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CHAPTER XL.—A HOMILY OF MISTER HORN'S.

He thought of it, he p:{)-cd about it, aud he had for a

long time almost determined to do it At last, as though it
could be no fonger held back, the resolve leaped forth with
a very decided “I'lldo 1," and the ash suck came down
with an equally vigorous Amen.

Mister Horn would preach a sermon all about gtring.

How 1t came about was on this wase.

It was in the zutumn_ as Mister Hom weat thipugh the
woods of which he had the management. He had been
marking trees for the woodman's axe—a work full of vared
suggestion to his quick mind, The Jday was one of those
October days, most beautful of all the year, 1n which
autumn, sinking beneath the touch of winter, arrays herself
in her loveliness, and takes the last hingenng look at her
own beauty ; days in which the fell destroyer seems stayed,
and charmed and smitten with love to lis victim.  The sun.
shine lit up the red gold of the fohage, and crept between
the-scantier leaves upon the mossy branches, and dowa to
briered nooks, while here and there a leaf came fluttering
to the leafy path below. The robin tried with brave music
to wake the dead summer, and stopred ofien, as if listemng
and wondering that there was noanswer.  The stillness, the
loneliness, the *‘seriousness,” of all about him found 1n Mis-
ter Hom a ready heart for the sermon they preached. At
length he paused in ‘front of a withered tree. The leafless
branches rose up naked and black aganst the blue sky, the
trunk ran down bare and black to the eirth ; no moss grew
about it, no mnests hung in it telling of generots shelter to
the fowls of the air, no withered leaves lay heaped around 1t,
& bank of golden blessings. Muster Horn took the chalk
from tus pocket, muttening, ** Not that it's any Jood to any-
body, but1t’ll be out o' the way.” He stood for a moment
looking up at it.  Beyond thare stretched branches of other
trees, vx%?rous and bezuuful ; on every hand was life.  tle
nodded his head and ughtened his lips—'* That's it,” he
said to hunself, “That's 1t all the world cver; keep al,
lose all; give all, save all 5 trees and men—1's allone.  The
life that has goneout 1n doing good—Ilook at at coming back
here in these leaves, to lic with warmth and life around them
through the winter ; but you, old friend, who kept it all 10
yourself, will get nothung back.  You've kept your hfe to

urself, and now you're no good as tree or a<timber. Cut
1t down "—and the chalk lines doomed 1t 10 speedy destrucs
tion.

As Mister Horn went on lus way the dead tree became a
text out of which sprang a multsitude of similes and aflustra-
tions—a swarm of thoughts came and lodged 1n the branches
thereo’, diverse and mamfold, but ail leading to one conclu-
sion: *‘Unto cvery one that hath shall be given, and he
shail hrve abundance ; but from him that hath not shall be
taken away evea that which he hath.”

At last these fechings and thoughts and figures gathered
themselves togetact 1a the resolunion, 111 dost.” Then
Mister Hom had pledged tumself 10 a homily o mving.

One Sanday moming, about a fortnight after, the sermon
was laoached 10 Tatungham Chapel.

The text wasa harder matter with Mister Hom than the
sermon, for thoughts had been collected so long that a text
was rather & ceatre of attraction about which ,:ﬁcy gathered
than aseed out of which the thoughts grew, and 1t was dif-
ficult t0 find which they fitted best. It was, perhaps, rather
because he must choosc one, than that it wasthe best, that he
took Ecclesiastes v, 132

**There 15 a sore evil which 1 have scen under the sma,
nawely, nches kept for the owners thereof to ther hurt.”

**Now, my dear friends, 1 am going to try and say
something about money.

“**Preach the Gospei and let money alone,’ docs some-
body say? Preach the Gospel 1 wall, by the Lord's help,
and because 1t 1s the Lospel it won't let moc.ey alone. The
Gospel has 2 good deal more to do with our money than,
perhaps, most of us would care 1o know.

** Now money, for all 1t's a very good thing in its place,
1s the most huriful of all things if a man don't see to 1t and
manage 1t ught.  The Bible 15 full of how men have been
hart by money s and the ont!{ scene 1 which we hear a
wretched creature crying 2a hell 1s 1 the story of 2 nich man
whose one sin was that he had tis good thicgsin this life.
Money may hurt men in three ways.

+*FI85T, 1t may hurt men in the way they try to get it.

