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CHAPTER XVIII

On Lady Roborough’s right sat the
well-known Lord Ferndale. He was an
old friénd of hers, and accustomed to
speak to her with the freedom and
candor which are the privileges of
true friendship.

“Lord Gaunt is distinguishing him-
seft to-night,” he said in a voice in-
tended for her ear only, “What a fine
fellow he is!”

“Have you only just discovered
that?” she sald, with a smile.

“By George! he has not given me
much opportunity of doing so before
this!” he retorted. “The man has been
a dark horse, and has kept us at arm’s
length until now.”

“What a smile! I did not know that
a horse had arms!”

Heaughed.

“Seriously, I am delighted with him.
He is doing this to perfection. Why
doesn't ‘he marry and settle down
among us, like—like a Christian and
a county gentleman?”

Lady Roborough glanced at Gaunt'’s
Yace, as he bent toward the lady on his
Jeft with a pleasant, courtly smile.

“Why don’t you ask him himself?”
she said, dryly.

Lord Ferndale made a grimace.

“Why don’t I beard the lion in his
rden? Because I am afraid of his claws,
my dear Lady Roborough. Gaun’ts a
queer man to tackle, I should think;
and I'd ratheér ask any man that ques-
tion than him. By the way, who is that
lovely girl—child, I had ‘almost said,
sitting beside the dark little man—
fourth from the end of the table?”

“A Miss Deane,” said Lady Robor-
ough. .
“What, old Peter Deane’s daughter?
Really, how lovely she is! I never saw
a'more taking face.”

“Excepting Lady Ferndale’s,”
Lady Roborough, with a smile.

For there had been a romance in
Lord and ‘Lady Ferndale's lives, and
every one knew how devoted they were
to each other. He glanced at his still
young-looking wife and smiled.

“She is a beautiful girl,” he said,
meaning Decima. “She has that .(lnd
of face which—which—"

_—“Which plays havoc with. your
hearts,” said Lady Roborough, finish-
ing the sentence for him. “Yes, she
has. I was struck by it the momént 1
saw it; for we—old—women can ad-
mire a girl as ardently as you men
can. We have passed the envious and
jéalous stage, you see. I will introduce
her to you after dinner, and you can
make love to her. You always do to
every pretty girl, don’t you?”

1 do,” he said, with mock gravity.
“It’s the duty of every self-respecting
mén to make love to every preity
girl.”

There were others besides TLord
Ferndale who were attracted to De-
cima, and though Mr. Mershon sat sil-
ent and rather sullen, she found plenty
to talk to her.

.Every now and then Gaunt turned
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his eyes in her direction, and when he
did so, the smile died from his lips,
and a preoccupied and absent expres-
sion fell on his face. All the fire left
his eyes, and they grew sad and wist-
ful. Once, Decima, looking at him,
caught this expression, and something
stirred in her heart—what, she could
not have told; but it made her sad
and wistful also.

To her the dinner seemed intermin-

able. Course followed course in an|

endless chain. But presently a strain
of music was heard. Gaunt glanced
toward the door leading to the hall.

“I thought you would Ilike some
music,” he said, half apologetically.
“That’s the Hungarian Band.”

It was the one thing needed. The
men smiled, and leaned back in their
chairs, and the women tapped their
feet on the soft TurKey carpets in
time with the subdued silvery strains.

Decima glanced at Gaunt, and he
met her eyes.

“Are you pleased—satisfied?” he
seemed to say, and she smiled ap-
provingly at him.

At last Lady Roborough looked
round at the ladies, and rose, and they
filed out to the drawing-room.

Gaunt was near the door, and he op-
ened it for them. As Decima passed,
he stretched out his hand and touched
her arm. She felt the touch, and looked
at him. There was an infinite yearniog
in his eyes, a wistful sadness which
smote her, and it haunted her for some
minutes afterward.

As Gaunt went back to the men, he
passed his hand over his brow with
the gesture of a man who has to get
through an allotted task.

