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Loyalty Recompensed

CHAPTER III.

Gaunt’s celf-restraint seemed to fall
him at this point, and he broke in
with scarcely repressed passion:

“I discovered that the woman 1 had
married was an adventuress—a woman
who—""'

“pPardon!” said Morgan Thorpe, soft-
ly, sweetly. “Remember I am her bro-
ther, and spare me! Do not let us in-
dulge in recriminations; it is child-
ish, useless. Let us say that you dis-
covered that there was such incom-
patibility of temper that you found it
impossible to live with her. Shall we
put it in that way?”

Lord Gaunt made no response, and
the soft and musical voice went on.

“One day you left your wife, your
bride—my dear fellow, how could you

be so heartless?—with the intimation |
that you did not intend to return. She |
| Lord Gaunt—Baron of

was heart-broken, desolate! Not even
the addendum 'to your letter which in-
formed her that a liberal allowance
would be made to her while she re-
frained from molesting you, consolad
her. Alas, she loved you!”

Lord Gaunt moved slightly, and a
grim smile played upon his lips for a
moment, to be followed by the set
sternness which had dominated his ex-
pression hitherto.

“She loved you. She charged me with
the task of following and finding you.
I, as her devoted brother, accepted that
task. My dear Barnard, these Turk-
ish cigarettes of yours are dry—very
dry.”

Lord Gaunt went to the sideboard
and got out a spirit-case and a siphon,
and placed them on the table.

“Wwill you not join me?” asked
Thorpe. “No? Well, I am doing all the
talking, and talking is thirsty work.”

He sipped the beverage with slow,
exasperating slowness, and Gaunt
watched him with a fierce, burning im-
patience. The man’s presence—his
voice, were an absolute torture.

“I commenced my search,” said Mor-
gan Thorpe. “I try, first, the south
of France. It is the winter, you will
remember; but nowhere do I find a
handsome man by the name of Barn-
ard—you are devilish good-looking,
you know, Barnard!—a hundred par-
dons, Lord Gaunt—and then I come to
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London. As well look for a needle in
a bundle of hay as look for & man in
this place. I like London; I love it, ex-
cepting when I am on the hunt for a
man. Then it is a beastly maze. At last,
one ‘day, to be particular—we must
speak by the card, as Hamlet says—
what & lot of Hamlets I have seen—I

happen actually to see yoy—you your-4

self—going into this very house.”

He laughed softly and blew the
smoke from his cigarette in a series
of rings; and watched them with lazy
interest and amusement as they floated
to the ceiling.

“I rang the bell and knocked, as
directed, and inquired for ‘Mr. Barn-
ard.” No one knew the pame. Then I
watched-again, and inquired again, and
described you. And*1 found that, in-
stead of ‘a plain, common ‘Mr. Barn-
ard,’ my sister—my dearly beloved
sister, for whom I would lay down my
life, had married no less a personage
than my Lord Gaunt!”

Gaunt took up a cigar from the man-
tel-shelf and lighted it; but after a
moment he threw it among the ferns
in the grate, and resumed his old at-
titude.

Morgan Thorpe turned on his side
into a more comfortable position.

“Yes; I found that my dear sister
had married no less a personage than
the United
Kingdom, Earl Gaunt of Ireland, Vis-
count Bascardine of Scotland, Lord-
Lieutenant of Downshire.”

Gaunt moved his hand spasmodical-
ly; but the soft, musical voice went on
with the even flow of a river.

“With residences in Devonshire andi
Scotland, a house in Park Lane and an
Italian palace on the banks of the
Arno.”

Gaunt turned from the fern-filled
fire-place, and strode across the room,
then came back to his old place and
attitude; and Morgan Thorpe still
watched him as the cat watches the
mouse when it ventures a despairing
run.

“This was the man who had married
my sister, and heartlessly abandoned
her. Lord Gaunt, baron, Scotch earl,
lord-lieutenant. In a word, a nobleman
of the highest rank, and worth—shall
we say a million of money?”

