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THORNS AND ORANGE BLOSSOMS

CHAPTER IV.
•• Then you would not marry an aristocrat, 

Mias Beaton !" asked the young artist 
“I? No—a thousand times no ! I am 

not sure that I should care to marry at all ; 
but. an aristocrat—never ! If I loved some 
young lord so dearly that my heart was break
ing with love, I would not marry him.”

“There are not many girls who think as 
you do,” said Lord Ryvers, gloomily.

“ They have not been so well taught,” she 
replied, with all tip rashness of youth and 
inexperience. “Long years ago, far back in 
the olden times, when ‘ aristocracy' meant 
chivalry, it was a different matter. Aristo
crats are not ' knights’ in these days. They 
do not understand what true knighthood

“ In what do they fall abort ?” asked Lord 
Ryvers, looking with admiration at the 
flushed face and shining eyes.

“The present race are effeminate, luxury-
loving, effete, self-indulgent-----”

“ Stop, Mias Beaton," he said ; “ assertion 
is no proof. "

“Proof ia not wanting, "she replied. “My 
Aunt says that honour is dead amongst them— 
tost nothing ol.it lives but the name, and 
that that is an empty sound. She says—I 
wonder if I can remember one-half!—that 
names onoe Masoned high on the roll of the 
battlefield now serve as examples among card- 
sharpers. She says that in olden times, 
when a man of noble birth and ancient title 
injured the honour of his fellow-man, they# 
stood together face to face and fought it out ; 
now they compensate injured honour with 
money. Aunt Alice says they have lost the 
respect and loyalty toward women which goes 
so far in making a man a chevalier and a 
saint. One now steals another man’s wife; afew 
thousand pounds puts the matter right. The 
honour of the old days was beat,when aman 
avenged hit injuries in the heart’s blood of his 
rival, instead of taking money for them.”

“ How prejudiced yon are, ” he said.
“I do not think ao. I am emphatically a 

daughter of the people ; I see the wrongs of 
the people. I asked my Aunt Alice one day 
if I might read the newspapers. She said,
• No; they are unfit for any modest girl to 
read ; they are full of divorce cases and scan
dals in high life.’ I thought the duty of the 
aristocracy was to set a good example to the 
people below them. Do they ? Are the men 
such models of honour, integrity, courage, 
and truth ? Are the women to be reverenced 
and admired !”

“Ton must remember,” he interrupted,
“ that your Aunt Alice is not infallible. It 
does not follow that because she says a thing 
it mast be true. Now hear me—that is, u 
yen have patience, Miss Beaton. Yours 
was such a fierce onslaught Will you listen 
to me!"
' “Certainly,” the laid. “I should like to 

hear your opinion on the subject.”
“Well, then, I believe tbit the finest body 

of men and the beat women in the world are 
to be found amongst the English aristocracy. 
The men are high-bred, courageous, and hon
ourable; the women, good refined, and chari
table. Who says that honour is dead in the 
breasts of "English gentlemen ? I lay it lives, 
and will live forever, just as loyalty, purity, 
and goodness live in the hearts of the women.”

“You know no more of the habits and lives 
of the aristocracy than I do,” she said. “ You 
area true artist; but yon have many very 
false ideas. ”

“ You tnink ao! Well, I think yours are 
equally incorrect. You seem to me to h® 
prejudiced. Miss Beaton. In every clam of 
society yon will find Mack sheep! 06 ' jfttf 
think it ia fair to be harder on the arrstocri't 
who cheats »t cards or forges bis neighbour’* 
name than on the man who kicks his wife to 
death ? Every class has its own peculiar 
sins.”

"Yon shall defend ths aristocracy, if you 
like," she said, with a smile ; “but 1 shall 
not like yon any the better for it. I hope 
that all my life long I shall steer dear of 
them.”
“I hope you will not,” was the young 

lord’s thought. Aloud he said :
“Then, if a scion of nobility came wooing 

you, Miss Beaton, it would be all in vain ?”
“It would, indeed,” she replied. “Not 

that any stray dnke or earl ia likely to make 
bis way to St. By no’s.”

“ Or even a stray baronet ?” he added.
No ; St Byno's is hardly the place to at

tract inch people. If ever I marry—which ia . 
very doubtful—I should like to marry an i 
honest, industrious man of my own class. ”

;“ What dtf you call your own dais, Min 
Beaton !” he asked.

“Professional,” she replied, carelessly,
“ My father was a doctor. ”

“lam exceedingly glad that I am a pro
fessional,” be rejoined, feeling very much 
ashamed of nil evasion ;-but he would not 
risk, by telling her his naine and title, the 
email hope be had of winning the liking of 
thie girL Sne would never apeak to him 
again if she knew it “ All is fair in love 
and war,” he said to himself, resolving to win 
her if he could.

The morning had broken bright and fair, 
dewy and fragrant Lord Ryvers was early 
at the tnratipg place. He was uncertain 
whether she would come or not ; but the day 
would be wall spent in waiting for her, should 
she only peas by. It Was nearly noon when 
she came. She looked at his picture and ad
mired it.

“ Yon are clever,” she said to him, briefly.
“ Yon will make your way.”

• “Do yon think ao!” he asked, his face 
flushing with delight “ Your words give

•me encouragement; I should be a true artist 
if I were ranch with you.”

“You are a true artist in any ease,” she 
declared emphatically.

Lord Ryvers was leaning «gainst the trunk 
of a silver beech ; Vinlet sat on a moss-covered 

1 the time was flying, as it alwavs 
hey were together. She Unshed 

! be spoke of the nightingale.
“I, am sure, "she said, “that that was a 

great imprudence on my part I ought not 
to have gone ont I shall have a fit of hones
ty some day sod tell Aunt Alice ; then I 
shall receive the reprimand I feel I de
serve.”

. “I wish I could get to know your aunt,” 
he said. “ How could it be managed ?’’

“Notât all,” the answered. “My aunt 
would rather make friends with a whole 
tribe ai Zulus than with a young Englishman, 
even though he were an artist”

“Could I ask her to let me sketch the cot
tage!" he raid. -

“She would never consent Besides, why 
should you wish to know her 7”

“Can you ask me that question ?” 
“Certainly I can. I have a great natural 

aflection for Aunt Alice, because she has been 
so good to me ; but I cannot see why a 
stranger should wish to know her. ’’

“I will tell you, Hjm Beaton, why I wish 
to know her. I wish to see more of you. 
If I knew your aunt, I could call at Acacia 
Cottage every day.”

“ Even then yon would be obliged to leave 
the neighbourhood when your picture was

ht to himself that he would not go 
l prayers and narrassions could induce 

i with him. Randolph, l.ord Ryvers, 
ii, bad fixed hii wnole heart on 

r ot this girl ; be had fallen pas- 
*~»e with her. The happiness of 

l on her ; and she not only 
its, but gave no sign of being 

i at all. He could not rouse 
less of love ; her heart 

„ of childhood, and be 
. it He told her the moat 

i ; she only laughed

' she said.

