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CHAPTER XII.

CHAPTER XIII.
Ralph, still unconsciously holding 

on to' the reins, looked up at Lady 
Mary in a dazed fashion. His face 
was white and smeared with dust and 
blood—for the bit or a stone had 
scratched it—his coat-sleeVe was 
torn, and his collar unfastened, and 
he was breathing heavily. But for all 
his dishevelled appearance, he seem
ed a hero in the girl’s sight. How 
could he seem otherwise?

“Oh, I am afraid you are hurt!” she 
said, anxiously. “He dragged you 
some distance. Are you sure you 
have not broken your arm? There is 
blood on your face.”

He wiped his face with his pocket- 
handkerchief, and smiled up at her. 
Just for that moment the man felt a 
hero.

“I’m not hurt—at least, I don’t 
think so,” he said. “Don’t be fright
ened.”

Mary was not frightened nowf it is 
a question if she had been frightened 
for any one moment of the affair ; but 
she was anxious about him; and as 
she looked at the gravel pit, from 
which the rotten and broken rad 
would certainly not have saved her. 
her beautiful eyes filled with tears of 
gratitude.

“I am not frightened, excepting on 
your account, Lord Ration,” she 
said, trying to suppress her agitation. 
“Oh, what am I to say to you? You 
have certainly saved my life, and at 
the risk of your own. It was the 
bravest, the noblest thing to do. You 
might have been crushed under Ills 
hoofs, or under the wheel, or dragged 
with us into the gravel pit.”

Ralph tried not to shudder at the 
terrible picture, and forced a would- 
be easeful smile. He felt as if he 
were playing the leading part in a 
popular melodrama, and uncon
sciously drew himself up into the 
appropriate attitude. He would have 
taken off his hat, but that was in the 
road at some distance.

“Don’t mention it,” he said, fatu
ously, as if she had thanked him for 
opening a gate. "How did it hap
pen? Did something frighten it?”

“I scarcely know,” she said, con
fusedly. “I was going into Market 
Rattont shopping, and on the top of 
the hill a little basket I take with me 
dropped out of the cart. The groom 
got down to pick it up, and just at 
that moment the horse started. I 
think something must have stung it. 
It is a new horse—I have only driven 
it two or three times—but it has al
ways been quite quiet; and I am used 
to horses; I have ridden and driven 
since I was a child.”

At this moment the groom came up 
panting, accompanied by a couple of

farm hands who had witnessed the 
bolt and the heroic rescue.

T will go home,” she said. "The 
horse is quite quiet now—see how 
frightened he is, poor fellow!—but 
my father would be sure to hear of 
the accident, and be alarmed. And 
you will come with me, will you not, 
Lord Ration? I am not quite sure 
that you are unhurt.”

“I assure you I am all right,” he 
said, as casually as he could. “It is 
very fortunate that I—I happened to 
be passing at the time.” As he spoke, 
the impulse, the lucky impulse to tell 
the story of his fall, occurred to ..him, 
and he obeyed jt. .“The fact is, I have 
just met with an accident—only 
small one of no consequence. I was 
riding a horse Mr. Edward Bryan had 
kindly lent me to try. It reared; 
and I—came off.” He smiled apolo
getically. “I was so ashamed of my
self that I walked off. I don’t know 
what Mr. Bryan must think of me.

Mary’s colour had risen at the 
mention of Edward Bryan’s name; 
but she looked at Ralph sympatheti

cally.
“And yet you had nerve enough to 

run such a terrible risk and stop my 
horse,” she said in a low voice. 
“Please get up and let me drive you 
to the Hall. It is the least I can do,” 
she added, trying to smile; but the 
smile was a very fleeting one.

“I’m scarcely fit to ride beside 
you,” he said, apologetically, and 
Mary laughed almost impatiently.

“Seeing that it was in my service 
—in the saving me from a terrible 
fate, Lord Ration, it needs no ex
cuse, surely.”

Ralph got up beside her, the horse 
turned quietly and most steadily back 
towards the Manor.

