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INTRODUCTION.

o my Dear Young

Is any of you wer a very long journey

Lad heard was

over an untried road, which y

rough and dangerous, would you not be very g

to hear that some one had been over it be

arrived safely at his journcy’s end? And wh

you started, in your turn, and before many steps
found yourself upon the borders of a great swamp,

and the Ulackened waters

where your feet s

spattered your elean garments, would you not be

pleased to sec a little notice on a post hard by,
saying, —

W A Tittle further down you will find a board laid

across this swamp, by which I, Tom Masterful

eafily over”?

Aud if, on going a little further, and finding the
sun very hot, you should see a pleasant, shaded
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reen furest

path leading away into the lovelie

just turning aside, would you not be

nwer

nother no-

wkful if' your eyes fell upon

“Do not enter here!  There is a fierce lion back

wls! 1, Joseph Eas

, have just escaped

in these v
with my life”?
And if, a little further still, when you were very

t hill, and should

od, you should come to a gre

be so much dis od that yon would say, “1

can not hear this road, with its swamps, and lons,

and hills. I will lie down among these pleasant

flowers and sleep a little while ;¥ —would you not

start, half in terror, half in gratitude; if you saw

plainly wr

another little

“ Whoever sl

ps here will never wake again;

for a serpent will ereep out of these crimson flow-

ers, and sting him so that he will die. But who-

imbs that hill will

om the top the galden

ever ¢
spires of the city which lies at his journey’s end;
and Le rests, he will breathe the sweet air

fi

i its grrde lights "
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And then, if you saw written, just under, —
«], Sam Sterling, am determined to climb this
hill,” and under that,— ¢ I, Dick Hardy, ditto,”

hten up, shoulder your carpet-

wouldn’t you str:

bag, and ery, cheerily,—

«f Sam Sterling and Dick Hardy were not

afraid of this hill, I am determined to conquer ity

And now for the application. I hope all my
young readers have ecither entercd, or are striving
to enter, at the strait gate, and are all wishing
to walk in the King's highway, which leads to the
beautifal, golden city. This is the only safe path
for young or old fect; and yet, I must confess, it is
not perfectly smooth, and you may often come upon
very *hard places” But a great many travelers
have passed over this road before you; and I think
it might be some help to you to know how other
boys felt when they came to these “hard places,”
and what theysfound to be the best way of getting
over them.

For this reason T offer you this collection of little
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stories.* T hope you will be pleased to read of the
bays who were nearly swamped in many evil hibits,
and how they got over at last, and left their good
examples, like nice, firm planks, for the help of all
other boys who shonld come to the same p

and of the e

who resisted temptation, when the
wrong path looked so much eusier than the right

one, and thus avoide

the great enemy who goes
shout like a raging lion; and of the boy who con-
quered the big hill of self, when every stone on the

way was either pride, or an

er, or revenge, and

you miy know it was very painful to the feet, But
when he had at last overcome, how sweet it was to
rest in the light of God's smile, and how much

nearer seemed the heavenly city, where a crown

was awaiting the happy econqgueror!

Dear young pilgrims, standing doubting and tear-
ful at the foot of some stubborn kill, may God bless
to you these simple reoords of struggle and vietory,
and grant that to many tired foet they may indeed

prove “ Helps over Hard Places.

L. B,

« & portion of thes were st printed fn the " Congrogaticnalist
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THE YOUNG CONQUEROR.
Tk retiving bell had rung in Mr. Avery’s
large boardi
ong, like the
ling eyes, the
the old gray hous smed fast a
in one of the rooms, flooded with the light
of the full April moon, lay four wakeful boys,
engaged in some eager discnssio
“1 say, Hal,” cried Bill Masse
4T believe I can beat any boy
running and jumping. And just feel of these
muscles; do you think one of you could
stand up a minute, if this arm said ‘go
down ?’”
“1 think Hal Gray could,” responded Bob
Wilson.

hool for boys, and one by
p little twink-

shed, and

o of so mar

hts were ex

p.  But

xxultingly,

n school in

°
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«Yes, T think he'd have a tough time with
me,” eried Hal's cheery voice.

«Well, perhaps so; and well try it to-
morrow. But it’s n great thing to be strong,
and when I'm a mau I shall enter the army.
I shall soon be promoted on account of my
bravery, boys; and then how I’ll lead my
company on to battlel We'll be like Napo-
leon’s Old Guard. Nothing shall stand before

us.”

«But,” interrupted TIgl, with 2 shiver,
«don’t you think any thing of shooting peo-
ple down, killing them all in a minute? I'm
sure there could be no glory in battle for me,
when I heard the dying men groaning on
every side, and thought of the poor mothers
and sisters watching and waiting for friends
they would nevensee again.”

«My dear chicken,” replied Bill, « of course
I could not walk right up to a man and shoot
him coolly throngh the heart. But you see it
itement, — horses and men all
ers shouting and

will be all
mixed in together, — offi
urwing one on, while the guns and cannons
and noise enongh for fity ‘Konrths
o ¢ Then you know our country’sjene-
mies will be before us, and you wouldn't
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want them to beat ws. -No, indeed! so I,
for one, should rush in, dealing blows right
and left; and by and by the battle would be
over, and some proud, rich city would be eon-

quered. Then, in a most mag
riage, I should ride through the streets, while
the crowd hurrahed, and the band played
¢8se the conquering hero comes!’ What do
yon think of that, boys?”

«All very well,” laughed Hal G “if, in
the first. place, you only get promo and if]
gecondly, you are not killed yourself upon
the field of battle. Two rather important
+ “Oh, captains are never killed,” responded
Bill.

«Well, Pm going to fight in a safer field,”
gaid Bob Wilson, “and perhaps I shall have
full as much glory, after all. I'm determined
to be wise. There shall not be one difficult
gtudy that I will not conquer. TIl fight all
the knotty problems. Il make all the sci-
ences my slaves, TIl lead the lar
eaptive; and then, when Bill is flou
his sword and gun in the midst of danger,
Lshall sit quietly in my room, and, with a
few strokes of my pen, conquer a nation,
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Yes, indeed! I intend to be atrong, and to
conguer, but I ghall be what Mr. Avery calls
an “intellectual giant! 1 intend that my
name shall be one of the first in the temple
of fume”

“You've got the b of it, Bob,” eried
Hal’s clear voice. “I like your way of fight-
mg, and I think you'll stand the best chance
of glory, too. I mean to try as hard as you
‘or the prize that Mr. Avery has offered.”

“Boys,"” said a childish voice, and the pale
face of lame Jemmy Packard was raized from
his cot. “I should lik
thing else you onght to fight against, and, if
you conquer, you will hs greater glory
than any you have spoken of yet.”

“«What is it ?” said the boys, good-naturedly,

«<He that is slow to anger is better than
the mighty, and he that ruleth his spivit than
he that taketh a city,’” repested Jemmy, em-
phatically.

“Oh, you miserable little Puritan! shut
your ¢yes and go to sleep,” cried Bill Massey.

“No,” said Hal, “fair play, Jem has as
good a right to speak as any of us, and he
shall tell us all about it. Now, Jemmy,” con-
tinued he, laughing, * that would Le the bard-

to tell you of some-
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est kind of a fight for me; do tell ns what
reward we would have, after our uncomforta-
ble struggle ?”

#There are so many rewards,” eried lame
Jemmy, ¢ that I hardly know where to begin.”

“Oh yes” said Bob Wilson, impatiently,
“you've been sick so long, you're alws
thinking about these thihgs, All yon mean
now is, that people, if they are good, will go
to heaven. But if T should get there some
day, there are so many great angels there
already, that nobody would take any notice
of me. Now Z want to occupy a high place,
and make my name known.”

&1 don’t think you have quite the r

of ambition, Bob,” said Jemmy, meekly; “but
if you struggle all your life for ear ame, it
will be nothing compared to the glory given

to the conquerors in this nobler battle.”

“Tell us about it,” said Hal.

%These are the words of the promise,”
replied Jemmy: “¢To him that overcometh
(you know what kind of enemies, boys) will
I grant to sit with me in my throne, even as
I also overcame, and am set down with my
Father in his throne; and I will confess his
name before my Father and before his ane
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gels)  Oh, Bob, isnt that a greater throne
than auy you can reach on earth, and isn's
that & very glorious company to be all listen-
ing when the Saviour speaks your name e

#Would he speak my name, my very name
— Bob Wilson?”

“«Why, yes,” said Jemmy, with strong
fiith.  # At least, every one in heaven would
know who you were, and that you were the
Saviour’s friend.”

@ Are there any more promises?” asl
Hal,

«Qh, a great many; you must read about
them all. He will give you to eat of the
tree of life which is in the midst of the para-
dise of God. He will give you the ‘moming
star,” and you ‘shall not be hurt of the second
death? T can not remember them all, but it's
a very great reward.”

«1 helieve Jemmy is the wisest of us all;
don't you think so, boys ?” asked Hal.

But there was no reply, and the low, regu-
lar bresthing from that side of the room
proved that they had both fallen asleep.

«Yes, Jomuty,” continued Hal; “I know
you are right, It is just as mother has al-
wetimes I .do try to

d

ways taught mej and so
¥ 4 H
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rule my spirit. But I get angry so easily,
and when all the blood rashes to my head,
and my heart thumps so fast, I have to do
just the first thing I think of, and that is sure
to be wrong. It isn't because Pm ashamed
or afraid to do right.”

%No, I knew you were not afraid the first
uight you came, when you kneeled down
before us all and said your prayers.”

“«RBut, Jemmy, when the boys provoke me,
I can't bear to take it so meekly, and, as the
good people say, ‘turn the other cheek,’” but
I want to defend myself —show them it
won’t do to plague such a boy as T am. As
Bill says; I want to conguer them. I always
thought if ever I were an angel, T shounld
want to be one of those who ‘excel in
stren 19

“Dear Hal,” said Jemmy, “I'm afraid you
have & great many victories to gain before
you could be the poorest kind of an a
It iswery easy for such a strong boy as y
to have all sorts of triumphs like Bill Mas-
gey's, but can’t you see how much nobler and
grander it is to conquer one’s self?”

“Yes, I do seo ity and I will try. It will
be havd, but T'll have no merey on myself.
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Down envy! down pride! down passion !
What beantiful promises to ‘him that over-
cometh!? Pray for me, Jemmy, that I may be
one of the right kind of conquerors, for they
are better, far “better than the mighty!*”

It was a warm morning in the latter part
of May, and Hal Gray, on his way to chapel,
—arm in arm with lame Jemmy, — met Bill
Massey.

«@Gooll morning, Puritans” said he, with a

kind of wicked smile. #You'll be apt to see
o

some fun at prayers this morning
«What do you mean?” asked both together.
«Oh! you two boys are always talking
about being so good, and * overcoming;’ and
all that; perhaps you'll sce old Prex over-
come this morning, or come over, just as you
please to take it”

Harry immediately suspected some trick,
and begged Bill not to do any thing to hurt
the feclings of kind Mr. Avery. But he could
draw nothing further from his mischievous
schoolmate, and so went reluets antly on.

As he entered the chapel, he looked hur-
riedly around. Every thing was in its place,
and he felt somewhat ll"l.“hl\rl.d Presently
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Mr. Avery appeared, and walked, with digni
fied step, to his chair. Ial watched him,
with painful interest; nor were his foars in
vain ; for, as the worthy man seated himself,
the chair suddenly gave way, and he was
prostrated on the floor. A few silly boys
laughed, but the hot blood rushed to Hal’s
cheeks and brow, especially when he saw
that Mr. Avery had so sprained his foot as
to be unable to rise without the assistance
of an under teacher, The chair was imme-
diately examined, and it was discovered that
one of the back legs had been sawed off.

Mr. Avery turned very sternly to the as-
sembled boys, and demanded who had dared
perpetrate such a miserable joke.

The most profound silence followed the
question, but as Mr. Avery's keen eye swept
round the room, it rested on the embarrassed
face of Hal Gray.

“What do you know about it, sir?” he
asked suddenly,

The crimson grew deeper upon Hul's cheeks;
but he drew himself up a little proudly, as he
firmly replied, T did not do it, sir.”

“Do you know who did #” persisted Mr,
Avery.
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Harry hesitated, and at Jast said; faintly
«1 wonld rather not answe A

«But I command you. Come, T am wilite
ing for the name,” said Mr. Avery, with grow=-
ing impatience,

Harry hesitated, and a low murmur of dis-
approbation ran throngh the ranks of hoys,
most of whom had imbibed that false idea
of honor which makes it very contemptible
to inform against a schoolfellow, no matter
how deeply he is to blame. Harry had a
vague ides that such a cowardly act ought
to be punished, but it was #0 hard to speak;
besides, what proof had he, after all, that Bill
Massey was the rogue

«Please excise me, siry” pleaded Halj L3 §
esn not tell that”

« Cannot? and why?™ eried Mr. Avery, a
little angrily. But poor Hal could only re-
peat, “Plense excuse me, sir.”

«Very well” said Mr. Avery, thoroughly
vexed at what he ealled Harry's obstinacy,
while the growing pain in his foot tended to

h he seldom

increase an irritability in W
indulged. “Very well, siv; if you have noth-
ing further to say, we may reasonably con-
clude that you are the guilty one yourself,
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and will proceed to award your punish-
ment.”

I did not do it, Mr. Avery,” interposed
Harry ; but that gentleman, with a hastiness
he afterwards regretted, proceeded to say,
@ Harry Gray is suspended from his classes
for one week, and ordered to remain in his
room during the hours of recreation for the
same length of time.

Lame Jemmiy interposed tearfully, « Will
this prevent him from taking the prize at
the end of this torm, sir?”

“Of course,” said Mr. Avery, briefly, and
proaceeded with the morning exercise

This last was too great a blow for Hal
He had striven so hard for that pri
meant go to delight his mother, and now to
lose it all in o minute! It was too mueh, and
leaning back in the shadow of the chapel pil-
lar; he with difficalty restrained his tears.
And then; too, how hard to have Mr. Avery
think so ill of him. Surely Bill would not
have the heart to leave him in such disgrace,
=—he woudd confoss. But no, not a word more
Wi said upon the subjeet ; and presently the
boys dispersed to their difforent elass rooms,
giving Hal many a look and word of sym-

s, and
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pathy as they passed, for he was a great
favorite in the school.

At the hour for morning exercise, Hal
sould not resist hurrying down for one min-
ate’s talk with Bill Massey. “ ill, BIlL” he
eried, as the bay tried to evade him, “sure
you do not mesn to make me lose the priz
You will tell Mr; Avery, won't you? I know
ke won't scold very bard, now it's all over;
and you know you ean't get the prize, any
way. Wen't you tell him, Bill 2"

&1 don't think I ghall do any thing of the
kind?

«You won't tell him?” eried IMal, with

indignant surprise.

«No," said Bill, doggedly.

The bright color leaped into Hal’s cheeks,
aud his eyes flashed with anger,

« Well, then, you're a mean ted fellow,
and a coward I eried Hal, his fiery temper

entirely getting the mastery of him.

«No boy shall eall me that said Bill,
eoolly rolling up his slecves.

«Come on” eried Harry; excitedly, I'm
ready to Tit, i L s what you mean.”

«Hal, docr Hal,” 1.1«-:“]«\1 lame Jemmy, and
.

his clinging touch was upon the boy”
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Hal’s eyes softened a little, as he s
away, please, Jem 3 T might hurt you.”

But Jemmy clung the tighter. “Dearest
Hal, you are not the right kind of a con-
queror now. Oh! think, Hal, ‘to him that
overcometh, the tree of life, the morning
star, the paradise of God. Now is the time
to fight hard, ‘down passion, down revenge.”
Be a conqueror, Hal, but be sure and strike
in the right place.”

Hal's anger rapidly cooled as Jem spoke,
and at last he threw his arms around his lit-
tle friend, exclaiming, “ Jemmy, I believe you
are my good angel” Then turning to Bill,
he said, with an effort, “1 am sorry I ealled
you names, but T can not fight with you.”

Bill broke into a loud, sneering laugh.

“That's 4 good way to get out of it, you
miserable sneak. Why don’t you say you
don't dare fight, instead of playing d, and
trying to imagine you're a martyr just ready
ta be taken ont of a wicked world ?”

Hal was about 1 king an indignant reply,
but checked himsélf just in time, and rushing
0 his room, threw himself upon his knees,
tepenting bitterly of this outburst of passion,
and humbly asking help for the futnre. Harry
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bore the remainder of his woek of disgrace
with quiet gentleness and patience, and Mr.
Avery more than once regretted the severity
of his sentence.

A few more wecks passed, and found ¥al
still fighting the good fight, with his proud,
young spirit under firm control.

In the long twilight of aloyely June eve-
ning, Hal was walking with Jemmy by the
river, watching Bill Massey, as he tanght a
troop of young boys to swin.

«There is one thing troubling mes Jemmy,”
said Tal, at length, “I do not think T feel
quite right towards Bill Massey yet. I don't
Jike to have him near me, and I would rather
oblige any boy in school than him.”

« Wl it i3 hard, but T suppose it is another
feeling to be overcome. We must pray for
strength to fight it down.”

«1 do, Jem,” said Hal, with sweet serions-
ness, “and I wish yowd pray for me.”

«You're not such a bad hoy, after all,”
evied Jem, lovingly, Jooking into Hal's clear,
honest eyes. “I believe if’ there were some
great, service to be done for Bill this minute,
yowd be the first to offer.”

«I'm not so sure of that” returned Tlal,

laughing.
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Just then there was a great commotion
among the swimmers, and some little b
on shore eried out, “Bill Massey is going
down ! he has the cramp; he will drown!”

« Al that is true!” cried Jem; “and those
litile fellows can only keep their own he
abové water. Oh, why did he go out so {a

Hal did not stop to think twice, but, pul-
ling off coat and boots, plunged into the
water; and  with swift strokes approached
the drowning boy. Bill was a long distance
feom shore, and it was almost by superhuman
efforts that Hal managed to reach him as he
was sinking for the last time.

«There, he has him!” ghouted the little
boys. “Hurrah!” But Jem’s anxicties were
not over. “Poor Hal is so tired,” he thought,
«hoy will he tow in that heavy Bill Massey ?”

Slowly, and with painful effort, carefully
keeping the head of his companion above
wittér, the brave swimmer strack out for the
shore. At first he came on gallantly, then
his strength seemed to flag, and once or
twice both disappeared from sight.

“Oh, if T were only not quite so helpless,”
groaned Jemmy; “run, call some of the big
boys, quick, or they will both drown!”
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What an endless time it seemed before
help came. Ah! there was Hal's curly head
again, nearer, nearer. “A fow more strokes,
dear Hal,” cried Jem, % You are almost in.”

Here the little boys set up a wild shout, as
two or three of the older students arrived
just in time to draw the exhausted pair from
the water. Part of them then applied them-
selves to the task of reviving Bill Massey,
while the rest crowded around Ilal, congrat-
ulating him, and warmly shaking his hand.
Hal smiled fiintly, and tried to thank them;
but suddenly he turned deathly pale, n stream
of blood gushed from his mouth, and he fell
fainting in Bob Wilson's

«What is it ?” eried Jemmy, in terror, as
they laid him upon the grass.

«Call Mr., Avery, and run for a physician,”
cried Bob, giving quick orders to the little
boys. Jem,in the mean while, knelt down,
and drew the dear head upon his brefist.
Smoothing back the wet cutls, he w
anxiously, “ How do you feel, darling 27

Hal opened his eyes, and with his own
bright smile, ever mindful of the feclings of
others, replied, “It is nothing ; 1 do not suffer
any.”

ms.

ispered
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But with the exertion of these few words,
the life stream gushed forth so violently that
the boys turned pale, and looked at ecach
other with a terrible fear,

Presently good Mr. Avery came hurrying
down. “What is this, my dear, dear boy ?2”
he eried, as he saw his favorite pupil ex-
tended, apparently lifeless, before Lim.

A few hurried words explained the whole
matter. .

“What can bo done for him?” he cried,
as the physician made his appearance.  «Dr.
Brown, you must save this noble boy.”

The doctor knelt beside Lim 2 moment,
with a very grave fice. «Ie has broken a
blood-vessel,” he whispered to Mr., Avery.
“T'm afraid he will live but o fow minute:

“Oh, do not say that,” groaned Mr, Avery,
“Make every exertion for his life —leave no
remedy untried.”

Just ‘then Hal opened his eyes, dreamily,
and seeing the pale, grave face of his teacher
bending over him, he said, anxiously, Do yon
8l think T did it, sir 7

Bill Mussey broke through the crowd, and,
in a tone full of anguish and remorse, cried
out, “Oh, Mr, Avery, if lie means the chair,
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I did it, T did it Oh, Hal, you must, you
must forgive me.” ]

A look of satisfuction passed over Hal's
pale face and he turned smilingly to Mr.
A\\'t’r_\’o

«[g it all right now, sir

«Oh, my darling child!” sobbed Mr. Avery,
and could gay no more.

All remedies were in vain, and the young
life chbed fast.

«What is ity dear Hal?” wept Jemmy, put-
ting his ear close to those loved lips, to catch
an almost inarticulate murmur.

«The morning star,” whispered Hal, faintly;
«ghe tree of life in the midst of the paradise
of Godl”

#¢To him that overcometh, to you, dear
Hal; but ah!™ cried lame Jemmy, with a sud-
den burst of anguish, ¢ will you leave me
behind, O Hall™

Harry Gray did mot scem 10 heed those
once familiar tones, but, opening his clear
eyes onee more, he gazed lovingly around the
weeping circle, gave one last, bright smile,
and the last epemy Was destroyed, even
Death.

Phat night, as Bob and Jemmy watched

on
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in the 100m where the young conqueror slept
peacefully after the battle of life, the door
softly opened, and Bill Massey stole in.

Jemmy half iddered when he saw hLim,
but the boy was so changed, so pale and
broken-hearted, Jemmy eould not a word
to reproach him. For a while he mourned
and wept bitterly, then, drawing forth a
wreath of laurel, he laid it reverently upon
Hal's soft, bright curls.

“He is a greater conqueror than ever I
shall be” he sobbed, as he rushed from the
room.

%Yes,” added Bob, “and he has won a
greater prize than I have ever striven for.”

#And I beliove,” eried Jemmy, almost with
exultation, as he kissed the fair brow, I be-
liove God has made him an angel, ezcelling in

strength.”
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TENDER-HEARTED, FORGIVING ONE
ANOTHER.

Ix the sweet June twilight, Willy Cartér
came slowly through the cloverscentod fields,
little willow
. A very s 8
of Willy's
re¢ dancing

carrying very c:
with the eover tied
smile was tugging at the corne
red mouth, and happy thoughts w
like fire-flies in the twilight of his great gray
eyos. It was so pleasant walking there
quietly, with the red sunset still burning
the west, and the birds erooning so sle

ully

from the trees; and then when, once in &
while, he took a delighted peep through the
ket, how could he help
o more and more ?

But suddenly, as he lifted his eyes, he saw
Jack Dawkins standing by the stile at the
end of the meadow. Now Willy was qaite
id of Jack, who w
boy, loving to tease his

erevices of the basl

ather a misel

companions, and so
be turned quietly to go in another direction.
=
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But Jack saw the intention, and called loud-
ly,—

“Here, Will Carter, you little blockhead,
where are you so fast, and what have
you got in your 1 tP”

Willy knew it wonld do no good to run,
and so he thought he wounld just try to be
very pleasant and polite, and perhaps he
would have no trouble. So he went for-
ward as cheerfully as he could, saying, —

“Oh! Jack, what do you think! I have
been over to grandmother's, and she has
given me the most benutiful kitten in the
warld!”

“Let's see her,” said Jack.

Will lifted the cover cautionsly, saying,
“She’s 5o lively, she’d be out in a minute,
if you didn't tuke care. Now did you ever
see such a beauty ?”

Juck peered in curiously. «She 4y pretty,
that's & fict — just a3 white as snow.”

“There isn’t a black hair on her, any-
where,” eried Will, with enthusissm ; “and
Tm trying to think what name to
Pearl is good, and Snow ball, but grandmother
ealled her Lily, and I guess I will, too, Oh!
¥au onglit to see her run afler a string. She

yoing

ve her.
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rolls over and over, just like a little ball of
wool”

“What will you take for her?” asked Jack.

«Oh, I don't want to sell her,” said Will,
with great apprehension, sliding the cover
over the basket.

“T'll give you my Lup."

“No, I¢ !-m t want it.”

My kit

4I've got one of my own.”
what if I should give
© with ('\'n blades 27
d Willy, thoughtfully, *maybe
you'd want it back again; and, any
think I'd rather keep the kitten.”

“You're a mem, stingy fellow!"

“ AR
Al

eried
angrily, $and Pve a good wind to

v from you this minute.”
? pleaded Willy, % yon wouldn't like
to give me your little dog, Spot, would you?”
“No, indeed; I love him as well as I do
myself”
“Then, why wor’t you let me keep my
kitten
“Well, yow're such a gir rou don't
kuaow half the funny things you can de with

her”
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#Why, what are they ?”

“Let me take her a minute, and I'll show
you

Willy didn’t dare refuse, and tremblingly
handed ont his little pet,

“$Well,” said Jack, “in the first place, you
osn play land-organ with her, You J
taks her by the back of the neck, tiis way,
and then take her tail and turn it round amd
round —just so. There,” said he, lsughing
loudly, “do you hear the mew-sic?”

