PLEASANT HOURS.

1

The Whistling Boy.

O'tR the pavement comes the schoolboy, lips
g o ket vhe ™ ulllll]ﬂ\\‘n,

Scrap- of ancent tpues he whistles, little
catches of s own ;g

Fer iy it not vacation tune, the greatest of all
hoons,

When he wanlers like an Arab in the golden
aftermoons

W htatle, whistle, how hin treble through the
vaviol bustle cleaves,

Prownimyg out the noisy chatter of the spar-
rows in the caves 3

YWiustle, whistle, what » joyance as it echoes
up the strect,

" have neard w all my journeyings no music
half 5o swect ;

“or he whistles down the shadows that the
jodous years Iy & cast,

nd in whisthng "ol the preaent he hias
whistled up the past.

I have heard the Linckbirds whistle on a
swaymyg maple hough,

\nd have ‘fwun the plonghmen whistle ag
they walked I»(;lnm? the plough;

{ have Dewnd the moyrnful meadow-lark,
whose whistle is o wail,

Yl welt | oknow the whistle of the brown
uml bonny quail ; )

Vet none of these may
grimy wally

Where 1o crash of wheels is constant and the
veil-ng smoke appals,

But the thiill ng of the schoolboy seems to
bring them back to me

And I sce un old red schoolhouse by agnarled
wild cherry tree ;

For his whisthig tells of happiness unmired
with care’s alloy,

And Lmark amid bis shrilling lilts I whistled
when a boy.

enter in the city’s

“Boonie Doon" and * Annie Laurie,”
“ Yankee Doadle came to town,”

“Sailor's Hornpipe,” ¢ 0l Dan Tucker,”
** Money Musk ™ and ** Camperdown,”

\Vhy, I seem tosmell the clover,aud the bass.
wood huddings bright,

There’s a well-sweep in’ the distance aud an
orchurd to the right,

And the pink-white apple-hlossorms nod this
messige from each hough,

**School is over for the summer, school is
over, over now.”

Whistle, whistle, they are coming, all my
hapry boyhuod's duyas, *
With the sound of runying waters, aund the

winding wooded ways;
Whistle, whistle, now he
suushalt’s amber gleam
Torns as gray and cotl as winter—God have

niercy, ‘tis a dream,

ceases—and yon

TAE OLD ORGAN

“HOME, SWEET DOME."
By Mrs. 0. £. Walton.

Cuarrer XTI —CrirtsTIz's Woxrk ror 1aX
Master

It was & hot sumnmer's afternoon, some
Years after, aud theair in Ivy Gourt was as
cloe and suifling ay it had been in the days
wh-n Christie and old Trefly tived there,
Crowds of chuldren might stillbe seen playing
there, screaming and quarrelling, just asthey
hadt done then. Thean was as full of smokeand
dust, and the court looked as desolite as it
had done in those years gone by, It was still
a very dismal and a very forlorn place.
No Christie thought, as he entered it that
ultey day ; it seemed to him as far as ever
row ** lJome, sweet home.” Cet, of all the
laces which he visited as a Seripture-reader,
there was 10 place in which Christic ‘took
uch au interest as Ivy Court.  For he could
ot forget tnose dreary days when he had
seen u Little homeless wanderer and had gone
here for a night’s lodging. — And hio could
10t forget thic okt attic, which had been the
irst place, since his inother's death, that he
1nd been able to call home. It was to this
ety attic that he was going this nfternoon,
ie climbed the rickety stairs, and xs he did
v he thought of the night when he had creps
1p thein fur thetirst time, and had knelt down
tside old I'refly's oor, listening to the
rgan.  Christie had never partea with that
ryan, his old master's Tast g.ft to kim. And
carcely & week passed that he Qi not turn
e handle and listen to tgie dear old:tunes,
nd he always inished witly *¢ Home, sweet
ome,” for he still loved that tune the beat.
Miss Mabel came to see hini, she
wanted to ;

turn ‘the old ergan i
nas of har abiliieh daye Sio wan e

Miss Mabel any longer now. though Christie
tomnctimes caded ber a0 whon they were
talking together of the oud v, and o Tietly
At s organ But Mabe: was warned pow
to the clergyian nador whom Christio was
worktug, and yho took great anterest mn the
Yuung “Seipture-reader, and  was always
reviy tohelp with her advice and sympathy.
And she would ask Christie about the people
lie visited, amd he would tell her which of
them most needed het and: And where sho
wax most needed youug Mis, Villiers was ale
way s ready to go. .

