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sitéing here waiting for me.”

face, while the Beauty sat and watohod.!
«T wonder if Mr. Blakesley will come,"
she said ; * you know he is an ‘exocellent
matoh.” Somehow Netta's manner was
soft and kind that evening. But the tears
swelled up into Dorothy's brown eyes

again.

“Oh, Netta,” she said, “I oould not |

marry for money's sake !”

Her sister made no answer till she had
had finished her toilette, and was ready to

go down-stairs, then she turned round and

kissed her—she, Netta, who was usually so
oold, did !

“Love is not all, Dorothy dear,” she
said ; “ perhaps it would be a good thing
if it were ; and they went down-stairs.

Dorothy felt afraid and ashamed to enter
the room where Mr. Fuller was ; but when
she did, he only looked up for a moment,
and then went on with a German book he

‘was skimming over before reading it with
Netta. He never forgot Dorothy that
evening though, there was such a strange
look upon the girl's face—a dazed, worn,
and weary look, and yet she was evidently
keeping a strong ocontrol over herself.

“ Your faithless knight is not coming, I
fear,” Netta said, when the daylight faded
and there were no signs of George Blakes-

ley.

“He has forgotten me,” Dorothy thought.
“Even he does not care for me now!” snd
then she went to the piano, and, unasked,
began to play.

She did not know what she played, ba
she kept on and on—she could play well.
when she liked—putling all her soul into
her music without knowing it, asking her-
self all the time, in the bitterness of her
heart, what she could be living for now,
and for what reason life was given to her,
and trying to answer her own question in
the sounds her own hands made. Then

presently, with a start, she came fo a
standstill.

“ Come and sing, Netta,” she said, and
rose abruptly; and when they were all
listening to Netta's sweet voice, she stole
softly from the room, and out into the gar-
den, and on to the sycamora tree. She
stopped beneath its shady @adches, and
looked up at the sky, and back at the house,

almost hidden now by the darkness, and will.

hands, and was quiet for a little while. It
was such a blessing to be alone there where

, and made no sign.
“Do you remember the day you came

here, just after your return, Adrian ?” she how fulfilling the obligation of almsgiving
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GOD'S LILIES.
God's lilies droop about the world,
[nsweotness everywhere ;
They aro the maiden-souls who learn
To comfort and to bear,
And to smile upon the heavy cross
That every one must wear.

0 lilies, beautiful and meek !
They know God's will is right,

And so they raise their patient heads
In dark and stormy night,

And far abeve the Eastern hills
They sea the dawn of light.

They know that when their day is done,
And deep the shadow lies,

The cross will weary them no more;
So lightly they arise

To meet the angels when they call
“Lilies of Paradise "
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You cannot build a house on the tops of
trees, and you cannot build up & ohuroh
that symbolizes the real church idea that
rests on the upper level of fashionable 8o~
ciety. Ifthe church intends to represent
God, then must it fill its bosom with affeo-
tion for the lowly, and with anxiety for .

those that are morally lost.
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