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TAKE T rOR
DIARRHEA
Afn.v IT FOR
BRUISES—SPRAINS
— SORE THROAT
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: THE
;Bhantom Lover.

: (ﬁy the Author of “A Bachelor Hus- |

band.”) .

CHAPTER XXIV. %

June raked up another appointment
for the following day. “I’'m behaving
like an angel to you,” she told Micky.
“Yesterday I tramped about-the fields
till I was worn out so that' I should
be out of the way and Esther c/uld
meet you. Oh, she didn't want to go
at all,” she hastcned to add as she saw
the look of pleasure that filled his|
eyes. “I had to make her go.”

“Yes, I quite believe that,” Micky
said.

He was standing beside the car at
Miss Dearling’s gate, and Esther was
upstairs pu'tting on her hat. She had
protested twenty tithes that she did
not really want to go; she had begged
June to take her place; she had im-
plored Micky to take June instead;
but.they had both refused.

“I'm not keen on motoring when
it’s cold,” June decleared. “Besides,
I've got my business to see to, and I
don’t want Micky. You go, Esther, and
amuse the poor sout!—just to please
me.”

Esther said “Very well,” and tried
to look as if she were not{ anxious at
‘all', but she was really looking for-
ward to another drive.

“Didn’t you really want to come?”
Micky asked as they drove away.

Esther laughed. “Of course I did; I
,wa‘nted to come so badly I had to pre-
‘teiid that I didn’t just for decency’s
‘sake.”

There was a little silence.

“Did you have -good news from Paris
’yesterday‘.’” he asked deliberately.

He felt as if he must speak of Ash-
\tom, to in some way check the wave, of

Jox. that had filled his heart at her|

word#; it was not to be with him that
.she had wished to come, but for the
drive and. the comfort of the car.

fe saw how her face clouded at his

question.
" @¥es, thank you,” she said, but her
voigeé did not sound very enthusiastic.
Présently: “Mr. Mellowes,” she said
su@denly, “do you know that I have
al®ays been sorry that I did not go to
Pa;_is that day when I wanted to?—I
wigh I hed new.” ®

“Why now ?” Micky asked.

She gave a little troubled laugh.

‘d don’t know. I really can't ex-
pladn.” She did not understand herself
witht she really meant, but last night
wh‘gn ghe had read Raymond’s letter,
it had suddenly come over her with a
sidkening feeling of .dismay that in
ror_ﬁe indefinite way he was really get-
ting to be what June had always call-

)

ting tired of this separation. Is that
it? Letters are all very well, but they
are not enough. . . .”

She looked up at him in surprise.

“Why, that is just what I do mean?
How did you know?”

He laughed rather ruefully.

“Perhaps I've felt like it myselt,”
he said. -

“Have you?" There was a little note
of wondérment i her Voice.

“I said ‘perhaps,’” he reminded

{ and presently he

dearest. :
She inade no attempt to angwer him,
said :Zm with
"change of volee— SR
““Are you hungry, I wonder? Be-
cause I am! And I've got a firm con-
victien that we're coming to & way-

through the trees? . . .”

—~He slowed the car a little.
“There’s anaother car outside—what

do you say? Shall we risk it?”

admitted. She was feeling cold; she
was rather glad when the car stopped
and Micky gave her his hand.,
“They’ve got a fire anyway,"” he said
cheerily. “I saw it through the win-
dow, and we'll ask for some coffee.”
He léd the way into the parlour.

by the fire; they moved o make way
for Esther. After a moment they .went
out of the room, and she saw them in
the road bending over the ¢ar next to
Micky’s.

Micky said, coming back after a mo-

her.

She changed the subject; she drew
his attention to the country through '
which they were pasing. It was bare !
and wind-swept, but there was a sort
of rugged picturesqueness about it
t.hat/appealed to Esther.

“I believe I should like to live in the
.eountry, after all,” she said suddenly.
‘“You seem to be able to really breathe
down here; it’s not shut in like Lon-
don is.” '

“Dear old London,” Micky said. “We
all run it down, but we're all glad to!
get back there when we’ve been away |
for more than a few days.” He leaned
forward, wrapping the rug more close-
ly round her. “Wheré do you think
you will live when you afe married?”
he asked.

