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kh A Hare 1 Hymn. 

Let us sin oe iri a 
wg isa 

1 - wi mai 
spread our 

HT yields u now yie 

Thanks % Him, ahd blessing. 

Io the place of seed late sown, 
Heavy ears are drooping; * 

Green they were, but golden crown, 
' Neath their wealth now stooping 

Out of its dark grave, the grain, 
* ‘Cast by us believing; 
Manifold returns again 
To our hands receiving. 

pis iis we, 
Making wind and cloud His car, 
“Is we. A God’s forthgoing. 

aT hat ahd 
Food and ours, 
Mouth heart orbs filling. 

Wid dee Kdidek bt che Beka, | TE 
Lord ! th. lorin 

All ‘we Wie yield 
Unto Thee voimnda ! 

Then the Harvest Songs we raise, 
saw ry } wo fast fyi 

to af praise 
hath fie 

Angels’ ALA be our meat, 
Corn immortal growing, 

Whitest milk and honey sweet 
Plénteotsly flowing. 

Holy feast and holy song, 
1. Each on each Mrieading, 
‘Shall Heaven's Harvest, Home prolong, 

a. a to —— hoe emanon. | ! 

CHRISTIE'S OLD ORGAN. 
BY: MES. 0. F. WALTOR: 

CHAPTER IV. 

MABEL'S FIRST LESSON_ IN ORGAN- 
GRINDING. 

Lr # — . 

The sexs day Christie had to go out 
as psual, Old Treffy seamed DO.Worse 
than befores—be was able to sit ap, and 
Ohtistie. opened the small window be- 
fore he went out to let a breath of fiesh 
aigiingo the close attic. Bat there was 
very little fresh air anywhere that day. 
The atmosphere was heavy and stifling, 

and poor Christie's heart felt depressed 

and weary. He turned, be hardly 
knew why, to the suburban road, and 

stopped before the house with thé pretty 

garden. He wirintéd to see those merry 
. little faces again—perhaps they would 

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

Christie 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, after satisfying themselves 
that it réally was Christie, their own 

GChgistie knew thdat * Role 

sw ome ;', 80 he took the handle 

from Mabel, and saying brightly, ¢ All 
| right, missie, I'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 thought 

the organ must be possessed with’ some 
evil spirit, so slowly did it go ond min. 
ute, 80 qui ickly. the next. 

‘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, sweet Home, were sounded 
forth. She, turned the havgle of the 
organ Radi Home, sweet Hore,” was | 

quite finished, and then, with a sigh of 

satisfaction; she gave'it upito Christie, 

IT dike + Home, sweet Home, 4 Eh 

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 
have no home then. 

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

Charlie had taken the handle of the 

organ now, and was rejoicing in * Poor 

Masy Ann; but Mabel hardly. listened 
to him ; she was wire i the poor 

boy who, bad no home bus’ an attic, and 
who soon would have wo home at all. 

“ There's another home somewhere, 

said Christie, “isn't there, 

Isn't heaven some sort of a home ? 

#'Oh, yes, there's heaven, said little 

Mabel, brightly ; * you'll have a home 

there, 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 thas.’ 

‘I like the stars,” ssid Christie. 

* Yes! paid Mabel, “so do I; and 

you'll sce them all when you go to 
heaven, Christie, I'm sure you will.’ 

‘ Wheat is heaven like, Miss Mabel ? 

asked Christie, 

ad “it pla TIAL: a wo | 
ie figs wm 9. wd 

cc cor lay between them And ‘Home, {she might go 

nodding hér head in the direction of the }. 

missie 7 

He Jonged for 

The afternoon was sill more Jase. 

and sultry than the had been, 

and little Christie was y weary. The 
organ w uc for dp + times, and | 
it see ‘usual to day- 

He was cb 5 to $ Ap rest for 
a few mipytes on a bvioniy of 
the back krects, About If le from 

the court where-old-Treffy lived. As 
he wasobitting there with bis organ 
resting against the wall, two women 
met eagh' biter Just “in - 3 of the 
doonssiep, and after asking most affec- 
tionalely 'afier each other’, health, 
they began to talk, and Christie could 
not he bearing every ‘wbrd they 
spid, * ai 

5 What's that place,’ said aie of them, 

| looking across the road at a long, low |. 

building with a board j in front of it. 

¢ Oh, that' § {our Jew mission -room, 
Mrs, West, aid the ofher; *it belongs 

{SRE aft desis. Cpl 
street. young man es and 

preaches ar every Sunday night ; | 
like to. hear bim, I do,’ she went on, 

‘be pats it so ‘plain.’ ui 
¢, Puts what. plain, Mrs. Sis: # anid | 

“ber friend. 
«Oh, allabout heaven, andi we're 

to get, there, and about Jesus, and what 

He's done for us. He's a kind man, 
is. Mr. Wilton; he came to see out 

Tom:ay. when he was badly, Do you 
koow him, Mrs, West? + 
‘No, said Mrs. West: gC maybe I'll 

com@ to-morrow ; ‘what tiche' is ‘it 7’ 
“It begins at. seven o'clock every 

needn’t . bother = about’ your clothes, 

theté’s no one there bat poor folks ifke 

ourselves.’ 

