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CHAPTER VII—Continued.
She thought over hie words before she en- 

lwered them.
"I should have been very sorry, but not 

unhappy, ” she replied. “ I should not have 
forgotten you ; and I am glad, honestly glad, 
to see yon again. ”

His face brightened as be gazed-on her fair, 
thy loveliness.

“Thank you for so much,” he said. “I 
will teach you the rest : that is the begin­
ning ; the rest will come. You are glad to 
she me. Heaven bless yon. ”

He bent down and kissed the fair hands 
that lay so chill and quiet in bis own. And 
that first caress ever given to her stirred the 
maiden depths of her heart and soul as a 
pebble thrown into a deep lake disturbs its 
surface. If Aunt Alice could but have seen 
that : Violet shuddered aa the thought 
passed through her mind, and he thought 
that she was vexed at his caress.

“ Ob, Violet, if yon would, if you could 
hut learn to love me a little !" he said. “ Love 
wins love. Will you try *'
: .“.I might try,” the whispered ; “but I 

srn not at all sure that 1 should succeed. ”
- “I shall be quite content at presept if yon 

will try. You have no other admirer, and 
you love no one else. I see no reason, my 
larling, why I should not win you in time. I 
will live for you ; t will love you so well, so 
dearly, that you shall not be able to help 
loving me. I am happier than I dared hope ;' 
I am happier than I deserve to be. Yon 
migtit bave sent me away ; you have listened, 
and you will love me in time. I have been 
talking to yon all this time, and, Violet, I 
bave not seen your eyes. Raise them to 
mine, sweetheart, that I may see what they 
sav.”

Slowly enough the white lids moved, the 
long fringed lashes were railed, and the dark, 
violet eyes looked sadly into his,

“ What beautiful eyes !” he cried. “And 
they tell me that yoa do love me a little. Is 
it true t“

His own were so full of passionate adora­
tion that hers fell before them.

“Iam frightened,” she said, with a shud­
der. “My -heart beats. Oh, let me run 
away ; I must not stay here ! What hive 
yon done to me? It is as though my heart 
and soul were stirred with mingled pleasure 
and pain.”

She tried to draw away the little white 
banda ; but he wonld not release them.

“ My beautiful sweetheart, listen to me.”
But she interrupted him.
“Iam not your sweetheart. You must 

Dot use that word to me. ”
“That is just the question.” he said. 

“ Will yon be my sweetheart ? I will not 
ask more just yet ; consent to that and I will 
be the happiest man in the wide world. My 
sweetheart, my beautiful, gentle, graceful 
Sweetheart, will yon ? If you do not like me,

Eon can bid me depart ; bat, if you learn to 
>ve me, yon will make this earth paradise to 

me.”
She was frightened, startled ; but her heart 

did not beat with rapture, nor were her lips 
mate with the glad surprise that comes to 
most young girls when their lover speaks.

“ Think for a few minutes, and then answer 
me,” Lord Ryvers went on; “■ and remember, 
it is not a man’s fancy, but a man’s life, that 
hangs on the word. I do not wish to influ­
ence von unduly ; but, if you say me nay, I 
shall fling myself away as one flings away a 
worthless weed. Oh, Violet, is your heart 
oold to me ; are your eyes blinds" year li] 
dumb? I stand here before 
my words, my life in your 
me ; will yon be my sweetheart 

■ He threw his arm around her with a caress­
ing gesture, ae though be would protect her 
from everything hurtful : and it was this

S estate of his, this half caress, that touched 
er heart.
“Say ‘yes,* Violet. Yon shall never re­

pent it,' her lover, pleaded passionately. “ You 
do not know what life is ; I will teach you. 
Open your pure young heart to the influence 
of love. Whisper that one word to me, 
Violet”

fie bent hie handsome head to catch the faint 
sound. She thought for a few minutes, and 
then she answered :

“Yee.”
CHAPTER VUL

1 “ Yon have sold a picture, Randolph, I am 
sure,” was the greeting Lord Ryvers received 
one morning, when he saw Violet coming from 
the Hill Farm.

He went often to the Hill Farm now, for 
Miss Atherton had caught a violent cold, 
which had caused her to relax her vigilance 
and send her beautiful niece out in her stead 
—not for long rambles for her own pleasure, 
that was plainly understood : but it was nec­
essary for her to goto Warwick onceor twice 
in the week, and also to the Hill f arm, on 
little matters of business ; and, though it 
struck Miss Atherton more than once that 
her niece was a long time absent, she never 
dreamed of the cause.

Lord Ryvers had made himself quite at 
home at the Hill Farm ; the farmer and his 
buxom wife knew him as a young artist who 
admired the quite sylvan scenery of the 
neighbourhood. Miss Beaton’s name never 
passed his lips -, but, as by a tacit understand­
ing; the good-natured mistress of the farm 
always mentioned in his presence—quite ac­
cidentally, to all appearance—when Miss 
Beaton was coming—never addressing herself 
pointedly to him, but always to some by­
stander. It happened that Violet saw him 
every day. He was very gentle with her. 
He seemed to be content with the victory he 
had gained that evening when she had whis­
pered her consent to be his sweetheart.

He would walk by her side and hold her 
band in a long, lingering clasp, bat he never 
startled her more with passionate words or 
caresses. He was too wise and too intent on 
winning her. On this particular morning it
Îas about half way between the farm and 

cacia Cottage that they had met when she 
greeted him with the words :

■ “ You have sold a picture, Randolph, I am 
sure. ”

“ What makes yon say so ?” he asked. 
f *• You' know. Oh, Randolph, how you 
love mystery, and how I hate it ! You know 
what I found in my canary’s cage this morning 
.-only this morning and the beantifnl eyes 
were turned on him with mingled pleasure and 
wonder. “What a place to put a packet 
in !” shg continued. “ Suppose my annt had 
gone to the cage the first thing this morning 
to feed the bird ?”

“ I knew she wonld not From the chestnut 
tree in the field I can see all that passes in 
your garden. Every morning I see yon going 
to feed your bird after you have hong its cage 
up in the porch.”

“ I believe yon know everything I do and 
say,” she replied, laughing and blushing. 
“Ob, Randolph, how beantifnl it is !”

That morning, on going to feed her canary, 
Violet found a little parcel in the cage. It 
was addressed to “ My beantifnl sweetheart " 
and she knew at once that Randolph had 
climbed the garden wall, and bad placed it 
there for her. Opening it she found a diamond 

though she knew.little of jewels,
; it mast have cost a large sum. 

at once jumped to the conclusion 
' ' i for ner, her artist lover must 
cture. perhaps at a great sacri- 

rly he loved ber ! And her 
her that she did not love 

faoked delighted when she

you are pleased with it !” he 
„ _« put it on ?" 
a diamond ring ! What would 

; I have locked it up in

all my life for yon rather than lose you. 
Sweetheart it was the second of June when I 
first saw you, and the harvest moon will soon 
be shining.”

