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| THE
Phantom Lover.

(By the Author of “A.Bachelor Hus-
band.”) :

CHAPTER XXX.

You used to say that you wouldn't
mind being poor, but in the end you'd
' have hated it as much as I should.”
He paused, as if expecting her to
speak, -but she was plucking at the
brue-and-white fringe of the tablecloth
with nervous fingers.

‘What did he mean—that he might
have written her a kinder letter—
when she always remembered it as
one of the dearest she had ever receiv-
led?

‘He went on again—

“It hurt me more than you 11 ever
know.” Th re was a sort-of self-satis-
faction in his voice. “It took me a long
time to ‘forget you, Lallie, and then,
‘just as 1 was beginning, I-saw you at
-the theatre—in the stalls . . . with
{Mellowes.” His brows met above his
handsome eyes. “Mellowes wasn’'t long
‘picking you up,” hx added jealously.

Her lip quivered, but she did mot
raise her eyes.

“You saw ma too, didn’t you?” he
persisted. “I know you did, -because
‘Mellowes came round afterwards and
cursed me'to all eternity.” He laughed.
“T should have made a point of seeing
you the next day if it #fadn't been for
his confounded interference,” he went
,of." “He 'told me to get out of London
-and leave you alone.” He bent towards
her a lttle. “What is Mellowes to
you?’ he asked bér deliberately.

She raised her eyes now, and some-
how it seemed as if, in the last few
moments, the man she had known and
l6ved had changed into a -stranger—

.some one whom she had never ‘seen|:

before, whom she hoped never to see
again.

She forced her lips to smile; she felt
at"that moment she would die rather
than let him see how she was suffering,
or-guess how she had suffered in the
past.

He’s been kind -to me,”
voicelessly. “That’s all.”

Raymond made a little, inarticulate

sound.
_ ""He's got me to thank for ever get-
ting to know you,” he said. “I gave him
tyour address and asked him to take
‘you out a bit if he fancied it . . . I
:asked him to be kind to you.”

She said

The hands fn her lap twltclled “con-
vulsively.

“It I'd had one: mth of his beastly
money,” Raymond then savagely,
“we. shouldn’t be gitting here now s
if. we Were strangers—as if . . . Lal-
lie—dp yon remember the good. time
we used to have—"

“I remember everyf.hhs He bent
closer. 5

.“I never cared for my woman i all
my life but you. It's cursed hard Iyck.”
He sighed. “You know I'm marrigl?”
he asked abruptly.

“Oh yes!”: ‘The words came ulﬂy

His eyes searched her white face
jealously. /

“You don’t seem. to care. I've often
wondered if you knew—and if you
minded!” He sat staring before him,
and there was a little smile in his
eyes. “We do things in style now, I can
tell you,” he said with sudden change
of voice. “She’s as rich as you please,
and she likes to spend her money."”
Another silence.

“I hope you'll be happy,” \Esther
said faintly.

Afterwards she wondered what madeé
her say it, seeing that she did not care
in the very least if he were happy or
not; why should she care? This'marf
‘was a stranger to her.

He laughed ruefully. DA

“Oh, 1 suppose we shall” he said.
“She’s not a bad sort, and she lets me
alone . . .” He roused himself sud-
denly and bent cloger to her. “Lallie—
you'll let me see you again. There's no
reason why we can’t be—friends—just
because I'm married——" He tried to
take her hand, but now she repull«l
hlm, though very gently.

“You're not going to be . a little
prude?”’ he said in a whisper. “I camw
give you the time of your life if you'll
let me. Fvgé plenty of money now——""

“Your wife’s money,” said Esther
with stiff lps.

He looked anmoyed.

“If you like to put it that way—but
she doesn’t mind—she's too: fond of
me to mind how much I spend .
Lallie——" She hated to hear . that
name, because onde she had loved it.

She closed her eyes- for & moment
with a little sick shudder.

ly. “I suppose it is warm in here. Take
your ‘coat off! Jove! that's a fine coat
——" He ran an  appreciative hand
down the soft fur sleeve; a sudden sus-
picion crept into his eyes. “Who gave
you that?” he asked sharply. “Not
Mellowes——" 3

“No—at least . . ."” She could not
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last day?” . . .

“You loved me well enough .then,”

' | he reminded her moodily. “You didn’t

behave like an iceberg theh, Lallie,
and I'm not really changed; I'm the
same man. I was-—-1 care for you just
as much—é—"

“Yowre murried!” she said

She felt as if she had so much time
mspped out before her durlnz which
shé must put up with thll man’s 80-
ciety; a# it each moment were another
inch torn in the rags  of = disillusion-
ment which had got to be destroyed
thoroughly before she could ever hope
to gather up the broken threads of her
life again. N

He laughed at her reminder.

“I'm not the only married man who
sometimes forgets that he'is no longer
a bachelor,” he said detestably.

He laid an arm familiarly along the
back of her chair. He touched her chm
with his fingers.

She moved back, the hot blood rush-
ing riotously over her face. She was
white no longer; she looked like a
marble Galatea suddenly brought to
life.

‘Raymond . Ashton  laughed, well
pleased. He was confident that he.had
not lost his power over her. For the
moment his appalling vanity blinded
him fo the fact that it was not love
in her eyes, but gcorn.

“What are you thinking, Lallie?’ he
asked her.

She sat very straight-and atiﬂ in
her chair.

"“Y am thinking,” she said, “how im-
possible it seems that I can ever have

voice was low but very clear, and he
heard each word distinctly. “I am
thinking that you are the most con-
temptible thing I have ever met in my
life—I am thinking how sorry I am for
the woman who is your wife.”

She pushed back her chair and rose:

“Would you like to hear any more of
@y thoughts?” she askéd.

