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RicHER THAN WEALTH. 

I am an old Sunday-school teacher, 
now laid aside by sickness and age. 
My sight fails me, my hearing is 

not so good as it was, and my foot- 
steps are not-so firm as in the days 
that are gone. I must fall into the 
rear of the Lord’s vineyard-workers, 
and make way for younger ones to 
come to the front. 

My old class-book now lies by my 
side. What memories are awak- 
ened as I turn over its soiled leaves! 
I see at the end a few sketches
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and notes of some of my former 
scholars. Some of these lads passed 
from early grace to early glory. 
Well do I remember their last 
words of faith and love. Others 
have been spared to occupy useful 
places in the church and in the 
world. 

Some pages of my old class-book, 
as I glance over them, cause me to 
raise a song of praise, and even on 
earth to begin the vintage song, 
which shall break forth in the great 
day of the ingathering. But. on 
other pages a silent tear falls, as I 
think of those “ whose goodness was 
as the morning cloud and early dew 
which pass away.” 

At the present moment the forms 
of two young men rise on my view. 
They seem now to my fancy as 
they stood before me when they
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were in all the freshness of early 
life. I trace them onward through 
the course of their lives, most of 

which came under my notice, until 
they passed into the eternal world, 
before the days of their old teacher 
have been numbered. 

Charles Gaines and Robert Mil- 
brook. were about the same age; 
they were born in the same village ; 
their fathers’ farms were close to- 
gether ; as they grew into boyhood 
they joined in the same sports; and 
in the Sunday-school were under 
the care of the same teacher. In 
the course of time, however, their 

paths were to separate: one was to 
find a home in the great city, the 
other to spend his days in the spot 
which gave him birth. 

One day, when they were about
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twenty-one years of age, they met 

on the road that led from the old 
church to the little market-town. 
Charles, in his usual farmer’s dress, 

was driving a waggon. Robert was 
not in his working trim, but his 

appearance showed as if he were 
making holiday. 

“Where are you off to now?” 
asked Charles, as he pulled up his 
horses. 

“Oh, have you not heard that I 
am about to give up the plough 
and the flail, and all that sort of 

thing?” was the jaunty reply, “I 
am tired of a farmer's life, and have 

turned my thoughts to something 
less dull and plodding.” 

“Why, Robert, how long has that 
been uppermost with you ?” 

“A dislike to country labour,” 
continued Robert, as he leaned
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against the wageon, “has been 
growing on me for months, I as- 
pire to something better. I want 
smarter company, and a chance 
where a pushing fellow may get on 
in life. All the change you have as 
a farmer is on market-day —and 
what a change is that, after all! 
You meet with the same old faces ; 
and all the talk is about the state of 
the crops, the price of mangold- 
wurtzel and turnips, and the chance 
of a good lambing season. I have 
had enough of it, and hold up my 
head for something better.” 

‘Where do you hope to find it ? 
What’s in the wind now, I wonder?” 

“A few weeks ago,” said Robert, 
“T saw the lord of the manor on 
his way from the hunt.. He had 
been thrown by his horse, and there 
seemed no one at hand, except my-
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self, so I ran to his help. It was 
not far to our stable, where I 
managed to mount him on my nag, 
and get him home. He was very 
polite and thankful, and told me I 

was a smart lad. Since then I have 
met him several times, and he has 
quite noticed me very kindly. One 
day he asked if he could serve me 
in any way. This was just what I 
wanted, so I spoke up and told him 
a bit of my mind — that I had a 
notion above farming, and wished 
to try my fortune in London. He 
then inquired as to my penmanship, 
and ciphering, and other matters of 
learning, and at last said he hada 
‘cousin in town engaged in com- 
merce, to whom he would write 

about me.” 
“ And what has come of it all ?” 

inquired Charles.
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“Just this: I am engaged as a 
junior clerk in this merchant’s count- 
ing-house, and in a week’s time I 

am to enter on my new duties ; then 
good-bye to repairing of hedges 
and stacking of barley-ricks, and 
driving of calves to market. Hurrah! 
I can see the finger-post that says, 
‘This is the high road to Wealth.’ 
I mean to reach the end of it some 
day.” 

“May I remind you,’ said Charles, 
very gravely, “that young as we are, 

we have seen some who have spent 
their best days in seeking after a 
fortune, and who have never got 
ite? 

“That may be so,” said Robert, 
with a toss of his head; “but what 
I have set my heart upon I always 
manage to obtain.” 

“There is nothing blameworthy,”
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remarked Charles, “in a desire to 

push our way in the world, so that 
we do so lawfully, and in submission 
to the will of God; but I expect 
there are more who have failed in 
the race after riches than there are 
those who have won the prize. You 
remember that it is not long since 
our Sunday text was, ‘ They that 
well be rich fall into temptation and 
a snare.’” 

“Oh, I find you are about to 
preach,” testily replied Robert, “so 
I will bid you good-morning.” Then 
turning on his heel, he made his way 
over the common, and Charles gently 

shook the reins for the horses to go 
on, 

* * * 3 

Ten years have passed, and the 

two young men are engaged in the 
full business of life. The farmer
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has been diligent, steady, provident, 
but: he cannot boast of any great 
increase of worldly goods. He 
occupies. the same farm as_ his 
father and grandfather tilled. It is 
a model of good cultivation. His 
rent is regularly paid, and he stands 
high in the, estcem of his land- 
lord and neighbours. He has a 
wife like-minded with himself, and 
three children who-are blessed with 
health and happy tempers. But the 
best of all is—he is known at home 
and at market as a lowly disciple of 
Jesus Christ. 

Charles is not insensible to the 
gifts of God’s providence. He 
gratefully receives and cautiously 
uses the things of this world; for 
he knows that a poor man’s little 
may draw the heart from God as 
strongly and fatally as a rich man’s
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stores. He has enough, and a trifle 
to spare for a friend in distress. He 
has attained to the middle age ofa 
man’s life with few changes. 

“Content to fill a little space, 
If God be glorified.” 

And in what state is Robert? 
High in the confidence of his em- 
ployers. He has been advanced to 
the post of chief cashier, and has the 
prospect of becoming a junior part- 
ner at no distant date. - His desire 
of becoming a man of wealth is 
stronger than ever. He has found 
it true that the more men obtain, 

the more their desires are enlarged. 
If he were asked at any time, 
“When will you be rich enough ?” 
he would probably reply, “When I 
have got a little more than I now 
possess.” The thought that ze 
should fail in his object never
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crossed his mind; and yet he has 
seen in the commercial world that a 
fire, a storm, a panic, a fraud, has 

deprived. a man in one day of the 
labour of his whole life. He has 
seen some who have stood high 
among the wealthiest of their times 
cast into the lowest depths of 
poverty. And yet his confidence 
that Ze shall meet with no reverse 
continues unabated. 

It is true, the pious instructions 
of his early days will revive in his 
mind. The thought, “ What shall 
it profit?” sometimes intrudes on 
his lonely hours. ‘The friends of 
his youth are often remembered by 
him, but he thinks of them as less 

fortunate than himself, and pities 

their lowly lot—though now and 
then a text, or a verse of a hymn, 

learned when a schoolboy, ad- 
2
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monishes him, and he feels what he 

scarcely dares to own, that he is not 
happy; that he has been laying up 
treasure to himself, and-is not rich 

toward God. 
* * * * 

Twenty years have come and 
gone. Charles and Robert still live. 
They are both richer men now, but 

how different is the nature of their 
wealth! Charles long since “chose 
the good part.” Through God’s 
grace he is “rich in faith,” and “rich 
in good works.” He has found 
wealth without wings. He has 
placed his treasure in a bank that 
never breaks. He has an interest 

in the fulness of grace that is in 
Christ Jesus—pardon, peace, a re- 
newed heart, a hope of the inherit- 

ance in heaven. He knows that if 

he could obtain mines of gold, he
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must indeed be poor withotit these 
—poor for both worlds. 

Robert remains unmarried. He 
‘has no home comforts to draw him 
to a domestic fireside. He has 
become more ard more wnsocial, 

cold, and sordid. We think we €an 

see him when the clerks have left 

the counting-house after the diities 
of the day are over. He fémaifis 
shut up alone in his private offiée. 
There lie before him leases, moft- 
gages, railwayand mining shares, atid 
his banker’s book. Tle las jist 

made an estimate of what he is 
worth. What an amount of wealth 

he has got together! But the 
reckoning does not bring comfort to 
his mind. The fact is, he has fiot 

felt quite well for some weeks, anid 
the unwelcome thought will arise in 

“his mind: “If I grasp this store 
2



20 RICHER THAN WEALTH. 

ever so tightly through the whole of 
life, death will soon despoil me of it: 
it cannot ransom me from the power 
of the grave—and what then ?” 

A week had scarcely passed when 
the blinds of the counting-house of 
Millbrook and Company tell the 

neighbours that Robert is no more. 

Dying without a will, his wealth is 

dispersed among distant members 

of his family, who mever shared 

his bounty while living, nor will 

cherish any grateful memories now 

he is dead. 
Charles pursues his humble course 

for about twelve months after the 
removal of his early companion, and 
at length sinks into the graveamidst 
the tears of his family, and the loving 
regrets of the children of the Sunday- 
school, and of the aged and afflicted, 
into whose hearts he had often
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sought to pour the consolations of 
the Gospel. 

