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CHAPTER XXIII.
A SAD HOME-COMING.

One morning his servant brought 
him a letter, and he seized it eagerly; 
but his face fell as he saw the Stoyle 
coat-of-arms on the envelope.

The letter was from the Marquis. It 
was the first he had written, though 
Cecil had sent him a short report of 
his proceedings each week, and the 
contents caused him to spring from 
his chair. It said:

‘‘My Dear Cecil—I think you had 
better come back. It appears that 
your course of true love, like other 
persons’, is not running smoothly.

STOYLE.”
That was all, but it was enough for 

Cecil. In less than an hour he was 
on his way to the station as fast as 
the car could carry him. He was for
tunate enough to catch the mail, and,
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pears that Miss Marlowe's guardian 
died suddenly. Probably you knew
this?"

Lord Cecil uttered an. exclamation 
of dismay and pity.

“No! I did not know it! I have not 
heard from her—-from anyone! My 
poor Doris! When—when did he die?"

“Some time ago—soon after you 
left, I believe; and here in Barton. I 
know nothing of the particulars.”

“And she did no twrite! Why not, 
why not?"

“For reasons best known to herself, j quis, shrugging his shoulders 
My dear Cecil, I am reluctant to shake London, possibly, or he may

“That is easily answered," said the 
marquis. "It appears that he dis
covered that the yottng lady’s guard
ian was an old friend of his. I don’t 
know his name—” Which was true. 
*T don't know anything more than I've 
told you; and forgive me for saying 
so, that. Seeing the reception my infor
mation has received at your hands, 
I’m very sorry I know so much. I 
hâte and detest this kind of business. 
It was bâd enough when I took a per
sonal interest in you; but now—’’ He 
shrugged his shoulders. “It is a pity 
that the world could not have got on 
without women; we men would have 
been better and happier, believe me.”

“Where is Spenser?" demanded Lord 
Cecil, hoarsely.

“Heaven only knows!” said the mar-
"In 

have

Fashion
Plates.

your faith in this young lady, but I j gone out on a mission to the Jews or

Lord Cecil,
am afraid I must.”

“What!” demanded 
scarcely understanding.
Doris! Go on, sir!”

“It would seem— Pray take a chair; 
your constant moving is harassing."

Lord Cecil sank into a chair, im
patiently.

the Turks or the Sandwich Islanders. 
I neither know or care, if I may say 

"My faith in so. And now, hadn’t you better go 
and get something to eat? I fear we 
haxe exhausted the subject,” and he 
leaned back and regarded the opposite 
wall with an expression which was in
tended to indicate that, whether they

; affair with you. I imagine that that exhausted him.
spoken in his life, “I will not trouble

bv travelling day and night, arrived you with an account of my mission-
for it was a mission, carelessly as you j kind of young person seldom is. How
ignore it. I am too full of anxiety on j can R Ee expected of them? They are 
another matter. Will you tell me the j actresses by profession. I daresay she 

hiB j meaning of the note you sent me?” j was practising for a love-scene when 
The marquis stopped again and j she was exchanging vows of perpetual 

looked at him with a faint, puzzled j faith with you. Pray don’t take my 
confusion, as if he were trying to re- j suggestion in bad part!” he put in, for 

; member what it was he had written ;

“It would seem that the young lady had exhausted the subject or not, the 
was not very serious in her little love- subject had entirely and completely

at Barton Towers just after dinner.
The butler started and stared at the 
young viscount’s haggard face and 
travel-stained clothes, and — — {

solemn fashion looked quite shock
ed.

“Where is the marquis ?” demanded 
Lord Cecil.

“In his room, my lord. I’m sorry | then he nodded 
to say, dinner is over; but I can serve I “Ah, yes;

you-
“Will you tell the marquis I have

I remember. I sent you 
the note because I thought you would 
like to hear some information I re

arrived, and ask him to see me, ; ceived about Miss Marlow-” 
please?” said Lord Cecil, interrupting j “Miss Marlowe, do you mean?” said 
his stately periods. “I shall be ready j Lord Cecili"biting his lips. What in-

in ten minutes.”
He was scarcely longer, and still 

pale and wearied-looking, was con
ducted to the library.

The marquis was sitting in his easy- 
chair, wrapped in his velvet dressing- 
gown, and looked up'with his usual 
cold smile, and a slight elevation of 
the eyebrows denoted his recognition 
of Cecil’s altered appearance.

“How do you do?” he said, giving 
him the tips of his fingers. “I am 
afraid you have been rather hurried 
in your journey—”

?I came back without the loss of a 
moment,” said Lord Cecil, gravely. “I 
should have come before, but I wait
ed'to complete the business, or until I 
heard from you—”

The marquis shrugged his should
ers.

“I'm afraid you have inconvenienced 
yourself on my account," he said, cool
ly and indifferently. “There was no 
reason on earth why you should re
main there a moment longer than you 
liked—”

Lord Cecil’s pale face flushed, and 
he made a movement'of indignation.

“You must have been bored to 
death. Oh, no; I forgot—you take an 
interest in those people. Ah, yes. I 
got your letters. Quite reports, 
weren’t they? I am ashamed to say I 
didn’t read them."

Lord Cecil's eyes flashed, but he re
strained himself with an effort.

"My lord,” he said, grimly, more 
firmly and sternly than he had ever

formation—”
“Give me time, please," said the 

marquis, arranging his dressing-gown. 
“Your impetuosity is rather trying.”

“Great heavens!" exclaimed Lord 
Cecil, clenching his hands, “why do 
you torture me like this? You forget— 
or do you not forget? is it from sheer 
malice that you keep me in this 

: suspense? You know—I see you know 
| —that I have not heard from Miss 

Marlowe; that I fear same accident—”
“I know nothing of your not having 

heard from her,” said the marquis, 
with perfect coolness, “and I care 
less. I wrote to you because I con
sidered that I should do so on a point 
of honour. You were absent on my 
business, and it was my dnty to let 
you know what I had heard. I have 
always done my duty, and I did it in 
this case, though the writing of even 
a short note is irksome to me.”

