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For Weal or for Woe:

Or, A Dark

CHAPTER XXII1.—(Contd)

Then lone Leighton knew that she stood
no chance of ever being friends with the
girl whom she had so bitterly wronged.

“No doubt the little upstart beggar is
Quite as proud as a peacock now." flash-
ed out lone, tearing the note into minute
shreds and flinging them in the fire. “Oh,
if 1 could but pull down her pride, trample
her in the dust of humiliation for this!
1 think 1 could do it too, if I were to
search her past history. | am sure there
is some terrible, disgraceful secret in that
pirl’'s past life, and if I live I will ferret
it out.”

“Take care,” warned Grace; “depend up-

on it, as sure as fate such a scheme will
recoil upon your own family in time, if
not upon your own head. Take care! Be-

ware! Remember well the

significant
lines:

" 'The mills of the gods grind slowly,
* But they grind exceedingly fine.”

There came a dark, bitter day when
lone Leighton remembered those lines but
two well.

She read of Miss Remington's great
beauty and her success in the fashionable
world with a revengeful, envioue heart.

Proud old Mrs. Chesleigh read them too,
with bitter anger at her own folly for not
keeping Gay under her roof while
had her at Rosecliff. She would have been
delighted to have had her handsome son
woo and win the heiress, who would at
some future day inherit the banker’s three
millions of money.

She realized too late that “she had en-
tertained an angel unawares.”

The handsome young fellows who wor-
shipped at Gay’'s shrine were legion.

She gave each and all a bright smile, a
coquettish glance, and a pleasant word,
-feut not one of them succeeded in, cap-
turing her heart.

Poor Gay!'ehe had no ‘heart to give
them; her heart was with him whom she
believed so cruelly false to her; she loved

mm with a passionate yearning still,
in spite of all.
Gay had frankly etold the good old

banker that she was never intended for
a grand lady when he had made known
his intention of adopting her and making
her his heiress.

“l am only a working-girl,”
on simply. “1 shall never
them; my heart will be
them.”

“God bless you,

went
above
with

she
feel
always

my child,” returned the
old millionaire -banker warmly, “your
heart is in the right place. 1 honor you
for those brave words. My wife was a
working-girl when | married her, and she
Always tells me she don’t, feel one whit
more of a lady in her silks and satins
than she did in her neat' print dress and

spotless apron. Wealth has not spoiled
ber, by any means, and she will like you
all thf better for your principles, my
dear.” «

. No wonder G7y's heart went out to this
grand old couple.

CHAPTER XXIV.

. Gay had given her new-found friendB a
faithful description of her life up to the
time Hazel died, but there was one page
in that dark past that she could not
bring herself to reveal to them; and that
was tlie story of that hasty, romantic
marriage, that seemed almost like a
dream now.

mGay had been long months amid her
new surroundings; she was the very light
®nd life of the grand old house, each day

was growing more like the saucy, im-
petuous, willful Gaynell of old.
_This wae 'the Ilull before the terrible
etorm broke over her head.
“You are quite spoiling me, you dear
old darling!” she exclaimed one day,

throwing two soft arms around the/grand
old lady’s neck, and giving her a decided

hug that almost ruined her dainty lace
collarette® “1 thank you and papa so
milch for giving me #mmy choice of any

pony in the stable for my very own. 1
have chosen the new one that was bought
yesterday. | must run away and put on
my riding-habit, the groom will have him

saddled and at the door directly. I'm
going to -take a canter in the park.”
“Take care of yourself, dear,” replied

Mrs. Remington. “You ought to have per-
mitted the groom to accompany you.”

Gay laughed and shook her golden head.

A few moments later Gay put her head

trat door to say “Good-bye.”

How dainty and sprightly she looked in
the navy-blue cloth riding-habit that fit-
ted her slender, girlish figure to a charm,
the blue cloth cap with a bright, crimson
bird s wing ooquettishly at one side, the
tan-colored gloves reaching almost up to
the elbow, and the thick, silver veil cov-
ering the pretty face all save the dimpled

chin and rosy, laughing mouth like a
pomegranate bud.

How little Gay dreamed what wae to
befall her ere she returned!

With flying feet she gained the portico.
The groom was awaiting her there, hold-
ing a sleek, prancing black horse by the

Tm so sorry you have ordered this
horse to be saddled for you, .Miss Gay,”
he began anxiously. “He's not safe for a
man to handle, let alone a young lady.
You can depend on it, his old master knew

him pretty well when he named him
Batan.”
“"Nonsense. | eruess Satan and | will get

along pretty well together,” laughed Gay,
springing into the saddle. “Forewarned
is forearmed, you know. 1 shall keep a
sharp lookout for his pranks.”