* * * * 

And now I have told the brief 
story of my two former scholars, let 
this be the lesson taught— THERE 
ARE BETTER RICHES THAN WEALTH. 
A good name, a good conscience, a 
contented mind, a good hope, is of 
more worth than all the unsanctified 
possessions of the worldly rich man. 
The difference between the two 
characters I have sketched lies here: 
one laid the corner-stone of a peace- 
ful, contented, and useful life in 

early piety. He gave his heart to 
Christ when a boy: the other lived 
for self, for the world, and for time. 

As a sequel to the history of 
Charles and Robert, let me now lay
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before you a brief address which I 

gave after their death, in the Sunday- 

school where they were once lads, 
and which may further. enforce and 
illustrate the lesson I would teach. 

When the greatest of all teachers 
was on the earth, a rich young man 
came to him. He was concerned 

about his soul. He drew nigh at 
the time when Jesus spake the 
gracious words, “Suffer the little 
children, and forbid them not, to 
come unto Me.” As he listened, per- 
haps he thought, “Surely if He is 
so kind to the little ones, He will not 
refuse to attend to me;” and he 
said, ‘What shall 7 do to inherit 
eternal life?” He did not, like the 
Pharisees, ask a question to tempt 
Jesus, but from a real desire to learn. 
When Jesus spake to him he soon
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showed that he was very ignorant, 
and that he did not know his own 
heart. ‘“ What lack I yet?” he 
asked, thinking of his own goodness. 

Our Lord, who knew his thoughts, 
and what they were chiefly set upon, 
soon put him to the test. We may 
suppose that he was a kind and 
hopeful young man; for when Jesus 
saw him, He loved him. But to try 
him, and to show the young man his 
true character, He said, “Sell all that 
thou hast, and come, follow Me.” 

If Jesus had told him of some 
way in which he might have followed 
Him, and yet have kept his riches, 

- he would probably have become His 
disciple.. But he could not become 
poor. “What, give up all? Oh, 
how hard to give up what I love so 
much ”—for he was “ very rich.” So 
he went away sorrowful.
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Must we then part with all that 
we have if we would follow Christ ? 

No, God does not call on us for this. 

But He does call on all to give up zz 
heart all for Christ. We must love 

Him, choose Him, above money and 

all that is in this world—all that is 

vain and sinful, and which would 

bind us to the earth. Jesus will not 
have a divided heart. We cannot 

serve Him and dove riches too. How 

sad that many should prefer the 
world and its wealth rather than the 

service of our Saviour ! 

Now let us turn to another rich 

young man, who lived only a few 
years ago. 

A missionary sat in a‘ bamboo 
chair, in the front of a mission house 

inthe East Indies. It was the even- 

ing of the day. The sun’s heat was 
still very great, and not a breeze
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moved the lofty palm trees which 
grew by the wayside. He looked 
faint, weary, and careworn ; for he 

had sat in that chair all the long day, 
teaching the simple truths of the 
Gospel to any who would hear 
them. Some of the Hindoos, as 

they stopped for a moment, only 
laughed at his words, and then 
turned away to mock. Others were 
too proud to listen, and passed along 

on the other side of the road. Be- 
fore this missionary was a small 
table, on which lay his Testament 
and a bundle of tracts. From time 
to time he gave one of the tracts to 
any passing traveller who would re- 
ceive it. Andashe gave it he spoke 
a few words of truth, and then his 

lips moved in prayer that God would 
bless the message to the soul of the 
poor stranger.
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The sun was just going down in 
the sky, and the missionary turned 
to go into his house to rest. At this 
moment there stood before him a 
young native, with a rich turban on 

his head, and wearing a robe of yel- 
low silk. It was plain that he was 
of the Brahmin class, who are the 
highest people of the country, and 
are held sacred, for they alone may 
wear a yellow robe. The noble 
stranger made a low salaam, and 
then sat on a low and matted stool. 

“I have come to tell you,” said 

the young Brahmin, ‘‘that I have 
seen the sin of idol worship, and I 
believe that your religion is the only 
true one.” “And what do you want 
me to do?” asked the missionary. 
“IT wish you to baptise me,” said he, 
“that I may be known as a disciple 
of Christ.”
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He then went on to say that he 
was a rich man, for he had four large 
estates and fifty thousand pounds in 
money ; that among his own people 
he stood in the highest rank, and 
that he had a mother and many 
friends, who loved him. 

The missionary told him to think 
well of what he was about to do; 

“for,” said he, “you have riches, 

honour, and friends, and live like a 

prince, But all you have will be 
torn from you if you profess the 
Christian faith. Then think of what 
is before you.” 
When God the Holy Spirit en- 

lightens the mind and changes the 
heart, a man is willing to give up all 
for the sake of Christ. To know 
and feel the love of Jesus is better 
than houses, and land, and gold. “I 

hear what you say,” said the rich
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young man, “about my rank, my 
property, and my friends; but I put 
the whole in one scale, and I put an 
interest in Christ in the other, and 
they are lighter. than vanity.” 

A few months passed away, and 
the honours and riches of this Hin- 
doo were gone. His mother and 
friends would no longer own him. 
The poorest servants who once fell 
at his feet, as though he were a 
god, now passed him in scorn, and 
were they to have seen him dying 
would not have given him the small- 
est help. He had become a Chris- 
tian: he had given up all for the 
sake of the Gospel; and he was 
without an earthly portion. That 
he might not eat “ the bread of idle- 
ness,” he hired himself to a mer- 
chant as a clerk, with a salary of 
fifty pounds a year, and lived happy
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in his poverty as became a follower 
of Christ. 

Now, let us look to ourselves. 
Which of these two young men are 
we like? What are we willing to 
give up for Christ? The young 
Hindoo gave up four large estates 
and fifty thousand pounds: the young 
Jew clung to his riches. It is true, 
we are not tried as they were; yet 
we are called to give up the ways of 
sin, the follies of the world, and the 
service of Satan. Christ only re- 
quires of us that we should forsake 
what is hurtful and sinful, and which 
ends in misery. He does not ask 
of us anything we truly need; and 
He has told us that for all we now 
give up, from love to Him, He will 
more than make up to us in “ riches 
of grace,” “ the true riches,’—riches 
that are better than wealth.



  

THE Two FARMERS: 
or, WILL you Foraive ? 

Mary and Robert Thorne learned 
a text every morning, and repeated 

it to their mother at breakfast-time. 
Then their mother told them a short 
story, in the hope of fixing the truth 
contained in the text more strongly 
on their minds, 

One Monday morning the text 
was this—“ If thy brother trespass 
against thee, rebuke him; and if he 

repent, forgive him. And if he tres- 
pass against thee seven times in a 
day, and seven times in a day turn
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again to thee, saying, I repent ; thou 
shalt forgive him ” (Luke xvii. 3, 4). 

This long text was said very cor- 
rectly; then Mary Thorne sat on a 
stool, and her brother Robert leaned 
against the table, whilst their mother 
told them the story of Ture Two 

_ FARMERS. 

Rosedale was one of the prettiest 
villages in all the country round. 
The squire’s mansion and park, the 
winding river and its water-lilies, 
the deep wood with its wild flowers, 
the white cottages with their climb- 
ing roses, and the farmhouses and 
daisied meadows, made such a scene 

as is not often to be found. But 
many a fair spot in this world is 
blighted by the folly and sin of those 
who live on it. So it was in my 
native village of Rosedale.
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The lands of two farmers, about 
whom I have now to speak, lay next 
to each other. It might have been 
hoped that as they were close neigh- 
bours they would have been the 
best of friends. But it was not so; 
and this was seen in many ways. 
The cattle of one farmer was allowed 
to break into the fields of the other, 
Farmer Finch’s dog was let loose 
to worry Farmer Jones’s poultry ; 
while the pigeons of the latter were 
too free with the crop of peas in the 
field of the former. Then, too, they 
were opposed to each other in parish 
matters, and were rivals in the 
country market. In short, they did 
all they could to vex and annoy, 
and to bring each other into discom- 
fort and trouble; and we fear that if 
ruin had overtaken one, the other 
would have felt a secret delight in 
his downfall.
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After a time, Farmer Finch was 

brought to feel his state as a sinner, 
and to look to Jesus Christ for 
pardon. How this great change 

came to pass I cannot tell, but I 
know that no sooner had he found 
mercy and peace than he desired 
to be reconciled to his neighbour. 
After many struggles, he went one 
evening, and rapped at the door of 
Farmer Jones’s house, which he had 
not entered for two or three years. 
Not knowing who it was, Farmer 
Jones ‘called on his visitor to enter. 
And enter he did, took a seat, and 

after a pause he thus began, “Friend, 

I feel that I often have done you 
great wrong. I have been very 
much to blame for the manner in 
which I have treated you, and I have 

now just stepped in to own my fault, 
and to ask you to forgive me.” 

2 
2
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Farmer Jones was nota little sur- 
prised, but instead of meeting him 
with kindness, said very gruffly, “I 
always knew you were in the wrong, 
and I long ago made up my mind 
not to be friends with you any more, 
nor to forgive you the injury you 
have done me.” 

