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CHAPTER XXXIII.

Evelyn sprung from the sofa and stood
before liim with clasped hands and burn-
ing eyes, her face as marble white at it
would ever be in her coffin.

“Am | mad or—r dreaming, Percy? Are
mY senses playing me false, or are you
telling me you have learned to love some

one else?” she gasped, hoarsely.
“It is so, Evelyn,” he admitted, frank-
ly. “You will never know how | strug-

gled against that love with all mv heart
and soul, for I knew | was pledged to
you; yet | was powerless to thrust from
my heart the new love that had crept
into it. Pray forgive me for causing yo”j
one heart-pang, yet | must tell you—
love another as dearly as you love me.

“Yet all this time, as my betrothed lov-
er, | have trusted and believed in you—
worshipped you as the ver% soul of non-
or,” cried Evelyn, with the harshest laugh
that ever fell from human lips—a laugh
that made the blood run cold in his veinB
as he heard it.

A distressed look broke over his hand-
some face.

“l have been more honorable than some
men would have been in such a case,” he
answered.

She sunk down on the velvet hassock
at his feet, forgetting, all in a moment,
the haughty St. Claire pride, thinking
~nly of her mighty love, and that he had
come to her, asking to be released from
the promises which bound him to her.

“You must put £his new love out of
your heart,” she cried; “thrust her out
of R;Iour thoughts—learn to forget her.”

“My dear velgn,” he answered husk-
ily, “if 1 could but persuade you to be-
lieve that my heart is irretrievably lost
—it is too late. Be reasonable, Evelyn.”

“Who is this girl to whom you have
given the heart that is pledged to me?”
she cried shrillf\{. “Tell me who she is,
where you met her, and how you came to
Iol\llq’ her—keep nothing back. | must know
all.

He looked at her with grave wonder,
flushing a little under the scathing light
of her blue eyes.

“It is Certaln(ljy your right to know all,
Evelyn,” he said with gentle dilgnity, con-
tinuing slowly, “the young girl to  whom
my heart has gone out is the little crea-
ture whom | rescued from death in Cen-
tral Park a little more than a fortnight
ago.”

Evelyn St. Claire recoiled with a terrible
cry; her blonde face grew livid in spots;
she tried to sgeak, but her tongue clave
to the roof of her mouth; the world seem-
ed to reel and grow dark around her—all
the horror of a lifetime was crowded into
that moment.

“Repeat it, Percy!” she cried shrilly.
*'l cannot believe that | have heard aright.
Ah, no, fate could never play me so hor-
rible a trick as that!”

“It is quite true, Evelyn,/ he repeated;
“that incident in the park seems to’ have
changed tho current Of my whole life. As
I caught the slender girlish figure in my
arms from under the plunging hoofs of
her maddened horse, | felt a strange sen-
sation in my heart, a longing. to hold
her there through life. 1 could not see
her face, for it was heavily veiled, yet
| knew that it must be fair as an angel’s.
She spoke to me, and my heart thrilled
with every word 6he uttered ”

I‘I‘Go on, go on!” cried Evelyn, “tell me
all.”

And there was something in her voice
that compelled him to proceed.

“You remember Little Gay,” he said
huskily, “who left the village so suddenly
and mysteriously, and whose sudden
death-caused such widespread sorrow. |
never told you of it before, Evelyn, but
I will tell you now. | loved Little Gay
with all the passionate depths of my na-
ture; she was more to me than the world
knew. My he”rt went out to this young
girl whom | met in the park because she
was so like my beautiful love whom chill
death had taken from' me. Heaven for-
give me, | cannot tell which one 1 love
best, my dear Gay or my living love.”

A great chan?e had come over Evelyn
St. Clajre’s pallid face, but he went on
unheeding:

“She gave me her, address—you remem-

ber | wrote you all’about it at the time,
EveLyn—MieS Remington, No. — Gramercy
ark, ---—--—- .

“l could not rest night or day until |
called there. | had written the young

lady that | would be there, yet | did not
find her at home.l was shown into the
library, and wasbrought face to face

with a portrait of Miss Remington, the
banker’s adopted daughter.

“Evelyn! for one moment | stood dazed,
speechless. If it had not been for the
golden hair that curled over the lovely
white brow, | could have sworn that the
original was my Little Gay, who was lying
in "her grave.

“1 left thehouse a few moments after,
but the face thatsmiled up at me from
that canvas has haunted me ever since.

