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“ Yes—left him”—fhére was & §
ring of #corn in the xer’s volce—*" leit
:i;-;gtﬁl‘l must own that she seems to have
wanted ht:kiu'pw&: thisanarriage
altogether distastefnl to ‘her. The girl
m‘uﬁiﬂ; but she was ted
d. The dowager might made
matters much pleasanter, but she never tried.
Thl. Ryverses are all b:lt 'pooph.m This

irl was j as in Very op-
&mm’?m She “admired all that the
disliked, she contemned all that they most ad-
mired; she did notabate one of her prejudices;
she:gave back coldness for coldness, pride for
.pride. Ah, me, I would not have done so
bad I been in her place !

** What would you have done?” asked Vio-
hg’ “‘ . . -

was
was
an

v True feeling: makes all the difference,”
said “Miss Marr. *‘I should have done all
this because I loved him,. she failed to do it

the very words that came from her rival’s
lips?

"%t was or rather is a sad story altogether,”
continned the heiress, *‘I really think that,
if the do had seen that the girl loved
her she might in time have learned to
like her; but she assured me that she did
not love him. "'When she saw this, when she
realized what a fatal mistake the marriage was
she, the k a d

m driven dmontp’%u: 5

shé'didit. She thought,that, asher son was

not:of age, some flaw might be found in. the
rriage, and it could be get aside.”

“t Feall that wicked,” cried Violet, with
b ing breath—** wicked l.ndcdrnel "

e te agree with you,” said Miss Marr.
“Notl;h"’g could j y.;ch conduct. Itli:l
a fagal fesait too. y Ryvers wrote to -
don $0 ¢onsult a firm of la mnb::fttho
validity of the marriage, most unfortu-
nately; through the mistake of a servant, the
m&ﬂm letter was taken to the young
wife. read it, and it drove her almost
mad.”

Faster and faster beat :ho heart of dtho
listening gi This was how her conduct
bé&dioglgm;thhwuhov others thought
and of her.

” went to the dowager with the
letter in her hand. There was a terrible
scene between them. SheLvu proud and
indignant—the dowager cool, contemptuous.,
She deciared that she would save them all
trouble, that she. would annul her marriage
herself. She left them; and they have
neither seen nor neard of her since. A
strange story, is it not 2”

*Most  strange,” replied Violet, . with-

iled by this un-

ve Ii
3 qﬁ‘ Hn: ms:y lives are
: !'orﬁiﬁth marriage!” said Mise Marr. *“Mine, '
for T. never shall love anyome else ;- Lord

Byvers’, for he is the most miserable of |

men ; ﬁepooryonnfwife'.. for she must be

wretched ; and the dowager’s, who can never
be happy again. All shose lives, which
mgxlil:dmbhy“t:m have been happy, have been

1 13 one most unhappy marriage.

;gom I last visited there, Ryv e did not

seem like the same place. Lord Ryvers had

gone away, voying that be would never
retarn until he had found his wife; Monica

Ryvers, one of the sweetest and brightess of

g’ﬂrt:uwervithoutm in ‘her eyes;

thie.dowager was quiet unlike herself. Itwas

#.most miserable visit for me, and 1 was glad

when it ended.  Of course, what must be,
"mnst be ; but, oh, how happy we should all

bave béen if he had chosen me !”

" ¥t seems that the best thing wonld be for

the young wife to die,” remarked Violes,

dreamily ; ** that would leave him free.”
#; But Miss Marr shook her head.

+ “I§would make no difference,” she said,
" ;% 1f he did not care for me before his heart
.wasfilled with love for his young wife, it is not

i $hat he would do s0 now. Her death

:make ng difference to me.”

*+1f he loves her so very much, one wonld
Amgine that he woald set to work to find her,”
observed Violet.,

““‘It would be useless to look for her. She
told her husband that, even if they met face
to face she would neve retur;bto him ;';:dtho
dowager quite believes it. She says does

not hdi:ve thatanything would induce her to

Tarn,
““¥o she glad of it ?” asked Violet, impul.
sively.

*1I do not think so. I believe she would
be giad toundo all that she has done. She
was most bitterly annoyed with regard to the
marriage at the time ; but, now that she sees
how unhappy her son is, she would like to
undo her part in producing the present state

if she could.”
” asked Violet,

with him to prison and to

; I would have stood by his side

; But then I love him, and
she does not.”

. Another burning blush, more quick beating
of the heart. _The locket that held the hand-
some face almost fell from Violet’s hands.

“How will it all end 7" she asked

iy.
And the heiress sighed despairingly.
“Iesnnot. tell ; I cannot even imagine,
geperal misery, I should think. The

will never be happy again.”

. *1do mot think she nr:.nitobe," re-
marked Vielet, quickly.

