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i "Raymond Ashton was always an

| gatsider. . . - There! I syon't say an-
mr word. You've come home, and

: that’s all that matters,”

: ~It was only when they were safely
'ub in the room with the mauve cush-~
jons that she flung her hat down on t.he_
sofa and drew a long reath,

~*Well, I never thoug we shounld be

here together again,” she said- tragic-
aNy. “It seemed like the end of every-
thing when I found your note on the
sipcushion. I don’t know what I should
have done if it hadn’t been for Micky.”

«] don’t know what I should have
déne either,” Esther snld She ‘met
>une's eyes and flushed crimson. “T've
been horrid about h!m, I know,” she
sdded bravely. “And nmow I'm sorry.”

June sail “Humph.” She sat for a
moment staring at the floor, then she
got up and searched for the inevitahle
cigareties.

“You ought to go to bed,” she said
in’ her most matter-of-fact’ tone:
“Where did you sleep last nignt?”’
«Nowhere—at least—we were in the

train all night. I did sleep a little, but

June took her by the shoulders..

“Off you go to bed, and don’t argue.
T've had a fire put in your room, and
Ckerlie is there with a new bow om.
T’]l1 come and tuck.you up when you're
read\‘ and N

But Esther refused to move.

41 csardn’t sléep if 1 went to bed. by

want to tell you about—about what's
happened. . .” She paused’ breath-
1e8sly, but June was not going to help
her.

“I don't want to hear anything,” she
said flatly. She looked at Esther and
saw the tears in the “younger girl’s
eyes. She put an arm round her, draw-‘
ing her down to the sofa.

“Tell me all about it, then,” she said.
“I"m just—just longing to know.”

“But there isn’t much: to tell, except
~=<" Wsther held out her: left hand.
“I'm not engaged any more,” she said
with-a faint attempt to laugh. “He—
Mrp. Ashton—is married. o

“I know—Micky told me betore we-

went to Enmore. I hope he’s married
ayixen who’s lead him dn awful gdante.
Ts would serve her Tight to ¥t her
know the sort of man he is—to let her
kibw the. sort of letters he's beén
writing to you—to show him up pro-
perly.”

Esther hid her facs ‘in the mauve
cushions.

“Oh, but ‘he has never written to

me,” she said chokingly. “I've never:
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had & letter from him since he went
away, and that was on' New: Year's '
Eve. It’s all ‘been & mistake—a-sham

he never cared for me—he never
LJ

‘really wanted me. . . .
June threw away the cigarette md
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added flatly. Her voice]; -
changed all at once. “Oh, isn’t he justf .
tpleadid"" she said . emotionally. “I;,
don’t understand it in the very least,

of. ﬁiﬁ * she:

why he has done it, or how he man-
aged it, or anything, bnt 1 think it’s

‘| the" finest -thing iri-all ‘the world—-"

Esther tnmad away.

“I met him on New Year's Eve—I
was 80
thing to live for, and he was kind and
.1 told him & little of

guessed the rest.
- “And when he went fo Paris that
timg it was all for Yyoutr sake, and ‘it
'was'for your sake he kept coming here
—oh!”—June rose to her feet with.a
gesture of intolerance—"if you don't
just adore .the ground he walks on,”
she said, “you ought to, and that’s all
I've got to say.”

Esther made .no answer; she was

tried to raise Esther.

“What are you taking about? He did
write .t0 you—you told. me yourself
that hé wrote beautiful létters—he
sent you that money-—BEsther! what
do you meant?” ;

Esther looked up; for & moment

June caught a glimpse of misty, sham- |

ed eyes.

“They weren't trom him; those:let-
ters—the money ‘never -came trom
bim,” she said in a’'stified voice.

“What! My good child, ‘have you
gone out of your mind?”

June wag a hundred ‘miles from
guessing the truth. “If hé didn’t ‘write

demanded crisply. “And if he didn't
send the money; who in the wide world
”. > - 3

“She eahight her .bx‘elth on'a s_udde'n

“Esther ., . . not—not—Micky!”

“Yes.” 1t was the smallest whisper, |
and it- was followed by a tragic sil-:
ence; then June got ip and began
walking aimlessly about the room’ she
felt-as 4 she had beep robbed of all ’
breath.

Twice she turned and. looked at Es-
ther’s huddled - ﬂgure. then, she went
back, laid a hand on her arm and: said
in an odd,  gentle _voice that was |
strangely unlike her own brisk tones:

“And. do you mean to say that you
‘don’t just think him the finest man ln
nll the world?” .

