WEST SHORE.

that he knew every young lady of any prominence in
the place, When I had described my heroine to him,
he thoughtfully shook his head

“*T don’t know & girl in Leavenworth that comes
anywhere near that description,’ he said. * The lady
you met must have been u stranger, and probably took
the next stage for parts unknown.’ '

“That was to me a most depressing view of the
situation, and my hopes went several degrees lower.

“ Tt was several weeks after this conversation that
Stanley prevailed upon me to accept an invitation to
attend a dancing party at the residence of a leading
citizen of the town. We arrived late, and dancing
had already begun; so we stationed ourselves in an
aleove and watched the dancers, while Stanley enter-
tained me with bits of gossipy information relating to
various persons present.

“ ¢That little lady dancing with Captain Patton is
Miss Villars, he was saying, ‘Her father owns half
the river steamers between here and 8t. Louis, and—'

« Just at that point I caught his arm with a cluteh
that made him wince,

“ ¢ Stanley,” I said, in suppressed excitement, °
have found her!’

“The deuce you have!’ he answered, his gaze
following mine curiously,

« ¢ 8he {8 standing in the archway between the par-
lors, [ went on hurriedly, ‘alking with an elderly,
military looking man. She is dressed in some thin,
black stuff. and her beautiful hair glints in the gas-
light like gold.

« (Why, bless my soul!” he said. A I'm o sin-
ner, you've been raving all this time over Tom Poin:
dexter's wife! You called her a girl, you see, and that
threw me off the track, [ never thought of Helen
Poindexter. She is, certainly, the handsomest woman
in town, and not over twenty-three; but="

4 Pom Poinderter’s wife!" | repented, mechanically,
while a horrible impulse came upon me o find Tom
Poindexter, whoever or wherever he might be, sud
strangle the life out of him.

“oyWell,! said Stanley,
whether she ia his wife or his widow.
doesn't know.’

« ¢ Stanley, I gasped, ‘nre ¥
heaven's name, do you mean”

« Stanley turned and glanoed
his hand through my arm.

«+ Come out, Elvers,” he iid
attention. .

“ He drew me away from
corridor, into & quiet, little smoking room, at the mo-

ment untenanted. _ l
“iNow, gaid he, gt down and have a cigar, and
]

Il tell you,in & few words, all T know about Helen

‘nobody  knows exnotly
She herself

on crazy? What, in
at me, then slipped
you are attracting

the crowd, Roross o wide

LT

Poindexter; then, if you are the sensible fellow | think
vou are, you will put her out of your thoughts at once
and forever.'

“More easily said than done,’ was my thought;
but aloud I only said: ‘Go on; tell me what yon
meant about her not knowing whether she is a wife or
a widow.'

“*The tale is soon told,’ said Stanley, ' Six yoars
ago, when a mere child of seventeen, Helon Marsh
married & handsome scoundrel named Poindexter,
Ho only lived with her a few months, during which
fime it became known that ho was a professional gam-
bler, u deserter from the Union army, and a bounty-
jumper. Suddenly, without & word of explanation or
farewell to his young wife, he disappeared from the
town and the countey so effectually that no trace of
his whereabouts has ever been discovered, excopt
vague rumor of his having joined a party of emigrants
bound for the far west, who were wferward said to
have been massacred by Indinns somewhere on the
plaing, That rumor, howover, has never boen regarded
as well founded, and for six long years Helen Poin:
dexter has not known whether she were wifo or widow.
It is & terrible position to be in; but she has borne up
bravely, supporting herselfl meantime by tenching, and
deporting herself in every way s if hor husband were
by her side, She is a grand woman, Elvers, wnd |
don't wonder you are hard hit; but, my poor fullow,
there is but one way in which you can ever hope to
reach Helen Poindexter,

4 ¢ And that way?' [ quickly asked,

“To lay before her incontrovertible ovidence of
Tom Poindexter's death,’

“ You forget the divorce court,’ | suggested. * He
doserted her; she might have been divorced long ago,
¢ Ryen so, she might; but she hasn't been, you

She isn't that sort.
O Bat if she loved some one else, Stanley, might
she not bo persunded? ' [ anked, anxious for his opin-
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on
“ i Kivers, old boy, | don't know, of course, just

what & man like you might do with her; but I have
my doubts. She has not gone through these six yoars
without being loved and rought after by more than
one good man; yet whe has stood firm, and has held
honor and loyalty above all else. Take my advice and
keop away from her, unless you are rich snough to
employ » detective to find Tom Poindexter’s grave.

« Bomething told me that Stanley's advice was
sound and that T had better follow it; but something
olso—some inward sense, sweeler and stronger than
prudence—drew me 10 Helen Poindexter, and before
the evening waned 1 had gained an introduction to
her, had held her hand for an Instant in mine, had

reveled in the music of her volos, and read in her




