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CHAPTER XII.
"Very, deliciously so!” said Austin, 

laughing. “And that is why I like it. 
Lovers should always be unwise and 
reckless. It is, as Doctor Watts ob­
served, ‘their nature to!’ Miss Hale, 
I have one weak spot, amongst many, 
and you will discover it presently, I 
dare say. I am foolishly romantic. 
Anything in the shape of sentiment 
conquers me directly. I assure you 
that when Blair came and told me 
that he had met and lost his heart to 
the most beautiful young lady in the 
world, I felt as if I had lost mine, 
and I was as anxious—well, nearly 
as anxious, as he was to learn whe­
ther he was to be the happiest or the 
most miserable of men.”

Blair laughed, Margaret smiled, 
but she was fighting against the 
strange repulsion which grew more 
distinct with every word the supple 
lips uttered.

"Yes,” he went on. "And the idea 
of your going hand in hand to the 
earl and saying, ‘My lord, we mean 
to be married. We don't care whether 
you like it or not, we defy you. You 
may leave us yoür immense ' wealth 
or you may bequeath it to the Home 
for Lost Dogs, we don’t care. We love 
each other, and that is enough. My 
lord, good-morning!’ Now, that is 
delightful! It is imprudent, it is 
reckless, and—and—well, yes—fool­
ish; but it is so charming, so per­
fectly romantic, that I can’t help ad­
miring it.”

Margaret’s eyes grew more troub 
led. Blair smiled no longer.

“I say, Austin!” he expostulated.
Austin Ambrose held up his finger
"No, no! I won’t hear a word said 

against it. I have a distinct convic­
tion that the whole romance—and 
what a charming romance it is! ! 
would be completely spoiled by one 
word of wisdom, and I am very sorry 
that I ever uttered one! Here, in Miss 
Hale’s presence, I make full recanta­
tion, and implore her forgiveness for 
ever having harbored one sordid 
thought 3 concerning her. Let the 
earl’s fortune go to the winds!” and 
he waved his hand dramatically. 
"With Miss Hale’s love, my dear 
Blair, you will be the richest man in 
England, although you should be the 
poorest peer.”

“You are right!” exclaimed Blair, 
pressing Margaret’s hand. “Those 
are the truest words you ever spoke, 
old fellow! Eh, Margaret ?” he whis­
pered.

She sat silently looking at Austin 
Ambrose’s face.

Though he had not said so in 30 

many words, he had as good as told 
'her that by marrying Lord Blair she 
would deprive him of his uncle’s for­
tune.

The color came and went in her 
face,, her eyes grew downcast, while 
both men looked at her; Blair with 
loving adoration, Austin Ambrose 
with a covert and concealed intent­
ness.

At last she looked up—at Blair, 
not at Austin Ambrose.

“It must not be known,” she said 
in a low voice.

‘Margaret!” exclaimed Blair, aston­
ished ; but Austin Ambrose, watching 
her eyes, gave a slight, a very slight, 
nod of approval.

‘No,” she said. “Mr. Ambrose is— 
is right! You shall not make such a 
sacrifice for me, Blair.” Her face 
flushed, her eyes shone with the fire 
of a woman’s resolution to sacrifice 
herself rather than injure the man 
she loves. “We—we will not tell any 
one!”

Austin Ambrose raised his hat, and 
looked at her with a fine assumption 
of admiration.

“That was nobly spoken, Miss 
Hale,” he said gravely, “nobly and 
wisely. I am too much Blair’s friend, 
and yours, if you will permit me, to 
conceal my anxiety on your account. 
You would sacrifice not his future 
alone, but yours, for it would be 
yôurs, you know, by doing anything 
rash. The earl is an eccentric old 
gentleman, and easily offended. It 
would be worse than folly to do so. 
You have made a wise decision. Miss 
Hale, and you have added respect to 
my admiration!” and he bowed.

“Well!” exclaimed Blair, half 
amused, half annoyed. “You two are 
beyond me! Why, half an hour ago, 
Madge, you were aghast at our keep­
ing our engagement secret, and now

“Miss Hale had not considered the 
matter in all its bearings,” broke in 
Austin Ambrose, gently and smooth­
ly. “Trust me, Blair, she has more 
sense in her little finger than you 
have in all your great, hulking body.

