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hesitating. Avlco wm lost.
will help foo." ah* said shortly.
silenced the joyful sob on Gay's

c, by exclaiming!” "Too mast wear my
cloak and roll, for you will be obliged to
pass the parlor door in coin* out; the
telvet hangings are drawn aside, and Miss
It. Claire «its facing tbe hall. Ton mast
trust to your own bravery to aid you la
your escape. If she calls you as yon
pass by. make some kind of an excuse—
tour voioe is not unlike mine.”

She threw her own waterproof cloak
About the slender, girlish form, noticing
that Little day trembled like a leaf. She
wrapped her dark brown veil over the
white face, tucking the pretty soft curls
earefully out of eight. Then she unlocked
the door, throwing It open wide, bidding
her God-epeed. . .

Thbe pressure of the little ice-cold hands
thanked her more eloquently than any
Words oould have done. Then, like a
torm-drlven swallow, panting with fear
t every step, day flew down the richly
earpeted stairway to the marble entrance-
hall below.

How plainly she oould hear the voice
«f Evelyn St. Clair as she drew near tha
Maﬁnificent parlor.

Then the sharp exclamation of a mason-
line voioe broke on her startled ear—a
Voice she recognized at once aa Harold
Tremaine's.

One instant she paused, and although
the heiress was speaking in a low, excit-
ed whisper, every word the uttered reach-
ed Gay's strained ears.

"I will help you to your vengeanoe.
Harold,* she heard her say pantingly.
“She is In our power—at this very mo-
ment ehe Is beneath this roofI"

Gay fairly Bed toward the marble ves-
tibule. The hurried patter of her feet
attracted tbe heiress' attention. She
raised her eyes and saw the dark figure,
*0 closely veiled, speeding so hurriedly
past.

“Avioe," she called sharply, recognii-
Ing the wrappings, "come here, 1 want
you—how dared you take it upon your-
self to leave the bouse except by my per-
mission P Come here, I want you.”

It was by the greatest effort Gay crush-

In
"
h«

ed back the deadly faintness that was
etealing over her; she seemed fairly
tooted to the spot: her limbs seemed
paralyzed. Ah, what If she should be
detected now—when escape seemed so
near?

Miss St. Claire arose from her seat and
ewept towaf-d her.

Then another thought seemed to strike
her.

“You may as well attend to the matter
that takes you out,” she said.haught-
ily. “Come back at the earliest moment.
I am going to Bedstone Hall this even-
ing to see how Percy is getting along.
The carriage will be at the door direct-

ly, and tbe house must not be left alone
In the care of the servants long."
Gay mode a stiff courtesy, as she re-

Wemberod seeing Miss St. Claire's maid do
that day when the haughty heiress ad-
dressed her.

Miss St. Olaire swept bnck to the par-
lor, whore her guest awaited her, and
Gay crept on to the door.

A moment more, and tbe free, pure air
of heaven was blowing across her white.
Upturned face

‘PennilcBs- houseless—alone I” she mur-
mured. standing motionless, gazing with
tear-dimmed eyes toward the cotton mills
that loomed up tall, dark and grim In
the distance under the moon's pale rays.
"Was ever a young girl's fate so piti-
ful as ppineP AL om,

Oh. Percy, Percy! ehemoanedl w | “
assionate %ry ly« moat wish y°» ha<l
let me die In the dark waters that night.
They will never let us be happy with each
other—they mean to part us if they can.”

A sudden longing came over her to make
her way to Bedstone Hall, steal unob-
served up to the winding avenue, and
peer in at the window. PerhapB Bhe might
see Percy, her husband—the fair-haired,
handsome young husband whose Kklssea
sven now burned her lips.

She forgot that she was faint and cold
ss she toiled wearily along, trying to
see one gleom of hope in tho dark future.

The sound of carriage wheola soon
smote upon her ear.

She knew tt was Evelyn St.
was going to Bedstone Hall to see her
husband, and oor Little Gay's heart

throbbod with (881608 PRIA a8 8AE aFew
beck Into the shelter of the dark pine
shadow*

Clair; she

nn. H'
e_rin% the cronching. shrinkingf little fig-
lire by the wayside with a oloud of dust |
B 1t passed

A half hour later poor Little Gay,
whom the cruel hand of fate had torn

from her young lover at the very altnr,
crept up tbe marble steps of his palatial
home, which she. poor, hapless bride, must
Bot enter.

adWe W TR g ific drawingroom win

Gay puehed”slde the vines and ecarlet
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Temptation

contentedly In the cushioned arm-chair
beside which Evelyn St. Claire knelt.

