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& CHAPTER XLIL

“* Look !” said Violet—and she held out »
$hin, white band to Mrs. Carstone—** you sée
I have done it myself. If a judge or 5 OF
whoever ?IM cases, can u‘ "ﬂut am
not marriéd, ‘I can say so myself.

The hand she held out had no weddin
ring on it. She had removed it, and seeme
to consider that she had by that means in
some degree re

*“My dear Violet.” said the kindly mis-
tress of Ingleshaw, *‘ how foolish are |
Nothing so srifling can undo a marriage.”

“Iused to think so,” n):li«l Vi:.lr ; “ but
if Lady Ryvers, with her Queen's
cqunsel, can manage it, why shoald not I?”

**I wish you shink differently of
your husband,” said Mrs
pot wonder that  yon be
angry with the dowager Lady Ryvers;
see no cause for i her o

wife, was in her eyes.
hpgnu‘dutby which Violet
' sn et e GRS O
vou have gone ar s
should you have done,” asked Mrs.
“iivohldnot:hct?" e N .

“1 camnos ,” she rep “] am
thankful to HeaVen that I met you,Mrs, Car-
stone; I could not have found a kinder
friend.”

“1 shall never rest,” declared the elder
lady, *‘until we are friends again with that
handsome young husband of yours., I shall
never forget the way in which he watched you

always.” S5
"ﬁohuhoked his last on me,” said Vio-

lot,

She -had refused to be called *Lady
Ryvers” ; she would not hear the name.

‘“ My husband’s mother wished to deprive
me:of it,” she said scornfully ; ** I will give
itupnow of my own free will. I will be
Viznt Beaton for the rest of my life.”

*‘ You-are very wilful, Violet,” remarked
Mrs. Carstone, ** and some day you will most
surely be sorry ior the way in which you
have given up your husband.’

The mistress of w was much
amused when she saw how untiringly Violet

over the newspapers. She, who had

y heard the word *‘ divorce,” now read

most of the divorce reports which appeared

in the newspapers; but t them all

there was no dispute between husband and
wife like her own.

Those days at Ingleshaw were not alto-

.

un nt.

“ How little I dreamed,” said Violet to
Mes. Carstone one morning, ** that I should
ever seek a refuge with you! ,How we talked
about Ingleshaw ! How I wondered where
you would find room for all the things Mr,
Carstone and Mr. Oscar bought! ' Now they
do mot seem 50 many, because your place isso
imge.”

Mrs. Carstone was very proud of her beau-
tiful home. 1t was strange that Violet; who
bhad so deeply resented the dowager Lady
Ryvers’ pride in Ryversdale, never grew
angry with her hostess. She had declined
with haughty pride to examine the family
tr as Ryversdale. She did not careto
see -the silver goblet from which Queen
Elizabeth drunk, She did not care for
the old -si{ver caodlestick nsed :by. Maeie
Svuars. would not even At am -
missal that had belonged to the Merrie. Mon-.,
srch, These things had no value in her eyes;
but, when Mrs, Carstone took her to see the
various treasures of Ingleshaw, she was de-

[~ ** But you will so0a tire of the
‘jhawe chosen to fill,” she N "

lighted with them—she, who had been so
impatieat with the pride and hauteurof Lady
Ryveps. simply laughed at the pride of Mrs.
Carstpne,

The days passed pleua.ntl-y because she |

could forget all abous Ryversdale, Mrs.
Carst, was ap ‘excellent hostess; her one
one idea was to make Violet happy. No one
knew her ; she was always addressed as Miss
Beaton. She was much beioved by all the
household ; her beautiful iface won eir
hearts. Her manner was 80 kind and gentle ;
they wished madam had such a danghter;
they wished their young master would bring
home such a wife,

While the hot resentment and anger burned
in Violet’s heart, no softening thought ot her
husband came to her—she did not miss his
love, his caresses. his.attentions ; but aiter a
time she grew restiess—nothing more than
that—restiess in body and mind. She could
not remain long in one place. She wandered
from room to room, from house to grounds,
from field to forest ; she wandéred on the
terraces, in the picture galleries ; there was
mever any peace or rest on her beautiful face,
It was the sime with all her employments.
Ii she sat down to the piano, sherose in a few
minates to find a book ; if she took a volume
and Mrs, Carstone thought she was going to
read, the book would be laid down or exe

3 ed for something else.

‘ 1s it her beart or her conscience ?”, the
ksndly lady asked herseli. She could mot
possibly think she had done right; yet she
seemed to be upheld by some lofty sense of

ide.
lmlDo ﬂou never think about your hus-
band ?* Mrs. Carstone asked her onme might.

**Yes, of gourse I do,” she replied.

*‘ Do you miss him "’ her friend pursued.

““Ido not wish tospeak about him,” Violet

answered, quietly,
**He must be ver unhnpgz;: said Mrs,
Carstone ; “* he loved you so ly. -And he
does noteven know wherevou are, Hefust
be in great saspense and distress.”

“J awish,” emed Violet, m&h’euﬂy, ¢ you
would not taik abeat him ! let

the love of man? Whatif he
ing to gaive up the whole world

Whatgif he bad surrounded her
rith loving care and sweet observances? In
against him she would notremem-
/things, He had deceived her, and
t the great shame of her life

bardened her heart against him ; she
not remember his care and his love.

§2ii?5§€~ig
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or ” the continued. ‘I
should ha:,.‘u’huoon %0 do so if I had
nof met my husband. There is no great
bardehip in doing it now.”

