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“ESSfhSrt teVMny one could like Sarah, except, 
of course, her •young man?”
^“Yea. toankyou; it was very kind of you to send theml" 
"V' “Bring them,” corrected he. “What did you do with 
them!”

“I don't know nothing about it, miss; it’s Mr. Raynor’s 
orders,” said she, with another irrepressible snigger at my be­
wildered face.

I was turning to the door to wander forth when Sarah 
came in, her dart frowning face offering a strong contrast to 
that of the laughing Jane.

“Sarah, can you tell me what this means!" said I.
“Mr. Rayner has ordered the room in the turret to he pre­

pared for you,” said she shortly. Perhaps you will be kind 
enough to manage down here till after tea, as it's his orders 
that you shouldn’t be shown up tiU the room is quite ready."

I answered that I could manage very well, and they left the 
room. I said nothing at tea about my adventure, reflecting that 
perhaps some surprise for me was intended, which would be 
sprung upon me at a fitting time. And so it proved. While I 
was quietly writing in the schoolroom, after tea. Mr. and Mrs. 
Rayner and Haidee, who had not yet gone to bed, came in and 
conducted me in a formal procession up-stairs, ,np the narrow 
winding turret-staircase that I had so often wanted to explore, 
and opening the door of the one room the turrecbontainod, Mr. 
Rayner, in a short but elaborate speech, begged to install me 
without further ceremony as the “imprisoned princess of the 
enchanted tower.”

I gave a cry of delight. It was an octagonal room, the four 
sides which overlooked the marsh containing each a window, 
while in one of the other sides was a small fireplace with a bright 
fire burning. The carpet was new, the wall-paper was new ; 
there where two easy-chairs, one on each side of the fire, a 

ting-table, and a Japanese screen, besides the furniture of 
my oldroom. It looked so bright and so pretty that my eyes 
danced with pleasure at the sight, and I could not speak while 
Mr. Rayner explained that I now should be high and dry out 
of the damp, and he expected me to become red-faced and 
healthy-looking immediately, and that I was to have a fire 
whenever I lined now, and one every day when it began to
8,0 “I don’t" know what to say. I don’t know how to thank 
you," said I, almost pained by the extent of the kindness 
showered upon me.

I tried to include Mrs. Rayner In my thanks; but she hung 
back almost ungraciously, and seemed to have been drawn 
into this demonstration against her will. She was the last of 
my three visitors to leave the room, and in the moment that 
we were alone together, before she followed her husband and 
child down-stairs, she said : „

“Are you not afraid of sleeping so far from every one! Or
d° r“NoJ?don’t*prefer it But there is nothing to be afraid of, 
ia there?”

She glanced toward the door, and, saying hurriedly, “Oh, 
no, of course not!” she left the room.

Afraid 1 No, of course I was not afraid ; I never had 
minded sleeping away from everybody else; and if burglars 
were to break into the Alders, they certainly would not expect 
to find anything worth stealing in the turret I wished Mrs. 
Rayner had not put the idea into my head, though. I was not 
so strong-minded as to be proof against fear even at second­
hand, and ever since the sensation caused by that great 
jewelry robbery in Derbyshire I had been very careful to hide 
away my watch, my one bracelet and my two brooches under 
my pillow at night. I was gazing into the fire when I heard 
Sarah coming up the stairs. She brought me up some coals to 
replenish my fire, which was getting low; and, when I thanked 
her for her trouble, I said—

“I wonder this nice room has been neglected so long. Has
no °“® usedtouee it for a study,” said she shortly.

“It isa long way from anybody else s room, Sarah, isn’t it! 
“Mine is the nearest and I have ears like needles; so you 

needn’t be frightened,” said she, in atone which really sounded
m°1“Itwiîfbe1rather lonely on a stormy night; the wind will 
howl so up here.” I said, my spirits beginning to sink under
her“Otnyou^aWt want for company, I dare say!" she said, 
with a harsh grating laugh. . „ .

“Why. all the company I am likely to get up here is 
burglars,” I answered lugubriously, with my chin between my 
h&nas.The start shegave startled mein my turn.

