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The 0ld Marquis ;

The Girl of the Cloisters

CHAPTER X.
“HE MAY BE WON YET,”

“Indeed! What was her name?
As she spoke, she bent her eyes upon
him, with seeming carelessness, but,
in reality, with keenest scrutiny.

. “Her ‘name,” he said, trying to
speak with polite indifference, “is Le-
Ia Temple.”

She remembered in a moment,

appeared as if trying to do so.
. “Lela—pretty name—Temple! I
don’t think—ah, yes, I remember. She
wag w school-fellow of mine! A
ratker short and plain, but very pleas»
ant girl—"

“No, no!™ he said,” distinetly blush-~
Jag now. “You have confused Ler
with some other girl. She is rather
jall, and—and beautiful.”

“Yes, ¥98, Fou are right,” she said,
“F remember! How stupid of me!
Why, “we were great friends at
gchool, and swore an eternal friend-
ship, which lasted just a week! I
am so glad she has not forgotten
me! Is she in town?” :

" More sorry than ever that he had
gpoken, he answered:

ii“No. I met her in the country—in
Berkshive. ™

§§“§n Ber}'{shire! How kind of you
to. come-bere to-night, after such a
jeméi.}'

;‘A‘ couple of hours,” he said,
ll’ééghmg. “It'is mot much of a jour-
ney from Faneworth.”

He had told her all she wanted to
know in those few sentences; there
was a light in her eyes, as she aross,
and she paused before turning away
to her mother, who had beckoned
her.

“You are, evidently, so good-
natured, Lord Fame,” she said, “that

but

I am tempted to take a lady’'s advan-!

tage—"

He arose, and stood looking at her,
with his brave, honest eyes.

“Y don’'t understand. If there is
anything I can do—" he said.

“Well, there is,” she answerod.
“The fact is, my mother and I are
alone—I mean, we have no gemtieman
at our beck and call, or to advise us,
and just now we want advice badly,”

He smiled, and looked distressed.

B

', genmine interest, “I'm no use in the.
 world. My cousip, Clifford Revel, is

‘| Lord Fame. My mother is anxious

: Revel eame up to him.

T

. “If s business” he said, with-

the man, TNl fetch him for you.”
She put her hand
with a smile, not of contempt, dut of

nature.

“Thanks, it s not buainess; or,
rather, it is business which yeu do
understand, or else people give you
more credit than you deserve.”

“They could easily do . that!™ he
said, still waiting most eagerly.

“That was very nicely said,” she
laughed. “But this is the business,

about a horse I have bought—"

His face brightened,

“Oh, it it's &  horse!* he saud,
“Well 1™

“My mother is afraid of it. and
wants me to share her fear, and get
rid of the animal. But I'm not afraid
at all®—he looked at her.  heautiful
face, apd the olear, black eyes, and
thought that, indeed, it must bhe a
wild horse of Tartary to inspire fear
in her heart—“not at all. Now, would
you mind—it is a shame to tromdle
you—would you mind looking at it
to-morrow

“1 ghall be delighted!” he said;
then his face fell for one moment.
To-morrow! and he meant to be at
Lela's side to-morrow!

“You are sure it is not troubling
you unwarrantably? she murmured.

“I shall be delighted,” he repeatad.
“Where can I see him?”

She hesitated.

“Perhaps, if quite convenient, ynu
wouldn't mind seeing him in the
park? I always take a gallop twice a
day, before breakfast and after
lunch ¥’

“I'l come after—"

“To lunch, will you, please?
said, so meekly and winningly that,
coming from her, so majestic and su-
perb, he felt confused.

“Thanks; I will come,” he said.

She swept him a bow of gratitude,
with queenly grace, and went across
the room, her ruby satin shining
bthrough the old lace like a glowing
fire.

Lord Edgar-watched -her as she
swept across ;the room, and thought,
as he did so, that he had naver seen
a more queenly figiire, a more im-
perial gait, Her beauty, her manner,
her veoice, the gleam of her dark—
there are no black eyes, go artists
say—eyes impressed him as no eyes
had ever impressed him before. Ile
thought of Lela even at the moment
with the tenderest love; there was
nothing of love, of anything ap-
proaching it, in the impression crea-
ted by this superb creature, but thore
was something—a vague feeling of
having been influenced—that pos-
sessed him.

