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MISTER HORN AND HIS FRIENDS : OR, GIVERS
AND GIVING.

RY MARK GUY PERARSK.

CHAPTER IX.—INTRODUCES US Tu ANOTHER FRIEND,

Very much unlike most of the other intimates of Mister
Horn was the Bill Smith aforesaid. Very much unhtke
James Niggardly, Esq., or old Masts Jow), or even Friend
Chafler, was this big, broad-shouldered, honest son of Vul-
can. Vet none the less was he a friend, aid our record
would be very incomplete without a full-"sgth portrant of
Mister Horn's favourite disciple.

Nor could you wonder at Mister Hyrn's interest in him.
He was yeta boy when his widowed mothes, with her last
breath, commended him to the care of her old * class-leader,”
And henceforth, however unpleasant it might be to the
young apprentice, Mister Horn came to lookh upun himal-
most as 3 son  Bill, ¢ his pait, had done his best to Le
free from this oversight ; indeed, had done enough to wear
out all hope and patience § but no matter what trouble or
what giixﬁnee he got into, he found his mother’s friend wau-
ing with loving entreaty and wise advice—not unmixed, it ss
tnte, with a well-deserved rating  Noi wasthisall,  Mister
Hora believed in the artillery of prayer—that no city of
Mansoul with mighty gares and massive walls could with
stand its power if you only keep pounding away atit. Hea-
ven itself could he catried by storn , then what wurtal nan
could stand it, though all the hosts of hell were leagued in-
side ? Twenty years of such unwearied, unfaltering prayer,
had riveted Bill Smith to Mistsr 2orn®s heast by more than
fetters of brass.

Bill was apprenticed to the village blacksmith. But do
not let visions of the chestnut-tree and its surroundings rise
in the mind. Old Graves was as much unlike the tradi-
tional blacksmith of poctry as the stern realitics of life g-n.
erally are unlike the ﬁoctical descriptions thereol.

A bent old man, like the figure of an ancicut Atlas with.
out the world on his back, his hrad thrust forward as far as
it would go, and a thick clump of projecting hair going out
beyond that like 2 horn.  He went about always solemnly

. shaking bis head, asif reading the ** vanity of vanities” in
the dust on which his eyes were fixed ; wheezing withasthma
as if his own bellows had te work hatd to keep the inner
fires going. He might, perhaps, have taught Bill to poke
the fireand to handle the tongs, only he always claimed that
as the master’s part. The pupil’s was 10 sling the sledge-
hammer to shoe the village horses, and to do nﬁl other work
whatsoever betonging to the art and mystery of a smith, b
the aid of such natural wit as he possessed. To Bill, wit
those broad shoulders of his and those stout young arms,
wotk was a joyous thing. He whistled cheerily to the roar
of the bellows, and sung to the ringing anvil, never thinking
that he k-pt the hause over the old man's head—but always
thinking that some day he should. greatly like to kesp the
roof over the head >f somebody elsc, whose sweet veice Bi"
often stopped to listen to as it sang merrily away at the little
kitchen wirdow,

Meanwhiie what Bill himself was blind to see was perfectly
plain to the eyes of that somebody else. And when, in the
cold, damp weather, father was at home wheezing, and shak-

ll}g bis solemn head at the fire as if dumbly preaching to it
of its cold, dead, ashy future, how covld fair Jenny Graves
keep hersell fiom secing that it was Bill who kept them in
brerd and cheese.  And for her father’s sake, of course,
what else could she do thanlike him. Not that he was any-
thing to har—of course not. But asa dutiful daughter she
was bound to admire thosc broad shaulders and those strong
arms that did her father such pood service. And was it not
for her father’s sake that she stepped into the smithy to see
that all was going right in bis absence > Who knew;, indeed,
what thisapprentice might beabout ? So sweet Jenny Graves
often: stood sike 2 pretty picture framed by the old doorway
of the smithy, her pleasantface and slim figare, the white
arws with the sleeves still pinned back to the shoulder, com-
ing for a minute and then trippiny lightly back agaic.  tiow
should she know that fur afull five minutes afterward the
stroag hands of the apprentice lay idle on the hammer asiit
rested on the anvil, and the apprentice wasted five precious
-minutes in gazing vacantly atthe duck pond and ash heap
that lay before the smithy ? or that. for the same space of
time the hand held the chain of the bellows listlessly, while
thevacant gaze peercd iato the deptis of the fire? How
should she know it, indeed, unless 12 were because she stood
dreamily looking out of the window with hands that only
rlaycd with the dough, or trifled with the soap-suds, for 2
ike space of time ?

