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Let us sin mﬂMSon’g—
Iﬂt%

:Hgia:uu'm. - 'm:l;.

spread our

' th a fmn!ul

A'd each grateful heart now yields
' ’gh;nh to Him, ahd blessing. .

Io the place of seed late sown,
Heavy ears are drooping; ¢
Green they were, but golden crown,
' Neath their wealth now stoopiog
Out of its dark grave, the grain,
' ‘Cast by us believing;
Manifold returns again
To our hands receiving. . ..

Pty ﬁu"‘@%ﬂim‘” w
lﬁkih wind and cloud Hil car,
~Is ‘our God’s forthgoing.

B’a'b'm&ﬂ"ﬂm . el

Food and ours,
Mouth héart néw filling.

M‘hm Kdidek bt e Bekd, | &
Lord ! ug lorin

All 'we have yield
Unto Thee gdonug !

Then the Harvest Songs we raise,

ln the yem fast flyi
- to ‘ﬂir prahb
¢he hle

Angels’ fooﬂ‘iban be our mest
Corn immortal growing,

Whitest milk and honey sweet
Plénteotsly flowing.

Holy feast and holy song,

v » Each oneach qttznduﬁ

‘Shall Heaven's Harvest, Home prolong,
Age to ago nnendlng !

WISTJE’S OLD ORGAN

BY: MES. 0. F. WALTOR:

CHAPTLR IV,

MABEL'S FIRST LESSON_IN ORGAN-
GRIXDING.

&p # — o .
The next day Chnsue had to go out
as psual, Old i—retfy,umed DO.Worse
thap befores—be was able to sit ap, and
Ohtistie. opened- the small window be-
fore he went out tolet a breath of fiesh
aigiingo the close attic. Bat there was
very little fresh air anywhere that day.
The atmoephere was heavy and stifling,
and poor Christie’s heart felt depressed
and weary. He turned, be hardly
knew why, to the suburhan road, and
stopped before the housé with théd pretty
garden. ' He wrintéd to see those merry

. little faces again—perhaps they would

cheer him ; be felt so very dull to-day.

Christia was not disappeinted this
time. He had hardly turned the handle
of the organ twice before Mabel and
Charlie appesired at the nursery win-
dow ; and, aiter satisfying themselves
that it réally was Christie, their own
organ-boy, they ran into the garden
and stood beside him as he played.
»“Dosen’t he, tura it - nicely 7 whis-
pered Oharlie to his sister.

‘ Yes,” said little Mabel; ¢ I wish I
had an organ, don’t you, Charlie 7

‘¢ Shall I ask papa o buy us one?
asked her brother.

1 don't know, Charlie, if mamma
would like it always’ ‘said Mabel,
‘She bas such bad headaches, you
know.’

*Well, but up in the nursery she

&)ld $oxdly hely it, ¥ pure, said
nl’,rqmthlly. o

‘& sbould won dilke to turn it,” said
. Mabel;;shyly, looking up ioto Christie’s
-+ "¢ All right, missie ; come here,’ said
Christie.

‘And standing on tip-toe at his side,
little- Mabel took hold of the handlé of
the organ with her tiny while hand.
Very slowly and earefally she turped
it, so slowly that her mamma came to
the window to see if the organ-boy fud
been taken ill
, -Atwasa pretty sight which that young
mother looked upon. The litle fair,
delicate child, in her light summer dress
turping the bandle of the Qd, faded

bnrrel-orgm, and the organ-boy stand-
’r“'ndim her with admiring
Mabe! - looked up
uduw*‘“hﬂml; the window

A.M smiled and nodded. to. her,.de-
od 40 find that she mmng.

