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THE

Phantom Lover.

(By the Author of “A Backelor Hus-
band.”) . 3

CHAPTER XIII,

«I thought I should have becn 1sav-
ing Paris before now, but have been
delayed. I shall be staying. here till
the end of the week and am writing
this so that you can let me have a let-
ter before I leave. I hope you have
received both my other letters safe-
ly, and are quite well and as happy as
possible, seeing that we cannot be to-
gether——"

He sat back for a moment and look-
ed at this frowningly, them he wrote
on hurriedly.

“] want you to miss me, you see—I
want you to feel as I do, that there
is only one thing to look forward to
and that is when we shall be together
again. Darest, it seems now that I
have never really told you how well
I love you. Some day, if all that I
wish for comes true, 1 will tell you
the many things you would mot let
me say ‘when we were last together.

”
.

Micky s pen flew easily enough. For
the moment he had forgotten why and
for whom he was writing, and thought
only of Esther as she had looked
when he last saw her with the tears
wet on her cheeks. :

“Write to me as soon as you get

this, so that I may have a letter to |

take with me when I leave. I shall
watch for every post and.count the
sinutes till it comes. I have arranged
with my bankers to send the money to

you every week. Dearest, if - this is;

not enough, please let me know, and
I will send some more. . . .”

Micky scratched out the last five
words, finally + rewriting the whole
page to add “. . let me know and
we must see what can be done. I can-
not bear to think that you are wanting
anything which it is in my power to
give you: Tell me all about yourself;
if ‘you are well and happy—and how
often you think of me. I shall write
again soon, perhaps to-morrow . ‘
and till then, and for ever, I am al-
ways yours, Micky. . . .”

He added his own signature with-
out noticing it, then realized what he
had done and rewrite thie last page in
a panic.

Supposing he had sent it—it made

him hot all over to think what would,
happen. He would have to be more
careful, he told himself se‘erely. He
carefully directed the letter and went
out ‘to post it, then he went to bed in
the little. Toom with the low ceiling
and lay awake half the night.

Now the letter had gone he wished
he had never sent it; after all, it was
cheating Hsther. It was not fair to
make her- write to him; he felt that
he had behavdd like a cur . . . he
tossed and turned from ‘side to- side,
Perhaps ‘she would not write! He al-
most hoped she would not. When at
last he dozed off it was almost day-
break; when he woke it was eleven
o’clock and the sunshine was pouring
into his room.

He had a bit.of & headache and felt
wretched; he drank four
strong coffee and went out.

He avoided the popular thorough-
fares; he sauntered about till lunch
time and then went back to the hotel.
Apparently the waiter had spoken the
truth when he - said that the place
was almost empty, for only two of the
fwenty tables were occupied beside

his own.

Micky felt bored; he made up his
mind to tell Philips what he thought
of his recommendation -when he got
back to London. He slept all the after-
noon, then dressed and went off to
dinner at the hotel where he and
Drivers stayed when they were last
in Paris. Here at least was a wel-
come; most of the waiters récognized
him; the attention was excellent, and
he got a decent dinner. The hotel was
full, but though Micky looked suspici-
ously at every one who came in, he
recogmzed nobody.

He wondered how long he, had got
to stay in Paris; Esther could not get
his letter and send”a reply that would
arrive in less than three days; he cal-
culated that he could not get back ‘to
London -before Sunday morning.

And Esther was going to Mrs. Ash-
ton’s on Saturday.

He had just finished his dinner when
the swing doors opened and a man
came into the room- with a lady .in
evening dress.

Micky looked at them, and his heart
began ‘to race—for the man was Ray-
mond Ashton, and the woman, Tubby
Clare’s little widow. .