The poor kitten stretched out her little
velvet paws, and mewed piteously, while the
tears started to Will's eyes,

“That’s too crucl, Jy
tail o>

“Well, then she'll be better off'; for sup-
pose my dog, Spot, chases her, and she runs
fan some hole; and just has time to squecze
ity won't she bo a grent deal happier if she
don'e have her tail to look after?™ and Jack
laughed loudly at this poor attempt at wit,

Poor Will now begged very hard that Jack
Waull put the kitten back in the Lask t, but
alkin yain; and he we Just ready to ¢
®hen he saw the school-t

who was taking his e

you will twist her

he




82 UELPS OVER HARLD PLACES.

through the fields, This gentleman, who
had heard the latter part of the conversa-
tion, now stepped up quickly, and ordered
Jack to restore the kitten, while he-gave him
a severe reprimand for his cruelty. Jack eol-
with rage and shame, and w hispeving to

ore
Will, “TTl pay you for this, some 7, he
darted aeross the fields, and Will hastened

he

iz-

mother. You may be su
ur into her sympa
hed, s

home to h
had a long story to p
ing cars; but at last; as he £ ying,
«Now, mother, did yon ever know such a
hateful boy declare, T can’t bear him
and T almost wish somebody would cut off
Spot’s taily? his mother looked very sad, and
| Y )

said, —

“ My dear, dear son, you do not know what
1 am afraid our great Father
in hesven little difference in the
hearts of Willy Carter and Jack T
I am sure Willy has bieen o sinful child to-
day. He b

yon are suying,

wkins.

a5 been eross, thoughtless; diso-

i , and has cheris!
kind thov Ol! how very sad it would
be if God should remember wy little son’s

d many un-

morning prayer, ‘Forgive us our trespusses,

e who trespass against us,
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and ghould say, ‘T will forgive Willy Carter
just ts Ae forgives Jack Dawkins”

“Oh! mother,” said poor Will, with stream-
ing eyes, I never thought of that. Do kneel
down with me, and ask God to forgive me,
and help me to forgive Jack™

So they prayed a long time; and when, at
last, they rose from their knees, Willy looked
a8 if he were at peace with all the world.
Then his mother kissed him, and said, —

“T have a little Bible verse which I wish
my son to learn and always remember. It is
this: “And be kind one to another, tender-
learted, forgiving one another, even as God
for Christ’s sake hath forgiven you.”

‘Willy learned it perfectly, and then, before
going to bed, went out to find a good place
in the barn where Lily might lodge for the
might. As he left her nicely curled in the
straw, he Beard a slight noise, and thought
Hie saw, through a knothole, the envious eyes
of Jack Dawkins. But they were gone in a
minste, and he concluded it was a mistake,

Phe next moming he rose early, and ran
ot 1o have a seamper with Lily before break-
fost; but, to his surprise, she was not in the
bara. A hasty scarch through the garden

3
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and so

ssful 3
he ran very ewiftly across the fields to grand-

and kitehen was equally unsue

mother’s, to see if the kitten had grown
homesick and run back to her brothers and
sisters.  But no, she had not been seen since
they squeezed her li white back under the
cover of Willy’s basket. Poor Will came
back slowly and heavily, had no appetite for
his breakfast, and down to his lessons
with a very sad heart.

In the afterncon a small box was left at
the door for Will, The little hoy tore off
the wrapper, and read, printod on the box in
straggling letters, “A pond Lily for
Willy Carter” Ie opened the box with a
queer choking in his throat, and a vague sus-
picion that all was not it ; and there, in-
deed, lay his little white kitten, with filmy
eyes, draggled, dripping, drowned! Willy
gave one look, and threw himself, sobbing,
into his mother’s arms. Ie could not speak
for a long time; but at last exclaimed, pas-
sionately, —

«Qh, Jack, Jack! how could you be so
eruel 2 It's too mean, too mean!™

¢ Pender-hearted,” whispered his mother

iss

“ forgiving one another.”
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&0h, I can’t now,” sobbed Will, “but I'll
try by and by.”

And he did try very hard, and, going to
his own little room, he prayed so earnestly
for help, that God e him a “tender heart,”
tindl took away all

That night,
den, over the

ger and desire of revenge,
tood sadly in the gar-
where he had buried his
Kitten, 1ié heard lden cry of “fire!” Soon
wen came hurry 1 little Will,
earried away by oxcitement, joined them.
“Where is it?” cried one, ghbor Daw-

ng past,

&Kins' bom, and he away at town,” was the

reply.
It was almost ds nl\. and Will stood gazing

when he heard the mclancholy howl of a
dog, and it flushed neross mind that poor
8pot was 1 in the barn, and Jack had
gone ofl’

#Ah! how terribly Ja
Spot burnt up!” thoug
where the poor d ?

He yan Lastily
the barn, and caught a glimpse of
Jumping furiously the length of his chain,
andl then giving a long, despairing howl,

ok will feel to have
st Will.  «I wonder

@t

ound the other side of

7]
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The sympathy in Will's great, big heart
drove out every th
that that part of the burn was not yet in
flames, he sprang through sn opening, into
the widst of the smoke, unchained the trem-
bling little Spot; and escaped safely into the
open air.

“Why, boy, are you crazy?
stont fireman, eatching him up. “It was
‘mly a dog”

«Onh! I could not bear to see him bumn
ap; and then Juck loves him so dearly.”

Just then Jack came rushing up. “ Where's
8pot?” he eried, in a trembling voice. “Did
nobedy unchain Spot?”

s Here,” said a man, “this little fellow per-
iled his life to saye him for you. He must
think a heap of you.”

Jack turned erimson, and took the dog
without & word, while Willy

An hour afterwards, as Willy still lingered
upon the piazz ng with lus mother, Jack
came suddenly running up the steps, and
threw his arms aronnd his neck.

“Dear, wood V
ever forgive me? See, I have brought you
Spot. He is more yours than mine, Ob,

sht of fear, and, seeing

? eried the

home,

ill,” he sobbed, “can you




TENDER-HEARTED 37

will you be my friend, and help me to be a
Better boy ?”

@Pve forgiven you lon Tack,” said
Jittle Will, giving him a kiss of peace
do not want Spot. T could never happy
1o take your own little dog you have loved
80 long.”

But Jack could hardly be comforted, till
Willy's mother, taking his hand, talked kindly
to him a long time, and taught him Willy’s
gweet verse. Jack went home that night
with some new thoughts in his | and he
made a firm resolve, with God’s help, to lead
a different life. The next morning he walked
two miles to get another kitten for Will; and
T am happy to say that these two boys did
become so kind, so tender-hearted, so forgiv-
ing to one another and to all others, that we
Bave every reason to believe that God, for
Christ’s sake, has fully forgiven them.




I1T.
BUYING THE TRUTH.

“Waar are you doing, Bob?” eried a
ant Saturday after-
1 walk tripped
ut'seven years.

cheery voice, one pl
noon ; and down the neat grav
a sunny-faced little girl of abo
Brother Bob lay under the great elm tree
the foot of the little book
open before lim, and a very puzaled look in

sarden, with «

his usually happy face.
“Don’t trouble me, Kat

e such a long lesson to learn

1 he, rather

shortly; *

for to-morrow,

“0Oh, Bob,” said she, coaxingly, ®let’s learn
cther”

«Why, you little simpleton!™ eried Bob,
laughing with such a fanny face, that Katie,
although somewhat grieved, was obliged to
langh too. For when Bob ha merry
thu;uht, it was not content with strrsu-hiu::
his rather large mouth, but it ran all over
his face, *winkled in his eyes, jerked up the

B
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gorner of his eycbrows; and finally played
lide and seck in two or three curious little
holes which mamma called dimples, but where
Katie contended the good angels had touched
i when he was a baby.

«Now, Bob,” said she,
when he was through laughing “all over,
“now, Bob, what did I do?”

“Why, pet,” said Bob, ¢ you haven't known
how to read long, and have to spell all the
Bard words, now ; you wouldn't be any help
at oll.”

“But perhaps” persisted Katie, “if you'd
pead the lesson, I could explain some of ity
for mother and I have such long talks to-
gether while you are sway at school.”

Bob shouted again, and

#Just to think of your explaining any
thing to me, when I am four years older,
anll 4 doy besides!

Katie turned away with eyes like violets
after a shower.

“WWell, well, come back, little sister,” erica
Bob, half sorry that he had grieved her.
“Qome back ; I should like to ask your opin-
jon on something,

Katic paused, with a doubtful face.

ther reproachfully,
»

d,—




40 HELPS OVER HARD PLACHA.

“What does this mean ?” said Le—*Buy
the trutiy, and sell it not #”

“Why,” said Katie, twisting her small fin-
gers nervously, “ what do you thiak, brother
Boh 2™

“I don’t think,” said Bob; “that's just the
trouble. I suppose I know what truth is, hut
I didu’t know any body kept it to sell, and I
don’t know how much Pd have to pay for it.
If T could find it Pd buy a great’deal, and
wouldn't sell it very soon, either; for Mr.
West told me last Sunday that a boy eouldu’t
have too much of it;” and Bob laughed, for-
getting his own perplexity in watehing his
little sister’s anxious face,

“Bob,” said Katie at length, “I beliove
you are half making fiun of me. Nobody
keeps truth to sell just as Mrs. Mills does
oranges and candy; but I think it is something
God keeps, and when we ask Him for it; we
don’t pay for it with money; but, but” —

“But — but " — repeated little tensing Bob,

“But,” continued Katie, langhing away her
momentary vexation, *we will go and ask
mother.”

Mrs. Lane was just starting upon o walk to
visit some poor neighbors, who lived more
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than & mile away, but when she heard the
eager questions of her children, she permitted
them to accompany her across the fields, that
they might talk the whole matter over to-
gether.

“Katie is right,” said mamma, after listen-
ing to the little girls statement of the cas
“Wa must go to God for trath?

“Do you mean,” asked Bob, « that we must
ask God to hclp us to speak the truth ?”

“Yeos, llmv. is part of it; but there is a
" said his mother. “When
we ask God for truth — when we pray, ¢ Lead
usin thy truth, we pray that God would
make us Christians — would make ns pure
‘and holy like himscl r he is perfect truth.”

“Then, mother, if he gives us all this
when we ask him, how can we pay him 27

My dear Bob, you could never pay him
for all he has done for you. The greatest
angel in heaven could not pay God; but he
offers the greatest blessings ¢ without money
and without price.’”

“How can we duy truth, then #” said Bah,
Wath a dissatisfied air.

“AR" said kis mother, «T see your trouble
now. The meaning of that little verse is
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only that we must be willing to give up
every thing for the truth — be willing to give
up all earthly happiness, if Ged is only our
friend. This would be no pay, after all;
but we shonld be wil to make any sacri-
fice to show our gratitude to God.”

“What must we give him?* asked Katie,
earnestly. “«What could Z give him ?”

%A great deal,” said her mother, *You
can say, ‘ Here, Father, take my Aands, They
are small now, but they are ready for any
work thou hast for them to do. I give
thee my feet. They shall never grow tired
in thy service. T give thee my tongue. Oh!
let it never say sny thing to displease thee.
Open thouw my lips, and my mouth shall
show forth thy praise. And, aboye all, I give
Fill it with thyself, fill it

thee my hes
with thy trath.'”

“Why, mother, you will give me most all
ied Katie.
hat's a great deal to give," said Bob.
little,” replied Mrs. Lane.
have given up friends,
money, their native lund, and even their
lives. They thought nothing too precious
to be giten for the trath”
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“Tell us about those peoy d Bob,

«PBut a short time ugo,” continued his
mother, *in some countries Christians were
go eraclly persccuted, that they were not
sure of thelr lives from one day to another.
They could not stay in their pl
as we do, but were forced to w
the mountaing, and live in
Many perished from hunger and ecold; but
$a6 was better than dying by the hauds of
their eruel enemies, Sometimes, on the holy
Subbath day, they would meet very secretly

Sin the depth of some forest, and try to have

a little service together. But often, while
they were in the midst of singing and pray-
ng, an alarm would be given that the sol-
diers were coming, and the little band would
» hustily break up and ron to hide themselves.
And often the attack was so sudden, that
many of the weak, frightened peo could
16t rom fast enough; and the rough soldiers
wonld eome thundering along on their strong
horses. and catching the poor hunted erea-
tures, they would carry them back into the
city.”

“What Lappened to them then?” said
Bow, with reddening cheeks,

ant homes

uider among

Ary caves.
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“Oh, they were taken before a cruel com.
pany of mer, and asked if they would give
up their religion; that is, if they would sell
the truth. Then, if' they nobly and brav ely
refused, they were taken into a room of tor
ture, and made to suffer most terrible agony.”

“What was done to them #* asked Bob,
shuddering.

“Sometimes their thumbs were put into a
screw that pinched them tighter and tighter,
till they were completely ernshed. Some-
times their bare feet were roasted upon a
fire; and a great many other eruel things
were done, which T will not tell you now,"
said Mrs. Lane, as she saw Katie quietly ery~
ing to herself,

“Well, didn’t any of them ever give up?”
asked B\)b. .

“Yes” said his mother; “sometimes the
Yy Was too great, especially for the young
and tender ones, But they were very few
in number, compared with those who were
thful unto death.) ‘Some children, not a
great deal older than you, boldly confessed
that they had ‘bought the truth snd no
torture could make them sell it. One little
word could have sated them from being
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burmed alive, but they would not say it.
So their poor bodies were surrounded with
wood, the cruel flames rose around, and the
littlo martyrs were wrapped in fir

#0h, mother! didn’t they ery out then?”
gaid little Katie, dly remembering the
piin of a recently-burned finger.

“Why, I have heard,” replied her mother,
@that many of them were so happy that
they did not scem to feel the pain of the
hody, but sang the most triumphant songs,
48 i the wreaths of fire were only crowns
of glory. They sang, ‘ Yes, though I walk
threugh the valley of the shadow of death, I
will fear no evil, for Thou art with me. Thy
wod and thy stall’ they comfort me) And
though it was a fearful path, they knew it
led to heaven. It was only a little while to
suffer, and their enemies could not hurt their
souls, O, what & glorious moment it wust
hiave Been, when the soul at last strugegled
fiom the poor blackened body, and, soaring
above all the taunts and torments of its per-
soentors, exchanged the suffer earth
for the sweet peace of heaven! One mo-
ment writhing in the cruel fire, the next,
Teposing in the green pastures, and beside

&
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he still waters- of God's love. Al how
¢ stood

happy they must have been when the
before the great God, saying, ‘I have kept
the trath 1’7

They had now cd the home of poor
sick l\lrﬁ Brown, and Bob and Katie waited
at. the door until their mother came out
agnin. When they were once more on the
way home, Bob sui

“Mother, 7 mean to buy the truth.”

“Iam very glud” she replied ; “and are
you willing to give up every thing to God?”

“People are not burned now, are th

“No, but still it is not an easy thing to
keep the truth. There are so many little
temptations every day and every hour, that
you will need as much firmness and courage
8 to bear one great trial. ¥ ou mnst strug-
gle constantly.

“Well, T think I can do it,” said Dob, with
a greant deal of selfionfidence, “If T had
been one of these children, I showld never
have given up, I know.”

His mother looked a little sad, and said,
“I wonld rather see my little son more hum-
ble. I remember when his fingers were ac-
eidentally pinched in the door, thero was
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agreat ontery, If he could not bear pain
imore patiently than that, I'm afraid he would
make rather a poor martyr.”

Bob Dblushed, and said, more humbly, “I'm
afinid I couldn’t be a martyr, after all. If
my thumb was pinched mueh harder, I'm
affaid I should say any thing just to get it
Ty
+ ®Lliope my son will never be put to any
sueh trial; but if he is, he must ask God to
give him strength to speak the trath, There
8 nothing 5o mean and despicable as to tell a
lie. It is so cowardly to sell the truth for
o little transient » and  self<indulgenco,
Whatever may be the present relief, misery
i sure to follow.”

Bob looked un

« o shange the subject, “ You onght to hear
Jim Price talk, mother. ITe tells stories all
the time; and some of the other boys
bad, you never know when to believe them

“Then my son should be noble and brave
enongh to set them a better example; and
e can always ssk help of God, who is the
greal; the eternal Truth, Your friends may
dleceive you; th y secm to love you one
dity, and be very unkind to you the next;

and said, half trying
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but God is always the same, yesterday, to-
day, and forever, without even the shadow
of turning. Think of what it must be to
have such a friend, to be always sure of
finding him the same—the one trus God?

Bob felt much softened as he reached
home, in the qguiet summer twilight; and
tuking Katie aside, he proposed that they
should both go to God that night; and, gi
ing themselves to him, should ask him for
Lis trath,

“Bat what if I should sell it?" gaid timid
Katie.

#“Oh; we must ask God to help uvs, as
mother said; and then, Katie, Il keep an
eye on you," said Bob, with that dangerous
self-confidence ereeping back into his heart.
“Well” said humble little Katie, “then Tl

God will help both of these little children,
when they ask him; but I think Bob, par-
ticularly, will have great need to constantly
*watch and pray”
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THE BAD BARGAIN,

* Roperr,” said Mr. Lane to his son, one
day, a3 they rose from the dinner table, I
wish you to take this basket immediately to
ol Mrs. Brown. The poor old woman has
been much worse, and I fear she often lacks
good and nourishing food. Your mother has
* packed some fruit and several dainties, which
I think will please her, and at the bottom is
a little money, which Katie has put in in
some eurious way. You must tell her little
grand-danghter to buy whatever she needs
most.”

#Oh, Bob,” cried Katie, with o radiant
Bige, “you would never guess where the
memey is, It was all in silver, and mother
le6 me pnt it in two little cookies; and I
Want you to tell Mrs. Brown that the cakes
e a little eavy, but I'm sure they'll agres
Wilh her;” and Katio Iaughed contagious!
“Now be sure and tell us Just what, she says,

+ 9

1
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Bob, and come back soon. Tl wait for you
under the old elm tree. Hurry, Bob, won't
you?*

“Yes, Robin," suid Bob, kissing his sweet-
voiced sister, “T'Tl tell you all about it;" and
waving his hat to fither and mother, he
sprang down the walk, cleared the low fence
with a flying leap, and was out of
before Katie's admiring “Oh1™ had fairly
escaped her lips.

At first he made rapid progress, but soon
the heat of the mid-day sun caused him
to slacken his pace. Presently the basket
seemed to grow heavy. “Dear me, thought
Bob, as he lifted it from one side to the
other, “how very warm and tired T am! I
don’t believe Granny Brown will suffer if T
rest 4 fow minutes ;" and Jown he sat upon
the groen bank.

Presently thero wos a sound of busy,
tramping
the corner of the lane came a dozen or more
boys. “Oh, there’s Bob Lane!® eried one.
“The very boy we want. Come, Bob, you
must go with us.”

“Where ?” sald Bob,

“Oh, we are going on the water. Wo

°t and merry voices, and around
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have two boats, and we're going to bave a
maval battle,” said Jim Price, the leader of
ghe company, “Those boys there with red
tape on their arms are the British, and we
with the peacock Lers are Americans,
We've all got our pop-guns, and one or two
bows and arrows, and two whole bunches of
fire crackers for cannon. Whenever & bay
i hit three times, he's out of the play; and
‘whichever boat loses the most men, that
gompany will have to buy eakes and candy,
ab Mrs. Mills', to treat the whole party. Then
we're all going to Pienic Island to have a
oelebration,”

Bob's eyes shone with delight.

“Come, will yon g said Jim,

The question recalled Bob to his senses,
A shade of vexation crossed his face, “Oh
dear, no, I can’t. I must carry this basket
10 old Mrs, Brown.”

%You can do that afterwar
ieome home will b time enongh,

“But swhat will I do with the

SOB, we'll just set it in the end of the
boat. Tt will be safe enough there”

“But you will be gone sa long

“No, we won't; and besides,

When we
id Jim.
t 27

you are in
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such a hurry, you can go after the battle, and
not stay to the pienie”

Bob still hesitated. “But mother always

wishes me to
on the water.”
“Oh, you girl baby,” sneered Jim. “You
will be gone such a little while, you need not
tell your mother any thing about it
This advice to deceive his mother ought to
have shown Bol that these were not good
y and he should have résolutely gone on
bis way. But althongh be kne W very well
that his mother would disapprove of lis going
anywhere with Jim Price, still the plmsun
of the sail, and the delightiul novelty of the
mimic battle, proved too great temptatic
for poor, weak Bob, aud, after a fow moments
of perplexity, he said, il
“I'believo I wifl go for a little while.”
Then the boys gave three cheers, und
appointed him first mate on the Americin
% “North Star” So the b
its, and, rowing out into the mid-
dle of the riv
with mueh vi

her permission when T g

it

¥8 went on

ery the battle was prosecnted
r. Soon, however, they be-
ited; and the little North
Suar pitched and rolled dungerously, and

came more @
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jonee was so near capsizing that Bob tnought
Be was gone, and clung desperately to the
goat. The little boat righted itself
But as Buob, with a pale
gob on shore, he noticed, with groat conster-
pation, that his basket was gone. A scarch
through the boat was {11 R (3
minst have gone over in that last sqoall?
laughed Jim; but it was no joke to Boh.
All the extent of his disobedience and mis-
fortune suddenly burst upon him, and he
thought himself the most miserable boy in
the world.

Do look at the baby,” eried Jim, di
the boys’ attention to Bob's unhappy eoun-
femanco.  “I believe it's going to cry. Let’s
Put it on shore, g0 it can ran to its mamma;”?
and Jim began to row Iy in.

Bob was very indignant, but he knew he
ideserved it all, and his h too full ta
speak.

“Now don’t go home with that face,” said
Jim, a5 he left him. “Just tell your mother
#hat you took the things, and the old woman
WiS very thankful, and all that, and I doun’s
believe it will ever come out.”

Bob walked slowly and sudly home, How

wain

entreated to bo

f no av

pting

art wi
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could ke tell kis mother and dear little Katia
how wicked be had been! He had never
told a lie before, but would it be so very
bad just this onee? He would tell the truth

¢ in the morning; but he

some time, pe
eould'nt now. Poor Katie would be so dis-
and his mother so sad. It would
be so Just to say what Jim Price told
lim. y the other boys wouldn't think
sny thing of telling just one story, and this
showld be the first and last tim While he
i t of home,

appointe

you have been gone so lo What
Tell every thing. Was she

Bob turned gway his head, and, with burn-
ing cheeks, ud, “Oh, yes, she was very
glad.  She thanked us all a thousand tim.
“Did she try the cakes?”
“Yes,” said Bob, desperat y, “and she
said it the be: ¢t eake she ever ate,”
Agai ing langh. «Well,
how
“Better, this
“ AN, that's ¢

s she,

fiernoon.”
oL Bat how very warm
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and tired you are. Are you sick?" said
Katie, anxiously, ing the rough, browu
Blnd slm held in her own.

0,” almost groaned Bob, snatching his
hnu] away. “But I am tired, Leaye me a
fittle while to rest under the tree?

Eatie ran to tell her mother all the pleas-
ant news, and miserable Bob, with closed
eyes, thought over the events of the after-
noon.

“F have sold the truth,” he groaned to
ihimself: “I, who was going to wateh over
idenr; good Katie, 7 have told a liec!” He
slifvered and opened his eyes. Every thing
goemed changed.  His old Is—the trees
—seemed to be shaking their heads at him,
88 the wind sighed thro the branches,
and the beautiful crimson sunset, at which
Katie had been gazing in admir
I6oked red and angry to him. He
i a little German fhiry story, how the floy
% knew bad children, and fuded and shrank
swny when they tried to pick them;
he stretched forth his hand v
touch a little blue violet g
iy velicf, the flower remained

had read,
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“The violets don’t know,” said Bob, with a
long breath. But ob, how wretched he was!
Perbaps poor Mrs. Brown would die, becau
the had no money to buy medicine,. W
should he do? Ob, if he were only a bird
singing so happily up in the trees,

Presently the children were called in to
tea, and e visitors present, Bol
fvoided firther quest
looks and loss of appetite eseaped the notice
af' his mother,

He went to bed early, hoping to sleep, but
s staken.  There was no
rist for that lu-uvy 1 How angrily the
Wind blew. Ob, what if old Mrs. Brown
ghoudd die, wouldn't he be Lung for a mur-
dorer 2 Ohb, what if hould send his
angel that night to tl life! He re-
membered Ananias and Sapphira, and ghud-
déred.  Suddenly there came a blinding
flash of light, and Bob almost shricked with
toryory as it was followed by a heayy peal
of thunder,

“The lightning knoyws it,” eried Bob, wildly,
“ghe lightning knows it, and will Jook through

oning, and his unhappy

r was he more m

apd through me” Then came another flash ;
an'l, bastily jumping out of bed Bob ran to
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hide himsclf in a dark closet. But no svoner
was be crouched upon the floor, than a little
wyerse came into his mind, as if somebody
whispered it, «T
1t is of no us
again; “T can’t hide
“Bob,” snid a sweet voiee, “are you fright.
enied ¥ and a flash revealed the calm fice of
little Kutie peeping in at the door.
$¥es,” sobbed Bob, ¢T am.”
¥ Why, yon never used to be. Don't
remember mother
care of us? Shall |
Bob made no reply, and Katie beg
SThough I walk through the valley of” —
%No, 10, not that, Katie,” almost shricke
Bob. is what the martyrs said; but
atie, 7 have sold the truth!”
®What for?” said Kutie, in blank surprise.
*0h, Katic, I've sold it, and instead of
Being any better off, 'm the most misers
boy in the world. I've sold all my ple
and happy thonghts; and now I'm
and frightencd.”
“That's a very bad bargain,” said Katie, in
ber wise simplicity.
" SIghould think it was,” groaned Bob; and

u, God, seest me.”

sobbed Bob, coming out

some Verses to y
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then he eonld eo

n hinm,il' ne

around his neck,
out of the room,

“Even Katie not stay with me,
thought Bob, despairingly, as In- tlm.“ ]Ail“
self on the bed,
end.. Will T ever b

A] voice, anid

J said a g
ew that Katie had sent his mothe
uld not answer a word
“Did my little Bob tell a li
Bob could restrain himsel

mother, will you hnte me

" said she, “that you

a Higher Power.”
“Oh, 1 know it,” said B Zan he ever

forgive me? Did he « give any onc

who sold the tth2?
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®¥ex replicd Mrs. Lane.  “ Poter denied
i thrice, and yet he was forgiven, and
Jived to be a noble servant of God. Ie
must have repe deeply, for don’t yeu
gemember that when Jesus looked on Lim
with such pity s, Peter went out
and wept bitters

®0h, mother, I think he has looked on
e wept poor, unhappy Bob.
sipent, but I don't see how I can be
given, T have been so wicked.”

