said )d‘b Mémi
Iy.

Heé coloured.

«] didn’t meafi tHat, but I'm 80 fel-
up with everythifig—=—" H¢ 1édned His
elbow on the side of e é&f and 166k=
ed away from her down -the road. “I
think I'll get back to town this l.t_te'r-
noon,” he said after a moment. “I was
a fool to come at all.”

June looked at him siléntly.

“Well, what are you-thinking?” he
asked.

She 'réused hétsell and ansWéréd
briskly.

“1 tHifik you Waht ¥6tur lunch, that’s
what I thifik, and ' golng to take

| you batk with me to have some. Auft

Mafy i8 expécting Fou——=" HEéf fuedr
eyes twingled. “Micky, she’s quite
inade up her mind that you'vé com®
down hebé aftér me."” :

Micky laughed rdéfdll¥.

“It would be a dashed sight béttel
tor me 1f'1 Had,” he said.

He moved to the door of the car.

“Jump in; and 'l @five you baék.
't ot stifé that T shill stdy to luhel,
though——" he a@ded .darkily.

“Oh yes, you will,/ June said. “And |

whien you Sée Esther you'll find that it
was just imagination ofi your part—
why, only coming down in thé frain
the other moriiing shé afreéd with meé
that you were & perfect darling-—she
did, on my word of hemour!”

When they reached the houses Micky
followed Jume int6 the hail.

“The table’s 1aid,” she informed him.
“I’ll just go and take off my hat and
fihnd Esther and Aunt Mary. Go in,
Micky.”

Micky took off his hat and coat and
obeyed.

He looked sevéral sizés too large for
the little dining-room as he walked
over to thé fire and stoed with his
back to it; he looked round the foom
appreciatively. -

This was & redl homeé, he thought
with sudden wistfalness i spite of its
small rooms and genéral atmosphere
of a bygone decade; a man ecould be
very happy here with a woman ke car-
éd for.

“Micky—Micky=——" ocalled June
urgently. She cathe clatteriig down
the stairs anyhow—shé burst into the
room, she thrust a scrap of paper iato
his hand.

“She’s gone—she’s gone! Oh; what
fools we've beén! 1 told you What it
would be. I knew she'd find out sobner
or later. Oh, why didn’t you let me tell
her>=I begged you to let mé& It's net
my failt. I warned you what #f would
be—oh dear! oh dear!” and June fell

“into a sebbing heap on the umcomfort-

able horsehair couch behind her.
mcky.sﬁ,oa clutching the paper and
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surinj at her; it was some mihutes
before hé could find his voice, then he
went over to where .she lay; put his:
Hand on her shoflders, and shook hér
‘alinost rotghly.

“What are you talitiig about, June?
For heaven’s sake sit up and beha,ve
like 4 rational woman: Who's goie?
What do you fueati?”

gheé raised héf tear-stdined face.

“Read it! read it! Oh, Micky, you
have heen a fo61!” she said furiously.
“It's all y6tiy fault. I khew Wwhat would
happen——"

“OH; fof heéavén's sake
said Micky.

He had udnfolded the paper, and
thefe was a miomént’s tragic silénee
48 heé read the three liniés Hsther had
scfibbléd.

“I have gone to Paris; I can’t live
without him any longer. Please don’t
worry about me . . g

Twice his lips moved; but no words
would come; then he brokeé out in 4
strangled voice—

“It's a joke—of course it is. She's
dene it te frighten us. Why; I-—I only
left her here half-an-hout ago—it can’t
be’more. It's a joke—of—of course it
L GRRET (PR,

“A queer sort of joke,” said Jufie
sobbing. “Poor darling! and a nice
sort of reception she’ll get when &he
reaches Paris with that cad there . : .”

“She’ll never find him; she doesn’t
know where he is,” Micky said hoatse-
ly. There was a stunned look in his
eyes—he took a step toward the door
and came back again as if he did net
khow what te do.

June was drying her eyes and shed-
ding mere téars and drying them
again; she looked at Micky angrily.

“Of codrse she'll find hify,"” she said
tartly. (“She knews his address; the
brute’s written to.her dozens of times,

ghut up,”

and she's writter to him 48 well. . . .”

Hér éyes gearched his face with a sort
of contempt.

“Well, What aré yéu going t6 do now
you've made such a glorious/hash of
everything ?”" she demanded.

Micky passed a hand « across his
eyes. - g

“I don’t know. I'm trying to think.
She can't have been gone long. She
may still be in the village.” He drag-
ged out his “watch. - “There may not
havé béen a train up to London—"

“Yes, thére was; the twelve-twenty

——" Thé eyes of both of them turned
to the ¢loek, and Micky gave a smoth-
ered groan,

“She must have gone by that. I must
follow her, of coufse.”

June bounceéd up.

“T'll come with-you; I'll put on my|.

hat again——" She madé a dive for
the door, but Mick'y cdught her arm
&nd stopped her.’

“You can'tj I &an't takeé you with
me. .Be sensible; June—I'll find her
and brifig hef back——"

She looked up at him stormily.