“Tam grieved to hear you speak 
in this manner,” said Farmer Finch, 
in a meek tone of voice, “but I 
hope that God, for Christ's sake, 
has forgiven me. We have both 
been moved by a wrong spirit, and 
if we do not forgive one another, 
how shall we meet at the judgment- 
seat of God, before which we shall 
both stand ?” 

Farmer Jones sat very uncomfort- 
ably in his chair; then he rose up 
and walked up and down the room; 
but still he seemed very unwilling
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to be reconciled. He muttered a 
few words about living near “bad 
neighbours,” and that he had “ al- 
ways been ready to serve a friend ; ” 
he however resisted Farmer Finch’s 
kind appeals, so that the latter at 
length left the house filled with grief 
and sorrow. 

But the words of Farmer Finch, 

so gently spoken, at last softened the 
heart of Farmer Jones, though he 
could not quite make out what had 
brought his neighbour to his house, 
“except,” as he said, “I suppose 
it is because he has become a 
Christian.” 

“ How strange it is,” he went on 
to say, “that he should ask me to 
forgive him. I never expected that 
he would stoop to beg pardon of 
me. It isa great thing if his religion 
has made him humble; he was proud 

3%
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enough before. But those words 
he so meekly spoke—‘ We shall 
meet before the judgment-seat — of 
God!’ I cannot get them out of my 
mind. They sound in my ears as 
solemnly as a funeral bell.” 

A few days passed, and he tried 
to turn his mind to other things, but 
he could not. . One evening, how- 

ever, after sitting thoughtfully for 
some time, he sprang from his arm- 
chair, and, taking his hat, hastened 
to the house of his once-hated 
neighbour. 

As he opened the door, the other 
came forth to meet him, and took 
him by the hand in the most friendly 
manner. “I have come to you this 
time,” said the visitor ; “ and though 
I fear we have both been in the 
wrong, I am here to confess that I 
am worse than you: Will you for- 
ive me?”
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“ Forgive you!” cried Farmer 
Finch, and his voice trembled as 

well as his hand; “ forgive you! to 
be sure I will, with all my heart.” 

“ But only to think of the spite I 
have shown,” said Farmer Jones, as 
he drew the cuff of his coat across 
his eye, “and the wrong things I 
have done towards you. I may well 
be ashamed. But you do forgive 
me, do you not ?” 

A firm grasp of the hand showed 
that their enmity was at an end, 
and that they were now firm friends. 

There was a long talk about what 
had passed. Each was ready to 
own his faults, and each tried to 

show how sincere was his sorrow 
for acting so bad a part. Then 

kneeling together, they prayed for 
God's grace to rest upon their souls, 

that, finding pardon for the past
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through faith in the Lord Jesus 
Christ, they might, knowing how 
much they were indebted to mercy, 
be taught to show mercy to each 
other. And as they closed by re- 
peating the Lord’s Prayer, they did 
not fail strictly to mark these 
words—“ Forgive us our sins; for 
we also forgive every one that is 
indebted to us.” 

Mrs. Thorne having finished her 
story, took up the Bible, and read 
to Mary and Robert these texts :— 

“ Rejoice not when thine enemy 
falleth, and let not thine heart be 

glad when he stumbleth. Say not, 

I will do so to him as he hath done 

to me: I will render to the man 

according to his work” (Proverbs 

XXIV. 17, 20). 
‘When ye stand praying, forgive,
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if ye have aught against any : that 
your Father also which; is in heaven 
may forgive you your trespasses ” 
(Mark xi. 25). 

“Be ye kind one to another, 
tender-hearted, forgiving one an- 
other, even as God for Christ’s sake 

hath forgiven you” (Eph. iv. 32). 

 



  

Makinq THE Best of Ir. 

PART I, 

You would have had to goa day’s 
journey and more to find two friends 
so thoroughly unlike as John Spoor 
and Peter Kendall; and yet they 
were friends as fast as fast could be. 

As a rule it will perhaps be found 
that if two men are very close friends, 
whilst they have a great deal in 
common, there are also some things 

in which they are widely different ; 
but the differences between John 
Spoor and Peter Kendall were so 
marked, that everybody who knew 
them wondered at their friendship.



MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 41 

They lived in the same court 

when they were lads. All the boys 

in the neighbourhood liked Spoor, 

and he deserved his popularity, for 

a more cheerful, hearty, good-tem- 
pered fellow never lived. It did 

you good to hear his ringing, merry 

laugh; and nobody ever saw him 

with a cloud on his brow. He could 

“stick up for himself,” if it was 

necessary, and that was pretty well 

understood ; but, somehow or other, 

he scarcely ever had to do so. He 

had the art of getting on so well 

with everybody, that it was the 

rarest thing in the world for him 

to be brought into anything like a 
quarrel. 

Peter Kendall was the very re- 

verse of all this. He was “touchy,” 

and far too ready to think himself 

slighted.
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“There's no getting on with 
him,” said one of their companions 
“ What a way he has,” said another 
“of sticking his elbows into every- 
body’s ribs!” He would have been 
left out of many a game, and out of 
many a fishing and walking party 
on a holiday afternoon, but for 
Spoor, who, whilst in a quiet way 
he remonstrated with him, pleaded 
for him with the others. So he was 
tolerated for the sake of his friend. 

Yet there were some good points 
about him. He was_ thoroughly 
kind at heart, and he was truthful 

and genuine; and Spoor liked him 
on these accounts. He was not 
very happy at home, for his mother 
was dead; his father had married 

again, and his stepmother was. not 
so kind as she might have been; 
and Spoor, who knew all this, was
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the more disposed because of it to 
show him kindness than he might 
otherwise have been. Then, too, 

he saw that Kendall looked up to 
him, and sought his friendship; and 

he found that he could get on very 
well with him—better, in fact, than 

could anybody else of their set. In 
one way Kendall could render some 
return; he was a good deal quicker 
than Spoor about his lessons, and 
many a time he had helped him con- 
siderably. 

They went early to work, and 
they went to the same place. Their 
master was a cabinet-maker, and 

they were now, though about six 

and thirty years of age, journeymen 
in the shop in which they had served 
their apprenticeship. In the case 
of Kendall, however, there was a 

long break ; for when he was about
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five and twenty, work being some- 
what scarce, and other circumstances 
having also arisen which made him 
think a change would be advan- 
tageous, he had soughtand ob tained 
employment in a large town at some 
distance ; but a year before the time 
of which we have now to speak he 
had gone back again to Bolton. His 
wife, who had not enjoyed very good 
health, and who had besides been 
a good deal tried by the sickness of 
several of her children, and by the 
loss of one of them, wished to be 
near her relatives. And Kendall 
himself, who had not made many 
friends in the place to which they 
had gone, was quite willing to re- 
turn, and even desirous to do so. 
Hearing, therefore, from his friend. 

Spoor that there was a vacancy in 
his old shop, he wrote to the master,
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and was once more at work on the 
very bench he had left. 

Meanwhile a great change had 
taken place in the views and cha- 
racter of Spoor. Not that he was 
a bit less frank and cheerful and 
open-hearted than before. He was 
just as well liked by his fellow-work- 
men in the shop as he had been by 
his companions when he was a lad, 
and he had a kind word for every- 
body. The man was in these re- 
spects everything that might have 
been expected from the boy. But 
the great difference was this—he 
had become a true Christian. His 
genial nature had exposed him to 
some danger, and his company had 
been greatly sought by those who 
were fond of a Sunday stroll, and 
of what they called “a friendly 
glass” in the evenings; but one
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Sunday he was induced by a fellow- 
workman, who saw whither things 
were tending, and who was very 
anxious to do him good, to go with 
him to hear a young minister who 
had recently come to the town. 
What he heard that night made a 
deep impression on his heart, and 
he went again and again, till by and 
by his place was never vacant. He 
had never felt himself to be a sinner 
before; but he did so now, and for 
a little time he was very serious and 
downcast. Then it began to be 
whispered in the shop that he was 
becoming religious; and some of 
his old companions mourned bitterly 
that “such a regular good fellow 
should be spoiled in that fashion.” 
But the sunlight soon came back 
again to his spirit, and he was 
brighter than ever.
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“And why should I not be 
happy ?” he replied to one of his 
fellow-workmen who had ventured 

to speak to him on the subject. 
“Thank God, I never was so happy 
in my life. It is true I was down- 
cast for a bit, when I thought what 
a sinner ] had been; but as soon as 

I learned to trust in the Lord 
Jesus, and knew that my sins were 

pardoned, all that passed away. 
Ah, Ned, if you would only try 
it!” 

By God's blessing he persuaded 
his wife—for he was already married 
—to “try it;” and glad he was be- 
yond the power of all words to de- 
scribe, when she too gave her heart 
to the Lord Jesus. It made their 
house a very happy one. Indeed, 

though they had been really very 
comfortable, he sometimes said that
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he hardly felt as if it had been 
thoroughly home till then. 

It was a favourite saying of John’s, 
“Let us make the best of it.” In- 
deed, it became so well known as 

his, that it was often said, jokingly, 
“But, as John Spoor says, ‘ Let us 
make the best of it.’” 

Sometimes he would enlarge on 
this maxim of his, and say, “ There 

are some things so good that we 
can hardly see how they could be 
better; and there are some things 
so bad that we can hardly see any 
‘best’ that can be made out of 
them; but things are very bad in- 
deed when something can’t be done.” 

