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Some months had passed since the marriage 

fn the little church at St Byno’s, and the 
young lord was, if possible, more in lore with 
bis wife than ever. She bad crown more 
beautiful, because the character of her beauty 
was more refined. Lord Ryvers himself was 
one of the most refined of men. Constant as­
sociation with him bad given a grace and 
courtesy to her manner that nothifcg else could 
have given. When Lord Ryvers had first 
met Violet at St Byno’s, she had been quick 
and clever in an extraordinary degree, but her 
education had been a simple one. Since that 
time she had read a great deal, and Lord Ry­
vers had been most careful in his selection o4 
books for her.

“ You must read what every one else reads. ” 
he said to her one. day. “ So many quota­
tions from and allusions to favourite books 
are made-in society that one moat be pretty 

•well educated srd well read even to follow 
the conversation. ” •

“ I like the reading,” Violet said, laughing ; 
“ bat why do yoa prepare me as though it 
would be my fate to mix with so many clever
^ It"will be you fate at soma future time,"

i consider all artists clever f she

» or they

It will be you fate at 
be replied.

l " Do you 
asked, quickly.

“They should be,”he answered, 
will make very poor artists. ”

, Lord Ryvers was very proud of Ms young 
wife.* He had not dared purchase such a 
wardrobe aa he desired for her. fearing that 
by so doing her suspicions would be excited, 
bet be baa insisted on her wearing beautiful 
dresses - and, although she had cried out 
against the extravagance, aba was pleased 
with his purchases, and enjoyed wearing her 
exquisite costumes.

One evening, when theyt were going ont, he 
had looked at her with a most comprehensive 
glance—from the golden head to the little 
shapely - foot.

“ You ought to wear white silk, white lace, 
and pearls, Violet,” he «aid; “nothing else 
would suit your style so well."

“ Had you not better suggest diamonds and 
satin ?” she rejoined, laughing merrily, 
•'Yon must have a curious idea of what is 
suitable for the dress of artists’ wives. Ran­
dolph."

“I know how you ought to look, and how 
yon shall look. ” declared her husband.

“Randolph,” she said, seriously, “ you 
never seem to think of money.”

“Money he replied. “"Why should I, 
my dear ?”

“ Why should yon?” she echoed, with n 
smile that he thought the most beautiful he 
lmd ever seen. “Why, the answer is plain 
enough I If we go on spending money aa we 
have done, we shall soon have none left Do 
you know,” she added, looking up at him with 
laughing ayes, “ that we have the best of 
everything ?”

“ So we ought,” cried Lord Ryvers. “Do 
not trouble about money. I was not ao deep­
ly engrossed with my art that I forgot to lay 
by for a rainy day.”

“And are these the rainy dnya?" aha 
asked.

■ “ I hope they are the darkest we shall ever 
see. ” he replied.

He was, if possible, more in love with her 
then when he first met her in the woods of St. 
Byno’s. She had a wonderful charm for him. 
The ladies of his family had always affected 
to be, if they were not actually, delicate and 
fragile ; they considered health and strength 
rather es vulgar attributes. Violet, on the 
contrary, rejoiced in superb health, in a mag­
nificent constitution ; she did not even know 
what the wprds “ langour” and “ fatigue” 
meant as applied to herself, and consequently 
she had a capacity for enjoyment that seemed 
marvellous to him. When they were in 
Switzerland, she could climb the highest 
mountains quite as well as he could, aha 
could walk as far, ehe could endure aa much 
fatigue—yet she was refined, and as far from 
being masculine or strong minded as it was 
possible to be. There was no fairer picture 
than that of this beautiful girl—health glow­
ing in her face, her eyea sparkling, her lips 
crimson. It was the possession of anch per­
fect health, or unflagging gaiety and high 
spirit, that had snob a wonderful attraction 
far Lord Rvvera.

They had spent the whole of the year in 
travelling ; they had been through Italy and 
Switzerland. Now a fancy had taken Lord 
Rtfvers—he must go to the Rhine—not in the 
beaten tracks whe e British tourists abound 
—no, he would seek some pretty sequestered 
spot where river and mountain were at tneir 
best. He would stay there for some months, 
have hie beautiful Violet all to himself for 
that time, and then arrange for the future.

, He felt that he should not he afraid of hia 
mother meeting hia wife, now that this year 
at travel and study had refined and perfected 
her. He would be proud when the hour cams 
ftir even Lady Ryvers to see her. It was true 
tjut Violet/Was different from most of the 
ladies' Who Were his mother’s friends and asso­
ciates ; but she had a characteristic beauty 
and grace and individuality of her own.

Lord Byvere found that of which ho was in 
(meat in the pretty little town of Saltzberg, on 
ne Rhine, perhaps one of the most pictures­
que on that beautiful river. It stands where 
the rivet is widest, and where the great craga 
tjae highest to the sky ; every beauty of land 
nod water, of hill and dale, of river and ruin 
are there.

A’ little tributary called the Saltz runs into 
-the Rhine et this spot, end the scene where the 
two currents meet is one of the prettiest and 
most picturesque on the river.

The Saltz is spanned by an old rustic bridge 
built over the narrowest part of the river ; 
great trees shade the bridge at each end, and 
the gray atone of which it is built is half 
opr*red with ivy and moss. The town stands 
butweeu the hills and the river.

Lord Ryvers chose one of the pretty villas 
■tasted in the outskirts. It was built on a 
portion of the rock that jutted over the river. 
From the windows one saw nothing in the
^t of the bouse but the rapid rolling Rhine.

picturesque, weird beauty of the spot 
delighted him.
, They were standing on the bridge one morn­

ing, When the young husband turned to hia 
Wife:
' “I ask nothing better from life than this,” 

he said, “ I should like to live here always 
With you, the blue sky always above my 

‘ headj the souud of the river always in my 
ears,.and your face before my eyes.”

“Would Such a life fill you with content, 
Randolph ’’’she asked.

"Yes with infinite content,” he replied.
“ It would not satisfy me," she said, decid­

edly/ “ I would rather live in the world Of 
men and women.”
, “ This is far more beautiful," he declared, 

dreamily.
“But beauty?» not the end and aim of life," 

■he said. “I begin ta think yon are a dream­
er, after all. ”

“ I am content to be one while I have yen 
to dream about,” he rejoined.

But there was no response on the beautiful 
young face looking over the water.

Randolph, you have no ambition," «he 
•nid, suddenly.

“ Yet ours has always been considered an 
ambitious race,” he replied as quickly ; and 
she .looked up at him with a satirical laugh.