She deftly gathered up th# reins, ba4

Temptation
before she could give him the slightest
tap with her gold-mounted riding-whip,

Satan was dashing down the paved road
with the velocity of the wind.
The groom looked after her
troubled face.
“Goodness!”
breath,
day.

with a

he exclaimed wunder his
“the mischief is in that horse to-
I'm afraid there will be mischief
done before she returns. [I'll saddle up
Akbar and follow her.”

Meanwhile Gay had reached the park;

and it was on this particular morning
that Percy Granville had asked Evelyn
St. Clair to become his bride, when he

had bidden adieu to his fiancee, forget-
ting, in his eagerness to catch the train,
to give her even a farewell kiss as they
parted.

He reached the city
turbed state of mind,
his cheery nature.

Was it fate that caused him to give the

in a strangely per-
quite unusual to
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order to the cab-driver he took hie
seat:

“"To the park?”

At the gate he dismissed the cab, pre-
ferring to stroll through the grounds on
foot, tempted by the beauty of the spring
morning.

He had scarcely reached the first curve
of the serpentine road, ere he heard a
sound that made his very heart almost
cease beating.

It was a piercing cry in a clear, girlish
voice—a voice that reminded him strange-
ly of Little Gay’'s.

The next instant he beheld a black horse
—upon whose back a young girl sat, sway-
ing to and fro in the saddle like a slender
leaf in a gale—plunging and dashing mad-
ly down the road at a headlong pace.

The kid bridle had snapped asunder,
and the lovely rider had lost all control
of the spirited animal.

Percy could see that it was only a ques-
tion of a few brief instants ere the ter-
rified girl would be dashed from the sad-
dle-meeting certain death by striking
one of the trees that lined either side of
the road.

His face paled as he saw her danger.

In an instant he had made up his mind
what course to pursue.

He would save the poor girl's life or he
would die in the attempt.

On, with the speed of the wind, came
the coal-black horse, and again a wild,
piteous cry floated on to Percy’s ears, and
that cry nerved him for the terrible or-
deal that followed.

He saw that the maddened animal must
pass within a yard from the point where
he Btood, fairly rooted to the spot, and,
if it should swerve a single hair’s breadth
in his direction, the plunging iron hoofs
would cruBh him.

With a white, determined face, he wound
his left arm firmly around the trunk of
a tree, and stood calmly waiting to grasp
the bridle of the infuriated steed with his
strong right arm as it plunged past him.

The few seconds that passed as he
awaited the terrible instant seemed the
length of eternity.

He realized but too well

as

that upon his

agility and strength hung this lovely
young creature’s life.

Nearer, nearer, dashed Satan, with his
terrified burden—one brief instant later,

he was abreast of the noble young hero.
And in that thrilling moment a strong
hand grasped one of the rings attached
to the bit. .
There was a powerful lunge forward
that nearly tore Percy Granville’'s strong
right arm from its socket.

If his left arm had not beejri wound so
firmly around the trunk of the tree, we
should have had to record a tragedy; as

it waB. the powerful hand that held the
ring of the bit brought Satan back upon
his haunches; he had recognized a mas-
terly hand, and the next instant he stood
panting and quivering, but docile enough,
by the roadside.

But in that backward plunge Gay had
lost her balance, and would have fallen
headlong from the saddle had not Percy
loosened his grip from the horse, and held
out his arms just in time to catch her.

What was there about that slim figure
that rested for one brief instant a dead
weight against his heart, that made the
blood course like fire through every fibre
and vein of his whole being?

Involuntarily his arms tightened close-
ly about her. Alas! why did not his heart
warn _ him this was Little Gay—hia lost
bride?

She struggled out of his
little low cry, and he
that two dark terrified
at him, burning their
very soul from behind
the silvery veil.

The words of thankB died on her lips as
f‘?e saw who it was to \f/cvhom she owed her
ife.

arms with a
was dimly aware
eyes were staring
way down to his
the thick folds of

“He would never have saved me had he
known it was I,” she thought bitterly.

What words she stammered out as she
Btlood there, ehe could never afterward re-
cal.

Percy lifted his straw hat with a low,
deferential bow.
It was little wonder he did not recog-

nize the strained, faltering voice, it was
so unnatural; even Gay herself was Btart-
led by its quivering hollownees.

“Pray do not thank me,” he said. “I
should like to know, though, whom it is
that | have had the pleasure of serving.”

He handed her his card as he spoke,
hoping she would give him her own in

exchange. It never occurred to him to be
untrue to Evelyn, his fiancee, even in
thought, but, in the presence of this be-
witching creature before him, he quite
forgot her.

