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CHAPTER X.
The twenty-third oE September was one 

of the fairest days that ever dawned, bright 
warm, With a clear bine sky.

The wedding day had come quickly. Once, 
and only, once, had Violet mentioned her ap
proaching marriage to the stern woman whose 
heart had been seared in her youth.

. ‘ * A ant, ’'she had ventured to say, “when 
girls are married, they have a nice wedding 
dress, do they not?” .

“ Some do, and some do not, ” she replied. 
•“They have ne» clothes, do they not? 

Do you know, aunt, that I have but two 
dresses ?’.’

“Yes, I know,” replied Miss Atherton; 
but I ■ cannot help it 1 hpve found the 
money to educate, clothe, and feed you. I 
shall not attempt to defray the expenses of 
your marriage.”

The tears rose to Violet’s eyes.
“Must,I leave home, then," she said, 

“ without even a decent dress to be married 
or to travel in ?”

“I am afraid so,” replied Miss Atherton. 
“If you were going to settle in any other way, 
I would part with half my income to be of 
service to you ; but I will not raise one huger 
to help you to get married."

Violet said to her lover that same even
ing :

• • Randolph, did you tell me one day that 
you liked the blue dress I wear better than 
any you have ever seen V

“ Yes, a thousand times better,” he replied 
«—“better than the royal robes ot a queen, or 

! 6he court dress of a duchess. ”
“ What do yon know of queens or duch- 

essesj” she asked, laughingly.
He checked himself just in time.
“At least, Violet, I like it better that any 

dress I have seen worn by royal and stately 
dames in a picture.”

“ I am so glad, ” she said. Then looking at 
him with sweet, pained eyes, she whispered, 
“ Randolph, I wanttoapeak toyou about some
thing very important. ”

He was delighted, charmed. 
‘•Whatisit,mydarling!”heasked. “You 

make me the happiest man in the world. 
What do you wish to speak to me about?”

“I wonder if you will mind it very much,” 
she said, clasping her white hands round his 
arm—the nearest approach to a caress that 
she had ever given him.

She looked up with such anxious, wistfnl 
eyes into his face that he thought she must 
surely have some great favour to ask Iqm. 
He gave a sudden start of alarm.

“Oh, Violet,” he cried, “ youare not sure
ly going to ask me to let Miss Atherton live 
with us?”

She laughed so heartily that her hands fell 
from his arm, and all the pathos died from her 
face.

“It is not one-half so dreadful as that. Oh, 
Randolph, what an idea ! Why, Randolph, 
Aunt Alice would no more live in the same 
house with a man than she would fly ! You 
could not dread her more than she drtada 
yon ; but it was not of her I wished to speak. 
Randolph, I am so dreadfully ashamed to tell 
you. ”
.“You can surely |say anything you like to 

me ?” he replied. “ Take courage, my darl
ing. If it be the half of my kingdom that 
you desire, you shall have it ”

“What kingdom have you except in the 
realms of fancy ?” she said, with a laugh. 
“Randolph, it is about my wedding dress I 
want to apeak to you.” Once more she clasp
ed her white hands round his arm, and gazed 
with wistful pyes into her lover/p faee. 
“Randolph, now tell me the absolute truth. 
Should y on mind very much if I were married 
in my old blue dress ?”

“Not one whit,” he answered, staunchly 
“ To my mind, no other dress could suit you. 
so well.”

“ Itrseems a very shabby thing to be married 
in an old dress. ” she said ; “but I have no 
money of my own, and my aunt is eo angry 
with me that I am afraid I shall have no more 
dresses until----- ”

“ Until I buy you some, ” he interrupted. 
“That will be delightful.”

Violet’s mind was greatly relieved ; she 
felt more blithe and happy than ever. Very 
likely, she thought to herself, when she was 
married, if Randolph were really successful 
with a picture, she might have even three 
new dresses at once—almost as many as she 
had ever dared contemplate in her whole life.

The next day was a dull one for her. Ran
dolph said that he had business to attend to 
in town ; he must run up for a day or two ; he 
wanted some fresh materials for nainting ; 
and the tradespeople made such mistakes, it 
wouid be better for him to go himself.

Violet was very unwilling for him to leave 
her. It would ;be so dull, she said. Her 
aunt was so crosswith her, and, if he went 
away, what was she to do? Still it was only 
for two days ; and they parted with kisses and 
tears. It was the first time she had shed 
tears over him, the first time she had kissed 
him ; and the young lover’s heart was aglow.

He returned with plenty of new material 
for work, he said, and happy because his wed
ding-day was drawing near.

One morning, aunt and niece were sitting 
at the window, Miss Atherton a little grimmer 
than usual.

“Thp carrier is coming here, Violet,” the 
latter observed suddenly. “What can he 
want ?”—for the visit of the carrier was a 
great event at the pretty, secluded cottage.

“He has brought the grocer’s parcel, I 
should think, aunt,” replied Violet

“Why, my dear,” cried Miss Atherton, 
surprised beyond measure, “it is a box—two 
—two large boxes ! Do see what it means, 
and if there is anything to pay.” •

No, there was nothing to pay ; and the car
rier brought in the boxes. They were too 
large to stand in the entrance hall, so Miss 
Atherton ordered them to be brought into the 
dining room, an innovation that caused Violet 
to wonder.

“Prom London!” cried Miss Atherton. 
“Now, Violet, lose no time. Stay, do not 
cut the cords, they may be useful I will un
tie them. ”

Miss Atherton knelt down by the great 
trunks, and, after long and patient labour, 
the knots were untied, the lids thrown back. 
In each lay a white card bearing this inscrip
tion—“To my sweetheart”

“Annt,” cried Violet “what does this 
mean ?"

“ We shall soon see, ” replied Miss Ather
ton, beginning to unpack with vigorous 
hands.

The first thing she took out was a beauti
ful weddingdressmadeof pale blue silk the very 
facsimile of the blue dress Violet had, except 
that it was made of siik instead of cashmere, 
and prettily trimmed with white lace and 
orange blossoms ; there was a simple and ele
gant white vail; there was the wedding 
wreath, all orange blossoms ; and, when Miss 
Atherton took it up in her hands, all uncon
sciously her tears fell upon it.

“Aunt Alice, do you see your tears have 
fallen on my orange blossoms ?” Violet ex
claimed.

Miss Atherton looked at her with wistful 
eyes.

“ My dear,” she said, gently, "believe me, 
there is nothing so sad or so pitiful in life as 
the sharp, cruel thorns the orange blossoms 
hide !”

