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CHAPTER XXXIV.—Continued.
“I can now,see the whole scene. We 

were etariffing in a clover meadow under the 
great spreading boughs of some lime trees. 
I see the slanting sunlight on the erase, the 
pink miy on the hedges. I see the little 
white lambs at play ; I hear the sweet sing
ing of the birds above oar heads I never 
look at the lime boughs or the clover now. ” 

“Be asked mete be hie wife, and 1 said 
•Yes' gladly, willingly. Yes, I—do not be 
shocked, Violet—I flung my arms aronnd his 
neck, and laid my head'on bis breast ; every 
beat of my heart was bis.

“ We were so happy—oh Violet, so happy 1 
We quite forgot that I was the daughter of a 
rich, fashionable lady, and that he was a poor 
soldier, with little but bis regimental pay. 
We forgot that there could be poverty, pri
vation, opposition ; we remembered only love.

“Before that month of May was over, our 
hearts were so knitted together, our two souls 
had grown so completely one, thaf death 
could not partus ; yet we shall never be mar
ried. I never thought of opposition; the gold
en glamour of love lay all around us. The 
only evil we anticipated was that we should 
be compelled to wait until I was older.

“ fMjr love she's hot a lassie yet,’ Paul de
lighted in singing. ‘ Your mother will be

Xto say that we must wait,' he said to me 
a. ‘I will not write to her while she is in 
London ; I will wait until she comes home. 

I can speak better then I can write. ’
“And Violet, will yon Relieve that, al

though I knew mamma, her ideae and pecu
liarities, I never dreamed of her refusal ?

" Then came a letter from mamma to me, 
in which she toldSne the great new» that the 
Earl of Lester had proposed to my beautiful 
sister Marguerite. I remember every word 
of my mother’» letter.

“ ‘ The match, though a magnificent one is 
no more than I expected with Marguerite’s 
serene grace and beauty. And now a few 
words for yourself, Monica. Hasten on with 
your lessons, pay especial attention to deport
ment and manners, for next season I shall 
take you to town, and I shall expect you to 
do even better than your sister has done.’

“ I read this to Paul I pnt my arroground 
his neck ; 1 drew hie face down to mine and 
kissed it

“ ‘ I have done a thousand times better 
than she can ever do !’ I cried. ‘ No gipl in 
the world it so fortunate as I am. ’

“ But a shadow fell over Paul’s bright face. 
After that, if possible, he loved me more, he 
came more often. How it was that we escap
ed detection I cannot think. It seems to me 
now miraculous. When the moon shone I 
went to the ruined arches, and we walked 
there, talking always—oh, how blind we 
were !—always of the beautiful future be
fore ua.

“ Then my mother and sister returned, 
i The Earl of Lester came on a visit. Several 
guests also arrived. We had a dinner party 
the day .afeer my mother’s return, and the 
rector was invited. I beard him telling my 
mother about hia handsome young soldier son, 
and my mother said be must come and see her. 
He was coming, although no one guessed his 
errand. He came the next morning. It was 
a bright June morning, and the whole party 
were out on the white terrace.

“ Who is that handsome young man ?’ asked 
Lady Belfour, one of our guests. ’What a 
noble head and face V

“ My own face burned, my foolish heart 
beat fast I longed to cry out that he was 
my lover—my brave, beautiful young lover— 
and thrt-he was going to marry me.

“ I saw mv mother’s eyes fixed on my face, 
and a horrible sense of coming evil took pos
session of me. My mother you know, Violet, 
» on® of the shrewdest, quickest people i* the 
world. Paul came up, looking so brave, so 
handsome, so gallant, the eon ahming on his 
face and hair ; and, when be saw me—I was 
standing next to Lady Belfour—ench a light 
came into his eyes that it was not difficult to 
guess our secret

“My mother received him very kindly, 
though she did not ask him to stay. Lord 
Lester was amiable, aod interested ; all 'the 
ladies praised him, and aM how handsome 
he was. And it struck me—it may have been 
my fancy, but it struck me that most of them 
sailed just a little when they glanced at me. 
He lingered, poor boy, bet no invitation to 
remain for luncheon came. When he bid my 
mother good-by, she smiled at him—Violet, 
how can people smile when they do cruel 
things ?—and said :

“ ‘ Will yon tell your father that, if he is 
riding near the Castle to-day, I wish he would 
call r

“"I should imagine the honourable and 
Reverend Hugh Caerlyon took those words as 
a royal command, for pe came that same 
afternoon. I learned afterward from Paul 
what she had said to him. She congratu
lated him on hia son’s good looks, and on hia 
prospects, and then added with a a mile—olL 
Violet, my mother’s smiles make me tremuV 
at times ! —that she had something very 
especial to say to him.

“ •Youraonmustnotcomehere, my dear Mr. 
Caerlyon ; be is far to handsome. Although 
I admit that he ie brave, gallant, and, in-fact, 
aa fine a young man as one might wish to see, 
etill you quite understand that he would not 
he e.igible. I have two or three young ladies 
here with me whose mothers have trusted 
theih with me, and I must not introduce an 
ineligible young Adonis like your son. Be
sides, there is my own daughter. ’

“The good rector knew nothing of our mad 
love affair, so that he did not Took in the 
least degree gniny.

“ ‘ Perhaps yon are wise,’ -said the rector ; 
’-at the some time, yon are rather hard. It 
seems that my eon’s good qualities are the 
cause of hie being deprived of your 
society.’

“ • Precisely so,’ said my mother. Those 
same good qualities render him a great deal 
too charming. ’

“ But, Violet, before the rector reached 
home my loveris patience had give away. 
He had written a long letter to my mother 
telling her how dearly he loved me, and ask
ing if he might make me hia wife.
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tog if he might make me hia wife.
“ The most terrible moment in my life was 

when my mother came to me, her face dark 
with frowns, and that letter open in her 
hands

“‘Will you follow me, MonicaV she 
■aid. I

“I knew that tone of voice well. It froze 
the blood in my veins. Still, in my happy 
ignorance, I said to myself that no one could 
part me from my lover ; no matter what any
one did, or laid, or thought, I could not be 
parted from him. My mother led the way to 
her own boudoir, the same pretty room you 
were in yesterday. If she had sat down she 
would have looked less terrible to me. There 
•he was, so proud, so tall, so stately, her eyes 

ominously and dark frowns on her 
remember, Violet, the very square 

of carpet on which I stood ; I remember the 
red rose that came peeping in at the window, 
My mother looked at me for some minutes iff* 
silence ; then she said :

“ * I ahi trying not to be angry, Monica ; I 
want you to tell me the meaning of this.’

“ She placed my lover’s Utter in my hands. 
My tears fell open it hot and fast. It was so 
touching, so beautiful I wondered that she 
herself could read it without tears. It told 
bow he loved me and how every hope of hie 
bright, eager young life was wrapped up in 
me.