** Perhaps Ryvers may not like it,”
said Mrs. Carstone. ‘‘To my owa .,
that seems much worse than living with us,

' He worked himself—worked hard at
painting !” she i *I must do_ some-
thing. Evenif I' I wounld not live on
your charity, Mrs. Carstone,

- Yoalh'z:ld

anyone else,
and I will be very kind to

I know that ; but it would not do. Iam
quitesure that, if everit came to ‘my hus-
baad’s g he would not a ve of it.
Help me in another fashion, dear Mrs.

Try to find a situation for me, I
;onldmhub—!do;\othw _ m;.h'
should make a good companion. - you
i find me such a sitaation

" i vy e i ki
Carstone, g 8t ber.
*Ido mdeed,” Violet assured her.

a friend of hers, who has bm

a companion and who is giving up the sita-

atien, to find a successor. h

“What a strange thing!” said Violet,

never guessing that 1t was the pointing of the
finger of Fate. 3

CHAPTER XLIIL

Violet had little difficulty in obtaining the
:‘hnﬁm o::ich Mr:l.l grlhm had referred.
rs. made e necessary
ments for her, and it was settied that Se
was t0 go to Queen’s Elm in the following
week. ¢
She had resumed her maiden name; she
would not assume any alias. Justas she had
taken off her wedding ril:g and placed it
away, 80 now she laid aside the name that she
disliked and resumed that of her parents.
T:lehdo'ngc and :dor‘:hildmwmhd to
aunul ber marriage, a ey grati-
fied : she would annalit herself. Deepdown
in her heart lay the tirm conviction that no
buman power could undo a marriage, that it
could be dissolved only by death} bat, if the
dowager aud her children liked to speak of
marriage as though it were a ceremony to be
set aside at will and pleasure, let them. She
would adopt the same view, and so free her-
self, »
Mrs. Carstone listened, as she did to every-
thing Violet said, with a smile. She made no
further attempt to e, t0 remonstrate, or
to interfere. She hﬁn begun to realize that
time was the only thing which would bring.
matters right, and ia silence she agreed to all
V:x:ilct’l whims. She said nothing about the
wedding ring that lay in the drawer upstairs,
Dearly as she delichted to speak of & grand
acquaintance, she carefully refrained from men-
tioning the fact that the young Lady Ryvers
of Ryversdale was staymng with her. Shedid
all she could to further Violet’s views and
intentions. She told her to make what use
she wouald of her name, that. she would be
only too pleased to be a reference for her.
ition you
months will show you how ¢i it de from
'that which yon have hithetto.oc ?d., 3
-you will be ready to forgive even the dowager
Lady Ryvers by that time.” .
**1 will never forgive her shile I live,” said
Violet, passionately; ‘“and I would rather
die of hunger than go back to her.”
** Nevertheless you are going amongst aris-
tocrats again,” remdrked . Mrs. Carstone,
uietly, g
. Violet looked alightly perp! exed,
“ It will not be forever.” she said. *I
shall work my way back fo my own class in
tiume.”
The situation promised well, Violet was to

! act-as companion 10 an elderly iady, Mrs, [n-
i gram, of Queen’s Elm, who had lost her hus-

band, and wanted someone to be constantly
with her. She had neither sons nor
daughters livi ly . one grandechild. Of
this g'rnndehxﬁuﬁ'u. Beresiord knew nothing,
except that she was very beautiful, and
would be a great heizess, as all the accumu-
lated wealth of the Ingram family would be

hers.

The granddaughter, heiress and beauty
thongh she 'u,u‘hdid not enter much into
Violet’s calculations ; she did not spend much
time at Queen’s Elm, and wouid have nothing
to do with her. Insenmibly she grew inter-
ested in Mrs, Beresford’s account of Queen’s
Kim, one of the oldest manorial houses in the
land, and which took its name from the fact
of its haviag once been the residence of Queen
Philippa of Hainault.

There 'was a lovely alley called Queen
Philippa’s walk, a grand old oaken room with
quaint tapestry called Queen Philippa’s cham-
ber ; and the long mugnificent row of elms,
som. of which the royal hands were supposed
to have planted, was called the een’s
Grove, :

From the number of elms about it the place
had taken its name. They aiso gave she
name to the pretty county town of Elm Green,
which lay at a distance of five miles from the
old manor house. The scevery was very
beautiful ; there were deep streams, green
hills crowned with trees, fertile meadows, and
fruit laden orchards.

It was the end of September when Violet
reached Queen’s Elm. -She had been fiercely
independent up to the very last. She had re-
fused any assistance from :n‘. Carstone ; she
refused any escort, laughed at the idea, and
seemed to take the keenestdelight in ignoring

Mrs. Carstone hiad long since ceased all
remonstrance ; the saw sufficientiy clear in-
to Violet's character to be quite stre that
neither opposition nor contradicgion would be
of any use,

The only thing was to let her take her own
way—and that Violet did. She reached

een’s Elm on a fine September evening,
when the old place was all aglow in the sunset,
and as her eyes fell on it she wondered if,
after there was not some merit in
antivaity, Suarely nothing could be more
lovely than the fine old house, the grey atone
almost covered with ivy, the growth of cen-
turies. It was worth a whole mile of modern
palaces all gildin&:nd stucco ; no money, no
art could impart that air of antiquity. And,
in spite of herseli, in spite of all theideas that
had been instilled into her, she found herself
wondering whether 1t were the same thing
with men as with houses—whether there was
as much ditference between an aristocrat apd
a as between an old house the home
of many centuries and one built in the mos:
modern style. And there her mind

burned,
4 love? Had it & B: like the hearts of m
o&cwomz 3 )@ s : das Singe
yu?:'&r‘ Ignnﬂcnd -

“ None,” answered Violet ; *but, I will do
beat,

my !
. “Thank - my dear,” she kg §
P 3 e e S P e
youaorotind Mpst Tilaie o il ha
are
mlor’v::?", 5
Violet's fair face shadowed as she remem-
what life had done for her. -
“1 dounot like what call life,” she
umv:nd. **I shall be tent here with
ou,
yltmlihshnun of rest, this grand
old house with its surroundings, its old-

fashioned magnificence, and its faint odour
of dead rose leaves. Violet looked at the
e SR

to do; I'will try my best to doit.”

