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{HIS book is prepared and published expressly to 

     
benefit the young—to improve and interest their 

minds, and beneficially to affect their hearts. The 

author is confident that its narrations will effect this. 

The Stories are simple, yet graphic and beautiful, and 

adapted to benefit the young persons who may read 

them.
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THE LITTLE BASKET-MAKER, 

AND OTHER STORIES. 

CeO Ye 

THE LITTLE BASKET-MAKER. 

wv H, mother, there is Thomas Nash, the 

poor lame boy! May I give him a 
dime? asked Dora May, as she and her 
mother were returning from town one 
day. 

‘‘Why do you want to give him a dime?’ 

‘*Because he looks so sad. You know he is a 
poor, sickly boy, and so lame that he can only 
hop around very slowly. He cannot run and 
play like other boys and his mother is too poor 
to get him good clothes even.”’ 

*“T see he looks quite forlorn, and I have no 
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doubt he needs the money. But. are you sure he 
will make a good use of it?”’ 

““No, mother, I am not sure. But I think he 

will. I wish I could get him a new suit of 
clothes. I know that would be of some use to 
him. See how ragged he looks! But a dime 
will be some comfort to him.” 

‘Well, you may give him a dime, if you wish 
to, and will ask him what he will do with it. 

But you must give it him out of your own 
money.”’ 

Dora had a small sum allowed her every week, 
which she was permitted to spend as she chose. 
Her mother always gave her advice about the 
use she should make of it when she asked it, 

and then she allowed her to do as she pleased. 
She could give it away, or purchase anything for 
herself she desired. All that was required of her 
was to tell what use she made of it. Her 
mother thought this a useful way to train her up 

to be wise and careful in the use of money. 
Dora did not .quite like to ask Thomas what 

use he would make of the money. Perhaps he 
might not know himself. She hesitated for a 
moment, and then taking the dime from her 

purse, she walked up to him, and holding it out, 
& ~AG



THE LITTLE BASKET-MAKER. 9 

“If I give you this what will you do with 
itr: 

Thomas’s pale and sickly face brightened up 
at the sight of the money. He looked up and 
down, and turned his body this way and that, as 
though he was trying to find the answer and get 
it out. Then he pulled off his old cap and held 
it out without saying a word. 

““You must tell me,’’ said Dora, ‘‘or I cannot 

give it to you. Can’t you think of anything to 
do with it! Don’t you want it?” 

“Yes, Miss, I want it. But I was thinking.” 

Then looking up, as though he had found the 
thought he had been hunting for he said, “I 

know what I will do with it. I will put it with 

the fifteen cents Mr. Smith gave me, and then I 

will buy me a knife.” 

‘‘Well, here it is,’? she said, dropping it into 

his cap. ‘But what will you do with your 
knife ?”’ 

“Oh, I can make lots of things with it. 

Mother can get me some willow sticks and I can 

make baskets.” 

‘‘Make baskets! Can you make baskets ?” 

“Yes, little ones; and I will make you one if 

you want me to.”
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“TI do, I am sure. When will you have it 
done ?”” 

**Next week I guess.” 
“Well, I will come for it on Saturday, Now, 

don’t forget.’ 
Thomas took the money, and Dora returned to 

her mother, who had waited for her at a little 

distance. 
‘Well, Dora,’? said her mother as she came 

up, “did you give him the money ?” 
‘Yes, mother. And I am very glad, for I am 

sure it will do him ever so much good.”’ 
‘* What is he going to do with it?’ asked her 

mother. 
‘‘He is going to buy a knife, and then he is 

going to make baskets. And he says he will 
make one for me, next week. He can make 

baskets, you know, if he is lame.”’ 
“Yes, his lameness will not prevent him from 

making them. But does he know how? 
‘‘T suppose so, or he would’nt have said he 

could. Oh, mother you ought to have seen how 
happy he looked when I gave him the money! 
It made me glad just to see him.” 

‘But, my dear child, he can’t buy a knife 

that is good for any thing for a dime. I gave 
half a dollar for yours.”’ ,
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“*He’s got more money. He said Mr. Smith 
gave him fifteen cents; and the dime would 

make a quarter. Don’t you think he could get 
a knife for that?’’ 

“Perhaps he can. We will call, next week, 

and see how he gets on with his. basket- 
making.”’ 

‘“*Yes, he said he would make one for me, and 

I am going to call on Saturday, and get it. 
And I will save up my money, and pay him for 
it, if he makes me one.”’ 

**So you are going into the basket business, 
are you?’’ said her mother, smiling. 

“Oh, no, mother. But don’t you think it 

would help him some to buy a basket if he 
makes one ?’’ 

“Yes, I am sure it would, and I think you 

have made a very good use of your dime.’’ 
It was, indeed, a very wise use to put it to, for 

it made four hearts very happy that day, and 
became the seed of many blessings. Mrs. May 
was pleased to see that Dora had shown so 
much kindness and unselfish nature, and Dora’s 

heart was full of delight at the thought that she 
had helped a poor sickly boy to gain something 
which he had long desired. 

As for Thomas, his joy knew no bounds. He
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could hardly believe his own senses, when he saw 
the bright dime in his cap. He looked at it 
until Dora had gone some distance from him, 
and then he caught it as though it was some 

live thing, and he was afraid it would fly away. 
Then he hobbled home as fast as he could, and 

threw himself into the house in such a _ very 

excited manner that his mother thought some 

strange thing had happened to him. And she 
thought right, too. 

‘‘What’s the matter with you, Tommy?’ said 
his mother. ‘Are you scared? Are you mad? 

Are you sick ?” 

“No, mother, I am glad. Hurrah! [ve got 
a dime. And now I'll have a knife.” 

‘‘A dime? Where did you get it?” 

“A little girl, Dora May, gave it to me. 

Now I will have a knife, and then I can make 

baskets.” 

“So you can! Bless her dear little heart. 
You will have something to do, and will not sit 

moping about all day.” 

“You will get me some willows, mother ?’’ 

said Thomas, clapping his hands. 

“Yes, indeed, I will, as many as you want.”’ 

“Then I can make baskets, and when I can
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make them good enough, you can sell them and 
get more money, and I can help you.” 

“Yes, you can. And you shall have some 
shoes, and some new clothes.’’ 

So they were as happy as though they had 
gained a large fortune. It was a large fortune to 
them. 

Thomas could hardly wait for the next day to 
come, when his mother could go to the village 
and buy his knife, and get his willows. He 
dreamed of knives and baskets and little girls, 
and dimes, and they were all changing into each 
other in the strangest way. He was up early in 
the morning, and it seemed as though the time 
never would come for the breakfast to be over 
and the work to be done, so that his mother 

could go. 
He gave his money to her, and with many 

directions not to lose it, and he told her she 

must be sure and get a good knife, and come 
back as quick as she could. How he wished he 
was not lame, so that he could go with her and 
choose the knife for himself! 

“T will get you as good a knife as I can, 
Tommy, you may be sure of that,” said his 
mother, kindly. 

‘And come back quick, mother, won’t you ?’’
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“Yes, child, just as quick as I can. But I 
can’t run, you know.’’ 

‘*No, mother, but don’t stay to talk.’’ 

*T will not. But you must not think about it 
all the time, and kind o’ wait for me. It will 
make the time seem so long. There, now I am 

ready, and in a little while you shall have your 
knife and be at work.” 

Thomas watched her until she was out of 
sight, and then he sat down and tried to think 

how his knife would look. 
“TI wish I had told mother to get a straight 

blade with a sharp point,’’ he said to himself. 
**T wonder what kind of a handle it will have. 
It will be a white bone handle, I am_ sure. 

There .isn’t money enough to get a buckhorn 
handle.”’ 

When he was tired of thinking what kind of a 
knife his mother would get, he began to talk to 
the cat, which had been his playmate many a 

day. ‘‘Won’t we have good times when we have 
knives and baskets and plenty of willows? If you 
bother me I’ll shave your whiskers off.’’ 

The old cat looked up, and came purring 
around him, as if to make good friends and 
prevent the loss of his whiskers.
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“I wonder if it isn’t most time for mother to 
come back. I’m sure it must be.” 

He couldn’t keep in the house any longer. 
So he went out and hopped along to the turn in 
the road, where he could see almost to the 

village. But no mother was in sight. “I 
wonder what keeps her so long,” he thought. 

After a while he saw a woman coming. 
‘“‘There she is! There she is!’ he exclaimed. 
But he was mistaken. It proved to be another 
person. Not long after, though it seemed an age 
to him, another woman appeared. He was right 
this time. The knife was coming! He could see 
the bundle of willows, too. He got up, and 
danced on one foot, and whirled around. He 

wished he could turn himself into a wheel and 
roll down the road to meet his knife. 

“If I was only a bird now,’’ he said aloud, 

**wouldn’t I fly? How slow she comes!”’ 

And yet she was coming as fast as she could, 
for she knew how impatient her little boy would 
be to see his treasure. 

As soon as she came within calling distance, 
he cried out at the top of his voice, ‘‘Did you 
get it?’ 

His mother heard him, but she was too much
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out of breath to answer; so she held up the 
knife so that he might see it. 

‘*She has! She has!’ he cried out. “I see 
i” 

He could restrain himself no longer. He began 
to hop towards her as fast as he could go, to the 
great danger of falling and breaking his bones. 

“Take care, Tommy!’ cried his mother. 
“Don’t break your neck!’ 

His only reply was, ‘“‘Let me see it,’? and 
making a spring he grasped it like a drowning 
man clutching a rope. His face shone with joy. 
He turned it over and over in his hands, opened 
and shut it, went through the motions of 
whittling, grasped it, to see how it fitted his 
hand, breathed upon the blade, to see if it was 

made of good stuff, drew his thumb carefully 
over the edge, to find how sharp it was, and 

finally he shut it up and put it into his pocket, 
to see how it would feel there. 

During all this time he did not say a word. 
He was too much absorbed in his examination 
for speech. 

His mother watched him in silence, also, her 

heart overflowing with delight at the joy of her 

poor little crippled boy. 
When the treasure was safely deposited in his
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pocket, and his whole body seemed to be filled 

with a satisfaction too great to express in words, 
his mother said, ‘‘Well, Tommy, how do you 

like your knife ?’’ 
Tommy gave her an earnest and joyful look, 

and then buried his face in the skirts of her 
dress. But in a minute he looked up, and his 
first exclamation was, ‘‘Oh, mother, how could 

you get it?” 

“That was easy enough when I had the 
money,” she replied. 

«But you never got that knife with twenty-five 
cents. It cost more than twice that, I know it 

did.”’ 
“So it did, Tommy. You are right.” 
‘‘Well, then, where did you get the money?” 

‘‘When I was in the store, looking for a knife, 
Mrs. May, the mother of the little girl who gave 

you the dime, came in and saw what I was 

doing. ‘Are you getting a knife for your little 

boy?’ she asked coming up and looking at them. 

I told her I was; and she said I must get a 

good one. She asked, the merchant to see the 

best knife he had; a good strong one, she said, 

which a boy can use without breaking, and one 

that will cut well. So the man selected one, and 

said the price was half a dollar. ‘Tommy can’t 
B
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get that,’ I said, ‘for he has only a quarter.’ 
‘Never mind,’ said the lady, ‘I will make him 
a present of it, and he can keep his quarter for 
something else.’ ’’ 

‘Have you got the quarter too?’ said 
Tommy, in astonishment. 

“Yes, you have your knife and money too,’’ his 
mother replied. 
“How good she must be!’’ said Tommy. 

‘But won’t I make her a nice basket, though ?’’ 
Mr. Nash made baskets when he was alive, 

and as Tommy could not run around and play 
with other boys, he used to sit and watch his 
father; and after a time he learned how to make 
little ones himself. But after his father died he 
had no one to show him: his father’s knife was 
lost, and he was sick for a long time. He was 

now much better, and was longing for something 
to do. It was so lonesome in the house, where 

there was no one but his mother and the cat for 

company, that he used to go out to the road, 

when the weather was pleasant, and sit on a bank 

and watch the people go by. He was sitting 

there when Dora and her mother passed, and her 

loving heart opened with pity for the forlorn 

little fellow, and prompted her to do something 

to help him.
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It was just what he needed. A little help and 
encouragement roused him up, gave him some- 
thing to do and to hope for. From that day his 
strength began to return. He woke as if from a 
dream. 
Tommy could hardly wait to get into the 

house before he began to work. He hopped 
around his mother, then hurried on before her, 

and came back to urge her on. 
‘‘What makes you so slow, mother ?’’ he cried, 

with impatience. ‘‘Come hurry up. I want to 
begin to work. 

His mother had walked so fast in coming back 
from the village, because she knew how impatient 
her little boy would be, that she was out of 
breath and very tired. She hurried along, how- 
ever, as fast as she could, because she desired to 

do everything in her power to please her unfor- 
tunate boy. 

“T am coming as fast as I can, Tommy. But 
you must not be in so much haste. You will 
have time enough to do your work and get tired, 
too.”’ 

“Oh, I shall never get tired of work! I am 
tired to death of doing nothing. I want to begin. 
I want to see if I can’t make a real pretty 
basket for the little girl who gave me the dime,
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and the lady who gave me the knife. I want to 
do something for you, too, mother.’ 

So he rattled on, eager to begin, and his mind 
full of the great things he would soon do. When 
they were within a few rods of the house, he 
bounded forward and opened the door, and stood 
ready to receive the bundle of willows when his 
mother came up. 

‘‘Here, mother,’’ said he, stretching out his 

arms for them; “let me have them.’’ 

“It is time for dinner. Isn’t it best to wait 
until after dinner before you begin ?”’ 

“Oh, no, mother, I can’t wait. You get the 

dinner, and I will get the twigs ready for the 
basket. But you needn’t hurry now, for I am not 
hungry a bit.” 

He sat down on a little stool, and took out 

his knife. How the blade did shine! How keen 
it looked! His mother placed the bundle of 
willows beside him, and he was ready to begin. 

He cut the withes that bound the sticks 
together. How easily his knife slipped through 
them! 

‘‘Oh, mother, this is a knife, I tell you! See 

how it cuts! It slips through the sticks as 
though they were nothing at all.’’ 

“I see it is very sharp, and you must be
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careful, or it will slip into your fingers and cut 
them as easily as it does the sticks.”’ 

“There is no danger of that. I guess I know 
how to use a knife.”’ 

The next thing was to select his sticks. But 
before he did that, he must determine what kind 
of a basket he would make. He sat thinking 
for some time, without being able to decide. He 
looked at his knife, and then at the sticks; but 
they could not tell him. So he called to his 
mother, who was busy about the dinner. 

‘“‘Mother, what kind of a basket shall I 
make ?”’ 

“What are you going to make it for?” 
*T don’t know what I am going to make it 

for, but I know who will get it.’ 
‘*Who?”’ asked his mother, as she stopped 

from her work and looked upon her son with a 
smile on her face. 

‘IT am going to make it for Dora, the little 
girl who gave me the dime. 

“T am afraid you couldn’t make one good 
enough for her, the first time. I think it is best 
to try one first. Suppose you take some of the 
poorest sticks, and make a basket for me to put 
my work in. The one I have used is coming to 
pieces.”’



22 THE LITTLE BASKET-MAKER. 

“That is a good idea, and I will do it. I 
believe I would rather make the first one for you 
than for any one else. But it ought to be the 
best, and not the poorest.’’ 

‘‘Never mind that. I would rather have the 
first. It will be the best for me, and, if you 
succeed, I will keep it as long as I live.” 
Tommy now set to work in earnest. He 

selected sticks of the right length to make the 
basket of the size he wanted, cut them off even, 
and began to put them together. He found 
much more difficulty in arranging them and 
putting them in their places than he expected, 
and when his mother called him to dinner he 
had not made much progress, and was getting a 
little out of patience. 

“Come, Tommy,” said his mother, in a kind 
and pleasant tone, ‘“‘come and have some dinner, 
and you can get along better.” 
Tommy did not like to leave his work, but 

he was getting tired and hungry. So he sat 
down with a good appetite and ate his dinner. 
His thoughts were all the time running on his 
basket, however, and he asked his mother many 
questions about how to begin. It was so long 
since he had seen a basket made, that he had 
forgotten many things about the way of doing it.
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His mother showed him all she could, and 
after he had eaten his dinner and rested a while, 
he went to work with new zeal. He very soon 
succeeded in beginning it right, and as he went 
on, he saw how to take one step after another. 
The way to do the work came back to him, and 
long before night he had made the bottom and 
sides. 

He found some stuff suitable for handles and 
the rim around the top, and cut it out very 
smooth and nice with his sharp knife. Before 
dark he had the pleasure of seeing his first 
basket done. 

It was not very handsome, and he had made 
some mistakes in putting it together. But it did 
very well for so small a boy, and for the first 
one. He was very tired with the excitement and 
the work, and as soon as it was dark he ate his 
supper, and thanking the Lord for His goodness 
in putting it into the hearts of kind friends to 
help him, he went to bed and was soon sound 
asleep. 

