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The GIRL ARTIST,
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The Countess of Ferrers 
Court.

CHAPTER III.
Margaret stood perfectly still, her 

eyes downcast, yet seeing quite plain
ly the tall patrician figure enveloped 
in the folds of Violet velvet.

What should she do? Pass by him 
without a word, or murmur some kind 
of apology? How upset and ahnoy- 
ed her grandmother would be when 
she heard of her trespass, and its 
discovery by the earl, of all people. 
And the earl himself, what was he 

thinking of her? He was, no doubt, 
setting her down, in his mind, as an 
ill-bred, forward girl, who had in
truded out of sheer impudence! The 
idea was almost unendurable, and 
smarting under it, the color came 
slowly into her face and her lips 
quivered.

Meanwhile the earl, who had been 
indifferently wondering who she was, 
moved slowly, his hands behind him, 
along the gallery and toward her. 
His movements nerved her, and bend
ing her head she made for the door, 
but slowly. The earl may have 
thought that she was one of the high
er servants, but as she came nearer— 
for she had to pass him to leave the 
gallery—he must have seen that she 
was not one of the establishment, 
which was far too numerous for him 
to be familiar with.

"Do not let me drive you away,” he 
said, in a low-toned, but exquisitely 
clear and musical voice, which had so 
often moved his fellow peers in the 
Upper House.

“I am going,” said Margaret, flush
ing. “I—I ought not to have come.”

She had never, spoken to a noble
man in her life before, and did not 
know whether to say “my lord” or 
"your lordship,” at the end of her 
sentence.

"Ought you not?” he said, with a 
faint smile crossing his clear cut fea
tures.

"No—my lord,” she faltered, ven
turing on that form; "I—I came here 
by accident. I lost my way. I am 
very sorry.”

“Do not apologize,” he said, bend
ing his piercing eyes on her face, and 
smiling again as he noticed her 
abashed expression ; "it is not a dead
ly sin. Are you------” he hesitated. It
was evident that he did not want to 
add to her distress and confusion, 
and was choosing his words—“Are 
you staying here?”

"Yes,” said Margaret; "I am stay
ing with Mrs. Hale, my grandmother, 
my lord.”

“Ah, yes!” he murmured. “Yes. 
Mrs. Hale. Yes, yes. You are her 
granddaughter. What is your name?”

"Margaret—Margaret Hale,’ she 
said.

“And how long have you been 
here?” he asked.

"I came last night, my lord,” said 
Margaret

“Last night? Yes. And you were 
on a voyage of discovery------"

“Oh, no, no!” she broke in, quick
ly. “I was looking for Mrs. Hale, and 
—opened the wrong door; when I

came into the corridor outside I saw 
the pictures, and"—her color rose 
—“I was tempted to come in,” and, 
Vith an inclination of the head, she 
was moving away.

His voice stopped her.
“Are you fond of pictures?” he ask

ed, as one of his age and attainments 
would ask a child.

"Yes,” said Margaret, simply, re
fraining even from adding, “very."

His glance grew absent.
“Most of your sex are,” he said, 

musingly. “All life is but a picture 
to most of them/ The surface, the 
surface only”—he sighed very faint
ly and wearily, and was pacing on, to 
Margaret's immense relief, as if he 
had forgotten her, when he stopped, 
as if moved by a kindly impulse, and 
said: “Pray come here when you 
please. The pictures will be glad of 
your company; they spend a solitary 
life too often. Yes, come when you 
please.”

“Thank you, my lord,” said ' Mar
garet, quietly, and without any fuss.

Perhaps the reserved and quiet re
sponse attracted his attention.

“Which was the picture I saw you 
admiring when I came in?” lie ask
ed. "You were admiring it, I think?”

“It was the head by Guido, my 
lord,” she answered.

He looked at her quickly.
“How did you know it was Gui

do’s?” he asked, and he went and 
stood before the picture, looking from 
it to her.

