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CHAPTER XVII.—(Cont'd)

A few moments later the carriage dash-
ed away, and the two sisters, accompani-
ed by Chesleigh, returned to their guests.

Grace and Mr. Chesleigh were in a spir-
ited discussion over the events of the
evening. lone alone was thoughtful.

“It’'s a clear case of mutual attraction

between handsome Percy Granville and
myeelf,” she mused delightedly. “He will
write me in spite of Evelyn. 1 will pay
her up for trying to prevent it if | live—
the mean, hateful thing.”

Suddenly Harry Chesleigh turned to
lone with a thoughtful face.

"How is our little Nell progressing?” he
asked quickly. “l1 have not seen her since
the fever abated; it is really unkind of
you, lone, to refuse to take up my card

and ask her to see me. She ought to
know that | feel greatly interested in her.
I cannot understand why she chooses to
make such a mysterious recluse of her-
self. Grace tells me she has changed so
greatly 1 would hardly know her.”

lone Leighton flushed uneasily. It would
never do for him to find out that ehe had
suppressed the rare bouquets and the po-
lite messages he had sent to Little Nell,

as Gaynell was called.
"You shall see her to-morrow, Harry/
she said carelessly; meanwhile she was

telling herself, with a cunning smile,
“that many an event might happen be-
tween that time and the present to com-
pletely thwart his hopes in that direc-
tion.”

The guests had not missed them from
the ballroom. When they returned the
mirth was at its height; but during the
remainder of the evening the fairy bride
did not reappear, and at twelve o’clook,
when the masks were laid aside, curio-
sity ran high as to who she could have
been—the sylph-like Cinderella who had
flashed like a dazzling meteor in their
midst, and like a meteor had been so soon
lost to sight.

“l cannot imagine who she oould have
been,” declared lone Leighton, as much
mystified as any of the rest. “l suppose
I shall never know, until she chooses to
reveal her identity, who the unbidden
guest was.”

Grace Leighton enjoyed immensely the
curiosity and the mystery Nell's pres-

ence at the masked ball had aroused. She
could barely restrain herself from explod-
ing with laughter as she listened to the
flattering comments.

“Ah! how desperately angry
be if she knew who it was,”
drooping her merry mischievous,
blue eyes.

It was far into the wee sma’ hours when

lone would
she thought,
dancing

the grand ball broke up and the last
guest took his leave. Grace flew up the
broad staircase to Gaynell’'s room two

steps at a time.

The door was unfastened, and she pop-
ned her curly head in with a rippling
laugh, but she instantly checked her mirth

(as she noted that Nell was apparently
asleep. “I will tell her to-morrow what
a sensation she created,” she thought,

popping out of the room again as noise-
lessly as she had entered it, and going
on to her own room at the other end of
the corridor. .

Ten minutes later lone Leighton came
swiftly down the corridor. As she passes
Gaynell’'s room she pauses, for she notic-
es that the door is slightly ajar. lone
pushes it open further with her white,
jeweled hand, and peers cautiously in.

The clear, bright moonlight drifts into
the room in a flood of soft, white, silvery
light, rendering every object in the pret-
ty room plainly discernible. lone watches
the beautiful golden head upon the white
pillow with a gathering frown.

Something glistens like diamonds on the

long, curling'lashes lying on the white,
rounded cheeks, but lone Leighton does
not stop to see if it is pearly tears, for

her eyes have roved past the pretty young
face on the pillow to something lying in
white, shimmering folds across the back
of a chair close by the window.

A cry of rage breaks from lone Leigh-

ton’s lips. Like a flash she crosses the
room and clutches the glimmering folds.
She has recognized the frosted white

silk and the misty veil as the one worn
by the mysterious beauty of the ball. The
slippers and white mask lie on the floor
beside it, where they fell when Gay cast
them off, and near them the withered clus-
ter of orange blossoms.

The cry awakens Gay, and she struggles
up to a sitting posture just as lone wheels
around, her black eyes flaming like ebony
stars. M

“How dared you take advantage of our
hospitality by coming to the ball unin-

vited?” she pants, and her intense anger
rises as she remembers how devoted
handsome Percy Granville was to the
mysterious fairy queen until the tele-
£m
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Temptation

gram called him away so suddenly, and
how all the gentlemen, Harry Chesleigh
included, had fairly raved over the little
beauty of the ball.