"Well, my lord, well?” demanded 
Lord Cecil—and he paced to and fro— 
“what is it? Is she ill—is she—”

He could not force his lips to utter 
the word “dead.”

“Ill? Oh, no; I hope not. The fact 
is,I—I may say ‘No,’ for it is generally 
known, I imagine, that Miss Barlow 
—pardon, Miss Marlowe—has disap
peared.”

Dreadful as the word sounded, Lord 
Cecil drew a breath of relief, and a 
smile—a very mirthless one—crossed 
his lips.

"Disappeared?" he said, almost con
temptuously. “You mean she has left

And the Worst is Yet to Come—

Lord Cecil leant forward with crimson 
face. “I am sorry you should have re
garded the matter so seriously. It is 
a mistake—I speak with experience— 
a mistake to take any woman serious
ly; they are all daughters of Eve, and 
as unreliable as their first mother. 
Miss Marlowe is like the rest, that is 
all!”

“Will you tell me, my lord, what it 
is you insinuate?” said Lord Cecil, in 
despair.

“Insinuate nothing! Why should I? 
I believe it is perfectly true; but you 
can ascertain for yourself, of course, 
that she has pilted you, and gone off 
with her first and—pardon me if I 
add, her more suitable young man.”

Lord Cecil started up, his face pale 
and working, his eyes dashing.

“It—it is a lie!” he said, hoarsely.
The marquis regarded him with a 

mixture of curiosity and contempt— 
the kind of look with which one might 
regard the movements of a strange 
animal.

“Yes, it may be. I don’t answer 
for the truth of the story, as I said.”

“Where has she gone? Who is this— 
this man? It is false! I will stake my 
existence upon her truth! It is a ridi
culous lie!”

The marquis smiled.
“A large stake—too large for so pal

try a prize as a woman’s faith!” he 
said, calmly. "I have heard that she 
has gone to Australia with a man nam
ed —named— Excuse me, my memory 
is very faulty; but, fortunately, I jot
ted down the details. I had an idea 
that you would like to hear them.” 
He reached for an elegantly bound 
memorandum-book as he spoke, and 
consulted it. “Ah, yes, here it is! ‘Miss 
Marlowe sailed in the “Orion" on the 
fourteenth, in company with Mr. Gar-, 
land, late of the Barton Theatre Roy
al; engagement at Melbourne.' The 
‘Orion,’ the fourteenth. I am glad it 
occurred to me to jot it down with the 
particulars.”

Lord Cecil stared at him as if he 
were in doubt whether he or the mar
quis was mad, and the marquis, clos
ing the book, regarded him with a 
calm, set placidity.

Then Lord Cecil laughed. It was 
an unpleasant laugh to hear.

“Who told you this fable?” he de
manded.

"I got it from Spenser Churchill,” 
said the marquis, promptly. !

“Spenser Churchill! Spenser 
Churchill!” repeated Lord Cecil. 
“What had he to do with it?”

“Too much,” said the marquis. 
“Very much against my advice, he in
sisted—you know he is a professional 
philanthropist?"—with a sneer—“he 
insisted upon pleading your case with 
the young lady. But it was of no

dividual could not persuade a woman 
to keep her faith.”

playing t^eir part in his mental dis-

Lord Cecil regarded him sternly for 
a moment, as if he were about to 
speak, then, with a gesture of fare
well, opened the door and went out. 
Scarcely had he done so than the cur
tains over a door behind the marquis’s 
chair fluttered violently, and Lady 
Grace glided out.

She was pale, and her under-lip was 
caught in her white teeth in her en
deavour to appear calm and self-pos
sessed.

“Has he gone?" she said.
“Oh, yes!” replied the marquis 

“You heard our interesting and 
dramatic dialogue?”

She nodded.
‘‘Do you think”—she paused and 

turned aside—“do you think that he 
cared for her very much?”

His lordship smiled sardonically.
“I should say he was what is term

ed madly in love with her.”
Lady Grace moved a little away, out 

of the reach of the cold, piercing eyes, 
and a quiver shot over her face.

“Has he left the house, do you 
think?” she asked.

He shrugged his shoulders.
“I should imagine so. I should 

fancy that wild horses would not hold 
him!"

“Where’s he going?"
The marquis smiled indifferently.
"I haven’t the least idea—to Austra

lia, probably.”
She started.
“He would not be so mad!”
“If my opinion is worth anything, I 

think he is mad enough for anything! 
This girl must be extremely good- 
looking, Grace!”

She bit her lip till the blood came.
(To be Continued.)
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Bonnet, a Sack and a Dress with Ki
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or crepe are nice for the dress and 
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FOR
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Newman’s Port Reviver,aTonic.
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2490—This model Is good for ging
ham, galatea, chambray, linen, Indian 
Head, percale and khaki. The short 
sleeve and low neck make it ideal for 
warm weather. Waist and body por
tion of the fronts are cut in one, the 
body portion of back being buttoned 
to back of the waist.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 1, 2, 
4 and 5 years. Size 4 requires 2% 

yards of 36-inch material.
A pattern of this illustration 

mailed to any address on receipt of 
10 cents in silver or stamps.
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TEMPER.
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Tea Kettles.
Dish Pans.
Saucepans (a11 varieties).

Milk Kettles.
White Water Pails.

Milking Pails. }r 
Flour Sifters.
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Bread & Cake Boxes, 
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Pie and Cake Pans. 
Wash Boilers.

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

Sad Iron Handles, Meat Mincers.
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