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MISTER HORN AND HISFRIENDS, OR, GIVERS
AND GIVING.

By MARK wu ¥ PRARMR.

CHAPTER 1. ~NOTILE OF M STER HORN.

Mister Horn—the Mister to be writtentn full, as of it were
part of the name, just as much as the Hom.

Everybody—tus wife as wwell as other folks—used to call
him Mister, just as if 1t were hus cainstened name.  He was,
indeed, the baly Mister in the villsge 5 as there was bul aue
squircand one parson and one doctor.

How he came to be known by this honourable distinction
was certainly not suggested by his appearance—a lule,
sharp, wiry man, with a quick, kindly eye, 2 mouth well
shut, short legs, walking so fasi that they scemed always
afrald of being leNt behind —carelessly dressed, yet everytiung
about him looking like a part of the man himself, from lus
short-bowed neckeloth to the sttong, unpelished walking-
stick. A sort of compressed man, You felt that there
might have been a good deal more of him faitly enough, but
nature had dried him and packed him up small, that he
might not be in the way. Aund who can deny that a man's
usefulness is largely dependent on his size?  Your loog men
are mainly ornamental, and accordingly find their place
uniform, either in the army or out of it.  Your big, stout
mena are the ** Newfoundlands” of us human creatures,
lumps of gentle goodness who go wagging benevolently
through life. 1t is your terricr that docs most good—among
men 2as among dogs — sharp.eyed, sharp.cared, sharp-
tongued, and, if necdful, sharr’loolhcd; quick to smell a
rat. Mister Horn was precisely that. Never in the way,
and good for a hundred things, if you took him right. if
)'Ouh‘idn't. he was a terrier still; he bnstled and shewad lus
teet!

Mister Horn had begun life as a farm i bouter—hitesally
begun life, for as soon as he could make nolse enough he
had been sent out to scate the tirds from the grain, and as
soon as he could reach up to the Lridle he had led the cart.
horses to water. s sixty years had been full of progress ;
be turning his hand to onc thing after another and prosper-
ing in all—woodman, gardener, bricklayer, builder, he had
at length reached 2 good position as steward.

The Mister was probably a tribute of respect paid to hus
prosperity ; it was no deference exacted by his manner or
exclusiveness. As plain in life as eves, free and friendly with
the poarest, the childien trotted along by his sude, looking
up for a smile and a nod ; the boys stopped him for a mo-
ment to fling their peg-top, or to have a turn at marbles;
and on a summer’s evening one mught come upon a group
under a shady tree, and thete, amid a lot of delighted
youngsters, would find Mister Horn entertaining them with
= story.

He was useful, 100, as he was beloved.  As a Methodist,
he had many oppostunities of religious work ; and bere, as
in tae visible world of brick and mostar, he turned his hand
to most things, and what he did at al] he did well. e was
the *“leader * of the Sunday morning class in that village
$ Society,” which nunbered well un to furty members . tou
large, some folks said, but nobody was willing 1o leave it.
Superintendent of the school that met in the afternoun, ivcal

reacher in the cvening, and sick visuur all the week round,
Mister Horn had, as he aid, far tuv much clse 10 do 10
grumble. * That takes mare time than a’most anything clse
that I know, for I never keew a grumbler yet that ever had
a mement to do any good with.” This remedy for grumb-.
ling was worn to the patness of 3 proverd, and was a formid-
able weapon with which he usually came down upon any-
body who was disposed to cume fault-finding to hum. ** Lonk
here, dear friend, get you away and du sumething—io: puy s
sake do som:lhiani Do some guud sumewhere.  Lart-wheels
grumble and creak sometimes i want of gicase, but very
often it is for want of work, and you'll never pive over creak-
ing and grumbling till you dv sumething.” "Heaven utselt,
with Mr. Hom, was 2 place of sternal and incessant work,
“And I count that’s the brightest bit of heaven's joy,” he
would say, ** that there they serve Him day and mughtan His
holy temple—day and night. I know that there will beno
grumblers there because they are all too busy. They have
go! so much to do that it keeps them always singing.”

