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Phantnm Lover.

mv the Author of “A Bachelor Hus-
band.”)

- CHAPTER XX,
> He heard the sigh of
Zave.

=“I'm glad,” “Somehow,

she said.

‘fately, I have thought that you did

kpow. Mr, Mellowes . . last night

1 2. ., 1Ithought I saw him in the

theatre last night. I know now that I
was mistaken.” She paused a moment
and looked past him to the window
and the cold grey street outside. “I
édbuldn’t have seen him,” she said
again, as if to convince herself rather
than him. “Because he is i Paris—I
found out this morning that he is still
ip Paris.”
= “Yes,” said Micky. His voice sound-
ed choked. “And so—so you want to
gb out there to Lim, is that it?”

~Her face brightened.

E“Yes. I should have told June, only
——only she isn't very sympathetic. You
s{ee"-she smiled faintly—“she hates
nly fphantom lover,” as she calls him,
and so—so I'know she would only do
Ier best to keep me from going to
him; but you——"

=“I am afraid,” said Micky quietly,
“that I shall try and do the same
thing.”

=He turned and looked at her square-

.]!

-”You’ve never been in Paris,” he
slld “and prebably you can’t speak a
word of French. You've probably nev-
¥ travelled any’ distance alone. Miss
S_inepstone. it’'s impossible for you to
gd. I am only advising you for your
dwn good. Why not write to—to—your
fignce and ask him to make.arrange-
ments for you?”

EHe broke off helplessly. The poor
little letter in which she had already
dene so lay in.his pocket at that mo-
ngent. It turned him sick to think of
the tissue of lies and deceit his own
aétions were forcing upon him.

=‘I—I have asked him,” she said al-
mest in a ‘whisper, “but he said he
cguldn’'t have me—then! But that’s
gqiite a long time ago,”’ she added
thefully. “And I thought if he saw
me—if I got there and surprised him

”

Micky turned away. He could imag-
ide so well what would happen if in-
deed she found Ashton. He walked
over to the window and stood looking
in_l_o the street with unséeing eyes.

“Have a little patience,” he said
pEesently. “Take my advice and stay
here. If he—if he can, he will send
far you, I am sure.” She looked up
quickly, a spark of anger in her eyes.

*You sound as if you think that will
néver be,” she said sharply.

Micky met her gaze unflinchingly.
%] don’t think anything of the sort.

relief she

I know—I know if I were in his place,
whoever he is—I should be counting
the moments till I could , . . could
have you with me.” He smothered the
momentary seriousness of his words
with a little laugh. “And now, after
that pretty compliment, aren’t you go-
ing to reword me by taking my most
excellent advice""

The ghost of a smile crossed her
face.

“I wanted you to say something so

different,” she told him wistfully.
. “I know—but I'm not going to. Any
one would advise you as I have. It
isn’t . . . it isn’t that I'm prejudiced,
or anything like that. I would’ give a
great deal to see you happy I hope
you believe me.’

She sat twisting her hands together
nervously. After a moment she look-
ed up at him.

“Thank you,” she said.

. She rose and began to pull on her
gloves. :

“} hope you don’t think it's very
dreadful of me to have come,” slie
said deprecatingly. “But . . . but this
morning, somehow, I felt I must have
someone to talk to—some one to ad-
vise me. . . .”

“T am honoured that you came,” said
Micky gravely. Her eyes fell before
his. 7

“And—and you won’t tell
she appealed
. He smiled rather sadly.

“I am not likely ever to tell any

ne,” he said.

“No, I know. Mr. Mellowes”—she
held out “her hand to him suddenly,
her fair face flushing—*I should like
to take back something I said to you
one day. Perhaps you don’t remem-
ber, but I do, and lately—especially
since last night, when you were 8o
kind—I've felt that I wasn’t just to
you; and so . . . it you will forgive
me, I should like to be friends with
you after all.”

She was crimson by the time she
had finished, but Micky took her hand
without answering, held it for a mo-
ment, then let it'go.

“I suppose I mustn’t offer you any-
thing?” he said with forced.lightness.
“No coffee—or tea? It’s cold-out this
morning. If you would care for any-
thing, my man would bring it at
once.”

*She laughed and shook her head.

“I don’t want anything, thank you.”
She looked round at Micky’s luxuri-
ously furnished room. “Isn’t it beauti-
ful?” she asked him.

June?”

He smiled. “Do you like it? I am |

glad.”

