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43-A Kind W43-A Kind W43-A Kind W43-A Kind W43-A Kind Wordordordordord
William and Henry were clerks in a large whole-

sale establishment. They met one morning on their
way to the store and proceeded together. After talk-
ing awhile on various subjects, the following dialogue
took place.

“By the way, William,” said Henry, “I understand
you were last evening at —’s,” naming a fashionable
billiard saloon.

“A mistake, Henry. I was never in a billiard sa-
loon.”

“Well, I thought it very strange when I heard it.”
“Why so?”
“Why?” said Henry in astonishment. “Why, because

you are a religious young man and a church mem-
ber.”

“Do you ever visit such places, Henry?”
“Oh, yes; but that is quite a different matter. I

don’t profess to be a Christian, you know.”
“You would think it wrong for me to be there?”
“Of course I should.”
“And right for you?”
“Well, yes; there’s no harm in my being there.”
“Why not?”
“Why, because—because I do not profess to be

bound by the same obligations that you are.”
“And who has released you from those same obli-

gations and imposed them upon me?”
“Oh, well, now, there’s no use in talking, William;

you know that Christians do not and ought not to
engage in what they consider pernicious amuse-
ments.”

“I certainly do know that they ought not; but I



165

wish to know why it is wrong for them and right for
others.”

“You know the fact that it is so.”
“No, I do not know that it is; and I wish to call

your attention to the truth that the obligation to re-
frain from evil rests upon every rational human be-
ing in a Christian land, for God has commanded all
men to love and obey him also, to the fact that the
difference between the Christian and the sinner is
that one acknowledges the obligation, while the other
denies it; and that the denial does not remove the
obligation. God has not invited you to love him if you
prefer to do so; but he has absolutely commanded
you and me to love and obey him. I have the right, if
you have, to engage in any kind of amusement, and
to follow my inclinations
in all things; and it is your
duty, equally with mine,
to honor our Master’s law
by shunning every wicked
way. Think of this, friend
Henry, I entreat you, and
acknowledge the respon-
sibility which you cannot
remove; and from which,
after accepting, you will
not desire to be released.”

They had arrived at the store, and each went to
his own department. These young men had entered
the employment of A. B. & Sons at the same time,
about two years before the above conversation oc-
curred. William had gained the confidence of his em-
ployers, and had risen in position. The senior part-
ner intended retiring from business, and was look-
ing about for a Christian young man of ability and
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energy to propose as a partner for his sons; and had
lately been thinking of William as a suitable person.
He had observed him closely, and thought he saw in
him the habits and qualifications necessary to make
a successful business man.

He had also been watching Henry’s course. He had
heard of him at places where a young man who as-
pires to positions of truth and honor will never be
seen, and was about proposing his discharge to the
other members of the firm. He knew that a clerk
whose style of living requires more money than his
salary gives him will be very likely, indeed almost
sure, to resort to dishonest practices to make up the
deficiency. Instances of this kind are every day occur-
ring in our cities; and as long as we meet, as we may
every morning and evening in the Broadway stages,
dainty looking young men, dressed in finer and fresher
broadcloth than their employers wear, with heavy gold
chains, fine watches, and diamond pins and rings,
we may expect to hear of a great many more.

That morning’s conversation made a deep impres-
sion upon Henry’s mind. The subject had never been
presented to him in that light before. He had imag-
ined, as young persons are apt to suppose, that no
moral responsibility rested upon him till he assumed
it publicly by uniting with the church. Henry did not
mean to die a sinner. Oh, no; he fully intended, after
he had enjoyed what he considered the pleasures of
youth, to settle down into Christian manhood. After
this talk with William he could not get rid of the idea
of accountability to his God. His wicked amusements
and extravagant habits appeared to him as they never
had done before, and he began to see their inevitable
tendency. The result was an entire change in his aims
and conduct. This was so marked that it very soon
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became known to all of his associates, and, of course,
to his employers.

He remained in that house; gradually rising to the
highest clerkship, and, finally, becoming the junior
partner of the firm of which William had for some
time been a member. His happiness and prosperity
he always attributed to the word kindly spoken at
the right time by his fellow clerk. He has been suc-
cessful not only as a merchant, but as a Christian,
exerting a powerful influence for good upon all about
him, but particularly upon the young men employed
in his house.

Within each soul the God above
Plants the rich jewel, —human love.
The fairest gem that graces youth
Is love’s companion, fearless truth.

44-The Eleventh44-The Eleventh44-The Eleventh44-The Eleventh44-The Eleventh
CommandmentCommandmentCommandmentCommandmentCommandment

A new presiding elder, Mr. N., was expected in the
district; and as all the ministers stopped with Brother
W. and his wife, every preparation was made to give
him a cordial reception. The honest couple thought

The Eleventh Commandment
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that religion consisted in making a show, and there-
fore the parlor was put in order, a nice fire was made,
and the kitchen replenished with cake, chickens, and
every delicacy, ready for the cooking.

While Mr. W. was out at the wood-pile, a plain-
looking, coarsely dressed, but quiet pedestrian, came
along and asked the distance to the next town. He
was told it was three miles. Being very cold, he asked
permission to enter and warm himself. Assent was
given very grudgingly, and both went into the kitchen.
The wife looked daggers at this untimely intrusion,
for the stranger had on cowhide boots, an old hat,
and a threadbare, but neatly patched coat. At length
she gave him a chair beside the Dutch oven which
was baking nice cakes for the presiding elder, who
was momentarily expected, as he was to preach the
next day at the church a mile or two beyond.

The stranger, after warming himself, prepared to
leave, but the weather became worse, and as his ap-
petite was aroused by the good food about the fire,
he asked for some little refreshment ere he set out
for a cold walk to the town beyond. Mrs. W. was dis-
pleased, but on consultation with her husband, cold
meat and bread were set out on an old table, and he
was told somewhat gruffly  to eat. It was growing
dark, and hints were thrown out that the stranger
had better depart, as it was three long miles to town.

The homely meal was at last concluded—the man
thanked him kindly for the hospitality he had re-
ceived, and opened the door to go. But it was quite
dark and the clouds denoting a storm filled the heav-
ens.

“You say it is full three miles to D—?”
“I do,” said Mr. W. coldly. “I said so when you first

stopped, and you ought to have pushed on, like a
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prudent man. You could have reached there before it
was quite dark.”

“But I was cold and hungry, and might have fainted
by the way.”

His manner of saying this touched the farmer’s
feelings a little.

“You have warmed and fed me, for which I am
thankful. Will you now bestow another act of kind-
ness upon one in a strange place, who if he goes out
into the darkness, may lose himself and perish in
the cold?”

The particular form in which this request was
made, and the tone in which it was uttered, put it
out of the farmer’s heart to say no.

“Go in there and sit down,” he answered, pointing
to the kitchen, “and I will see my wife and hear what
she says.”

And Mr. W. went into the parlor where the supper
table stood, covered with snow-white cloth, and dis-
playing his wife’s set of blue-sprigged china, that was
brought out only on special occasions.

The tall mold candles were burning thereon, and
on the hearth blazed a cheerful fire.

Hasn’t that old fellow gone yet?” asked Mrs. W.
She heard his voice as he returned from the door.

“No, and what do you suppose, he wants us to let
him stay all night.”

“Indeed, we will do no such thing. We cannot have
the likes of him in the house now. Where could he
sleep?”

“Not in the best room, even if Mr. N. did not come.”
“No, indeed!”
“But really I don’t see, Jane, how we can turn him

out of doors. He doesn’t look like a strong man, and
it’s full three miles to D—.”

The Eleventh Commandment
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“It’s too much; he ought to have gone on while he
had daylight, and not lingered here, as he did, till it
got dark.”

“We can’t turn him out of doors, Jane, and it’s no
use to think of it. He’ll have to stay somehow.”

“But what can we do with him?”
“He seems like a decent man at least; and doesn’t

look as if he had anything bad about him. We might
make a bed on the floor.”

When Mr. W. returned to the kitchen, where the
stranger had seated himself before the fire, he in-
formed him that he had decided to let him stay all
night. The man expressed in few words his grateful
sense of their kindness, and then became silent and
thoughtful. Soon after the farmer’s wife, giving up all
hope of Mr. N.’s arrival, had supper taken up, which
consisted of coffee, warm short cake, and broiled
chicken. After all was on the table, a short confer-
ence was held as to whether it would do not to invite
the stranger to take supper. It was true they had given
him as much bread and meat as he could eat, but
then, as long as he was going to stay all night, it
looked too inhospitable to sit down to the table and
not ask him to join them. So, making a virtue of
necessity, he was kindly asked to come to supper—
an invitation which he did not decline. Grace was
said over the meal by Mr. W., and the coffee poured,
and the bread helped, and the meat carved.

There was a fine little boy, six years old, at the
table, who had been brightened up and dressed in
his best, in order to grace the minister’s reception.
Charles was full of talk, and the parents felt a mu-
tual pride in showing him off, even before their
humble guest, who noticed him particularly, though
he had not much to say. “Come, Charley,” said Mr. W.,
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after the meal was over, and he sat leaning in his
chair, “can’t you repeat the pretty hymn mamma
taught you last Sabbath?”

Charley started off without any further invitation,
and repeated very accurately two or three verses of a
camp-meeting hymn, that was then popular.

“Now let us hear you say the commandments,
Charley,” spoke up the mother, well pleased with her
son’s performance.

And Charley repeated them with a little prompt-
ing. “How many commandments are there?” asked
the father.

The child hesitated, and then looking at the
stranger, near whom he sat, said innocently: “How
many are there?” —

The man thought for some moments, and said,
as if indoubt,

“Eleven, are there not?”
“Eleven!” exclaimed Mrs. W. in unfeigned surprise.
“Eleven?” said her husband with more rebuke than

astonishment in his voice. “Is it possible, sir, that
you do not know how many commandments there
are? How many are there, Charley? Come, tell me—
you know, of course.”

“Ten,” replied the child.
“Right, my son, returned Mr. W., looking with a

smile of approval on the child. “Right, there isn’t a
child of his age in ten miles who can’t tell you there
are ten commandments.”

“Did you ever read the Bible, sir?” addressing the
stranger.

“When I was a boy I used to read it sometimes.
But I am sure I thought that there were eleven com-
mandments. Are you not mistaken about there being
ten?”

The Eleventh Commandment
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Sister W. lifted her hands in unfeigned astonish-
ment, and exclaimed:— “Could any one believe it?
such ignorance of the Bible!”

Mr. W. did not reply, but rose, and going to the
corner of the room where the good book lay upon the
stand, he put it on the table before him, and opened
to that portion in which the commandments are re-
corded.

“There,” he said, placing his finger upon the proof
of the stranger’s error, “There, look for yourself.”

The man came around from his side of the table
and looked over the stranger’s shoulder.

“There, do’ye see?”
“Yes, it does say so,” replied the man, “and yet it

seems to me there are eleven. I’m sure I always
thought so.”

“Doesn’t it say ten here?” inquired Mr. W. with
marked impatience in his voice.

“It does, certainly.”
“Well, what more do you want? Can’t you believe

the Bible?”
“Oh, yes, I believe the Bible; and yet it strikes me

somehow that there must be eleven commandments.
Hasn’t one been added somewhere else?”

Now this was too much for Brother and Sister W.
to bear. Such ignorance of sacred matters they felt to
be unpardonable. A long lecture followed, in which
the man was scolded, admonished, and threatened
with divine indignation. At its close he modestly asked
if he might have the Bible to read for an hour or two
before retiring for the night. This request was granted
with more pleasure than any of the preceding ones.

Shortly after supper the man was conducted to
the little spare room, accompanied by the Bible. Be-
fore leaving him alone, Mr. W. felt it to be his duty to
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exhort him to spiritual things, and he did so most
earnestly for ten or fifteen minutes. But he could not
see that his words made much impression, and he
finally left his guest, lamenting his obduracy and ig-
norance.

In the morning he came down, and meeting Mr.
W., asked if he would be so kind as to lend him a
razor, that he might remove his beard, which did not
give his face a very attractive appearance. His request
was complied with.

“We will have prayers in about ten minutes,” said
Mr. W., as he handed him the razor and shaving box.

The man appeared and behaved with due propri-
ety at family worship. After breakfast he thanked the
farmer and his wife for their hospitality, and parting
went on his journey.

Ten o’clock came, but Mr. N. had not arrived. So
Mr. and Mrs. W. started for the meeting-house, not
doubting they would find him there. But they were
disappointed.

A goodly number of people were inside the meet-
ing-house, and a goodly number outside, but the min-
ister had not arrived.

“Where is Mr. N.?” inquired a dozen voices, as a
crowd gathered around the farmer.

“He hasn’t come yet. Something has detained him.
But I still look for him—indeed, I fully expected to
find him here.”

The day was cold, and Mr. W., after becoming thor-
oughly chilled, concluded to keep a good lookout for
the minister from the window near which he usually
sat. Others, from the same cause, followed his ex-
ample, and the little meeting-house was soon filled,
and one after another came dropping in.

The farmer, who turned towards the door each

The Eleventh Commandment
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time it was opened, was a little surprised to see his
guest of the previous evening enter, and come slowly
down the aisle, looking on either side, as if searching
for a vacant seat, very few of which were now left.
Still advancing, he finally got within the little enclosed
altar, and ascended to the pulpit, took off his old
grey overcoat and sat down.

By this time Mr. W. was by his side, and had his
hand upon his arm.

“You mustn’t sit here. Come down and I will show
you a seat,” he said, in an excited tone.

“Thank you,” replied the man in a composed voice,
“It is very comfortable here.” And the man remained
immovable.

Mr. W., feeling embarrassed, went down, intend-
ing to get a brother “official” to assist him in making
a forcible ejection of the man from the place he was
desecrating. Immediately upon his doing so, however,
the man rose, and standing up at the desk, opened
the hymn-book. His voice thrilled to the finger ends
of Brother W. as in a distinct and impressive manner
he gave out the hymn beginning:

“Help us to help each other, Lord,
Each other’s cross to bear;
Let each his friendly aid afford,
And feel a brother’s care.”
The congregation rose, after the stranger had read

the entire hymn, and had repeated the first two lines
for them to sing. Brother W. usually started the tunes.
He tried this time, but went off on a long meter tune.
Discovering his mistake at the second word, he balked
and tried it again, but now he stumbled on short
meter. A musical brother came to his aid and led off
with a tune that suited the measure in which the
hymn was written.

After singing, the congregation knelt, and the
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minister—for no one doubted his real character—
addressed the throne of grace with much fervor and
eloquence. The reading of a chapter in the Bible
succeeded. Then there was a deep pause throughout
the room in anticipation of the text, which the
preacher prepared to announce.

The dropping of a pin might have been heard.
Then the fine, emphatic tones of the preacher filled
the room:

“A new commandment I give unto you, that ye love
one another.”

Brother W. had bent forward to listen, but now he
sunk back in his seat. This was the eleventh com-
mandment.

The sermon was deep, searching, yet affectionate
and impressive. The preacher uttered nothing that
could in the least wound the brother and sister of
whose hospitality he had partaken, but he said much
that smote upon their hearts, and made them pain-
fully conscious that they had not shown as much
kindness to the stranger as he had been entitled to

The Eleventh Commandment
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receive on the broad principles of humanity. But they
suffered more from mortification of feeling. To think
that they had treated the presiding elder of the dis-
trict after such a fashion was deeply humiliating; and
the idea of the whole affair getting abroad interfered
sadly with their devotional feelings throughout the
whole period of service.

At last the sermon was over, the ordinance ad-
ministered and the benediction pronounced. Brother
W. did not know what was best for him to do. He
never was more at a loss in his life. Then Mr. N. de-
scended from the pulpit; but he did not step forward
to meet him. How could he do that? Others gathered
around him, but still he lingered and held back.

“Where is Brother W.?” he at length heard asked.
It was the voice of the minister.

“Here he is,” said one or two, opening the way to
where the farmer stood.

The preacher advanced, and catching his hand,
said, “How do you do, Brother W., I am glad to see
you. And where is Sister W.?”

Sister W. was brought forward, and the preacher
shook hands with them heartily, while his face was
lit up with smiles.

“I believe I am to find a home with you,” he said,
as if it was settled.

Before the still embarrassed brother and sister
could make reply, some one asked:

“How came you to be detained so late? You were
expected last night. And where is Brother R.?”

“Brother R. is sick,” replied Mr. N., “and I had to
come alone. Five miles from this my horse gave out,
and I had to come the rest of the way on foot. But I
became so cold and weary, that I found it necessary
to ask a farmer not far from here, to give me a night’s
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lodging, which he was kind enough to do. I thought I
was still three miles off, but it happened that I was
very much nearer my journey’s end than I supposed.”

This explanation was satisfactory to all parties,
and in due time the congregation dispersed, and the
presiding elder went home with Brother and Sister
W.

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.
I

Thou shalt have no other gods before me.
II
Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any likeness of any

thing that is in heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the
water under the earth thou shalt not bow down thyself to them, nor serve
them: for I the Lord thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the
fathers upon the children unto the third and fourth generation of them that
hate me; and showing mercy unto thousands of them that love me, and keep
my commandments.

III
Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain; for the Lord

will not hold him guiltless that taketh his name in vain.
IV
Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy. Six days shalt thou labor,

and do all thy work; but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God:
in it thou shalt not do any work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy
manservant, nor thy maidservant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is
within thy gates: for in six days the Lord made heaven and earth, the sea, and
all that in them is, and rested the seventh day: wherefore the Lord blessed the
Sabbath day, and hallowed it.

V
Honor thy father and thy mother: that thy days may be long upon the

land which the Lord thy God giveth thee.
VI

Thou shalt not kill.
VII

Thou shalt not commit adultery.
VIII

Thou shalt not steal.
IX

Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor.
X
Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s house, thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s

wife, nor his manservant, nor his maidservant, nor his ox, nor his ass, nor any
thing that is thy neighbor’s.

The Eleventh: “A new commandment I give unto you, That ye love
one another; as I have loved you, that ye also love one another.” John
13:34

The Eleventh Commandment
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45-Make It Plain45-Make It Plain45-Make It Plain45-Make It Plain45-Make It Plain
0n the sixteenth day after the battle of Gettys-

burg, I entered the room where a young wounded
colonel was apparently near to death. As I entered,
he was roused from his stupor and beckoned me to
his bedside, and threw his feeble arms around my
neck.

“0 my father, how glad I am to see you. I was afraid
you would not come till it was too late. I am too feeble
to say much, though I have a great many things to
say to you; you must do all the talking. Tell me all
about dear mother and sister.”

I soon perceived by the appearance of those in the
house, that there was no hope entertained of his re-
covery. But as I could no longer endure the agony of
suspense, I at last inquired of the doctor, “Doctor,
what do you think of my son’s case?”

“Entirely hopeless.”
“But is there nothing more that can be done to

save him?”
“No, sir. Every thing that human skill and kind-

ness can do has been done. Your son has been a
brave and very successful officer; has been a great
favorite in the army; has won the highest esteem of
all who have known him, but he now must die. Im-
mediately after the amputation the gangrene set in,
and defies all efforts to arrest it.”

“Well, Doctor, how long do you think he can live?”
“Not more than four days. He may drop away at

any hour. We are constantly fearing that an artery
will give way, and then it is all over with the colonel.
What you wish to do in reference to his death, you
had better do at once.”
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“Have you, or has any one, told him of his real
condition?”

“No. We have left that painful duty for you to do,
as we have been expecting your arrival for several
days.”

As I entered the room with the dreadful message
of death pressing on my heart, the eyes of my son
fastened on me.

“Come, sit by my side, father. Have you been talk-
ing with the doctor about me?”

“Yes.”
“What did he tell you? Does he think I shall re-

cover?”
There was a painful hesitation for a moment.

“Don’t be afraid to tell me just what he said.”
“He told me you must die.”
“How long does he think I can live?”
“Not to exceed four days, and that you may drop

away any hour, —that an artery may slough at any
moment which you cannot survive.”

With great agitation he exclaimed;
“Father, is that so? Then I must die! I cannot. I

must not die! Oh! I am not prepared to die now. Do
tell me how I can get ready? Make it so plain that I
can get hold of it. Tell me, in a few words, if you can,
so that I can see it plainly. I know you can, father, for
I used to hear you explain it to others.”

T’was no time now for tears, but for calmness
and light, by which to lead the soul to Christ, and
both were given.

“My son, I see you are afraid to die.”
“Yes, I am.”
“Well, I suppose you feel guilty.”
“Yes, that is it. I have been a wicked young man.

You know how it is in the army.”

Make it Plain
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“You want to be forgiven, don’t you?”
“Oh, yes! That is what I want. Can I be, father?”
“Certainly.”
“Can I know it before I die?”
“Certainly.”
“Well now, father, make it so plain that I can get

hold of it.
At once, an incident which occurred during the

school days of my son, came to my mind. I had not
thought of it before for several years. Now it came
back to me, fresh with its interest, and just what was
wanted to guide the agitated heart of this young in-
quirer to Jesus.

“Do you remember while at school in you came
home one day, and I having occasion to rebuke you,
you became very angry and abused me with harsh
language?”

“Yes, father, I was thinking it all over a few days
ago, as I thought of your coming to see me, and felt
so bad about it, that I wanted to see you, and once
more ask you to forgive me.”

“Do you remember, how, after the paroxysm of your
anger had subsided, you came in, and threw your
arms around my neck, and said, ‘My dear father, I
am sorry I abused you so. It was not your loving son
that did it. I was very angry. Won’t you forgive me?’“

“Yes, I remember it very distinctly.”
“Do you remember what I said to you as you wept

upon my neck?”
“Very well. You said, ‘I forgive you with all my

heart,’ and kissed me. I shall never forget those
words.”

“Did you believe me?”
“Certainly. I never doubted your word.”
“Did you then feel happy again?”
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“Yes, perfectly; and since that time I have loved
you more than ever before. I shall never forget how it
relieved me when you looked upon me so kindly, and
said, ‘I forgive you with all my heart.’”

“Well, now, this is just the way to come to Jesus.
Tell him you are sorry just as you told me, and ten
thousand times quicker than a father’s love forgave
you, will he forgive you. He says he will. Then you
must take His word for it, just as you did mine.”

“Why, father, is this the way to become a Chris-
tian?”

“I don’t know of any other.”
“Why, father, I can get hold of this. I am so glad

you have come to tell me how.”
He turned his head upon his pillow for rest. I sank

into my chair and wept freely, for my heart could no
longer suppress its emotions. I had done my work,
and committed the case to Christ. He, too, I was soon
assured had done his. The broken heart had made
its confession, had heard what it longed for, “I forgive
you,” and believed it. It was but a few moments of
silence, but the new creation had taken place, the
broken heart had made its short, simple prayer, and
believed, and the new heart had been given. A soul
had passed out from nature’s darkness into marvel-
ous light, and from the power of sin and Satan unto
God.

I soon felt the nervous hand on my head, and heard
the word “father,” in such a tone of tenderness and
joy, that I knew the change had come.

“Father, my dear father, I don’t want you to weep
any more, you need not. I am perfectly happy now.
Jesus has forgiven me. I know he has, for he says so,
and I take his word for it, just as I did yours. Wipe
your tears. I am not afraid to die now. If it is God’s

Make it Plain
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will, I should like to live to serve my country, and
take care of you and mother, but if I must die, I am
not afraid to now, Jesus has forgiven me. Come, fa-
ther, let us sing,—

“When I can read my title clear,”
And we did sing.
“Now, father, I want you should pray, and I will

follow you.”
We did pray, and Jesus heard us.
“Father, I am very happy. Why, I believe I shall get

well. I feel much better.”
From that hour all his symptoms changed—pulse

went down, and countenance brightened. The cur-
rent of life had changed.

The doctor soon came in and found him cheerful
and happy—looked at him—felt his pulse, which he
had been watching with intense anxiety, and said,
“Why, Colonel, you look better.”

“I am better, Doctor. I am going to get well. My
father has told me how to become a Christian, and I
am very happy. I believe I shall recover, for God has
heard my prayer. Doctor, I want you should become a
Christian, too. My father can tell you how to get hold
of it.”

In the evening three surgeons were in consulta-
tion, but saw no hope in the case, and one of them
took his final leave of the colonel.

Next morning the two surgeons, who had been in
constant attendance, came in and began as usual to
dress the wound.

On opening the bandage, they suddenly drew back,
and throwing up their arms, exclaimed,—

“Great God, this is a miracle! The gangrene is ar-
rested, and the colonel will live! God has heard your
prayers!”
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“Why, Doctor,” replied the colonel, “I told you yes-
terday, that I believed I should get well, for I asked
Jesus that I might live to do some good. I knew he
heard my prayer, and now you see he has. Bless the
Lord with me, Doctor.”

Meanwhile, “Our son must die,” had gone over the
wires, and made sadness at home. Next day, “Our
son will live, and is happy in Christ,” followed, and
joy came again to the loved ones.

After his recovery, the colonel returned to the
people whose sons he had led with honor through
fifteen hard-fought battles. They, in return, gave him
the best office in the gift of a loyal and grateful people.
Among them he now lives in prosperity and honor,
he is a member of the church of Christ, and the fa-
ther of a happy family growing up around him, and
consecrated to the service of his Redeemer.

