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Twas such a sleepy story, it made me 

_ faith he had taken the Lord at his word 

ll wd how bo bad net another 

~My Fairee Prince. 
BY ANTHONY E. ANDERSON, 

“ I'wants to hear a story before 1 goes to 

bed, 
An’ muzzer, you can tell mse the best: 
2 est one, I know !” 

Andon my breast there nestled a curly 
golden head — 

“One teenty story, muzzer, an’ then 
I'l truly go,” 

And then I dropped my knilting, sod 
with folded bands I sat, 

And searched my drowsy brain for 
stories old and new ; 

When I began to tell one, my listener 
said, “ Not that 1" 

Until I really wondered what tale of 
mine would do! 

At last] told the story about the priucess 
fair, : 

Who went to sleep, and slept for one 
‘hundred long, long years ; 

And all about the prince with the curls 
of golden bair, 

Who woke her with a kiss, and allayed 

4 

sleepy, too, 

While all the time I wondered if John- 

nie’s eyes were closed ; 

My head. sank lower, lower, to that of 
golden hue, 

And then—oh, must I tell it 7—1I shut 
my eyes, and dozed | 

Wee hand crept softly upward, and 

patted my bowed head, 

And kisses soft as tbistle-down were 
showered on my lips, 

W¥eou's slept a bundred years row— 
wake up” the good prince said, 

And tried to ope my heavy lids with 
“rosy finger-tips. 

_ Recint, Wis , 1882, 

v7 Bele? Sevial 

CHRISTIE'S OLB ORGAN. 
BY MES. 0. F. WALTON. 

CHARTER VIL 

LITTLE MABEL’'S SNOWDROPS. 

The next morning Christle woke 

with a happy heart, for he remembered 

his last night's prayer, and in his simple 

and that the blood of Jesus Christ had 

cleansed him from all sin. 

But old Treffy’s doubts and fears 

came back again. He began to look 

within, and the remembrance of his | 

sin relurned upon him, What if, alter | 
all, there was sim on his soul? What 
if the gates were still closed against 
him ? 

¢ Christie, boy, I don’t feel it’s all 

right wi h me yet,” he said anxiously, 
‘Why not, Master Treffy 7 asked 

Christie. 
‘ Why, I've been so bad, Christie ; it 

doesn’t seem likely He'd do it for me 
80 soon as that; there's such a deal of 
sin on my soul.’ 
‘But you asked him to wash yous 

Master Treffy, didn’t you 7’ | 
“Ay, 1 asked Him, Christie,’ said | 

Treffy, in a despairing toue. 
‘ And He said He would if you asked 

Him, Master Treffy, didu’t He # 
‘Ay, Christie, I believe he did 

Trefly. 

* Then of course he has dove it,’ said 
Christie. 

‘1 don’t know, Christie, boy ; I can't 
feel it,’ said old Trefly pitifully. *1 
don’t seem to see it as I ought.’ 

So, whilst little Christie was walking 
in the sunsbive, old Treffy was still 
groping on in the shadow, sometimes 
hoping, sometimes fearing, but never 

trusting. 

Christie paid another visit to the 
suburbanroad that week. Little Mabel 
and her mother were coming out of the 
house when Christie reached the gate. 
The little girl ran eagerly forward when 
she caught sight of the organ, and begged 
her mamma to stay whilst she turned 
the handle just six times. 

* The lady spoke very kindly to Chris- | 
tie; she asked him several questions, 

"and Le told her about old Treffy, how 

said 

ihe The tears were in the 

goerie with a large bunch of single 
| white 

the people's fears. ak 

| «It seems dark and dim to me yet, I 

‘you trust Me ? do you think I would 
| tell you a lie? And then He holds 
out His gift, as I did Treffy, and He 

i +! SE gilt Bo Just exactly what you did | iu 

0 Mabel darted Ne the ho. and 

owdrops, prettily arranged with 
sprigs tops myitle leaves. aries 
and pure, and lovely they looked. 

« Here, organ-boy,” said Mabel, as 

she put them into his ‘hands, ¢ these 
are my own dear snowdrops; Aunt 
Helen gave me them, and you must 
take them to Master Treffy, he'll like 
them, won't he ?’ she said. 

+Ay! that he will, 

Christie: warmly. 

; Mabel said her mother, ¢ you must 
teach Christie the little prayer I told 

missie,” said 

you always to say when ‘you looked at 
the snowdrops.’ 

‘ Yes, said Mabel, ‘I willl This is 

it, Christie; ¢ Ars me and I shall be 

whiter than snow.’ 

Christie looked up brightly. 

