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ze eat, but ye have not enough; ye diink, but ye are not
lled with drink ; ye clothe you, and there is none warm
and he that carneth wages, eameth wages to put itintoa
bag with holes. . . . Ye looked for much, and, lo, it
came to little ;sand when ye brought it home, I did blow
upon it. Why? saith the Lord of hosts. Because of mine
house that is waste, and ye run every man unto his own
house.” They said the tinics were hard whencver it was for
the Lord’s house, Jim.”

* Really, Mister Hom," sald Jim, taking out the two
shillings and a penny, *‘ you always do put r:%ings insucha
dreadful way.”

Then Mister Hom changed his tone, **Jim,” he cried
in a bantering way, *‘ there's one thing that'would do you
a world of good,  Shall I tell you what it is?”

Pausing a moment, Mister llom went on : ** It's just this,
to have four butcher’s bill for thirteen wecks only come to
two shillings and a penny.”

*‘\What do you mean ? " asked James Niggandly, Esquire,
looking wp with surprise.

¢ Mean what I say,” Mister Horn cofitinued. ** No, not
the butcher’s bill only, but the baker’s bill too, and the
brewer's bill, ay, and the tailor's, the lot of 'em coming to
$wo shillings and a peany ! O, this poor body of thine,
how it would fare { " laug| Mister Horn, as he thrust his
thumb where Jim’s ribs should have been. **This proud’
flesh of thine would come down, ch, friend? 7This broad-
cloth would look bare, ch? The brewer's supply wouldn't
need a dray o bring it, and the baker’s bill wouldn't be
worth calling for twice. Two shillings and 2 penny a quar.
ter for Jim Niggardly's body! Oh, no, no, no,” Mister
Hom laughed ; ** two shillings and a peany, that’s only for
his soul, his soul!” Then Mister Hom spake gnvcly.
“ Two and a penny, Jim, for the brcad of life and the wine
of the kingdom, for the white robe and the hope of glory—
two shillings and a penny for all 1"

¢ Oh, but really,” said Jim, annoyed, “it’s absurd toput
the two shillings together like that ;3 we don't buy heaven in
that style, asif it were sold by the ;.)ound or the yard."”

*¢Isit, Jim, is it so very absurd? "’ and Mister Horn spoke
yet more gravely, ¢ What your body would be on two and
a penny a :humer our soul is more like than I care 1o see
it, Jim.” Mister Horn laid his hand kindly on Jim's shoul-
der, * You've starved it, you know as well as I do—starved
it till it can't hardly get about; starved it till it can’t
crawl cither to prayer-mecting or class-meeting. I
knew the time, and you too, when 1t had decent
clothes as ever a soul wore. Kinduess, love to God and
man ; but now it’s all rags and 1atters, and not so clean as
it used to be, eh, Jim? Not so absurd, after all. You're
starving it for this prospenity of yours ; you know it as well
as Ido. And look ye, Jim Niggardly, {-c’ll get the worst
of the bargain if you gain the whole world and gwve in ex-
change fot it even this poor, starved, ragged soul of yours.”

Jim was silent.  He felt tiuly enough that it was not so
absurd after all.

Mister Horn 10se to leave.  ** Good.night, Jim,” he sad,
holding out his band ; *‘I came to tell you what I thought
as plainly as I could, and I have donc it. If you don't see
it now, you'll see it all some day, and God grant thatigmay
not be too late in the day to mend.”

Then Mister Iforn went home to bed, and slept like aman
who had doue his duty not unkindly. Jim Niggardly went
to bed too, but somehow did not rest comfortably—his mind

was not at ease.
{70 b¢ comtinued.)

A MANLY BOY.

