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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

NILS NILSEN RØN NING (1870-1962) came to Amer ica from Nor way when
he was 17. He at tended Red Wing Sem i nary (Haugean Lutheran) and the
Uni ver sity of Min ne sota, and pub lished Chris tian books and pam phlets for
Luther ans, most no tably the mag a zine The Friend, which fea tured re li gious
fic tion. Lars Lee: The Boy from Nor way is his best known book.

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]

Please have pa tience with us when you come across ty pos. Over time we
are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If you would like to
send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure they are cor rected.
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How the Story Came to be Writ‐ 
ten

I DID NOT MAKE UP THE STORY; Lars told it to me. It is his story.
When I first met him he was very bash ful and I had to do most of the

talk ing. When we be came bet ter ac quainted, he did most of the talk ing.
Where he came from, when he called on me, I never knew. Where he

went, I never knew. Now he was with me; now he was gone.
Of ten when I was walk ing alone in the evening un der the silent stars and

lis ten ing to the Whis per of the breeze in the sway ing branches, there was
Lars walk ing with me be fore I had sensed his pres ence.

It also hap pened quite of ten when I was at tend ing a con cert that Lars
would slip into a seat next to mine and be gin to tell me in a whis per so low
that no one else heard him, about singing birds, purl ing brooks, and glo ri ous
sun sets. How he man aged to get into the hall, I never un der stood. He was
too poor to pay and too proud to bog. When the per former was through with
his or her num ber, the au di ence ap plauded. I ap plauded too, but I ap plauded
Lars, not the per former.

Even while I was lis ten ing to a ser mon, Lars would sud denly ap pear at
my side, but then I nudged him gen tly, and shook my head slowly. I had to
move the head very slowly, oth er wise the min is ter might see me and think
that I dis agreed with him.

When I was fool ish enough to drink cof fee late at night and could not
sleep, Lars would come and sit be side the bed and tell me fairy tales or re- 
mind me of life on the moun tains herd ing cat tle. I could hear the low ing of
the cows, the bleat ing of the lambs, the sough ing of the Wind in the tree- 
tops, the tin kling and clang ing of cow bells and the mu sic of the cas cades. I
fell asleep, but Lars fol lowed me into dream land with his sto ries.

At other times he would bring with him a whole com pany of his friends,
and lit tle by lit tle they too would tell me their sto ries.
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This fi nally got on my nerves and I told Lars to stay away with his
friends. “If you don’t let me alone,” I said, “I will pub lish your story.”

Do you think that helped? That was just what he wanted. There was
noth ing to do but to write the story of Lars and his friends.

It was easy to write the story, but not easy to put the real Lars and Olaf,
Helga and Olga into the story. We do not un der stand our selves; how can we
un der stand oth ers? Still the baf fling mys ter ies of life are all the time chal- 
leng ing our in ter pre ta tion. The most dif fi cult thing I was to de scribe how
some of these per sons found the Way of Life—and that af ter all was the
main rea son for writ ing the story.
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1. The Avalanche

IT WAS THE HEAV I EST SNOW FALL in the mem ory of the old est peo ple in the
parish.

At times the snow fell silently for hours; then again it came sweep ing
down with a mighty roar. Snow drifts grew into foothills, and main high- 
ways re mained im pass able for sev eral days at a time.

On the brow of Brew ing Moun tain, the high est of the ranges which
formed a wall around the parish, an im mense snow drift kept pil ing up, and
hung on the edge of the precipice, tow er ing and threat en ing.

The older folks ex pressed fear that the avalanches would do great dam- 
age when the thaw set in, and many a tale was told in the evenings, be fore
the blaz ing hearth, when the north wind roared in the chim ney, of small
farms which had been struck with loss of life of man and beast.

The south wind came with a sud den thaw along to wards spring, and one
avalanche af ter an other came thun der ing down the moun tain sides by day
and by night.

But the snow drift on the brow of Brew ing Moun tain hung there tow er ing
and threat en ing.

One day, about noon, a ter rific boom came from the moun tain. Peo ple
who were out of doors could see the huge avalanche plung ing down the
precipices on the moun tain side, mow ing the for est to right and left. All
through the up per parish, win dows rat tled, plates and cups danced on the
shelves, and doors flew open and shut again with a re sound ing bang.

Then it grew silent, omi nously silent. Sud denly a cry was heard on the
farm near est the moun tain. It was re peated on the next farm. Flew from
mouth to mouth:

“The avalanche has struck the house at Lee!”
The Lee farm nes tled in a glen near the top of one of the moun tain

slopes. Lower down was Stor lee, one of the largest farms in the parish.
There was a grove of birch trees be tween the two farms. Still lower down
was a group of small farms and ten ant places.
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Helga Stor lee was stand ing out side the house when she heard the roar of
the avalanche. Avalanches were rather a com mon oc cur rence at this time of
the year, but this one sur passed all in vi o lence. Shortly af ter wards her
young son, Olaf, called to her:

“Mother, look at Lars!”
Helga saw Lars, the young boy at Lee, come run ning down to ward the

house. She sus pected that some thing ter ri ble had hap pened, and called the
hired men to hurry up to Lee. She started ahead to meet Lars.

“What has hap pened?” she cried. He did not stop. He did not an swer.
When he had al most reached her, he stum bled and fell and did not rise
again. The men soon gath ered around them, but she told them to hurry on.

Af ter a while Lars re gained con scious ness and looked at Helga, be wil- 
dered.

“Fa ther is killed!”
When the men reached Lee, they found the barn and the sta ble un- 

touched, but where the dwelling for merly stood there was a pile of lum ber,
logs, snow and gravel. A woman was fran ti cally dig ging into it with bare
hands. It was Anne Lee. In a mo ment the men were at her side. She pointed
down, cry ing:

“He lies un der that beam there. He is still alive. Oh, help him out!”
Strong arms pried and pulled. Soon the beam was pushed aside. Just then

Helga Stor lee reached them. She helped the men lift up Jens Lee’s bruised
and bleed ing body and placed him on a bare spot near by.

“He lives,” they whis pered to each other. Sev eral peo ple had by this time
ar rived from the farms fur ther down the slope. “He lives, he lives,” went
from mouth to mouth.

Helga or dered the men to put hay on a sled and bring Jens to Stor lee;
one man was sent to fetch the doc tor who lived at the lower end of the
parish. As the pro ces sion moved down to Stor lee, more and more peo ple
joined it.

Helga Stor lee was walk ing be side Anne Lee. Olaf and Lars fol lowed
them.

“Is Thor grim at home”? Anne asked in a tone of anx i ety.
“No,” Helga an swered sharply.
“But what will he say when he re turns and finds us there?”
Anne felt Helga’s grip tight en ing on her arm.
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“You ought to know, Anne, that when Helga Stor lee says you can come,
that set tles it.”

The doc tor came late in the af ter noon. Though he ex am ined Jens care- 
fully he found no in ter nal in jury. He asked Anne, how ever, if Jens had ever
com plained of heart trou ble. Yes, once when he re turned from an other
parish he com plained of pain in his chest. He told her that he and her
brother, Halvor, had rowed too hard when they tried to res cue a man.

“He may re cover if his heart does not fail him,” said the doc tor.
A cou ple of days later Thor grim came home. He had been away trad ing

horses in an other parish. He had heard what had hap pened at Lee be fore
com ing home.

Anne had good rea son to fear, Thor grim. It hap pened quite of ten that he
was drunk when he re turned home from a long trip, and then he was far
from pleas ant. At times even Helga was afraid of him.

Anne had been at Stor lee once when Thor grim, re turn ing un ex pect edly,
had found the ser vants in the large sum mer kitchen. Olaf was play ing the
vi o lin. One of the hired men had lent him his vi o lin and had taught him how
to play it. It was at a time of the day when the ser vants should have been at
work.

Olaf was sit ting on a low stool play ing and keep ing time with his feet,
when Thor grim sud denly ap peared in the door. Olaf was so wrapped up in
his play ing that he nei ther saw nor heard him. Thor grim tore the vi o lin out
of the hands of the boy and crushed it with a sin gle blow against the ta ble.
Then he struck the boy so vi o lently that he tum bled to the floor as if he had
been shot. He was go ing to strike him again, when some one grabbed his
arm. He started to swear and tried to tear him self loose, but sud denly
stopped, when Helga in a voice quiv er ing with anger cried: “Thor grim, you
had bet ter stop this.”

When Thor grim ar rived home he was nei ther drunk nor un pleas ant. No
one could be more sym pa thetic than Thor grim. It was just fine that they had
brought Jens to Stor lee, he said. But deep in his heart he re joiced that the
ac ci dent had hap pened and he hoped that Jens would never re turn home
again, though this was some thing he nat u rally kept to him self.

Anne was the em bod i ment of sto ical res ig na tion. She never com plained,
never wept, though some times when alone she sighed deeply.

Lars re mained much alone. Now and then he went in to see his fa ther,
but lit tle was said be tween the two. Sev eral times a day he went up to Lee.
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Helga had or dered the men to clear away the snow and gravel and to pile up
the tim ber.

Most of the house hold goods had been bro ken. What was in fairly good
con di tion was brought down to Stor lee, the rest was put in the barn.

When the men were through with the work, Lars be gan to dig in the de- 
bris. Ev ery but ton, ev ery spoon, ev ery piece of a plate or a cup he put away
care fully on the barn floor.

Then he went into the sta ble to see the cow, the calf, the sheep and the
pig and re mained there a long time, pet ting them and talk ing to them.

The peo ple tried to com fort him by say ing that his fa ther would soon be
well again, but when he saw how pale his fa ther was, a great fear crept into
his heart.

One night he dreamed that he was down in the parish.
Look ing to ward Stor lee, he saw a fu neral pyre. Now he was fully con- 

vinced that his fa ther was go ing to die. He could not bring him self to tell
the dream, not even to his mother. Nei ther did he want to cry so that any one
saw it.

One day when he was in the sta ble feed ing the cat tle, he found him self
hum ming a sad melody. Sud denly he re al ized that it was a hymn sung at fu- 
ner als. He threw his arms around the neck of the cow and burst into tears.
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2. “Now We Must Be Brave!”

WHEN HELGA NO TICED that Jens Lee was grow ing weaker, she asked him
if she should send for the min is ter.

“Well, yes, I would like to par take of the Lord’s Sup per,” Jens replied
slowly; “but per haps we should not bother him. I sup pose the road is bad.”

“Oh, it isn’t any worse for him than for oth ers,” Helga an swered sharply.
Rev. P. Hjort came rather re luc tantly. He had never had any talk face to

face with Jens Lee and was not anx ious to have one now.
Jens Lee was one of the few pietists in the parish. Rev. Hjort did not like

the pietists. They were a thorn in his flesh. In stinc tively he felt that they
ques tioned his con ver sion and his in ner call to preach the Word of God. He
could not deny that they were gen tle and gen er ous, thrifty and hon est and
the most reg u lar church go ers in the parish. Though most of the peo ple at- 
tended church mainly on the great hol i days, the pietists were in their pews
ev ery Sun day. But they were hyp ocrites, build ing their hope of sal va tion on
be ing dif fer ent from the world!

Both in pub lic and in pri vate he ridiculed them, and the only time he be- 
came elo quent was when he de nounced pietism and fa nati cism.

With out any pre lim i nary re marks he brusquely asked Jens if he re al ized
now, when fac ing death, that he had slighted the holy of fice of the min istry
by tak ing part in the spe cial meet ings which the pietists had held in their
homes.

Jens looked at him search ingly. No, he could not ad mit that. There was,
how ever, one thing he did re gret, and that was that he had not prayed for the
min is ter as much as he ought to.

“That is just the great mis take you have made. You thought that you
were bet ter than oth ers, even than your own pas tor.”

Jens wearily turned his face to ward the wall and sighed.
“Un der these cir cum stances I have no right to ad min is ter to you the

Lord’s Sup per,” Rev. Hjort said with con sid er able unc tion.
Slowly Jens turned his face to ward the min is ter, and said with a smile:



16

“The pas tor must do what he thinks is right. I com mit my soul into the
hand of God.”

The next day the min is ter re ceived an un ex pected visit. Some body
knocked at the of fice door. It was not the or di nary timid knock of one of his
parish ioners. It was the knock of a strong hand. When the min is ter opened
the door, there stood Helga Stor lee.

“I un der stand that you have de nied Jens Lee the sacra ment,” she said.
“Come in and I will tell you why I did it,” he an swered some what ner- 

vously.
Helga re mained stand ing in the door.
“If you deny him the sacra ment I shall re port the mat ter to the bishop.

He knows Jens well.”
“My dear Helga, just let me ex plain,” said the min is ter and went back to

her. “I thought it would do Jens good to wait a while. I be lieve he will now
re al ize that he has acted wrong fully by cast ing re flec tions on my holy of fice
with these spe cial meet ings among the peo ple. As you know, Kjetil Bakken
is sick, and when I have called at his house and ad min is tered the holy sacra- 
ment, I shall call on Jens, and have one more talk with him.”

“Are you go ing to ad min is ter the sacra ment to Kjetil Bakken?” cried
Helga with blaz ing eyes. “A man who never goes to church ex cept on
Christ mas day, and who even then re mains out side, pass ing around the
whisky bot tle! Is he to re ceive the sacra ment, while a God-fear ing man like
Jens Lee is de nied it? We’ll see what the bishop has to say about this mat- 
ter.”

With out an other word she turned and left him.
The min is ter en tered the of fice and dropped into a chair. This was the

first time in his ex pe ri ence that a mem ber of his con gre ga tion had dared to
talk to him in such a man ner. And a woman, at that! What was the world
com ing to?

Helga’s threat to re port the case to the bishop, this “pietist-bishop,” dis- 
turbed him.

Dur ing the af ter noon he drove to Stor lee. When he came to a hill over- 
look ing the farm he stopped the horse with a jerk. He saw a num ber of peo- 
ple walk ing slowly away from the house. Then they stopped and formed a
ring. In a mo ment he saw smoke, then flame. It was a fu neral pyre. Jens Lee
was dead. The min is ter turned about and went home.
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Jens Lee died peace fully. When Anne called at his room to find out if
she could do any thing for him he was dead.

Lars had gone up to Lee. Wish ing to break the sad news her self, Helga
went in search of him. She found him in the birch wood pick ing white
anemones.

In tu itively he felt that some thing had hap pened. “What is it, Helga?” he
asked, fear clutch ing his heart.

“Lars, let us sit down on this stone. I have some thing to tell you.” She
sat down, but Lars re mained stand ing. The flow ers had fallen on the
ground.

“Yes ter day I had a talk with your fa ther,” Helga be gan, look ing to ward
the dis tant moun tains. “He said he was soon go ing to be well again. Now all
is well with him.”

She arose and laid her hand on the boy’s head. “Lars, now you must be
brave—for the sake of your mother.”

He gasped for breath. Then he threw him self on the ground and buried
his face in his hands. His thin shoul ders trem bled, shook.

As Lars lay at her feet, Helga re mem bered an other boy who many years
ago had also lain at her feet in this very place, cry ing. He had lost his
mother and had come to Helga with his sor row. Al though she was a daugh- 
ter of one of the rich est farm ers in the parish and he the son of a poor
widow, they had been play mates, to gether with his sis ter Anne, from ear li- 
est child hood. Oh, how she had tried to for get him! None dared to men tion
his name in her pres ence. Thor grim had done it once, but only once. No,
she could not for get Halvor. Even now, the boy in front of her be came the
boy of long ago, and the love of her youth wept in her soul.

Sud denly she turned to the weep ing boy. “Lars, your mother is wait ing
for you.”

Thor grim Stor lee was go ing to show the parish that he was a true friend
of the widow and the fa ther less boy. Not only the rel a tives and friends of
the Lee fam ily were in vited to the fu neral but all the neigh bors on the slope.
If Thor grim saw to it that some day he was am ply re paid, it was no body’s
busi ness but his own.

When the cas ket had been low ered, some of the men be gan at once to fill
the grave with gravel and sand. A heavy clod of earth fell on the cas ket with
a hol low sound. A boy’s cry rang out: “O fa ther, fa ther!”
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Helga stepped up to the men and asked them to wait. Then she led Anne
and Lars to the carry-all.

All the in vited guests re turned to Stor lee.
There was an abun dance of food. It was cus tom ary at fu ner als as well as

at wed dings to serve strong drinks, but Helga ob jected to this at Jens Lee’s
fu neral so vig or ously that Thor grim ap par ently had to de sist. But a fu neral
with out drinks was no fu neral at all, Thor grim thought.

Af ter a while sev eral of the men found a chance to leave the house.
Helga be came sus pi cious, went out side and lis tened. Then she walked
rapidly to the barn and opened the door qui etly.

Thor grim stood in the mid dle of the floor. He held a bot tle in one hand
and a cup in the other.

“Drink to the mem ory of Jens Lee, my neigh bors and friends!” he cried.
“He was, as the Scrip ture says, a good hus band, a kind fa ther and a fine
neigh bor.”

Be fore any one no ticed her, Helga stood be hind Thor grim and knocked
the bot tle out of his hand.

Thor grim started an oath, but it froze on his lips when he turned around
and saw Helga.

In a loud voice she said: “Is this the way to honor the mem ory of Jens
Lee? He was too good a man for such a dis grace ful act.”

She turned on her heel and went out.
The men looked at each other sheep ishly. Then said Pe ter Moen: “Helga

Stor lee ought to go to par lia ment.”
When Helga re turned to the house she asked for Anne and Lars. No one

had seen them for quite a while. They looked for them, but could not find
them.

Helga thought for a mo ment and then walked up to Lee. On a stone near
the place where the house had stood sat Anne. Lars stood at her side. Helga
went qui etly over to Anne, sat down at her side and put her hand on Anne’s
arm. Anne sat there dry-eyed.

Thus they sat for a long time with out speak ing a word.
Then Helga very qui etly be gan to sing: “I know of a sleep in Je sus’

Name.”
Lars sank down at their side.
Anne cov ered her face with her apron. Her shoul ders rose and fell.

“Don’t cry, mother!” said Lars, “I will be so kind to you—”
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3. “When Spring Comes.”

WIN TER DRAGS ON AND ON. Is it never go ing to end?
Then one day there is a hint of spring in the air. The chil dren are the first

to sense it. It slips into the sick room, steals in to the cat tle in their stalls, and
sends a thrill through the frozen earth.

A few days later, wa ter be gins to drip from the caves and tiny rills run
down the hill sides. Dur ing the night there is a sharp frost. The next morn ing
the chil dren with rip pling laugh ter fol low the White quiv er ing bub bles un- 
der the ice. They call them their watches and ask much other what time it
was.

Soon one avalanche af ter an other thun ders down the moun tains by day
and by night.

The air is full of the sound of many wa ters, as the brooks come tum bling
down the hills and val leys in a mad race for the ice bound river. Had it not
been for the white breath in the cas cades, one would think that the river had
fallen into an eter nal sleep.

Tick led by hun dreds of brooks, the gi ant awakes, breaks his bonds,
rushes down the cas cades and leaps into the deep gorges, car ry ing with him
huge cakes of ice, logs and trees. The earth trem bles and the whole parish is
filled with his mighty roar.

When the snow has melted, the fields and mead ows lie there bare and
bleak. One morn ing there is a shim mer of green on hill sides turn ing to ward
the sun. The next day sev eral green patches ap pear. They grow larger and
larger, meet and merge, cover the hill side and creep into the hol lows. Like a
con stantly in creas ing army the tiny blades of grass take pos ses sion of ev ery
nook and cor ner.

The swelling buds un fold and the blades fling their glis ten ing ban ners to
the breeze. Golden dan de lions blaze in the dark-green mead ows and white
and blue anemones dance like fairies around the yel low alder stems.

From the sunny south birds are wing ing their way to ward the new born
spring in the north. One morn ing there is a chirp ing on the roof, a flash of
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Wings in the air and a song in the sky.
There is a fra grance of warm earth and sprout ing grass. The whole

parish is glad and smiles to ward the sweet face of heaven.

Thor grim Stor lee had not in tended to show his hand for some time, but
when he heard some men talk ing about re build ing the house at Lee he
turned to ward them and said with a smile: “I hear you are plan ning to re- 
build the house for Anne Lee. Now that’s very fine of you, I am sure, but
I’ll save you the trou ble. I’ll at tend to that my self. I am her near est neigh- 
bor, you know.”

If out siders were bent on med dling in this af fair, he had bet ter act
quickly.

Ever since Thor grim had come to Stor lee, the Lee farm had been a thorn
in his eye. The place had been a ten ant place un der Stor lee un til Helga’s fa- 
ther had sold it to Jens, shortly af ter the lat ter’s mar riage to Anne Lee. Jens
and Anne had im proved the lit tle farm a great deal. Foot upon foot had been
added to the arable soil. They had built stone walls on the sandy, rocky hill- 
side and had car ried good soil from nooks and cor ners higher up on the
moun tain side, and ter race upon ter race of small patches of potato fields had
been added year af ter year. They loved ev ery inch of the ground and would
not lis ten to Thor grim when he of fered to buy the farm. Thor grim had men- 
tioned to Helga the de sir abil ity of adding the small farm to Stor lee, but only
once.

The same evening Thor grim spoke to Anne about his plan.
There was some thing im por tant he must talk to her about, he be gan. He

had put it off as long as pos si ble as it would re mind her of some thing dis- 
agree able. But some thing had to be done be fore very long, and there was no
one able to help her but him self. It would cost him a good deal of money,
but there were times when money must not be con sid ered.

She would un doubt edly re mem ber, he said, that when her brother Halvor
sud denly left the parish, a large sum of money was miss ing at the home of
An ders Flaten. The ru mor spread that Peder Flaten, the son, had seen
Halvor slink away from the house the same night that he left. Thor grim had
seen to it that the ru mor was stopped.
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Of late, how ever, Peder Flaten had be gun to re vive the ru mor. He had
lost a great deal of money in the log ging busi ness and would prob a bly soon
have to turn his farm over to his cred i tors. He had taken to drink ing and on
sev eral oc ca sions had mum bled about the theft and had men tioned Halvor’s
name.

Thor grim con tin ued by say ing that he had thought out a scheme which
would si lence Peder and at the same time work to the ad van tage of Anne
and Lars, es pe cially of Lars. He would be will ing to buy Lee at such a price
that they could pay Peder the amount that un doubt edly had been stolen by
Halvor and at the same time leave Anne a neat sum of money. It would be a
risky thing to re build the house. An other avalanche might crush the house
any spring. Fur ther more, it could not be very pleas ant for her and Lars to
live at a place which would al ways re mind them of the tragedy. Lars ought
to go to a higher school when con firmed. With the money she re ceived she
would be able to let him study. She would be more than wel come to stay at
Stor lee if she cared to.

Anne stood there as if par a lyzed. Sev eral times she tried to speak, but
Thor grim would not be in ter rupted.

When he was fi nally through, she said qui etly: “I’ll have to talk to Lars
about this. One of the last things Jens spoke about in the pres ence of both of
us was that, in case he did not get well again, we must have the house re- 
built, but in a safer place.”

Then cried Thor grim, trem bling with rage: “Anne, let me tell you, and
you know I al ways keep my word: If you men tion it to a liv ing soul, the
whole parish will soon know that Halvor stole the money from old man
Flaten!”

Anne knew Thor grim well enough to re al ize that he would carry out his
threat. There was noth ing to do but to keep quiet.

The death of his fa ther had come to Lars like a stun ning blow. Even af ter
the fu neral it seemed like a hor rific dream. The hol low sound of the heavy
clod of earth which fell on the cas ket kept on sound ing in his ears. Why had
God taken his fa ther away from his mother and him? There were many old
men, bed-rid den men, in the neigh bor hood. They were a bur den to them- 
selves and to oth ers. Why did not God let them die? What would be come of
his mother and him now? They had had a hard strug gle for ex is tence when
the fa ther lived and worked the lit tle farm and also worked for oth ers. Now
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they were left to them selves, with the house ru ined and part of the farm
cov ered with sand and gravel.

His mother did not seem to be able to say much to him. When she tried
to talk, fin ger ing her apron, look ing clown or look ing far away, she of ten
burst into tears.

“Your fa ther is saved; your fa ther has gone to heaven if ever a man went
to heaven,” Helga had said to him once. Yes, Lars was sure that his fa ther
was in heaven, hut where was heaven? He had al ways be lieved that heaven
was way up be yond the stars, but once, down in the store, a man from town
had ridiculed the idea. “The earth moves around its own axis,” he said.
“Dur ing the day we point up and say, ‘there is heaven.’ Dur ing the night we
point up, but in re al ity in the op po site di rec tion, and say, ‘there is heaven.’”
Where upon the man had laughed heartily and sev eral men joined in the
laugh.

That same evening Lars was on the point of ask ing his fa ther, but he was
afraid that he did not like such ques tions.

Dur ing the night, when he would wake up with a start, he thought of a
story the teacher had told in school. “Eter nity has no end,” the teacher had
said. “If the Brew ing Moun tain were made up of tiny grains of sand, and a
bird came there once in a thou sand years and car ried away a grain, the
moun tain would some time be car ried away, but eter nity had at that time
barely be gun.”

Then, all at once, a thought came to him which filled him with joy,
mixed with fear. His fa ther had been like Je sus! Of all the men Lars had
met, there was no one so mild and gen tle as his fa ther. Je sus Him self could
not have been more mild and gen tle. Once his fa ther, while sit ting in front
of the lighted lamp and his mother and he sat in a dark ened cor ner, read
about Je sus heal ing the sick. Then his fa ther’s face shone with great glad- 
ness. It made Lars think that Je sus must have looked that way on the Mount
of Trans fig u ra tion.

His fa ther’s glo ri fied face came of ten to his mind dur ing the days of sor- 
row and per plex ity, but then again he would trem ble with fear. Was it not
wrong to think that his fa ther was like Je sus? Nev er the less, deep down in
his heart the thought brought him sweet con so la tion.

One night while sleep ing in the same room as his mother, at Stor lee, he
dreamt that his fa ther and a man of sur pass ing beauty came down the moun- 
tain slope to gether. He ran into the house and told his mother that such a
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queer man came with his fa ther. She went out side, shad ing her eyes with
her hand, and said in a star tled voice: “Oh, dear, who can this be?” Then she
went hur riedly into the house. It would never do to stand out side and look at
a stranger.

Lars re mained out side. His fa ther was car ry ing his hat in his hand. The
stranger was also bare headed, but he had no hat in his hand. He had long,
dark hair, hang ing in curls way down upon his shoul ders. There was a ring
of light around his head. When they reached the lawn in front of the house,
the stranger smiled at Lars and stretched forth such a beau ti ful white hand,
but he did not dare to clasp it.

“Don’t you want to shake hands with me, Lars? We have been good
friends for a long time, haven’t we?”

Then Lars grew still more em bar rassed and hid be hind his fa ther.
“Don’t you know the man?” asked his fa ther, and pat ted his head.
Then his mother came out. She brought a big cup of sweet milk and of- 

fered it to the stranger. “Per haps the manger is thirsty; I hope he will not de- 
cline such a sim ple drink.”

Strange that mother said “he” to this man. That was the way some of the
women spoke to the min is ter.

The stranger took the cup and gave it to Jens. “You are more thirsty than
I am, Jens.”

But the fa ther shook his head and handed the cup hack to the stranger.
“Mother, mother,” Lars cried and sat up in bed.
“What is it, Lars?” she ex claimed alarmed.
“Oh, I had such a queer dream. I dreamt that I saw fa ther and, and —

—”
Then he burst into tears, and no mat ter how much his mother urged him

to tell her the dream, he would not tell.
Early next morn ing he went to the brook in the glen. When ever he hap- 

pened to think of some thing new, some thing strange, which of ten hap pened,
he al ways wanted to be alone.
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4. A Shock To A Sen si tive Soul.

FROM THE TIME he was a lit tle boy, it had been al most a pas sion with Lars
to wan der alone in the woods on the moun tain slope or to sit down by the
brook in the glen. His senses be came star tlingly acute to the sounds, the fra- 
grance, and the forms all around him. When he en tered soli tude he did not
pay much at ten tion to any thing in par tic u lar; but when, for in stance, he sat
at the loot of the tall pine, the fra grance of the flow ers would till his nos trils
—no, his very soul—with in de scrib able sweet ness. Then a bird would be- 
gin to sing in a tree near by. A per fect flood of melody flowed from its tiny
throat. Then an other bird in an other tree be gan to sing, then an other and still
an other. Grad u ally the whole for est be came full of song sters. Ev ery bird
sang its own song, be gan when it listed, stopped when it felt like it, be gan
again. And yet there was such a har mony, that liars was no longer con scious
of lis ten ing to the dif fer ent birds. Their songs melted and merged to gether
into a flood of praise to God.

At other times, while sit ting on the soft car pet at the foot of the tall pine,
it was so quiet that he could hear his own heart beat ing. Then there came
float ing on the air a gen tle whis per, a soft sough ing, from far, far away. It
came nearer and nearer, grew louder and louder, till the tree tops and
branches swayed in a cur rent of air and sound. Then it grad u ally de creased,
be came fainter and fainter, un til it died out al to gether. Thus he would sit for
a long time, as the mu sic rose and fell, rose and fell. His soul was strangely
stirred with a gen tle sad ness, but at its depth there was a holy glad ness.

Some times Lars climbed the high est peak of Brew ing Moun tain. A mag- 
nif i cent panorama spread out in all di rec tions. To ward the north, moun tain
chains rolled away like mighty bil lows. In the mid dle of the vast ex panse of
green and blue rose a moun tain peak to tow er ing height with eter nal snow
on its brow.

Be low him, deep down, was the parish, cir cled with moun tains. In the
mid dle of the parish, on both sides of the river which wound its way to ward
the ocean like a broad sil ver rib bon, were the largest farms. On a broad el e- 
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va tion were the two churches, the old stone church in the mid dle of the
ceme tery with its hun dreds of crosses; out side the ceme tery the new church
with its tall, slen der spire glit ter ing in the sun shine. Once while he was sit- 
ting there, thrilled by the majesty and beauty of the scene, he saw a fu neral
pro ces sion move slowly to ward the church while the bells tolled their
melan choly mes sage. It filled him with a strange ter ror. When he passed
through the pine wood he started to run to ward his home. He felt that long
arms with bony fin gers tried to clutch him.

He reached his home all out of breath. His mother asked him what had
hap pened, but he could not make him self tell her. He stayed away from the
woods for sev eral days. Then the call of the soli tude be came too strong and
he had to obey the call.

One day he re ceived a shock from which he did not fully re cover for
many years. Thor grim Stor lee had seen fi nally stop ping at the pine tree
look ing in tently up into its branches. On his way home Thor grim met Anne
Lee on the lawn in front of her house. He asked her if she knew where Lars
was. No, she was not sure. He was prob a bly over in the woods. Did he of ten
go there? Yes, of late he quite of ten would slip away. “I be lieve you had
bet ter keep an eye on the boy. He is queer, to my no tion. You re mem ber
Aslak Slet ten who was sent to the in sane asy lum? Well, that’s the way it be- 
gan with him too.”

Sud denly Anne no ticed that Lars was stand ing right be hind Thor grim.
She could see that he had heard ev ery word. He turned quickly and ran into
the house. Af ter awhile she went up to the open door. Lars was ly ing on the
bed, with his face buried in the pil low. She stood Mill for a mo ment. Then
she hur ried over to the woods and re turned shortly with her arms full of
flow ers. Lars was sit ting on the doorstep play ing with a lamb. “Have you
been in the woods, mother?” he cried, sur prised.

“Yes, it is nice in the woods. When I was a lit tle girl, Hlalvor and Helga
and I used to spend hours there lis ten ing to the birds and pick ing flow ers.”
She sat down be side him and put her hand ten derly on his head, a thing she
had not done for a long time.

“Mother,” he said, “why don’t you tell me about Un cle Halvor? Why did
he leave so sud denly? If he is alive why does he not write? Is it true that—”

When he no ticed the sad ex pres sion in her face, he stopped all of a sud- 
den.
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“Some day I’ll tell you,” she said in a bro ken voice, got up and walked
into the house.
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5. A Sum mer In The Moun tain
Pas tures

THE DEATH OF HER HUS BAND, fol lowed by Thor grim’s threat to re new the
ru mor of her brother’s theft and his at tempt to get hold of her farm, gave
Anne many anx ious days and rest less nights.

But she dared not share the bur den of her soul with any one. She suf fered
in si lence.

It was there fore a wel come re lief to her when it was ar ranged that she
and Lars were to take the cat tle to the moun tain pas tures, the Gron lee
“sæter,” and re main with them there for three months.

Be fore she was mar ried she had spent sev eral sum mers in the moun tain
pas tures, and she knew that the great soli tude would be a balm to her soul.

Thor grim, too, was pleased with this ar range ment; it would give him
more time to per fect his plan to get pos ses sion of the Lee farm. Helga had
men tioned a cou ple of times that they ought to re build the house for Anne.
If Anne re mained at Stor lee, it was hard telling if she would keep quiet. It
was much bet ter that she did not see Helga for some time.

It was a busy morn ing at Stor lee when they were mak ing ready for the
trip to the “sæter.” Pro vi sions, bed cloth ing and uten sils had to be tied in
bun dles and placed on the backs of the horses.

When the cows had been let out of the sta ble, their col lars were turned
so that the bell rested on their necks.

They im me di ately un der stood that this meant a jour ney to the moun tain
pas tures, and they ex pressed their de light by lusty bel low ing and by fight- 
ing-each other. Lars and Olaf were busy keep ing them to gether in front of
the house.

When ev ery thing was ready, Thor grim and one of the hired men started
ahead with the two horses, each horse with a heavy load on its back. Anne
fol lowed, in com pany with Helga, and be gan to call to some of the cows by
name. They fell in be hind her and soon a long pro ces sion was formed. First
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the cows in or der of lead er ship won in fight ing, then the calves, the sheep
and lambs. Lars and Olaf closed the pro ces sion.

Fur ther down the slope the cat tle from other farms were driven up to the
Stor lee herd. There was much light ing and bel low ing by the cows, and
much bleat ing by the sheep and lambs as they were from time to time sep a- 
rated from each other.

Ev ery now and then some of the cows would break away from the pro- 
ces sion and make a wild run across the new-sown fields.

Helga Stor lee went with Anne Lee till they reached the bridge. With the
ex cep tion of some per func tory re marks they had walked in si lence.

“I hope you will have no ac ci dents this sum mer, Anne. Lars will be of
great help to you,” Helga fi nally re marked.

“Yes, Lars is a good boy. Do you know, he re minds me more and more
of my brother ev ery day…”

Anne stopped abruptly, re al iz ing too late her mis take. “You must come
and visit us,” she added weakly.

“I’ll never again set my foot on the Gron lee ‘sæter.’ Good bye, Anne.”
She turned sud denly away from Anne and re turned to Stor lee.

Hav ing crossed the bridge, the long pro ces sion wound its way up the slope
on the other side of the river.

A won der ful panorama of the parish and the moun tain ranges held Lars
spell bound for sev eral min utes. But Olaf told him that he had bet ter keep
his eyes on the calves that were all the time try ing to slip away from them.

When they reached the Gron lee “sæter,” the cows be gan to bel low as if
to an nounce: “Here we are again.”

The col lars were turned, and with clang ing and tin kling of bells the cows
be gan to graze on the lus cious grass on the wold.

While Thor grim and the hired man were tak ing the loads off the horses,
Anne went into the cabin. She soon came out again and asked Lars and Olaf
to shovel out the snow pile still ly ing on the earthen floor.

The boys had soon fin ished the job and in the mean time Anne had built a
roar ing fire in the cor ner of the cabin.

With a small round stone Anne ground the cof fee beans on a broad flat
stone which had served that pur pose many sea sons. As soon as the men and
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the boys smelled the odor of cof fee and fried ba con, they left their work and
went in with out wait ing to be called.

Thor grim was in good hu mor. He told sev eral sto ries and the hired man
laughed heartily. He knew that Thor grim fa vored peo ple who en joyed his
sto ries. Anne pre tended to be too busy to lis ten. She was not in the mood to
laugh at Thor grim. She knew that when he was most pleas ant, he was of ten
con tem plat ing the most heart less acts. Once she hap pened to look at Olaf.
He sat with his face turned away from his fa ther, dark and silent. Lars was
busy whit tling with his knife.

Later in the day Olaf and Lars climbed one of the near est knolls. Thor- 
grim saw them and called brusquely that they should come and help him
build a fence.

A stern ex pres sion swept Olaf’s face. He clenched his fist and cried:
“You wait till I am con firmed, and I will show the old horse trader that he
can’t treat me like a slave.”

Thor grim and the hired man re mained overnight. They slept in the barn.
Anne and the boys slept in the cabin.

Olaf was so tired that he went to sleep as soon as his head touched the
pil low. Lars was also so tired that he could hardly keep awake long enough
to say the first three pe ti tions in the Lord’s Prayer.

Anne, on the other hand, could not sleep. She lay there and lis tened to
the old, well-known sounds: the tin kling of the bells as the cows were
chew ing the cud, the roar of the wa ter fall, the moan ing in the tree-tops, and
the oc ca sional cry of a star tled bird in the woods. Many mem o ries from the
days when she was milk maid at Gron lee “sæter” passed be fore her soul’s
eye. Her brother Halvor, had been with her and it of ten hap pened that Helga
Stor lee found her way here. Then Halvor for got that he was a poor boy, and
Helga did not re mem ber that she was one of the rich est girls in the parish.
Anne felt sick at heart when she thought of the two as they played to gether:
Halvor, tall and slen der, with big, blue eyes and light curly hair, with a
hand some face, that quickly ra di ated joy, only to turn melan choly the next
mo ment; Helga, also tall and straight, with brown eyes, red cheeks, and a
mass of black hair, self-willed and coura geous.

What Halvor and Helga thought at that time she did not know, but Anne
had al ready then the pre sen ti ment that the fu ture had but lit tle hap pi ness in
store for the two. It was not ac cord ing to fate that they should walk to gether
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through the years—and yet, if two hu man be ings ever seemed to be cre ated
for each other, it was these two.

She was on the point of fall ing asleep, when she sud denly re mem bered
Thor grim’s threat, and in a mo ment she was wide awake. To think that
Halvor was ac cused of be ing a thief! No, she knew bet ter. She knew the real
rea son for Halvor’s sud den de par ture. Lars had of ten asked her about
Halvor, but she had al ways an swered that she would tell him later. The time
had come when he should know the tragic story.

God be thanked that she had Lars! How he re sem bled her brother! May
the good God save him from sor row. Fi nally Anne read the Lord’s Prayer
and fell asleep.
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6. The Tragic Story Of Halvor
And Ielga.

BOTH LARS AND OLAF were pre par ing for con fir ma tion that sum mer. Lars
some times went to Stor lee Fri day evening and re mained there overnight. Or
he walked from the “sæter” to the par son age Sat ur day morn ing and back
again dur ing the af ter noon.

The lessons caused him no trou ble. He had learned the Bible His tory and
the Ex pla na tion so well that he needed only to read the lessons through a
cou ple of times to mem o rize them. Hymns were eas ily learned, and the two
chap ters in the New Tes ta ment he read with in ter est.

Rev. Hjort spent most of his time with the con fir ma tion class in hav ing
the chil dren re cite their lessons. If they an swered the ques tions in the ex act
words of the book, he said: “That is cor rect.” As the books were writ ten in
Dan ish-Nor we gian, and the chil dren only spoke the di alect, it was dif fi cult
for them to an swer in their own words.

About sixty boys and girls were to be con firmed that year. Lars re al ized
the mean ing of con fir ma tion and was of ten filled with fear. The pietists, in
pri vate con ver sa tions and at their meet ings, spoke a good deal about con- 
ver sion and a new birth and a new heart. They were so dif fer ent from most
of the peo ple in the parish that he knew they had been rad i cally changed.
Some of them had been among the most god less peo ple. Now they had quit
drink ing, danc ing, fight ing and swear ing. Yes, they had re ceived a new
heart. But had he re ceived a new heart? No, he was afraid he had not. How
was he to re ceive it? He dared not ask even his own mother, and nei ther. his
teacher nor pas tor had said any thing that helped him.

He knew he had a heart of flesh in his breast. Did that heart have to be
ex changed for a new heart?

He be lieved in God but did not feel that he loved Him. God was a strict
judge who read our in ner most thoughts. Some times he thought he loved Je- 
sus, but as long as he did not have a new heart he did not love Him enough.
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He had prayed in his own words when his fa ther was sick. Oth er wise not.
He said his morn ing and evening prayers as a rule, but some times he even
for got that. He dreaded the day when he was go ing to kneel at the al tar in
the church and re new his bap tismal vow. But of course he had to do it. All
the grown-up peo ple in the parish had been con firmed ex cept two id iots.

Lars was quiet and shy and stayed much by him self. Olaf, on the other
hand, held his head high. With his bold bear ing, black curly hair, pale face
and sparkling eyes he won all hearts.

Lars was shocked by the fact that many of the boys in the con fir ma tion
class swore, played cards, chewed to bacco and used ob scene lan guage.
Some of the girls were also apt to swear when they be came an gry. Dur ing
re cess sev eral of the boys gath ered be hind the barn and played cards. They
wanted Olaf to join them. He would have liked to do so, but he never
played cards when Lars was present.

One day, as Olaf stood look ing at the boys play ing cards, Lars came
strolling by. Then one of the boys cried: “Come here you lit tle pietist and
we’ll teach you to play cards and chew to bacco.” Lars walked on as if he
had heard noth ing, but Olaf threw him self at the boy, and be gan to rain
blows on his head. Sud denly the min is ter ap peared and parted the bel liger- 
ents.

“What is up now?” asked the min is ter.
Olaf flushed. “He called Lars a pietist,” he cried.
“What do I see?” asked the min is ter, ap par ently not hear ing what Olaf

said. “Do you play cards, too?” He picked up the cards, put them in his
pocket and qui etly en tered his of fice.

It was a crowd of crest fallen and anx ious boys that en tered the class-
room that af ter noon. The guilty ex pected rep ri mand, and the in no cent a lot
of fun. Rev. Hjort con tin ued his ques tions as if noth ing had hap pened.

There was a girl over twenty years old in the class. She had so far failed
to qual ify for con fir ma tion.

This af ter noon the min is ter asked her the mean ing of the state ment that
Adam and Eve fell. The an swer was too much for her. The min is ter chanced
to look through the win dow for a mo ment. Olaf im proved the op por tu nity to
whis per to her. In a high, singing voice she cried: “They fell down upon the
earth.”

The min is ter seemed to have for got ten his own ques tion. He looked up
sur prised and then be gan to smile. The en tire class burst out laugh ing. The
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ten sion was over at once.
When the girl un der stood that Olaf had fooled her she turned around

quickly and caught him by the hair.
“You, you ras cal, you!” she hissed.
“Olaf, you are quite a the olo gian,” re marked the min is ter and smiled

once more.
When Lars re turned to the “sæter,” Anne un der stood that some thing had

hap pened to him, but she knew it would do no good to ask him what the
trou ble was.

The next day a driz zling rain fell from morn ing till night. When Lars re- 
turned home he was wet to the skin. There was a fire on the hearth, how- 
ever, so that his wet clothes could dry for the next day.

The fire was now al most out, only a few coals glowed in the ashes. The
thick fog out side made it dark in the cabin. As mother and son sat there,
gaz ing at the smoul der ing coals, Lars sud denly asked:

“Why do peo ple make fun of the pietists?”
Anne now sensed the rea son for his de pressed mood.
He then told her of the scene at the par son age, how one of the boys had

called him a lit tle pietist, and how the min is ter ap peared as Olaf at tacked
the boy.

“Olaf should not have done that. He meant well, but it is not ac cord ing
to the word of God. Did the min is ter say any thing?”

“No, he said noth ing.”
It was quiet again. Now and then was heard the tin kling of a cow-bell.

The sound of the wa ter fall rose and fell. Only one lit tle glow ing coal was
left among the ashes.

“Lars,” said the mother, "you must not mind that they call you a pietist.
It would be a great bless ing if ev ery one in the parish read the word of God.
Then life would soon be dif fer ent. It is ter ri ble to think that peo ple who are
bap tized and con firmed, and who even par take of the Lord’s Sup per, live
worse than hea then peo ple.

“But the worst of it is,” she con tin ued, “that the boys and even some of
the girls who are soon go ing to be con firmed are fol low ing in the foot steps
of their el ders. I am wor ried about Olaf. He is so like his mother. When she
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was a young girl she was fond of com pany, and it is hard telling what might
have hap pened to her had it not been for Halvor.”

“Was un cle Halvor a pietist too?” Lars asked.
Anne felt that the time had come when she had bet ter tell her son the

story of Halvor.
From the time they were small chil dren Halvor and Helga had been play- 

mates. Anne had joined them now and then, but grad u ally she felt in stinc- 
tively that they pre ferred to be alone.

At school Halvor was by far the best scholar among the boys, and Helga
among the girls. It was so also when they were pre par ing for con fir ma tion.

They were of ten teased by the other chil dren. Halvor said lit tle and
wanted to slip away, but Helga faced the crowd with flam ing eyes and an- 
gry words.

At the last meet ing be fore con fir ma tion the min is ter an nounced that
Helga was to be num ber one and thus mind at the head of the girls in
church. Ev ery body had ex pected this an nounce ment. There had been a good
deal of guess ing among the boys and girls as to which of the boys would be
num ber one. All agreed that Halvor was en ti tled to the po si tion, but as he
was poor, a boy by the name of Thor grim, son of one of the rich est farm ers
in the parish would un doubt edly be given first place. Thor grim was the
leader of the rough el e ment among the boys and sel dom knew his lessons,
but it had been the cus tom for gen er a tions that moral worth and ed u ca tional
qual i fi ca tions were not the de cid ing fac tors.

When the min is ter read Thor grim’s name first and Halvor’s sec ond,
Helga grew red in the face and clenched her fists. She was on the point of
protest ing, when a girl sit ting next to her whis pered to her: “Helga, don’t!”

That night Helga fell asleep, her face wet with tears.
Up to this time Helga’s fa ther had ap par ently hardly no ticed that his

daugh ter had been a con stant play mate of the Lee chil dren, but now he told
her that he did not want to see her in the com pany of a “ragged boy.”

But as Helga’s mother was in poor health and spent most of the time in
bed and as her fa ther was of ten away from home, Helga and Halvor were
much to gether. Sev eral times ev ery sum mer Helga came to the Gron lee
“sæter,” and then she and Halvor would stroll through the for est pick ing
flow ers, lis ten ing to the birds or climb ing the nearby moun tain peaks.

“But I knew all the time,” said Anne, “that this would not last very long.
Fate would have it oth er wise.”
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The teacher helped Halvor to at tend a sem i nary to be ed u cated as a
school teacher. Of ten Halvor would en close in his let ter to Anne a let ter for
Helga, and Anne’s let ters to him would con tain a let ter from Helga.

When Halvor had grad u ated from the sem i nary, this time at the head of
his class, he ac cepted a po si tion in a neigh bor ing parish, and the ex change
of let ters con tin ued the same way. Dur ing the sum mer va ca tion Halvor and
Helga met in se cret, but Helga’s fa ther kept her un der strict sur veil lance. He
had some one else in mind for Helga, namely Thor grim.

Helga protested against this cold-blooded ar range ment, and things were
not pleas ant at Stor lee. At the deathbed of her mother Helga had to prom ise
to marry Thor grim. The min is ter was present and he begged Helga to grant
her mother’s last re quest.

In due time the banns of Thor grim’s and Helga’s wed ding were an- 
nounced in church. Halvor was present at the ser vice when the an nounce- 
ment was made. He grew as pale as a ghost. The same af ter noon, with out
tast ing food, he went into the woods and did not re turn un til the next day.
When he came to Lee he was so changed that Jens and Anne hardly rec og- 
nized him. That evening he told them that he was go ing to start for Amer ica
the same night. He had enough money for the jour ney and showed it to
them. Dur ing the night Jens went with him to the boat land ing at the head of
the fjord. Halvor’s last words were that he never again would set his foot on
the soil of Nor way.

When Helga was told that Halvor had left and that the ru mor was abroad
that he had stolen money at the Flaten farm, she flew into such a rage that
she had to he kept in her room by force.

In the fall Helga was mar ried to Thor grim. There was a great wed ding,
and peo ple said they had never seen a more stately bride, but her face
seemed to be carved in stone.

It took Anne a long time to tell the story. Sev eral times she was so over- 
come with emo tion that she stopped and wiped away her tears. The story
was not en tirely new to Lars. Many a bro ken-off sen tence or a quick turn of
the con ver sa tion, when he had en tered a group of gos sipers, had given him
ma te rial to con struct an ex pla na tion of his un cle’s sud den de par ture.

In the dark ness of the cabin far up among the moun tains, the sim ple
peas ant woman and her boy felt the un der tow of the sor rows of life sweep
against their soul, while the sound of the wa ter fall rose and fell like the
rhythm of some mighty an cient tragedy.
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“You had bet ter go to bed, Lars,” Anne fi nally sug gested. She wanted to
tell him that he must pray for Halvor and for him self, but some how words
failed her. When she tried to pray that night, she did not know where to be- 
gin. All she could say was: “O God!”

A peace that passes un der stand ing fi nally flooded her soul, and she fell
asleep in the sweet as sur ance that an eye that does not slum ber nor sleep
would watch over all who were dear to her.
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7. The Girl From Amer ica.

WHEN LARS STEPPED OUT OF THE CABIN next morn ing a heavy fog en- 
veloped the whole land scape. He could barely see ob jects more than a cou- 
ple of feet ahead of him. Not a breath of air was astir. An old say ing mime
to his mind of fog be ing so thick that it could be cut with a knife.

Af ter the cows had been milked, a slight move ment in the air was per- 
cep ti ble and the fog had be gun to flow to ward the moun tains in a slow,
silent stream. Grad u ally u breeze sprang up and the stream of milky white- 
ness flowed faster and faster. A capri cious gust of wind sent the fog
whirling past him, rolled it into huge clouds which went scur ry ing above
the tree tops,’ open ing large vis tas of moun tain slopes and dis tant peaks.
Soon the wold and lower stretches of the pas tures lay there bathed in sun- 
shine while fleecy clouds clung round the high est moun tain tops.

To ward noon Lars heard some one call ing his name. He rec og nized the
voice at once. It was Olaf Stor lee who un ex pect edly had come to visit him.
As the wind had driven away the fog, so Olaf’s voice drove away from
Lars’ mind what ever de press ing thoughts re mained of the tragic story
which he had heard the pre vi ous evening.

In the af ter noon Anne took care of the cat tle while the boys went pick ing
berries on the slope on the other side of the river to ward the Nys tul “sæter.”

Sud denly Lars stopped and said: “Some body is singing in the clear ing.”
“Oh, it’s only the wind in the pines,” said Olaf and con tin ued pick ing

berries. “You al ways imag ine you hear so many strange sounds in the
woods. Say, I guess you are right, some body is singing! It’s prob a bly
Aslaug. Let’s go up and scare her.”

“No, it isn’t Aslaug,” re marked Lars, lis ten ing in tently. “Can you hear
what she sings?”

Olaf lis tened with a sur prised look on his face. “It’s a new melody, and a
mighty fine voice. Let’s climb up and see who it is.”

Stealth ily they moved up the steep slope. They stopped and lis tened. The
singing had ceased. Soon the singer be gan again. It was a girl’s voice,
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singing in a strong, clear tre ble some words the boys did not un der stand.
The glo ri ous voice rang through and among the pines and echoed from the
sur round ing cliffs.

The boys looked at each other, their eyes filled with won der.
“It must be a fairy,” whis pered Lars. “A hu man be ing can’t sing like

that.”
“Fairy, noth ing,” sput tered Olaf. “She is singing the Amer i can na tional

song. I heard the melody played last win ter by a fid dler who had been in
Amer ica.”

The song ended, fol lowed by ring ing laugh ter and a girl’s voice called
out: “Aslaug, what do you think of our na tional song?”

“Oh, it isn’t bad,” Aslaug ad mit ted; “but it can’t be com pared to our na- 
tional song, ‘Ja, vi elsker dette lan det’.”

“Well, let us sing that to gether then,” cried the other girl; “I know at
least the first verse. I guess that’s about all most of you know.”

The strange girl started the great na tional hymn with a fer vor that made
the boys lis ten in rapt won der. Aslaug had joined in the singing, but the
other girl’s voice rang out so loud and clear that Aslaug’s voice was merely
heard.

“I guess I am a pretty good Nor we gian, don’t you think so, Palaug?”
Olaf started to climb up higher.
“Where are you go ing?” whis pered Lars ex cit edly.
“I am go ing to talk with the girls,” said Olaf and kept on climb ing.

