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Jim Halket's Chum: A Soldier’s Story
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Into a view of a public-formed group I 

house, and they
SAW A FAIR-HEADED DISHEVELLED FIGURE

rails and grey shirt, decidedly 
worst of It from a big, burly 

1th muscles of iron, aha a 
square Jaw.
at It ag:ln!" passed from 

to another. The young sol­
dier In question was very drunk, 
showed some resistance at

i marched off quietly 
dy kindly finding his 

m a distant taproom In the 
rear. His language was very abusive, 
and called forth sharp reproof from the 
sergeant in charge. On reaching barracks 
Halket was put In safe quarters for the 
night.

As the sergeant was 
rldor be m

In blue ove 
getting the 

ut countryman w 
shelf bold face and 

urrled Into "Jim Halket 
utb

font, he acted on a sudden Impulse;
Just before "lights out," feeling it 

was now or never, he took the text o 
of his things, and, putting It on his 
In front of his clothes, he h 
bed.

His was a bad room, or what followed 
would never have occurred. Halket was 
half asleep when he felt a hot, drunken eventually was 
breath on his pillow, a heavy hand on enough, s
his shoulder, and a voice whispered tunic fro:
hoarsely In his ear, "Get up, ’Crulty!”—

What’s the matter?"
"Never you mind," was the reply

room was almost dark; It was 
after midnight, and all the other men 
lay sound asleep. It was a weird scene, con 
and the half-drunken bully waited until kne 
the lad had sat up In bed; then, point- "that lad 
Ing above his head, said in a hissing worth his 
whisper, recruit we’ve got!

seem to care, The 
sold, bod

either"

room, a br

hot mid-summer’s evening, 
Halket, a young recruit, sat

___  edge of his barrack cut, th
to himself that this first night 

rvlce was going to be an eventful one 
for him. His life came up before him. 
It was grey and dull enough. Hruught 
up In a workhouse school, motherless, 
and with a father not worth the name - 
this had been his only home. He had 
never been really a wicked boy, but had 
always tried to get on, until a certain 
master had broken his spirit, and almost 
his heart, over some trifling offence, and 
flung It in his face reproachfully that 
he was an unfortunate child. From that 
day he changed; he grew old, as It were, 
In a single night; the good in him was 
burled deeper down; he brooded over Ills 
misfortune and sorrow, and at times, 
while the other boys In the playground 
were laughing and enjoying rough games 
of play he would sit alone In a corner, 
perhaps hidden from view, thinking hard 
thoughts. ■

But

Ills wJ and Jim
hik­

ing
Ser

on<- mo
ami
butBret,

omebo

"(let
The

walking down the 
et a corporal whom he 
here, Jackson,” he sa 

we brought In to-night 
uniform now; he’s the

The fellow doesn’t 
Is, I suppose, he’s 
that ne’er-do-well 

he’s ruined,

In the dark of the guard- 
n figure, with tumbled uni- 

, lay on the cold stone floor, not so 
k now; not asleep, but sobbing as 

If his heart would break.
"No letters, no prayers, i 

what becomes of me!” Th 
who cared. Halket had forgotten

£la

"TAKE THAT TOMFOOLERY DOW!»!” y and soul, to 
not the firs

Halket was wide awake now, 
heart sank. He turned round, 
the first
him, the firelight playing 
” Thou Owl swat me." He never 
more wicked boy than he did 
moment, but there was pluck In 
as he answered, "1 won’t take It down. 
Who are y 

•Til tell

one thing that they had 
that school. They had 

TAUGHT JIM TO PRAY.

there was 
done for him In ‘/testruck home to 

z on the words,
time the text

1fel
n-hklred 
ed, that

a wee, golde 
first admltt 

homeless girl, who 
remembering 

mewhat got 
if softly whispering "Our 
night to him when she 

to bed, and, strange as It may 
became quite natural to him 
his prayer every night, In the 

his life.
sixteen, he started 

mission hall, liking the 
Bit by bit he was learn­

ing the way of salvation, and here felt 
the first strivings of God’s Spirit In his 
heart. Lodging with respectable people, 
he had never been tempted to drink or

i out of a Job; he 
r the Service, and 

Into the

He had beei

In the nursery a poor, 
had had charge of him, 
her own happier days, had so 
Into the habit of softly 

ather" eve 
put him 
seem, It 
to repeat 
after years of 

When he was about

singing.

that
Ua nobody to care 

ere was a God
ou?'

other. "I’m

and a cinder tumbled 
ate.—"And I won’t take It 

won’t you?” muttered the

you,” cried 
wn, the lnflde 

won’t have such tr 
an Instant’s hush, 
out of the gr 
down!”—"Ah! 
other.

Hie great form stalk* 
lire, and In the shadow h 
something Halket could not 
next Instant he felt what It was

Holding the lad’s wrist in a grip of Iron 
the bully held the hot poker, closer, 
closer, to the side of the strong young 
hand so tightly clenched.

"Now will you take It down?—now! 
now!" and every time the hot Iron 
scorched the flesh.