“ Yoor race !" she repeated “ Do you mean 
the artistic r-.ee ?” »

Hit face flashed and hie eyes clouded as be
answered

‘Mes the artistic race. What

little ripple of aamay 
him as aha replied : 
in aristocrat, aa though 
race quite separate and

pointed to an old rain standing at the foot of 
the hill “ Have you heard the legend of the 
old castle there ?”she asked, carelessly. “I 
read it this morning. ”

“ No. Tell it to me," he mid. « I like 
your way of telling a story, Violet ; it ia terse 
and vigorous,”

“It is net much of o legend.” she mid, 
“but it interested me. A German baron 
married » young French ledy, and brought 
her home to this nestle, Heaven knows how 
many hundred years ago. When he had been 
married some time, he found out that ehe 
had a secret ia her life. No one ever knew 
what that secret was : aha never told it ; and 
he themtened that, if ehe did not tell him, 
he would kill her. Do yon think n.wife has 
no right to keep a secret from her husband, 
.Randolph V*

"I should think not,” he replied ; but he 
•poke in such a tone of a hesitation that she 
looked at him again, half leaguing.

“Has a husband any right to keep s secret 
from hia wife ?” she asked .then ; end this 
time ne answered more quickly :

“No.”
“What do you think this cruel hatband 

did, Randolph F’ she continued. "When he 
found hie wife would not tell him her secret, 
he flung her from that old ruined tower into 
the Rhine ; and the story tells how aha 
hunted the tower until no one dare live in it 
and eo it fell into ruin. The moral of the 
story ia—there should be no secret between 
husband and wife. ”

Bat Randolph did not answer with the cor­
diality Violet expected.

CHAPTER XIV.
It struck Lord Ryvers, for the first time 

aiaoe hia marriage, that the beautiful wife he 
had won from the woodlands of St. Bvno’e 
did not lore him with quite the mme devoted 
affection he had for her. He would 
have been content to have remained 
with her forever ; he asked nothing bet­
ter than to live always with her in the weird 
villa overlooking the Rhine ; he wanted no 
other society, no other world—heart, brain, 
and soul would have been quite content.

Not so with her. It was with something of 
dismay that ahe found her husband quite will­
ing to live »t the solitary villa. It was beautiful 
enough—ehe did not attempt to deny thet ; 
but to her richly gifted, vivacious nature, to 
her ardent mind and soul, there was not suffi­
cient in this worship of nature ; she wanted 
more life, more to amuse her than the con­
templation of magnificent scenery. Lord 
Ryvers was of a contemplative nature ; hia 
young wife rejoiced in a more active disposi­
tion. She liked to tread frequented paths, 
of life, he the by-paths. She liked to be al­
ways doing, he to be always thinking.

He was thinking very seriously one morn­
ing, as he stood in hia favourite spot, the 
pretty rustic bridge over the Salts, the river 
learning and fretting beneath, the green 
boughs spreading above, the blue sky over ell. 
He had been thinking, first of all, that he 
would paint such a picture as would eat the 
whole ^orid on fire with admiration—just 
this bridge, with the deep foaming river be­
neath, the tall trees with their great bonghi 
and the beautiful figure of hie wife standing 
beneath them, just as be had seen her stand

lion 
it
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brilliant colourüfE» the . lovely lights and 
shades always Sitting over her face, if he 
could catch that superb poise of the head and 
grave, proud bearing of the figure, he would 
cell hia picture “The,Queen of the Rhine,” 
and men should how down in homage to- the 
exquisite face whose beauty now was ooly 
known to him. The more be thought of it, 
the more he became possessed of the ideq. 
Even his lady mother, who sneered at pic­
tures and haughtily patronized art—even she 
should acknowledge that it waa a chej- 
d'cemrt.
" And the thought of Lady Ryvers brought 
many other things to bis mind.

He had lost himself of late in a dream of 
happiness ; he had almost forgotten the re­
sponsibilities of life—that he was heavily 
weighted by fortune, that he had ail the re­
sponsibilities of title, position, rank, and 
money. They had always been a tie and a 
burden to him, whose life bad been more or 
less engrossed by art. If by some good 
chance he bad been born an artist, he Would 
have been a good and happy one; born in a 
high sphere, his eft career was in some degree 
spoiled. Hia vast fortune entailed many 
duties upon him, and they were not altogeth­
er to his taste. The onething he had dread­
ed all hia life he had most ancsesafully avoided 
—he had not married for money. To hia 
romantic, poetical mind and temperament 
there was no idea so horrible aa that of 
marrying for money ; it was death to all 
sentiment and romance, death to all that he 
valued most in this world.

Thank heaven, he had avoided that 1 The 
girl be had found loved him for himself, and 
was perfectly ignorant of the fact that he had 
money ; indeed, with her passionate hatred 
of the rich and noble, she would never 
have married him had ahe known exactly 
what he was. They had been married nearly 
nine months, and the conclusion he came to 
was this—that hia fair young wife did not 
love him with the eatne passionate and de­
voted affection thafhe gave to her. He must 
win it; that was all.

These thoughts came to him aa ho stood on 
the bridge. That same morning be had re­
ceived a letter from his mother which had 
startled him and brought him face to face 
with the sterner'realities of life.

Ledy Ryvers had reminded him that hia 
birthday fell on the 22nd of June, and that on 
that day he came of age. It would soon be at 
hand, and ehe wished to know hia intentions. 
Of course ha would return. He must be at 
RyverswelL Relatives, friends, ne ghbonrs, 
tenants and dependents, must be all gather­
ed round him ; ’there must be balls, dinners, 
entertainments of various kinds ; in fact, he 
must do hia duty, and his duty just then 
would consist in feasting everybody. It was, 
so his mother said, the meet important day 
of hia life ; much would be expected from him. 
She hoped that nothing would interfere with 
his return.

Lady Byvere reminded him that she had 
agreed to the sketching tour very ranch 
against her conscience, and hoped that now he 
would abandon n pursuit that bad always 
been most distasteful to her. She trusted 
that he would give himself up to the duties 
of hia position, which were onerous enough. 
Lady Ryvers added that she earnestly hoped 
that he would also give nia attention'!» mar­
riage, the next great step in his life,a step that 
would either make or mar him.

