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1-The F1-The F1-The F1-The F1-The Featheredeatheredeatheredeatheredeathered
PPPPPolicemanolicemanolicemanolicemanoliceman

King was a parrot, and master of the place, ex-
cept when the owner decided otherwise. He kept strict
guard over the premises, scolding the birds that glut-
tonously ravaged the fruit, driving away bad dogs that
came to steal, and keeping out, with his talk, numer-
ous beggars who might have borrowed (?) certain
things and forgotten to re-
turn them.

King was a very useful
and highly prized bird; for
though he had the range of
the place, he was content to
abide at home, where his
valuable assistance was
needed.

A band of ruffians who
lived by stealing, had taken
up their quarters in the
town, and the people were
sorely vexed because Of
them. The police were con-
stantly on the watch, but no
one succeeded in catching the outlaws. So matters
dragged on for months. Then the thieves decided to
plunder the doctor’s home on the hill. They immedi-
ately found themselves in trouble, because King
guarded his master’s property. I nearly forgot to tell
you that King’s master was a doctor.

One dark night, the doctor, who lived alone much

The Feathered Policeman
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of the time, saddled his horse, and hurried away in
answer to an urgent call. The patter of hurrying hoofs
sounded along the driveway. Scarcely had the gate
swung closed behind the hastening doctor ere three
men stepped from the shadow.

Two remained without, one on either side of the
house, while the third pushed open the unfastened
door and entered. He had nothing to fear, therefore
he took no care to conceal his movements or to avoid
making a noise during his search. Because it was
unhandy to find things in the dark, the thief struck a
light, and soon the place hid nothing from any eye
that cared to look. Taking from inside his coat a large
sack, the man proceeded to fill it with various ar-
ticles of value, going through the whole house, till
the bag became bulky and quite unwieldy. Then, with
some difficulty, he passed from the doctor’s study
into the dining room, which was King’s sleeping quar-
ters and the last room to be pillaged.

As soon as the lights flared, Mr. Parrot blinked
his eyes and shifted on his perch drowsily. But all at
once, he became alert, for the man before him was
not his master. Something must be wrong! Silently
he watched the intruder going around the room. The
man had not seen the bird, and knew of no living
thing around but himself and his two confederates.
Just as he was about to tie the sack, having finished
his pilferage, a shrill voice cried angrily: “Stop it, I
say! Stop it! A-a-h, I’ll have to shoot you!” These were
the words the doctor always used when rebuking his
pet, and the parrot employed them now to advan-
tage.

The man stopped as though shot. He dropped his
heavy sack and rushed for the door. Before he (got)
passed out, King swooped down upon him, and
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plunged his bill into the frightened man’s face, tear-
ing at the thief’s left eye so that he drew forth blood
and screams of anguish.

The two thieves who had remained outside took
alarm for their safety, and fled at once, leaving their
comrade to escape any way he could. With his blinded
eye and the other wounds inflicted by the angry par-
rot, the thief could hardly move for intense pain and
fear. He groped his way, in the dark, to the porch,
where, unable to see, he fell off the edge, striking his
head against a hitching block on the ground below,
and lay there unconscious from the blow.

Arriving at the home to which he was supposed to
have been called, the doctor found no one sick, and
took instant warning. He turned his horse about, and
ran for his home on the hill. From a distance, the
light blinked at him; and he spurred the speeding
animal to greater exertion. As he raced along the high-
way, two men stepped out of the road into the con-
cealing bushes; but he paid no attention to them,
and dashed on to the house, where he drew rein and
leaped to the ground, with pistol in hand.

King met him at the door, calling: - “Stop it, I say!
Stop it! A-a-h, I’ll have to shoot you I” Quickly the
doctor glanced about, observing the abandoned sack,
also the blood upon the floor and over King’s head. A
groan attracted him to the porch, where, upon strik-
ing a match, he discovered the injured thief.

The poor fellow had suffered the loss of his left
eye, with the added affliction of a broken collar bone,
bruises, cuts, and scratches, which were all the re-
sult of his attempted burglary. The doctor dressed
the wounds, and King stood close by all the while,
saying: “Stop it, I say! Stop it! A-a-h, I’ll have to shoot
you!”

The Feathered Policeman
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Anger at his companions for their cowardice in
deserting him, led the captive thief to reveal the names
and whereabouts of all the others in his company.
Thus was the whole band broken up. So you can see
that King, by his faithfulness, performed an act that
was not only of signal service to his master, but also
a great blessing to the whole town. After this thrilling
experience, the doctor’s fighting parrot was known
far and wide as “the feathered policeman.”

2-Joe Benton’s2-Joe Benton’s2-Joe Benton’s2-Joe Benton’s2-Joe Benton’s
Coals of FCoals of FCoals of FCoals of FCoals of Fireireireireire

It was a lovely morning; the sun was shining
brightly, and the air was fragrant with violets and
lilacs when Joe Benton sprang out the back door,
shouting for joy over the anticipated pleasures of the
holiday. “I’ll have time to run to the brook before
breakfast and see if my boat is all right,” he said to
himself. “We boys are to meet and launch her at nine
o’clock, and the captain ought to be up on time.”

So Joe hastened down to the cave where the pre-
cious boat was hidden. As he neared the place, an
exclamation of surprise escaped him. There were signs
of some intruder, and the big stone before the cave
had been rolled away. Hastily drawing forth his trea-
sure, he burst into loud cries of dismay; for there
was the beautiful little boat which Cousin Herbert
had given him, with its bright sails split into many
shreds; and a large hole bored in the bottom.

Joe stood for a moment, motionless with grief and
surprise; then, with a face as red as a peony, he burst
forth: “I know who did it! It was Fritz Brown, and he
was angry because I didn’t ask him to come to the
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launching. But I’ll pay him back for this,” said Joe.
Hastily pushing back the ruined boat, he went a little
farther down the road. He fastened a piece of string
across the footpath a few inches from the ground
and carefully hid himself in the bushes.

Presently a step was heard, and Joe eagerly peeped
out. How provoking! Instead of Fritz, it was Cousin
Herbert, the last person he cared to see. Joe tried to
lie very quiet; but it was all in vain. Cousin Herbert’s
sharp eyes caught a curious movement in the bushes,
and, brushing them right and left, he soon came upon
Joe. “How’s this?” cried he, looking straight into the
boy’s face; but Joe answered not a word. “You’re not
ashamed to tell me what you were doing?”

“No, I’m not,” said Joe sturdily, after a short pause.
“I’ll tell you the whole story.” Out it tumbled, down to

Joe Benton’s Coals of Fire
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the closing threat. “I mean to make him smart for it,”
said Joe.

“What do you mean to do?”
“You see, Fritz carries a basket of eggs to the store

every morning, and I plan to trip him over this string,
and make him smash all of them.”

Now Joe knew well enough that he was not show-
ing the right spirit, and he muttered to himself, “Now
for a good scolding;” but to his great surprise Cousin
Herbert said quietly: “Well, I think Fritz does need
some punishment; but this string is an old trick. I
can tell you something better than that.”

“What?” cried Joe eagerly.
“How would you like to put a few coals of fire on

his head?”
“What, and burn him?” said Joe doubtfully.
Cousin Herbert nodded with a queer smile.
Joe clapped his hands. “Now that’s just the thing,

Cousin Herbert. You see, his hair is so thick he
wouldn’t get burned much before he’d have time to
shake them off; but I’d like to see him jump once.
Tell me how to do it, quick!”

“‘If thine enemy be hungry, give him bread to eat;
and if he be thirsty, give him water to drink: for thou
shalt heap coals of fire upon his head, and the Lord
shall reward thee,’” said Cousin Herbert gravely. “I
think that’s the best kind of punishment Fritz could
have.”

Joe’s face lengthened terribly. “Now, that’s no
punishment at all.”

“Try it once,” said Cousin Herbert. “Treat Fritz
kindly, and I am certain that he will feel so ashamed
and unhappy he would far rather you had given him
a severe beating.”

Joe was not really a bad boy at heart; but he was
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now in an ill temper, and he said sullenly: “You said
this kind of coals would burn, and they don’t at all.”

“You’re mistaken about that,” said his cousin cheer-
ily. “I have known such coals to burn up a great
amount of rubbish—malice, envy, ill feeling, revenge,
and I don’t know how much more—and then leave
some cold hearts feeling as warm and pleasant as
possible.”

Joe drew a long sigh. “Well, tell me a good coal to
put on Fritz’s head, and I’ll see about it.”

“You know,” said Herbert, smiling, “Fritz is poor
and he can seldom buy himself a book, although he
loves to read. Now you have quite a library. Suppose-
—ah, well, I won’t suppose anything about it! I’ll leave
you to find your own coal; but be sure to kindle it
with love, for no other fire burns so brightly and so
long.” With a cheery “good-by,” Herbert sprang over
the fence and was gone.

Before Joe had time to collect his thoughts, he
saw Fritz coming down the lane with a basket of eggs
in one hand and a pail of milk in the other.

For one moment, the thought crossed Joe’s mind:
“What a smash it would have made if Fritz had fallen
over the string!” Then he stopped, glad that the string
was safe in his pocket.

Fritz looked uncomfortable when he first caught
sight of Joe; but the boy began abruptly: “Fritz, have
you much time to read now?”

“Sometimes,” said Fritz, “when I’ve driven the cows
home, and done all my work; but the trouble is, I’ve
read everything I can get hold of.”

“How would you like to take my new book of trav-
els?”

Fritz’s eyes danced. “Say, would you let me? I’d be
careful with it!”

Joe Benton’s Coals of Fire
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“Yes,” an-
swered Joe,
“and perhaps
I’ve some oth-
ers you’d like
to read.” Then
he added
shyly: “Fritz, I
would ask you
to come and
help sail my
boat today;
but someone
has torn up
the sails, and
made a hole in
the bottom.
Who do you
suppose did it?”

Fritz’s head dropped, but after a moment he
looked up, and said: “I did it, Joe; but I can’t begin to
tell you how sorry I am. You did not know I was so
mean when you promised me the books.”

“Well, I rather thought you did it,” said Joe slowly.
“And yet you—” Fritz couldn’t get any further. He

rushed off without another word.
“That coal does burn. I know Fritz would rather I

had smashed every egg in his basket than to have
offered him that book.” Then Joe went home with a
light heart, hungry for his breakfast.

When the captain and the crew of the little vessel
met at the appointed hour, they found Fritz there
before them trying to repair the damage. As soon as
he saw Joe, he hurried to present him with a beauti-
ful little flag he had bought for the boat with part of
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his egg money that morning. The boat was repaired,
and everything turned out as Herbert had said. Joe
found that the more he used of this curious kind of
coal, the larger supply he had on hand-kind thoughts,
kind words, and kind actions.

Joe’s playmates, who saw that he was always
happy, studied the secret, and when any trouble came
up, someone would say: “Let us try a few of Joe
Benton’s coals.” It was astonishing to see how quickly
their hearts grew warm toward each other.

3-Selling a Birthright3-Selling a Birthright3-Selling a Birthright3-Selling a Birthright3-Selling a Birthright
“Father,” said Charley one day, “Mr. Reed is going

to take the whole school to Union Hill, where we are
to have a dinner and a grand time. We are to choose
a captain from the senior class.”

“Whom are you going to vote for in the election?”
“Morton, the tallest fellow in school, and the best

boy, too, I think. But George has gone over to the
opposition.” Father looked at George. “Who is your
candidate? Let’s hear about it.”

“Chester is my choice,” said George. “I don’t see
why he won’t make as good a captain as Morton.”

“He is not so good a scholar,” said Charley. “Be-
sides, he swears sometimes. Then, too, he’s buying
up votes, and I think that is mean.”

George flushed a little, but made no reply.
“George,” said his father, “I want you to tell me

whether Chester has given you anything to influence
your vote.”

George hung his head and was slow to reply. There
was no escape from his father’s question, and at last

Selling a Birthright
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he answered: “I broke my new bat yesterday playing
baseball. George gave me his if I would promise to
vote for him.”

“Did you promise?”
“Yes, father.”
“You were wrong, my boy. Your vote is your birth-

right. Not long ago, when we read how Esau sold his
birthright for a mess of pottage, you thought him a
foolish man. Now you have sold yours for a second-
hand bat. You have sold your influence, as far as it
goes, to vote for a boy who, by taking unfair means,
shows he is unfit for the position. Now, as you look
over the whole affair, do you not think that it is pretty
cheap?”

“Yes,” answered George; “but I didn’t think it was
so important.”

“If you can be bought with a bat when you are a
boy, you may be bought with an office, or with money,
when you are a man. I want my sons to be above
taking bribes or selling their freedom.”

“What should I do?”
“Take the bat back to Chester and tell him how

the matter looks to you on further consideration. If
he has any honor in him, he will release you from
your promise; if he has none, he can hold you to it,
and you must keep your word. But take care not to
be caught in such a position again.”

George wished the old bat were at the bottom of
the sea as he carried it back to Chester. He was
laughed at, reproached, and held to his promise, as
he expected to be; and acquired such a contempt for
his candidate’s lack of principle that he was glad
when he found himself on the losing side the next
day. In fact, he joined heartily in the cheers which
the winners gave for their friend Morton.
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4 - Mattie’s Prize4 - Mattie’s Prize4 - Mattie’s Prize4 - Mattie’s Prize4 - Mattie’s Prize
What was Mattie turning over and over in her hand,

looking admiringly at it the while? Every now and
then a ripple of laughter broke from her lips. She
was sitting on the floor in the front room, wishing
mother would wake up to hear of her good fortune
and help her admire this wonderful prize.

It would not do to awaken her, for she was getting
over a long, severe sickness. Mattie, though only eight
years old, knew that every hour of sleep was bringing
her mother nearer to health again. Still, it was trying
for her to sit quietly with such a wonderful thing to
tell. She at last decided she could not wait any longer,
and she went to find Aunt Fanny.

Aunt Fanny was getting dinner, but she looked up
with a smile as Mattie put her rosy face in at the

Mattie’s Prize
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door.
“Is your mother still asleep, Mattie?” she asked.

“Yes. What did Dr. Morris say today?”
“He thinks she will soon be about again. He said

it would do her a great deal of good to take a ride,
but we must give that up.”

“Why, Aunt Fanny?”
“Because we cannot spare the money. You know,

dear, your mother’s sickness not only keeps her from
her students, but it takes many hours from her sew-
ing. We shall have to live very economically for a long
time to keep out of debt. So, you see, we cannot spare
five dollars for a ride.”

“Will it cost that much?”
“Yes, Mattie. It’s no use to go for a little city drive.

What your mother needs is a good breath of country
or sea air, and it will take a long ride to get that. It is
such a lovely afternoon, too,” she added regretfully.

“Aunt Fanny, we will go. You get mamma ready,
and I will make the arrangements. What time should
we start?”

“It is nearly twelve. Say one o’clock,” said Aunt
Fanny as the little girl rushed off.

It was well for her that the invalid was awake when
she returned, for her delightful news certainly would
not keep much longer. Her mother was waiting as
impatiently as Aunt Fanny for an explanation, and
the happy child was eager to give it.

“We were all in school this morning, mother, when
Miss Stratton told us that some great man—I did not
catch his name—was going around the building to
see how our school was managed. After a few min-
utes he came in with four or five other men. We went
through some of the exercises and sang for him.

“Then he said: ‘Now I want to hear some of the
little girls read aloud. I will give this to the best reader.’
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And he held up something, I could not see what.
“Miss Stratton called up five girls to read, and I

was among them. When it came my turn, mother, I
remembered all you had told me about punctuation,
distinctness, and expression, and I tried my best. I
was the last, and when I finished he said, ‘This little
girl has fairly earned the prize,’ and he put in my
hand—see, mamma!” —and Mattie held out her
treasure—a five-dollar bill.

“I danced all the way home and found you asleep.
Then I sat down and tried to think of all I could buy
for five dollars. I wanted to run right out and get you
some oranges and grapes and all sorts of good things.
I wanted to buy you a new pair of slippers—yours are
so shabby. I wanted to get you-”

“Stop, stop, little daughter! Did you not want to
buy something for yourself with your five dollars?”

“Oh, mamma, I have everything I want!”
“I thought I heard a little girl wishing for a new

hat and shoes.”
“Oh, the old ones will do! Wouldn’t I look nice,”

said Mattie scornfully, “buying myself hats and shoes,
when you are sick! Well, I was trying to decide what
to buy, and went to ask Aunt Fanny, and she told me
about the good a ride would do you. So, mamma, we
will go for a ride down to the seashore, and make
you well and strong again.”

“But, Mattie, it seems too bad to take your prize
from you so soon.”

“Too bad! As if I cared for the money half as much
as I care to get you well! Besides, mother, if you had
not taken so much pains to teach me to read well, I
would never have had the prize. So, you see, it is
really yours, after all. Now let me help Aunt Fanny
dress you. Isn’t it beautiful to see you have a hat on
again!”

Mattie’s Prize
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It would be quite beyond my power of description
to give any idea of that ride. The best part of it, for
the little girl, was the sight of a faint flush upon her
mother’s pale cheeks, a new light in her eyes, a stron-
ger, clearer ring in her weak voice.

After happy, tired Mattie was fast asleep in her
own little bed, the mother said: “I was downhearted,
Fanny, thinking I must give up the struggle for health;
but my little daughter’s gift must be repaid by mak-
ing every effort to get well again. I will get well for her
sake.”

“Yes, indeed,” Aunt Fanny said heartily; “for there
are not many little girls who would have no thought
of self after winning such a prize.”

5-Annie’s Handy Box5-Annie’s Handy Box5-Annie’s Handy Box5-Annie’s Handy Box5-Annie’s Handy Box
One of my glove buttons is gone,” said sister Kate,

as she was preparing to go out. “How provoking it is!
A glove looks so untidy unfastened.”

“Wait a minute, sis,” said Annie, “I believe I have
some glove buttons in my handy box.” Opening it,
she found a little tin box. She poured the contents in
her apron and soon found the required button. Her
handy needle and silk quickly sewed it on, and she
was well repaid by a kiss from her sister. “Thank
you, Annie,” said Kate, “your little box of curiosities
is a perfect gold mine. You can always find the right
thing there.” Down the steps she went, quite satis-
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fied that all was right.
“How long have you had that box, Annie?” asked

Ned, who was spending a week at the house.
“Ever since she can remember, I guess,” said

mother, laughing. “She always was careful about little
things from the time she could toddle about the floor.
She used to make collections of buttons and pretty
stones when she was four years old. It is a good habit,
though, and I am sure we are all indebted to her
every day. It would be a curiosity to keep an account
of the calls she has for her handy box.”

“I think I will do it,” said Ned. “Where can I find a
paper and pencil?”

Annie opened her box again and took out the half
of an old envelope she had saved, and a piece of pen-
cil someone had swept out of doors.

“You can set down three things to begin with,” she
said, laughing— “a glove button, piece of paper, and
pencil.”

Little Martha came running in holding the string
from her cap. She was in “such a hurry.”

“Run to Annie,” said mother, who was busy mak-
ing pies.

Up went the box lid, and this time a little bag
containing all sorts of odds and ends of old strings
and ribbons was inspected. The right thing was there,
and, using a threaded needle, Annie sewed it on in a
minute’s time, and Martha went dancing off to her
play.

“No. 4,” said Ned, as father came in and asked
Annie if she could find a strong piece of string. An-
other little bag was produced and it contained what
was wanted. With a “Thank you, daughter, you are a
treasure, and so is your box,” he went on his way.

“Take your work and don’t stir from that corner

Annie’s Handy Box



22 Storytime Treasury

today,” said Ned; “you’ll be wanted. You might set up
a store. Well, Tommy, what can we do for you?”

“I have lost my mitten, sister, and I can’t make a
snow man without it. May I have another?”

“Now, I think you are stuck, Annie,” said Ned.
Annie smiled and said to Tommy: “If sister will

give you another mitten will you go and look for the
lost one?”

The little fellow promised, and was told to go and
warm his feet by the fire. Annie took out a paper
pattern and a bit of thick cloth, which she quickly
cut mitten shape and sewed up, all in fifteen min-
utes’ time.

Ned looked on, dumb with admiration, and se-
cretly resolved to learn a lesson.

Who else would like to have such a handy box? It
is useful, not only to yourself, but to others. It will
help to form the good habit of saving that which is
valuable for use later on.

6-School Sickness6-School Sickness6-School Sickness6-School Sickness6-School Sickness
One morning Willie was attacked by a curious but

common headache. He had been subject to such at-
tacks before. They seemed worse just before school
time, decreased rapidly toward noon, and appeared
again about one o’clock. As they were growing upon
him, mother desired to prevent the attacks in the
future.

He was sitting in the big armchair, looking droopy,
when his mother entered the room. “Come, Willie,”
said she, “you’ll be late to school.”

“Oh, mother, I have an awful headache, and I feel
sick.”

“Indeed! I’m sorry. I’ll go and get my castor oil,
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and then put you to bed.”
“Oh, I’m not sick enough to take medicine or go to

bed,” said Willie, looking a little brighter, but not en-
tirely recovered.

“Well, then, I’ll wrap you in my big shawl, and let
you sit by the fire. You can study your lesson and
recite to me.”

“Don’t you think it would do me good to run up
and see Mr. Winters a little while, mother? I need the
fresh air.”

He looked longingly out through the open door,
where the dog was dozing in the sunshine. The birds
were singing, and everything seemed happy outside.
But he was an invalid, confined to a warm kitchen.
How he did wish he had gone to school! He had not
thought his mother would take his plea of sickness
so seriously.

School Sickness
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“I can’t study,” he said at last, looking up. “All my
books are at school. I didn’t know I was going to be
at home.”

“You needn’t worry, if that’s all,” said the mother.
“I remember seeing my books in the attic a few days
ago.”

“I fear they’re too old.”
“I don’t believe they are much different from the

ones you use. I’ll go up and look for them.”
“Can’t I go?” cried Willie eagerly, forgetting his head-

ache.
“No, my dear, you might catch cold. Sit still.”
So Willie settled back in his big chair, indeed look-

ing much like an invalid.
While he was alone he could hear in the distance

the voices of the children at play during recess. How
he longed to be out playing.

When his mother came back with a spelling book,
Willie’s headache returned. He passed his morning
twisting about in the chair and wishing for dinnertime
to come. At noon, Johnny, one of his friends, came to
see why he had been absent.

“It’s nice to be a little sick. I wish I were,” said the
boy, gazing wistfully at Willie in the big chair.

“No, it’s perfectly horrid. I will never be sick again.”
“But when are you coming back to school?”
“This afternoon,” cried Willie decidedly. “I mean

to go to school all my life.”
“You must not go to school this afternoon, son.

You’ll have to wait until you are well,” said mother,
determined to make a sure cure.

“Oh, mother, can’t I go, please? I don’t feel sick
now.”

Johnny, not understanding the situation, looked
in amazement at Willie. He wished that his mother
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would act the same way when he didn’t want to go to
school.

Willie had a dreary afternoon and was glad when
night came. In the morning he was up bright and
early. As soon as his mother appeared, he cried out:
“I can go to school today, can’t I, mother?”

“I’m afr—” began his mother.
Willie broke in: “Now, mother, I just must. I’ll go

crazy if I have to stay home another day.”
“Well, then, you must wear your coat. You mustn’t

get sick again.”
When Willie showed the slightest desire to stay

away from school after that, his mother would say:
“Willie, don’t you feel well? You can stay at home with
me today and rest, if you like.” But the invitation has
never yet been accepted. So far, Willie has carried
out his intention not to miss school.

7-Florie’s Birthday7-Florie’s Birthday7-Florie’s Birthday7-Florie’s Birthday7-Florie’s Birthday
PPPPPartyartyartyartyarty

Florie Swift would be eight years old tomorrow,
and her mother had promised her the company of
six young friends to take dinner with her and spend
the afternoon. “You may invite whom you please,”
mother said.

As soon as lessons were over, the girl went out,
accompanied by Ann, the maid, to invite her guests.
Ann thought, of course, that Florie would invite Fannie
Morris, Jennie Snow, and two or three other close
playmates. They lived in large houses on the next
street, so Ann started to turn in that direction.

“Where are you going?” asked Florie. “The com-
pany I am going to invite don’t live there. Those girls

Florie’s Birthday Party
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have many good times.”
On they walked until they came to a narrow street

with a none-too-inviting appearance.
“I am going to stop here,” said Florie. She opened

a rickety door and began to climb the stairs. Stop-
ping at the top of the first flight, she knocked at the
door on her right. “Come in,” was faintly heard. Florie
opened the door and found a girl about her own age
sitting in a chair, knitting. This was Mary Gray, the
daughter of a woman who had done sewing for Florie’s
mother. The child was blind, but she held out her
hand in the direction of Florie’s voice.

“Mrs. Gray,” Florie said, “I came to see if you would
allow Mary to have dinner with me tomorrow. It is
my birthday, and mamma has promised me a little
party. I will send for Mary, if you are willing.”

“How good you are, Miss Florie!” the woman re-
plied. “My little child has but few pleasures. I know
she will enjoy her visit with you.”

