g mmmm SUNDAY HAGALINE
: to'us Whlch ﬂowed down thioix weathel be-zten faces
L showed Low mireh they felt what he had sfud

THE ORG—AN BOY; or; A GLIMPSE OF HEAVEN
' RE\IINISCIJNCE orF A FRIBND:

. 'Tm:Y h'ld all gono away that day. I was alome, :md
“rogad; f‘ve;yis‘ld and Ionely I felt. I was looking around
~on fh‘e'"shmdows that secmed” deepening and d’mkening,
‘and- behe]d not the sunlight, bright :md br ol\en, that I'Ly
; a.t my foet: .
CUAnd thus it is. How often comes ap & mur mm,
svhen we should be'careful for nothing, buub with pr ayer,
" supphc'\,tlon, and tlmnksglvm g, make our 10(1ucsts
o known unto God!
BE ‘All at once there broke upon the stillness the dearest,
weetost strain of music—so mild and Wmnmg that it

‘only an organ boy in the street. I did not Iook out; but
a,kmor a few pieces of silver in my hand, went o the~
- He stood close by the step What a pale, sad

me m01e’thzm his broken Italian could. I went in. and
cl', the dodr.” He continued pliying pxece after
’_plece, skllfully, w1th a master hand, as if in gi atltude

fors'xken look, h‘umted me. . |
Tt was “only an organ boy. How often I hid Keaid'

g L ’the words said, coupled with a-feeling of dxsdfnn Biit
i ‘even an or g:m ‘boy might have o Joving 3 mother a gen-

tle s1stel, poor and’ depondent ])elh'l.l)ﬂ I had’ given -

"-‘_]mu some coin, and that was all that I could do-—no,
. mot all: He might be hungry.. T laid. som¢ slices of

;-cake upon a plate; and as I p‘lssed the table, 160k up -
“the, Arst t act that pr esented itself, and placedi
-'them f.He mxght need the blead of hfe ‘I opened

st'irtled me, Ina moment I knew what it Was. Tk, was .

t mine, m)d the large, mournful eyes th'mked v

for whiat T had given him. The sad; sweet face, and the: ‘




