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THE BOYS WHO COULD 

NOT READ. 

=O 

Cuapter I, 

    é in a small room in one of a 

ie neat row of houses at ‘the 

entrance of a large village, three 

people sat at breakfast—or rather at 

the table, for one, a girl of about 

twelve or thirteen years old, had 

pushed back her chair a little, and was 
busily engaged in needlework. She 

was a short, lively-looking child, 

whose sensible, sedate expression and 

1
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general appearance bore so strong a 

resemblance to her mother, who sat 

near, that the likeness was remark- 

able. 

The third person, a boy of ten years 

. of age, a sturdy, thick-set lad, had an 

obstinate expression of face, but his 

features were not bad, nor by any 

means deficient in intelligence, and this 

expression seemed more the result of 

bad training than natural defect of 

disposition. 

“Come, Phil,” cried his mother, 

“look sharp now—look sharp, and 

don’t go on pottering over your break- 

fast in that way, or you will be late at 

. school, as you were the other morn- 

ing; and then the master will be 

down upon you again, and serve you
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right, too. I have nothing to say 

against it, not I, for why can’t boys 

be early as well as late? There’s 

nothing to prevent them.” 

“J don’t see where’s the use of 

school,” grumbled Phil. 

“Not see where’s the use of school ?” 

repeated the mother, impatiently. 

“Why, the use is to make a decent 

man anda Christian of you, ‘stead 

of only an ignorant savage—that’s 

what school is for; so now be sharp, 

I tell you.” 

“I’m too old for school now,” per- - 

sisted Phil, munching at a huge piece 

of bread and butter. “I’m quite old 

enough to work with father, and 

should like it a deal better than 

sitting stuck up in that horrid room,
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with a lot of fellows all round laugh: 

ing at me.” 

“Yes, it isn’t pleasant for you, I 

know,” replied Mrs. Gage, in a milder 

tone; “but there’s no help for it now; 

you can’t read or write a word, and 

until you do both well I won't let you 

go working. If there is one thing 

more than another I shall through my 

life regret, it is the having let you 

bide all these years with your grand- 

father and grandmother, who allowed 

you to grow up just as you liked, and 

learn nothing. Well, they are gone 
now, dear folks, and so there’s an end 

of it; but you must just try and make 

up for lost time, that’s what you must. 

do.” . 

“ But I can’t learn, it’s such a dread-
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ful bother,” grumbled Phil; “and I 

don’t see there would be any use in it 

if I did either. There’s a plenty don’t 

know how to read, and they get on 

just as well as others that do. Grand- , 

father couldn’t read, and what loss 

was it to him ?” 

“There, do hold your silly tongue,” 

said his mother, angrily; “I can’t 

abide to hear such nonsense. How 

do you know whether others do as 

well without being able to read? 

Is it likely? And for your grand- 

father, many's the time he has told 

me that the bitterest sorrow and loss 

to him through his whole life was the 

not knowing how to read and write. 

See what a use your sister Jane is to 

father, writing all his bills, and keep-
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ing his accounts for him. Not but 

what he is a first-rate scholar himself, 

only he is always so busy. But, come, 

be off now to school, and don’t waste 

more time talking, for I have none to 

spare, I can tell you.” 

Fortunately for Phil, he had learned 

that his mother’s serious moods were 

not to be trifled with, so finishing his 

breakfast, he set off for school. 

“T hate schos!, I do! I don’t see 

a speck of good in it, not I,” he mut- 

tered, as sullenly he trudged along 

with his one book under his arm, out 

of which he had the evening before 

been learning the alphabet, kindly 

assisted by Jane. “School won't 

make me stronger or bigger to work 

with father, or teach me to be a car-
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penter, as he is, or anything else that 

T can see. And what’s the use of 

reading for one who can’t abide books, 

as I can’t? Oh, it’s all stuff! that’s 
{” what it is!” and thus winding up the 

matter, Phil began to whistle away 

the unpleasant subject, staring about 

for better amusement. 

At that instant he was hailed by a 

lad, a couple of years or so older than 

himself, who was standing idly near a 

cottage door on the roadside. Look- 

ing round, he stopped as the boy came 

forward, saying, “Where are you 

bound for? Are you off to school ?” 
“Yes,” replied Phil, gloomily, “ and 

I wish it were at the bottom of the 

sea, I do.” 

“Well, that would be a long wet
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_walk, anyhow,” rejoined the lad, 

gravely; “to my thinking, I would. 
rather it was where it is, on Glenfield 

Road.” 

-“T say, Sam, do you know how to 

read?” inquired Philip. . 

“Read? no, not I—nor don’t want 

to either. Books are all rubbish, say 

I—the most of them at least. Some- 

body takes the fancy to write, and 

they write, just to make up a book for 

the sake of money, and that’s all they 

trouble about.” 

“Do they, though ?” cried Phil, in 

amazement, . 
“Oh, that they do. But look you 

here, Phil,” interposed Sam Trigg 
oS?” 

drawing close, and speaking in a 

lower tone, “I’m going out nutting—
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ever so far off. What say you to. 

cutting school to-day and coming too 

—hey?” 

“But suppose I should get found 

out and punished ?” replied Philip, in 

a halffrightened voice, his broad, 

round face widening yet more with 

mingled feelings of pleasure and fear 

at the proposal. . 

“Found out! How can you, unless 

you tell it yourself?” answered the 

other, with contempt. “Them at 

home will think you are at school, and 

them at school will, of course, think 

you are at home, and neither will ever 

be the wiser, you may depend.” 

‘Philip Gage, though ignorant and 

idle, wes not an ill-disposed boy, nor 

did it enter his young head to think
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that other boys of his own age were 

more evil inclined than himself. So 

it was, therefore, Sam Trigg — with 

whom, unknown to his mother, he had 

become acquainted whilst loitering on 

his way to and from school—obtained, 

by his ready address, his more en- 

larged, but not more desirable, know- 

ledge of the ways of the world, his 

boastful, bragging, and, at the same 

time, quiet superiority of manner, an 

influence over Phil that made his most 

trifling opinion of weight. Not that 

Sam was at heart such a bad boy 

either; but he was clever, bright- 

witted, and inventive, which obtained 

for him the character of being more 

mischievous than he really was. Edu- 

cated and wisely controlled, Sam —
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Trigg might have honourably distin- 

guished himself in his sphere of life; 

-as it was, he and young Gage were, in 

their present state of mental darkness, 

exposed to every evil influence. If 

good seed is not sown in the heart, 

ill weeds will grow apace. And it is 

also true that the heart is desperately 

wicked, and without the converting 

grace of the Holy Spirit will bring 

forth only evil thoughts, leading to a 

sinful life. i 
Well, Sam’s proposal tallied so” 

-agreeably with Phil’s inclinations this 

morning, that but few more persua- 

sions were necessary to induce him to 

consent, and thereupon, hiding their 

books. in a corner of Mrs. Trigg’s 

garden, off set the two lads. Phil's
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face brightened wondrously as he 

turned from the Glenfield Road, and 

followed another that led to a large 
wood in the far distance, where, Sam 

assured him, they should find no end 
of nuts, 

Crarter II. 

    

tT was decided that both boys 

aves] were to return home for their 

one o'clock dinner, Phil saying he 

should get into sad trouble with his 

mother if he did not, as she would 

then discover his non-attendance at 

school. His father was fortunately 

absent, he added, working at a gentle- 

man’s place that lay too far off to 
allow of his coming back at night,
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and would therefore be away several 
days. 

“Well, I have no father, nor 

brothers, nor sisters either,” rejoined 

Sam; “and mother has no one else to 

love but me, and will fright herself if 

I am not back for dinner, thinking I 

have come to grief in some way; and 

T should not like to fret her, you see, 

for she is not strong, so that time will 

just suit me as well as you.” 

“Doesn’t your mother want you to 

go to school?” inquired Phil, pre- 

sently. “Mine makes such a work 

about my learning to read and write, 

and all that nonsense.” 

“Oh, yes,” replied Sam, flipping off 

the pretty flower-heads growing be- 

side a hedge they were passing, “I
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was sent many times, and didn’t I 

hate it! and didn’t I plague the 

teachers, till, at last, they declared I 

‘was not worth the trouble I cost— 

I quite agree with them there,” and 

Sam smiled grimly; “so I was re- 

turned home one fine day as a hope- 

less case, and have rarely been since, 

for mother—poor mother!—she thinks 

I was treated most hard and unjust, 

and would not let me go now if they 

would have me.” 

“JT think I will try that dodge—it 
is a capital one!” laughed Phil; “the 
only thing is, I am afraid mother 

would go to the school, and find out 

the truth for herself, and then father 

would. be so angry, and I should 

catch it, I can tell you.”
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“T cannot think why chaps cannot 

be let alone,” rejoined Sam; “some 

have a gift that way, and like learn- 

ing: well, then let them; and some 

hate it—and that’s you and I—well, 

then let them, too—that is what I say. 

Hallo! who is this ?” 

A man sitting on a heap of stones 

on the roadside caused this sudden 

interruption. He was a sailor-dressed, 

middle-aged looking man, holding a 

letter open on his knee. - 

At sight of the boys he threw up 

one of his hands, crying, joyfully, 

“Ah! that’s just it! that will do. 