“Come on, my boy.”
“Are you crazy?” cried Lars and tried to pull him back. He stepped on a

stone, it loos ened and went rolling down the steep slope.
“Aslaug, it’s a bear, let us run!” came a fright ened cry from the clear ing.
“Fid dle sticks, there isn’t a bear within a hun dred miles.”
“It’s only we!” shouted Olaf.
“Who are we?” cried a teas ing voice.
“You’ll soon see,” said Olaf and came out in the open.
’There stood Aslaug, milk maid at the Nys tul “sæter,” and at her side

stood an other girl of about the same age, dressed like a girl from the city.
She was bare headed, light haired, and had a paler com plex ion than the girls
of the parish.

“You are a ras cal!” cried Aslaug. “You al most fright ened the life out of
Olga. She thought you were a bear.”
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Olaf was some what crest fallen and did not know just what to say. Olga
burst out laugh ing. Then Olaf also laughed.

“Lars,” he cried, “come here! You don’t need to be afraid. It is only a
cou ple of girls.”

But Lars did not an swer.
“Lars,” shouted Aslaug, “come here; we are not go ing to hurt you.”
No an swer from Lars.
“He is bash ful,” said Olaf. “He is fright ened by strange girls.”
He then turned to Olga. “Where do you come from?” he asked.
“I come from a place east of the sun and west of the moon. Do you know

where that is?”
“I think you must be a fairy,” said Olaf. “That’s what Lars thought, too.”
“You guessed right that time,” she an swered in Eng lish.
“What kind of gib ber ish are you talk ing?”
“She talks Eng lish,” Aslaug ex plained. “She is from Amer ica. It is Olga

Hau gen, my cousin. You had bet ter take off your hat, or she will think we
have no man ners here in Nor way.”

“Is she so par tic u lar as all that?” said Olaf, re moved his hat, and made a
wide sweep with it and bowed low. “They don’t bow like that in Amer ica,”
said Olga.

“Oh, you must come to Nor way to see good man ners,” an swered Olaf.
“Lars,” he cried once more, “come here. Here is a girl from Amer ica.”
No an swer.
“Poor kid, let him alone,” re marked the girl from Amer ica, again in Eng- 

lish.
“Just wait, we shall soon get ac quainted with Lars,” said Aslaug.
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8. The Land Of Leg ends.

WHEN OLAF REACHED the foot of the slope, Lars had al ready picked two
pails full of berries.

“Why didn’t you come and talk with the girls?” asked Olaf. “It was
Aslaug and a girl from Amer ica. She is the finest girl I have ever seen.”

“I can’t show my self be fore strange peo ple in these clothes,” said Lars,
and looked at his patched trousers and wooden shoes.

In vol un tar ily Olaf looked at his own fine clothes and shoes. It was not
the first time he re al ized that he and Lars did not be long to the same class.
He him self was the son of one of the wealth i est men in the parish. Lars was
the son of a poor widow. More than once Olaf had no ticed that the chil dren
of the rich had kept their dis tance or that the game qui eted down when Lars
ap peared, but never had it pained him as it did now.

“Oh, pshaw, no body ex pects that a—a—that you can wear your Sun day
clothes when you are herd ing cat tle!” Olaf said with as sumed brisk ness.

From his ear li est child hood Lars had sensed what it meant to be the son
of poor peo ple, but the beauty and mys tery of na ture had given him a world
of his own. He had known enough of Halvor’s and Helga’s story to know
that though poor chil dren and rich chil dren might play to gether when they
were small, their ways parted when they grew up. It was so or dained and it
had so to be.

On the way back to the cabin Olaf de scribed the girl from Amer ica. She
was dressed like the city girls and had light hair, which stood straight out in
all di rec tions. She laughed nearly all the time, and when she did not laugh,
she smiled.

“I bet you are in love with her,” said Lars and laughed.
“Say that again and you will get a lick ing,” threat ened Olaf.
“That is eas ier said than done,” said Lars and set the pail on the ground.
The next day Olaf wanted to take the cat tle in the di rec tion of the Nys tul

“sæter” but Lars ob jected. There as such poor graz ing in that di rec tion, he
said.
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“Oh, you are afraid that we shall meet the girl from Amer ica,” said Olaf.
There was a touch of mock ery in his voice.

Lars blushed. He knew it was true that he shrank from meet ing strange
peo ple the way he was dressed, but he also knew there was poor graz ing in
the di rec tion of the Nys tul “sæter.”

“Aslaug said they would soon meet you,” teased Olaf. “You had bet ter
look out, Lars.”

The next af ter noon the boys again went berry-pick ing. Lars had no ticed
that Aslaug had driven the cat tle on the other side of Nys tul “sæter”; there
was no dan ger of meet ing the girl from Amer ica to day.

While Lars picked berries Olaf lis tened in tently ev ery now and then, but
when he nei ther heard the bells of the cat tle from Nys tul nor the song of the
girls, he turned to Lars and said:

“I have a new vi o lin, but fa ther doesn’t know any thing about it. I have it
down at As mund Hel land’s place, and As mund is teach ing me some tunes.
Soon I’ll play as well as ‘Møl largut ten.’ Af ter I’m con firmed I shall play at
dances.”

“Aren’t you afraid your fa ther will find out about your vi o lin?” asked
Lars. He had heard about the time Thor grim had bro ken Olaf’s vi o lin.

“You just wait awhile and I shall lick the old man if he touches my vi o- 
lin.” Olaf clenched his fist and held it un der Lars’ nose. There was a bale ful
fire in his eyes.

“Are you crazy, Olaf? You must not talk about your fa ther like this,”
cried Lars, fright ened.

“Do you know that fa ther wants to scare your mother into sell ing him
the farm Lee”?

“What do you say?” Lars turned pale.
“One evening, when fa ther was drunk and mother was not at home, I

heard him tell Pe ter Flaten that he had threat ened your mother that if she
did not sell him the Lee farm, he would tell peo ple that your un cle Halvor
had stolen money at the Flaten farm be fore he left for Amer ica. He did not
know that I heard him.”

Now Lars un der stood why his mother had an swered so eva sively when
he had asked if they should not re build the house at Lee. Now he also un- 
der stood why she looked so sor row ful when she thought her self un ob- 
served.

“Have you men tioned this to your mother?” asked Lars af ter a while.
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“No, should fa ther learn that I had told it to mother, he would kill me.”
It was two very se ri ous look ing boys that re turned to the cabin.
“Have you seen ghosts?” asked Anne when she saw them.
“No,” Olaf an swered quickly, “we only killed a cou ple of bears.”
Then they all laughed. But from that day Lars had some thing new to

think about.

Next Sun day forenoon Lars climbed to the flat top of a cliff; the cat tle were
graz ing on the slope be low.

It had been dry weather for some time, but the night be fore there had
been a heavy rain. The river which had dwin dled down to a brook now
over flowed its banks and made a roar that could be heard for miles. Scores
of brooks came tum bling down the moun tain sides and looked like white
rib bons against the dark back ground. Au tumn was ap proach ing and the
young maples blazed like bon fires.

Lars lay on his back upon the soft moss gaz ing at a lonely hawk which
sailed on mo tion less wings in large cir cles in the sun shine way up in the air.

Sud denly he heard some thing rus tle among the stones. He guessed what
it was but pre tended that he heard noth ing. Sound of trip ping feet came
nearer and nearer. He felt a warm breath in his face. Two tiny feet were
placed on his chest. Lars kept his eyes closed and re mained mo tion less.
Then the feet were re moved and he re ceived a gen tle knock in the head.

He jumped up of a sud den, and a lamb scam pered away, turned around,
stamped its foot on the ground, then came over to him and wanted to be
stroked. When he sat down again, the lamb lay down in his lap.

“Hello, Lars; here is swell com pany for you.” He knew the voice. It was
Aslaug who very qui etly had come up be hind him. He turned his head.
There stood Aslaug, and at her side an other girl, laugh ing. She must be the
girl from Amer ica.

“Hello,” Lars an swered slowly. He put the lamb aside, arose and brushed
the moss off his clothes.

The girl from Amer ica went over to the lamb and held her hand out to it.
The lamb re treated, and then ran to ward her with head down. She had to
seek pro tec tion be hind Aslaug.
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“Have you taught your lamb to butt, too?” asked Aslaug and chased it
away.

They sat down on the moss.
“This is the most beau ti ful view I have ever seen,” said Olga as she

looked at the panorama of wooded slopes, tow er ing peaks, sil very lakes and
snow white brooks tum bling down the moun tain sides. “Now I un der stand
why the Nor we gians in Amer ica talk so much about the old coun try.”

Lars turned to ward her with shin ing eyes. Here was a girl who also was
queer. Per haps he was not crazy af ter all.

“Lars,” said Olga, struck by the new light in his eyes, “is it true that so
many queer things hap pened here in the moun tains in olden times?”

“Oh, it’s just fool ish talk; no body be lieves those sto ries any more,” he
par ried, grow ing red in the face.

Olga had touched a ten der spot in the boy’s life. From the time he had
been a tiny lad he had been in the grip of a pas sion for fairy tales and lo cal
leg ends. His mother was not much of a story teller and his fa ther had told
him mainly sto ries from the Bible, but an old crip ple who trav eled from
farm to farm, mak ing wooden shoes and whin ing pots and pans, had of ten
spent sev eral days at a time at Stor lee. In the evening he would sit near the
blaz ing hearth and tell one fairy tale af ter an other, and Lars and Olaf and
sev eral mem bers of the house hold would gather around him and lis ten in
open-mouthed won der and ad mi ra tion.

Some times Lars had been so scared that Helga had to go with him, till
they saw the light in the win dow at Lee.

He be lieved ev ery word of the old man’s tale, and he was sure that hills
and woods were peo pled with strange be ings, and the many lo cal leg ends
threw an at mos phere of ro man ti cism over many a moun tain.

Of late he had be gun to doubt these sto ries. His fa ther did not like to
have him spend such evenings at Stor lee, and the min is ter had re cently said
that those sto ries were all non sense and rem nants of pa gan ism.

“Well, even if these sto ries are not true, they are very in ter est ing,” sug- 
gested Olga. “Aslaug says that you can tell just splen didly. You tell me a
story, and I’ll tell you some thing about Amer ica.”

That worked. Lars started to point to a dis tant moun tain. Then he no ticed
the large patch on his knee. It looked ten times larger than ever be fore.

“I am just dy ing to hear it,” cried Olga, her face all smiles.
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“Nor we gians don’t die that way; they die only from old age,” re marked
Aslaug sagely.

When Olga turned to Aslaug, Lars placed his cap over the patch on his
knee.

He started to tell rather slowly, but when he no ticed how Olga swal- 
lowed ev ery word, he lost his self-con scious ness and for got the patch and
the wooden shoes. He had en tered that other world, and the girl from Amer- 
ica went with him.

It was the story of the Kivle maid ens. On the other side of the moun tain
to which he had pointed lies the Kivle val ley. One Sun day forenoon while
the good peo ple were as sem bled in the lit tle church and Hrr. Peder was just
be gin ning to preach, won der ful mu sic came float ing in through the open
win dows. It was some girls, herd ing their goats on the moun tain slopes,
who were blow ing on horns.

The peo ple were so gripped by the strange mu sic that they paid no at ten- 
tion to the preacher. One by one slipped out of the church, and be fore long
the min is ter found him self alone.

Then Hrr. Peder be came very in dig nant and strode out of church with re- 
sound ing steps. He called to the girls in a loud voice, telling them to stop
dis turb ing the holy ser vice, but they paid no heed to him. Then Hrr. Peder in
the name of God called for their pun ish ment. The peo ple were star tled by a
sud den crash of thun der from a cloud less sky and the mar velous mu sic died
away in such sad tones that the peo ple had never heard any thing so sad.
Girls and goats were turned into stone and re main that way till the present
time.

“Preach ers had power in those days,” re marked Aslaug, but Olga said
that it must be in ter est ing to live in a land of leg ends.

Lars pointed in an other di rec tion, and asked: "Can you see the fjord way
over by that moun tain? Near the up per end of the fjord is a large oak tree
which peo ple come long dis tances to see.

"Ev ery Christ mas eve the peo ple on the farm Tvedt carry down to the
tree some of the best food in the house, in or der to keep on good terms with
the trolls who live in the sur round ing hills and moun tains, and who come to
the tree to fetch the Christ mas fare.

"Many hun dred years ago there lived at Tvedt a rich fam ily. The daugh- 
ter, Helga, was the most beau ti ful girl in the whole parish. She had many
suit ors, but she said that she was too young to get mar ried.
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"One line sum mer night she was stand ing by the open win dow of her
room and looked at the fjord and the moun tains.

"Sud denly she heard mu sic com ing from the oak. She had never heard
any thing more beau ti ful. The mu sic grew louder and be fore she knew what
she was do ing she walked out of the house and to ward the tree. When she
came nearer, she saw a hand some young man stand ing by the tree. He was
play ing on a harp. He be gan to move away from the tree, and she fol lowed
him. She had to fol low him. He walked across the meadow, still play ing.
Helga fol lowed. The mu sic had be witched her. He walked across the moor
and through the woods to ward the moun tain. Helga did not stop, did not
turn back. She had for got ten ev ery thing but the mu sic.

"Helga’s fa ther woke up from a dis turbed sleep. He felt that some thing
was wrong, got up and dressed and walked out. Out side on the lawn he
stopped and looked and lis tened. Then he heard faint strains of mu sic. He
turned in the di rec tion of the mu sic and saw a man walk ing to ward the
moun tain, fol lowed by a woman. It was Helga. He knew what it meant,
picked up an axe, and started af ter them as fast as he could run. He cried
‘Helga’ with all his might, but she did not hear him. She fol lowed at the
heels of the strange man as if she were his shadow.

"The fa ther gained on them ev ery minute, and he was just on the point of
throw ing the axe over them, which would break the spell, when a door
opened in the moun tain side. The young man and Helga walked through the
open door. The door swung back with a bang. The fa ther stood face to face
with the dark moun tain.

"For a while he stood as if turned to stone. Then he marked with the axe
the place where they had dis ap peared. His first thought was of the min is ter.
If he could not help, then there was no help in the whole world for poor
Helga. He hur ried to the par son age as fast as his feet could carry him, woke
him up and told him of the ter ri ble fate that had be fallen his daugh ter. The
min is ter said that there was only one thing to do: Next Thurs day night they
must bring one of the church bells to the moun tain and ring it. That would
help.

"Friends and neigh bors of the fam ily helped the fa ther bring the church
bell to the moun tain the first Thurs day evening. A great crowd of peo ple
gath ered be fore the moun tain wall. The bell was hung up and they be gan to
ring it. It rang so it could be heard through the whole val ley, and the echo
came back from the dis tant moun tains.
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"The folks who had re mained at home heard the ring ing and it filled
them with a great awe. From in side the moun tain came strange sounds. The
trolls moaned and wailed. The bell sounded like a judg ment through the
moun tains.

“Sud denly a door sprang open and out stepped Helga Tvedt. Her face
was white as a sheet, on her head she had a beau ti ful bridal crown. She
looked nei ther to right nor left, but walked past the peo ple to ward her home.
They kept on ring ing the bell; for the spell would not be bro ken un til she
had en tered the house. Helga’s mother was stand ing in the door way to re- 
ceive her daugh ter. Just as she stretched forth her hands to grasp Helga, the
rope to which the bell was tied snapped, and the bell crashed into the stones
be low and broke in many pieces. Helga sud denly dis ap peared, but those
who stood near the moun tain heard a cry so full of de spair that it would
have moved a stone to tears.”

“Did she never get out of the moun tain?” cried Olga.
“Oh, I don’t think she ever went into the moun tain,” an swered Aslaug. “I

guess Lars is the only one who be lieves in such sto ries.”
Aslaug’s re mark struck Lars’ soul like a whip. He be came all at once

bash ful again, rose up hur riedly, and left the two girls with out a word.
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9. The Land Of Lin coln.

UN TIL HIS FA THER’S DEATH the life of Lars Lee had been like a de light ful
fairy tale. Some times a few shad ows had flit ted across the land scape of his
life, but most of the time the sun had smiled upon him from a cloud less sky.

Now omi nous clouds cov ered the hori zon and dark shad ows flung them- 
selves across his path.

The thoughts of eter nity awak ened by his fa ther’s death; the fear that
per haps he was “queer”; the at tempt to make his mother sell her home; the
con scious ness that he was poor and would al ways re main poor; the ap- 
proach ing con fir ma tion and his doubts about Whether he had a new heart;
the taunt thrown at him for telling sto ries about strange folks in the hills and
moun tains—these things filled him with fear and dis tress.

There was none to whom he could open his heart. When not in too much
of a hurry or too tired, he said his evening and morn ing prayers, but it never
oc curred to him that he might bring ev ery thing to God in prayer.

One day while he was look ing at the moun tains tow er ing to ward the blue
vault of the sky he again came un der the spell of their majesty and mys tery.
Sud denly a sen tence ran through his mind like an elec tric cur rent: “I will lift
up mine eyes unto the moun tains whence my help cometh.”

The moun tains were not mere huge piles of stone. They were not the
home of trolls. They were the tem ples of the liv ing God! God was not only
way up in heaven. He was also here on earth. And the thought that thrilled
the souls of men of God in days of old thrilled the soul of the boy that day
among the moun tains of Nor way.

He would never again tell fairy tales. No, not even to the girl from
Amer ica.

The very next day the girl from Amer ica found him on top of the cliff
where he had met her the first time.

“I was sent with a mes sage to your mother and when I heard the bells up
here I knew where I could find you. You have been try ing to keep away
from us, haven’t you?” She looked at him rogu ishly.
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A flush of crim son leapt into his face and he fum bled ner vously with his
cap. He was so sur prised that he did not know what to say.

“I want you to tell me the fairy tale, ‘East of the Sun and West of the
Moon’!” she said and sat down.

“You have not told me about Amer ica yet?” he par ried.
“All right, sit down and I will tell you about Amer ica’s great est man,

Abra ham Lin coln; I read his bi og ra phy just be fore I left home. Sit down,
Lars; you are not afraid of me, are you?” she teased.

Lars sat down on a stone, but turned half away from her so she should
not no tice the patches on his trousers.

Olga told with grow ing en thu si asm the story about the boy who was
born in a mis er able cabin way out in the wilder ness, the death of his mother
and her fu neral on a lonely hill in the woods, his hunger for books, his ha- 
tred of slav ery, his elec tion to the pres i dency, the ter ri ble civil war, the lib- 
er a tion of mil lions of slaves, his kind ness and mercy, and his death and the
sor row into which the na tion had been plunged.

And as the strange but not al to gether new story was un folded to the poor
peas ant boy, he felt that the boy in the wilder ness had also been a lonely
lad. He knew that he, too, had patched clothes. Per haps he too had loved
flow ers and birds and had lis tened to the sad song of the wind in the for est.
And the heart of the lit tle Nor we gian boy went out in a wave of sym pa thy
to the great and sad heart of Abra ham Lin coln. Then and there Lars Lee be- 
came an Amer i can, and the call of the land of Lin coln came to him with
com pelling power.

“Now you tell me the fairy tale,” she coaxed and laid her hand on his
arm.

Just then they heard Anne call ing. Lars jumped up and said, “Oh, I must
bring the cat tle home.”

When Olga left him down by the cabin she shook her fin ger at him and
said gravely: “Next time I see you, you will have to tell me the story.”

A cou ple of days af ter wards when Lars saw Olga com ing across the
moor, he slipped away from the cabin and hid in the woods. Olga asked
Anne where Lars was.

“I guess he ran away,” said Anne smil ing. “He is so bash ful in the pres- 
ence of strangers.”

There was one per son who was not bash ful. The next day Olaf Stor lee
came to Gron lee. He said he had been call ing on the girl from Amer ica and
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was to tell Lars that she did not care a bit for his old sto ries.
Some how Olaf did not en joy his visit this time. A chasm had opened be- 

tween him and Lars, and, try as he might, he could not bridge it.
The time for leav ing the moun tain pas tures was draw ing near. The days

had been grow ing shorter and the nights longer. The young maples which
had blazed like bon fires among the dark pines be gan to shed their leaves.
The groves of older maples and oaks looked like waves of gor geous col ors.
The berries of the moun tain ash shone like blotches of blood. Birds gath- 
ered in great flocks and flew away, and the for est grew mys te ri ously silent.
One morn ing the moun tain tops were white with snow.

Be fore they left Gron lee, Thor grim had told Anne that she and Lars had
bet ter stay at Stor lee next win ter. They could at tend to the sale of the farm
later on, he added.
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10. The Queer Stranger.

ONE DAY Thor grim was re turn ing home from a trip to an other parish. He
had a new horse. He was in bad hu mor, and this time had ev i dently got the
worst of the deal. As he sat there in the buggy, mut ter ing to him self, in ter- 
spers ing his speech with one oath af ter an other, he saw a man walk ing
along the road car ry ing a knap sack on his back. As he was not dressed like
the men of the parish, Thor grim’s in ter est was aroused at once. He let the
horse feel the whip, and soon caught up with the stranger, who turned
around and greeted him cour te ously. The man was tall and pow er ful and
had a kind face.

“Are you a stranger here?” asked Thor grim, stop ping the horse.
“Yes, I am a stranger. I am on my way to my own coun try.”
“What? Where are you bound for? Are you not a Nor we gian? You speak

Nor we gian.”
“I am on my way to heaven. That I hope you are also, my friend.”
“Are you crazy, talk ing like that?”
“No, I am not crazy any longer, but was so for many years.”
Thor grim was just about to let the reins fall out of his hands, and ut tered

a coarse oath.
“I hear that you also are crazy,” said the man. “I had it the same way.”
“Do you say I am crazy? You had bet ter look out. Per haps you don’t

know there isn’t a man in the parish I can’t whip?”
“No, you are not a strong man; you are weak. You are not even your own

mas ter. You are a slave. You just men tioned your mas ter. You asked him to
take you. You don’t need to ask him; he has you al ready.”

“Hasn’t a grown-up man the right to swear? I know what sort of a man
you are. You are a pietist. I pre sume you have come here to con vert us. You
think we are hea then, don’t you?”

This was fol lowed by a vol ley of oaths.
The man came nearer. There was a sin gu lar light in his eyes. He no

longer smiled. Thor grim be came fright ened. This man had per haps not only
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been crazy. He was crazy.
“Yes, I un der stand from the way you talk what kind of Chris tian ity you

have in this parish. It is true, I am a pietist, but I have not been one very
long. There was a time when I was the great est fighter in my parish. But
strong as I was, I was a slave of the devil, just like you and many oth ers in
this lo cal ity. I took the name of God in vain, and I had the devil’s name on
my tongue early and late. And the devil was in my heart. But then I was
con quered by one who was stronger still—Je sus. He is now my mas ter, but
at the same time I am a free man.”

“If you aren’t crazy you ought to be crazy,” said Thor grim. He jerked the
reins and wanted to drive on.

The stranger stretched forth his hand to lay it on Thor grim’s shoul der.
Thor grim be came fright ened and struck at him with the whip and would
have hit him in the face, had not the stranger quickly wrested it out of his
hand.

“I don’t think you need any whip, ei ther for me or the horse,” said the
stranger, smil ing. With that he threw the whip into the woods.

Thor grim was so be wil dered that he re mained sit ting in the buggy, star- 
ing at the queer stranger, who, step ping back from the buggy said:

“To mor row evening there will be a meet ing at Hau gen. I have some thing
to say that I be lieve will be of par tic u lar in ter est to you and Peder Flaten.”

Thor grim struck the horse with the reins and drove off at a gal lop. Of
course, the man was crazy!

The stranger fol lowed him slowly. When he reached the neigh bor hood
of Stor lee, he turned into a path that led to Lee.

Nei ther hu man be ings nor an i mals were to be seen on the lit tle farm. The
stranger first went to the place where the house had stood. Then down to the
barn and the sta ble. Then to the lit tle plots of grain. At last he went over to a
stone in the mid dle of the yard and sat down, look ing at the parish down be- 
low.

He hears voices. A woman and a young boy are com ing. This must be
Anne and Lars, he thinks. They see him and walk slower. This must be
some one whom Thor grim has sent here to ar range the sale, thought Anne.
The man looked like a city man. Tears came into her eyes.

“Mother, are you sick?” asked Lars anx iously. Of late he had of ten no- 
ticed that she cried.

“Oh, no,” she said hur riedly. “Do you know that man over there?”
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Lars had never seen him be fore.
The man arose and came to meet them.
He smiled and held out his hand to Anne, say ing: “This is Anne Lee, is it

not?”
Anne was greatly sur prised but took his hand and replied that she was.
“And this is Lars?.” He put his hand on the boy’s head. Lars did not an- 

swer, but Anne said: “Yes, it is Lars. And who is the stranger, if I may ask?”
“Well, I am a stranger to you, but you are not strangers to me. I have in a

way known you for many years.”
“Is that so?” Anne looked at him with more sur prise than ever.
“I was well ac quainted with your hus band,” said the man to Anne, “and I

also knew your brother, Halvor, well.”
He looked at Lars. “You are very much like him, my son.”
“Do you know if he is liv ing?” Lars asked ex cit edly.
“You may well ask. I don’t know.”
The man be came se ri ous at once. He be gan look ing over the lit tle farm.
“And now my friend, Jens Lee, is with God. I owe those two men my

life,” he said, and looked at Anne.
“You are not Even Berge, are you?” asked Anne.
“Yes, I am Even Berge,” he replied.
“Jens spoke of you so of ten. The day he died I heard him men tion ing

you in his prayer.”
“Jens, Jens, it was just like you.”
He looked down at the church yard. “Per haps we could sit down here a

while and talk.” He sat down and Anne and Lars did like wise.
The stranger sat look ing at Lars. He be gan smil ing again. “So this is

Lars,” he said.
“Yes, this is Lars,” said Lars and laughed.
The man laughed, too. “You are a fine lit tle fel low, Lars.”
Then Even Berge be gan ask ing Anne about the avalanche, about Jens’

last days, about Rev erend Hjort and Thor grim and Helga.
Anne an swered briefly.
“But why don’t you re build the house?” he asked.
Lars looked quickly at his mother, then turned his face away. This did

not es cape Even Berge’s at ten tion.
Anne turned pale and looked down. She be gan to pull at her apron.
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“I pre sume you would pre fer to live on this farm that you and Jens have
cleared so nicely?” he asked.

Anne be gan to weep.
When Lars heard his mother weep ing, he turned quickly and said to the

stranger: “Mother doesn’t dare to tell. She is afraid of Thor grim Stor lee.”
“Lars, Lars, what are you say ing?” cried Anne and caught his arm. “Has

Thor grim said any thing to you?”
“No, but I know it any how.” Lars spoke as a grown-up man.
“Anne,” said Even Berge, “I am be gin ning to un der stand. I be lieve that

per haps it is best that Lars tells all he knows. You can rely on me. Per haps I
can help you. I be lieve God has sent me here, just to help you.”

Lars re lated what Olaf had told him, with out men tion ing Olaf’s name.
As the boy pro ceeded, Even Berge’s face grew darker. Sud denly he

laughed and said: “Don’t worry, we shall catch those foxes.”
He rose. Lars thought he had never seen such a fine man.
“Now, don’t let this cause you any loss of sleep, Anne. Don’t let Thor- 

grim trick you into strik ing a bar gain be fore I have a chance to talk to you
again, and to him!”

“Thank God!” cried Anne, “per haps He will an swer my prayer, and to
think that I be lieved that I had no right to ask Him for earthly things.”

“Well, you are not the only one who has had such thoughts. Don’t you
re mem ber that Je sus has taught us to pray: ‘Give us this day our daily
bread,’ and what He said about the spar rows and the lilies? Wid ows and fa- 
ther less chil dren have re ceived a sep a rate prom ise. Oh, Anne, how small we
make our God with all our un be lief!”

Then he told them about the meet ing to be held at Hau gen the next
evening. He asked them to tell Helga and the ser vants at Stor lee about it.
“Thor grim knows about it al ready,” he added, smil ing. “I guess he will
come, too. Now I am go ing to call on Peder Flaten, and ex tend him an in vi- 
ta tion.”

Even be fore the death of his fa ther Peder Flaten had been en gaged in the
lum ber busi ness. Things went well to be gin with, but then he turned to
drink and soon lost what he had earned and more. Af ter his fa ther’s death
he in her ited the en tire es tate, but he soon lost ev ery thing and had to move
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with his fam ily to a small farm nearby. It was to this place Even Berge
went.

Thor grim Stor lee asked for Anne as soon as he got home. When he
learned that she and Lars had taken the path to Lee, he fol lowed them at
once. To his con ster na tion he dis cov ered them speak ing to the stranger. He
with drew quickly and gave his feel ings vent with all the oaths at his com- 
mand, which were many. He hur ried back to Stor lee as fast as his legs
would carry him and drove away as if all the imps of dark ness were chas ing
him. When he ar rived at the Flaten home, the wife and chil dren were un gra- 
ciously asked by Thor grim to go out. He had to talk with Peder alone.

When Even Berge knocked at the door, it was opened by Thor grim.
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11. The Day Of Reck on ing.

“WHAT DO YOU WANT?” Thor grim cried, but Even, with a de ter mined look
in his eyes, pushed him aside and en tered. Thor grim sank down on a chair.
Peder rose and shouted: “May I ask what all this means?”

“Sit down, Peder Flaten, and we three will have a lit tle talk to gether.”
Peder re mained stand ing, look ing at the stranger. “Sit down, please,” said
Even Berge and of fered him a chair. Then he sat down him self and Peder
Flaten fol lowed his ex am ple.

“Let us get to the bot tom of this at once,” said Even, look ing them firmly
in the eyes. “I un der stand that you two have spread the ru mor that Halvor
Lee stole money from old Flaten that evening when he left the parish.
Halvor Lee was not any where near Flaten that night. Some one else was the
thief.”

“Do you mean to say that I stole the money?” cried Thor grim fu ri ously,
ris ing from his chair. He clenched his fists and made a lunge at the stranger.
Even Berge shook his head.

“Well, then you be lieve I am the thief!” cried Peder.
“I have not said as yet who is the thief. The thief him self knows who he

is. I have only said that Halvor Lee did not steal the money. And now we
shall soon find out who was the thief. Will you, Peder Flaten, ex plain from
what source you re ceived the money that you paid over to a mer chant in
Skien a few days af ter Halvor left? Per haps you don’t re mem ber that I was
in the of fice that day, and that you told the mer chant you had re ceived the
money from your fa ther?”

“Oh, God help me,” cried Peder and buried his face in his hands.
Then Thor grim gained his feet and be gan shak ing Peder by the shoul- 

ders. “And you who told me that Halvor Lee had stolen the money!” he
fairly screamed.

Then Peder sprang up, clench ing his fist in Thor grim’s face, and cried:
“It was you, Thor grim, who said I was to put the blame on Halvor. Dare
you deny it?”
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Mr. Berge took them by the shoul ders and said qui etly: “Sit down both
of you.” They sank down un der the weight of his pow er ful grip.

“Now I think we shall soon get to the heart of the mat ter. Peder Flaten,
now I ask you on your honor and con science: Was it you who stole the
money when the mer chant threat ened to sue you? An swer me now!”

Peder tried to twist out of the grip that held him as a vise.
His head sank down on his breast. “Yes, I did it.” He spoke so low that

Thor grim did not hear it.
“What does he say?” cried Thor grim.
“Look me in the eyes, and an swer me,” said Even Berge. “Did you steal

the money?”
Slowly Peder raised his head. “Yes,” he said.
Even Berge turned to Thor grim.
“Yet an other ques tion. Was it not you who pre vailed upon Peder to

spread the ru mor that Halvor Lee had stolen the money, and did you not
help him spread it?”

Thor grim sat look ing at him, his mouth open and his face white with ter- 
ror. He fi nally blurted out: “What do you care?”

“I care a great deal,” said Even Berge. “When you stain a good man’s
rep u ta tion and cause his near est kin sor row and hu mil i a tion, that man must
be a wretch in deed who can right the wrong and does not do so. Fur ther- 
more, Jens and Halvor were my two best friends. They were the two men
who saved me phys i cally and spir i tu ally. I can thank them for ev ery thing I
am to day. They were Chris tian men and I shall try to act as a Chris tian in
this case, and I shall help you two to act like men. I only ask one thing of
you, that you be present at the meet ing at Hau gen to mor row evening. I give
you my word of honor that I shall not be tray you. If you are not present at
the meet ing, you shall soon find out that there are laws in Nor way.”
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12. A Strange Meet ing.

THE NEXT EVENING one of the largest crowds that had ever at tended a re li- 
gious meet ing in the parish as sem bled at the Hau gen farm.

The fact that Even Berge, a for mer pugilist, was go ing to speak had at- 
tracted many peo ple who oth er wise did not at tend such gath er ings. It was of
course out of the ques tion to find room for such a crowd in the house at
Hau gen. Chairs and benches were placed in a semi-cir cle on the lawn in
front of the house. Most of the peo ple had to stand.

In the front row sat Helga Stor lee. Next to her sat Anne Lee and Lars.
Af ter a while Even Berge stepped out of the house and faced the au di- 

ence. Sel dom had the peo ple seen a more ath letic-look ing man. There was
noth ing about him to sug gest the or di nary pietist.

With an en gag ing smile on his hand some face and with a twin kle in his
big blue eyes he said: “I know you folks have fine voices. Now join me
heartily in singing this hymn that you all know by heart.”

In a res o nant voice he started to sing. At first he sang alone. Then a few
timid voices took up the melody. Then a few more. Most of them re mained
silent.

“You can do bet ter than that;” he al most laughed say ing it. “Let us start
over again. You are not afraid to sing, are you?”

This time there rose such a vol ume of song from the au di ence that the
like had never been heard be fore.

Af ter a short prayer by the “Amer i can,” An ders Hau gen, who with his
daugh ter, Olga, was vis it ing his old home, Even Berge stood a while as if
look ing for some one. He smiled and be gan speak ing in a voice that car ried
way be yond the crowd, to a group of young men down by the barn.

“I have felt the urge for a long time to visit this parish,” he be gan; "the
rea son for it you will soon see.

"I was born and bred in the parish of T. Of my youth much might be
said, but it would re dound lit tle to my honor. It was a life in sin. I was a
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prodi gal son and lived the life of the prodi gal son. Wher ever there was
think ing, danc ing and fight ing I was present.

"As a boy I learned to play the vi o lin, and as I grew up I played at
dances all over the parish and even be yond its bor ders. There were a few
‘read ers,’ as we called them. The name was a term of re proach. In re al ity it
is a term of honor, for they were about the only ones who read the Bible and
re li gious books. They were the most quiet, un ob tru sive, and gen er ous peo- 
ple in the whole parish, but as their clean and God-fear ing lives were a tes ti- 
mony against us, they were made tar gets of de ri sion. I was the leader
among those who made fun of them.

"Then there came to us a man from this parish. He was a meek, mod est
man, kind hearted and help ful, but the tact that he as so ci ated with the
pietists marked him as an ob ject of our ridicule. We worked to gether do ing
un til work, and that gave me an op por tu nity to tor ment him. A lit tle later
there came an other man, also from this parish. He was a school teacher.
When we heard that he cau tioned the chil dren against sin and vice, we
knew that he was strik ing at us. We looked upon him as a hyp ocrite and
treated him ac cord ingly.

“The first man was Jens Aasen, the other man was Halvor Lee.”
The speaker hap pened to look at a stately woman sit ting in front of him.

When he men tioned Halvor Lee she gave a start. Then her face turned
deathly pale and looked like a statue carved in stone.

“Once I had played at a wed ding,” he con tin ued, "on the other side of
the river. It had rained dur ing the night and the river had risen far above its
banks. I was drunk, and it was sheer mad ness to try to cross the river in a
crude row boat, but a drunken man is a wit less man. I got along fairly well
for a while, but when I en tered the main cur rent it was too much for me.
The boat shot straight to wards the roar ing cataract be low. Ter ror seized me,
and I be came sober at once. If I could not im me di ately get out of the cur rent
I was lost. I could see the smoke from the wa ter fall and hear its deaf en ing
thun der. While I was throw ing my weight on the oars and row ing with the
strength of de spair, one oar slipped out of my hand and the boat spun
around on the an gry flood. My past life with all its sin and shame flashed
be fore me like a swift-mov ing panorama. In a few sec onds I would be
hurled into ev er last ing perdi tion.

"Then I caught sight of the al most sub merged is land on the very edge of
the cataract. I had of ten been there. I tried to steer the boat to ward the is- 
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land, and next mo ment it struck a rock; I leaped out and the boat was hurled
into the aw ful abyss be low. I fell in a heap on the edge of the is land.

“When I fi nally rose up I no ticed a boat com ing down the river. Two
men were in it. The cur rent on that side was not so strong. When they came
into the main stream the boat turned. At first I thought they were go ing back
again, but un der per fect con trol they let it glide to ward the is land. They
were try ing to save me. I knew that it meant prac ti cally cer tain death to the
two men. It was Jens and Halvor! I cried at the top of my voice: ‘Row back,
row back!’ But my voice was swal lowed by the thun der of the cataract.
Then for the first time since I was con firmed I knelt. I prayed God to save
them. They must not, they must not throw their lives away for such a
wretch as I. The boat had now al most reached the is land. They put their feet
against the bot tom of the boat and pulled at the oars till they were white in
the face. The stern of the boat grated against the rock and was on the point
of plung ing into the yawn ing abyss, when I jumped into the boat. Inch by
inch they forced their way against the cur rent. Fi nally they swung to the left
into al most smooth wa ter. A group of men rushed to ward us and dragged
the boat on dry land.”

Even Berge stopped and drew a long breath. He had once more lived
through those ter ri ble mo ments.

Again Even Berge spoke: “It was then that Jens overex erted him self so
that he never again was a strong man. When struck by the avalanche he had
not the strength to with stand the shock. Un der his and Halvor’s guid ance I
found peace with God. Now when I come here to thank them, they are not
here. But prob a bly I can do some thing in re turn for those who were dear to
them. But be fore I go on, per haps An ders Hau gen and his daugh ter will sing
a hymn.”

Sweet as the song of a lark in the sky came the song from Olga Hau gen’s
lips, joined by the deep bass of her fa ther:

“Rock of ages, cleft for me
Let me hide my self in thee.”

Then for the first time in many years Helga Stor lee wept.
A deep hush had fallen upon the au di ence. Strong men wiped their eyes

and many women wept au di bly.
Then in a clear and thrilling voice Even Berge again spoke.
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"I un der stand that af ter the de par ture of my friend, Halvor Lee, a ru mor
was spread to the ef fect that he had stolen money from Flaten’s. That ru mor
was false. I know it. I can prove it. There will be a chance to clear my
friend’s name, now and here.

“Be fore I leave this parish there is an other thing I want to do. The house
at Lee has not been re built. Thor grim Stor lee has been gen er ous enough to
take care of the farm. Are some of you men will ing to help me re build the
house?”

Some one cried: “I will do that my self and alone.”
It was Thor grim Stor lee who had spo ken.
Even Berge smiled. Then he went through the star tled crowd and

stepped in front of Thor grim. He put his hands on his shoul ders and said,
“Thank you, Thor grim! That was fine!”

Then he turned to Peder Flaten and spoke to him in a low voice. To- 
gether the two walked up in front of the au di ence. “Peder Flaten has some- 
thing to say,” Berge an nounced.

Peder stood there with down cast eyes. He mum bled some thing, but no
one heard what he said.

Then Even Berge raised his voice so it could be heard in the re motest
edge of the crowd. There was a tone of tri umph in it.

“Peder Flaten says that the ru mor was false.”
Helga Stor lee jumped to her feet, then sank down again. Anne Lee

buried her face in her apron, but the face of a boy by her side shone as a
face trans fig ured.

Slowly the crowd dis persed.
When Lars was start ing for home, he came face to face with Olga Hau- 

gen.
“Lars, oh, Lars!” she cried ex cit edly. “I did not mean a thing with the

greet ing I sent you. I am very sorry. Please for give me.”
Lars did not see her out stretched hand. He did not know what to say.

When Olaf Stor lee stepped up to them, Lars turned abruptly away and
started for home.

But when he walked through the woods in the gath er ing twi light, the trees
were whis per ing pleas ant words to each other and when he stood in front of
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the house at Stor lee and looked up into the star-strewn sky, he heard the
stars sing to gether as they so of ten had done be fore the great sor row had
swept his soul.

Thor grim Stor lee kept his prom ise to re build the house at Lee. He pre tended
that he was do ing it cheer fully, but in his heart he cursed the bungling man- 
ner in which he had tried to get pos ses sion of the farm.

Shortly af ter Anne and Lars had moved to Lee, Thor grim came home
from one of his fre quent trips to sur round ing parishes. When Helga and
Olaf saw him com ing and no ticed that he was drunk, they slipped out of the
house with out his see ing them.

On his way home Thor grim had worked him self into a rage at the trick
that Even Berge had played on him. He did not dare to face Mr. Berge, but
it was dif fer ent with Anne Lee. He blamed her for hav ing in formed
Mr. Berge about his at tempt to ob tain her farm. She should at least get a
piece of his mind.

Not find ing any body in the house at Stor lee he started for Lee at once.
He found Anne and Lars down by the barn. They no ticed that he was in- 

tox i cated and knew that he came on no pleas ant er rand.
Wav ing his arms and shak ing his fist at Anne, Thor grim shouted: “I

know who told that ras cal and hyp ocrite Berge about my of fer to you to buy
your mis er able lit tle farm. Now you are go ing to pay for your gos sip!”

Anne was go ing to protest her in no cence when she thought of the dan ger
of be tray ing Lars. She stepped back. Thor grim fol lowed her, shak ing his fist
in her face.

Sud denly Lars stepped boldly in front of him and cried in a shrill voice:
“Don’t you touch my mother! She never spoke a word about it ei ther to

Berge or to me.”
“Who did tell him then?” Thor grim screamed.
“You will never find out from me,” Lars an swered and held his ground.
“I’ll tell you!” cried a voice right be hind Thor grim. They had been so

ex cited that they had not no ticed Olaf Stor lee. When Thor grim wheeled
around he saw Olaf stand ing there with flash ing eyes.

“How did you find out?” Thor grim shouted and called his son a vile
name.
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“I heard you and Peder Flaten talk about it when you were both drunk.”
Thor grim made a lunge for the boy, but Olaf stepped quickly aside and

ran be hind the house. Thor grim ran af ter him, but it is not easy for a
drunken man to catch a nim ble footed boy. Olaf ran around the house, Thor- 
grim af ter him, bel low ing like an an gry ox, and call ing on the devil to bite
and flay and burn his son.

Sud denly the fa ther stum bled against a stone and pitched head long to the
ground. He rolled on his back, paw ing with his hands and kick ing with his
feet.

While Thor grim was still ly ing on the ground Helga Stor lee sud denly
ap peared on the scene. She seemed to have risen from the ground. She
turned to Anne and asked what it all meant. Anne be gan to cry, but Olaf
stepped up to his mother and was on the point of speak ing, when he threw
him self on the ground, cry ing bit terly.

Thor grim had fi nally suc ceeded in sit ting up. When he saw Helga, his
rage sud denly left him. He man aged to stand on his feet, brushed his clothes
and be gan to laugh.

“I guess I am too old to run foot races with lit tle ras cals,” he re marked,
still laugh ing.

Helga went over to Olaf and raised him up. To gether they went home.
But that day there was started a fire of ha tred in Olaf’s soul that was to burn
for many years.
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13. Con fir ma tion.

A FEW DAYS AF TER THOR GRIM’S VISIT to Lee, Even Berge called on Anne
and Lars.

It was a warm day late in au tumn and Lars had let out the cow and the
sheep to graze on the new growth of grass be hind the barn.

There Even Berge found him read ing his Ex pla na tion of Luther’s Cat e- 
chism. Next Sun day was con fir ma tion day. Lars knew by heart his Ex pla na- 
tion, his Bible His tory, and a large num ber of hymns. He was not a bit wor- 
ried about the ques tions the min is ters might ask him. But there was some- 
thing that did worry him and that filled his heart with doubt and fear, and
some times with un speak able ter ror.

The other day he had met one of the strictest and gloomi est of the “read- 
ers.”

“Lars,” he had said in sepul chral tones, “you are go ing to be con firmed
next Sun day. Don’t go up to the al tar and tell a lie. If you do not know that
you have been born again, do not take God’s holy name on your lips.”

That was the very thing that had trou bled the boy. He had searched his
heart for proof that he was born again. Of course he had been re gen er ated in
the Sacra ment of Bap tism, but had he not of ten for got ten to say his prayers?
Had he not doubted whether a soul could burn for ever in a real fire in hell?
Had he not re peated in his heart some of the oaths he had heard? No, he was
no longer in the bap tismal grace. He must be born again. But how?

To day he had again read with hun gry heart the ques tions and an swers in
the third ar ti cle about jus ti fi ca tion, re gen er a tion and sanc ti fi ca tion. He knew
the ques tions and an swers by heart. Some times he thought he un der stood
the dif fer ent steps that must be taken, but then again they got all mixed up.
How wise the au thor of the Ex pla na tion must have been to know all about
jus ti fi ca tion, re gen er a tion and sanc ti fi ca tion! To know where one step in the
way of sal va tion be gan and ended and where the next step be gan and
ended!
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The whole thing seemed at times so ut terly hope less that he gave up in
de spair. But the next mo ment he again tried to find out if he had en tered
upon the way of sal va tion.

And next Sun day he was to go up to the al tar and say in the pres ence of
a crowded church that he be lieved in God and that he would for ever re- 
nounce the devil and all his works!

How could he do it? Would it be at all im prob a ble that the light ning
from God’s judg ment seat would strike him dead and hurl his soul to hell?

As far as he knew, the other boys and girls to be con firmed had no such
fears. They looked for ward to con fir ma tion as a door that would swing open
and let them rush into worldly plea sures with wide eyes and ea ger feet. Olaf
Stor lee had of ten said that as soon as he was con firmed he would play at
dances and get drunk. If the old man ob jected, he would run away from
home. And when he was older he would re turn and give the bully ten fold
again for all the lick ings he had re ceived.

When Lars com pared him self with some of the oth ers who were go ing to
be con firmed, he knew that he was much bet ter than they. This gave him
sat is fac tion un til the thought came to him that such a com par i son must be
in spired by none other than the devil. No, he was not born again. Next Sun- 
day he would stand in the pres ence of the holy God with a lie in his heart
and blas phemy on his lips.

Such were the thoughts which tor tured his soul at the mo ment Even
Berge found him.

When Mr. Berge saw the Ex pla na tion in his hand, he re marked: “I un- 
der stand you are go ing to be con firmed next Sun day. Your teacher tells me
that you are well pre pared. Of course it is not enough to know your books;
the main thing is that you re ally be lieve in God and love God.”

How Lars wished that he might open his heart to this friend of his fa ther!
“Is there any thing spe cial that both ers you, my boy?” The kind man sat

down be side him and put his hand on the boy’s hand.
“I don’t un der stand this page,” said Lars and gave him the book.
Even took the book and read the ques tions and an swers. He looked up

and smiled.
“No body un der stands this,” he said. “Thank God that we do not have to

un der stand it. This is what they call the ol ogy, or dog mat ics, or some thing
like that. Lars, let me give you a word from the lips of Je sus Him self:
‘Whoso ever cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.’ For get about jus ti fi ca- 
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tion, re gen er a tion, and sanc ti fi ca tion. Some day these terms may mean a
great deal to you, but for the time be ing let the ten der in vi ta tion of Je sus be
enough. If you feel the need of Him, as I know you do, if you want to come
to Him just the way you are, with all your doubts and fears, He will not turn
you away. What is more, He will come to you. He will lead you in the way
of sal va tion. He is the Way. Oh, Lars, if we only take Him at His word, all
will be well, all will be well.”

Af ter look ing at the dis tant moun tains and then at the two churches on
the hill in the cen ter of the parish, Even Berge folded his hands and be gan
to pray aloud.

He thanked God for send ing His Son to a fallen race, thanked Him for
the sal va tion that had come to him per son ally, thanked Him for the bless ing
that had come to him through this boy’s fa ther. And he prayed that Lars
might ac cept the gra cious in vi ta tion from Je sus and come to Him as he had
come to his mother when he was a lit tle child and she opened her arms to
him and lifted him up in her lap.

As the ice melts be fore the warm rays of the sun in spring, so all the
doubts and fears melted in the heart of the boy.

On con fir ma tion day he an swered some of the very ques tions which had
both ered him the most, but all the time these words rang in his soul:
“Whoso ever cometh to me.”

When he knelt at the al tar he was for a mo ment seized with a great fear,
but the fear passed quickly away, and a sweet peace flooded his heart.

Af ter he had re turned home with his mother, she did some thing she had
not done be fore. She took the tes ta ment and read the very words that had
brought him peace. She next tried to pray aloud with her own words, but
then she broke down and cried.

“Let us read the Lord’s prayer,” she said sim ply.
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14. Plans For The Fu ture.

“LARS, I want to have a plain talk with you. You are through with the
pub lic school. You are con firmed. You are the son of a poor widow. The
time has come when you must think se ri ously of the fu ture, the im me di ate
fu ture.”

It was Even Berge who spoke thus, af ter hav ing re turned to the parish.
"I do not know what plans you have, if you have any. There is no fu ture

for you in this parish; I might add, in this coun try. Your mother is not very
strong and will, be fore very long, be de pen dent on you. You’ll have to work
for oth ers: That will in all prob a bil ity mean that you must as so ciate day af- 
ter day, and es pe cially in the evenings, with peo ple who swear, drink, and
dance. You may now have the best in ten tions, but you are young, and temp- 
ta tions are many and pow er ful in a parish like this. Few young men, it
seems, come through with a clean heart.

“I owe so much to your fa ther and your un cle, that I feel as if I were
your fa ther. There is noth ing within my power that I would not do for you.
This is what I think should be done. Since Thor grim Stor lee has re built the
house for your mother, I can use the money I had in tended for that pur pose
in some other way. A con tin u a tion school will be started here, as you know.
I will pay your ex penses and also help your mother. Then next spring, I
think, you ought to go to Amer ica. I have a brother there who will be glad
to help you. There will be a chance for you to at tend a church school. Hun- 
dreds of young men have worked their way through, and are now min is ters,
teach ers, busi ness men. In this coun try most of them it would have re- 
mained com mon la bor ers.”

“Would mother go too?” asked Lars. He looked at the dis tant moun tains.
“Hardly next spring. She might go later. You had bet ter see how you like

it.”
There was noth ing that Lars de sired more than to be able to study. He

had heard about the con tin u a tion school which was go ing to be gin in the
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fall, but had not dared to hope that he could at tend it. Now the door flew
wide open at once. A door to the world of knowl edge.

He had thought a great deal about Amer ica of late. The land of Lin coln,
the land of op por tu nity, had beck oned to him on lonely walks and in his
dreams. But it dis turbed him that in his dreams the smil ing face of a young
girl of ten ap peared. How could a boy, just con firmed, be gin to think about a
girl? Surely, this was a temp ta tion. It was a proof that he was not born
again.

A cou ple of days later An ders Hau gen and Olga came to Lee to say
good bye. While An ders was talk ing with Anne, Olga went down to the barn
where Lars was work ing.

“Lars,” she said, “you must not be an gry with me any longer for send ing
you the fool ish greet ing with Olaf. I have been ashamed of my self ever
since. You will for give me, won’t you?”

A flood of crim son came into his face. “I have not been an gry with you,”
he said, look ing away from her. “I don’t care for the fool ish sto ries my self.”

“Now, you don’t mean that, Lars. Nor way means ever so much more to
me now since I learned about the won der ful lit er a ture which lives on the
lips of the peo ple. But there is some thing else I wanted to tell you. You
ought to come to Amer ica—”

Just then her fa ther called her. She was fum bling in her pocket for a
small pho to graph of her self. She had in tended to give it to Lars, but was
afraid he would mis un der stand her. She held out her hand. “Good bye, Lars,
when you come to Amer ica you must call on—on us.”

If Lars had been bash ful, Olaf Stor lee was not. When Olga was go ing to
bid him farewell, he said: “Don’t go back to Amer ica; you can have more
fun here in one day than in Amer ica in a whole year.”

“I am not so sure that I would like your fun here,” said Olga, and looked
at him sharply.

“I hope you do not in tend to be come a pietist,” said Olaf, and tried to
laugh.

“I might be some thing worse than that. A few more pietists here would
not do any harm.”