Esther sat up with. sudden pusion

“I'didn’t think:/of him at all—it was
like Having a knife turned in my heart
Maen I khew,” she said wildly. “Oh,
vou.can't understand if yon've never
cared for a.nybody what it feels like to '
know that you've been made & fool of, .
When he told me I felt that T hated
him-—there didn't seem anythlng fine
or good in what he.had dome; I ‘only"
knew that I'd been played with, made |
fun of, . . .” She stopped, sobbing des-
perately, but for once June attempted
no consolation. Sheé was  looking ' at
Micky’s portrait on the shelf, and there -
was a wonderful tenderneu An her
queer .eyes.

“Who . told' you"' she asked ‘then.

“Who told you that it was Micky?"

“He did—he only told ‘me when he]
¥new why' I was going- to Parjs—he -
told me in the train. It’s been from
Mr. Mellowes all along—the money
I've had every week—my clothes—this
coat .". . he's been paying for my food,
and tor me to live here. . . .” She rais-
ed her eyes to June'’s tace. “Did you
know?” she asked shakily," “He said
you didn’t, but somehow . . .”

June raunded on her angrily.

““If ‘Micky said that I didn't, that
ought to ‘be 3ood enough,” she nid
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looking into the fire with eyes that as
yet saw only the ruins of a dream that
had been so beautiful, the rapidly re-
ceding shadow of the man whom she
had ‘once made a giant ﬁgure in. her
life. :

“I ‘never .want to care for any one
again,” she said’ presently in a hard

- voice, “You told me once that people

were -happfer if they didn't love, and
I think you were right.” °

“I was an idiot to ever say such a
thing,” June cried in a Trage. “And
you're a bigger idiot if you pretend to
think T was right. There’s nothing bet-
ter in the whole world than being lov-

ed—" Her fdce flushed like a rose..

“If ‘Micky had cared for me even d
quarter a8 well as he does for ybu I
would ‘have marriéd him, and that's
the truth,” she declared. “It was only
because I knew he hadn’t anything ex-
cept friendship to offer me that I knew
it wasp’t fair. . . .” She tried to cover

‘the seriousness of her words with a

laugh: She }it another cigarefte. “And
now, having got rid of ‘'my heroics;

. let’s talk sense,” she added more calm-

ly. “But_you ought to go to.bed. You
iook worn out. You'll be a wreck in
the morning.”

“I don't ‘want to0:go. to bed. I hhve
such a Tot to tell: ‘yop. I'shall have to
leave .here, of course; I haven't got
any money. I must try and find & post.
I thought-of asking Eldred's to take

| me,, back; there might be a vacancy

pow. . . .”'But her vaice sounded
weafry and ghopeless g
" «June swooped down oaner
“You .poor. tired baby, come along to
. bed and don’t worry any mere. You've

i got me whatever happens, and if the

worst comes to the worst there’s al-
ways June Mason’s wonderful skin
food for both of us to live on.”

They went upstairs together.

“There’s nothing-like sunshine to
put you on good terms with yourself,”
she said philosophically.  “Whenever
‘Fm in the dumps or feel that I'm look-
ing pa_rti_cularly plaln, I put on my;
pest hat and go out in the sunshine,
and I assure you I'm a good-looking
woman when I come home again.”

+'You're :always better than - good-
looking,” Esther told her.

e

COHAPTER XXXiII .

June tucked Esther up in bed and'

replenished the fire. She turned out
the gas, leaving the room firelit.

-“June,” Hsther said timidly. “What !
did your aunt think? What did she’say |

—when’—-wlen——-"’

“She said- we must go back and fin-
ish our visit another tlme—ahe took
a great fancy to you.”

“You're saying that to please me.” l

“I'm not! honest Injun!” June heard '

the tears in Esther's voice; she.bent -

and kissed her gently.

“Now, not another word! I refuse to
answer another question! Pleasant,
drea.ms—or better ‘still, no dreams at
all.” She went away, and shut her
door behlnd her. - .

. Esther lay awake for a ‘long time-
mtuhmg the firelight on the walls and

ceiling, and thinking of what had hap- | {

pened.
‘It seemed- imposlible th.t she had

-éven really seen and spoken to Ray-

mond -Ashton; impossible that instead

. -jot loving him -desperately, she could
-+ only shudder at the memory of him.
: Thgmroroodthoir wjytoherﬂ.