** Perhaps not ; but we must make allow-

ances for her wounded pride and her bitter

isappointment. Her whole heart was fixed

Then it 18 tertibly sad for him,

His mother wept bitterly one morning because

he would have no son to succeed him. The

title and e-um'bnh g0 to people who are al-

Yiolet bad thought of that; all
b never ; O £; a
songh the matter she haa taought more of

S
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. —die~and marry
or would ‘you like them
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find out a ki
u«.m:ﬂ:b bad ‘written.”.
' *Itseems to me,” let, ** that the
blame lies wholly with, the dowager Lady
Ryvers.” ¥ :
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clared

pain ; that was what his mother a

felt. After all his sacrifices. 8 &

poor return. She ! | of an

excuse to get away. _

with his mother, no one could have felt an

n;m:in.hutlunqtuq.;! she left-hi

is 'was how they ju her—

thought she cared little for him, little for

marriage vows; no one knew that the d

had stabbed her to the heart by

that her husband Was' aware  that she

written. e ;;r’a . 2N,
“‘It is & mikerable'#fory, ” she said; ** ther

does notseem %o be a glimpse of hap

it anywhere.”

for her, it wasa |-

E

i

eart. 2
Violet turned away, still holding the lookot.

inger hand. ; ;

‘‘How will it end ?” she asked ' herself,
*‘How .can itend ?” And she counld read in
the future no answer to the self-put question.

. CHAPTER XLVIIL

“I wonder,” said Miss Marr, suddenly
**why I have opeued my heart to you, Miss
Beaton? I have not told this trouble of mine
to anyone else. Lady Ryvers guessed it, but
then she knows how it is. Grandmamma
does not know. She wonders why I care for
no lovers, why I refuse all offers, why. the
world is all a weariness to'me, And- it is a
weariness. I am ashamed to say that ‘my
days are dreary.’ I am young, and I have
everything to make me happy ; happiness
and I have parsed forever. I am g’h‘pﬁnl
have told you ; my- heart feels lighter, - I am
impulsive, you will say; busimyy heart
warmed to yoa ‘ the: first -moment: &A.T

- i al - L)

Violet wondered whether shefwiduli hase
liked nerat sight had she known wio shie was.

‘‘ Giveme my locket,” requestedMiss Mars,
‘* But tell me ig-ut do you wonder at my loving
that handsome face ?”’

““Idonot,” said Violet frankly ; *‘it is
ht%daomo enough :o winll:;;.e; o

iolet, in her heart, to if .
Randolph had given thé it himself.
The question trembled on her lips, but her
sense of delicacy would not let her ask it.
Miss Marr answered it quite unconsciously.

**The dowager gave me this f 1
she uid—"indeei I am ninir]? her
for it. He did not give it to me.”

Violet felt a great sense of relief when she
heard that.

* I wish he had,” the heiress went on. “‘I
should like to treasure someshing that he had
given me.’ If he touched only the withered

tal of a flower, it seemed clothed with new
ﬁ‘f’e to me. You seem surprised.. YouBave
never loved anyone in that mad fashion, have

ou ¥’
o No; that I certainly never have,” she
ied.

repli

And Miss Marr laughed s mirthless laugh
that did not suit her youth or beauty.

From that hour they wére the truest and
warmest of friends.

o

o7 e et e e |

companion, asked |
suddenly : . iy

“ What was the name of this young wife of
his who no one loved i

“One did jJove her, Monica loved her.
She was, I believe, devoted to her, but she
never mentioned her. The dowager wounld
not allow it. Monica told me that she be-
lieved her mster-in-law was far more sinned
sgainst than sinning. And, as for Lord
Ryvers, he loved the vog.ground on which
she stood. Lady Lester, other sister, was
simply indifferent. The »dovlg‘r was the
‘only one who actively disliked her, and she
would not, as I have said, allow ber name to
be mentioned. I think she generally called
hep ‘that girl.’ I do not'remember to have
heard what ner Christian name was.”

During nearly all the hours they spent to-
gether they had but one subject of conversa-
tion, and 1t was Lord Ryvers,

They stood one morning on the brow of the
hill watching the waterfall that dashed into
the basin below. The heiress turned to her
companion.

*‘ Have you read,” she asked, *‘that beau-
tiful old of the two lovers who were
drowned by & royal decree ?”

‘I do not remember-it,” answered Violet.

“It impressed me,” said Miss Marr, her
dark eyes ‘lingering on the white,  leapi
waters ; ‘‘and, strange to say, I always m
of it when I stand here. A great king
sentenced a man to death. What do you
think that death was, Violet? He was to be
bound fast to the girl he had loved, and they
were to be thrown, alive, into the sea. The
man was delighted with his death. Perhaps
he had loved the girl long and hopelessiy—I
cannot say ; but he welcomed -his sentence,
He declared the snpreme momient of his life
would be the last. I think—I know it is a
vain, foolish thought—I ‘cannot help it—I
think often, when I stand here, that I should
like the same fate,”

Violet shuddered at the words,

“1 do not call that love,” she said; it'is
infatuation.”

