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and the tired faces of the men and women, the hard hands and | been a woman, living ab Craigenputtock, sixteen

the struggling hearts. She threw back her head and sang till | miles from a baker, and he a bad one, all these quali-

3‘}‘11',’23‘3? r ise must have paused to listen to the music | ;05 would have come out more fully in a good loaf
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and watched he; eyes:‘mgng:l%nly she tllu'ew my hands off and an o ccurrence less trymg . than hundred_s of °the".8
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love beyond all interpretation of human epeech. Tled herback | from the creatmre to whom she had sacrificed her
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A MINISTERING ANGEL. tolhor fout, s the lst glorlous notos of Farepe's volce P05 | BT CTEECH ke oneutieS, ok A RN, 100 B

And I thought that no queen ever went to her grave with Well might her husband “In h bright l?]
\ . : ght her husband say, “In her brig
A STORY OF A FAMOUS SINGER. toll :o‘gf,;,’f&"e‘g‘;‘;’tﬁ%mh.‘,‘} g :382,‘;?‘““' of poverty and | . oo ce she had more sorrows than are common 3

. ' The following week thousands listened to Pare '« match- | but also a soft invincibility, & clearness of discern-
WD o ‘T gres t“:,pe‘”,:".‘:ﬂu‘;‘;: Iaa SYSEyWhoro the | less voice. Applause rose to the skies, and B arah own face | ment, and a noble loyalty of heart which are rare.
mwlu):‘: were thro e hrore Dute to ariticlee OF s | maswlociatey Lot okl S Ij°}“?wi:1§‘;;3“3‘;:;j“£& For forty years she was the true and ever-lovin

Her young, rich, grand voice was beyond compare. Itsglorious | the heavy odorof owera e moe O O ailing faces, and the helpmeet of her husband, and by act and wo

tones are remembered with an enthusiasm like that which | murmur of voices,1could onmold by the dim lightof a tene- unweariedly forwarded him, as none else could, in

greeted her when she GAng- s ment window the singer’s u face, the wondering coun- th that he did or attem ted. She died at
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Jeisure !I:gurs. t.vv‘;f L. friends in Italy, and Easter Sunday | on the storm cutside, ﬁ‘a‘l{m‘?ﬁi&w&gﬁg up to the heaven— | from him, and the light of his life as if gone out.”

w“ig elezrp:x:lin the morning she sang at one of the large «Take, oh, take her to Thy care.” «“More sorrows.than are common !” Aye, verily,
churches. I waited for her, and at last we two wero alone in glad we are to believe that such experiences as hers

my snug little room. At noon the sky was overcast and gray. y ’ are rare, even among the wives of men of genius ;
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ms mshel:l past the city spires and over tall buildi p, whi;,}',f; ————— | even rarely, has as much to do in deterring women

S round us the snow and storm. We had hurried home, shut | MY DEAR NIECES,— of a certain class from matrimony as «Higher Edu-
35d fastened our blinds, drawn close the curtains and piled 1 read some little time ago sowething which | cation” or “The Increased Attractions of Business
Soal higher on the glowing grate. We had taken off our wraps | interested me profoundly—the life of Mrs. Thos. | or Professional Life.” MINNIE MAY.
bt g:}.,;’,‘:;‘;,t? The cheery fire for a whole afternoon’s | Garlyle. The book is not & new one—neither is its
P arepa said: “Mary, this is perfect rest! We shall be | author among the literary lions of the day ; but A Headache Explained
quite alone for four hours. " « no criticism of the author’s style occurs to you as . -
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erepa laughed merrily at this idoa. nothing, but those brave, cheerful, pathetic little | and not at all given to diesipation. Still, I was out

e Do servant, m&r:gg“n!g}sﬁgfn, and T wou't allow | letters of her whose martyrdom ended just thirty | ¢ the play last night, and then I went to my club,

She cl her dimpled hands together lik hild in | Y€2IS &80- . : i
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P «Yes, and how absurd your Italian fires are! I almost | which informs you that at the time of her mar-|,.njly witha great-aunt in Eaton Square. She isa

perished. riage, bravely as she faced the future, she did not kind old lady, and very fond of me ; and, thoughl

