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gal*s unb eIter1eît.

T,'nrE HOUSE-TOP SAINT.

"Yes, yes, sonny, I's înigbty fo'handed, and no ways like poo' white
folks, nor yet like any of dese onsanctified col'd folks dat grab deir liberty
like a dog grabs a bone-no tbanks to nobody 1"

Thus thé sable, q~uecnly Sibyl McIvcr endcd the long story of hcer
prcsperity sincc she had becorne hier own mistrcss, to a young teacher, as
she was arranging bis snoivy linen in bis trunk.

tginm truly glad to hear of aIl this comfort and plenty, Sibyl ; but I
hopa your treasures are flot ail laid up on carth. I hope you are a Christ-
ian ? asked thc young stranger.

Sibyl put up hier grent hands, and straightened and elevated the horns
ofifier~ gay turban: and then, planting thcm on lier capacious hipsi she
loçpked the beardless youth in the eye.and -exclaimned with a sarcastic sn;ile,

IYou hope I'm, a Christian, do you? Whysonny, Iwias aChristian afore
y our mammy wasbon, I rcc.kuns I But for dese Iast twenty-ive years, I's
been one o' de kind dat niakes Satan shake in bis boofs-1 is one of the

bouse-top saints, sonny 1"
flouse-top saints? What kind of saints are those ?"

"Ha, ha, ha 1" laughed Sibyl; IlI thouglit like's flot yqu never even heer'd
tell on 'Icm, Up your way. Dey's rnighty scarce anywhere ; but de Lor's
got ont~ on 'emn to any rate, in dis place and on dis plantation 1" replied
Sibyl, triumpbantly.

IlAnd that is you r
"Yes, sônny, dat is vis 1",
tThen tell me what you mean by being a house-top saint."
"Well, I ineans dat Vs been t'rough ail de stories o' my Father's house

on 'arth, from de cellar up; and now Ils fairly on de roof-yes, on de very
ridgé-polc; and clerc I sits and sings and shouts and seces heaven-like you
neyer sec it t'rougb de clouds doivn yere."

"How did you get there, auntie ?"
"How does you get frorn de cellar to de parlor, and fromn the parlor to

de chamber, and from de chaniber to de roof? Why, de builder has put
sta'rs thar, and you sees lem and puts your feet dn 'cm and mouints, ah "'

"lBut there are the saine stairs in our Father's bouse for ail his children,
as for you; and yct you say bouse-top saints arc very scarce."

IlSartrn; sonny. Sta'rs don't get people up, 'Iess dey mounits 'cm. If
dere was a million o' sta'rs Icadin' up to glory. it wouldn't helli dem dat sitst down at de bottoni and howls and mourrus, .'bout. .,how .helpless dey is 1
Brudder Adam, clerc, dat's a blackin' of your boots, he's de husban' of my
bussumn, and yet he's nothin' but only a poor, down-ceilar 'sciple, sittin' in
de dark, and sithin' and larnentin' 'cause he ain't up stars ! 1 says to hirn,

sasI 1 Brudder'-Is allus called him ' Brudder' since bie was born into

'l«Oh?' sayshec, t Sibby, I's toonworthy; I doesn'tdesarve de light dat
ho as macle for de boly ones.'

ormassa donc niarried de gov'ness, arter old missus' death ? Miss Alice,
she was as poor as an unfeatbered chicken ; but did she go down ceilar and
sit 'niong de po'k bari'ls and de trash 'cause she was poor and wasn't worthy
to live up stalrs ? Not she 1 She took bier place to de head o' de table,
and w'ar aIl de lacery and jewclry massa gib lier, and hold up bier head
high, like sbe was sayîn', "'« s no more poor gov'ness, teacbing Col'n Mclvor's
chit'n; but Ils de Col'n's IQved<w-ifc, and 1 stan's for the tnotherofbischil'n,"
as she bad a right to say. And de Çol'n love bier ail de more for her flot
bein' a fool and scttin' clown cellar 'mong de po'k barils l'

IlDere, sonny, dat's de way 1 talk to Brudder Adam 1 But so far it baint
fotcbed bim up 1 De poor dciuded cretur' thinks he's humble, when be's
only low-mindcd and grovelin' like ! It's unworthy of a blood-bought soul
for to stick to de coid, dark ceilar, when be mought live in de light and
warmf, up on de bouse-top il"

IlThat's vcry truc, Sibyl; but few cf us rcach the housc-top," said thc
youngrnan titougbtful.v.

