
A LiTrLE MAM OF ACADIE.

the silver éândélabrum on the stand at her elbow,
she was glancling up at her N Ultor, out of a pinched
white face ; aU the more white and waxen for the
Startling contrast with the blaý,k silk kerchief tied
three-corner-wise over her silvery hair." It gave
her the look of a religieuse a look fiatly contra-

dicted by the, quick* vivacious eyes-

Coal coal black, and tbey're Uke a hawk,
And they winna let a body be

said Kendal to himself, while she was welcoming
him in Prench much older than'herself

-','Dr. Kendal, is lit not I am charmed to
see you ; though perhaps you may think my send-
ing for you a mere trap to catch a visitor ? The
trath is, m'y. good Wargu-eritehere

A smille of friendly understanding passed be-
tween mistress and maid, as the lattex softly wita-
drew from the roome

My good Marguerite will have it that I am
not quite strong this summer ; and so, as I am

entirely de-Pendent on.. her for companionship, 1
find it wisest not llto dispute on the point of sý
needle, and larg a little ill according1ý.»

Kendall looked at her in some doubt as to holwi
much of the cheerful tope was real, how rauà

d. To him, the firsflight touch lbIl deataSsulne 
1was so apparent in the delicate, pinchýd féature,;