“ A step I have token without consulting 
any one or anything, except my own 
heart,” he thought. Yet there were 
some very disagreeable facte to face, 
and the young man grew thoughtful 
aa he bent over the foaming river. He had 
married to please himself, he bad carried out 
the romantic idea of hn life ; bat now difficul­
ties seemed to surround him. He did not 
know at all how hia wife would take the re­
velation of hi» secret, and he did" not know 
what hia mother would say when ehe found 
out the story of hia marriage. She had al­
ways insisted on hia marrying well. How to 
reconcile theee Xipposite forcée he did not 
know. The realities of life were pressing him 
now, the sweet dream of love and art "must 
come to an end—bat no*, yet—not just yeti

He determined to write to his motuer, an* 
tell her that he found it quite impossible 
to break off his art studies just at present, 
and that the festivities attending hie coming 
of age must be deferred for anothi r year. 
Hia mother wotid be able to make all needful 
arrangements, and he would certainly return 
at the time specified.

her of hia picture, “The ~ ' “
■< J urili

the song, aa many hours aa you wish. I have 
thought onoe or twice that yon were inclined 
to rest on your laurels ; indeed, Randolp 
the troth is, yon have done nothing lately bat 
love and care for me. ”

“Certainly it has been ray chief pleasure aa 
well aa my chief occupation,” he replied, gal­
lantly.

Yea ; hot it does net bring grist to the 
mill. See how yon worked at 81 Byno’a } 
yon were always painting there. ”

“ Dreaming ia working with me,” he re­
plied. “Do you think all those long hours 
spent in watching the lights and ahadowegfihe 
sky and the river, the rocks and the ruina are 
wasted ? Ah, no I I am storing beautiful 
pictures in my mind. An artist studies nature 
•a a student studies books. I do not think a 
man - with an artistic mind ia ever idle ; 
thoughts and fancies are always passing 
through hia brain.”

Violet kept her word. She waa ready at 
all times to stand on the bridge, just in the 
attitude he wished to paint her, and “ The 
Queen of the Rhine” made mat progress. 
She won one promise from him, and it waa 
that, when the picture was finished, he would 
■end it at once to England, and they should 
leave the villa on the Rhine.

“I do not want to go to England yet,” he 
•aid. “You have no especial reason for 
desiring to go there ?”

“ None, “ she answered, carelessly, “ unie 
it be to see Aunt Alice. I do not care to go 
to Einland ; but I de not wish to remain here.
I am just a little tired of solitude.” And the 
Clorions violet eyea flashed with tht light of 
ooging.
“Solitude?" repeated the young husband.

II You do not call being with me * 1 * * solitude’ ?”
“It would be perfect solitude but for yon,”

she replied, laughingly. “Of course, with 
you it ia hearable I want to lee more, I 
want real life I want to see the faces of 
strange men end women, to find myself some­
times in n crowd. At times I think it will be 
Pleasant to have a little home in England, 
where you can paint all day and I can keep 
house. I am a famous housekeeper, Ran­
dolph, although you have never given me a 
chance of showiug yon what I can do in that

let ue see a little more of humanity. 'Why do 
you not go to some large city ? We should 
be able to study our fellow-beings there.”

“ I do not want to see English people,” he 
replied ; and in every great European city 
they abound.”

Violet looked up at him quickly.
“Why do you not wish to meet English 

people ?” she asked. “I have noticed your 
avoidsnoe of our countrymen before, but I 
could never understand yonr reason for it”

“British touriste are not to my taste,” he 
replied.

“ Why, Randolph, what nonsense !” Violet 
exclaimed, laughing. “ We are British tour­
ists ourselves, are we not-?”

“ Not of the ordinary kind,” he replied, 
carelessly.

“We are ordinary people,” said hia wife 
proudly. “ I should not like to think myself 
different from others.”

“You ‘will allow me some little preroga­
tive,” heasld. “I cannot bring myself to 
think of myself aa an ordinary person ; will 
you not allow me the privilege at least of 
genius ?”

“ Perhaps I may ; but, Randolph, there are 
times when I cannot help thinking, si though 
you hide it from me, that you are an aristo­
crat at heart . There—yon have grown quite 
pale at the mere suggestion ?”

“ And no wonder.” he replied ; “ that ia a 
terrible accusation to bring against me, when 
one considéra how you hate aristocrats. ”

“ That indeed I do, thanks to Aunt Alice. 
I think dais hatred ia one of the strongest of 
all hates and ahe raised her head proudly. 
“ But that ia not the question. I want yon 
to promise me that when • The Queen of the 
Rhine’ ie finished you will give up solitude 
for s time, and live where we can see men 
and women, instead of rooks end rivers.”

He was lookiag.-at her with serions intent
“ What are yon thinking of, Randolph ?” 

ahe asked.
I was wondering if the time would ever 

come when you and I would think the eame. 
Violet,” he said, musingly.

“ It will be the same with aa it ia with 
other people, ” she answered.

How is that !” he asked.
“The stronger nature will gain the'nseen- 

dancy over the weaker one.” ahe replied ; 
“ that ia the case with all married people. 
Mind, I did not aay the finer nature, but the 
stronger. It it be you, von will mould my 
ideas to your own; if it be me, I shall have 
the pleasure of moulding yours. At present,” 
aha continued, “ we are, I think, about equal : 
but we shall see which gains the ascendancy 
over the other as we goon.”

And in after-tiroqa Lord Ryvers often 
thought of her words.

CHAPTER XV.
Every one knows the famous city of Sti 

Philipo, standing as it does on the shores of 
the Mediterranean. Sti Philipo contains the 
finest old churches, the finest pictures, and 
the finest scriptures in Italy. It ia a city of 
buried treasures ; people are always making 
discover! esthere. Now it ia a hidden gem of 
Botticelli or a half finished statue unmistak­
ably by Michael Angelo, then a Titian hang­
ing unknown for years in the corner of some 
house half buried in vine leaves ; then a faint 
fair sketch of Fra Angelico. Sti Philipo has 
always been the home of art and of artiste, 
for it ia one of the lovlieet spots in the wide 
world.

The city ie small in itself, and it slopes 
down to the border of the sCa. Artists say 
that nowhere else are colours so beautiful to 
be seen. The sea forms a little bar, known 
as the Bay of Sti Philipo, and the water there 
is as blue ea the sky itself—a lovely tran­
sparent blue. The waves seldom roll in 
there ; it must he a strong wind indeed that 
lashes those wavelets into foam. Little pink 
shells heif cover the golden sands. Green 
masses of foliage teem to surround the bay ; 
and on the gray cliffs stand houses that are 
each one a picture in itself, some white, some 
red. some gray, the roofs of some covered 
with moss and lichen. Flowers grow in won­
drous profusion in this grand old city, ao 
sheltered from wind acUcoid—rosea, lilies, 
verbenas, gladioli, the lemon, orange, and 
myrtle—and the vine finds its home every­
where. The birds begin to aiog and to build 
there beiore they favour any other spot. 
Every breath of wind thet blows in 8t. 
Philipo is laden with perfume; and the honey 
made by the busy bees, and sold by the pea­
sants, ia sweeter than any other.