“Thank you,” said Mary, with a smile. “I’ll be wait-
ing for the party.”

“I will send for you, Mary, at three o’clock tomor-
row.”

Bidding the mother and daughter good-by, Florie
went down the stairs and hurried along to another
house near by, where a large boot hung out for a
sign. Ann looked at Florie in amazement as she en-
tered this little shop. An old man sat mending shoes,
and a little lame boy propped up in a chair was try-
ing to amuse himself with some bits of bright-col-
ored leather.

“Well, Miss Florie,” exclaimed the child, “I am so
glad you have come! Those roses you sent me a few
days ago were so beautiful. I kept them as long as I
could.”
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“I’m glad you liked them, Jamie. I have come to
invite you to dinner tomorrow, and you shall have as
many roses as you can carry home.”

The little fellow glanced at his lame feet, and then
at his crutches.

“Never mind, Jamie,” the old shoemaker said. “I
will carry you to Miss Florie’s.”

Florie now left for another home on a side street.
She stopped at the door of a shabby-looking house,
which was occupied by an old woman, formerly a

Florie’s Birthday Party
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nurse in Florie’s family.
“Bless you, Miss Florie, it does me good to see

your bright face,” said the woman. “No one has been
to read the story of the Good Shepherd since you
were here, and my old eyes are of little service now.”

“Well, nursie, tomorrow will be my birthday, and
you are to come to dinner with me. Then I’ll read to
you if you wish.”

“The precious child,” said the old woman, “to think
of a poor old nurse!”

“Good-by, nursie! I am not through inviting my
friends yet.” Beckoning to Ann, Florie walked on a
few doors farther and stopped at another home. A
weak-looking child not much older than Florie came
to the door with a crying baby in her arms.

“Why, Florie,” the child exclaimed, “who ever would
have thought of seeing you!”

“Where is your mother, Amy?”
“She is washing. The baby is so cross I can’t do

anything with him. I could not go to church last week
because he was not well.”

“Do you think your mother will let you come and
have dinner with me tomorrow? It’s my birthday.”

By this time the woman appeared, and Florie
asked: “Please, may Amy come to my house tomor-
row afternoon? It will be my birthday. We are in the
same Sabbath school class, and I should like to have
her.”

“Certainly, miss; I have no objections.” The mother
and child both seemed happier to have Florie call.
“Where next?” Ann inquired.

“To Mrs. White’s,” said Florie. “I’m going to ask
her to bring little deaf-and-dumb Tommy.”

Florie made her errand known to Mrs. White, and
left, saying: “Bring him at three o’clock tomorrow,
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please.”
“Now for home!” said Florie. She ran to her room

the moment she arrived and wrote this little note:
“Florie Swift sends her compliments to Mrs. Swift,
and would be pleased to have her company tomor-
row afternoon.”

“Ann, please take this to mamma, and wait for an
answer.”

Ann soon returned with a small piece of paper, on
which was written: “Mrs. Swift accepts with pleasure
the invitation for tomorrow afternoon.”

The next day was bright and clear, and as three
o’clock drew near, Florie began to arrange her table
for the guests on the green lawn. A large dish of straw-
berries stood in the center, on one side a large cake,
and on the other a plate of biscuits. A small bouquet
of choice flowers stood by each plate.

“Your company is coming,” said Ann, who was
helping Miss Florie.

Sure enough, there was old nurse with her walk-
ing stick, and Jamie on the shoemaker’s back. Blind
Mary was the next to come, and soon Amy and little
mute Tommy appeared. Seating old nurse in a large
chair brought out especially for her, Florie put the
rest of her guests on her right and left. Mary smelled
the flowers, and was delighted with them. Mrs. Swift
now came into the yard, looking somewhat aston-
ished at the company. She greeted each one pleas-
antly, and sat at the head of the table.

When dinner was over, Mrs. Swift invited every-
one to the parlor, where she played and sang for them.
Each one had a bouquet to take home, and when
they left they said, “Thank you,” over and over.

When they were alone, Mrs. Swift asked Florie why
she had invited these friends to her party.

Florie’s BFlorie’s Birthday Partyirthday Party
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“Mother, our teacher told us last Sabbath that God
said, ‘Feed the hungry, lead the lame, and help the
needy,’ or something like that. Did I do right, mother?”

“Yes, daughter. I’m happy that you thought of oth-
ers. He who gives to the poor lends to the Lord.”

8-The Hard W8-The Hard W8-The Hard W8-The Hard W8-The Hard Wayayayayay
 “Frank, I have one more errand for you; then you

may go and play the rest of the afternoon.”
“Yes, father, thanks. What is it you want me to

do?”
Frank’s father went behind the counter and drew

out a little drawer. The man handed his son a silver
dollar and said: “You may carry this to Widow
Boardman. Be careful not to lose it.”

“I’ll be careful,” promised Frank, and then went
out the door.

It was the first day of vacation. The boy felt happy
as he trudged along the road. He was thinking of the
good days ahead—two weeks and no school! Perhaps
the pleasant day, the fresh air, and the sunlight had
something to do with making him happy. Something
else helped to make Frank happy, although he was
not thinking about it. He had tried his best to do
right. It makes a wonderful difference when we know
we are doing our best.

Mrs. Boardman lived some distance up the road.
Frank had already passed the schoolhouse, and the
little pond, and was passing the willow grove, when
suddenly he decided to make a whistle to blow along
the way. So, putting the dollar in his jacket pocket,
he climbed over the fence and cut several willow twigs.
He went along with the twigs in his hand, until he
reached a log lying on a grass plot by the roadside.
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Here he sat down and made two whistles. They
sounded wonderful to Frank’s ears.

As he shut the widow’s gate, Frank put his hand
in his pocket to take out the dollar, so that he might
have it ready to hand her when she came to the door.
It was not there. Thinking he had felt in the wrong
pocket, he put his hand in the other, fully expecting
to feel the dollar between his fingers. It was not there.

Frank felt alarmed. Could he have lost it? He
searched carefully in every pocket, but the dollar was
lost. He turned around and went slowly back, look-
ing carefully along the road for the lost dollar. He
searched around the log, in the willow grove, by the
roadside, every step of the way, but no dollar was to
be seen. He went over the road again with no better
success. At length he sat down upon the log to con-
sider what he should do.

The dollar was lost, there was no doubt of that.
His father had told him to be careful, and he had not
been. Now what should he do? His first thought was
to go back to the store and tell his father all about it.
This would be the right way; but he disliked to go,
for he knew his father would blame him for his care-
lessness.

Frank decided he would not go to his father then.
He would go and play with the boys awhile. Perhaps
his father would never know. At any rate he would
not tell him at once. So he got up from the log and
walked slowly toward the schoolhouse playground.
Soon he was playing with the boys.

In the evening Frank went home and sat down at
the supper table with the family. Soon after the bless-
ing had been said, while his brothers and sisters were
talking with each other about what they had been
doing through the day, father turned to him and said:

The Hard Way
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“0 Frank, did you carry the dollar?”
“Yes, sir,” answered Frank promptly.
The question was asked so suddenly that he had

no time to make up his mind what to answer. He felt
less like telling the truth than he had at first. It
seemed too hard. He thought to take the easier way
by answering “Yes.” The easier way! Poor boy, he had
not learned yet that it was the hard way.

Soon after supper Frank went upstairs to bed.
When he said his evening prayer he did not feel that
God was listening to him, and he passed a restless
night.

In the morning he woke up to find the sun shining
into his room. Leaping out of bed in high spirits, he
began to dress. Suddenly he thought of the lost dol-
lar, and this blotted out all his happy feelings.

The day went by slowly. Frank was troubled by
the fear that father would find out about the lost
dollar; yet he found it harder every hour to make up
his mind to tell what had happened.

In the evening Frank could endure it no longer.
The easy way had indeed become the hard way. While
sitting in the front room he made up his mind to go
and tell the matter. He started toward the study, where
his father was. Every step in the right direction gave
him new strength. He opened the study door and came
to the table where his father sat writing.

“Well, Frank,” father said kindly, “what is it?”
“0 father,” said the boy, but he could not go on. He

bowed his head upon the table and sobbed.
In a few minutes Frank raised his head, and be-

gan again: “I want to tell you father” —but it was too
much.

“Wait a minute, Frank. Let me tell you first,” said
father. “You want to tell me that you did not carry the
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dollar to Mrs. Boardman, that you lost it on the way,
that last night you told a lie about it, that you felt
wretched all the time. You wanted to tell me, but you
did not dare. Is that it?”

“Yes, sir,” sobbed Frank.
“You wanted to take a way easier than the right

way, yet you have found it a great deal harder.”
Frank knew that was true. He saw that he might

have spared himself a great deal of uneasiness and
sorrow by choosing the right way.

To help Frank remember, it was decided he should
earn a dollar as soon as he could and take it to Mrs.
Boardman. Frank set about earning his dollar, and
before vacation was over, he carried it with a light
heart to Mrs. Boardman.

The strangest part of the whole matter was that
while Frank was returning from Mrs. Boardman’s his
shoe struck something hard; he looked down and
saw the dollar he had lost!

9-Rose’s Revenge9-Rose’s Revenge9-Rose’s Revenge9-Rose’s Revenge9-Rose’s Revenge
“Bertie, here’s your hat again tossed down behind

the couch on the porch, instead of being hung up in
the closet. Soon you would have called the family to
help you look for it. Come and pick it up. I am going
to require you to stay indoors all day the next time
your hat is out of place. Remember.”

Bertie’s mother spoke emphatically. Bertie, a little
sheepishly, said to himself: “I had better try to re-
member. Mother means it; she doesn’t often speak
so seriously.”

The boy was in the children’s room, busy paint-
ing with his new box of colors. Rose, his little sister,
stood by, watching him with admiring eyes. It was

Rose’s Revenge
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fun for a while; but Bertie tired of it by and by, and
leaned back in his chair, wondering what to do next.
Presently a bright thought struck him, and he jumped
up.

“Rose, you put away those things for me, won’t
you?” he asked. “I haven’t time.”

“Where are you going all of a sudden?” asked Rose,
beginning to pick up the paint brushes and color
box.

“Oh, out with my sled! I promised Jimmy Lane
and Ned Wheeler to go coasting with them this morn-
ing. I forgot about it until this minute. I wonder where
my hat is.”

“0 Bertie, may I go with you?” begged Rose. “I’ll
clean this all up for you. I won’t be a minute. Mother
said I might go with you the next time you went to
the hill, if you’d take care of me. You will, won’t you,
Bertie?”

“Not this time,” answered her brother, looking
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under chairs and tables for his hat. “Do you suppose
a fellow wants to be bothered with a girl to take care
of when he’s going in for fun?”

“I think you might take me,” persisted Rose. “The
other boys take their sisters, and I haven’t had a good
ride all winter. Please, Bertie. I’ll help you find your
hat.”

“Thanks, but I’ve found it myself. For a wonder, it
was on the hat-rack.” Before Rose could put in an-
other word, Bertie was off.

Poor Rose stood looking after him blankly for a
moment. Then her face grew hot with anger. “He’s a
selfish boy,” she said angrily, “and I know what I’ll
do.”

Now, Rose didn’t know exactly what she would
do, and by the time her brother came in to dinner,
she had quite forgiven him. She remembered it again
the next day, though, when mother, coming into the
children’s room, said: “Quick, children, get ready. Mrs.
Brown has called to offer me a sleigh ride, and she
says there is room enough for you. But hurry, the
horses mustn’t stand waiting in the cold.”

“Oh, boy,” cried Bertie, jumping up in delight. “The
Browns’ big sleigh! Think, Rose! Buffalo robes, and
bells! Where in the world is that hat now?”

Rose was putting on her woolen jacket and get-
ting her mittens and her hat. She was so busy she
had not heard what her brother was saying; and he,
disgusted at seeing her all ready, broke out in loud
reproach.

“Yes, that’s all you care, you selfish thing,” he cried.
“You’re all ready, and you don’t care whether I have to
stay or not. I haven’t had a good sleigh ride this whole
winter. Where is that old hat?”

“I know where his hat is. I saw it fall behind the

Rose’s Revenge
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big chest a little while ago. I suppose if I didn’t tell
him, and made him stay home, it would be my re-
venge.” Rose looked a little triumphant at her brother.
Then she said: “Hurry on your coat and mittens. I’ll
find your hat.” She ran to the chest, and came back
as her mother appeared at the door.

Bertie looked a little sheepish as he followed his
mother and sister out to the sleigh, and all he said
was a hurried whisper: “You’re a good girl, Rose.” He
said to himself, quite in earnest this time, that he
had been a selfish, careless boy, and that this sort of
thing had to be changed right now. Rose’s “revenge”
had worked.

10-A10-A10-A10-A10-Aunt Jane’s Punt Jane’s Punt Jane’s Punt Jane’s Punt Jane’s Partyartyartyartyarty
Almost everyone in town knew Aunt Jane. She

was aunt to a dozen or more boys and girls in par-
ticular, and to all the rest in general. Aunt Jane be-
stowed a great deal of care and thought on her rela-
tives, and all the time they did not claim was de-
voted to helping others. It was a wonder to all how
she accomplished so much. She kept house by her-
self in a quiet way, yet not exactly alone. Children
and poor persons not happy at home sought her
home, where they were sure to receive sympathy in
all their troubles.

Well, I had almost forgotten that I was going to
tell you about Aunt Jane’s party.

She was always doing “something odd,” as the
people called it; but, for all that, everyone loved her
and approved of everything she did. Now, the party
was to be on Wednesday afternoon, and the invita-
tions were given out several days before.

Some children who had no brothers or sisters felt
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quite slighted because they were not invited, for she
invited by pairs, but only two from any one family,
even if there were a dozen children. The children’s
parents thought it a strange thing to do, but said
there was probably a reason, if Aunt Jane did it that
way.

The long-expected day arrived. There were about
twenty boys and girls at the party. They played games
and had exciting contests.

After the refreshments, the children were invited
to look at colored pictures through a viewer that en-
larged the pictures. Only one child could see the pic-
tures at a time. The first boy rushed eagerly toward
the chair, fearing that someone would be there be-
fore him. The rough push he gave his sister hurt her,
and she, provoked by it, pulled his hair.

The last to see the pictures were a brother and
sister named Charles and Mary Ellis, ten and eight
years old. Charles and his sister had waited patiently
until the last. Then, seeing that it was their turn,
Charles placed the chair in the best light, and said:
“Now, Mary, it is your turn.”

“Oh, no!” she said. “You look first. I am in no
hurry.”

Someone by their side said: “You may take it home
and look at it as long as you like.”

Looking up, the brother and sister saw Aunt Jane
smiling at them. “I had intended to give a present to
every brother and sister who did not get provoked
with each other,” she said; “but I have watched all of
you, and have noticed that Charles and Mary Ellis
are the only ones who have not shown signs of self-
ishness. This present is a reward for your kindness.
Do you think I have given it to the two who are most
deserving?”

Aunt Jane’s Party
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“Yes, yes!” they all exclaimed. We hope they re-
solved to treat each other more kindly in future.

11-Into the Sunshine11-Into the Sunshine11-Into the Sunshine11-Into the Sunshine11-Into the Sunshine
“I wish father would come home.” The voice of the

boy who said this had a troubled tone.
“Your father will be angry,” said Aunt Phoebe, who

was sitting in the room reading a book.
Richard raised himself from the sofa where he

had been for half an hour, and with a touch of indig-
nation in his voice, answered: “He’ll be sorry, not an-
gry. Father never gets angry.”

“That’s father, now!” He started up after the lapse
of nearly ten minutes, as the sound of a bell reached
his ear, and went to the door. He came slowly back,
saying with a disappointed air: “It wasn’t father. I
wonder what keeps him so late. Oh, I wish he would
come!”

“You seem anxious to get into deeper trouble,” re-
marked the aunt, who had been in the house for a
week only, and who was not sympathetic toward chil-
dren.

“I believe, Aunt Phoebe, that you would like to see
me whipped,” said the boy, a little indignant; “but
you won’t”

“I must confess,” replied the aunt, “that I think a
little whipping would not be out of place. If you were
my child, I am quite sure you would not escape.”

“I am not your child, and I do not want to be.
Father is good, and he loves me.”

Again the bell rang, and again the boy left the
sofa and went to the door.

“It’s father!” he exclaimed.
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“Ah, Richard!” was the kindly greeting, as Mr. Gor-
don took the hand of his boy. “But what is the mat-
ter, my son? You don’t look happy.”

“Won’t you come in here?” Richard drew his fa-
ther into the library. Mr. Gordon sat down, still hold-
ing Richard’s hand.

“You are in trouble, my son. What has happened?”
Richard’s eyes filled with tears as he looked into

his father’s face. He tried to answer, but his lips quiv-
ered. Then he opened the door of a glass case and
brought out the fragments of a broken statue which
had been sent home only the day before. A frown
came over Mr. Gordon’s face as Richard set the pieces
on a table.

“Who did this, my son?” was asked in an even
voice.

“I threw my ball in the room once—only once, in
forgetfulness.” The poor boy’s tones were husky and
tremulous.

For a little while Mr. Gordon sat controlling him-
self and collecting his disturbed thoughts. Then he
said cheerfully: “What is done, Richard, can’t be
helped. Put the broken pieces away. You have had
trouble enough about it, I can see. I will not add a
word to increase your distress.”

“Oh, father!” And the boy threw his arms about
his father’s neck. “You are so good.”

Five minutes later Richard entered the sitting room
with his father. Aunt Phoebe looked up expecting to
see two shadowed faces, but she did not find them.
She was puzzled.

“That was very unfortunate,” she said a little while
after Mr. Gordon came in. “It was such an exquisite
work of art. It is hopelessly ruined. I think Richard
was a naughty boy.”

Into the Sunshine
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“We have settled that, Aunt Phoebe,” was the mild,
but firm, answer of Mr. Gordon. “It is one of our rules
in this house to get into the sunshine as soon as
possible.”

Into the sunshine as quickly as possible! It’s the
best way!

12-Lily May’s12-Lily May’s12-Lily May’s12-Lily May’s12-Lily May’s
“Good T“Good T“Good T“Good T“Good Time”ime”ime”ime”ime”

Oh, dear! I wish I didn’t have to mind mother.
When I grow up and have a little girl, I’ll let her do as
she pleases. If she wants to go out to play after school,
I won’t make her come straight home.”

So said Lily May as she walked slowly toward
school, feeling much abused because mother thought
it was not safe for a child who had just recovered
from a fever, to play in the brook that afternoon.

At home, mother said to herself: “I wonder if it
would be safe for Lily May to play in the water. I was
sorry to disappoint her, but I was afraid she would
get cold. I think that tomorrow I shall give her per-
mission to do as she pleases. That will let her see if
she is as happy as she thinks she will be.”

That night Lily May came home and began to fret.
“I know I would not have caught cold playing in the
brook,” she whined.

“Tomorrow you may do as you please in every-
thing, Lily May,” said mother.

“Do you really mean it?” exclaimed the girl joy-
fully.

“Certainly, my dear.”
“Oh, won’t I have a wonderful time! How I wish it

were tomorrow now!”
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The next morning after breakfast Lily May said:
“Now, mamma, I don’t believe I’ll go to school today.”

“Do as you please, my dear,” said mother.
The girl went outdoors, and presently mother saw

her swinging under the tree. In about half an hour
she reappeared, saying: “Mother, will you please give
me something to eat?”

“Take anything you please,” replied her mother.
Lily May helped herself to a generous slice of fruit
cake.

Lilly May’s “Good Time”
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The morning hours dragged heavily for the girl.
She tried one pastime after another, but found that
play alone was not desirable. In fact, she would have
been glad if her mother had given her some work;
but she was too proud to acknowledge herself wrong
and ask for some task.

After dinner she said: “I believe I’ll go to school
this afternoon, but don’t be worried if I don’t get home
until suppertime.”

“Very well,” said her mother, smiling quietly.
After school, some of Lily May’s friends said:

“Come with us, Lily May, and wade in the brook; you
don’t know what fun we have.”

The girl hesitated. Something within her told her
she ought not to go; but, stifling the little voice, she
hurried after the girls. Somehow she did not enjoy
the wading as much as she had expected. The girls
spattered water over her; and at last, one of the larger
girls, for the fun of it, pushed her down into the wa-
ter. Then she began to cry, and her class mates called
her a crybaby and told her to run home to her mother.
This she did willingly; and just before dark her mother
saw a forlorn-looking little girl, her wet clothes hang-
ing closely about her, coming to the front door.

What do you suppose her mother did then? Did
she refuse to help her? Did she say that Lily May had
done as she pleased all day, and might do as she
pleased about getting warm and dry? No, indeed; she
helped the girl change her wet clothes for dry ones,
and gave her a hot supper. Then she wrapped her up
warm and cozy in her bed. As mother was bending
over her for a good-night kiss, Lily May threw her
arms around her neck, and said: “I think it was good
of God to give little girls mothers to take care of them,
for they know so much more than children.”
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13-P13-P13-P13-P13-Paul’s Canaraul’s Canaraul’s Canaraul’s Canaraul’s Canaryyyyy
I don’t see why I was made this way. I was such a

sickly baby, everyone thought I would die. I wish I
had—” Paul paused when he thought of his weary
mother and how happy he would be when she came
home.

He was crouching on a seat by the one window in
the room, looking out at the tall buildings and the
wet boards of the near-by houses. Sometimes, lean-
ing out far enough, he could see the paved yard, with
its pile of boxes and rubbish.

Paul was far from strong. His deformed legs could
hardly carry him about.

“I’m of no use at all,” cried Paul. “I’m only a trouble
to mother. I don’t believe there is another creature in

Paul’s Canary
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the world as helpless as I am.”
As he spoke, a gust of wind shook the loose sash

and blew the rain furiously against the panes. The
blinds next door rattled as the storm seemed to gather
force and beat against the window. Then Paul started
forward with breathless curiosity to examine a little
dripping object that the wind had blown onto the
ledge by the window. It was a bird, apparently help-
less, scarcely fluttering as it clung feebly to the stone.

“Oh, poor bird, I’ll bring you in!” cried Paul. Open-
ing the window, he gently reached out his hand. In
his haste he forgot to fasten up the sash and it
pressed heavily on his shoulders. The wind blew his
hair into his eyes and the rain drenched him; but he
did not worry about this, his only thought was for
the weak creature he hoped to rescue.

The storm seemed determined to snatch the bird
away before he could reach it. At last, however, he
gathered the wet bird in his hands and drew it into
the room. Before he thought of changing his clothes,
he wiped, stroked, and blew the bird’s feathers, try-
ing to fan the spark of life.

The bird lay in Paul’s hands hardly moving. Slowly
it began to revive and to pick at its feathers. Then
Paul considered himself. He had no other pants and
jacket, so he wrapped himself in a blanket, taking
his new pet under its folds. In the warmth and dark-
ness, it slept. Paul, with a new feeling of content,
watched it until he, too, fell asleep.

When his mother came home, she feared he was
sick; but on turning back the blanket, she was greeted
by a lively chirp from the bird, which was now dry
and comfortable. The little fellow displayed a hand-
some suit of black and yellow. One of his wings was
injured, and parts of two toes were gone; but he was
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bright and chirpy and very hungry.
“Why, Paul, where did this come from?”
Paul related the rescue, and ended by asking: “Isn’t

he pretty?”
“Yes; but he must have some seed. I’ll see if they

won’t give me a bit downstairs,” said mother.
Soon she returned with some birdseed, and, to

Paul’s satisfaction, the bird began to eat. A little wa-
ter in a cup served him for drink, and he slept on a
stick that Paul balanced between two chairs.

In the days that followed, Paul no longer com-
plained or felt discouraged while his mother was ab-
sent earning their living. Pet, as he named the bird,
was his playmate. Paul taught the canary to take seed
from his lips, to lie dead at a word of command, and
to pull his master’s hair or eyebrows to get attention.

Now, the birdseed that mother had borrowed soon
disappeared, and Paul wondered how to get more. It
would not be fair to use mother’s money. Could not
he earn some? He thought and thought.

The window next to his room jutted out so that he
often saw Mary sitting at her work. She was sorry for
the lame boy, and spoke to him. He made up his
mind that she might help him. One day, as she sat
plying her nimble fingers, he called: “Mary, please.
What do you call your work?”

She looked up and smiled. “Tatting.”
“Is it hard to do?”
“Oh, no! It’s easy; you could learn it.”
“Could I make enough to buy Pet some seed?”
“Why, yes; do you want me to teach you?”
“Oh, do!” cried Paul eagerly.
“I’ll come in tonight.”
So she did. Paul’s fingers were straight and strong

and he had a will to learn. Pet tried to investigate the

Paul’s Canary
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process, pulling the thread; but Paul sent him to bed,
and worked away until he could make the stitches as
Mary did.

“I’ll sell it for you at the same place I take mine;
and if you are industrious, you’ll more than buy Pet’s
seed—a cage, too, perhaps.”