‘ 1 can sum up the duties of a companion
in very few words,” said Mrs. Ingram.
“Have & mother living ?”

* No,? npliod Violes. 4

**Try to imagine what it wounld be if yon
had,; and what you would do for your mother
® ‘f'vi‘lf." d Violet, gentl

rac try,” said Vi gently.

““If Tam cross or irrinble—-m{ old age is
full of crotchets—bear with me; if I am il
be kind to me, I live in a world of shadows.
My lost husband and my lost children are al-
ways with me ; do not startle me suddenly
from my dreams. The most mercifal part of
my iife now is my dreams. I want youn,” she
continued, ** not to bealways with me, but al-
ways nearme. Ido not rise until Iate, so
that the morning hours will be all your own ;
my maid fo me then ; but when I am
downstairs, I shall wish you to {read to me,
to walk out in the grounds with me, to drive
out with me, to receive visitors for me, to
answer my lot.:sl You wiu'glnd pll‘:nty o.{
em ment, hope ill ‘be v,

bat evening when Violet had uﬂrﬁ to
her room and mantle of night and silence
had fallen over the house, she felt a vague
longing—for what she was hardly conscious.
She was young, every pulse beating with the
fall tide of youth and life ; she feit shut out
of the world, - This quiet house amongst the
trees did not seem to be part of the world she
had living in. -

It was barely nine o’clock, and yet every
light was out except hers, eve e asleep but
herseif. The moom was shining brightly.
From the great windows of her room she
could see the trees, and the
brook that ran its winding course. Shecould
see the lovely nlh{ called the Queen’s walk ;
the moon shone full upon it, silvering the
great of the trees and throwing weird
shadows O the grass, :

Aqueen had walked upand down there,
watching the moon perhaps with sad, passion-
ate eves, watching the sun with longing too
great for words. How many hundred years
back was it sinco she did so, and what was
Philippa of Hainaalt like? Had her heart

like the hearts of other women, with

slee|
; unn'l’ the t day

some. My dear, him in
Heaven? Will he be the old man with white
bair who died full of years and honours, or
will he be the young fellow who
never gave me-any- peace from the moment he
met me until the. hour he married me?. I
often wohder whieh it will be.”

** Heuven seems to me the home of eternal

th,” : Violet, romcnﬁ{y.
“Think of the old and the feeble, ths
and aged, 'who find refuge there,” sai

. *‘Death gives back yoﬂh and vigour,” re-
turned . Viphot

““How little we know, child, even the
ziult and cletéfest amongst us 1" cried Mra,

m 4 »

And they came ‘to the pretty churchyard.

“The | have a grand family vaunlt
under the charch,” said Mrs, Ingrsm, * but
my husband-could notendaret, He loved
the bright sunshine, the fresh air, and he
prayed always that he might be buried here
nmi-r the. trees. ' My husband loved il
nature, espevially all ousdoor nature, He
was 80 bright’and cheery, he took sunshine
with him avirywt:n. N

And, as they walked together to the green
grave, the faithful old wife who had been so
true to one love angy one husband leaned on
the arm of the beautiful young wife who had
50 lth:ivu"ly and impatiently flung aside
her ol tions and duties. A large white
marble cross stood at the hemd, great eim
trees shaded it,  birds sung im thé green
depths, the fresh aweet wind swept over it,
bearing the of many flowers; it was a
garve that seemed to take the bitterness from
death, On the marble cross was the simple
record of the man’y life and death.
- “You see, my , ! said Mrs, Ingra
“‘there is a space left fof me, and we sha

together s My husband and I,

doom. Weshall stand
together then, face to fave, and there will not
be the soand of any angt§ word between us,
If ever you marry, my deat, marry as I did—

from love.

s B

Bas the wiite moonlight lay where Phil.
ippa of Hainault had walked, and the trees
had no secrets. .

What was her husband doing on this moon-
light night? Then Jooking at the hand
which bore no wedding ring, she said to her-
self that she had no husband, yet fell asleep
to dream of her artist-lover as she had seen
him first in the woods of 8t. Byno’s,

CHAPTER XLIV,

Three weeks had ed since Violet came
to Queen’s Elm. be stately spirit of the

lace seemed in some measure to have entered
into her.  There was a dignified precision
about everything which was new to her.
All wass0 old ; there was t sacrilege
in the thought of anything modern. The
servants were old, and had grown grey in thé
service of the family ; were servants of
the old fashioned type, full of respect and
reverence for their superiors, proud emough
of the state of life to which they h.dbesn
called, proud of being good servants and serv-
.ing people ; there was no absurd aping
of their betters. but a quiet reliance on them-
selves and their own claims to considera-
tion. !

Everything was 8o old, with such an-out:of-
the-world glamour, that Violet’s youth and
Violet’s beauty seemed almost out  of
Nevertheless she was soon beloved and wor-
shipped by the whole household. They told
her that her face waslike sunshine ; and they
waited upon her as though she had been a

neen.