No very rich people reside in the city ; nor 
does any one work very hard. Thw poorest 
part of the population live by fishing and by 
the sale of honey and flowers. Most of the 
shops are filled with old curiosities—rare trea­
sures in the shape of old china, old carvings, 
and pictures. And those who are above work 
and want live in the beautiful villas d tted 
over the cliffs and hills. The modern spirit 
of adventure invades every spot. It has 
reached Sti Philipo at last ; and in the midst 
of a tangle of vine and myrtle a large hotel 
has been erected entirely on model principles. 
An Englishman started it, and it haa become 
a success, for, though Sti Philipo ianot much 
in thewayot touriste, artists’ go there, rich 
men in search of antiquities and curiosities, 
and, at times, travellers in search of the 
picturesque.

Thither Lord Ryvers went with hia wife. 
He had half thought of flight when he heard 
that an English family was staying at the 
hotel- It waa bad enough to have an Eu- 
glish landlord ; but to live in the same house 
with an English family waa, in hie present 
mood, most distasteful to him.

He had grown somewhat nervous and 
frightened with regard to his secret : and he 
dreaded violes’s discovering it. He could 
not tell how she would take it, or what ahe 
would do, and he wanted to defer what he 
considered an evil day at long aa he could. 
He avoided English people aa ranch aa possible 
l'/t he should meet anyone who knew him. 
He asked for the name of the family staving 
at the hotel, and waa told that the entry in 
the visitor’s book waa “ Robert Cantons. Esq., of Ingiaahew, Mrs. Cantons, and OeoZr 
Cantone, Esq.”

he hotel keeper 
1 from malt and

over
■ ——j , aha bad 
looked like a young 

rôtêd to be “ somebody

lord’s mind 
tyverawell—

«WaVt----------------- ---- “F retiredcorm actor.
For some days the vial ton saw nothing of 

each other, much to Violet’s disappointment, 
At times ahe was almost indignant with Ran­
dolph because he avoided the Centimes. 
When he pleaded hia distaste for English 
society she would say :
„ “ On, yea, it ia all very well for yon, Ran­
dolph ; you have mixed with the world all 
yonr life I I have never really known any­
one except Aunt Alice, and I long to know 
what othen are like.”

The opportunity earnest last.
There waa a flu in the grand old city ; the 

churches, the palaces, the chops and streets, 
tha villas dotted on the hillside, were all to 
be illuminated, and the fireworks were to be 
on a magnificent scale.

“ Oh Randolph,” cned hia young wife, “do 
let me tee them I We never had any at Sti 
Byno’a. Mr. Bret, the landlord, «ays the 
finest place to see them from is the balcony 
o* the hotel, and he haa asked me to go there, 
Randolph, do say 4 Yes,' ”

“You will be sure to meet those English 
people there,” he said, half reluctantly, but 
ahe looked eo imploring that he could not re­
fuse her. '

“ Will you come, Randolph V ehe asked. 
And he answered “No,” at which she felt 

relieved, for it would give her a chance of 
talking to the English people.

In nil Sti Philipo there was no more beauti­
ful picture than Violet in the balcony that 
evening." She wore • cool dree.* of white that 
fitted her tall, exquisite figure to perfection. 
Over that, and over her golden head, she had 
draped a black lace mantilla, and ahe wore a 
■pray of her favourite flower, the orange blos­
som.

The golden stars were throbbing in the blue 
eky ; the waters of the bay were to calm thet 
each star was reflected in them ; the night 
wind was faint with perfume.

Presently «orne one else entered the balcony, 
and passed Violet with a profound bow—a 
tall, manly figure, with broad shoulders and a 
broad chest. She looked at him with some 
admiration ; she could see him plainly by the 
light of the stare—a tell, straight figure, a 
well shapeo head with clusters of brown Aair, 
large gray eyes, » face clear cut aa a cameo, 
intelligent and expressive. He went to the 
other end of the balcony and stood looking 
over the deep silent waters of the bay.

‘ ■ That must be Oscar Cantone, ” thought 
Violet—“ a typical Englishman, tall, strong, 
and fair.”

Then came a lady, stout and comely, richly 
dressed in a grand brocade that rustled with 
every movement ; jewels ahone on her neck 
and fingers.

She took a seat in the balcony, and Violet 
remarked that she had a kind, shrewd face, 
piercing dark eyea, dark hair fashionably ar­
ranged ; vet, in spite of the brocade and the 
diamonds, the word “plebeian” w^a written 
on the atout, comely face. She, in her turn, 
looked at Violet’s exquisite face and figure ; 
then suddenly she arose, and went to where 
ahe waa standing. She made a very conde­
scending bow, and looked into the lustrous 
eyes.

"We must dispense with introductions,” 
she said, with a broad smile, “ as there is no 
one to perform that ceremony for ne. It 
seems such a pity to ait and watch this beauti­
ful scene without speaking.”

V iolet made n bow that would have befitted 
a queen.

“ You are very kind,” she said.
And Mrs. Cantone looked up in wonder, 

both at the loveliness of the face and the 
sweetness of the voice.

I am Mrs. Cantone,” ahe said. “I am 
staying here with my husband and son. We 
came to Sti Philito to purchase antiquities.”

“And I,” said Violet, “am staying here 
with my husband, Mr. Randolph, who oame 
in search of the picturesque."

A shadow1 of disappointment passed 
the iffimely face of Ihe elder lady ; it 
thought.this girl, * ‘ **' '
empress, would ha1 
of consequence. ” *

“An artist, I suppose?" she said, lan­
guidly.

“Yea,” replied Violet, proudly ; “my 
husband ia an artist.”

There was a light on her face and in her 
eyea. Mrs. Cantone saw that that the young 
girl had a profound respect for the profession 
of bar husband.

“ Shall we go to the end of the balcony, 
Mrs. Randolph ?” she said. “We shall see 
better there. ” Then, as they paused by the 
side of the young man, who waa still standing 
there, ehe added, “my son Oscar,” byway 
of introduction.

So the three ant down together at the end 
of the balcony, the young man being already 
hopelessly in love with Violet’s exquisite 
face.

“A beautiful scene,” he said at length : 
“there is nothing approaching it to be lound 
in England.”

