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CHAPTER XXIII

He turns quickly, and sees the girl
standing a few yards behind him,;
holding her hand to her arm, in which
the hook has caught.

“Oh!"” savs Hal, with dismay. “Why,
1 had no idea you were so near.”

“1 ran 1:[» to see you catch a fish,”
she says, with a little smile, “and see! |

I am caught myself.” P !
And she laughs, as she tries to free
the line
“Stop! wait!” Hal, in alarm.
“Don’t pull at it—you’'ll fix it firmer.

cries

By George!”
And. with a troubled face. he drops !
the rod and takes hold of her arm.
“Is it fixed tight?” she says,
quietly. “Can’t I pull it out?”
And she gives the line a little jerk,
and usters a low exclamation of pain.
“Stop!—stop!” Hal, holding
and. “You mustn’t pull it!”
's gone right through the sleeve of
and into my arm,” she says,
smile. “Now I can under-
fish you've

SO

says

my dress
wifth a na
stand. I'm a very big
[ nl"‘,l.'

laughs.

caught,
And she
But Hal utterly refuses to be merry;
he knows how very much easier it is
ut-hook, small as it is, into
he fleshy part of the arm, than it is
it ;: and he looks grave as
a judge. Te g out his penknife, he
line, then hesitates—he

to pull up the sleeve.
inessing at what he wants, she pulls
i reveals a round,
the small

am

to t a trc

* him. and

in which

which has already drawn a drop
o

Hal takes the arm--how

arm and smooth it feels in

yaw-—and feels the treach-

lies

hurts you,” he
afratd to touch

I'm --I'm afraid it
>‘“if~- himsell terribly

“No. not much,” she says, smiling.
“What a wicked little thing it  is!
Why don’t you pull it out?”

Hal shakes his head.

“I car get a hook out by pulling
it—at least, I never did. It would hurt
you awfully. Confound the beastly
thing.”

“But I can't go home with a hook
in- my arm—Ilike a fish,” she says,
iaughing. “You will have to pull it
lout, or put me in your basket.”

Hal's face turns flame-like. Put her
n his basket. Ah, if he only could.

“Is there any way of getting it out?”
he asks, naively.

“Only by cutting,” says Hal, reluct-
pntly.

She gave a little shudder.

“I can’t bear a knife,”” she says.

Will it make much of a cut?”

“No,” says Hal, slowly, “only just

1ere where the barb is. Not much,”
puut while he r-ys it be feels as if he

‘ould rather cut his own leg off than

wueh that white arm with his knife.

“Well, then, you must do it,” she

1ys, in her soft, musical English.
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his One Tells How She

Was Benefited by Taking

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound.

rtegina, Sask. < ‘‘For two years I suf-
ed from periodic pains and nausea
I was unable to get around. My
vther had me take Lydia E. Pinkham’s
pgetable Compound, and I am much
tter and able to go about all the time,
hich I could not do before. I recom-
nd Vegetable Compound to my friends
know thefr suffer the same way, and
may publish my letter if it will hel
by one, as I hope it will.”’—Miss Z. Gp
kCKWELL, 2073 Osler Place, Regina,

f every girl who suffers as Miss Black-
1 did, or from irregularities, painful
iods, backache, sideache, dragging
n pains, inflammation or ulceration
1d only give this famous root and
h remedy a trial they would soon
j relief from such suffering.
hardly seems possible that there is
oman 1n this country who will con-
he to suffer without giving Lydia E.
ham’s Vegetable Compound a tri
pr all l1’:h“§hevdldemao (:ln‘t)e is continually
g pu ed, proving beyond contra-
ion that this grand old x{md!cmc has
ved more suffering among women
any other medicine in the world.
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Lynn, Mass. The resuit of forty
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“Wait while I shut my eyes.”

