“MISTER TTORN" ON GIVING. 7

« do not say that, Monsicur,” I replied, ¢ but oh, thero is
a barrier between us.”

«« Not now, perhaps,” ho answered solv.

“Yes, yes 1" I cried, half sobbing, ** s not thinking of
rank or station, yon are too generous fur me to remember
that.  But oh, Monsicur, my Christian faith, it is dearer to
me than I can express, whereas yon—"'

«What if I were to say 1 have learnt to prizo it dcarly
also 9" heo replicd, **Look here!’ aud he drew from his

weket tho English Testament which 1 Fal lost. ¢ The old
wondman picked it up,” he said, “along with your vinai-
wette, 1 knew enough of English to read it, and read i, first
of all, in his hovel. [ have read it many t'mes sinee, espe-
cially the Gospels, which you recommendad,  They have
changed we. [ secin them a beauty and a power which
testifies to their truth.  ‘True! they must he true ! they are
too soul-satisfying to he otherwise, They seem to me like
Heaven's own helping hand stretched out to save us poor
sinful men.” .

«QOh, Monsicur, do you think so? Thank Gol, then, thank
God!” and 1 wasso glad that I burst into teare. ““1 never
thought,” I said, *‘ of your being a Christian,”

¢ Hlelp me to become one in deed and in truth,” he whis-
pered ; *“ help me, my beloved one,” and he drew meo towards
him, and made e weey upon Lis shoulder,

I help him? Nay, it is he who has helped me, rather,
thirough our long aud happy married life. But what need
have I to add more ? My tale is told, and even as I writo three
little ones are crowding rouad my knee, begging I will repeat
to them again their favourite story of how dear gramifather
was once supposed to be ““only a lacquey.”

“MISTER HORN” ON GIVING.

T Mr. Pearse had never written another book than ¢*Mister
I Horn and His Friends,” he had laid Methodism, aye, and
the whole world of right-thinking Christians, under a tribute
of lifclong gratitude.  So terse, so plain, and yet so loving
an injunction to give ‘as the Lord hath prospered us,” we
have never before scen, and we earnestly trust our readers
will carefully peruse the following extract, which will, we
hope, lead them to buy the bool, recently issued by the
Wesleyan ‘Conference in a new and very attractive form.

‘The following is the close of a sermon by Mister Horn to
his neighbours :— .

“To give with the right spivit is the third thing.—Not to
let a poor relation starve because you want to look fine at the
top of a subseription list, Thy money perish with thee if
thou canst play the Pharisee like that !—thou and thy giving
art like to go to perdition. And not to give either because
somebody else is giving and it won't do for you to be behind
them— people would notice it. Yes, and there is Une who
notices such giving as that, and He won’t take it as done unto
Him. Remember what the book says, not gradgingly or of
necessity,

“Gradyingly! Why there are some folks, I'd as soon kick
a beechive over as ask them for siapence for the Master.
Youll set’em a-going at once, buzzin® and stingin’, and then
stop them if you can. They'll give you all the sorrows and
misforbunes of their lives, from their teethin’ upwards, till
you'd think that nobody ever was so unfurtunate. Poor
creatures, twenty years agone didn’t some man dio hali-a-
sovereign in their debt, and he hasn’t paid ‘em sinee, and .o
professed to be a religious man too ! And there was old Mr.
So-and-so, they did think that ke would have vemembered
them in bis will—but there what could you expect with such
a set about the old man? You'll hear all their grumblmgs
and growlings against everybody in the church and out of 1t,
all the faults and failin's of the whole parish.  And after that,
very likely they will ask you to call again for the sixpence
becanse they must think abeut it. And when yuu do call
again they'll have found wut gome new 1reason fur not giving
anything ; or clse they’ll hwing you a thicerenny-bit, with a
great gigh as if they were parting with their first born.  7he
Lord loveth a cheeyyul gir r. Aud no wonder cither, for 'tis
one o' the prettiest sights, and in these parts one o’ the
rarest too.

