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TEDDY’S BUTTON

CHAPTER 1
AN ANTAGONIST

E stood in the centre of a little crowd of village

H boys; his golden head was bare in the blazing

sun, but the crop of curls seemed thick enough

to protect him from its rays, and he was far too

engrossed in his occupation to heed any discomfort
from the heat.

A dlim, delicate little lad, with a finely cut face,
and blue eyes that by turns would sparkle with anima-
tion, and then settle into a dreamy wistfulness, with a
deep far-away look in them. They were dancing and
flashing with excitement now, and his whole frame was
quivering with enthusiasm; with head thrown back, and
tongue, hand, and foot all in motion, he seemed to have
his audience completely spell-bound, and they listened
with open eyes and mouths to his oration.

With one hand he was fingering a large brass
button, which figured conspicuously in the centre of his
small waistcoat, and this button was the subject of his
theme.

‘My father he rushed forward—< Come on, men;
welll save the old colours!” And they shouted
“Hurrah!” as they made after him. There were guns
going, and shells flying, and swords flashing and hacking
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away, and the enemy poured on with fiery red faces and
gnashing teeth ! My father drew his sword—and no one
could stand against him, no one! He cut and he
slashed, and heads and arms and legs rolled off as quick
as lightning, one after the other. He got up to the
colours, and with a shout he plunged his sword right
through the enemy’s body that had stolen them! The
enemy fell stone dead. My father seized the colours
and looked round. He was alone! The other soldiers
had been beaten back. But was he in a funk? No:
he gave a loud “Hurrah!” picked up his sword, and
fought his way back, the enemy hard after him. It was
a race for life, and he ran backwards the whole way;
he wasn’t going to turn his back to the enemy. He
pressed on, shouting ¢ Hurrah!” till he got to his own
side again, and then he reached his colonel.

‘““Captain dead, sir! T've got the colours!” He
saluted as he said it, and then dropped dead himself at the
colonel’s feet, the blood gushing out of his heart, and over
his clothes, and over this button !’

The little orator paused as he sank his voice to a
tragic whisper, then raising it again, he added triumphantly,
‘ And thirty bullets and six swords have gone through my
father’s body! That was something like a soldier!’

‘Oh, T say!’ murmured a small sceptic from the
crowd, ‘it was twenty bullets last time, make it fifty,
Teddy !’

‘And that’s the story of my button,” pursued the boy,
ignoring with scorn this last remark.

‘And did your father have only ome button to his
coat?’

The voice was a strange one, and the boys turned
round to meet the curious gaze of a sturdy little damsel,
who had, unnoticed, joined the group. = She was not
dressed as an ordinary village child, but in a little rough
serge sailor suit, with a large hat to match, set well back on
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a quantity of loose dark hair. A rosy-cheeked, square-set
little figure she was, and her brown eyes, fringed with long
black lashes, looked straight at Teddy with something of
defiance and scorn in their glance.

Though at first a little taken aback, Teddy rose to the
occasion.

‘One button!’ he said with emphasis; ‘the coat was
sent to mother with only one button left on; and if you’—
here he turned upon his questioner with a little fierceness—
‘if you had been through such a bloody battle, and killed
so many men, you would have burst and lost all your
buttons, and not had one left, like father!’

There was a round of applause at this, but the small
maiden remained undaunted.

‘Is that a true story you told?’ she demanded, with
severity in her tone.

‘ Of course it’s true,” was the indignant shout of all.

‘Then I tell you, boy, 1 don’t believe a word of it !’
And with set determined lips she turned on her heel and
walked away, having sown seeds of anger and resentment
in more than one boyish breast.

‘Who is she?’ asked Teddy, as, tired and exhausted
by his recital, he threw himself on the grass to rest. One
of the bigger boys answered him.

‘1 seed her come yesterday in a cab from the town to
old Sol at the turnpike—she and her mother, I reckon.
They had two carpet bags and a box and a poll parrot in
a cage. I counted them myself, for I was havin’ a ride
behind, and the woman she called Sol ¢ Father,” so the
little one must be his grandarter!’

‘ P’raps they’ve come from ’Mericy,” suggested a small
urchin, capering round on his hands and feet. ¢Polls
allays comes over the sea, you know.’

‘ She didn’t believe me,” murmured Teddy, chewing
a wisp of grass meditatively.

‘Gals is no good, never! If she’d been a boy you
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would ’a fought her, but I shouldn’t care for nought like
her, Ted.’