Mr. Thomas Hughes, author of **Tom Brown's School-
Days" and *Tom Brown at Oxford,” relates many anec-
dotes of the boyhood of his manly brother George, a year
older than himself. Many of the most noble traits of the
boys of whom the author wrote were first extulited in his
brother George:

The two boys were sent to schoo! at an carly age, and
before they had been there a week, George shewed
the fine stuff he was made of. 1Ilis younger Urother’s
class bad a lesson in Greek history to get up, it. which
a part of the information communicated, was that Cadmus
was the first man who *‘carnzd letters from Asia to Gsecce.”
When they came to be examuned, the master asked Thomas
Hughes, *““Wha. vas Cadmus?” This mode of putung it
puzzled the boy for a moment, when suddenly rememben
the word “letters,” and 1n connection with it the man wit
the leather bag who used w0 bnng his father's letters and pa-
pers, he shouted, “A postmah, sir. = At tirst the master
looked very angry, but secing the answer had been given in
})crfcct good faith, and that the answercr had sprung to his
cet expecting promotion to the head of the class, he burst
out laughing.

Of course all the boys joined in the chorus, and when
school was over Thomas was christened Cadmus. To this
he would have made no grea. objection, but the blood was
kindled in his veins w the word was shottened into
“Cad.” Themoreangry he grew the more eagerly some of
them persecuted him with the hated nickname ; especially one
stupid fellow of twelve years old or so, who ought to have
been two classes higher, and revenged himself for his degras
dation among the youngsters, by making their small lives as
miserable as he could. e

A day or two after, with two ot threc OOE for audie
he shut up ' tle Hughes in a comer of the play-ground, 353

* greeted him with the pickname he knew to be 30 offensive,

¢Cad, Cad,"” until the boy's wrath was beyond bounds.
Suddenly x step was heard tearing down the gravel walk,
and George, o his shirt-sleeves, swept into the circle, and
sent the tymant stagpering back with & blow in the chest,
and then, with clinched fists, bravely confronted him. Bal-
lies are invatiably cowards, and Tom IHughes' persecutor,
though three older, much heavier, and 3 ¢ than
Uering 1t owligs sch 10.0h¢ Gt of e boTe whor
{ gtomling, m to the disgust

boy-like, had hoped for **a jolly row ;" while George e~
tuned to his comrades, after looking arcknd and aaying,
“ Juat let e hear any of you call my Cad again.”

It is pleasant to relate that tlus manly gallant-spirited fel-
low was a capital student. He rose from class to class unul
he reached the highest, amongst boys two years older than
himself, and in the competivon for prizes was invariably
successlul—/Zlarper's Young People.

WHERE THE NOBLE HAVE THEIR COUNTRY.

Brighter than the glorious sunsets
Which delight this carthly clime,
Than the splendours of the dawnings

Breaking o'er the hills of time,
Is the richness of the radiance
Of the land beyond the sun,
Where the noble have their country,
When the work of life is done.

With the deep, mystetious problems
Of their carthly life made plain,
All the bitter turned to sweetness,
All the losses golden gain ;
And the new life's heavenly rapture
Far exceeding griefs of this,
Earth's hard toiling all forgotten
In the testfulness of bliss.

And the music of their welcome
From angelic lyres of gold,
Shall full o?lcn be repeated,

Yet it never shall grow old ;
Music higher then eanh's noblest,
Than all cloquence of words,
Than the sweetest of the carols

Of the gladdest of the birds.

—Springfield Republican.

GOING IHOME.

Heimgang ! So the German people
Whisper when they hear the bell

Tolling {from some gray old steeple
Death’s familiar tale to tell

Wiien they hear the organ dirges
Swelling out from chapel dome,

And the singers’ chanting surges,
‘Heamgang !’ Always going home.

Jleimgang ! Quaint and tender saying
In the grand old German tongue
That hath shaped Mclancthon's praying
And the hymns that Luther sung ;
Blessed is out luving Maker,
‘That where'er ous feet shall roam,
Still we journey towards ‘Gud's Acre’—
‘Hceimgang ' Always going home.

Heimgang! We arc all so weary,
And the willows, as they wave,
Softly sighing, swectly, dreary,
W0oo us to the tranquil grave.
When the golden pitcher’s broken,
With its dregs and with its foam,
And the tender woids are spoken,
*Heimgang !' We arc going home.

THE RELIGION OF CHAILDREN.