He was still watching her as she
moved about the room, stopping to
talk to one and another of the guests,
always with the porfect grace which
had so struck him, when Clifford

gshe

“Well,” he said, in his lf)w, distinct
voice, “are you bored to death, Ed-
gar?”

Lord Edgar started.

“Bored? No! Clifford, what a
splendid creature that is!”

Clifford Revel looked across the
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creature, and Lord Edgar broke out
Yith his usual impatience -and im-
petuosity:

“Miss Drayton, I mean!®

“Oh, Miss Drayton! Yes," asgent-
ed Clifford.- “Yes, she is very much
admired.”

“Admired! ‘You speak as {f she
were a statue or a - painting!” said
Lord Edgar, almost indignantly.

Clifford Revel looked down at him,
with his impassive smile.

“You speak as if you were in love
with her.”

“17” exclaimed Lord Edgar, color-
ipe.

“There {s nothing to be ashamed
ot remarked Clifford Revel, with
suppressed bitterness. “Every one is
in love with her. There isn’t a more
beautiful woman in London.”

“In London—yes, I dare say,® as-|

gented Lord Edgar, warmly,

“And in the country, too,” sad
Clifford Revel, carelessly, but bend-
ing his keen glance on the frank face.

“Anyway, there is no chance for you,:

dear boy. Half London is at her fest,
and you come too late.”

Lord Edgar laughed.

“I didn't come at all,” he sald;
late
Hadn't we better

“and speaking of
that we are late.
gao?”’

Clifford Revel glanced at the time.
piece on the mantel-shelf, and nodded.

“Yes,” he said, “whenever you are
ready.”

Lord Edgar arose to make  his
adieus, but Clifford Revel stopped
him.

“You can go without saying ‘good-
night,’ ” he said. “It is not usual on
these informal occasions.”

Lord BEdgar hesitated, and, as he
stood, Edith Drayton moved to the
piano.

Half a dozen men battled in a po-
lite way for the homor of/ escortiag
her and turning over the music, but
she seemed to disregard them all, and
glanced across_the room toward the

two cousins,

Clifford Revel moved forward, but

Lord Edgar ‘was before him, and
strode to the piano.

“Are you going to sing?”

“If you like,” she said, with an em-
phasis on the “you.”

Yes, please,” he answered, frank-
1y.

She turned over . the musie, / and,
with an air of negligence, chose &
song and siruck the opening chords,

Lord Edgar hent over the piano,
hoping in his inmost heart that be
should turn over at the right place.

She glanced up at him, with a
st:nlle. as if she were singing to him,
and began.

She had a beautiful voice, which
sixo had, by incessant pracuca.‘ tran-

ed to perfection; and Lord Bdgar, ”l

he stood and listened, thought he had
never—excepting that song of Lela's
which he had heard on the terrace—
heard a more beautiful song.

Her eyes—he watched them as she
sang—seemed to grow softer and
more luminous, and, when she had
finished, amid the quiet hum-ef apw
plause, his frank, outright voice arose
ahove the rest.

“Thanks, thanks!” he said, “What

-] a beautiful voice you have! Thanks!”

Clifford Revel stcod on the other
gide, and did not utter a word. e
looked at his watch, and touched Bd-
gar on the 'shouldex..

“It is time to go,” he said, in &
whisper. ot
_ Lord Bdgar strode across the room
to Mrs. Drayton, ©-0 L
“I've had a most e ble

balf

reminds e v

he said, |

_’

*T am coming tomorrow,” he- said,
with a smile. “Thank you for asking
Then he went back to the plaso,
“where Edith Drayton still sat, aad
held out his hand.

“Good-by for the present,” he lﬂ(!
*Tll logk at the horse in the morn-
ing.”

She gave him her hand; it was bs
firm and white as a statue's, and yot
seemed to gprow warm within kLis

Ml. s

And l‘lu Clifferd Revel's  turn
came. gt

Bending over her, he murmured his
good-night.

“I hope the savage has amused
you?” he whispered.