Parepa leaned her head back against the chair, and said .
: expect other happiness than wss to be won by &
, ina Jow voloe 't was a good Sunday in Venice. when my faith- | life of self-sacrifice, nor ask other reward than the | A aware that she has never quite realized that I
{ ful old Luiga rowed us Ocund to St. Mark's 1o early Mass | appreciation and confidence of tllxia man olf geni;]ls have grown up, yet, when 1 told her last night that
«Oh! how lovely it » I interrupted. *It seemed lik whom she had resolved to serve. Having these, ene |1 was going out for the evening, she determined
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gﬂ%ﬁgﬁn"d tho slow intonings. Such crowds of people, all society he would not tolerate. o'clock a.m. Well, I got out my latch-key and

Paropa looked intently into my eyes, and softly laughed in It seems scarcely creditable that a girl—young, | put it into the ke hole, and turned it and pushed
her E O OOk ey, “And,” she went on, “ then A ; ¥ P v
took me to your church Where your priest Tead s cong out ot a | Fich, beautiful, and clever—would = have know- | gpen the door. Would it be believed? The ser-
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soriie s of the smell agiish shurch kg b Bt ho Grand | Such excuse. The man to whom her heart’s best | that would allow it. Now, I have been reading a
Canal, and sang slowly one verse of our old hymn, “When all | affection had been given, and who returned it with good deal lately, and I x:emembered to hage come
Thy mercies, oh my God,” to the old tune of ™ Canaan.” all the warmth of a noble nature, was cerafated | across the notion that, if one can get one’s head
sun ?gm;er!bodv Ofared at you when you joined in and | from her by a bond which death only could annul, through anywhere, one can get t.hrou'gh altogether
fhe snow had now turned into sleet ; a great chill fell over and Carlyle was fully cognizant of that fact. | it was with reference to somebody’s escape from
the whole city. Welooked out of our windows, peeping through Yet, if such were her expectations of married | prison, I think. So, as I.did not wish to di?t.urb
the i‘lgg:?.;s»r:ni g’;‘;’y‘gﬁo the m‘,’,’%ﬁ&;"ﬂ,’:ﬂ;ﬂ past. 1if<:i bthey fwere not disappointed: they had full :ll:e holl;stiago:g,e Is;:::zl:.fl% vtvgd tl{)yy gx elcf::?llxd“ It. g:t
w“ o E Anni y and bitter fruition. roug e t "
said %3 ‘,?,":Jm L?é‘n}ect%"oi&% (:gnﬁai- funergl.lmgh%og:&k?l:ﬁ Concentrated selfishness was the keynote of |my head through all right, but I couldn’t get: an
you to the last. She will be buried at four.” Carlyle’s domestic life. He abhorred sqciet}y{; farther. And, v;vhen 1 tried to pull my head bac
it soald the pes littlo hlotted “°t“l’li"§{’1p‘,‘"}°"'5h?‘“‘l"l How | therefore his wife must bave nome of it. He|again,I couldn’t do that either. So there I was.
lIsg.idl;u?' Dear; 1‘:,,“':% g0, but y:‘?gu, ﬁ, ﬁf: ﬁmd ‘:e‘;f"“ Yi | detested business—had meither the ability nor | I couldn’s shut the do-or wnthm’xt; getting my
be at home in two hours, and poor Annie she has ne!” desire to master it : that fe_ll to his wife’s portion. hqa-d out, a.nd. my head couldn’t be got out
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we set out together in the storm. to which the unhappy woman could never return, sight of me by the light of his lantern, perbaps n
Annie's mother was & dressmaker, who sewed for 1 and | even in thought, without a feeling of inexpressible | unnaturally took upon himself to inquire what was
my friends. She was left a widow when her one little girl was horror my business there. 1 explained as well as 1 could
five years old. Her husband was drowned off the coast, and orror. deli tite of thi ¢ | from where m head was ; but he did not believe
out of the blinding ({mm and loss and anguish had-grown a sort F:urt,her, the delicate agpe ite o is man o R e 1ok X l(i  what the Tott
i)f l{‘lolat:ry for the delicate, beapt.xtul child, whose brown eyes | genius could not tolerate t e dishes m.apufact,ured me at first, an 00 old of w al re was lel