You are just the lads I am wanting. _ 

Look, my boys, I have got a letter 

here from my poor old mother; I 

found it this morning at the post- 
2
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office, as I expected, when I came 

ashore. The last I had from her 

was in India, and then she told me 

she was going a long way from home, 

to live somewhere near Susan, who 

had got married —that is my sister, 

you know. And now here is my 

trouble. Not a bit can I mind me 

the name of the place she is gone to, 

and I have lost the other letter, and 

if so be she do not name it again in 
this, I shall be stranded, and no mis- 

take. You see it is not everybody 

I should like to take the liberty of 

asking to read this poor bit of a letter 

for me; but thinks I, there is no need 

to mind two such young lads as you, 

who both. seem sharp enough to read 

the hardest thing ever writ; and by
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your looks I am sure you have a 

mother, and will feel for a poor fellow 

whose heart is aching to hear about 

his. God bless her, for as kind and 

good a soul as lives! It is three 

years and more since I saw her. 

Are you brothers ?” 

“No,” they both answered. 

“T did not think you were, some- 

how. Well, come my lads, sit down 

here, and just read this for me,” hold- 

ing out the letter eagerly. ~ 

Throughout all their short lives, 

Sam and Phil had never felt as utterly 

disconcerted as they did by this pro- 

posal, and their shame was doubly 

increased by the amazed look and 

cries of disappointment on the part of 

the sailor, when, one after the other, 

2*
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they were obliged to confess they 

could not read. 

“Well! if that don’t beat every- 

thing I ever heard! Why, I did fot 
think that in all England there were 

two decent lads of your ages to be 

found, living ashore, and not knowing 

how to read!” The good sailor’s 

land experiences were not extensive. 

“It is not your faults, surely? But 

may be I am all wrong, and neither 

of you have a mother?” His voice 

softened as he said this. 

“Yes, they had,” the boys mur- 

mured—their faces all aglow, and 

turned away from the keen scrutiny 

of the sailor’s eye. 

‘‘Well—I cannot make it out,” he 

continued, not liking, evidently, to
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press the case too close upon the 
' ashamed lads, “unless,” he added, 

more quickly, “your parents be very 

poor, and obliged to make you both 
work for your food, instead of sending 
you to school. Mine were. I earned 
money as soon as I could well run 
about, and at eight years old was 
sent to sea—that is how it came to 

pass I did not learn to read.” 
On any other occasion young Trigg | 

would not have been behindhand in 

making out a plausible case in his own 

favour, but so unusually subdued and 

mortified did he feel by the astonished 

looks and words of the sailor, that 

his inventive powers utterly failed 
him, and like Phil, he remained silent 

and covered with confusion.
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‘Ah, well—I see how it is,” said 

the good-natured tar, rising to take 

his departure, and thrusting his letter 

with a regretful look into his pocket. 

“T am sorry for you both—for myself 

too—and I will just say this before we 

part, may be never to meet again. 

You see the fix I am in now from not 

knowing how to read—and let me tell 

you, it is nothing to the many I have 

been in before, and no doubt shall be 

in again. Ah! my lads, and, worst of 

all, I cannot read God’s holy Book, as 

many and many a time I have wished 

to do. He has, thanks be to His 

blessed name, led me to hear of my 

Saviour and to love Him; I know 

He died for my sins on the cross; 

and He has taught me to seek Him
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with all my heart; but how much 

more would I know if I could read 

His own message. Be advised by 

me, then; go back, lose no more 

time, but begin to learn to read and 

write this very day. And now good- 

bye to you both.” 

In silence for some minutes the 

boys walked on. Then Sam uttered 

a half-bitter, half-amused laugh. 

“Well,” he said, “if that was not 

a queer conclusion to our discourse 

on reading, Phil, I do not know what 

would be. For my part, I never felt 

so knocked over before in my life, 

-and hope I never shall again. Poor 

old fellow!” (so he seemed in the 

eyes of the twelve year-old lad) “I 

never cared to read before—but I
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did then, when he spoke so of his 

_ mother.” 

“But as we are not going to be 

sailors, reading will not be necessary 

for us as for him,” objected the un- 

reasoning Philip Gage, “because we 

shall always be nigh our mothers.” 

“ Besides, if there was, I would not 

manage so stupidly as he did,” re- 

joined Sam, making a bold effort to 

throw off the feeling of annoyance 

that was as new as it was unpleasant 

to him. “I should have got some 

one to read my letter to me before © 

leaving the town where I had it. 

Why, may be he has started on the 

wrong track from the first, and every 

step is perhaps taking him farther and 

farther from the right road.”
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Ah, Sam Trigg, you little surmised 

at that moment how soon just such a 

case would be your own! : 

“You may depend he did not like 

to tell any but boys like us he could 

not read,” suggested Philip, wholly 

unconscious that by this very remark 

he was foretelling one of the sure 

and certain punishments his own idle- 

ness was storing up for his manhood 

—painful feelings of regret'and shame 

of that ignorance he now regarded so 

lightly. 

They had almost reached the wood, 

and Sam was talking of his future 

prospects — his mother was wanting 

him to be an errand-boy again. He 

said he had been one twice before, 

but somehow his employers werc 
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neither of them contented with his 

conduct; for, in fact, he added, in a 

self-sufficient tone, they were to the 

last degree unreasonable in their 

wants, and he could not please them 

anyhow. Unfortunately, however, the 

world would not take that view of 

the matter, and as neither master 

would say a good word for him, his 

mother had not been able as yet to 

get him another place, try as she 

would. 

At that instant Doctor Griffiths, a 

medical man.of much esteem in the 

country round about for his skill and 

kindly nature, stopped as he was 

driving by in his gig, and looking at 

young Trigg, said, “ Oh, Sam—I was 

intending to call to-day or to-morrow
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at your cottage, to have a talk with 

your mother about you; but perhaps 

speaking to you will do as well. | 

. hear she wants to get another situa- 

tion for you as errand-boy, and as 

~ITam in need of one, was thinking I 
would, for the sake of your poor 

mother—an honest, worthy woman, 

whom I have known a great many 

years—givé you a trial. JI am well 

aware, you know, Sam, you did not 

give that satisfaction to your other 

masters which, for your mother’s sake, 

and your own credit, you ought to 

have done; but trust, if you come to 

me, you will turn over a new leaf, and 

be steady.” 

“T hope I shall please you, sir,” 

replied Sam, in a low voice, and with -
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brightening face; for, in common with 

all the village, he greatly liked the 

good-natured doctor. “I will try my 

best to do so.” 

“Then there is no fear of your not 

succeeding,” he said, enccuragingly. 

“ And now, let me see—you will have 

to help my assistant in the surgery, 

to carry all the medicine (without a 

minute’s loitering on the way, mind) 

to my patients, and between all this 

you must make yourself generally use- 

ful in the house and garden. You 

see it will be an active place you will 

have to fill, and any neglect of its 

serious duties will deprive you of it. 

Do not.decide in a hurry, therefore, 

but think well over it, and talk to 

. your mother on the subject. I know
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you love her, and would not, I be- 

lieve, willingly grieve her on any ac- 

count—that is a point in your character 

which principally inclines me in your 

favour. And now I think I have said 

all,” added the doctor, thoughtfully, 

and preparing to drive on. ‘Oh! 

by-the-bye—no. Dear me!—I had 

nearly forgotten the most essential 

want of all—not that there is any 

cause for fear, I am sure, for I know 

you went to school and are a sharp 

fellow—but of course you read and 

write well ?” 

The sudden change of feeling this 

question occasioned, made poor Sam 

turn quite pale, as with voice and 

look that pained the benevolent heart 

of the doctor, he murmured—
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“No, sir—I can’t read—nor write.” 

“Oh, Sam, Sam! is it possible!” he 
cried, in extreme astonishment. “Oh, 

I am sorry—sorry for every reason; 

for it proves that you. are as idle and 

good for nothing as is reported of you. 

Of all the boys in the village you are 

the last whom I should have thought 

would have rested contented, for one 

day even, under such a state of ignor- 

ance. Well—I deeply regret it is so; 

but you would be worse than useless 
to me in such a case, as fatal mistakes 

might be made in the delivery of the 

medicines, to say nothing more; so 

there’s an end of it.” And with a 

vexed expression of face the worthy 

doctor touched his horse with the 
whip and drove on.



‘COULD NOT READ. 3! 

Cuapter ITI. 

Alar nonsense!” said Sam, in a 

bAseall passion, hurrying forward to 

conceal the tears of bitter mortifica- 

tion filling his eyes. “ Just as if a fel- 

low could not be every bit as good a 
1»? 

  

servant without reading as with 

“Well—I do not know, Sam,” 

objected Philip, rather more thought- 

fully than usual. “I do not see as 

how you could be a doctor’s boy and 
carry about the physic. If you could 

not read you would not know who 

they were for, and mayhap leave a 

black dose. for somebody who ought 

to have a blister, and the other who 

ought to have the blister you would
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give the black dose to, or something 

worse—do you not see ?” 

“No, I do not see it at all,” replied 

Sam, in the same angry voice, “because 

I would ask people on the way who 
the different physics were for a 

“Oh! and keep telling everybody 

like that you could not read? Besides, 

  

you may be sure some one would send 

you wrong just for fun, and would not 

he laugh at you!” 

