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: thér(fughly lulled to sleep awoke with renewed

strength and tormented him. - ..

And speaking upon an impulSe Which he d@id
not even seek to analyze or comprefiend, he s3id:

*“Call Dolly, please. Let mg see her.”

Mr. Lisle remonstrated. :

“To see her? Upon her wedding morning?
She will not come to you;” then, urged by his
own unwilling fears;

‘“But I will go and call her.” '
Next minute Frank heard him rapping at her

door and callivg, softly at first, thep wildly, on
her name: ’

“Delly! Dolly! My child! Oh, in the name
of Heaven. answer!” A

And in that moment the lover whom she had
cheated and abandoned and betrayed, compre-
hended, ps if by intution, his own wrongs.

He sprang te her father’s side.

““She will not answer you. It is too late for
that. Standaside and let me know the worst at
On,cp_—"

The other clung to his raised arm.

*What are you going to do?”

‘“‘Break down the door!” he shouted, raging.
‘“Stand aside, Isay.” *

““Is it locked?” cried Mr. Lisle.

No. It was not locked. It opened with a
touch, and they rushed madly in—to find it empty.

Her wedding-dress lay on the bed where she
had lain so oft, and should lie no more; the bridal
veil that had floated so softly around her graceful
form as she came to his arms oix‘ly one day before;
he caught it up with a cry- of rage and anguish,
and trampled it on the ground under his feet.

Mr, Lisle rushed madly from the room.

“‘Rose! Where is Rose?”’ he cried. ‘‘Rose,
Rose!”
But Rose had gone and left no trace. Her bed

- had not been slept in, her room was not disturbed,
her bonnet and cloak were missing from their
place and she was gone.

He came to his daughter’s room and sank down
into a chair, white and trembling.

“Thesfaithful friend and servant of twenty
years in league with my own child against me!”
he groaned, and covered his face with his two
hands and wept aloud and bitterly.

A touch upon his shoulder roused him.

Frank stood before him with clinched hands
and eyes of fire, and a stern white face that looked
like death. : ‘

““Who is the man?” he cried, abruptly.
is the man?” S ;

Mr. Lisle rose, trembling.

“The man?” he groaned.

‘“Yes. The man who haslured my little darling
to her ruin and broken my heart! Oh, I know
the story! You told me down-stairs just now.
My poor little love had given another man her
heart, and was beimng forced into a marriage

“Who

‘the fugitives, any further than the Grand Cen-

tral De ty N York.
Here they h

_ ) stopped, whether gﬂy or to
wait for ancth
here all clew

train could fot be le:;f,ﬁ and
their subsequent mov t was
lost.

But as soon as Frank could travel the cottage

was closeéd up, and Mr. Lisle and heleft Green-
dale.

Villiage curiosity took considerable trouble
to ascertain their hopes aud plans, but beyond
an avowed intention to seek for the lost girl and
a general understandipg that thewr destination
was New York, nothing could be learned of their
designs,

When they finglly fook their depagture it was
‘wighgut farewell to »a;yfon pnd after that
(GFeepdgle people hggrd of thém no more.
GAggldge?geﬁ;n?s “have said, six months h

pppd pway, ang my story—Ig§ving forp little
hile Dolly and hér belongifigs—proceeds to
sroduce to the reader a onage who, in
the course of this parrative has been freguentiy
heard of but never as yet seen. o

This person is no other than May Ellis‘ the
heiress and beauty and belle, the uncgmgeious
rival of poor Dolly in her husband’s love, the
joint inheritrix with Cyril of the Huntsfopd for-
tune. : ;

She was worth looking at at all time§, but
never more so than on this particular evening.
It was the occasion of the season’s greatest ball,
and she stood in full cosfume critically ingpecting
herself before the great mirror in the long ‘draw-
ing-room of her own house. - No more beautiful
or splendid vision would grace the Academy
that night.

: ¢ phgll he proud of me, at lg@. if he does
not love me!” she muttergd. ‘‘Why shall ke
not love me? 1 believe thap I loyg him too well.”

She swept her trailing robe of roseate silk
and costly lage to and fro, before the glass.
She raised her perfect arms_and arched her
gracefu] neck, and turned a haughty head this
way and that to catch the brilliant glitter of her
diamouds.

“They are not brighter than my eyes,” she
sighed impatiently, ‘‘and they might as well be
dull as lead for all power they have to attract
‘aim! I never cared for the winning of mortal
man before as I care for this one—and why?”

She flung herself into a low, luxurious seat be-
fore the fire, shrugging her snowy shoulders as
she drew her opera cloak around them, and
glanced at the ormolu clock on the mantel.

