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CHAPTER XXIV,

“He has lost a great deal of money,
and at first we thought, we feared
that— But 'it does not matter now.”
Her voice was very still and subdued.
«J¢ is all over now, all put straight.”

" wwhy did you not tell me?” he be-
gan, almost fiercely. Then’ he stopped
as she looked at him with faint sur-
prise.

«] would have told you,” she said,
simply, not reproachfully, “but I did
not know where you were—no ome
knew.”

“No; that is true. Forgive me!” he
said, almost inaudibly. She had ‘been
in trouble, and in need of him, and
had not been able to come to him!
‘What a brute he had been!

“And you would have come to me?”
he said, rather huskily.

“yes,” she said, simply, but a little
timidly. “There was no one else, and
—and you are always so kind. You
would have told me what to do, advis-
ed me, would you not?”

“Yes,” he said, still more huskily,
«I would; God knows how gladly!”

“Thank you,” she said, and the
sweetness of her voice hurt him. “But
it does not matter now; it is all over.”

“I am glad,” he said, “and yet sorry,
that—that I hadn’t a hand in getting
rid of the trouble. Are you sure that
it is past—done with?”

“Yes, quite,” she said in the same
still voice. She put her hand up be-
fore her face as if the fire were burn-
ing it. He rose and took a Japanese
screen from the mantel-shelf—his
hand touched the portrait lying face
downward—and gave it to her; and
with a murmured thanks, she took it
and screened her face. Relentless
Time again broke the silence with his
sweeping scythe.

“How did your father come to lose
this money?’ asked Gaunt.

Decima turned her face as if her
thoughts had been wandering from
the subject. :

“1 don’t quite know. It was through
some speculation—something to do
with one of his inventions. Mr. Mer-
shon and he started a company, I
think.”

“Mershon!” Gaunt started and look-
ed at her earnestly. “Was he in it?
How did he—ah, I remember! And
your father lost his money? I can well
believe it! I don’t know much of Mr.
Mershon, but I should say—"

“Oh, hush!” she broke in, looking
up at him as if she dreaded the next
words. “You—you must not say—I
must not listen to—to anything against
him!”

Gaunt stopped and stared at her
with a frown.

“Why . not?’
rather.

The color rose to her face, then
left it pale again. She raised her eyes
to his with a world of sad resignation
in them.

‘“T am going to be his wife,” ahe said
in a low voice.

Gaunt did not move for a moment,

he said—demanded,

but sat like one suddenly turned to

stone. Then his face broke up, as it
were, and he rose and stood before her.
“Going—to—be—his wife!” he re-
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peated, hoc.rnly His own voice sound-
ed like a muffied. His own voice sound-
round with him. His love for her, his
jealousy, rose about him like a great
wave of fire, and swept over him,
scorching him as it passed. “You are
going to marry him?”

She looked up at him with a faint
wonder in her sad eyes.

“Yes” sho said, almost i{naudibly,
for hic face, his voice frightened her.
He turned from her and walked to
the end of the room. Then he came
back and stood over her, a tall figure
almost threatening in its aspect.
“Do—do you love him?”

She was silent, and his face grew
warker, fiercer.

“Answer me. You can answer me.
Yesg, or no?”

She rose, drawn to her feet by the
stress of his emotion and hers, an-
swering to it.

“No,” her lips formed.

He drew a long breath.

- “Then—then why—" He stopped as
if the words choked him.

She stood downcast and trembling.
“He—he helped us. We should have
been penniless—Bobby—"

He saw it all in an instant.

“My God!” broke from his strained
lips. “Child!”—he caught her in an
iron grip—“do you know—realize—
what it is you are doing? Marry Mer-
shon! You!”

His grasp hurt her; but she made no
attempt to release her arm as she look-
ed up at him piteously and with faint
surprise.

“Why—why are you so angry with
me?’ she faltered. “How could I help
it? He said that if—if I married him
he would pay this money, and—and
help Bobby. And—and I said ‘Yes,’ at
last. I could not have taken this money
from him without— He would not
have given it. And—and it does not
matter what becomes of me so that
they are safe and—and happy.”

His grasp tightened and she winc-
ed; but he was all unconscious of the
pain he was inflicting. His own agony
was too great. The thought that she
was to be the wife of another man—
and that man Mershon!—was rending
his heart in twain; every nerve was
stretched and strained on a rack. And
her admission that she did not love
the man increased the torture.

She looked up at him, at his set face
and gleaming eyes, with a questioning
terror.

“Why—why are you so angry; why
do you care so?’ she faltered.

A shudder ran through him, and the
set rigidity of his face relaxed meltad,
so to speak.

“Mr. God, child, don’t you know?”
he said, hoarsely.

In her innocence she drew a little
nearer to him.

