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The 0ld Marqms :

The Girl 0! the Cloisters

CHAPTER VIL
A CHAINED HEART.
“Nearly four o’clock,” he says.
“And nearly two hours’ walk!"” she
exclaims, aghast.
by six he will be in a terrible state.

I have never been away from him so |

long before.”

“Two hours! We shall just do it!”
he says, cheerily. “If you are tired
I can cargy you, you know.”

She blushes and looks at him re-

\

proachfully.
“You are =ot to remember that,

”

she says, chidingly.

“Am I not? Very:well. I'll never

speak of it; but forget it! no, that'sihe“t you have stolen!

impossible.” He dr&ws the lace wrap !

“If I do not return

“I"do not know. . He will be very—
surpriged!” she adds. naively.

“By Jove! yes!™ he can not help as-
' senting. “I wish—I wish I knew how
he would take it! Lela, I am a little
bit afraid of Mr. Temple.”

“Afraid of grandpapa!” with an
amused. and wondering smile. “Why,

,| Lord Edgar—"

“My darling!"” he . exclaims, . stop-

length. “Don’t—don't call me cthat
inow! I am Edgar—Edgar now! Oh,
how hateful that sounded!”

She blushes and looks at him, a
little curve of timidity on her lip.
“But why are you afraid—Edgar?”

“Because he is so grave and se-
vere. I am thinking that perhaps he
will not be overpleased.”

“No?” doubtfully.

i high opinion of the fellow whose
And he's
right. But suppose, only say sup-

around Rer, as he speaks with tender | poqe he cuts up rough—Lela, come

care, and steals one n;ox:e kiss of the
gold-brown tresses, -and. then they
start for home." M ._Qo not talk
much, at least by ward af mouth, but
every now and them his’ hand touches
hers, apd sometimes her fingers close
over his with a gentle préssure. She
is too iqnocent to hide her Ilove;

there i no false shame-im her; she

has. given him her first kiss, as che
has given himr her whole heart, with-
out reserve, tholly, totally. Her pure,
unstained soul is free to his gaze if
he could see it, and there is only one
word written there—love!

There is not much worldliness about
Lord Edgar;, it never occurs to him
that thére is anything unusual or in-
convenient in this loye~of his. He
quite forgets that he is the heir to the
marquisate, and that she is ‘the grand-
daughter of his father’s servant, until
a word from her reminds him of the
fact, and calls up some-horrid doubts
and difficulties. * The ‘word is this:

“I wonder what "grandpapa will
say!” she murmurs, more to herself

“than to him.

“Mr. Tefnple!” he says; “ah, yes!”

“Why do you say that?” she asks,
quickly, already learned in every
tone of his voice.

He smiles in his frank, careless
fashion, then suddenly his face
grows grave.

“Lela,” he says, slowly and looking
preternaturally wise, ‘I wonder—
what do you think he will say?”

She shakes her head:
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what will, you will be true to me?”

zled. “Do you mean that I will love
you always? Why, yes!”

between us. Lela, do you mind keep-
ing our love secret for a little while
—for to-night, say?” /

“If you wish it,” she says, with
heartfeit obedience.

He takes her l_mind and kisses it,

ly.

“I'm more afraid of your grand-
papa than my father,” he says.

“Ah! the ma.rquis"' she says, t
affrightedly, but as if a shadow had |
crossed her sunlighted path. “I—
yes, I forgot my lord the marquis.”

He laughs.

“My lord the marquis
count,” he says, carelessly. “My
lord the marquis doesn’t care what

doesn't

what becomes of him!”
“How strange,” she murmurs, “he

| doesn’t love you!” as if all things on'

earth must love this god-like lover
of hers, with the strong arms and
voice full of heavenly music.

.Lord Edgar shakes his head.

“It is strange, I suppose,” he ad-
mits; “but I'm used to it. As I said,
my darling, he won't care, but I will
tell him.”

“Ah, yes.”

“T1 tell him to-night, and when I
have got his consent—which he will
give as if he were giving me a check
—1I can go to your grandpapa and tsil
him. He won’t say anything if .y
father doesn’t!”