“Very much, indeed,” she replied,
and the two men went ‘out, side by
side. It seemed the signgl for dis-
persion, and ong by ome the guests
made their pdieus, so that the mother
and daughter remained alone.

“Well? said Mrs. Drayton, comipg
across to the piano, with her weary
step.

Her daughter looked straight be-
fore her.

“What do you mean by ‘well,’
mother?” she asked,

“Well, what do you think of him?™
asked Mrs. Drayton, anxiously.

“Of Lord Fane? I think,” replied
Edith, touching the keys so seftly that
they did not sound, “that he is a
harder puzzle than I contemplated,
mother,”

“Harder ™

“Yes. Clifford Revel has always
described him as a sort of savage,
whereas he is not at all a savage; on
the contrary, he is a—man”

“What do you mean?®:
“I mean that he is a noble-siprited
young fellew, who is worthy any wo-
wman's' love—~even mine!”

“Bdith!™

“Yes, She pressed down the keys
in a silent chord. “Yes. He is as
handsome as a Greek statue, but it

& man; but he has more, When his
eyes meet ome's own, they seem so
(full of truth and manly hopesty that

ceit-—at least I do.”

“My dear Edith!”

She leoked straight before her, as
{if she were communing with hergelf,
'and struck a note now and agaip, “If
he were a poor man, untitled and
1 struggling in the world, he would be
worth wipning, But he is in love al-
ready,”

; "My dear Edith—how da yout know?
With whom ?”

| “With Lela Temple, an old school-
fallow, I remember her, She was
beautiful even as a girl. The sort of
beauty that wins s -man’s heart, at
first sight. 8he should be a happy
girl”

¢ “But—but how do you know? Who
told you?” demanded Mrs. Drayten,
with weary impatience and wonder.

i “I know, because he told me; he
. did not say in so many words, ‘I love
{ Lela Temple,' but he blushed when he
mentionsd her pame. 8he is living
 near his father's place, near Fane-
‘worth Abbey. He has seen her to-day
{ I know, I feel it! Yes, she is a happy
“girll®

“Then~—then—" gaid Mrs. Drayton
with a sigh of tired ' despair, “then
that is no use.”

Edith Drayton struck
daintily.

“I don't know!™

“You don't know, my dear Edith?
If the man is already in love!”

“He may be won yet; we shall sqe!
i Yes, he is a splendid tellow. 1If ever
‘there was & true man, it is he. If
ever there was a trme heart worlh
winning, it beats in his bosom.”

“My dear Edith, any one hearing
you talk would think you had fallen
in love with Lord Kghe!™ \

Silence for & moment, then the
!wh;” fingera glided over 'tbe keys
softly. : .

“Mother, you utter solemn truths at
random! In love with Lord Feume?
| For his sake, let us hope not. In
love with him? For my sake, let us
"hope not, ‘To-night, meaning to have
played with him, 1 may bave met my
fate! Yes, he must take cars -er
| what you say vo lightly may cowe to
pasc, and then—it will be war t3 the
the gir

~

a chord

i

is not that; I don't care for beauty in|

one feels a mass of falsehood and de-|
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2795—Here iz a slendid model for
lawn, organdie, dimity, nainsook, taf-
feta, or satin, The tucks on the
sleeve may be omitted, and the skirt
may be finished without the tunic.™

The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes; 12, 14
and 16 vears. Size 14 will réquire
4% yards of 36 inch material.’

A pattern of this illustration matl.
ed to any address on receipt of 10

BREAKFAST

2800—This style will be pretty and
attractive in lawn, percale, dimity,
dotted Swiss, nainsook, voile, or ging-
ham. The skirt is a two-piece. model.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34,
86, 38, 40, 43, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Sige 38 requires 4% yards
of 38 inch material. Width of skirt
at lower edge, is about 2 yards,

to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps,

No, ..

BISe 54 05 s 00 an 90 08 08 48

Address in fulli—
Namae ..

$9 89 8% s 80 89 P8 ae

Telepbone 806.