It is the truest of love,” cried the heireus;
and the woman who-cannot feel it does not

even the nature of love.”

“ﬁ
tb:lshntof the sunlight: on his _bair ; she
could see him with his arms ¢ rouund
this woman, who loved him 8o well ; she conld
see them fall together pver the brink, down
through the seething, foaming water, un-
dying love in the woman’s éyes. A cry came
from her li as of one in pain§ and Miss
Marr looked curiously at her.

** Of what are youn thinking *” she - asked,

And Violet, startled, answered truth-
fully : 3

. I W,
over the

The heiress laughed.

*‘ 1 may some day,” she remarkgd; * but
Lord Ryvers will not be with me. Itis
strange that one woman should value so little
what Is:?hﬂ would give her life for. I wish
that y Ryvers could 'see her husband
with my eyes or that I could see him with
hers.”

Another morning they stood on the lawn
st Queen’s Elm feeding the robins. The
heiress had been relating to_ her attentive
listener some of the incidents bf her late visit
to Ryversdale. ~She added, suddenly :

*‘Iv.is really a terrible thing for a grand
old race like that to become extinet, all
through & mistaken marriage.”*

Violet looked at ber curiously. . ..

pictnring\:holoom. Isaw you go
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were:startled at times by the eerie sound
the ivy-branches tapping against the window

panes.

**This room is the pi of comfort on a
winter night,” said Miss Marr. ‘I wonder
why it is that we all love crimson and scarl
in “'Bl::'?' % :

o4 use re t warmth,” answer-
ed Violet, T

.. You arealways ing of Lord Ryvers,”
remarked Violet, not knowing whether she
Hatamused, sorry, or pleased. - .
That is quite true; it is a habit of which
qgnll‘nnprnawcuomynli. . L wish almost
t,{h.oonld. I cannot help grieving. I pic-
tare bright, handsome all sad and
worn, the light heart and high spirits, the
noble, artistic fancies all drooping and dying.
I have heard a great deal pathos about
deserted wives; there seems to me to be mach
more pathos 1 the idea of a deserted husband.
If Icould but pierce the dustsnce and -see
him! If the same rain be falling in London,
and the same chill wind blowing, he will be
sitting there all alone, listening to the dreary
sounds, his face hidden in his hands, tears
probably vcrynearhi;‘:{eg and he will be
ginkingddnycﬂnt ill never come back to
m »

“ Hush 1” said Violet. * You make me feel
sorry for him!”

She had never thought of him as lonely, or
desolate, or sad at heart, but always as an

realized yet that the greatest hunger of all is
l‘lmrolthehm 8till irom that hour the
ey pity born of love lived in her heart for

CHAPTER XLIX.

‘I do not know whether it is my con-
science or my heart that is awakening,”
thought V; _to herself; ““but I am not

She had bun‘hbtwgh;:% to think
something rather to
mbt::;h For the first timehin

was t into contact with a passionatel:
loving woman ; for the first time in her m’.
she heard a woman. speak of love. She had
discovered what love was like to a woman,
No matter bow deeply a man loves, he cannot
say much about it, he speaks but little; &
woman has her love always on her lips, as ghe
has it always living and burning in her

Violet might have lived and died without
harq:hn wers of I:;i;g;] had not
Marr, wi passion uence,
ht them to life ; and now lhoovqrn be-
uning to realize a truth that puzzled her.
he was rapidly falling in love with her hus-
band after a fashion in which she had never
loved yet. ing that wooing in the sum-
mer woods of 8t. Byno's, the love had. been
rather on hisside than hers. She had fallen
in some degree under the glamour ofit, The
wooing of the handsome *oug artist had
been a pleasant novelty. hen she married
nim, she did not know that shere was a high-
er, deeper, truer love than that which she
felt for him. Now she was beginning to
understand that she had not really loved him.
She knew it by the difference in her own
feelings toward him, She bad heard his lov-
ing words with pl but the heart had
not beaten the more quickly for them. 'She
had taken his caresses as s matter of course;
she -had accepted all the love, the homage,
and devotion that he lavished on her without
thinking anything of it. She had  mever
understood ‘'what jealousy meant. As for be-
ing jealous of her husband, she would have
hed the idea to scorn. Now it was a
different matter. Her: heart beat with a
new passion, s new pleasure, a new pai
She stood face to face with a great ‘truth at
lest. Sheloved her husband—loved him with
a love quite new b;o &er,dthnt had been called
into existence e devotion, the passi
theelo uence of another woman, ' on.
8he hardly admitted to herself that she
missed him, but she did, He had cared for
Mhﬁnﬁkh&;;w’[ | the
difference. There was no one to take care of
her ; but she herself had to take care of others.
No one knew or cared if she was out in the
cold or damp, if she felt ill or well, if she was
blythe or sad; no loving eyes followed her
going out and coming in, no loving words
greeted her. She found the difference. be-
tween being a beloved wife and a paid
companion. If shefelt tired, no one pitied
ber. She could not help remembering the
days abroad, the balconies laden with flowers
which hung over the blue moonlit sea ; if she
was tired then, loving arms folded her, her
head was pillowed on a loving breass, every
comfort and luxury were found for her, Now
Mrs, Ingram, although always polite, looked
annoyed if ber companion seemed tired ; and
of late she had mot felt well, The first time
that Violet stretched out her arms with a
w cry of *‘Oh, Randolph how I miss
you?’ her husband was nearer to her heart
than he had ever been before, ¥
8till she had annulled her own marriage ;
and there was anend of it. She was concern-
ed about her health. She was so far from
well that the least exertion seemed to tare
ber ; she had no strehgth, no spirits,. When
she looked in the mirror, she saw a pale face
with woful eyes full of shadows, all the brignt-
ness ra. She asked herself anxiously,
Wassheill? Was she going to die? Her
death would clear away all troubles. If she
were dead mother and son would be recon.
c’i‘hd, and Randoiph wounld- marry Miss
arr,
But the thought of it, inatead of
ortable i i

