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Steadfusiness.

He upward Jooked, as one who stands just on the
verge of heaven,

Then, parting, preyed that they who stoned might
nol be unforgiven ;

Trausfigured like an angel’s was his fuce, and mien
amazed,

Beheld God’s glory gleaming there while stead fastly
He gazed,

God grant that we with sleadfustness of purpose,
heart and miind,
Toward Himself thro’ life and death may ever be
inclived ;
That ko in us the glory that from His right hand Jotl.
shine,
May be dirplayed in choracters transfignred and
divine,
Lowve.

Revealed to this one, lo | the throne of Gud’s unfuil-
ing grace ;

Resplendent realms of Paradise, and Leaven’s mosl
holy peace

Proclaimed by Him, 1 evangel of Gud's everlasting

love
Constraineth us to fuirest homes in Zon bright,
ubove,

God grant that weon whom are cast Thy beams all
bright aud blest,

L'ke you belov’d disciple, may be sheltered on Thy
Lreast ; .

And yet mny walk in trath and love, with calm, an-
troubled heart.

Uutil at length Thy throne nppear and visions all |-

deyart.
Lurity.
A ery goes up in Ruma
young,
Wilh woe uncomforted, heart, in Dlilter anguish
wrang :
Yet these, the fivst to feel the edge of perseculion’s
sword,

Have by their guiltless death become n glory to their
Lord !

Rachel weeping for her

O Thon who ledet a little child, nnd set Lim in the
sight

Of those who sought pre-eminence, direct our henrts
aright ;

All vices kill aud mortify, e’en by Thy clastening
rod,

Thal we, smong the pure in heart, may glorify our
God!l
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HOME,SWEET HOME

BY MRS WALTON.

CHAPTER XI[I.—CHRISTIE WELL CARED FOR.

{Continued.)

“ I enclose a check which will pay his ex-
penses for the present. [ should like him to go
to school fora year or two and then I intend, if
the boy desires 1o serve Christ, to bring him up
to work as a Scripture reader-amongst the lowest
class of the peoplein your neighborhood.

gard to little Chnistie. No money or pains will
I spare to do for him what she herself would
have done, had her life been spared.

# Kindly excuse me for troubling you with
this matter ; but I donot wish to defer it, until
our return, lest I lose sight of the boy. The
dismal attic where Christie and his old master
lived was the last place my dear wife visited be-
fore her illness ; and 1 feel that the charge of
this boyis a sacred duty which [ must perform
for her dear sake, and also for the sake of him
who hassaid, ¢ Inasmuch as ye have done it un-
to one of theleast of these my brethren, ye have
done it untome.’ :

“ Believe me, dear Mr. Wilton, yours very
sincerely,

# GERALD LINDSAY.”

# Christie,” said the clergyman, “the dear
Lord has been very good to you.'

“ Yes,” said' litle Christie, “ old Treffy was
right ; wasn’t he, sir "

“ What did old Trefly say ? ”asked the cler-
gyman.

“ He saidthe Lord had some work for me to
do for him,” said Christie, * and I didn’t think
there was any thing 1 could do ; but he’s going
to let me, afterall.”

“ Yes," said the clergyman, smiling ; * shall
we thank him, Christie ?”

So he knelt down by Christie’s bed, and litile
Christie clasped his thin hands and added his
words of praise

¢ O Jesus, I thank thee so much for letting me
have some work o do for thee ; and, please, [
will stay outside the gates a little longer, to do
something to show thee how I love thee. Amen.”

“ Yes, Christie,” said the clergyman, as he
rose 10 go, “ youmust work with a very loving
heart. And when the work is over will come
the rest. After the long waiting will come
¢ Home, sweet Home.” "

“Yes,” said Christie, brightly, * ¢ there’s no
place like Home, no place like Home.””

CHAPTER XITII.—CHRISTIE'S WORK FOR THE
MASTER.

It was a hot summer’s afterncon, some years
after, and the air in Ivy Court was as close and
stifling as 1t had been in the days when Christie
and old Trefly lived there.  Crowds of children
might still be seen playing there, screaming and
quarrelling, just as they had done then. The
air was as full of smoke and dust, and the court
looked as desolate as it had done in those days
gone by. It wasstill a very dismal and 2 very
forlorn place.

