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CHAPTER L

Randolph, Lord Ryvers, patrician by birta
apd master of baif a dozen fair estates, but an
aitist by nature, delightd i1n freeing himself
from the trammels of society, and taking an
artistic tour, without valet or servant, with-
out any of what be ealled the incumbrances of
rank. Having heard one day that no shirein,
Eugland was so well wooded as Wa.r\_ﬂck‘nhlre.
that for the beanty of its rivers, its cnndet’i’
walks and drives, the county of * Earl Guy
had no equal, he was not happy until he had
told his mother, Lady Ryvers, that he was
going on & sketching four, .and had left the
great city behind him. A

He had seen the loveliest spots in Warwick-
shire ; he had visited the grand old castlé; he
had studied the loveliness of Stoneleigh Abbey
and of Guay’s CIiff; he had mvelled_m' the
grand ruins of Kenilworth ; he had admired
the green woods, the brimming rivers, the
deep, clear meres ; a?ds at ]‘S"t he rea;:hed :te

1ctu ue village of St. Byno’s, where the
guiet.mq' loveliness for which the coun-
ty is famous is seen to perfection.

; its

i chesnut trees with green
fields around them, where the cattle stand
lazily knee-deep in the clear pools.

There the young artist had tarried. He
was delighted with St. Byno’s, with the mag-
nificence of its trees, the beanty of its streams,
On this particular morning, the second of
June, he had gone to sketch in the woods,
He placed his easel at the opening of a glade,
and the first wordsethat came to his lips
were—*‘‘June’s palace paved with goid!”
Lover of art, of nature, of beauty that he
was, he stood silent before the glorious con-
trast of sunlight and shadow, the ripple of
green foliage tinged with gold, which met his

es.
eySuddenl_v as he watched the light that
gleamed, quivered, and fell in golden glory,
he caught sight of a pale-blue dress between
the trees. He took up the brushes and worked
for a few minutes ; then, on looking up, be
was astonished to find two beautiful eyes fixed
on him, and a sweet voice said :

“*Isita real pictunre? May I lookat it?”

“ It canhardly be called a picture yef:,” he
answered raising his hat courteously;it is but
the commencement of one. I find I cannot
paint th sunlight as it falls yonder.”

*“May I look at it more closely ?” she
asked,

He moved aside, and, placing herself before
the easel, she glanced at tbe still wet colours.

**No,” she said, *‘ you have not caught the
sunlight.” A

As he gazed at her, standing in the brigkt
June sunshine, Randolph, Lord Ryvers, met
his fate. He turned his eyes with diffi-
enliy from the fair young tace. 7

She was a tall, slender girl, with a lithe,

raceful figure, golden hair, and a face more

utiful tban words can tell—fair and dsinty,
of the most delicate style of loveliness, with
a broad low brow, and eyes of the clearest,
darkest violet, that were almosf black under
the dark-fringed lashes. The little white
hands were ungloved, the white hat had for
all ornament a bunch oif corntiowers, the
dress was of plsinest material, yet he counld
have kpelt at her feet and paid her homage as
10 a queen.

““No,"” she repeated, ** you have not caught
the snualight. Your lightis too opaque—it
wauts transparency. It is yellow, and the
sunbight is a faint amber.”

** Thanks for your eriticism}” he said. «

‘“You are very weleome,” she sveplied;;
and the bewitching viclet eyes looked frankly
into his. * Many artists come here to sketch
and pzint the river and the woods, butnone
of them catches the true colodr of the sun-
light.”

** You are a severe critic,”” said the young
ariist.

**1 have not the least idea of criticism,”
she replied—** I know nothing of art-terms ;
but I can tell when nature is truly imitated
and whenitis no.. The chief character of
the sunlight is its transparency.”

The young artist bowed.

**I shounld like toask you for a few lessons,”
he said; and her musical laughter rang
through the trees, s

**Ask me? Why, I have never had a
lesson in my- life ; s0 I could scarcely under-
take to give you one,” she replied.

Hescarcely knew how to address her., He
would have liked to tell her how fair a pic-
tare she rhade, to ask her to stand while he
tketched her ; but he felt dazed by her beauty
and tne light of ber wonderful eyes,

‘1 have been very abrupt in my remarks,”
she said, with a smile. . ** Yon must please
forgive me, Every summér artists come
hither, and my only recreation is in watch-
ing their pictares.”

His face fiushed. » This was the very open-
ing be had desired.

**May I bope—may I beg,” he said, ** that
you will sometimes honour me by looking at
mine ?”

- #“Ii I am passing by,” she replied, with
queenly indifference.

- ** You came purposely to look at those pic-
tares you were speaking of, did you not ?” he
asked.

. ““Yes,” she replied.

““I wish, then,” hesaid, *‘ you'would favour
me by coming purposely to look at mine,”

< She langhed again, and the nonchalance of
her laughter piqued him. With one bright

ce she seemed to take in every detail ot
is face and figure,

**Those other artists were not like you,”
she sai

said,
““Tell me in what way they differed from
me.” he requested.
““They were old men. One of them had
flowing white bair, and yon—”

“*“Tam ” he said, ** thank Heaveh !
Nw&.-i ttakean interest in my
Success, justas you did in theirs.”

i I'might,” she replied ;and then
she looked at him with frankly smiling eyes.
¢ I believe,” she said, “ that youn are almost
the first young man to whom I have ever
spoken. There are no young men in St

no's.”
By“ 1 feel myself greatly honoured,” returned
the young lord. “‘ But what a strange place
B¢. Byno’s must be !

*+1t is the loveliest spot in the whol® wide

world,” said the girl, proudly, *“and the

ple here seem to me to live almost forever.
E‘eh(; vicar and the lawyer must be sixty ; and
the doctor is a white-haired old man.”

* What becomes of the young men ?” asked
the artist,

“ They never settle down here,” she re-

ed. - *‘ They go away to the large towns, as
»rule, when they are boys. Sometimes,” she
added, with naconscious pathos, * they come
home “to the village; but they soon go back
to the bnsy w,orld. However, lolr:uu of us

“mever go away”—with a plaintive little sigh.

