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Unknown to me ; yet not uuknown,

Tar Christ is there! ’
And though the veil hangs thick between,
Though of that future nought 1 ween,

I have no care.

Durkeome to me ; yet full of light,
For Jeaus seex]
And while to His firnm Hand T hold,
In every wenkness I am bold,
And danger flees,

Fenced round by clond ; yet bright as day
In sunshine clear!

A lund unrenched by my dim eyes,

But radiant "nenth elernul tkies—
Christ always nenr!

Shroudel frowm sight ! What though it be—
Since I must go,

Muat onward step o’er marsh anid hill,

By patha of pain aud mystery still—
I Jetns know ?

e knows it all | [Te grasps the whole !
His perfect vight

Can fathom all my fuiure way—

Cnn pierce the densest fogs uf day,
The mists of night,

Grief waits ahend. Tt may be so!
Chrirt wniteth too! '

Whate’cr the read, 1ia rnile is mine:

Hix Huund, with touch of power Divine,
Sha!l bear me through !

The landscape may seem dark to me;
No need fur care!

Fogs shull disperee nnd dimness end ,—?

As Heavenwurd +4ll iy steps I wend,—
Since He in there ?

The Jireside for January,

HOME, SWEET HOME

BY MRS WALTON.

CHAPTER NXTIL—CHRISTIE'S WORK FOR TIE
MASTER,
(Continued.)

Mrs. Villiers gladly agreed to go; so Christie
knocked at the door at the bottom of the stairs.
A young woman opened i, and they went in.

Mrs. White was lyitg on a bed in the corner
of the room, and sceted to be asleep ; but pre-
sently she opened her eyes, and when she saw
Christie her face brightened, and she held out
her hands in welcome.  She was an old woman
now, and had given up taking lodgers several
years before,

# Oh, Christie," she said, “ I am glad to see
you ; 1 have been counting the hours till you
came.”

“ Mrs, Villiers has come to see you to-day,
Mrs. White.”

“0Oh ! how good of you,” said the poor wo-
man ; * Christie said you would come some
day."

“ You have known Christie a long time, have 1
you not * said Mrs. Villiers.

“ Yes,” said the aold woman, * he came to me
fi*st as a Ittle ragged Loy, shivering with cold;
and I liked the look of him, ma'am, he was
so much quieter than some that came here;
and I used to give him a crust sometimes, when
he looked more starved than usuzl.”

“ Yes, Mrs. White," said Christie, * you were
often very good to me.”

“ Oh | not as I should have been, Christie ;

they were enly crusts, 1 gave you, bits that were
left from the men's meals, and not sa much o

them either ; but you've come to me and you’vt:|

breuglt me the Bread of Life,—not just bits and

leavings, but enough and to spare, as much as
1 like, and more than enough for all T want.”

# Oh, Christie,” said Mrs. Villiers, “I am
glad to hear this ; the dear Lord has been very
goond 10 you ; your work has not been in vain.”

“ Tn vain ! said the old woman ; “ I should
think not ! There's many a one, Mrs. Villiers,
that will bless God in the house above for what
you and your father have done for this lad ; and
there’s no one that will bless him more than I
shall. I was as dark as a heathen till Christie
came to me, and read to me out of his Bible,
and talked to me of Jesus, and put it all so clear
to me. And now I know thatmy sins are for-
given, and very soon the Lord will take me
home ; and oh ! dear, how nice that will be,—

¢ When in the snowy drees

Of Thy redeemer T stand,
Taultlcss nnd Ftuinless,
Faultless and ¢tninless,

Safe in thet happy lavd I'”

%I see that Mrs. White knows your hyma,
Christie,” said Mrs. Villiers.

¢ Yes,” said Christie, ¢ I taught her it a long
time ago, and she is as fond of it as my old mas-
ter was.”

After a little more conversation, Mrs. Villiers
took her leave, and Christie continued his round
of visits. Al that long, sultry afternoon he
tniled on, climbing dark stairscases, going down
into damp cellars, visiting crowded lodging
houses ; and everywhere, as he went, dropping
seeds of the word of life, sweet words from the
Baok 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 message for every
soul. There was peace for the sin burdened,
comfort for the sorrowing, rest for the weary,

counsel for the perplexed, und hope for the dy-

ing. And Christie always prayed before he
went out that God's Holy Spirit would give him
the right word for each one whom he went to
see.  And, as he knocked at the door of a
house, he always lifted up his heart in a silent
prayer, something like this :

“ Thou, Lord, which knowest the hearts of all
men, give me the opportunity of saying some-
thing for Thee, and please help me use it, and
show me how to say the right word.”