“Close up!” he said. “Ferndale, the
port is with you. Mr. Mershon, do you
prefer claret? It is there at your el-
bow.”

In an instant or so he was the per-
fect host again, and with a smile on
his lips, was encouraging the men to
drink. But all the time his thoughts
were with the little girl in the dove-
colored dress, and he hated the neces-
sity that kept him away from her; but
he played his part with comsummate
art, and talked and laughed as if he
were delighted with his company and
his position as host.

Meanwhile, Decima had found a
quiet corner of the drawing-room, and
had almost hidden -herself. In Lady
Pauline’s drawing-room she was some-
body of importance; but here, amidst
these county dames, in their gorgeous
dresses and diamonds, she felt her-
self a kind of nobody, and desired to
regain unnoticed. There was a small
cabinet of books near her, and she
took out a volume. It.chanced to be an
edition de luxe of a recent history of
travel, and as she turned over the
pages, she came upon a reference-to
Lord ‘Gauxnt. It seemed that the writer
regarded Lord Gaunt with .strong ad-
miration, and he spoke of his courage
and spirit’ with enthusiasm. Decima’s
eyes glowed, and the ‘color rose to her
face. It was strange that she, should
have happened upon that book of all
others; it seemed as if, at no moment
of her life, Lord Gaunt could be absent
from her thoughts. As she was reading,
Lady Roborough came up.

“I have been lobking for you, my
dear,” she said, with (hat kindly
familiarity which an clderly woman
of the world can use toward a young
girl. *1 have been hearing your praises
sung..The vicar—-what a dear old man
he is!—has been telling me of your
goodness to the village people, And
he says, too, that it is you who have
transformed Leafmore from a dingy
‘old housc to what it is.”

Decima flushed slightly, but her

1 clear eyes met Lady Roborough’s

franly.

*OR, no, no!” she said;
ed.”

Lady Roborough smiled at her ap-
provingly, for Decima’s modesty pleas-
ed here.

“Rather more than hclped, my dear,
if all they say is true; and I think it
Is. But why are you sitting here like
a little puss in the corner? Won't you
come and sing or play for us?”

Decima looked round reluctantly.

us,. but lhe felt that

“T only help-

of her daughter, and the involuntary,
girlish burst of admiration touched
her.

“Thank you, Miss Deane,” she said,
smiling down at her,
genuine tribute, and I am grateful, I
am her mother, you see!”

Decima smiléd up at her as if she

Ferndale sat down and talked to her.
Some one played a brilliant sonata,
and then Lady Roborough came up
and drew Decima’s hand through her
arm.

“Now you will sing to us, my dear?”
she said.

She led Decima to the piano, and
Decima looked up at her appealingly.

“I have so little voice,” she said;
“and after that grand one!”

But, simply and unaffectedly, she
sung oné of the ballads which Bobby
was so fond of listening to after din-
ner; and there must have been some-
thing in the voice which touched the
audience—and what an audience!—for
the uﬂklng ceased. While she was still
singing, the gentlemen came in; and
at the door they too stopped talking
and stood listening.

e r—————
CHAPTER XIX.

Caunt had entered almost last, and
he drew back so that he was quite be-
hind the others. His eyes went toward
the girlish figure at the piano, and
he held his breath for a moment as
his lips twitched. When she had fin-
ished, he went up to the piano and
stood beside her. It was the proper
thing for him to do, as host; but he
did not praise the song. “Thank you,”
~as all he said; and the words sound-
ed almost grim and stern. As she look-
ed up at him, she saw a deep line
across his brow, and that his lips were
tightly drawn. She looked down again
in an instant, a faint trouble at her
heart. Was he ill, unhappy? She won-
dered. A moment or two afterward
some of the other'men came round her
and began to talk, and Gaunt moved
away and went about the room.

