i

CHALONER'S HEART

OR

CHAPTER XXXVIIL—(Continued.)

Ida drew herself haughtily up.

“ I am not startled, Mr. Dornllon—it mat-
ters little to me whether the secret, as you
call it, is safe or not!”

‘“ Have I offended youn ?”

His voice had changed from an almost de-
fiant accent to one of pleading earnestness.
Ida’s, too, softeued as she replied :

“No! I had no reason for being of-
fended.”

“* Are you going in?” for she had turned
away from the fountain.

* Yes; it s late.”

““Stay yet a moment longer. I have not
said to you that which it is in my mind to
speak.”

* What is it, Mr. Dorrillon ?”

“‘Ida,” he said, in a low, strangely thrilling
voice, **I, too, would risk all that Ferdinand
Fairfax has risked and lost, I, too, am rash
endugh to hazard the certamty of friendshi
for the mere chance of something else,
love you, Ida, I would fain ecall you—my
wife.” .

*“Ilove you, Ida,” he repeated, slowly and
earnestly. . ‘““There was a time when I
thought I would go away and leave these
words unspoken, for Fairfax seemed to have
usurped the nearest place to your heart. To-
night a new courage and resolve came to me
—have I been too rash?”

“ No.” she said softly. ‘A man has the
right and vprivilege of speaking—a woman
can only stand still and wait,”

* And decide the fiat of destiny with one
word. Ida, I am waiting for that word. I
am a patient man—you, perkaps, have no
idea how patient, but this suspense tries
&ven my trained equanimity. Why do you
not answer me?” :

““Mr. Dérrillon;” shé eried, almost passion-
ately, *‘ what shall T8y **

*‘ Say what your heart dictates !”’

He stood with™ folded arms locking down
upon her, resisting the strong impulse to take
her to his breast—to tell her she must love
him, 1if only for all those years of self-repres-
sion and endurance through which he had

No, he would not bias by word or
glsoce the final decision which was to seal
his fate; he would 'drink the cup in silence,

whatever it might be. .

“Bat I cannot abide by the dictation of
my beart,” she said.

She caie a step or twc; nearer him as she

and then paunsed abruptiy.

-p?‘kle)'o you lovPe‘ me, Ida?” he asked, still
standing with folded arms.

I must not love anyone.

“That is hardly an answer !”

* Mr. Dorrillon, I might love youn, if—.”
She =topped here, her voice seemed to fail
her.

““You might love me, Ida!”

* If it were free to me to love anyone,”

*“I do not understand you, Ida; your
words are an enigma !”

““ And-I cannot make them plainer,” she
wailed.

“* Your husband, perhaps—your dead hus-
band—expressed a -wish- adverse to your
forming a second alliance ?” sald Dorrillon,
with a scarcely perceptible accent of -bitter-

** No—no it 1 not that | Ohb, if I dare tell’
you all I :

“]da, you love me, then?”

For there had been something in the thril-
ling tremulousness of her voice that brought a
sudden rapture into his heart. He advanced
toward her;~but shé shrank away from him.

“* Mr. Dorrillon, I must not listen to such
words as these. Iam shut out from love and
happiness such as are reserved for others
more fortunate. I live a life of my own,
apart and self-contained. In the namedof all
that is generous and chivalrons, leave me to
my solitade !”

“ You have not answered me yet, Ida.”

““Is it manly to demand an answer after
what I have told you, Mr. Dorrillon #’

* Is it womanly to refuse it ? Oh, Ida, my
heart’s queen ! the idol of my soul! I have
surely a right to know my fate 1”

*“ You know it already, Mr. Dorrillon.”

“Then I am to understand,” he ssid, slow-
ly and haughtily, * that you do not love
m !Il

*‘I bave not said so, Mr, Dorrillon.
why will you press me so ?” :

** Well, what is it you have said? 1 am
waiting patiently.”

*“I have said, Mr. Dorrillon, that there is a
reason why I cannot marry.”

“ And that reason is——"

*‘I cannot tell you ; it is a secret which I
must never divalge—no, never !”

She leaned against the rim of the fountain,
and Mr. Dorrillon could hear the quick, pant-
ing breath she drew. How he longed to fold
her to his heart—to shelter her within the
depths of his I've—to comfort her as a hus-
band should comfort her as a husband should
ecomfort his wife ! g

**Ida, can I not guess at this secret ?”

“No,” she said, sadly, “‘you could never
guess at it.” " ®

“Is it an actual barrier between two
hearts ?”

* Yes, a barrier that can never be sur-
mounted—a dark, wicked thing, whose
shadow has darkened my life for years—
which shuts out all possibility of the happi-

“mess which comes to other women.”

“Ida!”

“¢ Donot look at me so, Mr. Dorrillion.
Do not speak to me 1in that tender voice; I
cannot bear it—no, I cannot bear it1” .

“1da, you are weeping.”

“If1 conld weep fears of blood they would
bardly express the anguish, the despair of my
heart,” she uttered passionately. *‘Let me
go in,; Mr. Dorrillon; 1 have stood here long

enough,”

“ Am I, then, answered Ida?’

- Y“’"

* But I do not choose to consider this an
“answer. You must tell me still more.”

s Not to-night, Mr. Dorrilion.”

. * Notto-night, if you choose that it should
be so. But to-morrow, Ida, you will let me
come t0 you in the library, at ten o’clock ? It
is an hour at which the rvom is quite unoccu-
pied. I have much to tell you, and I think
you will perhaps sake courage to impart to me
this mystery at which you hint. Grant me
this one favour, Ida, and I will ask po more
of you—for the present, at least. You will
receive me ?*

* Yes, ITwill!”

For, even while she felt within har:;ﬂ thel
utter uselessness of thus pos ing ‘the evi
day of final separation, 1da 'Enh ere could
not find it in her heart to put away this one
glimpse of happiness !

*¢ T will see him once more,” she thought,
% and then I will tell him that we must part

»

. He led her silently to the door and then
‘surned back. Ly
*  “You are not coming in, Mr. Dorrillon ?”
« “**No, I shall "keep vigil with the stars
awhile longer. Good night, Ida.”
23 ...w lli'ghf-"
His heart stirred joyously, at the soft,
embling manner in which she spoke the two

Oh,

oves me,” he thought, *'she Toves
have spoken thus.
L can it be possible that

s is coming to /
et

of blessedness, a vision as bright as it was
destined to be illusive.

CHAPTER XXXIX,
CALLED AWAY.

+Pale and trembling, yet oconseions through
it all of a blissfulness that pervaded her whole
being with strange, electric buoyancy, Ida
Delamere sunk down into the low easy-chair
in her own room and buried her face in her
hands. :

Mathilde came softly in from the other
room. - -

* Will madame plehséte undress "’

“ Not yet, Mathilde'; I am not ready.”