•• • I am trying.’ repeated my mother, • not 
to oe angry. We most not be too hard on 
the faults and follies of youth. How this boy 
found the audacity to write this Utter I can
not think ! I do not bUme yon ; I shall not 
even aak you any questions’about it; bat, 

i nonsense mast be ended «

>er, haughtily, 
sumption leads 

and yet he 
1 Thinking

of the brilliant match that Marguerite is mak
ing causes me to feel more lenient, or I should 
send the Utter to hie father, and advise him 
to use a horsewhip. ’

“ ‘I love him mother,1 I said, 1 and I shall 
never love anyone else while I live.’

“She ianghed, Violet-auoh a laugh; I 
hear it now in my dreams.

*“A school girl of your age knows nothing 
of love, should know nothing of it. The 
word has not even a decent sound on your 
lips ; it has not, indeed, I do not know, I 
cannot tell what the world is poming to when 
a child of your age talks about love. Yon 
may be sure of this, that, if Ï hear the word 
again, I will lock yon np in. yonr room, and 
give yon bread end water for a day or two to 
bring you to your senses. I will ask no ques
tions ; perhaps, it I knew the Whole truth, I 
should be more distressed, more angry than I 
am. I will answer this letter.- I shall tell 
him that he must not Come to the house 
again. I should not like to resort to stronger 
measures, inch as forcing Mr. Caerlyon to 
resign the living which is in your brother’s gift. 
I shall write to the young man and tell him 
what I think of hia impertinence, forbid him 
to return to the house, forbid him to speak to 
you again, and, as soon as oar visitera Uave 
ua, we shall go to mount 4von.’

“Soin a few minutée all the brightness was 
taken from my life. I looked up into ey 
mother'e.face. There was no softening, no re
lenting ; it was so proud, so cold, so cruel 
that my heart sank. Should 1 never see my 
brave young lover again ? I have a faint 
recolletiou of dinging to her, of kneeling to 
ask her to take pity On me, because I was so 
young, and I loved him so. I remember fall
ing with my. face toward the ground ; and 
then all was'a blank to me. a terrible blank. 
How the days passed I cannot tell ; I was 
never conscious of anything but the one hor
rible pain ; the one terrible blank. Ae I re- 

.covered, no one ever spoke to me of my lover ; 
'I never heard his name.

“ Bat I saw him, Violet, once before we 
left Ry verewell—only once. It does not mat
ter how. I have never seen him since. 
I was with him nearly an hour. He 
held me in hie^arms, be kissed me, 
and we swore to be true to :Jeach 
other until death. Violet, yon musk, got 
think I am mad ; but I feel the loving clasp 
of those arms and the warmth of those kisses 
now. We swore to be tt^e to each other, 
and we shall each keep our vow. I do not 
think any two in thej|orld Have loved each 
other as we do. It is all hopeless. I know 
that, after we reached Mount Avon, my 
mother had many letters from him—I know 
that he wrote oifcen to me ; but she returned 
all hie letters unopened. I write to him 

i whenever I have a chance of posting the let- 
1 ten unknown to my mother. You may think 
' it wrong, Violet ; I dp not. If there bid 

been anything against him except hi* want of 
money, it would have been a diffèrent thing ; 
he is just, brave, and generous, with a scorn 
for all meanness. If there was one blot on 
his character, one stain on hia fair name, it 
"would seem leas unjust, less cruel ; but there 
is nothing wrong, only that he haa no money. 
He ia well-born, well-bred, be is a gentleman 
and a soldier, he is brave anti noble ; but hell 
poor.”

“It seems very cruel ” said Violet, to whom 
this love story was s revelation. “ What 
shall we do, Monica ?”

“ There ie nothing to be done. I shall wait 
for him and love him all my life, just as he 
will love and wait for*me.”

And in the meantime ?” said Violet
“In the meantime my .heart ia slowly 

breaking. I live my life, and I try to make 
the best of it My mother made me go to 
London." " ' ........... \ ' . ,

“‘You are notbMutüaTlike Marguerite.’ 
ene laid ; ‘ hot yon have a style of your own. 
Yon are brighter and more piquant than your 
sitter ; just now that kind of thing ia more 
in vogue than mere beauty. I shall expect 
yon to make a better match than Marguer
ite.’

“And Violet,” continued Monica, with a 
smile more sad than tears, “strange to ,ay, 
and just because I did not want to make con
quests, I had a crowd of suitors. How I 
hated them—savsgeiy almost ! I could never 
find words cruel enough for them ; and they 
liked it—absolutely liked it They said I 
was original piquant, clever. They made me 
the rage and the fashion, while I hated them. 
My mother was delighted. She said her 
daughters would marry better than any other 
girls. And, Violet, you cannot imagine what 
kind of men fell in love with me. It would 
teem like vain boaatingi t itolfi you. A duke 
proposed for me. Only imagine—I might 
have been a duchés» ! Mamflia almost shook 
me when I refused. A great American mil
lionaire made me an offer, and ahe went near
ly wild with delight that I tell her etch time 
that a fresh suitor comes to me that I shall 
live and die true to. Paul

“This morning! have bed a letter from 
him, end he says there is a rumour thàt his 
regiment, the Black Lancera, will be sent to 
Africa. Oh, Violet, how am I to bear it, 
dear? I may never see him again. I would 
rather look once into hie faèe end die than 
live fifty years without seeing him. There ie 
one consolatioSiorua, whicu ie that, though 
we are parted we have ample faith in 
other. My trust in Paul could never die ; his 
in me, I am convinced, ie equally firm. Can 
you imagine what it is to love one man with 
your whole heart, to have no other interest, 
yet never to see him, never to hear hit name’ 
to be with him only in dreamt ? Why, Vio
let, my life is full of pain, one long torture of 
suspense ! I have no hope. Matom* Trill 
never relent, never consent to mv marriage 
with Paul Only one thing could be of any use 
to nt ; but it will never happen. If someone 
would die and leave Pant à large fortune, she 
would withdraw her veto at once.

“A year ago Paul wrote to me and sug
gested that we should get married at once ; 
he said that when it was done and beyond re
call my mother would forgive ue ; but how 
could Isay * Yea’ and $poil hia career ? How 
could he keep a.wifejsho w oeld not bring him 
one shilling, he who has difficulty etiough to 
keep himself ? His father has little money to 
•pare; he can "help him only every now and 
then. Do you not see. Violet, I should-Be 
only a drag and a burden ? In fact I love him 
too well to accede to that wish.

“I have no money .of my own,” Monica 
went on plaintively ; “mamma has all. She 
can either leave me a fortune or deprive me 
of one. She would not, of course, give me 
one shilling if I married Paul For -mveelf I 
do not mind poverty at ail; bat I cannot drag 
him down into the depths. It would he sel
fish and Hove him better than myself. ”

“ It seems a sad story.” said Violet, “and I 
do not see what can be done to help you.”