Then they found dainty silk slippers, white 
gloves, a lace handkerchief—in short, every
thin.: requisite for a bridal toilet, not magnifi
cent, but simple and beautiful The next 
thing was a complete travelling costume, com
posed of fawn coloured velvet. Then there 
were two evening dresses, over which Aunt 
Alice shook her head in undisguised horror, 
one of dark, the other of light silk. There 
were also too or three pretty walking costumes 
and a morning drees.

But there was something more wonderful 
still—a parcel addressed to Miss Atherton. 
She opened it, and fqnnd a black silk dress, a 
shawl, a cap of point lace, and many other

ged, but which 
With all these 
aunt and niece

things for which she had loi 
she had never possessed, 
things spread around them, 
looked at each other.

“Those are the gifts of your lover, Violet,” 
said the stern lady, with a slight relaxation 
of the face. “ He is very generous, I must 
say, but equally imprudent He must have 
spent all he has in the world. *

“He has sold a picture,” said Violet, to 
whom the selling of a picture accounted for 
everything wonderful in a financial way.

“Probably,” said Miss Atherton; “but if 
he squanders in this way all the money he 
makes by his pictures, what will you live 
upon ?"

“ He. will not do it again,” said Violet ; “it 
is only this .space. Perhaps, after all, he did 
not really like the idea of my being married 
in an old blue dress.”

“Youhave discussed the subject with him 
then ?” said Miss Atherton, dryly.

“ Oh, yes !” replied Violet eagerly. “I 
told him I had little choice in the matter of 
dress, and he said nothing could smt me bet
ter than the old blue cashmere ; he never 
hinted even at making me this present Per
haps he has more money than most of the ar
tists who have come sketch St Byno’s. ”

“He certainly knows how to spend it" said 
Miss Atherton ; and she made many mental 
comments on the matter.

She did not do what Violet feared—forbid 
her to keep the contents of the box ; she ac
cepted her own share, and was pleased to 
do so. «

CHAPTER XI.
It was was Violet Beaton’s wedding day, 

the 32nd of September. The sun shone, as it 
had not for some days, with a radiant warmth 
that gladdened the whole earth.

“ My wedding day !” was Violet’s first 
thought on opening her eyes ; but there was 
no passionate rush of happiness through her 
heart ; she was simply well pleased, well con
tent. Sl?e liked to think of her handsome 
young lover, to remember the loving look in 
his eyes, to think of the music of his Voice ; 
it was pleasant to recall the loving words he 
had lavished upon her, to remember how fond 
he was of her.

‘• And from to-day, ” said the girl to herself, 
“ I shall be always with him ; we shall never 
be apart again. I wonder if I shall like 
that?”

After thinking over the matter for a short 
time she came to the conclusion that it would 
be, in her girlish mode of expression “very 
nice.” It would be “nice” in the fir* place, 
to have a companion who was young and light 
of heart.

She thought of his kindness, of his indul
gence to her, of the caressing voice in which 
he had always spoken to her. She thought of 
her pretty dresses, of all the beautiful presents 
he had made her. The life lying before them 
seemed so fair. He was to take her to all the 
lovely spots of which she had read and heard, 
and then they were to settle in a quiet, beau
tiful home ; and then—well her imagination 
failed her—then there was something like a 
blank. She couid not realize what was to 
come, after all the excitement of travelling 
was over. There was no louring for home, 
and, above all for home frith him, in her 
heart ; but it would all be nice, pleasant, 
cheery, sunshiny—different from the lonely 
life She bad led with her grim old aunt.

Yet, pleasant as was the prospect before her, 
there was some sensation of pain at leaving 
the old life. It meant good-by to so many 
things—to the pretty cottage, to the bonny 
woods, to the rushing river, to St. Byno’s, 
to stern, silent Aunt Alice, who, despite her 
seventy, bad a tender spot in her heart which 
Violet bed never quite reached. It meant 
good-by to the dreams and visions of girlhood 
about which there had been a fragrance 
sweeter than that which hang about this pre
sent hoar.

In short although she admired her lover, 
and thought him almost perfection, although 
she liked him very much, and the prospect of 
a life spent with him was pleasant to her, al
though she had promised to marry "him, she 
was far from passionately in love with him. 
He bad hoped to waken her heart from its 
childlike sleep ; he had stirred it, but had not 
roused it to life.

There seemed nothing wanting to her, as 
she dressed for the simple ceremony that was 
to take place at the parish church of St. 
Byno’s. Of the many weddings that had 
taken place in the old church, none had been 
quieter or simpler than this. Indeed, no one 
seemed to know there was a wedding. As a 
role when any one was married the inhabit
ants of St. Byno’s flocked to see the ceremony. 
But on this occasion the church was empty. 
No little crowd, with wondering eves, stood 
round the old stone porch ; the bells that 
had rung for the marriages and deaths for so 
many generations were silent now.

The young lover, thinking of his darling’s 
fine lace vail and dainty dress, had insisted 
upon a carriage—not from “The Barley 
Mow” at St. Byno’s, bat from “The Retcliffe 
Arms” at Carrington ; then the people of St. 
Byno’s would know nothing of it. That was 
the last “straw” to Miss Atherton ; a veil and 
wreath had been enough, but a carriage was 
more than she felt could bear.

Mis* Atherton declared that ehe had a keen 
Sense of the fitness of things, and for the or
phan daughter of a poor doctor, a veil' a 
wreath, and a carriage were absurd. In fact, 
such things belonged to the order she detest
ed, the aristocrats ; and she would have none 
of them.

“ But,” said the young lover, “ how could 
my beautiful bride walk through the fields 
and the high-road in a dainy wedding dress, 
which would be caught by the brambles and 
thorns ?”

Miss Atherton’s sense of economy came to 
her aid. The dress being expensive and 
beautiful, it certainly woqjd be foolish to al
low it to trail over the grass and the dying 
leaves.

So the carriage came from “ The Ratcliffs 
Arms” at Carrington, and the wedding party 
consisting of Lord Ryvers, Violet, and Miss 

I Atherton,* drove to church.
“To think,” said Miss Atherton, “that at 

my age I should be present at a wedding—I. 
who have protested against love and marriage 
all these years. ”

Her manner was a protest still for nothing 
could have been more grim and stern.

The Reverend Maurice Thorn, to whom 
both aunt and niece were well known, looked 
in astonishment at the wedding party. But 
Miss Atherton herself knew only too well the 
secret of her presence there. She had come 
that with her own eyes she might see every 
precaution taken as to the validity of Violet’s 
marnage.