*Everybody ought to be{n there.  Let them see to it
that that is alinght. 1've known folks to go into some
Lusiaess for the sake of the money, and think they woulda't
get any hurts  They might as well step gently off the church
tower aad expect 20 come down all nght.  \When { used to
be sinkia’ wells, 1 always lowered 2 candic before I went
dowa myslf ; 3l the candle barned all steady, 1 knew 1 could
£o down; butif the candle flickered and went ont, 1 kacw
thzt wonldn't do for me.  Let a man let down the candle of
the Lord first, and if that'il bum, the man won't hurt.  But
thatcasdlcas choked oat 1 2 man will keep a public house,
and get all kinds o' comapany, and all sorts o’ wtalk, and all
sorts o’ nuschief brewin —that aiz will put out schigion, and
soal, and all.  Oraf people will go where they have 10 act
Lies, and to measure lies, and 1o shofile and dodpe and
do underhand things, that will choke ali that's good in them.
Ahiey say they mast five somehow. 1 heard tell once aboat
a 1ot of huagry people in Germany, who, «a 2 ime o' want,
were going to break into some comn-mills, when Lather met
«bem and asked them what they were doing. Then up
comes x stout feliow, and quoth he, °Alaster Luther, we
mast live.' “Live,’ thundered Luther, *why mast ye hive?
I only know one **must.™ I kno~ tha! we must be honest.'

‘¢ Bat it's 90 hard-to keep money from hurtin® us that even
in good and lawlal calings men very often hust themelves.
‘Whet 2 min will work so dard xnd so loag that hecanonly

yawn over his fible for a few moments, and then fall asleep
on his knees and callit his *prayers.’ that man {s suffenn’
from a deadly hurt,  \Woe, woe to them who have in bLusi.
ness sct their hearts upon money, and make haste to berich!
It’s the week-might service, or the mau's class-mght ¢ “lo,
friend, are you coming with us?* Bless you, no § he's oft—
so very busy, so much to do—he must make haste t. he
nch. Ah1af he could stay long enough he might sce the
sorrowful eyes of Jesus followlng him with atender pity ; he
might hear the words sadly spoken of lum: *Alas! how
l(l;nor:lll); shall they that have riches enter into the kingdom of
i

** Ay, and there 15 worse hurt than this, though this 1s
bad cnough.  \When a man gets 1t by gnnding down them
that work for him—that's & gain that will hurt the owner
theteo! for ever and ever. The profit that's got by beaung
down the fair price of things, and by wnnging hard bat-
gains—why the miserable pricsts and scribes who had egged
on (ludas. and prompted lim to Ius accursed work,
wouldn’t touch blood monecy—the pieces nught pensh
with it Fouch at! 1 woulun't touch it with a paur
of tongs a wunle Jung, I saw one day by thé roadside a
well where, 1n old umes, when that pansh had the plague,
the people put the money for the provisions that were
brought to them—1he water cleansed the coins,  But there
1s money—gold and silver and pence—that has the curse of
shortened lives upon at, the curse of ruined health, of poor
ltide starved children, of injured women, of wronged
widows, and, worst of all, of lost souls—~the s:a itself
couldn’t wash 1t clean! Like the foolish stories we heard
when we were little, about how wise magicians could ruba
coin and call up all sorts of visions, there are cons to-day
that when you touch them ought to conjure up a crowd of
folks und~..cd and overworked. Folks all hollow.cyed,
with whute, hungry faces, and long bony fingers that pont
at men and cursc them. They shall have their tum
some day. God is slow, but sure, and His Book says:
‘Your gold aud silver 15 cankered ; and the rust of them
shall be a witness against you, and shall eat your flesh as it
were fire,  Ye have heaped treasure together for the last
days. Iiehold the hure which 1s of you kept back by fraud,
crieth, and the cnes arc entered 1nto the ears of the Lord of
Sabaoth.! Take good heed how ye get money.

**DECONDLY, Money may burnt men by the way they
spend 1t,

**1{ the owner thereof spends it all in luxury and self-in-
dulgence, that 1s a hurt that he may perhaps never get over.

*Nothing in God’s Baok 1s more dfeadful or more start-
hog than the story of the man who had got enaugh to buy
all danty dishes and unhcard-of wines. Plenty to eat and
nothing to do—why, what mote could anybody want? Ah!
he found out what more a man wants before the next day

dawned. For the senience had gone out, * Thou fool, this
mght thy soul shall be required oﬁhce.‘ He was dead and
ieft his bams to some third cousin of whom he knew
nothing—dead, and could not take a farthing of it suth him
—dead and buned, aud the Lord wrote the epitaph : *dois
mhln fayzth up treasure for lumself, and 1snot nich toward

