
MAGGIE LEE.
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ish pride she would perhaps at that moment
tiave been where Helen was, instead of sleep-

ing in her early grave. Xo, he could not tell

her this, but lie told her Magg e had been

very dear to him, and that he feared it was
for the love of him that she had died. ' I

wronged lier, Nellie, darlinsr,' he said, smooth-

ing the golden tresses which lay upon the

piUow. • I broke her heart, and now that

slie is gone [ would honour her memory by

.ailing our tirat-born daughter Maggie Lee.

"Pis a beautiful name,' he continued, 'and

\<>u will not refuse my re(juest.

'

There was much of pride in Helen Thorn-

ton's nature, and she did refuse, for days and
fven weeks ; but when she saw the shadows
deepened on the brow of her husband, who
would stand for hours looking out through

the open window towards the valley where
slept the village dead, and when the mother,

in pity of her son, joined also in the request,

she yielded ; and, as if the sacrifice were

accepted and the atonement geod, the first

smile which ever dimpled the infant's cheek,

played on itsmouth,a3 with its large, strange,

bright eyes fixed upon its father's face, it

was baptized ' Maggie Lee.

'

*# * * » »

Four years of sunshine and storm hare
fallen upon Maggie's grave, where now a

costly marble stands, while the handsome
iron fence and the well-kept grounds within

show that some hands of love is often busy
there. In a distant city Ben is striving to

overcome his old dislike for books, and seek-

ing to make himself what he knows his sister

would wish him to be. At home, the little

store has been neatly fitted up, and Miss
Olivia sits all the day long in her pleasant
parlour, feeling sure that tlie faithful cleik
behind the counter will discharge his duties
well. Greystonc Hall is beautiful as ever,
with its handsome rooms, its extensive
grounds, its winding walks, its bubbling
fountains and its wealth of flowers, but there
is H shadow over all—a plague-spot which
has (jaten into the lieart of Graham Thorn-
ton, and woven many a thread of silver
among his raven locks. It has bent the
stately form of his lady mother, and his once
gay-hearted wife wanders with a strange un-
rest from room to room, watching over the
uncertain footsteps of their only child, whose
large, dark eyes, so much like those which,
four long years ago flashed down on Helen
their scrutinizging gaze, are darkened for-

ever, for little Maggie Lee is blind !

They are getting somewhat accustomed to

it now—accustomed to calling her their
• poor, blind bird, ' but the blow was crush-
ing when first it came, and on the grave in

the valley,Graham Thornton more than once
laid his forehead in the dust, and cried, 'My
punishment is greater than I can bear.'

But He • who doeth all things well, ' has
in a measure healed the wound, throwing so
much of sunshine and of joy around her,who
never saw the glorious light of day, that
with every morning's dawn and every even-
ing's shade, the fond parents bless their little

blind girl, and angel of their home.
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