Then came the moment of triumph. 
"Yes," cried the lad In an agony; "see!” 
But there was a dangerous flash In hi 
eyes, as, spring up to the text, he carr 
It In his smarting hand to the fire­
place.

" Do
voice was low and 
sees to-night that j 
my religion out of 
should have trl* 
goes—at your responsibility;

the
his1 of this room, 

rash here!" ThereK Six years passed away, and In a fever- 
out In India Jim Halket and Pte. 

>wn lay side by aide. They had been 
ether ever since Halket had enlls 

they had come to the parting 
ays. Jim Halket 

pulled up a bit 
been abroad, but 

beside him, had played 
was going under fast.

As the younger grew stronger, 
man weakened, and the orderly was glad 
when Jim was well enough to look after 
the prostrate bully, for whom 
cared. Days came and went under that 
hot Indian sky, men were brought Into 
the hospital by their comrades, others In 
time were discharged. But these two re­

ed. Brown silent, and suffering, but 
ays following the figure of Ha 

with bright, feverish eyes.
he middle of one silent night, Hal­

ket felt a hand, hot and dry, touch his. 
It recalled that other time and touch In 
the years gone by. He 
other whispered, "Don’t

ted.tog
but

was young, and 
ils life since he

ed towards the the w 
e returned with had 

see. The had
to att 
bright layBro 

. th

the old
ladtim* for

never oeen 
gamble. But hard

nths Jim was 
to enter
ted, and walked Into the 

Ion hall one Sunday night for the 
time before going away to the de-

P Revival meetings were bel

nand on 
« will

many montns 
decided at last 
was duly enlls 
Mission hall 
last t

led alwa
ng held, and 

ngellst came, and, placing his 
i Jim’s shoulder said, "My lad, 

you start to serve God to-night?" 
The boy did not speak for a moment, 

out. acting upon a sudden Impulse, he 
seized his cap, and walked straight up 
the aisle Into the enquiry room.

But somehow what he really 
did not come to him that night—a per- 

rial salvation. It was the first groping 
a soul after light and God. He tried 

to say he was all right, but the words 
uld not come, and he went out, much 

as he came in.
An old lady, thinking he had got right, 

put out a wrinkled hand and caught his 
sleeve as he passed by. "Here laddie, they 

you’re going away to be a soldier 
morrow. My boy is In the Service ■ 

a real Christian he la. May the Lord 
help you, too! Will you promts 
put this little text over your cot to-mor­
row to remind you of what you have 
done to-night?’’—Jim had but a shadowy 
Idea of what a barrack-room waa like; 
so that almost before he knew what he 
had done, the "Yes" was spoken.

Under the flickering light of four 
single gas burners a score of rough sell 
dlers In various stages of uniform and 
undress were recounting

THEIR ADVENTURES "DOWN TOWN."

Jim, however, was thinking 
promise of the night before; and

glint

In t
you see this text?" the lad’s 

b°0dclear. "Well, 
you have tried to i 

me. Perhaps I n 
ed to have any, bu

ng up. The 
fraid, Jim. 1red, "Don’t 

want to speak to you."
‘«hall I fetch the * 

gently, for by 
he saw Brow 
the other.

ti'-cdi-d fetch the orderly?" Jim 
by the faint light In th*

asked
nt light In the room 
dying.—"No," criedof you're to blame!"

A bright spurt of flame, and a charred Halket?" Listen 
fragment dropped on to the hearth. The nQt ,be‘ allve fn 
voice of a waking sergeant ordered both Jlm ghlvered a trifle, 
back to their cots, and there was silence clutch waB convulsive, and he 
mce more. In the morning, passing the be 8truggling for breath. But 
bed, Brown glanced with a superstitious reme effort th€ wordB Came c.„ 
feeling up at Halket’s shelf, almost ex- elow; ..Jlm COmrade, Un not what 
pectlng to see the text still there. It , wae; l m not really an infidel, bi 
was gone, and during the first week of
his service Halket's life fully testified to i’m a prodigal

this.
For a tlm 

so brutally forced 
strange co 
often seen,
Ills recruit
bad do more promising pupil than he.

you I want; 

mornln

it; you, Jlm 
ord. I shall

ng."
His comrade's 

seemed to

:lear and 
I said

to
the

—a backslider. All my people were good, 
that I’ve had every chance—but chosen the 

wrong. You haven't, but yo 
so far from getting right 

y, watched you, and I can see you just do 
care for all the chaplain,says, and when 
he asked you yesterday If you’d serve 

and give up sin, you’d have said 
hadn’t seen me looking at 

cried the other, 
we both ask God to forgive us

"Yes, Jlm, perhaps we can but listen! 
mission hall you told me you used

the man who hade he hated
his
il

, but by
mradeshlp In evil paths so 
by the time Jlm had finished 
days, Brown, the Infidel bully,

u are not 
now. I've

Christ, 
along the 'Yes’ If you 
;he pickets you—"Ah, 
bed, their "cai

Months had passed, and 
badly-lighted military road t. 
chosen for that evening marc

falls sounding loud and clear on the our 
hard, frosty ground.

A bend in the road

Brown!"

font
of the

, as was brought the uni- The

f
”