‘‘He keeps me waiting as usual of course. Why
why do I care so much to win him?”

A little while she paused, seeming lost in
thought, then spoke again, in a low, soft mur.
mur, only half aloud.

‘“Iloved him once. He was my girlish ideal

with me. ‘Tosave herfrom a villian,” you wilk|of all that was good and noble. It amused him
say. Oh, God! why couldn’t you have told me|then to win my heart and know that it was his

the truth? I might have saved her if I had

known in time, while now I can only avenge her.|en days.”

And I will avenge her! He shall do her justice

wholly. I have never quite forgotten those old-

There was a suspicious moisture dimming her

and restore her honor, or pay for its destruction|brilliant eyes, and her lip trembled.

with his hife! Tell me, sir, who is the man?”

‘‘His name is Cyril Vernon.
going, Frank?”

“Where?”

He was at the door with two great strides, but
turned and paused to answer: ‘

‘‘lam going wherever he has gone! Iam going
to seek my little ruined darling through the

world, aud save her! I am going to see whether

”

He paused, and suddenly put up his hands to
bis head; a film came over his burning eyes, and
his pale lips twitched strangely. He uttered a
groan of pain. :

“Oh, God! What’s this?”

And then he reeled heavily, threw out his arms,

and fell senseless at Mr. Lisle's feet.
9

CHAPTER XVII.

A DAUGHTER OF EVE.

Six months had passed by since the events
transpired which have been already recorded.

The Saucy Kate had gone to sea again, this
time without her owner; Mr. Lisle’s cottage was
deserted little, gossipy, excitable Greendale had
‘grown tired of wondering and speculating upon
the probable fate of the fair girl who had fled
from an honest love aud marriage on her wed-
ding-eve leaving behind her a ruined home and
a stained, dishonered name.

The voice of popular indignation and execration
had been loud againt her.

As there were none who understood the truth,
so there were few to pity and excuse. Notone to
raise a voice in her defense, for Frank lay sick
and helpless. T

It was around him and her deserted and well-

nigh heart-broken father that villiage curiosity
and interest centered most. :

But there seemed little to learn. The long
and unfortunate delay consequent upen Frank’s
sickness—which was so serious as to hecessitate

‘! the services of both doctor and nurse for weéks
—had placed an insuperable barrier in the way
from the first. = It was owing to
this delay, doubtless, that the detectives. em-
ployed too late, failed utterly to trace a certain

~ party, answering exactly to the description of

j

““I dont believe,” with an impetuous stamp of

Where are you|her little foot, ‘‘that I have ever been in love

with him so much as now. It is well that he is
as indifferent to all others as he is to me—a
touch of jealousy would finish me.” -

- Then she laughed.

I have been called a coquette always—I am

a coquette tothe core. True daughter of Eve
am I. Should I covet these grapes so dearly, I
wonder, if I did not suspect them to be sour.
"If he had accepted me readily, joyfully, when
the conditions of the will was made known, how
different my feelings would have been. I should
have been happy—for Iliked him well enough
to marry him—quite happy and content; but he
did not accept me, joyfully or otherwise.

“I know not, to tkis hour, whether the Hunts-
ford thousands, for which I care nothing, are to
fall to my lot, or Cyril to become my husband.
If he should refuse me after all? No fear of
that, I fancy; he is too poor without me. And
must I content myself to be accepted as a burden
simply for the sake of this wealth? Oh, how
that thought galls my pride! How I hate him
for the humiliation he makes me suffer! What
revenge it would be to lead him on to the very
last, and then reject him even at the altar.”

She arose as she spoke and turned toward the
door, her quick ear had detected a footfall on the
stair; next moment Cyril entered.

Entered unannounced and hurriedly, tor he
knew he had kept her waiting.

“Forgive me,” he began, but paused, startled
at the beautiful vision that stood befere him.

Shej had not miscalculatéd the effect of her
beauty, set off by costly jewels and superb dress.
She looked indeed, a woman of whom the proud-
est of mankind might have been proud, even
though he had not loved her.

Her gray eyes gléamed like stars. her cheeks
were flushed, a vivid crimson burned in the per-
fect lips, while the creamy whiteness of her
neck and arms was enhanced by the midnight
hair, coiled regally about a haughty head and
crowned with splendid diamonds. A smile flash-
ed over her face as Cyril entered, and she held
out a welcoming hand.

