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. THORNS AND ORANGE BLOSSOMS

CHAPTER XXXIV.—Continuéed.

“T can now the whole scene, We
! a clover meadow xnnd-r the
spreading boughs of some lime trees.
see ting sunlight on the grass, the

pink miy on the h :
white lambs at play ; I hear the sweet sing-
ing of the birds above our heads. I never
look at the lime boughs or the clover now.”

‘“‘He asked me to be his wife, and I said
* Yes’ gladly, willingly. Yes,  I—do not be
shocked, Violet—I flung my arms around s
neck, and iaid my head on his breast ; every
beat of my heart was his.

** We were 80 happy —oh Violet, so happy !
We quite forgot that I was the daughter of a
rich, fashionable lady, and that he was a pcor
soldier, with .little but his 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 parius ; 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.

** “My Jove she’s but 3 lassie yet,” Paal de-
Yighted in singing. *Your mother will be
-Y:” -{thntw must wait,” he sail tome
often. *

wiil not write to ber while ghe isin °

London ; I will wait until she comes home,
I can speak better than I write,’

* And - Violet, will yon lieve that, al-
though Iknew mamma, her ideas and pecu-
liarities, I never dreamed of her refusal ?

“*Then came a letter trom mamma to ine,
in which she told#ne the great news that the
Earl of Lester had proposed to my beautiful
sister Marguerite. I remember every word
of my mother’s letter,

*¢ “The match, though s magnificent one is
no more than I expected with Marguerite’s
serene grace and beauty. ‘And now afew
words for yourself, Monica. Hasten on with
your lessons, pay especial attention to deport-
meént and manners, for nexs season I shall
take you to town, and I shall expect you to
doeven better than your sister hasdone.’

** I read this to Paul. I put my armaround
his neck ; I drew his face down to mine and
kiszed it

“*I have done a thousand times better
than shecan everdo!’ I cried. ‘No girl in
the world is so fortunste as I am,’ g

** 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 miracunious. When 6 the moon shone I
went to the rnined arches, and we walked
there, talking always—oh, how bliad we

were !—always of the beaastiful future be- (

fore ua.
“Then my mother and sister returned.

| The Ear] of Lesfer came on a visit. Several

guests also arrived. We had a dinner party
the day afeer my mother’s rgturn, and the
rector was_ invited. I beard him telling my
mother about his handsome young soldier son,
and my mother said he must come and see her,
He was coming, although no one guessed his
errand. He came the nextmorning. 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. ‘Whata
poble head and face !’

**My own face burned, my foolish heart
beat fast. Ilonged tocry out that he was
my lover—my brave, beautiful young lover—
and that-be was going to marry me.

**T saw my mosher’s
and a horrible sense of
session of me,
is one of the shirew; : in
world. * Paul eame ap, 80 brave, so
handsome, so gallant, the sun shining on his
face and bair ; and, when he saw me—I was
standing next to Lady Belfour—such a lighs
came into his eyes that it was not difficnlt fo
guess our secret,

“My motoer received him very kindly,
though sbe did not ask him to stay. Lord
Leater was_ lmia.:le, .::d i ted ; all “tife
ladies  praised him, | how handsome
hewas. And it struck me—it may have been
my fancy, but it struck me that most of them
smiled just a little when they glanced at me.
He lingered, r boy, bat 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 :

* * Wilt you tell your father that, if he is
idling near the Castle to-day, I wish he wounld

*“I sbould imagine the honourable and
Reverend Hugh Caerlyon took those words as
@ royal command, for e came that same
afternoon. I learned afterward from Paal
what she had swid to him. She congrata-
lated him on his son’s good looks, and on his

pects, and then added with a smile—o)
iolet, my mother’s smiles make me tremi
at times!—that she had something very
egpecial to say to him.

**‘Yourson mustnotcome here, my dear Mr,
Caerlyon ; be is far to handsome, Although
I admit that he is brave, galiant, and, in<fact,
as fine a young man as one might wish to see,
still you quite understand that he wonld not
be eligible. I have two or three oung ladies
here with me whose mothers Kuve trusted
theft with me, aad I must not imtroduce an
ipeligible young Adonis like your son. Be-
sides, thére is my own daughter.’

‘* The good rector knew nothing of our mad
love affair, so thgt he did not look im th-
least degree guilty:

** * Perhaps you are wise,” said the rector 3
‘at the some time, you are rather hard. It
seems that my son’s good qualitics are the
cause 95 his- being deprived of your
society.

As & isely s0,” said my mother. Those
same good qualities render him a great deal
too charming.’

~-““Buat, Violet, before the rector reached
bhome ‘'my lover’s patience had give away.
He bad written a letter to my mother,

her bow dearly he loved me, and ask.
s {48 2 cloor Sod et do

X
"** The most terriblé moment in my life was
when my mother came to me, her fywe dark
with frowns, and that letter open in her
hands. :

'; “Will you follow me, Monica? she
said. |

** I knew that tone of voice well. It froze
the blood in my veins. Ssill, in my happy
1guorande, I said to myself that no one could
part me from my lover ; no matter what any-
one did, or.said, or thought, I could not be

d from him. My mother led the way to
own boadoir, the same pretty room you
were in yesterday. If she had sat down she
would have looked less terrible to me, There
she was, so 50 tall, so stately, hereyes
ﬂnhi,g ominously and dark frowns on her
brow." I remember, Violet, the very square
of carpet on which I stood ; I remember the
red rost that came peepingin at the window,
My mother looked at me for some minutes in
silence ; then she said :

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

‘! She placed my lover’s letter in my hands,
My tears feil upon it hot and fast. _I{"l 80
touching, so beautiful. I wondered that she
herself could read it withous tears. It told
bow he loved me and how every nope of his
bright, eager young life was wrapped up in
*“**T am trying,” repeated my mother, * not
to be m"'%v.m no?htoohuden
the faults and follies of yo How this boy
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send the letter to his fatl
to use a horsewhip.” -~ .