S1f our hear 1
than otir hearts,”

'm sure I

able to
only it

ed, and w

‘beesme more
peice and forg

s where

although every one
Bob was much
r before. His
him to the ecity that
day, on a long-promised excursion; but he
thonght it onl; it to tell Bob he had
forfeited that pleasure. Bob accepted the
Beutence without a murmur, althongh the
tars stood in Katie's eyes.  And after breake

had intended to t
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fast, when Katie and mamma started with
another basket for old Mrs, Brown, Bob feit
it keenly that he was not asked to accom-
pany them. He tried vainly to study while
they were gone, and at the first flutter of
Katie's blue ribbons he was at the gate,

“How is she?” he cried, breathlessly.

“ Better,” said smiling Katie,

Bob turned awuy to hide his tears, as he
said to himself, « ¢ od Gol is to me.

Bob worked in the gnrden a couple of
hours every night after school, for several
wecks, till he had earned all the money he
had lost, and faithiully, at the end of every
week, he earried the little sum to old Mrs.
Brown, who, to his great joy, improved
rapidly.

Bob is o trathful now, that all the family
seem to have forgotten that he ever told a
lie; but he himself will remember through
life the night of misery, when he reaped the
bitter fruit of his “bad bargain.”




V.

THE CHEERFUL GIVER.

Farusg had been gone to the city, on busi-
ness, for more than a week. Mother had
just stepped into old Aunt Marge
after her rheumatism, snd little Dick Merrill,
eapefully peeping in at the dinir
peported that “Cousin Joe,” as usual, was
Smaking a library of bis head, and cram-
ming in the biggest book he ever saw in all
his life.”

8o Fred and Jenny, and Will and Katy
Peyton, holding eag council before the
roaring kitchen fire, with
Bor vigitors, Dick and Li
there could not be a more propitious tim
"the fiscinating game of “Blind Man’s Buff?
The decision was hailed with great applause,
and the cheery old fire blazed and crackled,
@nd sent merry little lights and shadows

silancing over the wall and the bright, yel-
- [

oom door,
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low-painted floor, as much as to say, “I'm
with you, little ones; let's all play together.”

So at it they all went, and had the mad
dest, merriest time imaginable.  Oh, suck
hair-breadth eseapes, such shricks, and p
of halfsuffocating langhter! To be sure,
Cousin Joe groaned audibly, and shut his
book in despair, and once got up hastily,
determined to put each little Bedlamite into
a straightjacket, woven out of a half dozen
very sharp, eross words. But he could not
Lelp relenting as he looked upon the danci
eyes and red cheeks, and saw little Kty
erimson dress hastily vanishing under the
kitchen table, its little owner in a perfect
tremor of terror and delight st the immi-
nent danger she had eseaped. Why, Cousin
Joe was a boy himself once; and not so very
long ago, cither; and he lm"hl-xl as heartily
0s any of them, when little Dick Merill,
eluding his pursuer by a most surprising
somersault, eried out to Fred Peyton, —

“Isn’t it Incky my head isn't as full as
¢Cousin Joe's?* T guess a fow ideas would
have been smashed in that turn-oyer?

#No trouble of that kind with yowr head,”
retorted Fred.

Is
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@No,” said Dick, good-naturedly. “I only
lkeop one or two ideas, and I've trained them
go theyre just like the figure 8; it don’t make
the Jeast difference whether they're upside
down or not.”

A shout of Inughter greeted the announce-
ment of Dick’s convenicnt mental arrange-
ments, and Cousin Joe retreated to Lis own fire,
. But presently the busy feet grew weary;
the laughter was not so boisterous, and soon
the littlo panting group dropped, one by one,
in & cosy ring before the fire. There would
mow have been a few moments of silence, had
mot' the winter wind taken advantage of the
jpanse to raise a most dismal wail at the win-
dows, and rattle the door-latch as if it had
just arrived on very important business.

Tt feels pretty bad, don't it?” suid Dick
Merrill, with a comical shrug. “But don’t try
10 squecze in here, old fellow,” he continued ;
#your room is better than your company.”

#¥ou've hurt his feelings; he's erying,”
#aid Jenny Peyton, as a gust of rain and
sleet beat npon the windows.

“¥es” rejoined Dick; “and if I try to go
Bome to-night, P afraid he'll take me for a
Bandkerch ¥
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The children lauglied, and Will said, —

“What if' there shonld really be some poor
old man out in the storm, hungry and wet
and tired? Wonld you let him in if he came
to the door ?”

“Why, of course, Will," said Jenny, in a
reproving tone, but gluncing apprehensively
over her shoulder at the door.

“Yes, we ought always to be kind to the
poor,” ssid Fred, a little pompously, “Now
suppose we all tell what we'll do if g poor
man really should come to the door”

“Yon begin,” eried the child

“Well, I should invite Lim in very pleas-
antly; and give him & seat by the five, and
take off his wet hat and coat, and get him
some old things of fither’s to put on while
his were getting dry, and —Oh; well, I'd do
o great deal more. T haven't time to tcll
everything. Go on, Jenny.?

Jenny continned,—*7 should sk him if he
was hungry, and go down cellar, and get him
4 nice piece of bread and mes
ied loudly. “That's a good joke,
Jenny ; when you're so affaid of your own
shadow, you won't go into the next room
alone, after dark.”

e,
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Jenny was ready with an angry reply, but

Dick hastily interposed, —
. #Well, I don't exactly know what T'd do,
but I might give the old fellow my mittens ;»
and be looked affectionately at a bright scar-
let pair his mother had just finished. “On
the whole,” said he, with a merry laugh, I
believe I won't either. I can’t spare "em.”

® [low selfish,” cried Fred, contemptuously,
while Jenny guve a disdainful shrug.

Pheén Will and Lizzy went on to enumerate
their gifts, and soon all were done but Katy.
» $What will you give, Dot?” eried D

Katy shook her head in great perplexity,
8he had nothing to give.

L #There’s Peggy,” suggested Dick, mischiey-
ously, referring to an old wooden doll, which
was Katy's chosen friend and confidant, and
shaved ber bed at night. Katy opened her
darge eyes in such dire dismay at this pro-
posal, that the old kitchen shook with a
merry chorus of laughter. When they agai
recoyered themselves, they began to talk of
- something else.

“Oh, boys” eaid Dick, “I've had such a
‘Btreak of luck! What do you think? Uncle
‘Simeon ealled me jnto his office last Wednes-

5
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day, asked me how old I was, and when T
told him I was eleven that very day, he took
out his pocket-book, and sctually gave me a
dollar. Think of it, boys, a real, bright,
golden dollar!™

“What are you going to do with it ?” eried
Will and Jenny, in great admiration of the
shining coin he took from his pocket.

“Oh, you can do almost any thing with a
dollar. Dolls and work-boxes for Lizzy, and
balls, marbles, kites— O, any thing I want,
I haven't quite decided, for—"

Here there came such a startling knock at
the door, that six small hearts beat like so
many trip-hammers, Jenny turned pale, and,
hurrying across the floor, hastily slid the bolt.
The wailing wind and driving rain filled up a
ehort pause, then came another knock,

“Call Cousin Joe,” said Fred, trying to
appear very careless and indifferent, But
Consin Joe was not to be found.

“Tle must have gone out when we made
such a noise,” said Will,

Another loud knock.,

“Who's there ?” cried Dick Merrill.

“A poor old man,” faltered & voice with-
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&Don't believe him ; it’s a robter!” shricked

uny.

#Dear children,” faltered the voice, “I'm
wery cold, and wet, and tired. Please let
me in”

Diek looked around inquiringly.

“ et the poor old man come in,”
Tizzy and Katy, whose hearts sceme
full of fhith and sweet pity than those ¢

said little
more
C the

older ones,— 1 do not know w as
some old writer says, “little ¢ ren are
mearcst God, as the little planets are nearest
the sun.”

i80 Dick bravely drew back the bolt, and o
| poor; ragged, old tottered in. Fred
lentirely forgot the part he intended to per-
iform, and stood sullenly with his hands in his

pockets, grumbling
This spoils all our fun.”

80 Dick had to hel p him to a seat, and hang
mp his dripping old hat before the fir

“T'm very hungry,” said the by

“Jenny,” cried Dic , “where's your bread
and meat ?”

Jenny shook her head in terror. “Oh, I
wouldu't go down cellar for all the world!
Bomething might catch my feet!”
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“Why, Jenny Peyton,” said Will, blushing,
“I'm ashamed of you;” and he went clatter-
ing down the stairs, without waiting for a
light., 'While the old beggar ate his bread
and meat, the children stood curiously around,
watching him, What a queer bundle of rags
hie was, to be sure!

“Will," whispered Dick, “just look in the
closet and see if the rag-bag’s all safe. T be-
lieve it’s taken to itself legs and walked out”

The old beggar was taken with quite a
spasm of coughing and shaking, and it was
s.me time before he could recover himsell
sufliciently to finish his meal. Little Katy
stood by with eyes full of pitying tears,
She looked at his worn boots, full of such
wretched holes, and communed with her in-
nocent little heart. She had two more pairs
of shoes; a little black pair, and some lovely
red ones. She eould spare those she had on

Jjust as well a8 not; and in a few moments
they were off her little fat fect, and secretly
red to the poor old man. e returned a
smothered “thank you,” and then went on
to tell a most miserable story, ITe had no
hiome, no fire, no light, and he was often so
liungry that he conld almost eat the boards
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off the fences. e was so old, no one would
give him work. He had not enough cl
#o keep him warm —he'd frozen his fi
already, and he expected he'd fi
Petbre morning, and be found d
road.

Out came Dick’s red mittens, and changed
owners at the mere mention of frozen fingers,
and Will felt nervously of his new tippet.

#Dear me,” muttered Fred, sullenly. “Hasn't
e got enough ?  Shuflle the old follow off”

Tha old man rose, in a broken-hearted sort
of way; but Dick, finge ket
pocket, oried, hastily, —

*Wait a minute.”

“Not your gold dollar, Dick ?” whispered
Will. “Work-boxes, dolls, marbles, kites —*

®T can’t help it,” said Dick, nervously.
“Here, poor old man, if this will do you any
good, you're welcome,”

®And please,” said little Katy, advancing

thes

eze entirely
ad on the

ng in his

With & great effort, earrying a curious wood-
&0 monstrosity, — “please, would you like

Leggy ?”

To the child’s great surprise and terror, she
Was canght up in the old beggar's ¢
tossed Ligh in the air, while he kis

s, and

her
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gain and again. While the rest looked i
in astonishment, the old gray wig and tat-
tered cloak fell off; and * Cousin Jos” burst
simultaneously from six pairs of lips.

Yes; it was Cousin Joe, who had heard
the conversation, and wanted to see which
of all the children was the most sincere, and
had the warmest heart.

Fred and Jenny stood covered with confa-
sion, while Cousin Joe thanked Will, retarned
the dollar and mittens, the dear shoes and
invaluable old Peggy, and distributed among
his favorites a liberal donation of nuts and
candy.

I do not say it was quite right in Cousin
Joe 5o to impose upon these little children,
but it was a lesson that Fred and Jenny
never forgot; and that night, it must have
been very sweet to be cither little Dick or
Katy, because “God loveth the cheerful giver”




Y.
SAM SILVER'S THANKSGIVING.

r was the day before Thanksgiving, and
whole houschold at Sunny Iill was in &

@ of the happiest confusion imaginabl
was a roaring fire in the old-fashioned
oven, and the kitchen table was a per-
chaos of sugar, raisins, eggs, flour and
s, But when mamma with her snowy
on flitted hither and thither, with busy
¢ fingers,—and black Dinah, with her
y turban very much on one side, strotched
Ther arms like the ebony wands of some
dly disposed old fairy, — every thing flew
her as if by magic, and in a little while
whole house was fragrant with steaming
and pumpkin pies, and the odor of rich

brown donghnuts and erullers.
| Without, it was very cold and dismal.
The trees were shivering and stretching ont
their arms, like so many poor old beggars,
7
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whose clothes had gone to tatters and were
falling off, and the heavy, gray elouds droope
low to tell them to be patient, for they wero
bringing them a suit of ermine which would
make them look like princes.

A cold wind rushed around the corners of
the house, trying to find some way to get in,
hut the little children at the window laughed
at the vain attempts, and talked merily in
the pauses of the gale.

«T wonder if they'll all come,” eried Susy
Gray, gleefully. % What fun we'll have!”

“Tt’s a great thing to have so many eousins
and aunts and uncles,” saild Fred, “ And what
a capital dinner they'll have —roast turkey,
chicken

% Ah,” said the golden-haired Dolly, with a
half regret dawning in her wide-open eyes,
%“do you know I think the old biack hen
misses her chickens, and has been calling all
day for Speckle and Graybeard? How she
would feel if she conld see them now, without
a single feather on their backs, and their peor,
cold legs tied tight together”

«Oh pshaw ! Dolly; don’t be a goose; she'll
never know the difference. Let’s talk about
to-morrow. There'll be Mary and Fapny
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ad Charley and Carric Burton, and, bet-
all, Sam Silver, He's just the funni-
Dest-natured of all the cousins, though
ire I don't see how he can be, either,
he lives with that terribly eross old
ther, who seolds him every day within
of his life.”
s coming pretty close,” eried Charley

or Sam,” sighed Golden ITair, —%no

her nor mother to love him.”
3 Fell,” eried Fred; “he shall have a good
‘to-morrow. He shall be king, and
all the games, and he shall have the
t doughnuts, and the biggest picee of

pie.”

d the turkey wishbone,” added Dolly,
ays considered its bestowal a mark

may possibly come to-day,” said
5 and, shading his eyes, he peered
ly down the gray line of the road.

pg can seé what Charley counldn’t. and
es away stands little Sam ver, in

d mittens, talking eagerly
grandfither.

*¥on sop, sin, it I go now, I shull got there
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just at dark, but if I wait till to-mcrrow
morning, Il be too late to go to church with
all the cousins.”

“AL folly,” said Grandfather Silver, as a
twinge of rhenmatism made him feel more
impatient than ever. “You IHHKL finish your
usunl day

's work before you go.”

“ I nlo(\\ue as much when I come back,”
pleaded Sam.

“It must be done to-day,” said the old man,
firmly ; and Sam, patiently pulling off his mit-
tens, went into the back yard.,

The short antumn afternoon had far ad-
- vaneed when he at last had permission to
g2o.

“Bix miles before dark,” said Sam to him-
self; “T shall have to take the express train.”
And he looked down with cheerful confidence
at the stout pair of feet. clattering nimbly over
the frozen ground.

“Perhaps I had better take a short cut
through the woods, for T won’t have time to
go around by the road ;* and in & few minutes
his bright scarlet comforter might be scen
bobbing in and out between the dark pine
trees, and his cheery whistle pleasantly awoke
the little echoes that had sobbed themselves
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over the sad stories of the cold No-

- presently, as the early evening bugan
in, and he still in the midst ov the
woods, his merry whistle ceased, snd
half alond, “It would be & poor joke
should happen to lose my way. Grand-
‘might have let me start before. THow

| he was to-day. Now to-morryw is
i ving, and I really don’t see that
@ great deal to be thankful abont, If
only Charley or Fred G Id feel
more like it. What plessant lives
lead, to be sure. Mother and father

y to do any thing for them, dear little
s to love thom, and scarcely any thing to
Just study their lessons. Now, when
home, ¢ her will have something
to say the minute I put ry head in the
and will call out, < To work, to work,
lazy dog; you've had a long play spell ;°
then, when I Zave worked hard sl day,
1o kind mother to say, as Aunt Gray

5 10 her boys, <Come here, Sam, my dear
3 you look cold and tired. Come sit hy
fire and rest your head on my lap! But
dfisther will just eall out,—*¢To bed, to
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bel, if you're tin id mind you're up wi
the larks! No, no” said Sam, growing
more and more discontented as his thoug
ran on, “I don't think T've much to be thank-
ful for, and T believe I won't go to church to-
morrow morning.”

ITe walked a few minutes in silence, then,
looking uneasily around, continued his solilo-
quy. “How gloomy it has grown. Shouldn’s
wonder i I Zud lost my way; afterall, T ean't
sea the least sign of the path. Tln‘x'(-. that
looks a little more Tike an opening; " and Sam
sprang anxiously forward, Ly steps
through the thick undergrowth, and his
ing suddenly gave way, The little s

rat
late. In the uncertsin light he hind come
suddenly upon the edge

deep ravine,
and now he rolled helplessly over and over,
clutching vainly at every bush mnd twis,
and only stopping when he lay bBruised and
breathless at the bottom. Tears g
voluntarily to hi

1 in-
s, but he brushed them
off, and looked quickly arourd to see if' there

had been any spectators of his niishs ap.  But
no; there were only the tall old pine trees
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i over the edge of the ravine, and nod-
ads in a sort of solemn wonder,
¥, % Why, Sam Silver, how in

b:ld eame you down there?”
Sam found that he could neither stand
lk without the greatest diffionlty. He
sprained one foot very badly, and after
g on for some time, trying to find a
place to climb up again, he was forced
down and think what in the world he
id domext. Gloom gatliered fast in the
wavine, and he saon perceived that he
have to spend the night where he was.
manfully against some queer thoughts
i set his heart beating unpleasantly
or Sam gathered a large pile of with-
leaves under an overhanging rock, and
himself carefully down. It was not a
leasant bed for such a bundle of bruises,

am ¢ould not help remembering the soft
and nice warm blankets at home,

¢ all, Grandfather Silver was kind in
way, and wished Sam to have every
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for,” a voice seemed to whisper close in bis
ear.

Sam started and blushed crimson ; then, not
liking to pursne such a train of thonght, he
tucked his head under his comforter, and tied
togo to sleep. But again and again he wi.qld
start up, trembling, as the wind rustied the
dry leaves, till they sounded like the stes Ithy
tread of some wild animal. He would Fsten
for a long time with a sick beart and st aring
eyes, till, gradually conquering his fours, l-,‘
would sink into a tronbled sleep, At lost Lo
thought he heard some one calling him. “Sazm,
Sam, Sam!” «All right,” oried he, cheerily;
“here T am.” But, alas! it was only a couy de
of crows bidding each other good morn’ 12,
for the day had begun to dawn,

Sam sat up, though the tears came it his
eyes, a8 he tried to bend his stiff limbs, e
made an effort to walk, bat it was worse han
the night before. He could not bea his
weight on one foot without almost screaming
with pain. Te tried to erawl along, but the
ground was 8o uneven, and his foot so stiff}
that he began to feel very fiint; and laid down
in despair.

Just then a vision of nice hot cakes an¢
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pifee came temptingly before him. « What
@ breakfists we used to have every morn-
murmured Sam.

i@ voice, and Sam blushed again. He
10 be afraid ho had been very ungrate-

hool, and was proud when he did well. And
6 only knew that Sam was sick and sore
in that lonely ravine, how quickly he
d send some one to get him out. But

o wonld ever find him ? e might die
any body missed him.
wve been very wicked,” sighed Sam;
with tho gray mittens pressed over his
e sat and thought remorsefully, while
irs rolled on, and the snow began to fall,
enly he heard the sound of the sweet
b bells, and knew it was time for the
g service. He thonght of the happy,
it cousing, sitting in o row in the family
‘and the sweet voice of his favorite
en Hair,” singing “ We praise thee, O
? And e might have been sitting by
ir side, Then again sounded in his ears,
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“ Nothing in the world to be thankful for;”
and, with tears streaming down his che
Sam again confessed; “I have been very
wicked and ungrateful, but oh, forgive me,
dear Father in heaven, and do not leave me
Lo die in these lonely woods.™

Then every thing became confused. He
thought he was falling again down, down,
down, and he knew no more till he opened
his eyes and found himself lying in bed, in a
plessant warm room, with Aunt Gray bending
tenderly over him.

“He's alive!” eried Golden Hair, eagerly,
peeping around mamma’s dress; and from the
tender-hearted little consing outside the door
burst a smothered * Hureah ! ™

% Lot them in,” pleaded Sam; and they
stole in on tiptoe, kissed his pale lips, an
staod lovingly around the bed, telling him,
with eager, subdued yoices, how they w
dered he didn't come,— how they sent for
him, and how John neyer wonld have found
him if it hadn't been for Carlo; and a great
deal more, which we haven't time to repeat.

“You have had rather a sad Thanksgiving,
dear child,” said Aunt Gray, bending over to
kiss him.

v
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Oh, no,” cried Sam, quickly ; “ 've a great
[to be thankful for
€ Come, children,” ealled Uncle Gray at the
“Old Sleep has been waiting an hour
ry you into Dreanland.”
o’ sing a Thanksgiving hymn befors
J urged Golden Hair,
nd as the children joined in full chorus,
nd sweet above them all rose the clear
of grateful Sam Silver,—

% Pruiso God, from whom all blessings flow.”




VII.

VICTORY.

Skex banners fluttered gayly, Huttered
proudly through the air,

There were festive wreaths and arches freshly
woven everywhere ;

There were strains of martial masie, and amid
the joy-bell’s ring,

Ever rose the ory triumphantly, “All hail!
O brave young king.”

And the king rode by so haughtily, in won-
derful array,

Like the gold and crimson fringing on the
skirts of dying day,

And the jewels in his priceless crown out-
shone like tongues of flame,

For, from battle with his enemies, a congueror
he came.

a2
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‘alas! the air was heavy with the sighing
of the slain,

nd the sweet, green flelds were fuinting
*neath a fearful crimson raing
the heaps of derd and dying, 'twas a
ernel sight to se

a sight for bitter tears, but sh! wen

eﬁ]lcd it “vietory!”

Far away from strife and tumult, ‘neath the
- peaceful evening sky,
y & dying boy, with calm

—you would scarccly
think a l'onqm:ror Iy 1hcrc,

the ﬂn'luxw, l,ohlon hair.

Ali! the stroggle had been weary thus to
- fight with sin and pride, —
With the foes who strove to charm him from
. the loving Sayiour’s side;
WO, the bitter taunts and mockings! but the
eruel strife was past,
And the brave young hero joyfully was com.
ing home at last.
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OL, the shining crown immortal! O, sweet
flowers of Paradise!

Do ye gaze no more on things of earth, ye

fading eyes?

“This is death,” the trembling mother sobs,
and weepeth bitterly,

But the sweet-voiced angels shout for joy,
and call it “ Victory 2?




VIII.
. LEAD US XOT INTO TEMPTATION.

was only the Friday before Christmas,
Ally Camphell rose from the breakfhst
§ with a very pompous air, and never an-
d when Aunt Nancy and mother both
hiny a question, sister Bertie, standing
oe, knocked vigorously upon his curly
and eried, © What's the matter up in the

i’)
& fact is, that the “garret,” as teusing
always called her brother’s brain, wus
a roception-room this morning, and had
any pleasant thought guests as it conld
hold. Indeed, they rather jostled against
e other; and, ns Allan walked briskly down
10 his employer’s store, they all tried to speak
‘once, though in the most good-natured
nmer possible. And this is the way they

on.
| %How very kind in Mr. Maybrook to pay
quarter’s salary before Christmas, To
%




86 HELPS OVER WARD PLACES.

be sure, twelve dollars and a halfisn’t so very
much, but it will buy & great many things,
afterall. Now Bertie shall have that erimson
sourf she has been wishing for so long ; and
Aunt Nancy shall find on her table the pret-
tiest reticule in the city; and mother, dear
mother
spoken of so very often, and would not buy,
because it tock so much to pay the doctor’s
bill, after Bertie was sick so long in the fall.”

