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The Long Journey. 

When our feet become heavy and weary 
On the valleys snd mountains of life, 

And the road has grown dusty and dreary, 
And we groan in the struggle and strife, 

We helt on the difficult pathway, 
Glance back over valley and plain, 

And sigh with a sorrowful longing 
To travel the journey again. 

For we know in the past there are plea- 
» Sures, 

And seasons of joy and delight, 
While before all is doubting and darkness, 
And dread of the gloom and the night; 

All bright sunny spots we remember— 
How little we thought: of them then! 

But now we are looking aad lenging 
To rest in those places again. 

But vain of the vainest is sighing, 
Our course must be forward and en ; 

We cannot tarn back on the journey, 
We cannot enjoy what is gone. 

Let us hope, then, as onward we travel 
That oases may brighten the plain, 

That our road be beside the sweet waters, 
Though we may not begin it again. 

For existence for ever goes upward— 
_"/Rrom the hill to the mountain we rise, 
On, on, o'er invisible summits 

To a land in the limitless skies, 

Strive on, then, with courage unshaken— 
True labor is never in vain— 

Nor glance with regret at the pathway 
No mortal can travel again. 

Select Sevial. 

CHRISTIE’S OLD ORGAN. 
BY MRS. O. F. WALTON. 

CHAPTER III. 

ONLY ANOTHER MONTH. 
Old Trefly ‘did not regain his 

strength. He continued weak and 
feeble. He was.not actually ill, and 
pould sit up day after day by the tiny 
fire which Christie lighted for him in 
the morning. Bat he was not able to 
descend the steep stairgase, much less 
to “walk about with the heavy organ, 
which even made Christie's shoulders 

So Christie took the old man’s place, 
It was not always such pleasant work 
as ‘on that first ‘worming. There 
were cold days and rainy days; there 
was drizzling sleet, which lashed 
Christie's face; aud biting frost, which 
chilled him through and through. 
There were damp fogs, which wrapped 
him round like a wet blanket, and 

rough winds, which pearly took him off 
his feet. Then he grew a little weary 
of the sound of the poor old organ. He 
never had the heart to confess this to 
old Treffy ; indeed he scarcely liked to 
own it to himself; but he could not 
help wishing that poor Mary Ann 
would come to the end of her troubles, | 

and that the “ Old Hundredth,” would 
change into something new. He never 
grew tired of “ Home, sweet Home,” 
it was ever fresh to him, for he heard 
in it his mother’s voice. 
Thus the winter wore away, and the 

pring came on, and the days became | 
longer and lighter. Then Christie 
would go much farther out of the town, 
to the quiet suburbs where the sound of 
the barrel organ was not so often 
beard. The people had time to listen 
in these parts; they were far away 
from the busy stir of the town, and 
there were but few passers by on the 
pavement. It was rather dull in these 
outlying suburbs. The rows of villas, 
with their stiff gardens in front, grew a 
little ‘monotonous. It was just the 
kind of place in which a busy, active 
mind would long for a little variety, 
And so it came to pass that even a bar. 
rel organ was a ‘welcome visitor ; and 
one and another would throw Christie 
a penny, and encourage him to come 
again. 
Ove hot spring day, when the sun 

was shining in all his vigor, as if he 
bad been tired of being hidden in the 
winter, Christie was toiling up one of 
these roads on the outskirts of the town, 
The organ was very heavy for him, 
and he had to stop oyery. now and then 
to rest for a Winnte) At length he 
reached a nice. looking house, standing 

{had pressed in an old 'spelling-book, 
| and through all his troubles he had 

spring flowers, which, after living for 
many days in a broken bottle, Christie. 

‘never parted with them. 

And thus, before the house with the 
pretty garden, Christie began to play, 
He had not turned the handle of the 
organ three times before two merry 
little faces appeared at a window at the 
top of the house, and watched him with 
lively interest. They put their heads 
out of the window as far as the protect. 
ing.bars would allow them, and Christie’! 
could hear all they said. 

‘ Look at him,” said the little girl, 
who seemed to be about five years old ; 
‘ doeen't ‘he turn it nicely, Charlie? 

‘Yes, he does,’ said Charlie, ¢ and 
what a pretty tune he is playing! 

