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as if they might be swiinging their bells with a
joyou. good norning. It was to give Marjorie
happy morning thoughts, and make lier what
lier mother often lovingly called her, "a morn-
ing glory," that these pink and white blossoms
ran riot over lier bedroom walls.

The little brass bedstead, with its canopy and
curtains of blue ; the pretty little dressing
table, just like a grown person's, only of Lilli-
putian size, as befitted such a little maiden; the
most comfortable of little rocking chairs; a real
sleepy hollov chair, into which Marjorie liked
to sink when she did her Sunday studying and
thinking, for this little maiden was very fond
of thinking over things ; the pictures on the
wall ; the dainty littie girlish belongings every-
where, which told of loving friends, and their
desire to make Marjorie happy: ail the'Ie things
went to make up a very charming little nest.

And yet I do not wonder that dear little Mar-
jorie was sobbing as if her heart vould break.
Best of everybody in the world, Marjorie loved
lier mother, and during the long months that
her mother had been an invalid, Marjorie had
made the most loving and faithful of little
nurses. It had been easy work to be a com-
panion to her mother, when that meant having
the most delightful of times, with lessons made
so easy that they were simply fun, and the
most delightful relaxations in the way of flower
shows, concerts, and other nice tires in recrea-
tion bours. But if Marjorie had not loved ber
mother so very dearly that she was always
quite happy in being near her, shte would not
have found the long hours in a darkened room
anything but very tedious. As it was, when
her mother had one of the very severe head-
aches that made absolute quiet the first thing
to be thought about, Marjorie would steal into
the rooni, and sit on ber little ottoman beside
her mother's couch, patiently stroking her
mother's head, and far happier there than she
could have been if she had been running about
in the sunshine and playing. The little hands
had rendered many a willing service that no
one else could have rendered quite so accept-
ably, and even the long days in a sick room
were happy days, both to mother and to
daughter, for they were together. And being
together meant more to this mother and daugh-
ter than it does to some others, who do not
love each other so much, or who, loving, do
not know how to show their love.

Did youl ever think what a difference it makes
whether you show any one that you love them,
or whether you let them take it for granted ?
It is just as if you had a treasure bouse of the
most beautiful gems, and could make ail the
presents you liked to those you loved, and
instead of unlocking your treasure house, you
should bide them aIl away, and perhaps give
your friends pebbles and bits of iron or gravel

instead. The most precious gifts that you can
offer to those whom you love are loving words
and deeds, and yet so many forget wlat
treasures they might have to give away, and
while they really love their mothers and other
friends, forget to say thq loving words, or to
give the sweet caresses that might be worth so
much.

And now we will go back to little Marjorie,
and I will tell you why her tears are flowing so
fast, and why none of the charms of her pretty
nest can make ber happy. The doctor had
said that ber mother must take a sea voyage,
in the hope that it might give her back her
health and strength, and Marjorie could not go
with lier. She had never been separated from
her mother before in aIl her life, more than two
or three hours at the very most, and it seemcd
as if her heart would break at the very thought
of long weeks n which she could not once see
nor speak to the dear mother. The doctor
knew that Marjorie was a wornanlylittle maiden,
and he told lier that a great deal depended
upon her. If she would be brave about the
separation, and not fret nor complain, ber
mother would be more willing to go away, and
try the voyage which might do ber so much
good, and then they ail hoped that she would
come back strong and well once more; but if
she should be anxious about ber little daughter
ail the time, the change would be of but little
benefit to ber.

So Marjorie had shown her true love by
keeping back ber tears, and instead of talking
about ber own sorrow at being separated from
her mother, had done ber childish best to help
ber mother to go away feeling contented about
ber little girl, and hopeful of a return with
restored health.

And at last the parting had come. Oh, I am
sure you will not wonder now, that the tears
came like a summer shower, as Marjorie thought
of the weeks that should pass before she should
look upon the dear face again.

But after this one outburst of grief Marjorie
was very patient and brave. She wrote a little
on the long letter she sent to ber mother once
a week, and told ber everything pleasant that
had happened, and you may be sure that the
mother heart read between the lines the bravery
and self-denial ,of the loving child who never
once wrote, "I want you so. Come back to
me mamma."

Instead of grievingall day, Marjorie planned
certain things as pleasant surprises to her
mother, and she was almost happy in working
at them. There was a cover for the little table
in her mother's room, that she worked at every
day for an hour ; she practised a piece of music
that she knew ber mother loved. so that when
she returned ,Marjorie might be able to play it
for lier without one mistake. She studied her