She did

poetry ; she liked martial ballads. If he re
cited some of the grand old Broder ballads 
for her, she waa pleased ; she liked the ring 
and the measure. If he wished to please her, 
let him leave love alone.

So the day a passed on, and the glowing 
loveliness of June glided into the mature 
beauty of July. By this time they had be
come fast friends—that is, Dord Ryvers was 
so deeply in love with Violet that he could 
hardly live out of her presence ; while she, 
without being in the least in love with him, 
looked to him foe the happiness and bright
ness of her life. I

So matters might have continued to run on, 
but that constant security had made the 
young lord aod Violet care esa ; sad, ram
bling one morning through St. Byno’s woods, 
talking and laughing quite at their ease. Misa 
Atherton came suddenly upon them. It was 
a scene never to be forgotten. The three 
stood still. Mm Atherton's item face grew 
more stern ; beautiful, laughing Violet looked 
inclined to ory. Lord Ryvers did not lose 
his courage, although he waa for a few mo
menta quite at a loss what to say. Misa Ath
erton drew her tall figure to its utmost

There was no nocape ; they could not pass
her by, they oo* not recede. Why should 
they ? Mias Atherton looked at the girl with 
the rose flush on her face, then at the tall, 
broad-shouldered, stalwart young fellow by 
her side.

“Whoare yon?" was the question asked 
by her uncompromising eyee and ^er stern 
face, a question they both felt moat be an
swered.

Lord Ryven was equal to the situation ; 
he would have gone through fire for the girl 
by his aide. He removed nia hat, with alow 
bow, and, seeing him there with the sunlight 
on his handsome head and face, his whole 
bearing indicative of nobility, a Woman’s 
heart might have relented to him. Not ao 
Mias Atherton’s.

“ Who are yon ?" the stern eyes repeated. 
He bowed again. ,

“ 1 have the pleasure, ” he said, ‘1 of speak
ing to Mias Atherton. I have been several 
times 'on the point of calling to aak permis
sion to sketch your beautiful cottage.

“Certainly not, air,” she returned.
Bat Lord Ryven was not daunted.
“I think it is the most beautiful spot I 

have seen,” he added.
“May I aak who yon are, air?” she in

quired. —
“I am an artist, madame. I have been 

sketching in the woods of St. Byno’s, I waa 
fortunate enough to meet your nieoe, and aha 
has kindly shown me one or two of the moat 
picturesque spots."

“My niece,” interrupted the lady, “has 
done wrong. She had no right to apeak to 
you, a stranger.”

“ I had a vague idea that it waa not quite 
tight,” aaid Violet, wjth a beautiful blush ; 
V but it was so pleasant to talk to some one 
young; soma one nearly my own age, 
aunt”

“ Young !” repeated Mias Atherton, with 
great contempt *• What ia youth but folly ? 
I wish you good morning, sir. No, I decline 
to have my cottage sketched. I shall keep 
my niece indoors for the future."

At these words Violet winced. Lord 
Ryvers saw that at this ptesent juncture of 
affairs, it woold be useless to speak. He 
trusted to the future. He would fain have 
touched Violet’s hand before parting; bet 
with those stern eyes fixed upon him, it wee 
impossible.

“I can only hope,” mnonarad Violet, 
“ that I shall not be buried alive in a brisk 
wall, like the girl in thefoem.”

Aa for Misa Atherton,%er indignation waa 
too great for words.

CHAPTER V.
When Mias Atherton and her nieoe reached 

Acacia Cottage, the elder lady stood by 
while her niece- entered. Then slowly and 
majestically she turned the key in the lock. 
Violet looked at her.

“Aunt Alice,"she said, “you oannot mean 
what yon have end ? You cannot seriously 
intend to look me in the house ?”

“I mean it, Violet, For the future, when 
yon go ont, I go with yon.”

Farewell, then, to the fresh, sweet dewy 
mornings and pleasant rambles by moonlight 
to bear the nightingale ! Farewell to all the 
simple pleasures of her young life, if that stern 
duenna were constantly to be her compan
ion I She stood still and looked into Mise 
Atherton’s face.

“Aunt,” she said, simply, “why shoal* 
yon panisb me? I have done no wrong, 
though it is true that I have met thie young 
artist several times. I did not tell yon, be
cause I know you dislike yonng men. But it 
was pleasant to talk to some one of my own 
age.

“ Your own age,” replied Mile Atherton, 
“ia the age of folly.”
“I do not deny it ; but folly ia sometimes 

■wester than wisdom. And you are really 
going to lock me up because I have exchanged 
a few pleasant words with a pleasant acquain
tance, one who will in all probability go away 
in a few days, never to return.”
• “ You kn iw my opinion with ' regard to 
young meg ; and, mind, it ia ray duty, 
Violet”—and Mias Atherton looked a little 
confused. “Yon do not leave this house 
again while that person ia in the neighbour
hood, unless I accompany yon.”

“ Annt Alice.” «aid the girl calmly, “you 
may think it y oar dnty to act as yon are do
ing ; but it is one of the nnkindest thingi yon 
ever did in y oar'life,”

“I am the best judge of that, Violet.” 
refoined Mise Atherton, coldly. “You have 
full liberty to walk in the garden and the 
orchard, but nowhere else without my per
mission.”

And Miss Atherton, with the virtuous eon- 
«douane» of one who bee done right, retired 
to her room, leaving her niece to her thought. 
They were not very cheerful ones. Violet 
almost lived ont of doors. What home, 
parents, friends, were to other girl* the fields 
and flowers were to her ; and the prospect of 
having Miss Atherton as her constant com
panion was nota pleasant one.

If Mias Atherton had not met the yonng 
couple, and had not considered it her duty to 
punish her niece, Violet would not have 
thought half ao much about the yonng artist. 
Aa it was, her thoughts constantly reverted 
to him. She went ovetj all their discussions 
and arguments in bfr mind again and again. 
She realized that she would never again be 
happy without a friend of her own age. It 
waa so pleasant to laugh and to talk, to ex
change ideas with some one on terms of equal
ity. The intercourse she held with her annt 
was too one-sided to be agreeable. Mies 
Atherton uttered sentiments, and Violet 
listened to them without even the desire to 
contradict Bot with the young artist it had 
been quite different There had been a 
delightful freedom and gaiety about their 
conversation. She had had a glimpse of joy 
and delight, of youth an* happiness ; but 
now it wu past, and she would, in all prob
ability, never look on that handsome young 
face again. Her heart ached at the thought ; 
yet only yesterday the knowledge that their 
intimacy most end would not have distressed 
her in the smallest degree.

“I understand now,”said Violet Beaton to 
herself,what is meant by ‘moral foroe.' 
For my aunt to look the door ia all nonsense 1 
I con d break it open ; i could get out 
at the windosrs or by the side door, 
which is not locked ; but I feel the moral 
control ; and, because my aunt has for bidden 
me, I feel I cannot leave the house. ”

So, having no ither distractions, her 
thoughts were constantly on the young artist. 
She had not given many minute»' considera
tion to hi» personal appearance before her 
friendship with-him was tabooed. Now ehe 
dwelt on it continually. ' How handsome he
W*“Talk of patrician faces!” MiéVWrt*

herself. “I do not believe there is a peer in 
the world with more perfect and noble 
features.’’

