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Chapter One 
 
 
Incline my heart unto thy testimonies and not to covetousness. 
 
Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land, and 
verily thou shalt be fed. 
 
Bear ye one another’s burdens and so fulfill the law of Christ. 
 
The Lord our God will we serve, and His voice will we obey. 
 
 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Selmser, fingering the leaves of the large old 

Bible with a loving touch, “it is all I got; no, I wasn’t disappointed, 

because I didn’t expect anything. Maria was the youngest child, 

and mother has lived with her so many years it stood to reason that 

she would leave everything to her. To be sure, as Reuben says, 

Maria has enough, and more than enough, while we find it pretty 

hard work to make the two ends meet; but then, mother didn’t 

sense that. She was old, you see, and didn’t think much about 

money matters, anyhow; and she had no great sum to leave, I 

suppose; she has always paid her way at Maria’s. Those children 

were great pets of hers, of course, being with them ever since they 

were born. She didn’t know our children much. Mother wasn’t 

able to travel for a number of years before she died, and we could 

never afford to take the children to see her; so it was all natural 

enough, and I’m not a mite disappointed, though I can see that 

Reuben is, just a little. That’s natural, too. But I’ve got the old 
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Bible, and I’d rather have it this minute than anything mother had 

to leave. You see, it is the one she used regularly for years and 

years, and it is all marked up with her verses. You can’t hardly 

turn a page but you will come across a verse marked in red ink, or 

blue ink, or green ink. Mother was a great hand to mark her Bible, 

and so was father. It makes the verses kind of stand out, you know, 

so you are obliged to think about them, even if you are in a hurry; 

and it kind of seems to help you get the sense of them; I don’t 

know why, I’m sure; Maria didn’t think so. She never liked to see 

a Bible marked up; she said it didn’t look neat.  

“I suppose that was why mother gave the message to me that 

she did. Said she, ‘Jane, I’m going to leave my big old Bible to 

you and your children. I have a feeling that it will help you more 

than it will Maria or John.’ Some way it did me good to have 

mother say that, and know that she had thought about it and 

planned to leave her Bible to us; and I’m right glad to get hold of 

it. I tell the children I hope they will learn every one of the marked 

verses this year, and store them up; because their grandmother 

never marked verses at random, as you may say; she picked them 

out to live by.”  

All the while she talked, Mrs. Selmser kept up that tender 

little almost caressing touch of the worn Bible, and as she turned 

its leaves and one caught glimpses of the marked verses, it gave 

the impression that the grandmother had lived on a great many.  

“Yes,” said Mrs. Selmser, smiling fondly, when her attention 

was called to this, “my boy Ralph says, ‘Why, mother, if we 



3 

undertake to learn all of Grandmother’s verses, we might as well 

learn the whole Bible and be done with it.’ And I tell them I don’t 

know as they could learn anything that would make them wiser.”  

Miss Edwards, her caller, reached for the Bible and turned the 

leaves with careful fingers and paused over some of the marked 

verses with interested face.  

“Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land 

and verily thou shalt be fed,” read Miss Edwards. “That is heavily  

marked.”  

“Yes; and I make no doubt there was a story belonging to it if 

I only knew it. If you look close you will see father’s initials in the 

corner, and the letters T. P. made very small. You know about the 

old lady who marked her Bible all over with T.P.’s, don’t you? 

Why, she meant ‘tried and proved.’ That story made a great 

impression on father, I know, and he used to mark some verses 

that way; so did mother. I know some of the stories. I only wish I 

knew all of them.”  

“I only wish they would come true to us, as well as to 

grandfather and grandmother,” said young Ralph in a doleful tone 

as he leaned over his mother’s shoulder and looked at the heavily  

marked verse.  

“Ralph,” said his mother reproachfully, while the visitor 

regarded him with a questioning smile, “have you tested it?” she 

asked. But Ralph, blushing much, had no reply to make.  

“Do you know what a hard time the Smiths are having?” said 

Mrs. Selmser, closing the Bible, as one who had turned to entirely 
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another subject. “Ralph here, found out by accident that they were 

actually hungry—those children, you know. Doesn’t that seem 

hard? I declare, when I heard how poor little Mamie snatched after 

a bit of bread, it made the tears come.”  

Miss Edwards had not heard about them. She asked many 

questions, and said that directly after Thanksgiving she would go 

and see them. Then she went away. No sooner was she out of 

hearing than Mrs. Selmser had something to say.  

“I was sorry you spoke in that way about the verse, Ralph; if 

Miss Edwards should ever hear anything about that chicken, she 

would think you didn’t want them to have it.”  

“She won’t ever hear about it,” said Ralph; “and besides, you 

know I said all the time that those chickens were dreadful little to 

make one do for a big family like ours; Thanksgiving Day, too.”  

“Yes, but, Ralph, you know the Smiths had nothing at all for 

dinner, and one chicken is better than nothing, isn’t it?”  

“We might have sent them something else,” Ralph said 

slowly. It had evidently been hard work for him to give up that 

chicken.  

“But we hadn’t anything else, my boy, that we could spare, 

that would have been a kind of a treat to the Smiths. Don’t you 

really think, on the whole, that we did the best we could?”  

Ralph gave a little sigh, then looked at his mother and 

laughed.  

“It’s all right, mother,” he said, “only you see, I had kind of 

set my heart on our having those two chickens on Thanksgiving 
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Day all to ourselves. Most folks have turkeys, you know, but I told 

myself I would be contented with chickens, if we could have two 

of them, and lots of gravy. It isn’t for the eating either, that I care 

so much; it is just because I wanted to be like other folks, you 

know.”  

“I understand,” the mother said cheerily, “and you wanted the 

Smiths to have a good dinner, too. I know that just as well as 

though I could look right into your heart. You wouldn’t have had 

them miss of that chicken for anything, now would you?”  

Ralph laughed again, and said he didn’t know as he should, 

and went away whistling. As for Miss Edwards, no sooner was she 

out of the house, than for some reason she changed her mind, and 

went at once to call on the Smiths.  

Here she heard wonderful stories; they had been in trouble, 

but they believed their darkest day had passed, thanks to their 

neighbors. Mrs. Smith constantly wiped away the tears as she told 

of the many thoughtful kindnesses of Mrs. Selmser and her family.  

“And they are poor themselves,” said Mrs. Smith; “I dare say 

they have scrimped themselves a good deal to help us all they 

have.”  

Miss Edwards did not doubt this, for she knew a good deal 

about the Selmsers. Their crowning act of kindness, if Mrs. Smith 

is to be depended upon, was that chicken. Such a wonderful story 

as she heard about it! How it, with its companion, had been the 

special property of Ralph Selmser, the sole survivors of a brood of 

seven, all the others having come to grief; how Ralph had confided 
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to her boy Peter that he was raising those chickens for their 

Thanksgiving dinner, and how he and his mother were going to 

give the father a surprise; and then to think that they should be 

willing to change all their plans, and get along with only one 

chicken for themselves, was almost too much, Mrs. Smith thought. 

“It isn’t as though they had plenty to give,” she said, wiping her 

eyes, “but they have been ready to divide their little with the 

widow and fatherless. I hope the Lord will make it up to them.”  

Mrs. Smith had still more reason for gratitude before that call 

was concluded, but it is not about her that I want to tell you at 

present.  

I want you to think of Ralph Selmser as looking out of the 

window on the morning before Thanksgiving, when little Tim 

Potter, who was everybody’s errand boy, appeared in sight, 

holding on with both hands to the largest turkey Ralph had ever 

seen.  

To his great surprise, Tim opened their side gate, and 

squeezed himself and the turkey through it. He rushed to the 

kitchen door to see what was wanted, and the turkey was laid at his 

feet in silence, and Tim was off like the wind.  

A note was found pinned to the turkey’s leg, but when it was 

examined it said only this: 

“For Ralph Selmser to give his father and mother a 

Thanksgiving dinner.” And below it, these words: 

“Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the 

land, and verily thou shalt be fed.” 
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While the others all talked at once, wondering how, and why, 

Ralph stood back with folded arms, and looked at the turkey. 

“It is Grandmother’s Bible that did it,” he said at last. 
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Chapter Two 
 
 
Take heed, Brethren, lest there be in any of you an evil heart of 
unbelief, in departing from the living God. 
 
Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord of 
hosts. 
 
Great men are not always wise. 
 
Thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God. 
 
 

The winter set in very gloomily. Ralph, leaning over the 

kitchen table, listening to his mother while she talked with Mr. 

Brewster, thought there had never seemed a darker day, and could 

not help thinking privately that his mother was a little, just a little, 

foolish. Oh, of course he did not put it in those words, even to 

himself, but that was what the thought meant, all the same.  

This was the way matters stood. Mr. Selmser was out of work, 

and had been for some time away from home looking for a chance 

to earn his living. That very morning had come a letter from him 

saying he had only succeeded in getting enough to do to earn his 

board, and he saw no prospect in the future, but would hold on a 

few days longer. Now here sat Mr. Brewster, who had come to 

offer Ralph’s father a place.  

“I’d be very glad to have him,” said the gentleman. “I know 

him to be a good, steady man, one to be relied upon. It isn’t much 
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of a place now, but there might be a better opening before long. 

We can’t tell what may happen.”  

Mrs. Selmser sewed on, and Ralph wondered what in the 

world she could mean, and was almost tempted to answer for her. 

At last she spoke: 

“It isn’t the wages, Mr. Brewster, nor the low-down place, as 

you may say. My husband is not one to wait for good places. He 

would saw wood for a living, if there wasn’t anything else to do, 

and be thankful to get it. But I don’t think he could take this job, 

even if it came to starving.”  

Ralph looked amazed, not to say disgusted, and Mr. Brewster, 

mildly astonished, waited for an explanation.  

“You see it is a matter of principle,” explained Mrs. Selmser. 

“Reuben doesn’t believe in the business; of course he oughtn’t to 

help it along.”  

A patient smile covered Mr. Brewster’s face. “Oh, is that the 

trouble?” he said, in a kindly tone. “Well, my dear madam, you 

can set your heart at rest. All in the world we shall have for him to 

do is to cart empty barrels from the manufactory to the warehouse, 

There certainly cannot be any moral question about that.”  

Mrs. Selmser’s needle flew very fast. “The question is, what 

goes into the barrels?” she said at last, speaking gently but very 

firmly.  

Mr. Brewster laughed. “I can’t imagine what my porter would 

have to do with such a question,” he said, still speaking with a 

show of kindness. “He is paid for carting barrels, and as I look at 
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it, it is none of his business in any way what is done with them 

after they leave his hands.”  

Mrs. Selmser stayed her needle and looked steadily at her 

caller.  

“It was kind in you to think of us, Mr. Brewster, and I thank 

you. But I know my husband well enough to be sure that he will 

have nothing to do with barrels that are going to have beer put into 

them; so there wouldn’t be any use in sending for him.”  

“Very well, madam,” said Mr. Brewster, rising as he spoke, 

There were two red spots on his cheeks by this time. “I suppose 

there is no use in my telling you that I think him a very foolish 

man indeed, and that he will be likely to starve his family before 

this hard winter is over, if he tries to live by such a squeamish 

conscience as that. But my duty is done, so I will bid you good-

evening.”  

“Mother,” said Ralph, almost before the door closed after him, 

“I don’t see how you dared to say that to Mr. Brewster. He is a 

very great man—the greatest man in this town. The boys said 

today that he was the richest man in the country.”  

“I have nothing to do with that,” said Mrs. Selmser. “I had to 

answer him, and there was nothing else to say, as I look at things.”  

“But don’t you think you are a little bit—a little bit—” said 

Ralph, hesitating for a word, and leaving a blank at last. “You 

know father wouldn’t have to touch beer, and, as Mr. Brewster 

said, what is it to him what goes into the barrels?”  

“What difference does it make with you, my son, if a boy in 
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school borrows your knife to cut a hole in his desk, and you know 

what he is going to do, yet you open your knife and hand it to 

him?”  

“That’s different,” said Ralph.  

“Yes, it is,” said his mother, “because the mischief would only 

be done to a piece of wood, while beer, now—” and she, too, left 

her sentence blank.  

“Come,” she said, after a few minutes of silence, “read the 

verses and we will have prayers, without waiting for Mary Jane. 

