“ Even This Shall Pass Away.”

IncE in Persin reigned a king
Vho, upon his signet-ring,

sraved a maxim true an wise,

\ hich, if hold beforo his eyes,
fave him onnsel at a glance

Fit for every change and chance,
Solemn worag, and these are they :
* Even thns shall pass away.”

Trains of camels through the saud
Brought him gems from Samarcand ;
Fleets of galleys through the sean

Brouglit him pearls to mateh wath these,
But he contted not his gain,

Preasures of the imae or mau.

*AVEat s wealth * ™ the hing would sy —
* Bven this shall pass away.™ ’

Iu the revels of his conrt

At the zenith of the sport,

When the palis of all his guests
Burned with elapping at his jests,
He_ wraid his figs and wine,

tried . Oh, loving friends of mine,
1 Heasure comes, but not Lo stay ;
Even this shall pass away."

Towering in the public square,
Tweuty cubits in the nir,

Roso Lis statue carved in stone.
Then the king, disguised, unknown,
Stoad lneforc?xis sculptured name,
Musing meekly : ¢ What is fame?
Fame 1s bt o slow decay—

Kven this shall pass away.”

Struck with palsy, sore and old,
Waating at the gates of gold,

Said he with his dying breath,

¢ Life 13 done, but what i+ death?”
Then, in answer to the king,

Fell a sunbeam on s ring,
Showing by a heavenly ray —

** Even this shall pass away 1"

THE OLD ORGAN

“ HOME, SWEET IIOME."
By Mrs. . F. wWalten,

CHAPTER IIL—ONLY ANOTHER MONTH,

OLp Trerry did not 1egain his strength.
He continued weak and feeble. He wasnot
actually ill, and could sit up day aiter day by
tne tuny fire which Chuistie lighted for hum in
the morning. But he was not able to descend
the steep staircase, much less to walx about
with the heavy organ, which eves made
Christie’s shoulders ache.

So Christic took the old man’s place. It
was not always such pleasant work as ou that
first morning, There were cold duys and
rainy days; there was drizzling sleet, which
tashed Christie's face ; and biting frost which
chilted him through and through. There
were damp fogs, which wrapped him round
Like a wet blanket, and rough winds, which
nearly took him off his feet. ~ Then he grew a
little weary of the sound of the poor old organ.
He never had the heart to confess this to old
Trefly ; indeed he scarcely liked to own it to
tamself : but hic could not help wishing that
poor Mury Ann would come to the end of her
troubles, and that the **Old Huudredth”
would ¢hango into something new. IHeuncver
grew tired of *¢ Home, sweet home,” it was
ever fresh to him, for he heard in it his
mother's voice.

1hus the vinter wore away, and the spring
wme on, and the days became longer and
Lighter. Then Christio would go much farther
out of the town, to the quict suburbs where
the sound of a barrel-organ was not so often
Yeard. ‘The people had time to listen in these
psrts 3 they were far away from the busy stir
of the town, and there wero hut few passers-by
on the pavement. It was rather dull in theso
catlying suburbs. The rows of viilzs, with
their stiff gardens in front, grew a littlo
monotornous, [t was just the kind of place in
which a busy, active mind would long for a
Lttle variety. And so0 it came to pass that
cien a barrel-organ was a welcome visitor;
aud one and another would throw C hristie a
peuny, and encourage him to come again.

One hot spring day, when the sun was
<hining in all his vigour, ns if he had been
tred of being hidden in the winter, Christie
vas toiling up one of the roads on the out-
»hirts of the town. The organ was very
teavy for himn, and he had to stop cvery now
«nd then to 1 .t for a mnute. At length he
reached a nice-looking house, standing in a
ery pretty garden. ‘The tlower-beds i front
of the house were filled with early spring
nowers; snowdrops, ctocuses, violets, and
nepaticas were 1n tall bloom,

tefore this house Christie began to play.
Ho could bardly have told you why he chose

it: pethaps he had no reason for doing so,
except that 1t had sach o pretiy garden in
front, and Chrixtie always loved flowers. His
mother had on ¢ bought hun a penny bunch
of sprimg flower s, which, st living for nany
daya 10 n broken buttle, Clirtstio bad pre--el
in an oid spethng-book, and, throuh all his
troulil <, he had never parted with them.