“I think it’s lovely.” She looked up
at him. “I seem to have been climbing
a ladder lately,” she said. “Since I
left that awful place in the Brixton
Road—where I am now is heaps bet-
ter than that was, but this— "

Micky was silent. It tréembled on
hig lips to say that everything he had
in the world was hers if only she
would take it, but he knew the utter

futility of it. Money and posséssions-
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He went downstairs with her.
“Sp we're really friends now?” he
said when he bade her good-hye. “And
you'll promise to let me advise you
again when you're not quite sure what
you ought to do?” There was & note of
anxiety in his voice. . >
She flushed nervously.

“It’s kind of you to be lnterested o

It seemed strange to her that after
ail that had-happened they should
have so easily got back to their old
footing of friendliness. But. Micky was

not at all happy. When she had gone,

he stood for a long time at the window
staring moodily out.

When Driver brought lunch he
found Micky poring over a Bradshaw;
he spoke to the man with elaborate
carlessness. :

“You’ll have to take another trip to
Paris—to-morrow will do.”

“Yes, sir.” Driver smoothed a crease
in the cloth. “To post another letter,
sir?’ he asked expressionlessly.

Micky looked up sharply, but Driver
met his eyes' innocently.

Micky coloured. ¢

“No; it isn’t a letter this time,” he
gaid. “It’s to buy a fur coat.”

CHAPTER XXI
“The phantom lover,” said June Ma-
son lugubriously, “is certainly turn-

ing up trumps.”

Tt was a week later, and she was,

giving Micky tea.

Esther was out. She knew now {hat
it was to see Esther he came. She was
quite reconciled to the fact, and had
got over her first pang of jealousy,
but Esther’s indifference to him en-
raged her.

“Can’t the girl see what she’s throw-
ing away?” she asked herself furious-
ly. “What on earth is she made of
that she can’t see what’s waiting for
her to take? If Micky had adored me
as hé adores her . . . well—my name
wouldn’t - have been June Mason to-
dﬂ;y."

But she kept such thoughts to her-
self and treated Micky very much the
same as usual, thongh unconsciously
there was a slight restraint ‘in her
manner, especially when Esther was
present.

%\ “I'm beginning to think that I've
misjudged our Raymond,” she went on
laughingly.” “Perhaps some , one has
‘converted him, Anyway, he’s treating
Esther handsomely. First the money,
and last week the fur coat. . ...”
thky looked up with sudden interest.

“Oh, it's come,; then, has it!” he
said eagerly.

“Coma@! it’s been here two days. How
did you know?” she asked with sudden
sdspicion.

“I heard you talking about it. Wasn’t
it you? No? Then it must have been
Miss Shepstone.”

“I dare say,” said Jumne easily. “I
never saw any one so delighted with
a thing as she whs with that coat. And
it is a beauty, Micky. I only hope it’s
paid for,” she added pFmetically.

“Why shouldn’t it be . paid for?”
Micky said.

She made a little grimace,

“Because Raymond Ashton never
paid for things if he could help it;
and you know he didn’t,” she told him.
“However, as he seems to be -a re-
formed character, we’ll give him the
benefit of the doubt.” Suddenly she
began to laugh. “And that isn’t all”
she said again. “This morning & col-
lar arrived for that blessed cat——"
She indicated Charlie sleeping peace-
fully on the rug. “A silver collar, too
my boy, with Esther’s name on it . . .”

Micky stcoped to examine the col-
lar; his face was red when, .after a
moment, he looked up again.

“Esther declares she never told him
we'd got a cat,” June told him doubt-
fully. “But, of course, she must have
done, or else .the man’s got second
sight.”

Micky was drlnkins his tea; he
choked suddenly.

A feeling of panic closed ‘\upon him.
Never told him she’d got a cat! of
course she hadn’t. What a fool he had
been to make such a blunder—what
an utter blockhead. 4 :

“I expect she did tell him,” he man-
aged to say.

“Yes, that's what I think.” June lit
a cigarette and passed the lighted
match over to Micky. ' . -
_“Anyway, Esther goes abput the
place singing all day,” she added dri-,
ly. “There’s no doub at all that she’s
up in the seventh heaven'of happi-
ness. Reams of letters the man writes

"her. Perhaps, as the novels tell us, |

loye. is & wonderful thing——" Shé
looked at Micky with a comical ex-
pression in her queer eyes. “I should
say it mm bo it it’s. reformed tht
man,” she :dded cyniully.