And so it was no wonder that God blessed
him. It was no wonder that wherever he went
Christie not only found opportunitics of doing
good, but was able to use those opportunities to
the best advantage. It was no wonder that
when the people were ill they always sent for
thie young Scripture-reader to read and pray with
them. It was nowonder that the little children
loved him, or that the poor, tired mothers were
glad to sit down for a few mmnutes to hear him
read the words of comfort from the beok of life,
It was no wonder that all day long Christie
found work to do for the Master, and souls wait-
ing (o receive the Master's message. He was
generally very tired when he went home that
night, but he did not mind this.  For he never
forgot old Trefly's sorrow, a few days before he
died, because he had only a week left in which
to show his love to his Saviour. And Christie
thanked God every day that He had given to
him the honor and privilege of working for Him.

Christie lodged in a qu'et street not far from
Ivy Court. He used to live some way out of
the town : for he liked to have a walk after his
day's work was done ; but he found that the
poar people ofien wanted him for different things
in the evening and at other times, and so he re.
moved nearer to them and nearer to his work.
And very often they would come to him with
their troubles. and sit in his little room pouring
out their gricf.  The young men especiaily were
very glad o come to Christie’s lodging to have
a taik with bim ; and once a week Christie had
alittle praycr meeting there, to which mmy of
them came.  And they found it a great help on

{ their way to heaven.

When Christie opened the door of his lodging
on the day of which 1 am wrting, bhe heard a
sound which very much surprised him. It wag

i
)
)

|

|

'the sound of his old barrel-organ, and it was

playing a few notes of “ Home, sweet Home.”
He wondered much who couid be turning it, for
he had forbidden the landlady’s children to touch
it, except when he was present to see that no
harm came to it. He sometimes smiled to
himself at his care over the old organ. It re-
minded him of the days when he had first play-
ed it, with old Treffy standing by him and look-
ing over his shoutder, saying in an axious voice,
““Turn her gently, Christie boy ; turn her
gently.” .

And now he was almost as careful of it as
Treffy himself, and he would not on any account
have it injured. And so he hastened upstairs
to see who it could be that was turning it this
morning. On hisway he met his landlady, who
said that a gentleman was waiting for him in his
parlor, who seemed very anxious to see him,
and had been sitting there for some time. And,
when Christie opencd the door, who should be
turning the barrel-organ but his old fiiend, Mr.
Wiltan !

They had not met for many years, for Mr.
Wilton had settied in another part of England,
where he was preaching the same truths as he
had once preached in the little mission-room.
But he had come to spend a Sunday in the scene
of his former labors, and he was very anxious
to know how his friend Christie was getting on,
and whether he was still working for the Sa-
viour, and still looking forward te * Home,
sweet Flome,"”

It was a very affectionate meeting Detween
Mr. Wilton and his young {riend. They had
much to talk about, not having seen each other
for so long.

“ 8o you still have the old organ, Christie,”
said Mr. Wilton, looking down at the faded silk.
which was even more colorless than it had been
in Trefly’s days.

“ Yes, sir,” said Christie, “ I could never
part with it ; [ promised my old master that [
never would, and it was his dying gift 1o me.
And often now when I hear the notesof ¢ Flome,
sweet Home,” it takes my thoughts to old Trefly,
and I think what a happy time he must have
had in ¢ the city bright,” all these fifteen years.”

% Do you remember how you used to want to
go there too, Christie ?”

“Yes, Mr. Wilton, and I don't want it any
the less now ; but still Ishould like to live some
years longer, if it is His will. ‘There is so much
to do in the world, isn't there, sir?  And what I
do only seems to me like a drop in the ocean
when I look at the hundreds of people there are
in these crowded courts ; 1 could almost cry
sometimes when [ feel how listle I can teach
them,”

“Yes, Christie,” said Mr. Wilton, ¢ there is a
great deal to do, and we cannot do a tenth part,
nor yet a thousanth part, of what there is to
do; what we must strive after is, that the dear
Master may be able to say of each of us, ‘ He
hath done what he conld.” " )

Then Mr. Wilton and Christie knelt down
and praved that God would give Christie a
blessing on nis work, and would enable him to
lead many of the people, in the courts and lanes
of that wretched neighborhocd, to come to Je-
sus, that they might ind a heme in that city
where ‘Trefly was gone before.

—

CHAPTER XIV.—* HOME, SWEET HOME, AT
LAST.”

Tt was Sunday evening, and Christie was once
more in the little mission-room ; but not now as
a poor ragged boy, sitting on the front bench,
and in danger in being turned out by the woman
who lighted the gas-lamps. She would not
dream of turning Christie out now, for the young
Scripture-reader was a well-known man in the
district, He was always there earlv, before any
of the people arnrived, and he used to stand at
the door and welcome each oneas they came in,
helping the old men and women to their seats,
and looking out aaxiously for thoe whom
he had invited for the first time during the