She remembered the shapely head and 
neck, the dark eyes so full i f fire and poetry, 
the month half hidden by the moustache her 
aunt detested ; and ehe wondered that she had 
not oared more to look at the face when she 
waa near it. She thought of it in her waking 
honn, and she dreamed of it in her sleep.

Annt and niece remained on very dignified 
terme. Mis* Atherton, toward the end of the 
evening, suggested that they should walk on 
the Warwick road. Violet declined, and no 
more was laid on the subject

“I never rea'ixed before what was wanting 
in my life, " said' Mias Beaton to herself. Her 
mind seemed suddenly to open to all life’s 
possibilities, to all disadvantages of her posi
tion. Till now she had been a simple, light
hearted girl, enjoying snob pleasures as fell 
to her lot knowing of nothing better than 
that which she experienced. Now ehe saw 
there were a thousand innocent delights of 
which she knew nothing. Sire began to Won
der whether all her life would be spent in the 
pretty lonely cottage by St Byno's woods. 
Would she always live with Aunt Alice, hslf 
amused and half frightened at her ? And 
then she wondered again how any break, any 
change could come, if her annt locked the 
door upon her if ever she spoke to a stranger.

She busied herself with her sewing, her 
beautiful face bent over it, until Miss Ath
erton became slightly uncomfortable. She 
was glad the girl took her punishment quiet
ly ; but the would have liked to hear her talk 
and laugh in her usual fashion. Mias Ath
erton forgot that birds do not sing one-half 
■o sweetly in a cage. Violet wondered 
whether the young artist would accept his 
dismissal quietly. He bad seemed to be so 
happy with her. and to long so for her society.' 
Would he go away and think no more of 
her ?

It happened that that evening Miss Ath
erton had to go to a neighbouring farm on a 
little matter of business. She did not ask 
Violet to accompany her ; she thought a little 
punishment would not; be amiss for her 
niece, r » ,

“I do not ask you to go with me to Red- 
hill Farm, Violet,”ahe said, "aa yon have 
declined to accompany me for a walk. While 
von repair these things”—pointing to a pile of 
linen which lay on a side-table—“ I should 
like you to reflect on your conduct. ”

“ There can be no hapn in my taking my 
work into the garden," Violet raid to herself 
when Mise Atherton had departed, and 
thither she accordingly bent her foot
steps.

She had not been there many minutes be
fore a soft ball of Guelder roses fell at her 
feet 'Looking up to sec whence it came, she 
was not a little startled and astonished to see 
the young artist standing on the other aide of 
the rose covered hedge. She blushed and 
smiled when her eyes met his.

“ May I come in !” he said. • “I want to 
speak to you.”

She shook her head.
“ No, indeed. This ia Annt Alioe’e gar

den. She does not admit stranger»—young 
men, especially----- "

“ Will you oome to me, then ? Ah, Misa 
Beaton, have some compassion 1 I have been 
since the morning longing to catch one 
glimpse of you. I saw Mis* Atherton go over 
to the farm, and then I knew my opportunity 
had arrived.”

“Have you not been home,” she asked, 
wonderingly.

“No, ’ he answered.
“Yon have waited here all this time, just 

for the hope of seeing me ?”
“ Yea,” he replied. “I had made np my 

mind that I would not go away without an
other -- -

a man----- But what can I do to a lady ?
It is your own fault if yon remain in prison. 
Yon are not very happy here, (be yon ?”

“No; not very," she answered, frankly. 
“I seem just beginning to awake. One 
month ago I wasx quite content—I was 
not re turouBly hsjspy, but I iras fur from1 
miserable—new I am disestistied. I want to 
knot( a thousand things that I have never 
tbouehtof.-before. I want to know what the 
world is like beyond this green, dreamy little 
spot ; and 'it is your fault that I have con
ceived these vain desires.”

“Mine!" he replied, with a flush of 
delight and pride. “I am delighted to hear 
it”

“I am not rare,” she said, “whether you 
have acted very wisely. Now that I am 
awake to the realities and possibilities of life, 
it seems to me I shall never be satisfied with 
my present state of existence again. The 
question is whether it would not have been 
better for me to remain dormaqt ”

“ It is far better for yon to be cognisant of 
all that is going on around yon,” he cried, 
with passionate vehemence. “Why should 
your bright beauty be buried here?”

" There is my aunt," cried Violet
“ Promise that you will see me again,” he 

cried, with all the energy ofdçspair—“ here, 
to-morrow evening, when the moon shines, 
aod that terrible sont of yonre has gone to 
elfep. Will yon, Mies Beaton—Violet—will 
you come V

And she had joat time to whisper “ Yes. ” 
CHAPTER VL

Lord Ryvers thought iqpre seriously that 
night than he had ever thought before. He 
was madly in love with thie beautiful girL 
He told himself that be must win her for his 
wife, or he should never know happiness 
more.

He looked the position in the face. He 
waa Baron Ryven of Ryverewell, the sole heir 
of an indent race, lord of Mount Avon in 
Hampshire, owner of one of the prettiest 
estates in the Isle of Wight, and a fine old 
castle and a moor in the Highlands, one of the 
most eligible and wealthy barons in England ; 
and he was madly in love with a yonng girl 
who detested the aristocracy; and had toid 
him she would never marry one df then.

Love had oome to him as a terrible 
fever. It had taken possession of bis 
whole being. As he walked home under the 
shade of the spreading trees, he vowed 10 him
self that he would win her.

The beautiful face of the girl was ever be
fore him. How he loved her ! He had 
never thought it possible that he could care 
for anyone like this. How beautiful she 
looked on tire other side of the rose covered 
hedge ! Why had he not leaped over it, 
caught her in his arms, and carried her away? 
His heart was on fire. No matter what ob
stacle were in the way, he would mirry her, 
if she would h tve him ;' but he felt quite rare 
ehe would neither ldte cor marry him if she 
knew his jioeition aod title. He must win 
her as an artist, il he won her at all; and 
afterward, when he had made her his wife 
when he had taught her to love him so dearly 
that she could not live without him, he would 
tell her the whole truth ; she would not be 
angry then.

Hie fate, after all, would be happier than 
that of most men. How many were married 
simply for their title, wealth, or other out
ward advantages I With him it would be 
quite different He would be married for 
himself alone—for pure love. How he would 
repay her ! «■

It wae no easy teak that lay before him. 
On the one hand, he had resolved to marry a 
girl who hated the aristocracy ; on the ether 
hand, he would have to persuade his mother 
who was certainly as proud a woman ae any 
fn England, to consent to his marriage with 
a penniless girL

“Shu most consent,” he cried to himself ; 
“ she will consent ! If the difficulties were a 
thousand times greater than they are. 1 would 
fight my way through them.”