“Thank Heaven,” said the mistress of
Queen’s Elm fo her one day, - ** that you are
a lady, my dear.”

Violet started at the words, much as though
she nad received a blow in the face.

Mrs. Ingram went on :

* No one knows what it is to live om in-
timate terms with a person who is not a lady.
I bavesuffered much from it. Of course, all
those who have been with me have had a
ceftain amount of polish ; but in many cases
it bas been like the vemeer on common
wood.” 2

“‘Iam not & lady by birth,” stammered
“Violet. ** My father was only a poor doctor ; .
my aun$, who brought. me up, had very ”htth

a

%o liveupon ; she was onl s :
“Pum'-:r' nl:l{ln old lady with a_
smile, “youare alady; yon have refined
thoughts, your ideas are all beautifal, dainty
md'&ncihl;»you bave principie, you have
courage ; you can enter into the thoughts,
the hearts, the lives of others ; yon are sen-
sitive to the very tip of your pretty fingers,
my dear ; Iou never jar upon ome in any
fashion. 1 say that you are a lady.”

“Now why,"” thought Violet, **should she
judge me so differently from Lady ‘Ryvers
who called me vuigar and ill-bred 1"

"3 h‘l" muiin,:! oaid Mre. Ingram, im-
pressively, *‘that after all, the aristocracy
18 but the jest of nature, The world has
divided men 1nto different elasses ; but nature
has done the same thing, and in a far more
startling manner. Men are not equal in for-
tune; they ars still more unequal in gifts of
body and mind. To my thinking, the noble
by nature surpass the noble by birth ; the
two combined should produce perfection. I
repeat that I thank Heaven that you are a
lady, that your ideas are ail beautifal, dainty

refin Few can understand how con- |

recollec# stant associstion with a coarse-minded or ua-

—Os-

one, :
to understand many
was as mtch dlﬁtr-

L3

YM mind said Mre. Togra
“You remind me,” said Mra, “of
& gentieman who said that the o.u':'ofn
rook was a musicsl sound. One of his hear-
ersscornfully askedwhy. Hereplied thatthe
whole music of nature, incla the

SRk e

1

. t i ‘churchvard.

** I am’at the end'of life, ” she said, slowly,
“‘and youn, cnild, aré at the beginning. You
will love and marry some day; you are too
beautiful for men to pass yon by, Love and
marriage,“:l!e t;m great ﬁr‘?'u.usho two
freat mysteries of woman's life, will come to
you. 'l?;nnk, when they do, of all that I say
t you now. My hasband lived, with  me
ttirty y_ﬂrq, l:ed vhnv:mfeet face to face
there will not ne' of anan, word
between us, Thi:?m -4

of that.”

And Violet did think. She. remembered
her fiery denuncistion, her hot anger, her
burning pride, her resentment against her
husband—there would be far more than the
sound of an angry word between them.

** A marriage such as ours was as heaven
upon earth,” said the old lady, * For thirty
years my husband and 1 livufv in thesweetest
peace and harmony, and during all that time
we never, Heaven be prased, had one angry
word ! But there was a secret in this, one
that all sensible wives soon learn.”

“ What is it ?” cried Violet, eagerly.

“‘Forbearance,” she replied.  ** That is the
secret of happiness in married life—to bear
and forbear, noj to have wide-opcn eyes ' for
each other’s faults, and, what is better still,
to love with a grand, generous, noble loye
that loves in spite of faults.”

“*Is there such a love !’ asked Violes.

‘ May Heaven send it to you some day !”
said: Mrs. Ingram.. ‘‘That is the grandest
love of all—not the love that idealizes and
believes the object beloved to be perfect—
that kind of love always ends in disappoint-
ment—but the grand, generous love that is
not lessened by fanlts, My husband had
fanlts ; I loved him in spite of them. I had
faults, and he loved me in spite of them. We
both knew that we were ordinary human
beings, and we made allowance for each
other, The result wat we never had one
angry word. * We have been married thirty

ears, and we have never had s quarrel,’ my
{uhb‘nd said, when he lay dying ; nor should
we ha'vo had one had we lived ogether fifty
more,”

** This differs from Aunt Alice’s teaching,”
thought Violet, ‘‘ and it differs greatly from

""’.-‘h.,,,{;- she suid, slowly, * that, just
as there are .nlui:nm-&puh;‘“ thorns beneath
sweetest roses, o’ g

hidden urider the orange blossoms.”

**That may be; busit is in the power of
every sensible wife40 bluat them ; they need
never wound. - Remémber that when' you
wear orange blossoftis of your own,” '

“* Yes, 1 shall think; of you asa wife who
bhad not ofie thorn in her. wreath of orange
biossoms,” said VioJet.

“* Say. rather, a wife, my dear, who bent
and broke the point of every thorn she
found,” rejoined 'Mr’.“'lngx;lm.

Violet had plenty of food for meditation as
they drove home, i

CHAPTER XLV,

Up to this time Vidlet had believed her-
self to be perfectly in the right, that the con-
duct of her husband and his mother had been
utterly unjustifiable, that she had been in-
jured and wrong that in throwing off

er ce to Her husband and trying her-
self to ik her bonds, she had acted brve-
ly and nobly. But the hour ‘spent in -the
cinrohyud rather changed her ideas. Love
wasnot & matter of caprice, nor marriage a
matter of whim ; # was the most solemn of

2 . ‘ 3 «\" k
o Py :
0 ':ﬁ':t.a'.u"'r'"m"“ﬁﬂ

t, my dear—think |

‘quite rightio be her life
n#me.«,.ﬁ. od B g

i "mwmdl Violet, “::
problem for m and I cannot

it. I was wondering :v.;:it'her in any oircam-
stances whatever a wife ought to h‘nhnr
-husband.”