The smile on his llpa waa not brought
there by the words Evelyn waa whisper-
ing to him. He wae thinking of little
Gay. picturing to himself how joyous
their meeting would bet how ehe would
spring to meet him with a cry of delight
upon “her pretty, crimson lips, the love-
light shining in those wondrous dusk eyes
as she twfned her white arms round his
neck. How he loved her—his own darlinlgf

Little Gay. He must content himse
with writing, knowing she was well pro-
vided for, until he was able to go to her.

In th4 midst of hia reverie, by chance
he raised his eyea to the window; he
oonld scarcely repress the cry that rose
to his llpa. . .

Was it only his fancy, or did he reall
behold a white, wistful lovely face—witl
dark ourling rings of soft brown hair wet
with the night dew clustering around It
—and meet the reproachful gaze of two
lovely dark velvety eyea. heavy with
unshed tears? i .

He turned away with an Impatient
sigh. The face of his pretty little bride
whom he had married so suddenly and in
secret was constantly before him.

It rose between him and the pagee
of the book he had been trying to read
that day—it blotted out the fair, blonde
beauty of the haughty heiress at his
side—it even seemed to look in upon him
from the window from which the rich
silken hangings had been looped back.

He turned to look again—the apparl-
tion seemed so realistic—but it had van-
ished; and it was long years ere the
young husband who loved her so fondly
was destined to look again upon the
beautiful face of Little Gay.

Like a shadow Gay crept away from
the grand palatial home.

He was sitting there, happy and con-
tent, smiling upon the beautiful heiress,
gazing down into the fair beauty of her
face, without one thought of the bride he
had so lately wedded. Surely they must
have told him of Hazel's death, and that
she had been discharged from his uncle's
mill. He must know that she waa pen-

niless, heart-broken, and alone.

“Yet, not one line did he write to com-
fort me,” ehe told herself Bobbingly.

Oh, Godl had they told him the foul
suspicions that Evelyn St. Clair had
spoken of; and did ho beliove them, bit-
terly ruing that hasty marriage in the
old stone church? It must De so. else

he would have written her one poor little
word assuring her of hie love and faith.

Gay had scarcely passed the portals
of tho arched entrance-gate ere she was
suddenly confronted by the figure of a
man who had stopped abruptly before
the house, as though deliberatine’ whe* >»r
ho should enter or return to the coach
which stood in waiting.

With a throb of fear Gay drew back
into the shadow of the great granite por-
tals.

But she was too late,
served her.

As he leaned forward under the flick-
ering light of the gas-lamp to scrutinize
her more closely, a shrill, piercing cry
broke from Gay'B lips, and that cry be-
trayed her identity, which in any other
cane would never have been suspected.

"Harold Tremaine!" she gasped, recoil-
ing from him. She would have flown past
him like a startled doe, but he put up
his hand, grasping firmly tho folds of her
dress.

"QayneH Esterbrookt” he ejaculated in
the moBt intense surprise, "and about to
escape me, too. What were you aoing
here?”

That need not trouble you." flashed
Gay, with something like the old defl-
,an0e flushing her é)r ttfy face. “Let go
my arm or j gha, aﬁ op he?p,..

He merely smiled at her threat, and
before Gay could divine his intention, he
had caught her up in his Btrong arm,
placing his hand firmly over her red
mouth to prevent the slightest outcry,
leaped into the coach, exchanging a few
hurried remarks with the driver, aud the
daring abductor and abducted were soon
whirling away through the intense dark-
ness of the starleBs night.

There was a quick, Bharp cry from the
interior of the coach, which was sudden-

the man had ob-

ly hushed; a moment later the hand-
some villain thrust out hie head and
whispered cautiously.

“The brick house on the river road,

drive sharp, we must ma<ke quick time!”