The hot colour flooded her face; she;
looked up at him in a scared sort of |
way. i

“What a question! How do I know?
I've never even thought about it.”

“Haven’t you?” said Micky. “I have,
crowds of times. I've worked it all out
to a nicety. I shall have a house in
London and a place in the country as
well, so that if my wife doesn’t like
town we can divide our time and stay
six months at each.” >

“We are hot all rich like you are,
you know,” Hsther said drily. “I dare |
say when I get married—if I ever do—
I shall just have a little flat some-
where and stay there for the rest of
my life, and be very happy too,” she
added with a sort of -deflance.

“Yes,” said Micky after & moment.
“I.think I.could be very happy in a
flat, too, for the rest of my life—with
the right woman.” He looked down
at her, smiling thoughtfully. “The on-
ly trouble is, that .I shall probably
have to marry the wrong one.”

“If you do, it will be your own fault,
I should think,” sald Esther laughing.
She could not quite understand this
man. Had he ever really loved lLier, or
had it all just been a pretence?

“No,” said Micky promptly. “I think
it will be your fault.” 1
Esther raised her eyes slowly. Micky
was smiling.

“Yes, I mean it,” he said seriously.
“The first time I ever saw you . I
thought to myself, ‘Here she 18! That
right woman I've been waiting for all
my life’—but, of course, you didn't
think T was the right man, and so that

ment. “I don't know What tPey'll be
like, but——" :

“I shall enjoy th anyway,” she
told him. “I really am hungry.” ’

He pulled off his glo'Ves and dragged
.a chair up to the fire for her.

“This is fine,” he said.. “Have you
ever thought what a novelty a honey-
moon would be touring through vil-
lages like this? I should like to just
start away and go on driving for miles
and miles, just staying anyjyhere and
getting meals anyhow.”

Hsther laughed. “I should have
thought it was just the sort of thing
you would hate,” she said.

“That’'s where you're mistaken,” he'
told her., “I live in town and in the
way I do because people expect it of
me, and I'm -too lazy to bother to!
change. It's not a bit the life I should |
choose if T had my way. I hate dress-l
ing for dinner, and wading through§
six or seven courses, and being box‘ed;
stiff half the time by some dreseed-up
woman beside me; . . .”

He looked at her with a comical ex- |
pression. ;

Esther leaned her chin in her hand !

and raiSed serious eyes to his face. ‘ 3

“Well, how would you really like to
live, then?” she asked.

Mioky sat down on the edge of the
table and stuek his long legs out be-
fore him. He kept his eyes fixed on
his boots as he answered—

“Well, I should like a place in the
country, as I said, and a garden—a
ripping garden, with lots of roses and
grass—walks like you see in old-fash-
joned pictures, and & high box hedge
—that’s one of the things I simply
must have! Have you ever smelt a
box hedge after a hot sun has beén
oh it? No? Well, ygu ought to; it's
fine!”

He paused reflectively.

* “I should like to look ' after the
roses myself, I think,” he went on pre- |

t
{

dently. “I dare say I should make a

mess of it, bit I should like to have
a try, anyway. And I should like to
keep lots of animals, horses and dogs

and chickens. Do you know”—he half

turned to her—“I've always had a
fancy for great lﬁanes—you can’t keep |
‘em in town, only in the country. Some
people I once gjtayed with down in

Lincoln had a couple—ripping dogs
they were—almost as big as ponies, |
Snd they used t 16t3HS Ride piky with 0Old Man Green will be missed round
them and pull them about. Old .Lane- :

fippantiy of all that he lgold best and

side inn. Do you see . the chimneys|

“It would be rather .nice,” Bsther|

Two men Wrappéd in heavy coats stood |

“We can have coffee and bunu,"b

' sound of a match being struck and a

little pause while he puffed at a cigar-
ette,

Esther turned in her chair; it was
odd how the mention of Paris always
seemed to grip her heart. She looked
at the two men, but they were both
strangers to her. ;

“Perhaps he won’'t really marry
her,” the elder one said yawning.
“There’s many a_slip you know, and
from what I know of Raymond Ashton
——" He shrugged his shoulders elo-
quently.
The girl by the fire sat very still.
She was staring at the two meén with
piteous grey eyes; she felt as if all
the blood in her body had ebbed to her
heart, where it was hammering enough
to-kill her.

