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Old Butts.

8Y REV. MITCHELL BRONK.

““Old Butts! Old Butts! Old Butts!” They ware
not what you would call very bad boys, who stood there
by the gate singing out these words, and now and then
throwing a stone at the door of the tumbléidown house.
George Matthews, the oldest of the three, was indeed
ingHned to be wild ; yet his wrong doing was nsually of a
\‘g:ghlless and impulsive sort. The other two, Philip
North and Nicholas Bley, weré generally regarded as
manly and well-behaved. The boys and girls of Ridge-
wood never seemed to think it wrong to persecute old
Butta. For years he had been the object of innumerable
schemes and jokes. No one undertook to defend the
old man, and few pitied him. He was a hardened sinner
and outcast and drunkard, whose wickedness had long
ago driven away from him relatives and friends; he
shunned everyone, and repulsed roughly every kindly
overture. The fact that he was always on the lookout
for the boys who tormented him, that he threatenmed
them with hard words and with™fis shotgun, and that he
set his dog to chase them as they passed his house, only
served to make them more persistent in their mischief.

The three boys had been over to Jomes' Hond thut
Saturday afternoon, looking at a rowboat Whlch\?hlllp s
father talked of buying for him, and on their way back
they stopped, half out of habit, here in-front ofén\m.l’
George began to call out to- the old man, and §o throw
small stones against the door. Phil and Nigk, never
done that before, but.they folowed, carelessly, the
exaniple of their companion.

He's off, and the. dog's with .him,"vsnid George, at
length ; “ you may by sure of that; and I have a great
ides ; let’s roil that chicken-coop behindghe house there,
afound in front, and set it up -gninrght door ; we can

«do it before anyone comes along, afl won't old Butts be
jolly mad when he returns home !"

It took them only a few minutes to follow out George's
suggestion. The other two boys were not so brave in
mischiel making @s their leader, and as they turned
around after plnun??!lhe coop carefully against the door,

they looked anxiously toward the street to see if any one

had seen them. Of all persons in the world, there, right
by the gate, was Miss Holmes! The two boys could not
look her in the face, and even George blushed and looked
ill st ease. They belonged to Miss Holmes' Sunday
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Saturilay., We didn’t mean anything bad, but we're sorry
we did it; and ever since you talked to us yesterday about
trying to help hard cases like old Butts, and not doing
‘things to make them meaner, I've been wondering if we
couldn’t do something to cure the old man a litle. I
thought that maybe we could go up to his house next
Sunday before church, our class and some more of the
boys and girls from the Sunday-school, and hold a sort
of prayer meeting there; at any rate, you could pray, and
we could read some Bible verses and sing, or something
like that, [I've heard it said that' Butts hasn’'t been in-
side of a church for more than twenty years, and it
might do him .

When Geo bld ended bis burriedly-delivered speech,
Miss Holmes looked happy and: pleased. At first, she
smiled at the thought of George's plan‘of a prayer meet-
iog, but then her face became sober and thoughtful.
After a moment, she said.

‘‘Your ided is in every way praiseworthy and noble,
George, but let me suggest that we change the plan a
little. I'm afraid that if such a company of us were to
seck admission at Mr. Butts’ house, we would only be
met with repulse. My idea would be that, before trying
to hold a prayer meeting thefe, we endeavor fo soften
his heart a little in some other way. You know that he
is very poor; I doubt if he often has much toeat. He
doesn’t work, and what little money he gets is spent for
liguor. You know how dilapidated his house ison the
outside, and it is”probably much worse within: Now
couldn’t we go there, some time when he is away, and
tidy up everything, and leave a lot of provisions, and
some clothing and books and papers, and a letter ex-
plaining that you boys and girls wished him well ?"

The boys entered at once, and with eunthusiasm, into
Miss Holmes' scheme. It was arranged that they should
invite the others to join in the work, and that a meeting
should be held at her home the next Thursday evening
to consider.the matter, It was amazing how the news
about old Butt's “‘surprise party’’ spread among the boys
and girls of Ridgewood/ Some of those who had been
his worst tormentors wanted to help, Many, of course,
became interested in the project simrply for the fun's
sake, but a current of pity and sympathy for the old
wretch, who had been for years the town’s disgrace, rap
idly set in. The grown-up people looked on with wonder
and probably distrust, but said nothing; they had seen

school class, and in a boyish way fairly worshiped thelr
teacher. She waited for them at the gate. They under-
stood Miss Holmes well enough to know that she would
not proceed (o scold and lecture them for what she had
seen, but they certainly expected some kind of a rebuke.
In this they were mistaken. She greeted them pleasantly,
and as they walked along the street together, inquired
about their school work lor the: week and about the
games they had been plumg Abat Saturday holiday.
When she left them, down in the village, George broke
out

*Gracious ! but I thought she would give us a talking
to! She'sa queer woman, Miss Holmes, isn't she?”’