Aml 5o it came to pass that when Christis
kuvcked v the old attie door, 1t wax opened
for him by Mis. Vithers herself, whe had just
come tuere to see o poor sick woran. She had
not met Chustie m that attie siice the days
when they wete both children, and Mabel
suuled as he came in, aod sad to him, “Do

you remember the acension when we met
ere Letote 2™

“ Yes," sgid Christie, I remember it
well; there wete four of py hepe thep, Mry.
Villiers, atl two aut of the four have gane to
the bright city which we talked of thes, "

“ Yes," s}ifd Mabel, with tears in her
eyes ; *‘they ure waiting for us in * Home
sweet home,' "

The attic did not look any more cheerful
that day than it hud doné when old hetly
hived there. The window panes were neatly
ull broken and filled vith picces of Lrown
paper ot rag. Uhe loor was niore rotten than
over, and the boards seemcd as if they must
gire way when Cliristie crossed the room to
speak to a forlorn-lwoking woman, who was
sittmg on a chair by the smouldering fire.
She was evidently very ili and very unhappy.

‘our hittle children were rla_\-um about, and
making so much nowe that Christie could
hardiy hear their mother speak when she told
B shie was **no better, no better at all,and
she dul not think she ever should be.”

‘““Have you done what I asked you, Mre.
Wilson ? " suid Cliristie.

** Yes, sir, 've saul itagain and again, apd
the lnore 1 say 1t, the more miserailo it makes
me.”

“\Vhat is it, Christie ?” said Mrs. Villiers.

“ 1t's a hiyglo prayer, ma’am, 1 ushed her to
bay: ‘0 God, give me thy Holy Spirit, to
show me what L am.’”

** And ! think he has shown me,” said the
poor wouan, sadly ; - anyhow, I never kuew
4 was such a sinner ; and” every day as 1 aiz
hete by miy tire 1 think it all over, utid ev-ry
mght u8 L e uwake on my bed I think of it
again,” -

** I've brought another praver for you fo
say uow, Mis. Wilson,” said Christie, " aud
1ve written it out on a card, that you may
be able to learn it quickly : * 0 tiod, givé me
thy Holy splhit, to show me what Jesus is.’
God Lag heardand answered your tirst prayer,
80 youl 2iay Le sure he wall hear this one also.
Aund if ho oniy shiows you what Jesus 1s, fam
sure you will be happy, for Jesus will forgive
{ou your sin, and take away all its heav;

urden,”

The poor woman read the prayer aloud
several times, and then Mrs, V illiers took a
book from her pocket and began to read. It
was s htile much-worn Testament. It had
onuce heen blue, but from constunt use, the
colour had faded, and the gilt edges were no
louger bright. It was not the first time that
same Testument had becn in that old attic,
For it was the game book from which Mabel's
mother had read to old Treffy fifteen years
Lefure.  How Mabel foved that book ! ‘Here
and there was a pencil-mack which her mother
kad made against some favourite text, and
these Mabel read again aud again, till they
becune her favoutites also, It WAS one of
theae which she rexd o the poor wolnan to-
day: **'I'lie Llood of Jesus Christ, his Soy,
cleanseth us from all 3in. And hen Mra.

illiers exptained how ready Jesus js to save
any soul thal comes to him, and how his'blood
is quite sufficient to take away sin.

Thesick wonant listeneéd eagerly, and a tear
came into Chrislie’s »yo as he xaiil 2 ** There
is no text that4'love like that, Mrs. Villiers,
Mr. Wilton proached on it in the mission.
room the sccoud time I went there, and 1 felt
asif 1 could sing lor joy when 1 heard st I
well remeniber Low 1 ran up the stairs to this
attic, to tell it 1o mny old master,”

*And yow've Iound it true, Christis?"

‘“Yes, ma'am, indeed T have; auld Trefy
found it true too.” o

Their Mres. Villiers and Christie took their
leave ; but as they wére going down the steep
Mtaircase Christie satd, ** Have you time to
call on Mrs. White fora few miautes, 1na’am ?
She would by so pleased to see you,and 1
don’t think she will live very lung ?*

Mrs. Villiers gladly agreed to go: so
Christie knocked at the door at the bottomn of
the stiirs. A young woman opened 1t, and
thev went in,

Mrs, White was

lying on a bed in the cor
war of the raem, and sesgred $o be aaleep ;

bat presently she opened her eyes, and when
ahe saw Chriatie her face brighteaed and she
held out her bands 1n weiome She was an
old womin now, and had given up taking
lodgers several yoars before,

“Oh, Christre,” said she, ** [ am slad to
sce you i | have been counting the hours till
you came,”

** Mrs Villiers has come to sce you to-day,
Mrs. Winte ™

“Oh! how goad of vou,” sald the poor
woman; * Christie aad you woukl come
some day,"

*You bave kuown Clristis s long timse,
have vou uot *”* sawd Mer, Villiers.

