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Most of you have heard about St. Patrick. Every
March there is a day named in his honor where people
wear green and you see lots of shamrocks. Patrick is
known as the father of Irish Christianity. As we study
about this early hero of truth you will hear a history
that only careful searching could have uncovered.
Some of what we learn you may not have heard be-
fore because in a way there are two “Patricks” – the
real one and the legendary Patrick.

Patrick belonged to the Celtic (pronouced “Keltic”)
race that lived in what today are England, Scotland
and Ireland. History tells us that the Celts were de-
scendants of Gomer, a grandson of Noah. Not long
after the time Jesus lived on earth, the early churches
in Asia Minor sent missionaries to France and also
to what we call today Great Britain. They brought
the Bible and the gospel to the Celtic people and
churches were raised up becoming the British Celtic
Christians.

You may find it interesting that this well-known
‘Irishman’ was not born in Ireland. Although many
places have been listed as the birthplace of Patrick,
it is likely that he was born in the kingdom of
Strathclyde which was part of England, then referred
to as “the Britains.” Rome controlled this area and
Patrick was probably born a Roman citizen, like the
apostle Paul. His grandfather had been a high church
leader, and his father took an active role as a dea-
con. Although surrounded by Christian influences,
while Patrick was still young, he turned his back on
God.

St. Patrick and the Irish Church
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When this boy was about sixteen, some wild Irish
raiders came that way, plundering as they went, and
took him as a slave, carrying him away to what is
now known as Connaught. And a hard time he had
of it as a swineherd, or keeper of pigs, for six long
years. But while in this sad condition of slavery, the
youth began to think earnestly of his heavenly Fa-
ther, and began to pray to Him. He often stole out
before daylight to pray to Him.

Of this time Patrick says, “I did not know the true
God; and was taken to Ireland in captivity with many
thousand men in accordance with our deserts, be-
cause we walked at a distance from God and did not
observe His commandments.” (This was taken from
his writing, Confession.)

During his seven years of captivity he learned to
know, love, and obey God through the school of af-
fliction. Like the prodigal son, he worked for his cap-
tor taking care of animals. He experienced hunger
and nakedness, which turned his thoughts and heart
back to his family and what he had been taught about

IRISH SCENE ON AN OLD ST. PATRICK CARD
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God as a child.
At last he managed to escape from captivity, and

found his way, in the midst of dangers, to the coast,
where he found a vessel ready to sail. The crew was
made up of heathen, and Patrick had a hard time to
coax them to take him along. At last he succeeded,
and always afterwards believed that it was in answer
to his prayers to God. Part of the cargo consisted of
Irish hounds, and the dogs were very fierce and hard
to manage. Patrick seemed to have a great knack in
handling animals, and the sailors were more recon-
ciled to having him on board when they saw how well
he could manage the cross dogs.

When he escaped and returned to his former home
he was a truly converted Christian.

During his years as a captive Patrick became flu-
ent in the Irish form of the Celtic language, which
would be very important in his later preaching and
teaching. He felt that God was calling him to spread
the gospel to the people of Ireland who were living
under the superstitions and practices of the Pagan
Druids. These people believed in reincarnation, the
belief that people come back again and again to the
earth and live sometimes as animals or people or
trees. They practiced witchcraft.

Many of the Druid’s pagan holidays were later
changed into the Roman Church’s holy days. For in-
stance the Druid’s Winter Solstice became Christmas;
the festival Ostara, named after the goddess Isthar,
became Easter; Samhaim – when they honored the
dead, became Halloween and All Saint’s Day; and
Imbolc – which was held on February 2nd was moved
to February 14th as St. Valentine’s Day.

Patrick knew how strong the influence of the Dru-
ids was on the people. He knew that for Christianity

St. Patrick and the Irish Church
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SAMPLE OF THE BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATION
IN THE BOOK OF KELLES

This remarkable Illuminated manuscript
is on view at Trinity College in Dublin Ireland.

It was all done by hand with goose quills and home-made ink.
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to grow in the future, education was very important.
He started schools and training centers in Bangor,
Clonard, and Armagh. These were Bible schools where
the gospel was taught so its students could go out as
missionaries and spread the gospel.

The Itala Bible, which Patrick used, was the first
translation from Greek to Latin and wasthe true Bible
of the apostles. Part of the students’ studies included
the copying the scripture by hand so that others could
have God’s Word to study and memorize.

By the seventh century much of Europe was into
what we call the Dark Ages. Most of the people lived
in poverty, they couldn’t read or write, and supersti-
tion was everywhere. But because of Patrick’s schools,
Ireland was known at that time as the “land of saints
and scholars.”

It was because of the work of Patrick that educa-
tion thrived in the land and beautiful copies of the
Itala Bible, which are famous and unmatched even
today for their gorgeous penmanship and artwork,
were made. When you see the intricate letters and
pictures they drew in these Bibles, and realize it was
all done with goose quills and home-made inks, it is
just amazing! As many as 350 churches were estab-
lished, and over 120,000 people were converted. Al-
though Europe was falling into the Dark Ages, Ire-
land continued to be a beacon of light as its people
were taught the true scriptures.

One of the strongest proofs that Patrick did not
belong to the Roman Church, is the historical fact
that for centuries Rome made every effort to destroy
the church which Patrick had founded. By the way,
the ‘St Patrick’s Day’ that Rome celebrates, is the
day of his death!

Patrick set up schools that were self supporting,

St. Patrick and the Irish Church
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MISSIONARY GOING OUT FROM THE SCHOOL AT IONA

The school at Iona, was the same kind as Patrick started
in Ireland. It sent out many highly trained and educated mis-
sionaries who carried Bible Truth and light into the darkness
of the middle ages. By the way, the cat’s name is Pangurban;
we know this because one of the copyists at Iona who was
writing one of the wonderful illuminated Bibles, made a note
about his cat in the margine of his manuscript. He was say-
ing that we should all be as dilgent at doing our work as the
cat was in his.
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where people lived and worked and learned together
and then when the young people were ready, they
went out from these schools, with hearts full of the
missionary spirit, to carry the truth to the world and
start new schools to carry on the good work.

The people’s lives centered around the Bible; and
the family was the foundation of their culture. These
were not monasteries where people hid away from
the world, unmarried, but here groups of families
worked and worshiped together for the honor of God.
They had skills and knowledge that in some ways
cannot be equaled even today. You see, when we do
things God’s way, He blesses us, and we are much
wiser than those who go in wicked ways.

Although Patrick did not teach the practices of
the Roman Church, they later had to make him into
a saint of their church.

Many years later when the Roman Church began
to try to win Ireland to her beliefs, she found the
people’s love for Patrick was very deep and loyal.
Rather than try to get rid of his memory, which was
impossibl, they decided to create their own legend-
ary Patrick -- one who performed marvelous miracles.

There were stories of Patrick making a stone float
so a poor leper could have a ride to Ireland, and of
him chasing all the snakes out of Ireland.

They made up stories of him bringing many relics
from Rome - including a sheet with Christ’s blood on
it and some of the hair of Jesus’ mother. Little by
little the real story of Patrick were replaced by the
imaginary one.

For over nine hundred years the church of Ireland
resisted the Roman Church’s attempts to take it over,
but in the middle of the twelfth century, the English
put the country under papal rule.

St. Patrick and the Irish Church
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In the centuries that followed, the true Patrick,
who was a faithful Sabbath-keeper and taught only
the gospel of the Bible, became buried in fiction and
mysticism due to the eventual overthrow of the early
Celtic Church, but that doesn’t mean the real truth
can’t be told.

It is a lesson we should not forget. Ireland pros-
pered in peace for centuries while it obeyed God’s
commands taught by Patrick from the Bible.  Where
ever the missionaries from Patrick’s schools went with
Bible truth, the people were helped and blessed.

EARLY CELTIC PEACOCK
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AGRICULTURE WAS TAUGHT
AT THE SCHOOLS OF THE CELTIC CHRISTIANS

St. Patrick and the Irish Church
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MAP SHOWING THE WALDENSIAN VALLEYS

The StorThe StorThe StorThe StorThe Storyyyyy
of the Wof the Wof the Wof the Wof the Waldensesaldensesaldensesaldensesaldenses

It was not long after Jesus went back to heaven
that the wonderful message of the Gospel was car-
ried to all the known world. The apostles and mis-
sionaries that did this taught the same things as Jesus
had taught His disciples. But the time soon came
when people who had been pagan idol worshippers,
when joining the church decided that they wanted to
mix in their heathen practices with Christianity.

Gradually many things the apostles had never
taught and were not in the Bible came in and many
Christians just went along with it. But there were
some who would not follow these things and they
were persecuted and driven away because they fol-
lowed the Bible and not the ideas of men.

They fled into the mountains in the north of Italy
and became known as the ‘People of the Vallys’ or
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the Waldenses. Behind the lofty bulwarks of the moun-
tains—in all ages the refuge of the persecuted and
oppressed— the Waldenses found a hiding place. Here
the light of truth was kept burning amid the dark-
ness of the Middle Ages. Here, for a thousand years,
witnesses for the truth maintained the ancient faith
as taught by Jesus and the apostles.

To those faithful exiles the mountains were an
emblem of the power of God. They pointed their chil-
dren to the heights towering above them and spoke
to them of the glory and majesty og God, whose word
is as lasting as the everlasting hills.

God had made the mountains and girded them
with strength; no arm but that of Infinite Power could
move them out of their place. In like manner He had
established His law, the foundation of His govern-
ment in heaven and upon earth.

The arm of man might reach his fellow men and
destroy their lives; but that arm could as readily up-
root the mountains from their foundations, and hurl
them into the sea, as it could change one precept of
the law of Jehovah, or blot out one of His promises
to those who do His will. In their fidelity to His law,
God’s servants should be as firm as the unchanging
hills.

The Waldenses were among the first of the peoples
of Europe to have a translation of the Holy Scrip-
tures. Hundreds of years before the Reformation they
possessed the Bible in manuscript in their native
tongue. They had the pure truth, and this rendered
them the special objects of hatred and persecution
by those who wanted to bring in pagan ways.

Under the pressure of long-continued persecution,
some gave up their faith, little by little yielding its
principles, others held fast the truth. Through ages

The Story of the Waldenses
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THE WALDENSIAN’S MOUNTAIN HOME

of darkness and apostasy there were Waldenses who
rejected image worship as idolatry, and who kept the
true Sabbath. Under the fiercest tempests of opposi-
tion they maintained their faith.

Parents, tender and affectionate as they were, loved
their children too much to let them grow up used to
self-indulgence. Before them was a life of trial and
hardship, perhaps a martyr’s death. They were edu-
cated from childhood to endure hardness, to obey,
and yet to think and act for themselves. Very early
they were taught to bear responsibilities, to be care-
ful what they said, and to know when to keep quiet.

One careless word in the hearing of their enemies
might cost not only the life of the speaker, but the
lives of hundreds of his brethren; for as wolves hunt-
ing their prey did the enemies of truth pursue those
who dared to claim freedom of religious faith.