"I know that,” said Blair, with 1 

good-humored laugh. “You’ve found 
it out already, have you? Didn’t 
tell you that she was as clever as she 
was beautiful? My Margaret!”

“Your Margaret is far too clever 
to let you say such silly things! 
murmured Margaret, blushing.

Austin Ambrose rose and smile 
down upon them, and his cold eyes 
seemed to grow really benevolent, as 
if he were blessing them.

“I will go now,” he said. "Miss 
Hale, this has been a happy day for 
me, as well as for Blair. He has 
found a sweetheart, and I have found, 
I trust, a friend. May I say that?" 
he asked, as he held out his hand.

“Yes,” said Margaret, trying to 
speak heartily.

He took her hand and raised it to 
his lips.

"Then you must let me prove my­
self one. You are both young, and 
perfectly imprudent.. You must prom­
ise to do nothing without coming to 
me first. This is all I ask. Is it too 
much ?”

“Not a bit, old fellow!" said Blair, 
promptly, showing his delight at the 
impression Margaret had made up­
on the wise and critical Austin Am­
brose. “We are a couple of spoons, 
you know, and not fit to be trusted to 
act alone, eh?”

“Honestjy, I don’t think you are,” 
said Austin Ambrose, smilingly.

“All right!” said Blair. “We’ve 
taken your advice—at least Margaret 
has—and the least you can do, having 
accepted the responsibility, is to see 
us squarely through, eh?”

Austin Ambrose nodded.
“Yes,” he said, simply. “I’ll go and 

see if the dog-cart is ready, and drive 
it to the end of the lane. You will 
find me there. You have no idea the 
precautions we have taken, Miss 
Margaret," he added, with a smile. 
“We just drew the line at coming 
down in disguise! Good-bye!” and 
with a wave of his hand he pushed
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through the underwood and left 
them.

He stopped at a distance of a hun­
dred yards to get a cigarette, and was 
putting it to his mouth with a smile 
of cynical satisfaction, as he thought 
of the way in which he had gained his 
point, when his quick eyes shw some­
thing moving at a little distance be­
tween him and the spot where he had 
left the lovers.

He thought it was a rabbit at first, 
but looking intently he saw it was a 
man’s fur cap.

’A cap doesn't move without a head 
in it,” he murmured, and putting his 
cigarette in his pocket, he made a 
detour round some trees and crept 
close to the object.

As he did so he saw a man was ly­
ing full length in the long bracken, 
through which he had made a clear 
ing just before his face, so that he 
could watch Blair and Margaret. Aus­
tin Ambrose grew interested, ■ and 
crept a little nearer.

Poachers do not work in the day­
time, and besides, this man had no 
gun, but a thick stick lay near his 
hand.

Austin Ambrose watched him 
thoughtfully, then a look of intelV. 
gence flashed into his face. Blair 
had described the man he had 
thrashed on Leyton Green ; (his was 
he, this was Jem Pyke! Amongn 
Austin Ambrose’s great gifts was a 
faculty of never forgetting a face or a 
name.

Lowering himself noiselessly, he sat 
down just behind the man, and after 
waiting a minute or two,, coughed 
slightly.

The man looked round with a start 
then sprung to his feet and grasped 
his stick.

Mr. Ambrose looked him squarely 
in the face.

“Don’t speak a word, my friend, cr 
I shall call,” he said.

Pyke looked uncertain, and then 
made ready for a spring; but the cold 
eyes—and they were like glittering 
steel now—held him fascinated.

"Not a word,” said Austin, in 
low, distinct voice, "unless you want 
another thrashing, Mr. Pyke.”

Jem Pyke started, and lie lowered 
his stick.

For a moment the two men looked 
into each other’s faces, then, with a 
smile, Austin got up leisurely and 
sauntered off, beckoning him to fol 
low.

- Austin Ambrose led the way until 
they had gone out of hearing of Blair 
and Maragret, then he sat down on a 
fallen tree, and lighting a cigarette, 
coolly and critically surveyed the 
captive.

“I’m rather curious to know what 
you were doing just now, my man,’ 
he said, when he had finished his 
examination.

“I was watching for a rabbit,” re­
plied Pyke, promptly but sullenly, 
and without looking up.