‘eyes, nd scorched her cheeks. But for
Micky, .where might-she not ‘have béen

* | 'mow?—and he had refused to, ceven let .
“+! ber thank him. Her heart . m filled,

with & new humility. At but Her words

would be 80 poor—Ilike beggare in- thg
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erable—there ‘seemed no-
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N =p knew him hefore we met here——_ m
|-he wanted to tell you, but I ‘agked him !
. not - to——" She stopped and dragged
| on again.’

me to be on my feet
l. t‘:la yl:oo;sork I ft t door

e was left at.:my an my
husband -said ‘I try a-bottle of -
Lydia  E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com
pound. IthankGodIdid,foritrelieved
me, and I.am ‘now
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table Compound for anyone who

troubles, and have. neommdcd m,-,,

my neighbors. You empubliih
for the benefit of those I can e v “
—Mrs. HENRY A. Mrrcmt.. 1'167 7th )
Ave., East, Owen Sound, Ont. =
If you have an
Eou would like to
Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass.,
for helpful advice given free of charge,

was bustling about and she gave n
lifle sigh. - - i
The evening dragged away §

‘“What are you thinking. about?”
June asked once. abruptly. “You look;
so gad, don’t look 'sad; my dear! itirere’s”
lotg of .happy days to come yei—hap-
pier“days than you've ever had.”

Esther was only halt listenlng It
was tdo late ‘for:Micky. to come now
was the théught’ in Her 'mind.’ Suppoa .
ing he never came again?

She cried herself to sleep that night:
When she “woke it was -late im the
morning, and June- -had had her break,
fast and gone.out. .

She came in while Esther was d:esa—

" ing. She looked very plea.sed and alert

“Business, my: child!” she said en-
thusiastically. “Such a duck of an Am-

‘erican! and Mick's introduction!: Mr.

George P. Rochester!-—isn't it a lovoly
name? He’s going to estabhsh me_ ﬁr;n-
ly in little old New York, as he calls

it, and make my fortune. I'm going out: :

to lunch with :him at’ one o’clock, and"
you'ré coming too!~OHN, yes you &ret"

as' Esther, shook her‘head. “I" veJ.o}d.-
him all about. you glready.” Eidiar B
3 }aughed . A i

“You must have gut on very faat.
She said:"“And anyway I'm not goinx
to play odd-man-out.”

June made a little grimace,

(To be continued)

Fresh English Goods |

ELLIS & CO.

LIMITED, ; - ..
203 WATER STREET.

Fresh New York Turkeys.
Fresh New York Chicken. -
Fresh New York Ducks.

Fresh Tomatoes.
Fresh Celery.
. Sweet Potatoes.
* New Cabbage.
Green Peppers.
‘New Cucumbers,
Beetroot.
Parsnips.
Carrots.
New . Turnips.
New Artichokes.

.-Navel Oranges,
Ripe Bananas:
Dessert Apples. .
California Lemons,
Grape' Fruit,

Hunuey & Palmei’-
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3 'Made from absolutely pure mgrechents oxﬂy apd always fresh

'Why buy imported biscuits when yoix can get 2. BROWNING | product
that fills every requu'ement.

; See display in- KNOWLING’S CENTRAL Wmdow, then ask your dealer

AND SEE THAT YOU GET THEM.
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A FEW OF OUR MANY VARIETIES

' BOSTON CRACKER
. COCOANUT TAFFY
. FLUTED SUGAR

JELLY WAFER
VANILLA CREAM

BABY LUNCH
CAMPAIGN-
FINGER'
LEMON CREAM
CITY SODA

LUNCH
CURRANT TOP
GRAHAM WAFER
MIXED CAKE
G.B.S, PILOT

CREAM BAR
FIVE O’'CLOCK TEA

-GINGER SNAP
PRINCESS WAFER

COFFEE
. FRUIT

JAM JAM .
ORANGE GEM
'BROWNING SODA

BY BUYING GQODS MADEIN NEWFOUNDLAND

You get value for your mone,

apr26.6i

For Father’s Birthday

Dad’s a pretty

Good scout after all.

He has worked
Pretty hard -
. For a good

Many years

And he put

Us through school
And gotus
Good jobs

And he has
Backed us up

And cheered us up

Ever since -

We went eo work.
- He comes home

Prbery tired now

,At.uight, G

But we've noticed
That when he feels
Well enough

He goes out

To hear a concert.
By the band

In the park.

He says it rests him.
So we’re going to get
Him some private bands
And orchestras

And singers -

* "And everything

On Columbia Records

And.a Columbia
Grafonola

- To play them on-

So Dad can rest.

you keep - local workmen emploved and
help: to make the Newfoun land dollar worth one hundred cents. *

lLS. Picture & Porlrall Co. _o

Grafonola Department

Pure Geylon Tea,

Direet from the Gardens at

HENRY BLAIR'S.

‘Sunny 'Peak Ceylon . Broken Ofahge Pekoe
Tea, a delicious and precious beverage, only

S0c. per lb.

~ Put up in 1 Ib. Sealed Packages.
Mount View 'Finest Broken Orange Pekoe

-Ti; ved Tea, pure, fragrant, delicious flavour;

best value in town, only

65c. per b.

" Putupinllb. Sealed Packages.

Dn-ect}fom the Hill Tea Gardens of Sunny
Ceylon, where the

BEST TEA is grown
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