“But,” said another thonght, “what are
you

hall have the beautiful books she has

your coaly, with your
omiing down half a foot beyond the
sloeves, and such dreadful patchies on the el-

bows ?”

ving to do about

wrists

“You can get a splendid warm coat,” cried

an ity “for seven or cight dollars,
and then you'll have money cnough left to
buy your presents. Mr, Maybrook will pay
i Monday you will buy

-
¢
B
8
a

id, —
tood morning, ¢ Young America;’ did

you slide down on a sunbeam #”
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The day passed happily, as bugy ones al-
always do, and Ally’s sctive feet scarcely
4 moment’s rest.  They sold so much
Beautiful sets of China, vases, and
tcher Ally guessed, from the pleasant
joes of the buyers, that they were intending
ymake some pres , too, and were inkin
he delightfol surprises they should give
ir friends.
jo the day wore on till tea-time, and it o
jppenid that Mr. Maybrook and wll the clerks
o out at once, leaving Allan alone in the
As he walked up and down, still busily
with his pleasant thoughts,he noticed
one of the very expensive vases had been
earclessly on the floor.
rew near to look at it. How Deautiful
as. with its delicate flower wreaths floating
dissolving in tho nlmost transparent China.
heard Mr. Maybrook telling a gentleman
a price of it that very day, and it was more
» ho earned in the whole year. What if
8 whould be broken! It ought to be on the
shielf; and Ally, taking it up carefully, almost
rently, beg: ascending a little ladder to
pat it in 4 plice of safety. Alas! in some Wway
the ladder was not firm —it tottered, slipped ;
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and Ally, in an inveluntary effort to save him.
self; dropped the precions vase! There was
a crash which made his heart stand still.
Then, looking down in a bewildered way, he
saw only a heap of worthless bits of China in
place of the exquisite e. He closed his
eyes to shut out the sight, “It can not, can
not be,” he thought passionstely to himself
A moment before the beautiful vase stood
before himeall perfoct, and now it could not
be possible that such a terrible misfortune had
happened to him. e had been dreaming.
He would open his eyes and see it there yet,
all glowing with its violets and roses, locki
as if they were twined around moonlight.
But ohi! he opened his eyes, and it was too
true!

Now succeeded another conflict in his
troubled mind. How should he ever dare
tell Mr. Maybrook, who, kind as he generally
was, had never been known to excuse what
he called carelessness. Indeed, to teach his
young clerks good habits, ke often made some
deduction from their wages, in proportion to
the value of the article broken.

Ally knew, with a despairing heart, that this
loss would be greatly felt by Mr. Maybrook,
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perhaps bis whole quarter’s salary wonld
ithiheld.
would be too hard, just at this time,”
Ally, unconsciously speaking aloud. 1 8
ean not give up all the presents I have
& of 80 long. What a very sad Christ-
ws it would be! Oh, couldn’t I say that
ran against it, after John left it on the
o
ap heard his name, and coming up,
himself affectionately against Ally.
o, Snap : [ won't say any thing against
‘poor dog,” eried Ally, almost with a sob.
it John really did leave it on the floor,
e ought to beur half the blame. T sup-
¢ would just break his heart to get in
with Mr. Maybrook, for he's weak and
ly yet after that hard fever. No, I won't
of liim; but oh, what shall T do? T be-
» he continued, after o few moments of
ul thonglit, “I believe 1 won't say any
ing &t all about it. Perhaps it will never
issed ;7 and, with nervous haste, Ally
yan to pather the pieces, and throw them
o an old box under the counter, It was
just accomplished when Mr. Maybrook
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Allan,” spid he
ous fice

“You may go to your ten, /
not noticing his flushed, anx
Ally, snatehing his cap, rushed from the store,

He had walked but a few steps, when he
Leard a voice behind him.  © Al Ally Camp-
Jasper Adams

bell!” and turning, he saw
boy he greatly disli 41 say, Al” cried
the boy, “we want you to-night, after the
store is shut up. We're going to have such
a time changing people’s signs, and carrying
off door-mats, to say nothing of leaving a note
for that dreadfully good old maid, Miss Gas-
ton, telling her that a poor man has broken
his leg, the other end of the city, and they
want her to come right down. How her
righteous old bones will ereak over these slip-
pery sidewslks. It be great fan!”
“No fun at alll” cried Ally, indi
“Do you think 'd do snch a mean thing?
won't go, and you mustn’t either.”
“You'd better preach to me, Allan Camp-
bell;” eried Jasper, angri “1 know
thing about yow, and you're no better than
other boys.”

“What can he mean?” thought Ally, as he
hastened on, his guilty conscience sending the

blood rushing to his throbbing head. “T'm
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I try to do right; and I never take pleas
in such shameful things as” —
Think of the broken vase,” eried conscience.
are meaning to deceive Mr. Maybrook ;
if he asks any questions, you intend to
Jie. The vase is just as much lost as if
had stolen it and token it home. The
6 you can do is to confess your misfortune
nd make what reparation you can.”
O, T can not tell him,” groaned Ally; and
ugh the night waos very cold, his breath
g0 quick und hard that he unbuttoned
overcoat and threw it back. At last he

hed his home, but he had no appetite for
s and Bertie's clear voiee, singing a Christ-
hymn, made him very wretched indeed.
hurried to bed, that he might not hear
d Aunt Naney saying, “1le gets too tired,
d,” but he could not sleep, and the

sext moming could eat no broakfast.

L Allday long he trembled for fear something
T id about the vase; and conscience
it continually saying, ¢ You're just as bad as

thiel; you're o thicf/ « To-night I shall
£y monoy,” thonght Ally; and next week
perhaps I'll tell him." Then conscience not
ly called him o thicf; but a coward 100. Oh,
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what a miserable day it was; and at last the
erisis came,

The gentleman who had lookel at the vas
before came in to say that he had decided to
take it. In afew minates, there were |
inquiries for the missing article.  Ally wish
the ground would open and swallow him;
ded inqui

sty

no; in a moment came the dre
“Dao you know any thin
“No, siry” rose to Ally's lips, but the words
seemed to choke him. Then, making a mighty
effort, } y—
“Mr, Maybrook, ms
ment in the back office 27
Mr. Maybrook followed him

Poor Al Iis employer w:
It was such & great loss. The most beantiful
vase in his store!

“You have been wery careles
sharply. “That v
your whole year's service. You need exj
nothing this quarter, siz” And he left the
with his head drooped upon the table in

agony of grief and disappointment.

said he,

e was worth more than
t

bo,

an

The gentleman did not fancy any other vase,
and Mr. Maybrook was in great ill-humor a1l
the evening.
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s Ally sat leaning lis heavy head npon
liand, just before it was time to go home,
i Adams entered the store.
JALY saild ke, “T've come to ask a favor.
me balf a dollar”
ean't,” replied Ally; “Ihaven't o cent.”
ell, then,” said he, lowering his voice,
take it out of old Hunk’s money drawer
¢'ll never know it.”
WWhat !? cried Ally, almost with horror;
o you think I could do such a thing?—
weor, never!”
wWell, you are a jolly hypoerite! T sup-
you didu't know I was looking in last
¢ when that vase took such a precious
and you swept up all the pieces so
ully, and hid ’em away.” Ally colored.
w Tl tell you what it is, Mr. Honesty, if
don't give me that money, I'll tell Mr.
ybrook.”
'You may spare yourself that trouble,” said
lan, quietly. “T've told him myself”

A look of surprise and vexation swept over
per's fice. “1 hope he made you smart for
wiid he, malignantly, “I bet you don't
one cent this quarter” Ally’s looks of

showed him he had guessed the truth.
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“Well, you've a great fool, and the gueerest
boy I ever knew."

That night Ally could no longer hide
trouble, and told it unreservedly to mot
Annt Naney, and Bertie, from the beginning
down to Jasper's last taunt.

“Do you think it was foolish, mother?”
asked he, anxionsly, “¥ou would not say I
was queer?”

Bertie threw her arms around his neck.

“Yes, you were queer, you foolish Ally,
almost 88 queer a8 an angel ; but T love
Jjust the same;” and she laughed merrily.

“You won't have the erimson searf, now,
Bertie,” said Ally, regretfully.

“Never mind that,” eried Aunt Naney, ex-
changing tearful smiles with mother. “With
lonest hearts and clear conscienees, we shall
have a very “merry Christmas,’ after all.”

h




IX.

ALLAN'S SURPRISE.

was Monday moruing, only the day be-
Christmas, and, as Ally Campbell walked

n to the store, there was already an un-
bustle in the street. A great crowd of
dren were hurrahing before the Inrge toy
nporium, over whose door stood o very

nt-looking old Santa Claus, with long
a hair, and very rosy checks, stretehing
‘his arms full of horses, dogs, cats, steam-
ngines, jumping Jacks, and gaily<lressed
s, Then, as Ally went on, he saw, still
ng in a window, the erimson searl which
d look so pretty with Bertie’s dark hair.
too, were plenty of reticules; with
for thimbles and bright shining seis-
How Annt Nancy wonld have liked it.
the bookstore, with those enchanting
mes bound in blue and green and purple.
eould not trust himself to look at them.
d as for the warm cont langing up, with
[3
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“only #8” pinned to ity why, that was a trial
too. For though Aunt ey and mother
had sat up late Saturday night, lengthenin

out the sleeves of the old coat with deep vel-
yet cuffs, and though he himself had carefully
inked all the seams, still it could not be de-
shabby affair, and he had
he would not eare to go to

the Christmas tree.

shed the store in rather a sad
it

As be r

frame of mind, he found John eagerly aw
ing his arvival; and going to the little back
ul-

¢ office, he was immediately taken into cor
tation.

% You see,” said John, © these plain, old ¢
flower jars ave very old-fashioned, and have
been in the store I dont know how many
years, and Mr. Maybrook gave me three or
four, this morning, to do whatever I pleased
with them. Now I'm going to cut the flow-
ers out of this paper, and paste them in; and
I've bought a little pink paint, so that, after
the flowers are all on, I can paint the inside; '
and, Al, you haven’s the least idea how pretty
they look, just as if they cost something.
Now, what I want to say i, that my hands are

so large and clumsy 1 can't paste the flowers
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y micely; but if you'll help, with your
which are just like a girl’s, we'll make
pairs of vases, and you shall have one
ur mother.”
llly's eyes sparkled with delight, and he
- entered into the partnership. By dil-
ly. employing every moment of leisure
es were finished about the middle of
wrnoon, and looked very pretty indeed.
o's a present for mother,” said Ally,
y. “Now if I could only get some-
for the rest.”
't you make a work-hox yourself, for
w aunt?” suggested John; and Allan
bt at the idea. All the remaining leisure
day and cvening was spent in neatly
g o wooden box with handsome paper,
fitting in little partitions for thread,
w, and cord, It really didn't look so
badly when it was all done.
ow, John,” said Ally, with a sigh of
ad weariness and satisfaction, “I have
Bertie's present to think of, and I believe
sit up to-night and make her doll some
1t will be better than nothing, you
Then they'll all have something; and
this old coat,” said he, buttoning it cheer-
7
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fully avound him, “why, P'm going to make
the best of it.”

“T declare, AL® said John, with affection.
ate sympathy, “it’s a great deal too small for
youl

“ Never mind,” returned Ally, “Pm ever so
muck happier than if T had told a lie and got
a new one. Do yon know, John, I don’t think
T could find a coat big enough to cover upa
dishonest heart.”

“T don't suppose you could,” cried John, as
he answered Mr. Maybrook's summons to
another part of the store.

Now Mr. Maybrook had been intently ob-

“serving Allan all the day. He noticed in the

morning that his young firce wore a he vy
_shade of care, and his cheeks were quite pale,
He had seen his eager industry daring the
day, and, from what he had caught of his
conversation with John, e had learned som
thing of the bitter disappointments wit
which his brave heart was constantly strug-
gling.

Calling John, he was soon in possession of
the whole story. He learned, what in his first

xnger he would not understand, that Ally was
only endeavoring to preserve the , when
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unate accident occurred which put

nend to all bis bright visions.
1T have been too hasty,” said Mr. Maybrook
f. “T have treated as a crime what
only a misfortune; d he looked with
et upon the little, slight figure tightly
d upin the scant overcoat,  Mr. May-
¢ had also heard the conversation with
ry on the Inst Saturday evening, and had
pleased with the spirit Allan had shown.
i8a good boy,” said he, half aloud, “and
il be nobler and stronger, now that lie has
pen tempted and has conguered. 1 must

fith him again. Good-night, Allan,” he
l, raising his voice, us the boy passed out
door. “I wish you a merry Christ-

nk you, sir,” eried Ally, with grateful
and started out into the night.
the way home he passed the church
the little chilidren were practicing their
as anthem. Softly they chanted, —
% Whilo angels watehed their flocks by night,
Al seated on the ground,
The angel of the Lord came down " —

then, with s triumphant and unexpected
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barst of melody, came in the lust line, with
the full strength of the young voices, —

“And glory shono sxound.”

Allan started involuntarily to his feet, and
to his great surprise found his eyes filled with
tears. The music was so beautiful ; and he
could not help thinking over the wonderful
story he “had read so many times,— the qui
night when the shepherds watched their
flocks. How they must have wondered when
the strange, beautiful light first fell upon the
fizlds,— not eun, nor moon, nor starligh, but
glory from some half' open door of heaven.
And ob, the music! —the “multitude of the

heavenly host,” — should L ever hear them *
Yes, if God would help him to keep the good
resolutions he had formed within the last
days. He remembered, with a shudder, the
wretehed day he had spent parleying with
temptation ; and now, although he had bitter

disappointments, how much happier he was
in the consciousness of having done right.
The clearvoiees in the ehurch were s
again, and the words floated down to his ears,
carth® Ile repeated it

DLoace;— what a sweet
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e knew what it meant to night
he went quietly on, with peace in his
and good-will towards every living

jy worked late that night over the doll’s
e, Bertie’s happy voice, singing,—
9 the uight before Christmas, and all through the
 house
& ereatuts was stirring, not oven a mouse”
Jong been hushed in sleep; and it was
midnight before the tired boy ranged his
pted presents in a row.  They looked
well, but so very different from what he
meant to givé. He could hardly trust
elf to think of it yet; and as for that
mas tree, he decided to take Bertie, but
ouldn’t care to stay long himself
was Christmas morning, and Ally was
kened out of a sound sleep by Bertie’s
e, pitched about an octave higher than

Merry Christmas, Ally!  Oh, such a merry
tmas! Hurry and dress yourself, quick,

1o
Ally was not two minutes dressing, and,
ying down stairs, a large bundle met his
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“Mr. Maybirook's man left it for you,” cried
Be
Ally hastily cut the string, and there, won-
derful to relate, was the crimson searf, the

retienle for Aunt Nancy, the very books
mother wanted, and the long-coveted over-
eoaty with a halt-dollar in each pocket!

Bertie danced up and down, clapping her
hands. «I believe the fairies did it,” eried
she, laughing at Ally's lock of utter amaze-
ment,

Ally said not a word, but, seizing his
he darted from the house, and in an incredi-
bly short time was knocking at Mr, May-
brook’s door, °

What passed between Ally and his kind
employer I do not know, but he came oat
with a look of lhonest pride struggling
through some tell-tale tears, like the sun
through a mist.

Mother and Aunt Nancy were greatly
plensed with their handsome presents; but
during all the day their eyes rested with a
deeper tenderness upon the little wooden box
and the pink, painted vases,

Ally concluded to go to the church, after
all; and that cvening the blue and crimson
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of the Christmas tree danced in no hap-

than those following proudly the

oy flitting of dark-haired “Bertie,” with her

¥ floating scarf; and the Christmas greet-

e found an echo in no heart more honest

true than that besting under the new
llar overcoat.




X.
TOM'S TRIAL.

Tr was a pleasant day in that particularly
pleasant part of the summer-time which the
boys call “yacation,” when Tiger and Tom
walked slowly down the stroet together.
You may think it strange that I mention
Tiger first, but I assure you Zom would not
have been in the least offended by the prefer.
ence. Indeed, he would have assured you
that Tiger was a most wonderful dog, and
knew as much as any two boys, though this
might be called rathier extrayagant.

Nearly a year ago, on Tom’s birthday,
Tiger arrived as a present from Tom’s unc
and as he Iu.lped with a dignified bound from
the wagon in which he made his journey,
Tom looked for a moment into his great,
wise eyes, and impulsively threw his arms
around his shaggy neck. Tiger, on his part,
was pleased with Tom's bright fhce, and most
affectionately licked his smooth checks, So

101
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ghe league of friendship was complete from
it hour.

soon gave his school-fellows to under-

il that Tiger was a dog of superior talents,

told them that he meant to give him a

education. So, when Tom studied his

Tiger too was furnished with a book,

gitting by Tom's side; he would pore

ages with an air of great profun-

: gravely turning aJeaf with
jis paw. Then 'l

post-oftice, and bring home the daily

He could alsocarry a basket to the

on the counter with his mouth, he

d wait patiently till the basket was filled,
i then trot faithfully home, Added to all
e graces of mind, Tiger had shown him-
[ possessed of a large heart, for he had
ged into the lake one raw spring moru-
and saved a little child from drowning,
he next Saturday, Tom called a full ieets
of his school-mates, and after numerons
speeches, to the effect that Tiger was o
a8 well as a ¢ gentleman and scholar,” an
ous brass medal was fistened around Lis
and he was made to ackunowledge the
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honor by standing on his hind legs and barking
vociferously. Old Major White had offercd
Tom ten dollars for Tiger, but Tom quick
informed him he % wouldn't take a Aundr:

But I am telling you too mach aboat Tiger,
and must say a few words about his master,
who is really the subject of my story. As I
haye already told you, Tom had a plessant,
round fuce, and you might live with him a
week, and think him one of the noblest, most
generons boys you ever knew. But some
day you would probably discover that le
had a most vielent temper. You would be
frightened to see his face crimson with ra
as he stamped his feet, shook Lis little sister,
spoke improperly to his mother, and, above
all, sorely displeased his great Father in
heaven.

To be sure, Tom was soon over his pas-
sion, and was very repentant; but then he
did not remember to be watchful, and str
gle against this great encmy, and the nex
time he was attacked he was very easily
overcome, and had many sorrowful hours in
consequence. Now I am going to tell you
t trial on this aceount, which Tom
ot to the end of his life. As I was

of one gres
never forg
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a little while ago, Tiger and Tom were
king down the street together, when they
Dick Casey, a school-fellow of Tom's.

\Oh, Dick,” cried Tom, “«TI'm going to
s grain store o little while. Let's go
yin the loft and play.”
"Dick had just finished his work in his
nother’s garden, and was all ready for a little
ment. So the two went up together,
enjoyed themselves highly for a long
But at last arose one of those trifling
lisputes in which little boys are so apt to in-
Pretty soon there were angry words,”
(oh, how serry I am to say it!) Tom's
passions got the mastery of him, and
best little Dick severely. Tiger, who
¢ have been ashamed of his master, pulled
rd at his cont, and whined piteously, but all
ain. At last Tom stopped, from mere
haustion.
" &There now!” he cried, “which is right,
you or 177
~ & am,” sobbed Dick, ¢ and you tell a fie”
Tow's fice flushed erimson, and darting
upon Dick he gave him & sudden push. Alas!
Hio was too near the open door. Dick
sereamedl, threw up his srms, and in & mo-
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ment was gone! Tom’s heart st
an icy chill crept over him from lie
At first he eould not stir; then,—he never
knew how he got there, but he found him
self standing beside his little friend. Some
men were raising him carefully from the hard
side-walk.

“Ta he dead ?” almost sereamed Tom.

“No,” replied one, “we hope not. How
did he fall ont?”

“He dido't fall,” groaned Tom, who never
could be so mean as 1o tell a lie; T pushed
Tim out.”

“¥ou pushed him, you wicked boy
a rough voice, “Do you know you ought to
be sent to
be hung”

Tom grew as white as Dick, whom he had
followed into the store, and he heard all that
passed us if in a dream.

“TIs he badly hurt?” eried some one,

“Only bis hands” was the answer, “The
rope saved him, He caught hold of the rope,
and slipped down; but his hands are dread-
fully torn.  He has fainted from pain.”

Just then Tom's father came in, and soon
understood the case. The look he gave his

d to foot.

* eried

uil, and if he di

s maybe you'll
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py son, so full of sorrow, not unmingled

| pity, was too much for Tom, and he stole
followed by the faithful Tiger. He wan-
d to the woods, and threw himself upon
g ground. One Lour ago he was a happy
and now what a terrible change! What
made the difference? Nothing, but the
ligence of this wicked, violent temper.
other had often warned him of the fear-
consequences. She had told him that lit-
ys who would not learn to govern them-
grow up to be very wicked men, and
became murderers in some moment of
jon. And now, Tom shuddered to think,
almost a murderer! Nothing but
great mercy, in putting that rope in
way, had saved lim from earrying that
of sorrow and guilt all the rest of his life.
poor Dick, he might yet die, — how pale
looked —how strange! Tom fell upon
ees and prayed God to spare Diek’s

3 and from that time forth, with God's
he promised that he would strive to

hen, as he'could not bear his terrible sus-
te started for widow Casey's cottage.
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Casey nngrily ordered him away,
“You have made a poor woman unulvh
enongh for one day.” But Dick’s feeble v
entreated, ¢ Oh, mother, let him come inj I
was just as bad as he.”

Tom gave a ery of joy at hearing those
welcome tones, and sprang hastily in.  There
sut poor Dick, with his hands bound up, look-
ing very pale; but Tom thanked God that he
wias

o xlmulnl like to know how I am to live
now,” sighed Mrs, Casey. “Who will weed
the ga nd carry my vegetables to gnar-
ket? I am afeaid we shall suffer for bread
before the summer is over;” and she put her
apron to her eyes.

“Mrs. Casey,” cried Tom, eagerly; I will
do every thing that Dick did. T will sell the
potatoes and beans, and will even drive Mr.
Brown's cows to pasture.”

Mys. Casey shook her head incredulously ;
bt Tom bravely kept his word. Tor the
next few weeks Tom was at his post brig
and early, and the garden was never kept in
better order.  And every morning
Tow stood faithfully in the mar
their haskets, and never gave up, no matter
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‘warm the day, till the last vegetable was
and the money placed faithfully in Mrs.
y's hand.
’s fither often passed throngh the mar-
yand gave his little son an encouraging
but he did not offer to help him out of
fieulty, for he knew if Tom struggled on
¢ it would be a lesson he would never
g Already he was becoming so gentle
| patient, that every one mnoticed the
;3 and his mother rejoiced over the
fruits of his repentance and self*sacri-

fter a fow weeks the bandages were re-
from Dick’s hands, but they had been
dlifally treated, and were drawn up in
strange shapes. Mrs. Casey could not
eal her gricf. “He will never be the
he was before,” she said to Tom; “he
| never be like other boys. And he wrote
afine hand ; now he ean no more make
gr than that little chicken in the gar-

I he only had a great city doctor,” snid a
bor, “he might have been all right.
now his fingers might be helped if you
him to New York”
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% Oh, T am too poor, too poor,” said she, aud
Dick burst into tears.

Tom conld not bear it, and again rushed
into the woods to think what could be done,
for he had already given them all his q
ter’sallowance. All at once a thought flashed
into hig head, and he started as if he had been
shot. Then he cried in great distres

“No, no; any thing but that,—1I
that I

Tiger gently licked 'his hands and watched
him with great concern. Now came o great
Tom rocked backwards and for-
wards, and although he was a prond boy he
sabbed alor Tiger whined, Ticked his fac
rughed off in dark cormers, and barked sav-
age t some imaginary enemy, and then
eame buek, and, pu'linr ws on Tom'y
knées, wagged his xious gymj
At Iast Tom took his hands from his pa xh'
tear-stained face, and looking into the dog’s
great honest eyes, he eried, with a queer shake

are

V't do

struggle,

fa Tiis voitoy—
“Tiger, old fellow! dear old dog, could
you ever forgive me if I sold you?”
Then came snother burst of sorrow, and
Tom rose hastily, as if afeaid to trust himself;
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almost ran out of the woods. Over the
he raced with Tiger close at his heels,
ed a moment till he stood at Major
's door, nearly two miles away.
you still want Tiger, sir?”
hy, yes,” said the old man, in great sur-
s “but do you want to sell him 2*
es, ploase,” gasped Tom, not daring to
cat his old companion. The exchange was
made, and the ten dollars in Tom's
Tiger was beguiled into a barn, and
or hastily shut, and Tom was hurrying
en he turned, and cried, in a choking

ou will be kind to him, Major White;
you? Don't whip him; I never did,
the best dog " —
o, n0, child,” said Major White, kindly ;
‘treat him like a prince, and if you ever
6 to buy him back, you shall have him.”
managed to fulter thank you,” and
ﬂew out of hearing of Tiger's eager
hing on the barn door.
am making my story too long, and can
tell you in a few words that Tom’s sac-
o was accepted. A triend took little Dick
ety free of expense, and Tom's money
¥
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paid for the necessary operation. The poot
erooked fingers were very mueh improved,
and were soon almost as good as ever. And
the whole village loved Tom for his brave,
selfsacrificing spirit, and the noble atone-
ment he had made for his moment of Ppassion.