‘Yes,’ said the Lttle girl, “it’s so 
cheerful. Isn't it nurse? she added, 
turaing round to the girl who was hold- 
ing her by the “waist, to prevent her 
from falling out of the window. Mabel 
had heard her papa make a similar 
remark to her mamma the night before, 
when she bad been playing a piece of 
music to him for the first time, and she 
therefore thought it was the correct way 
to express ber admiration of Christie's 
tune. 

But the tune happened to be * Poor |! 
Mary Ann,” the words of which nurse 
knew very well indeed. And as Mary 
Ann was vurse's own name, she had 
grown quite sentimental whilst Christie 
was playing it, and had been wondering 
whether John Brown, the grocer’ 
young may, who had promised to be 
faithful to her for ever and evermore, 
would ever behave to her as poor Mary 
Ann's lover did, ‘and leave her to die 
forlorn. Thus she could not quite 
agree with Miss Mabel's rematk, that 
‘ Poor Mary Aon’ was so cheerful, and 
she seemed rather relieved when the 
tune changed to * Rule Britannia.’ But 
when ‘ Rule Britannia’ was fivished, 
and the organ began ‘ Home, Sweet 
Home,” the children fairly screamed 
with delight ; for bol  wothior Lad 

often sung it to them, and they recog- 

nized it as an old favourite ; and with 
their pretty, childish voices they joined 

in the chorus; * Home, sweet home, 

there's no place like home.” And as 

poor Christie looked up at them it 

seemed to him that they at least did 

know something of what they sang. 

‘* Why have not I a nice home ? he 

wondered. . But the children had run 

away from the window and scampered 
down stairs to ask their mamma for 

some money for the poor organ boy. A 

minute afterwards two pennies were 

thrown to Christie from the nursery 
window. They fell down into the 

middle of a bed of pure white sno 

drops, and Christie bad to open the 
garden gate and walk cautiously over 

the grass to pick them up. But for 

some time he could not find them, for 

they were hidden by the flowers; so 

the children ran down stairs again to 
help him. At last the peoniés were 
discovered, and Christie took off his bat 

and made a low bow as they presented 

them to bim. He pot the money in his 
pocket and looked down lovingly on the 
snowdrops. 

‘* They are pretty flowers, missie,’ he 
said, 

‘* Would you like one, organ-boy? 

asked Mabel, standing on tip-toe and 
looking into Christie's face. 

Could you spare one ¥ said Christie 
eagerly. 

‘I'll ask mamma,’ said Mabel, and 
she rao into the house. 

‘T'm to gather four,” she said, when 

she came back; *organ-boy you shall 
choose.’ 

Jt was. a weighty matter, selecting 

the flowers ; and then the four snow- 

drops were tied together and given to 
Christie. 
My mother once gave me some like 

these, missie,’ he said. 

‘ Does she ever give you any new? | 
said Mabel. 

¢ No, missie, she’s dead,’ said Christie, | 
mournfully. 
Bigger Mabel. in a sorrow. 

»  Ditying voice, * poor organ-boy, 

wh organ-boy.’ 
. Christie now. put his organ on his 

¢ Ask him what bis name is," whis- 
pered Mabel to Charlie. 

| voices calling after him: 

What is your BAW; organ-boy 7 

pee Charlie, shyly. to 

Christie told them his name, ge, 
he went down the road he heard their 

‘ Come again, Christie ; ‘come again 
another ay, Christie ; come again oon 
Christie)” b 
The snowdrops were very faded od 

withered when Christie reached the 

attic that night. He tried to_ revive 

them in water, but they would not look 
fresh again; so he lnid  them'to rest 
beside his mother’s faded flowers i in the 
old spelling book. 

Christie was not long in repeating his 
visit to the saurburban reads but this 
time, though he played his four tunes 

twice through, and lingered regretfully 
over “Home, Sweet Home, he saw 
nothing of the children and received 

neither smiles nor snowdrops.: « For 

couatry walk with their nurse, and were 
far away from the sound of poor Chris- 
tie’s organ. 

Treffy was still unable to get: ont, 

and he grew rather fretful sometimes, 
even with Christie. - It was very. dull 

for him, sitting alone all day; ' and'be 
had vothing to comfort him, wot even 
his old friend the organ. And when 

Christie came home at night, if the store 
of pence was not so large as usual, poor 
old Treffy would sigh and moan, and 

wish he could get out again, and take 
his old organ out as before 

Bat Christie bore it very patiently, 
for he loved his old master more ‘than 

he had loved any one sinee his mother 

died ; and love can bear many things. 

