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PART II.—THE MIDDLE.

The Methodist ruled in the vieinity
where I “was raised’ ; but one day there

came an Episcopal clergyman; and

finally under his care, a church and a |

Sunday School came. He pastured his
horse with us and I used to go with
him to gel it. One day when going
with him I made a discovery. [ found
that in my Brabhma-like i1nstinctive
horror against taking of life, the snake
was an exception. 1 saw a snake and
immediately pursaed it with a stick to
kill. ‘Uhe preacher put his hand gently
on my arm, and said: “Don’'t hart the
poor harmless fellow. God has room
enough for all.” It was such a surprise
to find that there was one heart ten-
derer in that direction than my own,
Yet, such is human inconsistency, that
he would gladly eat of the poor deer
which the hunters had dogged over hill
and valley,and through lake and stream,
and finally murdered, with his great
pitying eyes looking up so imploringly
to his slayer! 1 shuddered when I saw
that—like the eye of a lost soul God
was hurling to fiery torment forever!
How cruel! lcouldn’t sleep thinking
of that ¥

After the Sunday School began, 1
was there. There, too, was a mighty
neighbor of ours, Squire Baily, who
used to emphasize his statements with
“damn it, 1 tell voa !” After he became
a vestryman he converted his *damn”
into *darn’ and taught my class. Now
I had a sister only twenty months old-
er than myself, who learned so rapidly
that 1n comparing myself to her, as
others did, 1 had made a careful esti-
mate and concluded that 1 was a block-
head, and so a failure, Then 1 just
kept thinking intently about what |
could hear and see and feel, but made
little effort
except to console

with books or lessouns,
myself by read-
iny whatever 1 could reach But a
Sunday School show was a new and
great thing, and 1 made a great effort,
and committed the whole of the second
chapter of Matthew to memory. The
rest of the boys blundered through a
few verses apiece with much prompt-
ing. When my turn came 1 rattled off
the whole chapter. Squire Baily put
his hand affectionately on my head
and said: *“Darn it, 1 tell you! There’s
a good deal of the old Doctor about
this chip of the old block yet.” Then
came the queer thought—must I then
be a failure?

My father, “the Doctor,” had been
Squire Baily’s ideal of a man. His en-
couraging word has rested like a bene-
diction upon me ever since,

IT RESURRECTED MY FATHER IN ME !

Whenever | have been discouraged
in the pursuit of truth, it has come
back to me like a message from that
father I NEVER sAW. No waters of bap-
tism,—not even the precious ointment
that ran down Aaron’s beard even to
the hem of his garment—would have
been nearly as “saving” to me as that
encouragement of the old squire ! That
rough old hand has been dust for many
a day; but though he was no priest or
preacher, he could pronounce a bless-
ing that would stick.

WAS THEN MY FATHER A FAILURE !

him excepting three horses which he
left and which were sold within the
reach of my memory. 1 had never
seen a scrap of his writing, but one day
mother read to me a letter telling her
what to name me, and that he expected
soon to send for her and the children
to come to him at Coburg, Canada,
where he went to take charge of a med
ical college a few weeks before 1 was

born.

After a while a boy told me that my
father killed bimself: That he heard
his father say that Mr. Hitchcock, our
postmaster, got a letter from the post-
master of Coburg, informing him of
the fact.
ings after that about my father,

I never can describe my feel-
I had
been told that suicide was “self-mur-
der,” and meant eternal suaffering.
Farther, 1 had been told that father
was a Universalist, and that was another
fearful crime. He did not believe in
either Hell or Devil! But was there a
Hell and a terribly malignant Devil?
There could be no doubt of that. The
good Methodist preachers—one after
another—had told me all about it. The
Devil had tempted them in different
ways: to trade horses on Sunday, and
do many wicked things. My mother
had been through similar experiences;
and with big tears streaming down her
poor, care-worn cheeks, and agonizing
thrills passing through her poor little
emaciated consumptive body, she
would relate her struggles with the
Besides it was in

I had read about

“oreat adversary.”
(vod’s Holy Book!
him with solemn awe and then knelt
down by my mother’'s side and be-
sought God, for Christ’s sake, “to lead
us not into temptation, but to deliver
us from evil.” And yet God did not
deliver, and the Devil would manage to
insinuate some of his evil into my
head even before breakfast. Yes, there
was a Hell for “wicked” people, and
however far away might be “our Father
which art in Heaven,” the Devil was
evidently attending to my fate, as he
had my father’s on earth. How, then,
could I help being a failure ?

Yet, in spite of religious [rl'ﬂjlh]l(_‘t-r-.
all agreed that my father was a good
man, little
children when he left, remembered
him with affection. 1 used to think
hcw mueh he must have loved life and
dreaded death; and what could be the
terrible sorrow that impelled him to
kill himself ! I longed to see him and
used to think that I would almost be
willing to go to Hell, if he were there,

Even those who were

rather than go to Heaven and leave
him in a world of endless pain. 1 won
dered if that was what Jesus meant by
telling people they must “hate father,
mother, brother, sister,” to be his disci
ples, so that they should be willing to

go to Heaven with all those in Hell ?

I was told that Universalists were
wicked people, and that it was on ac-
count of the hardness of their hearts,
because they dreaded going there them-
selves, that they tried not to believe in
Hell. One time mother took my sister
and me to a quarterly meeting at
Schroom Liake, about six miles from
We stopped with Mrs.
Rawson, a lady who had been an old
friend of mother’s when they were

where we lived,
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ever seen. He was soobstinately wick-
ed that no prayers of the Lord’s people
could move him to turn from his wick-
ed ways and receive the consoling be-
lief in a Devil, Hell and damnation.
Buat, to my great surprise, I found bim
one of the kindest and gentlest of men.
His c¢hildren euddled up to him affec-
tionately, and other children contided
in him instinctively. Afterwards |
discovered that it was the ioving affec

tionate side of men’s natures that |

ransed them to revolt at the idea that
a loving father kept an eternal prison
of fire, What need of a Devil when a
[FFather could send millions of his own
children to eternal torments and then
langh at their ealamity ?

While 1 was thinking of this the scene
changed.

Our folks had hard work to get along
and when Aunt Lucy, mother’s sister,
offered to take me home with her to
Vermont, mother reluctantly consented
to let me go, to stay through the Fall
and Winter, Aunt Lucy was a large,
fat woman, a model of health, with a
quiet firmness of disposition and a per-
ception of the ludicrous which carried
her through trouble enough to erush
two ordinary women. She would laugh
all over at anything funny—and it did
not take anvthing very funny to elec-
trify every nerve and leave a good sup-
ply for promiscuous distribation to
others. :

Unecle Miles was a man of very mod-
erate mentality; his leading faculty
being eventuality, He had always
lived in one place in Vermont, with the
exception of four years he spent in
Upper Canada. When he sat down for
a social talk, he always managed to
mouaopolize four-fifths of the conversa-
tion He would begin with “When I
was in Upper Canada——"

He had met with several accidents;
once a sawlog rolled over him, injuring
his spine and fracturing several of his
ribs. He had other ailments, and suf-
fered much pain. All this made him
very irritable. I recollect at the table
he would twist around in his ckair try-
ing to get in a positivn halfway com-
fortable, and then would thank GGod for
the bountiful “supply of food to nur-
ish our frail bodies,” and then would
begin to find fault with what Aunt
Luey had provided. There
have been a division of labor. God
should have furnished the appetite
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