“Y'on said you would be content if I 
would be your sweetheart,” she said, half re! 
proaehfully, half in surprise, “ and I have 
been your sweetheart all these weeks, Ran­
dolph. What more do yon want !’>

“ What more ?" and he looked at her m 
surprise. " Everything. Violet But tell me" 
why you think I have sold a picture. ”

“Because that ring must have cost so much 
money.”

" I see !” he cried. “ Do not be distressed 
about she money, Violet. I assure yon that I 
have not sold one of my pictures,and tbatlhad 
the money by me ; I had, my dear, 
indeed."

“Now I shall enjoy my present," she said, 
her eyes brightening. “ All my life I have 
longed for a beautiful ring. It shines, Ran­
dolph, as though a myriad sunbeams were 
concentrated in it.”

“Yon are not mercenary,” he said.
“I? Oh, Randolph, what a terrible idea 1

I mercenary-----” «
was thinking,”he interrupted, “that 

you would not enjoy anything that yon 
thought bad cost anyone else a sacrifice. If 
you thought I had sold a picture to buy that 
ring, you would not care for it. ”

“ I should not care for it so much,” she re-
§lied. ’• I have heard toy aunt speak of 

iamonds ; I know how valuable they are. I 
never thought I should have a diamond 
ring.”

“One of these nights, when the moon is 
shining, yon will let me come and put it on 
for you, will you ? We have been sweethearts 
now for many weeks. Are yon so content 
Violet, that you wish for no more?”

“It is very nice,” she replied, carelessly.
“ It is quite new for me to have some one who 
admires nje, and says pretty things to me, 
who gives me beantifnl presents and makes 
life more bright and cheerful for me, I am 
not sure that I want more.”

“Now, Violet, stand still—how quickly 
yon are walking, my darting, this morning"! 
—stand still a moment, look into the very 
depths ot your heart, and tell me wonld yon 
like always to live in this fashion, to be no 
nearer and no dearer to me than yon are 
now !"

She stood stilLand looked at him thought­
fully.

“What does your heart say, Violet?” he 
asked.

“Itsays nothing," she replied. “I am 
very happy.” ,

“ Have yon no longing to be'with me al­
ways ?" he aeked.

“ I should like to see more of you," she re­
plied, “certainly. ”

“ When I am away from von, do yon count 
the hoars end minutes until I return ?”

“No; bat I am pleased when yoa come 
back.”

“ Oh, beantifnl statue, when will you wake 
into life?” he cried. “ When will y oar heart 
end soul be stirred within you ? Yon have 
none of the love that burns my heart away. 
How shall I teach yon ? When will one 
spark of the ‘ divine fire’ come to you I What 
can I do to make you love me !"

“ J do love yon,” she said ; tint there was 
no girlish flush on her face, no love light in 
her eyes.

“ I mast be content, ” he said. “ You are 
my sweetheart, and you love me after your 
own fashion. Yon will love me better some 
day- Can yoa guess, Violet, why Lhave 
wanted so mock to see yon thisnmraineJ’fc^ 

“No,” she replied ; “ I -eeaht- nettir 
guess.”

“Dear one,” he said earnestly. “ It is a 
great happiness to have yon for my sweet- 
heart, greater than I can tell ; bat I want yon 
to be something nearer and dearer. I want 
yon to be my wife.”

“Yon are never satisfied, Randolph,” she 
answered• “If I were to be your wife, you 
would still want something moire. ”

“ Hardly ; there can be nothing nearer, 
nothing dearer than a wife,” he replied, with 
a half smile. “ I should be more than con­
tent if you would promise that.”

“It is so much to promise, Randolph,” she 
said—“ so much !”

“If you are going to refuse me this, it 
would have been better never to be kind to 
me at all—a thousand times better !” he de­
clared, passionately. “I could not lose you 
now. A month since I might have borne it, 
and have lived. Think of it, Violet. If Von 
will marry me yon shall have your heart’s de- 
sire. I will take yon to see the fairest lands 
on which the sun shines ; you shall see earth’s 
noblest cities, Italy’s art treasures, Switzer­
land’s snow-capped mountains, all the beau­
ties and marvels-of creation; yon shall have 
every wish gratified.”

“ Yon talk like a prince, Randolph,” she 
answered, calmly, “ How could you do all 
this ? It would take a fortune. *

“ I would spend a hundred fortunes on 
yon, ” he answered, eagerly,

“Bntyon most hqve tnem first," she re­
joined, laughingly ; “and you have not”

‘.‘I will make them,” he said. “ Violet, 
yon told me once that yon would not marry 
an aristocrat”

“And I meant it,” shefcried.
“ If one stood here before yon now, with 

the most ancient and honourable of titles, 
with a fortune that wonld make you a queen 
of fashion, would you not marry him ?”

“No," she replied, with sovereign con­
tempt ; “I wonld never be false to the opin­
ions of my life. I will marry a man who 
makes his own name by his own industry and 
talent I shall never make yon understand 
how I dislike the aristocracy. You would 
have no chance at all if yon were an aristocrat, 
Randolph,” she added, laughing; “but it is 
greatly in your favour that you are an artist 
best1’’ pro^e“ion,■ 1 Uke thet of an artist

“ How glad I am !” he said.
“ Ever since I first met an artist sketching 

in St Byno’e woods, I have liked men «f his 
* profession. They seem to me gentlemen, all 

of them. I am glad yon are an artist, Ran­
dolph.” she added, musingly. “I cannot 
imagine a bad tempered artist”

“That is not the question, Violet The 
manners of artists might interest me at any 
other^ime, but not just now. You forget 
the question I have asked you—will you be 
my wife ? Think how much I love you, how 
happy yon might make me ; think of the 
pleasant life I wonld plan for yon, and think, 
though your Warwickshire home is beautiful! 
how monotonous the life is. Listen to me 
sweet Violet Just now all is bright and 
glad. Yon are young and beautiful, yon are 
so full of vitality that the veriest tritie is a " 
pleasure to you, and yod* find all existence 
bright and fair. But, my darting, the years 
will roll on, and Time, most ruthless of ene­
mies, will come and steal your youth, your 
brightness, the roses from yonr face, and the 
light from your eyes. Oh, my darling, 'can 
you think of spending all your freshbright 
life in that solitary house, of having no one 
to love but that stern, qnernlons aunt of yours ? 
Oh, my darling, have pity upon yourself !” 

For the first time he saw tears in her
eyes.

You have to choose between sunlight and 
darkness,” he urged.

“ Give me time to think,” she pleaded.
“I will give yon time. Take two days. 

This is Tuesday morning ; on Thursday let me 
see yon, even if I cannot speak to you. Let 
me see you standing by the great chestnut tree; 
and, if yon will marry me, wear a bunch of 
scarlet geraniums in voir bine dress. If I ssi 
It there, I shall thank Heaven indeed !”