Micky * said nuthin& He bhad been
very, uncomfortable about things dur-

mnclmtndm As far as he|
_{ ¢ould 8ind out, Ashton had mot yet|
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“I suppose she—er-—she never talks
any more about taking a job now, eh?”
he asked aftéer a moment,

“Noy I don’t think Bo; that man’s
word is law to her, you know. I be-
lieve if he said ‘Come out here and
marry me at once’ she'd fily off by the
next train. As a matter of fact, I'm
expecting something of the sort almost
daily.”

“I don’t think she’ll do thnt ” Micky
said. He stood back to the fire, with
his hands in his pockets, staring up

\to the ceiling.

“No!” June watched him quizzical-
1y. “Do you know, Micky,” she said at
last, “that I consider you've altered a
lot lately?”

He swung round at once, and scru-
tinised himself in the glass over the
mantelshelf.

‘“For-the worse, or the better?” he
asked anxiously. “I know I never was
exactly an Adonis.”

She laughed merrily.

“I don’t mean your face, stupid, but
yourself. You're quieter, you don’t go
about so much; in fact”—she chal-
lenged him deliberately—“I" believe
you're in love.”

“So I am,”.said Micky stolidly.

She pretended not to take him seri-
ously.

“It’s no joking matter—I mean what
I say.”

“So do I,” said Micky. He laughed.
He came over to where she was sit-
ting, and stood behind her chair so
that she could not see his face. “I've
tried to make up my mind 'to tell you
lots of times,” he said. . . .” He stop-
ped and moved away restlessly.

June sat very still; presently—

‘“It's Esther,” she said quietly.

. “Yes.” ;

“Poor old Micky! .-. .”

“You needn’t be sorry for me; 1
walked into it with my eyes wide open.
I knew she was engaged—I knew it all
the time.” !

“And Esther . . does she know?
Have you told her?”

“Yes. . . . She took it as an insult.
Perhaps it was; I don’t know. You see,
I knew she was engaged to thaf other
fellow.”

“An outsider! who- isn't worth a
thought,” June cried indignantly.
“Micky, however could she have re-
fused you?”

He laughed. He looked down at her
with a comical expression in his eyes.

“She’s not the first woman who's
done that,” he reminded her.

She ‘'sat up with sudden haste.

“That wasn’t anything, but this

“This,” said Micky, “isn’t anything
either, except on my side. You always
told me that some day I shouldn’t be
able to have-what I wanted. You were
right.” '

“T should like to slap her!” said
June viciously.

He laughed outright.

“If you did I should slap you, my
dear.” He went back to his chair by
the fire. “It’s only between ourselves,
June,” he said. :

“Of course . . . and, Micky—do you
think she will mdrry Ashton?”

Micky did not answer for a moment.

“No,” he' sald at last, “I don’t thlnk
so ”

June stared at him.

“Then—then do you mean——* But
he would not tell hér anything.

“You've heard quité enough for one 5

day,” he said teasingly.

“Don’t worry your head about mel
I don’t know why I told you——some-
how I thought you'd guelud e L

(To be conﬁnned)
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lprly eltlmatos nt the sa.lxnon pack
of British Columbia for 1921 indicate

| that the ‘output will be of compara-’

tively small proportions, the ratio
running from 40 down to 20 per cent.
of normal. Consul General F. M.
Ryder, of Vancouver, intimates that
some canneries are prepared to put

‘| up about 25 per cent. of their hormal

pack, while others are figuring only
on 15 per cent. No “chums” will be
canned in British Columbia during

1921, as there are said ta 'be three-’

quarters of a million cases still -in
stock without a market. According to
Mr. Ryder, canners contepd that with
Japan putting 500,000 cases of redfish
on the British market, Alaska ' can-
neries carrying over about 400,000
cages over the end of the year, for the
first time in four or five years, and
with the pack from the Columbia
River and Puget Sound there would
be a gigantic total pack all rushing to
the British market. Of the 615,288
hundredweight of canned salmon ex-
ported from Canada during 1920, the

United Kingdom took 310,451 hun~}

dredweight.—l"inancial Post.

Holuehold Notes.

Stale bread is best for filling a fowl.

Start corn beef to boil in cold water. | B

Keep rooty vegetables in a dry

place.

A porthern exposure is best for.a
kitchen. :

Dry fine blankets on curtain stretch-
ers. :

Bait the mousetrap with sunflower
seed.

Puff paste must be made rapidly in
a cool room.

