











§o—
g - 1
H
4
]
O —












bl

HERALD of HOLINESS for September 2, 1914 - . L e

- A Sheriff’s Sale

No one was greatly surprised when it was
announced that Lyman Hart’s home. and
household effects were to be sold at public
auction by the sheriff of the county. He
had “falled,” and now he was to be “sold
out.” Many of his nelghbors said they
were ‘‘dreadfully sorry for the Harts.”
They declared it was “all Lyman’s own
fault.,”

Old Nat Dake, the richest man in town,
and one who had never heen known to give
away a dollar, said, sagely:

“It i8 all very well to talk about gen’ros-
ity, but there’s such a thing as being just
before you are gen’rous, and I've told Lyman
Hart so many a time.. No man can give
away as reckless as he did and keep a roof
over his head. Charity’s all right, but the
place for it to begin -iz at home. There
ain't been a week in the past ten years
when Lyman Hart ain’t had some one hang-
in’ on to him that hado’t no claim on him,
an’ that he'd ought to have seht to the
poorhouse. And now he's belng scld out
because "he can't pay his taxes nor the
mortgages on his place and furniture.®

Nat Dake did not add, but everyone knew,

that he held most of the notes and mort-
gages Lyman Hart could not pay. They
knew that these notes and mortgages called
for a rate of interest higher tham old Nat
Dake could have exacted had he not taken
agitvantage of Lyman Hart's extreme neces-
sity. .
They knew further that Nat Dake had
10ng coveted the Hart's farm because it ad-
joined his own, and that he secretly re-
jolced over the distress which enabled him
to take the farm from Lymgan Hart. '

Even his kinder and truer friends were of
thie opinien that Lyman Hart had not been
wise,

“He has taken in and dore for them that
had no earthly cleim on him,” said garru-
lous old Ann Haskins, who had kXnown Ly-
man from his boyhood, and whose sorrow
for him was sincere. “What earthly claim
did his cousin's widow and her three cbild-
ren have on him, that he should keep them
a whole year after his cousin died and left
them without a penny in the world? .

“And when old Nancy David’s husband
died and they were taking her to the poor-
house, if Lyman Hart didn't meet the keeper
of thé poorfarmt with old Nancy in his
wagon, and because she was wailling and
crying, what did Lyman do? He just got
right out of his wagon and lifted her and
her poor little bundle of clothes into it, and
took her home with him, and kept her there
until ghe died, two years later,

“He sald he did it because o0ld Nancy
and his mother had been great friends, and
because he said Nancy had been good to him
when he was a boy, and had nursed his
mother through her last sickness. That was
Lyme Hart all over.”

Lyman, in his great generosity, had often
loaned money unwisely. Ie had endorsed
notes for others because they were unfor-
tunate, and he had had very many of the
notes to pay. The generous man had recog-
nized, possibly without sufficlent careful-
ness, the high law comprehended in the
words, “Bear ye one another’s burdens.”
This had made him a brother to any one in
trouble, and opened his heart to every cry
of the needy. And now he was to, be sold
out under the red flag of the sheriff!

Every one knew that old Nathaniel Dake
would bid in the house and farm, for he
held heavy mortgages upon them, and there
was no one else in the neighborhood able
to buy them. The household furniture, live
stock and farming utensils were also to be
sold under a chattel mortgage, and the
good man and his wife and thelr children
would be left almost penniless,

Lyman had a cheerful and hopeful spirit,
but it was not to be wondered at that he
was much cast down when the day
sale camae.

He was saddened as much by .the knowl-
edge of the fact that those he had trusted
had been unirue to him as by the loss of his
belongings. His plans for the future were
vague and unformed. He was unfitted for
anything ‘but farming, and he did not wish
to engage In any other occupation. He

.

of the -

would, he said, “begin over again,” but he
did not know where or how he was to begin.

The day of the sale dawned clear and
bright.
June day. The long piazza in front of the
house was filled with furniture and all sorts

-of household articles soon to be scattered

far and wide. The neighbors and strangers
came in great numbers to the sale and
tramped heavily in and out of the dismantled
rooms, some of them even peering-into clos-
ets and drawers. They all agreed in this —
that it was *“toco bad,” but most of them
added that Lyman Hart had “brought it on
himself” by his over-generosity.

The sale began at ten o’clock, when the
house and farm were ‘“put up” by Ben Jar-
rold, the big auctioneer from the town five
miles distant. He stood on the porch and
read, in a strident voice, the order of the
court for the sale of the property. Then
he took off his coat and hat, pushed up his
shirt sleeves as if preparing for a hand-to-
hand conflict, and calied out:

“And now, ladies and gentlemen, how
much am I offered for this fine property,
worth six thousand dollars if it's worth a
cent? Fifty acres of it are under cultiva-
tion and one hundred more in pasture and
woodland, with a good ten-roomed house,
fine barn and other outbuildings all thrown
in. Here ‘they are, ladies and gents. The
place would be dirt cheap at six, or even
seven thousand dollars, and I'm offered —
how much? Xow much do I hear to start
the. thing?”’

“One thousand dollars,” said a small man
with a squeaky voice, standing directly be-
low the auctioneer.

“One thousand dollars!” roared the aue-
tioneer,' “Put that man out! If I hear an
offer of less than four thousand dollars
there’ll be trouble!”

“Four thousand dellars!” called out Dake,
in his bold, harsh voice.

“Now that's something like it,” said Ben
Jarrold, “but it isn't enough. Give me an-
other bid! It's worth eight thousand dollars
this minute.”

