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The Slighted Scholar.

Cases hke the onc 1 am about to relate are much too frequent in
our country, and they are such, too, as should be guarded aguost
by all who have an interest in education. The incident was brought
to mind by hearing a complaint made by the parent of the poor
boy, who liad been grossly neglected by the teacher of the village
schonl,—neglected stmply because he Was pour and cumparatively
friendless. .

Many years age, when I was a small boy, [ attendod a school in
the town ofe——u. )

Among the scholars there was a boy named George Henry. His
father was a poor drinking man, and the unfortunate boy had to
saffer in consequence.—George came to school habited in ragged
garments—but they were the best he had; he was rough and
uncouth in his mauners, for he had beeu brought up in that manner ;
he was very sgnorant, for he had never had an opportunity for
edueation,

Season after season, poor George Henry occupied the same seat
in the school room,—it was a back corner seat, away from the other

scholars,—and there he thumbed his tattered primer. ‘The ragged;
condition of lus garh gave a homely cast to his whole appearance, .

and what of intelligence there might have been in his countenance
was beclonded by the “onter covering? of the boy. e seldom
played with other children, for they seemed to shun him; but
when he did, for a while, join with them in their sports, he was so
rough that he was scou shoved out of the way.

‘The teacher passed the poor boy coldly in the street, while the
other boys, in better garbs, were kindly noticed. In the school
young Henry was coldly treated. The teacher ueglected tum, and
then called” hum an «idle blockhead,” because he did not learn.

The boy received no incentive to study, and consequently he was
most of the time tdle, and this idleness begat a disposition to while
away the time in mischief. For this he was whipped, aud the
maore wdle and careless he became. e kuew he was neglected b?'
the teacher and simply because he was poor and ragged. aud with
a sort of sullen inditference, sharpened at times T)y feelings of
bitterness, plodded on in his dark, and thankless way.

Thus matters went on for several years. Most of the scholars
who were of George Henry’s age had passed on to the higher
branches of study, while he, poor fellow, still spelled out words of
one and two syllables, and still kept his distaunt seat in the corner.
His father had sunk into the pit of incbriation and the unfortunate
boy was more wretched than ever.

The look of clownish indifference which had marked his coun-
tenance, was now gwving way to a shade of unhappy thought and
feeling, and it was evident that the great tnrning point of his hfe
was at hand. He stood upon the step in life frony which the fate of
after years must take its cast.

At this time a2 man by the name of Kelly took charge of the
school. 1Ie was an old teacher, a careful observer of human
nature and a really good man. Long years of guardianship over
wild youths had given him a blofl anthoritative way, and- in his
discipline he was strict and unwavering.

The first day he passed in the teacher’s deck of our school was
mostly devoted to watching the movements- of -the Scholars, and
studying the dispositions with which he had to deal, Upon George
Henry This e{cs rested with a keen scarching glance. But he
evidently made ltttle of him during the first day § yet on the second
day he did more.

1t was during the afternoon of the second day that Ms. Kelly
observed youne Henry engage ' in inpaling flies upon the point of a
large ptn.” He went to the boy’s seat, and alter reprimanding him for
his idleness, he took up the dinty, tattered primer from the desk.

¢« Have you never learned more than is in this book 277 asked
the teacher.

¢ No sir,” drawled George.

“ FHow long kave you attended school 7

« I don’t know, sit. I’ ever since I can remember.”

«¢ ‘Then you must be an idle, reckless boy,” said the teacher with
much severity. ¢ Do you realize how many years you have thrown
away ? Do you know ?mw much yon have lost 2 What sort of a.man
do you think of making, in this way ? One of these days-you will be
too old to go to school, and then while your companions are seeking
some honorable employment, you will be goed for nothing. Have
you parents ? :

¢ Yes sir,” answered the boy, in a hoarse voice. .

