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CHAPTER

Ryvers sat, awaitin ﬁ what in her hy
called her doom.” Monica had dote; 5
bat, finding that all attempts at coanso
only made her mother mother more/irritable,
she left heralone. Lady mmw
and the youngest daughter tru mauch to
theinfluerce ot the elder one, to| her calm
wisdom, her serene manner of dealinig with all
difficulties.

Hard thoughts must have been in Lady
R§vers’ Leart, for they were written on her
iace when her two daughters entered the

room.

The Countess of Lester had just reached
Ryverswell, and was anxious to linow what
was the matter.’ She went up to hér mother
and embraced her. { i

*] am airaid you arein trouble, mamma,”
she said, calmly, so calmly that her words
contrasted cariously epongh with laer face and
manner, ““You must be, ::t {ou would not have
telegraphed for me. ur waoted wvery
much to come with me ; but it was impossible,
I had to travel with Fisher. Whatis
mammsa? You are notill yoursqlf, I am
to see.”

“Did you think I was?” asked Lady
R

ers.
yAvt times like these, when she felt irritable,
the calm seremity of her fearless daughter
tried her just s little. There was enough re-
semblance between Lady Ryvers and the
Countess of Lester to show they were mother
and . “They badthodnmo.dark ;:1-

rial beanty, the same carriage, the
ﬁme deh'e::z browsand ng;:.;l& file ; but
the character of Lady Ryvers’ beauty was

ride, that of Lady Lester’s, serenity. Lady

vers was a wonderfully preserved woman;

wgo looked ten years younger than she really
was.

Lady' Lester looked
especially weil. She wore & graceful<Indian
silk and neat Parisian bonmet that rendered
her if possible more charming.

She had been summoned to meet her
mother ; but she stood there, calm, unruffled,
no wonder in her lovely dark eyes, few ques-
sions on her lips, ready to hear anything and
uot to be surprised. If she lived. to be
seventy, there wonld Be no wear and tear of
emotion ot her smooth face, no wear or tear
of ion ; the calin unmoved loveliness
would be the same wihien she lay in her coffin.

She had come to listen to her mother’s
troubles ; butshe was careful how the folds of
her dress fell, as thotigh she were posing for a.
statue. It was wonderful to see the face of
Monica, who stood watching her with some-
thing between a sigh and a smile.

- Iring? Will you go to your room
first, Marguerite, or will you wait?”

“] will wait, mamma. I am anxious to
know why you sen$ for me.”

““To tell you, my dear, the worst news

ou ever heard im your hfe,” cried Lady
ilyvm—-“ the very worst !”

Not an eyelash on the beautifal face
guivered, the dainty, delicate bloom under-
wentno .

*“ Bad news, dear mamma? It itanything
abount Arthar,

““No ; what could I know aboat Arthur?
You have jut left him strong and well, I sap-
pose. It 1s much worse, much more import-
ant, Briefly, Mlargunerite, it is this. our
brother Rmdoth; my only son—Heaven hel;
me !—has married without my knowledge ;
will sot'speak of my consent.”

““ Ranaolph married !” eried Lady :
and for once the délicate brows'were i
* married wishout informmng you,matness
That is very wrong.” ¥

*-I knew yon wouid feel it, erite; al-
though . you are not given to i‘ of
emotion ; I knew you must feel it onica
persists in attempting to comfort me; you
will ot try.. You know such a blow as tis
has-=has shawtered me !”

Then Monica came forward. If she loved
anyone on earth, 1t was her brother Randolph,
with his beautiful face and poet’s sbul. She
formed a eomplete contrast to her stately
mother and sister. Monica Ryvers was not
tall; she had a slight, girlish figure, abount
which there was nothing remarkable ex
its suppie grace. She walked well, danced
well. maved well, She biad not the statuesque
elegance that distinguished erite, Coun-

. tess of Lester. She would have flown through
six rooms while the stately beauty crossed
one. Her charm lay in her quick, light,
active movements. She was the very child
of impuise. She was mot besutfful, in the
common acceptation of the word, although
she had Irish g:;. and hair that was black
.and waving. was a face that, withou
« being nosiceably lovely, yet flashed intelli-
 was full of sparkie and of fire, full of
wit and humour, and capable of any amount
of pathos. With smiles and tears always
close together, she was a girl whom it was
impossible for her lady mother to under-
stand,

. “ Why do you langh?” she wonld ask her
at times ; and again, ** Why do you ery ¥’ she
would say, when the girl’s face flushed with
passion or paled with emotion.

‘ Lady Ryvers would have found it easier t6
have reazva(}mkvolmormmh

Hebrew than to have understood her charm-
ing, impulsive, gifted child. She came for-
ward slowly now ; that constant reference to
‘her attempt at consolatiérr tronbled her.

! *“ Mamma, dear, if I knew what bester o
say, I would say it,” she said.