Mathilde yawned behind her hand. The
evening had not seemed long to her, in truth,
and in fact Mathilde was carrying on a very
brisk little afaire du coour with Mr. Perkins,
the coachman, who had taken a fancy to her
pretty Gascon face and the musical tome in
which she managed to mispronounce most of
the words in the English dictionary. But
Perkins, devoted swain as he was, ¢ould not
sit up all night maki.ng love to Mathilde, and

o’clock. & o
Tt s after 2  hazarded,
“uduag‘m has to be sure, a very

y

** You need not sit up for me, Mathilde ; I
can do my hair for myseli,”

Mathilde retired.’ aiter a faint protestation
or two that she would wait herself and brush
out madame’s hair, and Ida was alone.

Alone, and yet she could not fix her mind
upon the grave subjects that should have oc-
cupied it. He loved her; his heart was all
her own ; the full joy of this consciousness
was sufficient in itself. For a brief%hile she
might revel in this, even though tne snadows
of destiny closed in upon the fature that was
80 near at hand. Once n her life she had
tasted the cup, whose draught was like the
elixir ot immortality, even should it be dashed
from her lips the next moment. He loved
her; and that was enough. She let her
thoughts wander back upon the hour which
had just passed ;she conjured up, by aid of
the enchanter’s waad of love and memory,
the starlight, and the drip of the fountain,
and his voice sounding in her ear as human
tones had never before sounded. All the
sweet words avere spoken over again, the teo-
der accents dwelt once more upon her ears,
her heart answering back to each one of them,

Her meditations were disturbed by a faint
knock at the door.

Ida sprung to her feet, and went to answer
the summons, It was Mrs. Hyde, the house-
keeper, with a shawl thrown on to hide the
lacking elements of her very insufficient
toilet.

‘ What is it, Mrs, Hyde? Isany oneill?”

““No, ma'am ; it’sa telegram just come,
by epecial messenger, from New York. It’s
a lucky thing you’re up, ma’am. I hated to
disturb you, but I thought you ought to
have it to-night.”

‘“ Yes, certainly, Mrs. Hyde. Sit downa
minute.”

Going toward the light Ida broke the seal
of the yellow envelope, and read these
words :

‘ New York, Aug. 20th, No, ——street.

“Iam dymg—at least, so they tell me,
and1 must see you while I have yet strength
to speak. I have thatto tell you which will
be worth your while to hear.. I do nossay
come at.once, but I say that if - you 'do mot
i-gome you will répent it 4 your Life'send. 1. |
= 4 ** GIUSEPRE: P

Brief, . brusque, "almost Ida
read the telegram twice or thrice over before
she could assure herself that ske fully com-

hended its import, Then, pressing her
g:)d to her {forenead, she tried to think
what it was best to do. Of course, she must
go : there might be  tidings of her miserable
mother which it was essential she shouid
hear.

* Is it of importance, ma’am? ” asked Mrs.
Hyde, who had watched her young mistress’
face with some apprehension.

““Yes—of the greatest. Is the messenger
waiting 7’

““ Oh, yes, ma’am, to be sure! I told him
to wait on horseback, for there might be an
answer.”

** You were very thoughtful. There is an-
swer. I will write it directly.”

She took a sheet of paper from her writing-
desk and hurriedly wrote on it the words :

1 will come at once. 1pA DELAMERE.”

Directing it, she inclosed the envelope in
another, superscribed to the telegraph com-
pany, and gave it to Mrs. Hyde,

* Come back to me, please, Mrs. Hyde,
after you have given the letter to the man.”

When Mrs. ﬁyde returned, her mistress
was sitting in the same position in which she
had left her. She did not séem to notice the
housekeeper’s entrance.

““You wishéd to speak to me, ma’sm?”
said Mrs. Hyde, after she had coughed gently
once or twice behina her hand, without suc-
ceeding in attracting Mrs. Deiamere’s atten-
tion.  Ida looked up.

““Yes ; I wanted to know at what time the
first express train to New York leaves New
Haven.”

““There is one at midnight, ma’am.”

‘It is past midnight now.”

‘¢ And another at seven, ma’am.”

*That is the one I must take.”

Mrs, Hyde looked astonished.

“ Are you going away, ma’am? No bad
news, I hope?” o

*“No—yes ; I suppose it wounld be called
bad news. I wish to go as auieﬂy and with as
little comment as possible,”

** Shall you be gone long, ma’'am?”

**Not more than a day or so, probably,
If you are asked anything about the canse
gf my absence, you may sy it was sudden

i 3

“* But you are not going alone, ma’am?”

“Yes. Why not?

*Yon are so young, ma’am, and so inex-
perienced—if it ain't a liberty, my saying so,”
apologized the housekeeper.

“1 am young, Mrs. Hyde, but I am not in-
experienced,” said Ida, with a quiet dignity
which repressed the good woman’s objections
at once. *‘ What time is 1t now ?—a quarter
to one. Tell Perkins to have the close car-
riage at the eastern door at four - o’clock pre-
ciscly, to drive me over to New Haven.”

*‘ And your breakiast, ma'am

‘“ You can get me a cup of coffes, yourself,
1 don’t want to set the servants gossipingan
more than is absolutely necessary, and Ishi
want nothing else,”

** Yes, ma'am. Can I help you in pack-
in ?II

**1 ghall have nothing to pack, and Ma-
thilde will be here.”

#¢Theén there is nothing more I can do for
you, ma‘am, at present ?”

** Nothing.”

Mrs, Hyde withdrew, and Ida, left to her-
self, sat down and wrote a hurried note to
Mr. Dorrillon.

“1 am calied unexpectedly away from
Beecheliffe for a day or two, Will you aliow
me to postpone our interview until my re-
tarn? Ido not know that I am wise in
granting it at all, but as I have promised I
will not depart from my word. 2

“That will do,” she thought; **it is cold
and brusque, and I feel myseif how awk-
wardly the words were selected, but I have
neigher time nor inclination now to study the

of rhetoric. 1f hedoes not like it——"
ﬁ:t then, in the midst of  her perplexity and
annoyance, a 50ft, shy smile hovered arpund
her lips, She knew too well to confess it,
even to herself, that the biief phrases she
had written would be liked whatever might
d her—that was the sweet re-

‘thoughta—he loved her.

she bad been alone in madame’s room since

ing has ha ed, Mathilde, I am
jourgg;?mt is all.”
madame has not called me ?”

¢ Madame m.{ddepend on me,” promptly
inte Mathilde. - i

** And,” went on Ida, speaking rapidly,and
in a low voice, **I want you to give this note,
with your own . hands, to Mr. Dorrillon as
soon after breakfast to-morrow as you can,
withount incurring observation, ~ You under-
stand me, Mathilde ?” :

“ Yes, madame.” All that was French in
Mathilde’s nature came out at the mention of
notes’which were to be delivered secretly.
“ Where is the billet-doux 7*

Ida’s dark eyebrows contracted.