Teddy turned his face upwards to the speaker. ¢No,
I couldn’t have fought her, Sam, if she’d been a boy. I've
promised my mother I won't fight again till she gives me
leave. You see, I fought four boys in one week last time,
and she says she won’t have it. I don’t see, if it is right for
soldiers to fight, why it isn’t right for boys !’

‘1 don’t think there’s any fellers left for you to fight
with, so youre pretty safe. Besides, it was only Tom
Larken, who set them on to try and get your button
from you, and he’s gone off to another part of the country
now.’ ~
‘I think, praps,” went on Teddy slowly, as he turned
over on his back and looked up at the clear blue sky above
him, ¢ that I wasn’t quite true about the bullets. I think
it was six bullets and three sword cuts. I forget when
I tell it how many it was; but she said she didn’t believe
a word !’

Five o’clock struck by the old church clock close by.
Teddy was upon his feet in an instant, and with a wild
whoop and shout he was scudding across the green, his
curls flying in the wind, and his little feet hardly seeming
to touch the ground.

There was none in the village so quick-footed as
Teddy, and for daring feats and downright pluck he held
the foremost place. Perhaps this accounted for his
popularity, perhaps it was his marvellous aptitude for
telling stories, many of them wild productions frem his
fertile brain, but certain it was that he was the pet and
the darling of the village, and none as yet had resisted his
sway.

Over the green, up a shady lane, across two fields, and
then, breathless and panting, Teddy paused before an old-
fashioned farmhouse. He passed his hands lightly through
his curls, pulled himself up with a jerk, and then quietly
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and sedately opened a latched door and entered the long
low-roofed kitchen.

There was something very restful in the scene. A
square substantial table covered with a white cloth, in the
centre a large bowl of roses and honeysuckle: home-made
bread and golden butter, a glass dish of honey in its comb,
a plate of fresh watercress, and a currant loaf completed
the simple fare. Presiding at the tea-tray was a stern,
forbidding looking woman of sixty or more, opposite her
was seated her son, the master of the farm, a heavy-faced
sleepy-looking man ; and at his side, facing the door, sat
Teddy’s mother. A sweet gentle-faced young woman she
was, with the same deep blue eyes as her little son; she
bore no resemblance to the elder woman, and looked, as
she indeed was, superior to her surroundings. Two years
ago she had come with her child to make her home
amongst her husband’s people, and though at first her
mother-in-law, Mrs. Platt, was inclined to look upon her
contemptuously as a poor, delicate, useless creature, time
proved to her that for steady, quiet work no one could
eclipse her daughter-in-law. Young Mrs. John, as she was
called, was now her right hand, and the dairy work of the
farm was made over entirely to her.

‘ Late again, you young scamp!’ was the stern greeting
of his grandmother, as Teddy appeared on the scene.

The boy looked at her with a twinkle in his eye,
put his little hand to his forehead, and gave her a military
salute.

~ ‘Sorry,” was all he said as he slipped into the chair
that was waiting for him.

‘ What have you been doing, sonny ?’ asked the young
mother, whose eyes had brightened at the sight of him.

¢ Telling father’s story, replied Teddy with alacrity.

A shadow came over his mother’s face, her lips took
a distressed curve, but she said nothing, only occupied
herself with attending to the child’s wants.
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‘ Your father was never late for his meals,’ the grand-
mother put in with asperity.

‘ Never, granny ? Not when he was a boy? I shall
be always in time when I'm a soldier.’

‘ Better begin now, then; bad habits, like weeds,
grow apace!’

Teddy had no answer for this; his mouth was full
of bread and butter, and he did not speak till the meal
was over. Then, whilst tea was being taken away by
the women, he turned to his uncle, who, pulling out a
pipe from his pocket, sat down by the open door to
smoke.

‘ Uncle Jake!’

A grunt was the only response; but that was sufficient.
The two perfectly understood each other, and a minute
after Teddy was perched on his knee.

‘I’m wondering if I can’t get an enemy!’ the boy
proceeded, folding his small arms and looking up at his
uncle steadily ; €all good people had enemies in the Bible,
and 1 haven’t one. I should like to have a good right
down enemy !’

‘To fight?’ asked his uncle.

‘To carry on with, you know; he would lay traps
for me, and I would for him, like David and Saul; we
should have a fine time of it. And then perhaps, if he
did something dreadfully wrong, mother would give me
leave to fight him, just once in a way. Don’t you think
that would be nice?’

‘ Fightin’ ain’t the only grand thing in this world ;
peace is grander,” was the slow response to this appeal.

