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LARRY GILBERT. 
= S 

CHAPTER IL. 

LARRY’S HOME. 

ETWEEN two large hills, on the eastern 

slope of the Blue Mountain, is a green, 

wooded, and narrow valley, through which, 

thirty years ago, were scattered small, irregular 

farms, 

To those who love nature in its simplicity there 

was much that was pleasant in the landscape. In 

the spring the fragrance of apple blossoms filled 

the air, and the whitewashed fences and newly- 

made garden-beds showed that the farmers 

_ were not so taken up with their rougher work 
5
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fer they ‘could not find time. to make hoiite 

attractive. eS 

About two-thirds of the way down the ‘valley 

was the homestead of Mrs. Gilbert, a bright, dapper 

little woman, who was blessed with good health, 

and who, by dint of hard work, had managed, 

since the death of her husband, to support herself 

and her little grandson, Larry. 

Fifty years before, Mrs. Gilbert had come as a 

bride to this mountain home, rich in nothing 

besides love and faith in the husband of her choice. 

Together they had toiled, and year by year fields 

were cleared, trees planted, and additions made to 

farm buildings, implements, and stock. 

Children had been added to the household, 

bringing plenty of care; but *mother-love was 

plentiful too, and the little ones thrived under 

her faithful guidance. There were many years 

of comfort in the low, red farm-house, and ‘then 

came a season of sorrow. The angel of death 

crossed the threshold and carried away three of 

the children, making a dreary blank in this happy 

home. Only one son was left to cheer and com- 

fort the hearts of the stricken parents. John
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“Gilbert grew. to bea man, He had been working : 

as a “hired man” on another farm for the past | 

year, but his father’s health was failing, and for  ~ 

this reason he brought his wife to the old home- 

stead, instead of renting another farm and begin- 

ning anew. : 

“ Father and you shall rest now,” he said to his 

mother. “You have served your day and genera- 

tion. My Mattie is a good housekeeper, and I can 

manage the farm.” 

But God’s ways are not as our ways. Mr. 

Gilbert’s health did not improve during the winter, _ 

and in the early spring he was laid to rest by the 

little graves in the churchyard at Marleyville. 

Two years after, Mrs. Gilbert was alone with her 

grandchild, heron having been killed by the fall- 

ing of a tree in the woods, and the young mother 

dying at the birth of her little boy. 

This child, who had received the name of 

Lawrence from his grandfather, but who was 

familiarly called Larry, was a great comfort to his 

grandmother. Every one said it was a good thing 

for the old lady that her mind, after so much 

trouble, could rest upon this little one, and that
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her hands had some one besides herself to busy 

themselves about. But they did not all realise 

her true source of comfort. When the stay of her 

earthly hopes was removed, her spiritual strength 

was renewed, and amid all her sorrow and loneliness 

God’s sympathy and love were ever present, as she 

believed and trusted the promise, “ Even to your 

old age I am He; and even to hoar hairs will 

I carry you.” 

As it was impossible for the old lady, at her 

time of life, to oversee the working of the farm, 

she was advised to sell most of her wood and 

meadow land, retaining the house and a field and 

orchard, besides an acre or two of woodland. . 

‘Tt was a lonely spot, but it was home, and all - 

the dearer for the tender associations connected 

with it. The strictest economy was needful, for 

it was very little that Mrs. Gilbert could earn by 

spinning yarn and knitting stockings to sell in the 

store at Marleyville, and it was by hard work 

that she contrived to feed and clothe herself and 

Larry. 

Young Larry’s mind was not troubled by thoughts 

on domestic economy. Going to the woods for
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dry sticks with which to kindle the fire, and to the 

spring near the house for water, feeding the chickens 

and pigs, taking the cow to pasture in summer, 

and in winter preparing her food by cutting up 

potatoes or turnips, or mixing what his grandmother 

called a warm “mash,” was about all he attempted 

in a useful way. 

The rest of his time was spent in chasing the 

squirrels, which were plentiful in the woods ; 

watching the birds, their habits and different styles 

of building, and taking as much interest in their 

welfare as if he was their landlord, to whom they 

owed regular dues for rent. He never willingly 

hurt a living thing of the harmless sort. His 

mind was thoroughly in tune with nature; he 

loved God’s world, and his want of young com- 

panions made him fond of out-door pets. He let 

them rove in their freedom; or if he caught 

them it was only to stroke their fur or feathers, 

and then to release them, to go to their chosen, 

homes. — . 

It was seldom that strangers visited the valley ; 

but one day, in the early fall, some young sports- 

men from a distant city passed through the
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woods, and the rapid succession of shots heard by 

Larry as he took the cow to pasture, filled him 

with alarm, and sent him home in great haste, with 

his face glowing with excitement, and crying out, - 

as he entered the house: “Oh! grandmother, 

there are some wicked men in the woods, with 

guns, and they are killing the birds, and rabbits, 

and squirrels.” r 

As the reports from the guns became loud and 

frequent, Larry threw himself upon the floor, 

sobbing, and holding his ears, that he might not 

hear the hateful sounds. 

“Soon there came a knock upon the door, which 

his grandmother answered—Larry turning around 

only long enough to see a young man enter, 

carrying a gun, and then hiding his face again in 

his hands. 

The young man asked if he could purchase a pie 

and some milk, and as Mrs. Gilbert happened to 

have both in the house, she invited him to take a 

chair till she could get them. 

_ While she was absent, the stranger said to Larry: 

“Well, my boy, I see you have come to grief; 

what is the matter ?”
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Receiving no answer, he said to Mrs, Gilbert : 

“Has your little boy hurt himself?” 

“Oh, no,” she said, “ he’s only grieving over the 

- birds and little creatures you’ve shot. He loves 

them like brothers and sisters; for, poor little 

fellow,” she said, looking compassionately at Larry, . 

“he’s only got me.” 

The young man was deeply touched. That any 

one should grieve for the loss of birds or wild 

game, was a new thought. 

“Well, it seems as if I had been trespassing,” 

he said at length, with a half laugh, “so I must 

pay my fine ;” and he handed a gold piece to the 

old lady, who looked at Larry and shook her 

head. 

“Yes, you must keep it,” the young man said, 

seeing her reluctance. “ Buy him something with 

it that he will like; and tell him I'll promise 

never to shoot on his grounds again.” 

Larry was afraid to look up for fear he should 

see some of his slaughtered pets; but when he 

heard the gate click after the visitor, he got up, 

still looking very sorrowful. 

“T wouldn’t have taken it,” he said, glancing



12 LARRY GILBERT. | 

at the gold piece which lay in his grandmother's 

hand. “I should feel as if I was like Judas if I 

did; it’s the price of blood.” 

“Hush, lad,” she replied, “you must not feel 

nor speak in that way. It’s no uncommon thing 

for young men to be fond of hunting and shooting; 

few of them have got such tender, loving hearts as 

you have, my boy. The young fellow was right © 

sorry, too, when he saw how grieved you were, and 

he promised that he would never come hunting in 

these woods again.” 

“Yes, but some one else may, and the poor 

little things will be scared and worried, and they 

can never have such happy times again as they 

have had.” 

“The little creatures don’t bear malice, Larry ; 

for they have no minds to treasure up the evil 

doings of others, so they will not be brooding over 

troubles to come, but will make themselves happy 

in the present ; and if you are as wise as they you 

will follow their example, and profit by the words 

of the Bible: ‘Sufficient unto the day is the evil 

thereof.’” 

Larry was still somewhat vexed that his grand-
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mother was not more angry with the young man, 

and he said rather petulantly : “T don’t see why 

you are always trying to find out verses in the 

Bible about: everything. I am sure you can’t 

find any place where it says it.’s right to kill the 

birds.” . : 

“No, it does not say anywhere that such things 

are right—I mean, that for mere sport, life may be 

taken away—but we know, from what the Saviour 

Himself says, that birds were killed and after- 

wards sold. Let. me read it to you. ‘Are not 

two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of 

them shall not fall on the ground without your 

Father.’” 

Larry was of a cheerful disposition, and it 

was not long before his merry laugh was again 

heard. When he went to the woods he found 

his pets apparently as full of life as ever. 

There were no signs of mourning among the 

robins; the other birds sang and _ twittered 

among the branches; the squirrels chased each 

other over the trees, and the rabbits came out 

to the edge of the wood to enjoy the sunshine, 

and to nibble the fresh grass and plantains
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which grew abundantly there, just as they used 

to do. 

In pleasant weather, Mrs. Gilbert and Larry 

sometimes walked on Sunday to attend church 

at Marleyville, starting early in the morning, 

carrying their lunch with them. 

After church was over they would seek a 

shady place to eat their dinners, and then start 

leisurely homeward, often resting by the way. 

Occasionally they had an opportunity of riding. 

part of the way with one of the neighbours. 

During these walks the old lady made the 

stories of the Bible familiar to him. The Ten 

Commandments and their teachings were strongly 

enforced, and, more than all, Christ and His 

examples, His life upon the earth, His character 

and work, often formed the subject of her 

instructions. 

She had already attained the allotted age of 

threescore years and ten, and she felt that now, 

while in his youth, and while her life was 

spared, the foundation of her boy’s character must 

be laid, upon which might grow up a life which 

would prove beneficial to himself and others.
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Larry looked upon his grandmother as superior 

to all the rest of the world, and never for a 

moment thought of disputing her teachings, or 

disobeying her commands. |



CHAPTER IIL 

LARRY SPECULATES, 

NE day Larry found on the road a dull and 

0 rusty pocket-knife with one blade. He 

sharpened it on a whetstone which had 

been his grandfather’s, and found himself cutting 

sticks and his fingers alternately. He even gave 

a thrust with it in the side of the earthen pitcher 

he was taking to the spring for water, and was 

immediately rewarded with a sight he had not 

expected—a hole large enough to put his finger 

in. 
“What will grandmother say?” was his first 

thought. ‘How can I mend it ?” was his second. 

Walking on to the spring he mixed a plaster of 

clay and smeared it well over the outside of the hole, 

Then he stood the jar under the bark trough, his _ 

eyes glistening as he saw the water nearing the 
16.
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top of the pitcher, when suddenly the plaster gave 

way and out gushed the water from the hole, 

exciting first his dismay, and then his admiration 

at the beauty of the jet. 

Larry stood for a while in a “brown study.” 

and these were the thoughts that ran through 

his brain: “That jar is no use to grandmother; 

I'll ask her to let me keep it here, for it looks 

real pretty with the water running in and out. 

But now I will have to come twice with the quart 

cup, for she Il not let me carry her good pitcher, 

and the tin bucket is old and leaky.” 

Larry’s cogitation was broken in upon at this 

point by his grandmother, who came to see why 

he tarried so long with the water. 

_ “Why, the child has broken my earthen jar! 

and I’ve had it nigh on to twenty years! Did 

you strike it against something ?” 

“T ran my knife into it. I thought the old 

thing was tough,’ stammered Larry. 

Grandmother was not a good hand at scolding ; 

she only said— 

“Larry, child, you must learn to be more care- 

ful Where am I going to get another jar? 
oe



18 LARRY GILBERT. 

And a new tin bucket is out of the question. 

You will have to carry the quart cup now, for 

the iron tea-kettle is too heavy for you.” 

“T know it,” said Larry, who had already come 

to that conclusion ; but from that time he began 

to wonder how he could earn enough moneys not 

to buy an earthen pitcher, but a bright tin pail 

with a handle, such as he had seen on a tin-peddler’s 

cart. ‘The way opened before him sooner than he 

had hoped. 

Some days after this, as Larry, with his hands , 

in his pockets, went whistling along the road, 

he saw something glistening in the sun some 

distance before him. ‘Bunning to the*spot he 

picked up half-a-dozen tin dippers and graters — 

tied together with a string, which he knew must ; 

belong to the man whose waggon was slowly 

ascending a hill in front of him. 

Calling out at the top of his voice, “ Hallo ! 

halloo!” and then running with all his might, he 

succeeded in attracting the man’s attention, who 

stopped his waggon at the top of the hill. eo 

Larry was heartily thanked by the tinman, who me 

“handed him five cents. e =
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“Ts there anything in my line your folks would 

like to have?” he asked. “If so, I'll sell it 

cheap to you.” 

-“How much is that tin pail?” asked Larry, : 

pointing to one on the top. 

“The price is fifty cents (two shillings), but 

I will sell it to you for forty. Do you want a 

pail 2” 

“T broke grandmother's pitcher, the one 

I always carried when I went for water, and 

she won’t let me carry the big pitcher she’s got, 

for fear I'll break it, so I have to carry water 

from the spring in the quart cup. Do you know 

anything’ I can do so as to earn money to buy 

"a pail?” he earnestly asked, looking up in the 

man’s face. 

* «Well, now, let’s see; you aren’t very big, 

- _ but:you might pick yarbs, I reckon.” 

© Yarbs!” repeated Larry, “what’s yarbs?” 

“Pennyroyal, peppermint, hoarhound, catnip, 

and such like.” 

eee Yes, yes,” said Larry, eagerly, “we call them 

vherbs.- I know them all; and wild cherry bark, 

that’s powerful good for weakly folks—so grand- 

ge
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mother says. But who wants to pay money for 

such things when they are picked ?” 

“There is a drug-storeman in Medford, where 

I go for my tins; I think he would buy some, if 

they are of the right sort. And I’ll tell you what 

I will do. Ill be back this way next week, and 

if you will have a lot of these things we spoke of 

ready tied in bunches, I'll try and sell them for 

you. When you raise half enough money, I will 

let you have the pail, and trust you for the rest. 

How will that suit you?” 

“T’ll do it,” said Larry, with a confident shake 

of his brown head. “Ill gather a lot to-day. 

Here, take these five cents ; that will be so much 

towards it.” 

“But I gave you those for yourself.” 

“No, they’re for the pail; if I kept them ~ 

I might lose them,” said Larry, in such a deter- 

mined voice that the tinman took the money, and 

then they parted. 

“What is luck, grandmother?” asked Larry, 

as he watched the shortcake baking on the round 

iron griddle hanging over the fire, and which was 

to serve for his supper.
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“There is no such thing as luck in this world, 

my boy ; though I don’t deny the word is often 

used. If we succeed in anything, it is the Lord’s 

doing, and the credit belongs to Him; for the 

man is not living, smart as he may be, who can 

manage things in this world according to his own 

liking. There is Bible for that too: ‘A man’s 

heart deviseth his way; but the Lord directeth 

his steps.’ But what started you to thinking 

about luck, Larry ?” 

Larry was not quite ready to divulge his secret, 

so he replied: “Oh, I was only thinking about 

it. But I guess, grandmother, the shortcake is 

burning—it smokes.” — 

Grandmother bustled about and turned her 

cake, and the subject was dropped. 

Larry lay awake a long time that night, think- 

ing of his project, and he fully determined not to 

let his grandmother know of it until he should 

come into the house carrying the new pail filled 

with water. He said to himself: “It will make 

her pretty near jump out of her shoes to 

see it,’ and at the thought of her surprise he 

chuckled aloud with laughter, which brought the
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old lady to his bedside to see what was the 

matter. 

“Twas only a funny thought, nothing else, 

grandmother,” and Larry turned over toward the - 

wall, pressing the coverlet against his mouth; for 

fear the secret would pop out in spite of him. 

An old market basket, which he put away in 

the barn, held his treasures after he had. collected 

them ; and, after days of watching, he was rewarded 

one morning by seeing the tinman and his cart. 

“You have got a nice lot, my boy ; you must 

have been pretty spry to get such an assortment. 

Well, I’ll do the best I can for you ; look for me 

back about Thursday, and if I have luck, as I said 

before, in selling, you ‘ll get your pail.” 

Larry looked gravely at the man. “Grand- 

mother says there is no such thing in the world 

as luck ; she says it is the Lord who brings things 

’ around.” ‘ : 

The man looked at him curiously for a moment; 

then he said, as he tapped his horse with his — 

whip, “I guess your grandmother’s logic is a) 

near right,” . 

It is not to be wondered at that Larry’s mind
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was in a state of agitation during the week. On 

account of his restlessness, his grandmother was 

sure that he was going to be ill, for he laughed 

and talked even in his sleep, and when awake, 

would frequently fall into such a “ brown study ” 

that she had to speak several times before he 

heard her. 

When Thursday morning came, and Larry left 

the table, having scarcely eaten a bite of breakfast, 

grandmother needed no other proof; and hastily 

mixed him a bowl of “ feverfew tea,” which she 

obliged him to drink. 

She would even have persuaded him to go to 

bed, but that was not to be thought of; and after 

some coaxing, he prevailed upon her to let him 

walk to the. top of the hill. 
Almost as soon as Larry caught sight of the 

tinman, he read good news in his face, 

“Here’s your pail,” he* said, handing it out, 

“and here’s your change,” counting out fifteen 

cents into Larry's hand. “The drugman at 

Medford bought the whole lot, and paid me fifty 
cents, besides the five I had, And he says he ‘ll 
take as much more wild cherry, and if you can
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get some slippery elm and sassafras root, he'll 

take them too; and he says, too, that he’s had no 

better lot brought in since he kept store, than — 

what you sent him.” 

““T can get most anything out of these old 

woods,” said the boy, his eyes sparkling at his 

success. ‘I don’t know slippery elm, but grand- 

mother does, and she has lots of other things in 

the garden—sage, and lavender, and sweet mar- 

joram, and feverfew ;” and then Larry made the 

man laugh heartily, by telling him how he had to 

drink @ bowlful of the tea, because he had been 

so excited that his grandmother thought he was 

getting a fever. 

Larry wanted the tinman to keep the fifteen 

cents for his trouble, but he refused. “I see 

youve got grit,” he said; “that’s what I like in 

a boy. I was turned loose when I was a young- 

ster—father and mother died ; and I am glad to 

give you a liftif Ican. It will be a full month 

or more before I am on this road again, but I 

won't fail to stop when I do come.” 

“Tl be ready for you. That’s grandmother’s 

house in the hollow; and just you stop if you
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don’t see me, will you? And os thank you very 

much for selling them for me.’ 

“ Enough said ; good-bye till I see you again.” 

“Now grandmother shall have her pail of 

water.” The water never looked so sparkling as 

it did dancing about in the new tin pail, and Larry 

admired it more and more. 

The old lady was just as much ‘surprised as 

Larry thought she would be. She had to sit down 

on a chair and hear the whole story, and at the 

sight of money earned by her own little boy she 

even shed tears. They were tears of joy, she told 

him, for Larry could not understand what there 

was to cry about. — 

“T’ll not fret another minute,” she said. “ When 

my needs were many and my faith was growing 

weak, the Lord sent me help by the hands of this 

child. I will put my trust in Him from this time 

forth and for ever.” 

Gathering herbs and barks proved a source of 

some revenue to our friends in the cottage. 

Grandmother was very particular to gather her 

herbs on a dry and sunny day, and when the 

blossoms were in a proper state. She only gathered
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the best, and gave such good satisfaction that the 

druggist agreed to take the supply he needed 

chiefly from her, and to pay her a fair price for 

them. 

Tony Myers, the tinman, who became a friend 

of the Gilbert family from the time he first became 

- acquainted with Larry, instead of making Marley- 

ville his stopping-place for the night as heretofore 

now drove on to the Widow Gilbert’s, where he 

_ was always sure of meeting with a kind recep- 

tion. 

Grandmother interested herself about him at 

once. She insisted on doing his mending and 

knitting his stockings, in return for many kind- 

nesses bestowed by Tony, who, besides. paying for 

his lodging and disposing of the herbs, brought 

many a little package of tea and spices, with now 

and then a piece of tin-ware as he saw it was 

needed. 

“Tt’s more like a home to me than any I have 

had for many a year, and even my old nag enjoys 

his quarters here, for when we come to the lane, he 

turns into the stable of his own accord.” 

The old earthen pitcher kept its place under
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the spring a long while, and many and many a 

time, as Larry watched the water flowing into its 

mouth, and out of the opening, he said, “My! 

but it was a good thing for us that morning 

when I ran my knife through grandmother's old 
29 jaz.
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SCHOOL DAYS. 

N the corner of one of the bureau drawers was 

d a woollen stocking, which Larry had long 

since outgrown. In the foot of this, tied 

with a string, Mrs. Gilbert kept the money she had 

saved toward her boy’s schooling. Here were 

small bits of money Larry had received as presents, 

or for slight serviccs rendered to one and another 

—the gold piece given by the sportsman, two old 

Spanish dollars that had belonged to Grandfather 

Gilbert, but which his wife thought none too 

precious to be used for his grandson’s benefit. 

Added to these were smaller sums which Mrs. 

Gilbert had been able to save from her housekeeping 

expenses. 

It had been a great trial for the grandmother 

to bring her mind to decide the question of sending 
28
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Larry four miles to school. There was none 

nearer ; but no sooner had she decided to send 

him the next winter term, and made some inquiry 

in regard to it, than she learned that the wise 

ones of the county had made arrangements to 

build a school-house at the “The Four Corners,” 

scarcely a mile from her door. 

While the house was building, Larry made 

frequent visits to it, and once or twice induced 

his grandmother to walk thither after the evening 

work was done. 

The last time they went, the school-house was 

finished, excepting that it wanted a coat of red 

paint. 

As the door was locked, Larry, with the aid of 

some logs and bits of timber, managed to form a 

standing-place under one of the windows, and 

having first taken a peep himself, helped up his 

grandmother, that her eyes might take a view of 

the teacher's platform at one end of the room, and 

the rude desks and benches along its sides. In 

the boy’s eyes, and. in hers too, the room appeared 

to have everything needed ; and Larry’s eyes 

sparkled as, with a knowing nod, he asked, “ Now,
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granny, wouldn’t you think a boy could learn 

most everything in such a nice place as that ?” 