“* It is better to be silent than to give utter-
ance to foolish .platitudes,” returned Lady
Ryvers. *‘How many times this day have
you told me what cannot be cured must be
endured ?” °

"'Soit may be; but that is no earthly
mvhy;nud- it

“ Monics,” said Lady , *¢ it would be
¢ w» b._lﬂ_-t; you never did

“lulymtwumh't.hcr. Jm& _hima,

bear to see herso A
; cn:dB‘I:fi“uBm ﬂnreo: no comfort!”
y Ryvems. * Marguerite, m
heart is broken !” “' 4
“  *Nay, mamma, let us ho&it is not quite
80 bad as that,” said Lady Lester,
Bus she asked no questions as to who her
sister-in-law was, or anything about her.

ty,

i y Ryvers, with some

» Irritation. ‘'except beauty. Now what is to

be doune? . It is our social ruin. -He is the
olth_oﬂy:;"o_lkynu. What is to be

return, T SR
The Countess of Lester sat for some time

in silence, -curiously, enough, thi ‘

]

what shall we'do? It i the first low mar-
riage in the L ;

** You cannot cail it s low n ‘mam-
3-.” mah-'::c:..‘ “‘Low’ . m

ing disrepu! does it .1 ;
aaid she was a doskor's daughter,  She et

X try g . ed Lady
Ryvers. ‘‘ And the professions in these days
are thrown to everyone. Oh, Marguer-
%, canaot ses that shers s mayihing 10 be

‘*I cannot see is to
done,'mamma ; the affair is hopeless,” said
Lady Lester. **In this casea young man
married is indeed = young man marred.
Randolphhas ruined his career,”

‘* Another crusher,” thought Monica, who
would fain bave uttered a word in praise of
her brﬁhtl‘.':;b. i

** Beauty,’ said,-*‘as you know, mamm:
goes torvnuothin_: in these days. Ire;
yesterday that one of the pecaliarities of the
nineteenth century was the power and in-
fluence of .1 Randolph’s wife be as
he says, so , surely that will atome in
some degree for other deficienctes—will it

* Beautiful m.m,uﬁpmh our
family,” answered Lady Ryvers, musingly.

‘* Randolph has ” said the
Countessof Lester. “ 1 do mot shink any.
rustic beauty wounld charm him.” .

“* He Mas married forlove,” remarked Lady
ﬁyi;ir# piteously ; ‘““and love is proverbially

‘‘ Randolph was never blind,” said Monica,
‘‘Mamma, do not be 80 unhappy. Waitun-
til ‘you see her.” o e

som text y Ryvers sent Monica
from the m

*“ Marguerite,” she cried, hastily, *I want
just one word with you befare she returns,
: have beem wondering if this marriage be
a ”

* Legal, mamma ! 1 should say soi Ran-
deiph may have been n?h:m?ndat. but he
woulfl take good care of” td.l"dy *

“1 am not 80 sure,” sai yvers,
thoughtfully. *“There are many formalities,
many things needed to' make a marriage
legal—1I do not know what they all are—snch
as residence in pari consent of parents,
guardians, and many other things.”

‘‘ But;mamma,” cried Lady Lester, *‘yon
vonlﬂd.noguldy part them if there nmufb.
any flaw. . £

““Most certainly. I would
day if I could find the
which is perfectly '

- *That would be wicked, mamma,” said the
Countess.

“ Not at all, my dear, Iconsiderthe mar-
riage wicked. I would undo it if I could. It
is monstrous and unbatural—the head of a
house like ours to marry in this underhand
fashion a girl of that kind and that class ! It
is-enough to make his father rise from the
grave.”

*My dear mamma, what a dreadful idea |”
said Lady Lester, ;

““I sent for you, Marguerite,” continued
Lady = Ryvers, ‘“Because I know that,
alshough you are so quiet, yon understand the
‘world. I want to consult you. Do yon not
think we had better keep ‘this unfortanate
matter quite quiet, for a few weeks at least,
until we see what she is like, and whether
;hm,in any chance of ungdoing the mischief

one ?”

*“ I should think it would be as well not to
make it Tbhc for some fime at least. Bat,

mam ill . sabh; ‘
?h:d'&%%w
hplig'nncnmdu valid 3 um.-n-
mony. b

'“ffyon take high grounds, certainly not,”

said Lady R:

grounds to take,” re-
serenly, ‘‘ But Ishounld
> the whole story

as Ba will alow you ; and
in the meantime, if she spends some few
weeks here with you and Moniza, you will see
what she is like, and Whether it will be pos-
sible to do anything with her.”

““I wish, erite, you would stay ; you
would be so much more useful than Monica,
Arthur would come if you ask him.”

[ | mlnnbwo‘lzn:ndl should like it,
mamma. I know thatIcould be of use to
yo‘.l)

And s0 it was arranged.

It was seven o'clock—dinner had been
ordered for eight—and there was a subdued
air of excitement in the Ryversdale hoose-
hold. It had been found needfnl to teli the
lerunt-thstr‘dym. lord was bringing
home a wife, y Ryvers would fain have
kept it from ‘them if she could. Her one
idea was to keep it secret from all the world,
In spite of all that comscieuce said about the
mn;;-h.mqutrqolv‘ghn.iﬁtwm
possible to a flaw in i it
shonid be annalled. ;g

How keenly she suffered no one could
mu. She bad been 50 proud of her son ; she

been so

itiful ‘to other
e °: :: x:':‘l" pr r
marriages. i
she had been
There was

Ryvers, was
‘<His

of it she had patronized
L] ¥ e

with families of daughters. True, she
was a very popular member of society on her
own account, but she was doubly so on
account of her son. PrincessSaxon, who had
‘f::w‘m daughters all unmarried, never
to court her. The Duchess of Inverary,
one of the most_exclusive gneens of society,
t Lady Ryvers, and said openly
should like an alliance between

