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doubted that it was inevitably the last; that
this was deatb. Margaret raised her face
from James; she withdrew her arm, laid
bis head gently on the pillow;- she placed
his hand in her breast, kept it clasped there,
both her own folded over it; she knelt
watching still—watching the holy, happy
beauty of a dead face.

She saw that face as the face of an an-
gel: ecstatic calm fell upon ber, lay round
her; the dead hand in her breast stilled all
throbs of human grief.

The morning advanced; the night had
proved quiet and sultry; the window had
remained open. Sounds from the sea, and
sounds of early stirrers on the shore, floated
into the room where Margaret knelt; noth-
ing disturbed her. That dead hand in her
breast numbed her to all things outward;
the eyes fixed on the dead face saw visions
of angels.

She had knelt there several hours, when,
according to his promise, the doctor came.
He looked from the face of the dead hus.
band to that of the living wife, turned ab-

ruptly from the bed, and walked to the win.
dow. Margaret forgot his presenco; bher

eyes returned to the face of the dead. How
like in expressions hers was to his, the doe-
tor often remembered afterwards.

The child whom James had saved, and
its mother, came to the house, Margaret
met them ag she crossed the hall. At first
she started back from them; then greeted
the woman gently, and led the way into the
parlor.

Awestruck by Margaret's face, ¢The
good gentleman is not very bad, I hope,’ the
woman gasped out.

As if this woman had bten the chief suff.
erer, she herself only a sympathising friend,
Margaret broke the news that her husband
had died at dawn, very quietly, having suff.
ercd little.

The poor woman, herselfa widow, fell on
the ground at Margaret’s feet; the child, a
pretty, iimid-looking thing, stole to its
mother’s side. Suddenly the mother canght
it up and placed it in Margaret’s arms.

¢Keep her to comfort you ; it is the best
it is all I have to give you,” she said be-
- tween her soba. '

Margaret kissed the child, and answered ¢
‘It is my husband’s child. We are going
home to-morrow; you and the child will
come with us, unless Have you a home
anywhere ? any other children ??

‘No, my lady. I am a lace-maker, and
go from ,place to place. I havenohome
anywhere.

‘You will live with me for the future, then.’
Margaret kiased the child again, kissed the
brow of the still kneeling woman, put the
child down by its mother, and went back to
James.

‘That is what he wishes me to do, she
said to herself: 5o it was she always spoke
and thoughi. He wishes; not ¢ he would
have wished.’

It was high water when she was again
aloune with her hushand. The sea was noisy,
so were the children on the heach; wany a
merry laugh and shout reached Margaret.

That others were gay while James Jay
dead, woke no biiterness in her. Those
who looked into her eyes wondered at their
sweet serenity.

Next duy, the widowed wife, the widow

spirit to spirit with her hqsband—-hls spirt
imbued all her plans of life.  If not many
are ‘widows indeed,’ as Margaret was,
what wonder, when so few are wives in-
deed ?

Margaret’s was an active life—she was
neither shy nor proud any longer &‘ she
could bear repulse and ingratitude. hose
ignorant field-workers, whom she had once
envied, were her especial care in life now.
James had more than once let fall some
words of pity forthem, of belief and hope
that his Margaret might do some good
among them.” One after another she won
the younger women over to attend her clas-
ses, "to come 10 her in their troubles, tolook
to her for sympathy; she went among them
in the flelds, and she visited them in their
homes.

The poor lace-worker aided -her; often
unconsciously counselled her, Margaret's
extreme pallor—no tinge had returned to her
cheek since that night’s watching—tbe un-
changing sevenity of her countenance,and
the unvarying mildoess of her manner,
cansed a little awe to mingle with the love
she inspired, and deepened her influence.