*‘Certainly not,” was the stern reply,
** No matter whether she be in the right or
in t:o wrong, b;h'. world shows ite estimate of
such women by ignoring them.”

_ *“But ‘that man is cruel to his wife,
ill-uses her, abuses her—what then ?”

_ **1should say that a woman in fear of her
life might be jaatified in leaving her husband ;
but even in that case I do not quite spprove
of it. I think this, that. leta man be as.
he may, bis wife should have patience with
him, and try to make him better.”

““You would think very badly, then, of
any wiie who lett her husband for a smaller
matter than ill-usage?” -

**1 should despise any woman who thonght
lightly or acted carelessly with to the
greatest obligation and the most sacred tie
lufe boldn,ﬂ‘ o::n bave so much in’their
power ; they ve two -great weapons,

patience and a8 I W

o hnhndmy years: und!inu
seen a great deal of life,” replied the eider

woman,
that two people did really

agree,” Violet went on—** that the husband
liked one kind of life, the wife another, and
that they hiad no one thought in'common, that
the wiie hated what the iub‘tnd loved, and
vice versa—would you not think that a reason:
for leaving each other ?” 3

“*No, indeed; I'should not, Leaving hus-
band or wife for such trifles as those I should
consider madness or wickedness,” said Mrs,

Ingram,

*‘Suppose,” said Violet, rushing boldly to
her fate, ‘' that a man married a girl beneath
him in rank, and that, when took her
home, his friends treated her unkindly, even
tried to prove that her .marriage was not
};gd;wonhi she not be justified in leaving

im ?

**Certainly not. Any wife i sacha posi-
tion as that, if she bad a partiéle of common
sense, would try conciliation, would do the
best to please her husband’s family.”

y é‘ Go ontl.: .?hz further,” h:‘md iolet.

Y n:pou husband groasly  de-
ceived the gnx beguiled her into marrying
him by telling, or rather by acting, a deliber-
ate lie—what would yon say then :”

**I should still say her daty was to remain
with him. The sanctity of the marriage tie
is too solemn to allow of its being broken;
and, if 1t were broken on one pretext, it would
be on others. Thére is but one course, and
that is to keep it invislable.”

Violet carried tkose words in 'her heart for
many long days.

That same evening a surprise was in store
for her.  Mrs, Ingram sent for her earlier,
than usual to her room,

She seemed unusually excited, -

**My dear,” she said, ‘*1 want you. I
have a letter from my granddaoghter ; she is
coming to-night. It is very kind of her.
She is so beautiful and so brilliant that she
has many invitations; she has given up
se veral to come to me,”

** What do you wish me to do ?” asked Vio-
let, gently.

.. ‘*Give orders about her rooms. Gwendo-
' line is ; and, indeed, she is
S0T A »-art.nal,ﬁ W F.'!
| Only one word in Mes. Ingram’s answer:
struck Violet, and that was **Gwendoline.”
aname that was so uncommon, yet hoi
familiar to her. The very sound of it seemed
to bring the dowager Iﬂ; Ryvers before her,
she who had spoken so often of Gwendoline
Marr, She turned suddenly white, she grew
faint, and trembled ; yet surély they were
many Gwendolines in the worid! Why that
awiul spasm of fear? She must know who
this girl was and that at once, :

“What a pretg name—Gwendoline !”’ she
said,  “ An old English name. is it not ?”

* Yes—one much used in the Marr family.
My granddanghter is Gwendoline Marr.”

For a few minutes it seemed to Viclet as
though the ground were opening beneath her
feet. Of all the strange fates in the world, it
was the strangest that was bringing her
hither, Not until this moment did she
recognize how jealous she had been of Gwen-
doline Marr, the girl whom the dowager Lady
Ryvers and Lady Lester loved, the girl whom
they had all wished Randolph to marry. It
had been a smouldering fire,and now ::Zicnly
it broke into a burning dame. She was
bitterly jealous of her. How 'they would
have welcomed Gwendoline Marr! How
they would would bave féted and caressed her.
What strange fate had brought them to-
gether? Violet knew well that the one great
desire of thel[dowager Lady Ryvers® heart was
to find her marriage illegal, so that Gwendo-
Line Marr might take her 3

It seemud strange to her to find Mis, In-
gram still talking.

*Gwendoljne Marr will be one of the rich-
est heiresses in England. ‘She has all the
Marr estates, and'she will have all that 1 have
to leave her. Gwendoline is beautifal too.
You' will admire her ; everyone does. She
has many suitors. She wili mirry well some
day. She is all that I have left living in the
world.” 3

Still Violet stood motionless, saying to
herself over and over again : h

* What fate has sent me to meet Gwendo-
line Marr ?’

“Ihad but one daughter,” continued the
old lady, “my beautiful, bonny danghter
Jean, and Jean married Sir Kandal :
She died mwn since, when Gwendéline
was quite a littie girl ;

she has nothing better to do, they let
her come and spend a week or two,with me,
my bonny Jean's d:n%htcr. o

Violet did not wonder much that s you
brilliant, #nd beaut:ful woman should avoid
Queen’s Elm if possible,

“I am always weil pleased when she |
comes, she brings so much sunshine and
brightness with her. Now, Miss Beaton, will
you attend to the rooms? Tell the house-
keeper to have good fires made in them. Tell
her to prepare the blue suite ; Gwendoline
likes it. .