“Shall I drive?” he asked, devoutly 
hoping that she would refuse his of
fer.

“Oh, no, thank you,” she said. "He 
is quite right now; and very probab
ly lie may never bolt again.”

“I trust you will never drive him 
again,” he said, impressively. “You 
ought not; you really ought not to 
run any risk, Lady Mary! Think 
what we—your father—would suffer 
if any thing were to happen to you!”

Mary scarcely noticed the "we.”
“I don’t suppose I shall drive him 

again,” she said; “though I am not in 
the least afraid.”

“No, I know you are not,” he said, 
sending an admiring glance at her. 
“I don’t think you know what fear 
means. I saw your face as you came 
along, and it was quite calm and— 
and fearless. Most women would 
have been half dead with terror.”

Mary laughed and shook her head.
“I must decline to admit that, for 

the credit of my sex, Lord Ration. 
But it was what father would call 
'a near thing,’ ” she added, gravely; 
“and but for you—” She .stopped, 
but the berak in the sentence was 
eloquent enough. Lady Mary was 
not one to gush, but her heart was 
full of gratitude to this young man, 
whom hitherto she had regarded with, 
something approaching distrust; and 
Ralph sat in a glow of conscious he
roism.

Luck remained with him, for as 
they got up to the lodge gate of the 
Manor, Lord Hatherley came through.

"Hallo, Molly! back already?” then 
he noticed Ralph’s condition, and ex
claimed: “Ration! Why! What
has happened, Molly?”

“It’s all right, father!” she hasten
ed to assure him. “That is, thanks to 
Lord Ration. Now, don’t be frighten
ed or upset, dear,” for his face had 
paled, and he looked from one to the 
other anxiously. "The fact is, Timo
thy bolted—on the top of the hill, you 
know; poor fellow, it wasn’t his fault 
I’m sure; and we were on the tear 
for the bottom—”

"The gravel pit!” murmured Lord 
Hatherley, hoarsely.

Various Forms 
Of Headache

It la necessary In order to treat head
aches properly to understand the causes 
which produce the affection’» says Dr. J. W. 
Bay of Blockton, Ala. Continuing, he says: 
“Physicians cannot even begin the treat
ment of a disease without knowing what 
causes give rise to It, and we must remem
ber that headache Is to be treated according 
to the same rule. We must not only be par
ticular to give a remedy intended to coun
teract the cause which produces the head
ache, but we must also give a remedy to 
relieve the pain until the cause of the trouble 
has been removed. To answer this purpose 
Anti-kamnia Tablets will be found a most 
convenient and satisfactory remedy. One 
tablet every one to three hours gives comf ort 
and rest in the most severe cases of headache, 
neuralgia and particularly the headaches 
of women.»*

When we have a patient subject to regular 
attacks of sick headache, we should caution 
him to keep bis bowels regular, for which 
nothing is better than “Actoids”, and when 
he feels the least sign of an oncoming 
attack, he should take two A-K Tablets. 
Such patients should always be instructed 
to carry a few Anti-kamnia Tablets, so as to 
have them ready for Instant use. These 
tablets are prompt In action, and can be 
depended on to produce relief in a very 
few minutes. Ask for A-K Tablets.

Anti-kamnia Tablets can be obtained stall 
druggists.
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“Yes—but It’s all right, father!” 
she said, soothingly, but a little trem
ulously, as the whole scene rose be
fore her—“and just by the rails Lord 
Ration, who happened to be standing 
there, sprang forward In the pluck
iest, noblest way, and stopped us. If 
you are still alarmed it should be on 
his account, for he was dragged some 
distance, and must be cut and bruised 
—see his face.”

Lord Hatherley laid a trembling 
hand on Ralph’s arm and looked up 
at him with inexpressible gratitude. 
He was unable to utter a word for a 
moment, but at last he got out husk 
ily:

“God bless you, Ration! You saved 
my girl from certain death! I know 
that spot. God bless you! Come In, 
I’ll try to thank you presently ; just 
for the moment I’m too shaken. That 
gravel pit! Are you hurt? My dear 
fellow, you may be seriously hurt. 
Dragged ! Did you say he was drag 
ged some distance, Molly? Good 
God!”