So Christie thought, as he entered it that sul-
try day ; it seemed to him as far as ever from
“ Home, sweet Home.”” Yet, of all the places
which he visited as a Scripture reader, there was
no place in which Christie took such an interest
as Ivy Court. For he could not forget those
dreary days w hen he had been a little homeless
wanderer, and had gone there fora night's lodg-
ing. And he could not forget the old attic
which had been the first place, since his moth-
er's death, that he had been able to call home.
It was to this very attie he was going this after-
noon. He climbud the rickety stairs, and as he
did so he thought ofthe night when he had crept
up them for the first ume, and had knelt down
outside old Treffy’s door, listening to the organ,
Christie had never parted with that organ, his
old master’s Jast gift to him. And scarcely a
weck passed that he did not turn the handle,
and listen to the dear old tunes. And he al-
ways finished with “ Home, sweet Home,” for
he stll loved that tune the best. And when
Miss Mabel came to see him, she always wanted
to turn the old organ in remembrance of her
childish days. She was not Miss Mabel any
longer now, though Ghristie still sometimes
called her so when they were talking together of
the old days, an 1 of Trefly and his organ. But

2T think I could not perpetuate my dear,
wife’s memory in any better way than by carsy-

ing out what I know were her wishes with re-

Mabel was married now to the elergyman under
whom Christie was working, and she took great
interestin the young Scripture-reader, and was

always ready to help him with her advice and
sympathy. And she would ask Christie about
the poor people he visited, and he would tell
her which of them most needed her aid. And
where she was most needed young Mrs. Villiers
was always ready to go. ]

And so itcame to pass that when Christie
knucked at the old attic door, it was opened for
him by Mrs. Villiers herself, who had just come
there to see a poor sick woman. She had not
met Christie in that attic since the days when
they were both children, and Mabel smiled as
he came in, and said to him, ¢ Do you remember
the occasion when we met here before 2 ”

“ Ves,” said Christie, ** I remember it well ;
there were four of us here then,Mrs. Villiers.and
two out of the four have gone to the bright city
which we talked of then.”

“ Yes,” said Mabel, with tears in her eyes;
“they are waiting for.us in ¢ Home, sweet
Home.""”

The attic did not look any more cheerful that
day than ithad done when old Treffy lived there.
The window panes were nearly all broken and
filed with pieces of brown paper or rag. The
floor was more rotten than ever, and the boards
seemed as if they must give way when Christie
crossed the room to speak to a forlorn-looking
woman who was sitting on a chair by the smould-
ering fire. She was evidently very ill and very
vohappy. Four litde children were playing
about. and making so much noise that Christie
could hardly hear their mother speak when she
told him she was * no bz.ter, no better at all,
and she di 1 not think she ever should be.”

“Have you done what 1 asked you, Mrs.
Wilson 7 ” said Christie. '

¢ Yes, sir, I've said it again and again, and
the mote I say it the more miserable it makes
me.”

“ What is it, Christie ?' said Mrs. Villiers.

“IUsa little prayer, ma'am, I asked her to
say : * 0 God, give me Thy Holy Spirit, to show
me what] am.” ”

“ And I think He has shown me,” said the
poor woman, sadly ; ‘“ anyhow, 1 never knew I
was such a sinner : and every day as [ sit here
by my fire I think it all over, and every night
as [ lie awake on my bed [ think of it again.!

 ['ve brought another prayer for you to say
now, Mrs. Wilson,” said Christie, “ and I've
written it out on a card, that you may be able
to learn it quickly : ¢ O God, give me Thy Holy
Spirit, 1o show me what Jesus is” God has
heard and answered your first prayer, so you
may be sure he will hear this one also. And if
he only shows you what Jesus is, I am sure you
will be happy for Jesus will forgive you your sin,
and take away all iis heavy barden.”

The poor woman read the prayer aloud sev-
eral times, and then Mrs. Villiers took a book
from her pocker and began to read. It was a
little, much-wo:n Testament. It had once been
blue, but from constant use the color had faded,
and the gilt edges were no longer bright It
was not the first time that same T'estament had
been in thal old attic. For it was the same book
from whirhh Mabel's mother had read to oid
Irefly filteen years before. How Mabel loved
that book | Here and there was a pencil mark,
which her mother had made against some favor-
ite text; and these texts Mabel read again and
again, till they became her favorites also. It was
one of these which she read to the poor woman

ito-day : «“ The hlood of Jesus Christ, His Son,
cleanseth us from all sin.” And then Mrs. Vil-
liers explained how ready Jesus is to save any
soul that comes to him, and how his blood 1s
quite sufficient to take away sin,

The sick woman listened eagerly, and a tear
came into Christie's eye as he said : ¢ Therels
no textthat I love like that, Mrs. Villiers,.  Mr.
Wilton preached on it in the mission room the
second time I went there, and I felt as if I could
sing for joy when [ heard it; I well remember
how [ ran up the stirs to this ailic, to tell it t0
my old master.”

“ And yow've found it true, Christie ?

“ Yes, maam, indeed I have; ard Trefly