Not only were all these tfiumphs ended,
but a series of terrible mortifications had be-
guo. How shonld she face the world when
thoneo(hr life was gone? How could
she the sneers of those ladies at whom
she had sneered, and who wonld not in their
turn spare her ! Bhe knew exactly the tone of
affected commisseration in which they would
address her. She knew how they would
sting her under the guise of pitying words.
““He might have married anyone,” ghe
cried ; *‘and he has brough me to ghis, that I
shall be ashamed to show my face where,
until now, Thave been an honoured guest !
I cag just imagine Princess Saxon, with that
::i:etlm:o;mh of hers, saying * What is
story about your son’s marriage, dear
Lady Ryvers? I have not believed one word
of it';’ and I shall have toown thatit is all
8. b

For the the m lady almost hated
her son ; she with double bitter-
ness the girl he had married.

“Seven o’clock bad struck,
nhexpechdih_mhq-. It had been sent
to Ryverswell railway station, and the three
ladies awsited its return. Lady Ryvers
would not have owned
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m

;mother,” he said,
baughty, handsome face,
you again | Margu
“ Monica, my d"ﬁ"jl.!"_"‘d that was the
warmesd greeting of

Then, with a loek of pride on his face and
& bow such as a courtier would have made be-
fore a queen, Lord Ryvers stepped back. He
tRookthohand of his wife and ied her to Lady

yvers, N

‘* Mother,” this is my wife, Violet; Violet
—my mother, Lady Ryvers.”

She lacked all her accustomed grace and
dignity when she said :

“I bid you weleome home.” It was a
mt effort to say ity The voice was cold and

; there was no smile on the face, no light

in the eyes; but she held ont her jew.

hand . 1 g;oocmg. *Welcome. home,"” she
repeated ; but her voice'was frigid, .

**Mother,” said Randolph, *‘she is my
wife and = your danghter. ve you no
wramer greeting for her than this?’

The lips with which she touched, not the
girl’s face, but the veil that covered it, were
white as the lips of death; but Randalph
seemed content. Then he led his wifeto s
Countess or Lester.

‘* Marguerite,” he said, “I _bring you
another sister, ” . ]

The beautiful Countess, with the most
serone expression possible on her face, and
with & most innocent expression in her eyes,
made a courtesy that would have done honour
0 & princess. She did not commit herself
either by a frozen kiss or a touch of the hand,
she murmured a few,words that were quite
inaudible, Violet never knew whether they
were of praise, bl welc , or rejection,
but she felt that her welcome was of the
stateliest possible kind.

*‘ Monica, my darling sister,” said Lord
Ryvers—** my wife,”

No words eould describe the proud exulta-
tion of his voice, the ring of tenderness and
passion ; aud Monica, for her brother’s sake—
she thought only  of him—flang her arms
round the young girl’s neck and kissed her

;uzuo. Lady Rywvers
s ‘'mental _com-
e:t on the young wife's dress. ** Wi u;'
sai the Countess to . herself, **
Worth, at  bin best” The _ fraveli

réss’. wal s0"¥ich,’ 5o’ elegint in its
city—dark grey et,  with a slight
edging of far—and it fivted the girl’s figure
perfectly, showed ' the beautiful lines, the
graciods curves, the fine contour. It was the.
dress of a lady ; they felt it instinctavely,

Violet did not raise her veil ; she stood per-
fe¢tly still ; but, whep her husband to
her, and said : g

** Darling, you are welcome home at last !”
& quiverran through her,

he thanked him in her heart; but.shé
spoke no. word.

“You are tired, probably,” said Lady
Ryvers ; and try as she wonlx she could not
take the pride and hauteur from her voice,

‘1 am very tired,” smd Violet; *“wehad a

ro h »

"l'gYon '-l]g like to go toyourrooms,” said
Lady Ryvers. ‘‘Have you brought a maid
with yon ?”

*No,” ugbod Violet.

“I thonght you would be kind enough,
mother, to recommend one,” her huasband
interposed. ‘‘Violet has not had much ex-
perience in that way,” g

‘1 have never had a ‘maid,” said Violet,
“‘and should hardly know how to engage one. ”

‘““Neyer had & maid " repeated Lady
Ryvers; and her accent was one of undisguis-
ody‘ horror

The Countess of Lester smiled the smile of
onewho was learning strange things.

‘“My ‘maid Fisher would not perha
mind, ” said Lady Ryvers, dotbtfully. *‘she
is clever ; but one hesitates in these days to
ask favours from servants.”

*“1 should not ask favours ; I should issue
commands,” put in Randolph, at which a
faint gleam of approval was visible in the
eyes of the Countess.

**Mapma,” said Monica, timidly, ““if you
permit me, I'will take”—then she paused for
a moment, as taough at & loss for a word—**I
will take Lady Ryvers to her rooms.”

She saw by the sudden flush that covered
her mother’s face, the sudden, an light
that flashed in her eyes, that she h‘:ﬁy done 1
wrong. It was almost more than proud Lad
Ryvers could brook to hear the name she h
borne so long given to another,

*If you vut you can show your brother's
wife to her rooms, Monica, she said, stiffly.

