saftening water, for clean-
ing, dlatntecting aad for over

The Old Marquis ;
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The Girl of the Cloisters

CHAPTER VIL
A CHAINED ¥BART,

*Yuu have ‘nothing to say?” I ve-
pret that you should have tronbled
ne mad yourq:lf by insisting on an
"bierview at which I icok like a fool
ind you feel liko one.”

word Bdgay flushes hotly, then
nembers who it is that speaks,
yhat ke is suTering,

“]l Lave to go o

re-
and
towv, sir, at
mee,” he says

*Then why ot go?™ retorts the lcy
roice, Xeen and biting. “What is it
rou want? Money? In the name of
Jeaven and ecarth get it out the
teward. I have nothing elso you are
ikely to require. Go to the steward.
yo to---wherever your destination
nay be, and leave me {n peace.
yood-day!” and striking. the hand-
11l he leans hack ana fixes his eyes
m the opposite wall as if he had sud-
lenly become deaf, and blind, and
hamb,

Mr. Palmer opens
rith an *“I-told-vou-so” look,
lord Fdgar out.

And so fate, in the shape of the
nafwuis’ gout, rivets another chain in
he destinies of Lela Temple.

D4

“the door, and
ushers

» CHAPTER IX.
FRIENDLY ENEMIES.

LELA flew to her own room. Ier
fieeks were flushed with the thrill of
hat kiss which she herself had given
ord Edgar. She was trembling with
| sense of a new life; to use a mata-
jhor much heloved of 'the old poets,
T.ove's dart rankled sweetly in her
leart,” and she wanted to be alone,
{ only for a few minutes, to realize
i1 the joy that had befallen her.

The room—a dainty little apart-
neut-—lockéd out non the nuns’ gar-
len. 1t was not elaborately furnish-
d-—Mr. Temple's sgalary was a very
podest one—but it was as neat as a
fn and eloguent of that grace which
mly a woman’s presence can supply.
Vith glowing 'eyes she—she who
ago had never
mown an emotion to stir Lier heart—
hrew herself on Ler knees beside the
ed and hid ber Yace in her hands.
Jut !f her idea was to shut out all
hongbt «t Lord Edgar she did not
meceed. The touch “bi s strong
mnd, the pressure of his strong arm
pemed about her eoven now. His
arnest 1 love you! {1 love you!”
mng in Ler cars, and made sweet mu-
ke of the sﬂ'ence His stalwart form
nd ha.ndsomh face seo;ned to pene-
rate the space and stand before her;

wenty-four years
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monu'ueuummm.

'ﬁ-mmmm suffused with

mmm«m;mwu

T once and onca only in her life—the
| Soy springing from the knowledge

that she is beloved.

If the professor had been a woman
{nstead of & book-worm he would
have read her secret at a glance
when, a 1ittle later; she stole down to
tea, her face still flushed, her ayes
hidden under the dark-fringed lids.

But he, buried in his books, had
quite forgotten that she had been
away all day, and had forgot the ex-
istence of Lord Edgar, until thcre
came the sound of carriage wheels
rolling down thé gravel drive, then
he looked up absently, and said:

“Hem! Lord Ednr'l cone—thank
the gods!™

ifer werk nearly fell from her

, and her face ylmched; then
she smiled with the sweet conscious-
ness of assurance, and said:

“Oh, no, grandpapa; he is not go-

ing to-night.”
*F>ir do yoti-—-a.h. I forgot. Did
you njoy your walk? You were both
bored to death, I suppose, eh? I can’t
gimagine what you' found to talk
about. .He knows nothing about any-
thln/g but dogs and horses, and you
know nothing of anything except
books, and very little of them,” with
gentle sarcasm.

Lela colored, and went to the win-
dow with a sense of guilt upon her.

«“We didn’t bore each other, grand-
papz.” she said, meekly, feeling an
uttér hypocrite and deceiver.

“No! ' Then the pity I expended on
[ron both was thrown away. But
{ what makes you say that he has
not gone?"

“Because he said he was not going,”
she answered, looking out at the sun-
set sky, and wondering how. soon she
should hear his step on the terrace.

»I'm sorry for that”® remarked
Mr. Temple, grimly. “Something will
be sure to happen if he remains. We
shall be burned fn our beds, or the
marquis and he will quarrel. Yes, he
had far better go!” :
v Something had happened already,
she thought, as she leaned her cheek
against the window frame and
watched and listened.

The minutes grew into hours; the
gun fell, and the stars came out, a
crescent moon grew into silver' and
ghone down on her face, pale and
wistful now as a thirsty flower, and
still his step did not break the silence
of the terrace. The professor, sit-
ting over his books, was conscious at
last of the night air, and looked up.

“Lela, you will catch cold; come in
and close the window.”

With a sinking of the heart she
obeyed; a disappointment - greater
almost than she could bear weighed
upon her. Had he forgotten? .No!
that was impossible. What had hap-
pened? Where was he?