¢ *] love him mother,’ I gsid,
never love anyone eise whil ive,’

**She langhed, Violet—snech
hear it nowin my dreams, =’

** * A school girl of yoar age knows nothing
of love, shouid know s of 1
:ord hnhnot even add “M
ips; it bas not, indeed, I do notknow,
cannot tell what the world is goming fo when '
a child of your age talks about love. You
may be sure of this, that, if I hear the word
again, I willlock you up in_ your room, snd.
give you bread arnd water for a day ortwo to-
Dring you toyour senses. I will ask no gues-
tions ; perhaps, if Tknew the “Whole, truth, I
should be more di: , more angty than I
am. I willanswer this letter. -1 shall. tell
him that he must not ¢ome t6 the house
again. I should notlike to resors to stronger
measures, such as forcing Mr. Caerlyon to
resign the livingwhien is in your brother’sgift.
1 shall write to the young man aud ‘tejl “him
whas I think of his impertinence,”forbid him
to'return to the house, forbid him to speak to
you again, and, as 800D as our

us, we 50 mon
e
taken from my life. : y
mother’s face. There was no softe no re-
lenting ; it was so proud, so cold, so cruel,
that my heart Shonld 1 never seé my
brave young lover agsin? Ihave a fsint
recolletion of clinging 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; ¥ was
never conscious of anything but the one hor-
rible pain ; the one terrible blanki -~ As I re-
‘eovered, no one ever spoke to meof my laver;
I never heard his name.

‘““But I saw hum, Violes, once before we
leit Ryverswell—only once. Itdoes not mat-
ter how, I bave never seem him aince,
I was with mm npearly an hour. He
held me in "his arms, he kissed ' me,
and we swore to ‘be frne. to jgach
other until death. Violat, you musk not
think I am mad ; bus I feel Iie loving clasp
of those arms aud the warmsh of those kisses
now, We swore to be trge to each other,
and we shall each keep our vow. - I do not
think any two in the gorld Bave loved each
other as we do. It 18 all hopeless.. I know
that, after we reached Mount Avon, my
mother had many letters from him—1I know
that he wrote oiten to me ; but she returmed
all his letters unopened. I write to him
i whenever I have a charce of posting the let-
ters unknown to my mother. ‘You may think
| it wrong, Violet; I do_npt,+If there had

been anything against him gxcept his wans of
money, it would have been a diffierens thing ;
he is just, brave, and generous, with a scorn
for all- meanness. If thers was ome bloton
his character, one stain on_his fair name, it
‘wouid seem less unjust, less cruel ; but there
is nothing wrong, only that he has no money.
He is well-born, well-bred, he is a gentieman
and a soldier, he is brave and noble ; but heis

r-’l %

“* It seems very crnel,” said Violet, to whom
this love story was a revelation. * What
shall we do, Monica ?”’

** There is nothing to be done. I shall wait
for him and love him.ali my life, just as. he
wilk love and wait for me.”

~¢ And in the meantime ?” said Violet.

“In the meantime .heart is slowly

the best of 1. My mother made me go to
wmn Tidvh semd ARG o0

You are brighter and more piquant than your
sister ;' just now that kind of thing s nrore
in°vogue than mere beanty. - I sball expect
you to make a better matoh than Marguer-
Ate.”

¢ **And Violet,” continued Monica, with a
smile more sad than tears, ‘““strangc to :ay,
and just because I did not want t0 make con-
quests, I had a crowd of suitors. How I
hated them—savagely almost! I could never
find words cruel encugh _for them ; and they
liked it—absolutely Tiked it~ They uid{
was original, piguant, clever. They made me
the rage und the fashion, while I hated them,
My mother was delighted. She said her
daughters would marry better than any other
girls,” And, Vioiet, you ¢annot imagine what
kind of men féll in ‘love with me. It would
seem like vain boastingi’t 1%t you. A duke
proposed for me. Only imagine—I might
have been a duchess ! Mamha almost shook
me when I refused. A great American mil-
lionaire made me an offer, and she went near-
ly wild with delight 3hut I tell her each time
that a fresh suitor comes to me that I shall
live and die true to-Paul, 4

*‘This mortiing’] have had a letter from
him, and he says theére is a rumour thdt his
regiment, the Black Lancers, 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 his faée and die than
live fifty years without seeing him. There is
one consolatiogfor ux, whicn is that, thdagh
we are parted we have ample faich in each
other. My trust 1o Paul could never die ; his
in me, I am convinced, is equally firm. . Caa
you imagine what it is to love one man with
your whole heart, to have no other 1interess,
yet never to see him, never t0 hear his name,
to be with him only in dreams? Why, "Vio-
let, my life is full of pain, one long torture of
suspense! I have non'hope. Mamma 'will
neverrelent, never consent to my Warriage
with Paal. Only one thing could be of any use
to us ; but it will never happen. If someone
would die and leave Paui a largefortune, she
would withdraw her véto atonce.

‘*A year ago Panl wrote to me and sug-
ested that we should get: married at once ;
e said that when it was dome and beyond re.-

cail my mother would' forgive us ;' but how
conid Isay Yes’ his_career? How
could he keep a wife 3o would not bring him
one shilling, he whe- ficalty etough to
keep himseif? His father has little money to
-E.re; be can help bim only every now and
then. Do yon not see, Violet, ‘1 “shonid _be
only a drag anda burden? In fact Ilove him
too well to accede to that wish.