One of Miss Atherton’s fixed ideas was that, 
sooner or later, every man grew tired of hia 
wife, and would be glad to free himself from 
her in any way he coaid. This she was quite 
determined the young artist should never do, 
if by any means she could prevent it. He 
was taking her niece away, just as she had 
grown not merely a nsefnl, but pleasant com
panion. He should not have it in his power 
to leave her when he was tired of her. "

Lord Ryvers had felt embarrassed about 
his name. One day, when tlyy were speak
ing on the subject, he had told Violet tbat 
his name was Randolph. She had.thought it 
odd that he should be exiled Randolph Ran
dolph ; still many people had the same chris- 
tain name as surname ; and she had scarcely 
given another thought to the matter until 
there had been a question of packing and 
directing her tranks, when ehe had blushed 
and laughed to see her name—“ Mrs. Ran
dolph"—in great letters.

Lord Ryvers was no leesanxious than Mies 
Atherton that everything should be perfectly 
legal and in order, even to the name. He 
gave it boldly aa “Randolph Ryvera Ran- 
dolph.”no one paying any attention to the 
intermediate name. Misa Atherton heard it 
when the minister asked, “ Randolph Ryyers 
Randolph, wilt thon have this wemaa to thy,

wedded wife?” but it did not strike her as 
being in any way peculiar, nor did she think 
ny further of tile matter.
There had been no preparations for a wed

ding breakfast. Miss Atherton would not 
hear of any ; but Lord Ryvers had seen 
tears in Violet’s eyes, and had acted in ac
cordance with what he believed to be her 
wish.

*1 cannot imagine any one married with
out a wedding cake,” Violet had said, 
piteously.

To marry without money or love might be a 
venial offence, but without a wedding cake 
was not to«be dreamed of. The eager young 
lover sent off to London and ordered a bride 
cake. 1

It was a necessity that they should return 
to the cottage after the ceremony ; even Misa 
Atherton owned, with a snap that almost an
nihilated Lord Ryvers for a time, that Violet 
could not start for the Continent in a veil and 
wreath.

“ I never intended her to enter my doors 
liter she waa married,” raid Mias Atherton ; 
but in this case it cannot be helped."

To her surprise, when they reached home, 
ths table in the pretty little parlour waa set, 
decorated with beautiful flowers, the bride
cake being placed in the middle between— 
worst of all !—two bottles of champagne.

Lord Ryvers was amused at her frankly 
expressed horror. He thought, and thought 
justly, that this was one of the 
most original of weddings. There was no kiss, 
no came as, no wishing of happiness or joy, 
not that that mattered, for he was in an ely- 
sinm of love and Violet in a maze of delight. 
She laughed when Mies Atherton lookpd at 
the table, and, uplifting her hands, cried :

' “Bride-cake and champagne in my 
house !"

“ They generally accompany love end mar
riage.’’ said Lord Ryvera.

“They generally accompany extravagance 
and rain !” cried Misa Atherton, and she 
steadfastly refused to touch one drop of the 
sparkling wine.

“This ia my first glass of champagne,” eaid 
Violet. “I have often thought how delicious 
it must be, but have never tasted it.”

“ I hope your life will be as clear, shining, 
and bright as the wine in your glass, ” cried 
the young husband.

Miss Atherton gazed solemnly at her.
“I hope it will be your last, Violet You 

have married an extravagant man, who will 
never rest until he has ruined himself. I hope 
von will have more sense than to fall in with 
hie absurd notions. ”

“ I shall try my best to be sensible, aunt,” 
replied the fair young bride.

She could laugh now that she would soon be 
away ; but Mias Atherton’s coldness and 
sharp-biting tongue had always been a great 
trouble to her. The beautiful face of the 
young bride on her wedding morning waa 
pale aa a white rose. The novelty, the bright 
life before her, were delightful, bat she missed 
wnat enhances the happiness of most girls— 
a mother’s kiss and a father's cheery blessing.

When the obnoxious champange waa 
finished, and some little inroad had been made 
into the bride-cake, it was time to go. Lord 
Ryvers had detained the carriage that they 
might drive to Carrington railway station. 
When Misa Atherton heard that, she subsided 
into stony silence ; no other words were need
ed or used.

The end of all this extravagance must 
come, ” she repeated to herself again and again; 
“ those people who would sleep upon roses 
must feel the* thorns!’—seeming to derive 
great satisfaction from the thought.

The moment came in which aunt and niece 
bade each other farewell ; and then Violet 
looked into the stern, cold face with weeping 
eyes.

“ Give me one kind word, one kind wish, 
aunt,”she said. “It seems cruel, that I 
should leave what has been my home without 
one kind word.”

“You have pleased yourself; you have 
married in defiance of my wishes, you have 
married a man who seems to think extrava
gance a virtue. I have a few words for you 
—words: of prophecy—that you will find 
thorns, sharp and long, in your orange blos
soms.”

Years afterward the words returned to Vio
let’» mind, end ehe knew that they indeed had 
been prophetic.

Lord Ryvers overheard them and hastened 
to her. It was useless now for Miss Atherton 
to look horrified or tarn aside. He took Vio
let in his arms before her very eyes and 
kissed her. She was his wife, and no one 
could interfere.

“Do not listen, darling,” he cried ; “there 
is not one single thorn in your orange blos
soms, and, if there were I would take it 
away. If Annt Alice cannot say good-bye 
to you kindly, we will leave her without”

Miss Atherton did not yield ; she was firm 
to the last ; and they parted from her with
out even the semblance of a good wish.

“She will come back to me yet,” ^vas her 
comment, as the carriage drove away ; and 
then—then 1 shall see the thorns amid the 
orange blossoms.”

But, when they had gone, when the last 
sound of the carriage wheels had died away, 
and no echo came of the horses’ feet then the 
blighted embittered heart bled. Oh, why 
had heaven been so good to this girl, fair of 
face, and so crnel to her ? Why had love 
been sent to her as a fever of pain, as a mad
ness of misery ? Yet to this girljt was a gol
den dream of happiness, realized for the 
present even if it ended in the blackness and 
bitterness of death. She paced up and down 
the garden paths, by which the hollyhocks 
grew, and her whole soul revolted against the 
decree of Heaven. Why was she old, worn 
and haggard ? Wh> had she no fond husband, 
no sweet children ? Why had she missed all 
tbat was fair and pleasant in life ? The old 
pain and passion that bad once slept awoke 
with bitter clamour, bitter anguish.

