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men of large sympathies for hurnan need,
With SoulS aglow

Somtie loving service for Lite Lord to show I
lu lite and creed

They follow Ilim with tender, generous deed.

They aim not for aimbiuon's lofly leiglit
But yet in love,

They strive to lift to brightier lains above,
To God's sweet light,

Boule suk by sin in darkest shades of night.

To make men better, happier, day by day
Through al the years ;

To lighten toil, and dry life's bitter tears;
Sorme runny ray

To hed along a brother's dreary way.

To blend best energy of heurt and! brain
Wili all ileir powerc,

And scatter sailes and words of cheer as lowers,
To eaise life's pain--

Nut theirs a strife for seilish greed and gain.

Not seeking glory, working not for fame,
0, Brotherhood,

Youmr lovinîg deedi for mankind'a weal antid good,
Done in Hie naie,

Though great or small, the Lord ye serve will claim,

London, Ohio, 1892.

HOME, SWEET HOME

IW MIRs. wALTON.

CHAPTER IV.--MAnEL's FiRST LESSON IN OR-

GAN-GR INDING.- 'oiH/iuced.

"What's that place ? " said one of theni, look-
ing across the rond at a long, low buiiding with
a board la front of it.

aO ith t's otr new mission-room, Mrs.
West," said the other ; il belongs to the Church
at tlie corner ai Melville stroot. A young mara
cornes and preaches lere every Sonday aigt ;
I like to hear hitm, I do," site went on, " he puts
it sa plaim"

"'P'lts what plain, Mrs. Smith ? " said lier
frioîîd.

flb , al about heaven, anid how we're to get
there, and about lesis and what Ie's donc for
us. fie's a kind a niait, is Mr. Wihon ; he carne
Io sec our Tommy when lue was badly. Do you
know him Mrs. West ? "I

" No," said Mrs. West ; niay be I'l come to-
morrow i what timlue is it l?"

"It begins at seven o'clock every Sunday,"
said Mrs.Smith ; "andyouueedn'tboterabout
your clothes, there's no one there but poor folks
like ourselves."

" Weil, Ilil come, Mrs. Smith. Good day,"
and the two parted.

And little Chritie had heard ail thiey said,
and had firmly made up his mind to be at the
mission-room the next evening at seven o'clock.
He iust loose no time in naking out vbat
Treffy wanted tu know. One clay of the month
was gone already.

" Master Treffy," said Christie, that night,
"do you love Jesus ?" »

" Jesus 1 " said the old man; no, Christie, I
can't say I do. I suppose I ought to ; good
folks do, don't they " I

Master Treffy," said Christie, solemnly, " if
you don't love Jesus, you can't go to heaven,
and you'il never have a home any more-.nover
any more."
i - " Ay, ay, Christie, tha's true, I'm afraid.
WThen I vas a lttle chap not bigger than you, I
usçd to her tell about these things, but i gave

no heed to them then, and Ive forgotten allI
ever heard. I've been thinkinîg a deal lately
since 1 was took so bai, and some of it seems
to come back to me. But I can't rightly mind
what I was told. It's a bad job, Christie, a bad

job."

CHAPTER V.-NO SIN IN TRE CITY BRIGHT.

It had been a close, sultry day, and it was a
still more oppressive night. It was long before
Christie could get to sleep, and when at last he
lad sunk into a troubled slumber, he was waked
suddenly by a loud peal of thunder, which made
the old auie shake from end to end.

Old Treffy raised himself in bed, and Christie
crept to his side. It was an awful storn ; the
lightning flashed into the attic, lighting up for a
moment every corner of it, and showing Christie
old Treffy's white and trembling face. Then
ail was dark again, and there came the heavy
roll of the thunder, which sounded like the noise
of falling houses, and which made old Treffy
shake from head to foot. Christie never renem-
bered such a stori before, and he was very
much afraid. He knelt very close to his old
master, and took hold of his trembling hand.

" Are you frightened, Master Treffy ?" he
asked at last, as a vivid flash again darted into
the rooni.

" Yes, Christie, boy," said old Treffy ; " I
used not to be afraid of a stornn, but I am to-
night."

Poor Christie did not speak, so Treffy went
on :-

" The lightning seems like God looking at
me, Christie, and the thunder seems like God's
voice,and l'm afraid of Iiin. 1 don't love Him,
Christie, I don't love Hlim."

And again the lightning flashed and the thun-
der rolled, and again oldTreffy shook frîm head
to foot.

"I shouldn't like to die to-ight, Christie,"
he said : "and the lightning coms su very near
aie. Christie, boy, do you know what sin is ?
he whispered.

.Ys," said Christie; " it's doing wrong
things, isn't it ?

" Yes," said Treffy, "and Pve donc a mnany
of then, Christie ; and it's thinking bad thoughts,
and I ve thought a many of them, Chistie ; and
iL s saying bad words, and i've said a nany of
thei, Christie. But I never cared about it
before to-night."

be-lo tit htyou corne to care about it to
night ?" asked Christie.