** Which . rooms -have you given to us,
mother ¥ Lord Ryvers -asked, anxious to.
make a diversi 3

m" 3 can make your
choice afterward,” she replied.
~Lord Ryvers did not know whether to ‘be-
&n-donm.,’l‘h white suite, as the
utiful set of “apartments was called, was
generally set apart for ‘visitors; but thers
were handsomer suites in the house.
* Thaok you,” he said, simply.
sure we 8 find them comfortable, ”
For the whole world his mother could not
have refrained froma slight toss of her head.
If thoss rooms were not good enough for this
ronng person from the country she would
ike to know what were. ;
‘“Monics saw  the danger si and
t:m.dl;uqtho room, taking Violet with

Then, on ':f‘h"'bxmxm.w shere fell &
-tnl:ﬁo,. uncomfortable si ; Lord
wu1 e first to bréak it. -

““You were surprised to hear of AL~
riqol. mother,” h&‘igid. Wi

“1 was something more than surprised,”’
she replied. ** We had better not discuss 1t
{hot, E.,'ldolph, I have not recovered from the

ol p

**1 ought to have written, I own . frankly
mother, that I ought to have consulted ou ;
but love mnst be my excuse, Youn mﬂ try
to‘l}vo:o:k for my sake,” .

£ € no promise, Randolph, I

would rather not discuss the matter yet - It

tome. I mpst re-

llI am

7' #aid the young man, his
i passion and tendern "
will be kind to iny wife > i

!‘I}o Countess looked at him,

it mamma is right,” she sai

gensly ; “we must have time. Yo see Hov:
dﬁﬁ. “ﬁ‘z:lghdy_hu belonged to quite
& ciffefent olass from oiirs, and it will be some
time before she will understand s or we shall
understand her. You have made an experi- .
6 you must ;-ﬁ-nly await the re:

eyl <y g SRR |

the beauty ; A yulgae girl
have shown some sufprise if mereiy to gratify

ful sculptor shapes the most beantifui statues.
You cannot teil what change a few months of
your training will make.” A

*‘ My dear,” returned Lady Ryvers, with
some irntation, “I shall not have patience.
I shall never be able to control my dislike to
the girl. To think of the difference between
what might have been and whatis!”

In the meartime the twp young girls had
made their way to the white suite of rooms,
1f Violet felt startled at the magnificence of
the house, at the beanty of the paintings and
statues, she said nothing,and Monica admired
herreticense. The real thing that oppressed
ber and lay heavily on her mhind was that one
day this must all be hers; Monica Ryvers
little dreamed what was passing in the mind
of her companion. Her eyes fell on the
crest, on the coat of armé, on the hundred and
one insignia of that patent of nobility which
she so completely and thoroughly despised.
Monica felt almost shy with this tall, stately
girl who was so silent,

““Mamma selected these rooms because
thereis such a beautiful view from the win-
dows,” said Monica. ** You will choose your
own now.”’ :

Violet bowed.  There was no pleasure, no
elation in her manper ; and Monica wondered
more and more what ma; of girl was this
whé saw so much besuty and so much mag-
nificence, yét was quite ntpmoved by it. She
opened the door of a room the luxurious ap-
pointments of which might have extorted a
cry of admiration a Stoig. A fire burn-
ed ch ina ‘
of innumerable wax

No word came from She had made

up her mind as to oné thing hefore she
entered the house—nothing should draw from
’ ; her husband’s

hink her overwhelmed

thé nil admirari »
L z:“ ukhw‘logﬂf." T HThe; gt

' will fancy that I
5 A and

i I wouald. sath cm old
mwﬂngo_. O toues e it SR e
"1 hope," saitt Mduitd;- * you will find
i and as you like it.”
YViolet gianced raund wmom g o :
"'::BI :&mumyﬁ“m -will ask for
A 4 N
A gleam of oppndagon’m into Monica's
eyes. R o g
Y"That little speesin . wan worthy of the
Countess of Leater!” .she said _to herself,
:i':iVo!'thl Ihve a lively time of it at Ryvers-
e '
Then Violet went so.her and laid one hand

iy SRS e e
you gave me—I s

never forget io—dnog‘ for the kiss,
Your kmga- touched - my heart'” She
was about ito ‘add, I t -nothi
would ever touch it again ;” butshe refrain:
Betteér to keep her own secrets locked in her
neart.

Then Monica, with kindly hands, unfasten-
ed the thick veil and the pretty travelling
bonnet. She was was fairly startled at the
marvellous beauty of - the face beneath ; yet
beautiful as it was, there was something of-
saduess in ‘the violet eyes and in the sweet,

lips. It was not the face of & brilliant-
y hsppy_z:mng bride or of a well-contented

you%m
* What a beautifal sister you are !” cried
Monica, enthusisstically. - Randolph told
us you were besutiful ; but I did not think
you would be likethis,”

“I am glad you are pleased with me,” Vio-
let said; quietly. There was no resisting the
?onut, tender sympathy. in the bright young

ace,

Then Monica wondered even more, for, in
removing the bonnet, all the thick mass of
luxuriant golden hair fell ovor Violet's shoul-
gon. Acry of iration came from her

P""Wlnt magnificent hair!” she cried.
“Why, this is the v colour of colours,
Some of - the -fashionable ladies of London
would gjve half their fortune for it. How
long, how thick, how splendid it is! How
well lyon:?uin !’l,itﬂ