Two whole days to pass in terrible suspense! 
Lord Ryvers forgot all about his difficulties : 
be forgot his stately mother’s proud aspira­
tions, the hopes she had boilt up as to his 
future ; he could think only of o»e thing,

tit on for you 7” he 

she replied ; “bat

t ; 1 would wait whether, when those two day* had

should see the scarlet bloom of the geraniums 
worn by the woman be loved. If he saw her 
standing beneath the cheenut tree with no 
scarlet flower on her bosom, he should give up 
title aad ests tes, should never care for aught 
again in this world. Thinking of all this, be 
fretted at the delay.

“ Why did I say I wonld wait two days for 
her answer ?” he asked himself. She could 
have decided in one. Perhaps the more time 
she has to think, the less chance there will be 
for me. ”

He could do one thing that wonld help to 
pass a few hours away. He went over the 
next day to Warwick, and there purchased a 
bouquet of the finest scarlet geraniums. Quite 
early the following morning, before any one 
in the cottage was astir, he stole through the 
garden and placed them where Violet mast 
them when she went to feed her bird. He 
stood for some minutes trying to fancy 
what wonld happen—whether she wonld fling 
them away with snorn, or whether she would 
take a vivid scarlet spray and fasten it in the 
bodice of ber dress.

He had made his home at “ The Barley 
Mow,” a pretty wayside inn that might have 
been the original of the world-famous “ May-

g)le.” This morning the landlady of “ The 
arley Mow, ’ as she carried away his untouch­

ed breakfast,said to him :
"You are not well, sir ; yon walk too 

mnch or yon work too hard ; give yourself a 
day’s rest. ”

He laughed to himself. What rest would 
there be for him until he had learned his 
fate ?

The breakfast being carried away, he went 
ont Better would it be fo spend the minutes 
of consuming torture out in the open air, 
where no one could comment-on his appear­
ance or wonder at his words. And "as he 
walked aleng, he repeated, over and over 
again a song that recurred to bis mind—

“ Ifain would speak, yet dare not, for 
Her gentle soul’s distress. 1 

What is to me one sorrow more.
So that she has one less I \

“ Yet I could wish, when I am dead.
Her eyes should look through mine ;

And on my heart engraven read 
This motto ‘Dir Aileit^!’”

How the words seemed to echo through his 
brain over and over again 1 Then a bird flew 
from the great oak tree, and J he thought of 
Swinburne's beantifnl line :

“ A bird to the right snng follow.”
The bird did fly to the right ; it went over 

the river, and into the orchard that belonged 
to Acacia Cottage. He would follow ; he had 
told her that he should be there by ton, and 
it was yet only nine. Would she nave found 
the geraniums ? And, if she had, would she 
wear then?

He could see all over the garden and orch­
ard from the green lane that ran parallel with 
them, and there he stood awaiting his doom.

_ He saw the birds seeking an<Lenjoying the 
ripest plums, then flying in srorch of other 
sweets ; he saw a kitten, soft and white as a 
snowball, creep along the wall, climb the tree, 
and lie in wait for a small bird, and then he 
saw the flutter of a blue dress amongst 
the trees. His suspense wonld soon be ended • 
now.

Down the garden paths, over the grass, 
across to the white rails, came Violet ; and 
then she stood for one minute under the 
branches of the linden tree.

Lord Ryvers’ eyes flashed with happy 
unde, his face flushed with passionate delight, 
his heart beat fast, his pulse thrilled. She 
had looked over the hedge into the lane, and 
he saw tjie gleem of golden hair, the beauty 
of her pare young face, and—ah, Heaven be 
thanked 1—the scarlet geraniums on her 
breast

- CHAPTER IX.
.That same afternoon Lord Ryvers wént 

boldly to Acacia Cottage. After all, to face 
a tall, angular lady with a great dislike to bis 
sex was not perhaps the most alarming ordeal 
in the world. He Knocked at the door, which, 
in answer to his summons, was opened by the 
little maid. She looked considerably alarmed 
at the sight pfAha tall handsome stranger, ao 
imposing a visitor never having, within her 
experience, celled upon -her mistress.

“I want to see Mus Atherton.” said the 
young lord ; “is sheet home?”

The little maid dropped a curtsey, but made 
no reply ; her astonishment and fright seemed 
to have stricken her dumb,

“ Do you think I could see Miss Atherton ?" 
repeated Lord Ryvers, e trifle impatiently, 
seeing that the girl made no attempt to 
speak.

Still without a word she ushered the visitor 
-into the tittle parlour. Lord Ryvers had not 
long to wait before Miss Atherton made her 
appearance. She hastily closed the door be­
hind her, then, turning, confronted her unwel­
come guest. She looked ready to encounter 
a legion of lovers ; there was no sign Of quail­
ing in her eyes or farce.

“You wished to see me, ” she began sternly. 
“Yes,” he replied. “I should be glad to 

have a few minutes’ conversation with yon.”
“You are the yonog man with whom I met 

my niece once !” she said, severely.
“I am that most fortunate of men," he 

replied.
Miss Atherton turned half contemptuously 

away.
“ What do yotf want with me?” she ques­

tioned, curtly.
» “ I love your niece, and I have come to esk 
your permission to marry her.” he said, 
plunging without any preamble into the sub­
ject nearest his heart.

“That yon will never obtain,” said >Mim 
Atherton, coldly. ’

“ Then, madam, with all due deference to 
yon, I shall marry her without,” he replied.

, “ We shall see,’’said the lady, still calmly 
“For my own part, I would rather see my 
niece locked up in a lunatic asylum th-- 
married. ”

Lord Ryvers bowed, for he was at a loeefor 
words. *

“Young man,’’said Miss Atherton, solemn­
ly, “do not standing there bowing at me. 
Does my niece know of this nonsense ?”

“ Miss Beaton did not know of my Inten­
tion to call this afternoon. The fact of the 
matter is that I really could not wait any 
longer.” 1

She glanced at him angrily,
“You will have to exeroiae your patience 

toa much greater extent,” ehe said. “I shell 
countenance nothing of the kind.” Then, 
with stern mien, she rang the bell. • Did no 
remembrance come to her of the old sweet 
time when her heart had beaten, end her eves 
had grown dim with tears ? “ Tell Miss Bee- 
ton I went ber.” ehe said to the wondering 
maid ; and after a brief interyal, Violet ap­
peared.

She looked so shy, so coy, so lovely, as she 
entered, blusbiog and startled, that the 
young lord lost his head altogether, and was 
on the point of committing himself in unpar­
donable fashion, when a look from Miss Ath­
erton restrained him.

“Violet,” said her annt, grimly, “this 
young man has come to ask me if he may 
marry yau. Isay ‘No.’ You hear me Vio­
let ? I object to it ”

Beautiful, blushing Violet looked at her 
lover as though she would Bay, “Yon most 
take up the challenge, Randolph.”

Stepping forward, he took his stand by 
Violet’s tide ; then he clasped one of her little 
white hands in his. Miss Atherton looking 
on with cold displeasure.

