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The Beautiful Birds.

BX BLIZA COOK.
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Birds ! birds! ye are beautiful things,
With your earth-treading feet and your
cloud-cleaving wings !
Where shall man wander, and where shali
- he dwell,
Beautiful birds, that ye come not as well ?
Ye have nests on the mountain, all rugged
. and stark, - :
Ye have nests in the forests, all tangled and
dark ;
Ye build and ye brocd ‘neath the cottagers’
# eaves,
And ye sleep on the sod ’mid the bonnie
green leaves ;
Ye hide in the heather, ye lurk in the brake,
Ye dive in the sweet flags that shadow the
lake !
Ye skim where the stream parts the orchard-
decked land,
Ye dance where the foam sweeps the deso-
late strand ;
Beautiful birds, ye come quickly around,
When the bud’s en the branch and the snow’s
on the ground;
Ye come when the richest of roses flush out,
And ye come when the yellow 'lezf eddies
about !
* - - * B »
Beautiful creatures of freedom and light,
Oh! where is the eyethat groweth not bright
As it watches you, trimming your soft, glossy
e il
Swelling your bosoms and ruffling your
throats ?
Oh! I would not ask, as the old ditties sing,
To be “happy as sand boy,” or happy as
king’ ;
For the joy is more blissful that bids me de-
clare

“I'm as happy as all the wild birds in the
air.”

Selert Sevial.
CHRISTIE'S OLD ORGAN.

e

BY MRS. O. F. WALTON.

CHAPTER V.
NO SIN IN THE CITY BRIGHT.

It bad been a close, sultry day, and
it was astill more oppressive night. It
was'long belore Christie could get to
sleep, and when at last he had sunk into
a troubled slumber, he was waked sud-
denly by a loud peal of thunder, which
made the old attic shake from end to
end.

Old Treffy raised himself in bed, and
awful storm ; the lightning flashed into

every corner of it,and showing Christie
old Trefly’s white trembling face.
Then all was derk again, and there
came the heavy roll of the thunder,
which sounded like the noise of falling
houses, and which made old Treffy
shake from head to foot. Christie
never remembered such a storm before
and he was very much afraid. He
knelt very close to his old master, and
took hold of his trembling hand.

“ Are you frightened, Master Treffy >
he asked at last, as a vivid flash again
darted into the room.

‘ Yes, Christie, boy,’ said old Treffy ;
‘1 don’t know how it is ; I used not to
be afraid of a storm, but I am to-night.’

Poor Christie did not speak, so Treffy
went on.

“ The lightning seems like God look-
iog &t me, Christie, and the thunder
peems like God’s voiee, and I am
ofraid of Him. I don’t love Him,
Christie, I doo’t love Him.’

And again the lightning flashed and
the thunder rolled, and again old Treffy
shook from head to foot.

“1 shouldn’t like to "die to-night
Christie,” he said; *and the lightning
comes so very near me. Christie, boy,
do you know what sin is ?’ he whisper-
ed:
“Yes,' said Christie; ‘its doing
wrong thiogs, isn’t it?’

‘ Yes, said Treffy, ‘and FPve done a
many of them, Christie ; and its think-
ing bad thoughts, and I've thought a
many of them, Christie; and it’s saying
bad words, and I've said a many of
them, Christie. = But I never eared
about it before to-night.’

‘How did you come to care aboat it
to-pight ¥ asked Christie, ‘

“I've bad a dream, Christie, boy, and

~ “Tell meit, Master Trefly, pleaded

sus, and 1 fell asleep,

some shining letters.

bowe,” Christie, and 1 said to ‘yself
I've found it at ladt; I wish tie

was here.” ' ‘Bat just then ‘some one
opened’ the gate, and said, *what do
you wanty old man?” I want to come
in,’ I said, ‘I am very tired, and I want
to beat home.’ But he shut the gate
and said to me very gravely and sor-
rowtully, ¢ No sin can come in here ,old
Treffy, no sin can come in here;' and,
Christie, 1 felt as if I wu.,"aothing but
sin: 8o I turned round and walked away,
-and it grew very dark. And just then
came the thunder, and I awoke with a
start. I can’t forget it, Christie, I
can't forget it.’ said old Treffy.

And still the lightning flashed and
the thudder rolled, and still old Treffy
trembled.

