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B Count the Cost.

{[Thr h the kmdness of an esteemed
ﬁ['l;rx?({(wg present the following lines by
the wel:khown President of the Indiana
University, which have not before been

published.}

Many a tower will stand unfinished,
Pk);nned begun, abandoned, lost—

For the thoughtless, foolish builder,
Fails to count the cost.

Mény an army, proudly marshalled :
: Marches into helpless woe, &
For the boasting, reckless leader
Underrates his foe., .

S;nks beneatb the w ing deep, :
For the watcher in the looko t
Heedless, alls asleep. '

Many & vessel, rxchly flql ht»ed.

“That mxgbt ghine through enlle”
- 3 55 d‘, mn
For the soul bemtched by folly, :
Barters if, away,
s LEMUEL \Ioss, D. D.

Clwutwn Helper. $30.TES

el

To W’hom shall We'give' Thanks

. A little boy had sought the pump

From whence thesparkling water burst,
And drank with eager joy the draught
That kmdl guenched his ragingthirst;
Then, gracefully he touched his cap—
“T tha.nk you, Mr. Pump,” he said,
“TFor this mce drink you've given me!”
('mm little boy had been well bred. )

“ My little ma.n,
You're welegome to what I have done ;
But I am not the one to thank--
1 only help the water run,”
" Oh then,” the little fellow @
(Pohte he always meant to
, “Cold Water, please aceept iy hmh
You have been' very kmd to me.”

“ Ah,” said Cold Water, “don’t thank
me ;
Far up the hillside Iives the spring
That sends me forth with generous hand
To gladden every living thing.”
“I'll thank the spring, then,” said the
boy,
And racefull he bowed his head.
“Oh, don t tha.nk me, my little man,”
The spring with silvery accents said ;

“ Oh, don't thank me—for what am 1
Without the dew and summer rain ?
Without their aid I ne'er could quench

Your thirst my little boy, again.”
“Oh, well, then,” said the little boy,

“I'll gladly thank the rain and dew.”
“ Pray, don’t thank us—without the sun

We could not fill one cup for you.,”

“Then Mr. Sun, ten thousand thanks
For all that you have done for me."”
“Stop ! said the sun, with blushing

face ;
My little fellow, don’t thank me ;
"T'was from the ocean’s mighty stores
I drew the draught I gave to thee.”
“ 0 Ocean, thanks ! then said the boy.
It echoed back, “ Not unto me—

“ Not unto me, but unto Him

Who formed the depths inwhich I lie ;
Go, give thy thanks, my little boy,

To Him who will thy wants supply.”
The boy took off his cap, and said,

In tones so gentle and subdued
“0 God, I thank thee for this gxft.

Thou art the giver of all good ! i

Relintuns.

John Colby’s Conversion.

The year before Mr. Webster died,
in the aptumn of 1851, I was Spendlng
a few weeks with him at his place in

Franklm Ope pleasant morning he
said to me :
%] am going to take a drive up to

Andover, and I want you togo with
me.”

Andover was about ten miles from
his placg in Ffapklin, He added :

“We can start after breakfast, and
it mll take us an l%%ur and 'a. half or
two oun togo e shall only want

n OF, 80, 80d.. we | room couldaee u, Sitti mmowd#w"
m 19 9; dinpeér, | that room wq 3 {
"' : M‘MMQ‘”"'& ’Rb’a- ?
"4‘9 B fodav: X A, m i A yery, com

5 ‘R"\‘

i 843 l‘l ..