“l have struggled against the sweet
temptation of thinking of her all in vain.
I did not go to the house again. | made
no attempt to see or communicate with
her in any way. Now You know my story,
Evelyn. he is the only girl whom | can
ever love. If | cannot win her, it is my
Bolemn wish to go unmarried to the grave.
I would love you if | could, Evelyn, but,
alas! | cannot. The heart goes where God
wills it.”

Again the mighty force of her pent-up
love swept down the barriers of maiden-
ly reserve and the St. Claire pride.

“You will love me in time, Percy,” she
cried huskily. “She could never love you
as deeply as | do. Think what it is you
ask when you wish me to give you up
to another. |—l—could almost die for you,
I love you so!”

He could not help feeling touched—so
much love lavished upon him in vain.

He felt sorry and grieved for Evelyn,
for her humiliation and her distress.

He had not dreamed she would take it
bo hard.

“Love like mine knows no reason,”
panted hoarsely. “l ask you, Will
give her up and try to love me?”

“It would be a fruitless, task,” he an-
swered sadly.

“Will you never care for me?” she cried,
springing  to her feet again, asking the
uestion in a low, intense, breathless tone
that might have warned him of coming
danger.

“l can give you only the truest and
warmest friendship. 1 cannot deceive
you, or build your heart up on a false,
delusive hope. "I can never love you, my
poor Evelyn.”

He never forgot the face ehe turned to-
ward him; it was distorted into a fiend’s.

In her passion ehe tore his betrothal
ring from her finger and stamped it be-
neath her foot, crying out that that waB
the way he had stamped upon her heart.

“Evelyn!” he cried, in alarm, “in Hea-
ven’s name calm yourself. You distress me
more than | can "tell you.”

For answer, she picked up the flashing
diamond and flung it into his face.

“There is such a thing as love turning
to hate in a single instant,” she cried.
“Your love would have made me an angel
—taking it from me has made a fiend in-
oarnate of me—but | shall take such a
revenge upon you that you shall have
cause to reinember the name of Evelyn
St. Clalre-Avnon™ yob have so bitterly
ponged—to the last day

“1 hate fou how. S3 Y>&Wuuiiwsiy
as | have loved you, ‘ ehe cried wildly.
*1 will forture your proud heart as you
nave tortured 'mine to-night, pain “for
pain, and your misery will be sweet to
me.”

“Evelyn!” he cried again, attempting to
take her hand—but she snatched it from
him, facing him with glittering eyeB that
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fairly burned their way down to his very
BOUI.

This was a side of her nature he had
never dreamed of. He looked at her in
wonder and alarm.

“Now, in the hour in which you have
broken my heart, listen to my revenge
for it,” she went on recklessly. “You
shall never woo and win the love of your
heart. Do you hear me, Percy Granville?
I have parted you from her—not once—but
a second time.”

He looked at her in astonishment, quite
believing she had taken the matter so,
deeply to heart that it had turned her
brain.

“Listen and 1 will tell you the truth,
she went on mockingly. “You held the
girl in your arms in the park—you looked
upon _her pictured face in the Remington
drawing-room, yet no instinct warned you
who the adopted daughter of the banker
really was.

“You think I am going mad,” she ad-
ded scornfully, “but you will see a me-
thod in_my madness that will quite shock
you, | fancy. One philosopher tells us of
‘the keen eyes and instincts of love/ an-
other tells 'us ‘love is blind;’ you have
Eroven the latter quite true. You were

lind—you did not discover that GayneJ

Esterbrook, your lost love, and the bank-
er’'s adopted daughter were one and the
same. Hear me out,” she cried. “True
love always finds its mate; yet, even de-
spite every instinct of your heart which
drew you irresistibly toward the girl, you
failed to recognize her.” )

“Evelyn you  must be mad,” he said
quietI%/, “quite mad, my poor girl, to have
such hallucinations. Little Gay is in her
grave.”

His soothing tone exasperated her.

“So you have been duped into believ-
ing.” she cried triumphantly. “I tell yo&
Little Gay is alive; she and the bankers
daughter are one and the same.”

There was such an irresistible ring of
truth in her voice, that the words to
which he was compelled to listen in hor-
ror and dismay carried conviction to his
heart.

He was so shocked, he could only stand
there and listen while she briefly outlined
a sketch of Gay's past. How Tremaine
had, in truth, abducted her, of her es-
cape from him, and her subsequent illnesB
at Leighton Hall which caused the great
change in I*er hair which so disguised
her appearance; how she had written to
him, and she herself had answered the
girl’s letter, declaring if they ever met
again it must be as strangers.

