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CLIMBING UPON A CHAIR, wHERE SHE COULD HAVE THE LIGHT PALL UPON HER BOOK, SHE

FOUND HER CHAPTER AND BEGAN TO READ."

MARJORIE'S ADVENT PARABLE.

11Y MRS. GEOIRGE A. PAVLL.

YING upon her little bed, in one of the
- daintiest rooms that any little girl's

heart could wish for, Marjorie was sob-
bing until it seemed as if the rivers of
tears would surely wa h away her blue

eyes, while her curls were dripping and tumbled,
she had been weeping so long and so bitterly.

If you had glanced within the room, perhaps
you would have thought that Marjorie must be
a very discontented littie girl to find anything
to be so sorrowful about, when she had every-
thing apparently, that heart could wish, to
make her happy. It was such a dainty nest of
a room.

The walls are a dull blue, and, painted by
Marjorie's mother, beautiful trailing morning
glory vines run down from the frieze and look