“Now, my fiiends, I've abont done, for I can’t either
preach or listen to long sermons, If once in your lifetime
you've been stirred up to think abuut this matter of giving I
ow thagkfyl,  Awd the Lord help us to sce our duty and

help us to do it.  There's plenty of work for theo to do with
thy mouey, hast thou much or little,

 Eh, my friends ! when I think of this poor, poor world,
think of the hungry hittle cluldren, think of the homes stript
bare by want, and of them insule that are ready to pensh
with hunger, ay aml of them that are huugry and are home-
less too—when I tlunk of the sutlerers that are dyin’ for want
of moncey to buy the skl and medicine that could save them

and think of the dark souls whose lanps are gono out, aud
know that money wouuld buy ail for their lamps, the Bibles it
would buy and the nnssionaries 1t would send—then money
secms to e hike an angel ot God troublin' the waters to heal
poor sick folk, comin’ to forlorn mothers 1n the wilderness and
cating fur the childicn, and scemin’ to say, ¢ Fear not, Hagar,
for the Lord hath heard the vows of the child,' An angel
that lifts the poor Lazaius up cut of his musery into such
blessing an 1 tender service that 1t s Llke heaven to hun ; that
meets the penitent outeasts, and putting them 1 the way of
an honest hiving, saith, * Go in peact und sin no more ' ; ay,
like Him whom the angels worship, it can yo about dving good.
Then T think of how men serape and hoard it ti! 1 have wept
at the picture that has risen before me, as if the angel wore
chained and futtered, like Peter in prison, and hosts in thoe
perishing city arce erying to God that it may be loosed and
come to them hefore they die. Ay, 1've wept as I've thought
how often it is a fallen angdl--the white 1obes flung off, and
I've seen it como forth with a harlot's gauds and paint,
spending herself in noisy rivt, corrupting and cursing, shic
that eould have been a white handud angel of God,

“ Yes, money, if we use it night, may be a strong right
arm in God’s great worll, to help, to defend, to uplift and to
save. But use it wrongly, and it is s strong arm still, .o
injure, to curse, and to destruy ~whuse evil deeds shall
return and gather with a tenfold greater hurt upon the owner
thereof.”

NOTHING TOO HARD FOR GOD.

IIIRE is nothing too hard for God. When we look at
the human side.of the question, difliculties and obstacles
rise on cvery hand, and hedge our way and binder our
progress ; and if our view is only a human sview, we sink
discouraged and dismayed. But if, un the other hand, we will
take a Jook at the Divine side of e question, how soon our
fears vanish, and our difiiculties disperse! With God all
things are possible, and the faith that takes hold upon His
arm partakes of His omnipotence.

There are many things which wmen have done that seemed
imypossible st the first. The power of mechanical or chemical
forces, directed by scientific intelligence, exceeds by far the
bounds of ordinary belief ; Lut when we pass from this sphere
into that upper realm where the Almighty rules and pre-
side{si surely nothing is beyond the reach of His almighty
hand ¢

Hence, in estimating possibilities or probabilities of success
in any coarse, 1t is for us to inquire first of all, What is the
will of God concerning the matter 7 Does He undertake the
canse ? Ts lle upon tho side of its success? Are we doing
His will rather than our own? If the work we undertake 1s
i work, and if He has appuinted us to do it, we may move
on in all the calmuess of a living faith, without one doubt
or fear, knowing that He ““who worketh all things after the
counsel of Tlis own will” can give us victory. The thing
which (ind wishes to be done can lie dune, and, if we will Le
workers with Him, <07 be done, for neither men nor devils
can restrain the amm of our wondur-working God.  Let ue,
then, have courage, and banish fear.  Let us work the works
of (1o, confident that vur labour will not be fruitless, and
that env vietory is assurcd by flim before the fight begins.

Neglect of nivate duties is the great reason why tha hearts
of many are so dead and dull, sv formal and carnal, so barren
and unfraitful under public vtdinances.  Ob, that Christians
would lay this seriously to heairt! Certainly that man’s
heart is best in public duties who is most frequent in private
excreises.

When Calvin was banished from ungrateful Geneva, he
eaid, ¢ Most assuredly, if I had merely served man, this
would have been a poor recompense; but it is my bappiness
that I have served Him who never fails to reward Zis
servants to the full extent of His promise,”