Like some one in 4 dream she heard
the laugh the other man gave

“Not marry her! My dear boy, he
must! It’s his last chance, and he
knows it! He’s up to his neck in debt
and borrowed money. As a matter of

fact, I shouldn’t be at all surprised it}

Tubby Clare’s little widow hasn’t al-
ready changed her name for Raymond
Ashton’s.”

(To be continued)
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" THE MAN YOU'LL MISS.

here,

Not long ago 1
asked a friend. of
~ mine how she
. liked the new
. nurse . recently
acquired to look
_after a chronic
invalid, who is a
member of her
, family and who
has had a long
suiccession of
nurses.
“1 dont't know,”
3 she said.
“What's the objection?” I asked.
Liked Her Too Well At First,

“Well, I liked her so well the very
first day that I'm afraid of her. I've
found that the ones I like so very
well at first I.seldom like so well
afterwatds. While the ones I like
slowly are apt to grow upon me.”

Did you ever have an experience
like that, Reader-friend?

I don’t mean about nurses,
about any new experience in
sonality.

“Or are your first impressions the
lasting ones? :

Look back over the sifted few of
your friends whose adoption has been

but
per-

many of them you lked at first sight.

I tried that and found that a few
were the result of instant liking, but

on me.

The Good Mixer Not Necessarily the
Best Friend.

The qualities that make for true

DO YOU BELIEVE IN FRIENDSHIP AT FIRST SIGHT!

tried out by the years and see how

more were people who had grown tip-|

IRAM. ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND, APRIL 19, 19212

! friefidship are not mnecessarily the
.qualities that show on a fifst meeting.
Many péople who have splendid quali-
ties ‘entirely lack the gift of making
a good first impression. And many
people who are skillful at “selling
themselves” on a first meéeting, turn
out to be shoddy when the,l'nrd wear
comes. The vivacity and self-asser-
tion that are necessary to make a
vivid impression at a first meeting,
sometimes become tiresomie when you
are in closet contact with them.

one’s experience with children. I
know a family in which there are
three children. Strangers always like

quick to make friends with them and
to do all her little tricks.- But this
same self-assertion on e¢loser ac-
quaintance soon becomres forward-
ness and a tiresome perthess.
one who really knows those children
soon shifts his preferénce to the old:

while boy, or the youngest an ador- |
able baby whose lovable qualities

include you in the - seleot circle of
friends for whom he' will gimile.
Which Is It With Yoa?
I never did feel that love at first

passion and I am inclinhed to feel the
same about friendship at .first sight. ||

friends whom I did take to at ofice. !
But there are so many more friend- |
ships in which the growth was a slowi
one that I have mord falth in the!

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

She kissed our

Bumps and bruises well.

She washed and ironed
And cooked and scrubbed.
She helped us all

With our lessons

And taught us manners
And truth

And courage

And honesty

And faith.

For Mother’s Birthday |

=

~

I think this i{s often the: oase in|

the second, a bright little girl who is | i

Any- |5
est, a shy but thoughtful and worth-

gradually unfold as you get him to !

4
latter experience. a

sight was apt to be a very reliable | i

True, I have, as I said before, some 3%
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We are oifering our entire stock of English

and American Hosiery for Women and Children
at greatly reduced prices.
WOMEN’S PLAIN CASHMERE HOSE—Best
'English. make, in the following shades:
Navy, Grey, Beaver, Nigger Brown Coat-
11g, Toney, Putty, ete. Regular Price $2.40.
_ Now $1.80 per pair.
WOMEN’S FINE BLACK COTTON HOSE—
Regular Price 35c. Now 29¢c. per pair.
CHILDREN’S FINE RIBBED COTTON HOSE
—In Black and Tans; sizes from 5 in. to
914 in. Regular Price for 5 in., 46c. Now
32 . per pair up (according to size).

BOYS' SCHOOL HOSE—In Black only;. sizes
6in to 914 in. Regular Price for 6 in., T5c.
Now 56¢. per pair up (according to size).

