. more beo.utlful for her' ! - She loves pretty

damty thmgs.

hurts me so that I can:not ma.ke the.e w'eeks ;
,‘j,-warmth that filled: the Toom.’ %
I lmow she longs - for thém,

though she never says. a word, JIfd eonld

only ‘brighten up. the worn old rooms & bit!

~1£.1" could only put a plcture she liked on'-j-

- the old ba.re ‘wall,- where- she could Jie.and
I don’t mean to
‘ compla.in, ‘for'I am so thankful T cau get her
. the food she neéds; but sometimes I feel as
though 1 could £0. a.nd beg for eome of the

:-look a.t it When I am. gone'

up the ohlmney, leaving» behmd a ‘glow a.nd

“The rough ﬁoor Was . 560N | hxdden "by the
bright rugs, “the; ‘freshi whlte curtadns were

i hung beforo t\he bleak swindows;, ‘the little:"

shelf: was falstened up-and: the vases plaoed
theroon, ﬁhe vy, Susie’s:. one delight, was

: carefully twmed about the beauhful engra.v-

lovely things 1 see through the windows of .

" the house on my way lome. froin the :Cactory, '

and sometimee I almo"t believe: I - could
steal! . :There she lies, week after week, day

. after day,. Iookmg at those bare white walls,

‘my precloms mother .. Oh, Mls= Sanford
wcm’t »her ma.nsxon up yonder seem glonous
Y her"” 4 DS

— T ere: was e. hnsh in. that a.ttzc room while -
A little bird on the’ st - without- twittered .

softly to’ ms mate, hhen Mrs. Dtmba.r went
swxf.tly a,cross the. noom, and, to. Hisie's utter
ama.zement, ook Marion’s face in both her
_ hands and kissed the tremulous mouth.
~“You' blessed ht.tle messenger'
" cantrust you. I understapd.
- you want, take chﬂd ! i
Then the eolor came flying back mto the
girl's cheeks, -and" hefr gray., eyas sparkled
‘Oh, Mrs Dunba.r -2y Ifcruly"’
‘Indeed you may, my deax And perhaps
the old thinga mll leave a. b;t of.' blessing in
their. trail’ ,

) Manons quick' ear canght ihe note of-‘~

" Ionging - in the light. oonea, a.nd she looked
-~ up into’ {he face above her. :

‘Our Saviour said it was: more blessed to

give than to receive.) . -
Mrs. Duntar laughed a 1ittle ncrvously

’Well Tm going to try the experiment once,

‘at any ra.te Now, my.dear, what. will you’
‘Make your:

.~ choose out of all this medley?
‘ selection, and T wnl send John down -there
"in the morning.’ - '
Then Elsie found her voice before Marion
could reply. ‘Oh, wouldn't it bo fun to fix
the rooms up and surprise that poor girl?
- Tsn't there some way we could.do it? ‘Wel’
 Marion’s heart gave a great-leap. Was it
possxble that Elsie was interested, Elsie,
gay, careless, selfish Eilsie, for whom she
had been praying so earnestiy? No wonder
she gnswered joyously : ‘Yes, we can, for
to-morrow - Susie will not be home till night

she can earn a dollar by some extra Wurk at

noon, and I promised to.go over and get Mrs.
Douglas’s dinner. 'We can have the room all
ready by the time she comes home. Oh, it
is just beautlful" And Ma.non’s face shone
with such a radiance that even Mrs. Dunba.r
felt the glow, and Elsie Ieﬁt unsaid the sa.ucy
little speech that tmgled on' her tong'ue.
Then the choosing began, and. soon there
was a funny pile in the middle of the floor—

Elsie’s “cumfible” chair, a low rocker, a httle :
swinging shelf, two pretty lamps. three rugs,}
some curtains which Mrs. Dunbar promised.

should be sent crisp and fresh, a round ta.ble
some old-fashioned vases, two. or three fine
old engravings, a little foot-stool, and a pair
of old andirons and a - quaint . fire-screen,

