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thin, and felt as weak as a baby. He
tried to move hie arm, but with a dull 
kind of surprise found that *he could 
not do It. Both arms were bound In 
splints and wadding;-he was swathed, 
so to speak. In cotton and wool,'and 
felt and looked like a mummy.

Across bis chest and about his arms 
was a stinging, aching pain ' which 
puzzled him. For a moment he thought 
he was in Africa, and wounded by an 
assegai, aad as he looked at the doc
tor, ho said in the thin tones of ex
treme weakness, and yet with a smile;

"What's happened? Hare they beaten 
usr

The doctor didn’t understand; but 
he laid a soothing hand on the hot 
brow.

“Better, I hope, my lord?” he said.
Gaunt tried to nod, but his head was 

as heavy as lead, and he felt aa if even 
his tongue was burned with the rest 
of him.

"Have I been 111? Where am I? Ah, 
yes! Is—is she safe?”

• The nurse—she was a woman .of the 
village who had been through one of 
the London hospitals, and happening 
to be home for a holiday, had begged 
to bel permitted to nurse him—the 
nurse understood.

"Yes, my lord," she said, "Miss 
Dean's all right. Quite right!"

Gaunt again tried to nod. \ X
"Thank God!” he murmured to him

self. "Hâve I been bad long?” he ask
ed.

"It’s a week since the Are," said the 
doctor. "You have not been quite con
scious since then.”

Gaunt tried to glance at his swollen 
and imprisoned arms.

“What is the matter with me?”
The doctor knew his man, and did 

not evade the question.
"One arm broken,” he said, cheer

fully, "and^he other burned; in fact,
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He leaned forward from t%e window' 
to tell those below" what be was about 
to do; but there was no need. Mr. 
Bright had guessed at it, and he and 
another, a strong young fellow, were 
already on the ladder, waiting to re
ceive her.

"Now let go your hands," said Gaunt 
‘Don’t

screamed out an oath.
Gaunt stepped on to the sill, and was 

about to Ibwer himself, but the flames 
beneath him curled round the ladder, 
and he saw that It had caught Are. He 
hesitated; the crowd groaned and yell
ed. He saw Décima—her figure, In its 
white dressing-robe, lighted up by the 
flamesVbreak from a groupe»! women 
and spring to the foot of .the ladder. 
She stood with her face and arms up
lifted to him, and he
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in Dectma’s ear. open your
eyes, and do not cling to anything. 
Jiist let yourself go. Can you do It?. 
Ah, but you can! You will bè brave?".

"I will do anything, everything,"you 
tell me!” she panted. "But you—”

"Never mind me. I am all right,” he 
said, impatiently. “Are you ready?”

She opened her eyes and looked at 
him—the look which a woman gives 
the man she loves, the man who is 
coolly and calmly risking his life to 
save here—the look no pen, however 
graphic and eloquent, can l^ppe to des
cribe;'then she closed her eytfs again, 
and gradually loosening her hold, fold
ed her arms across her breast.

Gaunt lowered ^ier slowly and gently. 
Her slight figure swayed: to and fro, 
but he set his foot against the wall 
and steadied thy linen rope, and so 
lowered her gently until she was 
grasped by the eager hands upstretch- 
ed for her. " ; :x

A wild, enthusiastic cheer rose 
hoarsely from a hundred 'throats, the 
women shrieked with relief and. Joy, 
and Gaunt, as he saw her surrounded 
and dazed at the crowed, smiled and 
drew a long breath of relief and grati
tude.

Ôhe was safe’ X ,
“Come down! come down!” rose the 

shout from every voice. "Quick! The 
fire!”

Hq put his knee on the sill and look
ed over. As he did so, axtongue of 
flame shot out'' from the window be
neath him. The fire had reached the 
back of the house. Décima had been 
only Just in time. She was safe, and 
the thought, the Joy of it, filled Gaunt 
withja kind of exhilaration. He had 
conducted and carried through many 
a forlorn hope, but no success had ever 
given him such satisfaction as this.

