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eeper looked delighted when

ce.
AT a bright day for us when
Miss Marr comes,” she said.

Violev se*atinized ‘her eagerly ; she longed
to know more and hear more about her rival,
but it is impessible to ask. The house-
koe})er read the question in her eyes, »

““She is a lovely lady, our Miss Marr she
mﬁnned',,}‘ and she has more lovers, I
should think, than 'there are days in ‘the

% She cannct love them all,” Violet re-
plied, smiling. **Does the little crowd of
adrirers follow her here ?”’

“No; when Miss Marr comes todtay with"

our miistress, she devotes all her time to her,
‘We have no visitors at Queen’s Elm.”

A hundred questions trembled on Violet’s
lips, bat she would not ask one. It was so
strange, this meetinﬁ the great heiress there,
After all, it was perhavs as well. Now she
wonld see what her rival was like, the girl
whom Lady Ryvers so vehemently desired

~All day she was restless ; she could mot
give her full and undivided thoughis to what
she was doing. She repeated over and over
again to herself, each time with fresh wonder,
that she was in the home of the only woman
who had ever been her rival. What would
heér husband say if he knew? To what com-
phéation would it give rise? She was not
much surprised to find that the order of the
housé was somewhat changed. The dinner
was later, and some magnificent silver was
di:interrea; there was a general air of ex-
pectation.

Violet cofild have counted the beats of her
héart ; evea Mrs. Ingram’s worn, placid face
wis moved as'though with some great plea-
sure. 1t wasafter sunset when Violet heard
the sonnd of carriage wheédls. She absented
heieself qp some pretext. not caring to be pre-

p' the two ladies met. She was

i3 ped by her. own emotion ; she
gite poderstand jt. . Was it love or

i ‘her heart with such
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c} bal'tlg, she went :;l;to

- gram bad not seut for her as usunal ; and then
she saw standing there 3 woman beantiful as
a dream, $all and stately. yet not proud—a

3 gracious woman, with an exquisite

ace and eyes soft and dark as night.

Misas Marr went up to her with white.out-
swretched hands.
- % Mrs, Ingram bas been speaking of you,”
shesaid. *I am pleased to see you;-you
are & great comfort to her.”

And so the hands of the two women whose
two lives cmossed so strangely met for the
first time,

. CHAPTER XLVL

There was no previous knowledge of Violet
on Miss Marr’s part: the name ot **Miss
Beaton” told her nothing. She looked long
and lingeringly at the beautiful face before
her. .- .

The heiress’ warm, genial manner had
touched Violet’s hears; and then, to make
het welcome complete, the lovely brunette
drew-Violet down to a seat on the couch by

her
4 You must find life very, dull at Queen’s
Elm,”shie said ; ** You must have plenty of

jn the faiz fans Seld the wenl
nmﬂ'
H wagar - g

mi to Queen’s Elm always seems to
coming to anosher worid ; it is 8o

guaint, so quiet, so out of all $he other |
grooyu_o!.?ll' e. The first week I tolerate it :
the

I begin to feel duli ; the thard, I
am tired ; and the fourth, I count the hours
antil I get away. I generally tome at this

the year and. remain for a month';
thien I find myself recruited for Christmas.”
Miss Marr talked on purposely, because she
saw confusion and embarrassment in the face
of her companion. Why it should be so she
sould mot think, being a perfect stranger to
. “How it must seem to have no men
r the bouse I” the heiress said, laughing.
*Three ladies all alone—I cannot imagine
snything more quiet and tame. We shall not
be abie to get up even the faintest attempt at
% sensafion of aony- kind. -Still I may be
grateful that you are here.”
. *$That girl has a story,” said Miss Marr to
herself, when she was alone; **she has a
story of no common kind written on her
face.”

Violet, on her part, watching the heiress,
came $o the conclusion that, with all her out-
ward brilliancy and brightness, she was not
redily happy. When Violet went suddenly
into s sbe would find her sad, very
oiten with traces of tears oa her face. When
she was off her guard, the heiress did not ap-
pear to be the same briliiant woman the
world judged her,

. For some days after her arrival she was
livtiess. and seemed to be buried in deep
thought,sand she took listle part in the con-
wersation going on around her.

+ “Gwennie, you have lost your high
#pirits,” *Mrs. Ingram said to her one day ;
Ylou A6 mot laugh and talk as you used to

o.li

*“1 am growing old aad steady, grandmam-
me0 Life loses its sweetest illusions as the

phass,

*¢ Keep them as long as you can,” said Mrs,
Ingram. *‘Once gone, they can nevar be re-
ealled.” /

. *I am ot sure that I would recall mine if

_oounld,” said Miss Marr. *“ Miss Beaton

¢ you had many 1llusions ?”

» Violet pausel for a moment before she
aphswered. Had she? They. said illusions
were. sweet:  Had she found any part of life
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“Yes, when she first knew her brave, hand-
some young lover, when he had wooed her in
“June® ralace paved witn gold,” when she

jad firet believed in him and his genius, be-

e siie knew he belonged to the ciass she de-
pated. Yes ; she had had her illusions.

- #*Yen,” sbe replied, T have had some;
buft they are dead.”

."And, strangely enough, the sweetest illu-
gion of both bhad been love of the same
man.

. Days passed on, and the two women un-
copsciously drew nearer to each other. Tne
hairess liked the beautiful, golden haired-wo-
whiad whese fair face told a story that no one

“Bed read ; and Violet half liked, half
earéd, the lovely brunette who should—so
her family said —bave been her husband’s
‘wife.. Was it love of” ner husband thag
shad d the face of Miss Marr? Why did
she sit-hour aftér hour with such a listiess ex-
pression on her face, with such a far-off look
ip her dark eyes ? Was 1t for love of him?
Wae it for love of him that thiy girl seemed
to live/in theworid, but not to be of it ?
intife morning, when the letter bag was
opened, it was amusing to see how many
Josters  were addressed to the heiress, None
: came o Violet.