GChgistie  knew thdat * Ruole

8w ome ;' 80 he took the handle

' ,from Habel and saying brightly, ¢ All
| right, missie, 1"l maky it come as quick

us 1 can,’ he turnéd it round so fast,
‘that if old Treffy had been within hear-
ing, be would certainly have died from
the fright about his dear old organ
before the month was over. Several
people in the opposite houses came to
their windows to look out ; they thonght
the organ must be possessed with'some
evil spirit, so slowly did it go oﬂ min.
ulq. 80 qui ckly the pext. - '

‘But they understood how it was d

| minute afterwards when little Mabel

again began to turn, and very slowly
and deliberately the first potes of
¢ Home, gweet Home,‘ were sounded
forth. Sh& turned the hanﬁle of the
organ tnttl Home, sweet Hore,” was |
quite finished, and then, with a sigh of
satigfuction; she gave'it upito Christie,

/T ke Home, sweet ﬁome,’ 4 xnhe
said ; ¢ it's such a pretty tune,’

* Yes,' said Christie; it's my favor-
ite, missie. Where is * Home, sweet
_Home 7’ . be .asked, suddenly, as be
remembered his promise to old ‘Treffy.

* That's my home,’ said little Mabel,

preity house.. .* 1 don't know where
yours is, Cliristie.’

‘I haven’t much of a place to eall
bomeé, missie,” said Christie ; ‘ me and
old: Treffy, we live together in an old
attic, and that won't be for long—only
another month, Miss M abel, and I shall
bave no home then.

¢ Poor  ergan-boy—Poor Christie !
said little Mabel, in a pitying voice.

Charlie had takeo the handle of the
organ now, and was rejoicing in * Poor
Masy Ann ; but Mabel hardly. listened
to him ; she was lhmkmgof the poor
boy who, bad no home bus’ an attic, and
who soon would haveé »o home at all.

“ There’s another home somewhere,
said Christie, “isn't .there,
Isn't heaven some sort of 2 home ?

#'Oh, yes, there’s beaven, said little
Maubel, brightly ; * you'll have a home
thereé, won’t you, organ-boy 7'

‘' Where is heaven ?* said Christie.

[ IS up 'there, said little Mabel,
pointing up to the sky; ‘up so high,
Christie. - The little stars live in
beaven ; I used to think they were the
angel’s eyes, but nurse’ says its silly to
think thag.’

‘I like the stars,” ssid Christie.

*Yes' vaid Mubel, “s0o do I; and
you'll sce them all when you go to
heaven, Christie, I'm sure you will.’

‘ Whet is beaven like, Miss Mabel ?
asked Christie,

* Ob, it's s0 pice.’ said little Mabel,
‘they have white dresses on, and the
streets are all gold, Christie, all gold
and shining, And Jesus is there,
Christie; wouldn't you like to see
Jesus 7 she added in arwhisper.

‘I don't know, said Christie,’ in' a
bewildered tone ; ‘I don't know much
about Him.’

‘Dun’t you love Jesus, Christie 7
| smid Mabel, with a very grave sorrow-
ful face, and with tears in ber large
brown ‘eyes. ‘Oh! organ-boy, don%
you love Jesus ¥’

¢ No,”said Christie* *1 know so little
about Him, Miss Mabel.’

“ But you can’t go to heaven if you
don't love Jesus, Christie, Oh! I'm
50 sorry—you won't have a home at
all! what will you do?' and the tears
ran down lutle Mabel’s cheeks.

But just then the bell rang for din-
ner, and nurse’s voice called the child-
reo in.

Christie. walked on very thought-
fally. He was thinking of little Mabel’s
words, aod of little Mabel's ' tears.
‘You can’t go to beaven if you don’t
love Jesus,’ she said; ‘and then you
won’t have a home at all” Tt was a
new thoughe for Christie, and a very
sad thought. What if he should never,
pever know anything of ¢ Home, sweet
home?” And then came the remem-
brance of poor old Treffy, his dear old
master, who had ooly another menth to

Jtya., Did be love Jesus? Kohul
merhurd old Tnf

it pla 3 d t .
g ﬁi@ d‘img!k h.m?'“

Bhkuw’ lay tetwoen them And ‘Home, |she might go

nodding hér head in the direction of the }.

