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The Girl of the Cloisters
CHAPTER III.

A GIRL'S SONG.
He threw the bridle to one At the 

grooms, stopped a moment to pat and 
thank the mare, as all men who love 
the horses they ride do, then strode 
to his room.

He put on evening dress, thinking 
that perhaps his father might by 
chance send for him; and knowing, 
or rather feeling that the marquis 
would be gratified by seeing that his 
son had some other suit besides the 
objectionable one of cords.

Dinner was served for him at one 
end of a magnificent but dreary dining 
room, and a couple of footmen, in the 
dark-blue Farintosh livery, waited in 
solemn state. It was an admirably- 
selected meal, and well cooked, but 
poor Lord Edgar found it dull. He 
thought of his club, with its cheerful 
dining-room, and nice fellows to talk 
to, and he sighed ; but still he did not 
regret remaining; not even when he 
was about to light a cigarette, and 
Mr. Palmer, who happened to come 
into the room with an opened bottle 
of claret, said: “The smoking-room 
is at the end of the left corridor, my 
lord,” as a gentle and respectful re
minder that smoking was not allow
ed; in the dining-room.

“No, thanks, Palmer,” _ said Lord 
Edgar. “I remember that family vault 
of.a room. I’ll go on to the terrace.”

“His lordship’s hat and coat,” said 
Mr. Palmer, solemnly, to one of the 
footmen.

“And the goloshes!" said Lord Ed
gar, with a laugh. “Why, Palmer, it’s 
as warm as the tropics!” and without 
waiting for the footman to return, he 
opened the French window and walk
ed out.

The evening was warm and lovely, 
and as he lighted his cigarette he 
drew a long breath of keen delight, 
ind glanced up at the closed win
dows 6f the marquis’ apartments 
pityingly.

“Jove! how can he bear it?” he 
murmured. “Not a breath of air, and 
shut up in that awful stillness! I 
wonder whether I shall have the gout

and be like that! I hope I shall 
break my neck first!"

He sauntered along the terrace, 
looking up at the wondows of the 
vast place, which would one day be 
his, and thinking what a pity It was 
that they should be so dead and sil
ent, that there should be no faces, no 
voices behind them, until he came to 
the abrupt curve which, if he turned 
it, would bring him to the library 
windows.

He paused and looked wistfully, 
longingly; but he hesitated. To all 
intents and purposes that wing was 
hers. She herself had said that no 
one came there; his presence there In 
the morning had been almost an In
trusion.

No, he would not trespass on the 
precincts of the abode sacred to the 
divinity in the cream dress! But as 
he turned the longing Increased and 
became Irresistible, ami, yielding, he 
leaped the stone division and walked 
towards the library.

But nothing rewarded him for his 
pains. The windows were all shut 
and lifeless, and half ashamed of him
self for an intruder, he was about to 
retrace his steps when he heard a 
girl’s voice singing.

He knew the voice in an Instant, 
though Lela had certainly not sung 
that morning. He could not see her, 
but he knew that she must be stand
ing at one of the windows in the wing 
beyond the library, in the wing her 
grandfather and she occupied. In 
fear and trembling lest she should 
become aware of his presence and 
cease, he leaned against the wall and 
listened.

He could hear every word of the 
song, every note. It was a simple 
ballad, such as any young girl might 
sing, and yet it seemed to him the 
rarest poetry, the sweetest music.

For years afterward the retrain 
remained with him to haunt and 
agonize him.
“Tou gave me, love, wild rose, and 

mignonette,
That morning, love, do you forget? 
Where is thy love—alas! why should 

I fret!
Though love is gone, I have the flowers 

yet!”
Simple, childish words, made by 

some professional ballad writer, and 
yet they thrilled him.

Instinctively;, drawn toward her by 
a magic cord, he approached the win
dow, and stood before her in the gold
en sunset. '

She did not start, but Just as she 
had done in the morning, she looked at 
him with the large, half-sad eyes.

He stood for a moment, just as he 
had stood in the morning, abashed by 
the sweet serene purity that seemed 
to surround her.