- '.ry .
Viokt',po %0 whom b
mystery.

llYo.

ou,

time over it,” said
i i was  a

mast lot msmma's maid oome and.
* said Monica. - *‘Sheis an adeptat
irdressing.  She can rak the poorest

will . ' .

will 86 wit shiall go an
coax tocome.” "

“Pray dgaos“,nq?ﬂ Violet, hastily.
**T can do an I'always do.” ™ ”

But Monioa left the room before she had
time to sav more, i
Preséntly Lord Ryvers opened the door ;
he stood for a moment in dazed admiration
before the beauntiful. r:):al! covered with
the veil of glittering 2, hair.
. “Violet,” he sai inpl,m‘:boneofvoice,
amongss your various dnn,n, ave you a nice
dinneﬁml e 20T
I ghonld suppose 0, she . answered,
cmleulg. e i ¥ A
o ar e sai earnestly, “ do
to L yon:%uﬂ You are alwa hu:g
and bewitching. I wantyou tolook more
50 than ever to-l;ighs #puch depends on
ﬁntninprun;‘m.’. e 243
esaw & faing 2 of contempt on the
isi kigsed.it, for he was

** Yon promised Violes,” he said.

She relented and looked at him witha
smile. It was almost impossible to with-
s%and his v”ﬁont Jhumor and sweet
temper. Violet. always admired it,
indeed she had said :

3 have the best and sweet-
est temper of any man I know;
a_sleeping lion, 3

to anger, you would be much more

ﬂun..'om tempered man.”
m,rgv y do yom think 802" he asked,
gravely.

ed, . GoSAEE o o
’ onr lordship ; bat I dnderstood this
**1 shall be glad,” said the young husband
with some digm&“ifm'i ! ‘myyj'fa,
‘*The most beautiful creature I have ever
seen in my life!” was the woman’s mental
mxgapt. ‘*She ia fairer than"the Coun.

*Iwill do what I can for her ladyship,”
she said, advancing into the room. -

Violet would bave given much to besta
retreat. She was far more at the
lady’s-maid than she had been at Hher
nistress,

Efrd Ryvers said a few hasty words of fare-
wel

““ You tell mo how you like them all after-

ard,” he ::id,in-t voice. +**I must. get

looking |

ed_Violet.

Y a. dy ¥
was a’hm 6t insolence in her mda?'

“Ido not know,” said Violet. *““I have
never had a maid of my own. Do for me
what every osher lady’s-maid does for her
mistress. ” i 3

There was no resisting this; the simple,

uiet dignity of the answer awed the maid.

*“Shall I brush your hair first, my lady ?”
she asked; more respectiully,

‘If you please,” said Violet.  ~

And in’ a few minutes more the maid held
the golden waves of hair in her hands, admir-
ing vhe length and sheen,

**I have not seen such hair as ‘this, my
lady,” she said, *“‘since the time I left the
Duchess of Hetberly. She had just she same,
but her face ‘did not correspond with it. It
was all freckled and brown, the queerest
complexion any lady ever had.”

Violet made nc¢ remark. . She was deter-
mined not to encourage gossip, yet just at
present eshe could not; summon courage to bid
the woman to be silent. b

*‘It took me nearly an hour every day to
paint the Duchess’ face. S8he’ was kind
enough to say that I had an_ arsistic touch.
She vas difficult to please ; she liked her face
to vy every day.”

Fisher frowneg when she saw how cooly
her gossip was received.

‘I was sorry to leave the Duchess,” she

continued ; ‘“but she was _very cross and
‘ uppish’ with me one morning - when T was
painting her face. She said something to me,
and I told her, if she repeated it, I would
leave at a moment’s vaticey Shedid repeat it,
and I leit her immediately, with half her face
painted. 8he codld not find anyone to paint
the other half ; no ove could match it. She
sent to offer me anything in the world if I
would go back to finish it.”

*“1 think that was a very ill-natared trick,”
said Violet. .

And from that moment Fisher was the most
bitter enemy Violet had in the house, Yet
the woman was an artist in her way, and she
could not resist the temptation of performing
her task to the best of her ability. -

Then Lord Ryvers came for his wife,

“Have I pleased you?’ she asked, her
beautiiul eyes all alight. ,

**You have indeed!” he ‘®ai. ““I am
prond of-yow, 'my Putesoong =

'" He took her hand, and led bier to the draw-,

ing-room. - In one sense he was leading . her

to the great social bastle-field, for. heve her:

new life began, and the first wound from the
thorns in her orange blossoms was to be given
to her tbat night—a wound that would never

quite heal.
To be continued.

THOSE HORRI1D MEN.

el \
A Wise Max’s Foolishness,

There was a man in our town,
And he was wondrous wise,
Whene'er a womar looked at hlnh
He shut up both his eyes.
He knew they were deceitful things,
Those women whom he met,
And when th?p-uedndmﬂodnthun
His eyes he’d always shut.
Oxlnle day while wa]k.lngt‘meeker street
a ' ;

And thus he lived a life of peace,
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Whena clothing shop ggts on fire some of
the clerks spring over coats and some fall

over coats, and neariy everyone pants when

he gets out.

The cheapestfeeling man in New
is the one who ran for a school office in a New
Hampehire town and was defeated by his op-
ponent by six votes, the latter being his wife.

