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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

loud peel at the be

said Miss and Mrs.

unfastening her cloak as she came.

I Loro had his doubts concerning the last asser- | VlVl'til_mie crept u
tion he did not give utterance to them. He drew in gl
his chair to the table, and Mr. Barnardine helped her eyes.

him to soup.

P
Suddenly there came a dashing up of wheel
dogs, great and small, that lay behind the crimson

flakes besprinkledher fur cloak, and la{ like wet
stars :i)on her sunny hair; her eyes shone, her cheeks

ere all aglow; she came flying in across the wide
towards the little dinner settlement by the fire, }

as -
“Ah! you did not wait for me, Mr. Barnardine ;
you did not think I should come? Did Inot tell you

Mr. Barnardine was apologizing profusely.

Damer, a thinand ve meek-looking old lady, with
1 black front and a re:
vacant place op
am always late—
mamma ?"

“Nothing, my dear.”

ed, and the slippery condition of the roads, and the
Iam here at all! I am not at all surprised, Mr,

Barnardine
you,” she a&ded, suddenly pausing, with her spoon

voice, *“you might have believed in me alittle longer,
Loro !

one of those electric- flashes of comprebension by m{
mis

which eyes are made to speak when tongues are
forced either to be silent or to cloak themselves
with meaningless phrases.

“You had no business to doubt me.’

ly back :
“T did not doubt you, darling.”
“Nevertheless,” continued Winnie, no longer with
her eyes, but with her voice, and yetin a sort of con-

text to the answer which she had received, ‘‘never- joy ! h
ended.

theless you had begun your soup !
John Barnardine looked from one to the other
sharply. Loro became instantly swallowed up in an
absorbing conversation concerning the origin,
causes, and effects of rheumatic affections with Mrs.
Damer, and Winnie nodded at him with her audaci-
ous smile across her spoon.
_“Oh. you needn’t look so cross at me, Mr. Barnar-
dine, because my temper is just as sweet as honey
to-night; you couldu’t make me angry, you know, if
you had left me no dinner at all. You know it takes
two to quarrel, and if I won’t be one I don’t see
how anybody else can be the other!” and so she rat-
tled on, gaily, heedlessly, in her own fascinating lit-
tle way, that meant not so much what she said as
did the pretty by-play of sweet looks and quaint,
swift gestures, which, somehow, always reduced the
men about her into poer silly moths that fluttered
about her briﬁohtness.
“Could anybody quarrel with you, Winnie ?"* mur-
mured Barnardine, bending low towards her, 80O
that Winnie had time to remark that the little bald
patch on the summit of his head was yet a little
wider than it had been before. *“Did you get my
letter, dear ?” he added, almost in a whisper.
“Yes and no,” replied Winnie, not at all lowering
her voice ; ‘‘yes, because the postman brought it ;
no, because it lies unopened in my ocket now. 1
really had not time to read it. Shall 1 look at it
now ?” with an innocent gesture towards the folds
of her dress.
‘“ Ah, for Heaven’s sake 1 cried poor John, des-
perately, turning suddenly pale as he {)ut forth his
hand to stop her. And Winmnie laug red her mis-
chievous little laugh at his horror-stricken face.
‘And Mrs. Damer opposite was in full swing, Loro
listening attentively.
“‘What you must take, Loro, is two yards of good
thick Welsh flannel—I've tried Saxony, but it’s of
no use, there's no substance in it. though it’s softer
to the skin—and you fold it in three like this, illus-
trating upon her table-napkin, *then you soak it
well in the mixture and lay it on.”

i “t;\,h! I thought you were to drink that mixture
1ot ?*°
**No, no: it's the camphorated spirit you are to
(_lrmk—cold, mind—quite cold! What I am speak-
ing of is the liniment ; it’s a family recipe, guite in-
valuable, I assure you. My grandfather swore by
it ; my aunt, another victim to rheumatism, used it
constantly ; 1 myself always sleep with it by my
bedside.”
“And Winnie ¥ interpolated Loro, softly. ‘‘Does
Winnie, too ?”
Winnie, who had ears all round, caught the sound

of her name and laughed.
*Oh, I put my kitten bodily into the family mix-
ture last week after Rover had bitten her, and I
assure you she has never mewed since, except to
offer up thanks to the inventor!”

After dinner, when the table had been noiselessly
removed, Loro sat at the organ at the far-end of the
hall, and sang the songs of his native land in his
rich tenor voice. Here he was truly great ; the full
clear notes echoed in a flood of passionate beauty
across the wide chamber. 1t was a glorious thing
to hear Loro sing when he sang as he did to-night,
out of his very heart, to the idol that his heart wor-

shipped.

and he knows that he has

behind him in the dim
this very night from h

t of suffering,
limit which he can endu
his mind that sooner than go
John Barnardine’s happiness,
tray his benefactor

ith a hushed voice and tears in

sing, although his hands
11 chords over the keys;
head, and gazed into her

gsoftened creature, w
there comesa

and Loro has made
mad with the sight
and sooner than be
benefactor’s wife over-mu
for ever upon his adopted
back to his own land and
himself. He has spoken I
only he has made his p
h, because, owin
ball and-the su
to take up his abode at t!
and here he has co
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the winter world without, I shg:\fld probably have YO&,;Q;&“:&S{:;&
for Winnie came first. Snows him her wicked little mockin
* Ah, yes, Loro.
when you are pl
And Loro was
Later on,John Barn
open doorway, Wrapp
sl?p%eix;l little ﬁgg{e.
] would be here? Ah, whata funny thing it is that nie, won't you
—the answer to my letter,
no one will ever go by what I say I what it is, I am sure; it is to ask
can be mistaken

1t back his dark
1 his passionate love in his eye
> he whispered, blindly, *

again, and she smiled back at

yes.
‘tell me that

dy help loving you

fain to be satisfied.
ardine stood be
ing her fur cloak about her

side her at the

the station,to come f
ten two letters,

give me my answer to-night
dine,and one very s

you know? You guess

n believing that of
turned my affection; tell me that

hort one to Winni
let to give to his
latter he now contrives to slip into the
dle of Winnie’s bouquet.
‘When the waltz is over
stands for a few momen
looking at her strangely wit
who knows he is looking his
loves best on earth.
Winnie’s heart goes
earning gaze, for tha
n her so silently.
“Well,” she says, lightly,
*and what do you see
I not right to louk,

“Oh, of course I know I am very late,” she con- I do not think T
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“Might I speak to you, sir,
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rp and clear, and
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e sound of music
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with gay dresses ‘and bright face
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wedding-day, an
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dance out the hours o
dance in the dawn of
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like everybody else!
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and which glitter round her long fair neck
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“Not going right !
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