“¢ It is no billet-douz, Mathilde—only a ne-
cessary communication,” she ‘said, sternly.

‘I quite understand, madame ;” and Ma-
thilde placed it tenderly beneath her piliow.
* Madame’s wishes shall be followed strictly.”

She drew forth the letter again to look at
its mﬁcﬁpﬁmﬁn her mistress left the

d !%n'd‘ 1, here wins
and another loses, while I—Grand ciel/ but
how sieepy I am 1" She closed her eyes, and
lapsed into a dreamy half somnolence. *‘I
will raise myself up presently, and put the
little note so precious under my pillow,” she
thought. *‘ It will be safer there.”

And, so thinking, Mlle. Mathilde fell fast
asleep again,

‘It was broad daylight when she at length
awoke, the sunshine flonoded her room with
early brightness, and the little pendule clock
in the room adjoining striking seven,

The first thought was that it was time to
rise and prepare her mistress’ shower-bath ;
the second, a remembrance that Mrs. Dela-
mere had visited her room in the grey dawn,
shawled and veiled and dressed as if for a
journey ; the third, a consciousness of some
charge impressed upon her mind—the letter
for Mr.' Dornllon.

She 'felt under her pillow. It was mot
there.

‘‘ How clumsy of me!” thought Mathilde.
*“ I have dropped it among the bedclothes—
but I certainly remember putting it under
the pillow.”

She sprung out of bed and shook out the
clothing—there was nosote there. A candle
stood on the table, burning down into its
socket—the candle Ida had left there the
night before. Mathilde looked into the sil-
ver rim with eyes of terror, to see if perhaps
there might be flakes of ashes there,

*‘ And I,” she mused, in apprehension, *I
am such a log when 1 sieep—I may have
dropped it directly into the candle; but
praise me to the saints there is no ashes and
no smell of burned paper. Prenez bon courage
~—it had no legs, and could not run away—
it must be here somewherg !”

But, notwithstanding thilde’s self-con-
solation, the note appeared to have vanished
as effectually as if 1t were gitted with what
Mathilde wag sure it had not—legs. She
searched the room, her own night-garments,
the bed-clothes, in vain.

CHAPTER XL,
DISAPPOINTED.

Frederick Dorrillon slept vety little that
August night, but his thoughts and aspira-
tions were sweeter and smore: - ing ' to
him than any slumbers ‘could - have S
Even in the brief interval of unconsciousness
that descended upon his eyelids, after he had
turned and touetrolong upon his pillow, the
enigmatical words that Ida: had spoken
haunted his broken and disconnected dreams,
and the fountain and the star-light, and the
song of summer insects niingled fantastically
with grave, deeper thoughts?

It was little more than sunrise when he
rose, cooling his heated brow with iced water,
and trying to quiet his reflections by looking
out upon the fresh morning landscape, where
the short grass of the lawn was sparklin
with dew-drops, and -the a-e-oent-lh:peg
heads of dazzling petunias, verbegas, and
scarlet geranium were glowing like rainbows
penciled on the earth.

* How shall I pass the time away until ten
o’clock ?”” was his first thought ; and headded,
half smiling at himself, *‘ I am getting as im-
patient as a schoolboy.”

Yet there were the four or five long hours
still to be existed through, That was a fact
as undeniable as it was disagreeable.

**I cannot meef; all those chattering mag-
pies downstairs, and discuss the weather, the
chances for a shower, and the latest item of
news in the morning papers, as if my destiny
were not hanging on the thread of the comin
hours,” he said, impatiently to himseif. **
will go for a walk in the woods ; there is no-
thing like bodily exercise for restraining a
mind that is preternaturally active !”

** I need not return until time to see her,”
he thought, “‘I had rather be alone with
these oid. forest trees, and the rush of the
river, and my own thoughts, than to answer

uestions in whichIam not interested, and
listen to remarks that I can’t take the
trouble to comprehend at the Beecheliffe
breakfast table. Ske will know how to in-
terpret my absence.”

He kept his resolve, and it was a quarter to
ten when he ascended the broad stairway to
his own room at Beechcliffe, There wasno
one in the hall but Mr. Carisforde, the
Bridgeport banker, who lay lazily outstretch-
ed ona bamboo settee, fancying that he was
reading.

‘Hallo, Dorrillon !” he called out, in an
injured tone of voice. * You’ve been fishing
again. W hy didn’t youa tell me? You knew
I wanted to go I”

“I'bave not been fishing,” retursed Mr.
Dorrillon, **in the first place ; and, in the
second, I wanted no companionship, - Don’t
look so aggrieved, Carisforde, Are there
never any times when vou prefer the society
of yourself alone ?”

Mr. Carisforde shook his head ; there was
no preponderance of the ideal in ‘his nature,
and he could not comprehend what he called
“freaks ” in others.

Ten minutes aiterward Dorrillon descended
the stairs and took his way toward the
library, ‘where he threw himself into the
leathern-covered easy-chair, then rose u
again imfationtly. It was quite impossible
to sit still and listen to the ticking of the
tall, black, marble clock, and the distant
sound of the drawing-room Plano, where
Angie Gresham was singing simple little bal-
lads to Mr. Waverley Cleve, in whose ears
they were doubtless preferable to the sweet-
est Italian bravura ever warbled by Parepa.
Quite impossible—and Mr, Dorrillon began to
walk slowly up and down the room, ever and
anon comparing his watch with the clock, and
wondering if ever the moments lagged so0
slowly before.

Ten o’clock—and no Jight footstep at the
door, Ida was rather punctual in her habits,
but women, as a rule, were seldom very me-
thodical, and he would allow her at least
fifteen minutes grace,’

Fifteen minutes past—and no Ida still.
Dorrillon sat down and resolutely took up a
book ; but if it had been written in the
Chaldee language, it would have been equally
profitable to him. His eyes skimmed along
the sentences, telegraphing no report what-
ever to his brain, and presently he laid it
aside, impatientfy.

Hali-past ten—the clock struck the half
hour with a shrill sound, as if some tiny elf
hidden within the black marble case were
langbing at his discomfiture, He rang the
bell ; in a minute or two James came into the

% is Mrs. Delamere ?—in .the gar-
dens or in her own room?”

: ing.”

“Tiay iy sbe treut Away sasly. Shis morne

‘ Went where?”
“ I don’t know, sir,”

can't say.” -

*‘Who does know anything about it?” .