Austin Ambrose smiled.
“Oblige me by looking at me,” he 

said.
Pyke raised his eyes slowly.
“Thanks. Do I look like a fool?” 

demanded Austin Ambrose, politely.
"No,” replied Pyke, reluctantly, and 

with an oath.
“Thanks again, though your lang­

uage is unnecessarily emphatic. Then 
not being a fool, how do you expect 
me to believe you? Shall I tell you 
whjat you. were doing?”

No reply, but Pyke shifted one leg 
uneasily.

"You were watching my friend 
Lord Blair. I am right, I think? Si­
lence denotes assent. Thanks,” 
suavely; "and why were you watching 
him?”

Pyke tortured as much by the tone 
as the question, growled out an im­
precation under his breath.

"Shall I tell you? Because you are 
anxious to get a little revenge for that 
beating he gave you. Am I right? 
Thanks again. I am good at guessing, 
you see. And as you can’t pay him 
back in a fair stand-up fight, you are 
hoping later for an opportunity to 
give him one in the back. Y—es,” 
slowly and sauvely, “I think that is 
the whole case in a nutshell. Now, 
my friend, you are a fool.” ,

Pyke raised his eyes and scowled 
evilly, and Austin Ambrose shook his 
head and smiled.

‘No use scowling, my friend. I 
know what you are feeling, and I can 
sympathise with you; I can indeed. 
It Is so unpleasant to tie caught, isn’t
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After washing dishes 
a rub with

Old Dutch
makes the sink as 
clean as the dishes
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it? And it is so tempting to see me 
sitting here without even-a stick, and 
to know that you could dispose of me 
so easily, if my friend with the big 
fists that you felt so lately were not 
within call.”

Pyke’s face grew livid, and he 
grasped his stick till the veins start­
ed out like strings in his wiry sun­
burnt hands.

"Curse you!” he snarled at last. 
“Who are you, and what do you 
want?” I

“Gently,” said his tormentor. "One 
question at a time, and though you 
don’t put them politely, I’ll give you 
a true answer. My name is Ambrose 

.—Austin Ambrose. Say it over to 
yourself once or twice, and you 
won’t forget it. And what do I want? 
Well, I want a strong, active young 
ruffian like you, a man who has pluck 
enough to remember an injury and 
burns to pay it back. And that’s your 
case again, isn’t it?"

He lit his cigarette, and blew a

Little Lectures 
by Nurse ‘ Wincarnis.

(Lecture No. 4.)

Weakness
Every movement of thebody 
uses up a definite amount 0? 
vitality. When you overtax 
yourself, or your vitality is 
undermined by illness, your 
whole system becomes too 
exh i listed to recover its lost 
vitality without assistance. 
Your system is like a plant 
that is drooping for want 
of water. And just as 
water revives a drooping 
plant—so ’ Wincarnis ’ gives 
new life and new vitality to 
a weakened constitution. 
Because ’ Wincarnis ’ pos­
sesses a four fold power. 
It is a Tonic, a Restorative, 
a Blood-maker, and a Nerve 
Food—all in one. Therefore

creates new strength, new 
blood, new nerve force and 
new vitality. The benefit 
begins from the first wine- 
glassful, You can feel it 
doing you good. Over 10,000 
Doctors recommend ‘ Win­
carnis,' especially to those 
who are Weak, Anaemic, 
‘Nervy’ or Run-down.
Begin to get well 

FREE.
Send the Coupon for a free trial 
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Wineirnis Works, Norwich, England.
Please send me a Free Trial Bottle of 
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to pay postage.
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ring In the air, and watched it until 
it bad faded away.

“And now I’ll explain why you are 
a fool. You are a fool because you 
lay in wait with a big stick to bang 
your enemy about the head. No one 
but a fool would do that, my dear 
Pyke; firstly, because he might not
hurt his enemy------”

Jem Pyke scowled fearfully.
"Well, yes, yon might hurt hint 

but—and that brings me to my 
secondly—you couldn’t do it without 
its being traced to you. There might 
be a struggle, there would be blood 
and other unpleasant traces, and, all 
Lombard Street to a china orange, 
the police would have you by the 
heels before an hour was passed, and
then------!” The speaker wound up
the sentence by a playful gesture in­
dicative of strangulation

Pyke’s face was a study. At first 
from hate and the desire to crush his 
tormentor it displayed the emotion cf 
murder, and then a reluctant admira­
tion; and at last he stood, the stick 
hanging loosely in his hand, his 
small, evil eyes fixed with a fascina­
ted stare on his companion’s face.