missie 7

He lénged for

The afternoon_was still ﬁm close
and sultry than the M bem.
and little Christie was y weary. The
organ w vy for hjm ‘ ‘times,lnd
it see ‘usual to day-
He was cb |ged to m down  rest for
a few mipytes on a momr of
the back hgeets,ibou 1f le from
the court where-old-Treffy lived. As
ke wasobitting  there with % organ
resung‘agamst the wall two women
met eagh' 6tfer Just “in ﬁ& of the
doonssiep,-and . after asking most affec-
tionalely 'afier each othu* health,
they began to talk, and Christie could
not bel'( heaﬁng eVefy ‘wbrd they

aand{ * 2 Y{

5 Wbat’s ‘:hat place,’ said afie of them,
| looking across the road at a long, low |.
building with a bqurd in front of it.

¢ Oh, that' q@uﬁ Jpew mission-room,
Mrs, West, caid the ofher; *it belgngt

mmm at mﬂ*‘iﬂeﬂ"

street. young wman es and
preaches (here every Sunday night ; |
like to. hear bim, I do,’ she went on,
‘ be pats it so ‘plain.’ v

¢, Puts what. plain, Mrs Smh # aaid |
“bér friend.
' ‘Oh, allabom heaven, uld*ho“ we're
to.get tbere, and about Jesus, and what
He's' done for us. He's & kind man,
is. Mr. Wilton; he came to see out
Tom:ay. when he was badlgs Do you
koow him, Mrs, West? '+

‘ No, said Mrs. West: g maybe I'll
com@ to-miorfow ; ‘what tiche' is ‘it 7’

¢ It begins  at. seven o'clock every

needn’t . bother ' about '’ your clothes,
theté’s no one there bat pod' folks lfke
ourselves.’

‘Well, T'll . come, , Mus. Sm-.th.
Good-day ;’ and the two pated. .

/iAnd little Clmdle had h‘ld all they
said, and had firmly made @p bis mind
to be at.the mission-room the next
evening .at seven. o'clock.; He maust

wanted to koow. One day of the
month was gone already. +* ¢

¢ Master Treffy,’ said Christie that
night, * do you love Jesus ?'

‘Jesus !’ said the old man; *no,
Christie, I can’t say I do. I suppose I
ought to'; good folks "do, dow't they 7

¢ Master Trefly,’ said Chriltu, 80~
lemnly, *if you-don’t love Jesus, you
can't go to heaven, and you'll mever
bave a home any more— never any
more,

¢ Ay, ay, Clristie, that's trno, I'm
afraid® When 1 was s little ehap no
bigger than you, I used to hear' tell
about these things, but I gave no heed
to them then, and I've forgotton all I
ever heard. I've been thinking a, deal
lately sincé I was took so bad, and
some of it seems to come back to me.
But I, can’t rightly mind what I was
told.. It's, .8 bad job, Christie;, & bad

A Bit of Logic.

Rufus lay at full length on the sofa,
and puffed a cigar, back parlor theugh
it was; when Mr. Parker reminded
him -of it, he said there were no ladies
present, and puffed away. Bottnén
the puffs he talked :

‘There is oné argument t‘mmt
Foreign Mission work which is unan-
swerable : the country cannot afford
it.. 'Two millions and a halt of money
taken out this year aod sent fo the
cannibals, or somewhére else, = No
country can stand such a drain u{glm"
opon it, with everything else it bas to
do. Fomgo Misdiops  are ruinously
expensive.

The two young sisters of, Bdm.
Kate and Naonie, stood on the m
and laughed:

ukeapnaoneolbgo (orlogle,l'-
sure.’