“Tt is a nice room, to be sure, lad,” she re- 

sponded warmly ; “but little help it will be to you 

or any other, if you idle your time and don’t: set 

your mind to learning. And, after all, it is the 

Lord who giveth wisdom. I trust it is a godly 

man that will have charge of you—one that will 

train your heart as well as your mind. There 

will be many temptations, and maybe I have done 

wrong in keeping you so close with me. It’s an 

‘untried world for you, my boy, and many a battle 

you will have to fight when your old grandmother 

cannot be near to take your part,” and the old 

woman’s voice trembled with the thought. 

«But can’t the Lord help me?” asked Larry. 

“Of course He can, my child; keep close to 

Him, and I’ll have no fear for you. It is to those 

who are steadfast, who persevere to the end, and 

make the best use of the talents they have, that 

the Lord will say, ‘Well done, good and faithful © 

servant ; thou hast been faithful over a few things, 

I will make thee ruler over many things; enter 

thou into the joy of thy Lord.’” .
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Larry never forgot that evening walk and 

conversation; and into his prayer that night 

entered the supplication: “Lord, take care of me 

every day when I go to school; help me to fight 

my battles with the world; and to do the best I 

can to learn.” 

Larry had plenty of work to do in the interval ; 

but when the last day of September came it found 

the cellar stored with wood, the potatoes dug and 

housed, the corn in the barn, and the apples put 

in barrels in the loft. Hanging on the back of a 

chair near the bed were the new clothes Mrs. 

Gilbert had taken such pains in making, and 

which Larry was to put on in the morning. 

That night Larry tossed upon his bed, and 

could not sleep for thiriking of the good in store 

for him on the morrow. And when, toward 

morning, he fell into a slumber, it was to dream 

of battles with giants and all sorts of strange 

adversaries. Now, with David, he was picking 

stones from the brook to fling at the Philistine 

giant ; now, with the sword of Gideon, he was 

moving victoriously toward the enemy. Even 

in his dreams he remembered his grandmother's 

%
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admonitions, and when he began to be hard 

pressed, and it seemed as if one took hold of him 

who was about to kill him, he called out im a 

loud voice: “In the Lord put I my strength,”— 

and awoke to find his grandmother shaking him 

by the elbow. 

“Oh, granny!” he exclaimed, as he rubbed his 

eyes and looked about him, “I thought my 

battles had begun.” 

Larry’s anticipations of school were not quite 

so buoyant when he found that his grandmother’s 

old enemy, the rheumatism, had attacked one of 

her ankles. ‘Though she could manage to hobble 

about the house, a long walk was out of the 

question ; consequently she could not go to school 

with him, and “help him,’ as he said, “to get 

things started.” It was important that he should 

be present the first day, so nothing better could 

be done than wait for another boy, Johnny Briggs, 

to go with him. 

Johnny lived full half-a-mile in the ‘other 

direction, and was, as Mrs. Gilbert would say, 

“anything but a good boy; but then, poor child,” 

she would add, “who can wonder at that? He



SCHOOL DAYS, ~ 35 

has had such ungodly examples set him so much 

of his life.” She had carefully kept Larry from 

his influence, but companionship could not now - 

be avoided, and she again wondered if she had 

not been unwise in. keeping Larry so closely to 

her side, and a tear dropped at the thought that 

she could shelter her one little lamb no longer. 

Johnny came along rather late, and to his care 

Mrs. Gilbert confided Larry. ‘“You’ve been to 

school before, Johnny,” and she pressed an apple 

into his hand; “and maybe you can now and 

then give my boy an inkling of what he is 

expected to do, if the child’s at a loss.” 

“‘He won't be so green after he’s been there a 

couple of weeks,” responded Johnny, consolingly ; 

“school is the place toxget the starch out of a 

fellow.” 

When the two boys arrived at the school-house, 

they found the scholars had been called together. 

There were fifteen present who had given their 

names and had their seats assigned to them. 

“ Come forward to the desk,” said Mr. Meredith, 

the teacher, as the two boys entered the door. 

Johnny took the lead with a shuffling step, giving 
c
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a side grin to such scholars as he recognised on 

his way. 

The teacher gave one displeased glance at the 

untidy dress of Johnny, and adding his name to 

his list, directed him to a seat. Then he turned 

to’Larry, As his keen glance took in at once the 

bright face and neat dress, a feeling of relief 

crossed his mind, 

Larry gave a little nod with his head, at the 

same time touching the curly lock of hair which 

“hung over his forehead, just as he had been 

directed to do by his grandmother. Then he 

gave his name, and stood waiting for further 

orders. 

“Well, my boy,” asked Mr. Meredith, when he 

had laid aside the book in which he had been 

entering the names of the scholars, and in a tone 

which showed that he liked the looks of the lad 

before him, “what do you propose to do in this 

new school-house ?” 

Larry did not quite understand the question, 

but he hesitated only a moment, then in a clear 

voice he said— 

“Fear God, and keep His commandments, sir.”
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There was complete silence in the school-house 

for a few moments, then a half-suppressed giggle 

by Johnny Briggs, ended in an audible laugh 

around the room. 

Larry started at the sound, and looking inno- 

cently at the teacher asked, “Wasn't that the 

right answer, sir ?” 

“Tt was a first-rate answer, my boy,” replied 

Mr. Meredith, with feeling. “If all my scholars 

would make the same resolve, and keep it, I 

could promise you a very pleasant, harmonious 

school this whole winter, for it would imply that 

each one would do his duty to himself and his 

companions. No scoldings or punishment of any 

kind would then be necessary on my part, for all 

remissness in study and attendance could be 

easily accounted for. Why cannot we have this 

happy state of things—the golden rule in con- 

stant daily exercise among us?” 

There was, of course, no reply, but Mr. 

Meredith, no longer at a loss, took from his 

pocket a small Testament, and said, “I will open 

the exercises of the school this morning with 

reading and prayer. ‘To-morrow I will expect,
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those of you who can read to be provided with a 

Testament or Bible, when we shall read in turn.” 

“T’m glad,” thought Larry, “that he’s one of 

grandmother's sort;” and he listened with reverent 

attention while Mr. Meredith read a chapter and 

engaged in a short prayer. ‘ 

After this, classes in spelling, reading, and 

arithmetic were formed, the scholars keeping 

tolerable order until recess was announced, when 

girls and boys started pell-mell for the door, and 

were out before the voice of their astonished 

teacher could be heard. 

Making a note of these things as something to 

be corrected at another time, he saw Larry quietly 

leaving the room. “That boy will be my right- 

hand man; if it were not for him, I believe 

I should be thoroughly discouraged with the 

material I have to work with.” 

“Here comes the preacher,” called out George 

Barton, the biggest boy in school. ‘Come, climb 

this stump and give us another sermon.” 

_ Larry did not see the joke at all “I don’t 

know how to preach. You didn’t think they ever 

made preachers of such little fellows as me, did
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you now ?” and Larry’s laugh rang out so glee- 

fully that it started the girls and then the boys 

into a laugh also, so that Mr. Meredith, wondering 

what the fun was about, went out of the school- 

house to see for himself. : 

__ His presence checked their mirth. “Laugh 

away,” said he; “tell me what the joke is and 

I will laugh too.” 

“Why,” said Larry, almost bubbling over again 

at the thought, “the boys don’t know me very 

well, and George thought I was a little preacher,” 

and his merry laugh sounded out again, starting 

the rest, Mr. Meredith joining them. 

- He saw at once that Larry’s simplicity and 

good nature would stand him in good stead; and 

enable him to ward off many sly taunts that 

would be given him. For the boy’s own sake, it 

would be better that he should take his own part, 

trusting to time and a better understanding to 

smooth over ordinary difficulties, while he would 

try to be at hand and see there was fair play. 

When the laugh was over, he said, “ Though 

you are not a regular preacher, Larry, I agree 

with George that you preached us all a very good
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sermon this morning ; one to which I hope we 

- will all give good heed.” 

Mr. Meredith returned to the school-room, and 

George, who was looked up to as a wit by many 

of the other boys, finding his first shot had fallen 

harmless, thought he would try again, and was 

just going to ask the boy about his tailor, when. 

Larry, who was standing near, handed him a red 

apple. “Take that home to your little Susy, will 

you, George? She was at our house once with 

your mother, and I made her a dolly out of a corn 

cob, and tied a little gourd on for a head, and 

_ dressed it in a cabbage leaf and grass ribbons, 

and she liked it ever so much. What a pretty 

little girl she is ; her eyes are just as bright as a 

bunny, ain’t they ?” ia 

Larry had fairly out-generalled his opponent 

without knowing it. George loved this. sister 

Susy better than he did anything in the world. 

His heart warmed to hear her praised, and the 

retort he intended died on his lips, and with a 

confused look he started for the school-house, as 

the bell summoned them to enter. 

It was not until Larry had eaten his supper
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that night and talked with his grandmother over 

the events of the day that he understood what | 

Mr. Meredith meant by his having preached a 

sermon to himself and the scholars. 

“Keep my boy as Thou hast kept him this 

‘- day, dear Lord,” prayed the grandmother that 

‘hight. And thus ended Larry's first day at 
school, :



CHAPTER IV. 

FOES WITHOUT. 

TELL you what it is, grandmother, Mr. 
{ Meredith is a ‘bully’ teacher, and no mis- 

take ;—a real good one, I mean,” said Larry, 

catching his grandmother’s eye, which showed her 

‘ disapproval. 

“The boys all talk that way, though, and hear- 

ing them, the words come into my mind, and 

I say them without thinking.” 

“That does not make it right, my dear. But | 

what is it you like so much in Mr. Meredith?” 

“Qh! I can hardly tell you; I like everything 
he does. Then he seems to know so much. 

There isn’t a single question the scholars ask. but | 

‘the can answer. The other day, when it- rained 

hard at recess, so that we could not go out to 

play, he drew a picture of an elephant on the 
40 ee



FOES WITHOUT. AL 

blackboard, and he told us all about the animals, 

where they come from, and what they eat, and he 

told us lots of stories that he had read in books 

about them. 

“And he can play ball as well as George, or 
aE 
any of the big boys, and-he can run so fast that 

  

not one of the boys can catch him.’ And he has 

promised to go with us on Saturday afternoon for 

chestnuts. I told him about our big tree in the 

woods, and that I was sure there were chestnuts 

enough on it for the whole school, and he said 

I might be the leader and show them the way. 

George Barton did not like that very much, and 

after school he got me to show him the tree, to 

see if it is better than one he knows about. The | 

chestnuts will be about right by Saturday—that 

_ will give them three more hard frosts. The girls 

"are not going—only the boys. Mr. Meredith 

says he’ll take the girls walking some other 

day.” 

“You may ask Mr. Meredith to come home 

~ with you to supper on Saturday evening. I have 

never seen him, and I would like to get acquainted 

with him.” :
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Larry was delighted at this proposition. “It 

will be bright moonlight, too, and he won’t mind 

walking home in the evening.” 

“Or, if he would rather, he can stay all night 

and sleep in the room,” said. his grandmother. 

“The room” was one adjoining the kitchen, 

and, like it, could be entered from the outside by 

a door. .The walls were whitewashed, the paint 

was lead colour, the carpet was made of woven rags 

of every sort and hue. A plain bureau, with a 

white cover, above which hung a small looking- 

glass, stood on one side of the room opposite an 

open fireplace. Four rush-bottomed chairs and a 

high, curtained, feather-bed, covered with a bright, 

pieced quilt, completed the furniture. A front 

window, and. one back, let in the light. From the 

one you saw the tall old forest trees which lined 

the opposite side of the road ; the other showed in 

summer the low bench with its bee-hives, and the 

garden beds with their flower borders and sweet- 

smelling herbs. 

The kitchen was a large room, containing in 

one corner the grandmother's bed, almost shielded 

from view by its dark curtains, a large spinning-



FOES WITHOUT. 43 

wheel, whose busy hum was heard on most winter 

days, a dresser in one corner, which held all. the 

crockery, a chest, a table, and a few chairs. 

Opening from this room, and extending over 

one end of the back porch, was a small room large 

enough to contain a single bed for Larry, and one 

chair. The attic at the present time was used 

only as a store-room. 

Mr. Meredith accepted the invitation with 

pleasure. He had a great desire to see Mrs. 

Gilbert, who, he was sure, was not an ordinary 

woman, as the religious and moral training she 

had given her grandson plainly showed. He had 

not found any kindred spirits among the few 

acquaintances he had made outside of the school. 

The farmers in the neighbourhood were, in the 

main, plain, hard working men, hospitable, but 

practical, and unsympathic in their views. Mr. 

Meredith coming from the home of a tender, loving 

mother and warm-hearted sister, missed, more 

than anything else, the affectionate sympathy to 

which he had been accustomed. 

Larry rose by daybreak on Saturday morning, 

and after kindling the fire and hanging the tea
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kettle on the crane above it, started to the woods 

to assure himself that the chestnuts were in a 

proper condition, and to cut some of the under- 

brush away with his hatchet, so that the falling 

chestnuts might not find hiding-places among it. 

He reached the place and looked at the tree, 

scarcely believing his own senses. Some one, and 

more than one, had evidently been there before 

him. The ground was trampled about, and the 

~ tree had been beaten by experienced hands. The — 

ground was covered with empty burrs, but scarcely 

one was to be seen upon the tree. Hastening 

home, he burst into the kitchen where his grand- 

~mother was getting breakfast, and told her the 

sad news, 

“Did you show the tree to any of the boys?” 

she asked. 

“To no one but George Barton;” and then, as 

if suddenly enlightened, he added, “and I believe 

it was George that stole them. He wasn’t at 

school on Thursday ; he had been with his father 

to Marleyville, he said, and had bought himself 

a new sled with his own money, the mean thief! 

Ill tell the teacher, see if I don’t.”
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~ “J don’t think I would, Larry,” mildly inter- 

posed his grandmother. ‘George seems to have 

a, kind of grudge against you, and it will not mend 

it any to complain of him.” 

« But, grandmother, how about the chestnuts ? 

George has done it on purpose to make the 

teachers and scholars laugh at me He thinks 

I won’t find it out till I take them to the tree, 

and that then they will have to go to the place 

that he picked out.” 

“Tecan arrange all that for you. There is more 

than one chestnut tree on our ground, though you 

have never seen them. When your father was 

two.or three years older than you are now, he 

picked several bushels, and your grandfather took 

them to Medford when he went with grain. I 

have been thinking we would try and gather some 

this year, and send them with Tony the next time 

he comes. Shell barks, too, will bring a good 

price. We will hurry through our breakfast, and 

still have time before school for me to go with you 

to the place I spoke of, so that you will have no 

trouble in finding it.” 

Larry’s face grew bright in a minute. “You
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are the best grandmother in the whole world,” 

said he, throwing his arms around her neck; “I 

don’t know what I could ever do without you.” 

Again Larry tripped through the woods with 

his hatchet in hand, his grandmother leading the 

way. She passed the big chestnut tree, and on 

the other side of a clump of pines at the left were 

two large chestnut trees filled with nuts. 

“Tt’s queer 1 never saw these before,” said 

Larry, “and so near the others too; but then I 

never have been any farther in the woods than the 

big chestnut tree.” 

““Tt’s because you are a good and obedient boy 

that I like to give you pleasure whenI can. Now 

you must go back and get your dinner-basket, and 

- go to school.” 

The homes of the boys were so far apart that 

they had agreed to bring their. dinners, and start 

on the chestnut hunt as soon as school was over, 

eating their lunch as they walked. 

There was certainly a look of exultation on 

George’s face as they were nearing the wood > but 

when Larry suddenly turned off before they came 

to the spoiled tree, and walked rapidly in another __ |
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direction, George called out: “Here, old fellow, 

you are on the wrong road. I know the way 

about your woods better than you do yourself. 

Come on, Mr. Leader, this is the way.” And he 

turned in the direction of the tree with a very 

confident air. 

The teacher and boys stopped and looked 

toward Larry. 

“T am going right,” said he. “I did intend to 

take you to that tree George speaks of, but some 

people were there early on Thursday morning and 

helped themselves to the chestnuts.” He looked 

at, George as he spoke, and it happened that Mr. 

Meredith, too, was looking, and both saw the signs 

of guilt he betrayed. Nothing more was said as 

Larry led them to the new place. 

There was a loud cheer from the boys as they 

saw the trees laden with the bristling balls, and 

joy was painted on every face but one. | 

George Barton was again baffled in his efforts 

to mortify Larry. Did the boy bear a charmed 

life? or why was it that every attempt he made 

against him recoiled upon himself ? George, 

.;,With the help of their hired man, whom he had
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led to believe that permission had been granted 

by Mrs. Gilbert, had robbed the chestnut tree— 

his first motive being to bring Larry into ridicule ; 

his second, to make a little money for himself 

by the theft. 

He did not suppose Larry knew of any other 

tree which had not been already stripped, and to 

have him turn the plot so completely on himself 

by taking them to even a better place than he had 

first intended, was a very bitter mortification to him. 

He tried to make the best of it, as he did not 

want to be suspected of having interfered, so his 

laugh rang out the loudest of all the company, 

and only one suspected how very uncomfortable 

he really was. 

When the shadows began to lengthen, Mr. 

Meredith said it was time to separate; and, after 

wishing one another “good-bye,” all but Mr. 

Meredith, Larry, and Johnny Briggs moved off 

with their filled baskets, while these three walked 

slowly through the woods towards Larry’s home. 

“This is an uncommonly fine old wood,” said 

the teacher, looking up at some of the tall trees 

they were passing.
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“Isn't it?” replied Larry, with an admiring 

nod. “I think, Mr. Meredith, there is not any- 

where such another. An acre of it belongs to 

grandmother; and Mr. Spering, who bought most 

of the farm-land after grandfather died, cuts wood 

for us on the shares, spring and fall. I mean,” 

said Larry, seeing Mr. Meredith did not under- 

stand, “he brings us one load of wood after it is 

cut, and then takes the next to his own house.” 

“Then the chestnut trees are on your own 

ground ?” 

“Yes, sir; but I never saw the trees we went 

to to-day till this morning. Grandmother never 

allows me to go farther in the woods than this 

big chestnut tree we are coming to. She is 

always afraid something will happen to me; for 

if I should die she would be all alone. This 

morning when I told her some one had taken all 

the chestnuts from this tree she told me of the 

two we went to to-day, and showed me where they 

were. I am afraid she will never let me try to 

cut down trees; she don’t even like me to stand 

by when the men are chopping; for my father 

was killed by a falling tree.” 
; D
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“She was awfully scared about his going to 

school,” broke in Johnny; “she wanted me to 

kind o’ help him through, but I think he can take 

pretty good care of his own self; don’t you, Mr. 

Meredith ?” 

“JT think he can, indeed,” said the teacher 

smiling. “If he lives up to the sermon he 

preached us the first day of school, he has a good 

Friend above who will never fail him, though all 

the world should turn against him.” 

“There’s Larry’s house, and there ’s his grand- 

- mother,” said Johnny, pointing towards them. 

The old lady stood in the doorway shading her 

eyes from the setting sun, and peering forward to 

see if they were coming. 

With kindly courtesy she came down the front 

path and opened the gate as they approached, 

giving the teacher a cordial welcome to her 

cottage. 

She bade Johnny wait a moment, and Mr. 

Meredith, from the window, saw her hand him an 

apple and a generous slice of gingerbread. 

“T see you know how to give the cup of cold 

water,” he said, as she came in.
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“JT am interested in the child,” she replied; 

“and then I doubt whether he will get enough 

to satisfy his hunger when he reaches home. - 

His father went along the road half-an-hour ago 

so drunk that he was scarcely able to walk. His 

wife was once tidy and active, but an intemperate 

husband and a large family unprovided for, seems 

to have turned her into an irritable and thriftless 

woman.” g 

“Johnny shows his training,” replied Mr. Mere- 

dith ; “but he seems very tractable, and I do not 

despair of instilling into his mind some principles 

which may lead him to a better life.” 

When Larry found that Mr. Meredith intended 

sending his chestnuts to his sister at Medford, he 

insisted upon adding to them all that. he had 

himself gathered. Mr. Meredith accepted this 

offer with the understanding that he might assist 

them on the next Saturday, when they expected 

to gather their nuts for market. 

“Tony Myers expects to be with us that day, 

too. He will stay over Sunday, and Monday he 

will take our nuts with him and sell them for us 

at Medford.” 7}
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Larry told Mr. Meredith how his first acquaint- 

ance with Tony was made, and the latter said he 

should be very glad to know one who had proved 

himself to be such a valuable friend. 

In Mr. Meredith’s next letter to his sister he 

wrote: “TI find Mrs. Gilbert, Larry’s grandmother, 

areal mother in Israel. She is a sensible, practical 

woman, a true Christian, full of faith and of the 

Holy Ghost. Since I have met her I have lost 

some of that feeling of loneliness which has 

possessed me ever since J came into this mount- 

ainous region, and I feel quite sure that a longer 

acquaintance with her will only increase the esteem 

in which I hold her and her grandson Larry.”



CHAPTER VY. 

CHRISTMAS. 

ARRY, with Tony’s help, had made a sled, 

which, from the time the first snow fell, 

he drew to school every morning. Tony 

was not a born carpenter; the sled was in truth 

a very rude, lop-sided affair, though in the owner’s 

estimation it was a perfect treasure. It must go 

to somewhere at the bottom of the hill when once 

it was started, although it had @ fashion of veering 

off from a straight line, and now and then PURINE 

over and giving the rider an upset. 