The Sunday-school lesson the next day was about the
call of Matthew. The last verse in the passage which
they studied was Christ’s words, ‘‘They that are whole
need not a physician; but they that are sick.” As Miss
Holmes closed her Bible at the end of the lesson, she
dwelt upon this thought, and explained it in detail to her
doten boys.: She told them how Jesus meant thaf the
wickeder, rougher, and more uplovable’ men were, the
more they needed his love and gentleness and salvation;
and how his followers ought always to be on the lookout
for such diseased souls, whom they might try to relieve
anfrure. She spoke of how, frequently, when men are
thus sin-sick, they have their badness aggravated and in-
tensified by the people among whom they live. Her
closing words were

"“Now boys, I want each one of you,  whether you call
youfell a Christian or not, to try to be like Christ in this
respect, to try to heal some soul of its wickedness, and
wot to make any heart harder and more evil than It was
bafore.”  She did not look st George and Phil and Niek
o8 she sald this, but to the (o her words had & peculiar
sigaffcance, and » any rate they tréught (hat whet she
sadd was meant f67 thom i

Cenege Matthewy wai & great boy (o have d(.‘h;. B
wers thay always plans for mischiel mak ng . That pext
Monday he was quiet and thoughtful, and when he “p
pronthed Phil and Nick ot the close of the school his
m! knew that something wes up

“I's golog 10 see Miss Holmes, you come alony y).‘\ ]
w%n- when we get there

George was out of breath and rather embarre I
they faced Miss Holmes in the parior of her I«
house, but he summoned up cournge and uphnm! why
he and they had come

“You see, Miss Holmes, we're awfully sorry that you

s saw us plagning old Butts, and fixing up his door, last
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many att made, unsuccessfully, at the reformation
of old Bntts. o

On Friday morning of the following week, one of the
boys learned by chance that old Butts intended to go fish-
ing the next day, up at Radley Lake. That was a long
way off, and it could by taken for granted that he would
be absent nearly all day. This would be a most oppor-
tune time for the “‘party,”” and word was passed around.
Everything was in readiness, and they met in front of the
school-house Saturday morning. There must have been
at least thirty boys, and half as many girls. Miss
Holmes was the ouly grown person in the company.®
They marched, with their generous burdens, to the house.
One of the neighbors assured them that Butts was cer-
tainly away. They entered by the back door, which was
never fastened. - Some of the boys set to work to clear up
the yard and to chopinto firewood a big log that lay back
of the house. Inside, Miss Holmes directed everything.
The girls scrubbed, and cleaned, and mended. ‘A few
Ppretty lithographs, with improvised frames, that had
been brought along, were hung on the walls. Two of
the boys, who were handy with tools, made various re-
pairs arouud the house. Glass was provided, and Ned
Baker, who could ‘‘do anything,” as the others said,. set/
a number of empty window panes. The cupboard shelves
were covered with clean papers, and then loaded with
the provisions. Over a chair they hung a lot of men’s
clothing, not -new, but in good condition, which they
thought would fit Butts. It was nearly noon when every-
thing was finished. On the table they left this vote,
which George Matthews had written and copied on his
father's typewriter

DAk Mu. Burrs. It was Miss Holwmes, Sunday
school class and some more of the boys and girls of
Ridgewood, who came l!:twwe you were away, We
hope you won't be mad ause we made ourselves at
home, BSome of us have acted mean toward you in the
past, but we want you to forgive us.”

No one ever knew what happened when the old man
came home the) evening:  Was he angry at firm ? people
often wobdersd. If s0, bis anger could not have lasted
long; foy indesd his heart was tonched at lnst.

That following afternoon & man came into the Sunday
f-hool room whom Mr. Rogers, the superintendent, did

fecognive at first.  He asked if he might goand sit

lwnh Miss Holmes' class. My ers wondered at his
request, but conducted him o lhe)“lllr rapm where the

clase met. Miss Holmes and the boys recognized their
visitor at once although the change in his appearance was
really startling. His beard had been closely trimmed,
his buir was unu, combed, and his clothing 'urdnlly
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brushed and arranged. There were evidences upon his
face of the years of dissipation and hard life; his hands
trembled and his eyes were cast down; but there was
something dignified and gentle abont his bearing; and it
did not seem possible that this respectable middle aged
man was ‘‘Old Butts,” Miss Holmes manifested no
astonishment; she greeted him with a friendly hand
shake, and ' ‘‘We are glad to see you, Mr. Butts,” then
went on with the lesson. At the close of school she said,
‘‘We hope that you ' ill come again; as often as yon can.”

