Satssaanaey

P S A

ssseaetett ey

i

SRTATTETR
SAR

R
cassenaneTae Ny
s swann

Happmess
At Last

— O R—
Royally Recompensed.

CHAPTER XLIL
#with trembling hands she obeyed,

‘and the mext instant he was in the
-room and she was in his arms. For a
dpace she hid her face on his breast,
and a convulsive sob shook her; then,
“with her hands clinging to his shoul-
iders, she looked up at him.
<% wyguy will be killed! Oh, why have
you done it—risked—"

. His eyes met hers calmly, with even
':t smile, but he did not kiss her, though
e held her tightly for this gecond or

0.
:t\'w"We shall be all right,” he wxid,
<quietly. “Don t be afraid. Do just a8 I

11 you.

?'E“Iya.m not afraid with you! 1 am not
mld pow!” she panted. “Is it real-
Jy you, or am I dead and—and—" She
gnzed up at him with wide eyes, and
3er hands touched him, pressed upon
his shoulders, as it she wished to as-
;prc herself of the reality of his pre—
Eknce.
il«you are not dead—and mot going
to die, please God,” he said, quietly.
¥Now, you will do as I tell ypu.-Come
u’ the window. Don’t look dowm. Bh.nd
!.here with your face toward me.
- -She obeyed. He sprung to the bed,
a.nd tearing off. the clothes, tied the
ibeets and counterpane together into
i:rope. The end of this he pu‘a'ed un-
@ér her arms.and knotted securely.
i i“Oh, phat—what ®re you goln: to
Co" she breathed.

- & "He smiled.
“ *Let you down—into ufct;,r'iu.md
'Get up. on to Me window.” He lifted
f¢r on to the sifl. “Now kneel down.
Gpod! Hold my arm. Now nhu; your
éjes, an8 do not open them until you
gre safe on the ground bom
= —

B

He leaned forward from tje window
to tell those below what he was about.
to do; bmthmmnomd.m
Bright had guessed at it, and he and
another, a stropg young fellow, were
already on the ladder, waiting to re-

. ceive her.

“Now let go your hands,” said Ga.u.nt
in Decima’s ear, “Don’t ‘open your
eyes, -and do not. cling' to anything.
Just let yourself go. Can ¥you do .it?
Ah, but you can! You will bé 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 womdn gives
the man she loves, the man who is
coolly and calmly risking his life to
save hers—the look no pen, however
graphic and eloquent, can l;ope to des-
cribe; then she closed her eyss again,
and gradually loosening her hold, fold-
ed her arms across her breast.

Gaunt lowered her slowly and gently.
Her slight figure swayed; to.and fro,
but he set his foot agailnst the wall
and steadied the linem rope, and 'so
lowered her gently, until she was
grasped by the eager hlnds upatretch-
ed for her,

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.

She was safe!

“Come down' come down!” rose the
shout from every voice. "Quick! ’I‘he
fire!™

He put his knee on the sill and look-
ed over. As he did so, .a_tongue of
flame shot out®from the wlndow be-
neath him. The fire had reached v,the
back of the house. Decima had been
only just in time. -She was safe, and
the thought, the joy of it, filled Gaunt
withga kind of exhilaration. He had
conducted and carried through many
a forlorn hope. but no success had ever
given him such satisfaction as this.

“Comie down!"” sbeuted the ecrowd;

I

bed in his Toom

" | was a stinging, sching pain \ which

e e

screamed out an oath. -
Gaunt stepped on to the siil, and wae

beneath him curled round the ladder,
and he saw that it had caught fire. He
hesitated; the crowd groaned and yell-

white dressing-robe, lighted up by the
flames'~break from a groupsef women
and spring to the foot of the ladder.
She stood with her face and arms up-
lifted to him, and he could almost
fancy that he saw her lips move. He
keard 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-
{ained 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, without any further
hesitation, lowered himself by the ivy
to the ladder, aﬂ began to dgscend.
But  the - few _seconds—they - werp
scucely more ﬂun five—had permitted
the flames td eat through the Jadder,
tand his weight broke it off at the
burned part.-

He fell, clutching at the slde{ of_the
ladder; but his weight was too great
?or‘the strain, and he came down to
the ground with a dull, heavy thud
which emote every soul with horror
and -pity.

in that space of time he knew that a
wh‘ite—robed figure was kneeling beside
-him,- that its hands were holding him
40 its bosom; then all became a blank.