‘Well, T'll . come, , Mus. Shak 

Good-day ;’ and the two pated. 

And little Christie had besrd all they 
said, and had firmly made op bis mind 
to be at.the mission-room the next 

evening .at seven. o'clock. He mast 

wanted to know. 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, don't they 7 

¢ Master Trefly,’. said Christie, 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, Christie, that's tne, I'm 

afraid When 1 was a little chap no 

bigger than you, I used to hear’ tell 

Sunday,’ said Mrs, Smith; ¢ and youl 

lose no time in making out what Trefly 4 

“How ‘much say Rifus? 
{ know About teu million bottles dog in in 

| don't you sy that. we spend haat agaid 
| six ‘millions for dogs! Something | perfc 

“And ah! why, Rdfus, 

besides fo ‘missions might be given 
“up 10 ‘save modey, T should think,’ 
hg did you two Pow samise? 

Where, did Jou get all {heme Wear 
items 7" 
“We got them at the Missi Bar ; 

Kate is secretary, and I'm treasurer, 
aod these figures were all in the dia- 

| fogue that Dr. Stephens wrote for us 
to recite. If you ¢hoose to ‘call what 
‘he says absard, I stppose you ean; 
‘but he is a graduate from a college 

mean to tell him that. you think that 
‘two ‘millions atid half for foreign mis- 
sions will ruin the country; I want to 
hear him laugh.’ And then tha, two 

gon laughed merrily. wo 

* You' needn't tell him Savile 
about it,’ said Rufus sharply. - After the 
girls ran away, he added pop... § : 

* «How fast giris grow up! I thought 
those two were children ; and here they 

.are with the Mission Bands, and - their 

treastrers’. | 
. “And their embarrassing fac's about 

‘money,’ interrdppted Mr. Purker. 
: Those girls bad the best of the argu- 
‘ment ,>Rufus ; end then he too laughed. 
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Empty-Jars, 

Hard by & dlnitis(s office, at a street 

corner in Chicago, is a hideous adver- 

tiserent of the ¢ RE Pals. And 
this is the fashion of it. Enclosed, in 
‘a glass case is pair of artificial jaws, 

all glittering with artificial teeth ; ‘and 
these are worked by invisible machinery 
which} ‘is periodically wound ‘vp, ard so 
the jaws are evermore kept going. 
They chew nothing; they do ‘nothing 
in the way of the accomplishment of 

any practical result, save. as they call 

attention to the operator inside, who is 

Rm A 

pulator. of Shose jaws. 

This ingenious device may ‘Possibly 

ourselves, we declare that we beartily 

abhor it, [It is on the corner whete we 

take ‘the cars; and there, in grioniog 
ghastliness, 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 a spectacle uncom- 

and a' theological seminary besides. || 

large - words ‘wbout * secretaries and | 

supposed to. be the maker and mani- 

idiotic way. Time ard again have we 

been tempted to shiver that glass; and 

seems like a wookery of our poor 

And yet, provoking s as this is, it is 

AN St YY Ol POR hl OV Ta 

Oot: euiiem ran regime “h ~ 

truth. 

Considering. how. full of 
truth is the ble, und considering how 
full is all scieicé, and all history, and 

call erature, 0 truth. pa girth 
Bible—to. and yt 

is pi ll ho alkng he 
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Boy Wanted: yi goin 

People tao ghied ‘Wh when hey saw Te 
sign again. It seemed to be always in 
Mr, Peters’ ‘witidow, For a day or 
two, sometimes. for only an hour or two. 
it’ would ‘be’ missifig, and ‘p 
would wonder whether Mr, Pe! 
at last found a boy to suit him; but 
sober or later, it was sure © spp | 

‘ What sort of a boy ds Xé want, | 
any way?" one'and dhother would ask, 
and then they ‘would say to each. b, gther | 
that they supposed he was looking’ for 
a perfiat boy, ard in their opinion, he 
would look a good while belore he found 
ofie. Not that thére were not plenty of 
boys—as many as a dogen used some- 
times to appear in" the course’ of a 
morning, trying for the sitiation. - Mr. 
Peters was said to be rich and queer, 
‘md’ for one or both of ‘these reasons, 
boys were anxious to try to suit hin, | 
* All he wants is a fellow torah of 

| grands; ; it must be ¢asy work and. sure 
pay.’ This was the way they talked 
to each other. But Mr: Pete rs wanted 
more than a boy ‘to run of ee] 

{ John Simmons found thie out, and this | 
J ‘was the way he. did it... He bad been | 
engaged that very morning, and Bad | 
been kept busy all the” forenoon, at | 

| pleasant~enough work, and although be | 
was a lazy fellow, we rather’ ‘enjoyed 

i place. 
bring custom to a dental shop; but for 

It was towards fh middle of the 
alternoon that be was sent up to the 
attic, a dark, dingy place, inknbited by 
mice and ¢sbwebs. 