Ralph played his part remarkably 
well.

“I’m not in the least hurt, Hather
ley”—he had got the name out with
out the title at last!—“and I think 
Lady Mary fancies I was dragged far
ther than I really was; but I’m not in 
a condition to come into the house. 
I’ll get down here and run across the 
park to- the Hall.”

But Lord Hatherley would not hear 
of this.

“I’ll drive you home,” he said 
“You are able to walk, Molly?” anx 
iously.

“Why, of course, dear! I have nev
er left the cart for a moment. Yes 
drive Lord Ration home.”

But Ralph refused to separate them 
at such a moment, and jumped down 
from the cart. Hatherley caught him 
by the hand and looked at him earn
estly.

“I’ll let you go on one condition 
Ration,”, he said, “that you come up 
and dine with us to-night; then 
shall know that you are unhurt. We 
shall be alone.”

Ralph accepted and went away 
with a quick step, and Lord Hather
ley stood and watched him Out of 
sight before getting up beside Mary.

“What a noble fellow!” he said in 
a low voice. “I can see the whole 
thing now. It was the pluckiest thing 
imaginable: this beast is big and 
heavy and was coming down the hill. 
Oh, Molly, Molly, what a debt I owe 
him!”

“Yes, father, a debt we can never 
pay,” she said In a low voice, and 
very gravely; for something—was it 
a premonition of the consequences of 
that morning’s business?—filled her 
with vague forebodings.

“He is a true Ration,” said Hather
ley. "With all their faults, they have 
never shown the white feather. Mol
ly, own that you have—well, been ra
ther prejudiced against, rather un
just to, him. You were wrong, Molly, 
you see; wrong!”

She looked down, a troubled ex
pression in her eyes.

“I was wrong, dear,” she said al
most in a whisper. “No man could 
have acted more nobly, more unsel
fishly. I can never be too grateful — 
can never forget it.”

"And I—well”—he drew • a long 
breath and put his arm round her— 
“I owe him a debt I can never pay: 
my child’s life!” The tears were in 
his eyes and his voice broke as he 
looked away. “Think, Molly, how it 
would have been with me if—if—you 
had been brought home—” he shud
dered. “May God bless and keep 
him!”

Of course, the groom told the story 
in the stable-yard and in the ser
vants’ hall; toid it with the appropri
ate emphasis, and yet with a certain 
expression of surprise.

“Wouldn’t think he was such a 
good-plucked one, would you?” he 
said; "and I’ll take my oath,.he don’t 

know more about a horse than that 
chair! I could see that by the way 
he held him. But there! There Is no 
getting away from the fact that if it- 
hadn’t a-been for his lordship, our 
Lady Mary would have been lying at 
the bottom of that danged gravel pit, 
with a nearly new dog cajrt and a 
first-rate horse into the bargain!”

Equally, of course, the two farm 
hands carried the story Into Market 
Ration, and the news spreading round 
the town just as the Ration Gazette 
was going to press, that usually 
sleepy journal woke up for once, and 
came out with a sensational report, 
headed: “Heroic rescue of a lady by 
the Earl of Ration!”

The whole town was in a state of 
excitement, and bubbling over with 
admiration. Lord Ration had already 
made himself popular by his condes 
cension and “friendliness” in the 
marquee on the night of his entrance 
to the property; but this exploit tick
led the public palate and gave them 
an excuse for enthusiasm. As the 
Gazetle gushed, “they were proud of 
him.”

Strange to say, the news of the he 
role rescue did not reach the Bryan 
at the Court until the next morning, 
when Sir Gilbert read file report 
aloud at the breakfast table.

Lady Bryan exclaimed ; but Edward 
set down his coffee cup and saucer 
without a word; but his face was 
pale : Mary so near death, and saved 
by Ralph, the earl, the man who 
tumbled off his horse a few minutes 
before, and was so upset by the acci 
dent that he walked off in a huff! 
seemed incredible.