“Am I intruding?” he said, looking 
up; the window Just high enough for 
him to lean his arm on it he had dar
ed. "I heard you sing, and could not 
help coming to thank you.”

He was, you will notice, more 
fluent and self-possessed than in the 
morning ; he had dined, was in even
ing dress, and the light was growing 
dim; those who have been, or are, in 
love, will understand me.

She did not answer immediately, 
but with her hands clasped on the 
window sill, looked down at him, as 
if taking in the change in his appear
ance, and truly he looked a different 
person from that of the cord soft and 
muddy boots. He looked handsome 
enough then, even then, but now he
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looked quite Lord Fane, the next 
Marquis of Farintosh.

Possibly—who shall undertake to 
read a young girl’s mind—she was 
considering how vastly dress im
proves even a man. But anyhow, she 
was silent for the space of a minute, 
then she said with a start, as she 
awoke from her reverie:

“My song? Ah, yes, I was singing 
to grandpapa; but he has gone to 
sleep. It is his favorite song.”

“I don’t wonder at that!” he said.
She looked at him.
“It is a silly little song,” she said, 

after a pause, “but he likes it be
cause it is old-fashioned. I found it 
in one of the old music books.”

"If you could find some more!” he 
said, fervently. Then he looked at his 
cigar. “I beg your pardon—I for
got,” and he raised his hand.

“Don’t, please,” she said, simply. “I 
like to see the smoke rising against 
the sky. And you have not gone?”

"Gone? No,” he answered.
She smiled, and leaned forward to 

pick a rose that grew near the win
dow.

“They told grandpapa that you were 
going to-night.”

“Then they were wrong,” he said, iq 
his curt fashion. “I didn’t mean go
ing, and I don’t, and here I am.”

In his defiance of the popular idea 
of his departure, he spoke loudly; 
she looked within the room, half ner
vously, then smiled at him. .

“Grandpapa is asleep," she explain
ed. "He always goes to sleep when I 
sing to him.”

Lord Edgar came closer and looked 
into the room.

It was a small room comfortably 
furnished; in an easy chair the librar
ian sat locked in the arms of slum
ber.

"Don’t be afraid,” ?\e said, lowering 
his voice. "I shall not wake him. 
And you thought I had gone? Well, 
I was going?”

“Yes,” she said, seriously, “and why 
didn’t you?”

He looked down at his cigar for a 
moment; should he tell her that the 
hope of seeing her again kept him? 
No, he would not.

“I—I—thought I should like to stay 
for—a little while,” he answered, ra
ther lamely. “You see, I haven’t been 
to the Abbey for so long; it’s three 
years.”

"Yes,” she said again, looking at him 
with the calm, serene eyes.

"THree years,” he repeated, for the 
sake of saying something. “It Is a 
long time, isn’t it? It I go, I suppose 
I shouldn't come back again for an
other three!”

“Yes?” she said, once more; and he 
fancied—it could only be fancy, of 
course—that this time there was a 
touch of sadness in the little word.

He sighed and echoed her "Yes."
She looked at him thoughtfully for 

a moment, then she said:
“Where do you go when you leave 

here?"
“Oh, to London!” he said. “You 

have been to London?”
She shook her head. .
“No, I have not”

y He laughed softly, remembering the 
sleeping librarian.

“Not! H’m, I should like to show 
it to you! After all, it is a wonderful 
place! Yes, I should like to show it 
to you! We would go—let me see, 
where should "we go?" he paused

She leaned forward, looking at 
i^im. There was a large diamond in 
his shirt front, and her eyes wander
ed from it to his face with sweet, in
nocent intentness.

“Well, we’d go to the Zoological 
Gardens! You’d see all the animals 
there."

“Year she said, smiling at his
eagerness.

"And then we’d go to the picture 
galleries; and then to the theaters! 
Have you ev* been to a theater?”

“Never," she answered, quietly.
He smiled and looked down at his 

boots—not muddy now, hut shining 
patent leather.

“How I should like to take you to 
them all; I think yon would enjoy it!”

