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Il was the 25th of Junie, a beauti-
fui Sunday evening. The whole

cnty iay bathed in soit golden
suiiiili-t, wvith a. Sabbath stiilness
rel;gning' over ail, scarceiy broken
by quiet, ooee f worshippers on
their way to the house of 'God.
Overhead sailed o"reat heapedl-up
masses of white frotby ciouds, a]-
readyv sliing, as the, sunl neareýd
the west, faint streak4 of yeýllowv
mand piuik 11pon their crimlped edge's.
Mauny lieaids turned to cast, a back-
wVard gince a[ thv~ beautiful scene
ere they enitered the churc1vl door;
ilien the, org-an sounided the, lirst
deup nuo, anid loiterers histeýned to
take their places.

Effie Hlarris, sitting. with ber
father and mnother, wvaq not paying
~nucli attention to the service this

pw'nng.She %vas thIinkirnr of lier

tliem weli. Seltishness3-low often
slhe used thle word 1 can't,' and how
slow to run and spare other feet,
tired tboug-li tliey mbglht bý ! Sharp
wvords-iow quickly tliey camne out,

sometmes pon the smnailest provo-
c'ation ! TJtruitlifines-s - a Sud-
den quiestion, with mnaybe a Swif t
puinisient dep)ýndin)g upon the
answer, or, quite as often, careiess
exaogeration. These things wouid
lie different nlow.

Tfie twililit was stealing over
ail as tliey akdhomte, and now
a)nd againi a breath of soit sweet
alir, dliolycool ais only Country
air can lie, fanniedl their faces. Al
was peace, and Effie, paslng into
tlie bouse, wats about to betake lier-
self upstairs, wben suddenly there
flaslied inito bepr mimd the renient-
brance of tlie starving ralibit, un-
touclied silice .earIy mlornjngi,. 'Wliat,
shall 1 do ?' was the instant
thon2htii. 1 F.ther and mother are

lier lieart, was alinost bursjti witli
d isappoin(nientL, and she could
$scareeIlv see for tears to uni aSten
the dloor of the lintei.

Was this, slie tliougbt, to be the
invariable end of evtery effort to (Io
ais shIe knew the Master would bave
bier do ?

An afternoon spent witli the
Thorpes-nobodly knew better than
Effie lierseif what a dine of unai-
loyed pleasuire it always was. X~
hot fluisli of shamep buirned in lier
cheek ais thiý thouiit came, adding
douible bittemness to the lûss.

'Wb-a.t will they think of me
wlien tbey licar that 1 cannot coiue?
-for mrs. Thorpe is certain to asic
the rao.

Dut soon returnedf, thie remneni-
brance of imi wboin she had just
promisedi to serve, and clIasDnLn- her

went quietly into dte( hot]
i) to lied.

soine t.ime, andwa
1 when, bial w-ay

>b)oly wili see mue.' 1 - --,1

Satan loves to use the, triflestaltrigoa
life to tempt and distract -Wil Wini, ber