It is an old-fashioned spot,” he said, mﬁ
ingly. -““There are few of such left. - I like
the placeand tbe name—St. Byno’s. - It gives
poe the ’l'dea of woodbine stretching along the

* %St Byno's abounds with woodbine dur-
ing the month of July,” she said; and her
heart warmed to him he praised the
she loved. "I am glad you like the

. I am always grieved when I hear

ople say that it i : What
4=fd be tame with such a view as

ow the neighbourhood well * he
5 gb answered—** every hill and

Tovely pictaresque nook. and | se

_with grave 3
1 me where I shall

why.”

‘“ Whose permission must you ask ?”

“ My aunt’s,” she -

May I ask,” he said, standing bareheaded
before her, ‘‘ t0 whom have I the pleasure of
speaking? You probably live somewhere
near; aud, as Iam staying here for some
little time, I should feel greatly honoured by
an introduction'to you.”

A flush came over-the exquisite face.

‘* My name is Violet,” she said, with sweet,
shy grace—** Violet Beaton.”

‘*And you live here at St. Byno’s 2"

She turned and pointed to the left, where,
through an opening in the trees, he caught a
glimpse of amle cottage built of white stone
and covered with climbing roses,

*“ Do you see the little house there amongst
the trees?” sheasked. *‘It is called Acacia
Cottage, from the fine acacia trees that grow
around 1t. My sunt, Miss Alice Atherton,
lives there, and I live with her.”

*‘ Have you no parents living ?” he asked.

*‘No. fvu telling you how long people

) she
come &

» a change into my | had
life some day. I have often thought about |

the time when I shall go ouyinto the great
world ;” and the bn’antiiul~ looked as

though would fain pierce the mists which |
obloun?:’ho iture,

rd R; m.“ loss what to say to
Lo was 2 s wha
her ; yet he was gt;nid; remnguhnt. Lt
she should declare that it was time to go.

““Did they call you. * Violet’ of the
colour of your eyes ?” he asked.

**No,"” she Jaughed ; “ my mother rn me
the name because -haa::l particularly fond
of violets, All my offences in my .“f..'.
eyes, are summed up in that name * Violet. :

*“Do you know the poem of ‘(he ‘Queen’s
Marys’?” asked Lord Ryvers. ** Your name
reminds meof it. It begins ;—

‘“* There was Mary Beaton, and Mary Seaton,
And Mary chael. and me.'
Are you descended from those same Bea-
tons ?” ’ :

““Ishould think not; I should hope not,”
she replied.

ope not ! Why?” he asked.

She looked around at him with impatient
scorn, her face flushed, her eyes shining,

**1 have strong likes and strong dislikes,”
she replied ; ** but, if there is one thing I
dislike more than another, it is what you eall

live at St. Byno's; m ts were P
tions tothernl{:wuy !aytﬂeraind when I waa
ten years old, snd my mother soon followed

»
M N

“-If you are mot busy, do stay ior'ntev
minutes,” the artist said, -gerly. “It
is 80 beautiful here shis bright June morn-

ing.
gA fallen tree lay near her,and Violet Beaton
sat down upon it. |

sy oufht vot to stay,” she said; “My
aunt will be angry at my long absence from
home.”

‘1 should not think angone would ever be
angry with you,” he remarked.

“ You do pot know my aunt,” she said,
laughing gaily. She entertains some rather
strong m-ejud’i and, above all things, she
dislikes young men.”

**She must be a somewhat formidable per-
son,” observed the artist.

**8he is—and yetshe is not,” Violet said,
growing suddenly grave and thoughtful, * I
am 50 deeply indebted to her that I ought not
to speak one word agaiust her. She doesnot
understand youth or happiness, She has but
one aim and end in life, and thatis the per-
formance of what ghe considers to be duty.
My aunt is 4all and angular. She wonld not
make agood subject for a picture, for there
is not a grazeful line about her. Neither
could yoa fancy her crying or laughing, or
kissing a child, or singinga song. She 1s
always ?rim and precise. Yet she is good
at heart.”

** Many strictly good people are very dis-
agreeable,” he remarked. '

She looked up with an expression of relief.

* Have yon found out that ?” she inquired.
*‘I am so glad ; I thonght I was quite alone
in entertaining such an’ unotthodox ides. I
can just remember how beautiful my father’s
religion was—all love and charity ; whereas
every disagreeable thing my aunt does,
every disagreeable word she speaks, is
always attributed to her religious views.”

“The life must be a duli one for you,” -he
remarked, looking -down at her beautiful
face.

“It would be,” she said, **did I not find
8o much pleasurein my sarroundings”

‘‘ You love nature so much?” he inquired.

*‘ Yes,” she replied. *‘Iam justeighteen,
and I have never been beyond tne sound of
the rush of the river yet.

“And L,” be said, ‘'thoughIam only a

i few years older than you are, have been al-

i| most all over the world.” SR s

{| 294" T long to s the world,™ she._confessed, |

{wkmg at him with a w! > i
oV

l expressiqn.  **1
e St. Byno's; but Ishould mot like to

spend the whole of my life here. I should"

like to see the grand placcs I have read about,
But then life’is long.,”

Hesighed when he heard the words, for he
knew that poets and philosophers sdid just
the opposite. She was younng, beantiful,
quite innocent, and ignorant of the ways of
life. He was likea man with a new picture
to look at, a new book to read ; he was en-
raptured apd fascinated ; hé could have sat
on the trunk of the fallen tree and listened to
her forever.

““Tell me about yourself,” he said.

“I have nothing to tell,” she replied.
‘* You can understand how quiet and unevent-
ful my life has been, for I have never left St.
Byno's,”

‘I can understand how - pleasant and
simple it has been,” he said,

“ Yes,” she answered, a shade of sadness
coming over her face. *‘If my parents had
lived, it would have been all that is most de-
lignttul. But my aunt has nosympathy with
the young, neither has she any love for the
beautiful, and consequently she is apt to
regard me and my amusements with con-
tempt. She Well I cannot well explain
myself ; but I am not very happy with her.”

There was something of repressed feeling
in the girlish face which ¢ touched the
listener.

‘‘ My aunt, " she continued, ** does not even
like the singing of the birds. She destroys
the butterflies, but she lets the bees live, be-
cause they make honey, which she sells,
Everyone is eager to buy it ; they say it is the
finest honey in Warwickshire. Things that
are beautiful and of use she tolerates ; but, be
they ever so beautifal and useless she dislikes
them.” ¢ $

*“ Under what category does she place
you? she asked.