“T should like to see any fellow 
play me that dodge,” retorted Sam, 

too thoroughly disconcerted to joke 
upon the subject ; and for a short time 
they now walked on in silence. - Indeed, 

so out of heart was he at the loss of 

such a prize situation, as Dr. Griffiths’ 
~* was considered by the village folks,
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-that when in the wood he felt no incli- 

nation for nutting, but sat down ina 

gloomy, thoughtful mood, under a tree, 

watching Philip. 

The latter also was in by no means 

so easy a frame of mind since the 

interview with the doctor. He knew 

he was well acquainted with his mother, 

whom, should he see and speak to, he 

would be sure to inform of this meeting 

with herson. The last look Dr. Grif- 

fiths had fixed upon him before driving 

away haunted and worried his mind ; 

it was a look full of inclination, had | 

his time allowed, to question the 

reason of the lad’s presence in that 

far-off part of the country instead of at’ 

school. These sad thoughts, along 

with Trigg’s suddenly unscciable tem- 

3
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per, damped his pleasure, and finally, 

losing all patience, he turned to his 

moody companion, saying sulkily— 

“T say, Sam—how long, do you 

mean to carry on that brown study of 

yours? Look here—you do not want 

any help in that sort of thing, and if 

you do not care to come nutting, I will 

just go straight away back to school— 

you see if I don’t.” 

Phil looked so resolved to put his 

threat into instant execution, that again 

making an effort to shake himself up,. 

as he said, he sprang to his feet, crying, 

“Tama fool for my pains—catch me 

being so any more—so here goes.” 

Thereupon he bounded up into a nut- 

tree, and for a brief while the two boys 

seemed not only to have recovered
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from their annoyances, but to have 

even forgotten them. 

The wood they were in was not 

very productive of nuts, and soon they 

quitted it for another farther off, wan- 

‘dering from this place to that, forgetful 

alike of time and distance, until, grow- 

ing very hungry, they bethought them 

of returning to dinner. 

Cutting across some fields, they 

entered on a high road, and pursued 

their way, as they believed, home. In 

truth, however, every step was—as 

Trigg surmised to be the case of their 

sailor acquaintance of the morning— 

taking them farther and farther on the 

wrong road; for neither of the boys 

knew anything of this part of the 

country, having, while in search of 
3%
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nuts, walked a far greater distance and 

longer time than they had any concep- 

tion of. . 

“Well, I must say it would be a 

comfort if one of us could read what is 

-on this milestone,” observed Sam, stop- 

ping and gazing longingly at the block 

of stone—which was but a block of » 

stone to him, and nothing more—by 

the roadside. 

“Oh, we are all right, depend upon ~ 

it,’ rejoined Phil, hopefully. “ You 

know our village of Colworth is just 

three miles from the town of Newton, 

and this stoné is sure to be marking 

the distance to that town, for there is 

not any other in these parts.”. 

“Yes; but which way is it marking 

—to, or from? that’s what we ought to
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_ know,” replied Trigg, looking eagerly 

round for somebody near to enlighten 

them. | 

But no one was visible, and, not 

knowing what better to do, on they 

went. After proceeding another three 

quarters of a mile, meeting only an 

occasional passer-by, riding or driving 

quickly, whom they could not take the 

liberty of stopping to question, they, 

to their great comfort, came upon a 

farm-boy getting overa stile. He was 

_a merry-looking lad, whose roguish 

face bespoke him wide awake to any 

frolic that fell in his way. 
“T say, can you tell me if we are 

right for Colworth ?” inquired Sam. 
“ Colworth ? Where’s that ?” 
“ About three miles from Newton.”
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“Newton!” repéated the lad, with 

mischief in his black eyes. “Oh— 

well—you are all right as to being on 

the Newton Road; only you are seven 

miles off yet, or thereabouts. But did 

you not meet a milestone further 

down ?” pointing to the way they had 

come. 

“V_e—s,” answered Sam, redden- 

ing; “only—lI cannot read, you see.” 

“Well, if you were blind, I should 

see that,” replied the farm-boy, laugh- 

ing; “but as you are not, I do not. 

However, that is no business of mine. 

I can read, and that is all I care for.” 

“ Now, look you here,” said Trigg, 

in a tone of anger, “I asked you a 

civil question, and don’t want any of 

your impudence, but a civil answer in
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return. How much farther is New- 

ton? ‘Tell me that, will you?” 

“T told you—seven miles,” rejoined 

the other, with increasing «mirth in his 

good-tempered face. “ You go ahead, 

and then you will come to Newton.” 

Saying which, he jumped over the stile, 

secretly suppressing another laugh. 

“I brought him to his senses pretty 

quick—saucy young rascal!” said Sam, 

in a self-satisfied tone, as once more 

the two boys pursued their weye with 

revived hopes. 

They now met several persons 

whom they might have questioned ; 

but not only were they persuaded of 

being, as Phil said, “all right, after 
all,’ but a keen feeling of shame of 
exposing their ignorance was begin-
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ning to take possession of their hearts, 

and so for another mile they plodded 

wearily along. 

“Oh, when shall we ever get home ?” 

sighed Philip, as again they came to 

‘another milestone. Woefully tired was 

he with all the morning’s unusual exer- 

tions: and both boys were hungry, for 

the nuts they had eaten were as yet 

too small and unripe to contain any 

nourishment. . 
“Do you know, I more than half 

suspect we are, after all, on the wrong 

road,” Sam said, looking anxiously 

-over the country from side to side. 

“We ought by this time to be nearing 

Colworth, all round which I know well 

for two miles at least ; but this is every 

bit strange to me.”



“COULD NOT READ. : 4i 

“Oh, me! what are we to do now?” 

moaned Philip. 

“There’s nothing for it but to go 

on, and ask the next person or at the 

next cottage we meet whether we are 

right,” replied Sam. “It’s of no use 

standing groaning here.” 

’ About @ quarter of a mile farther on 
they saw, a short distance ahead of 

them, another boy walking on before. 

Hastening forward as fast as their 

weary feet would let them, they were 

soon beside him, and Trigg asked if 

they were right. 

He was an older lad than the last, 

and of a more trustworthy appearance. 

“Right ?” he replied. “ No!—miles 

wrong! Why, that is your way to 

Newton,” pointing back the road they
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had come. “You will have to walk 
six miles to reach it.” 

“Oh, my!” groaned poor little 

Philip, feeling ready to sink to the 

ground at hearing these words. Six 

miles before he could hope to reach 

home! and he was so worn out already, 

he could scarcely drag one foot after 

another ; and it might be farther ; for 

what if Colworth lay on the opposite 

side of the town? And what would 

be his mother’s reception of him 

when at last he did get home? Oh, 

that he had never listened to Sam 

Trigg, but gone direct to school! 

Why, learning to read was nothing to 

all this misery. Then, too, came the 

thought that the very want of the 

knowledge of reading had been the
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sole cause of their trouble; for when 

first quitting the fields for the high 

road they had almost immediately seen 

a milestone, whose direction, had they 

understood, would have at once set 

them right, and long before now 

would have brought them home. 

“ How far have you come along this 

way ?” asked the boy. 

“Oh, miles and miles!” interposed 

Philip, in a choking voice. 

“Miles and miles!” repeated the 

other. “Why, then, did you not look 

at one of the milestones ? That would 

have told you everything.” 

“But we cannot read,” continued 

Philip, who was too miserable to 

think or care for aught else, and had 

enough ado to avoid a burst of tears.
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“What, neither of you big boys? 

Well, if I ever! Why, I could read 

at five years old.” 

“ There—come along, Phil,” cried 

Trigg, angrily. “We have no time 

to lose, if we hope to get home 

to-day.” Saying which, he began to 

hastily retread the road they had come 

along. 

“To think of that little ill-natured 

rascal having sent us all wrong!” 

growled Sam, fuming with wrath and ~ 

‘mortification. “I wish I could only 

catch him, the spiteful little dog!” 

“There, you see, that’s just what 

I told you,” grumbled Philip. . 

“What did you tell me?” snapped 

the other. . 

“Why, don’t you remember I said
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that some one would be sure to send 

you wrong with the physic, just for 

fun? And you said you should like 

to find any fellow play that trick upon 

you. wn now you have found one, 

you see.’ 

“T say the same thing still!” re- 

torted Sam, who was full of bad 

temper. “Have I not said I should 

like to catch that scamp ? and I hope 

I shall.” 

“He’s not small in figure, though 

he’s short; and he might fight you,” 

suggested Phil, in a warning voice. 

“What do I care for that ?” snapped 

Sam again. “He'll find he’s got more 

than his match, if he attempts any more 

trifling with me. I have been stupid 

enough to be taken in once by his
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impudence, but it won’t be a second 

time. 
Shame that he had been thus made 

such a sufferer filled young Trigg’s 

heart with a feeling of bitter wrath 

that was not really natural in him. So 

it was, therefore, that many miles of - 

the way were rendered yet more un- 

pleasant than even fatigue made them 

by bickerings and petty sparrings on- 

both sides; until, late in the evening, 

they arrived in Colworth, utterly worn 

out, half-starved, quarrelsome, and to 

the last degree heart-sick with their 
stolen day.
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Cuapter IV, 

HEN Philip, with face paled by ex- 

haustion, and foot-sore, limped 

into the room where his mother sat 

working and Jane was preparing tea, 

he saw by a glance that she had heard 

of his conduct. : 

“Well, Philip, and where have you 

been all day?” she asked, fixing her 

eye sternly upon him, and speaking 

slowly, in a tone of great anger. 