Larry did not mind that, nor the laugh and 

ridicule that George Barton tried to excite in the 

rest of the scholars. Larry was generous, too, 

and boys like Johnny Briggs, who would never 

have intimated to George that they would like to 
53
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ride upon his sled, had no backwardness in asking 

Larry for that favour. — 

Mr. Meredith was a keen observer. He saw 

that Larry, though delighting in the sport himself, 

was always willing to share his sled with the 

younger and poorer children, while he had never 

once seen” George's sled leave the hands of its 

owner, 

One morning Mr. Meredith received a letter 

from his sister, and one sentence of it read in this 

way : 

“You must thank your friend Larry over and 

over again for his chestnuts. I never saw any so 

large and fine. I am greatly interested in: your 

account of the boy, and I mean to send him a nice 

Christmas present. I shall depend upon you to 

tell me what will suit him best. My idea is not 

so much a useful present as one that will give 

him real pleasure; for, from your account, I 

should judge he has never been favoured with 

many games or toys.” : 

In return, Mr. Meredith wrote: “Enclosed find 

one dollar (4s.). Add it to the sum you mean to 

expend, and buy as handsome a sled as you can
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find for the money. Joseph Martin, who keeps 

the variety store corner Fourth and Berkley, is a 

good friend of mine, and will select one for you. 

Send it to my address two days before Christmas, 

to Marleyville, by way of the Medford stage.” 

Larry's Christmas times were never seasons of 

plenty. A yarn tippet, stockings, and «mittens, a 

couple of dough-nuts and ginger-cakes, which 

Grandmother Gilbert cut into odd shapes intended 

to represent men, horses, and birds, and which, 

as they never came in those shapes at any other 

season, had always excited Larry’s profound 

admiration, were the best of his gifts. 

There was great boasting among the boys at 

school as to their expected gifts at the coming 

Christmas. George talked a great deal about a 

fine knife he had been promised. “It’s to be a 

regular three-blader ; the little blade, sharp as a 

razor, will cut a hair; the large blade will go 

through a board slick as a weasel.” 

“T never knew a weasel could go through a 

board,” innocently remarked Larry. 

The boys laughed, but George made no reply. 

“ My aunt is going to give me a pair of ban-
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tams,” said Joe Brown. “And IJ will have a 

Newfoundland dog,” said Charlie Taylor. 

So one and another told their expectations until 

poor Johnny Briggs, who couldn’t remember a 

time when he had fared better on that day than 

any other, asked : 

“What ll you get, Larry?” _ 

“A pair of mittens, I guess, and maybe a new 

rithmetic, if grandmother can spare the money.” 

“T’d like to see anybody give me mittens or 

school-books,” said George, contemptuously ; “I’d 

pitch ’em in the fire.” 

“You seemed to like the mittens grandmother 

gave you last Christmas; anyhow you wore 

them.” 

“She knit ‘em to pay for the sausage and apple- 

butter mother took to your house,” said George, 

sharply. “Your granny pays for what she gets 

in yarn,” he added with a drawl. 

“Your mother didn’t want any pay for what 

she brought,” said Larry, touched by George’s 

sneering tone. ‘She said she never could pay 

grandmother for helping her to nurse little Susy 

through that spell of sickness ; and I’d have been
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real sorry if Susy had died that time,” and Larry’s 

voice fell. 

George now felt as if he was choking. Could 

he ever forget that day when he lay stretched 

upon the garret floor suffering such sorrow as he 

had never felt before? when even the doctor had 

given his sister up, and poor little Susy’s breath 

seemed like the dim flame of a candle just ready 

“to go out! And he remembered when he had 

heard a step on the stairs, how he had stopped his 

ears that he might not hear the announcement he 

was so sure would follow; and then a hand had 

been laid tenderly on his bowed head, and kind 

Mrs. Gilbert had made him understand that Susy’s 

life was likely to be spared to them. 

The whole scene had flashed before him in a 

moment, and he turned away from Larry witout 

another word. 

Again Larry gained a victory. 

There had been an abundance of snow all through 

December, and the sleighing was excellent. Tony 

arrived in his sleigh the night before Christmas ; 

and, for some reason or other, he came without 

bells upon his horse, though he admitted to Larry
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he had them safe in the sleigh-box. This was the 

reason that Larry, who had been listening for the 

sound of the bells, did not know his friend had 

arrived until he heard him stamping the snow 

from his feet at the back door. Tony was not 

alone, for behind him stood Mr. Meredith. The 

two stepped into the kitchen. 

“T hope, Mrs. Gilbert, you will not send me 
away, though I come without an invitation from 

you. I had one from my friend Tony.” 

“And I-hope, grandmother,” broke in Tony, 

“you ll not think less of your Christmas present 

because it comes the night before,” at the same 

time placing a large covered basket on the table. 

“Jl tell you at once, the master is ’sponsible for 

the most of it; I only put in a morsel of sugar 

and. tea, and the like.” 

“You are both heartily welcome,” said grand- 

mother, shaking them by the hand; “and Larry, 

I know, is happy to see his two best friends, as 

he calls you.” 

The guests did not seem inclined to leave the 

warm kitchen, where the large logs in the fite- 

place were sending up showers of hickory sparks.
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“Youll not be in my way if you’d rather stay 

here than go in the room,” said the grandmother, 

as she drew out upon the hearth some hot coals, 

and placed upon them her gridiron, on which she 

had put some beef-steak to broil, which she had 

found in the basket. 

Larry spread the table, filled the kettle, and 

helped in every way he could. Mr. Meredith and 

Tony, in the meantime, had withdrawn to one 

side of the stand upon which lay the family 

Bible. 

“TI wish I was better posted in some things in 

this book,” said Tony. “It’s only lately I’ve 

cared for the sight of it, only since I’ve known 

Grandmother Gilbert and Larry. But, Mr. Mere- 

dith, ‘seein’ is believin’,’ and when you see one 

as lives the Bible right out in her daily life and 

conduct, as you may say, you can’t doubt its 

truth any longer. At least that’s my case. 

Larry’s grandmother took me in hand the first 

chance she got, and she never stopped till she 

got me willin’ to own my guilt and sue for pardon. 

There’s a verse somewhere that says you must 

give a reason for the hope that isin you. Now,
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_ there’s many an idle fellow that ll take and twist 

and turn Scripture till he seems to make white 

black and black white, and then he says, ‘ Explain 

that, Tony, if you can ;’ and maybe I'll be so 

dumbfounded that I haven’t a word to say, unless 

it is, ‘Get thee behind me, Satan; thou savourest 

not of the things which are of God.’ Some time 

I would like you to explain two or three hard 

points, if you will.” ; 

“T will gladly give you any help I can, Tony. 

To understand everything in the Bible would 

make it needful that we should have the wisdom 

of the Creator, and there are many things in the 

sacred Word which, if we cannot understand, we 

must still admit to be true. In a higher state all 

will be made known to us. As Christ said to 

Peter, ‘What I do thou knowest not now, but 

thou shalt know hereafter” A parent may under- 

stand the cause of the sound which comes from 

his little child’s toy, but it is a mystery to the 

child; his powers of mind are not able to grasp 

the idea; and many children have cut up their 

little drums to see where all the noise comes 

from. And so with difficult doctrines; they are
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not mysteries to God, but truths clear and certain, 

though dark to me. To me, this thought only 

causes me to love and adore my heavenly Father 

the more, knowing that I do not put my trust 

and confidence in the declarations of a feeble and 

short-sighted being like myself, but on One far 

above all human power.” 

The conversation closed here, for grandmother's 

‘supper was on the table, and the strangers were 

invited to draw up their chairs and partake of it. 

After the meal was over: Mr. Meredith unfolded 

a plan about which he had been thinking for some 

time. It was to try to obtain the consent of the 

"school directors to allow him to start a Sunday 

school in the red school-house. 

Mrs. Gilbert and Larry were delighted. 

“TI think there will be no difficulty in obtain- 

ing scholars,” said Mr. Meredith; “but, excepting 

yourself, I know of no one I can get for a 

teacher.” 

“I think Mrs. Barton for one will be willing. 
She lives quite near the school, and I think she 

is a true Christian. The Bartons have been a 

worldly family ever since I knew them, but I’ve
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seen a great change in the mother since the 

severe sickness of her little girl.” 

_ “T am glad to know about her, and ae 

certainly see her. George is one of my trials at 

school, and partly for this cause I have been 

remiss in visiting them.” ess 

Mrs. Gilbert mentioned two or three others 

who might be willing to assist in teaching, and 

Mr. Meredith decided, if the way was clear, to 

organise the school the first Sabbath in the new 

year. 

Larry had been so excited with company that 

he had gone to bed without hanging up his 

stocking for the fairies, but his grandmother 

going to the chest, brought out a yarn stocking, 

which she hung on a nail near the fireplace, 

having first put in the new mittens and cakes, 

Tony looked at Mr. Meredith, who nodded, and 

then quietly opened the outside door, which he 

shortly again entered, carrying a sled on which 

lay many packages. The sled, so different from 

any she had ever seen before, caught the grand- 

~ mother’s eye, and she exclaimed, ‘“ Where in the 

world did that come from !”
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“My sister sends it to ere for a Christmas 

present in return for the nuts he sent her. This 

Bible I bought for him myself. I feel indebted 

to him every day ; his influence in school is worth 

more than I can tell you.” 

“And I, too, got him a book,” said Tony, 

“<The Life of General George Washington,’ and 

I think every American boy should know about 

him. And here is some candy the druggist sent. 

I happened to be in his store, and he’s always 

particular when he sees me to ask after ‘his little 

herb boy’ When he found I was coming right 

here he made up this parcel for Larry. And, 

grandmother, here’s a shawl for you. It was 

in a store window in Medford, and the minute I 

set eyes on it, I says to myself, ‘That’s Granny 

Gilbert, and no mistake ;’ so here it is, and I hope 

you ‘ll like it.” 

Grandmother could scarcely find words to tell 

her thanks. “God bless you both for your kind- 

ness to the widow and fatherless. This will be, 

God willing, the happiest Christmas my boy has 

ever seen.” 

And so it proved. The next morning Larry
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both laughed and cried at the sight of his treas- 

ures. “Oh, Mr. Meredith!” “Oh Tony!” he 

exclaimed, as he thanked them over and over 

again. 

“Now I'll give my old sled to Johnny. I'll 

take it right up before breakfast.” 

Grandmother willingly assented; she had a 

pair of mittens for Johnny, and Mr. Meredith, 

knowing his need, had bought a stout pair of 

boots for him. Besides these presents a basket 

was tied on the sled, containing potatoes and 

apples. A wood sled happened to be passing 

just as Larry was starting, and the driver will- 

- ingly stopped to let him mount on it, so that 

by holding the rope he could pull the sled after 

him. * 

«You are out early,” said the man. 

“Tam only going up to Mrs. Briggs’s. I got 

a present of a beautiful new sled this morning, 

and J am going to take my old one to Johnny; 

and then I have some things besides for them 

in the basket. Mr. Briggs spends all his money 

_ for drink, and I guess they are pretty poor.” - 

“T reckon they are,” said the man thought-
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fully. “I used to do something to help them 

now and then, but it’s like putting water in a 

leaky vessel. Briggs’s wife is a cousin of mine, 

and I don’t suppose it is hardly right to blame 

her for mismanagement. It’s likely my wife 

would change as much as she has if she had a 

drunken husband to live with. Here isa dollar 

you can put in her hand (mind you don’t let 

her worthless man see you do it), and say to her 

Hiram Black sent it; and you can say, too, if 

nothing happens more than I know at present, 

that early next week I'll throw her off a load of 

wood.” 

It is almost needless to say that Larry’s visit 

to the Briggs family that morning brought a. 

ray of comfort to the mother’s heart, and hap- 

piness to the children, who often went to bed 

with their hunger unsatisfied. Johnny had 

never felt so rich in his life before To 

have three Christmas presents, when he did 

not expect one, was as surprising as it was 

delightful. 

Of course Larry’s sled at school made a sensa- 

tion ; even George Barton had to admit it was a 
. E
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perfect beauty, and that Larry was not such a fool, 

after all, to send his nuts away, as he had thought . 

him. “It seems to me that fellow is always 

getting ahead of the rest of us, and without trying 

to do it either,” said George to one of the boys. 

“Who would have thought that for a few quarts 

of chestnuts he would have got a present like 

that ?”



CHAPTER VI. 

TURNING A NEW LEAF. 

Mw MEREDITH for some time had known 

that Johnny Briggs was a drunkard’s son, 

and his heart often ached for the poorly- 

clad boy who came shuffling into the school-house 

day after day, bearing the signs of great poverty 

and neglect at home. . 

His chief endeavour was to try and instil right 

principles into Johnny’s mind, and help him to- 

feel, amid all his discouragements and wretched- 

ness, that there was a better life beyond, if he 

chose to live for it. 

“It matters not,” he said to Johnny one day, 

“so far as your future life is concerned, how far 

down your father has sunk in sin and degrada- 

tion; he has not the power to crush you, unless 

you give your consent. Many a boy has turned 
67
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from an evil example, and gone upward in life 

until he became a man highly esteemed and 

respected,” : 

Johnny was a little fellow for his years, with 

lines on a face made sober and old by want of. 

sufficient food and proper care. He attached 

himself to Mr. Meredith at once, and though, 

for want of proper discipline, he was at first 

somewhat disorderly, under Mr. Meredith’s firm 

administration he settled down into a docile and 

exemplary scholar. 

It took some time to move Johnny from his © 

listlessness, but after awhile the light drifted into 

his soul, and he began to have aspirations for 

something better than his old life, and to struggle 

to break the web of circumstances which held him 

so closely. 

He had many talks with his teacher on the sub- 

ject, who strongly urged him to try to bring about 

a reform at home; and one afternoon, as they 

walked together on their way from school, Mr. 

Meredith begged him to begin at once. 

“But, Myr. Meredith, I don’t know how to 

begin,” said Johnny, despairingly. “I never saw
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it look nice at our house as it does at Granny 

Gilbert’s. Everything is upside down, or broken, 

or cracked ; the children haven’t got even as good 

clothes as I have, and mother goes about cross and 

bad, and hasn’t a good word even for the dog. 

She says we children are the pests of her life, and 

she wishes many a time that she was dead, for she 

says she ’ll never get any rest till they make her a 

bed in the churchyard. Then father is drunk so 

often, and he and mother quarrel, and sometimes 

he beats her. I don’t think, Mr. Meredith,” he 

added, as the full state of the case presented 

itself to his mind, “that I’ll ever be able to make 

things straight at home.” 

“<*T can do all things through Christ, which 

strengtheneth me,’” repeated Mr. Meredith. 

“Nothing is too hard for God. We will both 
pray to Him to show us what to do. Here we 

are at Mrs. Gilbert’s door. We will go in and 

state our case to her. I have great faith in her 

opinions and advice.” 

Mrs. Gilbert received them with her usual 

cordiality, and was interested in what they had to 

say.
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“T have often thought of doing something for 

my neighbour Briggs’ family,” she said; “I can 

see things are growing worse every day. It truly 

grieves me to see Mr. Briggs as-he generally is 

when he passes, and to remember what he was 

when he first moved up to that place. Johnny, 

here, was a baby, and Mrs. Briggs was a tidy, 

smart, woman. She used to ride to church with 

us now and then. After they had lived there for 

three years they left the neighbourhood ; and five 

years later, when they came back, there was a 

great change in them both. I thought Mrs. 

Briggs did not make me very welcome when 

I went to see her, and as she never comes here, 

I have been satisfied to let matters rest between 

us. But I can see now that I ought to have per- 

severed, and I might have helped to keep up her 

courage, if nothing else. I often think, if the 

Lord should be as mindful of our shortcomings 

as we are of those about us, who of us could 

stand? and I know I have not laid the interests 

of this family before the Lord,” said the old lady, 

humbly. “I have been slack concerning the 

promises, although I know that with the Lord
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there is always forgiveness and plenteous redemp- 

tion.” 

“There is no better time than now,” said 

Mr. Meredith, “for His ear is always open unto 

our ery.” And they knelt down in the kitchen, 

Mrs. Gilbert, Mr. Meredith, Johnny, and Larry, 

who had come in while they were talking. The 

teacher made a most fervent appeal for the father 

of the wretched family, that the desire for strong 

drink be taken away; and for the mother he 

prayed that patience might be given to her in her 

afflictions. And then he prayed for Johnny, that 

he might be an instrument in His hands of 

lightening his mother’s burdens, and leading his 

father to a better life. 

“Now, Johnny,” said Mrs. Gilbert, when they 

had risen, “ you had better go home ; your father 

may need his supper; I saw him pass shortly 

before you came in. He may have had something 

to drink, but he did not stagger. Perhaps you 

can coax him to stay in to-night. Show him 

what you are studying; he has good learning, 

your father has; I heard him say he went to 

school steadily when he was a boy till he was
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sixteen. But as likely as not there is nothing in 

the house for you to eat, and I am afraid I have 

but little to send either. Here is a dish of baked 

apples, and a fresh loaf of bread, and enough 

coffee for a cup for your father and mother. I'll 

put them in Larry’s pail; they ll be handy to 

carry. Now, step along, my son,” patting him on 

the back. 

On reaching home Johnny found his mother 

outside the house, trying with a dull axe to cut 

~ some of the wood Mr. Black had brought. 

“ Here, mother, give me the axe; that’s too 

hard work for you. Take these pieces and put in 

the stove, and I’ll be right in with more, and 

we ll have supper.” 

“There’s little you’ll find to eat. Your father 

is in, and clamouring too. Why don’t he bring 

  something we can eat? the lazy, drunken 2 

“Qh, don’t, mother; don’t talk so to-night. 

I’ve got a nice supper here in the pail. Granny 

Gilbert gave it to me; and there is coffee for you 

and father. I’m going to be a better boy, 

mother, and be a help to you; and maybe both 

of us together will be able to save father.”
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The mother did not reply. Her lips quivered, 

and merely shaking her head, she took the pail 

and went into the house. 

Mrs. Briggs had lost the little ambition she 

once had. She managed to exist, and that was 

all. At times there was an unsatisfied longing 

for something better—a craving for sympathy, 

and at other times a desire to get away from her 

toil and misery and lie down and rest. But one 

day was like another, and she went on working 

and drudging more like a machine than a human 

being, always irritable and fault-finding ; although 

beneath the crust of harshness there was really a 

feeling of tenderness for her family. 

Johnny’s words stirred her feelings, and had 

put some life into her efforts while brushing up 

the hearth, washing the faces of the younger 

children, and giving a more orderly look than 

usual to the table. 

Johnny saw the improvement ata glance, and 

gave an encouraging nod to his mother. Having 

thrown down the wood, he walked right over to 

the window where his father sat. 

“I’m real glad you are home to-night, father ;
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I’ve brought my slate home, and I want you to 

help me with my sums. You will, won’t you ?” 

“Sums! I’ve got to go out,” said the man, 

moodily, “if that woman ever gets me a bite to 

eat. I don’t know as I’ll wait any longer for 

her,” and he made a half motion to rise. 

The quick words in reply which Mrs. Briggs 

was about to utter were stopped by an imploring 

look from her boy. 

“Qh, father, smell the coffee! It will be ready 

in a minute; we’ve a good supper to-night. 

Don’t go; I’m so sorry it wasn’t ready sooner. 

I was slow in getting the wood cut.” 

i Why can’t the lazy thing cut her own wood ?” 

“’Cause,” said Johnny, interrupting, “I’ve 

elected myself to be wood-chopper in the Briggs 

family ; and Sam’s to be chip-picker, ain’t you, 

Sam ?” addressing his younger brother. a 

There was certainly something the matter with 

Johnny. ven the father, blunted in his natural 

feelings, could not help seeing how changed he 

was from the idle, impudent boy he had usually 

been. : 

“See here, father, these are the sums—all that



TURNING A NEW LEAF. 75 

page in compound addition. Granny Gilbert says 

you were a master hand in doing arithmetic when 

you were a boy.” 

“Well, give us your pencil, and let me try.” 

In a few minutes Mr. Briggs had finished the 

sums. 

“What good figures you make,’ exclaimed 

Johnny. “They’re every bit as good as Mr. 

Meredith’s; look, mother; see, Sam. Now, ain’t 

they nice figures? After supper you ll show me 

a little about the sums; I don’t see how you got 

that answer.” 

There was less sparring than usual at the table. 

The mother felt restrained, and even Mr. Briggs 

found himself growing better tempered under the 

reviving influence of the coffee, which for a time 

~ took away the intense thirst for strong drink 

from which he was suffering. 

The wind sounded cold and dreary as it whistled 

around the house, and the unusual comfort and © 

warmth. within doors all aided in making it easier 

for Johnny to carry out his plan of enticing his 

father to remain at home. 

After he had explained the sums, Mr. Briggs
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was induced to draw a horse on the slate for Sam, - 

and then an eagle, while the warm praises of his 

children, as new as they were evidently sincere, 

made him feel more contented than he had felt 

for weeks. When little Joe actually climbed upon 

his father’s knee—a seat he could not remember 

ever having occupied before—Johnny gave another 

bright little nod to his mother, to which she 

returned only an incredulous smile, as if she knew 

too well that such a state of things would not last, 

and that her husband would soon be as bad 

as ever. 