He advanced and took it eagerly, looking for a
second into her lovely face.
‘““‘How beautiful you are, ma belle, how beauti-
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ful!” he crieé' almost involuntarily, and pressed a

kiss upon the 1j yigidipg Band. Then
tm‘tlgg* s ‘gigy ‘m’kl_;g ave been my?;é
this superp cregfure, the posségsion of whqm al
men would'envy fie.” 28 - e

Then there arose before the eyes of his inner
soul a tender, pleading face, pale now, though he
had seen the day when it bloomed like a fresh
June rose, and he seemed to hear a little, sobbing
sigh. He dropped the velvet hand and turned
away. : = :

“I have been a fool!” he thought; then, half
aloud: It is too late!” ;

She caught the-last two words, although their
se escaped her. :

B!§0t too late

yowhave kepf the g 8 1 Q‘?tgxe, an
; o
, all uncongcigus of the train gt
reggetful tho’_’g&_ﬁt@g p whigh her gbrﬁ_,s; fitted §
strangely. e e

He gave a quick involuntary sigh. oo

'God knows!” he ' spid. ‘snswering his owl
thoughts rather than her words. “Why ‘@0 me
commit all sorts of follies? I have my share to
apswer for, and suffer for, I suppose! Would I
could cancel one of them!”

No sooner had he said it than he regretted the
words—ashamed of the guilty wish. that  had
prompted them, afraid of the meaning they
might have for her. He tried to turn the subject
quickly. '

“Let us go if you are ready, May. Fred is in
the carriage below; he came with me, and as he
is an impatient soul, let us not keep him waiting.”

As he spoke he picked up the opera cloak,
thpt hag upon the flogy; gnd p ed o
_fg“ﬁl it;g :li er shoul ar?’ I;Phpa?g mple act

Z@iarincigent gecured—one of those@urious
Aaf) has beep saffl, ‘*make up thg sum of

: isery.” ;
< was fastene 9; an elaberatg clasp
: as Cyril H{ing' the
garmert around his fair companion’s neck, the
sharp points of the clasp eaught 1n a handker-
chief that slightly protruded from his pocket
and drew it forth, dropping it immediately on

the floor. .

He was completely unaware of his loss, but
May’s quick eyes detected it. e
On a sudden impulse—under pretense of arrang-
ing her trailing laces, she stooped and picked it
up.

With no motive in the world! Acting as en-
tirely upon impulse and without reason as might
some tiny child. She was a whimsical creature,
and a whim had possessed her to pick up the
handkerchief and hold it. Next moment it is
quite possible she would have restored it again,
but that, as she pressed it in her hand, a pieée of
paper rustled. AEky

What she thought—why she so acted, I do not
know, and doubt if she herself could have told—
but in an instant she had slipped the handker-
chief, rustling piece of paper and all into her
bosom. -

There it lay through the long, bright hours of
he brilliant ball; warm and quiet, and still like
at seed in the earth, and destined some day to
bring forth important fruit. Cyril had nerer
missed it, May had quite forgotten it, Hastings
had never known of it at all; there it lay!

CHAPTER XVIII
DID SHE LOVE HIM. .

The ball was at its height. Praise apd admir-
ation of May’s beauty and grace were warm on
every tongue, even Fred Hastings, cold and cyn-
ical as he was acknowledged, as she swept by
on Cyril’s arm,that she was well worth winning.

*“A formidable rival for our little country
girl,” he muttered. ‘Especially now that the
bloom of the rose has faded, and the subtle charm
of novelty has past, Cyril begins to realize his
own folly—see how his eyes devour his partner’s
face! No use, Cyril, no use at all. I'll block
your game in that qnarter too—Iam to be next
heir to Huntsford.” :

“Does she love him I wonder?”’ he went on
musing as he watched the dancers from his quiet
unoticed cornar, like a cat watches birds at
play. ¢It is hard to read la belle May; she does
not wear her simple heart upon her sleeve, like
pretty cousin Dolly. Oh, what a sad litlle face
that was that looked out from the window at Cy-
ril and me to-night.

His face darkened a little.

‘‘She is a gentle, patient, devoted little thing ;
I could fihd it in my heart to wish that some one
else had to be the victim on the altar of my pros-
perity. What a blind, selfish brute that cousin
of mine is! He is breaking her heart, day by
day, and deesn’t see it! Poor Dolly! If I poss-
essed such a troublesome affair as a conscience,
I suppose she wonld somewhat ruffle it!”

His eyes were fixed upon May’s smiling face.

**This one is made of sterner metal. It is not
love for Cyril so much as the thirst for conquest

| that possesses her. She intends to marry him,
and longs to subdue him first. But I intend she
shall do neither. His indifference hitherto has
piqued her vainly, his admiration to-night flat-
ters her. She fancies herself in love with him,
I think, and he the vacillating fool! does he tor-
get his ties? I’ll interrupt them. That haughty

| belle would scarcely brook a rival. A spice of

jealousy will work well by and by!”
; \

3

He crossed the room in leisurely style'and
elf before May. ;

e Dpext dance, I think,” said he

pre-

meght.ely yielded his place, and mov-
ed away with a gay smile and flattering word.
He seemed in the highest spirits.

