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The 0id Marqms;

The Girl ot the Cloisters

CHAPTER XV.
“MY HEART IS BROKEN.”

Her voice, so pleading, so piteous in
ita purity and’ modesty, would have
turned a heart of stone; but, unfor-
tunately, the marquis did not poasou
a heart of any sort.

“Very nice, very—very-—charming,”
he said, patting his hand almost as if
he had patted hers. “I am sure you
do, and your faith does you great
credit. And you utterly decline to be-
lieve that he would do you any
harm?”

“Oh, most utterly!”

"Wéll, then, let us assume that,
like the young genileman in the bai-
lad, he woos—and weds: you will be
the Viscountess Fane, and soon, I
trust, the Marchioness of Farintosh.”

She did not start or look dazed by
her future magnificence, but her dark
eyes dwelt upon his face with a faint
dread. His unnatural calmness, the
sweet, placid 'voice that was .  as
smooth—and as cold—as a runnieg
stream, smote her with apprehension.

It seemed so self-assured, so full of
convietion and power, cold, deadly
power, that it fascinated and froze
her.

“You will be the Marchioness of
Farintosh, the mistress of what the

slang of the day calls ‘immense
wealth,’ the wife of a man who wield-
ed an enormous influence.
rule, such men choose for their part-
ners some young lady who is thzir
egqual in birth, not because they are

Now, as a

mot powerful enough to stand alone—
oh, no!—but because there are cer-
tain duties which their wives have to
perform that require a preparatory
trgining; certdin ladies, ladies of nn-
ble family, are trained for the posi-
tion, just as a lawyer or a doctor is
treined for his profession. Do you
fallcw me?”

§he raised her hand and let it fall
ugpcn her lap as a token of assent, snd
with a slight, courtly bow he went
on:

“They fill the position to the satis-
faction of “their husbands and the
werid at large, and all goes well; buat
sapposing that a young man in Lord
Biz2r’s situation marries a girl who

is not so fitted, who has not received ;
this special training, what happeuns?;

Can you not guess?”

“Tell me,” she murmured, with dry
lips, her eyes fixed on his pale, im-
passive face, as a dove’s might be en-
chained by a serpent’s.

He inclined his head again.

“This happens:
finds herself in a strange sphere, she
finds herself suddenly flung, as it
were, into the society of what the
world calls grand pe-plge, her hus-
band’s equals but not her own; she is
shy. Poor thing!
She

strange, nervous,
how could she be otherwise?

commits little breaches of good man-

ners; she is not accuStomed to tae
state and form -and ceremony of his
pasition, and she feels awkward and
oyt of place. But for the time the
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young husband does not mind; he|
lloves her, you seé, so fondly, she is
\so pretty and delicious, that he over-
flooks it; but presently she begins to
»bo unhappy, the great ladies sneer at
her, and whisper among themselves
and they let her see that they do so.”

He paused and wiped his dry lips
with the white cobwebby handker-
chief, and she watched him as if the
action had been part and parcel of
the blow he was -slowly, gracefully
dealing her.

“But worse than this, they begin to
pity him.  They whisper that he hus
thrown himself away—that he has
married beneath him—"

“Ah!” she drew a long breath. It
was breaking in upon her, this sub-
tle, devilish logic that was crushing
her young, innocent heart.

“And their whisper is not so low
but that it reaches his ears; their
looks are so eloguent that he sess
them, and he begins to see it as they
see it; and at first he is
irritated; then he grows ui-
happy; his wife sees this and becomes
paler afi¢ less pretty; the love that
flourished so promigingly begins to
fade, and at last he observes that it
it quite true and that he should have
plucked the stately rose who would
have 'lived and flourished by his side,
and not the little lily of the valley
who can only wither and die in this
uncongenial atmosphere.”

A pause. She did not speak, but
her face had grown feartulfy white,
and her little hand was pressed hard
against her throbbing heart.

“So at last there. grows up a bar-
rier ‘between thim,;i,nd one- ‘day he
tells her to her'face that he has made
a mistake, that he ixo longer loves
her, and she knows that the best
thing she can do for both is to die.
But before this can happen, my lord
has found the woman he ought io
have married, and one day he leaves
this young and wretched wife and—
are you faint? I have tired you!”
ofr she had swayed toward him and
then fallen back; but at his worls
she sat upright and put up her hand.

“No, no! Go on!”