'| age. X, ean . recollect, My

is a brother-in-law of mine. Ho
ed my oldest half-sister, and was,
o( goprse, a good many years older
thap,myself—as she was. I have not
seen him for forty-five years, as nearly
_ sister, his
bas been dead many, many years
interest 1 may' have had in

ob C{ol has all dled out; but I
have 1eamcd some particulars abdut his
recebf life that interest me very much,
‘]‘ am gomg tp . see hxm.
yam ing. about him.  When I
wasa lad at home, on the farm, John
Oolby*was a smart, driving, trading,

| sweawing yeoman, money-loving Hiid

. X2 maﬂmvttmg, Iwiiithat ‘rather Tude
peﬂ when {bel‘e ‘were not“many
; dlS“n ions in séelety, ‘Whien' one’ ‘#an’

‘was about_as good as anether, land

| when, Qxere were, wgry few. edu&wd
yery, |

o .mtue man; ol remembem him,
~ Many a life goes out in dar&ness, i o o owith aum't of- “terrot rand

'persons, he..was . eonsidered:.

k ‘e -Gp when

ghtiddér. ' He would’
; w mé  astride

34\ mﬂe felléw, thi

. ar &k, and. send "th
, :hqm”ﬁm ﬂ; ?;hﬁ” The horse,. wouﬁ
opy and: ki hade, tevhold. .on . to . his

mawmfk from being pitched iato
the ri : iwas 'a reckless, wildy
| harum-scarum, dare-deyvil sort of u fel-
[ow. "Well, Johd Colby wmirried my
oldesﬁ If sister, She was a religions
good woman ; but beaux were not plenty
and John Colby was a fine-looking man.
His personal habits were good enomvh
laying aside his recklessness; he was
not' a’' drinking man, he was, as
the  ‘world - goes, 4 thrifty . man:
.| Any of the girls.in. town would of
have ' “married John Colby. i Af-
ter-he married my sister, 1 went away
to college, and lost sight of him: Fi-

a farm ; and the only recollection 1

was called, I think, the wickedest man

and impiety went. I usedto wonder how
my sister could marry so profane a man.

catch.’
ing vacation, and used to hear of him

haps five or six years—my sister died,
and then all the interest that any of us
had in John Colby pretty much ceased.
I believe she left a child—I
daughter—who grew up and was mar-
ried, and also left a child.

“ Now I will give you the reason

John Colby.
persons who know, that,
few years, he

account of his change

known.”

hardly a sign of life noticeable. Mr.

asked where John Colby lived.
“That is John Colby's

running down to the road.

up. Tbedoorm o pen.

) ’ . “.1 "

T will tell.

nally,hewent up to Andover and bought
hm Km after that, is, that he

in the neighborhood, so far as swearing

And still Colby was considered a good | m
I came home from college dur-

occasionally;but after a few years—per-
think a

why I am to-day going up to see this
I bave been told by
within a
has become a con-
vert to the Christian religion, and has
become a constant, praying Christian.
This has given me a very strong de-
sire to have a personal interview with
him, and hear with my own ears the
For humanly
speaking, I should have said that his
was about as hopeless a case for con-
version as I could well conceive. He
will not know me, and I shall not him ;
and I don’t intend to make myself

We drove on, and reached the vill-
age—a little quiet place, one street
running through it, a dew houses scat-
tered along here and there, with a
a country store, a tavern, and a post-
office. As we drove into this quiet,
peaceable little hamlet, at midday, with

Webster accosted a lad in the street,

house,”
said he, pointing to a very comfortable
two story house, with a green lawn
We drove
along towards it, and a little before we
reached it, making our horse secure, we
left the waggou and ‘proceeded to the
heuse on foot. Instead of steps leading to
itthere were littleflagstones laidin front
of the door, and you " could pass right
into the house without having to step
'Iﬁlero wu

