182

THE EDUCATIONALIST,

AN INCIDENT &N SCHOOL LH«'E.]

Incidente trifling in themselves have an
importaut iufluenco in determining l.l:lc
character of a life. A word spoken in
goason, a cruel taunt, woundivg the heart
to its coro, have been the turnivg poiuts
in destiny, aud put a young miad en the
high road of fortune, or sent it dowaward
to ruin. Almost every person can recall
some occurrence in carly lifo which gave
tone and impulse to cffort, and imbued
tha mind —tawwug.  Wo give place to
tho following true narrative, as an illus-
tration of this fuot, and because it incul-
cates a truth which every man, woman
and child may profitably bear in mind,

Years ago, when I was a boy, it was
oustomwary and probably is now, to some
extent among district schools in the coun-
iry, to have spelling schools in the winter
term.  Thesoe gatherings were always an-
ticipated witk great interest by the schal-
ars, a8 at those times was to be decided
who was the best speller. Qeccasionally
one school would visit another for o test
of soholarship in this regard. Ah! bow
tho littlo hearts would throb, and hig ones
thump in their anxicty to beat ¢he whole.
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n the afternoom, they would meet in our
achool house for one of ¢thesc contests. As
#ho time was short, most of the other
studies were suspended, and at school
and at home in the evenings all hands
were studying to master the monosyllables,
dissyllubles, polysyllables, abreviations,
&o., &o., which the spelling-books contain-
od,
Atlengthithe day arrived, and as our
vijilors were corsidered rather our supe-
riors, onr fears and anxictics were pro-
portionably great. The scholars ere
ranged in a standing position on opposite
sides of tho ‘house, and the words pro-
aounced on each -side alternatively, and
the scholar that missed was to sit down.

-His game was up.
It did not take long to thin the ranks

-ox both sides. In ashort time-our school
had but.eight on the floor, and theirs but
six. After s fow rounds the contestturn-
od in théirifavor, s they bad four stand-
ing to our two. Xora Jong time it scemed
a3 though theso sixthad the book by heart.
At length the number was reduced to one
-ea each side. OQur visitors-were represen-
ted hy an accomplished youug lady, whose
parents had recently srrived in town, and
enrs by myself, a ragged little boy of ten
~swawgrs, who had eat up night after night,

while my mother, with no other light th:mI
that produced by pino knots, pronounced
my lesson to me. The intercst of the
spectators was excited to the highest pitch,
28 word nfter word was speiled by each.—
At tength tho young lady missed, and I
stood alone.  Her teacher said she did not
understand tho word.  She declared that
sho did ; that the honor was wine, and 1

richly deserved it. That was o proud

U
momnent for mo. Jootadersrsd v’ictor.-—

My cheeks burned, and my brain was
dizey with excitemcent.

8oon as the school was dismissed, my
compctitress eame mmd sat down by my
side, and congratulated me or my success,
enquired my name and age, and flatter-
ingly predicted my future success in life.

Unuegustomod 4o such attentioas 1
doubtiess acted as most boys would under
such circumstances, injudiciously. At
this juncture, master G , the son of
a rich man in our neighorbood, tauntingly
said to me, in the presence of my fair
friend and a number of boys from the
other school—* O, you necdn’t feel so big
—your folks are poor, and your father is a
drankard.”

1 was happy no more—I was a drunk-
ard’s can—.and how wuld I luvk Iy new
friend in the face? My heart scemed to
rise up in my throat, and ahnost suffo-
cated me. The bot tears scalded my eyes
—bat I kept them back; and soon as
possible, quictly slipped away £rom my
companions, procured my dinaer basketd
and, unobserved, left the scenes of my
triumph and disgrace, with a heavy heart,
fox my home. “ My folks are poor—and
my father is a drunkard.” But why
should I be reproached for that ? I eould
not prevent my father from drinking, and,
assisted and encouraged by my mother, I
had done all I eould to keep my place in
my clase at scheal, and to asaist her in her
worse than widowed state.

Boy as I was, I inwardly resolved never
to taste of liquor, and that 1 would show
master G , if I avas a drunkard's
son, & would yet stund as high as he did.
Butall my resolves could mot allay the
gnawing giief and vexation produced hy
his taunting words and Laughty manner.
In this frawe of mind—my head .and
beart aching, and my eyes red and swellen
—1 reached home. Ny wother saw, at
oace that I was in trouble, and caquired
the cause. T buried my facosin her dap,
and burst into tears. Mother, secing-my

gricf, waited natil I was more composed,
when T:told her what .had happened, and

ndded, possiomately: “1 wish futher
wouldn’t be a drunkard, so we could be
reupectablo as  other folke.” At first
mother reemed almost overwheluied, bus
quickly rallying said :

« My son I fec! very sorry for you, a.nd
regret that your feclings huve been so in-
jured. G has twitted you ab?ut
things you cannot help. But uever mind

my son. Be always honest ; never taste »
2T 4 - weevasawnyg Nquor; study and

improve your mind. Depend on your
owa cnergies, trusting in God, and you
will, if your life is apared, make a useful
and respected man. I wish your farher,
when sober, could have witnessed that
scene, and realize the sorrow his courso
brings on us all.  But keep a brave heart,
my son. Remcmber you are responsible
for only your own faults. Yray God to
keep you, and don't gricve for the thought-
less reproaches that may be cust on your
father’s sccovnt”

This lesson of my mother’s I trust was
not lost upon me. Nearly forty years
havo gone since that day, and I have
passed many trying scenes, but none ever
made so strong an impression on my feel-
ings as that heartless remark of G '8
It was so unjust and so uncalled for. Now,
boys, rcmember always to treat your mates
with kindness. Never indulge in taunt
ing remarks towards any oue, and remem.
ber that the son of & poor man, and even
of a drunkard, may have secusibilitics as
keen as your own.

But there is anothe. part of this story,
The other day a gentleman called ap
y plece of business, sud asked if X did
not recognize him. I told him ¥ did not,
“ Do you remember,” said he, ¢ of being
at a spelling school at a certain time, and
2 rade, thoughtless boy twitted you of
poverty, snd bejng a druskurd’s son 3"
4T do most distinetly,” said I. “Well,”
continued the geatleman, ¢ X am that boy,
There has not probably a month of my
Tife passed since then, but I have thought
of that remark with regret and shame
and a3 T am about leaving for California,
perhaps 4o cod wy days there, X could not
go without first calling mpon you, and
asking your forgiveness-of that act.” Boys,
I gave him my hand a3 a pledge of for
giveness, Did I do zight? You, will
suy yes. Well, then, let me «lose as I
Xkegan, DBoys, naver twit another for what
Ae cannot help.—Buffalo Courier.

A maniis relieved and gay when 'he has

E::tms beart into liis work, and dono hig
; but what he has said or done othes-
wise shall give him no peace.