It was the beginning of a new life for him. 
He now had something to think about, and some 
useful work to do. This made him quite happy. 

Children often think they would be very happy 
if they had no lessons to learn, and nothing to
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do. But they are generally mistaken. There is 
no way to be happy but in being useful, and 
those children who have nothing to do are more 
miserable than those who have to work very hard. 
Tommy woke very early in the morning, and 

began to think what kind of a basket he would 
make for Dora. He formed many plans, and if 
he had plenty of materials he would have 
attempted something quite splendid. But he had 
only a few white willow rods, and he must make 
a small basket, that would hold some toys, or 

any little things she might wish to put into it. 
He was up and hard at work at it long before 

breakfast. His desire to make something pretty 
for his friend who had helped him, seemed to 

give him a new power. When we desire to be 
useful to others, the Lord always gives us the 
power to do better than when we work for 
ourselves alone. 

He succeeded in making a very pretty basket, 
as it seemed to him, and when it was done he 

held it up and exclaimed, ‘‘See there, mother! 
I have finished it. Don’t you think it will do 2” 

“Yes, very well, indeed for so small a boy, 
and the second trial.’’ 
Tommy gained confidence and skill as he went 

on in his work. Before the end of the week he
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had made several baskets, and used up nearly 
all his willow rods. 

‘**You will have to get me some more stock, 

mother, pretty soon. See, I have only enough 

to make one basket more.”’ 
“Tam going to the village to-morrow after- 

noon, and I will buy you some more, if I have 
enough to get them.”’ 

“You can sell the baskets I have made, and 

get some money in that way.”’ 
If other people valued them as highly as 

Tommy, his mother would have no difficulty in 

selling them. 
The next morning, Dora and her mother 

called to see how Tommy was getting along. 

Mrs. May had no idea that he could make a 

basket that would be good for anything. But 

she pitied the poor, forlorn little fellow, and she 
knew enough of boys to be sure that he could 

find a great deal of amusement in a knife. She 

was surprised to see how much he had done, 

and how well he had finished his work. 
“Did you make all these baskets?” she asked, 

as Tommy brought out his stock and displayed 
it. 

“Yes ma’am. I made them all with the 

knife you gave me,”
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“What are you going to do with them ?” 
‘Mother is going to sell them for me and get 

me some more willows, and I am going to make 
a great many, and get money to help mother, 
and buy me some new clothes. And mother says, 
perhaps, by and by, I can get some books and 
go to school.”’ 

“Oh, Tommy!” exclaimed his mother, ‘don’t 
rattle on so. But, indeed, ma’am, it is a great 
comfort to see my little boy so happy, and to 
have so much hope for the future. He has had 
nothing to do, and it did seem as if the child 
would die, he was so lonely.’ 

“Well, Tommy, I will buy all the baskets you 
have made, and pay you well for them, and I 
will help you to find a market for all you can 
make.”’ 

Tommy’s face shone with joy at this prospect. 
He would now have enough to do. He could 
help his mother and help himself, and some day 
he might go to school. 

**How many baskets have you?’’ asked Mrs. 
May. 

“‘I have four, besides this little one. But I 
don’t want to sell this one.’’ 

‘“‘That is the prettiest one of all. Why don’t
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you want to sell that? What are you going to 
do with it?” 
Tommy held down his head, and looked at his 

basket and then at Dora, and then at his mother, 

as though he did not know what to say. 
His mother saw his confusion and came to his 

rescue. ‘He made that for your little girl, 

ma’am, and he wants to give it to her because 
she gave him the dime.’’ 

Tommy now handed the basket to Dora, and 

asked her to accept it. 
Dora took it, and kindly thanked him for it. 

“Tt was just what I wanted,’’ said she, “and I 
will keep it and use it.”’ 

‘“‘Tommy’s heart was now full. He had made 

some return for the favour Dora had done him, 

and he felt more grateful to her, if possible, for 

accepting his gift than he did for her kindness 

to him. He had a new motive to work. A warm 

frendship soon sprang up between them. Dora 

took a great interest in his efforts to do some- 

thing for himself. She often called upon him 

with her mother, and encouraged him in his work. 

“How you do improve in your work!’’ she 

said to him, a few months after his first efforts. 

‘These are really beautiful baskets. And how 

fast you can make them!”
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‘“*Yes,”’ said Tommy, who had grown more 
manly and confident by his work; “I think I 

have improved some. I feel so much stronger 
and better that I can work much faster than I 
could when I began.”’ 

This was true. Useful work, and something to 
think about, was the medicine he needed, and it 

made a great change in him. 
‘‘Next winter,’ he said, “I am going to 

school, if I keep well and can find a market for 
my baskets. I can make them mornings and 
evenings, and I can study some while I am 
making them. 

‘** Mother will see that you sell all your baskets, 
and we have plenty of books which you can use, 
so they will not cost you anything,’’ said Dora. 

So the way opened. He did go to school in 
the winter, and as he went to learn, and not 
because he was sent, he learned very fast, and 
before the summer came he was far in advance 
of those who had been going to school much 
longer than he had. He was now able to help 
himself and his mother also. The dime gave 
him the first start, and the interest his friends 
took in his efforts to help himself encouraged him, 
and he grew up to be a useful man. The dime 
was the little seed from which sprang a great
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harvest of happiness. The kindness with which 
it was given, caused it to grow and bear fruit. 

It was very useful to Dora, also. She saw 
how much good could be done by a little help 
and a little kindness offered at the right time and 
in the right way, and it led her to look out for 
the poor and unfortunate, and give them help. 
The dime given to the poor boy by the wayside, 

gave her more pleasure than thousands of dollars 
could have done, if spent upon herself. 

 



  

THE MAGIC SHOES. 

Oro Sp ome 

SHALL have to get a pair of magic 
shoes if you don’t obey me _ more 
promptly,’’ said Mr. Adams to his son 
Charles, one evening when he came 
home and found he had not performed 

some service he told him to do in the morning. 
‘* Magic shoes?’’ cried Susie, whose ears were 

always open to everything about fairies and 
magic, ‘‘ what are they ?”’ 

**Did you never hear the story about Tom 
Stubbs and his magic shoes?’’ asked her father. 

‘*No sir: what is it? Do tell us.” 
All the children chimed in with the same 

request but Charles, who knew it would be aimed 
at him; and even he showed some curiosity 
to know what the story was, and looked as 
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though he was willing to hear it, even at his own 

expense. 

‘‘What kind of shoes are magic shoes ?”’ asked 

James, a sturdy little fellow of seven years. 

‘‘Are they copper toed ?”’ 

“Why, no, you little goose!’’ exclaimed Susie ; 

“of course they are not.” 

“Won't they ever wear out?’’? asked Stephen, 

a restless young chap, whose feet were never still 

except when he was asleep, and Charles said he 

kept up a lively kicking, even then. Stephen 

was moved to ask this question, because it was 

one of his sorest trials that his toes would work 

their way through his shoes. 

“Can you fly with them?” asked Mary, who 

had always envied the birds. 

«‘T know what they are,’’ said Harry. ‘‘ They 

pinch boys’ toes when they are naughty.” 

«And little girls’ too,’’ said Charles. 

«‘Then you had better not get a pair,’’ quickly 

replied Susie, ‘“‘or your toes would get awfully 

pinched.”’ 

“Perhaps you had better hear the story, 

children,”’ said their father, ‘‘and then you can 

tell better about them.” 

They all agreed to this, and settled themselves
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down, in a listening attitude, to hear the story 
of the Magic Shoes. 

THE STORY. 

‘“‘There was once a time in the world,’’ said 

Mr. Adams, ‘as you have often been told, and 
read in books, when things happened in a very 
strange way. Mischievous fairies went about 
playing all sorts of tricks upon children and 
grown people; helping the good, punishing the 
bad, and doing the most wonderful things. 

In those days there lived a most excellent man 
and woman in a small village, near a high 
mountain and a vast forest. His name _ was 
Thomas Stubbs. He was a carpenter by trade, 

and was noted in the village for being a very 
faithful and good workman. His wife was indus- 
trious and kind-hearted. They lived very happily 
together, and all the people in the village were 
very friendly to them. 

They had only one child, who was called 
Thomas, after his father. He was a very strong, 
bright baby, and gave his father and mother 
much pleasure. 

‘He'll make a carpenter, I am_ sure,’ said 
his father. ‘He is just built for it. How he’ll
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make the chips and shavings fly! And what a 
help he’ll be to us when we are old!’ 

His mother hoped he would be something 
better than a carpenter. ‘We can send him to 
the village school,’ she said, ‘and perhaps he 

will become a doctor or lawyer, or even a min- 
ister, if he is good enough.’ 

‘Well, whatever he is, I hope he will be a 
good man,’ said his father, ‘for that is more and 

better than any trade or profession.’ 
‘Certainly it is,’ replied the mother; ‘and as 

soon as he can talk, I will teach him to say the 
prayers, and we will train him up to be obedient 
and good. Then the Lord shall do what He 
pleases with him.’ 

And this she did. Indeed, both parents spared 
no pains to supply his wants and make him 
comfortable and happy. As he was their only 
child, perhaps they were too indulgent and 
devoted to him. Certain it is, he very soon 
showed a decided and stubborn spirit, difficult to 
subdue. When he was quite a baby, he could 
kick and cry in a most lusty manner. If he 
was crossed in any way, he would scream and 
turn red in the face, and appear as though he 
was going into fits. 

As he grew older this spirit increased, until 
Bas. M. Cc
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his father and mother became quite alarmed 
about him. Sometimes his father would punish 
him; but that only made him worse. His 

mother would coax and try to persuade him. 
But if he did not want to do anything, he 
wouldn’t; and if he did, he would, or make such 

a fuss about it as to cause his parents the great- 
est anxiety lest he should grow up to be a very 
bad man.”’ 

Here was a knowing glance at Charlie, as 
though all understood to whom it referred; which 
knowing looks Charlie returned with one of grim 
defiance. 

** As soon as he was old enough to go out- 
doors and play with other children, all the 
neighbours learned how stubborn he was, and 
they said he was rightly named, Tom Stubbs. 

He was not a bad boy in many respects. 
He did not lie, nor steal, nor use. bad words, 

and he would work very hard in doing anything 
he wanted to do.” 

Here was another patronizing glance at Charlie, 
which said, ‘‘You are smart, although you are 
so set in your own way.”’ 

Charlie understood the compliment, and 
answered it with a slight bow and a meaning 
smile.
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‘His parents sent him to school as soon as 
he was old enough to go. He would always 
get his lessons well in all the studies that 
pleased him. But when he did not like a study, 
no teacher had the power to make him learn it. 

So he went on growing more and more wilful, 
until he was about twelve years old. His 
parents were very much troubled to know what 
to do with him. He was very bright and strong, 

and everybody said that he would make a very 
useful man, if he took a right turn. But if he 

did not, he would make a very bad man, and do 

much harm. The neighbours used to talk about 
him to one another, and forebode the most 

dreadful things about him, though they all 

confessed that he was not a bad boy, only he 

would have his own way. If that way was only 
a good one, he would get along well enough. 
It would be decision instead of stubbornness. 

In the village where Tom lived, there was an 
old man who was a shoemaker by trade. He 
was a strange being, and the people hardly 
knew what to make of him. Sometimes he 
would go off into the mountain or forest, and 
be gone days and weeks. What he went for, or 

what he did while he was gone, or how he lived, 

no one knew. Sometimes he would bring back a
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load of shoes, and at others he would carry a 
load away and come back without any. The 
children were all afraid of him, he was so silent; 

and his eyes were so sharp that it seemed as if 
he could look right through them. 

Some said he was a magician, and went off 

into the forest to see some wild people who 
lived there. But he was never known to hurt 
anybody; and one winter, when it was very cold, 
he made a great many shoes and gave them to 
the poor people. The shoes were said to last 
longer than any others; and every one who 
wore them declared they kept their feet as warm 
as fur, even in the coldest weather; that if they 

walked in the water all day their feet would not 
be wet in the least. But still nobody liked to go 
to him for shoes, because they were afraid there 
was some magic about them.”’ 

The children looked at each other as though 
they would like such a pair of shoes as that, 
and would be quite willing to risk any pranks 
they might play, for warm feet and the power to 
wade in the water without getting wet. And as 
for Charlie, he began to look quite triumphant. 

“One day Tom was complaining to one of 
the boys about his shoes. They were nearly 
new, but he did not like them; and he was
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determined to have some new ones, though his 

father had told him he would not buy him 
another pair until those were worn out. 

‘You had better go to the wild shoemaker,’ said 
the boy, ‘and get him to make your shoes. 
He’ll make them for nothing.’ 

‘I never thought of that,’ replied Tom. ‘1 
believe I will.’ 

‘But you had better be careful. Perhaps he 
will give you some shoes that are bewitched, 
and there is no telling what harm they may do 
you. They tell awful stories about him.’ 

‘I am not afraid of that. Ill have a pair— 
you see if I don’t. If father won’t get them for 
me, I will go and ask him myself.’ 

‘Oh! I wouldn’t do it for the whole world.’ 
‘Why not?’ 

‘Because I wouldn’t. He’s just come back 
from the forest, and he looks so wild, and his 
eyes shine so, that it makes me afraid to look 
at him. Last night, Willie Wimble was coming 
home—you know he’s been away to another 
village, and he did not get home until midnight. 
Well, as he was coming by the old shoemaker’s 
hut, which stands right in the edge of the forest, 
he says he saw a great light, and heard the
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wildest noises in it, so that he was almost 
frightened to death.’ 

‘Well, I don’t care; I’m not afraid. I am 
going to have him make me a pair of shoes, if 
he will; and if he won’t, I'll make him. I’ll go 
now and ask him.’ 

‘You had better not; it is almost dark.’ 
‘I don’t care. I am not afraid of the dark, 

or the wild shoemaker either. The dark won’t 
hurt anybody.’ 

His native obstinacy was aroused; he was 
determined to brave anything rather than be 
defeated. 

So he set off immediately for the hut. It was 
in a very wild and lonely place, at the foot of 
the mountain, and in the edge of the forest. 
High rocks hung over it, and dark fir-trees grew 
thick all around it. Just as he came to the edge 
of the trees, a great owl cried out from the top 
of the rock, ‘Hoot! hoot! hoot!’ The cry was 
so strange and unexpected that it startled him, 
and made cold chills creep through him; but he 
kept on, just the same, until he came to the 
door. It was shut, and he could see no signs of 
life about, except a glimmer of light through the 
little window. He stood a moment before the 
door, almost overcome by fear. But he had
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never given up, and he would not do it now. 
He could hardly raise his hand, however, to 

knock, and when he did, he could only make the 

most feeble sound. His knock was so light that 
it was not heard. 

After waiting a while and listening, though he 
could hear nothing but his own heart beating, and 

an occasional hoot of the owl, he roused up his 

courage and struck the door three times, so hard 

that he almost knocked the skin from his 

knuckles 

‘Who’s there?’ cried a strange, wild voice, 

which seemed to come from the owl, and the 

woods, and the rock, as well as from the hut. 

‘Tom Stubbs!’ cried Tom, with his heart in 

his mouth, but with a determination to break the 

door down if the old man did not come and 

open it. 

‘Ho! ho! it’s you, Tom, is it? Ho! ho!’ and 

the rocks and the woods and the owl seemed to 

break out into a wild laugh, ‘Ho! ho!’ 

‘Yes, it is,’ said Tom, with as much firmness 

as possible. 

‘What do you want?’ came forth from the hut 
in the same wild, screeching tones. 

‘I want some shoes,’ said Tom.
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‘Ho! ho! you do? and the owl said ‘ Hoot 
toot!’ 

‘Yes, I do: let me in.’ 

No answer was made to this demand. But he 

heard footsteps coming to the door. Pretty soon 

a bar was raised and the door opened. The old 

man’s eyes shone so bright that they seemed on 

fire, and to pierce right through him. 

After eyeing him a moment, he began to laugh 

and chuckle to himself. 
Tom stood waiting to be invited to come in, 

which the old man did not seem to be inclined 

to do. ‘So you want a pair of my shoes, do 

you?’ said the old man. 
‘Yes, I do,’ replied Tom, at the same time 

entering the door. 
‘Perhaps you won’t like them if you get them ; 

for I don’t make shoes out of such leather as 

other people do.’ 
** Well, I don’t care,’ said Tom: ‘I want a 

pair.’ 
‘Suppose you couldn’t get them off a you 

hadiput them on?’ 
‘Tl risk that.’ 
{Suppose nthe.shoes, should be so heavy that 

vol couldn’t lift. se YOM) fest 2? 

‘Til risk that,’ eget eat os
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‘Suppose they should run away with you?’ 

‘T’ll risk it,’ said Tom. ‘No shoes can do 

that.’ 