*“Under neither,” was the reply. *In
Auvnt Alice’s mind I hold a position quite
different from anything else in creation. She
often says that I was born for her especial
annoyance, to be her especial cross ; and,
though she is very kind to me in essential
things, I believe itis true that I am a torment
to her.” .

“Why ?” he asked, slowly, * Tell me

*Because I cannot fall in comipletely with
all her views. She would like me to up
at a certain hour in the mornihg. If thesun
is shining I rise very early—I cannot wait
for the regulation hour ; and then my. aunt
is not pleased. . She says that the dew
destroys my shoes and dresses, and, when I
attempt to argue the point wiih her, she

ws angry. Do you see where the water
?:ﬁs over the rock there and runs back into
the stream ?” the girl asked after a brief
use. <

**Yes; Isee,” hereplied. * How musical
the sound of falling water is 1

“In the moonlight that falls makes a
beautiful picture, and I often come here to
look at it. I sometimes think it was through
just such a wood as this that poor Queen
Guinevere rode with the handsome knight by
her side ; but my ‘aunt says that all tancies
are ridiculous, and that we ought to think
only of what is real.”

““ This world is beautiful enough,” he said ;
*‘but I almost think the world of fancy is
more beautiful still.”

onlezfne a quick, glad smile. It was so
delightiul to have some tastes in common,

By this time Randolpb, Lord Ryvers, had
completelyslost his heart. He thought that
this wasthe most nataral, besntiful, ul
girl he had ever seen, and that she tely
outshone allthe great ladies of his int-
ance. His heart beat fast #s he looked at
her. S

Bat there was no thought of love in Violet
Beaton’s mind or hearti She Had an idea
that she was not acting in the most
manuer i

B oot ":Zn. with & proud,
'ﬂ.."‘;'c#—ma.ow; pain had

le who live in the outer world I
aristocracy.” i

;1 throuk back sa though she had. sirack.

? What hlvg

me,” -I:' nu.ncred ““Bat
during the Wi nights, while Aunt Alice
and I sit sewidg, she me stories of the
ariefocracy. Auqt Alice has seen a good deal
of life, ng she retuils her experieaces for my
benefit. ”

I think the—the aristocracy quite as
good as their neightsurs,” he said,

*“ That is because you do not know them,”
she remarked,  laughing triumphantly.
¢ You have lived your life amongst the beau-
ties of art and pature. What should you
know of the follies, the sins, theidle, useless,
frivolous lives of aristocrats?’ .

‘* Why, I belong to them !” he was about
to say, when he suddenly remembéred that
1t would be very bad policy on his part to tell
ber he was an arisfocrat, seeing that she had
openly proclaimed her dislike of “them. So
he answered, quiesly, ‘* If you will teach me.
I will dislike them also,”

** Dislike comes by instinet, not by training
or teaching,” she remarked ; #hd then she
added, hurriedly, *‘I must go;” and Lord
Ryvers felt all at once a new and strange
feeling of desolation.

*‘Iam very unwilling to say good morning,
Miss Beaton ; bat I sayit, hoping that I may
enjoy the happiness of renewing our acquaint-
ance to-morrow.”

‘I have been happy too,” she said; but
there was no confusion or embarrassmert in
her manner, ‘It is pleasant talking to peo-
ple of one’s own age ; they have so much more
sympathy than one’s elders. I have told you
my name,’’ she added, suddenly ; **If I want
to think of {our picture and of you, by what
name must I remember you ?”

_ After her unexpected denunciation of aristo-
crats, he dared not tell his name and'title,
lest she should avoid him in the futare.

‘* My name is Randolph,” he answered.

‘*Good morning then, Mr. Randolph,” she
said, with a bright smile. * Now I go to re-
ceive the reprimand of a justly angered
aunt.”

He watched the pale blue dress as it disap-
peared amongst the trees,

** To think that I should meet my fate here
on a bright June morning !”* he said to him-
sélf. **Yetlove and June and roses seem
naturally to go together.”

I have often:wondered whom I should!
i

love, where ]
guise she wi to me, how - fair
she would be,” ‘he thought ; *“‘and now my
questions are all answered at once. I have
met her in the grand old woods of St. Byno’s
on the brightest day in the year; and she
has come to me in the fairest guise, for she
has the loveliest face I have ever seen. How
I wish she could have stayed with me a few
hours !” "

And then he closed the easel and walked
down the glade, the words of a quaint old
ballad rising to his lips the while, trolled
them out in a deep, clear voice, and seemed
to derive wonderful satisfaction from them.

““Wrong not. sweet mistress of my heart,
The merit of true passion

‘With thinking that he feels no smart
That sues for no compassion.

“Silende in love betrays mere woe
Than words, though ne’er so witty;

A heggar that is dumb, you know,
May challenge double pity.

“Then wrong not, dearest to my heart,
My love for secret passion;
He smartest most who hides his smart
And sues for no compassion.”

Meanwhile the object of his dreams hasten-
ed through the woods, crossed the pretty
rustic bridge that spanned the river, opened
the garden gate, and looked up with laughing
eyes at the tall, erect figure awaiting her
there "

* Violet,” said stern Miss Atherton, ** you
know that I attend to the garden every day
at twelveo’clock ; it is now half an honr be-
hind the'appointed time. Where have yon
been

1 have been in the woods, Aunt Alice,
I know that I am lacg and I'am sorry for it
I will make up for it by working doubly hard
now,” .

Miss Atherton wassomewhas mollified, and
she s2id, more gently :

‘1 will overlook 1t this once, but it must
not happen again ; duties must be performed
firs$, pleasure is an after-consideration,”

So Violet Beaton took the basket obedient-
Jy. and attended her aunt in her gardening
operations. Miss Atherton was asscrupulous
in her garden as in her house ! no weeds no
dead leaves, no dying flowers were permitted
there.