Olaf low ered his eyes for a mo ment. Then be folded his hands and
sighed deeply, took a few long steps, shook his head slowly and sighed
again. “That’s the way the pietists act,” he said.
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Olga laughed heartily. “They don’t act that way in Amer ica,” she re- 
marked and she shook hands with him.

As she turned to go, a pho to graph fell out of her pocket. Olaf picked it
up and kept it.

The same evening Olaf met Lars. “See what the girl from Amer ica gave
me,” he said, and showed the pho to graph to Lars. “When I get older I am
go ing to Amer ica and marry that girl.” That evening, when Lars stood at the
foot of the tall pine, there were no stars in the sky and never had the sough- 
ing of the wind been more mourn ful.
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15. The Min is ter Causes A Sen‐ 
sa tion.

REV. HJORT was go ing to leave and one Rev. Jør gensen was soon com- 
ing. When the ru mor spread that Rev. Jør gensen was a pietist, though a very
learned man, some of the lead ers of the god less el e ment talked about send- 
ing a let ter of protest to the Church de part ment, but no one wanted to take
the ini tia tive. The pietists, how ever, re joiced.

When the new min is ter was in stalled, the church was so crowded that
many had to stay out side. The ser mon caused a sen sa tion. It was a ring ing
call to re pen tance and an in spir ing mes sage to the peo ple who had stepped
out from the world and who had ac cepted Christ as their Saviour and Lord.
The “read ers” were elated with out show ing it. The oth ers gath ered in
groups, shak ing their heads and won der ing if the Church de part ment
thought they were pa gans.

Rev. Jør gensen was not lack ing courage. He wanted the parish to know
just where he stood. It came like a thun der bolt from a cloud less sky when
he an nounced that he had ap pointed three of the lead ing “read ers” as his ad- 
vi sors.

But that was only the be gin ning. One evening he ap peared at a dance.
The vi o lin ist had be gun to tune his in stru ment and did not see the min is ter
be fore he stood in front of him. If a ghost had ap peared be fore him he
would not have been more sur prised.

“My friend,” said the min is ter, “may I have your vi o lin for a mo ment?”
By this time the vi o lin ist had re gained his senses and said with a show of

bravado: “Yes, you play and I’ll dance.”
This sally was fol lowed by much laugh ter by some of the young men.
The min is ter took the vi o lin and faced the crowd. He be gan to play the

melody of a well known hymn. When he was through he re turned the vi o lin
to its owner and said: “This won der ful in stru ment may also be used to the
honor of God. You should no longer serve the devil with it, my friend.”
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Then look ing very earnestly and very kindly at the as ton ished young
peo ple, he told them that he had come as their friend to show them the bet- 
ter way. Young peo ple must have en joy ment, he said, but it must be of such
a na ture as not to leave a bad con science. The sin and the vice which ac- 
com pa nied danc ing had wrecked hun dreds of young souls. He would ar- 
range for spe cial meet ings for the young peo ple and in vited them to come
when such meet ings were be ing held.

He closed with a fer vent prayer. Some of the girls be gan to weep, some
of the young men slipped out, mut ter ing oaths un der their breath, and still
oth ers did not know what to do.

Danc ing grad u ally dis ap peared in the parish, and many young men and
women, as well as older folk, be gan to seek God and found peace and as- 
sur ance. Lars at tended the de vo tional meet ings, but came to no as sur ance.
He was still search ing his soul for ev i dence that he had been truly born
again.

Sev eral of the “read ers” were scan dal ized when they heard that the min- 
is ter had played the vi o lin, this in stru ment of the devil. He told them that he
had done it to show that the vi o lin could be used to honor God, but since
they could not see it that way he would not do it again. Chris tians must not
let a thing like this part them, he said.

Lars had looked for ward to the con tin u a tion school as a great event in
his life. It be came more than that. It be came a rev e la tion.

The teacher, Mr. Thor Kleven, won the hearts of the boys the very first
day.

He was tall and straight as a Nor way pine. He had a fine, clean-cut face;
high, broad fore head; large, lu mi nous eyes; long, black hair. He was a man
that peo ple turned around to look at when they met him.

Oh, yes, they used text books, but Mr. Kleven was not tied to the text
books. He went ahead of the boys, as it were, and opened one door af ter an- 
other to the trea sure cham bers in the Bible, in the his tory of Nor way, and in
Nor we gian lit er a ture, and the boys fol lowed him with ea ger minds.

The Bible was no longer a closed book. The great heroic fig ures moved
be fore the eyes of the boys as char ac ters in a liv ing panorama: Abra ham on
his way to Mount Mo ria to sac ri fice his son; Ja cob at the foot of the lad der
that reached to heaven; Joseph, once a slave, fi nally next to the king in one
of the great est king doms of that time; Moses at the Red Sea; on Mount
Sinai, fight ing, preach ing, giv ing laws—one of the great est men in his tory;
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David, the sweet est singer of all times; Eli jah on Mount Carmel pray ing
down fire from heaven.

Then with bare heads they en tered the New Tes ta ment, and the no blest
per son who ever dwelt among the sons of men ap peared be fore them as a
liv ing, lov ing, pow er ful per son al ity. In sim ple words and gen tle tones He
spoke about the King dom to come. He went about do ing good to all, es pe- 
cially to the sin ful, the sick and the suf fer ing. He put His fin ger on the eye- 
lids of the blind and they looked up into a smil ing face; He touched deaf
ears and they heard a sweet voice; He put His hand on lep ers and their flesh
be came like that of a child. He opened His arms to lit tle chil dren and they
rushed to him with joy.

And then the teacher showed them, through prom ises and the ful fill ment
of prom ises, how God’s plan of sal va tion swept across hu man ity like a
beau ti ful rain bow from eter nity to eter nity.

Like wise he opened the door to the his tory of the Nor we gian peo ple.
The boys ac com pa nied the old Norse men on their ex pe di tions to Eng land,
Ire land, Scot land, France, Italy, Pales tine. They at tended their “thing”
where laws were passed and jus tice meted out. They were present where the
Vikings sac ri ficed to their mighty gods, and they be came fa mil iar with their
won der ful mythol ogy. At night they sat round the roar ing fires and lis tened
to the bards play ing on their in stru ments and singing the praises of great he- 
roes and mighty bat tles. The boys came to ad mire the strength, the courage,
the hon esty of their an ces tors. Oh, it was great to have the blood of such
men and women flow ing in their veins!

None ad mired the teacher more than Lars. He fairly wor shipped him.
And the teacher was strangely moved when he looked into the blue eyes of
the bash ful boy. It seemed that he looked into the very depth of the soul of
his peo ple: se ri ous, doubt ing, rest less, seek ing the truth, ever seek ing it, but
never sure they had found the truth.

One day while read ing aloud some bird sketches, the teacher hap pened
to look at Lars. Never in his life had he seen such an ex pres sion on the face
and in the eyes of any boy. He was so star tled that he lost the place. What
was it that had made such a tremen dous im pres sion on the boy?

The teacher did not know that the boy had been driven al most to de spair
by the thought that per haps he was not quite all there. Had not Thor grim
told his mother about a young man who had been sent to the in sane asy lum
af ter hav ing roamed around in the woods, watch ing the birds and lis ten ing
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to the wind in the tree tops? Lars had tried to sup press his pas sion for the
beauty and the mys tery of na ture, but all of a sud den he would be caught in
its over pow er ing grip.

Now he was lis ten ing to a de scrip tion of the birds, writ ten by a man who
had stud ied them lov ingly for many years. All his fears dis ap peared. He
was sane! He was sane!

For sev eral days Lars walked on sun lit clouds. His heart had gone out to
the heart of Je sus of Nazareth, while lis ten ing to the teacher’s glow ing trib- 
ute, the great est spirit of all ages, and his com mu nion with na ture be came a
holy com mu nion.

nut sud denly he was brought down to earth again and his heart was filled
with doubt and fear. The same “reader” who had spo ken such ter ri fy ing
words be fore his con fir ma tion, met him one day, and told him that his
beloved teacher was an in fi del, be cause he had heard that he, the teacher,
had praised Bjørn son and Ib sen, the two great in fi dels.

If the teacher was not a Chris tian who then was a Chris tian? What’s the
use of try ing to be come a Chris tian?

But if Lars was tor tured by doubt and fear Olaf Stor lee was not. The
blood was hot in his veins. Life called lustily and he an swered the call.

Olaf’s home life was be com ing more and more un bear able. He hated his
fa ther and openly re belled. Had it not been for his mother’s in ter fer ence it
would have come to blows be tween fa ther and son.

One day as Helga en tered a room she saw Olaf drink ing from a bot tle he
had taken from a cab i net. She had re cently dis cov ered that Olaf was at tend- 
ing dances and that he was learn ing to play the vi o lin.

Hith erto her great mother-love had guided and guarded her boy. Now
she re al ized, with a sink ing heart, that pow ers, evil pow ers, over which she
had no con trol, be gan to draw him away from her.

So weak she had never felt be fore. Was there noth ing she could do? Yes,
she could pray. Why had she not prayed be fore? Now it was per haps al- 
ready too late. Too late? It is never too late for a mother to pray.
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16. The Dance.

TO WARD SPRING Lars was in vited to a party that was to be held at the
home of one of the boys who at tended the con tin u a tion school.

“You don’t need to be afraid to come,” Olaf said. “We are only go ing to
play some games.”

Lars had never left home with out telling his mother where he was go ing.
This time he said he was go ing on an er rand with Olaf and might not be
home till late.

When the two boys ar rived at the home of the boy, Lars at once saw it
was a dance. The vi o lin ist was al ready play ing. Soon the young peo ple
were given home brewed beer. As ev ery body in the parish, even the “read- 
ers,” drank home brewed beer, Lars could see no harm in it and drank like
the oth ers.

The dance be gan. Af ter a lit tle there was more treat ing. Lars re al ized that
some one had mixed brandy with the beer, but he pre tended that he had not
no ticed it. In a few min utes the drink went to his head, and the tones of the
vi o lin made him beat time with his feet. A young girl grabbed him by the
hand and pulled him with her out on the floor. They were caught in the
whirl of the other dancers, and though Lars did not know how to dance be
stamped his feet while the girl swung him around in the mad cur rent.

He opened his eyes. Where was be? This was not his own room. He closed
his eyes. He must be dream ing. How his head ached! Sud denly he sat up in
bed. The whole scene from last evening stood be fore him. He grew hot, and
the per spi ra tion stood in beads upon his face. He looked at the room once
more. He was at Stor lee. How had he come here? His coat was on a chair,
his shoes were on the floor. Oth er wise he lay there fully dressed.

The door opened qui etly and his mother came in. She was pale and had
been weep ing.
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“You had bet ter get up and we’ll go home,” she whis pered. Lars threw
him self back in bed and pulled the bed clothes over his head and be gan to
cry.

Anne sank down on a chair. Fi nally Lars got up and put on his shoes.
Then his coat. His head was aching so he had to lean against the wall. Then
slowly, with bowed head, he went home with his mother.

When Lars did not come home, Anne went down to Stor lee. The boys had
not re turned. Late in the night the two moth ers, anx iously wait ing, heard a
noise in front of the house. As they opened the door, there were Olaf and
Lars sound asleep. As it was im pos si ble to wake them, the moth ers car ried
them in, re moved their coats and shoes, and put them to bed. For tu nately
Thor grim was not at home.

When Lars had slept far into the day he told his mother what had hap- 
pened. He had given up all hope of be com ing a Chris tian. He had come to
feel that he, too, had right to en joy life.

Anne did not know what to say. She stroked him gen tly on the head and
then burst into tears.

“Mother, I’ll never, never do it again,” he cried.
Af ter he had had his break fast, Anne said it was too late to go to school

that day.
“I’ll never go to school again,” he said. “I don’t want to see any body.

Oh, I wish I could go to Amer ica this very day.”

Thor Kleven sat in deep thought. He had heard about the party. Olaf had re- 
turned to school and seemed rather proud of his ex pe ri ence. Sev eral days
had now gone by, but Lars did not come.

At first the teacher had been filled with in dig na tion. How was it pos si ble
that peo ple in a Chris tian coun try had the heart to drag an in no cent boy
down into filth? Was it to be won dered at that the pietists took life so se ri- 
ously, and had bro ken openly with the god less in the parish? He had crit i- 
cized them in pub lic and in pri vate for their nar row ness and their lack of ap- 
pre ci a tion of the things that made for cul ture. How could they care for such
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things when the devil had taken pos ses sion of song, in stru men tal mu sic and
all kinds of amuse ments?

But was he him self with out blame in re gard to Lars’s ex pe ri ence? Had
he not stressed what made for the open mind, for beauty, for cul ture, and
ne glected to lead the boys to a clear-cut and def i nite ac cep tance of the Lord
Je sus as their per sonal Saviour? When temp ta tions came, all these fine
things did not give them the power to stand fast. Je sus alone, not as a great
teacher, not as a match less ex am ple, but as a liv ing per son al ity in their heart
could give them that power.

What was his own re la tion to Christ? He had pre pared for the min istry,
but had not en tered it, as deep down in his heart he felt that he had no right
to.

That evening Thor Kleven went to Rev. Jør gensen, and the two sat up till
late at night. Be fore they parted they knelt to gether and prayed.

The next day, late in the af ter noon, Thor Kleven went to call on Lars. He
knew that he was on his way to a wounded soul. What should he say? The
great thoughts which for merly had car ried him as on the wings of an ea gle
had be come so piti fully small and in signif i cant.

When he saw the house at Lee, he stopped and prayed for guid ance.
He met Anne down by the barn. Lars was in the house, she said.
Thor went up to the house and knocked at the door. No an swer. No

sound. He knocked again. The door was opened, slowly. There stood Lars,
pale, be wil dered.

The teacher en tered and wanted to shake hands, but Lars had turned
away from him. “Come, let us sit by the fire, Lars,” he said, and sat down.
Lars re mained stand ing for a while, then sank down in a chair.

“Lars, I came to tell you that I am to blame for what has hap pened.”
Lars gave him a search ing glance. Had the teacher come to make fun of

him?
Very frankly Thor Kleven told the boy that he now re al ized that try ing to

lead the boys to an ap pre ci a tion of the beauty in life and lit er a ture, with out
also at the same time lead ing them into a con scious re la tion with Christ was
a mis take.

“You must go to Christ, my young friend. He will give you power to
over come temp ta tions. And to mor row I want you to come back to school.”

“I’ll never go to school again in this parish,” Lars cried.
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The teacher put his hand on the boy’s head and looked him earnestly in
the eye.

“Look here, Lars. I don’t want you to play the cow ard. If you quit
school, peo ple will think you are more guilty than you are. I have spo ken to
the boys about the af fair. They are all shocked at what was done to you.
Lars, I have prayed for you. I am go ing to pray for you. You will come back
to school to mor row, will you not?”

Lars looked into the dy ing em bers of the fire.
“I will try to come,” he whis pered.
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17. Died With A Curse On His
Lips.

AL THOUGH LARS AT FIRST RE FUSED to go back to school, he fi nally yielded
to the teacher’s strong urg ing.

When he was go ing up the steps to the school house next day one of the
boys re marked: “It took ‘Pietist-Lars’ quite a while to sober up.”

He heard a sud den blow, and a fall of a body on the ground. Turn ing
quickly he saw Olaf Stor lee stand ing there, white in the face, with blaz ing
eyes. On the ground a boy lay sprawl ing. He tried to rise, but other boys
formed a cir cle around him. “Take it back! Take it back!” they shouted.

When the boy saw the clenched fists and heard the cho rus of an gry
voices, he mut tered in a low voice: “I’ll take it back.”

The teacher stood in front of them. “What does this mean?” he asked
with a twin kle in his eye.

Be fore Olaf could an swer, Lars stepped down to him. They looked at
each other a minute earnestly. Then Lars be gan to smile. “You must not kill
any one for my sake, Olaf,” he said.

“Well, he won’t say it again,” replied Olaf and laughed.
“No, he won’t say it again,” said the teacher.
That day the teacher sur passed him self, it seemed to Lars. At the close of

the af ter noon ses sion, Thor Kleven did some thing un usual. He had for merly
closed the day by read ing a verse from a hymn. This day he of fered a short
prayer in his own words.

When Thor grim Stor lee heard what had hap pened at the dance, he
threat ened Olaf that he would kill him if he ever went to an other dance.

One evening when Thor grim was away from home one of the ser vants
told Olaf that he was go ing to a dance. “Poor kid,” he said to Olaf, “I’d hate
to be un der the lash like you.”

“Do you think I am afraid of the horse trader? I’ll go with you,” Olaf
cried. And he went.
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Dur ing the night Thor grim re turned home un ex pect edly. He was drunk
and in bad hu mor. He asked for Olaf. He wanted him to put the horse in the
sta ble. One of the ser vants, with out think ing of the con se quences, blurted
out that Olaf had gone to a dance at Elverud. Thor grim jumped into the
buggy and swore that he would show them who was mas ter at Stor lee.

For some time the young peo ple had been afraid of the pas tor, and
dances had been held in out-of-the-way places, but as the spir i tual awak en- 
ing had gained mo men tum, es pe cially among the young peo ple, the op po si- 
tion in creased and the worldly el e ment be came more coura geous. Now
dances were held right in the mid dle of the parish.

At Elverud the dance was in full swing when some one came in and
whis pered to those stand ing at the door that Thor grim Stor lee was com ing.
Olaf was play ing the fid dle and did not no tice the com mo tion at the door.
Sud denly Thor grim stood in the mid dle of the floor with a whip in his lifted
hand. He was just on the point of strik ing Olaf who still was play ing, when
sev eral young men grabbed Thor grim and car ried him out of the house and
put him into the buggy. Hav ing placed the reins in his hand one of the men
gave the horse a vi cious blow with the whip, and the horse started off at a
wild gal lop.

Helga Stor lee had heard of Thor grim’s sud den de par ture. She stood out- 
side the house look ing down into the parish. It was so light that ev ery farm
could clearly be seen.

“O God, have mercy on us,” she cried, wring ing her hands. She feared
that some thing ter ri ble might hap pen.

Sud denly she saw a horse com ing dash ing up the slope. She rec og nized
the horse when it came nearer. It was cov ered with foam and only part of
the har ness was hang ing on it.

Helga com manded a ser vant to har ness an other horse and told him to
take her to Elverud as fast as pos si ble.

When they ap proached Elverud they came to a sharp turn in the road. On
one side was a deep gulch. A row of large stones had been placed on the
brink of the gulch. A buggy, all smashed to pieces, was hang ing on one of
the stones.

Helga jumped out of the buggy, ran over to the brink and called loudly:
“Thor grim! Thor grim!” Only the roar of the river came back to her.

“Drive to Elverud and ask them to come and bring ropes,” she called to
the ser vant, “and tell Olaf to come at once.”
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Then she be gan to climb down the precipice, tak ing hold of trees and
bushes and try ing to find a place for her feet. She no ticed that some thing
had rolled down. Bushes were bent and stones had been torn loose. On a
sharp stone she saw blood. Fur ther down she saw sev eral red stones.

“Thor grim! Thor grim!” she shouted. No an swer. A stone higher up loos- 
ened and struck her in the face. Her foot slipped, but clung to the root of a
tree.

Look ing down she caught sight of Thor grim. He was ly ing against a tree
with up turned, bloody face. She dared not go any fur ther.

Stones and gravel be gan to roll down to her. She saw Olaf com ing down
with a rope round his body and caught sight of sev eral men on the brink.
Soon Olaf was at her side.

“There he lies, go down and see if he is alive,” she whis pered hoarsely.
An other man was be ing low ered down. “He is alive,” cried the man

when he came down to Thor grim.
Slowly Thor grim was brought up to the road. His face and hands were

cov ered with blood and his clothes were torn to tat ters.
Thor grim was brought to Elverud, fol lowed by a large and quiet crowd

of young peo ple. He was placed on a bed. He be gan to mum ble some thing.
Helga bent down to lis ten. He was curs ing his son. With an oath on his lips
he died. Died as he had lived.
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18. Lars Goes To Amer ica.

IT WAS DE CIDED that Lars was to go to Amer ica to gether with an “Amer i- 
can” who had vis ited the parish dur ing the win ter.

And now took place at Lee what had taken place at thou sands of homes
in Nor way since the “Amer ica fever” had en tered the land. Days of silent
an guish and nights of trou bled sleep fol lowed each other fast, in ex pli ca bly
fast. The day of de par ture drew near, oh, so near.

Anne tried to be brave as she was busy sewing and mend ing. Never
given to much speech, she found it dif fi cult to ex press the thoughts in her
mind and in her heart. She prayed much in si lence but did not trust her self
to pray aloud in the pres ence of her son. But when she looked at him, es pe- 
cially when he did not no tice it, her eyes spoke the lan guage of a mother’s
un ut ter able love.

Lars also tried to be brave in the pres ence of his mother, but when alone
he of ten cried. When sit ting un der the big pine tree he would read in the
Tes ta ment which his teacher had given him, and the words fell like a bene- 
dic tion on his soul. It was easy to pray now. In his great need he found a
great God in a very sim ple way.

The day be fore leav ing, Lars climbed the high est moun tain peak. From
there he could see the Grøn lee “sæter,” where he spent one glo ri ous sum- 
mer. He could see the cabin at the foot of the slope. He re mem bered the
many nights he had lis tened to the sound of the rise and fall of the wa ter fall
and the tin kling of cow bells. He could see the high knoll where he had met
the girl from Amer ica and he re mem bered that it was there he for the first
time had been seized with a long ing to go to the land of Lin coln, the land of
lib erty and op por tu nity. Olga! The name sounded sweetly as the sound of a
sil ver bell. Soon he might have an op por tu nity to see her again. But he
knew of one she would rather see. Olaf. Had she not given him her pic ture?
Olaf and Olga. Yes, that sounded well.

Was Lars ever again to see Grøn lee “sæter?” Was he ever again to wan- 
der through the forests with their mys te ri ous sounds, their flow ers, their
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lights and shad ows, their flash of wings and sweet songs? Was he ever
again to stand on the high est moun tain peaks and bathe his soul in the
beauty of the sun set and feel the pres ence of the liv ing God?

“Don’t leave, don’t leave,” came the whis per from dis tant peaks and
somber glens.

And as he re turned home through the for est, the pines sang sadly: “Don’t
leave, don’t leave,” and the song was taken up by the flow ers, the heather,
and the birds in the tree tops. “Don’t leave, don’t leave.”

Early the next morn ing he went down to the sta ble and pet ted the cow,
the calf, and the sheep. They looked at him as if they un der stood that he
was go ing away. There was such a sad ex pres sion in their eyes when he
stood by the door and looked at them for the last time.

Oh, how could he leave them, how could he leave mother?
A man from Stor lee had ar rived with horse and buggy to bring him and

his lit tle wooden trunk to the dock at the lower end of the parish.
Anne had placed upon the ta ble the best food in the house, but Lars

could hardly taste it.
“You must eat, boy,” said the man. “It’s far to Amer ica.” He started to

laugh, but stopped abruptly.
Then look ing at his watch the man re marked as to him self, “I guess we

had bet ter start.” He picked up the trunk and car ried it out.
Lars stood up but re mained stand ing in the mid dle of the floor. His

mother stood by the win dow look ing through it with eyes that did not see.
She wanted to say some thing to her son that she had planned to say for
many days, but now she could not find the right words. And Lars was also
try ing to say some thing to his mother which he had thought of say ing. But
his heart was too full for words.

His mother turned slowly to ward him. “In Je sus’ name, now you must
go, Lars.”

He stretched forth his hand. She grasped it with one hand. Then with
both hands———

The man sat in the buggy, look ing at the dis tant moun tains. Lars stepped
into the buggy. The man tugged gen tly at the reins and the horse be gan to
move slowly-—

Lars did not turn around to look back be fore he came to a bend in the
road. His mother was stand ing in the open door with folded hands.



82

“We are cer tainly hav ing fine weather,” re marked the man, but Lars
made no re ply.

When they came to Stor lee there stood Helga and Olaf.
The man stopped the horse and Helga stepped up to Lars and said: “Lars,

I wish to talk to you just a minute.” Lars stepped down to her and they
walked away a few steps.

“Good bye, Lars; you have been a fine boy. God bless you. I’ll look af ter
your mother. One thing I want you to prom ise me. If Olaf comes to Amer- 
ica, will you be his best friend then as you have al ways been his best
friend? He will need you, Lars.”

Lars went over to Olaf. When Olaf gave Lars his hand he held in it a
small, thin pack age. Lars put it in his pocket.

“We must hurry up,” said the man; “oth er wise Lars won’t get to Amer ica
in a hun dred years.”

When Lars came on board the lit tle steamer, he opened the pack age. It
was the pic ture of the girl from Amer ica.

About two or three weeks later an im mi grant boat was slowly en ter ing
New York har bor. The deck was crowded with im mi grants. The hard ships
of the jour ney were for got ten. There were smiles on all faces, and laugh ter
and loud ex cited voices rose and fell like the waves of the sea.

“Lars, look at the statue of lib erty. That’s the grand est mon u ment in the
world. Lib erty—that’s Amer ica,” cried the “Amer i can.”

As Lars looked at the gi gan tic statue with its up lifted torch, a great joy
swept through his soul.
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19. A Trace Of The Lost Un cle.

LATE ONE AF TER NOON Lars stepped off the train at a town called New Nor- 
way. A man came up to him.

“Wel come to Amer ica, Lars. I could have picked you out in a crowd of a
thou sand peo ple. You look so much like your un cle Halvor.” The man
shook his hand heartily, pat ted him on the shoul der and laughed all the time.

They stopped out side a large house at the out skirts of the town. A smil- 
ing, moth erly look ing woman came out on the porch. “Wel come to Amer- 
ica, Lars,” she said so heartily that Lars knew he had found good friends.

When they en tered the house Lars thought he had never seen a finer
home. Not even the par son age could be com pared with it. There was cloth
with large dec o ra tions cov er ing the whole floor, shades and cur tains be fore
the win dows, large pic tures in golden frames on the walls, and when he sat
down in a large rock ing chair it was as soft as a feather bed.

When he had washed he was asked to have sup per with the fam ily.
“Many thanks, but you should not bother. I am not hun gry,” said Lars.
Thorsten Berge laughed aloud. “Lars, you are in Amer ica now.”
Lars was hun gry and he had never tasted a bet ter meal. But ev ery now

and then he stopped eat ing, and Mrs. Berge urged him to eat more. When he
wanted more bread he half arose from his chair and reached half way down
the ta ble for it. Else, the young daugh ter, made big eyes, but Mrs. Berge
gave her a know ing look.

As they were leav ing the ta ble, Lars did not for get his man ners. He took
each mem ber of the fam ily by the hand and thanked them for “the food.”

“I thought he was go ing to say good bye,” whis pered Else to her mother
when they had gone into the kitchen.

Thorsten asked Lars to sit down on the sofa with him and tell him about
Nor way.

When Else had been in the din ing room and car ried out some dishes she
re marked to her mother: “Fa ther and Lars are talk ing about heaven. Heaven
is in Nor way, isn’t it, mother?”
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Lars was a lit tle bash ful to be gin with, but when he no ticed how in ter- 
ested Thorsten was in ev ery bit of in for ma tion about things and per sons in
his parish, he for got that he was talk ing to a man he had met only a few
hours ago, and talked with grow ing en thu si asm.

Thorsten went over to a cab i net and took out a large pic ture. There were
pho to graphs of about twenty young men.

He handed it to Lars and asked him if he knew any of the young men.
“That is you,” said Lars and pointed to a pho to graph. Sud denly Lars

turned pale. “Who is that?” he asked ex cit edly.
“It seems to me he looks like you,” re marked Thorsten.
“Is that my un cle Halvor?” Lars asked, turn ing to Thorsten.
“Yes, that’s Halvor Lee. I thought you had seen the pic ture be fore. Prob- 

a bly Halvor took the pic ture with him when he left home,” ex plained
Thorsten.

Then Thorsten went on and told him that he and Halvor had at tended the
sem i nary to gether. Halvor se cured a po si tion as teacher, but he left for
Amer ica. They had cor re sponded for some time, but af ter Halvor’s leav ing
home he had not heard from him.

“Do you think Halvor is alive yet?” Lars asked, still look ing at the pho- 
to graph.

“I don’t know if he is liv ing now, but I am quite sure that he was alive
ten years ago,” Thorsten be gan slowly. "One day while I was wait ing for a
train in Min ne ap o lis, a lot of peo ple passed through the de pot. Sud denly I
no ticed a man, car ry ing a small satchel, hur ry ing to ward the door. There
was some thing about his build and gait that re minded me of Halvor Lee. I
jumped up and hur ried af ter him, but bumped right against a bulky po lice- 
man. He grabbed me by the arm and wanted to know what I was think ing
about. By the time I had ex plained and apol o gized, the man had dis ap- 
peared in the crowd out side the de pot.

"When I met you at the sta tion this evening I was struck by the very
same swing of the body and gen eral ap pear ance.

"I found out that the train had come from Chicago.
"For sev eral days I roamed the streets of Min ne ap o lis and vis ited ev ery

ho tel, but no one had reg is tered by the name Halvor Lee. I ei ther was mis- 
taken or he may have changed his name.

“But there is an other rea son for be liev ing that Halvor was alive ten years
ago. Shortly af ter this the prairie fire de stroyed all the houses on the farm
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where I then lived. The news pa pers were full of news of the fire and the
names of set tlers who had lost ev ery thing were printed. One day I re ceived
a let ter, post marked Chicago, con tain ing one hun dred dol lars in pa per bills.
There was no let ter in side. My name and ad dress had been writ ten on a
type writer. There was no clue as to the donor. With out know ing it, I must
have thought of Halvor, for the next night I dreamt that he came to me and
handed me a let ter. I have an idea that Halvor is alive, and who knows but
you may find him some day. At least we’ll hope so.”
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20. Peo ple Who Had Passed
Through A Great Ex pe ri ence.

ON THE FIRST SUN DAY that Lars spent in Amer ica, he at tended di vine ser- 
vice with the Berge fam ily.

“You bet ter go to our church to day,” in vited Thorsten. “We have no less
than three Nor we gian churches in this lit tle burg of ours, and as you can’t
go to all three of them at once, you might as well go to ours first.”

“I didn’t think there were so many Nor we gian peo ple in town that they
couldn’t find room in one church,” re flected Lars.

“You are a new comer, Lars,” laughed Thorsten; “you can’t be ex pected
to know a great deal as yet about af fairs in this coun try, and ev i dently you
don’t.”

“Well, but there aren’t any dis senters in this coun try, are there?”
“Oh no! Far from it, my boy. We’re all gen uine Luther ans—so dyed-in-

the-wool that you can’t find any one to beat us any where.”
And if that is the case, why don’t you all use the same church?"
“If I were to at tempt to an swer that ques tion, my boy, I’m sure we’d

come too late for the ser vice to day and maybe even for next Sun day’s ser- 
vice. And the worst of it is that most likely I wouldn’t have made things a
bit clearer to you by that time than they are now. Per haps you’ll find the an- 
swer your self some day. And then it may all be, that you won’t have to.
Four of our six syn ods are at present talk ing about get ting to gether to form
a union.”

Mrs. Berge had en tered the room, and she over heard Thorsten’s last re- 
mark. “Talk ing about union is cor rect,” she put in, with em pha sis on the
word talk ing. “And talk ing is all it will ever amount to—that is, as long as
the men-folk are to de cide the mat ter.”

“Be ing a woman, you must be cor rect, mother,” chuck led Thorsten. “But
don’t you know yet that women are to keep si lence in the churches?”
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“Well, even if they did talk, I don’t sup pose there could pos si bly be any
more gib ber ish than there is with out them. For that mat ter, I don’t think
there would be very many churches to keep si lence in if it wasn’t for these
ig no rant women-folk of yours.”

“I guess there is some thing in that, too,” replied Thorsten. “But now we
must not give Lars a sam ple of a church wran gling right here. He’ll get
enough of that sort later. Nev er the less, though, there is go ing to be a church
union some day, you see if there won’t.” With this hope ful prophecy,
Thorsten left the house.

The two churches in his home lo cal ity in Nor way were the only ones
that Lars had ever been in side in all his life. One of them, the new one, was
light and airy and pleas ant, had big win dows in it, a high vaulted ceil ing,
beau ti ful arches, a nicely carved al tar, a fine pul pit. A tall steeple pointed
up ward to heaven, and the mu sic of the bells in the tower was the most
beau ti ful he had ever heard.

The church that he and the Berges came to this Sun day forenoon was
small and low. No tower; no church bells. A pul pit and an al tar, true
enough, but no al tar-paint ing. The church was fairly well filled.

The man who led the singing was an or di nary day la borer. “In Je sus’
name we shall sing num ber three,” he an nounced, and be gan to clear his
throat vig or ously.

The singing pro ceeded fairly well un til the au di ence came to the mid dle
of the verse. Then it be came ap par ent that the leader had started in too high
a key. One af ter an other fell by the way side, and fi nally the leader him self
had to give the thing up. But an old woman in the crowd, noth ing daunted,
hit the high C and car ried the melody on tri umphantly. Af ter a few mea- 
sures, the tune again moved in a lower reg is ter and one af ter an other down
through the au di ence again chimed in, and thus the verse came to a suc cess- 
ful close.

The leader be gan to clear his throat once more. And he started in hum- 
ming, was ex plor ing his way as it were. By and by he came upon the right
pitch, and, now the singing went on loud and strong.

An old, tall man now got up, and very slowly, with his head bent low, he
stepped to the front of the church. He turned about, over his spec ta cles
looked out upon the au di ence, folded his hands close on his chest, looked
up to the ceil ing, and sighed heav ily. He moist ened his lips with his tongue,
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and once more sighed so loudly that he could be heard all over the church.
Lars heard sev eral sighs round about him.

And so the man be gan to pray——slowly, in a sub dued voice. But lit tle
by lit tle he warmed up, and the words came faster. To be gin with, he had
used the book lan guage; but presently he fell back upon his di alect. Lars did
not un der stand all the words, but the man’s in tensely felt earnest ness
touched him. The pray ing man was no longer aware that he stood be fore an
au di ence—he stood face to face with his God, the God he had for got and
had sinned against, the God who nev er the less had come out to seek him,
had ten derly in vited him to come back, had helped him to walk out of the
swamps of sin, and had set his feet, fi nally, upon the firm foun da tion of
faith. Then the man once more re mem bered that he was lead ing the au di- 
ence in prayer: He prayed that the Spirit of God might speak through the
pas tor; he prayed for those who had not yet found peace for their soul; he
prayed for the lit tle flock who was de spised and ridiculed, but who was,
nev er the less, blessed—blessed be cause it was, af ter all, God’s flock.

The pas tor was an el derly man, tall, straight, and au thor i ta tive. His ser- 
mon was a com bi na tion of Scrip tural ex po si tion, of ex hor ta tion, and of the
nar ra tion of ex pe ri ences, his own and those of oth ers. He used a pe cu liar
lan guage, thought Lars. When he cited the Bible, be pro nounced the words
ex actly as writ ten—silent let ters and all. Ev ery now and then he used force- 
ful and very strik ing ex pres sions from the di alect.

Af ter the ser mon an other man stepped for ward and prayed. He was of
small stature, and had a low, soft voice. There was about his prayer some- 
thing so touch ingly beau ti ful that Lars felt the tears trickle down his cheeks.

Lars re al ized that these peo ple were very much like the pietists at home.
There was the same earnest ness, the same tes ti mony of hav ing lived a life
in sin, an awak en ing and a re al iza tion of their lost con di tion, a new birth
and a sud den or grad ual as sur ance of for give ness of sin.

Deep down in his heart Lars felt that these peo ple were the true Chris- 
tians of to day, and that in or der to be come such, one must pass through the
same ex pe ri ences and be able to ex press in words these ex pe ri ences.

At times his soul had been filled with ter ror at the thought that he had
not been truly con verted. Oh, how earnestly he had tried to bring about sor- 
row of sin! That was the first step, he knew. But he had never suc ceeded in
be ing ter ror-stricken on ac count of his sin ful con di tion.
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Was his own mother re ally a Chris tian? She never took part in prayer
meet ings. She had never spo ken to him nor to oth ers, as far as he knew,
about her con ver sion. She of ten read the Bible, and ev ery Sun day she read a
ser mon by Luther. At times she had read the Lord’s Prayer aloud. On the
day of his con fir ma tion she tried to pray in her own words, but broke down
and cried. She was very re li gious, and he was sure she loved Je sus, but was
she a Chris tian?

Lars felt that it was al most sac ri lege to ask such a ques tion, but the ques- 
tion had come to him time and again.

When not un der the spell of the pietists, he had found a cer tain kind of
peace in just turn ing to God. On the day be fore his con fir ma tion Even
Berge had al most laughed at his worry con cern ing the dif fer ent steps in the
Way of Sal va tion as given in the Ex pla na tion of Luther’s Cat e chism, and
had sug gested to him to lis ten to Je sus’ in vi ta tion: “Whoso ever cometh to
me I will in no wise cast out.” That prom ise had for a while given him great
peace.

When, how ever, his teacher, Thor Kleven, was ac cused of be ing an in fi- 
del be cause he had praised Bjørn son and Ib sen, his soul was again filled
with doubt and fear. Then he gave up all at tempts to be come a Chris tian.
What’s the use of try ing to be come a Chris tian when his beloved teacher
had not suc ceeded?

Af ter his ex pe ri ence at the dance his teacher had some how be come a dif- 
fer ent man. Per haps af ter all he had not been a Chris tian.

When it had been de cided that he was go ing to Amer ica, Lars again
turned to God with a hun gry heart. He could not help it. It was as nat u ral to
pray and read the Tes ta ment as it was to breathe the air. A great need, a
great God, a sim ple way to God. This gave him a cer tain sat is fac tion, a cer- 
tain peace, but way down in his heart was the con vic tion that to be come a
real Chris tian one must pass through a great ex pe ri ence.

Thorsten Berge was very much like his brother Even. There was some- 
thing so cheer ful about them. They laughed and joked one minute and
talked about God the next. Were there sev eral kinds of Chris tians in the in
world?

When Lars had at tended his first church ser vice in Amer ica, dis turb ing
thoughts again be gan to fill his mind. He had again come in con tact with
peo ple who had passed through the great ex pe ri ence.
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“Next Sun day you had bet ter at tend an other Lutheran church,” said
Thorsten Berge. “There you will hear doc trine pure and un de filed.”
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21. A Ser vice Like The One At
Home.

WHEN LARS NEXT SUN DAY forenoon was on his way to Our Saviour’s
church he caught up with an el derly man, Hans Dalen, whom he had met in
Thorsten Herge’s store.

“Where are you go ing this morn ing?” Mr. Dalen asked him.
“I am go ing to Our Saviour’s church,” said Lars as he fell into step with

him.
“Are you go ing to my church? What’s up? Why don’t you go to An der- 

son’s church with the Berge fam ily?”
“I was there last Sun day. Thorsten said I ought to go to Our Saviour’s

church to day,” an swered Lars.
“Well, now I have never heard the beat!” ex claimed Mr. Dalen. “So

Thorsten wants you to act as a spy! He doesn’t want to come him self, so he
sends you. I am glad, though, that you come. In our church you will find the
same ser vice as in the old coun try. I don’t call the ser vice in An der sons’
church a ser vice. It is just an or di nary pietist meet ing. And still they call
them selves Lutheran! Well, they are queer Luther ans to my way of think- 
ing. If Mar tin Luther came here he would de nounce them as a lot of ig no- 
rant hyp ocrites. What I can’t un der stand is this that An der son has the cheek
to preach when he doesn’t know the old lan guages. He doesn’t even know
the Nor we gian book lan guage. The min is ters in our synod have all stud ied
the old lan guages.”

Lars had to ad mit that it was queer that a man could be a min is ter with- 
out hav ing more school ing than the or di nary peo ple, but An der son’s ser mon
had gripped him and he had heard many lay men preach pow er ful ser mons.
It might be all right for un learned men to preach in the houses, but it did
seem strange that they be came min is ters.

“Were there pietists where you came from?” Mr. Dalen asked abruptly.
Lars got the im pres sion that this man did not love pietists.
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“Yes, quite a few of them. Our new min is ter was a pietist him self.”
Mr. Dalen stopped all of a sud den. He glow ered at Lars as if he had ut- 

tered some thing sac ri le gious. Then he spat a big chew of to bacco far into
the street.

“Did your pas tor know the old lan guages?” Mr. Dalen asked sternly.
“I guess he did,” said Lars. “He was a learned man, but he spoke only

Nor we gian when I heard him.”
“My boy,” said Mr. Dalen and put his hand on Lars’ shoul der, “let me

tell you this: a man who has stud ied the old lan guages never be comes a
pietist and he’ll never have any thing to do with them. Only ig no rant peo ple
be come pietists.”

There was some thing so ir ri tat ing about the man’s re marks that Lars was
on the point of say ing that that be ing the case Mr. Dalen would make a
splen did pietist, but he did not dare to say it.

When they en tered the church, Lars slipped into a pew in the rear while
Mr. Dalen went up in front.

It was a very fine lit tle church, with a beau ti ful al tar and a strik ing paint- 
ing of the res ur rec tion. A young woman was play ing softly on a small or- 
gan. He had heard the melody in his own church at home and a flood of ten- 
der mem o ries filled his soul.

The con gre ga tional singing was very good. There was also singing by a
small choir. This was the first time that Lars had seen and heard a choir, al- 
though, as he knew, there were choirs in many churches in Nor way. He had
never heard any thing more beau ti ful. He un der stood that the choir sang four
parts, and still there was a har mony as sooth ing as the singing of the birds
in the glen at home.

He thought of Olga. Just now she was un doubt edly singing in a choir in
Min ne ap o lis. He saw her smil ing face and felt the touch of her hand. Then
he re mem bered Olaf, hand some, laugh ing, dash ing. Small won der that Olga
had given him her pic ture. But why had Olaf given her pic ture to him?

When the min is ter be gan to chant, Lars came to him self with a start. A
sense of guilt swept through his soul. Had he not been sit ting there in God’s
house and think ing of a girl!

The young min is ter read his ser mon. Lars was charmed by the mu si cal
ca dences of the lan guage. Oh, yes, this was a real min is ter. There was no
doubt about that.
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The ser mon it self did not in ter est him very much at first. The min is ter
spoke about the false prophets. We should be very thank ful to God, he said,
that we have the pure doc trine. That was af ter all the great est in her i tance we
had brought with us from Nor way. It was our great priv i lege and sa cred
duty to see to it that this in her i tance was handed to our chil dren. He was
sorry to say that false prophets had made their ap pear ance among the Nor- 
we gian peo ple from the very be gin ning of Nor we gian im mi gra tion. They
had also made their ap pear ance in our dear synod and had led many astray.
They taught that man could con trib ute some thing to his own sal va tion.
They had left us and formed an or ga ni za tion of their own. It was bet ter so.
We must rally around the pure doc trine which had come to us, through the
fa thers, from Christ and His holy apos tles.

Then the min is ter went on to say that there were other false prophets
among the Nor we gian Lutheran peo ple. They re lied on their own ex pe ri- 
ence in stead of on God’s grace alone. May God help us to be loyal and true
to His Word!

On his way home Lars was very much be wil dered. Were there sev eral
kinds of Luther ans in the world? And which were right?

“What do you think of the ser vices in Our Saviour’s church?” Thorsten
asked him when he en tered the house.

“Pretty good,” Lars an swered, “but I did not know you had so many
false prophets among the Nor we gians in Amer ica. Are you one of them?”

Thorsten laughed up roar i ously. “It’s a good thing you found out, Lars.
Now you can be on the look out for them,” Thorsten re marked.

Mrs. Berge shook her head. “Don’t be so sar cas tic, Thorsten. You know
you think a great deal of the min is ter in Our Saviour’s church.”

“Well, who wouldn’t?” Thorsten asked.
Then she turned to Lars: “Did the min is ter read his ser mon to day, too?”
“Yes, I think he read it, at least part of the time.”
Thorsten spoke up: “Mother, don’t you say any thing about writ ten ser- 

mons to me. I’d rather lis ten to a writ ten ser mon than a ser mon that ram bles
all over cre ation. A writ ten ser mon shows that the min is ter has been study- 
ing and does not rely on the in spi ra tion of the mo ment.”

“That may be true enough,” Mrs. Berge shot back as she hur ried to ward
the kitchen. “But if the min is ter can’t re mem ber his ser mon, how can he ex- 
pect oth ers to re mem ber it?”
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Lars had writ ten sev eral let ters to his mother and he now be gan to look for a
let ter from her.

It fi nally came. The spell ing was not ac cord ing to the rules, some times
the nouns were writ ten with small let ters and the verbs with cap i tal let ters,
and punc tu a tion marks were rather scarce, but it was a let ter from mother.
Lars read it over and over again, till he knew it by heart, and what he read
be tween the lines was even more sig nif i cant and pa thetic than the words
them selves.

She be gan by say ing that she had re ceived two of his let ters, and that she
had thanked God for keep ing His pro tect ing hand over her boy. She knew it
was God’s will that he had gone to Amer ica where he might con tinue to go
to school. In a few years he would re turn home.

The cow and the calf and all the sheep had been sent to Grøn lee “sæter.”
She had been up there one day, and the cow was so glad to see her that
Anne had to put her arm round her neck and cry. The cow had to be put in
the barn when she, Anne, was go ing home, and she could hear her low ing
till she had crossed the river.

She was alone now with only the cat and the kit tens for com pany. He
ought to see them play in the sun shine in front of the house!

Of ten she went over to the big pine tree. She loved to lis ten to the sough- 
ing of the winds in the branches, only it sounded more sad than ever be fore.
She had picked a flower that she knew Lars liked, and she was en clos ing it
in the let ter.

Helga Stor lee had asked her to send Lars her best re gards. Poor Helga, it
seemed that she was to have noth ing but sor row in her life. Olaf had been
stay ing at home a while af ter his fa ther’s death, but now he had be gun to
run to dances again. He had come home drunk sev eral times, and his mother
had no power over him.

Now Anne was more sure than ever that her brother Halvor was alive.
Some day Lars would find him. Then they would come home to gether.

There were so many things she had in tended to write to him, but she
could not find the right words. She prayed for him ev ery day, and it was a
great con so la tion to know that while she was pray ing for him here at Lee,
the good God would bless her son so far away from home.

One day Thorsten Berge re turned from a trip to Min ne ap o lis.
“I met some peo ple who knew you, Lars; I was to bring you greet ings

from An ders Hau gen and his daugh ter Olga,” said Thorsten. “You never
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told me that they had been in Nor way last sum mer.”
“I didn’t know you knew them,” said Lars turn ing very red in his face.
“Yes, I know the Hau gen fam ily well. I stayed with them a whole week

when I was del e gate to our an nual syn od i cal meet ing. Olga asked me to tell
you that she had re ceived a let ter from a boy in Nor way. I have for got ten his
name now. He had writ ten that he in tended to come to Amer ica some day.”

Lars turned even more red at this bit of news. Thorsten sus pected that
there might be some spe cial rea son for Lars’s con fu sion and be gan to talk
about some thing else.

Lars had kept Olga’s pic ture up per most in his trunk. He of ten looked at
it and won dered if he should write to her. When he again came up to his
room, he put the pic ture at the bot tom of his trunk. But the next night he
dreamt that Olga was walk ing in through an open door in the moun tain and
that the door closed with a bang right in front of him as he ran af ter her to
keep her back.
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22. She Had For got ten How To
Laugh.

“I’M SORRY, LARS, but now you had bet ter keep your prom ise. Mr. Sko- 
gen is not an easy man to work for. He does not spare him self and he cer- 
tainly has not spared his wife and two boys. We have so ci eties for the pre- 
ven tion of cru elty to an i mals. We ought also to have so ci eties for the pre- 
ven tion of cru elty to farm ers’ wives and chil dren.”

Thus spoke Thorsten Berge in his usu ally slash ing man ner, when Lars
told him that he was go ing to work for Mr. Sko gen till school opened.

“I thought Mr. Sko gen was a very good man; he made a very nice prayer
at the last prayer meet ing,” Lars re marked.

“I didn’t say any thing about his prayers,” Thorsten an swered with con- 
sid er able heat. “I spoke of his cru elty to his wife and boys.”

Lars had not stayed very long with the Sko gen fam ily be fore he re gret ted
com ing there.

Mrs. Sko gen was a small and frail woman. She moved about the house
like a shadow. Some years ago she had done farm work al most like a hired
man. Now she was un able to do so. Her hands, how ever, were more than
full, early and late, with the care of the cat tle, the house hold wash ing,
sewing and cook ing.

There were two boys in the fam ily, both younger than Lars. They
stooped when walk ing, their steps be ing long and heavy as if they were fol- 
low ing the plow. Their hands were large and rough, their faces dull. They
had had but lit tle school ing, read Eng lish poorly, but knew Nor we gian well.
The lat ter they could thank their mother for.

One evening, af ter the close of the day’s work, Lars was ex am in ing the
few books which stood on a lit tle book shelf in the par lor. This small li brary
con sisted of a Bible, a col lec tion of ser mons, four or five other re li gious
books, a cal en dar and a few copies of a church pa per.

Mrs. Sko gen stood be hind him while he ex am ined the books.
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“Have you not any books for the boys?” Lars asked and turned to ward
her.

She looked away from while she was fum bling with her apron.
“There isn’t much time for read ing on the farm,” she an swered. “They

don’t seem to care much for it, ei ther.”
“Don’t you have As b jorn son’s and Moe’s Fairy Tales?”
“Oh, my no. Kjetil wouldn’t want them to read fairy tales,” she said, and

turned away from him.
Lars re al ized that it was best not to say any thing more on this sub ject,

but he formed a res o lu tion which he in tended to fol low next time he went to
town.

The fol low ing Sun day when Lars at tended ser vice in town, he made use
of the op por tu nity to ob tain a copy of the book of fairy tales.

Dur ing the af ter noon, while Kjetil was tak ing a nap, Lars and the two
boys went up to the hay loft. Lars wanted to read them a fairy tale. He se- 
lected the best story in the book.

“Oh, that isn’t a true story,” cried the older boy. “Why don’t you get us a
copy of Jesse James?”

Sud denly Kjetil stood in front of them. He grabbed the book from Lars’s
hand and looked at it.

“So this is the swill you give my boys. Next time I sup pose you will
bring them a copy of Bjorn son’s sto ries.”

He put the book in his pocket and climbed down the lad der.
Then the older boy shook his fist af ter his fa ther, and hissed: “Hyp- 

ocrite!”
“You must not talk that way about your fa ther,” Lars ad mon ished him.
“I don’t care,” sobbed the boy, “if it were not for mother I would leave

home this very night.”
Had it not been for the kind ness which Mrs. Sko gen and the boys had

shown him, and the pity he felt for them, Lars would have found it im pos si- 
ble to re main the whole sum mer.

When they had a leisure hour, which was not very of ten, the boys fol- 
lowed Lars like dogs. In the pres ence of their fa ther they sel dom spoke, but
when alone with Lars they kept up a con stant flow of con ver sa tion.

Late in the evening, af ter Mr. Sko gen and the two boys had re tired, Lars
would some times sit in the kitchen and talk with Mrs. Sko gen. As a rule
Lars did most of the talk ing, but once when he had re lated some hu mor ous
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in ci dents from his life on the moun tain pas tures, she laughed aloud for the
first time since he had come to the house. There was some thing un canny
about her laugh ter. She had for got ten how to laugh.

Then hur riedly, ner vously, half laugh ing and half cry ing she told of an
ex pe ri ence she had had while herd ing cat tle in Nor way. Grad u ally she grew
more calm, and Lars lis tened with fas ci na tion min gled with awe as she de- 
scribed in ci dent upon in ci dent from her happy youth.

One night Lars was awak ened by some one rush ing nois ily up stairs to his
room.

“Lars, you must hurry up and fetch the doc tor. You know where he lives.
Mari is ill—she is dy ing.”

It was Mr. Sko gen who cried thus in de spair. Then he called the boys to
come to their mother at once.

Lars got into his clothes as fast as pos si ble. He glanced into the room
where Mrs. Sko gen was ly ing. In the dim lamp light he no ticed that she was
deadly pale and that she gasped for breath.

“Take Fanny and ride as fast as you can,” called Mr. Sko gen.
Lars raced to the sta ble and in a few min utes he shot out of the yard on

Fanny’s back. It was six miles to town. When Lars drew the reins at
Dr. Lar son’s home the horse was white with lather.

Dr. Lar son had a team. Lars sat with him, and Fanny fol lowed the buggy
on the re turn trip.

