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CHAPTER XXVIIL

Micky looked at her, and suddenly
Ye broke out—

“Esther, speak to me—s§ay Some-
thing—for heaven’s sake——"

She moved in a curiously heavy sort
of-way, as if it were an effort; she
raised her eyes to his agitated face.
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He deserved everything she had
said; it was all his fault that she had
got this to bear. With the best inten-
tions in the world he had proved him-
self a blundering fool. ;

‘Hsther raised her head; she had not
shed a tear, but her face was white
and desolate, ;-

She walked past him-to the door.

“I'm going on to Paris to-night,” she
said. “Nothing you can say will stop
me—nothing.”

“Very well, then I will come with
youw.”

She did not answer; she fumbled
helplessly with the door handle. Micky
came forward to open it for her, and
their hands touched. A little beam of

“This morning—was it~ only this
morn¥ng?—it seems so long ago.” She
stopped for a moment, then went on
again slowly. “When we were at that
inn in the village—those men with the
car—I heard them talking. ., . .” She

- stopped again.
“Yes,” said Micky.
~She frowned as if his monosyllable
" had interrupted her rrain of thought.
She went on presently—

“They were talking about ‘Paris—
4iid Raymond.” And-now she raised
Rer eyes. “If you say that it was true
what I heard them say, I will kill you,”
ghe said with sudden pgssion, “It's a
ffe—just a lie to hurt me, to hurt me
faore than I've been hurt already.”
She stopped, panting. “It's a lie—say
it’s a lie,” she drove the words at him.
# Micky sat down beside her.

“If they. said that Ashton had been
married in Paris to Mrs. Clare it was
the truth,” he said.

He marvelled at the steadiness of
his voice. He felt sick with shame at
the part he-was having to play, He
went on incoherently—

"“I knew it before you ever went to
Enmore—it was in the London papers.
T~was afraid you would see it. I per-
suaded June to get you down into the
conntry. I suppose I was a fool. I
ought to have known that it was only
putting things off.”

He looked at her and quickly away
again.

“Forget him, Esther, for God's sake.
He never cared for you; he isn’t worth
a thought.”

She rose to her feef, pushing the
hair back from her face as if she were
distraught.

“How dare you say such things ‘to
me?” she said in an odd, choked voice.
“You always hated him, you and June.
Do you think I'm going to believe you?
Do you think I could l.elieve you for
a moment when I have his letters—
when he has shown me in so many
ways how he cargs? . . . I don't care
what you #ay—I don’t care if the
whole world were to tell me it was

red rushed to “is face; he put his
shoulders to the door. / :
" “You can't go like this,” he said,
stammering. “How can I let you go like
this? Whatever I've done, I haven't
deserved .that you should think as
badly of me as you do. It was because
I cared for you so much—I tried to
save you pain . . . perhaps it isn’t any
excuse, but ¥t's the truth . . . I'd give
my very soul if I coutd undo what's
gone, it I could save you from this.™

She was not looking at him, but the
cold contempt in her face stung him.

“You may despise me,” he broke out
‘again jaggedly. “But it's the truth I've
told you . . . Ashton never cared for
you; that night at my rooms .-. .” HJ
stopped, -he did not want to tell her,
-but somehow there was a compelling
force within him that drove the words
to his lips.

“He told me he'd had to break with
you-xthat he was going away from
London because of you, He said ~ he
must marry a woman with money—it's
the truth, i# I never speak again. He
never eared for you, Esther—he was
never fit to kiss the ground you walk
on. He wanted to be rid'of you—he

”

Micky stopped; Esther had given a
little strangled cry, half-sob, half-
moan, like some animal in mortal
pain; for the moment she saw ' the
world red; hardly knowing what she
did, she lifted her hand and struck
Micky acrose his white face. :

“Oh, you lar—you liar,” she said.
The words 'were a hoarse whis-
per, her voice was almost gone.

She fell away from him, shaking in
every limb; she dropped into a chair
hiding her face.

Micky stood like a man turned to
stone. She had not hurt him physical-
ly, though there was a red bush where
she had struck him, but he Tfelt as if
the blow had fallen on his aching
heart and his love for her.