Already he had had more oppor- 
tunity of putting his principle into 
practice than falls to the lot of men 
who have as yet scarcely reached 
middle life. He had saved a little
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money, and put it into the savings 
bank. It happens very rarely in- 
deed that depositors in savings 
banks sustain any loss—never in 
those which are established by 
government; but it did happen 
that the manager of the savings 
bank in which John had invested 
his money had knavishly applied 
the deposits to his own purposes, 
and there was every reason to 
fear that John’s savings were all 
gone. 

“It’s a great pity, Nellie,” said 
he, when he took the news home to 
his wife; “and, of course, if we had 
known we would not have put it in;, 
but it’s no use crying over spilt milk. 
Let us make the best of it. We 
are young and healthy, and I have 
plenty of work and good wages. 
Maybe God did not see it good 

4
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for us that we should have so much 
beforehand.” 

Things did not turn out so badly 
after all; for some gentlemen, re- 
solving that the deserving poor 
should not lose their savings, sub- 

scribed to make up the deficiency. 
But their greatest trial was this: 

their second child was taken _ ill, 

and for a long time there seemed 
no hope of his recovery. He did 
recover ; but they noticed that their 
medical attendant expressed no glad- 
ness about it; and at length he told 
them candidly he feared that there 
was small prospect for their dear 
little one, save that of hopeless 
weakness of mind. 

“It's a sore trial,” said John, “one 
of the heaviest, I think, that could 

have happened to us. However, 
we must make the best of it.”
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“ Ay, that’s what you always say, 
John,” replied his wife; ‘“ but it’s 

hard to see what best can be made 
out of this.” 

They acted, however, on John’s 
maxim. They devoted themselves 
with special care to their afflicted 
child, got what information they 

could as to the best modes of train- 
ing him, and they were rewarded 
by finding that the wreck was not 

so great as might have been feared. 
After a few years they obtained for 
him admission into an asylum, and 
as the combined result of their own 
training and of that which he re- 

ceived there, though he never re- 
covered his intellect fully, he re- 
covered it in so far as to be able 
to earn his own livelihood. 

Kendall had not improved much 
during his absence *f:om_ Bolton. 

4*
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He was a steady man, indeed, and 

he never spent his evenings in the 

public-house, but he was very prone 

to be discontented and to take 

gloomy views of things. He looked 
much more at the blackness of the 

* cloud, when any trouble befell him, 

than at the bright fringe which told 
of the silver lining which was on 

the other side of it. If he had ever 
heard of the old proverb, “ Always 
take things by the smooth handle,” 
he never practised it. Indeed, one 
reason which weighed strongly with 
him in returning to Bolton was, that 
he had become involved in misun- 
derstandings more or less serious 
with several of his fellow-workmen 
in the place where he was. 
“We must try to do what we can 

for him,” said Spoor to his wife, who, 
with a sharp-witted woman’s insight,
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had soon found out what sort of a 
man Kendall was. “He always 
had a queerish temper; and he has 
not improved much whilst he has 
been away. But if only the Lord 
would change his heart, I believe he 

would brighten up wonderfully.” 
There was an old foreman placed 

over the men in the shop, a clever 
workman, most kindly devoted to 
his master’s interests, and wishful 

also to do everything that was right 
to the men, but resolute, even to a 

fault, in having everything done in 
the precise way which he thought 
the best. He had, besides, a keen, 

biting way of speaking to anyone 
who crossed him, which was the 

harder to bear because what he said 
was said so quietly, and in so few 

words, as almost entirely to prevent 

reply. These were both things 

e
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under which a man of Kendall’s 

temper was especially likely to 
chafe. 

It so happened that a piece of 
work which required more than 
usual delicacy and skill was en- 
trusted to Kendall by the foreman, 
with directions as to the way in 
which it should be done. As he 
proceeded, he thought that it would 
be a great improvement on the 
plan which had been laid down if 
he made a certain deviation from 
it; and instead of mentioning it to 
the foreman beforehand, he carried 

out his idea without consulting him. 
When the work was completed, he 
presented it with something like a 
feeling of pride, assured that it 
would be approved and _ praised. 
Not so, however. It was certainly 

an improvement ; but the foreman,
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whowas both jealous of his authority 
and a little old-fashioned -in his 
notions, looked at the work for a 

minute or two, and then said,— 

“Htumph! and so you’ve been 

trying some of your Liverpool 
fancies, have you ? Clever, I dare 
say; but the rule of this shop is, 
that we do things as we are ordered. 
I don’t think I can pass it.” 

Kendall coloured; his’ counte- 

nance fell, and he was just about to 

make a reply which would have 
broken the peace between himself 
and the foreman for ever, when, 

glancing aside, he caught a view of 
Spoor, who gave him a warning 
look, which he rightly interpreted 
to mean that he had better be 
silent. He had the good sense to 
take the hint, and, without saying a 
word, he returned to his bench.
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“T'll tell you what,” he said, when 
Spoor and he left the shop, “I can’t 
stand old Robinson, It’s vexing 
enough to be found fault with about 
the work, but that sarcastic way of 

his is unbearable. He and I will 
have a row some day.” 
“Anda great deal of good that 

will do, Peter. Now, just think a 

bit. There’s no use quarrelling 
with one’s bread and butter. He's 
queer enough; but it’s his nature, 
and we must make the best of him. 
One will find something to try one’s 
patience anywhere. You had some 
odd tempers at Murdoch’s, in Liver- 
pool, had you not ?” 

After a good deal of talk, Spoor 
succeeded in obtaining a promise 
from Kendall that he would do his 
best to keep his temper with Robin- 
son. Perhaps it helped him to do
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so, for when the foreman came to 

look at the work he had the frank- 
ness to confess that after all it was 
an improvement on the plan laid 

down. “Only,” he said, rather 
egruffly, “let us know beforehand 

when you're going to make any 
change; they may not always be 
improvements.” 

PART IT. 

Things went on much as usual for 
about a twelvemonth, when one 

morning, on going to work, the men 

were startled by being told that the 
master had died suddenly. He had 
left no will, and his property had to 
be divided amongst some relatives 
who were not on very good terms 

with one another. All, therefore, 

that could be done for the present
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was to finish what work was in 
hand, and to close the shop. The 
men, therefore, were thrown out of 
employment. It was most likely, 
however, that the business would be 

disposed of, and then there was 
every reason to believe that they 
would resume their work. 

Kendall was depressed and fret- 
ful. He lounged about the house, 
doing nothing; and now and then 
he strolled out, but he returned 
from his strolls in no more cheerful 
temper. He had been a fool, he 
said, to go back to Bolton. But, 
somehow, things were always going 
wrong with them. He scarcely 
knew why ; it was no fault of his. 

His wife pointed out, very sen- 
sibly, that they could not have 
foreseen what had happened; that 
such an event might have occurred
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to any master; and that they were 
neither on the parish nor running 
into debt. It was not very pleasant 
to encroach on their savings; but 
they had no alternative, and they 
might be thankful they had them to 
fly to. 

All this was undeniable: still 
Kendall's discontent remained. 

“Just walk down to Spoor’s,” 
said Mrs. Kendall, “and see if he 

has heard anything.” 
She knew that if anybody could 

cheer her husband up it was Spoor. 
“T think I will,” said Kendall. 

So, rising, he put on his hat and 
went out. 

As he drew near to his friend’s 
house, he heard his voice singing 
cheerfully, and with as much vigour 

as a man at his work could put into 
his song—
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“Then let our songs abound, 

And every tear be dry; 
We're marching through Immanuel’s ground 

To fairer worlds on high.” 

He knocked, opened the door, 

and walked in. There was Spoor, 
with his sleeves rolled up and 
hammer in hand, hard at work; 

whilst in ‘a corner was one of the 
younger children, rendering what he 
thought very valuable help. 

Spoor’s cheerfulness was infec- 
tious, and Kendall felt that it in 

some degree brightened his own 
heart. ; 

“ Busy, seemingly,” said Kendall. 
“Oh, ay,” replied Spoor. “It’s 

a bad job to be out of work, but one 
may as well make the best of it. 
Better work for nothing than be 
idle for nothing. Missis has long. 
been wanting me to make her a
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little chest of drawers and a table, 

and to mend up some broken things ; 
but we’ve been so busy for a long 
while that I never seemed as though 
I could find time. Idare say she 
thinks it not such a bad thing that 
I'm out of work a bit. It won’t pay 
to work long for her,” glancing, as 

he said this, very significantly at 
his wife; “but when this is done, 

maybe I shall find a job that will 
pay better.” 

Kendall sat and talked awhile; 
but he felt that Spoor’s cheerful 
activity at once quickened and re- 
proved him, and rising, he went 

home, and to his wife’s great sur- 
prise set vigorously to work on 
something which she had_ long 
wanted to have done, but longed 
in vain. The house was a hundred- 
fold happier.
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Ere long the shop was regpened, 
and Spoor and Kendall both found 
employment again. Robinson, who 
had saved a little money, after a 
time gave up work, and Spoor be- 
came the foreman in his stead. 