_* What a number of letters, Gwennie 1" said
Mrs. once.

Some are begéing letters,” explained her
ugbver, ‘‘some bills, some “gircu-

some love letters !¥ intarposed Mrs,

**replied the girl, with a ‘dreary sigh,
ua.lﬁrslmngthm mn‘tho

gld niot bave thought so at your
= m.
than my years,” sighed the

red if it love for
that made her older

¢

w s s L1 2 L2

than her vears. = Love oftén liss dormant

&fil oom;hthmg‘ quickens it iito active lif 3
iolet might have lived 5“ m_‘ 'ri‘h“
lo:ing 'bhe‘the: cb'a‘ proby & 12 - er hus-
most, but for } % sprung

into life when she hndvmvl;’oﬁq -:u‘m
loved him. She had neve- been jealous ; she

n WAs quite new to her, but none the less

itter, ¥
When Violet entered the . of Queen's
hnf‘f::.. ner husband

Eim, the love that she 3

was weak and feeble, Jealousy was the wind
;)lut ianned the smouldering fite into fiercest

aze, % F

She had noticed more than once that Miss
Marr always wore a gold locket.  In the
morning it was wcu& y by the folds of
her ice, “in the evening it shone on her
fair, shapely neck ; snd Violet wondered why
her hand sought it incessantly, Whethershe

ways beld it in her haud, If anyone ad

her suddenly, if any guexpected noise startled
her, her hand ‘the locket or clasped it
more tightly stiil. : S

One morning 1t 86 happened that Violet
went to Miss Mary's room with a mes from
Mrs, Ingram.  She found herstanding the
window, with-the locket jgher hand. * It was
most elaborately and exquisitely chased, with
a most magnificent - aﬂud’nﬁ‘i
Violet saw in a moment the cloud upon her
face, and asked hurriedly: ', it

*‘ What 1s the matter, Miss Maer?”

The heiress looked up with & sigh.

“‘Iamin trouble,” she said; *‘ will you
help me? Something has gone wrong with
the spring of my locket—it not close,
Will you look at it, Miss Beaton?”

Violet took the chain from her hands ; and
then she saw witbin it a portrait of her hus-
band, She saw the laughing blue eyes; so
sunny and so true, the cluster of fair hair
round the noble brow, the beautiful -month,
80 firm, yet with the sweet and gracions
curves that belong to ‘a woman, A sharp,
sbitter pain went through her heart.; for one
moment she stood bewildered's, her face lost
all its cclour, and a wiist came before’ her

eyes,

Her husband’s
woman wore if;
ahd kissed is! ¢

*‘ Do you see where the spring is injured 1™
asked Miss Marr.

*No,” answered Violet,
stand—"

Her voice was %0 faint and weary that the
heiress, in her warm, impulsive kindness,
took the Jocket and chain from her hands.

‘* How cruel I am to tease yoti,” she said.
*Yon are tired.” - Then with a quick, sudden
gesture, she opeved the locket again, and
wenton: <

““T heard you say yesterday that you were
& good reader of character from faces ; tell me
what you think of that face,”

Iv was a curious situation, those two wo-
men—the fair face of the one white with
jealousy and pain, the iace of the other flushed
with emotion—holdihg between them the por-
trait of a man beloved by 6ne and husband of
the other.

rérait] . Yeb this other
checished it, elupen 13

* I do not under-

you think of it?”

““Itis very handsome.”

**Oh,” interrupted the heiress, *“that is the
least of it! I am not speaking or thinking
merely of its beauty, although to me it is the
most perfect face in the wide world. “What
do y;’n think of the expregsion in those

°y7"T1:my look as though they- loved someone
very much,” Violet saidyinvolaotarily,
St AR L W .tos B that. S someone’

“Idid‘natthiln'k"w\"" :
she went on, piteously. ** t y
that, Miss Beaton. Yet who;gzﬁonld I be
ashamed of it? It eaves my—hears, and I may
traost you. This is the portrait of -the one
that makes the whoie hightof earth to me,
the one that changes earth into Heaven, And
yer——""

She broke off abruptly. Viclet looked at
her ; her whoie face quivered with pain.

‘* I never part with it,” resumed Miss Marr.
“I have given my love, my heart, my peace
of mind, my life itself, and allI have in return
is this portrait—nothing more. Was there
ever, do you think, a fate fike mine? Men
say I am beantiful. I have almost every yift
this world could give me, and yet I cannot
min the one thing for whioh' I wouid give
them ali—the love of that fair-faced man. 'I
would give my wealth, my beauty, my life, if
for once and one minute he would take me in
his arms and say that hedoved me. I have
wearied Heaven with my prayers, T think it
no shame to ask for the gift of a gobd man’s
love, and I have prayed for it; but I have
never won it. The world is empty to me,”
she continued, *‘‘becanse this man does not
love me. It1s strange what capricious, - wit-
ful, miserable mortais we ave. "I have every-
thing ope would thiok to make me happy;
yet the poorest peasant woman married to
the husband she lovesis happier than I. I
fixed my heart on one thing, and I have nog
attained it. T have praved one prayer; it has
been denied me. Al Heavemrand earth are
dark, void, and dreary to me, because the
desire of my heart has not been accorded to
o

And Vioiet, as she listened to these passion-
ate words, conld only repeat over and over
again to herself. 2

** The man whom she_ loves is my husband,
and I have left him.” A

‘*Now,” said Miss Ma#r, with & quick lbok
at her companion, *‘ you would think if un-
dignified, perhaps, to love any man after this
fashion ?” :

** No,” answered Violet, getitiy ; ** I cannot
judge.”

“1 am not all to blame,” continued the
heiress.. ‘' I admit that I loved him the first
moment I saw hior; but, if I had felt sare he
did not and never would-care for e, I shonld
baye tried to tramplé my love nnder foot, and
have avoidéd him. Buatl was deceived.”