A gentleman was examining an umbrella,
and commenting upon its fine quality, ** Yes,”
said a present, ** he everything
he sees.” *‘ And,” added a third party, s
inclined to seize everything he fancies. ”

A Dakota lawyer was recently arrested for
stealing wood, but such was the power oi his
eloguence that.he made the-jury believe that
he 'l:‘ only leing ﬂin his deep‘h and thought
that he was placing flowers on fhe grave of
his first wife. : o

** I belong to one ot the first families of the
city,” said a boasting youth. *** Yes,” was
the reply of the tailor. “*Your:tamily, I
have been informed, is always the fipst in
asking credit when a new storekeeper. starts
in your neighbourhood.” . | =~ 2

d each one insist

*“My dear,” said a sensible Dutehman to.

his wife, who for the last hour had been
shaking her baby up anddown on her knee :—
“I don’ think so much butter is good for the -
child.” “Butter? I never give my Artie
any butter ; what an idea!” *“I mean to sa
you have been giving him a good feed of milE
out of the bottle, and now you have been an
hour chnrning it!” ' :
“Why do men always want to pick out
their own cigars?’ asked a reporter in a
cigar store. ** Well,” said - the proprietor,
“ use men are fools. - They have strange
fancies about cigars. Some mén will hunt
over twenty boxes of . cigars s - cigar
marked ‘with little white specks, One man
that comes in here won't smoke any other’
kind of eigar than such a apéckled one. He
would smoke a cabbage leaf, I if it
only had his magic specks on .it- I don’s
know just what eauses th .Fk’ but T guess
some worm has eaten thr ‘the leaf, ?ny-
of difference. ”

how, it doesn’t make a-
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Kleanore: ¢
And a flower of June—a rose—
Did & singls bud wncloss,

as

Though it bore
Ne'er \l:lnuon. tiil the morn
Of theday that you were born
Gave a erown unte its thorn,

Eleanore.

In the azure and the gold. -

0!
Of your ¢ en:l"hdrhtdd
‘O’er and o'er

Your life-vi I surmise,

‘Where, mg biwnu and skies,

Golden suns will sink and rise
Evermore.

Il.ythi_llﬂm of your heart—
_petals part

‘Gloves are still worn long.
» Buttons remain small and  round,

The size of bustles is on the increase,

Feather trimming is worn on spring wraps.

Some vests are covered with narrow gold
braid.

Chenille pelerines will be much used for the
spring. r

A new spring material for suitings is the
duchesse, :

Striped silks promise to be largely worn for
the house. ;

High collars and high coiffures are seem
everywhere.

Tha Scotch fashion of large stones in buckies
is 1n favour,

The Henrietta cloth is still used for mourn«
ing costumes.

White dresses will be more worn than ever
this summer.

A new lace pin has a high hat, which is at-
tached to & cane.

Fedora ruchings are seen in bright red and
orange silk mulls.

Collars and caffs of white pique are to be
worn by the ladies, :

A great deal of jetted lace will be used on
wraps and costumes,

Berthas of fine, small flowers are extensively
worn with ball dresses.

Flowers in the hair are almost exclusively
restricted to full dress.

Tamise cloth, made in tailor style, is used
mach for travelling suits,

The tan-coloured Swede glove will be the
most popular this summer.’
*» Balayeuses, plastrons,
waistcoats are all the rage.

Flower fans are used with ball toileta to
match the corsage bouquet. a3
For seashore dresses get light cashmere,
F ALY Bl
‘ Whenso wsed on' a costume, it is
nazrow and of simtple design, - e
For ladies the loose vest will be more worn
in the polonaise than basque.
A new yellowish seft drab colour is called
*¢ champignon ” or mnchroom.‘
When an evening'toiletts is elaborately
trimmed jewels are sparsely worn.
Peierines made of solid embroidery will be
worn with white suits this summer.
Pompadour flowers are sewed all over the
material which covers some bonnets,

Flowers and feathers figure in the
new evening, dianer, and bdlﬁoihhr‘:y

stomachers and

For and About Woman,

Popping the qubstion is often easier than
questioning the pop.

Giris. it isn’t safe to marry & man who is in
love, He has a heart affection,

The man in the San Francisco mint who
hires the girls rejects all homely applicants,

Elizabeth Dean, a New Jersey woman, has
just died at the age of 84 from the effects of
tight lacing.

The wife who sits up until 2. a.m. for her
frolicsome husband to come ‘home, is waiting
for the fast male.

It is said that among fhe wives of Utah
there may be found women from nearly every
nation except France.

Artistic ladies are painting their parasols,
fans, and bonnets in floral designs to accom-
pany dressy spring suits,

Love is the eternal problem that in all
times people. have had more happiness in
studying than in resolving.

- The reason why faint heart never won fair
lady is because fair lady objects to being one,
She’d rather be a better half. &

May is the proper month for weddings, At
least we think so now. Baut perhaps when
May comes we will think June preferable,

Miss Latham, who paid €10,000 to act in
the Star theatre, New York, is Miss Samuels
when at home with her Israelitish parents.