“Burglars! What burglar,! What are you talking abouti 
I looked up amazed at the effect of my words on Sarah, 

whom, of all people in the world, I should
8tro°^™y°f have more courage than you!” I said, laughing 
lightly. *Tm not afraid of them. If they came, they would 
soon go down again when they found there was netting to 
take. Would you be afraid to sleep up here alone, Sarah!

But she hardly took the trouble to answer me except by a

bntTh'Bwitdfrwï.’snodiiy. and there were two étrangère in 
church who attracted the attention of all the congregation 
They Were two fair-oomplexloned, light-haired girls who sat in 

Rendes’pew, and who had evidently spared no expense on 
rather tasteless and unbecoming toilets. ”
glrls^ith\^”0pretty<huir In Mr *Rekde”pewfand*ratd?h?it”e 
had heard that the one with the blue eyes was the future Mrs. 
Laurence Reade, and that it would be an excellent match for
b0t“I°nottioed that he paid her a great deal of attention at 
church, and afterward they paired off together quite natu-

üwiîih&"oftbeUedoriïg girief^I"height Moiemptiooel,. 
and shook out of his hat the leaves and grasses with which 
his companions had fill it ; as for them, they were too much 
oocuplea with him to see anything outside the park.

Haidee and I had to go to the village shop with a list of 
articles which I felt sure we should not get there. I had

much surprise. When he had asked after Mr. and Mrs Rayner,
smim”—hmeSm’hmkedroun^the shop, 

and hiseyes rested on a pile of dusty toys-“for some marbles.
lthntVghtyi^

'TT^Kls^o^f you wereany^tter. I thought

^^-^s'a^dayrTnd^tho^gTtof^hœe girls. .
better in my life, thank you. And I am quite well. Mr. and 
Mrs Rayner have put me into the turret to keep me out of the 
damp. It was very, very kind of him to think about it It is
the“Bestreomin“he ho^eT' Then Mr. Raynor doesn’t sleep 
in thfhouse at au“ said he. in a low voice, but with muefi 
decision.

“From glory unto glory !” Be this our joyous song,
As on toe King's own highway we bravely mardi along !I remembered the fair-haired girl and my resolve to be 

discreet. _ , .
“I put them in water, and when they were dead 1 threw 

them away.”
“Y^ of‘course” on a doesn’t keep dead flowers?’ said I 

calmly, but it hurt me to say it, for these words seemed to hurt
MmHe saidnomorejjdt took Us parcel and left the shop, salut­
ing me very coldly. I had token up my parcel, and was going 
out too, when Haidee’8 soft voice broke in. _ ...

“You’ve got Mr. Reade’s marbles, and he has gone off with 
mamma’s wool and the curtain-hooks. Miss Christie!

I had not noticed this.
“How stupid of him!” I exclaimed.
He had marched off so fast that I had to ron down toe 

lane after him before he heard me call Mr. Reade! We 
laughed a little at the embarrassment he would have felt If 
he had produced a ball of wool and curtain-hooks as the 
result of his morning’s shopping, and I if I had gravely 
presented Mrs. Rayner with a bag of marbles. And then, 
remorseful and blushing, I said hurriedly—

“I did keep one of toe roses, Mr. Reade —toe one with 
toe note on it f and then Haidee and I went home to dinner. 
I had met Mr. Reade quite by accident, and I had done noth­
ing wrong, nothing but what civility demanded, in exchanging 
atew words with him; but I was glad Haidee was not one of 
those foolish prattling little girls who insist upon chattering 
at meal-times about all the small events of the morning s 
walk.

w Year.
Our own beloved Master “hath many things to say ; ”
To whispers of His Spirit, while resting at His feet, 
To glowing revelation, to insight clear and sweet.
“From glory untojpory^Our faitiyhath seen the King.
BtR Hehath more^ttfshow 1nsT' O thought of un tola bites ! 1 
And we press on excitingly in certain hope to this:—
To marvelous outpourings of Hto “treasures new and old, 

argess of tie bounty, paid in the King a own gold;
To glorious expansion of His mysteries of grace.
To radiant unveilings of toe brightness of His torn.

