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CHAPTER VIL

Dec¢ima stopped short and uttered
an exclamation of delight.

It was one of those places which
Meadows and Marcus Stone love to
paint. An old, far- stretehing, house
of red brick almost black with age,
and draped with ivy and elematis. Its
redness was relieved and accentuated
by the white stone sills and copings,
and still further by the white marble
lions which, at intervals, reared them-
gselves en the massive pedestals of the
broad terrace which was approached
by a wide flight of marble steps, and
shone like newly fallen snow in the
moaalight.

“How’s that?” asked Bobby.

Decima could scarcely respond for
a moment, then she said:

“Oh, it is lovely, lovely! It is like
a picture. It is like the house in
Tennyson’s poem. You know, Bobby ?”

“Sorry; Tennyson's poems don’t
come in the examination papers. But
it is pretty.”

“Pretty!”
proachfully.

exclaimed Decima, re-

“It isn’t pretty, Bobby,
But how still
it is! And there are no lights in the
windows; see, they are all dark.. And
there is no smoRe from the chimneys.
What chimneys they are, too! Who
lives there!”

“No one,” replied Bobby.
down. Here's a seat.”

Decima sat down on a rustic bench
under a fir, and leaning her chin in
her hand, gazed at the house.

“No one? How is that?
the place called, Bobby?”

“Leafmore,” he said.

“What a pretty name!” <She re-
peated it. “And whom does it belong
to? Not a city man, like Mr.—of The
¥irst—what is his name?”

““Not much!” said Bobby, tilting his
hat so that he could lean against the
red trunk of the giant fir. “This be-
longs to a man named Gaunt—Lord
Gaunt.”

“What a singunlar name,” said
Decima, dreamily, her eyes fixed on
the house.

“Yes; and he is a singular charac-
ter.”

*Do yon know him, Bobby?'

“No; I've never seen him. He hasn't,
been here for years.”

“Oh, how strange!” sald Decima.

“Let’s sit
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“Think of having such a lovely place .

ns this, and not llving in it!”

“Yes; it sounds odd and strange,
doesn’t it? But I think he has several
other places as beautiful or more
beautiful than this. He is enormously
rich and vepy eccentric,
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“How eccentric?’ she asked. “What
does he do?”

#Well, I don't know quite. He’s a
great traveler, for one thing. He's the
man who discovered Lake Ogyain.
Tremendous find that was! He's a
kind of Wandering Jew. Here, there,
and everywhere. And—and he doesn't
bear the best -of reputations.”

Decima looked at him innocently.’

“He is a bad man, do you mean?”

Bobby stared at the end of his cig-
arette,

“y-es; I fancy so. He gambles. He
is the man who lost—or won—I for-
get which, fifty thousand pounds to,
on of, Prince Walder, the czar’s bro-
ther, you know?”

“That is a large sum,” said Decima.
“But—but— Of course it is wicked
to gamble; but they both stood the
same chance, Bobby?”

Bobby laughed.

“Bravo! Not bad for a retort, my
little Quaker!” he said. “But he's a
dusky lot in other ways.”

“What ways?’ she asked, with her
pure,- innocent eyes upon him.

Bobby fidgeted.

“Oh, all sorts of ways. No, not all
gorts of ways. +We’'ll give him his
due; he doesn’t drink.”

“That would be horrible!” said De-
cima.

Bobby nodded.

“It is omly quite recently, during

i the last three or four years, lesss, per-

haps, that he has been so bad,” he
said. “They say that he was all right
at starting. He came into the title
and the estates when he was quite
young, and did his duty by them -in
the most exemplary fashion. Kept
the straight line like a pilot-engine
for a time, then suddenly he swerved
off, and has been rushing down line
ever since.”

Decima looked puzzled.

“I don’t understand how a man
with so beautiful a house as this to
come to can be so wicked,” she sald,
dreamily. ‘“‘But, Bobby, that reminds
me, aren't we trespassing?”’

“No,” he said. “I know Mr, Bright,
the steward. He's an awfully decent
chap. He's as fond of the place, and
Lord Gaunt himself, as if it and he
belonged to him.”

“He likes Lord Gaunt, then?”

“Rather! He think there is no one
like him, and he’s awfully fond of

" Iher eyes upon him.’

talking about him, According to him,
Lord Gaunt is a kind of demi-god—
the best rider, the best shot, the cool~
est, bravest man in gll the world,
He's known him ever since he was a
child. Bright was steward here in
Lord Gaunt’s father’s time, and he
says there pever was such a boy, or
such a young man, as this Lord Gaunt
was. Bright will talk about him for
hours. Sometimes when I'm fishing—
there’s, a splendid sfream runs
through this place; it’s just below that
hill—he comes and walks beside me
and jaws about ‘the young lord', as
he calls him, though Gaunt must be
quite thirty-one.or two, I think.”

“There must be some good in a man
for another man—and not a relation
—to be so fond of him,” said Decima,
thoughtfully.

Bobby nodded.