“ You," said tie obd wonan, **he came to
me first as a Iittle rageed Doy, ahivertng wath
cold ; and [ likeu the louk of Lim, wa‘am, he
was g0 much gmioter than some that caine beres
and I used to give hum u crust sametimes,
when he looked more starved than usual,”

* Yeu, Mrs, Whate,” sard Chuistie, *you
we o often very good to me ™

“Oh ! not ay fuhould have been, Cliristie;
they were only crusts [ gave you, Lfts that
were left from™ the men’s teals, aml not so
much of them either s but yon'to vome to me,
and you'se hiought me the Bread of Life—
not just bits and xcn\-|||§a. It enough and to
Spare, an e ws 1 hke, and more than
enopgh, for all I want.”

YO Chirs B0 siid Mes, Villiers, 1 am
elad to heae this; the dear Lord has been
very good to you: your work lius not been in
vain.,

* Invain ! anid the old womans *1 ahould
think not ¢ There's many a oo, Mre. Villiers,
that will bloss God in the howe nbove for
what you aad your futher bave done for this
lad: and there 1s no one who will bless hon
more thun { shalt. T wos as dack as o heathen

il Chuistie enme to me, sud rend to me out
of lua Bible, an- talked to me of Jusns, and
th it all »0 clear to we,  And now § know

hat wmy s-us are forgiven, and very soont the

Lord wilt take m) home ; and oh, dear 1 Liow

pice that will be,

*“ When in the snowy dress
Of thy redeenmed I stand,
Enultless and stainless,
Faultless and statuless,

Safé in that bappy land.'*

““I ace that Mrs. \White kuows your hymn,
Christie," gaisl Mrs. Villiers.

“Yes," gard Christie, ] tanght hor it a
long time ago, and she is as foud of it as my
old waster was.”

And after a little more conversutiop Mra,
Villiera tool her leave,snid Ghistie cont-nued
his tound of visus. AN that lung. suitry
afternoon he toilvd on, climbing dark stair.
cases going doun mto dump cellars, visiting
crowded lodying-hivuses ; and everywhere, as
he went, droppeny sceds of the Woni of Lite,
sweet warids from the ook of books, suited
to the hearts of those with whom he met.

For in that book Christie found there was
a word for every need, and a niessage for
every needy soul. There was p-aco for the
sin-burdened, coimdart for the sorroswtul, rest
for the weary, counsel tor the perplexed, anl
hope for the dying.  And Christie alwnys
prayed vefore he went out that tnd's toly
Spirit would give him the right word fore.ch
one whont he went tosve, And, as he knock-
ed at the -loor of & house, he always hfted up
h'in heart in a ailent prayer, pomething like
thia s

*“ Thou, Lord, who knowest the hearts of all
men, give me the opportunity of sayiug some-
thing for thee, and plezse help me to use it,
and show me how to'say the right word,”

Aad 80 it was no wonder that God blessed
him, It was no wonider that wherever he
went Christie notonly found opportunities of
duing good, bt was able to uss these oppor-
tunitiea 10 the beit advanfage. Jt was no
yonder that when the péople were ill they
always sent for the youny Scripture-reader to
read and pray with them. 1t was no wonder
that the Nitle chitdren loved him, or that the
poar, tired mothers were glad to xit down for
a fow minutes to hear him read words of
comfort from the Book of lifs, [t was no
wonder that all day long Chiratie found work
to do for tha Muter, and souls waiting to
receive the Muster's message. e was gener-
ally very tired whon Tie went home ai night,
but ho did not mind this. Forhienever forgot
old Trefly's sorrow, a few daya lefore he died,
becawee fie had only & weck 1eft in which to
show lus love to his Suviour, Awd Christie
thanked God every day that he hasl given ‘o
him the honour »ud privilege of wor wy for
him.