I, too, was made a better man and better minister
by that scene, where this dear son, struggling with
his guilt and fear of death, was led to Jesus, and
found the pardon of his sins. I there resolved never
to forget that charge he made me, in his extremity:
“Make it so plain that I can get hold of it.”

I have made this the motto of every sermon I have
preached, and God has blessed the effort.

A CHRISTIAN LIFE.
A Christian life, have you ever thought
How much is in that name?
A life like Christ, and all he taught
We must follow, to be the same.

How little of ease the Saviour knew
With his life of labor and love I
And if we would walk in his footsteps too,
We must look not to earth, but above.

Make it Plain
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The darkest hour the Christian knows
Is just before the dawn;
For as the night draws to its close,
It will bring in the morn.

So if you trust, though shadows fall,
And dark your pathway be,
The light, which shines from heaven for all,
Will surely fall on thee.”

46-A Retired Merchant46-A Retired Merchant46-A Retired Merchant46-A Retired Merchant46-A Retired Merchant
A London merchant engaged in Mediterranean

commerce, had successfully prosecuted his business,
and amassed what all merchants desire, an ample
fortune. His, indeed, was a princely one. He had pur-
chased a large and beautiful estate in the country,
and had built and furnished a splendid mansion in
town, on the Surrey side of the river, and now that he
was almost sixty, he decided to retire and enjoy the
rest of his life in peaceful leisure.

He sold his abundance-making business for an-
other fortune. He then retired. He was a bachelor. He
had his halls, his parlors, dining-rooms, and draw-
ing-rooms, his library and cabinets of curiosities. The
floors were covered with beautiful Brussels and Tur-
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kish carpetings,
the furniture was
of the most com-
plete and exquis-
ite selections, the
walls were
adorned with
splendid mirrors
and with classic
paintings, and
fine linen deco-
rated all.

C a r r i a g e s ,
horses, grooms, and servants were at his command.
Books, pictures, and engravings were at hand to in-
terest him. The daily and the weekly papers, and the
magazines, brought to his table all the news of the
great world, and his friends and his acquaintances
paid him homage. How happy must the man be who
has all this!

He was not happy. He had no aim, no motive. The
zest with which he read the papers when he was a
merchant, he had lost now he had ceased to be en-
gaged in commerce. A storm, a fleet, a pestilence along
the Mediterranean shores, was full of interest to him
before, because he had investments there. Now, they
were of no consequence to him. The views and aims
of government were watched by him before with
searching scrutiny, because his destiny was bound
up with theirs. The parliamentary debates were of
the greatest consequence before, as indicating Brit-
ish policy, but that to him now ceased to be an object
of importance. His fortune was achieved, his course
was run, his destiny fulfilled.

Soon, every thing and place appeared to him one

A Retired Merchant
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uniform and universal blank. His beautiful apart-
ments were unused, his carriage and horses unem-
ployed, his books unread, his papers unopened, his
meals untasted, and his clothes unworn. He had lost
all enjoyment of life, and contemplated suicide.

Saturday night arrived, and he resolved on Sun-
day morning early, before the busy populace were
stirring, he would make his way to Waterloo bridge
and jump into the river, or tumble off.

At three o’clock, he set out on his final expedi-
tion, and had nearly reached the bridge, the shad-
ows of the night protecting him from observation,
when a figure stood before him. Amazed at being seen
by any one, he turned out of the path, when the fig-
ure crouching low before him, revealed a tattered,
miserable man, baring his head in abjectness.

“What are you doing here?” inquired the retired
merchant.

“I have a wife and family, whom I can’t help from
starving, and I am afraid to go and see them. Last
night I knew they would be turned into the streets,”
replied the man.

“Take that,” replied the merchant, giving him his
purse, with gold and silver in it—thinking to himself,
“how much more useful this will be to him, than in
my pockets in the water.”

“God bless you, sir—God bless you, sir,” exclaimed
the man several times, kneeling before the astonished
merchant. “Stop,” said the merchant, “do not over-
whelm me so with your thanksgivings—but tell me
where you live.”

“In Lambeth, sir.”
“Then why are you here this morning?” said the

merchant.
“I do not like to tell you,” said the man. “I am
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ashamed to tell a gentleman like you.”
“Why so?” replied the merchant.
“Well, sir,” replied the man, “as I had not a single

penny, and did not know how to get one, I came here
to drown myself, although I knew ‘t was wicked!”

The merchant was astonished and appalled, and
after a long silence, said, “Sir, I am overwhelmed with
wealth, and yet I am so miserable that I came here
this morning for the same purpose as yourself. There’s
something more in this than I can understand at
present. Let me go with you to see your family.”

The man made every excuse to hinder the mer-
chant, but he would go.

“Have you lost your character?” said the merchant.
“No, sir,” replied the man, “but I am so miserably

poor and wretched—and, for anything I know, my
wife and children may be turned into the street.”

“Why are you out of work and pay?” resumed the
merchant.

“I used to groom the horses of the stage-coaches,”
said the man, “but since the railroads are come up
the coaches are put down, and many men, like me,
have no employment.”

They plodded on their way, two miles of brick and
mortar piled on either side. At last they came to a
third-rate house, when a rough, common-looking
woman opened the door and shutter. As soon as she
saw the man, she let loose her tongue upon him for
all the villainy in the world, but something which
passed from his hand to hers hushed her in an in-
stant; and observing the merchant, she courtesied to
him civilly.

The man ran up-stairs, leaving the merchant and
woman together, which gave the former an opportu-
nity to make inquiries. Having satisfied himself that

A Retired Merchant
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want was the crime of the family, he told the woman
who he was, promised to see her paid, and induced
her to set on and cook a breakfast for the family, and
supply them with any thing which they needed.

The man returned, and the merchant went up-
stairs to see, for the first time, the wretched family in
rags, dirt, and misery. He comforted them with hope
of better days, and bidding the man take a hasty
meal below, took him with him, and helped with his
own hands to load a cart with bed, bedding, clothes,
furniture, and food for the family.

The man was gone, and the merchant for the first
moment, reflected on all that had passed. He was
relieved of his misery by doing something for another,
and out of mere selfishness he resolved on doing good
to others, to prevent the necessity for drowning him-
self.

He employed the man in his stable, removed the
family near, and placed them in a cottage, sending
the children to school. Soon he sought out misery to
relieve, and was led to consider the cause of all mis-
ery—sin. He turned to God and found him, and
sought to turn his fellow sinners.

He aided every good word and work, and was the
humble teller of his own humbling story. He had been
a merchantman seeking goodly pearls, and having
found the Pearl of great price, he went and sold all
that he had, and bought it; and the retired earthly
merchant became an active heavenly merchant.
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47-Effect of47-Effect of47-Effect of47-Effect of47-Effect of
Novel ReadingNovel ReadingNovel ReadingNovel ReadingNovel Reading

On the romantic borders of a beautiful river, in
one of our Northern States, there is an elegant man-
sion. Spacious grounds surround the dwelling, and,
what is not usual in this country, it has a terraced
garden. This is a hill, situated at the side of the house,
presenting a mass of living verdure. You ascend gradu-
ally, step by step, each platform, as it were, richly
embroidered with brilliant flowers.

In this retreat of elegance and retirement, lived
Mr. and Mrs. M., their daughter, and a French gov-
erness. No expense or labor had been spared to make
this daughter an accomplished woman; but not one
thought was ever bestowed upon the immortal inter-
ests of her soul. At the age of sixteen, she was beauti-
ful and intelligent, but utterly destitute of all reli-
gious principle. Very fond of reading, she roamed her
father’s spacious library, and selected whatever books
best pleased her. Of an imaginative turn, earnest and

Effect of Novel Reading
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impassioned, hers was the
very mind that required the
strong, controlling hand of
a matured judgment. Yet it
was left to feed at will upon
the poisoned fruits that lie
scattered around.

She naturally turned to
the novels that stored the
library shelves; and at six-
teen was as much at home
in the pages of fiction as she was in her French gram-
mar. But she descended a step, many steps lower,
and, supplied by the governess, eagerly devoured the
very worst novels from France and Europe. Next she
was heard discussing and excusing the most heinous
crimes of which human nature can be guilty.

Her parents heard with horror her freely expressed
sentiments, and wondered where she had learned such
lax ideas. They never thought of looking into her li-
brary for the cause, or at the unprincipled govern-
ess. The poison began to do its work; she could no
longer live this tame life; she must have something
more exciting, more exhilarating. The resolution was
formed; with a beating heart she collected her mother’s
jewels; took one long look at her indulgent parents;
bade a silent farewell to the scenes of her happy child-
hood, and left the house forever. No warning voice
implored her to return; no hand was stretched out to
save.

On, on she went, until she reached the far-off city.
Its lights dazzled her, its noise confused her, but she
never regretted the peaceful home she had so culpa-
bly deserted. Her plan was to go on the stage, and
become a renowned actress, like the heroine of one
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of her French novels. But this was not so easily
achieved as she imagined; and after a most unsuc-
cessful attempt, she was compelled to act only in
subordinate parts. She had lost home, happiness,
and respectability, and had not gained that fame for
which she had sacrificed so much.

But it would be too painful to follow her through
all her wretched life, and tell how each succeeding
year she grew more degraded and more miserable,
until at length having run a fearful career of vice she
sank into a dishonored and early grave. No mother’s
hand wiped the cold death-dew from her brow; no
kind voice whispered hope and consolation. Alone,
poor, degraded, utterly unrepentant, she will appear
before the judgment-seat of Christ; we pause; for we
dare not follow it further.

The sound of her name never echoed through the
halls of her childhood. Her father, stern and silent,
buried all memories of his guilty child deep within
his heart; whilst the mother, wan, broken-hearted,
hopeless, wept in secret those tears of bitter agony
whose fountain was perpetually welling afresh.

It is “to point a moral” that we have opened these
annals of the past; and we would have the young
ponder well the lesson that this history teaches. There
is a danger in novel reading; it vitiates the taste, en-
ervates the understanding, and destroys all inclina-
tion for spiritual enjoyment. The soul that is bound
in fetters of this habit, can not rise to the contempla-
tion of heavenly things. It has neither the inclination
nor the power. We knew one, who, even with death in
view, turned with loathing away from the only Book
that could bring her peace and salvation, to feed greed-
ily on the pages of a foolish romance. It matters not
that some of the finest minds have given their pow-

Effect of Novel Reading
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ers to this style of writing; that bright gems of intel-
lect flash along their pages. The danger is so much
the greater; for the jewels scattered by Genius, blind
even while they dazzle.

“Some of the greatest evils of my life,” said a re-
markable woman, “I trace to reading what are called
‘well-written novels.’ I lived in a world of delusion. I
had no power to separate the false from the real. My
Bible lay covered with dust; I had no desire for its
pages.” Oh, then, if the young would reach a heav-
enly haven; if they would be guided unto “the still
waters” of everlasting bliss, let them avoid the dan-
gerous rock of novel reading, upon which so many
souls have been shipwrecked and utterly lost.

48-Be Just48-Be Just48-Be Just48-Be Just48-Be Just
Before GenerousBefore GenerousBefore GenerousBefore GenerousBefore Generous

My friend Peyton was what is called a “fine, gen-
erous fellow.” He valued money only as a means of
obtaining what he desired, and was always ready to
spend it with an acquaintance for mutual gratifica-
tion. Of course, he was a general favorite. Every one
spoke well of him, and few hesitated to give his ears
the benefit of their good opinion. I was first intro-
duced to him when he was in the neighborhood of
twenty-two years of age. Peyton was then a clerk in
the receipt of six hundred dollars a year. He grasped
my hand with an air of frankness and sincerity, that
at once installed him in my good opinion. A little
pleasure excursion was planned, and he insisted on
my joining it. I readily consented. There were five of
us, and the expense to each, if borne mutually, would
have been something like one dollar. Peyton man-
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aged everything, even to paying the bills; and when I
offered to pay him my proportion, he said:—

“No, no!” —pushing back my hand— “nonsense!”
“Yes; but I must insist upon meeting my share of

the expense.”
“Not a word more. The bill’s settled, and you

needn’t trouble your head about it,” was his reply;
and he seemed half offended when I still urged upon
him to take my portion of the cost.

“What a fine, generous fellow Peyton is!” said one
of the party to me, as we met the next day.

“Did he also refuse to let you share in the expense
of our excursion?” I asked.

“After what he said to you, I was afraid of offend-
ing him by proposing to do so.”

“He certainly is generous—but, I think, to a fault,
if I saw a fair specimen of his generosity yesterday.”

“We should be just, as well as generous.”
“I never heard that he was not just.”
“Nor I. But I think he was not just to himself. And

I believe it will be found to appear in the end, that, if
we are not just to ourselves, we will, somewhere in
life, prove unjust to others. I think that his salary is
not over twelve dollars a week. If he bore the whole
expense of our pleasure excursion, it cost him within
a fraction of half his earnings for a week. Had we all
shared alike, it would not have been a serious mat-
ter to any of us.”

“Oh! as to that, it is no very serious matter to
him. He will never think of it.”

“But, if he does so very frequently, he may feel it
sooner or later,” I replied.

“I’m sure I don’t know anything about that,” was
returned. “He is a generous fellow, and I cannot but
like him. Indeed, every one likes him.”

Be Just Before Generous
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Some days afterwards I fell in with Peyton again,
and, in order to retaliate a little, invited him to go
and get some refreshments with me. He consented.
When I put my hand in my pocket to pay for them,
his hand went into his. But I was too quick for him.
He seemed uneasy about it.

He could feel pleased while giving, but it evidently
worried him to be the recipient.

From that time, for some years, I was intimate
with the young man. I found that he set no true value
upon money. He spent it freely with every one; and
every one spoke well of him. “What a generous, whole-
souled fellow he is!” or, “What a noble heart he has!”
were the expressions constantly made in regard to
him. While “Mean, stingy fellow!” and other such epi-
thets, were unsparingly used in speaking of a quiet,
thoughtful young man, named Merwin, who was clerk
with him in the same store. Merwin appeared to set
a due value upon time and money. He rarely indulged
himself in any way, and it was with difficulty that he
could ever be induced to join in any pleasures that
involved much expense. But I always observed that
when he did so, he was exact about paying his pro-
portion.

About two years after my acquaintance with
Peyton began, an incident let me deeper into the char-
acter and quality of his generosity. I called one day at
the house of a poor widow woman who washed for
me, to ask her to do up some clothes, extra to the
usual weekly washing. I thought she looked as if she
were in trouble about some thing, and said so to her.

“It’s very hard, at best,” she replied, “for a poor
woman, with four children to provide for, to get along,
if she has to depend upon washing and ironing for a
living. But when so many neglect to pay her regu-
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larly” —
“Neglect to pay their washerwoman!” I said, in a

tone of surprise, interrupting her.
“Oh, yes. Many do that!”
“Who?”
“Dashing young men, who spend their money

freely, are too apt to neglect these little matters, as
they call them.”

“And do young men for whom you work really ne-
glect to pay you?”

“Some do. There are at least fifteen dollars now
owed to me, and I don’t know which way to turn to
get my last month’s rent for my landlord, who has
been after it three times this week already. Mr. Peyton
owes me ten dollars and I can’t” —

“Mr. Peyton? It can’t be possible!”
“Yes, it is though. He used to be one of the most

punctual young men for whom I washed. But lately
he never has any money.”

“He’s a very generous-hearted young man.”
“Yes, I know he is,” she replied. “But something is

wrong with him. He looks worried whenever I ask
him for money; and sometimes speaks as if half an-
gry with me for troubling him. There’s Mr. Merwin—I
wish all were like him. I have never yet taken home
his clothes, that I didn’t find the money waiting for
me, exact to a cent. He counts every piece when he
lays out his washing for me, and knows exactly what
it will come to; and then, if he happens to be out, the
change is always left with the chambermaid. It’s a
pleasure to do anything for him.”

“He isn’t liked generally so well as Mr. Peyton is,”
said I.

“Isn’t he? It’s strange!” the poor woman returned,
innocently.

Be Just Before Generous
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On the very next day, I saw Peyton riding out with
an acquaintance in a buggy.

“Who paid for your ride yesterday?” I said to the
latter, with whom I was quite familiar, when next we
met.

“Oh, Peyton, of course. He always pays, you know.
He’s a fine, generous fellow. I wish there were more
like him.”

“That you might ride out for nothing a little oftener,
hey?”

My friend colored slightly.
“No, not that,” said he. “But you know there is so

much selfishness in the world; we hardly ever meet a
man who is willing to make the slightest sacrifice for
the good of others.”

“True. And I suppose it is this very selfishness
that makes us so warmly admire a man like Mr.
Peyton, who is willing to gratify us at his own charge.
It’s a pleasant thing to ride out and see the country,
but we are apt to think twice about the cost before
we act once. But if some friend will only stand the
expense, how generous and whole souled we think
him! It is the same in everything else. We like the
enjoyment, but can’t afford the expense; and he is a
generous, fine-hearted fellow, who will squander his
money in order to gratify us. Isn’t that it, my friend?”

He looked half convinced, and a little sheepish, to
use an expressive Saxonism.

On the evening succeeding this day, Peyton sat
alone in his room, his head leaning upon his hand,
and his brow contracted. There was a tap at his door.
“Come in.” A poorly clad, middle-aged woman en-
tered. It was his washerwoman.

The lines on the young man’s brow became deeper.
“Can’t you let me have some money, Mr. Peyton?
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My landlord is pressing hard for his rent, and I can-
not pay him until you pay me.”

“Really, Mrs. Lee, it is quite impossible just now. I
am entirely out of money. But my salary will be due
in three weeks, and then I will pay you up the whole.
You must make your landlord wait until that time. I
am very sorry to put you to this trouble. But it will
never happen again.”

The young man really did feel sorry, and expressed
it in his face as well as in the tone of his voice.

“Can’t you let me have one or two dollars, Mr.
Peyton? I am entirely out of money.”

“It is impossible—I haven’t a shilling left. But try
to wait three weeks, and then it will all come to you
in a lump, and do you a great deal more good than if
you had it a dollar at a time.”

Mrs. Lee retired slowly, and with a disappointed
air. The young man sighed heavily as she closed the
door after her. He had been too generous, and now
he could not be just. The buggy in which he had driven
out with his friend on that day had cost him his last
two dollars—a sum which would have lightened the
heart of his poor washerwoman.

“The fact is, my salary is too small,” said he, ris-
ing and walking about his room uneasily. “It is not
enough to support me. If the account were fully made
up, tailor’s bill, bootmaker’s bill, and all, I dare say I
should find myself at least three hundred dollars in
debt.”

Merwin received the same salary that he did, and
was just three hundred dollars ahead. He dressed as
well, owed no man a dollar, and was far happier. It is
true, he was not called a “fine, generous fellow,” by
persons who took good care of their own money, while
they were very willing to enjoy the good things of life

Be Just Before Generous
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at a friend’s expense. But he did not mind this. The
want of such a reputation did not disturb his mind
very seriously.

After Mrs. Lee had been gone half an hour, Peyton’s
door was flung suddenly open. A young man, bound-
ing in, with extended hand came bustling up to him.

“Ah, Peyton, my fine fellow! How are you? how are
you?” And he shook Peyton’s hand quite vigorously.

“Hearty! —and how are you, Freeman?”
“Oh, gay as a lark. I have come to ask a favor of

you.”
“Name it.”
“I want fifty dollars.”
Peyton shrugged his shoulders.
“I must have it, my boy? I never yet knew you to

desert a friend, and I don’t believe you will do so
now.”

“Suppose I haven’t fifty dollars?”
“You can borrow it for me. I only want it for a few

days. You shall have it back on next Monday. Try for
me—there’s a generous fellow!”

“There’s a generous fellow,” was irresistible. It came
home to Peyton in the right place. He forgot poor
Mrs. Lee, his unpaid tailor’s bill, and sundry other
troublesome accounts.

“If I can get an advance of fifty dollars on my sal-
ary to-morrow, you shall have it.”

“Thank you! thank you! I knew I shouldn’t have to
ask twice when I called upon Henry Peyton. It always
does me good to grasp the hand of such a man as
you are.”

On the next day, an advance of fifty dollars was
asked and obtained. This sum was lent as promised.
In two weeks, the individual who borrowed it was in
New Orleans, from whence he had the best of rea-
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sons for not wishing to return to the North. Of course,
the generous Henry Peyton lost his money.

An increase of salary to a thousand dollars only
made him less careful of his money. Before, he lived
as freely as if his income had been one-third above
what it was; now, he increased his expenses in like
ratio. It was a pleasure to him to spend his money—
not for himself alone, but among his friends.

It is no cause of wonder, that in being so generous
to some, he was forced to be unjust to others. He was
still behindhand with his poor washerwoman—owed
for boarding, clothes, hats, boots, and a dozen other
matters—and was, in consequence, a good deal
harrassed with duns. Still, he was called by some of
his old cronies, “a fine, generous fellow.” A few were
rather colder in their expressions. He had borrowed
money from them, and did not offer to return it, and
he was such a generous-minded young man, that they
felt a delicacy about calling his attention to it.

“Can you raise two thousand dollars?” was asked
of him by a friend, when he was twenty-seven years
old. “If you can, I know a first-rate chance to get into
business.”

“Indeed! What is the nature of it?”
The friend told him all he knew, and he was satis-

fied that a better offering might never present itself.
But two thousand dollars were indispensable.

“Can’t you borrow it?” suggested the friend.
“I will try.”
“Try your best. You will never again have such an

opportunity.”
Peyton did try, but in vain. Those who could lend

it to him considered him “too good-hearted a fellow”
to trust with money; and he was forced to see that
tide, which if he could have taken it at the flood,

Be Just Before Generous
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would have led him on to fortune, slowly and steadily
recede.

To Merwin the same offer was made. He had fif-
teen hundred dollars laid by, and easily procured the
balance. No one was afraid to trust him with money.

“What a fool I have been!” was the mental exclama-
tion of Peyton, when he learned that his fellow-clerk
had been able, with his own earnings, on a salary no
larger than his own, to save enough to embrace the
golden opportunity which he was forced to pass by.
“They call Merwin mean and selfish—and I am called
a generous fellow. That means, he has acted like a
wise man, and I like a fool, I suppose. I know him
better than they do. He is neither mean nor selfish,
but careful and prudent, as I ought to have been. His
mother is poor, and so is mine. Ah, me!” and the
thought of his mother caused him to clasp both hands
against his forehead. “I believe two dollars of his sal-
ary have been sent weekly to his poor mother. But I
have never helped mine a single cent. There is the
mean man, and here is the generous one. Fool! Fool!
Wretch! He has fifteen hundred dollars ahead, after
having sent his mother one hundred dollars a year
for five or six years, and I am over five hundred dol-
lars in debt. A fine, generous fellow, truly!”

The mind of Peyton was, as it should be, disturbed
to its very center. His eyes were fairly opened, and he
saw just where he stood, and what he was worth as a
generous man.

“They have flattered my weakness,” said he, bit-
terly, “to eat and drink and ride at my expense. It
was very easy to say, ‘how free-hearted he is,’ so that
I could hear them. A cheap way of enjoying the good
things of life, verily! But the end of all this has come.
One year from to-day, if I live, I will owe no man a
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dollar. My kind old mother, whom I have so long ne-
glected, shall hear from me at once—ten dollars ev-
ery month I dedicate to her. Come what will, nothing
shall touch that. This agreement with myself I sol-
emnly enter into in the sight of Heaven, and nothing
shall tempt me to violate it.”

“Are you going to ride out this afternoon, Peyton?”
inquired a young friend, breaking in upon him at
this moment.

“Yes, if you’ll hire the buggy,” was promptly re-
turned.

“I can’t afford that.”
“Nor I either. How much is your salary?”
“Only a thousand.”
“Just what mine is. If you can’t, I am sure I can-

not.”
“Of course, you ought to be the best judge. I knew

you rode out often, and liked company.”
“Yes, I have done so ; but that’s past. I’ve been a

‘fine, generous fellow’ long enough to get into debt
and mar my prospects for life, perhaps; but I am
going to assume a new character. No doubt the very
ones who have had so many rides, oyster suppers,
and theater tickets at my expense, will all at once
discover that I am as mean and selfish as Merwin,
who has refrained from not only injurious, expensive
indulgences, but even denied himself many innocent
pleasures to save time and money for better purposes.
I now wish I had been as truly noble and generous in
the right direction as he has been.”

Peyton went to work in the matter of reform in
right good earnest, but he found it hard work; old
habits and inclinations were very strong. Still he had
some strength of mind, and he brought this into as
vigorous exercise as it was possible for him to do,
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mainly with success, but some times with gentle
lapses into self-indulgence.

His mother lived in a neighboring town, and was
in humble circumstances. She supported herself by
keeping a shop for the sale of various little articles.
The old lady sat behind her counter, one afternoon,
sewing, and thinking of her only son.

“Ah, me!” she sighed, “I thought Henry would have
done something for himself long before this; but he
is a wild, free-hearted boy, and spends everything as
he goes.”