s
“her face with

aristocrat living in luxury., She had not |

been

After a minute’s pause, Miss Marr dghed
y. 73

“ ¥ should think one London house must be

p W:ﬂ she m.g. wg :anaot h’elp pictur-
¢ yvers shut _ng y himself,” —

-

man,” she confessed.

The clouds had passed over, the face of the
moon seemed to her a type of the clonds that
passed over her own soul. She wished
she had more love or more pride, that she
could humble herself to go to her husband, or
S

ol
swept over her hears likes whiriwind, How
little she had thought of it at the time—how
little she had valued it'! Oh, for ome touch
of that kind band now, for one kiss from
those loving lips !

CHAPTER L.

lhrdpdxhil'mlthdbom:oilnq
fringes hung from the trees and hedges. The
robin redbreasts outside the windows were
waiting to‘be fed, and Miss Marr stood
watching them. "She had read her -letters,
face, when Violet, logking very paié and ill,
The heirees uttered & little ory of dismay
who;l-hoqy-in.‘;éé' o
‘‘ Miss Beston, you are really i am
sure !”. she exclaimed.:| * ¥ou should see a
doctor. You: haveé! nét- been well for some
Lol SO S o A :
s e
‘u 3 %0 a
Are you well

but her heart
contracted with ‘A sudden sense of cqming
evil, . *

**I have had a long letter from the dowa-
ger Lady Ryvers this morning,” said Miss
Marr,” *‘and she begs me to go to see her.
She has gone to her.own estate, Athelstone—

to her

she is of  the - Monica 18 wi

She wants me to spend Christmas with them.
I think Ishall go. Ihave an objectin going,”
she omhnlq’. “.1shall make a most dgn-

perate effort. Ny

“In what divection?”’ asked Violet. She
tried to smile as she spoke, but her lips were
white and trembling.

T shall $ry to reconcile mother and son,”
replied the heiress. *‘I am guite sure that

fore.. The Ager seems y wretched;
she says that [ifé bas lost all its charm for her,
that slie misses her son more than words can
tell, and she begs me“to come, so that to-
gether we may contrive to bring about a
’-m I °‘ s ”»

that wou
I wish,” said Miss Marr, thoughtfally,
“ that I could find that foolish young wife of
his, and bring about a general reconciliation,
That is imp.ible,” she added, with a sigh ;
“ but I shink I

thm%"
“Will Lord Ryvers be there?” asked

Violet,

‘I shall take a bold step, I think, and ask
him to'meet me there. You see they are m:
dearest 'Mm I lonhﬂmn t:‘ll—t 1 hand-
some, chiv son, the stately mother, the

lacid Conntess of Lester, and bright loving
onica. I love them t I take
the

ms &
" GII
do.” :

**Nor I, at present ; but I am determined
todo something, Loving them gives me the
right of interfering. 1 shall ask Lord Ryvers
to meet moag Ashelstone,”

“Will he com¢, do you think?” asked
Violoh, - A.X %

hopeso.. He said he would not look

'e face again until he had

tl’l shall try my best to
€.

*What do with him there? What
is the wse of it?” -

““I1i Foan ofly,reconcile mother and son, it
will be somefhing,” said Miss Marr. “Of

terfere ; but Ilove the dowager Lady Ryvers,
and I do not ‘liké to think of her 3 un-
happy.” A e

*t Whata pity it is,” remarked Violet, with
:mthitur'n’?. ‘‘thas Lord Ryvers did
not'marry yoh. {
~ **So I rhink” returned the heiress, *Men
very seldom marty the right women, I believe,
He has not done'so; but he has paid a heavy
price for his mistake. I think I sball go to
Athelstone tosduy, Miss Beatou. The oply
regret 1 haye is not leaving you in better
health.”

