
TE *rWO MARGARLEM
And fimie, that mmud-1 -b

M Us îleeting by, As long ago -- the leueFs d«àAnd life is more e ime than. As lSrffl she did in twk dlove - eepy$ Whc%,Wing waters luiled her infaiît ileep.We have not found the whokiý.-"d we raust 
i10 to the* he bued, he;,ý,lu en ki. théir olwa,

lu tka _And itiü the unclasped Élory floats îbove. roudi ',ulUàg ber ided hair,
1 'U think to see thS groThe inîmost and the utmostbiiit froin sight 6, ý'4 6 âJdnFor ev% secm in their va of light. so fa*; woma% "-but * touch of care

The deèp-toned voice tbrough iýs SuminÉ,Be not too, hasty in your flow, yon rhymes, kept,
For Margaret is in ber garden bower And hearing it, she tape away and -wept.ay to ring,Del you soft cathedral chimes,
16 tell not out too soon the noontide bour: Wept,-f*anim eàonée faSshevi ed-For one draws nearer to your a ient town, The s ' pr e 1not;1 - PC . tamp of fëtïngs êbe mwÉemlxOn the green mount down, settléd like a crown. His voice was calmer now, but more subdue&

Not like the voice long loved and unforgot!ne journejwe on, and, as he neared the gate, She felt strange sorrow and delightfül pain-He met with one to whom he mamed the Grief for the changei, joý tbat he came"dg agam
.Lnqmrm'i« of ber welfiwe, and ber state, 0 pleasant days, that followed his return,Ànd ofilwthe matron in whose houseshe stayed. That made his captive y'ears pass out of"The maiden dwelt there yet," the townsman ind :71 said ; If life bad yet new pains for him to learý4But for the ancient lady.-she was dead." Not in the maids clear eyes be saw it

shrined -He further said, she was but little known, And three full w»eeks he stayed with ber,, con.Although reputed to be very fair, tent
And little seen (so much she dwelt alone) To find ber beautiful and innocent.But with her nurse at stated morning prayer;

So seldom passed her sheltering garden wall, It was all one in his contented sightOr left the gate at quiet evening M. As though she were achild, till suddenly,1 Waked of th&chimes in the dead time of theFlow softly, rhymes--his band is on the door; night,, 0
Ring out ye noonday beHs, his welcoming- He fell to thinking how the urgencyHe went out rich, but, he returneth poor - Of Fate had dealt with him, and could butAnd strong-now. something bowed with' sigh

sufféring. For those best things wherein she passed himAnd on his brow are traced long furrowed lines, by.
Earned in the fight with pirate Algerines.

Down the long river. of life how, Cast adrift,Her aged nwse comes hobbling at bis cal] She uqged him on, still on, to sink or swuin;Lifts up ber- withered band in dull surprise, And all at once, as if a veil did li%And, totteringý leads him through the pillared In the dead time.«of- the nigh4 and baré tohall; him
"*#N-hat! come at last to bless myJady's The want in his deep soul, he looked, waseyes! 1 dumb,

Dear heart, sweet heart, shes grown a like- And knew himself, and knew hi% tîme wassome maid- 1 come.
Go. see- ber where she sitteth in the sýade. "

In the deail time of the night his soul didThe noonday chime had ceaséd-she did not sound
know > The dark sea of a trouble unforeseen,Who watched ber, while her ringdoves flut- For that one sweet that to his life was boundtered near; Had turned into a want-a misery keen:While, under the green boughs, in accents low Was born, was grown, and wounded sotelyShe sang unto bersel£ She did not hear cried

His footstep till she turned, then rose to meet AU 'twixt, the midnightland the morning tide.Her guest with guileless blush and wonder
sweet. He was a brave man, and ie took this thing

And - cast it from him with a maWs strongBut soon sbe knew him, came with quickenied band;
pace, And that next morn, with no sweet alteringAnd put ber gentle hands about his -neck Of mien, besàde the maid he took his stand.And leaned ber fair cheek to bis sun-burned And copied his past self till ebbing day «face, aled its decp western blush. and died, awav.