‘Whudoyum.hukndql’
And what do you know about logie 7
‘Honchnyudml““

Just imagine the country not being
to M two -h-o u&mw

Sunday,’ said Mrs, Smith; ¢ and ymla

lose no time in making out t}mt Trefly 4

¢“How unoh sy Nﬁ:ﬂ

know | uhnnt teu million bot(les are ﬁod ;
id. | évery year.

| don't you know that . we spend abant agaid
| six 'millions for' dogs! Something | perfc

And ohl’ why, ;!&

be‘deo'fa ‘missions might be given
“ap 1o save modey, T' should (hink” "
Men did you .two powumu?

Where, did yon get all thon ;\osurd
items 7'

'Wegm them at me mwan Band
Kate'is secrefary, and I'm treasurer,
aod these figures were all in the dia-
| fogue that Dr.  Stephena wrote for us
to recite. If you ¢hoose to ‘call what
‘he says absurd I euppo.e you ean;
‘but he is a graduate from a college

-mean to tell him that. you think that
'two ‘millions #tid-a half for foreign mis-
sions will ruin the country; I want to
hear him hugh And then the two
gu'h laughed merrily. - -

* You' néedu’t tell him anylhmg
about it,’ said Rutus sharply. - After the
girls ran away, he added thongbtmlly :
* «How fast giris grow up! I thought
those two were children ; and here they
.are with the Mission Baunds, and - their

treastrers’. |

. ¢ And thememh-rrmmg fac's about
‘money,” interrdppted Mr. Purker.
: Those girls bad the best of the argu-
‘ment,>Rutus ;' and then he too laughed. |
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Empty-Jars,

Hard by & Mbﬂ ’oﬁce, at a street
corner in Chicago, is a hideous adver-

tiserent of the ¢ nttatabnsmess And
this is the fashion of it. Enclosed, in
‘a'glass case i8 w'pair of lﬂilcml jaws,
all glittering with aftificial tb&h ‘and
these are wotked by invisible machinery
'wh,ncb ‘is periddlea"y wound ‘vp, ard so
tEe pm are _evermore kept goivg.
They chew nothing; they do ‘nething
‘m the way of the aeeomplhhment of
any pmmal result, save. as they call
attention to the operator inside, who is

R A

pulator. of Shose jaws.
This ingenious device may posmbly

ourselves, we declare that we benslly
abhor it, It is on the corner whete we
take ‘the cars; and there, in grioniog
ghutlmtu, it continually confronts us.
In heat, ‘or cold, by day or night, those
brazen jaws, thick set with ivory, keep
grinding on in an utterly, aimless, and

end that exasperating exhibition, that

hamanity.

not by any means s spectacle uncom-

almost perpetually—this is the aggra-
vating sight that in almost gvery place

encountered.

* chew lbe alr. Qibr
opened- his' msouth, he | q‘ke 0. some
purpose ; and his words were as ‘ apples
of gold in baskets of silver.’

In the matter of secular discourse, a |
"man when he talks is expected to say
something ; but with reference to the
infinitely weightier matters that concern

to satisfy our consciences by ¢ going
through with “the 'motions,” and the
more * thieclagical moum: of pious
platitudes, as empty of meaning as is
the air of solid nourishment.

It is, suggested, indeed, that if we
open wide pur ymouths, ‘the Lord will
fill them . and there is, perhaps, some-
thiog like that in the Scriptures : but
there never was 8 Scnpmre that was
more abybed. | .

There are, m&eed innumersblo un.-

| forseen  emergencies in | life, ‘against 3
‘O Rufus I' said ‘Kate, * you mf*wbub we may not koow just how to|® twd’“’%%@ 0, do}
&nwwn,mlmxhumai .

provide, and with respect to which’ we
ﬁ'my pot know just how looroﬂds,nid
| with respect to which wnh,luplj to
tmtthLordtof aﬂm re-
sources, whenever
| bat “reason ‘w

and &' theological seminary besides. ||

large - words ‘wbout * secretaries and |

supposed to. be the maker nd mani-

idiotic way. Time ard again have we
been tempted to shiver that glass; and

seems like a nooker] of our poor

And yet, provokmg as this is, it is
mon. Jaws attached to human heads ;
bragen jaws ; jaws * wound up,’ working
mechapically, unprofitably, and yet
of coneourse and discourse, is apt to be1

Paul says: ‘So fight I, not as one

that ‘beats the air,’; and he did not
When be

‘the soul’s eternal interests, we seem |,

. - 3
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 truth.

