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‘John never was

NORTHERN

MESSENGER.

The
CONTENTED JOHN.

One honest John Tompkins, a hedger and
ditcher, )

Although he was poor, did not want to be ]

richer ; - .
For all such vain wishes to him were pre-
vented ’ ‘ E
By a fortunate habit of being congented.

Though cold was the weather, or dear was
the food, : . .

found in a murmuring
‘mood ; . S

For-this he was constantly_heard to declare,

What he could not prevent he would cheer-
fully bear. ’

“For why should I grumble and murmur #?
he said, ' )

“If I cannot get meat, I’)l he thankful for
bread, R

And though fretling may make my

calami-
ties deeper, :

‘It never will cause bread and cheese to be

cheaper.”

1f John was afllicted with sickness or .pain,

He wish;:q himself better, but did not com-
plain , :

Nor lic down to fret in despondence and sor-
TOW, . .

But said that he hoped to be better to-mor-.
T0W. :

If any one wronged. hint or treated him ill,
Why, John was good-natured and sociable
- ostill; . :

For he said that revenging the injury done
Would he ‘making two wrongs where there

need be but one.

And thus honest Johﬁ, though . his station
" was humble, '

" Passed through this sad world without even

agrumble; .
And ’tweré well if .some folk. wno were
greater and richer, ~ .
Would copy John Tompkins, the heager and
ditcher., T
—Old Poem. .
LED ASTRAY. _
A TALE ¥OR PARENTS AND CHILDREN:

# But when will he be home 77 ’

The speaker was alittle fragile thing of
about six summers, with a sweet engaging
countenance, poorly elad, and shivering in
the bleak March wind, Her brothet, to
whom she addressed her question, was sever-
al years older, his face thonghtful and seri-
ous, as though the troubles of life had com-
nenced all {oo soon for him. Holding his
little sister by the hand and leading her
carefully along, the expression on his coun-
tenance deepenced to sadness as he looked
fondly down upon her upturned face.

“When will E)e be home P” he said. “Why,
let’s see, it was about a month before mother
died that he went away. I know it was a
nopth, because I heard mother say to the
minister— ¢ Hehas only been gone a month,’
ghe says, ‘outof five years,.and what will
becosne of my poor little ones all the time
heisgone? Shemeant meand you, Jenny,
that’s who she mdéant.. Well, she died. the
very next day, 1 know. It wasa Sunday
and my birthday was that same week, and
I wes nine then, and now I’m turned thir-
teen. Let’s sece”’—counting on his fingers
— “ten’s one, eleven’s two, twelve's three,
thirteen’s four, fourteen’s five.” Yey, 1
know, he'll be home again a month before
I’m”fO\trtcen; but that'll be a long while

et. : ST

The little one looked disappointed. “Bver
s0 long ago,” she said, “ ‘Aunt Mary told me
that he would be home when I was seven ;
and I'm nearly seven now, ain’t 17"

#No,” returned the boy, “you won’t be
seven for. cver so long, Iinowwhen you're
seven. You're seven next’ October, and
I'm fourteen next December, and father will
be home a month before that-—that'll bhe
November ; but November don’t come till
the summer’s all over, and the summer ain’t

. They went on a few stéps in silence ; then
the child said—*“Jemmy, whatdid they take
father away for like that?, Some little
'Fiﬂ;,‘nt my school said he was in prison. Is
e : . N ‘
«Jemmy looked at her gravely: -.#They
had’ no ?;usiness to say -so,” he said ; “and
you shouldn’t listen to ’em, Jenny. Father

s will be home by-and-by, and we shall see

him again, .and then it won’t matter where
he’s been, will it ?? . )

“ N—no,” replied the little one. “But
what did they take him to prison for?7 Was
he naughty 77 o

“You mustn’t ask such questions, Jenny.
It's. nothing for little girls like you to know;
50 when he comes we'll only show him how
pleased we are to see him. . Never mind
where.hie’s been.” R '