It seemed to Violet the very irony of fate
that she should stand there listeniug to orders
as to how Gwendoline Marr was 'to be made
comfortable, She was prompted more than
once to cry out that she would not do it
Why should she do anything for Gwendoline
Marr. whose name had been madé an instru-
ment of torture to her? Then odriosity to
see the girl whom the dowager Lady Ryvers
wished to take her place reigned supreme,

To be continued. o

's —QGRATEFUL AND COMPORT-
1¥6,—*‘By a thorough knowl of the natur
al laws which govern the cperation of digestion
and natrition and by a careful application of
the fine properties of well-selected Cocoa,
Mr. Epnhu vided our breakfast tables
with & :nonnd bev
may save us many heavy doctors’ bills,

e judicious use of such articles of diet
may be grad ‘built ap
BfhD T ey
i H of subtle maladies are
fl around us ready to attack wherever
a weak point, th =

many a fatal shait. by keep

‘ fortified

THE FAIR SEX.
A maiden coy, and tall, slim boy
Sat onastile;
TSy e A

A minute to the mile,
Ah! trifie not with youth’s mustache
Wl;on sitting on a stile.

A deserted wastéd—the old maid’s,
Mrs. Plunkett; of Boston, bas written a
Jbook urging women to become plumbers.
- 'Phe square 1 is calied the *“ugly
irls’ parasoL” It has had a great sale in
ton.
The wife who sits up until 2 a.m. for her
frolicsome husband to comie home is waiting
for the fast male. - :

The widow of Tom Thumb is being wooed
by John Spencer Coyne, a five-foot mining
operator of some means.

** What is wanted in this country,” said
the bride, as she examined the wedding pre-
?unh. **is silver service reform. That set is

pl.u.l' ’

“Yes,” said a young lady, who had been
thumping on &' puano for two hours, ** that
baby is. the next house fairly sets me wild
with its noise. ” .

Bertha Clear, the Philadelphia girl who was
divorced from the *‘living skeleton” soon
after m him, didn’t know when she
was well off. e died the other day and left
a fortune of $50,000. ;

A Boston woman warns train boys throngh
hﬂkh.:&*‘if o ﬁn'r any of Colonel
Ingersoll’s lectures in m: T sball certainly
throw them out of the v’ril::.v."

- The bridesmaids now give presents to the
bridegroom, instead of the opposite, as form-
erly. This insures the a full supply of
ten-cent neckties before starting,

Stylish young ladies are wearing little gold
kangaroos on their watch chains, Oh! the
artless things. The moment a man sees a
kangaroo he can’t help but remember that it
is leap year.

A Brooklyn woman wants a divorce becanse
she found another woman’s false teeth in her
husband’s pocket. A female must love a
man dearly when she will loan him her false
teeth to crack nuts with.

“I would die for you,” she exclaimed, pil-
lowing her head upon his shoulder. ** Oh, no
you needn’t, daring,” was the quick reply,
@1 like red hair."

*“ Kiss Me as I Fall Asleep ” is the title of
the latest song. . It is inte::?ed. we suppose,
as a pointer for young men who take their
grls to church Sunday evenings.

An old lady was asked what she would do
with all the corn if it could not be made into
whiskey. She replied :—* I would make. it
into starch to stiffen the backbone of the tem,
perance people,” s

A young lady in Boston owns a dog whose
favourite t is to tear pi from the
silk gowns of ladies it meets on the street.
There are suspicions that the dog’s mistress
has got the crazy quilt manisa, and has trained
him %o do this very thing.

*“Do you believe that a woman nowadays
would die for the object of her love?” asked
a bachelor friend. *‘I don’t know whether
she’d die or not,” answered the Bemediet,
“but I've known her to go wild when the
trimming didn’t guit her.”

“Can you tell me, sir,” asked a young
lady at the book store, *“‘in what order
Thackeray wrote his books ?” * No, lady,”

ied the gentlemanly sales gentleman;
**but, don’t yer know, I guess, it wasin order
to make money,”

A dash, a crash, 't@pas awful rash, but
the roller skates upset her. A slip, a rip, she
cut her lip, but the next timeshe’ll do better,
A slide. she tried ; were snide 3

; the
ey proved t& bea fetter, No more she’lt
l;::zhg:m all Gk, boskhss i s wors

One of Dt:tmit" &
ried reqently reeeived
under a chime of bells %
Two of the bells were white, one of pink
Bon Silene, the fourth of Marechal Neil roses.
On the larger of the bells the monograms of
the bride and groom were outlined.

“Itrust your daughter is not one of those
tame, spiritiess sort of girls that sometimes
apply to us for situations and are oo bashful
to fill them,” said a Boston shopkeeper to a
father who was seeking employment for one
of his children. “* 8ir,” be replied, indignantly,
‘ my daughter has red hair.” t settled it

Anold lady from the country, who attend-
ed opera for-the first time, entered the
Academy of Music just as the troupe were all
singing together in chorus :—*“ Ah !” she re-
marked, ‘‘they don't care now that they
have our'money. See, they are all singing to-
gether so that they can get through sooner.”

An eccentric hermit woman died recently
at Shirley, England. and among her effects an
old piano sold for half a crown. It turns out
0 be of the year 1730, thirteen years after
the makingof the first piano in England.
Offers of l‘1%50 have been made for this an-
tique, which is valuable in the history of
piano making.