“T shall soon be. well, I hope,” said
e e i wistiol. Bihteand Tosk!

t awi in

her eyes M?ﬁhw Miss Marr. Shetook
Violet’s hand in her own.

¢ Miss ”llullidg‘utklz; *‘you are
in trouble? ' You have been so kind, so full of
sympathy for me l;‘..y.«m have listened so

i e 3
she mmmtyllnh. varym

shall be able to do some-

by saying: so,”

eart there was a

er as $0 whether she wonld
who she wws, >3
to my room,” said Miss

su; tend my own pack-
t I m':{m to say,

».

s Ve re & Sist TR A [
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Violet laid her

arm,

“Ido ise,” she said, “‘to be your most
loyal and faithiul friend, 80 far as our differ-
ent circumstances will permit, I wonder if
yonwillevorr:genthnving asked me this ?”

**No,” said the heiress, kissing the pale,

i raised to her own, “1

d om her companion’s

*No, it is not fancy. I know all your life;
you have told it all to me. I know your
secret—your lovestory ; and you know no-
thing of me—less than nothing, I too haves
story ; you have not heard it.” Her eyes
were full of tears her face quivered with
emotion.

‘I do not wish to kmow it,” said Miss
Marr. *“Ilove you for your beautiful face
which charms me, for your independence and
originality, for your noble ideas and the har-
mony I find inyour charactér, tastes, and:
sentiments. - Most of all,” she added, with.s:
smile, ‘I think that.I. love you becanséik
have trusted you.” A3 e od

““That is very likely,” answered Violets
sim&ly. “You will ind me faithful and
loyal; but I am afraid I can never be of any
use to you.”

‘“I am the best judge of that,” said her

“You have beonﬁf tbo‘g_tni:l:t
use.to me, as you express it. How patien
you have  listened to all my love troubles !”

“They.interested me,” replied Violes.. “*I
shouid like to add one thing more. - If

beauty,” she said. /

In vain did the wealthy heiress offer Violes
one thing after another. She would have
lavished gifts upon her, she would have given
ner the richest lace, the most costly jewels ;
but Violet would accept nothing. She felt
slightly embarrassed when she remembored
ﬁomnhltupl'lui.l;;r wardrobes at
Ryversdale—nothi ose belonging to
th’a beiress, b:l:mgunﬁfnl enough in thei
way.

gho marvelled at Miss Marr's continual
reference to Lord Kyvers ; she seemed to have
no other thought. She took up a beautiful
bracelet and said : e

“1 wore this when I met Lord Ryvers at
the French Embassy.”

Her white seemed to caress a rich
piece of lace, as she said : \

'S‘I.nrd Byvmlsdmired this.” R

he- lingered lovingly over ome
dresses, and said :

**The first time I wore this I danced twice

with Lord %yvou."
Av last Violet could stand it mo longer.
She looked up at the loving, impetuous

woman.

“Itis ali Lord Ryvers,” she cried, im-
patiently ; “‘you think of nothing else, you
speak .of nothing else; every incident in

hhi'. ,Seems to have taken its colouring

m him. A

“You are right,” said Gwendoline, *In.
deed it is & worse case than that. My life
takes its light and darkness from him, but it
is almost aiways dark.”

In Violet's heart the flame of jealousy
burned so fiercely that she could bave
stamped on the laces and jewels that had
been worn to charm him. There was a
carious ring of suppressed passion in her voice
as she said :

‘It seems a great pity to waste so much
- Marr ed slightly surprised.

Miss seem ightly s 1

¢ Img::low says that love is never wasted.
Do you know those beautiful lines :

*¢¢Talk not of wasted affection,

: Affection never was wasted’?” -

““Yes ; I know them. Bat not even Long-
fellow will change my opinion that itis a sad,
pitiful waste of love.” § g

**I would rather waste it on Lord Ryvers
than receive the fullest returp from another,”
cried the beiress, passionately.

And Violet had to use more seli-control
than she had ever used in her life before to
keep back the Itot, angry words tkat rose to

her lips.
To be continued,

Application bas been made to the Custo
Department to‘allow the importation of an
article called tea dust. An analysis of this
article shows it to be com of particles
of tea, a plentiful admixture of sand, and
other ingredients. The people of Canada do
not use that sort of stuff any more than the

ple of the United States, the authorities
1n which country to allow it to be
entered there for consumption. The Iniand_
Revenue Department decided that the article
was deleterious to the public health, It will
accordingly be leit out in thecold and: not
admi into Canada, v

Erps’s CoCOA.—GRATEFUL AND COMFORT-
x6.—**Byath knowledge of the natdr
al laws which govern the cperation of digestion
and putrition and by a careful application of
the fine properties of well-selected
Mr. Epr has provided our breakiast tabies
with a delicately flavoured beverage which
may save us many heavy doctors’ bi Ieis
by she judicions use of such articles of ‘diet
that a constitution may be gradually built up
until strong to resist every tendency
to disease, subtle are

New Moliere vests of jet beaded lace are
mont a lining of red, yellow, or white

Mushroom-coloured lace in' the piece is
used for the puffed -petticoats of shos silks
_ltlhn have blue, red, and green chameleon

nes.

