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APRIL 25, 1912

The Scarlet Pimpernel.

A STORY OF ADVENTURE.
By Baroness Orczy.

(serial rights gecured by ‘‘The Farmer's
Advocate.’")

By permission of G. P. Putnam’s Sons.

(Continued from last week.)
CHAPTER XVIIL
The Mysterious Device.

The day was well advanced when Mar-
guerite woke, refreshed by her long sleep.
Louise had brought her some fresh milk
and a dish of fruit, and she partook of
this frugal breakfast with hearty appe-
tite. ’
Thoughts crowded thick and fast in her
mind as she munched her grapes; most
of them went galloping away after the
tall, erect figure of her husband, whom
she had watched riding out of sightmore
than five hours ago.

In answer to her eager inquiries, Louise
brought back the news that the groom
rad come home with Sultan, having left
Qir Percy in London. The groom thought

‘;hat his master was about to get on

oard his schooner, which was lying off
just below London Bridge. Sir Percy
bad ridden thus far, had then met Briggs,
the skipper of the Day Dream, and had
sent the groom back to Richmond with
Qultan and the empty saddle.

The news puzzled Marguerite more than

ever. Where could Sir Percy bhe going
just now in the Day Dream ? On Ar-
mand’s behalf, he had said. Well. Sir

Percy had influential friends everywhere.
Perhaps he was. going to Greenwich, or

but Marguerite ceased to conjec-
ture; all would be explained anon: he
said that he would come back, and that
he would remember.

A long, idle day lay before Marguerite.
She was expecting the visit of her old
school-fellow, little Suzanne de Tournay.
With all the merry mischief at her com-
mand, she had tendered her request. for
Suzanne’s company to the Comtesse in
the presence of the Prince of Wales last
night. His Royal Highness had loudly
applauded the notion, and declared that
he would give himself the pleasure of oall-
ing on the' two ladies in the course of
the afternoon. 'The Comtesse had not
dared to refuse, and then and there was
entrapped into a promise to send little
Suzanne to spend a long and happy day
al Richmond with her friend.

\larguerite expected her eagerly; she
longed for a chat about old schooldays
with the child; she felt that she would
prefer Suzanne’'s company to that of any-
one else, and together they would roam
through the fine old garden and rich deer
park, or stroll along the river.

But Suzanne had not come yet,, and

Marguerite being dressed, prepared to go
downstairs. She looked quite a girl this
morning in her simple muslin frock, with
a broad blue sagh round her slim waist,
and the damty cross-over fichu into
which, at her bosom, she had fastened a
few late ¢rimson roses.
She crossed the landing outside her
own guite of apartments, and stood still
for a momeént at the head of the fine oak
staircase, which led to the lower floor.
On her left were her husband’s apart-
ments, g suite of rooms which she prac-
tically “never entered.

'hey consisted of bedroom, dressing
and reception-room, and, at the extreme
‘nd of the landing, of a small study,
which, when Sir Percy did not use it,
vas always kept lecked. His own special
and confidential valet, Frank, had charge
! this reom. No one was ever allowed
‘o go inside. My lady had never cared
‘o do so, and the other servants had, of
course, not dared to break this hard-and-
fast rule.

Mlarguerite had often, with that good-
witured contempt which she had recently
aidopted towards her husband, chaffed him
thout this secrecy which gurrounded his
private study. Laughingly she had al-
vays declared that he strictly excluded
all prying eyes from his sanctum for fear
hey should detect how very little
“study’’ went on within its four walls:
4 comfortable arm-chair for Sir Percy’s
weet slumbers was, no doubt, its most

nspicuous plece of furniture.
\farguerite thought of all this on

this
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Oher nmorning as she 'Llnnm-d

along the corridor

e Lo .l"r(n?‘l\ was evident-

4 s master’'s rooms, for
most of the doors stood open, that of
the study amongst the others.

\' sudden, burning, childish curiosity
seized her to have a peep at Sir l'vrc\";;
sanctum The restriction, of course, ;Jid
not apply to her, and Frank would, of
course, not dare to oppose her. Still,

she hoped that the valet would be busy
m» one of the other rooms, that she
might have that one quick peep in se-
cret. and unmolested.

fently, on tip-toe, she crossed the land-
ing, and, like Blue Beard's wife, trembling
half with excitement and wonder, she
paused a moment on the threshold,
strangely perturbed and irresolute.

The door was ajar, and she could not
see uny"thing within. She pushed it open
tentatively : there was no sound : Frank
was evidently not there, and she walked
boldly in.

_:\t Ao‘m‘e she was struck by the severe
simplicity of everything around her : the
dark and heavy hangings, the massive
oak furniture, the one or two maps on
the wall, in no way recalled to her mind
the lazy man about town, the lover of
race-courses, the dandified leader of fash-
fon, that was the outward representation
of Sir Percy Blakeney.

There was no sign here, at anyrate,, of
hurried departure. Everything was in
its place, not a scrap of paper littered
the floor, not a cupboard or drawer was
left open. The curtains were drawn
aside; and through the open window the
fresh morning air was streaming .

