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Phantom Lover.

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

CHAPTER IIIL

“Yes!” Micky did not look at her.
Somehow he could not trust himself.

“I don’t in the least know why I
want to tell you,” she said again nerv-
ously. “But—you’ve been so kind to
e e e

“Yes!” said Micky gently,
paused. “Yes, what is it?”

8he was twisting her teaspoon, and
she kept'her eyes lowered.

“Last night, when I met you—I was
unhappy. . . . There didn’'t seem any-
thing to live for in the world. . . . I
don’t know if you've ever felt like
that, or if you have ever cared for
any one—really cared, I mean—but if
you have . . .” She stopped again.

“I think I understand,” Micky said,
with an effort. “You mean that there's
some one, some man . . ."”

She raised her grey eyes to his face.

“Yes, that's what I mean.” :

“Some man you care for—-care for
very much,” Micky went on slowly.
“Perhaps some one you have quarrel-
led with—who hadn’t been quite as

. kind as he might have béen——"

The soft colour flooded her face.

‘“Did you guess—last night?”’ she
asked shyly.

Micky smiled.

“Did I ? I am not sure; perhaps.”
He drew a long breath that was half a
sigh. “Well?” he queried.

“I don’t know why I am telling you
this——" she said again, with a sort
of distress. “It cannot interest you,
but, somehow, I think I should like
you to know.”

“It interests me very much—I am
honoured that you should tell me.”
Micky looked again at the ring she
wore; quite a cheap little ring, with
a oouple of fimferior diamonds. “You
mean that you are engaged to be mar-
ried?”

“Yes; at least——" The words were
only a whisper. ~

Micky sat very still. .

“Well, I suppose you will have me
for a friend all the same, won't you?”
he asked with an .effort.

She looked at him in faint amaze-
ment.

“I thought if I told you that per-
haps you’d rather not . . .” She stop-
ped in confusion.

as she!/

: stopped.

; and then had a letter, a wenderful let-

Micky leaned a little closer over
the table. ;

“You said last night that you didn’'t
believe in a man’s friendship for a
woman,” he said. “Well, I am going to
make you believe in it. I'm going to
be your friend. The fact that you are
engaged makes no difference to me,
if it doesn’t to you.”

She looked at him earnestly.

“If you mean that,” she - said,
think I'm very glad.”

“Thank you. I suppose I mustn’t ask
who the—the Ipcky man is?”

She shook her head.

“I can’t tell you. And he’s away
now—out of England.”

Her voice changed a little, her eyes
looked past Micky as if for the mo-
ment she had forgotten him.

Micky watched her jealously.

“And so whatever was wrong last
night is all right to-day, is that it?”
he asked with an effort. ;

“Yes . . . somehow: I never thought
it would be, but this morning——"

“This morning?” he echoed as she

O

“I had a letter this morning,” she
told him, and her voice had softemed
so wonderfully that Micky caught his
breath. “Oh, I wonder if you have ever
been as unhappy as I was last might,

ted like I had this morning? There
was something in it that seemed to
put everything right straight away;
something that I've always wante‘
before and never had. I can’t explain
it any better than that, but perhaps
you: understand. I'm just telling you
because I feel so happy I must tell
somebody, and because I didn’t want
you to mésjudge him as I did yester-
day. I thought he didn’t really care,
and I wanted to die, but to-day, when
his letter came——" She broke off
into a little happy laugh. 3

Micky had rammed his " clenched
hands into his pockets; the blcod was
hammering in his temples; his brain
felt in a whirl; somepow in all his
wxldept lma,gmmgs he had never
dreamed of this.

It was his letter that had brought
that new look of happiness to her
eyes! His letter which perhaps even
than lay against r heart; the first
love-letter he had ever written to any
woman, and she believed it to have
been written by Raymond Ashton?!

He did not realise how long he sat
there without speaking till Esther
spoke to him again. There was a lit-
tle anxious note in her voice.

“I'm afraid I've bored you horribly

with all this. I know it's no in{erest

When

for a

tom.mlmtthul gust téll'

Micky mnﬂ himself with an effort.
"It‘s of great interest to me,” he
“And  you mugta’'t ever say a
thlu 1ike that again. We're going to
be friends, and real friends are al-
ways interested jn. everything that
concerns the othér. I'm more glad
than I caw say ®hat you're happy. I
only hope it's going to last for ever.”
Perhaps there was a dubious note
in his voice, for an anxious gleam
crept into the girl's eyes.

