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CHAPTER XIIL

“No; the thahks should Seme ffom
me.”

Bobby sunig his praises all the way
home. According to him, there never
had been a man like Lord Gaunt.

She saw him every day. Sometimes
he came up to The Woodbines. He
would sit in the ivy-grown pofch or
walk about the old-fashioned garden
with Decima beside him. Sometimes
they would meet in the Vvillage, and
he would go round and look on at the
demolition of the picturesque and uh-
healthy cottages, with Decima beside
him, and they would talk over the
architect’s plans. He left- everything
to her and Bright—whith meant her
alone, for Bright was simply guided
and directed by her.

Sometimes she and Bobby went to
the Hall; and then Gaunt was at his
best. No more -delightful host could
be imagined. There was & charm about |
the man which, alas! many women
had felt and yielded to; and all that
charn was exerted for Decima, for
the innocent girl who never suspectéd
for a moment the feellng that was
growing up within the man’s heart.

When she woke in the morning her
first thought was of him-—of the plans
for the cottages, of the new schools,
of the proposed restoration, of the dear
old church. When she met him—and
every day it seemed that she was fat-
ed to meet him—something; & sudden
well of pleasure, gushed up n” her
héart. She thought of everything he
said, remembered every story of his
solitary hunting days; she led him on,
with childish cunning, to talk of him-
self—to recount some of his wonder-
ful adventures. This man, against
whom she had been warned, had en-
tered into her life. To her he gradually.
became the noblest, the most unsel-
fish of men. Why there was nothing
she could ask him that he would not
do. He spent money .on the village
like water. It had been a Heaven-for-
saken place before he came; it was
now growing prosperous and flourish-
ing, with new cottages, new schools
in hand, and a church being rapidly
restored.

And it seemed that he cared for her
society—and Bobby’s—only. The coun-
try people had come down, its cohorts
all glittering with gold, to meet with a
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decified rebuff. THe Cattermoles, and
the Pettergills, the Bir Willlam this,
and Sir George that, had called, but
fatied to see Lord Gatint. He had ro-
turned thelr cards=but that was all.
The countfy was nonpluseéd and dis-
gatisfied; bat Lord Gaunt did not seem
to care. He 1ived 4 solitary life at the
Hall, and saw 20 oneé but Bright and
the Deanes.

One day he rode up to The Wood-
bines on Nero, leading & handsome
half-thoroughbred. There Was a lady's
saddle on her, and when Decima came
down to the gaté ARd stared at him
with wide-open eyes, Gaunt sald, quiet-
1y!

“Just bought hef. Do you liké her?
Get your habit on.”

“But—" said Decima,
Horse wistfully.

“But .me no but#,” he said, with a
smile. "I'vé been 100king out for a
horse for you for weeks past. This one
is all right, as I think you will say.
Don’t be longer than you oas help.”

She had learhied to 6bey him, and
she hesitated only a moment; then she
ran withotit & werd. It had come to
this. In a very few minutes she reap-
peared in her habit; and he lifted her
into theé saddle. The color bloomed in
her cheeks; her pufe eyes gréew dark
and brilliant; joy welled up {h het
heart. :

“Yes,” she sald, after they had gohe
half & mile or so and he had kept close
watch over her, “you can ride.”

“Oh, yes,” sald Decima. “Aunt Pau-
line had me taught. She said that every
lady should know how to ride, just
as she should know how t6 play the
piane and dance. What & beautiful
creature it i18? Why did you take the
trouble to get it for me? Why are you
always so kind to me?”

He looked at her, then turfied his
eyes away from her. Her very unc¢on-
sciousness hurt him.

“You merit Some amusemént,” he
said. “What with architect’s plans,
and builder’s estimates, you were in
danger of beéing over-worked. Afe you
happy?” he asked, suddenly.

She looked at him, and her eyes—
violet now-—met his innocently.

“Quite—quite happy,” shé said.

eying the

They rode through the village and |

over the moor beyond, and Gaunt still
kept a watchful eye upon the mare.

He glanced at her lovely face, with
the color of a blush-rose on her ¢cheeks,
the light of joy and happiness in her
eyes, and his lips grew tight and com-
pressed.

On their way homeward they came
to a field with a thorn-hedge, and De-
cima looked at the latter wistfully.

“Can she jump?’ she asked. “Aunt
Pauline would never let me jump; but
I have always longed to do it. May I
try?”

“She can jump,” he said. “Try her,
but be careful.”

He led the way over a bit of timber
in the hedge, and Decima followed. It
is very likely that she pulled the
young mare; anyway, she made a false
step, and Decima would have fallen;
but Gaunt was close beside her and
caught her. :

He held her in his arms for a sec-
ond; it was gcarcely longer that her
head rested against his heart.

It was but a moment of time; but
her heart had beaten against his, his
lips had almost touched her cheek.

He went very white, and his face
grew stern and set while the moment
lasted; but Decima recovered her seat
with a laugh, with the unconscious
laugh of a child. She had not seen his
face, and not known how mnear
lips had been. g

.“Nearly off?”” she exclaimed. “But
it was my fault. Let me try her again?’

“No, no!” he said, almost flercely.
“I will ride her for a day or two first
—I1 will show you.” He could scarcely
speak, and he turned his head away.