FALLS OF LORETTE, NEAR QUEBEC.

mother, the dead husband, and the child, at-
tended by the girl who had been hired at
West Cove, and who would not leave Mar-
garet, journeyed to Sunny-slope. Dr. Mer-
ton travelled with them, to relieve Marga-
retof all diffieulty,. They arrived at even-
ing, The news bad goné hefore them,
The first tears Margaret shed were tears of
oy, to find herself enelosed in her beloved
Clara’s'arms. She was led to the house by
Clara’s young husband : they had come to
welcome Margaret and James Grant home,
to take a farewell of them before they left
Englond.

On the threshold, Margaret poused for
the strange woman aud the child ~ She kiss-
ed them both, and said: ¢Weleome home.?
Then all knew who the strangers were.

Next spring found Margaret happy—to
he happy was to keep her pact with James.
She did not miss him as she would have done
had she loved less; she lived with him still
‘—with him and for him. There was no
negleet of herself or her home as in former
days of loncliness—both were his. She
was not lonely now; sho lived eye to eye,

Ilike to rememberthat Margaret lives
stil, making his name more and more
known and honored.  Ilike to know that
the children she inspires withlove to God
and their neighbor, grow into men and
women, that the young women whom she
softens and purifies, .bccomes wives and
mothers—that circle evolves beyond circle.

No one knew Margaret before she loved,
and who knows her now, will think that
James did otherwise than well to link her
life to the uncertainty of his.’

CoxversaTioN, —Personalities are often
regarded as the zest, but mostly ave the bane
of conversation. For experience seems to
have ascertained, or at least, usage hay de-
termiued, that personalities are always spiced
with more or less malice.  But surely you
would not have mixed conversation always
settle into o discussion of abstract topics,
Commonly speaking, you might as well
feast your guests with straw, chips and saw-
dust. ~ Often. 100, it happens that, in propor-

tion as the subject of conversation is more
abstrect, its tone becomes harsher and more

dogmatical. And what are women to do ?
They whose thoughts always cling 1o what
ia personal, and seldom mount intothe ¢old
vacant uir of speculation, unless they have
something move solid to climb round. You
must admit that there would be 1 sad dearth
of entertainment, and interest, and life in
conversation without sometbing of anecdote
and story. Doubtless. But this is very
dilferent from personality.  Conversation
may have all that i valuable in it, and all
that i lively and pleasant, without anything
that comes under the head of personality.
1'he house in which, above all others I have
ever hecn an inmate of, the life and the
spirit and the joy of counversation have heen
the mostintense, is a house in which I hard-
ly ever heard an evil word uttered against
one.—Guesses at Truth,

A MuppLED S1v1.e.—The Albion says :(—
¢Mr. Peter Cunningham,in gathering togeth-
er material for continuing Allan Cunuing-
ham’s ¢Lives,” had occasion to consult a
Mrs. Lavinia lorster, a davghter of Banks,
the sculptor. This lady’s lack of perspicacity
is so droll, that it deserves to be cited as a
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literary tit-bit. For instance, here i3 a note
of hers relating to the original model of the
Boothby Monument, now in the Soane Mu-
seum: ‘Mrs, Forster presents her compli-
ments to Mr. Allan Cunningham. She has
heard from Lady Nugent respecting the re-
moval of some of the models Mrs. ehantrey
has been so good as 1o take charge of for
her ; and has decided on requesting Mr,
Soane to accept that of Sir Brook Boothby’s
daughter, and writes to Mr. Hardwicl to
this effect by to-day’s courier.? Throwing
out the courier, here are seven proper names
erowded into as few lines, each person ocecu-
pying a different position, and suggesting to

the reader, in the end, the nccessity of en-
quiring ‘who's who?* By way of variety,

here is a specimen of droll confusion, the re-

sult of three personal pronouns being loosely

strung together. Mrs. Forster says :—¢1 re-
member at the time of the arrest of Tooke,

Hardy, etc., on a charge of bhigh treason, an
officer coming t1 my father with an order

from tho Secretary of State, for him to ac.
company him to his office.’