He rose, after a moment.
“I must go up to the Manor,” he 

said, huskily. “She may have been 
hurt, all those hours ago, and I didn’t 
know of it!”

Of course, both his father and mo 
ther knew how it was with him, and 
the fact that this beloved second son 
loved Lady Mary and was too poor to 
marry her was as an added drop In 
the bitterness of Sir Gilbert’s cup.

“Won’t after breakfast do, Ed
ward?” his mother pleaded, timidly 
“Dear Mary is sure to be all right, or 
we should have heard of it. The ac
count says that she was not in the 
least injured—not even frightened.”

“Finish your breakfast, my boy, 
said his father ; but EM ward looked 
from one to the other with a rather 
grim smile.

“I couldn’t,” he said, simply, 
must go and see how she is—learn 
the whole truth.”

His mother followed him into the 
hall. At times she was almost—only 
almost—induced to rebel against the 
Providence that had decreed that her 
dearly loved son, the boy of her heart, 
should fall in love where love seemed 
hopeless. He had only returned yes
terday, after four years of absence, 
and it was as if he had come back to 
suffer that worst of sufferings, the 
agonies of baulked love.

Is it any use, dear?” she murmur
ed, her mother’s eyes full of tender 
anxiety as she watched him hunt for 
his cap.

He bent and kissed her, and patted 
her hand soothingly; as a strong man 
soothes the mother who is fretting 
about him.

I don’t know, mother. W’ho can 
tell? But it it were of no use, I 
couldn’t help it. I’ve got to go on 
loving her.”

(To be Continued.)
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Archer, W. C.
Anya, J. D.
Anthony, Miss Alice, Pilot’s Hill 
Atlantic Fish & Transportation Co.

B
Barrett, James, Battery Road 
Bryant, Charles 
Baggs, J. Robert 
Baker, J. L. (Pte.), care G.P.O. 
Bartlett, A., John St.
Barrett, E. •
Beams, Thomas, Newtown Road 
Bennett, Wm., Cuddihy Street 
Bêhnett, J. I.
Benson, Miss V.
Bishop, M„ card 
Brown, Miss Ethel 
Born, Miss Bride, New Gower St. 
Booker, B. E.
Brown, Mrs.
Broaders, Miss Alice 
Butler, Miss Jane 
Burns, Miss Sis,

care Richard Burns,
Mundy Pond Road 

Burgess, Mrs. H., Freshwater Road 
Buckley, B., Harrow St.

c
Carroll, Patrick
Cartledge, James, late Twillingate 
Cranford, Miss C., Monkstown Road 
Chafe, Master, late Gen’l Hospital 
Clift, H„ card 
Connelly, John 
Corrigan, Edward, Water St.
Collins, Owen,

care Geo. Collins, Gen’l Post Office 
Cotter Robert, Mount Scio 
Cole, John C., G. P. O.
Connolly, Miss Minnie, Laurence St. 
Courtney, J. B.
Cole, Arthur care Gen’l Delivery 
Collins, Miss Minnie, Gower St. 
Costello, James W.
Cole, Mrs. Annie River Head 
Connors, John 
Curtis, Capt. Arthur 
Callahan, Mrs Robert, River Head 
Chafe, Charles, Carew St.
Cooper, Selby, Flower Hill 
Carroll, C. C.

D
Dalton, late s.s. Glencoe 
Dyke, J. W.
Dyer, Mrs. John, Catherine St. 
Downton, Edward, Water St.
Doney, John 
Duncan, George,

care General Post Office 
Dunn, Thomas, Stephen’s St.
Duff, Miss Maggie, Tower Road 
Dunphy, A. M.
Doyle, Mrs. M. C„ Wjjter St.