‘Ho! ho! you'll risk it, will you? Well, then, 
come in,’ said the old man: ‘you shall have the 

shoes.’ 
Tom walked in and took his seat on an old 

bench, and began to take off his shoe to have 

his foot measured. 
‘Never mind that,’ said the old man. ‘ Wait 

until I have measured your head and your eyes.’ 
‘Head and eyes! exclaimed Tom, ‘I don’t 

want a hat, nor spectacles: I want shoes.’ 

“Yes, I know,’ said the shoemaker, chuckling, 

‘but I always make my shoes to fit the head, as 
well as the feet.’ 

‘Well, I don’t care. If they only fit my feet, 

that’s all I want.’ 
The old man then came up and gave a long 

and most piercing look right into Tom’s eyes, 

as though he would read his very soul. Then he 

examined his head, as though he was a phren- 

ologist. When the examination was over, he 

said, ‘Oh, yes, I see what kind of shoes you 

want: I’m glad youcame. I can fit you exactly.’ 

‘But don’t you want to measure my foot?’ 

asked Tom.
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‘No, I know how to make shoes without 

measuring the feet. I can give you the best fit 
you ever had, and they will last you as long as 
you live. I make shoes to fit the mind as well 
as the body.’ 

‘I don’t care anything about that,’ said Tom. 
‘If they only fit my feet, that’s all I want. 
When can I have them ?’ 

‘As soon as you please.’ 

‘Then I will have them now, if you will trust 
me for the pay.’ 

‘I never take any pay. My shoes cannot be 
bought with money.’ 

So much the better, thought Tom, for his father 

could find no fault with him. So he waited 
and looked round the room, expecting to see the 
shoemaker bring him the shoes. But instead of 
that he sat down to a table and began to eat his 
supper, taking no more notice of Tom. 

Tom waited until he began to be tired, and 

then said, ‘I thought you were going to give me 
the shoes to-night ?’ 

‘So I have,’ said the old man, in a quick, 
sharp tone. ‘Look down to your feet: don’t you 
see them ?” 

Tom looked down, and sure enough, there was
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a new and beautiful pair of shoes upon his feet, 
which fitted him as nicely as the skin itself. 

Tom was much surprised at this, and he looked 
from the shoes to the shoemaker, and from the 

old man to the shoes, as if he wanted an 

explanation, but did not dare to ask for one. 
‘They are magic shoes,’ said the old man. 

‘You wanted them, and now you’ve got them. 
When you want another pair, come again.’ So 
saying he turned his back upon him and went on 
eating his supper. 

Tom wanted to ask him many questions about 
them; but as the old man took no more notice of 

him, he got up and went home. 
He expected his father and mother would 

question him about his new shoes when he came 
in, for they felt very strangely upon his feet, and 
somehow made him quite uneasy, as though some 
important thing would happen to him on account 
of them. He thought they were very new and 
showy, also. They shone so bright, it seemed as 

though every one must notice them; but they did 
not. 

There was a good reason why Tom should feel 
a little strange and restless, for by some magical 
power the old man had put a new principle into 
his mind, which would help him to conquer his
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stubbornness; and this new power appeared as 

shoes on his feet. It was already beginning to 

work within him, and, as we shall see, was 

destined to subdue his obstinacy and make a 
good and useful man of him. : 

Tom ate his supper, and after lounging around 
awhile, hardly knowing what to do with himself, 
he went to his room to go to bed. 

He pulled off his coat and jacket. Next came 
the shoes. He felt a little doubtful about them. 

Could he get them off? Would he find them 

again in the morning? Indeed, he looked upon 

them with a good deal of distrust, and began 

to wish he had never got them. But his natural 
obstinacy came to his aid, and he said to himself, 

‘Pshaw! I don’t care anything about them. 

Magic shoes! I don’t see as they are any 

different from any shoes, except they look a little 

nicer. The old man needn’t think he is going to 
play any of his tricks upon me—though how he 
got them on I cannot imagine. But on they are, 

and the next thing to do is to get them off.’ 

So saying, he stooped down and began to 

untie them. He did this without any difficulty, 
though he seemed to expect some strange thing 

might happen any moment. He took hold of 

one and pulled it off; and then the other. They
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came off as easy as his old ones, and looked 
very much like them now. 

‘Magic shoes!’ he said, with great contempt. 
‘The old fellow said that just for fun. But it 
was very queer of him to give them to me for 
nothing.’ 

Tom finished his undressing, casting a glance 
now and then at his shoes, as though he 
distrusted them, and expected they might play 
some pranks with him yet. But they did not, 
and he went to bed and was soon sound asleep. 

While he is sleeping, let us go back to the 
old hut, and hear what the wild shoemaker is 
saying to himself or the owls. 

‘Tom Stubbs wants me to make him a pair 
of shoes! Well, I was glad of the chance. A 
fine boy! Smart as a trap, but as stubborn as 
a bull-dog. He’ll find the shoes a match for 
him—he! he! he!’ theold man chuckled to 
himself. ‘Fine boy, Tom Stubbs! He'll find 
some queer leather in those shoes. But it will 
do him good. Brave boy! Never gave up! 
But he’ll do it now! See if he don’t!’ 

So the old man ran on to himself until he 
too was tired, and went to bed. 

In the morning Tom was up bright and early. 
The moment his eyes were open he looked for
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his shoes, with a feeling that they might not be 

there. But they were as meek and quiet as 

though they had been kicked and banged about 

in the mud and rocks a whole year. 

He put them on, and went out to do his 

work before breakfast, as usual. Somehow his 

feet seemed very light, as though he could 

almost fly. His shoes seemed to help him. To 

test the fact, he took a jump. He was astonished 
to see how far he could leap. When he rose from 

the ground it seemed as though he never would 

come down again. 

‘I shall have to be careful,’ he thought. ‘1 
shall be like the old cow that jumped over the 
moon. Magic shoes! I guess they are; I can 

beat any boy in school in jumping, and that is a 
kind of magic I like.’ 

Breakfast over, he hurried away to the school- 
house. How light he was! How swift he could 

run! He seemed hardly to touch the ground. 

The lesson was one which he did not like, and 

he was determined, as usual, he would not get it. 

The teacher pointed it out to him, and told him 

he must get it. 

‘Must!’ thought Tom. ‘Must! I would like 

to see the master that would make me get a
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lesson unless I pleased. Must! I won’t get a 
word of it.’ 

The master had never said ‘must’ to him 
before, because every one knew there was no use 

in trying to compel Tom Stubbs. He would die 
before he would yield. But the old shoemaker 
had whispered in the master’s ear that morning, 
‘Tell Tom he must get his lesson and he will 
do it.’ 

‘That’s worth trying,’ said the master, ‘and 
Pll do it. But he won’t get it. He never gives 
up.’ 

‘Try it, and you’ll see,’ said the old man, with 

a sharp look. ‘Try it.’ 
‘I will,’ said the master; ‘but it will only 

throw him into a rage.’ 
This is the reason why the master said ‘ must.’ 

And it did throw him into a rage, sure enough. 
He scowled and looked as though he would like 
to throw his book at his teacher’s head. But the 
teacher paid no attention to him, thinking to him- 
self, ‘I knew it would be so. One might as well 
try to move the mountain.’ 

Tom did not even open his book, but looked 
around in the most sullen and dogged manner. 

When the time for recess came, he was going 
out with the other boys. He rose to his feet to
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do so, but he could not lift them from the floor. 

The shoes were so heavy he could not stir. He 
tried one foot and then the other, but they were 

both as fast as if they grew to the floor. He 
screwed and twisted and turned, but he could not 

move them a hair’s breadth. 

After trying in vain for some time, he sat 
down to think over the situation and devise some 
way to get released. At first he thought some 
one had slyly fastened his feet down to the floor, 

but he could see no signs of that. Finding no 
fastening, he got up again and took hold of the 
bench with his hands, and tried with all his 

might, but his feet were as fast as though they 
were a part of the floor itself. 

The master came up and asked him what was 
the matter. This enraged him still more. Indeed, 
he seemed so angry that he could not speak. 
Then he sat down again, and looked at his feet. 
The shoes were so bright and innocent as you 
can imagine. 

All this time something kept saying to him, 
‘Tom, you must get your lesson.’ 

And Tom as resolutely said back, ‘I won’t get 

my lesson.’ Indeed, he had not the slightest idea 

of getting it. It never occurred to him that he
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could give up. He only thought of getting 
away. 

He looked down upon his feet again. Then 
he gave them a quick jerk, but they didn’t give 
a particle. 

The case was beginning to look quite serious 
for Tom. ‘Magic shoes! The old fellow has 
played me a trick, but I'll be even with him yet.’ 

Tom considered the matter a little more. All 
at once a bright thought flashed upon him. [ll 
untie the shoes, slip out my feet, and go out in 

my stockings.’ So he stooped down and untied 
them. This he could do very easily, and he was 
beginning to exult at the idea of release. He 
jumped up as quick as a flea, and tried to jerk 
out his feet. But, oh, horror! he couldn’t move 

them. He might as well have tried to jump out 
of his skin. They were as fast as the shoes 
themselves. Indeed, they seemed to be a part of 
the shoes. 

It was now time for the recess to be over, and 

the boys were coming in. Tom was so much 
exhausted with his struggles that he sat down, 
and for awhile remained quiet. But he looked 
as though he had been fighting a battle or 
running a race, and got the worst of it. 

All this time, something kept saying to him 
D Bas. M,
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from within, ‘You must get your lesson, and 

you may as well do it first as last.’ 

But the answer was just as resolute. ‘I won’t 
get it, and nobody can make me.’ 

So the morning was passing away. The boys 
thought it was very strange that Tom did not go 
out at recess, for he was one of the gayest and 

most daring among them. But when they came 
in they were busy with their lessons, and did not 

mind much about him. 
It was now almost time for intermission, and 

he had not looked at his lesson, and his feet were 

as fast as if they were in a vice. The case 
looked very hopeless. Tom concluded he would 
just see what the lesson was, though he had no 
notion of getting it. 

The moment he opened his book, his feet 

seemed to be loosened a little. He read over the 
first sentence,—he could actually move them. 

He felt somewhat relieved at this, though he 

was still determined that he would not get the 

lesson. He read another sentence. He could 
now move his feet about quite freely. 

But then the master had said ‘must’ to him, 

and the thought roused up all his stubbornness. 

‘Give up? No. He would die first. In these 

struggles the time past away until 12 o’clock.
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The school was dismissed. The boys took their 
hats and went home to their dinners. 

Tom rose with the rest of them, but it was no 

use. He grew to the floor. He made the most 
desperate efforts to get free. He nearly twisted 
his legs off. But it did no good. He was there, 

and he came to the conclusion that he must 
remain there until he had learned his lesson. 

The teacher and the boys were all gone. He 

was alone. He thought over the situation as 

coolly as possible. 
‘Magic shoes!’ Well, there must be something 

magical in them. ‘What was the use in contend- 

ing against such a power? He would get his lesson 

this time. But when the shoes were once off, he 

would never put them on again; and then he 

would do as he pleased.’ So he went to work, 

and in a short time he had learned it; for he 

was very bright, and no boy could excel him 

when he tried. 
As he began to study, his shoes let go their 

hold upon the floor, and he could move his feet 

about in perfect freedom; and when he had 

learned it, he took his cap and ran _ home. 

Dinner was ready and waiting. 

It was so unusual for him to be late, that his 

mother was quite surprised. ‘What made you so
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late, Thomas?’ she inquired. ‘We have been 

waiting for you half an hour.’ 
‘I stayed to get my lesson,’ said Tom. ‘1 

couldn’t come any sooner.’ 
‘Did the master keep you?’ asked his father. 
‘No, sir,’ said Tom, in a rage. He never 

keeps me. He couldn’t do it.’ 
He ate his dinner in silence, secretly resolving 

that he would not go back to school in the after- 
noon, and in this way he would escape reciting 
his lesson, and his teacher wouldn’t know that he 

had learned it. That would be some comfort. 
So after dinner he took his cap, and was going 

off into the woods to play. The road to the 
woods and to the school-house was the same for 
a short distance, and then it forked and turned 

in another direction. 
Tom went along very nicely until he came to 

the place where he intended to turn off. But 
when he attempted to turn towards the woods, to 
his utter amazement, he couldn’t do it. When 

he tried to turn, his feet wouldn’t move. The 

shoes would draw them down, and hold them fast 
as if they were pressed by a great weight. If he 
did lift them up, some force, like the swift current 

of a stream, would swing them around into the 
road to the school-house. He pulled and
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struggled with all his might. He threw himself 
on the ground, and caught hold of some bushes 
that were growing by the side of the road, and 

tried to drag himself away. But there was no 
use. His efforts were vain. 

He was terribly enraged, as you can well 

imagine. He tried to kick off his shoes, but to 

no purpose. Finally, he determined that he 

would not go at all, if he could not go the way 

he desired. He would lie there all day and all 

night, rather than go to school and recite the 

hated lesson. 
He rose up on his feet once more, to take a 

look about him, and see if there was no chance 

for escape. The moment he did it, his shoes 

began to walk off with him towards the school- 

house. Now he tried to hold back, and keep his 

feet down. But he found it just as impossible as 
he had a little while before, to raise them up. If 

you have ever seen a boy carried along by two 

others while he was struggling with all his might 

to prevent them, you can imagine how he looked, 

bracing himself against everything, and trying in 

all possible ways to keep from going forward. 

But the shoes were too much for him, and in 

spite of all his struggles he soon found himself 

in his seat in the school-house, and in a moment
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his feet were drawn to the floor, and held there 

as if by a most powerful attraction. He began 

to see that there was no use in opposing them. 

And yet he could not give up. He had always 

had his own way, and he was determined to 

continue it. If he yielded it should be only for 

the moment, that he might gain his end at last. 

He took up his book and looked over his 

lesson again, though he had not yet made up his 

mind to recite it. But when the class was called 
he took his seat with the other boys, his shoes 

seeming to help him along when he decided to 

go. 

He did recite his lesson, and, for once, he 

submitted to the word ‘must,’ but even while 

doing it he resolved that he would never do it 
again. 

His teacher was much surprised to find him 
obedient, though he could see that he was going 
through a great trial. He hoped, however, he 
would continue in the good way upon which he 
had entered, and become a docile and good boy. 

Tom had decided that he would never put the 
shoes on again, if he could get them off once 

more. He was afraid, however, that they would 

stick fast to his feet if he thought much about
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it, and he would be compelled to sleep in them, 
and wear them all the time. 

To his great delight, when he undressed they 
came off as easily as his old shoes ever did. 
He jumped into bed, and thought, ‘There! you 
will never get on my feet again.” But Tom had 
yet something to learn about the power of magic 
shoes. 

He slept well. He rose at the usual time and 
began to dress, intending to put on his old 
shoes when he was ready. He drew on his 
stockings, and was going to another part of the 
room, to get his shoes. But when he attempted 
to move, the magic shoes would place themselves 
on the floor where he wished to step. Indeed, he 
could not put his foot down without stepping 
into them. He tried every way to dodge them, 
but to no purpose. He was compelled to submit. 
In despair, he stooped down and drew them on, 
and tied them up. The shoes were too much for 
him. He was so thoroughly subdued, that he 
really obeyed his parents and teacher for a week. 

His father and mother were delighted at the 
change, and his teacher said that Thomas would 
make one of the smartest men in the town. Tom 
did not feel so very bad about it either. He 
liked to have others think well of him; but he
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loved his own way so much better, that he 

preferred to have every one against him rather 
than give up. Now he began to find that there 
was some pleasure in obedience. 

Still the old feeling would rise up sometimes, 
and then the shoes would begin to hold his feet 
down, or carry him away in the direction he 
ought to go. He would chafe and struggle for 
a while. But he found the shoes lost none of 
their power, and he could never take them by 
surprise. 

When so bad a disposition has become a habit 
it cannot be broken up at once. Sometimes it 
will return with great force. Something more 
than restraint is, also, necessary before an evil 
can be removed. But the shoes were equal to 
any difficulty. 

Tom took great delight in fishing, which was 
well enough in itself. But when he wanted to 
go he would, whether his parents were willing to 
have him or not. 

The time of the year had now come when the 
fishing was very fine, and he resolved, one Fri- 
day, that the next day he would go fishing. So 
when he came home from school, he got out his 
hooks and lines and made his preparations,
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His father, however, wanted him to work in the 

garden. 
‘But I don’t want to work in the garden,—I 

am going a fishing,’ said Tom. 
‘No, you cannot go, to-morrow: you must 

help me in the garden; I have a great many 

seeds to plant, and it is time they were in the 

ground,’ his father replied, mildly but firmly. 
The words ‘cannot’ and ‘must’ roused up all 

his old wilfulness. He determined he would go, 

shoes or no shoes. 