Gowns of shot glacé silk are made up in
combmnation with velvet striped silk, and
worn with a mantle of velvet of the colour of
:ﬂnlr;p;_ :

> ‘edges is revived for the flounces of

s ks hat :
to another.

Dresses of black sewing silk grenadine are
profusely trimnied with escurial lace flounces
and have a vest, and a petiicoat front placed
‘over red satin,

Cop&er-rod is a favourite colour for the
crepe de Chine, and silk jersey waists that are
worn with skirts of white wool or of black
lace over satin.

Brooches for bonnet strings and larger hair
pins for holding on the bonnet are made in
the same designs and are brilliant with Strass
stone that can scarcely be distinguished from
diamonds.

The Carmen hat with stiff brim and square
crown moderately high, is worn by young
ladies. It is of light mushroom brown straw,
trimmed with fine feather ﬁr-md an aigrette
of a darker shade. Fine folds of velvet en-
circls the ecrown.

Foulard d of pale China blue satin, in
& flowered dgtign, are trimmed with ruffies of

&}m dd oxydized silver buttons. The

L is ¢y straw, trimmed with

the same soft shade of blue satin and a little
russet brown velvet.

Black tulle is studded with jet or gold
beads, or with chenille in large boullionée
i mﬁh with “rgw;gi ;ho Golden

santhemums a aigrette are the
high trimming of the front, and the strings
are formed of a beaded lace bow.

Wash dresses are made with either a yoke
or a vest of white embroidery, and haveshort
shirred overskirts that are readily

Z-’.—*——
A Lono M:hﬁll.-. ; g
With the refuen of the silvery mohairs for
i and costumes,

aigette or a pair of the pins above described.
Turbans are also used f:n:nnllhg; velvet,
ostrich tips, on aigrette or pompons of feath-
ers, wheat and hamming a cluster
of mushrooms ing from a fan-shaped bow
of velvet—the bonnet and frimming of the
same mushroom shade—are each

journey. For convenience the
with its loose shape is rmnmd.mgl'l“:'o
half-loose, shirred pelisse 1s another favourite,
or for a short srip outof town a combination
o{i:.ho' Gmﬁlm.:llqno and the Richmond
8 is graceful a iate, made of the
rough bison cloth wmmﬁ velvet.

eGorhmOom; E. J, Deaning &
Co.; the Parisian Company ; Aitken,
San, & Co., and Mme, Demoress, will please
accept thanks for attention,

Head-Gear,

Summer bonnets more than ever resemble
the gardens of the Greeks, with their admix-
ture of flowers, fruit, and vegetables. Cab-

are rather questionable taste even when

choux, however made charming with
feather tips. Mushrooms are better served
with beefsteak. Some of the most delicately
beautiful of the summer bonnets of white
lace, mull, or crepe are shirred in clusters on
their white frames, made graceful with scarfs
of lace and white clover blooms, lilies-of-the-
valiey, or snowballs, Exquisite softly tinted
grey tulle or lace is: made up limihrl¥, and
trimmed with bawthorné blossoms, forget-
me-nots, or

blossoms.
_ Vegetable foliage is made use of. A great |

of an

g e

terminating in a ckouz of -hotvdntr%m”bbo;
To" the fact that ladies generally are not
familiar with the foliage. of vegetables may
be' attributed the success of something new.
Shot bonnets correspond with the shot or
glacé silk fabrics and are extremely small,
scarcely larger than a cap; when in the
guise of a listle capote, they are covered with
the airiest of fabrics, the delicate grasses,
soft - marabout feathers tip with graes,
brilliant insects of the butterfly and dragonfly
tribe, half nidden in the transparent gause or
beaded tulle.

The small Fanchon that looks like a half-
handkerchief has returned after long ob-
livion, and is like a bed of flowers. One of
the most graceful is covered all over with
violets, shaded from the palest to the most
intense purple, and there are others bloomix:#
with the faint greenish yellow of masses
muih or crocuses from drifts of creamy

P ial Love L

Another kind of love-letter, itential

i dressed to offended ies, will
raise a compassionate smile on the reader’s
face. Among such the letter of James V. of
Scotland to 'Haryof Lorraine may be men.
tioned. It is dated December, 1541, and
runs as foilows :—

“1 have received the letter which it has
pleased you to'write to me, for which I thank
you humbly ; but <those Who told
would not quit this place have
because I have no thought ‘but of
you on Suuday.
things, I will not dorges; -
not #0 be 80 thuad. ntil
tru

colour |
-} But “ Death is dead ” was all the voice replied,
- —Philip Bourke Marston.

the king. His “beloved Emma” has appa-
rentiy expressed the desire to join Neison,
off the coast of France,
is mever well when it biows
11 kill you,” and continues :—
‘en orders o carry no
Victory, cannot be the

<+ » I know
he will let her reason have
ay, will say Tam right; but she is
smlf she cannot have her own way,
is called upon in the most honour-
able manner o defend his country ! Absence
to us is equally painful ; but, if I bad either
stayed at home or neglected my duty abroad,
would not my Emma have blushed for me?
She would never have heard my praises and

how the country looks up to me.”

