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And looked in the eye of the sun till it stole
Its beautiful golden.edge L Y

0 emblem of faith I ̄witi a steadfast cye,
That never falters o1 urrs

Would we fôlöw or i à asïsriblenhing]
As the sîun-flower followeth hers

Arde'en as she prisonetiin li erface
The' glow of thse golden hUrs,

0, so'may the sun nid the ilewof leavien
Transfigure and brighten:ours 1

THE FAISE'FRIEBNI)
TiEi was a weddingat a pretty, noathouse in a flourish-
ing country town. Such a charming bride was seldoi
seen in Lowchester. IHer, 1usband .was a ·good-looling
and clever young"main iHe ,ivar eingage'd iii the engin-
eering departinent of a great London establishment, in
which his talents caused himxto bc much valucd by the
proprietors. As -theystood in the church, with their
friends around thom, every one t houglit that Spencer
Morton and Eller White were as suruto behappy as
any human beings could b.

lIt was strangd bt r i à Spéïcer s great
friend, had refused te be is " best man" on th& happy
9ccasion, saying' tht lie sd:to pchd1 is' hôliday
in the fields and wools. Itséèrnid höh a strage cx-
cuse ; but it would have àpjnai éd stiýl 'iorë straiige if
any one had seel pale, Q. ,% gfr e, th ooked
out through the ivy upon the chure all, as the ed-
ding party walked through the churchyard after the
service, and had known thatthis face:helonged te that
very George Freenan.

The absonco of his friend was the only drawbek te
the happiness of SpencerGIòrton on his vedding.' day.
Soon afterwards he toolk his vife, and her neat little
inaid-servant, to asmall houseno great distance froin the
factory at which ho worked. E ery oveningheîo'turned.