“I have ex pected this for some time,” said the doc tor. “Mrs. Sko gen is
like a worn-out ma chine. God alone knows how many of these farmer’s
wives hold out so long. A fel low like that hyp ocrite Sko gen ought to be
hanged. He is a rich man but can not af ford to hire a girl. It is his wife who
has helped him to be come a wealthy man; but she re ceives not as much as
thanks. When once I told him that she ought to take a trip to Nor way and
visit her aged par ents and get a lit tle flesh on her bones, he stared at me as if
I had asked him to give up his life for her sake. If she dies now, there will
un doubt edly be flow ers and prayers—tears and a fine ser mon. Though they
ar range it as nicely as they please, Mr. Sko gen is still a mur derer be fore
God. Maybe you think that I don’t be lieve in a God. Yes, I be lieve in a God
—but it is not Mr. Sko gen’s God.”
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It did not take a long time to reach the farm. Mr. Sko gen met the doc tor
in the yard.

“I thank you for com ing so quickly. You must do your best for her.”
Dr. Lar son did not seem to see or hear him. He ran into the house. When

Lars had taken care of the horses, he went shortly up to the house. Af ter
awhile the doc tor asked Mr. Sko gen to come out side with him.

“Is there any hope for her?” he in quired of the doc tor in a thick voice.
“There would have been much hope for her if you had fol lowed my ad- 

vice long since,” an swered the doc tor and looked him squarely in the face.
“But you could not af ford it—you said. Your money was dearer to you than
your wife. You have for got ten that she toiled like a slave for you these
many years—and the only re ward for it all has been your scold ings, the
read ing of long ser mons and pi ous talk. Now it is too late; it is only a ques- 
tion of a short time. The poor heart is worn out. Soon it will find rest; but
you are a mur derer be fore God!” Sko gen’s face grew white; then the blood
rushed to his head; he lifted his hand as if to strike, but the arm fell as if
par a lyzed to his side. “Lord have mercy upon me,” he prayed.

“Yes, that’s right, be gin your prayers now,” said the doc tor sar cas ti cally.
“For a sin like the one you have com mit ted against your wife dur ing all the
past years there is no for give ness. The hottest hell is too good for such
tyrants like you.”

“Doc tor Lar son, Doc tor Lar son, for God’s sake don’t talk thus. Is there
no hope for her, doc tor? I am will ing to give away all I have if she only can
be well again.”

“Yes, so you say now; but if she should re cover how long would it take
be fore she is back to the same slav ery?”

The doc tor turned away from him and en tered the house. Mr. Sko gen re- 
mained stand ing on the same spot for a long time. He stood there like a
crushed man, ready to col lapse.

Then he walked slowly and with bent head to the barn. He threw him self
on his face upon the bare floor. He wanted to pray, but found no words; he
pounded the floor with his hands. “Mur derer, you are a mur derer!” re- 
sounded again and again in his ears. At last he arose and stum bled into the
house. Mrs. Sko gen seemed to be a lit tle brighter.

“Is she bet ter?” he whis pered to the physi cian who shook his head only.
Mr. Sko gen ap proached the bed slowly. He sought to find her hand, but the
doc tor pushed him over. “Will you kill her?” he whis pered into his ear.
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Mr. Sko gen fell on his knees at the bed side. He clasped his hands on her
breast. “O, God, how frail and thin she is,” he thought, and again the doc- 
tor’s ter ri ble ac cu sa tion sounded like a judg ment day through his soul.

“Mari! Mari! can you for give me? You must not die. If you die, I be- 
come your mur derer. O God, how I have sinned against you and our boys. I
who preached to you have never been wor thy of you. O mis er able sin ner
that I am! O Mari, Mari!” His head dropped upon the edge of the bed.

Then a thin ema ci ated hand stole slowly and un cer tainly over the bed
quilt. It found the large head and be gan to stroke its coarse shock of hair.
Then the strong man wept un til he shook like an as pen leaf. The doc tor
turned to ward the win dow. The sun was ris ing. A meadow lark sent forth its
first mel low note. “I have noth ing to for give,” she whis pered. “You have
been ————.” Then she paused, but the words came like the cut of a
whip upon her hus band’s heart. He arose slowly and laid his fum bling hand
upon his wife’s fore head. She grasped it with both hers and kissed it.

“Hush, she sleeps,” whis pered the physi cian and made signs that they
should leave the room. The boys had looked at the scene with grow ing
amaze ment. Thus they had never seen their fa ther be fore. On tip toe they
passed into the next room, fol lowed by their fa ther. The doc tor and Lars
went out side.

Then the fa ther drew near to his sons and said: “My boys, can you ever
for give me? I have been try ing to take both your life and your mother’s.”
The older looked at him with re sent ment, but the younger son threw him self
into his fa ther’s arms and wept.

“Do you be lieve she is go ing to live?” asked Lars as he and the doc tor
stood in the yard.

“If I be lieved it, I would not tell it to him,” said the doc tor. “I was quite
se vere with him, but the heavy ham mer strokes of the law, as Pas tor An der- 
son says, are nec es sary in such cases. So many of our farm ers came from a
state of serf dom. They en dured hard ships for many years; they be came ac- 
cus tomed to scrimp and save; it has en tered their blood. They al low nei ther
them selves nor their fam i lies any rest. One should ex pect a lit tle more wis- 
dom from these pi ous folk, but they ex cuse it by say ing that they must be
true stew ards of God’s man i fold gifts.”

Dur ing the af ter noon Mr. Sko gen went to his near est neigh bor and asked
his old est daugh ter to as sist with the house work un til he could ob tain a ser- 
vant girl.
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Doc tor Lar son sent a nurse to the Sko gen farm the same af ter noon. He
gave Mr. Sko gen a long list of things which she needed.

“It will cost sev enty-five dol lars,” he said. Lars had to drive to town to
make the pur chases. He brought cash along.

Mrs. Sko gen hov ered be tween life and death for many days. Her hus- 
band kept him self at home the whole time, al though there was much to do
on the farm.

When he was given per mis sion he sat by the sickbed, and—when the
nurse did not see it—pat ted his wife’s hands.

As he sat there one day, the older son peeped into the room. When he
dis cov ered his fa ther there, he with drew sud denly. But his mother had no- 
ticed him and sent the nurse af ter him. He re fused to en ter the room, but the
nurse took him by the nape of the neck and said: “Go in, young fel low.” A
lit tle while af ter both fa ther and son came out. The boy cried and his fa ther
cried, but the lat ter’s arm lay lov ingly about his son’s neck.

One day Doc tor Lar son de clared that Mrs. Sko gen was out of dan ger.
Then her hus band came into the sick room and told her that next spring they
would take a trip to gether to Nor way. “To day your maid will be here,” he
said. Then he went over to a trunk and took out a book. He gave Lars a ten
dol lar note and said: “I wish to buy this book for my boys. You may be able
to get one in its place.”

“I have not much faith in con ver sions,” said Dr. Lar son to Lars when he
had seated him self in the buggy, “and I am not so sure how long this will
last. I know this, how ever, that Mr. Sko gen is go ing to take his wife to Nor- 
way. I’ll see to that. I am not much on preach ing the gospel, but I know
some thing about preach ing the law.”
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23. Shaken By Doubts.

DUR ING THE NEXT FOUR YEARS Lars at tended school in the win ter time, the
first win ter the com mon school in New Nor way, the other win ters a church
school.

On his way to the church school the first year Lars stopped over Sun day
in Min ne ap o lis. He was in com pany with a stu dent who in sisted on go ing to
the church where Olga Hau gen was a mem ber. Lars wanted to go to an other
church, but the stu dent took him by the arm and said: “You come with me,
young man, and I’ll show you the most beau ti ful girl in Amer ica, and she is
a mighty fine singer too.”

The stu dent went up to one of the front pews but Lars found a seat be- 
hind a post in the rear pew.

When the choir filed in, Lars saw Olga Hau gen for the first time in
Amer ica. Her hair was as un ruly as ever, and the smile the same half-rogu- 
ish, half-friendly smile.

The ser mon was very elo quent and grip ping, but Lars heard only
snatches of it. When he did not look at the post in front of him, he stole a
glimpse at the choir, and then ducked be hind the post.

When the choir sang, Lars heard only one voice. It was the voice he had
heard on the moun tain side in Nor way. Later Olga sang a solo. All that Lars
had longed for and prayed for found ex pres sion in the song, as it rang
through the church that day. He leaned to one side and looked straight at the
singer. She saw him. For a mo ment she be came con fused and the au di ence
thought she was go ing to break down, but the next mo ment she had re- 
gained con trol of her self and she fin ished the hymn with a fer vor that
brought tears to many eyes.

At the close of the ser vice the stu dent rushed up to her. But she barely
shook his hand and hur ried down to Lars.

“Hello, Lars; Why haven’t you called on me—on us— be fore?”
Lars was so be wil dered that he did not know what to say. For tu nately

An ders Hau gen came over to him, shook his hand heartily and said: “The
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stu dents must come with us.”
On the way from church Lars and Olga walked to gether. “So you are go- 

ing to the sem i nary, Lars? I al ways thought you were go ing to be come a
min is ter,” she said in her brisk man ner.

In the af ter noon Olga and the stu dent sang sev eral duets to gether. Sud- 
denly she turned to Lars and said: “Don’t you sing, Lars?”

Lars shook his head. He had never felt more un com fort able. What a fool
he was to travel to gether with this stu dent! Next time he passed through
Min ne ap o lis he would go alone.

“Let’s go down to the park, Lars,” cried Olga. “I’ll show you some beau- 
ti ful flow ers, more beau ti ful than you ever showed me at Grøn lee. And
there are birds too.”

At first Lars had lit tle to say, but when Olga pointed to a bird say ing she
did not know its name, Lars could tell her; for with the help of a book in
Thorsten Berge’s li brary he had learned the name of all the birds in and out- 
side of Nor way.

His bash ful ness left him at once. He told her about the many new birds
and flow ers he had found in Amer ica and ended by de scrib ing a beau ti ful
sun set he had seen one day when driv ing across the prairie.

“You haven’t for got ten to tell things, Lars. You’ll make a splen did min- 
is ter,” said Olga. But Lars be came again bash ful and con fused.

“I sup pose you know that Olaf Stor lee in tends to come to Amer ica,” she
re marked ca su ally. “I don’t un der stand what he wants to come to Amer ica
for. Some day he will be the owner of Stor lee. Have you heard that he
drinks?”

“Per haps he thinks it will be eas ier to quit drink ing here,” said Lars. “Or
per haps there may be an other rea son.” He looked at her and smiled.

“What do you mean by that, Lars?” It was now Olga’s turn to be come
red in the face.

Just then An ders Hau gen and the stu dent came to ward them.
Lars had hoped that his doubts would dis ap pear when he had been some

time at the church school. It worked the other way.
The stu dents could be di vided, he soon dis cov ered, into two groups: On

the one hand were the the o log i cal stu dents and quite a num ber of stu dents
in the prepara tory de part ment who were out spo ken in their Chris tian views
and ex pe ri ences. They were saved and they knew they were saved and they
were very much con cerned about the stu dents who were not saved. On the
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other hand were the stu dents who had taken no def i nite stand; some were
seek ers af ter the truth, oth ers were very out spo ken in their crit i cism and
ridicule of the “long faced” and “nar row minded” con fess ing Chris tians.

Lars did not feel at home with any par tic u lar group. Oc ca sion ally he at- 
tended the weekly prayer meet ings, but as he did not take part he felt he did
not be long there.

Three sum mers he taught parochial school in New Nor way. At times he
felt that he had no right to teach re li gion when he did not know whether he
was a Chris tian or not, but Thorsten Berge en cour aged him to con tinue, say- 
ing: “There is noth ing that will be of greater help to you than to study and
teach the Word of God.”

The last year he at tended the church school Lars came face to face with
new prob lems.

He be gan to read ag nos tic lit er a ture sup plied him by a class mate, and the
more he read the more he be gan to doubt some of the things which he had
been taught from child hood.

Was it true that the world had been cre ated only four thou sand years be- 
fore Christ when ge ol ogy seemed to in di cate that the earth was mil lions of
years old? And what about evo lu tion? Was ev ery word in the Bible in spired
by God? How could Christ’s phys i cal body and blood be re ally present in
the Lord’s sup per? Was bap tism more than a cer e mony? How could a God
who was love send the hea then to hell to suf fer through all eter nity al though
they had never heard about Christ and con se quently could not be lieve in
Christ?

Dur ing the Easter va ca tion Lars vis ited the Berge fam ily. He had been
in tend ing to speak to one of the pro fes sors and to the lo cal pas tor about his
doubts, but he was afraid they might con demn him as an ag nos tic. There
was one man to whom, he could go with out fear of be ing mis un der stood.
That was Thorsten Berge.

Thorsten sensed that some thing was trou bling Lars’s mind, and af ter
sup per he asked him to go up to his den where they might talk undis turbed.

This den was re ally a li brary. It was the choic est li brary which Lars had
ever seen in the home of a lay man.

“Well, Lars, what’s on your mind?” Thorsten asked when they had
seated them selves.

Lars did not know how to be gin, but Thorsten was so frank and sym pa- 
thetic that he told him all his doubts.
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Thorsten sat and lis tened to him with closed eyes. Once Lars thought he
heard him sigh and he saw tears trickle down his face. Was it pos si ble that
Thorsten, too, thought that he had be come a prodi gal son, a heretic, an ag- 
nos tic? God knew how he had fought against these doubts and how he had
prayed to get rid of them. He had strug gled so hard to be come a Chris tian,
and he was fur ther away than ever.

When Lars was fi nally through, Thorsten Berge opened his eyes and
looked at him with a smile.

"Lars, my young friend, I am glad you have shown me this con fi dence. I
want to be very frank with you. I may say things which will hurt you, but I
do it be cause I want to help you.

"I can not solve the prob lems for you. You must solve them your self with
the help of one who is wiser than I am. I have felt sev eral times that I
should have spo ken to you about these and other mat ters, but I was afraid
that you might rely on my words and make my ex pe ri ence your stan dard.
You have had enough trou ble with peo ple who wanted to cre ate your spir i- 
tual life in their im age. Much harm is be ing done to young peo ple in our
church just that way. On the other hand much harm is done on the part of us
older peo ple by not win ning the con fi dence of the young peo ple. I know I
could have come to clar ity much sooner had I had the op por tu nity to pour
out my heart to a Chris tian friend.

"I do not blame you for doubt ing. It is good for a young man to doubt,
but it be comes dan ger ous when he re fuses to seek light where light alone is
found and when he be comes proud of his doubts.

"May I briefly tell you my per sonal views and ex pe ri ences? Not as a
stan dard, but as a guide. And by the way, se ri ous as your prob lems are, you
will meet prob lems in your Chris tian life which go deeper than these. These
are mainly in tel lec tual. The spir i tual prob lems are the real ones which test
the soul.

"So you have be come in ter ested in evo lu tion or rather in the the ory of
evo lu tion? That ques tion, if ever set tled, will be set tled by sci en tific re- 
search and not by de bates. The most se ri ous phase of the the ory of evo lu- 
tion is the im pli ca tion that there is no need of the atone ment of Christ. But
this I know that I need that atone ment, and all the sci en tists in the world
can not sup ply that need by any thing they may tell me. Christ can; Christ
has. Keep your mind open to the truth, Lars. Truth will vin di cate it self. But
be ware of false and fool ish prophets who pose as sci en tists.
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"As to the age of the world, the Bible says that in the be gin ning God cre- 
ated heaven and earth. That is not very def i nite, but it is all we need to
know. God is the cre ator; we are his crea tures. Why should we fig ure out
with pen cil and pa per what He does not re quire us to do?

"As to the ver bal in spi ra tion of the Bible, that trou bled me a great deal as
long as I read ar gu ments pro and con. Then I read the Bible to find the way
of sal va tion, and the con vic tion grew, till it be came over whelm ing, that the
Bible in some way or other is in spired. How, no body knows, and no body
should try to ex plain it to oth ers. When In fi nite mind speaks to fi nite mind
through weak hu man lan guage, which at best is a poor ve hi cle for thought,
we have no busi ness to for mu late def i ni tions and dog mas and de mand oth- 
ers to sub scribe to them.

"The same ap plies to the sacra ments. In His in fi nite mercy God wants to
bring us, chil dren of the dust, spir i tual bless ings. When He in His Wis dom
makes use of wa ter and bread and wine, to gether with His liv ing and life-
giv ing Word, it is for us to ac cept the bless ings in deep hu mil ity and with
grate ful hearts. How He does it, He has not ex plained to us. He could not
ex plain it to us if He wanted to. Hu man lan guage breaks down un der the
weight of eter nal truth. It is a mys tery and not a prob lem. Christ in sti tuted
the two sacra ments. That’s all. Shall I deny or ne glect what my poor brain
can not un der stand?

"Are the hea then go ing to hell? A man asked Spur geon that ques tion. ‘I
don’t know,’ Spur geon an swered, ‘but I know I’ll go to hell if I don’t have a
part in send ing them the Gospel.’ We’ll have to leave that to God. A mis- 
sion ary told me that the first time he went to China, he went there to save
the hea then from hell. ‘Now,’ he said, ‘I am go ing back, be cause it is the
will of God!’

“But, Lars, there is an other ques tion of more im por tance than any ques- 
tion you have asked. When that is set tled, the other ques tions will not trou- 
ble you much. I have felt that you have dodged that ques tion. Lars, just
what does Christ mean to you? For get your doubts for a minute. What does
Christ mean to you, Lars Lee?”

Lars grew red in the face. Thorsten was putting his fin ger on a sore spot.
“I don’t know if I am a Chris tian or not,” he fi nally an swered.
“That does not an swer my ques tion. You are dodg ing. Quit dig ging in

your own heart for proof that you are a Chris tian. You are look ing in the
wrong di rec tion. You are look ing at your self and not at Christ. You be come
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a Chris tian when you be come Christ’s. When you go to Him with your in- 
tel lec tual doubts, but above all when you go to Him with your self, your un- 
be lief, your cold and un re pent ing heart, your sin, your sin ful ness, He will
save you from your self, for Him self, in His own way. He is the way. You
are not go ing to Him with your whole self. You will go to Him when you
have to go, when you must go. You have been try ing to make your self a
Chris tian ac cord ing to your own plans; you have not re al ized that the Holy
Spirit has been try ing to make you Christ’s. So you have with stood the Holy
Spirit. That is your great trou ble.”

“But I have to be lieve, don’t I? And I must know whether I am a Chris- 
tian or not?” Lars asked with some ir ri ta tion.

"Lars, look here, you must go to Christ whether you are a Chris tian or
not! As to faith, that is a gift of God. Did you hear that? Faith is the gift of
God. And so is as sur ance, thank God! God gives us faith, cre ates in us faith,
when we read and hear His Word with a prayer ful heart. If you can not pray,
read any way and you will pray. You have been read ing what the en e mies of
God have writ ten. You have dis cussed the Bible with peo ple who know
very lit tle about the Bible. You are not read ing the Bible to find life. Is that
fair to God? Is that fair to your self? You are play ing a dan ger ous game. You
are gam bling with your own soul, and the devil is do ing all he can that you
may be the loser.

“Par don me for talk ing so much. We poor mor tals have the idea that we
can solve the mys ter ies of life with a lot of words. Just this: In the Word of
God you come face to face with Christ. Why don’t you have a meet ing with
Him, Lars?”’

Later on in the evening, go ing past Thorsten’s den, Lars heard Thorsten
speak with some one. He was pray ing. He heard him men tion his name.
That gripped him more than all Thorsten had said to him.
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24. Two Let ters From Helga
Stor lee.

WHEN LARS CAME BACK to the sem i nary, he found a let ter from Nor way.
He rec og nized the hand writ ing of Helga Stor lee. She had not writ ten him
be fore. Some thing spe cial must have hap pened.

Tear ing the let ter open, he no ticed a crude lit tle cross drawn at the top of
the first page. That had but one mean ing. He read:

"Dear young friend:

“Lars, now you must be brave. I have a sad mes sage for you. Your dear mother has passed
away—”

The blow struck him with stun ning force. He stared at the words with un- 
see ing eyes. Then he gasped for breath, stag gered over to the bed, and, vi o- 
lent sobs shak ing his body, buried his face in the pil low.

“Mother, O mother—”
Af ter a while he got up and fin ished read ing the let ter, but ev ery now

and then the words blurred be fore his eyes.

"As you know, your mother has been fail ing of late. She was re ally in poorer health when
she wrote you some time ago than she cared to ad mit. She wanted to spare you from anx i- 
ety. That was her way.

"About a month ago she grew weaker, and she re al ized that the end was not very far off. It
was hard for her to be rec on ciled to the thought that she was not to meet you again in this
life, but she re joiced in the knowl edge that she would meet you in the land where there is
no part ing.
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"Your mother was not much given to talk ing about spir i tual mat ters, but as the end drew
near she spoke to all who vis ited her, with great as sur ance. I was with her most of the time,
and I shall never for get the clos ing hours of her life.

"When she re al ized that the time for de par ture had come, she asked me to turn to the
twenty-third psalm. Lars, you know that I have not been a Bible-read ing woman, but when
I read that psalm I felt that the Good Shep herd was stand ing at the bed, hold ing out his
open arms to a weary soul. If I had seen Him stand ing there, seen him with my own eyes, I
would not have been star tled. When I read the words, ‘Though I walk through the val ley of
the shadow of death,’ a won der ful light came into your mother’s eyes and a sweet smile
over spread her face. In a strong, clear voice she said, ‘I shall fear no evil, for thou art with
me.’ Be fore I re al ized it, she had passed away.

"O, my friend Lars, I know not what to say to you. I pray that God will bring you com fort
and con so la tion in your great sor row. You had a won der ful mother, sweet and gen tle.

"Halvor Saga made a fine cas ket. ‘If ever a woman de served a fine cas ket, it is Anna Lee,’
he said. She was car ried to her fi nal rest ing place Thurs day.

"As friends and neigh bors were leav ing the hill side, snow be gan to fall. Be fore I left, the
rest ing place was cov ered with a white sheet of snow…

“I am send ing you a greet ing from Olaf. He was very help ful to me and your mother. I
know he was do ing it for your sake. I shall write you be fore very long.”Helga Stor lee."

Lars knew that his room mate might come any time, and so he slipped out of
the room, hur ried past stu dents com ing and go ing and sought the soli tude of
the hills. There are Geth se manes in the life of ev ery hu man be ing when the
soul must drink the cup of bit ter ness alone, all alone. But to the lis ten ing
ear, in tune with the In fi nite, there comes the soft sound of an gels’ wings.

A cou ple of weeks later Lars re ceived an other let ter from Helga Stor lee.
The bur den of it was that Olaf was go ing to Amer ica. He had tried to break
away from his evil com pan ions, but had been too weak. She be lieved that
when he got away from his old friends, her son would be come a good man.
She un der stood that he had been cor re spond ing with Olga Hau gen. It was
his in ten tion to go to Min ne ap o lis. Helga said that she had been sur prised
that Olaf and Lars had not cor re sponded more. She hoped that Olaf would
write him as soon as he ar rived at his des ti na tion, and that Lars would visit
him and do all he could for him.
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Lars was not in the mood to give much thought to Olaf and Olga. The
mys tery of life and the greater mys tery of death had again gripped him, and
the or di nary things of life did not mat ter.

He had def i nitely de cided not to teach parochial school this sum mer. He
would not and could not stand in from of lit tle chil dren as a hyp ocrite. He
started out sell ing books.

A let ter from An ders Hau gen was for warded to him. An ders wrote that
Olaf Stor lee had come to Min ne ap o lis, and that he was sick in a hos pi tal. It
was of ut most im por tance that Lars come to him at once.

When Lars ar rived at the Hau gen res i dence next day, Olga met him at
the door. She looked pale and ex cited.

“Oh, Lars, if you had only been here be fore!” she said.
“Is Olaf—am I too late?”
“Olaf has dis ap peared, and we have not the slight est idea where he has

gone.”
A year passed by and no trace of Olaf had been found. His mother, re- 

ceiv ing no let ter from him, be came al most fran tic in her ap peals to Lars and
oth ers she knew in Amer ica to find her son.

Then Lars re ceived a let ter, bear ing the post mark Chicago. He saw that it
was Olaf’s hand writ ing. The writ ing had been done in a shak ing hand.

"My boy hood friend:

"I did not come to you, now you must come to me. I write these words with a trem bling
hand as you can see. It is the last let ter I shall write. I just fin ished a let ter to mother—

"I wanted to go home and die in my mother’s arms. I wanted to sleep in the soil of my na- 
tive land. But it is not so to be.

"Let me try to tell you some thing about my self. You may come too late to see me or I may
be too weak to speak to you.

"Here I am in a hos pi tal. Have been here for three weeks. I was on my way home to
mother, but was too weak to travel any fur ther. It looked at first as if I were to die among
to tal strangers, but I have found a new friend. I have told him about you and he urged me to
write you at once.
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"You know what sort of man fa ther was and you know my mother’s story. My home was
not a happy one, and though I loved my mother I be gan early, as you re mem ber, to seek
plea sure not of the best kind out side my home.

"Then Olga Hau gen came. Young as I was I loved her the mo ment I saw her on the moun- 
tain side. I guess she liked you bet ter than she liked me, but you were so bash ful and she
thought she had of fended you and that you were an gry. The pic ture I gave you, I am sure
was in tended for you. She did not give it to me. I picked it up when it fell out of her pocket.
When I saw you for the last time, I gave you the pic ture, you re mem ber. I felt it be longed to
you.

"I cor re sponded with her for sev eral years, but as I was sink ing lower into the mire, I did
not dare to tell her what was in my heart.

"Then the thought came to me that if I went to Amer ica and met Olga again, it would be
easy for me to live a de cent life. I knew she was fond of Nor way. Per haps some day she
might re turn with me to Stor lee.

"I am writ ing only a few words at a time and must leave out a good deal I oth er wise would
have told you.

"Ar riv ing in Min ne ap o lis late one evening I went across the street from the de pot to a sa- 
loon bear ing a Nor we gian name. I was tired and thirsty and asked for a drink of wa ter. The
sa loon keeper told me that the wa ter was not fit to drink. Peo ple who drank it died like
flies. He of fered me a glass of beer.

"One glass led to an other. I was helped to a room on sec ond floor and tum bled into bed.
Dur ing the night I be came ter ri bly sick. The next morn ing when I woke up, An ders Hau gen
was stand ing be side the bed. The sa loon keeper had found his ad dress in my pocket and
had sent for him. I told him what had hap pened and asked him not to men tion it to Olga.
He brought me to a hos pi tal where I re mained sev eral days. Mr. Hau gen called on me ev ery
day. He said that when I got well he would send me out in the coun try to a friend of his.

"One Sun day af ter noon I heard some won der ful singing. I rec og nized the voice. It was the
voice I had heard on the moun tain side at home. Olga came to the door of the ward and
looked in. I heard An ders Hau gen say ing: ‘You had bet ter not go in there. Come this way!’
From my bed I caught a glimpse of her. I wanted to call out to her, but the next mo ment she
had dis ap peared.

"I had to get away from Min ne ap o lis. I did not trust my self. Some day I would re turn and
then no one would need to be ashamed of me. The next day I left the hos pi tal, went to the
de pot and took the first train for the west.
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"Be fore long I fell in with drink ing, carous ing men. I shall not tire you with the story of my
stay in the west. I did not write to mother or any one else. One night I had stum bled in an al- 
ley. A po lice man found me and brought me to the sta tion. I got pneu mo nia, and later con- 
sump tion set in. Then I de cided to hurry home to mother. When I reached Chicago I was so
weak that I had to go to a hos pi tal.

"My doc tor is a won der ful man. His name is Dr. Harry Jones. He wants you to come.

"Oh, Lars, come as soon as you can. I have not many days left. I am afraid to die. Pray for
me; you have al ways been a Chris tian.

“Your friend,”Olaf Stor lee."

Time and again Lars had to put the let ter aside.
“Poor Olaf, poor Olaf.”
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25. “Whoso ever Cometh.”

THE SAME DAY Lars was on a train bound for Chicago. He read Olaf’s let- 
ter and then, clos ing his eyes, he lived over again his child hood and boy- 
hood, and in many of the scenes which passed through his mind there was
Olaf with his bright eyes, his black hair, his hearty laugh ter.

Sud denly he re mem bered Olaf’s words: “Pray for me; you have al ways
been a Chris tian.”

He was on his way to a dy ing friend who was afraid to die. Yes, he could
pray for him, but could he pray with him? Could he show him the way to
Christ when he was not sure of the way him self?

Since the mem o rable talk with Thorsten Berge more than a year ago,
Lars had spent much time in read ing the Bible. His for mer doubts had re- 
ceded into the back ground, but new doubts had arisen. He had of late been
thrown in con tact with sev eral con fess ing Chris tians who had im pressed
him as the most dis agree able and even bru tal peo ple he had ever met. Just
what Chris tian ity had done for them he failed to see. On the other hand he
had met peo ple who laid no claim to Chris tian ity, who were among the
finest men and women it had been his priv i lege to know. What did Chris- 
tian ity amount to af ter all?

While read ing one gospel af ter an other he was tremen dously im pressed
by the gen tle and at the same time pow er ful per son al ity of Christ, and his
heart went out in love and ado ra tion to the Son of God and Son of Man, but
lit tle by lit tle a new and star tling ques tion emerged that would not be
brushed aside. Just what did Je sus do to save us and how can it save us? He
had dis cussed the ques tion of the atone ment with the o log i cal stu dents and
with pas tors. The more he dis cussed, the more be wil dered he be came.

But deep down in his heart he felt more and more that the mys tery of the
atone ment car ried with it full and com plete sal va tion; new life, new
strength. And some thing tremen dously big to live for and work for. There
was a great empti ness in his heart. Christ and Christ alone could fill the
empty heart. But how and when?
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“I am afraid to die!” This cry from his dy ing friend sounded in his ears
as the train rolled and lurched on ward.

What should he say to Olaf? Should he act the hyp ocrite and pre tend that
he was a Chris tian, with full as sur ance? Should he fol low his friend into the
val ley of the shadow of death with ly ing words on his lips?

“O God, help me, help Olaf!”
Then a thought struck him with ter ror: Was he in re al ity ask ing God to

help him, not for his own sake, but for Olaf’s sake?
Ut terly be wil dered and help less he mut tered: “Dear Je sus, I don’t know

what to ask for or what to do.”
From the far off hills of Galilee there came a sweet and ten der voice:

“Whoso ever cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.”
He had heard that voice be fore, and yet he had never heard it.
Lars hur ried to the hos pi tal. A nurse showed him Olaf’s room. “He has

been wait ing for you,” she whis pered as she opened the door.
In the bed he saw a very pale, thin face slightly turned to ward the win- 

dow. It was Olaf Stor lee, a mere shadow of his for mer self. As Lars stepped
qui etly over to the bed, he no ticed that Olaf was sleep ing. A wave of ten- 
der ness swept through his soul for his boy hood friend, and tears filled his
eyes. Life had been cruel to Olaf Stor lee.

Olaf sensed his pres ence and turned his face to ward him. “Lars, Lars,”
he cried and stretched to ward him both his hands. “I knew you would come,
but, oh, how I have waited for you. I was afraid you would come too late.”

“Now you’ll get well, Olaf, and we’ll go home to gether,” Lars whis pered
in a chok ing voice, but he did not know what he was say ing.

Olaf turned his face to ward the win dow, while tears rolled down his
face.

A vi o lent cough ing spell shook his ema ci ated body, so that Lars feared
he would pass away then and there.

Af ter a while he looked up with a smile and an al most un earthly light in
those won der ful eyes of his.

“Yes, it would be fun for you and me to visit the old coun try. It is beau ti- 
ful there now at this time of the year. Dur ing the last days and nights I have
vis ited ev ery foot of ground at Stor lee and Lee. I have smelt the fra grance
of flow ers and new-mown hay, watched the swal lows in their nests un der
the caves and heard the call of the cuckoo on the moun tain side. Once I fell
asleep and dreamed that I put my tired head in my mother’s lap and she
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stroked my curls and pat ted me on the cheek. Poor mother, she must have
been driven al most crazy when she re ceived no mes sage from me. Have
you heard from her?”

Lars did not have the heart to tell him what he knew about his mother’s
fears and de spair. “Yes, she was nat u rally dis tressed, but I al ways felt that
some time you would re turn to her.”

For some time they were both silent. Then Olaf said piteously: “Lars,
you must stay with me till—till the end. I want you to pray for me, I am
afraid to—”

An other cough ing spell seized him leav ing him ut terly ex hausted.
The nurse opened the door and beck oned to Lars.
“You must sleep now, Olaf,” Lars said to him, stroking the wet curls on

his fore head. “I’ll soon come in and see you again. I have prayed for you
and will pray for you and with you. Please re peat this pre cious prom ise:
‘Whoso ever cometh to me I will in no wise cast out’.”

“Some one wishes to see you in the of fice,” whis pered the nurse to Lars
when they came out in the cor ri dor. “Come this way.”

Lars en tered the of fice, won der ing who it was that wanted to see him. A
man was stand ing over by the win dow, look ing down into the street.

“Did you wish to see me, sir?” Lars asked.
The man re mained stand ing. Fi nally he turned around. He was a mid dle-

aged man, with pale face and light hair.
He took a step to ward Lars, then stead ied him self with one hand on the

ta ble.
“Lars, do you know me?” he said in a bro ken voice.
There was some thing in the man’s face that made Lars trem ble.
“Yes, you are my un cle Halvor.”
The man came over to Lars and threw his arms around his shoul ders and

be gan to sob.
Fi nally he un locked his arms, put his hand on Lars’s fore head and

looked him search ingly in the face. “Yes, this is Anne’s son.”
They sat down and looked at each other with out speak ing.
“Lars, you are the only rel a tive I have seen for twenty years,” Halvor

said while fum bling with a book. “That’s a long time… but I have not been
ig no rant of what has taken place. I have read off and on the cor re spon- 
dences in a Nor we gian pa per from the home parish. I did not know, how- 
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ever, that you were in this coun try. How long have you been here and what
have you been do ing?”

Lars told him hur riedly about him self, adding that Thorsten Berge be- 
lieved that he had seen Halvor in Min ne ap o lis and that it was he who had
sent him the hun dred dol lars.

“Yes, he may have seen me; I was there once in con sul ta tion with an- 
other doc tor. He got the hun dred dol lars, did he?” For the first time Halvor
smiled.

“Mother al ways thought you were alive,” Lars re marked, “but why did
you never write?”

Halvor buried his face in his hands. With out look ing up he asked: “You
know what hap pened, don’t you?”

Then he went over to the win dow and looked down into the street. Lars
could see how his shoul ders heaved and shook. At last he came back and sat
down.

“Yes, mother told me all,” Lars said qui etly.
In Halvor’s suite of rooms in a nearby ho tel, Halvor told him his story.

For years he had buried him self among strangers. He had been a man with- 
out a coun try and with out his peo ple. He had tried to for get but not to for- 
give. He re belled against God Him self, and had never set foot in a church
and never opened a Bible. Af ter mak ing his liv ing by dif fer ent kinds of
work, he had stud ied medicine and changed his name to Harry Jones. Al- 
though he had tried to sever his con nec tion with the past, he dreamed many
a night of old friends and rel a tives and es pe cially of what had wrecked his
life and blasted his soul.

Grad u ally more peace had come to him. His work had be come his pas- 
sion. Then, re cently, the old wounds had been torn open, and he had again
suf fered the pangs of a con demned soul.

A young man had been brought to the hos pi tal. He un der stood at once
that he was Nor we gian. He helped the nurse get his his tory. Look ing down
into the boy’s face he was so pow er fully re minded of an other face that he
had to sit down.

He had spo ken to the boy in Nor we gian: “What is your name?”
“Olaf Stor lee.”
He had stag gered from the room and walked the streets of Chicago for

hours. Her son, her son! What a cruel trick fate was play ing him!
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The boy was his pa tient. He must be brave and strong. Go ing back to the
hos pi tal he had sum moned all his skill, but he soon re al ized that there was
no hope.

Olaf had told him his story. He told him about his mother and fa ther,
about Lars and Olga, about his wan der ings in Amer ica and his hope to go
home to his mother. When Olaf be gan to re al ize that he was go ing to die
among strangers and said he was afraid to die, the doc tor could stand it no
longer.

“Olaf, you are not among strangers. I am your friend. I am Halvor Lee.”
Dur ing the night Lars was not able to sleep. His meet ing with his un cle

had shaken him to the depth of his soul. Ev ery now and then Olaf’s piteous
cry, “I want you to pray for me, I am afraid to—” sounded in his ears. He
had to get out of bed and kneel down on the floor and pour out his heart for
Olaf, for his un cle and for him self.

Then he felt won der fully strength ened. Early next morn ing he hur ried to
Olaf.

Olaf greeted him with a ra di ant smile. “Lars,” he called out in a sur pris- 
ingly strong, joy ous voice, “thank you for re mind ing me of that prom ise.
Last night I knew you were pray ing for me, and for the first time in my life
I prayed earnestly for my self. I am sure that God sent me to this hos pi tal
where I was to meet Halvor and you. Over and over, the prom ise you gave
me sounded in my ears. Lars, I am not afraid to die.”

The hos pi tal room turned into a holy of holies.
In the af ter noon, while the sun shine flooded the room, the doc tor whis- 

pered to Lars, as they were stand ing be side the bed: “He is sink ing fast.”
Lars fell on his knees and put his hand on Olaf’s hand. Olaf was gasp ing for
breath. Sud denly he said in a strong voice: “Mother, mother, I am com ing!”

The next day Lars said to his un cle: “Where is he to be buried?”
Halvor put his hand on Lars’s shoul der and looked him in the eyes:
“Olaf’s wish shall be ful filled. He shall be buried in the soil of his fa- 

ther land. Last night I fought the fiercest bat tle of my life. I am go ing to
bring him home to his mother my self.”
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26. A Mother’s Geth se mane.

OLAF STOR LEE had left his home for Amer ica on a beau ti ful spring morn- 
ing. The ap ple trees were decked in white and the sweet fra grance of their
blos soms filled the air. Hill sides and mead ows were cov ered with a soft car- 
pet of grass, and birds were pour ing forth a per fect flood of melody. Brooks
came tum bling down the slopes and filled the whole parish with their mu- 
sic. The river swept ma jes ti cally on ward on its way to the ocean.

Olaf promised his mother to write as soon as he ar rived in Min ne ap o lis.
In stead of a let ter from Olaf she re ceived one from An ders Hau gen to

the ef fect that her son had ar rived, but that he had left the city with out stat- 
ing where he had gone.

A year passed by and no news came con cern ing her son. Then came a
let ter from him telling her that he was in Chicago, sick and dy ing. A few
days later she re ceived a mes sage from Lars, in form ing her of her son’s
death.

The next mail brought an other let ter from Lars. He had found his un cle
Halvor, and Halvor was go ing to bring her son’s body home.

Half way be tween Stor lee and Lee is a glen where Halvor and Helga had
of ten played in their child hood. On one side is a steep moun tain side, cov- 
ered with moss, heather, tufts of grass and small gnarled birch trees and
spruce. At cer tain times of the year the wall is decked with a pro fu sion of
flow ers.

About a month af ter re ceiv ing the mes sage from Lars that Halvor Lee
was alive and that he was bring ing her son home, Helga had gone up to the
glen. She had of ten sought this soli tude of late. The last year had been one
long tor ture. Why, oh, why had fate or God been so cruel to her? Sep a rated
from her lover, mar ried to a man she de spised, her son ru ined be fore her
own eyes, her whole life blasted!

The news that Halvor Lee was alive and that she soon was to see him
threw her into a wild panic. Why did he re turn? Was it pos si ble that he was
re turn ing for her sake?
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As she sat in the glen this day, she re mem bered the many times she had
met Halvor here. For a while the in ter ven ing years were for got ten. She was
again a young girl lis ten ing for Halvor’s foot steps as he came down the hill- 
side and across the brook.

Sud denly she heard some one singing. It was an old song, weirdly sad. It
was a song Halvor had sung at times when he had thought of the bar ri ers
that loomed up be tween them. It was Halvor’s voice!

Helga jumped up and stared at the path on the other side of the brook.
Her heart pounded, her breath came in gasps. A man came slowly down to
the brook. He stopped and looked up. He saw her.

For a long while they stood there as two stat ues chis eled out of stone.
Fi nally Halvor spoke in a chok ing voice: “Helga, is it you?”
He jumped across the brook and came up to her, stretch ing forth his

hand.
Helga looked at him as if he had risen from the dead.
Then the love of her youth and the sor rows of her wom an hood cried out

— “Halvor!”
Sud denly she be gan to trem ble and sank down on a stone. She buried her

face in her hands.
Halvor stood at her side, silent, help less.
Fi nally he touched her shoul der gen tly and whis pered: “Helga, you must

not cry so.”
But then she cried still harder.
Grad u ally she be came more quiet. She re moved her hands from her face

and looked straight ahead. Now and then a sob shook her body.
Halvor sat down by her side. She turned to ward him, with the old light in

her eyes.
“Wel come Halvor. You have been gone so long— And thank you for

what you have done for—my son.”
“What lit tle I did for him, I did for your sake, Helga. When I looked into

his face I knew I was look ing into the face of your son.”
For a while they sat there silent and looked at each other. There was so

much to be said, but hu man words seemed so empty and fu tile.
A bird started to sing in a tree near by.
Halvor looked up and laughed. “Well, well, if our bird is not singing

yet.”
Helga smiled and said: “He has been singing to me ev ery sum mer.”
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“I won der if he has his nest in the same place,” Halvor said and went
qui etly over to the tree. “Yes, here it is,” he cried, turn ing to Helga.

He came back to her, stopped at a stone and pointed at it. “Do you re- 
mem ber the time when I car ried you over the brook and fell, strik ing my
fore head against this stone?”

Helga stood up, took a step to ward him and said earnestly: “Halvor, I re- 
mem ber ev ery thing.”

They re minded each other of one in ci dent af ter an other which had taken
place in this glen. The door to their happy child hood swung wide open.
Over there they had had their pas tures with cows and sheep fash ioned from
cones. By the brook side Halvor had built his dam and his mill. Un der the
alder bushes the first anemones in the spring had danced in the breeze.

They talked like ex cited chil dren, fever ishly, fast, hardly know ing what
they were say ing. But ev ery now and then their voices were on the point of
break ing.

The evening be fore the fu neral Helga Stor lee sat by the cof fin in the
guest room till far into the night. She sat there like a statue of stone. The cry
of mil lions of par ents rose from her heart, “Oh, that I had died in your
stead!”

But grad u ally, in the pres ence of death, a feel ing of res ig na tion came
upon her. She knew that her son had left a world of sin and temp ta tions and
had en tered into glory. She sank on her knees and prayed that she might be
given power to for get and for give. And while she knelt there, stroking the
cof fin gen tly with her hands, she tried to thank God, but words failed her.
Then she cov ered her face with her hands and her heart melted in a flood of
tears.

The day af ter the fu neral Halvor Lee left the parish. He was go ing away for
some months. He felt that a mother’s sor row is a sa cred sor row and that the
time had not yet come to tell her what had brought him back to his na tive
land.

On his way back from Chicago, Lars Lee had time to re view the many
ex pe ri ences he had passed through since re ceiv ing the let ter from Olaf Stor- 
lee.
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The im pres sions which had poured in upon him and the in ci dents which
had taken place had stirred him to the depth of his soul. But be neath all was
a feel ing of peace, a deep sense of se cu rity. All spec u la tions, all doubts, all
fears had van ished. There was an open way. He felt a pow er ful Pres ence
lead ing him lov ingly, gen tly. The Word of God had be come a liv ing word;
pas sages, known from child hood, which had meant very lit tle to him,
thrilled him through and through. The way of sal va tion was no longer a sys- 
tem to be stud ied and un der stood. It was some thing to be re ceived.

One thought filled him with a sense of hu mil ity and at the same time
with a feel ing of un ut ter able joy: God had made use of him in a very sim ple
way to lead a dy ing friend to Christ! It was just a word, just a prom ise. How
sim ple it all was! When we could do noth ing, God drew nigh and did ev ery- 
thing.

Sud denly, as a flash of light ning re veals a whole land scape on a dark
night, he saw his fu ture as a mes sen ger of the Gospel. He had ex pe ri enced
some thing so pre cious, so di vine, that he must not keep it to him self. It was
what the world needed.

For years he had been in doubt as to what life work to choose. The min- 
istry had been out of the ques tion; law, medicine, busi ness did not ap peal to
him. There was left teach ing. But he knew that his heart would not be in it.

In the fall he en tered the the o log i cal de part ment. He knew it was cus- 
tom ary when ap ply ing for ad mis sion to de scribe in de tail one’s spir i tual ex- 
pe ri ences, and to state that one felt a pow er ful in ner call to preach the
Gospel. Lars sim ply wrote that af ter many years of in ner strug gle he had
found peace with God and that he thought the study of Scrip tures un der
com pe tent teach ers would be of great ben e fit to him. He was not pre pared
to say what he would do in the fu ture.

There was con sid er able dis cus sion in the com mit tee whether a man with
such in def i nite aim should be ad mit ted, but the pres i dent said bluntly: “I
would rather have such a man study the ol ogy than one who feels that he is
al ready a full-fledged min is ter.”

While Olaf lived Lars wanted to give him the right of way. He knew
how pas sion ately Olaf loved Olga and he be lieved that she felt more than
kindly to ward the im petu ous, dash ing, hand some lad. She could save him.
She could make a man of him. He must not stand in his way.

Shortly af ter hav ing re turned to the sem i nary, Lars re ceived a let ter from
his un cle Halvor Lee. The con tents of the let ter did not sur prise Lars. It was
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what he had ex pected. Halvor wrote that upon his re turn to the parish he
had asked Helga Stor lee to be come his wife. The wed ding had just taken
place.

“Lars,” he wrote, "for the first time in twenty years I know what hap pi- 
ness means. I never dared to dream that this hap pi ness would come to me.
My life had be come a burned-out crater. I was a man with out God, with out
kin, with out hope. I had vowed never to set my foot on the soil of my na tive
land, but when I heard that Helga was free, all my res o lu tions crum bled. I
knew I would go back to Nor way and to Helga.

“Yes ter day Helga and I went up to Lee. We walked all over the lit tle
farm; we vis ited ev ery nook and cor ner. It was just like in days of old when
Helga and I played to gether. I do not think Helga had been so happy since
she was a young girl as she was yes ter day.”
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27. The Boy Who Gave Away
His Lunch.

“HELLO, LARS, I am go ing to your school this sum mer; aren’t you glad?”
“Of course I am glad, but—”
“Sure, pa will let me. He said it was all right when you’re the teacher.

Say, Lars, I know how to read Nor we gian now. Ma had be gun to teach me
be fore she— be fore she died.”

Sud denly the sun shine faded from her face and her voice dropped to a
whis per.

“And now, I un der stand, your papa has been teach ing you. Well, I am
afraid I can’t teach you any thing, Hilda,” Lars said laugh ingly.

Again the sun shine flooded her sweet face. “Lars, you are funny,” she
cried, grasped his hand and fairly danced at his side as they ap proached the
lit tle church where the parochial school was to open that morn ing.

Af ter the open ing ex er cises, Lars took charge of the class to which Hilda
Lar son had been as signed. He knew that Dr. Lar son, her fa ther, would not
want her to start in the Cat e chism class. So Lars put her in the Bible His tory
class for be gin ners.

Lars held a Bible in his hand and asked the class what book it was. “The
Bible,” the chil dren cried in uni son.

“This is a big book, as you see,” he said, “too big for you to read through
yet. Some good men have picked out the best sto ries and put them into this
Bible His tory. I know you will en joy these sto ries.”

Hilda Lar son held up her hand.
“What is it Hilda?” he asked sur prised.
“Are they true sto ries?” she asked rather timidly.
“Why yes, of course they are true,” Lars said earnestly. “The para bles,

how ever, are not ex actly true; they were told by Je sus to teach us some les- 
son. But all the other sto ries are true.”
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Some of the chil dren had turned around and looked at Hilda. She re al- 
ized that she had made a mis take, and her face grew crim son.

When lessons had been as signed, Lars read the fol low ing story about the
Boy who gave away his lunch:

His name? We do not know. His age? We do not know that ei ther. All we
know is that he was a lit tle Boy who gave away his lunch when he was very
hun gry.

Af ter all, it does not de pend on name or age but will ing ness to serve.
The Boy gave away all he had, gladly.

Strange ru mors had come to the lit tle ham let of a mir a cle man. When the
first ru mors came, some peo ple shook their head and said it could not be
true; oth ers just laughed; still oth ers be came an gry.

As more and more sto ries were be ing told, and some times by peo ple
who had seen the Mir a cle Man and his mir a cles, the Boy was seized with a
strong de sire to see him. He would like to see him heal the blind, the deaf,
and the crip pled, but he was not sure that he would like to see him bring the
dead back to life or drive out evil spir its. He was quite sure, though, that he
would like to hear him tell sto ries. The Mir a cle Man was a great story teller,
the Boy had been told.

His mother said one day in a hushed voice that per haps the Mir a cle Man
was the promised Mes siah.

Then came the star tling news to the ham let that the Mir a cle Man was not
far away. Many peo ple started at once to see him.

The Boy rushed into the house and told his mother. “Mother, mother,
may I go?”

A strange light leapt into her eyes and a faint flush came into her pale
cheeks.

“Yes, my boy, you may go, and when you come back, you must tell me
all about him. I am sorry I can not go my self.”

The Boy wanted to start off at once, but his mother said he had bet ter
wait a few min utes, so she could pre pare him a lunch.

When the Boy had trav eled quite a dis tance be came to a lake. The fur- 
ther be had gone, the more peo ple were go ing in the same di rec tion. He no- 
ticed that many were car ry ing crip pled chil dren or lead ing by the hand blind
boys and girls.

When the Boy came al most down to the lake, he saw a boat be ing
pushed from the shore. Some one told him that the Mir a cle Man and his
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friends were in the boat.
When the Boy had forced his way through the crowd and came down to

the lake, the boat was al ready quite a dis tance from shore. He got a good
look at the men in the boat. They were strong, sturdy, weather-beaten fel- 
lows. One of them looked dif fer ent from the rest of them. That must be the
Mir a cle Man.

While the crowd was stand ing there look ing at the boat, the Boy no ticed
that it was headed for the shore to ward the left. Oth ers no ticed it too, and at
once the peo ple started for the place where the boat was go ing to land. The
Boy started to run. Other boys did like wise.

The Mir a cle Man and his friends had landed and came walk ing up the
hill side. Peo ple came now stream ing, it seemed, from all di rec tions.

There was a good deal of talk ing and shout ing, but when the Mir a cle
Man came nearer, a great still ness fell upon the mul ti tude. He stopped and
looked at the peo ple with such a ten der look in his face, that the heart of the
lit tle Boy went out to him in love.

When the Mir a cle Man saw that many had brought with them their sick
friends and rel a tives, he went over to a boy that was blind, put his fin gers
on his eyes and the boy looked up into a smil ing face. Then a mother came
with a girl that was deaf. The Mir a cle Man touched her ears with his fin gers
and spoke to her in a low voice. The Boy stood nearby, he could not hear
what he said, but he no ticed that the girl smiled. Then the mother spoke to
the girl, and the girl threw her self weep ing into her mother’s arms.

When the Mir a cle Man had per formed one amaz ing cure af ter an other,
he be gan to speak to the peo ple. He stood at a place where all could see him
and hear him. He talked in a mild, sweet voice. The Boy could not un der- 
stand all he said, but then the Mir a cle Man be gan to tell a story. Then an- 
other story. They were sto ries about birds and flow ers, sheep and fish er men.
The Boy had never heard any one tell such in ter est ing sto ries be fore.

Then sud denly his voice rang out in an gry tones, and it seemed to the
Boy that the great crowd swayed like a wheat field in the morn ing breeze.
Then al most as sud denly the voice be came mild, and the words fell in ca- 
dences as sweet as the lap ping of wave lets on a sandy shore.

When he fi nally fin ished speak ing, he made a sign that the peo ple should
de part, but no one moved. Then he turned to one of his friends and said:
“Where shall we buy bread, that these may eat?” The man looked sur prised.
He spread out his hand and said: “Two hun dred pen ny worth of bread is not
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suf fi cient for them, that ev ery one of them may take a lit tle.” Then some of
the other friends stepped closer and said: “Send the mul ti tude away, that
they may go into the towns and coun try round about, and lodge and get
food.”

Send them away!
Then the Mir a cle Man said: “They need not de part. Give ye them to

eat.” His friends looked at each other be wil dered. Then one of them said:
“Shall we go and buy two hun dred pen ny worth of bread, and give them to
eat?”