’ Full range of

WCMEN’S and CHILDREN(S FINE BLACK
CASHMERE HOSE in plain and ribbed
makes at reduced prices.

Don’t forget to visit our Hosiery Depart-
?%nt this week. Our prices will sure make you

EEMEI”""™, BLAIR'S VALUES IN HOS-
IERY ARE THE BIGGEST IN TOWN. -

HENRY BLAIR.
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Prevalent
Day Diseas
Are Relie

ot all the cond
manity, chronic (
more commonly ¥
4 probably the
This most uni
) med
, and the
iysetﬂave been u
successfully.
Hours might b
ribing the sui
;‘t:xysical, of tha §
jc dyspepsia ar‘
tofore to got Tel
real, whimsical
dition of the mi
pervousness anc
is the usuel cor
dyspeptic‘ 3 \
Dyspepsia, or
case may be, is
sating of too muq
and the mucous
stomach become;
ijs get up an act
tric catarrhal cc
vents the props
food. This food
decompoae, and
miliar distressin
pepsia may aris
js mothing morc
able feeling in
certain amount
ache, loss of apj
ing of gas and
There may be
intestinal sympti
pation, pains in
There may be o
burn due to the
stomach from e
mentation or I
most severe Ca

Mover a day or tv

merated may !
he distress m:

& general constitut

evident. When

Care of us and
Spending all her
Money on us
Worrying about us
Petting us and
Praising us

All her life

That she never could
Afford to have music
Right at home

So we’re going to buy her
A Columbia Grafonola

So she can have

All the music

Of all the world

By the greatest artists
In the world g
For all the rest

Of her life.

KNIVES and FORKS—Assorted.
DESSERT and DINNER KNIVES.
POCKET KNIVES.
BUTCHER KNIVES.
SPLITTING KNIVES.

BAIT CHOPPERS,

SPOONS
DESSERT,
TEA,:

 TABLE.
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He Di¢
Many amusing
looning experie
Frank Hedges
aeronautics and
During one b
ped, soon after r
close to a hous
says, “and very
head out of a be

.of his surprise t

top of his tree,

i towering above.

sort ensued:—
“‘Goodness gr
“‘Balloonists
we?

For he was. the sort o° man Yyou

miss—

The quiet kind that somé think queer,
Yet jus’ fit into a place like this,
Like the trees an’ plauts an’ the vines
that creep, :

‘Which: you walk by all of the sum-
mer long
An scarcely notice, 80 still they keep,
But if one should die you'd knoWw
something’s wrong.

ing had a boy, you xhow=-a ripping
little kid of five—a real sport he was,
too—Uncle Micky he used to call me.”
Micky chuckled reminiscently. “It
must be jolly fine to have a youngster
of your own like that,” he added.

This was a new Micky, indeed! Es-
ther watched him . with fascinated
eyes. She had not known that he was
fond of children; she had taken it for
granted that men Hardly ever were.
She supposed drearily that she had
got that idea ' from Raymond, He had
always said he would not stand “kids.”
It was odd that, though Micky had
Jused the same word, it had sounded

somehow quite different when he sald
it. .

Micky raigsed, his eyes suddenly.
“What aré you thinking about?” he
asked. . i

-She shook her head; her lip quiver-
ed a little.

Micky half rose to go to her, when
the two- men who owned the second

old,
car came back into the room again. Grget,ed us all‘wi.gx his glad hello,
Micky turned on his heel, iTh 0 many a.sad gooubye he told;
: ere's th 1 3
“I suppose we ought to be getting Syt ol focasn

on,” he sald comstrainedly. “I'll go
and start up; you stay here.” LR :
He went out, leaving Hsther by the| °O f}f;f:"n the youngsters playin’
fire, | 3 !
Her thoughts were a little confus-| Old Man Green is dead an’ gome
ed. What had he been going to say,| AP gl‘: :;g:"_»"n doesn’t seem quite
she wondered. It seemed hardly pos- There's a great soul lost, though it
sible that she had really had that lit- wasn’t - one ! ;