“Here’s a letter for you at last, Mrs. Peyton,” said
the well-known voice of the postman, breaking in
upon her just at this moment.

With trembling hands, Mrs. Peyton broke the seal;
a bank-bill crumpled in her fingers as she opened
the letter. A portion of its contents read: 

“DEAR MOTHER:
I have had some very serious thoughts of late about

my way of living. You know I never liked to be consid-
ered mean; this led me to be, what seemed to every-
body, very generous. Everybody was pleased to eat,
and drink, and ride at my expense; but no one seemed
inclined to let me do the same at his expense. I have
been getting a good salary for six or seven years, and
for a part of that time, as much as a thousand dol-
lars. I am ashamed to say that I have not a farthing
laid by; nay, what is worse, I owe a good many little
bills. But, dear mother, I think I have come fairly to
my senses. I have come to a resolution not to spend
a dollar foolishly; thus far I have been able to keep
my promise to myself, and, by the help of Heaven, I
mean to keep it to the end. My first thought, on see-
ing my folly, was of my shameful disregard to my
mother’s condition. In this letter are ten dollars. Ev-
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ery month you will receive from me a like sum—more,
if you need it. As soon as I can lay by a sufficient
amount, I will look around for some means of enter-
ing into business, and, as soon after as possible, make
provision for you, that your last days may be spent
in ease and comfort.”

“God bless the dear boy!” exclaimed Mrs. Peyton,
dropping the letter, while the tears gushed from her
eyes. The happy mother wept long for joy. With her
trembling hand she wrote a reply, and urged him, by
the tenderest and most sacred considerations, to
keep to his good resolutions.

At the end of a year Peyton examined his affairs
and found himself freed from debt; but for nearly
one hundred dollars of his wages he could not ac-
count. He puzzled over it for two or three evenings,
and made out over fifty dollars spent foolishly.

“No doubt the rest will have to be passed to that
account, said he at last, half angry with himself. “I’ll
have to watch closer than this. At the end of the next
year, I’ll not be in doubt about where one hundred
dollars have gone.”

It was but rarely, now, that you would hear the
name of Peyton mentioned. Before, everybody said
he was a “fine, generous fellow;” everybody praised
him. Now, he seemed to be forgotten, or esteemed of
little consideration He felt this; but he had started to
accomplish a certain end, and he had sufficient
strength of mind not to be driven from his course.

In a few years he entered into business and suc-
ceeded beyond his expectations. He provided a home
for his mother, and no one who saw her during the
remaining ten years of her life would have called her
unhappy.

I know Peyton still. He is not now, by general repu-

Be Just Before Generous
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tation, “a fine, generous fellow.” But he is a good and
respected citizen, and was a good son while his
mother lived with him. He has won the means of re-
ally benefiting others, and few are more willing than
he is to do it, when it can be done in the right way. He
is still “generous” but wisely so.

49-Live W49-Live W49-Live W49-Live W49-Live Within Yithin Yithin Yithin Yithin Yourourourourour
MeansMeansMeansMeansMeans

“This is pleasant,” exclaimed a young husband,
taking his seat in the rocking-chair as the supper
things were removed. The fire glowing in the grate,
revealed a pretty and neatly furnished sitting-room,
with all the appliances of comfort. The fatiguing busi-
ness of the day was over, and he sat enjoying what he
had all day been anticipating, the delights of his own
fireside. His pretty wife, Esther, took her work and
sat down by the table.

“It is pleasant to have a home of one’s own,” he
again said, taking a satisfactory survey of his little
quarters. The cold rain heat against the windows,
and he thought he felt really grateful for all his present
comforts.

“Now if we only had a piano!” exclaimed the wife.
“Give me the music of your own sweet voice be-

fore all the pianos in creation,” he observed, compli-
mentarily; but he felt a certain secret disappointment
that his wife’s thankfulness did not happily chime
with his own.

“Well, we want one for our friends,” said Esther.
“Let our friends come to see us, and not to hear a

piano,” exclaimed the husband.
“But, George, everybody has a piano now-a-days—
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we don’t go anywhere without seeing a piano,” per-
sisted the wife.

“And yet I don’t know what we want one for you
will have no time to play on one, and I don’t want to
hear it.”

“Why, they are so fashionable—I think our room
looks nearly naked without one.”

“I think it looks just right.”
“I think it looks very naked—we want a piano

shockingly,” protested Esther emphatically. The hus-
band rocked violently.

“Your lamp smokes, my dear,” said he, after a long
pause.

“When are you going to get a camphene lamp? I
have told you a dozen times how much we need one,”
said Esther pettishly.

“These are very pretty lamps—I never can see by
a camphene lamp,” said her husband. “These lamps
are the prettiest of the kind I ever saw.”

“But, George, I do not think our room is complete
without a camphene lamp,” said Esther sharply. “They
are so fashionable! Why, the Morgans, and Millers,
and many others I might mention, all have them; I
am sure we ought to.”

“We ought not to take pattern by other people’s
expenses, and I don’t see any reason in that.” The
husband moved uneasily in his chair.

“We want to live as well as others,” said Esther.
“We want to live within our means, Esther,” ex-

claimed George.
“I am sure we can afford it as well as the Morgans,

and Millers, and Thorns; we do not wish to appear
mean.” George’s cheek crimsoned.

“Mean! I am not mean!” he cried angrily.
“Then we do not wish to appear so,” said the wife.

Live Within Your Means
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“To complete this room, and make it look like other
people’s we want a piano and camphene lamps.”

“We want—we want!” muttered the husband,
“there’s no satisfying woman’s wants, do what you
may,” and he abruptly left the room.

How many husbands are in a similar dilemma?
How many houses and husbands are rendered un-
comfortable by the constant dissatisfaction of a wife
with present comforts and present provisions! How
many bright prospects for business have ended in
bankruptcy and ruin in order to satisfy this secret
hankering after fashionable superfluities! Could the
real cause of many failures be known, it would be
found to result from useless expenditures at home—
expenses to answer the demands of fashion and “what
will people think?”

“My wife has made my fortune,” said a gentleman
of great possessions, “by her thrift, and prudence,
and cheerfulness, when I was just beginning.”

“And mine has lost my fortune,” answered his com-
panion, “by useless extravagance and repining when
I was doing well.”

What a world does this open to the influence which
a wife possesses over the future prosperity of her fam-
ily! Let the wife know her influence, and try to use it
wisely and well.

Be satisfied to commence on a small scale. It is
too common for young housekeepers to begin where
their mothers ended. Buy all that is necessary to work
skillfully with; adorn your house with all that will
render it comfortable. Do not look at richer homes,
and covet their costly furniture. If secret dissatisfac-
tion is ready to spring up, go a step further and visit
the homes of the suffering poor; behold dark, cheer-
less apartments, insufficient clothing, and absence
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of all the comforts and refinements of social life, and
then turn to your own with a joyful spirit. You will
then be prepared to meet your husband with a grate-
ful heart, and be ready to appreciate the toil of self-
denial which he has endured in the business world
to surround you with the delights of home; and you
will be ready to co-operate cheerfully with him in so
arranging your expenses, that his mind will not be
constantly harassed with fears lest his family expenses
may encroach upon public payments.

Be independent; a young housekeeper never
needed greater moral courage than she does now to
resist the arrogance of fashion. Do not let the A.’s
and B.’s decide what you must have, neither let them
hold the strings of your purse. You know best what
you can and ought to afford. It matters but little what
people think, provided you are true to yourself and
family.

50-50-50-50-50-Out of theOut of theOut of theOut of theOut of the
Wrong PWrong PWrong PWrong PWrong Pocketocketocketocketocket

Mr. Taggard frowned as he observed the pile of
bills by his plate, placed thereby his prudent, eco-
nomical wife, not without an anxious flutter at the

Out of the Wrong Pocket
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heart, in anticipation of the scene that invariably fol-
lowed. He actually groaned as he read the sum total.

“There must be some mistake, Mary “he said,
pushing back his plate, with a desperate air: “it is
absolutely impossible for us to have used all these
things in one month!”

“The bills are correct, John,” was the meek re-
sponse; I looked them over myself.”

“Then one thing is certain, provisions are either
wasted, thrown out the window, as it were, or stolen.
Jane has relatives in the place, and I haven’t the least
doubt but that she supports them out of what she
steals.”

Mrs. Taggard’s temper was evidently rising; there
were two round crimson spots upon her cheeks, and
she tapped her foot nervously upon the floor.

“I am neither wasteful, nor extravagant, John. And
as for Jane, I know her to be perfectly honest and
trustworthy.”

“It is evident that there is a leak somewhere, Mary;
and it is your duty as a wife, to find out where it is,
and stop it. Our bills are perfectly enormous; and if
this sort of thing goes on much longer, I shall be a
bankrupt.”

Mrs. Taggard remained silent, trying to choke
down the indignant feelings that struggled for utter-
ance.

“You will have to order some coal,” she said, at
last; we have hardly sufficient for the day.”

“Is there anything more, Mrs. Taggard?” inquired
her husband; ironically.

“Yes; neither I nor the children are decently or
comfortably clothed; all need an entire new outfit.”

“Go on, madam. As I am a man of unlimited
means, if you have any other wants, I hope you won’t
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be at all backward about mentioning them.”
“I don’t intend to be,” was the quiet, but spirited

reply. “I wouldn’t do for another what I do for you, for
double my board and clothing. Both the parlor and
sitting-room need refurnishing; everything looks so
faded and shabby, that I am ashamed to have any
one call. And the stairs need re-carpeting, the blinds
and gate need repairing, and the fence needs paint-
ing.”

“That can’t be all, Mrs. Taggard. Are you sure that
there isn’t something else?”

“I don’t think of anything else just now, Mr.
Taggard; though if there should be a few dollars over
and above what these will cost, they won’t come amiss.
I should like to have a little change in my pocket, if
only for the novelty of the thing. You needn’t fear its
being wasted.”

Mr. Taggard was evidently not a little astonished
at this sudden outbreak in his usually quiet and pa-
tient wife, but who, like most women of that stamp,
had considerable spirit when it was aroused.

“Now that you are through, Mrs. Taggard, perhaps
you will let me say a word. Here is all the money I
can spare you this month; so you can make the most
of it.”

Laying a roll of bills on the table, Mr. Taggard
walked to the door; remarking, just before he closed
it, that he should leave town on the next train, to be
absent about a week.

The reverie into which Mrs. Taggard fell, as she
listened to the sound of his retreating steps, was far
from being a pleasant one. Aside from her natural
vexation, she felt grieved and saddened by the change
that had come over her once kind, indulgent hus-
band. He seemed to be entirely filled with the greed

Out of the Wrong Pocket
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of gain, the desire to amass money—not for the sake
of the good that it might enable him to enjoy, or con-
fer, but for the mere pleasure of hoarding it. And this
miserly feeling grew upon him daily, until he seemed
to grudge his family the common comforts of life.
And yet Mrs. Taggard knew that he was not only in
receipt of a comfortable income from his business,
but had laid by a surplus, yearly, ever since their
marriage.

She had taxed her ingenuity to save in every pos-
sible way, but when the monthly bills were presented
the same scene was enacted, only it grew worse and
worse.

And this stinginess extended to himself. He
grudged himself, as well as wife and children, cloth-
ing suitable to his means and station, and went about
looking so rusty and shabby that Mrs. Taggard often
felt ashamed of him, inwardly wondering if he could
be the same man who had wooed and won her.

With a heavy sigh Mrs. Taggard took up the roll of
bills upon the table, hoping to find enough to pay
what was already due—she did not look for more.

An exclaimation of astonishment burst from her
lips as she unrolled the paper in which it was folded.
It contained $500 in bills, and a check for $500 more.

With a look of quiet determination in her eyes,
Mrs. Taggard arose to her feet. “The family should
now have some of the comforts to which they were
entitled, if they never did again.”

First, she settled every bill; a heavy weight being
lifted from her heart as she did so; besides getting a
fresh supply of fuel and other comforts. Her next move
was to order new furniture for the sitting-room and
parlor, have the hall re-carpeted and papered, the
broken door-step mended, and the fence and blinds
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repaired and painted. She then took the children out,
and got them new garments from hats to shoes. She
bought herself three new dresses; a neat gingham for
morning wear, a delaine for afternoons, and some-
thing nicer for best. And before going home she took
the children into a toy-shop; delighting the boy with
the skates he had so often asked for, and giving the
girl the chief wish of her heart, a doll and doll’s ward-
robe—not forgetting some blocks for the baby. For,
like a wise, as well as kind, mother, Mrs. Taggard
desired to make their childhood a happy one; some-
thing to look back upon with pleasure through their
whole life. Neither was John forgotten; by the aid of
some old garments, for a pattern, she got him an
entire new suit, together with dressing-gown and slip-
pers.

The day on which Mrs. Taggard expected her
husband’s return was a very busy one; but at last the
carpets were down, the paper hung, and everything
in the best of order.

He was expected on the five o’clock train, and Mrs.
Taggard set the children, attired in their pretty new
dresses, at the window to watch for papa, while she
went below to assist Jane in preparing something
extra for supper. She had just returned when Mr.
Taggard was
seen ap-
proaching the
house.

It looked
so different
from what it
did when he
left, that he
stared at it in

Out of the Wrong Pocket
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amazement, and would have hesitated about enter-
ing, had it not been for the name on the newly bur-
nished door-plate. But he was still more astonished
when he entered.

“Am I in my own house, or somebody else’s?” he
exclaimed, as he looked around the bright and pleas-
ant room.

“It is the new furniture I have been buying,” said
his wife, smiling. “How do you like it?”

“Have you been running me in debt, Mary?”
“Not in the least, John, it was all bought with the

money you so generously left me when you went
away.”

Mr. Taggard clapped his hand into one of his pock-
ets.

“My goodness!” he exclaimed, in an agitated tone
and manner, “I gave it to you out of the wrong pocket!”

Mrs. Taggard did not look at all astonished or
disturbed at this announcement; on the contrary, her
countenance wore a very smiling and tranquil aspect.

“You don’t mean to say that you’ve spent it?” in-
quired Mr. Taggard, desperately.

“Why, what else
should I do with it,
John? You told
me to make the
most of it; and I
rather think I
have.”

“I am a ruined
man!” groaned
Mr. Taggard.

“Not a bit of it,
my dear hus-
band,” said his
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wife, cheerfully; you wouldn’t be ruined if you had
given me twice that amount. Besides, I have saved
enough for our housekeeping expenses, for three
months, at least. I think you had better give me an
allowance for that purpose in future; it will save us
both much annoyance.”

The children, who had been led to consider what
their mother had bought them as “presents from
papa,” now crowded eagerly around him.

Mr. Taggard loved his children, and it would be
difficult for any one having the kind and tender heart
that he really possessed, to turn away from the inno-
cent smiles and caresses that were lavished upon
him.

It was a smiling group that gathered round the
cheerful supper-table. And as Mr. Taggard glanced
from the gleeful children to the smiling face of his
wife, who certainly looked ten years younger, attired
in her new and becoming dress, he came to the con-
clusion that though it might cost something to make
his family comfortable, on the whole, it paid.

We do not mean to say that Mr. Taggard was en-
tirely cured; a passion so strong is not so easily eradi-
cated. But when the old miserly feeling came over
him, and he began to dole out grudgingly the means
with which to make his family comfortable, his wife
would pleasantly say: “You are taking it out of the
wrong pocket, John!” —words which seemed to have
a magical effect upon both heart and purse-strings.

“Let us not deprive ourselves of the comforts of
life,” she would often say, “nor grudge our children
the innocent pleasures natural to youth, for the pur-
pose of laying up for them the wealth that is, too
often, a curse rather than a blessing.”

Out of the Wrong Pocket
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51-“My House” and51-“My House” and51-“My House” and51-“My House” and51-“My House” and
“Our House”“Our House”“Our House”“Our House”“Our House”

These houses are opposite each other in a beau-
tiful suburban town. “My house” is large and hand-
some, with a cupola, and has a rich lawn before it. It
is surrounded by a broad piazza, and graced and
shaded by ancestral elms and huge buttonwood trees.
Its barns and stables are large and well-filled; its or-
chards are gorgeous with fruit, in the season, and
the fields around it seem alive with golden grain that
waves in the wind. Everything about the place tells
of long-continued prosperity. The rich old squire who
lives there rides about with fine horses, and talks a
great deal to his neighbors about “my house, my or-
chards, and my horses.”

His wife is evidently the lady of the region. She
was a model housekeeper and dairywoman in the
days when they worked the farm, and is now an oracle
on many questions. She, too, talks of “my house, my
horses, and my estate.”

These persons each brought property to the other,
and the two interests have, unfortunately, never flowed
together and formed one estate as they should have
done; so there are always two separate interests in
the house.

Of course the property belongs, legally, to both;
but as each has a snug little fund laid away, the ques-
tion is always to be settled, if repairs are to be made,
or horses or furniture bought, who shall pay for it.

It seems but proper to the husband that carpets,
and sofas, etc., shall be bought by his wife; also the
cows, as the lady is at the head of the house. But she



215

says, “You walk on the carpets, sit on the sofas, and
eat the cream and butter just as much as I do, and I
see no reason why you should not, at least, help to
pay for them.”

Such discussions often occur, but, on the whole,
each upholds the interest of the other against outsid-
ers, and gets along without open rupture. They ride
about in better dress than their neighbors, they re-
ceive and return visits, and are called the leading
family in town.

But “my house,” as some have named the great
square mansion, is nobody’s house but its owners’.
No guest who can not return hospitality in equal style
is asked to tarry for a night there. All ministers so-
journing in the place are directed by them, to the
humble parsonage for entertainment. Every weary,
homeless wanderer is pointed to the distant
almshouse; and a neighbor’s horse or cow which has
strayed from its own enclosure, is at once put into
the pound by the squire’s man.

If an appeal is made for any benevolent object the
squire says, “Go to my house and ask my wife to give
you something.” She, in turn, points the applicant to
the field or the orchard, and says, “Go down there
and ask my husband to give you something.” So one
puts it on the other, and nothing is given; and nei-
ther the town nor the world is the better for their
living.

This is the way things are done at “my house.”
Across the street, under the shadow of two wide-

spreading elms, stands a very modest cottage nestled
in vines and flowers, with curtains drawn up to let in
the light of God’s blessed sun, and an ever-open door
with a great chair in full view, holding out its time-
worn arms, as if to invite and welcome in the weary

“My House” and “Our House”
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passer-by. The birds are always remembered here in
their times of scarcity, and so in token of their grati-
tude, they gather in the trees and carol out sweet
and merry songs by way of paying their bills.

God’s peace, as well as his plenty, rests on this
place, and while its owners call it, in their hearts,
“God’s house,” they speak of it to others, always as
“our house.”

Twenty-five years ago a sturdy, brave-hearted
young mechanic bought this one acre of land, and
with his own hands dug and walled a cellar, at times
when he had no work to do for others. When he had
earned an additional hundred or two dollars he
bought lumber and began to build a house. People
asked him what he was going to do with it, and he
replied that if he should live to finish it, he was going
to live in it.

Well, in two years the house was finished, to the
last nail and hook. Then he went away, as it was
thought, for a wife. In a week he returned, bringing
with him some neat household furniture, and three
persons instead of only one.

He did bring a wife—a bright-eyed, merry-hearted
young girl-and also two aged women, “our mothers,”
as he called them.

The first night in the house they dedicated their
humble home— “our house” to God, and in the name
of the Lord they set up their banner, praying that
ever after this His banner over them might be love.

Many a family moves into a new home and asks
God to come in and prosper them, and take up his
abode there; but they do nothing to draw Him thither.
They begin for self, and go on for self; and some-
times God leaves them to themselves.

But the young owners of “our house” —the chil-
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dren of “our mothers” —made their little home His
home and the home of His poor and feeble ones. “Our
mothers” now laid down the weapons of toil over which
they had grown gray, and came out of the vale of
honest poverty into the sunshine of plenty. Their
hearts grew warm in this gift of double love. They
renewed their youth.

In their first days at their children’s home, one of
“our mothers” spoke of “Henry’s new house,” when
he checked her, saying, “Never call this my house
again. I built it for God and for all of you, and I want
it always called ‘our house.’ There is yet one thing I
want done here before I shall feel that I have made
my thank-offering to God for the health and strength
and the work which have enabled me to build and
pay for this house. I promised then that no stranger
or wanderer should ever go hungry or weary from
this door. You have made sure of a neat and sunny
room for our friends. Now I want a bed, a chair, and
a table put in the shed-chamber for such strangers
as we cannot ask into the house. I want also to fill
the little store-closet under the back stairway with
provisions to give the needy. They will then not be
our own; and if at any time we should be short of
money, we will not be tempted to say, ‘I have nothing
to give.’ I want to live for more than self, and I know
you all share the feeling. I want to feel that God is
here, and to live as if we saw him and were all under
his actual guidance and care, and to realize that he
sees and approves our way in life.”

Thus was “our house” opened, and thus was it
kept— a home sanctified to humanity and to God.

The years rolled away, not without changes, but
peace and plenty still reign in the modest home whose
owners are looked up to by all the town’s people—

“My House” and “Our House”
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rich as well as poor—as friends and benefactors; for
all men alike need human sympathy and comfort.

The young carpenter of twenty-five years ago, is
now a prosperous builder in the great city near his
home. He could afford to erect and occupy a house
worth four times what the cottage cost. But he loves
the place, and cannot tear himself from it. He has
added more than one L to it, and he has refurnished
it, and brought into it many articles of taste and
luxury.

When asked why he does not build a house more
in accordance with his means, he replies: —

“No house could be built which would be like ‘our
house.’ I can never forget the night we and our moth-
ers dedicated it to God in prayer and simple trust;
and ever since that night I have felt as if we were
dwelling in the secret of his tabernacle, under the
shadow of the Almighty. We might have a larger and
more fashionable house, but it would bring a weight
of care on its mistress, and steal the time she has
made sacred to others. No other house could have
the memories this one has; no other house be hal-
lowed as this house has been by the prayers of the
holy and the blessings of the poor.”

And so the family still live on and are happy in
“our house.” Still the pastor’s weary wife is relieved
of church company, for, from force of habit all minis-
ters and others on errands of good, draw up their
horses before the well filled stable, and ring, for them-
selves, at this open door. Still the poor are fed from
that store-closet under the back stairway; still the
wanderer—though he be a wanderer in a double
sense—rests his weary head in that shed-chamber.

The squire wonders at the builder, because he lives
in such a modest way compared with his means, and
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says, “If I were he, I’d be ashamed of that cottage
which was all well enough when he was a young jour-
neyman.”

The builder wonders what the squire does with
all that great house, and why, when half a dozen rooms
are empty there, he doesn’t allow himself the plea-
sure of company, and of sheltering strangers and get-
ting the blessing they bring.

The squire’s wife peeps through her fine curtains,
and says, “I wonder that pretty and intelligent woman
hasn’t more taste. She might live like a lady if she
pleased, and dress as I do; but she pokes on just as
she began, and dresses no better than the minister’s
wife, and has a rabble of poor, forlorn creatures whom
I wouldn’t let into my house, nor into my wood-shed,
running after her for food and clothing, and nobody
knows what.”

So you see, “my house” is literally “my house,”
and “our house” is God’s house.

52-A Mountain52-A Mountain52-A Mountain52-A Mountain52-A Mountain
Prayer MeetingPrayer MeetingPrayer MeetingPrayer MeetingPrayer Meeting

Will you go to meeting with me this afternoon,
Mabel? Come; this is your last day here; do go once

A Mountain Prayer Meeting
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before you leave the White Mountains.” “What do you
do in ‘meeting’?” asked the gay, beautiful, “High
Church” New York belle, with just a shade of con-
temptuous inflection in her voice.

“Well, —there will be no sermon; there never is in
the afternoon. The good minister sits in the aisle, in
front of the pulpit, and invites any one he likes to
make a prayer. Any other one, who feels the need of
it, may request that he or she be mentioned person-
ally in the petition; and those who wish it may relate
their experience.”

“How very funny! All the old women ‘speakin’ in
meetin’,’ and scaring themselves dreadfully. I’ll go. I
dare say I shall have a good laugh, if I don’t fall asleep.”

So we walked through the long, hilly street of
Bethlehem, in the pleasant hour before sunset, in
the sweet, warm, hazy air of early autumn. The glory
of the Lord shone round about us; for all the moun-
tains were burnished, splendid, gorgeous, in purple
and crimson and gold. Mabel’s deep gray eyes grew
large and luminous as her artist-soul drank in the
ineffable beauty.

The building was so crowded with the villagers
and many visitors that it was with difficulty we ob-
tained seats, apart from each other. Mabel found a
place next to a young, sweet-faced country woman,
and looked, with her flower-like face and French cos-
tume, like some rare exotic by the side of a humble
mountain daisy.

The minister opened the services with a few fer-
vent, simple words, and then said, “Brother —, will
you lead in prayer?”

A plain old country farmer knelt in the aisle be-
fore us. His prayer—sincere, and, I doubt not, as ac-
ceptable, because sincere, as if it had been offered in
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polished language —made Mabel shake with laugh-
ter.