He smiled beneath his handker-
chief. He had won the game, he
knew; but he would finish his stroke
and complete the scére. "

“I don’t think there is much more,
except that the poor lily does die, or,
i worse still, lives broken,
icrushed, and altogether withered
innocent cause of

on—a
flower, the her
iown ruin and that of the man she
loved, not wisely, but too well. Too
well! Not well enough to save him
from his own folly! Do you think I
have been drawing upon my imagina-
tion? Do npot flatter me! My dear
| child, I have not. I am the most
¢ practical of individuals, and my little
ckektch is taken from the life of some
half a dozen.cases within my experi-
ences and it is not overcolored.”

Silence for a moment. Her face
was turned from his, one hand clasp-
ing the back of the seat, the other
closed tightly in her lap, the gracsful
figure bent sideways.

He looked at her, as a surgeon
mighd look at an interesting case up-
on which he had been operating, then
smiled again with cold satisfaction.

“Ot course,” he said, “I do not wish
to convince you against your will. I
merely. give you the benefit of my ad-
vice and exqerlonce. If you choose to
run the risk—many girls would—"

Then she turned, and the Jovely
face was almost
deathly pallor of self-sacrifice and
love martyrdom.

“I am—not one of them, my lord!”
she said, in a piteous voice, so still,
and low, and clear, and full of mis-
ery and resolution. No! I love your
son, Lord “Edgar, too well to—ruin
him. I ruin him! I would rather die
here at your feet! hi.!h‘.’n!lord.
mmvonu\-lym;:{l‘udm

4 see him again, never!

child-like face. “I see now why you
wers 80 assured of getting your way!

1T know that what you say is true, for

-] feel it! Lord Edgar shall not
marry me, no, oh, no! ‘I will fever
I will not ruin
him, let who will. But"—and her
hands clasped in piteous misery—‘it
is hard, so very, very - hard!

saint-like in its,

happy and content until he came! I
;dld not know what love mea.nt un

"he taught me! 1 would not ' have
! dared even then to have loved him,

tell me, and I know, that my love
would ruin him! Oh, why have I ever
lived to be so unhappy!” and with a
moan she covered her face with her
hands.

“My ‘poor child,” murmured the
marquis, “I am very sorry for you!
My heart bleeds for you.” It must

very white kind - of blood! - “It does
indeed! 1If I had known that this
little romance had gone 80 !al:. I
think—but no! doty must be per-
formed! and, though it is hard tor
you to believe it, let me whisper this
consolation: ‘Better that you should
suffer for a few weeks—it will be no
longer—"

“Shall I dfe in a few weeks?™ she
murmured, and it was the one word
of bitterness that escaped her.

“For a few weeks than to be miser-
able for years, and to know that you,
all innocently, 'have made him
wretched also! Think of that, my
child, and be—comforted.” Y
K bishop could not have spoken
with greater tenderness or solemnity,
and the cold, impassive face grew
quite gentle.

“And you are quite resolved?”

“Resolved!” she shuddered.

“It is well,” he said, nodding his
head. “Then let me impress upon
you the importance of keeping to your
resolution not to see,K Lord Edgar.
Love is strong, and duty grows weak
when put to so severe a test as his
presence and persuasion would be.
Do not see him, but leave here at
once—I will arrange things fer yoq;,
As for him—Leave him to-me.” <[ =107

“You will not— My lord, it was my
fault!” she breathed, turning sthtly,
woman-like, rousing to defend hor
loved one.

He smiled.

“Lord Edgar is not a boy, to be
punished, my child. Besides, he has
done no wrong! “He would have besn
less than human not to have loved
you! I should have done the same
if I had been in h‘is place. No, no;
when I say leave him to me, I mean
leave me to contrive some means of
keeping him out of your way. A lsw
weeks and he—both of you—will have
recovered from this little episode,
and—"

She arose, tearless now, lovely in
her pallor and misery.

“Are you going?’ he said, rising
and extending his hand. “My poor
child, you have suffered much! If it
were not that I am conscious of hav-
ing acted only for your good I should
feel greatly, very greatly, Will you
not shake hands? You do not bear
me any enmity, I trust?”

Slowly she put out her hand and he
took it.
strike like ice to her quivering heart
and she shuddered. He held it and
looked at her.
the iron is hot.

“If by chance Lord Edgar should
insist upon seeing you—he is quite
capable of it—you will bé firm, my
childa?”

him with a sorrowful intensity.
“Yes—yes! Be firm.