“How many loaves have ye? Go and see!”
Then his friends hur ried around and asked peo ple if they had any bread.

None had any. Then one of them passed by the Boy. “I don’t sup pose you
have any bread, my boy?” He looked at a pack age the Boy held in his hand.
The Boy opened the pack age.

The man went up to the Mir a cle Man and said: “There is a boy here,
who has five bar ley loaves, and two small fishes; but what are they among
so many?”

But he said: “Bring them hither to me!”
Then the man turned to the Boy and said: “The Mas ter is ask ing for your

lunch.”
“Here it is,” said the Boy and gave him the lunch.
That was do ing quite a bit for a hun gry boy! Would you have done it?

Will you do it? Give all you have if the Mas ter ask for it?
The Mas ter took the loaves—(the size of our crack ers) and the fishes—

(the size of sar dines). Then he made the peo ple sit down in ranks, by hun- 
dreds and fifties. With their bright-col ored dresses, sit ting on the green
grass, in the sun shine, the groups pre sented a strik ing scene.

All eyes were now turned to the Mas ter. Was he go ing to eat the lunch
him self? No, that was not like him.

He lifted his face to ward heaven. The Boy thought he saw a soft light
shine in the Mas ter’s face. They could hear the lap ping of the waves on the
sandy shore and the singing of birds in a grove nearby.

The Mas ter blessed the Boy’s lunch, broke it, gave the pieces to his
friends, they car ried them hur riedly to the groups, came back and got more,
came back again.

The Boy got his share. Got more than he had given.
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Yes, it tasted just like mother’s bread. When he had eaten all he needed,
he was sur prised to see that he had some left in his hands.

When all had been taken care of, the Mas ter also par took of the lunch.
Down the hill side, along the shore went the peo ple.
The Mas ter stood there alone. The boy that had been blind, turned

around and waved his hand.
When the Boy looked back for the last time, he saw the Mas ter walk ing

slowly up to the moun tain, alone.
Then the Boy started to run. Late in the evening he rushed into the

house, dusty and out of breath. The mother ran to ward him: “What is it, my
boy?”

He tried to talk but could not. Fi nally he blurted out: “Mother, can you
guess what hap pened to day?”

“No, how can I? Did you see him?”
“See him? Well, I should say I did!”
“What did he say? What did he do?”
“He took my lunch!”
“Took your lunch? What are you say ing?”
He told the whole story, hur riedly, dis con nect edly. The mother had to sit

down. He wanted to run out and tell the story to a boy who had not been
along. But the mother shook her head. “No, not tonight.”

It took him a long time be fore he could sleep. Then he re mem bered
some thing he had omit ted. “Mother!” he called. No an swer. He got up and
searched for her. He went up the steps lead ing to the roof.

There his mother was kneel ing, her face turned to ward the starry sky.
And in her face shone the light he had seen in the Mas ter’s face when he
looked up to heaven. He heard her whis per a name: “Mes siah.”

With a holy awe in his soul he went slowly and silently back to his
couch.
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28. An Ag nos tic And His
Daugh ter.

IN THE EVENING Lars told Thorsten Berge what had hap pened in school.
Thorsten be came grave and did not speak for a while. Fi nally he said: “I

have of ten warned the doc tor that he should not talk so freely in the pres- 
ence of his child. The seed of doubt has al ready been sown in her mind. You
have quite a job on your hands, Lars. I think you ought to talk to the doc tor.
He idol izes his child and would not know ingly rob her of the faith that her
mother planted in her.”

Lars was well ac quainted with Dr. Lar son and had of ten dis cussed with
him re li gious ques tions. Dr. Lar son was known to be an ag nos tic, but still
he was very pop u lar in the town and through out the sur round ing coun try.
He was the only doc tor within a ra dius of many miles. He had come from
Nor way upon hav ing fin ished his med i cal ed u ca tion. The town of New
Nor way had only a few houses along a strag gling street when he opened up
an of fice there and be gan to min is ter to the early set tlers. He had given his
ser vices with out stint. No weather too se vere, no roads too rough, no hour
too late to keep him at home when duty called. Never was heart more ten- 
der, nor hand more cun ning than his.

The sec ond year he was in New Nor way he brought his bride from
St. Paul. She was the daugh ter of a Lutheran min is ter. Her fa ther had
warned her against mar ry ing an ag nos tic, but the young doc tor was so hand- 
some, so cul tured, and kind that her great love swept all ob sta cles aside.

A child was born. She was bap tized Hilda. The bap tism took place at
home.

There was much hap pi ness in the home on the hill, but some times a
cloud would fling its shadow over the mother’s heart.

One win ter day, when Hilda was about seven years old, the doc tor had
gone to a home stead far out on the wide prairie. He re mained there snow-
bound sev eral days. While he was ab sent, his wife had fought her way
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through the snow drifts to bring medicine to a sick child. Ar riv ing home
late at night, drip ping wet, and the house be ing cold, she was taken se ri- 
ously sick. When the doc tor re turned, his skill was of no avail.

Ever since his wife had passed away, Dr. Lar son had tried to spend some
time ev ery evening with his lit tle girl. Some times they played to gether and
Hilda’s laugh ter rang through the house. At other times he told her fairy
tales or just chat ted with her.

Af ter hav ing started in the parochial school she told him Bible sto ries or
other sto ries which she had heard in school. The story of the boy who gave
away his lunch had made a great im pres sion on her. “I wish I could give
some thing to Je sus,” she said while stroking his cheek.

For sev eral evenings the doc tor lis tened to her with great in ter est. It de- 
lighted him to see her so happy. But grad u ally, with the sen si tive in tu ition
of a child, Hilda be came con scious of his lack of in ter est. She knew that he
was think ing about some thing else.

One evening, while sit ting in his lap, she sud denly looked him in the
face and said: “Papa, you don’t care for these sto ries, do you? You don’t
think they are true, do you?”

“Why Hilda, how you talk! What makes you think so?” he said shocked
and ag grieved.

She threw her arms around his neck and burst into tears.
He did not know what to say. But though hold ing her tight in his arms,

with a sense of wild de spair he re al ized that a wide gulf had sep a rated him
from his own child.

For a while sobs shook the frail lit tle body clasped to his bo som. VVhen
the gov erness came in to put Hilda to bed, he said in a low voice: “I’ll put
her to bed tonight.”

He came back to his study, sat down and buried his face in his hands.
Was he awake or was he dream ing? There in front of him sat his wife,

his beau ti ful wife, with lit tle Hilda in her arms. There was a sad look in her
eyes. She was singing softly a lul laby. He stretched his arms to ward mother
and child. Sud denly they dis ap peared and when he opened his eyes, the
room was empty—

One evening Lars was walk ing past Dr. Lar son’s home. The doc tor was
sit ting on the porch. He asked Lars to come and chat with him for a while.

“I must com pli ment you, Lars,” he said," on your abil ity as teacher.
Hilda comes home all full of en thu si asm. It is the first time in my life that I
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ever knew of a child that pre ferred the old Bible His tory to fairy tales. You
are a mir a cle worker, Lars. Keep it up, but don’t start to stuff the chil dren
with the dry and im pos si ble dog mas that we had to swal low."

“I am glad Hilda likes the school,” Lars an swered, “and I am glad to find
par ents who share their chil dren’s en thu si asm.”

Dr. Lar son looked at him sharply. Then he said with a wry smile, “That’s
a good dig, Lars; you have more courage now than you used to have. I am
not go ing to throw a wet blan ket on any one’s en thu si asm, es pe cially not
that of a child, but I do ob ject to teach ing chil dren all the doc trines con- 
cocted in the brains of the olo gians. By the way,” he added with some hes i- 
ta tion, “how did you get your en thu si asm, Lars; I re mem ber the time when
you were a good deal of a doubter.”

The ques tion was asked in a mat ter of fact voice, but Lars sensed a new
at ti tude on the part of the doc tor. He had of ten wished for op por tu nity and
courage to speak his mind freely to his friend. Op por tu nity there had of ten
been, but courage had hith erto failed him.

While the evening breeze car ried to them the fra grance of new-mown
hay and whis pered in the gen tly sway ing branches in front of the house, and
while star upon star be gan to twin kle in the cloud less sky, Lars told the doc- 
tor of his spir i tual strug gles from early child hood. Never be fore had he seen
so clearly the way he had been led through doubts and fears, through per- 
plex i ties cre ated by cus toms and creeds, dead or tho doxy, nar row pietism
and the clash be tween sci ence and re li gion,—led back to the Christ as re- 
vealed in the Gospels.

While Lars was telling his story. the doc tor had lis tened with out a sin gle
in ter rup tion. At first he had been smok ing his cigar with ev i dent en joy ment,
then he had to re light it time and time again. Fi nally he threw it away, and
sat there with closed eyes.

Af ter a while Lars con tin ued:
“Par don me for talk ing so much, Dr. Lar son. You asked me a search ing

ques tion. I have given the an swer. I did not mean to preach to you. I don’t
think preach ing will do you any good. I hope, though, that you will not
think it pre sump tu ous on my part to make a sug ges tion. I have been read ing
a book writ ten by a physi cian, which im pressed me very much. A noted
French au thor has called it the most beau ti ful book in the world. I think it
will ap peal to you, too, be cause it is writ ten by a learned man who uses the
sci en tific, his tor i cal method. He made a thor ough in ves ti ga tion of the



131

sources of his ma te rial. He deals with es tab lished facts and not with myths
or fic tion. I have in mind Luke who wrote one of the Gospels.”

The doc tor threw his head back and laughed.
“Say, Lars, that’s a good one. Do you know, I have not opened the Bible

since I was con firmed. Well, I did not in tend to hurt your feel ings. I have all
kinds of re spect for a man who has been try ing to think things through for
him self. Now you will have to ex cuse me. I must make a sick call.”

That night af ter Hilda had re tired, the doc tor took down from the shelf
his wife’s Bible where it had re mained un touched since her death.

He re mem bered with pain how of ten he had found her read ing the Bible
when she thought her self un ob served.

He turned the pages quite a while be fore he found Luke.
When he had read the four first verses he said to him self: “Ei ther this

man Luke is a brazen-faced liar or some of us are fools.”
With grow ing amaze ment, min gled with an un com fort able sense of dis il- 

lu sion ment he read again Luke’s dec la ra tion that the things set forth “are
most surely be lieved among us”; that they were de liv ered by “eye-wit- 
nesses” and that he, the au thor, “had per fect un der stand ing… from the very
first.”

He re gained to some ex tent his com po sure and cyn i cal at ti tude when, as
he read on, he met with su per nat u ral in ci dents. “An gels,” “vi sions,” “mir a- 
cles”——“fid dle sticks,” he said to him self.

But grad u ally the beauty of some of the pas sages fas ci nated him.
“Well, now, this is fine,” he said as he read the prophecy of Zacharias to

his son:
“Yes, and thou, child, shall be called the prophet of the Most High: For

thou shalt go be fore the face of the Lord to make ready his ways; To give
knowl edge of sal va tion unto his peo ple in the re mis sion of their sins, be- 
cause of the ten der mercy of our God, whereby the dayspring from on high
shall visit us, To shine upon them that sit in dark ness and the shad ows of
death; To guide our feet into the ways of peace.”

As he read chap ter upon chap ter in the silent watches of the night a new
Christ stepped into his mind.

He had thought of Christ as the meek and mild Nazarene, as a man of
sor rows, as an im prac ti cal ide al ist, as the prod uct of tra di tions, leg ends and
myths. Luke’s Christ was in re al ity a great per son al ity. He dom i nated ev ery
sit u a tion where he ap peared. He made the wis est and crafti est look ex- 
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tremely fool ish when they tried to catch him in words. With un canny keen- 
ness he pen e trated into the se cret cham bers of the hu man soul. With blaz ing
in dig na tion he laid bare the hypocrisy of the Phar isees. With as ton ish ing
reck less ness he swept aside man-made cus toms, plac ing hu man worth and
hu man hap pi ness above ev ery thing else.

He could not help ad mir ing this Christ, but in ad mir ing him he had to
ad mit that his for mer es ti mate of Christ was be ing re vised.

To an other phase of Christ’s life Dr. Lar son gave his warm-hearted trib- 
ute. Je sus was truly the Great Physi cian. His eyes seemed al ways to be
look ing for bro ken lives, and his hand was ever ready to mend such lives.
Even mir a cles seemed per fectly nat u ral to such a su per man.

Yes, he was will ing to ad mit that if this were the true Christ he him self
and the Church, too, had had a one-sided view of him. A feel ing of re sent- 
ment filled his heart. Why had not the Church given this Christ to the world
in stead of a man who had to die a cruel death to sat isfy an an gry God?

He was thrilled at this dis cov ery of Christ. If to fol low such a life of ser- 
vice meant to be a Chris tian, then there might be some sense in be ing a
Chris tian. But would there be a place for such a Chris tian in the Church?
Scarcely that, he thought.

Some evenings he read sev eral chap ters in Luke; other evenings only a
few verses; still other evenings noth ing at all. Then he turned to some of his
ag nos tic au thors, but some how he felt that they were not quite fair to the
Christ in Luke. He was won der ing if they had read Luke.

The record of Christ’s last days on earth, his death and his res ur rec tion
filled him with con flict ing thoughts.

Was this Je sus, with his lofty courage, his match less self-con trol, mov ing
in a world all by him self, with plans and pur poses stretch ing be yond the
grave, dream ing more am bi tious dreams than any mor tal ever be fore, was
this Je sus a man only? Could such a pure, no ble, tow er ing per son al ity rise
out of weak, sor did hu man ity? If so, why not more Christs?

But where was the Je sus who by cruel death on the cross had sat is fied an
an gry God? Not in Luke.

This thought gave Dr. Lar son great com fort for a while. But very of ten a
word spo ken by Je sus the last night he was with his apos tles rang in his
cars: “This cup is the New Tes ta ment in my blood, which is shed for you.”
Did his death mean some thing af ter all?

Some thing im mense? Some thing es sen tial to mankind?
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The thought thrilled him. But when he tried to see through it, to find
some rea son, some ex pla na tion, it was like the hand of a child try ing to
break through a wall of gran ite. He grew sick at heart and sank in his chair
feel ing ut terly help less.

Hur ried foot steps on the side walk; on the porch. The doc tor opened the
door. A man liv ing just out side town stepped in. Would the doc tor come
with him at once? His lit tle daugh ter was very sick.

The two men ran through the dark and silent street. In a few min utes
they reached the home. For a long time the doc tor fought against death, and
as of ten be fore he con quered.

He might have gone home, but re mained at the bed side of the child. The
men tal an guish and spir i tual dis tress he had just gone through had been
lifted from his mind and soul while en gaged in this mis sion of mercy. He
sat back in a chair and closed his eyes…

What a mys tery life was! Why sick ness, pain, sor row? Was there a
mean ing to it all?

The man he had read about in Luke had faced life. That Great Physi cian
of old seemed to be drawn to ward the poor, the sick, the heavy-laden.
Some times he with drew from the crowds to be alone with what he called
his fa ther, but ap par ently only to gather strength for new tasks. What was
the mis sion of Je sus in the world?

The doc tor him self had been en gaged in some what the same kind of
work. The thought pleased him.

But there was, he ad mit ted, some thing about the work of Je sus as a
healer that was unique. It was linked up with a spir i tual vi sion. Je sus saw
more than the sick or crip pled body. He saw the soul. He was also the curer
of souls. His main mis sion seemed to be a spir i tual mis sion, and that con- 
cerned not only the sick but the well and strong.

There was some thing in the last chap ter of Luke that he had passed over
hur riedly. He had in stinc tively felt that if that pas sage were true, it would be
im pos si ble to brush Christ aside with an im pa tient wave of the hand.

He had told the par ents to rest a while. A Bible was on the ta ble. He
opened it and turned to the pas sage. Why not face it? He read: “And he (Je- 
sus) said unto them: ‘Thus it is writ ten, that the Christ should suf fer, and
rise again from the dead the third day; and that re pen tance and re mis sion of
sins should be preached in his name unto all na tions, be gin ning from
Jerusalem. Ye are wit nesses of these things. And be hold, I send forth the
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prom ise of my Fa ther upon you; but tarry ye in the city, un til ye be clothed
with power from on high.’”

The mother of the sick child had come into the room so qui etly that he
had not no ticed her be fore she stood at the side of the bed.

Hur riedly he closed the book and put it on the ta ble.
He stood up and said: “She is all right now. I’ll call again in the morn- 

ing.”
The mother turned to him. She grasped his hand.
“Dr. Lar son, God bless you!”
With a feel ing of ela tion he walked slowly home ward. When he came to

the top of the hill over look ing the town, the val ley and the bluffs on the
other side of the river, now all wrapt in the man tle of the sum mer night, he
stopped and drew a deep breath. He took off his hat and stroked his hot
fore head. A cool breeze came slip ping up from the val ley be low, ca ress ing
softly his face and hands. There was a hint of the fra grance of flow ers in the
air, and sooth ing ca dences of the cas cades came float ing from out of the
shad ows.

Then sud denly he be came con scious of the tran scen dent glory of the
mid night sky. The mighty dome, sweep ing from hori zon to hori zon, was
one mass of throb bing, trem bling stars. The aw ful majesty of the scene held
him spell bound, en thralled.

A word formed it self in his mind. It trem bled on his lips. It was borne to
him on the gen tle breeze; it came float ing with the fra grance of un seen
flow ers; it came out of the far stretches of the starry sky; it welled up from
his in ner most soul: God.

How he came home that night he never knew. He may have walked; he
knew it not. He may have been car ried on un seen hands; he knew it not. He
found him self in his daugh ter’s bed room. He saw the dim out line of the
child in the bed. She moved, and sighed. The sigh struck him as a dag ger,
and his heart went out in a wave of sym pa thy to the lonely, per plexed,
moth er less child. Be fore he knew it, he was kneel ing at the bed side. He
wanted to pray, to con fess, to plead, but words failed him. A sense of lone li- 
ness, a re al iza tion that his life was a fail ure, a feel ing of fu til ity over- 
whelmed him, crushed him.

An other word was formed in his mind. It came from the hills of Galilee
down the cen turies as a sweet song, it rose like in cense from the sa cred
pages he had read, it was linked to the mem o ries of his wife. It was the
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name of a liv ing, lov ing per son al ity, the hope of hu man ity, the Sav ior of
men: Je sus.
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29. In Time For Bene dic tion.

DUR ING THE SEC OND WIN TER at the sem i nary Lars was in vited by An ders
Hau gen to give a talk at a Sun day School fes ti val. The par ents of the Sun- 
day School chil dren were go ing to be in vited, An ders wrote, and it would
be well if he ad dressed some words to them.

Lars be gan at once to pre pare his speech. He chose as a sub ject “The
Need of Re li gious Ed u ca tion.” Hav ing stud ied psy chol ogy, ped a gogy and
even some the ol ogy he thought him self in po si tion to give a talk that would
be worth lis ten ing to.

The speech was not only writ ten but rewrit ten and learned by heart. He
se lected the proper places for ges tures, and stud ied and prac ticed the ges- 
tures. It was go ing to be a good speech, to be de liv ered with force and el e- 
gance. Af ter the speech and fes ti val were over, he would have some thing to
say to Miss Olga Hau gen.

When Lars and An ders and Olga ar rived at the bot tom of the stair way
lead ing up to the hall, they heard shout ing and laugh ter. Lars was won der- 
ing what sort of au di ence he was go ing to face. There was a to tal ab sence of
solem nity.

The hall was al ready crowded, but the teach ers who had been ap pointed
to be on time to meet the chil dren had found them selves help less. Chil dren
were run ning forth and back, some were stand ing on chairs, oth ers were
busy turn ing the leaves of the hymn books.

Olga stepped quickly up on the plat form, sat down by the pi ano, struck a
few notes and started to sing. Im me di ately ev ery body be came quiet. As
soon as she had fin ished a verse she arose and an nounced the hymn, struck
the key on the pi ano, faced the au di ence, sug gest ing by a ges ture that all
were to stand up.

Lars had never heard more en thu si as tic singing.
The hymn ended, Olga said qui etly: “Shall we bow our heads in

prayer?”
You could have heard a pin drop while she of fered a short prayer.
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Af ter a few recita tions and a song by a class of lit tle girls, Lars was in- 
tro duced by Mr. Hau gen. He had met this young man in Nor way, he said,
and he knew that he had a mes sage for old and young.

Scores of crit i cal eyes turned to Lars when he faced the au di ence. Olga
Hau gen was sit ting right in front of him. This was the first time she was to
hear him speak.

For a few min utes he had the un di vided at ten tion of the au di ence and he
felt the thrill that comes to a speaker who is sure of him self and sure of the
hear ers. When he was mak ing his first ges ture, a typ i cal street urchin called
out sharply: “Quit pinch ing me!” A dozen boys jumped to their feet, ea ger
to wit ness a fight, but Lars, point ing his fin ger at the dis turber called out:
“Look here, young man, I am the speaker of the evening.” A tit ter ran
through the au di ence. The boys slid into their seats. Lars had held his own.

For a few sec onds he had com pletely for got ten his speech, but then it
came back to him. Be fore very long, how ever, the chil dren grew rest less. A
girl turned her head and looked to ward the rear of the hall and waved her
hand to her mother. An other girl be gan to fin ger with the rib bon of her
neigh bor. Whis per ing and sub dued gig gling be came gen eral through out the
hall. The teach ers, sit ting with their classes, shook their heads at of fend ing
pupils.

All at once Lars for got his speech. His mind was a per fect blank. The au- 
di ence sensed that some thing was wrong, and it did not help mat ters when a
boy whis pered au di bly: “The guy has for got ten his piece.”

Then Olga Hau gen, look ing straight at Lars, whis pered: “Tell them a
story.” A girl sit ting next to her called out: “Tell us a story.” The cry was
taken up on all sides: “Tell us a story, tell us a story.”

A story? There was not a story in the world that Lars could re mem ber
that mo ment. He had to make up one.

Then he made the fa tal mis take of be gin ning: “Once upon a time—.”
“Oh, that’s an old chest nut,” the first dis turber called out, where upon the

whole crowd broke out in a loud laugh ter.
Lars was on the point of leav ing the plat form when Olga again whis- 

pered to him: “Sing, ‘What a Friend We Have in Je sus’ and tell the story of
Jairus’ daugh ter.”

Lars re gained his self-pos ses sion at once. With a smile he called out
above the noise: “Ev ery body sing.”
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Beat ing time with his hand he started the verse in a loud voice. The song
rose lustily from old and young.

“Now let the girls sing the verse, and then the boys.”
“We beat them, didn’t we?” called a girl.
“Yes, you bet you did,” Lars said, “and now I’ll tell you the story of a lit- 

tle girl, a story that is loved by boys and girls through out the whole world.
You have heard it be fore, but when you imag ine you see her and imag ine
what hap pened to her you will think it a new story.”

Then he told the story of the lit tle twelve-year-old girl of long ago, the
only child in the fam ily, told of her sick ness, her par ents’ de spair, the fa- 
ther’s hur ried trip to Je sus. When Je sus en tered qui etly the room where the
lit tle girl was ly ing dead and took her hand and said: “Lit tle girl, arise,” and
a soft flush stole into her face and a gen tle quiver crept into her eye lids, and
she looked up into a sweet face, the au di ence was in the room, heard the
voice, saw life ebbing back and saw the girl arise.

For a minute there was ab so lute si lence in the hall. Then a shrill voice
came from a boy: “Tell us an other story!” But Lars bowed and hur ried back
to his seat.

On the way home Lars and Olga walked side by side in si lence. An ders
Hau gen had re mained be hind, say ing he was go ing to make a sick call be- 
fore re turn ing home.

Fi nally Lars said: “Well, I know one man who is not go ing to be come a
preacher.”

“The speech was just splen did, Lars,” Olga an swered, “but we should
have told you what kind of au di ence you would have. You cer tainly got
their at ten tion when you told the story. I knew you could tell a story. Do
you re mem ber the first time we met?”

“Re mem ber?” said Lars. “It is the only thing I do re mem ber.”
He wanted to say a good deal more, but the path through the snow on the

side walk was so nar row that they could not walk side by side.
When they had en tered the house, Olga got busy pre par ing cof fee and

bring ing in cake. Lars was silent as he felt more keenly than be fore the fail- 
ure he had made with his speech. If it had not been for Olga, the fail ure of
the evening would have been still more ter ri ble. He was through with the
idea of be com ing a preacher.

Af ter wards Olga played and sang. Lars knew she was try ing to make
him for get what he had gone through.
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Sud denly she swung around and faced him. “Lars, don’t think for a
minute that you are not suited for the min istry. A per son who can hold such
an au di ence in the hol low of his hand . . .”

“Well, if you were sit ting in front telling me what to say, it would be dif- 
fer ent,” said Lars stand ing up and com ing over to her.

Just then they heard An ders stamp ing his feet on the front porch. There
was not much time to waste. Lars had to put aside the speech he had pre- 
pared.

“Olga,” he cried, “will you be——I have loved you since the first time I
heard you.”

An ders was open ing the outer door. Olga stood up. “I have loved you
since the first time I heard of you.”

“Am I too late for re fresh ments? I smell cof fee,” said An ders, as he
stepped into the room.

Lars put his arm around Olga and kissed her. Then he turned to her fa- 
ther and said laugh ingly:

“I don’t know if you came too late for re fresh ments, but I do know you
came just in time for the bene dic tion.”

The End.



140

A Ser vant of the Lord
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Ded i ca tion to “A Ser vant of the
Lord”

Ded i cated to the mem ory of my wife, at whose sickbed the first chap ters were writ ten and
re vised. Prac ti cally all I have writ ten since we were mar ried, I read to her. When she said,

“You can make it bet ter than that,” I re vised it, if I pos si bly could find the time, till she
said, “That’s fine.”
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1. A Man Who Gave Away His
All.

"LARS, I’ll tell you some thing. You are a fool, a big fool, if you don’t fol- 
low my ad vice. Here you have two calls. One from one of the largest and
finest con gre ga tions in the whole synod, and one from the Home Mis sion
Board to go up to north ern Min ne sota where the set tlers are scat tered far
and wide, fight ing stones and stumps. And you are in doubt which call to
ac cept? I am sure that your lovely Olga will not be in doubt very long.
What right have you to ex pect a girl who is used to the com forts of a mod- 
ern city to make such a sac ri fice?"

Thus spoke Lars’s room mate, Henry Ja cob son, with more force than el e- 
gance.

“What do you mean by one of the finest con gre ga tions?”
“Well, prac ti cally all the peo ple in the com mu nity be long to it. Most of

them are fairly well-to-do. Some of them are rich. You will get a good
salary. Three an nual of fer ings. There is a fine par son age. What more can a
young min is ter ex pect? If I get such a cull next spring I am not go ing to
mope around won der ing if I should ac cept it. If you re turn this call you will
re gret it the rest of your life. But don’t for get Olga.”

Hav ing de liv ered him self of this ad vice, Mr. Ja cob son left the room.
Yes, Lars thought, there was a good deal of truth n what his room mate

had said. Es pe cially in re gard to to Olga. Of course he was go ing to con sult
with her, but first he must be alone with his con science and his God.

He could not think this mat ter through here. He must, as of ten be fore,
find a soli tary place out in God’s out-of-doors.

He soon found him self sit ting lean ing against a tree on the brow of a
bluff over look ing the broad val ley through which the Mis sis sippi river
wound its way ma jes ti cally to the sea. The sun shone glo ri ously on green
mead ows, brown bluffs and blue wa ters. An ori ole was build ing a nest in
one of the sweep ing branches of an elm tree. A blue bird flashed in the sun.
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A song spar row poured forth a flood of golden melody. A balmy breeze ca- 
ressed his face, his throat and his hands.

He had re cently read a story which had made a great im pres sion on him.
It was the story of a young min is ter who gave his life in the same kind of
field to which he now had been called.

This is the story—
One Sun day af ter noon in the month of De cem ber the young min is ter

started to walk to a place three miles dis tant where ser vice was to be held.
It had been snow ing off and on all day. There was but a sin gle trail lead- 

ing through the dense for est. The wind was ris ing but the min is ter had no
fear. He was used to long trips on foot, of ten through un in hab ited swamps
and forests, in vis it ing his twelve preach ing places.

He loved his work, and his great est re ward was the new light which
came into the eyes of old and young.

He was ex ceed ingly pop u lar with the chil dren. Many a time when he had
a good ex cuse for not go ing to some far-off preach ing place, the thought of
boys and girls wait ing for him gave him strength to go.

Even this day it was the thought of the chil dren which swept aside what- 
ever fear he might have had.

Last time he had been there, he had told them that the next ser vice he
would tell them a story. The right eyes and happy smiles which greeted this
an nounce ment, had warmed his heart on long and lonely walks. No, he
must not dis ap point them to day.

The ser vice was to be gin at three o’clock.
They waited for the min is ter a long time, but fi nally came to the con clu- 

sion that he must have turned back.
When word was re ceived Mon day that he had started out and had not ar- 

rived at his des ti na tion, peo ple be gan to fear that some thing ter ri ble had
hap pened.

In the blind ing snow storm he must have lost all sense of di rec tion. In- 
stead of go ing south he had turned east. At some places it was seen where
he had sunk into the ice and wa ter up to his waist.

Mon day it turned cold. They found him Tues day evening.
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His ter rific fight was in di cated by the fact that an area of about fif teen
feet in di am e ter was tramped down so hard that it was like ice.

He had ev i dently re tained his men tal fac ul ties to the very last. When
over come by cold, hunger and fa tigue, he lay down and folded his arms
across his breast, his Bible in his stiff fin gers.

There was a chal lenge in this story which Lars could not es cape. When
he thought of the easy path, the pic ture of a young man stag ger ing and
stum bling to his death while peo ple were wait ing for his mes sage, made
him ashamed of him self.

Then Lars thought of his mother. She had been much on his mind of late.
What would she have thought if she had known that some day he would en- 
ter the min istry?

Her faith had had much to do in shap ing his life.
Once a man had told him that all the Chris tians he knew were hyp- 

ocrites.
Then Lars had re marked qui etly, “That may be your ex pe ri ence. I know

one per son who was not a hyp ocrite—my mother.”
Her life had been the sim ple life of so many moth ers in Nor way. She had

never been out side the chain of moun tains sur round ing the parish. Sel dom
had her thoughts gone be yond those moun tains ex cept when she thought of
her brother who had left for Amer ica and never been heard from again. And
then later her thoughts had gone out night and day to her son. He knew she
had prayed for him early and late.

How strange that a poor, lonely woman in Nor way could set in mo tion
spir i tual forces that came upon her son in far-off Amer ica as a bless ing and
a bene dic tion!

Her life had been a sim ple life, and yet how rich! She had never heard
the mas ter pieces of mu sic, but the church bells had lifted her thoughts to
God’s throne and the host of singing saints and an gels. She had never seen
the won der ful paint ings in the great art gal leries of the world, but she loved
to be hold the sun sets in the sky and the del i cate col ors in the flow ers in the
wood land. She never said much, but in some mys te ri ous way he had come
to share her riches. How much he owed that sweet lit tle mother of his!
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He re mem bered the first time he had ever wished to be come a min is ter. He
smiled as he thought of it.

One day com ing home from one of his vis its to the woods, he saw a
horse and carry-all out side the house. Lars was too bash ful to go into the
house; he went down to the sta ble to play with the goat and her new kid.

What do you think of that! There was the goat on top of the roof nib- 
bling grass while the kid was bleat ing piteously on the rock from which the
goat had jumped over on the roof.

Sud denly an an i mal — it must be a wolf —— came bound ing from the
house down to the sta ble. When Lars saw it he gave one wild scream and
made a dash for the rock, but he stum bled and rolled down just as the an i- 
mal jumped on him.

He ex pected to be eaten alive, but the an i mal did not seem to be hun gry
for boys that day. It ran up on the rock where the kid was crouch ing ter ror
stricken. The goat had been watch ing the per for mance with keen in ter est,
but when she saw the kid in dan ger, she tossed her head and made a jump to
the rock. The an i mal was taken by sur prise when the goat dropped from the
sky, and it was still more sur prised when the goat dug her horns into its side
and tossed it down on the ground. It went like a streak across the lawn,
mak ing for the house, the goat in hot pur suit.

Fa ther and mother and min is ter came rush ing out. When the min is ter had
had time to an a lyze the sit u a tion, he laughed aloud. The an i mal slipped into
the house, while fa ther drove the goat away.

In the mean time Lars had picked him self up and had also picked up the
kid, hold ing it in his arms.

The min is ter went to the door and called, “Come Tro fast! Come here!”
The an i mal came out slowly. The min is ter pat ted it on its head and spoke

kindly to it. Then the whole group came down to where Lars was stand ing.
“Did the dog scare you?” asked the min is ter, smil ing.
“I don’t think he has seen a dog be fore,” re marked his fa ther.
When the dog came slowly to ward Lars, he shrank be hind his fa ther, still

hold ing the kid firmly in his arms.
The min is ter took a stick and threw it to ward the home. The dog ran af- 

ter it, picked it up in his mouth and brought it back. Then Lars laughed.
“Now you throw a stick,” said the min is ter.
Lars threw one and again the dog brought it back.
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When the min is ter had gone, he asked his fa ther, “Can’t I have a dog like
that, too.”

Then fa ther pat ted him on the head and said: “Yes, but you must be come
a min is ter first. The min is ter is the only per son in the parish who has a
dog.”

He made up his mind to be come a min is ter, but when the kid be came
more play ful ev ery day he for got the dog and the min istry.

He re al ized now that the mo tive would not have been a very laud able
one. He had never heard of a man who had be come a min is ter in or der to
own a dog. Cer tainly not in Amer ica where the own er ship of such an an i- 
mal is the priv i lege of the hum blest cit i zen.

This in ci dent made him think of the next time the wish to be come a min is- 
ter had en tered his mind. It was one of the most beau ti ful mem o ries from
his boy hood.

One Sun day forenoon he climbed to the top of the moun tain back of his
home. While stand ing there, the church bells down in the parish be gan to
ring. He loved to lis ten to the bells on Sun days, but when they tolled
mourn fully at fu ner als a strange fear gripped his heart. To day they rang out
joy fully, invit ing old and young to come to God’s house to wor ship.

Grad u ally he be came con scious of soft notes com ing from the parish
church on the other side of the moun tain. Now he heard the bells from two
parishes! The thought flashed through his mind: The bells are ring ing in the
parishes of Siljord, Hit terdal, Lunde and Nes. They are ring ing in all the
parishes through out the whole coun try! The tones are meet ing and merg ing
on moun tain tops, flood ing the whole land with sweet sounds!

An other thought came to him. In each church a min is ter is now stand ing
in the pul pit telling peo ple how to get to heaven. He too would be a min is- 
ter.

The first time that he re ally had felt a call to en ter the min istry was that
mem o rable day when he had been called to Chicago by his boy friend, Olaf
Stor lee. When he found the for merly fine young man a wreck, phys i cally
and spir i tu ally, cry ing piteously, “Lars, pray for me, I am afraid to die,” God
had given him light to lead his dy ing friend to Je sus Christ.
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Surely, noth ing in the world could be greater than to be a ser vant of the
Lord.

Though the de sire to be come a min is ter had grown upon him, there was of- 
ten a lurk ing sus pi cion in his mind that af ter all he was not “cut out” to en- 
ter the min istry.

He had a weak ness, and how he had fought against it!
It dated back to his child hood. It had been part of his very life.
As a lit tle boy he had lived in a world of won ders. There were in vis i ble

peo ple in hills and moun tains. Trees could talk and stars sang to gether. Of- 
ten he had slipped away from his play mates to roam around in the for est or
to sit at the foot of a whis per ing pine.

Then one day his won der world crashed about his ears. His sen si tive
soul was struck a blow that hurt for years. A neigh bor said to his mother—
not know ing that Lars had come up right be hind him—that her boy must be
queer the way he was mop ing around in the for est. For years he had a
haunt ing fear that some thing was wrong with him. Till one day he read
some na ture sketches. Then a great joy swept through his soul. Other peo- 
ple, noted peo ple, had also lived in a won der world.

Now it was said of him that he was a mys tic. He still lived in a won der
world. Where oth ers saw a fact, he saw a mys tery. Where oth ers were sat is- 
fied with a def i ni tion made cen turies ago, he saw some thing so great that it
could not be cov ered with words.

And es pe cially was this so in God’s deal ings with man.
He had had sense enough to keep this to him self. Yes, he could talk to

Olga about it. She un der stood him. Few oth ers did. But one evening he had
opened his heart to a class mate. His class mate lis tened to him with a puz- 
zled ex pres sion. Fi nally he said, not un kindly, “If the lead ers knew what a
hazy the ol ogy you have, I doubt if they would or dain you.”

Lars did not an swer but he thought, “It may be true that my the ol ogy is
too hazy to be come a min is ter, but I do know in whom I be lieve, and He
will lead me unto all truth.”

His faith had not come to him as some thing in her ited, as some thing true
just be cause it had been so taught him. Nei ther had it come af ter some great
spir i tual up heaval. From child hood there had been in his soul a long ing for
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God. Then doubts and per plex i ties set in upon him. Af ter try ing in vain to
grasp the mean ing of re pen tance, con ver sion, re gen er a tion, jus ti fi ca tion and
sanc ti fi ca tion, one lit tle word had come to him like a breath from heaven. It
was the word “Come.”

A change was brought about. It came like the dawn ing of a new day. In
his great need he found a great God in a sim ple way. How, he could not ex- 
plain. “The wind bloweth where it lis teth.” Hu man thought can not trace the
del i cate work ing of the Spirit of God.

As a the o log i cal stu dent he had learned the value of creeds and con fes- 
sions, but even as a boy he had sensed that eter nal truth can not be en closed
in hu man speech. When doubts arose he did not go to creeds and con fes- 
sions. He went to Christ.

Chris tian ity was a doc trine or a set of doc trines, but it was more than
that. It was life. And that life Christ had given him. In Him he had found
par don, peace and power. And, oh, how he wished that all men might have
that ex pe ri ence. Life would mean very lit tle to him if he could not give the
best there was in him, give his all, to co op er ate with Christ in build ing His
king dom—the most beau ti ful thing in the world; beau ti ful be cause it came
from heaven and led to heaven.
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2. A Dream With A Mes sage.

HE MUST TALK WITH SOME ONE with an un der stand ing heart. He must have a
talk with Prof. Hill. He would un der stand.

“Will you do me a fa vor?” Lars asked when they had talked a while
about mat ters in gen eral.

“I’ll do any thing in the world for you, Lars. Ever since you wrote your
first com po si tion in my class I have felt to ward you as only a fa ther can feel
to ward his son.”

Then in the quiet room Lars opened his heart as he had opened it to no
other per son.

Prof. Hill lis tened to him with closed eyes. Once in a while he would
nod or smile.

When Lars was through, the pro fes sor re mained silent for a long time.
Fi nally he sur prised Lars by say ing, “May I tell you a dream?”

“Why, yes, I shall be glad to hear it.”
This is what the pro fes sor told him.
"I had a friend, such a good friend. He has been dead these many years,

but is still my friend, as you will see.
"The first time we met it seemed that we had al ways known each other.
"There was hardly a week that we did not spend at least two evenings to- 

gether. Some times we just talked and talked, frankly, freely, with out reser- 
va tion. A friend is not a friend un til you can say any thing you please. At
other times we sat there with out say ing a word.

"One af ter noon in the fall I asked him to take a walk with me. There was
some thing I wanted to show him. When we came to a cer tain point along
the lake we sat down.

“‘Look at the lake along the shore on the other side,’ I said. He looked
and then turned to me say ing, with a puz zled ex pres sion on his face, ’I don’t
see any thing spe cial. What is it?”

"‘Look again,’ I said, ‘Look a long time at the re flec tion in the lake.’
"‘That’s pretty, isn’t it?’ he said and kept on look ing.
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"Then I saw that the spell was upon him. I can not de scribe what I my self
saw in the lake. It would be fu tile to try it. When you see some thing as
beau ti ful as that, fee ble in deed is hu man speech!

"On the other side was a gen tle slope cov ered with trees, shrubs and
clus ters of flow ers. The leaves of the dark oaks were drenched in red wine.
The leaves of the white stemmed birches glis tened in the sun like sil ver.
The young maples blazed like bon fires. There was a riot of col ors.

"But the re flec tion in the smooth lake of the trees and the shrubs and the
flow ers and the hill side it self soon held you cap tive. The trees were all
straight and very tall, point ing down ward, of course. Such beau ti ful blend- 
ing of col ors no artist could ever lure to his can vas. And the longer you
looked, feast ing your eye on ev ery de tail, ev ery shade of color, the more
fan tas tic, the more un earthly it all be came.

"My friend sat there per fectly quiet for a long time, en tranced. Grad u ally
his face was trans fig ured. It shone like an an gel’s, but when he fi nally
turned around and looked at me, his eyes were filled with tears.

"Rev er ently he whis pered in a shak ing voice, ‘My God, I never saw any- 
thing more beau ti ful.’

"Do you know—the look in his face filled me with a pre mo ni tion.
"That same evening when we sat un der the sway ing trees he was very

quiet. I did not want to dis turb him. He was still un der the spell of what he
had seen. Such a si lence is sa cred.

"The next year we laid him to rest on a hill side ablaze in au tumn col ors.
"Re cently I was very de pressed. I was car ry ing a bur den that seemed too

heavy to bear. Then I be gan to rea son with my self: I have no right to be de- 
pressed. Oth ers have greater bur dens than I have. I have health and strength
and many friends. The good God may not take away my bur den, but He
will give me strength to carry it.

"But no mat ter how I rea soned with my self, I was still de pressed. Oh, if
my friend had lived, I thought.

"Then one night I dreamt I was sit ting in a strange room. It was at the
close of day. Grad u ally the feel ing came upon me that I was not alone,
though no foot steps had fallen on the floor. I looked around. No body there.
I still felt a pres ence. Then slowly, out of the twi light, a face and a fig ure
emerged. It was my friend!
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"He looked at me with a won der ful smile. Then he drew closer and
stretched forth his hands and al most touched my face. Slowly he moved his
hands up and down and his face shone just the same way as that af ter noon
long ago. I un der stood that he wanted to lift the bur den of care. And when I
smiled at him, I saw that it pleased him.

"He walked slowly away, and when he had gone some dis tance, he
turned way around to me, still smil ing. Then he waved his hand. I waved
mine and wanted to call him back, but I could not speak. Grad u ally he dis- 
ap peared. I woke up with a start. Some thing was the mat ter with my face. I
felt of it. It was wet with tears.

"I could sleep no more that night. I was too pro foundly moved. I be- 
lieved then and I be lieve now that God wanted to bring me a mes sage of
cheer through that dream.

“Your queer ness as a boy, your mys ti cism as a man, in not a bane; it’s a
bless ing, Thank God for it. In stead of mak ing you un fit for the min istry, it
will be a source of strength. It will help you to un der stand peo ple. God re- 
veals Him self most di rect through His word, through Christ. He comes into
clos est con tact with us through His sacra ments. But we must not limit Him
to the so-called means of grace. The see ing eye will catch glimpses of His
majesty and beauty all through the uni verse, and the lis ten ing ear will hear
His voice in the laugh ter of lit tle chil dren and in the song of the lark.”

There was a long but elo quent si lence.

There was a time when Lars did not go to Com mu nion. The crude way in
which some tried to ex plain it re pelled him. Why did men say more than
God had said?

Then he be gan to rea son with him self: Was it right to ne glect what God
of fered be cause cer tain in ter pre ta tions of fended him?

There was no doubt in his mind that Je sus had in sti tuted the Lord’s Sup- 
per. The finest spir its down through the ages had found it a source of
strength and in spi ra tion.

He had not in tended to go to Com mu nion that Sun day, but the min is ter’s
ser mon made him long for a more in ti mate fel low ship with Christ. When
oth ers arose and went up to the al tar, he joined them.
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While wait ing to kneel down some thing strange hap pened. It seemed to
him that he was in the pres ence of men sit ting at a ta ble drink ing, play ing
cards and swear ing. He had never heard so much swear ing in his life. One
oath fol lowed an other. Then he re al ized that he was stand ing in front of the
al tar and that he was go ing to par take of the Lord’s Sup per.

He be gan to trem ble. His hands shook so that he was afraid peo ple might
no tice it. No, it would never do to kneel down in the pres ence of Christ
Him self with this filth flow ing through his mind. He must turn around and
rush out of the church.

God, was it pos si ble that all this pro fan ity had slum bered in the se cret
cham bers of his soul all these years and now had been awak ened as the
min is ter said over and over again, “This is Christ’s body—this is Christ’s
blood.”

Then sud denly he could have shouted aloud: “Devil, I know you are
here. But there is one present who is might ier than you. He in vited me to
come, and I am com ing!”

Then he knelt down at the al tar.
A sense of vic tory swept through him. Since that time his own un wor thi- 

ness be came an in cen tive to go to Com mu nion. When in fi nite Love stoops
down to a child of the dust, it is not for rea son to ask ques tions. It is for
faith to re ceive grate fully and humbly.

Many were the thoughts and mem o ries which crowded upon him that af ter- 
noon on the hill side. He had gone there to think about the two calls. He had
not been able to think much about the calls—

Be cause his heart had al ready made a choice.

That evening he wrote a let ter to Olga Hau gen, telling her about the two
calls and the ad van tages and dis ad van tages of each. He asked her to think
the mat ter over care fully and prayer fully.

But all the time while he was writ ing he saw wist ful faces of boys and
girls who were wait ing for some one to come and tell them a story.

He re ceived a let ter from her by re turn mail. It was the short est let ter she
had-ever writ ten him. Just one sen tence: “A ser vant of the Lord must go
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where he can do the most good.”
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3. A Waif Of The Woods.

“HERE’S A MAN who isn’t go ing to wish you wel come. He made life a
bur den for our for mer pas tor.”

“That’s good news,” an swered Rev. Lars Lee and laughed. Then he be- 
came very se ri ous and turned to Mr. Olaf Gun der son with whom he was
driv ing to the lat ter’s home out in the woods.

“Who is he?” Lars asked.
“His name is Carl son, Pe ter Carl son.”
“Is he a bach e lor?” Lars was look ing at the small cabin in the clear ing.
“No, he has a wife, and they have a lit tle girl; she is a crip ple.”
“So Mr. Carl son doesn’t like min is ters?”
“No, I should say not. He likes sa loon keep ers a good deal bet ter.”
“He drinks?”
“Drinks is the word. Some times I think he tries to quit.”
“What has he got against min is ters?”
“He is an ag nos tic. He is a bright fel low and a great reader. Paine and In- 

ger soll are his fa vorite au thors. I think he knows them by heart.”
“What about his wife? Does she share his views?”
“No, I don’t think she does, but she says very lit tle. Kind of lost in ter est

in ev ery thing. Ex cept in her lit tle girl. Mrs. Carl son, I un der stand, comes
from a fine fam ily. She mar ried against her par ents’ wish. She must have
been a very beau ti ful woman.”

“Did you say the daugh ter was a crip ple?”
“Yes, from early child hood. She is lame. Some thing the mat ter with the

hip joint, I guess. Clara is her name. She is a won der ful child. Fine fea tures,
curly hair and eyes as blue and beau ti ful as the sky.”

Lars looked sharply at Mr. Gun der son. This was a man worth know ing.
He was go ing to ask some more ques tions but they had now come to a cor- 
duroy road (logs laid side by side trans versely across a swamp). The wagon
heaved and shook so Lars had to take hold of the seat on which he was sit- 
ting with both hands. No use to talk un der such con di tions. They fi nally got
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across, and a fine piece of road stretched ahead, on one side a beau ti ful
grove of birch trees, on the other at brook, clear as crys tal.

Mr. Gun der son was the first one to speak. “I’ll say this for Mr. Carl son,
he is very fond of his daugh ter.”

Lars again saw wist ful faces of chil dren who were wait ing for some one
to come and tell them a story. “A lit tle child shall lead them,” flashed
through his mind.

He lit tle re al ized how soon an op por tu nity would come to test his man- 
hood to the point of death on be half of this lit tle girl.

“I no ticed there was a lit tle flower gar den by the cabin,” Lars re marked.
“Yes, I thought you did and that you would men tion it. The lit tle girl is

pas sion ately fond of flow ers. So her fa ther built a fence round a lit tle patch
of ground, and mother and daugh ter planted flow ers there.”

Af ter a pleas ant visit with the Gun der son fam ily, Lars walked back to
town. He had passed a very in ter est ing scene near the Carl son cabin which
he wanted to ob serve more closely. Pos si bly he hoped that he might meet
some rep re sen ta tive of the Carl son fam ily. He was not to be dis ap pointed.

When he came op po site the Carl son cabin, he heard the sharp, an gry
bark ing of a dog. Presently the dog came crash ing through the un der brush.

A shrill child ish voice called: “Fido, come here, come here.” The dog
slunk back.

Look ing in the di rec tion of the voice, Lars saw a lit tle girl com ing to- 
ward him. He no ticed that she limped a good deal. When he saw her face,
some thing clutched his heart. She was a strangely beau ti ful child, this waif
of the woods.

“Who are you?” she asked, look ing straight at him.
Lars was go ing to say that he was the new min is ter when he caught him- 

self.
“Oh, just a stranger walk ing through the woods.” He stopped all of a

sud den, then whis pered ex cit edly, “Say, there’s a fawn.”
“That’s my fawn,” she cried joy fully. A sil very laugh rip pled in the sun- 

shine. “I’ll have it come nearer,” she said. “Come here, fawn, come here.”
Slowly the fawn ap proached. Stopped. Took a step. Head raised. Its

large, lu mi nous eyes one mo ment on the girl, the next on the stranger.
Lars had never seen any thing more grace ful. There was some thing al- 

most spir i tual about it.
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Clara limped slowly to ward it, put her arms round its neck, and croon ing
in a vel vety voice whis pered in its ear, “Don’t be afraid, lit tle fawn. He
won’t hurt you. He’s a nice man.”

Then look ing at Lars rogu ishly she said, “You are a nice man, aren’t
you?”

“Yes, I am a nice man,” he said and smiled at her. “And you are a nice
girl and you have a nice fawn, but I don’t love your dog.”

She left the fawn and came back to Lars.
“Well, I do. It’s the best dog in the world. Yes ter day he chased away a

bear.”
“A bear?” Lars pre tended that he was scared.
“No—o-o. It was just a rab bit.”
“Do you want to see my farm? I have cows and sheeps—sheep I mean—

and pigs.”
“Of course I do. I used to herd cat tle when I was a boy.”
“Come here then.” She limped ahead. The dog fol lowed her, turn ing ev- 

ery now and then and look ing at Lars with a not par tic u larly friendly glint
in his eyes.

Shortly they came to one of the pret ti est scenes Lars had ever seen. On the
edge of the clear ing a brook came tum bling down a cliff. At the foot was a
wide pool. The brook con tin ued across smooth peb bles, form ing one tiny
cas cade af ter an other, then flowed slowly into the lake far ther down. On
both sides were large bunches of blue bells wav ing in the breeze.

Near the brook, by the side of the pool, was a huge boul der, flat on top
as a floor. Steps of stones had been made on one side. The lit tle girl climbed
up. Lars fol lowed.

On the top were groups of cones and smooth peb bles. Tiny threads of
moss ran hither and thither in the cracks of the boul der.

The lit tle girl fell on her knees, pointed to the cones and said, “These are
my cows. And these are my sheep,” point ing to the smaller pine cones, “and
these are my pigs,” point ing to the peb bles.

“You like to play here, don’t you?”
“Of course I do. And I like to hear the brook sing. Do you hear it sing?”

She lis tened in tently, look ing at Lars. While lis ten ing her eyes turned to a
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bunch of blue bells on the edge of the boul der. “Look at the bells,” she whis- 
pered. “See them swing. Some times I can hear them ring ing.”

Lars looked at the blue bells, swing ing—swing ing— ring ing—ring ing.
Then he looked at the sweet face and a mist rose be fore his eyes. Poor lit tle
waif of the woods! No, not poor. To her na ture re vealed se crets which only
the pure of heart and sen si tive of soul can see and hear.

“God made the flow ers very beau ti ful,” Lars said qui etly.
A star tled look came into her face and she looked sharply down the road.
Then hur riedly she picked up a large cone. “This cow is no good. She

doesn’t give any milk. Shall I spank her?”
“Yes, that might do a lot of good,” Lars said.
“Do you know any sto ries? I know a song about a story, but I don’t

know the story.”
“Read it to me.”
Still kneel ing, she read slowly—

"I think when I read the sweet story of old.’