“Oh, yes. Bright says that Lord
Gaunt was as' good as good until
something happened to change him.
What it was, he doesn’'t know. Some-
thing with a woman in it, I expect.”

“A woman?’ said Decima, turning
“Why do you say
that?”

Bobby lowered his eyes under the
direct, innocent gaze.

“Oh, it's usual to say that. I don't
know anything about it. Bright him-
self doesn’t know. All he knows is
that Lord Gaunt is letting this estate
—and the others, I suppose—go to
rack and ruin from neglect. He won't
come down to see it, he doesn’t answer
any letters, and, in short, behaves as
it he didn’t care a brass farthing for
the place. Bright does what he can
to keep things straight, but of course
there are heaps of things he can’t do,
and that's why the place looks 'so
desolate.”

“The house is like that poem of
Hood’s,” said Decima, dreamily.

“It’'s a lovely place inside,” said
Bobby. “I'll: take you in some day.
Bright has given me the run of it.
So far as I am concerned, I don't care
how long Lord Gaunt keeps away. I
come here to fish, and I often come
here to work, and sometimes I take a
turn in the “picture gallery—there is
a perfectly lovely collection, a price-
less collection of the old masters, es-
pecially the Flemish—and now and
again I almost fancy I'm the propri-
etor of the whole show. I wish I
were.”*

“Perhaps you would be as unhap-
py,” said Decima.

Bobby laughed—the young
laugh.

“Oh, I don’'t know about being un-
happy. I should think Lord Gaunt
has a high old time of it. He is tre-
mendously rich, awfully handsome, ac-
cording to Bright, and a devil-may-
care sort of fellow, evidently, or he
wouldn't let things here slide as he
does. 'Bright says the tenants’ places
~the homesteads and all that—are
going to rack and ruin; and he—
that's Bright—can't do anything with-
out Lord Gaunt’s authority, and Gaunt
won't write or take any notice. Un-
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Made Well and Strong by
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound.

Columbia, Pa.—*‘I was very weak
and run down and had g-down
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| I saw Lydia E. Pink-
| ham’s egetablo
't Cospou&od adver-
tised in the papers
and read the testi-
| monials, so I thought
1 would it. Now
I am healthier than I
ever was in my life, and can recommend
it to any woman who suffers as I did.”

—Mrs. ETH MaY, R.F.D. No. 1,
Columbis, Pa.

The reason Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Com; is sosuccessful in over-
comxnti woman’s ills is because it con-

strengthening properties
of good old 'ashioned roots and herbs,
which act on the female organism.
Women from all parts of the country
are continually testifying toitsstrength-
ening, curativeinfluence, and theletters
which we are constantly ptblishing from
wamen in every section of this country
rove beyond questiar the merit of this
P reot and herh medicine.

happy! I should say he was as happy
as a sand boy.”

happy who does not.do his duty.”
“Aunt Pauline is as good as a copy-
book heading,” said Bobbhy, irreverent-
ly. “No wonder you are such a saint.
But come on; we'd better be going
back, or the guv'nor will blow up the |

mic force; it’s to put an end to the
modern system of warfare. You fire
it out of an eighty-tonner, and it an-

on!”

Decima rose, with her eyes still on
the pictixresque house, lying so still
and deserted in the moonlight, and
they went back through the wooden
gate and along the road.

As they approached the new and
imposing entrance to The Firs, Bobby
sniffed the evening air.

“Some one smoking a cigar;
strong one,” he remarked.

A moment afterward, Decima saw
a man standing just inside The Firs’
gate. He was a shortish man, young,
with a clean-shaven face. He was in
evening-dress, with the dinner-jn.cket}
which bachelors nowadays affect, and
looked particularly spruce and alert”

{Mr. Theodore Mershon,” said Bob-
by, under his breath.

As they came up to the gate, Mr,
Mershon turned his head and looked
at them, recognized Bobby, and raised
his hat in a rather cool and super-,
cilious way; but as Decimd moved
from the shadow of a tree and came
into the moonlight, Mr. Mershon saw
her distinctly, and his sharp eyes
scanned her with a critical stare. As
he looked, his manner changed, and
he took a step or two forward and
held out his hand to Bobby.

“How do you do, Deane?’ he said;
but though he addressed Bobby, his
sharp eyes wefe fixed on the girl's
lovely face.

Bobby replied coolly enough and
would have passed on, but Mr. Mer-
shon detained him with a question.

“Been for a stroll?" he said; and
Decima noticed that his voice was
thin, but quick and sharp, in harmony
with his face.

“Yes,” said Bobby. “My sister and
I—this is my sister, Mr. Mershon.”

Nothing would have induced him to
omit the “Mr.”

Mr. Mershon raised his hat aggin
and bowed. ®

“I didn’t know Miss Deane was
down here,” he said. “In fact, I didn’t
know you had a sister.”

“She has only just come down,”
rather coldly. “It's a
fine night, isn’t it?”

“Very. And you have only just
come to Stretton,Miss Deane?” said
Mr. Mershon, his eyes scanning her
face for a moment, and then turned
aside, so that they were hidden from
her, as she replied:

“Only to-night.”

