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Rasmus, or the Making of a
Man.
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CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

‘T think the chief raw material of riots is
to be found in intemperance,’ said Mr, Llew-
ellyn, ‘From drinking comes destitution:
from destitution, anger, envy, revenge, Drink
destroys the money  that should purchase
breadstuffs or manufactured articles. Trade
is slack, mills close, the operatives are out
of work, or on reduced wages; they have thus
little money to put into the stream of com-
merce; the retail dealers make less demands
on the wholesale; the wholesale men send
few orders to the mills; the factories press
more heavily on the hands, Then come riots.
strikes, revenges on property owners, by men
who, but for drink, might very likely have
been property owners themselves, Mobs are
not made up of men who have anything to
lose. The man who owns his house, and com-
fortable furniture therein, is not likely to
imperil this possession by inciting a mob,
with its ensming fire and plunder. But, at
the same time, the rich aggravate all the
evil by making, using, selling, protecting
strong  drink. Intemperance has among us
two strong protectors, the wealthy and the
impoverished. These demand and protect the
liquor-traffic, and between them the great
middle class, which as a rule supports the
temperance cause, is crushed and opposed,
and pressed, as between upper and nether
millstones.!

‘Well, I hadn’t looked at it just that way
before,’ said the cobbler, handing Rodney his
mended shoe.

‘You'd better look at it that way from this
out, brother’ said Rasmus, ‘and instid of
complainin’ of bad times, just turn your at-
tention to quarrelin® with what makes the

‘I don’t see what I can do about it} said

" the \cobbler, I am mnot a person of influence.
-« *You've got a tongue in your head, and it

seems you don’t mind wagging it. Wag it
right. It's as éasy to be right as wrong, and
more convenient. Got any kids?

¢ A couple, said the cobbler,

‘Well, there’s influence for ycu; bring ’em
up right, What makes so many men crooked
to-day is that so many boys was ’lowed to

{ ‘be crooked yesterday.’ '

i ‘Don’t think,’ said Mr. Llewellyn, ‘that

__youconld do mush to arouse temperance opin-

don if you studied the matter honestly, and
talked of it heartily to those who came into
frour shop? We all have influence, and the
more we exert ourselves to make good use of
it, the more it grows.

4Still, one man alone is suwch a emall af-
fair.’

‘So is a blade of grass. But it is the growth

of individual 'blades that covers the field and

feeds the cattle. Besides, my good friend,
when you go up to judgment, God will not
psk you for the work of eight or ten lives,
but for your own single work, in your ¢wn
special place. He will not ask you for the
rwork laid out for the judge’s bench, or for
the banker's office, or ‘the governor's chair,

_but for the work to be done in a cobbler's

shop to the sound of driving pegs and pulling

waxed ends; and believe me, He will be just
~@p insistent on having a full, clean account

- of that work given, as He is about the most

important work on earth’
‘The cobbler handed Mr. Llewellyn his
shoe, with a new heel. 4 don’t know as I

. ought to charge anything for my work, when
DPve had such an amount of useful conversa-
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- ‘It would be a poor commentary on our
principles and theories if we '@id nmot hon-

3 e

estly pay our way,’ said Mr, Liewellyn, hand-
ing him the money due, = s
‘And, brother! said Rasmus, picking him-

no influence, ror mothing to do, so long as

self up from the doorway, ‘don’t say you've

there’s a raft of boys lying round t0 be talk-
ed to. I was a boy, allowed to come up, hit
or miss, myself, and 1 know how back luck it
is/

‘What shall T teach my boys? said the
<obbler, earnestly.

‘The Alphabet and the Tem Command-
ments,’ said Mr., Llewellyn,

‘And work,” said Rasmus, ‘It’s lying round
loose, does it. Teach ’em work, savi up,
earnin’ something of their own, and knowin’
how to take care of it. Land! having mothin’
to do, and doing of it industrious, has nigh
been the ruination of me.

‘I never saw such a party in my life, said
the cobbler, looking after the three as they
went up the street. ‘Proper pretty boy, looks
like a gentleman; little old man with spec-
tacles, looks like a learmed scollard of some
kind, with his tin boxes and bug nets; but
the big fellow, with the roaring voice and
the merry eye, beats my time! Looks like a
tramp made over into a boss of some kind,
and I don’t believe that's possible.

Rasmus was certainly getting made over;
but into what, was not yet apparent.

It was on a Saturday evening that they
reached the goal of their hopes. Although
weary with the warm day and the journey,
they hurried at once to the post office. There
was a letter for Rodney from the dead-let-
ter office, enclosing the one written by him
to his uncle. Across the envelope was writ-
ten, ‘No person of this name known in this
neighborhood.’

“Dhere, Rod!’” ocnied Rasmus, dmopping
promptly to the depths of despair, as suited
his versatile disposition. ‘I knowed your uncle
was dead! I told you so all along’

“This does not prove it said Mr. Llewellyn.
‘It merely shows that for some years he has
not done business in that neighborhood,  He
may have retired from business, or gone to
some other part of the city. That remains to
be proved. Qur search will be more difficult,
that is all’

‘But where is my letter?’ demanded Ras-
mus, 2

‘Dhere is no answer to the advertisement,
so far? ‘

‘Then there will never be any! It is weeks
now!’ :

‘But we will try another, and we will try
in tf:mro ‘than ome paper. All hope is not lost
ye

‘Yes, it is; we’re done for, Rod and me; but
I'll stick to Rod, since I haven’t anything
else to do’ :

‘Here’s a letter advertised for you on the
bulletin,’ said Rodney, who was golacing
himself by looking about the office. And he
pointed out, ‘Mr., Rasmus, Allentown.