“That’s all I know.”
“I know that hymn,” Lars said al most in a whis per.
“Him? You are funny. That’s a song.”
“Yes, a song. Shall I sing it to you?”
She nod ded her head vig or ously. Curls fly ing.
Lars sang—

"I think when I read the sweet story of old,
When Je sus was here among men,
How He called lit tle chil dren as lambs to His fold,
I should like to have been with Him then."

Again a star tled look in her face.
“What are you cry ing for?” she asked and drew closer.
I did not know I was cry ing," Lars said and tried to laugh.
Sud denly Clara called out, look ing down the road, “Papa, mama, I’m

here!”
Then she turned to Lars and whis pered ex cit edly, “Say, you are the new

min is ter. Why did you fool me? Papa don’t want me to talk to you.”
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The man got out of the wagon and came un steadily to ward them.
“What are you do ing here?” he shouted.
Lars met him. “I was walk ing past here and your daugh ter asked me to

see her farm, as she called it.”
“She did, did she? She didn’t know that you are a preacher. You leave at

once or I’ll show you some thing.”
In the mean time the woman had come down to them. She laid her hand

on her hus band’s arm, but he brushed her roughly aside.
With an oath he again told Lars to leave.
Then the lit tle girl came limp ing over to her fa ther and said, “Papa, he’s

a nice man. He played with me.”
Lars went closer up to Mr. Carl son. He looked the an gry man straight in

the eyes and said qui etly, “I am sorry that I have of fended you. But let me
tell you one thing: If you want to live with out God your self, no man can
pre vent you from do ing it, but you have no right…”

He got no fur ther, for Mr. Carl son raised his arm as though go ing to
strike him with the whip. Lars grabbed the raised arm, and held it tight. The
quick and un ex pected move on the part of Lars had an im me di ate and stun- 
ning ef fect on Mr. Carl son. He stood there help less and be wil dered.

“Some day you and I are go ing to be good friends,” Lars said with a
smile. “Good bye, Mrs. Carl son, good bye, Clara.”
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4. The Waif In The For est Fire.

LARS HAD NOT BEEN VERY LONG IN THE FIELD be fore he dis cov ered that the
sa loons were the great est hin drance to his work. He had in tended to en ter
upon his mis sion with meek ness and mild ness. That was ac cord ing to his
na ture. But a swift change came upon him. He owed it to the women and
chil dren among whom he was go ing to la bor to take up the fight against the
liquor traf fic. Soft words meant weak words. He felt the fire burn ing in his
heart which had burnt in the hearts of the prophets of old.

He an nounced an open air meet ing. A great crowd gath ered. He saw sev- 
eral sa loon keep ers and a large num ber of lum ber jacks. Many sad faced
women were stand ing on the out skirts of the crowd.

He had pre pared his speech but when he saw the sea of faces, some with
threat en ing looks, and heard raw laugh ter ev i dently in re sponse to vul gar
jokes, he for got his speech and in words burn ing with hot in dig na tion
launched into a de nun ci a tion of the liquor traf fic.

There was some scat tered ap plause. But it came to an abrupt stop when a
lum ber jack pressed his way up to the plat form. His face was vivid with
rage. Shak ing his fist at Lars he shouted, “You mind your own busi ness.”

“This is my busi ness,” Lars said earnestly.
Openly and se cretly Lars was thanked for his speech, but in the back

room of one of the sa loons a con spir acy was formed to drive the new min is- 
ter out of town some dark night.

Some time af ter the great tem per ance rally Lars was stand ing with a
group of men on the side walk in front of the post of fice. He had just re- 
turned from a sick call and had tied his bronco to a post near by.

Lars no ticed that the Carl son team was stand ing in front of a sa loon.
Mrs. Carl son was com ing out of a store on the other side of the street.

The men were talk ing about the dry weather. No rain had fallen for sev- 
eral weeks.

A star tling cry by Mrs. Carl son, “Oh, there’s fire. Clara is home alone,”
caused the men to look in the di rec tion of the Carl son home stead. A short
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dis tance north of the clear ing a heavy smoke was be ing driven straight
south. Flames were leap ing up in the air.

Mrs. Carl son came run ning across the street. Fran ti cally she cried to the
men: “For God’s sake save my girl!”

The com mo tion on the side walk brought the men out of the sa loon. If
there was a fight they wanted to see it.

Mr. Carl son came also reel ing out. His wife rushed over to him and tried
to make him un der stand their daugh ter’s dan ger. “I’ll take care of that,” he
shouted and started for his team, but stum bled in a heap on the side walk.

While peo ple had been shout ing and run ning back and forth, Lars had
im me di ately dashed to the bronco, un loos ened it, leaped into the sad dle and
raced down the street in the di rec tion of the Carl son home.

The fire was spread ing out like a fan, east and west. In a few min utes it
would cut off all ap proach to the home. The bronco seemed to sense the
dan ger as it fairly flew through the smoke filled for est. The air came as
blasts from a fur nace. The fire was roar ing like a hun dred rail road trains.
Tongues of flames darted across the road. “God, save the girl!” Lars cried
aloud, as he bent for ward, his head close to the mane of the bronco. Urg ing
it on with fran tic cries, he plunged through a cloud of lurid smoke, and was
out in the clear ing.

To his dis may Lars saw that the cabin was al ready burn ing. If Clara had
been in doors and re mained there, res cue would be im pos si ble. The fire had
swept through the grass down to the wagon road lead ing up to the cabin;
there it had stopped. On the other side of the road the grass had been cut. In
front of the cabin and lead ing down to ward the lake was a small potato
field.

Above the roar of the fire he thought he heard the bark ing of a dog. At
the lower end of the potato field Fido was pulling at some thing, let ting go
of it, again pulling. In a sec ond Lars was there, and to his un speak able joy
he saw Clara ly ing on the ground, un touched by the fire.

“Oh, my foot, my foot,” she cried as Lars lifted her up. Then he no ticed
that she was clutch ing a kit ten in her arms.

The heat here too was al most in tol er a ble. The fire was now rag ing in the
dry tama rac swamp on the other side of the field. It would be im pos si ble to
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re main here any longer.
Then Lars thought of the cas cade and the big boul der. It was close at

hand and the way clear. Car ry ing Clara in his arms and lead ing the horse, he
ran down to the brook.

He placed the bronco stand ing in the pool while he, with the girl in his
arms, let the spray of the cas cade fall upon them. Fido was crouch ing be side
them. The kit ten didn’t like to get wet, so Lars man aged to re lease it from
Clara’s hands and put it in his coat pocket.

The tall weeds along the shore had been licked up and Lars saw it would
now be pos si ble to get down to the lake side. From there he might pos si bly
get back to town, rid ing along the shore.

By lead ing the bronco up to the boul der he man aged to get into the sad- 
dle with the lit tle girl held in front of him. She was still cry ing, com plain ing
of the pain in her foot.

For some dis tance he could ride along the shore. At a place where the
burn ing tim ber came down to the very edge of the lake, he rode out in the
shal low wa ter. Be fore very long he was be yond the zone where the fire had
been burn ing.

There he met a large group of peo ple. When they saw him with the girl
in his arms, there arose a mighty shout.

A woman, with di sheveled hair and wild eyes, came rush ing to ward him.
She stretched her arms to ward the girl, but Lars told the mother that Clara
had hurt her foot and that he was tak ing her to his land lady.

Then a man came up to him. He walked as if dazed. He tried to speak,
but could only mum ble some in co her ent words.

“Ev ery thing is all right, Mr. Carl son,” Lars cried.
Just as he was start ing to ride on, a kit ten could be heard cry ing

piteously.
“Where’s the kit ten? Where’s the kit ten?” sev eral chil dren cried and be- 

gan to look for it in the crowd.
Lars saw no need to fur nish them with the in for ma tion.
It was dis cov ered that Clara had wrenched her an kle so badly that it was

deemed ad vis able to send her at once to Min ne ap o lis for treat ment.
“I can’t go. I have no money and don’t know what to do,” said Mr. Carl- 

son.
“I’ll go with her, gladly,” said Lars. “I’ll do any thing in the world for

your girl.”
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Mr. Carl son stretched forth his hand as a per son grop ing in dark ness.
Lars grasped it and said, “Ev ery thing will be all right, Mr. Carl son. Ev ery- 
thing.”

Lars brought Clara to a hos pi tal where she was im me di ately taken care
of. He called up Olga who came at once to the hos pi tal. Olga fell in love
with the lit tle waif of the woods as soon as she saw her. The love was mu- 
tual.

It did not take long be fore Clara was fully re cov ered. She had only one
anx i ety. What had be come of the fawn and the kit ten?

Olga took her to her home. She could not bear to think of the girl go ing
away for a long time.

While read ing a news pa per one evening Olga ut tered a cry of sur prise. She
handed the pa per to Lars. “Read that!” she said ex cit edly. Lars read the item
and ex claimed, “I see what you mean. Wouldn’t that be won der ful?”

He be gan to pace the floor. “Wouldn’t that be won der ful.” He re peated
the words over and over. “We must do some thing about it at once.”

“Let us sit down and talk it over qui etly,” Olga said. But she was far
from quiet.

The re sult of the con ver sa tion was that Olga wrote to Mrs. Carl son say- 
ing that she would like to have Clara stay till she her self could bring her
home af ter the wed ding.

When Olga told her fa ther that Lars and she in tended to make a trip to
Chicago and take Clara with them, he asked in sur prise, “Is this an elope- 
ment? Is Clara to be the flower girl?”

Olga showed him a clip ping from a news pa per.
He read it twice with a puz zled ex pres sion. Then a ten der light came into

his eyes. “God be with you,” he said in a husky voice.
“That’s a dear,” said Olga and pat ted his cheek.

The first snow had fallen. The man tle of white cov ered na ture’s scars as
love cov ers all in fir mi ties. The ice bound lakes looked like a glis ten ing sea
and ev ery spruce and pine stood there as a bride ready to meet the bride- 
groom at the al tar.
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In a sled drawn by a team of frisky horses, with bells ring ing mer rily in
the frosty air, sat Lars Lee, his wife Olga, and in her lap a lit tle girl with
curly hair stick ing out in all di rec tions from un der a red cap, with pale
cheeks and very bright blue-eyes.

When they came to the wa ter fall and the big boul der, Lars stopped and
pointed out the place to Olga. It was here he had first met Clara and where
they had found refuge while the fire raged all around them.

The cabin had been re built. Smoke rose straight up from the chim ney. A
dog came run ning to ward them. Then stopped. Clara was now sit ting up.
“Fido! Fido!” she cried al most hys ter i cally. The dog rec og nized the voice
and came leap ing through the snow fleet as the wind. He would have
jumped into the sled had not Lars pre vented it.

“My fawn, my fawn,” rang out a shrill voice. And sure enough. By the
re built sta ble the fawn was stand ing, grace ful and ex pec tant.

A man and a woman came rush ing out of the house. Then Lars drove
slowly up to ward the home stead.

Olga let the lit tle girl down into the path. Then, mir a cle of mir a cles! She
ran per fectly whole into her mother’s arms.

Mrs. Carl son sud denly, al most rudely, pushed the girl from her. She
looked at her a sec ond, then again gath ered her into her-arms and fell on her
knees. Mr. Carl son stood there a minute stunned and be wil dered. Then he
threw his arms around wife and child.

As they en tered the house, a kit ten, very sleek and too big to find room
in Lars’s pocket, came slowly into the room. It stopped when it saw
strangers and ran back into the bed room, fol lowed by Clara. “Is that my kit- 
ten, mama?” she cried. Then Mrs. Carl son smiled through tears, and Lars
no ticed that she again had be come a very beau ti ful woman.

Clara came back with the kit ten in her arms. Then she went over to her
fa ther. “Papa, I want to see the fawn.” He stroked her hand, and said with an
at tempt to smile, “We must first let our friends have some thing to eat. And
you, too, must eat now.”

“Where did you find the fawn?” Lars asked when they sat down at the
ta ble.

Mr. Carl son told the story very minutely. It was to the ef fect that shortly
af ter the fire he had been on the other side of the lake. There he saw a fawn.
It ran away, but when he called it, it came slowly up to him. It went down to
the lake with him and swam af ter the boat when he rowed back. They had
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not writ ten Clara about it, as you never knew when such an an i mal might
take a no tion to join its kind.

When he had fin ished, he looked at Lars in tently. Fi nally he asked hes i- 
tat ingly, “What did they do to her?”

It was a long story, but the gist of it was, that when they had read in the
pa per that a fa mous Aus trian physi cian was com ing to Chicago to demon- 
strate his skill in cur ing just such cases, they had de cided to take Clara with
them to see him. When the case was brought to his at ten tion he en thu si as ti- 
cally made Clara one of his first pa tients.

Olga had not dared to speak so far. She could not trust her voice. Now
she said with a smile: “The great est dif fi culty was to keep you folks in the
dark.”

“Well,” Lars said, putting his hand on Carl son’s arm, “it is dark no more,
is it, my friend?”
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5. An Ex cit ing Christ mas Cel e‐ 
bra tion.

OLGA HAD BEEN VERY BUSY pre par ing the chil dren for the first Christ mas
pro gram ever held in the town. Chil dren from the sur round ing coun try were
also go ing to take part.

The pro gram was to be given in a large hall.
A large Christ mas tree had been placed on the plat form. With the help of

many will ing hands Olga had seen to it that it was beau ti fully dec o rated.
The long ex pected evening came. The snow was crunch ing un der many

feet wend ing their way to the hall in the moon light.
The hall was filled to suf fo ca tion. The chil dren in front, then the par ents;

fur ther back young peo ple. In the rear of the hall a group of lum ber jacks.
The pro gram be gan with singing, by a group of girls, “Silent night, holy

night.” As the beau ti ful hymn with all its ten der mem o ries floated through
the hall, many eyes grew moist for the first time in years.

A lit tle boy had been se lected to read some words of wel come. When
Olga saw him mount ing the plat form, she gave a gasp and then closed her
eyes. She knew some thing would hap pen. It did.

The boy had yielded to the temp ta tion of open ing a bag of peanuts and to
the still greater temp ta tion of eat ing them. When he turned to the au di ence
he was munch ing fast and swal low ing hard.

A tit ter ran through the hall. Just as he was go ing to read his piece, part
of a peanut had come a lit tle too close to his wind pipe for com fort. He was
seized by a vi o lent fit of cough ing. He grew red in the face, sput tered and
reeled. Olga made a dash for the boy and be gan to pound his back to the ac- 
com pa ni ment of a gale of laugh ter. She dragged him off the plat form and
led him to his seat. But that was not the end of it. When he was go ing to sit
down an other boy laughed right in his face. With fly ing fists he went at his
tor men tor till the lat ter howled with fright and pain.
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Pan de mo nium broke loose. Lars had to start singing a hymn be fore quiet
was re stored.

Now songs and recita tions fol lowed each other, lis tened to with rapt at- 
ten tion. Lars and Olga felt a thrill of joy. “A ser vant of God must go where
he can do the most good.”

Then Lars an nounced: “We shall lis ten to a song by Clara Carl son.”
Dressed in white Clara ran rapidly up on the plat form. When the au di- 

ence caught sight of her, for got ten was the min is ter’s in junc tion not to ap- 
plaud. Some one started to clap. Then a ver i ta ble storm swept the hall.

Clara stood there be wil dered and was on the point of cry ing when Olga
stepped up to her and put her arm round her shoul der. Then Olga went to
the pi ano and be gan to play the ac com pa ni ment.

In a voice so sweet that it thrilled all hearts, Clara sang—

I think when I read the sweet story of old,
When Je sus was here among men,
How He called lit tle chil dren as lambs to His fold,
I should like to have been with Him then.

I wish that His hands had been placed on my head,
That His arms had been thrown around me,
And that I might have seen His kind look as He said,
“Let the lit tle ones come unto me.”

Clara saw not the sea of faces in front of her. She was look ing at a woman
who again had be come beau ti ful and at a man who sat with his face buried
in his hands.

Just as Lars was go ing to an nounce the last hymn, there was a sud den
com mo tion in the back of the hall. To his amaze ment he saw the lum ber jack
who had in ter rupted him at the tem per ance rally come strid ing up the cen ter
aisle. He came briskly up on the plat form where Lars was stand ing, and
said, “I want to say some thing.” Lars asked him, “What do you want to
say?”

With a whim si cal look the lum ber jack an swered, “You will soon find
out.”

The he turned to the sur prised au di ence.
There was some thing in the lum ber jack’s look which made Lars feel that

he could trust him—some thing kind and friendly.
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Last time Lars had seen him, his face was dis torted with anger; now he
was smil ing. Then he was dressed as a typ i cal lum ber jack; now he looked
like a pros per ous young busi ness man. What a hand some man he was!
Dark, wavy hair, no ble fore head, large lu mi nous, blue eyes. He looked like
an ath lete—lithe of limbs, full of life, alert. Surely this man was no or di nary
work ing man.

With a grace ful bow to Lars and Olga and then to the au di ence, he be gan
to speak, amidst deep si lence, in a clear, well mod u lated voice—

"My friends, you are un doubt edly sur prised that I placed my self on the
pro gram. I shall speak only a few min utes. I know you boys and girls are
anx ious to get home and open your candy bags. I want to thank you for the
fine pro gram you have ren dered. This is the first Christ mas tree cel e bra tion
I have at tended in this coun try.

"I have spo ken with Rev. Lee only once. I am not proud of the part I
played in that meet ing, but I will come to that later. I have just re turned
from a visit to Min ne ap o lis and while there I heard some things about the
new pas tor and his wife which you should know. They would not tell it
them selves, not that they are ashamed of it, but they are too mod est to do
so.

"A friend of theirs told me that Rev. Lee had an op por tu nity to go to a
large con gre ga tion. But he re turned the call and came here.

"This same friend told me that Miss Olga Hau gen —it seemed that ev- 
ery body down there called her Olga —was one of the finest soloists in the
city. We know she is a good in struc tor by the way the chil dren have been
singing here this evening. More than that; for sev eral years she has been
con duct ing a mis sion Sun day school.

"But what in ter ested me es pe cially and what will in ter est you is what she
did for the lit tle girl who sang so beau ti fully for us this evening. Miss Hau- 
gen spent hours and hours at the hos pi tal at her bed side, and when Clara
was well enough to be up, she brought her to her own home. Then it was
that the fu ture Mrs. Lee read in the news pa per about the fa mous doc tor. She
and Rev. Lee took the girl to him and the re sult you know.

"When I heard that a new preacher was com ing here, I made up my mind
to make it hot for him if he came snoop ing around my lum ber camp, and I
wanted no preacher to look at me with dis ap proval in his eyes when I got
drunk in town. When I saw him the first time I did not think we would have
much to fear. He looked meek and mild.
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"Imag ine my sur prise when I heard that he was go ing to at tack the liquor
traf fic at an open-air meet ing. Well, he could count on me be ing present,
and if no body else had the courage to tell him to mind his own busi ness, I
knew one who had it. For a while he had me guess ing. It was the most
scathing de nun ci a tion of the liquor traf fic I had ever heard, and I knew that
ev ery word was true. I had to bol ster up my courage with sev eral drinks I
had with me. When I in ter rupted him, he said qui etly and firmly, ‘This is
my busi ness,’ I knew I was fac ing nei ther a fool nor a fa natic. I was fac ing
a man. It took all the fight out of me. But later, in the evening, I joined
some of my friends in plan ning to drive him out of town some dark night.

"Then some thing hap pened. I was in town the day the fire swept through
the for est out in the coun try. I made up my mind that I would show the
preacher that if he could save souls I could save the life of the lit tle girl. But
I was too drunk to do any thing. When I saw him dash down the street on his
bronco and saw the fire sweep ing to ward the cabin, I knew he was driv ing
straight into the jaws of death. I hoped he had sense enough to stop. He did
not stop as I and oth ers un doubt edly would have done. He saved the girl! I
should have gone straight to him and apol o gized and con grat u lated him on
his hero ism, but I was not in con di tion to do so. The next day I had to go to
an other camp.

“What I should have done then, I am go ing to do now. Pub lic and se- 
cretly I have wronged Rev. Lee. Pub licly I want to beg his par don and ex- 
press my ad mi ra tion for him.”

Then amidst the deathly si lence of the au di ence, Mr. Halvor Tvedt—that
was his name——walked to ward Lars and said in a voice shak ing with
emo tion, “Pas tor, my pas tor, will you for give me?”

Lars met him with out stretched hand. Be fore he could say any thing,
some one started to ap plaud and a ver i ta ble cy clone swept the hall. The two
young men stood there with hands firmly grasped, look ing into much oth- 
ers’ face, and the look that passed be tween them was a be gin ning of a
friend ship that was des tined to mean much to both of them.

When the in ci dent was over, Halvor Tvedt again turned to the au di ence.
“Just a few words more. Many of you know me. Dur ing the time I have

been here I have been a fre quent vis i tor to the sa loons, but I have never at- 
tended a re li gious ser vice. I know my ex am ple has not been good. I want to
apol o gize es pe cially to the young men. Since I saw Rev. Lee ride into the
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for est fire, not a drop of strong drinks has touched my lips, and with the
help of God never shall.”

It was Lars who led the ap plause. Some one back in the au di ence
shouted, “We’ll see!” Halvor was on the point of rush ing at him, when he
sud denly stuck his hand in his pocket. Sev eral men leaped to their feet as he
turned to Lars and Olga.

“My friends, some of us boys want to show our ap pre ci a tion of what you
have done and what we know you will do. Will you ac cept this mod est
purse? I am go ing to hand it to Mrs. Lee, as I know min is ters are poor fi- 
nanciers.”

When Olga stepped on the plat form it was re mark able that the roof was
not raised by the thun der ous ap plause.
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6. The Most Beau ti ful Of All Sto‐ 
ries.

IN OR DER TO UN DER STAND BET TER Clara’s spir i tual de vel op ment, it may be
well to go back to the time when the lit tle girl was brought to the hos pi tal in
Min ne ap o lis.

The first morn ing af ter Clara came to the hos pi tal Olga called on her. In
her white night gown, her curly hair spread out on the pil low, with her pale
face and large blue eyes she looked so sweet that Olga wanted to rush to- 
ward her and fold her in her arms.

Af ter a while some of the nurses be gan to sing, but at first they were so
far away that the words could not he heard. Olga rec og nized the melody as
that of her fa mil iar hymn, “Rock of Ages.” As the nurses came slowly
down the cor ri dor the hymn grew louder and the words be came more dis- 
tinct.

Clara opened her eyes and lis tened breath lessly. Then she whis pered,
“Who are singing? Is it an gels?”

“An gels? Who are they?”
“They are lit tle chil dren with wings and dressed in white, but we can’t

see them.”
“No, these are nurses. Some day we shall hear the an gels sing too.” That

was all Olga dared to say.
But the hymn which has brought com fort and con so la tion to mil lions of

sad and sor row ing souls in many climes, kept on float ing into the rooms
and wards where the pa tients were ly ing on their beds—some happy be- 
cause they were soon to be re united with their fam i lies in fear of death—
and some who had com mit ted them selves into the hands of a lov ing Fa ther
and whose soul was filled with the peace of heaven.

The next day, as the twi light came seep ing in through the win dows of
Clara’s room, Olga asked her, “Shall I tell you a story?”



171

Clara’s large blue eyes bright ened at once. “Oh, yes, do!” Then she
added rather shyly, “Is it a story about —about Je sus?”

Olga was taken by sur prise. It was the very thing she had in tended to do.
Lars had told her about his meet ing the lit tle girl. It was his im pres sion that
Clara had con sciously and un con sciously picked up not a few frag ments of
re li gious truth and that, imag i na tive as she un doubt edly was, she had con- 
structed a spir i tual world of her own. Af ter her talk with Clara about an gels
the other morn ing, Olga was sure such was the case. Just how much had she
ab sorbed, what use had she made of it in her spir i tual iso la tion, how to deal
with her fear of her fa ther were mat ters not easy to de ter mine. Now Clara’s
timid ques tion opened the way.

Olga drew closer to the bed, placed her hand ten derly on the girl’s white
fore head and said cheer fully, “Yes, dear Clara, it is a story about Je sus. It is
the most beau ti ful story in the world.”

“Tell it. Say, where is Je sus now?” she asked abruptly.
“He is here.”
“Oh, you are try ing to fool me.”
“No, no, no, lit tle Clara. It is true! It is true! But now let me tell you the

story.”
Olga had of ten told the story in Sun day school, but she had never felt

less able to do it jus tice than now. She breathed a prayer for guid ance and
be gan.

“When Je sus walked here on earth, he came one day down a coun try
road to gether with some friends. These friends were called apos tles. They
asked him ques tions and he an swered them. There was no one who could
an swer ques tions the way Je sus could. Then the apos tles saw some women
come down a green hill to the road. Some of them car ried babes in their
arms. A group of small boys and girls fol lowed them. When the apos tles
un der stood that the women wanted to see Je sus they made mo tions with
their hands that the moth ers with their chil dren should move back. The
apos tles also shook their heads with an gry scowls on their faces. Je sus had
seen the group ahead in the road and smiled. But when he saw that his apos- 
tles wanted the moth ers to get out of the way, the smile died in his face, and
he looked very stern. He waved his friends aside, and said,”Let the lit tle
chil dren come unto me, and do not hin der them, for of such is the king dom
of heaven."

“What did he mean?” Clara asked.
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“He meant that he loves lit tle chil dren and that they would love him
when they learned to know him.” Olga was on the point of say ing that Je sus
did not like peo ple who tried to keep lit tle chil dren away from him, but she
was glad that she did not say it.

“Then what did Je sus do?” Clara was all ex cite ment now.
"He stepped closer to the group, and held out his arms to ward the boys

and girls who were stand ing there, some of them try ing to hide be hind the
moth ers, be cause the apos tles had scared them. When they saw Je sus’s
smil ing face they ran to ward him as fast as they could. Then he put his hand
on the head of one af ter the other and prayed, and all the time he was smil- 
ing, and he called them pretty names, and stroked their cheeks.

“Then he went up to the mother who held a sweet, curly-haired babe in
her arms. The babe was dusty and rugged, but Je sus did not mind. When he
held out his arms it stretched its chubby hands to ward him and wanted to go
to him. Je sus took the babe and put it on his left arm, and then he put his
right hand on its fore head, smiled and prayed a lit tle prayer. He took one
babe af ter an other, till he had blessed all of them. Af ter say ing a few words
to the moth ers, he walked on, but ev ery now and then he turned around and
waved his hand, and the chil dren waved their hands joy ously to ward him.
When he and his apos tles came to the top of a hill, they could still see the
group in the road.”

Clara had raised her self in the bed and looked at Olga with beam ing
eyes. Then all at once the sun shine in her face faded away and she asked, in
a husky voice, “Why did they kill Je sus?”

Olga was so star tled that she did not know what to say. Fi nally she
asked, “Who told you that they killed him?”

“I don’t know. Some body.”
“Some other day I will tell you. Just think of how nice he was to the

chil dren, how he loved them, and—and how he loves you.”
“Oh, I love him too,” Clara whis pered, then closed her eyes. In a few

min utes she was sound asleep. A beau ti ful smile hov ered on her face.
“Poor lit tle waif of the woods,” Olga whis pered and walked on tip-toe

out of the room.
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Olga brought a book with bib li cal pic tures to Clara. The lit tle girl was look- 
ing at John the Bap tist bap tiz ing Je sus.

“What’s this man do ing to Je sus?” she asked.
“He is bap tiz ing him.”
“Oh!” she cried, her face beam ing. “I have been bap tized too—”
She stopped all of a sud den, cov ered her mouth with her hands and

looked scared.
Olga re al ized that there was a story back of her alarm which she at this

time had no right to look into.
An other time Clara asked, “Will you tell me an other story?” Her eyes

sparkled.
“What kind of a story shall I tell you?”
“Oh, let me see now.” She looked up in the ceil ing and was think ing

hard. Turn ing her eyes to Olga she said timidly, “Are there any more sto ries
about Je sus?”

“Oh, yes, shall I tell you the story about a lit tle girl?”
“What’s her name?”
“Well, I never thought of that. I don’t know. We’ll just call her the Lit tle

Girl. Some thing won der ful hap pened to her. I don’t think any thing so won- 
der ful hap pened to any other girl in the whole world.”

“What was that?”
"Wait a lit tle while, and you’ll find out. The Lit tle Girl was twelve years

old when this won der ful thing hap pened. I think she was the only child in
the fam ily. Her fa ther and mother loved her very dearly, and she loved
them. They lived in one of the finest houses in town.

"One day when she had been play ing out side in the sun shine with some
other girls she came into the house and com plained that she did not feel
well. Her mother saw that she was very flushed in the face. Her fa ther came
in and said that she had fever. They put her to had and sent at once for the
doc tor. The doc tor gave her some medicine and said that next day she
would be well again.

"She was not well the next day. She was worse. Again they sent for the
doc tor. When he came back from her room he shook his head, and said that
he was afraid that he could not do any thing more for her. ‘You must do
some thing for her,’ the mother pleaded. ‘She must not leave us, she must
not leave us!’ The fa ther stood by the win dow and looked out, but he could
see noth ing. His shoul ders shook and he had to take hold of a chair. Then he
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sud denly turned to the mother and said, ‘I am go ing to find Je sus of
Nazareth. I know he can save her.’ Then he rushed out of the house.

"The fa ther’s name was Jairus. He was one of the rulers of the syn a- 
gogue. That is he had some thing to do with the church. Je sus had been in
the church, and Jairus knew that he had cured many who were sick. Oh, if
he could only find him be fore it was too late. As he ran he prayed to God all
the time.

"Some body told him that Je sus had just come across the lake and that he
was down by the shore. In a few min utes Jairus reached the lake. There was
a big crowd of peo ple, and more peo ple kept on com ing. He saw Je sus
stand ing in the midst of the crowd. He ran to ward him, push ing the peo ple
aside, fell on his knees and put his fore head down to the ground at the feet
of Je sus and cried, ‘My lit tle daugh ter is at the point of death, I pray thee,
come and lay thy hand on her, that she may be healed and she shall live.’

"And Je sus went with him and much peo ple fol lowed. It was hard to
walk, be cause ev ery body wanted to be near Je sus.

"In the crowd was a woman who had been sick for many years. She had
tried one doc tor af ter an other, but no one could heal her. Oh, if she only
could come near Je sus! She thought that if she could just touch his clothes,
that she would get well. She pressed through the crowd. Now she was close
to him. She stretched out her hand and touched the white tas sel of clothes,
and at once she knew that she was well. Je sus turned around and said to her,
‘Daugh ter, be of good cheer, thy faith hath made thee well.’

"But the poor fa ther was al most wild with fear that Je sus would come
too late to save the girl. Just then one of his ser vants came run ning to ward
him, and cried, ‘Your daugh ter is dead; why trou ble the Mas ter?’ The fa- 
ther’s face be came white as a sheet, and he would have fallen had not Je sus
taken him by the arm. Then Je sus bent to ward him and said in a mild,
steady voice, ‘Don’t be afraid, only be lieve.’

"‘What does that mean?’ Clara asked.
"It means that he should be sure that Je sus would save the girl. Then Je- 

sus said to the peo ple that they should not fol low him any fur ther. He made
a mo tion with his hand that three of his apos tles should go with him. They
hur ried on to ward the house.

“When they came near the house they could hear peo ple cry ing and
weep ing. Je sus told them not to make all this noise. ‘The child is not dead,’
he said,”‘She only sleeps.’
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"Then some of them be gan to laugh at him. They knew that she was
dead. What was the mat ter with him? They had seen her. Je sus told them to
leave the house, and when they saw the look in his face, they went out as
fast as they could.

"Je sus went qui etly into the room where the Lit tle Girl was, and her fa- 
ther and mother and the three friends fol lowed slowly. There on the bed lay
the Lit tle Girl. Her face was very white. The dark curls moved just a lit tle
bit as a breeze slipped in through the open win dow.

"Je sus stood and looked down upon her sweet face for a minute, and he
be came very sad. Then a ten der smile came to his face. He stretched forth
his hand and took the white hand of the Lit tle Girl, and in a very sweet
voice he said, ‘Lit tle girl, I say unto you, arise!’

“A faint flush crept across her face. Her eye lids be gun to quiver. Then
slowly she opened her eyes and looked into a sweet, smil ing face. She had
seen him be fore. It was Je sus of Nazareth. And she smiled. Be fore her
mother could move, the Lit tle Girl arose and ran into her arms.”

Clara’s eyes were filled with tears. She heaved a sigh, and said slowly,
“Je sus is a nice man, isn’t he?”
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7. “Mama, I Am Well.”

AN OTHER TIME OLGA READ HER a story she had writ ten.
"The mother was sit ting on the porch look ing at a group of boys play ing

on the greensward. The sun had set be hind a veil of golden clouds, its glory
still rest ing on Mount Her mon’s tow er ing height. The joy ous laugh ter of the
boys stabbed the mother’s heart like dag gers, for her own lit tle boy was ly- 
ing limp and pale on his couch in a room in side the house. He had had one
of his ter ri ble spells when an evil spirit tore him and dashed him down, and
there he would be ly ing, writhing in agony, foam ing at his mouth and
gnash ing his teeth.

"Af ter a while she went in. She heard rapid foot steps. Her hus band stood
in the door. She no ticed that he was ex cited. ‘Rachel,’ he cried, ‘Je sus of
Nazareth is over by Mount Her mon. Early to mor row morn ing I will take
Joseph to him. I just heard of some re mark able mir a cles he has per formed.
Surely he is the Mes siah.’

"‘Yes, do. Oh, if he could help our boy!’
"‘If we only can be lieve,’ the fa ther added.
"Early next morn ing the fa ther started off with the boy. When he came

near the moun tain he found nine of the apos tles and many other peo ple
there, but Je sus was not there. The day be fore he had gone up into the
moun tain with three of his apos tles.

"When the apos tles saw the poor boy and heard the fa ther tell how the
evil spirit would tor ment him they tried to cure him, but they could not.
Some of the peo ple in the crowd laughed aloud and made fun of them.

“Then some one cried, ‘There comes the Mas ter!’ They all turned in the
di rec tion where the man pointed, and sure enough, there came Je sus with
three of his Apos tles. Some peo ple said af ter wards that there was at light in
his face. He came from his trans fig u ra tion.”

"‘What’s that?’ Clara asked.
“I’ll tell you some other time,” said Olga. "Just lis ten to the story now.
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"Je sus turned to some men called scribes and asked them sharply what
they were ask ing his apos tles. Then the fa ther threw him self on the ground
in front of Je sus and cried, ‘Mas ter, I have brought unto thee my only child.
Lord, have mercy on him! I spoke to your dis ci ples and they could not do
any thing for him.’

"Je sus was sorry that his apos tles had not had faith strong enough to cure
the boy. Then he said, ‘Bring him unto me.’ Some of the peo ple ran to the
boy and lead him to ward Je sus, and when he saw Je sus the evil spirit be gan
to tear the boy some thing ter ri ble. Je sus felt so sorry for the boy that he was
on the point of cry ing. He turned to the fa ther, and asked him qui etly, ‘How
long has he been this way?’ The fa ther was hardly able to talk. ‘From the
time he was a lit tle child,’ he whis pered. Then he con tin ued, ‘And it casts
him into the fire and into the wa ters to de stroy him, but if thou canst do
any thing, have pity on us and help us.’

"‘If thou canst be lieve; all things are pos si ble for him that be lieveth.’
"The fa ther cried, while tears coursed down his face, ‘I be lieve; help

thou my un be lief!’
"When Je sus no ticed how the peo ple came run ning to gether, he stepped

closer to the boy and cried in a loud voice to the un clean spirit, ‘Thou dumb
and deaf spirit, I com mand thee, come out of him, and en ter him no more!’

"And the spirit screamed and tore the boy and came out and the lad lay
on the ground as though he were dead. Some one leaned over him and whis- 
pered, ‘He is dead!’ And the whis per spread through the crowd, ‘He is
dead, he is dead.’ So that was all Je sus could do!

"The Mas ter stepped still closer to the boy, bent down and took the lit tle
white hand with his right hand, placed the left un der his head and lifted him
up.

"And those who stood near by no ticed that the boy’s face was sweet and
fair.

"Then all of a sud den some one cried, ‘Hozanna, thou son of David!’
Oth ers took up the cry, but not all.

"In the lit tle home the mother was walk ing from one room to an other all
day long. Now and then she would go into an in ner room, fall on her knees
and call upon the God of her fa thers.

"Late in the af ter noon she heard a shout. An other shout. Friends and
neigh bors had gath ered out side. They were all look ing to ward Mount Her- 
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mon. A boy, a neigh bor’s boy, came run ning in. ‘They are com ing!’ he
cried and dashed out again.

"The mother was too weak to go out. Her heart was torn be tween hope
and fear. The crowd out side had grown quiet, very quiet. She heard foot- 
steps, swift foot steps.

“‘Mama, mama!’ a shrill, joy ous voice rang out. ‘I’m well! I’m well!’”

Clara lay quiet a long time. Olga saw there was some thing on her mind.
“What is it, lit tle girl?” she asked ten derly.

“Can—can Je sus make me well?”
The fa ther’s con fes sion and cry rang through Olga’s soul, “I be lieve,

help thou my un be lief!”
“Yes, dear Clara, he can. We must pray and we must—be lieve.”
It was the same evening that Olga read in the news pa per about the fa- 

mous physi cian who was com ing to Chicago.

Olga had told Lars about Clara’s re mark that she too was bap tized but that
the lit tle girl felt that she had made a mis take in telling it. Lars had looked
up the records of the pre vi ous pas tor in re gard to bap tisms, but there was no
record of Clara’s. He had asked Mr. Olaf Gun der son ca su ally, who was well
ac quainted with the Carl son fam ily since the daugh ter’s birth, but he had
heard noth ing. Had the girl just imag ined it or was it so? Sooner than they
had ex pected the story was to be told them.

One day when Lars was go ing to call on a fam ily, Olga went with him as
far as the Carl sons’. She was go ing to wait for him there till his re turn.
Mr. Carl son had gone to the lum ber camp and Clara was vis it ing a neigh bor.
A won der ful trans for ma tion had taken place with Mrs. Carl son. Again she
was smil ing and Olga heard her singing as she came up to the door to the
cabin.

Af ter they had had cof fee, Mrs. Carl son said hes i tat ingly, "There is
some thing I have been want ing to talk to Rev. Lee about. Some times I think
it was the right thing to do; some times I am not so sure. It seems to me I
have heard that a min is ter has to do it over again if —if the child lived—
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"You know, I sup pose, that my hus band has been down on min is ters.
When Clara was born he did not want her bap tized and I did not want to
make any fuss about it. As she grew up, he did not want her to know any- 
thing about re li gion. It was all hum bug, he said.

‘Our neigh bor’s lit tle girl, Mary, used to tell Clara what her mother had
been telling her, and Clara asked me ques tions, but I was—well, I didn’t
care to go against her fa ther, so I kind of put her off. Then one day when my
hus band was away from home, Clara must have eaten some thing, some
berries or some thing, which made her aw fully sick. I thought surely she was
go ing to die. I could not leave her and get a neigh bor to go for a doc tor or—
or a min is ter. I was afraid to let her die with out be ing bap tized. For the first
time in many years I cried to God and asked what I should do. Then I re- 
mem ber hear ing about a babe be ing bap tized by her own mother. Clara had
a ter ri ble spell. Then she grew very quiet and I thought she was dy ing. I
poured some wa ter in a cup—I put some wa ter on her fore head and said,
’Clara Carl son, I bap tize you in the name of the Fa ther, the Son and the
Holy Spirit!’"

She had been telling the story with many pauses and in a low voice.
Now she was weep ing qui etly. Olga put her arm around her shoul der. “You
did the right thing, my friend. Clara is as truly bap tized as you and I.”

Mrs. Carl son looked up with a smile. “When I had bap tized her she fell
asleep and slept a long time. When she awoke she seemed to be a good deal
bet ter and she looked at me with, oh, such a beau ti ful smile.”

“Does your hus band know that you bap tized her?”
“Yes, I told him the other day. He said he was glad I had done it. He is

not the same man since—since the fire and Clara got well. He thinks
Rev. Lee is just all right. He is go ing to have a talk with him some day, he
said, but he does not be lieve very much in re li gion— yet.”

Lars was al most wish ing that Olga would not read it. If he tore the page out
of the church pa per she would no tice that. If he hid the pa per away she
might ask for it. And as a min is ter he could not, of course, tell a lie.

Next mo ment he felt ashamed of him self. Did he not know his wife any
bet ter than that?
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“Olga, come here a minute. I’ll read you a story about what would have
hap pened to us.” He called her in a cheer ful voice.

Olga came from the kitchen.
“And that in the of fi cial or gan of our church?”
She looked sur prised. Then sat down.
“It’s about a sur prise party.”
“Does it say that the speaker pre sented the gift in well cho sen words?”

She looked at him rogu ishly.
“A min is ter’s wife should not show any lev ity when her hus band is go- 

ing to read some thing in the church pa per.”
Lars looked at her very sternly.
“All right. I’ll be very sober. Fire away!”
Lars laughed. “Now you are in the proper frame of mind.”
It was a story about a sur prise party given in honor of the min is ter who

had ac cepted the call which Lars had re turned.
It stated that it was a com plete sur prise to the new min is ter and his wife.

A fam ily liv ing in the woods by the river had in vited the min is ter and his
wife for din ner. In the af ter noon one of the dea cons came and said that
some one wanted to see the min is ter at the par son age.

When the min is ter came on top of the hill from where the par son age
could be seen, he saw scores of teams stand ing around the house.

“I bet you he be gan to pre pare a speech,” Olga in ter rupted.
“No lev ity,” Lars warned.
Af ter a splen did lunch which the women had pre pared and brought

along, there was the singing of a hymn. Then a for mer parochial teacher
made a speech. “In well cho sen words” he wanted to ex press, on be half of
the con gre ga tion, the deep and heart felt ap pre ci a tion that the min is ter had
come to them as their shep herd, and for the fine work he al ready had done.
They wanted to ex press their ap pre ci a tion not in words only, but by a gift,
which they hoped he would not refuse. There with he pre sented the min is ter
with a purse of $174.00.

“Of course he wouldn’t refuse,” in jected Olga. “Did not his wife get
any thing?”

Lars con tin ued. The pres i dent of the Ladies’ Aid then took the floor and
in well cho sen words she pre sented the min is ter’s wife with a com plete set
of sil ver flat ware. Where upon the min is ter, on his own and his wife’s be- 
half, made a very ap pro pri ate speech. Af ter which they went home, that is
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the mem bers of the con gre ga tion, feel ing that they had had a very pleas ant
time.

“So had the min is ter and his wife,” added Olga.
Lars looked out of the win dow. With out turn ing his head he asked, “Are

you sorry we did not go there?”
Olga jumped up and shook him. “Of course I am sorry. Sorry I was not

there to make a speech. Rev. Lars Lee, do you re mem ber what I wrote you?
‘A ser vant of the Lord must go where he can do the most good.’”

“Olga, you are a brick,” Lars said, and drew her to him.
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8. An Ag nos tic Tells His Story.

LARS WAS DE LIGHTED to learn that Mr. Carl son had ap proved of his daugh- 
ter’s bap tism.

It in di cated, at least to some ex tent, that his at ti tude to ward re li gion was
chang ing.

True, he had not at tended any of the church ser vices, hut he had been
present at the Christ mas cel e bra tion and had been deeply moved when his
lit tle daugh ter sang her song.

Time and again Lars had said to him self, “Oh, that this man might be
won for Christ!”

What would not that mean to him self, and to his daugh ter and to his
wife?

What would it not mean to the com mu nity?
Be fore Lars had been very long in the com mu nity hr dis cov ered that

Mr. Carl son had not kept his ideas con cern ing re li gion to him self. No, he
had been far from silent. In sa loons, in stores, out on the street, wher ever
peo ple would lis ten to him, he had ridiculed re li gion and all who pro fessed
it. He had even given books by in fi dels and ag nos tics to sev eral young peo- 
ple. And the seed sown had taken root.

One day a mother had told Lars that her fif teen-year old boy had said in
her hear ing—he did not know that she heard him—that the new min is ter
must think peo ple were pretty su per sti tious when he tried to make them be- 
lieve that Je sus had raised Lazarus from the dead. Shortly af ter wards she
had found a book by In ger soll In her son’s room, hid away in an old trunk.

Small won der that he was hop ing that Mr. Carl son might be won for
Christ. The most bit ter en e mies of Christ had some times be come the most
en thu si as tic cru saders in the holy cause.

Lars was a bit wor ried, how ever, as to what he should say to Mr. Carl son
who had ex pressed a de sire to have a talk with him. Would he come to ar- 
gue or would he come in search of truth?
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One evening when Lars was sit ting in his lit tle study and Olga was play- 
ing on the pi ano in the next room— there was a low fire in the fire place and
no lamp lit— some one rapped at the door.

He heard Olga go ing to the door.
“Oh, good evening, Mr. Carl son. Come in. Glad to see you. Take off

your coat and sit by the fire. I’ll light a lamp.”
“Good evening, Mrs. Lee. My but this looks cozy! Please don’t light the

lamp for my sake.”
Af ter a while he said, wist fully, “I heard you play ing. I never heard any- 

thing more beau ti ful. It’s funny with mu sic. I looked up at the stars, and
though I have looked at them many a time, I never thought they were more
bril liant or more of them.”

“I am glad that my hus band and I are not the only ones who are crazy
about stars,” Olga re marked in her en thu si as tic way. “That’s one ad van tage
of be ing away from a large city. You can see the stars. How’s the fam ily,
Mr. Carl son?”

“Fine and dandy,” he an swered cheer fully. “Isn’t Rev. Lee at home?”
“Yes, he is at home,” Lars said laugh ingly, as he stepped into the room.

“How are you?”
“Oh, I can’t com plain.”
“Well, that’s good. Lot of peo ple can com plain if they can’t do any thing

else.”
Lars seated him self by the fire and threw a few sticks of birch wood into

it. Soon the flames leaped up the chim ney, throw ing a bril liant, flick er ing
light into the room.

Olga ex cused her self. She had some thing to do in the kitchen. It would
be bet ter that the two men were alone.

She stood still on the kitchen floor sev eral min utes. There was a glad
light in her eyes.

For some time nei ther of the two men spoke. The only sound was the crack- 
ling of the fire.

With out look ing up from the danc ing flames Mr. Carl son said in a low
voice as if strug gling with his emo tions, “I have been want ing to talk with
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you, Rev. Lee. I owe you an apol ogy for the way I treated you the first time
I spoke to you.”

“Oh, I have for got ten that a long time ago,” Lars said.
“Well, I have not.” He turned to Lars and said, “Can you for give me?”
Lars gave him his hand. “Of course I for give you, Mr. Carl son. Let’s talk

no more about it. How is Clara?”
“Clara is all right.” He bright ened up. "She is a queer lit tle duck, Clara

is. I must tell you some thing which hap pened the other day.
“Her mother had gone out and Clara was sit ting alone in the house. She

was look ing at the pic tures in the book which your wife gave her. I un der- 
stand that when I was not at home she would ask her mother to read some
of the sto ries to her.”

“Is she afraid to ask her mother to do it when you are in?”
Lars knew it was a cruel ques tion to ask, but if the man did not re al ize

how he had sinned against his own child by try ing to keep her in ig no rance
of the Chris tian re li gion, it was time that he should re al ize it.

Mr. Carl son was struck to the quick. He looked pa thet i cally at Lars. Fi- 
nally he mum bled, “I am afraid she is.” Then he smiled as he added, “Or
rather was.”

“Oh, she has changed? I am so glad to hear you say that, Mr. Carl son.”
"Well, this is the way it hap pened. I came into the house and sat down

near the ta ble where Clara was stand ing. I picked up a news pa per. Clara
thought it was her mother who had come in. Ex cit edly she cried, ‘Oh,
mama, look at these dirty pigs and look at this tramp. Will you read me the
story?’ She turned around and when she saw me in stead of her mother, she
grew red in the face and cov ered her mouth with her hand as chil dren will
do when they have made a mis take. You will never un der stand how that
hurt me. ‘Don’t you think I can read, too, Clara?’ I man aged to ask with a
smile. I’ll read you the story.’

“I never saw a hap pier child in my life. Fever ishly she picked up the
book, placed her self at my knee and pointed to the pic ture. ‘Say, papa,
aren’t those pigs aw ful?’”

“I saw at a glance that it was an il lus tra tion to the Prodi gal Son. For a
mo ment I was tempted to throw the book away.”

Mr. Carl son’s face had sud denly be come stern.
"Lars re al ized that Mr. Carl son’s at ti tude to ward re li gion was not of re- 

cent date.
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“Would you mind telling me why?” Lars asked cau tiously.
“Oh, I don’t know. I have tried to for get that mis er able chap ter in my

life, but the story brought it back all of a sud den.”
“You tell me your story. There is noth ing like sit ting down and talk ing

about things in a per fectly frank man ner.”
"Well, it’s a long story. I’ll try to make it short.
"I was given plenty re li gion when I was a kid. It was re li gion from early

morn ing till late at night. That was when I was in the house. And on Sun- 
days I was given a dou ble dose of it.

"My fa ther had got re li gion at a re vival meet ing. He had been a pretty
hard case, the way it sounded. Drink ing and swear ing and fight ing.

“Ev ery morn ing fa ther read a chap ter in the Bible and then of fered a
long prayer. When I had done some thing wrong, which hap pened of ten, he
would pray for me. In the evening there was an other chap ter and an other
prayer. Some times I was so sleepy that I had to take hold of the chair with
both hands and squeeze it so as not to fall asleep.”

Lars could read ily see that that kind of fam ily wor ship would not make a
very good im pres sion on young minds. The read ing and the prayer might be
of in ter est to grown-up peo ple, but not of in ter est to chil dren.

A good deal was said and writ ten about the im por tance of fam ily wor- 
ship, but very lit tle about how to make it in ter est ing also to chil dren.

Many a time Lars had been present where sev eral small chil dren would
be sit ting around the ta ble look ing hun grily at the food but com pelled to lis- 
ten to the read ing of a long chap ter, prefer ably from the Ro mans, of which
they hardly un der stood a sin gle word. He had some times won dered what
im pres sion such fam ily wor ship would make on grown—up peo ple, if they
had to lis ten day af ter day to a long chap ter read in a lan guage they did not
un der stand.

Why should not the wor ship at tended by chil dren be made so sim ple, so
happy, so cheer ful that they would cher ish the mem ory as long as they live?

“What about your mother?” Lars asked qui etly.
“My mother died when I was three years old. Peo ple have told me that

she was a won der ful woman. I can’t re mem ber very much about her. One
in ci dent, though, in very dis tinct in my mind. One day we were walk ing
through a field of daisies. I re mem bered the field was all white. We sat
down on a hill. I of ten went there later and sat down when I was sad and
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lonely. Some how I felt that mother was there. Many a time I have dreamt
about her, and it was al ways in a field of daisies and the sun shin ing. She
picked some of the flow ers and made a chain and threw about my neck.
Then she took me in her lap and kissed me…”

“That’s a beau ti ful mem ory,” Lars said qui etly.
Af ter a while Mr. Carl son looked up again.
“I have an other mem ory of her,” he con tin ued slowly and hes i tat ingly.

“She was in her cof fin. Fa ther lifted me up to look at her. Her face was very
white, but, oh, how beau ti ful…”

In the pres ence of a holy sor row Lars felt that he had no right to speak.
Mr. Carl son straight ened up. “Par don me,” he said in a strong voice. "I

have never told this to any one.
"I got a new mother. She wanted me to call her mother and she licked

me when I re fused. Mother? No, not mother. Tyrant. She too was re li gious,
very re li gious. She had a son of her own of my age. If there ever was a
sneak, he was one. When there was any dirty work to do, I had to do it. He
would tell his mother all kinds of lies about me, and when I de nied it, she
al ways took his part. And then she would tell fa ther. Many a night I was so
sore that I could not lie down. I cried my self to sleep, and some times I
dreamt about mother. I would wake up all of a sud den and my face was wet
with tears.

"Sun days were the hard est of all. Bible read ing and a long prayer in the
morn ing. Then to church and a long ser mon. In the af ter noon I had to learn
my lessons in re li gion by heart. I was not al lowed to go to the neigh bors
and play with other boys, and boys did not dare to come to my home.

"One Sun day af ter noon I was to learn by heart the story about the Prodi- 
gal Son. I had to go and bring the cows home. When I went up to the house,
a neigh bor boy passed by. He showed me a new ball he had just got ten. We
went be hind the barn and threw it to each other. My step-brother must have
seen me and told my mother, be cause sud denly fa ther came upon us. He had
a switch in his hand. When the boy saw him, he ran away, but I stood there
as pet ri fied. I knew what was com ing, and it came. Fa ther dragged me into
the barn. For three days and nights I had to stay in bed. Oh, yes, I re mem ber
the Prodi gal Son.