Time rolled on. Spoor had per- 
suaded Kendall to go with him 
regularly to the place of worship 
which he attended, and he had 
reason to think that he felt deeply 
sometimes ; but as yet there was no 
decided change. Something else 
seemed needful, and by and by it 
came. 

Kendall, never very strong, 

caught, one winter, a severe cold; 
and at the same time, aggravated 

by that, an old complaint returned 
which rendered needful long rest 
and very careful treatment. From 
what has been seen of him, no one
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will be surprised to hear that he 
was, especially at first, sadly down- 
cast. Indeed, in his depression, he 
sometimes thought he would never 
be able to work any more, and he 
indulged some hard and rebellious 
thoughts against God. 

“ Now, my man,” said Spoor, as 

once, when he had looked in upon 
him, Kendall spoke very gloomily, 
and turned his face away that his 
friend might not see his quivering 
lip and the tear that stood in the 
corner of his eye—“ now, my man, 

this kind of thing will never do. 
Keep up your heart, and——” 

“Yes, I know,” said the poor ‘ 

man, with a rueful sort of smile, 

“and make the best of it. Soon 
said, John; but- it’s rather a dark 

look-out, and I can’t see much hope 
of anything brighter.”
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“Don't talk that way, Peter,” 

replied his friend; “think of your 

mercies. How much worse things 

might have been! You have every 

reason to hope that, with care, you 

will come round again, and be able 

to do your work as well as ever; 
and it shall lack no effort of mine 

to keep your bench for you. Then 
you've your club money, and you've 
something in the savings bank ; and 

if all comes to all, and you need 
further help, well, we'll try to help 
you.” 

“It's very good of you,” replied 
the afflicted man, “and I dare say 

I do sometimes get flatter than I 
need.” 

“No doubt,” replied Spoor. ‘ But, 
Peter, there’s a better thing now to 
be done than to look at the brightest 
side so faras health and the things
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of this life are concerned. Don’t 
you think God is dealing with you 
in this trial to bring you to trust 
and love Him? You have heard a 
great deal about Him, and I know 

you have felt what you have heard ; 
but have you believed with your 
whole heart in the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and found His salvation ?” 

“T hardly think I have, John,” 
he replied. 

“Then take my word for it, 
Peter, you'll make the very best of 
this trouble of yours, if you see 
God’s hand in it, and hear God’s 

voice in it, calling you to repent of 
all your sins, and to believe in 

Jesus. I am certain, if you do that, 

you will say ever after that the best 
thing that ever happened to you was 

that you were laid aside in this way 

from your work, and shut up in 

5
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your sick-chamber to read your 
Bible and pray.” 

Many other conversations fol- 
lowed on the subject. Spoor asked 
their minister to go and see Kendall, 
and lent him books likely to interest 
him, and especially to point out to 
him clearly the way of life. The 
issue of all was, that through God’s 

Holy Spirit and blessing Kendall 
left his sick-chamber an altered 
man—in one word, a sincere  be- 

liever in Christ. 
The influence of his new-found 

faith was seen in his altered views 
of life. He will never be the 
hearty, cheerful man that Spoor is. 

That is scarcely in his nature.” But 
since he learned to call God his 
Father, and to trust Him, and to 

believe that all things happen to 
him as the Lord wills, he finds
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that he can pass by many things 
very lightly which once would have 
troubled him greatly. He is alto- 
gether a happier man, and all about 
him are happier too. 

One thing he has learned about 
his friend Spoor. He thought that 
his constant cheerfulness was alto- 
gether natural; he now sees that, 

though in part it is so, it springs 
far more from his faith in God, 

 



  

HARRY HARDHEART 

AND HIS DOG “DRIVER.” 

“Trt dog isa faithful creature. If 
everybody knew his good qualities, 
everybody, we think, would be kind 

to him. He delights in our com- 
pany, andalways tries to do his best 
to please us. He obeys our voice, 
follows us in our walks, guards our 
homes, and often has saved the life 

of his master. 
See how he frisks about us to show 

his joy, and licks our hand when we 
feed him. He comes jumping at 
our call, and spreading out his paws,
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he looks up in our face, and seems 

to say, “ Well, here Iam; what do 

you want with me? If there is any- 
thing I can do for you, I will do it 
in a minute.” 

Some men and boys teach dogs to 
fight one another, or to worry the 
chickens and the cat, or to bark and 

fly-at people as they pass along the 
road, and in this way to spoil the 

temper of the animals. Such con- 
duct is cruel and sinful. 

There have been many accounts 

written of the good service of the 

dog; and we will add another. The 
more we hear to his credit, the more 

shall we value him, and we shall be 

the less likely to use him ill. 
The story we are now going to 

give isabout a boy whom we will 
call Harry Hardheart. 

Harry’s father is a poor man, and



7O HARRY HARDHEART, 

sells turf, wood, and other things in 

the streets. He keepsa donkey, to 
draw his little cart in which the 
goods are carried. This poor animal 
leads a sad life: it works hard, is 

badly fed, and has plenty of kicks 
and blows. 

But it is about the way in which 
the dog Driver was treated that we 
are now to tell you. A large brown 
and white dog is Driver; he has fine 
long ears and a noble bushy-tail. 
He is kept to guard the cart by day, 
and to watch the shed where the 
wood and turf are placed at night. 
When Harry was about fourteen 

years old he was a rough and rude 
boy. He had never been kept at 
school long together; and as he was 
left to do as he pleased, he was 
known in the street where he lived 
as a dirty and ignorant little fellow.
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His companions were boys as bad 
as himself, who were always getting 
him into trouble and disgrace. 

It was so that the dog Driver was 
the innocent means of leading 
Harry's father to find him out in 
some of his sly tricks, and for which 

he was well punished. Harry was 
very angry, and afterwards showed 
his spite against the dog. Poor 
Driver was not to blame; but it was 
the wicked heart of the boy that led 
him to show anger and revenge. 

A river runs near the cottage of 
Harry’s father, and the dog often 
went there to wash himself. One 
day as he lay on the bank, drying 
his shaggy coat in the bright sun- 
shine, Harry came to the same place. 
Driver sprang towards his young 
master, wagging his tail with delight, 
and began to romp around him.
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Instead of treating him kindly, the 
cruel thought came into Harry’s 
mind, that if he were to drown 

Driver he should not be found out 
again in his wicked doings. So 
coaxing the dog into his arms, he 
managed to tie his fore-legs, and 
then, we are sorry to say, threw him 
into the deep part of the stream. 

Driver sank, but in a moment 
came to the surface. As he struggled 
hard, the string that bound him 

slipped off, and gaining the full use 
of his legs, he was soon on the shore. 
It seemed as if he knewand felt the 
cruel conduct of Harry, for he did 
not run to him again; but making 
the best of his way home, he got into 
the shed, and, panting for breath, 

lay down quietly on some straw in 
a corner. 

A few. days passed away, and
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Harry was again at his mischief. 
There is a place on the river called 
the Ferry. Here is kept a boat, 
which belongs toa man who gains a 
living by rowing people across the 
water. One evening, Harry, with 
one of his ‘bad companions named 
Ned Jones, crept down to the spot, 
and getting into the boat, they pushed 
into the middle of the stream. The 
current was strong, and they did not 
know how to manage the boat. In 
vain they tried to row; they soon 
found themselves drifting along to- 
wards a part of the river, which is 
said to be very deep and dangerous. 

They were now sadly alarmed; 
each of the boys thought that he 
knew best how to take the boat to 
the shore, and struggled to have his 
own way. In the scuffle the boat 
tilted on one side, and then upset,
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casting the boys into the water. Ned 
Jones could swim, and got safely to 
the shore. He, however, did not 
think about or care for Harry, but 
ran home, leaving him in the midst 
of the stream, which bore him rapidly 
along. Harry held up his hands, 
and screamed for help; but there 
was, at that moment, no person near 
that part of the river. 

Was there no one to save the 
wicked drowning boy ? Must he be 
cut off in his sins? Yes, there was 
help at hand. Who was the de- 
liverer? It was Driver. He had 
heard Harry’s cries, and rushing to 
the spot, plunged into the river. It 
was as if he knew all about it; for, 
in an instant, he caught the collar of 
Harry’s coat, and with a few strong 
pulls he brought the boy out of the 
strength of the current, to the side
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where the waters were shallow and 

still, Harry now caught hold of the 
branch of a tree .that hung over the 
stream, and with the help of Driver 

crawled to land. Thus was he saved 

from drowning by the dog whose 
life, only a few days before, he had 
tried to take away. 

By the time the bad boy had got 
home, his aunt, who lived near his 

father’s cottage, heard of what had 

taken place, and also about his cruel 
conduct to Driver. As she had been 

like a mother to him (for his own 
mother was dead), she hurried at 
once to the house. She was a wise, 

pious woman, and had often told 
him of his evil conduct, and tried to 

lead him to the love of what was 
right and good. You may be sure 

she did so at this time. 