She said she would be late tonight. They are getting ready for a 

Christmas dinner, you know.”  

“It is more than we are doing,” said Ralph, with a sigh. “I 

don’t see how we are to have any kind of dinners if father can’t get 

work. Shall I read some marked verses, mother?”  

“Yes, do,” said Mrs. Selrnser. “Let us have some of mother’s 

good words tonight to help us, and don’t you worry about the 

dinners, Ralph. Don’t you remember one of the verses—‘Verily, 

thou shalt be fed’?”  

“One would think Mr. Brewster ought to know right from 

wrong,” said Ralph, with another sigh. “He is a great man.”  

Then he turned, without much thought about it, to the very 

first marked verse on which his eye alighted, “Great men are not 

always wise.”  

“Why,” said Ralph in astonishment, “isn’t that strange? Did 

you know that was in the Bible, mother? Why do you suppose 

Grandma marked that?”  
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“Maybe she had something to do with great men herself, 

sometime,” said Mrs. Selmser, with a pleasant smile. She was very 

glad Ralph had found that verse. A lesson that he needed very 

much to learn was that it took more than money to make greatness.  

A few minutes more and the short, earnest prayer had been 

offered, the door locked, the fire covered for the night, and the 

kitchen deserted. Meantime, Mary Jane had sent word by a 

neighbor that there were so many “last” things to do, in order to be 

ready for the next day, she had decided to stay all night and help 

them through.  

 Ralph could not help another sigh as he turned to give a last 

look at the room, It was in perfect order, not looking at all, the boy 

thought, as a room should look on Christmas Eve. One solitary 

stocking hung by the chimney corner. All the little Selmsers had 

agreed that Baby, as the three-year-old Ned was called, was the 

only one who could afford to hang up his stocking this year. “Ned 

is too young to understand things,” the mother said, “but the rest 

of you do, and will be cheerful and good, I know. Next year maybe 

we can have the chimney corner full of stockings.”  

So Ned’s hung alone. It had been a perplexing thing to fill that 

stocking, and had really taken hours of contriving. Every member 

of the family had made some queer thing to put in it. When they 

were all stuffed in, and it was found to be quite filled, I think 

everyone felt a sense of relief. But the stocking did look lonely to 

Ralph as he gave it a last look; and though he said not a word, he 

thought in his heart that he would like very well to hang his beside 
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it, for company. He told himself, as he climbed upstairs, that he 

didn’t see any sign of ever being able to hang up his stocking. 

again, or to have any nice Christmases. They were growing poorer 

and poorer; if father did not get work soon, he did not see what 

would become of them.  

And so night settled down on the little home, and the embers 

of the dying fire lighted the room. But the stocking by the chimney 

corner was not so lonely, after they were all gone, as Ralph 

imagined. Certain queer little visitors came out of their houses and 

eyed it curiously, and sighed because it was beyond their reach. 

They would have liked so much to gnaw it! And they too 

grumbled over this Christmas Eve, and said “They might as well 

live in a barn; there was nothing to be had in this house worth 

nibbling for!” But they had no marked verses on which to stay 

their courage.  

The sunshine of the next morning had not yet conquered the 

frost on the window-pane when Ralph, who was making a fire for 

his mother, heard a brisk voice call his name.  

“Ralph, my boy, has your father come home?”  

“No, sir,” said Ralph, dropping his armful of wood, and 

turning to open the door for Mr. Powell, who was coming up the 

walk. “He is in Barton.”  

“Has he found work yet?”  

“No, sir. Mother had a letter last night, saying he did not know 

of anything yet.”  

“Glad of it,” said Mr. Powell, and as this did not sound like a 
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very friendly thing to say, Ralph did not know how to answer it, so 

was quiet, and by this time Mrs. Selmser had heard the voices and 

come to the door.  

“Good-morning!” said Mr. Powell, talking fast. “Can you give 

me just the address to reach your husband quickly by telegram? 

Ralph tells me he has not found employment, and I want to get 

hold of him as quickly as possible. My foreman has given me the 

slip, without a day’s warning. I suppose he thinks I cannot fill his 

place, and so will have to bid higher, but I have been wishing for a 

good chance to got your husband in the place. I have had my eye 

on him for a year, but didn’t see any chance of an opening, so long 

as the other behaved himself, but now that he hasn’t, it is all right. 

I will telegraph your husband to come home by the noon train, so 

you better have a Christmas dinner all ready for him. Just send 

around to our supply store, madam, for anything you want. I guess 

you will find everything there, and your husband will probably 

deal with me, after this. I supply all my people at cost. Brewster 

told me last night you had refused a place for your husband in his 

brewery. Glad of it. That’s the grit I like. He won’t lose anything, I 

guess. I pay my foreman a good salary, and it is a permanent place 

if a true man wants it.”  

Mr. Powell talked fast, and made a short stay. He was the 

largest businessman in town, and was always in a hurry, but it 

seemed to Ralph he would never go. The boy wanted to throw up 

his hat to the ceiling and shout, and stand on one foot and whirl on 

the other, and dance what he called a” jig,” and none of these 
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things seemed exactly proper to do in Mr. Powell’s presence.  

“Oh, mother, mother!” he said, as soon as he could get breath 

again, after all these things were finally accomplished. “Some 

great men are wise, anyhow, and Mr. Powell is a great deal greater 

than Mr. Brewster ever thought of being. Why, mother, he pays his 

foreman as much as a thousand dollars a year! Oh, mother, what if 

you had told Mr. Brewster father would come and move his old 

beer bottles! Wouldn’t that have been just awful?”  
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Chapter Three 
 
 
The voice of one crying in the wilderness, Prepare ye the way of 
the Lord. 
 
As His custom was, He went into the synagogue on the Sabbath 
day. 
 
As soon as He had spoken, immediately the leprosy departed from 
him and he was cleansed. 
 
Who forgiveth all thine iniquities, who healeth all thy diseases. 
 
 

Ralph moved restlessly about the room, not seeming able to 

settle anything. The little girls were ready for church, and his 

mother had twice told him that he would be late, before he made 

up his mind to speak. 

“I don’t believe I’ll go to church today, mother.”  

“Are you sick?” his mother asked, pausing in the midst of her 

bustling about, and looking at him anxiously.  

“No, ma’am, not sick exactly, but you know I have a cold,” he 

said, giving a little cough, as if to prove his words. “I don’t feel 

just like going, somehow.”  

“Well,” said Mrs. Selmser, speaking with a little hesitation, as 

one who didn’t half-like what she was going to say, “you know we 

like to have all the family about us in church, and it ought to be an 

important reason that keeps one at home; but then, if you don’t 
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feel well enough to go, that is reason enough. You are sure you 

have not a sore throat?” and she looked at him anxiously.  

“Oh, no, ma’am! My throat isn’t sore a bit; it is just a cold, 

you know.” And again he tried that little cough.  

“Well,” said Mrs. Selmser again, “I suppose you will have to 

stay at home. But what will you do all the morning? Perhaps I 

would better stay with you.”  

“Oh, no, indeed!” Ralph said “I wouldn’t have you do that for 

anything. I can get along all right. I’ve got a nice book to read”  

Mrs. Selmser did not look as pleased as she might have done 

over this bit of news. “The Bible is the best book to read on 

Sunday when people cannot go to church,” she said gravely.  

“Oh! I shall read the Bible,” Ralph answered eagerly. “I’m 

going to read my chapter the first thing, and some of my marked 

verses, before I open my Sunday-school book.”  

“And live up to them? Reading Bible verses doesn’t amount 

to much, you know, unless you do what they say.”  

“Why, of course,” said Ralph, but he spoke less confidently 

than before. He knew enough about the Bible to realize that it was 

sometimes a hard book to live up to.  

In another hour the family were all gone, and Ralph was alone 

in the neat kitchen, with the fire burning brightly, and his 

attractive-looking book on his lap. He had read a few pages in it 

the night before, but he did not himself realize how much this had 

had to do with his not feeling well enough to go to church. His 

friend, Bennie Stone, had given it to him on Saturday morning, to 



18 

return to the library for him and secure another, because he was 

going to his grandmother’s to spend Sunday, and could not do it 

for himself. Ralph had not looked into the book until night, and 

then, as I say, had found it delightful. All the while he was 

undressing, he tried to plan how he might read that book. He could 

not draw it from the school, because it would be his turn tomorrow 

to have a book for which he had been waiting several weeks. If he 

let this opportunity pass, there was no telling when he would have 

another.  

It was just as he was hopping into bed, that the thought came 

to him: “If I shouldn’t happen to be well enough to go to church 

tomorrow morning, I might read it then.”  

On the whole, I do not think it strange that by morning he 

thought himself not very well. The book lay on his lap, but Ralph 

was mindful of his promise, and reached for Grandmother’s Bible. 

First his chapter—he was reading the Bible through in course—

The chapter for the day proved to be almost entirely composed of 

proper names. Ralph tried to give them attention, but could not 

help thinking how uninteresting they were. Now, for a marked 

verse: he decided that he would read only one today, and that he 

would take it from the Gospels—the first marked verse he saw. 

This was the verse:  

“As His custom was, he went into the synagogue on the 

Sabbath day.” 

Ralph read it through twice before he began to realize what 

“living up” to this verse was going to mean to him.  
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Gradually the thought shaped itself in his mind: “That verse is 

about Jesus, and to live up to it, I must do as near like Him as I 

can. Well, don’t I, I should like to know? When have I stayed 

away from church before? A fellow can’t go to church when he 

has a cold. Disturb all the people coughing—Poh! Ralph Selmser, 

what’s the use? You know you haven’t coughed but three times 

this morning; and two of those you could have smothered if you 

had wanted to. And you know if it was Monday, and there was a 

coasting spree on the hill, you would coax like a good fellow to 

go, and know forty reasons why it wouldn’t hurt you.”  

Were there two people talking? Ralph felt a little curious 

about it himself. They seemed to hold such different views; but he 

knew this much: both of them lived in his heart. Silence for a few 

minutes, during which time Ralph read the marked verse again. 

Then he rose up, stretched himself, looked in the glass in the clock 

face to make sure that his hair was all right, and made this remark:  

“It is my opinion, Ralph Selmser, that you had better do ‘as 

your custom is,’ and make for church as fast as your legs can carry 

you.”  

It was during the singing of the second hymn that he slipped 

past his father and took a seat at his mother’s side. For the benefit 

of those interested, I want to report that he did not cough once 

during the service.  

“What has become of your cold?” asked his mother after the 

benediction was pronounced.  

“Gone,” he answered with a queer smile. “There was a verse 
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in Grandmother’s Bible that cured it.”  

Mrs. Selmser asked no more questions. In some respects she 

was a wise woman. On the way home from church she said she 

shouldn’t wonder if mother’s Bible would be worth a fortune to 

the children.  
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Chapter Four 
 
 
If any man hath ears to hear, let him hear. 
 
Go home to thy friends, and tell them how great things the Lord 
hath done for thee, and hath had compassion on thee. 
 
Be not afraid, only believe. 
 
And they went out and preached that men should repent. 
 
 

“Ho!” said Ralph, pausing over a verse that was heavily 

marked with blue ink. “This is a little bit of a fellow, and it doesn’t 

seem to say anything. Grandma marked it, though, as if she 

thought it was made of gold.”  

“What is the verse?” Mrs. Selmser asked, with a somewhat 

unsteady voice; there came to her just then a memory of her dear 

old mother bending over the golden verses, getting wealth from 

them; and it made her heart ache so for a sight of the mother’s 

face, that it seemed for a few minutes as though she could not wait 

any longer.  

“It is ‘Be-not-afraid-only-believe,” said Ralph, running the 

words together as though they were one, and making only a 

comma at the close.  

“Why, that is a lovely verse, I am sure.”  

“Well, it doesn’t say anything; doesn’t finish, you know. 

What is a fellow to believe?”  
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“A boy who belongs to the Lord can use the verse in a great 

many ways. I heard a minister say once it was a blank check, ready 

to use for any sum that was needed. Believe that God will take 

care of you anywhere, no matter what happens. Don’t you see?”  

“Y-e-s’m,” Ralph said, with a slow drawl, ‘but then I don’t 

understand such wholesale verses very well; it’s short, though, and 

I’m going to take it for mine.”  