. Whether. the:child was satisfied or not, she
said no more.; and her brother soon turned
her attention to other subjects. Could he
have told her what'she wished to know if he
had-been disposed so to do? . Oh yes, the
story was graven deeply in hisyoung mind ;
but it was a story of shame and sin, and he
was determined that, if he could prevent if,
thelittle one should never know it.-

Five years hefore this conversation took
}ﬂace, James Waters was a decent though

wumble member of society.  He was a shop-
man at ‘a small - house of business, and al-
though his salary was not large, he was alle
by care and economy to keep T\is young wife
and two children in comparative comfort.
But in an evil hour he formed an acquaint-
anceship which led to his ruin. Down to
this time his companion at the counter was
a person -older than himself, of upright
character; and steady, home-loving habits ;
and there can be no doubt that whatever
there was of worth at this time in" the char-

man removed into the country, and was
succeeded at the shop by a young man of
Waters’ own age, George Anson .was a
smart, intelligent man, fascinating in person
and manners, and-agreeable in conversation’;
and, professing a large amount of friendship
for Ins new associate, he speedily established
himself in the latter’s good opinion, - But,
as is too ofténthe case, these Guyward graces
of manner coveied a vicious and immoral
character. The tavern-parlor, and billiard-
room, the ‘common music-hall—these were
the resortsiof George -Anson -afiér, the day's
business 'was ‘done ;. ‘and. the effects- of the
night’s excesses were scatcely disguised by the
forced activity and superficial gaiety of the
morning: ' B

The baneful influence of such a character
soon began to tell upon the weak and plastic,

-} nature of James Waters. First there came

the temptation to take a friend]{ glass to-

ether—a temptation that was feebly resisted

or awhile, but only for awhile, for who could
be so churlish (so the matter presented itself
to the young man’s mind) as to continually
-oppose such friendliness as George Anson’s?

hen came the suggestion to go and see some
billiard-playing. *A really scientificand in-
teresting game,” said the tempter, “and one
you real v ought to know something about
—jyou ought, indecd. Keep you outlateat
night ! oh no, no need for that. Besides, a
man doesnot want to be always tied at home;
he canbe spared now and then for a little
harmless recreation, surely.” This tempta-
tion also succeeded. The music-hall fol-
lowed ; then the convivial gathéring at the
parlor of “The Crown »’; and gradually from
the steady, quiet “home-bird,” as his com-
panion laughingly called him, James Waters
became a - spendthrift and a  drunkard.
Pecuniary difficulties followed, of course.
How could the income, which was only just
sufficient when carefully administered to
keep the little family out of debt, support
the young man in the infatuated habits into
which be had now fallen? Debanchery was
followed at length by dishonesty, and one
memorable evening, to his wife’s unutterable
anguish, - James Waters wWas tori from the
bosom of his family and carried away to
shame and ignominy. . After nearly two
months. of direst suspense he was convisted.
and condemned to penal servitude for five
years, His heart-broken wife bore up till
she knew the worst ; but when at length all
hope had fled, she sank beneath the load of
shame and sorrow and penury which her
husband’s sin had zast upon ler, and in a
moonth from the date of his conviction, James
Waters' children were left motherless, His
friends and relatives, smarting under ‘the
sense of the shame in which their connection

come yet.”

with him had involved them, absolutely ‘re-

acter of James Watbers was Jargely due to the |-
|influence of ‘his friend, - But .this. worthy:

fused to do anything for his children—all but
otie good ereature, the poorest and least able
of them-all.  The “ Aunt Mary ” of whom
the child had spoken—a lone widow,
maintaining herself with difficulty by the
woark of her'hands—whershe found that no
oneelse would come to their help, committed
herself and’ them to the care of him who is
the Father of the fatherlessand the Husband
of the widow, and took them toher own
home. TFor mnearly five years she had
struggled on, and by denyiug herself every
little comfort to which she had bheen aceus-
tomed by working ecarly and late, aud by
teaching the children as soon as it was powsi-
ble to do so to ‘assist her in her work, she
had contrived with God’s blessing to main-
tain herself and them without absolute want.
Her reward was the approval of a govd con-
science, the love of the children, and the
grateful prayers and blessings of-ihe now
penitent sinner. o .
When the two children reached home on
the evening of the conversation which has
been recorded, they found Aunt Mary sit-
ting by the fire with tearful eyes and with
an open jetter on her lap, She quietly folded
the ]letter as they entered and placed it in
her pocket ; then, hastily. brushisg away. her
tears, received them with even more than
her usual cheerfulness and affection. . From
these signs the boy judged that the tears he
saw were tears not of sorrow, but of joy.
The little Jenny was put to bed that evening
rather earlier than usual. When she was
gone, Aunt Mary laid her band on the boy?s
shoulder, and said—“ Jemmy, I've some news,
for you.” , o
““(Good news 1" asked the boy, looking up
with a smile. ) e .
“Yes, dear, glad news. Your father is
coming home " - . o
-%Coming home!” cried the boy, eagerly.
“YWhat, soon 1 . .
“Very, soon, Jemmy. Inthrecdays. Here
is his letter. Readit.” L
Jémmy took the letter, and sitting down,
spread it out before him on the table. The
letter ran as follows :— o :

“My dear, kind sister,—~Thank God Ishall
be with you secon. Next Thursday. this’
weary, weary - time. will end, and I shall be
free once more. I should shrink from show-
ing my face amongst you, though my heart
yearns to see you all, only I know so well
the generasity: and sympatlﬁ’ both of your
self and:of my dear boy. . How shall-1 ever
repay youw for -all your goodness - "Pleased
God we will get right away from all old as-
sociations ; and with Hishelp Iam hoping
and praying to be made even yet a blessing
to youall. . ,

“Let Jemmy read this. Although it is
the bitterest cross of all to be thus degraded
in the knowledge of my child, I am sustained
by the consciousness of his sweet affection
and his sturdy resolution to forget as far as
possible the past, and to wmaintrin his filial
respect even forsuch a father as Lhave been,
God bless him, and you, dear sister, and the
little darling, innocent of the knowledge of
her father’s sin. How I longto clasp her in
niy arms again ! 1 can say no more. God
bless you all. -
¢ Your grateful and affectionate brother,

“James WATERS.”

- With tearful eyes the boy returned thelet-
ter Lo hisaunt. - In a broken voice he said—
“I’m so glad he's coming, aunt! And Jenny,

won’t she be pleased 1 .

“ Yes, dear. Iwouldn’t mention it till you
had read the letter.” Then, putting herarm
around him, she said softly—*Let us thank
God, Jemmy.” ) ' '

They knelt where they had ‘often knelt
together before, and in silent gratitnde—for
neither could speak—they lifted their hearts
to God. : - ’

It was a bright cheerful morning when
James Watérs stepped out of the” prison’
gates into the glorious sunshine, a free man
again. With his eyes hent on the ground,
he hurried away in the direction of his
sister’s residence. He'had just got clear of
the little group surrounding the  gates,
when a boy emerged from behind a cornery:
where he had been watching and waiting,
and taking him by the arm, said softly—
“Futhcr 3:: . N i .

The man stopped suddenly, and trembling
with emotion, clasped: the boy to his arms.
“Glod bless you, my boy !’ he faltered. “God
blessyou !” Then he released him, and tak-
ing him by the hand, they hurried along in
silence. .