Al thus, before the howse with the pretty
gardon, Christio began to play,  He had not
turned the handle of the organ three times,
before two merry hitle faces appeared ot a
windew at the top of the honse, and watched
him with lively mterest. They put theie
neads out of the window as far as the pro-
tecting bars would aflow themn, and Christie
voul t hear ali they aad.

“Look ut hum,™ said the little gurl, who
scemed to be about five years old; “doesn’t
he *urn it picely, Charlie?”

** Yen, he does,” sand Charlie, ““and whata
protty tune he's playing ! ”

< Ye,” sard the little girl, ¢*it's so cheerful.
Isn't it, nurse?” she adided, turning round to
the gitl, who was holding her by the wast to
prevent her falling out of the window. Mabel
had heard? her paps make o similor remark
to her mamtna the night before, when she
had Teen playing o piece of music to him
for the first time, and she therefore thought
it was the correet way to express hor admira.
tion of Chrixtio’a tune.

But the tune happened to be ““ Poor Mary
Ann,” the words of wineh nurse knew ver
woll indeed.  And as Mary Ann was nurse's
own name, she had grown quite sentimental
whilst Christie was playing it, and had been
woudering whether John Brown, the grocer’s
youny man, who had promised to be faithful
to her forever and evermore, would ever
behave to her as poor Mary Ann's lover did,
and leave her to d:e forlorn. Thus she could
not quite agreo with Miss Mabel's 1emnark,
that * Poor Mary Ann’' was so cheerful, and
she seemed rather relieved when the tune
changed to **Rule Brirannia.” But when
R4 Britannia” was finished, and the ergan
began ¢ Home, sweet home,” the childrea
fairly screamed with delight; for their mother
tad often sung it to them, and they recognized
1t as an old favourite ; and with their pretty,
‘bildish voices, they joined in the chorns:
“1{ome, sweet home, therc’s no place like
honie, there’s no place like home.”  And as
poor Christie looked up a4 them. it seemed to
him that they, at least, did know sowmething
of what they sang.

«“\Vhy have not I a nice home?” he
wondered.  But the children had ruu nway
from the window, and scampered downstairs
to ask their munma for some money for the
poor organ boy. A minute alterwards two
pennies wero thrown to Christie from the
nursery window. They fell down into the
middle of a bed of pure white snowdrops, and
Christic had to open the garden gate, and
walk cautiously over the grass to pick them
up. But for some time he could not find
them, for they were hidden by tho flowers;
o the cluldren ran downstairs again to hel
him. At last the pennies wore -liscovexc«f
and Christie taok off his hat and made a low
bow, as they presented them to inm. He put
the money in his pocket, and looked down
lovingly on the snowdrops.

“«They are pretty flowers, missie,” he said,

“\Wonl! you like one, organ-boy?" asked
Mabei, standing on tip-toe, and looking into
Chuistie’s face.

“Could you spare one?™ said Christie.

« 'l ask wamma,” said Mabel, and she ran
into the house.

“I'm t0 gather four,” she said, when she
came back ; **organ-boy, you shall chonse.™

Jt was a weighty matter sclecting the
flowers ; aud then the tour suowdrops were
tied together and given to Christie.

My mother once gave me some like these,
missie,” he said.

*¢ Does sho nev~r give you any now?” said
Mabel,

« No, missic, she's dead,” suid Christie,
mournfully.

«QOh!" said little Mabel, in a sorrowful,
git}'ir'l’g voice, “ poor orgau-boy, poor organ-

oy !

ifhristio now put his organ on his back and
prepared to depart.

«“Ask him what hiz namo is,” whispered
Mabel to Charlie.

*¢No, n10; you ask him.”

«Please, Charlie, ask him,” eaid Mabel
again.

“\What is your name, organ-boy?” said
Charlie, shyly.

Christie lofd them his name, andas he went
down the road he heard their voies calling
after bim:

« Coine again, Christic : come wyfaiu another
dav, Christic: come again soon, Christie,”

The suowdrops were very faded and withered
when Christie reached the attic that night.
He tried to revive them . water, but they
would not look fresh again ; so_he laid them
to rest beside his mother's faded fowers in
the old spelling-book.
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Christio was not leng in repeating his vimt
to the suburban road, but this time, though
he played his Tour tunes twice through, and
logered  regretfully over **Hume, aweet
hotne,” ne saw nothing of the chitliren. and
reverywd neither snles nor snowdrops  For
Mal+1 and Chaulie had gone ror s long
country walk with their nurse, and wore far
awny from the sound of pror Cliri<ie’s o1gan.