She is silent for a moment, though
in her heart she has yielded instant
obedience.. There is no command 5!
his she would disobey.

“And if my lord the marquis says
‘No?.”.she falters, :

He laughs, and the look which gits
pretty plainly on all the faces of the
portraits in the Abbey galléry romes
into-his face. 3 ;

“Then-{t ‘won’t matter,” he ‘says,
. | conclusively.: “We can be married

1 without his consent.”

“Married!” The word' conveyed a
nevidea.mmmmnmu

ping short, and holding her at arm‘si

{“Lela, I want you to be my wife? "

. “No,” she replies, simply.

“Why, no, of course mot!” he says,
emphatically, his hot blood stirred u»
at the mere idea of opposition. “Bat
we are looking at the worst side of
the ‘case, aren't we? Why shouldn’t
Mr. Temple agmr' $

“Oh,  yes, yes,” he .saye, putting
the dréad from Her. “When you tell
him, he wl{! bo snrpr!ud. and, ‘per-
haps, a lm.le angry, but’ he will get
used to it, and in & few . years ' he
won’t mind it at all; thon_gp ” and har
eyes fill with tears, “he will never
bear me to leave him.” -

“A few years!” he ‘echoes, aghast,
then, afraid of frightening —her, he
nods. “Yes, he'll get used to it! And
as to leaving him, why, we'll take him
with us!”

She looks up at him with gratitude
in her sunlighted eyes, and so, with
the complaisance of two happy mor-
tals, they arrange their destinies.

The clock strikes six as they cross
the lawn; they are not arm in srm
now, and Lela looks up at the tower
with a little start.

“I must go now, at once,” she says.

“Good-by, my darling, my love!”
he murmurs. “But not for long. I
will come to 'the window to-night.
You will be there?”

“Yes,” she whispers, her heart beat-
ing wildly, then suddenly she lifts
ker head from his breast, and reach-
ing uf puts her lips to his and kisses
him, then slipping like a sunbeam
from his arms, and covered with
shame, she flies up the steps and is
gone.

Lord Edgar stands for a .moment
in silent communion with his happi-
ness, then he walks around the ter-
race to the front entrance.

“No! TI'm afraid he hasn't a very!

“True to you!” she' repeats, puz-,

“Yes, love me always!” he says, |
ardently, “Let who will try and step’

laying it -against his cheek caressing-,:

his son does, whom- he marries, or

As he does so, Mr. Palmer, the bu
ler, emerges from the hall with the
air of a bishop or an executioner in a
dress coat, and approaches him with
a salver in his hand.

“A telegram, my lord,” he says, ex-
tending the salver with the familiar
buff envelope on it.

Lord Edgar takes it and crushes it
into his pocket.

“At what hour will your lordship
have dinner?”

“Dinner—oh, when you like—I
mean now,” he replies, absently.

Then he rushes up the stairs, to the
horror of Mr. Palmer, and begins to
dress. He is half through the opera-
tion when the sight of his shooting-
;;Iacket recalls the telegram, and he

takes it from his pocket and.opens it.
It is from Clifford Revel to Lord Ed-
gar Fane, and it runs thus:

“Something is wrong with Flyaway.
Come up at once. Most important.”

Lord Edgar stares at the pink pa-
! per with a frown of annoyance and
disgust. Flyaway is the name of a
certain horse mpon which he and a
considerable number of his friends
have staked not only their hopes, but
| a large sum of money for a coming
race.

Three days—two déys—ago Fly-
away was the most 'important per-
sonage in the world to him; -for
months he had thought of little else;
! since. yesterday he has not given it a
single fleeting remembrance. Until
this odious telegram arrived he had
quite forgotten it. But now, what
was he to do? Clifford Revel is not
the man to indulge in false alarms.

he ought to be on the spot. But

‘leave Lela! Impossible! Not for all

the Flyaways and all the races they
could  possibly win would he barter
the one-quarter of an hour on the ter-
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Freezone on an aching corn, instantly
that corn stops hurting, then you lift
it right out. Yes, magic! No humbug!

a few cents at any drug store, but is

soft corn, or corn between the toes,
and the calluses. without soreness or
irritation.
Freezone is the sensational discov-
ery mc;f a Cincinnati genius. It is won-
derful

race besid® her which he is looking
forward to.