"Come down!" shouted the crowd ; 
and one man, in his excitement.

almost
fancy that he saw her lips move. He 
heard the burning ladder crackle and 
hiss as the flames licked it Then he 
did the only foolish thing he had done. 
He left the window and ran to the 
door of the room. But the fire had ob
tained a firm hold of the upper land
ing, and no one could hope to pass 
through it and live. He returned to the 
window, and,

CHAPTER XLII.
■ *with trembling hands she obeyed, 
land the next instant he was in the 
"goorn and she v-as in his arms. For a 
tâpace she hid her face on his breast 
wnd a convulsive sob shook her; then, 
’with her hands clinging to his shoul
ders, she looked up at him.
* • “Ycu will be killed! Oh, why have 
'you done it—risked 
-1 His eyes met hers calmly, with even 
tc smile, but he did not kiss her, though 
Xe held her tightly for this second or 
iijro.
? ? “We shall be all right," he *ld, 
-quietly. “Don’t be afraid. Do jnst as I 
5611 you.”
: : “I am not afraid with you! 1 am not 
ÿÿraid—now!” she panted. “Is it real
ly yon, or am I dead and—and—” She 
lyized up at him with wide eyes, and 
tor hands touched him, pressed upon 
16s shoulders, as it she wished to as- 
ppro herself of the reality of his pre- 
tfcnce.
' - “You are not dead—and not going 
to die. please God,” he said, quietly.
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without any further 
hesitation, lowered himself by the ivy 
to the ladder, ajyl began to descend.
Put rthe few ^seconds—they werp 
scarcely more than five—had permitted 
the flames to" eat through the jadder, 
and his weight broke it off at the 
burned part-

He fell, clutching at the sides ofthe 
ladder; but his weight was too great
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“The fire—ah, yes, I remember!” 
said Gaunt. “It was a ibad fire. Any— 
any lives lost? Miss Deane is ubt hurt 
—ill?"

"Miss Deane is all right thanks to 
you,” said the doctor, with a slight 
catch in his voice. “No, there were ne 
lives lost. Mr. Deane nearly came to 
grief. He Was anxious, to rescue some 
Invention—model or other—and ran 
into the house after it but «the men 
dragged him out, and he was not burn-

?or the strain, and he camé down to 
the ground with a dull, he'avy thud 
which emote every soul with horror 
and pity.

He was conscious for a moment, and. 
in that space of time he knew that a, 
white-robed figure was kneeling beside 
•him, that its bands were holding him 
■to its bosom; then all became a blank/

appearance.

You will find Gillette dealer* every• 
where anxious to put you in touch 
with this vital, personal service.

CHAPTER XLIII.
A week later Gaunt was lying on his 

'bed in his room * the Hall, it was the 
room in which Ms father, his grand
father—and how many generations of 
Gaqnts!—had been born and had' died. 
It wan a bright and sunny day, but the 
blinds were drawn, and the nurse and 
the doctor spoke in whkpers as they 
stood by the bed. and looked at the 
scorched and maimed figure lying so 
Still and helplessly upon it.

Gaunt opened his eyes, and looked 
from one to" thé bhter. -He

Made m CANADAGaunt nodded.
•Tm glad. How—how did It occur?” 
The doctor shrugged his shoulders. 

(To be continued)
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CHAPTER I.

A TOMBOY AT SEVENTEEN.
;There Is a village In Merry Eng

land called Newton Regis. Newton 
Regis sounds very grand an) impos
ing, but you will seek for Newton Regis 
in the Gazetteer in vain, and yet it is 
as old as Brighton, and almost as old 
as Liverpool. It lies smugly ensconce) 
on one of the midland hills, sheltered 
from the east wind in winter, and 
basking in the ^un in summer. It con
sists of, say a dozen houses, a church, 
a pump and a bridge. It is celebrated 
for nothing, nobody of any conse
quence was ever born there, it is un
likely that anybody of any conse
quence will die there; history is dumb 
concerning it, for nothing of say con
sequence ever occurred there, and yet 
it is one of the most beautiful spots in

until
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tlirought the five-finger exercise with 
any great delight. This girl—to tell the 
plain truth—looked very Impatient and 
very bored, and displayed her feelings 
by a series of good, hearty yawns. But 
she stuck to her stool and the mon^;- 
onous “time counting" for quite ten 
minutes at a stretch, until at last she 
banged both hands—they worn very 
shapely and white—upon the long- 
suffering keys, and Jumped off the 
stool. * .