Still, he did wish he could find some 

one or-semething to comfort Trefly, 
and to make him: better. 

‘ Master Treffy,” he said one night, 
‘shall I fetch the doctor to you ?’ 

‘ No, no, Christie, boy, said 10y ; 

‘Jet me be, let me be.’ 

put off. What if Treffly should die, 

and leave him alone in’ the ‘world 

again? The little attic, dismal though 
it was, had been 1a. home to Christie, 

and it bad been good to have some ome 

to love him once again, He would be 

very, very lonely if Trefly died; and 

the old man was growing very thin and 
pale, aod his hands were very tremb- 
ling and feeble ; he could scarcely turn 
the old organ now. And Christie had 

heard of people ‘ breaking up,’ #8 it is 
called, and thea going off snddealy ; 

and he began to be very much afraid 
old Trefty would do the same. : He 
must get some one to come and see his 

old master. 

The landlady of the house had fallen 

downstairs and broken her arm, A 

doctor came to see her, Christie knew ; 

oh, if he would only step upstairs and 

look at old Treffly! Jt was only a 
little way from the landlady’s room to 
the attic, and it would only take him a 
few minutes. And then Christie could | 
ask him what was the matter with the 
old mao, and whether old Treffy would 
get better. 

These thoughis-kept Christie awake 
a long time that night ; he turoed rest 
lessly on bis pillow, and felt very 
troubled and anxioys. The moonlight 
streamed into the room, and fell on old 
Treffy’s face, as he lay on his bed in 

the corner. - Christie raised himself on 
his elbow, and looked at him. Yes, he 

did look very wasted and ill, Oh, how 

be hoped Tréffy would not go away, as 

bind. 
And Christie cried himself to yo. 

that night. 

The next day he watched about on 
the stairs till the landlady’s doctor came. 
Old Treffy thought him very idlé be- 

organ ; but Christie put kim off with | 

kept looking out of the window and 
down the court, that he might see the 

doctor's carriage stop. at the, entrance, 
When at last the doctor came, Chris | 

out. He shut the door quickly “after {' 
him, and was running down the steps, 
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said the doctor. 

Mabel and Charlie bad gone for a long | 

Biit Christie ‘was not to be 86 Slsily : 

‘slowly back, with\a_dead weight on his 

“only another ‘mouth; and whatever 

his mother had done, and leave him be. Another, month | only another month! 

] 

the grate, old Treffy began to talk. 

cause he would not go out with the | 

first gone excuse and then another, and : 

Master Treffy, and she suid she was 

o | that was the last thing she sang. 1 tie watched him go into’ the landiady’s | Ries, Boi olf 
| e Home," is | room and sat at the doer till he came | 

mee YO SOS wt pg 

Well, uy ‘boy, what do Sou’ Wina P| | 

TE 
Bo Ly he Telly 7 wid the doc- 

Ea my old master ;. that's 0 say 
be takes care of me, at least it’s me 
that takes care of him, please sir." 
"Tie ‘doctor did not quite know what 
to make of this lucid , explanation. 
However, he turned round and. began 
slowly to ascend the attic stairs, 

‘ What's the matter with him ?' he 
asked kindly, 

‘ That's what I want to know, sir,” 
said Christie ; ‘he’s a very, old ; man, 
sir, and I'm afraid be won't. live long, 
and T'want to know, please. © But 1'd 
better go in first, please, sit; Mayr 
Treffy doesn’ t know you are coming.’ 

* Master Trefly said Christie, walk- 
ing bravely into the room, * here's 
the landlady's doctor come to see you” 
And to Christie's great joy, old 

Trefly made Bo objection, but submitted 
very patiently and gently to the doctor's 
investigation, without even asking who 
bad sent him.’ And then the doctor 
took leave, ‘promising to send some 
medicine in the morning, and walked 
out into the close court. = He was just 
getting into his carriage, when he felt a 
little cold hand on his arm, 

‘ Please, sir, how much is it # said 
Christie's voice. | | 
‘How much is what? asked the 

doctor. 
“How much is it for coming to see 

poor old Treffy, sir? = I'se got a few 
coppers here, sir,” said Christie, bring- 
ing them out of his pocket ; * will these 
be enough, sir ? or, if not, sir, I'll bring 
some more to your house to-morrow.” 