His father saw he was very much vexed, but 

said nothing more to him, hoping he would 
think better of it and obey him, as he had done 

for some time past. 
But Tom had no idea of doing this. He lay 

a long time after he went to bed, devising some 
way to get rid of the shoes. Sometimes he thought 
he would burn them up, but he didn’t know as 
he could get them into the fire,—perhaps they 
would hop out. He concluded finally that he 
would get up before it was light, and slip slyly 

out of the room, without even stopping to dress. 
He would carry his clothes in his hands, and if 
he could get out and shut the shoes in, they 

could not follow him. 
With his head full of this scheme, he woke
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’ before daylight, and taking his clothes he slipped 

out of the room and shut the door after him. 

How rejoiced he was that he had escaped and 

left the hated shoes behind him! Now he was 

free! Now he would do as he pleased again! 

These thoughts had hardly passed through his 

mind before there was a great kicking against the 

door, as though a dozen feet were beating a 

tattoo on it. 
Tom determined to run, and let them beat 

away as long as they pleased. But the shoes 

were too strong and swift for him. They forced 

their way through the door and came down the 

stairs, thump, thump, thump, as though an 

elephant was in them. The stairs creaked and 

shook under their weight and Tom expected every 

minute to hear them crash. 

He was now really frightened, and he stopped 

and looked back with the feeling that some awful 

monster was after him. But it was so dark that 

he could not see anything, and the moment he 

stopped, the house was perfectly silent. 

‘Well,’ he thought, ‘perhaps I can get away 

yet, if I am still enough.’ So he took another 

step as softly as he could. But the moment his 

foot touched the step below, the shoes came down 

with a terrible thump on the steps above him,
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which shook the whole staircase. Then it was 

still again. , 

Tom had not yet put on his clothes. He saw 

there was no way of getting rid of the shoes. So 

he concluded to return to his room and go to 

bed, if the shoes would let him. 

As he went back the shoes returned also, 

stepping up the stairs lightly and keeping the 

same distance before him. He opened the door, 

but they were already in his room, in the same 

place where he left them. 
Poor Tom was in despair. ‘I wonder,’ he 

thought, ‘if I can never do anything I want to, 

again;’ and tears of vexation and rage flowed 

freely over his face. He wished he had never 

gone to the old shoemaker’s. He might have 

known he would play some trick upon him. But 

it was his own fault, and he must bear it as well 

as he could. Sometimes he thought he wouldn’t 

get up again. But it would be very tiresome to 

lie in bed all the time, and he would not gain 

anything by it either. So he concluded to get 

up at the proper time, and help his father, as he 

wanted him to do. 
This greatly delighted his parents. ‘What a 

good boy Tom is getting to be!’ they said. 

They also treated him very kindly, and tried to
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make the day as pleasant for him as they could. 
Tom was a little silent and sulky at first, but 

he soon got over it, and took much interest in 
planting the seeds. He stepped around very 
lively, and his father was surprised to find how 
much he could help him. Indeed, the seeds were 
all planted by dinner-time. 

As they were going in from the garden, 
Tom’s father said to him, ‘Now if you would 
like to go fishing, you will have time enough 
after dinner; and I have no doubt you will 
catch a large number, as it is a very good day 
for it.’ 

Tom was not quite sure that the shoes 
would let him. Indeed, he was pretty sure they 
would not, as they did not seem willing to let 
him do anything but study and work. 

But in this he was greatly mistaken, as he soon 
found to his great joy. They were quite willing 
to help him to play as study, if he did it at the 
right time and in the right way. He never had 
such luck in fishing. His shoes seemed almost 
to give him wings. He could leap over places 
and jump upon rocks, which he never thought of 
attempting before. The fish bit well, and he 
caught every one that bit. By night he had a 
long string of as fine trout as ever were caught
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in that place. He felt quite proud as he walked 
through the village with his fish, and men and 
boys gathered around him, making many inquiries 
about when he caught them, and expressing their 
astonishment at his good luck. 

It had been a happy day for Tom, though it 
was not very promising in the morning. After 
he went to bed, he lay a long time thinking over 
the events of the day, and the history of the 
time. since he had put on the magic shoes. He 
came to the conclusion that they always helped 
him to do well, and only hindered him from 
doing wrong, and that he could see was very 
useful, and much better in the end, though he 

did dislike the idea of not being able to do as 
he pleased—for we all like to do that, whether 
it is right or not. 

In time he found it was much better to be 
obedient to his parents and teachers, who were 
wiser than he,—and knew what was good for 
him much better than he did himself,—than to 

follow his own whim, even though it might be 
more pleasant for a time. 

As he grew into habits of obedience he ceased 
to think about his shoes, and the power which 

controlled him was transferred from his feet to 
his head. When he knew what was right he
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acted according to it, without stopping to think 

whether it was pleasant or not. By being 

obedient to his teachers and parents, he learned 

to be obedient to the truth and to the Lord. 

Finally, the power which guided him went 

from his head to his heart, and he no longer 

acted from obedience. He loved to do what the 

truth showed him it was best to do. And now 

he could do as he pleased and still do right. 

His own way became the right way. While he 

was making himself useful to others, and living 

according to the commandments, he was pleasing 

himself. So by obedience to others he obtained 

his own way in the end, and found the greatest 

freedom and happiness. 
When their father had ended, the children 

remained silent, as if expecting him to say some- 

thing about it. 
“Well,’? he said, breaking the silence; ‘‘ what 

do you think about the Magic Shoes now?” 

‘‘T think,’’ said Susie, who had ideas about 

many things, and never waited long before 

expressing them, “I think they would be first- 

rate for Charlie. I should like to see him stuck 

down once, and made to stay there until he was 

good.”’ 
‘How would you like a pair for yourself?”
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asked her father. ‘‘ Don’t you think you need a 
pair sometimes ?”’ 

Susie was not in much haste to answer this 
question, and was very glad to be relieved from 
deciding against herself, by James, who said, ‘I 
should like to know what kind of leather they 
were made of.’’ 

“Tt wasn’t dogskin nor muleskin, I am sure,”’ 

said Mary. 
“It must have been something pretty tough, 

though,”’ said Stephen; ‘‘and I should like them 

well enough if they never would wear out, and 
would let me do as I pleased sometimes.’’ 

“That is the worst of it,’? said Susie. ‘I 

shouldn’t want to be stuck down in that way 

when I didn’t get my lesson, and never have my 

own way. That would be too bad.” 
“But Tom did have his own way, when he 

chose the right one,’’ said his father. 

‘I should like a pair,’’ said Philip, ‘‘when I 
go fishing.” 

‘‘And you would like to have them let you 

go when you wanted to; wouldn’t you?’’ asked 
Mary. 

“IT don’t know as I should care so much 

about that, if I knew I could catch as many as 

Tom did when I went.”
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When Charles found that the story was not for 

his benefit alone he felt free to express himself. 

““Wasn’t Tom plucky, though,” he said. That 

was the first thing which struck him, and he 

evidently had been thinking what he would do 

under like circumstances. 
‘““Yes,’? said Mary; he was as stubborn as a 

mule. But I don’t see as his pluck did him any 

good. It only made it worse for him.” 

“I know that. But it is real hard to give up 

sometimes.”’ 
‘‘But suppose you must ?”’ 
“If you must, you must; that’s all.” 

“Yes, it is hard at first,’ said Mr. Adams, 

“but it is much easier in the end; and if you 

will all practice obedience to your teachers and 

parents, and especially to the Lord, you will 

find it growing easier the more you practice it, 

whether you have any magic shoes to compel 

you or not. You must compel yourselves; and 

in the end you will love to do what. you ought 

to do. Let the truth be your magic shoes. If 

it compels you at first, it will guide you after 

awhile, and finally it will become love in your 

heart. Then the magic shoes will help you in 

everything you do, and make your whole life 

happy.”



  

THE YOUNG BOOTBLACK. 

wae bent 

   
y LACK yer boots? Black yer boots? 

q 3} Make ’em shine! Only half a dime! 
“~s, Such was the cry that fell upon the 

“Sey ears of Mr. Preston, one morning, as he 
: was hurrying along to his business. He 

had often heard it before, and had never thought 
of paying any attention to it. But something 

in the tone or manner of the boy who uttered 
the cry attracted him, and looking down to his 
boots, he found them much spattered with 
mud. 

The boy saw he hesitated and looked at his 
boots, and, running up to him, he cried out 

again, “Black yer boots, sir? Take only a 
Bas. M, EB
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minute. Make ’em shine,’ at the same time 

putting down his box for Mr. Preston to rest 

his foot upon. 
“Can you do it quick? I am in a great 

hurry,’’ said Mr. Preston, hesitatingly. 

“Yes, sir. Quick as a flash. Done ’fore you 

know it. Put your foot right there.” 

The foot hardly touched the box before the boy 

whose name was Thomas Jones, was hard at 

work. His hands flew with great rapidity and in 

a minute the boot was shining like polished 

ebony. 
‘There; that is done. Now for the other.’’ 

That was soon finished. Mr. Preston handed 

Tom some pennies, without stopping to count 

them, or hardly looking at them, and hurried on. 

Tom slipped the change into his pocket, 

gathered up his box and brushes, and was on 

the look out for another customer. But there 

was a break in the current of travel, and he took 

out his money to count it. To his astonish- 

ment and delight, he found the gentleman had 

given him a five-dollar gold-piece, by mistake, 

for a penny. How his eyes shone, and his heart 

beat with joy! ‘That was a good job,”’ he said 

to himself. ‘‘Now mother and Mary will have 

some coal, and something to eat, and some shoes,
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and’’—his imagination ran over a multitude of 
things which he would buy with his five dollars, 
more than could be purchased with many gold 
pieces. 

His revery was broken by the sound of foot- 
steps, and he began to cry, “Black yer boots! 
Black yer boots! Make ’em shine! Only half 
a dime!’ 

So he kept busy during the day, the intervals 
between his efforts to gain customers, being spent 
in bright visions of what he would do with his 
money. When he set out for home at night, he 
had fifty cents, besides the gold piece. Let us 
follow him home, and then we can better under- 

stand the cause of his great delight at the large 
sum he had received by the gentleman’s mistake. 

He walked on very briskly, and with a much 

lighter heart than he had done before for many 
days. At length he turned into a narrow passage- 
way which led to an open court, and ascending 
flight after flight of rickety stairs in a dark hall, 
until he reached the highest story, he opened the 
door into a room as dark as the hall. There he 
found his mother sitting, as usual, on the only 

chair in the room, and, by the dim light of a poor 
candle, trying to make a garment for some Jews 
who kept clothing for sale. Her fingers were so
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numb with the cold that she made but little 
progress. But they were too poor to buy coal, 
and they rarely had any fuel except when Tom 
succeeded in picking up some pieces of broken 
boxes or a stray board. 

Mary, a little girl of six years old, was lying 
in bed to keep warm. Their supper and _ break- 
fast the next morning depended entirely upon 
Tom’s success during the day, and his coming 
was looked for with much anxiety. 

‘* Well, Tom,’’ said Mary, rising up in the bed 
as he opened the door, “‘how much did you 
make ?”’ 

‘Guess,’ said he, in an unusually pleasant 
tone. 

“A dollar!’ cried Mary. She thought she 
would be sure and guess enough. 

‘*More than that,’’ he replied. 
“A dollar and a half.’’ 
‘*More than that.’’ 
“Two dollars,’ she cried, clapping her hands. 
‘*Guess again.”’ 
‘Four dollars!’ and letting her voice fall in 

amazement at her own rashness in guessing so 
much, she said, partly to herself, ‘‘But I know it 

is not so much as that.”’ 
“Yes, it is,’ said Tom. ‘Guess again.”
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““You don’t mean to say,’’ said his mother, 
who had remained silent until now, ‘‘that you 
have made more than four dollars by blacking 
boots ?” 

‘Yes, I have.’ And taking the money out of 
his pocket, he held his hand close to the candle 

and counted forty-five cents. ‘‘There’s forty-five 

cents, and I spent five cents for some bread for 

my dinner, which makes fifty; and here’’ holding 
out the gold piece, which. shone in the light, 
‘‘here are five dollars more!”’ 

“Oh Tom!’ exclaimed Mary, ‘how much 
you have got! Aren’t we rich now, mother?” 

‘‘Where did you get it?’? asked his mother, 
with many fears in her heart lest he might not 

have come honest by it. 
“A gentleman gave it to me,’ said Tom 

He saw the doubt and fear in his mother’s 
face, and he understood their meaning, and 

added, ‘‘ But he didn’t mean to. Don’t look so 

frightened, mother. I haven’t done anything 

wrong. I will tell you all about it.”’ 

He threw his old hat into the corner and sat 

down upon the edge of the bed, and told her 

how he came by the money, just as it happened. 
‘‘Why didn’t you give it back to the gentle- 

man, immediately ?’’ asked his mother.
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‘Because I didn’t notice it until he had gone 
away, and I couldn’t follow him.” 

“Do you know him ?”’ 
“No, mother. I never saw him before, and 

I don’t think he lives in the city.’’ 

“Would you know him should you see him 
again ?”’ 

“Yes. I think so, if he wears the same 

clothes he did to-day. But why do you ask? 
Don’t you think it is right for us to keep the 
money ?”’ 

‘*Not if we can find the owner. It is not our 
money, and we must not use it. 

*“It would do us so much good, and I don’t 

believe the gentleman will ever miss it. 

“Yes, my boy. I know it would do us good, 
if it was ours. We do need it very much. 
But it will do us more good to give it back to 
him, if we can find him, than it will to keep it.’ 

**T don’t see how that can be,’’ said Tom, in 
a disappointed tone. 

‘“‘It is always best to do right, my son.” 
** Always 2?”’ asked Tom, with much earnestness. 

“Yes, always. We may sometime seem to 
suffer in some things, from doing right; but 
we shall gain in the end. The Lord never
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permits us to lose anything by keeping His 

commandments.”’ 
Mary looked down in despair. They were 

rich a few minutes ago, and now they were 

as poor as ever. Tom could not see it just as 

his mother did. He could not bear to have all 

his visions of good things the money would 

purchase vanish into air. His mother saw his 

disappointment, and she knew that he was 

more troubled on her account than his own. 

She knew, also, that she could not make him 

see clearly what she believed to be right. She 

was sorely tried about it. It seemed almost as 

though the Lord had sent the money to her. 

And yet she knew it was not theirs, and it would 

be wrong to spend it until they had made all 

proper effort to restore it. 

‘* Well, what shall we do with it, mother ?’’ 

“Go back to the same place, to-morrow, 

where you saw the gentleman, and if you find 

him, give it to him. I will keep it for you 

until to-morrow morning. Now you may get 

us some bread and a little piece of butter for 
our supper, and a candle.” 

Tom handed the shining gold piece to his 

mother,—how he hated it now!—and went out. 

He wished he had never seen it. The big tears
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came in Mary’s eyes and rolled down her cheeks. 
Her mother could hardly refrain from crying 
too. She was shivering with cold. She wanted 

some fire. And a little warm tea would do her so 
much good. It seemed cruel to have the means 
of getting a few things which she needed so 
much, and not be at liberty to use them. But 
she choked down her tears, and determined to 

do right. 

It may interest our young readers to know 
how Mrs. Jones, who kept so firmly to the right, 

came to be so poor. 

Her husband was a mason. When they first 
came to the city he found plenty of work, and 
got good wages. For some years they lived 
very comfortable, and saved a little money 
besides. 

But Mr. Jones caught a severe cold one 
winter, while working at his trade. He was so 
anxious to finish the job on which he was 
engaged, that he continued to work and expose 
himself when he ought to have been at home. 

In this way he added to his cold, and. finally it 
settled into consumption. 

During his long illness, everything he had 
saved was spent, and after the expenses of his
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funeral were paid, there was nothing left for the 
family to live on. 

Mrs. Jones tried to earn as much as she could 
by sewing. But she found it very difficult to 
support herself and children. One thing after 
another was sold, and they continued to go from 
one room to another until they were reduced to 
the condition in which we found them. 

As soon as Tom was old enough to earn any- 
thing, he got a place as cash-boy in a store, and 
that helped somewhat. But that winter, the man 
for whom he worked failed, and he could get 
nothing to do. 

One day he had been out hunting for work as 
usual, without success. As he was going home, 
he heard some boys telling each other how much 
they had made by blacking boots. 

‘¢T can do that, I am sure,” he said to himself. 

As soon as he got home, he told his plan to his 
mother. She did not like the idea of his becom- 
ing a bootblack. But as it was an_ honest 
business, and they were in an almost. starving 
condition, she concluded to let him try it. They 
had just money enough to buy a box of blacking 
and some brushes, and that, was all. 

‘You haven’t anything for the men to put
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their feet on,”’ 

do for that ?”’ 
“Oh, I can manage it well enough. There is 

an old box we brought some things in when we 

came here, which will do very well for a trial.” 
With this slender outfit he went out bright and 

early in the morning to engage in his new busi- 
ness. The first day, he succeeded pretty well, 

and this encouraged him very much. Some days 
he would earn quite a sum, and others he would 
make hardly a cent. 

He had been engaged in his business about a 
month when he got the gold piece, and he had 
become so accustomed to it that he could cry 
out, ‘Black yer boots!’’ as heartily as any one. 