Mister Horo had oventaken Bill Smith. Bill Smuth was a
big, broad-shouldered blacksmith, with a face red, radiant,
and honest, such as comes only of a good conscicnce, plain
living, and healthy toil.  Moreover, Bill was Mister Hom's
favourite disciple and onc of his best friends, so they walked
up the hill together toward the village where they hived.
The yun was setting, throwing their long shadows over the
hedge and into the clover-ficld beyond.  The clear air was
fall of singing, cvery bird taking its part in the evenn
hymn. The banks were rich with fern and flower, with soft
grern mosses and dark, creeping ivy.  This scenc of happy
contentment had suggesied the conversation.  Mister Horn
began it. He had stayed to hear the Wirds, and after listea-
ing a minute or two had interrupted their gratitede by this

c:

“Thou openest thine hand, and satisfiest the desire of
everything living.” Thea after a moment’s pause he had
;}uﬁt‘c'd his favoarite topic, “ The good Lord loves to give,

ill.

* Ay," mid Bill, ““ e docs that, Mister Hom, bless His
holy name.”

** And nohody has got niuch of His likeness about them if
they don't like to do the same,” continued Mister Hom, 1n
nis sharp, jerking, decisive siyle.

** And yet “tis strange what a2 hindrance 1t was to me when
T finst set out,™ said Biil.  **I was always thinking o what
religion would cost. I thought I must scek the Lord and
join "long with His pet ple, but the devil kept 1ellin’ me that
1t would cost so mach. Why, 1 very sooa found that re-
ligion saved me foar times as much as ever it cost.”

** I do wish the grumblers woald thiak of it in that way,

Bill,” jerked oat Muste: Hom. ** Why, theec’s Sally Green,

e

the silly creature; before her husband Fot converted she
used to reckon herself Jucky if she got hall Jack's wages, and
only a slight (irshing besides; and now that he brings it
all hame, and is a decent (ellow and a good husband, she gots
grumbling at what he gives to the Lord's cause.”

 There's a heap of strange things in the world,” said Bill,
half to himself, **but there a’n't many more strange than
that is.”

Mister ITurn stopped.  With his left finger and thumb he
took Bill's slesve, lhlh right hand holding up the plain ash
stick that he cardied. It was evident that Mister Horn was
golng to be impressive.  This was always his preparation for
something emphatic.

* Bill " —~there was a solemn pause, the stick meanwhile
suspended — **if-folks.saw-this-matter-in-the-right-light-the
Church-would-hatve-enough-to-convert-the-wotld.”  Down,
hke Ightning, came the stick, and away weat the short legs
at a tremendous pace.

This was Mr. Horn's hobby.,
thought about, talked about,
about, so much as this duty of giving.  Many people, ve
many people, said that he tode this hobly to death.  Well,
Muster Homn was always mounted on it, it is true, and ready
to statt.  But, on the other hand, it must be 2dmitted that
these very many people were peculiatly nervous, and its
most playful neighing, or the mete sound of its hoofs in the
veriest jog-trot, Qilled them with terror, and made them rush {or
shelter and defence from the furious rider, It was literally
Mr. Hom's soul that delivered itself in these words. He
stopped at the end of twenty paces or 50, while Bill leisurely
came up with him. .

*“ It seems to me that half the folks would do lhcxr‘ %uty
L] Vou

There was nothing that he
rayed about, or preached

right .acugh if they only saw it," said Bill r‘uicll)'.
sce, they don’t think about it, Mister Hom."

¢ Don't think atout it, Bill 1" cried Mister Hom; ‘“of
course they don’t, and that makes it so much the worse for
them, Folisthink thatif they can only explaina thing it’s just
the same as excusing it. \\'h{. all the mischicf in the wosld
comes from not thinking. What have people got head-
thccs on their shoulders for except to think about things?

Vhy, anybody would think that folks had got figure-heads,
hke ships have "em, for nothing but show, as to their think-
ingy about giving. But they can think about other things
quick cnough, They can think about getting, Bill, and
about  Aecping, and about everything else except about

ving.
R "l!‘hal's true erough,” said Bill.