With a sudden pang Violet looked up at
ber. Who bad decieved her ? Had Randoiph,
who had swora to her over and over again
that he Ioved her and her only—had he tried
to win the loving, passionate heart of 'fhis
beantiful woman beiore her? She did not
know that life held such a‘terrible pain  as
this.

““Youn were deceived ¥’ she questioned,
slowly.

**Yes, but not by him—never by him,”
Miss Marr replied, hastily. ““There:is not
the faintest shadow i guiléin his face; Look
atit. There is none in -ihis ‘eyes.  Look at
them., There is-none 1n his heart.  Heaven
biess him! He would not kaow how to de-
crive anyone,”

And Violet, as she listened; almost gasped
for breath. She had accused this sdme man
of deceit beyond words, because he had con-
cealed from her the rank and title which he
knew she hated. Sbe had left him ; and here
was this other woman, who loved him so
well, bearing testimony to his staialess honour
and truth. - Who was righs, and who was
wrong ? - Violet was puzzled aud bewildered ;
her faith in gerself was ghaken.

‘‘ Who deceived you,” she ‘asked, *‘if it
were not this man whom you love ?”

And Miss Marr little med that the
girl’s whole soul was in suspense as she await-
ed the answer, : ’

‘It was not he,” answered the heiress,
with a loving glance a4 the photograph; “*it
was his mother. I couid not eay with trath
that she told me in s0 many words that he
loved me and wanted me to be his wife ; but
she gave me that impression, she led me to
belieVe that, the great hope of -his life was to
win all the time he did not car for
me. Ido mot even think ke was much in-
terested in me.”

*“Why did she misiead you® asked
‘1 cannot tell. She is very proud and very

did not know what the fseling was like, The-

sat reading, taiking, or thivking, she nearlyal-..,

“Tell me,” repeated Miss Mars, "‘whatv

I‘ b b i : ,‘ : “’
E.':?mioow ot ek

eyl e e e

a queen of !

your own heart would have spoken.”
- *‘ My own heart blinded me,” she answer-
ed, with & sigh; “‘yet now that I come to
think of it, I marvel that I built so much
upon %0 little, Iadmit that I loved Ran-
dolph at firet sight ; but he never misled me
by ing any untusual interest in me.
Would it interest you to hear my story?
** Yes,” replied Violet, frankly; ‘ nothing

-vonld interest me more.”

*Then,” ®aid the heiress, gently, **sit
down and listen to it. ' No; do not give me
back the Jhotognph. Hold that in your
hands. Examine closely the beautiful sesnsi-
tive face, which is'the only excuse T have for
my weéakness. When I weigh all the circum-
stances, I feel that I may forgi
amount of folly ;" and Miss Marr paused for
a few momonts before telling her story. ¥

*‘Lam an only child,” began = the - heiress,
"3{ father, Sir Randal Marr, was a very
wealthy man. Late in life be married m
mother, Jean Ingram, who died soon after.
was born ; and I am the sole representative of
the two wealthy and powerful families—hard
enough for one solitary girl, is itnot? When
grandmamma here dies, many thousands will
come to me: but, oh, Miss Beaton, money
will not bring me any happiness—all the
money in the world cannot purchase love, and
it1s love that I want! F‘ have tqp much
wealth ;” and the girl sighed wearily. * You
see, Miss Beaton, I have not had that which
is of the greatest value to any %ilrl. the train-
ing ofl: good m?m E;:Ef' 'v;;ll amongst
my relatives, al indly, worldly people.
I isve been spoiled from the very day I was
born. 1have never bad what people calla
home. ' I made my début in the fashionable
world “when ‘T ‘was just seventeen; I am
twenty-two now, and far more tired of life
than many & woman of sixty. Yousee, I had
not the one great desire of my life granted.

‘I was very young, very happy, and light
of heart when y Ryvers invi me to
Ryversdale. She had said little about her
son, but just at that time he was at home,
I remember how and where I first saw him—
this man whom I love so well. Look, Miss
Beaton—his eyes seem to smile into mine.
He is called Lord Ryvers of Ryversdale;, and
by nature he is a poetand an artist. I saw
him first on the broad terrace at Ryversdale.
I shall always picture him to myseif as I saw
him then, He was watching the sun set over
the broad. beautiiul river; there was a
glorious light on his face as the sun’s rays fell
upop him. My heart went out to him before
he had seen me. . When our eyes met, when
he spoke to me I knew that he was the one
man 1o the wide world-for me, My heart
seemed to have found rest, to have gained its
home. Lady Ryvers introduced us, and then
proceeded to tell me before him how amazed
she was that he would persist in painting,

‘‘*Heis never h.p;y away from his palette

and brushes,” shesaid ; ‘he looks at every-

thing with the eyes of a painter, instead  of

with the eyes of an ordintr’y.mm; hé sees

nothing but colour and form.’ - :

- #2410 iy welvbely »Miss Marr,” Lord Ryvers
’:— thas the artist sees

***.Do not let him beguile you, Miss Marr,’
said Lady Ryvers, smilingatme. *He seems
pleased to see you : but he is studying your
colouring ; he thinks you are like the work of
a Titian or a Velasquez.’