For several weeks he was not absent a uingle Sunday.
Then, at Miss Holmes' suggestion, he joined the Bible
class of the school. At first he did not attend the church
services, but now he is regular in this also. Though
modest and retiring, he does not keep aloof from the
people. Through the efforts of Miss Holmes and the
pastor, he has been brought to know Christ as his
Saviour, and is soon to be received into the church'ias a
member, He is rapidly becoming popular with the boys
of Ridgewood, and George and Phil and Nick are his

warm friends. He takes them fishing with him up tp

Radley Lake, and tells them many things that boys al-
ways want to know about the out-of-door life with which
he is so familiar. ' Almost never mow is he called Old
Butts.—The Standard.
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Robbie’s Temptation.

Robbie Norris wanted a watch, especially after he put
on long pants and felt that he wasa man. He turned
over & great many achémes to earn one, but had never
succeeded. His father laughed and suggested a “Water-
bury,”” but Robbie declared he would have a good silver
watch or he woulgshave none at all,

A day or twd £ftey he was fourteen years of age some
thing very strgfufff occurred. He was walking sloug a
certain avenu the early morning, on his way to do an
errand for his mother, when heffound a gold watch and
chain. He could scargely believe bis own eyes, but pick
ed itup quickly and gp«l it into his pocket. The first
moment he found himself alone within his own room, he
took the watch out of his pocket and turned it over ‘\mi
over. “‘Ge whizz ! he exclaimed, "‘it is a beadty
though. I wonder who lost it ! Some of those rich men
who were here prospecting yesterday, 1 suspect; but they
are miles away by this tiine, and the watch is mine just
as sure a8 if I bought it. 1 wonder what the boys will
say when they see me carryinga unld watch | 8'pect
they'll want to know where I got it, but | shan't tell
them. Guess I'll run downstairs and show it to father
and mother. No I wom't, either. The)'d be sure to
advertise it in some old paper. I'll just hide it away for
& week or two, and then, perhapy, 1 can make our folks
believe Uncle Jack sent it to me from California,* end
with a long, lingering, parting look, he locked it up in
his trunk, #ad ran downstairs, whistling gaily,

All that day he conld think of mothing but the watch,
and ag soon as school was 6t he hastened home to look
at it again.  Several times during the week he dressed up
in his best clothes and slipped the watch iuto his vest
pocket to try the effect. How the chain glittered over
bis blue vest! Not a boy in school had so handsome a

“watch. If he only dabed to wear it! :

Two weeks later, on Friday afternoon, when he was to
give a recitation, he determined to carry the watch. He
wanted te surprise the boys and see what they would say
While he was reciting the chain was seen suspended from
his vest pocket to a convenient button ‘hole. At the
close he paused a moment on the platform to take out
the watch and look at the time,

Of course, af:?t the school was out the boys all wanted
to see the watclf and know where he obtained it.

*“That's g secret,” laughed Robbie, ‘I'm not going to
tell any one. I didn’t steal it though.”

**Don’t ¢'pect you did, you lunkhead. Let’s see your
old turnip,” called out a very rough boy, jostling against
Robbie's arm :

“No you don't, Joe Mitchell!” exclaimed Robbie,
clapping his hand down tightly over his pocket. *'Vou
wouldn’t look at it two minutes before you'd break it."

"Mhi you I"! exclaimed the boy, disdainfully

it keep good time "' asked amother.

‘‘You bet your life I"’ exclaimed Robbie plmu‘fh

*“In it & stem-winder '’ asked anotlier

“Ves, it is & stem- viidor Anything more you'd like
to know '’ snapped Ropbie. 2 LY

“Mr. Holderaft lost; h;ul(:h,'_‘ spoke up one of the
bays. :

Robbie started ‘ulltlly, but no one woticed, because
some one was asking. *‘Who is Mr. Holderaft
* “Why, don't you know '’ said the boy. ‘‘He ia the

old gentleman that is visiting up to J\;dge Lamont's.  He
is Mrs, Lamont's father, He thought an awtal lot of the
watch because it belonged to his son, a Rough Rider who
was shot in Cuba”,

The boys were all interest now. They forgot the
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