His mother had been taught what was good 

and true by her parents, and she was always 

very conscientious. She taught her children the 

same principles, and tried to lead them into the 
practice of them. 

“Always speak the truth,’’ she would say, 

when they were tempted to deceive or tell what 
was false; ‘‘and never take anything which does 

not belong to you. Nothing is ever gained by 

lying, or cheating, or stealing. Besides, it is a 
sin against the Lord to do these things, and you 

cannot sin against him without injuring yourself.” 

said his mother. ‘* What will you
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She had been so faithful and constant in train- 
ing up her children in these principles, that they 
were very truthful and honest, and she felt that 
she could trust Tom fully, and she was quite sure 
he would tell her the truth. When her son 
showed so much money, she trembled for a 
moment for fear he might have been tempted by 
their great necessities to take what did not belong 
to him, and it was this fear which caused her so 

much pain. 
Tom soon returned with the few articles he had 

purchased, and they ate their scanty meal in 
sorrow and silence. None of them seemed to feel 
like talking, and as it was very cold, they all 

went to bed, and the children were soon fast 

asleep. 
The next morning, the subject of the gold 

piece was again discussed, but with the same 

results as the night before. 
“It is not ours,’’ said Mrs. Jones, in reply to 

Tom’s idea that they might keep it. ‘It is not 
ours, and we have no right to keep it.” 

‘*But we are so poor, mother, and we need it 

much more than the gentleman,’’ said Tom. 
‘“Yes, we are very poor. If it were not for 

you, we should starve. But our poverty gives us 
no right to what does not belong to us. Suppose



76 THE YOUNG BOOTBLACK. 

some one who is poorer than we are had given it 
to you by mistake, would you think it right to 
keep it ?”’ 

“No, mother; of course not. That would 

be worse than mean. It would be cruel and 
wicked.”’ 

‘‘Is it any more ours because the gentleman 
who gave it to you by mistake, is rich?’’ 

‘“No,”’ said Tom hesitatingly, ‘‘1 suppose not. 
Sometimes gentlemen give me a dime; one 

man give me a quarter, and when I offered him 
change he would not take it.’ 

‘‘That was right. The money was yours then. 
Now take the gold piece, and if you can find 
the gentleman, give it back to him at once. If 
he tells yo. to keep it, then it will be ours.”’ 
“Tf I can’t find him, what shall we do with 

it then ?”’ 
“It will be time enough to decide that 

question when we have tried to do right about 
i 

Tom took the gold piece, secretly hoping he 
could not find the owner, but willing to give 

it back to him if he did, and hurried off to his 

usual place of business. He was soon shouting, 
“Black yer boots! Black yer boots! Only half 
a dime!”
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He watched every gentleman that passed. 
But the man who gave him the gold piece was 
not to be found. 

The day was not a very happy one for Tom. 
He was troubled with hope and fear. He 
hoped the man would come along and put an 
end to the matter. Then he hoped he wouldn’t 
for he did not like the idea of giving up the 
money. Once he thought he saw him, and 
while running after him he lost a customer, and 
that vexed him. ‘‘I wish the man would keep 
his gold to himself,’? he thought. ‘I don’t see 
what business he had to have a gold piece in 
his pocket with pennies, unless he wanted to 
lose it.’’ 

He was not quite as successful as usual 
during the day. He made only forty cents 
and he showed his want of success in his face 
and manner when he got home. Mary had 
felt very much as he did about the money, and 
when he opened the door, she cried out: 

**Did you find him, Tom ?”’ 
“Find who?’’ said Tom, rather sullenly. 

‘“Yes, I found a great many hims.”’ 
“You know well enough who I mean: the 

man who gave you the money. ; 

“He didn’t give it to me. I wish he had.
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Then you would have a better supper than you 
will now.’’ 

‘Then you found the gentleman, and gave 
him back the money, did you?’’ said his 
mother. 

‘No, mother. He didn’t come along this 
morning; or, if he did, I did not see him, 
though I kept on the look out for him all the 
time. 

“Then it is ours, now, isn’t it, mother ?’’ 
exclaimed Mary in great glee. 

‘*No more than it was this morning,” replied 
her mother. , 

“What shall I do with it, then?’’ asked 
Tom. | 

‘“The same you have done to-day. We will 
do the best we can to find the owner. That 
is our duty now.”’ 

Tom and Mary said no more, for they saw it 
would do no good, and in their hearts they felt 
that their mother was right, though it was a 
sore trial to have money in their hands which 
they needed so much, and not be able to use, 
and, even, to be seeking to get rid of it. The 
evening passed in the same cold and cheerless 
manner as usual. The only comfort they had
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was when they were asleep, for then they forgot 
their misery. 

The next day, Tom earned but twenty-five 
cents. He did not see the man; and the only 

comfort he had, was the hope that he never 
would see him. Then the money would certainly 

be theirs. The supper and breakfast the next 
morning were much scantier than usual, and 

Mrs. Jones, as well as her children, began to 

despair. 
“There is no use trying, mother,’’ said Tom, 

as he was going away in the morning. ‘I can’t 
do half as well with this gold in my pocket, as I 
could do if I had never seen it. I keep thinking 

about it, and I don’t get half so many customers 

as I did.” 
‘‘T know it must be a great trial to you, my 

son, for it is to me, and I have sometimes wished, 

as you do, that you had never seen the man. 

But we must keep up good courage. We must 

not lose our trust in the Lord, if we lose every- 
thing else. I have a feeling that some great 

good will come out of this yet; but I cannot tell 

how. Now go and do the best you can.” 

*‘T will, mother; you may be sure of that. 

But I feel like flinging a piece of money into the 

street and be done with it.”
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His mother had no fear that he would do that. 
She pitied him very much, for she knew that it 
was a great trial. But it had come upon him 
without any fault of his own. This was a great 
comfort to her, and she felt sure that some good 
would grow out of it. Tom went off to his work, 
and his cry was soon heard as_ usual, but 

not quite so cheery. He soon found a customer, 
and when he had put on the finishing touch and 
rose to look out for another, he saw a man, a 

short distance ahead of him, who looked liked the 

one who had given him the money. He could 
not see his face; but he had on the same kind 

of a coat and hat, and was about the same size. 

He gave chase immediately, quite delighted with 
the thought of ending his suspense. 

The gentleman was hurrying on, and Tom 
called to him. He turned partly round, to see 
what was wanted. The moment Tom saw his 
face, he knew he was the man, and running up 
to him, he said, ‘‘ Haven’t you lost some money 
sir?’? at the same time holding up the gold 
piece. 

*“No,”’ replied Mr. Preston. ‘I think not,’ 
putting his hand in his pocket. 

“J don’t mean to-day, sir; but three days 

ago.”
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“Yes. I did lose a five-dollar gold-piece three 

or four days ago, and could never think how.” 

“IT can tell you, sir,’ said Tom. You gave it 

to me, with some pennies, for blacking your 

boots. You did it by mistake, I suppose. Here 

it is,’’ holding out the money. 

Mr. Preston looked at Tom very attentively for 

a moment, as if he would read his very soul. He 

saw that he was dressed coarsely, and everything 

about him showed that he was very poor. But 

he had an open and honest face, and he did not 

speak nor act like many of the boys who are 

engaged in the same business as he was. It was 

something unusual in his voice and manner that 

attracted his attention at first, and led him to 

have his boots blacked. 

‘‘Have you kept this money for me all this 

time,’’ he said in a kind tone. 

“Yes, sir. I tried to give it back to you at 

the time you gave it to me. But you had got 

out of sight before I saw the gold piece; and I 

have looked for you every day since. But I have 

never seen you until now.” 

“No. Iam quite sure of that; for I have not 

been here since. What is your name?” 

‘*Thomas Jones, sir.” 

“Where do you live?” 
Bas. M. F
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Tom did not like to tell him very well, for he 
had some pride left. But after hesitating a 
moment, he said, ‘‘I live with my mother and 

sister in room 150, in the house on the east side 

of Gregg’s Court.”’ 
‘‘Where is that?’? asked Mr. Preston, taking 

out his notebook and pencil. 
Tom gave him the direction, which was care- 

fully noted down. 
Mr. Preston had many inquiries about his 

mother and sister and himself, and, praising Tom 
for his honesty, he was turning away to go on, 
without taking the money. 

‘You have forgotten your money, sir,’’ said 
Tom. 

**So I have,’’ he replied, taking the gold piece 
from Tom and holding it in his hand. Then, 
handing it back to him, he said, ‘‘It is yours. 

You have faithfully earned it. I am sure you 
will make a good use of it.” So saying, he bade 
him good morning and hurried on. 

You can imagine how much Tom was elated 
with the result of his waiting and _ honesty. 
‘‘Mother does know best,’’ he said to himself. 

‘We shall all enjoy this much more, now, 

because we know it is ours.” 
He entered into his business again with right
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good will. “Black yer boots!’ rang out 
cheerily, and his good spirits seemed to attract 

customers, for he made more money than he 
had done for many days before. He longed for 
night to come, that he might go home and tell 
the good news. How his heart bounded at the 

pleasant surprise he would give his mother and 
Mary! 

Animated with these glad thoughts, he 
bounded up the dark stairs. There was light 
in his heart, if there was none in the hall. 

Before the door was half open, and with six 
dollars in his hand, he cried out, ‘‘See there, 

will’’—when he stopped short, as though the 
rest of the sentence was driven back into his 
throat at the sight before him. There was a 
good fire on the little stove on which some 

meat was frying, and a tea-kettle was pouring 
forth steam from its spout. The table was 
standing in the middle of the floor with a large 
loaf of bread and some nice butter, and some 

cakes and many other good things on it. 
Three chairs were placed around it, and the 
whole room presented altogether a _ different 
appearance from what he had ever seen in it 
before. His mother looked very bright, and 
Mary seemed so full of joy that it was breaking
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out of her eyes and face, and her whole body 
seemed alive with it. 

Tom stood in utter amazement, as though he 
was glued to the spot, holding the door open 
with one hand and grasping his money in the 
other. He made no effort to enter, but kept 
looking from his mother to the table, and from 
Mary to the fire, and from the fire back again 
to his mother, who was too full of feeling to 
speak for some time. 

Finally, controlling herself, she said, ‘‘Come 

in, my son, and take a chair. Supper is almost 
ready for you.”’ 
“Who did this, mother?’’ were his first 

words as he shut the door and came forward 
to the fire. 

‘“The Lord,” said his mother, her eyes filling 
with tears and her voice failing with emotion. 
‘‘The Lord has sent us help.’’ 

‘“Who brought it?’’ asked Tom, his face still 
full of surprise, and acting as though it was all 

a dream. 
“A stranger,’’ said his mother. 
“What kind of a man was he?’’ asked Tom. 

with much eagerness. 
“Take off your cap, and sit down, my son, 

and I will tell you all about it.”’
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Tom took a seat beside his mother, and 

looked up to her as much as to say, ‘‘Go on; 
but I am afraid to stir for fear the whole room 
will change into the old dark and cold one.”’ 

“It was so dark I could hardly tell how the 
gentleman was dressed; but he looked like an 

angel to me.”’ 
‘‘Dark overcoat?’ asked Tom. 
“Yes.” 
““A fine silk hat?” 

‘Yes; I should think so.’’ 

‘Whiskers ?”’ 
“Yes.” 

‘Pleasant, cheery kind of voice?’’ 
“ Yes.”’ 
‘¢ Splendid boots ?”’ 
“*T think so.”’ 
“That’s the man.” 

‘‘ What man?’’ asked his mother. 
‘The man that gave me the five-dollar gold 

piece, and there it is.” 
‘‘Have you seen him again?” 
““Yes, and gave him the money; and he gave 

it back to me, and told me it was mine.”’ 

‘But how could he find us?’ asked his 

mother. 
“When I gave him back the money, he
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asked me what my name was, and where I 

lived. I told him as well as I could, and he 

took down the place in his note book. But I 

had no idea he thought of coming here. Did 
he inquire after me?” 

“Yes. He asked me if I had a son, who was 

a shoeblack, called Thomas Jones. Oh! my 

heart sank within me when he asked me that. I 

thought he had found to whom he gave the 

money, and had come for it. But I was so glad 

to think we had not spent it, and could give it 
back to him. Heasked me many other questions 

about our family, and then he went away. He 
never said another word about the money, and he 

did not tell me he had seen you. 
‘‘Did he bring these things?’ inquired Tom. 
‘‘No. But I am sure he sent them. Two or 

three hours after he went away, a man came 

with a large basket full of bread and cakes, and 
other useful things, and soon after another man 

came with some coal. The first man handed me 

a note containing ten dollars, and a request to 

have you call at 75, Charles Street, at eleven 

o’clock to-morrow, if he did not see you in the 

morning when he came to his business. Here it 

is. You had better take it with you.” 

Tom took the letter, read it carefully, and put »
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it in his pocket, and after musing a while he 

said “I think I shall be there. But if I can 

catch him in the morning, I will black his boots 
for nothing. Now let us have some supper. I 

am as hungry as a bear, for I haven’t eaten a 

bite since morning.” 

The mother and her children gathered around 

the table, and there were not many persons in 

the great city who enjoyed their supper more 

than they did. The room was quite warm and 

cheerful. The tea sent up a fragrant smoke, and 

seemed to warm their hearts, as well as bodies. 

It was so pleasant, too, to feel at liberty to eat 

as much as they wanted, without the fear of not 

having any breakfast. 

‘¢What do you suppose Mr. Preston wants of 

me, mother?’’ asked Tom, after he had praised 

the bread and the tea, and had taken off the 

sharp edge of his appetite. 

‘‘T am sure I cannot tell. It is for some good 

purpose, however, I have no doubt.” 

“T guess it is to give you some more money, 

or to send another basket of good things to 

mother,’’ guessed Mary. 

“‘T guess you do not know anything about it,”’ 

said Tom,
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“There is no use in guessing,’ said their 

mother. ‘You will know for certain, very soon.” 

“The supper over, the table was soon cleared, 

and they sat around the stove for some time, 

enjoying its pleasant warmth, and talking over, 

again and again, the events of the day and the 

prospects for the future. Mrs. Jones could not 

but feel that brighter days were in store for her. 

‘‘But whatever they may be,’’ she said, ‘we 

have learned a lesson which we must never 

forget. It is always best to do right. Suppose 

we had kept the five dollars, and spent it, we 

should not have gained such help and such a 

friend as we have now, and we should always feel 

as though we had done wrong. You would have 

been afraid, every day, of meeting Mr. Preston 

and of having him ask you for the money.” 

“Yes. I know that mother. But he didn’t 

know that I had the money.” 

‘But you knew it, and that was enough.” 

“Do you really suppose, mother, that the Lord 

did help us because we did right?” 

‘*He helped us in doing right. If you had not 

returned the money, He could not have put it 

into Mr. Preston’s heart to help us, because he 

would have known nothing about us.”’ 

‘‘But supposing the man had taken the money
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and had not cared to help us,’’ said Tom, who 

was at that age when there is a disposition to 
doubt, and a desire to reason out every question. 

“Then we should have had the reward of 
doing right, which is better than any other.” 

“Well, it certainly was best in this case,”’ 
said Tom. And it certainly will be in all cases, 
his mother replied. ‘Honesty and truth are 
always the best.’’ 

The lesson made a deep impression upon both 
the children, and had a great influence upon their 
lives. 

They had a sweet sleep that night, and they 
enjoyed their breakfast as much as their supper. 
The thought that it had not been obtained at any 
sacrifice of truth or honesty made it sweet. It 
seemed, also, to be a gift of the Lord and a 
reward for well-doing. 

Tom was at his place, bright and early. He 
felt more confidence than ever in asking for 
custom. He had no fear that any one could 
accuse him of keeping what did not belong to 
him. He had plenty of custom, and was quite 
busy. But he kept a bright look out for Mr. 
Preston, and about the same time of day as 
usual, he saw him coming. He wanted to run 
up to him and thank him for his kindness to
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his mother, but he was afraid the gentleman 
might not like it. He was busily engaged in 
talking with another man, and did not notice the 
young bootblack. 

Tom saw he was going by, and he felt a little 
disappointed. But he thought it would be right 
to advertise his own business. . So he called out, 

in a clear and pleasant tone, ‘‘ Black yer boots, 

sir? Make ’em shine!’’ 
‘‘Here you are, Tom. Still working at your 

trade, I see,’’ said Mr. Preston. ‘‘I didn’t know 

but you wouldn’t stop work a few days and 

enjoy yourself.”’ 
‘No sir; I thank you. I can’t do that. May 

I black your boots ?’’ 
“Yes. I think they need it.’ 

Tom knelt down and went through with the 
work of polishing the boots very rapidly. He 

felt all the time as though he would like to kiss, 

as well as black them. When he had finished 

his work, Mr. Preston was putting his hand in 

his pocket for some change, when Tom stammered 
out, “If you please, sir, don’t pay me: I want 
—I’d rather’’—his lips quivered, and his eyes 
filled with tears. 

