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«They sny, Some folks ave frying 
Te write the Bible down ; 
To falsify the prophets, 
And grulige the Lord his crown, 

Well, they must be a heathen crew ! 
What is this world a coming to ? 

“My daughter, light the candle, 

It’s been our only staff and stay, 
For many and many a year; 

And all its goodly company, 
Boman can take away from me, 

“gy seems so long ago, my iove, 
That holy Book I bought ; 

And all these years, through good and ill, 
What blessings has it wrought! 

And 1 remember, when "twas new, 
The very texts I opened to.” 

He paused; his wintry lips grew red, 
And his eyes wore summer’s blue: 

“*Twas the night I brought my Hetty home, 
And the old farm house was new : 

We both had taken our marriage vow, - 
AL! few are seen, as she was, now.” 

The old man rubbed his hands and sighed, 
And his thoughts were far away ; 

«1 think he saw, in the fitful lights, 
The ghost of that Christmas day, 

While a vanished face came back to see, 
The dear old man and the fire and me. 

“ And so some folks are trying 
To write this blessing down ! 

Well, hvaen’t they tried for ages, 
With sword and flame and crown ? 

And ain't the rock as firm, as when 
The Prince of princes died for men ? 

“There’s pothing in this world, dear, 
Would nerve my old right arm, 

Like seeing a puny man stand up, 
And bring that Book to harm, 

1 know, dear, what the Master says— 
Yes—we must love our enemies. 

“Thou dear old Book ! my mother’s stay * 
The rest of saints for ages ; 

The will of God, the love of Chri st, 
Shine from thy deathless pages. 

And all man’s duties thou hast told, 
In lines of light—in words of gold. 

“Here darling, put the good Book up, 
Nor tell me €’er again 

‘They try to write the Bible down’; 
It gives me needless pain. 

Till God himself shall falsify 
His word, that Book will never die.” 
Home Circle. 

Select Serial, ; 
CHRISTIE'S OLD ORGAN. 

BY MRS. 0. F. WALTON. 

CHAPTER 1 

THE OLD ORGAN. 

‘ Home, sweet home, there's no place 
like home, there's no place like home,’ 
played the unmusical notes of a barrel- 
organ in the top room of a lodging 
house in a dreary back street. The 
words certainly did not seem to apply 
to that dismal abode ; there were not 
many there who knew much of the 
sweets of home. 

It was a very dark, uncomfortable 
place, and as the lodgers in the lower 
room turned over on their wretched 
beds, many of which wert merely bare 
wooden benches, it may be that one and 
another gave a sigh as he thought how 
far be was from ‘* Home, sweet home.’ 

But the organ played on, tough the 
hour was late, and the dip candle was 
put out, and the fire was dying away, 
If you had climbed the crooked stair- 
case, you would have seen an old man 
sitting alone in his attic, and smiling at 
his organ as be turned it with a trem- 
bling band. 

Old Treffy loved his barrel organ ; it 
was the one comfort of hie life. He 
was a poor, forlorn old man, without a 
friend in the world. Every ome that 
he bad ever loved was dead ; he had 
BO one to whom could talk, or to 
whom he could tell his troubles, and 
thus he gathered up all the remaining 
bits and fragments of love in his old 
heart, faded and withered though they 
were, aod he gave them all to his old 
organ, which bad well-nigh “seen as 
many summers as be had. Jt was get- 
ticg very antiquated and old-fashioned 
now ; the red silk in front of it was 
very sailed and worn, and it could not 
play say of the new tunes of which the 
children were so fond. It sometimes 
struck old Trefly thas he and bis organ 

very patient, yet he could not help 
feeling this. 

He bad felt it very much on the day | 
of which I am writing. It ‘was cold, | 
dismal westher; a cutting east wind 
had swept around the the corners of the 
streets, and had chilled the old man 
through and through. His threadbare 
coat could not keep it out; how could 
be expect it to do so, when he had 
worn it 80 many years he could scarcely 
count them? His thin, trembling old 
hands were so benumbed Jwith cold that 

| be could scarcely feel the handle of the 
organ, and as he turned it, he made 
sundry little shakes and quavers in the 
tune, whick were certainly not intended 
by the maker of the old barrel organ. 
There was not mach variety in the 

tunes old Trefly could play. There was 
the * Old Hundredth,” and Poor Mary 
Ann,’ and ‘ Rule Britannia; the only 
other one was ‘ Home, sweet Home, 
but that was ‘old Treffy’s favourite. 
He always played it very slowly, to 
make it last longer, and on this cold day 
the shakes and the quavers in it 
sounded most pathetic. 