‘Will you say that p prayer, “Christ! ie?’ 
asked the lady kindly: © 

‘ Yes, ma'am’ sail Christie; * its just 

like what me and Myter T'refly said 
last night: 

‘ Cleanse me and saye me, 
Cleanse ma and save me, 

Wash all my sins away.’ ”’ 

Then the lady smiled when Christie 

gaid this, and seemed very pleased. 

“1 am so glad you know of the only 

way to be washed white,’ said the lady. 

‘ These snowdrops, always make me 

think of the souls washed white ia the 
blood of Je:us.' 
The lady and little Mabel passed on, 

and Christie looked down very tender. 

ly on the flowers. How he would love 

them now! He turned his steps 

homewards at once, for he did not want 

the snowdrops to fade K before they 

reached old Trefly. How fair, and 

clean, and pore they looked! So 
different to the smoke and dirt of the 

noisy court. Christie was almost afraid 

lest the thick air might soil them as he 

carried them through it. Some of the 

children ran after him and begged for 

a flower, but he ‘guarded his treasures 

very carefully till he reached the attic. 

Aud when Christie opened the door, 

who should be there but the clergyman, 

sitting beside old Treffy, and talking to 

bim earnestly! He stopped to give 
Christie a kind word, and then went on 

with what he was saying. * He was 
telling Treify about the death of Jesus 

and bow it is that the blood of Jesus 

can wash away all si, 

‘1 can’t see that it's all right with 

me,’ said Trefly, in a trembling voice ; 

don’t feel that I'se got it; 1 can't feel 

happy.’ 
* Treffy,’ said the clergyman, sud- 

denly, ¢ do you think I would tell you 
alie? 

* No, sir,’ said old Treffy ; ‘ I'm sure 

you wouldn't ; I could see it in your 

face, sir, if nowhereelse. No sir, I'd 

trust you anywhere.’ 

‘ Now, Trefly,’ said the clergyman: 

taking a ball-crown from his pocket, 

‘ I've brought this for you. You canoot 

work now, and you need many things 

| you cannot get; I will give you this 
money to buy them with.’ 

‘ Thavk you, sir,’ said old Trefly, 

the tears running down his cheeks; * I 

can never thank you enough. We are 

very badly off just now, Christie and 
me,’ 

* Stop, Treffy,’ said the clergyman, 
‘It isn’t yours yet, you must take it.’ 

Treffy pot out his trembling old 

band, and ‘ook the half-crown with 

another murmur of thanks. 

‘Do you feel that you've got it, 
Treffy ¥’ said the clergyman. 

‘ Yes, sir, it's here,’ said old Treffy. 

* Are you sure you've got it, Trefly, 
said the clergyman again. 

‘ Yes, sir,’ said Treffy, in a bewild. 

ered voice, ‘I know I have; I don't 

know what you mean sir,’ 

‘I will tell you what 1 mean,’ said 

the clergyman. ‘The dear Lord 
Jesus has come into this room just as 

I bave, Treffy. He has brought a gilt 
for you, just as 1 did. His gift has 
cost Him far more than mine cost me; 
it bus cost Him Hislife. He has confé 
close to you, as 1 came, and He says 

to you, as; I said: ‘Old Trefly, can 

Trey, what have you, to do with this, 

‘to the Lord Jesus, Treffy, 

out. Shar § veh vod take it 
od dao the cima os Ay 

mi weit on: ies = 
“Tb is the PH joie. al; 

| Treffy ; ; it is the clean. heart, for fos. high 
you aré longing ;' it is the right to enter 
into. * Home; sweet home,” for ‘whi 

you have beeb - ReTek, Treffy ; 
you take the gift 7’ 5 

* I want to take it,’ said old rly, 
‘but I don’t know how.’ 

“Did you stop to think how you were 
to take my gitt, Troftly & : 
i Noy! said the old map, ‘1 just tock 

“ Yes, said the clergyman, ¢ AL} 
and that is what you must do with the 
Lord's gift; you must just. take it.’ & 

¢ Would it have pleased me, Treffy, 

said the clergyman, * if you had piled 
your hand back and said, Oh, no sir | 
I'don't deserve it: I don't believe you | 
would ever give it to me, I can’t take 

it yet.” ’ 

¢ No, said Treffy, ¢ I don't suppose it 

would.’ 

“Yet this id just what you are doing 
He is hold- 

ing out His gift to you, and He wants 

you to take if jat onee, yet you hold 

back, and say, "No, Lord, I can’t be- 

lieve what you say, I can’t trust Thy 

word, I can't believe the gift is for me, 

[ can’t take it yet.’ 