He rose, and there was utter silence for a mo-
ment. Then a high, sweet woman’s voice, far in front
of us, sang out, clear as a bell:
“Sweet hour of prayer! Sweet hour of prayer!
 That calls me from a world of care,
And bids me at my Father’s throne
Make all my wants and wishes known.”

The congregation joined in; only one verse was
sung, and again the strange, solemn silence fell upon
us.

It was broken by the sudden rising of a lank, awk-
ward boy, who uttered a few words in a frightened
nasal whine.

This time Mabel was convulsed with laughter; but
the sweet singer, who saw in this utterance only the
contrite soul of the speaker, burst forth triumphantly
with:
“Oh, gift of gifts! oh, grace of faith!
My God, how can it be
That thou, who hast discerning love,
Shouldst give that gift to me?”

Only one verse, as before. Then the pure notes,
high above all the other voices, died away, and a
strange-looking woman arose.

“I haven’t any gift of language,” said she, “but I
want to give in my testimony. I’ve always been a wicked
woman; I’ve always gone against my conscience. I’ve
made my folks at home miserable for many along
year; and that’s the reason God poured trouble after
trouble down on me, till I was about to take my own
life, when some one—it must have been one of God’s
angels—went singing through the woods. Shall I ever
forget the words?
“‘With tearful eyes I look around;
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Life seems a dark and stormy sea; —‘”
She stopped, her voice breaking into a hoarse sob,

when the other sweet voice immediately went on:
“Yet, mid the gloom, I hear a sound,
A heavenly whisper, —‘Come to me.’
“Oh, voice of mercy! voice of love!
In conflict, grief, and agony,
Support me, cheer me from above!
And gently whisper—‘Come to me.’”

I looked at Mabel. She was not laughing. A strange,
awed expression rested upon her features; her head
was bowed down as the sweet-faced woman at her
side rose, and, turning to the last speaker, said, in a
low, gentle voice,—

“My sister, we all thank our heavenly Father that
he put his strong arm of protection about you while
it was yet time; and since you have joined with us in
profession of your faith, there has been no one more
earnest in those good works without which faith is
nothing.”

Then reverently kneeling, she prayed that God
would strengthen her dear sister, and give them all
love and charity, one for another, and his peace, which
passeth all understanding.

Out rang the sweet voice:
“Haste thee on, from grace to glory,
Armed by faith, and winged by prayer!
Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee,
God’s own hand shall guide thee there.”

Mabel was now silently crying, and big tears were
blinding my eyes, when a grand old man rose from
his seat. Bent and feeble now, I could see that he had
once been tall and stately, looking as the Puritan fa-
thers must have looked when they first stepped upon
“the stern and rockbound coast” at Plymouth. Fine,
clean-cut features, and eyes still blue and piercing



223

remained, but his voice trembled painfully as he
said,—

“I am ninety-four years old, and most of those I
love have gone to the graveyard before me; I have
lived all these years in Bethlehem, and, boy and man,
have tried to serve the Lord: and I owe my blessed
hope in my Saviour to the teaching and example of
my good and pious mother.” Then, with aged, trem-
bling hands uplifted, he prayed that all the children
present might be brought up in the nurture and ad-
monition of the Lord.

Near us was a handsome, well-dressed man, past
middle age, who had listened with absorbed atten-
tion to all that had been said, and who now seemed
strangely agitated. In a moment he arose, and then
he spoke. I presume that no one here remembers a
poor boy who nearly fifty years ago left this place to
seek his fortune. Fatherless, motherless, with no
claim upon any one here, I wandered away with a
heavy heart to earn my bread Many a time have I
been exhausted, discouraged, almost hopeless; but
my mother had taught me to pray—her dying gift to
me was her own Bible. It has gone round the world
with me, and God has never forsaken me. I have long
been a rich man, and I have come once more to these
grand hills—my childhood’s home—to testify my grati-
tude to my Maker for all his goodness. I never in-
tended to speak as I am now doing; but after what I
have heard and witnessed, I should be most ungrate-
ful if I did not give my testimony and belief in the
abounding love and mercy of God. 0 friends I take
me back! Let me be one with you in this most sweet
and touching service, and when I leave you, pray that
I may never be ungrateful for the earthly blessings he
has heaped upon me, and for the far more priceless
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gift of his Son, Jesus Christ.”
Every one had listened to the stranger in deep

silence. Every heart had thrilled responsive to his
words. It seemed as if the very breath of Heaven had
entered into the little church, cleansing and purify-
ing each soul present, and filling it with inexpress-
ible devotion, when, like a soft, trembling wave, the
pure young voice came floating down the aisles, and
we heard the solemn acknowledgment:
“A charge to keep I have,
A God to glorify ;
A precious, blood-bought soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.”

She sang alone; a feeling too deep for utterance
had prevented the rest from joining in, and many
heads were bent in silent prayer and thanksgiving.

But oh 1 what did I see? Pale as death, her eyes
dilated, her whole frame quivering like an aspen,
Mabel arose and essayed to speak. The muscles of
her mouth refused to obey her will, but with a pain-
ful effort she faltered in low, broken tones, “Pray for
me,” and sank down upon her knees.

It was the voice of God that spoke in those three
little words, “Pray for me,”
uttered so low, yet distinctly
heard in every part of the
church. Joyful tears were
streaming down many
women’s faces, as for the
first time the singer’s voice
trembled, broke, and at last
sobbed through the humble
entreaty:
“Just as I am-without
one plea,
But that thy blood was
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shed for me,
And that thou bid’st me come to thee,
0 Lamb of God, I come.”

As she finished, a young minister who was living
in the same house with us, and whose life had been
nearly sacrificed in missionary labors, bowed in
prayer. The radiance of Heaven was upon his face,
and God spoke through aim to the awakened soul of
Mabel in a way I had never heard before. The words
poured out in an inspired flood, carrying her soul
resistless upon its mighty waves to repentance, faith,
prayer, praise, love, joy, peace, and at last heaven!

With a solemn benediction the services were
ended; and when we had come out, it seemed as if
the very heavens were rejoicing over the tidings which
had gone up of the soul that day redeemed. All that
was gorgeous and beautiful in color had taken pos-
session of the sky. The clouds, like great gold and
crimson banners, were moving high over our heads,
furling and unfurling, as if carried by exultant an-
gels, marching and singing their triumphant
allelujahs.

And Mabel, still white as an Easter lily, but with
her deep gray eyes full of a new happiness, a stead-
fast resolution to live henceforth for Christ, walked
by my side, watching the great glory of the heavens,
with her arm lovingly entwined in mine. We did not
speak; we had no need, for our thoughts were in per-
fect accord. I had witnessed the wonderful mystery
of her instantaneous “change of heart;” I knew it was
well with her.

Beautiful, gay, fashionable, the pet of society, I knew
her also to be a staunch upholder of all that was
noble, good, and pure, and I felt a thorough convic-
tion that she had indeed given herself up body and
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soul to Him who had chosen to send his Holy Spirit
into her heart, as she was going out of the little vil-
lage which bore the blessed name of Bethlehem.

53-53-53-53-53-Only a HuskOnly a HuskOnly a HuskOnly a HuskOnly a Husk
Tom Darcy, yet a young man, had grown to be a

very hard one. Although naturally kind hearted, ac-
tive, and intelligent, he lacked strength of will to re-
sist temptation, and had therefore fallen a victim to
intemperance. He had lost his place as foreman of
the great machine-shop, and what money he now
earned came from odd jobs of tinkering which he
was able to do here and there at private houses; for
Tom was a genius as well as a mechanic, and when
his head was steady enough, he could mend a clock
or clean a watch as well as he could set up and regu-
late a steam-engine, better than any other man ever
employed by the Scott Falls Manufacturing Company.

One day Tom was hired to mend a broken mow-
ing machine and reaper, for which he received five
dollars; and on the following morning he started for
his old haunt, the village tavern. He knew that his
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wife sadly needed the money, and that his two little
children were absolutely suffering for want of cloth-
ing, and that morning he held a debate with the bet-
ter part of himself, but the better part had become
weak, and the demon of appetite carried the day.

So away to the tavern Tom went, where, for two
or three hours, he felt the exhilarating effects of the
alcoholic draught, and fancied himself happy, as he
could sing and laugh; but, as usual, stupefaction fol-
lowed, and the man died out. He drank while he could
stand, and then lay down in a corner, where his com-
panions left him.

It was almost midnight, when the landlord’s wife
came to the barroom to see what kept her husband
up, and she quickly saw Tom.

“Peter,” said she, not in a pleasant mood, “why
don’t you send that miserable Tom Darcy home? He’s
been hanging around here long enough.”

Tom’s stupefaction was not sound sleep. The dead
coma had left his brain, and the calling of his name
stung his senses to keen attention. He had an insane
love of rum, but he did not love the landlord. In other
years, Peter Tindar and he had wooed the same
maiden, Ellen Goss, —and he had won her, leaving
Peter to take up with the sharp-tempered damsel who
had brought him the tavern, and Tom knew that lately
the tapster had gloated over the misery of the woman
who had once discarded him.

“Why don’t you send him home? demanded Mrs.
Tindar, with an impatient stamp of her foot.

“Hush, Betsey, he’s got money. Let him be, and
he’ll be sure to spend it before he goes home. I’ll
have the kernel of that nut, and his wife may have
the husk.”

Betsey turned away, and shortly afterward Tom

Only a Husk
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Darcy lifted himself up on his elbow.
“Ah, Tom, are you awake?”
“Yes.”
“Then rouse up and have a warm glass.” Tom got

upon his feet and steadied himself. “No; I won’t drink
any more to-night.”

“It won’t hurt you, Tom—just one glass.”
“I know it won’t!, said Tom, buttoning up his coat

by the solitary button left. “I know it won’t!”
And with this he went out into the chill air of

midnight. When he got away from the shadow of the
tavern, he stopped and looked up at the stars, and
then he looked down upon the earth.

“Aye,” he muttered, grinding his heel in the gravel,
“Peter Tindar is taking the kernel, and leaving poor
Ellen the worthless husk, —a husk more than worth-
less! and I am helping him do it. I am robbing my
wife of joy, robbing my dear children of honor and
comfort, and robbing myself of love and life—just
that Peter Tindar may have the kernel, and Ellen the
husk We’ll see!”

It was a revelation to the man. The tavern-keeper’s
speech, not meant for his ears, had come on his
senses as fell the voice of the Risen One upon Saul of
Tarsus.

“We’ll see!” he said, setting his foot firmly upon
the ground ; and then he wended his way homeward.

On the following morning he said to his wife,
“Ellen, have you any coffee in the house?”

“Yes, Tom.” She did not tell him that her sister
had given it to her. She was glad to hear him ask for
coffee, instead of the old, old cider.

“I wish you would make me a cup, good and
strong.”

There was really music in Tom’s voice, and the
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wife set about her work with a strange flutter at her
heart.

Tom drank two cups of the strong fragrant coffee,
and then went out, with a resolute step, and walked
straight to the great manufactory, where he found
Mr. Scott in his office.

“Mr. Scott, I want to learn my trade over again.”
“Eh, Tom, what do you mean?”
“I mean that it’s Tom Darcy come back to the old

place, asking forgiveness for the past, and hoping to
do better in the future.”

“Tom,” cried the manufacturer, starting forward
and grasping his hand, “are you in earnest? Is it re-
ally the old Tom?”

“It’s what’s left of him, sir, and we’ll have him whole
and strong very soon, if you’ll only set him at work.”

“Work! Aye, Tom, and bless you, too. There is an
engine to be set up and tested today. Come with me.”

Tom’s hands were weak and unsteady, but his
brain was clear, and under his skilful supervision
the engine was set up and tested; but it was not per-
fect. There were mistakes which he had to correct,
and it was late in the evening when the work was
complete.

“How is it now, Tom?” asked Mr. Scott, as he came
into the testing-house and found the workmen ready
to depart.

“She’s all right, sir. You may give your warrant
without fear.”

“God bless you, Tom! You don’t know how like
music the old voice sounds. Will you take your old
place again?”

“Wait till Monday morning, sir. If you will offer it
to me then, I will take it.”

At the little cottage, Ellen Darcy’s fluttering heart

Only a Husk



230 Storytime Treasury

was sinking. That morning, after Tom had gone, she
found a dollar bill in the coffee-cup. She knew that
he left it for her. She had been out and bought tea
and sugar, and flour and butter, and a bit of tender
steak; and all day long a ray of light had been danc-
ing and glimmering before her, —a ray from the
blessed light of other days. With prayer and hope she
had set out the tea-table, and waited; but the sun
went down and no Tom came. Eight o’clock—and
almost nine.

Hark! The old step! quick, strong, eager for home.
Yes, it was Tom, with the old grime upon his

hands, and the odor of oil upon his garments.
“I have kept you waiting, Nellie.”
“Tom!”
“I did not mean to, but the work hung on.”
“Tom! Tom! You have been to the old shop!”
“Yes, and I’m bound to have the old place, and—”
“Oh, Tom!”
And she threw her arms around his neck, and

pressed a kiss upon his lips.
“Nellie, darling, wait a little, and you shall have

the old Tom back again.”
“Oh, I have him now! God bless you, my husband!”

It was a banquet, that supper—with the bright an-
gels of peace, and love, and joy, spreading their wings
over the board.

On the following Monday morning, Tom resumed
his place at the head of the great machine-shop, and
those who thoroughly knew him had no fear of his
going back into the slough of joylessness.

A few days later, Tom met Peter Tindar on the
street.

“Eh, Tom, old boy, what’s up?”
“I am up, right side up.”
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“Yes, I see; but I hope you haven’t forsaken us,
Tom.”

“I have forsaken only the evil you have in store,
Peter. The fact is, I concluded that my wife and little
ones had fed on husks long enough, and if there was
a good kernel left in my heart, or in my manhood,
they should have it.”

“Ah, you heard what I said to my wife that night.”
“Yes, Peter; and I shall be grateful to you for it as

long as I live. My remembrance of you will always be
relieved by that tinge of warmth and brightness.”

SONG OF THE RYE
I was made to be eaten,
And not to be drank;
To be thrashed in a barn,
Not soaked in a tank.
I come as a blessing
When put through a mill,
As a blight and a curse
When run through a still.

Make me up into loaves,
And the children are fed;
But if into drink,
I’ll starve them instead.
In tread I’m a servant,
The eater shall rule;
In drink I am master,
The drinker a fool.

54-Ruined at Home54-Ruined at Home54-Ruined at Home54-Ruined at Home54-Ruined at Home
“It is at home that the ruin of a soul begins.”
“At home!” We hear the response in tones of pained

surprise or indignant denial from many voices. “It is
a hard saying and cruel.”

Only a Husk
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“It may hurt like a blow many sad hearts; but if it
be true—what then?”

“It is not true! I can point to you a dozen cases
within my own range of observation to disprove the
assertion—to young men who have gone astray in
spite of the careful training and good example of reli-
gious homes—in spite of all the best of mothers and
the wisest of fathers could do.”

Yes, we hear such things said every day; but feel
certain there is an error somewhere, a defect in your
observation. Were you in the homes of these young
men from the beginning? Did you observe the per-
sonal bearing of their parents toward them--know
their walk and conversation? If nay, then you are not
competent, with your instances, to disprove our as-
sertion.

A small error at the beginning of a series of calcu-
lations in applied mechanics may lead to a great di-
saster; the slightest variation from a right line at the
beginning will throw a projectile hundreds of yards
away from its object.

It is in the little things at home, the almost unno-
ticed departures from order and good government,
the neglects arising from parental self-indulgence, the
weakness of love that fails to nip a fault in the bud;
and many other things that might be instanced, which
turn the young feet into ways of life that, as the years
go by, lead farther and farther from safety and happi-
ness.

The Bible, experience, and reason all declare that
the future of a child depends upon his early training.
If this is bad, the chances are nearly all against him.

“But,” we hear it said, “children raised under the
worst influences often make good and useful men.”

The cases are exceptional, and stand out in strong
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contrast to the general rule. And so we go back to
what was declared in the beginning, that the ruin of
a soul begins at home. How many instances crowd
upon the memory! Let us take a few at this time for
their lesson and their warning.

Not long ago, in one of our principal cities, an
almost broken-hearted mother parted from her son
in the courthouse, and was taken fainting to her home,
while he was thrust into a van and conveyed to prison.
His crime was stealing. Society held up its hands in
pity and amazement, for the young man’s father and
mother were highly respectable people, and good
church members, as the saying is. The father’s busi-
ness reputation stood high. People said of him: “His
word is as good as his bond.” And yet his son was a
condemned thief. He had stolen from his employer.

Did the ruin in this case begin at home? —Yes! It
was at home the son learned to be dishonest, and he
learned it from his mother! Let us rehearse a few of
the lessons, in precept and example, that were given
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to the boy.
We begin when he was just five years of age. The

boy, Karl, was standing near his mother, Mrs. Omdorff,
one day, when he heard her say to his aunt: “Barker
has cheated himself. Here are four yards of ribbon,
instead of three. I asked for three yards, and paid for
only three; but this measures full four yards.”

The boy listened and waited for what was to come
next. He loved his mother, and trusted in her.

“What are you going to do about it?” inquired the
aunt.

“Keep it, of course,” answered Mrs. Omdorff;
“Barker will never be the wiser. He makes enough out
of us, dear knows.” And she rolled the ribbon about
her fingers.

Karl was a little surprised. It did not seem like
his mother, nor in accordance with what she had of-
ten said him about truth and honesty, but he had
faith in her, and was sure that she could do nothing
wrong. His Aunt Ruth, of whom he was very fond,
and who had great influence over him, was a weak
woman in some respect: and much more inclined to
take the current of other’s opinions than to give her-
self the trouble of opposition. Her innate sense of
honor was a little disturbed at her sister’s views of
the case; but she failed to say the right words which
were in her thoughts, and which, if spoken, might
have helped the boy to see what was just and right.

A day or two afterward, Karl heard his mother
say: “I saved a car ticket this morning.”

“How?” enquired his sister.
“The conductor forgot to ask for it.”
“Why didn’t you give it to him, mamma?” asked

Karl;
“It was his business to look after his passengers,”
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replied Mrs. Omdorff, who felt rather uncomfortable
at this question from her little boy. “It will teach him
a lesson.”

Karl thought a moment, and then said: “But he
won’t know anything about it.”

“Oh, you’re too sharp!” exclaimed his mother, with
a laugh. “I wasn’t talking to you, anyhow.”

“Little pitchers have big ears,” said Aunt Ruth,
echoing her sister’s laugh.

And so the matter was pushed aside, neither
mother nor aunt imagining that the bright and beau-
tiful boy they both loved so tenderly had received a
lesson in dishonesty not soon to be forgotten.

“I do believe,” said Mrs. Omdorff, not long after-
ward, as she sat counting over, some money, “that
Poole has given me the wrong change.”

Karl was in the room and heard her remark.
“Let me see,” she added, going over the money

again. “Two and a half, three, four and three-quar-
ters. It’s a fact; I gave him a ten-dollar bill, and here
are four and three-quarters change.”

“What did the goods amount to?” asked her sis-
ter.

“There were eleven yards of muslin at eighteen;
that’s a dollar and ninety-eight cents. Two yards of
silk at a dollar and a half, and an eighth of a yard of
velvet one dollar—making just five dollars and ninety-
eight cents. If it had come to six dollars, my right
change would have been four; but he has given me
four and three-quarters.”

Then, in a tone of satisfaction, she added: “I’m
that much richer, you see, Ruth.”

Her sister smiled, but did not utter the disap-
proval that was in her heart. Karl listened and took
all in. A little while afterward Mrs. Omdorff got up
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and rang the bell, saying, as she did so, with a short
gurgling laugh, that seemed ashamed of itself: “I guess
we’ll have a little ice-cream—at Poole’s expense.”

Aunt Ruth shook her finger, and said feebly: “Oh,
that’s too bad!” But Karl was not able to see whether
she approved or disapproved. The ice-cream was sent
for, and enjoyed by the child. While the sweet taste
was yet on his tongue, he heard his mother say: “I’m
very much obliged to Poole for his treat—it’s deli-
cious.”

Is it strange that the boy’s perception of right and
wrong should be obscured? or that, in a day or two
afterward, he should come in from the street with an
orange in his hand, and, on being questioned about
it, reply: “A woman let it drop from her basket, and I
picked it up. She didn’t see it drop, mamma.”

“But why didn’t you call after her?” asked Aunt
Ruth.

“Cause I didn’t want to,” answered the child. “She
dropped it. I didn’t knock it off.”

Mrs. Omdorff was not satisfied with the conduct
of her child; and yet she was amused at what she
called his cuteness, and laughed instead of reprov-
ing him for an act that was in spirit a theft.

So the child’s education for crime was begun—
his ruin initiated the low moral sense of his mother
was perpetually showing itself in some disregard for
others’ rights. A mistake made in her favor was never
voluntarily corrected, and her pleasure at any gain of
this kind was rarely concealed. “He cheated himself,”
was a favorite saying, heard by Karl almost every
week; and as he grew older he understood its mean-
ing more clearly.

Mr. Omdorff was a man of higher integrity than
his wife and just in dealing to the smallest fraction.
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“Foolish about little things—more nice than wise,” as
she often said, when he disapproved of her way of
doing things, as was sometimes the case. Mrs.
Omdorff had learned to be guarded in her speech
when he was at home; and so he remained in igno-
rance of the fatal perversions going on in the mind of
his child.

As the boy grew up his father’s supervision be-
came more direct. He was careful about his associ-
ates, and never permitted him to be away from home
without knowing where and with whom he was. He
knew but too well the danger of evil association; and
guarded his boy with jealous solicitude.

Alas! he dreamed not of the evil influences at
home; never imagined that the mother was destroy-
ing in her son that nice sense of honor without which
no one is safe; nor that she had taught him to disre-
gard the rights of others, to take mean advantages,
and to appropriate what did not belong to him when-
ever it could be done with absolute certainty of con-
cealment.

We do not mean to say that such were the direct
and purposed teachings of his mother. She would
have been horror stricken at the mere suggestion.
But she had so taught him by example. In heart she
was not honest; and in many of her transactions she
was as much a thief as if she had robbed a till. Re-
taining what belongs to another, simply because it
has come into our hands by mistake, is as much a
theft in its spirit as purposed stealing; and the fine
lady who keeps the change to which she is not en-
titled, or the yard of ribbon measured to her in error,
is just as criminal, as the sneak-thief who gets into
her hall through a neglected door and steals her
husband’s overcoat. The real quality of an act lies in
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the intent.
Is it any wonder that amid such home influences

the boy did not show, as he advanced toward matu-
rity, a high sense of honor? That he should be mean
and selfish and dishonest in little things? “As the
twig is bent the tree is inclined.” Evil seed will pro-
duce evil fruit.

Society punished and execrated the unhappy young
man, and pitied his wretched mother, little dreaming
that by her hand his prison doors had been opened.

Another instance of the baneful influence that may
exist at home is to be found in the ruin of a young
man who recently died in one of the lowest and vilest
haunts of the city. He had been well educated, and
grew to manhood with a fine sense of honor. His
mother was a woman of rare culture, and beloved by
every one in the circle where she moved. All the moral
sentiments of her son had been carefully fostered and
developed, and when he reached manhood no one
showed a fairer promise.

But it was not long before a shadow fell across his
life. He had learned one thing at home that was des-
tined to work his ruin—he had learned to love the
taste of wine.

His father belonged to a class of men who consid-
ered wine drinking a mark of good breeding. He knew
all about wines, and had a weak vanity in being
thought a connoisseur. If he had a friend to dinner,
he would bring out two or three kinds, and discuss
them through half the meal. He called the men who
were ranging themselves against the terrible evil of
intemperance, and seeking to stay its baleful course,
“poor fanatics.” He talked of pure wines and liquors
as harmless, and gave them to his son at suitable
times and occasions, moderately; only guarding him
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by warnings against excess.
But these warnings went for nothing as appetite

increased. At twelve years of age the boy was content
with a single glass of light wine at his dinner; at eigh-
teen he wanted two glasses, and at twenty-one three.
By this time he had acquired convivial habits, and
often drank freely with other young men of his age.
His mother was the first to take the alarm; but his
father was slow to believe that his son was in danger.
The sad truth broke upon him at last in a painful
humiliation. At a large party in his own house the
young man became so badly intoxicated that he had
to be removed from the company.

From that unhappy period wine was banished
from the father’s table. But it was too late! The work
of ruin had progressed too far. At twenty-seven the
wretched young man died, as we have said, in one of
the lowest and vilest dens of the city.

We could give many instances like this. Here, at
home, is the chief source of that wide-spread ruin by
intemperance, that is every year robbing society of
thousands of young men, who, by education, culture,
and social standing are fitted for useful and honor-
able positions. They are ruined at home. Not in one
case in ten does a young man acquire the taste for
drink in a saloon or tavern, but at home—if not in
his own home, in that of some friend.