All day long he didn’t give the verse a thought. He was busy 

in school, and at home, and was bright and happy; whistling most 

of the time when alone, and forgetting that there was such a thing 

as trouble in the world, or that he had occasion for anybody’s help. 

However, he succeeded in offending three boys younger than 

himself who were generally in mischief of some sort. They 

planned a bit of mischief for this particular day, which Ralph 

discovered in time, and spoiled. They were very angry about it, 

and promised to “be even with him.” Ralph laughed, and whistled, 

and wondered what the chaps thought they could do.  

By dark he found out.  

It was Ralph’s duty to close the windows of the schoolrooms, 

after they had been swept an dusted, see that all was in order for 

the night, and close the heavy doors that locked with spring locks. 

He was whistling through the hall, attending to his work, just as 

twilight was falling. The sweeper had been delayed, and it was 

later than usual. Three empty coal hods stood by the door of the 

coal cellar. Ralph swung them all over his arm, it being his duty to 

leave them in the cellar. First he took the precaution to fasten back 
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the heavy outside door lest a gust of wind might blow if shut. It 

fastened with a chain and hasp, so no wind could possibly loosen 

it; then he went swiftly down the steep stairs, whistling, “See the 

conquering hero comes.”  

“No, he doesn’t!” murmured a low voice outside. “He goes, 

but he doesn’t ‘come’ so quickly as he thinks. Now, Jim, is your 

time; swing to the door; there’s nobody in sight.” And Jim pushed, 

keeping Rob back with one hand, lest he should rattle the chain 

and give Ralph warning in time to escape.  

The door closed with a dull thud that stopped the whistling 

below. Ralph was just ready to spring up the steps into daylight 

again. The minute he heard that thud, he knew that he was a 

prisoner, though how the door had gotten loose he could not 

imagine. It wasn’t a pleasant prospect for a boy, this being shut 

into a great dark cellar, with stone walls and rats for company; 

feeling pretty certain that the long night would have to wear away, 

and perhaps a great part of the next day before he would be 

discovered.  

In fact it might he several days, for he remembered with 

sudden terror that it was Friday night, and the cellar need not be 

entered again, probably would not be until Monday. What should 

he do? Which way turn? Would it be possible for him to live in 

that damp, dark spot until he was found? Could he hope to make 

noise enough to attract the attention of any passer-by? But that was 

folly: the building stood back from the road, in the center of large 

grounds, and the cellar was at the back part of the building,  
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It was then and there, sitting on the lowest step of the cellar 

stairs, with his elbows on his knees, and his head in his hands, that 

Ralph thought again of the marked verse: “Do not be afraid, only 

believe.” He was afraid, he owned it to himself. Were the words 

for him?  

If he only knew what to believe! He wished he had talked 

longer with his mother about it. He did believe in the great God, 

and wanted to be his servant. But was he expected to believe that 

God would plan some way to get him out of that cellar that night?  

“How could He?” said poor Ralph to himself. “Nobody comes 

to the buildings nights, let alone the cellars. I’ve just got to stay 

here, of course; but, oh dear, it is dreadful! What will mother 

think? They will all be scared; and they won’t know where to look 

for me, because I ran home, between times, while I was waiting 

for the dusting, and I didn’t tell them I’d got to go back to the 

schoolhouse. They will think I’m in the river, and they’ll go to 

dragging it and have an awful time; and here I am in this dreadful  

cellar! Oh, dear! I wish I knew what to believe.”  

His mother’s voice seemed to sound in his ears: “Believe that 

God will take care of you anywhere, no matter what happens.” 

Those were the very words she said. Did he believe it? If he did, 

why was he afraid?  

A few minutes passed, which seemed like hours to Ralph, 

then he got down on the coal grimed floor and prayed this prayer:  

“Dear Lord, I’m in awful trouble; I never was before, but this 

is awful! I can’t help being some afraid. But I believe in Thy 
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power to keep me safe, even here. Oh, Lord, take care of me, and 

comfort mother, for Jesus’ sake. Amen!” 

You will notice that his faith was not strong enough to pray to 

be let out of the cellar. He believed that to be such an exceedingly 

improbable thing as to be almost impossible.  

Yet, as the long slow minutes dragged along, he heard a 

sound, and started up and listened as for his life. Was it rats? No, it 

came from overhead. Was it burglars? Then would they come to 

the cellar, and finding him, kill him? The cold sweat stood in great 

drops on the poor boy’s face. The heavy door was certainly being 

tampered with. He heard the grating of a key in the lock; he heard 

it slowly swing back on its hinges; he saw the glimmer of a 

lantern. Should he try to hide? No, he wouldn’t; instead, he almost 

laughed aloud in his sudden relief. The tall form of Professor 

Fordham was coming down the stairs.  

“It’s only me, Professor,” he shouted, as the startled 

gentleman paused half-way down. “It’s only me, Ralph Selmser. I 

got shut in; but how came you to come and let me out?”  

“What does all this mean?” said the Professor, setting down 

his lantern. Then there were explanations to make. When Ralph 

had told as much as he knew of his own story, Professor Fordham 

said he had been called to the coal cellar to look at a flue that the 

janitor, thought needed attention; that he had stooped down on his 

hands and knees to examine it, and that when he reached home he 

missed a pocket-book that was filled with important papers; not 

finding it anywhere else, he had thought of the coal cellar, and 
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came at once to look for it.  

And Ralph, as he hunted about by the light of the lantern, and 

finally picked up the lost book, said in an awe-stricken tone: “How 

easy He did it! And I thought He couldn’t!”  

“Did what, my boy?” asked the Professor. Then Ralph’s pale 

face flushed a little, as he said, “I was just thinking out loud, 

Professor. You see, I thought the Lord would take care of me here, 

all night, but I didn’t believe he could plan any way to let me out 

before morning, anyhow, and he did it just as easy! Mother will 

think that it all came about through Grandmother’s verses; and 

maybe it did. I’m afraid mother is awfully scared. What time is it,  

Professor Fordham?”  

“A little after six,” said the Professor, and Ralph in great 

astonishment owned that he thought it was about midnight.  

Then they walked home; but I believe you will be glad to hear 

that Professor Fordham said, when he left Ralph, “We must look 

into this matter. Doors that are chained back don’t close without 

hands. I saw three boys skulking about where they ought not to be, 

and have my suspicions. Tomorrow we will see what we can 

discover.”  
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Chapter Five 
 
 
Whosoever will come after me, let him deny himself, and take up 
his cross and follow me. 
 
Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child, 
he shall not enter therein. 
 
Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid them not, for 
of such is the kingdom of God. 
 
Thou Son of David, have mercy on me. 
 

 
Ralph rocked back and forth in the little wooden rocker in 

front of the fireplace, and turned the leaves of the big Bible in 

search of his verse for the next day.  

“Here is one that I like,” he said at last, “because it is marked 

with red ink. I like red ink best, and I’d just as soon choose it. That 

is, it would be an easy enough one, only it isn’t likely I could use 

it—it doesn’t fit me.”  

“How can you tell what verse will fit you tomorrow?” asked 

his mother. “Read it to me.”  

So Ralph read: “Whosoever will come after me, let him deny 

himself, and take up his cross and follow me.”  

“And you think that doesn’t fit you? Why not? You don’t 

mean, I hope, that you don’t belong to those who want to follow 

Him?”  
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“Oh, no!” said Ralph promptly. “I don’t mean that, of course. 

But, you see, I haven’t got anything to deny myself. I go to school  

now, and I like to go; and my lessons are nice, and I like to study 

them; and I don’t have anything to do that I wouldn’t just as lives 

do as not. A few months ago it might have fitted me; I had to keep 

denying myself lots of things I wanted to do, but now it’s 

different.”  

Mrs. Selmser smiled a peculiar smile, and sewed away for 

some minutes before she spoke again.  

“If I were you I would take it, Ralph. I never heard of 

anybody who really wanted to live by it that didn’t have chances 

enough. You can’t tell, you see, what tomorrow may do.”  

Ralph laughed lightly. “I ain’t afraid,” he said. “Tomorrow’s 

Saturday, and I’m going to give Ned a ride on my sled, and I’m 

going to get green things and berries for Mary Jane to trim up the 

room for father’s birthday; and there isn’t a thing to do all day but 

I’ll rather do than not. But then, I’ll take it and see.”  

“Fire! Fire! Fire!” It was that sound repeated by shrill voices 

that awoke Ralph several hours later.  

“Tomorrow” had already begun; it was almost two o’clock. 

Out tumbled Ralph in eager haste, and was ready by the time his 

father was, to start in search of the fire.  

It was a stormy night; a wild March wind was blowing, and 

the air was full of fast whirling snow. Great crowds had gathered 

at the scene of the fire, and a wild and beautiful scene it was. 

Ralph stood and watched the flames, filled with a feeling that, to 
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say the least, was not regret, when he discovered that the house 

which was evidently going to burn to the ground, was the home 

where his tormentors lived! The very boys who had shut him into 

the school cellar, and were always doing something to annoy him.  

“It isn’t any fault of mine,” he said sturdily, ashamed that 

there was a little feeling of gladness in his heart, and yet trying to 

apologize for it. “I wouldn’t have set their house on fire for 

anything in this world; and I’d put it out, quicker, if I could. But 

since it’s got to burn, I’m glad it belongs to such mean chaps as 

they, instead of to the fellows I like.”  

“Get out!” said a man just at Ralph’s elbow.  

He had been working with a will, and had just stopped for 

breath. He explained the meaning of his words to a man who was 

with him.  

“It’s that little cat! She’s been under my feet most of the time. 

Look at her! She’s scared to death, and the smoke makes her blind. 

She’ll get killed here if nobody looks after her. Look at those 

sparks! They are going to catch on the side roof now!” and the 

men were off.  

Ralph stood still and looked, not at the flames, but at the little 

cat. The special pet of those two boys! Once he told his mother 

that he believed “those fellows liked their ridiculous kitten better 

than they did their little baby sister.” Now she was dashing about 

in a wild way, right under the feet of the flying firemen, and was 

certainly in a fair way to be killed.  

“Serve ’em right, too,” declared Ralph. “Think how they 
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treated my Towser only the other night; humph! Think how they 

treated me.”  

Again there came into his heart that glad feeling. He wouldn’t 

have hurt the little cat for anything; but he knew he was glad she 

was likely to be hurt. Suddenly there came to him a thought so 

surprising that he whistled, even there, with the flames rising 

higher every minute. Wasn’t it his duty to “deny himself” that glad 

feeling, and “take up his cross” and that little cat and carry her 

home out of harm’s way?  

“Pshaw!” he said aloud. “Likely story that a Bible verse 

would have anything to do with a cat! What kind of denying would 

that be, anyhow? As if I wanted their old kitten to be killed, if she 

can keep herself from it.”  

No use, Ralph. Bible verses apply to smaller creatures than 

cats; and you know as well, as you need to know, that a follower 

of Him whose words you are quoting, would be merciful to the 

smallest and weakest of his creatures.  

Suddenly Ralph gave a dart into the midst of the smoke, being 

pushed aside and scolded by an impatient fireman, and being 

promptly ordered home by his own father, who had dashed into the 

worst of it, and was helping fight the fire. Ralph went home, very 

sorry to miss the rest of the fire; but the little cat, trembling as 

though she had a chill, was tucked close to his breast, wrapped 

under his stout overcoat. He had denied himself the feeling of 

satisfaction over the thought that something belonging to those 

scamps of boys had come to grief.  
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Perhaps you think the boys were very grateful the next day 

when they found their pet had been saved. This was the way they 

told the story:  

“And don’t you think, with all the rest, we came pretty near 

losing Spot. That Ralph Selmser came prowling around and 

walked off with her under his coat, as large as you please! No 

telling what he would have done with her, only one of the men saw 

him and told father, and he went himself and brought her home. As 

if it wasn’t enough to have our house burn down, but we must 

have things stolen! Ralph pretends that he took her to save her, 

because she was dashing right into the fire, and he heard a man say 

she would be killed; but that is stuff and nonsense. As if a cat 

didn’t know how to take care of herself!”  

So that was their gratitude!  