Gaunt took up a cigar again, and
lighted it with the stoicism of desper-
ation.

“Well,” he said, grimly, “having
made your discovery, what do you pro-
pose to do?”

Morgan Thorpe leaned back and
closed his eyes.

“An eminéntly pracﬁcal questlon"'
he murmured. “It is the question I
have been asking myself ever since I
have been here, my dear Barnard—

pardon, Lord Gaunt! Two courses arel

open to me, as a famous statesman !
might say. I might go to my sister—
the mourning bride, so to speak—and
acquaint her with. my discovery.
Whereupon she would, of course, has-
ten to England and claim her hus-
band. Ah, my dear Barnmard—pardon,
Gaunt-—-you have no conception of the
extent of the love our dear Laura
bears for you. She would claim her
husband and insist upon taking her
place in the world of rank and fashicn
which, as you know, she would adorn
so conspicuously.” He smiled up mock-
ingly at the white, strained face. “Aad
I have a very strong conviction that
she would make things hum, as our
cousins on the other side say.” He
closed his eyes and smiled as if at
some mental pictare. “The other
course, a8 the famous statesman would
say, which presented itself to me, was
one of caution and—er—reserve. No-
thing is more disagreeable than to
live with a person who is completely
uncongenial, and I felt that I should
be doing you a signal service if I were
to conceal your identity and where-
abouts from our dear Laura. In other
words, my friend, I felt that I should
be proving the warm affection I cher-
ish for you if I were to say nothlng
about my discovery

Gaunt raised his head.

“You would betray * her
you?” he said.

Morgan Thorpe smiled and shrug-
ged his shoulders—shrugged them so
hard that he displaced -the -cushicns
and had to rearrange them before re-
plying.

“As to that, what is confidence and
what is betraying it? Ethical questiors
m iy dear Gaunt.”
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to wluz '!'cu‘nil him. Come to London;
the Metropole,” and she will be here
in less than thirty-six hours.”

Gaunt sunk into a chair, then stood
up again, as it reluctant to show any
sign of weariness.

“On the other hand,” continuad Mor-
gan Thorpe, “I have only to write:
‘Can not find him; believe he has leit
the country,’ and she will remain at
that God-forsaken hole—or go to
Paris.”

Gaunt looked at him steadily.

“If she came, she would not find me
here,” he said. “I shall start for Afriea
in a few hours’ time.”

Morgan Thorpe shrugged his shoul-
ders and laughed softly.

“My dear Lord Gaunt, she would not
care whether she found you or not,
whether you were here or baking on
Africa’s burning sands, She would be
quite happy setting up her claim to
pe my Lady Gapnt, Baroness of Gaunt,
Countess_of Gaunt of Ireland, or Vis-
countess Bascardine of Seotland. That
would be quite enough amusement for
her.”

Gaunt went to a book-case and star-
ed at:ra line of books without seeing
them. Then he came back to the fire-
pldce.

“You mean to blackmail me,™ he
said, with" an awful calmness. “How
much do you want? Say as quickly
and shortly as you can—for my temper
is rough and I can scarcely hold my-
self in hand.”

“My dear~ Barnard!”
other.

Lord Gaunt sprung across the room
and seized him by the throat, and the
soft, mocking laughter ceased with
grotesque suddenness.

“How much, you devil?” he said be-
tween his teeth. “You and she have me
in your power; I know it. Name your
price!”

Then, ashamed of himself, he flung
the man from him and strode away,
his own face working, his lips livid,
as if it had been himself who had been
half choked.

Morgan Thorpe, struggling
br}aath felt his throat tenderly.

“What—what a savage you are!” he
said, huskily. “No wonder my poor
sister—"

“Say no more!” broke in Gaunt,
with an ominous gesture. “Nothing
will induce me to acknowledge your
sister as my wife, and you know it.
Name your price—the price of your
silence!”

Morgan Thorpe stood up, and with
rather a shaky hand took a fresh
drink.