*I - don’t know, sir,” returned James,
sorel, yw ed by this cannonade of ques--
tions, ¢ Hyde, she don’t know more’n
I know—may be,” he added, unconsciously
he;fing Ossa upon Pelion of his tautololgy,
.k‘n iss Matildy, as iy’ madame’s own maid,

ows,”’ :

““Send her to me at once.”

ot A T

Presently Mathilde ertered, in a blue mus-
lin dress, a great deal more fanciful and ex-
pensive than’ any $hat poor e Gresham
wore, and a jaunty'white apron, trimmed all
around with delicate ruffles.

““Did monsieur ‘wish to speak to me ?” she
questioned, demurely, looking, as James
might have said, *“as if butter wouldn't mels
in her mouth,”

‘‘ Where is Mrs, - Delamere ?” inquired
Dorrillon, abruptly.

““Gone, monsiear,”

Mathilde shook her head—she did not
know, Madame had not told her.
- ** Do you know when she will return ?”
:!T&momim.’f»-.; i e
$ is enuncia T-
T
* Yes, monsieur,” gl‘:t:ﬂdo anawered,

d monsieur expect one *” ’

's look of innocent was
sufficient of an answer ; he mmod“:::‘: an-
noyed that he had exposed himself to the
comment and wonder of servants,

**That will do, Mathilde,” he said, coldly,
and the French majd withdrew, inhnul{y
congratulating herself that she had
through the dreaded interview without being
compelled actually to tell a falsehood !

‘‘A little bit of an equivocation is no
harm,” thought Mathilde, ** the priest himself
couldn't ob;!ect to that, when one is really
driven to it.”

‘Meanwhile, Dorrillon stood in the library,
his arms folded tightly across his heaving
chest, his eyes full of a stern, dangerous light,

*‘80,” he mutteréed, to himsel , ‘*she
chosen to avoid this interview by something
not very different from flight. Was she so
much afraid of me? or was it that she was
unwilling to stay and abide the gp: uences
ot her own ,cngotry ? Sheé did not love me—
she has never loved me—and I have been de-
ceiving myself a second time. Well, I shall
learn experience after awhile, and wisdom.
Oh, my God ! that thou shouldet allow one
human being to be so cruelly at the mercy of
another. Thy waves and billows have gone
over me, and [ am weary of striving against
destiny 1”

Ali the morning he remained in the library.
Carisforde, lounging in the hall, wondered
what on earth Dorrillon could find to busy
himself about among those books—people
came up and down, their blithe voices float-
ing on the summer air, like echoes from an-
other world from $hat which surrounded the
lonely, heart-brol solitaire—and the sun-
shine ebbed like a sea of gold along the grass
on the Beechcliffe lawn. When at length he
came out, it was with a face as hacgard as if
he had ]pnud through weeks of illness.

** Hallo, Dorrillony” said Carisforde, as he
passed, ““I didn’t-kmow but yon were having
a fit in there, or making your will, or some-
thing else equally disagreeable, © You're done
up with the hot weather, aren’s you? Iknew
that long walk wasn't the thing, with the
thermometer up in the

cloud_l. a little

iced claret—it’s the most cooling thing & man
can
P

e this Xad
}’.mfp whHen"™ Mv t et
stairs, on‘her déwWn'*€6 tlie upper ser-
vants’ lunch, inx the honukuppr'n room,
she started, #o pale and worn did he look.

‘* Monsieur is not well ?” she asked timidly.

‘ Monsieur ‘is perfectly well. Mathilde,
can I depend on you?”

“ Perfectly, Monsieur.”

*I am leaving Beechcliffe. Will you give

this note to your mistress as soon as she
retnmlh y
‘ Notes again !” thought Mathilde, as she
received the little Sealed and folded billet
with a generous'doficeur in the shape of a
rustling new badk-Bill. *‘Monsienr is too
kind—yes, surely ‘'madame will have the
note. We shall’ al¥'be sorry to lose monsieur
from Beechcliffe 1"
““Speak for yourself alone, Matkilde,”
said Dorrillon, almost savagely, as he turned
away. Mathilde watched him enter his
room with wandering eyes ; then she scru-
tinized the note he had given her carefully
before she slip: it into her bosom.

*‘There shall be no mistake about this,”
thought Mathilde, ‘“at all events. All the
same, I should like much to know what is in
it. I hope there is nothing about the other
one whicﬁ° he didn’t get! On the whole, it is
just as well that he is leaving Beeghcliffe be-
fore madame returns. It saves explanations,
which might be awkward for a poor girl like
me, who meant no harm,”

So Mathilde went down stairs to lunch
with an excellent appetite, and thought no
more about the mischiet she had unwittingly
ddne.

And, when the nightfall, with its purple
and its dew, gathered once more over the
lovely shrubberies at Beechclife, Frederic
Dorrillon was miles and miles away on the
journey he had commenced. Whither he
went he cared not—it was enough that he
was leaving behind him the ashes of a.dead

ho;
i CHAPTER XLIL
GIUSEPPE'S STORY.

The Augnst heats were pouring down in
the narrow, reeking streets of the vicinity
commonly called the Five Ppints, in New
York, like an Arab sun reflected from the
fierce sands of the desert, and the big bell of
the City Hall clock had just proclaimed the
hour of one 1n_the afternoon, when a dark,
villainons-iooking man, clad in a suit of
velvetcen, came down theshaking stairway of
a two-storey wooden house and took his stand
in the door, both hands in his pockets, and a
black, stumpy pipe between his yellow teeth.

At the same ‘moment, a8 woman’s footstep
came down the stairs, and a worn, haggard
face, framed in big-bands of dead-black hair,
looked over the shoulder of the man in the
doorway. 8 : ;

*s She ain’t comin’ yet, is she, Chris #"*

She spoke with a slightly foreign accent,
and pushed aside iher hair with a weary
motion.

¢ No—she ain’t "

“Ts it late, Chris ?” ;

* Where’s your ears ? ain’t the clock just
struck one #”

““I've had otherthings to think of beside
watching for the clock, Chris. He can’t last
long. Poor Giuseppe !”

‘“He’ll last long enough to wear us all out,
you’ll find !”” snarléd the man,

‘“He's the only relation I've got in the
world, ” pleaded his wife.

“And a good thing it is; if you'd had
mauy oi the same sort, I'd emigrate to Aus-
tralia—hanged if I wouldn’t !

* He pever has troubled us much,” said
the wife, with 4 slightly resentful accent in
her voice,

“ No ; ’cause be’s never wanted nothin’ of
us, I don’t believe in no relations—I dont.”

*“He's my brother, all the same,” said
Nina, ‘‘and I'll take care of him, husband
or no husband ; so I tell you,

“ Humph !” grunted the man. O’ course
vou will—I never doubted that! Get back
into the house with you, Nina ! *

*‘ But you'll stay here and watch !”

“’Twon’t be for any love of him—#kat you
may understand !” was the gruff answer, -

“*For my sake, Chris!” she pleaded.

