PLEASANT HOURS.

191

\

\\—w

A Junior League Girl.

Iw BY MRS. ANNIE E. SMILEY.
L1 tell you of . i
! Ly a Syrian maid,
But?ré:;ﬂ;el} do not know ;
TR SAD tell you the words she saic
h"z“&h she Lived in the long & ‘d;’

A
‘fx%e serving.maid was she,
Buy, g she waited on Naaman's wife :
a‘_.‘iedsa.w that grief and misery =
larkened ber mistress’ life:

For x
T Nas

;Ld,man, her master, wasted away,
Ang t."“l,\some leper was be; ’

% Wus ilfhess no cure could be.

hey
o] m b Ly i
. ‘,}‘i‘?;i‘)ag e of bLi ‘t'“)t ggg%ﬁ;ﬂ maid,
To Ry mastor whuld go,” she saidy
the of Toracl ™" "

It wa,
vas hut g litgle thi
oS but a little thing to say
e worde wera ﬁ‘em-bl;’igglx’ sinid 5

Ut Naamuh tohie dving day
Phank, edlg; ﬁ% %ﬁ:l : iﬁ;{ maid,

For) 3
A Gloﬁga, ot co bt ok levecl,
;;ehys anll yrow fuip xj;j;'é a little child’s ;
was leaked of his leprosy. = :
Tknow o
! f a Prophet, i i
Wh can heal Eﬁé'peig?;%:x.gm&

Xuld God some word of mine could bring
soul at his feet to bow.

F .
or though, like the leper, unclean, defiled,

>

Your hear
If L our hew t has become by sin
.Y;)u come to Christ like a little child,
will make you pure amd clean.

THE OLb ORGAN
A HOME, SP;;}ET HOME.”
By Mrs. 0. F. Walton.

C .
HAPTER VT.__ThE OsLy WaY INTO ““HOME,
Swukr HoMe.”

onEHAT week was a very long and sorrowful
to Treffy and to Christie. The old man
N spoke, except to murmur the .sad

vr‘_L‘{ of the hymn, or to say to Christie in a

Y. ‘Hﬁng voice, .
ho, 1¢s all up with me, Christie, boy ; no

Ne for e, ”?

he bu,x~rei~orgmx
E{:”‘% Christie took it ont in
toucldp night it stood against th

i 1ed. ‘I'reffy could not bear to hear

Tistie hail begun to turn it one evenlig, but
swe first tune it had played was ‘ Home,

Se[t)ohqme,” and Trefly had said blt(erly,

. H(Jm'eu't play thab, ’(}I’lrlﬁtxe, boy ;ltlﬁ:re s no:
hay g e Sweet home’ for me : E’ ghall never
¢ a home again, neter again.
EVSO Treffy had nothing %o comfort him.
a en his o/d organ seemed to have taken purt

Bainst him ; even his dear old organ which
he had loved so much, had helped to make

Im more miserable.

The doctor had looked into the attic again,
according to his promise, but he said there
Was nothing to be done for Trefy, it was only
"]‘_qUesbiou of time, no mediciue could save his
Jife,
1t was a very terrible thing for old Treffy
th“s. to be slipping away, each day the chain
of hLis life becoming louser and looser, and he

rawwg near each day to—he knew nub
whag, °
Treffy and Christie were conuting anxiously
the days to Sunday, when they would hear
about the second verse of the hymn. Perhaps
afler all there might be some hope, some Way
l"“tf) the bright city, some citrance into
, ‘Homc, sweet, home,” through which even old
Treff,’s sin-stained soul might pass.

Aml at last Sunday canme, 1t was a wot,
Yainy night, the wind was high and stormy,
and "the litile cougregation b the mission-
Foom was sialler than usual.  But there was
an carnest purpose in the faces of many who
came, and the clergyman, as he looked round
at the little company when he gave out his
text, felt that many of them had not come
rom curiosity, but from an hovest desire to
lear the Word of God. Al he lifted ap his

eart in very earnest prayer, that to many in
that room the Werd which he was about to
8peak might be a lasting blessing.