“Is it because you—you like me, be-
cause we have been such friends that
you are so sorry for me?’ she said,
“Perhaps—"

She stopped and smiled, a woeful lit-
tle smile.

“Go on! Speak from your heart;
hide nothing from me!” he command-
ed, insisted, hoarsely.

“Perhaps if I had come to you and
—and told- you of our trouble you
would have married me,” she said,
simply. “I—I think you like me, Lord
Gaunt, And I could not have taken the
money unless—unless I had been your
wife, could I?”

A groan broke from his white lips.
Fate was too many for him. He had
fled from Temptation, but Temptation
is fleet of feet, and it had overtaken
him and had got him under its heel.
“Child!” he said in a slow, thick
voice, “don’'t you know? Haven't you
geen? Can you not guess? I love you!”
She shrunk—for even in him passion
startled and awed her.

“You love—"
“I love you!” His voice broke on
hers flercely. “I love you, Decima, I
bave loved you from the beginning. No
man ever loved any woman as I love
you. You are the life of my life, the
soul of my soul. Every thought is of
you. You hold my heart in the hollow
of your hands. It was because I loved
you passionately, madly, that I left
you, fled from you!”
Lord Gaunt stopped for breath, and
caught Decima’s other hand and grip-
ped it fast, as if he feared she would
be torn from him there and then.
Decima stood quite etill. She did not
dbrink from him; she was too over-
whelmed by the storm of his passion
to realize the meaning of his words.
Then slowly it came crushing down
upon her, caught her as if in an em-
brace, enveloped her like a sun-warm-
ed cloud.
. Her heart leaped, then beat heavily;
a:oybevonduupomrotpoor mortal
to limn, suffused her. -
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All in an instant & veil seemed to| I¥:

born joy, delight.-But all she did was
to gagze up at him as the devotee gazes
upward at his god, the god which had
power to deal out misery or joy un-
speakable.
“You—love—me!™ lhonu. uncon-
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that clung to him despairingly.

“I love you!” he said. “You are just
life to me! Decima, if you had not been
as innocent as g child, yeu would have
known it! m look back! Do you
remember nothing? have you seen no-
thing? Why was I always with' you—
why did I stay at Leafmore—why did
I do all, everything you wanted? Do
men act like that unless they are in
love? See!” He thrust his hand in his
bosom and dragged out the ribbon
which had fallen from her hair. “I
have worn this next my heart day
énd night. Sleeping or walking, it has
never left me. You had worn it.”

The blood rushed to her face, her
eyes glowed with a pure.pualon, and
she drew still nearer to him.

His arm went round her waist, and
he crushed her against his heart, and
for the last time—the first time!—his
lips sought hers and kissed her.

She did not shrink, but lay in his
embrace, her- face upturned, flower-
like, to his kisses.

“You are the whole wide world to
me!” he said, hoarsely. “Life 1is not
worth “having without you. I can not
live without you. I thought I could. I
have tried—but-you see, you know—I
can not! Decima, child, my dearest,
tell me! Tell me! Do you love me?”

She looked up at him, and the look
sent' a hot wave over him. Her lips
parted, but for a moment no words
would come. Then she said, in a faint
whisper which thrilled him:

“I love you!”™

“Decima!”

She hid her face against his heart
for a moment, then she raised her
eyes to his.

“Yes; I know now! How—how
stupid—how ignorant I was! I—I must
have loved you all through—from the
very first!”

He bent and kissed her hair pas-
sionately yet reverently. Her avowal
of love awed him. It was ag if he had
suddenly penetrated the sanctum,
sanctorum, the holy of holies of some
shrine. Her innocence cried aloud to
him.

But his passion deafened him.

“Decima, since the day we met at
Leafmore, I have loved you. Day by
day that love has grown until it has
become the master-passion of my life!
I have struggled with and fought
against it, but Fate and circumstances
have been too many for me. You know
the truth now, a.nd—and I am not
sorry.”

“Sorry! Why should you be?” she
said; and love lent a sweeter music
to her voice, so that he paused and
listened before replying.

“I am not sorry! For us nothing
matters, nothing is of consequence
but our love. Nothing, no none, shal’
separate us, Decima!”

She smiled up at him, and her han<
stole to his face with a womanly touc)
which thrilled him.

“No!” she said. Then she started
| “But—but Mr. Mershon! I have giver
my word—my promise!” Her facr
grew grave and fearful. .Gaunt laugh
ed slowly—a laugh of scorn and de-
flance.

“A word wrung from you—cozenad
by an artful scheme!” he said. “What
does it amount to? He—he bought
bribed you! Bah! I buy, bribe you!
I'll do all he offered.” He laughed, and
pressed her to him. “And I buy with
love, love, love! My child, do you know
now what you were about to do—to
marry a man you did not love?”