Facing the window, and well into the
center of the room, stood a ponderous
business-like desk, which looked as if it
had seen much service. On the wall to
the left of the desk, reaching almost fromy
floor to ceiling, was a large full-length
portrait of a woman, magnificently
framed, exquisitely painted, and signed
with the name of Boucher. It was
Percy’s mother.

Marguerite knew very little about her,
except that she had died abroad, ailing
in body as well as in mind, when Percy
was still a lad. She must have been a
very lheuuuful woman once, when Boucher
painted her, and as Marguerite looked at
the portrait, she could not but be struck
by the extraordinary resemblance which
must have existed between mother and
son. There was the same low, square
forehead, crowned with thick, fair hair,
smooth and heavy ; the same deep-set,
somewhat lazy blue eyes, beneath firmly
marked, straight brows; and in those
eyes there was the same intensity behind
that apparent laziness, the same latent
passion which used to light up Percy’s
face in the olden days before his mar-
riage, and which Marguerite had again
noted, last night at dawn, when she had
come quite close to him, and had allowed
a note of tenderness to creep into her
voice.

Marguerite studied the portrait, for it
interested her : after that she turned and
looked again at the ponderous desk. It
was covered with a mass of papers, all
neatly tied and docketed; which looked
like accounts and receipts arrayed with
perfect method. It had never before
struck Marguerite—nor had she, alas!
found it worth while to inquire—as to
how Sir Percy, whom all the world had
credited with a total lack of brains, ad-
ministered the vast fortune which his
father had left him.

Since she had entered this neat, order-
ly room, she had been taken so much by
surprise, that this obvious proof of her
husband’s strong business capacities did
not cause her more than a passing
thought of wonder. But it also strength-
ened her in the now certain knowledge
that, with his worldly inanities, his fop-
pish ways, and foolish talk, he was not
only wearing a mask, but was playing a
deliberate and studied part.

Marguerite wondered again. Why should
he—who was obviously a gserious, earnest
man—wish to appear before his fellow-
men as an empty-headed nincompoop ?

He may have wished to hide his love
for a wife who held him in contempt .
but surely such an object could have been
gained at less gacrifice, and with far less
trouble than constant incessant acting of
an unnatural part.

She looked round her quite almlessly

now : she was horribly puzzled, and a

nameless dread, before all this strange,
unaccountable mystery, had begun to

Your Guarantee of Gbodness

The name “SALADA?” on the sealed lead pack-
ages is your strongest guarantee of all that 1s
best and most fragrant i tea
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IS THE CHOICEST TEA GROWN ON THE ISLAND OF CEYLON

_clean, whole leaves—with the delightful flavor
of the fresh leaves brought to your table by the
sealed lead packages. .

BLACK, GREEN OR MIXED

No. 65 Magneto
Telephones

This is our standard rural line instrument,
of which there are at present several thou-
sand in use in Canada, some of which bave
been in service more than six years.

You will make no mistake in equipping
your lines with CENTURY telephones.

Remember, we will send two instruments
on 60 days’ trial and prepay the freight, you
can't lose on this proposition.

Our prices are right and deliveries prompt.
Your request will bring catalogue and

quotations.
Contury Telophone Construction Go.
Biiffale, N. V. Bridgeburg, On}.
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O The Best Cream Separator
2? is the Cheapest in the

HE cost of manufacturing a cream separator

— determines the price at which it may be, sold.
Therefore, when selecting a separator, remember
that the machines which are offered at an unreason-
ably low price can be offered at that price for one
= reason onfy__they are built to sell at prices lower
than the cost of good material or workmanship.

Such separators are costly at any price. ()nlly a

ood separator is cheap; not because of a low

rst cost, but because it will last for years and
= g.ve enough butterfat from the milk of four -
@or five cows every year to pay for itself. The best workmanship and
W material that money can buy are used in making

I H C Cream Harvesters
Dairymaid and Bluebell

@ You will find an I H C the cheapest separator you can buy, because
= it will do better work and last longer than any other separator.

>=  Go to the nearest I HC dealer who handles these separators and see
how carefully they are made. You will find that they have phosphor
bronze bushings—that the gears are spiral cut—are entirely protecte
from grit amf milk, and at the same time are easily accessible

The neck bearing is trouble-proof. The patented dirt-arrester
chamber removes 1mpurities before separation begins. These
separators are made in four sizes. Ask the I H C local agent

to show you one, and give youa catalogue, or, write the nearest
@ branch house for catalogue and any otherinformation desired

CANADIAN BRANCH HOUSES )
International Harvester Company of America

(Incorporated)
Brandon, Cal , Edmonton Hamilton, Lethbridge,
ﬁ:ado:n ﬁ:nu’:nr. horth B-ttleM, Ottawa, 9\:-50:.
Regina, Saskatoon, St. John, Weyburn, Winnipeg, orkton.

I H C Service Bureau
> ose of this Burcau is to furnish, free of charge to all, the
LA on better farmin f you have any

best information obtainable g, | Ve

@ worthy questions conc erning soils, crops, land :jltaluage, irrlgdltifl)ra
fertilizer, etc., make your inquiries specific and send them to
Service Bureau, Harvester Building, Chicago, U. S. A.
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BEST RESULTS ARE OBTAINED FROM ADVOCATE ADVERTISEMENTS.
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