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Loyalty Recompénsed.

CHAPTER X1

Already it was announced that he
would be ‘asked to re-establish the
pack of hounds which bad been put
down at his father’s death; and the
mothers of eligible daughters looked
at their girls thoughtfully and specu-
latively, as they reflected that Lord
Gaunt would be the best parti the
country had held for some years past;
and Leafmore was a very desirable
residence, and would need a mistress.

Mr. Bright got Decima down to the
Hall nearly every day, and asked her
advice upon nearly every change that
was being so swiftly wrought there;
and Decima was so engrossed that she
had quite forgotten the dinner-party
st The Firs until, on the Tuesday
morning, Bébby remarked:

“lI wonder whether the governmor
means going with us to-night? If so,
I shall have to order a fly; otherwise
we could walk.”

“Oh, I had forgottem it,” sald De-
cima. “I'll ask him;” and she ran into
¥.e laboratory.

Mr. Deane gazed at her with an ab-
sent air.

“Dinner—Firs—Mr. Mershon? Ah,
yes—yes. Yes, I remember. Of cofirse,
of course! I am to show him those;
<awings of the electric storage. Where
are they-—where? I put them some-
where for sa.fety—-where""

Bobby “dug him” out™ at seven,. and

by a quarter to eight brought him into
the hall dressed in his grotesque even-
Ing-suit. His neck-tie notwithstanding |
Bobby’s care, had already worked un-
der the left ear and he had ruined his |
shirt-front irretrievably by clutching
the roll of drawings against it. Bob-
Ly glanced up at Decima despairingly
as she came down the stairs.

“Look sharp,” he said in a tone
scarcely lowered, for Mr. Deane never
heard any remark unless it was ad-
dressed directly to him, and not always
then, “or he’ll reduce himself to the
likeness of a rag-bag before we get
him there. I say, what a swell yol;
are!” he added, taking her by the:
shoulders and vegardigg her with re-
luctant fratermal admiration.

And, indeed, she looked like a dainty
flower in the dimly lighted hall. She
wore one of the dinner-dresses Lady
Pauline had made for the visit to

London; a soft gray, as usual, but fit-
ting the slim, graceful figure ex-
quisitely. It was open a very little at
tbe neck, and it had an air of soft
splendor which sgruck ever Bobby.

“Kindly mention to the admiring
crowds, as we go'along, that you are
my sistér, will you?" he remarked. “I
feel rather proud of you.”

She put her arm round his neck;
but he dodged her with: y

“Ah, would you! Never, never at-
tempt to cuddle a man when he has
got a three-inch' collar and a white tie
on! You'd ruin them, Come on! Hi,
father! where are you going?’ for Mr.
Deane was shufling -toward his belov-
ed den. “This way; going to'dine with
Mr. Mershon, you know. Get in and
hold him tight, Decie!”

When they reached The Firs, a foot-
man in brilliant-—too brilliant—livery
opened the door of the fly; another
stood in the hall—a handsome hall
enough, with palms and statuary; but
how different to the hall at Leafmore!
—and flinging open the drawing-room
door, announced them with a pompous
air.

Decima was almost dazzled by the
overlighted, overgilt room. Its new-
ness was everywhere—in the decora-
tions, the furniture, the pictures. It
“seared one's eyes,” as poor William
Morris used to say.

Decima was aware presently that a
lady was standing in front of her. She
was past middle age, with hair streak-
ed with gray, with a thin figure and a
pale face, in which timidity, almost
fear, was plainly expressed as she
glanced from Mr, Mershon to Decima
and back again. Mr. Mershon, in too
well-fitting. an evening-dress with the
too large diamond stud, came up.

“My half-sister, Mrs. Sherborne,” he
said. “She has come to run the house
for me.” As he npoke, he shot 'a
sharp, half-eavage glance at her, and
with a nervous quaver in her voice,
Mrs. Sherborne said:

“I—1 am very glad to see you. Will

| you come upstairs and take your cloak

off? I—I will go with you.”

Decima followed her up the mirs,
dadoed with gold and lined with new
and garish pictures, and Mrs. Sher-
borne helped her off with her cloak,
though a maid stood ready to do so.

“You—you did not expect to see a
lady here?” said Mrs. Sherborne. “I—
I only came a few days ago.” She scan-
ned the lovely, girlish face covertly,
; then turned her eyes away, and so re-
mlnded Decima of Mr. Mershon. “You
know my brother very well, Miss
Deane?” she added in a quieter voice,
but a restrained one, as if she were
trying to master her nervousness. The
effort made her tone curiously impas-
sive and expressionless. It was like
the voice from behind a mask. i

“Oh, no,” said Decima. “I have only
met Mr. Mershon once or twice.”

Mrs. Sherborne smothered a sigh.

“You are very young,” she said, as
if to herself. Decima looked at her
with some surprise, and Mrs. Sher-
borne colored and bit her lip. “Are you
ready? We will go down,” she said,
confusedly.

Mr. Mershon gave his arm to De-
cima and they went into the dining-
room. Decima’s first impression of the
room was that it was like a jeweler's
shop. There was the usual oak—mod-
ern oak—furniture, from which the
huge buffet stood out conspicuously,
as it was simply loaded with silver.
There was beautiful flowers on the
table, but the profusion of plate over-
weighed and’ seemed to crush them-—
it and the thr - footmen; and as they
moved to and fro, their nudy liveries
oppressed Decima.

There seemed no single spot in the
room on which the eye could rest; .it
was all color, and glitter or silver and
gold..