"Nothing can be done,” Monica answered. 
“It it doubly hard far me. Just be
cause I want no lovera and do not want 
mamma to think of matrimony in con
nection with me, I am overwhelmed 
with offers ; even our beautiful Marguerite 
never had so many as I have had $ and every 
fresh offer makes my mother so angry. 
Only laat week that tiresome oid Sir Thomas 
Macintosh, who is said to be one of the rich
est men in England, wrote to mamma, and 
told her—oh, Violet, I have not patience to 
repeat it I have not indeed !—told her thàt 
he wanted to marry me, and that he was so 
anxious to make me hia wife be would settle 
half hia fortune fin me if I would consent. 
Mamma implored metosay 1 Yea.’ And in 
some way, I cannot tell how Paul has heard 
of it, and has written kune. He knows that 
I shall be true tq^im. If ever a girl means to 
be true to her love, end is true, I am that 
giri, I shall write to Paul to-day. But he 
seems so disheartened. He heat* these 
rumours of my loveta, he bean rumour» of hia 
regiment going abroad, and he seems half dia-
^todVWofc l00$* 0‘,eerf,ri **’***•«•"

yourTfcVrted-M^icT * lo" “ 
Violet answered “No."
*' B yon had, ” said the girl, simply, “ you 

would know that it would be the meet diffi
cult thing in the world to write a cheerful one 

circumstance» like mine.”
CHAPTER XXXV.

I In every little fracas that took place be
tween Violet and the dowager Ledy Byvete, 
Randolph tried to make peace. His mother 
was hart thinking he ought to take her aide : 
his Wife wee angry, feeling quiteanre that he 
ought to fight her battles ; he himself felt hurt 
because Violet for his sake would not yield 
more. So the shadow deepened, the coldness 
increased. Not that Randolph loved hie wife 
less—if possible, he loved her more—but he 
felt grieved because she did not try to con
ciliate those aroundher and to accomodate 
herself to her new circa ms tanoee.
, On the other hand, Violet bad always in 

her mind a sense of injury. Randolph had 
■deceived her. No matter what hi» object or 
what hie excuse, he bad deceived her, and 
there was no possibility of forgetting it- In 
these days she never looked very deeply into 
ha own heart, ahe never asked herself i^ahe 
had loved the young artist better than she 
loved the young lord ; ahe made no effort to 
control the thoughts that were against him. 
She disliked her present mode of life and her 
surroundings. Where other girls would here 
been happy, ahe, owing to her peculiar 
training, was wretched. She longed for her 
old occupations ; she did not enjoy the life of 
a fine lady at all ; she did not care for luxur
ies ; ahe disliked the army of servants, die- 
liked not being able to wait on neraelf—ahe 
could hardly raise her hand to do anything 
without some obsequious attendant im
mediately forestalling her! She longed to
eSS?4HSito&SL35SÎ'

or enjoyment. While traveilingshe had notfelt 
this so much, but, once at home, the change 
from old habite was but too perceptible. 
Above all she felt the lose of the grand old 
garden. Certainly at Ryveradale there were 
acres of land, conservatories, ferneries,foreing- 
houses, gardens laid oat in the most elaborate 
Italian style, flowers of the richest and rarest, 
fruit of the moat delicate and recherché kind ; 
bat there was nothing that could personally 
interest her. There were any number of

Srdeners under the skillful head gardener, a 
otenman, who looked upon every leaf and 

blossom as sacred, and strongly objected to 
anyone else touching them. Violet never felt 
at liberty to ramble through the well-kept 
gardens and gather fruit and flowers ; she 
longed for the quaint old-fashioned gsrden at 
home, where she bad done as she liked. '

“1 should be much happier, Monica,” she 
said, “ 1FI 4ad a piece ot ground that was 
quite my own, where the gardeners would 
never iwtrfere. ”

And M Alee answered quickly that no time 
shdoldb# lost in gratifying her wish.

That y*y morning Monica sought her 
motbert ’She was with Randolph, looking 
over some accounts, when her daughter 
entered. In her desire to gratify her sister- 
in-law, Monica forgot that she might ran the 
risk of vexing her mother, who was always 
wretched when any one was especially civil to 
Violet.

“Mamma,” said Monica, “I am afraid 
Violet is very dull.”

“That is Randolph’s business, not mine.
I should never undertake to amuse a person 
who ie an willing to be amused. ”

“Oh, mamma, Violet ia aa bright aa the 
day,” cried Monica—“naturally, I mean ! 
But this morning she seems doll ; she misses 
many things that ahe had at her own 
home.”

The dowager’s answer was a scornful laugh, 
which brought a hot flush to the young hus
band’s face and an angry light to hia eyes. 
He controlled himself, however, fur he never 
cared to be anything hot respectful to hie 
mother.

“Of course,” hastily added Monica, “it 
will be quite different when Vito let goes into 
society. I can Well imagina that just at pre
sent she does teel doll and lonely. ' Randolph 
has been busily eqgaged daring the last week, 
end has not peep much with ber. Ï have 
been talking to her, and ahe has told me of, 
sdmethititsbe would idle very much.”

Lady By Vets Went on writing, aa though 
she had not heard.; bet Randolph looked up

see the Ryveradale 
ilete change ; hat no 
t to please Violet; 
removed to gratify 
herself should be re- 

heartily for that day

tion with the person yon have brought here 
“ yonr wife, we may.civilize her, if possible. 
I myself do not think it possible ; she it more

gardens of Ryveradale Castle 
all any life. I could not 
tilt up, or even disturbed, 

gratify the Whim of an ignorant and vulgar 
woman.’’

"Mother,’’aeld Randolph, trying to speak 
calmly, “yon must know that this is intoler
able to ni». You may not like Violet— 
Heaven knows why !—but you do not think 
her ignorant or vulgar ; you merely say it to 
annoy me. My wife must be respected.”

“ Then do not let ms be annoyed by seeing 
any nonsense of the kind proposed. If ft 
moat be done, let it be when I have left the 
oaatle. ”

Monies glanced at her brother.
“ Let it be, Randolph.” ebe said, “for a 

short time. I am vary sorry I spoke or inter
fered. Mamma’will excuse me ; I had for
gotten her prejndioee.”

“ Do what you will to Ryveradale when I 
have left it," said her ladyship ; “but for 
the present, for the few weeks that I am here, 
let everything remain a* it ia.”

And in her heart She-vowed again that the 
would do all that was possible to annul this 
horrible marriage. If Violet had been docile, 
yielding, deferential, ii might have been more 
bearable ; bat thin girl was proud as any 
Ry vers ever born. ’ ÿ

Long after Randolph had quitted the room 
the dowager eat brooding angrily over her 
hitter disappointment If her son had mar
ried (Gwendoline Màrr, what a different mat
ter it .would have been ! To have pleased a 
great heiress like Gwendoline Marr, she would 
have been willing 
grounds undergo 
change should " 
not one plant i 
her. It possible, 
moved ; and she " 
to come.

CHAPTER XXXVL
Ryveradale looked very beautiful in ita 

autumn dress. The chrysanthemums were all 
in flower, the Cattle gardens being famous 
for them. Long before their bloom had faded, 
Violet, Lady Ryvers, had owned to herself 
that she was very unhappy. The dowager 
had kept to her resolve—no visitors had been 
“ked to the Castle, no invitations issued aa 
yet. Very little was known of Lord Ryvera’ 
marriage, very few people had heard of it 
The newspapers were silent regarding it land 
most of the persons to whom it was mentioned 
declared that it eonld not be true, and refused 
to believe it The young lord rebelled against 
this state hi things. Still hia mother had 
asked him as a distinct personal favour, to 
keep hia marriage a secret tor a short time, al
leging aa her excuse that she wished Violet to 
associate with herself and her daughters be- 
for «he took her part in the world. Lady 
Ryvers had pointed out to him many little 
deficiencies in Violet which could he rectified 
only by attention end training.