‘“Ibave no money.of my own,” Monijca
went on plamtively ; “ mamma has all. She
can either leave me a fortune or deprive me
of one. She wouid not, of course, give ‘me
one shilling if I martied Paul.  For-myself 1
do not mind poverty at ail; bat I cannot drag
him down into the depths. - "It would be sel-
fish and Ilove him better than myseif.”

‘Tt 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 18 doubly bard far me. . Just be-
cause I want no lovers apd do not wans
mamma ‘to’ think of magrimony * i con.
nection “with “me, I am overwhelmed
with offers; even our ifdl. Marguerite
never had so many as.1 have bad ; aud every
fresh offer makes my mother so angry,
Only last week phat tiresome oid Sir Thomas
Macintosh, who is said to be one of therich-
est men in } wrote t0 mamma, and

id ;M’\I énce 0 |
ropust i 1 bk soumdeea . talh: b bt
he wanted to marry

my
breaking. I hve my life, and I try to make | has been

: i Gy~ med g ol o]0
* < You kre not bes jihggmrit&” 80t
she said ; *but you bavea sty your own, |

and to' m"‘l te

hand, Violes had always in
sense of . Randoiph bad
No mm”'"m his object or

| what bis excuse, he bad deceived her, and

there was no posmbility of forgetting it.- In

M%{ never looked v into
her own she never 'u'kod.r{ {‘::o :
than she

¢ “ here other girls .:rvonld hﬁ:
been hPPJo 8, °'i"'."'° : }
training, was wretched. She longed for her
old oceupations ; she did not enjoy th life of
a fine hd!upll;_pho did not care for inxar-
ies ; she disliked army of servants, dis-
liked not bding able to wait on nerself—she
‘could hardly raise her hand to do anything
with.on‘: obsequious  attendant im-

. ies 4 £y oy 4

this so much. but, once at home, the dhz

from old habits was but too percepti
Above all she felt the loss of the grand old
garden. Certainly at Ryversdale there were
acres of land, conservatories, ferneries, forcing-
houaes, gardetis laid out in the most elaborate
Italian style, flowers of the richest and rarest,
{ruit of the most delicateand recherché kind ;
but there was nothing that could personally
interesy Her. ere were any number of
rdeners under the skiilful head gardener, &
tchman, who looked upon ovox leaf and
blossom as sacred, and strongly objected to
anyone else touching them. Violet never feit
at liberty to ramble through the weil-kept
fudem and gather fruit and flowers; she
onged for the quaint old-fashioned garden at

home, where she bad done as she liked.'

**I'should be much happier, Monica,” she
said, # 4%l %iad & piece of ground that was
quite my own, wherethe gardeners would
never' tileriere.”

And’Méhica answered quickly thatno time
shduld'bélost in gratifying her wish.

That w morning Monica sought her
mothér? " She was with. Randolph, looking
over some accounts, when her daughter
entered. In her desire to gratify her smster-
in-law, Monica forgot shat she might ran the
risk of vexing her motker, who was always
wretched when any one was especially civil to
Violet.

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

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

*“Ob, mamma, Violet is as bright as the
day,” eried Monica—**naturally, 1 mean!
But this morning she seems dull ; she misses
many things that she had at her own
home.”

The dowager’s answer was a scornfal laugh,
which brought a hot flush to the young hus-
band’s face and an angry light to his eyes.
He controlled himself. however, for he never
cared to be anything but respectfnl to his
mother,

*“Of course,” hastily added Monica, ‘it
will be quite differeat when Violet goes into
society. I can well imagine that just at pre-
sent she does feel dull and lomlyl.x‘ ll::ndoibh

busily engaged during the last week,
been much with her. t_'l!l'_o

; - ‘“,:“vi .lﬂ 2. h
she v‘;:d not  but Randolph looked up
nickly, - £
N bat is it?” he asked. *‘Tell me
Monica.” ' >

‘* She misses the garden at her.old home;
it seems that that was her chief delight,”

Lord Ryvers remembered it so well that his
face flushed. - It had been a very paradise to
him, and he was pleased that she thought
of it.

Moniea went oo ;£

_** These great ens here do not seem to
give ber much pl re. She has been sayin,
how much she wonid like a piece of groun
all her own, to grow what flowers and fruits
she likes. I think it is very natural; really
our gardens seem to be made more for our
gardeners than ourselves.”

**Of course she can have what ground she/
likes, and do as she likes with it, and in it,”
said Lord Ryvers.

**She will like to work in it herself,” re.
marked Mopica. ‘‘She likes to cultivate
flowers and take care of them.,”

** I will go outat once and and select a por-’
tion of the garden for her exclusive use,”
said Lord Ryvers “'I know exactly what
she wants and what will piease her, {sm 80
glad you found it out, Monica.” :

**1f your wife wishea also to keep a dairy,”
broke in the dowager, *you will make ar-
rangements for it, I presume? It is quite a
new thing for the ladies of Ryversdale to
work on their own land 1”

*“How bitterly you speak, mother !” cried
Randolph ; while Monica locked away witha
shrug of hershoulders tuat was far more ex-
pressive than words, :

** I'speak truthfully. 1T say thatitisa mis-
fortune when the mistress of a house li‘ie this
has such excessively plebian tastes; it i¥ more
unfortunate still when the husband en-
courages them,”

““1do not see how you can call the ocultiva-
tion of flowers a plebeian taste,” said Lord
Ryvers. ‘‘ Why, mother, I have seen you
yourseli busy ig the conservatory—busy, 100,
amongst your Mvourite roses!” -

*“ You pave 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 table. Tt
is quite a new idea to me, thought only
Wt women used the spade and the

oe.

