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sermon was a perfect success I am told, and nobody that heard it ever

had a moment's further trouble on that subject.

As for me, my outfit for this world was of the scantest—a few
yellow flannel petticoats and a few slips run up from some of my older

sisters cast-off white gowns, were deemed sufficient.

The first child in a family is its poem—^it is a so d of nativity play,

and we bend before the young stranger, with gifts, " gold, frankincense

and myrrh." But the tenth child in a poor family is^ro^^i' and gets

simply what is due to comfort. There are no superfluities, no frip-

peries, no idealities about the tenth cradle.

As I grew up I found myself rather a solitary little fellow in a
great house, full of the bustle and noise and conflicting claims of older

brothers and sisters, who had got the floor in the stage of life before

me, and who were too busy with their own wants, schemes and plans,

to regard me.
I was all very well so long as I kept within the limits of baby-

hood. They said I was the handsomest baby ever pertaining to the

family establishment, and as long as that quality and condition lasted

I was made a pet of. My sisters curled my golden locks and made
me wonderful little frocks, and took me about to show me. But when
I grew bigger, and the golden locks were sheared off and replaced by
straight light hair, and I was inducted into jacket and pantaloons, cut

down by Miss Abia Ferkin from my next brother's last year's suit, t>ut-

grown—^then I was turned upon the world to shift for myself. Baby-
hood was over, and manhood not begun—I was to run the gauntlet of
boyhood.

My brothers and sisters were affectionate enough in their way,
but had not the least sentiment, and as I said before, they had each
one their own concerns to look after. My eldest brotherwas in college,

my next brother was fitting for college in a neighboring academy, and
used to walk ten miles daily to his lessons and take his dinner with
him. One of my older sisters was married, the two next were hand-
some lively girls, with a retinue of beaux, who of course took up a deal
of their time and thoughts. The sister next before me was four years
before me on the lists of life, and of course looked down on me as a
little boy unworthy of her society When her two or three chattering
girl friends came to see her, and they had their dolls and their baby
houses to manage, I was always in the way. They laughed at my
awkwardness, criticised my nose, my hair, and my ears to my face,

with that feminine freedom by which the gentler sex joy to put down
the stronger one when they have it at advantage. I used often to retire

from their society swelling with impotent wrath at their free comments.
" I won't play with you," I would exclaim. " Nobody wants you," would
be the rejoinder. "We've been wanting to be rid ofyou this good while."

But as I was a stout little fellow, my elders thought it advisable
to devolve on me any such tasks arid errands as interfered with their
comfort. I was sent to the store when the wind howled and the frost
bit, and my brothers and sisters preferred a warm corner. " He's only
a boy, he can go, or he can do or he can wait," was always the award
of my sisters.