Ashton had risen too; there was a

facée; he tried to laugh. Evgn now he
thought she was joking.

“Lallie—" he said hoarsely, He halt
held his hand to her. "Lallie—" he said
again—but the cold contempt of her.
face struck the appeal from her lips.

He drew himself up with a poor at-
tehipt at: dignity.

“So virtue is to be the order of the
day, is it?” he said sneeringly. “Very
well——" Hia eyes flamed as they rest-

why you are here—in Paris—alone!"”
‘he said insultingly—*“if you are alone.”

There was a little point of silence.
For a moment. HEsther . scanned his
handsome face as if she were trying
to remember what it was she had ‘ever
loved in him—his eyes!—but they were

she shuddered, realising that in all-her
life she could never undo the memory
of his kisse en she pulled herself
together with a great effort and turned
away. b?

" He followed. His amazement  had
.gone now—he was merely  furiously
angry—his face was ' crimson—he |
caught her arm in a grip that hurt.

. “My God, you're pot goiug like this,”
he said furiously. *It's oniy a few
weeks ag) that you were crying round
my neck and begging m~» not to throw
you over. Oh, that hurts, does it?’ he
said as she winced. “I dare say you'l
iike all that wipad out and forgotten.
But I've got a few letiers tn remember
you by—a few letters ihat would hard-
Iy make pleasant reading for the next
man who is fool enough to waste his
time on you--and T promise you LIl
send them along if it's Mellowes or ary
other man—" :
She raised trlumph.m' eyes to his
face.’

“He wouldn't zead them.” she said

Jpassionately. “Send them !f you ifke;
‘but he wouldn’t read them——" She|,

was not conscious ¢f the admisiion in
her words—she ouly knéw that the
lmowledge that Miciy wae there some-
where in.the backnound gave her the
ltrensth to-defy Ashton.

She saw the ludden fury that ﬂued
his eyes.

“Then—then you admit that it’s Mel-
lowes,” he stammered. "“That it’s he

4% who hns take my place—who has cut

l'volee 'chn‘:o‘d to a
sort of threat,

"I mi;ht have known whtt he meant
to do. I might. have guessed. Wait till
1 m him—wait till 1 get back to Lon-

ucnrlty and confidence.
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“Yes,” she said mechnnlmlly. “x re--'
] member; 1 remember everything”

.| fear of her loneliness rushed back.

thought that I cared for you.” Her.

look of bewildered amazement in his|

‘| denly, and a man came into the lounge.

ed on her face. “It makes one wonder.
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‘A wave of hitterest jealously surged
through him. He fell back ‘a step,
struck dumb by the force of his emo-
tions, and Esther fled away from him
down the street..
She seemed to have wakened all at
once to her true position. . She was
alone, with only a few shillings in her
pocket and in a strange city. .
She was tired to death. She felt as
if her limbs would give way bemeath
her. The driver of a fiacre looked at
hier and drew his horee to the kerb,
Esther nodded she threw her suit-
case on to the seat and CIa.mbered in
after it.
But where to go? The old blinding

Where could she go?.

_Then she suddenly remembered the
hotel from which Micky had Wwritten fo
hér. She would go there. It would be
somevﬁlere at least to sleep and rest.

It was only a little' drive to the
hotel; she wished it had been longer

A commissionaire came forward, and
said something in French. She looked
up at him, but his face seemed all in-
distinct. and unreal, She tried to an-

it were miles away.

They were in the 'small,  rather
dreary lounge. Esther passed a hand
across her eyes.  She must conquer
this absurd weakness. She. forced her-
self to remember that she was alone,
but she felt as if she had no will-power
left. ;

A door in front of her opened sud-

When he saw Esther he stopped. The
hot colour rushed to his face, He seem-
ed to be walting: for some sign from
her. For a moment their eyes met;

ther held out her hand.

_““Oh, please,” she said faintly, “oh,
please tell me—what I am to do?”

But for the next few minutes she
was  past remembering ailyth]ng,?
though she never really lost conscious- |
ness. She only knew that everything
was- all right now Mieky was here—|
and the sheer relief . the knowledge
brought ‘with it for the time threw her
into sort of apathy.

Some one took off her hat and the
big fur coat that had grown so heavy.
some one had bathed ker face and un-
laced her shoes, and now Micky stood
‘there looking down at her with -@yes
that hurt, though they smiled.

"“I've told them to bring lunch in
here,” he went .on. “You'll like it bet-

haven’t had mine yet.”

Hsther looked up at him;

“And can we—can we go back to
London to-day?” she asked,

said.

He felt he had aged years durlns
the morning. "

(To be continued)
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For Executors
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For\ MOther’s Blrthday

MOM: been a good pal Care of ub Wd

 Shie sat up nights with us Spending alfl her

When we were sick. - Money on us-

- 8he kissed our - Wortying about us

Butnps and bnmes vvell."—' Petting us and
Praising us =~ |
All her life &

" That she never could
Afford to have music
Right at home
Sowe’re going to buy her
A Columbia Grafonola

4 :
She washed and ironed
. And cooked and scrubbed.
. She helped us all
‘With our lessons
And taught us manners
t-®And truth.
And courage
-~ And honesty
" And faith.

So she can have

All the music

Of all the world

By the greatest artists
In the world
. For all the rest

o life.
Mother likes music € e e

. But she has been
_So busy taking -

rlJ S Picture & Portrait Co,

Grafonola Department
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A Suit or Overcoat at

"Maunder’s, selected from

a splendid variety of
British Woollens, cut by
an up-to-date system -
from the latest fashions,

workers, costs you no
more than the ordinary
hand-me-down. We al- #*
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complete and you are
assured a good selection,
Samples and style sheets
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