“Yes,” she said, and a shudder shook
her, so that she clung tighter to him
“I know now! Oh, how could I!”

“How could you!” - he exclaimed.
with a desperate, reckless laugh. “Buf
that is all over, finished with, dearest.
It is I—I—I whom you love! Are you
glad, Decima? Tell me!”

(To be continued.)

GENUINE | ASPIRIN
HAS “BAYER CROSS”

Tablets - without ‘‘Bayer Cross”
are not Aspirin at al
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Get genuine “Bayer Tablets of As-
pirin” in a “Bayer” package, plainly
marked with the safety “Bayer
Cross.”

Genuine “Bayer Tablets of As-
i American Company.  No- German
an erican Company. No

interest whatever, all rights ¥ being
purchased from the United States
Government.
During the war, acid imitations
were sold as Aspirin iz pill boxes and
various' other containers, The “Bay-
er Cross” is your only way of know-
ing that you are getting genuine
Aspirin, proved safe by millions for

Headache, Colds, Rheum;
bago, Neuritis, and for Pain mnul::

lar,

er slzod “Bayer” packages can be
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Our Showrooms are crammed with -
the very things your rooms are
needing. Everything for walls and

as the Furniture ltself.

Call and ask to see what you require’
in our store, you are always welcome
here, and you are never importuned
to buy, but—if you do buy you can
be quite sure of complete satisfae-
tion, both as regards quality and

U. S. Picture & Portrait Co.

nght and Dark patterns

OVERCOAT WEATHER.

We are showing a Superior Line of Coatings in

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.
Ag woollens are still advancing, we advise you to or-
der your Fall ‘and Winter Suit and Overcoat now.
"Prompt delivery and satisfaction guaranteed.

feb28,tu,th,s,tf

CHARLES J. ELLIS,

High Class Tailor, 302 Water Street. '

600D GROCERIES

at LOWEST PRICES!

Choice Barbados Sugar, 20c. per pound.
Finest Quality Green Peas, 10c. pound.
Magic Baking Powder, 1 Ib. tins, 48c.
Gold Seal Baking Powder, 1 Ib. tins, 35c.
Safety Matches, $1.30 per gross.

TEA/!
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Choice Ceylon Br. Orange
Pekoe—20, 10 and 5
Ib. boxes, at 50c. 1b.

This Tea is of really

value at 60c.

good quality and is good.

Taylor’s Pearl Cecoa, 48c

Freeman’s Custard Pow-
der, 10c. tin.

Sunmaid Raisins, 30c¢. 1b.

Morton’s Pickles & Chow
Chow, large bottles,
65¢c. each.

Orange Pulp, 10 lb. tins,
for $2.00.

California Egg Plums,
214’s, 45¢. tin.

promptly

Eno’s Fruit Salt, 85¢. bottle.
Tasteless Cod Liver Qil, Na Dru Coylge. size, 90¢
Sloan’s Liniment, 40c. bottle.
Fellow’s Compound Syrup, large size, $1.50.
Fellow’s Compound Syrup, small size, $1.05.
Beecham’s Pills, 22¢. box.

Mail orders, with remittance, despatched
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Will it Wear?

This is a question that the eco.
nomical woman.must needs ask about
all her clothes.

When she. asks it about a Corset,
we answer confidently: It will in-
deed!—if it is a

Warner’s
Rust-Proof
Corset.

It will wear longer than you
thought possible and it is “guaran-
teed not to rust, break or tear.”

. Prices from $3.60 pair up.

Bargain!

Last Spring.we received a small ship-
ment of BLUE SERGE too fine for Cos-
tumes. We are now selling same at cost,

$5.75 per yard.

This Serge is an ideal weight for
Ladies’ and Children’s Dresses. Only a
limited quantity, so come early and secure
a genuine bargain.

J. J. STRANG.
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Puseuen and Freight to and From North Sydney.

John's every Saturdsy at

deal round trip
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or

teamer SABLE I. sailing every Tuesday, at 10 from St. Johti’s, New-
toundland, to North Sydomy direct, and Tetarning from North Bydney tn Bt

mm class mnnxw .eeommodstion, 36 hours at n‘.
er vacation, o,
May to Dmbor (inclusive).

to St. John’s, Nfid., should be routed: g
2 E Farguhar’s

mq‘oudoltrd:ht from St. John's to any point in Canada nited
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STEAMSHIP DEPARTMENT, &%
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To My Customers and the Trade
Generally

I wish to say that I am about to remove my ofﬁceé
from the Oke Building to

406 Water St.,

and will welcome those who are desirous of interview-
ing me at this address after November 15th.

C. A. HUBLEY,

“Ianufacturers’ Agent & Consulting Engineer.
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