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 through her, as if the

old things on that attic figor had a mysteri-

ous power ahout them.
knew they had.
Deftly .and quickly the two girls went

Long atterwtud sho

Your King'
: Whatever ’

ings, h1dmg the wom frames; the bxg, easy-
cha,ir was dra.wn up. hefore the ﬁre, and a

lsof:t warm sleepmg-wra.p thrown ;over it'
‘oppo»zte, the low rocker,: ‘with its. pretty new

cushions, which Elsie had -sat up’ half. uhe

'night to.fashion, and oveér. the. fire-place, in

:done, and they ‘were.“going, .

the space just. ﬂtted for it; looked- down the
exquisite face of the pieture. ~ - *°
‘Now, at’ eventlde, ‘their work was nea.rly
Out in flze
kitchen was waxtmg a temphng little: supper
which they had merrily. prepared with many

'excunsxons to ‘and -from the cheerless ' little. "

bed-room, for they did dot know everything,
these willing- worlcers Very’ carefully ‘and -
tenderly ‘they bad borne the frail form- from "

. the.inner room Jinto-the bnght home-like

one W1thout and now she lay pack: in quxet
content, looklng up a.t the tender face absve

" her.

It surely was more blessed to nge than to
receive, thought Mrs. Dunbe.r, as, Wrapped in

“her warm furs, she stood unnotlced on the

" the hallwey caught her breath with a-quick

,'tratlons of thjs young girl

threshold of that wondefrful room looking at”

: the radiant fa.cos of the two girls and hsten-

ing to Marm ] low, sweet ‘ L
‘And I ghall see Hlm fwce to face !

Whad: was there a.bout thia girl 80 stvange- .

ly fair and' sweet? " .She, 4 stranger among
{hem, just visiting for a:few short momths; -
and see what ghe- ‘had done Mrs “Dunbar;;;
had hea.rd -even to-day, of other little mims«,
a:nd she ‘could;
not’ understa,nsd Was it po..sxble that ahls

‘ehild was: wiser than she?

Then there came to her a long forgotten
story of a- little maid among the Syria.ns, and

.she sxmled as she ra.med her hand to give

warning of her presence s then her ‘hand’

'dnopped silently by her side, and she listen~
" od, for it was the low voice of the woman
» that she heard. -

‘Yes I. shall soon see him
face to face, the’ ng in hig beauty; and I
am glad to" have such a sweet story to tell
him. How hea,uti.tul the - days will be, here
in this cosy rcom, where I shall wait for~
his coming! - God bless the willing hands
and feet that have done .so much to-day.
And now, dear onés, shall ‘we ask him to
Bless her who has made all this poss1ble"’
There was-a moment’s silence, as the girl-
ish’ heads were bowed, while the woman in-

sob; it had been many yea.rs since :my one

“had prayed for her.

~‘Dgar Father, thou dids't W1h1sper a heau-

tiful thought to_these thy childrem, and the

about that transformation scene,  Marion in' -

her winsome way, secking first the permis- -
~sion of the gentle | invalid to malke . the'

] cha.nges in her rooms,

‘Out wcnt the smoky . llttle stovo and

Marion s nimble fingers opene:l the old fire-

.. .place, and set up her andirons triumphantly;:
. and goon the crackling, cheery blaze rushed

K

~Joy of.' it is filling our hearts.  -Keep theso,

thy httle ones, ever. pure and fair in: thy

- sight, until they reach the promised land,

And that ‘other, her whom thou hast trusted
with thy riches, wilt thou not tell her to-

_night  that, inasmuch as she has done it to'

one of the least of these her brethren, she
has dome it unto thee? =~ May thy blessing.
abide with her; and if she knows not the:
way of life everlasting, turn her wandering
feet into the path that leads to-thee. Thjs
we asl: in Jesus’ name. Amen!’ -
. They never knew she heard ; -and they
wondered a little as they. went. out a.t the .
faint perfume of violets. e

The days are passing’ on, "the little mald

‘has’'gone back to her.distant home; but that™:

" thought, God’s ’mes.-,a.ge ‘has blossomed Into+
'ra,dianvt beanty, ... -

* In that attic. room the treasures are grow- .