Margaret stared. How could it be 
possible for any intelligent person not 
to know!

“It is easy to tell a Guido, my lord,” 
she said, with a slight smile. “One 
has only to see one of them once, and 
I have seen them in the National Gal
lery fifty—a hundred times.”

He looked at her, not curiously- 
the Earl of Ferrers, famed for his ex 
quisite courtesy, could not have done 
that—but with a newly-born interest,

“Yes? Do you recognize other 
masters here? .This, for instance, 
and he raised his hand; it stood out 
like snow in front of the violet velvet 
and a large amethyst on the fore 
finger gleamed redly in the downward 
light.

“That is a Carlo Dolci, my lord 
but not a very good one.”

“Right in both assertions,” he sail’, 
with a smile. “And this?”

“A Rubens, and a very fine one,’ 
she said, forgetting his presence and 
grandeur, and approaching the pic 
ture. “I have never seen more beau
tiful coloring in a Rubens—but 
have not seen the Continental galler 
ies. It would look better still if it 
were not hung so near that De la 
Roche ; the two clash. Now, it th- 
other Rubens on' the opposite side
were placed------” but she remember
er herself and stopped suddenly, con 
fused and shamefaced.

“Pray go on,” he said gently. “You 
would hang them side by side. Yes. 
You are right! Tell me who painted 
this!” and he inclined his head to
ward a heavy battle piece.

“I do not know, my lord,” said 
Margaret.

He smiled.
“It is a pleasant discovery to find 

that your knowledge is not illimit
able,” he said. “It is a Wouvermans.

Margaret looked at it, and her 
brows came together, after a fashion 
peculiar to her when she was think
ing deeply, displeased, or silent under 
pressure.

"Well?” he said, as if he had read 
her thoughts; “what would you say?”

‘It is not a Wouvermans, my lord,” 
she said.

The earl smiled, and stood with 
folded hands regarding her.

“No, my lord. That is, I think not. 
It is not even a copy, but an imita
tion—oh, forgive me!” she broke off, 
blushing.

"No, no!” he said, gently; “there is 
nothing to forgive. Tell me why you 
think so? But I warn you—” and he
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“Nerves”
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intricate network of telegraph 
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smiled with mock gravity—"this pic 
ture cost several thousand pounds!”

“I can’t help it,” said Margaret 
desperate on behalf of the truth. "It 
is not a Wouvermans! He never 
painted a horse like that—never! I 
have copied dozens of his pictures. I 
should know a horse of his if I met it 
in the streets, my lord,” and her eye 
brows came together again in almost 
piteous assertion.

He looked at the picture keenly 
then, with a slight air of surprise, he 
said :

“I think you are right! But It is 
clever forgery------”

“Oh, clever!” said Margaret, with 
light scorn.

IAre you an artist?” he asked, after 
a second’s pause.

Yes, my lord,” she said, modestly 
Yes! Ah, I understand your in

ability to keep outside the gallery. An 
artist”—his piercing eyes rested on 
her downcast face—“my pictures are 
honored by your attention, Miss Hale. 
Permit me to repeat my invitation, 
hope you will pay the gallery many 
visits. If you should care to copy 
any of the pictures, pray do so.”

Oh, my lord!” said Margaret, and 
her face lit üp as if a ray of sunlight 
had passed across it.

There was no ill-bred admiration in 
his gray eyes, only tf deep and steady 
regard.

"Copy any youz choose,” he said.
As to the De la Roche------ ’*

He paused, for a hurried footstep 
was heard behind them, and Mrs. 
Hale’s voice anxiously calling “Mar
garet.”

At sight of the earl she stopped 
short, turned pale, and dropped a pro
found curtsey.

Oh, my lord! I—we—beg your 
pardon! My granddaughter lost her
way------” then she seemed unable to
go any further.

The earl turned to her with the

calm, Impassive manner he had worn 
when Margaret had seen him. first.