“I am right, you see,” said Austin 
Ambrose. “Now, if I owed a man a 
grudge—I don't, I am happy to say, 
for 1 have not an enemy in the world 
my dear Pyke—but if I owed a man a 
grudge, I shouldn’t dog him and 
knock him about the head just out 
side my own door, because I should 
feel assured that the police would 
track me down. No; I should wait 
until he had got some distance off 
to London, for instance, or another 
part of the country—and then, some 
dull" evening, I should bring him down 
with a gun or a pictol from a safe dis­
tance, and then quietly”—lie blew 
cloud of smoke into tjie air, and 
pointed to it—"vanish!”

The man stood and listened with 
every sense op the alert, absorbed and 
rapt.

Then lie drew a long breath.
"That’s what you’d do, guv’nor, is 

it?” hei said at last, hoarsely.
Austin Ambrose nodded.
“Yes. And it I had a friend who 

could point out to me the best way of 
doing it, and help me to choose the 
time and place, why, I should feel 
very grateful to that friend 

Pyke looked somewhat mystified 
for a moment, then he started, and r. 
look of cunning flashed from his eyes.

“Why, you hate him, too, guv’nor!” 
he exclaimed, hoarsely, with an oath, 

Austin Ambrose looked at him and 
smiled.

(To be continued.)

Your Boys and Girls
When my baby was small it was 

such a task for me to bathe him on 
my lap, that my husband made me a 
small table about four and a half feet 
high four feet long and three wide. 
This we padded and covered with rub­
ber sheeting .and put a heavy Turkish 
towel on top ^f this. It was a great 
help.'

Little linen ^pits with bloomers to 
match make càol, neat travelling 
clothes for little (people, and suits <ÿ 
this kind will keep their freshness 
much longer than iHner, prettier dress­
es.

When travelling wit\ the baby it is 
a good idea to have a brflpn linen case 
which will hold two smaX.pillows in 
clean white slips. This case can be 
straped to the outside of a w*t case.
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ARE YOU A MAN
who likes to he dressed well? If so, read this; It Is, no doubt, 

, Y0ÜB
ambition to get clothing fit for a 

KING
and If you will enlist you will he able to get your uniform and 

great coat made by us. Our prices are right
AND

our styles and qualities are of the very best. There Is no other 
factory throughout the 

COUNTRY
where you will he better treated than by us, and where you can 

get better value. We are the oldest established factory 
in Newfoundland. If you 

NEED
proof of what we say, give us a trial and 

YOU
will not be disappointed. We are noted for the finest military 

and civil clothing in Newfoundian » ■

! Nfld. Clothing Company, Ltd.
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Save the tea from the tea pot. 
When you have a good quantity, pour 
boiling water over It * and after the 
water cools use It for wiping up the 
hardwood floors. This, is an old Eng- 
lish Idea
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ENAMELWARE !
First quality, acid proof and free from

poison.
STEWPANS. 
SAUCEPANS. 
FRYING PANS. 
MIXING PANS. 
MILK PANS. 
BREAD PANS.

CUPS and SAUCERS. 
PLATES.
LADLES.
TEAPOTS.
COFFEE POTS. 
ROASTERS, &c.

Special Prices to Wholesale Buyers.

BROS., Ltd.,
Hardware Dept.

Horses are Particular about what they Eat.
Some People are not. Are YOU Particular^?

If you are, we invite you to try just one 15c. bottle 
of our “STAG’S HEAD” WORCESTERSHIRE 
SAUCE—just one bottle, to see if you like it.

WE GUARANTEE THE QUALITY, and our 
trade mark for this Sauce,a “STAG’S HEAD,” 
is stamped on every bottle.

Look (or “ STAG’S DEAD ” SAUCE.
Our capital of $500,000 is behind our guarantee 
of wholesomeness. ,

ALART & McGUIRE, New York.