“We hope,” he said, “ that yon will give 
yonr permission. We shall be married in any 
case ; but Violet would be muoh happier if you 
consented, for she cannot forget all yonr kind­
ness to her.”

“ It needs no stranger to tell me that, ” said 
Miss Atherton. “ Violet, do yon—do you 
love this yonng man ? Do you wish to marry 
him?” with an air of lofty disdain.

“ I should not mind, annt,” answered Vio­
let, faintly.

Then Miss Atherton’s heart thrilled with 
a passing reminiscence of the old passion. 
If the man she had loved so faithfully had 
asked her to marry him, she would not have 
answered in calm tones like Violet She 
hated the very thought of love and matri­
mony ; but she turned from her niece with a 
gesture of contempt to Lord Ryvers.

“ Am I to understand that my nieoe protest 
ses to love you ?” *

“I am more than content” he replied. 
“If Miss Beaton will marry me, I will make 
herthehappiestwife in the world,and I will de­
vote my whple life to her.”

'' You do not see* to me, Violet, to know

—
your Own mind.” said Misa Atherton. “Do 
you love this yonng man or not !”

“ I—I like him very ranch, aunt," faltered 
the girl.

“Like him !” repeated Mise Atherton, 
scornfully. ■ • What a word to use ! Do you 
love him, child ! Do you feel ae though you 
would die if you lost him !”

For onoe the paseion that had so long been 
repressed shone in Miss Atherton's face, and 
the two young people standing before her 
looked at her in wonder. It was as though a 
ghost had suddenly appeared before them, 
and vanished at it came.

“ Speak up bravely !" whispered the yonng 
fellow. “Hive no fear, Violet. Sav that 
yon love me.” •

Then she looked up, with sweet, shy eyes.
“Ido love, aunt ; and, if you are willing, I 

should like to marry him.”
Miss Atherton looked at her niece’s lover. 

How handsome he waa ! If the hednot heard 
that he was an artist, she would have felt con­
vinced that he was an aristocrat. The lofty 
bearing, the carriage of *e head, the nerfect 
features, all mdioktefthigo birth and breeding. 
Well, no wonder that her niece, foolish Violet, 
had been struck with him.

“I know,” said Miss Atherton, speaking 
in her usual calm, even tones once more, 
“ that I might as well try to etop the rush of 
the nver as prevent the marriage of two 
young people, if they afp bent upon it ; but I 
suppose the madness of levers will in some de­
gree be swsyed by common sense. You 
wish to marry my niece,- sir. Now, tell me 
whether your means are sufficient to keep 
her, to surround her with the comforts to 
which she has always been accustomed.” .

A hot flush suffused Violet’s fair face, while 
lord Ryvers could scarcely restrain himself 
from bursting into-load laughter.

“I am bound to aslo'vtra whether yonr in­
come is adequate to support the burden you 
propose to take upon yourself, ” persisted Miss 
Atherton.

‘"I am an artist, madam,” he replied.
“ But do you earn money enough to live 

upon?” the lady' asked. “That is the prac­
tical question. It is all very well for a man 
to call hiraeejf an artist. The question is, 
what does be make by his art?”

“I can keep myself with perfect esse, ma­
dam,” replieu Lord Ryvers, with a smile.

“ And what of my niece ?” asked Miss Ath­
erton.

“ I can give the same answer as to your 
niece,” he replied. “If yon will forgive me, 
for saying so, I shall provide her with even 
greater comforts than yon have done.”

“ What proof have you to give me of this ?" 
she asked.

“ I can only give you my word,” he answer­
ed, with some little pride—“ nothing else. If 
you trust your niece to me, you must take my 
word that I shall love, cherish, and protect 
her.”
“ Have yon a home for her ?” inquired Miss 
Athertou. “Ido not approve of young peo­
ple going into apartments.”

He thought of Ryversdale, and smiled.
“I thought,” he replied, “of going abroad 

for a year or two. Violet would like such an 
arrangement, I believe ; so should L ”

Mies Atherton raised her bande and eyes in 
protest This was indeed the climax. To go 
abroad, to wander like vagrants all over the 
Continent ! Nothing could be worse than 
wandering artists. Miss Atherton wee at her 
wits’ end.

“I suppose, ” ehe said, despairingly, “that 
nothing will prevent this absurd nonsense, 
that no prayer or pleading of mine can put a 
«top to this imprudent marriage ?”

“ I am sure not,” replied Lord Ryvers.
“ Then I wash my hands of it,” she said, 

solemnly. “ You have had the candour to 
toll me that my refusal or consent will make 
no difference. It is useless to forbid ; I will 
not consent. I leave” yon to please your­
selves ; but I protest against it,"

There was a moment of blank silence ; then 
Violet spoke, her face pale with emotion.

" Aunt, have you 'nothing to eay to me 
kinder than this ? I have no father to bless 
me, no mother to kies me. ”

, “I cannot apeak- kindly in a matter of
AÜIALlU0 ?tT0n.e^r^PP*we.“Mae 

l ^YtttriertrtmdyS^eRherréhlOÿAà'eou- 
aent to our onion nor pre it yonr sanction,” 
■aid Lord Ryvers. “Then if I ask you to al­
low the marriage 1b take place, we will eay, 
on the twenty-second of September, you will 
accede to my requegy.”

" I will neitheraocede nor refuse,” replied 
Mies Atherton. “I enter my protest against 
such a foolish, senseless marriage. I can do 
no more. My niece ip under mv charge ; 
until now she has Been an adopted daughter 
to me. If she chooses to many, I shall ac­
company her to church, and see that all is 
right ; Put the day she leaves my house to be­
come yonr wife, she’leaves it forever.”

He turned with reckless impulse to Violet, 
and took her in his arms ; he kissed the 
quivering lips and weeping eyes.

“ My darling,” he seid, “ do not be distress­
ed. It is time I took yon away. If she is 
cruel, I will be Kind ; my love shall make up 
to you for the loss of all others. ”

“ When I was yonng,’’cried Miss Atherton, 
“girls had more modesty, young men more 
Belt-restraint.”

“ I should think you never were yonng, in 
the right sense of the word. Miss Atherton !” 
cried the yonng lord, angered by the tears of 
his betrothed.

Had she never been? Over the seared, 
blighted heart passed a wave of memory.

“ I do not yish to be cruel,’’ she said. “I 
did not intend to make you unhappy, Violet ; 
but I detest the very thought of matrimony, 
and I think it is a sad thing to see a yonng 
girl like you ruin her whole life in this mad 
fashion -, and, in spite of herself, a sigh es­
caped the grim woman aa she thought bow 
fair a thing was going ont from her own life.

“ It is a settled thing,” said the young lord. 
“Violet is my bethrothed wife, and, on the 
twenty-second of September, she will be my 
very own. Bat, in the interim, when may I 
be permitted to see her ?”