But when Ralph heard of it, he laughed, and said to his 

mother:  

“I’ll have to hold on to the verse, mother. I’m going to deny 

myself the pleasure of knocking both those fellows over, and it 

feels kind of pleasant to hold myself in; I rather like it. But you 

see, if I had let that little cat kill herself, I should have felt just 

awful. It’s queer that Bible verses belong even to cats!”  
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Chapter Six 
 
 
Rejoice greatly, O daughter of Zion; shout, O daughter of 
Jerusalem; behold, thy King cometh unto thee. 
 
He came unto his own, and his own received him not. 
 
Love is the fulfilling of the law. 
 
But I say unto you, that in the place is One greater than the 
temple. 
 
 

“Ho!” said Ralph. “I’ve got a speck of a verse this time, and I 

don’t see much sense to it, I must say.”  

“Read it out,” said his mother, sewing rapidly. “It must be a 

queer verse if it hasn’t much sense. Is it one or Grandmother’s?”  

“Oh, yes! Marked round and round. One, two, three—it is just 

seven words: ‘Love is the fulfilling of the law.’”  

“It has plenty of sense, I think. What does it say to you?”  

“Why, it says,” said Ralph, laughing, “that if I love you, it 

doesn’t make any matter whether I mind you or not. Well, if that’s 

true, it’s a nice idea. Shall we try it, mother? I’ll agree to love you, 

right straight through, and then you won’t care about the minding, 

you see.”  

“But I don’t see any such thing. It doesn’t say that to me, 

Ralph; and no more it didn’t to Grandmother. She was very 

particular about the minding. What it says is, that if you love folks 
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enough, you will be sure to keep their laws, just because you love 

them.”  

“S’pose their laws aren’t worth keeping?”  

“Yes, I see,” said Mrs. Selmser, stopping to bite the end of her 

thread. “My explanation wasn’t good; there’s no ‘supposing’ any 

such thing in this case, because it is talking about His laws, and all 

of them are worth keeping.”  

“Well,” said Ralph, after a thoughtful pause, “I don’t see how 

that would make a boy keep to rules, and things.”  

“Just you try it tomorrow,” his mother said, “and see how 

many things that verse will fit.”  

“Tomorrow” was one of the worst days in the year for a boy 

to keep in exactly the right track. It was “April fool” day, and it 

seemed to be well named; for every boy at least, as well as some 

of the girls, acted as foolish as possible.  

Being a boy, and as full of fun as any of them, Ralph had his 

temptations, but, on the whole, got through the day pretty well, 

and congratulated himself on the way home that he had had “lots 

of fun, and hadn’t done anything very dreadful, either.”  

Just around, the corner. on Newton Street, he came plump 

upon Jerry Smith.  

Jerry had set up business but a short time before, and was 

doing his best to make a living selling bunches of early spring 

flowers, choice bits of moss and lichen, and indeed anything he 

could find in the woods or out of it, to sell.  

He really worked very hard; sometimes under most 
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discouraging circumstances, having been known to tramp all day 

long without making a penny. On this particular occasion he 

looked very funny indeed to Ralph. He was bare-footed, though 

the spring day was not any too warm for comfort. He had seated 

himself in the shelter of a wall, his hat had fallen off, his mouth 

had fallen open, and Jerry was fast asleep. Poor fellow, he had 

been up since daylight working hard, and selling little; this was 

one of his bad days.  

But the only thought Ralph had at first, was how funny the 

fellow looked sitting there in broad daylight, sound asleep. After a 

moment, came another thought. Jerry’s mouth stood so invitingly 

open. What if he should pop into it the brown bug he was carrying 

home for Miss Edwards’ collection! He could easily get her 

another, and what delicious fun it would be to see Jerry jump and 

sputter, and sneeze, and all but choke over that unexpected morsel.  

“It’s a clean little fellow, and not poison, nor anything.”  

This Ralph explained to himself, in reply to seven 

inconvenient words which came suddenly to mind—

Grandmother’s marked words: “Love is the fulfilling of the law.”  

“Pshaw!” he added impatiently as the seven words kept 

repeating themselves in a kind of steady undertone. “What sense is 

there in saying that, all the while. As if this bug had anything to do 

with ‘love,’ or law, and as if the law was about Jerry, anyhow. I 

know all the Commandments, and there isn’t a word in them about 

a bug. It isn’t a bad bug, and he won’t swallow it, either, of 

course.”  
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It’s of no use, Ralph. You know too much about 

Grandmother’s Bible to be caught by any such weak arguments. 

As distinctly as though that had been his verse for the day instead 

of the other, there came trooping into Ralph’s mind the words: 

“Whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to 

them.”  

Here was a law not in the Ten Commandments in so many 

words, but spoken by the same voice of authority.  

“Well,” said Ralph reflectively, “I’m not afraid of brown 

bugs—not nice clean fellows like this one. I wouldn’t mind, 

maybe.”  

The 1ast word put in as a sort of afterthought, spoken more 

slowly than the others. He worked the toe of his strong old shoe 

deep into the mud while he stood and thought. Visions of himself 

in Jerry’s place, came to him; Jerry who had probably had very 

little breakfast, and no dinner to speak of; Jerry, barefooted, and 

shivery, trying to sell things that people didn’t want; Jerry who 

had no nice hot supper waiting for him at home. If such a strange 

thing should happen as that he should ever sit on the street corner 

asleep under like circumstances, would he like to have a fat brown 

bug put slyly into his open mouth by a giggling boy? That was the 

question.  

“No,” said this honest boy slowly, “I just wouldn’t.”  

Well, then, “Love is the fulfilling of the law.”  

Did he love Jerry enough to obey this law for his sake, and 

forego his fun? The fact was, he didn’t believe that he loved Jerry 
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at all; Jerry might be well enough for those who liked him, but 

Ralph had never exactly approved of him in any way.  

Suddenly a curious look came into the boy’s eyes. Just at that 

moment this question dawned upon him: Ralph Selmser, do you 

love the Lord Jesus Christ enough to fulfill his law? It is that 

wonderful Jesus who cares about Jerry Smith, and would not have 

an uncomfortable thing done to him. If you do honestly love him, 

you will fulfill his law even in what you consider so small a matter 

as this.  

Back went the bug into Ralph’s pocket. It had had a narrow 

escape, but Miss Edwards was sure of it now for her collection. 

Ralph dived his hand into the other pocket and drew therefrom a 

lovely square of golden gingerbread. He had been pumping water 

for Mrs. Ebenezer Tucker, and she had given him a large piece of 

gingerbread in return. Carefully he broke off a generous chunk and 

deftly poked it into Jerry’s open mouth, then dodged behind a 

corner.  

“Ah! Ugh! Whissch!” sputtered Jerry, sitting up straight and 

bringing both hands to his mouth to remove the obstruction. Then 

he stared at it, then rubbed his eyes and looked about him in all 

directions, a much bewildered boy. Suddenly a broad smile spread 

over his freckled face.  

“I’m blessed,” he said aloud. “If I haven’t been asleep, and 

there’s been an April shower, and it has rained gingerbread!”  

Whereupon he put the chunk back into his large mouth.  
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Chapter Seven 
 
 
Take ye heed, watch and pray; for ye know not when the time is. 
 
She hath done what she could. 
 
This do in remembrance of me. 
 
Betrayest thou the Son of man with a kiss? 
 
 

Ralph was in a very happy state of mind. He had just reached 

home from an evening spent at the Barwoods’ elegant home, the 

handsomest place in town. He had had an elegant supper and been 

shown all sorts of kind attentions from the young ladies of the 

house, and altogether he felt quite satisfied with himself, and eager 

to tell his mother and Mary Jane the whole story.  

“It’s the biggest hall I ever saw,” he explained. “It isn’t just a 

hall, you know; they have seats in it, great big old-fashioned arm 

chairs, and there are pictures and bronze statues and all sorts of 

things.  

“There is one queer-looking fellow in bronze, standing by the 

hall window, that is just as natural as life. I declare, I couldn’t help 

thinking some of the time that he was alive. But he has a horrid 

face. I don’t know why anybody should want an image of him, I’m 

sure.  

“Mary Jane, it is well you were not there; you would have 
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been scared dreadfully over the dog; he’s the biggest dog I ever 

saw. His name is Nero. He goes out with Miss Elice when she 

takes a walk. Miss Elice is Sherman’s sister, you know; she seems 

more like his mother. I guess he has to ask her about things just as  

though she were; his mother is dead, you see. But I do wish you 

could see that splendid hall and those lovely wide stairs, and the 

curtains at the top and everything.”  

Ralph drew a sigh of satisfaction, and stopped for breath. 

Then Mary Jane asked a question.  

“How came Sherman Barwood to ask you home with him, all 

of a sudden?”  

“How should I know?” answered Ralph, a little uneasily. 

“Because he wanted to, I suppose. He’s lonesome in that great big 

house, I guess. Some of the boys go home with him quite often.”  

“But he never asked you before, and he is older than you, isn’t 

he?”  

“Not so very much,” said Ralph, turning the leaves of the big 

Bible. “Mother, where shall I read tonight?” Then, as though Mary 

Jane’s questions annoyed him a little, he returned to them with a 

half-laugh: “Of course, Mary Jane, if he were ever going to invite 

me, there would have to be a first time.”  

“Is he a good boy, Ralph?”  

It was Mrs. Selmser who asked this question, looking up from 

her busy needle, at the boy’s flushed face for a moment.  

“Good enough, I guess,” spoken rather reluctantly. Then, 

catching his mother’s eye, “Well, I mean—sometimes I think he is 



39 

not so very honest about things. Gets a peek into his books if he 

can, you know, and wants to stand well in class without digging 

for it. But lots of the fellows do that. Here’s a verse marked in 

green ink; how queer it looks. Grandmother hardly ever used green 

ink. ‘Take ye heed, watch and pray; for ye know not when the time 

is.’ That time hasn’t come yet, has it? What an awful while those 

men would have had to wait if they had lived till now. I’m glad 

they found out about it without waiting so long.”  

Mary Jane laughed. Her brother’s ideas often seemed to her 

very queer; but Mrs. Selmser was still looking sober over what 

Ralph had said before.  

“I don’t suppose they had to wait long for a chance to use the 

first part of the verse,” she said significantly, “and for that matter, 

the last half can be used to fit into every-day life. We don’t know 

when the Lord is coming; that’s something to watch for; but we 

don’t know when danger is coming to us and we need to watch 

and pray about that. Maybe you need to do it over Sherman 

Barwood and his sudden friendship for you. I don’t think I care to 

have you very great friends with a boy who isn’t strictly honest 

and honorable if he does live in such a grand house.”  

“Oh, mother!” said Ralph. But having made this answer he 

found he had nothing more to say just then. He chose the first 

verse of the reading for his, because his mother wanted him to do 

so, not because he felt that he needed to watch especially, and 

went off to bed presently quite satisfied with himself and his 

friendship with Sherman Barwood. 
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Neither did he take any special heed in that direction. On the 

contrary, he met the handsome boy’s kindnesses more than half-

way and winked at or endured in silence several things which he 

knew were wrong, calling them to himself “not exactly right,” 

instead of that short plain word “wrong.”  

There came a day when he had reason to remember his verse, 

and his mother’s warning, and Mary Jane’s questions.  

There was no getting away from the fact that he was in serious 

trouble. The spring examinations were drawing near; every boy in 

his class was very anxious indeed to get into the next grade and 

some of them were very much afraid they would not.  

“If a fellow could get a peep at the examination questions that 

are lying all this while in Professor Morehead’s desk he might 

know which way to turn to get ready,” said Sherman Barwood one 

evening, when Ralph had gone home with him to get a certain 

book he had been promised, and was lingering to enjoy the beauty 

and luxury about him. He often went home with Sherman 

Barwood nowadays; was indeed quite as intimate with him as any 

boy in school, and could not help being just a little proud of 

Sherman’s evident fondness for his society.  

“Are they there?” asked Ralph, in an interested tone.  

“Oh yes! Safe and sound. Tucked away in that black-covered 

book which shuts with a rubber band. I saw the Professor look 

them over the other day, then rubber them up in that book and 

push them in under the papers at the right hand, as though he was 

afraid if he didn’t bury them deep enough some of us fellows 
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would peep through the keyhole and get an idea.”  

Ralph laughed.  

“I wish we could,” he said carelessly. “Especially I’d like a 

peep at the philosophy questions; just enough to know which 

section the most of them were from. I feel the shakiest in that 

direction of any.”  