“Oh, he doesn’t want a cage.”
After that, Paul sat in his window as busy as any-

one. He was happy over his work; and when a few
pennies were left over after buying the seed, and he
could buy some fruit for mother’s lunch, he was as
happy as any other child. Mother declared that her
son was growing straighter, and someday he would
be strong and would take care of her.

Some months after Paul rescued Pet, he was wak-
ened by feeling something on his face. As he opened
his eyes, he felt Pet pulling his hair with such strong
tugs that it was far from pleasant. The morning light
was stealing into the room, its gray cold making ev-
erything look dim and strange. Pet pulled and tugged
at his master’s hair.

“It’s not day,” said Paul, trying to send Pet away;
but the bird would not go. Finally, Paul had to get up
and put the canary on his perch. As his hand touched
the wall, he noticed it was quite hot. Pet refused to
stay on his perch, clinging instead to his master’s
shoulder.

“Mother,” cried Paul, “mother, wake up!”
His mother was weary, and made no reply. As Paul

listened, he heard the roar of fire and smelled the
smoke.

Springing on his mother’s bed, he wakened her
and told her of the danger. She ran to the hall and
aroused their neighbors; and in a moment the large
house, with its many families, was in confusion. The
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next room was in flames. The fire had started from
some clothes that were hung too near the stove; and
if it had not been for Pet’s alarm it would have been
serious. As it was, the firemen came and soon extin-
guished it, though Paul’s room was badly burned and
he was obliged to sit with Mary the next day.

Everyone in the house came to see the lame boy
and the canary that had saved their property and
perhaps their lives. Paul was praised; and so many
people wanted Pet, that Paul was afraid they would
carry him off. Then came the man who owned the
house, and he told Paul that he had saved him many
thousand dollars, and asked him what he would like
to have. Paul’s face flushed, and then he timidly said:
“Some crutches, sir, so that I can go into the street.”

“You shall have them,” replied the man. Paul’s
mother received a sewing machine, so that she did
not need to go out to work; and Pet had a comfort-
able cage to sleep in, and all the seed he could eat.

14-Bertha’s Strange14-Bertha’s Strange14-Bertha’s Strange14-Bertha’s Strange14-Bertha’s Strange
GraveyardGraveyardGraveyardGraveyardGraveyard

Bertha Dickson was a decided enemy of tobacco.
She used to say she hated it. Now hate is a strong
word, I know. My mother has often said to me, “My
dear, you must hate nothing but sin;” and I never use
the word without thinking of her advice. But I think,
as Bertha did, that it is quite proper to say hate in
speaking of tobacco, for it is a poison, and it injures
more people than most folks are willing to believe.
And then it is so nasty! There, that is another word
my mother never liked to hear me use. She said it
isn’t a “pretty word.” But I think it fits tobacco; and

Bertha’s Strange Graveyard
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Bertha always thought so, too.
Bertha was an unusual child. She never acted like

other children, but had a way all her own, which
sometimes made folks laugh, and sometimes cry, and
always made them shake their heads, and say: “What
an odd little girl Bertha Dickinson is!”

She took a notion into her head one day that she
would have a little graveyard all her own. There was
a piece of ground in the garden behind the house
where nothing was planted. A long row of blackberry
bushes hid this corner from the house, and she used
to go down there to play. It was one day after she had
been to visit Thomas Hill, the village undertaker, that
she got the idea of having the grave yard. She went
straight off to the woods, and brought home four pretty
little trees, which she planted in the four corners of
the lot she had chosen; and then, thinking it best to
get permission to use the ground, she went to find
her father.

“Daddy! Daddy!” she called aloud, as he and sev-
eral men were threshing grain in the barn. “Will you
give me the northwest corner of the garden?”

“The what, child?”
“The northwest corner of the old garden. It is

bounded on the north by the old apple tree, east by
the walk, south by the blackberry bushes, and west
by the sweet-corn field.”

There was a general laugh at the conclusion of
this speech. Mother and Hapsey came out to see what
was the matter.

“You needn’t make fun of me,” exclaimed Bertha.
“I tried to be particular, so I could save you the trouble
of going to see the spot.”

“Bertha wants me to deed her the northwest cor-
ner of the garden, mother,” said Mr. Dickinson. “Are
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you ready to sign the papers?”
“What do you want it for, my dear?” asked mother.

“Are you going to build a dollhouse?” Her mother
knew that that particular spot was her little girl’s
favorite resort. She was quite unprepared for the an-
swer, and for the roar of laughter, which was repeated
as the child looked up and replied:

“I want it for a graveyard, mother.”
When father had recovered the power of speech,

he pursued his inquiries further. “What are you going
to bury, dear?”

Quick as a flash of light, Bertha picked up her
father’s pipe, which lay on the wooden bench by the
door. “This first,” said she, and off she ran.

So quick was her motion and the words that ac-
companied it, that no one saw what she had done.
But when the day’s work was finished, and the farmer
was ready for his evening smoke, the pipe was miss-

Bertha’s Strange Graveyard



50 Storytime Treasury

ing and could not be found.
“Where is my pipe? Who has seen my pipe?”

shouted father in no very pleasant tones.
“I buried it, daddy, in my new graveyard,” said the

child coolly. “Come and see.”
The heavy steps of the tired man and the light

trip-trip of the little girl’s feet fell together on the
garden walk as they proceeded to the northwest cor-
ner of the garden, where Bertha pointed to a neat
little mound. At the head of it was placed a bit of
shingle with the inscription:

“HERE LIES MY FATHER’S PIPE. REST FOR-
EVER.”

The astonished parent was at a loss for words. He
did not know whether to laugh or to be angry. Finally
he concluded to do neither, but to try to get at the
child’s meaning in all this. So, sitting down on an
overturned wheelbarrow, he took Bertha on his knees
and began to question her. “Why did you do this,
child?”

“Because, daddy, I didn’t want you to die, as Mr.
Thurston did. It’s a fact, daddy,” seeing a smile gath-
ering on his face. “I heard Dr. Bell say so when we
were coming from the funeral. Miss Stevens asked
him what was wrong with Mr. Thurston, and Dr. Bell
said: ‘Pipe, Miss Stevens, pipe. He smoked himself
out of this world and into—well, Miss Stevens, I can’t
say exactly where he has gone. If folks get so used to
their pipes here in this world, I don’t see what they’re
going to do in the other. It seems to me they’ll want
to keep up the smoking. I’m almost sure they can’t
do it in heaven, for you know, Miss Stevens, heaven
is a clean place, and there is not going to be anything
there that defiles.’ So, daddy, I thought I’d dig a grave
and bury the old pipe. You won’t dig it up, will you?”
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The farmer held his peace for a few minutes. Then
he said slowly, but firmly: “No, Bertha, your father is
no grave robber. I shall miss the old pipe; but I sup-
pose I must say about it as we do about everything
that’s put in the grave, ‘Thy will be done.’”

“That’s good,” said the child, with a kiss.
“Was that what you wanted this great graveyard

for?” asked father, smiling again, and seeking to di-
vert the conversation which he feared might get be-
yond his depth. “Was it only to bury that old pipe?”

“No, indeed,” exclaimed Bertha earnestly. “I’m go-
ing to bury other things here, too. I expect I shall
have a funeral almost every day. I’m going to bury old
Auntie’s snuff next.”

“How will you get it?”
“Oh, I’ll get it! I’ll manage, daddy. And then there

are Joe’s cigarettes, and Uncle Ned’s cigars.”
Bertha proved to be a busy little undertaker, and

before the week had passed more than a dozen items
had been buried in the new cemetery. The graves were
all made evenly, side by side, exactly the same size,
nicely rounded and turfed. At the head of each was a
tiny board on which was printed some simple epi-
taph. These headboards cost the girl a great deal of
time and labor. On one was: “Auntie’s Snuffbox. Closed
Forever.” On another: “Joe Tanner’s cigarettes. Lost
to view.” On the next: “Cyrus Ball’s Cigar. Burned out.”

The northwest corner lot was finally full. Many
neat little graves were there in rows. The apple tree
spread a friendly shade over the spot, and the black-
berries ripened beside them; and many and many a
visitor was taken slyly down the garden walk to see
Bertha’s graveyard. But the best part was that for
every mound in that quiet spot, there stood a man or
woman redeemed from an evil habit, a living monu-

Bertha’s Strange Graveyard
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ment above it, and all alike bearing testimony to the
faithfulness and perseverance of a girl who loved pu-
rity and good health.

15-15-15-15-15-One Minute MoreOne Minute MoreOne Minute MoreOne Minute MoreOne Minute More
On a bright sunny day while Ned set at the break-

fast table he tried to get his mother or sister to tell
him where they were all going.

“I’m as much in the dark as you are,” said Carolyn.
“I think that mother was afraid I would let out the
secret, for she sometimes calls me her little
chatterbox. We’re to be ready at ten o’clock sharp.”

“Well, I suppose we’ll know in a few hours. Look,
here comes Charley Wood. I promised to show him
something in my workshop.” Away ran Ned.

The boys played together until after nine o’clock;
and then, instead of going directly to the house, to be
on hand promptly at ten o’clock, Ned thought: “Oh,
there’s time enough for me to finish my kite.”

Two or three times his eyes were upon his watch;
but there were a few minutes to spare, he thought
When he looked again, he was startled to find that it
was three minutes past ten. By the time he had his
hat and rushed to the front room, he was five min-
utes late, and no one was there.

He could not believe that his mother would dis-
appoint him for such a little delay, so he called for
Carolyn. Then he ran to his mother’s room to see if
she were there, then out the front door; but no one
was to be seen.

“Why did mother not tell me where she was go-
ing? Then I might have overtaken her. Now I don’t
know in which direction to go,” mumbled Ned.



53

It was because of this that his mother had not
told Ned where she was going. He was in the habit of
trying to make up for lost time by hurrying at the
last minute.

Mrs. Gray had planned a visit to her sister, who
lived on a farm. Ned and Carolyn had once visited
there and had a grand time with their cousins. They
played in the hayloft, searched for eggs, helped feed
the cattle, and rode the horses to water. They often
begged mother to take them again; but she had many
home cares and could not get away.

Poor Ned! When he found his mother and sister
gone, he was a disappointed boy. Half ashamed to
have Jane, the maid, see his tears or know how mis-
erable he was, he went back to his play. He knew
that if his mother returned, Carolyn would be sure to
run out to the playhouse in search of him, so he stayed

One Minute More
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out there by himself until dinnertime.
Jane called Ned to dinner. She had lived in the

Gray home a long time and knew Ned’s one failing.
She had promised Mrs. Gray not to tell him where
his mother and sister had gone, until dinnertime.
The woman saw the boy with sad, downcast face en-
ter the dining room. Seeing the table set for only one
person, Ned was surprised, for his mother rarely
stayed away all day.

The boy sat down to his lonely meal, and when
Jane came in with a piece of pie, he asked why his
mother was not home to dinner.

“Oh, Ned,” she replied, “your mother won’t be back
today, or tomorrow either–no, not until Monday morn-
ing. She and Carolyn have gone to visit your Aunt
Mary.”

This was too much for the youth. Dropping knife
and fork, he rushed upstairs to his room, where he
flung himself on the bed and cried bitterly.

When he had recovered from the first burst of tears,
he remembered his mother’s request “not to forget,”
that she should expect him “in the front room at ten
o’clock precisely.” Now he understood that she must
have started with Carolyn to the station at the very
moment the clock hands pointed to the hour. It was
a good lesson. He knew his mother had not meant to
be cruel to him, and he resolved to improve in prompt-
ness.

It was with bright, sunny face, from which all sad-
ness had vanished, that Ned met his mother and sis-
ter when they reached home Monday morning. Mrs.
Gray saw at once that the hard lesson she had been
obliged to teach him had not been in vain.
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16-Making Up16-Making Up16-Making Up16-Making Up16-Making Up
Mrs. Morton had noticed for several mornings that

something had gone wrong with little Donna May. The
child seemed as happy as usual at the breakfast table;
but when school-time drew near, she became rest-
less. She took her hat and coat long before the hour
and stationed herself at the window, looking up the
street, as if waiting; yet when the time came, she
went reluctantly, as though she had no heart to go.

When she came home at noon she was sadder
than when she went.

“What grieves my little daughter?” asked her
mother, as she came
into the room.

“Oh, mother!” said
Donna May, crying out-
right at a kind word.
“You don’t know!”

“But I want to
know,” said Mrs.
Morton. “Perhaps I can
help you.”

“Nobody can help
me,” said Donna May.
“Alice Barnes and I–
we’ve always been
friends, and now she’s
mad at me.”

“What makes you
think so?” asked her
mother.

“Oh, I know! She
always used to call for
me mornings, and we

Making Up
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were together at recess and everywhere. I wouldn’t
believe it for the longest time; but it’s a week since
she called for me, and she keeps away, from me all
the time.”

“Now that I know what Alice has done, dear, can
you think of anything you did?”

“Why, mother! No, indeed, I don’t need to think. I
thought too much of Alice.” May cried again.

“There, my dear, don’t cry. You must find out why
she keeps away from you. Very likely there is some-
thing that you never thought of.”

“I don’t want to ask her, mother. It’s her fault, and
she ought to come to me.”

“I fear your pride is stronger than your love for
Alice,” said mother. She was brushing Donna May’s
hair as she spoke, and she stooped to give the girl’s
forehead a loving kiss. Donna May knew that her
mother was right, for she went straight to Alice when
she saw her on the sidewalk after school, and said:
“Alice Barnes, why are you mad at me?”

“I shouldn’t think you would ask me, Donna May
Morton,” replied Alice, “when you’ve said such un-
kind things about me.”

“No such thing!” said May indignantly.
“Donna May,” said Alice, looking as solemn as her

round, rosy face would let her, “didn’t I hear you,
with my own ears, telling Bess Porter that I was the
most mischievous little thing you ever saw?”

Donna May looked blank for a moment, then burst
into a laugh. Alice turned angrily away; but her friend
caught her by the arm, and, choking down her laugh-
ter, said: “Alice, don’t you know I named my new ca-
nary bird after you? I was telling Bess about her, and
how she tore her paper to pieces and scattered her
seeds all over the floor.”
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Alice stared and drew a long breath. Donna May’s
eyes twinkled again and both girls forgot their griev-
ances in a peal of hearty laughter.

“There, Alice,” said Donna May afterward, “if we
ever misunderstand each other again, let’s speak
about it at once. Perhaps it will be something as funny
as this.”

17- Joe Green’s Lunch17- Joe Green’s Lunch17- Joe Green’s Lunch17- Joe Green’s Lunch17- Joe Green’s Lunch
It was a little past noon, and a merry group of

boys were seated on the grass under the trees that
shaded the academy playgrounds. A little later they
would be scattered in every direction at their play,
but first they must attend to the contents of the well-
filled pails and baskets of lunch.

“I should like to know,” said Howard Colby, “why
Joe Green never comes out here to eat his dinner
with the rest of us. He always sneaks off somewhere
until we get through.”

“Guess he brings so many goodies he is afraid we
will rob him,” said another.

“Pooh!” said Will Brown, throwing himself back
upon the grass; “more likely he doesn’t bring any-
thing at all. I heard my father say the family is badly
pinched since Mr. Green was killed. Mother said she
didn’t pity them, for folks had no business to be poor
and proud.”

“Well,” said Sam Merrill, “I know that Mary Green
asked my mother to let her have some sewing to do;
but then, folks do that sometimes who aren’t poor.”

“And Joe is wearing patched pants,” said Howard
Colby.

“I tell you what, boys,” said Will Brown, “let’s watch
tomorrow to see what the fellow does bring. You know

Joe Green’s Lunch
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he is always in his seat by the time the first bell
rings, and we can get a peep into his basket before
roll call.”

The boys agreed to this, all but Ned Collins, who
had sat quietly eating his dinner. He had taken no
part in the conversation. Now he simply remarked,
as he brushed the crumbs from his lap: “I can’t see
what fun there will be in that, and it looks mean and
sneaking to me. I’m sure it’s none of your business
what Joe brings for dinner or where he goes to eat
it.”

“You’re always nicey nice, Ned Collins,” said Will
Brown contemptuously.

Ned could not bear to be laughed at. His eyes
flashed for a minute, and then he sprang up, shout-
ing: “Hurrah, boys, for football!” In five minutes the
whole playground was in an uproar of fun and frolic.

The next morning at the first stroke of the bell a
half dozen roguish faces peeped into the classroom.
Sure enough, there was Joe Green, busily plying his
pencil over the problems of the algebra lesson. It was
but the work of an instant to hurry into the cloak-
room, and soon the whole group were pressing around
Will Brown, as he held the mysterious basket in his
hand. Among them, in spite of the remonstrance of
yesterday, was Ned Collins.

“It’s big enough to hold a day’s rations for a regi-
ment,” said Harry Forbes, as Will pulled out a nice
white napkin. Next came a whole newspaper–a large
one, too; and then, in the bottom of the basket, was
one cold potato. That was all. Will held it up with a
comical grimace, and the boys laughed loudly.

“See here,” said Howard, “let’s throw it away, and
fill the basket with coal. It will be such fun to see
him open it!”
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The boys agreed, and the basket was soon filled,
and the napkin placed carefully on the top. Before
the bell rang, they were on their way to class.

Ned Collins was the last one to leave the room.
No sooner did the last head disappear, than, quick
as a flash, he emptied the coal into the box again,
replaced the paper, and half filled the basket, large
as it was, with the contents of the bright tin pail that
Aunt Sally delighted to store with dainties for his
dinner. Ned was in his seat almost as soon as the
rest, and all through the forenoon he looked and felt
as guilty as the others, as he saw the sly looks and
winks they exchanged.

Noon came, and there was the usual rush to the
cloakroom for dinner baskets; but instead of going
out to the yard, the boys lingered about the door and
the hall. Straight by them marched Ned Collins, his
pail under his arm.

“Hello, Ned!” said Sam Merrill. “Where are you
going now?”

“Home,” said Ned, laughing. “I saw Aunt Sally
making some extra goodies to eat this morning, and
they can’t cheat me out of my share.”

“Ask me to go, too,” shouted Howard Colby. At
that moment the boys spied Joe Green carrying his
basket into the schoolroom.

“I should think he’d suspect something,” whis-
pered Will Brown; “that coal must be awful heavy.”

Joe disappeared into the schoolroom, and the
curious eyes that peeped through the crack of the
door were soon rewarded by seeing him open his bas-
ket.

“Hope his dinner won’t lie hard on his stomach,”
whispered Howard Colby. But apparently Joe only
wished to get his paper to read, for he took it by the

Joe Green’s Lunch
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corner, and pulled; but it stuck fast. He looked in
with surprise, and then took out, in a sort of bewil-
dered way, a couple of Aunt Sally’s fat sandwiches,
one of the delicious round pies he had so often seen
in Ned’s hands, a bottle of milk, and some nuts and
raisins. It was a dinner fit for a king, so Joe thought,
and so did the boys as they peeped from their hiding
place. But Joe did not offer to taste it; he only sat
there and looked at it. Then he laid his head on his
desk; and Freddy Wilson, one of the smaller of the
boys, whispered, “I guess he’s praying,” so they all
stole away to the playground, without speaking a
word.

“That’s some of Ned Collins’s work,” said Will
Brown, after a while. “It’s just like him.”

“I’m glad of it, anyway,” said Sam Merrill. “I’ve felt
mean all forenoon. The Greens are not to blame for
having only cold potatoes to eat, and I don’t wonder
Joe didn’t want all us fellows to know it.” Will Brown
began to feel uncomfortable.

“Father says Mr. Green was a brave man,” said
Sam Merrill, “and that he wouldn’t have been killed,
if he hadn’t thought of everyone else before himself.”

“I tell you what,” said good-natured Tom Granger,
“I move that we give three cheers to Ned Collins.”

The boys sprang to their feet, and, swinging their
caps in the air, gave three hearty cheers for Ned
Collins. Even Will Brown joined in the chorus, with a
loud “hurrah.”

Later that day, Sam Merrill explained the whole
matter to Ned; but he only replied: “I’ve often heard
Aunt Sally say it’s poor fun that must be earned by
hurting someone’s feelings.”
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18-The Conductor18-The Conductor18-The Conductor18-The Conductor18-The Conductor’s’s’s’s’s
MistakeMistakeMistakeMistakeMistake

The train was waiting at a station of one of our
Western railroads. The baggage master was busy with
his checks. Men, women, and children were rushing
for the cars, anxious to get seats before the locomo-
tive pulled away.

A man, carelessly dressed, was standing on the

The Conductor’s Mistake
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station platform, seemingly giving little attention to
what was going on. It was easy to see that he was
lame; and at a hasty glance, one might have sup-
posed that he was a man of neither wealth nor influ-
ence.

The conductor gave him a contemptuous look, and
slapping him familiarly on the shoulder, called out:
“Hello, Limpy! Better get aboard, or the train will
leave you behind.”

The man made no reply. As the train started to
move, the man climbed on the last car and walked
quietly in and took a seat.

The train had gone a few miles when the conduc-
tor appeared at the door of the car where our friend
was sitting. Passing along taking tickets, he soon dis-
covered him. “Your ticket, quick!”

“I don’t pay,” replied the lame man quietly.
“Don’t pay?”
“No, Sir.”
“We’ll see about that. I shall put you off at the

next station.” And he seized his valise.
“Better not be so rough, young man,” returned the

stranger.
The conductor released the bag for a moment,

and seeing that he could do no more then, passed on
to collect the fare from the other passengers. As he
stopped at a seat a few paces off, a man who had
heard the conversation, asked: “Do you know who
that man is to whom you were speaking?”

“No, Sir.”
“That is Peter Warburton, the president of the rail-

road.”
“Are you sure?” asked the conductor, trying to con-

ceal his worry.
“I know him.”
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The color rose in the young man’s face, but with
strong effort he controlled himself and went on col-
lecting fares as usual.

Meanwhile Mr. Warburton sat quietly in his seat.
None of those near him could interpret the expres-
sion of his face, nor tell what his next movement
would be. He could get even if he chose. He could tell
the directors the truth, and the young man would be
fired. Would he do it? Those who sat near him waited
curiously to see what would happen.

Presently the conductor came back. He walked
up to Mr. Warburton’s seat and took his books from
his pocket, the bank bills and tickets he had col-
lected, and laid them beside Mr. Warburton.

“I resign my place, sir,” he said.
The president looked over the accounts for a mo-

ment, and then, motioning him into the vacant seat
beside him, said: “Sit down. I want to talk to you.”

When the young man sat down, the president spoke
to him in an undertone: “My young friend, I have no
wish for revenge. You have been imprudent. Your
manner would have been injurious to the company if
I had been a passenger. I could fire you, but I will
not. In the future, remember to be polite to all you
meet. You cannot Judge a man by the coat he wears,
and the poorest should be treated with kindness. Take
up your books, sir. If you change your conduct, noth-
ing that has happened will injure you.”

19-The T19-The T19-The T19-The T19-The Temptationemptationemptationemptationemptation
Two boys, both about fifteen years of age, were

employed as clerks in a large grocery store. Walter
Hyde was the son of an invalid widow, and his earn-
ings were her only means of support. Andrew Strong

The Temptation
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was the eldest son of a mechanic who had quite a
large family depending upon him for their daily bread.

Both the boys were capable and industrious; both
were members of the temperance club that had been
started in their church. They had but lately been
employed in business.

Walter and Andrew were good friends; but they
had not long been employed in the store before they
learned that Mr. Bates, the proprietor, retailed alco-
holic drinks.

The two boys talked together upon the wisdom of
remaining at a place where liquor was sold. They
had nothing to do with the sale of the liquor, but they
wondered if they should work where it was sold.

“Let us talk with our folks at home,” said Walter,
“they will know best. I shall do what my mother says.”

“I’ll ask my father and mother,” said Andrew. “I
don’t know whether they will think that I should leave,
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but I know they will hesitate to have me lose my job.”
“Mother,” said Walter Hyde, seating himself be-

side her easy chair, “did you know that Mr. Bates
sells liquor?”

“Why, no, my son,” said Mrs. Hyde, with a startled
movement; “does he?”

“Yes. I did not know it for a fact until today. What
do you think about my staying there? I don’t have
anything to do with the liquor department, but it
doesn’t seem exactly right to stay where it is sold.”

For a moment the mother did not answer. Poverty
is a hard thing to battle with, and Mrs. Hyde knew
only too well what must follow the loss of her son’s
job. But as she pondered, there came to her mind
the memory of a boy she had known in girlhood; a
brave, high-spirited lad with the promise of as noble
a manhood as lay before her own son. How little a
thing had wrecked his hopes and brought him to a
drunkard’s grave.

“Lead us not into temptation.” When could those
words be more fitly uttered than now?

“My son, let us pray together,” said this Christian
mother. Together they knelt in prayer in the cheerful
firelight.

“I can answer you now, Walter. I would rather starve
than have you exposed to such temptations. You may
tell Mr. Bates in the morning that you cannot work
for him any longer:’

In his home that evening Andrew Strong asked
the same question of his parents.

“You say you don’t have anything to do with the
liquor?” questioned Mr. Strong.