no occasion to knock, boeauu. as we
approached the deor, the inmates of the

R SN S S S ca - e b

tle table, or what would perhaps be
called a light-stand, before him. Upon
it was a large, old-fuhlened Scott 8
Family Bible, in very large print, and
of course a heavy volume. | It lay open,
and he had evidently, been reading it
attentively. As we entered, he took
off his speectacles and ' laid; them upon
the page of the hook, and looked up at
us as we approached, Mr. Webster in
front. . He was a man, I should think,
over rix feet in height, and he retained
in 'a wonderful degree his erect and
manly form, although he’ “was - eighty-
five or six yeats'old.  His frame was
thqt of a_once pqwerful ‘athletic man.
His head was covered with very heav_y,
bh.wk, bmby hair, and ii Was white as,
wool; which  added. very.much to the
picturesgueness of his-appuarance. As
Flodked in'at the door;T thought I never
8iw 'd ‘more “striking figure. - 'He'
strafghtened himselt up, Bpt said noth-
ing until just as we apgeared at the’
door, when he greeted ue. with :

% Walk in, gentlemen.”,

He then spoke ‘to his: g‘andcblld to
give' us 'some chdirs,: The meeting |
was L'sdlv 4 little’ awk'ward ‘and he
looked very sharply at usj as much,’ as
to say : * You are l}ere, \t for what I
dow’t kniow: theke known iour buqness
Mr. Webster’s first salutasion was: .

- % Thibk is Mr. t(Delby, Ui‘ ‘Johi Col-
by is'it nOtP"' dedd

““'THat is my n‘ame, sir,” was the
reply. o ’.,,‘ % d

“T1 suppose you don’t, know me ?”
sand M. Webster: .. .uf

¢ No, sir, I don t.]mofv wou; and I
should like o know W you . know
the.”

" “I have seen ydu befoné*Mr Colby,”
replied Mr. Webster.”

% Seen me before!” sajd he; pray,
when and where ?”;
asked Mr. Webster.

** No, sir, not the slightest;" and be
looked by Mr. Webster toward me, as
if tryn to remember if he had seen

r. Webster remarked :

“] thmk you never saw this gentle-
man before ; but you have seen me.”

Colby, put the question again, when
and where?

“ You married my oldest sister,” re-
plied Mr. Webster, calling her by
name. (I think it was Susannah.)

“ 1 married your oldest sister ! ”
claimed Colby ; * who.are you ?”

“I am * little Dan,””” was the reply.

It certainly would be impossible to
describe the expression of wonder, as-
tonishment, and half-incredulity that
came over Colby's face.

* You Daniel Webster,” said he, and
started to rise from his chair. As he
did so, he stammered out some words of
surprise. * Is it possible that this is
the. little black lad that used to ride
the horse to water? Well, I cannot
realize it !” ;

Mr. Webster approached him. They
embraced each other and both wept.

“Is -it possible,” said Mr. Colby,
when the embarrassment of the first
shock of recognition was past, “that
you have come up here to see me ? 1Is
this Daniel? Why, why,”
cannot believe my senses.
down.,
sece you, Daniel ! "1 never expected to
see you again. I don’t know what to
say. I am so glad,” he went on, * that
my life has been spared so that I might
see you. Why Daniel, I .read about
you, and hear about you in all ways ;
sometimes some members of the fawmily
come and tell us about you ; and the
newspapers tell us a great deal about
you, too. Your nanfe seems to be con-
stantly in the newspapers. They say
that you are a great man, that you are
a famous man ; and you can’t tell "how
delighted I am when I hear such things.
But,” Daniel, the time is short—you

ex-

Now sit

vbommw. whxkt-

*“anemmmﬂuﬁwofm?”

said he I |

[ am glad, oh, I am so glad to |

won't  stily here long—I want to ask

ou one im r(ant question.  You'may
L i great :, areé you a qun ?
Are you a Chrm man ou
love, ’PW Jmﬂ’:n Christ ? Tht is
! y zqw that is w ‘*ﬂﬁ F
or answe Are you a Christian
Yu kncm' whae 1 lm'-budb I

Lnowe that
and of Almighty God has come down
and plocked me as a brand from the
everlasting burning. T am here now, a
monument to his grace. Oh, Daniel, 1
would not give what is contained with-
in the covers of this beok for all the
hénors that haye been conferred upon
men from ‘the ereation of the world
until now. For what good would it
do? Tt is ‘all nothing, and ‘less than
nothing, if you are not a 'Christian, if
you @are not repentant. If you  do not
love the Lord Jesus Christ, in sineerity
and truth. «ll your worldly honors will
sink to "utter nothingness. ' Are yon a
¢hristian ?  Do'you love Christ ? You
have not answered me.”