“ Oh, Oscar, do not say that 1 There is no 
place like home.” Mrs. Cars tone had an 
occasional difficulty with her h’a; but aa a rule 
ahe was fairly successful. •• There is no 
place like home, Mrs. Randolph ; and these 
fireworks, to my mind, will not compare with 
those so frequently to be seen at the Crystal 
Palace.”

“Oh, mother," cried the son with a sigh, 
“who would mention Si. Philipo and the 
Crystal Palace in the same moment ?”

“ My son ia so sentimental,” said the come­
ly lady. “Give me comfort first, let every- 
tbing else give place to that. Do you not 
think that a very good doctrine, Mrs. Ran­
dolph?”

“ I like comfort,” said Violet ; “ bat there 
are many things I prefer to it,”

The quick gray eyea were turned noon 
her.

“ No one could look at you, Mrs. Randolph, 
and believe that the doctrine of comiort is 
yours. ”

“ What should you imagine my favourite 
doctrine to be?” asked Violet.

“ Daring romance,” he replied, after look­
ing at her tor a few minutes, é 

How she laughed ! How she enjoyed it I 
He could not unite understand her laughter, 
thongn he rejoiced in it and thought he had 
caused it by his own wit.

“You are sentimental,” ehe said at last 
’•In-all my life 1 have known no romance.”

But as ehe said the words there came to 
her s recollection of the hour in which ehe 
had stood before her eager young lover with 
the scarlet geraniums glowing on her breast. ' 
If that were not romance, it should have been. 
Her heart smote her and her face flushed. 
There was certainly everything conducive to 
romance in the circumstances of her mar­
riage.

‘•Sentiment ie one thing and sense 
another,’’ said Mrs. Cars tone ; at which ob­
vious platitude Violet laughed again.

Oscar Cars tone turned to her.
“Do you remember Moore’s fine old 

ballad :
“ • Common sense and genius

Ode night went out a ramble" T
“ Yea, I remember iti I like it very much, ” 

she replied. \
“Give me common sense !" said Mrs. Car 

•tone.
“Give me genius I” cried her son ; write 

Violet laughingly added : ~
“Give me a proper and judicious mixture 

of both !”
And the three deliverances were quite 

characteristic of the three people.

CHAPTER XVI.

“lama self-made man, “raid Robert Car- 
•tone, “and I am proud to own iti I have 
carved my own fate, as the poets aay ; I have 
made myself what I am.”

And Violet's beautiful eyes were raised to 
hia face with such a look of exultation that 
Lord Ryvers longsdtosee him fall from the ter­
race into the lake below.

“ That is what I like, what I admire !” ahe 
cned, clasping her pretty white hands. “I 
think every man ia noble who ia the architect of 
hia own fortunes," ahe continued. “That 
which we win for ourselves must be much 
better than that which ia given to ns by 
others.” '

Violet, ' he said, “ would it not be better 
••talk about, what you understand ?”

Her face flushed at those, the first words of 
disapproval be had ever uttered to her.

Oscar had the bad taste to answer for her.
“I think Mrs. Randolph’s ideas perfectly 

la*L and very generbus. "
The young heir of Ingleehaw felt indignant 

that “ the artist” should contradict his sweet 
young wife, and on such a point, too.

“ The artist” com tented himself by giving 
Oscar a look that made him at least uncom­
fortable.

This little scene took place one evening 
when the two English families had met on 
the great terrace that overlooked the orna- 
“•“W lake. Lord Ryver’a fear was realized

they had all grown intimate. Violet liked 
good-natured, comely Mrs. Carstone. and 
merely laughed at her patronage ; it did not 
hurt her, but very often amused her. If Mrs. 
Carstone had been a. lady of title, and had 
need the same patronizing manner to her 
Violet would have rebelled hotly ; bet from 
the wife of that glorious piece of humanity, a 
self-made man, it did not come so much amiss. 
Mrs. Carstone had a vast amoutat of worldly 
knowledge, which, to Violet, brought up sait 
were, outside the world, was moat attractive 
and Lord Ryvers, after a few days ceased to 
make any objection to the intimacy. It mat­
tered but little, he thought ; these people 
knew nothing of him, and were never liktiy 
to knojr anything. In all human probability, 
when they left the hotel they would never 
meet again ; and, if bis beautiful Violet liked 
to go out with them and enjoy herself with 
them, hecertainly would not object Let her be 
hapvv in her own fashion ; but he fervently 
hoped roe would not expect him to care for 
them. It was now for the first time really 
that ha saw the great gulf between himself 
and hia wife. He had all the instincts, the 
prejudices, the strong likes and dislikes, of 
his class ; she had the same ; he?» being 
strengthened by the curious training she had 
received. It began to dawn upon him that 
he might as well try to change the colour of 
her eyes or of her hair as to change the tone 
of her ideas and thoughts. Whit "she 
thought admirable in these people—their rise 
from the ranks, the fact of their being “ self- 
made"—seemed to him more or leu contemp­
tible.

“You cannot have such a thing as a self- 
made gentleman,” he said to her one day 
when they were arguing the point. “Tfie 
very term ia a contradiction. ”

“ I do not see why,” ahe replied.
" Because you will not, Violet You are 

justness and fairness itself on every other 
point but this one of class. A ‘gentleman,’ 
using the word in its true sense, is she result 
of generations of careful cultivation. A mao 
may have gentlemanly instincts, yet not be a 
gentleman. The human race is, to say the 
least of it, quite as susceptible of cultivation 
aa flowers. How much cultivation is required 
to change a weed into a flower ?”

“ Then I may suppose, ” said Violet, aancily, 
‘"that ordinary men are the weeds and gentle­
men the flowers ?”

“ You exaggerate, my dear ; but you must 
admit that generations of ekreful training, of 
cultivation, of refinement, must tell. ” ,

“ They should ; hut I am not prepared to 
admit that it ia ao,” she replied. “ Ran­
dolph,” she asked suddenly, “ in yonr own 
mind, do you cell yourself a gentleman ?”

All the hot blood of his grand old race 
flashed in his face, hie eyea flashed fire, hia 
strong white hands were clinched ; then he 
restrained himself ; he had not wooed her en 
gentilhomme, and he owned himself oanght in 
his own trap.

“I hope I am. Violet.”
“ You are not consistent then,” ehe de­

clared, delighted at rousing him. “ You tell 
mo that a man can be a gentleman in the true 
sense of the word only when he belongs to an 
ancient and cultivated race. Now you claim 
for yourself the title of gentleman, yet you 
belong to no snob race. Yon work for yonr 
living.”

“Art ennobles all ite^ollo wets, ” he replied, 
loftily.

