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Loyalty Recompensed.

CHAPTER XIL

“No news of Lord Gaunt yet,” Bob-
by remarked at dinner. “Bright wears
a face of despair, and I'm inclined to
suspect that Gaunt has been playing
a game of spoof.”

“What do you mean? said Decima.

“] felt like the lord mayor I once
read of, who, being a simple-minded
man, confessed that he longed to get
out of his state coach and take a cab,”
she said, running up to her room.

“My poor child, how terribly your
education has been neglected, for all
you can speak French and Hitalian,
and play the pi-ano! You don’t know
your own language yet! Learn, you
young dunce, that ‘to spoof’ is syn-
onymous with ‘to deceive,’ only it's a
bitter, because a more expressive
word. Depend upon it, Lord Gaunt
has been having a lark with the sim-
ple Bright—and a young lady who
shall be nameless; and having had
his fun, is off to other climes. Shouldn’t
wonder if he is on his way to Africa
by this time.”

“Oh, do you think so?” said Decima;
and she gazed before her with rather
a' disappointed look in her eyes.

She was very quiet for the rest of
the dinner; and when it was over, and
she had listened to her father's usual
monologue—a mopologue which had
lately grown more extravagant ‘and
ganguine—she stole cut into the gar-
den, and, legning on the gate, thought
of Bobby’s speech. Would he not come,
after all? Had he been deceiving them?

,She opened the gate and walked
down the fir-scented road until she
eame to the spot from which she could
see the great house. The sight of it,
the thought that its owner was, pro-
bably, many hundred miles away, and
would not see all that—yes, she—had
done, saddened her.

She was roused from her reverie by
the cound of a horse’s hoofs. Though
at some distance, it rang pleasantly
on the smooth road; and as she listen-
ed, it came nearer,

Instinctively she drew back under
the shadow of the trees. The rhyth-
mical beat came nearer and nearer,
and presently in the moonlight she
gaw a man riding a big black horse.
It was coming .along at -a swinging
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pace, and it was almost abreast of her
before she saw that the rider was
Lord Gaunt.

She did not recognize him for a mo-
.ment, for Gaunt was one of those men
who look younger in the saddle than
on foot. He sat his horse perfectly;
man and horse indeed seemed one.

A sudden gladness shot up like a
tiny flame in her breast; but she drew
further back. She saw that he looked
pale, and that he was lost in thought;
and she half hoped—though why she
did not know—shat he would pass by
without seeing her.

But the man who watches for big
game in Africa, with a keenness upon
which his life depends, acquires
abnormal quickness and sharpness of
sight; and as he came up to the slim
figure in its soft gray dress, Gaunt
glanced at her.

He pulled the great horse up almost
on its haunches, and leaped lightly
from the saddle.

“Miss Deane!” he said, raising his
hat.

Decima held out her hand, and he
took it and looked at her, not absent-
mindedly now, but with a strange
directness.

“You have come back!” she said. “I
am glad.”

His eyes fixed themselves on her.

“Yes; I have come back. And you
are glad?” he said, with some surprise
in his tone.

“Yes; for Mr. Bright's sake—and
the people’s,” she said, with the in-
nocent frankness of a child.

He nodded.

“Ah, yes,” he said;
sake—yes; yes."”

“He would bave been so disappoint-
ed!” said Decima. “He has been so
dreadfully anxious—about you! If you
had seen him this morning!”  she
langhed goftly, and he smiled grave-
ly. -

“I have just seen him,” he said. “I
came back this afternoon. I should
have been here before; but I have
been—detained in London.”

“I knew you would come,” she said,
forgetting all her recent doubts and
fears. “You promised.”

“Yes; I promised. Otherwise—" the
horse fidgeted, and he drew the bridle
over. his arm more tightly.

“What a beautiful horse!” said De-
cima. Her heart was beating with a
sharp sense of pleasure, her lovely
face was softly radiant. He looked at
her with the intent regard of his grave
eyes,

“Do you admire horses? He is an old
friend. He has carried me for many
a year, and in strange places; in places
where he and I have heen sole com-
panions.”

The horse stretched out his arched
neck and smelled at her, and Decima
stroke his nose with her soft, warm
hand.

“You are not afraid of him?” Gaunt
asked.

“Oh, no!” sald Decima. “I love an-
minals—horses especially, What is his
name?”’

“Nero,” he sald. “Rather like a dog's
pame, fsn't it? He will not hurt you.”
For the horse, encouraged by the
caress, thrust his nose against her,
and breathed heavily and quickly, as
8 horse will do when it takes a sud-
den fancy; and horses are like wo-
men in this respect. .

“I am not afraid,” she said; and she
put her arm round the sleek neck and
pressed the handsome .head -against
her bosom, - i - !
Gaunt watched the pair in silénce
for & moment; then he said:. .

“I am glad I Haya seen you 50 s0ou,
Miss Deane. 1 want. to thauk you.”