We fear that the drinking saloons men set up in
their drawing rooms, and to which they invite the
young and old of both sexes, do more to deprave the
taste and lead to intemperance than all the licensed
taverns in the land. It is here that the appetite is
formed and fostered-here that the apprenticeship to
drunkenness is served. Year by year the sons of our
wealthiest and most intelligent and influential citi-

Ruined at Home
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zens are tempted and led astray by the drinking cus-
toms of society—ruined at home. How few of the sons
of successful men rise to the level their fathers have
gained. How many, alas! sink so far below this level
that the eyes ache to look down upon them!

GOOD-BYE—GOD BLESS YOU!
I love the words—perhaps because
When I was leaving mother,
Standing at last in solemn pause,
We looked at one another;
And I—I saw in mother’s eyes
The love she could not tell me,
A love eternal as the skies,
Whatever fate befell me.

She put her arms about my neck,
And soothed the pain of leaving,
And though her heart was like to break,
She spoke no word of grieving;
She let no tear bedim her eye,
For fear that might distress me;
But, kissing me, she said good-bye,
And asked our God to bless me.
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55-How it was55-How it was55-How it was55-How it was55-How it was
Blotted OutBlotted OutBlotted OutBlotted OutBlotted Out

For many years I had been a follower of strange
gods, and a lover of this world and its vanities. I was
self-righteous, and thought I had religion of my own
which was better than that of the Bible. I did not
know God, and did not serve him. Prayer was forgot-
ten, public worship neglected; and worldly morality
was the tree which brought forth its own deceptive
fruit.

But when I shared parental responsibility, and our
boy was growing up, our love for him made us anx-
ious about his welfare and future career. His ques-
tions often puzzled me, and the sweet and earnest
manner in which he inquired of his poor sinful fa-
ther to know more about his Heavenly Father, and
that “happy land, far, far away,” of which his nurse
had taught him, proved to me that God had given me
a great blessing in the child.

A greater distrust of myself, and a greater sense
of my inability to assure my boy of the truth con-
tained in the simple little prayers that I had learned
from my mother in childhood gradually caused me
to reflect. Still, I never went to church; had not even

How it was Blotted Out
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a Bible in the house. What was I to teach my boy, —
Christ and him crucified, or the doctrines I had tried
to believe?

One of his little friends died, then another, then
his uncle. All these deaths made an impression on
thy, boy. He rebelled against it; wanted to know “why
God had done it?” It was hard that God should take
away his friends; he wished He would not do it. I, of
course, had to explain the best I could. One evening
he was lying on the bed partly undressed; my wife
and I were seated by the fire. She had been telling
me that Willie had not been a good boy that day, and
I had reproved him for it. All was quiet, when sud-
denly he broke out in a loud crying and sobbing,
which surprised us. I went to him, and asked him
what was the matter.

“I don’t want it there, father; I don’t want it there,”
said the child.

“What, my child, what is it?”
“Why, father, I don’t want the angels to write down

in God’s book all the bad things I have done to-day. I
don’t want it there; I wish it could be wiped out;” and
his distress increased. What could I do? I did not
believe, but yet I had been taught the way. I had to
console him, so I said,—

“Well, you need not cry; you can have it all wiped
out in a minute if you want.”

“How, father, how?”
“Why, get down on your knees, and ask God, for

Christ’s sake, to wipe it out, and he will do it.”
I did not have to speak twice. He jumped out of

bed, I, saying, “Father, won’t you come and help me?”
Now came the trial. The boy’s distress was so

great, and he pleaded so earnestly, that the man who
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had never once bowed before God in spirit and in
truth, got down on his knees beside that little child,
and asked God to wipe away his sins; and perhaps,
though my lips did not speak it, my heart included
my own sins too. We then rose, and he lay down in
his bed again. In a few moments more he said, —

“Father, are you sure it is all wiped out?”
Oh, how the acknowledgment grated upon my

unbelieving heart, as the words came to my mouth,
— “Why, yes, my son; the Bible says that if from your
heart you ask God for Christ’s sake to do it, and if
you are really sorry for what you have done, it shall
be all blotted out.”

A smile of pleasure passed over his face, as he
quietly asked,—

“What did the angel blot it out with? With a
sponge?” Again was my whole soul stirred within me,
as I answered,

“No, but with the precious blood of Christ. The
blood of Christ cleanseth from all sin.”

The fountains had at last burst forth. They could
not be checked, and my cold heart was melted within
me. I felt like a poor guilty sinner, and, turning away,
said,—

My dear wife, we must first find God, if we want
to show him to our children. We cannot show them
the way, unless we know it ourselves.”

And in the silent hour of the night I bowed beside
that dear boy, and prayed, Lord, I believe, help thou
mine unbelief”! My wife, too, united with me, and we
prayed jointly for ourselves and our child. And God
heard our prayers, and received us, as he always does
those who seek him with the whole heart.

How it was Blotted Out
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THE WAY TO OVERCOME
When first from slumber waking,
No matter what the hour,
If you will say, “Dear Jesus,
Come, fill me with Thy power,”
You’ll find that every trouble
And every care and sin
Will vanish, surely, fully,
Because Christ enters in.

It may be late in morning,
Or in the dark before,
When first you hear his knocking;
But open wide the door,
And say to him, “Dear Jesus,
Come in and take the throne,
Lest Satan with his angels
Should claim it for his own.”

For we are weak and sinful,
“Led captive at his will.”
But thou canst “bind the strong man,”
Our heart with sweetness fill.
So would we have “thy presence”
From our first waking hour;
All through the swift day’s moments,
Dwell thou with us in power.
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56-Never Indorse56-Never Indorse56-Never Indorse56-Never Indorse56-Never Indorse
“He that is surety for a stranger shall smart for it:” Prov-

erbs 11:15

I shall not soon forget the family of Israel Day,
who lived neighbor to my father when I was a boy.
Mr. Day was working out as a laborer, and as he had
a large family dependent upon his earnings for sup-
port, and sometimes it was difficult in our neighbor-
hood to find employment, the family was poor, and
the strictest economy had to be practiced to furnish
the bare necessities of life.

I often wondered how it happened that such a
man as Mr. Day should be so poor. He had no intem-
perate or extravagant habits, and was a man of more
than common education, and there was an air of in-
telligence and refinement about the entire family that
commanded the respect of their neighbors. Mr. Day
was industrious, but always seemed to me a man
who had no ambition in life, and who expected and
desired no more than a mere subsistence for his fam-
ily. No one in the neighborhood knew anything of his
history. The family had come from another State a
few years previous, and while polite and friendly, they
were very uncommunicative as to their former life,
and there was something about them that forbade
inquisitiveness.

I was at this time sixteen years old, and on very
intimate terms with Mr. Day’s family. At the time of
my story he was helping my father on the farm for a
few days and boarding with us. One day when we
came in from our forenoon work, we found ‘Squire
Black was to take dinner with us, and as he was
reputed to be the wealthiest man in the township, we
felt quite honored. He was a very genial man and an
excellent talker, and had an adroit way of flattering

Never Indorse



246 Storytime Treasury

and making every one feel easy in his company.
On this occasion he made himself very agreeable;

he praised the neat appearance of the farm and build-
ings, complimented mother on her good cooking,
called me a fine, manly fellow, gave some small change
to the children, and by the time dinner was over had
gained the good will of the entire family.

After dinner Mr. Black asked to see the stock and
examine the arrangement of the barn and outbuild-
ings, and as father took pride in having good, well-
fed stock and one of the most conveniently arranged
barns in the county, he was glad to show him around,
and was much pleased with the hearty commenda-
tion which Mr. Black bestowed upon them.

He finally made known the object of his visit; he
had found a piece of very desirable property for sale,
low, so that there was no question that within less
than a year he could clear several thousand dollars
on it, but he must pay all cash down and he lacked
two thousand dollars of having enough money to pay
for it. He wished father to become security for him
for one year, as he had found a party who was willing
to lend him the amount if his signature could be had
to the note.

He did not give father time to think or scarcely to
answer his questions, but took out his pocketbook
and handed him a paper, supposing it to be the note
which he had drawn up, and signed by himself, all
ready for father’s signature. I verily believe that if the
paper had been what ‘Squire Black thought it to be,
father could not have refused to sign it; but it so
happened that he had made a mistake and left the
note at home and had substituted for it another pa-
per.

A shade of vexation passed over the ‘Squire’s face
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when he discovered the mistake, but he at once re-
covered his good humor and said, “Never mind; I will
call again this evening,” and hastily mounted his
horse and rode away.

Father looked troubled, and turning to me, said,
“I do not like to indorse for any one, but ‘Squire Black
will be insulted if I refuse, and as he is rich I suppose
there can be no risk about it. It is only complying
with a legal form, and I suppose I shall be obliged to
do it; but I wish he had not asked me to do so.”

Before I could reply, the barn door opened and
Mr. Day came out; he was pale and deeply agitated,
and when he spoke I should not have recognized his
voice. Calling my father by name, he said, “I believe
that you are in danger, and if you will listen to me I
will give you a chapter from my own history that I
had never intended should be known to any in this
neighborhood.”

Father motioned for me to leave, thinking that
Mr. Day wished to speak to him alone. He noticed it,
however, and said, “No, let him stay, for one cannot
learn too soon the lesson that my experience teaches.
I would be willing that it should be published to the
world if thereby some could be saved from my bitter
experience. I overheard, as you know, what ‘Squire
Black said to you. Listen to my story and then decide
as to whether you will put your name on his note.

“Fifteen years ago, when I was married, I was not
the poor man that you now know me to be. My father
gave me as my share of his property two thousand
dollars, which I had increased to three, and my wife
received as her wedding portion one thousand dol-
lars. We were both strong and willing to work, and
ambitious to succeed in the world, and we bought a
good farm, running in debt a few hundred dollars.

Never Indorse



248 Storytime Treasury

For several years we were greatly prospered. We had
good health, and the seasons were favorable, so that
we grew heavy crops and obtained fair prices for them.

“At the end of five years we had paid off our debt
and had nearly one thousand dollars in the bank,
and we felt that it would be safe to build a new house,
although we expected to put more than the amount
of money on hand into it.

“In the meantime there had come into the neighbor-
hood one of the most companionable men I ever met.
He was familiarly known as Capt. Cole. He had been
a lawyer, but had been appointed by the General
Government to a lucrative office which he held for
some years, and had the reputation of being very
wealthy. He lived in good style, and was a general
favorite in all the community.

“When my house was finished I found myself in
debt seven hundred dollars, and as I had given the
contract to a carpenter, he to furnish everything, he
needed all his money.

I went to the bank to borrow the amount until I
could find some one who would let me have it for one
or two years, and not being accustomed to borrow
money, it did not occur to me that an indorser would
be necessary, until the cashier of the bank informed
me that it was their invariable custom to require se-
curity. Capt. Cole, who happened to be in at the time,
overheard the conversation and came forward with a
pleasant ‘ Good morning,’ saying, ‘ I shall be only too
happy to indorse for my friend, Mr. Day.’ I felt both
grateful and flattered, and when a few months later I
happened to be in the bank when he wanted an in-
dorser, I was glad to return the favor.

“We had two years of prosperity, and I paid the
debt on my house. I now determined to build a fine
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barn, and as I had always paid my debts easily and
could not well get along with my old barn until I had
saved the money to build the new one, I determined
to borrow one thousand dollars, and happening to
meet Capt. Cole, I asked him if he knew where I could
get that amount for three years. He told me he did,
and offered to become my security. The money was
borrowed and my barn begun.

“A few weeks later Capt. Cole called to see me.
Like ‘Squire Black to-day, he seemed delighted with
everything he saw. His flattery put me in the best
possible humor, and when he asked me to indorse a
note of $ 5,000 for sixty days, and assured me that
he could meet it (or even twice as much) promptly, to
the day, I consented against my better judgment, and
affixed my signature to the note. That act ruined me.
Before the sixty days expired I learned that he was
bankrupt. My farm was sold at a sacrifice, under the
hammer, and when I paid the thousand dollars which
I had borrowed to build the barn with, I was left pen-
niless.

“With my history in your possession, do you won-
der that I was alarmed to-day when I saw you about
to fall into the same trap? I tell you I have a right to
feel deeply on this subject. Would that I could make
my voice heard by every young man in the land. I
would say to him, shun as you would a serpent this
evil which has brought ruin to so many families. I
realize fully what it means to put my name on an-
other man’s paper, and it is just this—that I assume
all the risks of his business, without any voice in its
management or any possible chance of profit if he is
successful; but with a fearful certainty that if from
any cause he makes a failure, my earnings must make
it good, even though it reduces my family to beggary.

Never Indorse
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Since my own misfortune I have made this a matter
of study, and I find that a very large per cent of the
business failures, of the country (and nearly all
among farmers) are due to this practice.”

The remainder of my story is soon told. My father
was deeply impressed by Mr. Day’s story, and before
night I was dispatched to ‘Squire Black’s with a note
from father stating that after carefully considering
the matter he had decided not to sign the note. In
less than a year after this ‘Squire Black was declared
a bankrupt, and in the final settlement of his busi-
ness it did not pay ten cents on the dollar.

Father felt that he owed a debt of gratitude to Mr.
Day, and he presented him with a good team and
helped him to rent a farm. This encouraged him, and
he worked so industriously and managed so prudently
that in a few years he was able to buy a small farm
and has since been able to support his family com-
fortably.

Many years have passed since these events oc-
curred, and I am now past middle life, but I have
never ceased to be thankful for the lesson taught me
by Mr. Day, and in fulfilling his wish I would repeat
the lesson which the story teaches—never indorse.
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WATCH YOUR WORDS
Keep a watch on your words, my darling,
For words are wonderful things;
They are sweet like the bee’s fresh honey-—
Like the bees, they have terrible stings;
They can bless, like the warm, glad sunshine,
And brighten a lonely life;
They can cut in the strife of anger,
Like an open two-edged knife.

Let them pass through your lips unchallenged,
If their errand is true and kind—
If they come to support the weary,
To comfort and help the blind;
If a bitter, revengeful spirit
Prompt the words, let them be unsaid;
They may flash through a brain like lightning,
Or fall on a heart like lead.

Keep them back, if they are cold and cruel,
Under bar and lock and seal;
The wounds they make, my darling,
Are always slow to heal.
May peace guard your life, and ever,
From the time of your early youth,
May the words that you daily utter
Be the words of beautiful truth.

Never Indorse
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57-A Life L57-A Life L57-A Life L57-A Life L57-A Life Lessonessonessonessonesson
Albert Moore, at the age of twenty-five, took Alice

Warren for his wife. He had been in the army—fought
through from Bull’s Bluff to Richmond—had come
out with a captain’s commission. He had come from
the army with but little money; but he had a good
trade, a stout pair of hands, and had borrowed no
trouble for the future.

Alice had saved up a few hundred dollars from
her wages as a teacher, and when the twain had be-
come husband and wife they found, upon a careful
inventory, that they had enough to furnish a small
house comfortably, Albert proposed that they should
hire a tenement in the city; but Alice thought they
had better secure a pretty cottage in the suburbs—a
cottage which they might, perhaps, in time, make
their own.

Albert had no disposition to argue the question,
so the cottage was found and secured. It was a pleas-
ant, rural location, and so connected with the city by
rail, that Albert found no difficulty in going to and
from his workshop.

During her five years’ experience in school-teach-
ing Alice had learned many things, and having been
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an orphan from an early age, she had made the prob-
lems of real life one of her chief studies; and what
she had learned in this latter department served her
well in her new station. After marriage she found
Albert to be just the man she had known him to be
in other years. He was kind to a fault; free-hearted
and generous; ready always to answer the call of
friendship; and prone to pluck the flowers that bloom
to-day, regardless of what may be nurtured to bloom
tomorrow.

They had been married but a few months when
Alice found he was cutting his garments according to
his daily supply of cloth. Not a shred was he likely to
save up from the cuttings for an extra garment for a
rainy day to come.

“Albert,” she said to him one evening, “do you know
we ought to be laying up a little something?”

Albert looked up from his paper and waited for
his wife to explain.

“I think I heard you tell Mr. Greenough that you
had no money—that you had paid out your last dol-
lar this very afternoon?”

“Exactly, my dear; but you know to-morrow is pay-
day.”

“And you have spent your last month’s earnings?”
“Yes.”
A brief silence ensued, which Albert broke.
“Come, Alice, you’ve got something on your mind.

Out with it—I’ll listen.”
And then Alice, in a smiling, pleasant way, went

on to tell her husband that they ought to be laying
up something.

Albert smiled in turn, and asked how such a thing
could be done when it cost all he earned to live.

“You earn three dollars and a half a day,” said

A Life Lesson
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Alice.
“Yes.”
“George Summers earns only three dollars a day.”
“You are right.”
“And yet he lives and does not run in debt.”
“But he is forced to deny himself many little com-

forts which we enjoy.”
“And the one great comfort which we might enjoy

we are throwing away.”
“How is that, Alice.”
“The comfort of a little sum in the bank, which we

should see growing toward the answering of future
wants.”

Albert could not see how it was to be done; and
Alice feared that a lesson of empty words might be
wasted. She knew that his ambition needed a sub-
stantial prop. Never, of his own accord, would he com-
mence to save by littles. He did not estimate money
in that way. Had some kind fairy dropped into his
hand a five-twenty bond for five hundred dollars, he
would have put it away gladly; and with such a nest-
egg in the start, he might have sought to add to the
store. But he could see no hope in a dollar bill, and
much less could he discover the nucleus of a grand
saving in a fifty-cent piece.

With Alice it was different. From her meager earn-
ings as school-teacher she had in less than five years,
saved up three hundred dollars; and the first saving
she had put by was a silver dime. She knew what
little by little could do, and she was determined to
show it to her husband.

She must be patient and persevering, and these
qualities she possessed in an eminent degree. It was
to be the grand undertaking of the first years of her
married life, and to do it she would bend every avail-
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able energy. She planned that if possible she would
get hold of that fifty cents every day; or, if she could
not do that she would do the best she could.

Generous, frank, loyal, and loving, Albert was an
easy prey to the wiles of a wife loyal and loving as
himself. He gave her money when she asked for it;
and she asked for it when she thought he had any to
give.

And here let me say that Alice knew her husband
would not run in debt. That was an evil they both
arrayed themselves against in the outset. When
Albert’s purse was empty he bought nothing; but when
it was full he was apt to buy more than he needed.
Alice knew all this and governed herself accordingly.

“I think,” said Alice, one evening, “that I must fix
over my old brown cashmere for winter, I should like
a new one, but I don’t suppose you can afford it.”

Albert looked grieved. The idea that he could not
afford his wife a new dress!

But such a one as she wanted would cost twenty-
five or thirty dollars.

“If you want it, get it,” said Albert emphatically. “I
will let you have twenty dollars from this month’s
pay, and the balance you shall have next month.”

Alice got the thirty dollars, but she did not get the
new dress. By the outlay of five dollars for new trim-
mings she contrived to fix over the brown cashmere
so that it looked every bit as good as new.

And so Alice worked. Sometimes she asked her
husband for ten cents, sometimes for fifty cents, some-
times for a dollar, and sometimes for more, and at
the end of a year, upon carefully reckoning up, she
found that she had managed to get hold of rather
more than fifty cents a day; but she had done it by
denying herself of many things, some of which seemed

A Life Lesson
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really needful.
The result of the first year’s effort inspired Alice

with new life and vigor. She had saved one hundred
and fifty dollars, and had invested it in government
funds. Through the influence of a dear friend who
was in a banking establishment, and to whom she
had confided her secret, she was enabled to get the
bonds at their face value.

It was only a little at a time—sometimes a very
little but those littles multiplied by other littles, grew
amazingly. The husbandman who would sit himself
down by a hill of corn, and wait to see the tender
blades put forth would be disheartened; but he knows
if he plants the tiny seed, and cultivates it as he ought,
the harvest of golden grain will come at length.

Albert and Alice were married in the spring of
1865. It was on an evening of August, 1870, that
Albert came home. He had been notified that they
must leave the cottage. They must give up the pleas-
ant home, and lose the little garden they had culti-
vated with so much fondness and care.

“The owner wishes to sell,” he exclaimed; “and
has an offer. He asks two thousand dollars, and must
have five hundred down.”

Alice’s eyes gleamed with radiant delight.
She had been thinking for some time that she

must let her husband into her secret. It had begun to
wear upon her. And now the time had come as by
providential interposition.

She got up and went away to her cabinet, and
when she came back she brought a little book in her
hand.

“Albert!” said she, “let’s you and I buy the cottage.”
Albert looked at her in amazement; and directly

it flashed upon him that there was too much solem-
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nity in her look and tone for badinage. Something
that he had noticed during the past few months came
back to him, and he trembled with the weight of sus-
pense that fell upon him.

Alice then showed her book—that she had more
than eight hundred dollars in the bank. The ice was
broken, she told her story in glowing words. She told
how she had saved up little by little, and how she
had at length found herself able to purchase a fifty-
dollar bond. And then she told how her uncle in the
banking-house had taken charge of her investment;
and how, under his management, the interest had
accrued in amazing volume.

But the grand result was not the chief thing. The
chief thing was the beginning—was the very little
which had been religiously saved until the second
little could be added to it.

And now, as a result of his wife’s careful and tire-
less working, Albert found something upon which his
ambition could take a fair start. He never could him-
self, from so small a commencement, have reared
the pile; but with the structure started, and its pro-
portions all blocked out, he could help on the work.
He could see how it was done—and not only that,
but the demonstration was before him that the thing
could be done.

One year has elapsed since Albert Moore received
the lesson from his wife, and joining hands with her,
and bending his energies in the same direction, he
has accomplished during the twelve months what
would have seemed to him a marvel in the earlier
time. He has laid by more than fifty cents a day; and
the cigars, and the beer, and the other condiments of
life which he has surrendered to the work, are not
missed—rather, he holds they are so many enemies

A Life Lesson
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conquered. And Albert can improve his home with
cheerful heart, and he can set out new trees and vines
in his garden with bright promises, because he sees,
day by day, the pretty cottage growing more and more
his own. The end approaches a little at a time—little
by little it approaches, but surely, nevertheless; and
there is a great and satisfying joy even in the labor
and in the anticipation.

58-Hard T58-Hard T58-Hard T58-Hard T58-Hard Timesimesimesimesimes
ConqueredConqueredConqueredConqueredConquered

Many years ago, a physician with a young family
springing up about him, consulting his wife, as all
good husbands find it prudent to do, bought a large
farm in one of our New England States, where every
farmer truly earns his living ‘by the sweat of his brow’.
Both felt that nowhere could their children be trained
to industry and frugality so thoroughly as on a good
farm.

The doctor was obliged to “run in debt” for this
property, and he gave a mortgage on the place. The
payments were to be made quarterly, and promptly,
or the whole would be forfeited and revert to the origi-
nal owner. In those days physicians were not likely to
become millionaires, and though Dr. Mason’s prac-
tice was large, the pay was small, and not always
sure. He therefore looked to the farm for the means
to release him from the bondage of debt; and the
children, even to the youngest, were taught to labor
for, and look forward eagerly to, the time “when we
have paid for the farm!”

The creditor was the doctor’s father-in-law,
through his first wife, and while the good old gentle-
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man lived, if by any mishap or overpress of business
the quarterly payment had been delayed, it would
have been kindly excused. But for the ten or fifteen
years that he lived after the sale of the farm, there
had not been one delay in payment, though now and
then there would come a time when it was very hard
to secure the needed sum in time, for even in the
olden days “hard times” were often experienced, to
the terror of our hard-working New England farm-
ers. But little by little, the heavy debt was diminish-
ing, and the doctor’s family were looking forward
hopefully to the year of jubilee, when they could sit
under their own vine and fig-tree with none to molest
and make them afraid.

At this period the father-in-law died. He had but
two children, —daughters. The younger, the doctor’s
wife, died childless. The elder married a hard, close,
scheming man who lost no opportunity of remarking
that he would, no doubt, soon come in possession of
Dr. Mason’s farm, as the latter, with his large family,

Hard Times Conquered
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must fail by and by.
The financial troubles which the war of 1812 had

caused, as all wars are sure to do, were not yet ad-
justed. Money was scarce, and payments very diffi-
cult. Ten children now filled the old house with mer-
riment and gladness; but they were to be clothed and
educated.

Let us see how successfully they had been taught
to make their high spirits and resolute wills cheerful
auxiliaries in lifting the burden, which, since their
grandfather’s death, was pressing upon their parents.

At the time of which we write, among other crops,
rye was extensively raised. It was used for food among
the farmers quite as much as wheat, and was also
valuable for other purposes. When full-grown, but still
in the milk, large quantities were cut to be used for
“braiding.” The heads were used for “fodder;” the
stalks, after being soaked in strong hot soap-suds,
were spread on the grass for the sun to whiten. When
sufficiently bleached and ready for use, they were cut
at each joint, and the husk stripped off, and the straw
thus prepared was then tied in pound bundles for
sale.

Bonnets, then, meant something more than a small
bit of silk or velvet with a flower or feather attached,
and the “straw braid” for making them was in great
demand. Boys and girls were alike taught to braid,
and the long winter evenings were not spent idly. Dr.
Mason raised large crops of rye, and each child, al-
most as soon as he could walk, was taught to braid,
and was soon able to do much by it toward clothing
himself. At six years of age a dollar a week was easily
earned; at eight, three dollars; and in something of
that proportion up to the eldest.