"Them yon must here two kinds of geetto- 
men,” she arid.

“Violet, "arid her husband,gently, “come 
end kiss me. You lips are so sweet and the
dimples so charming that it ia a waste of time 
for you to use them in argument. Kiss me 
and do not let us argue again. ”

She did aa he desired, and then laughed.
“ That ia a complete confession of defeat,” 

•he arid ; “nothing could be more complete. 
But we will not argue ; we shall never agree 
on that point. Frankly, Randolph, I am a 
hundred times prouder because you can print 
beautiful pictures than I should be if you 
were a nobleman.”

“Iquite believe it, Violet,” he said meekly, 
with a little wonder es to how it would end, 
and what terrible thing she would de when 
ahe knew the truth.

To be continued.

WOMAN’S KINGDOM.

t

Baby Ionise |
Tm in love with you. Baby Louise I 

With your silken hair and your soft blue eyes. 
And the dreamy wisdom that In them lies.
And the faint, sweet smile you brought from the skies—

God’s sunshine. Baby Louise I
When you fold your hands, Baby Louise I 

Your hands, like a fairy’s, so tiny and fur—
With a pretty, innocent, saint-like sir.
Are you trying to think of some angel-taught prayer ,

You leayned above, Baby Louise !

m liv
j day. little one, your cheek will grow red 

With a flush of delight to hear the words said,
\ ** I love you,” Baby Louise.

Do you hear me. Baby Louise?
I have sung your praise for nearly an hour.
And your lashes keep drooping lower and lower, 
And you’ve gone toyleep like a weary flower.

Ungrateful Baby Louise 1

For end About Woman.
Aa Lent is the peliod of repentance, of 

course there is nothing to bar à young woman 
from accepting an offei of marriage.

Tins talk about female barbers is all non­
sense. The only raisers that women handle 
successfully are baking powder and y east.

Lieutenant Danenhower, the Arctic ex- 
ilorer, has been married, and now if his bride 
as cold feet he’ll not be apt to forget his 

trip to the North Pole for some time.
Electricity is now used for printing news» 

papers. Keep up your courage, girls. It 
won’t be long before some one will discover 
how it can be made use of for crimping hair.

“ I’ll be so glad when inmmer comes, ” wid 
a society belie. “ That ie the only time 
when freckles make one look as if ahe had 
been away travelling or spending the time at 
the seashore, ”

“No,” said the young man, “I don’t like 
flashy neckties, but I’ve worn them since the 
beginning of the silk qniit craze. You see, 
the girls beg ties, and that make the fellow 
who wears them of some importance. ”

In one of our Indian languages the word 
“ woman ” is rendered “ gewanojaw jaw, ” 
with marked and earnest emphaaia on the last 
two syllables. Even the savages understand 
the vile and wicked arts of the lying slan­
derer.

The young ladies were looking at s fine 
bouquet, and they began to choose which 
they would rather be. “A rose is my 
choice; ” said a queenly girl, “ for I’d like to 
be elegantly beautiful like a rose.” “I’d 
rather be a lily,” said a gentle girl, “for of 
nil flowers the lily ia the fairest and purest." 
“Oh, pshaw,” arid the flirt, “ I’d rather be 
a tuberose, for the gentlemen all like to wear 
them near their hearts.’’ “I’d be a pink,” . 
remarked a meek girl, “ because pinks ere ao 
sweat and modest.” “Shoot iti” finally 
sung out the gayest one in the crowd, knock­
ing her hat down over her eyes saucily ; 
“you can be anything you pleads ; but I’m a 
daisy, I am, and don’t you forget it 1“

Mew Styles in Jersey a 
The newest in Jerseys are really short poa- 

tilion basques,and are fitted by front darts and 
side forms precise^ neither basques are, 

——’ _ , . . . , their only special Ratures being the webbing

----------—,  -aiily
smooth, close-fitting carmenL an. mu», 
ypnthful-looking Jerseys have a vest of a 
contrasting colour made of Jersey cloth, such 
as red, cream, or grey, inside black wool 
Jersey», and their rolling collar, and the 
buttons and cuffs and postilion pientings, are 
also of velvet. A greet' deal of silver braid, 
and alio metal bees and butterflies, will be 
uaed on the velvet collar and caffs and vesta 
of each garments..

Fashions in Hair.
Foreign fashion plates and papers on hair­

dressing indicate wares and fluffy bangs as 
still the prevailing style for the front hair. 
Short curia made of natural curly hair, dress­
ed loosely, are almost invariably worn in the 
back and present a very graceful appearance, 
becoming to moat ladies.

A New Trimming,
_ A new trimming for evening dresses con­

sists of parti-coloured “ pinked” silk ruohea, 
surrounding the bodies and the edges of the 
skirt. Hare ia the description of a ball gown 
decorated in this way, the Watteau effect of 
which is pleasing and picturesque :—Skirts 
of gray toile gathered at the wrist over is pet­
ticoat of satin of the seme shade. At the 
edge of the skirt is a closely plaited ruche of 
■oft silk in delicate tints of pink and bine. 
In front the tulle skirts are gathered at inter­
vals into long, loose plaits, each fastened 
with a spray of pink rosea, tied with a affiàü 
bow of narrow bine velvet These bouq'ùete 
form » horizontal line across the skirt below 
the knee, the tulle spreading in fan-shaped 
folds beneath them, and reaching the coloured 
ruche at the end of the petticoat The 
balloon drapery at the back is showered with 
•ingle roses without leaves. The pointed 
cuirass bodies is of gray satin, with both basque 
and bertha trimmed with leafless roses, with 
a fringe of velvet loops. Epaulet sleeves of 
blue velvet ribbon and frills of ratoered vel­
vet complete the toilet

A Wire’s Thoughtfulness.

11 haven’t seen your pet dog for several 
days,” said a Somerville husband to his 
wife.

“No,” ahe replied ; “ the fact is, I have 
given him away.”

“ Why, yon needn’t have done that I bad 
no particular objection to him. ”

“Ob. I know that; but 1 thought thet it 
was not right for me to have a pet dog about 
the house when I have each a good, kind 
husband to lavish my affections upon. ”

The husband sank into a chair with a deep 
sigh.

“ How much do you want Mary,” he 
asked, as he drew his wallet from hie pocket ; 
“ it can’t be a sealskin sacque, for the winter 
is nearly ever.”

“No,” she arid, “it ia not a sealskin 
sacque ; but I would really like a new silk 
for tne spring, and yon knew it’s got to be 
bought, and made, and all that.”