*“You wilfully misunderstand, mother,”
declared Randolpb, angrily,  *‘If either of
my sisters had expressed such a wiso, you
would most cheerfully have acceeded to 1t.”
£ ““1t has ﬁoth{ng tolt'iro with me” said - the

owager, sharply, *‘The land, the un,

the bouse and all belonging to it, .ugrt;ondr:,
1t does not concern me in the least. You can
do woat you like with your own. I merely
warn you that your wife’s tastes are plebian,
and that, if you begwn to yield to them, you
will not know where tostop. 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 youaog
husband, gravely. *‘You -look with preju-
diced eyes at everything that Vielet wants
and wishes.”

*‘ Violet woufd have been much betfer left
where you found her,” said Lady Ryvers,
contemptuously. *‘You might as well at.
tempt to graft cabbhges on rose trees as to
make a lady of a %erwn Who has been ac-
customed to workiu gardens and daries,”

Randolph rose hastily from his seat, - This
Wwas more than he could bear, He relt that
his in:.ignntx::: mhngdly mastering him,
and that words wmight be said which nothi
could recali, o . 2 oWling

** Stay, Randolph I” eried her ladyship, in a
voice of authority. *‘Yon are goi-i of g:)nm
fo select a piece of ground to gratify this

that sb,?rd whim of your wife,”

- certainly, mother,” he i

el wish of Violet's shall be i

b it = e
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. CHAPTER XXXVL

Ryversdale looked very beautifal in its
autumn dress. The chrysanthemums were all
in flower, the  Castle 'gnrdm ‘being famous
for them, - Long befors their bloom had faded,
Violet, Lady Kyvers, had owmed to herself
that she was very unhappy. The dowager
had kept to her resolve—no visitors had been
asked to the Castle, no invitations issued as
yet. - Very little was known of Lord Ryvers’
marriage, very few people  bad heard of, it.
The newspapers were silent regarding it, and
most of the persons to whom it was mentioned
declared that it conld not be true, and refused
to believe it. The younglord rebelled agamnst
this state bf things. Still his mother had
asked him as & distinct, personal favour, to
keep his marriage a secret ior & short time, ai-
leging as her excuse that she wished Violet to
associate With herself and her daughters be-
for ‘she took ber part in the world. Lady
Ryvers had nointed out to him many little
deficiencies in Violet which could be rectified
only by atténtion end tramning.

‘* Yon maust pot take her into socie
she has been givilifed,” said her |
‘‘unless yon wish to brand her and yourseif
too. If you introduce hunilu"‘ she - is to
the world, every one wi
madé a mesalliance,”

** Wiiatis the matter with Violet, mother,
that you are always finding fault with her?”
asked the ypn* ford. p

“Your wife’'s greatest fanlt is that
she is  perfectly and undisguisediy
natoral,” 'said “her: ladyship. ¢ bas
not been trained in any way ; she
does what she hkes, she says what she
thinks.” -

** And why not ?” asked Lord Ryvers. Ses-
e e T e s g e
and graceful, er tioughts
tiful, why should she not do tgom, whym

express them 2. ¥ 4

** If she goes in iety, she must conform
to the rules of socieky,” said Lady Ryvers
‘*and you know how utterly out of p{wa

.;
erfectly natural ‘woman 8. Violet—how I
T e T

iusiorn 2 i
disposed fo think that we should be
much néarer Heaven than we are
turned Lord Ryvers. * DaI understand yon
rightly, mother, that my witeis not fitted for
society until she has learned to move artifi-
cially, tn'rut' untruthfully, to conceal her
thoughts?” = =
ou wilfplly misunderstand me,” said
her ladyship, . “*T repeat that your wife 1s
not fit to go inte-sdtiety until she understands
its laws and rales.”

“‘And those; you and my sisters are to
teach her ?” said ‘Lord Ryvers.

“She cah ‘learn them from us, if she
chooﬂ” answered her ladvship, proudly.
** I shall not condescend to give her lessons.
Marguerite is considered a periect model of
good manners; Monica, too, although some-
what animated, is very charming. When did
Marguerite ever hurt anyone with an un-
pleasant trath, or disturb the polished surface
of society. by one word out of place? Did you
ever hear Marguérite express any raptures ot
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 as well transform herself
into & marble statwe,” said Lord Ryvers.
““The very beauty of Violet’s face is the
change of expression, the light that comes
and goes in her eyes, the rose bloom that
changes in her face. - Her eyes fiil with tears
of pity, her lips laugh sweetly when she is
P! ; & hundred tender thonghts at times
lrenk in her face, her very glance denounces
all things mean—and yet you wish her to be
like Marguente!- You may say what you
will and think what you will, but I am quite
sure thas the world—at least, thgqmen of the
world-—will nevér look at Margnerite when
Violetisnear. Opétirésintimeofeventhe most
beautifal marble statue ; one never tires of a
beautiful, intelligent, animated woman,*

““ Your sister should be flattered,” said toe
dowager, haugitily. - **I have given yoa the
best advice I can; you must please yourself
about following it.” :

Partly because he wished to conciliate his
mother, and partly because he thought there
might be some liftle truth in what she said
Lord " Ryvers consented that some weeks
should pass beiore his marriage should be
made public. He rep of this concession
to his mother’s wish most bitterly afterward. i