It seemed a long time before either
of them moved or spoke, then Esther

{ then dragsed them open min
.{must not go to sleep, whn.tavot

tul eyes. Why was it that people nev-
er fell in love with-the right peo
‘he asked himself vagusly. He
“have made her 0 happy.

m closed his ‘eyes .for a moment,
!!o

pened. He sat up stiffly,

blind. The sky looked a mﬂ'\M
as if dawn were not far away:
looked - at ‘hig’ watch.” Neerly two!

A sudden impulse came to him to
wake Esther and make her listen now

getting short, and there was so much
to telLdier and explain.

‘did not move, and he went blck again
to his corner.

He let the window down & little way,
hoping the cold night air would help
to heep him awake. The minutes seem-
ed to drag, though i rality only a

sitting in a corner with her eyes cios-
ed. She had taken off her hat, and her

face, She took no notice when he put
the rug over her; she did not even op-
en her eyes when the train started.
Micky sat down in the Opposite cor-
ner. He felt more tired than he had
ever done in all hie life, and yet he

seemed as if it would never rest again.
He sat with face-ayerted from the girl
in the corner, looking out into th;
darkness.

It seemed strange to realise that he
had made this same journey dozens of
times before. He felt that it was all
strange and distasteful to him. The
chattering voices of the French porters
and the whistle of the engines sound-
ed new and quaint as if he had mever
heard them before. It seemed an eter-
nity before the train started slowly
away.

He leaned back and closed his eyes;
his head was ?plittxng, and he was

golden hair was tumbled about her

knew that he could not sleep; his brain ;

quarter of an hour mad passed when
| Hsther woke“with a little smothered-

Presently he lifted a corner of tli :

to what he had to say. The time was|

‘He rose and bent over her, but she }
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| cry.

Micky was on his feet in an instant.

“It’s all right—there’s nothing to be|
afraid of—you've been asleep.”

She rubbed her eyes childishly with
her knuckles; she stared &t him for
a momenj unrecognisingly, then, as
i memory returned, she shrank back in-
to her corner.

Micky picked up the rug lnd coat
that had slithered to the .floor; he
waited a few moments till he saw that
she was quite awake before he spoke,
then he said gently— i -

“I hope you feel better. We shall
!soon be. in now. Are you warm

enough ?” :

“Yes, thank you.”

“We shall be into Paris very soon,”
he said again; “and there is a great
deal I want to say to you firet. Will
you listen to me if I try to explain?”

She met his eyes unflinchingly.

“There is only one man who can

cold and hungry.
He must have dozed for a few min-
utes, for he was roused by a

his eyes—he was awake at once—he
looked across at Hsther. She was ly-
ing huddled up, with her face turned
against the dirty cushions of the car-
riage, sobbing her heart out.

" Micky looked at her in miserable
indecision. THen he got up impulsive-
ly, and sat down opposite to where
Hsther was huddled.

He stretched o'ut fiis hand and took
hers.

“Don’t cry—don't 'I can’t bear 3.7
e said hosrsely. He raiged.her hand |
to his lips. She had-taken oOff her
gloves and her fingers telt like ice.
He chafed them gently between his
own. She still wore the cheap little
ring which Ashfon ' had given her
months ago.

She let her hand lie passively in his.
Perhaps she was too miserable to re-
member that it was Micky, and only
realised that there was something kind
and comforting in his touch. Present-
1y her sobs quie She  wiped - the
tears from her face and brushed back
her disordered hair,

Micky got up and took down the
supper basket he had managed to get
at the station. There was a small
thermos of hot coffée. He poired some
out and made her drink it. If he had
eéxpected _her to refuse he was agree-
able disappointed. She obeyed apathe-
tically; she even ate some sandwiches.

Micky was ravenous himself, but he
would not touch a thing till she had
finished.

“You'd be much more comfortabie
if you put your feet up on the seat and

little |
choking sound of sobbing. He opened |

| possibly explain aixything to me,” she
said then, “and he s not you.” ]

Micky lost his temper; he was cold
and tired -and hungry, and at that mo-
ment she seemed the most unreason-
able of mortals,

“I shall not allow you to see Ashton,
if you mean ‘Ashton,” he said‘roughly.
“The man isn’t fit for you to think
about. He’s married, you know that
« . . Bsther, for your own sake——"

She had turned her face away and
was looking out into the darkness; she
seemed not to be listening.

