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gentle, or more completely lost him
self in his anxiety on her account.

“I’m afraid your foot is painful," 
he said, at last finding his voice.

She opened her eyes upon him. 
“Yes, it is! Do you thing it will 

get better quickly? I should hate 
being lame, laid up, for any time."

“You will have to rest it,” he said. 
“I think it all depends upon keeping 
quiet for a day or two. I once sprain
ed my ankle when I was gold-dig
ging, and because I kept hopping 
about on it I had it bad for a long 
time.”

“Gold-digging? You seem to have 
been a great many things,” remarked 
Veronica.

Ralph nodded. “Oh, yes, I’ve tried 
all! sorts of things. Jack-of-all- 
trades and master of none, as they 

say.”

‘‘And yet you found time to go to 

school," mused Veronica, absently.

“Yes,” he said; and as be answered 
he reached a chair and sat down a 
little behind her so that he could see 
her face.

It was still pale and a little weary, 
but Ralph was struck by its loveli
ness as he had not been struck hith
erto. Perhaps it was because it did 

spot at that moment wear its usual 
expression of .pride and hauteur; per
haps it was because Fanny had din
ned Miss Veronica’s beauty in bis 
ears. How graceful she was stretch
ed out at full length, one white hand 
on her bosom, the other hanging by 
her side like a plucked lily. Watch
ing her sent a thrill, a series of thrills 
through him, such as he remembered 
feeling when he had looked at a beau
tiful picture in a London picture- 
gallery into which he had strayed 
one day. He was conscious of a pe
culiar sensation of unrest, of dis
quieting wistfulness which was quite 
novel to him, and yet not altogether 
painful.

“Yes, my mother was very anxious 
about my schooling, and kept me to 

it. She was rather out of the ordin
ary. I think she had 'ideas above her 
station,’ as you would say. I remem
ber she was fond of telling me It was 
easy to be ‘a gentleman.’ I don’t 
know what she meant, unless it was 
that any man 'could be a gentleman 

if he chose. She was ambitious on 
my account.”

“Why did you say ‘as you would 
say’?" said Veronica, as if she resent
ed the personal application of the 
phrase.

Ralph laughed shortly. “I was 
only thinking of you as one of the 
gentry’," he explained.

Veronica colored. “It was because 
you think I am very proud and—and 
contemptuous towards my—inferi
ors?" she asked in a low voice.

“Well, yes," he said, coolly. “Oh. 
it's all right! You’ve something to 
be proud of. It’s a fine thing to be 
nobly born, I think; to be rich and 
powerful. I suppose I should be as 
proud as you—as the rest—if I were, 
say, the nephew of an earl." 

Veronica tucked her hand under her
cheek and turned to look at him_

“Will you move your chair so that 
I can see you, please?” she said.

He dragged the chair forward and 
gazed at the opposite wall as if he 
were having his photograph taken.

“Thanks. It hurt my neck, cran
ing. So you think I am proud and 
contemptuous.” she said, thoughtful
ly. “Do you know"—suddenly—"that 
I have not always been rich and pow
erful

It's not far: but you know. You only 
want some water and a rest— Ah, 
you’re not going to faint!” for her 
eyes closed.

“No, no!” she said, in a low voice, 
and evidently struggling womanfully 
with her weakness. “I think I must 
have hurt my foot; it’s so painful.”

“A sprain!" he said, more to him
self than to her. "You must not walk 
on it. Put your hand on my shoul
der.”

what are you going to do?”

’Phone! BISHOP, SONS & CO., f’Phone 
679 l Limited. ! 679

End Misery InstantlyTHF WHITES1

NO REMEDY SO SPEEDY OR EFFI 
CIENT.

Fashion PlatesA real cramp cure?
Yes, a real one—in a twinkling the 

cramp is a dead one, an3 the last 
squirm is over, once you get a still 
dose of Nerviline on the inside.

This isn’t mere talk—it’s a solid 
truthful fact

The Home Dressmaker elenli keen 
a Catalogne Sera» Book of ear Pal- 
tern Cats. These will be foeai very 
esefal to refer te from time te time.SumœMMEW™! No other remedy—not 

a single one—will cure cramps so 
quickly and harmlessly as Nerviline. 
It hits the spot in a jiffy and saves a 
heap of misery.

