Wbl iy M,

O IO o o T T

LT et st . >

MBWGWST Jm

Mqud mrdaxh

'MV e

‘June sat dovm on the bottom: m.ir.

| sheteii as teall the strensth had gone| g

-out of her..

“I shall haye to be going,” he said
abruptly. He shgok hands with June,
but he walkéd out of the room wlth-
out speaking to Esther.

“I don’t wént any” dymer,” he told
Driver when he- xot in, “I'm golng to

'P'halnlom Lover

f" Bachelor Hus bed.”
(By the A“th“b:n dA) achelor TUB" | Driver openeéd his mouth .to say

o 4 .| something and closed it again} he
CHAPTER XXL A hrought'tlllle etenlngd pape:; :om: his
[ master’s slippers and-turn eave
" June threw her, c1garette into the tiozatin. AL 'the door he stopped Azt
Jooked back.
“Have -ypou seen the.evening paper,
sir? ’he asked deprecatingly.~
. *No,” gaid ‘Micky. Sométhing in the
man’s- voice arrested his attention; he
turned in his chalr “Why""-he uked
curtly.

m

, =“I did. I'll. be honest—I did guess,”

she broke off. “Herei& Esther,” she~

" added.: - 6 .
She_got up and ‘opened the ddor.
“The lady with the fur coat,” she

. announced drlly “Pray come in, ma-

.| another Ashton.”, -

4 drawing in her “bhreath . hard.

"It can't be true” she -said ot lut
«“Why, she had = letter from him only
yeésterday. Are you sure? It must be

“It isn't--I knew It " was comlu
‘He’s married Tubby Clare’s widow—
for“her money, of course.. If Eathdr

b ‘nﬂn 2 n ’ < \
“It-will bmk her heart,” sald cune

There were fobtsteps on the landing
‘above; Micky glanced up’ hurrledlyf
“Can’t we go’somewhere and tglk?
Everybody will hear if -‘we stay here
Where is Miss Shépstone?” ;
¥'She's ln my room; she’s writing to
him at this minute——"* She broké off,
“Oh,
Micky, are you quite, quite sure" 3 ¢
n't belleve it.”” She. started ‘at him
for' a moment, then she laughed in-
credulosly. “Why," it's only three]
days ago he sent her that fur. coat—

and the collar for Charlie. Oh, I'm sure |

it's“a mistake!” °

“It's not & , migtake,” ‘said Mlckx
1 fiercely; he ‘looked away from  her.
“Contound it, i8n’t there.a room-svhere
we can go and talk"" he broke out
again..
' She got up Irom the stalrs and led

| the way across the hall.

“There’s the drawing -room. Nobody
uses, it now hecause it's so cold.” She
opened the door -and ‘peeped in.
“There's’ nobody there.”

Micky - rqllowed her, shuttmg ‘the
door behind him.: The room was chil-

T
mm oh lh qnm emmuﬂ Ld.n’t

.know like' the. eounfry 1 sdore

it myselt, A'.place called. Enmore. I've} *

got an ‘antediluvian aunt who iives

| there, and ‘we'll go.and foist ouselves | i
on her She’s always. asking. me to gof .
1t “be dounm ,

and see her, so.
Well, what do’ you
“You_haven't given mo Fe ehlnu to

say ahything,” Esther protested laugh- : g

ing. “Youw're like & Whirlwind, sweep-

ing’ every one off their feet. Wloro is | :

Enniore to &tart with? And: howm :
go? Your aumt doesn’t know, me.”.

“She'li love you because I-do,” said|

June promptly. “Now don’t spoil every-
thing. The greatest fun of it all -is

rushing off at a moment’s nfotice: I|. g

shall send Mlcky a note to-night and
tell him to fook up trains.for us- and
come and see us off. Micky's ‘always
to be relied on. If I look trains up my=
self I always go by the wrong ones
and never get there.” She was sitting
down to her desk as she spokeé; she
looked across at ‘Esther, pen m Jhand.
“Well?” she queried.