Tea was served with due state and
ceremony; there was more singing and
playing; the room was filled with the
buzz of conversation. Gaunt moved
about with a kind of restlessness, and
suddenly he went into the hall. De-
cima heard the servants wheeling the
furniture about in it; then the band
began to play, and Gaunt came back
and went up to Lady Roborough and
said something.

She smiled and nodded, and address-
ing the .company generally, said:

“Lord Gaunt says that as the band
is here, why not dance?”

The ladies brightened up and mur-
mured a delighted assent, and in a
moment or two the dancing commenc-
ed.

Decima drew -back, for there were
more ladies than gentlemen, and she
did not expect tp have many partners;
but to her astonishment, several men
came to her with eager requests for
a dance.

Now, Gaunt had proposed the dance
that he might get a waltz with her;
and having seen the first waltz started,
he was making his way to her. Then
he saw that she was surrounded—and
by some of the younger men, and he
stopped short. The line deepened omn
his brow, and with a sigh he turned
aside and went and sat by Lady: Fern-
dale, as if he had no intention of danc-
ing.

Without watching him, Decima saw
him, and noticed the approach and
rétreat, and a little wave of disap-
pointment passed over her.

“I've been talking to that
girl,” said Lady Ferndale.

He looked straight before him.

“Which?’ he said, almost curtly.
“There are so many sweet girls, Lady
Ferndale.”

She laughed.

“How gallant! I mean Miss Deane.
She has quite won my heart, and I in-
tend to see more of her, if she will let
me.”

sweet

(To be continued.)

"DANDERINE"

Girls! Save Your Hair?
Make It Abundant!

Immediately ;fter a “Danderine”
massage, your hair takes on new life,

|'lustre and wo- drous beauty, appear- }ﬂl
ing twice as heavy and plentiful, be-{i

_cause each hair seems to fluf and
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“thicken. Don‘t let - - hair stay ;.
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You, too, vu.ntl of long, otront,
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understood what she felt;-and drawn |
toward her by her sympathy, Lady{.
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A SIMPLE DRESS FOR WORK OR
LEISURE.

Pattern 3094 cut in 7 Sizes: 34, 36,
38, 40, 4, 44 and2 46 inches bust meas-
ure is here shown. - For comfort, con-
venience and attraction, this model
has much to recommend it. The lines
are simple, and the garment may be
made for service, or as a ‘“porch” or
“afternoon” dress. Foulard, taffeta,
serge, gabardine, crepe de chine, voile
or poplin would be nice for a “dressy”
dress.- Developed as a work dress it
would look well in gingham, cham-
brey, linen, lawn or percale.

Size 38 requires 6% yards of 86
inch material. Width of Skirt at
lower edge is about 214 yards.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15c. i.
silver or stamps. 7

A POPULAR MODEL.

Pattern 2366 is” portrayed here. It
is cut in 7 Bizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42,
44 and 46 inches bust measure. A 38
inch size will require 4% yards of 40
inch material.

Braided serge or duvetyn would be
attractive for this style, or satin,
taffeta, tricotine, and velveteen. The
dress measures about 1% yard at the
foot.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 15
cents in silver or stamps.
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NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad-
m in price of paper, wages, etc.,
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Millgriown and Badger

By

A.N.D. COMPANY, Ltd

_for their Logging Operations.

Winter Wages Commencing November 1st, 1920

MILLERTOWN,
Good Lumbermen, - - $3.80 Per Day
 BADGER,
Bood Lumbermen, - $3.60 Per Day

Board will be supplied at the Company’s
Camps at $28.00 per month.

This is the best winter wage ever offered
in this ¢country for this class of work.

Why seek employment elsewhere when
such big earnings can be made in your own
country. "

Under our sub-contracting system keen
men can earn considerably higher wages cut-
ting pulpwood by the cord. Plenty of op-
portunity for good men to make big earnmgs
on this basis.

W e shall endeavor to give one and all the
utmost satisfaction.

Don’t hesitate! Goto Ba__ ger ¢
Mlllertown for your winter’s em-
ployment. Take the first train.
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