**You will find a long deep box theres 
said Mt. Peters, that I want to have put 
in order, It stands right in the middle 
of the room, you can’t miss. it.’ 
John looked doleful.  ¢ A long deep 

box. I should thiok it was, be told him- 
self, as the attic door closed after him. 
“It would weigh most & ton I guess; 
and what is there in it? Nothing in 
the world but old sails, and screws, 
and pieces of iron, and broken keys 

ashamed, rightly rm, the’ word “of f 

oF 7 

Ann tet ong box in nc 
not afraid of a mouse, nor of Soa 

"bat he’ Brod over ‘that 

w | ever, he tumbled 
“ing all. the. time, 7 out 

| phedcds owls Wit A width 
Here's all there i : 
that old. box ; are 
rusty, and the hooks are hich or ‘some. 
thing.’ AWS 1 
“Very well? said Me. Peters)’ 
hin to the’ post-office (ce. W } 
ot think? By the lose. of the ng 
‘day, - Charlie had been paid and +o 
‘charged, and the old sigo huog Jn the 
windows, , 11% + Bi it + 

_*Tve at a notion why I was 
discharged,’ grumbled, Charlie to hi 
mother ; * he said Le had no fault to find, 
only he saw that I wouldn't eait. It’s 

‘and takes that way 10 cheat. Mean al 
fellow Boat i TE ie 3 

"It was Crawiord Mills who wis Hi 
next. He knew neither 

bays, and so did his, errands in, blis 
ignorance of: the abv antilothe lk 

~second morning of his stay, when. in 

(order, " The worning passed, didier 
time.came, and still Cramtord bnd ao 
appeared from the attic. At last Mr 

. # No, sir ; there is ever so much ¢ 
a Aen 

orb AL frp now ; 

| you my go back Zn ok. Sty # 

‘Alter  dinger 

Bat jout he Ms; P eters was deci 

Pye dois’ my’ bent, nit? - : 

“box I found: this.' 

{Host es, | 
i+ That's a queer. place, for gold,’ said 
Mr. Peters. “It's good you found it ; 

| well, sir, I suppose you will be on band 
| to-morrow morning ? hrm 
be was putting the gold piece in } 
pocket-book, After Crawford bad 

| good-night and gone, Mr. ern 
the lantern and weat slowly up the attic 

girs. There was the long dedp box 
in which the rubbish of FRE 
years bad gathered. Crawford 
evidently beea to the bottom of is; 
bud fitted in pieces of shingle to make 
compartments, and io these different 
rooms he had placed the articles, with 

stright nila u koy or-twa, Td 

kind, - 

gE | erence: ¥ 

| 

il an i 
hen nar 

i14] a : 

ing Ne 
‘tny opinion he doesn’t want'a boy a i ; 

leisure bour ho was sent 4 put. it7in 

Peters calod im. Gol throngh?, | 

and down at the very bottom, of  - 
¢ Thin’ bt % 

is yoy 
pleasa 

" ay# in 

: they, ,b 
fe 

sh : 

huse: 
stful. 

One of 

eerful ; 
ttage 

organ-boy, they ran into the garden 
and stood beside him as he played. 
“Doesn't he, turn it - nicely 7 whis- 

mon. Jaws attached to human heads ; 

bragen jaws ; jaws * wound up,’ working 

mechanically, unprofitably, and yet 

bits of hinge Ion 49 Yop and Tabgjed 
| thos: * Goad screws, bap 00d 

nails.’ . Picture pails.” § 

mmer ! 
ple, but 
boms b 

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 

aud things ; nubbish, the whole of it] 
Nothing worth touching, and it is dark 
as a pocket up here, and cold, besides ; 

* Ob, it's so pice.’ said little Mabel, 

‘they have white dresses on, and the 

pered Oharlie to his sister. 
“Yes,” said little Mabel; ‘I wish I 

had an organ, don’t you, Charlie 7 
‘Shall I ask papa to 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 
hs; ond heag it, Vin } sure, said 

6, regretfully.’ a. J 

‘& should won dike to turn it,” said 
Mabel; shyly, looking up into Christie's 

-+1* All right, missie ; come here,’ said 

Christie. 
‘And standing on tip-toe at his side, 

little: Mabel took hold of the handle of 
the organ with her tiny while hand. 
Very slowly and earefally she turned 
it, so slowly that her mamma came to 
the window to see if the organ-boy hud 
been taken ill 

, -Atwasa pretty sight which that young 
mother looked upon. The litle fair, 
delicate child, in her light summer dress 
turning the bandle of the oid, faded 
no and the organ-boy stand- 
obo 7 her with admiring 

Mabe! looked up 
ala aes the window 

vn smiled and nodded. to. her,.de- 
8d;40 Bnd: that she. Rs 

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.’ 