“Perhaps," she said, quaintly; “after 
all there is nothing liltf the coun
try—"

’Tor angels!” he said, impetuously.
She did not catch the wards, and 

leaned forward.
"For—for—those who like it!" he 

said, covered with confusion. “Well, 
but come!” he added, “you don’t know 
much of the country; do you take any 
walks?”

She shook her head.
"Grandfather and I walk in the 

park, sometimes.”
“The park!” he tfUfl, contemptu

ously. “Why that is nothing! I 
mean, the real country, the hills and 
the valleys far away from here.”

She shook her head, and one stray 
curl escaped from its bands and fell 
across her forehead.

“I have never been away from the 
park,” she said.

“Then— he paused; it was a bold 
step he was going to take—"then 
will you come with me?”

“With you? Wherer
"I am going for a drive to-morrow. 

There is a mail phaeton which no
body uses; it is getting rusty in all 
its joints. Come witlj me to-morrow 
and we will find out the prettiest 
drives. Don’t say no!”—

She looked at him, not fearfully, as 
she should have done, but doubtfully.

“I will ask grandpapa,” she said. 
“It he says I may come, I will.”

Lord Edgar was fain to be content 
with that; he knew that no amount cf 
pressing would get her beyond that, 
and he relapsed into silence.

Suddenly she extended a white 
hand, and pointed to the sky.

“Did you see that?”
"What?" he demanded, staring 

blankly at the heavens. -
“That star! It waÿ'-a falling one. 

I saw it fall. If grandpapa were here 
he would say it was unlucky.”

“Would he? Why?” demanded Lord 
Edgar.

“Because—are you laughing?”
“Laughing!” he responded, drawing 

nearer the window. “Look at jno.”
“T thought you were laughing! 

Grandpapa gets all his magic out of an 
old book in the library. And he says 
that if two persons see a falling star 
—see it when it begins to fall—that it 
means ill-luck for both of them. 
Look!” she exclaimed, suddenly lay
ing her hand on his coat sleeve.

Lord Edgar swung round, and fol
lowed with his eyes the indication of 
her finger, and was in time to see a 
star fall through the evening sky.

“I saw that one. Well?”
“Did you? Well, then, you and 

have seen our fate.”
“Our fate?” he repeated, gazing up 

at her as if she were a prophet in her 
cream dress.

She nodded.
“Yes, I think grandpapa half be

lieves in it, nonsense though it is.”
“I hope,” he says, “that he will 

take it that it is our fate to go for a 
drive together to-morrow!”

She smiled down at him, and slowly 
pulled a leaf from the stem of the 
rose which she had taken up from the 
window sill.

“That would be a very pleasant 
fate," she said, softly.

“Oh, you must cope!” he said, 
eagerly. “Where shall we go?”

“Hush!" she put up her finger to 
her lips. “You are waking grandpa; 
he is awake now. I must go. Good
night, Lord Edgar!”

“Good-night!” he said, and put up 
his hand.

She hesitated a moment, perhaps 
suddenly reminded, by pronouncing 
his name, of the social distance be
tween them; then she slowly extended 
her hand and let him take it 

(To be Continued.)
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MAKERS OF SCOTT'S EMULSION

2751—You could have this in serge 
or satin with vest and sleeves of 
Georgettq, crepe or satin, whichever 
combines best. Gabardine and crepe 
de chine, is nice also. Velveteen and 
satin is appropriate, too, and the 
model is well adapted to linen and 
other wash fabrics.

The Pattern is cut in 7. sizes: 34, 
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust 
measure. Size 38 requires 5% yards.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

A POPULAR MODEL.
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2739—This pleasing design may be 
developed in lawn, linen, drill, per
cale, seersucker, or gingham. The 
skirt may be finished with the wrist 
length sleeve, or with one in elbow 
length.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36 
38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust meas
ure. Size 38 requires 7% yards of 27 
inch material. Width of skirt is 
about 2% yards at the foot, with plaits 
drawn out 

A pattern of this ijuustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.
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European Agency.
Wholesale indents promptly execu

ted at lowest cash prices tor all Brit
ish and Continental goods, including: 

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories, 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Sample Cases from 350 upwards. 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metal, 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen's Stores,
Commission 2ft p.c. to ( p.e. 
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotattone on Demand. 
Consignments of Produce Sold on 

Account. •
(Established 1314.)