On the outskirts of the crowd a man whom
no one knew called out, In a loud, distinet
voice:

*“Five thousand dollars!”

Every one turned and looked at him. Old
Nat Dake started and stared at the stranger
with a scowl. His mortgage was for four
thousand dollars, and he had expected to
bid in the farm for that sum, His savage
glance did not disturb the stranger. Ho was
a tall man, not over thirty years of age, with
a smooth, sun-burned face.

“Now, that is something like, ladles and
gents!” roared Ben Jarrold. “Flve thousand
will do very well to begin with, but it isn't
near its value. I'm offered five thousand
dollars. Five thousaund, five thousand. Am I
offered six?”

‘“Fifty-one hundred!” called out Nat Dake.

“Fifty-five hundred!” said the stranger, and
poor Lyman's face brightened. This would
enable him to pay all of his debts and save
his furniture and farming implements.

Dake's face was dark with rage, and his
keen gray eyes flashed as he snarled out:

“Fifty-six hundred!” :

“Fifty-seven!' cried the stranger.

“Fifty-eight hundred!” cried Nat Dake.
between his sct teeth. He loved money, but
he loved his own way, and he would spend
his dearly prized money rather than be
thwarted in anything on which he had set
his heart.

“Fifty-nine hundred!”
stranger, coolly. .

“Six thousand!” almost shrieked Nat
Dake, whereupon the stranger called out:

**Seven thousand!”

“Ah! This is something like!” exclaimed
the auctloneer, gleefully rubbing hls hands.
“How is it, Brother Dake? Witl you make
it seven thomsand flve hundred?”

Nat Dake hesitated a moment, then he sald
savagely:

“Yes, I will.”

“Good enough!” said Ben.
the gentleman ——"" )

“Eight thousand!” exclaimed the gentle-
man, whereupon Nat Dake, Hvid with rage,
mounted the piazza steps and called out,
defiantly:

““Who be you, m)q\how does anyone know

called out the

“And now will

There had rarely been a fairer ~

that you're making a real bona fide bid?
There’s some trick about this! Folks aln't
round giving eight thousand doilars for five
or six thousand dollar farms! Who be you,
and what proof have we got that you mean
what you say?’

The stranger came forward, mounted the

' steps, and stood on the other side of Ben

Jarrold.

“My name,” he sald, “is’ Harvey Mercer,
and here Is evidence of my good faith.”

He drew forth a large leather wallet bulg-
ing with bllls, and held it up for all to see.

“Some of you,” he satd, “remember David
Mercer, who lived here many years ago.”

“] dol!” crled several voices at once.

“He was my father, and was born on the
old Mercer place down by the ferry, about
two miles from here. Lyman Hart and my
father were boys together, and when, after
they were men, trouble came to my father,
Mr. Hart befriended him In many ways. He
became security for my father on a note for
fifteeen hundred dollars, and the first mort-
gage the generous man put on this place, I
am told, was to ralsc the money to pay
that note. 4

“My faiher went to the West, where he en-
gaged in mining, but for twenty-five years
he experienced nothing but iil luck. He
knew worse poverty there than ever he
knew here, until three months ago, in West-
ern parlance, he ‘struck it rich.

“But his good fortune came too late for
him to enjoy it. While preparing for a trip
east for the purpose of making restitution
to his creditors he was taken ill, and died
after a week’s illness. Among his last in-
structions to me was a request that I should
come east and pay Lyman Hart the money
due him, and full interest. More than this,
he charged me to add to it any sum that
might be needed to free Lyman Hart from
debt. I was solemnly urged to do this to
show my father’s love and gratitude to one
who, he sald, was the friend of the friend-
less and the helper of the helpless. My
friends, I am here to pay that debt.”

There was a wild outburst of applause, in
the midst of which Lyman Hart stole for-
ward and put his arms around Harvey Mer-
cer and hfd his bearded face on the young
man’s shoulder.

When the applause had died away, Nat
Dake, his face a picture of baffled desire and
fierce resentment, said, sneeringly:

“all right, young man, all right, but it
won’t pe very long before Lyme Hart will
be sold out by the sberiff again, if he’s as
blg a fool fn the future as he has been in
the past.”

“When that time comes, we will hope that
some other man who owes him a debt of
gratitude will come to his relief,” sald Har-
vey Mercer, and the crowd cheered again,
while the discomfited creditor stalked down
the steps, thumping each step savagely with
his cane.

In ten minutes Lyman Hart’s neighbors,
men and women, were at work putting
down carpets and carrying in furniture, and
old Ann Hasking said to Susan Marsh, as
they made a bed together in one of the bed-
rooms that had been restored to order:

“1 allus have thought, an’ I allus will
think, an’ I allus have said, an’ I allus will

gay, that the Lord don't allow any good deed’

to go unrewarded. He puts it down in the

book of His remembrance, an' some time, -

an’' in some way He lets it be known that
He ain’t forgotten it.”
“T reckon yowre right, Ann,” said Susan.
“] know that you are,” said Lyman Hart,
who chanced to overhear what Ann had
sajd. — J. L. Harbour, in Waverly Magazine.

Go and Do It

A man one day asked his friend, “"How
is it that you manage to get throngh so
much business and such a varlety of work?”
“I have but one rule,” was the reply, “and
that a very simple one: when I have any-
thing to do, I g0 and do it.”

This is a good rule for boys and girls. If,
instead of worrying about the difficulty,
thinking over the inconvenience, sighing
over the labor, they were at once heartlly,
energetically, with a will, to set about the
task, difficulties would vanish, and the work
be done-~East and West.
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