“Go in with you, I say!” ejacuiated the
man, turaing upon her with such a volley of
imprecations, thas she stayed to hear n
more. : N7
. Dashing up the ereaking stai

“She sin't suywhere, sir,” said James,

sianting by the tread of the footetops of half

; in the fu

.ing with lips that worked

leave o note or mes-

looking young woman sat ata

mqohino{ nti'ghi away ‘at a pile

:ﬂ";:?y’ g 1’ °.i:’h. rocking: 4
a was asleep a oy 3

worn newspaper in his hand, while

uneasiness, lay
waiting for the end of all

He owed wide his half-closed eyes as the
Italian-born woman entered.

** Has she come ?” he asked, eagerly.,

*“She’ll be here pretty soon,” said Nina.
“‘ Better try and sleep.”

‘I shall not sleep again untilI slesp for
ever,” he answered, in a hollow voice, as if
talking to himself,

Giuseppe Antonardi lay staring at the omlé
Y. a0
tremulous fingers clutching at the bed-
clothes. :

*“'To think that it should ‘end ‘thus!” he
muttered once. “‘I thought of everything,
but I never thought of this!” Well—a man
can’t live forever I” and then his voice died
away into silence, G

e lay, apparently, quite quiescent for
some minutes, then raised himself on his
elbows, staring wildly around.

‘‘She is coming ! I hear her! She is com-
ing 1” he exclaimed.

* Lie down Giuseppe,” soothed his sister ;
“it'-’ the children on the stairs,”

.

Sty 2 he thr old, ° ,
m-, a dark shawl wrapped round her slen-
der form, and » heavy vail thrown back. from

““Signora Ida !” he faltered, with a
tnr;, as if he would have shrunk out o!gl::!-'
sight.

‘I have come, Giuseppe,” she answered,

advancing slowly to his bedside, and seating
herself in the chair that the Italian woman
bad drawn forward for her.
“Yes,” he assented, slowly, *‘yes, it is
well. I could not have died in peace, unless
—unless—— The black velvet , Ninetta
—where is it ?”

Nina picked up the bag from the place
where it had fallen on the pillow, close by his
band, and placed it once more in his cold

m.

*‘ Here it is, Gi ~

*‘ Then go, Ninmuvome alone a little
while with the signora. You arenot afraid ?”
with a glance at ﬂs '

**No,” she answered, quietly, **I am not
afraid. Why should I be ?”

‘* Surely—why should you be ?” he slowly
repeated. = *‘It is the living who wreak their
vengeance on one another. A dying man
can harm no oune—and I am a dying man {”

h“ \’thy do you not send for a priest?”
she asked, pityingly, as a spasm of pain con-
tracted his features, o

““ A priest . he echoed, bitterly. ‘I
have lived without a priest, and I do not need
the help of one to die. I am no puling child
or chattering old woman, yet, to please Ninet-
ta, I shall let her send for a priest by and
by, but not now.”

** What is it that you wished to say to me,
Giuseppe ?” said Ida, breaking the ice at once,
for she felt that she could not long endure
delay, = Neither had the man before her
mn:y moments in which to shrive his parting
soul,

‘* Much, signora—much.  Bat, first, you
must promise me forgiveness for al |”

*‘ For what'?” she asked.

‘]' For everything I” he answered emphati-

y.

*“ It is promised,” she said, with a look of
compassion. For who could cherish oughts
of bitterness or revenge toward one Who stood
on the awiul verge of the unseen world ?

 Whatever crimes he had

ever weightof sin lay on his soul, be wae/
dyin'f now, and the smgis of Divine mercy -
f:lxi.n y reflected on human souls shielded it

““Iam glad you have promised that,” he
said, glow! {. ““It would have been harder
for you to have spoken the words, after you
have heard it—after I have told you—"

*® ’R)ld me what ?”
: “That I have deceived you all your life
ong.”

“T'Bdve never believed you to be traue,
Giuseppe,” she said, bitterly. *‘Itisno
news that you have deceived me; but I do
not comprehend you—Madame Avioli is not
my mother ?”

A sudden gleam of light seemed to flash
through the dark mystery of her fate—a pos-
sibility of escape which made her heart beat
faster and more unevenly.

*Madame Avioli is your mother,” Giu-
ugg: answered, slowly.

’s clasped hands fell to her knee—the
transient gleam was fading out in darkness,

** Listen, Mrs. Delamere,” said Giuseppe.

| *“Madame Avioli is your mother, but it was

not her hand that dealt the fatal blow to
Pierre L’Echelle’s heart. She is as innocent
as a babe—as pure as a flower. Moreover,
she never knew that aught like the shadow
of suspicion of so foul a crime rested on her
name. How should she ?”

*‘My mother,” murmured Ida, with a new
sweetness in the word—a sudden thrill of
joy, likea sepuichred hope rising up from
the sealed stone of death ; “‘my mother. and
I have repulsed her so cruelly. Oh, what
will she think of me? ,How can she compre-
hend my conduct "

** You forget, signora, that she never knew
you were her child, she could not deem you
undatiful,” explained Gitseppe, slowly.

** True, true !” exclaim Ida. ** Thank
Heaven for that at least ; her heart has been
spared a double rending. Ob, my mother—
my poor mother ! But how—why——"

** Patience, Signora Ida, and I will tell you
all, if only—"

*“ One thing first, Giuseppe. If it were not
she, who—who murdered g’ierre L’Echelle—
who was it ?”’

“TtwasI!”

‘“ You, Giuseppe ?”

‘‘ Ay, you may well shrink away from me
in horror and dismay,” he said, in low, deep

_ *“Iam the r—his is
on my hands.  Nordo I regretit !”

“Oh, Giuseppe 1” she shuddered, * this is
too horrible !”

** I hated the man,” said Qiuseppe, with a
baleful glitter in the eyes that were already
dim and glazed.  **I'hated him, and I mur-
dered him. “Justice cannot reach me now.
Death will’be betorehand with the law. Do
vou ask me why I cherished the bitter nate ?
I will tell you, Signora Ida! He had treat-
ed me like a dog, always. I would have been
faithful—nay, I might even have learned to
love him, for there is somewhat of good in
every human soul, even mine, Signora Ida ;
but he struck me down like a dog, one night,
because I had erred in carrying out some
order that he had given. From that moment
I vowed to be revenged ; and I carried the
vow in my heart, asonly -an Italian can do,
He was generous at times, he was even liberal,
but he never was kind. I need not tell you
atl that tended to strengthen my resolve, and
add evil weight to the vow I had registered.
You remember Pierre L’Echelle ; you can-
not wonder that one who was exposed to the
constant fury of his ill temper and changing
moods should weary of them ! Well, Signora
Ida, you cannot have forgotten the might the
old priest came from the country to take you
away ?”

