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Dec., 1885ADVOCATE.THÉ FARMER’S—-VT3?â

Winnie crept un, and sat behind him in the dim I andhetoows thatto has settled tog^away
If Loro had his doubts concerning the last asser- ^ was Winnie no longer, but a s*and a certain amount of suffering, but after that

tion he did not give utterance to them. He drew in g(fftened creature, with a hushed voice and tea there comes a limit which he can endure
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stare upon her sunny hair; her eyes shone, her cheeks when you are playing like that. to take up his abode at uie farm just outside the
ffi^tswaaisrfc

”«îsrtsjsis«is;r.v. bssss”” ler °»»*
you did not think I should come? Did ^ not.you “ Winnie, won’t you give me my answer to-night an(j one very short one to Winnie—the former he
[would be here ? Ah, what a funny thing it is that _the answer to my letter, you know ? has left with tlm valet to give to his master in the
no one will ever go by what I say ! what it is. I am sure ; it is to ask X°u to be my w ife. tlic iatter he now contrives to slip into the

Mr. Bamardine was apologizing profusely. i do not think I can be mistaken in beliewing that ot middle of Winnie’s bouquet.
fc*Oh, of course I know I am very late, she con- ;ate you have returned my affection, tell me that when the waltz is over he takes her to a sea{; 

tinued, as she sank down into her place ; and Mrs marry me." ^ w, stand! for a few moments before her speechless
Damer, a thin and very mees-looking old lady, with And Winnie looked out over the snow-sprinkled strangely with all the agony of a man
VB front and are* velvet gown, took the other earth ^ ut up ^bthdazzlmg splendour of the looking at her Strang ^ Ms ,ftst upon thatwhich be 
vacant place opposite her daughter, blit, then, l moon, and she saw the great avenue of trees in ine . . earth. , , ,
amalways late-that is nothing new for me, is it, wi(ic „ark, each with its soufre^SKÎPY^mother’s *Winnie’sheart goes a little faster perhaps forthat 
mamma ?” _ „ and ste saw the «"“drenglem which her mother s for that oddly white face that looks^îtftîsâa. ««.«we i « Vt «g- £>, a â^!.ip,irzS'Z&. w, «... «•

voice, “you might have believed in me a little longer, “ Loro,” said John Barnadine to his adopted son nobody to amuse me,” and she makes a
% ’̂emethereyes there passed between the two E&VSftttSi’ h

Bh ^raremadefltohse[fea>k wnTnlongueA^
forced either to be silent or to cloak themselves a dead silence. T^e little Neapoliten song that eof paper i have stuck into your bouquet“’IflSKtt"».. plainly „ WcM |

•«& b«l no to daubl me." I SSffSï;‘M O» .ÏSp Sto Stlual Pto- ««"i« W- geTiSl.“t-HpS5r‘
AT’ ""*• *,umlero"- sxaS,K«6JSltg 2fesH®Ss JSSlÆ-vSif
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0f”lAhdfror Heaven’s sake!” cried poor John, des- and whichglitter round her long fair neck like a t’..Well,.what is it? Be quick, Symes, as I ought to 
Perateiv, turning as he put forth^his chain of “Ag dre home,” she had said. be..|ir Vsadly fear’as hoTthings is not going right
;SeE?eeE3ëSC,.

nnnsn there’s no substance in it. though it’s softer in clearly herself apprehending where that way the servants, is there?
to the skhi-and you fold it in three like this, illus- might lead her wandenng fancies, and what she no, sir. Do you think I(.y^luf¥ib?v®. ^ch

Swfsa^sn Ï^to-SKSKÎKS^-

Ah.lthoug y which she will not give a name even in her inner- Barnardine looked uneasy at once.
No no - it’s the camphorated spirit you are to most heart, and yet which has given rl8,eto th ..,.. roro| why, he was here not ten minutes

It; my aunt, another victim to rheumatism used it turns? . Loro. his arm is about made as though he would turn to the door,
’ Untly ;’l myself always sleep with ,t by my h^^Aif SalTf locked fast in here, his dark SyVes stopped him j Qf; hut he ha

- '«S'wh.m=...,.,,n,o,.,=d u,,o,-do.. «^•^•■“ïs.ssisfsssi.lsri'îftJ
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removed Loro s'at at the organ at the far-end of the ” Who knox^s ,sb« ^Kt mmnose that l am go at nc -f<7r ever-back to Italy-undying g«t.-
hall and sang the songs of his native land in his horrid word. Loro, and you don t suppose mat i am goat neVrr forget me! Why, bless my _ soun 
rich tenor voice. Here he was truly great ; the full going to leave off waltzing, do you, because lam ‘^^y crushing up the letter in his hand, the 
clear notes eclioed in a Hood of passionate beauty married ?” . „ pov must be mad! What on earth does he want to
ss£kÆ.:;:!.ï“a
shipped"8 VCry hearl’t0 the idUl tbat h,S heart WOr" I Wi‘‘Ah,SWton\ef Itod better noV’ he°answers, with no? for’ fifty wives; 1 .love him like ,my own
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perforce give attention to what he had to say u 
him.Would you mind stepping in here a moment,
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hot?”
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