
[ίίΠΐ!1Π!ΐί}!ΐίΐΐ:κι;;Π;.ί

ft!;·!*··]

iiiiiim Pf*f îfîîj.'îf'

(îiiîitJi!

: ϊ·ίν:ν!:::’;:!̂ΐ!'!Ϊ'ΐ|·φ[|·!ί [j**J

[···»·*····«
[Tjiiiii!

wtwm**·: ÎHj

iSfSwjïΐ:!··:ΐΐ:·!:):ί::Η ?····! 
iJÜîîJîiîiîî’iiîifîÎ····̂

'îîîIîHî*
I··»··!···· ···«···! ί ; ;. : ̂ ; i ; ;

r::î:tü!

!·!Π5Ί

If
HH ! i r

Ipip

.. .. ;

ite.nl



t o r ie s

for the;

S eleded  Stories P ub lished  by

ffitTROPOLiïANQHURCHBsSOClAnON
W AUKESHA, WISCONSIN



^  c5 As the; Stars of c3£eaverL̂  ^
The sky is full of star worlds,

And a little boy of mine,
With eyes that gleamed and spark

led,
Would count them as they shine.

I watched, and soon a shadow 
O ’erspread his eager face.

“1 got to fifty, Papa,
And then I lost my place.”

Ah, little heaven-watcher,
I too in vain have sought 

To count the golden blessings 
That life to me has brought;

But while I’ve stood before them 
Sown wide as stars in space, 

I’ve cried unto my Father,
“Dear God, I’ve lost my place.”
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έΑ Story of (fhrülian Kindness
EUBEN BLACK never 

had a kind word for any
one, nor anyone for him. 
His wife was a thin, 
sharp-faced, worried- 
looking woman, and she 

always seemed nervous and uncom
fortable. When his little boys saw him 
coming, they tried to dodge out of 
sight and if they could find no place 
to hide, sneaked past him with fright
ened faces, looking like poor little 
whipped dogs. The cat’s tail bristled 
into a great fluffy thing, and she scam
pered away wildly if he came toward 
her. Once she had rushed straight up 
the chimney in her terror. The dog 
seemed always to expect a kick, for 
he would drop his tail between his 
legs, steal a frightened glance at his 
master out of the corner of his eye, 
and slink off as soon as he thought it 
safe to do so. Even the gentle cows 
were startled when he opened the 
gate. They were thin and gaunt, and 
their kind eyes had a starved and 
frightened look.

Reuben’s fields were filled with 
weeds, and even the trees had an un
cared-for, straggly sort of look. The 
whole farm looked as neglected as his 
poor wife and children did.

He was always saying that the 
neighbors had poisoned his dog or 
shot his cat or stoned his hens. And 
so he kept the neighborhood stirred
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up all the time, with some sort of 
trouble or other.

He was especially cross to poor Joe 
Smith, a man who had to work hard 
to take care of his wife and children. 
Joe had borrowed a spade, and Reu
ben said he had never brought it back; 
while Joe declared he had. The neigh
bors laughed, and both men became 
angrier than ever. A quarrelsome spir
it spreads more swiftly than the mea
sles. Joe began to get very cross too, 
and went home and scolded his wife 
and slapped the children and kicked 
the cat— and none of them knew 
what was the matter.

Not long after, Reuben’s dog was 
found dead—poisoned! Reuben was 
furious. To pay back, he poisoned a 
pet lamb belonging to Mrs. Smith, 
Joe’s wife. Joe was growing cross and 
sulky all the time, and becoming 
fonder of going to the saloon to tell 
his troubles. When the ladies came in 
to see Mrs. Smith, she wiped her tears 
away with the corner of her apron, 
and told them it was all Reuben 
Black’s fault, for Joe was naturally 
kind-hearted, and had never before 
acted ugly since she had known him.

The NEW Neighbor

-A.ND then a new neighbor moved 
onto the farm next to Reuben’s. His 
name was Simeon Green. This farm



Little George Felt a Sharp Sting on the Back of His Neck

too was a very poor one, for seeds had 
blown over from Reuben’s crop of 
thistles, and the fields were filled with 
weeds.

But Simeon did not leave things in 
this state. Before long he had all the

weeds cleared off, the broken fences 
repaired, the house and barn painted 
— it looked like a different place.

The golden grain waved in the 
fields, and the lawn about the house 
was neatly mowed. Roses climbed up
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