“Why is it?” she cried, with clssped 
hands and upraised eyes. ‘tWhy is it? 
Merciful Heaven ! Why the cross for me and 
the crown for 1er ? Why for me the bitter
ness of gall for her the sweetness of honey ? 
Why for her the wflne of life, for me the 
lees ’"—forgetting that there are eecrets that 
will be known only when the whole of life 
lies bare before us, that life of which we now 
see only part.
- Meanwhile, the happy bride and bridegroom
had left care and trouble behind. The day 
was glorious, the bride beautiful and well 
content, if not in raptures, the bridegroom 
beside himseli with delight. He was so deep
ly, eo utterly in love himself that he did not 
observe any deficiency in her.

That she was delighted, smiled at all she 
saw, fenjoyed everything with such sweet 
simplicity, seemed enough to him. A man 
who is dazzled by the light of the enn does not 
see the faint light of a star. He was eo dazed 
with his own love, “ so mighty, so pure, aud 
true, that he did not see any deficiency in 
hers.

He thought himself the most fortunate man 
in the world that he had won so fair and innocent 
a bride. He knew that in bis sphere the 
rale was to marry for money, rank, or posi
tion, but seldom for love. He remembered 
how often he had laughed at barefaced angl
ing for a coronet, and how with his laughter 
had been mingled contempt. He had‘seen 
some of the fairest girls in England ’led to the 
altar by men who were not worthy to touch 
even the hem of their garments ; yet, their 
vices and sms being well gilded, no one ever 
resented them. He remembered this and 
congratulated himself that his marriage 
would be one of a thousand ; he was married 
for himself, for love, married to one who not 
only was ignorant of his claim to birth and 
fortune, but actually detested both, and would 
not knowingly have married an aristocrat— 
would not have married him had she known 
who he/ealiy was, for the teachings of Mias 
Atherton had sank deeply into the heart and 
mind of her niece.

The happy young bridegroom listened with
a a mi e on his lips to Violet’s denunciations of 
the aristocracy. How little she dreamed that 
she was speaking to a representative man of 
the very class she abhorred !

He was young, and the world lay bright 
before him. He never thought of the day in 
which she would learn the truth, and perhaps 
resent having had snob deception practised 
upon her. He did not look beyond the 
happy present, this beautiful wedding morn, 
the honeymoon that was never to end. witi 
the never ceasing melody of its sweet love

IE*, toryoeng to anticipate trouble;

and he began hia married life as blithely as 
“ he had not hpd the proudest woman in En-

glagd for hi» motheV, and the moat thorangh 
ater of all aristoerata for his wife.

CHAPTER XII.
Never did life open so fairly. Lord Ryvera 

had taken hia beautiful young srife direct to 
Paria ; he knew that everytmg there would 
be a novelty to her—hotel life perhaps the

Seatest of all. Ha had taken her at puce to 
eurice’s and Violet waa as much astonished 

as he had expected her to be.
On the morning after their arrival.he asked 

her what she should like best to see—park, 
palace, places of historic interest, cathedrals, 
grand old shrines—what should it be ? And 
she looked with wander and interest in her 
beautiful eyes.

“Take me first to the site of the Wd Bas- 
tile,” she said, “ and to the streets where, in 
the time of the first revolution, the blood of 
the people ran like rivera.”

The words struck him as being very forci
ble ; but he yielded at once. She was a bride 1 
of twenty-foul hours, and her least wish was 
sovereign law. ’

,, Would you not like best to see the Tuil
eries, the Bois de Boulogne, or the grand old 
Cathedral of Notre Dame ?”

“No ; I prefer what I said. I should like 
to see the site of the grim old Bastile. My 
aunt gave me the * History of the old Bastile’ 
to read, and I’have shed many tears over it. 
Ah, what days they were ! I think that, if 
ever ‘God arose in history!’ it was at the 
time of the French revolution, when the voice 
of the people found hearing, and their ‘ wills 
worked woe.’”

“ What a fierce democrat yon are, Violet 1” 
he said, laughingly. “I should think you 
are the first bride who has made such a curious 
choice. ”

“Other brides have probably had a differ
ent training,” she rejoined. “They have 
been taught to admire what I have been 
taught to hate. I must aay that Aunt Alice 
has succeeded perfectly well in imbuing my 
mind with her own ideas. ”

Lord Ryvera laughed ; but there was some
thing in the sound of his laughter which 
suggested uneasiness.

“I believe it is a mere theory on your part 
Violet,” he said. I am sure if a handsome 
young earl or marquis had asked you to marry 
him, and you had loved him,you would not have 
refused him simply because he was an aristo
crat ; now, would you ?"

“Yes,” ehe replied after a few moments’ 
silence. “ I would. I would have refused him 
even if my refusal had broken my heart. But 
then, you see, Randolph, I could never gave 
loved an aristocrat ; my own instinct would 
have been all against him.” And she won
dered why a shadow fell over the face of her 
young husband. “I detest selfishness and 
self-indulgence, and those are the two great 
characteristics of the aristocracy. My own 
instinct would keep me from loving a selfish 
man. ”

“ I do not think you judge fairly, Violet, ” 
he said. “ I grant that among the aristoc
racy there are selfish, self-indulgent men and 
idle, useless women, perhaps worse ; but I 
must say this also, that the finest, bravest, 
noblest men in the world are to be found in 
the ranks of the British aristocracy, where 
you may find also the grandest of women.” 

She looked at him with a half-pitying smile. 
“ You do not know, Randolph ; you have 

not been told so much about them as I have. ” 
Then her beautiful face brightened with laugh
ter. “Do you know,” she said, “that you 
are not agreeing with me ? That will never 
do. We must love and dislike the same 
things. If I cry. ‘ A ba» lea aristocrates I 
you must repeat the words.”

She wondered why his face darkened. He 
knew that in uttering those words she con
demned mother, sisters, relatives, and him
self. * ,

“ Yon will not repeat it ?” she cried. “ Ah 
well, in time, when I have told you all the 
things my aunt has told me, you will think 
as I do!”

For a moment a sndde^ deadly fear came 
o.yer him. Whet if- vtoen. hj» secret, ware 
known to her, and ehefoeytshe had married 
one of the race she hated—what if she resen
ted it, and ceeeed to love him ? He turned 
to his young wife, whose exquisite face glow; 
ed with the fervour of her own words.

“ I wish, Violet,” he said, “that I could 
persuade yon to be more tolerant. I do not 
see, even if there must be a difference be
tween classes, that there need be snch bitter 
prejudice, such hatred.”

“I do,” ehe replied, resolutely. “It is 
because the vices ot one class demand it. It 
seems to me, in reviewing the history of the 
world, that there has always been a class eet 
aside who have demanded the wealth and the 
services of theirfeilowmenas aright, even from 
the very olden times down to these, when an 
Irish landlord racks his tenants for rents and 
spends the money in England. ”

He looked at her with new alarm in his 
face, such alarm as would at any other time 
have made her laugh.