Hitherto he had been scarcely more than a 
boy—kindly, noble, bot a dreamer; he waa a 
man now, with a men’s purpose.

Onoe more hie thoughts went back to 
Ryverawell, where his mother dwelt in Inxo- 
riona splendour. When Randolph had wrung 
from her permission to go on this sketching 
tour—permission ahe granted sorely against 
her will—ehe said, when bidding him fare
well !

“I do not warn you against the common 
faults of young men ; no son of mine .t»jl 
ever commit those. Yon are not likely to 
fall in love witn a dairymaid, or to marrv a 
curate’s daughter ; but, after this, I trust you

are two or three girls,” continued her lady- 
■hip, “whom I should have liked you to 
meet. They are Gwendoline Mart and Lotte 
Jocelyn, both bean ties and both heiresses. 
But it is of no use speaking of that juit 
now.”

"None in the world,”,he had answered. 
“All I oan think about at the present moment 
is my sketching tour. You must consent, 
mother ; nothing else has any attractions for 
me—I have heard so much of those splendid 
Warwickshire trees As for—for girls, there 
» plenty of time to discuss them in the 
future."

“ Yet, there is plenty of time, as yon ob
serve ; end -I trust to you, Randolph. Yon 
have the true instincts of a gentleman and # 
Ryvers. Why Providence should have given 
to my only son the testes of a wandering ar- 
t*t will always be apuzzle to me. But I most 
say this, for you, Randolph—your over-lovo 
of art ia your greatest fault. ”

At the time he had kissed fail mother laugh
ingly ; now he remetbbcrqd with a little dis
may that he had to akk her consent before he 
could marry;

Violet, however, Waa Worth any effort any 
trouble he might experience in winning her. 
The old name, held lo reverence for so many 
generations, the old titles gallratly kept the 
grand old home, (die family honomq—he 
would have sacrificed thorn all, would have 
laid them all at her feet

The hot impetuous love that like a lava 
tide, swept all before it was one of the char
acteristic* of the race. The Ry verse* were a 
very old family, and 'had come over to Eng
land with the Conqueror. They were a 
branch of the great De Riviere family. After 
they settled in Eug.ànd, as time went on 
E e*Ueh°*l*>thodlle 'end adopted the

dark hair, and the dark eyes of the Norman 
race ; but they were English enough in other 
respects. The family bad passed through 
many vicissitudes ; they had teen sometimes 
nob, sometimes poor, but always loyal. A 
Ryvers stood by the side of Edward the 
First when he showed hie infant son to the 
assembled chieftains; the' Ry verses fought 
boldly in the Crusades ; a Ryvers saved the 
king’s life in the War of the Roses. If they 
did not accumulate money, they acquired 
fame and honour.

It was tne Merry Monarch who gave the 
grand old estate of Ryverewell to the head of 
the fomUr, together with his barony.

The old race waa feet becoming extinct 
now. When Philip, Lord Ryvers, died, he 
left three children, two daughters and one 
sote The eon, being then only five year* old, 
had a long minority before him. The elder 
daughter, Marguerite, a beautiful "brunette, 
married the Earl of Lester. The second 
daughter, Monica, was still unmarried, and 
lived with Lady Ryvers. Personal beauty 
Jr“ °na of the characteristics of the Ryvers 
family. Their daughters always married 
well, for they were among the most beautiful 
women in the land, and their gift of beauty 
had brought them into relationship with 
some of the oldest families in the country. 
That Monica was still unmarried was her own 
fault. She bad admirers in plenty, but none 
that pleased her.

During the minority of the young Baron 
the family had resided at Ryverewell. When 
the young heir came of age he would live 
there ; and, in the event of his marrying, his 
mother woald retire to the Dower House, a 
pretty, picturesque dwelling standing near 
Mount Avon. Lady Ryvers was quite agree
able to this arrangement She had enjoyed 
her life, had lived her day.

Her great anxiety now was to see her son 
well married. She bad several eligible heir
esses ia view ; but there was nothing to be 
done until he wae cured ef his art craze. It 
was a great blew to Lady Rivers when, one 
day, hereon tamed to her and aaid :

“ Mother, I wish I had been born to be an 
artist”
.“ My eon,"said thq proud lady, regarding 

mm ia consternation, never let me hear 
ffieti ment frpea ,year lips agaim . You

Spa patron of art—the Ryyerees have 
•been that—ba*e*artut—ob, never ?” 
Une might aa well have forbidden the 

wind to blow, the «tare to shine, or the 
flowets to grow, as have forbidden the yonng 
heir to paint He was an artist born. He 
had the keen perceptions, the passion for 
colour, the fine, true sense that show the ar
tist He began ia the nursery, where his 
sketches were the admiration of nurses and 
servante Lady Ry van.repressed his talent ; 
she never praised it never aUoded’to it and 
made it a point always to speak of art and 
artiste in the most conteoptuiioi fashion ; bat 
ehe could not change the boy or alter his tem
perament ,

A fine, brave, handsome young English
man, Randolph, Lord Ryvers, waa the pnde 
and delight of the whole household. His 
mother almost worshipped him. his sisters 
loved and were prend of him. Now he had 
grown to the age of twenty, end this sketching 
tear was to be one of the last indulgences of 
youth. ' His childhood and youth had been 
irreproachable ; even Lady Ryvers herself ad
mitted that his love of art had kept him 
from “-anything worse. ” Mother and sisters 
were looking forward now to the time when
he should take home a wife to Kyversdale_
one worthy to reign there and sustain the 
prestige of the grand old race.

And this waa the yonng fellow who was 
going mad for love of Violet Beaten at St. 
Byno's.

CHAPTER VTL
There was no moon on the night Lord 

Ryvers had looked forward to with iqoh 
anxiety ; but the night scarcely dies out of 
the sky on a fair Jaly night From the bonny 
woods of St "Byno’s a fa nt sweet sound, like 
the echo of an Æolian harp, reached Violet’s 
ears ; from the river came a soft, musical 
murmur, %

It was not till after a hard struggle with 
her conscience that Violet went to keep her 
appointment She consoled herself, however, 
with a false line of argument Misa Ather
ton had forbidden her to leave the garden, 
and she was not going to leave it She would 
be within the rose-covered hedge ; and she 
would not have gone stall but that ahe really 
felt ao sorry for the young artist He had 
looked so handsome, so imploring, the pro
mise to see him again had almost ancon- 
goioasly been, wrung iront her.
. It wae all her auetV fault If the bad 

allowed them to say good-bye openly and 
quietly, there woold have been no need for 
tnia twilight interview* After all, she did not 
quite like it. Her sense of propriety was op
posed to it : but ahe could not let him go 
without one word ; he had been ao pleasant 
and kind to her. The girl’s heart rebelled 
against her aunt. Why bad ahe not asked 
the young artist in, and allowed tb> m to 
spend an hour or two together ? Then he 
would have said good-bye, and would have 
gone ont of their live*,probably forever. Now 
she wae going to do that which aha wofild 
rather not have done. >

“ Goto your room at onoe, " Miss Atherton 
bad said, when the usual family devotions 
were over. “ You will not want a candle. 
It ia quite light enough. Good night. ”

Ana then Mias Atherton had retired to 
rest, happily nnoonaoiooi of her niece'i medi
tated plus.

