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THE CANADA PRESB?TERMN.

(}'uux xo(ix. 1830,

€Ho16E JAITERATURE,

THE BIG B00YS.

The roins of dhat old country school-house yet remain, a
delormity by the toadside,

It had brick walls, and these are not entitely gone. A
portin of the chunney, too, is sull to be secn ; while the
old foundatiun-stones, and bits of lath, and hroken layers of
mortar, make the place desolate and forbudding.  The wst,
spongy farmelot in the rear is no handsomer, nor the rude
highway more atttactive, than was the case funf years ago.

It would seem as if country schoul-houses, like countty
graveyands, were once begrudped the 1o0im required for
them, and hence pushed into the most uninviting places,

Even noew, in sleep, 1 somctimes dream of my school
days there, and of the htle Loy with the lig boots—the
sotrowful lit Je boy, whom none of us knew ¢nonpgh to make
happy.  Boys are not 1eally more ciuel than men, but their
well of kindness hies deep, and they leap over it and run
around it, without knowing how clear and sparklag its
watcrs would be if drawn up.

1 was alad of eleven, the first and only winter of my at-
tendance thete. 1 am now more than fifiy ; and in the re-
view, that single winter seems a¢ long to me as a dozea
years.  The incidents of youth have a consistency like that
of pure gold, and the mind afterwards beats them out, so
that they cover a very broad surface.

Mr. Tanner, the master, 1 would know in a moment,
were he to rise up before meenow ; and the fresh-looking
gitl at the desk in the corner, and the bLlue.cyed country
heauty, whose seat was by the window, and the freckled
Loys, and boys with tow hair—the big boys on 1+ back
scat—and the little boys on the front bench by the stove, 1
would rccognize them every one, could some psychological
wonder bring them back to me again, with lﬁc looks that
;hfey have long since shed, atom by atom, on the roixd of

ife.

There was one little lellow about my own age, whom, on
the first day at school, I temarked as having a thoughtful
and somewhat troubled face, and to be pootly dressed.

It was 2 cold day in November, and at 1ecess, some of
the boys put on their overcoats.  One of them, who had a
very handsome gaiment of the kind, on taking it down from
its nail in the cniry, observed bes'de it an old faded coat be-
longing 10 some one clse. This he rudely grasped, and
with a jéering. Cruel 2ir and devisive whoop, exclaimed

**\What 1ap is this2*

At the same time he threw it across the smnall entry and
out upon the stone step,

Anovther kicked it as it fol), while a third caught it up
and ran with it, asif it were a kite or 2 banner. Presently,
howerver, it was dropped ; and as the boys became some-
what scattered, 1 saw the little fellow of the reflective face
hastily pick up the despised asticle and retura it (o the place
were n bung.  As he tumned away his countenance was
flushed, and he drew the back of his hand across his some-
what handsome cyes.

It was his coat, this was plain ; aod all my enjoyment of
the recess was <poiled ; for I thought how he must fecl ta be
jeered at and insulted for what he could not help, and what
had no doubt caused him much anxiety and mortitication,
even before any one had made it a subject of ridicule.

He did not put on the coat at that time, though be had
worh it in the morning ; but when the dsy was over, and
all the children were making ready for home, as the litter
wind uhistled pact the door, he once more butteoed it
around him ; and I was glad to find that nothing was said,
although some of the boys looked curiously at his thread.
bare attire, as if wondering hew he could’ wear such clothes
on the very first day of school. But I now observed that he
badill-fitting boots, much too large for his feet s and although
the coat escaped atiack for the time, the boots did not.

*“Boots! Boots!™ *‘Whatis the priccof old leather 2
¢ Who wants to take a sail in 3 mud-scow ?*" were some of
the unfeeling cjaculations that he was compelled to hear, as
he s'arted out upon the road with the others, who, after the
manaer of 1ude school-boys, sanatered or ran along, push-
1ng cach other into di'ches, or throwing pebbles at gate-
posts and trees.

The following day was suil colder, and the boy came
wrapped in his poor overcoat § but this had now ceased to
antract particular atteauon; the Lig boots, which really
mide 2 rematkable appearance upon feet so small, becoming
tae butt instead.

