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Going Through the Tunnel.
OUTr of the briglit sunshine, and into the, damp,Ï

dark tunnel rushes the engine with its train of cars.
How dark it is there! The child turns to bis fa-
ther, hides lis head in bis bosorn, and wishcs 1dm-

self throughi the gloomy passage. It is flot pleasant
to be in a tunnel. It ià pleasant to get out of it.
Yon understand that, my child, don't you ?

WelI, life has is tunnels as truly as railroads. I
know a littie girl, suppose 1 eall lier Annie, who
lind a very dear, fond mother. Annie loved her
very dearly, more dearly than I can tell. She was

almost always with her mother, and was as happy
in lier mother's love as the midsummer days are
long. Annie's life was passing very pleasantly, like
a railroad train gliding sinoothly between green
banks in the cicar sunlight.

But one day Annie's inother was touched by the
finger of lier heavenly Father, and his voice said to
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