‘That’s what mother says. She made me learn this
morning—*“ Blessed are the peacemakers!” but you must
have an enemy to make peace with, and I haven’t got one.’

- There was silence ; the uncle puffed away at his pipe;
he was a good man, and had more brains than his appear-
ance warranted, but Teddy’s speeches were often a sore
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puzzle to him. The boy continued in a slow, thoughtful
tone, ‘1 saw some one to-day that I feel might be an
enemy, but she’s a girl; men don’t fight with women.’

‘I'd rather tackle a man than a woman any day.
They be a powerful enemy sometimes, lad! And what
have this young maid done to you?’

‘She said,’—and Teddy’s eyes grew bright whilst the
blood rushed into his cheeks—* she said she didn’t believe
a word of father’s story—mnot a word of it! And she
laughed, and walked away.’

‘That was coming it strong ; and who is she, to talk
so %’

‘She’s a stranger; Sam said she’s come to live with
old Sol at the turnpike.’

‘That must be Grace’s child, said old Mrs. Platt,
coming up and joining in the conversation. ‘I heard she
was coming to stay with her father this summer, and glad
I am of it too—the old man is very lonely. I suppose her
husband is at sea again.’

‘What is her husband ?’ inquired Teddy’s mother, as
with work in hand she came out and took a seat in the
old-fashioned porch. |

‘A sailor. Grace was always a roving nature herself.
She never would settle down quiet and take a husband
from these parts. She was maid to our squire’s lady then,
and went to foreign parts with her; but folks say she’s
steadied down now wonderful.  They’ve been living at
Portsmouth, she and her little girl’
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CHAPTER 1II
"WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK THEN COMES THE TUG OF WAR.’

%I WO little determined figures, with flushed, resolute
faces, stood opposite one another on a narrow foot-
bridge over a running stream.

Neither could pass the other, but neither intended
going back, and the sturdy maiden, in her sailor dress, with
her small hands placed on her hips, appeared quite a match
for Teddy, who, with his golden head well up, looked like
a war-horse scenting the battlefield.

It was thus they met again; both employing their
Saturday afternoon in roaming along the edge of a stream,
they had suddenly come face to face with one another.

‘Youre to let me come over first,” she asserted very
emphatically, < because I'm a girl. |

‘Boys never go back. A soldier's son never! I'm
not going to turn my back before the enemy—I would
disgrace my button if I did.’

‘That old button!” The tone was that of utmost
scorn.

Teddy’s cheeks grew rosy red at once, but he said
nothing. |
‘1 got to this bridge before you did,” she continued.

‘I began to cross it first. And you, who are you ?
No one knows anything about you. I have been Crossing
this bridge for years.’

‘ More reason you shouldn’t cross it now. My name
is Nancy Wright, that's who T am.’

A princess could not have revealed her name more
royally. She added, after a pause, ‘ And I mean to come
over first, so go back.’
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‘Never! I never go back!’

‘Then I shall push you over in the water.’

‘Come on and try, then!’

Then there was silence ; both the little people eyed
each other defiantly, yet a little doubtfully, as if measuring
one another’s strength, and their faces grew eager at the
coming contest.

‘Boys always ought to give way to girls, always,’
Nancy said, using her strongest plea ; ‘ you’re not a proper
boy at all.’

‘You're not a proper girl. Youre wearing a boy’s hat
and a boy’s jacket.’

I'm a sailor’s daughter, and everybody can see I am.
You say youre a soldier’s son, why don’t you dress like
ene %’

Teddy felt he was getting the worst of it. He fingered
his button proudly.

‘I'm wearing something that has been in the thick of
a bloody battle; that’s more than you can do. Sailors
don’t know much of fighting.’

‘They know just as much as soldiers, and as to your
old button, I blieve you just picked up the old brass thing
from the gutter!’

‘ If you weren’t a girl, I'd fight you!’ sputtered Teddy
now, with rising wrath.

‘Pooh! I expect I could lick you; I don’t b’lieve you
have half as big a muscle as I have on my arm.’

‘A girl have muscle! 1It’s just a bit of fat!’

The tone of scorn proved too much for Nancy’s self-
control ; with a passionate exclamation she made a quick
rush across the plank, there was a struggle, and the result
was what might have been expected—a great splash, a
scream from Nancy, and both little figures were immersed
in the stream. Happily the water was not very deep,
and after a few minutes’ scrambling they were on dry
ground, considerably sobered by their immersion. Teddy
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began to laugh a little shamefacedly, but Nancy was very
near tears.