‘ Ohy’ said the doctor, smiling, ¢ you 
may keep your money, boy; I won't 
take your last penny, and when I come 
to see Mrs. White, I'll give a look at 
the old man again.’ 

Christie looked, but did not speak his 
thanks. 

‘ Please sig, what do you think of 
Master Trefly 7 he asked. 

-* He won't be here very long, boy ; 
haps another month , id t 

bond ag De ururw words 0, — 

“A ‘mouth %r so! only a month! 

said Christie to himself, as he walked 

soul. A month more with his dear old 

master | only another mouth | - And in 
the minute which passed before Chris- 
tie reached the attic, he saw, as in a 
sorrowful picture, what life would be to 
him without old Treffy. He would 
bave no home, not even the old attic; 
be would have no friend. No home, 

no friend! that would be his sorrow. 

And only another month before it came ! 
only another month | 

It was with a dull, heavy beart that 
Christie opened the attic door. 

* Christie boy,” said old Treffy’s voice 
‘what did the doctor say ?' 
‘He said you had only another 

month, Master Treffy, sobbed Christie, 

shall I do without you 7 

Trefly did not speak, It was a 
solemn thing to, be told he bad ouly 
another month to live : that in another : 
month he must leave Christie, and the 
attic, and the old organ, and go—bhe 
knew not whither. It was a solemn, 
searching thought for old Treffy. 
He spoke very lutle all day. Chris- 

tie stayed at home, for he had not heart 

enough tp take tbe organ oat that sor- 
rowful day ; and be watched old Treffy 
Very gently and mournfully. Only 

was ringing in the ears of both. 
But when thé evening came on, and 

there was no light in the room but 
what came from the handful of fire in 

‘ Christie,’ he said, uneasily, ‘ where 
am I'going? Where shall I be in a 
month, Christie 7 

Ohristie gazed into the fire thought- 
fully, 
¢ ¢ My mother talked about heaven, 

‘ Home, Sweet Home,’ 

sameshens,m heaven, Master Trefly ; 
il ig oy 58 Kien good om. my 

+ Yon, id Tet, { suppose it is; 
YHA 
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Plage, sitwdin’s bo crous sir, but 

wd 5 Ade op 

(FRR CEE | ye 

| going to; and ‘your mother called it 

3 you won't be there, nor any | 
one that I kiow ; abd I ‘shall 

LEE YS Te leave my poor old organ; you don't| 

there, will they, Christie’ : 
* No, said Christie, * I never ‘ead | 

my mother speak. of any ; I think she 
said they played on harps in heaven.’ 

‘I shan't like that half so well,’ said | 
old Treffy, sorrowfully § “I don't know 

1 

how I shall pass my time.’ 
Christie did not know what to ~y to 

this, go be made no answer, aa 
‘Christie, boy," said old Treffy; part 

denly, ‘1 want you tomake out about 
heaven, I want you to fiid out all about 
it for me; maybe, T' shouldn't feel so 
strange there if I knew what ‘I was 

‘ Home, sweet home,’ didn't she, Cliris- 
tis 7 
sie Yea, said . Chrintie, + I'm almost 
sure it was heaven she meant. ‘ 

* Now, Christie, boy, mind you make 
out,’ said Treffy, eardestly; ‘and re- 
member there's only another month ! 
only another month 

‘Ill do my best, Master Treffy, 
said Christie, ‘ I'll do my best.’ 
And Christie kept his word, 
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Courage in Every-day Life.. 

a just one, 
Have the courage ¢o tell a man why | 

you do not lend him. your money. 

and prosperity to fashion in all things. | 
Have the coutage to wear your old 

clothes until you can’pay for new onés. 
Have the courage to discharge a debt 

while you have the money in your 
pocket, 

Have the courage to do without that 
which you do not need however —— 
your eyes may covet it. 
Have the courage to provide for the 

entertainment of your friends within 
your means, not beyorid them. 

Have the courage to acknowledge 
your ignorance rather than to | 
credit for knowledge under false preten- | 

. 

a the courage wwpen . fe 
in a seedy coat, though yoo are in com- 
pany with a rich one and richly attired, 
Have the courage to speak your mind 

when it is necessary you should do so, 
and to hold your tongue when it is 
prudent to do so, 

Have the courage to show that you 
respect honesty in whatever guise it 
appears, and your contempt for dishon- 
est duplicity,by whom so ever exhibited. 