Miss Constance Bell, a handsome t-velve-

ear-old girl of Boykin, 8.C,, came home from
ing-school and found Dr. Jasper Benson,

an ei’hty-ym. old stranger, sick in her
father’s honse. She nursed the old gentieman,
and at the end of two weeks, as soon as he

4 Was able to walk, they were married, the

girl’s parents giving full consent.

A young man who believes in self-improve-
ment, having recently married, suggested to
his wife that they should argue some ques-
Sions frankly and fully every morning, in
order to learn more of each other. The firss
question happened to be ‘* Whether a wo-
man could be expected to get along without
a hat,” and he took the affirmative, and when
he was last seen he had climbed up into the
hay loft and was pulling the ladder after him.

A KEEN REMINDER. ’
ity St red e, SO, et

observed the young i
the ent before his wife’s eyes,

"gﬁ , my love ; it might hiive been
remedied if ﬂ had time.™

“ Why, yow’ve got nothing to do. ~ What
do you mean by saving if you had time ?”

** 1 mean tosay that if there had been no
oceasion for me to trim over a last spring’s
bonnet for this spring’s wear I would have
had time to look after your clothes,*

SHE DIDN'T GIVE IN,

* I've had an awful discussion,” said a Bos-
ton wife, coming the room where her hus-
band was.

“ With whom ?” he asked.

¢ With a woman over our back fence,”

¢ What about ?”

¢ The funeti of transcendentalism; and
we talked, and talked, acd talked, and talk.

“d ”

ed, and—
*¢ Did she beat you ™'
¢ No, sir, she didn't.”
* Did you beat her?’
* Well—no—1I can’t say I did.”

% No, sir ; I gaveout, and I am
limp asa dish rag after a hard day’s mjmi..
and she huag herself over the back of a
to recuperate, >
A WOMAN'S NEW SHOES,
‘When a woman has a new  pair of shoes
sent home she verforms

“fakes them off, looks at the heel, the
toe, the bottom, and the inside, puts them on
again, walks up and down the room once or
twice, remarks to her better-half that she
won'’t have them atany price, tilts down the
mirror so she can see how they look, turns in
every possible direction, aud nearly dislocates
her neck frying to see how they look from
that way, ks off, steps up again, takes
thirty or forty farewell looks, says they make
her feet look awful big and mever do in
the world, pate them off and on three or
four times more, asks her husband what he
thinks about it and pays no attention to what
he says, goes through 1t all again, and finally
says she will fake them. It isa very simple
matter, indeed. 3
7 SAME OLD STORY.

The frightful scream of a woman was heard
in a York street house yesterday afternoon.
Several men who were passing along rushed
pell-mell into the house, thinking the woman
was being murdered.

‘* What's the matter 7’ asked the man who
entered first.

*“Oh, oh !” sighed the woman.

*“Whereis he? 'Where did be go ?” asked
another, as he rushed here and there,

*“Oh !—in—oh !—that hole in the corner, I
think,”

1t was a mouse, .

SHE DOTED, BUT HER FATHER DIDN'T.

Miss Saffronhue is an msthete, and when
some one guoted ome of Oscar Wilde's im-
becilé verses the other night she raised her
hands 1n admiration and murmured :—

“Continue, oh, do contipue. I just dote
on Wilde.”

¢ My child,” said heér father, who over-
heard the remark, *“ when I was your age I
had sown my Wilde dotes.”

It required five smelling bottles to restore
Miss Saffronhue’s equilibriam, ;

A dude who called on a young lady the
other night for the first time showed not the
slightest intention of leaving, although the
young lady threw out various hints about the
approach of midnight. 2

*“Are not tight pants extremely uncon-
comiortable ?” she asked, for want of some
more entertaining expression.

““Notat all,” he said; “I can sit down
with the greatest ease,”

“Yes, 80 I perceive ; but I thought it was
imRuible for you to get up.”

en the dude jumped to his feet with such
suddenness that he sawed his ears off on his
coller and ruined the seat of his pants. He
will be more wise in the future. —Scissors,

THE U. E. LOYALISTS,

BY WM, KIRBY, F.R.8C

The war was over. Seven red vears of blood
Had scourged the land from mountain-top to

sea
(So long i3 took to rend the mighty frame

Of Engiand’s empire in the western world).
Rebellion won at last ; and they who loved
The cause that had.been lost, and kept their

faith
To England’s crown, and scorned an alien

name,

Passed into exile ; leaving all behind

Exoept their honour, and the conscions pride

Ot duty done to country and to king.

Broad lands, ancestral homes, the gathered
wealth

Of patient toil and self-denying years

Were confiscate and lost ; for they had been

Thonltmduvuoimhnd;m‘u:odnp

In honour, loyalty, and fear of God.

T'ile wine upon the lees, decanted when

Tboydll:ft their native soil, with sword-belts

wn ;

The tighter ; while the women only, wept
At thougnt of old firesides no longer theirs;
At household treasures reit, and all the land
Upset, and ruled by rebels to the King.

Not d ing like fugiti they came
In exodus to our Canadias wilds ;

But full of heart and hope, with heads erect
And fearless eyes, victorious in defeat,—
With thousand toils they forced their devions

w‘ﬂa wilderness of t woods
The northern star above the broad domain
Of haif a continent, still theirs to hold,
Defend, and keep forever as their own ;

Their own and Englana’s, to the end of time,
The virgin forests,

Of many autumns fallen, crisp and sear,

Put on their woodland state; while overhead
Green seas of foliage roared a welcome home
To the proud exiles, who for empire fought,
And l::gt. though losing much, this northern

A refuge and defence for all who love o
The broader freedom of a commonwealth,
Which wears upon its head a kingly crown,

Our great Canadian woods of mighty trees,

Proud caks and pines, that grew for cen-
turies— ¢

King's gifts upon the exiles were bestowed.