SLATTERY’S

Wholesale Dry Goods House
Being in close touch with the American Markets, 

can quote the finest wholesale prices on all classes ot 
POUND REMNANTS and REGULAR PIECE GOODS, 
FLEECE LINED UNDERWEAR, MATS, RUGS and 
CARPETS, etc".

Before placing this season’s order, we would appre- 
ciate an opportunity to quote our prices.

SOLE AGENT for the Leader Overall Co. (Local 
manufacture). >

Slattery Building, Duckworth and 
Georges Streets,

ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND.
P. O. Box 236. ’Phone 122.
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THREE VITAL OU ESTIONS
Ait tou hll of «ertir. vital force. and lenenl 
food health ? Do too know that <ood difeatioa 
» the foundation of good health: Pains and op-

AFTER
MEALS
TAKE

M O'

At all Druggists, or direct on receipt of price. 50c. 1
much as the smaller. A. J. WHIT* &

LON DO!
LONDON, March 6tli, 1916.

THE PRINCE OF WALES AMI 
FREEMASONRY.

An absolute contradiction can V, 
;iven to a report which lias appear, 
n various shapes during the past tv j 
lays to the effect that the Prince 
ft'alès has been initiated into Fit 
nasonry. The error is understood 
lave arisen from a misapprehensiuj 
is to what young Royal Prince 
vas who not long ago became a me 
ier of the craft. Prince Arthur of Co 
laught, the only son of the Gnu 
liaster of English Freemasons, be id 
he one who was meant. It would nj 
>e surprising if in the near future til 
“rince of Wales joined, following t( 
■xample of not only his grandfatlv 
lie late King Edward VII.. but Geoi fJ 
V., when each was Heir-Apparcn 
’he close connection between Prin< «| 
if Wales and Freemasonry goes, i 
eed, much farther back than eitlu 
or one of the earliest official puhll 
allions of the Grand Lodge of Erg 
and was dedicated in 1738 to Fred ■ 
;k. Prince of Wales, eldest son 
corge II., “a Master Mason and M;: 

ter of a Lodge,” and a direct aneest 
of our present Sovereign. George Vj
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NORTH SEA 111 MOCKS.
1 Regarding.the rumours of naval vil 
AuiUers, which are abroad nea'l] 
fiery week just now. I may ment n 
lint many wagers have been laid 
Iv^cden that the German ships 
tome out and fight before the 22tj 
if March. The basis for the belief 
in approaching sea fight is the 
Krts from the Swedish shippiij 
Bade.

..-ST. DAVID’S DAY.
On March 1st London realized 

îavid’s Day more thoroughly than 
pi y time since the Battle of Agimou 
titer which the then Archbishop 
Janterbury constituted St. Da' 
fcy a public holiday in the whj

tovince of Canterbury. The r si 
the war lias been to draw togvti 

Welshmen of all political views, al 
•n the night of March 1st Lord Ha 
icli, head of one of the Welsh T< 
auses, presided at a patriotic ra 

Welshmen who are mainly Lin 
s and Nonconformists. The gr- 
ligious service held for * so 

Jars at St. Paul's was this year 1 I 
I St. Bride’s. The Welsh fla­
il the streets was a big success. T 
Vclsh women wore their tradition 
tess—long red coats and taper j 
til Hats. Mainly they sold Wei 
àgs but occasionally- photographs 
Velsh regiments took the place 
test'. Observers who had been inn 
Jjout the streets told me that of
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Saved Hamillw
Whole Coui
Wonderful Cure!

5731

Gentlemen:—
I was taken d| 

During1 the attacks, which 
the agony was unbearable, 
walk across the floor. Th-.
or cure me.

My wife sent for a box 
would help me. From the 
relieved at once, and the att 
vais. I continued taking th 
surprise and delight, the sto 
pain stopped. I have had r. 
not lost a day’s work on acc< 

There is not the slighter
life.
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i gan J 
jfor si -f 
tnt y oil 
Irn of f
If it si ni 
Jit that!

Yours |

If you have pains in the ■gl*. sust* 
suffer from suppression or 
hands and wrists and ankk^» s l 
quire attention and you

If your dealer does not^Mdîe GI 
substitutes, but order direct u?’_ en|
tail price—50c. for one bo ■P2-5° 
cheerfully refunded if GIN F 
for them. Sample free if yo

do no) 
ition til
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