But hopeful Johnny thought he saw the victory 

won, and his heart grew buoyant, as a happy 

home in the future seemed to him already cer- 

tain; a home that Mr. Meredith might come and 

visit, and where he might kneel down and pray 

as he had done that day at Grandmother Gil- 

bert’s. 

Johnny kept awake until his father had gone to 

bed, and then, with a prayer of earnest thanks- 

giving for what the Lord had enabled him to do, 

and asking for help in the future, he crept into 

his bed alongside of Sam, and went to sleep.
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The mother remained by the fire watching the 

embers die out one by one. “If I hadn’t seen 

this thing tried so many times before I might 

almost have a morsel of hope, but I can’t feel 

there is any luck like that for me this side of the 

grave. And then there’s Johnny. I never saw ~ 

a child change as he has. I wouldn't be a bit 

surprised if he was getting ready for some kind 

of sickness. I am sure he wouldn’t act so 

unnatural if he was right well. The idea of his 

thinking he can save his father! Haven't I 

pleaded with the man on my bended knees to let 

the vile drink alone, and what did I ever get but 

abuse and curses?” and the thought roused again 

the angry nature of the woman, and put to flight 

all her tender feelings. 

“T knew you might just as well expect water 

to run up hill as to think he was going to change 

his ways all of a sudden,” was the salutation 

‘Johnny received from his mother in the morning. 

“Why, mother ! you don’t mean father’s gone ?” 

“Gone! indeed he’s gone; could hardly wait 

for daylight. But what’s the use of your taking 

on like that? It isn’t the first time in your life
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you have heard of your father going to the dram- 

shop.” 

For Johnny, with his head resting against the 
table, sobbed bitterly. He had been so hopeful, 

and this was a cruel disappointment. 

* Oh, mother!” he said atlast. “I did think 

my prayers for father were going to be answered. 

I thought he would eat his breakfast, and then 

I would go with him and coax him past the 

tavern, on to the place where he works. Then 

I meant to wait for him to-night after school and 

bring him home. I thought maybe Mr. Meredith 

would come with me; he would know well how 

to talk to him.” 

“There is no use,” replied the mother, “not the 

least in the world, in wasting your time, or words, 

or prayers, on an old sot like him. It has been 

tried too often. As to your praying, it is no more ; 

than idle wind. The Lord takes no account of 

such as we are, or He would have righted matters 

in this house long ago. We are all in the same: 

boat, and likely to be so as long as we live; and 

if death is a long sleep, as some say, the sooner it 

comes to some of us the better.”
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> “Tll never give up praying,” said Johnny. 

“Mother,” he said, turning suddenly to her, “I’ve 

started out on the Lord’s side; I am not going 

back ; I am going to stick to Him through every- 

thing, and I know He’ll carry me through. And 

you mustn't think that death is only a sleep ; it 

isn’t so. It is going to be a dreadful time for them 

that’s gone against the Lord Jesus all their lives 

when they leave this world. They will then be 

judged for every wicked thing they’ve done, and 

there will be nobody to take their part. Do, 

mother, try to be a Christian ; it will make your 

troubles so much lighter if you have Jesus for your 

friend.” 

Mrs. Briggs did not answer a word. She put 

Johnny’s breakfast on the table, and then dressed 

the younger children, her mind agitated with new 

thoughts, while Johnny’s words kept ringing in 

her ears: “Do, mother, try to be a Christian !” 

———rf+- ——_



CHAPTER VIL 

EFFORTS FOR GOOD. 

AVING determined to start a prayer meeting 

i in the neighbourhood, Mr. Meredith had 

for some time been looking about for a 

suitable place in which to hold it. It must. be 

central and of good size. 

Failing to satisfy himself, he walked one even- 

ing to the little red cottage to consult Mrs. Gilbert 

on the subject. He found her at home, and 

almost immediately stated his business. “I am . 

ina dilemma, Mrs. Gilbert,” he added, “and, as 

usual, come to you to help me out of it.” 

Grandmother thought a moment before she 

spoke : “ Mrs. Hunter’s back room would be a very 

suitable place, and I haven't a doubi that it could 

be had once a-week. She has small children, 

and seldom gets out to church, and will, I think; 
80. 

”
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enjoy having a prayer-meeting brought into her 

house.” 

“Mrs. Hunter’s!” replied the teacher in a tone 

expressing great surprise ; “do you mean at the 

tavern !” 

“Yes,” said she, smiling at his look ; “and I am 

truly astonished if you have to learn from me how 

different. the atmosphere in Mrs. Hunter’s back 

room is from that in Mr. Hunter’s front one. 

“Tf you do not object,” she continued, “as it 

is moonlight, and I feel uncommonly well, we 

_ might walk over there and see about it at once. 

I shall be glad to have the meetings commence. 

I have had one or two talks with Mrs. Briggs 

lately ; the woman is wonderfully softened. The 

Spirit is evidently striving with her, and though 

she tries to resist it, she cannot shut her eyes to 

the knowledge that the Spirit of the Lord has 

come and taken up His abode in the heart of her 

child. I think Johnny may induce her to attend 

the prayer meeting, though for many reasons she 

would refuse to go to church.” 

The tavern was midway between Mrs. Gilbert’s 

and the school-house, a little to the left of the 
F
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direct road. Crossing a fence near the house was 

along narrow trough, which conducted a stream 

_ of running water into a large horse-trough. Near 

this was the sign-post, about ten feet high, on which 

was a square board, hung loosely in a frame, which, 

when it felt the force of the wind, swung and 

ereaked lazily to and fro. Superstitious travellers 

had more than once been startled by the sound on 

a dark night; but the sight of it in the daytime 

had encouraged the heart of many a stranger 

seeking for rest and refreshment. 

Upon this sign was painted the picture of an 

animal, which might have answered for a horn- 

less cow or a bear. The older folks considered it 

a cow, but the children believed it to be a bear, 

and stoutly defended that idea when it was 

assailed. Hiven the landlord did not know what. 

it had been intended for, as it had been put up 

long before his time. : 

The true name, however, was not at all essen- 

tial, as the place always went by the name of 

“The Cross Roads,” or “ The Tavern.” 

It was a place of some note in the eyes of the 

farmers round about, as there elections and county
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meetings were generally held, and the bar-room 

was also found to be a convenient place where any 

public measure of the day which came up for dis- 

cussion, could be defended or condemned. 

In front of the tavern was a long, low porch 

with wocden benches each side of the door which 

opened directly into the bar-room., 

Mrs. Gilbert led the way round to the side of 

the house, and opened a door into a small entry 

at the rear of the bar-room. On the other side 

was the waiting and dining-room, a large and 

cheerful apartment, and here they found Mrs. 

Hunter and her two children. 

After some conversation, the visitors made 

known the object. of their visit, and having heard 

what they had to say, Mrs. Hunter at once gave a 

cordial assent to their proposition. 

“ Perhaps on consulting your husband you may 

find it necessary to change your mind,” said 

Mr. Meredith, who feared the lady might be 

rather premature in taking so little time to 

consider. 

“T think not, but perhaps it will be as well to 

speak of it to James while you are here. Jack,”
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to one of the children, “ask your father to step 

here a moment.” 

Mr. Hunter answered the summons at once, 

shook hands warmly with Mrs. Gilbert, and also 

with Mr. Meredith, to whom he said— 

“Glad to make your acquaintance, sir; you’re 

doing a good work among the youngsters in the 

neighbourhood, I hear. Mr. Barton says there has 

never been so orderly a school, to his knowledge, 

in the county. In another year we will have one 

to send I hope. Mother here is tender with her 

‘boys, but I tell her we can’t keep them wrapped 

in cotton all their lives.” 

Mrs. Hunter told him why she had summoned 

him from the bar-room, and though a half-amused 

and doubtful look passed over his face, he promptly 

answered, “ You shall do just as you like about it, . 

lary.” 

. “You see, Mr. Meredith,” turning to him as he 

spoke, “I tell mother she shall do just as she 

pleases with this part of the house, provided she 

don’t interfere with me at the other end. I call 

that fair and square; don’t you? I know,” he 

continued, breaking into the subject for which, for
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some reason, he always in the presence of certain 

people felt an apology or explanation necessary, 

“there’s many a one calls liquor-selling a mean 

business, and tries to run it down; but if a man 

don’t buy his drinks from me he will go some- 

where else for them, and if he uses more than is 

good for him I am not to blame, for that is his 

own look-out. Salt is a good article of food, used 

in moderation, and yet I’ve been informed if 

taken in large quantities it is a poison, and a man 

can swallow enough of it to kill him; but that is 

no reason why the stores should not keep it for 

sale, and sell as much as is called for ; isn’t that 

_ so?” and Mr. Hunter showed by his manner that 

he considered this to be conclusive. 

“Every man must decide these questions with 

his own conscience,’ replied Mr. Meredith. 

“There would always be one especial obstacle in 

my way that would deter me from selling liquor, 

and that is a verse in the Bible which reads, ‘ Woe 

unto him that giveth his neighbour drink, that 

puttest thy bottle to him, and makest him 

drunken. I should be afraid, Mr. Hunter, to have 

that curse resting on me.”
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“When you come to Bible quoting, mother will 

likely sympathise more closely than I can, but no 

- doubt there are many subjects about which we 

wouldn’t disagree; step in again to see us some- 

time soon, and we'll hunt them up. Just now 
> I’ve some one waiting for me;” and the good- 

natured landlord withdrew to his own more con- 

genial apartment. 

Mr. Hunter was a kind husband and father, 

and very temperate for a man in his position, 

never drinking to excess himself, and even striv- 

ing at times to persuade some of his friends 

and neighbours to refrain when he saw they 

had already drunk more than was good for 

them. 

But where there is one who has sufficient force 

of character to keep from the worst forms of 

drunkenness, there are many who, having acquired , 

a taste for liquor, yield to a craving for more, 

utterly reckless of the consequences. 

And such had been Mr. Briggs. Like other 

men, when he first began the habit of drinking he 

had self-repect which restrained him from being 

known as a drunkard, but, as the habit grew upon
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him, his moral nature was weakened by the 

increased appetite, and when poverty began to- 

show itself in the family, instead of this being an 

incentive to retrace his steps, the man became 

selfish, deceitful, and a tyrant to those whom he 

should have protected and cherished. 

“What a power for evil in this world is the 

whisky business,” said Mr. Meredith, as they were 

returning to the cottage. ‘ How many loop-holes 

of escape it has, and how very hard it is to make 

any impression upon those who are its avowed 

friends and supporters! I do really think that 

Satan’s power would be cut down one-half, could 

we see this enemy to religion destroyed.” 

“We must wait the Lord’s own time,” said . 

Mrs. Gilbert. “We know that the day is coming 

when all the kingdoms of this world shall become 

the kingdoms of our Lord and of His Christ, and 

for this blessed coming we must work and wait. 

The liquor traffic has come before me as a great 

evil all my life, and is connected with my first 

memories of childhood. You have heard, I sup- 

pose, of the Whisky Rebellion of Pennsylvania ?” 

“TI know there was such a rebellion, but my
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knowledge is very imperfect. I shall be very glad 

to hear your account of it. Did you live in the 

neighbourhood of it?” 

‘I was born in Washington County, Penn- 

sylvania, where my father was a small landholder. 

It was shortly after the Slave Question War, when 

all kinds of merchandise were very dear, and money 

was very scarce. Indeed, everything that was 

obtained outside of our own raising was got by 

exchanging such things as we had for others that 

we needed from a distance. One of the chief 

articles of exchange was the whisky made from 

the spare rye. A certain amount of grain was 

kept for family use, and the rest, when distilled into | 

whisky, was sent to Harrisburg and Philadelphia, 

and exchanged for salt, sugar, iron, or whatever 

was needed by the settlers.” 

“ Why didn’t they sell the grain without going . 

to the trouble of distilling it ?” 

“For this reason: all cartage was done on the 

backs of horses, for there were no carriage roads of 

any account. Now, I have heard my father say 

that while a horse could carry on his back but 

four bushels of grain at a time, he could carry the
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product of twenty-four bushels of grain when 

- turned into alcohol.” 

“Ah, yes; I see,” said Mr. Meredith. 

“Nearly every one in the neighbourhood owned 

a Still, and the time for making the whisky was 

looked forward to with great anxiety and expecta- 

tion, as it was the source from which so many 

comforts were obtained. At first there was no 

tax demanded, but as greater quantities of whisky 

were distilled, the Government began to think they 

ought to have some of the benefit, so collectors 

were sent out into the counties with orders to collect 

the tax on all the whisky manufactured. At this 

the settlers became very angry. They held meet- 

ings, at which they determined to resist what they 

considered oppression. Liberty poles were raised, 

speeches were made against what was called unjust 

taxation, and when the officers appeared they were 

resisted everywhere, and many of them met with 

violence. A marshal and collector named Biddle 

and Johnson were tarred and feathered, then 

whipped and blindfolded and run into the woods. 

Another collector was visited by a man dressed as 

Beelzebub, accompanied by several others, Coming
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to the door of his house they called on him to come 

out, but having a great deal of pluck, and being 

armed with pistols, he declared he would shoot the 

first one who entered his door. In this way he 

kept them off. He afterwards prosecuted the 

person he supposed had acted as Beelzebub, but 

as he failed to prove his case it did no good, and 

only aroused such a state of feeling against him 

that he had to leave the county to save his life. 

“They shaved the head of Graham, another 

- collector, and after cutting off his horse’s mane and 

the hair of the tail, bade him mount and ride off. 

There were a number of others who lost their lives. 

_ The trouble lasted a long while, and then, as the 

Government sent soldiers and was determined to 

be obeyed, some of the most sensible of the people, 

my father among them, began to see that if the 

laws of the country were resisted in one point they 

might be in others, and this would make a bad. 

state of society. Meetings of the most respectable 

distillers were held, and they agreed to obey the 

laws.” 

“ And so this was the great Whisky Insurrection 

in Pennsylvania,” said Mr. Meredith, who had
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listened with great interest as Grandmother Gilbert 

recounted the experiences of her early days. 

“J was only a child of ten years of age,” she 

said, “ but those early times as I recall them seem 

very clear to my mind. I was the youngest of ten 

children, and 1 am the only survivor. I left that 

part of the country when I was eighteen years of 

age, was married, and came here with my husband. 

We never returned to my former home. This 

place has ever since been my home. Parts of the 

country, no doubt, seem to you quite rude and 

uncultivated, but sixty years ago it was all a forest, 

and a great deal of labour was necessary before we 

could consider ourselves at all comfortable.”



CHAPTER VIII. 

PRAYER ANSWERED. 

Mw BRIGGS had, in his own strength, made 

many resolves to reform, particularly in 

days gone by, when he still retained some 

self-respect, and flattered himself that those who 

knew of his weakness were very few. Now 

that he had fallen from his once respectable con- 

dition, and was known as a drunkard, he cared 

little for appearances. Besides, his slovenly home 

and ill-tempered wife, though made so by his 

own neglect and -unkindness, were, he tried to 

satisfy himself, sufficient excuse for seeking a 

refuge in the tavern, and spending his earnings 

there. : 

He had not been altogether insensible to 

Johnny’s pleadings for the past two weeks, even 

though he had often silenced him with cross words, 
92 
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and more than once struck him, bidding him never 

to open his lips on the subject again. 

Johnny, by the grace of God, had started out 

in the Christian life, and was willing to endure 

hardships like a good soldier, if he might at last 

gain his heart’s desire, and see his father a reformed 

and converted man. j 

His discouragements were very great. Some- 

times he thought his father was really growing 

worse all the time, and if it had not been for the 

kind and encouraging words of Mr. Meredith and 

Grandmother Gilbert, he would have been led to 

despair of ever doing any good at home. 

And yet in the home there was visible im- 

provement. 

Mrs. Briggs, for Johnny’s sake, now strove to 

add some brightness to their poverty-stricken 

dwelling. The house was cleaner; and Johnny’s 

cheery voice exclaiming, «Why, mother, how nice 

your room looks; Granny Gilbert’s floor and 

tables are not whiter than yours,’ was sufficient 

compensation for all the labour bestowed. 

Johnny little knew how his mother watched 

every word and action, and as his Christian life
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daily impressed itself upon her mind, the more 

_ desponding and despairing did she become in 

regard to herself. ; 

The entreaty, “Do, mother, try to be a Christ- 

ian,” and the knowledge that Johnny’s prayers 

were daily offered for her, came to her mind 

continually. Bible verses that she had long 

forgotten came back to her, bringing in their 

train conversations, sermons, and instructions of 

other days, so that the poor woman, now awakened 

to a sense of her sinfulness, found herself groping 

in darkness, without a ray of light to shine upon 

her path. 

She often determined to confess her wretched- 

ness to Johnny, but when he mentioned the 

subject of religion to her, as he was often in the 

habit of doing, her proud heart refused to respond}. 

and so day after day passed, her feeling of guilt 

becoming deeper and her hopes for a better life 

fainter. 

When told of the prayer meeting to be held at 

Mrs. Hunter’s she suddenly resolved to go. Any 

change was better than this continual state of 

unrest. She had opened Johnny’s Testament one
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_ day, and this verse met her eye: “Except ye 

repent, ye shall all likewise perish.” She hastily — 

closed the book, but the verse continued to haunt 

her. Surely nothing she would hear at the 

prayer meeting could make her feel worse than 

she already felt. 

Instead, therefore, of opposition, or a total want 

of interest, as he had expected, Johnny was 

surprised and gratified to find his mother willing, 

as soon as he proposed it, to go with him to the 

meeting. 

The result may be anticipated. When a soul 

becomes conscious of guilt, and realises its utter 

‘inability to reform of itself, Christ’s love and 

pardoning mercy are very near to that poor one, 

He stands waiting to be gracious. 

Mr. Meredith chose for the subject of his 

remarks the first evening, “The Return of the 

Prodigal Son.” When he had told the touching 

‘story, and dwelt upon the different parts of it, . 

he said, “If there is any poor prodigal here 

to-night, who has wandered far from his Father's 

house and now desires to return, he may not 

linger nor fear to come; the Father stands
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with loving arms outstretched to welcome you; 

He has waited long, He is waiting still, Will you 

not come ?” 

Johnny grasped his mother’s hand, “Do, 
N52 mother!” he said, with an intense entreaty in his 

voice. ’ 

The poor woman dropped her head upon her 

hands and sobbed aloud. 

_ The sense of God’s love and forgiveness came 

upon the stricken woman as a flood of light, and 

she could have exclaimed, ‘ Whereas I was blind, 

now I see.” She wondered she had so long 

striven against the Saviour, and refused to accept 

the love so freely offered to sinners. 

She was very humble and quiet on her way 

home. “I hope, Mrs. Gilbert,” she said, “you 

will forgive all my coldness, and receive my 

thanks for your kindness to Johnny. There 

have been times when I would have been willing 

to see him as idle and deceitful as he used to be, 

for when I saw the child so tender and helpful, so 

‘grieved when he did wrong, it was a continual 

reproach to me. I could not doubt, as I had 

once tried to do, that there was truth in religion.
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I feel that I have a new life to lead. JI have 

been a very poor helpmate to my husband, 

Perhaps if I had led a better life he would never 

have fallen so low. Pray for us, Mrs. Gilbert, 

and for me, that my faith may not fail, and 

that I may begin a new life in my family, and 

try, by God’s help, to mend the evil I have 

done.” 

Grandmother Gilbert’s heart was deeply touched 

at the blessed result of the first prayer meeting, 

and she assured Mrs. Briggs of her prayers and 

help in every way. As an evidence of her good- 

will she insisted that Mrs.- -Briggs should stop at 

the cottage to take something home for their 

breakfast, although by doing so she ould have 

to stint herself and Larry. 

The prayer meetings were kept up as regularly 

as the weather would permit. 

Mr. Briggs found nothing now to complain of 

at home. His wife’s kindness smote him to the 

heart. She and the children often succeeded in 

enticing him to remain for an evening, but prob- 

ably the next day he would return as much 

intoxicated as ever. 

G
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The winter and spring months passed, and 

school closed with the beginning of summer, to 

open again the first of October, under Mr. 

Meredith’s faithful teaching. . 

His presence likewise gave renewed vigour to 

the Sunday school and prayer meeting, and the - 

little company of disciples began to see some good 

results from their efforts. Mrs. Barton and her 

daughter returned to the good way, and others 

attended regularly who were, as Mr. Meredith 

hoped, not far from the kingdom, 

Cold weather came early, and the winter 

threatened to be severe. Snow fell and remained 

long upon the ground, and were it not that the 

children were inured to hardships and exposure, 

the school would have been poorly attended. 

City children, who walk to school over nicely 

cleaned pavements, have little idea of the hard- 

ships undergone by numbers of their country 

brothers and sisters, who often bravely trudge 

to school, a mile or more, through snow and 

sleet. 

There had already been a covering of snow on 

the ground, which the sleighs and teams had
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reduced to a hard, smooth road. About noon one 

day the snow began again to fall, and by the 

time-Mr. Meredith dismissed school in the after- 

noon, the tracks were covered, and nothing 

but the grey lines of the wooden fences and the 

leafless trees remained to break the broad white 

waste, 

_ The boys left their sleds at school, and taking 

their dinner baskets and a book or two, started 

for home. They waded along, pelting each other 

now and then with snowballs, not minding the 

wind which kept lifting the dry snow and tossing 

it about in drifts. Johnny stopped at the tavern 

door, and looked in. He asked no questions, for 

the one he expected to see appeared not to be 

there, and he closed the door and trudged on. 