And yet—and yet—it is not only his

own money. What about the trust-
ing friends who, relying upon his
faith in the horse have staked their
hundreds, ay, and thousands? Can
be in-honor leave them in the mire,
gacrifice them to his own selfish
pleasure?
i is a question that permits of only
0!;6 answer. With an exclamation
consigning Flyaway—the ° dearly be-
loved and believed im—to Jericho, he
gits down and scribbles an answer to
the effect that he will be in town to-
night. He sends this off, then looks
up “Bradshaw.” There is only one
train, and that starfs.ifnian hour and
a'half! No time to see Lela and ex-
plain, no time to see his: father! Yes,
he must see him; at any cost he
must get his consent before he leaves
the Abbey.

Hurriedly resuming . his morning
dress, he rings the bellvand requests
an interview with Mr. Palmer.

“My compliments to the marquis,
Mr. Palmer, and I should be glad if
he would give me a few minutes. You
can tell him I have to go to town
in an hour.”

Mr. Palmer looks gravely and re-
spectfully doubtful, and ~coughs be-
hind. his fat white hand.

“My -lord the marquis has had a
sharp attack of the gout, my lord,
since the morning,” he says.

Lord Edgar bites his mustache.

“I'm. awfully sorryl But—look here,
Pahner, 1 want to see -him very bad-
ly:" Rt s impdrtant. you know.”

Mr. Palmer smiles behind his hand
at tite idea of anything being import-
ant_enough to interest the marquis in
his-present condition, but reape_ctml-
ly-departs on his errand.

1n a few minutes he -comes back.

“The marquis will “see you, my
lord.“ he says, with a solemnity that
is rather damping. But Lord Bdgar
rises eagerly, and follows the silent
butlér to the marquis® door.

“I¢'s a bad attack, my lord,” whis-
pers Mr, Palmer, almost pityingly,
as he opens the door, and Lord Edgzar
understands the pitying tone when he
1n/t:: and sees his father’s face.

1t is not creased and wrinkled with
the pain, as most gout martyrs are;
the marquis doés not greet him with
a.volley of oaths, as some gout mar-
tyrs in their worst paroxysms are
won't to do; but simply stares at him
with the fierce eyes that glitter like
polished steel, and transfixes him like
@ bird upon a spit.

“I'm very sorry to hear, father—"
he begins, but the marquis cufs him
short. A“-..

“Thanks; I do nof doubt your sym-

what you have to say and kindly leave
me. Do not come any nearer. I have
no wish to wound your filial feelings,
But the mere sight of & human form,
though 1t takes the shape of my som,
{s hatéful to ma &t the present mio-
ment, What is it?™

Courageous indeed would be - the
mnﬂo«mkl say under nchcir-
cumstances, With that awful face ba-
fore. N.q that awful voioo in his ears,

servants’ granddaughters: comsent to|

Doesn’t hurt a bit! Drop a little

A tiny bottle of Freesone cofts but
sufficient to remove every hard corm, |

pathy, I also do not require. it. Say |
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2744—This model iz economical ‘of
material and labor. It is easy to de-
velop and suitable for wash .fabries

glip over the head. The sleeve may

length, or made in waist length.
Either style has a smart cuff.

6 and 8 years. Size 4 will require 234
yards of 40 inch material.