Pure, simple, and fervent was the piety of these
followers of Christ. The principles of truth they val-
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HARD WORK  WAS NO STRANGER TO WALDENSIANS

ued above houses and lands, friends, kindred, even
life itself. These principles they sought to teachto the
young. From earliest childhood the youth were in-
structed in the Bible and taught to obey the claims of
the law of God.

Copies of the Bible were rare; therefore its pre-
cious words were memorized. Many were able to re-
peat large portions of both the Old and the New Tes-
tament. Thoughts of God were linked with the scen-
ery of nature and the humble blessings of daily life.
Little children learned to look with gratitude to God
as the giver of every favor and every comfort.

The youth who wanted to be ministers saw before
them, not earthly wealth and glory, but a life of toil
and danger, and possibly a martyr’s fate. The mis-
sionaries went out two and two, as Jesus sent forth
His disciples.

With each young man was usually associated a
man of age and experience, the youth being under

The Story of the Waldenses
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WALDENSIAN CHILDREN LEARNING SCRIPTURE

the guidance of his companion, who was his teacher,
and whose instruction he was to heed. These part-
ners were not always together, but often met for prayer
and counsel, thus strengthening each other in the
faith.

Even though the Truth of God’s Word could not
be taught or preached openly; it could sometimes
sung. Missionary minstrels could thus travel and in
their songs, minister to those in darkness.

The Waldenses had sacrificed their worldly pros-
perity for the truth’s sake, and with patience they
toiled for their bread. Every spot of land among the
mountains that could grow food, was carefully worked
and made to yield their increase. Economy and se-
vere self-denial formed a part of the education which
the children received as their only legacy. They were
taught that God designs life to be a discipline, and
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that their wants could be supplied only by personal
labor, by thoughtful care, and faith.

From their schools in the mountains some of the
youth were sent to schools of learning in the cities of
France or Italy, where was a more extended field for
study, thought, and observation than in their native
Alps. The youth thus sent forth were exposed to temp-
tation, they saw vice, they encountered Satan’s wily
agents, who tried to teach them the most dangerous
deceptions. But their education from childhood had
prepared them for all this.

In the schools whither they went, they were not to
make close friends of any. Their garments were made
as to conceal their greatest treasure—the precious
manuscripts of the Bible. These hand written scrip-
tures, the fruit of months and years of toil, they car-
ried with them, and whenever they could do so with-
out caught, they cautiously placed some portion in
the way of those whose hearts seemed open to re-
ceive the truth.

Converts to the true faith were won in these foriegn
school. Often its principles were found in the entire
school; yet the leaders
could not trace the so-
called corrupting heresy to
its source.

To have told the reason
of their mission would have
caused its defeat; so they
carefully hid their real char-
acter. Every minister pos-
sessed a knowledge of some
trade or profession, and the
missionaries did their work
under cover of a secular

The Story of the Waldenses
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WALDENSIAN MISSIONARY MERCHANTS
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calling. Usually they were merchants or peddlers.
“They carried silks, jewelry, and other articles, at

that time not easily purchasable save at distant
marts; and they were welcomed as merchants where
they would have been spurned as missionaries.”—
Wylie, b. 1, ch. 7. All the while their hearts were up-
lifted to God for wisdom to present a treasure more
precious than gold or gems.

They secretly carried about with them copies of
the Bible, in whole or in part; and whenever an op-
portunity was presented, they called the attention of
their customers to these manuscripts. Often an in-
terest to read God’s word was thus awakened, and
some portion was gladly left with those who desired
to receive it.

Eagerly did the missionary unfold to the inter-
ested people the precious truths of the gospel. Cau-
tiously he produced the carefully written portions of
the Holy Scriptures. It was his greatest joy to give
hope to the sin-stricken soul, who could see only a
God of vengeance, waiting to execute justice. With
quivering lip and tearful eye did he, often on bended
knees, open to his others the precious promises that
reveal the sinner’s only hope.

Thus the light of truth penetrated many a dark-
ened mind, rolling back the cloud of gloom, until the
Sun of Righteousness shone into the heart with heal-
ing in His beams. It was often the case that some
portion of Scripture was read again and again, the
hearer desiring it to be repeated, as if he would as-
sure himself that he had heard aright.

The Waldensian missionaries were invading the
kingdom of Satan, and the powers of darkness
aroused to greater vigilance. Every effort to advance
the truth was watched by the prince of evil, and he

The Story of the Waldenses
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MINSTREL MISSIONARY SINGING THE BIBLE TRUTHS

excited the fears of his agents. The very existence of
this people, holding the faith of the ancient church,
was a constant testimony to the apostasy of the popu-
lar church, and therefore excited the most bitter ha-
tred and persecution.

They would nto give up thier precious Bibles and
this was an offense that the leaders could not toler-
ate. They determined to blot them from the earth. So
began the most terrible crusades against God’s people
in their mountain homes. Inquisitors were put upon
their track, and the scene of innocent Abel falling
before the murderous Cain was often repeated.

In many cases the messenger of truth was seen no
more. He had made his way to other lands, or he was
wearing out his life in some unknown dungeon, or
perhaps his bones were whitening on the spot where
he had witnessed for the truth. But the words he had
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WALDENSIAN MISSIONARIES

left behind could not be destroyed. They were doing
their work in the hearts of men; the blessed results
will be fully known only in the judgment.

Again and again were their fertile lands ruined,
their dwellings and chapels swept away, so that where
once were flourishing fields and the homes of an in-
nocent, hard-working people, there remained only a
desert. Many of these witnesses for a pure faith were
chased across the mountains and hunted down in
the valleys where they were hidden, shut in by mighty
forests and pinnacles of rock.

No charge could be brought against the moral char-
acter of these people. Even their enemies said they
were a peaceable, quiet, pious people. Their grand
offense was that they would not worship God accord-
ing to the will of the Roman church. For this crime
every humiliation, insult, and torture that men or
devils could invent was heaped upon them.

The persecutions suffered for many centuries by

The Story of the Waldenses
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this God-fearing people were endured by them with
patience and constancy that honored their Redeemer.
Notwithstanding the crusades against them, and the
inhuman butchery to which they were subjected, they
continued to send out their missionaries to scatter
the precious truth.

They were hunted to death; yet their blood wa-
tered the seed sown, and it failed not of yielding fruit.
S the Waldenses witnessed for God centuries before
the birth of Luther. Scattered over many lands, they
planted the seeds of the Reformation that began in
the time of Wycliffe, grew broad and deep in the days
of Luther, and is to be carried forward to the close of
time by those who also are willing to suffer all things
for “the word of God, and for the testimony of Jesus
Christ.” Revelation 1:9.

The Indian’s RevengeThe Indian’s RevengeThe Indian’s RevengeThe Indian’s RevengeThe Indian’s Revenge
THE beautiful precept, “Do unto others as you

would that they should do unto you,” is drawn from
our Lord’s sermon on the mount, and should be ob-
served by all professing Christians. But unless we
are truly his children, we can never observe this great
command as we ought.

History records the fact that the Roman emperor
Severus was so much struck with the moral beauty
and purity of this sentiment, that he ordered the
“Golden Rule,” to be inscribed upon the public build-
ings erected by him. Many facts may be stated, by
which untutored heathen and savage tribes in their
conduct have put to shame many of those calling
themselves Christians, who have indeed the form of
godliness, but by their words and actions deny the
power of it. One such fact we here relate.
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Many years ago, on the outskirts of one of our
distant new settlements, was a small but neat and
pretty cottage, or homestead, which belonged to an
industrious young farmer. He had, when quite a lad,
left his native England, and sought a home and for-
tune among his American brethren. It was a sweet
and quiet place; the cottage was built upon a gently
rising ground, which sloped toward a sparkling rivu-
let, that turned a large sawmill situated a little lower
down the stream. The garden was well stocked with
fruit-trees and vegetables, among which the magnifi-
cent pumpkins were already conspicuous, though as
yet they were wanting in the golden hue which adorns
them in autumn. On the hillside was an orchard,
facing the south, filled with peach and cherry-trees,
the latter now richly laden with their crimson fruit.
In that direction also extended the larger portion of
the farm, now in a high state of cultivation, bearing
heavy crops of grass, and Indian corn just coming
into ear. On the north and east, the cottage was shel-
tered by extensive pine woods, beyond which were
fine hunting-grounds, where the settlers, when their
harvests were housed, frequently resorted in large
numbers to lay in a stock of dried venison for winter
use.

At that time the understanding between the whites
and the Indians, was not good; and they were then
far more numerous than they are at the present time,
and more feared. It was not often, however, that they
came into the neighborhood of the cottage which has
been described, though on one or two occasions a
few Minateree Indians had been seen on the outskirts
of the pine forests, but had committed no outrages,
as that tribe was friendly with the white men.

It was a lovely evening in June. The sun had set,

The Story of the Waldenses
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though the heavens still glowed with those exquisite
and radiant tints which the writer, when a child, used
to imagine were vouchsafed to mortals to show them
something while yet on earth, of the glories of the
New Jerusalem. The moon shed her silvery light all
around, distinctly revealing every feature of the beau-
tiful scene which has been described, and showed
the tall, muscular figure of William Sullivan, who was
seated upon the door-steps, busily employed in pre-
paring his scythes for the coming hay season. He was
a good-looking young fellow, with a sunburnt, open
countenance ; but though kind-hearted in the main,
he was filled with prejudices, acquired when in En-
gland, against Americans in general, and the North
American Indians in particular. As a boy he had been
carefully instructed by his mother, and had received
more education than was common in those days; but
of the sweet precepts of the gospel he was as practi-
cally ignorant as if he had never heard them, and in
all respects was so thoroughly an Englishman, that
he looked with contempt on all who could not boast
of belonging to his own favored country. The Indians
he especially despised and detested as heathenish
creatures, forgetful of the fact that he who has been
blessed with opportunities and privileges, and yet
has abused them, is in as bad a case, and more guilty
in the sight of God, than these ignorant children of
the wilds.

So intent was he upon his work, that he heeded
not the approach of a tall Indian, accoutred for a
hunting excursion, until the words:-

“Will you give an unfortunate hunter some sup-
per, and a lodging for the night?” in a tone of suppli-
cation, met his ear.

The young farmer raised his head; a look of con-
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tempt curling the corners of his mouth, and an an-
gry gleam darting from his eyes, as he replied in a
tone as uncourteous as his words:

“Heathen Indian dog, you shall have nothing here;
begone!”

The Indian turned away; then again facing young
Sullivan, he said in a pleading voice:

“But I am very hungry, for it is very long since I
have eaten; give only a crust of bread and a bone to
strengthen me for the remainder of my journey.”

“Get you gone, heathen hound,” said the farmer;
“I have nothing for you.”

A struggle seemed to rend the breast of the In-
dian hunter, as though pride and want were contend-
ing for the mastery; but the latter prevailed, and in a
faint voice he said: 

“Give me but a cup of cold water, for I am very
faint.”

