
324 MARGUERITETMNE.

ci It is Phillip, Flelen,-', and a gleam of love lights up the
angolie face.

ii G«d nht, dearest,» exclaimed Marguerite, embracing her
fi i P nd in the old whoël-girl faahion. 1
- ii Geod'night, Marguerite, if uày Rfe be indeed bal£ as happy
as yourf4 it is au 1 ask."

""Yes, Relen, 1 am trudy happy,"' and the young wife went
to meet the loving embraS of -a tender, true and devoted

ce Ah! My where is to be such happiéss as
Oum I"

Phillip Ijawwn needed no other gnage than the
depths of those violet eyes.


