Sweet Eva!

CHAPTER XLII.

“You'd better git down a minute
and get cool,” he said, breathlessly.

Peter fropped into a chair and hid
his face. He had gone through a great
deal since parting with his sister
that morning, and he was shaken with
hysterical emotion.

Philip went out into the hall. He
stood at the foot of the stairs and
called to his wife.

“Eva!” There was no answer, and

he went up the stairs two at a timei

and knocked at her door.

The maid to whom he had spoken
downstairs came to him,

“Mrs, Winterdick is not in her room,
sir—she’s not in the drawing-room,
either—I've looked everywhere.”

Philp frowned. He opened the door
of his wife’s room and switched on
the light, The room was empty, but
the bed was disordered a little where
she had been lying, and the frock she
had worn at dinner that night lay in a
beap by the dressing-table just as it
Nad fallen from her.

“She must be in the
Yhere—ask—no, wait;
self.”

He went downsfairs with a faint
sense of apprehension at his heart,
She must be somewhere of

course—he went straight to his
mother. g 5
“I can't find Eva—isn’t she with

house
'l go

some-
my-

about,

you?”

“I haven't ‘seen her since dinner—
she went to her room, she looked ill,
but she insisted that there was noth-
ing the matter.” Mrs Winterdick rose.
Is anything wrong, Phil?”

“No, but Peter Dennison
and wants her.” X

He went out again. He stood for a
not knowing

is here

moment in the hall,
what to do; the maid came down the
stairs tg him.

“I thihk Mrs. Winterdick mu:st have
gone out, sir—her hat and coat are
not in her room.”

“Of course!” He drew a bhreath of
relief. “I forgot! She said she should
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go home this evening. I'll walk over
and meet her.”

He rejoined Peter. '

“Eva’s gome over to.your place, I'll
walk back with you and meet her.” He
He looked at his brother-in-law for a
moment -in silence;.then he said ime
pulsively: ' “Look ~ here, 'Peter, if
‘there’s anything S 24 much rather
{ have it now and doz’e with it. All this
has been a shock to you; I'm sorry=
I'd give a great deal to be able to un-
do my share in it . . . But it’s no
use getting things all mixed up, you
know—Eva knew—there wasn't any
—dirty trick played on her as you say
there was, though—though I suppose
that’s not my fault,” he added bitter-
i ly. %

Peter looked up:; his face was dis-
torted with grief and passion.

“It's not true,” he said vehemently.

irritably. He opened

Key, and Philip fol

looked into two of the rooms. * -

to come to you” ]
Peter went upstairs and toﬂ'nd) Mr.
| Dennison in his wife's boudolr listen-
ing with an ’a'.ir:gt; redom ‘to lﬁ\l‘
complaints ‘because she chose to think
that the vicar’s wife had deliberately
cut her that afternoon.
“Well, what's it matter if she did®
he ‘was saying tartly as Peter opencd
the door. “I'll stop my subsecription to"
the church; I'll——" He broke off.
Peter spoke:—
“Where's Bonnie? Phiub’s downs
stairs He wants her.” :
fally:— = ‘.
“She hasn’t been.here—hasn’t &ven
troubled (to come and. see her. own
mother, after all these weeks. You
would have thought that my only
daughter——" 2355 o

“We must have missed her o the
road,” he told Philip. “She hasn’t been
here. What are you going to do? Wait,
or——" :

“I'm going back.” ‘Philip was al-
ready at the door. Peter followed,
“Philip walk’edAat such a rate it was’
all- Peter .could-do to keep: pace “With
him. Presently -he asked a’ bréathless:
question:— . %2
“What's the hurry? Here, that’s not
the way.”

“I'm going to the station first.”
“Station! Buat——" ;

He asked no more questions. He
felt instinctively that something was
desperately wrong. He stood by anxz-
iously while Philip questioned a por-
ter:—

“Has the first train gone to town?”

“She didn’t know! She may have told
you so, but it’s not the truth

and I've been so rotten to her—only
i this morning—and last night
and she’s always been such a brick
to -me .” he added brokenly.

Philip took a step forward laying
his hand on Peter’s shoulder.

“What do you mean—that she
didn’t know?” he asked in a queer
voice. “Why do you insist that she—
didn’t know?”