“You mean my price for concealing
your identity?” he said.

“For holding your tongue—yes,” he
said.

“Well,” drawled Thorpe, “suppose
we say a couple of thousand pounds?’

Gaunt looked at him with loathing
eyes for a moment; then he went to
his writing-table, unlocked a drawer,
and took out a check-book. He fillad
in the check, laid it on the table, and
pointed to it.

“That is for a thousand pounds,”
said. “I will pay you that every year
so long as I am unmolested by—"

“By your wife, Lady Gaunt,” said
Morgan Thorpe. “I agree. Leave the
matter to me, my dear Barnard—tush?’
'how the old name clings! I'll under-
take to keep her quiet. Now, shall we
. dine together—”

“For God’s sake, go!” he said, very
quietly, with the quietude of a man
goaded almost beyond the point of én-
durance. “Go before I do you any
harm!”

Morgan Thorpe looked at the white
tace with its veins standing out, at the
stalwart muscular figure with the
| strength of a Hercules, and laughed.

“My dear fellow, I only wanted to
| be friendly. But if you will not— Well!
So long!”
| He put his hat on with careful pre-
cision, adjusted his neck-tie in- the
Venetian mirror heéside the door, and
then held out his hand.

Gaunt looked at the hand, then rais-
ed his smoldering eyes to the mocking
blue one, and something in the lam-
bent fire of the eyes of the man he had
been torturing, prompted Morgan
Thorpe to make his exit without an
attempt at another turn of the rack.

“So long, dear boy!” he murmured,
and passed out.

(To be continued.)
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But just as effective for,
sunburn, cuts, bruises lnd
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mer scrapes.” Menthela-
tum soothes,cools and heals
gently, never harshly,
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" Stanfied's
Underwear!

The weather is getting cooler. You
want good warm wool underwear. And,

now especially, you want the best possible
value for your money. The best value is

Stanfield’s.

We carry the largest stocks! We sell
at the Lowest Prices! That is why

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

HENRY BLAIR.

OVERCOAT WEATHER

We are showing a Superior Line of Coatings in
Light and Dark patterns suitable for the chilly even-
ings, and have also received our. first shipment of
Winter Coatings, including a Superior Indigo Dye Blue
Nap of extra good quality.

As woollens are still advancing, we advise you to or-
der your Fall and Winter Suit and Overcoat now.

Prompt delivery and satisfaction guiranteed.

CHARLES J. ELLIS,

High Class Tailor, 302 Water Street.
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When You

Ex.$.S. “SACHEM,”
A Choice Selection of

Winter
Overcoatings.
J. J. STRANG.

Cleaned
CURRANTS!

NEW CROP.

Just Arrived One Pound Cartons.
For Lowest Price

W. A. MUNN,
Board of Trade Buildmg.

LADIES’ NEW COATS!

Our first shipment of Ladies’ Fall and Winter Coats now
ready for. your inspection.

Newest Shades and very latest Styles

to lelectfmm. All at our usually low range of ces. See
them Mlv 4 e
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"‘W the threepences: a chair belonging to the Queen which .
() match” was an or- played a tune when sat upon.

Break Your Glasses

and you have not got a second pair, you
naturally want to have them repaired
without any delay. This is where we can
be of service to you, by prompt and effi-
cient attention to all kinds of Eyeglass and
Spectacle repairs.

We Duplicate
Broken Lenses

and in most cases can do it same day as
left with us.

Mail orders given quick despatch.

T. J. DULEY, & Co., Ltd.

The Reliable Jewellers,
ST. JOHN’S, NFLD.

A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from

splendid variety of
British Woollens, cut by
an up-tn-date system
from the latest fashions,
moulded and made to §
vour shape by expert
workers, costs you no
more than the ordinary
hand-me-down. We al-’
ways keep our stocks
complete, and von are
assured a good selection.
Samples and style sheets
sent to any address.

ohn Maunder,

Tailor ‘and Clothier, 822-318 Duckworth Streel
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