“ Yon mast not take her into society until 
•he has been Civilized,” «aid her ladyship, 
“ unlees yon wish to brand her and yonraeif 
too. If you introduce her just as the ie to 
the world, every one will know yon have 
made a mesalUance. ”

“ Wdit-il the matter with Violet, mother, 
that you are always finding fault with her?” 
asked the young lord.

“ Your wife’* greatest fault is that 
•he is perfectly a 
natural,” said her lad; 
not been trained 
does what she likee, she say» what she 
thinks. ”

“ And why not ?” naked Lord Ryvera See
ing that all her actions are like herself, noble 
and graceful, all her though ta grand and beau
tiful, why ehould ahe not do them, why lot 
express them?”

“ If «he goes iptoeociety, she must conform 
to the rule» of «oci.eiy, ” said Lady Ryvere ; 
“and you know how utterly ont of place a 
perfectly natural woman ia Violet—how I 
dislike the name i-pie -capable of saying any
thing to anyone* , She would tell the tread 
for instance, if «h» offended the most import-

reaient lamt is tnat 
and undiaguiaedly 

ladyship. “She has 
in any way ; the

‘Tellbat ia it?" he asked.
Monica.”

“ She misaea the garden at her old home 
. it seems that that was her chief delight” x

Lord Ryvera remembered it to well that hia 
face flushed. It had been a very paradise to 
him, and he wy pleased that ahe thought 
of it

Monica went on
. “ These great gardens here do not seem to 

give bar much pleasure. She bee been saying 
how Dinah she woaid like a piece of ground 
all her own, to grow what flowers and fruits 
she likes. I think it is very natural ; leally 
our gardens seem to he made more for our 
gardeners than ourselves.”

“Of course she can have whet ground the/ 
likes, and do as ahe likee with it, and in it,’’ 
said Lord Ryvers.

“She will like to work in it herself,” re
marked Monies. “She likes to cultivate 
flowers and take qare of them.”

“ I will go ont et once and and select a por- ' 
tion of the garden for her exelnaive use,” 
said Lord Ryvera "I know exactly what 
she wants and what will please her. I am ao 
glad yon found it out, Monica.”

“ If your wife wishes also to keep a dairy. ’’ 
broke in the dowager, “you will make ar
rangement» tor it, I presume ? It ia quite a 
new thing for the ladies of Ryveradale to 
work on their own land !”

"* How bitterly you speak, mother !” cried 
Randolph ; while Monica looked away with* 
shrug of her shoulders tost was far more ex
pressive than words.

" I speak truthfully. I say that it is a mis
fortune when the mistress of a house like this 
hassnch excessively plebian tastes; it ii more 
unfortunate etill when the husband en
courages them, ”

“ I do not see how yon can call the cultiva
tion of flowers a plebeian taste,” said Lord 
Ryvera “ Why, mother, I have seen yon 
yourself busy u the conservatory—busy, too, 
apaongst your Wvoorite roses !”

“ You have never seen me stain my hands 
with gathering fruit, or soil them by weed
ing," said Lady Ryvers, “If your wife in
tends to work in a garden as. she seems to 
have done, she will never be presentable. "It 
is quite a new idea to me. I thought only 
peasant women need the spade and the

“ You wilfully misunderstand, mother,” 
declared Randolph, angrily. “If either of 
my titters had expressed such a wiao, yon 
would most cheerfully have accecded to it.”

“ H has nothing to do with me” said the 
dowager, sharply. “ The land, the grounds, 
the house and all belonging to it, are yours. 
It does not concern me m the least. You can 
do wnat you like with yonr own. I merely 
warn you that your wife’s tastes are plebian 
and that, if yon begin to yield to them, you 
Will not know where to stop. I advise you to 
refuse to gratify them, and try to elevate 
them.”

“You are not fair, you are not just, mother 
—indeed you are not,” returned the young 
husband, gravely. “Yon look with prein. 
diced eyes at everything that Vielet wants 
and wishes.”

“Violet wonfd have been much better left 
where you found her,” said Lady Rvvers. 
contemptuously. “You might as well , ’ 
tempt to graft cabtfcges on rose trees as 
make a lady of a person who has been i 
customed to workin gardens and dairies.”

Randolph roes hastily from his seat 
was more than he could bear. He telt 
hia indignation was rapidly mastering 
and that words might be said which ° 
could recall.

“ St»y. Randolph 1” cried her ladyship, in » 
vote» of authority. “You are going of coarse 
to select » Die s of ground to gratify this 
absurd whim 61 your wife. ”

“ Most certainly, mother,” be replied.
Any wish of Violet’» shall be gratified so 

far as I am concerned. ”
The dowager rose from her chair, with 

gesture oi proud intolerance which strut 
dismay into the heart of her eon. '

“ Not while I am here 1” the cried. “ I an 
staying at your request ; your sisters are stay 
ing by my request, in order that, by associa

-, . . .. . a.----- ms Given ene or
two such woman as Violet, and the world 
would be all confusion.” *

“ I am disposed to think that we should be 
much nearer Heaven than we are now,” re
turned Lord Ryvera “Dal understand you 
rightly, mother, that my wife is not fitted for 
society until she bee learned to move artifi
cially, to speak untruthfully, to conceal bar 
thoughts ?”

“You wilfqllv arieunderstand me,” said 
her ladyship* "I repeat that your wife is 
not fit to go into-'eefciety until she understand» 
its laws and rules.”

“ And those,' you and my eiitere are to 
teach her ?” eaM Lord Ryvera

“She can learn them from ue, if ebe 
chooses” answered her ladvsbip, proudly. 
“ I shall not condescend to give her lessons 
Marguerite ie considered a perfect model of 
good manners ; Monica, too, although some
what animated, ie very charming. When did 
Marguerite ever hurt anyone with an un
pleasant troth, or disturb the polished surface 
of society by one word out of place ? Did yon 
•vet bear Marguerite express any rapture* oi 
joy or give way to any outburst ' of sorrow ? 
She has her feelings perfectly under control 
Let your wife try to copy her.”

“ My wife might ae well transform herself 
into a marble statuq,” said Lord Ryvera. 
“ The very, beauty of Violet’s face it the 
change of expression, the light that comes 
and goes in her eyes, the rose bloom that 
changes in her face. Her eye» fill with tears 
of pity, her lip* laugh sweetly when she it 
pleased, a hundred tender thoughts at times 
•peek in her fees, her very glance denounces 
all things mean—and yet yon wish her to be
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world—will never look at Marguerite when 
Violet it near. On* tires in time of even the most 
beautiful marble statue ; one never tires of a 
beautiful, intelligent, animated woman.”

“ Your sister should be flattered,” said the 
dowager, haughtily. “ I have given you the 
best advice I can ; you must please yourself 
about following it.”

