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THE

He was & man of the world, He was
no bettet and no worse than many of
the men Whom he knew and called his
friends, but this letter, in its brutal
callousness,’ seemed to shame his
very mathood.

He had liked Ashton, had been his
constant companion for months, but
he had never suspected him of being
capable of this.

He supposed he ought to be asham-
od of having openéd the letter, but
he was not ashamed; he was glad
that he had been able to #pare the
girl 1ast and hardest blow of all—
the ki l.dze that 'the man whom
she loved and trusted was unworthy.

Presently he picked the letter up
from the rug. He picked it up with

the tips of his fingers, as if it were [

something repulsive to him, and threw
it down on the table. ~%
The first few words stafed up at
him at it lay there. ;
“Dear Lallie,—By the time you get

 this letter I shall be out of BEngland,

and I hope you won't make things
worse for me than they already are
by trying to find out where I have
gone or by writing to my people and
making a scene. The worst of these
little flirtations is that they always
have to -end, as this must, and you
must have known it.”

Micky drew in his brea.th hard; not
an hour ago in this' very room Ash-
ton had made out how cut-up he was
at the turn his affairs had taken, and
yet all the time he had written this
letter. \

sasy CLARK.

“ Doctor said He
would not live.”

" 71, Cobham Read,
Seven Kings.

bﬁby at three months weighed
7% lbs The doctot said he would aot
live,

He is now ten months aad weighs
19§ lbs, I attribute this wonderful
progress to Virol In addition to this
gain he has eight testh and has
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} also we praise Virol,
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. . Yours truly,
A, CLARK.

of compunction swept through his
heart as he remetbered the tragedy

| behind it all, and he finished /the page

soberly enough:
mond Ashton.”

“Damn him!” said Micky ndor his
breath, as he blotted the sighature;
then he took two ten-pounid noted
from a drawer in his desk, and, en-
closing them in the envelope, sealéd
and stamped it. ;
‘ It was half-past _one, but ' Micky
climbed into his coat again. He lotk-
ed Ashton’s letter into his desk,. and,
taking the one he had written, went
quietly - down to the street

Thé world was.sleeping and amﬂ.
ed, and Micky’s foot-steps echoed hol-
lowly along the pavemeft.

' “Youw're a fool, you know!” he told
(himeel?, with “a sort of humouf.
“You're a bally fool, my boy! it won’t
end here, you see if it does.”

But he went on to the plllar-box
at the street corner.

When he reached it he stood for a
moment With the letter in his hand.

“yYou'ré & fool,” he told himsslf
again hardily. “Micky, my boy, you're
& bally idiot, Tnterfering with what
doesn’t concern Yyou—with  what
doesn’t concetn you in the very least.”

He looked up at the Btars and
thought .of Hsther Bhepston, of her
eyes and her wavering smile, and the
80ft note in her voice as she had ask-
ed him—

“Are you always as kind to every
ohe as you have beeh to me?”

+Ever yours, Ray-

: mcky amuht wul brlds, then s nn
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He ﬂicked over a pageé and read| °
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b S shall never forget you and

No concern of his! It was every
concern of his; he knew that he was
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(By the Author of “A Bachelor Hus-
band.”)

CHAPTER IL

He turned his back on the letter
and lit a cigarette, but he let it go out
almost at once, and turned back again
to stare once more at the name
serawled on the envelope.

What had Ashton written to her? It
worried him because he did not know.
Ashtop had had other love-affairs-—
not quite such serious ones, perhaps,
but still serious enough—and Micky
knew that when he had wearied of
them he had set about getting free of
them by the shortest route, caring lit-
tle it I were also a brutal one. He
thought of the despair he had seen in
Esther’s face that evening; he dread-9
ed that there might be something
Ashton’s farewell letter that would
plunge her back more deeply into her
misery.

Out in the night the bells were still
ringing joyously.

It was New Year’'s Morning, and
perhaps, if he sent that letter . .
He stood quite &till for a moment,
staring at it; then suddenly he threw
his cigarette into the fire and snatch-
ed the letter down from the shelf.

He tore it open impulsively and
drew out the enclosure. He unfolded
it and began to read. The silence of
the room was unbroken save for the
little crisp sound as Micky turned the
paper; then the letter fluttered .to the
rug at his feet and lay there, half-
curled up, as if it were ashamed of
the words it bore and wished to hide
them.