This appeal was no more successful than the oth-
ers. With abuse he was told to drink of the river which
flowed some distance off. This was all that he could
obtain from one who called himself a Christian, but
who allowed prejudice and obstinacy to steel his
heart-which to one of his own nation would have
opened at once--to the sufferings of his redskinned
brother.

With a proud yet mournful air the Indian turned
away, and slowly proceeded in the direction of the
little river. The weak steps of the native showed plainly
that his need was urgent; indeed he must have been
reduced to the last extremity, ere the haughty Indian
would have asked again and again for that which
had been once refused.

Happily his supplicating appeal was heard by the
farmer’s wife. Rare indeed is it that the heart of

The Story of the Waldenses
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woman is steeled to the cry of suffering humanity;
even in the savage wilds of central Africa, the enter-
prising and unfortunate Mungo Park was over and
over again rescued from almost certain death by the
kind and generous care of those females whose hus-
bands and brothers thirsted for his blood.

The farmer’s wife, Mary Sullivan, heard the whole
as she sat hushing her infant to rest; and from the
open casement she watched the poor Indian until
she saw his form sink, apparently exhausted, to the
ground, at no great distance from her dwelling. Per-
ceiving that her husband had finished his work, and
was slowly bending his steps toward the stables with
downcast eyes--for it must be confessed he did not
feel very comfortable--she left the house, and was
soon at the poor Indian’s side, with a pitcher of milk
in her hand, and a napkin, in which was a plentiful
meal of bread and roasted kid, with a little parched
corn as well.

“Will my red brother drink some milk?” said Mary,
bending over the fallen Indian; and as he arose to
comply with her invitation, she untied the napkin
and bade him eat and
be refreshed.

When he had fin-
ished, the Indian knelt
at her feet, his eyes
beamed with gratitude,
then in his soft tone, he
said “Carcoochee pro-
tect the white dove from
the pounces of the eagle;
for her sake the un-
fledged young shall be
safe in its nest, and her
red brother will not
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seek to be revenged.”
Drawing a bunch of heron’s feathers from his bo-

som, he selected the longest, and giving it to Mary
Sullivan, said: “When the white dove’s mate flies over
the Indian’s hunting-grounds, bid him wear this on
his head.”

He then turned away; and gliding into the woods,
was soon lost to view.

The summer passed away; harvest had come and
gone; the wheat and maize, or Indian corn, was safely,
stored in the yard; the golden pumpkins were gath-
ered into their winter quarters, and the forests glowed
with the rich and varied tints of autumn. Prepara-
tions now began to be made for a hunting excursion,
and William Sullivan was included in the number
who were going to try their fortune on the hunting-
grounds beyond the river and the pine forests. He
was bold, active, and expert in the use of his rifle
and woodman’s hatchet, and hitherto had always
hailed the approach of this season with peculiar en-
joyment, and no fears respecting the not unusual at-
tacks of the Indians, who frequently waylaid such
parties in other and not very distant places, had
troubled him.

But now, as the time of their departure drew near,
strange misgivings relative to his safety filled his mind,
and his imagination was haunted by the form of the
Indian whom in the preceding summer he had so
harshly treated. On the eve of the day on which they
were to start, he made known his anxiety to his gentle
wife, confessing at the same time that his conscience
had never ceased to reproach him for his unkind be-
havior. He added, that since then all that he had
learned in his youth from his mother upon our duty
to our neighbors had been continually in his mind ;

The Story of the Waldenses
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thus increasing the burden of self-reproach, by re-
minding him that his conduct was displeasing in the
sight of God, as well as cruel toward a suffering
brother.

Mary Sullivan heard her husband in silence. When
he had done, she laid her hand in his, looking up
into his face with a smile, which was yet not quite
free from anxiety, and then she told him what she
had done when the Indian fell down exhausted upon
the ground, confessing at the same time that she had
kept this to herself, fearing his displeasure, after hear-
ing him refuse any aid. Going to a closet, she took
out the beautiful heron’s feather, repeating at the same
time the parting words of the Indian, and arguing
from them that her husband might go without fear.

“Nay,” said Sullivan, “these Indians never forgive
an injury.”

“Neither do they ever forget a kindness,” added
Mary. “I will sew this feather in your hunting-cap,
and then trust you, my own dear husband, to God’s
keeping; but though I know he could take care of you
without it, yet I remember my dear father used to say
that we were never to neglect the use of all lawful
means for our safety. His maxim was, ‘Trust like a
child, but work like a man’; for we must help our-
selves if we hope to succeed, and not expect miracles
to be wrought on our behalf, while we quietly fold
our arms and do nothing.”

“Dear William,” she added, after a pause, “now
that my father is dead and gone, I think much more
of what he used to say than when he was with me;
and I fear that we are altogether wrong in the way we
are going on, and I feel that if we were treated as we
deserve, God would forget us, and leave us to our-
selves, because we have so forgotten him.”
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The tears were in Mary’s eyes as she spoke; she
was the only daughter of a pious English sailor, and
in early girlhood had given promise of becoming all
that a religious parent could desire. But her piety
was then more of the head than of the heart; it could
not withstand the trial of the love professed for her
by Sullivan, who was anything but a serious charac-
ter, and like “the morning cloud and the early dew,”
her profession of religion vanished away, and as his
wife she lost her relish for that in which she once
had taken such delight. She was very happy in ap-
pearance, yet there was a sting in all her pleasures,
and that was the craving of a spirit disquieted and
restless from the secret though ever-present convic-
tion that she had sinned in departing from the living
God. By degrees these impressions deepened; the
Spirit of grace was at work within, and day after day
was bringing to her memory the truths she had heard
in  childhood and was leading her back from her
wanderings by a way which she knew not. A long
conversation followed; and that night saw the young
couple kneeling for the first time in prayer at domes-
tic worship.

The morning that witnessed the departure of the
hunters was one of surpassing beauty. No cloud was
to be seen upon the brow of William Sullivan. The
bright beams of the early sun seemed to have dissi-
pated the fears which had haunted him on the previ-
ous evening, and it required an earnest entreaty on
the part of his wife to prevent his removing the feather
from his cap. She held his hand while she whispered
in his ear, and a slight quiver agitated his lips as he
said, “Well, Mary dear, if you really think this feather
will protect me from the redskins, for your sake I will
let it remain.” William then put on his cap, shoul-
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dered his rifle, and the hunters were soon on their
way seeking for game.

The day wore away as is usual with people on
such excursions. Many animals were killed, and at
night the hunters took shelter in the cave of a bear,
which one of the party was fortunate enough to shoot,
as he came at sunset toward the bank of the river.
His flesh furnished them with some excellent steaks
for supper, and his skin spread upon a bed of leaves
pillowed their heads through a long November night.

With the first dawn of morning, the hunters left
their rude shelter and resumed the chase. William,
in consequence of following a fawn too ardently, sepa-
rated from his companions, and in trying to rejoin
them became bewildered. Hour after hour he sought
in vain for some mark by which he might thread the
intricacy of the forest, the trees of which were so thick

that it was but seldom that he could catch a
glimpse of the sun; and not being much accustomed
to the woodman’s life, he could not find his way as
one of them would have done, by noticing which side
of the, trees was most covered with moss or lichen.
Several times he started in alarm, for he fancied that
he could see the glancing eyeballs of some lurking
Indian, and he often raised his gun to his shoulder,
prepared to sell his life as dearly as he could.

Toward sunset the trees lessened and grew thin-
ner, and by and by he found himself upon the out-
skirts of an immense prairie, covered with long grass,
and here and there with patches of low trees and
brushwood. A river ran through this extensive tract,
and toward it Sullivan directed his lagging footsteps.
He was both faint and weary, not having eaten any-
thing since the morning. On the bank of the river
there were many bushes, therefore Sullivan ap-
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proached with caution, having placed his rifle at half-
cock, to be in readiness against any danger that might
present itself.

He was yet some yards from its brink, when a
rustling in the underwood made him pause, and the
next instant out rushed an enormous buffalo. These
animals usually roam through the prairies in im-
mense herds, some times amounting to many thou-
sands in number; but occasionally they are met with
singly, having been separated from the main body
either by some accident, or by the Indians, who show
the most wonderful dexterity in hunting these formi-
dable creatures.

The buffalo paused for a moment, and then low-
ering his enormous head, rushed forward toward the
intruder. Sullivan took aim; but the beast was too
near to enable him to do so with that calmness and
certainty which would have insured success, and
though slightly wounded, it still came on with in-
creased fury. Sullivan was a very powerful man, and
though weakened by his long fast and fatiguing march,
despair gave him courage and nerved his arm with
strength, and with great presence of mind he seized
the animal as it struck him on the side with its horn,
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drawing out his knife with his left hand, in the faint
hope of being able to strike it into his adversary’s
throat. But the struggle was too unequal to be suc-
cessful, and the buffalo had shaken him off, and
thrown him to the ground, previous to trampling him
to death when he heard the sharp crack of a rifle
behind him, and in another instant the animal sprang
into the air, then fell heavily close by, and indeed
partly upon, the prostrate Sullivan. A dark form in
the Indian garb glided by a moment after, and plunged
his hunting-knife deep into the neck of the buffalo,
though the shot was too true not to have taken effect,
having penetrated to the brain; but the great arteries
of the neck are cut, and the animal thus bled, to
render the flesh more suitable for keeping a greater
length of time.

The Indian then turned to Sullivan, who had now
drawn himself from under the buffalo, and who, with
mingled feelings of hope and fear, caused by his ig-
norance whether the tribe to which the Indian be-
longed was friendly or not, begged of him to direct
him to the nearest white settlement.

“If the weary hunter will rest till morning, the eagle
will show him the way to the nest of his white dove,”
was the reply of the Indian, in that figurative style so
general among his people; and then taking him by
the hand he led him through the rapidly increasing
darkness, until they reached a small encampment
lying near the river, and under the cover of some trees
which grew upon its banks. Here the Indian gave
Sullivan a plentiful supply of hominy, or bruised In-
dian corn boiled to a paste, and some venison; then
spreading some skins of animals slain in the chase,
for his bed, he signed to him to occupy it, and left
him to his repose.
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The light of dawn had not yet appeared in the
east when the Indian awoke Sullivan; and after a slight
repast, they both started for the settlement of the
whites. The Indian kept in advance of his compan-
ion, and threaded his way through the still darkened
forest with a precision and a rapidity which showed
him to be well acquainted with its paths and secret
recesses. As he took the most direct way, with-out
fear of losing his course, being guided by signs un-
known to any save some of the oldest and most expe-
rienced hunters, they traversed the forest far more
quickly than Sullivan had done, and before the golden
sun had sunk behind the summits of the far-off moun-
tains, Sullivan once more stood within view of his
beloved home. There it lay in calm repose, and at a
sight so dear he could not restrain a cry of joy; then
turning toward the Indian, he poured forth his heart-
felt thanks for the service he had rendered him.