“No, sir; but I am right where it is all the time. I
can’t help that, if I stay there.”

“If we were able to get along without your wages, I

The Temptation
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wouldn’t have you remain another day; but I have so
many mouths to feed, and our rent is coming due. If
you leave there you may not get another job in a long
time. What do ‘you think, Anna,” he inquired of his
wife; “had the boy better leave?”

Mrs. Strong was worried about money, so she sug-
gested a compromise. “Let him stay a little while,”
she said, “until we get the rent paid, and meanwhile
look up a new job for him. We won’t have him remain
longer than necessary.”

The next day Walter Hyde resigned his position.
Walter, when he found himself out of employment,
did not sit down and fold his hands in discourage-
ment, but went about looking for another job. He
picked up a little work here and there. At last a gentle-
man, struck by his frank, manly countenance, and
learning something of his history, interested himself
in the boy’s behalf and got him a job as clerk in a
large manufacturing establishment, a far better po-
sition than he had before.

Andrew Strong remained in the store of Mr. Bates.
“It was only for a little while,” said his father and
mother. They intended to find him another job as
soon as possible. His father made inquiries to that
effect whenever he thought it advisable, but nothing
turned up. At first no apparent evils resulted from
his stay. Familiarity with a danger causes it to seem
less dangerous, so the family finally ceased to feel
troubled regarding the temptations that surrounded
Andrew.

For a long time Andrew remembered his pledge
and was careful to avoid the liquor department of
the grocery. But as the days passed and he grew ac-
customed to the sight and smell of liquor, occasion-
ally he tasted intoxicating drinks. He no longer at-
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tended the meetings of the temperance club, for after
he broke his pledge he felt that he had no right to be
there. He did not have the courage and resolution to
confess his wrongdoing and change his ways.

Twenty years passed. In one of our large manufac-
turing cities, as the wealthy owner of nearly half the
mills in the place was walking along the street one
day, he saw a man by the roadside drunk. He stopped
to see if he could not do something for the poor fel-
low.

“Do you know this man?” he inquired of a mill
superintendent who was passing by.

“No. He is a stranger here. He came to me yester-
day morning to work in the mill. I hired him, and
then he told me he had been out of work so long that
he had been unable to get anything to eat. I paid him
for yesterday’s work to help him get something to
eat; but it looks as if he spent it for liquor.”

“What did he tell you his name was?” inquired the
factory owner.

“Andrew Strong,” was the answer.
“Is it possible!” The gentleman looked long and

earnestly at the tramp and then said: “Yes, it must
be he.” Then, turning to the superintendent, he said:
“Mr. Horton, if you will help me carry this man to my
house, I will do you a good turn some day.”

Mr. Horton looked surprised, but he did as his
employer requested.

When Andrew Strong awoke from his drunken
slumber he found himself in a well-furnished room
surrounded by many conveniences. Beside him sat a
gentleman whom he could not recall having ever seen
before.

“Where am I? What does this mean?” he demanded
as his senses returned to him. “Why am I here?”

The Temptation
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“Andrew Strong,” said the stranger, “do you re-
member me?”

“No, I never saw you before,” was the answer.
“You are mistaken. You and I were once old friends.

Don’t you remember Walter Hyde, who used to work
with you in the store?”

“Yes, yes,” was the answer, “but are you Walter?”
“I am the same boy who talked with you about

leaving the store because of the liquor sold there.”
The man looked with bleary eyes into the face of

his companion, and after a long pause said: “Then I
suppose you are the Hyde that owns all these facto-
ries.”

A pause, and then came a groan from the poor
drunkard. “Oh! that my father and mother had kept
me from that liquor house. That is where I went down.
If I had left the place as you did, I might now be an
honored and respected man.”

“My poor friend, do not despair,” said Walter Hyde.
“It is not yet too late for you to reform. I will help
you.” He did help him. Andrew Strong became a man
respected by his fellows and a blessing to society.

20-The Two Gardens20-The Two Gardens20-The Two Gardens20-The Two Gardens20-The Two Gardens
“Arthur, will you lend me your knife to sharpen

my pencil?” asked Mary Green of her brother, who
was sitting at the opposite side of the table.

Arthur drew the knife from his pocket, and pushed
it rudely toward her, saying, at the same time: “Now
don’t cut your fingers off.”

The knife fell to the floor and Mary had trouble
finding it, but her brother made no offer of assis-
tance. He seemed engrossed in his geography lesson.
At length he closed his books, exclaiming: “Well, I’m
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glad that lesson is learned.”
“Now will you please show me how to do this ex-

ample before you begin to study again?” asked Mary.
She had been puzzling over a question in subtrac-
tion.

“You are big enough to do your homework, I should
think,” was the answer. “Let me see. What, this simple
question? You must be stupid if you cannot do that.
However, I suppose I must help you. Give me the pen-
cil.”

The problem was soon explained to Mary’s satis-
faction. Several hints given her as to those which
followed prevented further difficulty. Arthur did not
mean to be unkind to his sister; he loved to help her,
though his manner seemed harsh and cross. Pres-
ently father sat down at the table where the children
were studying.

“You are impolite, my son,” he said.
“I cannot always think about manners,” replied

Arthur, rather rudely.
“Yet they are of great consequence, Arthur. A per-

son whose intentions are really good, and who de-
sires to be of use to his fellow beings, will hurt his

The Two Gardens
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chances of usefulness by unkind manners.”
“If we do what is right, father, I shouldn’t think it

matters how we do it.”
“You are mistaken, Arthur. It makes a great deal

of difference. This morning I visited a poor woman in
the neighborhood. I couldn’t help her much, but for
the little that I gave her she appeared deeply grate-
ful. Finding that she had formerly been employed as
a laundress by a man whose office is near mine, I
asked why she did not apply to him for help. The
tears came into her eyes as she replied: ‘Indeed, sir, I
know he is very kind, and he has helped me before
when things went hard; but he has such a harsh way
of speaking. A penny with kindness is worth a dollar
from those who hurt our hearts.’

“Now, my son, I know this man to be a man of
principle, but he has acquired a harsh, repulsive
manner, which hides his good qualities. When you
were helping your sister this evening you were un-
kind.”

“But I did not feel unkind, father. Are not our feel-
ings of more consequence than our manners?”

“Both are important, Arthur. It seems to me that
kind feelings should produce kind manners.”

Arthur thought but little more of what his father
had said. He did not improve his manners, and his
playfellows said of him: “Arthur Green is a
goodhearted boy, but so rude and cross in his man-
ners. One would suppose he is angry even when he is
doing a favor.”

Mr. Green had recently moved his family to a coun-
try home. Both Arthur and Mary liked the fresh air
and the green fields. They asked their father to give
them each a piece of ground for a garden and to show
them how to prepare it for planting. This he agreed
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to do. Arthur did the most difficult work, but Mary
was always ready to help. The brother and sister were
fond of flowers, and looked forward to the time when
they would be able to gather armfuls from their own
garden. Their father gave them seeds and plants, and
he helped them in the planting. Before many days
little green leaves began to peep above the ground,
and as the season advanced all the plants seemed to
flourish.

“The seeds father gave me must have been differ-
ent from those he gave you,” said Arthur to his sister,
as they were weeding their gardens one day.

“I suppose he thought we would not want to have
the same kinds of flowers,” replied Mary.

“No, of course not,” agreed Arthur; “but I don’t
like the looks of my plants as well as I do yours. The
leaves are coarser, and the buds don’t look as if they
would make pretty flowers.”

Arthur grew more and more dissatisfied as Mary’s
plants were covered with beautiful blossoms, while
his own had either no flowers at all, or were pale and
small. Having had no experience in gardening, he
could not imagine the reason and complained to his
father.

“I am sorry that you are not satisfied with your
garden, my son,” was the reply. “The seeds that I gave
you were the seeds of vegetables. When I last looked
at them, they seemed to be growing fine.”

“Vegetables, father!” exclaimed Arthur. “I wanted
flowers. I didn’t want to have a vegetable garden.”

“I didn’t suppose you would care for flowers,
Arthur. Of what use are they?”

“They may not be of much use, father; but they
are beautiful. We like to look at them and to have
them to give to our friends. Are not things useful

The Two Gardens
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which give pleasure?”
“I think so, my son, but you seemed to have a

different opinion. In preparing your garden, I avoided
giving you those plants which possess any beauty,
even as you avoid cultivating what is beautiful and
pleasing in your manners.”

Arthur was silent. He was struck with the truth of
his father’s words. At length he said: “Well, father, I
will take good care of my vegetable garden this year.
Every time I visit it I’ll think of what you said. When
you see better words and manners in me will you
give me a garden that is beautiful as well as useful?”

“I will, son.”
When another summer came, there had been a

change in Arthur. The real kindness of his heart shone
forth in his agreeable manners toward all around him.
Flowers were blooming in his garden, and his father
said: “These represent kindness and love.”

21-Always the Bible21-Always the Bible21-Always the Bible21-Always the Bible21-Always the Bible
“Always the Bible!” said Horace Cooper to his sis-

ter. “Aren’t you tired of it?”
“Almost,” said Marian, laughing; “but still not quite

as indignant as a boy not far off.”
“Here we came down into the country to enjoy our-

selves for the holidays, and instead of that––”
“Now, Horace,” interrupted his sister, “I am sure

you have had lots of fun. There were rides and uncle’s
amusing stories of his travels. There were luncheons
in the arbor and walks with Charles and Fanny. Come,
now, I can’t let you find fault with everything.”

“Perhaps not; but remember that on the excur-
sion we had to sing a hymn under the trees, and to
listen to a psalm.”
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“Yes, the sixty-fifth,” said Marian.
“Well, and then in those stories of travel, uncle

brings the same Book forward constantly. In the ar-
bor don’t we sing hymns and read verse by verse. In
our walks, Charles and Fanny learn memory verses
and ask us to do the same.”

“So it is,” returned the sister. “I confess that at
first the reading and prayers, morning and evening,
appeared strange; but now I begin to like it. Anyway,
I do not wish myself back at Uncle Herbert’s as I did

Always the Bible
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the first day or two.”
Horace and Marian Cooper were orphans under

the guardianship of the “Uncle Herbert” of whom we
have heard them speak. When about ten years of age,
they had been sent to boarding schools in the city. A
few summers after this we find them spending a va-
cation with “Uncle Loxley down in Cornwall,” as
Horace always called him.

A beautiful place was Fernley, as Mr. Loxley’s place
was called. The house had ivied walls, surrounded
by gardens.

That evening in the cheerful drawing room at
Fernley, Mrs. Loxley, Marian, Fanny, Charles, and
Horace awaited the arrival of Mr. Loxley. Charles has
discovered that there is a particularly interesting story
for this evening, and even Master Horace was ready
to listen and applaud. At length Mr. Loxley entered
and took his armchair.

“Bertha,” he said, addressing his wife, “I have a
long letter to read to you. What is the matter, Fanny?
How crestfallen you look, my child! and Marian, too!”

“0 father, it’s our story; we thought you would be-
gin now.”

“Oh, I see,” –there was a merry twinkle in Mr.
Loxley’s eye as Charles explained the downcast looks.
“I see,” continued the man with assumed gravity, “the
letter will have the goodness to wait awhile.”

Everyone smiled assent. Mr. Loxley cleared his
throat and the “story” began. “When I was a boy–”
Everyone looked up.

“Well, then, I will choose some less antiquated
beginning. The snow lay thick on Salisbury Plain as I
rode home from school on the top of a stagecoach.
Dark and dismal was the night, not a star to be seen.
It was such a night as would suit the adventurous
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Master Horace yonder. The coach was heavily laden,
and the horses–we had six of them–could scarcely
drag us over the road.

“Presently the guard whispered to a gentleman at
his side: ‘Shan’t get through this without some mis-
hap;’ and, at the same instant, down went the coach
in the deep snow. The passengers dismounted, the
horses struggled nobly, still it was evident that, with-
out more horses, the coach could not move. A confer-
ence was held, and it was resolved that the larger
number of the passengers, with the guard, should
proceed to the nearest village and send help im-
mediately.”

“But how could they find the way?”
“Hush, I am going to tell you. There was one man

on the coach who knew ‘every step of the road,’ and,
with a lantern in his hand, this man, looking at the
waymarks which he so well knew, was to guide us to
the village.”

“That was great,” said Horace, who was all atten-
tion.

“This man was called Guidewell, and an honest
guide he was. In our company, hastening with us over
Salisbury Plain, was a self-conceited man, Mr. Care-
less I shall call him, who never appealed to our guide.
As for the rest of us, we followed Mr. Guidewell care-
fully. By and by Mr. Careless said: ‘Why do you trust
to this man? I believe I know the best way after all.’

“‘Have you ever been on this road before?’ I asked,
with schoolboy forwardness.

“‘Why, not exactly; but I’m tired of hearing your
constant appeals to Mr. Guidewell. I wonder if you
will join me to strike off to the left and find the way
as best we can.’”

“Oh, how foolish!” cried Fanny.

Always the Bible



76 Storytime Treasury

“That’s silly,” cried Horace. “When one has a guide
who knows the way, surely no one would go off alone
and be lost!”

Mr. Loxley looked grave. “In vain we argued with
him; in vain we called our guide and questioned him
as to the safety of such a course. Mr. Guidewell as-
serted that the path which he pointed out was the
only safe course; but Mr. Careless shook himself away,
saying, ‘Always this Guidewell, I’m tired of him.’”

“Uncle, the man must have been mad”
“Was he ever heard from again?” asked Charles.
Mr. Loxley still looked grave. “You are wrong,” he

said; “for, happily, some of the words which Mr.
Guidewell uttered made a deep impression on the
mind of Careless, and before he had walked a hun-
dred yards, he returned and acknowledged his mis-
takes.”

All brightened at this unexpected conclusion, and
during the next five minutes the children expressed
their opinions of the story.

“But father hasn’t finished,” suggested Fanny pres-
ently.

“Well, perhaps I should tell you that we reached
the village in safety, and that the coach was soon out
of the hole. The part of my story I want to impress on
your memories is the adventure of Mr. Careless.”

There was a pause, and then Mr. Loxley, in his
kindest manner, said: “Horace, my boy, come here.”
Horace obeyed. “And Marian.” Marian came to the
other side. Their uncle took a hand of each.

“This morning,” said Mr. Loxley, “I accidentally
heard these words in my garden: ‘Always the Bible;
aren’t you tired of it?’

“I stayed to hear no more; but I told you this story
to help you. If a man refuse to be guided by the Bible,
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if he choose his own path, what shall be said of him?
Will not the words uttered a moment ago express it:
‘How foolish’?”

The brother and sister chose God’s word for their
guide, and the motto of their lives was: “Always the
Bible.”

22-Dishonesty22-Dishonesty22-Dishonesty22-Dishonesty22-Dishonesty
Some time ago a youth of about sixteen came from

the country to Boston, to fill a subordinate situation
in one of our first mercantile houses. The head of the
firm received the youth in the most kindly manner,
and caused his son to take the stranger around town,
and show him the principal places during the after-
noon of his arrival.

While amusing themselves in this way, the stranger
youth told his companion that, in coming along in
the train that morning, he had given a boy a bright
cent for a pond lily, and that the coin having been
mistaken for a five-cent, the vender of lilies had paid
him four cents back as change.

The merchant’s son questioned the honesty of the
transaction, but the young man from the country de-
fended it on the score of its smartness. Shocked at
the absence of principle in his companion, the
merchant’s boy told his father of the transaction, who
next morning interrogated the young man from the
country concerning it, and found that he was some-
what inclined to pride himself on account of the act.

“Was the cheating of the poor boy, who, perhaps,
had a sick mother to provide for by his industry, not
cruel let alone its injustice?” queried the good mer-
chant.

“It was his lookout,” the boy replied.

Dishonesty
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“Was your conduct not dishonest?” asked the mer-
chant.

“I don’t know that it was. He ought to have been
smart enough not to have given me the money.”

“Young man,” said the merchant, “I call your share
in the matter stealing; and if the four cents had been
so taken by me, I believe they would have burned a
hole in my pocket.”

The youth boldly replied, “They have not burned
a hole in mine, sir.”

Disgusted at discovering such an attitude in the
young man, the merchant told him it was impossible
that he could employ one who exhibited such dis-
honest notions concerning a small thing, for in mat-
ters of great importance the possessor of such loose
ideas of honesty would most likely give way.

With much good advice the youth was sent home
to his father, with a letter from the merchant relating
the affair stated above, and expressing regret that
the circumstance had completely shut the boy out
from his confidence. So the young man lost an excel-
lent chance of succeeding in life; but it is hoped that
the lesson may teach him hereafter that “honesty is
the best policy.”

23-The T23-The T23-The T23-The T23-The Temptingemptingemptingemptingempting
GlovesGlovesGlovesGlovesGloves

It was Christmas evening. In the Christmas mar-
ket sparkled numberless lights, and their bright
beams were beautifully reflected by the various wares
which tempted and invited purchasers.

Many children passed to and fro–gazed with wide
open eyes at the wonderful array of pretty things–
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and some were in-
duced, after long
seeking, to spend
the few pennies
saved in the money
box for this very oc-
casion.

There were par-
ents and other
friends of children
standing in the well-
arranged shops,
buying and exami-
ning the gifts with
which they wished
to delight their dear
ones.

In the midst of the grown persons and children
who thronged the market place, stood a young girl
named Magdelain. She was alone, and gazed sadly,
with a heavy heart, at the brilliant and beautiful ar-
ray spread out on every side.

Her parents were very poor, and for this reason
had placed her in the service of a lady, where she was
employed out of school hours in going on errands,
and in working with her needle. For her services she
received small wages, which she faithfully took to
her parents, who could do little for their own sup-
port, having other children to feed and clothe.

Magdelain was sent, this Christmas evening, on
an errand by the lady with whom she lived. Her way
led through the Christmas market. How gladly she
would have purchased some little thing as a Christ-
mas gift! Yet, for that, money was needful, and money
she had none.

The Tempting Gloves
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She thought and said softly to herself, “I could
give up playthings, or pretty things I could well use,
if I might buy a warm dress, a shawl, or a pair of
warm gloves.”

It was very cold. Magdelain shivered, and her teeth
chattered, for she was but scantily and thinly dressed.
She blew on her half-frozen hands, and wrapped them
in her apron.

“I do not want either cakes or candy, or dolls, or
playthings. But, oh, I wish so for a pair of warm
gloves!”

She drew near to one of the shops where many
articles of wearing apparel were sold. The cold wind
which blew the candle lights to and fro, seemed to
pierce to the very bones of the poor girl, and she
tremblingly drew herself together to keep warm.

On the right side of the shop, on the counter, lay a
pair of warm woolen gloves, lined with soft skin.
Magdelain saw them, and the longer she stood look-
ing at them the better she liked them; they looked,
too, as if they would just fit her hand.

Her gaze seemed fastened on the gloves–even from
the moment she had seen them her hands felt warmer.

But buy––buy them she could not; they were well
made and prettily wrought, and must be expensive.

Then came another thought to her mind, “I will
secretly take them.” The shopkeeper stood on the
other side of the shop attending to a purchaser, and
busily engaged in praising his goods. Magdelain stood
alone, unnoticed, beside the gloves.

She thought and reflected––but the gloves were
so pretty, and seemed so warm; her hands which she
had drawn out of her apron, were quite stiff with
frost.

Already she had stretched out her arm; already
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she was about to seize the gloves and rapidly conceal
them. Her whole body was hot and cold by turns; her
heart beat loudly; she could scarcely breathe; she
trembled. Suddenly pealed out, with clear, startling
tones, the organ of the neighboring church.

It was a voice, earnest and warning, speaking to
Magdelain’s heart. Quickly she drew back her arm,
and the gloves lay still on the counter.

As a voice from heaven did Magdelain receive the
solemn organ tones; they seemed to say to her, “It is
wrong that thou wouldst do. Thou shalt not steal!”

Magdelain obeyed the voice. She turned to leave
the shop just as there entered a lady richly dressed,
and warmly wrapped in a cloak of fur.

She examined and purchased some articles, and
then took the gloves in her hand which had tempted
Magdelain. She demanded the price, and purchased
them. Magdelain had seen this, and was glad that
the fatal gloves were now entirely removed from her
eyes.

The lady turned to leave the shop, and Magdelain
recognized her. She was the lady with whom she lived.

Now, for whom had she bought the gloves? Surely
not for herself; she could hardly wear them! Her mind
occupied with these thoughts, Magdelain went hast-
ily from the Christmas market to attend to the er-
rand on which she was sent.

In returning homeward again, Magdelain came
through the market place. She said, as she passed
the spot where she had been so sorely tempted, “Oh,
what a fearful moment that was! God, I thank thee,
that thou didst warn and deliver me from the danger
which would have destroyed me! No! rather will I
hunger and freeze than––”

“Away with you to prison, boy! You will learn here-

The Tempting Gloves
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after to keep your hands off! We’ll soon cure you of
your fancy for stealing. March!”

Magdelain was startled by these harsh words from
the revery into which she had fallen.

A police officer had seized a wild, unruly boy, and
was taking him off.

Magdelain ran swiftly, with a beating heart, from
the market place, and did not pause till she reached
home.

She entered the room. Oh, what a surprise! The
table was covered with Christmas gifts. There were
pretty and useful articles––cakes and candies, cloth-
ing, and, above all, the well-known gloves.

The lady with whom she lived came kindly to her,
took her hand, and said, “Dear Magdelain, because
you are so honest and industrious, so kind and true,
and have served me so faithfully, take from me, as an
expression of my gratitude, a Christmas gift. Look!
all on the table is your own; take all and be happy!”

Magdelain thanked her with tears of joy and sur-
prise. Strangely, however, did she feel as her mis-
tress singled out the articles, and said, “See, here is
a cap, here a pair of shoes, here a shawl! and what
do you say to these gloves? Do they please you? Yes,
they will keep your hands very warm! Now take all
these things to the house of your parents––show them
what you have earned by your honesty and industry.”

On her mother’s neck, with sobs and tears, did
Magdelain relate to her the story of her sin and temp-
tation.

Her mother said, “Be good, my child, and pray to
be kept from sinful desires; then it shall go well with
you!” And at night, before Magdelain went to her bed,
she sank on her knees and sent a prayer to her Fa-
ther in heaven:
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“Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from
evil! Amen.”

24-The Count24-The Count24-The Count24-The Count24-The Count
and the Doveand the Doveand the Doveand the Doveand the Dove

Cruelty to animals is always the sign of a mean
and little mind, whereas we invariably find really great
men distinguished by their humanity.

I remember having read a beautiful story of Count
Zinzendorf when a boy. He was a great German noble,
and lived to do much good in the world.

One day, when he was playing with his hoop near
the banks of a deep river, which flowed outside the
walls of a castle where he lived, he espied a dove
struggling in the water. By some means the poor little
creature had fallen into the river, and was unable to
escape. The little Count immediately rolled a large
washtub, which had been left near, to the water’s
edge, jumped into it, and though generally very timid
on the water, by the aid of a stick, he managed to
steer himself across the river to the place where the
dove lay floating and struggling. With the bird in his
arms, he guided the tub back, and got safely to land.
After warming his little captive tenderly in his bo-
som, he ran with it into the wood, and set it free. His
mother, who had watched the whole transaction in
trembling anxiety, from her bedroom window, now
came out.

“Were you afraid?” she asked.
“Yes, I was, rather,” he answered; “but I could not

bear that it should die so. You know, mother, its little
ones might have been watching for it to come home!”

The Count and the Dove
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25-My F25-My F25-My F25-My F25-My First Theftirst Theftirst Theftirst Theftirst Theft
Many years ago, when a boy of seven or eight years,

my home was near a beautiful village in the central
part of the State of New York. Although it was but a
humble cottage, the flowers and shrubs flourishing
so luxuriantly under the tender care of my mother,
made it seem a paradise in my young eyes, and even
now I remember the home of my boyhood as the sweet-
est spot on earth. My father was in humble circum-
stances, and by close and laborious study earned
the daily bread of his family, ever looking forward to
the time when the reward of his labor should bring
us peace and plenty.

I was an only son, and acknowledged by all to be
a growing image of my father, and although almost
idolized by him, his poverty prevented the gratifica-
tion of very many of my childish humors, and saved
me from the fate of far too many idolized children.
He was a true Christian, always endeavoring to in-
still good and holy principles into the minds of my
little sister and myself.

The distance between my father’s house and the
village was about half a mile; and most delightful
walk it was in summer. To take the hand of my fa-
ther and accompany him in his visits to the village
store, listening to his stories and carrying some little
parcel for my sister or mother, was one of my great-
est pleasures. There was one thing, however, which I
longed for more than anything else, and which I imag-
ined would make me supremely happy. It was a jack-
knife. Then I would not be obliged to borrow father’s
every time I wished to cut a string or a stick, but
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could whittle whenever I chose and as much as I
pleased. Dreams of kites, bows and arrows, boats,
etc., all manufactured with the aid of that shining
blade, haunted me by day and night. I had asked my
father to buy me one, but he could only promise to
grant my request at some future time, which to me
seemed ages hence.