‘Don’t you love Jesus, Christie ? 
| amid Mabel, with a very grave sorrow- 

ful face, and with tears in ber large 

brown ‘eyes. ‘Oh! organ-boy, dont 
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 litle 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 thoaght- 

fally. He was thinking of little Mabel’s 
words, aod of little Mabel's tears. 

‘You can’t go to heaven if you don’t 

love Jesus,’ she said; ‘and then you 
won't have a home at all” Tt was a 

new thought for Christie, and a very 
sad thought. What if he should never, 
never know anything of ¢ Home, sweet 
home?” And then came the remem- 
brance of poor old Treffy, his dear old 

master, who had only another month to 
b Hire, Did be love Jesus? He bad 

‘never heard old Trefy 

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, a 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. Between 
the puffs he talked : 
‘There is oné argument sgainst 

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 as ‘that 
opon it, with everything else it bas to 
do. Forejgo Misdiops are ruinously 
expensive. 
The two young sisters of, Rufus, 

Kate and Naonie, stood on the piazza 
and laughed: 

take a prize in. college for logic, I'm 
sure.’ 

‘ What do you mean, litlo monkey ? 
And what do you know about logie 7 

‘ More than you do, 1 should think, 
Just imagine the country not being 
to afford two ni... and a. half 

almost perpetually—this is the aggra- 

vating sight that in almost gvery place 

of concourse and discourse, is apt to be 
encountered. 

Paul says: ‘So fight I, not as one 

* chew the Bir? Lived 

opened: his’ mouth, he | opdkie 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 houtblly of pious 
platitudes, as empty of meaning as is 
the air of solid nourishment. 

It is, suggested, indeed, that if we 
open wide pur youths, ‘the Lord will 
fill them. and there is, perhaps, some- 
thing like that in the Scriptures : but 
there never was 8 Seriptuos that was 
more abysed. 

There are, bobodd {ahumeritile un. 
| forseen emergencies in | life, ‘against bupts of Fup 

*O Rufus I" said ‘Kate, * you wourd | whieh: we may not koow just how to |® at once gave Jolin an e trand to do | 
fren bows, and ha io mebel provide, and with respect to which’ we 

bray pot know just how to provide, and 
| with respect to which gral ai to 
trust the Lord to fury h all needed 're- 
sources, whenever 

| bat ‘reason “and 

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

When be 

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

: f § >, 
b oF a be i " Al 

- 

bow the wind blows in. through those | 
| koot-holes | There's a mouse! If there 

is anything t 
tell youwhat it is, if old Peters thinks 
I'm going, to stay up here and tumble 
over his rusty nails, he's much mistaken, 
I wasu't hired for that kind of work,’ 

Whereupon Johu bounced down the 
dttic Stairs, three aC a lime, and was 

{ found lounging in. the: show. window 
half an hour afterwards, when Mr, 

Peters appesred. 
* Have you put that box in* order 

already 7" was the gentleman's question. 
‘1 dido’t find anything ‘to put in 

order ;. there, rh nothing io it bat 
nails and thi 

"Exactly ;. 

pidineE ny 

J was. ‘the’ * nails 

you do it 7 

cold ; 80d 1 did't see’ 
doing & besides, 1. thought was hired | 
to run of errands.’ 

“Oh said Mr. Peters, i ih 

But bo smiled pleasantly enoiigh, 

% 

for SPAY we are to lay bold and | 
= 1 

: why 
4 

x it 
“ 

that 1 Aate, it's mice! I'll’ 

¢ No, sir, it was dark up there, aed it 

ful ® NE Boa anti 

w 

somewhat bent’ Picture. hooks.’ 
cet he wo doth: 
pe the long box. In p 
fect order it was at last, and. very. li 
that could really be called useful 
to be found within it. But My, Peters, 
as be bent over and read. the lat 
laughed and murmured 
eA Tg 

fortune.’ 

‘Sure enough; the sige 4 

Beh pr 
next to the ait 

fh au oud 
things’ that I wanted putin ho iy 1 

ero which pb 
rw Jd EET Gsiasd ) Bs 
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ngest 
DOI sh 

nd in i 
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peker, 
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have found a boy, hiv o— | 