¢ And then they ought to think about it, Bill, they ought
to. Surcly 1t ought not to be:mytbiniso very wonderful that
folks should think of the loving Father who gives them all
that they have got.  He gives them the health and strength
and sense to get Lread wath, and they think they do it al) of
their own selves,  They know better when they get on their
backs with a fever. Then they know. But 'tis a pity we
can’t lexrn our A B C without going into the corner for it,
and getung 2 smart tap or two with the rod. I often think
of what the Bible says about the disciples—skey considered
10t the mracle of the loaves. That's the wmiracle thal folks
generally overlook to-day, and the wonder 1s that the Lord
doesn't let us feel the pinch o' famine oftener, that we may
know where 1t comes from. God’s stream o' mercies has got
to run shallow sometimes that we may hear it brawling, and
begin to think about where the fulness comes from. Just let
a man sit down and ask himsell 2z muck ke Aas got that
LT couid take azoay, and he’ll begin to look at things in 3
different way then ; there's eyes, and cars, and health, rez-
son, character, home, family, work, wages. And let a man
think how the Lord keeps His hand uL)on them, and could
take them away :n a minute, and I think he'd be all ina
hurry to bring in the tithes to the Lord's house then. There's
Jun Niggardly, with his coal and timber stores—twenty years
agone that man got his twelve shillingsa week, and now keis
getung hus five hundred pounds a year.  He lives better—1T
mean he cats and drinks better, and he dresses better—he
spends hive shithngs on humsel whete be used to spend one.
Weli, that s no harm, as I told him to his face, if he'd give
tive shullings where he gave one. Not 2 halfpenny more can
you get out of lum for the Lord’s work. 1f he hasn®t thought
about i, he has had my thoughts about it, plain enoogh.®

it nodded s head, as much as to say that he had no
doubt about that.  Mister Hora had a walent for giving men
his thoughts, and i1t was practised to perfection.

}eze they reached the cross-roads that ran 1o the two parts
of the willage of Tatungham, and here the companions
parted wuth a cheery good-evening.  Bill, with his bag on
shoulder, went whistling dowa thie hill between th~ leafy
hedge, where we shall follow hum by and by. Mister Hom
kept aloag the level bighweay that passed by his house, talk-
ing carnestly to humself as he went.  \What he thought of,
and what it led to, we must Icave to ano: «r chapter.

CHATTER 11. —WE GO HOME WITH MISTER NORN.

A few yards from a cross-road was the house of Mister
Hom. II Dante’s vision had presented to his view men 2nd
women transformed into houses (marned folks, of course, into
onc house) 1nstead of into trees, this house was exactly what
Mister Horn and his better half would have come te.

1t faced the highway with clean windows, notably clean,
and spotless blinds always faultlessly even. The two yards
of garden betweer. the housc and the highway was enclosed by
iton railings, black,and sharp-pointed. The little iron gate
in the middle was alwai:s fastened and locked, exccpt on
very preat occasions. From the gate to the front door
reached two yards of whitened stoscs, never soiled. The
spint of the whole front gathered itself up in the face that

red from the shining brass knocker; a polished face,
aughty and stern, conscious that nobody triffied with jt—
no tramp cver hfted it for his single knock, no bungling
messenget rapped at it by mistake. The evergreens, too, it
the stnip of garden were 1n keeping with the rest ; they grew
thick-lcaved aad sombre, a8 1f they did their duty serionsly
and knew 1t ; they were siever gmilty of any spring freaks,
and kad no patience with the gadding buucrﬁie: and the
likes of them.
This 1s what Mistress Horn would have turned to.

At the slde of the house was a little wicket-gates it fell
back at the gentlest push, and was never secuted with more
than a bit of stiing that went round the post. A short
L)jamgc led to the homely side-door that opened into the
tchen, where a cheery fire sualtked and Llinked & welcome
to all comers—the front-room 'i:mc had ornamental shavings.
A tall-backed, comfortable old chair stood at one side of the
fireplace.  On the mantleplece above, among the polished
brass, wete little odds and ends of Mister Hom's. ‘The
smell of sweet herbs greeted one from the paper bags; the
will.wrapped hams quickened ont's appetite, and between
the bars that stretched from two oak beams pecped sundry
sti_k and spuds.  All here was cosey, bomely, and snug.

This personificd Mister o, "And as the two parts
suited cach other, so well did his better half suit Mister
Hom. Tall, handsome, and somewhat slalcl{ tn her ways,
folks said that she was proud ; but those who knew her best
felt that she was the very woman for the free and (asy, the
careless and irregular Mister Hom,

With her everything was scrious ; duty was the whole ten
commandments, the law and the prophets ; and duty meant
hard work, almost uncasy cleanliness, and keeping one's self
for the most part to one’s sell. Careful and thrifty, to her
common-scnse and quick discernment Mister Hom's industry
was indebted for his success in life; and if he sometimes
gave with a hint that she shouldn't know of it, it was through
her good management that he had so much to give. Indeed,
if the tuth were all told, he owed the very * Mister” itself
to ber ways, and to the respectable look that she always
gave to things.