Bsther: looked down at OCharlie
sprawling .in the firelight. " :

“What’s going to become of Chtr-
lle""\she asked. - 3

“Lydia will look . after, hlm ” June
Bsaid promptly. ‘“She ' adores . cats:

“Thai’s ome excuse surmounted. Any) '

more?” -
Esther laughed
“I should like to come, but——""
““Then - that’s settled.  We'll stay a
week if we're not bored to death: It's
-2 «desolate spot—just a handful . of

houses and & haystack: and = few|:

things like thet but if you llke the

-

>

¢ountry we ought to he.ve a good time.
I wish I'd’got a car . ..."-*
‘. “Isn’t it rather a funny place to -go

ly ané uninviting, with a lofty ceilinig
and a hideou& wallpaper. There was-a
gas stove at the far end of the room,

" dame!” ;
“June, siid Esther protestingly. .
. She seemed to guess who was there.

Driver, came bpck & step. :
“There’s/a “.otice of (Mr.. Ashton’s
marriage in it, that's all; sir,” he sald

e

B T

." She looked past her friend at once to
Micky.

She coloured. faintly as. he rose to
greet her, :

He had not seen her.in .the tur coat
«before. The dark fur suited her. fair-
‘ness admirably; the meavy folds hung
; gracefully about her slinr figure;

-upstanding scollar.

“And where have you been all the
~afternoon?’ June demanded “We wait-
ed tea for ybu till nearly five.” =
™ Esther -tade a little grimace. “I've
had my tea out—with Mr. Harley.”.

“Harley?" said Micky sharply.

June laughed. <5

“He's one of the. tribe who *live
‘here,” , she explained.” “He's:-a great
.‘admirer of Esther’s. And he’s quite &
nice ‘boy too, isn’t ne?” she appealed
to her friend. : A

“Very nice,” Esther agreed. “I ‘met
him quite by ehance. and so we went
aid had some tea,’

Micky was frownmg;
that he felt more jealous of .thjs man
wltom he had never seen than he had
. ever done of Ashton. He hated to feel
that Esther' had gone out with him'
A wearmg hrer new coat. "

He stood by sz]ently while the two
girls chattered together he felt very
much oitt. of it and unwanted.

“I'm_glad everybody likes mx coat,”
F‘;ther said. She hat taken it off and
was holding it at arrls length ad-
mklng its beautv'
=¥It was a lovely present, wesn’t 1t""
She appealed to Micky.

“Yes,” he said: ¥ . £

. She"laid her cheek to the big, sott
cellar. /
."‘Itq eomethmg I have wanted all
‘miy life,” she told him.

Mlcl\y put out his hand and took it
fl:om her. He hated to see her standing
thel‘e looking so happy.because she he-
“lfeved it_had come from Ashton;’He
tiréw it down on the couch.

her,
- .face rose like a flower from the big,

lt wae odd’

4

woodenly. “I thought that you'd be in%
terested.” ', J5 7

CHAPTER XXII.
So -it ‘had come’ ‘at last. Mlcky sat

staririg- down at the small paragraphe

which briefly énpounced the marriage
of Tubby -Clare'’s’ wealthy wrdow to
Mr. Raymond Ashton. §

The ceremony, so the paper declar-
ed, which had taken place quietly in
Paris, ‘yould: be a compléte surprise
to. everybody ‘Mre. Clare, .3 all the
world knew, inherlt.ed something like
"£90, ooo'under the wil of her- late
huéband. S el

Mlcky whistled softly. ‘Raymond
had ‘done” well for himself. He' would
be able to live in luxury for the rest of
his life; to dlscharge 411 his debts, if
his, wifg chos€ to allow Mm to do so;
all-but one debt—the greatest of them
all; and one whieh he could never hope
to liquidate—a woman’s broken heart.