Does any one think that such a life, with such an
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object in view, was hard or cruel? Never was there a
greater mistake. It was of great value to those young
spirits. They had something real, that they could
understand, to labor for. There was life and courage
and true heroism in it. It was an education—with
here and there, to be sure, some rough places to pass
over—which was worth more to them than all the
money millionaires bequeath their sons and daugh-
ters; an education which prepared them in afterlife
to be courageous and self-helpful.

It is this kind of training that has made New
England’s sons and daughters strong and self-reli-
ant, and the lack of it which makes these hard times
such a horror that we hear of many who seek death
by their own hands as preferable to the struggle for
better times.

In the long winter evenings, when the labor of the
day was over, the children home from school, and
the “chores” all finished, the candles were lighted and
the evening work began. The mother in her corner
was busy making and mending for her large family.
The doctor, if not with the sick, read and studied
opposite her. The children gathered around the long
table in the middle of the room, where lay the school-
books and straw previously prepared for braiding,
while the old fireplace, heaped with blazing logs of
hickory, oak, and fragrant birch, made the room warm
and cheerful. Here, with their books before them and
fastened open to the next day’s lessons, the children
with nimble fingers plaited the straw and studied at
the same time. For children taught to be industri-
ous, usually carry into the schoolroom the principles
thus developed, and are ambitious to keep as near
the head of the class as possible.

Such a family as this was well equipped to meet

Hard Times Conquered



262 Storytime Treasury

and conquer adversity. For several days Dr. Mason
had been unusually grave and silent. All noticed it,
but no remarks were made until evening, when he
came to supper, so unmistakably worried and de-
spondent that his wife inquired if he were not well.

“Yes, well enough. But, Lucy, I have so far been
unable to collect money for our quarterly payment.
So much is due me that I had no fears but that enough
would be promptly paid to save me any trouble.”

“How much is there lacking?”
“Not quite a hundred dollars; but it might as well

be thousands for any chance I now see of getting it in
season. There is now so much sickness about, that,
as you know, I have had no rest, and little time to
collect money. If not ready before midnight to-mor-
row, we are ruined. I have kept it from you as long as
I dared, still hoping that those who ought to pay me
would do so.”

“Have you told them how very important it is that
you should have the money?”

“No ; I did not wish to speak of it. Mr. H. is watch-
ing greedily for a ‘slip,’ and we need expect no mercy
at his hands. Under our hard labor and good care,
this farm has risen greatly in value —too much so for
him to spare us an hour, if he can once get hold of it.
I am about discouraged. It is the darkest time we
have seen yet. But I must be off, and will probably be
kept out all night. To think there are not forty-eight
hours between us and ruin! And my hands are so
tied by several severe cases, that I may not find one
hour to make up the little that is needed.”

For a few minutes after the doctor left, the chil-
dren stood silent and sad, watching their mother. At
last she said,—

“Children, we can help father through this, and
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save our home, if you are willing to submit to some
little self-denial. No; I should have said to great self-
denial. Each of you has worked diligently to buy new
garments for winter. You need them and deserve them,
and I should be happy and proud to see you all neat
and comfortable. But to help father, are you willing
to let me try to clean, mend, or make over your old
clothes, and use what you have earned to help
brighten this dark day? The braid you have on hand,
and what is now due at the store, is all your own, or
to be expended for your own clothes, and if each one
of you is not perfectly willing, I don’t wish you to give
it up.”

It was a beautiful sight to see those eager faces
watching their mother, ready to answer the moment
she had finished; for in the olden time children were
taught that it was disrespectful to interrupt any one
when speaking, even when, as in this case, it was
difficult to keep silent. But the reply, when given, was
prompt, enthusiastic, as she had confidently looked
for it to be.

“Thanks, dear children? Now, then, hasten. First
bring me all your braid, and let us see how much it
will come to.”

The braid, in ten-yard rolls, was brought, and its
value estimated.

“With that which is now due us at the store, we
have nearly sixty dollars! Well done, for all these little
fingers! But now we must devise a way to make up
the remainder. Your father spoke last night of a large
quantity of straw, which, if cut, would bring in some-
thing. He will be away all night. If you work well, we
can cut many pounds before midnight. Now, girls,
help me wash the dishes, while your brothers bring,
before dark, the straw we can cut to night.”

Hard Times Conquered
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By the time the candles were lighted, all was ready
to begin.

The younger children were excused at their usual
bedtime, but the others worked with their mother
till the tall clock in the corner struck one. Then all
retired for a few hours’ rest.

Dr. Mason returned home in season for breakfast,
and his wife inquired if the eldest son could drive
her over to the neighboring town to dispose of some
braid for the children. He replied that he must be
gone again nearly all day, and neither son nor team
could well be spared from important work at home.
But a strange thing followed this implied refusal. Mrs.
Mason, who never allowed her plans or wishes to
interfere with her husband’s, now repeated her re-
quest, and urged it till he yielded, apparently from
sheer surprise that his wife could be so persistent.

The doctor went his usual round, and the mother
and her son departed on their mysterious errand.
Their business accomplished, they returned well sat-
isfied and ready for supper when the father arrived.

A deeper gloom was on his face when he entered;
but no word was spoken till all were seated at the
table. Then in a slightly agitated voice his wife
inquired,—

“Have you been successful in obtaining the
money?”

He shook his head, but remained silent. Each
young quivering face was turned first toward him,
then with earnest, questioning glance to the mother.

“Be not discouraged, dear, even at this late hour.”
“Are you wild, Lucy? There are but six hours be-

tween us and ruin. Can you talk of hope now? I have
none.”

With a warning gesture to the children, she rose,
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stepped to her husband’s chair, and passing her arm
round his neck, said, gently,—

“Yet still hope on, my husband; God will not for-
sake us.”

He moved impatiently from under her arm; but
as he did so, she dropped a roll into his bosom and
turned toward her chair.

“Lucy! Lucy! what is this? Where did you get it?”
All was wild with excitement. Each child laugh-

ing, sobbing, shouting, but one glance from that
strong but gentle mother quieted the confusion, and
she replied,

“It is our children’s offering, and is sufficient to
make up the needed sum. I persisted in going away
this morning against your wish, because I saw no
escape. We cut the straw last night—many willing
hands made quick work; I sold it, and their braid
added to it, with what was already due them, com-
pleted the sum.”

Those who witnessed that scene will never forget
it; Dr. Mason with his arm around his wife, and both
in tears, calling her all happy names, the children
clinging about their parents, so joyful that home was
saved, and they had helped to save it.

“Put Charlie into the wagon, quick. If he fails me
not, the six miles between here and M —— will be
the shortest I ever rode. I shall be home before bed-
time to thank you all. I cannot now. I hope we shall
never come so near ruin again.

And they never did. In two years the last dollar
was paid, and then Dr. Mason resolved he would never
again owe any one a cent. He kept his resolution.

Hard Times Conquered
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59-Please Sir59-Please Sir59-Please Sir59-Please Sir59-Please Sir, I W, I W, I W, I W, I Wouldouldouldouldould
Rather NotRather NotRather NotRather NotRather Not

An old sailor tells the following story of a boy who
suffered much in resisting temptation:-

When offered a drink, the lad said, “Excuse me; I
would rather not.”

They laughed at him, but they never could get
him to drink liquor. The captain said to the boy:-

“You must learn to drink grog if you are to be a
sailor.”

“Please excuse me, captain, but I would rather
not.”

“Take that rope,” commanded the captain to a
sailor, “and lay it on; that will teach him to obey or-
ders.”

“Now drink that grog,” said the captain.
“Please, sir, I would rather not.’
“Then go into the foretop and stay all night.”
The poor boy looked away up to the masthead,

trembling at the thought of spending the night there,
but he had to obey.

In the morning
the captain, in
walking the deck,
looked up, and
cried, “Halloo, up
there!”

No answer.
“Come down!”
Still no an-

swer.
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One of the sailors was sent up, and what do you
think he found? The poor boy was nearly frozen. He
had lashed himself to the mast, so that when the
ship rolled, he might not fall into the sea. The sailor
brought the boy down in his arms, and they worked
upon him until he showed signs of life. Then, when
he was able to sit up, the captain poured out some
liquor and said:-

“Now drink that grog.”
“Please, sir, I would rather not. Let me tell you

why, and do not be angry. In our home in the cottage
we were so happy, but father took to drink. He had
no money to get us bread, and at last we had to sell
the little house that we lived in, and everything we
had. It broke my poor mother’s heart. In sorrow she
pined away, till at last, before she died, she called
me to her bedside, and said: ‘Jamie, you know what
drink has made of your father. I want you to promise
your dying mother that you will never taste drink. I
want you to be free from the curse that has ruined
your father.’ O, sir,” continued the little fellow, “would
you have me break my promise to my dying mother?
I cannot, and I will not do it.”

These words touched the heart of the captain.
Tears came to his eyes. He stooped down, and, fold-
ing the boy in his arms, said: “No, no, my little hero.
Keep your promise, and if any one again tries to make
you drink, come to me, and I will protect you.”

60-The Gentle Hand60-The Gentle Hand60-The Gentle Hand60-The Gentle Hand60-The Gentle Hand
“Blessed are the Peacemakers”

When and where it matters not now to relate—
but once upon a time, as I was passing through a
thinly peopled district of country, night came down

The Gentle Hand
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upon me almost unawares. Being on foot, I could not
hope to gain the village toward which my steps were
directed, until a late hour; and I therefore preferred
seeking shelter and a night’s lodging at the first
humble dwelling that presented itself.

Dusky twilight was giving place to deeper shad-
ows, when I found myself in the vicinity of a dwelling,
from the small, uncurtained windows of which the
light shone with a pleasant promise of good cheer
and comfort. The house stood within an enclosure,
and a short distance from the road along which I was
moving with wearied feet.

Turning aside, and passing through the ill-hung
gate, I approached the dwelling. Slowly the gate swung
on its wooden hinges, and the rattle of its latch, in
closing, did not disturb the air until I had nearly
reached the porch in front of the house, in which a
slender girl, who had noticed my entrance, stood
awaiting my arrival.

A deep, quick bark answered, almost like an echo,
the sound of the shutting gate, and, sudden as an
apparition, the form of an immense dog loomed in
the doorway. At the instant when he was about to
spring, a light hand was laid upon his shaggy neck,
and a low word spoken.

“Go in, Tiger,” said the girl, not in a voice of au-
thority, yet in her gentle tones was the consciousness
that she would be obeyed; and, as she spoke, she
lightly bore upon the animal with her hand, and he
turned away and disappeared within the dwelling.

“Who’s that?” A rough voice asked the question;
and now a heavy-looking man took the dog’s place in
the door.

“How far is it to G——?” I asked, not deeming it
best to say, in the beginning, that I sought a resting
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place for the night.
“To G——!” growled the man, but not so harshly

as at first. “It’s good six miles from here.”
“A long distance; and I’m a stranger and on foot,”

said I. “If you can make room for me until morning, I
will be very thankful.”

I saw the girl’s hand move quickly up his arm,
until it rested on his shoulder, and now she leaned to
him still closer.

“Come in. We’ll try what can be done for you.”
There was a change in the man’s voice that made me
wonder. I entered a large room, in which blazed a
brisk fire. Before the fire sat two stout lads, who
turned upon me their heavy eyes, with no very wel-
come greeting. A middle-aged woman was standing
at a table, and two children were amusing themselves
with a kitten on the floor.

“A stranger, mother,” said the man who had given
me so rude a greeting at the door; “and he wants us
to let him stay all night.”

The woman looked at me doubtingly for a few
moments, and then replied coldly, “We don’t keep a
public house.”

“I’m aware of that, ma’am,” said I; “but night has
overtaken me, and it’s a long way yet to G——.”

“Too far for a tired man to go on foot,” said the
master of the house, kindly, “so it’s no use talking
about it, mother; we must give him a bed.”

So unobtrusively that I scarce noticed the move-
ment, the girl had drawn to her mother’s side. What
she said to her I did not hear, for the brief words
were uttered in a low voice; but I noticed, as she
spoke, one small, fair hand rested on the woman’s
hand.

Was there magic in that touch? The woman’s re-

The Gentle Hand
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pulsive aspect changed into one of kindly welcome,
and she said, “Yes, it’s a long way to G——. I guess
we can find a place for him.”

Many times more during that evening, did I ob-
serve the magic power of that hand and voice—the
one gentle yet potent as the other. On the next morn-
ing, breakfast being over, I was preparing to take my
departure when my host informed me that if I would
wait for half an hour he would give me a ride in his
wagon to G——, as business required him to go there.
I was very well pleased to accept of the invitation.

In due time, the farmer’s wagon was driven into
the road before the house, and I was invited to get in.
I noticed the horse as a rough-looking Canadian pony,
with a certain air of stubborn endurance. As the
farmer took his seat by my side, the family came to
the door to see us off.

“Dick!” said the farmer in a peremptory voice, giv-
ing the rein a quick jerk as he spoke. But Dick moved
not a step. “Dick! you vagabond! get up.” And the
farmer’s whip cracked sharply by the pony’s ear.

It availed not, however, this second appeal. Dick
stood firmly disobedient. Next the whip was brought
down upon him with an impatient hand; but the pony
only reared up a little. Fast and sharp the strokes
were next dealt to the number of half a dozen. The
man might as well have beaten the wagon, for all his
end was gained.

A stout lad now came out into the road, and,
catching Dick by the bridle, jerked him forward, us-
ing, at the same time, the customary language on
such occasions, but Dick met this new ally with in-
creased stubbornness, planting his fore feet more
firmly and at a sharper angle with the ground.

The impatient boy now struck the Pony on the
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side of the head with his clinched hand, and jerked
cruelly at his bridle. It availed nothing, however; Dick
was not to be wrought upon by any such arguments.

“Don’t do so, John!” I turned my head as the
maiden’s sweet voice reached my ear. She was pass-
ing through the gate into the road, and in the next
moment had taken hold of the lad and drawn him
away from the animal. No strength was exerted in
this; she took hold of his arm, and he obeyed her
wish as readily as if he had no thought beyond her
gratification.

And now that soft hand was laid gently on the
Pony’s neck, and a single low word spoken. How in-
stantly were the tense muscles relaxed—how quickly
the stubborn air vanished!

“Poor Dick!” said the maiden, as she stroked his
neck lightly, or softly patted it with a childlike hand.
“Now, go along, you provoking fellow!” she added, in
a half-chiding, yet affectionate voice, as she drew up
the bridle.

The pony turned toward her, and rubbed his head
against her arm for an instant or two; then, pricking
up his ears, he started off at a light, cheerful trot,
and went on his way as freely as if no silly crotchet
had ever entered his stubborn brain.

“What a wonderful power that hand possesses!”
said I, speaking to my companion, as we rode away.

He looked at me for a moment, as if my remark
had occasioned surprise. Then a light came into his
countenance, and he said briefly, “She’s good! Every-
body and everything loves her.”

Was that, indeed, the secret of her power? Was
the quality of her soul perceived in the impression of
her hand, even by brute beasts! The father’s expla-
nation was doubtless the true one. Yet have I ever

The Gentle Hand
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since wondered, and still do wonder, at the potency
which lay in that maiden’s magic touch. I have seen
something of the same power, showing itself in the
loving and the good, but never to the extent as in-
stanced in her, whom, for want of a better name, I
must still call “Gentle Hand.”

61-The Brown T61-The Brown T61-The Brown T61-The Brown T61-The Brown Towelowelowelowelowel
One who has nothing can give nothing,” said Mrs.

Sayers, the deacon’s wife, as the ladies of the sewing
society were busily engaged in packing the contents
of a large box, destined for a Western missionary.

“A person who has nothing to give must be poor,
indeed,” said Mrs. Bell, as she deposited a pair of
warm blankets in the already well-filled box.

Mrs. Sayers looked at the last-named speaker with
a glance which seemed to say, “You who have never
known self-denial cannot feel for me,” and remarked,
“You surely think one can be too poor to give?”

“I once thought so, but have learned from experi-
ence that no better investment can be made, even
from the depths of poverty, than lending to the Lord.”

Seeing the ladies listening attentively to the con-
versation, Mrs. Bell continued:

“Perhaps, as our work is finished, I can do no
better than to give you my experience on the subject.
It may be the means of showing you that God will
reward the cheerful giver.

“During the first twenty-eight years of my life, I
was surrounded with wealth; and not until I had been
married nine years did I know a want which money
could satisfy, or feel the necessity of exertion. Re-
verses came with fearful suddenness, and before I
had recovered from the blow, I found myself the wife
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of a poor man, with five little children dependent
upon our exertions.

“From that hour I lost all thought of anything but
the care of my family. Late hours and hard work were
my portion, and to my unskilled hands it seemed at
first a bitter lot. My husband strove anxiously to gain
a subsistence, and barely succeeded. We changed our
place of residence several times, hoping to do better,
but without improvement.

“Everything seemed against us. Our well-stocked
wardrobe had become so exhausted that I felt justi-
fied in absenting myself from the house of God, with
my children, for want of suitable apparel. While in
this low condition, I went to church one evening, when
my poverty-stricken appearance would escape notice,
and took my
seat near the
door. An agent
from the West
preached, and
begged contri-
butions to the
home mission-
ary cause. His
appeal brought
tears to my
eyes, and pain-
fully reminded
me of my past
days of prosper-
ity, when I could
give of my abun-
dance to all who
called upon me.
It never entered

The Brown Towel
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my mind that the appeal for assistance in any way
concerned me, with my poor children banished from
the house of God by poverty, while I could only ven-
ture out under the friendly protection of darkness.

“I left the church more submissive to my lot, with
a prayer in my heart that those whose consciences
had been addressed might respond. I tried in vain to
sleep that night. The words of the text, ‘Give, and it
shall be given unto you; good measure, pressed down,
and shaken together, and running over, shall men
give into your bosom,’ seemed continually sounding
in my ears. The eloquent entreaty of the speaker to
all, however poor, to give a mite to the Lord, and
receive the promised blessing, seemed addressed to
me. I rose early the next morning, and looked over
all my worldly goods in search of something worth
bestowing, but in vain; the promised blessing seemed
beyond my reach.

“Hearing that the ladies of the church had filled a
box for the missionary’s family, I made one more ef-
fort to spare something. All was poor and thread-
bare. What should I do? At last I thought of my tow-
els. I had six, of course brown linen, but little worn.
They seemed a scanty supply for a family of seven;
and yet I took one from the number, and, putting it
into my pocket, hastened to the house where the box
was kept, and quietly slipped it in. I returned home
with a light heart, feeling that my Saviour’s eye had
seen my sacrifice, and would bless my effort.

“From that day success attended all my husband’s
efforts in business. In a few months our means in-
creased so that we were able to attend church and
send our children to Sabbath-school, and before ten
years had passed, our former prosperity had returned
fourfold. ‘Good measure, pressed down, and shaken
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together, and running over,’ had been given us.
“It may seem superstitious to you, my dear friends,

but we date all our success in life to God’s blessing,
following that humble gift out of deep poverty. He
may not always think best to reward so signally those
who give to him, but he is never unmindful of the
humblest gift or giver. Wonder not that from that day
I deem few too poor to give, and that I am a firm
believer in God’s promise that he will repay with in-
terest, even in this life, all we lend to him.”

Glances of deep interest, unmixed with envy, were
cast from the windows at Mrs. Bell, as, after bidding
the ladies adieu, she stepped into her carriage. Her
consistent benevolence had proved to all that in her
prosperity she retained the same Christian spirit
which, in her days of poverty, had led to the bestowal
of the brown towel.

“Well,” exclaimed Mrs. Sayers, “if we all had such
a self-denying spirit, we might fill another box at once.
I will never again think that I am too poor to give.”

It is easy enough to be pleasant
When life flows by like a song,
But the man worth while
Is the one who will smile
When everything goes dead wrong.

The Brown Towel
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62-The Sleigh Ride62-The Sleigh Ride62-The Sleigh Ride62-The Sleigh Ride62-The Sleigh Ride
In one of the larger cities of New England, fifty

years ago, party of lads, all members of the same
school, got up a grand sleigh-ride. There were about
twenty-five or thirty boys engaged in the frolic. The
sleigh was a large and splendid conveyance drawn
by six gray horses. The afternoon was as beautiful as
anybody could desire, and the merry group enjoyed
themselves in the highest degree. It was a common
custom of the school to which they belonged, and on
previous occasions their teacher had accompanied
them. Some engagement upon important business,
however, occupying him, he was not at this time with
them. It is quite likely, had it been otherwise, that
the restraining influence, of his presence would have
prevented the scene which occurred.

One the day following the ride, as he entered the
schoolroom, he found his pupils grouped about the
stove, in high merriment, as they chatted about the
fun and frolic of their excursion. He stopped awhile
and listened; and, in answer to some inquiries which
he made about the matter, one of the lads, a fine,
frank, manly boy, whose heart was in the right place,
though his love of sport sometimes led him astray,
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volunteered to give a narrative of their trip and its
various incidents. As he drew near the end of his
story, he exclaimed: “O, sir, there was one little cir-
cumstance which I almost forgot to tell you!

“Toward the latter part of the afternoon, as we
were coming home, we saw, at some distance ahead
of us, a odd-looking affair in the road. We could not
exactly make out what it was. It seemed to be a sort
of half-and-half monstrosity. As we approached it, it
proved to be a rusty old sleigh fastened behind a
covered wagon, proceeding at a very slow rate, and
taking up the whole road. Finding that the owner
was disposed not to turn out, we determined upon a
volley of snowballs and a good hurrah. These we gave
with a relish, and they produced the right effect, and
a little more; for the crazy machine turned out into
the deep snow by the side of the road, and the skinny
old pony started on a full trot. As we passed, some
one who had the whip gave the gilt of a horse a good
crack, which made him run faster than he ever did
before, I’ll warrant.

And so, with another volley of snowballs pitched
into the front of the wagon, and three times three
cheers, we rushed by. With that, an old fellow in the
wagon, who was buried up under an old hat and be-
neath a rusty cloak, and who had dropped the reins,
bawled out, ‘Why do you frighten my horse?’

“‘Why don’t you turn out, then?’ said the driver.
“So we gave him three rousing cheers more. His

horse was frightened again, and ran up against a
loaded team, and I believe, almost capsized the old
man; and so we left him.”

“Well, boys,” replied the instructor, “that is quite
an incident. But take your seats; and after our morn-
ing service is ended, I will take my turn and tell you a

The Sleigh Ride
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story, and all about a sleigh-ride, too.”
Having finished the reading of a chapter in the

Bible, and all having joined in the Lord’s Prayer, he
began as follows: -

“Yesterday afternoon a very venerable and respect-
able old man, a clergyman by profession, was on his
way from Boston to Salem to pass the residue of the
winter at the house of his son. That he might be pre-
pared for journeying, as he proposed to do in the
spring, he took with him his light wagon, and for the
winter his sleigh, which he fastened behind the wagon.
He was, as I have just told you, very old and infirm.
His temples were covered with thinned locks which
the frosts of eighty years had whitened. His sight,
and hearing, too, were somewhat blunted by age, as
yours will be should you live to be as old.

“He was proceeding very slowly and quietly, for
his horse was old and feeble, like his owner. His
thoughts reverted to the scenes of his youth, when he
had periled his life in fighting for the liberties of his
country; to the scenes of his manhood, when he had
preached the gospel of is divine Master to the hea-
then of the remote wilderness; and to the scenes of
riper years, when the hard hand of penury had lain
heavily upon him. While thus occupied, almost for-
getting himself in the multitude of his thoughts, he
was suddenly disturbed, and even terrified, by loud
hurrahs from behind, and by a furious pelting and
clattering of balls of snow and ice upon the top of his
wagon. In his trepidation he dropped his reins; and
as his aged and feeble hands were quite benumbed
with cold, he found it impossible to gather them up,
and his horse began to run away.

“In the midst of the old man’s troubles, there
rushed by him, with loud shouts, a large party of
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boys in a sleigh drawn by six horses.
“‘Turn out, turn out, old fellow!’ ‘Give us the road,

old boy!’ ‘What’ll you take for your pony, old daddy?’
‘Go it, frozen nose!’ ‘What’s the price of oats?’ were
the various cries that met his ear.

“‘Pray, do not frighten my horse,’ exclaimed the
infirm driver.

“‘Turn out, then! Turn out!’ was the answer, which
was followed by repeated cracks and blows from the
long whip of the grand sleigh, with showers of snow-
balls, and tremendous hurrahs from the boys.

“The terror of the old man and his horse was in-
creased; and the latter ran away, to the imminent
danger of the man’s life. He contrived, however, after
some exertion, to secure the reins, which had been
out of his hands during the whole of the affray, and
to stop his horse just in season to prevent his being
dashed against a loaded team.

“As he approached Salem, he overtook a young
man who was walking toward the same place, whom
he invited to ride. The young man alluded to the grand
sleigh which had just passed, which induced the old
gentleman to inquire if he knew who the boys were.
He replied that he did; that they all belonged to one
school, and were a set of wild fellows.