**From tl}m few words sprung a long con-
versation-

““I'hed met no one like him. True, I hild
seen plenty of men, some handsome, some
clever, some accomplished ; but this one
seemed to be perfect. He was anobleman,
gentleman, scholar, poet and artist combined ;
add o that the charm of a handsome face and
graceful mauner, and even then you have but
a faint idea of Lord Ryvers as I knew him,

** Alimy heart went out to him, and, alas,
it has never come back to me! Perhaps,
had I been more iike, other girls, had I had
home, parents, sisters, I shouid not have
trusted all my life to one venture ; I should
not have been so quick, sc eager to love,

“The knowledge that 1 was to be in the
house with him for some few waeks filled my
whole soul with happiness. My present self
looks pack to that bright young self‘as to
Another person. With my dead heart, I
think I can never be the girl who fofind the
very light of the sun-¢hanged because she had
learned %o love, “~

* Lady Ryvers deceived me by continually
repeating little phrases to me that her son
had used in speaking of me, and she gave to
them a different meaning, a different inter-
pretation from that which he intended. I
do not believe now that he ever said he loved
me, orexpressed any desire to makemehis wife:
gut she gave me $0 understand that he did

0 80.

‘ *My son thinks so much of your taste,
Miss Marr;” *My son will not decide antil
you have given your opinion, Miss Marr,’ was
what she was always veiling me,

** To me she made no secret of her own
wishes. ‘I should iike you fog my daunghters
in-law,” she would say; ‘and I have ever
reason to hope that sy wish will be gratified.
My son is not of age yet; but when he 1s he will
say in words what he now thinks.’ Miss
Beaton, what should you have drawn from
such words ?”

** A certain conclusion that Lady Ryvers
wished you to marry her son,” answersd Vio.
let, *but not that the son himself had the
same thought.”

** You are quite right ; it was my own love
that misled me. Ii the same thing had been
said to me of anyone else, I should have been
most indignant—indeed, I would not have
bstened'to it. It was but second-hand woo-
ing at the best. Lady Ryvers was so clever,
so skiiful, that, withous clothing the idea in
words, she gave me to understand thag her
son loved me, but that he did not think it
prudent to say anything of love or marriage
until be wasof age. Iwasblind, I gave my-
self up to fool’s paradise. I ought to have
known that love and prudenceare as far apart
as thepoles. I have paid the penalty of my
::lindnen witn the happiness of my whole
ife, 4

"** What the heart wishés it soon believes.
Deceived by Lady Ryvers, I really believed
that Lord Ryvers cared for me, and that when

we were botholder he wonld ask me to be his

wife. T'rme, thére was nothing lover-like in
his manner. He talked to me about pictures
because I loved - them ; and, when I found
that painting was the ome thing for which he
cared most I stadied it. Not that I tried to
paint ; but I read the lives of great artists, 1
redd of what clever men wrote of thew, so
that when he r:}aoko of anything I could under-
staud all his references, “ He was delighted,
He has sisters ; but they either did not care
for such subjects or it had been an ex ress
wish of Lady Ryvers’ that they shouald not
encourage him in the matter of art, the only
time when she seemed to tolerate painting
was when Lord Ryvers discussed 1t with me, ”

ain a pain that was both keen and bitter
yc‘%g through. Violet's heart. How much
bester this woman had loved him than she
herself had done! The rich heiress had
studied the things he loved, while she had
never dreamed of &0 doing : she had even a%
times felt ent with his devotion to art,
The contrast struck her most foreib)

““We were togethier.for, seven weeks—not
dong, you think, 9o ‘iifluence a life ; it
{l:l ::l];undmall mie, ;' They lv:‘on ;l:::-t
e g eks of my life; ve
how,ﬁtwgpﬁmm Thes my
visit ended. We met again at Christmas, at
Holt Castle—Lady with her son and
her daughter Marguetite, was there—and
there my hopes were ' Not by him,

thow ; he was the same—kind,
gentie, and
eated

i his manner, inter-
sy od o but neyer breath-
ing : _

“1% was ab Holt Castle that Lady Ryvers
opened her beart-to me. She told me that
her dearest wish wasthat I shoald be mistress
of I.t:nndd-. that she was sure Randolph
loved me, She was y sure that, when
he was of age, he would ask me to be his wife,
She told mé that he had pecniliar idess of
marriage ; but 1 have discovered since then
tbat they were of a very different kind from
wha& exp s o

**Lady Ryvers was very cruel in talking to
me after that fashion. - She would speak of
the time when I shonld be mistress of
Ryversdale as though it were a certainity.
One day I ventured to say to her :

“*Yous as though I were engaged to
'your son, y Ryvers; whereas, he has
never said one word of love to me—never
one.’

** ¢ He will do'so,” she said, smiling, * when
the right time  comes.’ P

*‘Then Iasked her shyly Wwhy she was so
anxious that 1‘should marry’fiim, and she
told me frankly that ever since she had neard
of and seen me, she had wished me to be her
son’s wife. -

‘** Not for your money, dear,” she said,
‘altough a fortune like yours gives influence
and has advantages—it will help Ran-
dolph tomake a position for himself second to
none in the.land. Tt 18 because you are in
every way fitted for him. You have every
one of the gifts and advantages that I desire
for him ; you have 1ot one of the drawbacks
that would have grieved me.’

‘* It was very consoling ; but I should have
valued one wotd of love from the son more
than all thesq overtures from the mother,
We were fogether three weeks at Holt
Castle ; adding those to the seven I spent at
Ryversdale, {ooun! in my life ten happy
weeks, Some have ten happy years, some
have a whole happy life; I have had
ten perfect weeks.” " - woabas

** But you may \appy yet,” said Violet ;
‘*you will not tm whole of your life n
lamenting for one’ who'@id not love.you.”

