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CHAPTER IX.

The “Noble” Marquis.
Lilian held up her slim finger 

him, with an arch smile.
“You have not improved, marquis? 
“You promised me to pay no moro 

compliments, and you have offered me 
these already."

"Not empty compliments, by Gad!" 
he mumbled ; "all true as the sky! 
There, I’m a naughty man-, am I not? 
Eh? Eh?” and he chuckled and gasp
ed. “Well, I must not stop the way 
any longer, I suppose! Cruel ! And 
where are you going to-night?”

Lady Devigne’s eyes sparkled.
“To Lady Deuxchamp’s, marquis.” 
“You will be there?"
“Haven’t a pasteboard,” he grinned, 
“Ah, as it you needed 

strated Lady Devigne.
"Can’t come without 

leedy!”
“Troublesome man!" exclaimed La 

dy Devigne, with pleased playfulness. 
“There, I will tell Lady Deuxchamp 
you are in town, but doubt not she has 
seen you already, and you will find
a card waiting at------ Ah, where are
you? Grosvenor square, of course?" 

The marquis nodded.
The marquis nodded.
"And you will come?” asked Lady 

Devigne, as the fretting horses moved 
on.

“Yes, I’ll look in for half an hour. 
Can’t stay longer, ’pon honor, supper 
with Bordle to-night—must go, but 
just for half an hour, and so we shall 
see if the lily blooms at night, eh"”’ 
and, with an upraising of the glossy 
hat, and an ogling smile, the mos 
vile—we beg pardon, the most noble, 
the Marquis of Orland ambled off.

Lady Devigne drew a long breath. 
“Do you think he’ll come?" she 

breathed, anxiously.
Lilian turned her calm gaze upon 

her mother’s quivering lips, and anx
ious eyes, then looked before her, with 
the same dreary expression which 
she had borne before.

“Yes, he- will come, if he should not 
happen to forget, or his valet (who 
beats him they say) will let him, or he 
is not too tired, poor old man,” she 
murmured, placidly.

Lady Devigne leaned back.
. “Hush!” she whispered, with as 

deep a shudder as if the sweet lips 
beside her had uttered blasphemy. 
“My dear Lilian, you forget you are 
talking of the Marquis of Orland! 
‘Poor man!’ How can you say such 
dreadful things?”

The day passed. The noble mar
quis went home to his stewed chick
ens, and his minced roast mutton, his 
soaked bread, and "blood-giving Ma
deira; the Devignes, mother and 
daughter, went through the usual 
routine, making and receiving calls, 
playing the old, weary, world-worn

comedy of making love to their 
friends before their faces and scan
dalizing them behind their backs, at 
their quiet dinner at home, as it hap
pened, and at last dressed for the 
evening party.

All through the day Lilian had re
mained calm, serene, and quite con
tent, apparently, to leave her fate in 
the hands of circumstance.

All this outwardly; inwardly, there 
was the bitterness born of self-con
tempt, that was as futile as it was 
bitter. For a while she hated herself 
for being so worldly, so selfish, so 
false; she knew that she could not be 
otherwise, that she could no more be 
true to the man she—yes, almost lov
ed; it another and a more acceptable 
were to turn up—than a leopard can 
change its spots, or a blackamoor be 
washed white.

Absorbed in her own thoughts, the 
day wore away, and, while Percy was 
proudly asserting the purity and dis
interestedness of his ladylove, that 
ladylove was wondering whether she 
should be called on to betray him or 
not. All powerful marquis, the hap
piness of Percy Chester, the honesty 
and faith of Lilian Devigne are in 
your hands.

As they were standing in the old 
drawing-room, waiting for the night 
brougham, Lady Devigne looking at 
the lovely face, half shadowed by the 
hood of white cashmere, sighed anx
iously.

“He has not come back; perhaps 
he will not arrive for a day or two.
I hope not. How unlucky it has turn
ed out, after all! Just like us! I 
feel as confident as it is possible to be 
that the marquis is impressed—I may 
say deeply impressed! You did not 
notice his manner, perhaps, so closely 
as I did. To ask where we are going 
to to-night, and to promise, even, that 
he would come—he who so seldom 
goes out at night! It is a great thing! 
Oh, my dear Lilian, I feel as if—as 
it------’•

“We were on the eve of a great bat
tle!” put in Lilian, slowly. “I under
stand, mamma; but don’t you think 
that so experienced a general as you 
are should be calm, a little less ner
vous, and apprehensive of the result?”

Calm ! ” echoed Lady Devigne, tap
ping the fan, impatiently. “One 
would think you were made of ice.
Lilian, or that you had no interest in 
the matter ! You are calm enough 
for both!”

The girl turned her eyes on her for 
moment, and there was something 

in her look which made her ladyship 
fidget slightly.

Is the brougham never coming?” 
she said, Irritably. "Ten o’clock ! And 
he will wait half an hour only, for 
certain!”

“Ten o’clock,” thought Lilian. “He 
will not be here to-night. I shall not 
see him; and, perhaps, I shall never 
see him here again.”