‘‘You are afraid of getting another gold piece, 
are you?’’ said Mr. Preston, pleasantly.
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“No, sir. But—but—if you please’’—here 
Tom broke down again. 

“Well, never mind, boy. I will not pay you 
this morning. You shall have the pleasure of 
making me a present of the service. But you 
won’t forget to come to my office at eleven 
o’clock.”’ 

“No, sir; I will be there at the time.’’ 
The gentleman who was talking with Mr. 

Preston had waited for him, and they walked on 
together. 

Tom, as you can easily imagine, did not forget 
his appointment. Just as the clock struck eleven 
he entered the door of Mr. Preston’s office. 

‘*Prompt as the sun, Tom. Come in and sit 
down.” 

Tom still held his box in his hand, and he 
hesitated a moment, not knowing whether to bring 
it along into the office, or to set it down outside. 
Mr. Preston saw his embarrassment, and, pointing 
to a chair, he said, ‘‘Sit down there, and put 

your box on the floor beside you.”’ 
Tom obeyed, pulled off his old cap, and twirl- 

ing it around in his hands, and trembling from 
head to foot. 

Mr. Preston then made many inquiries about 
his father and mother; asked him whether he had
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ever been to school, and how he came to be a 

bootblack. 

Tom answered all his questions very clearly, as 
soon as he got over his fright. His answers 
were so direct that Mr. Preston did not doubt 
their truth, He was much pleased with the 
reasons he gave for engaging in the business of 
blacking boots. ‘It was honest, and he had 

capital enough to begin with.”’ 

“T wish every man acted from those prin- 
ciples,’ said he. ‘It is always best to do right 

and make yourself useful.’ 

“Yes, sir. That is what my mother says.’’ 

“Your mother must be a good woman, and 

she shall be taken care of, and you can take care 

of yourself.” 

“TI couldn’t leave my mother and sister, sir,”’ 

said Tom, who seemed to think that Mr. Preston 

meant to say that his mother should be cared for, 

and that he might shirk for himself. 

““No. I did not mean to have you leave your 

mother and sister. You shall live with them, and 

help to support them. I have no business that 

you can do. But I will give you a note to a 

friend of mine, and I think he will give you 

employment. In the mean time, you must get a
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better room to live in, and I will see that it is 

properly furnished, and that you are supported 
until you can support yourselves. I spoke to a 
gentleman about you this morning; and I was to 
send you to him at twelve o’clock. Here is the 
note, and it will be twelve by the time you get 
there. Call again, to-morrow, and I will assist 

you in getting a better room for your mother, 
and help you to move into it.’’ 

The note was short, but much to the purpose. 
It was as follows :— 

Dear Sir :— 

The bearer of this ts Thomas Fones, the boy I 
spoke to you about this morning. He has four of 
the very best qualifications for a business man. He 
1s HONEST, TRUTHFUL, DESIRES TO BE USEFUL, and 

has A GOOD MOTHER. 

Very Truly 

Yours, 

Witiiam PRESTON. 

Tom took the note, and was accepted. His 

wages were rather small at first; but he worked 

his way up gradually and surely. He soon 

earned enough for his own and his mother’s 

support, and had sufficient left to send his sister
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to school. He finally became the head of a large 

business house, and a very useful man in society. 

The gold piece was never spent. He always 

said it was the most valuable natural possession 

he ever had, and he would not part with it at 
any price. It always reminded him of his 

mother’s words, when he was so strongly tempted 
to spend it, “ Zt zs always best to do right.’ He 
took this for his motto in business and in all his 

relations in life, and he found it to be of the 

greatest use to him and always to be true. 

 



  

NO ADMITTANCE EXCEPT ON 

BUSINESS. 

A beet 

     
   
oy ATHER, what did they put ‘No admit- 
He tance except on business,’ over one of 

the doors of the factory we visited yes- 

°% terday, for?’’ said Walter White. 

“*To prevent people who had no busi- 

ness from coming in and lounging about, I 

suppose,’’ said his father. ‘‘ There are a great 

many idle and inquisitive people who are always 

ready to pry into the business of others, and 

trouble them with their presence and impertinent 

questions.” 
“JT don’t see what harm it does to ask 

questions. You always told me that it is the true 

way to learn.’’ said Walter.
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‘“*So it is,’ replied his father; ‘‘ but there is a 
right and wrong time to ask questions, and a 
right motive and a wrong motive for asking 
them. If you were doing anything that was very 
difficult, and required all your attention, would 
you like to have some busybody begin to ask you 
questions and get in your way?”’ 

“*No, sir, of course I should not. It might 
confuse me so much that I could not succeed in 
what I was trying to do.”’ 

*“That is a very good reason, and is a suffi- 
cient cause for the words over the door. In 
almost all kinds of business, there are some 

things to be done which require the greatest care, 
and a slight interruption might spoil the whole 
work. But there are other reasons quite as good. 
If many persons came in and lounged about, 
they would be in the way. They might knock 
something over and do much damage. They 
would, also, take up some of the time of the 
workmen, and that would be an injury to the 
workmen or their employers.”’ 

‘*T can see now that it is a very good rule,”’ said 
Walter, ‘‘and when I have a shop or a factory I 
will have the words painted over all the doors.”’ 

‘‘Perhaps you had better put them up now,” 
said his father. 

>
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‘TI can’t, because I have no factory.” 

*T thought you had a very nice one, where 
you manufacture a great many important things.” 

“Why, father, you know I have not; I am 
not old enough to make anything that is worth 
much. Do tell me what you mean.” 

“Just at that time a gentleman called to see 
Mr. White, the conversation was interrupted, and 

the explanation was not given. His father had 
had to leave home immediately, and did not 

return for many days. His long absence gave 
Walter plenty of time to puzzle over what his 
father meant. 

He had a little chest of tools which his father 

had given him, and a bench in one corner of 
the shed, where he used to work sometimes, 
and make such little things as he could. The 
winter before, he made a sled on which he 

could draw wood into the house, and coast, and 

sometimes he drew his sister to school on it, 
when the snow was too deep for her to walk. 

A little while after Mr. White had gone, 
Walter went into the shed and was_ looking 
around, all the time thinking of what his father 
had said. ‘Factory! I am sure I have no 
factory, unless this is it. Oh, I guess it is this 
Bas. M. G
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corner of the shed, for I do make some things 
here.”’ 

The idea that this corner was the factory his 
father referred to, now took full possession of 
him. Surely it must be this, for he had no 
other. But new doubts and difficulties soon 
arose. 

“J can’t put ‘No admittance’ over the door,’’ 
he said to himself, ‘because I have no door. 
It would be very funny, too, if I had a door 
and should put up such a notice, for nobody 
comes in but Trip and Jennie, and I always like 
to have them come, though they do bother me 
sometimes. But if I had a door I would put up 
the notice, just for the fun of the thing, and see 
what you would say to that, Master Trip.” 

Trip discovered that Walter was speaking to 
him, and, glad to have a little notice taken of 
his dogship, he jumped up and gave a joyous 
bark. 

*“You would say that, would you? But I 
shouldn’t let you in, if you did, because you 
would interrupt and trouble me.’’ 

Trip gave another bark, and then ran out to 
see if he could find any cause for the notice his 
master had taken of him. 

Walter was soon in a brown study to discover
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some way to manage his “No admittance.’ If 
he had a little room and a door, there would be 

no difficulty about it. But he had neither, and 

he must contrive some other way for he was an 
enthusiastic and persevering boy, and when he 
had once determined on anything, he kept at it 
until it was done. He wanted, if possible, to 

have it all arranged before his father returned. 

He thought, at first, that he would make a little 

room, but that was too much of an undertaking, 

and his father might not like it, as it might be 

in the way. 
While he was absorbed in attempting to solve 

the difficult problem of putting ‘‘No admittance’ 

over his door when he had no door and no 

room, Trip came rushing in again to see why 

Walter did not come out and have a play with 

him. Not being noticed, he jumped upon him 

and barked, to call his attention. 

“There, Trip you good-for-nothing fellow, 

you have interrupted me, and spoilt the plan I 

was just going to make. I shall turn you out, 

sir, and put up a notice, and then you will not 

be allowed to come in unless you have a special 

business, of great importance. Do you hear? 

Now go away, and don’t come again until you 

are called.”’
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Trip evidently heard him, but whether he 

understood or not he never told. Finding that 
Walter was not going out, however, he went 
away and amused himself with trying to catch 
butterflies, and left his master absorbed in his 

knotty problem. 

“Oh now I have it!’ cried Walter, “I will 

make a large chalk-mark on the floor, and then 

I will get a piece of smooth board, and print on 

it ‘No admittance inside the mark, except on 

business.’ Then I can nail up the board, and 
I shall be fixed.” 

The great problem was solved, and now he 
proceeded immediately to put it in practice. He 

soon found a smooth piece of board about the 

right size. He had no paint or brush, and he 

was quite put to his wits, to find anything to 

make the letters with. But ‘where there is a 
will there is a way.’’ He found some tar and 
grease with which his father greased the wagon, 
and with a stick he soon painted the notice in 

large, but not very handsome letters,— 

‘““No ADMITTANCE INSIDE THE Mark, Except 

on Bustness.’’ Then he nailed up the sign on 

the side of the shed over his work-bench, where 

every one could see it. He then took some
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chalk and made a broad mark around the bench, 
leaving space enough to work in. 

He had just finished the mark, and was con- 
templating his success with great delight, when 
Trip came bounding in to see what kept his 
master so long. He rushed over the mark 
without any ceremony, and began to caper 
around in the most winning way, when Walter 
cried out,— 

“Take care, sir; don’t you see the sign? 
You can’t come in here any more unless you 
have special business.”’ 

Trip looked up to Walter’s face with a most 
anxious and inquiring expression, as though he 
really wanted to understand him. 

‘‘Look there, sir,’’ said Walter, ‘‘do you see 

that?’ pointing to the sign. ‘‘That says, ‘No 
admission except on business.’ ’’ 

Trip looked up to the place where Walter 
pointed, and gave a loud bark, as- much as to 
say, ‘‘ All right; I always come on business.”’ 

When Mr. White came home, Walter told 

him what he had done, and asked him if that 
was not the factory he meant. 

His father was much pleased at his ingenuity. 
“You have managed it admirably,’’ he said,
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“but I never thought of the shed as your 
factory.” 

Walter was now in greater doubt than ever. 
He was quite sure that he had nothing else 
that was anything like a factory, and he told his 
father so in a very decided manner. 

“Yes you have a much better factory than 
that, in which you can make the most beautiful 
and precious things in the world; and it is of 
the greatest importance that no one should go 
in and disturb you while you are at your work.” 

“IT am sure I cannot understand what you 
mean,’’ said Walter. ‘It must be a joke.” 

‘“No, it is not,’’ his father replied. ‘But I 

do not wish to tell you now. If you think about 
it, and discover it yourself, it will be of more 

use to you than it will be to have me tell you.”’ 
“Tt am sure I can never find out what you 

mean.”’ 
“Don’t be discouraged; keep on the look out, 

and if you don’t learn by Saturday, I will tell 
you.” 

Walter’s curiosity was much excited, and his 
patience was sorely tried. He lost all interest 
in his new shop, and Jennie and Trip and all 
other intruders came and went as usual without 
any regard in the terrible warning. He watched
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himself, and tried to think of everything he did. 
But he could not discover in what way he was a 

manufacturer. But yet all that his father had 

said was quite true. Can any of my _ readers 
think? I presume they are all engaged in the 

same business, whatever else they may be doing. 

Walter, as you perceive, was an observing 
boy, and old enough to have the care of some 
things, and he helped his father and mother 
very much, and tried to make himself useful, 

as all good boys and girls do. His special 

business was feeding the chickens, and hunting 
the eggs, an employment most children are 
delighted to engage in. 

The next day after the conversation we have 
just related, he found an egg without any shell. 
Nothing but a little white, soft skin covered it. 
He brought it in as a great curiosity, and 
showed it to his father. 

‘‘T know what is the matter,’’ said his father, 

‘**you have not ae the hens any lime, lately, 
and it is all gone.” 

‘“‘T don’t think it can be,’’ said Walter, ‘ for 

it seems but a little while since I gave them as 
much as a bushel, I should think.’’ 

“Well, go and see,’’ said his father. 
It was the spring of the year, and the hens
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were all shut up in the hen-house to keep them 

from scratching up the seeds in the garden. 

Walter went to the hen-house, and, sure enough, 

all the lime had disappeared. He was much 

surprised that his father could tell this from the 

egg, and he was very curious to know how he 

did it. 
‘Well, how is it??? asked his father, when 

Walter came back. 
“Tt is all gone,’’ Walter replied. ‘‘But how 

could you tell from the egg?” . 
‘‘The egg had no shell, because the hen had 

no materials to make it with. Hens always make 

nice white boxes to put up their eggs in, when 

they have anything to make them of. They 

make them of lime and other earthy substances, 

and when they have none of these materials, they 

are obliged to do them up in paper, like the 

one you showed me.”’ 

This was a new idea to Walter, and it set him 

to thinking. After a few minutes’ silence he 

asked,— 

‘‘Do hens manufacture eggs?”’ 
“Yes, certainly. How could they lay them if 

they did not make them ?”’ 
‘‘Then I suppose they must have a factory, 

and it must be a very queer one, too.”’
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“Certainly, they have a factory, and it is a 

truly wonderful one, and it is very important that 

nothing should enter it, except upon business.”’ 

“There is not much danger, I guess,” said 

Walter, with a smile. 

“There is great danger,’ his father replied, 

‘‘and the strictest watch is kept to guard against 

it.” 
Well, I haven’t such a factory.”’ 

‘No, not exactly like it; but very much like 

it, too. You don’t make eggs, but you make 

other things quite as wonderful. You make 

bones, and muscles, and skin, and all the organs 

in your body.” 
‘‘But I don’t see where the factory is,’’ said 

Walter. 
“It is in your stomach,”’ said his father. 

“Ts that the factory you meant?” 
“That is one of them.”’ 

‘One of them! Have I more than one?”’ 

“Yes, several. The stomach is where the 

rough work is done.”’ 
“‘T don’t see any need of putting up a notice 

to people, or anything else, forbidding them to 

enter, for there is no chance to do it,’’ said 

Walter. 
“You are greatly mistaken. Almost all the



106 NO ADMITTANCE, ETC. 

pains, and aches, and sickness people suffer, are 

caused by things entering into this factory, which 

have no business there. Do you remember a 

little boy who ate so many green apples one day 

that he was sick, and his father had to send for 

the doctor ?”’ 

“‘Oh, yes, sir, I remember that very well,” 

Walter replied. “I don’t think I shall forget 

that very soon.” 

“And don’t you remem—”’ 

“Oh, yes,’’ interrupted Walter, who did not 

care to have any more instances of his admitting 

visitors into his work-shop, who had no business 

there, ‘“‘I understand it very well now; everybody 

has a factory where the most wonderful things 

are made. Even Trip has one, and it is of the 
greatest importance that nothing should enter 

which has no business there. But I don’t see 
how you are going to put up the notice.’ 

“That is easy enough,’ his father replied, 

‘‘much easier than it was for you to put up your 

notice in the shed. And you can not only put 
up a notice, but you can set a guard and arrest 
everything which attempts to enter.” 

“Could I have it printed on my forehead ?”’ 

asked Walter, with a quiet laugh.
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** Not on your forehead, but inside it,’’ said his 

father. ‘‘ You can form a resolution not to eat 
too much of anything, however good it may be, 
and not to permit anything to enter your mouth 
which has no business there. And you can put 

it where it can be seen by your own thoughts 

whenever you are eating, and then you can look 
at it. You must remember, also, that no sub- 

stance has any business in the factory where you 
make bones, and muscles, and nerves, and such 

beautiful and delicate organs as the eye and ear, 
that would interrupt or injure the work. Many 
people are ruined by not putting up this notice, 
and seeing that it is obeyed. Thousands of men 
become drunkards and gluttons, and many more 
people injure their health and waste their money 
by using tobacco, and opium, and other poisonous 
substances, which have no business in the beauti- 

ful workshop of the body, and never ought to be 
admitted. I hope you will put up the notice 
where your own thoughts can always see it, and 
rigidly enforce its observance. If you do, you 
will find it one of the most useful lessons you 
ever learned. 

‘“‘This is not the only factory, however, you 
have; nor is it the most important one. But I 

cannot tell you about it now. When I have time
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we will have another talk upon the subject. In 
the meanwhile, put up the notice and enforce it.” 

Walter was much delighted and impressed with 
the idea of the factory, which was quite a new 
one to him, and he resolved to do as his father 
told him. But he was quite as much puzzled as 
ever to know what other factory he had, and what 
things, so much more precious than his bodily 
organs, were made in it. 