“Evelyn!” exclaimed Percy. “l dare not
believe you. My Little Gay alive! oh, no,
no, | cannot—I dare not credit Buch a
story—you stagger me—amaze me.”

“A moment more and my vengeance will
be complete,” she answered shrilly. “You
saw the e-irl at the masked ball dressed
as the fairy queen. Again your heart
was attracted toward her, but you did
not know her. She recognized you, but
the words of the letter she believed had
come from your hand kept her silent—
she believed” you loved me and had for-
gotten her.”

He bounded to his feet with a terrible

cry:

“Hold! hear me out,” she cried:

In a moment more she had explained
how Gay happened to be adopted by the
great banker. And ehe added to her story
the pitiful lie that it was Gay who had
bribed the keeper of the morgue to pub-
lish to the world tlie story of her death,
when on passin? through it ehe had be-
held a Poor girl lying there with a face
fatally like her own.

Percy sprung to the door with a bound;
but Evelyn St. Claire caught his arm iii
a steei-like clasp.

“Evelyn, do not hold me back,” he cried
hoarsely; “your words have driven me
mad with joy. M% Little Gay—alive—how
shall | believe that such delight is in
store for meP | must fly to her—I ”

“Stop!” commanded Evelyn St. Claire.
“Listen to the sequel of my story. | have
told you the truth, that it may torture
you—l have saved this, as the last and
sweetest morsel of my revenge; you are
not to clasp my hated rival to your throb-
bing heart, giving her the love aud kisses
that I am thirsting for with a starved,
yearning heart. Fly to the banker’s home
as quick as you can, and there you will
learn that your charming Gay mysteri-
ously disappeared from their roof over
a fortnight ago.

“Search the world through—wear your
heart out in a torment of agony and
suspense; but you will never find her.
You shall never know the true fate (and
death itself would be sweeter in Compari-
son) which has overtaken Little Gay.”

CHAPTER XXXIY.

A horrible cry broke from Percy’s lips
—awful to hear in its intense anguish—
the veins stood out on his forehead like
whipcords, and the perspiration rolled
down his face in preat heavy beads.

“Evelyn!” he cried, in a stern, hoarse
voice. “Your words are terrible; | can-
not believe that you have conspired so
cruelly to separate me from my love. If
I thought so, ”

She faced him defiantly, her beautiful
face white as death, her steel-blue eyes
blazing.

“You have wrecked my life, and | have
paid you back pang for pang,” she said
slowly. “Every word | have told you is
true.” If | cannot have your love, my
hated rival never shall. Take what re-
venge you will; it will not lessen what
I have done; it will not restore your love

to %/ou.

The enraged beauty swept from the
room with a mockin(?; augh, leaving Percy
alone to face the awful shock her startling
revelation had given him.

An hour later Percy was whirling as
rapidly as steam could take him toward
the city.

Men. “women and children looked curi-
ously at the handsome, haggard face of
their fellow passenger, who paced rest-
lessly up and down the length of the car
in a fever of excitement words are weak
to describe.

Various cf)ersons spoke to him; he nei-
ther heard nor saw them.

They were nothing to him—the whole
world was nothing to him—his thoughts
were concentrated upon one subject; ere
the day dawned he would know whether
his darling Little Gay was living or dead;
whether she and the banker’'s adopted
daughter were one and the same—or not.

The train seemed to creep along between
the moonlit hills and over the babbling
streams to the impatient man whose heart
was on fire with the keenest anxiety.

Although the hour was late when he
reached the city, he drove at once to the
banker’s home, "at Gramercy Park—sprung
from ‘'the cab, fairly leaped up the mar-
ble 6teps, giving the bell a quick, impera-
tive peal.

Two gentlemen stood in the vestibule
in earnest conversation, one of whom
opened the door at once, and Percy found
himself standing face to face with Mr.
Remington, the banker, and Mr. Lennox,
the detective.

Percy's great deli%ht at finding the de-
tective. upon whom he had been intending
to call as soon as he left the banker's
“tome* standing before him, knew no

He hever remembered in what words he
told them his thrilling story, beg?]ing the
banker to lell him at once if hie lost
bride, his Little Gay. still lived, and was
known as his adopted daughter.

Mr. Remington, with deep agitation, as-
sured him that he believed it was quite
true; Little Gay had indeed -come from
Passaic, where ehe had at one timo bean
employed in the cotton mill, and the name
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she had renounced to take his own was
Gaynell Esterbrook. It was news to him,
however, great news, that Little Gay was
Percy Granville's bride.