Subdued in mind and body, the lad 

stopped, and leaning against the side 

of the door, covered his face with his 

arm, and burst into a violent flood of 

tears, not attempting a word of de- 

fence. 
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Jane went to him, and took his 

‘hand in hers, saying, in a voice that 

seemed to threaten an imitation of his 

example, “ He looks so tired and ill, 

mother—please do not scold him to- 

night. Please forgive him this time.” 

“Go upstairs at once, Philip—and 

to bed,” continued Mrs. Gage, in the 

same tone; and away walked poor ‘ 

Philip, only too glad to escape his 

mother’s offended eye, and rest his 

tired limbs. 

. The parent's heart, however, softened 

towards her erring son when she saw 

how much he had really suffered, and 

she allowed Jane to carry him up some - 

- tea and bread and butter. 

The next day Mrs. Gage got the 

whole truth from Philip as to the cause
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of his absence, and, upon hearing his 

trouble, she was not sorry that he had 

been taught a lesson by this adventure, 

which whole days of lecturing and 

advising would not have equalled in 

value, : 

Mr. Griffiths had told her, she said, 

of young Trigg’s companionship with 

herson. ‘ Now, I have no particular 

bad opinion of Sam,” sheadded. “He 

has always been a very civil-spoken 

lad to me, and he is quite a pattern of 

love to his mother; but still, for all 

that, I do not like you to go with him, 

he is so dreadfully idle and ignorant. | 

You are bad enough that way yourself, 

and it will not do to let the evil be 

increased by the example of another, 

who, beside being no scholar any more 

4
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than you, is by nature twice as sharp. 

So mind—do you not ever go walking 

with him again. If you do, as sure as 

you sit there, I will tell your father. 

Now go upstairs to your, room, as 

breakfast is done, and lie down again 

on your bed, for you look wretchedly 

ill. You are not over strong, remem- 

ber, and never were, which is the 

reason we sent you away—more is the 

pity.” 

When the dinner was over, and 

Philip once more sent to his room— 

for Mrs. Gage would allow no children 

of hers, she said, to be “hocking” about 

the door-steps, instead of being either 

at school or work—Jane came up to 

the young prisoner with a book in her 

hands. He was sitting gazing through
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the window, and still presented a very 

doleful appearance. . 

“Phil, mother wishes me to teach 

you these texts,” she said, gently ; 

‘and as you must be feeling very dull 

and lonely by this time, it will be a 

pleasant occupation for you. So come 

and sit down here.” 

“Oh, but it won’t,” objected Philip. 

“IT would rather look out of ‘the win- 

dow—I am so tired, you see, Jane.” 

“Yes, Iam sure you must be,” she 

answered, “sitting here so stupid like 

all day, doing nothing. If you had 

only been able to read, now, I could 

have lent you such pretty books full of 

stories, which would have made the 

time pass so quickly and pleasant, you 

have no idea,” 4*
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Philip looked gloomily doubtful of 

that fact. 

“ However, you must learn these 

texts, Phil,” continued Jane, primly ; 

“for mother intends by-and-by to 

come up and hear you say them, and 

if you cannot, you are to have no tea.” 

“Oh, that’s not fair!’ exclaimed 

Philip. “I am sure I have been 

punished quite enough,” he added, 

“and do not need to have lessons put 

upon me as well.” 

“Oh, you will not dislike it when 

once you begin,” urged Jane; “so 

just sit down here and try. I know 

all these texts by heart myself, and 

a great many more; but mother 

will only require you to learn four 

short ones. And now, this is the
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first” — Phil had reluctantly seated 

himself beside her as she proceeded 

—‘“‘He that diligently seeketh good 

procureth favour; but he that seeketh 

mischief it shall come unto him’ 

(Prov. xi. 27). Is not that a nice 

text? and is it not true? Mother, 

she gave it me to get by heart one 

evening, after I had been shocking 

idle all day, playing most of the time 

with a kitten somebody had given 

me.” 

“Were you ever idle?” cried Phil, 

opening his eyes to their utmost ex- 

tent. . 

“Ves, that I was. And now listen 

to this: ‘Children, obey your parents 

in all things, for this is well pleasing 

unto the Lord’ (Col. iii. 20). I learned
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that after disregarding mother’s fre- 

quent warnings to me not to play 

with— indeed, not even to stop to 

speak to—the young Hills, on my way 

backwards and forwards from school, 

as two of the family were ill of scarlet 

fever, and for that reason the others 

were not let come to school. Mother 

desired me just to say a few kind 

words in passing them by, but nothing 

more. Well, for all that, I did stop 

twice, and talked with them, and 

mother found it out, and gave me 

that text; with two more, to learn, 

and sent me to bed without my tea. 

And what do you think—the next 

morning I was taken bad myself. 

Was not that a lesson? was not that 

just.confirming the words of the text ?”
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“ Oh, was not it!” responded Philip, 

who had a very wholesome dread of 

fevers, having suffered severely in 

one himself. 

“Ves; well, these two other texts 

I had to learn for taking a piece 

of cake out of the cupboard without 

asking leave: ‘Ye shall not steal, 

neither deal falsely, neither lie one 

to another’ (Levit. xix. 11). ‘The 

eyes of the Lord are in every place, 

beholding the evil and the good’ 

(Prov. xv. 3).” 

“Oh, but, Jane, I have not stole, 

so no need to learn me those,” in- 

terposed the boy, in an injured tone. 

‘I never did stcal, and never mean 

to. I would not do such a thing.” 

“Ah, Phil, that is just what I
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thought before I took the cake,” 

replied Jane, “and just what I am 

sure I should have said, if mother 

had given me the texts then. But 

we little know our own hearts, Phil. 

Doesn't the Bible tell us so? Doesn't 

it say, ‘The heart is deceitful above 

all things, and desperately wicked ; 

who can know it?” 

“You must have been less by a 

deal than I am when you stole, Jane; 

‘for I know I would not—there,” per- 

sisted Phil. 

“Well, let us begin with the others, 

at any rate, or you won't know them 

by tea-time,” suggested his sister. So 

they set to work, and,.by dint of 

patient teaching on the one side, 

and honest enough endeavours on 

=
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the other, four texts were mastered 

sufficiently well to repeat very toler- 

ably to Mrs. Gage when she pre- 

sented herself in Philip’s bedroom. 

The boy had been astonished to 

find how much less disagreeable the 

task of learning by heart was than 

he had expected; and, as Jane was 

good-temperedly untiring in her assist- 

ance, he quite warmed into a liking 

for the task, and. surprised himself 

by the ease with which he effected 

it. He was not naturally a stupid 

lad; but his mind was dulled from 

the want of that education which 

principally helps to raise man above 

‘the level of the brute creation. 

The. two texts, however, on the 

subject of honesty, he continued to
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object to so decidedly —seeming to 

think his sister had some bad motive 

regarding himself in thus wishing 

him to acquire them—that she sub- 

stituted the two following, as good 

for all conditions and circumstances: . 

“The wages of sin is death;” “God 

so loved the world, that He gave 

His only begotten Son, that whoso- 

ever believeth in Him should not 

perish, but have everlasting life.” 

Cuarter V. 

   E next morning Philip again 

ai went to school, and for some 

days o gave his teachers more satisfac- 

tion than he had yet done. He was
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the more inclined to diligence by a 

declaration on Sam’s part (for the two 

boys often met on the road as before) 

—a' declaration delivered with all the 

self-importance peculiar to Master 

Trigg —“that really he was half 

thinking he would follow their old 

friend the sailor's advice, and again 

come himself to school and learn to 

read; for, after all, it was a useful 

thing to be able to do sometimes, as 

they. had found, and that to their cost, 

the other day.” a 

But, unhappily, in a short time 

these good feelings on both sides 

began once more to give place to 

idleness ‘and love of pleasure; and, 

although Philip did not venture as 

‘yet to disobey his mother’s wish not
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to go out walking with Sam Trigg, 
a vast deal of time was frittered away 

on the road-side or by his garden- 

gate, talking or idling with him, that 

would have sufficed to -make both 
boys very tidy scholars. No; Sam 

Trige’s half-formed thought did not 

come to anything, nor did he go to 

school, despite his poor mother’s 

earnest efforts to induce him to go; 

for the ignorance and idleness of her 

son was a subject of bitter distress to 
her. 

Philip presently became as careless 

and indifferent to the improvement of 

his mind as before, being yet unable 

to read even the easiest words. 

Meanwhile the friendship which had 

arisen between the two lads strength-
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ened daily; and so it was about this 

time that Trigg, one morning meeting 

Philip, proposed his again committing 

the daring act of “once more shirking 

school,” and devoting another day to 

nutting. 

“You have been going ahead at 

scholaring, you see, Phil, such a des- 

perate long time now, that I think it 

is quite right you should allow your- 

self a little recreation,” observed Sam, 

in his cynical manner; “so give us 

your book to hide, and come > along 

without more ado.” 

