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MISTER HORN AND HIS FRIENDS ; OR, GIVERS
AND GIVING.
uv NAXK:: PEARSK.
CHAPTER 111—$ILEWS Us SOMETHING MORE OF MISTER
HMORN,

Thus Mister Horn began.  Little wonder the man pros-

red.  He would at wines tell, in his own peculiar maoner,

ow he managed to get on :

** You set I said that I sonlid give, somehow. Well, that
brought me iuto a trick o' keeping both eyes open to see
how I could pick up a shilling a week more wages, so I kept
bettering mysiifall along.  Mind you, I didn't do it for my-
self. Udid it because 1 felt I couldn’t anyhow do cnough
for Him who was 50 guod tome. But J found the more
save away the more 1 had to give. It's the same all through
Gzd's world.  When the poor grodigal lad lived to please
himself he soon came to grief; he had spent all, and n
to be inwant. But when he'd come home, and had given
up thinking about himself and wantea to serve his fatherand
to please him, why, then he got the best robeand the fat-
ted calf, and began to be merry—&gun to be merry ; ay,
that’s a right kind of merry-making that needn't ever have
an ending, 'when a man lives to please his Father and to
serve him.  Let a man count that he's the Lord's hired set-
vant, and he'll get good wages—enough and to spare.  But
let a man count that he's his own master, and that he'll do
what he likes with his own, and that man'll have a discon-
tented servant and a bad master all in one. I've spent
money in a goodish mapy ways, and I reckon that there's
onlionc way that I spent and never wished a farthiog of it
Lack again—that’s what 1've given to the Lord’s work.”

Mister Horn's greatest achievement in the way of giving
was when the new chapel was built at Gippington, the cir-
cuit town,

He refused to make any promise. Ile would do what he
could, he said. Folks knew that this was not a hypocriti-
cal way of doing nothing, such as it is very often ; indeed
they had already settled among themselves what he would

0.

“He's good for five pounds,” said Jim Niggardiy.

“ 11e's good for \en,'?osaid others with larger hearts, that
measurea him better.

But his old friend Chaffer shook his littie head at both,
and said, with husky, broken voice, ** There's no kanuvwin’
what he's good for, if he on'y get it in his mind —he'sa
wonder is Mister Hom.” Old friend Chaffer was right.

Mister Hom turned it over, prayed about it, and at length
made up his mind as to what he would do.

The passage on which he had beer preaching lately kept
ringing in his head, like the music of a sweet song, * TE:
Son of God who loved me, and gave Himself for me.” 1t
was as he walked home one Sunday cvcning with this text
filling bis heart and soul that it occurzed to him, The clear
irosty air made the November sky to sparkle brilliantly with
the stars, forcing him to consider the heavens, as he came
along in hislonely walk. Ie thought of their number—of
their vastness. e thought how that, night after nighe,
they had looked dowa upon the changeful, wearied world,
the same as when Abrabam had read inthem the expression
and seal of the promise; the same as when David had
watched them from the midst of his flock and wondered at
the Lord’s mindfulness of man ; the same as when they huag
over Him who in the still evening passed up to the moun.
tain-top, and with them as His only witness, spent the night
in prayer. Then adoringly he lhou;;bt of the Hand that
made them. *“ He giveth the stars,” said Mister }Hom to
himself. ““Ah how Ic loves fo give—1le might have
doled one here and another there. But that wouldn't be
like Him.” And he stood and looked overhead: then
slowly around him : ** Millions of them ! millions,*’ he cricd.
“*O my God and Father, what a great giving Thinc is?
Right royal! Nay, never a king gave 5o, 'tis only like Thy-
scl?—’!‘hou lovest to give, only giving such millions could
satisfy Taee.”

Then, with dsepening emotion and intenser adoration he
*thought how far away in the infinitc space was the throne of
that glorious Dord who is the light of sun, and moon, and
star.  With 2 new meaning that thrilled him caame the
text of the evening, *“ He loved me, and gave Himself for
me. Himselfl for me!™ he repeated alond, ¢ Himself for
me '™ And grateful love filled his soul, and overflowed in
tears of adoring joy.