Partly because he wished to conciliate his 
mother, sad partly because he thought there 
might be scale little troth in what she said 
Lord ' Ryvers consented that some weeks 
should pa* before his marriage should be 
made public. He repented oi tni's concession 
to his mother’s wish most bitterly afterward.

Her ladyship was possessed by the notion 
that the marriage ccnld be annulled ; her idea 
waa to gain time. She fervently hoped to 
prejudice her son against bis wife, and, if she 
could not do that, she had made np her mind 
to a certain course. She would wrifo to one 
of the most famous lawyers in England, and 
aak if there was Bo flaw in the marriage. If 
there were ohe, she would make her sou take 
bis choice of annulling his marriage or giving 
up his mother. ti“If he oan do it, and will 
not,” she vowed to herself,/‘I will never see 
him or eoeek to him again. If it cannot be 
annulled, ! ehtM insist on living with them, 
and she shall never have any authority in this 
house. ” '

And in the meantime she made Violet suffer 
as much as possible. If she could have 
guested at the'tboughts thst went through’ 
the girl’s mind. She would have been more 
meroiful. The smallest thing, the lightest 
word gave her some pretext for cruelty to 
Violet- As a rale, the girl resented it but 
showed her anger by proud silence ; at other 
times; when she felt tired or unhappy, she 
would weep bitterly.

She came down,to breakfast one morning 
in a fashionable morning costume purchased 
in Paris, but it was not becoming to her.

“I do not like your dress, Violet” said the 
Countess of Letter, who, according to her 

‘light was endeavouring to form toe mind 
the teste, and the manners of her sister-in- 
law. “ It doe» not suit yonr style. ”

“ I hardly knew I had a style,” Ianghed 
Violet “ when that wee sent home. I should 
not have kept it if I bad known as much of 
dress then as! do now. ”

“ I always thought the instinct for true 
and correct taste' in. dress was herb with every 
ladv,N said the Countess.

“Yen are right " pot in the dowager. “It

ie born with every lady ; it ie not given to

If’Lord Ryvera had been there, he would 
have indignantly silenced hit mother, who 
was speaking In her haughtiest tone of 
voice.

“I consider it a criterion,"eh*said. “One 
»ay always know a lady by her taste in
drew.”

“ Yonr ladyship’s remarks are leveled at 
»», said Violet, “and woaid seam to in
dicate that you do not consider me a lady. I 
think consideration for other people's feelings 
far more an indication of nobility than taste 
in drees.”

“ Yonr ideas are provincial,” replied the 
dowager. “There is no more to be said.”
. ‘‘ How I bate her !" cried Violet, afterward, 
m the solitude of her own room ; and her 
hatred grew with every hour.

The dowager never lost an opportunity of 
making her feel her position. In her son’s 
presence her ladyship exercised some little 
control over her words, bat not when be wee 
absent. She then made no attempt to con
ceal her bitter disappointment with regard to 
her ton e marriage ; she never lost an oppor
tunity of taunting her with it, lamenting the 
roin of his prospecte, the utter spoiling of hia

All these tannte seemed to set Violet’s 
heart against her husband. He found her 
one morning in her room, her beautiful eyes 
half drowned in tean, her lovely face pale 
and troubled. He caught bar in hie arms and 
clasped her to hie breast ; he kissed the white 
eyelids and the quivering lip*.

“ You have been crying, my dariing.” he 
■aid. “Tell me why;! well know. You shall 
not shed any tears. Yon shall not be troubled, 
or vexed, or grieved. What ia it ?”

But she would not tell him. Tortures 
woaid not have dragged the truth from her. 
She had been nobly loyal to her resolve. She 
had uttered no complaint, of the mother to 
her son, and never would. She was proud of 
her own courage in keeping her resolve, al
though there were times when tome scathing 
word from the dowager, some cruel intuit 
would tend her, flushed and quivering with 
rage, from the room.

“ Yon shall not be annoyed, Violet,” cried 
Lord Ryvera. “ I insist upon you tolling me 
what ie the matter. Yon are the dearest ob
ject in life to me ; your happiness it my .first 
thought, and always ah ill he.”

For once the girl’s pride and courage broke 
down utterly.

“Oh, Randolph,”ehe cried, bitterly, "why
rl TV nil m II V«t* Mass V Al, Is aa -a ■■■ SAa J _____ _

reiterated.
“To make you happy—and I mean to do 

•o,” he answered. “ Violet, every tear of 
yonre is rending my heart. ”,

“Why did yon marry meJ.-.Wby did you 
bring me here ? I hate it alU-,1 shall never 
be happy ! It was a oruel ilqqg ot you to do, 
Ypn must have known that your mother and 
sisters would never like me j,,

(To ie Continued).

THOSE HORRID MEN.

“ When does a man resemble a seamstress ?” 
“When ha hems and haws and ripe and 
tears.”

“ What is it that yon like about that girl ?” 
asked one young man of another. “ My arm,” 
was the brief reply.

He would not marry her because she bad 
false teeth. But when hi» wife kept him 
awake for nights with toothache and neu
ralgia, he wished he had.

A philosopher writes :—“ Do ones in a 
while let your husband have the last word ; 
it will gratify him and be no particular lots to 
yon. ” And yeg they eay Solomon was the 
wisest man.

If a man wants peace to reign in the house
hold he should count ten before speaking at 
times when he feels as if hia clothes don’s fit 
hhn. And on days when the kitchen stove 
ddègp’t a raw he should count 480.

An esteemed oontemporary contain* an 
article entitled “ How to Make a Wife In
sane.” Te tell her the moat make over her 
lest year’s drees for a new spring costume is 
«bMimplest way.

He wee quite Inebriated and ‘war haring
the old difficulty with the keyhole. When 
hit wife suddenly opened the door and sternly 
said “ A pretty plight your in ! Have yen 
lost all sense of shame?” “Gates not, my 
dgeg, ” he stammered ; “ don’t seem So miss 
anything but the (bio) keyhole.”

A close observer tells ns that when joe tee 
a man operating with a needle and thread on 
a browser button you can easily tall whether 
be is single or married. If he" uses a thimble 
he is married, hot if he pnehea the end of the 
needle against the well and pulls it through 
the button with hit teeth, you Bay safely bet 
that he is «ingle.

“Yes,” said Fogg, “Dr. PiUroller is a 
brave man, no doubt, but he earn* hia 
bravery too far. He is foolhardy, sir ; never 
saw so rash a man. Called him to see Mrs. 
F. to-day, and he actually asked her to let 
him see ner tongue ! Fact, sir. I wouldn’t 
have believed thst any living man would 
have had the courage to meet that tongue of 
here.”

At a large dinner party in a certain city 
lately, frosty weather had done considerable 
duty in supplying conversation, when a 
plump, nappy-looking married lady made a 
remark «bout co d feet “Oh, surely Mrs. 
——, you are not troubled with cold feet ?” 
said a lady oppoeit* Amidst an awful pause 
she naive.y answered. “Ye*, indeed, I am 
much troubled—bat then, they are not my 
own.”

FASH IOTOABLS.
Mrs. Flamley attempts to be fashionable. 