¢« And do they wish you to grow up to be an ignorant,zworthless
man 1% Tre sy

The boy hung down his head and was silent, but*Mr;-Kelly:saw
1wo great tears roll down his_checks. Inan insidifitheitcacher

saw that he had something besides an idle, §$§;pb6g§f;1nm&=t6 gl
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with, in .he ragged scholar before him.
boy’s head, and T a kid tone he said :

# Lwish you to stop wfter school 1s dismissed.—Do not-be affaid,
for T wish to assist you if I can.”

George loaked wonderingly into the master’s face for there wns
something 1w the tone of the voice, which fell wpon his ear that
sounded straugely to him, and he thought, too, as he looked arcund,
that the rest of the scholars regaided him with kinder countenances
than usual, A dim thought broke in upon his mind, that, from
some cause, he was going to bo happier than before,

After the school was dismissed, George Henry romamed in his
seat till the teacher called him to the desk.

¢ Now,” sard Mr. Kelly, ¢ I wish to know why it is that you
have never learned any more. You look bright, and you look as
though you might make a smart man.  Why is it that 1 find you so
igunorant 2%

Because nobody never helps me,* replied the boy. ¢« Nobody
cares for me, sir, for I am poor.”
| By degrees the kind hearted teacher got the poor boy’s whole
Vhistory, and while generous tears bedowed his eyes, he said :

% You have been wrongly treated, George—very wrongly 3 but
there is yet time for redemptiof, 1 will try to teach you, will you
try to learn 2

“ Yes—O yes,? quickly uttered the boy in earnest tones. ¢« Yes
—I should love to learn, ~ I don’t want to be a bad boy,” he thyil-
lingly added, while his countenance glowed with unwonted anima-
tion.

Mr. Kelly promised to purchase books for the boy as fast as he
could leam to read them, and when Gevrze Henry left the school-
room, his face was wet with tears. We scholars, who had remained
m the entiy, saw him come out and our hearts were warmed towards
hun.  We spoke kindiy to'hum, and walked with him to his house,
and his heait was too tull for utterance. .

On the next day George commenced studying in good earnest,
and the teacher helped him faithfully.

As soon as the teacher treated lum with kindness- and respect,
the scholars followed the example, and the result was, that the
found in the unfortunate youth, one of the most noble-hearte(?,,
generous, accommedating and trathful companions in the world.

Long years have passed since those school-boy days. George
Henry has become a man of middle age, and in all the country
there 1s ntot & man more beloved and tespected than he. And all
is the result of one teacher’s having done ns duty.

You who ave school teachers, vemember the responsibility that
develves upon yon. In this country of free schools, there should be
no distinction between classes.  All are alike entitled to your care
and counsel, and the more weak the child, the more carnest should
be -your endeavor to lift him up and aid him.—Christiun Mirror.

He Inid his hand on the

BErevalent Taste in Reading.

¢ What a nation of readers we are 2 said we, as we seated our-
selves in the rail-car, for a short ride into the country. For first,
while the cars were at the station, there came m two boys, in hot
rivalry, crying, ¢ *vdence Jour’l ! Post ! Trib'n’! *NYork Pup’rs !
Only two cents! And ahmost every man bought a paper—some
bought 1wo, and.others none; but we noticed that many of these
latter had each a book, snugly held under hus arn.

Soon the cars started, and then a young man with a bundle of
books, came along to sell to-any man so unfortunate as to.have for-
gotten to take one trom his library or a'bookstere, before-setting aut
on his journey. Next the same youth, with Ins arms.full of pam-
phiet novels, tales, sketches, narratives, and confessions, came for
more custom.  And, lastly, the same person came once more, with
heaps of Magazines, Putnan’s, Harper’s, Ballow’s, Godey’s, Peter-
son’s, and we know not how many others.

Every time he passed throuah” the car he sold something, and
when we arrived at the first statton, we had the curiosity to look up
and see how many were reading.  Abmost all had a book, paper,
magazine, pamphlet, or somethig of the kind, and all were read-
ing as if for dear hfe itself. «We are a nation of readers, surely !
thought we.  + But what do we read 2

AR, that is the question, and a very pertinent question it is ; one
that démands a candid consideration.  What do we read? For every
‘body reads, from the college professor, grave and dignified with

1 his ‘masterly Latin and Greek Epics, his fat, -coarse-paper, -réd~

‘edgetl Gennan Treatises, and hisclean and neat American Quar-.
terlies aid” European Reviews$ downto the hackney coackdriver
ygp:qrjexggﬁgan}mg the ’erald on'lii§ cartinge at ‘the station,<while
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