This emotion was yet lingering within him as he thought
suddenly of the new chapel.  \What should he “render to
the Lord for alt His benefits ™ He had saved some little
morey ; should he give that?  No, that would not do; he
wanled to feel that he was somehow giving himself. He
loved me, and gave Himself for me—this was the wonderful
love by which his heart was prompted, and such a motive
was not casily satisfied.  tie had walked some distance in
pesplexily, and now was conring near to his own house.
AtTcngth it was cvident that Master Homn had *“got it into
his mind," as old Chaffer put n.  The pausc in the path by
which he was crossing the ficld, 1he aplifted ash stick, the
moment’s ¥ then the vigorous thrast and the rapid
sirides forward anvounced sqrac great decision.  Mister
Hom would live on what he nad saved, and for one year
would giveaall that he could get to the Lord. Tl be
like giving tmyself,” he cried, ** body, son! and spirit.”

The resolation thus formed was bravely crined oul. It
was the hardest year of his hard-workiag life. ** Ncigh.
bours beard him astir at catliest dawn; his{ricnds wondered
what mad€ him so m swesly of his time. He knew very well
that he could keep no secret: from his wife, 0 he told her
raight out that night, and then went 20 aleep belore ahe
had sufficient time 1o object.  But all the 1est of the village
was k>pt wondering until the end of the year. It wasata
wnceting for the new chapel that the pent-up secret came ost,
A subscription was placed in the miaiater’s hand with 2

paper worded thus: ¢‘One year's work, £100. ¢Heloved

me, and gave Himself for me.” J. H."

‘“That was the happlest year of my life,” Mister Hom
said whenever he told of it. ~ ** You reckon Sunday s good
day, because in it you do no manner of work, But there's
something Letter than Sundays, and that's where they rest
not day or night from their labours. And I neve. felt so
much like being one of them as 1 did then. I was sinking
awell a good part of the time, and very often 1 used to
think about it down in the still, damp darkness, hearing
nothing but the Floomy echoes of my own tools, and now
and then a bit o clay that went splashing into the water
sixty feet below, sounding like ‘ashes to ashes,’ as I stood
on the shaking plank. I used to think that they up intheir
%!ory and me down in my well were bLoth doing the same
thing, for all that we were sucha long way off; we were
both working for the same Lord and we both wanted to do
as much as ever we could, That was a bappy year.

CHAPTER IV.—INTRODUCES US TO JAMES NIGGARDLY.

Mister Horn had one sore trouble. He thought of it,
talked of it, prayed about it, and with all his heart set him-
self to remedy it, if possible; it was concerning the Jim
Niggardly before, ard so sadly, mentioned.

¢¢ James Niggardly, Esquire, Stukeville,” was the address
on his letters, but with Mister Hom he was never anything
elsc than plain Jim. He was by uo means what his name
led one to expect in ak)pcartnoe-nolhing of the traditional
Mr. Gripeman or Mr. Money-love ; his werenot the pinched
features, the half-starved, withered frame, the threadbare
coat. Somewhat about the middle height, stout, und rather
good-looking, the head thrown back and the hair brushed
up to make the most of himself, a gold chain spanning the
rounded expanse of waistcoat, the thumbs thrust into the
arm-holes—such was James Niggardly's portrait. A
man with a gold chain was the impression Lc generally made
at first.  The impression was confinned when he began to
speak. There was a Lick of hesitancy and repetition at the
commencement of his sentences, and 2s each sentence began
with *1,” it came out thus :—

1, emy [—]—]—ch.”

So that one came to think of himn as if these five or six,
“1's " had been rolled into onc big man with a gold chain.
His signature was **]. Nis:gnrdly." There it was in impos-
ing letters on the office door. It stood prominent on the
coal-carts, and the railway trucks carried it to and fie in
important letters.  In fact, the “ I " ran through everything
from the big mar himself down to the brass seal that lay on
the oftice desk.

He had commenced life in a very humble way, so humble
indeed, that the ““I™ had not appeared, and he was only
glainjim. who went selling small guantities of coal friom

ouse to house, But the railway came, and then he opencd
a coal store, to which he kept grafting other Lranches that
all bore some crop of golden fruit, until 1t was rio secret that
he was worth five or six hundred a year.