Her ladyship was possessed by the notivn
that the marriage cculd be mn:ﬁad 3
was to gain time, She fervently hoped to
prejudice her sop t%mnst bis wife, and, if she
conld not do that, she had made up her mind
to a certain coutle. ‘She would write to one
of the most famous lawyers in England, and
ask if there was'no flaw in the marriage. If
there were one, 3he would make her son take
his choice of'-minllmg his marriage or givin
up his mother, “** If he can do it, nmflwiﬁ
not,” she yowed to bertell, I will never see
him ‘or spesk %0 bim again, If it cannot be
annulled, T shall insist on living with them,
and she shall never have any authority in this
house.” A =2

And in the meantime she made Violet suffer
as moch as possible. If she could: have
guessed at the’thoughts that went through
the girl’s mind, she would have been more
mereifal,, Thevsmallest thing, the lightest
word ' gave hér sbme pretexs for cruelty to
Violet. As arule, the girl resehted it, but
showed. her anger by proud silence ; at other
_times, when'she feit tired or unbappy, she
wonld weep bitterly. - -

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

““I do not like your dress, Violet,” said the
Countess of Lester, who, according to “her
Migbt, was endeavouritig to form tne mind
the taste, and the manners of her sister-in-

| law. ~ **1t does not sait  style,”
A el e T

*I hardly knew:
Violet, ** when that was sent home. Ishould
not have - {phullgndmwnumuhof
dress then as’1 do mow.”

L aly jught. the instinot for true

oo rigl i i the dowiger, s

know you have '

12k et

her idea |

"3 consida .o et

i

,“Yonrliﬂynﬂg’;;." *
me,” sad Vi “and w
‘“, i ‘d:'c' ‘* and e

1 ] own room; and her
! . grew, with every hour. . - ]
ie dowager never an inity of
makiog her feel her position, ber son's
presence her ladyship exercised some little
control over her words, bat not when he was
absent, She then made no attempt. to con-
ceal her bitter disappointment with regard $o
her son’s marrisge ; she never lost an oppor-

| tunity of taunting her with i¢,

the
;'l:m of his prospects, the utter spoiling of his

.

All these taunts seemed to set Violet’s
hurt-lgl.iuthh;r bnlblnd.h %:u; f:;nd her
Qne morning in her roomn, her iful eyes
half drowned in tears, her lovely face pale
and troubled. He caught bor in his arms and
clas her to his breast ; he kissed the white
eyelids and the quivering hips. ;

** You have been cr{ilg. my darling,’”’ he
said. “* Tell me why; i well know. You shall
not shed any tears. You shall not be troubled,
or vexed, or grieved. Whatis it?”

- But she would not tell him. Tortures
voglgmhycdm?ﬁom from Ber.

| She had been nobly loyal to her resolve. She

o o

‘proud of |

ve, al-

some scathing

r, some cruel insult

would send. ber, flushed and quivering with
rage, from the room.

* You shall not be annoyed, Violet,” cried
Lord Ryvers. *I insist upon telling me
what is the matter. You are the dearest ob-
jectin life to me : your happiness is my first
thought, and always shall he.”

For once the giri’s pride and courage broke
down utterly,

**Ob, Randolph,” she cried, bitterly, ‘' why
did you marry me? You knew the difference
W i exin:{bewoen our positions m life ; I
dif wot. Why did you marry me!” she
reiterated. .

*“To make you happv—and I mean to do
80,” he answered. ‘' Violet, every tear of
yours is rending my heart.”, ® ”

* Why did you marry mE’r‘nglx did you

T

bring me here ? I hate it 5 all never
be happy ! ' 1t was a cruel thing of you to do,
You must have known tbat xog}mm and
sisters would never like me I? ;,,

(To be Continued).
THOSE HORRID MEN.

* When does a man resemblé a seamstress 2"
“When he hems and haws aond rips and
h.n‘ ”» ‘ £

“ What is it'that you like about that girl "
asked one young man of another. ** My arm,”
was the brief reply.

He would not marry her because she had
false teeth, But when his wife kept him
awake for nights with toothache ahd neu-
ralgis, he wished he had, ’

A her writes :—‘‘Do on¢e in a
while let your husbacd have the last word ;
it will gratify him and be no particnlar Joss to
you.” And ye§.they say Solomon was the
wisest man. :

_ If a man wants peace to reign in the house-
hold he shonid sount ten before upo_lkin.’ at
fimes when he feels as if bie clothes don’s fit
him." "And on days when the kitchen stove
dGégn’t araw he should connt 480, *

.An esteemed contemporary containe an
article entitied ‘‘ How to Make a Wife In-.
sage.” Te teil her she must make over her

eat's. dress for a new spring costume is

BREE:, 5 o g e it

his wife suddenly opened the door and sternly

said :—** A presty plight your in! Haveyou

loss all semse of shame?” ‘‘Guess ‘not, my

dgar,” he stammered ; ‘* don’t seem %o miss
anything but the (bic) keyhole.”

A close observer telis us that when yoa see
a man operating with a needie and thread on-
& trowser button you can easily tell-whether
he is single or married, 1f he uses a thimble
he is married, but if he pushes the end of the
needle againat the wall and pulls it sirough
the button with his teetl, you may safely bet
that he is single.

*“‘Yes,” said Fogg, *‘Dr. Piliroller it a
brave man, no doubt, but he carries his
bravery too far. He is foolhardy, sir ; never
saw 50 rash a& man. Called him to see Mrs.
F. to-day, and he actually asked her let
him see ner tongue! Fact, sir. T wolida’s
have believed that any living man would
bave had the courage 0 meet that tongue of
hers.”