The rehgion of children is not so intensly spiritual, but it is
intensely sincere. When your little boy says: ‘Mz, 1'll
feed the calves, or pick up the chips for you ; I'll brng in
the water,” there is more religion 1n it than in many a long,
celd, formal prayer.  When your little girl offers to was
the dishes or sweep the kitchen, she means to be good, and
be a Christian, and seeks some way to express it.  Children
join their faith and works together, and we arc too apt
to underrate these hopeful signs of a religious hfe.  \We
think they ought to do these things naturally and willingly,
yet we know it is not human nature t» be always obliging
and accommodating ; but, on the con.rary, it is natural to
be sclfish and lazy.  So, when the boy of ten who loves fun
wants to help the little six-year-old wash his face and comdb
his haiz, kindly puts on his comforter and Lrngs his hat and
mittens, then takes him by the hand and the, start off to-
gether on a slow gallop, just fast enough for the lintle fellow
to keep up and enjoy the fun, set 1t down as a very hopeful
sign that the older buy is a Chrstian, and the little ane soon
wil be.  If we fail to tecognize the spanit of the Master in
that little boy's conduct, it is because we are blind and can.
not see afat off.  \When the little girl who Likes to sleep long
in the momixg. conquers her desire to please herself, and
rises early, helps her mother by taking cate of baby and
making herself uscful, the only true reason for it all is, that
she is trying to be a Christian. 1t is the dawning of a relig-
ious life manifesting itsclfin works.

How important is this point in the child’s history, and
how careful we ought 1o be not to cast a stumbling block in
the way. If we fail to see the eflort it costs our little ones to
do what ..y are trying todo, and we blame them whercwe
ought to encourage, they soon give up trying to plea., and
onufy do what we compel them tcdo, in a hard, defiant man-
ner, instead of the cheerful, loving way in which first
set about it.  While we are in synipathy with them all they
do for us is spontancous, and gushes out like a spring of pure
water ; but vhen we push and drive they become sluggish
and lose their lave, consequently lose their religion—for
love is religion and teligion is love. Christian parents too
often fail to see these beautiful buds of promise, and blast
them before they develop into perfectly rouaded symmetri-
ca! Christians.—AMrs. Humes,

WEARY WONLN. )

Nothing is more ye bmﬁewdthomugblywmthu
&emx awma‘:‘ fulfils her duty by; doing an amoant

_of work that is far beyond her strength.  She not only does

not fulfil her duty, but she most signally fails in it, and the
failure Is truly deplorable. Thete can be no sadder sight
than that of & broken-down, over-worked wife and mother—
a woman tha. is tiwed all her life through, I the work
of the houschold cannot be accomplished by order, system
and moderate work, without the necessity of weaving, heart-
breaking toil, toll that is ncver ended and never beﬁun. with-
out makin;i life a treadmill of Jabour, then, for the sake o.
humanity, let the work go. Better live in the midst of dis-
order than that order should be purchased at so high a price,
the cost of health, stiength, happiness, aud all that makes
life endurable. The woman who spends her life in unneces-
sary labour is unfitted for the highest dutics of home. She
should be the haven of rest to which both husba nd and chil.
dren turn for peace and refreshment.  She should bLe the
careful, intelligent adviser and guide of the one, the tender
confidant and helpmate of the other. How is it possible
for a woman exhausted in body, as 2 natural consequence in
mind also, to perform either of these offices? No, it is not
possible. The constant strain is too great. Nature gives
way beneath it.  She loses health and spirits and hopeful.
ness, and, more than all, her youth, the last thing‘t ta
woman should allow toslip from her ; for, no matter how old
she is in years, she should be youog in heart and feeling, for
the youth of age is sometimes mote attractive than youth it-
sc!f.  To the over-worked woman this green old sge is out
of the question ; old age comes on her sercand yellow before
its time. Her disposition is ruined, her temper is soured,
and her very nature is changed Ly the burden which,
too heavy to carry, is dragged along as long as wearied feet
and tired hands can do their past.  Even her aflections are
blunted, and she becomes merely a machine—a woman with«
out the time to be womanly, a mother without the time
to train and guide ber children as only a mother can, a wife
without the time to sympathize with and cheer her husband,
a woman so over-wotked during the day, that whea night
comes her sole thought and most intense longing are for the
rest and sleep that very probably will not come, and, evenif
it should, that she is too tired to enjoy. Better by far let
cvcrylhini go uafinished, to live as best she can, than to
cntail on herself the curse of over-work.—Sawitary Mag.