“I ought not to tell you—she made
me promise-~<put. I must now—-I|
must! It was the day vou were mar-
ried—after © we came ' back from
church. I went upstairs to hurry Ler
—you were waiting e

Peter broke down for
then struggled on again,

a moment,

. |ing?”

“Yes, sir.” ‘
Philip glanced at his watch.
“When’s the first one in .the morn-

“Nothing till the nine-five, sir.”
Philip turned away, Peter caught a
glimpse of his face in the yellow lamp
outside, and a sudden nameless' fear
shot through him, but nothing was
said till they ‘were in the road again;
then Philip broke out hoarsely:—
“Look here—I'm going to run. I've
got {p get up to town to-night.
There’s no train, 80 -1 ghall take ‘the'|
car. You can come if you like, but
mind was made up already;

“I'll come he said briefly.

They raced back: through the dark
lanes; they were pantng and breath-

“Something - had happened—some-_
thing dreadful—I don’t know what ic’
was, and she wouldn’t tel] me :
but she looked as if someone had !
stabbed her—sha clung to' me ’amd‘
cried « « I 8]l never forget hev'f
face as long as I live,”
Peter brokenly.

Philip swallowed hard; he walkzed
away and came tack agair.

“Yes, but—but that’s nothing,” he
said with an effort. “If that's all . .”’

“But it isn’t! it isn’t? . After-!
wards, when you’d both gone, v;e:
found her veil—her wedding veil—
; she’'d torn it in two-—it looked as if it
!had been on; and her
?ﬂowers—the flowers you gave her—
ishe'd thrown them across the room;
{they were all broken and bruised.”
feet, his hands
; clenchéd, as if he hardly knew what
i to do with hmself. “I believe it was
! only ‘then that she knew——" he in- |
! sisted wretchedly. “I don’t know why
I think so, bui I'm sure—I'm sure! |
| She’s hidden it ever since; she’s never |
tlet anyone know—she's laughed and
pretended—that's 8o ' like Bonnie |
j+ .+ '+ . She wouldn’t even tell me—
"and I've asked her ever sc many times.
Then-last night—I told her T was

added ponr

trampied

Peter rose to his

it ]

ko “Calligan!” gaid Philp savagely.
i’cten; rounded on him,

“ie’s been decent to her, anyway,”
he-said hotly. “And that’'s more ‘than
we have=—you anil "

There was a little; silence; then
Philip took Peter's hat from the chair

handed it to him.
¥Come along—we'll go and find

!\mher: they walked fast and neither

| “Well—well?” Philip asked.

less when they reached the Highway
House; Philip paused a moment; he
was sick with fear and dread; Peter
glanced at him and broke out:—

“She may be here—let me go-and
see first.”

“Very well—but I know she isn’t—
I'll get the can”

He went off round to the garage; a
moment later Peter rejoined him.

Peter shook-hig head. They took the
car round to the front door; Philip
went in for a moment to - find his
mother; he explained hurredly.

“I'm going up to town—with Eva,”

The house was very quiét; Peter. :

: 7 @
“1 know the guv'nor's in, anyway,”|
- {he said brusquely. “I only left him

Mrs. - Dennison answered him Pret-}

Peter went out again. . o 1

make up vour mind quickly.” Peter's{
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Only Milk ‘S‘upply\tY()u Need

CHOCOLATE BLANC MANGE.

~YOU can assure yourself of an adequate supply of fresh safe milk at all times by using

Carnation Evaporated Milk. Just pure, ““whole’’ milk with part of the water taken out.
Nothing added, not even sugar. Sealed in new containers and sterilized.
months n ‘the can or for several days after opening. Use it as it comes from the can
wherever you use cream. Add water for milk uses.
Carnation Milkman. - Order now several tall (16 oz.) cans or a case of 48 cans.

It will keep for

Buy ‘it from your grocer — the

Carnation Milk adds flavor and deliciousness to all your cooking. Carnation Milk recipes add
variety to your menu... The new Carnation Milk recipe book, beautiftdly il .
contaips 100 of these tested recipes. Send for it today—it’s fre.. - hry. $his recipe.

illustrated in colors,

&

1 t"easpoonful salt, 2-cups Carnation Milk, 2 ounces unsweetehed ¢hbcolate,»12,.c1‘xp sugar, 1 teaspoonful vanilla, 214 cups
water, 15 eup cornstarch. Combirie 2 cups’ of water'and the Carnation Milk;.pour into the double boiler and bring to the
boiling point. - Mix the cornstarch, sugar and salt; dilute ‘with ‘the remaining 14 cup gf water.
stirring constantly. Add the melted chocolate, stirring occasionally until mixture thickens.
flavoring; mold, chill and serve with whipped Carnation Milk.