“I don’t see what particular harm it would do to let us know 

which section we are to be examined in,” said Sherman, still with 

the air of one who was only interested because his friend was. 

“They don’t expect the class to be equally well posted on the entire 

book, of course. If they would just hint which sections to review 

most carefully, it might help us and be all right enough, for what I 

can see.”  

Ralph laughed. He could “see” that it wouldn’t be right at all, 

but what was the use in saying so? Of course Sherman didn’t mean  

that, anyway.  

Well, the days passed, and one evening Ralph was called to 

Professor Morehead’s room and asked some questions and told 

some facts which perfectly overwhelmed him.  

It was quite a long interview, but I can give it to you in a few 

words. The examination papers had been tampered with, some of 

them; among others the philosophy questions had been, the 

Professor had reason to think, copied. Certain scraps of paper had 

been found which made him pretty sure of it and which also led 

him to fear he knew something about who had done it.  

Then he asked the astonished Ralph a few bewildering 
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questions:  

“Are you a particular friend of Sherman Barwood?”  

“Why,” said Ralph, blushing, he could hardly have told for 

what reason, “I am pretty well acquainted with him.”  

“And you go to his house quite often? Were you there on 

Tuesday evening last?” Ralph considered and said that he was. 

“Did you and Sherman have some talk about the examination 

papers?”  

“Yes, sir.”  

Ralph knew now that his face was very red indeed.  

“And did you say that you would like to see the philosophy 

papers; that you felt shaky about that study; and that you thought it 

would be fair enough to get an idea of what section they were 

drawn from chiefly?”  

“No, sir,” said Ralph eagerly. “I did not say that; not that last 

part. I—you see, sir, he—Well, we had both been talking about the  

examination, and—”   

And Ralph went through the story as well as he could, 

floundering a good deal, embarrassed by his very effort to recall 

his exact words, and to make the matter entirely plain to Professor  

Morehead; confused, also, by the feeling that he was not 

succeeding. He had been interrupted at last. The Professor had 

assured him that that was all he wished to know; that he had more 

clues now than he needed; that it was his duty to tell Ralph that 

some very grave testimony had been brought against himself, but 

that he might rest assured the matter should be sifted to the utmost 
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and the truth discovered if possible.  

Then Ralph had gone home to his mother with a choking 

feeling at his throat and indignation too great for tears. Do you 

wonder that as he turned the leaves of Grandmother’s Bible he 

stopped over the marked verse “Betrayest thou the Son of man 

with a kiss!” and felt that he could understand something of the 

bitterness of that awful betrayal by his own experience? Had not 

Sherman Barwood done something a little like it to him? Getting 

his confidence and then repeating the words that he had said 

carelessly as though they were in earnest, and even adding to them 

words of his own which Ralph had not thought of saying.  

Oh, if he had only “taken heed” as his mother and Mary Jane 

hinted might be necessary, and not been so vain over this 

friendship, he might never have fallen into this terrible trouble and 

disgrace.  

As it was, it seemed to the poor fellow that he could not 

possibly wait for the investigation which Professor Morehead had 

promised.  
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Chapter Eight 
 
 
They hated me without a cause. 
 
Pilate saith unto them, take ye him and crucify him. 
 
He humbled himself, and became obedient unto death, even the 
death of the cross. 
 
Now is Christ risen from the dead, and become the first-fruits of 
them that slept. 
 
 

Ralph Selmser never forgot the days which immediately 

followed the discovery that he was suspected of stealing 

examination papers. He put the charge to himself in that bald way 

to try to get used to the misery of it. He, Ralph Selmser, whose 

word had always been taken at home, without the slightest 

hesitation! It was almost impossible to realize that anybody could 

believe him guilty of so mean a thing. Yet some people evidently 

did. More and more, as the days passed, and the story leaked out in 

some mysterious way, as stories will, the boys drew off from him, 

until sometimes it seemed to the poor fellow that he had not a 

friend. He had gone in haste and indignation to Sherman Barwood; 

but when that young fellow was indignantly asked what he meant 

by repeating the nonsense they had talked together as though it had 

been earnest, even forgetting which of them said certain things, he 

shrugged his handsome shoulders and said he did not see how he 
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was expected to know when a fellow was in fun and when he was 

in earnest; that certainly he was the only one who had been heard 

to say he wanted to get hold of the philosophy examination papers; 

and now that they had been gotten hold of by somebody, what was 

one to think?  

Ralph was so utterly dumfounded over the discovery that his 

supposed friend actually believed him to have been guilty of such 

a thing, that he turned away without another word.  

In this way the friendship was broken, and poor Ralph moped 

at home when the other boys were at play; and grew so pale and 

troubled looking that his mother wished the matter could be settled 

without further waiting; and wished every day that father, who had 

gone on a long business journey for Mr. Brewster, was only at 

home to advise their boy what to do. Meantime, by dint of earnest 

questioning and much watching, Ralph had discovered that the 

boys who had fastened him into the cellar were witnesses against 

him.  

Something they had seen, or heard, or imagined, made out a 

grave charge, over which the faculty were puzzling, trying to get at 

the truth. In the meantime Dr. Welborne, the chief of the faculty, 

was absent, and nothing definite could be done until his return.  

“What does make those boys so determined to injure you?” 

Mary Jane asked one evening, as for the hundredth time the whole 

story had been gone over, and Ralph had pieced together bits of all 

he had heard and made it plain to himself that those boys were the 

chief cause of his trouble.  
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“I’m sure I don’t know,” he said sadly, “I never did anything 

to make ’em hate me, that I can think of. I spoiled their putting 

pepper on the stove that time, you know, but I don’t see as that 

was any reason for hating me. Then, after they shut me in the 

cellar and got found out, they were worse than ever, though I 

wasn’t to blame for that, anyhow. I didn’t know who shut the 

door.”  

“They hated me without a cause,” said Mrs. Selmser gravely. 

“I found that verse in our big Bible today. It is one of 

Grandmother’s, too; it was marked all around. I don’t know why 

she chose it, unless she wanted to remember who had to suffer in 

that way for her sake. You know who it was, don’t you, Ralph?”  

“Jesus,” said the boy reverently. “Mother, it must have been 

hard to bear; and he had false witnesses, too. So have I, if they say 

they saw me do any stealing. I never felt, before, how dreadful it 

must have been for him to have stood there and heard such lies 

told. Mother, do you suppose they will be able to make up a story 

about me that shall sound like the truth?”  

“I don’t know,” said Mrs. Selmser. “The other false witnesses 

didn’t. They couldn’t agree, you know; it is hard for false 

witnesses to agree in just the right things, and make no mistakes.”  

“I guess I’ll take that for my verse,” Ralph  

said, after a thoughtful pause, “that one you found, mother; it is 

true enough of me, and will make me think, maybe—” Here he 

came to an abrupt pause; he was not used to speaking out all his 

feelings. What he thought was, that maybe the verse would remind 
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him how much harder were Jesus’ sufferings than his own.  

That evening Dr. Welborne returned, and the next day, which 

was Saturday, set about finding out what he could of the trouble. 

He kept his own counsel, so far at least as the scholars were 

concerned, but something that he found took him in search of two 

boys – the very boys who had been the means of Ralph’s spending 

some unhappy hours in the school-house cellar. They were 

engaged in a game of tag with a dozen or so of the village boys.  

Jimmie Bostwick was one of the runners, so Dr. Welborne decided 

to wait for him awhile, but his friend Harry West stood looking on,  

with his hands in his pockets. Him Dr. Welborne summoned to 

come at once to his study on special business.  

Arrived there, Dr. Welborne, without more delay, having told 

Harry that he had been informed he was the one who had seen 

Ralph Selmser taking papers from the desk, asked two or three 

rapid questions.  

“What time of day was it when you saw this done?”  

Now this was one of the questions which Harry had not 

planned for. At first he did not know what to say, but Dr. 

Welborne’s eyes were on him, and he must say something, so he 

answered that it was about noon.  

“Are you sure of that?”  

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, gathering courage. “I am quite sure; it 

was just at noon.”  

“What leads you to be sure of that?”  

Another troublesome question, but Harry had been caught in 
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places before where he had to invent reasons for things, so, after a 

moment’s thought, he was ready.  

“Why, sir, I heard the twelve o’clock ring, and I whispered to 

Jimmie that the thief would get a licking for being late to dinner.” 

“Ah,” said Dr. Welborne, “then you and Jimmie were near 

enough together to whisper about it, were you?”  

“Yes, sir.”  

“That will do for the present,” said the doctor. “You may take 

a seat over there by the library table, and interest yourself in any 

books you please. I shall wish you to remain here for the 

afternoon.”  

Harry looked dismayed. There were reasons why he wanted to 

get out and see his friend Jimmie, at once.  

“If you please, sir,” he said hesitating, “I’m afraid my mother 

will be very much troubled. She wanted me to be sure and come 

home at three o’clock to drive her to the train to meet my father. 

He is coming from the city on the three o’clock train, and, will 

expect me to be there.”  

“Indeed!” said Dr. Welborne. “If that is the case I will tell my 

man, who has just driven to the door with my carriage, that he may 

take a message from me to your mother, and offer his services to 

do your work, because I shall need you to stay here.”  

Now when I tell you that Harry’s mother did not expect him at 

all, and that his father was not away from home, and that Dr. 

Welborne had met him and had a few minutes talk with him only 

an hour before, you will understand why the boy felt much 
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dismayed, and why Dr. Welborne said to himself, “If all his 

statements are as trustworthy as this, we shall get on rapidly.”  

However, he sent his man not only to do that unnecessary 

errand, but to drive to the woods where the boys were playing, and 

bring James Bostwick to him without delay.  

When James, large eyed and trembling, arrived, Dr. Welborne 

coolly turned the key on Harry, and went with his other witness to 

a room across the hall. There, after several other questions had 

been asked and answered, came this one: “What time of day was it 

when you saw these papers taken?”  

“It was about, let me see—Oh! I know, sir! It must have been 

between five and six o’clock.” 

“Why must it have been at that time?”  

“Because I remember it was getting dark very fast; and I 

thought to myself that I should miss the five o’clock car as sure as 

the world, and have to foot it home; and I did.”  

“Then, you are quite sure, of course, that it could not have 

been, say, about noon?”  

“Oh, yes, sir, indeed I am. I was not in town at noon. I went 

into the city with father, and came home on the three o’clock 

train.”  

“Ah!” said Dr. Welborne again. He happened to know that 

Jimmie, on the day in question, was in town all day long, and so 

was his father.  

“Did you and Harry have any communication while you were 

hidden behind the screen? Were you near enough together to 
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whisper?”  

“No, sir, we were not. I was at one end of the long screen and 

he at the other. We couldn’t have spoken without Ralph hearing 

us.”  

“Very well. I have all the information I desire for the present; 

but I shall have to ask you to take a seat and wait for me here, as I  

shall want to see you again presently.”  

Whereupon the key turned on Jimmie, and Dr. Welborne went 

to his upstairs study, where by this time young Sherman Barwood 

had been summoned to see him.  

It is a long, sad story. I am sure you do not care to hear the 

weary particulars of evil doers. Neither do I imagine you will be 

greatly surprised to learn that Sherman Barwood, with the help of 

these two young tools of his, had planned and carried out the 

whole wicked thing. It took some time to get all the tangle of sin 

and falsehood unraveled, but Dr. Welborne was patient, and 

determined; and because of the fact that the two principal 

witnesses, in the course of ten minutes talk with him, had told 

three falsehoods, was convinced that they would be quite capable 

of telling others. On the other hand, the only suspicious thing 

about Ralph Selmser was he had of late been intimate with 

Sherman Barwood, a boy whom Dr. Welborne did not trust; and 

he remembered that “evil communications corrupt good manners.”  

It was a very hard lesson for Ralph Selmser, but I think he 

learned a great deal from it.  

“Neither so did their witness agree together,” quoted his 
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mother solemnly, when Ralph told the story at home, and 

explained how Dr. Welborne had gotten his clue.  

Ralph was struck with the verse, it so exactly fitted his own 

case. He found it in Grandmother’s Bible, and sat for some time 

thinking about it. Thinking also over these questions:  

Had he, during this trial, acted at all as Jesus would have done 

in his place? Did he ever act much like Jesus at any time?  
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Chapter Nine 
 
 
Then Samuel answered, Speak, for Thy servant heareth. 
 