But no one tock much notice of old 
Trefly or his organ. A little crowd of 
children gathered round bim, and asked 
him for all sorts of new tunes of which 
he had never even heard the names. 
They did pot seem to care for 

‘ Home, sweet Home, or the * Old 
Hundredth,” and soon moved away. 
Then an old gentleman put bis head 
out of the window, and in a cross voice 
told him to go on and not disturb a 
quiet wveighborheod with his noise. 
Old Trefly meekly obeyed, and battling 
with the rough east wind, he tried 
another and a more bustling street; 
but bere a policeman warned him to 
depart, lest he should crowd up the way. 

Poor old Trefly was almost fainting, 
but be must not give up, for he bad not a 
balfpengy in his pocket, and he had 
ccme out without any breakfast. At 
length a kind-hearted furmer’s wife, 
who was passing with a basket on her 
arm, took pity on the trembling old man 
and gave him a peony from her capac- 
ious pocket, 

Thus all dey long Trefly played on ; 
over and over again his four tunes were 
sounded forth, but that was the only 
peony he received that cold day. 
At last, as the daylight was fading, 

he turned homeward. On his way he 
parted with his solitary penny for a cake 
of bread, and slowly and wearily be 
dragged himself up the steep stairs to 
his lonely attic. 

Poor old Treffly was in bad spirits 
this evening. He felt that he and his 
organ were getting out of date, things 
of the past. They were growing old 
together. He could remember the 
day when it was new, How proud he 
bad been of it! Oh, how he bad ad. 
mired it! The red silk was quite 
bright, and the tunes were all in fashion 
There were uot so many organs about. 
then, and people stopped to listen—not 
children only, but grown men and 
women—and Treffy had been a proud 
man in those days. But a generation 
bad grown up since then, and now 
Treffy felt that he was a poor, lone old 
man, very far behind the age, and that 
his organ was getting too old-fashioned 
for the present day, Thus he felt very 
cast down and dismal, as he raked 
together the cinders, and tried to make 
a little blaze in the small fire he had 
lighted. 

Bat when he had eaten his cake, and 
had taken some téa which he had 
warmed over again, old Trefly felt 
rather better, and he turned as usual to 
his old organ to cheer his fainting 
spirits, For old Treffy knew nothing | to 
of a better comforter, 
The landlady of the house had ob- 

jected at first to old Treffy’s organ; 
she said it disturbed the lodgers; but 
on Trefly’s offering to pay a penny a 
week extra for his little attic, on con. 
dition of hie being able to play when- 
ever he liked, she made no further 
opposition. 
And thus, till late in the night, he 

turned away, and his face grew brighter 
and his heart lighter, as he listened to 
his four tues. It was such good com- 
pany, he said, and the attic was so 
lonely at night, And there was no 
one to find fault with the organ there, 
or to call it old-fashioned. Trefly ad- 
mired it with all his heart, snd felt that 
at wight at least it bad justios done 10 it. 
But sap 

on one of the hard a — 
Treffy’s barrel-organ began to play. 
He bad not listened to it much at frst, 
but when the first notes of * Home, 
sweet Home,” bad been sounded forth, 
little Christie bad raised his head on 
his elbow, and listened with all his 

might. It was almost teo much for 
him ; it was a memory of the past. A 

few months ago, little Christie had = 

mother, and this was the last tune she 

sang, It brought it all back to him ; 
the bare, desolate room, the wasted 

form on the bed, the dear, loving hand 
which had stroked his face so gently, 
and the sweet voice which had sang 
that very tune to him. He could hear 
her, even now: ‘ Home, sweet home, 
there's no p'ace like home ; there's no | 
place like home.” How sweetly she | 
bad sung it!— he remembered it so! 
well. And he remembered what she 
said to him afterwards— | 