“ Why, this is worse than ever, Violet ! I 
hope you will not turn oat to be a Fenian and 
a Home Ruler, as well as a perfect demo
crat ”

“lam not quite sure if I understand the 
term rightly,” she said; “but”—and she 
gave him a most loving glance—“I hope I 
shall always be a Home Ruler in the proper 
sense of the word.”

The beautiful eyes were eo eloquent, the 
smile seemed to mean so many things, that 
he forgot everything else for a time but his 
love for her.

He took, her wherever ehe asked to go. 
He showed her the sight of the old Bastile, 
where so many hundreds of innocent people 
had undergone all the tortures of long im
prisonment and death ; bat he showed her 
also the grand old Abbey of St. Denis, 
where sleep the most chivalrous race of men 
—the kings of France. He showed her all the 
trophies and monuments of the people ; he 
also made her examine all the ancient glories 
of royalty spread over Paris. If ehe saw one 
side, he said to himself, she should see the 
other.

But her heart turned invariably from the 
trophies of kings to the annals of the people.

“ I wonder,” she said to him one day, with 
a thoughtful face—“I wonder, Randolph, 
when the great difference between man and 
man began. They must have been equal for 
many years. ”

“I do not know," he replied; “I hardly 
think so. I shomd imagine that, so soon as 
men began to understand one another, the 
strongest and wisest began to role the 
others. ”

“ I can understand that,” she said, her 
face brightening. I could yield reverence to 
an aristocracy of strength or virtue. I object 
to an aristocracy whose claim consists only in 
birth or wealth. No man has the ruling of 
where he shall be born, in what class. Wby, 
therefore, should he be either despised if he be 
lowly,or exalted if he be what the world calls 
great !”

So she puzzled him at times by questions 
that amused him by their simplicity, aud 
again with questions that he could neither 
like nor answer.

But in the meantime he tried to educate 
her, to incline her to what he considered a 
more just and impartial mode of thought. ' 
He found that, right or wrong, Violet was per
fectly consistent. Any revelations of cour
age, of nobility of character in one of the 
people, would draw forth expressions of ad-, 
miration from her, just as toe sight of a crest 
or a coronet would draw from her derision 
and scorn. By degrees these things forced 
themselves on his mind, and he stood app lied. 
He said to himself that before he told her 
his secret he mus,t bind her heart to his so 
closely, so tightly, that nothing could ever 
detach it—so firmly that her prejudices would 
all die in the light of her love.

That evening as they sat \n one of the beau
tiful saloons that look over the gardens of the 
Tuileries, Violet eung to him, and this was 
the song she chose :
“ I wonder where we two shall meet,

I wonder if old love still lives.
If years must pass eve one forgets.

If years must pass ere one forgives.
It fate will lead our footsteps on 

Until the waiting hours Be past.
When Truth shall lend her golden light 

Abd heart shall beat for heart at lastl 
Sometimes, sometimes thus I wonder.

Lovë—I cannot tell you why.
Once we loved long ago ;
That may be the reason 

Love must waken by and by.
I wonder where your life la passed- n .

Or U In sun or if in shade,

If time has flown on silver wing.
Or brought the flowers that bloom and fade, 

If you. like me. can still hope on.
Believing we shall live again.

Forgetting all the parted years.
When pale waa bllsa and bliss waa pain t 

Sometimes, sometimes thus I wonder.
Love—I cannot tell you why.

- Once we loved long ago ;
That may bo the reason 

love must waken by and by."
“ A sweet song and e sad song, ” said Lord 

Ryvers—“nota song that suite me. Come 
here, Violet !"

“Here” meant to the balcony, from which 
they could see the grand old palace where 
kings and queene had reigned, suffered, and 
enjoyed, the grand old trees that stood serene 
and calm, although the kings that had once 
admired them had died in exile, and queens 
who had loitered under their shade had laid 
their heads on the block. ...

The moon was shining bright aa day.
“ Why not aing to me,” he cried, passion

ately, “ of happy love—love perfected aa is 
oars ?”

“I» it perfected?” ehe asked. “I read 
yesterday that love is made perfect by suffer
ing. If that be true, our love, Randolph, is 
far from being perfect yet. ”

“If that be true, may it never be perfect !" 
he said. “ I would rather never have love 
than win it through Buffering. ”

In after years the words came tack to him 
and to her—to her, in the brightness of day
light and in the silence of night.

To be continued.

WOMAN’S KINGDOM.

A Mother's Teaming.
‘ If, sitting with this little worn-out shoe 

And scarlet stocking lying on my knee.
I knew the little feet had pattered through 

The pearl-eet gates that lie ’twin Heaven 
and me

I could be reconciled, and happy, too,
And look with glad eyes toward the Jasper

If. In the morning when the song of birds 
Reminds us ot a music far more sweet,

I listen for his pretty, broken words.
And tor the music of his dimpled feet,

I could be almost happy though I heard 
No answer, and saw but his vacant seat.

“ I could be glad IN when the day is done.
And all its cares and heart-aches laid away, 

I could look westward to the hidden sun.
And with a heart full of deep yearnings 

say.
‘To-night I’m nearer to my little one 

By just the travel of a single day.’
“ If I could know those little foet werejshod 

In sandals wrought of light in other lands. 
And that the footprints of "a tender God 

Ran side by side with his. In golden sands,
I could bow cheerfully and kies the rod, . 

Since Benny is in wiser, safer hands.
“ If he were dead I would not sit to-day

And stain with tears the wee sock on my 
knee.

• Bring back again my little boy to me !’
I would be patient, knowing it is God s way, 

And that they'd lead me to him o'er death’i 
silent sea.

“ But 01 to know the feet, once pore and white. 
The haunts of vice have boldly ventured lu 1 

The hands that should have battled for the 
right.

Have been wrung crimson in the clasp of sin. 
And should he knock at Heaven's gate to-night, 

I fear my boy could hardly enter in.”

Fashion Notes.
Taffeta glace is the incoming Lyons novelty 

in lace.
The Anne Boleyn cap is the head-dress of 

the hour.
The princess dress is once again coming 

into vogue.
Green cloth is said to wear better than any 

other colour.
Gray-brown is a popular shade in the new 

spring velvets.
The debutantes of the season now have 

their portraits painted on ivory.
Aprons are now worn by fashionable ladies 

everywhere except in the kitchen.
Large plaids and email checks will be 

eqeally fashionable in the early spring.
Artificial flowers are now so exquisitely 

scented that they are mistaken for natural 
flowers.