* Treffy,’ said the clergyman, earn. 
estly, “if you can trust me, oh, why 
can't you trust the Lord Jgsus ?’ 

The tears were running down the 
old man’s face, and he could not speak. 

‘I am going to ask youn another 

question, Treffy,’ said the clergyman 
* Will you trust the Lord Jesus now ? 

¢ Yes. sir,’ said Trefly, through his 
tears ; * I don't think I can help trust- 

ing him now.’ 

‘ Now, Trefly, remember Jesus is in 

this attic, close to you, close to me, very, 

very near, Trefly. When we speak 

to Him, He will hear every word we 

say ; He will listen to every sigh ; He 

will read every wish. 

‘ But, before you speak to Ilim, 

Trelfy, listen to what He says to youn,’ 
said the clergyman, taking his Bible 

from his pocket. *¢ These are His own 

words, * Come, now, and let us reason 

together, saith the Lord ; thongh your 

sins be as scarlet, they shall be as 

white as snow ; though they be red like 

crimson, they shall be as wool,” for * the 

blood of Jesus Christ, His Son, cleansed 

us from all sin,” Treffy, will you trust 
the Lord Jesus? Do you think He 
would tell you a lie? 

* No, said old Trefly; I'm sure He 

wouldn't) 

* Very well, Treffy, then we will tell 

him so.’ 

The clergyman knelt down by 
Treffy’s side, and Christie knelt down) 
too, and old Treffy clasped bis trembs 
ling hauds whilst the clergyman pray- 
ed. 

It was a very simple prayer ; it was 
just taking the Lord at His word. 
Old Treffy repeated the words after the 
clergyman with the deepest earnestness, 

and when he had finished the old man 

still clasped bis hands aud said, * Lord 

Jesus, I do trust Thee, I do take the 

gift, I do believe Thy word. 

Then the clergyman rose from his 

knees and said, ‘ Treffy, when you bad 

taken my gift what did you do next ?’ 
‘1 thankedigou for it, sir,’ said Treffy. 
‘ Yes," said the clergyman, * and 

would you not like to thank the Lord 
Jesus for His gift of forgiveness? 

* Oh,’ said old Treffy, with tears in 
his eyes, * | should indeed, sir,’ 

So they all knelt down again, and in 
a few words the clergyman thanked the 
dear Lord for bis grea love and good: pied out, and the clerk walked 
ness to old Treffy in giving him pardon 
for his sin. 
And again old Treffy took up the, 

words and added : 
‘ Thank you, Lord Jesus, very much 

for the gift; it’ cost Thee Thy life; 
oh, I do thank Thee with all my hears’. 

‘ Now, Treffy,’ said the clergyman, 
as he rose to go, if’ Satan ‘comes to 
you to morrow and says, * Old Treff; 
do you feel you've got forgiveness? | 
perhaps after all its a mistake, ae 
shall you say to him? 

«I think I. shall, cd him my ex 

id la adie 3 i ) 

pe A vo t aR rfl 

| In five minutes she was noddingand in 

1 

You knew you had ken gift, and | 

you didn’t knew what I meant when I 
asked you if you felt I had given it. to | 
you. ‘Itis the same with the Lord's 
gift. Treffy. : Your feelings have | 
nothing to do with. your safety, but your 
faith has a great deal to do with it. 
Have you taken the Lord at his ‘word ? 
Have you trusted, Him? Ris is the 
question.’ 

+ Yes, sir) sald Tiefty, 9 Have 
¢ Then you know you ate forgiven, 

said the clergy man with a smile, | 
“Yes, sir,’ said Trefly, brightly, “1 

can trust Him now.’ 

Then Christie walked op to Treffy | 
and put the bunch of white hy di 
in his hand. 

¢ Miss Mabel gave me them,’ he exid, 

‘and she said I was to! say a little 
prayer whenever. | looked; at them : 

* Wash me, and I shall be whiter fin 

snow" " 

‘ Whiter than snow, repeated the 

clergyman, ¢ whiter than snow ; Treffy ! 

that is a sweet word, is it not I’ 

“Yes said old Ireffy, earnestly, as 

be looked at the flowers, ¢ whiter than 

snow, washed white in the Blood of 

Jesus.’ 3 
Then the clergyman teok his leave, 

but, as he was croszing the court, he 

beard Christie running after'him. He 

had a few of the lovely snowdrops and 
a sprig of the 2 myrtle in his band: 