NEITHER ILL NOR THIRSTY.

A man of temperate habits was once dining at the house
of a fiee drinker. No sooner was the cloth removed from
the dinner-table than wine and spirits were produced and he
was asked to takea glass of sp'uils and water. *‘No, thank
you,” said he, *I am notill.” *¢Takea glassof ale.” *No,
thank you,” said he, *1 am not thirsty.” The answers
produced 2 Joud busst of laughter.

Soon after this, the temperate man took a piece of Lread
from the sideboard, and handed it to his host, who refused
it, sa{ing that he was not hungry. At this the temperate
man laughed in his turn. ¢ Surely,” said he, ‘I have as
mach reason to laugh at you for not eating when you are not
hungry, as you have to laugh at me for declining medicine
when not ill, and drink when T am not thirsty,”

F1FTY years ago it was unpopular for clergymen, profes-
sots 1n the colleges, and teachers in the common schools, no¢
to drink 1ntoxicants ; to-day it is unpopular for them to
dunk them. Fifty years ago liquors were found upon the
mantelpiece, in the pantriesand cellars of almost all families.
Now it 1s confined 1o the drug stores and saloons almost ex-
clusively.

1 sEEM to miyself in a merciless mood, but I must further
protest against the confession of sins, and communication of
sclf-reproach 1 I speak- from experience, that no self-re-
proach serves the purpose but that which is bound in rigid
silence upon the conscience, admitting no allcviating it to
lcssen the smart, Al oral confession partakes of the evil
which the Catholic Church has brought to perfection. We
even practically confound confession with atonement, and
feel lightened of our burthen after apparent humiliation, as
if we had donc great things towards getting 1id of offences by
having admitted their cxistence.—Baromess Sunsen.

To Llaspheme against the Holy Spirit is not to utter mere
ribald words of profane import. It is to outrage the Spirit
by refusing it aimission. It is te tamn away God from the
heart's doors with contamelious rejection of lis loving and
saving approach. To be accepted is all God zeally asks
fiom Iis childien = their childish, ignorant, and
denials and aspersions of His majesty, with all other wicked-
ness, He can forgive, for His accepted presence will purge
all away ; bu He cannot bless with forgiveness the soul
which persists in an attitude of hostile alienation, for He
cannot reach it with His healing, reconciling influences,
whether in this world or another.—Fes. Afay.

ENjov the present, whatsocver 1t may be, and be not so«
hettous for the future @ for if yor-take your loot from the
present standing, and thrust 3t forward towards te-morrow’s
cvent, you arc in a sestless condition. It is like te‘using to

uench your present thirst by fcanng you shall waut drink
the next day.  1f 1t be well to-day it is madness to muake the
present miserable by fearing it may beill to-morrew,—when
your belly is full of to-day's dinner to fear that yoa shall
want the next day’s supper ; forat may be youshall not, and
then to what purposc was this day's afilfiction? Bat if
to'morrow you shall want, your sorow will come time
enough, though you do not hasten it ; let yout trouble tarry
ull ats day comes.  But 1f 1t chance to be ill to-day, do not
increase it by the cares of to-morrow. Enjoy the bles
of this day if God send them, and theevilsof it bear Ay
and sweetly 3 for this day only is ours,—we are to yes-
terday, and we are not yet born to the morrow.  He, there-
fore, that enjoys the present if 1t be good, enjoys as much &3
is possible ; and if only that day's tronble leans :ison him, it
is singular and finite. **Sufficient to the da{'(e‘ Christ)is
the evil thereof ;" sufficient, bat not intoleral Bak if we
look abroad, and bring into one day's thowghts the-evil of
many, <ettain and uncertain, what will be and what will
never be, our Joad will be as intolerable as it is unreason.
able.—Faemy Taylor.