Thé house is open ; yon will never be re­
fused admittance when yon call ; and yon may 
call, ” she added, half unwillingly, “ whenever 
you like. ”

She wondered why he smiled. He remem­
bered pressing invitations lavished upon him 
by Belgravian mothers, prettily worded notes 
he had been in the habit of constantly recei v­
ing, and he enjoyed the present contrast. 
This was wooing in the face of difficulties, and 
no mistake !

“I thank yoa, madam,” he said. “I 
shall call twice everyday,” he added, raising 
his head with sometumg of defiance—“once 
in the morning for a short time, to see how my 
—my future wife is; and I shall ask that I 
may spend my evenings with her. ”

“ My house will never be my Am" de­
clared Mise Atherton,» trifle irritaeÿ, “with 
a young man prowling about it ”

“I will not prowl about the house. Miss 
Atherton,” he replied, with some spirit “ I 
assure yon that no one is less inclined to play 
the part of a tame cat than am L When the 
evenings are fine, Violet and I shall enjoy a 
walk together. I shall not need to intrude 
on your hospitality.”

She liked him all the better for that little 
display of spirit Her heart was-just a little 
touched by hie handsome face and manly 
way. Perhaps there was a alight feeling of 
envy that her niece should win each e hue- 
band, while the man whom ehe had loved had 
forsaken her. -

“ Do you love my nieoe ?* she aaeked, with 
another of those sudden gleams of passion.

“I love her with my whole heart” he re­
plied ; end Mise Atherton laid no more.

All the chivalry of the lover’s heart waa 
touched by the sweet pained face of the girl.

. It did seem herd that her engagement and 
marriage should be dicoesed in this oold, calm 
manner. ’ >

“ My darling,” he said, taking ber hind in 
hie own warm clasp, “I am grieved for you ; 
bat I will make it all up to you. In the fu­
ture my life shell be devoted to your service.”

“I do not wish to interrupt any sentimen­
tal scenes,” said Miss Atherton, ' “ but I wish 
to make one remark—it is a commonplace 
one, I >n aware. Yon tell me that yon hope 
to keep your wife and yourself by your work. 
What is to become of your work, if yon are 
to visit my niece twice each day, and to 
spend the rest of your life in paying her de­
voted attention !"

An amused smile crossed hie face.
“ What a practical, sensible womanyon are, 

Mias Atherton I Yon know -

quotation, ‘To work is to play.’ I must 
change it into this ‘ To work is to love.’ I 
must prove my love by my work.”

“It will be well if you do so, ” she obeerved, 
quietly. “And now if you have no more to 
say on the matter. I will leave you. ”

“ You will let Violet remain with me for a 
few minutes !” he entreated.

Miss Atherton shrugged her shoulders.
“In ten minutes’ time Violet will be wast­

ed to make tea : ehe can remain with von 
until then. I wish you good afternoon," she 
said, ungraciously."

With head erect, Miss Atherton quitted the 
room : yet, as she crossed the little hall, 
something that had been long dead in ber 
heart awoke, and filled her eyes with tears.

Ah, that sweet long ago ! Her hair was not 
gray then, but waving and bright. She was 
not angular, grim, and stem in those days, 
hut blithe and happy. Alas for the lost 
youth, the lost, lost love ! Alas for the days 
which would return no more !

“ It will be just the same with her,” she 
thought. “She will love aud hope, trust and 
wait, and meet with betrayal in the end. ”

Meanwhile \tl>e young lover impatiently 
clasped his beantifnl sweetheart in bis arms.

“My darling,” be cried, “what » terrible 
woman for yon to live with ! How well von 
have borne the trying ordeal through which 
you have paased !”

“Randolph,” she said, gently, " why have 
yon taken me so entirely by surprise ? " Why 
did you not tell me you were coming tp see my 
aunt?”-

“For the best of all reasons, my dear. You 
wonld not have allowed me to conk ; you 

‘ wonld have found a hundred reasons why my 
visit should be deferred. Now, is not that 
true. Violet!”

“Perhaps so,” she replied.
• V,A“d ffiZ dw.” he said, “ft is all very 

well ; but I could not bear much more of 
this suspense. Oh, Violet, my darling, will 
you ever understand how tender and deep is 
my love for you !”

To beContinued.

WOMAN’S KINGDOM.

The Dimple on Her Cheek. 
Within a nest of roses.

Half hidden from the sight, 
Until a smile discloees 

Its loveliness aright.
Behold the work of Cupid.

Who wrought it in a freak.
The witching little dimple—

The dimple op" her cheek I
The Sirens’ lays and glances 

To lure the sailor nigh ;
The perilous romances 

Of tabled Lorelei,
* And all the spells of Ciree 

Are reft of charm and weak. 
Beside the dainty dimple—

The dimple on her cheek I
Were these the golden ages 

;hts and troubadourOf I
Who brighten olden pages 

With tourneys aad amours. 
What lances wonld be broken— 

What silver lutes would speak. 
In honour of the dimple—

The dimple on her cheek!

neck and 
black silk

preferable to the fashion of dragging the hair 
severely off from the face, leaving the fore­
head entirely bare. The colour of the hair 
always harmonizes with the, colour of the skin; 
and nature intended that the one should set 
off the other. Note the effect of a colour put 
next to a woman's face with no intervening 
hair. Happily, we of to-day see faces and 
hair, not faces and bonnets. Indeed, although 
many of the old costumes were charmingly 
graceful, there are few of ns who would care 
to exchange our own varied faanions for the 
styles of any past epoch, however grand they 
might have been.

k Sham “Defies to Soeletr."

nr n ■'* * lnd suggestive saying tbit 
Wilkie Collins puts in the mouth of one of 
his characters : that one may live comfort- 
aoly on a certain income named, ** provided 
that she does not owe duties to society.” 
Mow many a piece of extravagance is excused 
and glossed over with the plea that really one 
was obliged to do this or that-—that it 
wouldn’t look well not to, etc. But who is 
really Received by the excuse or the foolish 
act itself ? There are homes ^hat are made 
wretched through this notion of-a duty to 
society which conflicts with duty to the 
family. If every woman looked faithfully to 
her work at home, lived- within her means, 
attended to each real obligation, there would 
be fewer discontented women vainly seeking 
for ah outlet for their surplus energy.

Hlgl*.Heeled Shoes. jÉ
The feet not only look smaller in tight anew 

high-heeled shoes, but really become smaller^ T 
but it is at the expense of health, the cutting 
off the blood supply to the foot and the forc­
ing the bones injuriously together. The 
trouble begins in childhood. The shoes of 
children are almost invariably too close-fit­
ting, cramping the growth and deforming the 
young bones. It is even asserted that high- 
heeled shoes worn by children have produced 
curvature of the spine, and it is not incredi­
ble, and frequently the breaking .down of 
girls at school is directly attributable to 
abused feet. It is indeed, to be honed that 
the time is not far distant when dhr demand 
will be for 1 ‘ a normal, healthy foot in a 
natural and comfortable covering, and not for 
a crippled and distorted, withered, ugly 
'dub, bound in an instrument of torture."

