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WAITING FOR THE GRIST.

“ItIs strange,” saldagcnt!eman who sat naxt to
mein the car, and with whom I had struck up quite
an acquaintance, “ what an influcnce, a ook, a word,
or the little act of a pc:(cct stranger wlll sometimes
have upon a person.”

“Yes,” sald I ; “more than any of us realize.”

"It was the tlmplo act of a stranger that changed
the whola course of my life.”

“Indeed! Howso?®

“When 1 wasa boymy father moved to the then far
west—Ohio. It was before the days of steam, and no
great miils thundered on her river banks, but occa.
sionally there was a little grist mill by the side of some
small stream, and hither, whenever the water was up,
the whole neighbobrhood flocked with their sacks of
corn. ¢ Flirat come, first served! Sometimes we had
to walt two or three days for our turn, I generally
was the one sent from our house, for while I was too
small to be of much account on the farm, I was as
goodas a man to carry a grist tomill.  So I was not
at all surprised ose moming when my father said,

Harry,you can get up Old Roan and go to mill to- dny.

“ Saunders’ mill was ten miles away; but I had
made the trip so often that it did not seem far. I be-
lieve one becomes more attached to an old mill than
tu nny other building. I can see just how it looked
as it stood there under the sycamores, with its huge
+heel and rough clapboard sides.

“When 1 arrived, I found the North Branch and
the Rocky Fork folks there ahead of me, and [ knew
there was no hope of getting home that day ; but I
was not at all sorry, for my basket was well fitled with
provisions, and Mr. Saunders always opened his big
barn for us to sleep in, so it was no unpleasant time
we had while waiting for our grist. This time there
was an addition to the number that had been in the
habit of gathenng, from time to time, in the old Saun-
ders bam—a young fellow about my age, probably a
litle older. His name was Charley Allen, and his
{ather had bought a farm over on the Brush Creek
toad. He was sociable and fnendly, but instinctively
felt that he had ‘more manners® than the rest of us.
The evening' was spent; as usual, in relating coarse
jokes and playing cards. Although 1 was not accus-
tomed to snch things at home, [ had become 30 used
to it that it had long since ceased to shock me, and,
indeed, 1 was fast Bécoming a very Interested spec-
tator.

% ¢ Well, boys, it is time for us fellars to go to roost,’
said Jim Finley, one of the greatest roughs on the
Rocky Fork, as he threw down his pack of cards and
* began to undress. We all followed his example, al-
though it.was not much undressing we did to sleepon
the hay mow ; but we were so busy with our own
affxirs that we did not notice 'Charley Allen until Jim
exclaimed : ¢ Heydey | we've gof a parson here; we
hev!’ Charley was kneeling by the oats bin, pray-
ing. Jim Finley’s jest met with no responsc. The
silence was only broken by the drowsy cattle below,
and the twittering swallows overhiead. Moré than
one rough man wiped a tear from his eyes as he went
siently to bed ontlie hay. I had alwiys beeriin the
habit of praying at home, but I never thought of such a
uung at Saunders’ mill. As I lay awake that night
in the old bam, thlnkmg of Charley Allen’s courage,
.and what 41 effect it had upon the mes, 1 Grmly re.
solved that in the future I would do right. I litele
thought how sdon my courage wou'd bé tested. Just

after dmnet I got my, gnst, and smrlcd for homc. \

When I arrived 4t Albnght's gate, where 1 turned off
'to g0 home, I found the old squire w:mmg for me. 1
saw in‘a mioment that something bad gone wrong. 1
had always stood in the greatest awe of the old gen-
tleman, because he was the rich man of the neigh-
bourkood, and now I felt my heart begmnmg to beat
very fast; As 5001 as I came near he said, * Did you
go throogh this, gate’ )cstcrday T ¢ could easxly have
denied it; as it 'was beforc oayllght when I went
1braiigh, and I' guite as often went the other way.