‘ I'll tell my mother you nearly drowned me dead.’

“1f you're a sailor’s daughter, you oughtn’t to be afraid
of the water ; sailors and fish are always in the sea.’

‘They’re never in it ; never!’

‘Well, they’re on it, as close as they can be to it.
Why, you're nearly crying! But you're only a girl, and a
sailor’s girl can’t be very brave—not like a soldier’s girl
would be.’

‘Sailors are much braver than soldiers,” said Nancy,
quickly swallowing down her tears; ‘and when they do
fight they’re in much more danger than the soldiers.
Father said, how would soldiers like the earth to swallow
them up just when they’ve been fighting hard and got the
victory? That's what the sea does to the poor sailors.
Their ship begins to sink, and they send up three cheers
for queen and country, and then stand on deck with folded
arms, and go down, down, down to the bottom of the sea,
and never make a cry!’

Nancy forgot her wet clothes in her eloquence, and
Teddy stared wonderingly at her.

‘Well,” he said, as if considering the matter, ¢ they may
be sometimes brave, but they don’t fight like the soldiers,
and they have no banners, and red coats, and band ; and
they don’t know how to march. A sailor walks anyhow. I
saw one once, and I thought he was tipsy, but he wasn’t.
A sailor walks like a goose—he waddles !’

‘You're the horridest, rudest boy I’ve ever seen !’

And with the utmost dignity Nancy walked away,
Teddy calling after her, ¢ You made a pretty good charge
for a girl, but you couldn’t get past me!> And then with
one of his loud whoops he raced home, and hardly drew a
breath till he reached the farmhouse door. His grand-
mother confronted him at once.

‘You young rascal, what have you been doing?



‘WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK’ 13

You're never a day out of mischief. If I was your mother
I'd give you a good whipping ; but she spoils you.’

‘ And you do, too, granny !’

Teddy’s laughing blue eyes, as he raised them to the
grim face before him, conquered, as they generally did.

‘There, go to your mother, she’s in the dairy; I wash
my hands of you.’

But Teddy crept up to his little room to change his
wet clothes before he met his mother, and then was very
silent about his adventure, merely saying, by way of
explanation, that he had fallen into the brook; but at
tea, a short time after, he suddenly said—

‘If you put a sailor and a soldier together, which
would you choose, Uncle Jake ?°

‘Eh, my laddie? Well, they’re both good in their
way. I couldn’t say, P’m sure.’

‘ Mother, wouldn’t you say the soldier was the bravest 2’

‘ Perhaps I might, sonny ; but a sailor can be quite as
brave.’

Teddy’s face fell. ‘I never thought a sailor could
fight at all, he said, in a disappointed tone; ‘I thought
they just took care of our ships, and now and then fired
a big gun off’

‘ Who’s been bringing up the sailors to you?’ asked
his grandmother.

‘That little girl I told you of—Nancy her name is.’

‘ Where have you seen her?’

‘ Down by the brook; we fell into the water together,
because we both wanted to cross at once.’

‘ But, my boy, that was naughty for you not to give
place to her,” and Mrs. John spoke reprovingly.

‘1 know it was, mother, but I wasn’t going to
turn back. That would be running away from the
enemy. You see, we met in the middle, and she’s not
at all a nice girl, and she’s so proud and stuck up about
the sailors !’



14 TEDDY’S BUTTON

‘ As proud as you are of the redcoat, I guess!’ old
Mrs. Platt said.

‘Do sailors and soldiers like each other?’ questioned
Teddy, ignoring the thrust.

‘T am sure I don’t know,” his mother answered, smiling.
<1 have never seen them together that I remember, but 1
should think they did. They both fight for their queen and
country.’

¢Well, Pm a soldier’s son, and I don’t like a sailor’s
daughter, T know that! I think she is a kind of enemy.’

¢ Oh, hush! sonny. You must have no enemies. It
is wrong to talk so.’

¢ That's what he was a-sayin’ to me tother day,” put
in his uncle slowly; ¢he says he wants one.

‘Yes, I do,” and Teddy gave a fervent nod as he spoke;
<and, mother, I believe most good people have enemies, SO
it must be right to have one.’

‘They never make one, as you're trying to do.’

Teddy looked puzzled.

< Well,’” he said presently, ‘I expect it’s because she’s
a stranger. She doesn’t belong to our village. I don’t
like strangers.’