“I'm going home, Ch: istie—going | 
home—home, sweet home; I'm going 
home, Christie ’ | 

And those were the last words she | 
had said to him, 

Since then, life had been very dreary | 
to little Christopher. Life without a 
mother, it hardly was life to him. He 
had never been happy since she had 
died. He had worked very bad, poor | 
fellow, to earn his bread, for she had | 
told him to do that, But be Lad often | 
wished he could go to his mother in 

‘ Hote, sweet Home.” And he wished | 
it more than ever this night, as hé'béard 
bis mother’s tune. He waited for it 
very patiently, whilst old Treffy was 
playing the other three which came 
first, but at length some one closed the 
door, and the noise inside the lodging 
room was 0 great that he could pot 
distinguish the notes of the longed-for 
tune. 
So Christie crept out quietly in the 

darkness, and the door softly, 
that no one might notice it, he stole 
gently up stairs. He koelt down by 
the door and listened. It was very 
cold, and the wind swept up the stair- 
case, and made little Christie shiver. 
Yet stili be koelt by she door. 
At length the organ stopped ; he 

beard the old man putting it down by 
fhe wall, and in a few minutes bl was 
still, 

Then Christie crept downstairs again 
and lay down ouce more on his bard 
bench, and he fell asleep, and dreamt of 
the mother in the far-off land. And he 
thought be heard ber singing, ** Home 
sweet Home," I'm home now, Christie ; 
I'm home now, and there's no place 
like home. 
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Cararrn or te Brappee —Stinging 
irritation, inflammation, ail Kidney and 
Urinary Complaints, cured by “ Bueh- 
upaiba.” gl, 
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Elephants minding the Baby. 

There is nothing by any means un- 
common or incredible in the stories 
which have been reported says Buck- 
jand, about the children of a mahout 
being cared for by the mahout’s ele- 
phant. It is always expedient to 
employ a married mahout if you can, 
with a hard-working wife and two or 
three children, The whole family 
become, as it were, parasites to the 
elephant by whom they earn their 
ing It is only a question of degree 

what extent an elephant may be 
trusted with a baby ; but Lihave seep a 
baby placed by its mother systemati- 
cally under the elephant’s care, snd 
within reach of its trunk, while the 
mother went to fetch water, or to get 
wood or materials to cook the family 
dinner. No jackal or wolf would. he 
likely to pick vp and carry off a baby 
who was thus confided to the care of an 
elepbant ; but most people who bave 
lived a life in the jongles know" how 
very possible it fs for a juckal or a wolf 
to carry off a baby, even when lying in 
a but, when the mother’s back is turned- | 4 A 
bro rs str ge | 
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companionship of an slephant’ 
ridiculously familiar, and take 

Sid, lies on and enjoys oer ast | 
leaving a part of its body, ay Tike a small 
island, above water, on which the small 

imp stands and shouts, and shouts all 
the more if 0 be that he has several 
companions of his own age also in 
charge of their elephants. all wallowing 
in the water around him. If the imp 

slips off his island, the elephant’s trunk 
promptly replaces him in safety. These 
little urchins as they grow up become 
first mates to mahouts, and eventually 

arrive al the dignity of being mahouts. 
The wife of a mahout is almost 

always a great favorite with her  ele- 
phaut, and I remember a cass in which 
the wife ot a mahout who was killed by 
his elephant (I believe more by accident 
than from actual malice) succeeded in 
quieting the beast, which seemed to 

understand the poor woman's anguish 

at the death of ber husband, and 

endeavored in its elephantine way to 

make amends for its offence. It is 

nothing new to say that the elephant 

is the most sagacious of animsls, and 
| those who bave had most to do with 

them cannot help liking and admiring 
them.— Christian Weekly. 
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Dox'r vie 1¥ Te Houvse.—“ Rough on 
Rats.” Clears out rats, mice, roaches, 
bed-bugs, flies, ants, moles, chipmunks, 
gophers, 1c. 
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An ostrich town in Egynt. 

The only ostrich farm in Egypt is 
out on the desert, about five miles from 

Cairo. It has suflered somewhat dor. 
ing the past two weeks, from the inev- 

itable disasters of war, but must soon 

become profitable again as peace settles 

upon the country. Before the Egyp- 
tian conflict a correspondent of the 
Cleveland Leader visted this farm, and 
writes that the ostrich farmer, a sun- 
browned, well built, an intelligent 
Swede, dressed in a sack coat, skoll 

travelling cap, and top boots, took hiwn be the river. 

