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Or, A Dark

CHAPTER XIIl.—<Cont'd)

A terrible light turned into Evelyn St.
Claire's steel-blue eyes.

"Then, perhaps. It would be aa well for
me not to mention the rumor that | have
Just heard concerning the girl,” she re-
plied icily.

“Wh'atvis it that you are keeping back
from me\Evelyn?” he cried hoarsely, seiz-
ing both ner hands, and gazing anxious-
ly down into the false, fair blonde face.
"If you know where Gay is, in heaven’s
name tell me. | cannot endure the sus-
ense; do not torture me, Evelyn.. |

ill forget that you have spoken unkindly
of Little Gay if you will only tell me, if
you know, where she_has gone.”

“1 really do not like to tell ){ou the
Tumor if it is true that you really care
for the itirllI” she faltered, hiding her
dimpled face in the folds of her laoe
kerchief that he might not see the tri-
umph on it.

“You may speak out unreservedly, Eve-
lyn I" he cried hoarsely. "I cannot bear
Ile suspense; be kind, tell me at once.”’l

Bbe knew the falsehood she was about
40 utter would pain him, yet she did not
ipare him.  She buried ~ her face still
deeper in the _f|Im¥ lace folds, whisper-
mgr low, yet with fearful distinctness:

"They say the girl has—has-eloped with
Harold Tremaine."

He fell back as though she had struck
him a terrible blow with her soft, white.
Jeweled hand. The words seemed shrieked
out—trumpet-tongued upon the Btill air.
The roses in the bay windows of the sun-
lit morning-room seemed to stifle him.
The world seemed to suddenly darken and
(tand still. Through it all’ the terrible
Words seemed to repeat themselves in
Blocking echoes: “They say the girl has
eloped with Harold Tremaine!"

At that instant hi* rase tell upon Tre-
maine's letter, and like a Sash he tore
it open and ran his eyes ovor the con-
tents; and while he read his fair, hand-

j face grew _haggard as death itself,
rnd he caught his br

etrauglinir” throes.

"Percy,—You have cheated me out of a
fortune, but | flatter myself | have check-
hearts. "I leave the village forever, but
E not go_alone; the partner in my flight

is. not yours, Bhall henceforth teacn

v love’s alluring kisses. This is my re-
tion of the Passaic Cotton Mills. Now
search for your lost love, fond lover.
shore, a blade of grass in the waving
fields, and you will” find it. more easily
peerless Gay. "Harold Tremaine."

“Heavens|I” groaned Percy Granville in
tense anguish, "this is horrible—horrible.”

The veins stood out like whip-chordB on
ed in beads on hi* white, horror-strioken,
haggard face.

me
eath hard--in great,

The letter was as follows:
mated you in the inferesting game of
charming, bewitching Little Gay. My
venge for wresting from me the posses-
Search for a grain of sand on the sea-
than you will ever And again, beautiful
a voice that was hardly human in it* in-
his forehead, and the perspiration trather-
(IJ_olr.e one mad, he sprung toward the

"Oh, Percy, Percy, what would you doP
erled Evelyn, clinging to him. in wild

I am going out into the world to prove
this acouTced letter a base falsehood." he
oried hoarsely, maddened with race. "I
will never believe my darling went with
him of her own free” will. By Heavent |
gejieve he ha* abducted her— oould swear

Be raised his right hand and register-

ed a terrible vow of vengeance.

will follow the fiend” incarnate!" he
erled. "1 will foroe mfy way through look*
and bars and eeai of blood—slaying any
?ian_who dares oppose me,-and shatCch my
arling from Harold Tremaine’s agms.”

“How madly _he loves her,” tﬁgugbt
Evelyn, despairingly; "he will never “be
moré to me than he’is now while my hat-
red rival lives. . i .

“1 love him— love him!” she cried wild-
ly. as she l-ode *lowly homeward; “yet
with all my beauty, which women envy
and men rdave over; | have failed to Win
aim. | might as_well bs plain and ugrly
lor, all the“good it does me.”

sudden thought ooourred to her -she
would follow Percy Granvilio to the city,
J1d baffle him In his attempts to find his
et love if it lay in human skill and
woman’s wit.

That night when Percy boarded the ex-
press a tall dark figuré heavily cloaked
and veiled went by the same frain.