The missiou-room was very still when the
Minister gave out his text. Little Chiistic’s
eyes were lixed intently on him, and he Hs-
tenad eayerly for every

was quite neglected by
the day-time,
e wall un-
ear it NOW.

ne worid
1 he text was, this: *¢The bhlood of Jesus
Christ his Son, cleanseth us from all sin.”
The clergyman first reminded them of his
) By LA ™

bey knew, as they watched him, day

last Sunday’s sermon, of the bright golden
city where they all longed to be. He reminded
them of the first verse of the hymn :-

*'There is g city bright,
Closed are its gutes to sin.”
And then he asked very gently and tep@er] ¥y,
«Ig there anyone in this room who had come
heve to-night lorging to know of some way
gﬁe‘, a sinmer, can enter the city?

achi 3 omehere?”
Vs 1(3,14?}2 Christie under his breath,
. I’s help to show you the

wap. ** You and [ have
sinned. enoligh to shut s out of

caven, but ws Bave simued, nop opee only,

b h\ih&?g&s of t&o’w{,;ﬁﬂﬂ figes § our souls
e covered with si-sfais.  But there s one

2 b “i‘ Ifl1:1,1@ soul cab
e, My text

. want-on to explain how
: ‘oi‘Jégﬁé‘ géxx w&sﬂ é?gi'b W,
s qeath of Jesus on {Jt‘zl\}"a,ry,'qf

dhte fountain he @pe’,r\ieti’ there for sip and for
ixync‘%ea;nnéss. He explained to them that Jesuy
ae Ged's Son, and that there_@qm his blood
"he shed on the cross is of infinite value.
He told them that, since that day on Calva
thousands had conie to the fountain, and each
one had come out of it whiter than suoWw, every

ot of sin gone.

: Tti\e clerggyman told them, that when these
washed ones reached the gates of pearl, they
were thrown wide open to them, for there was
no sin-mark ou their souls, they were free from
earnestly iu-

sin. And then he looked very i

deed, and leaning {or\,vard he pleaded with

his Iitvtfl_'é' congregution to ‘coge to the blood

that they might Eg washed and cleansed. He

begzed them to yse the second verse of the

hymu, and say from the bottom of “their
’

hearts :

which

¢ Qavionr, I come_to thee
O Lamb of God, I pray,
" Cleanse me and save me,
Cleanse me and save me,
Wash all my sins away.”

< There is ane little word in my t?ext,"‘ said
the minisier, «which isa great oypum;t to me.
[ mean the word all.  All sin. That takes in
every bad word, every bad thought, every bad
action. That takes in the blackest bl'ob, the
darkest stain, the deepest spot. All 8in, each
sin, every’sin. No sin too bad for the blood
to reach. No sin too great for the blood to
cover. And now,” said the minister, ‘Severy
soul in this room is either saved or unsaved,
either washed or not washed.”

"¢t Let me ask you, my dear friends, a very
solemn qncsti(m: Is the sin or the blood on

our soul? One or the other must be there.
Which is it?” '

The clergyman pause
had asked this question,
atill that a falling pin mignt have been heard.
There were deep scarchings of heart in that
little company. ‘Amd Christie was saying deep
down in his heart:

d a moment when be
and the room was so

«(leanse me and save me
Cleanse me and save me
M "

Wash all my sins away.

The minister finished his sermon by en-
sreating them all that very night to come_to
the fountain.  Oh, how earnestly he pleaded
with them to delay no longer, but to say
at once, ‘‘Saviour I come to thee. e
b('gged them to go home, and in their own
rooms to kneel down feeling that Jesus was
standing close beside them. ** That is coming
to Jesus,” the minister sail. He told them. to
tell Jesus ull, to turn all the sin over to him,
to ask himn to cover it all with his bleod, so
that that very night they might lie down to
sleep whiter than snow.

<Will you do this?” asked the clergyman,
anxionsly ; “ Will you? i
M And little Christie said in his heart, *“Yes,
that I will.”

As the congregation left, the clergyman
stood at the door, and gavea friendly word to
each one as they passed by. He looked very
tired and anxious after his sermon. It had
Leen preached with much prayer and with
wmuch feeling, and he was longing, oh, so
e.rnestly, to know that it had been blessed to
one soul,

There were some amongst the little congre-

ho passed by Dim with serions,

gation w
ut by he

thouzhtful faces, and as each one we
Breathed an earnest praycr that the seed in
that soul might spring up and bring forch
fruit. Bt there were othiers again who hal
abready began to talk to their neihbours, and
emed to have forsotren all they had
heard.  Awd these filled their young ninis-
ter’s bLeart with sorrow.  ““1s the sced lost,
dear Lord?” he faid, faithlessly, Fer he was

Wi s

- fie wept home the

very tired and weary, and when the body is
weak our faith is apt to grow weak.al'sq.