Hal takes up his penknife, and,
mentally confounding his srembling
hand, make the necessary incision. It
is merely a pin’s scratch, but as he
performs the operation and seen the
little jet of blood follow his knife, he
feels as if he had run the blade into
his heart, and actually turns pale—
that is, as pale as his sun-browned
face will allow him.

“Is it done?”’ she inquires, plainly
showing that the operation has not
caused her much pain. “May I open
my eyes?”’

“Yes; look!” says Hal, and he holds
out the fatal hook,

She slowly opens her eyes, and
languidly looks first at the hook, and
then at her arm.

“What a little thing to cause S0
much fuss; isn’t that he right word?”

Hal nods, and is about,to viciously
pitch the hook into the stream, but,
suddenly changing his mind, puts it

. into his pocket.

“Does it hurt?’ he asks, anxiously.

“No, not much,” she says. “It isn't
poisoned, is it?”

“No,” says Hal, starting up at such
an unsportsman-like idea. “Poisoned!
If it doesn’t hurt you mnow, it
won't afterward.”

“That is well,” she says, pulling
down her sleeve, but still rubbing her
arm. “Then I needn’t say anything
about it. The senora would make so
much—fuss—and compel me to go
about like a cripple if I did,” and she
laughs. “Well, are you going to catch
any more fish?”

“No,” says Hal, with rather a rue-
ful laugh; “I've caught quite enough
to-day. I'm very sorry!”

“It was -all my, fault,” she says, most
affably. “I ought not to have got be-
hind you. I shall know better another
time. Besides, it might have been
worse] I might have been caught in
my eye, you know!”

Hal shudders palpably.

“Don’'t mention such a thing!” he
says, staring at her large dark eyes.
“I shan't touch a rod for years with-
out thinking of this beastly hook. I
hope it won't—it won’t fester.”

“What—the hook?” she asks,
nocently.

“No, your arm,” explains Hal. “But,”
he adds, “that’s out of the question—
they never dqg,” ;

“That's all right,”” she says, “and
now I'll go for my book; I left it on

in-

the grass.”

Hal runs back, and, after a little
search, finds the volume; it is Tenny-
son’s poems in Italian.

“Here it is,” he says, handing it to
her; “is there anything else?”

“No, thank you,” she says; ‘“and
now I will go and not disturb your
fishing any longer.”

“I shan’'t fish any more,” says Hal,
decidedly. “I've got quite enough.”

“Yes,” she says; ‘“and the sun is

sinking, too. Are you going to For- ;

bach?”

“Yes,” says Hal, longing to ask
where she is going, but not daring to.
“Yes, I'm staying at Forbach.”

“Ah, yes, you are traveling—you are
a tourist?” she says, curiously.

“For goodness’ sake don’t call me
that!” says Hal, laughing. “It makes
me feel like the idiots who go about
with a knapsack and dressed Ilike
mountebanks! No, I'm staying at For-
bach till some friends arrive. They are
coming to that castlo—Schloss, they
call it—on the hill tkere.” i

“The Konig's Schloss?" she says,
nedaing. “Yes, I know it. It belongs
to a great English milord, ¢ .ca't it?
‘What is his name?” -

“The Marquis of Ferndale, said JIal.

“Yes,” tbat is it. Your Englich names
are so difficult to remember. Ferndale,
that is pretty.” !

“Yes,” says Hal, carelessly; “his
name is Vane, though; at least, thatl's
what we call him. He married my sie-
ter.” y )
“Your sister,” she says, thoughtful-
ly. “Is she like you?’ naively.

“Like me—Jeanne?’ says Hal, in-
differently. “I'm sure I gon’'t know.
No, I should say not. Jeanne is very
pretty.” . g ’

The girl looks at him with a Tittle
grave smile playing about her mobile
lips. § R

“She is pretty~—and not like’ you,” |
she says. “And she’s the marchioness
—is that right? Yes, the Konig's Sch-
loss is' a heautiful place. Do you know
the Villa Verona?”