: CHAPTER XLIIIL

A week later Ggunt was lying on his
the Hall, it was the
room in which his fathep; his grand-
father—and how many generations of
‘Gaynts!—had been born and had died.
It was a bright and sunny day, but the
blinds were drawn, and the nurse and
the doctor spoke in whispers as they
stood by the bed, and looked at the

still and helplessly upon it
Gaunt opened his eyes, and looked

and one -man, in his axonemnt.

from one to’ the ©Ohter."He was very
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about to Tower himself, but the flamés

ed. He saw Decima—her figure, in its |

He was conscious for a moment, and,

scorched and maimed figure lying so :

rtho pump wi

‘minded artist paints it and labels it,

Iy destroys it.

| brick packing cases on its - hillsides
“{'and :down by its stream. Thenit will|

"jans. At present Newton Regis lies

“Fiy—street, lylug & little uekm-’m
~road, stands‘one’of

kind of surprise found that ‘he could
not do it. Both arms were bound in
splints and wadding;-he was swathed,

felt and looked like a mummy.
Across his chest and about his arms

| puzzled him. For a moment he thought
he was in Africa, and wounded by an
assegai, and 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 ? Have they beaten
us?’
The doctor didn't understand; but
jhe laid a soothing hand on the hot
brow. )
“Retter, I hope, my lord?” he sald.
Gaunt tried to nod, but his head was
as’heavy as lead, and he felt ag if even

of him,

“Have I been {l11? Where am I? Ah,
yes! Is—is she safe?”

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

“Yes, my lord,” she said,
Dean’s all right. Quite right!”

Gaunt again tried to nod.

“Thank God!” he murmured to him-
self. “Have I been bad long?”’ he ask-
ed.

“It's a week since the fire,” said the
doctor. “You have not been quite can-
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 %the other burned; in fact,
you are scorched and burned pretty
liberally.”

“The fire—ah, yes, I remember!”
said Gaunt. “It was a)bad fire. Any—
any lives lost? Miss Deane is nbt hurt
—il?

“Miss Deane is all right, thanks to
you,” said the doctor, with & slight
catch in his voice. “No, there were no

“Miss

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-
ed. !

Gaunt nodded.

“I'm glad. How—how did it occur?”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders,

(To be continued)
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‘There is a village in Merry Eng-
land called Newton Regis. Newton
Regis sounds very grand and impos-
ing, but you: will seek for Newton Regis
in the Gazetteer in vain, and yet it is
as old as Brighton, and almost a& old

from the east wind in winter, and
basking in the sun 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 any con-
sequence. ever occurred there, and yet
it 4s one of the most beautiful spots in
England, and will remain so until
some learned physician discovers that
T possesses mysterious
curative qualitfies, and sends his pati-
ents down to Newton Regis to dje of
ennui; or.some infatuated or weak-

and—by making it fashlonable—utter-

In time, no doubt, that omnivereus
monster, the speculative builder, will
‘scent. it out, und dab hideously new

"be blessed—or cursed—with - a  town
hall, a vestry, and a bhoard of guard-

sweetly and placidly -asleep, innocent
of the Tame and the misery thai in
common with all the other, at present,
"quite vlllun. nw’m 3t !t 1s true that
within & couple of miles.rolls the sea;
hut the most sanguine of specnlaton
would never dream of mgking-the séa-
‘bostrd of Newton Regis into & fashion~
. able watering place, for the coast is
‘rocky and impractlcable, and there 1y
.2 bar which often brings even the ex-
‘perfenced fisherman. to, grief. "Newton
CHiff” they call the sharp and -

bw, and mriuu know it and avoﬂ
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has never been a time when ‘the
trend towards quality and economy has
been so universal. The demand is

‘* sweeping over the country for better—more
. serviceable — more economical merchandise,

k is these very ideals  which have created a world
market. for the Gillgtte Safety Razor. The personal
shaving 'service idea has gone around the globe and
changed the shavxng habxts of thinking men everywhere.