The truth that fair Jenny had scen with half an eye was
forced upon her more plainly as the time went by,  Thedays
aoon came when Jenny had to siep into the smithy to look
after her father as well as the apprentice, and found him
unable to use the hammer, and scarcely fit to hold the chain
of the bellows with his trembdling hand. He coald do little
else but sit by the smithy fire with his leathern aproa spread
over his knces, dumbly shaking his head over the fame, as if
solemnly prophesyingto the horseshoe of the evil days that
werc io stoie for it—that it was -all very well to glow abont
it now but thetime was cuming wheo 1t shauld be cold and
hard ; when it should be tzodden under fool ; whea it should
beruag on the hard highway for many a weary mile, and
plasied jn the dismal mud ; or, thete was no knowing, lifted
up by an angry heel o serve a spiteful kick. Prophesyings
that were suddenly inlerropled as Bill scized the glowing
wass with the longs and made a shower of glory fly from it,
andthendipped it hissing in the troogh. But before long
that place wa. deserted, and solemnly shaking his head as if
predicting his y cad, old Graves took to his bed, and
soon falfilled his prophecy by depasting this life.

Bill was not yet out of his lime when r old Graves
passed away. But being master both of his trade 2nd of
Jeany's aflections, he ook at once the daughter and the
business.  And Mr. Homn came into give his blessirg to

each, and thanked tiod that life began so bightly withi 'the
widow's son and his happy wife.

For a while things went qa as pleasantly 2s they promised
at the first.  Dut there came a slqw-crecping fear across
{cnny's heart, like & gatheiing tloud, that by and by burst
n a deluge of sorruw—a flbod of grief that sweptaway all
E:ao:. and comlont, and almost &l bope, and lelt a life
lighted, blasted, cursed.

Bill's visits to © The Green Man ” had been daly at thelr
marrdage. The whole village héld that there was no ham
in a hall-pint now and then. The ‘'whole village, however,
might have known better, for there was abundant evidence

t;lf the horrible mischicf that began 1n that half-pint now and
then.

The whole village had heard Mister Horn's opinion about
it uften enough - unfortunately he had many oir‘pouumues of
giving it. ** There mayn't be any hamin a half-pimt now
and then, bu: there is death in the pot if you will go to the
public-house to drnk it. There's a good deal more than
a half pint o' beer in the matter then. There's compan
that nobody would say that there’s no harm in ; and there's
temptations that a man is a fool to get into, and that ‘tis
hard work to get out of. The mouse liked cheese, and
thought there was no harm 1na nibble now and then. Well,
there wasn't.  But when he went into the trap to get 4, that
was another mattes, as muusey fuund vut to his sorrow.”
Like many uthers, Bill’s half-pints became more frequent ;
o casionally an evening was spent with the company that
gathered there.  And one night Bill came stapgering home
4 unk, sacariog, quarrelling, ready to stuke his own gentle
wile ; it seemed as if a swarm of devils had burst into the
huuse that night. They had taken possession of it, and it
would be a long time before any could cast them out. That
night poot Jenny's face lost its roses, and from that might
onward fut many a wrctched month.  Wath bitter guief she
went to tell Mr. Hoin of her sorrow ; while shame and
vexation, and a 'mad kind of defiance of everybody, sent Bill
soaking all the next day within the shelter of  The Green
Man.”  The misery of soberer moments drove him for some
relicf to the public-house, to its company and its dnnk.
H%rlr!e was home no mote ; each evening was spent at the

ublic.
P The hoate of God was forsaken ; the old -assotiates were
cast off. Mister Hoin came and entreated and rated, but
all in vaip. Surly and miserable, Bill listencd without a
word, orangrily claimed his liberty to please himself. Mean-
while, what with caming less and spending more, the home
and all about it svon became as miserable as himself, and
gave him another excuse, though none was needed, for going
againto “The Gieea Man."  The liutle cottage was stripped.
The ornaments that had been Jenny's pride, the fumniture
itself, the very clothes, were gone for Utead. And now lovk-
ing in at the dztk smithy door, fearful of the angry ocaths
that would greet her, wasa e-faced, thinly-clad woman,
and a ragged child hiding frightened in the folds of her dress.