“When I got up, my step mother took me into the bed room, and wanted
me to kneel down and pray God to me. I tore away from her and ran to a
neigh bor’s. The wife there wanted to know what they had done to me, but I
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would not tell. I felt faint and she put me to bed. When I touched the bed
with my back, I cried out in pain. She must have guessed what was the mat- 
ter, for she came over to me and turned me around. She threw her self down
at the bed side, put her hand on my head, and cried and cried. Then sud denly
got up and walked out of the room. She met fa ther at the door of the house.
Talk about tongue lash ing! she went at him like a fury. Then he heard what
kind of a fa ther and Chris tian he was. And she did not spare my step mother.
Then she shouted ‘You leave that poor boy with me till he gets well. And if
you ever lay your cruel hands on him again, I’ll re port you to the sher iff.’”

"In a few days she went home with me. All she said to fa ther was, ‘Re- 
mem ber what I told you!’

"Af ter that they did not lay their hands on me, but I was made to feel that
I was a great sin ner. Fa ther did not men tion me by name in his morn ing and
evening player, but I knew whom he meant. Step mother went around sigh- 
ing. Then she would ad mon ish her own son, but her words were meant for
me.

"I liked to read, but the only books we had were re li gious books. It was a
sin to read sto ries which were not true. A neigh bor boy let me have a story
book. I ad mit it was not the kind of a story that a boy ought to read.

"A doc tor in town who had been raised in the same neigh bor hood as my
mother of fered to give me board and room and a chance to go to school if I
took care of his horses. I did not dare to tell them at home about it. He must
have spo ken to fa ther, be cause I heard step mother say to him that it was no
use to let me go to school. I would never make any good use of it. It would
be bet ter to send her son to a church school, be cause she had prayed ever
since he was born that he might be come a min is ter of the Gospel.

"Well, he went to the church school and I had to stay at home. Life be- 
came un bear able. Noth ing but hard work, con stant nag ging, Bible read ing
and prayer. I can not re mem ber a word of praise or en cour age ment.

"One day when I was sent on an er rand to town, I met the doc tor on the
street. He said that he was sorry that I had not come to stay with him. He
told me that my grand fa ther on my mother’s side had given him twenty-five
dol lars when he needed that much money to fin ish a term at school. Now he
wanted me to take that amount. I did not want to take the money, but he
stuck the money in my coat pocket and pat ted me on the head.
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9. A Night At His Mother’s
Grave.

"THEN I SAW MY WAY CLEAR to do some thing I had been think ing about a
long time—to run away from home. In a story I had read it told about a boy
run ning away from home. He took the evening train to a town fifty miles
away. Then changed for an other train. Next morn ing he took still an other
train. He rode all day, then got off at a vil lage and walked sev eral miles out
in the coun try. I had stud ied the map at a neigh bor and had it all planned.
One night I left home, never to re turn."

As Mr. Carl son had been telling his story, he seemed to live through his
sad ex pe ri ences. He had kept him self un der good con trol, but Lars could
hear the bit ter ness in his voice.

And while lis ten ing to him Lars re mem bered an other boy. A boy who
had been raised in a home where love ra di ated; whose fa ther had taken him
on trips to the moun tains; and who in the win ter evenings told him beau ti ful
sto ries from the Bible; whose mother said very lit tle, but whose voice was
sweet and whose hand was soft and sooth ing. This boy hardly knew a day
in his life when he had not as so ci ated with the finest kind of Chris tian men
and women.

Oh, what a priv i lege to have had a cheer ful, happy Chris tian home and
be sur rounded by in flu ences re flect ing the love of Je sus.

The fire had al most died down to em bers and ashes. It was dark in the
room and the two men sat there in si lence.

Then Lars arose and lit a lamp.
Com ing back to his chair he put his hand on Mr. Carl son’s shoul der and

said, “Thank you for telling me this. Would you mind telling me the rest of
your story. I know it’s painful, but I be lieve it’s good for you and it may
help me to help you.”

“There was one thing I did not tell you,” con tin ued Mr. Carl son. "I did
not think I was able to. I’ll try to tell you.
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“In leav ing home that night I had to go past the ceme tery. I used to run
past it at night as fast as I could. I knew where my mother was—was—
sleep ing, but no one had taken me there and I had not felt like go ing there
my self. But that night I had no fear. It was a moon light night. Then sud- 
denly there came to my mind the pic ture of mother and my self in a field of
white flow ers. I felt her pres ence. Then I went to her grave…”

“Don’t try to tell any more about that sa cred mo ment,” Lars said gen tly.
Af ter a while Mr. Carl son again con tin ued:
"There is no need of go ing into de tails. I at tended school one win ter.

Then I be gan to drift about. Worked in the har vest fields in the sum mer and
in the lum ber camps in the win ter. Not all the men were bad. In fact most of
them were fine fel lows, but when we came from the har vest fields in the
fall, we spent what we had earned, drink ing, carous ing, and when we got
through in the woods in the spring, we spent what we had left, if we had
any thing left, in the sa loons.

“One win ter I spent in Chicago. My room mate was a great ad mirer of
Robert In ger soll, and we went and heard him lec ture on the ‘Mis takes of
Moses’ and other top ics like that. He was one of the great est speak ers I
have ever heard. We got his books and fairly de voured them. I then found
out what I al ready had sus pected, that re li gion is noth ing but su per sti tion,
and that the Chris tians are hyp ocrites.”

“Yes,” Lars said sharply, “I know. My fa ther and mother were hyp- 
ocrites, my wife is a hyp ocrite and I am a hyp ocrite. Chris tian ity is noth ing
but a lie.”

Mr. Carl son turned to him with an ap peal ing look in his face. “Oh,
Rev. Lee, you must not talk like that. You don’t mean it.”

“Why should I not mean it? If you and In ger soll are right, then I am
wrong. I am wast ing my life, my wife is wast ing her life, in com ing here to
make peo ple hyp ocrites if they are not al ready. The man to work here a man
like your self. I un der stand that you have been work ing. You have tried to
shut God out of the life of your own lit tle daugh ter. You have tried to shut
Him out of the life of some of the young peo ple in this com mu nity. And
you have suc ceeded. You have been a suc cess ful mis sion ary, Mr. Carl son. I
hope you are proud of it.”

“Don’t, please don’t talk like that, pas tor,” Mr. Carl son pleaded. “You
are just mak ing fun of me. Why do you do it?”
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“Well, look me in the eye, and tell me straight out, that I am a hyp ocrite.
Let’s call in Olga and tell her the same.”

“You know that I don’t think that you and your wife are hyp ocrites, af ter
all you have done for us.”

“What we have done, peo ple with out any re li gion would have done.
What makes a per son a Chris tian is not what he does. It’s some thing else.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, we may come to that later. But let me ask you a few ques tions: Have
you never in your life met with peo ple who were con fess ing Chris tians and
who still were good and gen tle?”

Mr. Carl son thought for a while. Then he smiled.
“Yes, I have met such peo ple. I stayed one sum mer with such a fam ily. If

there are real Chris tians in the world, it’s that fam ily.”
“Glad to hear it,” Lars said and laughed. “But sup pose you had been a

son in that fam ily, don’t you think you would have gone out in life with dif- 
fer ent ideas of re li gion?”

“I guess so.”
“Yes, you had bet ter guess so. Now, let me ask you an other ques tion:

Should your at ti tude to ward re li gion be de ter mined by your fa ther and your
step mother and by men, no mat ter how bril liant, who may be mis rep re sent- 
ing real Chris tian ity?”

“Well, can you blame me?” asked Mr. Carl son and picked up a stick and
threw into the ashes.

“No, I don’t blame you for get ting a wrong im pres sion of Chris tian ity,
but I blame you now if you do not hon estly and earnestly face facts.”

“What facts?”
“Mr. Carl son, you are fac ing a great op por tu nity in your life. I be lieve

the great est. You got wrong im pres sions of Chris tian ity in your home. I
think your fa ther meant well, but he did not un der stand boys. Later in life
you have been un der the in flu ence of the en e mies of Christ. You have never
given Him a fair chance. You have never let Him talk for Him self. My
friend, the trou ble is that you do not know Je sus Christ.”

Mr. Carl son be gan to fid get. “How do we know that He ever lived?” he
asked with some heat.
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“Well, we have His life in the New Tes ta ment. Some body wrote it.
Could bad men write such a story? But, as I said, I’ll come to that later. I
want you to read about Je sus with an open mind. Read any of the Gospels.
Prefer ably St. Luke. Will you prom ise me to do that? You have not a Bible?
I’ll give you this Tes ta ment.”

Mr. Carl son took the Tes ta ment and put it in his pocket. “Yes, I’ll prom- 
ise to do that.”

“I can smell cof fee,” Lars said with a smile. “I think we agree on one
thing any way, and that is that we both like cof fee.”

Mr. Carl son laughed heartily. “You are not an or di nary preacher.”
“No, he is a very ex tra or di nary preacher!” Olga said, as she stepped in

with a tray of cof fee and sand wiches.
“He ought to have an ex tra or di nary wife,” Mr. Carl son re marked dryly.
“He has,” said Olga qui etly. “You want sugar with or in the cof fee?”
“Don’t you know that I am a Nor we gian?” Carl son said, as he took a

piece of loaf sugar and placed it be side the cup.
Af ter chat ting pleas antly for some time, Mr. Carl son asked Olga if she

would be so kind as to play and sing it lit tle be fore he left.
“Sure, I’ll be glad to,” Olga said cheer fully and went to the pi ano. “Any- 

thing spe cial you want me to play?”
“Have you got ‘Napoleon’s March Over the Alps?’”
“No, I am sorry to say I have not.”
She looked at sev eral pieces of mu sic. Then put them aside, and be gan to

play a med ley of Nor we gian folk melodies. And while the stars blazed out- 
side in the evening sky, and the wind soughed in the pine trees and played
along the snow; and while the two men, so far apart and yet broth ers in hu- 
man ity sat there by the fire side there poured forth from the in stru ment a
flood of be witch ing mu sic. Now soft and sweet as a mother’s lul laby, now
sprightly as a dance of fairies, now rush ing along like a wind through the
for est. There was the singing of birds, the bells of the graz ing herd on the
moun tain slope, the rip pling of brooks in sil very cas cades.

Then came the tones of church bells, at first faint and far away. Then
they clanged and crashed in wild joy. Grew fainter and fainter. Died away
into pal pi tat ing si lence.

How it hap pened Lars never knew, but be fore he re al ized what he was
do ing he started to sing, Olga join ing him with her golden so prano:
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“Built on the Rock the Church doth stand
Even when steeples are fall ing;
Crum bled have spires in ev ery land,
Bells are still chim ing and call ing;
Call ing the young and old to rest,
But above all the soul dis trest
Long ing for rest ev er last ing.”

They had of ten sung this hymn to gether be fore, some times be fore large au- 
di ences. But never had the glo ri ous, grip ping melody poured forth from
their very soul as they sang it to the man whose life had been bit ter, lonely,
sad. A man who had known few of the fine things in life. A man who per- 
haps longed for truth and beauty more than any one re al ized.

Mr. Carl son sat with bowed head. When they were through he looked up
and said, “My, but that was nice. Mu sic is a won der ful thing, is it not? But
now it’s time for me to get home to wife and kiddy.”

Olga brought him his coat and cap. “Thank you for call ing on us,
Mr. Carl son. You must call again. And greet your wife and Clara. And the
stars,” she added, laugh ingly.

Carl son shook hands with Lars. “You will never know how much I have
en joyed this evening, Rev. Lee. I am go ing to do what you sug gested, but
next time I see you, I am go ing to ask you some pretty hard ques tions.”
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10. Sa loon Strikes Cruel Blow

FROM BABY HOOD Clara had been afraid of her fa ther. The smile left her
face and laugh ter died on her lips when she heard him com ing.

At times he had tried to win her con fi dence and love. He brought her
presents and played with her. But the haunted look in her eyes was al ways
there.

He knew the rea son why. How of ten had he not come home so drunk
that he stum bled against the doorsteps and fell sprawl ing on the floor right
in front of her and her mother.

But since her re turn from the trip to Min ne ap o lis and Chicago he had
been a dif fer ent man, and when he had be gun to read Bible sto ries to her,
her heart had gone out to him full and free. “Love casteth out fear,” says the
Bible, and so it is.

She fol lowed him around in the farm yard and to the sta ble when he fed
the cow. When one morn ing he told her that a calf had ar rived and that it
was to be her calf, her joy knew no bounds. The calf took the place in her
heart af ter the fawn one day had left the farm and joined its own kin in the
for est.

It puz zled her that he read in a lit tle book only when her mother was not
in. When Mrs. Carl son re turned from a neigh bor or from town he hur riedly
put the book in his pocket, picked up an other book or a news pa per and pre- 
tended that he had been read ing it. Clara did not dare to ask him but she of- 
ten won dered what kind of a book it was.

Mr. Carl son of ten spoke about the time he had called at the par son age.
Never had he heard any one play and sing the way Olga did. She might have
be come fa mous he said, if she had en tered upon a mu si cal ca reer. In stead of
that she was bury ing her self in this wilder ness. And the min is ter was cer- 
tainly a prince of a fel low. He was not afraid to speak his mind and at the
same time he was full of fun.

Mr. Carl son did not, how ever, at tend church, but he of fered no ob jec tion
when his wife and child went to re li gious ser vices.
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If they had seen him when he was home alone, they would have no ticed
that he was read ing the lit tle book with great in ter est. Some times he would
read one of In ger soll’s books, but less and less of ten now.

It had been a long, hard win ter. One heavy snow fall fol lowed an other,
and the pines and spruces on the other side of the lake stood decked in
sparkling white. One af ter noon Clara had gone with Lars and Olga to a
farm stead out in the coun try. On the way home they drove through a long
lane of snow cov ered pines. It was moon light. Myr i ads of stars blazed and
burned in the heav ens. Small fleecy clouds sailed across the sky. At times it
looked as if they stood still and that the moon and the stars were rac ing
across the heav ens. The bells rang out mer rily in the frosty air as the swift
horses sped through the for est. When they came to the top of a ridge, with a
lake on one side and the for est on the other, Lars stopped the horses. They
sat there in si lence and looked at the land scape bathed in the soft moon light,
and at the rac ing moon and stars over head. Then Lars had said, “When I
was a lit tle boy I be lieved that the stars sang and the trees talked. I am not
so sure that I was mis taken.”

Fi nally spring came. As the sun rose higher and higher in the sky and the
south wind came skip ping over the hills, the snow melted; brooks and rivers
flung off their icy chains and went swirling down glades and glen. One
night the wind came sweep ing down on the lakes, and the next morn ing the
ice was piled up along the north shore and the waves danced in wild glee
over their new born free dom.

Olga had made quite a study of birds. Liv ing on the edge of the town
near the woods she now had greater op por tu nity than ever to ob serve bird
life.

Early one morn ing she was wak ened by the singing of a robin. There he
was, trip ping over the lawn, hop ping ev ery now and then, lis ten ing for the
move ments of worms in the ground. He flew to the top of the sta ble and be- 
gan to sing. No other bird is able to give so many shades of mean ing to a
sin gle note.

A few days later Olga heard soft, plain tive war bling and she caught a
flash of blue as a bird flew through the sun shine. The same day she was
thrilled by the flood of melody that poured from a song-spar row, perched on
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a high branch of a cot ton wood. He and his mate must have de cided to build
their nest there be cause she heard him at all times of the day, and even late
at night.

One day, walk ing at the edge of a swamp, she heard the lisp ing, saucy
note of a red-winged black bird and soon a whole flock cir cled over her
head, scold ing her lustily. Cross ing a pas ture, the clear pierc ing whis tle of
the mead owlark an nounced his ar rival. And over by the wil lows, the cat- 
bird, flit ting about grace fully, made his cat calls, fol lowed by a long glo ri ous
song.

The next morn ing she was awak ened by a reg u lar alarm clock as a wren
was de fend ing its home against the chat ter ing spar rows. Later in the day
there was a flush of fire in the air as an ori ole swept past the win dow.

Dan de lions blazed on the lawn, and anemones, white m snow, blue as
the sky, waved in the wind down by the wil lows.

But while the heav ens smiled and the earth was glad Lars thought of the
line, “That ev ery prospect pleases and only man is vile.”

He was be com ing ap palled by the vile ness and wicked ness of man. He
re mem bered the words of a prom i nent church man, that it was hard at times
not to have con tempt for hu man ity.

He was not a stranger to the havoc wrought by strong drink. Sev eral of
his school mates were al ready in drunk ards’ graves. One of them, his best
friend.

This town was one of the strongholds of the sa loon el e ment. Re cently he
had been shocked by the blow which the el e ment had dealt Mr. Carl son and
Halvor Tvedt. The lat ter had not only quit drink ing, but he had pri vately
and openly de nounced the sa loons. He had been ac tive in start ing a tem per- 
ance so ci ety in an other town, and had brought there one of the lead ing tem- 
per ance lec tur ers in the state.

The for mer friends of Carl son and Tvedt had vowed that they would “get
them.” Lars had heard of the threat and he knew that they would stoop to
any means, no mat ter how foul. He was es pe cially con cerned about
Mr. Carl son, be cause he re al ized the ter rific fight he must be wag ing against
a life long habit.
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There was a large float ing pop u la tion in town; men who had no homes
and per haps no fam ily con nec tions and there fore felt them selves un der no
re straint. For years there had been a large saw mill which gave em ploy ment
to many log driv ers, lum ber jacks and mill hands.

In the sum mer many of these men went to the har vest fields. When they
came back to town they had a good deal of money to spend. The same was
the case with many of the farm ers who had not cleared their land. There
were more than twenty sa loons in town, all of them do ing good busi ness.
“Go ing to town” for many meant a visit from sa loon to sa loon un til late at
night when they re turned home to their fright ened fam i lies.

It was a piti ful sight to see a farmer who had come to town with his wife,
hitch up his horse and start for home. Many a time he de cided that he must
have one more drink be fore go ing home; so the team was stopped in front
of a sa loon with the wife in the high seat of the wagon out side. Some times
she would have to sit there for hours wait ing for her hus band who con tin ued
drink ing un til nearly mid night.

The homes of most of these farm ers were poverty stricken and they con- 
tin ued to live in the same prim i tive way they did in the be gin ning be cause
their money was spent for liquor in stead of farm im prove ments and fam ily
com forts. When the mort gage on these farms was fore closed these men ei- 
ther moved out or came to town. A young man, brought up on a farm, said
that he of ten at night heard drunk farm ers driv ing their horses at a gal lop,
singing and shout ing. In the mid dle of the night it al ways caused a shiver of
fear as he heard them shout and heard the rat tle of the lum ber wag ons, and
he crawled down with the quilts over his head.

At elec tion time the farm ers es pe cially liked to go to towns be cause the
can di dates for pub lic of fice were there wait ing for them as hon ored guests,
and they were treated lib er ally. If a man was not a fre quenter of the sa loons,
then the can di dates drove out with a big bot tle of whiskey and vis ited him
at his home.

A great deal of gam bling went on in con nec tion with the sa loons and, of
course, there were a num ber of evil re sorts in town. Some of the lower and
tougher sa loons put knock out drops in the liquor of strange lum ber jacks and
har vest hands. When they went to sleep they were locked up in the back
room. The next morn ing they found all their money gone. They had com- 
pletely for got ten what had hap pened the night be fore. If a po lice man was
called in, a present of five dol lars from the sa loon keeper in duced him to
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ver ify that he had spent his money like wa ter and the vic tim was con vinced
that he had re ceived his money’s worth. Out of gen eros ity the sa loon keeper
usu ally gave him a ticket home and prob a bly a few dol lars in cash, and he
went on his way re joic ing in the be lief that he had had a big time and that
the sa loon keeper was a good friend of his.

The con spir a tors, for such they were, knew that it would be no easy mat- 
ter to “get” Mr. Tvedt. He was too strong a char ac ter for that, but he had a
young friend who might prove less vul ner a ble, one Mr. Hans Iver son, who
had re cently come to Amer ica. Mr. Tvedt had fur nished him with ticket and
had brought him along to the woods. When Mr. Tvedt quit drink ing he had
per suaded his friend to do the same. When he went to an other log ging camp
Mr. Iver son re mained be hind. This was the time to “get” him and in di rectly
strike at his older friend.

Mr. Iver son played the vi o lin with con sid er able skill. It was de cided in
the back room of a sa loon one night to of fer him a good amount of money if
he would come and play at a dance. He ac cepted the of fer.

When the dance had been in progress for some time in a sti flingly hot
hall, a for mer boon com pan ion of Mr. Iver son said to him that he knew he
did not drink beer and whisky, but by this time he must be thirsty and he
would send him a glass of lemon ade. Mr. Iver son said he would ap pre ci ate
it very much.

He was called aside to a small room and handed the glass by a man he
did not know. He swal lowed it with a gulp. Then ev ery thing went black be- 
fore his eyes. An other fid dler had been pro vided and the dance went mer rily
on. But from time to time men would come into the room, slap each other
on the back and laugh up roar i ously. They had “got” him pretty slick. Now,
what would Mr. Tvedt say?

Next morn ing Mr. Iver son awoke in the room. He was alone. Ev ery thing
around him was quiet. Where was he? What had hap pened? His head ached
and his throat was dry. “Give me some thing to drink!” he cried. “I am dy- 
ing.”

Then he heard foot steps and the friend who had of fered him the lemon- 
ade stuck his head through the open door.

“Say, old chap, I am aw fully sorry. I could not bring you the lemon ade
my self and asked some one else to bring it to you. He must have put some- 
thing in it, for you fell asleep at once, and it was im pos si ble to awake you.
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Gee, but I am sorry. If I could only find him, I would make him suf fer for
this.”

Mr. Iver son heard him in a daze. “Oh, my head is split ting. Give me
some thing to drink,” he cried.

“I’ll bring you some thing which will cure you in a jiffy,” said his friend.
He was gone only a few min utes when he re turned with a bot tle.

The next morn ing when Lars went past a sa loon, he heard much laugh- 
ter. Mr. Iver son came reel ing out and fell in a heap right in front of him. The
door to the sa loon closed hur riedly, and the laugh ter grew still louder. What
a joke on the min is ter! It was just killing. That’s what it was.

Lars com man deered a farmer to bring Mr. Iver son to the par son age in
his lum ber wagon. Later Lars heard the whole story. To think that hu man
be ings could be that low, that de spi ca ble!

En cour aged by their suc cess the con spir a tors laid their plans for
Mr. Carl son. That was not so easy, as he sel dom came to town and kept
away from for mer com pan ions. But if he would not come to the sa loon,
why not bring the sa loon to him? Yes, that’s what they must do. But they
must be clever about it.

One day a man came to Mr. Carl son and asked him if he would go with
him and re build a cabin which had been de stroyed by the for est fire. Yes,
Mr. Carl son would be glad to do that. He needed the money.

Off they went and worked at the cabin sev eral days. When it was ready,
the man brought forth a bot tle of whisky. “It is cus tom ary when a house is
ready to take a drink, but I know you don’t drink whisky. I honor you for it.
You have great will power, Mr. Carl son. When you make up your mind to
do a thing or to let a thing alone, you do it. Not all men can do that. I should
say not.”

Then he drank of the bot tle and put it right un der Mr. Carl son’s nose and
said with a laugh, “That doesn’t smell very bad, does it?” Then he put the
bot tle on the ta ble.

Mr. Carl son was tired and thirsty. The smell of the whisky set the blood
in his veins on fire. But he grit ted his teeth to gether and shook his head. The
man went over to his satchel and said, “Well, I knew you would not drink
whisky. You have made up your mind not to, and that set tles it, but a man
with your will power can take a glass of harm less beer and let it alone. Here
take this. This is all I have.”
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He shoved the flask right into Mr. Carl son’s hand, and be fore he knew
what he was do ing he had taken a big swal low. He took an other one. Then
emp tied the flask.

All his res o lu tions had been swept away as cob webs be fore a gale. Ev ery
nerve in his body cried for drink, drink. For got ten was wife, for got ten was
Clara, for got ten was the lit tle book. The man went out of the room, leav ing
the bot tle of whisky open on the ta ble. When he re turned, the bot tle was
empty. He pre tended not to see it.

Late that evening Mrs. Carl son, hav ing sent Clara to bed, was sit ting
read ing. She heard the rat tle of a lum ber wagon com ing up to the house.
She hur ried out to the kitchen to pre pare a meal for her hus band.

She heard the door open, then some thing or some body fell heav ily on
the floor. She rushed in. There on the floor was her hus band.

The news that Mr. Carl son had been ly ing drunk in a lum ber wagon as it
passed through town spread like wild fire from sa loon to sa loon and through
town. When Lars and Olga heard it, their faces grew white. Some thing like
this Lars had feared, but when the blow came, it came with stag ger ing
force.

“Poor Mrs. Carl son, poor Clara,” Olga fi nally said.
“Yes, and poor Mr. Carl son,” Lars added, and went slowly and with

bowed head to his study.
At first he sat as in a daze. Then the thought came to him: When

Mr. Tvedt re turns and he hears what they have done to his friend, the fight
will be on. To what ex tent, if any, should he as a min is ter of the gospel, take
part in the fight? Lars felt that he should have kept in closer touch with
Mr. Carl son. The ser vants of the devil spared no ef fort to win re cruits and to
keep them. Why were the ser vants of the Lord less zeal ous?
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11. An Ag nos tic Asks Ques‐ 
tions.

ONE DAY Lars sug gested to Olga that they call on the Carl sons. Af ter vis- 
it ing with them for awhile Olga might sug gest to Mrs. Carl son and Clara
that they take a walk or that they row across the lake and pick flow ers. That
would give him an op por tu nity to have a good talk with Mr. Carl son.

This was car ried out just as planned.
Mr. Carl son looked very de pressed and scarcely spoke when Lars was

mak ing re marks about or di nary mat ters.
Fi nally he said, with out look ing up from the floor, “Well, I sup pose you

have heard what has hap pened?”
“Yes, I have heard. I am very sorry. I know what a strug gle you must

have car ried on this win ter,” Lars said qui etly.
Carl son looked up at him sharply. “Thank you, pas tor. I do not try to ex- 

cuse my self. No body who can not speak from ex pe ri ence knows what it
means to have to fight against the aw ful crav ing for strong drinks. I thought
I had con quered. But now I am afraid it’s hope less. It has been ter ri ble for
my wife. She has been so happy this win ter. Now she has been cry ing till
she can cry no more. But she does not scold me. I some times wish that she
would. I de serve it.”

“Does Clara know?” Lars asked timidly.
“No, not yet, but some one may be mean enough to tell her. If she should

find out, God knows it would kill her.”
He bent his head and cov ered his face with his hands.
“God knows?” Lars asked, but Mr. Carl son just shook his head.
Af ter a while he looked up and wiped his eyes with the back of his hand.
“Have you read any thing in the Tes ta ment I gave you?” Lars in quired.
“Oh, yes, I read quite a bit, but af ter this hap pened I was not in ter ested. I

am a hope less case.”
“This is the time when you should be in ter ested,” Lars re marked.
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“Oh, it’s all these doubts. When ever I read in the book, some one seems
to whis per in my ear, ‘How do you know this is true?’”

“What are some of these doubts? I know from per sonal ex pe ri ence that it
helps to talk to a friend.”

“Did you ever doubt?” Carl son asked sur prised.
“Yes, once upon a time I read ag nos tic lit er a ture more than I read the

Bible. Now be per fectly frank,” Lars urged.
“Last time I talked with you, pas tor, I asked you how we might know

that Je sus ever lived. Many ed u cated men claim that the sto ries about Him
are just made up. I don’t re mem ber what you an swered.”

“I don’t agree with you that many ed u cated men say so. But let that go.
What do you think of Je sus? You have been read ing about Him of late.”

“Well, I guess that the men who made up these sto ries must have been
pretty smart men,” Carl son ad mit ted.

“Yes, they must have been very smart men to make up sto ries about the
great est per son al ity we know. I don’t be lieve that bad men could have done
it; I don’t be lieve that good men would have done it.”

Af ter a while Mr. Carl son pro ceeded. “You say that the Bible is in spired.
You say that God dic tated ev ery word the way a man dic tates to his stenog- 
ra pher.”

“No, I have not said that,” Lars re marked, smil ingly. “There was a time
when I had my doubts con cern ing the in spi ra tion of the Bible, but when I
be gan to read it with a more open mind, the con vic tion grew upon me that
God does speak to us in the Bible. I be lieve with my whole heart that it is
in spired. How, I do not know.”

“Well, but how can you preach that the blood of Je sus cleanses a soul, a
spirit? And how can you preach that peo ple eat flesh and drink blood in the
Lord’s Sup per? And do you hon estly be lieve that there is real fire in hell
and real ser pents?”

“Do you mean to say that you have heard me say so? You never heard
me preach,” Lars protested.

“I mean the church?”
“What church?”
“Your church and the church I was brought up in.”
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“How long since you heard a ser mon?”
“Oh, I know what they preach,” an swered Carl son im pa tiently.
Lars re al ized that he must not rub his friend the wrong way. So he spoke

more slowly. “Mr. Carl son, what the church preaches is one thing. What the
en e mies of the church claim it preaches is usu ally an other thing. The main
thing is: What does Chris tian ity teach?”

“What does Chris tian ity teach con cern ing the things I men tioned?”
"I am not go ing to give you my ideas. You must find out for your self.

But I will leave a thought with you which may help you. It helped me.
“We’ll take for granted that there is a God and that God wants to re veal

Him self to man, that He wants to make known to man some of His
thoughts. Now, God is in fi nite; man is fi nite. God knows ev ery thing. What
does man know? One way to make known His thoughts is to use our lan- 
guage. Sup pose a pro fes sor wants to ex plain some thing to an or di nary man;
some thing that the man knows noth ing about. The pro fes sor must use the
words that the man uses. To make him self un der stood the pro fes sor makes
use of il lus tra tions and sto ries and even makes draw ings on pa per. Still he
has a hard job of it.”

“Well, I guess you will find it a hard job to ex plain things to me,”
Mr. Carl son in ter rupted.

“Oh, you are no or di nary man,” Lars laughed. “I did not have you in
mind.”

“Thank you, you are very kind. But go on.”
"Je sus went about it the same way. He told para bles, asked ques tions,

pointed to flow ers and birds and lit tle chil dren. Still His dis ci ples were slow
in grasp ing His mean ing. Some of the great est truths they did not grasp be- 
fore He later sent them the Holy Spirit.

"What I mean is this, that spir i tual truth can only in a very in ad e quate
way be con veyed to the mind of man through hu man speech. It is worth
while to keep this thought be fore you when you read the Bible.

“Now an other thought,” Lars con tin ued. "In the Old Tes ta ment God not
only spoke words to His peo ple. He made use of cer e monies, sac ri fices of
an i mals and blood of an i mals. That was some thing man could see and hear
and touch with his senses. There was some thing spir i tual back of it, a
shadow of things to come. In the New Tes ta ment He not only speaks words
but He makes use of wa ter and bread and wine. That too was some thing
which man could see and touch and even taste with his senses. But with
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these things He gives some thing spir i tual. Just what that is and how He
gives it is a mys tery. Poor hu man rea son can not grasp it. It must be ac- 
cepted in faith, if ac cepted at all.

"Of course a mys tery will chal lenge man’s in tel lect. No won der peo ple
try to ex plain. But there are things which can not be ex plained. You spoke
about blood. There is a good deal about the blood of an i mals in the Old Tes- 
ta ment and the blood of Je sus in the New Tes ta ment. Some peo ple take ev- 
ery thing in a lit eral way.

They do not sense what blood stands for. Oth ers take of fense be cause
they, too, be lieve that it is meant in a lit eral way. Blood stands for life. Je sus
gave his life, He poured out His life. Isa iah says that he poured out his soul.

"We are now touch ing on the most baf fling of all doc trines, that of the
atone ment. The olo gians have writ ten li braries on that sub ject. But when
you ex pect them to say the fi nal word, the word, they do not say it. They
can not say it, but some of them don’t want to ad mit it.

"Per son ally, I be lieve with my whole heart that Je sus died for me, that
He shed His blood for me, that He gave His life for me. Why He had to do
it I can not ex plain. When I think of it I look into a bound less deep. When I
re al ized my sin, my lost con di tion, I turned to Je sus as my Re deemer. I do
not only think of the shed ding of His blood on the cross. I think of His suf- 
fer ing, His death and His res ur rec tion. I do not only think of what He did
two thou sand years ago. I think of Him as a liv ing, lov ing, ever present,
pow er ful per son al ity who has ad mit ted me into His fel low ship. He saved
and He saves.

“Now, my friend, this is the kind of Sav ior you need. You need Him
badly, des per ately. You are not happy. You are not free. You know that. You
have no hope for this life—you just said so. You have no hope for the next
life. Why not ac cept Je sus as your Sav ior?”

“What does that mean?”
“Well, then, let me use His own words. They are very sim ple. ‘Whoso- 

ever cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.’ And, ’Come unto me all ye
that la bor and are heavy laden and I will give you rest!”

“How can I come?”
“He comes to you first. When you read His word, hear His word, med i- 

tate on His word, He makes you con scious of your sins and leads your
thoughts, your heart, to Him self. You will be gin to pray. You will have to
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pray. Thus He helps you to come to Him. But if you ne glect His word, He
can not do any thing for you. You have found that out.”

“But if all sorts of doubts and even bad thoughts come to me when I
read, what then?” Mr. Carl son looked at him search ingly.

“That shows how the devil is try ing to keep you in his power. But the
more the devil pesters you, the more you will feel the need to be cleansed
and purged. My friend, a ter ri ble fight is go ing on be tween the devil and Je- 
sus con cern ing your soul. Who is go ing to win? Whom do you want to
win?”
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12. An En chanted Is land.

THAT THE TWO MEN might talk more freely to gether, Olga sug gested to
Mrs. Carl son that they row across the lake to the large is land. “There we’ll
have a sur prise party,” she said.

“May I go with you?” Clara cried as she jumped up and down in front of
her mother. “May I go with you?” she re peated, turn ing to Olga.

“How could we go with out you?” her mother said laugh ingly.
Clara danced around, clap ping her hands. This brought the dog “Fido” to

the door, bark ing loudly. “He says he wants to go along too,” Clara in ter- 
preted while pat ting his head.

With out wait ing for any per mis sion or ob jec tion in re gard to the dog,
Clara ran ahead down to the shore, “Fido” run ning rings around her and
bark ing joy ously.

Olga took the oars and rowed with steady strokes across the lake to ward
the is land. The wa ter was smooth as glass, re flect ing the fleecy clouds and
the blue heaven above.

The sur round ing coun try had long been de nuded of tim ber. Huge stumps
were the sole re minders of the for est of white pines which had reared their
ma jes tic crowns against the sky. But nei ther lum ber jack’s swing ing axe nor
dev as tat ing fires had ever touched the is land. Down through the cen turies
all kinds of trees, bushes, grasses and flow ers had gath ered there. Seeds had
been blown there by the wind, car ried by waves, brought by birds and an i- 
mals from far and near, and had found fer tile soil.

The is land was a per fect Mecca for birds. In the fall most of them went
to sunny climes, through the vast path less spa ces, across plains and moun- 
tains and oceans. In the spring they re turned along the same un charted
routes, guided by Him with out whose will not even a lit tle bird falls to the
ground.

When the boat neared the is land, Olga pulled in the oars and they glided
gen tly through a bed of white and yel low wa ter lilies to ward the grace ful
curves of the sandy shore.
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“Lis ten, oh, lis ten,” Clara cried. “Lis ten to the birds. Don’t you bark,
‘Fido’; you lis ten too.”

And lis ten they did. It seemed that all the trees and bushes were full of
birds and that ev ery bird was pour ing out its very heart in rap ture. Though
the dif fer ent song sters sang their own way, stopped when they listed, be gan
again when they felt like it, there was a har mony so touch ingly ten der as
when the heav enly host sang on the fields of Beth le hem long ago.

The boat crunched in the soft sand. A squir rel went scam per ing up a tree
and scolded lustily from a dry branch. A few red-winged black birds joined
the un friendly demon stra tion. The three stepped ashore.

Clara was per mit ted to pick peb bles. She would be safe there with
“Fido” as a guard. Olga and Mrs. Carl son walked up a flower-decked slope
and sat down at the foot of a ma jes tic pine.

“What a beau ti ful scene,” Olga said re flec tively. “This is a per fect day if
there ever was one. One should think that ev ery body would be happy on
such a day.”

When she saw Mrs. Carl son’s sad face, she wished she had not said it.
“What is it, Mrs. Carl son?” she cried sym pa thet i cally. “Some thing is the

mat ter. Please tell me. Per haps I can help you.”
“Thank you, but I guess no body can help me. We have been so happy

this win ter. We can never thank you and Rev. Lee enough for what you have
done for us. Since this ter ri ble thing hap pened with my hus band he has
given up all hope. He does not trust him self any more. And now my fa ther
—”

“Oh, he has not passed away, has he?” Olga put her hand on Mrs. Carl- 
son’s arm.

“No, he is com ing to spend the sum mer at the Wag ner’s sum mer re sort.”
“Well, are you not glad to see him?” asked Olga, sur prised.
“In a way I would, but since this hap pened to my hus band there is no

chance to—to make up again. I was be gin ning to hope—”
“Has your fa ther writ ten you?” Olga had never heard her talk about her

par ents. She had sensed that there was a story back of the si lence.
“Oh, no, he has not writ ten to me since I left home— since I ran away

from home.”
“My friend,” said Olga qui etly, “I must not pry into your af fairs, but it

may be eas ier to help you if you tell me about it.”
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Mrs. Carl son had picked a flower and was pluck ing it to pieces. Just then
Clara was wav ing to her mother, but the mother was barely able to lift her
hand and wave weakly back at her.

Then she be gan slowly to tell her story.
“I was born in Chicago. Mother died when I was only six years old. Fa- 

ther has been so won der ful to me. He lived for me and for me only. He had
a fine busi ness and he gave me ev ery thing I wanted. I am afraid he spoiled
me. Oh, how I have missed him!”

It seemed strange to Olga that such a woman had mar ried Mr. Carl son,
hav ing heard his story.

“How did you hap pen to meet Mr. Carl son?” Olga asked.
“Well, that was rather strange. You see, he saved my life.”
“Quite ro man tic,” Olga said, smil ing.
“It was more ex cit ing than any thing else, at first. It came about this

way,” Mrs. Carl son con tin ued. “One evening I had gone to a dance with a
young man. He was driv ing a rather spir ited horse. On the way home late
that night—well, I guess he had been drink ing too much—he was los ing
con trol of the horse. I wanted to drive, as I was used to horses, but he would
not let me. He be gan to use the whip and one of the reins fell out of his
hand. The horse made a sud den turn and my friend was pitched out of the
buggy, car ry ing the other rein with him. The horse went on a wild gal lop
down the street. I ex pected ev ery mo ment to be thrown out. Then I saw a
man come run ning from the side walk. He grabbed the horse by the bri dle
and brought him to a stop. I must have fainted. When I came to, the
stranger, a young man, was sit ting be side me. That’s the first time I met
Carl son.”

“That was plucky,” ex claimed Olga. “Just like Mr. Carl son, I should
say.”

Mrs. Carl son looked at her with a smile.
“Yes, that’s what fa ther thought too. Carl son drove me home, but I was

too ex cited to ask him his name. I rushed into the house and threw my self
into the arms of fa ther who al ways used to sit up and wait for me when I
was out late. When fa ther went out to see my res cuer, he found the horse
tied in front of the house, but the young man had gone.”

“You ev i dently met him again?”
“Yes, I must have,” Mrs. Carl son an swered, her face bright en ing. "One

day shortly af ter wards, fa ther and I were walk ing in a park. On a bench I
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saw a young man that it seemed I had seen be fore. When we came nearer,
he looked up. It was Carl son. I guess fa ther must have been sur prised when
I rushed up to the young man and shook his hand heartily. Then I told fa ther
who it was.

“Af ter that Carl son of ten came to our home. Fa ther thought a great deal
of him.”

“And you no less, I sup pose?”
“I guess not. Af ter a while they be gan to dis cuss re li gion. Fa ther was a

very strict church man and got eas ily stirred up when peo ple did not agree
with him. I guess Carl son got the bet ter of him some times. Fa ther no ticed
that we were fall ing in love with each other. At first he warned me not to
see Carl son so of ten. When he had seen him en ter a sa loon with some other
young men, he for bade me ever see him again.”

“What did you think when you heard that he fre quented the sa loon?”
“Oh, I did not think much about it. It was a com mon thing for young

men to drink,” Mrs. Carl son an swered apolo get i cally.
“Did not his ideas about re li gion dis turb you?”
“Not very much. I am afraid re li gion did not mean a great deal to me.”
“You said that your fa ther was a church man. Didn’t he speak to you

about re li gion?”
“When I come to think of it, I don’t think that he ever did.”
“Par don me for in ter rupt ing your story. That was not the end of it.”
Mrs. Carl son con tin ued, “Af ter that Carl son and I of ten met with out fa- 

ther know ing it. Then we made up our mind to run away and get mar ried. I
wrote to fa ther telling him about the mar riage, but he did not an swer my let- 
ter. My hus band found it dif fi cult to ob tain work and af ter a while we came
here. I am sorry we came, for there was so much drink ing and it was not
easy for my hus band to be dif fer ent from the oth ers.”

“Clara was born here, was she not?”
“Yes, we were very happy un til it was dis cov ered that she was a crip ple.

That made my hus band still more bit ter against re li gion. Of late he has
changed much. He says that he knows at least two peo ple who are not hyp- 
ocrites. And do you know,” Mrs. Carl son con tin ued, “he used to read in the
Tes ta ment be fore this hap pened. He did not want me to see that he read, but
I know he did.”

Olga did not know what to say for some time. Then— “I un der stand now
why you don’t care to see your fa ther.”
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“You don’t know how I have missed him. We were such friends. Of ten I
dream that I am a lit tle girl and that we play to gether as we used to. I have
been hop ing for years that I could meet him again and that—— but now
there is noth ing to do. If we do not hap pen to meet him, he will not know
we are here, be cause my hus band changed his name be fore we came here. I
wish I might see him, though, if he did not see me.”

“How did you find out that your fa ther is com ing here this sum mer?”
Olga en quired.

“I saw it in a news pa per item. I am sure my hus band does not know, be- 
cause I cut out the item be fore he read the pa per.”

Olga looked across the lake at the Carl son cabin. There, she knew, a man
was try ing to lead a soul out of the night of doubt to the light of a new day.
And here, on this is land, the call had come to her to lead an other soul from
the night of de spair to hope and hap pi ness.

How strange, that while na ture it self this day was in sweet har mony with
its Cre ator, hu man hearts should be bowed down with grief.

The Carl son fam ily had been much on the mind of Lars and Olga of late.
For the first time in their life they had ag o nized in in ter ces sory prayer.
“There is more to the min istry,” Lars had said, “than preach ing reg u lar ser- 
mons and go ing through pre scribed cer e monies. I re al ize more and more
that it is or should be a strug gle for souls.”

A feel ing of ut ter help less ness came upon Olga. She would do any thing
in the world for Mrs. Carl son, but what could she do?

Then there came to her mind the mem ory of a man who long ago went
about mend ing bro ken lives. Blind eyes looked up to a smil ing face, and
deaf ears heard a sweet voice. Words of for give ness were spo ken to con trite
hearts and free dom was given to souls held in the bondage of sin. Across
the cen turies there came still to weary and wor ried hu man ity, words of in fi- 
nite ten der ness, “Come unto me all ye who la bor and are heavy laden and I
will give you rest.”

Had she not read this very morn ing, “He is able to save them the ut ter- 
most that come unto God by Him, see ing that He ever liveth to make in ter- 
ces sion for them.”

To the ut ter most! No case was hope less. When ev ery door seems to be
closed and se curely locked, there comes a voice of great as sur ance, “I am
the door!” and lo, there is an open door.



210

A shout came from the other side of the lake. Lars and Carl son were
wav ing their hats as they came down to the shore. Carl son was car ry ing a
bas ket.

“Good for you, Mr. Carl son,” shouted Olga and waved her hand. “He is
bring ing lunch,” she said to Mrs. Carl son.

“So that is the sur prise party. Olga—par don me— Mrs. Lee, you are
won der ful.”

“Call me Olga. That’s my name. I’ll call you Han nah af ter this. Shake!”
They shook hands very solemnly, then laughed aloud as two happy girls.
Clara had also heard the shout ing. She was danc ing wildly. The dog was

bark ing fu ri ously. Then Clara came bound ing up the hill side to her mother.
When Olga saw the lit tle girl run ning to ward them, her white curls fly- 

ing and her shrill voice cry ing, “Mother, they are com ing!” there flashed
through her mind the old prophecy, “A lit tle child shall lead them.”

Olga turned im pul sively to Han nah, and with eyes full of tears she said
earnestly, “My friend, ev ery thing will turn out all right. But, oh, we must
pray.”

“I have prayed,” said Han nah sim ply. Then added re gret fully, “I wish I
had prayed more be fore and things might have been dif fer ent.”

“Yes,” Olga an swered with glad con vic tion, “prayer changes things.”
The boat came shoot ing across the lake to ward the is land. The wait ing

group heard cheer ful voices and ev ery now and then Carl son’s hearty laugh- 
ter. Han nah’s face lit up with a happy smile. It was a long time since he had
laughed or smiled.

When the bas ket was opened it was re vealed that Lars and Olga had
brought with them from town the greater part of its con tents. The cof fee pot
and the cof fee, dishes, knives and forks and spoons had been added by Carl- 
son.

“I am an au thor ity on build ing a fire,” said Lars and be gan to pick dry
sticks.

“And I am an au thor ity on cook ing cof fee,” Carl son re marked laugh- 
ingly.

“What’s ’thor ity?” asked Clara.
“When I tell you to chase that fly from the but ter, that’s ’thor ity,” said

Mrs. Carl son.
A breeze had sprung up rip pling the sur face of the lake and mak ing tiny

wave lets run ning a race along the smooth sandy shore. The sun was slip- 
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ping down be hind crim son clouds in the west, and a song spar row in a
nearby tree was pour ing forth a flood of golden melody. The fire was crack- 
ling un der the cof fee pot and the blue smoke drifted lazily away and melted
into the air.

For a while hearts that had been heavy be came light and gay.
When the boun ti ful lunch had been spread on the white table cloth on the

green hill side, Lars said qui etly, “Shall we pray?”
Heads were bowed and hands folded as Lars be gan:
“Our dear heav enly Fa ther, we thank Thee for this won der ful day. We

thank Thee for singing bird and fra grant flower, for blue sky and mead ows
green. We thank Thee for re veal ing Thy love to us through the beauty of
things fash ioned by Thy hand. Es pe cially do we thank Thee for the great est
of all gifts—Je sus. We thank Thee for the love and light which He brought
to the world. We are glad to know that He is touched with a feel ing of our
in fir mi ties and that through Him we may come boldly unto Thy throne of
grace. Bless us who are gath ered here. May our hearts be drawn unto Thee
in sim ple child like faith. Amen.”

“I can smell that good cof fee,” re marked Olga. “Mr. Carl son, you must tell
how you cooked it.”

“The main thing about cook ing good cof fee,” said Lars, “is to have a
good fire.”

“I guess you men are ’thor i ties all right enough,” added Han nah as she
handed Clara a sand wich.

“Talk ing about cof fee re minds me of a story,” said Lars as he picked an
ant from his sand wich. "There was a man in our parish who never praised
any thing or any body. When any thing did please him, the most he would say
was, ‘that was not so worse.’ Once this man, Ole was his name, was thrash- 
ing for Mr. Fos sum. Mr. Fos sum was an ex pert in cook ing cof fee like
Mr. Carl son here. One af ter noon he sent for Ole to come in and get cof fee.
It was so strong that it was a won der the cup did not fly in pieces. Ole
showed ev ery sign of en joy ing it. ‘Well now, Ole, isn’t this good cof fee?’
‘This isn’t so worse,’ was his re ply. ‘Don’t you want an other cup?’ Sure,
Ole would not refuse that. ‘What have you to say now?’ Mr. Fos sum asked.
Again the same tes ti mony. ‘Can you drink a third cup?’ Cer tainly. The third
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cup dis ap peared with smack ing of lips and ev i dent rel ish. ‘Don’t you ad mit
now that’s good cof fee?’

"Fi nally it looked as if he was go ing to com mit him self more strongly.
‘Well,’ he drawled, ‘I can tell you this, Mr. Fos sum, that it isn’t so worse.’

"Ole went back to the barn to con tinue his work. The flail was fly ing
with light ning ra pid ity. Never had the strokes fallen swifter or harder in the
Fos sum barn. Af ter a while, how ever, the strokes came slower and slower,
lighter and lighter. Then all of a sud den they stopped.

“Mr. Fos sum had to in ves ti gate. When he en tered the barn, there was
Ole, ly ing with his face in the straw. The farmer turned him around and
shook him. ‘Say, Ole, wasn’t that good cof fee?’ Ole opened slowly his eyes.
Then he mum bled scarcely au di ble, ‘Oh, it wasn’t so worse.’”

“Well, I can say the same thing about the min is ter’s fire,” said Carl son.
When the “ta ble” had been cleared and things put back into the bas ket,

Clara said to her fa ther, “Papa, you go down with me and look at my peb- 
bles.”

“Yes, I’ll go with you.” He took her by the hand and off they started.
Clara stopped abruptly and turned around. “Mother,” she called, “you go
with us too.”

Mr. Carl son also turned to his wife and said heartily, “Yes, come with
us.” “Will you par don us,” Mrs. Carl son said po litely to Lars and Olga and
ran down to her hus band and child.

As the three walked down the hill side to ward the set ting sun, an out sider
would have said, “What a happy fam ily.”

But out siders do not know the dank shad ows thrown across many hu man
hearts.

“You must have had a fine talk to gether,” Olga said while look ing at the
three.

“God grant that it may do some good,” an swered Lars soberly. “What
have you been do ing?”

She told him the story she had heard and that Mrs. Carl son’s fa ther was
com ing. “She is very much wor ried,” she added. “I un der stand that her fa- 
ther must have fairly wor shipped her. She got ev ery thing she might wish
for. Now for years she has lived a lone some, un happy life. She has been
long ing for her fa ther all the time and re gret ted her rash ac tion. Now when
Clara was cured and her hus band had quit drink ing and be gun to read the
Tes ta ment, she had with out know ing it, per haps, be gun to think of her fa- 
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ther with the hope that she again might meet him as a fa ther. Now she feels
rec on cil i a tion is out of the ques tion.”

“Well, what can we do?” Lars. asked.
“I have a plan, but it de pends on Mr. Carl son more than any one else. It’s

up to him.”
“Are you go ing to tell him so?”
“Oh, my no. That would spoil ev ery thing.”
“I ad mit, I don’t know what you have in mind, but you can do it if any- 

one can,” Lars said and looked ad mir ingly at her.



214

13. Burn ing The Books.

Lars and Olga re turned from their visit to Carl son’s very happy, and
with re newed hope that ev ery thing would tum out well. Never be fore had
they had an op por tu nity to talk so freely with the hus band and wife. Lars re- 
al ized more than ever that in or der to ren der real help to a per son, you must
know what’s the mat ter with the per son.

A trans for ma tion was tak ing place with Mr. and Mrs. Carl son. The shad- 
ows which had set tled upon them with deep en ing dark ness were be ing
lifted. There was a new light in the hus band’s eyes and a new ring in his
voice. That the min is ter still had con fi dence in him gave him con fi dence in
him self.

Some how he was los ing in ter est in ques tions which he for merly so ea- 
gerly had de bated. He had again be gun to read the New Tes ta ment. By read- 
ing the four gospels the ques tion came to him with in creas ing force: If Je sus
had never lived, if he had not said and done these mar velous things, who in
the world had in vented them, and why?

Mr. Carl son never read the New Tes ta ment in his wife’s pres ence. He
would read when she was out side or when he found a few spare mo ments
while grub bing on the hill side. Some day he was go ing to show her the Tes- 
ta ment and per haps read to her. He was sorry that she did not have a Bible
in the house. It was his fault, he knew, and it trou bled him.

Mrs. Carl son was again at times singing while at work. But then she
would sud denly stop and the light of hope died in her eyes. She man aged to
hide her feel ings from her hus band, but she could not con ceal them from
the sen si tive soul of her child.

