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"He that is slow to anger, is better than the
mighty; and he that ruleth his own spirit, than he
that taketh a city."—Proverbs, xiv. 32.


The leading features of the following Tale, are founded on facts which
occurred some years ago in France; and which appeared to me so
striking, that I have ventured to enlarge upon the circumstances, in
some measure, and now offer them in their present form to my
young readers, in the hope that they may serve as a warning to such as
are in the habit of indulging in the dangerous and sinful passions of
anger and hatred, which are alike destructive in their effects, both
to themselves and their fellow-creatures.

Anger is the first step towards murder: it was through an indulgence
in it, that the first blood was shed upon the earth. We read, in the
fourth chapter of Genesis, that "Cain was very wroth, and his
countenance fell. And Cain talked with Abel his brother: and it
came to pass, when they were in the field, that Cain rose up and slew
his brother."

Who knows, when he gives way to anger, where its effects will stop?
For this cause it is written, "Be ye slow to speak, slow to wrath."
And St. Paul commands us, saying, "Let not the sun go down upon your
wroth." Our Saviour also has declared, that "if we forgive not, from
our hearts, every one his trespasses, neither will our heavenly Father forgive us our
trespasses."

Therefore, let me entreat you, my young friends, not to let angry
passions have place in your hearts; but let them be the seat of peace,
and love, and good-will towards your fellow-creatures. So shall you
find favour both with God and man.
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Just before the commencement of the harvest of the year 1788, several
fertile and beautiful provinces of northern France were visited by the
most terrible tempest of thunder, hail, rain, and wind, that ever was
recorded in the annals of history
[1].

The once fruitful land was, by its devastating effects, converted into
a desolate and barren wilderness. Fields of half-ripened corn were
beaten to the earth; the vines broken and utterly destroyed: even
the vegetable-garden of the humble peasant shared the same fate, and
was involved in one general ruin. A dreadful scarcity was the
result. Bread rose to an unheard-of price; the farmers were ruined by
the entire failure of their crops; and the peasants were unemployed,
and reduced to the greatest distress. One general voice of woe and
lamentation was heard throughout the land, "because the harvest of the
field was perished."

But God, who in his wisdom sometimes sees it necessary to afflict his
people, that they may acknowledge the greatness of his power, and
learn to know that it is but lost labour for them to till the ground
and sow the seed, unless the Lord give the increase, and send down his
fertilizing showers to quicken its growth; that, "unless the Lord
build the city, their labour is but lost that build it;" and "unless the Lord keep the city, the
watchman waketh but in vain:" since it is by his favour alone "we
live, and move, and have our being."

Yet he heareth the cries of the poor and destitute, when they call
unto him in the time of dearth; and raises up friends to those who
languish in poverty and distress.

In this time of great scarcity, God moved the hearts of the
inhabitants of the distant provinces (that had been so fortunate as to
escape the effects of the tempest) to commiserate the sufferings of
those who had lost their all; and many liberal subscriptions were
raised for their relief. Those persons who were possessed of much
wealth, and who resided in the immediate neighbourhood of the
sufferers, threw open their granaries and stores of corn, and sold
out the grain at a very low price, to such as could purchase it; and
to the very poor, who were in a starving condition, they commissioned
a certain portion of bread to be allotted to each family, according to
their wants.

Among those noblemen who were the most remarked for their generosity
to their poor neighbours, there was none showed a more benevolent
spirit than the seigneur of the little village of L—— in
the Pontoise district. This worthy man left no means untried, by which
he could lessen the distresses of his people. He appointed trusty
persons of the village to take account of those who were most in need
of assistance, and placed in their hands certain sums of money, with which they were to procure food and
raiment for the sufferers.

Among those whom he deputed to be his almoners, was the curé,
M. de Santonne, a worthy shepherd of the flock of his master Jesus
Christ, whose minister he was, and whose example and precepts he
humbly endeavoured to follow.

Three times a week did the peasants and their families assemble in the
court-yard in front of the curé's dwelling, to receive their
lord's donation of bread; and it was a beautiful sight to see the
venerable man dispensing the bread to his flock, accompanied by his
blessing and an exhortation to them to return thanks to God, who had
not forsaken them utterly in the time of need; and bidding them, at
the same time, remember their benefactor in their prayers, who had
so liberally provided food for their relief. Though this was
insufficient for supplying all their wants, it was still a great help
to them, as, without some such aid, many must have perished with
hunger and cold; for, to add to their misfortunes, the winter set in
with more than its usual rigour.