The other night when she dressed prepara
tory to attending the threatre, she appeared 
with a silver spoon on her breast

“ Margaret what in the world do you call 
that ?" asked her husband.

“ This was my grandmother’s sanoe spoon. 
Yon know that it’s fashionable now to wear 
old family piste.”

Flamley taid nothing more, for he knew 
that it waa unnecessary to argue with his 
wife. The next night be asked his wife to at
tend the theatre with him, and again she put 
on her spoon. After awhile Flanfley came 
out with an enormous butcher-knife, on his 
shirt front.

“ My gracious, Henry, what is that ?”
“ This was my grandfather’s butcher-knife. 

It’s fashionable now to wear—”
“I’ll take off the spoon."
“ All right Off goes the knife.”

Epps’s Cocoa.—Grateful and comport
ing. — “By a thorough knowledge of the natur 
al laws which govern the cpegation of digestion 
end nutrition and 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. It is 
by the judicious use of each articles of diet 
that a constitution may be gradually butit up 
until strong enough to resist every'tenoenoy 
to disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are 
floating around ns ready to attack wherever 
there is a weak point We may escape 
many a fatal shaft by keeping our
selves well fortified with pure blood and a 
properly nourished frame.’’—Cite Service 
Gazette.— Made simply with boiling water or 
milk. Sold only in Packet» and Tins (I lb 
and lb) by Grocers, labelled—" James Epps 
A Co., Homoeopathic Chemists, London.”

The cook employed by King John, of Abys- 
synia, is chosen from the native priesthood 
and takes rank among the greatest digni
taries of the court ; but on the other hand, he 
is bound on pain of death to lead an irre
proachable life in every way, and, worse still 
is never allowed to marry. At the Court of 
Siam the present head cook is » lady, «he 
sister oi the king’s physician. Having’pre
pared the food declined for the rqyal table, 
she seals it up in separate packets and sends 
it across the river to the paiece, where it ia 
handed over to the king’s taster, who eats 
successively from all the dishes, sweaty hr 
thirty in-number. Another Eastern poten
tate, being dissatisfied with the curry set be
fore him, gave orders that the unfortunate 
aeok himself should be dressed in the earns 
way a» hie own dish, and was with difficulty 
persuaded te revoke them.

WOMAN’S KINGDOM.

What He Said,
Oh, yee, m tell you the story—

The very words that were said. 
You tee the supper wee cooking.

And I was slicing some breed. 
And Rldhard came into the pantry ;

Hia face was exceedingly red. 
He«

Ami Fanny came in with her baby—
The cunningesl bit of a thing.

And the biscuit were Out In a minute— 
what came next 1 Let me see—

Oh ! Fenny was there with the baby.
And we all sat down to tea.

And grandma looked over her glams 
So queer at Richard and me.

But it wasn’t till after milking 
.That be said what he had to say.
HOw was it? Oh ! Fanny had taken 

1 he baby and gone away—
The funniest rogue ot a fellow—

He had a new tooth that day.
We were standing under the plum tree.

And Richard said something low.
But I waa tired and flustered.

And trembled, I almost know ;
For old Red is the hardest of milkers.

And Brindle's so horribly slow.
And that—let me see—where waa II 

Oh ! the stars grew thick overhead.
And we two stood under the plum tree 

Till the ch-ckena flew up to bed—
Well he loved me. and we’re to be married,— 

And that is—about what he said.

Fashion Notes.
Even for the little people there are dainty 

seamless and Robinson Crusoe parasols.
Heather in bloom will be a favourite gar

niture for the new Milan straws in cham
pignon.

Spring wraps are as ornamental as possible, 
frequently being,combination» of three diffèr
ent material*. -

One of the fashionable cloaks for ladies 
hae dog-sleeves. This sort of a cloak must 
be highly convenient for carrying poodles.

A young bride claimed that her husband 
was a model man. And he was. Hia occu
pation was making dummies for clothing 
stores.

It doesn't cost mnch to get married in Hew 
Jersey. The license fee ie only 12 cents. Bat 
six States, including Pennsylvania, have 
neither license nor fee.

Parasols are exceedingly rich and expen
sive. The handsomest in black are the bro
cade grenadine, and Spanish guipure lace 
covers with carved ebony handles,

Ladies who have a liking for hats worn 
over the forehead will be glad to learn that 
the old favourite, the English walking hat, 
is likely to be revived-this spring. The brim 
it shout the same as of old.

Daggers are the ferocious class of ornament 
most affected on bonnets this season. The 
handles are ornamented with crosses, cres
cents, crooks, etc,, and many have Rhine
stone settings. Buckles and slides, however, 
still hold their prestige where large loops of 
velvet or velvet are need.

A hat that ia certain from ita jaunty ap
pearance to find favour with young ladies has 
a equate crown And a wide brim, looped one 
eide and faced with leaf brown velvet Loops 
of velvet ribbon form a rosette in front of 
the crow », and two ostrich tips of theTavonr- 
ite beige Wert fall gracefully at the tide.

Short, compact styles are the fashion in 
earrings, with single stones set very lightly. 
Plain or frosted balls, small daisies, butter
cup», etc., are quite popular. Heavy, long 
earrings are entirely out of style, and many 
ladies do not have their ear* pierced, bnt 
fasten the ring with a small screw on the 
back.

The Mother Hubbard wrapper has become 
*° firmly fixed in the affections of the femi
nine portion of humanity that it would 1» 
difficult to displace it, yet the Princess style 
is neater and more becoming for house wear. 
The Mother Hubbard, however, is cool and 
pleasant for summer, and can be belted in at 
the waist if desired, thus removing in a great 
measure its untidy appearance.

r f , " _ Fwr end About Women.
1 “Oulde, "the novelist, is nearly sixty years 

of age.
Chicago newagirls are slangy and bold, and 

are crowding out the newsboys.
Clara Barton has reached New Orleans, 

having distributed great stores of «applies to 
flood sufferers all along the Mississippi^ 

While her arma were in the sndVlito other 
day a Rockland, Me., washerwoman friceived 
the welcome news tnat the had lhhbribed a 
fortune of about $15,000.

A traveller notes that Chicago ladies are 
proverbially pale ; that the lake winds do not 
produce a healthy colour, but seem to blanch 
the complexion. There is more bloom even 
in the east winds of Boston, he says.

“ I think I shall educate my daughter for 
an actress,’’ said a fond mother. “I know 
she will be grand in emotional scenes. Why, 
you’ odjht just to hear her rave when some 
trifling thing occurs to anger her.”

A French philosopher says a woman may 
love or hate, tint ahe can never be indifferent 
Guess he has never seen the look that comes 
over a woman's face when her husband asks 
if -there is such a thing as a shirt-button in 
the house.

A young lady who is learning music says 
that Ahe heard that fish is a good dish for 
people who write stories, and wants to know 
what would be -a proper dish for a person 
studying music. We should say a note meal 
diet would be excellent.

The Swiss embroideries this season are ex
quisite in design on the finest and sheerest of 
fabric». Floral designs seem to be the 
favourite patterns and are brought out to 
natural as almost to become worthy of a place 
among the fine arts.