Cliristio lodged in a quiet street unt fir
from Ivy Court. He used to live some wn
out- of the town, for heliked to hare a vatk
after his day's work was done 3 1-at he fownd
that the poor people often wanted him or
differcnt things in the evening «nil at other
times, and 30 he reinovad vearer to them and

nearer to his work, And very cften the
would conie to him with theic (roubles, .
1t in hin netle room pouting out their griel.
The y oung men eepecially were very h‘lnl to
como to Clutstie’s Yad,ing to have a'talk with
him ; and omcs & week Chirntie had a lissle
prayer-meeting there, to which mauy of
then came.  Aud they found it & great help
on theic way to heaven,

When Christie ppened the dear of his
lodging on the day of which [ am writing, he
heatd o sound which very much sutprieed
bim. 1t waa the sonod of his old barrel-orxan,
and it was playing o few wotes of ' Home,
aweet home.” o wondered much whe soald
be turntug it, for he hud forbidden the land-
lady's chiliren to touch It, except when he
was present tosce that no harm came to it.
He sometimon sunled to hiniself at his care
over the old argan. 1t rerunded him of the
days when hie hal iest played it, with old
Tretly standing by him amnd ouking over his
shoulder, saying in an anxious vorce, “Turn
her gendy, Chastie, boy 3 tuen her gently.’

Al now e wis shinoat as careful of it ma
Trefy huuself, and he would not on any
account have it ingured.  And so he hiasten il
Upstairs to see who 1t could Lie that was wurn.
ing it this morning  Uu lus war he et his
landludy, wha eaid that & gentleman was
watling for hum wn his parlour, whoe seemed
very anxious to see hi, and hid been sitiing
there for some Lme.  And, when Chpstte
opened the ¢toor, who shoukt bo tutging the
barrel-organ hut his o'd friend Me, \Wifton ?

They hud uot met fur many yearp, for Me.
Wiltun hud sotthed in another papt of Kng.
laad, where hie was preuching tho same truthe
as hie had once Preachcd in the little mission-
room.  But he had come to upeud a Sunday
in the scone of hus furwer labours, and he was
very unxiots to know how his frirnd Christie
wAs gotling on, and whether he waa still
wotkiug for the Saviour, and qt:ll looking for-
warnd to ** Home, sweet home *

It was a very ailectionate meeting hetween
Mr. Wilton and lis young friend. They had
much to talk abot, not huving seen each
ather for so lony.

! So yeu stll bave the old organ, Christie,”
said Mr W.ltan, locking dowa st the faded
silk, which wna even moie colourless than it
had been fo Trefly’s days,

** Yes, air,” satrd Chisistie, I could never
part with 1t I pronused my old inaster that
1 never wouldl, and it wus his dying gt to
me.  And often npw when § hiear the notes of
* Home, sweet home,’ 1t takes my thoughts to
ol “Iretly, nnd I ihink whit a happy time he
must have hud 1 ¢ the aty bright,” ali these
fiftecn years,”

* Do you remember how you used to want
to go there too, Christie? .

* Yes, Mr. Wiltou, and { don't want it apy
tho lews now ; Lut atill 1 should like to Hve
some years longer, if 1t is His will, “I'liere 18
80 much to do 1 the world, fan't there, sir?
And what  do only scems to me like & drop
in thé ocean when'l look at the hundreds of
people théie aro in these crowded courts. I
could alwost cry sometimes when I feel how
little 1 can scach themn,?

* Yen, Caristio,” saxd Mr. Wilton, * there
is 2 great deal to do, amd we cannot do a
tenth part, noc yet & thousandth part, of
what theie is 1o do; what we must steive
uiter is, that tho dear Master may bo able
to way of each of us, ‘e hath doni what he
coul({' "

Then Mr. Wilton and Christie knelt down
and prayed that tiod would give Christle a
Llessing”on his work, and would enable him
to lead snany of the people, in the courts
and lanes of that wretchel neighbaurhiood,
to cime to Jews, that thoy might tind &
home in that city where Trofly “was gooe

ute. -

(To be continsed.)

Kinds That Are Wanted

WaNTED: A bay that is manly and juat,
Oue that you Yeel you may honour wmt {rust,
\\‘hob cheerfully shoulders what life to him
1ings,
¥ta sunshine and pleasare, or troublesome
things;
Whose cyes meet your own with no shadow
of fear
No wile on the face that is open and cleat;
Slmight’lomud 2 purpose, and ready to
pusli—

For **a b:r:'! io the band is worth two in the

LU N
Who reornfully tarns feoum a something ip.
rain,

If -t,}imng ta =other & anrrow or pain ;

Wha is will-nz tr hold what In e300 over sar;
And fs patient, unfieeding themof o the leer;
Who does ati be ¢ with x hesrt that’y olater,
He in warzed, thal boy, whatsnerer hix etats,