A few days after Dick’s return came Tom'’s
birthday, but he did not feel in his usual spir-
its. In spite of his great delight in Dick’s re-
covery, he had so mourned over the matter,
and had taken Tiger's loss so much to heart,
that he had grown quite pale and thin. So,
as e was permitted to spend the day as he
pleased, he took his book, and went to lis fa-
vorite haunt in the wooda.

“How different from my last birthday,
thought Tom. #Then Tiger had Just come,
and I was 80 happy ; though T didu’t like him
half as well as I do now” Torm sighed heav-
ily; then added, more cheerfully, — = Well, 1
hope some things are better than they were
last year. I hope I have hegun to conquer
myself, and with God’s bielp I ghall never give
up trying while I'live, Now if I could only
earn money enough to buy back dear old Ti-
gor”

But while Tom was thinking; and gazing
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dnto the bine sky through the delivate
leaves, he heard a hasty, familiar trot,
¢ was a crashing among the bushes
wwith a quick bark of joy Tiger himself,
brave old dog, sprang into Tom’s arms.
‘Piger, old fellow,” eried Tom, trying fo
fierce, though he could scarcely keep
wn the tears, “how came you to run away,

ger responded by picking up a letter he
‘dropped in his first joy, and laying it in
's hand.
'om opened it, and read, in Major White’s
bling hand : —

Deax Caro: Tiger is pining, and T must give
ichange of sir. T wish him to have a good master,
knowing that the best ones are those who leam to

themsrlees, T send himto you.  Will you take cara
im, and greatly ol

Your old friend, Muox Waire.”

And then Tom read, through a mist of
_ SP.B. I know the whole story. Dear little friena,

1

1o not weary in well doing.
i




XI.
THE PRINCE'S FOLLOWER.

Larrie Ben Potter had been staring with
sleepless eyes out of the ourtyinless window
ever since daybreak, but he had not cared to
move hand or foot. The faet is, he had gone
to bed supperless the night before, and folt
rather weak and faint; and as he had no very
eneouraging prospects for breakfist, he could
not make up his mind to get up to another
megrv day. So he lay very qquI\, Wi
ing the heavy mist curtains
away, till the sky became I mlhuh\' qu
and clear, and the old elm troes waved their
golden arms in the yellow autumn sunshine.

“Oh, how I wish it was real gold ed
poor Ben, “and all those lovely leav iling
off; now and then, were bright golden dollars!
Ob. how I would run out and fill my cap full,
and then down to the baker's, to buy some
of that beautiful white bread and butter! Oh,
we'd have buttery too, and a little tea, per-
18
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n for dear sick mother;—Dbut, oh dear
17 sighed Benny, despondingly, “ they're
hing but yellow, withered leaves.”

hen be shut his eyes, and thought of the
when his father was alive, and they lived
such n pleasout place, and had a garden
of roses, and a beautiful brown cow. How
ago it seemed; and how long it was,
since his mother had been sick, and
ald earn no more money by sewing, Yes-
pday (and Beuny’s checks were erimson)
the first day that he had ever tried to
There might be kind people in the

wld, but he didn’t much believe it. At any
how angry all the big, fut cooks looked
i he knocked at the kitchen doors; and
mes they would slam them so quickly
they nearly pinched his fingers. In one

o, he remembered, he saw a little kit-

ith such a great saucer of nice, sweet
before her. How fut and comfortable
looked! But when he asked for some-

g for his poor sick mother, they gave him
eh hard crusts, it made his teeth ache just
pthink of them, and his mother counld eat
at all, “Oh dear!™ cried Benny to
4T just die before I go begging
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A long s
the rcom made lim start up and excluim,
“ 0, mother, ave you awske? Did you hear
me? Tdida't mean exactly that, It wasn'g
82 vary bad”

But Benny’s mother did not answer, and
he soon saw that she was only gro: auing in
her restless sleep. Mo lay a fow moments
longer, busy with his sad thoughits; then, sud-
denly starting up, he exclaimed, —

“I declare, if T didn’t forget the prince was
coming to-day; and T meant to be up with
the first streak of Tight;™ and he began has
tily to dress hlmwl! in his ragged clothes,
talking busily to himself all the time,

“T wonder, now, why I wasn't born over
the sea in a great palace, with plenty of ser-
vants to wait on me, instead of living up four
pairs of stairs in this little narrow street,
There, now, what a terrible hole in my kne
oh, if mother only coudd mend it; but Tl jus
have to pin it op us well as T can. Goml-h_\,
mother; ™ and he gently kissed her, «I'll Lo
back before Tong.

“Where are you going, Benny ? " said she,
rouging from her troubled sleep.

“To get some breakfast for you,” gaid the

th firom the other s.de of

H
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v, chiéerily, “and to see the prince. I wish
could sce him, too, mother.”
‘& think I shall sce him very soon, Benny,”
aid his mother, with a tender look in her sad,
pded eyes; “perhaps this very day.”
| % Oh, no; mother,” almost lasighed Benny.
you think he will come through this nar-
street? They wonldu't let him know
& was such a mean place in the city. Now
don't think he'd come here!™
L 41 shall go to him,” she murmured dream-
s @ dear Prince of peace/” and her heavy
s again closed.
enny looked very grave. How much
sloops,” he said to himself; ¢ and she don’t
aw what she says holf the time.” His wist-
ful eyes filled with tears, and he turned
pxiously away. As he walked down the
“busy street, be suddenly thought of a grand
a of making his fortune. He had heard
the prince was very kind and generous;
if he could only get near encugh to just
tell him quickly how sick and poor his mother
s, perhaps he would give him something;

or; perhaps, better than all, he would make
him his little servant, and hire him to follow
“on and hold his horses, or do something of
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the kind. The poor, simple child rovsy
thonght how impossible it would be for suck
a ragged boy to be allowed to come near the
great prince.

After he had the matter all arranged to hig
satisfiction, Benny's step grew ver lively
and, as the prince was not coming till after
noon, he tried to find some little Jjob to do
by which to earn breakfast for himself gnd
mother. But no one cared to hire such n
small, weak boy, and he was becoming almost
discouraged, when a kind countryman gave
him th large apples. One was e rly
devoured by the hungry boy, but the other
two were carried home, and laid carefully by
the dear; sick mother, who still slept so
strangely and heayily. Then Benny spent a
long time busily and painfully trying to damn
the worst holes in the faded old clothes, that
he might look fit to speak to the prince.

Ay last afternoon eame, and he found him-
self in the greatest crowd he had ever sean.
“I don’t cave for myself)” said little Benny,
as he was pushed and jostled about; “but
what shall T.do if my elothes got torn any
more!” and he took off his cap, and for safoty
tucked it under his wrm. But afer poor
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my had so many knocks and bruises that
eourage began to fail, and he only: wished
pe once more safe at home, suddenly the
4 brst forth into a most magnificent strain
£ music. “Oh, what are they playing 2"
Benny, excitedly.
‘Why that's $God gave the Queen, you
gkhead,” cried a large boy standing near.
®@God save the Queen,” thought Benny.
how besutiful to pray in music, 'm
s God will hear that, and will save the
queen. Ol if somebody would enly
for my mother like that;” and Benny,
h streaming eyes, said sofily, €O God,
the queen, and my dear mother, too;”
tlien he wondered if his little trembling
er went up with the grand music,
& What are you going to do with that bunch
horrid flowers ? ™ eried Jack ‘White, behind
n, suddenly.
Benny looked around. ¢ Why, they're the
rery best T can find; and Tm going to give
“them to the prince, and ask-him to let me be
little servant while he stays.”
. “Hi! hi!” sereamed Jack, so loudly that
| half a dozen of his vagabond friends gathered
. around in & minute, “What do you think
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this boy says? * and, amid shouts of jeering
laughter, he disclosed Benny's plan. “Won't
the prince have a gay follower? Won't he
be proud, though 7

“That's a good joke, old Patehwork,” eried
another, poking him in the ribs.

“ My friends,” continued Jack, with much
politeness, “T have the honor of introducing
the Duke of Rag-tag and Bob-tail”

Beuny, with erimson checks and a breaking
heart, tried hard to get away, but they held
him fast, while they showered all manner of
jokes upon him, and pulled at his old worn
clothes till ke was perfectly aghast at the an-
seemly rents.

There; and now the prince was passing by,
and Benny’s last chance would soon be lost
forever. He clasped his hands, and implored
them to let him go.

“Oh, yes,” sereamed Jack; “Pm afraid we
are keeping his excellency. He hears his
friend, the prine ling him. Room there
for Lord Ragamaffin ! *

Benny’s broken-hearted sobs attracted the
attention of a gentleman standing near, who
exclaimed, —




suE priNoE’s vouLowssm. 123

Fou young seamps, what are you doing
that poor boy ?”
The listle, tessing mob quickly scattered,
nd Benny was alone.
‘& Please, sir,” filtered he, “has the prince
by "
, yes; he is quite a long way down the

ook of bitter disappointment swept over
y's worn fice.
Did you want to sec him so much ?7 said
gentleman, kindly.
nuny could net speak; and his new friend,
king him by the hand, led him out of the
wd into a quict street, and, by degrees,
from him all his sad story.
“Pon't sob so, my little friend,” said he, a8
Benny finished “perhaps T ean help you as
Il as the prince.”
&0, are you very rich and great? Are
out one of the prince’s servants 2™
Yos said he, smiling quietly, «T hope T
Jone of the Prince’s servants, though not
he one who has just passed by.”
- ®Who then?” asked Benny, eagerly.
~ “Oh, a far greater Prince; one of whose
dom there is no end.”
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“And will he help me?™ eried Benny,
“Will he let me be one of his servants, top 7 »

“Yes; you have only to ask him, and he ean
do. all things; for he js King of ings anq
Lord of lords.”

“ Ah,” said Benny, with a look of great dis.
appointment, “I know who you mean now,
It is the Saviour Prince, and mother and [
have prayed to him weeks and weeks, but he
will not hear u and Benny burst into tears,

“But,” said the gentleman, kindly, T think
he Aas heard yon at last, and has sent me 10
help you and your poor sick mother. Show
me where she lives.”

I have not time to tell you of Benny's ex-
travagant joy, nor what he said to the good
doctor (for such the gentleman proved to he)
on the way home, When they first cntered
the room, his mother was so still and white
that he at first thought she had reall gone to
see tho « Savionr Prince,” as she had said in
the morning. But no; she was still living,
and, after great care, she is now nearly r
stored to health, Benny has become the doo-
tor's little errand-boy, and hasn't been hungry
for a fortn

But, best of all, Benny has ssked the Prince
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— the great Prince — to make him one of his

gorvants; and he studies his Bible every day,

it he may learn how to follow him very
aly, for hie knows he is safer the nearer e
him.

ar little Harry, or Charley, or Mary, or

s, would not you, too, like to be a follower
great Prinee ?
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BOB MERRY'S LETTER TO HIS FRIEND
TOM.

Guasnar Havy, 1861,

Draz Orn Tos : I'd give my new ball, and
a bag-full of marbles, to cateh one glimpse of
your precious old phiz looking in at the door,
I wunt to sce you so much, and ask you what
you wowld do if—Tbut I forget you don’t
know any thing that has happened, and I must
hegin and tell the whole story.  You know T
have been here just two weeks, and, to toll
the trath, I haven't been happy at all. T'm
the smallest boy in the school, snd*Pve been
pounded and beaten, and sent on errands,
till at night I was almost too tired to crawl
up to bed. But that isn't the worst of it.
Oh, Tom! T hardly know how to tell you
what trouble 'm in; but it is not wy faulty
and T know you will believe that T tell you
all the truth.

When Unele John left me here, and *old

12
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githat “now I must bogin to be a man,” I

ade up my mind to be just as good-natured

d merry as possible, and perhaps the boys

Sonld like me aftet a while, when they saw

o was nothing of a “ ery-baby ” about me.

Pye had a hard time keeping that resolu-

All the boys seem to try to worry and

w tricks on me, I don't so'much mind it

n 1 find my boots full of little sharp stones,

y cap stuffed into the water pitcher, but

a they tell me I walk like a lame duck,”

T'm *a terribly ignorant snip,” and have

worst disposition they ever knew, it is

or hard to swallow, and it doesn't go

any easier because the most of it may
true.

~ The very first moming 1 came, I got up

early, and T thought T would have time

the other boys woke to read a chapter

bom' the little Testament dear mother gave

when she died. But I had only just be-

when I heard a giggle, and Sam Potter

shaking the hoy next to him and telling

jim to look at « Cucumber™ (they say I'm so

that they call me after all kinds of

etables) —* Look at Cucamber, doing up

early piety.” T was a little angry, I ean
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tell yon, and I felt the blood coming up in my
faec.

“What a disposition he has” says Fred
Brown; “lhe blazes up at the first joke”

Fm afraid T Aave a bad disposition, and
80 T said “1 hoped they'd excuse me, for I

»

was trying to conquer it.” Then they laughed
louder than ever, and Sam eaid, 1 think
we're going to have some fan out of this bird,”
and Fred screamed out, ¢ Cabbage, do you
know you're a jolly goose 7"

“1 don't know very much,” said I, “but I
intengd to study very hard, nnd some time I
may know as much as you."

Then they laughed again; but I tried to
look very good-natured, and when Fred said,
—“Let’s toss the infant Ssmuel in Lis bed-
quilt,” Sam—who I think is rather a kind
boy at heart —said, “ No; don’t bother the
child. 'm sure he has shown a better dispo-
sition than we have.”

But oh, Tom, I ean’t begin to tell you all,
for I must hurry on to my great trouble.

You see I tried to be so cheerful and good-
natured, that the boys really began to like
we, and yesterday, when we had a half Loli-
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and some of them were going on a long
they said, —
ot’s take ¢ Small Potatoes” (that's another
my names) with us. He's a handy, willing
fellow, and we can make him very useful.”
was very prond and happy to think they
 to take me 3 but, to tell the truth, Tom,
't enjoy even the first of it as much as
The day was very warm, and
was no end of hills to climb. Then a
many boys took off their coats, and
@ them to me to carry. They could not
@ known how heavy they were, 'm sure.
it before long I could hardly drag one foot
the other, and though Sam looked
ad very pleasantly, and said, —«Well
Tittle Elephant,” I didn’t enjoy any thing
much.
last we came ont of the woods by a nice
1 house, with a beautiful garden, and, as
we were all very tired, we sat down by the
nce. Pretty soon Fred Brown called out,
—«Qh, see those splendid melons! I de-
¢lare, boys, we must have some. Pm so thirsty
T could eat a dozen.”
&Did you bring any money with you?”
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% Good for the Cucumber,” eried Fred ; ang
while they were all la a little b
plained tome that they w
ta a fow, and nobody would l‘e any the
wiser, and it would really be a good thing for
the vines” I don’t know how I looked, buy
Fred eried out, “* Why, you little coward,
don't be so frightened. The old man hns
gone ta the fair, and, from the looks of things,
I should judge he had taken the whole family
with him.”

“«And' come here, little one,” said Jim Ba-
ker; “you're such sn eel, you're just the one
to crawl through this hole in the fence and
get ‘em for us. And if any one «lmull hap-
pen to sec you in among the v
little brown coat, they'd take you for a
sized toad.”

«Bays,” said I, #do you really mean it ?"

“Yes, Come, be spry!” and Fred Brown
took hold of me to shove me through.

“But I can’t do it,” said I.

“Why not 2” eried Jim,

% Because the Bible says ¢ Thou shalt not
steal,’ and T'm afraid ® —

“You little hypoerite!™ said Fred, ob, s0
angry, “do you dare to say that we'd steal?

L your
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e isn't a boy in school that doesn’t ex-
to take an apple or a melon now and
n, and the firmers have got used to ity and
't think any thing of'it.  But go home, you
ble little sneak! You can't go any
her with s,  We've been mistaken in you.
’ro a boy without the least grain of spirit.”
He is a queer chap,” said Sam Potter,
is always tarning up with some Serip-
werse just when you don’t want to b
I don’t more than half believe he is a
T shouldn’t wonder if somebody had
i a jacket on the old family Bible, by mis-

ke, and sent it to school”
hen there was a great laugh, and Fred

$Now go home, you precious old volume,
when you get there, if you dare open at
pelations, we'll hang you on your own bed-

en I said I didn’t know the way home;
Tred cried out, “ All the better,” and
me a push back iuto the woods.
hen the boys found I was really going,
gave me their luncheon baskets, and fish-
oles, and all sorts of things, to carry home
them, so T was just as heuvily loaded as
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before.  Well, Tom, I am making my story
too long; but, as you might have known, 1
lost my w I walked ill T was almost
tired to death, and fell over one of my fish-
poles into the brook. P sure I don’t ke
what would have become of we if'a country-
n had not come elong, and, taking me « lit-
tle way in his wagon, set me upon the
road. I v then just as fast as I coul:
oh, Tom, when T reached the school it was
ten o'clock, and the roll had been ealled long
before, and every boy w

Dr. Simmons met me in the } and he
#d so cross over his spectacles, T thought

W

n bed.

Ic
T should have sunk through the floor.

“Not aword, si nid he, when T tried to
speak. “I've beard all about it. Here,
Matthews, take this Yu»v and logk him up in
the blue-room for the ni

Now, Tom, it is a v reat dig
put in the blue-roo as Matthews hur-
ried me away, T asked him what T Zad done
that was so very bad, and he gaid, — !

“ Farme dgott he
ning that his
some of Dr. Simmons’ boys; but they eve
one denied ity only Fred Brown said they

to be

just heen here com-

len has been robbed by
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pted with you somewhere near the firm,
nd he didn’s know what you might have
after he had left yon.”
Now, dear Tom, did you ever know any
so cruel? I could not sleep at all till
gards morning, and then the boys woke
yery carly, screaming such provoking
throngh the key-hole, The first one
ed to know if the “family Bible™ was
yet, and what was the verse for to-
Then some one else had something
iy about a wise man foreseeing the evil
@ #hiding himself, while the simple went
nd were punished.” Then Fred Brown
Jim Parker came and whispered, —
You wouldn't tell the old doctor that we
. the melons; for we were only in joke,
from the farm almost as soon
n left us;” and, lastly, I heard Sam say-
in rather a kind way, —
ST'm sorry for you, Cucumber, but if you
hiadu’t been quite so green you might
stayed with us, and we'd have put yon
wough all right. Now I'm afraid you'll have
ngh time.”
But now, Tom, comes the worst of it. A
ttle while ago I was called down to see the
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dostor, and when T told him Thad a « narrel
with the boys, and Tost my way trying to get
home alone; and one of the

wmelong he almost seemed to believe e, wd
vold me T to my studies, But
oh, Tom, when T turned to leave the r om, e

ealled me buck sharply
angry way, “Are you ti .
sir?” he pulled ever so many melon-rinds
out of my pocket! T don’s know what T dia
Tom; T remember trying to say somethi
but my tengue wouldn't move, and I on
heard the doctor say, “T'm afinid you're &
very bad he Here, Matthews; take him
back to the blue-room, till T have time to
look firther into the matter

Now, Tom, how dc pose those rinds
camu in my | feaid T'm showing o
bad disposition, but T can’t help ﬂunkm-rl mL
the bioys did st take the melons,
and some onw thonght it would be agood |nL
to pat the skins in my pocket as I passed
through the hall. But oh, who will ever be-
lieve me ?

When I found myself all a]onc again, my
bad disposition wouwld eome out, and I \
sereamed, and knocked my head against the

1 saying, in suck

ng to deceive me, w
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If I had been punished for doing
T shouldn’t care half so mueh; but to
miserable just because I tried to do right,
oo bad. When T found I had got to stay
one by myself all day, I coaxed Matthews
ng me a pen and some puper, for I
pt I should feel betterif I told it all
Oh, Tom, my head aches as if it
A split. What will my uncle say when
Bears of it? Matthews says the old doe-
b i8 80 strict, that F may be expelled, or per-
) at Parmer Nadgett will be determined
d me to jail. Oh, what shall T do, Tom?
an not, can not bear it !
.M. Tom, I just want to tell you some-
¢ T think was a little strange. I counld
«eat the bread and water Matthews brought
pe for dinner, because my head ached so, and
T tried to read my little Testament. And
do you know the very first words I saw were
in this verse, marked by dear mother's own
Tiand : —
 &Ror what glory is it, if, when ye be buf-
" feted for your fuults, ye shall take it pa-
tiently? but if when ye do well, and suffer for
it yo tike it patiently, #is is acceptable with
Gal”
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Now, Tom, just think how wicked D've he
when I had such an opportunity to y
God, T'm afraid I don't feel quite right yet,
but Pm trying very hard. Good-by, dear
old Tom; I'm so tired! Write and tell me |
you helieve me, and love me just ——

P. 8. Ob, Tom, dear old fellow, give us
your hand! Would you believe it, — but,
where shall T begin? You see I didn’t finish
your letter because my head ached 80, and it
has lain ever since, and now Dr. Simmons
says I may write just three lines and tell you
the good news,

I've heen quite sick, Tom, but I don't mind
it in the least. Ive only been down a week,
and what do you think has happened? Sam
Patter is such a kind boy! When he found
out I was go sick (for you know, when I have
these bad headaches, I talk wild, and seem a
great deal worse than I really am), he went
and told Dr, Simmons all about it, and the
doctor came to see me, thongh I didn’t know
ity and Sam says I “didn’t mind him at all,
but went on talking in the queerest way, not
only as if I were a family Bible, but a

chism and hymn-book hesides.” And he
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doctor almost cried, and said, “I’ve Leen
hard with the little motherless boy.” And
you know, Tom, he took me to his own
m, and took such ecave of me I shall never
k him cross . And all the boys
Rave been to see me, and little Joe Willis
pfessed that he put the melon rinds in my
et just for fun,

m says the doetor was very angry when
first found out the whole story, and he
not yet know what he intends to do
the boys; but they are not to have

er holiday this term.
Qh, Tom, I don't in the least deserve to
e every thing turn ont so pleasantly ; and
onc is so very kind that I'm afiaid T
ll not have another opportunity to “suffer
ell-doing ;” though Sam says I needn’t
y about that, or he'll give me a chance

"Eem comes the old doctor, and says that T
;tmwmmg too long, but I haven't told you

Bood by, dear old Tom,
Your very happy friend,




XIII.
LITTLE CARLIN.

Tar cold, gray light of a chily spri
morning erept slowly over a sleepy old city,
fir av in Rbineland. It stole over the
battered walls of a ¢

tenement in

one

In the same room, ~lwl ing s\\nll
five other fir-haired little children, w uh (Inn
small heads full of pleasant dreams, Dut
these were not Lrothers and sisters of little
Curlin, and this was partly ‘he reason why
he was in such bitter grief in the shadowy

maorning twilight.

Ten years before, in the sweet May time,
wich Miller — the father of these
iIren — opened his door to go to
lis daily work, e fonmd a basket on the
stoopy and in it ttle helpless baby. Ile
diid not know, at first, what to do, for he was

138

when He
leeping el
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poor, and already had three cr four

months to fill. But when he took the
aken <hild to his wife, it opened its blue

was half frizhtened, and then smiled a
ghtfual, pitiful smile, which went straight to
Rind heart, and she said pleadingly, —

& We must keep it, Heinrich. 'Who knows
¢ the good God has sent him to our doors,
‘we may entertain an angel nnawares i

or husband still looked doubtfully, but
ghe whispered, “He will take the place
our own little May, now resting in the
Josom of the Gireat Father,” he replied, “ Tuke
own way, good wife, for you seldom go
»

hen she folded the helpless babe in her
and carried him in, to be as one of her
a children. They called him Carlin; amd
day after day revealed some new beauty
arm, they all grew to love him dearly,
the children thought him their own true

o brother.
As he grew older, he showed a great fond-
nogs for music, and all around the house his
fingers had stretched little pieces of
picked up in his wanderings around the
and sometimes in wild, windy nights,
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Madame Miiller would almost shunl-hr when

she lieard the strang ald music of these
strings, swept by invisible fingers. But whey
she watched the rapt face and LllN”ll\"\\Lg
of little Carlin, she always said, «1f they
please thee, Jittle son, thou 5||1IL huve ag
many wind harps as thou likest.”

Then he would kiss his kind mamma, and
tell her 6lld fancies that the quivering strings
whispered: to him, till she would shs
head, and say to her husband, e is not like
the others, Heinvich, Who knows where the

ungels found him, who brought kim to our
an

ke her

door?

And when Madame Miller read the Bible
to the children all gathered around her knee,
little Carlin would beg to hear of the young
David, who, with sweet music, charmed aws Ny
the evil spivit from the heart of the 1 gty
Saul, or he would have her réad of the vision
of the great thrane, —of' the ¢ harpers harp-
ing with their harps,®— of the wonderful
“new song” —till the tears filled his eyes,
and his young heart beat with a strange,
sweet joy.