“Indeed, | did not think there would be
any harm in it,” faltered Gay, tremulous-
ly, terrified at what she saw in Miss
Leighton’'s anger-distorted face.

lone turned on her heel with a cruel
sneer.

“We will settle this matter to-morrow,”
she said ironically. “Papa shall know

what sort of a person he has been har-

boring, and he Will turn you away from
the house at once. Now that | come to
look at these things closely, | see that
they belong to my sister Grace. | wonder

that | failed to recognize them before.
You must have stolen them from her
wardrobe.”

Gay shrunk with a gasp of horror, but
no sound came from her white lips to re-
fute the awful accusation.

“You know you did it!” exclaimed lone
Leighton, gliding across the room to the
white couch, and grasping Gay tightly
by the white arm and shaking her rough-
ly.
yBefore Gay oould utter the retort that
sprung to her lips—that the costume had
not only been loaned to her, but had been
urged upon her by Grace herself — Miss
Leighton went on scathingly:

“You need not attempt to deny it. No
wonder you did not stay until the time
for unmasking came. You dared not!
Papa shall turn you from Leighton Hall
with the morning’'s light, I say.”

“You need not wait for to-morrow’s light
to turn me from your door, Miss Leigh-

ton,” sobbed Gay. “I will go of my own
accord this very hour—now!”

"So much the better,” declared the
haughty beauty; “you cannot leave
Leighton Hall too soon to please me.”

Without a word poor Little Gay rose

from the couch where she had flung her-
self anhour before—and had cried her-
self to sleep—and robed herself in her
street clothes with cold, trembling hand,
and heart that was nearly bursting.

“1  am ready now, MissLeighton,” she
faltered tremulously. “1 forgive you for
your unjust suspicion, because your roof
sheltered me in my hour of need. | am
grateful to your kind father, your sister,
the good old housekeeper, and yourself;
as well as to the noble young man who
found me by the roadside that morning
and brought me here. Tell them this for
me.”

Without another word, poor Gay, who
was tossed about bo pitifully by the cruel
hand of fate, turned and fled like a
storm-beaten swallow down the dark cor-

ridor, and out of the house into the dark-
ness of the night.

Alone, friendless, homeless, helpless,
penniless, adrift on the cold, merciless

world, was ever a young girl's fate more
pitiful?

Gay sped on through the pitchy dark-
ness, little heeding whither she was go-
ing, until at last she sunk down, weak
and spent, upon a mossy log to rest.

How long she sat there she never knew;
the sound of voices near at hand aroused
her.

She drew back into the shadow of the
alder-bushes until they should pass; but

instead of doing so, the two men who
advanced sat deliberately down upon the
mossy log upon which Gay had rested but
a moment since.

They were so near, the frightened girl
could have put out her white hand and
touched them from where she crouched
!'behind the screening alders—she was so
near them that she wondered the wild,
tumultuous throbbing of her heart did
not betray her presence.

One of them set down the dark-lantern
that he carried, and the light fell upon
ihis face,

I Gay could scarcely repress a scream of
(terror that sprung to her lips as she re-
Jcognized the dark, sinister face of Harold
jTremaine.

4 They renewed the conversation that was

;momentarily interrupted between them,

and every word that Tremaine uttered in
<his low, cautious voice fell like drops of
Jmolten lead upon Gay's heart,

j “Every one believes me in Europe,” con-
itinued Tremaine cautiously; “no one
iwould think of connecting me with this
affair. 1 tell you on the best of author*
ity that upon Percy Granville’'s return to
iRedstone Hall, early in the evening, the
jdying general dispatched him at once to
jthe city to bring in person some vitally
jimportant papers back to him which were
lin the safe at his office there.”

j Tremaine bent nearer his companion,
saying hoarsely: “The papers must never
reach the general! Percy Granville will
have them on his person when he passes
through here on the three o’'clock train

to-night. Two or three rails torn from
the track on the bridge yonder will do
the work. We haven’'t much time to lose;

it wants twenty minutes to that time now.
Granville shall not escape me to-night.
If he dies in the wreck, and the old gen-
eral passes quietly off at Redstone Hall,
there will be no one save myself to in-
herit the Passaic Mills and the general's
cool million. Come on!”

CHAPTER XVIII.

Gay was fairly paralyzed with horror.
$he bad caught their terrible meaning in

Great Heaven! what shouid she do?