Mr. Hunter knew what the boy meant when he 

cast his inquiring eyes around the room. The. 

landlord gave a half contemptuous look at the 

drunken man lying behind the counter out of sight 

of the door. 

“There was no use in letting on he was here,” 

he thought to himself; “the man is too drunk to 

do either good or evil, in fact too drunk to walk.”
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It had got to be quite a common thing for Johnny 

to stop on his way home for his father. He never 

said anything to Mr. Hunter, but kindly and 

gently urged his father until, sometimes after 

waiting a long while, the man would be willing to 

start. 

Mr. Hunter began to feel reproached whenever 

he saw J ohnny, but he excused his own share 

in the matter by saying, “The man will have 

liquor, and if he can’t get it at one place, he will 

at another.” 

Two hours after, when Mr. Briggs got up on his 

feet and asked for another. drink, Mr. Hunter 

refused. “Briggs, you cannot have another drop 

here to-night. Your boy was in after you some 

time ago. It’s a bad night, and if you don't 

want to die on the road you'll, keep what little 

wit you have to take you home. Take my advice, 

and wash your face and head in this water, and 

rub it dry, and I’ll bring you in a bowl of hot 

coffee ; it will do you more good than whisky 

to-night.” 

In the meanwhile Johnny had walked as far 

as Grandmother Gilbert’s, when he was called



PRAYER ANSWERED. 101 

in by her to warm himself, and to eat a bowl of 

hot bread and milk which she had made for 

him. 

“You did not stop for your father?” she in- 

quired. 

“T looked in, but he had gone on home.” 

“Perhaps so, though I did not see him pass.” 

The days were short, and it was growing dark; 

so Johnny, now quite comfortable, set off for 

home. He had his afternoon’s work to do, and so 

he hurried on. He had brought in the water and 

wood to the house when he thought of his father, 

and, on asking, found he had not come home. 

He ate his supper of bread and roast potatoes, 

and then asked his mother for a pair of dry 

stockings, as he meant to go out and see if he 

could find his father. “I will likely meet him ; 

there will be some moonlight.” 

His mother tried to discourage him. “It’s quite 

likely your father will not start out to-night, and 

you have only just come in yourself.” 

Johnny felt as if he must go, so his mother 

wrapped him up as well as she was able, and 

kissed his forehead as he left her.
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Johnny found the snow more blinding than 

before; the wind whirled it around at a fearful 

rate, and it was sometimes hard to keep on his 

feet. He saw nothing of his father ; in fact, he 

could see but a few feet in front of him. When 

he went by Mrs. Gilbert’s he walked near the gate 

to look if he could see Larry; but the curtain 

was down, and after taking a few steps in the yard. 

without seeing any one, he turned and went on. 

While he was loitering near the cottage, his father 

passed on the other side of the road; the soft 

‘snow deadened the sound, and neither was aware -° 

of the presence of the other, and they went on in 

opposite directions. 

Johnny began to feel very cold and numb; the 

wind was in his face, stinging and biting him, and 

the snow being deep, it made the walking very 

tiresome. Two or three times he stumbled and 

fell, but, getting up and clapping his hands to 

strike off the snow, he struggled on. Finally he 

slipped into a large drift, which threw him on his 

face. He staggered up, went a few steps, and fell 

again. He felt so tired and so sleepy it was a 

relief to lie still.
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By this time his father had reached home, and 

learned that Johnny had gone in search of him. 

“T was not looking out for him,” he said to his 

anxious wife, “but I don’t see how I could have 

passed him if he had been on the road. It’s an 

awful night out—too bad for any boy. I dare- 

say he has stopped at Granny Gilbert’s ; I’ll go 

that far at any rate, and if he’s not there I'll go 

on and walk back with him. Never fear,” he 

added, seeing his wife’s tears, “1711 not come back 

without him.” oe 

Mr. Briggs was thoroughly sobered now, and 

_ he walked on down the road at a much faster gait 

than he had previously taken. He reached Mrs. 

Gilbert’s, and found Tony there, who had arrived 

that evening, and they were all sitting around the 

comfortable kitchen fire. When the man learned 

from Mrs. Gilbert that Johnny had not been there 

since he went home from school, and that he 

thought his father had gone home before him, his 

face flushed with alarm. 

“J just got home and learned that the boy had 

started after me,” said Briggs; “it’s a bad night 

to be out, and I must go on and see after him.”
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“Just wait a minute,’ said Tony, drawing. on 

his boots. “I’ll hitch up my sleigh ; and if you 

have a lantern, grandmother, 1’ll take it along.” 

Mr. Briggs and Tony got in the sleigh, Tony driv- 

ing slowly, and Mr. Briggs holding out the lantern, 

while both looked carefully as they went along. 

Presently they came to the snow-drifts. “He’s 

been through that,” said Tony, pointing to a place 

where the snow had been disturbed. They went 

on very slowly ; in a moment Tony handed the 

reins to Mr. Briggs. “Just hold the horse, I think 
> I see him ;” and, jumping out, he found Johnny 

lying prostrate, half-covered with snow, and un- 

conscious. He wrapped a blanket around the 

boy. ‘Put the lantern in the bottom of the 

sleigh, and take him in your arms,” he said ; but _ 

when the father felt the still cold face, he sobbed 

aloud,— - 

“Oh! my child is dead ; I’ve killed him !” 

“T hope not,” said Tony ; “we shall soon have 

him home,” and turning the horse he drove home 

quickly. “Will you stop at grandmother's ?” 

“No; home. Take him to his mother,” was all 

the man could say.
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Mrs. Briggs met them at the door. Her face 

had a most agonised expression as they carried 

Johnny in. 

- “Strip off his wet clothes ; rub him well, and 

wrap him in warm blankets,” said Tony. “I'll 

put up the horse, and come right back. I feel 

some motion at his heart; he will come around. 

. Put a little warm drink to his lips as soon as he can 

swallow.” Tony soon returned, and in an hour’s 

time Johnny opened his eyes and said a few words, 

and then fell into a heavy sleep. “I guess he’ll 

do now,” said Tony. “I promised grandmother 

I’d come back and let her know how he is; I'll 

bring her up in the sleigh in the morning. I don’t 

mind the walk; the moon is out bright as day, 

the wind has lulled, and it has stopped snowing.” _ 

But morning found J ohnny a very sick boy, 

delirious with fever. When Tony and Mrs. Gil- 

bert entered the kitchen he was crying out, | 

“Father, father, where are you? the snow is so 

deep. Take my hand. Oh, I cannot pull you out!” 

And so he kept up these heartrending cries, har- 

rowing to those who heard, and more than all to 

the poor father who sat near the bed in an agony
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of grief. Tony went for the doctor, who looked 

very seriously at the boy before him. For some 

days it seemed very doubtful whether his life 

would be spared. The neighbours came in, Mr. 

and Mrs. Hunter among the rest, all bringing 

substantial gifts. It appeared as if Johnny was 

somewhat sensible for a moment or two. He 

called out— 

“Mr. Hunter, please do not give father any more 

whisky, he’s lying drunk under the snow. I 

have tried so hard to pull him out. There he is 

in the tavern ; come home, father! I'll take you; 

don’t be afraid. Don’t give him more drink, Mr. 

Hunter.” 

“I never will,” said Mr. Hunter solemnly. “I_ 

never will sell another drop to you or any one 

else,” turning to Mr. Briggs, “I see the evil it 

has brought to your household, and I have yet 

to see the good it has done to any one. Let this 

be a turning point in your life, as it is one in 

mine, and just as soon as you can work, I have 

a job for you at my house.” 

Johnny’s recovery was not very rapid. Sam 

told the news almost in one breath. “ Father’s
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signed the pledge, he’s got steady work, and I 

have a pair of new shoes, and the women have 

been quilting, and we have just heaps of warm 

covers now.” 

Johnny looked at his mother and smiled, “ God 

has heard and answered our prayers.”



CHAPTER IX. 

CHANGES. 

FTER Mr. Meredith left the school, another 

A teacher came. A good and trustworthy 

man he proved to be, although, as he 

was much older and much more reserved than 

Mr. Meredith, it was not easy for the scholars 

to maintain the same degree of intimacy 

with him that they had with their former 

teacher. 

For three winters Larry continued with Mr. 

Morris, the new teacher, steadily improving and 

growing, as his grandmother firmly believed, in 

grace as he did in knowledge. 

It was on one bright morning in May that his 

school life was suddenly cut short. 

A voice sounded from the open door of the 

school-room : 
108
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“Master, can Larry Gilbert come home? His 

grandmother ’s sick.” 

Larry arose hastily in his seat, and receiving 

an assenting nod from the teacher, seized his cap, 

and was soon outside questioning Joe Briggs, who — 

had brought the message. 

‘ Mother’s there,” said Joe, “and father’s gone 

to Marleyville, and will tell the doctor to come 

right off. Some kind of a fit I think it is. 

Mother went in to see her, and found her on the 

floor.” 

Larry, shocked at the news, hurried home, fear- 

ing he scarcely knew what. He turned very white 

as he saw his grandmother lying upon the bed, 

pale and insensible. 

Mrs. Briggs comforted him as well as she could, 

telling him she hoped much from the doctor's 

visit, 
“Your grandmother has been an uncommonly 

healthy woman all her life, and has a first-rate 

constitution. She has likely overworked herself 

and brought on this attack.” 

When the doctor arrived, and had examined 

his patient, Mrs. Briggs did not gather as much
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encouragement from his words and manner as she 

had expected. 

He pronounced it a case of partial paralysis, and, 

finding Mrs. Gilbert could swallow, he adminis- 

tered certain remedies, which in the course of an 

hour had the desired effect. Mrs. Gilbert opened 

her eyes and looked around anxiously until her 

glance rested on Larry, who went at once to her 

bedside, while Mrs. Briggs followed the doctor out 

to the gate. 

“T am afraid our good old friend is not going to 

get over this,” he said, in answer to Mrs. Briggs’s 

question. “Her powers of life are exhausted ; 

there is but little action about her heart, nothing, 

in fact, to work on. She will be likely to sink 

away gradually ; will probably be conscious as long 

as she lives, which at the most will not. be more 

than two or three days, perhaps not so long.” 

Mrs. Gilbert asked for a cup of tea, and Larry 

was preparing it when Mrs. Briggs came into the 

room. 

The clear gaze of the sick woman met hers as 

she entered, and”seemed to gain from her at once 

the doctor’s decision. .
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She pointed to Larry, then beckoned Mrs. Briggs 

to her. 

“How long?” she whispered. 

“Perhaps two or three days,” Mrs. Briggs 

tremulously answered. 

“Tt is well,” the old lady calmly replied, and 

closing her eyes, her lips moved in prayer. 

Larry prepared the tea as his grandmother 

liked it, and brought it to her. 

“Tt will do you good, I know,” and he inclined 

the cup and held it to her lips. i 

She drank a little, and then motioned to him 

to put it upon the table. When he came back to 

her she took his hand, and held it very closely, 

and her eyes rested lovingly upon him, though 

she did not speak. 

Mrs. Briggs in the meanwhile busied herself 

in making the room neat and tidy, and then 

asked Larry if she should not send for Mrs. Hunter 

or Mrs. Barton; but he said he knew that Mrs. 

Hunter had a sick child, and Mrs. Barton had gone 

to Medford that morning. 

“T am not at ali afraid to stay with grand- . 

mother, now that she is so much better. I know
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what medicines to give her. You have been very 

kind to stay with us so long, but now I know 

they must need you at home.” 

“T suppose they do,” said Mrs. Briggs; “but 

Tam loth to go and leave you.” Then she went 

to the bedside, and leaning over, she kissed the 

forehead of her aged friend, while the tears filled 

her eyes. ‘ You never in this life can know the 

good you have done to me and mine. The Lord 

only can reward you.” Then she kissed Larry, 

and said, “Good night, my boy ; never forget that 

God is your refuge and strength.” 

Larry ate his supper, and then drew the stand 

which held the Bible near to the bedside. . 

“The 90th Psalm and the 14th chapter of 

John,” whispered his grandmother. 

As he read, the lips of the sick woman moved 

in unison. Then she fell asleep, and remained 

quiet most of the night. Toward morning she 

began to move, and Larry found she was very 

uneasy. He used the remedies she suggested, 

and her face gradually grew more quiet, 

and the features shone with such a happy, 

peaceful expression, that it seemed to the
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watching boy there were sure signs of improve- 

ment. 

Suddenly her eyes unclosed and she looked at 

Larry. 

“ You are better, grandmother,” he said, joyfully 

springing to her side. 

“T am going to leave you, my precious Larry,” 

she feebly replied. “My summons has come. 

Promise me, my boy, that all your life long you 

will try to keep close to the Lord Jesus. Promise !” 

The words came faintly. 

“Yes, grandmother, I will, God helping me, 

I will,” sobbed Larry. Her lips moved as if to 

reply ; no sound was uttered, but a smile came 

over her face, lighting it up for a moment, and 

then Larry was—alone. 

Tony Myers, having had business in Marleyville 

the night before, called at the cottage early the 

next morning. 

He wondered at the unusual stillness of the 

house. “It’s uncommon,” he said to himself, 

“for grandmother to be sleeping after five o’clock 

in the morning.” He wondered still more when 

no answer was made to his first knock upon 
ul
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the door. Another, still louder, brought Larry, 

looking so unlike himself that Tony started in 

alarm. 

When Larry sobbed out his sad story, Tony 

dropped into a chair, and holding Larry close in 

his arms, wept with him. To Tony, so long bereft 

of near friends, Mrs. Gilbert had become almost a 

second mother. 

“She seemed to have a feeling the last time 

I was here, that she wouldn’t be long for this 

world, but I didn’t think it,’ said Tony. ‘She 

wanted me then to promise to act’ a brother's part 

to you, if ever you should be left alone; and II 

do it, Larry, though 1 never can do the half, no, 

nor the quarter, that she’s done for me. The 

world holds no truer friend than she has been to 

me; and many another will say the same.” 

It is needless to dwell upon the'sad time. In 

almost every house Mrs, Gilbert had been a min- 

istering angel, giving freely her time, assistance, 

or sympathy as it was needed, and her loss was 

felt, by all to be a great calamity. And yet, how 

happy the exchange for her! “For ever with the 

Lord.” Who could wish to call her back from the
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joy of heaven to the trials of earth? Even Larry, 

so suddenly bereft, so lonely and heart-broken, 

knew that she was happier in the presence of her 

Saviour. 

Many homes were opened to the boy for the 

present, and many propositions were made con- 

cerning his future welfare. None of them suited 

him go well as the proposal of Tony, which was. 

that he should sell enough of the wood land 

to pay present expenses, rent out the cottage, 

and then go himself to Medford and get a situa- 

tion. 25 

“You can get a place as office-boy or clerk, 

I haven't a doubt ; and if you are steady and 

faithful, as I am quite sure you will be, your 

getting up in the world is only a question of 

time. I’ve always thought since you traded for 

that tin pail that a merchant’s life was going to 

suit you better than farming. My life would have 

been very different if I had attended to my books 

when I was young and had the chance. Then 

when I did go to work, like many another young 

fellow, I was not contented.to be in a low situation 

at first, but I wanted to begin at the top of the 

4
 i

ts
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ladder instead of starting on the lowest round and 

climbing up the natural way. So I was dissatisfied 

‘with everything I tried, and went from one busi- 

ness to another, frittering away my time, and now 

that I have found out my mistake I am too old to 

begin my life over again. It’s true, though, that 

‘a rolling stone gathers no moss.’ ” 

Mr. Briggs agreed to rent the cottage and piece 

of wood land, also to give Larry part of the price 

in advance, so that he could pay the expense of 

his grandmother’s funeral, and have enough to buy 

the clothing needful for the new sphere he had 

marked out for himself. 

When Larry handed the money to Tony, asking 

him to pay the undertaker, he was told that the 

neighbours had agreed among themselves to settle 

that bill. “As for the tombstone, I will see to 

that myself; and one of the Bible verses she loved 

so well shall be upon it.” 

“We also think,” continued Tony, “that it will 

be something of a risk for a country boy like you 

to go to town just when the warm weather is com- 

ing on; so, if you are willing, the farmers will give 

you work. till fall, and I will in the meantime be —
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looking around, whenever I am in Medford, for a 

suitable place for you.” 

Larry considered this sound advice, and was well 

satisfied to follow it, finding a home wherever he 

had work to do, all through the warm summer 

days, giving satisfaction to those who employed 

him. : 

In the following September Larry went to 

Medford. A great many places of business were 

visited and many advertisements were answered 

before a suitable situation was found. And the 

one he did secure placed him in a lower position 

than Tony wished. There was nothing very 

stimulating to a young man’s ambition in making 

and keeping fire in three large stoves, sweeping 

floors and dusting goods and shelves, but the firm 

of Layton & Mannering was one of the best. They 

were very strict in their requirements, but just and 

honest: in all their dealings, and advanced their 

clerks as they increased in usefulness, and as the 

way was opened. The compensation for the first 

year was small, scarcely enough to pay the board ; 

and Tony, taking all things into consideration, was 

inclined to dissuade Larry from accepting it.



118 LARRY GILBERT. 

“Tt isn’t well to be proud,” said he, “ but there’s 

such a thing as selling one’s-self too cheap. They 

don’t appreciate you. You are worth twice what 

they offer.” : 

«I suppose it ¢s the lowest round of the ladder,” 

said Larry, smiling ; “but you advised me once to 

start from there and climb up. If I can get a 

cheap and respectable boarding place I feel very 

desirous of taking this situation. . You know 

I have a little spare money, and with strict 

' economy I can get along for a year, hoping for 

better wages after that.” 

« As for a boarding house, I have settled that. 

My cousin, with whom we stayed last night, is 

willing to take you at a low figure. - She is a 

widow, and as she has no children, she thinks 

you will be company for her.” Tony did not 

mention that he had desired the widow to ask a 

low board, as, for the present, he would pay part 

of it himself, for this Larry was not to know. 

Tony made no further effort to deter Larry from 

accepting the situation offered him, and that after- 

noon the arrangements were made, and the next 

morning found him at his post in the wholesale
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dry goods house of Layton & Mannering, to begin 

as a Jack-of-all-work, and work his way up in time 

to a clerkship. ‘i 

Mr. Layton was son-in-law to Mr. Mannering, 

and the latter being advanced in life, and some- 

what infirm, made only occasional visits to the 

store. Mr. Layton, the active partner, was a man 

of strong will and great energy. He was punctual 

and methodical himself, and required those he 
employed to be so. 

Larry soon found, if he wanted to give satis- 

faction to his employer, it was necessary to have 

his fires always in good condition, coal-scuttles 

out of sight, ashes swept up, and stove-blacking 

applied as frequently as the stoves became dingy. 

It was a little awkward at first, but Larry, natur- 

ally neat, did his best, and in a short time Mr. 

Layton found no cause to complain of the new 

boy ; on the contrary, he was satisfied in every 

particular. 

Though Larry stood in awe of Mr. Layton, he 

admired him very much, and his interest was 

increased by a circumstance that occurred shortly 

after entering his store.
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Under Mr. Layton’s direction he was engaged 

in his private office cleaning out a desk, when a 

gentleman was shown in whom Mr. Layton 

addressed as Mr. Phelps. 

After some conversation the latter said: “1 am 

going with a small party on a gunning excursion ; 

next week ; suppose you join us.” 

“Tt is impossible for me to leave my business 

just now; but even if I could, I would need a 

stronger inducement. I was effectually cured 

of my fondness for hunting for mere sport some 

seven years ago, and have not since been able 

to get up the least enthusiasm for the sport.” 

“Were you so unfortunate as to get wounded 2?” 

asked Mr. Phelps. 

“Not at all,” responded Mr. Layton. ‘Two 

college chums and I took stage to Marleyville, 

and then, with. our guns, started down the 

mountain on foot. Rabbits, squirrels, quails, and 

robins were as thick as blackberries, and our 

trophies were numerous. About noon we came 

alongside of a little low house, and seeing a 

good-natured looking old woman at the window, 

I went in to purchase some pie and milk; my
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friends, in the meantime, seating themselves on 

the opposite side of the road, under the shadow 

of some of the finest old oaks I ever saw. The 

old lady had left the room to get what I wanted, 

and then I heard more plainly a sound which had 

struck me when I first entered the house. . Look- 

ing around, I saw a lad of eight or nine years 

lying flat upon the floor, his face hid from sight. 

He was sobbing in a piteous sort of way, and I 

asked the woman, when she came up, if he was 

sick; and this was her answer: ‘He’s crying,’ she 

said, ‘for the loss of the things you’ve killed. 

The birds and squirrels are dear to my boy as 

brothers and sisters, for he has only me.’ 

“No sneak-thief ever felt meaner than I did 

at that moment, and I got out of the house as 

quickly as possible. I did not fire another gun ; 

T could not do it. The picture of that child 

. suffering for my mere sport was before me all 

the time. I can see him now. I have always 

felt that some time or other I would take that 

trip again, and though I do not know the name 

of the occupants of that little red house, I could 

easily find the place. I would like to know what
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has become of that boy. My wife laughs at my 

interest in him; says, when we find him we will 

adopt him.” 

“Rather a hasty conclusion to come to,” said 

Mr. Phelps ; “grace in the boy does not always 

prove grace in the man. I have always known 

you to be a soft-hearted fellow, and in fact was 

somewhat so myself when I was a youngster, but. 