E
Earle, Leonard
Edwards, Joseph, Barron St.
Elliott, Miss A. J., John St.
Eseott, Mrs. Mary, Central St.
Ewin, Miss Georgia
English, Miss I., care Mr. Condon,

Carter’s Hill

F /
French, Murial, Jubilee Farm 
Freeman, Miss Violet 
Flynn, Mrs. Wm., Catherine St.
Flynn, W„ card, Goulds Road 
Fitzpatrick, Leo, Flower Hill 
Frye, Thomas, Gower Street 
Fitzpatrick, Capt. Daniel 
Fifleld, Henry F.
Flynn, Mrs. Wm., card, Catherine St. 
Frost, J. S.
Flynn, William, 14 ------ St.

G
Gardiner G., Rocky Lane

Gaden, Mrs. I. E.
Gallant, Miss Clementine, Queens Rd. 
Gibb, A., Monroe St.
Guy, George, George’s St.

O’Rourke, Miss Fannie,

O’Connor, J.
late Outer Cove

Hawkins, H. W„ Mullock St.
Hatch, E. B.
Haines, Albert, late Robuck River 
Hawkins, Alfred A., retd. 
Haverstack, E. J.
Harris, Harvey N.
Hamilton, Charles, card 
Healey. George J., Water St. 
Heath, Adolphus, slip 
Hollett, Miss Annie, Leslie St. 
Howell, Wm. J., Hamilton St. 
Hodge, W. T„ care Gen’l Delivery 
Holman, F. E.
Hussey, Mrs., retd.
House, Ronald, Water St. West

Ingram, lîarry, cave Postmaster 
Irving, W. S., late Grand Falls

Jensen, Adolph 
James, Capt. Robert S.
Johnson, George, Forest Road 
Jones, J.
Jewell, Ernest T.
Janes, Mis. John B.,

care Robinson & Co
Johnson, J. B.
Joy, Miss Angnes

1
Laurence, Mrs. James, Prescott St. 
Lamb, Miss Mary, Spencer St.
Larner, W. J., Chapel St.
Liddle, Miss

Mdores, Alt, retd.
Mare, John, 27 ------ Lane.
Martin, H. E.
Martin, W. M.
Maynard. F. J., care Gen’l Delivery 
Mason, Geo W„

care Terra Nova Art Co. 
Marston, Miss Hazel 
Maher, H. P.
Mason, G. W., retd.
Meaney, Miss Catherine, Bond St. 
Mercer, A. H.
Moss, G. L.
Morris, Mrs. Wm., Gilbert St.
Morgan, A. B.
Moore, Elsie, care Post Office 
Murrln, Thomas, Hamilton St.
Murphy, Ned
Murley, Miss W., Creston 
Murphy, Mise Ida,

care General Post Office

Me
McCormack, Miss Annie 
McGrath, M. T.
McHugh, F. H.
McGriffin, M.
McGillivary, J. M.

N
Nanous, Miss Lizzie

King’s Bridge Road 
Northover, Miss Katie, Signal Hill Rd. 
Norris, Jack, Barnes’ Road 
Nunan, Harvey, Gower St

0
Oalce. Charles, care George Oake 
Oakley. J. R., care Gen’l Post Office 
Orchard. Miss Lilly, Cabot St. 
O’Keefe, Miss Alice, card,

Rennie’s Mill Road 
O’Brine, Mrs. W., Bond St.
O’Brien, Margaret, card. Summer St. 
Orr, John B., care s.s. Glencoe

Parsons, Mrs.
Parsons, Miss Minnie, card 
Parsons, Mrs. Herbert, Clifford St 
Patterson, Jas. W.
Penny, Miss Sarah, late Grand Falls 
Powers, Hugh,

Relations of Volunteer In
Canadian Contingent) 

Power, Edward, Water St..
Poole, Miss Miriam, Circular Road 
Phillips, Master Gordon, Long’s Hill

R
Ryan, J. T.
Raymond, H. N.
Redmond, J„ late aa. Portia 
Rendell, G.
Roberts, David
Robert George, Allandale Road 
Rose, Miss Lizzie j
Rowe, Chesley J.. Gower St. ?
Robinson, Mrs. Ellen, card 
Rowe, Miss Lena, retd.
Rogers, Miss Mary, card r 1
Ryan, Mrs. Oston, Carter’s Hill 
Reid, John, slit), Colonial St

S
Snelgrove, Arthur, care Gen’l Delivery 
Sulyback; Emil, P. 0. Box 
Simmons, Jordan 
Sundt, H". D.