A pang, sharp, quick and unmistak
able, ran through her, but she did not 
flinch; and her face was serenely 
lovely, sweet, and free from care, as 
she followed her mother to the 
brougham, as a child's might be.

Lady Deuxchamp’s mansion was 
one of the new and spacious ones re
cently erected in Belgravia, and to
night its available rooms were cram
med with the elite of London.

At the last moment it had been ru
mored that the Marquis of Oriand. had 
promised to come, and many who had 
been rather doubtful about going, or 
had decided not to go, rapidly made 
up their minds, or changed them, for 
it was not easy to run the great game 
to cover, and a chance like this was 
not to be missed.

Be sure, there were envious glan
ces cast at the belle of the season, as 
she made her appearance that night, 
and jealous mammas glanced from 
their own to Lady Devigne’s daugh
ter, with a bitter sense of inferiority.

"That’s the filly to make the run
ning!” said Lord. Turfend, admiringly, 
as Lilian passed him, “What form 
she’s in! Splendid, by Jove!”

“I shouldn’t wonder,” murmured 
Sir Toffle to his little group, “if the 
Devigne doesn’t make for the mar
quis, if he comes. Wonderfully taken 
he seemed to be in the ride this morn 
ing.”

“Perhaps he won’t come?” queried 
one of the club gossips.

“She won’t be the only one sold, if 
he should not,” remarked Sir Toffle, 
glancing round. "The hunters are 
gathered together, and are lying in 
wait!”

Certainly, it seemed that the belle 
was reserving herself somewhat, for 
she refused many a familiar partner 
and once was absolutely seen to 
glance toward the end door leading 
to the staircase.

But, beyond this one slip, she was 
as bright and serenely placid as usu
al, with a smile for all, and an air of 
enjoyment about her that would have 
deceived Lavater himself.

Presently there was a little stir at 
the end of the room, and all knew that 
the marquis had arrived.

Making his entry, accompanied by 
a similar group of hangers-on to that 
which had hung about him in the 
park, the most noble the marquis, 
freshly enameled, upright as a dart, 
in perfect-fitting evening dress, and 
with his little feet clad in the most 
brilliant of dress shoes, made his way 
to the hostess, and paid his respects.

He stood talking, in his ghostly 
lively way for five or ten minutes, 
then was seen to peet; round the room, 
that, to tell the truth, was too bril
liantly lighted for his weak sight, and, 
at last, mumbling something, ran a 
gantlet of warmly welcoming friends 
to the other end of the room, and 
there he found Lilian Devigne, resting 
beside an inane lieutenant, who seem
ed utterly nonplussed and bewildered 
by his proximity to the beautiful Miss 
Devigne. Lilian had seen the mar
quis the moment he entered the room 
but she looked up now, with a little 
smile of surprise, that was coolness 
itself, compared with some of the ef-
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Heart’s Action Was Weak
and Circulation Poor

He Was Always Tired and Nervous and Had Pains In Feet and Legs—Dr.
Chase’s Nerve Food Cured. /

The heart is a wonderful worker, 
plodding away year in and year ont, 
forever pumping the blood through 
the body. So long as the blood Is rich 
and nourishing It renews its own 
waste and keeps up a vigorous circu
lation of the blood through the arter
ies and veins of the human system.

But when the blood gets thin the 
nerves are starved, motive power is 
lacking, the heart’s action weakens 
and the circulation is slow. The 
hands and feet feel cold, there are 
cramps and pains in the legs and 
through the body, digestion fails, you 

1 become nervous and irritable and do 
not rest oi" sleep well.

This letter will give you some idea 
how admirably Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food is suited to overcome derange
ments of this nature. It is, above all, 
A creator of new, rich blood, and with 
me blood in good condition the nerves

are soon restored and bodily organs 
resume their nautrai functions.

Mrs. E. A. Hutchings. “Prairie 
View," Elva, Man., writes: “Before 
using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food my hus
band had tried almost every remedy 
recommended as a tonic. He suffer
ed with cold feet, poor circulation of 
the blood and was always tired. He 
had pains in his feet and legs, and 
could get no rest or sleep at night. 
After the first box of the Nerve Food 
we could see an improvement, and 
now after using it for six months, he 
is an entirely different man. He eats 
and sleeps well and has no pains in 
his feet and legs. It has built up his 
health wonderfully, and we can re
commend it as a splendid nerve tonic.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 60 cents a 
box, 6 for $2.50, all dealers, or Ed- 
manson. Bates & Co., Limited. Toron
to- 6

fusive greetings that had been accord 
ed him. Young and unsophisticated 
as she looked, Lilian Devigne knew 
that a little coolness and self-respect 
would pique the most noble lord more 
than the most accentuated gushing 
ness could do.

“Well, Miss Devigne, I am here, as 
the duke’s motto says; are you sur 
prised?”

“Not at all,” she said, quietly; “you 
said you would come, you know. Have 
you been here your half hour yet?”