One of these visits, the sequel of which forms the
subject of this tale, I shall never forget. It was a beau-
tiful morning in June that my father called me and
gave me leave, if I wished, to go with him to the store.
I was delighted, and taking his hand we started. The
birds sang sweetly on every bush and everything
looked so gay and beautiful that my heart fairly
leaped with joy. I was very happy. After our arrival at
the village, and while my father was occupied in pur-
chasing some articles in a remote part of the store,
my attention was drawn to a man who was asking
the price of various jackknives which lay on the
counter. As this was a very interesting subject to me,
I approached, intending only to look at them. I picked
up one, opened it, examined it, tried the springs, felt
the edge of the blade with my thumb, and thought I
could never cease admiring their polished surface.
Oh, if it were only mine, thought I, how happy I should
be!

Just at this moment, happening to look up, I saw
that the merchant had gone to change a bill for his
customer, and no one was observing me. For fear that
I might be tempted to do wrong, I started to replace
the knife on the counter, but an evil spirit whispered,
“Put it in your pocket; quick!” Without stopping to
think of the crime or its consequences, I hurriedly
slipped it in my pocket, and as I did so felt a blush of
shame burning my cheek, but the store was rather

My First Theft
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dark and no one noticed it, nor did the merchant
miss the knife.

We soon started for home, my father giving me a
parcel to carry. As we walked along my thoughts con-
tinually rested on the knife, and I kept my hand in
my pocket all the time, from a sort of guilty fear that
it would be seen. This, together with carrying the
bundle in my other hand, made it difficult for me to
keep pace with my father. He noticed it, and gave me
a lecture about walking with my hands in my pock-
ets.

Ah! how different were my thoughts then from what
they were when passing the same scenes a few hours
before. The song of the birds seemed joyous no longer,
but sad and sorrowful as if chiding me for my wicked
act. I could not look my father in the face, for I had
been heedless of his precepts, broken one of God’s
commandments,
and become a
thief. As these
thoughts passed
through my mind
I could hardly
help crying; but
concealed my
feelings and tried
to think of the
good times I
would have with
my knife. I could
hardly say any-
thing on my way
home, and my
father, thinking I
was either tired
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or sick, kindly took my burden and spoke soothingly
to me, his guilty son.

No sooner did we reach home than I retreated to
a safe place, behind the house, to try the stolen knife.
I had picked up a stick and was whittling it, perfectly
delighted with the sharp blade which glided through
the wood almost of itself, when suddenly I heard the
deep, subdued voice of my father calling me by name,
and on looking up saw him at the window directly
over my head gazing down very sorrowfully at me.
The stick dropped from my hand and with the knife
clasped in the other I proceeded into the house. I
saw by his looks that he had divined all. I found him
sitting in his armed chair looking very sorrowful. I
walked directly to his side and in a low, calm voice
he asked me where I got the knife. His gentle manner
and kind tone went to my heart, and I burst into
tears. As soon as my voice would allow me, I made a
full confession. He did not whip me, as some fathers
would have done, but reprimanded me in such a
manner that while I felt truly penitent for the deed––
I loved him more than ever, and promised never, never
to do the like again. In my father’s company I then
returned to the store, and on my knees begged the
merchant’s pardon, and promised never again to take
what was not my own.

My father is long since dead; and never do I think
of my first theft without blessing the memory of him
whose kind teachings and gentle corrections have
made it, thus far in my life, and forever, my last.

After my father spent some time talking to me
and explaining the possible consequences of my ac-
tion, I understood the seriousness of it, and I resolved
that I would never again take anything that did not
belong to me.

My First Theft
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26-Courage26-Courage26-Courage26-Courage26-Courage
and Cowardiceand Cowardiceand Cowardiceand Cowardiceand Cowardice

Boys are very apt to get wrong ideas about cour-
age and cowardice; they often mix up the two, calling
that courage which is cowardice, and that cowardice
which is courage. Two or three illustrations will make
this plain to all our boy readers.

George came into the house one day, all dripping
wet. His mother, as she saw him, exclaimed:

“Why, George, my son, how came you so wet?”
“Why, mother, one of the boys said I ‘dare not jump

into the creek,’ and I tell you, I am not to be dared.”
Now, was it courage that led George to do that?

Some boys would say it was; and that he was a brave
and courageous boy. But no, George was a coward;
and that was a very cowardly act. He well knew that
it was wrong for him to jump into the creek with his
clothes on, but he was afraid the other boys would
laugh at him, if he should stand and be dared.

Edward came strutting along up to James, and,
putting his fist in his face, said: “Strike that if you
dare!” just to see if he couldn’t get him into a quar-
rel. Now, which would show the most real courage,
for James to give him a hit and have a brutal fight,
and both get wounded, or to say, as he did: “Edward,
if you want a quarrel, you have come to the wrong
boy. I never fight, because it is wrong. You may call
me a coward if you will, but I will show you that I
have courage enough not to be tempted, by your ridi-
cule, to do what I know is wrong!” That was brave
and courageous.

Well, a great man, Mr. A., a member of Congress,
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said something that offended Mr. B., another great
man. Mr. B. sent him a note and dared him to fight;
that is, he challenged him to fight a duel. Mr. A. ac-
cepted the challenge, and they met with deadly weap-
ons and sought to take each other’s life. Now, some
said Mr. A. was a man of courage, because, like the
foolish boy who jumped into the creek, he wouldn’t
be dared. But Mr. A. accepted that challenge, prob-
ably, through cowardice. He knew it was breaking a
positive command of God to attempt to kill the man
who dared him, but he had not courage enough to
bear the tauntings of those who would say he was
afraid to fight. He was a coward!

A good definition of courage is, “not to be afraid
to do what is right, and to be afraid to do what is
wrong.” The stories of Daniel and his three friends,
and of Joseph, give us fine examples of those who
possessed true courage, who were not afraid to do
what was right, and who were afraid to do what was
wrong.

DARE to be honest, good, and sincere,
Dare to be upright, and you never need fear.
Dare to be brave in the cause of the right,
Dare with the enemy ever to fight.
Dare to be loving and patient each day,
Dare speak the truth, whatever you say.
Dare to be gentle and orderly too,
Dare shun the evil, whatever you do.
Dare to be cheerful, forgiving, and mild,
Dare shun the people whom sin has defiled.
Dare to speak kindly, and ever be true,
Dare to do right, and you’ll find your way
through.

Courage and CowardiceMy First TheftMy First Theft
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27-The Sensitive Plant27-The Sensitive Plant27-The Sensitive Plant27-The Sensitive Plant27-The Sensitive Plant
My mother and her three children came back to

live with grandfather. The children were very glad to
leave the city and go into the country, where the large
green fields were, and shady trees to play under.
Grandfather had a beautiful garden; he loved a gar-
den dearly, and he had taken great pains to fill it
with fine fruits and flowers. It stretched to the brink
of a small creek. Here was a summerhouse covered
with woodbine. It was very cool and pleasant in the
summerhouse.

Grandfather gave Robert and myself a little spot
for our garden. We were very much pleased to have a
little garden of our own; every morning and evening
we worked in it. Grandfather once said he thought it
was the nicest looking corner in his great garden.
This made us very glad.

One day a gentleman came to see us from afar. He
visited the garden and talked a great deal about gar-
dens and flowers. We
thought he loved them
as much as grandfa-
ther and mother did.
When he went away, he
patted me on the head
and said, “I will send
you some seeds of the
sensitive plant, my
child, to plant in your
dear little spot.”

The seeds came,
and mother kept them
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carefully for the next spring, when we took more pains
than usual in making our garden, on account of our
beautiful new plant. No sooner was it planted than
we longed to see it up; every morning we ran to look
for it. “I hope it don’t mean to cheat us,” cried Rob-
ert, after waiting long in vain. Mamma said she did
not think it meant any such thing; perhaps it was
waiting for more sunshine.

After many days, something began to turn up the
earth. “It’s come, it’s come! the sensitive plant has
come through,” I cried in joy, racing to mamma’s
chamber; “it’s got here at last; come and see, mamma.”
Never was flower plant watched with deeper interest.

As the weather became warmer, small branches
came out of the parent stem, and grew rapidly. One
day as Robert and I worked in our garden, by chance
he brushed his hand rudely against it. Lo, the little
leaves folded themselves suddenly together, and
shrunk down towards the earth; it looked abashed
and frightened. “See the sensitive plant,” I cried; “Rob-
ert you have killed it.”

“It can’t be,” said Robert. We looked at it in won-
der. “Let’s go and tell mamma, and ask what it means.”
Robert ran for her. Meanwhile I hung over the plant
with the greatest curiosity; it began to stir itself again.

“It’s not dead, it’s only terribly frightened,” I cried
as Robert and mother came down the walk. Then
she told us it was for this reason called the sensitive
plant, because it shrunk so timidly from the touch,
modestly hanging down its little leaves and branches.
It seems to have the power of feeling in a great de-
gree, in this respect differing from many other plants.
As we stood and looked, the little thing raised itself
up and opened its leaves; mamma touched it again
with her finger; it shrank away from her instantly.

The Sensitive Plant
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“This is strang enough,” cried Robert, “I am glad
the gentleman sent it.” Robert was for showing it to
everybody; indeed, he was never tired of trying its
wonderful properties, and whether it did really feel
or not was a question we talked over a dozen times a
week. It was a wonder to all the children around. At
length someone told us it would lose its sensitive
power if we tried it too often. Henceforth we began to
be very careful of it.

One day I came home from school very ill-hu-
mored. I ran through the long entry into the garden.
Catching a view of mamma––at our garden, I ran
across the beet beds towards her. She was handling
our sensitive plant. “Oh,” I cried, “you are always hurt-
ing my sensitive plant; you shan’t.” She looked up
into my face. “The cow has been in the garden,” she
said, and then arose and walked away. I bent down.
Behold, the print of a cow’s hoof directly on the spot
where it grew; one side of it was torn and broken,
but the dirt had been carefully brushed off and the
stalk set erect. And mamma in her thoughtful love
had gone to its help.

How had I spoken to her! How had I repaid her
care! Her look of sad surprise and mild rebuke pierced
my heart. I would have given anything to recall those
angry words. I wanted to run and throw my arms
around her neck and ask her forgiveness. Standing
on tiptoe, with the tears blurring my eyes, I looked
anxiously around the garden to find her. She was
gone. No good opportunity came that afternoon of
seeking her forgiveness, and if it had, perhaps I felt
too much ashamed of my wicked conduct to speak of
it. That night I lay down upon my pillow with a great
weight upon my heart.

“Mamma, dear mamma, I did not mean to,” I
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sobbed aloud when the lamp was taken away, and it
was dark. Alas, she did not hear.

During the week I tried all I could to be a dutiful,
obedient child, in the hope of making up for my an-
gry words; but they had been spoken and could not
be unspoken. I remembered them, if she did not.
The sensitive plant never looked to me as it had done.

Twenty years passed away from that summer, and
I was then away in a distant part of the land. A letter
was brought to me one evening, saying that my mother
was very ill. I went to my chamber with an aching
heart. The thought that I might never see my mother
again filled me with grief. In the night I awoke think-
ing of it. “Mother, dearest mother,” I cried, “would
that I were near you.” Then came vividly to my mind
the angry, unkind words I had spoken twenty years
before. It added to my sorrow; I thought of all her
tender love, all the happy and beautiful hours which
we had passed together. I tried to comfort myself with
thinking how happy I had made her, how much I had
added to her enjoyments; but alas, it could not make
up to my own heart for the angry, harsh words spo-
ken twenty years before. I could not forget them; I
could not blot them out; they came and doubled my
grief. I had often remembered them before, but now
they seemed sharper than a two-edged sword.

Harsh, unkind language to my mother, my dear-
est and best friend-she who loved me so dearly, who
bore so patiently with my faults, who with such a
kind and steady hand led me in right paths, who
nursed me in sickness and cared for me as no one
else could. I could never repay her. Even now, when-
ever I sit down and call to mind what a dear, good
mother she has been, I weep for the sin of those wicked
words. I wish I could forget them. Oh, I wish they had

The Sensitive Plant
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never been said! To this day I cannot look at a sensi-
tive plant but with sadness. Sin casts long, dark shad-
ows on all our pleasures.

Should any children read this story, I hope they
will learn a sad and solemn lesson from it. If you
would not lay up in your heart sorrows for future
time, which will never heal, be kind, obedient, re-
spectful to your mother, to your father. At best, you
can never repay their love. Strive to do what you can.
Make them happy; watch your lips lest any word es-
cape that will wound their feelings; if once said, it
can never be unsaid. Always bear in mind the com-
mand given by God himself, “Honor thy father and
thy mother.”

28-The Bur28-The Bur28-The Bur28-The Bur28-The Burnt Essaynt Essaynt Essaynt Essaynt Essay
“There! it is finished mamma! Will you read it over

now, and see if it is correct?”
Mrs. Carter looked up from her sewing at her little

girl’s eager, flushed face, smiling at her earnestness.
“Let me see, dear,” she said, taking the papers in

her own hand. “It looks very neat.”
“There is not one blot or erasure,” said Nettie; “if

the spelling and grammar are right, I think my chance
for a prize is a good as anyone’s. Mr. Mason said he
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would give prizes for all the correct essays, though
the writing desk is for the best one in every way. I
don’t think I shall get that, mamma. We all think
Hattie Ross will have that, if she is only careful about
her blots. She does write so beautifully; only she will
blot and smear badly. I guess she will be neat this
time, though, the desk is such a beauty, with a little
silver plate for the name of the winner. If I can get
one of the books for a correct essay, I will be satis-
fied.”

“I think you will get one, Nettie,” said her mother,
after carefully reading the essay. “This is correct, well
expressed and very neat.”

“Now, mamma, will you tie it with the ribbons for
me, and I will put it away.”

The precious manuscript being tied nicely with
crisp, dainty ribbons, Nettie put it carefully in her
desk, with a long sigh of relief. It had been a very
difficult task for the little twelve-year-old girl to com-
plete a correct and neat essay. She was not fond of
writing, had hard work to put her ideas into words,
and found it quite as hard to keep her sheet clean.
So it was quite a triumph when the work was really
completed, entirely alone, and had been pronounced
worthy of a place among the prize essays.

The little girl was still in the room where she and
her sisters studied, when Amy, her cousin, nearly her
own age, came in, flushed and tearful.

“Is your essay ready?” she asked.
“Yes, and mamma says it will do.”
“Then you can help me with mine. I have tried

and tried, and I can’t write one.”
“But, Amy, if I help you, you can’t try for a prize.

You know Mr. Mason said we must not have any help,
even from our parents.”

The Burnt Essay
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“Your mamma helped you.”
“No, not one bit. She only read it when it was

finished.”
“But you will help me, Nettie. Nobody will ever

know.”
“But it will not be honorable.”
Amy would not listen, however, to her cousin. She

coaxed a long time, making it very hard for tender-
hearted, good-natured little Nettie to refuse the re-
quest. She loved Amy very dearly, and it was her con-
stant habit to assist her with all her lessons and ex-
ercises. Only the fact that it would be a dishonorable
trick upon their teacher kept her from yielding now.
Hard as it was for her, she refused upon that plea.

Then Amy grew angry, taunted her with jealousy,
selfishness, and miserably mean motives, that Nettie
felt were untrue and unjust. Working herself into a
fury, Amy suddenly seized the precious manuscript
her cousin had just completed, and tossed it upon
the red coals of the open grate.

“If you won’t help me to a prize, you shan’t have
one yourself,” she cried.

“Oh, Amy!”
The cry was too late to save the treasure. Already

it was curling up in the fierce heat, and a bright blaze
was in a few moments all that was left of the work of
many play hours.

As the flame died away in a black mass, both
children stood very still, looking at the destruction
one passionate moment had made. Already Amy was
sorry, for her tempests of temper never lasted long,
and she hoped Nettie would scold and cry, as she
would have done, and then “make up.” But Nettie’s
grief was too deep for anger. She did not speak after
the first cry, but went silently from the room to lock
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herself in her own little bedroom, and sat down for a
hearty cry.

Remember, she was but twelve years old, and had
worked very faithfully for the promised reward. As
the tears ran down her cheeks, her thoughts were
very busy.

“I will never speak to Amy again, nor help her
with a single lesson. She had no right to burn it. I
would have helped her with anything else, but this
would have been wrong; it would have been cheating
to write this essay. I’ll never forgive her, never! It was
so pretty, tool And I cannot have another ready in
time--there is so much to do before examination, and
only one week for all. Oh dear! I wonder if Amy feels
bad. I should, I know. I hope she does. Do I? Is this
Christian forgiveness? Only one month since I re-
solved never to be bitter again, to conquer my tem-
per, and try to be a real, true Christian, like mamma;
and now I am revengeful, unforgiving, and wicked.
What shall I do? I can’t forgive Amy, I can’t.”

So her thoughts ran, now blaming Amy, now her-
self, the tears flowing fast all the time. At last the
little girl, tired of crying, knelt down and said very
softly the Lord’s Prayer. Her sweet face was very ear-
nest as she whispered, “‘Forgive us our trespasses as
we forgive those who trespass against us.’ I will for-
give Amy. Help me, Heavenly Father, to forgive her, as
I hope to have all my sins forgiven.”

In the meantime, a very unhappy, penitent little
girl was walking slowly homeward. Amy would have
given all her own hard study for the other prizes if
she could have restored the burnt essay. Her con-
science was very sore. She knew that Nettie was right
in refusing her request, and she knew that in every
way she had been wrong; wrong in asking for help,

The Burnt Essay
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wrong in getting angry, and oh! how very, very wrong
in taking such a wicked revenge for Nettie’s refusal!
She thought of the many hours Nettie had spent try-
ing to help her in her studies, of the many times her
cousin had given up a pleasant walk or ride to aid
her in a difficult sum or exercise; and before she
reached home, Amy was quite as sorry and felt quite
as guilty and mean as Nettie could have wished her
had she been ever so revengeful.

The next morning, after Nettie had started for
school, Mrs. Carter was surprised to see Amy, with a
grieved face, standing before her.

“Aunt Mary,” she said, trying not to cry, “did Nettie
tell you about the essay?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Carter said very gravely.
“Do you think she will forgive me, if I try to make

up the loss, Aunt Mary? I am so sorry.”
“I don’t think the loss can be made up, Amy.”
“I have tried to make it right, Aunt Mary. It was

very hard to do, but I went to Mr. Mason this morn-
ing, and told him the whole story. He says if you will
send him a note saying the essay was correct and
neat, he will consider it the same as if he saw it him-
self. 0 Aunt Mary, please do! I am so miserable.”

Mrs. Carter pressed a warm kiss upon the peni-
tent little face.

“If you always atone for a fault so nobly as this,
Amy,” she said kindly, “you will not feel miserable
long. It will be a lesson for you and help you to check
the hasty temper that gets you into so much trouble.
I will write the note to Mr. Mason now.”

The note was soon ready, and Amy took it grate-
fully. “Will Nettie forgive me now, Aunt Mary?”

“Nettie forgave you fully and freely before she slept,
Amy.”
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 “I wonder if I could be so good as that?” Amy said
tearfully. “I am sure I can never be ugly to Nettie
again.”

When the examination day came, Mr. Mason
handed each of the cousins a small pocket Bible.

“Yours,” he said to the wondering Amy, “is to prove
to you how much I appreciate the true penitence that
acknowledges a fault at once, and tries to make
amendment. Nettie earned a reward by her hard
study, and she holds it in her hand; but, above all
study, I prize the Christian kindness and forgiveness
that kept her silent when I asked for her essay, rather
than tell me how it was destroyed.”

I have told you this story, little readers, because it
is true, every word of it, and proves how truly the
power of prayer and principle will aid us in atoning
for faults and forgiving our enemies.

29-The Revenge29-The Revenge29-The Revenge29-The Revenge29-The Revenge
I will never forgive him, that I won’t,” exclaimed

Basil Lee, bursting into the room where his eldest
sister was quietly seated at work. “I will never forgive
him.”

“Never forgive who, Basil? my dear boy, how an-
gry and excited you look; who has offended you?”

“Why Charles West, Alice,” replied Basil, as he put
his books away in their place.

“And what has Charles West done to offend you?
Come and sit by me–there, now tell me all about it.”

“Well,” said Basil, “Mr. Raymond, who is a friend
of Mr. Mathews, and is staying with him, came into
the schoolroom today. He is a very nice, kind gentle-
man, and so he offered a half dollar to the boy who
first did a sum he should give out. Five boys besides

The Revenge
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me took up their slates; he set us all the same sum,
and then we all set to work. Charles West came and
sat next to me, and I saw him copy down every figure
as fast as I did it. When I had only one figure to do,
Mr. Mathews left the room; I looked to see who went
out, and when I turned to my slate again, every figure
was rubbed out; I know Charles did it because he
colored so. In a minute he had finished his sum and
carried it up; it was first done, and correct; so he
had the half dollar. I was so angry, the bell rang to go
home, and I ran off directly; but I am determined to
have a glorious revenge on him. Was it not provok-
ing, Alice?”

Yes, very, dear; and what is your revenge to be?”
“Oh, I know, I will tell you; he just deserves it. Mr.

Mathews has said that he will turn any boy out of the
school who uses the key to the grammar exercises.
Well, I saw Charles using one, yesterday, and I will
tell on him; I am determined.”

“Listen to me a moment, Basil. Charles is only at
school for one more year; at the end of that time a
gentleman has promised, if he behaves well, to place
him in a situation, where in a few years he will be
able to support his widowed mother. Do you think
the gentleman will give him his situation if he is
turned away from school in disgrace? And what would
be the disappointment of his aged mother, to think
that her son, who she hoped would support and com-
fort her latter days, had disgraced himself! Surely, it
would bring down her gray hairs with sorrow to the
grave.”

“Oh, Alice,” exclaimed Basil, with tears in his eyes,
“I never thought of that. No, no; I would not ruin
poor Charlie for the world.”

“This would be your glorious revenge, my dear
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boy,” said Alice, quietly.
“Oh, no, no! dear Alice, I never, never, could be so

wicked as that though Charles did make me very an-
gry at the time; but you know I should like to punish
him a little for it.”

“Well, Basil, I know a good way to punish him,
and also to have a really glorious revenge.”

“0, dear Alice, pray tell me what it is,” said Basil.
“Well, do you remember the text, ‘Be not overcome of
evil,’ –what comes next?”

“Why, ‘But overcome evil with good,’ to be sure,
Alice. I know what you mean now.”

“Well, then, think over
what a glorious revenge you
can have by obeying the
command in that text, my
dear;” and Alice left the
room.

Basil did not sit think-
ing long before he decided
what he would do. With
Alice’s permission, on the
following day, he invited Charles West to go home
with him; he was much surprised on receiving the
invitation, but accepted it. They had a very pleasant
evening together. Their principal amusement con-
sisted in sailing Basil’s ships on a pond in the gar-
den; for the finest Charles expressed great admira-
tion; but the time for his return came. Basil took
him up to his play room.

“Charlie,” said he, “you admired the Hero most of
all my vessels; so I will make you a present of it.”

“Oh, no,” said Charles, stepping back, “I could
not think of such a thing.”

“Oh, but Charlie you must have it. I can do what I

The Revenge
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like with my ships, and I can make myself another
just like it; and father says if Mr. Mathews will allow
you, you can come up some day and sail it with mine,
and I will teach you how to make ships, too.”

Charles turned away his head to hide the tears.
“Basil,” he exclaimed, as they bid each other good

night, “I will never try to injure you again as I did
yesterday–no, I never will. Good night, dear Basil.”

From that day Charles and Basil were firm friends.
Charles was easily persuaded never to use the key to
the exercises again. After this he always tried to imi-
tate his friend’s example, and he gained the esteem
of his master, and the love of his school fellows.

My young readers, was not Basil Lee’s a glorious
revenge?

30-The W30-The W30-The W30-The W30-The Wicket Gateicket Gateicket Gateicket Gateicket Gate
Reuben Rayner was a young orphan lad who was

sometimes employed to take care of Farmer Aswell’s
flock when his shepherd had other work to do on the
farm. This was a way in which the boy could hon-
estly earn a few pence, and so help to gain his own
living. Reuben was of a very reflecting mind, and many
a thought would come into the orphan’s brain as he
sat on the long grass under the hedge, with the flock
quietly nibbling around him, no sound heard but the
tinkling of the sheep bell, or the hum of a bee on the
wing.

There was a railway at no great distance, and now
and then there would come a rattling, rolling noise,
and then a roar, as a train rushed by; but the flock
was accustomed to this, and the sheep scarcely raised
their heads from the daisied mead on which they
were grazing to listen. Along the line of railway
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stretched telegraph wires; Reuben could just see them
above the thick hedge which shut out the railway
from view. These wires were always a subject of won-
der to the boy, who could not make out how mes-
sages could possibly be sent along them.