Ashton saw Micky at once, and his
face fell into almost comical lines of
dismay, but he pulled himself"together
at once and spoke to the woman be-
side him.
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He shook hands with Mrs, Clare; she |

was rather a {pretty little woman,

‘small and plump, with round, mean- {
ingless .eyes and a friendly smile. |
“We're going to the opera,” ‘Ashton |-
| said. “Mrs. Clare ‘is. not staying here, |-

but she very kindly consented to come
and dine with me. Are Yyou! staying
here, Micky? When did. you come
overf’

«Last night; and I'm not staying}

here. Just dropped in for some grub.’™

“you'd better dine with us,” Ashtox
said, but he did not. sound very en-
thullutlc.\

Micky laughed. “Thanks, but I have
dined. I was just leaving when_you
came in,” He thought of Esther, and
bis face bardened. This was the man
of whom she was thinking all day and
and every day; this man who was so
obviously going to try and marry Tub-
by Clare’s little widow..

He stood talking to them for a few
moments, then excused himself.

“You haven’t told me where you are
staying,”  Ashton said.

“No—and I'm going away to-morrow
anyway. . . . When are you coming
back to town?”

Ashton looked quickly at his com-
panion. “Oh, not yet awhile,” he said.

“I gee.” Micky met his eyes steadily:
“By the way, I got your letter,” he
said after a moment. “You didn't ask
about that letter you gave me. I post-
ed it——"

Raymond turned crimson. “The let-
ter—oh yes, thanks—thanks, very
much. You didn’t take it then?”

“Br—thanks awfully!” Ashton said
again. He twisted his moustache nerv-
ously. “I’ll see you some other tlme,
he said with a rush. “T'll drop you a
line.”

“Right oh'" said Micky laconlcally

“I hope I shall see you again too,
Mr. Mellowes,” Mrs. Clare said. She
thought she was saying the right
thing. She thought these two men were
friends, and she. was sufficiently in
‘love with Raymond to wish o be lik-
ed by his friends.

“Thank you, Mrs. Clare,” Micky
said stolidly. “But 1 am going back to
London to-morrow; I am afraid I shall
have very little time, thought I should
be delighted, of course—"

He felt rather sorry for this woman.
After all, she was harmless and gdod
natured, she deserved a better fate
than to be snapped up by a good-look-
ing fortune-hun'ter.

He was getting into his coat in the
lounge when Ashton came after him.
He looked worried and abashed he
asked a hurried question.

“Everything’s -all right, eh, Micky?
—Lalhe,ﬁ} mean—I thought from the
way you looked just now——she—shes
all right—eh ?”

“My dear.chap—how should I know?
She never answered my letter, though
1 sent the money, as.you wished, I
thought you would have heard.”

“I told you I didn’t mean to write—
I said that I wanted the whole affair
cut out,” Ashton said irritably.

Micky made no response.

“She’s sure to be all right anyway,”
Ashton said after a moment. “If she
hadn’t I should have heard—eh?”

Micky looked at him coolly.

“You rather sound as if you were

expecting to hear she'd done some-

thing foolish—jumped off Waterloo

Bridge: or something——" he said}
drily. : i

Ashton laughed. “Well, you  nevef
know,” he said heartlessly. “Women
are such queer creatures—and Lallie
was so excitable; she said more than
once that she’d do away with herself
—it’s all rot, of course, but . . . what
did you say?”

“Nothing,” said Micky curtly “Good-
night ” He turned on his heel and
went out.

CHAPTER XIV.

Micky stayed in Paris four days;
the longest four days of his life.

He wandered about killing time and
wishing everything and every one at
the bottom of the sea.

It seemed impossible that he had
ever managed to have a good time
over here—the noise and bustle of the

<] streets got on his nerves; the things

that had always amused him .before
bored him and left him cold; he
thought of London with a deadly sort
of home-sickness.

HEsther, did not mean to wrlte to

him, he was sure, and in some ways -

he hoped ‘she would not; he realised
that he was playing a mean trick on

~ {her, cheating her out of fond words

and a love-letter to which he had not
the smallest claim.