Hé was almost silent on the way

home. A groom was waiting at The
‘Woodbines and took the mare from
‘her, and Gaunt rode home slowly, He
went straight to his study and lighted
a cigar. He could feet the lithe grace-
ful figure still in -his arms, still feel

Now, there has been no &ttempt in

this history to whitéwash Lord Gaumt,
or even to-make eXtuses fof him. He
wes dot & good fukn; heé had been
guilty of excesses which no good mean
ever commits; but he was.not bad at
heart. Until the great mistakes of his
life, he had steered the stfaight cotrse
of Virtue on life’s rough way; and he
bhad been driven to the wide road
which lsadsth to destruction by mis-
ery and despair,
) But sines he had come to Leafmore
a ¢hange had taken place in the mili
The old lite of dissipation had sad-
denly grown hidsous to him; at #0
timie, even When ifi the véry midst of
it, had it been particularly enjoyable.
ffe had played high, and cared litle
‘Whether 18 wont of lost; he had mow
ed in a fast set whose motto is “Love
and Laughter;® but love had not eh-
ticed him, and laughter—well, fow
mén had seen Lord Gaunt laugh of
late years. Then he come to Leafmore,
weary of everything, 6f the foollsh
talk, the hollow laughter of the fast
gét, of life itself. And he had met &
yoting girl—a girl as innocent as &
chili—and everything had bécoms
changed to him.

fife had regained its savor: Eofes
thing like peace—aiid yet a peacs full
of wistfulness—had fallen upon him,
and he had begun to forget—actually
to forgét—the past made so bitter by
the great mistake.

He had been changing unconscious-
1y; had not known, realized, what it
wab that was working the transforma-
tion.

But he knew now. And he sat with
his head bent and his eyes covered,
afd faced the thing. For Gaunt, though
not a good man, was no fool and no
coward. He had got to face it.

He placed the whole case before
him, 80 to Speak, and tried to regard
it ealmly and judicially.

He was in love with Decima Deane.
He,; years older than she—and a mar-
ried man! -

He wiped the sweat from his face
with an unsteady hand. It sesmed ridi-
cilous and absurd; but there it was,
and all the ridicule he ¢ould pouf o6n
it would, not quench or drown the
trtith. He tried to laugh as he thought
of the difference in age, of the bond
that held and galled him; but the
laugh rang hollow and unsatisfactory.

He loved her. And he knew that it
was the first real love of his life. The
fancy for the woman who bore his
name had been a fancy only, and had
died; changed, rather, to contempt
ahd loathing. He had never really
loved until he had met Decima. And
the girl was everything in the world
to him. Life, hope, joy.

Her face rose before hith as he sat
and thought. The sweet, girlish face
with its blue and ever-changing eyes,
its mobile mouth and its bright and
innocent smile, the soft brown hair
clustering in tendrils on her white
brow. Her voice with its innocent tone

Innocent! Yes, she was innocent; so
child-like, that she did not guess how
it was with him. He was not a good
man; but he thanked God that she did
not know that—she must never know.

He must go away, go away at once.
He rose, stung to movement by the re-
solve, and almost grodaned. A shudder
ran though him as he thought of re-
turning to the world, of going away
from the sight of her face, the sound
of her voice. They were life to him,
and his days without them would be
shadowed by the darkness of a death
in life.

Need he go? She did not know,
guess, of his love for her. He would
keep a close watch and guard over
every look and word. Why should he
not have the consolation of being near
her? She had been like a guardian
angel to him; she had, all innocently
and unconsciously, led him out of the
dark forest of despair and gloom to
higher and brighter lands. She had
been his saving angel. If he left her
he would slip back into the old life—
the old life he hated and loathed.

As he paced up and down with bent
head and hands tightly clinched, he '

tried to persuade himself that he [

should be content to be near her, to
see her occasionally; that he would
hope for, think of, nothing more.

(to be continued.)

A plum pudding salad is made with |

equal parts of candied cherries,
candied pineapple -and candicd orange
peal. Add Sultana raisins, crystal-
ized ginger and broken walnut meats.

HE America paved the
way for Big Ben’s suc-
cess. Thirty-four years ago
it was the only Westclox
alarm. It entered the field as
the unknown product of an
unknown maker and pushed
to the front on sheer merit.
Bringing out other West-
clox did not dim its success.
America still tops the sales
record.
Trim, this

alert, honest,

Factory: Peru, Illinois.

WESTERN CLOCK CO., LA SALLE, ILLINOIS, U. S. A.

Makers of Westclox: Big Ben, Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, Glo Ben, America, Sleep-Meter, Jack o’Lantern
In Canada: Western Clock Co,, Ltd., Peterborough, Ont,

America—trim, alert, honest

clock laid down a policy
which has stood the test of
time. A policy all Westclox
follow—==quality. |

We are proud of America

and of the construction prin-
ciple that America pioneered
which stands back of West.
clox success: needle-fine pivots
of polished steel that reduce
friction. W@estclox, on the dial
and tag is the mark of a faith-
ful timekeeper.

“The Extra Pair--Doubles the Wear.”

Suit with two pairs of pants will last twice as long as a suit
with one pair—that’s logical. For ordinarily the trousers
suit will wear out long before the coat; you discard the

t and buy a new suit, though the coat is still in splendid con-

We want you to get the maximum wear out of your clothes,

and for tha
“two pairs of pants.”

You want one of these two pants SUPERIOR Suits,
lqkll‘ common sense tell you so. Come up and get oneym

t reason we are making suits to your measure with

“The Extra Palr”
Doubles the Wear -
. And Cuts Your Oost-in Two.

ERIOR TAILORS CLOTH]

- 310 Water Street, one Flight Up.
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