“That r:»e would have lasted another week
ahnt,” Violet protested, as she watchéd Miss
Atherton snip off a fine damask rose which
was ; little l:dod.h i

“You are here to basket, not to

vas Miss

make comments,” w Atherton’s-curg

reply.

exolet'u thoughts went back to an incident
in her childhood, Miss Atherton had given
orders to have the grass on the little lawn
mown. It was studded with white daisies
that bad been the very pride and delignt of
the child’s heart—wide-open daisies with

olden eyes; and, when she saw them cut down
ﬁy the scythe, she cried bitterly, Miss Ath-
erton was exasperated. It was bad enough
to have a niece : it was worse still to have a
niece given to sentimentality,

From that day, Violet half broke her
heart over the dead daisies, when Miss Ath-
erton had done n\(l’ in her power to repress
the girl’s imagination instead of training it;
and the consequence was thatit grew under
this repreesion, and not in the healthiest
fashion. It expended itself on idealizing the
beautiful things around her. Strangely
enough, however, Violet’s thoughts had never
wnmﬁmd to the.subject of love, She did not
sit by the river as some girls would have
done and dream of a possible lover, the
reason being that she had no young girl
triends, that she had read no love stories, and
very little poetry of a sentimental kind.
Sherevelled in the pleasures of imagination,
she peopled the woods and the glades, she saw
what was invisible to other eyes; but her
thonghts had not yet wandered to the subject
of love,

Miss Atherton, long years before, had had
her romance ; she remembered even now the
pleasure and the pain of it. The same pain,

nined, should never pierce the
heart of her niace, 'J.‘henluro'h:h; carefully
the books
that she read and the pictcres she saw ; and
Violet, at eighteen years of age,
simple, and innocent as a child,
§o one ever knew the details of Miss Ath-

. house knows as

dred pounds per annum, and, by dint of prac-

Violet was
#and agreed with her.s010

"Itfe she was thinking of a man who was both

Shohdbonhndnno,s

hiade bt oo bifbw ae
.80 as
to teach l;w"n‘na; w‘ﬁ‘hp : m'\nlté de-
test the aris ‘of all nations, the other
was to live without ‘!""
CHAPTER IL .

Violet Beaton’s stoty of her life was very
simple. Dr, Beaton: had settled down in the
little village of 8t. Byno's, hoping to do as
most other people here—enjoy a long
life, He married Atherton, whose
sistsr had just come home from Paris, and
had taken up her abodé jn the pretty, solitary

\ lived ve1
happily; they had had but this ome child,
V'p'et.y"l‘o tyhensr:g ol?:ll who knew him,

s

the dostor died enly ofh a fever, o}nght
from a woman whom he wasattending.
el ife ﬁ&m;

d
M
The doctor and his' wife

His young wif survive him.
In th

Nog W
had an 1ncome of just one hun-

ising’ the test care and economy, she
:h:i.‘bun m to provide her -niece with a
ome,

It was a picturesque cottage, with beauti-
ful and picturesque surroundings ; yes Violet
Beaton not & happy life with the stern,
grim lady who had forgotten what youth and
beauty and love were like. ¢

**1 was handsome once,” she said one day,
when she saw Violet standing before s mur-
ror admiring the shining splendour of her
own hair, *‘and you'see what it has come

‘I should like to be handsome, too, aunt,”
remarked the girl,

** It would make Jittle difference in the end
if you were,” said Miss Atherton, grimly :
and Violet, glancing at her aunt, shuddered.

Would her own shining, rippling hair, that
was like a veil of pure gold, grow white and
thin? Would those beautiful white shoulders
become lean and angular, that exquisite face
wrinkled and lined ?

‘I should like“best to die young,” she
thought ; “* I should not like to grow old and
bitter, proud and cold, like my aunt.”

Everything that had once been a source of
sweetness in Alice Atherton’s life had changed
to bitterness now. In that happy long’ ago,
when she had been young and beautiful and
had waited patiently for her happiness, she
had loved poetry, musie; romapce—all that
was fair and bright on éarth ; now because
they had been part and parcel of thatold time,
she hated tnem. As her niece grew more
lovely, more imaginative every day, she grew
more grim and stern ; yet she taught Violet
to speak French, and she trained the mag-
nificent contralto voice to perfection.

Miss Atherton had og::r peculiarities.
She had lived many years'in France, and had
her jown opinion of : the terrible revolution.
Her sympathies by no means went with the
fair-haired aristocrats, who mourted the scaf-
fold with a smile, and.»¢ defeated the last
would-be trinmph of their hfoe:; they wer;
rather with the people who groaned an
suffered and toiled and-died. She had a most

appalling collection ot stories, of which the

heroes were always aristocrats and villains of

y -swd i
joes bawii

ible.
siMiss Ath-
& ¥ .rdls » ,’
There was a singalai desrth of young peo-
le at St. Byno's; the'place was eo small.
thst Violet said ‘was® true—she had never
talked to a:young man. - The docter who had
succeeded to her 1ather’s ice wae old ; he
had a young son, whomViolet had seen, but
to whom she had never spoken. H:n was the
only young msan beloaging to what Miss
Atgaryton called their class ; of the class be-
low her she never thought. There had been
no break in the monotony of Violet’s life.
She bad had no holidays, had gaid no visits,
bhad made no friends. < The hour she had
spent in the bonny woods of St. Byno's was
the happiestin ber hfe. She had a feeling
that she ought to tell her aunt of the new
acquaintance she had made ; but she knew
perfectly well that, if she did so, she would
never be allowed to see the young artist or
his picture i So she decided upon not
saying anything to her annt aboutit. He
would be gone in a tew days, and there the
matter would end.

“Violet,” broke in the stern voice'of Miss
Athertong‘look where you are going ; you
almost felover the stones. Yon’'arein dream-
land, and,as that is a very bad habit of yours,
Ishounld much like to know of what you are
thinking.” ,

The knowledge that for the first time in her

young and |
the girl’s fi

Miss Atherton saw it and stood before her,
an accusing judge.

‘‘ You have some kind of nonsense i your
mind, child,” she declared.

‘1 fear that is often the case, aunty,” her
niece replied, calmly.

** Remember,” said Miss Atherton, raising
her forefinger, ‘ there are five pairs of stock-
ings to mend, six kitchen towels to make and
mark, and & hamper of fruit to pack for War-
wick ; now I ask, have you any time for non-
sense ?"’

“Not one moment, aunt,” she ‘answ:
with a merry laugh: but the laugh died
away when she entered the house and found
the work ready for her.

They must dine first. The clock was strik-
ing one, and at the precise moment the little
maid appeared, carrying in the dinner ; and,
when the meal ivu ivor, Mid-:“elthemn
pointed to a pile of work on a si e,

“ That -nf‘.l you until five o’clock
Violet,” she sai ;‘d!nr'" in ﬁoeool ”thn
evening you can Rooseberries.

