ot 1s no - doubt a pleasure to feel that you
) 'sometimes a.ld a worthy. person,: but charity
is, qulte different from affection. Why should‘

you: love any of; them ? ? et o
: ,‘,I don't know,’. smd Eva A ceztam llght

... came into her eyes. and ghe added Hoftly, 1.
dofi't l\now, either,. why: our Lord. loved us.’-
‘My dear' you, would uot make a- com-u
’parlsou——," -

: “Oh, ho, sa.xd Dva, ] gently, ‘I only.
| meant—: v '
‘' Well,! said Mabel sla.mmmg her . book

.shut, ‘for all you may say, I.don't see the

good of being just as poor,as those people

‘are yourself, and trying to. do them good

After worhmg in an office all day I should
thmk you would: “want some fun .at mght
And-as for -going without clothes so- that

_other people might have some, I'd rather be’

excused, If you lived here, Eva, you could -
go with a first-rate” set of girls, and. you

.could love them without giving them your

clothes, At least  you  would “ha.rdly be .

. thanked for them if théy were the clothes.

How you can prefer
I don’t un-

you wore last winter.
to live as you do is beyond me
derstand it.’ ’

Bva thought of the words, ‘The love of
Christ constraineth us,’ but she did not say
them for fhat was Just what Mabel did not
understand,

CHAPTER I
,‘:.'rnsnsnAs SAVED ME. -

The next mor.ningvas Eia.; walked to the
store where she assisted in the dressmaking

department, she caught up to a girl she had -
' geen. occ'xswna.lly, who stood behind a count-

er downstau's " She had noticed the pretty

, and rescrved manner th'\t (hstmgmshed this
._.yeung: woman..even: among a very: nice set

.of stiop “girls, ‘and felt’ tha.t she Had found.
someone that it would be'a real pleasure to-
talk to.” .

“ Good mormng, Miss Elstow g i

“ Good morning,—is it Miss Evans ? said’
the gra.ceful glrl thh a dlgmﬁed bend of her
head. -

‘Yes, L hope We are. early.’

‘It was just a quarter. to exght when I

passei St. Georges

‘0Oh, do you come from above there 7

‘Yes, somet:mes Have you seen the
show of carly flowers in Marhson Square,
Miss Evang ? It is almost as goed as last
year’s, The tulips are hardly as fine, I
think, but-there is a great variety.

‘I have not been to see them yet, replied
Eva. ‘I had such lovely tulips last year,
she sighed, and broke off—' I must go to the

flower show some day this week.

_“Yes, it-reminds one of old friends,” mur-

mured Miss Blstow with a side look at Bva,

half -sentimental and half saucy. ‘Even

"Madison Square has its a.ttractlons, “The

old order changeth.”’

"This .pointed way of hmtmg that both
girls had ‘ come down in the world,’ was not
lost on Eva. - She turned cheerfully on Miss
Blstow and continued her quotation :

‘“The old order changeth yieldmg place
to now, and God fulfils himself in many
Ways "

" Effiie’s only reply was a stately bow as

" they paried at one of the doors of the great

establishment, but an irrepressible twinkle

in her blue eyes showed how pleased she

was to have met her matcht. in re‘ tee,
Eva thought often during’the-morning of

: the strange, bright young. lady w1th‘ ‘her so-
. ciety manners, and her -piguanti smi]e She

hoped she would see her often, but she was

quite sux-prised when Eflie sought her out,

at the dinner hour, : .
. ‘Help .me finish my lnnch hke a dea.r’

L sa.id Effie, offering a paper conta.ming maca-

.. one were rich.

they are perfectly fresh 44 the old‘ ‘order”

you: know

prlse at -this. ta.king luneh- so‘early
lunch - at: half—past Awo. -

world was young.”™.
me what. you -do. with yourself in. the even-

1n='s,-—when you ‘dom’t go-. out,’. she addedf

quichly, ‘with-an- apologetic smile

and sometlmes "have chll\lren in-to sece me,
‘or-one of ‘the girls, if I.don’t go out, hut T
often. spend part ot the evening at’ the Help-
ing’ Hand Mission.” 1t is just a few steps

from where I hve, and they- have somethmg :
Jam readmg one of Henty's

‘every night.
books now on Tuesdays and I‘ndays to ‘my
landlady’s little boys, and a gzrl who Jlives
ncxt door brings her sewmg in so as to lxs—
ten. -It's great fun.’

Effie walked to the Wmdow thh a- little »
gosture of - impatience, but she controlled’

herself at once, and.said politely, ‘Y ha.ve
no doubtf ycu find that pleasant.’ -

:She looked out of 'the ‘window for a few.
Then"

minutes and then up at the . elock.
she looked down and said in a hard, weary

“tone, ‘‘There is no use in‘trying to do as'if'
I could ‘have been respect~ -
‘ed and snubbed as a govemess in. my cousin’s’

house, but that is;just what I won’t be, . The
head of our: department is going to take me
to the theatre- to-nlght
much of ‘him, you know, but I must have

some life and T will not have it Just by other'

people’s suffra.nce " You' are one of ‘fhie
good kind;- “but I ha.\'e given' up thmldng
that any. thing matters
ed-mesto” be good he neednt have taken

_away my father and: my: money Her hope-
less deﬁ‘ant ma.nner turned “to ‘a haughtyl
-one and. she wall,ed - away}w1thout Jooking -
* at the companion to whom she -had been.

telling her t.honghts ‘as che s‘eldom tom
them. °

- BEvangeline looked up-at the slight ﬁgure
and well-pmsed head disappearing through

the door Wa.y, w1th a sort of helpless fear.