Today, Gillette shaving is vouched for and acknowledged +
by 20,000,000 men as one of the cleanest, safest, most
economical, and most valuable habits they ever formed.

Men are enthusiastic about the NO STROPPING—NO
HONING feature of the Gillette, and the easy adjust-
ability of the razor to suit their particular type of skin

and

beard. “They appreciate the super-keen edge for

every shave, with its incentive to daily shaving and
smarter appearance,

You will find Gillette dealers every-
where anxious to put yois in touch
with this vgtal, personal service.

CANADA

DEALERS IN ST. JOHN’S

Bishop, Sons & Company, Limited. |
Martin-Royal Stores Hardware Co., Ltd.
Ayre & Sons, Limited.

T. McMurdo & Company, Lumted
G. Knewling, Limited.
xJ. Duley & Company, anted

iron gate; which - #is ‘80 elaborate a
piece of work Yerfaetal, that the origin-
al owner or builder of the place was
inspired thereby to call' it “Gate
House.” The name was painited 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
gilent that the tum-tum on a piano in
the drawing-room of Gate House floats
into the street, and considerably dis-
turbs. a. couple of sparrows, who are
gitting shivering 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 chanting in monotone the in-
gpiriting “ome, 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
law, and tHe windews of Gate House
were apparently designed for some

light, but you can get & glimpse of a
graceful figure and a well-poised head,
which is at one moment & dark brown,
and the pext, when the firelight plays
on it, s vich golden.

Practieing 'the plano is wot & cheer-
ful pastime, and I believye even the
‘good girls whou we read of in books

(tutvwn,némuo). ido ‘mot. g

g | Besides; 1t fsn't the exercise,. i
*| beastly arithmetic! I wonder why thay| |

throught the five-finger exercise with
any great delight. This girl—to tell the
plain truth—looked very impatient and
very hored, 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 a¢ a stretch, until at las she
hauged . both hands—they wore very
sLapely and white—upon the Iong-
sutforing keys, and jomped off the
stool.

Scnrcely had the yell of the tortur=

away, than tbe door opemed slow:y.
axd 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 had thrown herself. “Broke
anything? What do you mean? And
why can't you say ‘broken’? I 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 grammadr 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 his harp, ‘tore -its
chords asunder? " and with s Jangh
he tosses a book, which he had brought
with him, up to the geiling, and swings
his legs backwards and forwards; snd
within an ineh of his sigter’s hack. -

“Dop't bother, - Hal! Is.that your

Look at it—there's a leaf tora! What
do you mean, l?" b Y

“I'm sick of -it; !'vﬂ Wﬂsﬂ‘ g
and now I hope Fve brokén'

T

that
can’t ask sensible qnatfona

. and
he leans over and reachds for #he ill:
used b_ook, nearly tnmbmmﬂﬁw

" | how strong the men were,” sgys the
girl, promptly, and. with a quiet, low

od and 1ong-scffering instrument died |

broken, thou hast broken, they have |

exercise book you, have thrown away?{ -

my head over it for tb.‘[m mgm'. .

wall to build—but I say, Jeanne, help
us, there’s a dear, good girl! Have
you any idea how to get at the an-
swer""

“I\ot the sllshust—unleu "I know

to-morrow, and inform him I gd
from you.”

' The girl looks around quickly,
a sudden dash of color in her
“Don‘t do anything' of  the so
least, don't say T said ‘so, and let
look at the book, Hal?”

laugh. (to be continuned.)

The boy grins, but »ather discon-
solately. “By Jove, I'l] tell old Bell that
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Nerve Power.

In many people the txssucs of the
nerves ' have suffered -from the ‘strain -
of War and from- the shortage of
fats. ou can restore your nerves
in na.tura.l way by eating

“Skl “The pure olive oil in
whmg they are packed i§) worth its
weight. in gold to those ‘who suffer
from “fat-starved’” nerves.

Your retailer _will squly yoy with '
: ‘2 tin of ;
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