‘It sonnds ﬁkélﬂ,&: ,” said Miss Marr;
“but. what am I te.de? I have given my
love ; I cannot reesil iti’ - It is.not my fanlt.
There are some thirigs ifresistible, and this 18

| - mqre and more,
This was how Moaica had spoken,  She asked
herself if Randolph bad left her, had gone
away from 8t. Byno's without telling her he
loved her, wonl! ber heart have broken?
Would she have felt as though alblife were
ended? And this;tame there was a_ thrill of
-both pain and pleasure: in her heart as the
answer came, She. wes beginning to think
differently of her hgsband, viewing him in the
lighs of another womagi's love. >

‘*The strangess partof the story is yet to
come,” ‘said. Mids Mart. *‘Lady Ryvers
wrote to me 11t the morth of Apni, and told

me that her son had asked, asa special favour
before be settled in life, that he might have
one year for asketching tour. He had pro-
mised her that, if she-would continue her ad-
ministration of his estates, and extend her
reign until the expiration of that time, he
would willingly attend to the duties she was
most anxious to urgeupon him. That wasin
April. . In June I went to Ryversdale. Of
course he was absent, and the difference was
as great as between night and day. Still
Lady Ryvers talked tome in the same fashion
—of what I should do when I went to reign
over.the grand old house where she had been
mistress so long, what plan of life she wished
Randolph to pursue.” 5

Again came the mingled sense of pain” and

leasure, 50 new to Violet, at the sound of

husband’s nare on her rival’s lips,

“This antamn,” continued the heiress, ‘I
was staying with some friends near Ryvers-
dale, and I heard strange ramours about the
young heir. At last Isaw Lady Ryvers, and
she prayed of me so urgently @ go to Ryvers-
dale that I could not refuse. But, ah me,
what a different piace 1t was! A blight
seemed to have fallen over it. ‘Lady Ryvers
looked like & woman pressed down by some
terrible sorrow, and, after a while, she told it
to me. It was a strange story. but, knowing
her son’s romantic nature, I cannot say that
it surprised me.” :

It was by a supreme effort that Violet re-
frained from speaking ; she felt that it was
her own story she was about to hear, and,
for some inexplicable reason; she dreaded
hearing it. o g X

*“1t.seems,” continued Miss Marr, * that

Lord Ryvers always bad a dread of bemg
martied for money or title, that the at
wish of his heart was to marry for love.
That was his dream, just as some dream of a
seat in Parliament amd others of the Victoria
Cross, It was the desire of his heart, the one
great ambition of: hit life, As I have told
vou he went on a sketching tour. He wonld
have no valet, no®ergant ; he left all cere-
monyand formality bhind him. - He dropped
even his name and trtle ior a time; he want-
ed to realize to its fullest extent the freedom
and charm of ant artiét’s life. It was his whim
Jhis fancy, his last real’ glimpse of liberty be-
fore he entered upvnipublic iife. ' No one can
say that he was to blame. While he was on
this skétching touf, Be—— - Mind, my dear
Miss Beaton, you are latpmg my lockes fall 1"
—for the treasure-had slipped from the white
trembling hands. ;

Miss Marr raised ity and touched it with her
lips. T i

Noting her companion’s action, Violet's
face flushed withianger. Her husband had
kissed her face a thousand times with passion-
ate kisses, and her: heart bad not been stirred
—she had takem them very much as her
right ; but now, nﬂée beautiful lips of Miss
Marr touched 1 d’s pictured face,
something rushed. tgmnqh both heart and

brain, leaving ber taint and bewildered.

The heiress put the portrait into her hand,
and went on. -

* Daring the sketching tour he met some
beautiful country-girl, quite uneducated, I
believe, Hefell in love with her, Neither
his name nor his rank did he disclose. He
wooed her as A poor artist. Lady Ryvers
does not seem to think that she. cared very
much for him ; but I do not believe that.
Why, in that case, did she marry him? If
one does not marry for money, if one does
not marry for money, it must be forlove. I
should
Ry

ink this you) 1 matrird Lord
. ng ﬁn&ﬁ'ngrﬁn work-

even as a dark spirit cannot enter Heaven,
It was notdeceit. I will tell you what it was
~—the graceful poetical fancy of an artist, the

i to be loved for
himself and married for timself ; and I say,
let who will declare to the contrary, that

| there was no barm in it, no shadow of guile

‘or deceit, What do you candidly think your-
self 1"

And Miss Marr fixed her eves on the pale,
agitated face, and waited for an answer.

*“ What do you candidly think yourself ?”
she repeats

It was & crucial question, a trying moment.
For the, first time since she had found out hep
husband’s secret, she feit that she had judged
him too hardly, and had not given sufficient
consideration to the motives which actuated

him.
It mabters little what I think,” said Vio:
let. *“ The girl looked at 1t from her poing of
-view, the man from his,”

or a few minutes Violet was quelled by
the heiress’ sudden outburst. Hitherto she
had felt that the wrong and injury were all
on her side. She had taken no tolerant view
of her husband’s conduct. But to be told
that she *‘wanted shaking” was a shock to
her which brought a flush of colour to her
fair face and light to her eyes.

** Why do you say that?” she asked coldly.

‘“Why, anyone could answer that ques-
tion ?” declared Miss Marr, -* Here is a girl
living quietly living quietly in the country,
without expectations of any kind, and a
gentieman falls in love with her. He does
not love and ride away, as many men would
have dome; he does not play fast
and ‘loose with her. He marries her;
he 'gives her the richest dower that a
king ‘could ‘give to a queen, the first, best, and
truest love of hig heart. What more royal
dower can man-give to woman than that?
He gives her.one oi ' the oldest names in the
land and one of the most stainless. He gives
her wealth, luxury, every comfort and eve:
‘delight that any woman could desire.
maintain that she ought to be grateful to him.
I should have been. I only wish to Heaven
ke had given me one tithe of the love he has
given to her |” ;

A world of wistful longing shone in the
dark, beautiful face, a world of passionate
love and pain.

‘ Why do you think she is not grateful?”
asked Violet, gently.