Taey made a louder sound on the sohool-house floor.than
the boots of any athier bay . and the sensitive heart of young
Master Robert Brawn (for thic was the lad’s name) told him
s0. Theie were cnough others to tell him so, too. O the
cruelty of those sarcastic smiles and impudent glances!

One evening I told my parents of the boy with the big
boots, who came frum the other end of the distsict ; and my
mo.hier replicd that Robert Brown must be the son of that
Mt Biown who lived at the tura of the road, two miles off,
and who, by intemperance. kept his whole family 1n misery.

Mrs. Brown, my mother said, wias an cxcellent woman,
and was always meading and fxing up her childien’s cloth-
ing ; trying, in hor cateful, anxious way, to make somee
thing of no:hing; and often, too, succeeding surprisingly
weil.

Robest, she added, had an clder brother, who had gone
10 sca : and pethaps the big bocts might be a pair which he
had 1 Tt at home. The family had latély lost a linle gisl,
Robert’s sister, aad were in afliction every “f; and she
hoped that I would never shew by waord or look that I
noticed the clumey boots or the thread-bare coat.

And now 1 remember hearing Robert say to himsell, sob-
hingly, one day when the bigr boys had treated him ill,

O linle Mamice! little Mamic ! I am glad you caonot
knoaw of it !

Oac day not long after the commencement of the schoo),
two of the committee called ugon some bugness with the
teacher; and at recess some of the boys maliciously 3~
marked that they had observed these officials smiling at

l;ob'e‘n's big Loots, as hestaod in his class or shuffled along
the floor,

This was not true, but it had its eflect. The idea that
grown-up men could tegard him with derislon for his
patched jacket and his poor, clumsy boots, seemed to im-
ﬁrus him with a feeling more forlorn tha naught else had

one.

How many leaden thoughts (11 on his young heart!
He recalled his father, a diunkard ; his mother, so care-
{ul, so sorrowful, so worn with work, so tender of himself;
his little sister asleep under the new muund, where his own
and tus mother's hands placed every week ivy, mosses and
circlets of the pretty creeping-jenny—fur it was a!l that they
two could do ; and then, in the midst of all, how inexpres.
sibly dreadful 10 his mind seemed the taunts whish poverty
brought upon lim. “The coat upon which his riother had
sewed at night, hoping it might answer; the boots that she
had dreaded to ask him to wear; the coane dinner that
the boys had made fun of at noon, as he took it from his
{mil; the thought of all these things made hum feel mote

bilter thinever; and suddenly at that secess he was misied
from amung his school-fellows.

1 lound him stretched at full length on the dsmp ground,
out of sight of his tormentors ; and whea 1 kaelt by his
side, and put my arm teaderly about him, his sobs weie
vivlent. He cried Jong and bitterly—all the more for this
sympathy so precious, so unexpected.

Presently & number of. school-boy faces peered over the
fence that had hidden us fiom the common view ; but after
a moment's watching, they sluak away in shame.!

1 s00n perceived that my schoolmates were talking
carnestly. among themselves, and saw also that some of the
faces 1 brd thought so ciuel wore a look of repentance and
satrow,

The teacher’s bsll sounded, and we all thronged into
school—Robert Brown the last, How sad he looked!
The master asked nv quesions; but he must previously
have observed something of the condition ol things,. for
when school was over at night, be put his arm around Rob.
ert’s neck, and asked him to remain for a few moments.
ﬁgobcr! held me by the hand, and asked that I might rumain

Theo, when we were alone, he told, at the master’s re-
quest, the story of his troubles. How simply and how
trankly he spoke, and what unstudied pathos there was in
his words ! The :choolmaster's eyes were full of tcars; and
in answenng the poor hittle boy, his voice became choked,
and more that once he left a sentence uatimshed. Asto
myself, T could not help weeping outright.

The next day Robeit was absent.  He had taken cold
during the few minutes in which he lay on the wet greund,
and as the weather was now stormy, his mother had not
ventured 10 send him,

His absence afforded the master an opportumity of talking
to the other pupils in a way in which hecould hardly have
done had the little boy with the big boots been present.