“No,” says Hal. “Js that——" and
he hesitates. e

“That it where I live—where I am
staying,” she says, frankly. “It is »
littls white house—oh, not so large as !
the Schloss!—just by the church’”

h

“I know,” says Hal. “Perhaps I
might—I mean—that is—"

“Yes™ 7 .

“I thought,” says Hal, fumbling with

_his basket, with a very red face, “that

I might, that you wouldn’t mind if I

‘called ‘to ask if that .beastly hook

hadn’t hurt your arm much.”

“Will you?”’ she says, not eagerly,
but with a frank smile of pleasure.
“That is very kind! I shall be very
glad! It is very quiet and dull—is
quiet the right word? ' You see I do
not speak English very weil.”

“Why!” exclaims Hal, enthusiastic-

ally, gou speak it perfectly! Your
grammar is first rate, and—and—in
fact, you couldn't speak it better if
you, tried.”
\ “Now you are complimentary,” she
says, “and that is not like your coun-
trymen—they always speak the
truth.”

“Do they?” ironically.

says Hal,

| “Not always, by George!”

There is a minute’s silence after
this subtle burst of satire. She breaks
it.

“Are you staying all alone?”

“No,” says Hal, “I've got my coach
with me.”

» She stares at him, opening her dark
eyes to their widest.

“Your coach-and-four?” she asks.

“No—no!” says Hal, laughing, “my
tutor, Peter Bell, a clergyman who
looks after me,” he adds, with a smile,
“and sees I don’t get into mischief and
fall into the water. Though, by the
way, I had to pull him out of the lake!
He is at_the hotel;"it was too hot for
him, and he stayed behind, reading
the paper.”

“And you are going to be a clergy-
man?”’ she asks, thoughtfully.

“Not I,” said Haly decidediy; “I'm
going to be a barrister, or going into
the army--I don’t quite know which.
But it’s holiddy time just now.”

“I see,” she says, musing. “Well, I
hope you will be happy.”

Hal doesn’t bow, as he ought to do
—doesn’t lift his hat; but, in blunt
fashion, he says:

“Thanks—the same to you.”

And it is much to his surprise that,
instead of smiling in reply, as an Eng-
lish girl would de, she looks dreamily
before her, and sighs.

Suddenly—too suddenly for
she stops short at a little path.

“l go along here,” she says.
must say good-by.”

“Good—good-by,” says Hal, and he
raises his hat.

She makes him a little bow, grave
and demure, and is about to pass on,
when Hal suddenly bethinks him.

“Oh!” he says. “Wait—I mean, do
you mind telling me your name?—so
that I can inquire, you know.”

“My name?’ she says. “Yes.
name is Verona—the Princess
ona.” and she smiles.

Hal stands turned
true Englishman., he respects rank.
This simple, frank girl, whose arm
he has been cutting about with his
penknife, is a princess! What right
has he to be walking so far with so
great a lady?

He lifts his hat.

“I—good-evening,” he says. “I didn’t
know. Of course I won't call. Good-
evening,” and he is about to turn
away, when he feels a soft, warm hand
on his arm.

“What is the matter? Have I offend-
ed you, sir?”

Hal—

“We

My
Ver-

into stone. A
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For real effectiveness, this old
home-made remedy has no egual.
Easily and cheaply prepared.

You'll never know how quickly a bad
cough can be conquered, until you try
this famous ‘old home-made Témedy.
Anyone who has coughed all day and
all night, will say that the immediate
relief given is almost like magle. It
takes but a moment to prepare and really
there is nothing better for:coughs.

Into a_16-0z. bottle, put 2%, ounces of
Pinex; then add glam granulated sugar
syrup to make 16 ounces. Or you can
use clarified molasses, homey, or corn
syrup, instead of sugar syrup. Either
way, this mixture saves aboute two-
thirds of the money usually spent for
cough preparations, and gives you a
more Ppositive, effective remedy. It
keeps perfectly, and tastes pleasant—
children like it. A

You can feel this take hold instantly,
soothing and healing the membranes in
all the air passages. It promptly loogens
a dry, tight cough, and soon you wil
notice the phleem thin out and then
disappear altogether. A day’s use will
usually break up an ordinary_ throat or
chest cold, and it is also splendid for
bronchitis, croup, hoarseness, and bron-
chial asthma.