AGBICÜLT1

Fashion Notes.
The capote of medium size is the bonnet of 

the near future.
Ostrich feathers will trim a great many of 

the fashionable grey and brown gowns this 
spring. '

Block «repentisse trims- the 
sleeves Of ma^ of the newest 
dresse»

The evening cloak par excellence ie of cash- 
mere, lined with plush, and having a crape 
hood, trimmed with lace.

Pretty Parisian capotes are made of velvet 
applique on coloured lace, with . a bunch of 
velvet flowers on one tide.

A great dèSl of very fine black Brnesela net 
is need for short veils, instead of the dotted 
veiling so popular a short time ago.

A block velvet dog-collar, dotted with 
jewels, usually diamonds and pearls, is fash­
ionable to wear with fall dress toilets.
' Block taoe scarfc are Weed jn place-ot-far 
tippets by many girls. They are tied tiehtlv 
around the throat and knotted in a bow be­
neath the chin.

Birds and butterflies of the most tropical 
appearance are placed flat on the corsages and 
draperies of many gauzy and tinsel-embroi­
dered bpll dresses.

A fringe of fishes’ tails is the fashionable 
trimming for sealskin and other cloaks. 
Aigrettes, made of fine sable toils, trim tnr- 
bane of Shetland seal that are used for skat­
ing.

Plated lace pelerines that cover the shoul­
ders are mode of white Breton laces and 
beaded black lice os a dressy*addition to 
dark silk toilets for the afternoon and for 
qniet dinners.

Gloves,' tfiirty-one inebe^fang, in monsque- 
tairo-shape, without a sing®button, are mode 
of reddish ton Suede leather, to be worn 
with,any evening dress, either white, block, 
or coloured.

Handkerchiefs for demi-toilet are of the 
finest and whitest cambnc, and have borders 
of humming birds, embroidered in brilliant 
hues of geometrical hemstitched designs, with 
knots of bright-tinted flowers embroidered 
upon them.

A novelty for evening dresses is net studded 
with silk flowers in relief—not embroidered 
—but wonderful reproductions of the blos­
soms. Yellow tulle has silken white ears 
upon it, and gray tulle has bunches of lilacs 
and panties.

Persian shawls with an elaborate silk de­
sign on a novel ground ore cut up into visites, 
and their fine colouring produces an effective 
wrap for the carriage and for evening wear. 
Chenille of all the colours in the pattern 
makes an appropriate trimming of fringe.

For end About Woman.
A lady, in London Truth, says the noses of 

English ladies ye deteriorating.
When a bachelor says he is tingle from 

choice, it makes him mad to ask him why the 
girl made qhoice of some other fellow.

Susie Bates, of Clinton, Me., is twelve 
years old and weighs 187 pounds. The girl 
who Bates that has not been heard from.

“Violent gals have done mnch damage in 
this county,” says a New Hampshire local 
sheet. Weauppoeetbe editor wrote “galea,” 
bat the compositor knew better.
• “ My, how your daughter has grown !” said 
a lady visitor to Mrs. Jones. “ Yes,” at this 
moment chipped in saucy brother Bob, 
“ mother’s switch will soon fit sister. ”

“ What ?” said a yonng beau, “you havn’t 
noticed what a dumpish, stupid girl she is? 
It’s positively frightful.' I never called op 
her that she didn’t go to sleep in half an 
hour.”

A maiden lady in Goderich haa just com­
pleted a quilt containing thirty pieces, upon 
she has been working for 14,'480 years. That 
look! wrong, but it corresponds with onr 
memorandum.

A rural debating society was debating the 
question : “ Which is the most solemn cere­
mony, a funeral or a marrage ?" when it was 
noticed that all the married men agreed that 
a wedding was.

“ Did yon put yonr arm around her waist?” 
asked the counsel in a breach of promise case. 
“ Well, yes, I did,” admitted the plaintiff. 
“ She asked me to, and .1 never decline a 
pressing invition like that.”

A new invention has been discovered by 
the ladies to kill off the surplus in their 
ranks. They ohew cotton rage to improve 
their complexions, and as the cotton is 
bleached with arsenic they have what is 
popularly known as the “dead drop ” on the 
druggists. The girle caq now get their com­
plexity» by the yard.

A society journal, in printing advice to 
young couples about to he married, advisee 
them to have the house furnished, so that 
they can commence housekeeping right after 
the wedding. Now let us also whisper a hint 
to all prospective grooms : Be sure to get 
yonr letch key before yon get yonr wife. It 
will save explanations and protestations later.

The Bangs ot To-Day,
'«pit» all the censure and ridicule ehower- 
«m the “bang” of the present, it Ufar

Woman and her Clothes.
It is singular that the average woman has 

so few well defined preferences in regard to 
the fashion of her own clothes. She waits to 
be^told whether she shall wear her skirts long 
or short ; her sleeves close or fall ; her bodice 
straig.it or en basque, its neck high or low ; 
her skirts weighted with material enough to 
kill (in time) the strongest man or so scant 
sha cannot climb a door-step unaided. There 
is a little advance. Thousands used to ask, 
“What is fashionable in colour and design ?” 
and blindly follow. Npw, in asking such 
questions they usually state their own good 
or bad pointe, and ask how they can adapt 
styles and colours to them. This develops an­
other carions fact, that women have no illu­
sions in regard to themselves, and to one who 
does not know them, or is never likely to see 
or become personally acquainted with them, 
they speak of their own short-comings, of 
“sallowness. ” of the possession of a “good” 
or “poor” figure, and other more or less no­
ticeable defect of face or form, with relent­
less accuracy and from a purely impersonal 
point of view.

Child Life In France,
Nursery life in France does not exist. 

Babies are not relegated to the sole care of 
servante ; even women in the highest position 
let baby sleep in a cot by their bedside—the 
foreign fathers not objecting—and preside at 
ito daily ablution». After that, the morning 
walk is taken by baby in company with its 
mother and its nurse, which effectually dis­
poses of all sly slaps and cross behaviour on 
the part of the latter, or of clandestine meet­
ings with the life-gn*isman or the foot-sol- 
dier. W hen there is company baby is pre­
sent, is taught to smile and behave nicely, 
and the none, who on her pert knows how to 

-hereeli,retiree with her charge into fc 
f R*Mq«n.«;»t, prateiing-faeghfag,, 

amusing it, while madame is occupied 
with her more serious duties. In the after­
noon baby drives out with momma and nurse, 
and when she ie a trifle older "lines down 
a taira at midday, with her father and mother, 
the nurse standing behind her choir, cutting 
up her food, and superintending her move­
ments and mode of eating. Thus baby es­
capes the interminable nursery meals, the 
bread and cheese and beer three times a day, 
and the nurse's vulgar gossip with her willing 
subalterns and satellites,possibly also the un­
defined remarks upon her mistress and her 
mistress’ establishment.