Christie coald not comfort him for he
was very much afraid himself; but
he pressed very close up to his side,
and did vot Jeave him till the storm was
over, and there was no sound but the
heavy downpour of tife rain on the roof
of the attic.. Then he-crept. back to
bed and fell asleep.

The next m&ming it all seemed like
a bad dream, " The sun was shining
brightly, and Cbristie rose and opened
the attic window. Everything looked
fresh and clean after the rain ; the dull,
heavy feeling was gone out of the air,
and the liule sparrows were chirping
in the eaves. It-was Sunday morning,
and on Sunday evening Christie was to
bear the clergyman preach in the mis-
sion room. Oh, how he wished it was
seven 0O'clock, that he might go and
fiod out what old Treffy wanted to
know.

The poor old man seemed very rest-
less and unbappy all that long spring
day. Christie never left him, for it was
only on Sunday that he could watch be-
side his dear old master. He ceuld see
that old Treffy had not forgotten his
dream, though he did not speak of it
again.

And at last the long, weary day
wore away, and at six o'clock Christie
washed himself and prepared to de-
part.

‘ Be sure you mind every word he
says, Christie boy,’ said old Treffy
earnestly.

The ;. mission-room was only just
opened when little Christie arrived. A
woman was inside lighting the gas and
preparing the place for the congregation.
Christie peeped shyly in at the door,
and she caught sight of him and order-
ed him off,

‘Iso’t there going lo be any preach-
ing to-night,” said Christie in a disap-
pointed voice.

‘Ob! you've come to the service,
have you 7 said the woman. *All right,
you can eome in, only you must sit
still, avd you musn't talk or make a
noise.’

Now, as poor Christie had no one to
talk to, this was rather an unnecessary
speech. However, he went in very
meekly, and sat down on one of the
front benches.

Then the congregation began to ar-
rive; old men and little children;
mothers with babies in their arms; old
women with shawls over their heads ;
busbands and wives ; a few young men ;
people with all kinds of faces and all
kinds of characters, from thé quict-and
respectable artisan’s. wife to the poor
little beggar girl who sat on the torm

beside Christie.
And, as seven o'clock struck, the
door opened and the minister came in.
Christie never took his eyes off him
during the whole service. Aad, oh!
how he enjoyed the singing, the last
hymo especially! A young woman
behind him was singing it very dis-
tinctly, and he could hear every word,
Oh, if be could only have remembered
it to repeat it to old Treffy. The
words of the hymn were these :
“There is a city bright,
Closed are its gates to sin, )
Nought that defileth, N

Nought that defileth,
Can ever enter in.

Saviour, I come to Thee,

O Lamb of God, I pray,
Cleanse me and save me,
Cleanse me and save me,

Wash all my sins away.

. o Salid,

And after the hymn came the ser-
mon. The clergyman’s text was Rev-
lation xxi., 27 . ¢ There shall in no wise
enter into it anything that defileth.’
"'He spoke of the Heavenly City of
which they had. just been singing, the
bright, beautiful city, with its streets of
gold .and gates of pearl, He spoke of
the river of the water of life, and the
trees on_either side of the river. He
spoke of those who live in that happy
place, of their white robés and crowns
of gold, of the sweet songs they ever
sing, and the joy in all their faces,

The clergyman also told them that
in that bright city sorrow was never
found.. No weeping there, no tears, no
sighs. No'tired feet on that golden
pavement, no hungry ones there, no
hot burning sun, no cold f:ost or Snow.
No sickness there, ard no death, no
funerals in heaven, no graves in the
golden city. Perfect love there, no
more quarrelling or strife, no angry
tones or discordant murmurs, no rude,
rough voices to disturb the peace. And
all this for ever and ever, no dread of
it coming to an end, no gloomy fears for
the future, no partings there, no good-
byes. Once there, safte forever. At
home, at rest, with God.

* Would you like to gothere ?* asked
the clergyman’s voice. '

And a quiet murmur passed through
the room. a sigh of longing, an expres-
sion of assent. And little _Christie

go there ! ay, that I would, me and old
Treffy and all’

* There shall in no wise enter into it
anything that defileth,’ said the ¢lergy-
man’s voice. * Closed are the gates to
sin.” My friends, if there is one sin
on your soul, heaven's gates will be
closed against you. ¢ Nought that
defiletb, nought that defileth, can ever
enter in’ g all my life I had mever
sianad ; if all my life I bad never done
a wicked deed, or spoken a wicked
word, or thought a wicked thought ; if
all my life I bad done everything I
ought to have done, and had been per-
fectly sinless and holy, and yet tosnight
I was to commit one sin, that siny how-
ever small a sin in man’s eyes—that sin
would be quite enough to shut me out
of heaven. The gates would be shut
againlt me for that one sin. No soul
on which there is a speck of sin can go
into that bright city.