“Why, I have only just come!” re
plied the marquis, abashed by her as
sumed indifference, surprised and 
piqued, as she had intended him to be. 
“And now, are you going away?” he 
said, raising his painted eyebrows, as 
Lilian rose and placed her hand on 
the young lieutenant’s arm.

She smiled.
“Lieutenant Brownjohn has asked 

me for this,” she said. “If you are
here when it is over------” and away
she went, leaving the astonished mar
quis rooted to the spot This was not 
the treatment he was accustomed to. 
It interested—it, yes, it pleased him!’"

“Proud young, hussy!” he mum
bled, with his head on one side. “Tall 
as her namesake! Make a good 
marchioness! Ah, I like her style! 
Where’s that old fox,. her mother, I 
wonder?"

That old fox was at a little distance, 
biting her lips in angry amazement at 
her daughter’s reckless conduct, but

now she came up, and the marquis 
took a seat beside her.

Like all mothers, she talked of little 
else hut her daughter, and the mar
quis was informed that there had 
never been a more dutiful, affectionate 
girl than her Lily; and so young, too!' 
Ah, what a comfort such a daughter 
was to a lonely mother?

“Wouldn’t like to lose her, my 
leedy?” sneered the marquis, who, 
though short-sighted as regards Lili
an, was not at all deceived by her 
ladyship.

Then came back Lilian, just flush
ed enough, with sparkling eyes and 
full, pouting lips—certainly a tempt
ing morsel; and the old wolf ogled 
and fidgeted, and mumbled, half in 
admiration and longing and half in 
doubt.

There is Lady Deuxchamp beckon
ing!” exclaimed Lady Devigne, with a 
stretch of imagination, the hostess 
being at that moment on the staircase, 
out of sight. “Marquis, take care of 
her till I come back!” she said, with 
a smile, and, with a tap of the far., 

[.trotted off.
Enjoying yourself,” said the mar

quis, when they were alone ; “like 
balls, eh?”

Yes, the few I have been to. Do 
you not, my lord?”

Hem! Don’t dance now,” mum
bled the marquis. “Never liked it; 
like looking on, though, when there is 
anything to look at. You dance 
well.” Then he eyed her all over, and 
ground his teeth, like the wolf he was. 
There’s a good sort of ballroom at 

Orland,” he said, in a low voice, and 
with a leer.

So there should be,” said Lilian, 
looking straight at him.

Yes,” he nodded ; “they call it one 
of the finest places in «England. I 
don’t know; I’m never there. It’s a 
great, lonely, devil of a—beg pardon ! 
—a somewhat dead place. Wants a 
mistress, eh?”

I’m not so sure of that,” said Lili
an, innocently.

“But I am,” resumed the marquis, 
getting a little closer, and staring at 
the small, white hand, which she had 
ungloved for a moment. (“Nice hand,” 
he muttered to himself; “good foot 
too,” glancing down at the slim, 
white-satined morsel. '‘Yes, she’s the 
pick af them all—the pick of them 
all!’’) It’s time there was a mis
tress there, to cheer it up, and—and 
—take care of me!”

Lilian moved her head, and nodded, 
absently.

You are old enough to take care 
of the mistress, marquis,” she said.

This speech from less pretty lips 
might have offended. As it was, it 
sounded charmingly bold and quick 
from the young, blushing creatu -e 
beside him.

He chuckled.
That’s good; yes, yes! I’jn old 

enough—you don’t know my age,” he 
broke off, with a sly cunning. “I’m 
not so old as you think.”

I said old enough, not too old," re
marked Lilian. “Older than the poor, 
young man Who has Just danced my 
poor dress to pieces. Marquis, I hate 
young men as much as you hate "bid 
maids.”

(To be Continued.)
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1692—Ladies’ Shirt Waist With 
Sleeve in Either of Twe Lengths.

Taffeta, faille, crepe, crepe de chine, 
voile, linen, batiste, madras or lawn 
are nice for this design. The right 
front is shaped at the closing. The 
sleeve in wrist length has a smart new 
cuff. In short length, it is cool and 
comfortable and is finished with 
turnback "cuff.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 
38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust 
measure. It requires 3% Yards of 27- 
inch material for a 36-inch size.

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

A JAUNTY SKIRT MODEL.

1694

por-1694—Novelty suiting is here 
trayed. In gray, and green tones with 
trimming of letter in a matched shade, 
or in blue serge with tan suede or 
broadcloth, this model would be very 
smart. The skirt has three gores cut 
with ample graceful fulness. It is top
ped by a broad belt, the front of 
which overlaps the back at the sides. 
Smart pockets trim the front. • This 
model is also good for corduroy, 
broadcloth, gabardine, voile, crepe, 
shepherd check, linen and other wash 
fabrics.

The Pattern is cut in 7 'sizes : 22, 24, 
26, 28, 30, 32 and 34 inches waist 
measure. It requires 3% yards of 44 
inch material for a 24-inch size. The 
skirt measures 3% yards at the foot.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on recipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.
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