There were houts—days—of remorse ; daysin which Bill
avowed amendment, in which he sought to be again the Bill
of olden times, and hope flushed the pale cheek for a mo-
ment, like thedawn of a brighter day. But the spell of the
curse was on him. "Good resolutions were swept te the
wind, and down again he would sink, lower and deeper than
cver. Poor Jenny must have given in with a broken heart,
but for the hope and help that Mister Hom never failed to
bring her. He, too, might have despaired, but that day
and night he pleaded for the widow's son with an impor-
tunity that would not, could not, give him up ; prayer could
do miracles still,

At last the answer came.  Bill himself must tell the story,
as he pever failed to tell it when somebody needed encour-
agement, or when others told of what the Lord had done for
them. Bill wasn't 2 man of many words, and he didn't be-
lon‘ilo the school of weeping prophets ; but it was bard
work forhim to glcl through without one or two break-downs.

** Eb, fricnds, I have heard folks say sometimes that ‘tis
hard work going toheavén., And they talk of their tempta-
tions and trials.  Well, I went along the 104d 1o hell a bad
bit, as many of you know. That'sa bard road if you like.
Talk about your templations and trials, why the place for
them is allalong thedownward road. Toscemengoinghome
with their wages, decent and hapgy, and you going soeaking
in your rags, tospend it all upon yourself, that'’s enough to
m:zxc a man el like 2 wretch and a fool. To go along by
& nice tidy cottage, with the man working in his garden, and
a tidy wornan looking out o' the doorway, and lﬁz children
helping father—and then to come into your own place and
to sec 1t all mounds and bups, to sce the windows stuffed
with rzgs, 1o sce your poor wifc so miserable that she can
hardly speak to you for crying, and the little childsen run
away s0 soon as ever you come for fear of the man that's
their own father—that's temptation if you like. Hardlya
chair to sit dowa upor, Aot 2 bit o’ firc in the grate ; s dto
sec the wretched wife and poor little pale-faced children sit
down 1o 2 bit o’ dry bread, all becausc they've got a father
who spends his money in drink—that’s something like a
temptation and trial.  To go wanderiog about the lancs on
2 Sunday, and hear the church bells or the singing of the
children, and to mind how you used to go with them, and to
think of the dear old motker as took you there—and then to
think o' where you'se going to, that’s something likea temp-
tation an’ trial. Why many’s the time that I've climbed
over a gate, and hid behind the hedge to get out o' the sight
of some decent man going up to the house of God with his
children. TcmPt:tions =and trials ! \Why, often and often’s
the times that 1've had hard work to keep my own hands off
my own sell, I've been that mad with myself, and that mis-
crable—and 1 should have donc it too, Wut for 2 kind of
fecling that some day somchow or other I should be tumned
vound by God'’s mercy helping me.  And I thank God that
1 was,

“It was 2 Saturday night. 1 was more miscrable than
ever, and wuangr{ at mysclf for fecling 30. I was siltin
in the beer-shop all without & word, and the rest were chaf-
fing me for being soglam, till T feltas {1 mast Dave hit
them, when up comes the landlord with my score. It was
two shallingsand one penny. I counted it out and Rang it
on the table among the puddics of beer.  Then a half-drunk

v

fellow who had been a Methodist sings out, ¢ Eb, that's
tight, Bill, thee'sbeen takin' lessons from Mister Hom—a
&-qqy a week and a shilliog a  quatter—only 1t's for thy

et scote.” They all laughed at it as & wondetful joke.
But that just fimshed me uE. I was mad with misery before
an? this capped it all, *For golnf to hell ' I ctied, snd I
rushed out leaving the landlord and the rest o’ them staring.

It was a wil("ni ht in March. ‘The wind howled and
moancd about me. The great black clouds hid the moon.
All was dreary and desolate as if God had forsaken me. 1
walked on, not knowing where I went, or caring either, until
I got to alonely p'ace down on the marshes. [ felt that 1
was as big & fool 93 1 was a sinner, and L thought that 1
would kill myself and end it all. The wind came hissiogin
over the water, mutteting and whispering all kinds 6f dread.
ful thungs. Now and then the moon would break ous for 2
rpoment, and the Jarknesscovered it allupagain.  Atlength
my heant was broken, and flinging myself on my knees, 1
could pray, * God be merciful o me x sinner!’ 1 felt sure
that if I did not get saved then 1 never should. I had put it
off aud off, and got wotse each time.  If I put it off again I
should sutely be lost. do 1 began to roarealoud in my
misery and earnestzess. 1 forgot all about the time, I
prayed’on hour after hour. The wind Had gone down—I
remember asif it were yesterday, The dawn was just creep-
ing up, cold and gray. Then came the remembrance of
thuse words, something Like this, *Jesus Christ by the grace
of God tasted death for every man.' It brokcwilhfainﬁght
uBon my soul, but slowly it came to mean more and more—
fFormet' Ithought, and hoped, and haif behieved. For
every man! I cned again.  For sucha wreichand; drunkard
asThadbeen! Ah!lcan never tell how, but I'saw jt all
io 2 moment! ‘For me,’ | cried, ‘yes, for me ;* *by the

of God for me.’

