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LITRRARTY,
JOHN WILLOW'S GHOST.

LY ROSE HAWTHORNE LATHROT

“Well, John, whats the matter?”
eveliimed Peter  Masserol one morn-
ing, showing his polished counten-
ance through die partly opened door,
whose Jandle ho  had  noiselessly
turncd after o light knock.

John Willow taised his pale face to
look at Ins friend suspiciously  With
the favorable opportuniies for perfect
isolation whicly,a pocr youn;zb man in
a large city enjoys, he could boast of
but one friend, or cven ncquaintance,
and that onc was Nasserol.  But this
morning Willow had received s se-
vere shock.  Everything upon his
heavily-laden writing-table had been
moved from itgaccustcmed place over-
night. Manuscript, newspapers,books,
and bluuk paper . were all neatly sep-
arated, nnd piled in orderly iashion
upon the broad mahogany, Butus
tho young writer who controlled all
this material did not behieve in super-
ficial c.der in regard to it, but in the
order which, for deep thinkers, un-
derlics the medley of a composing
dask, he could Lardly be accu.sad of
having set the table to nghts with his
own hands, ‘1hie guestion was, had
Nasscrol got into his writing room
early io the mornir.g. and in the ful
ness of that humor for which he was
noted, taken upon himself to pay a
pructical joke in this form? Butas
Nusserol stood at tho door ho looked
sn entirely innocent and good-patured
that Willow said, albeit ¢oldly, *‘come
in”

“Iave youany malady to day?—
cramps for instance?” asked Peter,
coming in slowly, and takiog a cheir,
a8 if he begged its pardon lor the
hiberty, ‘I'his was mere Inteht fun on
his part, for his gayety leaped anrd
flickered alternately like the flame of
a hearth fire, now unsuppressed, and
arain subducd as » lamb.  His bright
cyes, rather prominent, obscrved rest-
Jessly the orderly writing {mmphcr«
nalia, and the dejection of h
Willow’s whole flgure, which was
strongly outlined by the hght from a
large window on one side of him,

“You me always here before Iam
yuite awake,” suid Willow shortly,
Lut with a more gentle glance. e
was naturally the very soul of hospi
tality.

Peter stroked his chin and  Liskers
Jooked at Liu, at the great wiadow,
and back againat the table. Ho read
Willow's thoughts, and remarked,
“'I'he janitor—

1t wasn't the janitor!'' cried Wil-
Jow, banging his thin white fist upon
the table angrily. 'l never allow him
tv come into thisroom ULutoncen
week, and then I stand over him. He
would not darc to put anythingin
order on this table any more than if
it was covered with hot lava. *‘Be.
sides, this is not all.”

**Not allt” repeated Nusserol with
a start.

1illow rasc, made a slight motion,
which induced Nasserol to rise also,
and wont over to  the darker side of
the rooma, Over the clock standin
on the mantelpiece, was fluug a ric
lace handkerchicf, It was one which
the young writer had  bought for its
cxquisit¢’delicacy, st the cxpense, of
course, of considerable comfort, but
it was like him, he possessed the large
heprted recklessness of a  lonely
belng.  As Nasserol's eyes rested up-
ov this dainty object, a thousand fau-
. cies hurricd through his mind. He
transferred his e to hig friend’s
face with p bird-like scrutiny, which
seemed to see nothing in particular,
Lut lay in wait for jt.

Wilow reached out, not very
steadily, and lifted the cthereal cov-
cring from the clock’s face, KHo

is friend-

sprang back, his lips parted. Tho
hiands of the clock had been removed,

" Nassc ol ho cried, su.king his
fiicnd roughly upon the chest witﬁ tho
back of his” hand. *“how darc you
mack met”

"1 exclalmed Nassero), in aston-
I«lunent, color and  vivacity flushing
hisface.

*You must play your merry tricks
uron a less lonely man,” sald Willow
bitterly. “I am in no mood to bear
them,”

*“Ihen you think I camo m lero
over night and touched things up
all around, do yout™ asked Peter, e

inning to «ile roguishly. *My dear
cllowy. I was sound asleep, I assure
you.'

The young writer stood looking at
him sternly, with his hands upon his
hips,

“Who dud it, theny”

“The janitor—or—1 don't know.”
Nasserol looked at the handkerchief,
hanging at Willows' side from his
band. TLo latter held it up, and then
stoppead to the table and lropped it
upon it.

“I bought it myself for myself,” he
said. e half sat upon the table es if
oxhausted,

“I havedone with time, have 19"
he queried sadly,  *'But I never had
any youth worth speaking of, sol
suppose L must be rather old by this
time. A pretty dry story mine. First
born intoa circus troupe, and then an
obscure literary mann. I might as
well bave done with time. Sce! m
pen wurned in its sheath, angd lying?
upon my unfinished page, ns ifF-4vere
already dead!”