Meanwhile a handsome, ardent yonng 
lover moved softly through the deep shadow» 
of St. Byno’s wood, ta king with anxious eyes 
that pierced them at the picturesque cottage. 
He went slowly down the riverside, crossed 
the corner of the wood, passed the little gate 
where the white aoaciae grew, down by the 
rose-oovered hedge, and then he stood atilL 
Never had his heart beaten so before. There 
wae no stir in the e- ttege ; the white blinda 
were d"Wn. Would ehe oome?

The Ryversee were not famous for patience, 
but the young ford had never been in inch a 
fever ot suspense before. Would she come? 
Ah, there was a stir, softething sorely wae 
moving over the long grass that shook the 
white clover, aod sent the acacia leaves flut
tering to the ground. But it waa only-tbe 
summer night breeze. Would ehe never 
oome ? A little bird io the far distance twit
tered. He heard the deep baying of a hound 
across the river.

yon
Ob, my love, my darling,” he cried, tif 
would bat come !”

And jut then the pels, besntifil face of 
the young girl looked uxiotuly down through 
the shadows. She could not era him, and 

did not know if he ira. theft. Jusishe •»

he had pictured her, she came out in her long 
blue dress ; over her head the had thrown a 
black lace veil. It wu darter than she 
thought it would be. She stopped for one 
moment under the chestnut trees to recon
noitre before ehe passed on to the olaoe of 
rendezvous. In another minute they were 
standing face to face, the handsome yonng 
lover and the fair haired beautiful girl.

“ How good of you to come I” be said. “ I 
hardly dared hope you would do so.”

“ I ought not to hare come,” ahe said. 
“Do not praise me for doing what I know to 
be wrong ; but yon have been so kind to me. 
and I have enjoyed onr intimacy to much, I 
did not like to think I should not see you 
again.” ^

He was looking at the hedge.
“I am «tending,” he said, “outside the 

gates of Paradise. Will you open them for 
me ?”

“ I cannot, ” she answered.
“ You oan if you wilL Tell me that I may 

leap over this hedge.”
“I ought not to do so,” she said.
“ I cannot see you here, -and I want to see 

your face again,” he urged.
She was silent for a few momenta. Then 

ahe thought to herself that, as be was there, 
he might just as well be on one aide of the 
hedge as the other.

“ i on may come," she laid, softly. “ But 
mind yon ilo not fall.

“ I could clear a hedge twice ae formidable 
as that," he replied, with » laiuh ; and the 
next moment he was standing b^ier side.

“How strong and agile yon are !" she said 
to him, with a smile, looking admiringly at 
him, as women do look at brave, manly men.

“Show me any.hing that 1 woold not do
sttiT: SSTyS ÆÉï&rj
me about good-bye. Do yon think I could 
leave you !” Hie voice trembled with pas
sion.

“ I here never thought about it,-’ she said.
fi ZlT y0U W1^ g° when y0Br P*®*0™ “

“ I am quite sure I shall not IMo not 
Care whether the picture ia ever fioiraefi or 
not. I care for nothing—do you not toe ?— 
I care for nothing in the wide world 1»t 
you.”

“ But me,” ehe repeated, wondenngly-— 
“but me?"

“ Yee, you. You can send me sway from 
you if you wfll ; but think, for the mercy of 
heaven, think before yon do it I love yon, 
and I cannot leave yon. I love yon, and I 
won d r ttier lie deaa here at your leet than 
leave you. Do you understand, mv beauti
ful, fair-haired darling ! Ia it madness to 
say I love you ? Then I am of all men the 
moat mad.”

“Yon love me?” ehe repeated, gravely. 
“ Why, yon have only seen me three or four 
times I”

“ It needed only for me to see you once to 
know that I had met my fate,” he cried. 
“ Love comes to ns in varied guise. I saw 
yon, and my heart went oot to you at once. 
Something that had never lived in my soul 
before awoke into vigorous life. If I had 
known you fifty years I could not love you 
better. You are the fairest and most béau- 
ti nl woman that ever gladdened » man’s 
eyes, that ever wiled a man's heart from his 
breast : and I love yon. If I had a thousand 
tongues they would all cry out, * I love you, 
I love you !’ ”

“Hash 1” ahe aaid, holding up one little 
hand. “ Yon—yon frighten me !”

“ I frighten you !” exclaimed Lord Ryvers. 
“ Ah, bow nnlit I am even to talk to one so 
beautiful, so gentle ae you 1 Forgive me, end 
I will be gentle at youreelt I only want to 
impress on yon the fact that I love yon, that 
while I live 1 can never again be happy away 
from yon, that 1 would give my Hie and all 
it holds for you. Oh, tweet, it you could 
know bow beautiful yon look standing theie, 
you would not wonder that I love yon ao ! 
Yon have never had an admirer, have you ?”

“ An admirer !” the repeated, half trem
bling, half delighted. “I hardly know what 
you mean. ”
i “Look at me,” he crie*—“I am"your ad
mirer—your lover. It means a man mad for 
the time, who tees, bears, knows, thinks of 
nothing but the one beloved.”

“That must be tiresome,” she answered, 
naively. “ I should not like to have all my 
thoughts and ideas concentrated on one per-

"Yon would, ii you loved him ; that makes 
all the difference, you see. " .

“ Love and admiration have been a sealed 
book to me," ehe said. “Indeed, I have 
never thought of them.”

“ Yet love ia the very life of a woman,” he 
cried, incredulously.

'• It has not been mine,”ahe said. “Hark! 
What Ur that?"—for there was a sodden 
commotion in one oi the toll lime trees near 
them,

“ Probably a little bird has fallen from its 
neat,” Lord Ryven answered, smiling, for 
ahe was alarmed, and clung to him.

He caught the little white hands in his own 
and held them fait.

" I thought it waa my rant,” she laid, half 
laughing half trembling.

“Never mind if it were. I would go to 
"her, if you would let me. and woold tell her 
that her niece was the loveliest creature I had 
ever seen, that I loved her with my whole 
bfeart, and longed to make her my whe.”

“Ishould be locked up in the darkest 
cellar the bons* blasts, and never allowed to 

.come out again,” Violet declared, a little hys
terically.

“ 1 wonder,” he said, gently, still holding 
the two little white hands in hii own—“ 1 
w-mder if you would be very angry If I called 
you Violet ?”

“ It woold net be of much use to be angry 
about anything now," ahe aaid.

“ Then I may. Oh, beautiful Violet, lis
ten to me ! I love yon with all my heart ; 
will yon try to love me a little io return ?”

She was silent. It wss all so novel for her. 
Then she looked up at him with frank, child
like eyes.

“ You have taken me so by surprise,” she 
laid.