Scarcely had the yell of the tortur
ed and long-suffering instrument died 
away, than the door opened slowly, 
and a boy’s head was cautiously thrust 
into the room, and a boy’s voice ex
claimed :

"Broke anything, Jeanne?"
"Broke anything?", echoed the girl, 

looking around from the fire before 
which she bad thrown herself. “Broke 
anything? What do you mean? And 
why can’t you aay ‘broken’? I have, 
broken, thou hast broken, they have 
broken-—”

"That’ll do, Jeanne.!” replied the 
boy, coming into the room and seating 
himself on the table. "You don’t know 
anything about grammar any more 
than I do—and why aren’t you practic
ing? Has the long-suffering old hurdy- 
gurdy struck, or have you, as the min- 
stfel boy did to hie harp, ‘tore its 
chords asunder r” and with e laugh 
ho tosses a book, which be had brought 
with him, up to the ceiling, and swings 
hie legs backwards and forwards, and 
within an inch of his sister's bade. -

‘Dop't bother. Halt Is that your 
exercise book you,have thrown away? 
Look at it—there's a leaf torn! What 
do you mean, Hal?" x

"I’m sick of It, I’ve begin breaking 
my head over it for the last halt hoar, 
and now I hope I’ve broken" its back. 
Besides, "it Isn't (be exercise, ifik that 
beastly arithmetic!-1 wonder why they 
can’t ask sensible questions in fhfse 
diatic books. Look here, Jeanne," and 
he leans over and. reaqbdg tor the UK 
used book, nearly tumhUng- pn'tM.tp'P 
of the girl’s head in the act, “igjjj 
here, «Jeanne, this is iSTsam for to
day: ‘If it takes ten tégrtij^weeke 
to build a wall six feet highugl ten 
yards in length, how long'sHU iKtahe 
to build a wall nine fec^-aud a halt 

| high, and forty yardi^to^Xemployjog 
fifteen men?’ Now, whif ûK eaïQHiî*to 

| guess that?1 And whgp. you have gugas- 
•d ** *h* -«s* ->f «>’ if r -

iron gate, which de So elaborate a
piece of workHrifietal, that the origin
al owner or builder of the place was 
inspired thereby to call it “Gate 
House.” The name was painted in gold 
letters on the gate itself.

It is a -December afternoon, some
where about three o'clock, and the 
village is at Its stillest, so quiet and 
silent that the tum-tum on a piano in 
the drawing-room of Gate House floats 
Into $he street, and considerably dis
turbs a couple of sparrows, who are 
sitting sMvering on the wall discuss
ing the scarcity of worms.

Every now and then the tum-tum of* 
the piano is emphasized by a girl’s 
voice ohantiag in monotone the in
spiriting "one, two, three—one, two, 
three,” which is considered indispens
able to the proper keeping of good 
time.

There is scarcely light enough to 
see the girl, for the drawing-room is 
low, and tile windows of Gate House 
ware apparently designed" for some 
Other object than that of affording 
light but you can get k glimpse of a 
graceful figure and a well-poised head, 
which la at one moment a dark brown, 
and the next, when the firelight plays 
on It a rich golden. |

Practicing the piano is not a cheer
ful pastime, and I believe even the 
good gifle whom" we read of in books 
(but very asMfcm see), do not. go

nov30,tu,

England, and will remain 
some learned physician discovers that 

possesses mysteriousthe pump wi 
■curative qualities, and sends his pati
ents down to Newton Regis to dje of 
ennui; or ■ some infatuated or weak- 
minded artist paints it and labels it 
and—by making it fashionable—utter
ly destroys it

In time, no doubt, that omnivorbus 
monster, the speculative builder, will 
■cent it out and dab hideously new 
brick packing cases on its hillsides 
and down by its stream. Then it will 
he blessed—or cursed—with a town 
hall, a vestry, and a board of guard
ians. At present Newton Regis lies 
sweetly and placidly asleep, innocent 
of the Tame and the misery that in 
common with all the other, at present 
quite villages, awaits it It Is true that
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In many people the tissues of the 
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