Depth Ie Mourning.
There ie a movement in the wearing and 

making of mourning far near and dear friends 
which needs to be chronicled. It may be be­
cause so many have discontinued the wearing 
of mourning altogether that those who still 
continue the custom consider it necessary to 
emphasize it as mnch as possible. A mourn­
ing outfit recently made exhibited scarcely 
anything upon the first dresses, bat the heavy 
folds of double English crepe, the depth of 
which upon the skirt was nearly to the 
waist, the lower reaching above the knee. 
The bonnet was entirely of crepe, and its 
trimming was a veil fastened so as to fall at 
the back to the top iff a broad band of 
crepe that bordered the coat The material 
was fine, double, jet black, Henrietta cloth, 
and the lining of the coat was heavy-doll 
armnre silk. For morning wear at 
home was a long black cashmere, princesse 
cut, with small, dull, “black currant ” but­
tons and black pleated crepe lisse at (the 
neck and wrists. "The battlemedted band at 
the throat disclosed the eitipe lisse between 
the squares, the home dinner dress was of 
rich but dull armnre silk with demi-train 
bordered deeply with solid crepe, small de 
Medici collar-oi crepe with inside pleating of 
crepe liase (black), and de Medici cuffs of 
crepe turned upon the arm. What ia called 
a plastron, formed of folds of crape, consti­
tuted tue front of the bodice. Heavy folds 
of crepe arranged as a diagonal apron tra­
versed the upper front of the skirt and as­
sisted to form the drapery, which waa massed 
on the point of the bodice. Lace of any 
kind, black or white, is not permitted so fang 
as crepe is worn, but when that is removed 
black lace and beaded work may be used for 
ornamentation and finiah off the dull and 
lustreless kinds.

The standard of height for the French 
cavalry has been fixed as follows : Reserve, 
1.70 to 1.75 metres; Line, 1.64 to 1.70 metres; 
light cavalry, L 59 to 1.64 metres (a metre is 
equal to 39 inches).

CATARRH
<

Sanford’s Radical Cure.
Head Colds. Watery Dischargee from the Nose 

end Eyes, Ringing Noises in the Heed. Nervous 
Headache and Fever instantly relieved.

Choking mucus dislodged, membrane cleansed 
and healed, breath sweetened, smell, taste, and 
hearing restored, and ravages checked.

Cough. Bronchitis. Droppings into the Throat, 
Pains in the Chest, Dyspepsia. Wasting of Strenth 
and Flesh. Loss of Sleep, etc., cured.

One bottle Radical Cure, one box Catarrhal Sol­
vent, and one Dr. Sanford’s Inhaler,in one pack 
age. Of all druggists, for $L Ask for SàNDroRD'B 
Radical Cure, a pure distillation of Witch 
Hazel, Am. Pine, Ca. Fir, Marigold, Clover Blos­
soms, etc. Potter Drub and Chemical Co. 
Boston.

Collin’s Voltaic Electric 
Plaster instantly affecte 
the Nervous System and 
banishes Pain. A perfect

va,____Electric Battery oorn-
IS ÏHX CUT blned with n Porous 

or a Plaster for *5 cents.1 «OTEIIH raw It annihilate. Pain, vital­
ises Weak and Wort 

Parte, strengthens Tired Mi— 
ease, and does more In 
any other plaster in the

THE GREAT DR. DIO LEWIS.
His Outspoken Opinion.

The very marked teetlmonial* from College 
Professors,respectable Physicians, and other 
gentlemen of Intelligence and character to 
the value of Warner*s SAFE Cure,published 
in the editorial columns of our best news­
papers, have greatly surprised me. Many 
of these gentlemen I know, and reading 
their testimony I was impelled to purchase 
some b.ottlcs of Warner*s SA EE Cure and 
analyze it. Besides, I took some, swallow­
ing three times the prescribed quantity. I 
am satisfied the medicine is not injurious, 
and will frankly add that if I found myself 
the victim of a serious kidney trouble I 
should use this preparation. The truth is, 
the medical profession stands dazed and 
helpless in the presence of more than one 
kidney malady, while the testimony of hun­
dreds of intelligent and rery reputable gen­
tlemen hardly leaves room to doubt that Mr. 
H. If. Warner ftas fallen upon one of those 
haPFJt discoveries which occasionally bring 
help to suffering humanity.

e

TUE Mï II WILL ÀfEECmil
It excites expectoration and cause* the lungs 

to throw off the phlegm or mucous ; changes the 
secretions and purifies the blood ; heals the irri­
tated parts; gives strength to the digestive 
organs ; brings the liver to its proper action, and 
imparts strength to the whole system. StfdH is 
THE IMMEDIATE AND SATISFACTORY EFPECT that 
it is warranted to break wo the most distressing 
cough in a few hours' time, if- not of too long 
standing. It is warranted to give entire 
satisfaction, even IN the vmost confirmed 
cases of Consumption! It is warranted not 
to produce costiveness (which is the case with 
most remedies), or affect the head, as it contains 
no opium in any form. It is warranted to be 
perfectly harmless to the most delicate child, 
although it is an active and powerful remedy 
for restoring the system. There is no real 
necessity for so many deaths by Consumption. 
when Allen’s Lung Balsam will prevent it if 
only taken in time. Physicians having Con­
sumptive patients, and who, having failed to 
cure them with their own medicine, we would 
recommend to give Allen's Lung Balsam a 
trial. Sold by a l Druggists. isHEÿ 1 A

BLOOP

ACTS "OTOJST
the bowels, uver, kidneys

AND THE BLOOD.

'CANCER
CAN BE CUBED f 

mds bear testimony to the tact 
Send for circular giving particulars. 
Address, L. D. XcJÙCHAELAl. D..

63 Niagara St* Buffalo, N. Y

ASTHMA SamplesofDr. R.W.P.ead'l 
Celebrated Asthma Reliel 
sent free to any who ask. 
Immediate relief guaran­
teed. 50c. and $1.00 pack­
ages sent by mail.

BTHK1DUE, Rome. N.T.

THE SUTHERLAND INSTITUTE.
Tor the Cure of STAMMERIXG, 

and all tormi of impediment in speech. For cir< 
culars and testimonials from all parts of of the 
country, -address SUTHERLAND INSTI­
TUTE, 273 Spadina Avenue, Toronto-.

• TESTIMONIAL, —J have been treated at th€ 
Sutherland Institute and am perfectly cured.

THOMAS CHARLTON, Pickering P. O., Ont

CONSUMPTION.I have a positive n
Me thousands of ca_________________ w

timVwiu^end1two’

litive remedy for the above disea-s; „ 
t ot cases of the worst kind and of 1.

gether with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. Give Express and P. O. address.
__________ PB» X. A. SLOCUM, W Pearl SteBew York.

drunkenness
CURED IN ITS VARIOUS STAGES.

5rJ?.*î!Bnts entIreI7 removed. Home

GOLDEN SPECIFIC CO.
» et, CINCINNATI, a

The celebrated Dr. H. Hollick. of London, haa 
established an agency in Toronto ter the sale 
of his medicines tor the sure cure of all nervous 
diseases arising from whatever cause. Hue .been 
in use here over twenty years. Cured thousands. 
N o Cure, Ko Pay. Enclose stamp for pamphlet, 
which will be sent- in sealed envelope to all who 
address to 463 Yonge Street. Toronto.

grills.