It required no small amount of 

persuasion, however, before Philip's 

scruples were sufficiently appeased to 

induce him to consent; but at last he 

was prevailed upon, and off they set.
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A long distance had -been walked, 

when Sam suddenly cried, “I say, 

Phil, I wonder what is written on that 

there board,” pointing to one high 
mounted on a pole in the hedge, and 

just next to a gate, on the other side 

of which ran a path across the mea- 

dow. . 
“Can't think, unless it’s to say the 

land is for sale,” replied Philip, staring 

vacantly at the largely-written words, | 

warning, or threat, whichever it was, 

looming down upon them. 

“Tt is queer enough; but of late 

we have had no end of polite hints 

to us to learn to read,” observed 

Trigg. “I want to go into these 

fields, over to the wood yonder; but 

if that thing is ordering us not to



COULD NOT READ. 63 

_ trespass, we may come to grief if we 

do.” 
“Oh, it cannot be that,” objected 

Philip. “There are too few words, 

you see—only four—just enough to 

say that these fields are for sale. 

That is it, you may depend, Sam; 

so come along.” 

“Ves — 1 suppose it must be,” 

agreed Sam, still eyeing the board 

wistfully, for greater experience had 

rendered him more wary; but he got 

over the gate, nevertheless, followed 

by Philip, and the two went along the 

path. 

The meadow was wide and long, 

and towards the centre a neighbouring 

field ran, as it were, far into it, oblig- 

ing thé path to make an abrupt curve
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round the corner of a thick hedge. 

The boys had just turned this point 

when, close before them, they saw a 

huge, fierce-looking bull, who, tossing 

its head and uttering a long savage 

growl, began walking quickly towards 

them. 

“Oh, my!—look at that!” gasped 

Philip. “What are we todo ?” 

“Run for our lives!” replied Sam, 

turning at once, and scampering, faster 

than he had ever run before, back to 

the gate. 

As a sure consequence, the two 

flying- figures roused the wild nature 

of the animal into giving chase, and 

Trigg, who heard the tramp of his 

feet behind, decided on the instant 

that to escape by running was impos-
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sible. He was a slight, active lad, 
and, without a moment’s hesitation, 

' made a flying leap over a deep ditch 

into the middle of the hedge. This 
unexpected- movement rather per- 

plexed the bull, who thereupon half — 

halted, doubtful which object to con- 

tinue pursuing. Philip, by a scared 

backward glance, perceived this state — 

of affairs, and instantly took advan- 

tage of it to tumble himself into the 

ditch, where, concealed by a _thick- 

overgrowth of thorns and briers, he 

- lay panting with terror. 

In a few minutes Sam contrived to 

scramble through. the hedge into an 

adjoining field, and was after a while 

followed by his companion, who now 

presented, as well as himself, a most 

§
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woeful appearance. Their clothes 

were torn in every direction, and their 

faces and hands, streaming with blood, 

looked as though just tattooed. They 

were safe, however, from the enraged 

bull; and, as they stood together 

wiping their wounds, congratulated 

themselves on their narrow escape. 

While thus occupied, a loud voice 

hailed them from a short distance, 

and filled their hearts with fresh fear. 

“Fallo, boys! what’s the matter?” 

cried a farmer-like looking man, com- 

ing towards them. 

“What more ill luck is in the wind 

now ?? murmured Phil. 

The farmer was soon beside them, 

and seemed at once to comprehend 

the case, for, with an unusual smile,
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he said, “ Ah—I see—you have had 

to rush through the hedge, from the 

bull 2” 

“Yes, sir,” muttered both boys. 

“Well, but why did you venture 

into the meadow, when you were 

warned not to do so?” inquired the 

farmer. 

“Please, sir, we were not warned,” 

replied Philip, hastily. 

Sam instantly guessed the truth, 

and his face burned. 

“Not warned? Why, which way 

did you come in, then ?” 

“Over the gate’ beside the road, 

sir,” continued Philip, pointing in the 

direction named. 

“Exactly—well, did you not see the 

board stuck up there before your eyes?” 
5%
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“YV—e—s; we saw a board, sir,” 

answered the boy, now in a very 

hesitating voice. 

“And what was written on it, and 

that in the biggest of big letters — 

hey ?” 

“T thought 

“Well ?” 

“T thought it was land for sale.” 

“Land for sale! Why, can’t either 

of you read ?” j . 

“N—o,” replied Philip, in a scarce. 

audible tone; for this oft-repeated 

question now brought with it very 

bitter feelings of shame. 
“ No—of course you cannot, or you 

would never have made such a blun- 
dering mistake. Land for sale!” re- 

peated the farmer, with a loud laugh, 

” 
  stammered Philip.
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which, although he did not intend 

it, sounded very mocking in the ears 

of the ashamed boys. “Why, it’s 

_ ‘BEWARE OF THE Buti!” 

he laughed vociferously. Presently he 

bethought himself, and stopped laugh- 

ing, and looked grave. He was a 

fine, stalwart man, with a fine face 

and good expression, and the latter 

came out strongly as he said— 

_. “So you cannot either of you read ? 

Now, whose fault is that? Yours or 

your parents’ ?” 

“Tt isn’t poor mother’s fault!” ex- 

claimed Sam, his filial affection ren- 

dering him at the moment nobly 

honest. 

and again 

“J. like that answer,” rejoined the 

farmer, in a warm tone of approval.
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“Tt says a great deal in your favour, 

my lad. Have you a father ?” 

* No, sir.” 

“ What is your name ?” 
“Sam Trigg, sir.” 

“ And yours ?” 

“Philip Gage, sir.” 

“And whose fault is it you cannot: 

read ?” 
Philip muttered something about 

it’s not anybody’s fault; that he went 

every day to school—leastways most 

days, for he suddenly remembered his 

then bodily presence in the farmer’s 

field; and he was learning to read, 

-he was, as fast as he could. 

“ Now, listen to me, my lads,” re- 

sumed the farmer, yet more seriously. 

“Tt is plain to see the fault of your
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ignorance rests with yourselves—more 

shame for you! And look what 

might have befallen you in conse- 

quence. That bull is the fiercest in 

all the country round. It has three 

times nearly killed some of my people, 

and only one of my men can manage 
him. He is a first-rate, splendid beast, 
however, and I cannot afford to kill 

him just yet; but I do everything 

necessary to secure people’s safety. 

He is kept always in a private field, 

and at each end of the: path cutting 

across to my farm a large board has 

~ been placed up, with ‘ BEWARE OF THE 

BuLu’ painted on it in big letters. 

From not being able to read the 

warning, one or both of you as near 

lost your lives.as possible; for had
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the distance been much farther from 

the hedge, he would have overtaken 

and gored and tossed you to death. 

Well, if your escape to-day is not a 

lesson to you to learn to read forth- 

with, nothing else will be.” 

“T will learn to read, sir—I promise 

you I will,” cried Sam, earnestly. 

“That is right, my boy—I think 

you will, And now I will just say 

a word on its great importance as 

regards a far higher matter. If, for 

the want of reading, you cannot take 

a walk in safety about the country, 

how do you expect to get to heaven? 

You cannot read your Bible, and your 

utter ignorance makes you careless 

and indifferent to everything read to 

you. But mark this: we are told the
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path to heaven is strait and narrow, 

while that to hell is broad. Now I 

can tell you, my lads, there are no 

end of small by-paths and cross-roads 

cutting from one to the other; and 

if you are not able to read any of the 

_ humerous finger-posts and sign-boards 

which the Lord has set up right and 

‘left on the way to heaven, you will 

for a surety find you are going di- 

rectly along the road to ruin, without 

perhaps intending it, or before you 

know where you are.” 

“Please, sir, are those finger-posts 

and boards we see by the roads 

them ?” inquired Philip, eagerly. . 

“La, Phil! how can you be such 

a stupid? Why, you don’t suppose 

the master means real finger-posts
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and sign-boards ?” interposed the 
quick-witted Sam Trigg. 

“You are a sharp lad, Sam,” said 

the farmer, smiling good-humouredly. 

“Come, let us hear what your notion 

of these finger-posts and sign-boards 

is.” 

“They are all in the holy book, sir, 

are they not?’ replied Trigg. “It 

has no end of tellings and teachings 

in it which is the right road to go 

ahead upon—has it not, sir? And 

that is what you mean by the finger- 

posts and sign-boards.” 

“ Quite right, boy—that is exactly 

what I mean. And do not you see, 

if you cannot read and direct your- 

selves, you are sure, as I say, to get 

on the broad track, which somehow
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never needs any guiding to, for there 

it is always just before one; the only 

difficulty is how to keep off it. Now, 

good morning to you both. Over 

there you will find a gate that will 

take you to the road you left; and 

do not come into these fields again, 

as they are all private.” 

Saying which the farmer walked on, 

and Sam and Philip instantly hurried 

away. 

Cuarter VI. 

    

E excitement the two boys 

i had just gone through, - to- 

gether with the painful smarting. of 

their faces and hands, which the heat 

of the weather tended greatly to
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" increase, rendered them very thirsty, 

and destroyed for the present all incli- 

nation to continue nutting. 

~“We cannot lose ourselves ‘on this 

road, for I know it well,’ observed 

Sam ; “so let us come along, and look 

for a cottage where they will give us 

some water to drink.” 

To this proposal Philip readily 

agreed, and off they started. 

The way was very hot, the sun 

pouring its whole brightness and 
strength down between the hedges, 

and the dust was choking; so, unable 

to bear it long, they turned off on one 

side into a shady lane. 