Little bolster! of satin or silk, daintily 
scented, make the latest satchels for handker
chiefs or laces.

Neck chains are altogether out of "fashion, 
and women who have handsome ones are con
verting them into bracelets.

Plain dark colours, snch as brown, navy 
bine, myrtle green, and seal have grown to 
be standard, and always in good taste.

Crash bags for holding cloaks and wrape at 
evening parties are made of coloured serge, 
with a spray of flowers of very large initial» 
worked in one aide.

Titian red, » lovely shade verging on 
anburn, bids fair to become the moet fashion
able bright colour of the incoming season. 
Ladies whose hair is of that hue will be right 
in style.

Black gloves are again fashionable for even
ing wear. They make the hand look so much 
smaller and last so much longer than light- 
coloured gloves tbat the fancy is scarcely to 
be wondered at.

For and About Women#
Miss Mary Jane Tcriff, of Belmore, has 

completed her log cabin quilt with 6,168 
pieces in it,

“ Yes, Augustus, I love you. Now you 
must go and see father.” “No, dovie, not 
yet ; that is father than I want to m at 
present.’’

A Des Moines youth who received the 
present of a hand-painted white satin hat- 
crown from his girl didn’t know what it was 
and had it framed.

“It is a beautiful thing to see a husband 
and wife of one mind,” remarked Mrs, Fogg. 
“Yes,” replied Fogg, "but than it makes a 
good deal of difference who carries the 
mind.”

Mrs. Brown : “And so your husband lost 
his leg. Isn’t it awful ?” Wife : “ You may 
well say it. And it was only last week that 
he bought a new pair of boote—a pair, Mrs. 
Brown.”

A Bloomington (Ill.) woman wants a 
divorce because her husband tried to ont out 
her tongue. It is said that she gave him “ a 
piece oi her tongue ” so often that he wanted 
it all at once.

, An experienced married man in Plattebnrg 
saye : “ If there is one time more than
another when a woman shonld be entirely 
alone it is when a full line of clothes comes 
down in the mad,”

Maryland seeks to encourage matrimony 
by reduo ng the license fee to fifty cents. At 
that figure almost any man can afford to let 
love enter his soul and bob his heart against 
his ribs a few times.

“ Fifty yonng and good-looking ,-women 
have sailed from New Caledonia to be mar
ried to well-behaved convicts,” says a recent 
London letter. As it is leap year and the 
prisoners can’t escape, they will pkobably be 
successful

Corporal Punishment In Schools.
A contemporary thus calls attention to the 

recent attempt of Mias Helen Taylor to per
suade the members ot the Southwark 
Teachers’ Association to altogether abolish 
corporal punishment in their schools. The at
tempt was a courageous one, but it was not 
successful, the unanimous opinion. of the 
teachers being that they could not altogether 
dispense therewith. It is a matter of satis
faction that the old brutal system of indis
criminate floggipg for almost every little 
offence has been changed. If pnblic school 
teachers had only to deal with as limited a 
number of pupils aa a nursery governess there 
would be but little difficulty ; but, seeing that 
they have to control classes of thirty or forty 
children, otten of a moet unralv kind, it ia 
absurd to expect them to rely solely upon 
argument and persuasion, as Miss Taylor re
commends. One of the teachers who took 
part in the discussion, told Misa Taylor that 
her speech was simply the utterance of » 
theorist, and that if she occupied the place of 
a teacher in a rough school her opinions would 
be different. Miss Taylor has the courage of 
her opinion», and has invited the teachers to 
» seognd discussion of the subject. It would 

*"’* the* «he should make the experi

ment of teaching e large class of unruly 
children, and relying upon her power* of argu
ment to preserve discipline. The teaehers 
have to be considered as well as the children, 
and the strain of the teachers' work is already 
greatly increased by the continual exercise of 
forbearance. It would be aa well that Misa 
Taylor should offer the teachers acme practical 
alternative punishments for the preservation 
of discipline.

Baege and High Foreheads.
It is rumoured that bang» are surely going 

out of fashion this spring, and that the hair 
will be worn brushed plainly back from the 
forehead. While bangs are not necessary for 
women who possess low, pretty foreheads, 
they are an absolute necessity for women who 
possess high, ugly foreheads. There can be 
no denying the fact that when toe hair is 
arranged prettily and becomingly over the 
forehead, it greatly softens the outlines of the 
face, and lends an additional charm to it. It 
is all nonsense for people to say that the most 
sensible women wear their hair brushed 
smoothlv back from their brows. The most 
sensible women are those who know what is 
becoming to them. If they look well with 
their hair banged or curled they wear it aq ; 
if they do not they fail to follow the prevail
ing fashion, and dross their hair plamJÿ,,The 
Grecian knot has gone entirely out of fashion 
except for street wear. It is almost impos
sible to wear the hair on the top of one’s 
head with the fashionable hat of the period. 
Very few ornaments are worn in the hair. 
Those that are worn are mostly silver or am
ber hairpins.

Fashionable Women.
Fashion kills more women than-toil and sor

row. Obedience to fashion is a greater trans
gression of the laws ot woman’s nature, a 
greater injury to her physical and mental con
stitution than poverty and neglect. The 
slave woman at her tasks will tyre and grow 
old and see two or three generations of her 
mistresses fade away. The washerwoman, 
with scarce a ray of hope to cheer her in her 
toil, will live to see her fashionable sisters die 
all around her. The kitchen maid is hearty 
and strong, when her lady hai to be nursed 
like a sick baby. It is a sad truth tbat fash
ion-pampered women are almost worthless, 
for all the euds of human life ; they have but 
little force of character ; they have still less 
power of mental will, and quite as little phy
sical eneagy. They live for no great purpose 
in life ; they accomplish oo worthy ends. 
They are only doll forms in the hand# of 
milliners and servants, to be dressed and fed 
to order. They write no books ; they set no 
rich examples of virtues and womanly life. 
If they rear children, servants aud nurses do 
all save give them birth, an# when reared, 
what are they ? What do they ever amount to 
but weak scions of the old stock ? Who ever 
heard of a fashionable woman’s child exhibit
ing any virtue or power of mind from which 
it became eminent ? Read the biographies 
of our great and good mep and women. Not 
one of them had a fashionable mother. They 
nearly all sprang from a strong-minded 
woman, who had about as little to do with 
fashion as with the changing clouds. The 
trite saying, “ A man may say too much, 
even on the best of subjects,” will answer 
here. * If I had not lifted up the atone you 
had not found the jewel.”