‘I know she is not ; the dowager told me
about it. She, this young wife, really Lady
Ryvers, although she seems never to have’

the name, was brought up in some ex-
traordinary fashion to hate, without rhyme
and reason, all aristocrats; and, when she
und that she had married one of the class
she hates, all her love seemed to die. Lady
Ryvers assured me that she believed honestly
that all the love was on his side. Was that
‘being grateful? I think when she found
what his marriage had cost him she ought to
have been doubly grateful to him, she ouzht
to have loved him more than ever. I should
in_her Lady Ryvers said he never
ﬂe‘:‘l quite bappy. Then, after all, sheleft

" | . fLeft him?" repested Vigles, mechani-

Sax hadnolihes S b !

B:; MW&W&

hear the quick beating of her 3 to heris

seemed to drown all other sounds. y
(To be Continued).

STRANGER THAN FICTION,

The Small Wonders and Romances of Life
in short Chapters,

HIS FIRST DOLLAR.

Heory Wbedar. one of the oldest of the
residents of Cherokee county, dndiana, has
lived on the same land for half a century, He
has never had to buy a bushel of corn or a

und of meat in his life. The first dollar

e ever earned was a silver one. He punched
a hole through it and fastened it in his clock
with a screw, where it now is, He has nine-
teen children and 102 grandchildren and
great-grandchildren.

WHAT CAME OUT OF A STUMP.

There was published in Lawrenceville, be-
fore the war, a paper ed the News. In
1862 the proprietor, Colonel J. R. Simmens,
now of Atlanta, enlisted for service in the
Confederate army, and as a soldier did not
have much use for a printing press and type
he left the office in charge of Judge Terrell,
who on the approach of the Yankees removed
it out to his home in the country, and the
type and material were hid out in the fields
for safety. After the war it was %nthered up
and sold to a Cartersville paper, but it seems
that all of it was not found. Last week Tom
Ethridge was burning off an old field, and a
stump caught fire,and as it warmed up Tom’s
eyes glistened with a new light as hesawa
stream of melted silver, as he supposed, pour-
ng out on S side, while a hasty giance in-
side presentéd great bars of gold lying tempt-
ingly in the hollow. He hastily put out the
fire and gos realy to take charge of his find.
But the silver turned out to be old type that
had carried the news of the great secession
movement and the opening guns of the great
war-between the States, while the glitterin
gold was 'ia'lnily brass rules.—Lawrmceoidge
(8. C.) Herai
3 FORGOT HER BABY.

A curious instance of forgetfulness oecurred
ia this city last week. It is a confutation of
the nyil’xlg +—**Can a mother jorget her
child ?* wo ladies, with an infant appar-
ently two years, called at a carpet store. and
after the usual inspeotion of patternsselected
one to suit, the busy clerk attended to other
customers, and the ladies went ont. This
was about one o’clock in the afternoon. At
three o’clock imagine the surprise of the clerk
when he found an infant calmly sleeping in a
snug corner behind a pile of carpet. She soon
woke and began crying. Thinking that she
might be hungry, the cierk was sent out with
ber to a restaurant, where her listle ladyship’s
good humour was restored by a dainty-re-
past. As they were on their return to the
store one of the forgetful ladies came hur-
riedly up, and, with * Where have yon been
with my-child ?” she seized the neglected in-
fant and hurried away without a word of
thanks, —Hartford Times,

® AT THE END OF A LASSO.

Antonio Galves, a boy abount 17 years of
age, was out in the prairie known as Castillo,
and in endeavouring to lasso a cow while on
his horse, the animal that he was riding sud-
denly became irightened at something and
threw its rider just as he was attempting to
throw the lariat at the cow. It so bhappened
that Antonio’s left arm was caught in the
noose of the lariat, the other end ‘of
which was tied to the pommel of the saddle.
The terrified beast then started across'the
prairie as fast as it could go with its unfor-
tunate rider dragging behind. It at last
stopped at the ranch of Isadro Garza, abous
six miles from the starting point, where the
fatal lasso was removed from the arm of the
then dead Galves, and it was found- that
his neck was broken,—Brownsville Cosmo-
politan,

AFTER TWRNTY-NINE YEARS.

J. A. Peabody, while in the woods getting
birch-bark twenty-nine years ago, lost a nug-
get of gold which he wore in his shirt bosom
upon a pin. Having obtained the nugget in

. California mn 1850, and hi ly prizing it, he
uu‘»bhod for it carefully. %ﬁ:; since

Pangghy! he bas visitey4he place and 2 AU

“The girl wanted shaking !” declared Mias |

| ing himsek to

‘eekly.
A RATTLESNAKE AT A DISADVANTAGE.

Last Sunday Mr. and Mrs; James Halford,
accompanied by their two-year-old child,
«visited John Carhart, of Spring Creek Pre-
‘cinet. During the afternoon their attention
Wwas attracted to the child, who was tugging
and pulling at some objéct with all his
strength, Going toward him, his mother
was horrified to find that the little one -had
both hands tightly rasped about the tail of a
venomous uttlom&o, just above the rattles,
whose furious rattling gave notice of the rep-
tile’sanger, While the child was pulling the
snake was unable to get in position for strik-
ing with his fangs, an instant the fright-
ened mother comprehended the deadly danger
of her child, and with a frantic scream that
caused the little one to drop his deadly play-
thing, she canght him up and sprang away.
When - released the snake instantly coiled
himself to swrike. It was indeed a narrow
escape,—Hebron (Neb. ) Jowrnal,

COULDKN'T FIND A POCKET.