“ Harry,” said she, as she sat by
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his bedside, “I am sorry to hear 
what you have been doing. You sec 
what has come of your bad and cruel 
ways. I do love to see young people 
kind to animals, for where they are 
not so, it shows that they are either 
very unfeeling or very thoughtless. 
God has given us power over them, 
but we ought to use our power for 
their good, and not to their injury. 
The man or child who is cruel sinks 
lower than the brute. He casts 
away the reason God has given him, 
and wickedly stirs up the passions of 
the animals he should rule and guide 
in kindness and love. He who gave 
you feeling, gave it to dogs also; 
and as you would not like to be 
made to suffer, you should not in- 
flict pain upon others. You may be 
sure that the great Creator is angry 
with us when we cause pain to the
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creatures He has made. It is 
written, ‘He shall have judgment 
without mercy, that hath showed no 
mercy.’* I think, Harry, you have 
learned a lesson to-day that you 
should never forget. Driver has 
taught you how to return good for 
evil. In your anger you would 
have drowned the poor faithful dog; 
he has in return saved your life.” 

“T am very sorry, aunt,” said 

Harry. “I hope God will forgive 
me.” 

“Yes, I hope He will; for Heisa 
merciful God. You might have been 
cut off in your sins, but in His pity 

He sent Driver to snatch you from 
death. You must.seek for pardon 
for the sake of Christ, for it is His 
precious blood that cleanses us from 
sin. I have often told you how He 

* James il. 13,
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lived in this world, and how He died 
on the cross for sinners. If you be- 
lieve in Him with all your heart, and 
seek the grace of His Holy Spirit, 
then I shall see you a pious and kind 
boy. Having found mercy yourself 
your conduct will be merciful and 
loving to all.” 

That is all we have to tell about 
Harry just now. Let us hope that 
he will become all that his kind 
aunt wished him to be. 

 



  

SPEAK Kinp Woros. 

Have you any little sisters or 
brothers? Do you love them ? 
Then take care never to speak an 
unkind word to them. If you should 
do so, you may be sorry for it when 
they are laid in the grave, as you 
may learn from a little story we will 
now tell you. 

Ellen and Jane were sisters. 
They lived in a nice house which 
had a long garden to it, like those 
of other houses near. 

Ellen was ten years old, and Jane 

five. Ellen loved Jane, and in most 
things set her a good example. The
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eldest child in a family should be a 
pattern to all the rest. 

Ellen was a busy little girl, and 
tried to help her mother in many 
ways. There were little things she 
could do which saved her mother’s 
time. She could use her needle 
very nicely, and could be trusted to 
go to the shops. She used to rock 
her baby-brother to sleep in the 
cradle, and nurse and kiss him when 

he cried. Then she could read and 
write, and learn her lessons quite 
well. Some people said she was a 
clever little girl. 
We think Ellen wished to be a 

good and kind girl; but she had one 
fault. She often spoke in a hasty 
way, and used words that were not 
kind or proper. Her mother had 
often spoken to her about this bad 
habit ; but she was no better for all 

that was said to her.
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One day Ellen went to play in 
the garden by herself. Her sister 
Jane was ill, and was lying on a 
pillow in the front room. As Ellen 
was at play, a lady in the next 
garden gave her a large rosy apple. 
She ran with it into the house, 

and with much joy called out, 
“ Look, Jane, what a nice red apple 
I have got! Did you ever see such 
a fine one ?” 

Jane turned slowly on her pillow, 
and held out her little hands, and 
said, “ Please let me have it, Ellen. 

My lips are so dry, I should so like 
a bit of it.” 

Now Ellen knew that her little 
sister was too ill to go into the 
garden to get an apple from the 
lady. She might have given her 
the one she had, with a loving smile. 
But she spoke in haste. Ina sharp 

6
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way she made this “unkind reply: 
“No, I want it myself. I will keep 
it till my cousins come to play with 
me.” As soon as she had said these 
words, she felt as if she had spoken 
what was unkind. But still she kept 
the apple to herself. 

Little Jane turned with a sad look 
away, and tears fell fast on the 
pillow. 

That night the poor child was 
much worse. Her mother sat by 
the side of her bed till daylight the 
next day. When the doctor came, 
it was soon found that Jane was so 
ill that she would not live long. 

As she lay on her bed, she was 
so gentle and meek that every one 
who saw her could not but love her. 
She often put her little hands up, 
and prayed to God. “I do love 
Jesus,” she said to her mother.
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“Oh, I like to think about those 

kind words, ‘Suffer the little children 

to come unto Me;’ and ‘I love 

them that love Me, and those that 

seek Me early shall find Me.’” 
Her mother knelt by her bedside, 

and cried to God to spare her child; 

but if it were His will that she 
should die, that Jesus, the kind 
Shepherd, would take the dear lamb 
to heaven. 
When Ellen saw the pale face of 

Jane, she was very sad.. How glad 
she would then have been to have 
given her the apple, but it was too 
late, Jane could not then eat any 
of it, nor would it have been good 
for her. 

The next day Jane was not able 
to speak, or see, or hear. Her eyes 

were quite closed, and in a -few 
hours she died. 

6*
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How did Ellen feel now ? “Oh,” 
she said, “if dear Jane could come 
back to life, I would never speak an 
unkind word to her again. I would 
never refuse her anything.” Then 
she kissed the cold face, and sobbed 

aloud. “Oh! if I only knew that 
she forgave me. Oh! dear Jane, I 
know you did love me, but I have 

been very unkind.” 
Ellen’s mother heard her words, 

and saw her tears. She called her 
to come to her, when she said, 
“ My dear child, you now find what 

sorrow we bring on our hearts when 
we do not speak or act kindly. I 
am glad to see you weep, as it 
makes me hope that you are sorry 
for what you did.” 

“Oh! mother,” said Ellen, “I 

wish I could tell dear Jane how 
sorry I am for my unkind words.”
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“That cannot be,” said her 
mother. “She will not return to 
us, but we shall go to her. May 
you from this time learn to speak 
only words of truth and love. Pray 
to God to give you the Holy Spirit, 
that you may be like Jesus, who was 

‘meek and lowly in heart.’ Andas 
you say you are sorry for what you 
have said and done, may you through 
faith in Him find mercy.” 

Ellen lived to be an old woman, 

but she often thought of her little 
sister and the apple, and of the 
lesson she was once taught, to be 
kind and gentle to all. 

 



  

THe Litrte Boy’s Faitu, 

Do you know what faith in Jesus 
Christ means? It is to trust in 
Him with all our hearts. It is to 
give our souls to Him to be saved, 

because there is no one else who 
can save us. A little story will 
help to make this plain to you. 

A family lived in a house which 
stood near to a wood. On a dark 
night they went to bed. The wind 
blew among the tall trees, and large 
black clouds passed over the full 
moon. While all were asleep a fire 
broke out in one of the rooms of
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the house. The father soon heard 
the loud cry of “Fire!” At first 
he did not know what it meant; 

but the cry was louder and louder. 
And soon there were many people, 
who cried, ‘ Your house is on fire, 

get up, and come down.” Then 
they knocked hard at the door. 
The father now sprang from his 
bed, and great was his alarm when 
he found his own house in flames. 
He ran again to his room and 
awoke his wife. Then he took the 
babe, and they got out at the back- 
door. His eldest little boy, about 
ten years old, was in another part of 
the house, near to the room where 

the maid slept. 
The father cried, “ Oh, what shall 

I do to save my poor boy?” He 
did not care about his goods; his 
dear son was all he thought about.
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He made his way to that part 
of the house, and met the maid 

flying from the flames. ‘“ Where is 
Charles?” cried the father. “He 
is in his room,” said the girl. In 
her alarm she had come away and 
forgotten to bring the child with 
her. And now the stairs were in 
flames. 

The wind blew on the fire, and 
made it burn wildly. The doors 
and the roof were all red and burn- 
ing. In a short time poor Charles 
was seen at one of the windows. 
“Oh, father, dear father!” he cried, 

“how shall I get out?” He could 
be seen by the fire in the room, but 
the thick black smoke kept him 

from seeing the people below. But 
he heard their voices, and he cried, 

“Oh, save me!” 

“Here I am, my son,” said the
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father, and he held out his arms for 
Charles to jump into them. “Here 
Iam; don’t fear. Drop down and 
I will be sure to catch you.” 

Charles crept out of the window, 
but hung fast by it. He knew it 
was very high from the ground, and 
he was afraid to let go. 

“ Drop down, my dear boy,” cried 
the father. 

“Oh, I can’t see you, my dear, 
dear father !” 

“But Iam here. You can trust 
me; I will save you.” 

“T am afraid, father, I shall fall.” 

“ Let go, and don’t fear,” cried the 

people; “your father will be sure to 
catch you.” 

And now Charles felt the flames. 
He was certain that if he hung 
there he should be burnt. He 
knew that his father was strong,
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that he loved him, and that he was 
waiting to save him. Then he 
drew in his breath, let go his hold, 
and in a moment he was in his 
father’s arms. Charles was saved 
from the fire, and there was great 
joy among all the people who saw 
the sight. 

As you read this true story, did 
you not see how great was the dan- 
ger of little Charles? There was 

only one way for him to be saved 
from the fire. He could not see 

his father, but he heard his voice. 

He knew that his father loved him, 

and wished to save him. Then he 

felt quite sure that his father would 

save him. So he fell into his arms 

and, was saved. 