Here have I been sitting watching these lines for
hours, thought Reuben one morning, and I’ve heard
that messages by scores are being passed backwards
and forwards along them every day, and yet nothing
can I see. Now and then a bird perches on the wires,
but of letters or words there is neither sound nor
sight! It is hard–very hard–to understand! Reuben
raised his eyes as he spoke far higher than the tele-
graph wires, right up into the blue sky flecked with
many a cloud, like fleecy flocks above him. It’s more
wonderful still, thought the boy, how our prayers–
even prayers not spoken aloud–can pass up, up, be-
yond those clouds, and reach the Lord God in Heaven,
as my dear mother used to tell us that they do!

It seems so strange that the great God should care
to listen to what a poor boy like me can say! And yet
there is his promise for it, “Ask, and it shall be given
you. Seek, and ye shall find. Knock, and it shall be
opened unto you.” What can that word about knock-
ing mean? Ah! it reminds one of the knocking at the
Wicket Gate in the Pilgrim’s Progress. Christian came
to the gate, that must mean coming to the Lord; Chris-
tian knocked at the gate, that must mean praying to
the Lord. Have I ever come to the Wicket Gate, have I
ever really knocked?

It would be well if all young and old, would in
some quiet hour ask their own hearts such a ques-
tion. We cannot even begin to walk on the straight,
narrow path which leads to heaven, without coming
to the Lord by faith; and then our first earnest prayer

The Wicket Gate
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is the knock of Christian. I wonder if one is knocking
at the gate when asking just for anything one wants–
earthly things I mean, said Reuben to himself, with
his eyes still raised to the clouds above him.

Now, I want very much to get a place at Squire
Elphin’s, and help to look after his horses; I should
like that kind of life so much better than this. I want
regular work, and regular wages, and plenty of food,
and not to have Aunt Poulter twitting me and my
poor little sister with being burdens on her. She calls
us useless mouths, and goes nagging at us as if we
were lazy, when we’re ready enough, I’m sure, to do
anything that we can. If I could get the place at Squire
Elphin’s, I should soon earn enough to keep both
myself and poor Grace.

I’ve sometimes thought of going right up to the
Hall, and asking to speak with the squire himself;
for I know he’s looking out for a handy boy. But some-
how or other I’m afraid to go; he’d think it so bold in
a poor boy like me. Reuben shook his head at the
idea of venturing upon such an errand. But I can ask
the Lord to help me to get the place, if it be really
good for me; and I need not be
afraid that He will be angry at
my boldness. I can tell Him of
things that I could not even tell
to my sister! God, Who has all
the world to care for, is yet never
too busy to attend; and though
He is King of kings, He does not
scorn a poor cottage boy.

Reuben felt that it would be
a comfort to him to pray at once
to the Lord. The spot where he
was appeared very quiet, being
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quite shut out from the railway and the meadow be-
tween by a very thick hedge. Into that retired corner
of the field seldom anyone ever came but Reuben
himself. The place was a great deal more private to
pray in than Aunt Poulter’s cottage, in which Reuben
had not a corner to himself, for he even slept in the
kitchen. To kneel on the grass, close under the hedge,
with nothing but the soft blue sky and pure clouds
above, was almost like being in church–at least so it
seemed to Reuben.

Wherever a Christian earnestly lifts up his heart
in real prayer, there is the Wicket Gate. Reuben
clasped his hands, and sure that no one on earth
could hear him, in the earnestness of his soul he
prayed aloud, “0 Lord! if it be good for me, let me
have the place which I wish so much!” Reuben had
not time to add that which should end every prayer–
“for the sake of thy dear Son” –when he was startled
by the sound of a very loud laugh at the other side of
the hedge.

“Ha, ha, ha! there’s a saint for you! Ho, ho, ho!
he’ll be preaching next in his smock frock, with the
sheep for his hearers! he, he, he!”

Reuben knew the coarse voice of Dathan Whittle,
the blacksmith’s son, and the moment that he heard
it sprang up from his knees, looking as awkward at
being caught in the act of praying, as he might have
been had he been found in that of stealing.

Dathan had been silently gliding along, at the other
side of the thick hedge, searching for nests, so qui-
etly that Reuben had not heard his approach. There
was a gap in the hedge not far off, and the clumsy
figure of Dathan, in his old velveteen jacket and wide-
awake, was soon seen pushing through the branches
and brambles, and then jumping over the dry ditch.

The Wicket Gate
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“What was that you was praying for? –a place?
That’s the right place for you, my fine fellow!” And
Dathan, who was half as large again, and twice as
strong as Reuben, kicked the shepherd boy into the
ditch. “You’ll not be such an idiot as to pray again, as
if you thought that you could get anything by it!”
laughed Dathan, as he watched Reuben scrambling
out of the ditch. As soon as the boy, with his jacket
torn, his face scratched, bruised, and half covered
with mud, had got on the grass, Dathan gave a sud-
den whoop and halloo, and dashed at the sheep,
highly amused to see them scampering off in a fright.

Happily for Reuben that Dathan had some mis-
chief to do elsewhere, and did not remain long in the
field either to jeer at him or to give chase to his sheep.
After flinging a stone at Reuben–a stone which very
nearly hit him on the head–as a parting salute, Dathan
turned on his heel and went off through the same
gap in the hedge as that through which he had forced
his way before.

Perhaps, said the boy to himself, the day may
come when Dathan may find that the idiot is not he
who prays, but he who mocks at prayer.

On the evening of the same day, as Reuben sat in
his aunt’s kitchen, eating some dry crusts for his sup-
per, and bitterly feeling that even these were grudg-
ingly given to him, there was a tap at the cottage
door, and it was opened by Blackburn, one of the
railway men, who said, “Mrs. Poulter, can you spare
that boy of yours to take this telegram up to Lylow
Lodge? He’ll get a sixpence from Mr. Diggins for his
pains.”

Reuben eagerly started from his seat, and stuffed
what remained of his crust into his pocket, for he
had too scanty a supply of food to waste any of it.
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Mrs. Poulter merely looked up and observed, “When
the boy’s sent on errands after dark, Mr. Diggins, if
he is a gentleman, will make the sixpence a shilling.”

“Shall I have to wait for an answer?” asked the
boy.

“You’d better,” replied Blackburn; “though that
paper holds, I take it, a reply to a telegram which Mr.
Diggins sent this afternoon to London.”

This afternoon! repeated Reuben to himself, as
he took down his cap from its peg, and left the cot-
tage with the paper in his hand. Only a few hours
have passed, and here comes an answer to a mes-
sage sent in some strange way along those very lines
that I have been watching. No one saw, no one heard
it pass; but it reached the place it was sent to, and
here is the reply! And has not my little prayer reached
Heaven even more quickly? and may not I too look
for an answer?

The night was closing in darkly, for there were
many clouds, and no moon. Before Reuben had
reached Lylow Lodge, he could scarcely see two yards
before him; but this mattered little, as he knew every
step of his way. His reflecting mind was full of thought,
as he walked along the dark road bordered by hedges,
on which he could not distinguish a leaf or a twig.

I cannot see Lylow Lodge, thought Reuben, but I
know that it is there to the left, and I’m sure that I’m
on the right road to the place. Perhaps that’s some-
thing like what we hear of in church as faith. We
can’t see our way to Heaven–and we can’t see how
prayer reaches God, or how he can make everything
turn out at last for our good–we go on, as it were, in
the dark; but we know that there is a hearing God,
and a Heaven for those who love him, for the Bible
teaches us the way to both. Ah! there’s a little light

The Wicket Gate



108 Storytime Treasury

gleaming before me; that must be from Lylow Lodge.
The lodge was reached, the telegram given in;

Reuben received the sixpence which he had earned,
and set out on his homeward way. The road skirted
the park of Mr. Elphin. The ground, which was very
low near the Lodge, gently rose almost all the way to
Mrs. Poulter’s cottage. Instead of the distant sound
of waves, which he left behind him, Reuben now heard
the rustle of the wind in the creaking branches of the
trees.

Reuben had never been within Elphin Park,–not
that its oak fence was high enough to keep out an
active boy, nor that he had not longed to ramble in
the only woods near, the only place where squirrels
might be seen springing from tree to tree, or a whir-
ring partridge rising on the wing. But Mr. Elphin was
not one to suffer trespassers on his preserves. Reuben
had often read the warning nailed to a tree: BEWARE
OF STEEL TRAPS AND SPRING GUNS. Little mercy
was likely to be shown to anyone trespassing in Elphin
Park, especially after nightfall.

Hark! exclaimed Reuben, suddenly stopping to lis-
ten as he was slowly ascending a steeper part of the
road; surely I heard something in the woods back
there! It’s not the rush of the wind; it’s not the creak-
ing of the branches. There again; I’m sure I heard it!
It’s the voice of someone in distress!

Reuben was a kind-hearted boy; he could not pass
on with the moan of pain or terror sounding in his
ears. He had never before trespassed in Squire
Elphin’s grounds, but now, quite forgetting steel traps
and spring guns, and the difficulty of finding his way
through the woods at night, Reuben scrambled up
the bank and over the paling, and was in the park in
a minute.
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He had nothing to guide him but the sound of
distress, and groping his way between trunks of trees,
through bramble and thicket, he kept as straight a
course as he could in the darkness. Pausing again to
listen, Reuben heard distinctly the words, uttered in
a tone of agony, “0 God! have pity upon me!” It was a
prayer from lips little used to praying. Reuben knew
the voice of Dathan Whittle.

“Dathan, what’s the matter? It’s I––it’s Reuben!”
exclaimed young Rayner, as he pushed forward to-
wards the spot whence the cry proceeded.

“0 Reuben! for mercy’s sake run to my father’s;
tell him to come quick––quick––and bring his tools!
I’m caught in a trap; I can’t get out; the iron is biting
into my flesh!” the sentence ended in a groan.

“Can I not set you free?” exclaimed Reuben.
“No, no; you have not the strength. Run, run for

my father––every minute adds to my torment; I can’t
bear it much longer. I so feared that no one would
come to help me!”

And so, when he believed that no one else would
hear him, thought Reuben, he began crying to God!
He mocked and jeered me for thinking that I could
get anything by praying, but when his hour of trouble
came, even he felt that there is One above Who can
hear and may help. But if we never pray to the Lord
in time of sunshine, can we expect that He will an-
swer us in time of darkness?

Reuben with some trouble regained the road, and
set off at full speed for Whittle the blacksmith’s home.
The moon was now rising, so the boy was easily able
to find his way along a road which he knew so well.
Panting he arrived at the blacksmith’s, where he found
Whittle and his wife at supper. Reuben told them the
story of Dathan’s distress as well as his breathless-

The Wicket Gate
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ness would let him, and ended by begging the black-
smith to come as fast as possible to get his son out
of the trap.

“Ay, ay; I’ll come,” said the man surlily; “but I’ll
give him such a thrashing as he never had in his life
for ever getting into it––I’m obliged to you, Reuben
Rayner, and here’s a shilling for your night’s work.”

Reuben had the shilling, and Dathan the thrash-
ing, for Whittle was a man of his word.

A few days afterwards Reuben got the place at
Squire Elphin’s, and lived in it many years, till he
gradually rose to be the head man and confidential
servant. If with Reuben, as with Joseph in the Bible,
God made everything seem to prosper, it was because
in everything Reuben Rayner looked to God. Not only
every morning and evening, but whenever sorrow tried
or difficulty perplexed him, Reuben turned to the Lord
for counsel and help. He knocked at the Wicket Gate
by prayer.

As the messages are transmitted across the tele-
phone lines, so are our prayers conveyed to our Sav-
iour Who answered Reuben’s earnest request.

31-The W31-The W31-The W31-The W31-The Wandererandererandererandereranderer’s’s’s’s’s
PrayerPrayerPrayerPrayerPrayer

On a cold, dreary evening in autumn, a small boy,
poorly clad, yet cleanly and tidy, with a pack upon
his back, knocked at the door of an old Quaker in
the town of S––. and inquired, “Is Mr. Lanman at
home?”

“Yes.”
The boy wished to see him, and was speedily ush-

ered into the host’s presence.
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Friend Lanman was one of the wealthiest men in
the country, and President of the railroad. The boy
had come to see if he could obtain a situation on the
road. He said that he was an orphan––his mother
had been dead only two months, and he was now a
homeless wanderer. But the lad was too small for the
filling of any place within the Quaker’s gift, and he
was forced to deny him. Still he liked the looks of the
boy, and said to him:

“You may stop in my house tonight, and tomor-
row I will give the names of two or three good men of
Philadelphia, to whom you may apply with assur-
ance of kind reception at least. I am sorry that I have
no employment for you.”

Later in the evening the old Quaker went the
rounds of his spacious mansion, lantern in hand, as
was his custom, to see that all was safe, before retir-
ing for the night. As he passed the door of the little
chamber where the poor, wandering orphan had been
placed to sleep, he heard a voice. He stopped and
listened, and distinguished
the tones of a simple, earnest
prayer. He bent his ear nearer,
and heard these words from
the boy’s lips:––

“Oh, good Father in
Heaven! help me to help my-
self. Watch over me as I watch
over my own conduct, and
care for me as my deeds
merit! Bless the good man in
whose house I am sheltered
for the night, and spare him
long, that he may continue
sharing his bounty to the suf-

The Wanderer’s Prayer
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fering ones. Amen.”
And the Quaker responded another amen as he

moved on; and as he went, he meditated. The boy
has a true idea of the duties of life. I verily think that
the lad will be a treasure to his employer, he con-
cluded.

When the morning came, the old Quaker changed
his mind concerning his answer to the boy’s applica-
tion.

“Who taught you to pray?” inquired Friend L.
“My mother, sir,” was the soft reply. And the rich

brown eyes grew moist.
“And you will not forget your mother’s counsels?”
“I cannot, for I know that my success in life is

dependent upon them.”
“My boy, you may stay here in my house, and very

soon I will take you to my office.”
Friend L. lived to see the poor boy he had adopted

rise step by step until he finally assumed the respon-
sible office which the failing guardian could no longer
hold. And today there is no man more honored and
respected by his friends, and none more feared by
gamblers and speculators in bad stock, than is the
once poor wanderer ––now president of the best man-
aged and most productive railway in the United
States.

32-P32-P32-P32-P32-Perseveranceerseveranceerseveranceerseveranceerseverance
Does It!Does It!Does It!Does It!Does It!

“Perseverance” is a big word. It means ‘stick to it!’
One of the corporations of this city being in want of a
boy in their mill, a piece of paper was tacked on one
of the posts in a prominent place, so that the boys
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could see it as they passed. The paper read, “Boy
wanted. Call at the office tomorrow morning.” At the
time indicated, a host of boys were waiting at the
gate. All were admitted. But the overseer was a little
perplexed as to the best way of choosing one from so
many; and said he, “Boys, I only want one, and here
are a great many; how shall I choose?” After thinking
a moment, he invited them all into the yard, and
driving a nail into one of the large trees, and taking a
short stick, told them that the boy who could hit the
nail with the stick, standing a little distance from
the tree, should have the place. The boys all tried
hard, and, after three trials each, signally failed to
hit the nail. The boys were told to come again the
next morning; and this time, when the gate was
opened, there was but one boy, who, after being ad-
mitted, picked up the stick, and throwing at the nail,
struck it every time.

“How is this?” said the overseer. “What have you
been doing?” And the boy, looking up with tears in
his eyes, said, “You see, sir, I am a poor boy. I have no
father, sir; and I thought I should like to get the place,
and so help my mother all I can; and, after going
home yesterday, I drove a nail into the barn, and I
have been trying to hit it ever since; and I have come
down this morning to try again.”

The boy was admitted to the place. Many years
have passed since then, and now that boy is a pros-
perous and a wealthy man; and at the time of the
burning of the Pemberton Mills, he was the first to
step forward with a gift of a thousand dollars to re-
lieve the sufferers. His success came by his persever-
ance.

Perseverance in any line is essential to success
and prosperity.

Perseverance Does It!



114 Storytime Treasury

33-Nothing T33-Nothing T33-Nothing T33-Nothing T33-Nothing To Doo Doo Doo Doo Do
In another home the parents sadly neglected their

only son. He was a very handsome, intelligent boy
and finished school early. Now that he was through
high school, and the parents refused to let him go on
to college, he stood with diploma in hand wondering
what to do.

For some time he tried to find a job, but he was
told he was too young. No studying, no work, no com-
panionship at home and no good books to read. What
should he do, was the big question. Gradually he
began to chum with other idle boys of the streets and
before long got into trouble.

The proverb, “An idle brain is the devil’s work-
shop” expresses a real truth.

Instead of the parents coming to the boy’s rescue
after the first offense, and providing something for
him to do so he could redeem himself, he was ridi-
culed and mocked and shamed. He saw his wrong
and tried to go straight; yet his past was constantly
held before him. He finally became discouraged and
said, “What’s the use of staying home and being good.



115

I am not appreciated anyhow.”
No kindly adviser stepped into the breach. As a

result, the boy went out again with the gang and was
caught in an unlawful act. The rest of the fellows fled
while this boy tried to break away from the grip of a
policeman. In the struggle he unfortunately killed the
officer. Well, we all know what faced him then.

A good little grandmother, who often visited the
prison and provided the prisoners with wholesome
reading matter, was sitting in the lobby as the young
man was brought from the main office and was led
down the Mall by strong, stern officers. As the key
was turned in the door, the young man turned his
head and looked back to the entrance once more.
Without words, his bewildered face said goodbye to
the freedom outside. The little lady got a good view
of his pale, terror-stricken face as he took that long-
ing look toward the door and she was almost over-
come with grief as she saw him disappear behind
those iron doors. She wept bitterly as she went home,
and she resolved to help that boy in some way and
make his stay behind the bars a little less bitter.

The next day she visited the institution and asked
permission to see this young prisoner. The officer said:
“You are in too great a hurry, grandma; he has been
here only about twenty-four hours. You had better
wait a few days.” But she pleaded, “Good sir! I am
sure these twenty-four hours have seemed as twenty-
four days to the young man. I feel he needs comfort
right now.”

“What do you wish to do for him?” questioned the
officer.

“I am going to give him this Bible to read and this
little picture of the Good Shepherd to put on his bare
walls. And I have baked a few cookies for him. Here,

Nothing to Do
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eat one so you will know they are all right.”
“Yum! Yum! They are all right. He has not eaten a

bite since he came here; so he may be plenty glad to
get them. I will send the things over. You may go and
see him.”

“Thank you kindly,” she answered, as she hurried
over to the guard who unlocked the door for her. Her
visit, love and interest indeed proved a blessing to
the bewildered boy. From week to week he looked
forward to her motherly visits.

“Had my folks talked to me like you do, I would
not be here,” he told her one day.

After a time she noticed the boy was giving his
heart to God and one night he composed these lines:

I lay upon my prison bed
Pillow damp with tears I shed;
With aching heart and in despair
I cried, ‘My God! There’s none who care!’

“‘Twas then I heard a gentle voice,
Which made my weary heart rejoice,
‘Oh, yes,’ she said, ‘God’s only Son
Has cared for you since day begun.

‘He’ll give you grace each trial to bear,
If you appeal to Him in Prayer.’
I prayed and prayed far in the night
And praying through I saw the light.

“So now I’m happy every day,
Happy to serve in a humble way
A Saviour born in a lowly place,
Born to die for the human race.

“And if I in my feeble way,
Can point to Him one who has gone astray,
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I’ll feel that I’ve not lived in vain,
Although I’ve done some deeds of shame.

“To Grandma dear I give all praise,
She led me to the Throne of Grace.
Daily now I sing His praise
Because she filled a mother’s place.”

34-Always Be Honest34-Always Be Honest34-Always Be Honest34-Always Be Honest34-Always Be Honest
Some years ago a father who had lost his com-

panion lived in the slums of one of our large cities.
With him lived his little son, whom people nicknamed
“Freckles.” Daily this man tried to do both a father’s
and a mother’s duty in building into his boy’s heart
a faith in eternal things. They lived in very meager
quarters, and there was not a square foot of grass on
which, or a tree under which, the child could play.

Usually Freckles had to stay home and amuse him-
self while his father was away working here and there
at odd jobs. But one day his father took him along.
As they were passing a pretty home with a spacious
lawn where grew shrubs, trees, flowers and green
grass, the little boy tried to pull away from his father’s
hand, “What is wrong, Son?” he asked.

“I want to go on that nice green grass and play
until you come back, Father, he said.

“Those people will not let you play on that lawn,
Son. That is their yard. They keep it very nice, don’t
they?” he explained to the little boy.

Freckles sighed and as they walked on, he kept
looking back. The man felt keenly the lack of the
temporal blessings for which the boy longed. Upon
returning to their dingy, slum home, Freckles asked,
“Daddy, why can’t we have some grass and flowers
and trees where Johnny, Mac, and I sometimes play?”

Always Be Honest
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Freckles’ father was a faithful reader of the Holy
Scriptures. He sat down in his chair and told the lad
about the beautiful things he would be able to enjoy
in the better world to come if he would be a good boy.
In describing that eternal home, he said, “Listen,
Sonny, when we get to that better land, we also will
have a beautiful home. There we will have all kinds
of lovely flowers, trees, and green grass for you to
enjoy.”

“Will the birds sit in our trees and sing for us,
too? Will Jesus let me have a little doggie to play
with?” he asked. “And will there also be a nice Shet-
land pony for me?”

“Yes,” came the assuring answer. “I am sure Jesus
will give you all the lovely things you need to be com-
pletely happy. Perhaps He will even have a nice Shet-
land pony for you and a fine swing in one of the trees.”

Freckles never grew weary of hearing of this beau-
tiful home. One night his father returned late. He
had had a hard, long day. But little Freckles crawled
up into his daddy’s lap as usual and pleaded, “Daddy,
please tell me again about heaven. When can we go
there? How much does it cost to go there? I will go
and sell some papers so that we can get the money
quickly. May I, Daddy?”

Thus came the questions, one after another. The
father pressed his little boy to his heart as he began,
“No, my Son, you are too young to sell papers. You
can help me later, but not now. If you will be a good
boy and always be honest and do right, then you will
someday be able to go to that beautiful home, and
you will not have to pay your fare.”

The boy listened very attentively, and all the while
other questions arose in his anxious little heart. His
father always stressed the thought that only right liv-
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ing would give him a home in heaven. The child was
deeply impressed by what he heard.

One evening the father came home very, very tired.
Not able to eat supper, he lay down on his hard bed
and sighed.

“Don’t you feel good, Daddy? I will rub your feet. I
know they are tired,” said Freckles as he tried to rub
his father’s aching feet. Then he lay down beside him
and soon was sound asleep.

But the man was ill. The next day he told Freckles
to call the neighbor. He was now almost too ill to
speak. But when the neighbor arrived, the father said,
“I am worried about my little boy. If something should
happen to me, would you please take care of him?
He is a good boy. He will help you when he has a few
more months on him. Please, will you do that for
me?” But the neighbor made no promise, for she too
was poor.

The sick man’s fever rose rapidly. He pressed his
little boy to his heart, and admonished him once
more, “Dear Son, I may have to leave you, but God
will always be near you. He will care for you if you
will talk to Him often in prayer and always be hon-
est. Never take anything that does not belong to you,
Son. Someday you and mother and I will meet in
that beautiful home which I have told you about.”

With these words he fell asleep. Before morning
he became delirious, and four days later the world
looked very dark to little Freckles. The house seemed
dreadfully empty; but it was home, and he hoped to
continue there. However, this was not to be, for shortly
after he had suffered his greatest loss; he was put on
the street with his few belongings. Freckles could think
of only one thing, and that was to find a corner where
he might sell newspapers. At last he located a small

Always Be Honest
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nook between two buildings. He packed his few things
there, then went to look for a newsboy. Finally he
spied one. He ran over and gathered from him some
information regarding his future work. As soon as he
could get some papers he, too, stood at the street
corner calling out, “Newspaper! Buy a newspaper,
please.”

The days were long and lonely. He hardly sold
enough to supply himself with food.

One day a little dog came sniffing along. He looked
starved and homeless. Freckles talked to him and
even gave him some of the dry bread he had in his
pocket. Soon the nervous creature sat down and
leaned against his new friend’s legs. This pleased the
boy very much.

When evening came, Freckles started for the little
spot he now called home. The dog followed and
crawled in with him. The two became fast friends.
They slept together and were seen together day after
day. Freckles shared his meager meals with this his
only friend, who helped
to keep him warm at
night.

One day, when Freck-
les was standing at his
usual place and calling
out his papers, a well-
dressed lady dropped
her purse as she stepped
into her beautiful, shiny
car and drove away.
Freckles picked it up
and looked into it. There
he saw many shiny dol-
lars. Would he take
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some?
“Oh, no,” he said to himself. “They are not mine. I

will run after the car. Perhaps I can catch up with it
at the stoplight at the end of the block.”

Off he went, with his little dog right at his heels.
He ran up to the car, waving the purse at the lady.
“Oh, thank you!” she said, and tossed him a tip.

The lady was greatly pleased with the little
newsboy’s honesty. She felt that she ought to do some-
thing for him. After much meditation, she was im-
pressed to adopt him if she could do so. She began
procedures at once.