Egther—what' would shé say 1t She

knew" And suppoqing she knew.now,

quite likety that a copy
paper had fallen into her
turned = Micky

1 Tt wal
of thls sam:
hands. The thought

‘cold; he . looked up llurrledly at sthe

€lock—not yet eight! On what ,pretext
could/he go back to Elphfastpne Road?

He threw the paper down and rose
to hig¥eat, His gloves! He would make
them the excuse—he ;could go -back

rfor. his gloves. He taxied down the

whole way; he sent his name‘up to
June and" waited 'in the. hall’ After a
momgnt. she ‘came flying down "the
stairs.

“Mi¢ky! s aiythwmg . the- matter}
‘What in the world ... ."”

- He explaiied ‘ln'stan:merlng haste.

“Have you seen the e_vehlng paper?
No, well,’ take care not to_let Miss
Shepstone see it. I had to come -back

~and tell you. Ashton—~the damnqd out-

sider . . N He ground. his teeth,
““Net dedd!"'sau_i June with & gasp.
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; OW many meén have
H refused, purety from-
sgntlmental motives,«
; tempting offérs: for
their family homes. The old”
- house that is well-preserved
is always a.delight, betause
each year seems to add to
its treasured associations, as . -
well as to its natural value.
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" decay -is good paint.

\ qfcs,ﬁmtt{hsehas
%-“:so ;&‘3&‘.’

The greatest agent of preaervaﬁon nnhu ’dtmor(t:on anﬂ"

Brandram s Genuine
B.B. White Lead

is a thoroughly testéd and
world supremacy for almost

ap%ved‘-yﬁeeqm—uhuhddlu

For those ‘who prefer to mm-thgu- ‘Brandram’s Genuine B, B 3
. White Lead, thinned ‘with ’l‘urpeaune and Pure 5
in B-H * Engruh"ffdnt. ‘makes a most satisfactory paint, for it
all other whiu cov-ing pu::ty

- easily -outclagsés’

l.bia—

turnéd very low, and hissrr_g softly as
if in protest.

° June knelt down and turned the tap
on to its fullest extent.

“The thing is,” Micky said hurried-
ly, “what are we -going to do? If she
stays in London, she’s bound to hear
about it.. All the papers will be full of
it to-morrow. They’ll probably pub-
1ish his* confounded peprtrait. Can’t
you get her out-of London? We've got
to do something.”

“ June did not-look at him. The odd
isttle twipge of jealousy tore her heart
again. Even though she did not love
Micky, ‘'she quite realized what she
was losing. After all it must be a very
beautiful thing to be. cared for as
Micky. cared for Esther.~

She, ralsquher eyes with a
ghost ‘of a smile, . .

“1'1 do anything I can, Micky. If
you've got anything to suggest——"

“I thought out ¢crowds of plans com-
ing. along in the 'cab, but they're all
rotten,” Micky admitted delefully. “I|’
thought you'd be able to help me.
Can’t you he called off to a relative ,in
the coyntry or something, and ask
Miss Shepstone fo go with you?"

. June started up.

© “Ot course I can, I've got an aunt
down at‘Enmore. She's always asking
me to go and see her: I'll send her a
wire. It's too late to,nigbt but in the
morning .°.7."

Micky felt In his poc‘et for a pen~
¢il.
~ “Give me ‘the .address and I'lt ‘send |
it first thing.” He paused. “Supposing
Miss Shepstone won't go,.though?”

“Oh, she'll go " sald June quzckly
“I'll tell her it means business for.
me. I'll do the pathetic. I wongder
what time. there’s a train.”

“I'll Took "up .all the trains, and ar-
range everything.  Does Mids ~Shep-
stone know I'm here now?” -

“No—at. ;

“Very well, tell her " one of your
business agents called; and that you've
‘got to go off early to-morrow. ' You
.can write me-a note and Dpost it' toy

‘little

night,. asking me to see you off. Its ;

quite & usual thlng for you to do, you
Knowssei? .