The pathetic story of how they had been
separated at the veg altar, and the cruel
plot of Evelyn St. Claire to thrust them
asunder, which had been carried out with
such fiendish success, seemed more like a
romance than a painful reality.

Percy raved around the room like one
distracted when he found that the dar-
ling little bride who had been so miracu-
lously restored to him from the dead, as
it seemed, had in truth, as Evelyn St
Claire had asserted, mysteriously disap-
peared a fortnight previous.

He refused to be comforted; his poig-
nant grief was terrible.

Then it all came out how the banker
and his wife had gone to Passaic to bring
Gay home, believing, from the/note they
had received, she had gone with Evelyn
St. Claire to visit her, and their dismay
upon learning the heiress had not seen
her and knew nothing of her whereabouts.

Immediately upon reaching the city the
banker had sought the services of Mr.
Lennox, the famous dectective, and un-
folded to him his story, begging him to
trace the whereabouts of hie adopted
daughter, Little Gay, and he should be a
rich man for life.

For the first time in his life the great
detective betrayed the most intense ex-
citement as.he listened; for, as the nar-
rator proceeded, he had made the thril-
ling discovery that Little Gay, the bank-
er’s adopted daughter, and the bride Percy
Granville mourned as dead were one and
the same, though he kept his own coun-
sel, breathing never a word of the start-
ling denouement.

The detective remembered the beautiful
blonde whom he had first met in the news-
paper office, and whom he had followed to
the drug-store in the disguise of a ragged
old man, begging work in the shape of
show-cases to clean.

He had watched her
while she cajoled the impressible young
clerk into letting her have the subtle
drug, and had followed her from the
store to the fashionable Remington man-
sion at Gramercy Park, where the strange
adventure droned; but now, as he list-
ened to the banker’s story, and asked
for a description Of the young lady friend
who had left fof£ the matinee with Gay
on that fatal day, *he;realized that Gay’s
friend was the tail/, beautiful blonde whom
he had followed from the drug-store, with
the deadly poison in her possession.

He quite believed that this girl was at
the bottom of the whole affair. He went
at the case after his own peculiar fash-
ion.

lie did not startle the beautiful blonde
in her fancied security. He felt convinced
that Gay had been decoged to some place
in the city and had been cleverly en-
trapped.

When he read of the approaching mar-
riage of Percy Granville and this Miss St
Claire, the whole case was as plain as
day to his keen, experienced eye. He in-
tended to stop the ceremony at all haz-
ards. but in the interim he had _insti-
tuted a vigorous search for the missing
girl; but it seemed as if all the evil pow-
ers were arrayed against him; for the
first time in his life he failed to obtain
the slightest clew. And at this stage of
affaire  Percy Granville had come upon
the scene. #

The case* had been carried on with the
utmost secrecy—not even the faintest ru-
mor of Miss Remington’s mysterious dis-
appearance leaked out.
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up the case; every nook and cranny of
the great metropolis, with its hidden
crimes, was carefully explored—all in vain.
If the earth had opened and swallowed
little Gay, she could not have been more
complete?/y lost to the world.

Percy's grief was terrible to behold. To
have his lost darling restored to him was
indeed heart-rending. The poor fellow
haunted the detective’'s private office like
a shadow, begging them to inform him
when they obtained the slightest clew.

“Oh, .Gay, my love, if you had but come
to me when Hazel died, how much misery
might have been spared us both!”

How much blinder his eyes and brain
had been than hie heart at that masked
ball at Leighton Hall. How true hie heart
had been when it claimed Gay for its
own, despite the disguise that shrouded
her identity, and it had been quite the
same when fate cast her eo strangely in
his arms that day in the park. He re-
membered how tightly his arms had closed
about her, and how the yearning longing
that possessed him to press his IiIPIS to
the sweet, tremulous mouth the heavy
veil but half revealed, almost overpow-
ered him.

And to think that it was his own lost
Gay!

He wondered that his heart had not
broken when he had gazed, as he believed,
on her sweet face in the coffin—the lovel
face of his lost bride—that had held all
the sunshine of his life.

He had been weeping his very heart out
over her lonely grave, over which he had
placed a marble shaft, which told the
world that she was his. Yet all this time
Gay had been alive; and, bitterest of all
bitter thoughts, she had believed that he
had ceased to love her; believing, too,
that it was his wish, if they ever met
a”ain, that it would be—as strangers.

He could scarcely refrain from cursin
Evelyn St. Claire for the hand she ha
had in H, although he knew that it had
been her great love for himself that had
tempted her so desperately and fatally.

(To be continued.)
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