But there was QQ%ét{ﬁllg in Christie s face
as he passed out of ‘thie room yvlﬂi{:_'h made ‘t].le
clergyman call liim Dack and §?’Qak' to him.
He %a& hoticed the Boy’s aftention during his
germon, and he had {épggd ‘to héar yg‘ig‘;{1gr
he had understood w 1at he had beu}@’. v

«'My boy,” said the minister, kindly, lay-
ing his hand on Christie's shodlder, ' éap you
tell me what my text was to-ulgl g2

" Christie repeated it very corrvectly, and the
clergyman seemed pleased: He asked Clirisue
several more questions about the sermon, and
then he encouraged the hoy to $atk {0 him.
Christie told him of old Treffy, who had only
another month to live, and who was’ Tonging
to know how he might go to < Home, sweet
home.” The clergyman promised to came and
s¢e him, and wrofe down the name of the
conrt and the number 'of the house in his
fittle brown j ocket-book. And before Chris-
ie wep clergyman knelt dawn with
misstén-room, and prayed
ht the dear Lotd would
1 in his. most precious

hj;n"in‘_the empty
phat that very nig
wash Christie’s sou
blood.
“'Christie walked away very thoughtfully,
for he had good news for
old Trefly to-night, He quickened his steps
as he drew near the court, ;md ran up the
atairs to the attic, eager to tell all t@’the paor
old man. T

«(Qh, Master Treffy!” said Christie ;
«Pye had such a time! It was beautiful,
Master Trefly, and the clergymman’s been
talking to me, and he’s coming to sce you ;
he’s coming here,” said Christie, trium-
phantly. )

But Treffy was longing for better news than
this, ! .
<« What about ‘ Home, sweet home,” Chris-
tie ?” he asked. : ’

« There is a way, Master Treffy,” said
Christie. * You and me can’t get in with our
sins, but ¢ The blood of Jesus Christ, God’s
Son, cleanseth us from all s’ That’s in the
Bible, Muster Treffy, and it was the clergy-
man’s text.” T :

«Tell me all aboutit, Christie,” Treffy said,
in a tremulous voice. i

‘There's nothing but the blood of Jesus can
wash away the sin, Master Trefty,” said
Christie, “ and you and me have just got to go
to him and ask hiny, and-he'll do it for us to-
night; the clergyman said so. I've learnt
another versé of the hynmin, Master Treffy.”
said Christie, kneeling down beside him and

repeating it reverently :

put still very gladly,

¢« Sgviour, I come to thee,

O Lamb of Giod, 1 pray,
Cleanse me and save me,
Cleanse me and save me,

Wash all my sins away.”

Treffy repeated the words after him in a
trembling voice. T

< wish Lhe'd wash me, Christie, boy,” he
said.

% 8o he will, Master Trefly,” said Christie ;
< e never sends anyhbody away.”

Ay, but I'm a old man, Christie, and T've
been a sinner all my lite, and 've some done
snch bad things Christie. 1 never knew it till
this last week, but Lknow it now. It's not
likely he'll ever wash my sins ; they’re ever
such big ones, Christie. ?

«Oh ! but he will,” said Christie, eagerly ;
<« that’s just what the clergyman said ; there’s
a word in the text for you.iiaster’l'reﬁ:y: ‘The
blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth us
from all sin* All sin, all sin, Master Treffy :
won’t that do.”

« All sin,” murmured old Treffy, “allsin!
yes, Christie, I think that will do.”

There was a pause after this.  Christie sat
still looking into the fire.  Then he said sud-
denly, -

“« Master Trefly, let’s go right away now
and ask him”
© ¢« Ask who ?” said old Treffy, *‘the clergy-
man?” i
* tNo,” said Christie, ‘“the Lord Jesus.
He's in the room —the minister said he was,
Let's ask him to wash you and me, just now,
Master Treffv.”

Ay 17 said old Trelly, ““let’s ask him,
Christie.” So the old man and the boy knelt
down, and with a stronyg realization of the
Lord’s near presence, hittle Christie prayed :

O Lord Jesus, we come to thee, me and
Master Treffy ; we've got lots of sins to be
washed, but the minister saild you wouldn’t
seinl us awav, and the text says all sin. ~ We
think it means us, Lord Jesus, me and Master
Treity, Please wash us white ; we want to
go to < Home, sweet home ;’ please wash us
in the blood to night.  Amen.”

