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HER PHANTOM LOVER

By Harriett E. Mallow.
A slender figure robed in cling-

ing white stole softly down the
wide staircase" into the dimly lit
hall. It was Alice Maitland, first
of the Hallowe'en maskers to ap-

pear on the scene of the destined
-- evels.

She glided into the big room,
glad to find it empty and secure
in the knowledge that none of the
guests had arrived. Standing by
the fireplace, she pushed aside her
mask and gazed into the Ved
flames that brought sad memor-
ies of another fireside of just a
year ago. Things had been so
different then she was not
alone. Frank sat beside her in
the little parlor in the dear old
home and her father, in the lib-

rary adjoining, pored over the an-

cient volumes so dear to the heart
of the student.

It all came back to her so clear-
ly. They Were talking of Hal-
lowe'en superstitions and laugh-
ing over the belief that on this
one night evil things might creep
up and ghosts walk abroad un-

challenged. She had smiled in-

credulously, with her hand rest-
ing on Frank's broad shoulder,
his arm around her? But now?

She shuddered and hid her face
in her hands. For in the flames
she seemed to see the history of
the twelve months the quarrel
and Frank's sullen departure for
the Orient his silence and then
the news of the loss with all
hands of the Evening Star and
among the passenger lists his
name Frank Ellis. .Then came

her father's death and these
weary months of being passed
from one relation to another like
an unclaimed parcel. Pray heaven
that her sad ghosts might not
walk and suffer at sight of her
unhappiness. She raised a start-
led face at the sound of a sudden
footstep, but Cousin Edith's brisk
voice brought back realities.

"Why, Alice child, you first
and with such a pale face? Down
with your mask and let us hope
that' you will get some color be-

fore unmasking time. I have been
bjpa'sting of my pretty cousin and
you must see to it that I am not
brought to confusion. But there
goes the bell ! Some of the guests
are arriving. Be ready to bow
your prettiest, but remember
there is no unmasking and no
talking until supper time. I have
invited ghosts and I dare them to
prove themselves of more earthly
stuff till betrayed by demands of
healthy appetite."

Alice blessed the shelter of her
mask as she bowed to the first ar-

rivals. Tears are seldom consid-ere- d

adorning. But she gradual-
ly "forgot herself in the novelty of
the entertainment. Under Cousin
Edith's gay leadership the ghost-
ly company tried their fortunes in
many ways, showing unexpected m
interest in juiures uiiu ucuavmg
in a most undignified and

fashion. Often a start-
led laugh or exclamation reveal-
ed some carefully hidden identity.

"

Alice tried her luck as boldly as
the rest, but with an indifference
which needed so simulation, and
Fate, the fickle jade, insisted on,
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