"lMo' fool you,'dcn "' cried Sib'.> ' 1élos4' si clfec, and de
sta'rs is clerc, and de grand giorious Master is clerc, up 'bove ail' callin' to
you day and night, 'Fri'n', corne rip bigher!il He reaches clown :*is shinin'
ban' and offers for to d1raw you Up; but you shakes your head and pulls
h.ack, and says, 'No, no, Lord; 1 isn't nothing.' Is dat de w.ay to treat him
who has bougbt lightand lue for you? Oh! shame on you, sonny, and on
ait de down-cellar and parlor and chamber Cbristians 1"

"What arc parior Christians auntic ?" asked the young mnan.
"I'arlor Ch-istians, honey.? Why, dem is de ones dat gets bar'ly out o'

de cellar and goes straigbtmay and forgets what kind o' creturs dey was
clown derc! Dcy grow-proud and dresses up fine like de worl's folks, and
dances, and sings îvorldly trash o' songs, and bas only just 'ligion cnougb to
mnake a show uid. Our old missus, she uscd to train 'mong bier col'd folks
'wuss den oid King Fario did 'mong de 'Gyptians. But bicss you, de
mainute.dc parson or any other good brudder or sister camne aiong, how shze
did tune up bier harp I She ivas migbty 'ligious in de prlor, but she ieft
4er 'ligion ce when she went out.

Il 1 doý îbink missus got to heaven wid, ail ber infarmities. But she
didrÇt gct very bigh up tili de Bridcgroom CQRflC qq4 çaljeý fgr her! .Pen

she said to me, one dead-o'-night, 'Oh 1 Sibby-,' says she-she lieid tight
on to my ban'-' Oh 1 Sibby, if yo1u could only go along o' me, and I could
kecp hold o' your garments, I'd bave hope o' getting throîîgh de shinin'
gate I your face shines like silver, Sibby t' says she. 1 Dear sou],' says 1,
' dis light you sec isn't mine t It aIl cornes 'flectud on to poor black Sibyl
from de cross; and dere is heaps more of it to shîne on you and cvery
other poor sinner dat will come near cnougli to cotcbi the rays t'

Il1Oh t' says she, 1 Sibby, when I hecard )»ou shoutin' Glory to God, and
taîkin' o' hlm on de bouse-top, I thougbit it was ail sup'stition and ignorance.
But now, oh I Sibby, Vd like to touch the hemn o' your garment, if I could
on'y ketch a glimpse o' Christ.'

"tDo you b'lieve dat y-ou's a sinner, mnissus?' says 1.
"'Ycs, de chief o' sinners,' says she, witîî a, groan.

Do you b'lieve dat Christ died for sinners, and is able to carry out
bis plan?' says 1.

'l:Ycs,' says she.
Ci Wel, den,' says 1, ' if you's sinner 'nough, and Christ is Saviour

'noùgb, what's to bender your bein' saved ? J ust yot(luit lookin' at your-
self, and look to bum.'

IlDen she kotcb sight o' de cross, and she.forgot lierself; and bier face
ligbt up like an angel's; and she %vas a new missus from dat bouir tili she
ivent rip. She died a singing,'

In rn han' no price 1 bring
imU ody cross 1 dling.'

"But she mought a sung ail de îvay along, if sIte hadn't forgot the
hoomuiliation o' de cellar, and 'bused de privileges o' de parlor. Parlors is
fine tbings; but dey ain't macle for folks to spcn' deir wbole tume in."