““Cher Cyril,” said Frank lightly, ‘1 heard a
fais lady asking for you a few minutes since.
Miss Dolly—but what am 1 saying? Not Dolly
but Polly Gray. She bade me send you to her.”

Then, as his cousin left them. with all the

and a look of anxious care and vexation replae-
ing his bright smiles, Fred turned to his fair
companion, and shrugged his shonlders amused-
ly. !

- ““What is it 1q be a squire of dames!” he said
laughingly. “Cyril seemed positively to go un-
der a cloud at that young ladie’s name! A love-
ly girl t0o; he should rather be proud of her
summons, I think, but probably that day has
gone by. ‘Oh, Heaven! Were man but constan
he were perfect” The bard of Avon must have
had my-cousin’s prototype in his thoughts when
he wrote that line!” o o

May’s face had clouded now.

“‘Is he so fickle?” she asked, uneasily.

Fred laughed’ ‘outright.

“My §ear May! Would you have me tell tales
out of school? Marriage will tame him. What
does the proverb say? A re formed rake makes
the best husband.” :

That js a stupid proverb, T think—an insuls to
common sense. I should not like to test it.”

on to do so with Cyril. Because a man admires
a lovely face he isnot to be called a rake you
know. Besides asyou two can’t help yourselves
why think of the faults of your bargain?”

It was said with the pleasentest easiest non-
chalance in the world, but il cut May’s pride
sorely. Her eyes flashed and her cheeks grew
red. e

* ‘Can’t help ourselves!” You use very sing
ular expressions, Mr- Hastings. Why cannot
we held ourselves, pray?”

Fred answered with the utmost gentleness:

“The fact that the Huntsford fortune——"

She interrupted him impetuously.

*‘The fortune is nothing to me. I am wealthy
enough already. I despiss the person—man or
woman—who would marry for money’s sake!” |
Fred immediately uttered an exclamation of
surprise, and looked into her flashing eyes as if
completely startled.

To Be Continued.
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PEOPLE’S PARTY PLATFORM.
FOUNDATION PRINCIFLES.

First—Thatunion of the labor forces of the United States
this day copsummated shall be permanent and perpetual;
may its spirit enter all hearts for thé salvation of the repub-
lic and the upliftings of mankind.

Second—Wealth belongs to him who creates it, and every
dollar taken from industry without an equivalent is robbery.
“If any will not work, neither shall heeat.” The interests
of rural and civic
identical.

Third—We believe that the time has come when the rail-
road corporations will either own the people or the people
must own therailroads, and should thegovernment enter up-
on the work of owning or managing any or all of the raﬁ
roads, we should favor an amendment to the constitution

by which all persons engaged in the government service shall

character, as to prevent the increase of the power of the na-
tional administration by the use of such additional govern-
ment employes. j

FINANCE.

First—We demand a national currency,safe sound and flexi-
ble, issued by the general government only, a full legal ten-
der forall debts public and private,and that without the use
of banking corporations, a just equitable and efficient means
of distribution direct to the people at a tax not to exeeed 2
per cent, per annum to be provided as set forth in the sub-
treasury plan of the Farmers’ Alliance or a better system;
also by payments in discharge of its obligations for public
improvements.

e demand free and unlimited coinage of silver and gold
at the present legal ratio of 16 to 1.

We demand that the amount of circulating medium be
speedily increased to not less than §50 per capita.

We d’;mand a graduatad income tax. :

We believe that the money of the country should be kept
as much as possible in the hands of the people, and hence we
demand that all state and national revenues shall be limited
to the necessary ‘expenses of the government economically
and houestly administered _

We demand that the postal savings bank be established by
the government, for the safe deposit of the earnings of the
people and to facilitate exchange. :

; TRANSPORTATION,

Second—T'ransportation being ‘a means of exchange and a
public necessity, the government should own and operate the
railroads in theinterest of the people.

i _ LAND. :

Third—The land, including all the material rescources of
wealth, is the heritage of the people, angl should not be mo-
nopolized for speculative purposes, and alien ownership of
land should be prohibited. And lands now held by railroads
and other corporations in excees of their actual needs and all
lands now owned by aliens should be reclaimed by the gOV-

ernment for actual settlers only.

|

gayety of his face and manner suddenly clouded,

“Not? Well, well, you will not be called up-

labor are the same; their intesests are -

be placed under a civil service regulation of the most rigid -

22
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