Shs took rooms ‘at the same hotel
which Percy established himself; order-
ing her meals served in her own apart-

nt, however. On the second day after
$‘ arrival at the hotel, Miss St.” Clairo
e

in

nt for her maid, and upon this trifling

event which

thread hangs the_ thrillin
tore two lov-

shipwrecked™ two lives, an
ing hearts asunder.

Miss St. Claire had left word at the of-
tee that she wss expecting her maid ou
the 830 train, and that, she should be sent
*D to her room at once when she arrived.

Slowly the hauds of the gilded clock
en the marble mantel crept around to
ten; the heiress waB growing impatient.

What oould Avioe’s delay mean? she
asked herself.

As if in answer to her thought*, there
was a hurried tap on the door.

It was one of the bell-boys.

‘If you please, ma'am,I he began
breathlessly, “the head clerk in the office
sent me up to tell you that the 830 train
has mot with a frightful disaster on the
futskirts of the city; it's a total wreck,
teany of the passengers were killed out-
fight. The rear car was hurled clean off
Ihe bridge down into the water below.
5fhe bodies have all been removed to the
morgue. The clerk says a carriage is at
four disposal if you would like to go and
Mentifv yonr maid.”

Ev_eIK_n St. Claire stared hard at the boy.
(Shrinking back in deep horror and re-
pugnance at the very thought- of such a
ghastly scene

Yet there was ao IioIP_ for it; of course
die mast go and identify Avice.

More than likely Avice had the letter
he had written her in her pocket; it. must-

at fall into other hands, for she had

en mad enough to declare her firm re-
«olve to part Percy Granville from Gay
Jbterbrook forever.” "I would Kill her, if

oould sweep her from my path iu no
=¢her way," she had written recklessly.

She remembered it all as sh« stood there,
elatching her white, jeweled hands to-
Mther, staring at the ‘boy la terror.

"l will go,” she answered hurriedly;
**have the carriage brought round to the
ladies' entrance without delay."
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r for Woe:

Temptation

She drew a long garnet plush mantle
over her violet silk dress, threw a light
veil over her blonde face and golden
hair, and a few moments later was whirl-
ing swiftly through the streets and acroBs
the river.

A deathly faintness seized the haughty,
dainty heiress as she was ushered into
the main apartment of the morgue by the
keeper.

The scene which met her gaze, tho pite-
ous wails of those searching for loved,
ones, were heart-rending to hear and see.

Evelyn St. Claire gathered her silken
robes closer about her, and glided among
the searchers,- aoanning the silent forms
upon tlie pallid, frozen” marble beds, feel-
ing faint and dizzy at every step; the
odor of the oharnel-house sickened her.

Carefully she made a tour of the room.

Avice was not there. i .

As she turned away with a sigh of in-
tense relief she encountered two of the
attendants, bearing between them a slen-
der, girlish form, which they laid upon a
marble receptacle, then turned away. v

One instant Evelyn gazed on the lovely,
pallid face, around which the soft, dark
curls clung in pitiful disorder, as it lay
upturned to the dim, flickering light, then
she sprL_m? forward with a shrill cry.

"Merciful Heaven, it is Gaynell Beter-
brook—tho girl is dead!”

The keeper of the place turned to her

sharply.

“You are mistaken, lady,” he said.
“That is not wis name of this girl, | as-
sure you.” .

Evelyn St. Claire flashed such a look of

malignant_scorn and triumph on the man
that it fairly staggered him.

"How dare” you contradict mef” she ex-
claimed _|mper|ousIY. “l have cituse to
know thie girl well; 1 would know her
among counties* thousands.” .

*“It may be a oasa of striking resem-
blance. perhaps,” insisted the man dog-
gedly. "I will prove to you, lady, beyond
a doubt you'are at fault as to this girl’'s
identity. = | have known her from child-
hood upi her name i* Katy Lee. | was
sorry she was not good, for she was
pretty girl. Her father was a miller awa
down” in Kentucky. Do you see this small
star-shaped mark on her left temple?" he
asked, pushing back the dinging nut
brown curls; "well, the old water wheel
in the mill caused that when Katy was
a little child. 1 dare say there are plenty
who remember that accident, to this day;
it is not so many yearn- ago. If you are
not yet convinced I" will send for the peo-
ple among whom she was stopping.”

Then Evelyn St. Claire noticed what
she had failed to observe before—this girl
was certainly taller by almost a head
than Little Gay.

But the face—Oh, was there ever
more remarkable, a more wonderful
semblance?” she thought, shudderingly.

