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' CHRISTIE AT HOME.
A SEQUEL TO CHRISTIE'S CHRISTMAS:
. By Ponsy,
CeAPTER I1x.—(Continued.).

Shegot over it after a while,and had only
very rosy cheeks and bright eyes all the
afternoon. The pretty music stool was un-
packed and Christie mounted it, and drew
forth such soft, sweet sounds from the won-
derful instrument that her father said ad-
miringly : “ Well, I declare! . I thought
they had to spend months learning to play
the piano, but I don’t see but you make
pretty music on if, without any learning.”

It was that very afternoon that Lucius
and Lucy Cox wereto cometotes. ‘“Enough
in itself to upset a whole family,”” Mus,
Tucker said, “and when you added a piano,
it was, as Father Tucker said, ‘too much.’ ”?
But that afternoon is the very thing that
you must hear about.

The first one who came wag Wells Burton.
“I didn’t mean to come so early, for fear 1
should be in the way,” he explained, “but
it islonesome enough athome. My mother
was hindered from coming home yesterday,
my brother isn’t so well, and father has been
delayed by a freshet, and everything was
disappointing and dismal, so Iran away., I
would have gone into town this morning if
it had not been for the warmed-up potatoes,
you know, and other things. Besides, I
was in a hurry to see something that I
knew had come.” i

“Oh,” said Christie, her eyes aglow, “ do
youknow about it? Didyou know hefore!
Come in quick and see it. I don’t know
what to think nor to do. ‘

“ What you must do is to take music
lessons, and make the thing talk to you,”
Wells said, walking into the bright little
parlor, and going up to the great shining
heauty whichseemed to the rest of the family
to fill all the space in the room.
seemed in no wise amazed at its appearance,
called it a “neat little thing,” drew out the
music stool, adjusted it to the right height
with great deliberation, and then seating

a faghion that almost took Christie’s breath

quite unlike those which Christie had made,
Kven Father Tucker jn the kitchen, wiping
his great brown hands on the great brown
towel felt that, and stopped and listened
and nodded his head, and said : “That is
musie, ch, mother ! Our girl must make
it go like that.”

"% Yes,” said Mrs, Tucker, “ that is music ;
just think of that boy beingable to play like
that 17 :

There was a worried look in her eyes, and
after a moment’s silence she added : “ That
will be the next thing, The child will want
to learn, and she will be crazy to, I can see
it in her eyes, and how is she ever going to
do it ? - Music lessons cost asight of money,
even East, and of couse they are worse out
here, everything is, Andyou know, Jonas,

done with it, as to give her a chance to take
music lessons.” .

Her father laughed, ¢“Ishould a3 soon
have tried to ﬂ{ myself as to get her a piano,
and yet there the thing is, and she is playing
on it ; there’s no tellin’ what may come, in
this world, I’ve given up trying. We must
talk with the minister aboutit., There may
be some kind of a way of turning work,
Who knows !”

But the troubled lock did not go out of
the mother’s eyes. “There’sanother thing,”
she said, as she laid the spoons she had been
polishing, in a shining heap on the white
table, ‘“Jonas, don’t it seem wonderful
strange to you that they should send her
such a great big present as that? Why,
pianos cost almost & fortune, And that is
a good toned one, I remember the one at
grandfather’s well enough to know that, I
don’t see but it sounds every bit as good as
the one at uncle Daniel’s, and to send it to
a stranger and a littlegirl ! I don’t under-
stand it, and sometimes it doesn’t seem
quite the thing for us to let her take such
phinﬁs as o matter of course and say noth.
ing, .

“Well, now,” Father Tucker gaid, taking
his wet head out of the shining wash basin
and beginning to polish his face on the
towel, “there’s two’ ways of looking at
things, Tn one sense it is a big present, and
a wonderful thing to happen to a little girl
like Christie ; and.in another sense, how do
iou suppose it compares with that baby of

ers that Christie took care of? I don’t

Wells|

himself, whirled his fingers over thekeysin} -

away. The sounds that he produced were|:

we might as well try to have her fly and be{-

say but that it would have got taken care of
somehow if Christie hadn’t been there,
though there didn’t seem to be a great many
people of sense to depend upon that day,
besides Christie ; anyhow, she was the one

.| did it, and did it well, and while she didn’t

do it for pay, nor expeet pay, still, I sup-
pose it was an awful day to the mother ; and
if I was rich, and it was our baby, seems to
me I wouldn’t consider even a piano very
great things when it came to showing what
I thought of my baby.”