‘‘Iremember it well,” said Ida, in alow
voice. How all the past seemed to rise up be-
fore her like the sg;ctnl figures in a dim
phantasmagoria ? ow stmngely the is and
was blended at the death-bed of Giuseppe
Antonardi !

(To be continued.)

ot

“If you will let me take your stick of candy
I'll show you how I can swallow it.and make
1 come out of my ear.” The candy was de-
livered. The young magician deliberately
ate it. Then for the & of two minutes he
threw himself nto violent eontortions, The
candy failing to appear, he said to the ex-
pectant spectator with an air of great dis-
appointment, **I believe I've' forgotten
rest; of it,"— Way

¥
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My Country Cousin,

In short, with charias
- My country cousin

She likes the shedeclares,

As I once liked ago.
Thongh she eneounters endless stars

From languid loangers in the Row,
She’s always fresh for ball or rout,

Tho maiden aunts severely frown ;
Itrow it's but to'gad about

My country comes to town,
Bhe cries “ Academy ;” ’tis mine

The task to take her ; quite a brute
8he thinks me, if I draw the line

At visiting the Institute,

d Grosvenor on the self-same day ¢

And so I win the niartyr’s crown ;
"Tis just to go on in that way,

My country cousin comes to town.

8heloves the ancient London sights,

The tower, Tussaud’s,and Monday “ pops,”
The theatres fill up her nights,

The mornings she will spend in shops,
We 'io to Greenwich, where we dine,
FOr tohgei:?mond (iriIve lLelr down ;

'or suc oyments, I opine,
My country Sousin comes to town.
I wait upon her nightand morn,

Like some poor ** bobby” on his beat ;
I earn alternate praise and scorn,

I carry cels in the street.

I know of all the ill-used men,

That 'm—Why what a charming gown,
T'm not so very wretched when

Mx country cousin comes to town,

Fashion Notes.
Vests of white lace are wornon evening
dresses.

W-puhtdyd black jet beads u'q.vcy

White embroidery and Trish points are ased

extensively to trim sateen morning dresses.

> A charming toilet of cream canvas batiste
ean be trimmed with a quantity of Saxony
lace and ruby velvet.

A great many toilets for garden
bemg made this season of Burano
in the light shades so popular.

Leghorn straw hats, trimmed with crepe
lisse lace and bunches of fruit veiled with
lace, are the dressy hats at gay waterin g
places,

Silk gloves in the popular jersey shape will
be worn during the summer, and are embroid-
ered along the back of the hand and across
the arms,

Black brocaded grenadine, with large velvet
flowers, makes a graceful basque and draperies
for plain grenadine skirts that have lace
flounces,

Brocades are 'economical—first, because
they wear better than plain silks, and then
less material is required to make a dressy gar-
ment of brocade.

Watered silks and satins are employed for
combining with other materials, such as
camels’ hair and brocades, but are not used
for the entire dress.

Black, relieved with the merest touch of
white in the way of lace or flowers, remains
the favourite costume of high ceremony with
New York women.

Amongst the most expensive toilet acces-
Bories are fichus, coming in all lengths ;
Escarial lace scarfs and lace breakfast caps,
worn by both old and young ladies.

Tall and slender women still wear the Eng-
lish plaited jackets, with a white waistband
of the material ending in two long loops that
fall over the puffed back drapery.

Kate Greenaway handkerchiefs of white
silk, with gayly coloured figures of old-fash-
ioned children on the hem, are knotted as
cravats for little boys to wear with their kilt
suits,

New evening dresses from Paris have the
bodice and train of damask siik, and the front
of puffed tulle draped with bunches of gay
flowers that have long stems tied with knots
and ends of ribbon. B
v»VE‘M‘ ¥ ’“"l “ -nan-o',tﬂbn,
which: - is scarcely more than braid in widsh,
are used on a single dress in rosettes, bows,
and loops that form a fringe of which the
whole vest and tablier are made,

The thatehed bomnet is'a summer novelty.
It is made of grey porcupine straw, with
round high crown and clinging sides that are
covered with banches of grapes, berries, or
plums, and edged with. rows of pointed

The linen duster is extinct as a traveller’s

oak., Ladies now wear cloth, cashmere and
summer silk dresses for travelling suits, with
a failor-made jacket or a Jersey polonaise
that protects the dress from dust, and affords
needed warmth.

Clusters of three jet beads strumg together
like a three-leaved clover make a pretty finish
to the edges of the basque, neck and sleeves
of the black silk or grenadine dresses. Dull
jet beads are used in the same way on black
nuns’-veiling dresses for ladies in mourning,

A tucker of plain white lawn, shirred
across, with two soft puffs around the neck,
fills the pointed or square openings of dress
waists ; two puffs also edge the sleeves. If
embroidery 1s preferred it is flat inside the
open space, and there are two standing frills
around the neck.

Bathing dresses with short sleeves and knee
trousers are worn at Long Branch and New-
port. A short skirt for draping the figure
extends below the tull bodice, and the trous-
ers are buttoned on beneath. Long stockings
are worn, and a handkerchief is tied over the
hair like & turban.

Belts of red, blue, or white canvas are worn
with flannel dresses in the country. For tan-
coloured belts alligator skin is used, and
black beits are made of the small, grained
seal-skin. Russia leather of dark russet
colour makes a handsome belt for biack
dresses. The belts vary in width from an
inch and a half to three inches.

Low shoes are universally worn this sum-
mer in the country and at the most fashion-
able hotels. Patent-leather ties are consid-
ered in the best style, and these may have
tan-coloured or blue Rid tops with only tips of
.the glossy leather. w heels are in better
taste than the curved high French heels, and
of course are much more comfortable,

A plastron of India-red silk makes a gay
dress of the serviceable that have
been so longin favour. A collar of embroidery
in the high officer’s shape fastens around the
neck, and an embroidered band edges the

ainted plastron. The skirt has pleats to
?;ll open over red silk bands, and the taxic
is of scarfs of the two materials draped to-
gether.

For dresses of shot-silk the following isa
good style :—The skirt, of shot flamme de
punch de taffettas, 18 covered with flounces
cut in long scallops pinked out at the edge ;
these flounces are remarkably pretty and ef-
fective, the long points fluttering at every
movement. A narrow but very full scarf
edges the corsage and falls at the back in two
puffed ends. The corsage is a paysanne jacket
of blue Indian cashmere, the fronts loose over
a waistcoat of fancy material, but the backs
fitting closely, the plaited basque resting on
the puff,

A very tasteful walking-suit, just imported,
has a box-plaited skirt of ivy-green Ottoman
silk, the plaits being broad and donble. A
polonaise of a pale crushed-strawberry foulard
silk is covered by large polka dots of ivy-green
chenille. The neck has revers of the Ottoman,
and thesleeves are finished by cuffs of the
sameg The hat to go with'tnis toilet is of
whi ip, faced with ivy-green velvet with
a facing of crushed strawberry, and is trim-
med by two bands of the velvet about the
crown and a cluster of three dark-green tips
falling over the front.