Good excases no doubt. Another of Lord
Nelson’s letters is of a different stamp. It
is a reply to one in which he has evuf ntly

cautioned by his lady-love not to forget

that in times of war letters may be captured

by others than the person ad-

* *‘I ghall only say,” he writes,

** Guzelle Gannam Justem, and that I love you

beyond all the world! This may be read

by French, Dutch, Spanish, or Englishmen ;

for it comes from the heart of my, Emma,

ﬁour. faithful and affectionate Nelson and
mu‘”

Death is Dead.
Isaw in dreams a mighty multitude—
Glme?e'. they seemed, from north, south, east,

an
“And in their looks such horror was expressed
ﬁ Iilflm forever words of mine 'ﬂndex.p
transfixed by grief, some silent stood,
‘While others smote u the breas
And cried out > Ng‘::at. no reer.t!'"
pes unseen pursued.

Some fled, as if by sha|

Eome“u'hnchad insanely, Others, shrieking,
“To think but yesterds; :
,.r..“-,...-,.,ﬁ‘:‘n’ Bad ot thundered, - Desth s
‘They gashed themselves till all with blood were

T e E

A’m.oéd:‘ﬁh “back this curse,” they

e
Stupid Women,

Mrs. Lincoln, of the Boston CookingSchool,
has just issued s volume of her receipts, in
the preface to which she remarks that the
reader may consider her unnecessarily minute
in her directions, but that her experience has
taught her that no detail is s enough to
be left unmentioned, and, we might well
add, that it is not safe to take even the pos-
session of common sense for granted. This
may sound a trifle severe, mit would pro-
bably be agreed to by anybody who should
take the trouble o visit the ecooki
and sit for an hour listening to -
coln’s lecture and t0 the stupid and inane
questions asked by well-dressed and appar-
ently ntelligent women.

It chanced tbat one afternoon some wooden
spoons, such as Mrs, Lincoln uses, had been
ordered by her for various ladies who had

school

tributed to their various purchasers, and a
moment of silent examination followed, then
a lady inquired in a distrustful and pleading
voice :—

““Mrs. Lincoln, could-er-I use my spoon
to-er stir frosti

Pl
Mrs. Linoolnnﬁindly gave her the required .-

permission, and she relapsed into contented
silence.

Another pupil was much excited by the
fact that when it was desirable to increase the
heat of the gas range, the jets in the chan-
delier were lowered.

¢ Why,"” demanded this bewildered female
in an awestruck tone, ‘‘ Why does she have
to fry her croguettes in the dark ?”

She evidently thought the of cro-
quettes to be a religious rite which demand-
ed a dim and mystic light for its proper pur-
“'Yet' another futelligent questioner—bas

another in uestioner—bu
this was in the old dny-ofM?uPurlo.—pro-
pounded this conundrom with the gravity
which befitted its weight.

““ Miss Parlos, my family is so large that
one loaf of angel cake is not enough ; now,
if I want to make two loaves, mast I double
the quantity of ‘materials ?”

These examples are not given as examples
of ignorance . because that, of.
i m'o&pd‘ao cook, but it i
is is
li-glonn:wn sense which is 50 remarkable

en of at least ordimary intelligence
3 good education.

Mr. R"b.thsdm& Qf,C., of Stratford has
appoin e fourth i of th
e Court of Manitoba. it 3

Spring Humors.

8 a Spring Medicine, Blood Phurifier,
Diuretic, and Aperient, no other so-called
purifier or sarsaparilla oomrhonnéi_ui;l for a

e

fia o ~
Sehng % nce oo B St
and bowals.d,%or
Torpld;' of th
&)
Liver, -coloumdwUrin
Inflamed Kidneys, Feverish Symptoms, an
o e e aad i, Ao
ure! no
En icine can possibly equal it.
THE HERITAGE OF WOE,

,shame, and agony, often bequeath
e

ed as

lific

! of dis-

tortures, humiliating

sores caused by it, to

beautify the skin, and restore the

that no trace of the disease remains,

CUTICURA RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier,

diuretic, and aperient. and CUTICURA and

CUTICURA S0AP. the great skin cures and beau-
are infallible,

| HAD SALT RHEUM

In the most aggravated form for eight years.
Nokind of treatment, medicine, or ‘goctor did
me an; permanenrtesfod. My friendsin Malden
know how I suffe: When I began 0 use the
CuTICURA REMED!

tender that I could not bear my weight on them
without the skin cracking and bl .and was
obliged to_go about on crutches. sed the
CUTICURA REMEDIES five months, and was com-

le! and nen ured. MRs. S.
B?;VVN, Malden, Must.l’ 1 o2
References :—Amy citizen of Malden, Mass.