A few weeks after this conversation Walter 
came home from school with a cloud on his face 
and vexation in his heart. His father saw that 
he had met with some unusual trial, and calling 
him to his side and taking him by the hand, he 
said : 

‘“* What is the matter, my son? You look cross 
and unhappy.” 

‘I don’t feel very pleasant,’’ replied Walter, in 
in angry tone. ‘‘I have only just now returned 
from school.’’ 

‘What kept you so late?’ 

‘“The teacher,’ said Walter, with indignant 
emphasis. 

‘The teacher !’’ answered his father, with some 
surprise, but with a comical look, for he saw, at 
once, what the difficulty was. ‘‘Does he like
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your company so well that he keeps you after 
school to enjoy it?” 

**T don’t know how much he likes my company, 
but I don’t like his very much, especially after 
school-hours. John and I were going to the hill 
to-night after school, to get some wild flowers, 
and I think it is too bad to be kept in school till 
it was almost dark.”’ 

““What did he keep you for?” his father 
inquired again, in a more earnest tone. 

‘Because I did not get my lesson.”’ 
“‘Oh, that was the cause,’’ was it 2’’ 
“Yes, sir. But I don’t think I was to blame; 

I tried to get it.”’ 
‘“Was the lesson so very difficult, that you 

could not learn it ?’’ 
“No, sir. It did not seem to be very hard. I 

don’t know why I didn’t get it. I studied it all 
the morning.” 

‘Well, that is very strange. I thought you 
could get almost any lesson when you really 
tried. I saw you with your book in your hand 
when I went away; but I met Charles Hubbard 
coming this way, and I should not be surprised 
if he was the cause of all the difficulty.”’ 

‘No, sir, he was not. He only stayed a 
moment. He came to ask me if I would not go
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after wild flowers with him, after school, and then 

he went away immediately.” 
“Ah! I see the cause of the whole trouble, 

now. It is a clear cause. You didn’t put up 
your sign.”’ 

“Sign! What sign?’ asked Walter, with 
some surprise. 

‘*Have you forgotten, so soon, about the sign 
we saw at the factory, and the resolution you 
made to put one up over the door of your 
factory ?”’ 

‘““Oh! You mean, ‘No Admittance except on 
business!’ Yes, sir, I remember that very well; 

but I don’t see what that has to do with my 
failure to get my lesson.” 

‘**Didn’t Charles come to see you ?”’ 
Yes, sir. But he had business.”’ 

‘“‘Well, after he went away, did you have no 
other visitors ?”’ 

““No, sir. Not one.’’ 

“Are you quite sure?”’ 
“Yes, sir; I am certain. Not a single person 

came into the room after Charles went away.”’ 
“I have no doubt you think so, but, if the 

truth was known, I think we should find that the 

hill came down to see you, or you went up to 
see the hill.’
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“‘T did not leave the room until it was time to 
go to school; and the hill couldn’t come down 

to see me, and, if it did, I think it would have 

found it rather difficult to get into the library,” 

said Walter, with a smile. 

‘“Yes, in one sense, I suppose it would be so; 

but in another, perhaps not. Didn’t you begin 

to think about the flowers, and the pleasant time 

you would have? Didn’t you imagine yourself 

on the hill with the boys, running from place to 

place? Didn’t you seem to yourself to be really 
there ?”’ 

“ Well— yes, sir—I suppose I did,’’ Walter 

replied, in a hesitating way. ‘‘Indeed, I was 

sure we should have a very pleasant time; and 

we should, if the teacher hadn’t kept me in.” 

‘Then it seems you must have had a great 

number of visitors, and have wandered away to 

the hill before you went to school, instead of 

waiting until after it was out. I am not surprised 

that you did not get your lesson. I don’t see 

how you could do it with so many intruders, 

who certainly had no business with you when 

you were studying. If you had kept them out, 

and all other intruders also you could have 

learned your lesson, could you not?’’ 

‘*T suppose so,’’ said Walter, rather reluctantly.
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‘But I didn’t know that thoughts were any 
body.”’ 

“They seem to have prevented you from 
getting your lesson, whether they were anybody 
or not. If you had put up the notice over the 
door, I am quite certain you would have had 
your lesson.”’ 

‘What! over the door of the library? I 
don’t see how that would prevent the hills, or 
the thoughts about them, from coming in.”’ 

“I did not mean to have you put up the 
notice over the door of the room you sat in, but 
over the doors of the room where your thoughts 
were.”’ 

‘“My thoughts are in my mind; that is not a 
room, and has no doors; so I can’t put up any 
notice.”’ 

‘*Oh, yes, you can. Your mind is a room; or 

a house with many rooms, and many doors and 
windows, and visitors are coming and going all 
the time.” 

‘“What are the doors? I should like to see 
them.”’ 

**Your eyes and ears, and every spot on your 
whole body are doors.’’ 

**Do you mean the senses ?’’ 
“Yes. They are all doors, through which
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things from without enter the mind; and_ the 
eyes are the windows of the mind, through 

which it looks out into the world.’’ 

‘Well, I never thought of that before. But 

I don’t see how I could put up the notice. 
Could I write it on a piece of paper, and stick 
the paper on my ears, or over my eyes?” 

‘*No, that wouldn’t do much good. You must 

think it up. Resolve that you will think of 
nothing but your lessons while you are studying 
them. That is the way to put up the notice in 
your mind.”’ 

“But if I do resolve not to let them, the 

thoughts will come in just the same. They 

won’t mind the warning.”’ 

‘Yes, they will. Not one of them will dare to 
come in unless you pull down the sign. If you 

let them come in, you break your resolution, and 
that is pulling down the sign.” 

‘‘Why, father, they slip in so slyly that I 
don’t notice them, and before I know it, they 

lead me far away from my lesson.”’ 

‘Oh, you leave the door open, and take down 

the sign; I am sure of that; and then you 

neglect or spoil your work.”’ 

“Spoil it! I don’t see how that can be! I 
Bas. M. ; H
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am not making anything. My mind isn’t a 
factory, is it?” 

‘“*Yes, indeed, it is. It is one of the most 

wonderful and beautiful factories in the world. 
‘*What is made there, father 2’’ 

‘*All your ideas are made there; all your 

thoughts and affections, and all your happiness 
and misery.” 

‘*I didn’t know that we made our thoughts. 
I supposed they just came from others, and from 
books, and from everything around us.”’ 

‘‘The materials come from others, and from 

the world around, but the thoughts are made in 

the mind; and unless we get good materials we 

cannot make good thoughts.” 
‘*T don’t see how it makes any difference what 

kind of materials we have. Can’t we think just 
what we please ?”’ 

‘“No. Wecannot make a thought of any kind 
unless we have something to make it of. And 

then its form and quality will depend upon the 
materials.”’ 

‘‘T suppose it must be so, then, but I can’t 

see how it is. It seems to me as though we 

could think what we pleased.”’ 
‘‘ Well, suppose we try it,’’ said his father, 

putting his hand into his pocket and taking it
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out again, and holding it closed before Walter. 
‘‘Now make a thought out of what I have in 
my hand,” he said. 

Walter began to guess—‘‘I have made an 
idea of a pencil. 2 

‘“No; it is not a pencil.’’ 
“Now I have made an idea of a knife.” 
“No; it is not a knife.’’ 

“*Now I have an idea of money.” 
‘*No; it is not money.”’ 

“Well, I give it up. I can’t make anything 
out of it.” 

‘‘Now I will open my hand, and see what 
you can make. There!’’—opening his hand— 
‘‘what can you make of that?’’ 

‘‘Why, father, there is not anything in your 
hand. No wonder I could not guess.”’ 

“Ts not that what I told you? You can’t 
make ideas out of nothing. If I had held a 
knife in my hand, you would have made the idea 

of a knife, if you knew what I had. If I had 
shown you an apple, you would not have made 
an idea of a pear.”’ 

‘‘T should like to make an idea of a good 
Bartlett pear, and taste it, too,’’ said Walter, 

with a smile. 
‘Suppose you should eat a pear, would it
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not make a different idea of taste from what 
would be formed if you should eat an apple?”’ 

“Certainly it would; and it would be a much 
pleasanter idea than if it was an apple or a 
potato.”’ 

‘““Now you see, don’t you, that we must have 
materials, or we cannot make ideas; and _ the 
kind of ideas we make will depend upon the 
materials ?”’ 

“Yes, sir; that seems plain enough now.”’ 
“Well, when you are trying to make one kind 

of ideas, if the wrong materials are thrown into 
your factory, does it not interrupt and disturb 
you?”’ 

“Yes, sir, I suppose so. But I don’t think I 
quite understand you.”’ 

‘“‘Suppose you are making a sled, and while 
you were engaged in the work I should come 
into your factory and throw down a great 
quantity of stones, and axes, and other things, 
upon your lumber and tools, wouldn’t it interrupt 
and hinder you, so that you could not go on with 
your work ?”’ 

‘**Of course it would.” 
“Well, then, when you are studying your 

lessons, which is just the same thing as trying 
to make ideas about arithmetic, or any other
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subject, if other materials are thrown into the 

factory, you are hindered and prevented from 
doing your work. When you were trying to 
make ideas about England from the materials in 
your geography, this morning, Charles came and 

set you to doing something else. The hills, and 

the trees, and the flowers came crowding in and 

covered up your other materials, and you 

couldn’t make any ideas about England; and 

your work was not done. Do you see it now?” 

“Ves, sir, I think I do!’ 

**When you are manufacturing ideas upon any 

subject, you must not permit your workshop to 

be lumbered up with materials you cannot use; 

and you must not let anybody who has no 

business come in.”’ 
“But they will come in. I cannot keep them 

out.” 
‘‘No, they won’t, unless you let them. You 

must put up your notice in the form of a good 

resolution; and when you catch anybody coming 

in who has no business there, you must not begin 

to talk with him. You must pitch him out with- 

out waiting a moment, and go on with your 

work.” 
This idea pleased Walter very much, and he 

promised his father that he would put up the
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notice when he began to get his lessons again, 
and he would try to keep out all intruders. 

The bell now rang for tea, and nothing more 
was said upon the subject that night. 

The next morning, when the time came to 
study, or to manufacture ideas, as Walter now 

delighted to call it, he said to all his thoughts, 
““Now I am going to work, and no one must 
interrupt me. There is the sign over the door, 
‘No Admittance except on business.’ I am 
going to lock the door, too, with a good resolu- 
tion, and I don’t think any intruders can get in.”’ 

Then he began to study his lessons with all 
his might. But he had not been studying long, 
before he heard a terrible barking in the yard. 

‘‘Now what is the matter with Trip, I 
wonder?’? And he was just on the point of 
going to the window to see, when he thought of 
his resolution. He instantly said, ‘‘Get out! 
you naughty dog. You have no business in my 
factory.”’ 

Then he began to think how Trip got in. “I 
see, now,” he said to himself; ‘‘he slipped in at 
the ears. I forgot to put a notice up at that 
door, but I will do it now. There; now come in 
if you dare.’’ So saying, he went to work with 
all his might. But he had not studied long
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before a fly lit on his nose. ‘Ho, you rascal; 

you want to get in, do you? Tl teach you 
better than that.’’ So saying, he hit his nose a 
hard rap to kill the fly. The fly was too quick 
for him, however, and he only hurt himself. 
Then he felt of his nose a moment, and began 
to think what a bother the flies were, and to 

wonder why they were created. So the fly got 
into his workshop after all, and interrupted his 
work for some minutes. As soon as Walter 
perceived this, he said, ‘“‘You cunning thing! 
You have slipped in without my noticing it, and 
have stolen five minutes of my time; but you 
shall have no more.’”’ And again he went to 
work in earnest. 

He was interrupted again, several times, 
before he had finished his work; but he was so 
prompt and resolute in turning intruders out, that 
he succeeded in learning his lessons very well, 
and when it was time to go to school, he went 
off in a very happy mood, because he had 
finished his work. 

He found it pretty difficult during the day to 
keep all those, who had no business, out of the 

workshop of his brain; but he succeeded pretty 
well, and in the whole it was a very pleasant 
day.
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When his father came home at night he saw 

at once by Walter’s bright and happy face that 

he had learned his lessons, and it pleased him 

very much. 
‘““Well, Walter, how have you got along at 

school to-day?’ he asked, with a pleasant smile. 

“‘Oh, very well, father. I have been making 

London, besides a great many other things, and 

my teacher said I made it right.” 

‘Making London! That is a large city for a 

little boy to make in one day. It has taken a 

great many hundred years, and many millions of 

people to make it, and how could you make it 

in one day?” 
“T made it in my thought-factory. It is much 

easier to make cities there than to make them on 

the earth.”’ 
This pleased his father very much, and he 

said, “I think you must have put up your notice 

and kept all intruders out.’’ 

“Yes, sir, I tried to; but they would slip in 

sometimes. As soon as I found them, however, 

I turned them out, and locked the door. But 

there are so many doors in the factory that it is 

very hard to guard them all.” 

“Yes, there are a great many doors, that we 

may have a good supply of every variety of
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materials to manufacture thoughts, and affections, 
and happiness with. 

After that, Walter always called his mind his 
workshop or factory, and studying he called 
making ideas. When he went into his factory he 
would shut all the doors, and put up the notice, 
‘“No Admittance except on business,’ in the 
form of a good resolution to think of nothing but 
his studies, and he found he could learn much 
faster and easier than ever before. 

Walter succeeded so well in getting his lessons, 
when he put up his notice and kept all intruders 
out, that his discovery proved to be a very use- 
ful one to him. He found that the difficulty in 
getting his lessons did not consist so much in 
the lesson itself, as he had always supposed, as 
in fixing his mind upon it. So many idle 
thoughts came in to disturb him, and lead his 

attention away to something else, that only a 
small part of the time, spent with his book in 
his hand, was given to study. He found he 
could learn more in half an hour of hard study, 
when he gave his whole attention to it, than he 
could in two or three hours, when he suffered all 

kinds of thoughts about his plays and companions 
to come in and disturb and waste his time. 

He was also much pleased with the idea that
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his mind was a workshop, and that he was 

always manufacturing something useful when he 
was getting his lessons. This encouraged him to 
think more about his studies, and increased his 

interest in them. He took great delight in work- 
ing in his thought-factory, as he called it, and 

in collecting suitable materials far manufacture. 

Study was not so irksome as before, and his 
progress was much more rapid. 

But he had not learned all about his factory 

yet. The mind is much more wonderfully formed 

than the body, and has many more rooms in it. 

And it is very important to guard all of them 

against intruders, as Walter soon found out. 

About a half a mile from the school-house, 

there was a clear and beautiful stream of water, 

with deep eddies in it, where the boys used to 
bathe. 

Walter had not yet learned to swim, and his 
parents had told him that he must never go into 
the water to bathe, without their leave. But 

they did not forbid him to do this because they 
wanted to prevent him from bathing; but they 
knew how rash boys often are, when they go 
into the water together, and they were afraid he 
might be drowned. 

Walter was a very good and obedient boy,
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and his parents put great confidence in him. 

But he was by no means perfect; and he could 
not do good works, when he permitted bad boys 
to come into his factory. 

One very warm day, some of the boys formed 
a plan, at recess in the afternoon, to go to the 

eddy, after school, and bathe. Several of the 

boys were Walter’s companions, and they urged 
him to join them. 

“IT can’t,’ he said. ‘My father will not let 
me.”’ 

“¢Qh, never mind that,’’ said Charles Hubbard; 

“he will never know it.”’ 
‘*And we shall have lots of fun,’’ said James. 
“Tt is so hot, it will do us good,’’ said another. 

““Come,”’ said Charles; ‘we are all going. I 

don’t believe your father would care anything 
about it, if you did go. Besides, he will never 
know it.’’ 

“If you don’t learn to swim,’’ said James, 

“you will never know how. And some time you 
may be capsized in a boat, or a steamboat may 

blow up and you will be ‘drowned, because you 
cannot swim. My father says he wants to have 
me learn.”’ 4 

The bell now rung, and the boys went into 

school,
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Now Walter had something to do, which tried 

him very much. It was his duty to obey his 
father. But he had opened the door of his 
factory, and admitted a great many thoughts 
which had no business there. After he had 
taken his seat, he kept thinking over the matter, 
and trying to make up his mind. He wanted to 
go with the boys, very much, and he did not 
‘want to disobey his parents. Sometimes he 
thought he would go, and then he determined 

he would not. His mind was much disturbed by 
these conflicting thoughts and feelings; and, 

when the school was out, he hardly knew what 
he would do. He thought he would go home. 
But he wanted to go with the boys. 

As soon as the boys were out of doors, they 
all gathered around him and cried, ‘Come, 

Walter; come on. We'll have a splended time.” 

“No. Ican’t,” he said. ‘I am going home.”’ 
‘‘Oh, pshaw! Come along. What’s the use in 

being so particular ?’’ said James. 

Walter turned away to go home. But his 
mind was in a state of great confusion. Some 
voices in it said, ‘‘go,’’ and some said “don’t 

go.” The good influences were about to gain 
the victory, when Charles came up to him, and, 
putting his hand on his shoulder, said,—
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“Come, Walter. Go up to the eddy with us, 
and see us swim. You needn’t go in, if you 
don’t want to.” 