So ny!n qug‘Aw retired, for, as she
had oiten cf'echrod, her constitution required
an hour’s rest after dinner.

Violet took her work toiher favourite spot—
the bay window—where she could see the
bridge and the river. : ¢

Later on in the afternoon, while Miss Ather-
ton still slept, and the little maid had gone to
a neighbouring farmhouse, Violet thought she
heard footsteps in - the front en. She
listened, “but all was:silefit : and, coming to
the conciusion she must be mistaken, she re-
sumed her work. Agaio ;she heard the up-
mistakable sound of iootsteps and the click of
the little gate uear the acacia trees, This
time she went to the door, There was no one
there ; but on the pretty rustic seat of the

rch lay & bouquet of flowess and a basket of
g:oMet. On a slip of paper was written.
**Sweets to the sweet, flowers to the fair,”

Her first impulse was tothank Heaven that
her annt had not seen ‘them. Of course it
must be the young artist who had placed
them there. %Vhlt -a terrible risk to run!
She must hide ;hem, and tell him not to re-

t the im ence,’ |
pel‘!nt‘th;t mpm evening the maid came to her
with a letter. 55 ;

**If you please, miss,” shesaid, ‘‘a gentle-
man asked me,to give you this. . He gave me
a shilling to bring you the letter, and two
shillings not to tell your aunt,”

The note gontsined a few hurriedly written
lines from the artist, asking her to be so kind
ag to‘{cmk.k e ou. the l:onow. He
would etching at nine in the wmorning.
She smiled as she read it—for she could ngt
forsee what was to happen in the future, and
she was only eighteen.

 CHAPTER If1.
ummm-umh.wmw.

dsome brought a hot flush to

she said,

| attack wherever there is a weak point.

e e g

‘pusctaally a6 hall past sight ; theb, hamung

then, i
nightingale bq&n to sing, <
**1 should like to hear it more diitinctly,”
**My aunt couid not be very angry
if she did know that I went out o n to

the nightingale’s song,

. It was lﬁﬂ‘x::ih early, and the dyinglight
of day was giving to the light of
the moon. She had no thought in her nature
loving heart save that of seeing the fall of the
waters and listening to the nightingale,

Little imagining how beautiful she looked,
quite unconscious that she was s committing a
f::t imprudence, Violet wrapped a black

shawl round her head and shoulders, and
crept coiselessly down stairs. Then she
passed into the dining room, and, uniastening
the long window, stepped on to the lawn.

A sense of freedom and exhilaration made
her pulses thrill. All around was so fair and
80 lovely to her dazzled senses.

‘* How beautiful I” she criéd to herself. **I
will go to the river first.” -

It did not take her many minutes to' reach
her favourite spot, the falls. The spray
shone like diamonds ; all kinds of sweet, wild,
vagrant thoughts flitted through her mind,
And then, as she stood there, a tall, dark

from under the

the nightingale sing if she chose
b d

Headvanced a few stepa.

“ Do forgive me,” he said, * for being here.
I fought with the temptation for five long
hours, and I lost in the end.”

‘* What was the temptation ?”’ she asked.
*‘Ido not understand.”

. **You said this morning—oh, bow long it
seems since then ! —that you liked to see the
waterfall by the moonlight. I iocked at the
almanac, and found that there was a fu!l moon
to-night ; and I have been debating in my
own mind whether I should come ornot.” It
seemed unfair to take any advantage of what
you said #qomcionnly, -but I longed to see

yo?” she asked. **Did you really
wish to sce me? How strange !”

**It is nbt atrange at all 1” he cried, ilnpeta-
ously, making one etep in advance, and then
checking himself. *“I thought you would
come out to-night ; and, now thatI am here,
do be kind to me Miss Beaton, and let me
talk to you for a few minutes.”

**It is not at all the fight thing todo,” she
answered.  ‘“To -tell you the trauth, Mr.
Randolph,” she said, ‘I came out to hear the
nightingale sing. It is in the linden tr¢e-over
there.” :

“May I go with you so far?’ he asked.
‘It would be an untold pleasure to me.”

She looked at him intently. g

‘““ Aunt Alice will—well, ghe will be terri-
bly angry with me if ever she knows it ; butit
will not always be June. and the nightingale
will not always sing. . Yes, we will go and
hear it,”

The dew lay thick and heavy on the grass ;
each drop seemed to catch the moonlight.
Lord Ryvers was beside himself with delight ;
his beart was full, but he could not speak, the
words would not come. The song of the
nightingale grew clearer and sweeter.

** There 1s the linden tree,” said Violet:
“‘ we must move very quietly, or weshall dis-
tarb the bird.”

With quiet steps .on the long grass, they
advan until they reached “the spot where
the bird was pouring out its marvelious flow
of melody. y stood entranced.

**Iam glad I came,” said Violet, él;tera
time. ‘'l would not have missed it the
'bdl‘ wo;!d.;' ed forever in the busy

ey ight have liv dn the"
HAUSES JGF faan,” romarhed .
“iﬁ?‘hvoh noth 'h:h, ‘

‘*If we never meet * she said; regard-
ing him thoughtfully, **how strange i will
seem to remember that we have spent an hour

ether in this fashion !”
here was not the least consciousness on
her fair young face as she spoke.

“If I thought we were never to meet
again,” he declared, hurriedly, * I shotld not
care to live another hour.”

‘t That is the language of poets,” she said,
laughing. “‘I wonder if the nightingale’s
song were put into  words, what it would all
be abount ¥’

‘“Love,”’ he answered, curtly.

*“Love !” said Violet. ‘I shovld think it
wonld’ be something more interesting than
that.”

** More interesting?” he asked, not- quite
sure if he heard rightly.

*Oh, Yes,” shesaid, ‘““much more inter-
esting! Ishould imagime that birds sing of
new themes'; love is as old as creation.”

Just then the nightingale finished its song
—long beautiful netes that seemed to die
away over the trees : then ail was still,

*“Do you remember what Barry Cornwall
says?” asked Lord Ryvers. ‘I think she
ideais beautiful— -

Py

“ ¢ Music leaves
m the silence, and our hearts
Hear and er hoard those golded sounds, -
And reprod: them, swéet, in after-hours.’