One morning, when the curé was in the court-yard, distributing
the usual supply of bread to his distressed parishioners, a youth of
singularly wretched appearance presented himself before his gate, and
pushing aside the crowd, forced his way towards the spot where the
minister stood, saying, in hurried accents, "Give me bread, or I
starve!" Surprised at the abrupt manner in which this request was
made, the curé looked up to examine the person who had thus
unceremoniously made known his wants; but surprise was soon changed to
feelings of deepest commiseration, when he beheld the famished looks
and wasted form of the youth, who appeared to be scarcely seventeen
years of age. His cheeks were of a ghastly paleness: his eyes hollow,
and deeply sunk beneath his brows, over which hung heavy masses of
dark hair, which added a yet greater expression of misery and famine
to the countenance of the wretched being who now stood before him with
extended hand, and eyes so eagerly fixed on the only remaining loaf
which the curé had to bestow, as though he feared it would be
denied him in his dire necessity.

The youth was a stranger to the curé, who was intimately
acquainted with all the inhabitants of the village, both old and
young. His curiosity was a little excited, to know who his new
claimant for bread might be; and as he considered himself in duty
bound to render a proper account of the manner in which his lord's
charity was bestowed, and upon whom, he asked the youth whence he
came.

"You are a stranger in this village," he said, addressing himself to
the young man: "What is your name?"

"Philippe," was the brief reply.

"You have another name besides Philippe?"

"It is of no moment," he answered, with an impatient movement, as if
unwilling to remain longer to be questioned.

"Where are your parents?" interrogated the curé.

"They are dead: I have no parents."

"Are you then alone?"

In great agitation he replied: "I have a brother, a sick brother, who
is dying for want of food. And oh! Sir," he added, wringing his hands,
while his voice was rendered almost inarticulate through excessive
emotion, "if you will not give me the bread for myself, yet let me
have a morsel of it for my brother, who is dying, I fear, with
hunger."

Here the unfortunate Philippe paused, and, covering his face with his
hands, wept bitterly for some minutes.

The benevolent heart of the curé was touched by the sight of
his anguish. "Go, my child," he said: "take this bread to your
brother; and may God restore him to you. But stay," he added, "I will
myself accompany you. Perhaps I may be able to administer consolation
to you yet further, by speaking the word of peace to your sick
brother."

Philippe did not hear the last words of the curé. With eager
hand he had seized the loaf of bread, and murmuring his thanks in
broken tones, disappeared from among the crowd.

The only intelligence that could be obtained respecting this singular
young man was, that a few days previous to the present time, he had
been seen to enter the village, supporting a pale, emaciated youth,
apparently somewhat younger than himself; but evidently suffering
under the effects of famine and disease. They were accompanied by
a Newfoundland dog, of extraordinary size, on whom Philippe, from time
to time, bestowed many marks of affection.

"They applied to my wife and I, for food and shelter," said one of the
peasants, who stood near at the time the curé made the enquiry
concerning the stranger; "but we could not think of taking the bread
out of our children's mouths, who had not sufficient, poor rogues, to
satisfy their cravings, to bestow it on strangers; and I made free to
ask them, if they were really so much distressed, how they could
afford to keep the great dog they had with them? But they could not
say a word to that, and walked away."

"Surely, Jacques," said the curé, in a tone of more than usual
gravity, "you have not, in this matter, acted according to the
precepts which are taught in the Scriptures, to do unto others as you
would be done unto yourself. What saith the apostle of our Lord? 'He
that seeth his brother have need, and shutteth up his bowels of
compassion from him, how dwelleth the love of God in him?' If you had
spared a morsel of food from your own necessity, for the relief of a
suffering fellow-creature, think you not that God would have returned
it four-fold, into your bosom? since he that giveth to the poor and
needy, blessed is he. Surely, my friends, if ye turn away your faces
from the poor man, and from him that crieth unto you in his trouble,
shall not the Lord also turn away his face from you, and mock
when your hour of distress is at hand?"
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