The warrior, who, till then, had not allowed his
face to be seen by Sullivan, except in the imperfect
light of his wigwam, now fronted him, allowing the
sun’s rays to fall upon his person, and revealed to
the astonished young man the features of the very
same Indian whom, five months before, he had so
cruelly repulsed. An expression of dignified yet mild
rebuke was exhibited in his face as he gazed upon
the abashed Sullivan; but his voice was gentle and
low as he said: “Five moons ago, when I was faint
and weary, you called me ‘ Indian dog,’ and drove me
from your door. I might last night have been revenged;
but the white dove fed me, and for her sake I spared
her mate. Carcoochee bids you to go home, and when
hereafter you see a red man in need of kindness, do
to him as you have been done by. Farewell.”

He waved his hand, and turned to depart, but
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Sullivan sprang before him, and so earnestly en-
treated him to go with him, as a proof that he had
indeed forgiven his brutal treatment, that he at last
consented, and the humbled farmer led him to his
cottage. There his gentle wife’s surprise at seeing him
so soon was only equaled by her thankfulness at his
wonderful escape from the dangers which had sur-
rounded him, and by her gratitude to the noble sav-
age who had thus repaid her act of kindness, forget-
ful of the provocation he had received from her hus-
band. Carcoochee was treated not only as an hon-
ored guest, but as a brother; and such in time he
became to them both.

Many were the visits he paid to the cottage of the
once prejudiced and churlish Sullivan, now no longer
so, for the practical lesson of kindness he had learned
from the untutored Indian was not lost upon him. It
was made the means of bringing him to a knowledge
of his own sinfulness in the sight of God, and his
deficiencies in duty toward his fellow men. He was
led by the Holy Spirit to feel his need of Christ’s atoning
blood; and ere many months passed, Mary Sullivan
and her husband both gave satisfactory evidence that

they had indeed “passed from death unto life.”
Carcoochee’s kindness was repaid to him indeed

‘a hundred fold’. A long time elapsed before any vital
change of heart was visible in him; but at length it
pleased the Lord to bless the unwearied teaching of
his white friends to his spiritual good, and to give an
answer to the prayer of faith. The Indian was the
first native convert baptized by the American mis-
sionary, who came about two years after to a station
some few miles distant from Sullivan’s cottage. After
a lengthened course of instruction and trial the war-
rior, who once had wielded the tomahawk in mortal
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strife against both whites and redskins, went forth,
armed with a far different weapon, “even the sword
of the Spirit, which is the word of God,” to make
known to his heathen country-men “the glad tidings
of great joy,” that “Christ Jesus came into the world
to save sinners.” He told them that “whosoever
believeth on him should not perish, but have ever-
lasting life,” whether they be Jews or Gentiles, bond
or free, white or red, for “we are all one in Christ.”
Many years he thus labored, until, worn out with toil
and age, he returned to his white friend’s home, where
in a few months he fell asleep in Jesus, giving to his
friends the certain hope of a joyful meeting hereafter
at the resurrection of the just.

Many years have passed since then. There is no
trace now of the cottage of the Sullivans, who both
rest in the same forest churchyard, where lie the
bones of Carcoochee; but their descendants still dwell
in the same township. Often does the gray-haired
grandsire tell this little history to his rosy grandchil-
dren, while seated under the stately magnolia which
shades the graves of the quiet sleepers of whom he
speaks. And the lesson which he teaches to his youth-
ful hearers, is one which all would do well to bear in
mind, and act upon; namely, “Whatsoever ye would
that men should do to you, do ye even so to them.”

The Story of the Waldenses



370 Adventure Stories from History

The SiegeThe SiegeThe SiegeThe SiegeThe Siege
of the Wof the Wof the Wof the Wof the Wolvesolvesolvesolvesolves

Late in the eighteen-seventies my Father, who had
been a storekeeper in a village in the Mississippi Val-
ley, inherited a cattle ranch in Wyoming. He was a
man of adventurous spirit, but the conditions of his
life had kept him in humdrum ways; so now he wel-
comed the opportunity for a free life in Wyoming, and
at once made ready to move to the ranch.

I was eight years old at the time, and my brother
was three. My Mother was a small, slender woman,
with fair hair and large, earnest, blue eyes; her frail
beauty was very appealing, but it did not reveal the
courage and will power that she really had. Our rela-
tives raised a hue and cry when they learned that
father was going to take his wife and little children to
the wilderness, but he paid no attention to their pro-
tests. He knew that my Mother, for all her frail ap-
pearance, was strong, and as courageous as himself.
As a matter of fact, she was as eager for the new life
as he was.

Our journey to Cheyenne and the adventures of
our sixty-mile ride in a covered wagon behind four
vindictive mules, — with outriders, because of ru-
mors of Indians,— belong to another chronicle, and
so, too, does the description of our new home,
Waxhaw Ranch, with its miles of range, its great cattle
sheds and corrals, and its low, rambling ranch house,
so rough without and so comfortable within.

It is necessary to say, however, that the living room
of the ranch opened upon a broad veranda that ran
the length of the house. Two of the six windows that
had been brought all the way from Cheyenne were in
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this room. They were broad, and so low that they
came nearly to the level of the veranda. On the oppo-
site side of the room was a fireplace, large enough to
hold great logs. Father used to say that he could see
the fire on his hearth when he topped a ridge of hills
two miles from the house. When any one belonging
to the ranch was away, we left these windows
uncurtained. We were miles from any neighbor, and
off the traveled road, so there was no danger from
tramps.

The first winter we passed at Waxhaw was the
most severe that Wyoming had ever experienced.
There was snow from early fall – frequent blizzards,
and then snow on top of snow. The cattle were kept
in corrals all winter, for the weather was too severe
to let them out on range, and, moreover, the grass
was completely covered with snow. It meant a great
deal of work for the men, hauling feed and looking
after the stock at home and at the three other sta-
tions on the ranch.

That was before we had to begin the campaign
against prairie wolves. The smaller animals, except
those that hibernated, were killed by the intense cold;

and as all the cattle were shut
in, the wolves soon became
desperate from hunger. The
men did not dare to go about
the ranch alone, or even in
twos and threes, for fear of
being attacked; consequently
they went about their work
in as large members as pos-
sible; and even our German
cook, much against his will,
was called upon to join them.

The Siege of the Wolves
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Thus Mother was alone with us children a great
deal; but we were comfortable and apparently safe,
and we did not mind the loneliness.

One evening the men were out at their work until
long after dark. Mother had given us an early supper
in the living room, where an immense log burned in
the fireplace. A chest full of smaller wood stood near
the hearth. Brother was soon asleep, tucked up on
the built-in settee that ran along the wall from the
fireplace to the corner of the room. I sat in my little
rocker, beside the hearth;

Mother, while she talked and sang, busied herself
with cleaning some lanterns that the men would need
on their return. When she had finished, she set them
in a shining row on the mantel, and threw the oily
cloths she had used into the fire.

Suddenly we heard Shep, our half-grown house
dog, scratching outside the door, and whining franti-
cally to get in. That surprised us, for he usually stayed
at the barns until the men came home. When Mother
let him in, he ran, with tail and ears drooping, under
the settee, and huddled back into a corner.

Mother laughed at him, and went on talking to
me, as she stitched at a piece of sewing. I was sleepy,
but she liked to have me for company when she was
alone, so she made a special effort to entertain me.

Suddenly Shep, out of sight under the settee, gave
a low long-drawn howl.

Mother turned quickly toward the uncurtained
windows, and sat motionless, with the laugh frozen
on her face. I turned, too.

On the piazza, gazing in at the windows, were what
seemed to me countless lean heads with gleaming,
malevolent eyes, — eyes of fire that glowed like the
coals in the fireplace.
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Drawn by the smell of the oily cloths that Mother
had thrown into the fireplace, the wolves had come
from all directions. There seemed to be scores of
them, pushing against one another and rearing up
over one another, fiercely intent upon the fire – and
upon the little woman and her babies, whose only
protection was the wolves fear of live coals, and those
thin sheets of glass! I whimpered, but mother’s voice
steadied me. There was not a quiver in it.

“Don’t jump up or make a noise, May. They are
afraid of the light, and if we move about, they will
look away from it and forget their fear. Don’t be fright-
ened, for Father and the men will be here very soon,
and chase them off.”

She spoke so cheerfully that my fears were qui-
eted. Mother was always calm and steady; she had
taught me not to fear many things that once had fright-
ened me. Now I was reassured, and did not realize
our danger. I did not know that to protect themselves
against the wolves our men had gone armed and on
horseback for days, or that if one of those animals
should dash himself against the glass, every one of
the others, frantic with hunger, would follow.

“Turn your back to the window, May,” Mother said,
quietly but firmly, “so that you won’t see the naughty
old wolves. I will keep up a good fire, and they won’t
come any closer. I believe that I shall have just about
time to tell you a story before Father comes.”

I obediently hitched my chair until it faced the
fireplace; and then, sitting by the wood box, mother
began a wonderful story. While she talked, she fed
the fire. She was carefully to lay on the sticks so that
they would not hide the light, and would keep the
blaze as high as possible; and I knew that all the
while she was listening for the coming of the men.
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Outside the wolves were shuffling, sniffing, an oc-
casionally whining; but in spite of their restlessness,
mother’s face never changed, nor did she even ap-
pear to glance toward the windows; her cheery voice
never wavered as she told me a story I’d never heard
before.

For a long time we sat there. Mother kept piling
wood on the fire until at last there was only one small
fagot of sticks left in the wood box. Outside, the noises
were louder. The backlog dwindled and fell in two;
the fire grew dim, the whining more persistent.
Mother’s face was very white, but her hand was
steady; she broke off in the middle of her story and
said, evenly and impressively: —

“May, listen carefully, and do just as I say, for I
may not have a chance to tell you again.” She held in
her hands the last fagot of sticks. “When I get these
sticks on fire, I shall rush toward the windows with
them. When I do that, you catch up brother and drag
him into the dining room. Call Shep with you. Go on
out into the kitchen, while I keep the wolves here. I
will come as soon as I can. Don’t wait for me, but
pull up the trapdoor and go down to the cellar, with
Shep to keep you company. Be sure to drop the door
after you. Wait down there till Father comes, whether
I am there or not.”

She held the sticks in the fire until they were blaz-
ing, and then without another word to me, turned
and rushed toward the windows, waving her burning
brands back and forth. Steadied by her self-denial
and courage, I caught brother under the arms. He
was heavy but I did not notice his weight, because,
just before Mother had turned with her torch, I had
caught a glimpse of the windows.

Those hundreds of eyes of fire, which at first had
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glared from the outer edge of the veranda, had now
drawn closer. The wolves were ranged with their
noses fairly against the window glass – a crowding,
snapping, whining mass of horrible creatures. Brother
did not seem heavy after that. Half carrying him, half
dragging him, I got through the dining room, with its
long table and many chairs; in the kitchen I set him
down, and began to tug desperately at the heavy trap-
door. When I had raised it, I sent Shep into the black-
ness of the cellar; then, picking brother up, I lugged
him down the steps. I closed the trapdoor and sat
there on the steps. Brother, angry at being so rudely
awakened, was crying.