“ Have yon not thought of me at all ?” he 
asked.

“ Yes ; but only as a nice, pleasant friend, 
different from everyone else here in being of 
my own age.”

He was silent for a few minutes ; then he 
aaid, with a thrill of passion in his voice :

“ You qposi do more than that now, Vio
let. I must be more than the pleasant friend 
whom you like because be ia of y oui own age. 
Think of me, sweet, aa the lover who loves 
yon with such passionate devotion that he 
w aid die for you. the lover who has no joy, 
no heppinee, bat with you."

“ It sounds qaite poetical,” ahe said.
“ It is true I” be cried, vehemently. “ Oh, 

Violet, how hard ia it to make you under
stand 1 My darling, I knew when you spoke 
to me in the woods that day th^fou were 
simple as a child. You rtmindSrmeot a 
beautiful wild bird, so bright and Tree ; and 
now I want to catch the wild -bird and keep 
it ae my own forever.”

“ I suppose that, really, if the truth were 
told, I did wrong in answering your ques
tions,” she said, half ruefully.

“ You could not do anything wrong, I am 
rare,” be declared. “Tell me,” he con
tinued, after a pause, “if I had gone away 
without seeing you again, without saying 
good-bye, would you have eared, would you 
have beeni unhappy, would yon have remem
bered me ?"

To fce Continued.

WOMAN’S KINGDOM.

Epps’s Cocoa. —Grateful and compôbt- 
ino.—“By a thorough knowledge of the 
natural lawa which govern the operation of 
digestion and nutrition and by a careful ap
plication of the fine properties of well-selected 
Cocoa, Me, Epps has provided onr break
fast tables with m delicately flavoured bever
age which may save ua many heavy doctor’s 
bills It is by the judicious use of each 
articles of diet that a constitution may be 
gradually built up until strong enough to re
list every tendency to disease. Hundreds of 
subtle maladie» are floating around ns ready 
to attack wherever there ia a weak point. 
We may escape many a fatal abaft bv keep
ing ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame, '’-fioii Ser
vice Gazette.— Made simply with boiling water

A Mother» Love.
Some day.

When others braid y onr thick brown hair.
And drape year form In silk and lace ;

When othersoaii you “dear"and “fair,”
And bold your hands and kiss your face,

T?.u 11001 forget that fs» above 
All others, ia a mother's love.

’Mong strangers in far distant lands.
In your new home beyond the seas,

"hen at roar lips are baby hands,
-And children playing at your knees—
Oh, then, as at your side they grow.
How I have loved you, you may know.

When yon must feel lovers’ heavy loss, 
will remember other years.

When I, too. bent beneath the cross.
And mix my memory with the tears. 

dark hours oe not afraid ;
Within their shadows I have prayed, y,

Seme day.
Your daughter^ voice, or smile, or eyes.

My face will suddenly recall. - 
Then you will smile in sweet surprise.

And your soul unto mine will call 
In that dear, unforgotten prayer. 
n filch we at evening used lo share.

Some day,
A flower, a song, a word, may be 

A link between us strong and sweet 
Ah. then, dear child, remember me.

And let your heart to mother beat.
My love is with you everywhere—
You cannot get beyond my prayer.

Some day.
At longest It oan not be long,

I shall with glad impatience wait 
Amid the glory and the song.

For you before the golden gate.
After earth’s parting and earth’s pain 
Never to part Never again. * ' .

Fashion Notes. *
Silver ornaments are fashionable for the 

hair. .
The round waist is oônipionous among 

French costumes. .
The Langtry knot is still the fashionable 

coiffure for street wear.
Sapphire bine is a favourite colour for the 

dresses of growing girls.
Spring dresse» in velvet combinations will 

frequently have pompon garnitures.
Soitsilk with India designs is employed in 

the spring wraps of Recamier pattern.
Girls now wear bunches of ribbon on their 

corsage when they cannot get flowers.
Heather in bloom will be a favourite garni

ture for toe new Milan straws in champignon.
Nearly all English and American bonnets 

have ample crowns to held the coils of the 
hair.

Embroidered black grenadines aft made 
over black silk for indoor toilets of elderly 
ladies. 7

Silver and gold soutache will be need on 
the spring greens both in the dress and the 
bonnet,
-Tufts of white chenille in the farm of dote, 

bails, teasels, and blocks occur ' on many of 
the-new veiling».

The newest handkerchiefs have just the 
faintest suggestion of a hem, and are made ot 
plain white linen.

Very narrow velvet ribbon, as narrow at 
soutache braid, is used in large quantities on 
imported honnête.

Spring wraps are aa ornamental at possi
ble, frequently being combination! of three 
different materials.

Coquelicot red bonnets with trimmings of 
red maple wings will be worn by pale ladies 
of fa» complexion.

Spring wools fo the new brown-gray tinte 
and also those in vert-de-gna predominate in 
fresh importations.

Panels of nob black laee, embroidered with 
jet, are used as a trimming on many Mack 
satio reception dresses.

The beentiful and durable taffeta is again 
the favoured silk for all-silk toilets, and silk 
an* velvet combinations. »■ «■

Lae* waistcoats, or rather satin waistcoats, 
covered with plea tings of lace, are very 
fashionable in toilet* of Mack silk.

Pleated pelerines of the material of the 
dress come aa the fashionable wrap, with 
Parisian dresses for very young ladies.

For end About Women,
Married life should be a sweet, harmonious 

song, and like one of Mendelssohn’s “ with
out words.” ,

It waa a Detroit girl that married at fifteen 
so as to-have her golden wedding when it 
would do her some good.

Rhode Howard, of Oiringsville, Ky„ is 
one hundred and sixteen years of age. She 
has smoked tobacco for one hundred years.

A Chicago woman remarried her hnstwnd 
from whom **had been divorced, and then 
got mad becifctt he wouldn’t take her on a 
bridal tour.

A sketch in Mtory paper is called “ A 
Woman’s Smile.” It is evidently founded on 
a class of soda water. A man’s “smile" 
would make a stronger foundation fora story.

It is easier for a caramel to go into the 
month of an idol than for a wnman to avoid 
looking behind her to notice the “ horrid set” 
of the drees of the woman ehe had just passed.

German women take off their bonnets at 
the theatre ; consequently the churches are 
always well attended. It it the only oppor
tunity the German women have to exhibit 
their millinery.
. A bookbinder said to his wife at their wed

ding : “It teems that now wears bound to
gether, two volumes in one, with clasps. '* 
“ Yes,” observed one of the guests, “ one 
side highly ornamental Turkey morocco, and 
the other plain calf. ”

She read : “ A complete piece ot music for 
five cents.’’ “There, ’ said she, “for the 
money you pay for one drink o£ whiskey yon 
could buy me three nice nieces if music. It’s 
perfectly outrageous" ‘“I think so soo,” 
was the rejoinder ; “they’d better a plagued 
sight lower the price of whiskey and doable 
the price of music, and then a man could get 
some quiet and comfort ont of life.”

