
HIE WOODS IN SUMMER
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a pine!1 What a sense of two majes-
tics meeting when a peari white
planet seems resting on its very
crest! Have you ever witnessed a
thunderstorm in a pine wood, es-
peeiaily when evening i8 drawing on?
I have, once. And since then 1 think
I have known what God's voice must
have been speakng to, Job ont of
the whirlwind.

We are flot going to have a thun-
derstorm on our walk of this even-
ing, but 1 verily believe a shower of
rain is COxning up. Have you noticed
the veiled hush that has failen over
the woods lately, while we have been
wandering from tree to treet Al
the young breezes that were whis-
pering and rustling 80 importantly
a xhile ago have folded their wings
and are motionless and soundless.
Not a leaf ruaties, not a shadow
flieckers. The inaple leaves yonder
turn wrong side out, until the tree
looks as if it were growing pale
from fear. And now a cool shade
falîs over the woods; the cloud bas
reachcd us; it is flot a big cloud;
there is erystalline, untroubled sky
below and above it. 'Twill be but
a passing shower, and the thick
bouglis of this lir copse are ail the
protection that we shail need. Creep
under and sit at ease, on the dusky
soil, compact of many dead and gone
generations of fin needies, which no
passing shower can moisten.

Ha, thene is the rain Dow, with a
rush and sweep of wind, really miore
noise than anything else J Yet the
showen is a good, semant one while it
lasts. It patters down sharply on
the maples and dimples the faces of
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