Oh, yes, she had a Bible, and now she was again read ing it. It was her
mother’s Bible, picked up, she did not know why, as she was pack ing the
trunk and leav ing home. Un til re cently it had re mained undis turbed in the
bot tom of the trunk.

Some day she was go ing to tell her hus band about the Bible. She would
like to show him some of the verses which her mother had un der scored and
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which had come to mean so much to her self. It was not only God’s voice
that spoke through these verses; her mother’s voice, now so long silent,
spoke to her in ca dences sweet and low.

Then some thing hap pened which was to bring hus band and wife to gether
in close un der stand ing and spir i tual fel low ship. Again lit tle Clara was to
play her part in the drama of her par ents.

Shortly af ter Lars and Olga had vis ited with the Carl son fam ily, Clara
asked her mother if she might visit a girl friend who lived on the other side
of the slough. She had of ten been to Jen son’s with her mother, but had
never gone alone. Her mother hes i tated for some time, but her fa ther could
not see the slight est dan ger in let ting her go. All she had to do was to fol low
the path on the left side of the slough. He him self was go ing to town and the
mother was wash ing, so that nei ther of them could go with her.

“Can’t ‘Fido’ go with me?” Clara asked. He’ll take care of me."
No, the fa ther said, she had bet ter not take the dog along, for one of Jen- 

son’s cows did not like dogs. She had re cently jumped the fence of the pas- 
ture and at tacked a dog that was pass ing by.

So Clara started off alone and very cheer fully. She car ried with her some
cook ies which she and her friend would eat when they had their pic nic.

She had gone about half the dis tance when she saw a lit tle fawn in the
road ahead. It stood and looked at her till she came close up to it when it
sud denly leaped into the tall grass. Clara re mem bered the fawn she had had,
and thought that if she came so close to it that she could stroke it, it might
fol low her home. Into the grass she plunged. On the other side of the patch
of grass, on an open knoll, stood the fawn. She called to it and held out her
hand, but again the fawn darted off some dis tance, stopped, but only for a
sec ond. Then in long, grace fully leaps it dis ap peared into the tim ber.

Not see ing it, Clara de cided to turn back to the path, but she could not
find it. She came to the edge of an other slough. There was wa ter in the mid- 
dle of it, so there was noth ing to do but to go round it. In stead of turn ing to
the right, she turned to the left and this led her far ther and far ther away
from the right path. Soon she got tired of walk ing through the heavy brush
and across the many logs. Her courage be gan to fail her. She called loudly
for her mother, then started back and fi nally came to a path which led to a
small lake which she had not seen be fore. Now she knew that she was lost.

She stum bled against a log and fell sprawl ing into the brush. Still she
was cling ing to her cook ies, but the pa per bag broke and the cook ies scat- 
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tered all around her.
She got up on her feet and be gan to pick up the cook ies. Then she heard

some one crash ing through the brush near by, and the next minute a big dog,
as she thought, stood look ing at her. She be gan to speak to it, “Nice dog gie,
you won’t hurt me, will you?” The “dog” came a lit tle nearer. Clara held out
her hand and of fered him a cookie. He stood look ing at her a long time.
Then she threw a cookie to ward him. It fell right in front of him. He was on
the point of turn ing away, then sniffed at it, picked it up with his mouth and
munched it with ev i dent rel ish. Now he came so close up to the girl that he
could pick a cookie right from her open hand. He de voured one af ter an- 
other, till they were all gone.

Mr. Carl son re turned af ter a while and be gan to work in the potato field.
When his wife came out side the house he asked her if it was not time for
Clara to re turn. Yes, she had promised to come back at four o’clock and it
was long past that time now. He had bet ter go and meet her or, if she had
not started, bring her home.

He hur ried to ward the Jen son farm. It was the first time he had gone to
this farm since the Jen son fam ily had come there. The Jen sons were
“pietists,” and Mr. Carl son had not been par tic u larly fond of “pietists.” Still
he had to ad mit that these peo ple were dif fer ent. They were full of fun,
laughed a good deal when talk ing and it seemed that one or more were al- 
ways singing when you went past.

Ev ery now and then he could see his daugh ter’s foot steps in the soft soil
in the path as it had re cently rained. The he came upon the foot prints of an
an i mal. It must have been a fawn. With alarm he noted that Clara had
turned into the for est. Prob a bly she had fol lowed the fawn. Had she got lost
or had she gone to the Jen son farm? He started on a run to ward the neigh- 
bor. He saw a lit tle girl play ing out side the house, but Clara was not there.
He called to the girl, “Where is Clara? Is she in the house?” The girl shook
her head. Then the mother came out on the steps. “Clara?” she said. “No,
she has not been here. Did she in tend to come here?”

Mr. Jen son and his two sons also came out on the steps.
“Clara isn’t lost, is she?” asked Mr. Jen son anx iously.
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Hur riedly Carl son told them what had hap pened and begged them to
help him search for her.

When they came to the place where Clara’s foot steps were vis i ble in the
path, one of the boys cried, “She has turned in to the woods here. Look at
the bro ken twigs!”

The men had not gone very far be fore they saw the foot prints of a fawn
and also of a child. Then for some dis tance no signs could be seen. The men
tramped around and around on the knoll, till Mr. Carl son again came upon
the foot prints, only to have them dis ap pear again.

Sud denly he gave a cry of alarm. “Here are foot prints of a bear,” he
called. They rushed up to the place Where he was stand ing. In the mud
were the un mis tak able foot prints of a bear. They ran in the di rec tion where
the an i mal had gone, then again came upon dry land.

One of the boys went to the left and af ter a while he called to the other
men. He was stand ing by the soft spot where again ap peared the tiny foot- 
prints of a child. Strik ing out in the di rec tion where the foot prints pointed
they came upon the clearly de fined foot prints of a bear, but they were
smaller. It must have been a cub which had passed by that way.

Mr. Carl son be gan to call fran ti cally: “Clara! Clara!” But no re sponse.
Then a lit tle bit louder than the breeze in the tree tops came the faint

whim per of a child. The men dashed in the di rec tion where the voice had
come from.

“Clara!” the fa ther called hys ter i cally, and the next minute he had gath- 
ered his lit tle daugh ter in his arms, as he picked her from the ground.

“Don’t cry, lit tle girl,” he whis pered softly as she threw her tiny arms
around his neck and sobbed.

“Thank God,” said the neigh bor rev er ently. The two boys went up to
Mr. Carl son and pat ted Clara on the head. “You are all right now, Clara.”

The other men wanted to help Mr. Carl son carry his pre cious bur den to
her home, but he would not let her go. She was not go ing to get out of his
arms now be fore he had placed her in the arms of her mother.

They met Mrs. Carl son and Mrs. Jen son at the edge of the clear ing. The
lat ter had hur ried to the Carl son home as soon as the men had left the
house.

When Mrs. Carl son saw her hus band car ry ing Clara, she rushed to ward
him and threw her arms round him and the girl.
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By this time Clara was again smil ing. “What are you cry ing for, mama? I
tried to catch a fawn but it ran away from me. The big dog gie came up to
me, and ate all my cook ies, the mean thing. When I did not have any more
he ran away.”

“We ought at least to have a good cup of cof fee for our trou ble,” boomed
Mr. Jen son. Turn ing to Mrs. Carl son he said with a rogu ish look in his keen
blue eyes, “I hope you have some cook ies left. I hate to think that the cub
got all of them.”

“Have you no shame?” cried Mrs. Jen son. “Didn’t you sit and drink cof- 
fee for the fifth or sixth time when Carl son came?”

“My dear, you are mis taken as usual. I have had cof fee only three times
to day. Look! Mrs. Carl son is al ready in the kitchen. My, that’s a woman for
you,” he cried as he pat ted his wife on the head.

“Oh, these men!” laughed Mrs. Jen son and hur ried out into the kitchen.
When they had fin ished the sim ple repast, Mr. Carl son turned to Mr. Jen- 

son and said earnestly, “May I ask a fa vor of you, neigh bor?”
Jen son grew sud denly se ri ous, put his hand on Carl son’s arm and look- 

ing him in the face with his large ex pres sive eyes said slowly, “I’ll do any- 
thing in world for you, my friend. What is it?”

Carl son looked at his wife and then at Clara and then again at his neigh- 
bor.

“When we were look ing for Clara,” he said slowly, “I did some thing that
will per haps sur prise; I prayed to God as I never prayed to Him be fore. And
I made Him a prom ise, that if we found her safe and sound—”

He took his Tes ta ment out of his pocket and gave it to Mr. Jen son. “Will
you read by your self these verses, and then of fer a prayer of thanks for what
God has done to this house to day?”

Jen son read the verses in si lence, smiled and said, “I see what you mean.
Shall we pray?”

Amidst deep si lence Jen son thanked God for hav ing kept His pro tect ing
hand over the lit tle girl as she was stum bling through the for est. And he
thanked Him that as they to day had been seek ing the child that was lost, so
He, the heav enly fa ther, was seek ing those who had wan dered away from
Him.
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They all joined in the Lord’s prayer, Clara’s sweet voice ris ing above the
rest.

“Well, are you not glad I asked for cof fee?” said Jen son turn ing to his
wife. “You seem to like good cof fee too!” He threw his head back and
laughed till the tears rolled down his face. It was the first time that Carl son
had seen a “pietist” laugh till he cried.

Af ter chat ting pleas antly to gether for some time, Mrs. Carl son no ticed
that Clara was get ting sleepy and she car ried her ten derly into the bed room
and placed her on the bed. Softly she closed the door, then fell on her knees
with her hand on the lit tle girl’s fore head.

Carl son again turned to his neigh bor and said qui etly, “I have an other fa vor
to ask of you. Will you build a fire over by the rocks? I’ll be with you in a
mo ment. And there I want you to read aloud the pas sage pointed out.”

“Good for you,” Jen son cried. Then as Carl son went into an other room
he said to the two women, “You go with me.”

Hur riedly he built a brisk fire. “I be lieve they have gone crazy,” said
Mrs. Jen son. “What in the world are they go ing to do?” she asked
Mrs. Carl son. The lat ter shook her head.

In a few min utes Mr. Carl son came out of the house and joined them at
the side of the fire. He was car ry ing some books in his arms.

“Now you read,” he said to Jen son. And Jen son read: “Many of them
also which used cu ri ous arts brought their books to gether, and burned them
be fore all men; and they counted the price of them and found it fifty thou- 
sand pieces of sil ver. So might ily grew the word of God and pre vailed.”

“Well, these books did not cost me much when I bought them, but they
have cost me much any way. Here they go.”

One af ter an other he threw the pa per cov ered vol umes into the fire. One
fly leaf was lifted up by the flame. “Mis takes of Moses by Robert In ger soll”
could be read dis tinctly by all present.

As Mr. Jen son stirred in the fire with a long stick, the flames leaped up
and soon there was left only a heap of ashes.

Then he looked at Mr. Carl son and said rev er ently, “So might ily grew
the word of God and pre vailed.”
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Mrs. Carl son’s face was shin ing though tears were rolling down her
cheeks. She went over to her hus band, and as they shook hands solemnly,
she said, “Thank you, Pe ter.”

Later on in the evening hus band and wife walked down to the big boul der
by the cas cade. The breeze was whis per ing in the tree tops. The sound of
cow bells came faintly from the hill side. Over head the con stel la tions of the
sky hung like elec tric frames as they, im per cep ti ble to hu man eye, swung in
the ma jes tic cour ses across the heav ens.

The two sat down on the boul der. None of them spoke. There are times
when soul com munes with soul, and words are not needed.

Fi nally the wife said qui etly, “My dear, oh, I am so glad that you have a
Tes ta ment. I did not know you had one and were read ing it. Did you know
that I have been read ing my mother’s Bible? Pe ter, now I know that you be- 
lieve in God and that you, too, pray.”

The hus band put his arms ten derly about his wife, and she leaned against
his bo som, she wept softly, but it was not tears of sor row.



221

14. The Stranger Who Was Not
A Stranger.

“MR. HOLT is com ing next Fri day,” was the tele phone mes sage from
Mrs. Wag ner to Olga.

“Thank you for telling me,” said Olga. “Now keep tight,” she added with
her ring ing laugh.

“Sure, you can count on me.”
Olga turned to Lars. “Mrs. Carl son’s fa ther is com ing from Chicago next

Fri day; Mrs. Wag ner just told me. I hope ev ery thing turns out well.”
“I think it will. I am sure that Mrs. Wag ner will help you,” he an swered

rather ab sent mind edly. He was look ing at a piece of pa per he had in front of
him on the ta ble.

Olga was in stantly at his side. Look ing over his shoul der, she cried ex- 
cit edly, “When did you be come an ar chi tect? A church! Are you re ally go- 
ing to build a new church? Glory be! Say, is there go ing to be a base ment
for Sun day school and ladies aid’s meet ings?”

“No, there is go ing to be no base ment. There is go ing to be a sub-au di to- 
rium, if you know what that means. By the way, can you guess who sug- 
gested that we build a new church?”

“No, I can’t re mem ber that I did sug gest it, but I have thought of it.”
“Al ways jok ing, aren’t you, Olga?” He looked up and smiled.
“Al ways? Will you help me re form?”
“For give me. Please do not re form. Al ways be the Olga I met on the

moun tains of Nor way, Olga the true, Olga the good. But you have not
guessed yet. Guess!”

“Oh, now I re mem ber. Who sug gested that we build a new church? Let’s
see. Mr. Carl son.”

“Who told you?” Lars asked sur prised.
“He told me him self. Last Sun day he came too late to church to get in- 

side. When I met him next day he said that he was go ing to sug gest that we
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build a new church. He said noth ing, how ever, about a sub—what kind of a
sub was it? Say Lars, do you re mem ber the first time you met Mr. Carl son?
He did not sug gest that you build a new church then. And do you re mem ber
the lum ber jack who in ter rupted you when you made your first tem per ance
speech? And now he has or ga nized a tem per ance so ci ety here, and
Mr. Carl son was the first to join. Isn’t it won der ful, Lars? Aren’t you glad
that you came here?”

“Yes, Olga, I am glad that some one wrote me that ‘the ser vant of the
Lord must go where he can do the most good.’ What could I have done
with out you?”

“What could we have done with out God?” Olga asked, and this time she
did not laugh or smile.

Mr. C. Holt ar rived on the morn ing train and Mrs. Wag ner was there to meet
him to gether with her nine-year—old son Vic tor. She had left the old horse
in care of her boy on the other side of the de pot while she waited for the
train.

An el derly, tall, straight, dis tin guished look ing gen tle man came down
the steps of the coach. “That’s my new boarder,” said Mrs. Wag ner to her- 
self, and so it was.

When Vic tor saw the stranger and his mother com ing to ward him, he be- 
gan to pull vi o lently the reins of the sleep ing nag and shouted, “Stand still
there, will you? What’s the mat ter with you any way? I’ll fix you if you
don’t be have.”

Mr. Holt looked at Mrs. Wag ner, winked at her and said un der his breath,
“You’ve got some boy there.”

“Yes, some boy,” an swered the mother and heaved a sigh.
“How do you do, young man,” said Mr. Holt and ex tended his hand.
“How do you do,” an swered Vic tor. “I can’t shake hands with you. I

must hold the reins tight or this crazy horse will run away.”
“Well, I am glad I am in the hands of such a care ful driver,” re marked

Mr. Holt as he was help ing a man lift his trunk into the wagon.
“Oh, ma won’t let me drive. I bet you I could drive if she would only let

me.”
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Mr. Holt ev i dently had taken to Vic tor at once and sug gested that the boy
sit with him in the back seat.

“What’s your name?”
“Vic tor James Wag ner. What’s your name?”
Mrs. Wag ner turned her head quickly and glared at her off spring.
“Vic tor James Wag ner, where are your man ners? I never saw such a boy

in my life. Isn’t he ter ri ble, Mr. Holt?” Then she burst out laugh ing so
heartily that she prob a bly did not think he was so ter ri ble af ter all.

“Any fish ing out your way, Vic tor James Wag ner?” asked Mr. Holt, as
he looked at the boy with a sup pressed chuckle.

“Oh, you don’t need to call me all that. Just call me Vic. Yes, there is
good fish ing if you know where to go.”

“Well, sup pose there should be a lit tle bright boy who knew where to go,
would he point out the places if he got a dol lar?”

“I know such a boy,” said Vic tor.
“Do you? Isn’t that won der ful. What’s his name?”
“Vic tor James Wag ner.”
“Isn’t he just aw ful?” came from the front seat, but there was just a lit tle

touch of ad mi ra tion in her voice.
The new boarder and Vic tor be came great pals. Mr. Holt’s old friends

would have been very much sur prised if they had seen him play ing ball
with the lit tle boy and heard his happy laugh ter. Since his daugh ter had left
him, there had been no play and lit tle laugh ter in his life.

One day the two crossed a piece of burnt over tim ber land. Mr. Holt
made the ob ser va tion that the fire must have swept through there re cently.

“Yes,” Vic tor in formed him, “it was the time that young min is ter saved
Clara Carl son.”

“How did that hap pen?” Mr. Holt asked with in ter est.
In his own boy ish man ner Vic tor told the story al ready known to the

read ers.
“Gee, I guess that min is ter is afraid of noth ing,” he burst out ad mir ingly.

“And the min is ter’s wife took Clara to a doc tor, and when she came home
she was all right.”

“What was the mat ter with her?” in quired Mr. Holt.
“Oh, she could hardly walk. Now she can run al most as fast as I can

even if she is a girl.”
“I’d like to meet your lit tle friend. Does she come here some times?”
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“Yes, ma said she is com ing to mor row. The min is ter’s wife is com ing
with her.”

When Olga told Lars that Mr. Carl son had been read ing his New Tes ta- 
ment and that his wife had been read ing the Bible with out one know ing
what the other was do ing, they could not help smil ing, but then they saw the
pa thetic side of it. Yes, it was pa thetic that hus band and wife were afraid to
let each other know they were read ing the Word of God. But a hope ful sign
it was that they had read it, and very promis ing when they now read the
Bible to gether. For so they did.

And this is the way it hap pened. One evening Clara hav ing been put to
bed, re mem bered that she had left her doll on the big boul der down by the
cas cade. It would never do to leave her there all night. In case of rain the
doll might catch cold, get sick and die, or a bear might come along and
carry her off into the for est. She rose hur riedly and came trip ping into the
din ing room. There her mother was sit ting and read ing a big book, a book
which Clara had not seen be fore.

“Oh mama,” she cried, “is that a story book? Read me a story.”
“Why Clara,” said her fa ther, who was sit ting at a ta ble read ing a news- 

pa per, “I thought you were asleep long ago. What’s the mat ter?”
She ran to him and he lifted her up on his knee.
“Papa, you get my doll, will you? She is down by the big stone. I for got

to bring her in. Oh,” she cried ex cit edly, “There she is! Who brought her in?
Did you?” She looked smil ingly up into his face.

“The doll?” he said; “No, I didn’t bring her in, she came in her self. A lit- 
tle while ago we heard a tiny knock at the door. It was the tini est knock you
ever heard. Just like pick ing at the door with your lit tle fin ger. When I
opened the door, there stood the doll, with a very sad face and her eyes full
of tears. I picked her up in my hand and car ried her into the room. She told
me be tween sobs that she had fallen asleep. When she awoke it was dark all
around her. She called for you, but you did not an swer. Then she saw a light
in the win dow and started for the house. She stubbed her bare lit tle toes
against the peb bles in the road, stepped on her dress and fell down time and
again. She thought she would never reach the house. She was so tired and
scared that she could scarcely knock at the door.”

“Ah you, that isn’t true. You’re just mak ing it up. A doll can’t talk or
walk or any thing. I bet you found her and car ried her in.”

“Yes, per haps I did,” he said stroking her curly head.
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Sud denly she turned to her mother who was look ing and lis ten ing with a
ra di ant smile. “Is that a story book? Please, mama, read me a story” she
pleaded.

Mother be came very se ri ous. She did not know what to an swer. To think
that her own daugh ter had never seen a Bible in her home or in her mother’s
hand!

The fa ther came to her res cue.
“Clara, it’s your grandma’s Bible. She gave it to your mama when she

was a lit tle girl.”
“Oh—may I see it?”
She slid down from her fa ther’s knee and ran to her mother’s side.
“That’s a beau ti ful book isn’t it? Are there sto ries in it?”
Then she grew sud denly quiet. Look ing up into her mother’s face she

whis pered, “Where is grandma?”
Her mother threw her arms im pul sively around her lit tle girl and lifted

her up into her lap.
She bent over the child and said gen tly, “Your grandma is in heaven.

God called her when I was a lit tle bit younger than you are now.”
“Was she as beau ti ful as you are?” she asked, beam ing upon her mother.
“Your grandma was very beau ti ful,” said Mrs. Carl son slowly. Then she

laughed aloud, drew her girl closer to her, and said:
“You are a queer lit tle thing aren’t you? Sure I’ll read you sto ries from

grandma’s Bible; some that she read to me. But now you must go to bed
again.”

When Mrs. Carl son re turned from Clara’s bed room there was a very ten- 
der light in her large blue eyes.

While she was putting her daugh ter to bed Mr. Carl son had been turn ing
the pages of the Bible. He no ticed that many verses both in the Old and
New Tes ta ments had been un der scored.

“Your mother must have been a care ful Bible reader,” he said qui etly as
his wife stood be hind him with her hand on his shoul der. “Won’t you read
some of your mother’s fa vorite verses?”

She seated her self be side him and be gan to turn the pages.
“She has se lected some won der ful pas sages,” she said slowly. “I did not

know there were such won der ful verses in the Bible.”
And then in the still ness of night, only bro ken by the mur mur of the cas- 

cade, the chirp ing of crick ets and an oc ca sional pip ing of a bird, Mrs. Carl- 
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son in trem bling voice read aloud for the first time in the Bible in the pres- 
ence of her hus band the pre cious words which had meant so much to her
mother and to mil lions of souls down through the ages. They were words of
in fi nite com fort and con so la tion; prayers from dis tressed hearts; ju bi lant
praise and thanks giv ing for peace and par-don, for guid ance through life
and hope of eter nal glory.

The sil ver-tipped wave lets rolled with a low whis per ing swish-swash
along the sandy shore; the cas cade mur mured in rhyth mic ca dences; the
crick ets chirped in ces santly; and an oc ca sional clang of the cow bell came
float ing from the pas ture.

And over the dwellings of men and the lairs of beasts and the nests of
birds arched the mighty dome of the sky softly aglow with the faint star
light.
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15. Church Mem bers Speak At
Forenoon Ser vice.

LARS WAS WALK ING RAPIDLY along the nar row wind ing trail out in the
coun try and was now only half a mile from town. Com ing to a log ly ing
across the trail, he took a good start and jumped over it. Com ing down, one
of his feet struck a slip pery branch and he pitched head long into the brush.
A sharp pain shot through the an kle. Painfully he tried to arise, but had to
lean against a stone. He fairly dragged him self home, lean ing heav ily on an
im pro vised cane.

The sprained an kle yielded some what to Olga’s deft hands, but he knew
it would not be ad vis able to stand on his feet dur ing the ser mon the next
day.

“I guess you’ll have to preach to mor row,” he said to his wife.
“A woman preach?” Olga asked in mock sur prise. “You want the church

coun cil to get af ter you?”
“Well, we let woman mis sion ar ies stand on the plat form and tell of their

ex pe ri ences on the mis sion field and to im press on peo ple Christ’s great
com mis sion. If that isn’t preach ing, it comes rather dan ger ously close to it,”
said Lars, nurs ing his an kle.

“I tell you what you can do,” Olga said se ri ously. “You sit in a chair by
the pul pit, make a few in tro duc tory re marks and then ask the mem bers of
the con gre ga tion to of fer tes ti monies and prayer. They have heard so many
ser mons that it might be in ter est ing to see what they have got ten out of all
they have heard.”

“You are a tri fle sar cas tic, Olga but it’s a good idea.”
And so it proved to be. Lars ex plained why he was limp ing and had to

sit, and then af ter Scrip ture read ing and prayer sug gested that any one who
wished to might men tion some pas sage in the Bible which had meant a
great deal to them and make some com ment if they felt like it.
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He asked Mr. Jen son to be gin. Mr. Jen son im me di ately arose and read,
“Thou givest him per fect peace whose mind is staid on thee, be cause he
trusted in thee,” and told in a few words how much this pas sage had meant
to him. Then an old woman started to sing the verse of a fa mil iar hymn. At
first she sang alone, then Olga joined her, and soon the whole con gre ga tion.
It seemed to Lars that the con gre ga tion had never sung more heartily than
now.

Sev eral men read pas sages that they had learned by heart and most of
them made a few brief re marks.

Mr. Carl son was sit ting in the back part of the church. The tes ti monies
ev i dently made a great im pres sion on him, Lars ob served. When there was
a lull in the unique ser vice, Lars, looked straight at Mr. Carl son and said,
“There may be some one here who has not taken part with tes ti mony or
prayer at a pub lic meet ing be fore, but who now feels a de sire to do so. If
you feel the im pulse to say some thing, I be lieve that im pulse comes from
God, and you should not dis obey it.”

He saw how Carl son was strug gling with him self and he smiled en cour- 
ag ingly at him.

Mr. Carl son arose slowly. “May I say a few words?” he asked in a husky
voice. Many turned around and looked at him in sur prise.

“Cer tainly,” said Lars gladly, “Would mind com ing up in front and face
the con gre ga tion? I know our brother has a mes sage this morn ing.”

Mr. Carl son hes i tated a mo ment, then came slowly and with bowed head
to the front and faced the star tled con gre ga tion.

“Friends and neigh bors,” he be gan in a low voice, "You think it strange,
I am sure, that I speak to you and that in a church. But I have felt for some
time that I would like to speak to you.

"Most of you know the kind of life I have lived since I came here. I am
not proud of it. I have asked God to for give me all my sins, and I ask you to
for give me for the bad in flu ence I have been in this com mu nity. I be lieve
God has for given me and I hope you will. I can not undo the bad things I
have done. Would to God that I could! But I pray that from now on I may in
some small mea sure make up for it.

“I want to thank Rev. Lee and his wife for all they have done for me and
my fam ily.”

He looked at his wife and his lit tle girl. Clara looked be wil dered and sur- 
prised. His wife looked at him with a ra di ant face and tear-dimmed eyes.
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“The first time I met Rev. Lee I tried to drive him away with an gry
words. I even wanted to strike him, but as a true fol lower of Je sus he spoke
earnestly but kindly to me. You all know what he and his wife have done
for us. I thought I be lieved that there was no God and that the Chris tians
were hyp ocrites. I had to ad mit that the min is ter and his wife were not hyp- 
ocrites. I knew they were not work ing here for what there was in it in a ma- 
te rial way. They won my con fi dence, and my, well, my love.”

A win ning smile spread across his fine and in tel li gent face and he spoke
with greater as sur ance.

“Rev. Lee did not want to de bate with me. He gave his per sonal tes ti- 
mony and re ferred me to the Word of God. I be gan to read the Tes ta ment
which he gave me and I be came in ter ested in it. Then you know what hap- 
pened.”

It was al most painfully still in the church. Ev ery eye was riv eted on his
face. He looked down for a minute. Then con tin ued:

"I lost all hope of re form ing, but Rev. Lee did not lose con fi dence in me,
or rather in God. I shall not tell you about what took place in my heart. As I
read about Je sus, I felt at times as though I could sink into the ground. I was
ashamed that I de nied Him and even cursed Him. Then I thought of all the
cruel words I had spo ken about Him in the pres ence of old and young. I
thought of the books I had let some of the peo ple have. I have burned the
in fi del books I had at home, but I can not re move the im pres sion made by
the books oth ers have read. If you come across any of them, see to it that
they are burned, too.

“One evening my wife showed me her mother’s Bible and she read
aloud sev eral pas sages which her mother had marked. We tried to read the
Lord’s prayer to gether but broke down. Then I went out into the night. For a
long time I walked through the for est while my wife was pray ing for me at
home as she af ter wards told me. My sins rose be fore me like a huge moun- 
tain. Then I sank down on my knees but could not pray. But as I was kneel- 
ing, there ran through my mind over and over again a verse which my wife
had read: ‘Whoso ever cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.’ I felt I did
not know how to come, though I wanted to come. Then grad u ally my
thoughts grew more quiet. ‘Whoso ever cometh’ kept on, ring ing in my
mind.- It seemed that Je sus was stand ing there right in front of me, with
hands out stretched. I could see the marks in the hands. He smiled and I
called aloud, ‘Dear Je sus, here I am. Take me as I am.’ I knew there was a
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chance for me. I knew He would take me, and a great glad ness came into
my soul. I got up and fairly ran home through the night. When I came into
the house, my wife met me and cried ‘Pe ter, you have found God!’”

“Yes, my friends, I have found God.” He wanted to Say more, but words
failed him. Help lessly he turned to look at Lars. And peo ple said with
hushed voice when telling about it, that the face of Lars shone like the face
of an an gel.

Lars arose and limped over to Carl son. He took his hand, and said, “God
be praised. God be praised.”

With bowed head Mr. Carl son walked slowly down the aisle.
Then Olga, sit ting by the or gan, be gan to play softly. With a voice, trem- 

bling at first with deep emo tions, she sang—

“Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide my self in thee;
Let the wa ter and the blood,
From Thy riven side which flowed,
Be of sin the dou ble cure,
Cleanse me from its guilt and power.”

Lars rose slowly to his feet. Lean ing one hand on the back of the chair, he
asked the con gre ga tion to arise. With his right hand lifted he an nounced the
bene dic tion:

“The Lord bless and keep thee
The Lord make His face shine upon thee,
And be gra cious unto thee.
The Lord lift up His coun te nance upon thee,
And give thee peace.”

In the evening Lars and Olga sat on the porch talk ing about the ser vice. It
had made a deep im pres sion on both of them. They had come to a hard field
and had of ten been dis cour aged. They had faith fully sown the pre cious seed
of the liv ing word. Now they were be gin ning to reap with re joic ing.

Fi nally Lars re marked that though he had read and heard much about the
priest hood of be liev ers, there was not given the “priests” much of an op por- 
tu nity to bear wit ness in a pub lic way. “I be lieve,” he added, “that it would
be a good thing if all pas tors at least once dur ing their min istry would jump
across a log. Then they might dis cover that they have men and women who
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do not only have some thing to say but can say it, and even quit when they
have said it.”

“Well, Lars,” said Olga, look ing at him and shak ing her head, “that may
be all right for young min is ters but you must re mem ber that you no longer
are a young man. By the way, since you are show ing up the weak ness in
this mat ter of the min is ters may I add my con tri bu tion by re mind ing you of
the story you once told of the lay man who said to his pas tor, ‘Why do you
pas tors an swer so many ques tions that we do not ask.’”

“Olga, Olga,” cried Lars, putting on a good deal of dig nity, “this is go ing
too far. First you tell me that I am an old man and then you in ti mate that we
do not know what peo ple are think ing about or, what is more se ri ous, that
we dare not talk about it.”



232

16. A Sad Man And A Bright
Boy.

MR. HOLT, Mrs. Carl son’s fa ther, and Vic tor be came great friends. Vic tor
fol lowed at the heels of the old gen tle man like a dog, and “Tips” fol lowed
both of them.

When Mr. Holt started out for a walk, Vic tor in vari ably asked him,
“Where are you go ing?” And in vari ably Mr. Holt would say that he was go- 
ing to walk to the top of the hill.

“No, don’t let us walk up that old hill. Let’s walk up to the store.”
“To the store? I don’t want any thing at the store. Do you want to buy

some thing?”
“Yes, but I have no money.”
“How do you know that I have money to spend. I have to pay your

mother, don’t I?”
“Can’t you write to Chicago for money. They have lots of money there.

That’s what you told mama.”
“That isn’t my money.”
“Well, let us take a walk up there any way. Come on ‘Tips.’”
In the di rec tion of the store they went. “Tips” was run ning around in

wide cir cles. Then he would leap upon the boy with an an gry growl, and the
boy cried: “Oh, you crazy dog. What are you try ing to knock me down for?
Shame on you.”

Then “Tips” would lie down in front of him wag his tail and look up into
his mas ter’s face pen i tently. When Vic tor pat ted him on the head, “Tips”
leaped up and be gan to run around with joy ous barks.

When they came to the store, Mr. Holt pre tended that he was go ing to
walk on, but Vic tor hung back. “Oh, gee, but I am tired. Don’t let us walk
any fur ther. Let’s go into the store and rest.”

“Yes,” Mr. Holt an swered, “that’s a splen did idea. How in the world did
you hap pen to think of it?”
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So into the store they went. Vic tor, no longer tired, ran ahead and very
po litely opened the door for his friend.

In side, Mr. Holt en gaged in an an i mated con ver sa tion with the young
clerk, while Vic tor was in spect ing candy in the show case, cast ing furtive
glances at Mr. Holt.

Fi nally the old gen tle man would start for the door, call ing to Vic tor, “I
guess it’s time to me an der home, young man.”

A rather crest fallen lit tle boy came slowly up to him and said, “Have we
not for got ten some thing?”

“I am afraid I have. Can you think of some thing we should buy?”
“Were you not go ing to buy an ice cream cone and some candy?”
“Well, well, how could I for get? That’s what we came here for, didn’t

we? Candy and ice cream cone, Mr. Clerk! Vic tor will pay.”
“You pay,” cried the boy. “When I get big I’ll pay for you too.”
The clerk laughed and said, “Mr. Holt, it looks as if Vic tor has adopted

you.”
Mr. Holt stroked Vic tor’s head and said, “Well, I wish I had a lit tle boy

like Vic tor.”
“Wouldn’t a lit tle girl do?” Vic tor mum bled with his mouth full of ice

cream. "Have you never had a lit tle girl?

On the way home Vic tor was telling his friend how “Tips” had once been
chas ing a skunk. “Mama wouldn’t let him in the house for a whole week.
She told him to go out in the woods and hate him self.”

But the old gen tle man did not seem to hear him. He was walk ing very
slowly and did not an swer when Vic tor fired one ques tion at him af ter an- 
other.

“Are you sorry that you went to the store?” Vic tor asked and looked up
in his face. “Here, take some candy.”

Re turn ing from one of their reg u lar trips to the store, Vic tor shouted, “Oh,
here is Clara, and there is the min is ter’s wife. Hello Clara, here’s some
candy for you.”

Clara came run ning to ward them with hair fly ing round her shoul ders.
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“Hello, Vic tor,” she cried. Then she saw Mr. Holt, and be came bash ful.
Mr. Holt smiled down upon her. “So this is Clara,” he said. “Vic tor has

been telling me about you.”
Then a star tled ex pres sion came to his face. He stroked his hand over his

fore head. “So this is Clara,” he re peated and kept on look ing at her, till
Clara grew still more con fused and took Vic tor by the hand.

“Let’s run a race,” cried Vic tor. “I bet you I can run up to the barn and
back to the house be fore you can get to the house.”

Off they started with shouts of laugh ter.
But the old man re mained stand ing in the same place till the chil dren all

out of breath, came back to him.
When Mr. Holt, hold ing Vic tor by one hand and Clara by the other, fol- 

lowed by “Tips,” came up to the house he was in tro duced to Olga by the
land lady.

He ex tended his hand, looked at her in tently and a star tled ex pres sion
came into his face. “Why, I have seen you some where be fore, Mrs. Lee, but
I can’t re mem ber where it was or when it was.”

“No, I can’t re mem ber hav ing met you or seen you be fore,” Olga an- 
swered, “but I am very glad to meet you now.”

“Well, that’s what I should have said in the first place,” Mr. Holt re- 
marked apolo get i cally. “I am very glad in deed to meet you. Of course there
are so many of us in the world that it’s strange that not more do look alike.”

Olga turned to Vic tor who had come up to her. “How is my lit tle friend
to day?”

“Oh, I am all right. You want some candy?”
“Thank you, Vic tor. You are gen er ous as al ways.”
“What are you call ing me any way?” he asked brusquely.
“I said you’re a lit tle ras cal. If you don’t know what that means, I’ll tell

you. You are a sweet lit tle boy.”
“I ain’t sweet, but candy is sweet,” he mum bled, hav ing stuck an other

piece in his mouth.
While this ban ter ing took place be tween Olga and the boy, Mr. Holt had

been look ing fixedly at Clara. Olga was notic ing this and thought it would
not be well to re main there any longer. The old gen tle man might ask dis- 
con cert ing ques tions.

When she said that they had to leave, Mr. Holt looked dis ap pointed, but
said with a grace ful bow, “I hope I may have the plea sure of meet ing
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Rev. Lee, too. Vic tor has been telling me so much about you folks that I was
anx ious to see you.”

Then he bent down to ward Clara and took her lit tle hand in his. “Good- 
bye, Clara. I want to meet you again also.” Still hold ing her hand and look- 
ing into her up turned and smil ing face he added solemnly, “God bless you,
my lit tle girl.”

When Olga brought Clara home, Mrs. Carl son met them in front of the
house. Clara ran to ward her and ex claimed, “Oh, mama, I met such a nice
old man. He said, ‘God bless you,’ when he said good bye to me.”

Then she saw her fa ther com ing home from the field and ran to ward
him.

Mrs. Carl son asked, vis i bly ag i tated, “Did you see—— him?”
“Yes, I saw him. He’s a won der ful man. Very tall and straight and still

hand some… He took a great fancy to Clara. He kept on look ing at her all
the time. I was afraid he might ask ques tions and I left rather hur riedly.
Han nah, I know things will turn out all right. There was some thing so gen- 
tle about your fa ther. At times a shadow of sad ness would all of a sud den
flit across his face. I am sure he is miss ing you and that his great est wish is
to meet you again.”

“Do you re ally think so?”
“Yes, I do think so. I am cer tain of it. He was anx ious to meet my hus- 

band and he said he hoped he might soon see Clara again. I’ll ask Lars to
call on him one of the first days.”

The next morn ing while Lars and Olga were sit ting at the break fast ta ble,
the door bell rang fu ri ously and a boy’s shrill voice rang through the house,
the door be ing open: “Hello, this is me!”

“Who is ‘me’?” called Olga. Then—“Come in, Vic tor. What brings you
to town so early?”

“You must come to the door. Mr. Holt is here.”
Both Lars and Olga stood up and hur ried to the door. There stood

Mr. Holt, and Vic tor be side him.
Olga in tro duced the old gen tle man to Lars and asked him to step in side.
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Vic tor said he had to run an er rand for his mother fur ther down the street
and would come back later.

“You must par don me for call ing so early,” Mr. Holt be gan as soon as he
had seated him self, "but I sim ply had to come. Some thing strange hap pened
yes ter day. When I was up to the store with Vic tor he asked me if I had a lit- 
tle girl. I don’t know why it was that such a ques tion should have af fected
me so greatly. The fact is that I did have a lit tle girl. I might just as well tell
you now, that when she was a grown-up girl she left me. Shortly af ter Vic- 
tor had asked me the ques tion, there came run ning to ward me a lit tle girl
whose ev ery fea ture and ev ery ac tion and whose very voice was that of my
own girl. And then an other strange thing hap pened. When I met you,
Mrs. Lee, it seemed that one time or other I had seen you be fore. I was so
puz zled that you must have thought I was rather queer. I had in tended to ask
you about Clara but there was no chance as you left so hur riedly, and then
the chil dren were stand ing there.

"I asked the land lady about Clara. Then I be came still more puz zled. She
be came very ner vous and said that she did not know much about the fam ily
and that I had bet ter see the min is ter and his wife. She had no sooner said it
be fore she be came still more con fused as though she re gret ted hav ing said
it.

"It took me a long time be fore I could fall asleep. When I did sleep I had
a re mark able dream. I thought I saw my own daugh ter when she was of
Clara’s age com ing run ning to ward me. I could see her face as clearly as I
can see your faces. She was just beam ing at me. Her eyes were sparkling. I
stretched out my arms to ward her—and then I awoke all of a sud den and I
found my self stretch ing forth my hands. I was so deeply moved that I had to
arise and stayed up the rest of the night. I never in my life had a dream in
which I saw a hu man face so real, so life like. It’s strange, is it not, that in
our mind, in our brain, with out know ing it, we are car ry ing the ex act im age
of our dear ones, and some times it stands be fore us as real as if it were flesh
and blood.

“Then while I was pac ing the floor still un der the spell of the vi sion,
there sud denly flashed through my mind the scene which I had wit nessed
less than a year ago. One day I was walk ing through a cor ri dor in a hos pi tal
in Chicago. The door to one of the rooms was open. On the bed was ly ing a
sweet lit tle girl. By her bed was sit ting a young lady. I just caught the pro- 
file of her face. That’s the time I first saw you, Mrs. Lee.”
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“Why!” gasped Olga. “To think that you—” Then she stopped abruptly
and looked be seech ingly at Lars.

“Well, you’ve had some re mark able ex pe ri ences of late, Mr. Holt,” Lars
said in as much of a mat ter of fact voice as he could com mand. “We some- 
times do have strange dreams,” he added.

Mr. Holt did not seem to be greatly im pressed by Lars’ philo sophic re- 
mark. He con tin ued:

“I made up my mind to call on you folks as soon as morn ing came. And
here I am.”

“Well, I am cer tainly glad you came,” Lars was still speak ing as a self-
pos sessed min is ter should speak. “Now just what is it you would like to
know?”

“I want to know who is this Clara. I asked Vic tor. He says that her name
is Clara. That’s the only name she has.”

“That sounds like Vic tor,” said Olga who had by this time re gained some
of her self-con trol.

“Her full name is Clara Carl son,” Lars ex plained. “Her par ents live on a
farm a cou ple of miles out in the coun try. We have known the fam ily ever
since we came here. In fact I met them be fore I was mar ried.”

“Carl son?” re peated Mr. Holt and sank lower into the chair. A wave of
dis ap point ment seemed to sweep over him.

He sat a while look ing at the floor as in deep thought. Then he lifted his
head and spoke as though he feared the an swer to his ques tion:

“What’s her mother’s first name and how does she look? How old do
you think she is?”

“You bet ter tell,” said Lars to his wife.
“She has been and still is a very beau ti ful woman,” Olga an swered. “I

think she is about thirty years old. Her name is Han nah; her hus band’s first
name is Pe ter.”

“My God,” cried Mr. Holt leap ing to his feet. “That’s my daugh ter’s
name, and Pe ter was the name of the man she mar ried. It must be my
daugh ter.”

Lars stood up and put his hand on the old gen tle man’s shoul der and said
qui etly, “It is.”

Mr. Holt be gan to sway, and Lars stead ied him as he again sat down.
“Yes,” he said, “Now I re mem ber that he wrote his name Pe ter C.

Stormo. He must have changed his name.”



238

“That’s what he did,” Lars in formed him.
“Tell me ev ery thing you know about them. How do my daugh ter and her

hus band feel to ward me? Have they men tioned me?”
And Lars and Olga told him all the fine things they knew about Han nah

and Pe ter and Clara. Lars took par tic u lar pains to tell him that Carl son had
given up his athe is tic ideas and that only the other Sun day, at a forenoon
ser vice, he had given an im pres sive tes ti mony con cern ing his Chris tian
faith. And Olga told with bits of hu mor about his daugh ter and grand daugh- 
ter. Oh, yes, the Carl sons were the finest peo ple in the com mu nity and their
best friends.

Mr. Holt drank in ev ery word. Some times his eyes filled with tears. Then
again he laughed heartily.

When the nar ra tive had come to an end he sat silent for a while. Fi nally
he said:

“You will never know what all this means to me. I have not had a happy
day since Han nah left me. I tried to trace them, but the change of name pre- 
vented me from find ing them. I have come to re al ize that I was much to
blame. I was ea ger to de fend the doc trines of the Chris tian re li gion but true,
liv ing Chris tian ity I knew but lit tle about from ex pe ri ence. When I had a
change of heart—my sor row had much to do with it— I saw that in stead of
de bat ing with Pe ter I should have done the way you did, Rev. Lee. I am
afraid Han nah did not get much help from me in spir i tual mat ters. A bless- 
ing it was that she had a Chris tian mother and that she took her mother’s
Bible with her. That thought gave me com fort. In re gards to drink ing—I
con demned those who drank but did noth ing to stop the liquor traf fic. I am
glad that Han nah feels so kindly to ward me. I won der how we may know
just how her hus band feels to ward me?”

“You need have no fear con cern ing Mr. Carl son,” Lars as sured him. “But
to be sure in that mat ter I will call on him this af ter noon, and to mor row
morn ing I will let you know, Mr. Holt.”

They heard the pat ter of hur ry ing feet on the side walk and the next mo- 
ment Vic tor stood in the open door, flushed and ex cited.

“Say, Mr. Holt, if you want to go back with me, you must hurry. The old
horse is tired of wait ing.”

“Have you got time to wait for a glass of lemon ade and a piece of cake,
Vic tor?” Olga asked soberly.

“Yes, plenty time. I guess the horse likes to rest a lit tle while longer.”
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“By the way Vic tor, Mr. Holt is Clara’s grand fa ther,” Olga said as she
shoved a chair to ward him.

He sat down and grinned up in her face. “You are try ing to stuff me, ain’t
you?”
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17. A Happy Re union

IN THE AF TER NOON Lars walked out to the Carl son farm stead. In stead of
fol low ing the wagon road he took a trail lead ing through a for est un touched
by the fire. There was noth ing which made for clar ity of thought and calm- 
ness of soul as a walk through the woods.

Things were hap pen ing faster than he had an tic i pated.
What a strange, what a mys te ri ous thing life was. Of ten it seemed that

life was with out any mean ing at all, with out plan or pur pose, with out rhyme
or rea son. At other times one could eas ily trace the hand of God in the his- 
tory of the world or the small world of the in di vid ual.

How won der fully God had led him from child hood’s ear li est days till
this very mo ment. He could see the cabin on the moun tain slope, around
which clus tered so many pre cious mem o ries; there was fa ther, wise and pa- 
tient; mother, meek and mild; on the green ward he could see the cow and
the sheep. He thought of the many splen did peo ple it had been his priv i lege
to meet; the years of school ing; the call to be a ser vant of the Lord. Then his
heart grew warm and ten der as he thought of the won der ful gift God had
given him in Olga, and he thanked Him for her love and loy alty, her faith
and for ti tude, her never fail ing cheer ful ness. But great est of all bless ings
which had en tered into his life—the gift that glo ri fied all other gifts—was
Je sus Christ. Life with out Him would be dark ness and de spair; life with
Him, in Him, was a di vine melody, a never end ing source of light and love,
no ble aims and high en deavor.

And yet how of ten was he not un be liev ing, doubt ing, in dif fer ent. With
what in fi nite pa tience God was lead ing him. Oh, that he hence forth might
ded i cate all that was in him to the ser vice of God as an ex pres sion of his
debt and grat i tude to Him for the many bless ings which He had show ered
upon him. But he had, in spite of his weak ness, faith to be lieve that He who
had so gra ciously helped to this day, would help him the rest of the way.

There in front of him was the Carl son farm stead.
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What a trans for ma tion had been wrought, not only in the peo ple but on
the farm. Mr. Carl son had bro ken up sev eral acres of land; foot upon foot he
con quered the wilder ness. The house had been con sid er ably ren o vated.
There were no longer bro ken win dow panes cov ered with news pa pers. A
beau ti ful flower gar den had been planted on the south side of the cabin. The
whole place was as neat and nice as will ing hands had been able to make it.

Mr. Carl son was cut ting down a tree. The strong, steady strokes re ver- 
ber ated in the for est. When he saw Lars ap proach ing, he flung the axe aside
and came to ward him with a beam ing face and out stretched hand.

They sat down on a log and chat ted to gether pleas antly. Mrs. Carl son
saw them through the open door and ev ery now and then she could hear
them laugh. And the laugh ter was sweet in her ears.

“By the way, Mr. Carl son, have you folks ever heard any thing con cern- 
ing Mr. Holt, your fa ther-in-law?”

Mr. Carl son was silent for quite a while. He picked up a dry stick and
be gan to break it into small pieces.

Fi nally he said slowly and qui etly, “No, we have not. It’s my fault. I
never en cour aged my wife to talk about the past. Of late I have felt more
and more that I have wronged her. In the first place leav ing him the way we
did, and in the sec ond place for not try ing to get in touch with him.”

“How do you feel to ward him, Mr. Carl son?”
“Feel? Why, I would be only too glad to meet him and ask his for give- 

ness.”
“And sup pose that he had been try ing to find you folks?”
“That might not be im pos si ble. He thought the world of his daugh ter. I

can’t be lieve that he has been anx ious to meet me, though.”
“Would you like to meet him now?”
Mr. Carl son looked at him sharply. “What do you mean, pas tor? Meet

him? That would be the hap pi est day in my life—for Han nah’s sake.”
“You shall meet him to mor row.”
Mr. Carl son arose hur riedly and faced Lars. “Do you mean what you are

say ing? I must tell Han nah.”
“Wait a minute. She knows that he is here. Sit down and I’ll tell you all I

know about this mat ter.”
Mrs. Carl son had no ticed her hus band’s ag i ta tion. There was no longer

any laugh ter. Lars was talk ing and her hus band was lis ten ing in tently. Ev ery
now and then he was look ing to ward the house.
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Fi nally the men arose and came slowly to ward the cabin.
Mrs. Carl son met them at the door and greeted Lars with a puz zled look

on her face.
“I have good news for you, Mrs. Carl son. Your fa ther called on us this

morn ing. You had bet ter sit down and I’ll tell you what I have just told your
hus band.”

When he was through, Carl son sat there with bowed head, but Han nah’s
face shone like one trans fig ured. She went over to her hus band, placed her
hand on his shoul der and said, “Pe ter, isn’t this won der ful?”

Next morn ing. Lars no ti fied Mr. Holt of his visit to the Carl sons. He would
be glad to bring him to his daugh ter and her hus band and child.

The old gen tle man just sat and stared at Lars. He shook his head slowly
and whis pered as to him self, “Han nah, my daugh ter. Clara, my grand daugh- 
ter.”

“And Pe ter?” Lars said.
Then a smile spread across his face, and he said, “And Pe ter, of course.”

He stood up, tall and straight. “Wait a few min utes and I’ll go with you.”
On the way to town Mr. Holt was silent and Lars did not want to dis turb

him. They picked up Olga and pro ceeded to the Carl son farm stead.
“It’s all too won der ful to be lieve,” he said. But he did be lieve it. And

had he been silent go ing to town, he now talked fast and at times al most in- 
co her ently.

“Do you be lieve in prayers, Rev. Lee? Of course you do. I guess I don’t
know what I am say ing. This is a mo ment I have prayed for many a time.”

Then af ter a pause he added, look ing at Olga who was sit ting in the back
seat, “I guess oth ers must have prayed and planned, too.”

Olga usu ally did not lack words, but this time she did not trust her self to
an swer. She smiled at him, smiled through tears.

When they came to a sud den turn in the road, Lars called out cheer fully,
“Well, here we are.”

They passed by the cas cade and the big boul der. “What a pretty place,”
Mr. Holt re marked.

As they drew near the house, the door opened and Mr. Carl son stepped
out, fol lowed by his wife and Clara. They were dressed in their best clothes,
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Olga no ticed.
When they were within a short dis tance of the cabin, Lars stopped the

horses, and Mr. Holt got out slowly. Mr. Carl son ad vanced; he car ried his
head high. His face was shin ing. But Mrs. Carl son leaned against the door
post.

Just then a lit tle girl, dressed in white and with curls fly ing, ran past her
fa ther and fairly leaped into the old man’s arms.

“You are my grandpa, aren’t you?”
Lars turned the horses and drove slowly home ward. “Thank you, Lars,”

whis pered Olga. Then she buried her face in her hands.
The au tumn sun shone in a cloud less sky. The leaves were be gin ning to

turn yel low and pur ple. The young maples blazed like bon fires amidst the
dark green spruce. Large flocks of birds were fly ing in wide cir cles. A blue- 
bird flew softly across the road. A flicker was drum ming on the top of a dry
tree. A song spar row made the sun lit air thrill with his ju bi lant praise. God
was good. Folks were good. Life was good. Let all the earth praise His holy
name.

Lars stopped the team when a glit ter ing lake sud denly spread out in front
of them. Olga looked at him. It was the same dear old Lars and yet a new
Lars. His face was sharp, al most stern, but when he turned to ward her there
was a ten der light in his eyes.

“What are you think ing about, Lars?”
He put his hand gen tly on hers.
“I was think ing of what the most won der ful per son in the world wrote

me once upon a time.”
There was a merry twin kle in his eyes.
“Who was he and what did he write, if I may ask?”
“It was the per son who wrote: ‘A ser vant of the Lord must go where he

can do the most good!’”
“Lars, you know how to say it, don’t you?”
“Yes, it’s easy to say it when the heart is full of it.”
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