Micky raised his eyes and looked at
his reflection in the glass above the
mantelshelf. The pallor of his face

surprised him, and the look of pas-:

sionate anger in his eyes.

the good times we've had together. I
ghould try and gat back at Eldred's,
if I were you. It's a good, thing We
didn't get married as matters have
turned out, or the fat would have been
in the fire with a vengeance. As it is,
I shall have all my work c¢ut out to
put the mater in a good temper again.
I am sending you some money by
Micky Mellowes; he’s a friend of
mine and as rich as Crcesus, and @8
gelfish as the dgvil. If he offers to
take you out, let hlm, by all means. It
wouldn’t be & bad thing if e took &
fancy to you; he doesn’t care a hang
for any one but himself. If only I'd
got half his money . . . but what's
the use of talking about it? Anyway,
this is good-by; I shan’t write again.
Be a sensible girl, and try and see
things from my point of view.
would only have meant ruin for both
of us if I'd stuck to you. Good-bye;
I send you my love for the last time.
RAYMOND ASHTON.”

And -this from the man whom: she
loved: the man who had prétended to
love her!

Micky dragged forward g chair with
his foot and sat down straddlewise.
He leaned an elbow on the chair-back
and ran his fingers through his hair
with a sort of bewilderment.

“He's as rich as Creesus and as sel-
fish as the devil . . .”

And this from Ashton, his frlend-—
the man whom he had helped out of
scrapes scores of times; the man to
whom-he had lent money without the
least hope of ite ever being réturned;
Micky felt as if he had a blow in the
face.

His thoughts were in & whirl; the
whole world needed readjusting. Was
he selfish? he asked 'himself in per-
plexity—if so, it was quite unconsci-
ously, and anyway Ashton: was the

=
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last person who should have made the
accusation.

“I am sending you some money by
a friend of mine .”. .”

There was no hint that the money
was first to ber borrowed; he had
evidently been sure of his prey; Micky
swore under his breath.

Of course, Ashton had not dreamed
of the lettéer being opened, had not
dreamed of anything but that his
carefully-made plans would be min-
utely carried out and nothing more
said.

Micky sat for a long time, lost in
thought; the hands of (the clock
crawled round to one and the ctime
struck; he looked up then, glancing
at the clock vaguely.

If he had not met Esther Shepstone
there might have been no Esther in
the world at all now; if he allvwed
that letter to reach its destination he
would be plunging her back again M-
to the abyss of despair from which
he had dragged her only that even-
ing. She loved Ashton; of that Micky
was sure. Very well then, she should
at least have some part of her ideal
left to her.—

He went over to his desk and took
up paper and pen; he spread Ashton’s
letter out before him and studied the
writing carefully.

Ordinary sort of writing, rather un-
formed and sprawly, but after a trial
run Micky managed a very present-
able copy of it.

He sat back in his chair and eyed
his handiwork with pride; he had

+

with & chuckle; he ought to have been
a forger. i

Then he dipped the pen in the ink
again and squared his elbows. He had
never written a love-letter in his life,
but -he knew positively that he was
about to write ohe now.

He thought of Esther and the wist-
fulness of her grey eyes; she was the
girl whom a man could love. He col-
oured a little as the thought involun-
tarily crossed his mind;
girl whom—he began to write rapid-
1y.

“My darling little girl—"

Micky was naturally rather elo-
quent with his pen, though he had
never before tried it in this especial
direction. A

“This i the most difficult letter I
have ever had to write in all my life;
first, because I love "you so much}
and, secondly, because I am afraid it
.is going to hurt you nearly as much as
it hurts me. Dear, as_it will be some
time before I see you again, and be-
cause I cannot explain everything to
you, I am going to ask you to trust
me till we meet again. I'am leaving
England to-night. . . .7
~ Micky paused and ran his onzers
through his hair agitatedly before he
struggled on once more: “I shall be
thinking of you every minute till we
meet again, and ‘of the happy times
we have had tonther. I will write to
you ‘whenever I can. . . .” The pen |
paused, and Micky srunea recalling !
that Ashton had said he should not
anL ;

“It'll have to do, mvay " he mnt-

un_d. m anﬂnthe m flew: “I'm

miseed : his vocation, he told himself

she was a

only living for the hours to pass be-
fore he saw her again. No contern of
his! when the greatest miracle of all
the world had come to pass during
those last hours of the old year, in-
asmuch that Micky Mellowes, heart-
whole and a bachetor for thirty odd
years, had been bowled over by a girl
without & shilling to her name—a girl
who loved anether man, but a girl to
whom Micky had without wishing -it,
“without knowing it, dedicated the rest
of his life!

He was her champlon for the fu-
ture, some one to stand between her
and the callousness of the mnian of
whom even now 8he was probably
thinking.