Lucy Hamilton .Hooper and Olive Logan 
Sykes both are brilliant and spicy Paris cor
respondents, and one of them is the wife of 
an American vice-consul and the other 
the widow of an American consul; bnt they 
never speak as they go by.

“Oh.” said a Boatoggiri. “he sent me 
ench a perfectly lovely bouquet. It waa all 
tuberoses in the centre, with mignonette 
round that, and light pinke outside. Oh. it 
was perfectly lovely, and I kept it$a whole 
week, and then! put it on mother’s grave. ”

“ How did you come to get married ? ” 
asked amen of a very homely friend. “Well 
you ttêf" he replied, “after I’d vainly tried 
to win several eirla that I wanted, I finally 
turned mÿ attention to one that wanted me, 
afld then it didn't take long to arrange 
matters.”

of an extinct volcano. “ You hate him ?” 
“I do. I loathe him from my inmost soul 
And, Ethel dtifieg, to-day com* the hour 
of my vengeance !” “ What would you do? 
Oh, Angie, pan»»—” “ We start at 1 o'clock.” 
"You do?'' “At 12.30 I’ll—” “You'll 
what? Oh, Angie, yon make me tremhle. 
You’ll—” “I’ll eat five of the biggest, raw
est. rankest, ruggedest onion* money can buy 
in Bradford !”

The History of a Kiss.
“Johnnie,” said a Second street girl to 

bashful company as they occupied remote 
ends of the sots the other night, “I tee by 
the Derrick that a lady, in New, Jersey 
104 years old, boasts of having been kissed 
by Washington.”

“Yes,” said Johnnie, “I saw it. too.”
“Suppose you were to become » great man 

like Washington ?”
“Well ?” said Johnnie.
“And I were to live to be 104 years old ?”
“Well r said Johnnie. *
“I couldn’t eay of you what the old lady 

«aid of Washington, could I ?"
Then he kissed her.

A recent Boston widower, eetaUiehmg com
munication with hia deceased wife by means 
of a medium, asked her if she was happy. 
“ Well, dear," the fair ghost is reported to 
have replied, i “It is very charming and 
lovely and all that here, «bjt -of course, you 
know, it isn’t Boston.”

“I’ll never apeak to Emma again,” said a 
spirited youn^lady. ‘1 Here I was preparing 
to make her green with envy by displaying a 
handsome new bonnet next week, and now 
the nasty, mean thing is parading about in a 
handsomer one than I oan afford. I really 
believe she got it to spite me !”

Mr*. Roebling, wife of the engineer ot the 
Brooklyn bridge, sent a pair of $3.000 ear- 
inn to Tiffany’» to be repaired. The Adams 
Express Company undertook to return them, 
but they were ioet or stolen. The receipt 
was for $50 only. Mrs. Roebling has sued 
both Tiffany and the Express Company.

“ My darling, you do not bestow upon me so 
mnch as you did beiore we were married,” 
remarked a pouting bride of four vests to 
her hnsbancl Don't I ?” “No, Charles, 
you do not : yon pay very little attention to 
me,” eaii his wite. “ Well, mv dear,” oh- 
served the wicked husband, “ did yon ever 
tee' A man run after a horse oar after he had 
caught iVT

“Are you not glad, Angie dear, that Will 
is to drive von to Limestone to-morrow ?" 
“Glad ?” said the willowy maiden, while a 
dark shadow passed over her" Grecian fea
tures. “Glad? . Ns* I hate hunt” The 
cruel words were hiaaad from her ruby line 
tike flashes of lava from It* blackened jaws

The Philosopher and His Wife.
He waa late, and he was not altogether e* 

he ought to hare been. He saw by the light 
in the window that she was waiting for him, 
and he trembled, well knowing that he 
merited severe rebuke. As he entered the
room the began : • • Thie is a nice time of-----”
“ My dear, he interrupted, “you can’t tell 
what I was—hie—thinking of just now. 
Rather what you reminded me of aa I came in 
—the lamp on the table and you sitting close 
to it. Yon and the lamp remind me of the 
philosophy of which Matthew Arnold ia the 
'poetle—yon and the lamp—see !” “No, I
don’t tee. This is a nice----- ” “ Well—hie
—I’ll «bow yon. Matther Arnold is the 
’poetle of sweetness and light. Well, yon and 
the lamp fill the bill—sweetness and tight. 
The lamp is the light and yon are the sweet
ness.” "You foolish fellow.” said she, with 
» smile, “ what are you standing there for ! 
Let me help yon off with yonr coat,”

Old Fashion Courtship.
A writer in the Home Journal believe» thst 

the old fashion courtship ia passing away, 
and after asking what are to be the regula
tions of courtship daring the transitional 
epoch, answers as follows ;—" Nominally and 
theoretically, the man still does all the court
ing. but really and practically women are 
taking the matter in - their own hands. 
Enough of the restraint of chivalry has re
mained to prevent them from openly pro
posing marriage to the object of their 
choice ; but there are a thousand ways in 
which a lady of tact may woo and yet not 
transcend the bound of etiquette. The present 
method is a hybrid between the one-sided 
courting of knightly days and the custom 
which will prevail when women have" their 
proper position in the perfected society in the 
future. In a word, courtship is now evidently 
drifting womanward, by which we mean that 
the ladies will constantly take a more and 
more active part in it, until in the day when 
woman shall have her rights, the most impor
tant of which is marriage, it will be as com
mon for women to offer their hsnfls to men 
as it is for men to propose to women. 0 
inoky day for bashful bachelors !”

Riding Habits "
Of course neat hobits can be made at boms 

in any of the-vanous kinds of cloth that sell 
at reasonable prices, but to be elegant and 
stylish the habit should 1f made by a tailoi 
to secure needful strength of finish and per
fection in fit. The material of which it it 
made should be either broadcloth, kersey, 
castor, or English melton, in black, navy 
bine, or hunter’s green, and costing anywhere 
from $4 to $15 a yard.

No trimming ia used upon the most stylish 
habit, bnt it can be bound with braid, corded 
or stitched, and the buttons are either of 
ivory or in lasting.

The riding skirt is much, shorter than it 
was a year or so ago and is cat graduating, so 
that the longest portion is where the length 
of the skirt is taken np in the mdrile. m.k.r.g 
it hang the same ail round. Trousers are 
made with the outside garments ; the riding 
boots have high tope, like those wom by gen
tlemen, with spurs, and the gauntlet gloves, 
nntMror jaetor, ate eithet jM»in or stitoW 
on the back.

The silk hat for ladies may be high, me
dium, or rather low in the crown, as may be 
becoming, while young ladies and misses 
often favour the jockey caps of velvet or of 
cloth, to match with the suit.

A fashionable riding habit complete can 
cost anywhere from $100 to $250, and good 
saddnte are sold at various prices, from $40 
to $1®, with whip and bridle.