“l have no card with me,” said Gay,
confusedly, drawing the thick veil™* still
further down over her face, much to
Percy’s regret. “l—Il—am Mr. Reming-
ton'sk adopted daughter, of No. — Gramercy
Park.”

Before Percy could utter the ejaculation
of astonishment that rose to his lips, the
groom, who had fortunately followed Gay,
dashed up, taking in the situation of af-
fairs at a single glance as he beheld the
broken reins; he had picked up Gay's
riding-whip fully half a mile back.

Percy had just time to say:

“1 will call some day this week at yonr
home if I may be permitted to do so.
Your father and my uncle were staunch
old friends for long years, Miss Reming-
ton. Surely you do not intend to ride that
animal home!” he cried in alarm aB Gay
made a movement to remount her horse.
“1 implore you not to do so—let me send
you a coach.”

Gay uttered a little reckless laugh, that
was half a sob. His opposition made her
all the more determined to ride the fiery
animal home, and he was obliged to see
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BLACK, GREEN or

her depart, the. frightened groom follow-
ing close at her heels.

Gay never saw the green park, the
shrubs and leafy trees on that homeward
ride.

“He begs his own invitation to call
upon the great banker's heiress,” she
thought, with bitter pride, “while he

ecorns the poor little bride he wooed and
won on the impulse of the moment. When
he calls at the house | will confront him
and charge him with the cruelty of break-
ing my heart. Oh, why should I love him
so,” she sobbed, tears fiilling her eyes
so thickly that she couid not see where
her horse was going; “seeing him again
adds new fuel to the old love; why can |
not learn to forget him or die?”

That afternoon Percy wrote a long let-
ter to Evelyn, and unconsciously it was
filled up with the subject he had so much

at heart—the lovely young girl whom he
had aided in the park. .
The girl's voice haunted him like some

half-forgotten melody.
Evelyn St. Claire's
with jealousy as she
ground her teeth with

fire
she

heart was on
read It and
impotent rage.

“It would be just like him to fall in
love with that girl,” she muttered, “and
I Bhould have just such a time in sep-

arating them as | had with that miserable
Gay Esterbrook, with her pretty gypsy-
ish face and baby ways.

“What's a betrothal to me, now-a-days
—or marriage, either, as for that mat-
ter?” Bhe went~on, pacing her boudoir ex-

citedly. “Why] I have read of men leav-
ing their brides at the very altar! Yes,
one must marry them quick to be even

half sure of them.”

Suddenly a brilliant
Evelyn St. Claire.

She had known the old banker and his
wife well, when they used to visit years
before at Redstone JECall

Why not eo to the city and pay them
a short visit, with the clever object in
view of seeing this pretty girl for her-
self, and giving her to understand she
was not to fall in love with the fair-
haired, handsome hero of the park adven-

idea occurred to

ture, for he was already betrothed to
herBelf P

“1 will see this girl before Percy does,”
she concluded triumphantly, "and pre-

vent anything like an attachment from
springing up between them.”

The next afternoon a coach stopped be-
fore Banker Remington’'s palatial home,
a tall, elegant blonde, robed in violet silk
and in the very height of fashion, emerg-
ed from it and ran lightly up the marble
steps, and touched the silver bell.

She handed her card to the servant who

answered the summons, requested to see
Mrs. Remington, and was shown into the
Bpacious drawing-room.

Evelyn St. Claire, for it was Bhe, had

not long to wait.

A moment later there was a swift, hur-
rying footstep in the corridor without,
that stopped before the door.

CHAPTER XXY.

The footsteps ceased abruptly as they

reached the drawing-room door; a little
white hand drew aside the amber )lueh
hangings, and a slender girlish gure
stood in the doorway.

Evelyn turned around; then the smile
on her blonde face changed into an ex-
pression of the greatest terror.

She sprung to her feet with a hoarse
cry.

“Gaynell Esterbrook!” she gasped
“What in the world are you doing hereP”

Gay raised her dark eyes to Evelyn's
perturbed face.

“l am Mr. Remington's adopted daugh-
ter now,” she said simply. “May | ask
what you are doing here, Miss St. Claire?”

The answer had almost taken the haugh-
ty heiress’ breath away; but quick as a

ROIXED 054

flash of lightning a course of aetion pre-
sented itself to her—she would make,
friends with Gay at all hazards.

She held out her white, jeweled handB

with a dazling smile.
“1 will tell you what brought me
here,” she said sweetly. “l was passing

in a coupe yesterday, and | saw a face
that almost took my breath away at one
of the windows. Can that possible be Gay

Esterbrook? | asked myself, and | could
not rest until | came here to find out. X
am so glad that it is really you.”