He tried to salve his ‘conscience -by
making up his mind to leave on the
Monday morning whatever happened;
if there was not a letter by that time
there would never be one. Esther
would have gone to Mrs. Ashton’s. It
was 'surprising how,;much he hated
thothon]htothetbolngwlth!hy
mond’s ‘mother. Dmt the intermin-
able "hours when - he walked . about
Paris trying to kill time he thought

;ontuﬂmotmmmmt'

and'go home without making a fur-
ther fool of himself. There was not.
the least hope in his heart when he:
went to the bureau and asked for let-
ters; the reply came as it had donme
each morning:  “Nothing for 'mon-
sieur .-. .” ol

Micky turned away., He was half
way te the dining-room before it sud-
denly dawned upon him that they did
not know he was expecting letters in
the name of Ashton—that he had ‘for-
gotten to tell them. He went back
hurriedly to the bureau.

“Any letters for Ashton?—I am ex-
pecting one for a friend of mina of
that name . .. .”

He. waited breathleasly while the
girl sorted through the pigeon-holes
on the wall; he felt as 'if he could
hardly breathe when she came back
with a grey envelope in her hand.

“Mais oui . . .” she said smilingly.
“] did not know it was for mons-
four:. .».”

Micky almost snatched it from her;
he had not even glanced at the writ-
ing, but he knew it must: be from
Esther. He sat down at the break-
fast table with his thoughts in a
whirl; he was sure that the waiter
must know how excited he felt. - He
ordered coffee and rolls before he
opened- the envelope; he laid it down
on the cloth beside him and stared |

at it very much as a sentimental girl :

mgiht stare at her first love-letter, |
hesitating to open it, wishing to pro-
long the ultimate delight. *

Finally he cut it open carefully and’
drew out the contents. His pulses'
were racing, he did not know “if shame
or delight were the greatest emotion
in his heart; he glanced at the first
two, words and the blood rushed to |
his face.

It seemed almost sacrilege to read
what she had written to the man she
loved—he pushed the paper back into
its envelope—he did not look at it
again until he had -finished his pre-
tence of a meal, then he took it out™
with him into the rather dingy win-
ter .garden and sat down in the qulet-
est corhgr he could find. f

There he Taced the greatest moment
of his life; ms to whether he should
go on with this thing or wipe it out
of his life once and for all.

Ashton had done. with Esther; he
was as sure of that as he was sure
that Ashton meant to marry Mrs.
Clare. This being so, was it wrong of
him to try and give Estheér some hap- |
piness in place of what she had lost?
She had refused to marry him—she
bad said that she could flever ' care
for him; could ‘he hope to make her
change her mind? In his heart he was/
sure that he-could; he wanted her so
badly that it seemed to him as if the
ivery force'of his.desire must compel
some return from her.

,~He sat staring down the dismal gar-
den with moody eyes. He knew it was
a big risk; he thought of her as he
had first seen her and as he:had last
seen her.

(To be continued)

hukiACO\ﬁNTHATCAMHI or\ ®
u-\ncomn THEY CARRIED I OFT Y

True to name—it’s tasteless. That's

ways -keep our stocks

one reason why people stick to
Brick’s.

Before Brick’s Tasteless Extract oti
Cod Liver was perfected, people took
cod liver oil” under strong 'protoat.

.} Lemon juice, coffee, vinegar, wlne—

all were powerless to- eliminate that
nauseating oily taste. But now even
the children do not .know they are

Tells” ina J‘elly more

_._thap in most dishes. A jelly must =
be fee from sediment, and
of delicate flavour. A discrimi-
nating Hostess will be satisfied
with none but the very best qual-
ity, and she will find her ideal in

a “Freeman’s” Jelly. «

One of

Freeman S Engllsh Fonds

J TO THE GENERAL PUBLlC
We wish to announce that we are now. connected

with the new telephone system and are ready to hand]e
all orders promptly.

PHONE 955 FOR SERVICE

EDSTROM & O’GRADY,

Plumbers, Steam and Hot Water Fitters,
feb14,12imwt 66 PRESC()TT STREET.

Mattresses.——
High-grade—ﬂygienic.