At a large dinner party in a certain city
lately, frosty weather had done considerable
duty in snppl{ing ccaversation, when a
plomp, happy-lookiog married lady made a
remark gbout co'd jeet. ‘*Oh, surely Mrs.
——, you are not troubled with coid feeg #”
said a lady oppositéf  Amidst an awful pause
she naively answered, " Yes, indeed, I am*
much troubled—but then, they are hot my
own,”

FASBIONABLE.

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 sance spoon.
You know that it's fashionable now to wear
old family plate,”

Flamley :aid nothing more, for he knew
that it was umnece; to argue with his
wife. The nexs night he asked his wife to at-
tend the theatre with him, and again she put
on her spoon. After awhile ey came
out'with an enormous butcher-knife. on his
shirt front. P ged

**My gracious, Henry, what is that 3"

¢ This was my grandfather’s butcher-knife.
Iv's fashionable now to wear—”

“I’ll take off the spoon.” -

‘“All right. Off goes the knife,”

Errs’s Cocos.—GRATEFUL AND cOMFORT
1ve,—“*Byathorough knowledge of the natur
al laws which govern the cpesation of digéstion
and nutrition and by a carefnl application of
the fine properties of well-selected Ce
Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast tabies
with adelicately flavoured beverage which
may save us many heavy dm?{l:ﬁl. Itis
by the judicious use of such articles of dfet
that a constitution may be gradually builf up
until atrong onough to resist every tendency
to disease, Hundreds of subtle maladies are
floating aronad us ready to attack wherever
there¢ is a weak pomnt. We may escape
many a fatal shaft ' by keopi oar-
selves well fortified with pure bl and a

roperly uourisbed - -frame. "—Civil
5mu¢, —Made simply with boiling water or
milk, Sotd only 1 Packets and Tins (} 1b
and Ib). by Grocers, labelled—** Jamus Epps
& Co., Homeopathic Chenusts, London. ? 2

The cook employed by King John, of Abys-
synia, is chosen from the native priesthood,
and takes rask among the greatest digni-
taries of the oourt; but, on the other hand
is bound on pain of death to lead an irre-

achable life in every way, aud, worse still,
18'never allowed to marry. At the Court. of
Siam the present head cook

sister of the king's ph

pared the food duﬁn«{ for the

shé seals it up in separate packets
it across the river to tiie palace,
handed over to the :

successively 2

[ womans

niture for the new Milan straws in cham-
- pignon.

—- — o —

What He Said,
et o that wats peid.

.

o
S
. HAe .

But it wasn’t till after milking
be said what he had to say.
How wasit? Oh! Kanny bad tal
g Aol T
o fun rogue of a fellow—
He had a new tooth that day.
We were ttundmi under the plum tree,
"And Richard said something low,
But I was tired and flustered,
And trembled, I aimost know ;
For old Red is the hardest of milkers,
And Brindle’s 8o horribly siow.

And that—let me see—where was 12
Oh! the stars grew thick overhead,
% We LWo $tood und

e o
Fashion Notes,
Even for the listle people there are dainty
seamless and Robinson Crusoe parasols,

_Beather in bloom will be a favourite gar-

* Spring wraps are as ornamental as possible,
ﬁﬁst hmg::mhm of three differ-
ent materials, - :

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

A young bride claimed that her husband
Was & model man. And he was. His occa-

pation was making ‘dummies- for clothing
stores.

It doesn’t cost much to get married in New
Jersey. The license fee is only 12 cents. But
six States, including Penusylvania, have
neither license nor fee. A

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

Ladies who have a liking for hats worn
over the forehead will be glad to learn that
the old  favourite, the Eﬁglilh walking hat,
i3 likely to be revived-this spring.- The brim
is about the same as of old.

Daggersare the fetocious class of ornament
most atfected on bonnets this season. The
handles are ornamented with crosses, cres-
cents, crooks, etc,, and many bave Rhinme-
stone settings. Buckles and slides, however,
still hold their prestige where large loops of
velvet or velvetare used.

A hat that is certain from its jaunty ap-
pearance to find favour with young ladies has
& squate crown dnd a wide brim, looped one
side and faced with leaf brown velvet.
of velvet ribbon form a rosette in fromt of
the crown, and two ostrich tips of thefavour-
ite beige it fall gracefully at the side.

Short, eomtglct styles are the fashion in
earrings, with single stones set very lightly.
Plain or frosted ialls, small daisies, butter.
cups, ete., are quite popular. Heavy, long
earrings are entirely out of style, and many
ladies do not have their ears pierced, but
{:&n the ring with a small screw on the

The Mother Hubbard wrapper bas become
80 firmly fixed in the affections of the femi-
nine portion of humanity that it would be
dafficult #o dispiace it, yet the Princess style
i nesater and more becoming for house wear.
The Mother Hubbard, however, is cool and

t for summer, and can be delted in at

waist if desired, thus removing in a great
measure 188 untidy appearance. :
e e
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of age. : .
newsgirls are slangy and bold, and

are crowding out the newsboys.

Clara Barton has reached New . Orleans,
having distributed great stores of aupplies to
flood sufferers all along the Mississippe:

While her arms were in the sua¥thother
day a Rockland, Me., washerwoma#h Yeeeived
the welcome news that she had ihkhéfited 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

e complexion. There is more bloom even
1n the east winds of Boston, he says.

1 think I shall educate my daaghter for
an actress,” said a fond mother., *‘I know
she will be grand in emotional scenes. Why,
you'! odight just to hear her rave when some
trifling shing occurs to anger her.”

A French philosopher says a woman may
love or hate, but she can never be indifferent.

be 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 yonni lady who is learning music says
that she heard that fish is a good dish for
people who write stories, and wants to know
what would be -a per dish fora person
studying music. e should say a note meal
diet would be excellent. .