“‘Aha!’ exclaimed the former, with a hearty laugh,
for his constant good nature had not been disturbed,
‘do they, indeed? Why, their master is very well known
to me. I am now going to his house, and I think I
shall give him the benefit of the affair.’

“A short distance brought him to his journey’s end,
the home of his son. His old horse was comfortably
housed and fed, and he himself provided for.

“That son, boys, is your instructor; and that aged
and infirm old man, that ‘old fellow,’ that ‘old boy,’

The Sleigh Ride
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who did not turn out for you, but who would gladly
have given you the whole road had he heard your
approach, that ‘old boy,’ that ‘old daddy,’ and ‘frozen
nose,’ is Rev. Daniel Oliver, your master’s father, now
at my home, where he and I will gladly welcome any
and all of you.”

As the master, with an undisturbed and serene
countenance, gave this version of the ride, it was very
manifest from the expression of the boys’ faces, and
the glances they exchanged, that they recognized the
history of their doings of the previous day; and it is
not easy to describe nor to imagine the effect pro-
duced by this new translation of their own narrative.
Some buried their heads behind their desks; some
cried; some looked askance at one another; and many
hastened down to the desk of the teacher, with apolo-
gies, regrets, and acknowledgments without end.

“We did not know it was your father,” they said.
“Ah, my lads,” replied the teacher, “what odds does

it make whose father it was? It was probably
somebody’s father, - an inoffensive traveler, and aged
and venerable man, entitled to kind treatment from
you and everybody else. But never mind; he forgives
it all, and so do I.”

Freely pardoned, they were cautioned that they
should be more civil for the future to inoffensive trav-
elers, and more respectful to the aged and infirm.

Years have passed by. The lads are men, though
some have fund an early grave. The boy who related
the incident to his master is “in the deep bosom of
the ocean buried.” They who survive, should this story
meet their eye, will easily recall its scenes and throw
their memories back to the schoolhouse in Federal
Street, Salem, and to their friend and teacher.
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63-Gambetta63-Gambetta63-Gambetta63-Gambetta63-Gambetta
and His Dogand His Dogand His Dogand His Dogand His Dog

When God made the animals He gave each of them
some special abilities. The dog, who has been a great
helper to man, was given a very sensitive nose and
the ability to smell out tracks and trails to find ani-
mals or things that are lost.

Some years ago, a great French statesman named
Gambetta was driving from Paris to his home in the
country. The night was so dark that he could hardly
see his horse’s head, so he was driving very slowly.

Suddenly the horse reared. A man who had been
bending down on the road felt the horse’s nose touch
him, and started up. As soon as Gambetta saw what
had happened, he said, “You stupid fellow! You were
nearly killed.”

“I wish I had been.”
“Why so?”
“I am a poor workman. My master told me to go

to the village to get some money which was due to
him. I was paid in gold, and I put the money in my
pocket. I did not know that there was a hole in it, but
I find that all the gold has fallen out. I cannot hope to
find it all again this dark night, and I dare not go
back without it.”

“Have you one coin left?
“Yes, here is the only one left me.”
Gambetta untied a dog which was under the car-

riage, held the coin to his nose, and said, “Go seek,
Tom.”

Off Tom ran, with his nose close to the ground so
as to smell the footsteps of the man, and in a minute
he came back with a coin in his mouth. Again and

Gambetta and His Dog
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again he ran away into the darkness, and each time
he returned bringing another coin with him.

In half-an-hour the workman had all his money
again. Thanks to the cleverness of the dog and the
kindness of his owner, he was able to go on his way
once more with a light heart.

Tom’s master was so pleased with his dog that
the next day he bought him a new collar, and had the
date marked on it in memory of his clever act.

This case showed the great keenness of scent in
the dog, for a coin is very small and not likely to
smell strongly. Many other true stories are told, which
show what a wonderful power of smell God gave to
dogs.

64-Stick to your Bush64-Stick to your Bush64-Stick to your Bush64-Stick to your Bush64-Stick to your Bush
This story was told by a gentleman, who said that

he owed all his success in life to a simple lesson
taught him by his father.

“One day when I was a lad,” said he, “a party of
boys and girls from our school was going into the
country to pick berries. I got my basket, and was
going out of the gate, when my father called me back.

“He took hold of my hand, and said very kindly to
me, ‘Harry, my boy, what are you going for—to pick
berries, or to play?’

“‘To pick berries,’ I replied.
“‘Then, Harry,’ said he, ‘I want to tell you one thing.

It is this: when you find a good bush, don’t leave it to
try to find a better one. The other boys and girls will
run about, picking one or two berries here, and one
or two there, wasting a great deal of time, but getting
very few berries. If you do as they do, you will come
back, with an almost empty basket. If you want to
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get berries, the thing for you to do is to stick to your
bush.’

“I went with the party,” said the gentleman, “and
we had a, splendid time. But it was just as my father
had said. No sooner had one of the boys found a
good bush than he called to his companions, and
they would leave their places and run off to see what
he had found.

“But my father’s words kept ringing in my ears,
and I stuck to my bush. When I had done with one I
went to another, and finished that and then I took
another. When night came, I had a large basketful of
nice berries, more than all the others put together;
and I was not half so tired as they were.

“I went home very happy that night, and when
father looked at my basketful of ripe berries, he said,
‘Well done, Harry. You see it was just as I told you.
Always stick to your bush.’

“Not long after that, my father died, and then I
had to make my own way in the world as best I could.
But I never forgot the lesson taught me by that day’s
berry-picking. I always stuck to my bush.

“When I had a good place, and was getting on well,
I was not willing to leave it and spend days or weeks
in trying to find a better place. When other young
men would say, ‘Come with us, and we will find you
something better to do,’ I shook my head, and stuck
to my bush.

“After a while, my employers took me into part-
nership with them in their business. The habit of
sticking to my business led to my success. I owe, all I
have to the lesson my father taught me when he said,
‘Stick to your bush.’”

Stick to your Bush
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65-A F65-A F65-A F65-A F65-A Faithfulaithfulaithfulaithfulaithful
Shepherd BoyShepherd BoyShepherd BoyShepherd BoyShepherd Boy

Gerhardt was a German shepherd boy, and a noble
fellow he was, although he was very poor.

One day he was watching his flock, which was
feeding in a valley on the borders of a forest, when a
hunter came out of the woods and asked:-

“How far is it to the nearest village?”
“Six miles, sir,” replied the boy; “but the road is

only a sheep track, and very easily missed.”
The hunter looked at the crooked track and said:-
“My lad, I am very hungry and thirsty; I have lost

my companions and missed my way; leave your sheep
and show me the road. I will pay you well.”

“I cannot leave my sheep, sir,” replied Gerhardt.
“They will stray into the forest, and may be eaten by
wolves or stolen by robbers.”

“Well, what of that?” queried the hunter. “They
are not your sheep. The loss of one or more wouldn’t
be much to your master, and I’ll give you more than
you have earned in a whole year.”
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“I cannot go, sir,” rejoined Gerhardt, very firmly.
“My master pays me for my time, and he trusts me
with his sheep; if I were to sell my time, which does
not belong to me, and the sheep should get lost, it
would be the same as if I stole them.”

“Well,” said the hunter, “will you trust your sheep
with me while you go to the village and get some
food, drink, and a guide? I will take care of them for
you.”

The boy shook his head. “The sheep do not know
your voice, and--” he stopped speaking.

“And what? Can’t you trust me? Do I look like a

A Faithful Shepherd Boy
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dishonest man?” asked the hunter, angrily.
“Sir,” said the boy, “you tried to make me false to

my trust, and wanted me to break my word to my
master; how do I know that you would keep your
word to me?”

The hunter laughed, for he felt that the lad had
fairly cornered him. He said:-

“I see, my lad, that you are a good, faithful boy. I
will not forget you. Show me the road and I will try to
make it out myself.”

Gerhardt then offered the contents of his bag to
the hungry man, who, coarse as it was, ate it gladly.
Presently his attendants came up, and then Gerhardt,
to his surprise, found that the hunter was the grand
duke, who owned all the country round.

The duke was so pleased with the boy’s honesty,
that he sent for him shortly after that, and had him
educated.

In after years Gerhardt became a great and pow-
erful man, but he remained honest and true to his
dying day.
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66-A F66-A F66-A F66-A F66-A Faithful Faithful Faithful Faithful Faithful Friendriendriendriendriend
There was once a farmer who had a dog that had

been very useful to him. But the dog was getting old,
and sad to relate, his ungrateful master made up his
mind to get rid of him by drowning him.  So one day
he took the dog with him to a large stream near his
farm, and getting into a boat, rowed out to the deep-
est part of the river.  He had brought along a heavy
stone which he had tied to a cord and this he fas-
tened around the dog’s neck.  Then he threw him
into the water.  The poor dog sank, but the cord broke,
and as he rose to the surface with a whine he tried to
get into the boat again. Unmoved, his pitiless master
pushed him off a number of times with an oar.

At last the heartless man stood up in the boat
with the oar in his hands, intending to strike the dog
a blow that would send him to the bottom.  However
in the attempt, he lost his balance, and fell into the
water himself.  He could not swim and would have
drowned, but when the noble dog saw his master
struggling in the water, in spite of the cruel treat-

A Faithful Friend
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ment he had just received from him, he swam up to
him, caught hold of his clothes, and brought him
safe to land.

Cruel, heartless wretch!  we exclaim, to treat the
noble dog so; he deserved himself to drown.  at any
rate we surely hope he had a change of heart  and
well repaid his faithful friend for his devotion by show-
ering him with kindness for the rest of his days.

But stop a minute, my dear friend; and consider
if you yourself have not been guilty of a far worse
breach of the laws of kindness and uprightness.  Let
us go back nineteen hundred years ago to the time
when Jesus the Son of God came into this world.
Though He was God Himself, the truth and the light,
yet in His hands He brought nothing but love and
blessing for poor ruined man.  He went about doing
good- healing the sick, giving sight to the blind, rais-
ing the dead, feeding the hungry, and bringing  joy to
the weary and sad.  And yet what did man do with
Him? They cried out “Away with Him,” and nailed
Him on a cross of wood.  O the wretchedness, the
enmity of man’s heart. But that is your heart, and
mine, too.  The Bible says, “The heart is deceitful
above all things, and desperately wicked: who can
know it?” Jer. 17:9  We will take His blessing from
His hands one minute, but will get rid of Him the
next if His will crosses the path of our own.

But now let us look at that blessed Man on the
center cross, and see the heart of God told out.  Not
a word of scorn or resentment, not a finger raised in
opposition; “He is brought as a lamb to the slaugh-
ter, and as a sheep before her shearers is dumb.” It is
all love going out to a world of guilty sinners.
O lovely attitude!  He stands
With open heart and outstretched hands;
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O matchless kindness! and He shows
His matchless kindness to His foes.
Then we may hear Him pray,
“Father, forgive them for they know not what
they do.”

Though the cross was the place where men sought
to get rid of Him, in His death it became the place
where His saving grace flows out to all who come in
repentance, confessing their sins, and own Him as
their Saviour and Lord.

The faithful dog of our story turned around and
saved his masters life, but Jesus saves not for time
only but for all eternity; He gives eternal life to “Who-
soever will believe.”

Dear reader, if you do not yet know this blessed
Saviour, we urge you to come to Him now, while it is
the day of His grace.  Soon He will come in judgment
on this world, when “His anger shall burn as an oven,”
and where shall the ungodly and the sinner appear
in that terrible day?

“God sent His only begotten Son into the world,
that we might live through Him!”

67-The Nail-Maker67-The Nail-Maker67-The Nail-Maker67-The Nail-Maker67-The Nail-Maker
A busy nail-maker worked all day at his forge,

and his strong, quick blows struck from the red-hot
iron thousands of sparks, which rose around him,
and filled his work-shop. The son of his rich neigh-
bor came to see him almost every day, and would
watch him with delight for hours at a time.

One day the nail-maker said to him in joke, “Would
you not like to make some nails? Just try, my young
master, if it be only to pass the time away. It may be
useful to you some day.”

The young gentleman, having nothing else to do,

The Nail Maker
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agreed. He placed himself before the anvil, and, laugh-
ing as he sat down, began to hammer. It took some
time and hard work but before very long he was able
to finish off a very good shoe-nail.

Some years after this, war broke out in his coun-
try, and this young man lost all his wealth. He was
forced to leave his home and go away to a foreign
land. When his money was all spent, he stopped one
day at a large village, where most of the people were
shoemakers.

He found out that they spent a large sum of money
every year in buying shoe-nails from a neighboring
town, and that often they could not obtain as many
as they needed for the shoes of the army, most of
which were made in the district.

The young gentleman, who was almost starving,
remembered that he knew how to make shoe-nails.
He offered to supply the shoemakers of the village
with all the nails they required, if they would build a
work-shop for him; and to this they gladly consented.

He began to work; and the longer he worked, the
better nails he was able to make. Many of the young
men of the village came to learn the trade, and the
work-shop soon grew to be a large and busy factory.

 As head of this factory, the gentleman soon be-
came rich, and he found himself better off than he
had been before he lost his property by the war. “It is
always good to learn something,” he used often to
say to himself, “even if it is only how to make a good
shoe-nail.”

Boys and girls, always be alert for opportunities
to learn anything useful, you never know what will
be a great help to you in your future!
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Be Careful What You Sew
Galations 6:7 Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for

whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.

1. Be careful what you sow, boys!
For seed will surely grow, boys!
The dew will fall,
The rain will splash,
The clouds will darken,
And the sunshine flash;
And the boy who sows good seed today
Shall reap the crop tomorrow.

2. Be careful what you sow, girls!
For every seed will grow, girls
Thigh it may fall
Where you cannot know,
Yet in sun and in shade
It will surely grow;
And the girl who sows good seed today
Shall reap the crop tomorrow.

3. Be careful what you sow, boys
For the seeds will surely grow, boys:
If you plant bad seed
By the wayside high,
You must reap the harvest
By-and-by;
And the boy who sows wild oats today
Must reap wild oats tomorrow.

4. Be careful what you sow, girls!
For all the bad will grow, girls!
And the girl who now,
With a careless hand,
Is scattering thistles
Over the land,
Must know that whatever she sows today,
She must reap the same tomorrow.

The Nail Maker
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68- Jack’s F68- Jack’s F68- Jack’s F68- Jack’s F68- Jack’s Fidelityidelityidelityidelityidelity
There was held, in Hartford, some years ago, a

convention of the colored Baptist Association of New
England. I was invited to address one of the sessions.
To show what those converted in early life are some-
times enabled to endure by God’s grace, I related the
following story:

“What’s dat, Willie?”
“That’s a spelling-book, Jack.”
“What’s de spellin’-book for?”
“To learn how to read.”
“How’s you do it?”
“We learn those things first.”
And so Jack learned A, B, C, etc., mastered the

spelling-book, and then learned to read a little, though
the law forbade any colored person to do it.

One day Willie brought home a little black book,
and Jack said:-

“What’s dat, Willie?”
“That is the New Testament, that tells about

Jesus.”
And, erelong, Jack learned to read the New Testa-

ment, and when he read that:
“God so loved the world, that he gave his only

begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should
not perish, but have everlasting life,” and that he re-
ally loved us and died for us, and that “if we confess
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our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins,”
his heart went out in love to Jesus. He believed in
him, his sins were forgiven, his heart was changed,
and he became a happy Christian.

Though a mere child, he at once began to tell oth-
ers of Jesus’ love. When he became a young man, he
was still at work for the Lord. He used to go to the
neighboring plantations, read his Bible, and explain
it to the people.

One day the master said to him, Jack, I am told
that you go off preaching every Sunday.”

“Yes, mas’r, I must tell sinners how Jesus died on
de cross for dem.”

“Jack, if you go off preaching on Sunday, I will tell
you what I will do on Monday.”

“What will you do on Monday, mas’r?”
“I will tie you to that tree, take this whip, and flog

all this religion out of you.”
Jack knew that his master was a determined man,

but when he though of Christ’s sufferings for us, and
heard his Lord saying unto him, “Be thou faithful
unto death, and I will give thee a crown of life,”’ he
resolved to continue his work for the Lord the next
Sunday.

With his New Testament in hand, he went down
to the plantation and told them that his master might
whip him half to death the next day, but if he did, he
would not suffer more than Christ had suffered for
us.

The next morning his master said, “Jack, I hear
you were preaching again yesterday.”

“Yes, mas’r. I must go and tell sinners how Jesus
was whipped that we might go free.”

“But, Jack, I told you that if you went off preach-
ing, Sunday, I should whip you on Monday, and now I

Jack’s Fidelity
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will do it.”
Blow after blow fell upon Jack’s back, while oaths

fell from the master’s lips.
Then he said:
“There, Jack, I don’t believe you will preach next

Sunday. Now go down to the cotton-field and go to
work.”

When next Sunday came, Jack could not stand
straight, for his back was covered with sores and
scars. But, with his Testament in his hand, he stood
before the people of the plantation, and said, “Mas’r
whip me mos’ ter death last Monday, and’ I don’t
know but he will kill me tomorrow, but if he does, I
shall not suffer more than Jesus did when he died
on the cross for us.”

Monday morning the master called him and said,
“Jack, I hear you have been preaching again.”

“Yes, mas’r. I must go an’ tell sinners how Christ
was wounded for our transgressions, how he sweat
drops of blood for us in the garden, and’ wore that
cruel crown of thorns that we might wear a crown of
joy when he comes.”

“But I don’t want to hear your preaching. Now bare
your back, and take the flogging I told you I should
give you if you went off preaching.”

Fast flew the cruel lashes, until Jack’s back was
covered with wounds and blood.

“Now, Jack, go down to the cotton-field and go to
work. I reckon you’ll never want to preach again.”

When the next Sunday came, Jack’s back was in
a terrible condition. But, hobbling along, he found
his friends in the neighboring plantation, and said:
“mas’r whipped me mos’ ter death last Monday, but
if I can only get you to come to Jesus and love him, I
am willing to die for your sake tomorrow.”
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If there were scoffers there, do you not think they
were led to believe there was a reality in religion? If
any were there who were inclined to think that min-
isters preach only when they get money for it, do you
not think they changed their minds when they saw
what wages Jack got? Many were in tears, and some
gave themselves to that Saviour for whose sake Jack
was willing to die the death of a martyr.

Next morning the master called Jack, and said,
“Make bare your back again; for I told you that just
as sure as you went off preaching, I would whip you
till you gave it up.”

The master raised the ugly whip, and as he looked
at Jack’s back, all lacerated he could find no new
place to strike, and said:

“Why do you do it, Jack? You know that as surely
as you go off preaching Sunday, I will whip you most
to death the next day. No one pays you anything for
it. All you get is a terrible flogging, which is taking
your life from you.”

“Yer ax me, mas’r, what I’se doin’ it fer. I’ll tell you,
mas’r. I’se going ter tak all dos stripes an’ all dos
scars, mas’r, up to Jesus, by an’ by, to show him how
faithful I’se been, ‘cause he loved you an’ me, mas’r
and bled an’ died on the cross for you an’ me, mas’r.”

The whip dropped, and that master could not
strike another blow. In a subdued tone he said:-

“Go down in the cotton-field.”
Do you think Jack went away cursing his master,

saying, “O Lord, punish him for all his cruelty to me”?
No, no! His prayer was, “Lord, forgive him, for

Jesus Christ’s sake.”
About three o’clock, a messenger came down to

the cotton-field, crying: “Mas’r dyin’! Mas’r’s dyin’!
Come quick, Jack. Mas’r’s dyin’!”’

Jack’s Fidelity
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In his private room, Jack found his master on the
floor in agony, crying: “O Jack, I’m sinking down to
hell! Pray for me! Pray for me!”

“I’se been prayin’ for you all de time, mas’r. You
mus’ pray for yourse’f.”

“ I don’t know how to pray, Jack. I know how to
swear, but I don’t know how to pray.”

“You mus’ pray, mas’r.”
And finally they both prayed, and God revealed

Christ on the cross to him, and then and there he
became a changed man.

A few days after, he called Jack to him and said:
“Jack, here are your freedom papers. They give

you your liberty. Go and preach the gospel wherever
you will, and may the Lord’s blessing go with you.”

While telling this story at the convention, I no-
ticed a man, perhaps sixty years off age, with quite
gray hair, who was deeply moved. When I had fin-
ished, he sprang to his feet, and with a clear but
tremulous voice, said:

“I am Jack. Mr. Hammond has been speaking of
me. He has been trying to tell my sufferings, but he
cannot describe the terrible agony I endured at the
hands of my master, who, because I was determined
to preach the gospel on the plantations around us,
every Monday morning for three weeks called me up
and laid the cruel lash upon my back with his own
hands until my back was like raw beef. But God
helped me to pray for him, until he was forgiven and
saved through Christ. And, thank God, Jack still
lives.”

I have given you only a few of his burning words,
but I can tell you there were many eyes filled with
tears during this touching scene, which will not soon
be forgotten by those who witness it.
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69-Nep’s L69-Nep’s L69-Nep’s L69-Nep’s L69-Nep’s Lessonessonessonessonesson
There, that’s done, all but the sail,” said Walter,

eying with great satisfaction the ship he was making.
“When I get that fastened on, she will be ready to
launch.”

Walter Smith was sitting on the doorstep of the
little log house in which he lived with his father,
mother, and baby sister. His home was surrounded
by dense woods.

Laying the boat down carefully by his side, Walter
took a piece of cloth his mother had given him, and
was beginning to cut it into the right shape for a sail,
when he heard from the sitting room:

“Walter, come here, please; I want you.”
“Oh, dear,” said Walter; “I s’pose you’re going to

send me off
when I’m at
the most inter-
esting part of
my work.
What is it?” he
asked, looking
anything but
pleasant.

“Why,
Walter,” ex-
claimed his
mother, “what
a face you are
making! I
want you to
take that pail
and ask Mrs.

Nep’s Lesson
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Brown if she could let me have a little more cream.
Are you really unwilling to do this little errand for
your mother? I thought you would be quite ready to
help me when I have so much to do.”

“Well, I am,” said Walter; “but something always
has to be done just when I am busiest. Give me the
pail.”

“Walter, my boy, you must not speak to me like
that,” said his mother gently, “nor shall you do my
errand. There is not even an animal about the place
that does not make itself useful in some way. The
chickens give us eggs, Tabby keeps the rats away,
and as for Nep, there is no end to the usefulness of
that faithful dog. He guards the house night and day,
goes upon errands, and is never tired of helping us.
But you, my own son, an intelligent boy, feel cross
when I ask you to make a little sacrifice of your own
comfort.”

“Why not send Nep now?” muttered Walter, look-
ing down on the floor. “He could carry a note in the
pail as well as not. He has often done so before.”

“I am afraid to have myself or the house left with-
out him when your father is away; but I will take
baby in my arms, and go myself. Sit down and finish
your boat. If you wish to be a useless boy in the house,
you may.”

“Walter did not go back to the doorstep, for he felt
ashamed of himself, although he was too foolish to
say manfully, “I am sorry, and ashamed too.” He
wanted to say this, and kept trying to do so, but
somehow it wouldn’t come out. Perhaps you know
exactly how he felt.

So Walter sat still and watched his mother. She
wrapped a shawl around the baby, and was crossing
the room to get her bonnet from the peg where it
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hung, when Nep, seeing her approach, looked directly
in her face, and gave a low growl.

“Oh, what’s is the matter with Nep?” cried Mrs.
Smith, springing back in alarm. “1 fear he is going
mad. See how savage he looks.”

“Aah! He must see who is master,” said Walter,
who, like most boys of his age, thought himself very
wise. “I’m not afraid of him. Here, sir, get out of the
way.” But Master Walter was soon back in his seat,
pale with terror. Such a terrible growl he never heard
before. It meant very decidedly, “If you come one bit
nearer, you will see how sharp these big white teeth
of mine are.”

“What can be the matter?” said Mrs. Smith.
“I can’t think,” Walter replied. “I never saw Nep

the least bit ugly before.”
“Perhaps he is sick,” suggested Mrs. Smith. “Oh,

dear! If he should die, how could we get on?”
“He is looking very hard under that chair,” said

Walter. “I wonder if there is--”
At that moment, they heard a loud rattle, a

sound with which they were only too familiar in
their part of the country. Mrs. Smith screamed, and
seized the baby from the floor. Walter scrambled up
on the table; and at the same instant, Nep sprang
forward
with a
frightful
growl.
Mrs.
Smith
covered
her eyes,
dreading
to see the

Nep’s Lesson
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result.
All this takes a long time to tell you, but it hap-

pened almost in an instant; and when Mrs. Smith
opened her eyes again, she saw an enormous rattle-
snake lying dead at her feet, with the prints of Nep’s
teeth deep in its flesh.

Then they both understood Nep’s behavior. He had
seen the snake long ago, although they were uncon-
scious of its presence.

He couldn’t say, “Mrs. Smith, don’t come by this
chair, because there is a snake under it, watching for
a chance to spring upon you;” but he could keep them
out of danger by growling until the right time came
to leap forward and kill the creature.