“1I often think of 1, and 1 sing those lines o’ the hymn-

book like as if they were put there on purpose for me :

¢ ¢1Tis Love ! Thou dicdst for me ;
1 hear Thy whisper in my heart ;
The moinirg breaks, the shadows flee :
Pare, universal Love Thou ast ;
To me, to all, Thy bowels move—
Thy nature and Thy name is love,

41 know Thee, Savionr, who Thou art~
Jesus, the feeble sinner’s Friend :
Nor wilt Thou with the night depart,
But stay, and love me to the end ;
Thy mercies never shall remove ;
Thy nature and Thy name is Love,

¢ ¢ The Sun of Righteousness on me
Hath risen, with healing in His wings :
Wither'd my nature’s strength, fromThee
My soul its life and succour brings :
My help is all laid up above ;
Thy patre and Thy name is Love.!
It was all right after that, friends. 1'd tded it in my own
strength before.  Good resolutions and all that won’t hold a
man when the temptation comes on him. He breaks them
and goes just where the devil likes to drive him. But when
Jesus comes he turns the devil out, and then a mao sits down
at those blessed feet, clothed, and in his right mind."

CHA?TER X.—110W BILL SMITH - MANAGED.

Qnc day old Mrs. Catchpole, as was her custom occssion-
ally, called in to sec Widow Hunt, to enjoy a little gossip
about their neighbeurs.

Life had not a great many comforts for Widow Huny, but
there was one so richly enjoyed that it made up for all de-
ficiencies in number or vaniety. Tt was to sit after dinner,
‘when all was *‘tidied up,” in her clean white cap well
frilled at the edges, and to hear the news. Laet others .s0ar
after the sublime, and talk of their lofty ambition, Widow
Catchpole's idex of rcal happiness was to hear the latest
gossip of the village—of marzisages in the bud; and whis-
persof how Hodge was a-keeping company with Joan ; of
marriages blossoning, and how that the day was fxed ; of
maniages fruitfu), as they were always at Tattingham,
babies coming, babies come, and babies going througl all
the wondetful range of life that belongs to babydom.

Widow {Junt's was therare gift of listening well, Never
obtruding an opinion or intertupting any, remaik, she in-
varisbly camein likc an echo at theend of a sentence, faintly
repeating the last two or three words with & scrions shake
of her head. To-day she sat on a low stool before the fite-
place, her clbows resting on her knees, the hands ing
the palms to the grate, and ber projccﬁns’chin turned up
toward the speaker.  And secing that the day was extremely
hot, and that the fireplaceshone brilliantonly with black lezd,
it was atleast creditable to the old lady’s strength of im-
aginauion that shesought thusto screenher faceand to warm
her hands.

Her good friend, old Mrs. Catchpole, possessed the more
common giftand grace of gossip. A shadow—the faintest
murmug—cven A fancied whisper, could supply -her with
gossip for a day.  The Israclites made bricks without straw
—judging from her gossip old Mrs. Catchpole conld have
made them without clay. Oat of very little grew the most
amazingsecrets, told asif tremecadousissues hung upon them ;
and even a passing glance sufficed to reveal to Mrs. Catch-
pole prodigious events, to which the gunpowder plot wasn't

fit to hold a candle, so to gpeak.

Shehad nodded to Bill Smuth as she came in 2t Widaw
Hant's door. The lingering image suggested the topic on
which old Mrs. Catchpole started as zoon as she sat down
by, ihc frilled white cap, and ' just got her breath,” as she
sai

*T count, my dear, 1 do, as Bill Smith-must be a-making

,"" she began. )

* A-making money,"” mumbled the white cap as it shook
itself very solemaly.

** Why, there, it a’nt morc not five year agone sin' he was
a'most the poorest man in the {pn , a-drinkin’ aa’ a-hidin’
about, as were Juite disgzaceful, an® his wife lookin® that
starved—for all she kep® herself to hersclf, and thought as




