
hurts me so that I cannot mace these weeks
more beautiful for her ! She loves pretty.
dainty things. I know si longs for them,
though she never says a word. If I could
only brighton up the worn old rooms a bit!
If I could only put a picture ele liked on
the old bare wall,. where -she coIld lie and
look at it ywhen I an gone! I don't mean to
complain, for I am so thankful 1 cau get her
the food she needs; but sometimes I feel as
though I could go and beg for some of the
lovely things I see through the windows of
the house on my way home from the factory,
and sometimes I almost believe I could
steal! There she lies, week after weak, day
after day, looking at those bare white walls,
my preci'ous mother. Oh, Miss Sanford,
won't lier mansion up yonder seam glorious
to her?"'

- IBre wa'sa husâ in that attie room while
a. littIe bird on the sill without twIttered
softly to its mate; then Mrs. Dunbar went
swiftly across the room, and, to Elsie's utter
amazement, took Marion's face In both her
bands and kissed the tremulous mouth..

'You blessed little messenger! -Your King
ean trust you. I understand. Whatever

you want, take; child.'
Then the color came flying back into the

girl's cheeks, and her gray eyes sparkled.
'Oh, Mrs. -Dunbar, rmay I-truly?'
'Indeed you may, my dear. And perhaps

the old things will leave a. bit of bleesing In
their tril.'

Marion's quick ear caught the note of
-longing in the glight tones, and she looked
up into the face above lier.

'Our Saviour said it was more blessed to
give than to recoive.'

Mrs. Duntar laughed a lktitle nervously.
Well, I'm going to try the experiment once,
at~any rate. Now, my dear, what ,wl. you

-choose out of aIl thils medley? Make your
selection, and I will send John down there
in tihe morning.'

Then Elsie found her voice before Marion
could reply. 'Oh, wouldn't it be fun to fix
the rooms up and surprise that poor girl?
Isn't there sone way we could do it?' 'We!'
Marion's heart gave a great leap. Was it
possible that Elsie was interested, Elsie,
gay, careless, selfish Elsie, for whom ishe
had been praying so earnestly? No wonder
she çnswered joyously : 'Yes, we eau, for
to-morrow Susie wil not be home till night;
she ca earn a dollar by some'extra work at
noon, and I.promised to go over and get Mrs.
Dauglas's dinner. We eau havE the room ail
roady by the time she comes home. Oh, It
la just beautiful!' And Marion's face shone
with such a radiance.that even Mm. Dunbar
felt the glow, and Elsie lefit uuasàid the saucy
little speech. thait tingled on her tongue.

Thon the choosing began, and soon there
was a funny pile in the middle of the fioor-
Elste's "cumfible" chair, a low rocker, a littie
swinging shelf, two pretty lamps, three rugs,
some curtains which Mrs. Dunbar promised
should be sent crisp and .fresh, a ro'und table,
same old-fashionSed vases, two or three fine
old engravings, a little foot-stool, and a pair
of old andirons and a quaint fire-acreen,
Marion's choice. A motley collection; but,
telling her husband the little tale that night,
and showing him the pile, Mrs. Dunbar felt
a strange thrill pass thTough her, as if the
old things on that attie figor had a mysteri-
ous power about them. Long àfterward she
knew they bad.

Deftly and quickly the two girls went
abot ha tansforation scene. Marion in,

her winsone way, seeking first the perimis-
sion of the gentle invalid to maice the
changes in lier rooms.
:Out went the smolky little stove, and

Marion's nimble fingers opened the old fire-
place, and set up her %nd.rOns triumphantly;
and soon. the crackling, cheery blaze rushcd

Troublesome Charlie.-
(Amnerican Messenger.'

tenderly tliey liad borne the frail form from It was Monday afternoon, and on his way

the inner room into the bright, home-like home from business Roland Parker met a

one without; and now she lay back in quiet friend-a teacher la the same Sunday-schooL

content, looking up at the tender face above 'Have you heard about poor Maitland?' was

her. his friend's inquiry.. 'No, what is the mat-

It suroly was more blessed to give thau to ter?' said Roland. 'In mischief again?'

reoeive, thought Mrs. Dunbar, as, wrapped lu 'No; not>this time,' returned his companion,

lier warm furs, she stood unnoticed ou the sadly. 'He will never trouble you .or any-

threshold of that wonderful room looking at one cese with his tiresome tricks -any more.

the radiant faccs of the two girls, and hlaten- The poor boy has met with an accident, and

ing to Marion's low, sweet is fearfully 4njured; indeed, I doubt véry

'And I shall sec Him face to face. muci If ls still alive.'
Rôland's heart smote him painfully at the

What was there about this girl so strange- sad news, and his friend wentou: 'The boy,'
ly fair and. sweet? She, a stranger among he sai, 'was leading seme lorses ou Satur-
them, just visiting for a few short months; day afternoon, and the animals were startl-
and see what she had done.. Mrs. Dunbar ed at something, sud bolted. Charlie ield
bad heard, even to-day, of other littleminis-. ou and triedi to stopther for ie ls a bold,
ttions o! thIs young girl; ad aie could , r l but'~tey broke away, th w

not understand. Was t possible that tha him down sud kicked him tèrribly about
child was wiser than he?' the body and legs. He recoveredc6scious-