The Swiss embroideries this season are ex-
quisite in desigm on the fincst and sheerest of
fabrics. Floral designs seem to be tie
favourite patterns and are brought out so
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; but they
never speak as shey go by.

“Oh.” said a Boston girl, *“he sent me
sucha perfectly lovely bouguet. It was all
tuberoses in the centfe, with mignonette
round that, and light pinks ontside. Oh,it
was perfectly lovely, and Ikeps itfa whole
week, and then I put it on mother’s grave.”

** How did you come to get married?”
asked a‘man of a very homely friend. ‘*Well,
you eeéf"™ he replied, ““after I'd vainly tried
% win several girls that I wanted, I finally
turned my attention to one that wanted me,
atd then it didn’t take long to arramge
matters.”

A recent Boston widower, establishing com-
munication with his deceased wife by means
of a medium, asked her if she was happy.
“ Well, dear,” the fair ghost is reported to
have replied, | *‘it is very charming and
lovely and all that here, ybat -of course, you
know, it isn’t Boston.”

““T’ll never speak to %mmsltgain,” said a
spirited youn y. ' Here I was preparin
tgl mlk'eyher ggFeen with envy by dis;p:llying §
handsome new bonnet next week, and now
the nasty, mean thinyg is parading abous in a
h er one than I canafford. I really
believe she got it to spite me !” .

Mrs. Roebling, wiie of the engineer ot the
Brooklyn bridge, sent a pair of $3.000 ear-
ings to Tiffany’s to be repawred. The Adams
Express Company undertook o return them,
but they were iost or -El’:n. The receipt
was for 3500111)'. Mrs, bling has sned
bath Tiffany and the Express Company,
~_** My darling, you do not bestowupon me so
much y“ .you did berore we were marriod.”
remarked a pouting bride of four vears to
her hus “Don's 17" “No, Charies,
do ngt ; you pay very little attention to
his wite.  ** Well, my dear,” ob-.
" wicked husband, **

About Women,

is %0 drive you to0 -

“*Are you ot glad, Augie dear, that Witl |
Limestone to-morrow ?” |

of an extinet voleano, g/ :"‘Yon hate him?
“Ido. Iloathe him from my inmost soul.

And, Etbel, darling, to-day comes the hour
vengeance !’ . ** What would you do?
ngic,pn_-—’.'.“We startat 1 o'clock.”

“Af 1230 I'll-" “You'll
what? Ohb, Angie, you make me tremble,
You'll-” “I’li eat fiveof the biggest, r;w-
est, mkat,'rugpd‘ est onions money can buy
in Bradford !” :

* The History of a Kiss,
“Jobnnie,” said a ' Second street girl to
bashful conmipapy as they’ occupied remote
ends of the sota the other might, *‘I see by
the Derrick that a lady: in New, Jersey
iOG years old, boasts of hawving been kissed

wuhm' gtnn »
y“Yea_." said Johnnie, “I saw if, too.”
“Su you were to become a great man
like Washington 2
“Well ?” said Johnnie.
“And I were to live to be 104 years old ?”
“Well ’ said Johnnie.
*I couldn’t say of you what the old lady
said of Washington, conld I?”
Then he kissed her,

D ee———
The Philosopher and His Wife.

He was late, and he was not altogether ag
be ought to bave been. He saw by the light
in the window that she was waiting for hum,
and he trembled, well knowing that he
merited severe rebuke. As he entered the
room she began : **This is s nice time of —
‘* My dear,” he interrupted, * you can’s tell
what I was—hic—thinking of just now.
Rather what you reminded me of as I came in
—thne lamp on the table and you sitting close
toit. Youand the lamp remind me of the
philosophy of which Matthew Arnold is the

tle—you and the lamp—see!” “No, I
m’: see. Thisis a nice——" ** Well—aic
—Tll show goun, Matther Armold is the
rﬂ-‘ Of swestness and light. Well, you and
y lamp fill  thet ; and light.
The lamp is the Ij and you are the sweet-
ness.” *“You foolish fellow.” said she, with
a smile, ** what are you standing there for ?
Let me help you off with your coat.”

s
Old Fashion Courtship,

A writer in the Home Journal believes that
the old fashion courtship is passing away,
and after asking what are to be the regula-
tions of courtsmp during the transitional
epoch, answers as follows :—** Nomiaally and
theoretically, the man still does all the court-
ing, but reaily and - practically women are
nﬁing the matter  in. sheir own hands,
Enough of the restraint of chivalry has re-
mained to prevent them from openly pro-
posing marriage to the objeot of their
choice ; but fhere are a thousand ways in
which & 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
Froper position”in'the perfected society in the
uture. Inaword, courtship is now evidently
drifting womanward, by which we mean that
the ladies will constantly take a more and
more active 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 hands to men
as it is for men % propose to women. Q
lucky day for bashful bachelors !”

Riding BHabits,

Of course neat hobits can be made at home
in any of thesvarions kinds of cloth that sel
at reasonable prices, but to be elegant and
stylish the habit should be made by a tailor
to secure needful stren, of finish and per-
fection in fit. The material of which 1t ic
made should be either broadcloth, kersey,
castor, or English melton, - in black, navy
blue, or hunter’s green, and costing anywhers
from $4 to $15 a yard.