Worth, 1 have said ; well, yes. And yet what did it
mean? Of all the truths that men accidentally utter 1n the
phrases of every day, and of all the untruths, there is none
nore su;igcsli\'c than this—What is a man worth? James
Nigpardly was worth five or six hundred pounds a'year!
Well, there was a time when he was worth a good deal more
than all that—~when he was wotth more than all the ciphers
that you could tack on toit. It was when he was a happy
man oun thinty shillings a week, and worked hard with gu
own hands to gret it—then James Niggardly was worth more,
body, soui, and spirit. It was when, alter the hard day’s
work, the old horse was made comfortable in the stable, and
the somewhat rickety cart was set up uoder the shed, and
Jim had gonc through a ﬁxocm of splashing and blowing,
and then, a1l radiant and happy, cam:: to fill the kettle, and
to look after the dear old mother, who could do little else
than sit crooning by the firc all day long. It was when he
sat down 20 tell all that he could think of that would inter-
cst her, sitting there carefully toasting a Wit of bread as a
tcli.h for the old lady’s tea, afierward removing the crust
for bis own more active jaws, while the old lady's face glad-
dened into a pleasant pride at the kindly ways of her Jim.
It was when he gathcred with the litle company at the
prayer-mecting, and Heaven hououred him, and men felt
that he had pewer with God and prevailed ; it was when he
sat in the midst of the Sanday-school class and told them of
the loving Saviout until theis hearts were moved, and they
weal home strangely thoughtful and impressed; 1t was
when godly old men and women btighicnctras Jim dropped
in {or a bit of prayes, and they pressed him with their bony
hands and blessed him with theit dying lips ~then he was
worth moze, tenfold more, a hundred-fold more, worth more
tu Gud, worth muie to himself. \What is 2 man wurth?
Woith miscrably litile if he is only worth what ke has in his

kel, or what he sets down in his income tax paper.
vou are right to count a man’s worth by his gold and robes
and luxurizs, but let it be by the gold of pure love, by the
white robes of truth and meckness, by the delicious luxury
of a blameless conscience, of doing good, of blessing others 3
s only should you cosnt what a God-raade man is worth,

Bat thus estimated, James Niggardly, with his five hun.
dreu a year, was a pauper. The very appearance of the
man betrayed his bankruptey. The old look of quict con.
tentment was gone, and in its place was an anxious and
somewhat crafty expression; the kindly ways had
into an irritable, almost , toaz and maaner. His wife
could teil that the humble Jim who courted hes somc twenly
years before, and_this James .\"rﬁudly. Esquire, were two
differsnt men.  Sometimes people thought that she sighed
for the dear old Jim who used 10 be—he whose face was
often black with coal-dast, and whose cheery woice had
Fladdctml her into many = blush as it sounded through the
ittle vi‘nnge street with {ts cry of **Coal, ho ! coal, coal,
coal, ho 1™ 1f you wanted him now you would never think
of lookinﬁot.hlm at the prayer-mecting. True, his nawe
was on_the class-book as a member of the Society under
Mister Hom's csre, but only now and then a solitary P
broke the long lice of A's. Mister Hom read his name
cvery week, but usually the scarchiag ook round the room

was followed by a sigh, ‘A again,” he said, as he turned
to his book, and the pencil made three heavy strokes. For
Mister Horn always put a capital A—it was associated in
his mind in somc roundabout way with a capital offence,
and this was a sort of capital punishment. )

Sunday still found ;ames viggardly usually in his place
at Tattingham Chapel, There he sat in the one crimsone
curtained pew just inside the door, with his wife and three
daughters. Even on **cullection Sundays™ they were all
there each with a threepenny bit—what a_ pity there are no
silver pennies! James Niggardly, Esquite, }imself y}:.ve
sixpence.  Once Mister Horn hoped that the sermon had
done him good, for he acluall{ogavc a shilling, but at night
he made up for it by politely bowing to the plate, so that it
came to just the same thing.

Now this James Niggardly, Esquire, of Stukeville, was
the greatest hindrance that ““the cause ™ at ‘T'attingham ever
had. “The old parish squire had been a hindrance when fot
years he refused the ground for the chapel, but the little so-
ciclg' had prayed about it until they %?t the land all for
nothing. The old parson had been a hindrance when he
1xid 1t down that the allotments were to grow only Church
potatoes, and that ** they who could do without him on Sun-
days might do without him on Mondays too,” e did not
even say to them, *‘Be ye warmed and filled " —much less
sufier their nonconforming bodies to be comforted by parish
blankete and.coals, and suadry charities of which he was
trustec. In spite of that the little society kept up its own
fire and flourished.  But this James Niggardly in the midst
was a real hindrance. The others, after all, were outside,
but chis man seemed to leave the door open for all the bleak
winds of heaven, so that everybody was chilled and miser-
able. If anything were to be done they all waited for James
Niggardly to start it ; and there were 0 many buts and ifs,
so many fault-findings and grumblings, so many wretched
objections, and when he did give it was ¢ pitched in so low
a key,” as Mister Horn said, that it hindered a great deal
more than it helped. The fact was that, if it had not'been
for his amiable wife and useful daughters, the sooner he had
taken himself clean away the better would it have been for
the *‘ cause * and all belonging to it, .