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

A GOOD SUIT STYLE FOR THE
SMALL BOY. g
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2748—For the blouse, one-ceuld use
galatea, gingham, drill, or lineny for
the trousers, these materials are suit-
able too, and likewise flannel, serge,
velvet and corduroy.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 3, 4,
5 and 6 years. Size 4 requires 1%
yards of 27 inch material for the
waist, and 1% yards for the trousers.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to ‘any address on receipt of 10 .¢ents
in silver or stamps.
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LONDON DIREGTORY,

(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World
to communieate direct with Engliah
MANUFACTURERS ‘& DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides being
& complete commercial guide to Lon-
don and Suburbs, it contains 'ists of

2 EXPORT MERCHANTS

with the goods they ship, and the Col-
cnial ‘and Foregn lhrkm key sup-
rly: also

PIOYINCIAL TRADE. NOTICES
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,
etc., in the principal Provincial Towna
and Industrial Centres ot the Unitel
Kingdom,

Business Cards ot lnrdmm aad
Dealers seeking

LRITISH AGENCIES

advertisements from $15 to" $60.

you.”

as well as silk and cloth. It-is cut to:

be cut off and finished at - elbow}
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OCOGOCOSOIOCEOOT * K

R 2

KR IRIEL KK 2R K>

L A

@&f&@yt&

Just opened:a‘mew ship.
ment of the above

Corsets.

—

The Aclhe of Comfort in this Corsef,

—

Hundreds of satisfied cus-
tomers wearing this Corset
tO'day.

HEN RY BLAIR

Sole Agent for Newfoundland.
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Are made in all shapes a

see the New Spring St
Felts. All

P. 0. Box 701.
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WARNER S
Rusl Proof Corsets!

1UB THEM—
RUB THEM--
SCRUB THEM—
KEEP THEM CLEAN

You can’s’ hurt
WARNER’S RUST-PROOF
CORSETS.

They have every Quality that
spells Service—they are light, dur
able and comfortable.

The first feature that a woman ap-
preciates in a corset is shape, but the
shaping must be comfortable.

This you can rely upon through a
Warner’s Rust-proof. And the fact
that a corset is impervious to moist.
ure is a feature not to overlool\

rtunity without precedent, when

can now he printed under each trads|3
in which they are interested ut a cost |'
of $6 for each trede heading. Largar
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SLATTERY’S

Wholesale Dry Goods

are now showing:

Boys’ Tweed Suits.
Men’s Wool Socks.
Blouse Flannelette.
Dress Goods.
Misses’ Dresses. ;
Remnantis of Dress Goods White Pique.

White Flannelette. Ladies’ F. L. Underwear.

A large assortment of SMALLWARES always in
stok,

] Crib Blankets.

Chintz Quilt Cotton.
White Nainsook.
White Cambric.
Children’s Dresses.

SLATTERY BLDG., I)nckmrlh :&l({éorge Sta

J. J. ST. JOHN, Dkr st

250 Bags, 100 Ibs. mh, ol Best Quallty

White Table Meal.
'l‘his prlge_, !or oné week, $4 40

ships Going Cheap.

e millionaire who seeks a new
t for his gold will soon have an

ge number of ships which have
usefnl work in the war come
r the auctioneer’s hammer.
one of the last Admiralty sales
e the war, no fewer than fifteen
k. were sold, and for £50, 000 it
possible to become owaer of a
a South American State might

eship of 4,717 toms, with armour |
ng from four to twelve inchesl
and eguipped with engines, |
ete. -Originally built for
Ifurkish Navy, she had seen thirty §
s of service before she was mada |
pxperimental target for the Ma-
c's guns. But she was still a |
vessel, able to give a good ac- §
t of herself in battle, and dirt
p at the £8,600 she fetched in the
ham Dockyard sale. X
hother dcughty ship of war was
Duke of Welington, which, in the
of her pride, had carried 131
and headed the line at a great
head review held by Queen Vic-
For this magnificant ship the
y sum of £8,350 was- paid.
e Algiers, over which the admir-
flag had floated at Chatham for
b years, was knocked down for
850. The Edgar, a battleship of
funs, fetched £5,100; and the
hibal changed hands for £4,500—
modest sum of £35.900 thus sec-
g five battleships which must have
at least a million dollars.
hother Admiralty sale of the time@
pded that fine first-class battle-
Collingwood, a vessel of 9,500
, armed with four twelve-inch
and six six-inch guns, and built|
cost cf £824,000, and the cruiser
e, of 3,600 tons, built at Jarrow
890 for £184,000.
it these are only crumbs compar-
¥ith the feast that will soon be
ad for the buyers of warships tha
b served their day in the world’
test war.
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