‘“‘ You like quoting poetry,” she said.

“A nighﬂi%e this is in itself a poem,” he
answered. ‘I shall take away with mea
confused dream of moonlight in June, of the
waterfall, of the nightingale——”

**And of me,” she interrupted, with a
bright laugh. **Shall you forget me ?”

** You will be the centre of the poem,” he
replied, with a bow, ‘“‘the very soul of it. I
shall never forget you. -If you should be pass-
ing through the wood to-morrow, will you
look at my picture ?”

**Have you been warking at it to-day ?”
she aﬁked. AT i

*“No; my mind has been filled, possessed
by another picture,” he said; but I shall
work at it to-morrow.”

‘* You want my Aunt Alice to keep you at
work,” she remarked. ‘‘And now, Mr.
Randolph, good-nighs. - I am afraid this s a
ter:ibh indisoretion. - We must never rgpeat
it. 3

He did not tell her that that one bali-hour

aradise,

Her soul u;

had been to him as a dream of P
To be Contined,

o
Errs’s CoCOA.—GRATEFUL AND GOMFORT-
¥e.—''By a thorough knowledge of the
natural laws which govern the operations of
digestion and nutrition and by a careful a
plication of the fine properties of well-selected
oa, Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast
tables with a delicately flavoured beverage
which may save us many heavy doctor’s bills.
It is by the judicious use of such articles of

,diet that a constitution may be gradually

built up until strong enough to resist every
tendency to disease. Hundreds of subtle
maladies are floating around us ready to
We
may escape many a fatal shaft by keeping
ourselves well fortified with pure bicod and a
roperly nourished frame.”—Qivil Service

‘azette.—Made simply with boiling water or
milk. Sold only® in Packets and Tins (ﬁl’lb.
and 1b.) by Grpcers, labelled—** James Epps
& Co., Homeepathic Chemists, London.” 26

AR A R,
The most brutal dog-fight on record came
off near New York on \%

a Newburg bull-terrier named General, weigh-
ing 33 Ibs., and an Albany bull-dog, Sam,

Samr-was killed after 3 hours and 45 minutes’ -

worrying.
——
Consumption Cured.
formula of

medy for the speedy and perma
ST aer
ons,

Anold retired_fro " B
ing had gmn'hoeunhhmd. b'ynm&'i
missionary the a simple vegeta

L ocure

ednesday, between

and Years, after
iy oodi¥e | fong wandering in forbidden® and unholy

WOMANS KINGDOM.

Bhe Loved HMim, $he Loved Him Enott,
Bays Reuben unto h!lld.r

l{:' lang! ing hot :
iadlds. € youlove me, goar

* Oh, H
Phsehietsof e i

9 my
Oh, sa; t ”
TR e
" Pl s e fosarve mpso
Tt e e
A light broke in op Reuben’s mind
in his a1ms ohofoc ;
She looks demurely in his face,
And says : * Pray kiss me, Knott I”
— e
Fashion Notes,
Feather fans are in high favour.
Condor brown is a very fashionable colour.
Bilver ornaments are fashionable for the
hair,
New bonnet shapes are small and close fit-
ting.
Trains are not worn as long as they used
to be. :

The new name for ashes of roses is Isard
colour,

The new spring foulards are exceptionally
pretty. :

Shot silks are again among the new impor-
tations.

Codquillel of lace are fashionable ou black
silk dresses.

drab.

{ Champi mashroom is a- new shade of
; --ohphkig

are much in favour,

Belts and eide-bags will appear with the
new spring costumes,

Sapphire blue is a favourite colour for the
dresses of growing girls.

The new spring bonnets are in very pro-
nounced and stylish shapes. -

The waiscoat ending in paniers is revived
on new demi-saison dresses,

Among pronounced novelties in bonnets
are some with very high crowns.

Large plaids and smail checks will be
equally fashionable in the early spring.

the first importations of spring millinery.
The fashionable engagement ring is simply

a circle of small diamonds and sapphires aiter-
nately.

-«

Blue and gold colours are combined in
lovely gradations of shades in the new spring
batistes and zephyrs..

Foulards in gay jardiniére designs are im-
ported for spring polonaises, to be worn over
skirts of silk or velvet in monochrome.

A tiny muffof lace or satin covered with
natural flowess now takes the place of the
conventional bouquet among the most fashion-
able. This muff may either be carried in the
hand or suspended on a ribbon,

Evening dresses of great taste and ele-
ance, are made of the new écru batistes
nearly covered by gold or silver figures that
make them look hﬁ cloths of gold or silver,
bult this staff comes among millinery goods
only.

The fashion of plastrons applied to the
bodice is in great vogwe. They are made of
lace, surah, embroidery, and silk muslin. The
richest are those made of beaded jet. They
are effective, worn over black silk “and satin
dresses, :

PRSI S P

For and About Woman,

Nature has said to woman :—Be fair if thon
canst ; be virtuous if thou wilt ; but consid-
ergte thou must be,

Marriageable girls may be interested in the
information that a factorv at Bay City, Mich.,

turns out 2,400 washboards daily.

A Mionesota man has invented a machine
g}ighﬁn‘. fire without ﬂ::" g out of bed,

robs-deap ‘year i - [*ite terrore: ~ <=

**Why, my “desf Mrs. Lovelace,

80 much thinner! Have you been lﬁo’l‘l’
“ Oh, no, butI have a very muscular maid, ”
Formerly wamen could not legally m

until they had spun a complete u{ ofli:’d

forniture ; hence the term spinster, which is
still in use,

A woman doesn’s consistently use profane
language, but the way she says *‘ Gracious !
when she slips down 1s full of subtle meaning
and inherent force.

Among recent patents is a pocket **storm
indicator.” Every married man of convivial
habits should have one and keep it in the
same pocket with his night key.

““Oh, Professor !” exclaimed sentimental
old Mrs. Fishwacker, during a private organ
recital in her new music-room, **do pull out
that sweet nux vomica stop once more !”

Philadelphia has a young lady of twenty
years who weighs 532 pounds, and Boston has
a young man whose arms each measure over
d five feet in length. These people seem to

have been constructed by a wise Providence
purposely for each other, and some means
should be employed to bring them together.