As certainly as that you and I are
standing here—both very wretched-—
it you yield, and let him have his
way, ruin will follow!”

She remembered it, only too well,
then; and in the bitter herod‘tq.
also.

Slowly she drew her hl.nd away,
and slowly and with evident, painfnl,
effort moved to the door.

from. it.

“Why Lela! Out so late? It is too

ter?”
upon his breast.

“Oh, srndmn—#ndvm!" she
.obbod.
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| if he had not made me! And now you.

‘| tell me!

have been, as the Spaniards say, a{'

As he did so it seemed !o surmise.

She did not speak, but looked at 1
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What {s it?”

‘Then the marquis moved into the
moonlight, and the old man started
and stared amazedly at him,
“My—Ilord!” he faltered; and, as
p!s grasp relaxed in his astonishment,
Léla slipped from him and glided
slowly and pitifully into the house.

The marquis stood stern and cold;
there was no smile upon his courtly
face now, only a pitiless impatience
and contempt.

“J-—I hope your lordship is better,”
said Mr. Temple, with a bewildered
air,

“Mr. Temple,” said the marquis, “I
have not had the pleasure of meeting
you for some years, but I have al-
ways understood you to be a learncd
man. I regret that a learned man is
not synonymous with a wise man.”

“My lord!”

“I should have been for better satis-
fied if I could have thought that you
had been a rogue, but I find that you
are only a fool.”

At this insult, uttered in a voice as

‘cold as ice, as hard as steel, the gen-

tle old man started and turned white,
and his thin hand -closed over the
handle of his stick convulsively. Then
the thought struck him that what
had been prognosticated so long had
happened at last—the great marquis
had gone mad!

“My lord, this language—" he fal-
tered.

“Is no stronger than you deserve.
I said fool, not rogue. And who but
a fool, buried in his miserable books,
would have been blind to the fact that
the child committed to his charge was
in deadly peril?”

“Lela!” exclaimed the old man,
amazedly. “Deadly peril! My lord,
there is some mistake!”

Yes, certainly he had gone mad.

“There would have been some mis-
take, and worse, but for the chance
which led me here to-night to dis-
cover that my son, Lord Edgar, and
Miss Temple are in the habit of meet-
ing here in this garden at night, and
alone.!”

“Lord Edgar here!” echoed
poor old man, looking around as if
he expected ‘to see the stalwart form
among the shadows.

The marquis struck his stlck sharp-
1y on the ground.

“Yes, and not for the first time.
Man, you have been blind!—he has
been here often.”

“Only twice, my lord marquis.”

“With what object I presume you
are not too insensately igmorant to
Enough that, beyond per-
suading the poor child to love him, he
has done no further mischief. But

i thanks to you in that—"
The Iabt Slow., mialedl Y OO nu EhNaAh 1 -

“Stop, my lord!” exclaimed the ol
man, drawing himself to his fall

'height, and looking as much like &
marquis as the marquis

himself.
“Your son is a gentleman, and an

honest one.”
The marquis’ sneer was ﬂne to be-

Remember hpld.

that if you yield harm will come of it.|;

“You talk like the girl,” he said,
‘with icy scorn. “Did you ever yet
Jknow a Fane honest?”

“Until this one, no!"™ was the stern
retort.
" “''he marquis laughed, an unpleasant
laugh.

: (To be-Continued.)
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JUST THE DRESS FOR YOUR|

GROWING GIRL

, 2831

2437—Hero is comfort, good taste
and good style. The model is nice for
the new, pretty voiles, for dimity, taf-
feta, silk, batiste and dotted Swiss.
The surplice effect on the waist is very
pleasing. You may finish the dress
with a belt over the back or with a
smart sash of ribbon, silk or material.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizs: 6, 8,
10, 12 and 14 years. Size 8 requires
314 yards of 44-inch material.

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

AN “EASY TO MAKE” APRON

2785—This model is nice for seer-
sucker, gingham, lawn, percale, drill
and jean. The body portion is fin-
ished with strap ends that are crossed
over the back and fastened to the
front of the shoulders. In this de-
sign, all waste material is avoided,
and the garment is cool, comfortable
ard practical.

The Patern is cut in 4 sizes:
Small, 32-34; Medium, 36-38; Large,
40-42; and Extra,K Large; 44 and 46
inches bust measure. Size Medium
requires 3% yards of 36-inch ma-
terial.

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

The Acme of Comfort in this Corsel
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