Salts for Conn try Wear.
A suit for country wear may be of plain 

grey veiling, or the same material may be 
embroidered with designs of red flowers. The 
skirt is of plain veiling and plaited length
wise. A drapery of embroidered veiling 
forms the apron, which falls very long. , The 
waist is of embroidered veiling. The back is 
tailleur shape. The front opens over a vest jf 
the plain goods, which buttons straight down. 
Down the front and around the basque is a 
lace raffle. The elbow sleeves are slightly 
full on the shoulder, and open on'.the out
side of the arm. On the inside is* a bow. 
Around the neck is a very deep lace racking. 
The round straw hat .for wear srith this suit 
has a narrow brim. The crown ia covered 
with roses and nbbon loops. A very dressy 
tadet is of mushroom-coloured Chinese satin. 
Down tbe front of the skirt is a large panel 
trimming, over which are designs of embroi
dery in coarse thread. It is draped to form 
a point down the front. On the lower part of 
the skirt is a plaited satin flounce covered with 
guipure of mushroom-coloured thread. The 
long train, which is mounted very full to tbe 
lower part of the back, is rounded on the lower 
part, where it forms a fluted flounce. The 
satin waist buttons straight down the front 
The lower part of the basque is cut in points 
as far as the dart and then trimmed with 
thread guipure. The upper part of the waist 
forms a gmmpe which is fastened by bands 
of goods sewed on the inside, and trimmed 
with guipure of thread to match the other 
parts of the toilet The hack forms two 
United plaits. The elbow sleeves terminate 
in slight puffings of merveilleux, covered 
with laoe and drawn in at the wrist

“ What does the "Thmister sav of onr new 
hurying-ground?” asked Mrs. Hines of her 
neighbour. “He don’t like it alT; he 
asys he never will be buried there as long as 
he lives.” “Well,” says Mrs. Hines, “if 
the Lord spares my life, I will.”

CATARRH

SANFORD’S RADICAL CURE,
*he_Gre»t Balsamic Distillation of Witel 

American Pine, Canadian Fur, 
Marigold, Clover Blossom, Etc.,

Immediate Relief and Permanent Cura 
°* from a Simple Head

Sv-ri Lifluenza to the Loss of Smell. Taste, and 
Bronchitis, and Incipient Con

sumption. Relief in live minutes in any and 
every case. Nothing like it Grateful, fragrant, 
’lAc“?f0“e-., Cure begins from first application, 
(tiling ™pid* rtdl0“" Purmanent and neve:

One bottle Radical Cure, one box Catarrhal 
Solvent and Sanford’s Inhaler, all in one pack- 
“* forming a complete treatment of ail drug- 

i for $1. Ask for Sanford's Radical Cube. 
too and Chemical Co.. Boston.

Voltaic Electric 
Instantly affects 

reus System and 
Pain. A perfect 
Battery e„m- 

wlth a Forons 
for *5 cents. It 
an Pain, vitalism 

and Worn Out Parta 
- prevents Disease, 

the time than aaa 
Sold every where.

AGBICÜ1

THE PAT1

XxHKRRTBrrRG.—Is I 
manufacturedt Its " 
facturer's address,

Address Patterson !

SEEDS
Mkaford.—Can yoa tl 

seeds are I I get some I 
bought this winter, and f 
are wild tares, and — 
wild oats should I 
and oblige..

The seeds sent are < 
usually found in wild I 
are not careful they w| 
able annoyance.

PACKING

SUNDRIDLE — Will 
through your paper tli 
through the summer to 1

The following will | 
months :—To every 
breakfast cupful of qq 
quantity of salt. Pull 
tomed oval earthenwaj 
water to slake it ; wh 
the water and the 
thoroughly. Put the 4 
soon as possible after4 
them covered with wal

THE MESSES

Mr. Miles Langst 
following in reply to ■ 
issue :—“Messenger i 
land to the State of 1 
year 1800. An nn 
name of Clarkson had | 
was the most successfd 
bred the best stock 
I have heard my fath 
seen him in New Y"ork| 
years of age. Major 
brought a descendent | 
years since. Bioor bai 
I knew both horses, 1

CANADA AG|

The trial of ditch in 
announced to be hel( 
came off on the 1st, 1 
new State Fair gronnl 
public trial was held I 
the Ohio State Board| 
offered prizes for the i 
The following maehin 
tion, viz., Plumb’s sfc 
the Mettler tile-lsyil 
elevator ditching : 
ada ; the Nogar 
Millner ditcher, of" 
lain tile-laying machij 
thorough test the jnq 
prize to the elevator d 
factored by Wm. 
ada, ahd divided the | 
the Plumb steam dit 
chine. The elevator 
doubtedly deserved 
received, and was de 
lar machine with 
hibitor taking fifti 
ground for delivery I 
it made entirely of 
wheels, therefore , 
ness, and durability, 
ie a large wneel wit 
backets which fill i 
a spout, which leave 
and distance, to be 
light draught machin 
lbs. One man « 
of the ground, when i 
easily as a waggon. 
and hack in the 
depth desired by 

. inches, according to 
“It is the most pra 
to ■buy»’ “Anyone i 
and do good work.”! 
$1.206 cheaper than t" 
some of the ex_ 
in regard to this 
had used one of them ! 
had cat "200 rods, 2V| 

, ready for tile, in flu 
almost unanimous opil 
the lightest draught nl

The number present! 
net as large as expect 
season of the year i 
crowd varied from 10 
and going all the time! 
during the three dayT 
different persons were! 
entire grounds had 
el led, under supervisiez 
stakes driven at inter1 
ditches, marked 
elevation above tbe | 
depth of the ditch at 1 
extended across the eq 
in a straight line, an 
qmred to complete onJ

LITE

Prof. Miles claims tti 
wool weigh more than) 
sheep, pnt them in a I 
them over night, and! 
exude from the sheep J 
more than the dirt.

Farmers are not 
the shoeing of their 
smiths in these days 1 
prenticeship at this bj 
and are unable to do 
much difference in thel 
anything else, and a f 
valuable an animal to | 
from incompetent ho

The members of th j 
talked over the me 
food for fattening aw 
found peas equal to 
the quality of the 
swine fed op peas s 
made from corn, bnt j 
good. Another men 
peas as food for cowa 
increase the supply i

On the broad score < 
approve of the pra 
horning cattle. Bata 
we will give the methl 
curelv, at an age off 
with blunt-pointed hi 
dine hern until-it ie i 
head. It will “ kill j 
fore the animal win 1 
rudiment thereof, act! 
has been well or imp 
Bind over the seared j 
saturated with oik 
is said) suffer mnch : 
operation, except the | 
ing.—Breeder’s O-—"**

Feeding
Is early times the i 

fed their large Oonesd 
ground rye meal, mix) 
straw ; and they 
condition. We once, j 
onr teams upon pure, i 
mixed with eat hey, i 
feetly healthy and j 
factorily. Bnt we 
upon one kind of g 
because corn cone 
too little muscle 
always best to feed i 
ration. As a single i 
and corn are still bette 
ley, better still. And ( 
pint of linseed-oil 
will be found to pee l 
dition. One of the] 
food for horses, is f 
oats, and 100 lbe. < 
ami til ground 
portion of flax seedï 
fluence upon the 
constipation and

JUifc,
. ... ' , :