Considering. how . full of
truth is the us,mmm
lullu.ﬂlchﬂ&. N an bipm ﬁhd
all lmragm; muh dlunnﬁh.,m
T Lt e
n ‘»3- af all the talking that

AP R

Bay Wanted. i g
People laogi’ﬂ when ﬂN)‘ saw \M

sign again. It oeemeJ to be alwn ug

Mr, Peters ?ﬁﬁﬂgg For a kd&y or

two, sometimes. hmdnlytn honrm' two.

it would ‘be ' Mg. and ‘p

would wonder whgthar Mr, Pe!

at last found a boy to suit him; but

sobuer or later, it was sure tﬁ ‘bpw

‘ What nortof a boy does he want, |
dny way 7 'one and .another i(vuld -ask,
and'then they mid say to oqoh \’he
that they supposed he was looking' for
a per’feot boy. Lo dl in_ their opiawn. he
“would look a good while belore he foand
ofie; ' Not that thére were not plénity of
boys—as many as a dogen used some-
times to.appear “in' the course’ of o

morning, tqiﬂg for the b!tMom Mr.
Peters was said to be rich and queer,

mdforweorbotholmuemm
boys were qnmu to_try to M,“m
* All he wants is a fellow toiruh . of
grnndn ; it must be ¢asy work and. sure
pay.’ . This was the way they taiked
to each other. - But'Mr: Pete w
more than a boy 'to run of erunds
T John' Simmons found thu‘ out, and this |
J wu;hqwthedui it., He bad been
engaged that very morning, and - had
been kept busy all tho”tonnou, at |
| pleasant~enough work, and -lthocgb be |
was a lazy fellow, he rather’ djoyed

i plgoe
bring custom to a dental shop; but for ™

It was towards tbe middle of the
alternoon thut. he was sent up to the
attic, s dark, dm place, mhlhntad by
mice and cobwebs.

**You will find a long deep box theres
said M. Peters, tht I waot to have put
in order, It stands right in the middle
| of the room, you can’t miss it

John looked doleful. ¢ A loog deep
box. I should thiok it was, be told him-
self, as the attic door closed after him.
“It would wei‘h most & ton I guess;
and what is there in it? Nothing in
the world but old uails, and screws,
and pieces of iron, and broken keys
sud things ; nubbish, the whole of it
Nothing worth touching, and it is dark
as a pocket up here, and cold, besides ;
bow the wind blows in. through those |
koot-holes | There's 8 mouse ! If there
is anything t ‘
tell youwhat it is, if old Peters thinks
I'm going, to stsy up here and tumble
over his rusty nails, he's much mistaken,
I waso't hired for that kind of work.’

Whercupon Johu boonced down the
dttic Stairs, three aC a lime, and was
{ found lounging in . the: lbow window
half an hour dlcnqul, when Mr,
Peters appesred. .

* Have you' put :hl box in* order
already 7" was the gentleman's question.

‘1 dido’t find anything ‘to put_in
order ;. there, n- othing o it bat
nails and thi '

”"Ew&b

pidineE 0

t was. tbo * nails
you do it 7'

cold ; ;. 80d 1 didd't see’
mzmxw wbhd

to run of errands.’
~*Ob,” said Mr. Poml -

mmh&odudo_,umdm-“ ’
But bo smiled plessantly enciigh,

r\;

for Mﬂm we are to hy hﬂﬂ

- 1
o o
.