Micky went on urgently,

“I'blame myself. I always megnt to

!‘ashlon -
~Plates.

u ATTBACTIVE APBON MODEL.

~
N -
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| tell 'your before things nad gone as far
i as this. I shall never forgive myself
for not having done so. I've' behaved
like a cad, but my only excuse is that
I loved you; I wanted to spare you un-
Decessary pain——" He was no longer
Stammering and selt-conscloqa, his
voice was firm and steady.”

(To be contimued)
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yards of 36 inch material.
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Prince Albert

The quality of Prince Albert To-
bacco is widely recognized
passable in merit.

We have 1,000 Ibs. of this brand in
stock which we offer to the trade.
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Parker’s Boots & Shoes

Every pair of Boots and Shoes  for men,
women and children made in PARKER’S Fac-

tory are
UNION MADE.
Only skilled Union labor employed.. We in-

vite Union workmen to try-our Boots and Shoes
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Our prices 4re always as: low: 93 the high
standard of our local productlons will allow.
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For Mother’s Birthday*
Care of us and

‘Spending all her
Money on us

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

She kissed our

Bumps and bruises well.

WorryiggaBout ‘us
Pettingusand.. |
Praising us
All her life
That she never could
Afford to have musi¢
nght at-home

\'Sowe’re going to buy her
A Cglumbxa Grafonola ¢

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.

..So:she ¢an have s
~All the musie
"Of all the.world
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A large assortment of Headstones
and Monuments always in stock. Lat-
| est designs, etc., with prices and siges
to ! suit everybody Qutport custom-
ers can gave time and money by writ-
id ; ing to-day for Catalone of designs
I'm afraid we've got a long jour- and. Price List. ‘We have satisfled
ney’yet,” he said ruefully. “It you ; many customers with our mail order
e g, . % : / " o :ly‘;::m of buying from our photo do—

She turned her kead and closed hor BABY CLARK. : N.B,—PFirst-class carving and dur-

‘eyes. able lettering, ,combined with first-
g Dootor said II;

She looked very young and appeal- class stock, give us the superiority.
ing in the depr essing light of the e Give us your ‘order and get the best
would not live.”-
I
71. Cobham Rud.
: Seven

tried to sleep,” he said presently. “You
can have my coat as well as the rug. |
Your hands are like ice.”

He took off his cost as he spoke and
laid it over her.

dragged herself to her feet:
By the grearest artxsts
Intheworld 70
For all the rest

Of her life.

true—TI’ll never believe it till.he tells
me himself. . . .” Her breath came| ‘“Please let me pass’ she said in a

gaspingly; she looked at Micky’s white { Whisper, and Micky stood nide with~
face ‘with passionate hatred in her | Out a word. 3
eyes, E He followed her out and inquired
“How do I know it isn’t all a made- | for a train; there was a slow one at
up story?”’ she asked him hoarsely. ten-fifty they told him. He put Esther
She hardly knew what she was say- | into a carriage and got & rug for her
Ing; she leaned her arms on the man- | and a cushion. He knew she had had
tel-shelf and hid her face in them. nothing to eat, and he ordered a bask-
Micky let her alone; he got up and | et to be made up at the refreshment-
began pacing up ana down the room. | room. When he came back she was

Mothes likes music
Bue she has been
So busy taking
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of 38 inch material.
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Micky sat looking at her in silence. 'ROMPT.,
She cared so- little for ‘him that she e C'mll%},’gn““{
had even forgotten her anger sgainst marz,w.s,am ey
him; nothing he could do, \Or say real-
1y mattered to her, she’ vg/not ‘suffici-
ently interested in him to even trou-
‘| ble to hate him for long.
He wondered what June wag think-
-} ing, jand Miss Dearling! He wished | 1
* | trom the deptluothumlthsthqhad
/| remembered to send those 'l'hm :
| was his car, too—he hld in:
the

My baby at throe months ws
7§ 1bs. The doctox‘ said hm
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