"W _A._TJE Ü .
STAR AUGER& ROCK DRILLS
For Well Boreing. Has no superior ; first prize 
and diplomas ; bores 20 feet per hour : horse­
power or steam-power. Send for catalogue. , 

68 MARY STREET, HAMILTON. ONT.

Dakin# gomdcc.

USE OZKTL-ST

Montreal andAwarded Silver Medal»,
Toronto,

Centennial Bronae Medal, St. John. X.B.

Best value in the market, contains no delete- 
riouatagredient, and is thoroughly hMdtiiy and

We will always be pie------
of enquiry from farmers on i 
ing agricultural interests, axfl 
given as soon a» practicable. |

KNEE-SPRUl

MooeiMiN—I have a colt 
who got hurt in a snow dq 
sprung. Please let me know i 
department if there is any < 
coed.

If the feet have grown ont o 
evenly dressed, and apply a t 
dines to the back tendons, r 
four weeks. As soon as spr 
colt out to grass, and there w| 
bility of a perfect cure.

UNFAIR TREATMENT
Hillsburd—I have a heifei 

who has overrun her time t| 
is her first calf. We have 1 
her to see if she was quiet, 
from ner udder but blood a 
colour. Would a hurt of of l 
or would it arise from other 4 
me what would benefit it.

You should not endeavour 1 
tion has (taken place in the | 
adder twice a day with Ink 
then dry thoroughly with a e

SiRINGHAl

Beamsville—I have a I 
Did who is now getting string 
pie what caused, or where is 1 
It be cured, if .it can please t 
do for him.

Stringhalt is a disease of _ 
Showing itself by spasmodic < 
of the muscles of the hind It, 
sary to havelrecourse to treat 
tion does not injure the anu 
spring comes give him a 
fix weeks.

SCOURS IN si
Warministbr—Please give, 

scours in sheep. I have lost ti 
are sick. The sheep only li\f 
after they become ill. 1

Give a drachm of rhubarb, < 
Beed oil, to be followed in i 
quarter of an ounce of prep 
pint of lukewarm milk, vw 
yield to this treatment will bel 
pared chalk, one ounce, powdl 
naif ounce, powdered gingei 
powdered opium, * drachm, 
pintpfpeppermenttea. ar,d$ 
two tablespoonfuls morning f

STIFLE JOINT
A correspondent offers the! 

fco “Walton’s” query in our : 
Bth, asked for a reme- 
lameneas:—’‘Push your colt uJ 
Stall; box him there, leaving 
play sideways ; box him in 1 
behind, breach high, leaving 
plav back and forward. Piac 
belly for him to rest on whe 
head unhaltered. Place the 
stepping forward supported b| 
Posh the bone back to its placl 
the horse in that box five weei 
b® properly lighted ; no cross f 
eyes, blister as directed in T 
quent treatment, gentle exen 
and then steady moderate won 
feed on soft food. We cured 1 
been lame eighteen months b* 
ment.” **

LICE IN CA1

Mr. John Collins, a practice 
detiiar. contributes the follou 
subject:—“Ioften notice in I 
Pertinent of The Mail, enqu. 
method of ridding cattle from 
that I possess the grand secret 
to impart to those who need itj 
onoe simple, safe, cheap and | 
a couple of common red bricks 
and free as possible from gril 
them on a table, one on the ot 
together into dust, then put 
flour dredger or rough pepper I 
along the back and behind th 
the animal affected, and I wi— 
tar tor every louse that wilTl

fifty r1
In moderate time.

BIJBJfT OB GR0U>
G. B. D.—Will you .*pleasetq 

columns of The Mail what] 
between ground bones and q 
ton of ground bones as good! 
tons or burnt?

Burnt bones, or bone black, j 
charring the bones in close va 
fui as a fertilizing agent i 
named when compared with | 
Is generally admitted that o 
occasioned by the charring pr. 
it would amount to one-haif ! 
decided. Perhaps some of L 
have tested burnt and ground 
their experience for the b 
and others. Bones may be n 
very useful without a large ra 
and very little expenditure/! 
break them with a sledge, an1 
in alternate layers with st* 
layers of bones to be abouti 
When completed, cover th 
inches of soil The bones i 
udd to the strength of the c

A .CASE OF 0 YE 11 1

.Westport.—I have a valu 
gives indications of great pai 
and being unable to rise again 
was affected with inflamatid* 
We administered sweet spirits! 
fTin, spirits of turpentine, anq 
inflamation has entirely left 1 
lame in one of his hind quarto 
way under him at every step/] 
caused by a want of ."proper aa 
on that side, as the seventy of1 
rested on that leg or quarter fi ™ 
He eats and drinks well, loo* 
©Yes, keepsfits flesh and does! 
any way unless this weakness 
him useless if it is not ren 
give me information as to wh 
remove this lameness ?

Your horse is affected with! 
from an excess of albumen in | 
of standing idle a day or twoa 
erous supply of food. Feedn 
one drachm iodine of pop 
morning, and continue for 
cease, and if no relief in ti 
iodine again in one drachm do|

FROZEN WHEAT

Some weeks ago enquiries - 
North-West farmer regarding 1 
wheat for seed purposes. The! 
tioned to several persons, amaq 
Rennie, seedsman, of this cityj 
ed with a number of frozen ken 
the North-West. The result ] 
pectations of all who had ti 
subject, as about sixty per v 
sprouted, and gave every ind 
healthy plants.

A correspondent in Busline™ 
ing noticed the enquiry, sent! 
which is a commendable 
change of ideas and experiei 
is always a source of benq 
have grown beautiful wheat! 
wheat which came from the I 
Wellington county. I was oq 
Binoe seed wheat (not frozen)! 
in Considerable quantities 
only took one bag, as on cl__ 
ceived it had lost its vitality 
what did come up withstood 
yellowed and put back our ow 
reepontent advises North-We, 
their frozen wheat through a j 

1 test its vitality in a box c

CHEST FOU*

Hctmbbrstonb—I have a ] 
chest founder and lifting of t 
pain inwardly.2 Sometimes J 
and at others he lifts—just r~ 
ground when standing. Ocvog 
his leg out sideways. I was t| 
and some "said rheumatism, a 
to be an inward pain. When! 
he was very dirty, so I got af 
to clean him and then I gave j 
©alt peter mixed together, a tf 
a_ week and still continue 

' = had t

_ —.a in his life. He was owi 
farmer who called him a colt, L 
tittle over a year ago. I feed! 
and cut timothy hay, and df 
«ting horse about fouf or flvl 
*8 a hard horse to keep, but ■ 
now, and still improving. HI 
does not exhibit symptoms 7
’ff* -

There ' ll do l

/tV. if JL'-
ttsgue* -