Tea thousand homes were planted ; and each

one,
With axe, and fire, and mutual help, made

war 3

Against the wilderness, and smote it down,

Into the open glades, unlit bef

Since forests grew or rivers ran, there leaped

The u;l;n’l bright rays, creative heat and
£, :

thn% to life the buried seeds that slept

Since iube.e’l beginning, in the earth’s dark

wom

+ o« . \ The world goes rushing by
The lnci;nt landmarks of a nobler time,—

Wheén men bore deep the imprint ot the law

Of duty, truth, and loyalty unstained..

Amid the quaking of a continent,

Torn by the passions of an evil time,

They counted neither cost nor danger,
spurned

Defections, treasons, spoils ; but feared God,

Nor shamed of their allegiance to the King,

To keep the empire one in unity

And brotnerhood of its imperial race—

For that they nobly fought and bravely lost,

Where loming was to win a higher fame !

In building up our northern land to be

A vast dominion stretched from sea to sea—

A land of labour, but of sare re: e

ﬁmﬁelgnmud the world withal—
ife’s rich treasures, plenty, peace 3

Content and freedom both to speak and do,

A land of men to rule with sober law

This part of Britain’s emvire, next the heart,

Loyal as were their iathers and as free |

Niagara, Ont,

AGRICUL

WANTS AN

Eouris.—Would you P
1 could procure an incubat
abie of hatching between 2
me hear through your
venient.

Address F. J. Gren
whose incubators have b
at our exhibitions. By
vertising columns you d
this information.

GARG

VANDECAR—Will you pid
Jour paper a reedy for a
ghe calved is so that neit}
get any milk, the milk di
down. The cow is young
80 before, She has been
large bag. At first whens
of watery substance from

Bathe the bag morg
moderately hot water,
apply a liniment of ti
Continue this treatment
no relief apply iodine oin
for three or four weeks,

LICEONC

STrROMNESS.—Will you g

the best remedy for biue J
of them in my stock.

If the animals are bad
soap 1 1b,, and biue oin
thoroughly, rubbing wi
parts, After it bas bee
off with warm water and
ointments should be use
trouble is not strongly d
oilwill afford relief. If
13th was given a red
stockman, who claims
with failure,;

BONE SP

STONEWALL.—I have
vin. He has had it for
there a cure. and if so, wh
two yearsis it likely to d

Ordinary treatment. ¢
apolications, continued
and succeeded by bliste
of a seton, or by firing
to a blister may be
thereafter. Subsequen
age is beneficial. ~ The
remains the worse it b
become more ossified,

SWOLLE)

RusTICUS.~—I have a ha
1y swollen in one of his hd
weeks ago, It was ve
not bear any of his weig
behind the hollow of th
lump formed: which appd
ter. I opened it, but therg
discharge of a thin yel
Previously I had used
after opening it I app
blisters at intervals
blisters always gave
in. a day or two
be as bad as ever. The
all left the joint, exceptin
the hock, both inside ang
and there is no pain in an
the lameness is no better
lous has formed in the p
previously been. The he
the most part with the
behind the soupd one,
sore leg forward he inv
pastern. Will you kigdl
of treatment I should pu

Blister again at-inte
keep the horse periecily
get over his lameness, b

siderable time.
LIVE

Pigs may be stopped
ting out the grhtly(
which they do the digg
whoily out, so that it
it is only shit it will grd

Even skim milk is of
certain localities to be i
tities to calves intended
the milk ration is dimi
meal shounld take its pl
at no time be stinted
need not be expected,

Cure for

A writer in an exch
ing cure for lameness
matory fever in the fg
the assurance that’it is

Clean out the bottom
—hold up the leg so
of the hoof upward,
horizqntal position, and
spoonful of spirits of ta
of the hoof will hold th
in what it wiill hold
ning over; touch the
bot iron ; this will sef
booi firmly in positiol
Great care must be tak
on the hair of the
burned. If all the
turpentine in each o
speedily follow and th
service in a short. time,

It is affirmed that
manner have been p
one case, although suffe
hours when applied, i
afterwards the animal
travelled some dis

appearing.
Profits ¢

There is no other
made so profitable as
The complaint of dogs
ravages in the flocks i
more sheep were kep
dogs. - It is something
farm. If vhere were n
nothing but weeds ; b
the weeds are kept
so the dogs would b
if every tarm bhad
while considering
better to displace somd
as many sheep ; for
where one pig is. h
Jamb for the farmer’
unknown ; a good, ®
ton; lambs, too,
and a score of fleecel
many doliars. \ A
sheep on his farm,
daughter, who
after-the lambs, and
maulated irom the p
still, as the farmér
all over,” and if she
will be able to run
flock of sheep as weil
New York Tribune.

Hay a

It is a prevalent
that clover hay is no
horses, and that it
disease known as ** hd
supposed that it is
which producdes-the dil
sensitive lining men
tubes, This suppositi
take. Clover hay is n
not nearly so much so
it is ripe, in
blossom exists in th
which, being partly,
irritating effect upon

et we are recomment

y to horses and
cows. Now. heaves
and does not arise
bronchial membranes.
membranes, with the
them and consequent
passages, produces
_roaring, or wheezy, ng
“the heaving of the flax
of the spasmodic
duced by disorde