Pinex is a most valuable concentrated
compound of genuine Norway pine ex-
tract, the most reliable remedy" for
throat and chest ailments.

To avoid disappointment ask your
druggist for “2Y, ounces of Pinex” with
directions and don’t accept anything
clse. Guaranteed to give absolute satis-
faction or money refunded. The Pinex
Co., Toronto, Ont. ]

“Offended!” echoes Hal, taken a-
back. “No, how should you?”

“Then why will you not call?’ she
asks, innocently.

“Because,” says Hal, then he stops
short; “because I didn’t know that you
were a princess. Your people, you see
—I mean your people wouldn’t thank
me for being so free-and-easy. I'm—
well—I expect they wouldn’t consider
me good enough. I'm not a prince.”

“No?” she says, with a little puzzled
smile. “Will you tell me your name?”

“My name is Bertram,” says Hal,
“Harry Bertram. I'm called Hal.”

“Hal,” she repeats, and the name
sounds for the first time in the boy’s
ears like a note of music. “Hal Ber-
tram. It is a pretty name. And why
will you not call, Mr. Bertram?”’

“Oh!” says Hal, “don’t call me Mr.
Bertram.”

“No? Hal Bertram, then.,” she says,
evidently anxious to please him, “why
will you not call?”’

“Well,” he says, “well,. yes, then, I
will call, your highness!”

She smiles and holds out her hand.

“Good-by, Hal Bertram,” she says,
and Hal, uzncovering, takes her hand,
and shakes it, boy fashion. The
next moment she has flitted up the
winding path and is out of sight.

(To be continued.)

NO WASHEE, WASHEE.

Patrons of Chinese laundries in
Hanford, Cal.,, awoke last week to find
their weekly reposing on
their front doorsteps, only partly
completed. Investigation developed
that the threatened State-wide tong
war had shot down the Chinese layn-
dry industry here, as most of the
laundrymen had gone into hiding. The
laundry had been put to soak, and, as
the work could not be completed witn
the men away, the women of the Chin-
ese quarter had gathered the wash
and delivered it to the owners dn
order that they might have an oppor-
tunity of having it cowmpleted.

washin~
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Mr. Ayre Replies .
e
to Mr. Smith.
‘Bditor Evening: Telegram.

Dear Sir,—When you put over War-
wick Smith’s letter, which appears in
the Telegram to-night, the heading
“The Position of the C.EI” you, in
your paper, like the Rev.-Mr. Forbes,

in his pulpit, stated something which
is not true (?) It is just possible that

his letter states Warwick’s position.