Suddenly from outside came the cowboy yell: “Yaa-
hoo-oo-oow-w-oo-oo!”

It sounded like angel’s music to me. Then there
were shots popping rapidly, howls and snapping from
the wolves, and a sound of rushing feet. The clatter
of hooves on frozen snow, and pistol shots, growing
fainter, told the story of the chase.
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Mother lay on the floor, for she had crumpled and
fallen when she heard the first shot. Her torch had
kindled a lively little fire in the woodwork.

They say that they found me sitting on the top
step of the cellar stairs, singing “Jesus Loves Me,” in
a vain effort to quiet brother’s cries. I can remember
that when the men, leaving Father with Mother in his
arms, rushed in to rescue us, they were ridiculously
sympathetic; the cook sat down and burst into tears,
exclaiming over and over that I was a poor little
“Madchen!”

I think my father never went to bed that night, for
again and again I was aware that he was leaning over
the bed where brother and I lay, or hanging over
Mother, trying to realize that we were really safe from
the peril that had threatened us.

King CanuteKing CanuteKing CanuteKing CanuteKing Canute
on the Seashoreon the Seashoreon the Seashoreon the Seashoreon the Seashore

 A hundred years or more after the time of Alfred
the Great there was a king of England named Canute.
King Canute was a Dane; but the Danes were not so
fierce and cruel then as they had been when they
were at war with King Alfred.

 The great men and officers who were around King
Canute were always praising him.

 ”You are the greatest man that ever lived,” one
would say.

Then another would say, “0 king! there can never
be another man so mighty as you.”

And another would say, “Great Canute, there is
nothing in the world that dares to disobey you.”
The king was a man of sense, and he grew very tired
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of hearing such foolish speeches.
 One day he was by the seashore, and his officers

were with him. They were praising him, as they were
in the habit of doing. He thought that now he would
teach them a lesson, and so he bade them set his
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chair on the beach close by the edge of the water.
“Am I the greatest man in the world?” he asked.
“0 king!” they cried, “there is no one so mighty as

you.”
“Do all things obey me?” he asked.
 “There is nothing that dares to disobey you, 0

king!” they said. “The world bows before you, and
gives you honor.”

“Will the sea obey me?” he asked; and he looked
down at the little waves which were lapping the sand
at his feet.

 The foolish officers were puzzled, but they did
not dare to say “No.”

“Command it, 0 king! and it will obey,” said one.
”Sea,’ cried Canute, “I command you to come no far-
ther! Waves, stop your rolling, and do not dare to
touch my feet!”

 But the tide came in, just as it always did. The
water rose higher and higher. It came up around the
king’s chair, and wet not only his feet, but also his
robe. His officers stood about him, alarmed, and
wondering whether he was not mad.

 Then Canute took off his crown, and threw it
down upon the sand.

 “I shall never wear it again,” he said. “And do
you, my men, learn a lesson from what you have seen.
There is only one King who is all-powerful; and it is
He who rules the sea, and holds the ocean in the
hollow of His hand. It is He whom you ought to praise
and serve above all others.”
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AleAleAleAleAlexander andxander andxander andxander andxander and
BucephalusBucephalusBucephalusBucephalusBucephalus

One of the most famous cavalry horses, was
Alexander the Great’s favorite and friend, Bucephalus.
Alexander thought so much of the horse that he
named a town after him. Bucephalus, meaning
“oxhead,” was ink black with a white star on his fore-
head. It was said that he had one gray eye and one
brown.

For sixteen years he carried his master into that
part of the battle where the fighting was fiercest. He
had to face more than the humming flight of arrows,
the clang of sword on shield, the charge of other
horses. Here is his story.

One day King Philip bought a fine horse called
Bucephalus. He was a noble animal, and the king
paid a very high price for him. But he was wild and
savage, and no man could mount him, or do any-
thing at all with him.

 They tried to whip him, but that only made him
worse. At last the king bade his servants take him
away.

 “It is a pity to ruin so fine a horse as that,” said
Alexander, the king’s young son. “Those men do not
know how to treat him.”

 “Perhaps you can do better than they,” said his
father scornfully.

 “I know,” said Alexander, “that, if you would only
give me leave to try, I could manage this horse better
than any one else.”

 “And if you fail to do so, what then?” asked Philip.
”I will pay you the price of the horse,” said the lad.
While everybody was laughing, Alexander ran up to

Alexander and Bucephalus
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Bucephalus, and turned his head toward the sun. He
had noticed that the horse was afraid of his own
shadow.

 He then spoke gently to the horse, and patted
him with his hand. When he had quieted him a little,
he made a quick spring, and leaped upon the horse’s
back.

 Everybody expected to see the boy killed outright.
But he kept his place, and let the horse run as fast
as he would. By and by, when Bucephalus had be-
come tired, Alexander reined him in, and rode back
to the place where his father was standing.
All the men who were there shouted when they saw
that the boy had proved himself to be the master of
the horse.

 He leaped to the ground, and his father ran and
kissed him.

 “My son,” said the king, “Macedon is too small a
place for you. You must seek a larger kingdom that
will be worthy of you.”

 After that, Alexander and Bucephalus were the
best of friends. They were said to be always together,
for when one of them was seen, the other was sure to
be not far away. But the horse would never allow any
one to mount him but his master.

 Alexander became the most famous king and war-
rior that was ever known; and for that reason he is
always called Alexander the Great. Bucephalus car-
ried him through many countries and in many fierce
battles, and more than once did he save his master’s
life.

In India, he met the terrible war elephants. Long,
sharp knives, curved like great scythes, bristled from
the leather skirts that hung almost to the heels of
these elephants. When they rushed through the en-
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emies’ lines, they were like huge mowing machines.
Expert archers filled the howdahs on their backs

sending down twanging death on the enemy below.
The trumpetings of the elephants shook the air even
as their ponderous feet shook the earth. Their pipe-
organ bellows changed to ear-splitting screams when
they became enraged. Their trunks shot out like writh-
ing serpents to pluck a man off a horse, lift him high
in the air, and smash him on the ground.

Bucephalus was not prepared to meet such mon-
sters. They must have terrified him, but he never
turned and ran, except once. That was also in India.

Alexander, with his usual youthful impatience, was
several yards ahead of his army, facing the massed
forces of an Indian prince. There had been one at-
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tack already. The battle lines had drawn back to re-
form. Now Alexander again ordered his soldiers to
advance.

The hot rays of the sun struck sparks from his
bronze helmet, his shield and breastplate, from the
short-bladed, bronze sword in his hand. His knees,
under, the white, pleated kirtle, gripped the sides of
the sweating, black horse. There may have been a
small blanket between them, there may have been
nothing, for ancient pictures on urns and vases show
both Greeks and Macedonians riding bareback.

Alexander urged the horse forward. For the first
time in sixteen long, turbulent years, Bucephalus re-
fused to obey. Angrily, Alexander repeated the order.
The horse whirled suddenly, and at a gallop, bore his
astounded master back through his own scattering
lines. Halting, the horse kneeled as he had been
trained to do that Alexander might dismount.

Then Bucephalus rolled over dead. For the first
time, Alexander discovered, to his almost inconsol-
able grief, that the valiant horse had been fatally
wounded in the first encounter with the enemy.

The Miller of the DeeThe Miller of the DeeThe Miller of the DeeThe Miller of the DeeThe Miller of the Dee
 Once there lived on the banks of the River Dee a

miller, who was the happiest man in England. He
was always busy from morning till night, and he was
always singing as merrily as any lark. He was so cheer-
ful that he made everybody else cheerful; and people
all over the land liked to talk about his pleasant ways.
At last the king heard about him.

“I will go down and talk with this wonderful miller,”
he said. “Perhaps he can tell me how to be happy.”

The Miller of the Dee
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 As soon as he stepped inside of the mill, he heard
the miller singing:

 “I envy no-body — no, not I ! —
 For I am as happy as I can be;
 And nobody envies me.”
“You’re wrong, my friend,” said the king. “You’re

wrong as wrong can be. I envy you; and I would gladly
change places with you, if I could only be as light-
hearted as you are.”

 The miller smiled, and bowed to the king.
“I am sure I could not think of changing places with
you, sir,” he said.

 “Now tell me,” said the king, “what makes you so
cheerful and glad here in your dusty mill, while I,
who am king, am sad and in trouble every day.”
The miller smiled again, and said, “I do not know
why you are sad, but I can easily tell why I am glad. I
earn my own bread; I love my wife and my children; I
love my ftiends, and they love me; and I owe not a
penny to any man. Why should I not be happy? For
here is the River Dee, and every day it turns my mill;
and the mill grinds the corn that feeds my wife, my
babes, and me.”

“Say no more,” said the king. “Stay where you are,
and be happy still. But I envy  you. Your dusty cap is
worth more than my golden crown. Your mill does
more for you than my kingdom can do for me. If there
were more such men as you, what a good place this
world would be! Good-by, my friend!”

 The king turned about, and walked sadly away;
and the miller went back to his work, singing:

“Oh, I’m as happy as happy can be,
 For I live by the side of the River Dee!”
It is surely true that any person is about as happy

as he makes up his mind to be!



385

Grace DarlingGrace DarlingGrace DarlingGrace DarlingGrace Darling
 It was a dark September morning. There was a

storm at sea. A ship had been driven on a low rock
off the shores of the Fame Islands. It had been bro-
ken in two by the waves, and half of it had been
washed away. The other half lay yet on the rock, nd
those of the crew who were still alive were clinging to
it. But the waves were dashing over it, and in a little
while it too would be carried to the bottom.
Could any one save the poor, half-drowned men who
were there?

On one of the islands was a light-house; and there,
all through that stormy night, Grace Darling had lis-
tened to the storm.

 Grace was the daughter of the light-house keeper,
and she had lived by the sea as long as she could
remember.

 In the darkness of the night, above the noise of
the winds and waves, she heard screams and wild
cries. When day-light came, she could see the wreck,
a mile away, with the angry waters all around it. She
could see the men clinging to the masts.

 “We must try to save them!” she cried. “Let us go
out in the boat at once!”

 “It is of no use, Grace,” said her father. “We can-
not reach them.”

 He was an old man, and he knew the force of the
mighty waves.

 “We cannot stay here and see them die,” said
Grace. “We must at least try to save them.”

 Her father could not say, “No.”
In a few minutes they were ready. They set off in

Grace Darling
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the heavy lighthouse boat. Grace pulled one oar, and
her father the other, and they made straight toward
the wreck. But it was hard rowing against such a
sea, and it seemed as though they wouki never reach
the place.

 At last they were close to the rock, and now  they
were in greater danger than before. The fierce waves
broke against the boat, and it would have been
dashed in pieces, had it not been for the strength
and skill of the brave girl.