“Well, it's too early to ask you it
you like it,” he said.
will. Have you been abroad?”

“I have been living with an aunt,”
said Decima; and she, too, spoke rath-
et coldly; for something in the man’ s

and a

repellent to her.

“Ah, you#: come at a nice tlme of
;Q. mr, “The place looks at its
. By the way, Deanq"—-‘he glanc-

i of -invitation,
Iboylsh embarrassment.

“Aunt Pauline says that no one is|

house—he has invented a new dyna- |
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“But I hope you |
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“My father mever dines out,” said
Bobby, somewhat stifly. |

Mr. Mershon looked from him to
Decima,

“Oh! Perhaps you and Miss Deane

would honor me? I will have the
pleasure of calling on you, if you will
allow me, and we can arrange & night.
I should like to show Miss Deane—
your father—the mnew palm-house.
Will you come?”
He lodked for an instant at Decima
—an instant in which his sharp eyes
seemed to take in the whole of her
face and form.

Decima’'s frank eyes rested omn him
placidly.

“Perhaps,” she said in her direct
way, “if my father or brother—"

“Better say ‘Yes,’ and name a day,
Deane,” he said. “Say next Tuesday.
I'll come over and try and persuade
your father.”

Bobby was old enough to know
that this was not the proper mode
and he colored with

Mershon glanced at him, bit his lip
and colored, as if he saw his mistake.

“I11 write,” he said. “Good-night.”

He did not turn into the drive, but
stood and watched them as they pass
ed on.

“By Heaven! what a lovely crea-
ture!” he said to himself. “Fancy thaf
old maniac having a daughter like
that! Looke like—like--I don’t know
what she looks like.”

‘‘What a strange man!” said Decima,
when they had got out of hearing.

“Yes, he’s a rum fish,” said Bobby.
“Awfully bad form, pressing us to
dine with him, wasn't it?”

“I—I suppose it was,” said Decima.
“Shall you go?”

“No,” said Bobby. Then he added:
“Would you like to?”

“Oh, no. Why should I?

“It might be fun,” said Bobby.
“We’ll see. Did you see the diamond
stud in the shirt-front? That sort
of man always wears a diamond stud.
It is the mark of the beast. And did
you notice that his eyes never met |
yours? Sort of man I distrust. Butl
I'm rather curious to see what kind
of a dinner he would put on. We'll
see. Here you are, ‘the lights of |
home!” I'll go into the laboratory
and see if the governor is still there.” |

He opened the door and looked im.

“Gone to roost, the saints be prais-
ed! And you'd better go to your little *
bed, sifer mine. Oh, you don’t want
to kiss me, do you? Well, it's the first
night—"

He submitted to the embrace, and
Decima ran up to her room.

She slept like a top—if ever the
gods are envious, it is of the blessed

‘ep of youth-—and in the morning
came down ‘“fresh as the rose that's
gemmed with dew.” !

(To be continued.)
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Bedrooms& Beds

There’s nothing more important to /
the bedroom than the Bed itself, is
there? From the point of usefulness -
or ornament it ranks first. Does your

' Bed suit your taste? Doesg'it harmonize
with your room? Does it give you
the sleep-comfort yvou mneed? No?
Well, then it’s time to dlmrd it and get
another, quick.

We are showing All-Brass, Brass and
Enamel, and All-Enamel Beds in all
sizes and very fine designs. Each and
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Springs and Wool or Felt’ Mattresses
if desired.
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Wholesale Dry Goods

are now offering to the trade the following

English and American Dry Goods.

English Curtain Net.

English Art Muslin.

White Nainsook.

Children’s White Dresses

Misses’ Colored Dresses.

Gent:s White Handker- Gent’s Colored Handker-
chiefs. chiefs.

Also a very large assortment of SMALLWARES.

SLATTERY’S DRY GOODS STORE,

Duckworth and George Streets.

White Curtains.

Valance Net.

White Seersucker.

Children’s Gingham
Dresses.

Ladies’ Handkerchiefs.

dard weight, of good color,
with plenty of rich, red
blood to nourish the grows
ing tissue8?

For children who are thin,
pale, anaemic, under weight,
nervous, restless, sleepless, Br.
Chases’ Nerve Food is of the
greatest benefit imaginable.

Being mild and gentle in ac-
tion, and yet wonderfully pat~
ent as a restorative, it soon
makes the blood rich and bullds
up the feeble nerves.
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GERALD S. DOYLE,
 Distributing Ageni.
Water St. St. John's,

What They’ll Do For You at the Stores
Where Victory Brand Clothes Are Sold.

They'll give you all-wool quality and correct style.
They’ll reduce your clothes expense because the
clothe. they sell last longer.

They’ll ask the lowest price possible; they believe
in ~arrow margins,

ASK FOR VICTORY BRAND.
Made by

The White Clothing

Manufacturing Co., Ltd.
‘ WHOLESALF; ONLY. =
259-261 Duckworth Street,
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