The man noddert’ whipped up his horses,

;»nd!l.thf. °°a<h w”rled raP_idIy on to ita
destination past the patrolling” policemen,
who little dreamed what a dreed s"'-»t

ANirfto YfAte. m oM fu fth / n deatn
j? beei? Pltiful than doatu
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On through the denee starlesg darkness
rolled the coach with the speed of the
wind—stopping, at length, before a din”?y
red brick structure on the bank of the
iriver; and, too thoroughly frightened to

! hul"

ereepers. peering cautiously in, and the = . . w.n
sight that she saw was engraven upon! -V . overarching trees and a high wall
her heart nntil the day she died. In a . b" Ck
cushioned arm-chair in "the center of the ,£>“*? the main road, and a way-
room sat Percy, her youn- husband, j*Prcr BtrefKlingr through that unused
whom she had believed to be lying in 5 ®® 1 ‘ . . .
the ravages of delirious fever on a” h»d . of a human habitation in such
of pain; by his side, kneeling on a velvet close proximity, as no path marked the
hassock, was Evelyn St. Clair, her blonde wav i . i
face raised to hie and fairly beaming |., &r? Tremaine seemeid no stranger in
ffith love thatlocality: he made n» way through
No one'had told Little Gay that the 1the ‘J® Intense dark-
Iround Peroy had suffered had proved nees with little difficulty Gay had fal-
Jesn serious than wae at first eupposed i*es, “J8 arm,8 * Jcea(* MalAn, .
fro one had told her how he inquired! There seemed no sign of lire about thia
ibout her with his first conscious breath, jmysterious habitation, po »"d  vet
Tdeey baf caeilivlly 6om d from him *ar removed from the' bus factory
fhe fact that the prethy" little craature” vy o Adt_e”'%'ed death"ékeh D'.“’e{'mog
erho had been the cause of the duel had rl 1eT>ed undisturbe aroun the isolate
been discharged from the mill, lest it - place. . . . .
ihould annoy him. He erave a quick, pec_ullar whlst_le, like
“My Little G*y must never know an* ;?E‘aTutflfrigef a wood-bird, repeating the

ether hour's hardship,” he had told hdm-

»elf, and touohiper the bell he caMed for
pen and paper, hastily inditing a hurried

bote to herlt wae quite unfortunate
UiM he slippeda banknote for a large
amount into the letter while the man

Wod By RoHBIAR RiM:. With a strantfe;
Dunning look in his eyee.

That note to Gay was never deliver-
ed. Th'fl two lives were oruelly eunder-
«d. “Who is there to prove that | did
bot give it into the girl's own hands?”
ehuckled the man. transferring the bank-

note to his nOcket and oommitting the
rest to the flpmes.
Although Percy longed with all hia

~Neart to olaep his darling Little Gay in
his arms again, he was forced to obey
the doctor'e mandate that he must not
renture out of the houee for a fortnight
lepRt. He ooutented himself bv eend-
daily loving epistles to Little Gay,
assuring her over and over atrain of hi*
passionate, devoted love for her, aud In-
creasing the amount of the bank-bills he
i“nys indoaed.
These were sent bv the same messe”-
frer, who alwava 'Continued to give hia
Tppeter some plpusible excuse as to why
th°re wps no r~rm)v from Gpv.
The letters and contents always met the
«auM» fat# “l1 have stumbled wurron a
jeWtpble ~ d tii“ne,” was the man's ex-
ultant thought.
Thus it happened that Percy sat ouite

The door of the brick house wps otw"M
a continue hand, and a “lack woolly
I>*ad Rr,d faw thrust through the s'-ht
one-i-e. es thoreh to make sure tlv-re
been no deception practiced upon the
lauspicious inm-te of this s'rang* aV-do
Open the door, quick Ch'oe! cried
Trempine, Impfrtientlv. “Don't keen me
out b*»re a™ n~ght. Tve «ome-
body in 7«y ar”~s who h*s fainted!”
“I1*or'! Mj»r«e Tree?* criod th« ~Id wo-
man, flinpiT'e the door ope” wHe. “Tp*
jAst p'mi’ *twpp yon, shn' miff ‘fore 1'd
onin dat door.” p**d she h*»r iNr-
t&* in a b~»»d pr eh» he?d the flick-
er*"g cp"rf,» hicrh pW e her bfsri.
Fe pushed imnptientlv uast. her i*to the
"vvl n bovAn~r—
laminar t>o slight, girlYh ‘Vure in his
ar™s hpp+*v doww nuo»> the con™h.
Pipok f*Moe h/>hMed pfter him with all
* of A\
iy o
C/ . ML M A h™r to '‘naf,
TN n"'s40T1 "
ftOff on P heel P"*
"sher end of thA a“p/t-

pbo~t. With —al*wo-
farni <f the

T

;f)t"r’\e to th»
~o™M. wh”o

pnA .
pVo pre*d o” ™ IU
oty dnwr tve
nT~”  wh*»h thA at.ful
glimmered. “Why,

7).
vrna
Marse

of candle

Tres. this young girl am as lovely aa a
born angel. Therell be a fierce old time
of It a-tween her an’ Hiss Liddy. She
won't lot her stay here, 'pen on it, Maree
Trs*.