Formal Calls.
Whatever may betide, men have good 

cause to rejoice that they bear no part in 
that crowning bore of all bores known as the

formal calj. ” That is a feminine institu
tion. It is the invention of the sex. and the sex 
groans under its yoke. Man smokes his Dur
ham in beatific peace, whilst the wife and 
daughters pay tribute to the formal call He 
hears the sotlo voce prayer that parties will be 
out, and that the matter can be despatched 
with a card. He quietly notes the sigh of re
lief when the exhausted women return after 
boors of social distress. He observes that 
toe tax of dress incident to the affair, the bad 
temper it invokes, and the hypbcriey and the 
total absence of any equivalent in the" way of" 
pleasure for all this slavish adherence to cus
tom, and then dimly realizes the miraculous 
felicity of his own escape from such thral
dom, and it maybe takea comfort in the 
thought that the whole business falls totally 
on those who have made him pay the piper 
for countless other freaks and whims of 
fashion and caprice.

The elasticity of conscience with which the 
gentle creatures endeavonr to mitigate the 
infliction of the formal call by convenient 
fibs furnishes the masculine monster with 
some amusing food for study, and it may be 
doubted if he would budge an inch to abolish 
the formal call. It is diamond-cut-diamond 
—women annoying women. In each a trans
action the wise man holds aloof and lets the 
dainty belligerents masquerading as friends 
manage the hollow and artificial show as 
suits themselves. It is not often that he has 
an opportunity of keeping out of a game in 
which women array their wits against one 
another instead of against the common tyrant 
—man. He is at liberty to be judiciously 
silent and hear the fair prattlers diacoaa each 
other in a style utterly unlike the fancy pic
tures of novelists and poets, and if he doesn’t 
get some wholesome enlightenment he is hope
lessly stupid. The formal call ia an eye- 
opener. In its inception, progress, and sequel 
it illuminate» the dull brain of man to the 
infinite variety, versatility, and grim elasti- 
city of that delightful compound of puffs 
powder, and passion known as woman. '

Onr Canadian Silk Industry 
is prospérons. Considering the short space 
of time that the Montreal factories have oeen 
established we have reason to congratulate 
them on the sneoesa achieved. The great 
drawback they have to contend with u the 
low grade of goods desired. In nothing ia 
this more apparent than in the comparatively 
small article of sewing silks. The great de
mand in Canada seems to be for a cheap 
quality, buyers forgetting that a cbeao thread 
must necessarily be a fine and consequently 
a weak one. If our ladies will but take the 

-trouble to ask for Belding, Paul A Go’s own 
brand, and see that their name is on the end of 
each spool, they. will be sure of getting the 
best made. This is the same thread that 
their American house, Belding Bros. & Co., 
have achieved so enviable a success with, 
their sales of it far exceeding any other make!

A lady residing near Reno, Nev., says that 
the story published a month ago about a bear 
taking care of a little aix-year-old boy all 
night and holding him in his arms to keen 
him warm is literally true. The bear had 
scratched his clothes all off, and apparently 
intended to adopt him. The boy 's parents 
lived in Inskid, on Feather river, in Plumas 
county.

THE GREAT DR. DIO LEWIS,
His Outspoken Opinion.

The very marked testimonial* from College 
Professors,respectalde Physicians, and oth>r 
gentlemen of intelligence and character to 
the value of Warner9s 'SAFE f'ure, published 
in the editorial column* of our best news
papers, have greatly surprised me. Many 
of these gentlemen I know, and reading 
their testimony I was impelled to purchase 
some bottles of Warner*s SAFE Cur" and 
analyze it. Resides, I took some, swallow
ing three times the prescribed quantity. I 
am satisfied the medicine is not injurious, 
and will frankly add that if I found myself 
the victim of a serious kidney trouble I 
should use this preparation. The truth is. 
the medical profession stands dazed and 
helpless in the presence of more than one 
kidney malady, while the testimony of hun
dreds of intelligent and very reputable gen
tlemen hardly leaves room to doubt that Mr. 
fl. fl. Warner has fallen upon one of those 
happy discoveries which occasionally bring 
help to suffering humanity.
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THE REMEDY FOR CURING
CONSUMPTION, COUCHS,

(OLDS, ASTHMA, CROUP,

All Diseases of the Throat, Lungs, and 
Pulmonary Organs.
BY ITS FAITHFUL USB

CONSUMPTION HAS BEEN CURED
When other Remedies and Physicians have 

failed to effect a cure.
Recommended by Physicians. Ministers, and 

Nurses. In fact by everybody who has 
given it a good trial. It never 

fails to bring relief.

AS AH EXPECTORANT IT HAS NO EQUAL
It is harmless to the Most Delicate Child.

It contains no OPIUM in anp 
Porm.

OTDirections accompanying each bottle. 
IS’i'ar sale by all Druggists.
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Bitters

ASTHMA

CATARRH
COMPLETE TREATMENT $L
A single dose of Sanford’s Radical Care InItantlv 1-ali nt-nn .La «aa. « a!___A . .

vents Ringing Noises in the Head, cures Nerv
ous Headache, and subdues Chills and Fever 
In Chronic Catarrh it cleanses the nasal passages 
of foul mucus, restores the senses of smeUtaste 
and hearing when affected, frees the*hea<L 
throat, and bronchial tubes of offensive matter 
sweetens and purifies the breath, stops the court 
and arrests the progress of Catarrh towards Con- 
sumption.

One bottle Radical Cure, one box Catarrh.) 
Solvent and Sandford’s Inhaler, all In one nack- age, of all druggists for» AskforSaNwSïS
Ca? Boston!1*' “ Drd“ •‘■Nd
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Sirmill 1ER* It annihilates Pain^UM 
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Parte, strengthens Tired Muscles, prevents rut! 
ease, and does more In one bait theti-- 
any other piaster In the world. Beider

ACTS UPON
THE BOWELS, LIVER, KIDNEYS 
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CANCER
GAIT BE CURSED I 

Thousands bear testimony to the fact.

63 Niagara St., Buffalo, N. Y

Samplesof Dr. R.W.Read'3 
Celebrated Asthma Belief 
sent free to any who ask. 
Immediate relief guaran
teed. 50c. and $1.00 pack
ages sent by mail.

A. ETHK1DUK, Rome, X.Y.

THE SUTHERLAND INSTITUTE.
For the Cure of STAMMERING, 

and all forms of impediment in speech. For cir
culars and testimonials from all parts of of the 
country, address sUTHKkland INSTI
TUTE, 273 Spadina Avenue, Toronto.