‘over it. The ostriches are kept in 
fields of desert sand about as large as a 
town lot. These fields are sorrounded 
‘by mud walls about seven feet high and 
are entered by wooden gates. He goes 
on to pay : The first we came to con- 
tained about a dozen large females two 

years and a half old. They were of a 
grey color well feathered, and they 
appeared quite tame as they stuck their 
long, flat, dack-like bills over the seven 
foot wall, and attempted to pick at our 

hats, blinking all the while knowingly 
at us with their pink eyes, with their 
long legs, their naked featherless 

necks, and their two-clawed feet, one 
kick of which will cut a man's bead 
{rom bis shoulders, they formed a queer 
sight, and when, as I raised my band 
and caid “shoo” they spread their 
wings, and ran away at a two-minute hie strains of the national anthem, 

space, seeming fo swim over the 
ground. 

* Each of these birds’ said Mr, Ved. 
der, * is worth from $1,000 to $1,500, 
Their feathers alone bring each season 

$150, and we estimated each bird as} 

represeptiog an income of £50 or £250 
a year. Between their feathers and 
their eggs, they ought to produce that.’ 
“Then ostrich farming is, I suppose 

a profitable business 7° 1 here asked, 
* Yes, it should be, was the reply i 

It costs very little to keep the birds 
They live on beans, barley and sand, 
About $2 a month will pay for one 
oo and the sand—of which it 

pats from fourteen to sixteen pounds 
| & HAL costs nothing. I have one 

hapdreds of acres of land here, most of 
which, 8s you see; desert, and I now 
bave seventy ostriches of various ages. 
from two and one-half to twelve days 
old, Besides this, I have over one 
bwndred eggs hatching, ‘and in the 

all Shatin dale: most, ooning  b 

that is 0 our apparatus cn RTM the 
‘eyes of the young birds. If the eyes 
are white the birds will produce neither 
feathers nor eggs, and we kill them, If 
pink, like those you see to-day, they 

are good birds, and we take good care 
of them.’ 
The next field we putt to contained 

a number of male birds, which to my. 
eye showed little difference from the 
female. We then visited a number of 
other inclosures, where we saw ostriches 
of all ages, and last came to some with 
bodies not longer than a good-sized roost- 
er—a Brahma rooster for instance. Their 
legs, however, were longer than those 

of the tallest Shanghai, and they cud- 
dled themselves down on the warm 
sand, making a peculiar squeaking noise 
as they did so. These ostriches are 
only about twelve days old, and they 
were the dearest little things imagin- 
able, though their feathers were still 
as downy as a youth's mustache. The 
feathers of the ostrich, by the way, are 
of value according to their color, the 

white ones, which come from under the 

wing, being most valuable, worth $150 

a pound in an undressed state. The 

black and the grey ones are cheaper. 
— Baptist Weekly. 
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The Princess and the Governor- 
General, 

AMONG THE INDIANS IN THE FAR 
WEST. 

The following interesting particulars 
of the interviews of His Excellency and 
Her Royal Highness with the Tndians 
are from British Columbia papers. 

After opening the show of the British 
Columbia Agricultural Association and 

receiving loyal addresses on the 27th 
and 29th of September at New West- 

minister, in the evening there ‘was a 
torchlight procession and a 

BRILLIANT NIGHT SCENE, 

The air was still. The 
waler was smooth as glass, and on its 
surface glided gracefully a hundred 
canoes containing upwards of a thousand 
Indians, each bearing a lighted torch, 
There were half a dozen small steamers 
all ablaze with (orches—suggestive of 
phantom ships on fire. On one of these 
were the Excelsior brass band : on 
suother the bag-pipes each sending 
forth its soul stirring strains on the stil- 
ness of night. Tbe flotilla of fire-ships 
and illuminated canoes circled and 
chased about, keeping time to the 
music, as if goingythrough the figures of 
the mazy dance. The scene was pic- 
turesgue apd enchanting, and was wit- 
nessed by the royal party from the deck 
of the steamer Alexander, so generous- 
ly placed at their disposal by Mr, 
Dunsmuir, of Nanaimo, Atlast,amid the 

he Alexander steamed away to De- 
Beck's Wharf where the distinguished 
party debarked and were received with 
hearty cheers by the people assembled 
as they proceeded on foot to the resi- 
dence of his Lordship the Bishop of 
New, Westminister, On Saturday 
morning the 