To Restore Rubber Rings for Cans. 
Ihe rubber rings used to assist in keeping 

the air from irait cans sometimes become so 
dry and britt’e aa to be almost useless. They 
can be restored to a normal condition, 
usually, by letting them lie in water in which 
yon have put a little ammonia. Mix in this 
proportion : one part ammonia and two parts 
water. Sometimes they do not need to lie in 
this more than five minutes ; bat irequently 
a half hour is needed to restore their elas
ticity.

To Temper Lamp Chimneys.
A Lei paie journal gives n me hod which, it 

asserts, will prevent lamp chimneys from 
cracking. The treatment will not only 
render lamp enimneys. tumblers, and like 
articles more durable, but may be applied 
with ad vau tare to crockery, stoneware, porce
lain, etc. The chimneys, tumblers, etc., are 
pnt into a pot tilled with cold water, to which 
some common table salt has been added ; the 
watfcr is well boiled over a fire and then 
allowed to oool slowly. When the articles 
are taken out and wished they will be found 
to resist, afterward, any snaden changes of 
temperature. ___

Fashionable Mantles.
AU the fashionable mantles of the season 

have this particular trait about them which 
we mast note—that, however long they may 
he, their back and i route are comparatively 
narrow ; it is the ileeve which oompletes'the 
width required to give ease to the move
ments ; it, however, gives it only as far as is 
strictly necessary, ao as to fit to the figure 
even those mantles which are not tight-fitting. 
They are all more or less m the sha$e of the 
Grande visite, high-necked, with a thick 
rnching aa a finish. Several of these mantles 
are made of two different materials, and, 
what in more, very often of two different 
cqlonra—the back and front of plain material, 
the (leaves ot brocaded or figured tisane.

Female Kdueetlon.
Good old Hannah More says h—I calls 

ration not that which i

consolidate a firm and regular system & 
character, that which tends qo form a fiiei.d, 
a companion, and a wife. I call education 
not that which is made up of threds and 
patches of useless arts, but that which iucul- 
cates principles, polishes tastes, regulates 
temper, cultivates reason, subdues the pas
sions, directs the feelings, habituates to re
flection, and trams to telf-denial—that which 
refers all actions, feelings, sentiments, tastes, 
and passions to the love and fear of God.

AGRICULT!

It Is No Great Wonder.
No wonder so many bright, ptetty girls de- 

velop into faded, worn out, nervous women. 
A woman cannot be a mother, a kitchen 
drudge, laundress, seamstress, dairymaid, 
and all other kinds of maid, and retain her 
good looks and happy disposition very oug, 
even if she had a good supply to sta t with, 
and I never see a vinegary-iaetd, frettul 
woman, with a faded-out expression, that I 
do not come to the conclusion inst.ntiy that 
•he has been overworked. And I do not 
wonder that so many tired out creatures 
long to “ pull the cover et of green grass sud 
daisies ” over them, and take the» last, long 
rest.

Progressive Women.
Woman, lovely woman, established the 

first daily paper in the world in Lo. d u, 1702. 
Members of the fair sex have also filled ths 
office of bank pres dent with dien ty and dis
cretion. . The W estera titales annually pre
sent for respectful admiration tue fragile, 
beautiful young g»L who uoaidtd, save by 
a patient and bony mule, bas planta i and 
cultivated a stupendous area of land, and 
eventually harvested tne crops withSelerity 
and vigour. The woman of to-day is ambi
tions. 8>be would invade the ea. red'interior 
of the pilot-house, and, seizing the spokes 
with firm grasp, guide tne wayward Missis
sippi steamboat in its tortuous path. She 
would also be a conductor on the boras cars, 
and yearns for a similar po ition on steam 
roads. It must be confessed that for the last 
named occupation she possesses advantages 
which should not be ignored. She is not 
colour blind, while the male of the species is 
notoriously Very much so.

Wonderful, If True.
Ladies who are credulous enough to be. 

lieve that it is possible to stay tue march of 
time, and who cannot consent to grow old 
with good grace, will perhaps provide them
selves with the latest invention for the 
toilette table, namely, the “youth aiid beauty- 
giving mirror," advertised by a Parisian 
speculator in female folly. He has,'of course, 
“consulted ancieut doenmeuts,” wnich have 
revealed to him a secret which be has turned 
to account in the interest of the lair sex. 
Purchasers of his marvellous mirrors, pre
pared according to the secret process revealed 
by those mysterious documents he has been 
studying, are assured that, by tne simple act 
of looking at their faces in them, they will 
grow more youthful-in ap carence aud more 
beautiful. Hew long the glass which works 
auoh wonders need be consulted every dav ia 
not stated ; but the advertiser affirms that he 
“ exaggerates nothing ” aa to the results ob
tained by constant use, stipulating only that 
brunettes order the bean tilling mirror spe
cially designed for dark women, and blondes 
that lutiekd for fair women. Very likely 
be will nflwa sale for hie goods, and perhaps, 
all things considered, since there are ladies 
who, by their credulity, aid and abet in im
postures of this nature, it is preferable and 
leas harmful tf> sit for a tew hours looking in 
a mirror than to cover the etin with cosme
tics and perpetual-youth c mpounds that are 
frequently, if not always, injurions.

Hlgh^eeled Boots.
The London Lancet, which is a high medi

cal and anatomical authority, has this to say 
in regara to the evil effects of wearing high 
heeled boots :—

The evils of the high heeled boots or shoes 
are doe to the fact that it ie an essentially 
badly fitting article. It ia made in defiance 
of the relation which it ought to bear to the 
affafôlliy’bf the foot, and to the direction in 
which tne pressure of the body weight fall» 
upon the latter. Hence the peculiarly cramp
ed walk of ladies of tne present day. Any 
one may oba- rve the conséquences of the 
“advanced position,” nearly under tne in
step, and the increased height of heel, in the 
rabstitution of a forward inclination of the 
body, and a trip suggestive in a measure of 
the stumUing gait for the upright carriage 
and the free and graceful swinging 
movement natural to the leg in walking. 
The boot or shoe, in order that it 
may not shift on the foot, which 
has lost much of its usual pur
chase of direct downward pressure, must hold 
it firmly and even tightly, and in particular 
it is necessarily constructed ao as to hold 
with undue firmness jgst above the back of 
the heeL With tome persons, perhaps, no 
inconvenience results, with others who have 
fine skins cnafiug is readily produced. This 
is in itself a trifle, but it may nevertheless be 
the slight beginning oï graver trouble. 
Probably there ia no practitioner fairly long ac
quainted with town "practice who cannot recall 
a case or cases inwhicn extensive inflammation 
of the leg with absceaa formation has follow
ed even each a slight abrasion, and the ex
citing cause when looked for was discovered 
in the patient’s shoe. There have been even 
instances, fortunately rare, but still oocasiouaL 
w here the abeessea arising round some neglect
ed trifle of this kind have ended fatallv. 
These are facte iqhich cannot be denied, and 
should not be overlooked.