His sons made themselves vile and he restrained them not. 
 
Cease to do evil; learn to do well. 
 
Nevertheless, the people refused to obey the voice of Samuel; and 
they said, Nay, but we will have a king over us. 
 
 

Whatever may have been said of the rest of the world on that 

Fourth of July afternoon, Ned Selmser was happy. No soldier of 

the Revolution ever rode to victory and honor more proudly than 

he pranced up and down the floor of the best room on his wooden 

horse.  

Somebody had fished it out of the attic—a bruised and 

battered charger long past its prime—and sent it to Ned the day 

before, thereby making him royally happy.  

He and mother were alone together, which was another cause 

for pleasure. Ned was very fond of his mother, and she was a busy 

woman. On this afternoon, though she sewed, she did not do it 

with the air of haste that belonged to common days. In fact, her 

work often lay idly in her lap while she watched Ned and chatted 

with him. She even undertook to answer all his questions, a task 

which was at all times hard.  

The day was warm. Ned and his mother wore as few clothes 
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as would at all do, and made themselves in every way as 

comfortable as they could, because it was the Fourth of July.  

Into the quiet of this home scene presently burst Ralph, his 

face red with violent running, his hair blown into wild disorder, his 

hands blackened with powder and soot, his eyes big with terror, 

and his voice loud: “Mother, oh, mother! They want you to go 

down to Smith’s right away! Little Jim is burned to death, I guess; 

he’s awful hurt, anyhow!”  

Before this sentence was finished, Mrs. Selmser had dropped 

her work, shaken down her sleeves, which had been tucked up for 

coolness, seized a bonnet from the drawer near at hand, and was 

jerking it hastily into place while she asked questions.  

“How did it happen, Ralph? Who told you? Is anybody there? 

Have they gone for the doctor?”  

“The cannon,” said Ralph, sitting down in the doorway, and 

fanning himself with his hat. “It exploded, or something, just as 

they were  ready to fire it off, made an awful noise, and little Jim, 

who was close to it, fell just as though he had been shot, and 

clapped his hands  to his eyes and gave one dreadful scream and 

then lay still.”  

Ralph shuddered while he spoke. The sight of little Jim had 

evidently frightened him.  

Mrs. Selmser was in a great hurry. By this time she was two 

steps down the walk, but she stopped long enough to ask one more 

question. “Ralph, how do you know all these things?”  

Whereat, Ralph’s face grew redder than before; but his mother 
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did not wait for the answer. It was a miserable afternoon, 

especially to little Ned, who found Ralph a very poor substitute for 

his mother.  

It seemed to him that supper time would never come; but it 

did, and with it, the various members of the family.  

Mrs. Selmser did most of the talking; she had many things to 

tell about the accident. Little Jim was very badly hurt. The doctor 

feared his eyes were ruined, and there was a also a grave doubt 

about his ever being able to walk anymore.  

Mrs. Selmser told how brave he was, and how he had made 

them all cry by trying to explain to his mother that his big brother 

was not to blame for his getting hurt. It was not until the supper, 

which was especially nice on account of its being the Fourth of 

July, was almost eaten, that Mr. Selmser turned suddenly to Ralph.   

“Now, my boy, it is time to understand another part of this 

afternoon’s work. How happens it that you were on hand to see 

and hear all this, and to be the first to run for help?”  

Ralph drooped his head almost to his plate, and muttered so 

low that, although it was very still, he could not be understood.  

“Speak up, my boy,” said his father. “If you have anything to 

say, say it so your mother and I can hear. Were you on the hill 

where the cannon was fired?”  

“Yes, sir,” said Ralph, his head still drooped. “How did that 

happen? Were you sent there on duty by someone who had a right 

to send you?”  

“No sir.”  
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“Did you forget my orders that you were on no account to go 

in the direction of the cannon today?”  

“No, sir.” Ralph’s voice kept getting lower and lower, still he 

could be heard. His replies sounded miserably short and mean, 

even to himself; but there was nothing to add to them that he could 

think of.  

“Well,” said his father, after a pause, “have you anything 

more to say?”  

Then Ralph raised his head and spoke hurriedly. “I didn’t 

mean to go, father. I was standing away down below, looking in 

that direction, and I saw something queer that I couldn’t make out, 

and I went a little nearer just to see what it was. Then one of the 

boys wanted me to go up and see the cannon’s great big mouth. He 

said they weren’t going to fire the cannon for an hour yet, so I 

went. I thought you wouldn’t care if I went to look at it, and came 

away before it was fired; and I stayed longer than I meant to, but 

not nearly an hour. Then I found they were getting ready to fire, 

and I thought you wouldn’t like me to be running down the hill 

while the cannon was going off. I meant to go the first minute I 

could, sir; and then came the accident, and I was the first to see 

little Jim drop; so I ran for his father, and then home to mother.”  

It sounded like a very weak story. Ralph could not help 

thinking so; he thought so the more because his father was quite 

silent. He thought so still more when his father said at last with a 

sigh:  

“I am sorry to hear your story, my son. I had hoped that you 
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had some excuse for your disobedience, or some explanation 

beyond the fact that you wanted to do what you had been 

forbidden and so did it; but it seems you have not.”  

Now Ralph had meant that his story should excuse his 

conduct. It was humiliating to think he had so utterly failed.  

Mr. Selmser sighed again before he spoke.  

“I am very sorry for you, my son; it seems to me that one 

explosion of a cannon is a good deal to pay for all that must 

follow. The fireworks will be very fine tonight, and I have been at 

some pains and some expense to provide a good place for us all to 

see them; but you have counted yourself out. You will go to your 

room at eight o’clock, and go to bed. Tomorrow I will talk further 

with you about this thing and see what can be done.”  

To say that Ralph was dismayed will hardly express the 

feeling he had. He was utterly dumfounded! As a rule, he was a 

boy who obeyed. He was not used to being punished; he had so 

fully meant to obey today, that he can hardly be said to have 

realized that his act was deliberate disobedience. He had argued 

that his father’s reason for not wanting him to go on the hill where 

the cannon was to be fired was because he feared he would be 

hurt. A foolish fear, Ralph thought, but nevertheless, such was the 

reason. Now of course if he did not stay until the time for firing 

the cannon, he could not possibly get hurt; and equally of course if 

they fired the cannon before the time, it was not his fault. This is 

the way he had reasoned it out in the afternoon, while he was 

being cross to Ned; and this was what he had tried to explain, but 
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some way it wouldn’t explain very well. He had expected that his 

father would disapprove, and would perhaps speak sharply to him, 

and say that he thought he could trust him better than that; but the 

idea that he would be forbidden to see the fireworks had not so 

much as entered his mind! Why, there had never been such a 

display of fireworks in the town as there was to be tonight, and 

from his very babyhood Ralph had been wild after fireworks and 

powder and cannon, and everything of that sort. It seemed too 

terrible to be borne that he, Ralph Selmser, a boy unused to 

punishment, was to be sent to bed at eight o’clock on that evening 

of all evenings in the year! And all because he had gone up the hill 

for a few minutes, to see the cannon before it was fired. It was 

unjust, cruel! These things he thought, but wisely did not say. He 

was well enough acquainted with his father to know that there was 

no use in his saying anything.  

By eight o’clock Ralph and his mother were alone. She had 

declined to go to see the fireworks, though Ralph knew she had 

meant to go, and had lost her interest on his account. He muttered 

to himself that father had spoiled her evening as well as his, and 

felt very sullen indeed. It is a wonder that, in this frame of mind, 

he should have given any attention to the big old Bible, but the 

habit of looking out a verse before he went to bed was so strong 

upon him, that he drew it to him, and turned the leaves listlessly, 

stopping before the first marked verse which caught his eye:  

“His sons made themselves vile and he restrained them not.”  

Why, here was a surprising thing. He had been all the evening 
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blaming his father in his heart for “restraining” him, and had fallen 

in with a Bible story where the father displeased the Lord because 

he did not restrain his sons. Ralph read backward and forward, 

until he had the story; until his heart was tender toward old Eli for 

the suffering which he had brought on himself and his sons.  

“He couldn’t bear to do it, I s’pose,” he said, half-aloud. He 

was thinking about Eli, but his mother thought he was speaking of 

his father.  

“No, he couldn’t; he said if he could stay at home for you 

from every sight there would be to see for a year, and have that do 

as well, he would jump at the chance. But he knew it wouldn’t be 

doing his duty by you to let things go.”  

No answer from Ralph. In his heart he thought, with a touch 

of pride, “My father is a stronger man than Eli was.”  

The distant lights of the Roman candles were visible in the 

sky when Ralph went to bed, but as he looked at them he said to 

himself, “I suppose I’ve got a father to be proud of. If there were 

to be a new Bible written, it would never say such a thing about 

him as it did about poor old Eli. And there’s another thing; there 

shouldn’t be anything in it about me that was like Eli’s sons. I 

suppose they began by going to look at ‘great big mouths,’ or 

something, not meaning to do anything worse. I’ve begun, but I’ll 

stop right here. I’ll tell father so tomorrow morning, and say 

‘thank you,’ besides, see if I don’t!”  
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Chapter Ten 
 
 
By me kings reign, and princes decree justice. 
 
Only fear the Lord and serve Him in truth with all your heart; for 
consider how great things He hath done for you. 
 
Because thou hast rejected the word of the Lord, He hath also 
rejected thee from being king. 
 
Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord looketh on 
the heart. 
 
 

It would be difficult to explain to thoughtless people what 

there had been in Ralph’s day to give him such grave and humble 

thoughts as he had that evening.  

In some respects it had been a remarkable day. In the first 

place, there had been a tremendous shower—the hardest Ralph 

ever remembered to have seen and heard. I think the grave 

thoughts began with that. Perhaps Ralph was not the sort of boy 

who could frolic and giggle through a thunder storm; he had sense 

enough to understand that there was something solemn about it, 

which ought to make people think.  

After the storm, little Harvey Briggs, who lived down near 

Pemberton Square, escaped from his mother’s eye, for she was a 

washerwoman and had to keep her eyes very busy, and went to 

have a frolic on his own account in the little rivers which the storm 
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had made directly along the roadside. A most charming time was 

Harvey having, imagining himself to have been shipwrecked in 

mid-ocean, with nothing but his own skill and wisdom to save him 

from drowning. Meantime, there was real danger just behind him. 

A man had been climbing a ladder to fix something on the roof of 

the great building: had just reached the ground again, when 

something up above got out of place, swung around, hit the ladder, 

swaying it to one side, sending it in the direction where little 

Harvey played.  

“Look out there!” shouted the man. And a dozen men “looked 

out,” and looked around, but little Harvey did not. He was used to 

a great deal of noise on the Square. Somebody told someone else 

to “look out!” every few minutes; they never meant him.  

It was all done in a second of time, of course; it doesn’t take a 

ladder long to fall. The men were all several feet away from 

Harvey, but Ralph Selmser was not; he was almost at the boy’s 

side when the shout came. He was quick-witted; a long step, a 

quick jerk with his strong young arm, and there was a ladder lying 

just where Harvey had played, and an enraged boy kicking and 

screaming because his playing had been interrupted; and a shout of 

praise from the crowd who had already gathered, over the 

promptness of the boy Ralph.  

“You saved the young scamp’s life,” one man said, shaking 

his head at the angry little boy; and Ralph, looking at the ladder, 

lying just where Harvey’s foot had left an impression in the mud, 

believed he had.  
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It seemed astonishing to him that not two hours afterwards he 

should meet a horse running away, with two ignorant boys doing 

what they could to make it run still faster, in the vain hope of 

stopping it. In the little buggy, almost paralyzed with fear, was 

seated Nellie Rives, the niece of Colonel Rives, on Marchmont 

Street.  

Ralph knew the horse; knew that angry as he looked, he could 

be easily managed. The horse was dashing straight toward him; he 

stood perfectly still in the path, and at the right moment made a 

spring for the bridle, at the same time calling the horse by name 

and speaking in the most assured and soothing tone imaginable. In 

almost lees time than it takes me to tell it, the horse was moving 

along at a respectable pace, and Ralph was seated beside Nellie, 

with the reins in his hand, she being too frightened to do any more 

driving.  