. ¢ Well,” said Mother Tucker reflectively,
% that way of looking at it does make 2
difference,to be sure. Whatare forty pianos
compared with a baby 1 -

Meantime, in the front room, the same
thing was being talked about from a differ-
ent stand.point. “Did you ever hear of
people doeing such. a  wonderful thing?"
This was the question that Christie asked of
Wells. e Iet the music soften, so he could
answer, .

 Why, it was a nice thing, and I rather
like my lady for thinking of it. It is the
fixst time I have forgiven her for leaving
her baby and spoiling our day, but on the
whole I am glad now that she did it. Bnt
asto being wonderful, it was natural enough.
Her husband is-a piane dealer ; they have a
great warchouse -on' Pearl street full of
pianos, of all sorts and sizes, and when she
heard that you liked music, and wanted to
see a piano, what was more reasonable than
to suppose that you would like one of your
own "’ . s

“How did she know that Christic wanted
to see a piano 1’ asked Karl, who was watch-

looked. Face and hands, however, were
clean, and poor Lucy having put on an old-
fashioned linen collar of her mother’s, that
had fiot been used in seven years, mnor
washed, had done all that she conld to honor
the great day. Such efforts were beyond
Lucius ; but he, too, had combed his hair,
and washed his face and hands, and tied his
shoes with green strings,- and although his
clothes needed washing and patching, on
the whole, he looked better than Karl had
feared. -

Christie turned toward them timidly, and
glanced in great doubt and distress from
them to Wells, Ie did not know them,
and she had a dim idea that they ought to
be introduced, but how was it to be done,
and what would he say 1 ~

“I am glad you have come,” she said
gently, “Will yousitdown :” Now what
should shesay? “Thisis Mr. Wells Bur-
ton ?° And if she did, what would they
say, or would he notice them ?

He did not give her long to study the
question, [Te swung himself from the piano
stool and went towards the staring children,
“How are you, Lucius 7’ he said, nodding
pleasantly, as though they had visited
together all their Hves,
little sister Lucy. Why, Lucius, how far
ahead of her you bavegrown ! Aren’t yon

just the same age?”  Lucins nodded.

“ And yet you are a head taller! That’s
good. I always like to see aboy taller than
a girl. He can take care of her Detter.
How old are you, Limcy? Ten? Ihad a
little sister once who would he just your
age now if she had lived. Her name was

LUCIUS AND LUCY COX.

ing this entire conversation with the great-
est interest,

“ Why, you see, we spent quite a long
day together when we went our journey,
and we talked about a.geod many things,
pianos among the rest, and I suppose some-
body happened to mention to hersomething
that Christie said. ~ Look here, let me play
this Rain Dance for youn, and you listen and
see if you can’t hear the drops pstter !

There were reasons why Wells did not
want that subject looked into any farther,
80 he bewitched them with the raindrops.

During the playing, the door opened
softly, and there came in .Luey and Lucius
Cox, I wish I had photographs of them
for you. They had been all day getting
ready to make a good appearance. Lucy
had not only combed her llack . hair, but
banged it, and the straight locks hung down
over her eyebrows, straight into her eyes, so,
that she winked and blinked continually.
Her brown ecalico dress was soiled and torn,
but she had pinned the torn place as well as
she could, and then tried to cover its de-
fects with a bit of very soiled, very faded
pink ribbon which she had knotted up and
fastened over it, and as the rent was half-
way down the skirt on the leftside, towards

the back breadth, you may imagine how she

"Lorine. Well, what are we going to do

first 17

“ What’s that ?’ asked Lucy, pointing her
small thin finger at the shining case of the
piano. :

“ That,” said Wells, “is a music box. It
plays any tune that you have a mind to
makeit, Do you want to hear it?’ He
seated himself again on the music stool, and
the group closed in around him, while he
rushed through waltzes and marches, and
snatches of tunes which he hummed and
whistled, Christie in her delight and re-
lief almost forgot that she was hostess and
had the great care of entertaining the Cox
children on her heart. Indeed, from that
moment she had no need to feel ita burden.
Wells gave himself to the work with such
zeal and success, telling stories, singing songs,
playing tunes, answering questions, that,
when promptly at five o’clock Mr. Keith
made his appearance, he found the five
young people well acquainted and appa-
rently entirely satisfied with one another.