All this was eaid in the most earnest
and ‘evér vehement manner.
"%¢)Johin Colby,” replied Mr. Webster,
“ yo@r have asked me' a ‘very impertant
question; and ove which ‘should not be
answéred lightly. /1 intend td give yon
an 'answer, and- one that ib truthful, or
I won’t give you any. I hope that I 4m
a Christian. I profess'to beoa Chiristian.
But, while I'gay that, T wish to add —.
and I say it with shamé and confusion
of face-Lthat' I am not such a Christian
as' [ wish Lowere. "I have lived in'ithé
world, sorrounded By its honours e
its temptations ; ‘and T am afrdid, John
Colby, 'that T am' not so good a Chris-
tian as 1 ought to be. - T am 'afraid /I
have not your faith ‘and " your' hopés;
Bt still, ' hope and trustthat [ am a

hiristian, and that the ' same ' grace
hak ‘converted you, and made ’you
an hbn“o! salvatidn, will “do ' the ' same
for me.” I trust'it; and ‘T also trust,
John Qolby—and it won!t belorig before
our sumtiions will comé —that 'we shall
meet’ in a better world, and meet thosé

But the Spmt. of Chnstl

WHOLE SERIES,
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“ T should likc, said he, “ t6 know
what the ¢nemies of religion would say
to John Colby’s conversion. There
was a man as unlikely, humanly speak-
ing, to become a Christian as any man
I'evet saw. He was reckless, heedless,
impious ; never attending churvh never
experignced the good ir fluence of asso-
ciating with rtllgl()u» peoples ‘And
here he has been living on in tlra¥ beeks
less way until he has got to be"an ol
man ; until a period of life when you
naturally would not expect his habite
to change ; and yet lie has been brougRe
into the condition in which we have seen
him to-day, a penitent, trusting, humblé
believer. ~ Whatever peoplé' may '#ay;
nothing,” added My. " 'Webster, *can
¢onvince me' that anything’ ghort of" the
grace of Almighty God could mke such
a change as I, with my own eyes, have
witnesséd in tho Tife of Jobn Colby." ™!
When we, got back to I'ranklin m
the evening, we met' John Taylor, at
(he door. Mr. WeBster called out o
nim: Well, John Taylor, miraéles hiap-
pen in these Tatter days as well 48 1n
the days of ‘old.”

“What now, squire ?” asked Joh'd
Taylog. 9% 2 8

it Wh), John. Colby has becomé?#
Christian.  If that is not' & mlraele,
what is ?"——Harveys Reminiscences’ m’
Daniel Webster.
e

J'oseph Cook., )

At the unday School Parhame
Wellesly L and, last summer, ¢
greatestevent was Joseph Cook. E’veryn
body wanted see: the .man; who:eonld
gtir complacent, skeptical Boston to its
ver fouridations and eommand ‘to- bis
h‘? ing, week after week and’ month

tel

who have gone before us, whom we
knew, and trusted in that same divine,
frée grace. . It won't be long. You
cannot tell, John Colby, how much de-
lightit gave me to hear of your con-
version. The hearing of that is what
has led me here to-day. I came here
to see with mine own eyes, and hear
with my own ears the story from a
man that I know and remember well.
What a wicked man you used te be !”
“ O, Daniel !” exclaimed John Colby,
‘“ you don’t remember how wicked I
was ; how ungrateful I was ; how un-
thankful I was ! I never thought of God;
I never cared for God; I was worse than
the heathen. Livingin a Christian land,
with the light shining all around me,
and the blessings of Sabbath teachings
everywhere about me, I was worse
than a heathen until I was arrested by
the grace of Christ and made to see my
sinfulness, and to hear the voice of my
Saviour. Now I am only waiting to
go home te him, and to meet your
sainled sister, my poor wile. And I
wish, Daniel, that you might be a
prayerful Christian, and I trust you are.
Daniel,” he added, with deep earnest-
ness of voice, ** will you pray with me?”
We knelt down, and Mr. Webster
offered a most touching and eloquent
prayer.
the *“ Amen,” Mr. Colby followed in a