**And see ye,-my fuends, ye don't nced bursun’ bams
and much goods laid up befoze you gat hurt.this way., In
the woods 1've come across the adders, and I know that af
the big ones want most kulin’ the lude ones carry poisoned
tongues. A\ man can et ten shillin a-week bite him hikea
serpent.  1'd rather that you should tind this old franic of
mine in the rags of a tramp, starved to death ina ditch, than
have money burt me as some 1n this pansh let a week's
wages hunt ‘em. In all the world s hurts and hasms the
worst is to sec 2 man staggenng home drunk, curang his
Maker, going home mad cnough 1o do anything that's cruel
and devilish,

** Then there's the hurt o' spending money too fast—quite
a plague in these imes.  The men must be counted, gentle-
folks, and the women must look never so smart—till some-
body must go short. Whea the money’s done the bills come
i, and then—*Preach the Gospel!” Ay, my friends; it’s
about time somebody did, for the Gospel says, Owe no man
anything. It says, I'rovide things bonest. It says, Do to
others as ye wouid be done by. The Gospel ! It's the Gos-
I)el for the day and the Epistle too—Pay jour twenty shil-

1gs 1n the pound.

** There was a good prayer §-knew a man 10 offer once—
a very good prayer. A brother was praying with much
noise {or faith-~scalsaving fanh, sin-killing faith, devil-dnv-
ing fath.  There was a quiet fnend acar him to whom the
noisy brother owed 2 long bill. ‘Amen, said the quiet
inend; *Amen, and give us:debt-paping faith too”  Aly
fizenas, we want that faith nowadays. Yeople don't believe
10 a rehigion that doesn’t do that.  And they may well aot
believe in it, for he that doesn'{ do his duty 1o his brother,
whom he hath scen, how will he do his daty to his God,
whom be hath not seen? Take good b :d how ye spend
moncy}.’

** The third way that moncy may hurt the owners thereof
1s the way they keep it

** The nuch {ool 1s better onc way thaa the smuscr. e did
get something out of his moncy. The muser tums everye
lhmg 1nto moacy, and gets nothing outof st.  The tich man
{arcd sumptuously cvery day, and was clothed in purple and
finc linen; as kather Abraham told hua, he hag his good
things 1n his bfeume. Bot the miser, who grodges
lumscl the mouldy crust that he eats, 15 a n
this world and a Dives in the siext; he has his cvil
things both ways. Howeves, there isn't much to choosé
between them, the spendthnft and the miser—they both
keep all their moncy fot their own s2lves, and thatss keeping
R 20 thexr hurte lunt indeed! No pou: slave ever had
such a hard time 2s money will lcad 2 man if onec it geis
the apper hand of anybody.  To'set 2 man that God made
in His own 1aageand-likeness sink down lean, shavelled,
and yeliow, careless of .hunger and cold, of darkness and
filth, il hus old withered hand can bat clutch the moncy-bag |
‘—-nﬁoodm and heaven, his God and his neighboar, his body

toul, all bargained away for & liftle bit more of is dar-
ept 20, the hurt of the .owner

ling ~thal's money
thereof. %cz it is almost as bad o xc ooc who has beena

simple, godly fellow gettlng rich, and as the moneﬁ‘comcs.
to see him growing careless and dead, slowly swelling him.
sell with concent until he is too full of himself to hold any-
thing clse, and money 1s mote to him than afl besides—God
or ncighbour, heaven ot hell. Then, too, the miser does
hide himself in his dingy corner, buried, earth to earth ; but
the rich fools come swaggenng into sunshine, putting ‘the
old man’ intq everybody by their high and mighty manners.
There isn’t much to choose between ‘em, the miser and the
fool In both cases money thus kept is képt to the hurt of
the owners thereof.

$¢°There’s many a man who has got his money by honest,
hard wo.k, and had as much.cight to it as anybody could
have, anl who has spent it harmiessly cnough, yet his
maoney 'as become an eternal curse.  He didn't manage it
right when he got at. It is like that story in Paul’s travels
wﬁcrc the Larbarians shewed them no little kindess. The
shavenng, drenched cumpany gathered tound the fire, Lut
out ¢ the same ruddy flame crept a viper that fasteaed on
Paul’s arm, a ‘venumous beast.’  Ah ! out o’ men's luxuries
and comforts creeps the old serpent—indolence, forgetfulness
of God, self-indulgence, pride; and it has coiled round :u}d
suund Gll you see them fall down dead in soul and spirit,
unless tficy have the pluck to shake it off into the fire by the
Lord's help, and to stand forth among the heathenas men of

od.

¢ Now the first thing is for 2 man to think about manag-
ing it.