““Now, darling, will you grant me one
favour before I go?’ ** Yes, George, I will,”
she said, adrolgping ber eyelashes and getting
her lips in shape. ‘‘ What is the favour I
can grant you?” ¢ Only a little song at the
piano, love. Iam afraid there is a dog out-
side waiting for me, and I want to scare him
away.”

A young girl wrote to the New York
Journal as iollows :—*“‘Will you please explain
to me the symptoms of love? I've got some-
L thing the matter with me and can’t eat.” We
don’t like to prescribe at this distsnce, but if
we had the same symptoms we’d shut our
eyes and swallow a pill and go to bed. The
girl is only bilious.

1 noticed that a Spanish girl of my acquaint-
ance, says & Madrid correspondent, held her
fan half open. I asked the philosophy of the
thing. ‘ Why, you wouldn’t have me hoid
it any other way, would you ?” she said, with
mild surprise. *‘What difference does it
make?” *‘ All thedifference, If I keep it
closed it means I hate you.” <*Heaven for-
bid !” *‘And if I opeh it wide it means I
| l-o-v-e y-o-u.” Asshe beganto open it I fled,

.
How to Test Silk, :

An experienced buyer of silks says that a
good test to secure one from being deceived
in the quality of black wilk is to pinch a
specimen on the bias and afterwards puil it
in an opposite direction. If the crease made
by the pinch looks like a similar fold in a

lece of writing paper, reject the piece un-
Eesiutingly. On the contrary, if the mark
smooths out aud is hardly distiguishable, it
is safe to purchase. It is also advised thag
before making up a silk it is an excellent plan
to open it the full lengtn, and heap it up in
loose folds on a square bed or large table,
Bvery few days the silk should be lightly
tossed-about, and drawn through the hands,
by which means the * ‘store” crease made by
folding the silk flat, and which is the first
part to cut, becomes less accentuated, and a
pliability is produced that greatly increases
' the chances o? satisfactorv wear..

Woman the Comforter,

Woman is the great comiorter ; sacred and
significant as is the word, it is true from her
entrance into the home circle until death
closes the chapter in her hiltor;; she is the
joy, the sweetness, the a of mercy, love,
and peace in every home in the world.
Beauty is another womanly virtues, and
:: woman should neglect to cultivate it in

by it l’hr:‘uve‘ about man those subtle ties
influence that may in his later :

ths, by the memory of the
ing hig manhood, ooutri:;nnd‘ )

Pink shades in gray or café au lait velvets |

Coloured straw bonnets form the bulk of

that is good and noble in nature, and leads to
paths of pleasantness and peace, and Prepares
for all the bright hopes of the glorious im.
mortality, sy

—_—
A Hit at the Girls,

“ A young man,” remarked a philoso hical
cobbler, “‘who has patronized :ge for ;)eau}
was ‘keeping company with two girls, aisq
customers of mine. noticed that one of
them wore out her shoes on the outside of the

-sole first, while the other stepped squarely

and wore down both sides alike. Ive always
had a liking for the young tellow, and know.
ing he was wavering between the two girls,
I took him aside one day and showed him the
shoes of his flames and told him what I have
told you. The resuit was that he married
the square stepper and is happy, while the
other girl disgraced herself andy she has gong
torpin,” f

SRS
Black and White,

There is every evidence that this combina.
tion will be extremely fashionable during the
comingrseason. Striped black and white in
kilting, in flounces, and for the fronts of
dresses, re-appearing in the folds of the core
sage or the fan shape at the back of the
basque, looks particularly well with a pretty
visite and bonnet of satin and jetted lace,
Black and white checks and black and white
striped silks are made up with black lace and
soft ribbon loops, the Ilatter hanging at
regular distances upon or between the kilt.
ings,

Among the brocaded silks there are many
lovely patterns, nothing’ as yet having ex-.
celled in beauty the calla lily or passion
ﬂo;}el; de;ign.

ite rmmh’kdytobomm-
ly worn than st anmy time within the

\ Faod-. Embroidered robes in fine
white mull and nainsook are masterpieces of
artistic workmanshi The richest a® in
close embroidery. ese have about fen
yards of plain material, four yards of deep
embroidery for the skirt and six or eight

ards of narrow embroidery and insertion,

he skirt embroidery is frequently twenty-
four inches deep, and consists of pansies,
hyacinths, lilies of the valley, and other
spring flowers embroidered in solid figures or
conventionalized designs, also in soiid work,
These solid- designs are very beaatiful and
much more durable than tae open work em-
broideries used to such excess for the past twa
seasons, Irish point has had its day. Some
of these embroidered robes are exquisite in
delicately tinted colourings through the em-
broidery, which are warranted to be fast
colours,

e — e ———————

THE ORANGE ORDER.

Proceedings of the %nnd Lodge of Ontario
est.

AvrvuisToN, Feb. 20.—The Grand Lodge re.
sumed business at 9 o’clock this morning, the
Grand Master presiding, and the other offi-
cers in their respective places. The atten-
dance was very large, contingents from many
districts and counties having arrived last
night and this morning. The spacious mar-
ket hall was filled to the doors, and great en-
thusiasm characterized the proceedings.

Telaimu were received from Col. Tyr-
whitt, M.P. for South Simcoe, and N. C.
Wallace, M.P. for West York, late Grand
Treasurer, regretting their inability to be
present.

The report of the Grand Secretary was read
by that officer. It reviewed the work of his
office and the progress made by the society in
this jurisdiction during the past twelve
months,

The re of the Committees on' Suspen-
sions and Expulsions, and Petitions and Ap-
peals were presented and adopted.

On motion of Bro. ORONHYATEKHA, a spe-
cial committee was appointed to consider
whether it is advisable to make apy amend-
ments to 802:6 wﬂmh&d the Mutnal In.
surance Society, to © are thereon
~to the Grand zdge. g

At 1l o'clock business was susperded, the

3

ing your conversation
honest among the Gentiles, that whereas
they speak against you as evil doers they
may by your zood works which they shail
behold glorify God in the days of visitation.”

The sacred edifice was crowded to the doors,
and great interest was manifested in the ser-
vices. After the sermon a collection was
taken up for the benefit. of the Protestant
orphans’ homes in the ince. The service
havines been concluded the ion was re-
ig'm and returned to the hall, where an

journment was ordered. till the afternoon at
two o’clock. ;

Upon resuming’business in the afternoon
the Credentials Committee reported, showing
the largest number of delegates in attendance
that have been present at aGrand Lodgemeet-
ing for many years.