TESTIMONIAL.—I haVe been treated at the 
Sutherland Institute and Am perfectly cured. * 

THOMAS CHARLJON, Pickeri^ P. O., Ont.

CONSUMPTION;
I have » positive remedy for the above disease ; by its 

use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
standing have been cured. Indeed, eo strong is my faith 
In its efficacy, that I wiU send TWO BOTTLES FREE, to
gether with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to 
•ny sufferer. Give Express and P. O. address.

________ PB. T. A. snoccn. in Pwl BL. New York.

Dr. LaFIEU’S FRENCH MOUSTACHE VIGOR*
, Grows a beard on the smoothest face in 20 days or 
money refunded. Never fails. Sent on receipt of 50c 
stamps or sUver ; Spackages for $1. Beware of cheap 
ImmitaUons ; NONE OTHER GENUINE. Address.

T. W. SAXE, box 22, WARSAW, INIX

Î ÇURE FITS!
When 1 say euro 1 do hot mean merely to stop them Toe

» time and then have them return again. I mean a radi-____
cal ctfre. I have made the disease of FITS, EPILEPSY 
or FALLTN G SI CRN ESS a life-long study. I warrant my 
remedy to cure the worst cases. Because others have 
failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. Send at 
once for • treatise and a Free Bottle of my Infallible 
remedy. Give Express and Poet Office. It costs yon 
nothing for a trial, snd I will cure you.

Addreee Dr, H. G. BOOT, in Peel St, New York.

THE IMVatlUBLE DOMESTIC REMEDY!

PHENOL SODIQUE.
h-OFieton: HUM BROTHERS * THITl PtiSdtipkùx

of TEETH, and to prevent subsequent soreness of 
wash for toe mouth, in cases of 

or APHTHOUS conditions, or to 
DISINFECT an OFFENSIVE BREATH ; asa gar- 
Eje InTHROAT AFFECTIONS, SCARLATINA. 
DIPHTHERIA ; as an application in PARASITIC 
AFFECTIONS and ERUPTIVE DISEASES and as
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DEATH OF

The oelebrated Ho 
owned Thomas B.
Ia., died on Monday] 
won the challenge butf
Breeder^Qazettc^ Chic 
y4eld of butter in a 
rival being Mr. Fuiierl 
Anne, The product of I 
yield of Mercedes for I 
99 lbs. oa, or a daily! 
Last fall Stilwell BrosJ 
paid S4.200 for a heif^ 
which was "only nine nj 
chaseftr^Mr. Wales val< 
calf at $10,000. No ir 
death "have yet been red

CROSSES IN I

A subscriber in Ka 
read the references in.1 
crosses between Brahn 
the purpose of procuring 
endorses the views exp 
He says :—“ I notio 
“Queenston Heights” i 
crossing the Brahma ! 
week’s Mail a reply frol 
which he said there 
crossing those breeds.| 
from an experience of 
fowls,' more particull 
found that crosses are 1 
pecially, so with the Bl 
I found the prociuct of 
dan cock with Branma 
good layers as tne purj 
added advantage of 
certain extent. The grl 
Brahmas is that tney i 
broken up with some ] 
crossed a Black Spanisi| 
hen, and found the 
over cither breed purel 
least, as the Black Span 
our fccold winters, whilj 
best winter layer I knoM

A COW IN

Thamesford.—I have d 
the afterbirth after calvin 
a drench that will removqj 
moved in that way by- 
like to know the ingrediei

It will now be uecesi 
by hand.

LAME>i

Egerton,—I have 
lame on one of the froil 
seems to be caused by a si 
the tendon immediately al 
state what will effect a ctf 

Apply a blister over 
peat in three weeks.

SWOLLEN

Houghton.—I have i 
swells badly : has been t 
Please inform me through 
wnat to do for it.

Give your horse 
hour at a time twice i 
mashes for two days, i 
ordinary dose of some ]

FARtl

Deaconsfield.—I havi 
old; one of her hind legs is I 
joint down to the iotlock J 
two joints is a small lumn 
wise in good condition s

If your mare has 
horse suffering frop a | 
swelling and enlargeraea 
to ma tic of farcy. This | 
ease.

COUGH WITH NAS

Bouck’s Hill.—I have I 
that has had a cough f 
sometimes discharges 1 
nose. He is in good con^ 
welL There is no veterin 
ot here.

Feed your colt well < 
allow only a moderate qi 
must be of the very ba 
from dust. Give one dq 
suim mixed in with a 
and continue for two orl

POSSIBLY

Beaconsfield.—Plea 
The Weekly Mail whl 
horse. He is aged, has I 
nose (the right nostril m| 
two lumps underneath 
each side (the one on rigti 
on left) ; sometimes has a 
is choking, but only whej 
appetite poor.

The symptoms descril 
which is described ej 
horse examined by a 
some person who nas 
care of live stock.

CALLOUS Ol

Colebrook.—I have a d 
old which has a callous oa 
caused by a pole striking! 
is not on the bone, but onl 
instruct me through your| 
Mail, what I will do to i 

Tne callous wiil bel 
Try the effect of a bl 
blister composed of 2 
of mercury and one oun<| 
it in two or three weeks.

FIRST-CLASJJ

Hurd ville—Be kind < 
tddress of a respectable 
price for first-class butt<

No firm will “ pay < 
butter until it has 
the butter offered ansv 
class” Messrs. Hawley | 
Son, or A Y. Delaport» 
cts. for all obtainable, 
fifty to one, that whafctlj 
41 first-class,” city de 
“ rejected” or inferior.]

semi-inontJil'j, 
valuable pro-

t tho premii r $1.00 w<

time than
•rtrywhere

DOG WITH
Alport.—I have a dog i 

pulsation of the chest an<L 
The fore leg on the samel 
contraction, relaxation ofl 
the fore part of the body I 
handle. Hot water maka 
kindness to state remedyi 
are too awkward to admil 
cattle dog or I should havi

Your dog is apparent 
of chorea. Give him teij 
potassium daily, and 
weeks. As many peopl 
with the proper mode ol 
cine to dogs we give 1 
from a recent issue of 
tor :—

“ Al Watts says, grai 
the muzzle with the left! 
covered by his upper lip 
biting. As he opens) 
the medicine quickly 
tongue with the 
the head elevated 
fled it is swallowed, 
to close his mouth so 
easily. One person mai 
dogs^ but some large dj 
bygone person while anf 
cine. Back a large dog i 
him, and take a firm 
above. Liquids may b 
pouch of the side of ta 
it off to the teeth, throui 
its way to the throafc j 
but one tiw&UoW at a