“To thank me?” said: Decima, ab-
sorbed in the horse. =~ " . -

“Yes,” he went on, “for all you have
done for me, When I gof home to the
hounse, which I expected to find grim
and deserted, I found that it had been
made a House Beautiful. And every
one—not only Bright, but the work-

en themselves—told me that it was
who had so sformed it.”
" “Oh, no—no!" said Decima. “Not I!

“for Bright's

. “Not at all!” he said, quickly. “Yours

resting on hers, “It is all beautiful—
too good for such as L And I am filled
with shame when I think of all you
have done for me.”

His voice vibrated with a suppress-
ed emotion.

“Oh; but it was nothing. Indeed, I
enjoyed it. Bobby said it was because
1 was spending some one else's money;
but it wasn’t that only. I was think-
ing of the house—the poor, neglected,
deserted house—and the people here.”

“Ah, yes—yes,” he said, rather gr'lm-
y.
“And,” she went on, frankly, “I
wanted to make it nice and comfort-
able, so that you should be tempted
to stay.”

“I see,” he said. “Well, you have
succeeded. It is so nice and comfort-
able that I shall never want to leave
it-"

Decima looked up at him with a glad
smile, as she patted and caressed
Nero.

“I am so glad!” she said. “And Mr.
Bright will be very glad. And Bobby!
Will you not come in and see him? He
is reading—cramming, as he called it—
for his exam. Will you not come in?
Our house, as I dare say you know,
{s only just up the road.”

He hesitated a moment, a moment
only; then he said, simply:

“Thank you—yes; I will come in for
a moment.”

He walked beside her with the bridle |

over his arm, and when they reached
the gate, slung it over the post.

“will he stay quiet?” asked Decima,

He spoke a word in the horse’s ear.

“Till morning, if necessary,” he
said.

She led the way through the dimly
lighted hall into the faded drawing-
room. Bobby was seated at the table
in his favorite attitude; his head in
his hands, his eyes glued to his books,
a cigarette between his teeth.

At sight of Lord Gaunt, he sprung to
his feef with an exclamation of wel-
come.

Gaunt just glanced round the room,
and then at the slim, girlish figure. It
was like a flower, the one solitary
flower in a gray, sober garden,

“Ah, Deane!” he said in a tone which
wins a young man’s heart. *“Back
again, you see! Cramming, eh? Lucky
fellow! They wanted me to go into the
army, but I hadn’t the capacity or the
industry.”

“Glad to see you, Lord Gaunt,” said
Bobby, heartily, “My father’s in his
work-shop, laboratory. I'll bring him.”

He hurried out, and Lord Gaunt and
Decima were left alone.

“Have you had your dinner?” she
said.

He did not te]l her that his dinner
had been waiting for him for the last
hour.

“Thanks, yes. At least”—for even
the conventional fib was difficult under
thre direct gaze of those truthful, trust-
ing eyes—“It doesn’t matter. I am not
wedded to dinner. I have gone without
any too often.”

Mr. Dean came in, his grotesque
dress clothes powdered with dust, his
gray hair thrust hastily out of his
eyes.

Lord Gaunt ehook hands with him,
and scanned him with a quick glance.

“How do you do?” said Mr. Deane.
“How do you do, Mr.—"

He looked at Bobby inquiringly.

“Lord Gaunt, sir. Lord Gaunt of
Leafmore,” said Bobby in an under
tone.

“Of course, of course!” said Mr.
Deane. “I am glad to see you, Lord
Gaunt, Are you going to make a long
stay at—at—"

“Leafmore,” whispered Bobby.

“Of course! Leafmore! You will re-
main and dine with us?”

“We've had our dinner hours ago,”
sald Bobby, laughing.

\ (To be continued.)

Rust color is plainly a popular
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Kniferpleated frills in a contrasting
color trim a blouse of crepe de chine,
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First

Miss Shepherd sang,
*“In the Gloaming,”"
The New Edison
stood on the stage
by her side,

s

Miss Belsy Fane Shepherd, famous concert
soprano, has made this test 185 times.

185 public

audiences, in 185 cities, have

heard her compare her voice with its Re-

CreaTiON by the New Edison.

No one,

out of a total of more than 100,000 lis-

teners, has

been able to tell when Miss

Shepherd was singing, and when the' New

Then

VUUTAAAR

She suddenly
stopped singing.
The New Edison
took up her song,
* and continued it
alone,

\/
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, 185 timés- no difference !

Edison — except by watching hEr‘lipEZ

4,000 similar tests of direct comparison,
made by over fifty other celebrated vocal-
ists and instrumentalists, have given this

same result.

The New Edison is perfect_realism}

achieved!

Tell us—and we’ll show you how all its emotional
power is RE-CREATED by the New Edison

CREATED music in the same way that you

Is it the soulful violin?—a mellow con-

traltc?

the scintillating flute?—a sweet,

bsoothing tenor?—that draws the quickest
emotional response from you.

Let us play your favorite voice or instru-
ment in a new kind of Realism Test. See
whether you are touched by the RE-

Zhe NEW_EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul”

Perfect realism is your one vehicle to the inner
joys of music which you crave.