My schoolfellows had, however, already begun to think—
begun to put themselves in Robert’s place and imagine how
they would feel if their mothers, who so loved them, were
pour and care-worn, and sat up at night, trying.to make
old things answer for their dear boys, hoping that the other
boys would not notice the difference, or at least would not
speak of it—10 consider how it would beif, when they came
to school, all this anxiety, and toil, and love were mocked
by unleeling voices, and all the dear things of home were
insulted thiough a senseless derision, by those who had the
good fortunc to possess patents who could buy them new
coals, new mittens, and new boots. There 1s almost every-
thing in thinking, and at jast the boys thought.

Master Tanner spoke kindly to them on the subject.
Though he could be stern at umes, there was now not one
atom of sevetity in his tones.

H.s heart had no room for anger; but as he spoke ke be.
came cloquent. It was a soft, winmng kind of cloquence,
and the most thoughtless boy in the school was affecied to
teats,

Whether or not Robert's mother knew what had tran-
spired I cannot tell 3 but the succeeding day he came again,
wearing the same coat and boots as before. Bet the boys
saw them ont, or saw them only to feel a heastache, and 2
new-born sympathy for the poor httle fellow who would not
have worn them if he could have helpedit, The tide of
impulse had torned.

Nothing was uverdone, but there was kindaess of act and
tone ; and the big Loys shawed that they were doing what
they could, in a gentle, unobtrusive way, to make Robent
forget that they bad ever treated him ili.

DIED THAT HE MIGHT LIVE.

In a deadfol cold winter, many years ago, an army was
fiying from Moscow, : oty in Rusiz. With this arany
there was a German p. oee and some Germansoldiers.  Oae
by one the matching soldiers fell down by the way, and
penshed of cold and hunger. At length, atthe end of one
day, when only .2 mere handful cf them were alive, the
prince and a few common soldiers, and these were nearly all
spent, came up 10 the remains of 2 hovel, once built to shel-
ter cattle, now ruined by storms, which had blown it.all to
picces.  Batin the wild, snow-covered waste they did not
dexpise it ; even 2 prince was glad of the little shelter from
the slect and wind of the coming night which this tumble.
down sked could afford. And there, hur'xlzry. cold and
weawy, he and hus maen lay down to sicep.  The men were
rough, stern-looking fellows, yet the sight of one so deli-
cately brought up, uted to comforts which they ncver had
kaown, speit heart and body, come to such want, glad to
lecp in such a weetched place, tovched them. The sight
of him asleep, no bed covesing, probably sleeping his last
sleep, was more than.they could stand: They took their
owa cloaks off and laid them all oa him, gently one by one,
lest shey shoold awake him., e would be warm. with
these. Then they threw themselves down to sleep.

The npht passed. The prince awoke. *‘ Where am
12" was his first thought.  ** Am I at horse in bed? Lam
so warm 1" and he tumed over, and raised: nimself up to

lock abaut, Ee was notat, home. All, around was, snow,
and all was sllent save the wind whicli whistled t uou%h the
planks and the broken shed. * Where were hismen? He
stood up and Jooked, when'lot there they lay, huddled to.
gether ta kegn warm, yet not awake. He spoke, but they
answered vot.  He advanged to touch them—they wese
dead! Without their cloaks, too! Where wete their
cloaks?  Anothier glance toward where he had lain, and all
was plain,  The prince burst into tears. His men were
f=sd to save him alive, Nowv, was not the deed, these
.0 avldiers’ deed, anoble deed ?  Their hearts were gra.
clous hearts; they graclously took uopn themselves the
death another should have died.—Sunduy Magusine.

WITY IT PAYS TO READ.

One’s physical frame—his body, his muscles, his feet, his
hands—is only a living machine, Itis his mind, controlling
and dinecti;;f: that machine, that gives its power and efficacy,
The successful we of the body depends wholly upon the
mind- vpon its ability to direct the ¥ill. Ifone ties lus
srm in a sling it becomes weak and finally powerless.  Keep
it in active exercise, and itacquires vigour and strength, and
is_disciplined to use this strength as desired; just as one's
mind, by active exercise in thinking, reasoning,, studying,
qlserving, acquires vigaur, strenpth, power of concentration
and direction. Plainf , then, the man who exercises his
mind in reading and thinking gives it greater power and
efficiency, and greater ability to ditect the effotts of the
physical frame—his work—to better results than he can who
merely or mainly used his muscles. - - dnon.