Then, as she stood there, gazing on_the
face so fatally like Little Gay’s, a terrible,
swift, dark temptation flashed across the
brain of tho beautiful, guilty heiress—a
temptation so startling that it almost
took her breath away, a plot so diabolical
that it took all her guilty strength to look
it oalmly in the face and contemplate it.

Ah, if" she could but bribe this man—
tempt Mm In any way to give out to the
world that this “girl "wa* "Gaynell Ester-
brook; oh, if she “oould but bribe him to
state that a card or envelope bearing that
name was found in her pocketl|

Let Percy Granville fly to the Morgue to
view the remains if he would—f she ooulc.
but purchase this man’s silence—she woulc.
defy Gar’s nearest and dearest friends to
detect the deception, or discover the glar-
mg fraud, the dead girl's faoe was so
fatally the exact counterpart of Gay's.

If Percy Granville oould be brought to
believe Gay dead, utterly lost to him for-
ever, in_time his heart might turn to her
again; it was a glorious,” golden dream,
and worth the most valiant struggle.

It will never be known In what man
ner Evelyn St. Claire approached the man
and won him over to her atrocious soheme;
whether she brought all the bewitching
beauty of her qlorlous blonde loveliness
to bear upon his susceptible heart, or
whether she tempted him by the power
of gold. In after years, when the man
looked back to that night- it seemed like
a dream to him; he never remembered
why he had consented to the horrible vow
of eternal silence with which she sealed
hi* lip*, or why he did not Tepent ere he
gave to tho reporters the next morning
the slip the beautiful, mysterious stran-
er had written out for him to send to

e daily papers for publication.

He put the diamond sleeve-liuk Evelyn
had lost from her dress—and_which lay
upon the floor unnoticed until after her
departure-carefully away, and tried to
forget the affair. .

An hour later, flushed and trembling
with excitement, Evelyn returned to her
hotel. Avice was awaiting her there; tho
maid had milsBed the flrst train, and come
Pv the second, luckily escaping the disas-
er.

The next day all that was mortal of the
beautiful girl,” whose fatal resemblance to
Gay was so marked, was laid to rest, and
the notice appeared in the evening paper,
with a simple headline "Found Drowned"
—a slender, dark-haired, pretty youngbﬁlrl,
whose identity had been dearly establish-
ed by au old envelope found, in her pocket,
together with a handkerchief, marked in
indelible ink with the name 'Gay Ester-
brook.’

It stated tho body would bs interred that
dtay, as no friends had appeared to claim

re-

it.

'Phis was the horrifying paragraph that
met Percy Granville’s eyes in his room
that night-. . .

Like one mad he sprung from his ohair
with a terrible cré/s

"Gaé, my Little ai/)—dead!" he groaned.
“My God! it cannot be!” .

Like one mad, he caught up bis hat and
g'gvshed out into the street with an awful

Men, women and children looked enri-
ously at the handsome, fair-liaired young
man with the bitterness of death in his
face as they passed him by.

They were nothing to him—the whole
world” was nothing to him: ne did not
even see them.

An hour later, with a whit* haggard
face and a heart, on fire, he entered the
gate of the cemetery. He met the old sex-
ton iu the broad, graveled path.

“A grave was made hero to-day,” he
said hoarsely; "a grave in which a "'young
and lovely girl wan laid—conduct me toO
it— will p%y you well for it.”

He followed his guide through the lonely
paths, and among the tall, white, polish-
ed shafts glimmering so palely cold under
the light of the golden stars.

“This i* the grave,” said the sexton,
pausing before a new-made mound.

With ~a bitter cry. Percy flung himself
upon it; the next instant he. Hprung to
his feet and faced the old man with a
Rtrange, gleaming light in his blue eyes.

“You must open this grave for me,” he
pants hoarsely. ‘Hush! hear me ont. |
will make yon s, rich man for rife if yon
will do it-no one will know. It iB my
Koung bride who is lying here-iei me Kiss
er lips cold in death—just once, and |
will go quietly away. efuse me. and |
swear to you b onder solemn stars
will shoot 'myself through the. heart upon
her grave. 1 would as soon die as live,
anyhow,” he added hoarsely; "life has
little enough charm for me now that she
is gone." .

In vain the old sexton expostulated. Tlis
voung man’s grief was so pm%nant that
in pity at_last he oonsented; besides, he
was -»oor indeed, and the promise of the

handsome reward was so slight weight
to_influence him.