A very pretty summer toilet is of lawn,
with narrow satin stripes and a printed pat-
tern of large droo'ging iris blossoms in white
and pale violet. The skirt 13 of lace

rties are
cloth

bordering it at

The tunic 18 of batiste, full from

‘puffed and caught up at the hips

with flat bows of pale vi ?hl." white and tea-
ona-

n'a

are fastened in front by a strass buekle, and
the sleeves are puffed ; the hat to wear with
the dress is of manilia straw, covered with an
immense bunch of clover blossoms, !

SR o
Salt Water Bathing,

People who lay large stress upon sslt water
bathing will, by experience, find that two
';:z(‘:keh’ worth of ull: in the bath-tub of Lake

ichigan water, wi uce all the sym:
toms . of the Atlintigdehen you ad t'g;
comforts at home to the discomforts of the
sea serpent and shark regions of the East, the
stay at homes can congratulate themselves
that they are not like the r pablicans in
8 x 10 rooms at fashionable resorts. The best
thing, however, in going from home is the
getting back and the larger appreciation of
the comfort it gives,

Useful Household Hint,

A piazza may be changed from a small
Sahara to an alluiing spot of shade and
shadow by runming an awning around it.
This may be simply a sufficient number of
breadths of the cloth to reach around the
piazza, cut long efiough to make shade clear
across the floor, scalloped and bound around
the lower edge, and furnished with rings
along the top by which it is hung on hooks
placed below the roof of the piazza. The
corner breadths shonld be cut with a bias
seam where they come together, so that the
awning may be extended at'an angle from
the piazza, To hold it out round sticks
three or four hfeet long are fitted inte
sockets on each corner post of the piazza,
and furnished at the omr end \Bith a
hook which fastens through a ring on the
lower edge of the awning. These can be
taken out or put up in a minute, and are
—_ only used in pleasan:
awping is : t weather and
when the piazza is pi When it is de-
sirable to shade off o y a partof a porch,
curtains made of two breadths of the cloth
seamed together, scalloped and bound across
the bottom, and furnished with a few rings
along the top, will be f?nnd extremely useful,
They can be put up 8nd down with little
trouble, and can be used in & number of differ»
ent places,

A Dainty Cradle.

We saw recently a dainty bed for a child,
made as follows:—The foundation was a sime
ple little iron bedstead. This-had been
painted a perfect gold colour with glt paint
which comes for colouring gilt picture frames.
To the top of the bed was affixed a frame of
woodwork, having a circle at the top, and
slender boards reaching to the bedstead and
forming a sort of triangle. This was covered
with a white linen drapery, caught back so
as to look like angels’ wings, and on it were
embroidered ig outline stitch, with pale blue
and gold, two angels, one on either side, with
their hands joined in the middle. The circle
at the top was embroidered in a design of
pink roses and butferflies. Beneath the
angels was the little prayer :

Now Ilay me down to sleep,

IpragtoGodmy soul to keep;

If I should die before I wake,

I pray the Lord my soul to take.
The lettering was in blue and gold, with a
wreath and harp of gold below the verse,
Around the bottom of the bed was a frill of
the linen, bordered by a blue stitching and
embroidered in flowers, birds, and little
Dresden china designs, The whole effect was
very charming.

- s S T
A Queer Story,

A little story was told us by a lady lately
abroad, which illustrates the moral obtuse-
ness that is sometimes seen in the fair sex
when they covet the goods of their neigh-
bours which they cannot obtain legitimately.
The teller of the story was in Rome, and had
by much trouble and care collected a large
number of photographs of persons and piaces
which she wished bound up with the letter-
press of a favourite work of fiction. For that
purpose she went to a Roman shop and left
her book and photographs to bound,
while she went on a visit to Naples. On her
return, the mag of the who wasa Ger-

by th e her through
| Ahetubelesshean o his boy the book hel Teo

iost after binding, and e was very much
troubled both ot the loss and, being a poor
man, at having to make it good to
his customer. Though rather discouraged,
the lady duplicated her former collection,
and succeeded in getting it into the form that
she wished without further mishap. Soon
after, when showing the volume to a friend
in Paris, she was told that Mrs. Blank, an
American lady of considerable social position,
had the same volumes, illustrated in the
same way, and, on further inquiry, found
that her fair countrywoman, having left a
large order for books at 'the same Roman
shop, saw and wisked $0 buy the volumes
left there to be bound, and which were then
ready for the owner. The shop-keeper told
her they were not his, and refused to part
with them, until she declared she wonid
countermand . her order, and buy nothing
from him unless he would sell her those par-
ticular volumes and tell the owner he had
lost them. At last, rather than lose a profit-
able trade, he did so, and the books now ree
pose among the valued momentoes of an
American lady of taste and fashion,
AETELRY
The Beautiful Bathers,

The New York Telegram describes the
peculiar fancies and habits of -the bathers at
the different watering places along the coast.
The picture it gives of some of the styles is
not overdrawr :—At Long Branch, . for in-
stance, bathing is as much a part of the day’s
business as the hop at night or the drive
Young ladies feel “no diffidence in askin
gentlemen to ““come and bathe them.” JIn<
deed, each tender fair imagines that the ate
tendance of a chevalier in the surf is indis-
pensable. Rich eostumes, too, are in vogae
here, and then the bath is always preceded
by a loll upon the sands. Thisis a singular,
not to say a very ‘““loud ” habit. Young
girls and married women do not hesitate
to stretch upon the sand at full length,
attired in a - thin, tight-fitting sunit
of cashmere, “silk, serge, or flannel,
beside men whose sole covering is a garment
like a boy’s night drawers. These ladies
would have a ‘man socially ostracised «if, he
tried to peep furtively at their ankles on the
bluff over head; but they do fot seem to
find the slightest impropriety in this extra-
ordwary display of their persons. Th
permit themselves to be buried in the sand
and to be ‘‘handled without gloves” in a
semi-rude and altogether rough manner by
their attendant swains‘in the waters. It
should likewise be remarked that bathing,
like death, levels all ranks and lays the
beiress beside the pauper in the suri. Un.
like Long Branch in many other respects,
Coney Island differs from it in the matter
of bathing. There is not that air of
sociability about it that is its chiefest
charm  at Long Branch. People go 'to
Coney Island’ to -bathe for sanitary reasons,
and therefore make a regular business of it.
To be sure, one will find here and there along
the beach parties of pleasure bathing for the
mere fun of the thing, and not because ‘they
need the benefits to be derived from salt water.
Young folks in the city, having resolved to
spend a happy day, include bathing in the
programme anx go to Coney Island to obtain
it. There are not so many gorgeous and outre
costumes visible upon the sands of this resort
as they are at Long Branch, Cape May, Mar-
tha’s vineyard, Falmouth, and other resorts of
haut ton and ultra fashion. Coney Island and
Rockaway Beach are essentially the bathing
grounds of the work-a-day folks. Newportand

ng Branch are the ocean lavatories of the
rich. To bathe at Newport is an expensive
luxury for besuty. A belle must have as
many bathing suits as afternoon and mornin,
dresses. The rivalry between the angels o
society is just as strong and exacting in the
surfas in the drawing-room, and husbands
and fathers feel, while they dare not grumble
at the expense. There 13 a tendency in most
‘people to stay in the water to . _This is
Injurious, and should be avoided. Nobody
should remain in the water after the giow
departs and the chilly feeling begins to creep
over them. It ‘is- werse to bathe too long
than not to bathe at all.