Add to the first mixbure,
Cook fifteen minutes. Add

CARNATION MILK PRODUCTS COMFANY, LIMITED,319 JOHN STREET NORTH, AYLMER, ONTARIC

Carnatio

“FProm Contented Cows”

ilk

The label is red and white

Made in Canads By
CARNATION MILK PRODUCTS COMPANY,
: LIMITED,

AYLMER, ONT.

Condenseries af Aylmer and Springfield, Ont.

He dared not tell “her the truth; hg

gripped her hand for a moment. “It’s mm

all right—don't ask any ‘questions,
there’s a dear, and don’t worry.” He
kissed her and was gone; a moment:
later he and Peter were . racing tos
wards London.

The little car.seemed-to fly-over the,
road;
without being in the least conscious
of it; tnéy had gone some miles hefore.
Peter spoke:— :

“Where‘are you going—to the flat?”:

“No.”. *

Philip was driving recklessly

Presently Peter tried again.
(To be continued.)
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| who think there is something . funny
| about that devotith. -

- ple were thought ideal ‘butts for
| Jokes. - We don't think so now. Some

| pressed desire:represented by the un-

| | married woman'’s - devetion to -a ‘cat |
{or dog.or g cause is touching rather

stead of lavishitig

- SIDE TALKS.

By Ruth Cameron.

THE OLD MAID

Dg ‘you _think

thére is anything

§ funny about an

§ - old:maid :who is

§ devoted .to . . her|
. cat? .

{ Oranything

cthat should

§ “rarouse eriticism?

_ -1 don’t. - I think

the criticism belosgs to the people:

¥
There .was-a time when insane peo-

day we will.realize that  the . sup-.

than amusing or objectionable.

“Of:.course someone is always rcm t

AND HEB CAT,

sdmething of one’s very own to love
{and be loved by.

_She Gets the Most Happiness.

Of . course there are some unmar-
ried women who might adopt chil-‘
dren, but if bringing up one’s. own
child whose tendercies and heritage
one knows is a big responsibility for

strange child for 2 lone woman? I

1.(10 think the woman. who . has the

courage' and the means to do this will
it but there are also many who cannot
do it,"and I understand perfectly
their turning to the cat.or dog for. an

. say -that's the  unmarried - woman |

should

‘semething for humanity in-{
her love én~a eat. | -

two. people, what is bringing. up %’

find the most uitimaté happiness in.

|4
outlet of some of the mother 1ovoi g

that lacks its normal object. ‘1
“And now since we are on the verge :
of the sﬁbject one word on the nttl-f
tude so common on the part “of'
mothers toward the ‘women who are !
married and are not mothers.

" ‘Why Should She Be Bltter?

Why is it that the mother who has, |
as she would be the first to admit,!
the greatest blessing that the world
can bring a woman, so often feels a

)

| kind of bitterness for the woman who

has no children. :

Why doesn’t she feel pity and sym-
pathy instead? ‘It is thgy who are
losing the beautiful things _of life,
not she.

Furthermore, why does she always -&=
assume that the barrenness is a ma;-; .
ter of choice. And even when it is, .
why does she not pity them for the f

dreadful miistake they are making— .
these women who are afraid of life. .

They Should Know.

Just thig morning a letter came to ;
| me from?a married woman, mother of {I'
| several children, in which: the ‘finest {f. °

spirit “was shown on everything “ex-

‘neard" |
ot}
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Don’t Stop Reading the “Telegram
Because the print does not appear clear, as usually it

is more a question of insufficient light or improper
glasses than poor print.

Our experience enables us to offer you valuable sug-
gestions regarding the. importdn®’ matter of good
vision. 4
TELEPHONE 537 FOR AN AﬁOlN’l‘MENT.

R. H. TRAPNELL, Ltd

Jewellers & Opticians, 197 Water Street.
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