, s o tle glimpse of the other Micky whom | Known to fortune or worldly fame;
Fitted on living Canadian Models she had never seen befors: the Micky | JUSt @ kindly voice an’ a cherry smile,

and m‘d? “m'zmm' 3 " ['whe was not at ail & man about town, TRIch afe ROSfdT WEE pl_acd_ﬂke
women, in Canada’s leading and' but just an' ordinary person who
most successful corsetry, the |Ele |thought it must be fine . to have a
e ‘to - home in the country and lots of roses

vle, - ead & little son of his own: -
“The two men behind her ware talks
together; one of them laugh- |

g & good deal il a sneering way. |
~ “She must be & fool, you know,” he|

ended it,” he added philosophically.
Esther did not like to hear him
speak so lightly. She would have been
! surprised if she could have known the
‘d think I know what you mean,” | desperate unhappiness in his heart, the
he;aid after a moment. “You are get- | bitterness that drove him to apeak so
e
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Harris & Ellioft, Lid.
Wholesale Hardware Dealers, :
McBRIDE'S COVE.

o

ed‘:him—a phantom lover! It seemed
80 Jong since she had seen- him: After
allswhat were letters and words? But
shéjcould not explain this to Micky.

Mother likes music
But she has been
So busy taking

SRSl

11, Old Man Green for a stretch o’
years
Has lived round here, like a friend-
1y 'tree— . :
Jus’ a part o’ the landscape, it ap-
pears,
That day by day we should wake to

An old stove is wasteful, and no longer does
its duty. It is false economy 10 keep it with coal
8o higu, more especially when we are offering
sc=-e of our brand new -

“Cooking Stoves and
< Ranges

AT DISCOUNT OF

25 per cent.

' (ONE QUARTER OFF).
%&=Now is the time to secure a real
BARGAIN. |
mentally, physically, flnanclally. It's’

EominEREl JOAN CLOUSTON,

Moo e st ot e} - 140-2 Duckworth Street,
P. 0..Box 1243. “Phone 406.

U. S. Picture & Portrait Co.,

Grafonola Department.

L

Obtain Elegance of
Contour by Wearing a
Perfect-Fitting Corset_
which will make the.
most of your figure.:

gee;
Round him the youngsters loved to

play
An’ with him the old folks sat to|
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rest,
An’ though he never had much to say,
He -soofhed full many a troubled
breast.

T ST,
BEFAL g \i{:"!'!,"~fl.l::!3‘f-.r'%

end of time. So rock your doubts and
fears to sleep, and buy some brick
or stone, and build yourself a donjon
keep that you can call your own.

DO IT NOW.
s “I plan to build
a nifty shack”
| th e thoughtful
{ voter 8 i g h s,
i “w h e n normal
i times again come |.
|
I

Friend of us all, the great an’ low,
Knew the names of- the young an’

Par

Ev
women
tory a

sit, .
Tilted back in his favorite chair,

Callin” us in to rest a bit back, and costs

don’t hit = the
skies. I'l go
about the busi-
~ ness sharp, nor
waste a golden
‘ dl}, when: car-
— 2 4 penters consent
to carp for wages I can pay. When
Jdumber, plaster, nails and lime are
sold for what they're worth, I shall
‘not lose a moment's. time—I'll. build
with pep and mirth, The house I've
dreamed of in the will go up,
‘board by board, wheén plasterers con~
_'gent to plast for what I can afford.”
| A miflfon men are talking thus, and:
1f they'd go and build, and cease to
.[brood and fret and ocuss, with dire
| misgivings filled, we'd -soon. get: back | any form, your druggist will refund
to normalcy—you've heafd . of that,; your money without question.
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CORSBETS

TABLE

“No4To-Bac” has helped thousands
to break the costly, nerve-shattering
tobacco habit. Whenever you have
a longing for a cigarette, cigar, pipe,
or for & cliew, just place a harmiess
No-To-Bac tablet in your mouth in~ ;
stead, to help relieve that awful de-|f|
sire. “SHorflg-the habit may be com-'[]
pletely broken, and you are better oft [}

Onl
vite U
for the

Ou
standa

8,
Made every hour of  his life
¢ while— ¥

JAn’ that is the way of men you miss,

worth