The door opened and a servant
entered. i

“Lord Edgar’s compliments, miss,
and here is the hook,” she said, put-
ting down on the table a small packet.

Mr. Temple’s ears pricked up At
the word “book.”

“What is it, Lela? he said;
book?”

With a flush of shame she took up
the parcel gently, and carried it to a
lamp at the other end of the room.

“I1 mee, grandpapa,” she said,
tremblingly. :

What did it mean? Breaking the
thread with uncertain fingers she took
out a small volume bound in morocco.
As she turned it over wonderingly,
she saw a paper stretching out from

“what

the leaves. With a thrill she seized
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it. There was a line of writing on it,
just one line:

“I am obliged to go to London at
onece. Good-night!” ;

That was gll, but as if it had been
the most precious piece of wisdom
that had ever been penned, she hid it
in her hand, and slipped it in the
bosom of her dress.

Then, with a novel feeling of
guilt and defeit upon her, she took
the book and put it down before har
grandfather.

“It is a volume of poems, grand-
papa,” she said, and glided out_of the
room that he might not see the tears
that rushed to her eyes.

Gone! She should not see him,
should not touch his hands before she
slept! Oh, how long the might would
be! How long! .
Lord Edgar flung himself into a
first-class carriage of the express in
that frame of mind which schoolboys
are wont to describe as “riled.”

That he should be journeying to
London, instead of \leaning against
the window with- Lela’s lovely face
framed in it, was exasperating in the
highest degree. He bought an even-

goothed him, and when, after what
seemed to him an unreasonable time,
the train reached Pa,ddington, he
flung himself {ato a hansom and
scowled at the London streets, just:
cooling off, after a hot day, as if they
were a city of desolation. o
“Confound Flyaway, and Clifford,
and the whole of the Jockey Club,”
murmured. “I wonder what she is
doing now? Is she waiting still? 1’1
be bound that idiot of a Palmer will
forget the book. I wonder how early
the trains start in the morning?”’

In this restless and impatient mood
he reached his chambers. They were
in the Albany, one of the best sets;
and, hot as London was, his valet had
managed to keep the Tuxuriows rooms
cool and comfortable. The man was
standing on the stairs as he entered
the hall.

“Mr. Revel is here, my lord. He
has had your telegram,” he said, as
he opened the door of the drawing-
room.

As Edgar entered, the tall, thin fig-
ure of Clifford Revel arose from the
depths of an easy-chair. He was in
evening dress, an exquisite white or-
chid in his button-hole, his dark,
handsome face set.in its usual ex-
pression of calm, impassive acute-
ness. Something faintly like a sneer
curved the clean-cut lips as he look-
ed at the flushed countenance and
kindled eyes of his cousin, and as he
held out his hand, white and long,
and beautifully shaped; he raised his
dark eyebrows with a deprecatory
smile.

“How do you do, Ednr!” he said.
“How do you do, Clifford? What
on earth’s the matter? Jave, how hot
it is! Lovel, open that wl‘dow—do
you mind, Clifford?”

“Not a bit! Is it so warm? You
ook hot.”

“Look hot! I feel it!” retorted
Lord Bdgar, flinging his hat and dust
coat to the valet, who took them,.and
noiselessly disappeared.

Clifford Revel pushed the chair on
which he had been sitting to the win-
dow, and laying his white hands on
Lord Edgar’s broad shoulders, pushed
him gently, but firmly lneo it :
“Sit down, my dear fellow,” he
said, in his slow, musical voice, “You |

'enhn.'mmm

-| it anything spoken in so soft and se-

Tene & voice could be called a retort,
“That is exactly what all the men who

- | have been backing her will do, and’]

they will confound you and me also.”
“What's the matter with her?™ de-

like an oven! What a man wants to

| live in such a dusthole as London in

the summer for I can’t conceive.”
“Ha! Only on Sunday last you re-

ceive me, that there was no. place
worth living in but London.”

Lord Edgar colored.

Sunday last! Yes, but something
h-d happened since then. He had not
earr!od Lela across the stream then.

“Did I? I must have been a great-
er idiot than I thought myself. Have
you had anything to drink? Lovel,”
calling to the man, “bring some soda
and brandy and the cigars. Well, go
“‘.

But Clifford Revel glanced toward
the man -warningly, and remained
silent until .he had done his service
and left the room.

“My dear Edgar, let me beg of you
to exercise a little caution; one word
of this business before our silent but
intelligent Lovel, and the news will be
all over town.”

“Well, he’s gone now. Take a ci-
gar., What is it?”

“No, thanks; I am going out.”

Lord Edgar glanced at theédscrupu-
lously neat evening attire, and nod-
ded.

“The horse, my dear Edgar, is dead
lame.” He said it in exactly the same
tone as that in which he had declined
the cigar, and paused in the middle
of the sentence to re-arrange the or-
chid, which had fallen a little askew.

Lord Edgar whistled.

“By Jove! How did it happen?”