LONDON DIREGTORY,

(Published Annually)

enables traders throughbout the World
to communicate direct with Engllah
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides being
a complete commercial guide to Lon.
don and Suburbs, it contains ‘ists of
EXPORT MERCHANTS

with the goods they ship, and the Col-

‘onisl and Foregn Markeis they sup-

rly; slso :
PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES

ete., in the principal Provinclal Towns

Dealers saeking

cents in silver or stamps, ' .'

'.U iu;u ’.‘_,,J'Q;;

If You Require Anything j,

SILVER or BRASSWAR

call and inspect our stog
All new .goods just 0pengg
comprising :—

i CAKE BASKETS, .
CANDLE STICKS, TRAYy
JARDINIERS, b
CASSEROLES,

SALAD SETS,
WOOD BOXES, VASES,
COAL HODS, BON BOyg

S SRS S S

SMOKING STANDS,
UMBRELLA STANDS,
CUSPIDORS,
CRUMB TRAYS,
BREAD TRAYS,
PIE PLATES,
BUTTER DISHES,
ELECTRIC LAMPS,
INK STANDS,
DOOR KNOCKERS,
COMPORTS, ETC.
SEE OUR WINDOWS.

F BOWRING BROTHERS, LT0
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A pattern of this illustration mailed

e ‘of Guaranteed Quality,

in 9-15-ﬁnd 18kt, can always be obtained at the Relis
able Jewellers.

Prices from $£3.00 up to $20.00.

We are always at the service of our customers
until they get satisfaction, and afterwards.

T. J. DULEY & CO,

P. O. B: 113. ST. JOHN'S, NF

510 1210 1o fe 1 |

of leading Manufacturers, Merchants, |
and Industrial Centres of the Unitel|
Business Cards of Merchants aad|
‘can now he printed under each trads|
in wiich they are interested st & cost |

IS -
The House of Quality.
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—

1 518 Just Received,
| The Matchless Milton Flayer,
| The Matchless Milion Piano.
Call and see and heai';’fhem.

CHARLES HUTTON.
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JgHE INDIAN RIOTING. ‘
LAHORE, India, April 16.

her details of the rioting at
at five Europeans

After looting the;

murdered.

the bank build-i
£ the victims in|
nal Bank were burned be-
Manager Thomp-
bt the Alliance Bank killed sev-
of the rioters with his revolver
e being overpowered. Every-
of value in the Town Hall, in- !
the official papers and re- |
were destroyed. The mission §
h and the Punjab religious de-
vero also burned. Several Euro- j
pad thrilling escapes, a number
em being sheltered and hou‘sed
he Indians until calm prevailed
midnight. A lady doctor in the
ipal hospital escaped by hidi'ng
closet and dressing in a native
me. The police behaved splen-
saving a number of Europeans.
troops Wwith reinforcements
Lahore and Hullindur finally
led the disturbance.
P

SITUATION IN EGYPT.

LONDON, April 16.

a Reuter’'s.)—An official state-
regarding the Egy?tian situas-
bnade in the House of Commons
fternoon. says that from the
2l point of view of the public
ity conditions are now satisfac-
No incidents of particular im-
nce are reported from the pro-
s, although attempts have bee
jn some districts in the Delt:
torfere with railway and tele-
communication. Tl}e strike of]
ament employees continues. The
nment is endeavoring to settle
ftrike, and the moderate ele
aiare apparently -strongly op
i) to its continuance, but agita
*e working against a settle
* Qeneral Allenby’s policy, un
e powers .vested in him, is td
law and order; and  -morma
tons  of -life throughout th¢
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recognition.
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WILL UOLD THE RHINE.

PARIS, April 16.

g Council of Four decided de
ly yesterday that military oc
joi of the 1left bank of thé
s shall continue for fifteen years
rgpapers say that at the firs

d forces would be used
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Make your Motoring
owning the Car that all o
envy—the Buick Six is
John’s.

The Buick is always
you desire to go—it neve

When you press the
you are assured immedial
I8 always on the job to
time you require it.

_Buick-Cars are luxu
ed ‘n genuine black leat
construction is an inhere
the new Sixty Horsepo
miles an hour is easily
mg.dg_ shott work of.

A new and valuable
valvex and engine, thus
and #iving longer life tq
gine is riiseless.

_We shall be happy
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