A fire broke out in a dwelling-house the
other night, ‘and after the man and nis wife
had safely reached the street the latter said
that there was in the pocket of her
drees, hanging in a second-storey back room.
Pl“I'llgotor'i:,."b-dd the h and he
plunged into urning building. }

The flames r furiously, and the man
did not return. . At 'the ¢ tion of an hour
the fire was extinguished and the back build-
ing caved. Firemen groped their way up the
rear stairs throngh water and blinding smoke,
and found the man in the closet still bling
at bis wife’s dress, looking for the money.
_ He was nearly suffocated with smoke, but
had strength enough to say that he thought
he would have found the pocket inside of
two hours. It mever occurred to him to
seize the dress and rush out with that. Some
men get so excited and nervous in time of
fire.—Norristown Herald.

METHODICAL ANTS,

The Texas agricaltural ants go to work in

a metbodical manper. They make a nest be-
neath the ground and raised several inches
above 1t, and clear away a space on either
side of several feet, from which branch
through the grass several roads. Cariously
enongh this grass about the nest is all of one
gip:;l. All : eothe:hﬂodlur:elurednway.
e Ople Say the ants plant the grass
seed. go'ever, they ‘do gather it and fefd
to the young, arid store the grain-houses un-
der ground. Here you see another evidence
of intelligence.” The seeds stowed away
would naturally sprout after a rain, but i
some cases, when they become damp the
ants take them to the surface and dry shem
in the sun; in-other cases they poison the
seed by biting it, 80 that it does not sprout.

ONLY ONE CENT,

Twenty years ago James Hutchinson, of
Springtown, Bucks County, Pa., gave an ac-
quaintance 10 cents, and requésted him to
bring a package of tobacco along from the
store to which the man was going. He
brought the package, and the affair was for-
gotten until last week, when'the man wrote
to Mr. Hutchinson, enclosing 25 cents and a
postal card, which he said was in payment
of 1 change, which he had received and
failed to return twenty years ago, the to-
bacco being only 9 cents. He further stated
that he had joined the Dunkard Church,
and his conscience would give him no rest
natil he had returned it, with full interess,—
Potistown Leader,

A DOVE IN CHURCH.

=

of peace was rather -

lodged from its resting place, when it took
wing and flew to a perch near the ceiling.
Just after the communion Service was fin-
ished, the dove floated down from aloft and
lodged on a tabls in front of the altar and

eating the remains of the sacramental
feast, but it was not allowed to enjoy itself
any longer than it took a devout deacom to
cogler the distance between his pew and the
table,

An Obstinate Patient,

The story of the clever physician and an
obstinate patient 18 worth relating. The lat-
ter, who was a West-of-England Bishop, and

_a notoriously staunch Conservative, had for
some time been very ill, and with other pre-
scriptions the doctor advised that at regular
intervals a small dose of brandy should be ad-
ministered. - To this, however, the prelate
had a 8ecided objection ; he obstinately re-
fused to taste a drop of the intoxicating

. iquor. The physician insisted, nay, even
implored his patient to take a small quan-
tity, but the bishop as firmly and ﬂlitely de-
clined. Here was a dilemma. e ba-
bility was that his obstinascy would be the
cause of his death. Few, in the same posi-
tion, would bave been struck with the same
idea as the doctor. Quickly walking to ‘the
bedside of the sick man, he said :—** You are
aware that Russell is in office, and a Whig
will be your successor to the bishopric.” That
touched him in a weak point. Slewly raising
himself in the bed, he said, *‘ Fetch the
brandy, doctor; ifnecessary I will drink a

| quart.”’.

Wilkie Collius and His Work,

Wilkie Collins writes most of kis novels
with his own hand, bat now and then rheu-
matic gout gives him such pain that he can-
not hold a pen, and then he employs an
amanuensis. The greater part~of *‘ The
Moonstone ” ‘was dictated, and Mr. Collins
says it is the only one of his works which he
bas never read. The recollections of the
agony le suffered while dictating it deters
him. *“For a long time, while that book
was writing,” ‘he says, *‘I had the utmost
difficulty in getting an amannensis who would
| go on with his work without interrupt-
sympathize with me.
am much like a beast in many ways—
if I am in pain. I must howl; and, as I
lay in the bed in the corner yonder, I wounld
often break forth in a yell of anguish. Then
my amanuensis would urge me to compose
myself and not to write any more. Between
the paragraphs I would go along niceiy
enough, having in my wmind just what I want-
€d to say, and these interruptions would drive
me mad. Finally a young girl, not more than
seventeen, offered to help me, and I consent-
ed that she sbould, in case she was sure she
could let me howl and cry out in my pain
while she kept her place at the table, She
did i, too, and ‘The Moonstone’ finally
came to an end. But I never read it—never.”

Hastings County Council have favourably
considered the application of the Woman’s
Christian Association for s grant in aid of the
erection of a hospital and home for the
friendless. No change was made in the
county equalization.

Errs’s CocoA.—GRATEFUL AND COMFORT-
e, —*‘Byathorough knowledge of the natur
al laws which govern the cperation of digestion
and nutritionapd by a careful application of
the fine properties of well-selected Cocoa,
Mr. Epps has  provided our breakfast tables
with a delicately flavoured beverage which
may save us many heavy doctors’ bills. Itis
by the judicious use of such articles of diet
that a eoplﬂtutionhmt:,v be.gndnllly‘::‘;lg up
until strong enoy, resist every ency
to disease. % Hundreds of subtle are
floati
there is a weak point.
many a fatal shait by

During services in one of the Presbyterian
»dllﬂzhflm last a dove en:
tered the : re

. nd once or tWide, b°thieé shifly"
’mdtwﬂﬂw m.{;

around us ready to attack wherever |
We may escape |
keeping our- |
selves well Tfortified withpnnﬂoo} anda |
properly nourished fnno."——M Service
am—llndqsimpl"ﬂh boilin, !merg .j

THE FAIR SEX.
BRUNETTES NOT COQUETTES.
the brunettes are arch coquettes,
A %:h:m that lg‘\l?:t;them,
that e are tender an
As “ﬂut bentis above them. e

For he comes and goes as the free wind blows,
Thtnhnotuei:rm

If it touches the h of the roses red,
Or violets down in the grasses,

8o all the coquettes are not the brunettes,
Nor the maidens wilh golden a
'rh‘;y are those unto whom love never has com(
ith his kisses and fond caresses.