Then you should have seen the good fellow, now
that his friends were safe and his enemy was dead.
He was nearly wild with joy. How his tail did wag,
and how he did caper about! He jumped up on Walter,
rubbed his shaggy side against Mrs. Smith, licked
the baby’s face till the poor little thing puckered it
all up into a knot. He looked into their faces so ear-
nestly that Walter insisted he was trying to say, “Now
you know I was only fooling so as to protect you, I am
sure.”

Mrs. Smith hugged the baby and Walter close to
her heart, so thankful was she that God had used
faithful Nep to protect their lives:

Suddenly Walter started from his seat, saying:
“Mamma, please let me go for the cream. I wouldn’t
like to be of less use in the world than a dog. Nep has
got ahead of me today, but I’ll do what I can. Now
watch the clock and see if I am not back in a twin-
kling. I must give Nep a squeeze first. There, you
good old fellow, take care of mamma and baby while
I am gone.”
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70-Michael70-Michael70-Michael70-Michael70-Michael
the Uprightthe Uprightthe Uprightthe Uprightthe Upright

More than three hundred years ago there lived in
Holland a little boy named Michael. His parents
wished to bring him up to some trade; but Michael’s
heart was set upon being a sailor and nothing else
would please him. So he was allowed to have his
way, and his father got a berth for him in a vessel
about to sail for Morocco, on the north coast of Af-
rica.

The ship belonged to a merchant who was in the
habit of taking out bales of cloth to sell to the natives
of that place. As he went himself in the ship, he was
able to see what kind of a boy Michael was.

Not only was Michael quick at learning his du-
ties, but he was a boy to be trusted. Whatever he had
to do he did as well as he could, whether any one
was looking at him or not. “This is just the boy I
want,” thought the merchant, and Michael was soon
raised to a higher place.

One day the merchant fell sick, and he could not
go with his vessel, which was laden ready to sail for
Morocco. What could he do? He knew of only one
person to whom he could trust his cargo, and that
was Michael. So he sent for him, and told him that
he must take charge of it.

Michael was young, and it was a difficult task he
had to face; but it was his duty, and he did not flinch
from it. The ship sailed with Michael in charge, and
in due time he was arranging his cloth in the market-
place at Morocco.

Now the city was ruled by a cruel tyrant called the

Michael the Upright



302 Storytime Treasury

Bey, who could do
whatever he liked
without anybody
daring to find fault
with him. On this
very morning he
came into the
market, and after
seeing the various
pieces of cloth
which Michael
had for sale, he
fixed on one and
asked the price.
Michael told him.
The Bey offered
half the sum he
named.

“Nay,” said Michael,” I ask no more than it is worth.
My master expects that price, and I am only his ser-
vant. I have no power to take less.” The Bey’s face
grew dark with anger, and the bystanders trembled,
for they knew that if the lad opposed the wishes of
the cruel governor, he would be put to death. “I will
give you till to-morrow to think about it,” cried the
Bey, and he walked away.

Michael put back the cloth, and began calmly to
wait on his other customers. Those around him
begged him to give in to the Bey and save his life. But
Michael replied, “My life is in God’s hands. If my
master loses one penny through me, I am not a faith-
ful servant.”

The morrow came. The Bey appeared as before;
but, besides his other servants, the public executioner
followed behind him. He again asked Michael the
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price of the
cloth, and he
got the same
answer. “Take
my life if you
will,” added
the brave
Michael, “but I
shall die as an
honest man,
and a true ser-
vant of my
master.”

Everybody
expected to
hear the order,
“Strike off his head!” and in a moment the execu-
tioner would have done it. But the order was not given.
The face of the Bey suddenly changed.

“Thou art a noble fellow!” he cried. “Would that I
had such a servant as thou art. Give me thy hand;
thou shalt be my friend. I will make of the cloth a
robe of honour in memory of thy faithfulness.” And
the Bey threw a purse of gold upon the table, told his
servants to take up the cloth, and went away.

The upright young man rose step by step till he
became an admiral, and he fought the battles of his
country as nobly as he sold his master’s cloth. The
name of Michael Ruyter is still honored in his native
land. And the chief reason why his countrymen love
him so much is just this—that in the very face of
death he dared to do what was right.

Michael the Upright
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What Then?
“When the great plants of our cities
Have turned out their last finished work-
When the merchant has sold his last yard of
silk
And dismissed his last tired clerk-
When the banks have rolled in their last dol-
lar,
And paid out their last dividend-
And the Judge of the world says,
‘Close for the night’ and calls for a balance—
What then?

“When the choir has sung its last anthem,
And the preacher has said his last prayer-
When the organ has pealed its last echo,
And its sound has died out on the air-
When the Bible has closed on the altar,
 And the pews are all empty of men-
And each soul stands facing his record,
And the Great Book is opened—
What then?”

“When the actor has played his last drama,
And the mimic has made his last fun-
When the movie has flashed its last picture,
And the billboards displayed their last run-
When the crowds seeking pleasure have van-
ished,
 And gone out into darkness again-
And a world that rejected its Saviour,
 Is asked for a reason—
What then?”

“When the bugle dies out in the silence,
And the long marching columns are still,
When the millions of earth are gathered
From ocean and valley and hill-
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When the Day that has no morrow
Has come to the last, last end,
And the voice of God from the Heavens,
 Says, ‘It is done,’—
What then?”

71-When Boney71-When Boney71-When Boney71-When Boney71-When Boney
CrowedCrowedCrowedCrowedCrowed

Boney Quillian was a tiny bantam chicken with
red and green feathers. Dorothy’s uncle gave him to
her one time when she and her parents were making
him a visit. When Dorothy and Uncle Joe were put-
ting Boney into a basket and making ready to cover
him with a piece of cloth,
so that Dorothy might
safely carry him home
with her, Boney gave a
shrill little crow, and
looked straight into
Dorothy’s eyes with a
wise, friendly little look,
as much as to say, “We
are going to be the best
of friends.” And sure
enough they were.

When Dorothy
reached home and took
Boney out of the basket,
he showed great interest in his new surroundings,
and immediately chose the lower rung on Dorothy’s
high chair to roost on. Every night, when bedtime
came, he would jump upon the high chair, crow
loudly several times, then jump down and perch on

When Boney Crowed
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the lower rung, tuck his head under his wing, and
continue to peep until he had fallen fast asleep.

At mealtime, he often sat on Dorothy’s shoulder;
and when her mother scolded Boney, as she some-
times had to, he would hide under Dorothy’s long
curls, He knew this to be a safe hiding place, and
would keep perfectly still.

Boney and Dorothy were great chums. When Dor-
othy and her young friends played in the yard, Boney
Quillian would stay close by her; and when she gave
her dolls a tea party, he had his little plate, and ate
crumbs and cracked corn very daintily, behaving quite
as well as the dolls.

Boney Quillian and Old Shep, the dog, were a
long time in making friends with each other. But
after a while, they grew chummy; and it was a
pleasing sight to see Boney, when Old Shep lay
down to take his nap, jump upon Old Shep’s shoul-
der and cuddle down for a rest too. All would go
well until Old Shep stirred in his sleep. Then Boney
would straighten up and crow, then Old Shep
would growl and bark,
and this would frighten
Boney nearly into fits.

Sometimes
Dorothy’s mother
would say: “Oh, Dor-
othy, I do get so tired
of that little chicken! I
sometimes wish we
did not have him.” Then Dorothy would only hug
Boney a little closer and say, “Dear mother, I do love
him so well, and I am sure he loves us; and even if
he is only a little bantam, he is knowing, and would
do anything for us he could.”
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And sure enough, a time came when Boney
Quillian was able to show just how much he loved
Dorothy and his home, and he did them all a service
that made him quite a hero.

One night, when Boney and Old Shep and all the
rest in the farmhouse were peacefully sleeping, Boney
was suddenly awakened by a strange, bright light,
which shone right into his eyes through the
uncurtained kitchen window. He opened his eyes, and
thought: “Why, what a short night! It must be morn-
ing. How in the world did I oversleep like this!”

He crowed at the top of his voice, again and again.
Finally he so disturbed Old Shep that the dog woke
up, and growled at Boney to stop.

But Boney still kept on crowing, and Old Shep
began to bark at him, louder and louder. They made
such a noise that Dorothy’s father came to see what
all this racket was about. He saw the strange light,
and glancing out of the window, discovered that the
big farm barn was on fire. He called the hired man,
and, after some very hard work, succeeded in put-
ting it out.

After that, Boney was made a great pet of by all
Dorothy’s family. He had not only been the means of
saving the big barn, and the horses, and the cows,
but possibly the house.

Might Have Been
“Mr. Meant-to has a comrade,
And his name is Didn’t Do;
Have you ever chanced to meet them?
Did they ever call on you?
These two fellows live together
In a house of Never-Win,
And I’m told that it is haunted
By the ghost of Might-Have-Been.”

When Boney Crowed
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72-Elnathan’s Gold72-Elnathan’s Gold72-Elnathan’s Gold72-Elnathan’s Gold72-Elnathan’s Gold
One morning Christopher Lightenhome, aged sixty-

eight, received an unexpected legacy of six hundred
dollars. His good old face betokened no surprise, but
shone with a great joy. “I am never surprised at the
Lord’s mercies,” he said reverently. Then, with a step
to which vigor had suddenly returned, he sought out
Elnathan Osley, aged twelve.

“Elnathan,” he said, “I guess I am the oldest man
in the poorhouse, but I feel just about your age. Sup-
pose you and I get out of here.”

The boy smiled. He was
very old for twelve, even as
Christopher Lightenhome
was very young for sixty-
eight.

“For a poorhouse this is
a good place,” continued
Christopher, still with that
jubilant tone in his voice. “It
is well conducted, just as the
county reports say. Still
there are other places that
suit me better. You come
and live with me, Elnathan.
What do you say to it, boy?”

“Where are you going to
live?” asked Elnathan, cau-
tiously.

The old man regarded
him approvingly. You’ll
never be one to get out of
the frying-pan into the fire,
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will you?” he said. “But I know a room. I have had my
eye on it. It is big enough to have a bed, a table, a
cook-stove, and three chairs in it, and we could live
there like lords. Like lords, boy! Just think of it! I
can get it for two dollars a month.”

“With all these things in it?”
“No, with nothing in it. But I can buy the things,

Elnathan, get them cheap at the second-hand store.
And I can cook to beat - well to beat some women
anyway.”

He paused to think a moment of Adelizy, one of
the pauper cooks. “Yes,” he thought, “Adelizy has her
days. She’s systematic. Some days things are all but
pickled in brine, and other days she doesn’t put in
any salt at all. Some days they’re overcooked, and
other days it seems as if Adelizy jerked them off the
stove before they were heated through.” Then he
looked eagerly into the unresponsive young face be-
fore him. “What’s the matter with my plan,
Elnathan?” he asked gravely. “Why don’t you fall in
with it? I never knew you to hang off like this before.”

“I haven’t any money,” was the slow answer. “I can’t
do my share toward it. And I’m not going to live off
you. Your money will last you twice as long as if you
don’t have to keep me. Adelizy says six hundred dol-
lars isn’t much, if you do think it is a fortune, and
you’ll soon run through with it, and be back here
again.”

For a moment the old man was stung. “I sha’n’t
spend the most of it for salt to put in my victuals
anyway,” he said. Then his face cleared, and he
laughed. “So you haven’t any money, and you won’t
let me keep you,” he continued. “Well, those are pretty
honorable objections. I expect to do away with them
though immediately.” He drew himself up, and said,

Elnathan’s Gold
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impressively: “‘That is gold which is worth gold.’
You’ve got the gold all right, Elnathen, or the money,
whichever you choose to call it.”

Elnathan stared.
“Why, boy, look here!” Mr. Lightenhome exclaimed,

as he seized the hard young arm, where much en-
forced toil had developed good muscle. “There’s your
gold, in that right arm of yours. What you want to do
is to get it out of your arm and into your pocket. I
don’t need to keep you. You can live with me and
keep yourself. What do you say now?”

The boy’s face was alight. “Let’s go today,” he said.
“Not today - tomorrow,” divided Mr. Lightenhome,

gravely. “When I was young, before misfortune met
me and I was cheated out of all I had, I was used to
giving spreads. We’ll give one tonight to those we used
to be fellow paupers with no longer ago then yester-
day, and tomorrow we will go. We began this year in
the poorhouse; we will end it in our own home. That
is one of the bad beginnings that made a good end-
ing, boy. There is more than one of them. Mind that.”

The morrow came, and the little home was started.
Another morrow followed, and Elnathan began in
earnest to try getting the gold out of his arm and into
his pocket. He was a dreamy boy, with whom very
few had had patience; for nobody, not even himself,
knew the resistless energy and dogged perseverance
that lay dormant within him. Mr. Lightenhome, how-
ever, suspected it. “I believe,” he said to himself, “that
Elnathan, when he once gets awakened, will be a
hustler. But the poorhouse isn’t exactly the place to
rouse up the ambition of Napoleon Bonaparte in any
boy. Having a chance to scold some body is what
Adelizy calls one of the comforts of a home. And she
certainly took out her comforts on Elnathan, and all
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the rest helped her - sort of deadening to him, though.
Living here with me is a little more like what’s needed
in his case.”

Slowly Elnathan wakened, and Mr. Lighten home
had patience with him. He earned all he could, and
he kept himself from being a burden on his only friend,
but he disliked work, and so he lagged over it. He did
all that he did well, however, and he was thoroughly
trustworthy.

Three years went by. Elnathan was fifteen years
old, and Christopher Lightenhome was seventy-one.
The little room had always been clean. There had
been each day enough nourishing food to eat, though
the old man, remembering Adelizy’s prediction, had
set his face like flint against even the slightest indul-
gence in table luxuries. And, although there had been
days when Elnathan had recklessly brought home a
ten-cent pie and half a dozen doughnuts from the
baker’s as his share of provision for their common
dinner, Mr. Lightenhome felt that he had managed
well. And yet there were only fifty dollars of the origi-
nal six hundred left, and the poorhouse was looming
once more on the old man’s sight.

He sighed. An expression of patience grew on the
kind old face. He felt it to be a great pity that six
hundred dollars could not be made to go farther. And
there was wistfulness in the glance he cast upon the
boy. Elnathan was, as yet, only half awake. The little
room and the taste of honest independence had done
their best. Were they to fail?

The old man began to economize. His mittens wore
out. He did not buy more. He needed new flannels,
but he did not buy them. Instead he tried to patch
the old ones, and Elnathan, coming in suddenly,
caught him doing it.

Elnathan’s Gold
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“Why, Uncle Chris!” he exclaimed. “What are you
patching those old things for? Why don’t you pitch
‘em out and get new ones?”

The old man kept silent till he had his needle
threaded. Then he said softly, with a half-apology in
his tone, “The money’s ‘most gone, Elnathan.”

The boy started. He knew as will as Mr.
Lightenhome that when the last coin was spent, the
doors of the poorhouse would open once more to re-
ceive his only friend. A thrill of gladness went through
Elnathan as he recognized that no such fate awaited
him. He could provide for himself. He need never re-
turn. And by that thrill in his own bosom he guessed
the feeling of his friend. He could not put what he
guessed into words. Nevertheless, he felt sure that
the old man would not falter nor complain.

“How much have you?” he asked.
Mr. Lightenhome told him.
Then, without a word, Elnathan got up and went

out. His head sunk in thought, and his hands in his
trousers’ pockets, he sauntered on in the wintry air
while he mentally calculated how long Mr.
Lightenhome’s funds would last. “Not any later then
next Christmas he will be in the poorhouse again.”
He walked only a few steps. Then he stopped. “Will
he?” he cried. “Not if I know it.”

This was a big resolve for a boy of fifteen, and the
next morning Elnathan himself thought so. He
thought so even to the extent of considering a retreat
from the high task which he had the previous day
laid before himself. Then he looked at Mr.
Lightenhome, who had aged perceptibly in the last
hours. Evidently he had lain awake in the night cal-
culating how long his money would last. The sight of
him nerved the boy afresh. “I am not going back on
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it,” he told himself vigorously. “I am just going to dig
out all the gold there is in me. Keeping Uncle Chris
out of the poorhouse is worth it.”

But he did not confide in the old man. “He would
say it was too big a job for me, and talk about how I
ought to get some schooling,” concluded the boy.

Now it came about that the room, which, while it
had not been the habitation of lords, had been the
abode of kingly kindness, became a silent place. The
anxious old man had no heart to joke. He had been
to the poorhouse, and had escaped from it into free-
dom. His whole nature rebelled at the thought of re-
turning. And yet he tried to school himself to look
forward to it bravely. “If it is the Lord’s will,” he told
himself, “I will have to bow to it.”

Meanwhile those who employed Elnathan were
finding him a very different boy from the slow, lag-
ging Elnathan they had known. If he was sent on an
errand, he made speed. “Here! Get the gold out of
your legs,” he would say to himself.

If he sprouted potatoes for a grocer in his cellar,
“There’s gold in your fingers El,” he would say. “Get
it out as quick as you can.”

He now worked more hours in a day then he had
ever worked before, so that he was too tired to talk
much at meals, and too sleepy in the evenings. But
there was a light in his eyes when they rested on Mr.
Lightenhome that made the old man’s heart thrill.
Elnathan would stand by me if he could,” he would
say to himself. “He’s a good boy. I must not worry
him.”

A month after Elnathan had begun his great la-
bor of love, an astonishing thing happened to him.
He had a choice of two places offered him as general
utility boy in a grocery. Once he would have told Mr.

Elnathan’s Gold
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Lightenhome, and asked his advice as to which offer
he should take, but he was now carrying his own
burdens. He considered carefully, and then he went
to Mr. Benson.

“Mr. Benson,” he said, “Mr. Dale wants me, too,
and both offer the same wages. Now which one of
you will give me my groceries reduced as you do your
other clerks?”

“I will not,” replied Mr. Benson, firmly. “Your de-
mand is ridiculous. You are not a clerk.” The irate
Mr. Benson turned on his heel, and Elnathan felt him-
self dismissed.

He then went to Mr. Dale, to whom he honestly
related the whole. Mr. Dale laughed. “But you are not
a clerk,” he said, kindly.

“I know it, but I mean to be, and I mean to do all I
can for you, too.”

Mr. Dale looked at him, and he liked the bearing
of the lad. “Go ahead,” he said. “You may have your
groceries at the same rate I make clerks.”

“Thank you,” responded Elnathan, while the grati-
tude he felt crept into his tones. “For myself,” he
thought, “I would not have asked for a reduction, but
for Uncle Chris I will. I have a big job on hand.”

That day he told Mr. Lightenhome that he had
secured a place at Mr. Dale’s, and that he was to
have a reduction on groceries. “Which means, Uncle
Chris, that I pay for the groceries for us both, while
you do the cooking and pay the rent.”

Silently and swiftly Mr. Lightenhome calculated.
He saw that if he were saved the buying of the grocer-
ies for himself, he could eke out his small hoard till
after Christmas. The poorhouse receded a little from
the foreground of his vision as he gazed into the eyes
of the boy opposite him at the table. He did not know
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that his own eyes spoke eloquently of his deliverance,
but Elnathan choked as he went on eating.

“Now hustle, El!” he commanded one day on his
way back to the store. “There’s gold in your eyes if
you keep them open, and in your tongue if you keep
it civil, and in your back and in your wits if they are
nimble. All I have to say is, Get it out.”

“Get it out,” he repeated when he had reached the
rear of the store. And he began busily to fill and label
kerosene cans, gasoline cans, and molasses jugs.

From there he went to the cellar to measure up
potatoes.

“Never saw such a fellow!” grumbled his compan-
ion utility boy. “You’d think he run the store by the
way he steps round with his head up and them sharp
eyes of his into everything. ‘Hi there!’ he said to me.
‘Fill that measure of gasoline full before you pour it
into the can. Mr. Dale doesn’t want the name of giv-
ing short measure because you are careless.’ Let’s do
some reporting on his, and get him out of the store,”
he said. “But there’s nothing to report, and there never
will be.”

But the boy persisted, and very shortly he found
himself out of position.

“You needn’t get another boy if you don’t want to,
Mr. Dale,” observed Elnathan, cheerily. “I am so used
to the place now that I can do all he did, as well as
my own work. And, anyway, I would rather do the
extra work than go on watching somebody to keep
him from measuring up short or wrong grade on ev-
erything he touches.” And Elnathan smiled. He had
lately discovered that he had ceased to hate work.

Mr. Dale smiled in return. “Very well,” he said.
“Go ahead and do it all if you want to.”

A week he went ahead, and at the end of that time

Elnathan’s Gold
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he found, to his delight, that Mr. Dale had increased
his wages. “Did you think I would take the work of
two boys and pay for the work of one?” asked Mr.
Dale.

“I didn’t think at all, sir,” replied Elnathan, joy-
ously; “but I am the gladdest boy in Kingston to get a
raise.”

“Uncle Chris,” he said that night, “I got a raise
today.”

Mr. Lightenhome expressed his pleasure, and his
sense that the honor was well merited, but Elnathan
did not hear a word he said, because he had some-
thing more to say himself.

“Uncle Chris,” he went on, his face very red, “I
have been saving up for some time, and tomorrow’s
your birthday. Here is a present for you.” And he thrust
out a ten-dollar piece, with the words, “I never made
a present before.”

Slowly the old man took the money, and again his
eyes outdid his tongue in speaking his gratitude. And
there was a great glow in the heart of the boy.

“That’s some of the gold I dug out of myself, Uncle
Chris,” he laughed. “You are the one who first told
me it was in me. I do not know whether it came out
of my arms or my legs or my head.”

“I know where the very best gold there is in you is
located, Elnathan,” smiled the old man. “It is your
heart that is gold, my boy.”

Two months later Elnathan was a clerk at twenty-
five dollars a month. “Now we’re fixed, Uncle Chris!”
he cried, when he told the news. “You and I can live
forever on twenty-five dollars a month.”

“Do you mean it?” asked the old man, tremblingly.
“Do you wish to be cumbered with me?”

“No, I do not, Uncle Chris,” answered the boy, with



317

a beaming look. “I do not want to be cumbered with
you. I just want to go on living here with you.”

Then to the old man the poorhouse forever re-
ceded from sight. He remembered Adelizy no more,
as he looked with pride and tenderness on the boy
who stood erect and alert before him, looked again
and yet again, for he saw in him the Lord’s deliverer,
though he knew not that he had been raised up by
his own kind hand.

Elnathan’s Gold
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“Wanted—A Boy”
1. “Wanted-a boy.” How often we
These common little words may see.
Wanted for errands to be run,
Wanted for everything under the sun.
All that the men to-day can do,
To-morrow the boys will be doing too;
For soon the time is coming when
The boys must take the place of men.

2. Wanted-the world wants boys to-day;
And it offers them all it has for pay
Honour, wealth, position, fame,
A useful life and a deathless name.
Boys to shape the paths for men,
Boys to guide the plough and pen,
Boys to forward the tasks begun,
For the world’s great work is never done.

3. The world is anxious to employ
Not merely some, but every boy
Whose heart and head will ever be true
To the work his hands shall find to do.
Honest, faithful, earnest, kind;
To good awake, to evil blind;
Heart of pure gold without alloy,
Wanted-the world wants such a boy

73-The Man73-The Man73-The Man73-The Man73-The Man
in the Boyin the Boyin the Boyin the Boyin the Boy

Have you ever wondered what is meant by the say-
ing, “The boy is father of the man”? Here are a few
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very short stories which may help you to understand
the saying, and to see how true it often is.

A Swedish boy fell out of a window and was badly
hurt, but with clenched teeth he kept back the cry of
pain. The king, who saw him fall, said that such a
boy would make a useful man in any time of danger.
And so he did, for he became a famous general.

A boy, who lived among the mountains in the north
of Italy, used to crush flowers to get the color out of
their petals, and with this paint he painted the white
wall of his father’s house with all sorts of pictures.
He grew up to be the great artist Titian.

An old painter used to watch a little fellow who
amused himself making drawings on his paint-pots,
his easel, his stool, and anything else he could find
to draw on. The painter said, “That boy will beat me
one day.” And so he did, for later he was the famous
sculptor and painter Michael Angelo.

A German boy was reading a very exciting novel.
When he was right in the middle of it he said to him-
self, “Now this will never do. I get too much excited
over stories like this. I can’t study so well after it. So
here goes!” and he flung the fiction book into the
river. He read no more useless books, and attended
only to his studies, until he became one of the most
learned men who ever lived. He was Fichte, the great
German writer.

Now you begin to see how the boy can be the fa-
ther of the man. Every boy has in him the beginnings
of the man he is to become, and the kind of boy he is
now tells us the kind of man he will be. Boys cannot
all become famous men, but they can all become good
men, if they care to do so. And how can they do this?
Simply by watching their habits. They must get rid
of their bad habits, and choose to learn good and

The Man in the Boy
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One step, and then another.
And the longest walk is ended;
One stitch, and then anther,
And the largest rent is mended;
One brick upon another,
And the highest wall is made;
One flake upon anther,
And the deepest snow is laid.

useful ones, and they must start to do so while they
are young. The sooner the better. It is ever so much
harder to learn good habits and unlearn bad ones
when you are older.
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