Nasserol sank into a chair, and as-
sumed an cxpression of sympathy
which was genuine.

“I have always bornethe time-piece
a grudge,” Willow went on, his full
lips curving sadly.  *‘It cither meas
ured out too much of life, according
to onc mood, or struck my hours away
too mercilessly, according to another,
But eilent it is like o corpse.”

Willow's visitor interrupted with a
deep groan. Then he said, I am
persuaded, John, you are 10dulging in
instalments of opium. Listen to the
words of mother,,and make those in-
stallments beautifully less, or I shall
have my darling boy ill of Lrala fever
on my hands..”

“You call me a misanthrope nad all
that.” continued the young writer,
“but you know very well T have no
means for soing into society. You do
not know how much sympathy I have
for the world about me,how every
kind of interest which the world fecls
—the ambition, the joy of success, the
love—sgeems to glide past me, or even
through me, asif I werc a ghost, I
am so human, so lonely, so buried,
that I am haunted, Nasserol—haunt-
ed!” e covered hisface with his
hands, shuddered, aud ran his fingers
up through his dark hair.

By Jove! muttered Nasserol, and
beat his toe with his cane.

T suppose you are just playiong up-
on me as you would upon an old musi-
cal ipstrument,” said Willow., “My
jangling notes amuse you, and are no
doubt sufllciently ridiculous to make
it worth your while.”

They Jooked at cach other for half
a dozen breaths. Then Nasserol
calmly replied: Do you think I
could come throggh the keyhole,John?
even if T wished to make gamc of
your den here? The pla,iul camel
Tuay pass through the eye of a ncedle,
but I should not sttempt it.”

Willow walked away toward the
window, “ItisasifIwere a waste.
of snow,"” ho said, ““freczing to death,
slow]e/ losing my instinct of self-pres-
ervation, aud soon to be buried for-
ever in this unutterable singleness.”

*Ob, now I understand these tre.
mendous Dblues better,” ejaculated

Nasscrol, It is that Miss Gracme in-
fatyation again,”

‘“That is my greatest cause of des.
rcmtlon, certainly,” sald Willow, I
ove licr, and sho {s a8 unapproachable
us the sky. Nasscrol, it you would
ovly wmake her nc?untnlnuccl You
aré so inuch in society that I should
ihink, with some effort, you might
meet hor, Then you could introduce
me into her family.”

“You migat ns well talk of the
Quecen of Sheba'™ cricd Nasscrol, an-
yrily, or as angrily as tho most genial
‘nnanin the world conld. Miss Gi cmo's
father—they are all alike, these rich
merchants, Their duufmcrs must
marry follows mado of gold to tho
very teeth,  Go into the country, you
moth about the candle, with your one

Fmin of gold dust.  Marry some vil.
ago Leauty.”
ohn Willuw glanced upward

through the high window, which was
a pleturesque one, crossed with fan.
tastic «raceries of metal, and opening
down the centre like a French case-
ment; for the room had origioally
Leen constructed for a studio,

‘ How you nlways gazeat those
walls opposite!” said Nasscrol. He
looked quite stern and displeased, as
he addressed the following question
to Willow’s back: ‘Do you ever sce
her ot those windowst”

The other did not answer.

*If any one wants_to know a good
way to fall in love,” Nusserol wenton,
trymg to c¢onsolo himself for a dis-
agreeuble thought with a dash of iil-
humor, “I'll give him a letter of in-
troduction to the eminent Professor
Jobhn Willow, Fellow of Venus Col-
lege, and Master ot Amatory Arts.
You will tell the novice to pick out
somg exquisite girl to be met daily on
the promenade, and then to make the
most of utterly hopeless conditions.”

““You are very facctious,” asscnted
Willow, with a shrug of bhis shoul-
ders, still staring  out of the window.,
Ilc now saw a figure at ons of those

.cross the intervening caclosure.

**One of the most exciting diver-
sions in vour college course,” con-
tinucd Nasserol, *‘is the purchasing,
at the expense of dinner for the day,
a bunch of passion flowers hko those
1 found you gloating over the other
evening. But I must be going té
business.”

<3y passion i3 beyond these humor-
ous allusions and attacks,” said Wil-
low turuing. *Icould wish the only
man I know and care for in this city—
that is to say yiu—were more inter-
ested in my most vital concerns,”

“I'm afraid I'm not strong enough;
1 suffer from a malaria of the sym-
pathies,” replicd Nasscrol, pursing up
his mouth; and saying ‘‘Good-morn.
ing,” he departed.