June smiled rather sedly

‘““Poor; old Micky!” she anld

Micky frowned,

' “Don’t talk rubbish,” hie:said rather i

shortly. “I'd do the same for any oge.”

June knew it “would be useless to
contradict.

“It- you cln keep her .out of.town
for'a week ft mty all have. blown
over,” he went on,. “I'll run down and
see you if I'may——"

“You - know .you may; but Mlcky——
don’t you think all“inis is rdther mis-

A | taken kindness? She’ll have to know

soomer or:later; why not tell her at

| onece? When‘!he letters stop .coming

uhe'u begin to worry, and them—"
‘Micky shook Rhis head obstinately.
‘e my own reasons; be 8 pal and
help me, June.” G
“Very well, ‘old boy.”
She gave him her hand.
““I think you 're making a' mistake

business’best. At any fate, I've warn-

"d”“" i .

© “You're a dqa.r." uld Mlcky xrnte-
fully. ] )

‘ June went ‘to ’the front . door wlth
him; tn'spite of her promise she was
not uellnt happy. Esther would have

to know. Bhe went .luivly back up“the .

Mn. : 3

I Y mmke Ak she told herelt

again, with 2" sense  of foreboding.
;lnokln.. & mfs\‘.ake.

J “All the ingredients for my skin food

| would surely break.

frocks.

; tment
and permanentreliefof piles llyhecorgc
. Thousands upon ‘tﬂmﬁg -

try

but I suppose you Jknow youm own |

ether .
1t hmmoroonte. whather it 18 occas-
lodas or m%m b
Y thh(reer:mtm%:'x g br

to for. busiress?” Esther - asked- in-
nocently : : LA

“Not in fhe least,” June declared.
come from the country—herbs and,at-
tar of flowers and all the. rest of it.
Bestdes”—
uttering the biggest fib of all-—“my
agent lives down- there, you “see.’

.“Oh!” said Esther. She was .rather
‘plcased at the idea of a‘change.

“I suppose we-can have letters sent
on?” she asked after a moment.

June's scratchmg pen stopped for a
moment; then ﬂew on again fagter
than before.

“Oh, of course!” she sald airily.

Her kind ‘heart gave a little throb
of pity as she realized that there wo.uld
never be any leiters to send on-—not
any, at 'least, of which Esther was
thinking.

The phantom lover had --gone for
ever.

' She looked round ‘at the glrl plty-

gly. She looked so happy and uncon-
scious sitting there in the fireligh:,
and all the time if she knew what had
just happened over in Pari§ her heart

“Beast!™
breath. -
+ Esther ‘turned.
“What did you say?’ she asked,
**I was only talking to the pen,” June
answered- 1raselbly '
(To, be continued)

Fashlons and Fads

" A.wrap of gray crepe de chine is
ofrectwelv trimmed with. monkey fur.

The present mode harks back to
the Directoire period for msplratlon.

The skirt edge may be finished
with the new dlamond -shaped. scallop-
lng e

Shells, straw. flowers,
outs and . wooden beads
spring hats

Gray -and ‘blue, and gray: and black
‘are fashionable .color combinations.

A frock of blue linen is trimmed
with applique hnen of a contlastlng
color, .

A chic hat of black milan ls faced
with red and trimmed . with - burnt
goose, ; >

*White stockings are worn , with’
black slippers; and with evening

said June

feather out-
trim the
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Cure That Anyone Can Use Without
Discomfort of Time: -
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Westclox:

_fine pivots

OU like an honest clock for

: the ‘same reason you like

“an honest man. You can depend
on what it says.

alarms make: and

hold so. many frlends because
they run and r1ng on time.

~ The secret of their depend-
ability 1 sinstde the case—West-.
clox ‘construction.

The wheels turn on needle-

of pollshed : steel_.

;-".F'ricto-n 18 greatly reduced; the |
.clock runs more smoothly and
glves you longer serv1ce.

factory Peru, Illinois.