“I say, Sam, aren’t those tempt- 

ing ?” suddenly cried Philip, pointing 

to a high, wide-spreading apple-tree,
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laden with large, juicy-looking, red- 
cheeked apples, in an orchard. 

“Are not they, that’s all!” re 
sponded Trigg. 
“We are so thirsty, and they are 

so near the hedge too!” added Philip, 

drawing a deep breath as he gazed 

hungrily at the forbidden fruit. 

The two boys had stopped now, 

and they looked about them at the 
tree with an uncertain, half fearful 

expression. 

-“We could get some so easy,” sug- 

gested Philip, in a low tone; “and, 

being so nigh the hedge, we could 

escape in a minute if we heard or saw 

any one.” 

“But suppose they came upon this 
side, instead of the other?” replied
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the more thoughtful Sam. “How- 
ever,” he added, quickly, “it is not 

the being caught I was bothering 

about exactly.” 

“Oh, never mind that, Sam,” urged 
Philip, whose unholy wish increased 

the more as his companion’s reluctance 

made him fear it would not be gratified : 

“but come, let us get some of those 

apples. Do not they make your 

mouth water only to look at? We 

will not take many, you know, but 

only just a few to slake our thirst. 

Why, those they belong to would not 

care if a dozen or more lay rotting on 

the ground; so it is not likely they 

would mind our having three or four.’ 

“ N—o; -perhaps not,” said Trigg, 

“but, for all that, we should not either
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of us like any one to catch us at it. 
I know I should feel ashamed of my- 

self if that farmer gentleman were to 

come upon us.” 

“But we will not stop to feel one 

way or the other,” argued Phil; “we 

will just run for our lives if we see 

anybody coming.” 

“VYes—like the sneaking thieves we 

shall be,” rejoined Sam, with a grim 

smile. “ Not,’ he added, “that it 

would be the first time by many I 

have picked apples in the orchards; 

but somehow I never thought about 

it before as I do to-day. I hope 

nothing bad is going to happen; for 

I feel desperate like it.” 

Philip shrank inwardly from this 

style of objection, He was not with-
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out secret misgivings himself on the 

point ; for, besides that, the little con- 

versation with his sister on thieving 

came back to his recollection. He had 

been brought up from babyhood to 

strive to love honesty and truth, and 

he had never before thought of steal- 

ing anything. Now, remembering his 

unyielding objection to the texts on 

honesty proposed by Jane, and his 

even indignant rejection of the idea 

that he could be guilty of the crime 

of theft, my right-thinking young 

readers will, no doubt, feel surprised 

that in so short a time as scarcely 

more’ than a fortnight afterwards 

Philip Gage should have been the 

most eager to commit the very sin 

he then scorned so heartily. So it
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was, however; and so it will ever be 

with those, both young and old, who 

in the pride of their hearts trust in 

their own strength, and not in the all- 

powerful grace of God’s good Spirit. 

It is true, certainly, the temptation 

‘was a more than usually trying one to 

these spoilt boys, added to which they 

were used to hear many of their young 

companions speak. of the robbing 

orchards of a few apples as a very 

small offence. Ah, let us remember 

that from small seeds grow huge trees, 

and many a little beginning has proved 

the first step to the soul's ruin. 

After a while doubts and fears were 

got over, and the boys soon found 

themselves standing in the orchard, 

and beneath the tempting tree. The 

4



82 THE BOYS WHO 

finest and most beautiful apples were 

those which glittered in the bright 

sunshine.on the highest boughs, and 

forthwith they resolved to obtain them. 

Sam possessed the sharpest sight, and 

it was therefore decided he was to 

keep a keen look-out at the bottom, 

while Philip clambered up to the top, 

and gathered and threw down the 

fruit. 

He was a good climber ; but to-day, - 

on account of the daring wrongfulness 

of the act he was engaged in, he 

lacked nerve, and two or three times 

during his ascent nearly slipped and 

fell. The top was reached -in safety, 

however, and rapidly the large apples 

began to tumble about Sam’s head. 

_ Two more than commonly big ones
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finally attracted Philip’s attention, 

who, deciding: to pocket these for him- 

self, was leaning forward to grasp 

them, when— . 

“Phil! Phil! drop down at. once!” 

came hissing into his ears in low, 

terrified tones, from Sam. “There is 

a man coming fast along the hedge!— 

be quick !” 

The position Philip was in at that 

moment was a very perilous one to be 

hastily frightened out of. The con- 

sequence was that, in his hurry to 

follow Trigg’s advice, he missed his 

footing, fell, and came crashing through 

branches and foliage to the ground, 

bringing down with him a whole 

shower of red and golden apples. 

Of what followed he had a very im- 
6%*
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perfect knowledge. He had but a 

dim consciousness, as it were, amidst 

his agony, that Sam, who was escaping © 

over the hedge, bravely turned back 

to help him, and that a man soon 

joined them. Then there came what 

seemed to him a whole week, but was 

in reality a couple of hours, of great 

suffering, while he was borne on-a 

hurdle to his home, and committed to 

the care of his mother and sister. 

Dr. Griffiths was soon in attendance, 

and, upon examination, found the 

poor lad had sustained a frightful 

fracture of the right leg, besides divers 

hurts and bruises about his body, the 

latter sufficient of themselves to lay 

him up for a fortnight. 

So day after day, week after week,
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Philip lay on his little bed in great 

pain. Happily for him, he was nursed 

with loving, skilful care by his mother 

-and sister, which did much towards 

lightening his sufferings. Feeling how 

entirely he had brought the affliction 

upon himseif and his family, and how 

doubly grateful he ought to be for 

their kind attendance night and day 

upon him, Philip bore his injuries with _ 

‘a repentant, even praiseworthy, en- 

durance. . 

Brightly, too, did the best side of 

Sam Trigg’s character shine out on 

this occasion; for, bitterly blaming 

himself as the direct cause of this 

heavy trouble to the Gage family, 

who had always been his mother’s 

best friends, he every day visited poor
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Phil, often remaining a good while 

to help Jane nurse and comfort him. 

Frequently at such times the doctor 

came in, and the kindly feeling which 

he had always entertained for this- 

rather peculiar boy grew yet stronger 

at this proof of his kindness. 

“Look you here, Sam,” said the 

doctor one-day, when meeting him in 

Philip’s room, “you are a good-hearted 

~ lad, and I do not like to see you going 

to the dogs, which your idle, ignorant 

life is sure to bring you to at last. I 

will give you another chance for my 

place. Are you willing to try for it? 

—that is, are you willing to strive 

hard to learn to read and write for 
one whole year? You are a quick lad, 

and by that time will have acquired.
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sufficient knowledge for my purpose, 

and when with me, can go on improving 

yourself. You will have spare hours, — 

too, of an evening, and I can, if you 

wish, have you taught a trade of some 

sort, which, when you are old enough, 

will enable you to provide a home for 

your poor invalid mother, should she 

still be living.” 

At this generous proposal Sam’s thin 

face lighted up with delight, and with 

eager gladness he accepted it. For 

some time after Dr. Griffiths’s depar- 

ture he continued very grave. 

“What are you thinking of, Sam?” 

inquired Jane, for she was also be- 

ginning to feel much interest in the 

kind lad. “ You are not already re- 

gretting your promise to the doctor ?”
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“Oh, no! not I!” he answered, 

with a readiness. that reassured her. 

“Oh, no!” he went on, presently, 

“that is notit. I would have promised 

again fifty times over, for that matter. 

The fact is, Jane, I am bothered with 

the thought of how I am to carry it 

out. .I hate the school, don’t you see 

—I hate the being laughed at by those 

scraps of boys, half my size and age, 

who can read well themselves, and 

who would be shouting after me on 

the road, 6, a, da—é, e, be, whenever 

we met. But there is no help for it 

—learn I must, and will. I promised 

the gentleman—you remember, Phil ? 

And now I have promised the doctor; 

and keep my promise I will, at any 

cost.”
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Jane looked sorry and perplexed; 

then a thought flashed through her 

mind that brightened her face at once. 

“What do you say to this plan— 

both of you?” she said, eagerly— 

“that I should give you an hour's 

teaching every morning, and one in 

the evening, as long as Phil is kept 

from school? Dr. Griffiths says that 

will be for a great while yet, though 

he is doing very well so far. Now, 

if you try hard, you might both be 

able to read easy lessons nicely in a 

short time, and then go comfortably 

to school together, and finish learning 

properly. ° So what say you, boys ?” 

Trigg was delighted at this pro- 

posal, and Philip too, who was always 

readily influenced by his companion’s
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example. They had both arrived at 

the conclusion that being unable to 
read was not only a miserably. blind- 

folded way of going through the 

world, but also a dangerous one. 

That very evening, therefore, the lads 

commenced their first lesson. 

Mrs. Gage, anxious for young 

Trigg as well as her son, sought as 
far as possible to favour the praise- 

worthy efforts of the little party. 

Poor Sam soon mastered the first 

difficulties, and he spared no pains to 

get forward, reading at home by him- 

self, and getting what further help he 

could from his mother, who was a 

poor, hard-working needlewoman, and 

little able to spare time for aught else 

than her business,
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~ The day came at last, however, 

when Philip was declared quite well 

enough, with the help of crutches, to 

attend school as before. Trigg, being 

again received by the teacher, accom- 

panied him. Both boys could now 

read tolerably well, to their intense 

delight, and soon made rapid pro- 

gress. By the end of the year Sam, 

having undergone an examination by 

Dr. Griffiths, was declared by him 

better fitted for the place he designed 

him than he had ventured to hope. 