Keep ferns away from gas and out

of draughts.
Keep soiled linen 'from bathroom

in a closed hamper.
Remove the burned surface of bread

with a grater.
Carrots candied with brown sugar

are delicious and nourishing.

Fashion

Plates.

A PLEASING COMFORTABLE COAT
STYLE.

Pattern 3521 was used to make this
style. It is cut in 4 Sizes: 4, 6, 8 and
10 years. A 6 year size will require
25 yards of 44 inch material.

Velvet, taffeta, pongee, duvetyn, po-
plin, serge, broadcloth and linen are
attractive for this design.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15 cents

‘in silver or stamps.

A COHI“OBTABLE PLAY GARMENT

FOR “TINY TOTS”

‘model. It is cut ;u 3 Bizes: 6 months,

year -.nd 2 years. A 1 year size will

-] require 2% yards of 27 inch material.
. Linen, drill, Indian nead, TepP, POp~

| stones, ingots of

e s e B! =

NEGLIGEE sHm'rs.V

Double cuff, neat pat-

terns, fine material .. ..

$1.80

Pull over the head style, buttoned
on shoulder; in Green, Navy 95&
Brown' and ‘Sake ., ..l

Leading the Town in Millinery.
The smartest models, the newest trimmings;and exclusive
' ‘effects.  Our Millinety Section now at its best.

In the very-latest checks

and pleasing colors, only

2lc. yard.

CURTAIN SCRIM.

In Cream with flowered
‘border, pretty patterns;

23c. yard.

e

FLARNELETTE
PYJAMAS.

-In meat' designs, good
quality Fiannelette, for

3320 suit.

LADIES’
WING SLEEVE

VESTS,
35 and 50c.

~ NIGHTDRESSES.

Good quality with fancy
tnmmmgs only z

$1.90.

COSTUMES

FOR LADIES AND

GIRLS, $9.75.
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4 1-2 ounce Plugs
nght and Dark in 24 Ib. Caddies

HARVEY & CO., Ltd.
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A Pélacé of
Costly “Junks.”

The Sultan of Koetal’s palacé at
Tanggaroeng, in south-western Bor- |
neo stands on a slight rise of ground !
at a horseshoe bend in the river, a
huge, barnlike, wooden structure, two.
stories in height, which reminded nie
of a convention hall, writes E. Alex-
ander Powell.

The entrance, over which are blat—
oned the arms of Koetei, is reached
by a broad flight of whith = marble
steps which debouch on to -a wide,
shaded terrace of the same incon-
gruous material.

This terrace opeéns directly nto the '
great throne hall, an -apartment
whose proportions would do credit to .
many homes of KEuropean royalty, !
though its furnishings are a bizarre |
mixture of Oriental taste and Occi-
dental tawdriness. From each ‘end
of the throne hall impressive stair-

{cases, with searlet carpets and gilt

balustrades, lead to the second floor.
Under one of these staircases was a
sort of closet, with glass ddors, which
looked exactly like a large edition of
a telephone booth in a Canadian ho-
tel. The doors were sedled with
strips of paper kept in place by wax
wrappers, but, peering throm the,
glass, I cotild make ‘out & .urge ‘table
piled high with )
d ud silver, ves-
sels, utensils, and nu;os of tho samev

| flowing witk ‘the ' loot of European'

seized _the opportunity to unload on

fit, but the Dutch controller attach-|him, at exorbitant prices, their most

ed to his court may have something
to say as to the manner in which it is
expénded.

expensive and unsalable wares.

WELL DRESSED AT SMALL

Upstairs we were shown 'throuéh a COST.—If you do not intend to

geries' of apartments, filled to over-

shops—ornate brass beds, inlaid
chiffoniers.and bureaus, toilet sets of

(get a Suit or Overcoat for the
holiday season, you can at least
ibe well dressed by having your
clathes Cleaned and Pressed at

tortoise-shell and ivory, and a thous- SPURRELL the Tallor 36

and other useléss and inappropriate: “v

articles, for, When the late sultan!
visited Burope; the

ater Street, and it wﬂl "cost

you about $1.50. Do you need a
shopkeepers o new Velvet Collar on your Over-

The Hagte, Amsterdam, and Paris coat?—m,w. L.t

7

r'

Wiiies’an

See ¢ur window for;ﬂngla,y‘nf dellclous
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GE ' PA‘YNE’S TEA—
gended by experts in
- London-and composed
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