¢ Please sir,’ said Christie, ¢ would 

you like a few of them 

“Thank you, my boy.” said the 

clergyman, “ I should indeed.’ 
He carried the snowdrops carefully 

home, and they taught him a lesson of 
faith. . The seed he had sown in the 

mission-room had not been lost. = Al- 

ready two poor sin-stained souls had 

comme to the fountain and had been 
washed whiter than snow. The old 

man and the little boy bad taken the 

Lord at his word, and had found the 
only right way into the bright city, into 
¢ Home, sweet Home." " God has been 

very good to bite in letting him know 
this. Sarely, he ‘would ifust in the 
fature. 

om bo — 

An Angel's Touch, 

One evening, not long ago, a little 
girl of nine or ten entered a place in 

which is a bakery,grocery and saloon in 

one, and asked for five cents’ worth of 
P54 “fin 

‘ How's your mother? asked the 
boy who came forward to wait on her. 

¢ Awful sick, and ain’t had anything 
to eat all day.’ 

The boy was just then called to wait 
upon some, men and the girl sat down. 

seven she was sound asleep” and lean. 
ing her head against the barrel, while 

she held the poor old nickel in a tight 
grip between her ‘thumb. and finger. 
One of the men saw her, and after ask- 
ing who she was, said : * Here’s a two 
dollar bill that says I've got some feel- 
ing left” 

“And I can add a dollac, observed 

one. 
‘ And I will give another,’ 

They made up a purse of an even 

five dollars, and the spokesman care- 
fully put the bill between the sleeper's 
fingers, drew the nickel away, and 
whispered to his comrades : 

¢ Just look a-there —the gal's dream- 

ing A TIES 
So she was. A big tear rolled out 

from ber closed eyelid, but the face was 
covered with a smile. The men tip 

over 
‘and touched the. sleeping child, She 
awoke with a laugh, and cried out; 
What a beautiful dream! Ma 

wasn’t sick any more, and we bad lots 
to eat and to wear, and my band burns 
yet where an angel touched it > 
~~ When she discovered that her nickel 
hod bol replaced by a bill, a dollar of 

her down with all she 

i
i
 

could carry, she innocently said : 
eas now, but ma hot 

Iga War bad BASH iy, 
i a wn goserm 000K. : 

| but one chance, Time does not fly in 

| moral leper is gifted with no 10 second set 

|'the universe might be searched proba. 

| one chanee. Waste yourmiddle life; 

-| active or more hurtful to society and 
the church than that of slander There 

oe 

2
)
 

hing 

cored 5 Cs EEA Ty os SY 

CH, Ae me 
8 

up. Hil 

tween the right aed the left. Nev 
theless, in our | present ¢ eer, a Sl 
bas but one chance. Even if you come 
weighted into the Sorld: as Sinbad 1 wis | 
with the old Man of the Sea, you have | 

a circle, but forth, and right. on. 

wandering, squarilering, 
The 

densicated 

of early years. There is no fountain in’ 
Florida that gives perpetual youth j'and 

‘bly in vaia for such’ a spring. Waste. 
your youth; in it. you shall have but 

in it you shall have bit ‘one-chance. 
Waste your | 01d | age i in it you shull 
have but one change. ti is an irrever- 
sible natural law that character attains 
final permanence, and in the wature of 
things flual permanence can como but 
once. Thuis world is fearfully and won. 
derfully made, and se are we, and we 
shall escape neither ourselves nor these 
stupendons laws: It is not to me a 
pleasant thing to exhibit these truths 
from the side of terror; but, on the 
other side, these are truths of bliss; 
for by this very law through which all 
character tends to become unchanging, 
a soul that attains a floal permanence 
of good character runs but: one: risk, 
and is delivered once for ‘all trom: its 
torture and unrest. Tt has passed the 
bourne from behind which no man is 
caught out of the fold. © He who is the 
force Behind all natural law'is keeper 
of his sheep, and no one 18 able to pluck 
them out of his hand. * ° Himself with. 
out variableness or ‘shadow of turning, 
he muintains the irreversibleness of ‘all 
natural forces, one of ‘which is the in- 
effably majestic law by ‘which charac- 
ter tends to assume final permanence, 
good as well as bad. 

Slander. 

‘ People may, expatiate upon the 
evils of intemperance, polygamy, and 
other gigantic social evils,’ said a guest, 
‘but from obsersation I can say that I 
believe. there is no commerce more 

is & trafic in this article from the 
weakest solytion to the strongest, in 
that which goncerps the statesman and 
that which concerns the humblest 
laborer.’ 