Trefly was still usable to get out, and ho
grew rather fretful sometinies, tven with
Christie. Jt was very dull for him sitting
a one all day ; and he imd nothing to comfort
him, not even s old friend the organ. And
when Chnstiv camne howms at night, if the
store of pence was not so large as usual, poor
old Trefy would sigh, and moan, and wizh
he could get ab ul again, and take lus old
organ out as befove.

Yut Christio bore it very patieatly, for he
loved his old master moro than he had loved
anyone sinco his mother died ; and love can
bear many thinga Still, he did wish ho
could find someone or something to comlory
Treffy, and to mako him botter.

¢ Master Treffy,” he said, one night, “*shall
1 feteh the doctor to you?"”

+ No, no, Christie, boy,” said Treffy ; **let
mo be, let e Le.”

But Christie was not so easily put ofl.
What if TreHy should die, and leave him
alone in the world again® The little attie,
dismal though it was, had been a home to
Christie, nnd it had been geod to have some.
one to love him once ngam. He would be
very, very lonely if Treffy died; and the old
man was growing very thin and pale, and lus
hands were very trembling aud feeble: ho
could scarcely tum the old organ wuow,
And Christie hiad heard of old people **break.
ing up,” as it is called, and then gong off
suddenty ; and he began to be very wuch
afraid old Treffy would dothe same, He must
get someane to comn and sce his old master.

T'he lnndlady of the house had fallen down-
stairs and broken her arm; a doctor came to
see her, Christie knew ; oh, if he wanld only
atep upstairs nud look at old Lreffy ! it was
such o little way from the landlady’s roon to
the attic, and it would only tuke lum a few
minutes  And then Christie could ask hum
what was the matter with the old man, and
whether old Trefly would get better.

*I'hese thoughts kept Christie awake a long
time that night : he turned 1estlessly on his
sillow, and felt very troubled and anxious.
The moonlight streamed into the room, and
fell on old Treffy’s faco as ho lay on his bed 1t
the corner. Christic raised himself on lus
clbow, and looked at um.  Yes. he did lnok
very wasted and iil. Ob, low he hoped
‘I'retly would not go away, as his mother - ad
done, and leave him behind !

And Christie cricd lumself to sleep that
night.

The noxt day ho watched about on the
stairs till the Jandlady’s doctor came. OlJ
“Fretly thought hu very idls hesause ho would
not go out vwiib o organ; but Uhristie put
him off with ono excuse and then another,
and kept looking out of the window and
down the coust, that he mightsce the doctor’s
carriage stop at tho entraice.

When at last the doctor came, Christie
watched him go into the landlady's room, and
sat at the door till he came out.  He shut the
door quickly after hun, and was runmug dowp
the steps, when hie heard an eager vorce calling
after him.

14 Please, sir; please, sir,” said Christie.

«Well, my boy, what do you want2” said
the doctor.

«t Please, sic—don’t be cross, sir, but if you
wonld walk upatairs a minute into the attic,
sir; iv's old Trefly, and hes ever so poorly,”

# \Who 13 old Trefiy 2" asked the doctor.

“Hes my old master; that's to say. he
takes care of me —at least, it's mo that takes
care of lum, please, sir.”

The doctor did not quite know what to
make of this lucid explanation. However, he
turncd round and began slowly w0 ascend the
wttic stairs.

«\What's the matter with him?” he ared,
kindly.

“Tpats what 1 want to know, sir, suid
Christic ; *'he's a very old man, gir,anc 1'm
afraid he won't hive long, and 1 want to k. nw,

Jease.  But 1'd Letter goin first, please, virs
Master Trefly deesn’'t kpow yun're comng.
Muster Trefiv!™ said  Crrstie, walking
bravely mto the room, * here's the landlady's
dector come to see you.”

And to Christics great joy, old Trefly
made no ohjectinn, but anbmitted very
paticutly aud grotly to the doctor’s intestiga-
tions. without esen nskmg whn hasl sent lam
Anl then the doctor took leave, promising 0
send some medicing in the mormng. and warked
out into the closo enurt.  He was just getling
into his carriage, when he felt a uttie colld
hand on his ar.

«Please, sir, how wuch is it?” aid
Clirirtie’s voice.

« How much iy what ? ™ asked the doctor.