“You sound as if you dont thlnk
that it will,” she said quickly.

Micky made a hurried disclaimer.

“} do think so, of course I do! You
‘deserve all-the happiness you can get,
and whoever the man is, if he doesn’t
make you happy——"

He stopped, with frowning memory
of Ashton and their pdrting only last
night.

He hoped in his heart that ' they
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would never meet again; if they did,
he realised that there would be quite
a few nasty things he would feel call-
ed upon to say to him.

The waitress brought the bill at]
that moment and put an end to fur-|
ther conversation, for which he was
thankful. He realised that he was get-
ting rather. out of his depth. He
breathed more freely when they were ;
safely out in the street.

“And where is the new boarding-
house?” he asked Presently. He want-
‘ed to change the subject; every mo-
ment he was afraid that he would
say something to give himself away.

impetuous fool.
have posted that letter-—ought never
to have opened Ashton’s; and yet—
if he had not done 0. . . . He looked
down at the girl beside him, and won-
dered gnimly how she would have felt

well to reach her.

now,” she told him. “It's rather more
expensive than the last ome, but it's
well worth the extra money, and”—
she glanced up at him smilingly—*“I" m
better off to-day than I was yester-
day,” she explained. “And when I go
back to work again-—"

ed quickly.

“Of course I am. I must do some-
thing, and they will take me back at
Eldred’s, I know—"

“Eldred’s!” Micky frowned.
the petticoat shop, isn't i?t”

She laughed.

“Yes; how did you know?”’

He shrugged his shoulders.
, “I've seen the place lots of times.
A girl I know buys all' her——", He
stopped.
there?” he asked.

“Not particularly, but it's
than looking for a fresh place, and I
know they will take me. I'm in the
work-room, and it'’s not really such
a hard life.”

Micky did some rapid .thinking; it
was surprising how easily his brain
had taken to- hard work during the
last twent$-four hours.

“Why don’'t you get a job as a com-
panion to a nice old lady -or some-
body?” he suggested - vaguely.

She laughed again. :

“It doesn’t sound a bit attractive,”
she said frankly. “I think you need
an awful lot of patience. It's very
kind of you to be interested, but T
think I shall go back to Eldred's, for
a time, at-least.”

Micky did not like the idea at all,
buf he let the subject drop.

“Are you going back to the Brixton
Road?’ he asked after a moment.

“Oh no; I paid them before I left
this afternoon, so I shall- go straight
to the new place.” I
“I should like to walk there with

“That'’s

+you, if T may,” said Micky.

“Of course you may.” : '
“And when shall I see you again?’
he asked. “You're not going to vanish
for days, are you? I've got no end ot
time to kill, and

“But I haven’t,” she reminded him.
“At least, I shan’t have when I start
work. But I should like to see you
again,” she added kindly.
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; than ever in this girl’s affections.

“Thank yow,” said Micky with faint
sarcasm.

He felt vaguely  disappointed with
the whole afternoon. She was holding

i
|

supposed it was that inférnal fellow
Ashton that stood between them.
There was a sort of irony, too, in the
fact that he himself had by his own
action established him ‘'more firmly

And the fellow was not worth a
i thought! That was,the rotten part of
it..,As be looked at her he felt strong-

ly tempted to blurt out the truth; to].
' tell her that it was he who wrote that |

létter—to undecefve her once and for
alk:

But ‘the thins was mnnlteltly im-
possible, ‘She would probably tl;fnk it
an abominable thing to have opened
n.th’wng letter; she would probably
be furious if he 1& her know that the
money. she had received had come
from him. Whichever way he turned
homodtobomscorner.

%

He supposed he had behaved like an
He ought never to:

if he had allowed that callous fare-,

“It's quite close to where we are!

“Are you going back, then?” he ask- J
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“Streets better,” he assured her. “I
shouldn’t mind living here myself.
. . .” He waited, but she inade no
comment, -and he felt rather snub-
bed.

There was a little silence.

“Don’t you like the place where you
are living now?’ she asked after &
moment. “Don’t they make you com-
fortable there?”

“Oh, it's comfortable enough,” sald
Micky. He wondered if he looked as
guilty as he felt. “But I don’t believe
!in sticking on anywhere too long. A
change is good for every one. I shall
« be shifting out some day soon, I exe
pect."