The dinner was a superd ono—-not

puuton!eu voice.
When he was not talking to Decima,
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hlm. Mr. Mershon's restless, shiftiess’

'} eyes were fixed on her with a curious-
“ly intent .gaze of which Decima was |

quite unconscjous. He pressed the

champagne—it was Wachter, 1880, n:

rare vintage—on Bobby, and permitted
the butler to fill his own glass pretty
frequently,

Bobby addressed himself to the din-
ner, and.Mr. Deane eat and drank
what was put before him with his us-
ual mechanical acquiescence. And the
silent, constrained Mrs. Sherborne sat
with down-cast eyes, excepting when
she raised them quickly with a half-
frightened expression of some remark

of her half-brother’s. At last, to De-

cima’s relief, Mrs. Sherborne looked
at her apd rose, and they went into
the drawing-room, Mr. Mershon got
a box of cigars and cigarettes from
the side-boaPd and handed them to
Bobby.

“You’ll find these Rothschilds pretty
fair, Deane,” he said.

Bobby chose a cigar and lighted up,
and Mr. Mershon drew his chair near-
er to Mr. Deane.

“Did: you bring those drawings?”
he asked. %

Mr. Deane, who had been in a brown
study during the dinner, woke up in-
stantly.

“Yes, yes,” he said, eagerly; *“I
brought them. I don’t know what I
did with them. Robert, there is a roll
of paper in the hall”

Bobby fetched them,
into the electrically lighted conserva-
tory adjoining the dining-room; he
was not eager to hear his
rhapsodize.

Mr. Deane opened out the papers.

“You see—" he began, Mr. Mershon
looked at the drawings and then at his
guest’s face with a peculiar, cynical
smile, and listened with his eyes avert-
ed.

he said, after a time,

“You think?” exclaimed Mr. Deane,
eagerly.

Mr. Merchon nodded.

“Yes; I'm ready to make a company

of it. But you must put something in-

!

to it. They'll expect that.”

Mr. Deane’s face fell.

“Let me tell you how I am placed,”
he said, with a suppressed excitement.
“I have a small independence which
produces an income—a narrow income
—on which we live.”

Mr. Mershon nodded.

“I understand. But that's enough
I'll show you the way to realize a suf-
ficlent sum to back this thing. Leave
it to me. I'll work it for you. As you
say, there’s a fortune in this idea of
yours.”

“My dear sir, there is incalculable
wealth!” interjected Mr. Deane.

“Quite so,” said Mr. Mershon, with
a scarcely concealed sneer. “You leave
it to me. You may have heard me tell-
ing your daughter about the large
sums I have made out of limited com-
panies? It's my forte, my line. You

leave it to me. I'll take care of those.

drawings.”

“You understand—you are quite
sure you understand?’ said Mr.
Deane, feverishly.

“Oh, I quite understand. Shall we
join the ladies, Mr. Robert?” said Mr.
Mershon.

They went into the drawing-room,
and Mr. Mershon, with a sharp glance
at Mrs.. Sherborne, who was bending
over some embroidery, went up to De-
cima. .

“Will you play or sing for us, Miss ,

(To -be continued.)

i
Dean?” he said. '
|
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Some men are so credulous that they
actually believe that a woman carries
a pink parasol in order to keep off
the sun, wears a one-pilece bathing-
suit to swim in, and smiles because
she is happy.
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now especially, you want the best possible

Stanfield’s.

We carry the largest stocks! We seli
|l at the Lowest Prices ! That is why

| “They All Go to BLAIR'S
For Stanfield's,”

HENRY BLA
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"The weather is getting cooler. You

value for your money. The best value .
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uidow Blass.

On Spot:

600 Boxes

Sizes : 8 x 10 to 24 x 24,
Book Early.
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Hams & Elliott, Ltd.

Wholesale Hardware Dealers.
‘McBride’s Cove.
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“BEST IN THE WORLD.”

Sold ;- all reliable dealers. Fully guaran-
teed by

PARKER & MONROE, L4

SOLE AGENTS.
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Clearance Sale of Pianos, Organs and
~Musical Instruments.

1 Second-hand Uprigkt Piano in fine con-
dition .. ..

1 Cabinet Player, to fit any plano with
30 rolls.. i
Diano Case 6 Octave Organs “each. .

.$300.00

85.00
125.00

1 Plano Case 6 Octave Organ in fine oak
case .

5 . 150.00
1 Bell Organ, 5 octaves, with hlgh top

75.00
35.00

3 Clarionets, 2 in B flat and 1 in A, each

1 Slide Trombone by Fischer, New York

1 Cornet by Fischer, New York . :

1 Banjo-Mandeline with case .. ..

3 Genuir : Hawaiian Ukeleles, with case
and tutor, each .

3 Genuine Hawaiian Gmtars, with case
and tutor, each .. ... % .

1 Muir Violin .. ..

1 Automatic Accordeon with 6 records

Musician’s Supply Co.

Royal Stores Furniture, St. John’s.

50.00
50.00
35.00

20.00
40.00
30.00

25.00

DUCKWORTH STREET.
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Nallonal 011 Producls Co.,

Office:

Buyers of—

- COD OIL,
SEAL OIL,
WHALE OIL.

ARTHUR EBSARY, Manager.
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Great Clearance Sale ! '

Our entire stock of

| READYMADES, BOOTS & SHOES, MANTLES, MILLINERY

and GENERAL DRY GOODS

at Sacrifice Prices. S weeping reductions in every de-

nt. Terms of Sale strict Iy cash. No approbation. -

WILLIAM FREW, Water St.

: i o) e i el
'We are selling Salt at lowest prices delivered to schooner,
or ex our Water Street Stores.

COAL!

All our eoal is now sold, but we will have a small cargo in

“

MODERN
FOUNTAIN PENS !

3 “A A. WATERMAN -

Im the thing for boys and girls at school. Handy,
Clean, Re:liable. Always ready for use... Prices ranging
from $1.50 to $8.50
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