26 Abchurch Lane. London, B.6, 
Cable Address i •Annnaira, Lea,”

William Wilson & Spns
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Look At Those Prices
596 pairs Ladies’ Shoes, assort

ed styles; Black and Tan. 
Prices, $1.50, $2.60, $2.50, $3.00

Also, a small lot of Ladies’ Grey 
Kid Pumps, same as cut 

Price, $3.00.
F. SMALLWOOD,

The Home of Good Shoes.
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Our Stock is Complete
ENAMELWARE. TINWARE.

Double Saucepans. Milking Pails.
Pie Dishes. Flour Sifters.
Tea Kettles. ' Tea Kettles.
Dish Pans. Bread & Cake Boxes.
Saucepans'(al1 varieties). Patty Pans.
Milk Kettles. Pie and Cake Pans.
White Water Pails. Wash Boilers.

Copper Nickel Piated Kettles, Nos. 6, 7, 8, 9.
Steel Frying Pans, Steel Fire Shovels.

Sad Iron Handles, Meat Mincers.

JOHN CLOUSTON’S,
140-2 Duckworth Street, St. John’s. 

Phone 406. P. O. Box 1243.

We are still showing 
a splendid selec

tion of

Tweed s
and

Serges.
No scarcity at

Maunder’s.
However, we beg to 
remind our custom
ers these goods are 
selling rapidly, and 
cannot be replaced 
it the same price.

MENARD’S LINIMENT CUKES COLDS, 
ETC.

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, SL John’s, NU

tîNTIST^

Maritime 
Dental Parlors

pike Home of Good Dentistry.) 
f system of dentistry, the aril cannot be detected from the 
£.1 teeth. High grade guaran- 
ria tsl work at reasonable prices. Eti atiention given to patients 
7„ut of town. Teeth extracted 
LgiV by our own exclusive meth- 
kfrown and Bridge work, Gold 
^Porcelain. Gold and Silver fill- 

plate Repairing, all expert, 
îmted at moderate prices.
Action of teeth free when plates
irdered.

gess Extraction .. .. .. •• ®0e.P”" THMÏ 11. ‘

s. POWER, D. DS.
idnate of Philadelphia Dental Col. 
£ Garretson Hospital of Oral 
I c,ireerr. and Philadelphia 

General Hospital.)
176 WATER STREET.

(opp. M. Chaplin’s.) 
il5,tu,tn,s.tf .
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>H MEAT, 
FRESH PORK, &c.

you want a choice selec
tion of

Fresh Meat,

Fresh Pork,
Liver and Sausages,

rhy, give us a call and we 
(ill do our best to please 
ou. Sausages made fresh 
very day.

|m. j. buckler,
ar25,tf 54 New Gower St.

NO MATTER HOW TSi| 
FIRE IS CAUSED

If you’re not insured, you’ll 
a loser. Take time to 
about your policies. Wegiq 
you the best companies i 
reasonable rates,

PERCIE JOHNSOI
Insurance Ygent

Famishing World.
follies that maim and 

I the rich and the poor; that 
(it the growing child and rob 

prospective mother of 
|th; that burns up millions 
reasure, and fill untimely 

(res. The remedy is clearly 
logically given by Alfred 

I McCann, author “Starving 
Jerica,” “Thirty Cent Bread,’’ 
|; 400 pages, large octave, 

oth $2.35; by mail, $2.40.
S.E. GARLAND,

Leading Bookseller,
177-9 WATER STREET.

ALSl

kovcjHill Bulletin
IEATHS & CROSSES. 

CARNATIONS,
LETTUCE, 

PARSLEY. 
Terms: Strictly Cash. 

Phone 247.

J.ÜcNëîiT
Waterford Bridge Road.

TO

PART I.
arrived at last. Your 

lers will receive prompt 
pation.
price 10c. a copy.

Add 2c. if by mail.
-KS & CO’Y, LTD.,

The Stationers.
[UE PUTTEE HALL—
F Gower St. and King’s Road.) 
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Rates: Evenings $12.50 up. 
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