A number of weeks later, she drove up to the cor-
ner where stood the dirty, weary, freckle-faced news-
boy. She called him to her car and asked to buy some
papers. He had about a dozen under his arm. She
bought them all. Freckles was happily surprised.

“Come, get into my car. I want to give you a ride.
You have no papers to sell now,” the lady suggested.
Freckles hesitated a bit as he looked at her beautiful
clothes and lovely car. Then he said, “Thank you,
Madam, but I am only a newsboy. I do not have nice
clothes. Besides, I have a little partner. I call him
Nip, and myself I call Tuck, because with us it is nip
and tuck to make a living.” He continued with a smile.
“He goes with me wherever I go. He is the only friend
I have.”

“I am glad you have a friend. Let Nip come in too,”
she replied.

Freckles and Nip entered and settled down as the
lady drove off. Soon they were out of the busy busi-
ness district and were winding around in an attrac-
tive residential section. Freckles was wishing his fa-
ther could be enjoying the ride with him, seeing the
pretty houses and clean streets. Suddenly they were

Always Be Honest
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driving up a long hill. When they reached the top,
they drove into a beautiful yard. As they neared the
house he saw a swing in a tree, and beside the tree
stood a Shetland pony.

The car stopped, and the lady opened the door.
“Step out, Son, and enjoy yourself! This is your home.
That Shetland pony will be yours, and Nip may stay
too,” she said.

Freckles looked around nervously and excitedly;
then taking hold of the lady’s hand and looking into
her face, he asked, “Is this heaven? If it is, please
take me to my father.”

Tears filled her eyes, as she answered the boy’s
question. “I will do my best to make this a little heaven
for you until Jesus comes to take us all to His great
heaven. I hope that when we shall enter into that
beautiful place, you will see your father and mother
again. Jesus will be there too. Won’t that be wonder-
ful?”

“But - - but, my father
told me that heaven was
a beautiful place like this;
and that - - that —. Well,
it is just like he told me.
Please tell me, is this
heaven?” he continued.

The kind woman took
the lad into the house,
washed him, and put new
clothes on him. Then she
said, “Freckles, my boy,
you do not have to go back
to selling papers. I am go-
ing to adopt you, and you
will be my little boy.”
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“Oh! You talk just like my daddy did. How did you
know that I prayed for a home? I was very lonesome
after my father died,” said Freckles.

“Shall I tell you how I knew?” she asked.
Freckles looked rather surprised while he listened

to his new mother as she read, “The eyes of the Lord
are upon the righteous, and his ears are open unto
their cry.” Ps. 34:15. “The righteous cry, and the Lord
heareth, and delivereth them out of all their troubles.”
Ps. 34:17. Then she added, “God heard your cries;
and because you were honest, I was impressed to
bring you home and adopt you as my boy.”

The Lord heard the earnest prayers of Freckles
and answered them by placing him in a beautiful
home of the kind woman.

35-The Record35-The Record35-The Record35-The Record35-The Record
“‘ The hours are viewless angels, that still go gliding by,
And bear each moment’s record up to Him that sits on high.”

 Mother wrote a story about her daughter making
some unkind and rude remarks to her sister. Julia
was a reader of the newspapers, and it did not es-
cape her notice. The incident was a true one, but it
was one she did not care to remember, much less did
she like to see it in print.

The Record
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“Oh I mother, mother,” she exclaimed, “I do not
think you are kind to write such stories about me. I
do not like to have you publish it when I say any-
thing wrong.”

“How do you know it is you? It is not your name.”
Julia then read the story aloud.

“It is I. I know it is I, mother. I shall be afraid of
you if you write such stories about me, I shall not
dare to speak before you.”

“Remember, my child, that God requireth the past,
and nothing which you say, or do, or think, is lost to
him.”

Poor Julia was quite grieved that her mother
should record the unpleasant and unsisterly words
which fell from her lips. She did not like to have any
memorial of her ill nature preserved. Perhaps she
would never have thought of those words again in
this life; but had she never read this passage of fear-
ful import, the language of Jesus Christ:

“But I say unto you that for every idle word that
men shall speak, they shall give account thereof in
the day of judgment”? Julia thought that the careless
words which had passed her lips would be forgotten,
but she should have known that every word and act
of our lives is to be recorded and brought to our re-
membrance.

I have known children to be very much interested,
and to be influenced to make a great effort to do
right, by an account-book which was kept by their
mothers. When such a book is kept at school, and
every act is recorded, the pupils are much more likely
to make an effort to perform the duties required of
them. So it is in Sabbathschools. I recently heard a
Sabbath-school superintendent remark that the
school could not be well sustained unless accounts
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were kept of the attendance, etc., of the pupils.
Many years ago a man, brought before a tribunal,

was told to relate his story freely without fear, as it
should not be used against him. He commenced to
do so, but had not proceeded far before he heard the
scratching of a pen behind a curtain. In an instant
he was on his guard, for by that sound he knew that,
notwithstanding their promise, a record was being
taken of what he said.

Silently and unseen by us the angel secretaries
are taking a faithful record of our words and actions,
and even of our thoughts. Do we realize this? and a
more solemn question is, What is the record they are
making?

Not long ago I read of a strange list. It was an
exact catalogue of the crimes committed by a man
who was at last executed in Norfolk Island, with the
various punishments he had received for his differ-
ent offenses. It was written out in small hand by the
chaplain, and was nearly three yards long.

What a sickening catalogue to be crowded into
one brief life. Yet this man was once an innocent child.
A mother no doubt bent lovingly over him, a father
perhaps looked upon him in pride and joy, and imagi-
nation saw him rise to manhood honored and trusted
by his fellow-men. But the boy chose the path of evil
and wrong-doing regardless of the record he was
making, and finally committed an act, the penalty
for which was death, and he perished miserably upon
the scaffold.

Dear readers, most of you are young, and your
record is but just commenced. Oh, be warned in time,
and seek to have a list of which you will not be
ashamed when scanned by Jehovah, angels, and men.
Speak none but kind, loving words, have your

The Record
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thoughts and aspirations pure and noble, crowd into
your life all the good deeds you can, and thus crowd
out evil ones.

We should not forget that an account-book is kept
by God, in which all the events of our lives are re-
corded, and that even every thought will be brought
before us at the day of judgment. In that day God
will judge the secrets of men: he will bring to light
the hidden things of darkness, and will make mani-
fest the counsels of the heart.

There is another book spoken of in the Bible. The
book of life, and it is said that no one can enter heaven
whose name is not written in the Lamb’s book of life.

Angels are now weighing moral worth. The record
will soon close, either by death or the decree, “He
that is unjust, let him be unjust still, and he which is
filthy, let him be filthy still ; and he that is righteous,
let him be righteous still ; and he that is holy let him
be holy still.” We have but one short, preparing hour
in which to redeem the past and get ready for the
future. Our life record will soon be examined. What
shall it be?
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MOTHER
The silvery hairs are weaving
A crown above her brow,
But surely mother never seemed
One-half so sweet as now!

The love-light beams from out her eyes
As clear, as sweet and true,
As when, with youthful beauty crowned.
Life bloomed for her all new.

No thought of self doth ever cast
A cloudlet o’er the light
That shines afar from out her soul,
So steadfast, pure, and bright.

Her love illumes the darkest hour,
Smooths all the rugged way,
Makes lighter every burden,
Cheers through each weary day.

More precious than the rarest gem
In all the world could be;
More sweet than honor, fame, and praise,
Is mother’s love to me.

The Record
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36-The Right Decision36-The Right Decision36-The Right Decision36-The Right Decision36-The Right Decision
It was the beginning of vacation when Mr. Davis, a

friend of my father, came to see us, and asked to let
me go home with him. I was much pleased with the
thought of going out of town. The journey was de-
lightful, and when we reached Mr. Davis’ house ev-
erything looked as if I were going to have a fine time.
Fred Davis, a boy about my own age, took me cor-
dially by the hand, and all the family soon seemed
like old friends. “This is going to be a vacation worth
having,” I said to myself several times during the
evening, as we all played games, told riddles, and
laughed and chatted merrily as could be.

At last Mrs. Davis said it was almost bedtime.
Then I expected family prayers, but we were very soon
directed to our chambers. How strange it seemed to
me, for I had never before been in a household with-
out the family altar “Come,” said Fred, “mother says
you and I are going to be bedfellows,” and I followed
him up two pair of stairs to a nice little chamber
which he called his room ; and he opened a drawer
and showed me a box, and boat, and knives, and
powder-horn, and all his treasures, and told me a
world of new things about what the boys did there.
He undressed first and jumped into bed. I was much
longer about it, for a new set of thoughts began to
rise in my mind.

When my mother put my portmanteau into my
hand, just before the coach started, she said ten-
derly, in a low tone, “Remember, Robert, that you are
a Christian boy.” I knew very well what that meant,
and I had now just come to a point of time when her
words were to be minded. At home I was taught the
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duties of a Christian child ; abroad I must not ne-
glect them, and one of these was evening prayer. From
a very little boy I had been in the habit of kneeling
and asking the forgiveness of God, for Jesus’ sake,
acknowledging his mercies, and seeking his protec-
tion and blessing.

“Why don’t you come to bed, Robert?” cried Fred.
“What are you sitting there for?”

I was afraid to pray, and afraid not to pray. It
seemed that I could not kneel down and pray before
Fred. What would he say? Would he not laugh ? The
fear of Fred made me a coward. Yet I could not lie
down on a prayerless bed. If I needed the protection
of my heavenly Father at home, how much more
abroad. I wished many wishes; that I had slept alone,
that Fred would go to sleep, or something else, I
hardly knew what. But Fred would not go to sleep.

Perhaps struggles like these take place in the bo-
som of every one when he leaves home and begins to
act for himself, and on his decision may depend his
character for time, and for eternity. With me the
struggle was severe. At last, to Fred’s cry, “Come, boy,
come to bed,” I mustered courage to say, “I will kneel
down and pray first; that is always my custom.”
“Pray?” said Fred, turning himself over on his pillow,
and saying no more. His propriety of conduct made
me ashamed. Here I had long been afraid of him, and
yet when he knew my wishes he was quiet and left
me to myself. How thankful I was that duty and con-
science triumphed.

That settled my future course. It gave me strength
for time to come. I believe that the decision of the
“Christian boy,” by God’s blessing, made me the Chris-
tian man; for in after years I was thrown amid trials
and temptations which must have drawn me away

The Right Decision
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from God and from virtue, had it not been for my
settled habit of secret prayer.

Let every boy who has pious parents, read and
think about this. You have been trained in Christian
duties and principles. When you go from home do
not leave them behind you. Carry them with you and
stand by them, and then in weakness and tempta-
tion, by God’s help, they will stand by you. Take a
manly stand on the side of your God and Saviour, of
your father’s God. It is by abandoning their Chris-
tian birthright that so many boys go astray, and grow
up to be young men dishonoring parents, without
hope and without God in the world.

37-Susie’s Prayer37-Susie’s Prayer37-Susie’s Prayer37-Susie’s Prayer37-Susie’s Prayer
 It was a half-holiday. The children were gathered

on the green and a right merry time they were hav-
ing.

“Come, girls and boys,” called out Ned Graham,
“let’s play hunt the squirrel.”

All assented eagerly, and a large circle was formed
with Ned Graham for leader, because he was the larg-
est.
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“Come, Susie,” said one of the boys, to a little girl
who stood on one side, and seemed to shrink from
joining them.

“Oh, never mind her!” said Ned, with a little toss
of his head, “she’s nobody, anyhow. Her father drinks.”

A quick flush crept over the child’s pale face as
she heard the cruel, thoughtless words. She was very
sensitive, and the arrow had touched her heart in its
tenderest place. Her father was a drunkard, she knew,
but to be taunted with it before so many was more
than she could bear; and with great sobs heaving
from her bosom, and hot tears filling her eyes, she
turned and ran away from the playground.

Her mother was sitting by the window when she
reached home, and the tearful face of the little girl
told that something had happened to disturb her.

“What is the matter, Susie?” she asked, kindly.
“Oh mother,” Susie said, with the tears dropping

down her cheeks, as she hid her face in her mother’s
lap, “Ned Graham said such a cruel thing about me,”
and here the sobs choked her voice so that she could
hardly speak; “He said that I wasn’t anybody, and
that father drinks.”

“My poor little girl,” Mrs. Ellet said, very sadly.
There were tears in her eyes, too. Such taunts as this
were nothing new.

“Oh, mother,” Susie said, as she lifted her face,
wet with tears, from her mother’s lap, “I can’t bear to
have them say so, and just as if I had done some-
thing wicked. I wish father wouldn’t drink! Do you
suppose he’ll ever leave it off?”

“I hope so,” Mrs. Ellet answered, as she kissed
Susie’s face where the tears clung like drops of dew
on a rose. “I pray that he may break off the habit,
and 1 can do nothing but pray, and leave the rest to

Susie’s Prayer
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God.”
That night Mr.

Ellet came home to
supper, as usual. He
was a hard-working
man, and a good
neighbor. So every-
body said, but he had
the habit of intemper-
ance so firmly fixed
upon him that every-
body thought he would
end his days in the
drunkard’s grave. Susie
kissed him when he came
through the gate, as she
always did, but there was
something in her face that
went to his heart—a look
so sad, and full of touching sor-
row for one so young as she !

“What ails my little girl?” he asked as he patted
her curly head.

“I can’t tell you, father,” she answered, slowly.
“Why?” he asked.
“Because it would make you feel bad.” Susie re-

plied.
“I guess not,” he said, as they walked up to the

door together. “What is it, Susie?”
“Oh, father,” and Susie burst into tears again as

the memory of Ned Graham’s words came up freshly
in her mind, “I wish you wouldn’t drink any more, for
the boys and girls don’t like to play with me, cause
you do.”

Mr. Ellet made no reply. But something stirred in
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his heart that made him ashamed of himself; ashamed
that he was the cause of so much sorrow and misery.
After supper he took his hat, and Mrs. Ellet knew
only too well where he was going.

At first he had resolved to stay at home that
evening, but the force of habit was so strong that he
could not resist, and he yielded, promising himself
that he would not drink more than once or twice.

Susie had left the table before he had finished his
supper, and as he passed the great clump of lilacs by
the path, on his way to the gate, he heard her voice
and stopped to listen to what she was saying.

“Oh, good Jesus, please don’t let father drink any
more. Make him just as he used to be when I was a
baby, and then the boys and girls can’t call me a
drunkard’s child, or say such bad things about me.
Please, dear Jesus, for mother’s sake and mine.”

Susie’s father listened to her simple prayer with a
great lump swelling in his throat.

And when it was ended he went up to her, and
knelt down by her side, and put his arm around her,
oh, so lovingly!

“God in Heaven,” he said, very solemnly, “ I prom-
ise tonight, never to touch another drop of liquor as
long as I live. Give me strength to keep my pledge,
and help me to be a better man.

“Oh, father,” Susie cried, her arms about his neck,
and her head upon his breast, “I’m so glad! I shan’t
care about anything they say to me now, for I know
you won’t be a drunkard any more.”

“God helping me, I will be a man!” he answered,
as, taking Susie by the hand he went back into the
house where his wife was sitting with the old patient
look of sorrow on her face,--the look that had be-
come so habitual.

Susie’s Prayer
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I cannot tell you of the joy and thanksgiving that
went up from that hearthstone that night. I wish I
could, but it was too deep a joy which filled the hearts
of Susie and her mother to be described.

Was not Susie’s prayer answered?

There is never a day so dreary,
But God can make it bright,
And unto the soul that trusts Him
He giveth songs in the night.
There is never a path so hidden,
But God will show the way,
If we seek the Spirit’s guidance,
And patiently watch and pray.

38-Company Manners38-Company Manners38-Company Manners38-Company Manners38-Company Manners
Well,” said Bessie, very emphatically, “I think

Russell Morton is the best boy there is, anyhow.”
“Why so, pet?” I asked, settling myself in the midst

of the busy group gathered around in the firelight.
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“I can tell,” interrupted Wilfred, “Bessie likes Russ
because he is so polite.”

“I don’t care, you may laugh,” said frank little Bess;
“that is the reason—at least, one of them. He’s nice;
he don’t stamp and hoot in the house—and he never
says, ‘Halloo Bess,’ or laughs when I fall on the ice.”

“Bessie wants company manners all the time,”
said Wilfred. And Bell added: “We should all act grown
up, if she had her fastidiousness suited.”

Bell, be it said in passing, is very fond of long
words, and has asked for a dictionary for her next
birthday present.

Dauntless Bessie made haste to retort, “Well, if
growing up would make some folks more agreeable,
it’s a pity we can’t hurry about it.”

“Wilfred, what are company manners?” interposed
I from the depths of my easy chair.

“Why—why—they’re—It’s behaving, you know,
when folks are here, or we go a visiting.”

“Company manners are good manners,” said
Horace.

“Oh yes,” answered I,
meditating on it. “I see;
manners that are too good
for mamma but just right
for Mrs. Jones.”

“That’s it,” cried Bess.
“But let us talk it over

a bit. Seriously, why
should you be more polite
to Mrs. Jones than to
mamma? You don’t love
her better”?

“Oh my! no indeed,”
chorused the voices.

Company Manners
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Well, then, I don’t see why Mrs. Jones should have
all that’s agreeable; why the hats should come off,
and the tones soften, and ‘please,’ and ‘thank you,’
and ‘excuse me’, should abound in her house, and
not in mamma’s.”

“Oh! that’s very different.”
“And mamma knows we mean all right. Besides,

you are not fair, cousin; we were talking about boys
and girls —not grown up people.”

Thus my little audience assailed me, and I was
forced to a change of base.

“Well, about boys and girls, then. Can not a boy
be just as happy, if, like our friend Russell, he is
gentle to the little girls, doesn’t pitch his little brother
in the snow, and respects the rights of his cousins
and intimate friends? It seems to me that politeness
is just as suitable to the playground as to the parlor.”

“Oh, of course; if you’d have a fellow give up all
fun,” said Wilfred.

“My dear boy,” said I, “that isn’t what I want. Run,
and jump, and shout as much as you please; skate,
and slide, and snowball; but do it with politeness to
other boys and girls, and I’ll agree you will find just
as much fun in it. You sometimes say I like Burke
Holland more than any of my child-friends. Can I
help it? For though he is lively and sometimes frolic-
some, his manners are always good. You never see
him with his chair tipped up, or his hat on in the
house. He never pushes ahead of you to get first out
of the room. If you are going out, he holds open the
door; if weary, it is Burke who brings a glass of water,
places a chair, hands a fan, springs to pick up your
handkerchief—and all this without being told to do
so, or interfering with his own happiness in the least.

“This attention isn’t only given to me as the guest,
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or to Mrs. Jones when he visits her, but to mamma,
Aunt Jennie, and little sister, just as carefully; at
home, in school, or at play, there is always just as
much guard against rudeness. His courtesy is not
merely for state occasions, but a well-fitting garment
worn constantly. His manliness is genuine loving-kind-
ness. In fact, that is exactly what real politeness is;
carefulness for others, and watchfulness over our-
selves, lest our angles shall interfere with their com-
fort.”

It is impossible for boys and girls to realize, until
they have grown too old to easily adopt new ones,
how important it is to guard against contracting care-
lessness and awkward habits of speech and man-
ners. Some very unwisely think it is not necessary to
be so very particular about these things except when
company is present. But this is a grave mistake, for
coarseness will betray itself in spite of the most watch-
ful sentinelship.

It is impossible to indulge in one form of speech,
or have one set of manners at home, and another
abroad, because in moments of confusion or bash-
fulness, such as every young person feels sometimes
who is sensitive and modest, the habitual mode of
expression will come out.

It is not, however, merely because refinement of
speech and grace of manners are pleasing to the sense,
that our young friends are recommended to cultivate
and practice them, but because outward refinement
of any sort reacts as it were on the character and
makes it more sweet and gentle and lovable, and these
are qualities that attract and draw about the pos-
sessor a host of kind friends. Then again they in-
crease self-respect.

The very consciousness that one pleases people,

Company Manners
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makes most persons feel more respect for themselves,
just as the knowledge of being well dressed makes
them feel more respectable. You can see by this simple
example, how every effort persons make toward per-
fecting themselves brings some pleasant reward.

39-The King’s39-The King’s39-The King’s39-The King’s39-The King’s
DaughterDaughterDaughterDaughterDaughter

“I wish I were a princess!”  Emma stood with the
dust-brush in her hand, pausing on her way upstairs
to her own pretty little white room, which she was
required to put in order every day.

“Why, my child?” asked her mother.
“Because then I would never have to sweep and

dust and make beds, but would have plenty of ser-
vants to do these things for me.”

“That is a very foolish wish, my daughter, but even
if you were a princess, I think you would find it best
to learn how to do these things, so that you could do
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them in case of necessity.”
“But it is never necessary for princesses to work.”
“There my little girl proves her ignorance. If she

will come to me after her work is done, I will show
her a picture.”

The little bedroom was at length put to rights,
and Emma came to her mother, reminding her of her
promise about the picture.

 “What do you see, my child?” her mother asked,
as she laid the picture before her daughter.

“I see a young girl with her dress fastened up, an
apron on,
and a
broom in
her hand.”

“Can you
tell me what
kind of
place she is
in?”

“I do not
know. There
are walls
and arches
of stone,
and a bare
stone floor. I
don’t think
it can be a
p l e a s a n t
place.”

“No, it is
not. It is a
prison, and
the young

The King’s Daughter
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girl is a king’s daughter.”
“A king’s daughter!”
“Yes; and her story is a very sad one.”
“Please tell me about her.”
“Many years ago the king of France was Louis XVI.,

and his wife was Marie Antoinette. They were not a
wicked king and queen, but they were thoughtless
and fond of pleasure.

“They forgot that it was their duty to look after
the good of their people; so they spent money ex-
travagantly in their own pleasures, while the whole
nation was suffering.

“The people became dissatisfied; and when, finally,
Louis and Marie Antoinette saw the mistake they had
been making, and tried to change their conduct, it
was too late.

“The people, urged on by their leaders, learned to
hate their king and queen. They were taken, with
their two children, and shut up in a prison called the
Temple.

“There were dreadful times in France then, and
every one who was suspected of being friendly to the
king and his family was sent to prison and to the
guillotine. The prisoners in the Temple passed the
time as best they could.

“The king gave lessons to his son and daughter
every day, or read aloud to them all, while Marie
Antoinette, Madame Elizabeth, and the Young Marie
Theresa sewed.

“After awhile the angry people took away the king
and beheaded him. And shortly after the little son
was separated from his mother, sister, and aunt, and
shut up by himself in the charge of a cruel jailor.

“Next it was Marie Antoinette’s turn to ascend the
scaffold, which she did October 16, 1793. Her daugh-
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ter, Marie Theresa, was then left alone with her aunt,
the Madame Elizabeth.

“But it was not long she was allowed this com-
panionship. Madame Elizabeth was taken away and
beheaded, and then the poor young girl of sixteen
was left entirely by herself in a dismal prison, guarded
and waited on by brutal soldiers.

“For a year and a half she lived thus, leading the
most wretched existence, and not knowing whether
her mother and aunt were alive or dead. Years after-
ward, when she was free, she wrote about her life in
prison. In that we read: ‘I only asked for the simple
necessities of life, and these they often harshly re-
fused me. I was, however, enabled to keep myself
clean. I had at least soap and water, and I swept out
my room every day.’

“So here in the picture you see a king’s daughter,
and the granddaughter of an empress (Marie Theresa

The King’s Daughter
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of Austria, one of the most remarkable women in
history), after having carefully made her toilet, sweep-
ing the bare stone floor of her cell.

“Which do you think caused her the most satis-
faction in those dark days of trial: the remembrance
that she was the daughter of a king? or the knowl-
edge of domestic duties, which she had probably
learned while she was a happy, envied princess, liv-
ing in a palace and surrounded by a great many ser-
vants!”

“Is that a true story?”
“Yes, Emma, every word of it; and there is much,

much more that I cannot tell you now.”
“What became of her at last?”
“She was finally released from prison, and sent to

Austria to her mother’s friends; but it was a full year
after she reached Vienna before she smiled; and
though she lived to be seventy years old, she never
forgot the terrible sufferings of her prison life.

“But, my child, what I wish to teach you is, that
though it is sometimes very pleasant to be a prin-
cess, it may be most unfortunate at other times. But
always remember, my dear girl, that a knowledge of
housekeeping never comes amiss, and every young
woman, no matter what the circumstances are, will
be far happier and more useful for possessing that
knowledge.”

Children do not always comprehend everything at
once; so I will not say that Emma soon learned to
take delight in dusting and sweeping. But bear in
mind that that woman is the most queenly, who uses
her wisdom and her strength for the benefit of those
around her, shrinking from no duty that she should
perform, but doing it cheerfully and well.
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40-Jesus Our Refuge40-Jesus Our Refuge40-Jesus Our Refuge40-Jesus Our Refuge40-Jesus Our Refuge
There were six cities in the land of Canaan which

were set apart as places of refuge, to which a man
might flee if he had, either by accident or design,
killed another. These cities were easy of access. Three
were on the west side of the river Jordan, and three
on the east side. Every year the roads leading to them
were examined, to see that they were in good condi-
tion, and that there was nothing in the way to stop
the manslayer as he was running from his pursuer.
At different points there were the guide-boards, and
on them were written, REFUGE ! REFUGE !