1t is tha.sorrow of a frank and kindly na-

ture that - attracts conﬁdences even where
it has.no power‘to help. .
ed away at button holes. two feelings ‘made
her heart sick and her mind rebel ; the hor-
ror of:a danger she had mever been near,

and the echo of a bitter thought she kunew.
too well, He neednt have taken away my"

father.’

¢ Are you sick to- da.y, Miss I]vans, one of
‘the girls asked, * you have looked white ever‘

‘since noon.’ )

" ¢ feel all right, thank you,’ said EV'I. thh
a smile, ¢ you look tired yourself, Miss Smith,
don’t get up, Il go for the pattern-book,’
and as she walked ' across:
hummed unconsciously a little bit of a tune

{rom -one of the hymns they had sung theA

night before af the mission : -~

‘There’s no one te save you but Jesus.’ '

Yes, that was the hope for Dﬁle as it had
been for her. . She had. been saved from a

morbid rebelhous gelfish life—how ffear . -she
had been to it after her'parents' died ! And-
though it might seem harder for Effie to De.

saved .out of her,differing tempta.tlon it-was
really just as poss1ble for God. . Jesus-does
- save,
of the afternoon and got-a good deal of work
done. - She could pray for Efic if she could
do nothing-else for her.- She'could mnot
see her that evening as' the girls downstairs
weat home a little earlier- than. the diess-
makers, and ‘she did not know where Miss

I:have them’ ‘every: other iday.: .gis
" It’s a.peculiar way, of dolng things,’ she add-i
ed, as:Eva expresseéd her thanks in. some sar-" .
SAL Jike’
= I~could: always :
eat: som,ethmg at” 1unch~txme “When all -the:
. Now,, hhss Dvans, tellj

‘'I:do not " think

TR G'od ‘had want-.

And as she work- -

the room she.

‘She wore .a brighter face' the rest .

her. t.hat Monda.y even.lng for their- bxble les-'

‘son’ ‘at/the. mission: ‘hall, ‘but this, t00;. was
: pa.rt of her duty ‘Bhe. ‘must try not to think

‘of Miss . Stowell ~but: ot Robbie Deans -and It
Pete Phelan and’ Pm-ky (Jim) whose othex
name was Edward ‘Moran.:  Shoe  had-some-

" good” ptctures llluatrating the Hfe of David,.
‘Well," said- Eva, I read or sow ‘a htt]e,if' and. the'one -she showed' this  evening ‘was’

" that of Sa.muel anointing the shepherd boy,

to be km& L
'Whos them ? shouted -one of the boys

- as soon as'she'held it up

‘Wait till every one gets a good look at
it ‘she’ a.nswered ‘Now 'l tell you. That
man in the middle is. Samuel.’ '

“Man! 1 thought it wasa. la,dy And who 3

-the other blokies 9~

(To be Contmued)

Her Easter Offering. .
(By Isabelle E Ma.ckay, in ‘Endea.vor
Herald oI

The afternoon sunshme of a glorious day

. 1n early. spring fell softly over. the fields and

meadows - of Broadview Farm; it shone'

-warmly through the branthes -of the yet leaf-

less trees, making -bright reﬁections in . thé
flowing pails of sap stzmdmg Teady’ for husy,
sugar-makers, ‘' and da.need gla.dly on- the_
merry . brook where the Cfirst -fisherman-
of the ‘season enticed minnows W1th a prime- -
val ﬁsh hook of bencled pms In tact, it

fcetiod ‘determined 'to créep in’ everywhere,

thisigweet" sprmg sunshine even’ the dra.wn

Blinds and closed shuttsrs of the best parlor;

" at:the farmhouse could not-shut: 4t out; it

peered through the chinks and crevices w1th~- .
a-perseverance worthy of its good cause and
fell through the sla.nted shufters: in broadjf E
ba.rs of yellow light. ‘
Perha.ps you wonder What the sunhght
found attractive in Broadview parlor—eelf-»
tainly not the stiff, high chairs and hair-

cloth sofa all swathed.in dingy linen wrap-.

pers, and certainly not the case of glaring -
worsted flowers, or the cold, blank fire-place,
or the ¢razy wood-cuts in tarnished framee
done up in pmk nettmg to keep the flies off
(‘As it any fly could live in that room ! "
said Marjorie). No, there was nothing .

* sweet or lovely in the damp, misty, chilling

air of this carefully shut up °best’ room,
which was only opened when the minister
came to call, and he always had a cold after

“it, poor- fellow. - But the room had a visi

tor this morning in the person of Miss Mar--
jorie Elliott, »step-'daughter of the lady of

-the house, and ~ perhaps it . was she who.

brought the sunshine, At any rate, it" was

a common saymg that _she did, and 1, for.
one, wouldn't accuse the sunshine of bad -
taste, as a prettier, kmder, sweeter girl than L
Marjorie never-lived. . -A great-many of her

~~friends agreed with me in this, ‘especially

Tom McDonald—but then, Tom, though ‘@&
handsome, jolly Scotchman was a little wxld.;
and -not half good enough for- Ma.rJorle.

‘ On this par ticula.r morning she was. “en-

'gaged in cleaning. the parlor, generally a

thankless and tiresome task—shaking ‘out:
the heavy, ugly rag rugs, dusting the centra ..
table with -its usual ~weight of unread and -
unreadable books, and :.carefully removmg;
on the corner of hér apron any grains of dust
which might have lodged in” the’ ears of the
china dogs on the mantel-plece ‘T am al- -
most. tempted to-let you- imagme Marjorie

for yourselyes, but on secon_d thought as,

e . . 7