Do you care what’s inside your mat-
tress? Would you knowingly buy a
mattress filled with the cheapest -of
flock -and excelsior improperly clean-
ed? In our store no such mattresses
find room, nothing but first-class fill-
ings, thgroughly cleaned and carefully
sterlhze by cold air processes ‘are
used in our mattresses.

T We have all sizes and grades of mat-
tresses in ‘stock rght now, all thor-
oughly hygienic, and recommended to
give good wear and solid bed-time
comfort.

U. S Plclure & Porlrall Co.,
St. John’s.

THIS WEEK
TOMATO SAUCE.
mwws 16 oz. bottle -
APRICOTS, 2% 8,

8 oz. bottle ., ..27c.
GONG’S SOUPS,
BﬁAN 20c pack.
EASY JELL, 13c. pk.

35¢. doz.
TWIN !
VEGETABLES,
CITRON PEEL,
e 55c¢. 1b.

14¢. pack.
KRUMBLES
G. F. MARMALADE,
~3 1b. tin, $1.05.

~ (Breakfast Food),
PICKLES,

14c. pack.
32 oz. bottle, 60c.

. LIBBY’S
MINCE MEAT,
TOMATO SOUP,
1lc. tin.

; 80c. bottle.
Dutch Cleanser, 18¢, tin
PEACHES, 2, -
30c. tin.

Babbitt’s Cleanser,  °
Be, tin
CHERRIES, R. Anne |
65c tm.

Wyandotte ,. +.20e, tin
Babbitt’s Lye ..16e, tin.
Wash Powder, 1776,

7c. pk,
Bird Seed .. . 18¢, pk,
- Bird Gravel ....20c, pk,

BomeG BROTHERS, Ltd.

Grocery.
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THE RESIDENTS OF CARBONEAR

and vicinity are cordially invited
to be present at

THE TEMPERANCE HALL

between 8 and 10 p.m. on

THURSDAY, April Tth,

to witness the judging by

. Miss Alice E. Furneaux, D.S.T.,

: Gt
“Windsor Patent”

Bread-Bakihg Competition.

A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from
a splendid variety of

Bnhsh Woollens, cut by
an - up-to-date system

{from the latest fashions,

moulded and made ‘to
your shape by expert
workers, costs you no
more than the ordinary

hand-me-down. We al-

complete and you are

‘assured a good selection.
Samples and style sheets
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taking cod liver oil when they are sent to any;address.

given a dose of -
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If a Testator

although seeing the benefits to be derived from a Trust
Company’s administration, hesitates about cancelling
any appointment he may have already made, the Mon-
treal Trust Company can be named to act with the
Executor or Executors already appointed. In this way
the Trust Company co-operates with the Testator’s ap-
pointees in the administration of the Estate.

This plan is very acceptable when the Testator’s wife
is named as Executor. Few women have the necessary
‘business. training to enable them to carry on the admin-
fstration of an Estate, but with the co- operation of ‘the
Montreal Frust: Company the Testator’s wife -can be
apﬁ)inted with full assurance that the Estate will be

looked after.

Montreal Trust Company

Bir l!erbert S. Holt, President. A. J. Brown, K.C., Vice-Pres,
F. G. DONALDSON. General Manager,
11 Place d’Armes Square, Montreal.
8t. John’s, Nfid, Branch, Royal Bank of Canada Building.
sep28,1yr.eod C. E. JUBIEN, Manager,

.

STORAGE

We can offer Storage for the next six

months on any class or quantity of goods.
AL H. MURRAY & CO,, LTD,,

feb22,tu,th,stf: Beck’s Cove.

'FIRE REURANCE. FIRE lNSURANCE

soomsn mmm & NATIONAI, INSURANCE COMPANY or
EDINBURGH. SCOTLAND.
mm Awm:n FIRE & LIFE ASSURANCE co.. LTD,
- OF PERTH, SCOTLAND,
: ‘!‘lo Mm ngnu carry on a , successful and
teva u«*ﬁ:m. have maintained the highest
for d uberal discharge .of their obli-

-roliq we issue'is ¥ ensure the holder
ar second to grant thot prohouon at the
4 viqm ns ;
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