Charley Allen kncchng in‘the barn came to my mind

like a flash, and before I had'time to listen to the

tempter 1 s:ud : ‘Yes, sie; 1did?
“¢ Are yob suré you shut and pinned the gaie?’ he

T asked,

“ Thisquéstion stiggered mi€. ‘I témembered dis-
tinctly- zhat Tdidmot. 1 conld pull thé pin out with.
out geuing off my- horse, but I could not put it in
again; $0°1 czrelcssly ‘rode away, and left it open,

o ll l l A

"tor, and read from the forty-sccond verse,”

jshould I set this before an hundred men ? He smd

"So he set iy before ﬁxem, and they did eat, and leit
" thereof,” accordmg to the word of tne ‘Lord.”

;sands of chlldun—yes, and of. men and | women too-
.who would read wiu gréat interest muiy Paisages of

' Jut with it; tell just what you did §’

“ \Jeft it open,’ I said, abruptly,

* Well, you let the cattle in, and they have de.
stroyed all my early potatoes—a temible piece of
business |’

' I'm very sorry, I'd '—

“* Talking won't help matiers now ; but remember,
boy, remember that sorrow don't make petatoes.

“ I felt very badly about the matter, for 1 was really
sorry that the old gentleman hadlosthis potatoes,and
then I expected to bo severely 1eprimanded at home
but 1 soon found that they knew nothing of the mat.
ter, and afler several days hnd passed, [ began torest
quite easy. Alas for human hopes, onc rainy alter.
noon | saw thesquireriding down the lane. 1ran off
to the barn, ashamed to face him, and afraid to meet
my father. They sat on the porch and talked for a
long time. At last my curnosity overcame my fear,
and [ stole back to the house, and wen? into my mo-
ther’s room to see if 1 could hear what they weretatk.
ing about, *Why, the boy could be spared well
enough, but he don't know anything about the busi. |
ress, said my father. ¢ Thete 13 one thing he does
know,’ said the squire, *he knows how to tell the
truth,  He then related the circumstances which | so
much dreaded to have my father hear. After he had
gone, my father called me to him and told me that
the squire was going to start a store in the village,
and wanted a boy to help, and that [ could go if |
wanted to. [ went, and remained in the village store
until it blossomed out into a city store ; and peopie

say that [ got my start in hife when 1 entered Al
bright's store ; but I will always maintain that I gotit
while I was waiting for the grist."—S. 8. ZTimes.
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700 CERTAIN

“ Father, | am tired of reading the Bible.
read 1t so otien that 1 know everything in .’

“ Everything, my son? Do you think you could |
not find onc chaptet that would contain something |
you have never yet noticed ?”

Y Yes, father, I think so. 1 am sure | know all that |
is in the histcrical parts of the Bible.”

“\Well, let me iry you. When were a large number
of men fcd with a few loaves of bread,and a supply |
left when they had done eaung " |

*Why, father, surely I remember Christ's feeding |
several thousand pecsons, at two different tumes, with
a few loaves and fishes.”

4 Very well ; those are two instances. Now tellme
a third.”

“There is no other in the Bible.”

“You are perfectly sure of that, are you? Suppose
you reflect a little before you answer again.”

“Yes, father, I have thought, and 1 am certain
there is no other miracle of the kind mentioned in the
Bible.” .

 Well, my son, open your Bible at the fourth chap-
ter of the Fourth Book of Kings.”

1 have |

“The Fourth Book of Kings : Father, there is no
such book.” ,
“ Hand me the Bible. \Vhat does this title say*

“ 1t is *The Second Book of the Kings, commonly
called The Fourth Book of thé Kings.' ®

e« Wcll there is one thing learned by the boy that
knew the Bible so well ! Now turn to the fourth chap-

“ Here it is, sir: ‘And there came a man from
Ba'xlshallsha,

“Who was that man of God

%1 must look. It was the prophet Elisha.”

“Now proceed.”

“¢And bmught the man of God bread of the first-
fruits, tw \nty loaves of barley, and full ears of com in
the husk (heteof.  And he said, gwe anto the people
that they may eat. And his servitor said, What ! i

ag‘un, give the pcoplc, that they may eat : for thus
saith the Lord, they shall eat, and shay lca\e thereof.