"What's a charnbcr saint, auntie ?" asked the young min.
"Chamber saints is dem dat's 'scapecl de clark and de scare of de cella,

and de honey-traps o' de parlor, and got t'rougb rnany worries, and so feels a-
tired, and is glad o' rcst. Dey says, 1 WelI, wc's got 'long mîghty well, and
can now sec de way clar ui to gîory.' And somectinmes dey forgets dat dey's
on'y half way up, and t'ilkscey's corne off conqueror a'ready. So dey's
very apt to lie clown wid deir bands foîded, thinkin' that Satan isn't no-
wýliar, now 1 But be is close by 'cm, and hie srnooves deir soft pitlows, and
sings 'cm to sieep and to slumber; and de work o' de Lkingdorn don't get
no hclp from dern-not for one wvhite 1 De chamber is a soit o' hal!-vay
bouse madle for rcst and for comfort, but some turnb it intu a roostin'-place i
You know Brudclcr Bunyan, sonny Y'

"Wbat, never heerd tell o' John Bunyan ?"
Oh 1 yes.>
1I tbought you couldn't ail be so ignorant 'bout ligion up in Boston

as clati1 Well, you know hie wvrotc 'bout a bruucdcr dat got asîeep) and los'
bis roll, and clats.wbat's the matter wid beaps o' Christians in dc world.
Dey fails aslecp and loses deir hope."

4And do you kcep in this joyful and wakeful franiie ail thc tirne auntie?"
askcd the young learner.

I docs, honey. By de helpi of de Lord, and a contin'ai îatcb, 1 kcp
dc bead ob de oid sarpint mished under my bcd, Irctty ginerat. W~h>',
sometimes, when bie riscs up and thrusts, his fangs urit, 1 bias sucli power
gi'n mie to stamp on bim dat I cain hear bis bones crack--nostly! I tell
you, .honey, he don't like me, and he's rnost gi'n nie Up) for los'."

",Now, Sibyl, you are spcaking in figures. Tell me plainîy how yot get
the victori over Satan ?"

',Hcaps o' ways," she rcplied. "Sometimes I gets up in de mornin',
and secs work enough for two women ahcand o' me. M4aybe my licacl donc
ache andl my narves is donc rampant ; and I hears a voice sayin' in my
cars, «Come or go what likes, Sibby, dat ar work is got to be clonce! You'a-
sick and tired aIrcady 1 YVour lot's a mîghty hard orte, sister Sibby'-Sat2an
often bas de imperdence to cail me 'sister'-'.tnd if Adlam was only a pearter
man, and if Tom wasn't lame, and if Judy and Cle'patry wvasn't dcad, you
couid live mighty easy. But just you look at dat ar pile o' shirts to iron,
'sides cookin' for Adami and Tom, and keepin' your bouse like a Christian
oughitcr i' Dat's bow bc 'sals nie when I's weik! Dcn 1 faces straigbt
about and looks at birn, and says, in de words o' Scripter, 'Clar out and git
ahind my back, Satan!1 Dat ar pile o' shirts nin't lîîgh cnough to bide Hiai
clat is my strengtb!il And soinetimes 1 whisks de shirts up and roi! 'cm into
a bundie, and I heaves 'cm back inte de clotbecs-ha,.sk't, and says to 'enm,
'You iay dar tilI to-morrow, will you ? I ain't no slave to work, for te
Satan 1 for I can 'ford to wait, and sing a bime to cher rip niy sperits, if I
Iikec' And den Satan drops bis tails and slinks off, most gencral; and I
gocs 'bout rny work singin' :

My Mastcr bruise de sarpint's hcad,
And bind hii %%id a chain:

Comc brudders. halalujab shout,
WVid ail yer rnight and maint1

Halolijah I' "

"Does Satan always assili you througb your work ?" asked the younli
stranger.

"lNo, blcss you, boncy ; sometimes hoe 'tacks me tbrougb mny stunimick;
and clats de way hie 'tacks rich and grand folks, most gineral. If I cat-tco
becarty o' fat bacon and corn-cakc in trnes gone, 1 uscd to get Iow in 'liglon',
and my hope failcd, and I den was sucb, a fool I thouglit îny Christ had