0 Iggrhﬂk&:g: yoears“ngt‘.lh‘;gbxaﬁl:)ﬁ.er had loved and worked for gy any *‘help,” nor could his too sensitive mnerves of me outside and tried to pull me out
Annie, her whole being going out to bless her one child. Ihad | endure their- methods of managing their duties. | gether. The procge_dmg caused e some pain ; 80,
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wers, outings and simple pleasures, I bad mace fy® unpaid upper servant, and perform cuties whic al
15 thom. ‘The ond of the delicate girlslife had not ssemed Ao nop:ervalftipeindeed, oh old attempt. Her account |identity. When the footman had appeared witi
1t all ove m;g 'i"&‘?:ﬁé"i?a:}’&“fu’i‘g ‘f%xynef:nsi of one night’s experience, undertaken to satisfya|a candleand testified to as much as he could see of
window-shelf and wrapped them in thick papers and hid them | childish caprice, is one of the most pathetic things | me, the oliceman was satisfled, and the only
out of the storm wnder my cloak. 1 kney Uleso Ny, (2 g | ever writhen question LAt reme e b how fo
way to that East End house! Atlast we reached the place. «“The bread from D_umfries not agreeing .W_ith t,oh(?u(:,ntgevgl?ayi:ge?:t it‘:v“ only justclose to three
o “\;&?es Eﬁ?ﬂ&”&’%“ tllxlt? :tgamgi lﬁov;n ogg:o dt'h :kp:&li}s to the | ™2 husband, it was plainly my duty as a Christian in the mornin '+ and, though the blacksmiths
small upper rooms. In the mi die of the floor stood a stained wife to b‘ake at home. S0 I, Ben forla. copy ?‘f are, as a rule, e&i‘rl’y risers, yet it was hardly to be
coffin, lined with stiff,rattling cambricand cheap gauze, resting | Cobbet’s Qottage Economy, and fel fto WOft' : ex[;ected that one could be found to execute a job
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her, silent. All hope had gone out of her face. She shed no . ’ . . ot an old file, an gset to work to see w at he cou
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she neither spoke nor 8o . § A i i
~The driving storm had made us late, and_the plain, hard- | only person not asleep in a house in the middle of Lmu(’l eg it Vgll;y ‘}“"‘“Y’ En&ekgggr sq:teezg:lg f(l)lllxy
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e mother and as : . with weariness, my heart aching wi b ek
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ﬁm:} 3:3“?;1:3??:2!}1: !:::5 llf\?stl.ed about. He looked at should have to pass the night in wadtching a loaf of gfbe wards m;lkmen and such-like folk be an to
myeell and Purepa, as if to say, “Its time to go.” The bread—which mightn’t turn out bread at all—such | afterwarcs, Mo\ there was very soon uitega. s
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cloak back from her shoulders, where it f(Sl in long, soft black thé idea of.BenvenubO_ (/elllmlf sitting PP &"t, night ther through the chain the door wobbled more and
lines from her noble figure like the drapery of mourning. : She watching his Perseus In the furnace came to me, | /oyt o ore. However, my final liberation took
1aid her soft, fair hand on the cold forehead, passed it tenderly | and 1T asked myself, <After all, in the sight of .ﬂ dh if tthi 2 Th
over the wasted, delicate face, looked down at the dead girla | 41 o Upper Powers, what is the difference between lace between five an alf-pas is morning. e
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. momcnt, and moved my flowers from the stained box £0 L0 o opened with a _jerk as the last shred of the
thin fingers, then lifted up her head, and with illumined eyes | & statue of Perseus ,‘md a_loaf of breada ot tv}‘lﬁt chain I[)zeave way befo)re the file, and I fell into
B R i B ‘ each be the thing on=2 hand has foundtodo? . 1€ | ¢} o footman’s arms. The crowd gave a slight
“ Angels, ever bright and fair, man’s determined will, his energy, his patience Toai s we shut the 8 from inside, and I went u
Take, oh, take her to thy carc. were the really admirable things of which his statue { ¢R€ers ) P

e 5 < i@ i L »
pw‘i,‘.“a,’;g‘gﬁ;ﬁgﬁg% e mgge'}ggkgg‘ng;;“ihglg?gggiﬁg‘lﬁ of Perseus was the mere chance expression. Ifhehad | to bed. \

p
v

-