She’'s no more a stranger than you were when you
first came here,’ his mother said ; ‘and the fact of her being
a stranger ought to make you kind to her.’

‘T'm thinking of calling on her mother,’ old Mrs. Platt
said, looking at her little grandson with her keen grey eyes;
“shall T take you with me to see the little oirlit/

‘Pve seen her enough, granny. Please, I think I'd
rather not.’

The subject was dropped, but Teddy’s thoughts were
busy. He ran down to the village green after tea, and
there met one or two of his special chums, to whom he
confided . the. events of | the 'afternoon : /They iict
applauded the scene at the bridge, but Teddy shook his
curly head a little doubtfully.
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‘Men ought always to give way to women, I've heard
mother say; but I couldn’t turn back, you see—it would
have disgraced my button.’

‘Tell you what,” cried Harry Brown, commonly known
as ‘ Carrots’ from his fiery hair, ‘you could ’a done what
the goats did in the primer at school—you ought ter have
laid flat down and let her walk across you.’

‘She would have hurt dreadfully, Teddy observed
thoughtfully. ¢ Besides, she’s so proud, I don’t think I
would have liked to do that.’

‘No,” put in Sam Waters ; “you did fine. I say, let’s
come up to the turnpike and see if she’s about there. T’ll
give her a word, if she begins to sauce me.’

Teddy agreed to this, and the trio trotted off along a
flat, dusty road, Teddy beguiling the way by some of his
wonderful stories till they came in sight of the low thatched
cottage, covered with roses, that guarded the turnpike.

They soon saw the young damsel, for she was swinging
on the gate, her dark hair flying in the wind, and her eyes
and cheeks bright with the exercise. She looked at the
boys, then laughed.

‘Poor little button-boy !’ she said : ‘you have to be
taken care of by two bigger ones.’

‘We've come to see you,” said Sam valiantly, ¢ because
we ain’t going to stand any cheek from you; so you had
better look out.’

Nancy stopped swinging, and resting her fat little
elbows on the topmost bar, asked saucily, ¢Did the button-
boy tell you to come and help him fight me? Are you all
three going to try?’

* We don’t fight girls, said Teddy.

‘ You push them into the water.’

‘1 didn’t.’

‘1 told mother about it. She thought you was a very
rude boy not to wait till I crossed over.’

2There was silence, then Carrots started forward.
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‘Look here, you'll have to learn your manners, and
we won't have a strange girl like you stick yourself up so.
We've come to tell you to look out for yourself if you don’t
stop 1it.’

Nancy laughed again, and swung herself violently
backwards and forwards. ‘Yo ho! my lads, yo ho!’ she
sang. ‘I’'m on my ship, and I don’t care for boys a bit;
they're all as stupid as they can be. Yo ho! We go!
Yo ho, lads, heave ho !’

Her elevated position certainly seemed to give her an
advantage.

‘We'll soon shake you off there!’ shouted Sam, his
wrath rising at her calm indifference to the lords of
creation.

‘Come on, and try. I'm up the rigging, and a storm
is beginning. Hurray—come on !’

Sam and Carrots made a furious onslaught, and the
gate was roughly handled, but the more it was shook and
wrung, the more derisive was Nancy's laughter, as she
clutched a firm hold with her small hands, and swayed to
and fro, calling out excitedly, ¢ Furl the main-sail! Stand
by, lads —steady — starboard hard! Port your helm!
Rocks to leeward! Reef the top-sail! Breakers ahead !
Yo ho!”

Teddy looked on, awed by these nautical terms, which
seemed to slip so easily from her lips. To him they seemed
wonderfully clever, but he was not one to stand aside long
in a scene of excitement, and with one of his wild war
whoops he rushed forward.

“On, boys! Charge! Hurrah!’

The gate rocked violently, and Nancy began to feel
her position was a perilous one. All the little people were
screaming at the top of their voices, when suddenly, in the
midst of the din, appeared Old Sol.

‘What now! Who are these trying to break one of
Her Majesty’s gates down? Be off, you young ruffians!
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Teddy Platt, youre at the bottom of all the mischief
brewing in the parish. Tl get my big stick out and give
you a thrashing before I've done with you.’

Old Sol's words were fierce, but the boys knew he
had the softest heart in the village, and they stood their
ground.

‘It’s all the button-boy,’ said Nancy eagerly, as she
descended from her perch, and laid "her little hand
confidingly on the old man’s arm. ‘He brought these
boys up to fight me, but I was up the mast, and they
couldn’t shake me off!’