1 need not - describe the meeting between
the released convict and his little family ;

‘ the.‘aﬂec't'i.oﬁ.aﬁe iwelcomie of thesister who had

her father’s face, but.in whese heart the
thought of him and ‘the childish love forhim

brother’s filial tenderness, - L
. In about a week’s time they removed toa

James Waters began Jife afresh, © .,
5

Need [say that his first step was to sign

repentance for the past resulted, by the grace
of God, in a change of heart, followed 'i)y a
humble, careful walk and conversation ;.and
that as the years rolled on, the aspiration of
his letter was realized, and he became indeed

su tenderly in his shame qud punishment.—
British Workman. ... .. L :
WORKING FOI NOTHING.
BY LIZAIE, CHASE DEERING.

«I shall not be'able to. hire vou after this

woman to a buy about fourteen years ol
who had heen in the habitof getting her wood
and water for her.. “I find I cannot spare
the meney, and Ishall have to try and do the
workNmyself” ' ‘

- She said this ina very sad tone of voice; so
sl that almost any-otie would have noticed
it. But George Burch did not noticeit, or
the sad Jovk in Jier face when she said it.
The only thought inhis mind was that he
should lose his twenty-five cents a week he
had been carning, o

as anybody, I guess.” . . .

~ %0h, yes, you don’t’ ask 'any. too much
and you do your work well.” But the rea-
son is only that I caunct spare the money,
as small as the sum is. I ho;l)c you can find
something else to do to take the place of this,
Tamsure. 1wish I could keep you, for'1
amr afraid drawing the water is going to be

| almost too much for me. Here isyour money,

George.” B
»As he took the money and turned to go,
Mrs. Noble called to him:: .

- M George, I giress I shall have to get you to
Wbring me aun.extra pailof water, [ may feel

too:tired, to ‘get it wyself in the morning.
:»George took “the thrice cents asa matter

hear them drop dewn into his pantaloons
pocket with the other muney he had just
received. o ’
After he had gone Mrs. Noble seated her-
self before her fire with a heavy heart. It
was a gray November afternoun, and she felt
more lonely than usual.  She felt sick, too,
and she woundered how, with her failing
strength, she should De, ,able to bring water

for her.  She wished: that she had spavéd a
few cents more and gat hine to cut a few more
kindlings, for it scemed to her she needed a
day or two to get up courage ecnough todo it
herself. S .
Perhaps it seems strange to. most . of you
that it should seem such a burden to her—
work that to you would'seemso light. But
Mrs. Noble had never drawn a pail of water
or split a stick of wood: . She had until
recently had plenty of money and servants
.to'-~]wlp her. ~ But within a short time death
took from her her hisband and only child.
Misfortunes of various kinds, which boys
and . gitls would not care to stop and read
about, reduced her large property to a very
small one, and thc.smaﬁ one to an income 89
small as to_hardly support her comfortably.
After the death of her husband she removed
to .the little village.of —, and oceupied
alone thefcottage of -which I bave-spoken.
Tears filled her eyes as she thought of the
nast, of the dear ones now gone, of the’ far-
histaut home of her youth, and of her pies.
ent condition of Jonelinessand poverty. She
had = brother, she supposed, somewhere in
the world, but she knew not where. Hehad
left  home many years before, during some
family trouble, and had never made known
his whereabouts, He was prohably dead.
So, because she had no relatives,no special
friend to whom she could go for help, and
no money to spate for hiring her work done,
she must try, sick or well, to do it herself.
Little did George Burch think whata sor-
rowing heart he was leaving, although tears
were. In her cyes when she bade him goed-
by. Perhaps we ought not to expect a boy
of his age to feel or show sympatlll)y for such

the temperance pledge, and that-his bitter.

a lessing to those who had remetithered him’

week, George,” sajd a.pale, delicate-looking

“Why? Don’t Isuit! I work agcheap

<4y
g .

been a mother to his children ; the defight of |
the little Jenny, who did not even remember. |

‘had -been: fostered and kept alive by .-.her”

Here are thiee éents exlra fur it.” A

f course, and listened with satisfaction to {|

from the well, split her kindlings and do the ]
sother work which George had been doing i}

!

Jocality where they were altogetherunknown, || -
and there, in a very low and humble spliere,
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