* i

u&crﬁg‘

4
X it

<

ashamed, nghtly dlvndmg the Wd “of *’

o 7

that 1 Aate, it's mice! I'll'

things' that I wamd p-tvh m;gﬂ

¢ No, sir, it was dark q' lbn. lnl it

‘fua-”i {A‘Ss» Pin andih
3 & ‘
L4

WWHM : ‘boi lnv M; :
n‘t‘“ﬂwm; nor of 'h:z
"bat he' Wnﬁh m.rjm

w | ever, he tumbled

“ing all. the. time, 7 ma

Wr&!ﬂo*n-&nmm WM’
'V'Here's all there is | W ;
t)utold%qx . are
rusty, and the hooh are bo-t; or 'some-
thing.’ vc:mt.B
“Very well? said Me. Peters)’
t,hlm to the  post-office :i !
mtbmk? By the dmnftlw '
‘day, - Charlie had been paid and ;o

‘charged, and the old sigo hnug Jn the
'lﬁo"p ?. T B i ‘

_*Tve no(ﬁmfot a notion why I was
discharged,’ ‘rupblo'd Charlie to hi

mother ; * he said Le had no fault to ﬂni
only he saw that I wouldn's eait. " It’s

| and takes that m 10 cheat. ch
““0' Boat i T nvig

" It was anford llilh who was Hiz
next. He koew neither o "w
bays, aod so did his, errands
ignorance of: the *long‘bu’ nﬁluh‘
~second morning of his stay, when. i

order, " The wmorning passed
time.came, and still Cmfmd%

:ppmrdﬁ'oum-m *A!Iu!f

. # No, sir ; there is ever so much ¢
todo.’ JAoen
b oroé AL #to“hmm now ;
)’on “} qoa') 4]‘1 ;l st.n‘;w;‘ui

‘Alter  dinger

but jost as Mr. P ﬁﬂi
;dlhmlmhm' 93!
‘I've done my' But.llr, Ny :

"box I found this.'
;donmmm

Mr. Peters. *It's good you found it ;
Jncll,nr.lwpmmwdlbunhnd

be was putting the gold piece in I
pockobbook. After Crawford bad

| good-night and gone, Mr. Beﬁuqn
thhntmudmﬂdﬂyibmm
gwirs; There was the loog deep box
in which the rubbish. of Wo
years bad gathered. 'Crawford
evidently beea to the bottom of it ;.
bud fitted in pieces of shingle to make
compartments, and io these different
rooms he had placed the articles, with
Nuof%mthmw
| thus : * Goad screws, 'Pmty
nails.’ . Picture pails.’ § ey
somewhat bent . *Picture hooks.’
Pheud'imanhnuoldn’tkw
’Booathtoql the long box. In p
fmorduitmulm.ndmv
that could really be called useful

to be found within it. But My, Peters,
a8 be bent over and read. the lat
laughed and murmured
uico"mnotbo&hqioMI

fortupe.’
Smnon‘l[ tbo-ign

He hed s mlammtly
next to the m

Wmud

loq'h:m which umh&

v ) EE T qrxi) 1]‘

Chvfoul became the well-known er-
fopta ;d‘h mﬁ” “m'&ﬂg

stright naila u koy or-twa, -wa-a; '.

kmd, "}1

g | erem Y

1 suppued
. 1 H htl“ .
. plesam'h

*"'3&’.‘

ll an o
hen nar
s ‘ :
ngmoil

‘tny opinion he doesn’t want'a boy a ‘;!, :

ylk

e~As

lummhonfhommupn%‘ ‘

Peiers called him.  + Goi b T

Aand_down at the very m‘g’(ﬂ % -
¢ Thin' mtm %

'+ That's & -queet. place for gold,’ said

| to-morrow morning ? Tﬁ-hldqu |

18 ye0

pleasa
vays in
J the’u'f

fe
sh 1

Duse:
stful.
One o
eerful )
ttage
mmer !
ple, bu
boms b
rli'm‘ij
ngest
DO ‘b
nd in i
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peker, 1
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hined

Arious

bave found a boy, udhd MM |