For many years, Heinrich Miiller prospered,
and kept his family in great comfort, but at
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time when my story ccnmences there

been a sad change, Sickness and loss
ployment had brought him to great dis-
and one evening, after the hungry chil-
had been sent supperless to bed, Hein-
hoand his wife sat sadly together, talking
¢ their mournful prospects, Little Carlin
d in vain to sleep, but every word sounded
plainly through the thin board ‘\rtim’on,
ould not help hearing all they ghid.
last he started up in bed, with a half
thered cry of dismay, as he heard Hein-
b say, « Yes; we must part with little Car-
for we can soarcely feed our own. Car-
must go, poor boy !”
&We will miss him sadly,” wept kind
Mamma Miiller, “but, alas! what can we do?
" Poor Johannes is almost helpless with his
Iame foot; Rign and Lisette are growing pale
md thin, working upon their lace pillows, and
ithe others are all too small. But he, poor
‘ehild, what can he do, with those little hands;
he iz more tender and delicate than our
own.” i
“He will grow, good wife,” replied Hein-
vich. “We must give him to some firmer,
who will take him into the country, and make
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afine worker of him. I will sce about it (o.
w.”

Ah! how I shall miss his et Yoiec
wept Madame Mialler, I can not let him
g().”

“Wilt: thou see him starve, then 2" asked
her hushand, sadly. But Qarlin oould hear
no more, and, hiding his face in the coverlid
he soblil himself to €l P

Now this is the reason why the light of
that elilly spring moming, searchin z for the
onca merry littlo fice of Carlin, toum] ity like
the san in a fog, half drowned in a mist of
tears,

After some time Carlin suddenly ceascd
weeping, mnd seemed to have formed some

reat resolution,

ST will mot stay,” he said, half aloud, «to
eat the bread which be longs to Mamma Miil-
ler's own little children, but T ean not be sent
it would break my heart. I will
o m; self; and the great (m.l who take:
of little helpless bivds and flowers, will be m;
Father, and take cure of me

He dressed himself soflly in his little tat-
tered gurments, went cay fully ont of the
house, and busied himself with taking down
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the wires he had stretched for the gentle
d-fingers. “Mamma Miiller wonld weeyp

§f she heard them when I am gone,” said the
simply., Then going in again very

ly, he kissed, with many tears, the rosy

3 of Margot, Johannes, Riga, and the lit-

tle ones, Then, kneeling for s moment by the
of Madame Miller, he prayed that God

ould keep her, and bless her, andithat she

t live till he hiad earned money,and could

t to her dear hands, and that she might

ain call him *little son.’”

So the child went bravely forth in the chill
ning, down into the heart of the great
. The gay stores were just being opened,
ndd never had they looked so grand and im-
ing. @hrlin went into several very tim-

dly, and asked, “Do you want & boy?” but

e answered harshly; and some young
‘elerks only laughed, and, jeering at bis worn
garments, said, “ The king of Tatterdom is
looking out for recruits, and will probably

make you captain of the ragged reginent.”

. Qarlin shrank away with tearful eyes, but
“still went on determinedly, lifting from his
heavy heart a constant prayer that the next
attempt might be successful; but all in vain,
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At last the weary day began to draw to a
“close, and the child, tired and hungry, sat
down on a stone wall, and began to think
anxiounsly what he should do next, and where
he should spend the night, and again he
breathed a prayer that God would remember
the little fatherless child. Just then a strain
of softy sweet music stole upon his ear. Car-
lin started. He was close at the door of the
great cathedral, which he had so longed to
enter, and his kind Mamma Miiller had prom-
ised some day to take him, when his clothes
“were better. But now no one knew him,
Why could he not creep softly in, and hear
the wonderful music? So Calin stole in,
and hid in a dark corner of the organ loft,
unperceived by the choir. e MWoked with
awe at the grand organ with its magnificent
golden pipes, and all thought of weariness
and pain was forgotten. The music was
very low, and sometimes almost lost in the
great arches. Then came a swell of sonnd
like a long sigh, and Carlin said to himselfy
“The organ is asleep—is dreaming ; it is
talking in its sleep” And he crept gently
out of his hiding-place, and reverently kissed
the side of the huge instrument, and passed
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s hand caressingly over its gilded mould-

by and by it began to wake up. Grand
of harmony filled the cathedral —the
 arose and sang a noble, triumphant
ant, that thrilled Carlin to the heart. Un-
ascionsly he drew nearcr and nearer till he
od by the great “Meister” who dared to
¢h those wonderful keys.
denly upon the full harmony rose the
ar treble of a sweet, young voice, and the
gter, turning, saw 8 little weary, tattered
ild, bending forward with clasped hands,
i & 1ook of heavenly peace in his clear blue

service ended, but the child still stood

d®nd the Meister said, kindly, —

What wilt thou, little one?”

{Oh, great Meister,” eried Carlin, breath-

gdly, “have you mot heard the ¢harpers
ping with harps;” have you not been sing-

the ‘new song?’> Oh, please, please teach

me.”

e good Meister looked doubtfully at the

#He is not all right,” he thought to him-
If; “the finger of God has touched him.”
10
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“Come, little oue,” added he, %thon must 2o
to thy home.”

Carlin stared abont him as one roused from
adream. All the painful reality flashed upon
him in & moment. He could not go back to
trouble dear Mamma Miiller, and God had not
yet given him another home. A touching
look of despair swept over his childish face,
but it was dark, and the kind Meister did not
see it, but only said again, — .

“Come, child, run to thy home, and to-
morrow thou mayest come again. Canst thou
sing much ?* R

“I sing what the wind taught me,” said
Carlin, simply, and he sang a plaintive little
melody which thrilled the old musician’s
heart, .

“That is wonderful sweet,” said he,

“Ah!? said little Carlin, “if I could only
sing the new song!”

“And where do they sing that?” said the
Meister, smiling.

“In the other country,” snid little Carlin,
“and mamma says it is so wonderful that the
angels listen, and no one sings it but the
earth-children,”

“Well, little one, good-night,” said the
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ister. “Come again to-morrow, and we
I talk more.”
n, looking wistfully in his face, tried to
T have no home to-night,” but the words
oked him, and he staggered wearily away.
je tears blinded his eyes so that he could
see, and stumbling across the busy street,
; suddenly knocked down, and heavy
gels passed over his poor little limbs.
he Meister heard a ery of agony, and
fing, he saw them lifting the fainting form
little friend. A sharp pang shot through
(heart, e had not done his duty by the
less child. He hastened to the spot, and
him in his arms.  “He is dead, ¥ think,”
one of the crowd. Hast thou gone to
irn the ‘new song?’” whispered the Meis-
nderly.
ot yet, zood Meister,” said little Carlin,
ith a faint smile, opening slightly his misty

es.
Not yet ?” said the Meister, cheerily;—
we will keep thee, and thon shalt make
ous singer Aere; for thy voice is sweet
birds that sing in Paradise.”
in smiled, but soon a look of great
uble crossed his face.
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«Do not earry me, great Meister,” he suid,
bravely trying to hide the anguish he was
suffering. “You must not carry me — n lit-
tle, ragged boy. Please lay me down sofily
in the shadow of the wall, and I will be bet-
ter in the morning.”

“Thou poor child,” said the Meister, “ dost
thou not know that thom wouldst die with
thy broken bones?” But the poor child had
again fainted from weakness and pain, and the
Meister carried him home. He had no chil-
dren of his own, and his heart warmed to the
little pale orphan.

1 should make my story too long if T should
tell you how tenderly Carlin was nursed, and
how the Meister grew to love him like his
own son.

When he was well once more, he was taken
to the grand cathedral, and, to his exquisite
delight, the good Meister taught him to sing,
and gave him a place in the choir beside that
wonderful organ.

A small salary was paid him weekly, and
with the first little sum he hastened to his
loved Mamma Miiller. The good woman
wept for joy, and said he should never leave
her again.  But when he told her of his happy
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b with the good Meister, she bade him go,
o was still in great poverty. It was a
happiness to Carlin to carry this money
s dear old fiiends —and without this
at one time they would bave perished
want.
Carlin is still singing his sweet songs and
ing in God 3 and although, as heisa little
he will never be able to play the organ
the grand pedals like his beloyed «Meis-
<l he feels that it is all xight, for he
ks much of the better country where is
more sorrow and pain, and slipping his
in the good Meister’s, he says, with
st confidence,—
% As well the singers as the players on in-
ruments shall be there.”



XIV.
JOE BENTON'S COAL-YARD.

Just imagine the loveliest May morn-
ing that ever was made; the sun so lately
risen that his long golden hair still trailed on
the hill-tops, and the robins singing such ex-
travagant songs that the violets opened their
blue eyes as wide as possible, and asked a
neighboring lilac-bush if ha ever heard of
any one getting drunk on sunshine. There
must have been something very curious in
the air that morning, for when little Joe Ben-
ton sprang out of the back door with hair
as golden as the sun’s, and eyes as blue as the
violet’s, and voice almost as sweet as the rob-
in’s, he took one long breath, shouted a vig-
orous hurrah! but, seeming just as crazy as
the birds, he didn't feel at all velieved till he
had climbed a tree, turned three somersaults,
and jumped over the garden fence.

“Saturday, too,” he said to himself, as he
rested npon the otherside. “Was there ever
160
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o 50 lucky ? Now Tl have just time
down to the brook before breakfast,
soe if our boat isall right. Then rm
home, and leorn my lessons for Mon-
for we boys are to meet and launch her
oelock, and the captain ought to be
time.”
Joe's small feet clattered vigorously
to the little cave where the precious
< hidden. But ashe neared the place,
clamation of surprise eseaped him, for
were signs of some intruder, and the
one before the cave had been rolled
Hastily drawing forth his treasure,
burst into loud eries of dismay, for there
a8 the beautiful little boat, which Cousin
1 had given him, with its gay sails split
hundred shreds, and a large hole bored
bottom.
e stood for a moment motionless with
and surprise; then, with a face as red
ony, he burst forth, — «I know who did
_the mean scamp! It was Fritz Brown ;
e was mad because I didn’t ask him to
» to the launch. But Tl pay him for
caper,” said little Joe throngh his set
3 and hastily pushing back the ruined
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boat, he hurried a little farther down the
road, and fastening a piece of string aciosy
the footpath, a few inches from the ground,
Le carefully hid himself in the bushes.

Now the good honest sun was afraid 50Mme-
thing was going wrong, and he held a little
cloud handkerchief over his eyes, but Joe did
not notice it. He only knew that he was
very angry and miserable, and he wondered
that he had ever thought it was a pleasant
morning,

Presently a step was heard, and Joe ea-
gerly peeped out. How provoking! instead
of Fritz, it was Consin Herbert, the very last
person he cared to see, and hastily unfasten-
ing his string, Joe tried to lie very quiet.
But it was all in vain, for Cousin Herbert's
sharp eyes caught a curions moving in the
bushes, and, brushing them right and left, he
soon eame upon little Joe. “How's this?”
cried he, looking straight into the boy’s blaz-
ing face; but Joe answered not a word.
“You're not ashamed to tell me what you
were doing?”

“No, Pm not,” said little Joe, sturdily, af-
ter ashort pause; “TI1 just tell you the whole
story;” and out it came, down to the clos-
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at, “and I mean to make Fritz smart

at do you mean to do?”
y, you sce, Fritz carries a basket of
gs to market every morning, and 1 mean
trin him over this string, and smash ’em all”
Joe knew well enough that he was
howing the right spirit; and he muttered
elf, “ Now for a good scolding 3” but, to
surprise, Cousin Herbert said, quiet-

¢ll, T think Fritz does need some pun-
t; but this string is an old trick. I
you something better than that”
hat?” eried Joe, eagerly.
ow would you like to put a few coals of
e on his head ?”
What, and burn him?” said Joe, doubt-
Cousin Herbert nodded with a queer
e. Joe clapped his hands. “Now that’s
the thing, Cousin Herbert. Yon see his
i& 80 thick he wouldn’t get burned much
re he'd have time to shake Yem off; but
Td just like to see him jump once. Now tell
Tow to do it, quick!”
“Tf thine enemy be hungry, give bim bread
to eat; and if he be thirsty, give him water
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to drink: For thou shalt heap coals of fire
upon his head, and the Lord shall rewarq
thee,” said Cousin Herbert, gravely; “and [
think that's the best kind of punishment little
Fritz could have,”

Joe’s face lengthened terribly, “Now I
do say, Cousin Herbert, that's a real take-in,
That’s just no punishment at all.”

“Tryit.once,” said Cousin Herbert. “Treat
Fritz kindly, and I'm certain he will feel so
ashamed and unhappy that he would far
rather have you kick or beat him.”

Joe was not really such a bad boy at heart,
but he was now in a very ill temper, and he
said sullenly, —« Bug, yow've told me a story,
Cousin Herbert. You said this kind of coals
would burn, and they don’t at all.”

“You're mistaken about that,” said his
cousin, cheerily. “Ive known such coals to
burn up a great amount of rubbish, — malice,
envy, ill-feeling, revenge, and I don’t know

how much more, — and then leave some very
«cold hearts feeling as warm and pleasant as
possible.”

Joe drew a long sigh. “Well, tell me a
good coal to put on Fritzs head, and I'll sce
about it.”
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Tou know,” said Cousin Herbert, smiling,
t Fritz is very poor, and can seldom buy
mself a book, although he is extravagantly
1 of resding, but you have quite a library. {
w suppose,—ah! well, T won't suppose l
thing about it. Tll just leave you to ‘
ik over the matter, and find your own conls
@ be sure and kindle it with Jove, for no : :
fier fire burns so brightly and so long;” and
jth o cheery whistle Cousin Herbert sprang
the fence and was gone. ‘
fare Joe had time to collect his thoughts,

Fritz coming down the lane, earrying d
¢t of eggs in one hand and a pail of |
in the other. ‘[j
 one minute the thonght crossed Joe's d

«What a grand smash it would have "
 if Fritz had fallen over the string,” and '-‘
p again he blushed to his eyes, and was
ad enough that the string was safe in his .

started and looked very uncomfort-
e when he first caught sight of Joe, but
 boy began abruptly, “ Fritz, do you have
time to read now ?” ‘
#Sometimes;” said Fritz, « when T've driven
the cows home, and done all my chores, 1 :
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have a little piece of daylight left; buy the
trouble is, I've read every thing I could Zet
hold of»

“How would you like to take my new book
of travels #7

Fritz’s eyes danced. « Oh, may 1, may 19
I'd be so careful of it”

“Yes,” answered Joe, “ang perhaps I'vo
some others you'd like 1o read.  And, Fritz»
he added, a ligtle slyly, T would ask you to
come and help sail my boat to-day, but some
one has torn up the suils, and made a great
hole in the bottom, Who do you suppose
did iy 2

Fritz’s head dropped upon his breast ; but
after & moment he looked up with g great ef-
fort and said, —

“7did it, Joe; but T can'’t begin to tell you
how sorty T am. You didu’t know I was so
mein, when you promised me the books # %

“Well, I rather thought you did it,” said
Joe, slowly,

“And yet you diuln’t”—l‘"ritz couldn’t get,
any farther, for his cheeks were in a perfect
blaze, and he rushed off without another
word,

“Cousin, Herbert was right,” said Joe to
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self; “that coal does burn; and I know
would rather T had smashed every egg
basket than offered to lend him that
But I feel fine;” and little Joe took
more somersaults, and went home with
t heart, and a grand appetite for break-

When the captain and crew of the little
pssel met at the appointed hour, they found
itz there before them, eagerly trying to re-
air the injories, and as soon as he saw Joe
] hnme\] to present him with a beautiful
le flag which he had bought for the boat
h part of his egg-money that very morning.
s boat was repaired, and made a grand
trip, and every thing turned out as Cousin
bert had said ; for Joe's heart was so warm
full of kind thoughts that he never was
e happy in all his life, And Joe. found
| afterwards that the more he used of this
ous kind of coal, the larger supply he
‘on hand,—kind thoughts, kind words,
| kind actions. “I declare, Cousin Her-
said he, with a queer twinkle in his eye;
think T shall have to set up a eoal-yard.”

The Tittle school-boys, who saw that Joe
s always happy, studied the secret too}

/
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and at last, if any trouble or dispute arose,
some one would say, ¢ Let's try a few of Jog
Benton's coals,” and it was astonishing to see

how soon all the evil passions were burned

to ashes, and how quickly the young heartg
&rew warm towards each other, Come, little |
Tom, Dick, and Harry, who have ever 80
much rubbish to be burned, and ywhose hearts

are all in a shiver with the cold, unloving
looks you gave each other this morning, won't

you try, just for once, to find out the happy ;
secret that lies in little Joe Benton's queer
coal-yard ?




XV.
WILLY'S ANGEL.

BNEATH the trees & little child, with sleep-
. ing eyes of blue,

holds in dreams the busy day its changing

sCcenes renew ;

why, beneath the trembling lids, ave tear-

drops crowding through?

he May-blooms flutter through the air, in

drifts of rosy snow,—

he robins on the sunset wind, with music

sweet and low,

shanted in the crimson light, float dream-
ing to and fro.

little human flower, whose breath to
heaven should float in prayer,

bird immortal, whose sweet song should
thrill the listening air,—

Vhy is he, ‘mid the birds and flowers, the

ouly mourner there?
169
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Alas! before his dreaming eyes are set in clear
array

So many sad, unhappy deeds that shamed the
sweet spring day ; > .

He'd laughed, and mocked a beggar man who ‘
tottered down the way. |

He'd snatehed from hungry pussy all her mea]
of cheese and curds;

He'd climbed the biggest apple-trees to steal
the poor, young birds;

He'd spoken to his little friend in bitter, an-
gry words.

He knew, through all that troubled day, in
pleading accents low,

A voice was whispering to his heart, — % Dear
Willy, don’t do so3”

But Willy wonld not listen in his young life's
eager flow,

But, ah! it was his angel who beheld the
Father’s face,

And, dreaming, Willy saw him grieving o'er
the day’s disgrace ;

But when he sought to clasp him, then he
fled from his embrace,
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sorely weeping, woke-the child, and
started to his feet,
i orying, « Oh, sweet angel, do not leave
me,-1 entreat,”
s steps flew down the gravel walk, and
passed into the street.

ought the poor old beggar man beyond

the garden wall, —

give my cruel words,” he cried ; “see, I
have brought you all

ies saved so very long to buy my-

*self a ball.”

dashed away a tear, and ran to seek his
playmate’s door,—

ve, forgive!” he sobbing cried, and

then could say no morej

sar Willie,” said his friend, «] love you

better than before.”

on homeward in the fading light with ea-

ger steps he sped,

' And soon the stolen nest again was swinging
overhead ;

pussy purred in glad surprise, 50 amply

was she fed.

u
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But one thing more must Willy do, more
needful still than these ;

And, hastening to his little room, he fell upon
his knees ;

“0 Father,” sobbed the weary child, “restore
to me thy peace;

Forgive me, oh, forgive me all the evil of this
day;.

For Jesus’sake I ask it : Father, hear me while
I pray,

And send my angel back again to guide my

: »
erring way.

He slept ; and now beside his bed, behold! an
angel bright,

So freshly from the shining throne, his glow-
ing wings dripped light ;

And Willy’s heart was comforted with dreams

of heaven that night.




XVI.
“SOUNDING BRASS.”

was a bright winter morning not far
the holidays, and little Dick Melville
busily collecting his dinner-basket and
ks preparatory to setting out for school,
 his older sister asked, “Did yon learn
‘yerse this morning, Dick?”
f course I did, and said it to mother, too.
— Oh, where s my geography! I do
baby has hid it somewhere. Well, it
n— Oh, Bridget! please put in one more
of bread and butter.”
That's the queerest verse I ever heard,”
Sam, who rather liked to tease his little

rother.
_ “Now, really, Sam, T was just going to say
it. Tt was, ¢ Though I speak with the tongues
of men and of angels, and have not charity, T
am become as sounding brass or a tinkling
37 and mother said charity meant love,
1 fecling kindly towards everybody; hut
168

3
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if we're cross and hateful, then we're like
‘sounding brass,” which is " —

“Hear me,” interrupted enrly-headed little
Madge. “1 learned one, too,—* Charity suffer.
eth long, and is Zind?”

That's a nice verse for kind lttle Madge,”
said Sam, lifting her on his knee,

“Dear me,” again broke in Dick, “where
can my skates be? Fred Allen said the pond
was frozen over, and we'd have a great time
up there after school.”

“ Why, Dick, Frank Burton came here last
night, and told me you said he might take
them.”

“ Now, Nelly, that'’s too bad! He told you
a downright falsehood. He has lost his own
skates, and he told me yesterday he was afraid
he shouldn’t get another pair till Christmas;
but he never said a word about mine, for he
knew I wanted to use them myself.”

“That's very strange,” said Nelly.

“Strange! it's downright mean,” eried Dick,
vehemently; “and T will say that Frank Bur-
ton is the slyest, most selfish boy in school;

and T don’t believe he’d mind telling alie any
more than” —
“Hush a micute,” eried Sam, with a merry
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winkle in his eye. “I shouldn’t think the
d would be out so early in the morning,

sure I hear plenty of ¢ sounding brass

awhere.”

tle Madge cagerly listened, with her

head on one side; but Dick, coloring

y, retorted, —

¢I know what you mean, Sam; but if you'd

+ look at home, I think you'd find enough

kling cymbals’ to match my brass.”

Dear little Dick,” began gentle sister

 #Yes, I know it, Nelly; I know I was
“wrong; but if you were only 8 boy, and loved
1o skate as I do, and then had every thing go
g, yow'd just forget all about charity, and
dn't care a bit if you just turned into
anding brass.”

«Well, I didn’t know you were in such a
1 state of mind,” said Sam, laughing. * You

take my skates if yow'd like them.”

. «Qh dear, no; thank yon just the same,
‘but they’re a great deal too large;” and little
Dick, with a heavy step, started for school.

_ o his great disappointment, Frank Burton
was not in his usnal place, nor did he make
‘hix appearance all day, and poor Dick could
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hear nothing of his skates, But when schoo).
hours were at Jast over, he joined the merry
party for the pond, and as he reached the ice,
sure enough, there was Frank Burton with
his own nice skates Just buckled on!

“Those are mine,” shouted little Dick, « anq
I want to use them myself.”

“You can have them if youw'll eatch me,”
mockingly retorted Frank, gliding by him like
an wrrow,

Dick bit his lips, and, thrusting his hands
in his pockets, waited till he came around
again.

“Frank, you may go round the pond three
times with my skates, if yow'll give them to
me then.”

Frank langhed loudl ¥ “Very generous
when you can’t help yourself; Tl £o round
as many times as I please. It's great fun ;”
and off hie shot again,

Several of the smaller boys who stood near
were very sorry for Dick, but Frank was so
large and strong they did not dare attack Lim.
Poor Dick stood for nearly an hour gazing on
the animated scene, growing very cold, and
struggling against the bitter thoughts that
filled his Leart. The boys were so full of fun,
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he did so love to skate! At last, when
came around once more, flushed with
exercise, and serenmed, —

«@randfather, would you like to take a turn
p my skates?”
oor Dick said to himself, © Well, 'm sure
sugfered long enough, — but I must say
’t feel very kind. That verse may do
ary well for girls, but boys ?—
~ Just then came a crash and a ghont, —
“&The ice has broken! Frank Burton has
onein! Will he drown? Ob, the water is

o shallow. Noj it's deep right in the mid-
There, he’s holding on. Can’t any one
bim! How the ice breaks! We can't
get near him.”

&Lt me try,” said Dick.

_ &Noj he won't drown ; and he's so ugly, let
him have a good fright. He'll pull you in,
' too, Dicky,” urged the smaller boys.

& Help, boys,” eried Frank; “I'm so cold T
can’t hold on much longer, and if I stir, the
ice eracks.”

«Run for Farmer Jones,” said one; and a
‘dozen boys started.

~ «Qh, Tl die before they get back,” groaned
Frauk.
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Just then Dick remembered something he
had read, and, running across the pond, he
tore, with all his strength, a long board from
the nearest fence, and hastening back, laid jt
carefully across the hole so that Frank could
reach it. Then, lying down flat on the ice, he
slowly erawled up near enough to help the
numb, frightened bhoy upon the board, and
with great care he drew him farther and far.
ther, till he was once more upon strong, safo
ice.

“Three cheers for Dick Melville,” shouted
the little boys, as the others returned with
Dick’s father, whom they had met on the
road.

As the story was eagerly told, it was hard
to tell which blushed the most,— poor chatter-
ing Frank Burton, or happy, brave little Dick.
But Frank, as soon as be could speak, made
an apology to Dick, before all the boys, and
then, in a lower tone, said, —

“T never shall forget this, Dick, and I hope
T shall be a better boy.”

You may imagine the happiness of Dick
when his father related the oceurrence at
home; and Sam, walking up to him in a grand
way, said, —
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«J am proud to shake hands with you,
Dick; and T think I must have been
en about that ¢sounding brass’ this
ina.”