On the whole, it had certainly been a day to remember. Ralph 

had been talked about, and praised, and rewarded, until his mother 

said, with a loving smile, it would not be much wonder if he 

became as “vain as a peacock.” Ralph’s mother was one of those 

who felt very proud of him.  

Yet, despite it all—rather, because of it all—the boy sat, at 

about eight o’clock, with his eyes fixed on the big Bible, with his 

chin leaning on his hand, and his face, as I said, very grave. The 

marked verse which attracted him was this:  

“Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord 

looketh on the heart.”  
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“It’s as true as the world!” said Ralph to himself. “All that 

people see of me is the outside. They think I’m brave, and 

thoughtful, and good-hearted, and all that, and say I will make a 

man to be proud of. How do they know? What do they know about 

me, anyhow? It didn’t take much bravery to jerk little Harvey from 

under the ladder; I knew I could skip before it would tumble. It 

took more of something or other—whatever the name of it is—to 

keep from shaking the little scamp for bawling so loud because I 

wouldn’t give him a chance to kill himself. Then there was that 

horse! Who would think of being afraid of old Gray Rives? He 

wouldn’t have jumped half so high if those simpletons who were 

trying to stop him hadn’t scared him so with their caps and their 

yells. I knew I could stop him; anybody could who was worth a 

cent and a half. It is all the ‘outward appearance,’ just as this verse 

says. Now I know I’m not near so good a boy as folks think. And 

what is more, the Lord knows it, too. He ‘looketh on the heart.’ 

Then he sees that I’m not serving him in the way I know I ought, 

in the way I promised to do. I’m a coward instead of a brave boy, 

that’s what I am. I’m not afraid of a tumbling ladder that can’t 

touch me, nor a horse that I’ve known all my life, almost; but I’m 

afraid to come out squarely and say I’m a soldier of Jesus Christ, 

and stick to it at times when somebody might laugh. I said I 

would, and I meant to, but I don’t do it; and the reason is, I’m a 

coward. Mother doesn’t know it, and there doesn’t anybody know 

it except just the Lord, and Ralph Selmser. The ‘outward 

appearance’ is pretty near right with me most of the time, though 
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once in a while, it seems, when the temptation is big, as it was the 

Fourth of July, for instance, why, I get even the ‘outward 

appearance’ wrong. The fact is, I need to be brave enough to say, 

‘Boys, that’s wrong,’ when those two boys in our grade use coarse 

words, and tell mean stories. I need to be brave enough to walk off  

the other way, when Arthur Brooks asks me to walk with him, and 

swears a little every few minutes. If I am a soldier of the Lord 

Jesus Christ—and I really believe I am—he must be ashamed of 

me about half the time; and here the folks all over town are calling 

me brave! As sure as the world, it is time for me to turn over a new 

leaf. I’m going in for heart bravery from this very night. There’s 

lots of places where it looks all right outside, and where I know 

inside it’s wrong, and the outside has had it, so far as I am 

concerned, a great deal of the time. More shame to me, with 

Grandmother’s Bible to depend on all the while!  

“Ralph Selmser, more than twenty men have told you today 

that you were a brave boy, and had reason to be proud of your 

record; and you know perfectly well that in the sense it ought to 

be, it isn’t true. Don’t let you and me ever have to own that again 

as long as we live.”  

He was in his room alone while all this earnest thinking was 

going on. He rose up, presently, closed the big Bible with reverent 

hand, and got down on his knees.  

If I had been his mother I should have been proud of him then.  
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Chapter Eleven 
 
 
If God be for us, who can be against us? 
 
There is a friend that sticketh closer than a brother. 
 
Be not overcome with evil, but overcome evil with good. 
 
The face of the Lord is against them that do evil. 
 
 

Over that verse, “Be not overcome with evil, but overcome 

evil with good,” Ralph Selmser paused thoughtfully. What a grand  

thing it would be to do that.  

He had enemies, you will remember, and they were by no 

means more sweetly disposed toward him because they had been 

discovered in their sin and punished. Ralph had very little to do 

with them nowadays.  

But as he read the verse he said to himself he should just like 

a chance of doing something splendid for them. Suppose he should 

have a fortune of a hundred thousand dollars left to him, he would 

give them each a thousand the first thing he did. That would be 

“overcoming evil with good” in a splendid fashion! But then he 

recollected mournfully that there was not the least hope of his 

having a chance to do such a fine thing.  

“Nor anything else,” he said, with a grave shake of his head, 

as he closed the big old Bible.  
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“There are no caves, nowadays, where I could find a fellow 

and cut off a piece of his coat.” He had been reading that 

fascinating story of David finding Saul in the cave, and cutting off 

a piece of his robe, but saving his life. Ralph admired David very 

much, and was sure he would like nothing better than to have a 

chance of that sort come to him.  

He thought about it several times the next day, probably 

because he had chosen the verse I have quoted for his own; but 

because it was such an unlikely thing that he should ever have a 

chance to do any great favors to his enemies the verse gradually 

faded from his mind, until one evening on his way home 

something happened which brought it before him again.  

It was vacation, and he seldom saw the boys who had given 

him so much trouble. One of them he knew was working for 

Farmer Stevens, and working hard. The fact was, Farmer Stevens 

had a hard name among them.  

“He isn’t what you can call cruel,” Ned Porter explained, “but 

he is most uncommon cross. He’s well enough when things go just  

right, and he gives you enough to eat, and all that, but he thinks a 

boy ought never to forget, or to be late in the morning, or late at 

night, or to be anything else but perfect; and the way he scolds if 

you forget one of the chores, or do not shut a gate, or open it at just 

the right minute, is a caution! He can do more than scold, too, I 

can tell you!” Ned had worked one whole summer for Farmer 

Stevens, and knew what he was talking about.  

Much of what had been told him came freshly to Ralph’s 
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mind on this same evening, as he sauntered home with his basket 

full of berries. He had tramped about three miles in search of nice 

ones, and was moving slowly to enjoy the cool air after his 

afternoon’s work.  

When, in crossing the meadow which lay between him and the 

village, he came plump upon the oldest and most disagreeable of 

his enemies stretched at full length on the long grass, fast asleep. 

Ralph stopped short. He had met Brindle and Dolly, two of Farmer 

Stevens’ choicest cows, moving leisurely across the meadow on 

the other side of the creek, as he came across, and wondered why 

they were not at home being milked. Now he understood the 

situation. Brindle and Dolly were this sleeper’s special care; it was 

his duty to see that they came home at a certain moment, through a 

certain choice field, the gate of which was always kept locked, lest 

some careless boy or man should leave it open, and the key of 

which at this moment lay on the grass beside the dreamer.  

What a scolding he would get if the two choice cows 

wandered away and could not be found for hours. Suppose they 

should get in somewhere where they ought not, and do mischief! 

Ralph felt pretty sure that the “something else” which Ned told 

about with that shrug of his shoulders, would be forthcoming 

under such circumstances.  

“Serve him right, too,” he muttered. “What business has a boy  

to go to sleep like a baby, in broad daylight?”  

Then there came to him the sound of that verse of his, and the 

memory of the sleeper in the cave, with his enemy bending over 
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him.  

A smile shone all over Ralph’s roguish face as he thought 

what a thing it would be to cut a bit from this sleeper’s torn 

pocket, to prove to him who had stood beside him!  

He had no idea of doing it; he had sense enough to know that 

times were greatly changed since David’s day, and that the 

circumstances were very different; but as plainly as though 

somebody had told him, he knew what he might do. He was going 

directly past the gate where the cows ought to turn in; a walk of 

five minutes out of his direct road would take him past the very 

barnyard where they were being waited for. What if he should take 

the cows along with him? Was it likely the boy would get into 

trouble if the cows were at home all right? Of course he wouldn’t 

sleep long, boys never did; he might waken him, to be sure, but 

that he could not bring himself to do. The boy was so much larger 

than he, was so angry at him, and had made such ugly threats as to 

what he would do if he ever caught Ralph alone anywhere, that 

Ralph, though no coward, felt that he would much rather deal with 

the cows than the boy.  

He hesitated, but only for a moment. This was not a cave, it 

was true, and he felt no desire to take his enemy’s life, and he 

knew it was not a very wonderful thing to do for him; yet it was a 

possible chance of saving him from punishment.  

Ralph resolved to try it, so picking up the padlock key he 

made his way across the meadow to where he had seen the cows. 

There they were, close to the fence. They seemed astonished to see 
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Ralph, but they followed him willingly enough, especially after he 

had unlocked the gate and let them through the field with which 

they were acquainted. They tried to nibble a few things that they 

ought not to touch, but finding Ralph resolute, gave it up, and 

marched dignifiedly through. It was a  little later than usual, 

certainly, and Ralph was wondering just what he should say, 

supposing he should see Farmer Stevens, and he asked  about the 

missing boy when he reached the barnyard where the cows 

belonged. It was deserted, save for the kitten, who frolicked about 

the old tub, which had evidently been set out for Brindle and 

Dolly. This was fortunate for Ralph. He had often been in this yard 

visiting Ned Porter, and Farmer Stevens had rigid rules about keys 

and everything else, so the key was hung in its place, and he made 

all speed out of the yard toward home.  

Just as he turned the corner which led him past Farmer 

Stevens’ kitchen door, he heard a voice ask, “Where’s the boy?” 

and another answer, “I don’t know, he can’t be far away. The cows 

are here all right, and the key is in its place. I suppose he’s 

attending to his chores.”  

“I suppose he’s asleep,” said Ralph gleefully to himself, as he 

stepped briskly homeward.  

It would be very nice if I could finish this story by telling you 

that the sleepy boy found out who had befriended him and come to 

thank him with tears of gratitude in his eyes, and was his friend 

forever after. But nothing of the kind happened. He was astonished 

and frightened when he awoke, to discover how late it was, and 
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that the key was gone. He wasted some precious moments looking 

for it, and was so frightened because he could not find it that he 

could hardly get home. He was so astonished when he reached 

there, to find that the cows were in their place, and so was the key, 

and that nobody seemed to know that he had been late, he did not 

know what to think. He puzzled over the strange experience a 

great deal, but nothing like the truth ever came to him. To this day 

he does not know how the cows reached home, and how the key 

contrived to hang itself where it belonged.  

You think, therefore, that Ralph had no reward for his 

kindness? In that you are mistaken. He felt so pleased whenever he 

thought of it that he got happiness enough out of it for some days. 

More than that, he found, to his great surprise, that he did not feel 

bitter toward the boy any more. The fact that he had done him a 

kindness seemed to have soothed his ruffled feelings a great deal.  

In short, he made a discovery which will be worth a great deal 

to him in life: that if you really want to forgive an enemy, and feel 

as though you couldn’t, all you need do is to hunt about for some 

way in which to give him a lift, and the “forgiving” will creep in 

of itself.  
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Chapter Twelve 
 
 
Behold how good and how pleasant it is for brethren to dwell 
together in unity. 
 
The Lord loveth the gates of Zion more than all the dwellings of 
Jacob. 
 
In everything give thanks; for this is the will of God in Christ 
Jesus, concerning you. 
 
Therefore being justified by faith, we have peace with God, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ. 
 
 

If it had not been for the picture I do not know that it would 

have happened at all. Ralph did not feel in the least like reading. In 

fact, he had been too much interested in the talk between his father 

and mother to forget it easily, or to turn his mind to any other 

subject.  

The fact is, the Selmsers—since times had changed with them 

for the better—had been looking about for a home. That is, they 

looked about for a piece of land on which they might sometime, 

away in the years to come, build a little house which should be 

their very own.  

“And no rent to pay,” said Ralph aloud, using the words 

almost with awe, when he first heard them. Ever since he could 

remember, the quarter’s rent had to be planned for with as much 

care—Oh, with a great deal more care!—than the next day’s 
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dinner. Sometimes it had been very hard work indeed to raise the 

required sum; Ralph had known of almost sleepless nights and 

anxious days concerning it. To be free from the burden of rent 

seemed almost to him like having wings.  

“But it is a long way ahead, Ralph,” the mother would say, 

smiling at first, then sighing a little. She would have liked a home 

very much.  