“Is there one in this room,’ ask
the clergyman, ‘who can say that he
has only siuned once? Is there one
here who can say that there is only one
sin on his soul ?’

And again there was a faint murmur
round the room, and agaia a deep-drawn
sigh; but this time[jit was the sup-
pressed sigh of accusing conseiences,

‘ No,’ said the clergyman, *there is
not oue of us who can say that. Every
ooe of us has sinned again, and again,
and again. And each sin is like a
dark blot, a deep ink-stain on the soul.’

‘Ob ! said little Christie, in his
heart, as he listened to these words,
‘ whatever will me and Master Trefly
do?

And Christie’s thoughts wandered to
the lonely attic and to old Treffy’s sad,
worn-out face. ‘So it was all true,’
be said to bhimself. ‘Miss Mabel's
words, and Master Treffy’s dream ; all
too true, all too true.’

If Christie had been listening, he
would have heard the clergymen tell
of the way in which sin could be taken
away ; but his little mind was full of
the one idea of the sermon, and when
he next heard the clergyman’s words
he was telliog his congregation that he
hoped they would all be present on the
following Sunday evening, as he intend-
ded then to preach on the second verse
of the hymn, and to tell them, more
fully than he bad time to do to-might,
what was the only way to enter within
the gates into the city,

Christie walked home very sadly and
sorrowfully ; he was in no haste to meet
old Trefly’s anxious, inquiring eyes.
And when he reached the dark attic
be sat down by Treffy, and looked
awsy from him into the fire, as he said,
mournfully : « .. - (1
‘Your dream was quite right, Mas-

ter Treffy. - F've heard it all over again |
o "ig" %u,dpm: %) to-night. = He preached about it, and we
' pt by Thy power, . = * |gang '
Koo all that giaveth Thee. L. o
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whispered soitly to himself, &.ike to |

and comfortable if you could only get
there, But there's no in allowed inside
the gates; that's what the ‘clergyman
said, and what the hymn ssid, too; .
" L &8 o ¥y
g::dh::iig mt,to sin.”

‘ Then there’s no chance for me,
Christie,’ said the old man, “no chance
for ‘me.! i

And hours after that, when Christie
thought Trefly was fast asleep on bis
bed in the corner, he heard his poor old
trembling voice murmuring again and
again ; ‘ Closed are its gates to sin,
closed are its gates to sin.’

And there was another ear listening
to old Treffy’s voice. The man at
the gate, of whom Bunyan writes,
bad heard the old man’s wail, and it
went to his very heart. He knew all
about old Treffy, and he was soon to
say to bim, with tones of love, as he
opened the gate of rest: ‘I am willing
with all my heart to let thee in.’ ‘

———————
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The Alphabet of Summer.

A is for the Apple-blossoms
Coming with the spring,
B is for the Buttercups
The merry May' will bring.
C is for the Crocus buds,
Pushing through the mould.
D is for the Dandelions,
With their crowos of gold,
E is for the Eider-blooms,
White as driven snow.
F is for the Flower-de-luce,
That 'mid the rashes grow.
G is for the meadow-Grasses,
Waving everywhere.
H is for the Honey suckle,
Scenting all the air.
= Fisfor the Idie hours
*  Bpeot in gathering posies.
- is for the lovely June,
With ber wreath of roses.
K is for the Katy-dids, _
And all their endless chatter.
L is for the Lily pads
Floating on the water.
M is for the Morning-glories,
. Flowering high and low.
N is for the downy Nests
Where the birdies grow.
O is for the Orioles gay,
Singing loud and sweet.
P is for the Poppy-heads,
Flashing through the wheat.
Q is for the Quinces, hanging,
Golden in the sun.
R is for the little Rills:
Laughing as they run.
8 is for the Silver glory
Of the harvest moon.
T is for the Tender light
Of nature’s afternoon.
U is for the Under-brush,
Where hazel-nuts are browning.
V is for the luscious Vines,
With their purple crowning.
W is for Woodbine, when
The green and golden blends.
X is for the EXodus *
Of robins and for wrens.
Y is for the Yellow leaves
That set the woods aglow,
Z is for the gentle Zaphyrs
Vanished long ago.
~Mrs. J. M. Dana.
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When you are reading your Bible,
if you come to the seventh chapter of
Job, you will find in the second verse
the words, ‘As a servant earnestly
desireth his shadow.'! And you will
not be very likely to see any sense in
that unless you know that in those days,
when people did not have watches or
clocks as they do now, the way they
used to tell the time was by measuring
the length of the shadows. Thus the
servant knew that when his shadow got
to be a certain length it was time for
him to stop work for the day, and now
you see how the words become an il
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Beyond Price.
A writer in Gotden Days tells s
‘true story' of one Mr. Blank, who