“How do these things happen? No
one knows—no one ever will know.

ing paper, and flung it aside after a!
glance; a couple of cigars scarcely !

he |

The fact is, however, sufficient. We—
you and I and all our friends—have
backed the horse to win, and, if che
! runs, we shall lose. There is no time
fto be lost, you see. I was sorry to
wire, but I dare say you were glad
ienough for an excuse ‘to return;
' though, by the way, you don’t seem
"so," and his keen, dark eyes scanued
for a moment the frank, handsome
tace that certainly did not expr;es
much joy.

Lord Edgar colored and laughed,
then frowned. The keen eyes watch-
ed him closely. /
| “Ill ask after the Abbey and my
uncle directly,” he said. “About this
horse first. Of course, we must get
'out of the mess.”

“Get out of it!” repeated Lord Ed-
gar, looking puzzled.

Clifford Revel nodded, and took a
cigarette.

“There will be just time, if we com-
 mence t'o-morrow morning.”

“Commence what?” demanded Lord
Edgar, with a frown.

“To lay against her,” said Clifford
Revel, coolly. “We must save our
money—"

Lord Edgar sprung to his feet.

“Clifford, what are you talking
about? ‘Are yo ujoking? Do you

imean to say that, knowing the horse
is lame and can’t win, that we must
bet against her, though up to now we
have backed her right through?”

“Of course!” was the reply. “What
else would you do?”

“Anything but that, at any rate!”
returned Lord Edgar, staring at him.
“Why—why, Clifford, it would be dis-
honest! I wouldn’t do it to save
--gvery penny I'm worth! - Come, say
that you are joking! Of course, the
horse sha'n’t run! -I'll have it put in
the papers that she's lame.”

? (To be Continued.)
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manded Lord Bdgar. “The place is|

marked, if my memory does not de-|,

Fashion
Plates. |

MOTHER'S

A NEAT DRESS FOR
GIRL.

2744—This model is economical of
material and labor. It is easy to de-
velop and suitable for wash fabrics
as well as silk and cloth. It i‘out tp
slip over the head. The sleeve may.
be cut off  'and finished at elbow
length, or made in waist length.
Either style has a smart cuff,

A pattern of this illustration mailed
6 and 8 years. Size 4 will require 2%
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.
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2748—For the blouse, one could use
galatea, gingham, drill, or linen; 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,
6 and 6 years. Size 4 requires 1%
yards of 27 inch material for, -the
waist, and 114 yards for the trousers.

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

NO. 46 o0 oo o0 -:

A A
BIZ® . 37 F¢ 00 40 oo oo o5 00

‘

Address in full:— ! P

Name «c oo oo o0 o9 oo 06 o0 30 o co
*e 40 40 00 S0 B0 00 00 S0 00 00 40

e 80 20 50 60 W0 00 00 0% se 09 we s

" Melephone 808
LONDON DIREGCTORY,

(Published Annually)

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

_ EXPORT MERCHANTS

with the goods they ship, and the Col:
cnial -.nd Foregn Markets tkey sup-
rly; also

PROVINCIAL TRADE nmm
of leading Manufacturers, lla\'lmm.
etc., in the principal Provincial Towns
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Kingdom. .

Business Cards of Merchants aad

-y Dealers seeking

LRITISH AGENCIES

can now he printed under mm@'
i1 which they are interested ut a cost
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advertisements front $15 to $60. |
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| BARGAINS _
Men s Fine Boots

~ 150PAIRS

_MEN'S BLACK and TAN and PATENT LEATHgy

Goodyear Welts, sizes 9-10. Price $5. 00

100 pairs MEN’S FINE BOOTS, Goodyear ‘T'et

Gun Metal, Black Vici Kli Price $6.25.

F. SMALLWOOD

Garden|

Thé Home of Good Shoes.

- MAIL ORDERS RECEIVE PROMPT A’I"I‘EI\"I‘I()N.
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In Stock
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Tools.

Four Tine Digging Forks, Four and |

Six Tine Manure Forks, Hoes,

Rakes, Forks.

Wolsesale Only.
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Make your Motoring season an enjoyab?e
owning the Car that all other motorists look upo
envy—the Buick Slx is the most envied car in

one by
1 W1 Lh

-\~L

John’s.

The Buick s always ready to take you anywhere
you desire to go—it never falters.

When you press the starting pedal of the Buick,
iv!ou are assured immediate response—the Delco starter

wWays on the job to turn over your engine every

time you require it.
BmckCars are luxuriously equipped, and upholster:

ed ‘n genuine black leather—no imitation. Strengthof

cons

is an inherent quality of all Buicks. With

the new Sixty Horsepower Valve in Head engine sixty

miles

‘made

an. hour is easily accomplished, besides hills are
short work of.

A new and valuable feature is the entirely enclosed
valves and engine, thus keeping out all grit and dust
and giving longer life to the car, consequently the En-

8111

i8 roiseless.

e shall be happy to let you look over our 1919

BuickSlx

which recently arrived—you will be con
Why it is the most envied car once you have ex-

e excitement

circumstance