Five minutes later the old man was
working away with a will.

A shudder “thrilled through the young
man'’s very soul as the spade struck coldly
at length” upon the oofnn-lid.

It was surely the saddest sight upon
which the pale stars ever gazed as the
coffin was drawn slowly, carefully into
the upper air from the cold, damp earth.

The distracted young man threw him-
self on his knees by the casket, stifling
bitter groans, and with _breathless hast*
wrenching off the lid with cold, clammy
hands. . .

Another instant and it was flung off.
and the clear, bright, radiant light of the
stars shone softl%_ down npon tho lovel
pallid, girlish, coffined face, around whic
the damp, dark curls clustered in beau-
tiful tender rings.

One swift, terrible glance of anguish,
swift and deep as eternity—oh, God, how
well he had loved her!l—then Percy Gran-
ville bent still nearer over the cold, gir-
lish form with an awful cry.

CHAPTER XIV.

Percy Granville pressed his lips to the
beautiful dead face upon which the ten-

der starlight gleamed, with bitter, pas-
sionate cries.
The thrilling ordeal waa over; he had

gazed on the qovelg face, wept over it as
strong men weep but once in a lifetime,
laid burning kisses on the still, cold lips,
¥et he has™ not discovered the glaring
raud that had been practiced upon him.*

The fatal resemblance this face bore to
that of Little Gay blinded even the sharp,
eued eyes of love. ]
Ths oasket was returned to earth again,
and its terrible secret remained unre-
vealed.

Percy Granville believed that he had
looked upon the sweet faoe of his beautiful
girl-bride for the last time in this world.
He pressed a pocketbook full of bank-
notes in the old sexton's hand, turned
away, and staggered out of the cemetery,
rather than walked, just a* the faint
beams of early dawn were struggling
athwart tho eastern s

He left the city on
train, leaving the following note with the
clerk of the hotel, to be delivered to his
friend when ho should arrive.

k%;ie early morning

"My dear Chesleigh,—An event hp-s hap-
pened which renders m%/ remaining to meet
vou. as per agreement, impossible. When
can control my feelings sufficiently to
be able to write calmly, | will open” my
heart to you, and let you know the whole
sad affair which has wrapped my life for
evermore in the darkest gloom.

"Yours in great sorrow,
"PERCY GRANVILLE.”

This was the note which Harry Ches-
leigh received when he arrived "at the
hotel about noon that day.

“Granville seems to be in prettv deep
trouble,” he mused. "By George, now, It
wouldu t be a bad idea to make an effort

to rouse him from his desBo_ndency. It
would be a capital plan to bring him_up
to Leighton Hall for a week or so. The

Leighton girls could cheer him up if any
on* oould. I'll get lone to send him a
pressing invitation at once, and I'll join
m_Y entreaties with her*.”

tt)e next day the invitation waa duly
sent.

_Percy Granville read the urgent invita-
tions over with_a dreary sigh. .
"There’'s nothing like plunging into the
very whirlwind of gayety to forget trou-
ble, old boy," Chesleigh had written; "you
must come."”

"He is right,” Percy ooncluded at length;
“if |1 stay here brooding over tho death of
Little Gay | shall go mad. Yes, I might
aB well try to seek oblivion and forget-
fulness in "gayety as any other way.

To lon* Leighton’s intense delight, Percy
wrot* a polite acceptance to her kind in-
vitation. stating, howavMvthat it might

be *Ix weeks, ‘perhaps, before. h* could
avail himself of the hospitality of the
young ladies of Leighton Hall.

lon* was in a flufter of excitement.
"l never met him but once,” she said
laying down the handsome monograme
envelope and turning to Grace eagerly.
“That was at Long Branch last season.
Oh, but he's a dashing Y]ou_ng fellow,
though,” she went on ‘enthusiastically—
"fair atld kingly like the picture of Romeo.
Whil« 1 waa "at Vaesar, Evelyn St. Clair,
room-mate, did noth_ingi but talk of
S‘/n: she was desperately in love with him.

If 1 géet a good chance, Grace. | will try
to out Eva St. Clair out with her hand-
some beau.”

Of course we shall have to

ive a grand
ball for him, send out cards

?or an aroh-

ery party, a lawn fete, horseback can-
ter*, and a yachting party. We mugt
rIPake it delightfully pleasant for him, you
now,” .