u
To 1

w'Sïbm'eï:
We marvel at the record of toe blessings of toe year! .
But sweeter than the Christmas bells rings out HU promise 

clear—
That “greater things,” far greater, our longing, eyes shall.seel 
We can but wait and wonder what “greater things shall bet 
But glorious fulfillments rejoicingly we claim, '
While pleading in the power of the All-prevailing Name
“From glory unto glory !" Without a shade of care.
Because toe Lord who loves us will every burden Bear : 
Because we trust Him fully, and knows that He will guide. 
And know thatHe will keep us at Hto beloved side. .

wri

CHAPTER IX.
It often seems to me that, when I have been nuzzling my­

self fruitlessly for a long time over any matter, I find out quite 
simply by accident what I want to know. Thus, only the day 
after my talk with Mr. Reade in the shop, I was nursing 
Haidee^ who^did not feel inclined to play after lesson-time,

“Do you ever have horrid dreams, Miss Christie, that 
frighten you, and then come true?” . . ? .

“No, darling ; dreams are only fancies, you know, and 
never come true, except just by accident." _____, . .

“But mine da I’ll tell you about one I had two nights 
ago, if you’ll bend your head and let me whisper. I muen t 
teu mamma, because she always stops me and says I muan t 
speak of what I see; but I can say It to you; you won t tell,
wU“&o?‘darling, I won't tell," said I, thinking it kindest to let 

&k out about her fancies.
ow that day when we took you up to your new

iik.

from heart to heart in true and tender beat.Shall swiftly p 
And closer yet, and closer, the golden bonds shall, be
ASdnÆTèÆ0ww-T.^itoV«^iugÆ iiow,
As more and more are taught of God thw mighty love to 

know.
Oh let our adoration for all that He hath done 
Peal out beyond too stars of God whUe voloe 
And let our next year’s service be real. dsep. and truth 
Oh, even now our hearts shall bow, and joyful vows’h

we give ourselves to Tfceai 
to be! ^

sad Did ire ons l 
new!—the S::m

“You kn
room in toe turret!"'•Van (foop ” H*\id T.

■ “Hush! Whisper,” cooed she. “Well, that n

dream again; but I knocked my head against the rail <rf mi- 
bed, ana then I knew I mustbe awake. And I got out ofbed,

generally te—I ootid see papas hand holding the OMdloand 
he was talking taiher in such a low voice; but she was cryingïS pu™S^Ca4^?fe^d

mamma said,‘Don’t—don’tiNot thatf and then she only moaned, 
and then she was quite still, and I heard1 him go out of toe 
room. And presently I called, ‘Mamma, mammal but she 
didn’t answer; and l was so frightened, I thought she was 
dead. But then I heard her sigh like she always does in her 
sleep, and I got into bed again. ’

still, and she held her tiny lipa doeer to myear-‘shestid I
^^^«•SfôSrtetiJd^Yon Son™‘m?nd,*°io

y°a“^^rUngf?don^r Of course you must not tell if you
Pr°Buî^?woùîd have given toe world to know what toe child

again in me all toe old 
feeling ofa shadow of some kind hanging over the house On tin 
mareb which had long since worn aw.yin the qnletrontineof 
my daily life there. The looking of the mother’s door against 
her own child, her wild talk and crying, toe “something on the 
face” that her husband had had to administer 
the discovery that he himself did not sleep in the same room, 
all united to call up In my mind toe remembrance of that long 
talk I had had with Mr. Rayner In the schoolroomsoon after 
myarrival, the story he had told me of hcr boy s death, and 
thechange It had made In her, and his allusion to those 
outbreaks which, sometimes cause me the gravest — the very
Braîïadunderetood then that he feared for hto wife’s reason, 

never having witnessed any great change to her cold, 
listless manner myself, all fear of Tier possible insanity ham 
faded from my mind. But now Haidee s story caused me to

sjscüf x&’sss &by gentle remonstrance, and at last had to subdue by seda-
tiV6And then a suggestion occurred to me which would at least 
explain Sarah’s important position in toe household. Was she 
perhaps in truth a responsible guardian of Mrs. Rayner 
such as, if the latter’s reason were really feeble, it would 
be necessary for hor toh&vo in her husband s absences*