COMPLETE TREATMENT SL

A single dose of Sanford’s Radioal Cure in.
tly relieves the most violent of
Head Colds, clears the Head as by ic, stopa
veus Ringite g iy BT B S
en! o n the -
ous Headache, and subd 2 e

age, of uggists for §1
RADICAL CURE, POTTER
Co., BosToN. »

e
or 4
SUFFERING NERVE i .
Parts, strengthens Tired Muscles, prevents Dis-

ease, and does more in one_ half the time than
any other plaster in the world. Sold everywhere.

~

40 YEARS.

ALLAN TURNER & CO., Dreygists, Brock-
ville, Ont., write, ** We have soli| WISTAR'
BALSAM OF WILD CHERRY for forty years,
and know it to be one of the oldest as well as one
of the most reliable preparations in the market
for the cure of Coughs, Colds, and Throat and
Lung Complaints. We know of no_ article that

_gives greater satisfaction to those who use it, and
do not hesitate to recommend it.”

T. R. MELVILLE, Druggist, Prescott, Ont.,
says, ** I can confidently recommend the prepa-
ration as thoroughly reliable.”

F. B. CARMAN, Morrisburg, Ont., says he
thinks WISTAR’S BALSAM OF WILD
-OHERRY one of the best preparations in the
markoet for the purposes imtended, and takes
pleasure in selling it.

NO!'ICB 0 YOUNG D OLD.—The
celebrated. Dr. H.

) of Londogp, h
o B et e e o B o/ M
discovery. 5 tested

AGRICULT

We will always be please
of enquiry from farmers of
ing agricultural interests,
given as soon as pragticabl

THE SHOW §

The spring show of the
Agricultural Society and
cultaral Society will be
15th April, and the fall shq
Wednesday, 7th and 8th O

LANGSHANS

CowANSVILLE—* Please gi
a reliable party from whom
Langshans. Also state abon

Langshans were exhibite
Show here last month by B
ville, who may have some
are not sufficiently alive
they would advertise in a
the homes of thousands
week.

THE VACUUM

FAIRMOUNT.—Having read
manufacturing ch
yvacuum process, :
cHeese facto
all the infc
Will you kindly in
if the system has been suced
you would recorumend usm
tory on that principle,

From inquiries made re
fangled notion in dairying

mend it. Experts unhes
it, and add that the centri
best.

SWOLLEN

HOLLAND.—*I have a he
old thatfbecam
front leg. 1t wa
the way up 1o 1
Jheknee. It
dehind the kn«
Please let me k: what
Bathe the lez twiczcad
water and continue the b

at a time. Apply to tae
knee laudanum, two drach
one drachm, and water, ei

TERRIER

PARRY SOUND.—“ T havea
pup, 8ix months old 4y

ing, one o
“ hard and

with him ?

nary surgeon.”

Use compound iodine @
as follows :—Iodine, two ¢
potassium, two drachms, af
Apily a little of the oin
day.

STIFLE JOINT

WALTON.—“1 havea colt,
years eld. which got hurt
& year ago. 'Ihe joint slipsol
the colt will go
Own accord wi
tance. Then a:
g0 lame again.
ieg. and he shows a iump|
Bize of a hen’s egz. What
to dofor him 7’

Blister the stifle joint
posed of powdered
drachms ; biniode of  merd
and lard, one ounce. Usg
omtment at an applicatiol
into the parts, and repeati

LUMPS IN TH

SILVER CREEK, MaN.—*Ihi
lump in his throat ; bas not K
eats good and is in good ordeq
Your valuable paper, give me

Apply to the enlargemen
cintment comrosed of bin

-#nd-lard, one

3 two dracbma,
- obetourth of the ointmé

cation.

PIKE CREEK.—“T haveae
Wwith a lump under her jaw,
bone, as it moves with the
Beem as if it would break.
that are beginning to swell in
Please give a cure through yg

Apply a small quantity of
eury ointment to the en
week, rubbing it well into

“ HAIRY” H

WISCONSIN. —“ Will you K
where I can get a setting of h
cost, or if there is such in
some of the poultry men of ya
could give some information|
pond with L. A., box 25¢ New §
sin. asit would be to their in
parties wishing to purchase;
the columns of THE MaiL,
from some poultry man, wo!
ted.”

We are not aware tha
poultry exists. There is
called the *Frigzled,” or,
call-them, ““Ruffled,” wh
reverse to the usual way,
Brantford, Ont., named P
them some time ago, and ma
in his yard. Constant add]
made to fancy breeds, and th
be one of them, but we in
that some person who thin
has been imposing upon you

LICEON CA

HAsSTINGS. —Please inform
of the best cure for lice upos
upon sheep, and oblige a subsd

For lice on cattle, if a b
soap, ome pound, and biui
ounces ; mix thoroughly, ra
tities well mto the parts
has been on a few days w
water and a brush. All oi
ing mercury should be use
If the disease is not strong!
all kinds will destroy the in
on sheep make a tobdcco de
well into the wool, or mix
paris of coal oil and hog’s
rows in the wool, two or th
aloug the neck, back, sid
and smear a portion in these
may be repeated at intery
Ticks are more readily ren
time than at any other seasg

POULTRY QU

'_ QUEENSTON HEIGHTS—* (1)¥
ionis the best kind of hens toke
desired in preference to flesH
fowls as a whole better than
#hat should be the proportio

the remedy for hens who d

What is the best cheap food fo

the common grey or white ged

L If this question is to be
dence educed at the maj
shows held recently we shou

Plymouth Rocks rank first a
White Leghorns coming n
8ggs, however, the LightBra
list. Mr. Doel, a Canadi
poultry, says a cross betw|
snd the Houdan would produ

laying, as would also a

Spanish with the Brahma,
h-‘lr.of Langshans asearly
Opinion that they wou'd be

0 keep but the Black Spanis

d their own agaf

T 2. Tt would certainly be &1

one breed of fowls.

Bucceeded in poultry farming

There

_ Mmale for every seven hens

should be discarded when
~—The desire to brood is -inf
and cannot be easily ‘g
by of food is best for pe

? Of, #ay ope bushel

t, barley, and




