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169THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

and the tired faces of the men and womenthehar^handsand I been he atmdone^ all thesequali-

«i—*more fully in a good loaf
‘she passed her hand caressingly over the girVs soft.dMk of bread. senUments theBe> though called forth by

knelt at Parepa’sfeet, close to the wooden trestles. Shelocked her tells to the world, whose aympatny. ai 
her fingers • ogether.t ears andsobs breaking forth. She pray eo g p toQ )ate to soothe the heart that yearned ID

ssssssas3sa?fi:~
StfÆttJS: wsgs S ÎS£S other tesCdtheand VScV^d1'w£§

BjKSsBssjSsSSfflRsfiS ^SèS^^ÿSiS&SSËS^ aîrtSS
te® yea£L^E°’ w© were friends in Italy, and Easter Sunday I Qn the storm outside, Parepa svoice singing up I “More sorrows than are common Aj > _ ^
leisure iwurs-WowMe menas ° “Taka oh, take her to Thy care."   dad we are to believe that such experiences as here
w*8»t?^?«S2Sfln the morning she sang at one of the large |_________________ I ?L — »»n among the wives 01 men of genius ,

âiaSssSi MINWrArS DEPART^NJ-SïïKSt icy b^Ss from the water as it came up the river --= ------------------------------ of a certain class from matrimony as “Higher Edu-
iTnd rushed past the city spires and over UllbuUdinKs.whirUng M Dear Niecks,— . hih "Lion” or‘‘The Increased Attractions of Business

*sarawsgSHF*3 ^___Mn,m"SS«SrA% SMS* fire for a Whole afternoon s Carlyle. The book is not a ^"^^‘^/.‘but I A Headache Explained. I
ple^peaŒe“-Mary, this is perfect rest! We shall be yfe author's style occurs to you as correspondent writes to the editor of an even-

™a I »o«1 •*>. to£i%h« .ho,, -hr*» ««ded i"“ U,,Pty » “niw” n Jon

:jSH!Sïœs: it
ne“Thif?s a better fire than we have at home,” she said ingly> willingly, so her bloSg»P^er?h^ m^raph Z who may stay out late. I am staying tempo-

ŒÆLs yoTÎU°at dtttmeatofTp- Sy^h a greaï-nt in Eaton Square Sheis a 

“Yes. and how absurd your Italian fires are ! I almost which ^ she faced the future, she did not kind old lady, and very fond of me ; and, though I
Perparepa leaned her head hack against the chair, and said e^t othe/happiness than was JnÆn the aw&re that she has never w!^htthat

®ta*at*ww« 5SS±aS2SgSs «f5s«Ss5sSSS
S-S^SsïfessïîôSs?Xl?1 never fOTget^he^dor of the incense and the robed I wa8\,naccustomed, and to lose the fnen I o’clock a.m. Well, I got out my latch-key a

t^jiiLrr^rL0,^ar^t'hSrMrTKr-r
X* “ Blow. Why. I can sing that utile song now. i have ^en known^to ^ Mrf$ Carlyle there was no ,fc Now , have been reading a

JSESsS^&sgk&v*** 3s^jflsr«2sJjs^! ti- t£^s.
feî7ttn“'tfî S3r,ii.nîs?jstWmm-TSrï æssssri-ss

sisægpssesa SgassasKs—! gsv§î-s£»|
had loved and workedfor S’methods of managing the,r duties, gether.^ The Peons’ I begged him to ring the

Annte, her whofe being goingont to blusher one Child. I had HencPjhis wife must, perforce, bwome a respecte ^ tOu J call up tome of the 8er,ya?t®ntn0. ^

mHÊÊÊmm sesss
rSSSFoStSsS3sms^Ms-s rssssg#J«2

2gfa®H6KSS$S5 sBrSBmSsSS ^"?#~jSs3r®S
..K/SiMtoiSStSpi. » d””);. °-« m, »LM° S id

,,5HrarlH|CKBS.-M» gistiT.
3?al?ettLTif atod^y,9t-t™e go°''" The ^ead-which m.gWn^ turn Haid^dtwï my head

wretched funeral service was over. ' to the head of the __ ,y.„ table and sobbed aloud. It was then remarks. As the file penetrated mnr# «ml
Without a word Parepa rose and walked to^he h ^ tn Benvenuto Cellini sitting up all night . , through the chain the door wobbled more an
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power and pity and beauty. She looked ftbov e tne aingy
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A MINISTERING ANGEL.

A STORY OF A FAMOUS SINGER.
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