Blg Ben, Amerlca, Sleep-
Meter and Baby Ben are the
‘four top-notchers of the West-
-cloxline. Butall Westclox alarms
have thissame construction. The
men who make Big Bén take
pride 1n maklng every West--

¢lox right."

- It will pay‘ you to look for
the Westclox mark of good time-

keepmg on the dial
 the clock you buy.

will have a timekeeper that you
can depend on for honest falth

ful serv1ce

'

WESTERN CLOCK CO., LA SALLE, ILLINOIS, i S. A.

Makers of Westclox: Big Ben, Baby. Ben, Pocket Ben, Glo-Bcn, AmericapSleep-Meter, Jack o’Lantern
In Canada: Westcrn Clock Co., Ltd. Peterborough Ont.
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In the Cradle of the Deep
{From the Boston: Herald)
The poet was not thinking

babies when. he “wrote .the seng,
“Rocked in the Cradle of the ‘Deep,”

many children are cradled and rock-
ed for the first time at sea. ' And in
these days..of spacious steamships
and numerous passengers,. very for-
tunate are ‘the little ones that 'are
born far from tite-land. A birth-at
sea is an event .that Interests all on
beard the ship, and the passengers
vie with one another to celebrate the
arrival of the iew passenger - by
maklng a monetary presentation
that shali express their good ‘wishes.
This being kgdwn, does any one-plan |-
the birth of .a child on board: a vessel
at" sea? THe question is ‘answered
by a conuponuent o! “the Londom

ed the Atlantic twice and been asked
| each time t§ contribute to:a fund for
a baby born on bol‘?d. He llumlred4
of the ship’s. doctor, who' told him
that sea voyages are “very popular,
| with expectant mothon.". especially
con-
‘that |
eipeastve ime

'!n baby}

£g 2

of

yet it is literally ®rue thagga good|’

Daily Mail, who has’ recently cross- _'

B e
RED NOSES.

< . John Barleycorn
is planted, the
law has put him
‘out; no tangle-
foot is granted
to any thirsty
scout; no bar-
keep ‘hands the

bon “or .the .rye,

to _any human

' critters, as drou~-

* thy months go

. M by. But oh,. the
crlrueon hoses I “ses upon the street

‘and ‘brewers do-not brew.

bitters, the bour-4

summer sweet! Where do they get
their :tinting, their_ bright autumnal
hue, since vinters'  are not . vinting,
The bar-
keeps are nof flinging the glasses as
of yore; the doors that- once weére
swinging swing inward now no more;
John Barleycorn is busted, his graft
is. past and gone, the old brass rail.
is rusted; there-is no dgmijohn.- But-
ol the::crimson .noses that through |
the ether.plow! = The looker-on sups
poses they should be  bleached:- by

‘now. ~They should be fair and whiter |-

than is the-driven snow, since Barley-,

Have You Trled

—as-red ai any noses that make the |’

—

corn, the blighter, was slain long
months ago. " There should be " no
SucCh noses, since Barleycorn is dedd,

but every hour diseloses new shades
of blooming -red: Oh, can it be that
water wjll tint the human beak, as
well as ‘stuff that’s hotter—the booze -
men used to seek . And. can it be
that drinking down where the stream-
let flows will paint a fellow’s blink-
ing and blooming, blistered nose,

 Great Aclnevement

(From the thtsburg Chronicle- Tele-
‘graph.)

A traveller saw an Irlshman on ‘the
river: bank and watched hlm hauling
up water;

“How. long have you beén doing
this?” he. asked. .

“Tin years, sofr.”

“And how many _bucketfuls do you
carry off. i an hour”‘ contmued the
‘traveller.

“Tin to ﬂfteen, sorr," replled the
Irishihan.:

“And’ how much wnter would you
say: you--had ea.i-rled since you start-

| ed?; pursued the lnqulsitlve gentle—

man. .
“All"the ,w'a.tor you don’t see there
now, sorr e "

Bziclé’é"r.émm is the best-
mepautlon lmown for children’

whomdelluto. ‘Taken in half
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