| occupied a confidential position in a

great railway corporation. It was
rumored that the company w3 about to
assume charge of a languishing railroad.
If s0, the stock of the latter would rise
in price, |

Now oue bold speculator—or opera
tor, as they are m&d iy, brokers’ par-
lance—was an infimate friend of Mr.
Blaok, |

After long reflection, he came to the
conclusion that the best thing he
could do was to call on Mr. Blank, ask
in confidence for some definite informa-
tion on the subject, and offer to share
with Mr. Blank the profits of any ven-
ture that he might make on ¢ points’
given him. This he did. Y

‘Mr. Blank, said he, ‘If I knew
that the transaction which it is rumored
is about to take place in a few days
were really to oceur, I could, by buying
up the stock of the company that is now
in the market, make both you and mys<
self rich men.  Can you not, by a word,
say whether the rumour will be realized
or not ?’

‘1 cannot say,’ Mr. Blaok replied.

‘But a word,’ the broker persisted; ‘it
shall be skare and share alike.’

‘I cannot say,’ Mr. Blank repeateds
as before.

*You oneed not speak, thed, the
broker said, excitedly. * Lift your arm
nod your head, lift, your eye-brows-’

‘1 cannot,’. Mr. Blank replied, as
calmly a8 was possible.

* Do you not understand your ows
interests 7 the broker burst forth, hotly.
‘Mr, Blaok, you are a poor  man.
Now, it you will only heed me, you
may become a rich one in a day. Are
these reports true? Ifso, I can clear
three hundred thousand at a stroke !
The half of that sum shall be yours.
I do not ask you for & word ; you need
not open your mouth. Only wink your
eye. It is possible™for you to make one
hundred and fifty thousand dollars, sir.
by simply winking your eye I

How vast a sum to Mr, Blank, who,
though entrusted with grave secrets,
was Btill only u clerk, receiving but a
moderate salary |

He was staggered for a moment, but
soon regaining his composure, he looked
the eagerly expectant broker in the
face, and answered,—

‘I cannot do it; and left the room
instantly,

The broker went away crestfallen.
In the absence of all définite informa-
tion, he feared.to take the great risks
which always attend speculating in the
dark : and did not invest any of his
money. lo a few days however, the
whole matter was settled, The great
company really did take im the smaller
and the stock almost doubled in value.

A few days after that, the broker met
Mr. Blank on the street, and, smarting
keenly under the feeling thut an enor-
mous gain had slipped. through his fin-
gers, just for the want of a word, he
rashly upbraided Mr. Blank for what
be called bis ‘ obstinacy.’ Mr. Biaok,
like all men of trae power, kept his
temper, and turning to his rash reviler,
be said,— : ;

‘*The temptation with which you
assailed me was great, indeed, but I had
a trust to fulfll, ar d my Aonor 4s beyond
price

The world is full of winkiag and
squinting,~of sigos, and grips, and
cheats, and ciphers and hypocrisies, and
& man can make himself a rascal by a
wink or a nod, as well as by a forgery

‘ Yes sir, he did, that is Pawul did;
and he gave the prescription as you
stated, but—to Timothy ; and Timothy
was not strong and stalwart, but was
troubled with dyspepsia and subject to:
frequent infirmities, Now, sir, ‘when’
you Z't to be troubled as Timothy was
and as good a man as Paul gives you
the prescription, you may take a W

| wine ; but it is not quite exegetically

correct: for you to pleadithe single re-
stricted prescription in support of a well
man keeping his cellar stocked with
liquors, and using them ‘as a common
beverage.’ i WA el
~ If any but the quiét little lady had
been by, the laugh would have been on
the other side.
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In connection with tbePoM
branch of the Society for the Pre
of Cruelty to Animals, a_show of don:
keys and goats was held at Portsmouth
receutly. Lord Mount Temple, in ad