“Now,” he said, aa he handed her the 
money, “ what proof of your affection will 
yon give me when you want another drees, 
since yon have given away yonr dog.”

“Oh,” «he aweetiy replied, “I’ve given 
i dog to my slater, and I can get him back 

again.”

Stays. Fans, mad Paniers.

The beginning of stays or corsets were the 
tournures of gummed cloth. The hoop con­
tagion was not oonfined to the women ; the 
men caught it, and they had their little 
pariera—whalebonee„aewed in to the tails of 
their coats. These same lords of creation 
carried fana with very long handles—not for 
the purpose of cooling themselves, but to 
chastise their wives and daughters when thev 
incurred their disnleaanre.

During the reign of Louie XV. the panier» 
measured from right to left six feet across. 
It was not possible to trace them around in a 
circle of less than eighteen feet in circumfer­
ence. The clergymen protested against 
them, but the ladies stuck unbendingly to 
their panier». This made » good tiling for the 
commerce oL, Holland. A comps

hoops. At list two sensible actresses left off 
their pariera on the stage, and a few women in
the highest society followed their comfortable 
example off the stage. Massillon, the great 
orator, preached a sermon against patches ; 
its only effect waa that women were them 
more than ever, and even had the temerity to 
call • new cut of court plaster the Massillon 
patch. Without her tough, powder, and 
pa tehee in those days, a woman would not be 
thought dressed.

Women and Umbrellas.

Long-continued observation haa convinced 
ua that the welfare of society demands imme­
diate consideration of the question ne to 
whether women ahonld"he allowed to carry 
umbrellas. It may be urged in defence of 
continuing the privilege that to refuse, it 
would be in violation of the inalienable right 
of the panait of happiness. Bat if a woman 
get» any happiness out of knocking off peo­
ple1» h»ts and gouging ont their eyes, to aay 
nothing of tangling up the points of the um­
brella riba in the hair of other women, ahe 
ought to be induced either by moral suasion 
or legal compulsion to pursue happiness in 
some other way. It ia a well-recognized prin­
ciple that the rights of one person end where 
those of another begin ; and since a woman 
seems to be unable to keep her umbrella out­
side of the corporate limits of other people it 
is quite evident that ahe ought to be limited 
in the exercise of her right to carry umbrellas 
to the Sahara, the alkali plains, and the 
Russian steppes. If a woman were capable 
of being educated in the proper carrying of 
umbrella* there would be some hope that 
with the process of education and develop­
ment she might learn to wield her present 
death-dealing weapon above the danger-line. 
Bnt it is a physical impossibility. She ia born 
that Way. She can no more carry an um­
brella aa it ought to be carried than she can 
throw n atone without those indescribable 
gyrations, or catch » ball when she doesn’t 
wear an apron. It is too true, bnt ahe most 
not accept the censeqnencea just as she must 
accept the consequence of being unable to 
throw straight, the inevitable consequence of 
never hitting anything. This being true, and 
moral suasion having failed to bring about the 
desired end, nothing remains bnt to,protect 
the hats, eyea, and hair of the community by 
legal means. And it will he'seen at once 
that this is a fit subject for constitutional 
prohibition. The aim is to seen re « large 
portion of^he community in the possession 
of their inalienable rights of wearing their 
hats on the tops of their heads and keeping ' 
their natural eyes.

THE GREAT DR. DIO LEWIS,
His Outspoken Opinion,

like eery marked testimonial* from College 
Prof essor»,respect able Physicians, and other 
gentlemen efynteltiyence and character to 
the calve of Warner’s 8AIK Cure.published 
in the editorial column* of our best news­
papers, hare greatly surprised me. Many 
of these gentlemen I know, and reading 
their testimony T woe impelled to purchase 
•erne bottles of Warner’s SAKE Cure and 
analyse it. Besides, I took some, swell ow­
ing three times the prescribed fuantitw. X 
•in satisfied the medicine is not in jurious, 
and will frankly add that if I found mi/self 
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 on» 
kidney malady, while the testimony of hun­
dreds of intelligent assd very repumble gen­
tlemen hardly leaees room to doubt that Mr. 
H. B. Warner has fallen upon one of these 
naPVK diseeeeriec which occasionally bring 
help,to suffering humanity.

Burdock

Bitters
ACTS TTZPOISr

the bowels, uver, kidneys
AND THE BLOOD.

CANCER
OAJM BE CUBED I 

■end» besr testimony to the fact, 
for circuler jrirlng particulars, 

address, L. D. MeMICHAEbU. D„
«3 Niagsnt St., Bvtïàlo, N. T 

—________________ L—
Samples of Dr. K.W.Bead’s 

Celebrated Asthma Belief 
sent free to any who ask. 
Immediate relief guaran­
teed. 50c. and $1.00 pack­
ages sent by mail.

A. KTHK1DUB, Home, M.T,

THE SUTHERLAND INSTITUTE.
Mmr the Cure, of ST AM MERINO, 

and all forms of impediment iti speech. For cir 
culars and testimonials from all parts of of the 
country, address SUThkklano insti­
tute, 873 Spadina Avenue, Toronto.

TESTIMONIAL.—I have been treated at the 
Sutherland Institute and am perfectly cured. 

THOMAS CHARLTON, Pickering P. O., Ont.

ASTHMA

"p*G,m356£ïiftPearl 81. Hew York.

DRUNKENNESS
CURED IN ITS VARIOUS STAGES.

■ Peebe for etlmnlMit. entirely removed. Home 
treatment. ItedtcU. ran be sdmtnlstered without 
knowledge of patient, by limply placing It in

GOLDEN SPECIFIC CO.
ie jus* as, «aramr in a

Ilk MAN
B UNACQUAINTED WITH TME OEOORAFMV OFTMISO 

TRY WILL BEE BY EXAMINING THIS MAR THAT THE

Kiregf*2

bat.

CATARRH
SANFORD'S RADICAL CURE,

The Great BaUamle Dlaelllatioa at Wlteh 
Basel, American Flee, Caaadlaa Far, 

Marigold. Clever Uloeaem. *ta..
For the Immediate Relief and Permanent Cure 
of every form of Catarrh, from a Simple Head 
Cold or Influenza to the Loss of Smell, Teste, and 
Hearing, Cough. Bronchitis, and incipient Con­
sumption. Relief In Are minutes in any and 
every ease. Nothing like 1L Grateful fragrant, 
wheletome. Cure begins from first application, 
and la rapid, radical, permanent, and never 
falling.