I am bravely over it, and not proof against firing 

a gun when I have plenty of game.” : 

The gentleman soon after left the office, and 

Larry remained to wonder over the strange coinci- 

dence which had brought Mr. Layton and himself 

together after what had happened so many years 

before. 

“Sometime, when I know him better,’ he 

thought, “I will tell him that I am the boy he 

wants so much to see again.” |



CHAPTER X. 

LARRY IN TROUBLE. 

Mw LAYTON found no reason to alter the 

good opinion he had formed of his new - 

office-boy. Larry proved, on further 

acquaintance, to be as trustworthy and particular 

as first, He would have found real enjoyment in 

his work if it had not been for the spirit of 

mischief indulged in towards him by two or three 

of the clerks. This of course, only occurred in 

Mr. Layton’s absence. 

Besides the bookkeeper and head-clerk, there 

were three other assistants employed by the firm 

—Mark Gunning, Tom Garner, and Fred Wilson. 

Mark, being the oldest and biggest, was looked: 

up to by the younger clerks, and had acquired 

considerable influence over them by his patronis- 

ing manner. 
123
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Fred Wilson was but a few months older than 

Larry, and only one year previous had taken his 

place in the store quite as unskilled and ignorant 

of mercantile life as he. Mark and Tom, with the 

others, had played off jokes upon him, and had 

ridiculed and teased the new comer. Nothing 

more serious had been done than hiding his 

brooms and dusters in out-of-the-way places, sprink- 

ling small quantities of dirt in his coal buckets, 

and other tricks of like nature. 

Larry bore similar annoyances as well as he 

could, doing his duty as far as he understood it, 

and never replying to the sneering comments 

made upon almost every act he performed in the 

- store. ! 

Tn his former troubles with George Barton, how 

often his grandmother had said, ‘‘ Remember, son, 

it takes two to make a quarrel.” 

The promise he had made her on her dying 

bed, to keep close to the Lord Jesus, was ever — 

-present in his thoughts, and he always felt as if 

her spirit was watching near him, reminding him 

of his duty, and pointing him to the source of all: 

strength.
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“Here, blackey, polish my boots,” called out 

Mark one morning just after Mr. Layton had left 

the store. 

“Do them tip-top, for I am going to take a 

handsome young lady to the theatre this evening. 

Look out they don’t muss your hair,” and he 

threw them toward Larry, hitting him on the leg. 

Larry paid no attention, but went on laying 

some wrapping paper smoothly on the shelf, as he 

had been directed by Mr. Layton, 

“Do you hear me!” thundered Mark. “Polish 

those boots.” 

“Mr. Layton would not wish me to leave this 

work ; but if you choose, I can ask him when he 

comes in.” 

“Tt is not necessary to consult me on the 

subject,” remarked a voice at Larry’s elbow. “As 

Mr. Gunning has been in the habit of blacking 

his own boots, it will be well for him to continue 

to do so,” and Mr. Layton passed into his office 

to get a paper he had forgotten. 

The bookkeeper, Mr. Boynton, gave a quiet 

smile; he was not sorry to see Mark’s imperti- 

nence receive a rebuke. The younger clerks



126 LARRY GILBERT, - 

laughed outright when the front door again 

closed behind Mr. Layton. 

Mark, humiliated and angry, turned away with 

feelings of hatred toward Larry, who had thus 

unwittingly exposed him. 

“You got the best of him that time,” whispered 

Tom. | 

Larry smiled in reply; there was a sense of 

satisfaction in seeing Mark humbled, and in 

having Mr. Layton know how overbearing and 

disagreeable he was. But he did not continue 

this train of thought very long; well he knew 

that his grandmother would have said, “Charity 

suffereth long and is kind.” It seemed as if he 

almost heard her dear voice that moment saying 

it. “Yet, dear me,” he thought, “it is not an 

easy thing in this place to practice it.” 

The winter wore slowly away, and Larry, now 

accustomed to his work, grew more contented, 

notwithstanding a feeling of loneliness. The 

woman with whom he boarded was kind in her 

way, but thoroughly close and calculating. If 

Larry was provided with sufficient food well- 

cooked, and had his clothing washed and mended
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in proper season, she felt her obligations to him 

were at an end ; so differently did her Christianity 

appear when compared with his grandmother's, 

that it gave him no comfort. 

“You had better be saving your money, instead 

of spending it so freely,” she said to Larry one 

morning, when he was calculating how much he 

would be able to take to church to put in the 

missionary collection, ‘For my part,’ she con- 

tinued, “I mostly stay at home collection days, 

or go to some other church. Charity begins at 

home; and the Bible itself says, if you do not 

provide for those of your own household, you are 

worse than an infidel. IfI was to get laid on a 

bed of sickness, or lose the little I’ve got, I’d like 

to know who would look after me, or turn a hand 

to keep me out of the poorhouse ?” 

“T don’t believe what we give to the cause of 

Christ ever makes us poorer,” said Larry, timidly ; 

“at least that was grandmother’s idea, and the 

rule she went by. ‘Freely ye have received, 

freely give,’ was a favourite text with her.” 

“When people get old and childish they do 

and say many a thing that common-sense folks
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would say is foolishness. But give what you. like ; 

IT don’t pretend to lay down the law for you. 

Advice is cheap, and I give it for what it is worth, 

and you can follow it or let it alone, as you 

please.” 

Such talks as these, though they did not- in- 

fluence Larry, made him feel uncomfortable ; and 

was it-any wonder he longed for the loving 

companionship he had lost ? 

He had seen Tony but once since he had 

entered the store, and then it was to bid him 

“good-bye” on his way to California. 

“T’ve planned a three years’ trip,” Tony had 

said, “and then I hope to come back for life, 

T have a cousin near Los Angeles, who is raising 

stock, and he gives me a first-rate offer of wages, 

besides paying my way. From what he writes, 

honest men must be scarce, or else he is very 

suspicious. There is just one thing to keep me 

from accepting his offer, and that is the thought 

of leaving you. I called in to see your governor 

the other day, when you were out, and he told me 

you gave good satisfaction, and that it would be 

your own fault if you lost your place. I feel
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tolerable easy on that score,” said Tony, laughing : 

“and so, as I had to answer at once, I wrote, 

accepting the offer. But how do you get on with 

‘those other chaps ?” 

“There is only one of them,” said Larry, “ with 

whom I have any trouble.” 

~ “You mean that thin-looking chap that has a 

hair-line on his upper lip, and walks about with a 

pen over his ear? He tried to be saucy with me, 

but I shut him up quicker than a clam-shell. 

The scamp! If I thought he was going to perse- 

cute you, I’d try and settle him before I leave.” 

“Never mind me,” said Larry, laughing at 

Tony’s earnestness ; “he can’t really do me any 

injury, and I shall take pains to keep out of his 

way.” 

“Tell Mr. Layton if he don’t behave,” said 

Tony ; “you’ve got rights that other people are 

. bound to respect, even if you are young.” 

“Mr. Layton is not a man who would encourage 

tale-telling, and I wouldn’t for anything trouble 

him. I think he has already had an insight into 

Mark’s way of acting and talking,” and Larry 

related the affair about the boots. 
g ;
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“Served him right,” said Tony, laughing 

heartily ; “ only it will make Mark twice as anxious 

to impose on you, if he can do it in an underhand 

way ; but stand up for your own rights, and give 

him as good as he gives you.” 

“There is a better way than that, hich I’m 

striving to follow: I’m trying to keep to the 

golden rule; in other words, to ‘kill him with 

kindness,’ as grandmother would say.” 

“And grandmother was right ; and you'll doa 

heap better, Larry, to remember her advice than 

to listen to mine, which, though well meant, is 

not wise, as I can see myself. There is a good 

deal of old Adam in me yet, although I’ve enlisted 

in the army of the Lord, and hope to die a con- 

queror ; there will have to be a daily fight as long 

as I live. You must pray for me, Larry; for 

there’s a deal of wickedness where I’m going, by 

all accounts; and if I don’t influence others for 

good, they are bound to influence me for bad. 

You ’ve got a precious legacy in old grandmother's 

life and lessons ; I only wish I had them all at ay 

finger-ends as you have.” 

Parting with Tony was a real trial to Larry
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Tony had been so identified with his past life, that 

it was like cutting the last of his old associations 

and throwing him entirely among strangers. 

Tony informed him that he had been making 

inquiries about Mr. Meredith, who had been 

married six months previous, and had gone to 

Europe with his wife and father-in-law. “They 

may return in three months, or, more likely, not 

for six,” he said. “The old gentleman is in poor 

health, and they are now stopping at some place 

in Germany, where there are some famous baths. 

The doctors say if the sick man stays he is 

likely to be cured ; so that’s the way the matter 

stands. But the time will soon slip around, and 

when you have Mr. Meredith to go to, you will 

not miss me;” and Tony’s voice was half joking, 

half earnest. 

“You made a great mistake in saying that, 

Tony; when Mr. Meredith returns, I shall not 

expect him to take the interest in me he did when 

I was a scholar. He has others nearer to him to 

think about; but we two are alone, and if you 

were both here, I would go to you for advice 

before I would to Mr. Meredith.”
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“Now, would you?” said Tony, his honest face — 

glowing with delight; “well, if you can’t talk to 

me, you can write; and mind, you are to let me 

know everything that happens. I’d feel easier if 

that fine squirt of a clerk was well out of your 

“way. <A store where they sell looking-glasses 

would be the thing for him. His time would then 

be so taken up in admiring himself, that he 

wouldn’t be likely to go out of his way to bother 

other people.” 

Tony felt so badly that he tried to keep up 

his own spirits, as well as Larry's, by joking, 

while the evening wore on. The hack arrived 

at the door to take him and baggage to the 

station. 

He gave Larry’s hand a farewell grasp, and 

rushed out to the hack without speaking a 

word. 

- For some weeks matters moved on smoothly at 

the store; but Mark, envious of Larry’s growing 

popularity, hated him in -his most inward heart, 

and determined to do all he could to get rid of 

him. 

Before Larry came, Mark considered himself
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a favourite with Mr. Layton, but now, if there 

were any special messages to be taken, or im- 

portant errands to do, they were entrusted to 

Larry. 

It provoked Mark that Mr. Layton should find 

Larry so much more prompt in his errands than 

he had been, for though he had always a plausible 

excuse to render when Mr. Layton noticed his long 

absence, he imagined sometimes his word was 

doubted. And well he might, for it had been 

Mark’s habit, as soon as he left the store, to light 

a cigar, and then saunter along, stopping in front 

of a theatre to examine a play-bill, or to go into 

a saloon to take a glass of ale, or something 

stronger, when invited to do so, And now his 

close confinement in the store was another griey- 

ance, which he wrongfully charged to Larry. 

He had for some time been seeking a way in 

which he might injure his rival, and change Mr. 

‘Layton’s good opinion of him, and when suddenly 

the chance appeared, he at once took advantage 

of it. . 
Passing Mr. Layton’s office door and glancing | 

in, he noticed the seal ring which he always wore
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lying on the table. He had for some reason 

removed it from his finger, and had forgotten it 

when he left the store. 

Larry was also out, and Mr. Boynton, with his 

back turned, was busily engaged in writing. No 

one was in sight, and Mark, putting the ring in 

his pocket, went quietly to his desk. He was 

very familiar with Mr. Layton’s handwriting, and, 

for reasons best known to himself, had lately been 

trying to imitate it. What he did must be done 

quickly ; Larry would soon be in. He accordingly 

wrote a short note to a neighbouring pawnbroker, 

asking him to oblige him by sending back the 

amount usually allowed for such an article, and to 

address the package inclosing the money and 

receipt to Mr. Layton. 

The package was securely sealed. Seeing 

Larry pass the window, Mark stepped to the door 

and handed him the packet. “Mr. Layton left 

word that you were to take this to the place 

directed, and wait for an answer.” 

Larry went off with it, and Mark again took 

his seat, pretty sure that he had not been observed 

by Mr. Boynton.
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The next moment Mr. Layton came in and 

walked directly to his office. 

He looked about and then came out. “Has 

. any one been in my office since I left ?” he asked 

of Mark. 

“No one but young Gilbert, I think,” he 

replied. 
«Where is he ?” 

“T believe he went out some time ago,” said 

Mark. “He was in the office a short time ago, 

then he went out; he looked as if he had been 

in mischief, he coloured so when I spoke to 

him.” Hea 

“T cannot think it possible,” said Mr. Layton, 

“that that boy is a thief, and yet some one has 

taken a valuable ring. I remember perfectly 

placing it on my desk.” 

“T don’t believe any charge of dishonesty can 

lie on him,” said Mr. Boynton, who was called in ; 

“he is not that kind of boy. But here he comes 

to answer for himself.” 

Larry came in, and coloured slightly as he 

observed the grave looks cast upon him by the 

three persons standing together.



136 LARRY GILBERT. 

Mr. Layton addressed him at once. ‘“ What 

did you do with the ring I left upon my desk 2?” 

“Your ring? I did not see it, sir.” 

“Have you been in the office since I went out ?” 

“ Only to get the letters you directed me to take 

to Mr. Mannering.” 

“Young man,” said Mr. Layton, sternly, “you — 

are the only person who has been in my office 

since I left it. ‘The ring was there when I went 

out; it is not there now. I can come to but one 

conclusion, you either have it about you now, 

or you know where it is. So confess without 

delay.” 

Larry breathed a prayer for help. “Mr. Layton, 

God knows I neither saw nor touched your ring. 

T have never in my life taken anything that did 

not belong to me.” 

There was no wavering in Larry’s look now, 

and it carried conviction to Mr, Boynton’s mind, 

but he said nothing. 

“That all sounds fair enough,” said Mr. Layton, 

“but I must have my ring, which is beyond money 

value to me. You will not object, of course, to be - 

searched ?”
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“J have no objection,’ said Larry; and he 

immediately took off his coat and handed it to 

him. 

The first thing Mr. Layton touched was the 

receipt and money returned from the pawnbroker. 

“ What is this ?” he asked, noticing the address. 

“The packet I just brought you from My. 

Nathan’s,” and seeing Mr. Layton’s look of 

astonishment, he added, “ Mr. Gunning gave me 

the packet, and told me to wait for a receipt, and 

that is it.” 

“Whew,” said Mark, raising his eyebrows -and 

affecting great surprise. 

“Can you explain this?” asked Mr. Layton, 

turning to Mark. 

“Tt is the first I have heard of it,” he replied. 

Mr. Boynton noticed the look of indignant 

astonishment which Larry turned on Mark as he 

said, “ Didn’t you give me this packet to take 

to Mr. Nathan ?” 

“Certainly not,” said Mark coolly. “Mr, 

Boynton can ae) that I have not left my desk 

this morning.” 

“T have been very busily engaged myself,” eel
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Mr. Boynton slowly ; “I did not notice, however, 

that you were absent from your desk.” 

Mark, thinking a bold stroke necessary, professed 

to get angry, and said in a sharp tone to Larry : 

“You needn’t lie about me, young man ; I won't 

stand it.” 

Meanwhile Mr. Layton had opened the packet, 

and found the sum of ten dollars and a check for 

the ring for thirty days. 

“We are getting to the root of the matter now. 

Come,” he said to Larry, “we will go to Mr. 

Nathan’s.” 

Mr. Nathan at once acknowledged that he had 

received the ring from Larry, and produced the 

note, which, to Mr. Layton’s surprise, appeared to 

be in his own handwriting, and incensed him more 

than ever against Larry. 

“You might have known,” he said to Mr. 

Nathan, “that I never would borrow money in 

this way.” 

“T asks no questions ; it ish not my business,” 

said the Jew. “I accommodates many very rich 

gentlemen and ladies sometimes, when they wants 

a little money for a short time.”
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“ Well, here’s your money, and you will please 

return me my ring,” said Mr. Layton, wishing to 

cut the matter short. 

The exchange was made, and Mr. Layton and 

Larry went, not to the store, but to a police 

station, where Larry was handed over for trial. 

“Why,” said Mr. Layton to the officer, “I have 

never taken a boy that I have trusted so fully, 

and have never been so deceived.” 

“The worst offenders we have are the sly ones, 

with meek countenances,” was the reply. 

Poor Larry tried several times to say something 

in his own defence, but Mr. Layton would not 

listen, and the boy could only console himself by 

the thought, “ There is One above who knows my 

innocence, and whom [I can trust to save me.” 

Mr. Layton, in talking over the matter with 

Mr. Mannering, said, “I could have forgiven the 

fellow after I got the ring, but his copying my 

handwriting showed such a systematic plan of 

deceit that he no doubt would have committed a 

forgery on us if I had not dealt with him according 

to law. The punishment may be a lesson to 
hie
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Larry’s protestations of innocence were unavail- 

ing. ‘The trial before the magistrate was a short 

one; the evidence was deemed conclusive, and 

Larry received the sentence of three months in the 

county prison,



CHAPTER XI. 

THE PRISONERS, 

HE web Mark had woven was so skilfully 

I executed that it caught his victim just as 

§ he intended it should. If conscience did 

chide him as he thought of the last beseeching 

look Larry cast upon him, it was too late now to 

yield ; besides, for his own security, it was necessary 

to have so strict a defender of morals entirely 

out of the way. Three months would soon pass. 

Mr. Layton, he concluded, would not investigate 

any further, and Larry, when free, would drift 

into some other business, or—what was most 

likely—leave the town altogether. 

The officer who took charge of Larry to the 

prison found that he was different from those 

usually assigned to his care. 

He looked curiously at the silent boy at his 
; 141
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side, and said, “ You don’t seem to have many 

friends ?” 

“ My best friend is the Lord above,” said Larry, 

“and He will not allow an innocent boy to suffer, 

only so far as He sees best.” 

“He talks more like a preacher than a jail- 

bird,” thought the man ; “ blest if I don’t believe 

there’s a snarl in the law in this case.” Then 

aloud: “If there’s any message to anybody, or 

anything I can do for you, I’ll see to it. Here’s 

my number, and if there is anything I can do for 

you, you can leave word with the jailer; he’s a 

friend of mine, and I see him now and then. My 

name is Sam Norton.” ; 

Larry felt the better for this friendly talk, and 

it was not until he was locked behind the prison . 

doors that he fully realised his situation—so 

friendless and alone, shut up in jail as a common 

criminal. Refusing anything to eat, he threw 

himself upon the hard pallet pointed out to him, 

and wept as he had not done since the death of 

his grandmother. 

Feeling somewhat relieved by his tears, Larry 

felt he must look his situation in the face. He
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had not lost his self-respect, for he was innocent. 

Apart from the disgrace, he knew his greatest 

punishment would be his being entirely shut in 

from out-door life. Then came thoughts of the 

dear old home—woods where he had been with 

the birds and rabbits, a ranger free to go and 

come. Now, like a caged bird, he was to be shut 

up from the air and sunlight of heaven. Then a 

better spirit came. Was he not God’s child? 

Could not his heavenly Father do what He pleased 

with His own? ‘Text after text came to his mind, 

and with the sweet words, “Come unto Me all ye 

that labour, and are heavy laden, and I will give 

you rest,” Larry committed himself to the care of 

his best Friend, and fell into peaceful slumber. 

He dreamed that his grandmother came to him, 

holding the same old Bible, and pointed to a verse 

in Genesis: ‘Fear not, I am thy shield, and thy 

exceeding great reward.” It was so vivid, he 

remembered it when he awoke, and it comforted | 

him, The different cells opened into a hall which 

led to one large room, and after Larry got up he 

walked out to see who were his companions, and 

also to get his breakfast, which the jailer told him
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would be handed him in the other room, for he 

now felt hungry. 

There was an old man, his hair white and his 

limbs tottering, evidently old in crime as in years. 

The first word he uttered was an oath. There was 

one middle-aged man, three young men, and two 

or three boys younger than himself. 

“The top of the morning to you,” said one of 

them as-he caught Larry’s eye. 

“Shake hands, my darling; we don’t wait for 

introductions here. This is Liberty Court, or 

Rogue’s Retreat, just which you choose to call it, 

and a new face is as welcome as the flowers in 

May, a dish of baked beans, and last but not least, 

- a chaw of tobacco. There is only one thing we 

won’t stand,” seeing that Larry was not inclined 

to reply, “and that is to have fellers come in here 

puttin’ on airs. This is what we does to them,” 

and in a minute Larry found himself caught up 

in a sort of chair formed by the hands of two of 

the men, who, after tossing him about, gave him 

a send up into the air. Larry gave a spring, 

turned a back somerset, and came down on his 

feet.
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This act won their admiration. “I thought 

you was too good-lookin’ for a spooney,” said the 

one who had before addressed him. “We'll git 

up a circus some day for our mootual benefit. 

Boots there, when he’s blacked, can dance like a 

South Carliny nigger.” 

Larry showed no interest in the recital, and the 

fellow with a sneer turned away, while the boy ~ 

scanned the countenances of the other inmates, 

and started as he caught the eye of one earnestly 

regarding him. It was Luke Engel, a former 

porter at the store, who had left for some 

cause unknown to Larry. He held out his hand 

to him, and his voice trembled as he said, “I 

did not expect to find any one here that I 

knew.” 

“T never thought to see yow here,” said Luke, 

in the utmost surprise. “How did it happen ?” 

“You may be sure I did not come of my own 

accord, but circumstances were too strong for 

me.” f 

“And I bet you’re innocent of what they 

charged you with ; now ar’nt you, honest ?” asked 

Luke. 
K
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“Tam,” answered Larry, looking frankly at his 

questioner ; “but with it all they proved me guilty, 

and put me here for three months.” 

“What were you charged with ?” 

Larry narrated the events. 