Thus, with strong feelings of gra- 

titude, Sam Trigg was installed as 

page and messenger in the doctor's 

comfortable house. 

Philip, whose slower intellect had 

attained to only the half of Sam’s
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acquirements, continued his schooling 

for six months longer: and then 

“became assistant to his father, and, 

under Jane’s direction, kept his ac- 

counts, and wrote out his bills for 

him —an office he was quite proud 

Of. 

But, before concluding our little 

narrative, I must go back to say a few 

words of the last evening prior to 

Philip's return to school after his fear- 

ful accident. Jane and he were sitting 

alone together in their kitchen. 

“Do not think I am saying this to 

reproach you, dear Phil,” the former 

began, presently, “but do you remem- 

ber how positively you refused to 

learn those texts on honesty I wanted 

to teach you? It was a little while
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before you broke your leg—do you 

not remember ?” 

“ Yes—I remember,” replied Philip, 

in a low, ashamed tone. 

“ And that I said to you at.the time 

I was sorry you would not learn 

them—most sorry because of the want | 

of humility—because of the pride that 

made you refuse. I thought of the 

words in the Bible, ‘Before pride 

cometh a fall.’ Ah, I little looked 

for so fearful a fall! Through your 

future life, my dear brother, bear in 

mind that God Himself has declared, 

‘He resisteth the proud, and giveth 

grace to the humble’ And oh, Phil! 

we know that neither safety nor 

happiness can ever attend the steps 

of those whom the Lord resisteth,”
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Philip, while kissing his sister affec- 

tionately, and thanking her for all her 

kindness to him, promised to keep 

this advice in lasting remembrance, 

and never more to trust alone in his 

own strength to do any good thing, 

but to seek for the strength that God 

can give, and to look to Him, that for 

Christ’s sake all his sins may be for- 

given, 
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Tuis is a precious Book indeed! 

Happy the child that loves to read! 

Tis God’s own word, which He has given, 

To show our souls the way to heaven. 

It tells us how the world was made, 

And how good men the Lord obey’d; 

Here His commands are written, too, 

_ To teach us what we ought to do. 

It bids us all from sin to fly, 

Because our souls can never die; 

It points to heaven, where angels dwell, 

And warns us to escape from hell. 

But, what is more than all beside, 

The Bible tells us, Jesus died ! 

This is its best, its chief intent— 

To lead poor sinners to repent.
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Te thankful, children, that you may 

Read this good Bible every day; 

"Tis God’s own word, which He has given 

To show your souls the way to heaven. 
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SUPERIOR GIFT BOOKS. 

Feap. 8vo. With beautiful Coloured Engravings. 
3s. 6d. boards ; 4s. extra boards, gilt edges; 7s. 
morocco. 

The Christian Chaplet. 
A wreath of Prose, Poetry, and Art. A volume 
after the style of the once popular ‘‘ Annuals,” 
with a decidedly Christian design and tendency. 
The papers forming its contents are varied in sub- 
ject, and are adapted to the tastes and require- 
ments both of the young and of those more ad- 
vanced in life. 

The Christian Garland. 

A gift-book similar to the preceding. The beau- 
tiful illustrations in oil colours enhance the value 
of the work. 

The Christian Wreath of Prose, Poetry, 
and Art. 
Narrative and descriptive pieces in prose are 
blended with the graces of poetry, the whole 
having a decidedly moral and religious tone and 
character. The engravings in oil colours are 
successful efforts in art. 

The Coronal. 

A book for all seasons at home and abroad, 
combining choice specimens of prose, poetry, and
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art, varied in subject and adapted to the tastes 
and requirements both of the young and of those 
further advanced in life. 

Flowers from Many Lands. 
A Christian companion for hours of recreation. 
Its literary contents, blending prose and poetry, 
are interesting and instructive. The illustrations 
consist of groups of English, Chinese, Japanese, 
East Indian, Australian, South American, North 
American, and African flowers, beautifully printed 
in oil colours, 

Footsteps of the Reformers in Foreign 
Lands. 
This volume embraces in a pleasing form a variety 
of historical and biographical points connected 
with the great Reformation in Germany, Switzer- 
Jand, the Vaudois valleys, etc. It well exhibits 
the character and conduct of those who were 
‘valiant for the truth on the earth,” and may 
Jead all, the young especially, to value the 
privileges secured for them by the struggles and 
sufferings of the Reformers. ‘The coloured plates 
add to the interest of the details, 

the Rose-Bud. 
A Christian Gift to the Young. Coloured 

and Wood Engravings. Royal 16mo. 
4s. boards, 

Descriptions of celebrated places, accounts of 
self-made men, narratives of a moral and religious 
character, in prose and verse, are here agreeably 
blended, and being. illustrated with attractive - 
pictures, is well adadted for a present,
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NEW STORY BOOKS. 
NINEPENCE EACH, 

Neatly Printed and Bound, and Illustrated with 
Coloured Frontispieces. 

A Flower from a London Court; and 
other Stories. 
The principal tale is a touching narrative of 
children in a ragged school, showing the 
influence of the love of Christ in the hearts of 
the youngest and lowliest. 

Little Gretchen the Peacemaker. 
Describing the happy results in a family through 
the peace-loving spirit and gentleness of a young 
daughter. 

Nobody's Own. 
The story of an outcast boy, who is brought, 
through the Christian teaching of a poor woman, 
to the knowledge of the Saviour. 

Susie Bell, 
Showing the power, in a family group, of a 
quiet, self-denying, and loving temper. 

The Little Acrobat. 
A narrative of a German boy, who is in the 
service of a troupe of travelling gymnasts, his 
adventures, hardships, and subsequent deliverance 
from an evil course of life, 

Uncle Fohi’s Farm. 
An account of a visit of two London children to 

a country farm, with what they saw there; alike 
interesting and instructive. |
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“LITTLE DOT” SERIES. 

With Coloured Frontispieces. 18mo. 6d. cloth 
boards, 

1. The Book of Books: The Story of the English 
Bible. 

2. Springfield Stories. By the Author of ‘ Prying 
Polly,” etc. 

- Little Dot. By the Author of ‘‘My Mates and I,” 
etc. 

. John Thomson’s Nursery, and other Stories. 
. Two Ways to begin: Life, and Service and Inde- 

pendence. 

. Ethel Ripon ; or, Beware of Idle Words. By G. 
E. SARGENT, author of ‘‘The Story of a 
Pocket Bible,” etc. 

. Little Gooseberry, and other Stories, 

. Fanny Ashley, and other Stories. 
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COLOURED TOY BOOKS. 
PENNY SERIES. = 

Each book contains seven brightly-coloured Pictures, 
with descriptive Letter-press. Ze Sunday Packet 
will be found specially useful for Sunday School 
Rewards. In two packets, 6d. each. 

The Sunday Packet. The Week-day Packet. 

The Little Captive Maid. | The Giant and his Castle, 
Harry’s Bible Alphabet. | The Victoria Alphabet. 
Daniel and the Lions. | The Sailor Boy. 
The Prodigal Son. | Our Baby. 
The Lord’s Prayer. My Happy Home. 
Solomon’s Sayings. Pretty Pussy 
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FOURPENNY BOOKS. 

With Coloured Frontispieces. 4d. each in handsome 

Coloured Wrappers; 6¢. in limp cloth, gilt edges. 
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. Old Humphrey’s Every Day Tales. 

. Old Humphrey’s Lively Lectures. 

. Old Humphrey’s Sketch Book. 

. Old Humphrey’s True and New Things. 

Old Humphrey’s Ripe Fruit. 

Old Humphrey’s Portfolio. 

. Old Humphrey's Pleasant Pages. 

. Old Humphrey’s Tales for all Times. 

. Old Humphrey’s Jottings. 

. Old Humphrey’s Rural Rambles, 

. Old Humphrey’s Fireside Tales. 

. Old Humphrey’s Bundle of Stories. 

. The Little Year Book. 

. Aunt Mary’s Tales. 

. The Nevers. 

. Willy Maitland. 

. Millie and her Two Friends. 

. The Corner Houses; or, Kindness Wins. 

. Susie’s Mistake. 

. Frank’s Victory. 

. Who is my Neighbour? 

. Chaffinch’s Nest; and other Stories, 

. Elsie Lee. : 

. Blind Effie’s Trial; and other Stories,
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THREEPENNY BOOKS. 
With Coloured Frontispieces. 3d. in handsome Em- 

bossed Gold Cover ; 6d, in limp cloth, gilt edges. 

37- 
38. 

39. 
40. 

41. 

42. 

43. 

44. 

45- 
46. 

47. 
48. 

49. 
50. 
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52. 

53- 

54.° 

55. 
_ 56. 

57. 
58. 

59. 
60, 

My Little Servant Maids. 

Will Thornton, the Crow Boy. 

Betsy Bartlett. . 

Rose and her Trouble. 

The Threepenny Omnibus, 

Alice and her. Pupil. 

The Little Story Book. 

Old Tales Newly Told. 

Patience and her Friend. 

The Crushed Flowers. 

The White Water Lily. 

Uncle Reuben’s Tales, 

A Posy of Poetry. 