There wasno denying that both Lucius
and Lucy were # good deal startled at the
coming of the minister, They knew him
by sight, and had scud over the fields in
alarm many a time to avoid speaking to
him, or rather having.him speak to them,

“So this is your |

but, finding that he took very little notice’
of thew, that the others were glad to see
him, and that he gave most of his attention
to the new piano, they settled down, the
startled look going out of their eyes, and I
don’t thin¥ either of them know just when
they began to' join in the talk, and even
angwer the minister’s guestions, without
feeling afraid.

And now the supper was ready. That
wonderful supper, the like of which the Cox
children had never secen, How their plates
were heaped with the warmed-up potatoes,
what dishes of hot apple sauce did they
make away with! And as for the bread,
Christie had as much as she conld do to keep
from looking her astonishment, for though
the visitors were frightened at the idea of
sitting down to a table covered with a white
cloth, and using knife and fork, yet the
taste of the food had overcome their timid-
ity to such an extent that they gave them-
selves up to the joy of eating and having

enough, .
(To be Continued.)
—_————
GIVING UP TOBACCO.

Rev. Sam Jones and Rev. Sum Small,
during their Jate memorable mission in
Chicago, gave added evidence of their con-
secration and sincerity by publicly renounc-
ing the tobacco habit. In oune of his ser-
mons, to an immense audience, he referred
};o his “ Brother Small” and tobaceo as fol.
ows -

“My good [riends say the tuse of tohacco
isa sin, and therefore, I am happy to an-
nounce to the audience that before bhreak-
fast Sunday morning Brother Small put all
of his stock in his hand, threw it on the
grate, and burned the whole thing up.
{Applanse.) e has thrown it tp the wind
for ever. ITe will never do that any more.
I said to him: ¢ Have you quit to stay ¥
*Yes,” SaysI: ‘Old fellow, tell me why,
won’t you ¥ *Well,” he said, ¢ Brother Jones,
[ didn’t ¢uit Lecanse 1 believed it-was a
sin ; hut they kept after me about it until I
gotresentful, and I said T won’t perpetnate
anything in my mind that will make e re.
sentful toward people, and I have ‘given it
up for ever.” Assoon as I ever have that
sort of a feeling in my heart I am going to
give it up, too. (Laughter and applause,
Dr. Scudder saying : ‘Give it up anyhow.’}
Nothing shall stand between me and love to
God and love to men. [ would run over
anything in earth or heaven that would
make me feel unkind toward any human
being in this world, If anything harms you
or hurts you, give it up. I believe Mr,
Moody told the biggest truth of his life
when he said a man who used tobacco could
be a Christian, but he would be a nasty
Christian.”

A little later, in a Sunday morning dis-
course, Mr. Jones aunounced that he, too,
had given up tobacco, and said :

“Downin my country I have never been
in a soul’s way that T know of. Ia a hun-
dred different instances I have been notified
that a habit that I was given to is a stumb-
ling-block to souls in this city, and I want
to say to this congregation to.night, from
thisday till we meet up in heaven, you can
tell this world that Sam Jones has got no
habit thatis a stumbling bleck to anybody.
For your prayers and for your sympathy I
am grateful, and if I don’t do any good in
Chicago let Chicago thank God Almighty
she has done the poor little pale Southern
prea?her some good for the balance of his
life.

It would be a great gain and safeguard,
especially fot young men, if all tobacco-us-
ing ministers would follow the praiseworthy
example of these Southern evangelists.
Temperance Advocate.

TrE GREAT TrAGEDIAN, Mr, W, C. Mac-
ready, said: “ None of my children shall
ever, with my consent or on any pretence,
enter a theatre or have any visiting connec-
tion with actors or actresses.”” When such
men think the place too vile for their chil-.
dren, isit not time Christians cease to apolo-
gize for it? Is it not time we cease talking
about the ideal theatre, when it does not
and never has existed ? Is it not high time
when an actor, & man whose sympathy
should be with the institution, finds that it
i3 s0 low and base he will not let his chil-
dren enter a theatre under any circum-
stances }—is . it not high time, I say, that
Christians tell their children they must not

go?
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