“Never mind making comments; attend
to your own affairs,” exclaimed Tremaine,
sharply; “set about restoring her if you
can. The deuce and all would be to pay
if 1 were obliged to call In a doctor.”

At that moment the door of an adjoin-
ing room opened and Lydia Moore, whom
our readers will remember was poor Little
Gay's bitter foe iu the cotton mill at
the time our story opened, hastily en-
tered the room, stopping ahort on the
threshold as her eyes foil upon the slim,
girlish figure on the couch, over whom
black Chloe waa bending.

“Who in the world is this, Harold?”
she oried, taking a step or two forward;
then she recoiled with an exclamation
of the most intense hate as her eyes fell
'-¢'-'u the white, upturned faoe of Little
Gay.
ne turned on Harold Tremaine like a

ash.

"What have yon brought her here for?"
Bhe hissed In a voice of auch concentrat-
ed rage that it appaled even him. "Have
you fallen in love with her baby face at
last?

He knew the tigerish H’ealous of the
girl before him too well to allow that
accusation to pase uncontradicted.

‘It is false!" he cried impatiently. “I
have every reaaon to detest the girl —
she'B a prude, why should | ciJrs for her?”

She looked at him etoadily with her
hard, brilliant eyes. .
"How did you~ happen to bring her

here, where | amf—how dared you do it?
There a something back of all this, and I

will know what it i«t" she cried. "I will
know what this meane!" .
"There la little to tell.” he replied,

twining nervoualy at the ends of hia
thick, black mustache; "I brought her

.*?. ac®’rdance with Miss St. Claire’a
well-laid plane. Hark! hear me out." he
exclaimed, as she interrupted him with a

scornful, incredulous laugh.

"You knew yesterday that the gover-
por had thrown me over; well, | went
to bid the heiress good-bye ”

“Were you going on a Journeyf aeked

the girl breathlessly.

He crushed back something like an oath
rrom between his white teeth, at hia
thoughtless slip of the tongue.

I was coming here." he answered.

You would never have dared to have
left me behind, she said meaningly.
You would not have played me as faloe
as that | know too much about you. If
your uncle had but mistrusted the life
you were leading when you received his
aummons to come to him—a year ago—
you would never have stood the chance
J?r.. a 8*nf'e day of owing the Passaic
Cotton Mills, which your fortunate oou-
sin has wrested from you at last. He
believed you a respectable clerk in the
government engraving bureau at Wash-
ington, and ”

! ®rie<l
lips,

Tremaine, pale to the
his eyes gleaming luridly into
. By Heaven! you know too
much about my affairs to suit me. Tou
are determined to ruin me yet with your
aocursed woman's tongue, | can see that."”
I will be true as steel to you as long
Vi " i
gl"‘é’:ﬂ(’i%}ayogov&ﬂll Inl o’ © pgnsgiongrt]ee tggll'g.'
But, she cried suddenly, bridling up
something very like a demon in her
Senable fury, “dare so much as

s - » % o« » B
SV MR 0% SBginfnd 1!
Come, come, Lydia, we have had
enough of this high-tragedy scene,” he
said, with an effort to affect a gayety
far from feeling, "you and | can-
not afford to quarrel over esuch nonsense:
be reasonable.”
/7°» "ay you're not in

very

love with that

girl, she “said huskily, jerking her head
8 diro<Jtion—“swear it.”