That, of course, depends upon War-
wick’s mental state when he wrote it.
He is evidently pleased with himself
that he is again a member of the
C.E.I. and wants to lét everyone know
it. What is blt{ng him anyway that
he in this way, gets after me? I
never did him anything but good in
my life. He used to be a great sup-
porter of mine in the old days in the
Institute, and was a great help to me
in the Literary Association which I
started in the Institute, but of which
the past years I have heard nothing.
That is a side of the Institute whith
should have been developed. He ap-
pears to be mad with you, for not
deleting, as he calls it, the references
to the Church of England Institute,
which were contained in my letter to
you concerning the resolution of the
Board of the Gower Street Methodist
Church, which referred to His Honor,
Judge Morris, the Press and myself.
Here am I complaining that you have
cut out too much and Warwick, on
the other hand, complains that you
have not cut out enmough. Truly an
editor’s life is not a happy one.
(Quite so—Ed. Tel.) He says that
the Institute has a good reputation in
the community which it is anxious to
maintain. Who does not know of
the good reputation of the Institute,
and why is it now necessary for War-
wick to publish the fact, and why is
the Institute now anxious to main»
tain the reputation which it has so
justly deserved? Is it because War-
wick is once more a member? We
know that one bad apple can spoil a
barrel, but as one Swallow does not
make a Summer I do not believe
that one member, even if that mem-
ber is Warwick Smith, will be able to
very greatly harm the reputation of
the Institute—but now that he is
again a member I can easily under-
stand its anxiety to maintain Iits
heretofore excellent reputation. His
competency to judge of the effect of
my epistles, lengthy or otherwise, is
open, to question. It is easily seen
that he is not able te~ read them
aright for, from his cemmunication
he clearly shows that he has the im-
pression that I referred to the present
Council of the Institute as having
wooden heads, when a casual perusal
of my lengthy epistle, as he calls it,
will show any person ‘a little less
stupid than Warwick, that T did noth-
ing of the kind. The words “Coun-
cil” and “Board’ may have a somewhat
similar meaning, but the effect of my
reference would not have been so

propounded my question asking if if
the members of the Board are col-
lectively called a Board because their
heads are wooden. That would not

be so effective in reference to. the
word Council and T am surprised that
a mind which used to be so acute as
Warwick’'s has so deteriorated as not
to be able to read aright what I had
written. Why does Warwick refer to
the Institute Council as having
“wooden heads”? If I were a mem-
ber of that Council, I should ask it to
pass a resolution cemguring Warwick
for making such an unwarrantable
assertion. Warwick pays me a great
compliment when he states that it is
a matter of great astonishment -to

~many of the members of the C.E.I. to

learn that Mr. Ayre is still connected
with the Institute, as he has not been

in its rooms since his retirement from

the presidency. What do you think
of that? There are some people who

applicable, and so T should -not” have |
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accuse me of hankering after the
’limelight. and here Warwick tells
i you that although I have been Hon-
iorary President of the Institute for
! eleven years I have said so little about
it that it is a matter of astonishment
, to many of the members. Had not the
; Board of the Gower Street Methodist
.Church passed a resolution censuring
me just as the Council of the Church
,of England Institute did- the time
when the Coronation Choir was here,
nearly twenty years ago, I should
, brobably never have mentioned it
| even now. - Why, if some people oc-
cupied such a position as Honorary
Predident of the Church of ‘Englandv
Institute for.the past eleven years, as
I have done, they would be demand-
ing a highly paid Government job or
at least a seat in the Upper House.
They would not be content with such
a humble Government position, such
as Warwick adorns. I have mnever
said a word about it and still there
are some who say I wish to adver-
tise myself. Wait till I start in the
advertising line and then I will as-
tonish you, and as for Warwick he
will be so dumbfounded that -he will
'be unable to open that caustic mouth
of his. Here I am still plain George
Ayre, not even a K.C, and “even In-
stitute members, according to War-
wick, are Hardly aware of the fact
that I am its Honorary President.
Those members who attended the
dinuer given & couple of years ago to
,the Institute football team on ‘their
'w!n_uing‘ the championship ‘of ' the
i Newfoundland Football League for
1918, were aware of the fact, becauge
the then Presidént of the Inmstitute,
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FRESH FROZEN CODFISH, SALMON, CAPLIN,
COD TONGUES, SMELTS, HADDOCK, TURBOT,
SMOKED CODFISH, HADDOCK, KIPPERS, Etc.

TINNED SALMON, COD TONGUES,

LOBSTERS, SARDINES.
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We positively guarantee the quality of above, which is prepared so
that, every fish retains its full fresh flavor. Modern methods and scru-
pulous care ensures you getting “the best there is in fish.”

For Prices, ’Phone

- JOB’S STORES, L.

'Beaver Board

About $10.00 worth of Beaver Board will put a hand-

some ceiling on your Parlor.

Beaver Board is really good enough for your Parlor and
is at the same time cheap enough for your kitchen.