If any man by accident killed another, and reached
one of these cities before his pursuer, he was allowed
to stay there until the death of the high-priest who
was then living. But if in anger a man had purposely
killed another, then, although he sought refuge in one
of these cities, he was given up to the avenger of blood
to be slain. You will find more about these cities and
their names if you will read the thirty-fifth chapter of
Numbers, the nineteenth chapter of Deuteronomy, and
the twentieth chapter of Joshua.

But what interest can boys and girls and all older
persons have in these cities?

I will try to tell you. God has different ways of
teaching. A great many things about which we read
in the Old Testament are what is called types. A type,
in scripture language, means a pattern or a likeness
to a person who is to come, or to an event which is to
take place. It is supposed to point forward to some-
thing more valuable than itself. Thus, for example,
the blood of the lamb which was slain on the Jewish
altar was a type, or a foreshowing, of the crucifixion

Jesus Our Refuge
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of Jesus Christ for our salvation. Hence John the
Baptist pointing to the Saviour, said to his disciples,
“Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin
of the world.” John 1:29. The paschal lamb, which
was slain to commemorate the deliverance of the Jews
from the bondage of Egypt, and the lamb which was
offered daily, both morning and evening, in the ser-
vice of the temple, were representations of the greater
sacrifice which Christ came from heaven to make for
our salvation.

So the land of Canaan was a type of heaven. The
lifting up of the brazen serpent on a pole was a type
of our Saviour’s crucifixion; and the cities of refuge
were a beautiful type of Jesus Christ, who is the
sinner’s refuge.

You know, my dear children, that we have all
sinned, and that we all need a place of safety. The
avenger says, “Thou shalt surely die.” Escape for thy
life. But that we may not die eternally, God has given
us the Bible as our guide-board; and the Bible is
constantly pointing to Jesus Christ as the sinner’s
refuge. He is our hiding-place. It is to him Isaiah re-
fers when he says, “And a man shall be as a hiding-
place from the wind, and a covert from the tempest;
as rivers of water in a dry place, as the shadow of a
great rock in a weary land.”

The way to our city of refuge is plain. “I am the
way,” is the Saviour’s own direction. The gate is al-
ways open, and the assurance is, “Him that cometh
to me I will in no wise cast out.”

I want you to remember, dear children, that it is a
great deal easier to run to this city of refuge when
you are young, than it will be if you put it off until
you are older. The promise of the Saviour is, “Those
that seek me early shall find me.” Will you not seek
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him when he may be found? How sad it will be if you
neglect to do so. You will need a refuge when the
tempest of God’s judgments shall burst upon the
wicked. Oh, then how glad you will be if you can say,
as David said of his trust in God, “Thou art my hid-
ing-place; thou shalt preserve me from trouble; thou
shalt compass me about with songs of deliverance.”

41-T41-T41-T41-T41-Tom’s Vom’s Vom’s Vom’s Vom’s Victorictorictorictorictoryyyyy
It was a pleasant day in that particularly pleasant

part of the summer time, which the boys call “vaca-
tion,” when Tiger and Tom walked slowly down the
street together. You may think it strange that I men-
tion Tiger first, but I assure you Tom would not have
been in the least offended by the preference. Indeed,
he would have assured you that Tiger was a most
wonderful dog, and knew as much as any two boys,
though this might be called extravagant.

Nearly a year ago, on Tom’s birthday, Tiger ar-
rived as a present from Tom’s uncle, and as he leaped
with a dignified bound from the wagon in which he

Tom’s Victory
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made his journey, Tom looked for a moment into his
great, wise eyes, and impulsively threw his arms
around his shaggy neck. Tiger, on his part, was
pleased with Tom’s bright face, and most affection-
ately licked his smooth cheeks. So the league of friend-
ship was complete in an hour.

Tom had a pleasant, round face, and you might
live with him a week, and think him one of the no-
blest, most generous boys you ever knew. But some
day you would probably discover that he had a most
violent temper. You would be frightened to see his
face crimson with rage, as he stamped his feet, shook
his little sister, spoke improperly to his mother, and
above all, displeased his great Father in heaven.

Now I am going to tell you of one great trial on
this account, which Tom never forgot to the end of
his life. Tiger and Tom were walking down the street
together, when they met Dick Casey, a school-fellow
of Tom’s.

“O Dick!” cried Tom, “I’m going to father’s grain
store a little while. Let’s go up in the loft and play.”

Dick had just finished his work in his mother’s
garden, and was all ready
for a little amusement. So
the two went up together,
and enjoyed themselves
highly for a long time. But
at last arose one of those
trifling disputes, in which
little boys are so apt to
indulge. Pretty soon there
were angry words, then
(Oh, how sorry I am to say
it!), Tom’s wicked pas-
sions got the mastery of
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him, and he beat little
Dick severely. Tiger, who
must have been ashamed
of his master, pulled hard
at his coat, and whined pit-
eously, but all in vain. At
last Tom stopped, from
mere exhaustion.

“There, now!” he cried,
“which is right, you or I?”

“I am,” sobbed Dick,
“and you tell a lie.”

Tom’s face flushed
crimson, and darting
upon Dick, he gave him a
sudden push. Alas! he was near to the open door.
Dick screamed, threw up his arms, and in a moment
was gone. Tom’s heart stood still, and an icy chill
crept over him from head to foot. At first he could
not stir; then—he never knew how he got there, but
he found himself standing beside his little friend.
Some men were raising him carefully from the hard
sidewalk.

“Is he dead?” almost screamed Tom.
“No,” replied one, “we hope not. How did he fall

out?”
“He didn’t fall,” groaned Tom, who never could be

so mean as to tell a lie, “I pushed him out.”
“You pushed him, you wicked boy,” cried a rough

voice. “Do you know you ought to be sent to jail, and
if he dies, maybe you’ll be hung.”

Tom grew as white as Dick, whom he had followed
into the store, and he heard all that passed as if in a
dream.

“Is he badly hurt?” cried some one.

Tom’s Victory
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“Only his hands,” was the answer. “The rope saved
him, he caught hold of the rope and slipped down;
but his hands are dreadfully torn—he has fainted
from pain.”

Just then Tom’s father came in, and soon under-
stood the case. The look he gave at his unhappy son,
so full of sorrow, not unmingled with pity, was too
much for Tom, and he stole out, followed by the faith-
ful Tiger. He wandered to the woods, and threw him-
self upon the ground. One hour ago he was a happy
boy, and now what a terrible change! What has made
the difference? Nothing but the indulgence of this
wicked, violent temper. His mother had often warned
him of the fearful consequences. She had told him
that little boys who would not learn to govern them-
selves, grew up to be very wicked men, and often
became murderers in some moment of passion. And
now, Tom shuddered to think he was almost a mur-
derer! Nothing but God’s great mercy in putting that
rope in Dick’s way, had saved him from carrying that
load of sorrow and guilt all the rest of his life. But
poor Dick, he might die yet—how pale he looked—
how strange! Tom fell upon his knees, and prayed
God to “spare Dick’s life,” and from that time forth,
with God’s help, he promised that he would strive to
conquer this wicked passion.

Then, as he could no longer bear his terrible sus-
pense, he started for Widow Casey’s cottage. As he
appeared at the humble door, Mrs. Casey angrily or-
dered him away, saying: “You have made a poor
woman trouble enough for one day.” But Dick’s feeble
voice entreated, “O mother, let him come in; I was
just as bad as he.”

Tom gave a cry of joy at hearing these welcome
tones, and sprang hastily in. There sat poor Dick
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with his hands bound up, looking very pale, but Tom
thanked God that he was alive.

“I should like to know how I am to live now,” sighed
Mrs. Casey. “Who will weed the garden, and carry my
vegetables to market? I am afraid we shall suffer for
bread before the summer is over,” and she put her
apron to her eyes.

“Mrs. Casey,” cried Tom, eagerly, “I will do every-
thing that Dick did. I will sell the potatoes and beans,
and will drive Mr. Brown’s cows to pasture,”

Mrs. Casey shook her head incredulously, but Tom
bravely kept his word. For the next few weeks Tom
was at his post bright and early, and the garden was
never kept in better order. And every morning Tiger
and Tom stood faithfully in the market-place with
their baskets,
and never gave
up, no matter
how warm the
day, till the
last vegetable
was sold, and
the money
placed faith-
fully in Mrs.
Casey’s hand.

Tom’s fa-
ther often
p a s s e d
through the
market, and
gave his little
son an encour-
aging smile,
but he did not

Tom’s Victory
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offer to help him out of his difficulty, for he knew if
Tom struggled on alone, it would be a lesson he would
never forget. Already he was becoming so gentle and
patient, that every one noticed the change, and his
mother rejoiced over the sweet fruits of his repen-
tance and self-sacrifice.

After a few weeks the bandages were removed from
Dick’s hands, but they had been unskillfully treated,
and were drawn up in very strange shapes. Mrs. Casey
could not conceal her grief. “He will never be the help
he was before,” she said to Tom, “he will never be
like other boys, and he wrote such a fine hand, now
he can no more make a letter than that little chicken
in the garden.”

“If we only had a great city doctor,” said a neigh-
bor, “he might have been all right. Even now his fin-
gers might be helped if you should take him to New
York.”

“Oh, I am too poor, too poor,” said she, and burst
into tears.

“Tom could not bear it, and again rushed into the
woods to think what could be done, for he had al-
ready given them all his quarter’s allowance. All at
once a thought flashed into his head, and he started

as if he had been
shot. Then he cried
in great distress: “No,
no, anything but
that, I can’t do that!”

Tiger gently
licked his hands, and
watched him with
great concern. Now
came a great
struggle. Tom
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stroked him backward and forward, and although
he was a proud boy, he sobbed aloud. Tiger whined,
licked his face, rushed off into dark corners, and
barked savagely at some imaginary enemy, and then
came back, and putting his paws on Tom’s knees,
wagged his tail in anxious sympathy. At last Tom took
his hands from his pale, tear-stained face, and look-
ing into the dog’s great honest eyes, he cried with a
queer shake of his voice.

“Tiger, old fellow I dear old dog, could you ever
forgive me if I sold you? Then came another burst of
sorrow, and Tom rose hastily, as if afraid to trust
himself, and almost ran out of the woods. Over the
fields he raced, with Tiger close at his heels, nor
rested a moment till he stood at Major White’s door,
nearly two miles away.

“Do you still want Tiger, sir?”
“Why yes,” said the old man in great surprise, “but

do you want to sell him? “Yes, please,” gasped Tom,
not daring to look at his old companion. The exchange
was quickly made, and the ten dollars in Tom’s hand.
Tiger was beguiled into a barn, and the door hastily
shut, and Tom was hurrying off, when he turned and
cried in a choking voice; “You will be kind to him,
Major White, won’t you? Don’t whip him, I never did,
and he’s the best dog—”

“No, no, child,” said Major White, kindly; “I’ll treat
him like a prince, and if you ever want to buy him
back, you shall have him.” Tom managed to falter,
“Thank you,” and almost flew out of hearing of Tiger’s
eager scratching on the barn door.

I am making my story too long, and can only tell
you in a few words that Tom’s sacrifice was accepted.
A friend took little Dick to the city free of expense,
and Tom’s money paid for the necessary operation.

Tom’s Victory
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The poor crooked fingers were very much improved,
and were soon almost as good as ever. And the whole
village loved Tom for his brave, self-sacrificing spirit,
and the noble atonement he had made for his mo-
ment of passion.

A few days after Dick’s return came Tom’s birth-
day, but he did not feel in his usual spirits. In spite
of his great delight in Dick’s recovery, he had so
mourned over the matter, and had taken Tiger’s loss
so much to heart, that he had grown quite pale and
thin. So, as he was permitted to spend the day as he
pleased, he took his books and went to his favorite
haunt in the woods.

“How different from my last birthday,” thought Tom.
“Then Tiger had just come, and I was so happy, though
I didn’t like him half so well as I do now.” Tom sighed
heavily; then added more cheerfully, “Well, I hope
some things are better than they were last year. I
hope I have begun to conquer myself, and with God’s
help I will never give up trying while I live. Now if I
could only earn money enough to buy back dear old
Tiger.” While Tom was busied with these thoughts he
heard a hasty, familiar trot, a quick bark of joy, and
the brave old dog sprang into Tom’s arms.

“Tiger, old fellow,” cried Tom, trying to look fierce,
though he could scarcely keep down the tears, “how
came you to run away, sir?”

Tiger responded by picking up a letter he had
dropped in his joy, and laying it in Tom’s hand: —

“MY DEAR CHILD:
“Tiger is pining, and I must give him a change of

air. I wish him to have a good master, and knowing
that the best ones are those who have learned to gov-
ern themselves, I send him to you. Will you take care
of him and greatly oblige
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“Your old friend, MAJOR WHITE.”
Tom then read through, a mist of tears
“P. S. I know the whole story. Dear young friend,

Be not weary in well-doing.”

Speak not harshly--learn to feel

Another’s woes, another’s weal;

Of malice, hate, and guile, instead,

By friendship’s holy bonds be led;

For sorrow is man’s heritage

From early youth to hoary age.

Tom’s Victory
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42-The A42-The A42-The A42-The A42-The Awardwardwardwardward
I think I am sure of one award at least,” said Ed-

ward, as he placed himself upon the form among his
school-fellows. It was examination day, and many a
young heart was beating quick with the hope of ap-
probation and reward, or with the fear of disgrace.
Some had looked forward to this day, and applied to
their tasks, knowing how carefully they should be
examined, and commended or punished according
to their  deservings. Others had chosen to forget that
such a day must come, and idled away the time which
they would now have given a great deal to have at
their disposal again.

In the center of the schoolroom was placed a long
table, covered with books of various sizes and of dif-
ferent value. There were Bibles and Testaments, both
large and small, the histories of Rome, of Greece,
and of England. There were volumes elegantly bound
and pamphlets just stitched together. The school was
extensive, and it was wished that every one who had
exerted himself to the best of his ability, however little
that might be, should carry home with him some
mark of encouragement, to remind him that diligence
and perseverance were not overlooked.

Like the servants to whom the Lord entrusted the
talents, some had five, and some had but one, yet
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these last could not be excused for hiding and ne-
glecting it because it was small; even the youngest
and the simplest child at school may make some-
thing of the reason and opportunities which the Lord
has given him to improve.

With anxious hearts and busy faces the boys ar-
ranged themselves around the table; and were exam-
ined with great care and patience by their teachers,
as to the progress they had made in their studies.

Now, Edward had set his heart on one particular
award, the Roman History, neatly bound, and mak-
ing two very pretty
volumes, which he
thought would
handsomely fill up a
vacant space on his
little book-shelves.
He allowed himself
to think of this un-
til no other prize
was of any value in
his sight, a great
fault, often commit-
ted by children, and
grown people, too;
who instead of
thankfully receiving
whatever the bounty
of Providence as-
signs them, would
choose for them-
selves; and become
discontented and unhappy in the midst of blessings,
because the wisdom of God sees fit to withhold some
one thing that their folly deems necessary to their

The Award
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happiness.
Edward passed his examination with much credit,

and one of the first awards was adjudged to him; but
instead of the Roman History, a very neat Bible, in
excellent large type, was placed in his hands. Many
of his schoolmates had wished for that Bible, but
Edward regarded it not; and the eyes of the foolish
boy filled with tears, as he saw the elegant history of
Rome presented to another, who, perhaps, would
gladly have exchanged with him.

The next day Edward returned home and related
his disappointment to his parents, who thought his
desire for the Roman History a mark of great learn-
ing and taste; but since he had distinguished himself
so well they did not much care what prize he re-
ceived.

Edward’s father lived in the country, not far from
the seaside, in a most delightful and healthy situa-
tion; and at this time his mother’s brother, who was
in a very sickly state, had just arrived there to enjoy
the benefit of the sea breezes, and rest a little from
the toil and bustle of his employments in London.

Mr. Lewis was a young man of the most pleasing
manners and appearance. He was very gentle and
serious, but not at all gloomy or severe. His bad
health only served to show forth his patience in en-
during it without a murmuring word or discontented
look; and Edward, who was really a kind-hearted and
affectionate boy, soon became very much attached to
his uncle, who had not seen him since he was an
infant, and who was much pleased at the attentions
his nephew delighted to pay him.

Young hearts are soon won; and it was only three
days after Edward’s return from school, that he went
bounding over the grounds in search of his uncle,
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whose society he already preferred to his hoop and
ball.

Mr. Lewis was seated under a fine old oak-tree,
the high and knotted roots of which served as a seat;
while the soft moss, interspersed with many delicate
little flowers, was like a carpet beneath his feet. A
rich and extensive tract of country lay spread before
his eyes; and, at a distance the mighty ocean bounded
the prospect, whose deep green waters were seen in
beautiful contrast with the pale yellow cliff, that with
a graceful, yet abrupt curve, interrupted the view to
the right. Thin clouds were floating past the sun ev-
ery now and then, and threw all the varieties of light
and shade upon the lovely scene below.

Mr. Lewis had a book in his hand, into which he
frequently looked, and then raised his eyes again to
gaze upon the varieties that surrounded him ; and so
intent he seemed, that Edward doubted whether he
ought to disturb him, until his uncle, seeing him at
some little distance, kindly beckoned him to come
near.

“Is not this a pretty place, uncle?” said Edward,
as he seated himself beside him; “and do you not
find the breeze from the water very refreshing?”

“It is beautiful indeed, my dear boy; and I am deriv-
ing both refreshment and instruction while I look
around me.”

“Is that a Bible, uncle?”
“Yes. It is God’s word, which I always find the best

commentary upon his works; they explain each other.”
“I love the Bible too, uncle,” said Edward, “and I

got much credit for my answering on Scripture ques-
tions last half-year.”

“And which, Edward, afforded you the greater
satisfaction, the Scriptures, or the credit you got for

The Award
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studying them ?”
Edward looked a little embarrassed and did not

immediately reply.
“It is quite right to take pleasure in the well-earned

approbation of your teachers,” continued Mr. Lewis,
“ and I was glad to hear that you obtained an award
at the last examination also.”

“Yes, uncle, but not the prize I wished for. There
was a Roman History that I should have liked better,
and it was just of equal value with the Bible that I
got.”

“How of equal value, Edward?”
“I mean that it was not reckoned a higher prize,

and it would have been a nicer book for me.”
“Then you had a Bible already?”
“Why, no, uncle, not of my own, but it is easy to

borrow one on the Sabbath; and I had gone through
all my Scripture proofs, and do not want it on other
days.”

“Read these four verses for me,” said Mr. Lewis,
pointing to the sixth chapter of Deuteronomy “com-
mencing with the sixth verse.”

Edward read: “And these words which I command
thee this day, shall be in thine heart; and thou shalt
teach them diligently unto thy children, and shalt
talk of them when thou sittest in thine house, and
when thou walkest by the way, and when thou liest
down, and when thou risest up; and thou shalt bind
them for a sign upon thine hand, and they shall be
as frontlets between thine eyes, and thou shalt write
them upon the posts of thine house, and on thy gates.”

“To whom was this command given, Edward?”
“To the Jews, uncle.”
“Yes; and the word of God, which cannot pass

away, is as much binding on us as on them, in every-
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thing excepting the sacrifices and ceremonies, which
foreshowed the coming of the Lord Jesus Christ, and
which were done away with, by his death’s fulfilling
all those types and shadows.”

“Then,” said Edward, “we are commanded to write
the Bible on our hands and on our door-posts.”

“No, my dear boy, not literally, but in a figure of
speech ; as the Lord, when declaring he never will
forget Zion, says, ‘I have graven thee upon the palms

The Award
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of my hands; thy walls are continually before me.’
The meaning of the passage you first read is that we
must have the word of God as continually present to
our minds as anything written on our hands, and on
every object around us, would be to our bodily sight.
And how are we to get our thoughts so occupied by
it, Edward?”

“By continually reading it, I suppose,” replied Ed-
ward, rather sullenly.

“By reading it often, and meditating on it much,”
said his uncle; “and that we can do without interfer-
ing with our other business. Without prayer you can-
not obtain any spiritual blessing, nor maintain any
communion with God; and without reading the Scrip-
tures you will have but little desire to pray. We are
like people wandering in the dark, while the Bible is
as a bright lamp held out to direct us in the only safe
path. You cannot be a child of God if you do not his
will; you cannot do it unless you know it, and it is by
the Bible he is pleased to communicate that knowl-
edge. Do you begin to see, Edward, that the Bible is
more suitable to be an every-day book than your pro-
fane history?”

“Why, yes, uncle; but the Bible is a grave book,
and if I read it so constantly I never should be merry.

“There is no merriment among the lost, Edward;
and that dreadful lot will be your portion if you ne-
glect the great salvation which the Scriptures set
forth. Besides, there is no foundation for what you
suppose to be the effect of reading the Bible. I have
known people naturally melancholy and discon-
tented, to become cheerful and happy by studying it;
but I never in my life saw an instance of a person’s
becoming unhappy because he had a good hope of
going to heaven.”
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Edward paused a moment, and then said, “Uncle,
I remember it is written concerning wisdom, that ‘her
ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are
peace.’”

“Most true, my dear boy, ‘quietness and assurance
forever’ is the portion of God’s people. ‘Rejoice in the
Lord alway, and again I say, rejoice. ‘The ransomed
of the Lord shall return, and come to Zion with songs
and everlasting joy upon their heads; they shall ob-
tain joy and gladness; and sorrow and sighing shall
flee away.’ Are such expressions as these likely to
make us gloomy, Edward?”

“0, no, uncle; and I often wonder that you, who
suffer so much pain, and read the Bible constantly,
are not melancholy.”

“How can I be melancholy, Edward, when the Bible
tells me that all these things are working together for
my spiritual good? That He who spared not his own
Son, but delivered him up for us all, will with him
also freely give us all things? When I think of what
my sins deserve, and see the Lamb of God bearing
the chastisement that should fall on me, how can I
be melancholy? When I feel that the Spirit of God is
bringing these things to my remembrance, and en-
abling me to love the Lord Jesus, who has done so
much for me, must I not rejoice ? I know that in me,
that is, in my flesh, dwelleth no good thing; and since
God has promised forgiveness to all who seek that
blessing through his Son; and since I feel assured
that I have sought that blessing, and feel peace and
joy in believing, surely the song of praise, not the
moan of lamentation, becomes me. Yet I do lament,
Edward, daily lament, my many offenses against God;
but I am assured that Christ’s blood cleanseth from
all sin, and that in him I have a powerful and all-

The Award
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prevailing Advocate with the Father. I know in whom
I have believed, and that he will never cast off nor
forsake me. I am sinking into the grave, but I do not
shrink from that prospect, because the bitterness of
death is taken away by my Saviour, who died for my
sins, and rose again for my justification; and though
this body returns to dust, I shall live again, and en-
ter into the presence of my Redeemer, and rejoice
there evermore.”

Edward looked at the animated countenance of
his uncle, and then cast down his eyes; they were full
of tears. At last he said, “Uncle, indeed I am a very
sinful boy, neglecting the Bible, because I know it
would show me my sin, and the consequences of it.
But I will trifle no more with God’s displeasure. I will
get that precious Bible, worth a thousand Roman
histories, and I will read it daily, with prayer, that I
may be wise unto salvation.”

Mr. Lewis did not live long after this. He died,
rejoicing in hope of eternal life; and as often as Ed-
ward was permitted to return home from his school,
he was to be seen under the old oak, with the Bible
in his hand, from which he learned more and more
the will of his God and Saviour—the utter sinfulness
of his own nature—his inability to help himself; and
from this holy word he learned to place all his de-
pendence on the righteousness of his Saviour—to fol-
low the example of his Saviour, in prayer, in resigna-
tion, and in doing good to the poor around him.

He often thought of his dear uncle, and counted
that day happy when he sat to listen to his kind ad-
vice, which, as a means, brought him to a knowledge
of himself and of his heavenly Father.
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“Somebody near you is struggling alone
Over life’s desert sand;
Faith, hope, and courage together are gone;
Reach him a helping hand;
Turn on his darkness a beam of your light;
Kindle, to guide him, a beacon fire bright;
Cheer his discouragement,
soothe his affright,
Lovingly help him to stand.

Somebody near you is hungry and cold;
Send him some aid to-day;
Somebody near you is feeble and old,
Left without human stay.
Under his burdens put hands kind and strong;
Speak to him tenderly, sing him a song;
Haste to do something to help him along
Over his weary way.

Dear one, be busy, for time fleeth fast,
Soon it will all be gone;
Soon will our season of service be past,
Soon will our day be done.
Somebody near you needs now a kind word;
Some one needs help,
such as you can afford;
Haste to assist in the name of the Lord
There may be a soul to be won.”

The Award
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