INDIAN PRESENTATION 
took place, Some two thousand Indians, 
many of them bearing mission flags, 
were marshalled in the spacious grounds 
in fropt of the Bishop's residence. 
The Chiefs seventy-two in pumber, 
were arranged in the inner enclosure,so 
as to form a semi circle immediately in 
front of His Excellency and Her 
Royal Highness, who occupied & posi- 
tion on the steps. Five of the princi. 
pal Chiefs made short speeches, Mr. J. 
C. Hughes cting as edi J: | Tin 
gist of them was to the effect that they 
were glad tosee the Gov 
and more especially the Queen's 
daughter. Formerly they knew only 

om dd m oir 

substantially as follows : HT 5 AY 
Eo tog 

The Queen's and \m 
are very glad to see ou, The Queen’, a 
daughter has come op, way to see 
pos, rv you have come Shs am’ 
Zlad to hear from you eqivsresies! 
the Queen's government, and that there: 
is equal j ustice between Yr bp 
men in this country, 
Queen the good accodfits Fhave hi 
of you, and that you sre progressitip’ 
well hére, Last year, on the plains 
and elsewhere, I had opportunities of 
meeting very many thousands of the. 
redmen, and I have nowhere | 
better accounts than here. It gives me 
%reat pleasure to find here how you Are’ 
wd like the white men and work 
for yourselves, and that under the ad- 
vantages of the Queen's Governmer 
‘you have become independent, | 
enquire with reference to the on 
ties of supplying you with Pgs 
and I shall expect you' 10 help 
yourselves in providing them. L ‘have 
been a little disappointed in one re- 
spect — that is in heuring that you 
are not so provident as Sp oon 
have expected. I only mention this 
for your own goolk When you ; 
money instead of spending it all at 
once on “ pctatches ” and other foolishe 
ness, you should put it into the savings 
bank, as the white man does, and then 
you could have the use of it fora 
time. - I know that the agents of the 
government will look after you here, 
and anything you report to the | 
will be sent on to the Government, and 
the Government will consider it for 
your good. Now we shall say 
bye to you, wish you all well, and shake 
bands with you all as you pass. 

Mr. McTiernan, the local Indian ag. 
ent, assisted by Capt. Peele, Mr. J. C, 
Hughes, and Mr. J. C. Armstrong then 
proceéded to present all the seventy. 
two chiefs, one by one, His Excellency 
and Her Royal Highness shaking hands 
with each as they came up. One of 
the chicfs, Squalia, brought up See-Wal 
mot, bis wife, who presented to Her 
Royal Highness a pair of silver brace. 
lets and & massive ring of the same 
material—all of native and very 
beautiful workmanship : also a couple 
of very well made baskets. Her Royal 
Highness received these presents very 
graciously, telling the donor through 
the interpreter that it was very kind of 
ber to have brought her these things, 
that she would prize them very highly 
and show them to the Queen. Later 
on Zimlanoch, the old chief presented 
the Priocess with a pair of blankets of 
Indian mavoufacture, made from the 
wool of the mountain sheep, and for 
which be asked her Royal Highness to 
give him a receipt. The Princess, 
with her usual good natnre, retired for 
s moment and wrote the desired receipt 
returning and handing it to the Chief, 
who carefully folded and pocketed the 
prized souvenir. Rousing cheers by the 
Indians concluded this part of the pro- 
gramme. . The Indians, evidently well 
pleased, returned to the city, where 
Mr. Hughes addressed them in a (ew 
appropriate words, thanking them on 
behalf of the whites for baving contri 
bated so largely to the success of the 
occasion, 

Having partaken of luncheon and 
rested a little, Her Royal 
crossed over to the porth shore of the 
Inlet and went into the forest in 
search of a giant tree. Subsequently 
she made a sketch of Port Moody, 
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