Mister Hom, as he told Bill Smith, had often given James
Niggardly a bit of his mind. He had known Jim from a
boy, had giver him his first start in life, had directed and
advised him in all the steps of his growing prosperity, and
now he grieved deeply as he saw this root of all evil thus
growing and flourishing in his soul. Mister Horn was not
the man to shitk the duty, and when he didjspeak the words
were not so rounded and polished as to ““glide off like
water from a duck’s back,"” as he said. When he spoke it
was pomnted and well aumed, and 1t stuck just where he
meant it to stick. ** Music 15 all very nice and pretty,” he
unce said to an clcﬁ:ml young preacher, * but you know it
1s the powder and shot that does the work.”  *

The quarter wasdrawing toa close, and James Niggardly,
Esquire, was somewhat in arrears with his class.money, It
was no great amount, aithough it was thirteen weeks. The
noble sum of 2 penny a week and a shilling a quaster was
Alt that he owed.  Mister Horn, with half as much to live
upon, ‘::ve a pound for the ticket column, and thirteen shil.
lings filled up the other page. But Mister Horn, folks said,
was a ‘“wonder;" and, tcmaxkably enough in this ambi.
tious world, nobody else coveted a similar disticction.

It was about suppertimc that Mister Horn called at
Stukeville for the dass-moncg;. Everything was very nice—
extravagant, he thought, in his simplicity. He would not
join them ; he would sit by the Sireplace until they had
finished.

““1 don’t sec, Mister Horn, why I shouldn't enjoy my-
self,” said Jim Niggardly, gucssing the wisitor’s thought,
and feeling that the little gray cyes were u him. *“I
wotked hard for my money,” and he helped himself to a
dainty slice. .

¢ Umph ! *' grunted Mister Hora 1n reply, and he thought
of the penny a week and the shilling a2 quarter.

The supper finished, they sat opposite each otber in front
of the fire. They were alone, and now Mister Hom brought
his chair nearer his fnend ; he liked to get at a man, as he
called 1t. He went nght to the point at once.

** Look here, Jim, how can you saus{i'_ yourself with giv-
ing what you do to the work of God? Two shillings and a
penny is all that you give in a quarter, besides & sixpence
that they screw out of you at a collecuon now and then.”

¢ Ab, tumes ace hard, Mister Horm, umes are hard, you
know,” said Jum, wiping lus muath after he had finished his
glass of sherry.

Mister Hora's sharp eye followed thehand as it pat down
the glass.  After 2 minute’s silence he rose o go, and hekd
out his hand. “W ], good-night, Jim—good-aight. My
Master wants an an. wer, for I have come 1n His name, you
kaow, and I am sure my blessed Master would never ask for
auyth'xnf from 2 man who could not afford a1, much less
would He Leg for it. So 1l go home and tell Him that
times arc bard with Jim Ni rdlz'. and that he has got
nothing to give. Good-night, Jim.”

*“Oh, don't be in a hurry, Mister Hom; I didn't mean
that exactly. You always tzhke one up so ahap,” and Jim
was somewhat frightened at retarr ag such an answer.

** 1 mean it rightcnough, Jim. There are times when a
man can't give what he would like to, and he does right to
speak out and say so, whatever folks may say or think.

ey have got no basiness to pry into any man’s private
matters.  Jesus gave gifts among men, some apostles, and
some prophets, and some evangelists, but he dida't give
any and I don’t belicve he wants any cither, 1
like my * Yes,’ o *No,” when 1 come in the Master’s name,
and then 1 go straight back and tell Him what answer I get.
1 can leave Him to deal withit then ; and He can deal with
it, Jim. When He sees any heart set upoa giving, why He'll
an angel from heaves, if it's only with a mite 2
widow. And if He secs it kept dack and hoarded up,
Je can deal withit."”

And Mister Horn took up the Bible that was lﬁnﬁﬁtho
inrench, and opened it at Boolofﬂﬂ“ e oan
deal with it ; listen to this: * Thas siith the of hosts 1
Consider yourways. Ychave sown moch and bringinlittle §