I thought you were a flame of Miss Bul-
hon, Mr, Dood,” said Slim. “I 80
t00,” said the other, “‘until :

A Philadelphia young lady who ought to
know says that leap year pri are more
in romance than in reality. She proposed to
two men, and both took it as a sure sign that
insanity runs in the family,

A Bradford girl gave a half-suppressed
yawn while kissing her beau, and nothin
saved him from falling *in but his b
shoulders. If the yawn had mot been sup-
pressed in time the fate of the young man
would bave been harrowing in the exsreme.

The following marriage announcement is
from fhe Lampasas, Tex., Dispatch :—Bob
McDonald and Sue Mitehell have decided to
slide down the cellar door of life ine
hand together, and consequently have $aken
out a license to wed.

An English Y::yuician apprehensively asks :
‘“Are our girls becoming too muscanlar?”
‘That’s just what is beginning to bother usa
little in this country. The general prevalence
of bald-headed men would seem to indicate
that there is adangerous tendency in this

A Woodhaven, N.Y., hotel-keeper, who
has jnst been sued for a breach of promise of
marriage, puts in the extraordinary defence
that the pmuﬁﬂ“ deceived him by telling him
she was 39 years old, whereas she is oniy 29.

@ avers that, being a man, he
wanted a wife of corresponding y:

it at onee. She ealled for Mr. Letcher, whom
she had noticed in"the %dlllct. md chlnlx:exd
away for half an hous. Every once in a while
she would uarl kiss and znﬂy closed by
telling bim to watch for her, .as she was just
going on to sing her 'little solo. The young
man, who had hi it girl with him, was con-

i ! her and she
was greatly piqued at his indi ,  She
m been talking to the engmeer down in the

ar, :

: A Great Deal Happier.

* Areyou as happy now as you were bes
fore you married ? asked Mrs, Yeast of youn,
Mrs, Crimsonbeak.” ¢ Yes, indeed,” repii
the lady, “and a gredt deal happier.”
“ That is strange,” suggested the philanthro-
pic wife. *“Not at all strange,” came from
the young married woman. *‘ You see, be-
fore I was married, I used to spend half my
time worrying about what dress I shouid wear
when Daniel called.” “But dont you try

_just as hard to look well when your husband

returns home at night?”” \interrupted Mrs,
Yeast. ‘‘ Well, you see,” went on the hride
of two summers, ‘‘I don’t worry any about
ibpow, as 1 have only onme dress tomy
name,” s

A Girl Architect,

Mies Laura White, an American girl, “hat
been adnu;ud to tTh: Sép:;l:la:.fool of haAmhi-
tectare in Paris. The Ci says thatsev-
eral Frenchwomen have already distingui

nter-Ocean :
architecture or the ession of the architect
is one that offers brilliant opportunities to
women,”

How the Hair is Worn,

The facts about the present styles of dress
ing the hair which the reporter had gathered
a few hours before naturally come to his mind
in this connection, and the preachers words
are asa gentle, dreary hum that helps his
reverie. The Langtry knot, as every sort of
neck coiffufe, is decidedly unfashionable, al.
though with it the curly fluff, that rightfully
belongs to the low style of hairdressing, is
still allowed to reign rampant upon the fore-
head, Two or three bands of velvet encir-
cling the head, atter the manner of the Greek
maidens are sometimes worn, but accompany-
ing an elaborate tournare 1s quite unbecoming,
Combs and jeweled pins are thrust into the
coils of hair. Steel ornaments, too, have
been left aside long enough to be resumed
again as something new and striking. Tne
hair done up high and gracefully and grace-
fully arranged on the top, isa most becoming
coiffure to many ladies. The style is mora
picturesque and stately with evening dress
than where the hair issimply coiled low in
the nape of the neck, Diamond ornaments,
feather tips, flowers, and other decorationg
are certainly much more effective in coiffure{
arranged high. All, however, cannot sui
tably or becomingly dress the hair thus. The

iquant class of geanty is enhanced by it, but
1t detracts from the classic.” A successful
compromise with many is to arrange the hair
in coils both high and low, thus leaving na
one portion robbed to dress the other,

A Russian Ruse,

An ingenious lady, under the pretext of
presenting a trousseau to a bride ofP lofty line
eage but depleted purse, induced her friends
o join her in the making of the necessary
articles. The most fascinating patterns of
under-garments were obtained from French
artists. The corset cover, with the faintest

possible excuse tor a shoulder-strap, and:
oragmented.

front with
eyt e e o

neck-withan edging of the same lace, reposed
in close proximity to the most coguettish of
underskirts. Torchon lace in masses re.
lieved the stiffness and ‘angularity of the
ordinary nightdress, which, made of the finest
batiste, was composed .in front of countless
narrow plaits, divided from each other by
embroidered insertion. A collar trimmed
with lace and cuffs made of narrow plaits and
embroidered insertion, placed in diagonal
bands, and the whole edged with lace, formed
an attractive model, especially as a train of
moderate leagth pending from Watteau plaits
in the k gave the dressa dignity more in
koe{ing ith the peignoir, skirts
worked in coloured at the lower edge,
and se! ive frilled caps, to be worn either
at nigh't or for breakfast, were all represented
in this tasteful collection of underclothing.
When the task was fully completed the
hd'igs” e a banquet to her ind’utnons friends,
with a gift at the piate of each guest of silver
or po in, and then frankly acknowledged
herself t§ be_therecipient of the tronsséau.
This fraudulent device was in fact a pisce of
sentimentality on her part—a desire to have
a souvenir from each of her friends. At firs
the ex tion was coldly received, and the
t thus established was declared to be
and one to be immediately frowned
down. Buf the tearful excuses of the lady
and her flattering protestations of love, over
which should be thrown the mantle of charity
in the shaps of flounced underskirts and em-
broidered night dresses, finally prevailed and
she was forgiven. She was also a Russian,
and Russian womien are born to be adored angd
to be forgiven by both sexes.