Do you not know that every child 

is in danger of being lost for ever? 
It is the loss of both soul and body.
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And why? Sin has brought us into 
danger. How glad we should be 
that there is a way made known to 
us in the Bible in which we can be 
saved! Jesus saw our sad state and 
He “came into the world to seek 
and to save that which was lost.” 
And to save us He died on the 
cross. But now He is in heaven. 
Though we cannot see Him He 
sees us. And in His holy Word He 
says that He is able and willing to 
save all who go to Him by faith, 
It is as if His arms were wide open, 

as the arms of the father were when 
Charles fell into them. He tells us 
to come to Him and be happy. He 
waits tosave us. He speaks to you 
now: will you not hear His voice, 
and trust and love Him ? 

A little girl was once asked why 
she loved the Bible. She said,
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“Because it tells me that Jesus 
Christ died to save sinners.” 

“But what makes you think that 
He will save you?” 

The little girl then said: “ Be- 
cause Jesus Christ took children in 
His arms and blessed them, and 
said, ‘Suffer little children and for- 
bid them not, to come unto Me; for 

of such is the kingdom of heaven.’” 
Was not this girl quite right ? 

 



  

THE One THING. 

In the village of Bethany, about 
two miles from Jerusalem, dwelt 
a family which Jesus loved. One 
day, when he paid them a visit, 
one of them, Mary, sat at His feet, 

and listened to His words, while 

her sister, Martha, was very busy 
about house matters, and in pro- 

viding a suitable repast for their 
visitor; and because Mary did not 
show the same anxiety, she came to 
Christ, and said, “Lord, dost not 

Thou care that my sister hath left 
me to serve alone? bid her there-
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fore that she help me.” “And very 
right, too—why should she do all 
the work?” perhaps some of you 
may think. But pause a moment; 
hear the reply Jesus made to her 
request: “‘ Martha, Martha, thou 
art careful and troubled about many 
things; but one thing is needful ; 

and Mary hath chosen that good 
part which shall not be taken away 
from her.” 

“One thing.” What can that 
be? Is it riches? People do not 
become better, wiser, or happier 
for being rich. In fact, the reverse 

is often the case. “The abund- 
ance of riches will not suffer their 
possessor to sleep, and he that in- 
creaseth goods increaseth sorrow.” 

Is ithonour? Great names and 
titles do not confer wisdom or hap- 
piness. “Better be a poor and
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wise child, than an old and foolish 

king.” 
Is it sinful pleasure ? No; “He 

that loveth such pleasure shall be a 
poor man.” Solomon tried it, and 
he found it “vanity and vexation of 
spirit.” 

The “one thing needful” is true 
piety. But why is it called the 
one thing? Because it is of the 
first importance. It is the duty of 
everybody to “seek first the king- 
dom of God, and His righteousness.” 
Though we possess everything be- 
sides, we cannot be happy without 
religion. True religion is the only 
thing which will prepare us for 
death and judgment. “ Godliness 
is profitable unto all things, having 
promise of the life that now is, and 
of that which is to come.” 

The proper place for every child
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is tosit at the feet of Jesus. In the 
East, scholars sit at the feet of their 

tutors. When, therefore, we say 
that you should sit at the feet of 
Christ, we mean that you should be 
His disciples or scholars. He in- 
vites you to come to Him. You 
should come to Him as_ your 
Teacher. “Learnsof Me,” says He; 

“for I am meek and lowly in heart.” 
He is meek, and pities the ignorant ; 

He is lowly, and stoops to the 
meanest ‘capacities. What He 
teaches, all may understand. <A 
good man has said, “So long as 
you look after other things besides 
Christ, you lose Him.” 

UNWIN BROTHERS, PRINTERS, CHILWORTH AND LONDON.
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Neatly bound, and, with few exceptions, illustrated 

with Engravings. Nearly all are to be had at 

TWO SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE, extra 

boards, gilt edges. 

The following are by the Author of ‘‘JEssica’s 
First PRAYER.” Fcap. 8vo, Engravings, 

Enoch Roden’s Training. 
Designed to rebuke a presumptuous confidence 
in Providence, rectify the mistakes of an unen- 
lightened mind, and encourage trustfulness in 
the ways and word of God, 

Fern’s Hollow. 

A story of humble life, illustrating the power of 
faith in seasons of disappointment and loss, and 
the watchful care of God’s providence over those 
who fear him. The characters are sketched ina 
natural and vigorous manner. 

Pilgrim Street. 
It describes the homely life, the joys and sorrows, 
of a poor Manchester family ; and in the rescue 
from the streets, and from a life of vice and crime, 
of two outcast lads, shows how much good even 
the humblest may effect.
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The Children of Cloverley. 
An interesting story, enforcing submission to God 
in all his ways, and obedience to his will from 
Christian principle. 

The Fishers of Derby Haven. 
A tale, whose scene of action is in the Isle of 
Man; it tells of the adventures and perils of 
fishermen, their habits of life, and is intended 
to illustrate the importance in the young main- 
taining a strict adherence to principle, and to 
consecrate their youth to Christ. 

  

THE FOLLOWING ARE PRINTED IN SMALL ROYAL 

OR 18MO, ILLUSTRATED WITH ENGRAVINGS. 

Abel Grey. 
The history of a poor lad, led by the providence 
of God to associate with an aged Christian, and 
who was brought to a saving knowledge of the 
truth. 

Dora Hamilton; or, Sunshine and 
Shade, 
A tale of a merchant and his family who are re- 
duced from wealth to poverty. Their trials and 
sorrows, and the triumph of faith, 

Flistorical Tales for Young Protestants. 
From the ample records of church history these 
stories, connected with the rise and progress 
of scriptural Protestantism, have been selected. 
It is sought to fortify the minds of the young 
against soul-destroying error, and of establishing 
them in those doctrines in the defence of which 
their forefathers suffered.
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Helen Maurice; or, the Daughter at 
flome. 
Portraying the affectionate solicitude and self- 
denying efforts of a daughter in sustaining a 
widowed mother. 

Life's Battle Lost and Won, or, Robert 
Foy’s Victory. 
Tracing the career of a lad, easily led astray by 
evil companions, till at length he is arrested by 
the providence of God, and led to true repen- 
tance. - 

Lilian’s Talks with Mamma. 
Conversations between a mother and child about 
the Sun, Moon, and Stars. Tinted plates, 

Little Ben Hadden. 
By W. H. Kincston. 

Adventures of a young sailor, who starts in life 
with the motto, ‘‘Do right, whatever comes of it.” 

Little Serena in a Strange Land. 
Story of the Canadian life of a child who passes 
through many vicissitudes in the ‘‘ strange land.” 

Ludovic ; or, the Boy’s Victory. 
Displaying the inner life of a large school, by one 
who is thoroughly familiar with their habits of 
thought, their codes of honour, their perplexities, 
and their ambitions. 

May Coverley, the Young Dressmaker. 
A tale of a young girl who enters on life asa 
dressmaker’s apprentice, with the temptations of 
her situation, and the influence of true piety in 
overpowering them, 

“i
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Nature's Wonders ; or, God’s Care and 
Mans Wants. 
Facts and illustrations of nature’s sounds, na- 
ture’s variety, nature’s stores, nature’s elegance, 
nature’s colours, etc. 

Necessity and Contrivance. 
The barbarism and civilisation, articles of diet 
and means of shelter, clothing, fuel, furniture, 
weapons of war and tools of peace, literature, 
fine arts, etc., of various lands, in different ages 
of the world. 

Queen's, May; or, Stories for Village 
Girls. 
Each story aims to point out a speciaJ danger 
to which such young persons are liable, in regard 
to both worldly and spiritual prosperity. 

The Orphans of Glen Elder. 
Narrating the history of two orphan children, 
who are taken charge of by an aunt, and removed 
by her from a garret to her cottage in Glen Elder. 

The Two Little Bruces. 
Pointing out some of the faults and foibles of 
every-day family life, and how they may be 
avoided. 

Village Science. 
Popular descriptions of the theory of sound, the 
principles of optics, the laws of motion, nature’s 
geometry and chemistry, etc. 

Walks with Mamma. 
In the form of conversations between a mother 
and a child, in their daily rambles, a variety of 
information is given in natural history.
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BOOKS at ONE SHILLING 

AND SIXPENCE. 

They may be also had, with but few exceptions, in 

extra boards, gilt edges, at TWO SHILLINGS, 

They are generally illustrated with Engravings, 

and printed in small reyal or 18mo. 

A Book about Pictures. 
This book describes the process from rude picture 
writing to the hieroglyphics of Egypt and the 
letters of the alphabet, to seals, coins, and medals ; 
and from these topics to a greater variety of in- 
teresting facts relating to pictures. 

Alone tx London. 
By the Author of “ Jessica’s First Prayer.” 

Story of a poor boy, without friends in London, 
who becomes an inmate of a children’s hospital. 

Bertie's Birthday Present; or, Patience 
Rewarded. 
Illustrating the nature and value of faith and 
patience. 

Withe Smith's Money Box. 
“‘A well-told story of persevering industry,— 
a book to inspire little lads in our schools with 
a healthy ambition to rise.” —Record.
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Child’s Book of Poetry. 
Original and Selected. 

Simple, entertaining, descriptive, and sacred. 

  

Cicely Brown's Trials. 
By Mrs. PRosSER. 

Showing how she got into them; how she got 
out of them ; and what they did for her. 

City Cousins, 
Teaching the young disciple how to discharge 
the difficult duty of being ‘‘not of the world,” 
while in the midst of the temptations of the pre- 
sent life. 