“Last Saturday night my stomach 
felt like an infernal machine,” writes 
T. P. Granger from Hartford. “I was 
awakened from a sound sleep and 
found myself suffering the worst kind 
of torture., I was so doubled tip I 
could hardly cross the room. I had 
used Nerviline before for the same 
thing and took a real good dose. 
Once I felt the warm, soothing sensa
tion of Nerviline in my stomach, I 
knew I was all right. It finished th- 
cramps—just one single dose.”

Sickness at night is rendered a 
nightmare of the past if Nerviline is 
handy. It may be earache, to attache 
or cramps. Nerviline in every case 
will cure at once and save calling the 
doctor. Nerviline is a family physi
cian in itself. The large .10c. family 
size bottle, of course, is most econo
mical. Small trial size costs a quart
er. All dealers sell Nerviline.

■ “What—
•she asked.

“Carry you!" he said, simply.
“I forbid you!” she said, the color 

rushing to her face.
“Not much use," he retorted, as 

quietly as before. “To wal.k on a 
spain is a silly thing. It will mean 

| a bed or a sofa for you for months,
| perhaps. Keep still.”

Her pride would not permit her to 
struggle with him, and she suffered 

j him, under mute protest, to raise her 

| in his arms. As he strode off with 
her slowly but firmly, the pain nearly 

made her faint again and her eyes 
closed, her head drooped lower and 
lower until, against her will, though 
she strove with all her force to exert 
it, rested on his shoulder.

He carried her into the hut and put 
her on a chair. His heart was beat
ing fast but not with the exertion of 
carrying her though Veronica was no 
feather; eveyy vein in his body was 
tingling; he saw the lovely white face 
as through a mist. Then he shook 
off the influence of her beauty. He 
went presently and, getting some w’a- 
ter, put the cup to her lips.

She drank some, breathing slowly 
: and painfully, and wiping her lips 
! with her handkerchief. He took it
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already swollen, and as he endeavor
ed to take off the boot she winced 
again. He took out his knife and cut 
up the back of the boot and slid it 
off gently and skilfully, and the small 
shapely foot, already beginning to 
swell, rested in the palm of his hand.

She leant back, but her eyes rest
ed on his bent head with a strange 
expression from which pride was 
quite absent.

“I seem born to give you trouble," 
she said, in a low voice.

Ralph started. He was like a man 
in a dream. Her helplessness, her 
sudden meekness, had wiped away 

the resentment which her past treat
ment of him had caused. His heart 
was aching with pity and something 
else that was at once a delight and 
a pain.

“No, no," he said, rather huskily.
It is fortunate I was near. I’ll—I’ll 

go for a carriage. But you must rest 
the foot. Let me bring another chair 
—no, there's a couch there. Stop!” 
as she tried to rise. He put his arms 
round her and, lifting her, though 
she struggled slightly and drew back, 
carried her to the couch. “You’ll lie 
still; you won't attempt to get up 
while I’m gone?” he said, authorita
tively.

“No,” she said, in a low voice and 
with downcast eyes. “You will not 
be long?"

“I’ll run—oh, I’ll ride; I forgot the 
mare!” he said.

As he went to the door he met Bur
chett.

“Oh, Burchett! Miss Gresham's had 
an accident. I’m going for a car
riage,’’ he said, quickly.

Burchett frowned and glanced at 
Veronica. It was evident that he did 
not relish a tete-a-tete with the lady 
of the Court.

"Stay here," he said. “I’ll go. The 
horse? I know. I saw it."

Ralph went back to the eauch. 
Veronica opened her eyes and locked 
at him.

“You are back already!” she said, 
faintly.

“Burchett’s gone," he said, awk
wardly. I’ll go outside. If—if you 
want me—”

“Stay, please,’’ she said. “I—I do 
pot wish to be left alone."- 

CHAPTER X.
Ralph stood beside the couch, look

ing at nothing in particular and, for 
the first time in his life, at a loss for 
words. Veronica lay with her eyes 
closed, but her mind was busy behind 
them. She was marvelling at the fate 
which threw her and this man to
gether, which persisted in placing her 
under an obligation to him; and the 
wonder of the fact was too great to 
allow of resentment. Besides, the 

woman in her clamoured for her ad
miration and gratitude. Her sex
adore readiness and strength in the 
man: Ralph had been as prompt as 
he had been to save the puppy, and 
he had picked her up and carried her 
as if she had been a bundle of straw, 
and—almost as marvellous—he had 
done so with a self-possession, or, 
rather, a forgetfulness of self, that 
hqd robbed his service of offence. No 
gentleman could have been more

The Earl’s Son coach el 
other 1 
profess*
far asI 
and th* 
employe 
state og 
institute 
coache« 
Nocatiol 
not be 1 
of the 1 
such pci

Twehl 
down al 
fundaml 
which <1 
amateur!