‘“ Beautiful Young Creature.”
Snappish Old Maid—*‘ Here, now; yod
clearout: Ring this bell again and I’ll send
forBaoo policeman. ” ;
k Agent—*1 am very sorry to intrude
but, believe me, this book I am"{elhng is—"
Old Maid—**Clear out, Isay. What do I
want of your old books ?”
Ageni—*‘ Bat they are not old ; they are
new and——"
Old Maid—*I won’t buy a cent’s worth.*
Agout-n—“ But this is so appropriate and is
Maid—**Get out, I say, or I will slam

&

noe abit

Old Maid—** Dear,
it is 1"
Agent—** Yes, they come high, bat no beau«
tifal young creature like you should be with«
at—"

o
Old Maid—* Well, I'll takeit.

W

Sanford's Radical Cure,
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EARLY VEGE

A correpondent in Vi
following :—** For the inil
MarL and its readers, I bég
agus fit for the table, d
air, was cut to-day (Ap
farm of one of your subs
Green, at Niagara, Ont. 1
the peach trees in this dist|
after the severe winter,
rounding districts they
from reliable authority, en!
New Zealand flax, a most
plant, is flourishing mos$
highiy-favoured section @
the above lady’s farm. F
articie, and should be grow
for making home-made
purposes, being very tough
from four toseven ieet 1o

LUMP ON

HoxeEywoobD.—I have a ¢d
on her jaw. It brokeand
remains dry and bard.
through THE WEERKLY .M
is, or if it isa canoceér?

The enlargementisof an

DRY COU

VicToriA.—I have a hors
cough for about three mof
for it?

Feed on good clean ¢
erate allowance of hay.
jodide of potasmum nigh
two or three weeks,

BOOK ON CATTL

WELLAND.—T wish to_pu
Diseases of Cattle, Will yg
the best one, and where
sBame, also price?

Woodruff Hill’s work w
liamson & Co., King stree
ply you with it.

INCIPIENT §

KEPPEL.—I have a young]
that swells in the hind legs
of bog spavin eighteen n
biistered him with ruercur;
to all appeasances. This
again., 1 blistered, but

legs are broken ouf
scratches.

Turn your horse out to

as soon as the grass is goo

LUMP ON HER

PRINCETON.—I have a va
pot a’lump or swelling on §
size of a teacup. Ivis on &Y
jaw. Her eyes also seem ¥
ptherwise she is in good hej
Would be obliged if you co
do for her.

Have your heifer exam
veterinarian,as she is evid

some malignant disease.

A MARE'S F1

NAPANEE.—Will you plé
respondence column of W
when a mare firsy foals, it
lie undisturbed when it se
and when it does not suck
should be before giving it

Do not give artificial
chance of the foal suck
foal is able to stand, effi
to get it to suck.

MILDEY ON GO¢

ELORA.—As a reader
Marx, would you kindly in
edition the best thing
gooseberry trees?

It is generally conced
that soil or locality @
mildew, and that some v
are more likely to be
A sprinkling of sulphur
times has a good effect,
ing with tobacco smoke.

LEG INJ

UrrFiNeTON.—I have a
and when working her i
struck her knee against th
the sleigh tongue. It swe
I have been rubbing it
swelling does not seem 4
mare ‘does 'not walk
through your valuable pa:
that will takeaway the s¥

Bathe the knee twice
of acetate of lead, one
watet. Continue this
weeks, and if there is ng
s mild blister.

BONE SPAYVI

KENSINGTON.—Will yo
bone spavin in a horse ix
have looked through a g
bers but could not find
thing be done to relieve
disease of the lungs?

Firing and blistering
remedies for spavin.
posed of one drachm
and ome ounce of lard, A
and rubbing in daily b
pure lard. Roaring is
langs, but is due to the
the muscles of larynx, aj
lished is incurable,

LIVE 8%

There are very few g
fect food ration. Corn,
for fatbening, is too sta
trated as well. Iifed a
digest it perfectly. Is
& mixture with bran o

For diarrheea in calvg
ounces of castor oil,
drachms of laudanum 3
thereafter, give a mixty
compound chalk powd]
drachm of powdered gen]
mint water, and three ¢
sion. Such a dose may
thrice daily until the
Change the diet. —Breed

When any animal die]
farm it is a common
else draw it off to the
stray dogs can pick the
Both of these are mista
strychnine bedded in
will destroy the prowle
will eat away both fles
vert them into a valnab
months, Lambs and
die, even with the bes!
winters;-and this plan
becomiag ap entire-lo

For years, writes a ¢
Couniry Gentleman, I b
easily on animals, “no
by applying butter of
ther two or three time
or three days. If the
I strape them lightly
dries the wart down to }
off without leaving
tion. The best m
I own I purchased
of beef cattle on ag
riority in baving all
points, and the discovel
literally covered with
had no doubt was thel
been fatted and sold.

hTh;smn‘aogl?o d
simply in m
affects the brase