Then there came tO her a long forgotten
story of a littImnaid among the Syrlans, and nicas, however, wien li was talcen heme, sud

she smiled as she ralied helr hand to give last ight be was sill living, q17ugh Uic

warning of her presence; then her hand doctor held eut no hope whatever. The ne-

dropped silently by her side, and she listen- cident did not hapnen here, so that is the

od, for it was the low volce of the woman reason, I supposae, 'that no one knew of it

that si heard. 'Ycs, I shall soon see fim yosterday.

face to face, the King lu his beauty; and I Roland was so shocked at the news

am glad to' have such a sweet story to tel tigat at first ie could hardly speak. He felt

him. How beaitifu the days will be, here conscience-smitten, too; for although le had

In this easy rcom, where I shall wait for always donc the best he could wih the boy,

bis coming! God bless the willing hands and had taught him'most carefully the way

and feat that have done . so much to-day. of salvation through Jesus Christ, ha had no

Aud now, dear ones, shall'we ask him to hope that his words had been heeded, and

blem her who bas made ail this possible?' he knew that, at the bottom of his heart, h

There-was. a moment's silence, as the girl- would'have rejoiced to be ri of so trouble-

lish heads werc bowed, while the woman lu somo a charge. Now, whatever chances ho

the hallw'ay caught her breath with a+quick bad had were gone- for ever, and Charlie

sob; It had been many years since any one Maitland, tie most .uniit boy in the clas to

had prayed for her. besurimoned into the presence of God, was

'Dear Father, thou dids't whisper a beau- to be called to go, if, indeed, he ivas not

tiful thought tothecse thy children, and the already standing before his Judge.

Ioy of it lei lllimgouir hearts. Keep thes, 'Poor fellow!' he sid. 1I am indeed dis'
thy 'ttle ones, ever pure and fair in: thy tressed to hear the dreadful news. God grant
sight, until they reach .the promised land, his life may yet be spared, for I * have no
And that other, lier whom thon hast trusted hope that the boyas a Christian, or that he
with thy riches, wilt thou not tell her to- ea be ready te obey se sudden a summons
night that, inasmuch as she has done It to into eternity. I must confess he has alm:ost
one of the cleast of these her brethren, she wearied out my patience, and that I have
has done It unto thee?. May thy blessing not been, I fear, so forbearing as I ought.'
abide with her; and if she knows not the Wising bis friend good-bye, RolandBar-
way of lite everlasting, turn her wandering ker hurried: off at onie to the louse of his
feet into the path that leads to thee. This
*e asic lu Jesus' naine. Amen!' se.holar. Charlic wes, still alive, lis >moiber

weyk inov Je nae Aen!d dty said, her voice broken by bitter weeping,
.They never knew she heard ;and . they bttedco a eni .anadsi

wondered a little as they went out at the but the dacir iad beau lu again and, said

faint parfume of violets. .. that there 'was no hope. He might iva a

The days are passing on; Uic little maid few lays, but ha could never rever 'H

has gone back to her distant home; but that can speak a little now,' added the poor wo-
thought, God's message, has blossomed into man, 'and he knows everyone. He has been

radiant beauty, asking for you, sir.',
In that atticroom the treasures are grow- Roland was rather surprised, that . there

ing: fewer; there have been other comforters had been 'any. such inquiry;, it gave him
sent out from .mong them; other ,modest more hope that perhaps. son e ord .of, his

up the cbinney, leaving behind a glow- and- hmés have been gladdened at their comfag,
warmnth th.at ûlloed the room. There wilfl never be a useless plle.p ther

The rough floor was soon hidden by the again,. for the mlstreess la learning Marion'a
bright rugs; the, .fresh: white curtains wer6., seret. Day after day her carriage standà.
hung before the bleak windows; the little before theold house down by tihe river, foi

shelf was fastened up and the vases placed down there is 'the peace which passeth tuia-
theroon; the, Ivy,. Susie's one . elight, weae thi Nweary,
carefully twined about the beautiful engrav- woman longs for
ings, hiding the worn frames; the big, easy- Susie as foundlier a* fnd that
chair was drawn up before the fire, and a Make the 1rougli thw'ay ainootai',
soft, warm sleeping-wrap thrown over it;,. ahleld hefrom the dangers tbat urk alon%
opposite, the low rocker, wibh Its pretty new IL'
cushlions, which Elsie had sat up lai! Uic But Elsie, mrrY, flf-lovlg, cathees
night to,fashion, and aver the fire-place, iu Elsie Last wk e wrote: iDnar Marln,
t.he space Just,'llttod,.for ýit; looked dow.the 'vefoundn hlm too, u the ady house o rnthe
exqu4ite face. eu the picture. river bank, Lu t athroom- Oh, Mrion tip

New,matag wrk hwas pearly yop hadn'ta'

shielde .e fromr th'dagrsOtsue ln

donc, Bd EwlersemgoIng. :l- a Butovcha did.KilNw waivngda thern work was nery, s o ant

kitchen was waiting a tempting little supper
whichther liad' merrily prepared, with many
exeursions to and from the cheerless little
bed-room; for they did not know everything,