«And Mark himself swore against you; now, 

didn’t he ?” : 

“Yes.” 

“Well, it’s by his kind help I’m cooped up 

here,” and a scowl of hatred crossed his face. 

“He bamboozled me at first; said we ought to 

be friends, as we were named Mark and Luke, 

after the old apostles. Then after a while he 

spread out the temptation, and I, poor fool, didn’t 

see he was making a cat’s-paw of me. If that 

fellow’s ever come up with, as he surely will be, 

he will get in a deeper dungeon, and for a longer 

time than we have. All 1 hope is that my old 

mother will never hear of me until I am safely 

out of this, It’s amazing to me that Mr. Layton 

would have believed you a thief. Why, I saw you 

hand him a quarter-dollar you picked up in the 

sweepin’s. Now, I don’t think at any time in my 

life, but, if it had been me, I’d have kept that
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quarter. I go on the principle that ‘findin’s is 

keepin’s.” 

“There is a better rule than that, Luke ; it is 

‘Do unto others as you’d have them do to you.” 

Luke’s face worked a little as he said, “I learned 

that at a Sunday school once, but I don’t know 

as I’ve thought of it for five years. I was not 

always such a rough character as I am now. My 

mother is a good woman; she took pains to teach 

me what is right. All the time I lived at home 

I never missed church or Sunday school. But 

I gave her no rest till she agreed to let me come 

to Medford. I told her it would be no time at all 

till I’d earn enough to rent a room or two, and 

then I would send for her. Poor old soul! And~ 

I have not written a word for three months or 

more, and she may be worrying herself sick for 

not hearing from me, likely thinking I’m dead; 

but even that news would hurt her less than to 

know I’m a jail-bird. Somehow the thought of 

it hurts me worse since I saw you.” 

“JT shouldn't wonder, Luke, if you may live to 

be thankful that the Lord stopped you right off, 

instead of letting you go on in sin. This may be
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the turning point in your life, and when you get 

out of this place ce will leave the old life ae: 

_and begin anew.” 

“T can’t say. I know I'll be a fool if I let 

myself be twisted around again, as I allowed Mark 

to do. If the Lord sent me here, it’s no more 

than I deserve; but that He should allow an 

innocent fellow like you to suffer, that’s what 

puzzles me.” é 

“He had a reason for it,” said Larry. “Perhaps 

He has a work for me to do, even in this jail.” 

“You've done me good already. Before I saw 

you I felt as if I didn’t care what became of me. 

I’ve never been much of a hand to swear, but 

I’ve done it right along since I came here. 

There are some pretty hard customers here. That 

‘slim one that coughs so is ‘Slippery Dick’; he 

says he’s been a thief since he was six years old. 

But I heard the jailer say it’s hardly likely he’Il 

live to get out of this. He’s a fellow that’s been 

' brought up on the street, and mixed with the 

worst kind of people. He says he’s stole as high 

as three hundred dollars (£60), and now he’s 

locked up for stealing a pair of boots.”
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Larry looked with interest at the boy, who sat 

leaning against the wall, playing cards with two 

men. He felt a strong compassion for him. He 

noticed how his hard cough racked his frame, 

and the spasm of pain that passed over his face. 

The boy caught his look and made a grimace. 

“Purty, ain't I? When I get my trunk, I'll 

give you a pictur to remember me by.” 

A boy like Larry could not be thrown into 

such company without being insulted twenty 

times a day. He bore it all without reply, and 

begged Luke, who was inclined to take his part, 

not to notice anything they did or said. “Let 

them call me Parson if they like; it don’t hurt 

me.” 

Larry won the jailer’s good-will by showing 

kindness to his litéle girl, who sometimes came 

to the bars when the meals were brought. She - 

had been crying once over a broken toy, and 

when Larry mended it for her she became his 

staunch friend, and called him the good boy, and . 

insisted on sharing her candy and nuts with him. 

She handed him one day a large piece of molasses 

candy, and after she had gone out of sight, Larry
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handed it to Dick, saying, “Maybe it will ease 

your cough.” 

“There’s pepper in it, or I bet you’d keep it 

yourself,” said Dick, suspiciously taking a small 

bite. “Why, it’s first-rate! I bet there isn’t 
a fellow here that wouldn’t have eat it himself. 

I’ve nothing to give you but a brass ring and a 

pack of cards.” 

“T want nothing. I’ve felt sorry to see you 

so sick, Your cough don’t seem to get any 

better.” 

“No,” with an oath, “it gets worse every day ; 

if I could sleep, I’d get a little strength, but I’m 

awake more than half the night.” 

“What do you think about when you lie 

awake ?” asked Larry. 

“You might think I would go over my old 

tricks with some of the fellows I used to know, 

but I don’t. There was one time, when I was 

sent by two of my particular friends to a house 

in the country. They wanted to know just about 

what fastenings they had to their back doors, and 

how the land lay inside; so I took the early 

morning for it. Awhile before I got to the house,
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T crossed over a little spring on a foot log. The 

grass on its sides was green, and all through it 

were lots of buttercups and mint and water-cresses 

along the edge, and do you know, it has seemed 

to me a hundred times, if I could lie down on 

that bank, and have a drink of that cool water, 

I’d be willin’ to die. The sight of it comes to 

me night after night. I can see yet that green 

grass dotted over with posies, and the sun shinin’ 

down on it and making sparkles in the water, 

and hear the tricklin’ sound it made as it went 

over the stones.” 

“Tf you can see it and hear it from here you’ve 

good eyes and ears,” replied one of the men, with 

a coarse laugh, as he sauntered away. 

“Dick,” said he, “there’s a better place wait- 

ing for you than that sunny bank, if you'll only 

take it.” 

“What place? what do you mean ?” he asked. 

As clearly and simply as he could, Larry told 

the story of the Heavenly Home, and the Saviour 

; waiting to receive all who were willing to come. 

“Tf there is such a place it might do for some, 

but it wouldn’t suit me. I’m not fit to be with
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them pious ; and if I was to get to the good place, _ 

I wouldn’t stand their throwin’ up to me what a 

wicked feller I’d been. No; I jist want a place 

to rest, and get rid of this awful pain.” 

“But the Lord Jesus did not come to save the 

good ; he died only for sinners. Can you read ?” 

“No; only a word here and there.” 

Larry took his Testament from his pocket, and 

read the account of the crucifixion, and made his 

simple comments about the thief on the cross, 

who at the last had put his trust in the se 

Saviour. 

He thought he made some impression, but not 

wishing to tire him, Larry left him to his own 

thoughts. 

Larry had been in prison nearly four weeks, 

when he learned there would be preaching on the 

next Sabbath. 

“A parson comes the first Sunday in the month. 

We’re to have a young man to-morrow; the 

governor told me his name, but I forget it,” said 

Luke. 

“Do the prisoners like it? and are they willing 

to listen ?” asked Larry.



THE PRISONERS, _ 153 

“They can’t help themselves ; they ’d be locked 

up if they didn’t behave; and anything, you 

know, for a change. That fellow they call Jake 

has the best voice you ever heard. The preacher 

last month was old, and his voice sounded like a 

jews harp; but he handed books to them that 

could read, and the first tune was an old one, 

and you should of heard Jake sing; he just took 

the lead, and the preacher gave up entirely, and 

just let Jake engineer the tune through, and he 

did it well, I tell you. It was ‘Jesus, Lover of my 

Soul’ ” 

“T know it,” said Larry. 

Four weeks’ confinement had made its impress 

upon the lad. He strove to be contented with 

his lot; to close his ears to the vile talk con- 

tinually uttered in his hearing; to do his duty 

to himself as well as to the souls around him ; but 

the whole experience was so uncongenial that he 

pined under it. His appetite failed, and the 

jailer told his wife he was afraid the little chap 

would be on the sick list. ‘He don’t complain, 

but it’s clear to see he’s heart-sick. He seems to © 

have no outside friends. Sam Norton asks after
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him now and then, but he never saw him till he 

brought him here.” 

Larry looked forward to the preaching with 

interest, and when the time came, made himself 

as neat as he could for the two o’clock service in 

the large room, where he was the first one to take 

his seat. 

A bell was rung five minutes before two, 

when every man was expected to be in his place. 

There were none, perhaps, in the whole number 

who looked forward to the service with any real 

desire, besides: Larry and Iuke, unless it was 

Dick. Dick had heard a former preacher speak 

of Heaven and hell, but it made no impression 

upon him. Since the frequent talks Larry had 

held with him, he felt as if he would like to know 

more. 

He knew he was not getting better. He was 

losing strength ; his cough was worse, and he was 

never free from pain. The words of Larry, “ Dick, 

there’s a better place waiting for you than that 

sunny bank, if you'll only take it,” came to him. ~ 

often. “If there’s such a place, and I can get 

it, why not try for it? That thief was likely as
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big a rascal as ever I was. If the Lord helped 

him, maybe He won’t turn agin’ me; and if He 

don’t help me I’m past all help in this world ;” 

and so utterly helpless and miserable was he that 

the tears came into his eyes, as he sat in one 

corner leaning on an old cushion placed against 

the wall. ou 

Larry sat near him—he chose a back seat, for 

he was ashamed any minister should see him in 

such a place, and class him with the rest, whose 

evil lives and habits were seen in their counten- 

ances. . 

“Let not your hearts be troubled, ye believe in 

God, believe also in me.” , 

Larry started at the sound, and leaned forward 

to get a good view, and saw his old friend, 

Mr. Meredith. A sudden dimness came over his 

eyes, and, for the first time in his life, he fainted 

away. : 

There was commotion in the back of the room ; 

heads were. turned. Luke rose to his feet and 

started back. 

“What is the matter?” asked the jailer, as 

Mr. Meredith paused ‘in his reading.
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“ Parson’s got a fit,’ said Jake. 

The jailer and Luke carried Larry near the 

door, and laid him down on a settee, that he 

might get some air. 

Mr. Meredith glanced toward him, and ache 

came forward. 

“Can it be that this is Larry Gilbert ?” 
“That is his name,” said the jailer. 

“The: best boy I ever knew. What has brought 

him here?” 

“Tt is not my place to judge,” said the jailer ; 

“but I’ve thought some time that there was a 

mistake about this case.” 

“He’s told me all about it,” said Luke; “he’s -- 

innocent, but he can’t prove it.” 

“He’s coming to now; he’ll tell me himself, 

by-and-by,” said Mr. Meredith, going towards © 

Larry, whose eyes were open. 

“How are you, my dear boy?” he said, warmly 

clasping the hand held out to him between both 

of his own. ; 

‘Mr. Meredith, I am an innocent boy,” was 

Larry’s reply. 

“T believe it, Larry ; we will have a talk after
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awhile. Now, these men are waiting, I had better 

continue the service.” He took his former position 

and finished reading the chapter he had com- 

menced, and then made a prayer, in which he 

besought the help of Almighty God for any present 

who needed special help—assistance beyond the 

power of man to give. ‘And, our Father,” he 

said, “we know that Thou hast knowledge, and 

though man may err, Thou hast all wisdom, and 

canst discern all things ; therefore wilt Thou bring 

light and comfort where now we are in dark- 

ness,” 2 

After this he gave an address on the words in 

Isaiah, “Surely He hath borne our griefs and 

carried our sorrows,” making it plain and prac- 

tical The men, for the most part, listened 

attentively. Dick’s longing eyes were fastened 

on the speaker ; his heart was hungering for the 

truth. 

Mr. Meredith would have seated himself by — 

Larry when the service was ended, but ‘the latter 

urged him to go over and talk with Dick. “He 

listened to every word you said, and I think he 

will be glad to hear you talk to him.”
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Larry went over to the place where Dick was 

sitting. “This is an a friend of eee I have 

not seen for a long time.” 

«<’T was the sight of him that made you keel 

over, I reckon,” was the reply. 

“T suppose it was. Iam going to leave him 

with you a while ; he wants to talk with you.” 

“T am not werry good company just at the 

present time,” retorted Dick with a leer, “but I ‘ll 

do my purtiest to intertain your friend, bein’ as 

how I’m under some obligations to you.” 

Larry turned away, but Mr. Meredith saw at 

once through the assumed carelessness. 

“My poor boy,” said he, “do you know that 

you are very ill, and that it may be the Lord’s 

will, before very long, to take you from this 

world ?” 

Dick’s countenance changed. “Yes, I’ve got 

to cave under with this dreadful pain and coughin’ 

all the time. Nobody knows how poorly I am 

better than I do myself.” 

“Then,” said Mr. Meredith, “as people when 

about to go on a journey make preparation for it, 

and decide the place they are going, let me ask
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you what are your plans for this journey, which 

"we must all take sooner or later ?” 

“T wish I knew,” said Dick with great earnest- 

ness. Then he told the story of the mossy bank 

and the running stream, as he had told it to 

Larry ; “and Parson, he says when I told him, 

‘There’s a better place waitin’ for you, Dick, if 

you ll only take it’ Now, Mister, I want to find 

that place, for I’m "feared to die. I’ve done 

heaps of wickedness, and I’d be willin’ to do 

anything to make up for it, but you see here 

I am, hardly able to crawl about, and I can 

do nothin’, nothin’ at all,” and the tears, forced 

from the poor boy’s eyes, trickled slowly down 

his cheeks. 

“The Lord Jesus came to save those who can- 

- not save themselves, those who are willing to let 

Him do everything for their salvation. When He 

says, ‘Come unto Me, ye that labour and are 

heavy laden, and I will give you rest,’ He means 

it ; and this is your case. Just tell the Lord you 

cannot save yourself, that you want your sins for- 

given, and that you want a home in heaven. 

Believe that He is able to do all this, and the



160 ' LARRY GILBERT. 

loving Saviour will fill your heart with peace, and 

when you leave this world, will take you to live 

for ever with Him. Do you think you can do this, _ 

Dick?” 

“Tl try,” said the boy, with quivering lip, his 

eyes filled with a new light. 

“Would you not be more comfortable in your 

bed than sitting here?” 

“It’s: too dark and gloomy in the cell; it’s 

better out here.” : 

“Perhaps you may have your bed moved. I'll 

speak to the jailer about it.” ; 

The jailer was quite willing to change the bed, 

and also to give a more comfortable mattress. 

“JT will send some drops to ease your cough, and 

some fruit, and will come to see you very soon 

again.” 

Dick looked his thanks, but made no reply. 

Mr. Meredith then held a long conversation 

with Larry, when the latter gave him a history of 

his life since he came to Medford. 

“IT know Mr. Layton very well; he is an 

honest, upright man, and has been deceived. 

You may be very sure, Larry, I will not cease
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my endeavours until I see you righted. In the 

meanwhile, do not grieve over your situation. 

I think God has blessed you even here, in per- 

mitting you to bring one soul to Him, and for this 

you should rejoice. And now, good-bye for the 

present, my dear boy; you will hear good news 

from me, I hope, before long.”
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_ WAY OF THE TRANSGRESSOR. 

i HERE: was a large company assembled in 

- Mr. Layton’s fine mansion, and among the 

guests were Mr. and Mrs. Meredith. During 

the evening, among the gentlemen the conversa- 

tion turned upon the rapid growth of crime in 

large cities, and the many youthful criminals. 

“There is certainly great need of Reform 

Schools,” said one, “so that the young should 

not be thrown into prison among old and hard- 

ened offenders, whose companionship not only 

‘nurses their tendencies to sin, but naturally leads 

them, when their term of service is ended, to 

leave the prison greater adepts in vice than when 

they entered.” | 

“TJ have seen a great deal of prison life within 

the last two years,” said Mr, Meredith, “and I 
162 F
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have known but one case to the contrary ; and 

that was yesterday at the prison, where I peau 

in the afternoon.” 

“Let us hear it, by all means,” said Mr. 

Layton. 

“When I was up in the country, teaching 

school, I became quite intimately acquainted with 

an old lady and her grandson. She was truly a 

mother in Israel, and without exception a most — 

exemplary Christian character. Her grandson 

partook of her spirit. He was my best pupil, 

faithful and honest in every duty, and I left them 

with sincere regret. You may judge, then, what 

my feelings were yesterday, on finding that boy 

in the prison, committed on a charge of larceny. 

I had just commenced reading a chapter, when 

some confusion in the back of the room caused me 

to stop. A fainting boy was carried ‘past me to 

the door near which I was standing, and on 

glancing at him I discovered my young friend, 

Larry.” ‘ 

“You cannot mean Larry Gilbert,’ spoke up 

Mr. Layton, hastily. 

“Certainly, I do; and when he recovered, and
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looked at me with the truthful eyes I never could 

question, and said: ‘Mr. Meredith, I am innocent,’ 

I at once replied, ‘My dear Larry, I - believe 

you.’” 

“You are altogether too hasty in your con- 

clusions,” said. Mr. Layton. ‘It grieved me 

exceedingly to have that boy imprisoned, but the 

evidence was conclusive. You would have said so 

yourself had you been present. Because a boy 

brought up in the country, away from vice and 

temptation, shows no evidences of dishonesty, we 

cannot conclude that when removed from the care 

of watchful guardians, and made to pass through 

the crucible of town life, exposed to every tempta- 

tion, he will still continue upright and honest.” 

“JT had not finished all I had to say of Larry,” 

said his friend. “ But first let me ask you, had 

you ever before this time had reason to find fault 

with him ?” 

“No. I must say that previously to this I 

considered him the best boy I ever had in my 

employ. But this fact provoked me more thap 

anything else, that while he was outwardly so 

faithful, he was secretly learning to copy my hand-
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writing, until at last he was able to sign my name 

so that those most familiar with it would have 

been deceived. When he was searched,.and the 

money and pawn-ticket found on him, he accused 

Mark Gunning, a clerk who has been with me 

three years. Of course the latter denied positively 

having had anything to do with it, and was quite 

enraged at the accusation.” 

“My opinion, however, is that when the matter 

comes to be thoroughly sifted, as I intend it shall 

be, Mark Gunning will be proved the guilty one ;” 

and he related what Luke had told him of the web 

Mark had woven about him. 

“ But,” continued Mr. Meredith, “though Larry 

has been but one month in prison, he has vindi- 

cated himself there. There is not a man or boy, 

from the jailor down, who has not acquitted him 

in their own minds. And his influence over the 

prisoners has been most salutary. Luke will come 

out of the prison a very different man from the one 

who entered; and Dick, a poor boy dying with 

consumption, whose days are numbered, through 

the long ages of eternity will have reason, I hope, 

to bless Larry’s faithfulness to his soul. And, Mr.
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Layton, your acquaintance with Larry took place 

much longer ago than you think. Do you remem- 

ber in a hunting excursion in the Blue Mountains, 

your coming across a boy you saw grieving over 

the game you had killed ?” 

“T do, very well ; that boy and his grandmother 

made a lasting impression on my mind. I don’t 

remember, though, that I ever mentioned the fact 

to you.” 

“You never did. Larry told me he heard you 

mention the occurrence to Mr. Phelps, who came 

into your office to invite you to accompany 

him on a gunning expedition, and recognised 

himself and grandmother. I have heard the old 

lady speak: of the incident myself.” 

“Can it be possible! Why, if he had made 

himself known I would not have prosecuted him 

so hastily. As it is, I will do all I can to get him 

released.” 

“ His innocence must be fully proved first, and 

you must be positively convinced of it, before Larry 

can receive any kindness from you. I have not 

been idle to-day, and all I have been able to dis- 

cover satisfies me that I am on the right track for
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the real offender. Will you kindly allow me to 

push some ideas I have without your co-operation 

for the present ?” 

“ Certainly ; do your best, and be assured no 

one will rejoice more than I, if you can make out 

that boy innocent.” 

“Mr. Boynton is still with you ?” 

“Yes ; and I may say that he has always thought 

the circumstance of Larry’s guilt and his previous 

good conduct very conflicting and mysterious. 

He has blamed himself for being so engrossed that 

morning with his work that he heard or saw noth- 

ing that occurred outside of his desk. He was so 

thoroughly impressed with Larry's goodness that 

he will hail with delight anything that looks 
towards his exculpation.” 

“J will see him the first thing in BG morning,” 

said Mr. Meredith. 

When he entered Layton & Mannering’s store 

the next morning, Mr. Meredith addressed himself 

at once to Mark Gunning. The young man was 

at his desk, and at the moment was looking over 

a newspaper, which he lowered as Mr. Meredith 

approached him.



168 LARRY GILBERT. 

“ Are you Mr. Mark Gunning?” 

“That is my name,” replied Mark, affably ; 

“what can I do to serve you ?” 

“I met an acquaintance of yours at the prison 

on Sunday, when I preached there—Luke Engel” 

—and he looked steadily at Mark. 

Mark’s face changed, but almost ae ‘ 

recovering himself and twirling his moustache, he 

said in a very indifferent tone, “ Yes, we had ; a 

fellow here of that name not a great while ago, but 

he turned out a scapegrace, and I naturally now 

do not reckon him as one of my acquaintances.” 

“T was in hopes that you knew something that 

would tend to lighten his sentence. In talking 

with him about his crime, he said you were the 

only person who could make it easier for him, but 

he doubted your willingness to do it.” 

“He’s a rascal!” retorted Mark angrily, “and 

unless you have a better subject to converse about 

than he, I must ask you to excuse me, as I have 

some pressing matters to attend to,” and laying 

down the paper, he opened a ledger, at the same 

time dipping his pen in the inkstand. 

“I might mention Larry Gilbert, but as I pre-
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sume he would be quite as distasteful a subject 

as Luke, I will not trespass further upon your 

time,” and bowing, Mr. Meredith walked at once 

to Mr. Boynton, with whom he requested a few 

moments’ conversation in the private office. 