*How can it be Nasserol who has
done this thing?” though Willow, half
aloud. He satdown before hisun-
finished page of manuscript, and then
rapidly changed his _position to one
full o¥ fiercencss, a3 if ready to spring
upon somo invisible being, whom ho
imagined to be confronting him. “If
I could only lay hands upon you!” he
growled, in the deep bollow tones of
a trerabling dog prepariug to leap for-
ward, *“Persecutor and demoun, who
has come to me when my courage has
reached a human ardor, and remiad
me that @ curse has stam mae for
itsown! Iwish L could tcar you
limb fromnlimbl Bptt.’i) lu;bnél ed,
thoughtfully, ‘‘can it be that my
straniely sciluded life and introverted
musings have rendered me susceptiblo
to the visits of ghosts—disembodied
spirits—nnd that thelr communica-
tions find a mediumin my fading
vitality and thin-spun mental im-
aginings? Can they come ncarer to
lifc twrough me, au unwilting me-
dium, and even touch and move what
is real in their mad strange way?”

These suppositions cooled Willow’s
anger, nt she mischievous Interference
of some human fcllow-being ad effeet-
ually ns if o spirit from tho unseen
world had jn fact laid o chilling hand

upon his shoulder sarcastically re-
proving bim.

1o went agaln to tlhe church.like
window, nand laid biis burning fore.
licud agafpst tho c¢ool pane. U gAY
ll{zht without made his gray oycs
gleam with an uncarthly light, llow
struoge it was, thought he. that, al-
ready suppressed by poverty aad in.
herlted obscurity, o must Lo cruched
down still further with a persecution
which he could only oxplain by the
deadly means of spiritualism.

It was becauso hls room was ina
block of buildings which adjoincd at
an anglotho onein which Miss Gracmo
lived that the young mannever chang.
od s abodo for sunnier quarters.

lle could somctimessso bor jn an
attitude of meditation at the window,
in contrast to the swift cucounter up-
on the street, which camo more fre-
quently, and was the gno  full enjoy-
ment of his lfe. o hud first scen
2Miss (iracmo & yoar before, emergio
from a florist's shop with a frcs
bunch of violets at her, eo fragrant, so
full of the beautiful pale blooms, tha’
he wondered if she would ever need
flowers ngain It is so hard to Lglicve
that beautiful thiogs will pass away!
e lov. d the girl with tho intensity of
a wholly undivided ioterest. His
literary work clustered about thoughts
of her, a3 bees about a garden, Some-
times lie bad  {ound lier eyce resting
upon him with «t growing responsive-
ness, n responsiveness so cthereal that
it brouehit lher no ncarer to his lite,
but cnabled him to understand ler
life with a touch of reality.

Wita setlips and stormy thioughts
Lo now turncd back to his unaccount-
ably invaded chamber, and Uraving
tho uncasiness which he felt, he en-.
deavored to pursue his work.

‘I'nat night bespentin watcling,
but with no disturbance or dlscavery.
The next night be again watched,
falling asleep with the tabloe for a pil-
low. He had tho third night decided
to give his peculiar intimate another
chance. o slept decply. In the
morning he awoke terribly fatigued—
terribly fatigued. Aunxiety and un-
accustomed hours of rest had given
his slecp a poisoncd heaviness.” He
dragged himsclf cagerly and fearfully
to the curtsin wkich shut off bis
slecping alcove from the rest of the
room. _ Could ho belicve his oyes?
His 1nvisible giest had made the best
of his opportunity.

Confusion instesd of order had this
time been thoprevailing motive, Most
noticcable among the debris wero the
unhinged sides of this lofty window,
which opencd, as has been said, per-
}aendicularly. They stood phantom-
ike against the table, between Willow
and the gray light without. And
upon the window-aill, taken from the
open hearth in uncouth jesting, hung
the iron fire-fender, bent nearly double
by unusual force—perhaps thn last
feat of Willow's ghiost or spiit before
it dissolved into the congeuial atmos-
phere of the carly dawn,

No one saw the young writer that
day. At the first rush of horror he
lay senselees upon che floor, and then,
recovering, shrank into the darkest
depths of his room in utter despalr,
Several knocks at his do ., which
summoned him to admit both Nas-
scrol and the i‘]anitor. were likedrcams
of sound to him. }e did.not respond
cven by 8 wmovement of his eyelids.
At cvening as he fell back in his
chair in the presence of the gaping
window, overcome by fasting and 2x
citement, but prépared to rouse him-
self to the attack ofany one who
should cnter to torment him, he mur-
mured : O lovely girl, & ook, atouch
of yours might kill tho demon in me!”

Thon be slept.  Beforo 1his' sleeping
form lay a letter which he had writ-
ten during the day.

Nasserol had betome much alarmed”
for his friend, His Inability to rouse
Willow gaye him Irdcreasing anxicty.
Theafternoon of the next

ho de-