The White Kitten. 

The Lighthouse Builder, etc. 

Arthur Maitland’s Holidays. 

The Lost Shilling. 

The Weaver Boys of Bruges. 

Fisherman of Flamborough Head. 

Stories of the Great and Good. 

Old Humphrey’s Dusty Packet. 

Old Humphrey and his Young Friends. 

Old Humphrey’s Facts and Fancies, 

Old Humphrey’s Sketches,
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TWOPENNY BOOKS. 

Illustrated with Tinted Frontispieces. 2d. in fancy 

_Embossed Covers, 

Little Messengers, and other Stories. 

The Fisher Boy’s Bible. 
The Doves, and other Tales, _ 

Jenny the Watercress Girl, etc. 

Maurice Neal and his Pony. 

Tom Thornhill and his Temptations. 
Tales of My Governess. 

Grandfather’s Tales. 
Grandmother’s Tales. / 
Tales and Pictures of School Life. 

The Young Sapphira. 

Exnest’s First Knife. 
Children’s Fruits of the Spirit. 
Trust and Try. 

Ellen’s May-Day. 

The Young Fisherman of Heligoland. 

The Two Fawns. 
My First Bible. 

Beauty Benson. 

Children Over the Sea. ‘ 
Pleasure and Profit. 

A Christmas Tale, and Tales for all Times. 

My Aunt’s Table Cover, etc. 

Tales of Truth and Love,
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FOR VERY YOUNG 

CHILDREN. 

The Sweet Story of Old. 
Royal 16mo. 2s. extra boards. 

  

In short words and easy sentences, in large type, 
containing the first lessons on the Person and 
Work of our Lord Jesus Christ, which a child 
is able to receive. The beautiful Coloured En- 
gravings will ensure for it a hearty welcome in 
every nursery. 

The Book of Sunday Pictures, Old Lesta- 
ment, 

Adam to Josebh. 18. 
Moses to Samson. 15. 
David to Daniel. 1s. 

Complete in one volume. Small qto. 35. 
boards, gilt edges. : 

The Book of Sunday Pictures, New Testa- 
ment, 

The Star of Bethlehem, ete. 15. 
The Good Shepherd, ete. 1s. 
Children in the Temple, ete. 15. 

Complete in one volume. Small gto, 3s. 
boards, gilt edges. 

Designed to engage the attention of children of 
tender, age, and to make the hours of Sunday 
afternoon pass pleasantly, and in harmony with 
the sacredness of the day. The beautiful pic- 
tures, while they attract the notice of children, 
will prepare them for the short narrative of facts 
illustrated.
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The Children of the Bible. 
2s. boards. 

Setting forth the child-life of Isaac, Ishmael, 
Moses, Samuel, Abijah, the widow’s son, the 
little captive maid, the Shunammite’s child, 
Josiah, the ruler’s daughter, Timothy, and Jesus, 
etc., in an instructive manner. Suitable reading 
for Sabbath evenings or afternoons. 

  

The following for Little Children are in Small Quarto, 
and are embellished with Coloured and Wood 
Engravings. The easy and pleasing style of their 
contents, and their attractive appearance, adapt 
them for the Nursery. 

LTymns and Poems for very Little Children. 
By the Hon. M. E.L. 25. 

Watts Divine and Moral Songs, 25. 

Choice Poetry for Little Children. 25, 

A Visit to Aunt Agnes. 25. 

Little Frank at the Farm. 25, 

Peter and Mary Vale. 28. 

Pretty Tales for the Nursery. 25. 

Sunday Afternoons with Mamma. 25. 

Withe and Lucy at the Seaside. 25. 

A Book about Animals. 25. 

A Book about Birds. 2s. 

Lhe History of Joseph. 15s. 

The History of Moses. 15. 

The fistory of Ruth, 1s,
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The History of Samuel. 15. 

The Pretty Village. 1s. 

Visits to Holly Farm, 18. 

POPULAR SERIES. 
The following are adorned with bright-coloured 

Pictures, which will be sure to please the eye, and 
prepare the way for the lessons they teach. 

Lach 1s., Fancy Cover, illustrated with Coloured and 
Wood Engravings. 

MM ly Pretty Book. 
Containing an Ilustrated Alphabet and First 

Lessons for Little Children, 

My Pretty Lesson Book; - 
Or, some First Things for a Child to Know. 

My Pretty Verse Book, 
An Alphabet of Verses. 

My Pretty Story Book. 

My Pretty Pets. 

My Pretty Flower Book. 

My Pretty Gift Book. 
3s, handsomely bound, gilt edges. 

This volume contains the preceding five books. | 
In this collected form, enriched with rhzrty large 
Coloured Pictures, and upwards of fifty Wood 
Engravings, it forms a specially attractive pre- 
sent for very little children.
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TOY BOOKS. 

In large type, with numerous attractive Coloured En- 
gravings, fancy cover. Is. each. Untearable, on 
linen, 2s. 

Willie and Mary’s First Day at School. 

The Lost Lamb, 

Birds and Beasts. 

Alphabet House. 

My Birthday. 

Little Mouse and other Fables. 

Little Paul’s Christmas. 

The Lord’s Prayer. 

Pilgrim Children. 

Search and See: a Scripture Exercise for 
the Nursery. : 

Tuer Toy Book PRESEN’ contains the four Toy 
Books, “The Lost Lamb;” ‘‘ Willie and Mary’s 

First Day at School;” ‘‘ Birds and Beasts;” and 

*¢ Alphabet House.” Twenty-four large Engrav- 

ings in Oil Colours. 5s. handsomely boind. 

The use of Toy Books is to afford pastime and 
amusement to very little children. Without appearing 
to be Zesson books, they present useful knowledge in 
an insinuating and unpretending manner, and prepare 
a way for books in general by creating a desire for 
learning. 

The pictures are such as suit children, and will 
themselves convey, through the eye, important instruc- 
tion to the mind and heart.
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SIXPENNY TOY BOOKS. 
Each containing Six Pictures in Oil Colours, with 

Letter-press Descriptions. Small 4to, 6d. each. 

Pretty Pictures for Little Eyes. 

A Gift for a Pet. 

My Own Toy Book. 

The Child’s Noah's Ark. 

Nursery Play-Hour Book. 

Lullabies and Ditties. 

My New Book. 

Pretty Book for a Good Child. 

These are issued to meet a demand for a cheap 
form of Toy Books. The coloured pictures are 
bold and attractive, suited to arrest the attention 
of little eyes, and the accompanying letterpress 
contains the simplest form of teaching which chil- 
dren’s minds can receive. 

THE LITTLE LEARNER’S 
SERIES. 

Each containing Six Pictures in Oil Colours, with 
Letterpress Descriptions. Small 4to, 6d. each, 

The Little Learner’s A B C Picture Book. 

The Little Learner’s First Lessons in Reading. 

The Little Learner’s Bible Pictures. 

The Little Learner’s Home Pictures. 

Similar in style and character to the preceding.
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PICTURE BOOKS FOR 

LITTLE CHILDREN. 

THREEPENCE EACH. 

With Coloured Engravings, and in Fancy 

Covers. 

. David the Giant-Killer. 

. The Busy Farm. 

Ripe Cherries. 

. Country Scenes. 

. Pictures from the Best Book. 

. A New Book of Pictures. 

. The New Little Red Riding-Hood. 

. Verses for Good Boys and Girls. 

. The Swan; or, Birds and Beasts. © 
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 . Buttercups and Daisies. 

. The Pretty Rose. 

12. Our Lily. 

HH
 

These books. consist of attractive coloured 

pictures, with brief letterpress description, in 

prose and verse, written in a style of address 

suited to the minds of very little children. They 

are recommended for introduction into the 

nursery.
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PANORAMIC SERIES. 

Each consisting of Twelve Pictures, printed in Oil 
Colours, with Descriptive Letter-press and fold- 
ing in an Omamental Cover. 6d. each set; Is, 
mounted on linen and in cloth cover. 

The History of Joseph, 

The History of Samuel. 
The History of David. 

Life in the Desert; or, Scenes in the History 
of the Children of Israel. 

Scenes from the Acts of the Apostles. 

Bible Sea Pictures. 
Scenes in Jerusalem and its Neighbourhood. 

The History of the Bible. 

“ Each of these neat little panoramic books consists of twelve 
pictures, prettily printed in oil colours, with descriptive letter- 
press, and folded up in an ornamental cover. They are very 
cheap, and very suitable for the nursery and Sabbath school.’’— 
Weekly Review, : 

‘A capital series of picture books for the young. The views 
are well printed in colours by Messrs. Kronheim and Co., and 
a brief explanation is appended to each picture.”—Rock. 

“Carries out a very capital idea, the objects of scenes of 
Scripture history being brought far more vividly to the mind 
than it is almost possible mere verbal description could be. 
We should think thése would be welcomed by the young folks.” 
—Nonconformist. 

“We may mention an attractive Panoramic Series, for 
children, in which each little book unfolds into a dozen brightly 
painted pictures, with a few words of explanation below. ‘Two 
of these are before us. Life ix the Desert gives a number of 
roups from the Wanderings, and Scenes in Yerusalem would 

“furnish a good text for a history of the Holy City from Solomon 
to the Crusades.” —Guardian. 

THE RELIGIOUS TRACT SOCIETY.
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