It is needless to go into the particulars of this 

conversation. Mr. Meredith related all he knew 

of Larry, his positive belief in his innocence, and 

his suspicions against Mark. 

Mr. Boynton showed himself willing to do all 

that he could in Larry’s behalf. 

“T have had misgivings myself in regard to 

Mark,” he said, “and have not been satisfied in 

respect to his uprightness for some time—not 

since I heard that he had been a heavy loser at 

the gaming table. He certainly has no money of 

his own to squander.” 

As for Mark, while the two gentlemen were 

thus engaged, he sat idly drumming with his pen- 

handle upon the desk, rapidly taking in the 

situation. Could it be that any possible clue of 

his guilt could have reached them? Where was 

his fancied security ? Already the officers of the 

law might be upon his track. Of late, when he
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thought at all of the reckless career he was leading, 

it had seemed to him that the time might come 

when he would have to drop all and fly. He had 

been getting deeper and deeper into debt, and the 

money he had been “borrowing” from the firm, 

he could see no possible means of replacing. 

What could he do but leave, while it was in his 

power to do so? 

_ But to do this he must have money. For 

Mark to plan was todo. Hastily filling out two 

cheques for five hundred dollars each, and signing 

Mr. Layton’s name, he said to one of the clerks he 

was going out on business, and hastened to call 

at two different banks, from which he drew the 

money. Mr. Mannering was not well, and Mr. 

Layton was absent from town for the day, and 

circumstances seemed to favour the deceiver. 

When Mark returned to the store he was happy 

to find Mr, Boynton and Mr. Meredith still engaged 

in conversation, and when they came out shortly 

afterward, they found him apparently very busy 

_ at his work. He did not look up, and Mr. Mere- 

dith passed out without speaking. . 

Mark had covered up deficiencies in his accounts 

{
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as skilfully as he was able, and he was well aware 

that it would take some application to discover the 

extent of his fraud. ; 

“Boynton will try to get hold of my books the 

first chance he gets, see if he don’t,” and a gleam 

of satisfaction crossed his face at his own acute- 

ness, when, after he had locked his desk and was 

preparing to go home for dinner, Mr. Boynton 

remarked: “Perhaps you had better go out col- 

lecting this afternoon—there are several accounts 

which are behind.” _ 

Mark took the cue at once, Mr, Boynton little 

thinking he was giving Mark just the chance he 

_ wanted. 

“Here is the key of the desk, Mr. Boynton,” 

“‘said Mark, purposely handing him the wrong one, 

“in case you need to refer to my books,” and the 

two walked out of the store together. 

When they separated, Mark went to a livery 

stable and ordered a carriage and fast horse to be 

left at his boarding-house in half-an-hour ; then 

to his room, making a hasty toilet and placing a 

few things in a valise; then to the dining-room to 

take a hurried dinner. He informed his landlady
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that he was going on a collecting tour in the 

country, and would not be home till late. 

By the time he had finished his dinner the 

carriage was at the door. He nodded a careless 

good-bye to his hostess, who stood at the window 

watching him, and drove off in a direction exactly 

contrary to that he really meant to take. Making 

a circuit of the outskirts of the town, he was soon 

on the right road, and lashing his horse to its 

utmost speed, by half past one he had reached a 

way station, with little time to spare before the 

arrival of the next train. 

He first paid a boy for taking the horse and 

carriage to a village four miles distant, telling him ~ 

it was to be left at the hotel, where the owner 

would call for it. 

Mark was very artful. By exercising this trait 

he had many times saved himself from exposure ; 

but his good fortune now failed him. After some 

delay, Mark’s desk was opened, and Mr. Boynton, 

by patient investigation, discovered his criminality. 

‘He found enough the first afternoon to satisfy 

himself there had been wrong-doing, but when the 

next morning came and the culprit did not appear,
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and later in the day, when Mr. Layton was made 

aware of the false cheques issued in his name, no 

further proof was needed. A thorough examina- 

tion was now made, the result of which brought 

out the fact that Mark Gunning was indebted to 

the firm for money fraudulently taken to the 

amount of three thousand dollars (£600). 

A reward was offered, detectives were put on 

his track, and in three weeks’ time he was brought 

back, tried, and finally received sentence of five 

years in the penitentiary. Poor Mark, like many 

another, did not fully realise his sin until he was 

suffering the punishment for it. Filled with a 

sense of shame and degradation, he could now 

bemoan his folly. He had bartered his liberty 

and his reputation for the pleasures and whims of 

a moment. He looked with disgust at his past 

course, because, with all his acuteness, he had not 

mancuvred better, and kept himself out of the 

power of the law. : 

If anything like true contrition visited him, it 

was when he thought of two old people in the 

country, whose idol he had been, who had toiled 

to educate him, and to whom the news of his guilt
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came like a stroke of lightning.. In his success he 

had been ashamed of this old father and mother : 

now they were his only friends. His old mother 

had whispered, as she sobbed her farewell at the 

door of the jail, “ Cheer up, my dear boy ; father 

and I will be thinking of you always, and will save 

what money we can to give you another start when 

the time is up.” But even while the proofs of 

their love moved him, he would pace up and down 

his cell exclaiming angrily, “Why did they give 

me my own way in my childhood? Why was 

I praised and flattered, and never punished? It 

is their fault that I am here.” With Mark 

Gunning’s career we have nothing more to do; 

we can only hope that he came from prison wiser 

than when he entered. 

Is it not too true that the crime of gambling 

with borrowed funds is very common? Do we 

not read continually of men absconding with stolen 

funds, besides leaving a record of falsehood and 

forgery behind them? How can we account for 

it? It comes from the great desire to have more 

money than can be patiently and honestly earned. | 

But more than all is the want of faithful parental
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education, enforcement of the golden rule in its 

length and breadth, the inculcation of the ingrained 

honesty which would scorn to benefit one’s-self by 

another’s loss. Francis Quarles, in his advice to 

_ parents, says: “Be very vigilant over thy child 

in the April of his understanding, lest the frosts 

of May nip his blossoms. While he is a tender 

twig, straighten him; while he is a new vessel, 

season him ; such as thou makest him, such com- 

monly shalt thou find him. Let his first lesson 

be obedience, and his second shall be what thou 

wilt. Season his youth with the love of his 

Creator, and make the fear of his God the begin- 

ning of his knowledge.”



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE REWARD OF THE JUST. 

ARRY was kept advised by Mr. Meredith of 

matters in town; of Mark Gunning’s 

disappearance, the proofs of his guilt, and 

"his final arrest. 

Messrs. Layton, Mannering, and Boynton all 

came to visit him, and to express their regret that 

they had been so incapable of detecting the true 

from the false. Of course, when Mark was con- 

victed, there was no difficulty in procuring a writ 

of release for Larry, and with deep feelings of 

thankfulness, he prepared to spend his last night 

in jail. As he lay on his bed, too much excited 

to sleep, he felt how forcibly the hand of Providence 

could be seen in all; how the heaviest cross may 

become a burden easily borne, and what had 

seemed a most painful affliction had in reality been 
176



THE REWARD OF THE JUST. 177 

an honour, in giving him an opportunity of being 

a messenger of grace. The joy he felt in Dick’s 

conversion, the hope he had of Luke’s reformation, 

was more than compensation for his unjust im- 

prisonment. The anger he had first felt toward 

Mark had disappeared, and he now felt truly sorry 

for him, knowing how very irksome and almost 

unbearable imprisonment would be to one of his 

temperament. 

“You look quite bright this morning,” said 

the jailer to Larry, as he brought in the break- 

fast. “I suppose you count on leaving us before 

night. We'll miss him, Dick, old fellow, won't 

we?” Z 

Dick’s lip trembled, but he made no reply. 

“When I get out, I’ll not forget him,” said 

Larry, laying his hand caressingly on Dick’s 

shoulder ; “I'll come and see you as often as I 

can get off.” 

“Youll not have very often to come,” said 

’ Dick in trembling tones, striving to keep back the 

tears. It was not strange that he should be 

moved at parting with Larry. He did not re- 

member his parents, and he had never before had 
M
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a friend. “I know by my feelin’s,” he continued, 

“that I’ve got to cave in afore long, but I’m not 

afraid to go; the sooner the better,”’—his eyes 

brightening at the thought, and a wan smile 

crossing his lips. ; 

The jailer’s eyes were dim as he turned away. ~ 

No greater proof of the truth of Christianity could 

be shown him than what he had already witnessed 

—*Slippery Dick” as he was two months ago, 

and now. Even his countenance had:changed. 

So coarse and forbidding at first ; now humble and 

_ peaceful. The very atmosphere of the prison 

seemed different. The vile talk and oaths of some 

of the men now made Dick shiver. “Don’t do it, 

boys,” he would beg, “if you can help it; I know 

I’m. not the one to preach, for I’ve been worse 

than any of you, but it hurts me to hear it now, 

and you ll feel sorry for it too when you come, as 

I have, to your dying bed. Larry ’s on the right 

track ; pes him, and forget all the bad I’ve 

told you.” 

A note was handed Larry from Mr. oe 

saying, “I send you some choice fruit for the 

sick boy, and a basket full, which you can
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distribute to the rest*of the men as a parting 

present from yourself, I will come in_ the 

carriage for you at three o'clock, and take you 

to my ee which must be your home for the 

present.’ 

Larry was most thankful for this generosity, 

and passed the fruit around with an unsparing 

hand, bringing forth hearty expressions of good- 

will from all, and or with three cheers for 

“the parson.” 

Larry’s friends had also made better provi- 

sion for Dick, having obtained permission for 

his removal to the jailer’s house, where 

he could have a quiet room with better 

attention. The bed was placed near a window, 

so that from his pillow he could look out upon 

the blue sky and the green fields beyond. 

It seemed to the sick boy like a fore- 

taste of the heavenly rest for which he was 

_ longing. 

Before taking him to his own house, Mr. 

Layton drove to certain stores, where Larry was 

fitted with a complete wardrobe. 

When they entered the store next morning,



180... LARRY GILBERT. 

Mr. Layton took Larry to Mark’s desk. “This 

will be your work now,” he said. .“ You may find 

it a little difficult at first, but Mr. Boynton will 
be happy and ready to instruct you in all that is 

needful.” 

When Mr. Layton left, the other clerks crowded 

around him, eager to clasp his hands and welcome 

him back. “You deserve to be promoted,” they 

said. “To think of Mark’s keeping. you shut up 

more than a month!” said Tom. “TI should 

think if he were near you, you would feel like 

wringing his neck.” 

“No,” said Larry, “I did at first feel angry at 

him, but now I truly pity him. It’s bad enough 

to be shut up in prison with a clear conscience, 

but it must be a hundred times worse to be there 

knowing you deserve the punishment, and have 

brought it upon yourself.” 

Dick grew weaker every day, and his appetite 

failed. His cough was troublesome, but he did 

not suffer much pain. He was often feverish and 

restless, and at times his mind would wander. 

In imagination he would be lying upon the green, 

sunny bank which had made such a lasting im-
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pression on his mind, and he would dip his hands, 

as if to bathe his face in the clear water of the 

running brook. ; 

Then often he would start and murmur: 

«<There is a better place waiting for you than 

that sunny bank, if you’ll only take it.’ I’m 

going to it, I’m going to it!” and with bright- 

ening eyes and joyful smile he would el his 

hands in delight. 

Mr. Layton could not do enough for Larry, 

to atone for the rons which had been done 

him. 

Finding that Dick was very near his end, and 

knowing how comforting Larry’s presence was to _ 

him, he often had the carriage brought to the 

door of the store at noon, so that Larry could 

take out some delicacy to Dick, while he remained 

to take dinner with the jailer’s family. Mr. 

Layton told him he could always remain until the 

carriage came for him, and very often he was 

permitted to stay until evening, reading and 

talking with the dying boy. 

The last day came. All pain and restlessness 

had passed away. He did not notice Mr. Mere-
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dith or Larry, who sat near him, but lay as if in 

a peaceful slumber. After a while he opened his 

eyes. He tried to put out his hand, but he was 

‘unable, and his eyes alone gave a gleam of 

welcome. Then he whispered low, “And He 

showed me a pure river of water of life, clear 

as crystal, better than the brook; I am goimg 

to it, Larry.” These were his last words; and 

Dick, the poor, homeless wanderer, had gone, 

in the clear hope of entering the mansions 

above. 

Mr. Meredith improved the occasion the next 

Sabbath in the prison. He pressed home the 

truth that a change was needful; that death was 

unavoidable ; that, though the life had been 

hitherto bad, Jesus was the sinner’s friend; that 

He was near, and ready to receive all who would 

- repent and come to Him. 

“You know,” said he, “ what Dick was when 

he came here; you know what he was before he 

left; it is only God’s grace that can change a 

heart as his was changed, and make him long to : 

leave this world, with the sure hope of a better © 

life beyond the grave.” ~
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And light came into other minds which had 

been darkened by sin; some, who had been 

accustomed to scoff, now began to pray, and 

the love of Christ was seen in making Dick's. 

death a means of leading some of his old 

associates to repentance and a better life. 

Letters passed quite regularly between Larry 

and his friend Tony. The latter was not told 

of Larry’s imprisonment until it was all over, 

when a full account of all the circumstances was 

given him, and we can well imagine his surprise 

on hearing that. a boy so nearly perfect as he con- 

sidered Larry, could ever have been in prison 

for supposed theft. When the three years were 

nearly up which Tony had fixed upon as the 

time of his absence, Larry received this letter 

from him, which occasioned him bitter Sorrow :— 

“The time has at last come, my dear Larry, 

when I must tell you what I have not acknow- 

ledged before, that my own days on earth are 

numbered, The doctors say that my lungs are 

nearly gone, and that nothing can be done for me. 

‘T have been declining for about a year, hoping all 

‘the time that my health would take a turn and



184 LARRY GILBERT, 

that I would recover in this new country, where 

the weather is generally so strengthening for 

invalids. It was not so to be. I have just one 

wish, and that is, to reach home again and have 

my bones laid in the Marleyville graveyard, if 

possible under the shadow of the same old tree 

where lie the remains of my blessed old friend. I 

expect to start in the next steamer, which will be 

due in New York about the 15th of next month, 

and if you could manage to meet me there, ’twould 

_ be a comfort to me. I have sent to Mr. Meredith, 

by this mail, a copy of my last will and testament. 

I have made you my heir. You need not hesitate 

to take it for fear of wronging any one. I have 

~ no one near of kin, and such relations as I have 

are well able to take care of themselves. When 

I promised grandmother to take care of you, 

I determined to do for you the same as if you 

were my brother, in case I died first. I want you 

to take the money, and if you can, buy back the 

land of the old farm which was sold at your 

grandmother's death, and use what is left to ‘fix 

up the old house and barn, renew the fences, and 

put things in as good condition as possible.” 

h
e
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Tony’s wishes were respected. Larry met him 

in New York and accompanied him to his cousin’s, 

Larry’s former boarding place. Here he had a - 

comfortable room, and during the few weeks he 

lingered, was soothed by the ministrations of kind 

and loving friends, until, the last struggle ended, 

he was laid at rest under the spreading oak at 

Marleyville. 

Larry remained with Mr. Layton several years, 

serving him well and growing in the estimation of 

all who knew him. He was advanced from one 

point of trust to another until he was made head 

clerk, Mr. Boynton having resigned the position to 

go into business for himself, 

One day Larry was called to a consultation in 

Mr. Layton’s office. 

“T have called you in,” said Mr. Layton, “to 

help me to decide a very important matter. You 

have reached a time of life important to every 

young man, and it is fitting that you should look 

to having a business of your own. I have two 

‘propositions to make, I intend to retire from 

active mercantile life. My father, as you know, 

left the business some time ago. I am his only
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child, and I have no children of my own, and my 

means'are more than sufficient for my wants. I 

now wish to offer you my present business here ; or 

I will dispose of this business to persons who are 

ready to take it, and set you up in the same 

occupation in Marleyville, if you would rather 

settle there.” : 

“My kind friend,” said Larry, “you have 

already befriended and helped me more than I can 

ever repay. I cannot think of accepting such a 

proposition. Owing to your generosity my expenses 

have not been heavy, and I have saved money 

each year I have been with you ; besides, I have 

an income from the farm.” a 

“Yes, yes; that may all be so,” interrupted 

Mr. Layton, “ but it can make no difference so far 

as my offer is concerned. I must have my way 

in this. You have been nearly the same as a son 

to me these late years, and I have intended for 

a long time to do this. I only want to know in 

which place you would rather make your future 

home ?” 

“In Marleyville is the resting-place of my own 

people,” said Larry ; “and I have thought if the
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way was ever opened I would like to reside there. 

Besides, it is near to the old home-farm, which 

I shall never give up as long as I am able to keep 

it. Thanks to my friend Tony, it is in good 

repair, and the added acres bring me in a larger 

rent.” . 

Larry’s decision was what Mr. Layton had 

anticipated, and he lost no time in accompanying 

an architect to Marleyville, where an eligible site 

was chosen, and a plan given for a substantial 

building suitable for mercantile business. Mr. 

Layton also bought a fine lot adjoining, in which 

he had shade and fruit trees planted, and furnished 

a plan for a handsome and convenient cottage. 

“T shall hold this in my own hands for the 

present,” he said to the architect, “and when 

Larry finds for himself a worthy helpmeet, and 

makes for himself a home, I will furnish it, and 

present it to him as a wedding gift.” 

A year from this time Larry was installed in 

his new store. Among his helpers were two of 

our old friends, Johnny Briggs and Luke Engel. 

Luke had married and brought his old mother 

home to live with him. He strives to make up to
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her in kind and loving service his neglect of the 

past. He has never told her of his past history , 

but once, when she was praising him for his good- 

ness, he said, “I don’t deserve it, mother; but 

one thing I want you to do, and that is to pray 

_ daily that the blessing of God may rest upon my 

employer, Mr, Gilbert. He was ‘the means of 

saving me from worse than death, and all I am 

I owe, under God, to him.” 

* x Ok % % 

Let us advance ten years in our story. Lawrence 

Gilbert, Esq., is one of the solid men of Marley- 

ville. His business is flourishing; he is at the 

head of every good work in the town. He is the 

minister's “right-hand” supporter and confiden- : 

tial friend, a leader in the Sunday school, and a 

willing friend and adviser to all who need his 

‘services, He occupies the handsome, well- 

furnished residence next the store; and his wife, 

the presiding genius of his home, whom he calls 

Susie, reminds us so forcibly of the little black- 

eyed Susie Barton who won his youthful admira- 

tion, that we conclude she is the same person. 

A carriage has driven up to the door, and we
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can recognise Mr. and Mrs. Layton as they alight, 

assisted by our old friend Larry, now, in appear- 

ance and manners, as perfect a gentleman as he 

was a worthy citizen. 

“ How are you, Luke?” and Mr. Layton shook 

hands with Luke Engel, as he took the carriage 

round to the stable. 

“Mr. Layton is a welcome guest. He interests 

himself in all that pertains to the welfare of 

Larry’s family. The children call him “ grandpa,” 

as he has desired them to do, and Larry himself 

entertains for him and his wife the filial feeling 

of a son. 

Mr. Meredith and his family are also frequent 

’ visitors at the Marleyville Cottage. He, as well 

as Mr. Layton, has a namesake there, for Larry 

could think -of no better names for his two boys 

than those of his two best friends. 

Occasionally the families all join together and 

make a visit to the old farm-house where the 

Briggs family still resides. Thrift and neatness 

are seen everywhere, and Mrs. Briggs looks far 

younger and brighter than she did twenty years 

before.
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Mr. Briggs, assisted by his boys, bestows good 

cultivation upon the land. The best fruit and 

choicest vegetables are all sent to Mr. Gilbert at 

Marleyville, and Larry responds by sending many 

a substantial token of good-will to them in 

return, 

There has been improvement in all the farms 

near Marleyville. There are some new farm- 

houses and barns; the fences have been put in 

good repair, and a turnpike road now takes the 

place of the old mountain road of other days. A 

daily stage runs between an inland town (the 

terminus of a railroad) and Medford, and in the 

summer it is usually filled with city people 

_ and their children, wishing to rusticate for 

a few months in a country home among the 

mountains. 

At “The Four Corners” a temperance house 

is kept by Mr. Hunter. Just opposite the hotel 

is a little frame church, where weekly service is 

held by the minister from Marleyville. A flour- 

ishing Sunday school is attached, of which Mr. 

John Briggs is superintendent. Mr. Meredith and 

Lawrence Gilbert often visit it, and yearly contri-
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butions in books, papers, and cards, are made by 

them to the school. Mm Layton seems almost as 

much interested in Larry’s old home as they 

do; and when the three families join together 

and make a visit to the old farm-house, Mrs. 

Briggs feels honoured by their coming, and gives 

them generous entertainment. Here everything 

reminds Larry of his beloved grandmother, and ~ 

he is taken back in imagination to the days of his 

childhood. 

Mrs. Briggs carefully cultivates the little garden, 

with its herbs and borders of old-time flowers, and 

Larry never enjoys a bouquet better than the one 

which she has ready for him to take to Marleyville 

on his return. ~ 

As his boys increase in years they love to 

visit. the old woods, where the squirrels leap 

about in their wildness, and where the chestnut 

trees still flourish and furnish nuts for winter 

evenings. ae 

The spring still flows in the old place, and the 

boys and their father never fail to take a drink of 

the cold, pure water whenever they come near it. 

With pleasure they listen to the story of his early
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