This decided the question. There is certainly 
no harm, he thought, in going to see the boys 
swim. So they all ran off together. Walter sat 
down upon the bank, while the boys undressed 
and jumped into the water. 

They had a delightful time, diving and swim- 
ming, and splashing the water upon each other. 
Walter enjoyed looking on for a few moments. 
But he wished he was in the water with them. 
And every little while some one would call out 
to him, ‘Oh, come in. Don’t be such a fool.’’ 

After a while, Walter thought he would pull 
off his stockings and shoes, and roll up his 
trousers, and wade around near the shore. But 

this was only an aggravation. He felt more 
inclined to go in than before. Finally he thought 
he would pull off his clothes and just wade in. It 
would be about the same as wading with his 
trousers rolled up. Besides, there would be no 
danger of getting his clothes wet, and it wouldn’t 
be exactly bathing. 

So he undressed, and went into the water. 

‘‘Hurrah!’’ shouted the boys. ‘‘ Here comes 
Walter, after all.”
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‘*Come in here,’’ said Charles, “and I will 
show you how to swim.” 

“No, no; I am only going to wade around 
here a little. I undressed because I was afraid I 
should get my clothes wet.’’ 

**Oh, come on. It isn’t deep out here. There 
is no fun in paddling around there in the edge 
of the water,’’ cried James. 

But Walter was resolute in his purpose and 
kept near the shore, though he went in a little 
deeper than before. 

After a while, some of the boys whispered to 

each other, and formed a plan to catch Walter 
and bring him where the water was up to his 
neck. So they quietly gathered around him, and 
two or three of the stronger ones, seizing him by 
his arms, dragged him into deeper water. 

“*Oh, don’t, don’t,’’ cried Walter. <‘‘Let me 
alone; I don’t want to go in bathing.” 

‘*We won’t hurt you,’”’ they cried. ‘We are 
going to teach you how to swim.”’ 

Walter struggled with all his might. Some- 
times his head was under the water and_some- 
times out. But it was of no use. The boys 
carried him in where the water was up to his 
chin. Then some of them thought it would be 
a good joke to take him a little farther. As they
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were taller than he, they could do it well enough, 

without any danger. So they went in deeper 
and deeper, splashing and shouting and laughing, 
holding up Walter, who was in the greatest 
terror. 

Without noticing it, they went a little farther 
down the stream than before, where a log had 
been sunk in the bottom of the river. The sand 
had filled up the space toward the shore even 
with the top of the log, while there was a step 
of nearly two feet straight down towards the 
middle of the stream. 

Two of the boys who had hold of Walter 
stepped over the log, and went down over their 
heads under the water. One of them let go his 
hold of Walter, and as soon as he came up he 
began to swim to the shore. The other dragged 
Walter down with him, and they were both 
carried by the current farther out into the river. 

The greatest confusion now prevailed. One 
boy shouted one thing, and another something 
else. In the mean time, poor Walter and James 
were drowning. 

Fortunately the eddy did not extend far down 
the river. Charles had presence of mind enough 
to see that he might catch them by running 
down on the shore, and wading out into the
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stream. Seizing a piece of board and calling 
another boy to help him, he rushed down below 
the eddy, and got into the stream just in time to 
catch them as they came floating down. The 
boys were clinging so fast to each other that 
they could do nothing to help themselves. The 

current was strong, and it was with the greatest 
difficulty that Charles and his companion could 
rescue them. 

As soon as James was released from Walter’s 
hold upon him, and had got the water out of 
his mouth and eyes, and could stand, he waded 
to the shore. But poor Walter had to be carried. 
He had very narrowly escaped drowning. After 
sitting down upon the bank a little while, the 
boys helped him to dress. He was so much 
exhausted by fear and his struggles, and by being 
choked with the water, that he could hardly walk. 

_ Charles and James went home with him, and 
helped him along as well as they could. But 
they made their way slowly, and it was quite late 
when he reached home. 

His father and mother were beginning to be 
very anxious about him, as it was something new 
for him to be so late. 
When he came in, looking very pale, with two 

boys leading him, they were much frightened.
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‘What is the matter?’’ cried his mother; ‘are 

you hurt?” 

“‘No, mother,’? said Walter. ‘I am not hurt. 

But I came very near being drowned.”’ 
‘Drowned ?’’ exclaimed his mother. ‘* How 

could that be?” 
“T will tell you all about it, mother, some 

time. But I can’t now, I am so tired.”’ 

“He was so much exhausted, that he came 

very near fainting. No more questions were 
asked; some restoratives were given him, and he 

was put to bed. 

The boys began to explain how he came into 
the water; but Mr. White told them he preferred 

to hear Walter’s account first, and, thank- 

ing them for bringing him home, he said he 

would see them again about it, and bade them 
good-night. . 

The next day Walter was not able to go to 
school, though he was much stronger and more 
composed. 

He gave a full and correct account of the 
whole affair, without trying to excuse himself in 
the least. His parents were very glad to find 
that he was disposed to do so. And when they 
learned how he was led along, step by step, 
they did not censure him very severely, though 
Bas. M. I
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they tried to show him how he had been led 
astray. 

‘‘It is a clear case,’’ said his father, ‘of neg- 

lect upon your part to put up your notice.” 
““Why, father, I couldn’t prevent the boys 

from talking to me,’’ said Walter. 
‘“No, perhaps not. But that would not have 

done any harm, if you had not listened to them. 
Then, I suppose, other persons came, and con- 
fused your mind, and prevented you from doing 
the good of obedience.”’ 

““No, sir. No one else but the boys said 
anything to me about it.”’ 

‘**Didn’t you feel something drawing you away 
to the river? and didn’t you hear somebody 
making all kinds of excuses for going? When 
they found you would not decide, at once, to go 
into the water, didn’t they say there was no 
harm in going to see the boys bathe ?”’ 

“Yes, I did want to go, very much, and it 
seemed as though I couldn’t help it.’’ 

‘«Those thoughts had no business there. They 
came in by an inside door, and they have done 
all the mischief. As soon as they showed them- 
selves, you ought to have driven them away.”’ 

“T don’t think I quite understand you now,”’ 
said Walter.
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“Evil spirits, as well as bad people, are 
present with us, and they are always trying to 
do us harm. They excite false and _ wicked 
thoughts and feelings; and, if we listen to them 
a moment, they lead us into danger. These are 
the worst ememies we have. They are the 
enemies about which so much is said in the 
Bible. The only way to keep them from harming 
and destroying us, is to shut them out of our 
hearts.”’ 

“How can we do that? It seems to me,’’ 

said Walter, ‘‘that is the hardest place of all to 
put up the notice.”’ 

“You are right. So it is. But you can do 
it.” 

‘Do tell me how. I don’t see,’’ said Walter, 

who was tired, and began to think his factory 

had so many doors that it would be impossible 
to guard them all. 

“There is only one way to keep these enemies 
out, and that is to refuse to listen to them a 

moment. Whenever you feel any inclination to 
do anything wrong, say, ‘No! Clear out! I 
won’t have you in my factory. I won’t hear a 
word from you!’ Shut the door in their faces. 
If you stop to talk with them, or to listen to 
them, they will slip in more and more, and they
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will try to persuade you that they are friends, 

and that there is no harm in what they are 

tempting you to do; and they are so cunning 

they will succeed, if you listen to them.” 

“IT see how they led me on, and deceived me 

about going to the river, and they came very 

near killing me,’’ said Walter. 
“That is just the way they always work. 

They always say, ‘There is no harm in it,’ 

when they want to destroy us.”’ 

Walter was too tired to talk any more, and it 

was time for his father to go to his business. 

So, bidding his little boy good-morning, he left 

him to think over the matter by himself. 

It was a most useful lesson to Walter. He 

delighted to think of his mind as a factory, in 

which the most beautiful thoughts and affections 

could be formed, if no one entered who had no 

business there. He sometimes forgot to keep up 

his sign; and sometimes enemies would slip in, 

under the pretence of being friends. But, when 

he discovered their true character, he became 

quite resolute in turning them out. And when 

they found there was not much chance of getting 

in, they did not trouble him any more. 

We hope all our young readers will regard 

their bodies and minds as a wonderful house or
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factory, created by the Lord, with many doors 
and windows, opening from within and from 
without, for the purpose of admitting the materials 

out of which we can make our happiness, and 
that over every entrance they will put up the 
notice, and always act upon it; 

No Admittance Except on Business. 

 



  

AGLATA’S DREAM 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Oe Poet 

   (ft YOUNG girl had fallen asleep beside the 
i open window, while in the garden below 

her sister was singing a hymn, the 
x refrain of every verse in which was 

‘“‘never-withering flowers.’’ ‘* Those can- 
not be flowers of earth,’ she thought to herself, 
“‘my snowdrops and my primroses have long 
been over and the roses will soon be gone— 
where can they grow, those ‘never-withering 
flowers’ ?” 

While thus reflecting the young Aglaia fell 
asleep—and while she slept she had a beautiful 
dream. It seemed to her that she had wandered 
across some fields, and had come in sight of a 
beautiful city, of which the walls were of dazzling
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brightness, and the gates of which resembled 
pearls. Earnestly did the child desire to reach 

one of those gates, that she might see what was 
within the city. 

She walked on, accordingly, and was soon able 
to see over the walls—the people within the city, 
were walking up and down in happy groups, 
some conversing, some singing. Children were 
among them, at play. Aglaia longed to join the 
citizens of this happy city, but she perceived that | 
they were all clad in white, and all wore crowns 
of flowers. 

Now Aglaia’s own dress had been white, it is 
true, but it was now all spotted and smeared 
with mud, and the maiden understood clearly 
that it would be impossible for her to present 
herself in the city in such a condition. What 
was she to do? She recollected that on her way 
she had passed a river, and she thought that 
perhaps in its waters she might wash the stains 
from her dress. She accordingly betook herself 
thither, took off her dress, and washed it, and 

laid it upon a bank to dry. 

Aglaia began to think now that her garment 
was as white as those of the inhabitants of the 

beautiful city. She accordingly put it on again,
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and then, recollecting the crowns of flowers, and 

seeing a number of poppies in the field where 
she was, gathered some, wove them together, 
and placed the wreath upon her forehead. She 
then turned on her way, and soon again found 
herself at the gates of the beautiful city. But 
presently there came forth from it one whose 
face wore the expression of the deepest sadness. 
Gazing upon the robe which the young maiden 
had been trying to wash, and at the same time 
drawing the gate to again, he said in a grave 
tone to Aglaia— 

‘‘Depart hence! for those canst not come 
hither.”’ 

Then it was, that by the light of the bright 
lustre shed by the radiant city she perceived her 
robe to be still soiled, as well as being torn in 
many places; totally unlike those the dwellers in 
the city had on. 

She took off her garland to examine it, and 
behold all the flowers of which it was woven 
were withered. And it was then she understood 
that the crowns of the blest ones she had seen 
through the gates were all made of “never- 
withering flowers.’’ Bursting into tears, Aglaia
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threw herself upon a bank of moss, and sat 
sobbing for a long time. 

At length there came a Stranger to the weep- 

ing maiden, and said in a voice of ineffable 

tenderness— 

‘‘Why weepest thou, Aglaia?’ 

Raising to His her tearful eyes, she told Him 

all—how she so ardently desired to join the 

happy groups in the beautiful city—how she had 

made every possible effort to render her garment 

white, and how after all she had been refused 

admittance. 

Then bending low that He might be more 

able to hear her least word, the Stranger said— 

‘*‘Shall I wash thy robe for thee, Aglaia?’ 

Looking Him full and earnestly in the face 

she replied ‘“‘yes.”’ 

Then the gracious Stranger led her by the 

hand, but, to her extreme surprise, turned His 

back upon the beautiful city and led her along 

over a rugged and rocky pathway. As she went 

along, she saw that His feet left traces of blood 

on the way, but He stayed not until He had 

arrived at a rock, on the summit of which stood 

a cross. Beneath this cross there was a fountain 

of blood—and it was in that fountain that He



138 AGLAIA’S DREAM. 

laved the soiled garment of the maiden. It 
became of dazzling whiteness, like those of the 

inhabitants of the city. Then, taking her again 

by the hand, He led her towards the city. It 
was then that she recollected that she had no 
crown, and she summoned courage to ask for one. 

‘“Why child,’ He said—‘‘the crowns are not 
given till travellers arrive at the city, for they 
are woven of ‘xever-withering flowers.’”’ 

One doubt and one alone disturbed her mind, 

was it possible that the grave person who had 

refused her admittance before, would do so again ? 
But as they drew nigh the gates, she heard 

voices singing ‘‘lift up your heads, oh ye gates, 

that the King of Glory may come in;’’ and 

immediately the pearly gates open, and led in by 

the King of Glory, Aglaia entered the city. 

Tuere is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign; 

Infinite day excludes the night, 

And pleasures banish pain. 

There everlasting spring abides, 

And never-withering flowers; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides « 

This heavenly land from ours,
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THE WINTER BUTTERCUP. 

N the deep wood, when year was old, ° 
Where balsams wooed the genial air, 

I strayed, and found this bit of gold, 
Lone buttercup in blossom there! 

Through the dank mould and withered leaves 
Its hardy stem sprang green and tall; 

Waved where the pines their healing breathe 
Through long bright days in early fall. 

Did’st thou sleep on, O bonny flower, 
When the sweet month of May had come? 

Nor drank thy cup the fragrant shower 
When birds were mating round thy home? 

Still autumn’s emerald carpet lies 
Around thee, brushed by robin’s wing; 

And thou may’st think these mellow skies 
And halcyon days belong to spring. 

For true it is that sylvan fair 
Are drooping boughs and sunny rills; 

And golden rings the dead oaks wear 
When sun-kissed vapours touch the hills; 

But ah! chill winds that yet delay 
May sweep to-morrow o’er the plain; 

The groaning boughs, snow-laden, sway, 
Old Winter lift his rod again! 

And so I pluck thee, day-star bright, 
Though thou art gem of lonely nook, 

Thy cup the hue of summer light, 
And ev’ry leaf an open book!



  

THE LITTLE RAGGED BOY. 

ZRII 

me 
‘ T was some time ago stated by a gentle- 

man ata public meeting, that a friend of 
his, being in Utrecht, formed an intimacy 
with a magistrate of that city; but he 
had never heard anything of his origin, 

till one day, being at the magistrate’s house, 
surrounded by elegance and comfort of every 
kind, the magistrate said to him, 

*“You see me now, sir, surrounded by every- 

thing in this world that can promote happiness 
and comfort in my old age; but perhaps you 
never heard what I was once?”’ 

““No,”’ said my friend, ‘“‘I never did.”’ 

“Then,’’ said he, ‘‘I will inform you to what 
I owe all my present comfort.”’ 

*‘T was once a ragged, barefooted boy, running 
about on errands in the streets of this city, of 

f     
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which I am now a magistrate, until one day a 

gentleman, who it seems had noticed me before, 

said to me. 
“**My boy, I have often seen you thus wan- 

dering about the streets; I wonder you like it; 

why don’t you try to get some situation? 

“‘T replied, ‘Sir, I don’t know how.’ 

**Can you read?’ 
***No, sir.’ 

**¢ Would you wish to learn ?’ 
‘¢* Ves, sir.’ 

«Then [ll teach you.’ ”’ 
“He took me home, and taught me the letters. 

I was very grateful to my kind teacher, and 

continued to attend until I was able to read. 

““*Now,’ said the gentleman, ‘I’ll teach you 

the commandments of God, and I hope you will 

endeavour to keep them.’ 
“* Ves,’ said I, ‘that I will.” 

“*T hope you will,’ said the gentleman, ‘ but 

I’m afraid you are very blind.’ 

“Thinking he meant literally, I put my fingers 

to my eyes; ‘No, sir,’ said I, ‘I can see very 

well, and I will learn the commandments, and 

keep them to.’ 

««*« Don’t be too confident,’ said the gentleman. 

However, he taught me the commandments, and
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told me I must make them ¢he rule of my life. 
Every evening I examined my conduct by the 
commandments, and every evening I found myself 
uneasy. The more I compared myself with the 
commandments of God, the more I found of my 

deficiency in keeping them, till I prayed earnestly 
to God to grant me His Spirit, who taught me 
to put my whole trust in the Lord Jesus Christ. 
Having adopted the principles of the Gospel, my 
conduct was reformed, my practices were honest, 
in fact my heart was changed. 

‘*And I was happy; I was soon placed in a 
situation of trust, and gradually rose from one 
thing to another, till from the degrading situation 
in which I had been, I was raised to be a 

magistrate of the city.”’ 

  

“A GOOD MAN.OBTAINETH FAVOUR OF THE LORD.” 

  

  

W. NICHOLSON AND SONS, PRINTERS, WAKEFIELD.
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