. ) the, ?ptEe, that ever w«re nt-

tered. if you like, he returned moodi'y

CB’ bDbridle your jealous tongue

1 wi» explain to
bring her here,

\% ot tellir,g I called upon
ffn* hi; 10 bld her good-bye, tel-
[0 loonMBh e raue A5A0EE TSRS
irSS cutrme off from his forfure so sum-
80 excitod that I vowed
hSFHf®6 the girl in the white
Y ny las8on. h d of

i in, v/
tl?.s V e erc!’a{rrLll%j t|Etee JSJF;
sne has come between 'yon and rour L
_ bJt she has do-e _that toward me
which 1s a thous»"H.fo]j more painful
to benr: she lies robbed me of mv love
and what is life worth without t>0 I<'¢€
or the one whom we idolire? 1 will hein

ml s inURHIS hQRRE nédile hdd iRty

7 noJ tpke ~e fiirl away from

Jda,fn'
you how | happened to

her*, nut her in a pn <<Tinm
fo -revent Pe”y Grp~vidle fro-*

A

FgF W/ [inhus you <-o0,ld d-atn t?oaerersp
..cn? of ve"»-«<a"oe. knowing that
ortiTno . b»twoen_ t a
¥0rrtune wonjd never AV theousagps ae.
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“1'll keep my word with you thi* time.
I promise you,” he replied, and, woman-
like, even while she mistrusted him, she
blindly believed him.

Promises with Harold Tremaine were
cheap commodities, easily given, and, like
glass, easily broken.

“Heaven help you if you play me false,
Harold,” Bhe whispered. “If | thought
you loved Gay Esterbrook it would make
a fiend incarnate of me, and my passion-
ate love for you would turn to the dead-

liest hate.”

"erhat's all nonsense," retorted Tre-
maine, sharply; “you know you couldn't
hate me, Lydia, no matter how hard you
tried. You would obey me if it ran your
neck into the halter, and you know it."

“l would if I was sure of your love,”
sho answered slowly; ‘but if you ever
made love to another woman, | would
run your neck Into the halter before 1

would surrender you to her."

BOY’S LIFE WORTH MILLIONS.

llelr to Russian Throne Most Valu-
able Child in World.

The czarevitch, whose illness
occupying the
ition of Europe, is the idol of his
father. Ever since his birth it has
been the custom of the czar to as-
sist at his son’s rising in the morn-
ing and occasionally to usurp the
functions usually relegated to nurs-
es and mothers and give the im-
perial baby his bath, eays the Pall
Mall Gazette.

Not infrequently has the czar
given audience to his ministers in
the czarevitch’s nursery or receiv-
ed them in the audience chamber
with the small heir to the imperial
throne perched upon his knee.

The czarevitch has been describ-
ed as the most valuable child in the
world. If he succeeds to the throne
he will be in possession of some
$200,000,000, at which sum the pri-
vate fortune of the Romanoffs is
valued. His yearly salary as ruler
of the Russian people will be $10,-
000,000, and he will be in absolute
control of 500 estates employing 30,-
000 servants.

Within a few days of his birth the
infant’s life was insured for $2,500.-
000, $1,500,000 less than the amount
for which the Grand Duchess Olga,
the eldest child, was insured. A
banking account waB opened for tho
baby into which is paid every month
a government check on the Nation-
al Bank of Russia which allows the
child $75,000 a year.

The succession to the throne of
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the Romanoffs is by no means so
well secured in the direct line ai
that of the Hohenzollerns. The
Kaiser himself has six sons, and
goodness knows how many grand-
sons. In this case the Salic law
eliminates women from the prob-
lem.

Tho anti-feminist decree has not,
curiously enough, had the same
vigorous application in autocratic
Russia, which in the 18th century
was blessed, or cursod, as the case
might be, with several empresses.
The latter tendency, however, in
that empire has been to exclude wo-
men from the line of succession.

In 1797 the Emperor Paul de-
creed that the succession should be
that of regular descent, by the right
of primogeniture, with preference
of male over female heirs. It was
in virtue of this decree that the pre-
sent czar’s eldest brother, George,
who died in 1899, was declared heir
presumptive in spite of Nicholas
1!1.. having several daughters, and
it was only on the birth of the
Grand Duke Alexis that his uncle,
Michael, was deposed from his po-
sition as “crown prince."
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PERMANENT.

"What did yer give mo that nasty
look for?”

“l didn't give you that naaty
look. You always ’ad it.”
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FOR
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Every farmer wh o allows an outside

closet to

for Trouble—disease and

remain on his farm is Looking
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himself and his entire family.

It Has Been Proved

That nine out of every ten cases of illness on the farms are
directly traceable to the o utside cloeet—that horrible sink of

disease and filth.

Just think!
steps

You allow this

horror to remain within a few

of your home—and force your family—your wife and

daughter to use it—in all weathers—winter and summer.

Why, man, it’s outrageous!

Especially when you consider

how little it would cost you to install a Good Health Sanitary
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how.
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