One bottle Radical Cure, eue bos Catarrhal 
Solvent and Sanford's Inhalai, all in one pack- 

. forming a complote treatment, of all drug- 
i focal. Ask for SaNFoitn’a Radical Cune. 
— aco and Chemical Co.. Boston.

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

________ hire trio Better, rem­
is m GET bleed wish a Porous 

ova_______ Fleeter far *6 rente.
I KM It annihUatee Pain, vital,lets Weak and Worn OutParts, stren theos Tired 

ease, end. dose more Inn other piaster in

ream omanuA, ware has»
“ALBERT LEA ROUTE.

▲ Hew and Direct Line, via Seneca and Kanka* 
recently been opened between Richmond. 

Xtorfolk, NewporrNew», Chattanooga, Atlanta, Au-

oh. reJst. Paul an<nSSr^3faffîStoîr“^“ 
T^muouro Faeaeugers Travel onFast Xxprear

Æ^«“Suc5Sï£p*1 * °—»*» 
tgsRoS'srsissssss smlîsâ

mX aS”"1 lnto™*tion-e« the Xapa and Fold.

CREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE,
i °®», or addrn^
*• «GABLE, E. ST. JOHN,

TheFlaannaalti-ÿj Oaa’l Its. A raea. Sgb
_____________CHICAGO.

ALLAN LINE
Royal Mail ^teamships.

IF YOU ARB SENDING

FOR YOUR- FRIENDS
TOD CAN OBTAIN

PBlPilD PASSAGE TICKETS
At lowest rates at this office availably from

England, Ireland, Scotland, 
France, Germany, Sweden, 

and Norway,
The first steamer tor Quebec will leave Lives pool about the 17th ApnL anva
FoLti?«ete ,V*d ®Ter7 information apply to agents Allan Line throughout Ontario or ft

—- •

~W-A. T E B.
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AGRICUL1
We will always be 1 

yf enquiry from farmers c
jig agricultural inti----
given aa soon as r

LOST HER |

Laitoton—I have a < 
ôoéB it injure a cow, and i 
se again?

We presume you mean I 
jer calf what ie usually 
fcion. It does injure 
»d she is more likely to I

HEAVES IN

Subscriber—Are he 
tfould you advise Darle 
or some other remedy?

Confirmed heaves ii 
but the most of cases may I 
'ul dieting and the admirf 
nedicines, such as potassij 
&c., which should only 

" tupervision of a qualified i

CANTHARADINt

Murray.—Seeing a cantj 
commended several times 
Mail, you would oblige mq 
fogming me how it is made, 

Take of powdered - 
drachms and lard one < 
thoroughly bv careful 
lient or blister can be ma 
more lard.

COW WITH FRC

Bobcaygeon—I have a t 
feet faozen this winter. Thfl 
ful to her now. 1 ai 
and beef gall mixed.' wllfl 
ne.-what treatment I shou 
should apply to ^ive her < 

Apply a poultice of boil 
the irritation in the \ 
with a lotion composed ofl 
one ounce, and water one j

SCROFULOUS M
Norland.—I have a calf 4 

the skin cracks and bleedag 
Please tell me what will ou 

Your case is a difficult) 
suit ot what is charge 
diathesis. Endeavour 1 
by administering a moderl 
linseed or castor oil, then 
appiy to the leg a lotion < 
acid one drachm and wgtl

NERVOUS DEI
Chatham.—I have a c 

something one week 
well enough at night, but 1 
not stand. When lifted a 
way. She eats, drinks, 
limbs when lying down, 
use her body. When "" 
falls. Her calf is two i 

Yonr cow is suffering I 
eion. We would advis 
qualified veterinary sur^ 
practising in yonr distriai

MARE WITH I*
KnurvTVT.n—I have a 

sick about twice a week.' 
up her head, and working! 
at her belly with her hind 
to be in great pain, and 1 
When well she feeds he 

Your mare evidently ■ 
if indigestion, the resold 
a generous feeder. ~ 
fully, and the chaaces 
•ease.

CURDLED| 
» ■ 
Alooxa—i have a cow 

leem good, and it comes 
you please advise me wh 
calved last fall.

Tha curdled conditio 
result of some irrita tic 
Apoly to lihe jidder ev 
iodine ointment, in the | 
one part, iodide of ) 
lard eight parts. Giv 
epeom salts one pound, 
give half ounce doses < 
twice a week, and con t

ESSAYS OX
Gkorgin a. —What is the I 

tary of the committee whiq 
prizes for the best tre 
weeds Wild oats, mu

The secretary of the i 
Association, Mr. Henry] 
the gentleman fro* who 
be obtained. Prizes i 
straction of Canada this 
and qgnok grass, the 
twenty pages.
Wade, accompanied wit! 
not later than August la

BROKEN|

Clattering—I have a 1 
He has had it for some I 
ie getting the heaves, 
sure him.

Feed your horse on -1 

of oats, and give about 1 
hay drily, which must ! 
might he slightly 
salt and water. Give 
potassium morning and I 
and afterwards one 
for three weeks longer.
<ul yonr horse will ‘ 
confirmed case of broken I

CONSULT

PETERBOROj.—I have a 
appetites haffc been fail int 
I have been feeding them] 
oats, and took excellent c 
fused oats, then I gave 
they took for a while, but 1 
•L Then 1 gave them one 
soon got eick of that, whe 
again. They eat about a c 
eat very little hay. and ar 
They never seem to be hu 
them every day. Sometie 
dry cough, and one 04 tl 
slightly all the time. Th 
down every week when ’ 
They are on the road eve 
business.

From your description I 
posed to prescribe for ; 
tonal inspection would 
sary. Consult a veu 
Beattie, of Peterboro’.

FARM Li
Bbooklin—Would you! 

with the number of ma 
mente tec., which have < 
on short time, or have 
province, the hast, six . 
The question I ask is Aott 
purpose, but to encou 
engage emigrants as 1 
perience has taught _ 
canqot afford to pay the 1 
past year and do justice i 
xiid Canadian farm hands 1 
less this season. We musf 
ruinous to pay the wages 1 
pay.

We cannot readily giv 
you want, and if it was I 
see the connection of t ' 
tones with farm labou 
labour haa gone up, but i 
aa labour in many br 
rule tne bulk ol fern 
by the year, and there 
able in securing the rig 

i the few months they are I 
•abour question is a i 
will continue to be so i 
adopt some means to I 
instead of allowing—in ^

' them into Cities ami 
of unemployed labour I 

: labour will only benefit| 
on, at the moat, aa in 
iably more aggressive I 
cures a foothold.

LIVE Si

A correspondent i
l or injqpooe..

HJw. • vv