COPPER-COLOURED.

8 to make affi-
davit to the truth of this statement.
. Mich. S, G. BUXTON.

Sold by all druggists, CUTICURA, 50 cents:
RESOLVENT, $1. SoaP. 25 cents. POTTER DRUG
AND CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass.

Send for * How to Cure Skin Diseases.”

For Infantile and Birth H
BA BY and Skin Blemishes use c::f:::
Soap, a deliciously perfumed Skin Beautifier,
and Toilet, Bath, Nursery Sanative.

NORTHROP & LYMAN,
o5 Toronto, Dominion

WISTAR'S BALSAM

AGRICU

CLOYER

BRITISH COLUMBIA~~
me if t:mothy seed, Wilic|
trom the white husk beli
is good for seed ¥

Yes, although for ¥
objections to its use
prefer it without the s}

GARG

PexoBsQUIs.—I have
heifer that is near caivin
very large and hard. ¥
do with isd Will it hurs

Bathe the udder ‘wi
and morning, and if i
distended draw off ¢
relief.

PLOUGH

AyYLMER.—Can you i
columns of your paper
on plough points that cal
for 25c. each?

Goods under the val
sble. You could gef
duty, but on four you
duty is 35 per cent.

fORES ON

PeENoBsQUIsS.—My hors
belly with a sore that ru
mor. This is the third
He is in good order and
To look at the sore it
more than anything€ise
is and the best mode of §

Give ene drachm iod
and continue for twely
sores a carbolic lotion ¥
bolic "acid one part fo
water.

QUARTER

ARTHUR.—Will you
your voluable paper che
crack, Ihayve a stalio
quarter cracke
made a clay stall for da;
itgood ? I keep it wet.

The noof should be
under the crack, and ¢
cleaned out nicely with
If no lameness exists 3
to take weight off, the
recommend you to con
geon, as a personal ing

LUNGS PROBAJN

MuskogA.—I have an
feeding. I have givenH
grain, but he will not ea
Dot seem to be sick, but
I gave him a dose of lig
do any good. [ gaw
powders. He has a bad
me what is the matter ¥
cure him? Where coul
doetor work and the pril

Probably your horse
cular disease of the lun
best of food and give ¢
fodide of potassium,
viser is a standard
Williamson & Co., bod

CLYDESDALES

BURGOYNE—L Are ti
Beotland registered in 4
30, how long has stud bg

2. Are the Norman an
the same? If not, wha§

1, The Earl ofi D
years ago, organized a
the protection of Ciy
after the formation of
which contained only
lished. The registers
to be very complete, d
&c., being given very

2. Normans and Pe

COFFIN JOI

- PETTISVILLE, Ohio.
been lame in her foreld
find out where the
stable, Her leg points
tip-toe. She don’t flinel]
her. I have tried alinos
doés any good. The ¥
you can send a cure in §
much oblige.

We think your mai
probably = in the coff
shoe, shorten the toe
the heels, and then p
eral days. Follow th
dine blister around &
ceases t0 act turn the

STIFLE JOI

HAGARSVILLE.—I ha

thatgot hurt

montas oid N

the colt lifts the le;

its weizht on it. Thel

Was cdvised to hive |

vise the sane, or woulg

advocat:d in WEERLY,
Your colt is sufferiy

stifls joint, and it §g
riectly recover.
owever, from the

composedjof binipQide

and lard four dfachmi

of three grd6ur week

QUE

SuEep  FARMING,
through your colums
the best on sheep iar
and oblige—MANITO

Cor~ CULTIVATOR.
through the daily or
any company in Can
Champion Corn Culsi

MisLaIp.—A quers
tion of root crops and
been mislaid. The g
his inquiry.

CONTRIBU

FIREPROOF PAINT.
of May 22nd, under §
a request to know wi
be got. I take the
dard, and recommen
ban: et, Buffalo,

Fr EvAPORATO!
WeekLy Maw of the
Linton as to whether
manufacturing fruit
J. A. & H. Bartholon|
manuigeture various

7
WILY

Mgz, Eprror,—In
Main I notieed th
wanted to know how
I will give you my p
had a few acres n
I thought I would s
the last field I plough
I had done seeding
plough down fo b
the wild oats full
bunches. I took
left them in the
turned and beg
bunch by buneh
s bunch, I would g
order to shake the ¢
them on the ground.
had puiled all 1 o
very hot everyone off
I then ploughed #
and had a good ¢
sowing peas 1 would
chance to come up,
ripe I found tenor#
1 at once puiled ap.
try this plan let &
time it suits him,
then put up
cattle, sheep, or
oats have been pulle
has a large number
pumber of boys to.
labour and time. N

w again, let ﬁ.
‘!&‘» pus up. &