I've ha a dream, Christie, boy, and it has
nade nie trenble."

'reli me i, Master T reffy," pladed Christie.
I was thinking of what you said about lov-

ing jesus, and I feull asleep, and I thliought 1 vas
standing before a beautiful gate: it was made of
gold, Christie, and over the gate there was soie
shining letters. I spelt thema out, and they
vere, 'Hone sweet Home,' Christie, and I
said i myself, '1've found it at last; I vish
Christie was here.' But just then somte one
opened the gate, and said, • What do you want,
old man ?' 'I vant to corne la,' I said. 'l'i
very tired, and I want ta be at home.' But he
shut the gale, and said to me very gravely and
sorrovfully, 'No sin can corne in here, old
Treffy ; no sn can come in here.' And Chris-
tie, I fît as if ! was nothing but sin, so I turn-
cd round and walked away, and it grew very
dark. And just then came the thunder, and I
awoke with a start. I can't forget it, Christie;
I can't forget it," said old Treffy.

And still the lightning flashed and the thun-
der rolled, and stilL old Treffy trembled.

Christie could not comfort him, for he 'was
very much afraid hinself; but he pressetd very
close up to his side, and did not leavýe him til
the stormn was over, and there was no sountd but
the heavy downpour of the tain on the roof uf'
the auic. 'Then he crept back to bcd and fell
asleep.

Tle next norning it ail seemed like a bad

dream. The sun iwas shining brightly, and
Christie rose and opened the attic window.
Everything looked fresh and clean after the rain.
The du'l heavy feeling was gone out of the air,
and the little sparrows were chirping in the
eaves. lit was Sunday morning, and on Sunday
evening Christie was to hear the clergyman
preach in the mission-room. Oh ! how he wish-
cd it was seven o'clock; that he might go and
find out what old Treffy wanted to know !

The poor old mian seemed very restless and
unhappy all that long spring day. Christie
never left him, for it was only on Sunday that
he could watch beside his dear old nastei. He
could sec that old' Trety had not forgoten hu
dreain, though he did not speak of it again.

And at last the long, weary day wore away,
and at six o'clock Christie washed himself and
prepared to depart.

"Be sure you mind every word he says,
Christie, boy," said old Treffy, earnestly.

le mission room was just opened when lit-
tie Christie arrived. A woman was inside light-
ing the gas and preparing tha place for the con-
gregation. Christie peeped shyiy i at the door,
and she caught sight of him and ordered him off.

l Isn't there going to bo any preaching to-
night ?" said Christie in a disappointed voice.

" Oh ! you've corne to the service, have you?"
said the woman. '<Al right, you can corne in,
only you must sit still, and you musn't talk or
make a noise."

Now, as poor Christie had no one to talk to,
this was rather an unnecessary speech. How-
ever, ho went in very meekly, and sat down on
one of the front benches.

Then the congregation began to arrive ; old
men and little children ; mothers with babies i
dheir arms ; old women with shawls over tleir
heads ; husbands and vives ý a few young men ;
people with a]l kinds of faces, and all kinds of
characters, from the quiet and respectable arti-
san's vife to the poor little beggar girl w1lI sat
on the form beside Christie.

And, as seven o'clock struck, the door opencd
and the minister carne in. Christie never took
his eyes off him during the whole service. And,
oh ! how he enjoyed the singing, the last hymn
especially I A young woman behind him was
singing it very distinctly, and he couldi hear
every word. oh, if he could only have renient-
bered it to repeat to old Treffy ! The words of
the hyrn were as follows :-

Taere s a eity brigbt,
01-dare ilui gatei tu in.

Nonglit that defileth,
Nî'ughtt hat defiletih

Can ever enter in.

Saviouir, T comie Io Thee,
O làrml' a ti< , I pray,

cleanse ime and N'v me,
Clenu-e mue nli cive ie,

Wash ail ny eans away.

,rr , ake ne frai tlits hour
'i %%irg chil ta be,

Kept bky Thy power,
Ke1 L by Tly pover,

Fromii ail tiat grieveth Thee.

Till iii the snowy dress
Of Tly redecmed I ntaid,

Fauîî1ie.ss aond stainles,
Fatîldless and stalunles,

Safe in that happy land !"

And after the hymn came the sermon. The
clergyman's text was Revelauion xxi 2 7: "There
shall l no wise enter mto it anythiag that defi-
leth.

He spoke of theheavenly city of which they had
just been singing, the bright, beautiful city, with
its streets of gold and gates of peari. Hespoke
of the river of the water of life, and the trees on
c(her side of the river. A e spokie of those w'iho
live in that happy plice, of teir white robes
and crowns of gold, of the sveet songs they ever
sig, and the joy in all their facts.

The clergyman also told them that mn that
bright city, sorrow %vas never foun. No weep-
ing there, no tears, no sighs, no trouble. No