% Money is like cverything else ; it don't do to be left to
self. ‘A Lhild left to itself bringeth its mother to shawe,’
saith the wise man. A garden left to itself bringeth its
owner to weeds, and a colt left to itself biringeth its master
to the ground. Everything must be taken hold of the right
way, and managed. And the right way to mavage money
is to gve nightly.  But how many of us ever thought about
giving—how much we ought to give away in the year, and
what we ought to give to? We think about getling—that’s
very certain.  And we think about spendmg 100; but as to
giving—well, when you've had to ({;ive you've given ; when
the box has come sound, and you didn't like to give a nod,
you've put something 13, yuu dida’t think of it beforchand
ot after.  If you want tv heep money from burting you, you
must think as much about givin' as gettin’.  That's a very
plain direction in Paul’s letter to the Corinthians: ‘Upon
tbe first day of the week let every one of you lay by him in
sture, as God hath prospered him.' That was before the
collection. They wern't to come to the service and give
anything that they might happen to have about them (it it
were only little enough), nor to nudge their neighbour and
trouble him for the loan of a threc-penny bit, nor to bow to
the plae as if politeness would build a chapel or pay for 2
missionary. hey were once 2 week to think, ‘how much
ought Ito give?* and they were to put that by.  What a bles-
sing it would be to us hete in Tattingham if we tried that plan?
We shoulda't have the devil trippin’ up souls with that straw
—fur must of us are little babes in Christ, casily upset—
which keeps you away from class for weeks together : ¢ You
haven't paid your class-money’ and it’s so many weeks that
you're ashamed to go and nol pay. Stay home to-night.’
And sv the devil has made many a poor backslider just out
of that. There would be the money put .b{ for that, read
and waitin®, if people would do as their Bible says.  Thin!
abont ity and arrange for it as the Lord has (Yrospcred yous
and if you waat to know how much the Lord has prospered
yuu, ask youpsell how much you've got that God could take
away. So then, if you don’t want money to hurt you, think
about giving, and arrange for it.

** There is 2 good old saying ;  *Riches take to themselves
wings and fly away, and he who would keep "em must clip
their wings by givin®;’ but that is only hall the trath.
Moncy is like the fiery little Bantam cocks that fiy at every-
body with spur and bill: men must clip their wings, not
only (kat they ma'n't fly away, but also that they ma'n't fly
at them. People make a great mistake who think of charity
in a one-sided way. It isn’t only to relieve the poor, but to
keep money from hurtin® the owners thereof, and the greats
est curse that could come upon men would be to have all
rich and no poot.  It's a blessing for the rich, that truth of
our Savivut's, * The poor yc have always with you.”  Folks
often excuse themselves, saying they can't afford to give;
but if they saw thingStn a traer light they'd say that they
coalda't afford to keep. Look at that story of the ﬁ:ood
Samarilan, of wham Jesus says to us, * Go thou and do like-
wise.’ Excuses! why that Samaritan might have made
them by the score. e might have thooght, »s you do
when you scc any wretched object, ¢ A, if this «llow had
been suber and industrious, depend upon it he worldn't
have wwme to this.  Besides, he has no claim upon me, and
why should he expect me to trouble myself about him?
Then, again, these fellows are so ungrateful, onc may kill
one's self over "em, and never get asingle thank-ye. if
1 begio to help these’s no knowing where it'll cnd—he'il
want oil and winc, and they're expensive things, and 1 shall
have . sac for myself. 1 shall have to lift him up on my
mul¢ and trodpe alongside—zoads are rough, and I'm a bad

walker. 1f 1 1ake him to the inn there's twopence gone at
once ¢ And what with my staying about minding bim, my
day will be wasted and night will overtake me, and that's
not a pleasant thing in a place that swarms with robbers.’
So hie might have said.  And comin’ ncarer, still undecided,
he catches sight of the Jewish features.  That might have
crowned the cxcuses, and the Samaritan might have gone off
muttering something about siding to the next village and tel-
ling them of it,.and they might do as they would.

** Bat he got off and gave the poot fellow 1 and wine, and
tore stips off his own tobes 2o dress the wou .ds ; hie Jed him
gently on the mule, he paid his bill at the ian, herode home
aloag the dangerous road. Yet I tell you that poor man
who had fallen xmong thieves gave back as much as he got.
Self-dcnial is a more heavenly thing that, a little-oil and
wine ,.the blessed sense of haviog done onc's doty ischeaply
boughiZfor twopence and a fift on the mule; that joy (like
heaven in its depth and allunsullied purity) thats rix:i!
from: 8 good deed ‘well done is a dargain if x mau; 1
that-he bas to bay it.  To think about giving and to fairly
arrange 10 do it is the first thing.