——

dressing the exhibitors, congratulated -

them on the excellent appearance, of
their snimals.  Never had bhe seen
animals so kind,* good-natored; ' ¥fid

1971

friendly. That proved that their m

and drivers had been kind to them, .
He (Lord Mouat Temple), like Lord _

Shaftesbury, belonged to a . band.of
costermongers. He lad o dart of “his
own, and a donkey. ' Not that heé ‘was
able to go round with it. That wag
done by a costermonger who was more
active, and perhaps more nseful, than
be was ; but the object . of the society
was to teach men to be kind to their
animals, and to prove that the right
way to get the most work from:them
was to act kindly to them. The only
way to manage a donkey was bh;ﬁigd

(o him, e
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There is & past which is gone for
ever, but there is a future which is still
our own.—F., W. Roberston, '

Bouths’ Bepurfiment.
Original and Selected.
Scripture Enigma.,

. No..ém.

Find out the following names, and’

their initials will give the name of a
friend of the sweet singer of Israel :

1. The good boy whose coat made
brothers jealous. u.

2. The most minor of the Illill".
prophetas.

3. A member of the Sanhedrim who
came to Jesus,

4 The young rebel whose hair
his death. ’ i

5. The ho
his mdmo? 8, e

6. Queen Esther's Jewish name.
7. Her husband,

8. The king who lived as a beast.

OURIOUS QUESTIONS,

480. Form a word diamond :

1. The head of rat.

2. A fishing bag. |

+ 10 put to—a w Wh@k
wsrdmffocwuddik:,’d
4. Half a acore.
5. The end of an hour.

481. | Four Charades. |

1. 1st Full of joy : 2nd Peter's name.
Whole a ludingﬁ&lilhm
2. lst A mariner's friends; 2nd pace
for cultivation. Whole :d.; liunry.m.
3. lst Phonographie, to look '
Three-fifths of lyl':’ proper ;::

Whole a Roman Ewmperor. e
w(. 1st Phonﬁmt:io,. & beast; 2nd
e. Whole. He who would .

482 A square of words in :?bh oh '@
centre lot.tq;nm the nawe of a 5
book mmm.um‘..ﬁﬁ

‘{ 1. Abigail’s husband.

lustration. Job, in bis suffering and or & falsebood. Thank the Lord, an 33: % h:nnhlk; o il e J
sorrow, looked for the pusing of the honest man can do his bnﬁ.m without | . 4. Tbﬁm of thpor . whgv"nt to war
munnd days and the coming of winking about it ; and a man who sells ‘U:“r::rl- Inr B
reliof, as a_servant would look eagerly | pis winks for money, may' find that he| - S°0¢ Medicine for hunger.
for his time torest and enjoy himself. | has sold his reputation and his - soul Mma.hm'&—n“o&:n |
This practice of measuring shadows also, and has made a poor bargain, even | 9070-—and see they agree with the
still prevails in’some of the Eastern | if N e recoiuduhl'gh gt mvo,n tqhm pext weelk. '
countries where modern watches have __»____”_w*«" ~ . : Y !
never been seen, even, though the A PRSI . i 108
suo-dial is known to most all :eoplu. ‘Dld nat Paul tell Timothy to take Answer to Bori-puum ‘ "
Bat we would think it pretty bard ifﬁl‘h‘d‘ wine for his stomach’s sakewnd | .. No. JWM _
we had no better way of telling the | bis often inﬂm&iu.v.'.,ﬂ;jhg;.nﬂ‘ rong | ' B0 Dot afraid, only belie re.”  Mark
time than by watching the sun-dial ; to | Stalwart clergyman mphantly] 7 I palioe r)? |
say - mothing of the trouble of getting | i0to the heooftluqdu little woman, | answes 70 OURIOUS QUESTIONS. |/
slong when the sun happened to be be- | Who bad come to persuade hin n| i

| bind the clouds, as heso often is, < | the raoks of the, 4
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