They intended to wreck the train, and
on that train was the lover she worship-
ped so madly.

Tremaine and his companion rose hast-
ily from the mossy log near the alders,
behind which Gay crouched in such ter-
ror, and a few moments later the sound
of muffled hammers rang dully out upon
the night air.

Then silence
their terrible

reigned, and Gay knew
work was done, and she
knew, too, the train, freighted with hu-
man souls and bearing her young hus-
band, was speeding with each passing mo-

ment on to its doom.

While these thoughts were rushing
through Gay’s bewildered brain, Harold
Trezn&iD4 his companion passei

anain.

crush out an iiu-
his white teeth,

She heard Tremaine
precation from between
saying impatientlyj

“We may as well take a turn down the
road ffar a mile or so; it will be a food
half-hour before you hear her whistle."

And the handsome villain, who had bo
deliberately etooped to such a diabolical
scheme, strolled leisurely away, olosely
followed by his oompanion, who carried
the dark-lantern.

How long Gay stood there clutchiag des-
perately at the thorny branches, she nev-
er realised; time seemed to slip by with
the rapidity of lightning.

It scarcely seemed a moment until the
far-off shriek of the train, as it sped on
toward the fatal bridge, warned her of its
approach.

“Oh!” cried Gay,
do? Oh, Percy, my
must not, you shall not die the horrible
death your mortal foe has .marked out
for you! 1 will save you, or I will die in
the attempt!”

The far-off shriek of the on-coming train
roused her as nothing else in the world
could have done.

For one instant Gay turned her face up
to the star-gemmed sky, holding out her
white arms to the fleecy clouds.

Brave, dauntless Little Gay had decid-
ed upon her course of action.

“1f 1 die,” she sobbed faintly, “my love
will never know that his name was on my
lips as | faced death itself for his dear
sake. He will never know that | blessed
him with my last breath.

“He married me on the impulse of the
moment; but he never cared for ir he
cast me off—out of his heart, out of his
life; yet perhaps, if I die to save him,
he may come some day to kneel upon
my tomb, part the long grass and whis-
per my name, and | should hear my love's
voice—even intmy grave, | almost think,
I love him so.”

Quick as thought Gay

wildly, “what shall 1
love, my love! you

rose from her

knees where she had flung herself, and
with a face as white as death, daBhed
madly toward the little bridge that

spanned the black stream below.

Three of the rails had be'en torn from
the track, and the dark water yawned
below as though anxious to swallow the
prey that was soon to be hurled into it.

It was for life or death; the thought
seemed to lend wings to Gay's feet as she
neared the fatal spot. With a terrible cry
she sprung forward, throwing herself in-
to the middle of the track, gesticulating
wildly as she waved her white handker-
chief to and fro to warn the engineer of
his great peril. The sound of her wild,
agonized voice was lost, drowned, in the
roar and thunder of the coming train.

Would the engineer see her—would he
hear those panting, exciting cries, or
would the iron monster in its mad flight
crush her and carry its burden of human
souls on to destruction? It was an in-
tensely thrilling moment.

Gay stood upon the track with a death-
white face and lips set, facing the hor-
rible peril of death for her love’'s sake.

On thundered the locomotive, now scarce-
ly a dozen rods ahead of her, and its

headlight threw its bright white glare
over the lovely white, upturned, agoniz-
ed face, and the slender girlish figure
standing like a .marble statute directly in
the path.

“Percy, my love, my love,” murmured
Gay, “l have to die—the engineer does not

see me, but it is to save you, if | were to
fly, you would be swept on to the fatal
bridge.”

The prayer she tried to utter died on
her young lips; already the misty steam
enveloped her like a death-shroud — the
terrible glare of the head light dazzled
and dazed her—the rails on either side of
brave, fyeroic noble Little Gay shook and
trembled like an electric battery; but the
girl never stirred—scarcely breathed.

Would it be life or death for Little Gay?
only the white angels watching the ter-
rible scene from the star-gemmed sky
overhead could have foretold what her fate
was to be. '

She was so young,
a trigjc death.

so fair to meet such

* * *

The train was twenty minutes late—the
fireman heaps more coal into the furnace,
watching covertly out of the corners of
his eyes the engineer, Jim Hale, who
stands just as he has stood ever since the
train left the depot, gazing thoughtfully
out of the window, with his hand on the
lever, while the train, puffing and pant-
ing, dashes on through the darkness of
the night.

