"Mary’s such a young-

looking Moiher!"

S, like her pnems and
y;adpnwa, Mary realizes
what & help Eno’s Fruit Salt’
can be to healthful vitality.
The day to day tasks of a
mother really require fitness.
Eno helps to cleanse the system
of wastes and excess gastric

acids that most always bringon -

sluggishness, indigestion and a
listless feeling that take the edge
off life. Eno is pleasant to take
—is free of harsh bitter salts,
gentle but effective in its action
Buy a bottle today and take be-
fore breakfast, when needed.

Susan fingered the letters in her
lap and glanced across the room
now at Martin, She wanted to tell
him about her news from home,
but she was nat sure that he would
be interested.
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He laughed at her. “thl. you
used to think so yourself.

“Yes I did.” Bhl thought over
this. St e that it should be
true. She did not pursue the argu-
ment. “Nancy Bennett and Ter-
kence Blaclcburne are xulnz to be

"Never heard of either of them.”

“Mummy’s letter #s full of that
Amencan Dwigrt Sanderson.
you rpou thnt anythlnx will
come o

“How lhould I know?”  He
leaned back in his chair, propping
his hands behind his head. He
looked tired and there were hlack
smudges under his eyes. “Surely,
darling one, your mother doesn’t
propose to marry again at her

“Why not?” said Susan shrewd-
ly. “She’s not very old. Besides, I
don’t blame anybody for getting
married at any age. Why shouldn’t
ﬁxfm?,try and get the most out of

9"

“Oh, I don't kncvw"’hll
up restlessly. He neve

got
still
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WHO HAS ALL THE
' MONEY HE WANTS?

Joe Green is a steady worker with a steady job.
He has always met his bills. But now, because
of sickness, he suddenly finds he Is short of

=

-

ready cash .::tomorrow he will go to his
bank and arrange a Personal Loan.

You may find yourself in the same position as Joe
Green.' Anybody may! Personal loans through your
bank make it possible for you to anticipate future
earnings. This is an essential part of its services.

Such loans may be obtained to meet financial needs of
many kinds: to lay in ahead a winter’s supply of coal,
to pay municipal or other taxes in time to carn the

count, to provide for home repairs, to send a boy
or gitl to college, to consolidate debts — indeed for

any sound reason.
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You take it for granted. That is the way Canadian
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Sure onbuzh he “turned round.
“lnrrhu is’' & tricky business,”
he said. “Not such an open sesame
to happiness as so many Dpeople
ima, Look at all the marriages

flared up. “And nll the mu-
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about as thick-skinned and bll.nd

as you make ‘em, married to an

unusually vivid girl like Fenells
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lho lnterruptod him. “Don’t put
all the blame on Roy. I like Roy.
B may be a phumlne. but he has

“Ru.llylgoMnrth threw back his
head, annoyed. “I should be inter-
elged to hear some of Roy's good
poin!

“Well,” sald Susan, “he's good-
natured and he is, at least, kind.
He is fond of Leslie. He Joesn't
understand him in the least, of
course, but he is interested i him.
Whereas Fenella——." She broke
off, fumbling for adequate words.
“Leslie is Fenella’s own son, b
she's odious to him—odious!”

‘i?l don’t agree with you, Martin
sa
“You don't know anrthlng about
it,” Susan retorted quickly. Fenel-
la was clever; too clever to show
that side of herself to Martin. But
Susan knew,

“Leslie’s spollt,” Martin said.

“He’s not spoilt,” Susan  said
indignantly. ‘“He’s sensitive and
clever. He has the makings of a
good artist in his, everybody says
so. And Fenella’s so selfish, she
does nothing to encourage
All she thinks of is self,
Can’t you see? How blind
must be. How blind!”,

Martin took an angry step fore
ward. His face was very red. She
found herself analysing him cold-
ly, wondering why his looks had
ever bound her to such a spell of
passion. He leaned slightly to-
wards her. “You're jealous of
Fenella. You’ve never been fair to
her, never. Right from the first.”

“Right from the first.” Her face
went white. “I remember. The
day you went to the dinner party
without me. The day you promised
to come back early F‘md instead you
went home with Fenella and she
told you she didn’t like her huse
band any more. No, I haven't for-
gotten that.”

He raised his volce. \“Well what
was wrong with that... She
stared at him wonderingly. "I.t
Fenella doesn’t like Roy, wh
doesn’t she leave him? Tell me
that, Martin. Why doesn't she
leave him? Why does she stay on
with Roy, making his life wretch-
ed, talking about him behind his
back chasing after other men,
making a fool of him—"

Martin interrupted her. “Ycu're
childish. You can’t see straight.”

“Oh!” she said. “In what way
don’t I see straight?”

“Saying that Fenella chases af-
ter other men, fm one thiaz. It
sinply isn't true.”

Mortin was very angry. She
could see :he anger ‘n his face,
making his eyes blcolshot-and his
lips white. He was determined not
to acknowledge auyvthing about
Fenelld that he idn’t wani to be-
lieve. It was no use her - talking.
She might as well save rer breath.

She felt’ eagry, too, defeated,
Martin went sut of the room and
slammed the dozr behind him.
Bhe sat very still on the sofa for a
few more minutes and then, go-
ing over to the piano and settiing
herself on the battered piano-
stool, she began to play to herself
very softly.

TROUBLES ENOUGH

The weeks passed. Life on the
Rock was full of amusement and
jnterest. There were picnics a~w
in Spain every week-end, bathing
at the Yacht Olub, parties on
board the battleships in the har-
bour, tennis and riding if vou
wanted it, endless soclal functions.

Susan, who had always loved
parties and people, found oc-
cosionally her energy flagging. It
would have been different, she
thought, if she could have had a
proper rome life, It was no use
pretending that her relationship
with rtin was satisfactory. She
envied the other mothers with
their bables, 8o many of the
people out here had young child-
ren. Bhe thought of her own baby
t home, growing up away from

er, probably so changed ncw as
to be unrecognizable, and her
heart ached.

At last, she decided to talk it
over with Martin.

‘Martin,” she said, “I've bcen
thlnklnr things over. Eleanor says
that Gillian is quite well and
strong nnln now. Don't you think
we ought to have her out here
with us?”

(To be continued)

NORTH WILTSHIRE W.MS.

“3‘ Easter meeung of the North
Wiltshire Women'’s Missionary Soc-
jety was held in the church with
the dent presiding.. The wor-
ship service with the theme ‘“Ye|p
Shall be My*Witnesses” was led by
Mrs, and ogened with
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* Sitting on Top
Of the World!”

Let the MEN’S STORE at Moore & Me-
Leod Limited dress you tastefully, smart-
Iy, correctly for Easter. Will you come in
today, and make a real visit to the MEN’'S
STORE, let the understanding staff show

you what’s new and right in styling. . . .
then you’re cordially invited to do your

own choosing.” It's the pleasure of the
MEN’S STORE to give you efficient serv-
ice, s0 yoy'll be “sitting on top of the
world!”

MGDRE & MELEOD [

CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E.lL.
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