 But after many trials, Grace’s father climbed upon
the wreck, while Grace herself held the boat. Then
one by one the worn-out crew were helped on board.
It was all that the girl could do to keep the frail boat
from being drifted away, or broken upon the sharp
edges of the rock.

 Then her father clambered back into his place.
Strong hands grasped the oars, and by and by all
were safe in the lighthouse. There Grace proved to
be no less tender as a nurse than she had been brave
as a sailor. She cared most kindly for the shipwrecked
men until the storm had died away and they were
strong enough to go to their own homes.

All this happened a long time ago, but the name
of Grace Darling will never be forgotten. She lies bur-
ied now in a little church-yard by the sea, not far
from her old home. Every year many people go there
to see her grave; and there a monument has been
placed in honor of the brave girl. It is not a large
monument, but it is one that speaks of the noble
deed which made Grace Darling famous. It is a figure
carved in stone of a woman lying at rest, with a boat’s
oar held fast in her right hand.
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Maximillian and theMaximillian and theMaximillian and theMaximillian and theMaximillian and the
Goose BoyGoose BoyGoose BoyGoose BoyGoose Boy

 One summer day King Maximilian of Bavaria was
walking in the country. The sun shone hot, and he
stopped under a tree to rest.

 It was very pleasant in the cool shade. The king
lay down on the soft grass, and looked up at the
white clouds sailing across the sky. Then he took a
little book from his pocket and tried to read.
But the king could not keep his mind on his book.
Soon his eyes closed, and he was fast asleep.
It was past noon when he awoke. He got up from his
grassy bed, and looked around. Then he took his
cane in his hand, and started for home.

 When he had walked a mile or more, he hap-
pened to think of his book. He felt for it in his pocket.
It was not there. He had left it under the tree.
The king was already quite tired, and he did not like
to walk back so far, But he did not wish to lose the
book. What should he do?

 If there was only some one to send for it!
While he was thinking, he happened to see a little
bare-footed boy in the open field near the road. He
was tending a large flock of geese that were picking
the short grass, and wading in a shallow brook. The
king went toward the boy. He held a gold piece in his
hand.

 “My boy,” he said, “how would you like to have
this piece of money?”

 “I would like it,” said the boy; “but I never hope
to have so much.”

 “You shall have it if you will run back to the oak
tree at the second turning of the road, and fetch me

Maximillian and the Goose Boy
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the book that I left there.”
 The king thought that the boy would be pleased.

But not so. He turned away, and said, “I am not so
silly as you think.”

 “What do you mean?” said the king. “Who says
that you are silly?”

 “Well,” said the boy, “you think that I am silly
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enough to believe that you will give me that gold pIece
for running a mile, and fetching you a book. You can’t
catch me.”

 “But if I give it to you now, perhaps you will be.
lieve me,” said the king; and he put the gold piece
into the little fellow’s hand.

 The boy’s eyes sparkled; but he did not move.
”What is the matter now?” said the king. “Won’t you
go?”

 The boy said, “I would like to go; but I can’t leave
the geese. They will stray away, and then I shall be
blamed for it.”

“Oh, I will tend them while you are away,” said the
king.

 The boy laughed. “I should like to see you tend-
ing them!” he said. “Why, they would run away from
you in a minute.”

 “Only let me try,” said the king.
 At last the boy gave the king his whip, and started

off. He had gone but a little way, when he turned and
came back.

 “What is the matter now?” said Maximilian.
”Crack the whip!”

 The king tried to do as he was bidden, but he
could not make a sound.

 “I thought as much,” said the boy. “You don’t know
how to do anything.”

 Then he took the whip, and gave the king lessons
in whip cracking. “Now you see how it is done,” he
said, as he handed it back. “If the geese try to run
away, crack it loud.”

 The king laughed. He did his best to learn his
lesson; and soon the boy again started off on his er-
rand.

 Maximilian sat down on a stone, and laughed at

Maximillian and the Goose Boy
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the thought of being a goose-herd. But the geese missed
their master at once. With a great cackling and hiss-
ing they went, half flying, half running, across the
meadow.

The king ran after them, but he could not run
fast. He tried to crack the whip, but it was of no use.
The geese were soon far away. What was worse, they
had gotten into a garden, and were feeding on the
tender vegetables.

 A few minutes after, the goose boy came back
with the book.

 “Just as I thought,” he said. “I have found the
book, and you have lost the geese.”

 “Never mind,” said the king, “I will help you get
them again.”

 “Well, then, run around that way, and stand by
the brook while I drive them out of the garden.”

The king did as he was told. The boy ran forward
with his whip, and after a great deal of shouting and
scolding, the geese were driven back into the meadow.

“I hope you will pardon me for not being a better
goose-herd,” said Maximilian; “but, as I am a king, I
am not used to such work.”

 “A king, indeed!” said the boy. “I was very silly to
leave the geese with you. But I am not so silly as to
believe that you are a king.”

 ‘Very well,” said Maximilian, with a smile; “here
is another gold piece, and now let us be friends.”

The boy took the gold, and thanked the giver. He
looked up into the king’s face and said, — “You are a
very kind man, and I think you might be a good king;
but if you were to try all your life, you would never be
a good gooseherd.”
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The Inchcape RockThe Inchcape RockThe Inchcape RockThe Inchcape RockThe Inchcape Rock
In the North Sea there is a great rock called the

Inchcape Rock. It is twelve miles from any land, and
is covered most of the time with water.
Many boats and ships have been wrecked on that
rock; for it is so near the top of the water that no
vessel can sail over it without striking it.

More than a hundred years ago there lived not far
away a kind-hearted man who was called the Abbot
of Aberbrothock.

“It is a pity,” he said, “that so many brave sailors
should lose their lives on that hidden rock.”

So the abbot caused a buoy to be fastened to the
rock. The buoy floated back and forth in the shallow
water. A strong chain kept it from floating away.
On the top of the buoy the abbot placed a bell; and
when the waves dashed against it, the bell would ring
out loud and clear.

Sailors, now, were no longer afraid to cross the
sea at that place. When
they heard the bell ring-
ing, they knew just
where the rock was, and
they steered their vessels
around it.

 “God bless the good
Abbot of Aberbrothock!”
they all said.

One calm summer
day, a ship with a black
pirate flag happened to
sail not far from the
Inchcape Rock. The ship
belonged to a sea rob-

The Inchcape Rock
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ber called Ralph the Rover; and she was a terror to
all honest people both on sea and shore.

 There was but little wind that day, and the sea
was as smooth as glass. The ship stood almost still;
there was hardly a breath of air to fill her sails.

Ralph the Rover was walking on the deck. He
looked out upon the glassy sea. He saw, the buoy
floating above the Inchcape Rock. It looked like a big
black speck upon the water. But the bell was not
ringing that day. There were no waves to set it in
motion.

 “Boys !” cried Ralph the Rover; “put out the boat,
and row me to the Inchcape Rock. We will play a
trick on the old abbot.”

 The boat was lowered. Strong arms soon rowed
it to the Inchcape Rack. Then the robber, with a heavy
ax, broke the chain that held the buoy.
He cut the fastenings of the bell. It fell into the water.
There was a gurgling sound as it sank out of sight.

 “The next one that comes this way will not bless
the abbot,” said Ralph the Rover.

 Soon a breeze sprang up, and the black ship
sailed away. The sea robber laughed as he looked
back and saw that there was nothing to mark the
place of the hidden rock.

For many days, Ralph the Rover scoured the seas,
and many were the ships that he plundered. At last
he chanced to sail back toward the place from which
he had started.

The wind had blown hard all day. The waves rolled
high. The ship was moving swiftly. But in the evening
the wind died away, and a thick fog came on.
Ralph the Rover walked the deck. He could not see
where the ship was going. “If the fog would only clear
away!” he said.
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“I thought I heard the roar of breakers,” said the
pilot. “We must be near the shore.”

“I cannot tell,” said Ralph the Rover; “but I think
we are not far from the Inchcape Rock. I wish we
could hear the good abbot’s bell.”

The next moment there was a great crash. “It is
the Inchcape Rock!” the sailors cried, as the ship
gave a lurch to one side, and began to sink.

“Oh, what a wretch am I!” cried Ralph the Rover.
“This is what comes of the wicked joke that I played
on the good abbot!”

 “He that diggeth a pit shall fall into it; and whoso
breaketh an hedge, a serpent shall bite him.”
Ecclesiastes 10:8

Picciola
Many years ago there was a poor gentleman shut

up in one of the great prisons of France. His name
was Charney, and he was very sad and Unhappy. He
had been put into prison wrongfully, and it seemed
to him as though there was no one in the world who
cared for him.

 He could not read, for there were no books in the
prison. He was not allowed to have pens or paper,
and so he could not write. The time dragged slowly
by. There was nothing that he could do to make the
days seem shorter. His only pastime was walking back
and forth in the, paved prison yard. There was no
work to be done, no one to talk with.

One fine morning in spring, Charney was taking
his walk in the yard. He was counting the paving
stones, as he had done a thousand times before. All
at once he stopped. What had made that little mound

Picciola
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of earth between two of the stones? He stooped down
to see.

A seed of some kind had fallen between the stones.
It had sprouted; and now a tiny green leaf was push-
ing its way up out of the ground. Charney was about
to crush it with his foot, when he saw that there was
a kind of soft coating over the leaf.

 “Ah!” said he. “This coating is to keep it safe. I
must not harm it.” And he went on with his walk.
The next day he almost stepped upon the plant be-
fore he thought of it. He stooped to look at it. There
were two leaves now, and the plant was much stron-
ger and greener than it was the day before. He staid
by it a long time, looking at all its parts.

Every morning after that, Charney went at once
to his little plant. He wanted to see if it had been
chilled by the cold, or scorched by the sun. He wanted
to see how much it had grown.

One day as he was looking from his window, he
saw the jailer go across the yard. The man brushed
so close to the little plant, that it seemed as though
he would crush it. Charney trembled from head to
foot.

“0 my Picciola!” he cried.
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When the jailer came to bring his food, he begged
the grim fellow to spare his little plant. He expected
that the man would laugh at him; but although a
jailer, he had a kind heart.

“Do you think that I would hurt your little plant?”
he said. “No, indeed! It would have been dead long
ago, if I had not seen that you thought so much of it.”

That is very good of you, indeed,” said Charney.
He felt half ashamed at having thought the jailer un-
kind.

Every day he watched Picciola, as he had named
the plant. Every day it grew larger and more beauti-
ful. But once it was almost broken by the huge feet of
the jailer’s dog. Charney’s heart sank within him.

“Picciola must have a house,” he said. “I will see if
I can make one.”

So, though the nights were chilly, he took, day by
day, some part of the firewood that was allowed him,
and with this he built a little house around the plant.
The plant had a thousand pretty ways which he no-
ticed. He saw how it always bent a little toward the
sun; he saw how the flowers folded their petals be-
fore a storm.