The Beaver Board which we are now selling is SIZED—
ready for painting or decorating.

A Beaver Board ceiling looks good and will last as long
as your house.

Look for the trade mark on the back of every board,

- Colin Campbell, Ltd.

Distributors,—Vulcanite Roofing and Beaver Board.

Mr. Hunt, honored me with an invi-
tation to that dinner and asked me to
speak, and on the printed toast list
I was referred to as Geo. W. B.’Ayre,
Esq., LL.B.,, Honorary President of
the C.E.I. What do think of
that? Where was Warwick then, that
he was not at that dinner and did not
hear me speak? Why, I even sang a
couple of songs. Sang songs! Just
fancy! There is no doubt about it
because at that dinner the present
Premier the Hon. R. A. Squires,
LL.B.,, K.C.,, and Mr. W." J Higgins,
K.C., and Mr. Hunt were also present
and also spoke. Mr. Squires congratu-
lated me on my singing, and I, of
course, congratulated him on his
speaking. That was only fair. It is
no news to me to be told that the
Institute is- now numerically and
financially stronger than ever before
in its history. I have watched it too
closely for that, and probably worked
in the background for'the Imstitute,
right here in the city, when Warwick
was working for himself somewhere
in the United States ‘or elsewhere,
when I venture to bet that it was not
the Church of England Institute that

you

No one is more pleased than I to see
the Institute prosper. Mr.
I' and others planted, Mr. Hunt and
others watered, and ‘Mr. Long and
others, Warwick included, are now
reaping the harvest. I learn with
mingledl feelings that Warwick is
again a member of the Institute. At
times he is and at-times he is not.
He reminds me of Finnigan. Off
again, on again; and now he tells us
he is on again. I wonder for how
long this time. He, as a member of
the C. E. %astitute, resents its name
being dragged into discuszion of

lo. Is- Warwick, who is unable o

read aright an extremely simple and!
clearly written letter, competent to
judge whether the Institute has noth-
ing to do with the which
have recently been dfscussed in the
papers. Like all great reformers I
am misunderstood. I do not complain,
Mut I think that before Warwick
rushes into print he ought to know
something about what he is writing,
and ought to get some one to explain
to him the little things, which in my
letters now and again rise to the

face. Some would call them

matters

was occupying his scattered thoughts. ; many years back, even if they were

Withers,

i writes as chosen representative of the

matters with which it has nothing to ;
* discussion, otheérwise my pen shall not"

jokes but I am not one of that kind.
My reference to what happened in the
Institute, like all my references, and
unlike that of the Rev. Mr. Forbes, is
true and as Warwick ought to know
“Truth is mighty and will prevail.” If
I am not greatly mistaken the incid-
ent to which ® referred happened
before Warwick or Mr. Hunt, my im-
mediate successor in the Presidency,
who has occupied that honorable
position for the past eleven years,
was even a member, so for the life
| of me I cannot see how it, in any way,
i could reflect on the present or any
|Coui;cil of the Institute for a great

; not called a Council but a Board which
‘ they -were not. I do not\mind in the
least défénding the Bench or the Bar
from an attack founded on an incor-
| Tect ‘statement. I do not mind defend-
' ing myself, if I have' some responsible
. person tQ answer, but I strongly ob-
Ject to a.controversy with such as
Warwick. If 'he can show me that he

Church of England Institute, which
i I am certain he cannot and will not
, be able to do, unless the Institute has

greatly deteriorated from the time

when I was its President, then I shall

only be too pleased to continue this

\

again be put to paper
should like to suggest t
the less he calls attent
that he is a member o
the longer he is likely
for as he himself tell:

to maintain the good r
acquired in this commu
less he is known the Ic
putation likely to be mall
I asked at the beginning
what is biting Warwick

and
s that res
tained. AS

¢ my lettef

Yours sincerely
GEO
Feb. Tth, 1921.
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