"Balls in general are so tiresome,” com-
plained Grace, tilting back in her arm-
chair. “Why don't we have a grand fancy
masked ball in his honor >now that would
be perfectly delightful; have tableaus,
charades, and all that, sort of thing. Com-
mon balls are sueh stiff affairs.”

It would be an excellent |dea,” assent-
ed lone, dellﬂhtedly. "We will make it so
pleasant for him that he will want to come
often/

Oh, lone,” cried Grace, starting to her
feet, “I had quite forgotten the Poor, ret-
ty siok girl up-stairs. We oouldn’t have
merriment going on with the shadow of
death hovering over the house.”

lone Leighton’s face darkened and her
black eyes dilated wrathfully. )

"l should like to see. her prcsencc in-
terfere with my plans,” she said coolly;
"if she were dying, the miserable beggar,
it would not. matter a particle to me. It
was horrible of ﬁapa to set his foot down,
as ho calls it, that she should not be re-
moved from Leighton Hall. Tho hospital
or poor-house is the pla*e for homeless,
wandering_vagrants like that,” flashed out
lone angrily.

"Oh, lone, lone! how can you talk like
that!” oried Grace, inexpressibly shocked;
"she I* a young girl like one of us, foeble,
helpless. ‘You ought to be glad that she
has a roof over hér head during her flerre

battling* with gHim death for her poor
¥oun ife. If Harry Chesleigh had not
found the poor girl and brought her here

just when he did, ehe would have perish-
ed, lying there amidst the bluebells with-
out one pitying heart to hear her moans,
or hold a_cooling draught of water to her
parched lips.”

A sneer curved lone Leighton's haughty,
orimson mouth as ehe shook out the Tolds
of her lace dinner-dress, and readjusted
the pearl bracelets on Iwr plump wrists.

(To be continued.)

None Have Conic Up.

Smith and Jones were discussing
the question of who should be the
head of the house—the man or the
woman. “I am the head of my es-
tablishment,” said Jones. "I am
the breadwinner. Why shouldn’t |
be?” “Well,” replied Smith, “be-
fore my wife and | were married
we made an agreement that | should
make the rulings in all major
things, my wife in all the minor.”
“How has it worked I’ queried
Jones. Smith smiled. “So far,”
lie replied, “no major matters have
come up. ’

In 1239 King Henry 111, gave to
the eity of Newcastle the right- to
dig coal, this being the first char-
ter of its kind granted.
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UNABLE TO SLEEP.

Till Conjurer Shows Woman How
Trick Is Done.

Every conjurer knows that, in
one sense, a trick may be too good,
says a writer in the Strand Maga-
zine. | mean a trick in which the
problem is so puzzling that those
in the audience are left without the
slightest clue to its solution. A
trick of this kind never wins the
loudest applause immediately it is
ended, because folk in the audience
are too puzzled' to express their ap-
preciation of what they have seen
until they have had a moment or
two in which to think it over. (I
do not say tjjat they always arrive
at the right .solution even then, but
possibly they may think they do!)
It is rather unusual, however, to
have a trick which is far too good
for one individual member of the
audience. | recall such a trick. It
was an average good trick with a
slate and -some numbered cards, and
after | had performed it one night
I was quite unconscious of the fact
that the trick had been much too
good for a woman in the audience.
I discovered that fact two days
afterward. A man called on me in
the morning and asked me if | gave
lessons in conjuring. At that time
I did, but now, when I am asked
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that, | direct the questioner'to an
old pupil of mine who understands
my methods and is very patient!

The man seemed pleased that |
taught conjuring. He asked for
particulars about my fee, the time
it would take to le'a>jn, and so on,
and then finally situitered out that
he had been making all those in-
quiries on behalf of his wife. Then
he took me into his confidence. He
told me that his wife was delicate,
and that she had been so puzzled
by my slate trick, which she had
seen three evenings before, that
she had pot been able to sleep.
She was suffering from "nerves,”
and her husband felt sure that her
health would be seriously injured
if she did not know the secret of
that trick; she could think of noth-
ing else. | satisfied the woman’s
curiosity, and in 'so doing earned
her husband's gratitude.

Carolyn—“I can read Charlie’s
mind like a book.” Lucille—"Well,
a blank book is easy to read!”

After washing a floor if one will
sweep it up at once they wili be
suprised to find many little parti-
cles that come from the mop, which,
if not removed, soon get tracked
back on to the floor again. The
floor stays clean much longer.
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