As soon as be had pronounced |

month, "the' best thinkers ‘' and
widest éultured of ‘the land. If a full
orbed oratowy should be compounded of
elements 6& material and spiritual,
here you have them. A '‘great physi-
cal structure—just the fit dwelling
place for that wonderful brainhnd
heart. Why, the working of that vast
machinery would ruin any ordinary
frame. Power is written all over him.
His hand seems strong enough to grasp
the thunder-bolts of heaven, and gentle
enough to toy with the frailest flowerthat
hends to the zephyr. His voice as the
roll of artillery, or soft as an infant’s
breath ; his eye keen enough to pene-
trate away through the mists of science,
and clouds of skepticism, into the
clear sunlight of harmonious truth.
He steps upon the platform not * with
an air of consequence,” but absorbed
and calm. There he stands, the orator,
fervid and impassioned ; the logician,
clear, precise, and subtle in his distine-
tions ; the thinker rapid, vast in his
range of subjects, and in rhetoric brill-
iant, but never allowing his marvellous
fancy to obscure his intention,—for an
intention he always has, well defined,
and absorbing for the time every energy
of his energetic being. We forgive
him, yes, thank him for often ignoring
the *¢ circamscribed rules of elegant
oratory,”

most pathetic, stirring appeal to God.
He prayed for the family, for me, and
for everybody. Then we rose ; and he
scemed to feel a serene bappiness. in
having thus joined .his spirit with that
of Mr. Webster in prayer.

““ Now,” said he, “ what can we give
you? I don’t think we have anything
that we can give you.”

* Yes, you have,” replied Mr. Web-
ster ; ** you have something that is just
what we want to eat.”

“ What is that 7" asked Colby.

“It is some bread and milk,” said Mr.
Webster. ** 1 want a bowl of bread and
milk for myself and my friend.”

|~ Very soon the table was set, and a

white cloth spread over it; some nice
bread was set upon it, and some milk
bro wn to the table
and ate, Mr. Webster explained after-

ward :
“ Didu't, it taste good ?
""‘1’;.“““"“ nme-”'
e brothers-in-law soon, took a

Didn’t it

of the wickedest of men,
m’ zn : hno*‘b M"h’

.

1&3 of ea :qh“'sther, aq3 b
m to wﬂw ks

i

rhetoric” in his intense desire to give
forceful expression to his theme. In
fact, the gesture, is part of the man,and
portion of the thought. Niagara does
not run smooth as a milldam. The
rush, the roar, and the plunge are part
' of it. We have one Niagara and one
| Joseph Cook. Boldly as Napoleon
marched to Moscow, this hero of the
platform meets the whole army of tsms
which are flooding the earth: atheism,
materialism, Huxleyism, Darwinism, all
the skepticisms  But unlike the “Em-
peror Nap,” he never marches back.
The enthusiastic Neapolitan said, “look
on Naples and die.”
| “Jook on Joseph Cook and &ve.”
Take a new grip of life. Breathe ina
new inspiration for higher and better
living. Take hold anew of the possi-
bilities of life, which lie before us all.
Let

The lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime.
For if ‘we ‘cannot all be great in great
tbingn we may be great in small things,

d\) ngu-)lng, leave behind us
ts ‘on the sands of time."’
g/,wa Heper.  BLA.C.

------

for forgetting the ‘* graces of

We would say
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