‘Do not apologize, Mrs. Hale,” he 
said. “Your granddaughter is per
fectly welcome. She is an artist, I 
hear.”

“Yes, my lord,”, faltered the old 
lady, as if she were confessing some 
great sin of Margaret’s.

“Yes, and a capable one I am sure. 
She will probably like, to copy some 
of the pictures. Please see that she 
is not disturbed.”

Then, leaving the old lady over
whelmed and bewildered he inclined 
his head to Margaret and moved 
away. But as he raised the heavy 
curtain at the end of the gallery he 
turned and looked aside at her with a 
grave smile.

“The De la Roche shall be re-hung, 
and the fplse Wouvermans removed. 
Then murmuring “would that it were 
as easy to dispose every other false 
pretender!” he let the curtain fall 
and disappeared.

Margaret stood looking after him 
her brows drawn together dreamily, 
and seemed to awake with a start 
when, with a gasp, the old lady turn 
ed to her, exclaiming:

“Well, Margaret! To think tha 
the earl—that his lordship—that
that------ When I came in and saw
him with you here I felt fit to sink in 
to the ground! Oh, my dear, how ev
er did you come here?”

“ ‘My wayward feet were wont to 
stray,’ ” quoted Margaret, with 
laugh.

“What do you say?”

"Oh, it was only a line /from a 
poem, grandmamma. I lost my way, 
and the earl came in and found me—-'

“And—and spoke? And he wasn’t 
angry? My dear, if I had been in 
your place, I should have longed for 
the earth to open and swallow mo 
up!”

Margaret laughed softly.
“Of course you mustn't pay any at

tention to what he said; you mustn’t 
take advantage of his offer about the 
copying of the pictures. Copy the 
pictures! Good gracious ! as if you’d 
take such a liberty!”

Margaret opened her eyes.
“I certainly did think of taking it,” 

She said.

“Oh, dear, no; it would never do! 
exclaimed the old lady. “It was only 
politeness on his part to mane you 
feel at your ease, and to show that he 
wasn't angry. As to his meaning it, 
why of course he didn’t.”

“I had an impression that great 
noblemen like the earl always meart 
what they said ; but that’s only my 
ignorance, grandma, and, of course, 
I’ll do as you wish. But,” with a 
wistful glance down the gallery, “I 
had looked forward to painting some 
of them.”

“Well, never mind, my dear,” said 
the old lady soothingly; “you can 
come and, look at them—sometimes, 
when the earl’s out or away from the 
Court. It would never do for him to 
find you here again.”

“No. I suppose next time he would 
not find it incumbent upon him to be 
polite. “Well, let’s go now, grand
ma,” and she turned away with a 
sigh.

‘Not that way!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Hale, in a horrified whisper, as Mar
garet went toward a door; “that leads 
direct to his lordship’s apartments.'

Margaret laughed.
«

“It is quite evident that I mustn’t 
venture out of your rooms alone 
again, grandma, or I shall get into 
serious trouble.”

"That you certainly will, but it’s 
excusable, my dear; there aren’t many 
places so big, and such a maze like. 
It took even me a long time to find 
my way .about.”

t (To be Continued.)
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The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogne Scrap Book of our Pat
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A GOOD STYLE FOB HOUSE 
AFTERNOON WEAR.
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1578

A NEW APRON STYLE.
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1572—Ladies’ Apron.
This desirable model is semi-fitted 

over the fronts, having a shaped panel 
with seams to the armscyes. Ample 
pockets trim the sides. The design 
is comfortable . and easy to develop. 
It is good for percale, gingham, châm 
brey, lawn, drill, sateen or alpaca. The 
Pattern is cut in 3 sizes: Small, Me
dium and Large. The medium size 
will require BU yards of 36-inch ma
terial.

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

Motor Engines.
Regal, Palmer and Fraser

And all Parts and Fittings.
K. W. Covered Spark Coils, Colombia Batteries, 

Rajah Spark Flogs.