MORE ABOUT “THE PRESBYTERY."

It is a question that may be fairly put to Professors and
pastors—tave we enovgh distinct terching of the principles
which we believe justificd our father in giving Presbyterian
shapz to our Chutch organization, and simplicity and free-
dom to out worship? If the members, or the hearers whom
we find under our charge, readily change and make their
next arrangements simply on the grouad of convenieace,
taste, or the invitation of an influential friend, can we won.
der, if we never taught them that Presbyterianism is—not an
accident or an armangement of ‘‘the Assembly *—but a
structure the foundation and outline of which we find in the
Bible? Do we expound the Epistles to Timothy and
toTuus ? 1)y our young people learn any better reason for
their being Presbyterians than **born so?™ Can we expect
them to act from a principle of which the foundation has
never been 1aid? Have we any right to ignore scriptural
teaching on this subject ? i

4 But,” it will be said, “‘such teaching w.'l be counted a
sign of a narrow-minded and bigoted spirit.” Very well,
let it be so counted by those who know no better, Wedo
not stand or fall to them. Surcly we have had ¢ Broad.
churchism " enough, from Dean Stanley down—orup. We
ate Christ's servants, and we are no more to defer 10 the
** Broad " about Church organization than about redemption
or retsibution.

But it may be said that we shall natrow the minds and
impair the catholicity of our people Ly tcachiog a definite
Presbyterianism. We have no fear of this. The most
catholic Christians—tricd by the moncey test, surely not the
woist—are pronounced. and iatelligent Preshytetians, and
the least uscful Chiistians, with some notable exceptions,
are those who have been plagfully described as ** honorary
members of all denominations."’—Dr. Yoka Hall.

BIOGRAFPHY.

The discussion of Mr. Carlyle’s Reminiscences and
Biography supgests anew the inquiry as to what constitutes
the proper history of 2 life in which the public is interested.
The caastic character of the ** sage of Chelsea’s " criticisms
of people in general, as this is brought ta light ia his
Reminiscences, has offcnded the English 'public, insomuch
that they hesitate to pay some honours to his'name they had
partly made provision for.  His relatives also are aggriewed,
and the trustec in whose possession his papers were lefl is
zeceiving no little criticism for having permiutzd the preat
maa’s weaknesses to be made so public.  But the object of
an autobiography or biography is to tell whatkind ofx man
he was of whom it is wntten, and unless it do this trmth-
fully itis witbout walue. If it give him qualities, that he
did not have, orif it [ail 1, Jescribe him as he was and
lived, it ix a distorted znd hence an impetfect and unworthy
representation. In biographics of religious men this fault
is somelimes 30 appareat that it becomes offensive to even
the most chasitable reader. The subject of it iy, as the re-
sult of thiz stuffing and trimming, made to appexr as if he
had been without the frailties of ordinary humsuity—a be-
ing beyond the range of human sympathy. What ‘the
public wishes to know is the truth. In otber wards, it
wants & picture that shall be f3ir, shewing the man ashe
lived and acted and wiclded his influence €pon his {ime and
generation,

BUCKINGHANSHIRE is associated more extensively, with
the names of dislin;iuishcd personages than any countly in
England. The Earl of Beaconsficld resided and ‘was baried
within its borderz ; Milton compleled * Paradise Lost”
in onc of ity villages; Gray, in his *¢ . celebrated
Stoke Pogis ; and Cowper wrote in Oluey. Of eminent
statesmen, Bucks was ~ae way or other connected with
John Hampden, Templ., George Grenville, Lord Wil.
liam Russell, of the Rye House plot, Lord:John Russell,
(baned at, Chenics, the burial-place of . the Bedford ducal
house), and Edmund Burke, who lived at Beaconsfield. At
Slough Herschel crected his telescope, and “at Pitstonc
Abbey Qucen: Elizabeth spent -a deal -of her yoath.
In the same county are- Stowe, the splendid: seat of the
Duke of Buckingham, and the Abbey of High Wycombe,
belonging to Lord Carrington; and clote by ‘where the
Earl vests is Bradenham House, his father’s hoose, from
which he dated his alection addresses.