Then old Tieffy took up the words, and in
a trembling voice, addeld,

“ Amen, Lord:; wash us hoth, me and
Christie, wash us white., Please do. Amen.”

And then they got up from their knees,
and Christie said, )

- of 'winter and. t

“ We may go to bed now, Master Treffy

for I'm sure he's done it for us.” ’

Thus the man at the gate had received both

the @?glgltgling”éltl Mman &iﬂ(’f”{hé 'ﬁt.ﬂe%hild,

aild as ‘th? Had enteved i théy had heurd a

Zrac ce very deep dowh in'their hearts
n'and again,

cod chicel, thy sin are ‘forgiy
. (To be continued)

HOW T0 INTRODUQE PEOPLE.

‘_‘; Do d}%l,!ke to ;nt}rodyce people to each
other,” said Eva to me one day last week.

““Why, pray 1”7 I asked. ‘It seems to
e a véry siniple thing.”

¢ Well, when I have to do it I stammer
and blush, aiid feel so awkward. I never
know who should be mentioned first ; and
1 wish myself out of the room.”

“J think I can-make it plain to you,” 1
said. “*You invite Mabel Tompkins to
spend an’ afternoon with you. She has
never been at your home before, and your
inother has never met her. When you
enter the sitting-roow all you have to do is
to say, ‘Mother, this is wy friend Mabel ;
Mabel, my mother.” If you wish to be
more elaborate, you may say to your Aunt
Lucy, *Aunt Lucy, permit me to preseut
Miss Mabel Tompkins; Miss Tompkins
Mrs. Templeton.” But while you intro-
Quce Mabel to your father, or the minister,
or an elderly gentleman, naming the most
distinguished personage first, you present

our brother, his chum, and your cousin
fred to the young lady, naming her first.
Fix it in your mind that among persons of
equal station, the younger are introduced
to the older, and that inferiors in age,
position, or influence are presented to
superiors.  Be very cordial when, in your
own hiouse, you are introduced to a g{xest,
and offer your hand. If away from home,
a bow is commonly sufficient recognition of
an introduction. Please, in performing an
introduction, speak both names with per-
fect distinctness.”— Harper's Young People.

HER POINT OF VIEW.

Tue had moved into a pew flat. It was
not conspicuous for its cheerful surround-
ings or for ‘its pleasant ‘outlook. ~ The
average woman would ‘have “found there
only @ cmnmnn%ﬂace shelter from the snows
of 1e rains of summer.

A Iddy friend called, and was asked by
thé clieerful Tiousewifé to note the pleasant
outlook from the parlour windows.” = ~

““Yes,” says Mrs. Blase, “I see a re-
markably fine lot of chimneys.” ’

¢ Chiwneys !” exclaimed Mrs. Sunny-
side, *‘ why, I never saw any chimneys be-
fore. Ilooked over the chimneys, and saw
only those magnificent trees that form the
line ou the horizon. I thought only of the
trees and the sunsets.”

And so she goes through life, with eyes
closed to chimneys and dingy roofs, but
wide open to drink in all there is of good.
If the trees ave in"leaf, or if the leaves
have been scattered by the wind, there is
beauty in the old ehns that sway in the
gales “heneath ler ‘window, bearing the
raindrops or the snowflakes, or radiant with
the sunshine. Her cheerfulness is infec-
tious ; it fills her home and the lives of her
companions.—The Boston Journal.

IN LOVE WITH HIS MOTHER.

OF all the love afiairs in the world none
can surpass the true love of a big boy for
his mother. It is pure and nolle, honour-
able to the highest degree in both. 1 do
not mean merely a dutiful affection. I
mean a love that akes a boy gallant and
courteous to his mother, saying to every-
body plainly that he is faily in love with
her. Next to the love of a hisband
nothing so crowns a woman's life with
honour as this second love, this devotion of
a son to het. T never yet knew a boy turn
out bad who began by falling in love with
his mother. Any man may fall in love
with a fresh-faced girl, and the man who is
galiant with the givl may cruelly nea'ves
his worn and weary wife, but the boy who
is a lover of his mother in her middle age
is a true kuight, who will love his wife a8
much in her sere-leaved autumn as he
did in the daisied springtime.— Woman's