¢ the best of it was when bis mother
spered, —

“«You have made me very happy, my little
: but, above all, I think you have pleased
kid



XVII.
THE SLAVES OF KING « FIRE-WATER.»

I surrose that some little reader will woy.
deringly say, “Who is King Fire-Waters
and where does he live? Does he keep a
great many slaves, and is he kind to them,
or does he treat them very badly ¢ »

And perhaps some little blue-eyed girl wiio
has just learned her geography lesson, and
somewhere on the map has traced with her r 8y
fingers those odd words “ Terra del Fuego,”
or “the land of fire,” will ventare a shrewd
guess that this king with o very strange name
lives somewhere in those regions, or perhaps
where—as ghe has read in some pleasant
story-book —the sun drops like a groat red
Lall into fuir tropical seas, making them all
one mass of rosy five. But You are not quite
right, dear Blue-eyes, for this king, of whom
1 am going to tell you, lias a very great king-
dom, and yon may find his slaves in almost
every land under the sun, There are some,

170
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know, in the pleasant city where you live,
gd some on the seashore where you went
summetr with your cousins, There are
on the wild Western praivies, and some
the burning Southern skics, and some
on the blue sea. You are sure to know
the minute you see them. The king
not dress them well. Their clothes are
st always tattered and worn, and their
knoeked in, and your little brother Bob,
has only walked a fortnight without a
. would feel much mortified to stagger
& as they do. King Fire-Water never
his slaves any thing to eat, but he has
ready for them a terrible drinde, — all
on and fire,—and the worst of it is he
taught them to love it} so, althongh they
etimes see that they are growing thin and
-and wretchedly poor, and must very soon
¢, still they can never refuse ity when it is
Joffered, and, indeed, they are so crazy for it
that they are willing to part with every thing
‘else they have in the world, rather than go
“without it.

| Now, when I farther tell you that this
‘wicked king makes his slaves sleep in barns
‘and station-hovses, and, oftener yet, with the

T N N V. = S S——— -
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miserable pigs in the gutter, you will wondey
how he ever finds any ene willing to come
into his service. But this is the way he map.
ages. When he sees g nicely-dressed man
whom he wishes to make his, slave, he offers
him a cup of his best poison. Tt looks so
beautiful, “ when it moveth itself aright,” like
water with a small piece of sunset dissolyed
init; that the poor man thinks it must be very
good.  He drinks it, and feels so happy. He
thinks he is the richest and greatest man in the
world, and Fire-Water is a good old king, who
has been very much slandered. Seo he drinks
Lagain and again but all the while the cruel
five is steadily burning, and by and by he sud-
denly wakes up and finds that he has burned
all his patience and love and strength, his
pleasant home, and all his comforts, and he
himself is one of the wretched slaves of King
Fire-Water. Sometimes he struggles very
hard to escape from his tyrant master; but,
alas! he generally finds himself bound by the
strongest kind of achain, There is a name I
have given to this chain. Some people call it
“ Habit)” and bad habits are the very worst
chaing to break that I ever knew. Dear
Black-eyes, — who have stolen back to the
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amer-table to sce if there were any of that
¢ ved fluid left in the wine-glass, and
o miean to buy a cigar with your very next
money, — be careful! Don't let such
get wound around you.

w I am going to tell yon a true story
bout one of King Fire-Water's slaves. He
as 4 grown-up man, and had a wife and four
children,— the eldest not more than
years of age. He had drank so much
[ the king’s poison, that all bis money had
seen burned, and almost all his wife's and
jildren’s clothes, and, what is more, the last
of bread in the house. Now, at the time
story begins, it was winter, almost night,
“wretchedly cold. Sue and Jack and
dly had been erying and fietting in chorus
‘more than an hour, and poor, patient baby
nearly sucked off both his thumbs, when,
, joy! mother came back with some bread
‘meat, and a little pan of coals. The little
ved children had a fumous supper, and
e was enongh left for breakfust. “If
only don’t find it,” cried Jack and Sue;
they hid it carefully away. Then, lock-
ng the door very securely, the children, with
~ the poor mother, who was sick and lame, all
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went to bed to Zeep warm, They were very
much afraid their fither would come home,
and once Sally cried out in a frightencd Yoice,
“Hark ! isn'e somebody coming 27 Byt Jack
answered drowsily, « Iy’ only a window-shyt.
ter, or the other family up stars 3™ aud soon
they were all sound asleep.

About twelve o’clock that night, the poor
elave wag trying to get home, The king,
who loves to torture his vietims, had refused
to give him drink without money, and so he
Was coming home as erazy and fierce as some
wild animal, Buyg the king had some work
for him to do, and he said to his slave, « Your
wife was busy drawing brushes to-day, and
this is her night' to be paid for them. You
had better go home, and see if there isn’t
someéthing to eat in the house, or maybe yon
can steal her money.  Never mind if she is
sick and lame, anq your little children stqpry-
ing”  So the slaye reached liome, and, find-
ing the door locked, gave it o great kick. The
poor frightened wife heard him, but dared not
let him in.  But he Was very strong and an-
8y, and in a few minutes he burst open the
door and was in the room. Before the poer
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pan could speak, he dragged her out of
, and said, —

o you dare to keep me out of my own
T've a good mind to kill you;” and he
d at her with two eyes very much like
you've seen in pictures of great hungry
Then he cried again, clutching her
ders till they were black and blue, —

e me your money and I'll let you

she only sobbed, and begged him to
merey. Then he pounded and beat her,
u know the goodness was burnt out of
3 and at last, when she almost fainted,
w her out into a great snow-heap, and
fastened up the door with nails, so she
n't get back.

looked for the money in vain, and at
shook up Jack to make him tell where

I don’t know, indeed, father,” eried Jack.
" Then King Fire-Water whispered, “ Their
her has taught 'em. They'll tell a lie for
any time. They love her a great deal the
»

he slave was mad with rage, and, seizing
the little warm sleepers, one after the other,
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be set them up, in their scant night-dresses
and bare feet, in a row against the wall. A
very sorry little regiment they were, shiver.
ing with cold and fright.  Poor baby tumbled
over again and again, and vainly tried to com.
fort, himself with his thumbs.

Then came the angry question, — % Which

do you like best, — Your mother or me? "
. Poor little children! In their innocence
and simplicity, the answer eame in prompt
chorus— Mother; ™ and Titdle Sally sobbed,
“I don’t love pappy at all!”

The furious man seized an old stick in the
corner and began most unmercifully to whip
his little shrinking children, one after the
other, down to poor baby, whe only eried
gaspingly, through his blue lips and chattering
teeth, — “Mammy, mamm ¥, mammy ! ”

The poor mother, almost wild at hearing
her children's cries, tried in vain to open the
door; then, flying avound to the window, she
arrived just in time to see the heavy blows
fall on poor innocent baby’s shuddering limbs,
and she sent up a ery so shrill and piercing,
that the neighbors’ windows flew up on every
side, and soon two or three strong men came
to the rescue, They forced open the door,
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d the wicked man was caught and tied
n with strong cords.

Tire-Water never helps his slaves
the) are in trouble—he only mocks
d sncers.  So, when Judge Cooper said that
e man must go to jail and stay there three
ths, there was no one to help him or say
ord to comfort him, Every body was glad
see him go, and his own little children

ow, perhaps, you will think that when
s slave comes out of prison, he will be so
v with his old master, who has made him
'this trouble, that he will try to break his
ain, and will clear the ashes out of his hieart,
ask God to put some new kindness and
ve in it, and will try to make a pleasant
me for his wife and children who have been
thappy so long. But I can not tell.  King
Water is very careful that his slaves
I not escape, and his chains are very

trong.

Dear Black-eyes and Blue-eyes! I know

you will not have any thing to do with this

cked king. You will always be afraid of

e dreadful fire that may lie hidden in the

bright crimson cup. You would rather drink
2
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pure water, bright and flashing like diamonds,
— the gweet cool water that comes up in the
“old oaken bucket,” or that you find bubbling
up in the dim, old woods, and where, falling
upon your knees, you scoop it up with your
rosy palms,—the nicest drinking-cup in the
world.

But you can do more yet. You must al-
ways be on the watch for the beginning of
little chains. Give them a good pull when-
ever you get a chance, for they are always
very weak and easily broken at first. Then
you can sign the pledge, and ask all your lit-
tle friends to sign too, and after a while you
will grow such a formidable army, and wage
such war with the old tyrant, that he will
skulk away in the darkest alleys he can find,
and at last, when we go in the street, we shall
as soon expect to stumble against a grizzly
old bear on a visit from the North Pole, as
to meet one of “ King Fire-Water's slaves.”




XVIIL

DISOBEDIENT HARRY.

WaeNever any one says “ Harry,” in my
resence, I always smile, for I think right

y of a pair of the brightest eyes in the
and T have a very pledsant vision of a
restless head, crowned with waves of
n-brown hair. But once I had a very
ord to join to that dear name; and when
had to say ©Disobedient Harry,” I was
v to cry with the heavy pain at my

Jived in a handsome house in a large
with the kindest father and mother, and
» sweetest little blue-eyed sister you can
ne. He had a great deal to make him
v, and if ever a wish came dancing into
s merry head, it had only to steal down

look pleadingly out of Harry's great eyes,
enture o little farther and fall in words
o his tongue, and it was sure to reccive
ention. You might suppose that Harry

17
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was perfectly happy, and indeed, at times, it
would have been hard to find a more con-
tented little boy in the world. But once in
awhile he would wish to do something wrong,
and if' his kind mother forbade him, T am
sorry to say that he aoted very improperly,
Instead of amusing himself in some other
way, — taking a ride on his rocking-horse, or
playing “Come to see” with his baby sister,—
he would listen to a wicked spirit who goes
around ready to whisper in little boys’ ears ;
and this bad spirit would say, “Lie down on
the floor, Harry, and kick and seream 37 and
I am sorry to say that he sometimes did it.

But there was another voice that used to
speak very gently to Harry, and tell him what
was right to do, and this small voice he had
been taught to eall Conscience, Now I will
tell you of the very sad results of listening to
the wicked spirit, instead of the good, friendly
Conscience.

Little Harry had been playing out all one
clondy afternoon in November, and it was
growing dark very early, when suddenly the
idea came in his head to run down the street
anl see the pictures in one of the shop win-
dows, where he had often been before,




‘Don’t go, Harry,” said Conscience; “your
ather told you to come in at dark.”

Don’t be a baby,” whispered the wicked
pirit; “you’re a boy, and growing bigger
svery day. T'd have my own way, for once.”

% Ah, Harry,” said Conscience, “how anx-
jous your mother will be.”

#0h, you'll be back before she misses you,”
the other; “and only think how nice it
I be, coming home by the light of the
oht street lamps, just like your father.”

h, don't, rlon't. go,” sighed Conscxencc
“Yowll be sorry.”

- #Yes, Lwill,” shouted Harry ; and he started
ff so fast that he thought he had left Con-
ence behind him, for he did not hear another

He soon reached the brilliant window, and
gtood transfixed before it. The gas was al-
dy lighted, and there were two new pic-
one of a dancing bear, and the other of
wise old dog, teaching school to a long row
f such queer little pugs, all engaged in a hard

spelling-lesson. Harry laughed with delight,
~ and thrusting his fat hands into his pockets,
to keep them out of the way of the cold No
vember wind, he feasted his great eyes upon

DISOBEDIENT HARRY. 181
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the bright scene. e was so busy thinking
whether that clumsy bear would not step on
his own feet, the next move he made, and
whether that little dog in the corner would
not get a rap on the nose for not learning
how to spell «eat,” that T think he would
have stayed an hotr longer.

But suddenly he felt such a sharp pinch on
his red cheek, that it brought tears into his
eyes, and turning around, he saw a ragged
boy, a good deal bigger than he was,

“Hallo, little *un,” said the big boy; “does
your mother know you're out?”

“Yes, she does,” replied Harry, indignantly,

“Where are you bound?” continued the
new boy.

“That’s none of your business, rag-boy,”
cried Harry.

““Rag-boy !” eh ?* sereamed the boy. «I'll
teach you better manners, I think ;” and he
boxed poor Harry's ears till they rung, and
he felt so confused that he hardly knew
whether it was his own curly head on his
shoulders, or the old school-house bell,

Now Hurry was too proud to cry, but it
did occur to him that the best thing to do
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to run home. This he tried, but was
revented.

& No,” said the big boy; ¢ now you must go
with me;” and seizing Harry’s hand, he started
off atsuch a pace, that the short, fat legs could
hardly keep up with him.

Poor Harry's small remains of pride rapidly
oozed out, as he found himself led through
the dark, crooked streets, farther and farther
m his own dear home.

« Where are we going ?” said he, all out of

«None of your business this time,” sneered
¢ big boy, with a loud laugh; and Harry
oan to sob and ery aloud.

Presently, they came lo an old, tumble-
‘down house, and poor Harry was dragged in,
up two or three pairs of rickety stairs, into &
_ great, cold room, which T haven's time to de-
~ geribe to you. But there were half-a-dozen
~ more boys there, just as ragged as the first 5

‘and when the door opened, they set up such
a shout of —

«Ji! hi! where did you pick up such a
fine bird?” that Harry eried louder than

ever.
«@entlemen,” said the first boy (whose
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name was Jack), “this little Miss Nancy is
rather displeased with her clothes, and being
greatly pleased with the fit of mine, wouldl
like to exchange for some of the same sort.”

This attempt at wit met with great ap-
plause, and one boy said, —

“I think those little boots would fit a
brother of mine;” and throwing Harry on the
floor, he drew them off in a twinkling.

“This velvet cap is very becoming to my
style,” said another, and fitted it on his dirty
bead.

“This plaid sack suits me nicelyglwith a
litile stretching,” cried a third; and so they
went on, till each one had taken some article
of Harry’s dress. As for our poor little boy,
he was too bewildered to ery any more, and
only stared from one to another with his great,
astonished eyes.

“Miss Nancy,” said Jack, with a profound
bow, “let me fit you to a very neat pair of
shoes;™ and he thrust Harry’s feet into some
worn-out slippers, all out at the toes.

“Here is a pair of silk pants,” eried another,
“We only wear silk here. Just let me hang
this velvet cloak on your shoulders; and let
us see how this embroidered cap fits you;”
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they wrapped him in 8 thin, faded old

wl, and placed a tattered hat on his head.

Phen they raised a great shout, and danced
ound poor, ragged Harry, pinching his
and pulling his little red ears, and
hing as if it were the greatest fun in the
orld.

. At last Jack said, all out of breatl, « Well,
boys, we've had game enough for to-night; T
sss 11 set him out;™ and, turning to Harry
ith a malicious smile, he said, ¥ Come, ray-

~Alas for poor, proud little Harry. Nota
ord came out of that little, trembling mouth,
but the biggest tears that ever rolled from
his eyes went coursing down his pale cheeks.
~ Qut he went with Jack; and now came
another run over the stories. Oh! how they
hurt his little tender feet, ghuffling along in
‘the worn-out shoes.
But at last Jack suddenly let go of his
‘hand, and before Harry had time to beg him
to stay, he was lost in the darkness, and the
little boy was left all alone.
He was in reality very near home, but he
was too tired ande bewildered to know ity 80
he laid down upon a cellar-door near hy, and
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tried to think what he should do. As hy
sobbed and shivered in the cold, he could not
help thinking of the bright fire at home, his
baby sister stretching her soft pink hands to
catch the pretty shade over the gas, and his
dear mother looking up with her sweet smile,
saying, —

“It-is most time for my little birds to creep
into their soft, warm nests.” But now — here
he was, a poor, ragged boy ; he never could
find his way home again and even if he did,
his mother would never know it was her lit-
tle Harry,

“What shall I do® What shall I do?* he
cried, in agony; but the wicked spirit who
gets people into trouble neyer helps them
out, and so he only heard Conscience saying,
softly, —

“I told you so; T told you so,”

This made Harry a little angry at first; and
the wicked spirit found time to whisper, —

“How hateful! Its mean to hit a fellow
when he's down |?

But Harry knew better than to listen this
time, and so he said, “ Dear Conscience, what
shall 1 do?” .
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© And Conscience said, ¢ Try saying your
yers, Harry.”
" So he asked God to forgive him, and bring
lome again, and he finished just as he
d at his dear mother's knee,—“Now I
me down to sleep;” but when he re-
ted, “If I should die before I wake,” he
began sobbing afresh. «For T'm pretty sure
T sliall die)? cried Harry, “and I wonder if
the Lord will take such a naughty soul.”
Conscience whispered a very sweel verse,
and poor little Harry sobbed it out,— “Oh
Saviour — suffer the little children —to—
‘come” — But he fell asleep from weariness
'~ hefore he could finish, — so sound asleep that
" he did not hear the bells ring, and the men
* erying, “ A boy lost,” —s0 sound that he did
not know his own father was passing by, till
good old Pompey gave 2 quick bark of joy,
and jumped on the queer little bundle of
rags.

Harry never forgot how his father held him
tight, with the big tears rolling down his
eheeks; but what nearly broke his heart, was
when he was carried home, and saw his poor,
pale mother stretch out her hands, and fall

fiiinting on the floor. Tt was, indeed, a very
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sad lesson for Harry; but T know You will be
glad to hear that from that time Lo has heen
a different boy. And so eager now are hiy
little foet and hands to obey his parents’ slight.
est wish, that T hope I shall never again be
forced to say “Disobedient Harry?




XIX.
WAITING FOR JESUS.

Frox heavy sleep little Paul Clifford sud-
ly awoke, and, staring with great wonder-
eyes upon unfamiliar walls, started im-
tuously up in bed, but sank back with a
uick, sharp ery of pain. A gentle face bent
ver him.
«What is it, dear?”
% Where am 127 said Paul, faintly, “and
‘what is the matter?”
«Ah! you can’t remember, poor little child !
~ You have had a terible fall, and hurt you
~ very much, bot we hope to make you all well
in o little while. Don’t think any more about
it noy, but try to go to sleep again.”

Paul shuddered. «Oh, I remember fow —
those cruel, cruel doctors—how they serewed
‘my leg, and put fire on my back. Father
wouldn't have let them do it if he had been
here;” and the child's breast heaved painfully.
«They tried to be kind,” said the nurse,
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with a tear in her eye, “but T know it wag
very hard to bear, But now see, darling, the
worst is over; they have set Your leg, and
tried to do something for your poor little
back, and now you have only to lie very still,
and get well ag fast as Yowean. Come,” suid
she, as his face grew calmer, “we will have a
very nice time together.  Shall T read ti]
yon go to sleep d

“I can’t sleep any more now, please,” said
little Paul, wearily.”

“Then I will shake up your pillows so you
can look around and see all the pleasant lit-
tle children.”

Very tenderly she raised his head, but not
8o carefully but he felt that strange sensation
of fire on his back, and groaned, although he
bit his proud, young lips, and tried to smile
his thanks to the sweet-ficed Iady, Very
languidly at first diq he raise his heavy lids;
but soon he became more interested, for this
is what he saw: A lung, cheerfil room, lined
on two sides with little eats with snowy covy-
erlids and soft white pillows, and in 5 pretty
sack of pink or blue, Tike a bird jn cach fair
little nest, was sitting or lying a patient little
child. They wereall so very young. One wag
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ot more than two years old, and the gieat-
veteran in the company had not counted
o than eight or nine birthdays. DBut
v one already knew what it was to suffer
and around some of the small mouths
were sweet, patient lines, very tonching
see in such baby faces.

- Paul looked earnestly from one to the
He noticed the little girl opposite,
ng softly and contentedly to her wooden
1, pressed close to her white, thin cheek, —
¢ saw the clear-eyed little boy next to her,
ring eagerly into the mechanism of a toy
am-engine, entirely unmindful of the help-
arm tied up in a sling,—and another
child, a little farther on, turning over n pie-
ture-book, and almost forgetting his poor par-
alyzed feet, upon which he would never walk

again.

@ Yes,” sighed Paul to himself; «they seem
happy enough, but they must haye been here
a great while, and forgotten how splendid
every thing is out in the sunshine ; but 7 —
“only yesterday I could run faster than any
boy on the street, and now ? — the tears gath-
ered in his eyes.

«1 am very sorry for you, little boy,” said a
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sWeet voice; and, turning, he found it came
from his next neighbor, whose cot was only
a fow feet from his own.

The speaker was u little girl, with very fajr
hair, and a gkin so transparent that he could
trace the delicate blue veins on her temples,
and as he looked at her innocent face he won-
dered to find himself thinking of the fair
white lilies he had once seen when he peered
through the fence of some yare city garden,

Paul folt himself greatly comforted, he
searcely knew why, by the look and words of
sympathy, and & quick, impulsive ﬁicmlship
sprang up between the little fellow-suffrers,
It was not long before Paul was telling her
all his story —how « Mother died, and father
and he went to live with Aunt Margaret, who
was poor, and had ever so many children, and
Was sometimes very cross, Then father, dear
father, went off to the wars, and told him that
s soon as he was old enough he should be o
soldier too.  Tiver singe father stiiled he had
been longing for him, and whenever any of
the soldiers went away he always wanted to
sen them, beeause they were going where

father was; and 80, one day, when he climbed
A tree in Broadway, to sce a procession go
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t, poor Ben Butler, who was half foolish,
creep on to the same limb. It began
erack, and he thought Benny wouldn’t
w enough to save himself, so /e tried to
ump to another branch, but missed, and fell
wn, — down, on the hard pavement, and
w’t know any more till the doetors "— his
voice quivered.

“Never mind,” said Susy, “don’t tell any
ore;” and they mingled their tears.
Then Susy, in her turn, told him “she had
eady been there two years, and never ex-
ted to be well, but knew that she should
n that little cot till she died.”
But you don’t seem to care at all,” said
?,_Pnl,, looking wonderingly at her smiling

4 No,” said Susy; “I am very happy. Very
few sick children have such nice clean beds,
and such pleasant nurses to take care of them.
Do you know this is S—— Hospital, and the
wmses are ladies, —some of them very rich,—
‘who come here just because they love God,
and want to do something to please him.”

~ «And do they stay here all their lives to
take care of sick children 2”

_ «That's just as they please,” said Susy.

18
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“Some of them stay a few months, and somo
of them a good many years; and besides tak.
ing care of us they have a great many sick
men and women in the other rooms.”

“T ghould think God would love them very
much,” said Paul, looking affectionately after
the nurse flitting noiselessly, in her soft, dark
dress, from gne little cot to another. «DBat,
Susy,” he began, after a long pause, “T sup-
pose girls can keep sl ensier than bays; but
I'm sure I could never smile again if I thought
I must stay here all my life. Oh, Susy, have
you forgotten how splendid it is to run and
Jump? It would just break my heart if T
didn’t think I should get well very soon, and
go to be a soldier with futher. How can you
smile so, Susy ?”

“I'm waiting for Jesus,” said Susy, softly.

“What can you mean ?”

“Why,” said Susy, “the nurse reads to us
every day, from the Bible, and once she told
us about Jesus passing amidst all the sick
people, and making them well, and I said,
¢Oh, nurse, if he only would pass by here, and
touch every little cot;” and then she told me
that Jesus wowld come to every little child
that asked for him, and if it was best he would
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us well, and leave us on earth, or per-
if he loved us very much, he would take
8 with him to heaven. So,” said Susy, with
a strange, sweet smile, “I'm waiting for him
y day”
And you really think he'll come?”
~ «] know it,” said Susy, simply.

Paul looked doubtful, and sinking back
‘wpon his pillow, wearily closed his great sad

The days passed on, and little Paul grew
‘o better, although he had learned from Susy
;» be very patient for Christ’s sake. One

ght May morning he woke hearing the
doctors talking around his bed. They had
decided that perhaps one more operation
 might save his life. «Will yon bear it like a
hero, my denr little fellow 2 said one, kindly.
T try, sir,” said Paul, steadily, «for you
* know I'm to be a soldier one of these days.”

“To be sure," said the doctor, kindly. ¢ To-
morrow, then;” and they passed on.

Susy, with her violet cyes full of tears, said
ngain and again, “Dear Paul, poor dear
Pand!” but he wanted to be brave, and was
afraid he should ery if he looked at her. So
. be lay very still, with closed cyes, while ‘the
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sweet Sabbath music stole in from the chapel,
where some of the poor sick men and women
were worshiping God.  With all his bravery
he could not help shuddering to think of the
cruel suffering on the morrow, and thinking
how sweet it would be for Jesns to come, as
Susy had said. With a piteons little prayer
trembling on his lips, he fell into a half slum-
ber, and dreamed that he did indeed see the
beantiful Saviour coming down between the
long lines of little cots, straight towards his
own bed. Paul hid his face from the bright-
ness, but he knew when Jesus touched him,
for the pain slipped away softly, and with a
glad cry he opened his eyes. Alas! the old
pain came leaping back — ran over his poor
back, and shivered down his tired little limbs.
With a heavy sigh he looked around the
room. Tt was flooded with glad sunshine,
and one bright beam rested on the sweet pie-
ture of Jesus blessing little children, and say-
ing “Suffer them to come unto me” Panl
grew calmer while he looked at it. He wanted
to tell Susy that he was almost sure Jesus
would come some time, but he was so very
tired, his eyes again closed wearily, nor did




WAITING FOR JESUS. 197

“they open till in the twilight he heard the
ildren singing, —

. «T know I'm weak and sinful,

F But Jesus can forgive.”

“Qh, yes,” said Paul, starting anxiously, a8
he caught the name, 1T almost forgot Jesus
' is coming ;” and he tried to bolster up his lit-
tle thin hand so it would stay up in the air.
«What are you doing ?” said Susy.

. «You see,” said Paul, in a drowsy, wander-
fug voice, “I'm afraid Jesus might pass by in
the night, when I was asleep, and I want to
keep my hand up so he can find me, and know
Pm the boy who has been waiting” — his
voice died away.

«Dear Paul ; he is gone to sleep,” said Susy.