“She’s my friend, and it’s all your
fault she’s got into ‘this mess. I told
you net to interfere, and you wouldn’t,
Heten—¥

It was a woman all over to rave at
hifa 66w, but Micky took it patiently.

“Very well, it's my fault, and as it's
my fault it's up to me to try and put
things right. Don’t waste time argu-
ing—if Pm to cateh - her before she
leavés England. . . .

Jiitie Imm into fresh tears and sobs.

“¥6u won't be able to; she'll get over |-

there and have to bear it all alone.
N Oh.llm,tummhuyou

.| when I think what we've done. . . .”

Micky “went out ¢f the room; he
wﬁtdowntotb.rodmdm
ally started up the 6ar; he Was getting

-and

“Shé chme in —C8
traifi to Londofi—she . . .*

Biit Micky had gone; e 'rould Mﬁ g

to dFive to town, he deeided. It Hather

hed got to know the tfuth, better hear |’

it from him than from that brute, .

He drové off af brealfieck spéed. It | £

seemed miles afid miled t& Lofidén;

no matter how filéh of tHe winking | B

rodd he covered, it untolaed agaifi bé-
fore his eyes; and mereilessly again.

He went straight to Chcrtﬁc Cross; |

he left the car in the and dastied
in to jnquire about traiiis; He searched
a e-table;
. .~ he looked up at thé eloek=—=
mlnutes past four now. Micky dashed
across the big hall to & #8té where &
signboard said “DovéF Hpress”; he
had no ticket; he pushéd by the pro-
testing inspector; the guard was wav-
ing his flag;
| Micky and tiissed s e Aung Himsdif
breathless and patiting ifité the 1ast
coach of the moﬂng train:

CHAPTER XXVIL
Micky sat for a few moments breath-

less @nd exliausted before he puiled W

himself togéther, and taking off his hat
wiped his hot forehéad:

The train was gathering spded; he
16t down the windew with a rdn and
ldoked out; the statioh was out of
sight altogether; they Wéteé erussing
the bridge under which the silent
Thames flowed sluggishly.

A breath of cold air touched his hot
face and he shivered siddenly and
drew the window up once more.

Something had- driven his thoughts
back to his first meeting with Hsther,
to the cold silence of the night, and the
Hard desperation of her ¥vice as she
said—

“I'didn’t mean to go home any mére
~1 shodldd’t have evér gome Home
again if I hadn’t met you . . .*

If she got to Paris before he saw her
she would feel like this agaih. Micky
groaned.

Fortunately he had thé cartiage to
himself, but it was a third-class cofi-
partment, and not a coffi@or carriage.
He cursed his luek here; if ‘there had
been a corridor he could have gone the
length of the train and see if Esthef
Were on it. As it was, he wdiild Have
to wait till they redeéhed Dover, and
éven then perhaps he would never ﬂtld
heér.

He tried to ealm hlmu}j with the
conviction that everything wotld be
all right, but in his heart he was dess
pairing; if he found Hsther and
brought hér’ back she wotild haté Him
for the rest of his life.

What had happened to maké her
rush off like this? He éould fiet imag-
ifle. She had seemed so happy only
that morning. What could actount for
the tragédy that seemiéd to breéathe ifr
every word of .that little note she had
left for June? ;

He took it from his pocket and read
it again. It gave no hint of what had
prompted this sudden flight. He wrote
oiit a couple of telegrams to dispatch
from Dover—one for Juxe, nnd an-
othér for Driver.

He wished he had got Drivér with
him; There was aBZsort of security in
the man’s stolidne,

_ He realised that he was without
luggage, and that he had not mudh
money. Supposing he had to go on to
Paris, what the dickens was he going
to do? g 3

When the train ran into Dever He
g6t ‘to his feet with a sigh of relief.
Quickly as he was ott af the train a
gredat many pasSengers had left it be-
fére him. He started at a run down the
platform, He stared at every woman'
he met, hoping it would be Esther. The

12-59—3 o'eloclg=4.5| B4

some one grabbed at I €

cfowd was getting thick; he had to
push his way unceremoniously past '
people; porters with ¥ e _truchl
jostled him; he began to lose his temi- |
pér—he waf just answering with great |
heart a man who had synically asked
“whe he was shoving,” whes lom oiu'
touched his arm.

"“ick’. PRl g

For a momiént Micky's huﬂ beat ”

in his threat; he turned quickly-ana'

found himself looking dewn into tho f

brown eyes of l,ric Deland.
(To_be continued)
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Right at home
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A Columbia Grafonola «

Mother’s been a good pal
She sat up nights with us
When we were sick.

She kissed our

Bumpo and bruises well.

She w‘tashed and ironed .

And cooked and scrubbed.

.She helped us all

With our lessons

And taught us manners
® And truth

Asd courage

And honesty

And faith.

So she can have

All the music

Of all the world

By the greatest artists
In the world

For all the rest

her life.
Mother hkes music Of her life

But she has been
So busy taking
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