There was a ilttle silence,

“I shall see you again soon,” he
said. “And if there is anything I can
| do for you—"

“Thank you, but there isn’t.” She
spoke quite kindly, but Micky had the
uncomfortable sort of feeling that her
thoughts were elsewhere. He ‘vuted
a moment, then held out his hand.

“Well, good-bye.”

“Good-bye, and thank you for my
tea.”

She nodded and smiled and turned
{-away from him,

' There was nothing else for Micky
to do but to go; he raised his hat and
walked off disconsolately.

|

“Do you want to go back,

CHAPTER 1V.

‘When Esther went upstairs to her
room in No. 11 E’phinstone Road, she
found the door standing open, and she
could hear some one talking inside.

She stood still for a moment in
amazement; she thought perhaps she
had made a mistake and come to the
wrong room, but a glance reassured
her; the number of her room was 28,
and this one was 23; she pushéd the
door wider and went in.

Her boxes were there, standing one
upon the other, so as to make more
Bpace in the small room, and on the
rather shabby rug by the ﬁreplm.
a woman was kneeling wlth her back
to the door.

She did not hear Esther enter, and

'tor a moment the girl stood starirg

at her in blank amazement. She could
! not see ‘her face, but she could see
that the woman was small and slight-
! 1y built, with a wealth of jet black
hair coiled in becoming carelessness
with a couple of yellow pins to fasten
it.
She wore a yellow blouse, which
Esther would have thought hideous
on any one else, but somehow against
that ‘dark coil of hair it looked de-
cidedly picturesque.

Esther moved a little, deliberat:ly
' knocking against a chair to attract at-
tention,-and the girl on the hearthrug
looked round with a startled exclam-

, ation; then scrambled to her feet.

“I heard there was a cat,” she ex-
plained. “Lydia told me that he was
shut up here alone, so I just had to
come in and see him. I hope you don't
mind. I brought him some milk,”

(To be continued) :
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ABY Ben is just waist-high
alongside Big Ben. He
tucks into places where Big
Ben would feel crowded. He’s
at home in your traveling bag
and ‘r/ght there in case the train
porter or the hotel clerk forgets.
He cozies into a corner on
your dressér and never gets in
the way on your desk down-
town. He has all the punctual
habits of Big Ben and that same
knack of passing those habits
along to you.
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Baby Ben — the Westclox midget

Baby Ben has friends every-
where. Not merely because he’s
Big Ben’s little brother: the real
reason is his Westclox construc-
tion. That’s why you like him!

The wheels turn

fine pivots of polished steel.
Frictionis thereby reduced to the
minimum and the clock keeps
better time and lasts longer.
Westclox on the dial and tag
means this construction inside
the case. It is your assurance of

quality.
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SPRING.

- )\ Now comes the
end, my fellow-
men, of winter,
stern and bitter;
the spring is
coming once
again, and mer-
ry | birds will
~twitter, and joy
will' permeate
each hen and
cow and human

j critter. T h e
winter has  been

: mild and. kind

no tempeﬂts nsed severely, the' ele-

‘ments all:seemed inclined to treat us

fair, or neéarly; the frost king' and

his frigid kind were kept ‘in limits,
cleatly. -And so ‘we haye no kick te
make about the season going,  bat

the green things growing, to skirmish
with a spade or rake, or- do some
'rhe winter makes us

with sortow, and, though a balmy .day
appears, mn ‘can we bor-
row. tor m are nms mled with
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Fashions and Fads.
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Some bodices_are long and snug.

The wrapped frock gains in favor.

Quilted motifs are shown on capes.

Pendant hatpins of jade are popular.

Ski;'ts are smartly draped in the
back.

Pleated side panels are still featur
ed.

Circular flounces have made an ap
pearance.

High collars are predicted for spring
wjaar.

Patent leather slippers are piped i
white kid,

. Jersey will be used for simple sports

froeks.

The coat-frock rivals the suit for
general wear.

The soft white collar for
wear is noted. .

The uneven hem llne is having 2
decid=d vogue.

Inch-wide hemstitching is a pepuldf
trimming.

Black and beige are . smartest o
afternoon wear.

Wraps have edges bound with gra¥" ¢
grain ribbon. .

The waistcoat is very smart l“d
much in evidence..

street

Bell-shaged sleeves appear on taik |

ored. garments.
Clysters ‘of plaits mark the front:;
and back of skirts.

Organdie tiger lilies trim a tange™

ine organdie hat. .
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