*How much is 1t for coming to sco poor

old Trefly, sir? I've got a fow coppers here,
sir,” satd Christie, bringing them out of his
Yackcl ¢ “will theas be enough, sir; or, Af not,

I bring rome more to your house to-morrow

«Qh,” said the doctor, smillng, ** you may
keep your money, boy 3 [ won't take yeur last
Yeuu_v. and when 1 come to see Mrs, White

1 vve o look ab the otd mav agatn ™

Clirstio Jockod but did not speak has
thanks.

¢ Please, sir, what do you think of Master
Trefy?™ ho Asked,

“He won't bo hero lonyg, boy- perhaps
another moath of s6,” said tho Joctor, as he
drove awy.

“ ) month or 30! only a month!™ saul
Christie to hunself, as he walked slowly ba-k,
with n dead weight on his 2oul. A month
nore with his dear old master--only another
month, only another month, And in the
minute which passed before Christie reached
the attic, he saw, as in a sorrowful picture,
what life would bie to him without old' Trefly
He would have no home, not even tho old
attie; he would have ne friend. No home,
no friensd ; no home, no fricnd 1 that would be
his sorrow.  And only another month beforo
it camea! only nuother mnouth 1

It wus with a dull, heavy hoart that
Christie opened the attic door.

*t Christie, boy,” said old Treffy's voice,
 what did the doctor say?™

*“Ho sud you had anly another mouth,
Master Trelly,” sobbed " Christie, ‘“only
aunther month; and whatover ahall I do
without you?"

Tretfy il not speak; 1t was u solemn
thing to be told he had only another month
tolive: that in another manth ho must leave
Christte and the attic and the old organ, and
po—he knew not whither. [t was a solemn,
searching thought for old Trefly.

He apoke very httlo all day. Chrixtio
staved at homo, for he hnd not heart enough
to tuke the organ: ont that sorrowful day;
and he watched ol Trefly very gently and
wournfully. Only another month ! ouly
%zo‘lher mouth! was ringing in the ears of

th.

But when the evening came on, and thero
was no Yight in the roc 'n but what came from
the handful of fire in the grate, old Trefly
began to talk.

“* Christie,” he said, uneasily, *“where am
I going? Where shall 1 be in o month,
Christie?”

Christie gazed into the fire thoughtfully.

My mother talked about heaven, Master
Trefly; and she smd she was going home.
* Home, sweet home,” that was the last thing
shosang I expect that ‘ Home, sweet hintne,
1 somewhere in hensop, Master Trefly ; 1
e.\plm.:t. so, It’s a goud pluce, so my wother
sand.”

¢ Yes,” said old Trofly, 1 suppose 1t is:
but 1 can’t help thinking I shall be ver
strange there, Christie, very strange indee
1 kuow so little about 1z, so vory littly,
Christie, boy."”

¢ty ¢s,” said Christie, **and 1 don't know
much.” ,

“ And I dou’t know anyone thero, Christie;
you won't be there, nor anyone thut T know!
and 1 shall have 1o leave my poor uld organ;:
you den't suppase they’ll have any barrel-
organs there, will they, “hristie?”

* No,” wid Christie, ** I never heard my
mother speak of any : | think sho said they

laved on harps in heaven.”

41 shan't ke that half so well,” said old
Treffy, sorrowinily ; **1 don't know how [
ahalt pass my time.”

Cliristie did not know what to say to this,
80 he made no answer.

“ Christie, boy, " said old Trefly, sudidenly,
« ] want you to make out about heaven, I
want you to tind out all about it tor me:
maybe, [ shouldn’t feel so strange there, f 1
knew what [ was guing ts; and your mother
calied it * Home, swveet home,” didn't she®™

t Yes,” said Christie, ** 1’m almost sure 1t
wan heaven she meant.”

“Now, Chinstie, boy, mind you make out,””
satd Trefly, enrveatly ; ““and remember theres
only another month 1 only anvther month”

oIl do iy bLost, Miaster Tredy, sud
Christze, **1 1 slo my very beat,”

And Chirstic kept s word.

{To be rontinuud.)

A wiTiLk bit of patience often makes the
sunshine come,

And o bde tit of Jove niskes a very happy
heme 5

A Dittic tat of hope makes & riny day lok
J) "

.-\n.ibn :;mlo bt of chianty makes glad a weary
way.

~+1 fear you don’t quite apprehend
me,” ne the gaol-bind zatd to his bafiled
pursuers.