Have the courage to cut the most 
agreeable aquaintance when you have 
been convinced he lacks principle. <A 
friend should bear with a friend's infir- 
mities," but not with his vices. 
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The Bicycle. 

A Boston manulacturing company is 
pressing the Bicyele upon the attention 
of ministers #8 a ‘safe, conveoient, and 
economical, substitute for. the "horse. 
The use of the wheel bas found favor, 
as one might well imagine, at “ the hub; 
and several of the ministerial digoitaries 
of that centre have becomd dévoted | 
bicyclists, Even the learned Professor, 
Borden P. Bowne, of the Boston Uni- 
versity, the distinguished Methodist 
theologian and Metaphysican, may be 
seen of any fine day astfide of his 
“ machine” enjoying the * poetry of 
motion,” as be whirls through 
thoroughfares of Boston. . A ca Ci 
Episcopal Rector, in Michigan, actually 
rides out to his  Sunday-afterveon ‘ap- 
pointments on the unstable vehicle: 
When rebuked by a parishoner for his 
worldliness, be ospromgt surprise | 
that the should hfe Pe 
ne a au, i WAS as «Fug 

as with two. Rev. M 

Tavs to 

suppose they'll have any barrel. -organs ; 

| tives of the French press, 

| workshops, where forty mea have bee 

Have the courage to make a will and | 

nl ee of Secend Liveniiaese] | 
‘Texas bave prepared a boot | 

hs i Regia iy 

’ 

given inside it i ar i 

‘was laid for twenty -fi pron in 
of the thighs of the sata to am 

pany had ri pr 
ag i i ed by ro A 
aod MM. Gaget and Gauthier, a 
engineers, took the visitors round: 

engaged constantly for several in 
hammering. and fitting a 
pieces.of which this statue is 
The head was finished in. 1878, when 
it figured at the French exhibision; the 
arm also, which it stretched forth. 
ing a torch, was sent 10 the. Phil 
phia“ Exhibition ; and the drapery; and 
lege are now. nearly Siem The 
constructor, indeed, gives hopes that 
this gigantic Liberty, the colos- 
sus that the modern world at least, bas 
ever produced, may ba placed on the 
pedestal America. is hi it. mot 
Mr. chan the end of 1 ghd 

Tr. va q idm 
A BIG RAILWAY ‘scuene.— The 

most decidedly bi 
will be tbe line of Flty | 

Have the courage to prefer oni i 

at. its south. = The iy is to ng 2 
“the American Iutercantinental Rail- 
road,” and Mr, Helper ‘and his associates 
declare that it will 
by the year 1893, whi Bé the 
four hundredth anniversary ‘the d 
covery of the New W rid. Ii 
promoters can get the mi e 
really nothing that will them 
from making théir" cherished om or 
railway; but we stand’ | its 
nearly the whole di : mg 
A and Antarctic rele 
about 65 deg. N, to 55 deg. 8. Lita 
and would consequently have a direc 
length of about 7.500 miles, and allows 
ing 25 jo MS 1 from the 

a 56-lb. rail to be the weight 
of metal per mile of a single-line rail- 
way would be 88 tons; and thus no 
less than 836,000 tons of rails would 
be used ..in the consteuction of the 
permanent way. But as the track of 
such a’'railway ‘would be almost’ sure 
10 be double, the above total wonid he TT ints of in a ou 
sateiag foto. Nhe pm Bg ve 
it to obir readers to reckon up a Cost 
for rails alone. wrdron, Jaatde, 

———— 1 E : 

GroaNTiO  AusrRALIAN TREES — 
The Minneapolis. Lumberman in a 
recent issae’ gave a lengthy article . on 

marks that the marvellous dimensions 
of the forest trees of this continent are 
lide keown by the majority, of read- 
eri. The following paragraph: may 
perhaps be fresh news to some: of our 
readers : —The trackless 0 
west of Tasmania also 

yo timber, and bushmen report 
have met with specimens of euca yptus 
measaring 200 feet “ony the ground to 
the first branch, aed fully 8350 feet in 
all. Until 1873 there was standing on 
the eastern slops of Mount Wellington, 
within four miles of Hobart Town, a 
eucalyptus measuring 86 feet in girth, 
and moore 300 feet in height, and 
its rained still forms & grim cham- 
ber in which many a merry party have 

o | enjoyed a picnic. The famous of 
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