. & more extensive frame, as the .

‘AGRICULTUR|

We will always be pleased to
of enquiry from farmers on any n
ing agricultural interests, and an
given as soon as practicable.

MILK FEVER.

A subscriver in Williamsport s
has & ‘‘valuable cow whizh was
dition up to the time of calving
while after, when ghe got very
tongue swelling to almost doubl
size, which was continually han
her mouth,” and asks the canse an
From the above meacre descri
condition of the cow it is evident &
ing from puerperal apoplexy, com
milk fever, a disease that is, a
items in our exchanges, causiy
farmers oonsiderable annoyanee,
is one of the most fatal compli
breeding cows, and consequen
should become conversant with
symptoms, treatment, and preveny
€igoty per cent. of the animals af]
cumb to the disease,
. The cause, according to Professd
18 mainly due to an impression §
uterine nerves at the time of par
disturbance being carried on to
nerves, and from thence to the §
the vessels are so gorged with blo
plexy follows.  Free milking ed
liable to the disease thaa othei
ally with their third, fourth, op
1t isa most uousnal event fon
fall with her first ealf,

The symptoms in the early sta
gour and restiegsness, the co
smiting positions, with a peculiaf
the hindquarters, first moving i
one hind leg and then on the oth
hindquarters become o weal. tha
cah scarcely stand. The brea
rapid, the pulse disturb.d, ¢
changeable, and the bowels o sti
increases untii the cow falls, a
o regain her feet. The stomach
beeomes distended with gas, and
rapidly being affected, as the wil
of the eyes and distressing maux
the head is thrown indicatcs,
quarters become o insensible to
a pin is stuck in the beast it will
A8 the disease progresses, the by
amore affected, and the power of s
gone,

The treatment should be undd
$ion of a veterinary surgeon, som
ifi the earlier stages, resort to bil
ping th: jugular vein until a free
duced, which relieves the pre
brain, Then the bowels demand
and a powerful purgative is nee
lowing being highly recomme
pound Epsom salts, eight drach
solution, given in three pints o
A fresh sheepskin should be plad
back. or if this is not obtainabie,
ing liniment should be well rub
spine. After tue purgative ha
ministered the following shoul
every half hour until relief is exp
One ounce aromatic spirit of amd
ounces spints of nitric ether,
strong aie. If the auimal shows|
able symptoms Prof. Symonds 1
strong stimulants, giving haif a
whiskey every hour and a haif
chandge for the better takes place
five doses] the case may be los
hopeless. Ifon the other han
favourable signs, the first of
probably be a movement of the bg
gradual retarn of consciousness,
and bradi mashes may be given
pondent of the Rural World says }
cows affected by giving them on
half of fresh lard and nalr a pint
mixed with new milk, warm, re
dose 1 twoor three hour
““T1 the disease is t bé guarded

permit the cow to drink
after calving, and it would be bd
that little slightly warmed, .
draughts of cold water at this
om indigestion, Itis also objec
coatrary to nature’s laws to milk
‘before calving, or immediately
It is gemerally conceded that no
for the services of a competent
surgeon more than puerperal ap
{.)erlonl who trifle with it ran g
osing their stock.

LIVE STOCK.

¢ It found by experience that
healthy oxen, 6f whatever size, i
fifth of their own weight of turn
about one-fiftieth of their wei
straw, or other dried food.

Mr. Wilken, Waterside of
shipped fourteen pedigree polied
Messrs. Hiram Walker & Sons,
@ pair of handsome heifers of
Queen tribe to the Hon, M. B
Canada,

Messrs. Green Bros., of Oald
have purchased of Mr. Joha
Brookiuw, Ont, M.P., the sho
Fanny, baving three crosses of (
kulls, and she is in calf to Mr, D
irported Cruitkshank bull Lord

Oat straw is a valuable feed, an
better for having the grain cut w
green. It will be eaten in winte
well as hay, but has not nearly
value of clover, and must be su
with grain or meal to make a pe:

Do notlet a_colt run wild u
enough to break. Tie it up ocd
the stall with the dam, and freg
it by her side when taking her o
cise or work. Put on a piece of
now and then, and, it will be
harness the animal when it becomg

A Vermont sheep-raiser says t
method for doctoring sheep for fa
wet she foot of every sheep in the
or lame, thoroughly with keroseni
ard put what sulplur you csn
thumb and finger between the ho
foos. Keep them)n a dry place
hours, Repeat the, operation in
weeks to make sure work.

Mr. Russell, of Horton, Englani
London Farm and Home, provide:
as water, 80 that his sheep may h
it whether the the weather be we
this were done generally, the
losses which are now suffered
experienced, Sait zcts as a cond
is no doubt an appetizer ; but i
something more in quickening i
the internal organic aystem, and
the generation of internal parasite

Sheep often go a long time wit
ing, especially if ina pretiy good
the dews are heavy so that they ea
wet grass in the morning : but w
want to drink water, is as neces:
health and comfort as to that of
animals, Therefore, keep a sup

> water in the sheep pastures as

any other, and if the sheep do net
it, give them a little sal® once a
should have salt as oiten as §
nnder any circumstances,

Hou. Rufus Prince, presideat of
State Agricultural Society, writes
Farmer :—** 1 am no horse doctor
give you a very simple but effeatiy
* seratehes,’ given me by one that
eare of horses fora long time, and
never failed with me. It is thi
woollen rag around the horse’s
fasten it on and let it be until it
No matter if you drive your horse
do not take off the rag, and befo
of it the scratches will be cafed.

Buyiog and selling stock is
part of every farmer’s business, e
tions where stock-breeding is not
It requires a good deal of judg
this successfully, and this wiil

uired by experience and the use
h the stock oceasionally,

ience, a farmer can jear

hts of cattle or other farm

home, while his own may &

Evea if i

1