‘Yes,’ Y replied; ‘and the venders 
of this pitch are not altogether among 
the lower classes of society, in "homes 
of ignorante. Sometimes wo meet them. 
where we'ekpect a higher'style'of man. 
hood and womanhood, among those 
who Yate much Wellbvation fn Christi- 
auity.’ \ | 

‘Now,’ replied the good Domine, 

over to us such a formidable scheme,’ 
we answered. * The project is not 
feasible ; and we feel our inability to 
encounter this monster with mere car- 

tongue ean ‘no man tame. We would 
0 form a league at rs 
in the privacy of our 
ean wield the weapons 

the most effectnal” 

+ Yeu ave right,’ said the Domine, | 

trouble.’ ‘Here the subject was. d mis 

i iio. file ik uncon. 

edge of the tom, is not a, joke. There. : 
are mn this life serious differences be- | 

jestingly addressing the ladies. at. the : 

1 

nal weapons . of warfare; for * the’ 

prayer. This remedy has been proved | when | 

pn oh God isa refuge sd t 

sed fron conversation, but Bot so from | 
our thoughts. We sili ourselves the | I 

Hal 

fabulous epgrss’ Ai 

: arate a dng 

"Incredible? op NS eainih. “This 
person you refer to is incapable, of ™ 
conduct as your stateraent. implies 

prefer not to hour any more © 
Well, re replied this ¢ us person, 

Pi somewhat crestfallen, * * perhaps 
time will convince you! And from. 
this the conversation, turned to 
social topics, . When the vis isit co ot € ® to 

| au end, faint and disheartened = lose 
the door upon this retiring guest. Un- 
(happily the suggestion was not withoat 
any effect even on me, Some p pe ople 
achieve meanness, others have. thy 
upon . them. To the latter class ‘we 
must all occasionally belong. “Not 
infrequently have I’ been reported as. 
having wade assertions which were 
wholly incongrious with my character, 
by those with whom 1 had not the 
slightest intimacy. Such trials’ ‘have 
caused me the bitterest and yet ‘most 
profitable hours of life,—bitterest, less 
those whom I held most dear, should 
believe and become estranged ; most 
profitable, because in agony of “hy 
I, have been divested of sufficien 
and through depths of trouble have {. 
tered into the ‘sharabig of Christ's 
sufferings, 
He that sitteth at the helm of the 

universe, and who stilleth the tempest 
with one word, sends trial and adversi- 
ty to his people not only as an act of 
sovereignty, but as'a test of faith. Then 
let us cling closer to the immutable 
immovable Rock ‘of Ages. Dear | 

| sufferer from misrepresentation; ean 
‘you not leave your reputation in the 
hands of your Almighty Friend, * Are 
not five sparrows sold for two farthings, 
and not one of them is: forgotten before 
God? Fear not, therefore, ye are of 
more value than many. sparrows 
Commit thy way unto the Lord ; trust 
also in him ; sod be shall bring ‘it, to 

| pass And be shall bring forth thy 
righteousness as the light, and ‘thy 
jndgment as the noon day." You are 
uot an orphan, but a child of au King. 
* He is able to keep all that you ‘have 
comwitted to Him ' against that day.’ 
Tlie true believer niust have a heart at 
rest and 8 wind at peace, because 
sayed on its Redeemer. — Intelligenger. 

- fee — ni A ILI ] 

y Father's Will. ., 
A good old man was one day walk- 

ing to the sanctuary with his Bible in 
hiss but; hove nls from met him and 

said : 

* Good morning, Ar, Pri wii ate 

you reading there 4 

Sn pading mp Paar will as oI shiny 

. well, and what has deft ‘you P* 
gaid (he friend. 7" Tus wi 

* Why, be has bequeathed (c fo a table, * you ladies who have so much | hundred fold more in thi lie/a 
-execulive ability, who have b 80 | world to come, life rts. 
success/ul in various social reforms, — | Baltimore Bulletin. 248 19 YE) 
surely you might exert an in for HA U00 iad 
good. A league called; Tho Society for Sep Atl ap 
the Prevention of Body suggested.’ - Thoughtful Mary, i : 

‘ You are certainly generous to hand PEE ar rd git 
out Mary, nobow,” Mrs. Blucher oy 
served, pausing to wipe the perspif 
trom her aged features. avs ism 
Iludleof soft soap into. the / steaming 
suds, while her daughter's voise at the 
piano could be distinct] a, ey 
floating out from the adjoining y 

ne “1 don’t see how 4 hot 

Sonepenon Par dey 

Slay Old, soon ‘ann, fur me 
{rich eb oe uk ou thi lewh play 

origin of this owed it inv; arial 
evil ; and our invest & 4 

wibag with- 
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