Rasmus promptly secured his letter. ‘Is
it from Robin?’ he demanded, scrutinizing the
envelope.

‘No, from Sally., I can tell by the post-
marx,” said Rod.

But a letter even from the lovely Salley
could not compensate Rasmus for the failing
of his long-cherished hope, about the little
lost lad. Mr. Llewellyn took his companions
to a small inn on the edge of the town, where
he meant to pass the Sabbath, and then Ras-
mus and Rodney, perching. themselves on an
adjacent fence, opened the letter of Miss
Sally: .

‘Dear Mr. Rasmus.. :

4 never had so short a letter as the one

from you. It seems that it is not short for

want of something to say, but you save up

your news for another time. I had a beauti-
ful letter from Rodney. He told me you were
making more splendid speeches on temper-
ance. I -am proud to know a great orator;

you will beat Mr. Gough. I send my love to
“Mr. Llewellyn, and my best wishes to Rod-

ney, and my regards to any other of my
friends that cares for them.
Y ¢ 2 ‘SALLY CREW.

- ‘P.S—Mother and all are well. George
- wrote a most ‘beautiful composition on
~ Spring. I wish you had a slice of my last

- cake, it is elegant. : SRR

Ten't ‘t)uvtr an awful nice letter? said

- Rasmaus.

On the Tuesday moznfng after this they
entered New Jersey, and directed &heir steps
across that little State toward Jersey City.

- M. Llewellyn had received ward aof a con-

vention of botanists, whom he wished to mest,
and proposed that Rasmus and Rodney should
complete the journmey to New York without
him, and he would follow in a few days. He
gave Rasmus the address of a safe little
lodging-house, where they could stay until
he came, or until the uncle was found.

‘You must get this year’s Directory, he
said, ‘and look for the name of Mr.' Peter
Waldon, If you do not find such a person, g0
to the police-station nearest his former ad-
dress, and ask if they can give you any in-
formation about him. And get the ¢ld Di-
rectories from the date of the letter down,
and trace him by them. If all fails we will
try something else when I come’

A week later Rasmus and Rodney were por-
ing over a Directory in a drug-store. Rodney
had never seen such a book before, and while
he understood the list of proper names, he
did not understand the abbreviations that
followed them. ‘Andrew Waldon—no; Albert
Walton, Arthur Waldon—what a lot of
nai’nes. Waldon, J. Benjamin, undertaker—
no.

‘Follow the initials down to the letter you
want,’ suggested the druggist, ‘they~stand in
order,

CHAPTER XVI.
Robin! Robin!

“There’s some ill planet reigns,
I must be patient till the heavens ook
With an aspect more favorable’

‘Now I've got it!’ cried Rodney, ‘Peter
Waldon, What does “W. 1sth St.” mean?’

‘That means West Fifteenth Street. Go to
that number on 1s5th Street, and you’ll find
your man, Keep up this street to isth, then
turn that way, d'ye see? and go on till you
find that number. It will be on the left hand.

Away went Rasmus and Roduey, feeling
that all was right. To. talkin the confuion
was impossible; they just hurried on.

‘I say, Rod!’ cried Rasmus, as they reach~
ed the desired nmumber, ‘this ain’t no sort of a
place for your uncle to bel’

Indeed, the name Peter Waldon graced the
door of what Rasmus denominated ‘a crack
saloon’ But Rodney was dazed and almost
overwhelmed by the excitement of his ended
quest, and the uproar of the first great city
he had ever traversed. He blundered up the

- steps, and into the resplendent den, and
Rasmus stoutly followed at his shoulder, yn-

til the two stood in the centre of the place,
looking about in an amazed manner.

‘Come now, my lads, what shall I serve-

you? What do you want? cricd the stout,
red-faced owner of. t]:e establishment, when
he saw the new-comers standing as if petri-
fied.

‘We don’t want nothing,” said the s'out Ras-
mus.

‘What did you come in for then?' asked
the saloon-keeper,

‘We wanted to see Peter Waldon.

‘Well, here I am; what’s wanted with me?”

‘Neothin’. You ain’t the kind of man we
looked for.

‘Yow'd better explain yourself, or get out’

‘We'll do both said Rasmus the ready.
‘This boy was a-lookin’ for his uncle, Peter
Waldon, to ’dopt him, and do the fair thing
by him, that’s all’

‘Oh, get out. I haven’t any nephew; Tm
no uncle) :

‘Yow're no uncle for us, that’s a sure pop,’
said Rasmus. 1 ain’t brought down to giv-
ing him over to a saloon-keeper. He's a boy
as can make his way. He’s a handsomer boy

than any in New York; and he's book-learn-

ed, and he’s smart, and he’s got a voice that
every corcert hall in the city’d bs fighting
for if they heard him sing; and be’s a boy can
make his fortune, and we don’t need uncles’

Rasmus’ inveterate habit of boasting of

Rodney having thus got the Detter .of him,
had turned all attention to h:he beautxgl am:
embarrassed boy, and a change passed ove
the spirit of the a_aloon-k«egp?r*s dreams. He
s ke up: R e & Sk :

‘p?You‘l;xeedh’t be in such a hurry before a
man can get his ideas together. So I fhave
a nephew, and if this is the boy, why, I make

him welcome, and do an uncle’s part by him.
. Shake _hndg,‘-my._wlld." ; <

But Rodney. ilent, red and pale by turna

N e T

o sataian a0