Franklin’s Agencies, Limited,
Showroom, Commercial Chambers.
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Notice of
Removal and Partnersnip

HON. R. A. SQUIRES, K.C., LL.B.,
Announces the removal of his LAW OFFICES to the New BANK 
OF NOVA SCOTIA Building at the corner of Beck’s Cove and 
Water Street, and the formation of a PARTNERSHIP for general 
practice as Barristers, Solicitors and Notaries, with MR. J. A. 
WINTER, eldest son of the late' Sir James S. Winter, K.C., under 
the firm name of SQUIRES & WINTER.

Address: .Bank of Nove Scotia Building, St John’s.
January 3rd, 1916. decSl.tf

1578—Ladies' Dress with Sleeve in | 
Either of Two Lengths.

For morning wear this style will be 
nice in linen, percale, gingham, pop
lin or flannelette. It will also make 
a good business suit in serge or gabar
dine and is a splendid style for taffeta, 
velvet or crepe. The waist is full be
low the square yoke portions, and its 
fronts are crossed in surplice style. 
The sleeve is close-fitting in wrist 
length. The short sleeve has a neat 
turnback cuff. The Pattern is cut in 
6 sizes : 34 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches 
bust measure. Size 36 requires 6% 
yards of 36 inch material. The skirt j 
measures about 3% yards at its low
er edge.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 

I in silver or stamps.

No.

Do you want to earn 
$10 a week or more 
in your own home ?
Reliable penon, will be furnished with 
profitable, all-year-round employment 

on Auto-Knittine 
Machines, $10 per 
week readily earn
ed. We teach you 
at home, dietance 
is no hindrance. 
Write for particu- 
trnra. rates of pay. 
send ac. etamp. -

AUTO-KNITTER HOSIERY CO. 
Dept. J67 College St. - Toronto

I Size.

I Address in full:—

I Name

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus- 
I tration and send with the coupon, 
j carefully filled out. The pattern can
not reach you in less than 15 days.*

Some of the prettiest of children’s
____ hats are of military stiffness, with a

MIN ARB’S LINIMENT CUBES GAB* I single stiff plume set. in front, a little 
•IT D COWh. aside from the center.

Hon. R. A. Squires, K.C., LL.B. Mr. J. A. Winter.

SQUIRES & WINTER
Barristers, Solicitors and 

Notaries.

New Bank of Nova Scotia Building.
Corner Beck’s Cove and Water Street decSl.tf

THE EMERSON PIANO!
t MAGNIFICENT TONE, HIGHEST GRADE ACTION.
N.B.—-Everyone is talking just now about the “Emerson.” We 

know something about Pianos and we sell nothing but what is 
reliable.

CHARLES HUTTON,
The Reliable Piano and Organ Store.
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Furniture Store.
99

New Goods Arriving Daily
See our grand display of

Bamboo, Wicker and Rattan Goods.
A splendid variety of TABLES, CHAIRS, BUFFETS and 

CHINA CABINETS in Fumed and Quartered Oak. Everything 
for the model home: BEDSTEADS, MATTRESSES & PILLOWS, 
BUREAUS, WASHSTANDS and WARDROBES; EXTENSION, 
CENTRE, BEDROOM, HALL and PARLOR TABLES. All of the 
classiest design. We invite inspection.

CALLAHAN, GLASS & Co., Limited,
DUCKWORTH A GOWER STREETS.

WARNING i
It has been brought to our notice that some dealers 

are using

Carr’s Biscuit Tins
to assist them in selling cheap low grade Biscuits of 
other manufacture. While we appreciate the compli
ment, we trust that the practice will be stopped at once, 
and we ask the general public to insist on getting 
“CARR’S” Biscuits. Manufactured by Carr & Co., the 
oldest Biscuit House under the Union Jack.

BEWARE OF THE DEALER WHO TRYS 
TO SUBSTITUTE.

T. A. MACNAB & COMPANY,
Agents for Carr & Co., Ltd., Carlisle, England.
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