“l hope you're not thinking yet of that
nonsense we were talking about when the
train started,” said the fireman, throw-
ing down his shovel with a hearty laugh
and crossing over to the window where
the engineer, Jim Hale, stood in the same
thoughtful position.

“You're the most superstitious man |
ever saw,” he went on. “You see we are
almost at Hackensack, where you and 1
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change off to-night, yet nothing haB hap-
pened,” he added triumphantly.
No answering smile broke the
of the engineer's swarthy face.

“We are not there yet,” he answered
gloomily, “and 1 sha'n't breathe freely
until we slack up at the Hackensack De-
pot. I've been running on the road nigh
onto twenty years now, and we old rail-
roaders know what signs mean when we
see 'em. You can talk about superstition
and all that sort of thing as much'as you

gravity

like, but when an engineer sees a black
sheep leap across the track before he
reaches the first station, let him look out

for his train—a terrible accident follows.”

A cold shudder ran over the fireman’s
sturdy frame; although he laughed and
ridiculed the idea stoutly, somehow the
solemn words of the engineer impressed
him strangely.

“There's another reason | have for feel-
ing sort o’ down in the mouth,” went on
the engineer slowly. “When | was about
to start away from home to-night, my wife
clung to me, crying like a baby. ‘Don’t
go on your train to-night, Jim! she plead-
ed. ‘I have had such a horrible dream.
Do get a substitute just for once—oh, do,
Jim! | dreamed that a hump-back dwarf
waB the first person to board your train.
And, by the Lord Harry, her_dream came
true! A hump-backed dwarf was the first
to board my train to-night.”

“Is there a sign about that?” asked the
fireman, laughing outright at the notion.
“That's the worst | ever heard of ”

“There’'s many a conductor would have
prevented such a person from entering his

car first, if it cost him his position
there’'3 just that much to it,” replied the
engineer, sighing; “and when | saw the

black sheep cross | said to myself, ‘Jim
Hale, old boy, I fear you're making your
last run on the train to-night—look out
for yourself.’ But | didn't get a substi-
tute; | didn't try. 1'll stick to the old

engine to-night, come what may.”

“1 guess I'll shake the railroad business
after to-night,” said the fireman, nerv-
ously. “Good gracious! you've worked me
up to such a pitch, I'll get to be a raving
lunatic dreaming of black sheep and

hump-backed dwarfs after this night's

run. Run slow and keep a sharp look-
out, and 1| guess we'll pull through all
right, Jim!”

“I've run so slow that I've lost twenty

WE HAVE STARTED A
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minutes already,” M
and | must turn on more steam at once.
And as he spoke, the engine whirled
with lightning like rapidity round an
abrupt curve in the road.

There was a hoarse cry from the en-
gineer.

“My prediction has come true!” he

“There's a woman on the track!
She’ll be crushed—mangled—beneath tho
wheels!” cried the old engineer, great
drops of perspiration starting out on his
face in beads.

With an effort born of
he whistled down breaks.

panted.

intense horror,

Would it be too late? AIll the agony of
a lifetime waB crowded into the awful
moment that followed.

He had done all that human powet
could do to stop the train, but it muBt

pass a rod or more over the spot where

the slender figure stood ere itB speed
would slacken.

In that moment of fearful ordeal, hie
presence of mind aided him. With iron

will and nerves of steel,
upon the iron fender.

A moment of breathless suspense follow-
ed—the white angels looking down upon
the thrilling scene must have wept for

he sprung out

oy.
‘)Il'he engineer had clutched the girl's up*
raised arm, drawing her by main force
upon the rail beside him quick as a flash
of lightning, and the great iron monster
thundered pantingly over the spot where
Gay had stood but an instant before
panted—trembled—and then stood still,
barely escaping the spot where the tieB
had been torn from the track, by a single
hair’s-breadth.

With a great, hysterical, quivering cry,
Gay pointed to them.
“l discovered it!” she gasped. "I—I—

meant to save your train—or—or—die!”

The great, dark, velvety eyes closed—
the white lips parted—and utterly pros-
trated by the fearful ordeal through
which she had just passed, Gay fell back
in the engineer’s strong arms in a deep
swoon.

He realized the import of her words at
once—the lovely young girl lying in a
dead faint in his arms had saved the
train from a horrible catastrophe at the
risk of her own life.

(To be continued.)
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