“No concern of mine!” said Micky
to himself with fine scorn. “Why, of
course it is! Every concern of mfne.”

He squared his shoulders and drop-
ped the envelope into the pillar-box.

And so Micky Mellowes posted his
first love-letter.

CHAPTER IIIL
In spite of the events of the night

half-pakt nine when he woke, to find.
his man Driver moving noiselessly
about the room.

When he saw that Micky was awake
he approached the bed.

“Good-morning, sir, and & happy
New Year.”

Driver had an éxpressionless voice;
! he announced tea or tragedy in ex-
actly the same tone.

“Eh?” said Micky vacantly; the
words opened the door of memory,
and he sat up with a start. It was
New Year's Day, and last night . . .
ye gods! what hdad not happened last
night? Micky tingled to the tips of
his fingers ag he remembered the let-
ter he had written- and posted; he
had expected to feel rotten about it
in the light of day; it was an agree-
able surprise to find that he did not
feel anything of the kind.

When. he went in to breakfast there
was a pile of letters waiting for him;
he looked them through carelessly—
there was one from Marie Deland,
| which he opened with a vague feeling
of nervousness.

Marie was a nice little girl; he real-
1y was quite fond of her, and yet . . .
surely the days of miracles had not
yet passed away, seeing that in a few
short hours his feeling for her had
c¢hanged from something warmer to
more brotherly affection.

(To be continned)
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OLD MOORE TBJES TO MAKE OUR
FLESH CREEP.

~Happy days! In case we have not
enough worries already nowadays, Old
Moore, that incorrigible prophet who
still seems to be goiug as strong as
ever,' is making our flesh creep with
forebodings for 1921,

He whispers of fufther strikés and
rioting in January; of trouble among

way crash in ‘the north of England,
and & mutiny in India before the end
of the month. '

An February, unsavoury -scandals,
in which M.P.’s and the “new rich”
are involved; will be the home sensa-
tions of the month. ‘There will also
be a tmody in which a - woman “will
be murdered in the Midlands under
circumstances of unspeakable brutal-
ity
uimluum lnd ,lou will again

be m.mmu. while the thrones of ||
| certain Royalties who in in EER?
'Qovmmnimth:mw& 4
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In April it will, says Old Moore,
take all the efforts of the statesmen of
Europe to prevent anather war in the
Balkans. Rioting on an unparelled
scale against new taxation-will ac-
company the April showers. ¢

With the merry month of May
Pussyfoot will be on the warpath
again and make 'considerable head-
way.

Ferocious crimes, earthquakes, and
typhoons will further “brighten” the
hot days of June, and the Sin Feiners
will still be fighting guerrilla warfare
in July. Trade will be paralyzed by
strikes’ among dockers and nuvuy‘
workers, incendiary fires and crimes i
of violencde will cause much alarm
among the publlc, whlle the hmut

L alyzing strike.
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will be shattered by a strike of agri-
cultural labourers all over the coun-
try in August.

Old Moore prophesies that we shall
peturn to war bread in September, and
also predicts that clothing will be so
scarce that “many City men will be
compelled to wear the discarded uni-
forms of the police and military.”

In October,” families will emigrate
because of the growing shortage of
houges. Fierce outbreaks of racial
hatred in the United States, resulting
tn many Negroes belng killed, will
probably be followed by Bolshevist
revolutions -in France and Italy.

Thé black shadow of poverty will
ovmhadow Great Britain in Novem-
ber;’ and- the year will end with mis-
fortunes to “Royalty, an appalling mur-
der, -and: danger of yet another par-

‘l‘hnkn..nry much, ©1d Moore!
Almather a very happy 19%1.--Tit-

who shot and killed a girl who had at:
tempted to commit suicide. His pled
was that he killed her rather than tc
watch her suffer. He was arrested but
acquitted of the charge of murder by
the Brabant Court of Assizes.

The man in the case was Jerome
Hermans, 32 years old, and the girl
was Coline Vandyck, age 18. They

suicide resultec. The shooting occur-.
red in ‘the Bois de Cambre, Brussels
largest public park. X

“Coline ran from the path into 2
thicket,” said Hermaas. “I heard @
shet and ran after her. She had shot
herself in the temple but was still
alive. I could not see her suffer and
I took her revolver apd shot her in
the neck. Then she was still, and I
shot myself.”

Hermans recovered from his wound
and was in prison for eight months
until ‘ acquitted. Medical testimony
given at the trial was to the effect
‘that the girl’s suicidal wound ultimate-
ly would hve been fatal,

had & love affair and the attempt at .
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