He had never thought of such things before, and
yet he had often seen whole gardens of flowers in
bloom. One day, with soot and water he made some
ink; he spread out his handkerchief for paper; he
used a sharpened stick for a pen — and all for what?
He felt that he must write down the doings of his
little pet. He spent all his time with the plant.

“See my lord and my lady!” the jailer would say
when he saw them.

As the summer passed by, Picciola grew more
lovely every day. There were no fewer than thirty blos-
soms on its stem.

Picciola



396 Adventure Stories from History

But one sad morning it began to droop. Charney
did not know what to do. He gave it water, but still it
drooped. The leaves were withering. The stones of
the prison yard would not let the plant live.

Charny knew that there was but one way to save
his treasure. Alas! how could he hope that it might
be done? The stones must be taken up at once.
But this was a thing which the jailer dared not do..
The rules of the prison were strict, and no stone must
be moved. Only the highest officers in the land could
have such a thing done.

Poor Charney could not sleep. Picciola must die.
Already the flowers had withered; the leaves would
soon fall from the stem.

Then a new thought came to Charney. He would
ask the great Napoleon, the emperor himself, to save
his plant.

It was a hard thing for Charney to do, — to ask a
favor of the man whom he hated, the man who had
shut him up in this very prison. But for the sake of
Picciola he would do it.

He wrote his little story on his handkerchief. Then
he gave it into the care of a young girl, who promised
to carry it to Napoleon. Ah! if the poor plant would
only live a few days longer!

What a long journey that was for the young girl!
What a long, dreary waiting it was for Charney and
Picciola!

But at last news came to the prison. The stones
were to be taken up. Picciola was saved!
The emperor’s kind wife had heard the story of
Charney’s care for the plant. She saw the handker-
chief on which he had written how nice it was.

”Surely,” she said, “it can do us no good to keep
such a man in prison.”
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And so, at last, Charney was set free. Of course he
was no longer sad and unloving. He saw how God
had cared for him and the little plant, and how kind
and true are the hearts of even rough men. And he
cherished Picciola as a dear, loved friend whom he
could never forget.

Antonio CanovaAntonio CanovaAntonio CanovaAntonio CanovaAntonio Canova
 A good  many years ago there lived in Italy a little

boy whose name was Antonio Canova. He lived with
his grandfather, for his own father was dead. His
grandfather was a stone-cutter, and he was very poor.

Antonio was a puny lad, and not strong enough to
work. He did not care to play with the other boys of
the town. But he liked to go with his grandfather to
the stone-yard. While the old man was busy, cutting
and trimming the great blocks of stone, the lad would
play among the chips. Sometimes he would make a
little statue of soft clay; sometimes he would take
hammer and chisel, and try to cut a statue from a
piece of rock. He showed so much skill that his grand-
father was delighted.

“The boy will be a scuiptor some day,” he said.
Then when they went home in the evening, the grand-
mother would say, “What have you been doing to-
day, my little sculptor?”

And she would take him upon her lap and sing to
him, or tell him stories that filled his mind with pic-
tures of wonderful and beautiful things. And the next
day, when he went back to the stone-yard, he would
try to make some of those pictures in stone or clay.

There lived in the same town a rich man who was
called the Count. Sometimes the Count would have a
grand dinner, and his rich friends from other towns

Antonio Canova
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would come to visit him. Then Antonio’s grandfa-
ther would go up to the Count’s house to help with
the work in the kitchen; for he was a fine cook as
well as a good stone-cutter.

It happened one day that Antonio went with his
grandfather to the Count’s great house. Some people
from the city were coming, and there was to be a
grand feast. The boy could not cook, and he was
not old enough to wait on the table; but he could
wash the pans and kettles, and as, he was smart
and quick, he could help in many other ways.

All went well until it was time to spread the table
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for dinner. Then there was a crash in the dining room,
and a man rushed into the kitchen with some pieces
of marble in his hands. He was pale, and trembling
with fright.

“What shall I do? What shall I do?” he cried. “I
have broken the statue that was to stand at the cen-
ter of the table. I cannot make the table look pretty
without the statue. What will the Count say?”

And now all the other servants were in trouble.
Was the dinner to be a failure after all? For every-
thing depended on having the table nicely arranged.

The Count would be very angry.
“Ah, what shall we do? “they all asked.

Then little Antonio Canova left his pans and kettles,
and went up to the man who had caused the trouble.

“If you had another statue, could you arrange the
table?” he asked.

”Certainly,” said the man; “that is, if the statue
were of the right length and height.”

“Will you let me try to make one?” asked Antonio.
“Perhaps I can make something that will do.”

The man laughed. “Nonsense! “ he cried. “Who
are you, that you talk of making statues on an hour’s
notice?”

“I am Antonio Canova,” said the lad.
Let the boy try what he can do,” said the servants,

who knew him.
And so, since nothing else could be done, the man

allowed him to try.
On the kitchen table there was a large square lump

of yellow butter. Two hundred pounds the lump
weighed, and it had just come in, fresh and clean,
from the dairy on the mountain. With a kitchen knife
in his hand, Antonio began to cut and carve this but-
ter. In a few minutes he had molded it into the shape

Antonio Canova
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of a crouching lion; and all the servants crowded
around to see it.

How beautiful!” they cried. “It is a great deal pret-
tier than the statue that was broken.”

When it was finished, the man carried it to its
place.

“The table will be handsomer by half than I ever
hoped to make it,” he said.

When the Count and his friends came in to din-
ner, the first thing they saw was the yellow lion.

“What a beautiful work of art!” they cried. “None
but a very great artist could ever carve such a figure;
and how odd that he should choose to make it of
butter!” And then they asked the Count to tell them
the name of the artist.

“Truly, my friends,” he said, “this is as much of a
surprise to me as to you.” And then he called to his
head servant, and asked him where he had found so
wonderful a statue.

“It was carved only an hour ago by a little boy in
the kitchen,” said the servant.

This made the Count’s friends wonder still more;
and the Count bade the servant call the boy into the
room.

“My lad,” he said, “you have done a piece of work
of which the greatest artists would be proud. What is
your name, and who is your teacher?”

“My name is Antonio Canova,” said the boy, “and I
have had no teacher but my grandfather the stone-
cutter.”

By this time all the guests had crowded around
Antonio. There were famous artists among them, and
they knew that the lad was a genius. They could not
say enough in praise of his work; and when at last
they sat down at the table, nothing would please them
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but that Antonio should have a seat with them; and
the dinner was made a feast in his honor.

The very next day the Count sent for Antonio to
come and live with him. The best artists in the land
were employed to teach him the art in which he had
shown so much skill; but now, instead of carving but-
ter, he chiseled marble. In a few years, Antonio Canova
became known as one of the greatest sculptors in the
world.

KKKKKeeper of the Lighteeper of the Lighteeper of the Lighteeper of the Lighteeper of the Light
Mary’s father was the keeper of a lighthouse on

the coast of England. The light of these lamps shines
at night to guide ships on their way and to keep them
from dangerous rocks and shoals. The lighthouse
seems to say: “Take care, sailors, for rocks and sands
are here. Keep a good lookout and mind how you
sail, or you will be lost.”

One afternoon Mary was in the lighthouse alone.
Mary’s father had trimmed the lamps, and they were
ready for lighting when evening came. As he needed
to buy some food, he crossed the causeway which led
to the land. This causeway was a path over the rocks
and sands, which could be used only two or three
hours in the day; at other times, the waters rose and
covered it. The father intended to hasten home be-
fore the tide flowed over this path. Night was coming
on, and a storm was rising on the sea. Waves dashed
against the rocks, and the wind moaned around the
tower.

Mary’s mother was dead, and although she was
alone, her father had told the girl not to be afraid, for
he would soon return. Now there were some rough-
looking men behind a rock, who were watching Mary’s

Keeper of the Light
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father. They
watched him go to
the land.

Who were they?
They were “wreck-
ers” who lurked
about the coast. If a
vessel was driven on
the rocks by a
storm, they rushed
down—not to help
the sailors, but to
rob them, and to
plunder the ship.

The wicked men
knew that a little girl
was left alone in the
lighthouse. They

planned to keep her father on the shore all night.
Ships filled with rich goods were expected to pass
the point before the morning and these men knew if
the light did not  shine, the vessels would run upon
the rocks and be wrecked. How cruel and wicked
they were to seek the death of the ships’ crews!

Mary’s father had filled his basket, and prepared
to return to the lighthouse. As he drew near the road
leading to the causeway, the wreckers rushed from
their hiding place and threw him on the ground. They
quickly bound his hands and feet with ropes and
carried him into a shed, where he had to lie until
morning. It was in vain that he shouted for them to
set him free; they only mocked his distress. They
then left him in the charge of two men, while they
ran back to the shore.

“Oh, Mary, what will you do?” cried the father as
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he lay in the shed. “There will be no one to light the
lamps. Ships may be wrecked, and sailors may be
lost.”

Mary looked from a narrow window toward the
shore, thinking it was time for her father to return.
When the clock in the little room struck six, she knew
that the water would soon be over the causeway.

An hour passed. The clock struck seven, and Mary
still looked toward the beach; but her father was not
to be seen. By the time it was eight, the tide was
nearly over the causeway; only bits of rock here and
there were above the water. “0 father, hurry,” cried
Mary, as though her father could hear her. “Have you
forgotten your little girl?” But the only answer was
the noise of the waters as they rose higher and higher,
and the roar of the wind as it gave notice of the com-
ing storm. Surely there would be no lights that night.

Mary thought of what her mother used to say: “We
should pray in every time of need.” Quickly she knelt
and prayed for help: “0 Lord, show me what to do,
and bless my father, and bring him home safe.”

The water was now over the causeway. The sun
had set more than an hour ago, and, as the moon
rose, black storm clouds covered it from sight.

The wreckers walked along the shore, looking for
some ship to strike on the coast. They hoped that
the sailors, not seeing the lights, would think they
were far at sea.

At this moment Mary decided she would try to
light the lamps. But what could a little girl do? The
lamps were far above her reach. She got matches
and carried a small stepladder to the spot. After much
labor she found that the lamps were still above her
head. Then she got a small table and put the step-
ladder on it. But when she climbed to the top the

Keeper of the Light
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lights were still beyond her reach. “If I had a stick,”
she said, “I would tie a match to it, and then I could
set a light to the wicks.” But no stick was to be found.

The storm was raging with almost hurricane force.
The sailors at sea looked along the coast for the light.
Where could it be? Had they sailed in the wrong di-
rection? They were lost and knew not which way to
steer.

All this time Mary’s father was praying that God
would take care of his child in the dark and lonely
lighthouse.

Mary, frightened and lonely, was about to sit down
again, when she thought of the old Bible in the room
below. But how could she step on that Book? It was
God’s Holy Word that her mother had loved to read.
“Yet, it is to save life,” said she; “and if mother were
here, would she not allow me to take it?”

In a minute the large book was brought and placed
under the steps, and up she climbed once more. Yes,
the lighthouse and found out how his little girl had
stood faithful to duty in the dark hours of storm.