. Lng fewer; there have heen other oomforters

'sent out from ..mong them, other modest

: make the rough pat:hw'a.y smoot.her,
. shield hef t‘rom the da.ngers ﬂhat lurk along

-scholar.

homes ha.ve been gladdened at the!r coming.
There will never be s useless pile-up therd’
a.gam, for ‘the: misireeo is Iea.mlng Ma.rion‘s

wcret. Da.y afer: da.y her carriage stands
hefore ’cho -0ld-house .down by nhe river fot: .
‘down there is ‘the, peace wibich passeth nn- 4

dersta.nding" "'a:md this weary, world-
.woman longs for it L

. Susie has’ found ‘n her,a. ﬁ'iend that w:il!
a:nd

" I've found him; too, in:the old housé on: the

river ba.n.k in that:room.~ Oh Ma;non, sup-
oose you hadn’t" S
But she thd.

ey

Troublesome Charlle. :
‘ (‘Amerxcan Messenger ') )
It was Monday: azternoon, and on‘his way

- home from busifiess Roland Parker met a

“friend=~-a teacher in the samse: Sunday—sehool.
"“Have you heard about poor Maitland? ‘was
' hig friend’s inquiry.
ter?” said -Roland.  ‘In mischief again?
‘No; not this time,’ returned his ‘companion,
sadly.. .. ‘Fle will never trouble you.or any-
“one else with his tiresome tricks. any more.

-The poor boy has- met with an accident, -and
- ig fearfully injured;” mdeed I doubt very
' 'much #{-heis still alive.” -

Rola.nd’s hcart smote’ hnn painfully at the :
sad news, and his’ fnend went on: ‘The hoy, .

he said,”‘was leading some horses on Satum—
da.y afbernoon and’the animals’ we”e s.artl~
d'o.; something, a.nd bolted Charlxe ‘held :

on’ and :tried to’ etop -them; " for he" 15 a'bold,

Solte’ 1ad; - but" they broke* away! ‘threw
him down and: kicked ~him terrxhly about
the body: and legs. He reoovered ‘conscidus-
ness, however; when he was taken: ‘bome, and
last. night he was still -living, though the
doetor held oat no hope whatever. The'ac-'
cident did not hapnen here, so that is the
reason, I suppo.,e th'a.t no one knew of it

' ye%erday

Roland was so shocked at the news
that at first he ooald hardly spgak.

con.sc1ence—sm1tten too; for although he had

always done the best he could wilh the boY,

and had taught him’'most caréfully the way
of salvation through Jesus Christ, he had no
bope that his words had been heeded, and
he knew that, at’ the bottom of hls'hea.rt, he

'wou.ld have rejoiced {o ‘be nd of so trouble-

SOmMO a. charge. Now, wha.tever chances he

bad bad were gone for ever, and Charlie -

Muaitland, the most unfit boy in-the class to

to be called to go, if, indeed, he was not
already standing before his defre

‘Poor fellow" he said. ‘I am mdeed (11::‘
tressed to hear the dreadful news. God 'grant

“his life may yet be' spa.led for I have 1o
hope that the boy'is a Ghnstia,n, or that he »

can be ready to obey so sudden a simmons
into etermty 1 mmst confess he has almost
wearied out my patlence, and that I have
not been, I fear, so’ forbearmg ‘as I ought'

]

‘No, what is the mat-

He felt/ ;

it.’ - .
But Flsie, merry,’ mn—loving, ca.reless
Dlsxe 1 Last week she wrote: ‘Dear. Marion,

5

Wishing his friend good~bye Roland. Bar- .

ker hurried: off at once to the house of his
Charli¢ was still alive, his 'mother
said, her voice broken by Ditter weeping,
- but the doctor had been in a.«ain and said:

.that there was no hope. ‘He might live a
“few days, but he could never TECOVET,

lHe

can speak a little now,". ‘added the’ poor wo~-
men, ‘and he lmows everyone
king for you, sn' .
Roland \vab rather surpmsed that there
had been.any. such. lnqu,u'y,i it gewe ~him
mare hope tha.t perhops somﬂ woz 4 ol hls

He has been .

“* be surhioned into the presence of God, was