Panl slept late the next morning. “I can
not bear to wake him,” said one kind nurse
to another. “Poor little fellow! he must
suffer so much to-day! and it will break his
heart when he finds he can never be a soldier,
for they say he will always be lame.” But
Susy, looking eagerly to the bed, and seeing
the Little hand lying quietly by his side, said,
with a glad, hopeful smile, —

« shouldn’t wonder if Jesus put it there
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And Susy was right, for Jesus
passed by, and finding little P,
him, and lovin,
tived ]

had indeeq

anl waiting for
2 him very much, had lifted the
amb to his bosom,




XX.
THE WILLEUL BOY.

 Pamw sat in the cottage window with his
lips in a terrible pout. What could be the
matter? Why, his motlLer had gone down !
the street to see a neighbor, and had left him to
take care of his baby sister, Now Phil meant
“to have sailed his little boat on the pond, and
he was yery angry to think his sport was
gpoiled. He was not willing to give up any
thing for the dear mother who had done so
much for him. So three little wrinkles came
and puckered up his forehead, and that ugly
pout found room to sit on his lips.
+ «] won't take care of her, any way,” mut- 3
teréd Phil to himself. “If I can’t sail my |
boat, T'll read my new fairy book.” So the
naughty boy took his book, and soon forgot
all about his sister, 4
She came once and climbed up by his knee, .
but he pushed her off' so rudely, that she stared
with grieved, wondering eyes, and complain-
199
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ing in her sweet, baby way, she went to play
with Ponto, who was a much more agreeablo
_ companion,

Presently, with shart, uncertain steps, she
tottered to the door. Poor baby! she could
Just walk alone, Slowly she erept out, anq
down the steps into the garden, Phil was
too much engaged with his book to pay her
any attention, but faithful old Ponte trotted
out with a very wise look, and gravely fol
lowed little Carrie wherever she went. Pres.
ently they came to a tub which Wwas standing
half full of water. Carrie looked in, and saw
& pleasant, round face, encireled with little
rings of light hair,

“Pretty baby,” said little innocent Carrie,
smiling.  The baby smiled too. Carrie
stretched out her h:mds—little, fat, white
arms reached towards her out of the water,
Carrie leaned forward to reach the hands of
the pleasant baby, Alas! alag? there was a
quick splash ! Ponto barked loudly, and Pli,
looking up, saw only the little red shoes of
baby sister over the edge of the tub! Then,
indeed, he was alarmed, and springing up
(quickly, he knocked the water pitcher off the
table, and broke it in a hundred picces. But
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he could not stop for that, and rushing into
the garden, arrived just in time to see good
Ponto, with Carrie’s dress in his mouth, pull
her gently out of the water. Poor Carrie,
she strangled and cried, and could not at all
understand why that pleasant baby had
thrown water in her face.

But Phil, when the first fright was over,
‘began to think what he should tell his mother
about the broken pitcher and Carrie’s wet
‘dress. Before he had quite decided whether
to tell a lie, or bravely speak the truth and
ask her forgiveness, he heard the garden gate
open.

«Phil,” said his mother’s cheerful voice,
«T have such a pleasant surprise for you.
Mrs. Brown has sent you a Canary just like
the one you admired so mueh, and — but
what is the matter with Carrie?”

«Ol, mother,” said Phil, hurriedly, ¢ Ponto
has been so wild, he would not mind me at all.
He jumped on the table and knocked off the
pitcher all over Carrie

«The bad dog,” said mammas and, taking a
stick, she led Ponto to the broken pitcher,
and then whipped him quite hard, saying,
& Pouto shall have no supper.”
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Poor Ponto could not understand it at all
and, whining piteously, he ran under the t..
ble with drooping ears. But Phil was very
unhappy, for he knew God had seen it all.

When supper-time came, Ponto looked an
with great wishful eyes, and at last came and
stood on his hind legs before Phil, and pa-
tently moved his forepaws up and down,
which was his most hamble way of begging.

Boor, innocent Ponto, who saved little sis-
ter’s life! Phil’s supper choked him, and he
felt perfectly wretched.

Just then Jack, the neiglibor’s boy, came
in. “Why can’t Ponto have his supper? »

Phil’s mamma told him the story. Jack
looked shocked, and said, “Qh, Phil, T was
passing at the time; and saw your little sister
fall in the tub.” Then it all came out, and
Phil, blushing crimson, burst into tears,

I can not tell You how dreadfully Phirs
mamma felt, to think that hey little boy had
been so wicked, and had so sinned against
his kind Father in heaven.  As for Phi) him-
self, he had never been so thoroughly wretch.-
ed in all his life before, and he folt that traly
“the way of transgressors is hard.” Phil
deeply repented, and asked God’s forgiveness,
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but the next day his mother thought it but
right to send away the beautiful bird to be
given to some better boy.

~ Dear little children, cculd any of you act
Jike Phil ?




XXI.

THE CHILDREN OF THE KINGDOM.

Tue afterncon sunlight, streaming brightly
through the windows of the little old-fash-
ioned church, gilded the fair young heads in
the choir, and down 3 broad golden path slid
a quivering crown upon the good old minis.
ter’s silver hair. Daisy and Bob Saybrook
sat in the square pew under the pulpit, tight-
ly wedged in between Aunt Skinner and mis-
chievous Cousin John, and listened with more
than their usual attention to the words of the
sermon.  The téxt was go Very sweet, —
“Fear not, little flock, for it is your Father's
good pleasure to give you the kingdom.”

The tears came in Daisy’s eyes. She looked
at Uncle Skinner, by be had settled down
with his eyes shut, probably so that his at-
tention might not he distracted by any thing
earthly. Aunt Skinner Was tuking a pincl
of snuff} and John was serawling in the hymn
book, Arawing pictures of dogs worrying cats,

204
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and another one, which made Daisy shudder,
of a man hanging on a gallows. But Bob—
that was a comfort — gave her a bright look
of sympathy ; and pressing each other’s hands,
they listened with eager ears.

Now Bob and Daisy were orphans, and it
was only a few weeks since their dear mother
had died, and they had come to live with
Uncle and Aunt Skinner. No one in all the
world can take the place of a precions mother;
and so, although Aunt Skinner tried to be
very kind, they could not yet feel at all happy
in their new home, and they had to struggle
very hard against a feeling of positive dislike
towards their cousin John. IHe was older
and stronger than Bob, and was continually
doing every thing in his power to make his
young cousins uncomfortable. Even now,
as they sat in church, he would now and
then vary his occupation of drawing by giv-
ing Daisy a violent pinch, which would make
her start off her seat. Then Aunt Skinner
would give her such a sharp look that the
child’s heart would be nearly broken. So 1t
is no wonder that these little children listened
so eagerly to the comforting words of the
good old minister. He told them such won-
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derful things of the glorious King who made
all the shining worlds, of his great white
throne, and his angels, beautiful because they
had stood so long in his light, the harpers,
harping with harps, and the cherubim veil-
ing their faces because the glory was so
great.  But this wonderful King so loved the
little world that he sent his Son to die upon
the cross, that all his sinful, wandering earth-
childwen might come back to his love. And
he, the great King; would be their Father,
Jesus his glorious Son their elder brother,
and they with him should be heirs of the
Kingdom. “Behold, what manner of love!”
said the good minister, with tears in his eyes.
“Through this dear Elder Brother we can
even come nearer God’s heart than the an-
gels.”

Duisy looked at Bob with a glad surprise;
and when service was overy they walked
slowly home, king it over together, They
had often talked before with their dear mother,
and when she died, she hoped that she left
them both “followers of God as dear chil.
dren.” But Daisy felt troubled,

% Bob,” said she, anxiously, «do you really
think we are children of the kingdom ?»
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“Why, I hope soj but I'll tell you what I
did in church, Daisy. 1 gave my heart to
God over again, and I promised to study his
Book more, and find out all he wishes me to
do, and then I'll do it with all my might.”

“Then I will, too,” said Daisy, lifting ber
clear eyes to heaven,

“But I'll tell you what, Daisy, we'll have
a tough time trying to do some things. What
do you think of—¢Love your enemies?’
Now there’s John " —

“«Well, to be sure, my arm is all black and
blue; but then I feel now as if I forgave
him ; and, indeed, Bob,” said she, slowly, “I'm
not quite sure, but I think I could almost
love him.”

% Ah, indeed!” sneered & voice behind
them, “don’t put yourself out too much.”

Daisy colored violently. ¢ Have you heard
all we said?”

“Pye had the privilege,” said John, in a
nasal tone, % of listening to most of your edify-
ing conversation. It was a great treat for
such a poor sinner, I assure you. It’s so very
affecting to think that these dear lambs of the
flock can love a poor goat with such very long
horns;” and he pretended to wipe his eyes.
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“Now, John,” said Daisy, deprecatingly,
“you know we did not mean to say any thing
80 bad. We want to love you very much,
but you will not let us.”

“And why not, pray, Miss Sanetity 7

“Youneed only look at her arm,” eried Bob,
indignantly, “and youw'll have one answer,
And I'll tell you what, John Skinner, you'll
have to stop that fun.”

“AhZ " said he, with provoeking coolness.
“Will the little lamb fight? I thought it
could only bleat, and ery for its ma.”

The tears sprang into Bols eyes at that
heartless allusion to his recent sorrow, and a
voice whispered in his heart, —<It's no use
—give up trying to be one of God's chil-
dren, and pitch into John Skinner just once.”
But he struggled against the feeling, though
his hiands clenched involuntaril y, all through
his busy prayers for help. Daisy, too, would
not trust herself to speak, and walked on si-
lently, while John sang seraps of psalm-tunes
through his nose, all the way home.

Arrived at the door, John turned to Daisy.
“My dear Christian friend, I have such a
pleasant surprise for you” Daisy followed
him apprehensively through the garden to the
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‘barn, when, opening the door, out walked
her little pet kitten, Pear], her pure, white fur
dabbled with streaks of red and yellow paint,
looking like a little clown Kkitten.

«You see,” said John, while Daisy uttered
an exclamation of dismay, I knew your taste
in eolors, because you admired the sanset so
much last night. T'm so glad I have pleased
you;” and he grinned maliciously. ¢
The kitten mewed piteously, as if in great
pain.
«T declare;? said John, “T believe she has
been trying to lick it offt I hadn’t the least
idea that she had a taste for color, too;” and
he laughed loudly.

«Youw're a cruel boy, John,” cried Bob,
comingup. “That poorkitten has swallowed
too much paint, and will die before night.”

John only laughed louder, while Daisy ten-
derly took her kitten, and with Bob’s help
washed it with soap and warm water. The
poor kitten seemed grateful, but lay languidly
in Daisy’s lap till night, when, as Bob pre-
dicted, it died.

Daisy could not be comforted, and Bob
indignantly told Aunt Skinner the whole

story.
1



210 HELPS OVER HARD PLACKS.

““ Oh, John is always up to his tricks,” smd
she, a little impatiently, “but I don’t think
that little bit of paint hurt the kitten at all. It
always was sickly. Daisy played with it too
much. But don’t cry, child,” she added, more
kindly; “you shall have another some time.”

«Tt will never be like Pearl,” sobbed Daisy,

“Dear Sister Saybrook,” drawled John,
passing her little stool, “you must set your
affections on things above.”

“Daisy,” whispered Bob, as they lighted
their candles to go to bed, “could you love
John now ? ™

“Don’t ask me,” eried poor Daisy, in a
choking voice. “It’s as much as I can do not
to hate him to-night.”

Neverthcless, Daisy prayed so earnestly
that God would take all bitterness out of her
heart, that in the morning she was able to
look quite cheerful, and poke so pleasantly
to John that he was greatly disappointed.

“8he didn’t love her kitten so much, after
all,” said he to himself.

But now Bob was in trouble. One of his
boots was nowhere to be found. His other
pair had gone to be mended, and it was al-
most gchaoltime, High and low pattered
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the willing feet of little Daisy, but all in
vain.

“You're a very careless boy,” eried Aunt
~ Skinner; “John uever did such a thing in his
l'li‘e.”

«] believe John has done it now, then,”
sighed Daisy to herself.

«Then T must stay at home from school,”
cried Bob, bitterly; “and I was go anxious
not to lose my place.”

There was no help for it, and Daisy left
her brother with an aching heart.

«Ies all John,” cried Bob, fiercely, when
he was left alone. “ Now I've lost my place
at the head. Oh, T just Aate” —

«Stop a minute, Bob,” said his good angel.
«There are worse things than losing one's
place at school. Remember your Father sces
every thing, and if you do right, and conquer
these wicked thoughts, John can’t make you
lose your place in the kingdom.”

«To be sure!” gaid Bob, more cheerily;
«how ecould I forget it for a moment ?”

Just then a bright idea came into his head,
and hurrying to the barn, he found an old
cast-off boot of Unele Skinner's. It was a
world too large, but Bob drew it on, and clat-
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tered bravely away to school. There was 3
great langh when he made his appearance,
but he kept his place at the head, and fol
very happy. At night, John sullenly threw
the missing boot into the room. “Where did
you find it?” asked Aunt Skinner.

“Under a chair in his room.”

“Oh, Joln !” eried Bob and Daisy together.

“It's true;” said John “but you've just
couple of bats, and ean’t see an inch beyond
your noses.”  Bob and Daisy looked at each
other, but knew it was useless to say any
more. A day oxtwo after John came to them,
saying, — “Tll tell yon what, if you'll give up
trying to be such saints, Il give np plaguing
you.”

Bob and Daisy could not agree to that.
So day by day their trials increased. But
still these little children of the kingdom strug-
gled patiently on, and in the Book they studied
to learn their Father's eommand, they also
often found his beautiful promises, and this
was one:—

“As one whom his mother comforteth, so
will I comfort you.”

“Ah, Bob!” said little orphan Daisy, “how
sweet it is to be children of the kingdom |”




XXII.
THE KING’'S ARMY.

Ty the chill December air, Bob and Daisy
were again wending their way home from
church. The sweet voices of the village choir
came floating on the wind,—

“Am T a soldier of the cross,”

and in Bob and Daisy’s hearts were still ring-
ing the words of the text — I have fought a
good fight. 1 have kept the faith. Hence-
forth there is laid up for me a crown of
righteousness,” ete.

« Daisy,” said Bob, suddenly, “T don’t think
I fight enough.”

« What can you mean, Bob?”

«Oh! I think I take things too easy. When
John provokes me (and Aunt Skinner always
takes his part), I think it’s enough if T don’t
say a word, or don’t strike him, when I'm
just longing to do it. Oh, Daisy, if you only
knew how angry I feel all the time. Some-

times I have to mn out to the woodshed, and
13
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saw wood just as fast as T can, and sometimes
I get the hammer and nails, and pound on
the new chicken-yard just as if it was John's
head, and I just let all sorts of wicked
thoughts run on, and don’t try to stop them,
Now if I'm in the King’s army, that the good
old ministertold about, I ought not torun away
80 like a coward. I ought to stand firm, and
fight down all these wicked feelings — come
out like a man into the front ranks, and stand
the fire.”

“Dear me!™ sighed Daisy, ¢ what do you
think of me? I don't know how to fight.
Ob, Bob, must all the clnl]rvn of the king
dom be in the King's army ?

“T suppose sthey must,” said Bob, halt
laughing ; “but then you, dear Daisy, don't
you remember what the minister said, that
some had more fighting to do than others?
Each one must do something, but there must
always be,some one to look after the baggage
—*bear one another'’s burdens,’ you know,—
and then some one must carry the danne
Now I think you'd make a capital flag-hear

“How do you mean, Bob? Could any one
see my flag?”

“Why, yes; you must be so gentle, and
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!
forgiving, and patient, and loving, that when ‘
any one looks at you, they will read some- i
thing as plain as print on a banner.” i

«Well," said Daisy, with sparkling eyes,
twhat banner shall T carry ?”

«T1 tell you what 7 read,” returned Bob,
tooking at her affectionately: ¢ Blessed are
the pure in heart, for they shall see God?” |

Daisy colored painfully. ¢ Oh Bob, den't
make fun of me; I'm so bad, no one would |
ever think of that. :

«T'm not so sure;” cried Bob, kissing her
round, dimpled cheeks. ‘

They opened the garden gate, and walking 1
up to the stoop, paused a moment to look
over the broad fields of snow, rosy in the light |
of the setting sun. Bob's heart was full of |
gentle and brave resolutions.

«P1l tell you what, Daisy,— you ghall earry |
the banners, and make the musie, and Tl try |
to be a real faithful soldier, and” —

is vemarks were cut short by a very un-
expected shower of icy water from the win-
dows above.

«Thia is a little too much,” eried Bob, an-
grily, “ orer our Sunday clothes, and your best
bonnet; Daisy, PII”—
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“Take care,” whispered a voice in Bob's
ar,  “Is this the way you ‘stand fire '
“Dear me!” cried John’s. voico above, in
an affected tone of surprise and concern.
“Who would have thought of your being
down there? Dear pilgrims, with your new
clothes just fresh fiom Vanity Fair! and that
beautiful pink honnet! How well it is that
Sister Saybrook never took any pride in it!”
Daisy bit her lip, for she remembered look-
ing in the glass that very morning, and feeling
quite pleased with the pretty pink reflection
on her cheeks. She also remembered feeling
yery uncomfortable at hearing John singing
in the hall, in his disagreeable nasal tone, —

. “Why should our garments, made to hide
Our sin and shame, provoke oar prida?

“I hope you'll be able to forgive me,”
whined John, '

“Ob, certainly,” replied Bob, who had
quite recovered himself,

Now this was not at all what John wanted.
He was greatly disappointed in not seeing
Bob fly in a passion.  So he called again, —

“Oh! you precious hypoerite, to ted the
trath, I did it on purpose.”
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% Never mind,” eried Daisy’s cheery voice,
as they hurried in to repair damages. “Wae
forgive you just the same.”

This was too much for John, and he did
not show himself again till tea-time.

The next morning, as Bob came out of his
room, he found chalked in huge letters on his
door — * Saint’s Rest,” but he, smiling, wiped
it off, and took no farther notice of the in-
tended taunt.

So the winter passed on with daily con-
flicts, but also some grand victories. To be
sure, the young soldiers would often be very
weary, and greatly discouraged, but they
were never entirely conquered, and, sure of
receiving fresh strength from above, they
were always ready to come bravely back to
the battle. And Daisy carried some very
beautiful banners.

Towards spring there was to be a grand
examination in the village school, and some
rich gentleman had offered two very hand-
some prizes—one for the best scholar in
mathematics, and one for the best composition.
Now John, who was very ambitious, and a
hoy of good talents, was determined to have
them both. In mathematics, Bob, Fred

e g -
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Gray, and he, had already distanced all other
competitors, and it ‘was hard to say which
would be the victor. But one day John failed
utterly in the demonstration of a difficult
problem, which was suecessfully worked out
by Bob. This was more than John's spirit
could bear, and for several days he went
around with such an air of sullen gloom, that
no one dared to sympathize with him. At
last he suddenly betook himself with such
energy to his composition, in which there was
good prospect of suecess, that Bob believed
his mortifieation was forgotten.

Every thing went on smoothly till the day
before examination, when Boh came hurrying
in after school, saying, ¢ Oh, I've so much to
study. Don't call me to tea, please, Aunt
Skinner; T couldn’t eat o morsel ;3" and he sat
himself down in a western window, to im-
prove the last ray of light. Suddenly he ut-
tered an exclamation of dismay.

“What's the matter?” cried Dai Sy

“Why, some one has torn the leaves out of
my Algebra, vight in the hardest part.”

“Why do you lay it to some one else®”
said Aunt Skinner, sharply ; “you've probably
been earele

8 yourself.”
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“] kept it just like a new book,” zaid Boly
mournfully. “Oh, John, won’t you let me
take yours?”

“By and by,” said John ; but, though Bob
begged and pleided, he would not stir to find
it till after tea. Then he came down stairs,
saying, with a yawn,—

«Oh, I'm sorry, Bob, but T just remember
1 lent mine to one of the boys yesterday.”

Bob looked intensely disappointed, and,
seizing his cap, rushed to the door.

«Where are you going?” asked Uncle
Skinner, coming in with his coat dripping,
and using all his foree to shut the door
against the driving wind. “It's a terrible
storm.”

«T don’t mind it,” said Bob. T wmust try
and find an Algebra.”

% Are you crazy, child?” eried Aunt Skin-
ner. % You shan’t stir a step. Do you think
I can have you on my hands with fever and
ague, all through the spring?”

Bob came back in the room very quietly,
and leaning his head on his hand, spoke not
a word for more than an hour. Neither did
little Daisy, who knelt beside him with her
hegd on his knee. At lnst he turned-to her
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& very pale face, but a sweet, wan

It has been a
great: fight, and I'm very tired, but I'm not
angry with any one, now, I'm pretty sure I
shall lose the prize, Lut perhaps I should have
been too proud.”

Daisy only sobbed sof ly to herself,

John broke in fretfully, « Mr, Brooks said
my composition would stand a good chance,
if' it were only a little fuller upon this one
head. He said Id find # great deal to help
me in a hook he told me about, hut T can’t
get it at this bookstore, and I suppose the
roads will be perfectly impassable over to
Snowdon to-morrow. What shall T do? T
could alter this one sheet.at the last nminate,
if I only had the book.”

No one answere 1, and he, grumbling, again
applied himself to his task.

Poor Bob was up the next morning with
the first streak of light. He secured an Al
gebra, and never before did a brain travel at
such express speed gver the diffioult problems
and equations. But the elags was ealled so
s0on, he was not more than half ready. Poor
Bob! he passed a fine examination, and had
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many compliments, but he missed once in
that very hard place, and the beautiful prize
went to Fred Gray.

As the boys walked silently home from
school, Bob turned off at the little bridge
over the creck. “I don't feel quite well,
John,” said he, “and I believe a walk would
do me good. Please tell Aunt Skinner that
I don’t care for any dinner.”

% Your pride’s hurt, that’s all,” cried John;
“you don’t want to show yourself, after being
so badly beaten: Well, it must go down
rather hard after all your superior airs.”

«] forgive you, John,” eried Bob, throwing
back a bright look, as he dashed into the
wood.

“Forgive me? What for?” screamed
John, stamping his foot. “Do you think 7
tore your book?” But Bob had sprung out
of hearing. “Well, it would be a pity to let
such lovely Christian charity die for want of
exercise,” muttered John, and he loosened
one of the boards of the little bridge, so that
when Bob came bounding back it would tilt
up and give him a heavy fall

But John's conscience troubled him all the
afternoon, and he counld not even think of the
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composition which was to come off with such
glory on the next day. As soon as the late
school was dismissed, he almost flew down
to the little bridge. Ah! his fears were too
true! There, at full length, in the dim, gray
light lay the motionless form of his cousin
Bob. He had struck his head in falling, and
Wias quite unconscious,

“Tye done it at last,” groaned John, in
consciencesstricken despair. “Dve killed him
now.”

He lifted him tenderly, for Bob's slight fig-
ure was a light burden, and carried him
home,

“Bob has fallen and killed himself!” he al-
most sereamed, as Aunt Skinner came to the
door.

Then all was hurry and confusion. The
doctor came, and old nurse Comfort, and
poor little Daisy never ceased to sob and kiss

Bob's pale hands. John, too, conld not keep
away, and s he hovered near, he saw a little
medal on a Jong black cord fall from his
bosomi. He took it up. On one side was
seratehed, in Bob’s plain hand, ¢ Robert Say
brook, entered the Kin
18— and on the other,

’s army Dee. llllh,
*My Father’s prom-
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jce: ¢Be thou faithful unto death, and T will
give thee a crown of Iife.!”

John shuddered, and for the first time in
his life he prayed earnestly,—*Not yet, O
God! Keep it for him a little longer. Spare
him this time.”

But John's cup of remorse was not yet full
for, carrying Bob’s coat in the hall, a heavy
book fell out. John picked it up. It was
the very one he had been wishing for, and in
it was written,— “John Skinner, with the
love of his cousin Bob.™

«That is where he went then,” groaned
Jolin. “Poor, tired, disappointed Bob went
way over to Snowdon for e, ~Oh, he'll die;
I know he'll die! Tve killed him !”

e went to his room, and threw himself on
his bed in an agony. The long hours passed
on, and at last some one knocked at his door.
«Ts it all over?” said John, in a low, fearful
whisper. “Is he dead?”

«(Qh, no,” answered the pleasant voice of
nurse Comfort. ¢ Your cousin will live, and
I thought you would like to know.”

No words can describe the happiness that
thrillel poor John Skinner's grateful heart.
Neither can it be told with what tenderness
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he waited on Bob through all his weary con-
finement. And at last, when the bo
able to bear it, he made a long confession of
all his wicked and malicious deeds, and hum-
bly asked forgiveness. «For yonu see,” said
John, in a fultering voice, « you have been
such a good soldier, you have not only cou-
quered yourself, but even me, your greatest
enemy, and now I want yon and Daisy to tell
me how to join the King’s army, for I, too, am
determined to fight the good fight, Oh, Bobh,
if you could only know how I thank you!”

“Don't thank me” faltered Bob; but could
say no more for the happy tears. But as
Daisy looked at his radiant face, she whis-
pered, “I know what banner you are car
ing to-day.”

“What?” asked Bob.

Daisy clasped her fair hands reverently :
“Thanks be unto God, who giveth us victory
through our Lord Jesus Chrigt.”
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