Columbus and his Times. 
It faithfully exhibits the skill and perseverance 
of Columbus. 

Down in a Mine; or, Buried Alive. 
The first part is a narrative of some men who 
were imprisoned for five days by the falling in 
of a portion of the works. ‘The second part is a 
graphic and touching record of the fearful accident 
at the Hartley Colliery. 

English Peasant Girl. 
The volume shows how an English peasant child 
may be useful and happy as a child; and how 
she may gain confidence and respect when she 
grows up to be a young woman. 

frank Netherton ; or, The Talisman. 
The course of a lad, whose conduct is regulated 
by Bible principles, is marked out as leading 
to established piety, happiness, and usefulness.
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fuel for our Fires. 

A description of coal and its uses, coal-pits and 
their dangers, and eminent colliers. 

Eva and Bertie. 

It details the ordinary incidents of a young family 
—their little misunderstandings and wrong-doings, 
and how they are overcome by Christian kind- 
ness. 

Gilbert Gresham. 

The course of a country lad, who came to London 
to seek his fortune, with his rise to wealth and 
position. : 

Golden Mushroom. 

Incidents in the life of an orphan, from child- 
hood to a calm and pious old age, illustrating the 
gracious. providence of God. 

Grandmamma Wise ; or, Visits to Rose 
Cottage. 

Its contents are: Grandmamma and the Roses— 
The Lovely Walk—Patty Parsons and the Plum 
Cake—Waste Not—Very Clever Children—How 
to be Useful—Grandmamma’s Last Words, etc. 
Three Coloured Engravings. 

Sermons for Children. 
By the Rev. E. GARBETT, A.M. 

Containing much valuable instruction conveyed 
in a serious and interesting manner.
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Fosey the Runaway. 
Pointing out to the young the evils connected with 
forming bad companionships. 

Max Kromer. 
A thrilling story of the siege of Strasbourg, by 
the Author of ‘Jessica’s First Prayer.” 

Fohuny M Kay. 
A story of an Irish boy, whose principles were 
brought to the test, and whose integrity was 
rewarded by the patronage and confidence of 
those who knew him, 

Kardoo, the Hindoo Orphan. 
Illustrating the domestic and social life of the 
Hindoos. especially depicting the sorrows of 
native females. 

Louis Michaud. 
Illustrating the effect of religious principle, 
springing from evangelical motives, in the case 
of a French orphan boy, who was the means 
of bringing others from the errors of Romanism. 

Life's Morning. 
Its chief aim is to encourage youthful Christians 
in their Christian life and warfare. 

Lilian. 
The story relates to the days of persecution in 
the reign of Queen Mary. The scenes of suffering 
presented are founded om fact.



The Religious Tract Society. II 

Little George's First Fourney. 
What he said and saw by the way, his letters to 
his mother, his visit to the grandfather’s house, 
the lessons he was there taught, and his return 
home. 

Little Redcap. 
Narrating the adventures of an adopted boy, his 
honesty, industry, and perseverance. 

Little Sea Bird. 
The ‘‘little sea-bird” is the name given to a 
child saved from a wreck, and who, after strange 
adventures, is restored to her parents. 

Little Meg’s Children. 
By he Author of ‘‘Jessica’s First Prayer.” 

The interest of the story lies in the determined 
struggles of a poor girl to keep a dying mother’s 
charge, and to be faithful to her young brother 
and sister. 

Look up; or, Girls and Flowers. 
Pleasing stories, conveying important lessons con- 
nected with flowers. 

Lyntonville ; or, the Irish Boy in Canada. 
The toils, temptations, and adventures of emi- 
grants, with the results of patient labour, are 
exhibited in the framework of a tale which will 
supply some valuable lessons to the young reader, 

My Poetry Book. 
Poetical pieces, lively, descriptive, instructive,
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and religious, well suited for the youngest readers, 
and for committing to memory: Coloured En- 
gravings. 

Patty Bailey ; or, Who knows Best ? 
Pointing out the dangers and temptations of 
young persons in service, particularly those that 
arise from self-will, the love of dress, bad com- 
panions, and the habit of prying. 

Quality Fogg’s Old Ledger. 
By Mrs. PROSSER. 

Inculcating the duties of truthfulness, honesty, 
and industry. 

Stories of School-boys. 
2 vols. First and Second Series. 

The lights and shadows of school-boy life : on the 
one hand, envy, covetousness, extravagance, and 
moral cowardice, are portrayed; so, on the 
brighter side, will be found magnanimity and 
forgiveness, moral courage, and sincere piety. 

Stories for Village Lads. 
Rural life and village characters are described in a 
graphic manner; and morals are drawn which 
are suited to the classes for whom the work is 
designed. 

The Wood Carvers. 
An account of the way in which a fretful, envious, 
and impatient boy became meek, loving, and 
resigned to the will of God.
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Three Months Under the Snow. 
The record of the hopes, fears, resources, and. 
contrivances of a shepherd of the Jura Mountains 
and his grandson, whose hut was covered by a 
succession of snowstorms from November to the 
spring of the succeeding year. 

Tom Tracy of Brier Hill. 
The story of a truthful and honest boy, but of 
high and passionate spirit, who labours to correct 
his faults by the formation, under good . teaching, 
of Christian principles, 

Trades Described. : 
It describes the processes of the builder, brick- 
maker, carpenter, shoemaker, tailor, cabinet-, 
maker, hatter, paper-maker, printer, type- 
founder, ropemaker, watchmaker, etc., etc. 

While they are With Us. 
Illustrating right and kindly conduct, from 
Christian motives, in some difficult circumstances 
of life. 

  

OLD HUMPHREY’S 
WORKS. 

Few writers of works of home life, or for the young, 
have obtained a wider popularity, or have exercised 
a more useful and wholesome influence than OLD 
HumpureyY. He wrote for nearly all classes of per- 
sons, under different assumed names, but chiefly the
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one now mentioned. His papers are varied in subject 
and style, being descriptive and didactic, light-hearted 
and grave, in prose and in verse. Some of his pieces 
are marked by much tenderness of feeling or a racy 
quaintness, others by energy, and all by practical 
wisdom. ‘They are designed to promote the interests 
of peace, temperance, humanity, the cultivation of 
the minor morals of life, and of evangelical piety. In 
sentiment, spirit, and aim they are highly Christian. 

Small royal, 1s. Od. boards; 2s. extra 
boards. 

Old Humphrey’s Addresses. 
a Observations. 
5 Thoughts for the Thoughtful. 
as Country Strolls. 
ee Pithy Papers, 
5 Half-Hours. 
s Friendly Appeals. 
re Calls of Usefulness, 
5 Country Pictures. 

os Learning to Think. 
5 Learning to Feel. 
a Learning to Act. 
ea Learning to Converse. 

Small royal. 1s. boards. 
Old Humphrey’s Present in Prose. 

7 Pleasant Tales. 
=; Tales in Rhyme, for Girls. 
7 Tales in Rhyme, for Boys. 
a Tales for Young Thinkers. ° 
on Lessons worth Learning, Boys. 

if Lessons worth Learning, Girls. 
a3 Country Tales for the Young,, 
5 Budget for Little Girls,
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Old Humphrey’s Aunt Upton. 
5 Alan Grey. 

Footprints of Popery. 
Play Hours. 
Chapters for Children. 

2”? 
” 
9955 

16mo. 2s. 6d. boards. 
Old Humphrey’s Loiterings among the Lakes of 

Westmoreland and Cumberland, 

16mo0. 35. 6d. boards. 
Old Humphrey—The Old Sea Captain. 

Memoir of Old Humphrey; with Glean- 
ings from his Portfolio,in Prose and 
Verse. 

Portrait. 1s. 6d. boards; 2s. extra boards, 
gilt edges; 2s, 6d. half-bd. ; 5s. morocco, 

Steps to the Throne of Grace. 
Prayers and Hymns for the Young. By Mrs, 
BIcKERSTETH-Cook. In large type. 
Square 16mo. 2s. cloth boards. 

Steps to the Throne of Grace. 
Prayers and Hymns for Little Children. By 

Mrs. BICKERSTETH-Cook, Inlarge type. 
Square 16mo. Is, 6d, cloth boards,
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NEW STORY BOOKS. 
NINEPENCE EACH, 

Neatly Printed and Bound, and Illustrated with 
Coloured Frontispieces. 

A Flower from a London Court; and 
other Stories. 
The principal tale is a touching narrative of 
children in a ragged school, showing the in- 
fluence of the love of Christ in the hearts of the 
youngest and lowliest. 

Little Gretchen the Peacemaker. 
Describing the happy results in a family through 
the peace-loving spirit of a young daughter, 

Nobody's Own. 
The story of an outcast boy, who is brought, 
through the Christian teaching of a poor woman, 
to the knowledge of the Saviour. 

Susie Bell. 
Showing the power, in a family group, of a quiet, 
self-denying, and loving temper. 

The Little Acrobat. 
A narrative of a German boy, who is in the 
service of a troupe of travelling gymnasts, his 
adventures, hardships, and subsequent deliverance 
from an evil course of life. 

Uncle Fohn’s Farm. 
An account of a visit of two London children to 
a country farm, with what they saw there ; 
alike interesting and instructive. .