Mr. Edison spent three million dollars in the re-
search work which gave the New Edison perfect

realism. He

did this in order that the phono-

graph might transcend its former limitations
and (bere we quote Mr. Edison’s own words),
¢thring into every American home, music so real-
istic and so perfect in its rendition as to be an
unending source of benefit and pleasure.’’

The inctruments which proved this perfect real-

" FRED. V. CHESMAN,

Edison Dealer, St. John’g.

are touched by the living music.

We want to show you that the New
Edison RE-CREATES a/l the vital power in

all musie.

Remember what to ask - for—*‘pérsonal

favorites’’ Realism Test!

ism:in Miss Shepherd’s 185 tests

were all exact

duplicates of the original Official Laboratory
Model on which Mr. Edison spent his three million

dollars,
this three million dollar original.

You can also have an exact duplicate of

We have it in

our store, and guarantee it to be capable of sus-
taining the same test of direct comparison.

Important Practical Detail
Our Budget Plan brings your New Edison tor immediate

enjoyment, without asking for immediate payment,
about it when you come in to hear the *

ites'’ Realism Test.

Ask
‘Personal Favor-

g

The Leviathan }

a “White Elephant.”&

Only a Skeleton Crew Now on Board
But Costs $2,500 a Day to XKeep up.
(From the New York Times)

The- skeleton crew on the former
American transport Leviathan under
command of Captain John Jamieson, '
retired  commodore of the American
Line fleet, has been reduced to twenty
eailors ‘apd firemen, who have been
engaged during the past week in
sorubbing the barnacles off her huge
sides, which have accumulated with
quantities of long green grass during
the year and one month that she has
béen made fast to Pier 1; Hoboken.

Apart from the money the big liner

| might bave earned in carrying pas-

| season last spring, when tonnage was '

h great demand, it has cost the
Shipping Board $75,000

which ha8 increased to such an ex-
tent and is so scarce in all parts of
the world except the United States,
Great Britain and Japan. The Inter-
national Mercantile Marine Company,
for instance, cannot afford to operate
the Adriatic or the Celtic to the Medi-
terranean during the coming winter
season.,

In addition to the high wages, the
crews have to be larger now on the
liners than they were before the war,
because the unions demand that one
man must only perform one job, no
matter how light it may be. For ex-
ample, the assistant cook, who is ship-
ped to toast bread in the galley, is
not allowed to boil an egg; and the as-

! sistant sculleryman, who is installed

to peel potatoes, is not permitted to
remove the skin from an onion.

In other days the crew of a ship
were ready to do anything when or-
demed, from scrubbing the Captain’s

V- DODD'S
“KIDNEY

dog on Saturday night for the church
service on the following morning to
painting the key of the keelson,

The Bismarck, under these circum-
stances, is not desired by the Inter-
national Mercantile Marine Company,
and it is understood that the Cunard
Line is contemplating turning the JIm-
perator back to the British Ministry
of Shipping after she has made an-
other voyage or two.

As there seems no immediate pro-
spect of the Leviathan being sold,

some of the officials at Hoboken have |-

suggested that she might be used to
partly solve the housing problem in
New York by fitting her up to accom-
modate about 3,000 persons, which
they claim the 55,000 ton liner counld
do very comfortably. Her costly furni-

ture and fittings, worth more than

$1,000,000, disappeared somehow after |

she was taken over in April, 1917, and
have not been located by the Govern-
ment officials,

Experts connected with the big ship-
vards in New York said - yesterday
that it would take $2,000,000 to make
the Leviathan into a floating up-to-
date apartment hotel. The six passen-
ger elevators are all in good conditicn
uu! her spacious kitchens have ranges

_’ to cook all kinds of meals and
.ﬁ:! sufficient gear in them now

to“eater for 5,000 persons easily thres
a A
18 are ample and ihe

When fitted out properly !
could be towed up the !
moored within easy reach of the
hattan shore, where the ten
go ashore and return by
stated hours.

If the Leviathan became popular 88
a floating apartment house the engines
and main beilers could
and sold as junk and t!
space used as a lawn ter

be removed

it and

exercise ground.

Sourness
Indigestion
Heartbura
Flatulence
Palpitation

Just as soon as you eat a tablet of
two of Pape’s Diapepsin sll the swmli
nch distress caused by acid

, Pape’s Diapepsin always
I 8ifk, upset, acid stomachs mt
at once, Large 60c 0

N PAPESS]

o
he empty deck,

M

Eversy
T
--A
Go
Kir
Ag
me

COMMONS

The Hous

B cussed the

moderation
tiveness, bt
nearer Prof
George eXI
scheme as

the deputa
added little
except that
the buildin|
round Lon

ed nothing
was largel
bers. The

ency of ar|
fore the d
yortions. W
ber for Ab
mouthshire
Waled ¥Mir
that the'tw
demand sh
1y, pendine
ent Wage

reviewed

asserted th
miners ha
output anc
fight to. a
withdrawn
of the da
James Her
Men’s Uni(
gestion s
seventeen

of Railwas
one vote r
he had n
favor of p|
not to' mi

member t
meeting tc

N TR AN AN
RRIS