Gay looked at Miss St. Claire in wonder.
“We did not part in friendship,” Bhe
said slowly; “for that reason | cannot
understand why you should feel so inter-
ested in me.”

“l never meant what | said to you that
night in the heat of anger, Little Gay,”
she answered artfully. “Please forgive
me, won't you? | did not mean any harm
in locking you in my boudoir; I wanted
to keep you with me; | was distressed
beyond all measure when | found you*
had fled from me, gone none knew whi-
ther. You might have had such a splen-
did home with me.”

Alas for the artlessness and implicit
confidence of inexperienced girlhood!

Before beautiful, treacherous Evelyn St.
Claire had been in Gay's presence half an
hour she had succeeded completely in in-
gratiating herself in Gay’'s confidence, and
convincing her against her better judg-
ment that she had misjudged her in the
past.

With the skill of a fiend, or the deadly
serpent that charms a fluttering dove, she
had persuaded Gay into an exchange of
confidence, and our poor, unsuspecting-
little heroine had give the heiress a faith-
ful account of her movements from the
time she left her roof that night, up to>
the present moment—of her meeting with
Harold Tremaine that night, and her ab-
duction; of her imprisonment in the lone
brick house on the river road—her subse-
quent escape—how she fell, weak and ex-
hausted, by the roadside, and awoke to-
consciousness finding that she had been
ill for long weeks, and had been taken
care of in the elegant home of the Leigh-
tons.

Evelyn St. Claire scarcely breathed a*
she listened.

“It was during that illness that | lost
all my dark hair,” continued Gay, “and
this fair hair that changed my appear-
ance so, grew instead.

When Gay mentioned the cause of hei
being turned away from Leighton Hall—
because she had gone to the grand maBk-
ball as the fairy queen uninvited—Evelyn
St. Claire’'s excitement knew no bounds;
as she remembered she had disturbed a
tete-a-tete with this same fairy queen and
Perc*r Granville in the conservatory that

night.

“You saw Mr. Granville there, that
night,” said Evelyn, searching Gay'B face
keenly—* you spoke to him—tell me, did

he not know you?”

“No,” replied Gay, faintly, “there were
reasons why | did not make myself known
to him—we met and parted as strangers.”

Not even to Evelyn would Gay tell the-
story of that romantic marriage in the
old stone church; that must remain a
dead secret between herself and Percy
until he chose to reveal it.

Gay finished her recital by telling Eve-
lyn that only yesterday she had met

Percy Granville, for the second time, and
he had saved her life in the park—yet
he had not recognized her on account of
the thick veil she wore at the time, and
the difference in the color of her hair.

Evelyn St. Clair could have cried out in
triumph as she listened to that.

The entrance of Mrs. Remington at this
juncture precluded all further exchange of
confidence.

(To be continued.)

A [ ]

Sick headaches—neuralgic headaches—splitting,
blinding headaches—all vanish when you tako

NaDuCH Heeced e Walfaers

They do not contain phenacetin,

acetanilid,

morphine, opium or any other dangerous drug.

25c. a box at your Druggist's.

123

National Drug &Chemical Co. or Canada. Limited.

gPARKLING WATER, coo! and
sweet, refreshes the farmer who
builds a 6

Concrete

W ell

or Tank

He drinks

The city-dweller is dependent upon

the public water-supply for the purity of his water, while the farmer can
have his own private source of water, and thus be sure that it is pure

and healthful.

TVTAN hasn’t found a better drink than cool water, properly collected and stored.
water fresh and pure, a tank or well casing that will keep out every possible impurity must be used.

CONCRETE

| T is absolutely water-tight, p
kinds. It cannot

rot or crumble.

IS THE

rotecting your water from seepage of all
It is easily cleaned inside. Time

and water, in:'ead of causing it to decay, actually make it stronger.

(A\UR Farmers' Information De-

partmeni -will helpyou to decide
how to build anythingsfrom aporch-
step to asilo. The service is free—
you don't even have to promise to
build. When indoubt ask the Inform-
ation Department.

Address Publicity Manager

Canada Cement Company

Limited

606.554 HERALD BLDG., MONTREAL

i HERE are scores of otheruses for concrete on your farm—on every farm.

But in order to keep

IDEAL MATERIAL FOR TANKS AND WELL-CASINGS.

If

A you would like to know ofthem, write for our book, “ W hatthe Farmer Can

Do With Concrete.”

best.

The book is absolutely free.

TWHEftyou go to buy cement

be sure that this label is on
every bag and barrel.
you know you are getting the
cemenf that the
Canada have found to be

Then

of
the

farmers



