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I might be given t. e strength t< chai my fe

But I still clung on to evf ything thai .nade 'fc

pleasant t mc. A id 1 have fou .d out this .r

myself, Heather, i am not judging iny one else.

I suppose I am tc - irrn-tuous. I must Uirow

myseif heart and sou into everything I do.

But—I cannot live a society life and be at peace

with God. he two laings don't go together.

Some people say i ey can. I think they n ist

be satisfied with a .ery little religion; not the

iort that goes dt op down into your soul, and

affects every fibre of your eing. I have been

fighting, as f say. against 0-d aU this time, anc

i knew? it'

'

I think your religion must have been mo?

taan a mere arm in our girlish days/ sa

Heatt.er, look ; at her sister thoughtfully

'

It was. I ft«*n used to wonder if you at

it as deeply as id.'

'No; it seemed to come upon me quit- as

a tresh revelation.'

I was watching yesterday morning - v

iieep being turned into an enclosure the

Park,' said Bluebell, gently. ' I noticed the ones

who had to be driven and beaten before they

would enter, and those who ran in without any

trouble.' ,^ ^ ..

There was silence; then Heather said—

'You think I have run in with Jt any

trouble?" ^ , . i
• Yes ; and 1 have had to be driven. 1 am
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