T , ' ''j
Taylor, Ronald ’
Taylor, T. J., Pleasant Street

Y i
Verge, Levi, care Gen’l Delivery ,i

W
Wadden, J., care W. Cullen,

Duckworth Street
Walters, George, late s.s. Glencoe 
Walsh, Martin, Long Pond Road 
Walsh, Thomas
Walsh, Miss Mary, New Gower St 
Walsh, Miss Nellie, Bay Road 
Walsh, Miss Millie, Water St. West 
Walsh, John, Cokostown Road 
Walsh, Mrs. Michael, Cookstown Rt 
Warde, Miss Agnes, Duckworth St 
Weir, James, Newtown Road 
White, Charles ■
Whitten, Mrs. John
Wood, Dr., Water St '

Youden, Mrs., Casey’s St

Seamen’s List.
Diamond, Capt. A., schr. Alameda 
Horan, Patrick,

schr. Annie L. Warret 
B

Doyle, Thomas, s.s. Bellaventure 
C

Kearney, S. J., s.s. Chinea
D

Butt, Frederick, s.s. Diana
G !

Walsh, W. P., schr. Grace Belle
J

Barnes, Jacob, schr. J. W. R.
N

White, Wm., care Capt Arthur Benson, 
schr. Novelty

0
Capt. of Sailing Vessel

Orlando V. Wotten

H. J. B. WOODS, P.M.G.

m
wy

\L
The coming of Spring means the shedding of the old coat 

and the putting on of the new. We are showing something neat 
and dressy in Spring Coatings. Have you seen our Greys with 
-ilk facings ? Topnotchers, aren’t they Also something good 
>n Scotch suitings, Gleniris and Wha-haes; all hand made.

EXCLUSIVELY MAUNDER.

NEW JMVELS.
By the Best Authors.

GENERAL & WAR LITERATURE- 
ALL THE BEST AND LATEST.

The Man and the Moment by Elinor 
Glyn, 60 & 80c.

The Day of Judgment by Jos. Hock
ing, 80c.

The Thirty Days by Hubert Wales, 60 
and 80c.

The Great White Army by Max Pom-
lea, 30c.

God’s Country and the Woman by J. 
O. Curwood, 80c.

The Turbulent Duchess by Percy Ja«. 
Brebner, 80c.

The Blue Buckle by Wm. Hamilton 
Osborne, 80c.

The Man of Iron by Rd. Dehan, 60 
and 80c.

The Graves of Kilmoma by Canon 
Sheehan, 60 and 80c.

The Wall of Partition by Florence Bar
clay, 80c.

Innocent by Marie Corelli, 60 and 80c.
The Honourable Perclval by Alice 

Regan Rice, 80c.
Patrol of the Sundance Trail by Ralph 

Connor, 80c.
Facing Fearful Odds by Joe. Hock

ing, 80c.
The Laughing Cavalier by Barones» 

Orczy, 60 and 80c.
A Mixed Pack by Dorothea Conyers. 

60 and 80c. ,
Whom God Hath Joined by Arnold 

Bennett, 60c. .
Percy and Others - by F. Anstey, eu 

and 80c. .
The Carnival of Florence by Marjorw

Bowen.
Pruaaianlsm and Its Destruction W 

Norman Angell, 30c.
Deeds That Will Never Die by Fraser.
Fighting in Flanders by B. Alex-. 

Powell, 11.10.
How Belgium Saved Europe by Bare- 

Sarolea, 30c. .
Home Life in Germany by Ml» *■ 

Sidgwick, 30c.
The New (German) Testament, 10c.
Mutual Aid by P. A. Kropotkin, 30c.
Keeping Fit by O. S. Marden, Il l#-
What I Found Out in Germany by » 

English Governess, 60 and 80c.

GARLAND’S Beekstoies,
177 and U| Water Street