The BoyThe BoyThe BoyThe BoyThe Boy
Who TWho TWho TWho TWho Took a Boarderook a Boarderook a Boarderook a Boarderook a Boarder

Once upon a time, about three hundred and fifty
years ago, a boy stood at the door of a palace in
Florence, Italy. He was a kitchen boy in the house-
hold of a rich and mighty official. He was twelve years
old, and his name was Thomas.

Suddenly he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned
around and said in great astonishment: “What! Is that
you, Peter? What has brought you to Florence? How
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are all the people in Cortona?”
“They are all well,” answered Peter, who likewise

was a boy of twelve. “But I’ve left them for good. I
want to be a painter. I’ve come to Florence to learn to
paint. They say there’s a school here where people
are taught.”

“But have you any money?” asked Thomas.
“Not a penny.”
“Then you can’t be an artist. You had better be a

servant in the kitchen with me, here in the palace.
You will be sure of something to eat, at least.”

“Do you get enough to eat?” asked the other boy
reflectively.

“Plenty, more than enough.”
“I don’t want to be a servant; I want to paint,”

saidPeter. “But I’ll tell you what we’ll do. As you have
more than you need to eat, you take me to board,
and when I’m a grown-up painter, I’ll settle the bill.”

“Agreed!” said Thomas, after a moment’s thought.
“I can manage it. Come upstairs to the garret where I
sleep, and I’ll bring you some dinner by and by.”

So the two boys went up to the little room among
the chimney pots where Thomas slept. It was a small
room, and the only furniture in it was an old straw
mattress and two rickety chairs. The walls were white-
washed.

Now the food was good and plentiful, for when
Thomas went down into the kitchen and foraged, he
found abundance that the cook had carelessly dis-
carded. Peter enjoyed the meal, and told Thomas that
he felt as if he could fly to the moon.

“So far, so good,” said he; “but, Thomas, I can’t be
a painter without paper and pencils and brushes and
colors. Haven’t you any money?”

“No,” said Thomas, “and I don’t know how to get

The Boy Who Took a Boarder
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any. I shall receive no wages for three years.”
“Then I can’t be a painter, after all,” said Peter

mournfully.
“I’ll tell you what,” suggested Thomas. “I’ll get some

charcoal down in the kitchen, and you can draw pic-
tures on the wall.”

Then Peter set resolutely to work, and drew so
many figures of men and women and birds and trees
and animals and flowers, that before long the walls
were covered with pictures.

At last, one happy day, Thomas came into pos-
session of a small piece of money. I don’t know where
he got it, but he was much too honest a boy to take
money that did not belong to him.

You may be sure there was joy in the little room
up among the chimney pots. Now Peter could have
pencils and paper, and other things artists need. By
this time the boy had learned to take walks every
morning. He wandered about Florence, drawing ev-
erything he saw: the pictures in the churches, the
fronts of the old palaces, the statues in the square,
or the outlines of the hills. Then, when it became too
dark to work any longer, Peter would go home and
find his dinner tucked away under the old bed, where
Thomas had put it, not so much to hide it as to keep
it warm.

Things went on in this way for two years. None of
the servants knew that Thomas kept a boarder, or if
they did know it, they good-naturedly shut their eyes.
The cook sometimes said that Thomas ate a good
deal for a lad of his size.

One day the owner of the palace decided to repair
it. He went all over the house in company with an
architect and poked into places he had not visited
for years. At last he reached the garret, and there he
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stumbled right into Thomas’s room.
“Why, how’s this?” he cried, astonished at the draw-

ings in the little room. “Have we an artist among us?
Who occupies this room?”

“The kitchen boy, Thomas, sir.”
“A kitchen boy! So great a genius must not be

neglected. Call the kitchen boy.”
Thomas came in fear and trembling. He had never

been in his employer’s presence before. He looked at
the charcoal drawings on the wall and then into the
face of the great man.

“Thomas, you are no longer a kitchen boy,” said
the official kindly.

Poor Thomas thought he was dismissed from ser-
vice, and then what would become of Peter?

“Don’t send me away!” he cried. “I have nowhere
to go, and Peter will starve. He wants to be a painter
so much!”

“Who is Peter?”
“He is a boy from Cortona who boards with me.
He drew those pictures on the wall, and he will

die if he cannot be a painter.”
“Where is he now?”
“He is wandering about the streets to find some-

thing to draw. He goes out every day.”
“When he returns, Thomas, bring him to me. Such

a genius should not be allowed to live in a garret.”
Strange to say, Peter did not come back to his

room that night. One week, two weeks went by, and
still nothing was heard of him. At the end of that
time a search was made and at last he was found. It
seems he had fallen deeply in love with one of
Raphael’s pictures that was exhibited in a public
building, and had asked permission to copy it. The
men in charge, charmed with his youth and talent,

The Boy Who Took a Boarder
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had readily consented. They had given him food and
a place to stay.

Thanks to the interest the rich official took in him,
Peter was admitted to the best school of painting in
Florence. As for Thomas, he had masters to instruct
him in all the learning of the day.

Fifty years later, two old men were living together
in one of the most beautiful houses in Florence. One
of them was called Peter of Cortona; and the people
said of him: “He is the greatest painter of our time.”

The other was called Thomas; and all they said of
him was: “Happy  is the man who has him for a
friend.”

He was the kind boy who took care of his friend.

Who Opened theWho Opened theWho Opened theWho Opened theWho Opened the
Prison Door?Prison Door?Prison Door?Prison Door?Prison Door?

Hadewyck smiled as she hurried home along the
cleanest street of the cleanest town in Holland. “Jesus
will make our hearts as clean as our town,” she whis-
pered to her friend Elizabeth. “I wish all our neigh-
bors would learn to love Him as we do!”

But in the town of Leeuwarden 400 years ago there
weren’t many people who loved Jesus. In fact most of
them scowled at Christians and would not listen when
Hadewyck and her friend tried to tell them of His
great love.

One day rough soldiers arrested Hadewyck. They
grabbed her arms so tightly that they hurt. “Help me,
Jesus,” she prayed as the cruel men rushed her along
the street to jail.

“We’ll see if you’ll keep talking about your Jesus,”
the jailer said. “I vow you’ll stop when you feel the
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thumbscrews!
The key clicked in the lock, and Hadewyck was

all alone in the prison cell. “Thank You, Jesus,” she
prayed. “Thank You that they did not kill me. “

Sounds from the streets seeped through the key-
hole, and Hadewyck counted the days by those noises.
She knew when the heavy carts of wheat and corn
were being hauled to the weigh bridge. She knew from
the noise of the cattle when they were being driven to
he market. And often she prayed.

One day as she was praying, a voice called her
name. “Hadewyck!”

She looked around. There was no one in the room.
Hadewyck kept praying, happy that no one could keep

Who Opened the Prison Doors?
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her from talking to Jesus.
“Hadewyck!” There was the voice again!
She looked at the door. It was shut, and there was

no one in the room. She closed her eyes to talk to
Jesus some more.

“Hadewyck! You must leave here!”
There had been no click of the key in the lock,

but the door was open!
Hadewyck quickly drew her cloak around her

shoulders and stepped into the street. But which way
should she go? Where would she hide before anyone
saw her?

She stepped into a large church near the jail and
walked up and down the aisles with the crowds of
other people who were walking there. Then she heard
the town drummer calling in the street, and her face
turned pale.

“A female heretic has escaped!” the drummer
shouted.

“The town gates have been shut,” the excited crowd
whispered. “She’ll soon be caught!”

“She’ll feel the thumbscrews!” said a passerby on
the street.

“But how did she get out? She must have been a
witch to have opened the door!” said the jailer.

Hadewyck was sure from all the talk that she would
soon be found in the church. She quietly slipped out.

The town drummer was going past. “A hundred
guilders to the man who finds the heretic!” he shouted.

“One hundred fifty guilders fine if anyone hides
her!”

Surely now someone who knew her would see her
and claim the hundred guilders! Where could she go?
“Jesus, show me where to hide!”

The priest’s tall house stood beside the church.
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Hadewyck remembered that the maid who worked
there was her friend. She stepped inside. No one
heard her as she climbed the stairs. No one heard
her as she opened the attic door and closed it softly
behind her.

She peeped through the window and saw soldiers
rushing about. She quickly stepped away from the
window, afraid that someone might look up and see
her. She leaned against a chest to think.

“Thank You, Jesus, for keeping me safe so far,”
she prayed. “Show me what to do next.”

A sound drifted through the attic door. “Maybe
my friend is coming. I sill listen for her.”

After a while she heard the girl cleaning the hall
below. Hadewyck slowly went down the attic steps,
stopping often to listen.

“Little one,” she whispered. “Little one!”
The girl looked up and smiled. Hadewyck had al-

ways been so good to her.
“Listen carefully, little one. I want you to go to my

sister’s home. Please tell her husband to bring a boat
to the back of this house for me tonight.”

The girl nodded and scurried down the stairs
Hadewyck heard the slam of a door and listened to

The Boy Who Took a Boarder
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the quick steps as they grew fainter.
The afternoon went by. At last it was dark out-

side, and the streets were quiet. Hadewyck crept
down the stairs so carefully that her feet scarcely
touched the steps. She walked lightly along the hall
to the door that opened on the canal.

Her sister’s husband was waiting in the boat. He
reached up his hand to help her in the seat. Dipping
his oars without a sound, he rowed to a place of safety.

“Jesus opened the prison door for me as He did
for Peter,” Hadewyck told him. “He kept people from
recognizing me in the church, and He kept me safe in
the priests’ house until you came. I do thank Him
tonight.”

For many years Hadewyck told people about Jesus’
love, and Jesus always kept her from harm.

Who says “I will” to what is right
        And “I won’t” to what is wrong,
—No matter who he may be,
            He is truly great and strong!
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AN EASTERN BOY AND HIS DONKEYS

AN ANCIENT CHARIOT HORSE
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BEAUTIFUL THINGS
0, Children, ’tis summer!
Run down to the brook
That flows through the meadow,
and listen and look.
I want you to tell me
just why it may be
God made all these beautiful
things that we see.

And why does he send us
the sunshine so bright,
And paint the sky blue,
and the clouds fleecy white.
And why aren’t the leaves
that around us are seen
Dull yellow or brown,
instead of bright green?

We might have had fruit,
without flowers on the trees
To shed their bright petals,
and perfume the breeze.
We might have had food,
and abundance to eat,
Without any fruit,
so delicious and sweet.
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The birds could be happy
all the day long,
And yet never warble
or twitter a song.
’Tis just ‘cause he loves us,
and wants us to know,
So he sends us these tokens
His good will to show.

Yet all of these blessings,
though freely they’re given,
Are only a taste
of the sweet joys of heaven.
And if these delights
yield such joy and love,
0, what will it be
in our bright home above

Where leaves never wither,
and flowers never fade,
And all will be beautiful
as it was made?
Where life, love, and joy
will ever abide,
And Jesus our Saviour,
will walk by our side?
E.M.R.
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