“ That will do for tbls tlme, my son. 1 havc never
wished'to make lhe readmg of tho Scnptures tednous
by xchiriiig you to rcad them contiaually, wnhout
gwmg you other books to read. But I'wanted to con-
vmce you' how mistaken young people are apt to be in

thexr ideas of thexr owa knowledge. Tbcre are thou-

“the Bible if they found them in a fresh and besutiful

volume which they believed to contain nothing but
what was published for the first time. Remember
this, and let me advise you to read the four books of
Kings, and to make a list of all the passages you will
find there, which, like the one you just read, are as
new tu you as if you had never heard nor read them,”
—Sallors’ Magasiné,

THE INCONSISTENCY OF AGNOSTICISM,

How can it be true that man Is so outside of that
unity that the very notion of seeing anything hke
himself in it Is the greatest of all philosophical
heresies? Dues not the very possibility of stability
of science consist in the possibility of reducing
all natural phenomena to purcly mental concep.
tions, which must be related to the intellect of man
when they are worked out and apprchended by ft?
And if, according to the latest tacories, n.an is him.
sclf a product of evolution, and 1s, therefore, in avery
atom of his body and in every function of his mind, a

i part and a child of nature, is it not in the highest de.

gres illogical so to separate hun from 1t as to condemn
him for seeing in it some image of himself? It he is
lis product and its child, is it not certain that he is
tight when he sces and feels the indissoluble bonds
of unity which unite him to the great system of things
in which he lives? This fundamental inconsistency
in the Agnostic philosophy becomes the more remark.
able when we find that the very men who tell us we
are not one withanything above us, are the same who
insist that we are onc with everything beneath us,
Whatever there is in us or acout us which is purely
animal we may sec everywhere; but whatever
there is in us purely intellectual and nioral, we
delude oursclves if we think we see it anywhere,
There are abundant homologies between our bodies
and the bodies of the beasts, but there are no homolo-
gics between our minds and any mind which hives or
manifests itself in nature.  Our livers and our lungs,
out vertebr and our nervous systems, are identical
in origin and 1n function wuh those of the iving crea.
tures round us; but there # nothing 1n zature or
above it which corresponds to our forethought, or de-
sign, or purpose—to our love of the good or our ad-.
mration of the beaut.ful—to our indignation with the
wicked, or to our puty for the suffering and the Sal.
Ien. I venture to think that no system of phlosophy
that has ever been taught on eanth hies under such a
weight of antecedent improbability ; and this improba.
bility increases in direct proportion to the success of
science in tracing the unity of nature, and in shewing,
step by step, how its laws and their results can be
brought more and more into direct relation with the
mind and intellect of man.—Zhe Duke of Arg-.¢ 1n
the Cositemporary Review.

WE can do nothing now to build the st..is and
gates [of heaven], but by God’s grace we can do
much, very much, now to bagin to become the men
and women to whom one day heaven shzll .be pos.
sible.—Rev. Phitips Brooks.

Gob knows what keys in the human soul to touch
in order to draw out .ts sweetness and most ‘petfect
harmonies. They may be the minor strains of sad-
ness and sorrows ; they may be the lofty notes of joy
and gladness. God knows where the melodies of our
nature are, and what discipline will bm\g forth. Some
with plaintive tongue must walk in lowly vales ,of
weary way ; othersin loftier hymns sing no!hmg but
joy ; but they all unite without discord or jar as the
ascending amhcm of lovmg and believing hearts ﬁnds
its way into the chorus of the redeemed, to heaven.

An!tlf Jesus Christ were to require you to exchange
the general good opinion which you enjoy for the
humiliations of His life and ae opprobrium of His
death, the riches which abound in your houses for xhe
nbasement and destitution of Fis Doverty; that com-
lonable life, that delicate bringing up, all those de-
sires gratlﬁcd as soon as formed, for the pnvatxons,
the disquietudes, the sufierings of the body, the in.
tense sohcx.ude, or the sweet socncty of thosc dwly.

' lovcd ones who are the dcllght of your eyes and the

joy of your hearts, for. separatxon, bercavement, and
bltter sohmde, do you thmk within yourselves thaz
you would be mdy to bear the loss of all’ thinigs so
that you may win Chiist? If you mwazdly a.nmor,
“This is a hard saying ; who can bear it 2° all is
said. 1 donot here decide whether your soul can be
saved suchnyouar but itis very cemxn,mh )
you asc, you 'wv.lfnot be a follower of St I'aul



