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a penny in ner pocket. She begged her Mary's pale face into bright crimson? At the
ay bac tays wen, ancd bo een ithher nlfirst glance, it was only a simple locket, witha few days when ' chanced t meet with her. little pretension to either beauty or value; but,Now' says She, 'Mrs. Kenrick, would you wish on o-oking more closely, one might perceitve tba&

to preserve my life after hearing such a tale? Is it enclosed a nali elury of jet blaek hair. One
it not better et me die?' Well, sure enough, 1 moment's gaze sufficd to sufuse Mary's eY
couldn't tell what to say; but, at any rate, what wit toars, ad suddenly turniug te wrerealshe bad tould ie didn't prevent me from doin' Elanor stood, she said, in a l w tone:overyîbing for bier as usual. But she wasn't "Have the kindnoss, Eleanor r to give the w&-long a trouble to me, for one night, about a week ma ve ten p uds, and take ber away as soo
ago, I heard her callin' out for me. Well, I went may be!"
td ber in aurry, and found ber quite pale and Eleanor at once obeyed, and with many adeathly-ookin' nd bier voice was wake as an grateful acknowledgment, and fervent prayer forinfants ' Ia t dying, Mrs. Kenrick,' says she, the welfare of both ladies, the good woman took'but bfore I lave tbis wrld, tere's ene request ber departure fron Ballyhaise Castle.
' Whavet ia' sa ' Io op iyou'll grant it.' When Eleanor re--entered the parlor, she foundo'W at is it?' says 1; 'for, if it's my power, Mary by the window, looking almost as composedGodsees, ''m re an' willin' todoit.' Well,' as usual. The locket had disappeared, and thoughsays she, tere's a lether bore under My pillow, Eleanor noted the circunstance, she was far tocseal'd au' ail, un' when I'm gode, you must go delicate to make any allusion to it.withit wbere it's 'ddressed t; it won do ta "What an interruption to My narrative, Eles'saend itby post, for ve a particular reason,' nor!' observed Mary, as Eleanor resumed bersays sho. Weil, myse f found it hard to under- seat near her,-" when I commenced to relate atake t do it, for she thuld me I'd bave ta go as history in which Margaret Morton bore so pro-good as f bfty miles, and s ha nobdy to lave with minent a part, little dreamed I that death hadthe cwildbre; but sbe said she couldn't rst in the already cancelled ber errors. Though I proposeother world uniess I'd promise, and at last, continuing my recital, I will, with your leaVe,betoug t of a cousin aline, hat was thn out make it as brief as possible,-I love not to en'of Place, (one Biddy Callagan), an' tha sed large on the faults and failing of those on whoIwstay with tbe childhre, and so I cansented. Welil the tomb bas closed-nay, though to ber who ianow,' says fe, yas you're s good, an' as 1 bave now no more, I may ascribe almost ail the 0rno means Of Payin' you for your trouble, jist row I bave lever known; yet I could now alniOS&take this, and when you go to Miss Newburk, har e er knowne, and no lgi, ititfe w adadtl e ok , orget the wrong she did me, and remember onW7that, not for my sake, but for that of them th how much add nce n ovednher. "p oo Miargaret"

Sgive il inta ber own bands, and tel! ber to, keep baw niucb I once loved ber. Poor Margaretl
It once belonged to, and I think,' says she, ' Mrs. tre! a did, indeed, lave you as a sisteri Afte
Kenrick that se'I give you wa bear your some minutes given to reflection, she again spoke.expenses.' Wel], these were nearly te last It would seem to me, Eleanor! that those tWOwords she spoke, for she died about an hour letters which you have read, throw sufficient lightafier. i wanted ta bring ber eiter a priest or upon the years of my intimacy with Marg*1W1e minister, but, ohone! sbe wouldn't bave Morton?" Eleanor bowed assent. "I saliBieither; sbe said ber sin were tO great ta be then take up the thread of my narrative at thepardoned,-an' s be died! Oh! maam, dear! time when Margaret's departure (then so nfl7Secb a deatb! May the Lord, in bis mercy save terious) led me to accuse my brother of havingevery Christian fro dyin' as h. did!" treated ber unkindly-having been the confidan#And as the wortsy wonian thus spoke, ber of ber passion for him-a passion which I veriltearful eyes attested tbe sincerity of ber sorrow. believed reciprocal-blinded, moreover, by theEleanor looked at Mary; she was Pal e and unhappy girl's art, to the fact of ber coquettil;teough sie evidently sought ta dixpgise ber with Campbell, I could only suppose that Arthurfemogs, stili did every fature express the deep had formed sonie new attachment, and that heemotions of ber soul. well knowing how auxious we all were for hisKnDO li me ses what sae gave you, gose Mrs. marriage with Margaret, and fearing my fathe'SKeruik," ghe at lenghsali. After mucb searcb displessure, ba! thrown himself on ber generositl'ing tbrough various mal parcels and diminutive which had induced ber to withdraw herself frTo>tn boxes, the precious deposit was at last produ- our inquiries. Under the influence of My nerced, and bandet tt Mary. Wcat was there in that ly-awakehed indignation, I taxed Arthurplain gold lockt that couc! change the hue of the fact, and hesitated not to charge himi