No trimming is used upon the most stylish
Babit, but 1t '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 i
Was & year Or 80 ago-and is cut graduating, so
that the lonpest portion is'where the i
[ of the skirt is taken up in the saddle,

it hang t ail round.

cloth, to mateh with
A fashonable riding

try 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 ve: ing
forms the apron, which falls very long. , The
waist is of embroidered veiling.” The back 1s
tailleur shape. The front opens over a vest of
the plain goods, which buttons straight down.
Down the front and around the ue is a
lace ruffle. - The elbow sleeves are slightly
full on the shoulder, and open on_the out-
side of the arm. On the 1nside is a bow.
Around the neck is a very deep lace ruching.
The round straw hat .for wear with this suit
bas a narrow brim. ' The crown is covered
with roses and nibbon loops. A very dressy
et is of mushroom-coloured Chinese satin.

wn the front of the skirt isa large panel
trimming, over which are designs of embroi-
dery in coarse thread. It 1s draped to form
a point down the front. ' On the lower part of
the skirt is a plaited satin flounce covered with
guipnre of mushroom-coloured thread. The
long train, which 18 mounted very full to the
lower part of the back, is rounded on the lower
part, where it forms a flated flounce. The

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 guimpe which is fastened by bands
of goods sewed onthe inside, and trimmed
with guipure of thread to match the other
of the toilet. The back forms two
uited plaits. The elbow sleeves terminate
in slight puaffings of merveilleux, covered
vith%p.os and drawn 1n at the wrist.

““What does the “inister say of our new
burying-ground ?” asked Mrs. Hines of her
neighbour. *“He ‘don’t Jike it all; he
says he never will be buried there as long as
he lives.” **Well,” says Mrs. Hines, **if
the Lord spares my life, I will.”

SANFORD'S RADICAL CURE,
The Great Balsamic Distillation of Witeh

Hazel, American Pine, Canadian Far,
Marigold, Clover Biossom. Eto,,

Nl
appiication,
%, and never

satin waist buttons straight down the front.

AGRICUJ

THE PATTEI

AMHERSTBURG.—Is
manufactured + If sg
facturer’s address.

Address Patterson :

SEEDS F(

MEAFORD,—Can you
seeds are? I got some
bought this winter, and
are wild tares, and wil
wild oats sbould I s0W
and oblige: .

The seeds sent are o4
usually found in wild

are not careful they
able annoyance.

PACKIN

SUNDRIDLE — Will
through your paper
through the sammer to

The following will

—To every @
cupful of gq
quantity of salt. Puf
tomed oval henwag
water to slake it ; whe
the water and the
thoroughly. Put thed
soon as possible after
them covered with wa

THE MESSEN

Mr. Miles Langstaff
following in reply t0 8
issue :—*‘ Messenger ¥
land to the State of N
year 1800. An unel
name of Clarkson had
was the most successfgl
bred the best stock 3
I have heard my fathe
seen him in New York
years of age. Major
brought a descendent
years since. Bloor hal
I knew both horses, th

CANADA AG

The trial of ditching
announced ¢5 be held
came off on the 1st, 29
new State Fair ground
pubiic trial was held
the Ohio State Board
offered prizes for the g
The following maching
tion, viz., Plumb’s ste
the Mettler tile-laying]
elevator ditching ma
ada ; the Nogar mach
Millnér diteher, of “Of
lain tile-laying machi
thorough test the jud
prize to the elevatord
factured oy Wm. Re
ada, ahd divided the
the Plumb steam dit:
chine. The elevator
doubtedly deseryed #
received, and was de
lar machine with
hibitor taking fiftd
ground for delivery
s made entirely of
wheels, therefore gon
ness, and durability,
is a large whaeel witi
buckets which fill with
a spout, which leaves
and distance, to be fj
light dranght machi
Ibe. One man can easl
of the ground, when
easily as a waggon. I
and back in the
depth desired by tind

~ _inches, according to

*“It is the most practi
W0 Hav®  “Anyone 4
and do good work.”
$1.200 cheaper than th
some of the expressioy
in regard to this ma
had used one of them
had cut 200 rods, 2%
., ready for tile, in fis
almost unanimous opi
the lightest draughs nd
The number present
net as large as expectd
season of the year 3
erowd varied from 10
and going all the time
during the three day
different persone were
entire grounds had
elled, under supervisig
stakes driven at inter
ditches, marked wisi
elevation above the
depth of the ditch at
extended across the eq
in a straight hine, an
quired to complete on

LIVE }

Prof. Miles claims th
wool weigh more than
sheep, put themy in a
them over night, and
exude from the sheep
more than the dirt,

Farmers are not ca
the shoeing of their
smiths in these days h
preaticeship at this b
and are unzble to do
much difference in the
anything eise, and 3
valuable an animal to
from incompetent hor

The members of tha
talked over the meri
food for fattening sv
found peas equal to
the quality of the p
swine fed oh peas
made from corn, but
good. Another memb
peas as food for cows
increase the supply an

On the broad score d

" approve of the practig

horning cattle. Bus

we will give the methl
curely, at an age of
with blunt-pointed h
ding . hora-until 1t ie o
head. It will * kill
forethe animal will b
rudiment thereof, ae
has been well or img
Bind over the seared j
satarated with oil,

is said) suffer much 3
operation, except the
ing,—Breeder's Gazeth

Feeding W
Ip early times the
fed their large Cones
ground rye meal, mix
straw ; and they kel
conaistion. We once,
Our teams upon pure,
mixed with cus hay,
feetly healthy and pen
factorily. But we d
upon one kind of grais
because corn contail
too little muscie forf
aiways best to feed
ration. As asingle#
and corn arestill be
ey, better suill. A
pmt of linseed-ail
" will be found fo
dition, Oune of ]
food for horses, is 80(
~ osts, and 100 lbs. of!