By cight o'clock in the evcninimppcr and prayers were
over 1o those parts civilization had not reached that pitch
of folly that eats heartily at ten, and then, with the digestion
at full work, goes to bed to 1est.  Now, seated in his high-
backed chair, was the time that Mister Horn loved a chat.

The sun itself hasspots, and Mr. Homn was not petfect.

Mister Horn was not petfect, wehave said,  He smoked,
and added to the fault, as his better half explained to visitors:
¢¢1 shouldn’t mind so much if he'd take a clean white pipe,
but that short black thing is so very common looking! I
tell him it's disgraceful.”  Yet here, too, they suited each
other. The front sooms were shuttered and locked, while
the cosy kitchen sat up with the blinkiag fire and purting
czt. In other words, the better half retired early—then
Mister Horn smoked his pipe in peace.

Now he would tell of himself—how he was a little fellow
when the sad lidinix reached England that the heroic Dr.
Cook had died on his way to India, and had been buried at
sca. He heard of the young missicnuries who had gone
with him, left to land among strangers in that strange
couatry far away, and the story filled the lad’s heart with
grief for them. = Very poor, he could do but Jittle, but that
litle he could and would do with all his might. Rising
before daybreak he went ont to sweep the roads, and thus to
raise a few half-pence for the poor missionaries. No contris
bution was cver more hardly earned or more willingly given
than the ““small sums ” of this little subscriber.

In carly life’he was converted.

In his case conversion meant the breaking in of a wonder-
ful love upon his cold and lonely life. It was a_love that
lifted him right out of his hatdships and poverty. It made
the bluc heaven bend over him in tender care; ut sent the
sun 1o shine for his joy, and the cooling bLreeze for his re.

reshing.  Away in the lonely fields this love brought him a
coastan! communion and an akiding giadness ; and when he
came home to his poor lodgings this love was father and
mother and brother and all to him.  So with alt the gener-
osity of boyhood he counted it his greatest delight, as mach
as his sacred dntg. to testify his gratitude for such wondrous
love in any way he could. Thus carly the truth had burned
its way into his innermost being : ** The Son of God loved
tne, and gave Himself for me.” From the first he began to
think about the claims of God's work. His favounte
maxim was this. ‘A man ought to think as much aboutgiving
as about ﬁcll’mg.“ And thus early he put 1t into practice.
He has told us that in those days flour was at war prices—
2 phrase hl:lfpily unknown to this generation. He eamned
only six shillings 2 week, and out of that be had to pay for
lodging as well as living. §But whaterer else went short, he
felt that he must acknowledge the gocdness of the Lord who
gave him all that he had.  He took the old Methodist mle
as the limit downward, not upwatd : *‘ Every member con-
tributes one peany weekly {unless he 15 in extrerae poverty),
and one shilling quanterly.” And he felt that lus giing was
nonc the less acceptable because it cost him much, He
often referted to it in later times.  ** There's one thing that
lots of good &)‘:op!c aever will know 1o this world—agd "us
one o' them that we sha'n’t know anything about in heavea
itself—the joy of teally pinching yoursell to give. I often
think that thatis the blessed thing about being bard up when
you do give—then you feel it.”

It s with 2 meny laugh that he would tel} the young
members how that, when he had been at the class meeting
three or four times, he said one cvening, *** Put medown,
please, for a peany a week.,” The leader looked at, me
throogh bis “spectacles and opened his moath wide, and
aftes a minute or two said, * What!' as if he were quite
frightened.

*** A penny a week, gir,’ I said; putling down the money
for cach eveming that I had been at clxss. The leader was what
you might calla common sort of a man—for they are the
commoncst sort of people that 1 know—he thought that the
less he could give the better, and if he -+ uld do without
siving at all it would be better atill. Just as if the Lord

id not scc what was left behind 3 and just as if he never
said, ¢ Bring ye all the tithes iato the storchouse.” The man
was in good work, and had no family, and yet 2 penny a
week wasall that he gave. It looked 30 bad for & lad like I
was {0 give so much, and it quite shocked him.

¢ You cap't afford it, Jim, you know you can'e,” he said.
*Pat it down, sir,” In:r)icd. ‘put it down. Thereit s, and
and there it will be as long as ever I've got the love of Jesus
in ray heart.,””

Soon sfer that came the time for the renewal of the
quasterly tickets. Tho leader héaded the list with what



