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filetions, she was amazed, and had te
rernud berseif that hie had only corne
to the Glen. For was it flot hie., belp-
lessness that had won hier se much
love, se that from. high Glen Urtarcb
down to the borders of Kllbogie, every
inan, woman, and child was her friend,
d1ropping in to see bier, bringing hier all
the news, and making bier se many lit-
tie presents that she was "fair
ashamed "? And shie reminded John
Carmicbael that if she, Marjorie, had
been an. able-bodied wornan, lie would
not have paid hier se mauy visits, nor
told lier se many Ilbonny stories."

" Mr. Carmichaci, Ill have rnuch to
answer for, for I've been greatly
blessed. I judge masel' the maist priv-
eeleged wornan, in Drumtochty." And
then Oarmichael, who had his own
troubles and dilscontentments, used to
go away a wiser and a better man.

Marjorie saw the hand of an all-wise
and all-]oving Providence in the ar-
rangements of hier home. For one
tbing, it faced soutb, and she got the
warmnth and the shiniug of the suni
through hier littie window, and there
was an advautage in the door opening
straight from the garden into the
roern, for the scent of the flowers came
iu to bier bcd, and she Unew wheu the
wallflowers had beguii to bloom and
when the first rosebud above the door-
way had opened. She would have
liied very wefl to have gone to the
kirk with a goodly company, but lying
alone on bier bed tbrough the bours of
service she had tirne for prayer, and I
have heard hier declare that the time
was too short for bier petitions.

IlFor, ye sce, I have sae mony
friends to rernember, and my plan
is to begin at the top of the Glen and
tah' them family by family tili I c-orne
to the end of the parish. And, wuid ye
believe it, I judge that it takes me
four coniplete days to bring a' the
fowk I love before the Tlîrone of
Grace."

As for lier darkness of earthly sigbt.
this, she insisted, wvas the chief good

which Ged had bestowed upon lier,
and she made out hier case wlth the
ingenuity of a faithful and contented
beart.

IlIf I dinna sec "-and she spoke as
If this was a matter of doubt and she
were making a concession for argu-
meut's sake-" therc's naebody i. the
Glen eau bear like me. There's ne
a footstep of a Drurntochty rn cornes
to tbe door but I ken bis narne, and
tbere's no a voice oot ou the road tlîat
I canna tell. The birds sing sweeter
to me than to onybody cIsc, and I can
hear thern cbeeping te one another in
the bushes before they go to sleep.
And the floewers srnell sweeter te me-
the roses and the carnations and the
bonny moss rose-and I judge that the
oatcake and milkc taste the riclier be-
cause I dinna see thern. Na, na, ye're
ne to think that I've been ill-treated
by my Ged, for if lie didna give me
ae thing, lie gave me rnony things in-
stead.

IIAnd mind ye, it's no as if l'd seen
once and lost rny sigbt; that micht ha'
been a trial, and my faith micht have
failed. I've lost naEtbing; rny life has
been ail getLting."

And she said confidently one day
to bier eider, Donald iMenzies, in the
toue of one voicing for the first time a
long cherished secret:

IlThere's a mercy waitin' for me
tbat'll crown a' Hils goodness, and I'm.
feared wheu I tlîink o't, for lim ne
worthy."

"W\ýhat iss that that you will be
mcaning, Marjorie ? " said tbe eider.

"lie has covered my face witb His
baud as a father plays wvith bis bairn,
but some day sune lie wviil luft lis
hiand, and the firbt thing that Mar-
jonce secs in a' bier life wvill' be lis ain
face."

And Donald 'Meuzies declared te
Burnbrae on tbe way home that lie
would gladiy go blind. ahl the days of
bis life if bie were as sure of that siglht
wbien the day brokze and the shadows
fled away.-FranÉ Leslie's M.NontbllY.

I NO O M P L E T E N E S S.

Iwtàndcr if ever a son, was sung b'ut the singer's heart sanj, s-wecter!
1 ivon(icr if over a rhymiie was wruing but the thoughit urpassed the inetre!
I wvonder if ever a sculpter -wroughit tili thc coid stoie cchiued hie ardent thouglht
Or if ever a painter witl liit ami shiade the dreami of his inrnost heart pui'traýC(l

I %vondcr if ever a rose was fonnd ami there nmight net be a fairer!
Or if ever a glitterng gem -was fourid and we (ireamcd net of a rarer!

-ii never on carthi do we find the best, but it waits for us in thoe land of rcst
And a perfect thing we shall nce'cr beliold tili we paoss the portais of shining gold.
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