CORRESPONDENCE.
What is the etiquette, or ia it considered aa 

impropriety for a married lady to accept 
gifts of flowers from, 1st, a bachelor male 
acquaintance ; 2nd, from a married man : 
3rd, from a widower, whether intimate 
friends or mere acquaintances ? How would 
the same questions apply as respects accept
ing an offer of a sieigh drive, a fide on horse
back, or complimentary or other tickets to 
p aces of public entertainment, such as con
certs, theatres, Ac. ?—W

[No inflexible rule can be laid down as ap- 
plying to the above case». The propriety or 
impropriety would depend upon the degree 
of acquaintance or friendship' existing not 
alone between the wife and her friend, but 
between the husband and the friend. With 
the permission of the husband there would be 
no impropriety on the part of the wife iu ac
cepting a gift of flowers or accepting a sleigh 
ride, without s en permission au act. how
ever innoceut in itself, becomes at ouoe «0 
impropriety.]

A vote <>f the members and adherents of 
Knox church, Galt, will be taken ou the organ 
question on the first two Sabbaths in March.

CATARRH
SANFORD'S BADICAl'cUBE, •

Yh* Great Balsamic Distillation of Witefc 
Basel, American Pine, Canadian Par, 

Marigold, Clover Uloaom, Etc.,
For the Immediate Relief and Permanent Core 
of every form of Catarrh, from a Simple Head 
Cold or Influenza to the Loss of Smell, Taste, and 
Hearing, Cough. Bronchitis, and Incipient Con
sumption. Relief in five minutes in any and 
every case. Nothing like it. Grateful, fragrant, 

leeome. Cure begins from first application, 
is rapid, radical,, permanent, and neve?
fbottle Radical Cure, one box Catarrhal 
jnt and Sanford's Inhaler, all in one pack- 
forming a complete treatment, of all drus* 
~$1. Ask for Sanford’s Radical Cure. 

UWtr^-----f an1> Chemical Co.. Rofton.

| Collin's Voltaic Electric 
instantly affects 

rous System and 
i Pain. A perfect 
9 Battery com- 
with a Porous 

for 185 cents. 
Pain, vital-

We will always be pie 
of enquiry from farmers < 
ing agricultural interests. ! 
given aa soon as practio

POULTRY EXHIBITS

Mr. W. F. James, of 
writes to the Poultry Per 
the treatment he received i 
N. Y. Madison Square exb 
his statement there is everj| 
that the birds forwarded 1 
bition were unfairly dealt 
says he shipped a pair of j 
Rocks to New York, and t 
turned is promptly as he 
municated by te.egraph witl 
the association. Notwithj 
tnree separate telegrams i 
ceived until the expirationl 
be waa informed by letter f 
eral had died in a fit, and V 
sent to some.other party, 
contained the information I 
died on the first day of 
even then before the judl 
At the birds sent for exhZ 
ones, and likely to be ciodf 
high honours, probably sun 
hibited, the natural infere? 
James is that the cockerel 
is to be hoped the New 
will cause a strict investi^ 
into this matter, for if som| 
to establish confidence in i 
tors will be forced, in selft 
the tempting baits of fine 
run the risk of losing their

CHEESE AND BCTTI 
CANADaJ

The Dominion House 
migration and Colonization J 
and examined Prof. L. B. 
known dairy specialist, I 
ject of Canadian dairy if 
nation brought out 
of valuable information 
the present condition of 
mnnufactnre and the proe^- 
the prices obtained, and the 
American and Canadian dai] 
Liverpool markets. He st 
years Canadian cheese has ] 
that of the United States, i 
petition with them for 
generally been the winner, 
climate too, while somewna 
ter for the production of a < 
of succulent feed and pure 
summer season than tha| 
States. He believed that t_ 
of the country furnished thj 
with proper care and feed, 
most money was to be n.af 
ing butter and skim milk „

A hearty vote of thanks i 
Arnold at the close of the J 
the valuable information 
Committee,

“HAIRY”

Mr. Grenny, of Brantfori
the item in last week’s_
Subject furnishes* the folia 
He says “hairy” hens is a j 
but the birds meant are Ji 
or Japanese Silkies, and havj 
neighbourhood for several i 
small, white fowls with mai 
odd and grotesque. They 1 
are excellent setters. Theik 
hair. For pet chickens they

GROSSES IN

Last week were given 
made by “ Queenston Hei< 
-information regarding the! 
fowls, and thej advisabd* 
dr more breeds. A com 
authority on poultry ma 
lowing i—

In your answer to “ Quèi 
Agree in the main, but thee 
(Brahma on Houdan, and 
Brahma,) are of no benefit 
production. In fact no cre, 
yet of any benefit, except] 
quality of the fowl for table I 

. Spanish are too tender in [ 
winter layers. It is as esJ 
bred fowls as mixed- onesT] 
tainly kept with greater p 
tion to the owner than 
who make the most succ 
not keep many kinds, v, 
are always handled with i 
more kinds. If a person w,

• best reputation, the moat I 
the finest fowls iet him * 
and stick to it.”

[The last sentence may | 
from a breeder’s point of L 
fowls are kept for eggs as I 
certainly incline to the opf 
be necessary to keep more1 
•*-Ed.]

PLYMOUTH R\

In onr issue of February ! 
Asked for the distinguishing 
fence of P. R. fowls, which i 
Able to give to our own satil 
doubts on certain points, 
of the Indiana Farmer 
peared on the subject :— 

“The head of the Plyn«- 
be of medium size ; beak bri| 
And carved at point ; comti 
aiflgle ; wattles and ear 1 
hackle abundant, and free 1 
or black feathers ; back is i 
broad and full ; thighs col 
feathers ; shanks bright yl 
all over bluish-grey crossed r 
bine. Among tne disquaii] 
thered legs or legs of ‘off <*c 
any colour but red, white sp, 
back, and red or brass colq 
wddie or neck.”

XEPBODUCTIVE P0W1
i Dütwvtllk—I have a sti 

old. When he was two yet« 
and one teetiqle had to be 
still be all right for producing! 
be of as much service as if he j

No. He may possibly gel 

POULTRY WaJ

Morpeth—Will you please J 
ft some persons who have pug 
-angshans, Black Spanish ail •nd oblige.

F. J. Grenny, Brantford,! 
pedigreed fowls jrf some of| 

orrelponmention. Con ond with I

BOG SPAY!
^P^gPOTEjKDWARD.—I have I

u j ou a
them?

The cause of spavins ar( 
usually they result from 
hard work, &o., and sometil 
ry. Apply a cantharadinj 
puffy enlargements, and a! 
Act allow the colt to run 
barnyard or a large box st

; f LAMIXITI

Yeak and Wo Out

Gôwrie.—I have a mare ■ 
mreioet. Standing quiet she! 
vnnved eight or ten inches, 
fhe toe resting on the groui 
m the.foot, but pressing in t 

lee pnin. There is no 
i a hammer the quarter
Sfher é™* you 1

pare is i

14gs£v

- ' ■ ' ■
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