They I 
making I 
the coml 
ticipate.l 
certain ] 
pawning] 
and ,pro 
he is to

An apron that is easy to make, 
easy to adjust, and is comfortable 
and protecting, is surely desirable. 
The model here shown is ideal for 
the busy worker. The pockets are 
ample, and the low neck and deep 
sleeveless armscye are practical fea
tures. The pattern is good for ging
ham, lawn, percale, drill, seersucker, 
or santas. It is cut In 3 sizes: 
Small, Medium and Inrge, and re
quires 31/2 yards of 36 inch material 
for a medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. 
in silver or stamps.

CHAPTER IX. 1 so, unconsciously drew her head till
“I have had an accident," she said, : it rested against him. The faintness 

haughtily, but her voice shook and ! passed and she opened her eyes and 
Ralph's heart melted at her distress. ; looked up at him with a vague, uncer- 

“So I see. Are you hurt?” he ask- j tain dreaminess, 
ed, trying to speak casually, but his “Where—ah, yes, I remember!” 
anxiety displayed itself in his voice j breathed. Then the color rushed 
and in his eyes eloquently enough. ; over the, ivory of her face. “Thank 

“N—o, I don't think so,” she re- j you,” she said, coldly, but her eyes 
plied. “My mare was startled by a were shy, as they still met his as if 
hare that ran under her nose, and 5he could not withdraw them. “I—I 
bolted. The rein broke—and I was am sorry you should have so much 
thrown." She endeavoured to laugh i trouble."
with self-contempt. "I don’t think I Ralph tried to say the convention- 
am hurt—but I struck my head, and ai “Xo trouble!" hut his voice died 
1 feel—dizzy—" away in a mutter. She moved and

He nodded. j winced.
“I know.’ “Your foot!" he said. “Let me
“My mare—if she gets to the Court \ see_r

Lord Lynborough may hear of it and -x'0, no!" she said, earnestly. “It 
be alarmed. ’ ( nothing—I can walk.” She put her

“That’s all right. I’ve got the j foot to the ground and he saw her 
mare, ’ he said. “If I only had some 1 1 ips writhe. “Oh. Low shall I get to 
water— Do you think you could 1 the Court!"
come as far as the hut? Lean on my “i’ll go for a carriage," he said.
arm ” "But we must get that boot off first

She rose, supported by his arm, j or eise_>*
and staggered a little. “No, no," she said again; but, dis-

" Lean on me," he said, almost with regarding her refusal, he knelt down 
an air of command. “That's right! 1 ;ind untied the boot. The foot was
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And to Arrive

Ladies’ Slip, or Combination of Cami
sole and Pettcoat, with or without 
Flounce.
As here shown. SWiss embroidery 

and batiste are combined. The model 
is also good for dimity, lawn, or nain- 
ssok. The model is composed of a 
camisole or underbodice, cut with 
raised waistlne, and a five gore skirt 
that may be finished with or without 
a flounce. This style is well adapted 
for wear under transparent waists 
and dresses or sheer fabric. The 
camisole and skirt may be finished 
separately. The pattern is cut in 6 
sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches 
bust measure. It requires 3 3-8 
yards of 36 inch material for a 36 
inch size. The skirt measures 1 3-4 
yards at the lower edge.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to- any address on receipt of 10c. 
in silver or stamps.

as you call it? Do you know 
that I was once, and not so very long 
ago, quite, quite poor?"

“No,” he said, turning to her with 
his interest shining in his eyes.

“Yes, I was," Veronica went on, 
vaguely thinking as she looked at 
him that his eyes and lashes were al
most too good-looking for a man, and 
too expressive for a woman. “My fa
ther was very poor, so poof that there 
was not always enough food—" As 
the pity and sympathy softened the 
surprise in his eyes, her voice grew 
lower and her own eyes grew misty. 
“We lived in a poverty-stricken 

neighborhood, and found it hard to
live even there. I have done needle
work—" She held up her white 
hand with its taper fingers. “It was 
months a,fter I hlfil come to the Court 
before the marks of the needle wore 
off.”

Ralphs eyes moved to the white 
fingers and clung to them.

(To be Continued.)
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