Within the past few weeks much exciting talk had been going 

on in the Selmser home about this very matter. It happened that a 

neat little house stood on a bit of land, which had been the desire 

of Mr. Selmser’s heart ever since he had seriously thought about 

the possibility of a home of his own. It happened also that, very 

unexpectedly, the house and land were offered for sale—offered 

on remarkably easy terms. The owner’s wife had died, and the 

owner and his boys were restless, and wanted to go away off to 

California, or somewhere, to see if they would be less desolate 

without “mother.”  

“All he wants down is five hundred dollars,” said Mr. 

Selmser, repeating the sentence for the third time. “The rest can lie 

as long as anybody wants it to—as long as I liked, he said to me. 

He says he would rather have us on the old place than anybody he 

knows, because it would seem more homelike to think of it; that 

you knew his wife so well, and was so kind to her in her sickness.”  

“Poor man!” said Mrs. Selmser.  

“He says,” continued Mr. Selmser, after a pause, in which he 

had looked sorrowful, in sympathy with his neighbor’s sorrow, “if 
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he could manage to get along with less cash he would, for the sake 

of letting me have it; but he thinks he must raise that amount on it, 

in order to meet his expenses; and it is reasonable that he should. I 

told him so. I told him that I couldn’t expect him to offer it for less 

money down; but that, at the same time, he might as well say a 

thousand as five hundred, so far as we are concerned. I told him 

that with all our efforts—and you doing wonders to help along and 

the children too—the very utmost that we had been able to save 

toward a home had been two hundred in cash, and that it would be 

likely to be a good many years before we would have one at that 

rate, for such an offer as his didn’t start up every day. He wanted 

to know if your sister’s folks couldn’t advance a little money for 

us.”  

Mrs. Selmser shook her head and sewed faster than ever.  

“So I told him,” said Mr. Selmser, after a thoughtful pause. “I 

said we had never borrowed, even when at our worst, and we 

couldn’t think of doing it now; and we wouldn’t want to borrow of 

them, anyway, because—Well,” said Mr. Selmser, after 

interrupting himself and being silent for a minute, “there’s no use 

in going into that. Of course I didn’t tell him any reasons. He 

thinks the head of our firm would lend it to me, and I haven’t 

much doubt but that he would, if he were here himself; but I told 

Brooks that he wouldn’t be at home for five or six months, and 

then I don’t know as we would like to borrow, anyway.”  

“No,” said Mrs. Selmser emphatically. “Oh, no, don’t let us 

do that. We didn’t, as you say, at the worst, and we don’t want to 
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begin.”  

“Well,” Mr. Selmser had said, pushing back his chair at last, 

and rising, “I’ve got to go around to the warehouse to look after 

some freight, and I may be hindered for an hour or two. So you 

see, we will have to plan for the rent this good while yet, eh, 

mother?”  

He spoke exactly as though the hindering freight was what 

was keeping them from getting rid of the rent; but Mrs. Selmser 

knew that he was simply fitting the last part of the sentence to the 

subject which had been in their thoughts so long, and she looked 

up and smiled.  

“We can do it,” she said pleasantly, and her husband went 

away with her kind voice and smile in his thoughts. As he closed 

the door he sighed and said, “Poor Brooks!” It was impossible not 

to contrast his own pleasant home with the desolate one around the 

corner.  

It was just after this talk that Ralph, reminded by his mother 

that it was growing late, drew the large Bible toward him and 

began to turn the leaves in a listless way, his mind still on the 

house he wished they had. As he turned he came upon a picture. 

Not a photograph, nor an engraving, but a pencil sketch, very 

neatly and carefully finished, of a pretty girl in an old-fashioned 

dress, with short waist and puffed sleeves, seated in an old-

fashioned rope swing.  

“Why, mother,” he said, “here is a picture of a girl in a swing 

in Grandmother’s Bible!”  
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Mrs. Selmser made an exclamation of surprise and delight, 

and looked over his shoulder.  

“I want to know!” she said. “I do wonder if you have found 

that picture, I’m as glad, Ralph, as though it was a fifty dollar 

bill—I don’t know but I’m more glad. That’s all the picture I ever 

had of my dear old mother.”  

“Of your mother!” Ralph repeated in amazement; “that was 

never Grandmother’s picture!”  

“Yes, it was; and very much like her, too, everyone said. My 

own grandmother used to tell me about it by the hour. ‘It was as 

like as two peas in a pod,’ she said. A real, genuine artist took it—

a portrait painter he was. Grandfather—my grandfather, that is—

would have liked to get mother painted, but he couldn’t afford 

that, so the artist, who was boarding at his house and sketching in 

the neighborhood, made this pencil picture for her because she 

showed him the way to the pond where the largest lilies were to be 

found. Mother gave it to me once, but your Aunt Maria wanted it 

dreadfully to frame, she said, so I gave it to her, but she never 

framed it, and after awhile she lost it. She hunted everywhere for 

it; we all did, after mother was gone, but we couldn’t find it, and 

here it is shut up in Grandmother’s Bible! Dear heart! I believe she 

took care of it herself and saved it for me; she meant me to have 

the Bible, always. I shall not part with it again, I know that. 

Mother was a very pretty girl, everybody said,” and she looked 

long and tenderly at the pretty young face that Ralph remembered 

only in cap and spectacles.  
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“Perhaps Grandmother saved other things for you in the big 

old Bible,” said Ralph, turning the leaves slowly, He was more 

interested in that thought than he was in the little girl picture of his 

grandmother, but his mother’s eyes, now filled with tears, were on 

the pictured face, and she only answered dreamily, “Maybe so,” as 

Ralph turned the leaves.  

She was still studying the picture when his next exclamation 

startled her. “Mother, here are two leaves stuck together. Why, 

they are pasted together, I do believe. Look! All along that under 

edge, and along the side, they stick just as close! I can’t get them 

apart.”  

It was certainly so; and now Mrs. Selmser was as much 

excited as Ralph. What if she should find a letter from that dear 

mother to herself, or to one of her children? The leaves at the top 

were found to be free, the bottom and sides having been pasted 

together, thus forming a neat little bag for a paper of some sort 

which was certainly lying inside. Ralph drew it forth with a grave 

face and reverent hand, and read to his mother the words on the 

outside. They were these:  

“In everything give thanks, for this is the will of God in Christ  

Jesus concerning you.”  

“Precious mother,” murmured Mrs. Selmser, reaching out her 

hand for the paper. “That is just like her; her last will, Ralph, to 

you and me. Let us always do it; don’t let us ever fret or worry 

about anything; just give thanks for our blessings.”  

She was wiping away the tears as she spoke, that she might be 
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the better able to see her mother’s handwriting.  

“There’s something inside,” said Ralph, and they unfolded the 

outer paper. This also Ralph read:  

“For whoever in my daughter Jane’s family shall find it first.”  

“That’s you,” said Mrs. Selmser, with a kind of solemn joy in 

her face. “Oh, Ralph, my boy! You’ve got something of your very 

own, from the best grandmother who ever lived.”  

Ralph’s face was pale. There was something solemn and 

beautiful about this gift, whatever it was. His hand trembled so he 

could hardly open the paper which enclosed it. One, two, three, 

four, five, six bank bills, and every one of them representing fifty 

dollars! As Ralph took in this astounding fact, his face from being 

quite pale, suddenly glowed a deep crimson.  

“Mother,” he said, “oh, mother, only think! There are three 

hundred dollars here.”  

What they said, and what they did, and how they managed to 

endure their excitement until first Mary Jane and then the father 

came home, I have not time to tell; nor, indeed, what those two 

said and did to add to the excitement after they came. Just one bit 

more I must give you.  

Ralph, who had been silent for about two minutes, suddenly 

said aloud, “Three and two are five. Hurrah! I know what we’ll do.  

There’s the five hundred—your two and my three make five. 

We’ll buy the house, we will, as sure as beans! Father, I hate rent!”  

 



77 

 
 

Biography of the Author 
 

 
Isabella Macdonald Alden was born in New York in 1841. 

Her mother, Myra Spafford Macdonald, was the daughter of a 

distinguished scholar. Her father, Isaac Macdonald was well-

educated and an advocate of social reform. In her younger years, 

her father tutored her at home instead of sending her to public 

school. It was her father who gave Isabella the nick-name “Pansy” 

and encouraged her to write, beginning at a young age. At ten 

years old, Isabella had a story published by a local newspaper.  

When she was old enough to leave home, she continued her 

education as a boarding student at the Oneida Seminary in upstate 

New York. There she met Theodosia Toll (later, Theodosia Toll 

Foster), who would become her roommate, life-long friend, and 

co-author (under the pseudonym, Faye Huntington). Later, Isabella 

attended the Seneca Collegiate Institute and finished her formal 

education at the Young Ladies Institute at Auburn, New York. 

After finishing her formal education, Isabella took a teaching 

position at her alma mater, where she met her husband, Reverend 

Gustavus Rossenberg Alden. They were married in 1866 and had 

one son, Raymond.  

Prior to her marriage, her friend Theodosia (or “Docia,” as she 

was often called) helped launch Isabella’s literary career. Docia 

submitted one of Isabella’s novels to a writing contest (against 
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Isabella’s wishes). Isabella won the contest and in 1865 the 

winning novel, Helen Lester, was published under her pseudonym, 

Pansy. Isabella would use the Pansy pseudonym for all her 

published works. 

As a new bride, Isabella devoted her energies to being the 

ideal pastor’s wife. She called on church members, cared for the 

sick, taught Sunday-school, orchestrated ladies’ prayer meetings 

and mission bands, and developed Sunday-school lesson helps that 

were widely used by Christian churches across the country. 

With her husband, she instituted a weekly magazine for 

children, appropriately titled, “The Pansy.” The magazine was 

wildly popular. Children from all over the country subscribed and 

devoured the stories that described God’s plan for salvation and 

reinforced Christian behaviors. Producing the magazine was a 

family business, with each member contributing stories. Isabella’s 

husband, son, father and sisters all wrote for the magazine, as did 

her best friend, Theodosia Foster. 

Isabella was active in the Chautauqua movement of the late 

19th Century. The movement was named for New York’s 

Chautauqua Lake, which was the site of the original assembly in 

1874. John Vincent and Lewis Miller began the program as a 

training camp for Sunday-school teachers. Over the years, the 

religious focus of the program evolved to include non-

denominational lectures and classes, concerts, plays and 

university-level courses. The program proved so popular that by 
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the end of the century, hundreds of Chautauqua camps had sprung 

up across the country, offering similar programs. 

Her Chautauqua experiences sparked Isabella’s interest in the 

temperance movement of the time. She was an officer of the 

Women’s Christian Temperance Union; and she featured the 

WCTU’s work in her book, Judge Burnham’s Daughters. 

With all her activities and responsibilities, Isabella still found 

time to write novels. She was prolific, producing an estimated one-

hundred books, as well as short stories and articles. Many of her 

books were based on personal experience or featured characters 

based on real people in her life. Her childhood friend, Theodosia 

Foster, was the inspiration for the main character in Docia’s 

Journal. Her own life as a teacher and pastor’s wife served as the 

model for Marion Wilbur in the Chautauqua Girls series. In 

Wanted and Julia Ried, her heroines boldly speak out in church—a 

direct and liberating reference to her own upbringing in which her 

father had a strong aversion to women speaking in public, 

especially in church. 

Her books were translated into several languages, including 

Japanese, Armenian, Norwegian and French, and sold around the 

world 

After Isabella’s son and husband passed away in 1924, she 

lived with her daughter-in-law until her own death in 1930.  

Isabella left behind a legacy of sincere, beautifully written 

books and stories that tell of Christ’s salvation and the joys of 
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living a Christian life with strength and conviction. In her 

memoirs, she wrote:  

 
“My very first little story books were written with a 
single distinct purpose in view, given over to the desire 
and determination to win souls for Jesus Christ. The 
longer I wrote and the older I grew, that was my central 
purpose.”  

 
“I dedicated my pen to the direct and continuous effort to 
win others for Christ and help others to closer fellowship 
with him.”  

 
Isabella Alden accomplished much in her remarkable life. 

Most importantly, she accomplished her purpose and wrote to win 

souls for Christ through her inspiring stories. 

 
 

 
You can learn more about Isabella, read free novels and 

stories, and view a complete list of her published books 

at:  

 
www.IsabellaAlden.com 
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