The square parasol is called the * ugly
girls’ parasol.” It has bad a great sale ir
Boston.

They have a ladies’ brass band in Albion,
Mich., The lady who plays the base drum
has nine children and 1s considered an expert.

A Brooklyn young woman wants a divorce
from her husband because he beat her once a
month with a cane. Foolishman ! If he had
used a baseball club once a year would have
sufficed. :

The Philadelphia Directory contains the
name “‘Carrie Kilgore, lawyer,” in large
letters and underneath if the name of
**Damon Y. Kilgore,” her husbaad, in very
small letters,

Two .female burglars were recently cap-
tared in London. They could have gof away
with their swag had they not stopped in the
housé to try on some new bonnets they found
ina -room.

*Lucky ” Baldwin, one of San Francisco’s
millionaires, was married last week for the
e 'm..‘gi:'hddeht!gtyym oldh..

sixty ; L social M H
bas $10,000,000. Itis & fair bargain,

Just beforea Hindoo woman dies a cow is
brought in, 80 that'she may hold its tail as her
soul leaves the body. They believe in tne
transmigration of souls, and these women
prefer to dwell in the bodies of cows to any
other animals,

A simple way to decorate a waste-paper
basket is to get bright and very fanciful
Japanese napkins and cover the basket with
them, tie them-with a ribbon round the top
of the basket, and in the centre also, then let
them hang full and free at the bottom.

By far the most fashionable colours to be
employed by the modistes this summer, in
conjunction with the white toilets. which are
to abound, are pale green, Persian mauve,
nn.d the many shades of yeilow, from-deiicate
primrose to deep éeru. White over pale-
coloured slips will be very elegantly womn,

Quiet, dark colours are wor# on the street
by the best dressers ; inBoors thie éolénrs’ may
be as bright as one ikes. It 18, however, n
medium and low-priced that gay col-
ours mostly appear ; the rich ‘fabfics are, for
the most part, dark or delicate mn hue, except-
ing, indeed, the exquisite floral brocades,
which are used for. the fronts of elegant re-
ception toilets,

HOW TO COOK WATER,

“ Few people know how to cook water,”
Charles onico used to affirm. **The
secret is in putting good fresh water into a
sneat kettle, already quite warm, and setting
the water to boiling quickly, and then taking
it right off for use in tea, coffee, or other
drinks, before it is spoiled. To let it steam
and simmer and evaporate until the good
wateris all in the atmosphere, and the lime
and iron dregs only left in the kettle, bah !
that is what m{u a great many people
sick, and is worse than no water at all.

DISPAIR OF LOVE.,

They had a little quarrel the night before,
and George was ashamed of himself,

““When I,“thmk, dear,” he said, clasping
her fondly, * how like a brute I acted, I
wonder it you will ever forgive me !”

The girl made no response, but her frame
-h?‘o%v :::h convulsive ’!ﬂ.

p =) is it, darling?” he went on.
“Tears? Ah, lookat me avd tell me I a

*“ Yes, George, dear,” she pobbed, “;:!
are fov—fot—gi_nn. free-freely, but it is not
our foo-foo-lish little quarrel that troubles
me to-night.”

. ““What is it. then, darling?” he asked
passionately.

““It 1s the toothache.”

MARRYING A DEAF AND DUMB MAN.

A very singular marriage was one which
todk place at Leieeutor.gin the eighteenth
year of Queen Elizabeth’s reign, between
Thomas Filsby, a deaf and dumb man, and
Ursula Bridget, a hearing' and talkative
spinster. As the prayer-book required that
the promises of marriage should be exchanged
in spoken words, the clergy and civil sushor-
ities of Leicester were unable to say how this
domb man could be satisfactorily married.
In their perplexity they appeaied to the
Bishop of London, who, with the help of an-
other member of the cle;{y. devised & mar-
riage service by signs. The bride made pro-
mises in the usual manser, and the groom did
his part thus:—*‘Having first embraced
Ursula with his arms, he ook her by the
hand and put the nuptial ring on her finger.
He then laid his right hand significantly
upon his heart, and afterward, putting their
palms together, extended both his hands to
to Heaven. Having thus sued for the divine
blessing, he declared his parpose to dwell
with Ursula till death should separate them,
by closing his eyelids with his fingers, digging
the earth with his feet, as though he wished
to make a hole in the ground, and then mov-
ing his arms and body as though tolling a
funeral beil. ”

—_—

An invitation has been received by Dr,
Hodgins, Deputy Minister of Education,
from the Hon. T. W. Bicknell, President of
the Naticual Educational Association of the
United States, to be present and read a
paper at the forthcoming meeting of the as-
sociation, which is to be held at the caty of
Madison, Wis., from the 10th to the 1Sth
of July. It is intended to make this ses-
sion one of more than ordinary interest.
Hon. Mr. Bicknell, in his note, said :—*¢ It
is proposed .to make the next meeting of the
asxociation one of great national importance
by reason of the topics to be. discussed, the
speakers who are to address the meeting, and
the assemblage that will gather in ore of the
most beantiful cities of ocur great Norta-
West. In addition to the unusual attrac-
tions of a literary nature will be a national
educational exhibition, which it is hoped will
be made very complete in the several depart-
ments of its programme.”

\

Sanford’s Radical cﬁre.

Head-Colds, Wwa? D‘.nehngeu from the Nose
and Eyes, Ringing Noises in Head: Nervous
Hgdache and Fever instantly relieved.

mucus dislodged, membrane cleansed
and h , breath sweetened, smell, :ute. and
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