The immediate result of the child’s confidences to mewas a 
great increase of my love for and interest in herself, we De- 
rame almost inseparable in and out of school-hours; I encour- 

her to talk ; acd she soon fell Into the habit of telling ma 
whether I was listening or not, those long rambling stories 
which have no beginning, no sequence, and no end, which 

the solace of children who have no companions of their
0W*An(l sometimes she would say, “Let us sing. Miss Christie;" 
and I would sing some ballad, while she would coo an Irregu­
lar but not inharmonious accompaniment! And we were 
occupied In this fashion, sitting by the open window one after­

noon" pn*Thlvffi^n&2 ^concert for ever

601B1utofIcouro!PwetrauMn1otgo on In the face of such a critic­
al auditor; so Mr. Rayner told me more seriously that I had a 
very pretty voice, and asked why I did not take pity on their 
dullness and come into the drawing-room after tea sometimes
and’ Andlyon1 have never tried secular music with the violin. 
Miss Christie. I believe you’re afraid. Sacred music is slow, 
and you can’t read fast; is that it?”

[to be continued.]
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Now onward, ever onward, from “strength to strength” we go. 
While “grace for grace" abundantlya Ball from Hte fullness
To glory’s full fruition, from glory’s/ore* oste here.
Until Hto Very Presence crown our happiest New KraW ^

own!" m

-
U Life Is Real.

From the cradle to the grave life is one long 
constant reality. It cannot be trifled with as a 
child plays with a toy, and throws aside when it no 
longer affords its possessor pleasure. It cannot be 
treated as a Joke, or accepted as a mere fact. It 
bears upon its face the stamp of greatness and the 
seal of divinity. Chances and changes may affect 
its material growth and lessen its opportunities, 
but neither can destroy its reality, if it; is ' 
even ever so little, it means just that meet 
loss to its possessor. As it hurries along it*j| 
course there are no opportunities given for 
ing to gather up the lost momenta, no ti 
retracing a single step, no hope of regain! 
chances which were once offered but now He buried 
in the past.

If life is then so stem a reality, should it not be 
spent in making every minute count for good. In 
taking advantage of every opportunity offered for 
its improvement, and in making some other life 
happier and better, so that at its close the beaten 
track it has pursued may not be strewn with the 
graves of lost possibilities, but marked all «long Its 
course by the mile-stones of good deeds, kind words, 
loving thoughts and bright nope.-r- Pariah Messen­
ger.
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When I Have Time.
When I have time, so many things 111 do 

To make life happier and more fair 
For those whose lives are crowded now with oars ;

I’ll help to lift them from their, low despair—
When I have time!

When I have time, kind words and loving smiles 
I’ll give to those whose pathway runs through tears, 

Who see no joy in all the coming years ;
In many ways their weary lives I’ll cheer—

When I have time.
When I have time, the friend I love so well 

Shall know no more those weary, tolling days ;
I’ll lead her feet in pleasant paths alw’sys.

And cheer her heart’with words of sweetest praise. 
When I have time.

.

so

“I was never

When yon have time ! The friend you hold so dear " 
May be beyond the reach of all your sweet intent ; 

May never know that you so kindly meant 
To fill her life with sweet content—

When you had time.
Now Is the time ! Ah, friend no long 

To scatter loving smiles and words 
To those around whose lives are now so dear—

They may not need you In the coming year—
Now is the time.

are

was^rap^na’ntid story^boo^thatntoe*had^)îmd!y ^ ^

“And you'have'nogreat trouble ?”
“Sarah?1 Thatto*one of the servants, isn’t it? And she is a 

trouble to you* ( h 8he doesn’t like me.
ever I used to give he? letters to post I never got any answers
to them."

gg
er wait 
of cheer
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day that did not bring its 
opportunity for doing good that never could have 

. been done before, and never can be again. It must 
I be improved then or never.

There never was a

And when-
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