‘We told you we wouldn’t ficht a girl,’ protested
Teddy indignantly ; you don’t speak the truth.’

‘ Well, what did you bring the boys for?’ demanded
the small maiden severely.

‘We came,” put in Sam boldly, ‘to tell you that if
you were so cheeky you would soon get into trouble. We
aln’t going to stand sauce from you.’

‘What has the little lass been doing, you young
scoundrels 2’

‘They’re only boys, grandfather; let us come in to
mother, and leave them. They’re the rudest boys I've ever
seen, and the button-boy is the worst, and his button jsn’t
worth a farthing I’

There was a yell from all three boys at this.

‘That’s it!” cried Carrots excitedly. *It’s the button
she’s so cheeky about. We ain’t going to have Teddy’s
button laughed at. We won’t stand it, Sol—we won’t !’

‘It shows she don’t know nothing, or she wouldn’t
talk so. She’s just a baby, that’s what she is.’

‘Why, she doesn’t believe father's story is true, Sol!
You know it is, don’t you ?’

‘She isn’t as old as the button itself.’

‘Ha! ha! she wasn’t born when it was in battle,
Much she knows about it !’

Sol had difficulty in quieting the indignant voices.
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¢ Lookee here, you boys, go home and leave my little
lass to me ; she knows nothing about the button. Il tell
her the story, and then she won’t laugh at it any more.
Ay, I remember seeing your father, youngster. He was a
brave man, he was, but he would never have made war
against little maids like this. Shame on you; get you
home! Get you gone, I say, or I'll bring my stick out.’

‘She’s been told the story. She listened, and she
laughed. She ought to say she’s sorry.’ -

Teddy stood with his legs wide apart, and his hands in
his pockets. His tone was severe.

‘Tll never, never, never say I’'m sorry. I'm glad of
what I said. I don’t believe a word of it !’

- And with this parting shot Nancy ran into the cottage,
and the boys returned to the village more slowly than they
came. |

‘ Mother,” said Teddy that night, as his mother bent
down for a ¢ good-night’ kiss, ‘T haven’t been good to-day,
and I don’t feel good now. I feel, when I think 1t over,
so angry inside.’

‘ What is it about, sonny ?’

‘ Father’s button.” The tone was drowsy, and seeing
his eyelids droop heavily Mrs. John said no more, only
breathed a prayer that her little son might fight as bravely
for Christ’s honour as he did for that of his father’s butten.
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CHAPTER III

A RECRUITING SERGEANT

T was Sunday morning. Along a sweet-scented lane,
with shady limes overhead and honeysuckle and wild
roses growing in profusion on the hedges at each

side, walked Teddy’s mother, holding her little son tightly
by the hand. The bells of the Villa,ge church were ringing
out for the service, and groups of two and three were
passing in at the old lich-gate. Mrs. John was talking in
her sweet clear voice to her boy, and he, letting his restless
blue eyes rove to and fro, noting every bird on the hedges
and every flower in the path, kept bringing them back to
his mother’s face with a dreamy upward gaze. ‘1 will try,
mother, T really will. I will keep my hands tight in my
pockets, and my feet close together; 1 will pretend I'm
going to be shot by a file of soldiers, and then I really
think that will help me not to fidget. I promise you I'll
be good to-day.’

And having received this protestation from him,
Mrs. John passed into church with a relieved mind.
Teddy’s restless little body was a sore trial to any one
who sat next him in church, and many were the lectures
that had been bestowed on him by Sunday-school teacher
and pastor, besides the gentle admonitions of his mother.

As Teddy quietly perched himself on the seat beside
his mother, he murmured to himself, ‘ Twenty soldiers in
front of me, twenty rifles pointing—I shall stand like a
rock—TI'll set my teeth, and I shan’t even blink my eyes.
Now I see the officer coming—he’s going to say ““ Present !”

I'm not moving a muscle. Five minutes more they’ll give
me ’—
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His active brain here received a check. There on
the opposite side, facing him, was N ancy, seated between
her mother and old Sol. She was still in her sailor suit,
and with her dark mischievous brown eyes fixed steadily
on him, Teddy could not remain unmoved beneath her
gaze for long. His little hands were working nervously in
his coat pockets. Why did she stare at him so ? Well,
he could stare back, and then blue eyes and brown con-
fronted each other for some moments with unblinking
defiance in their gaze. At last Teddy’s patience gave
way, and twisting up his little features into a most
grotesque grimace, he mounted a hassock to give her the
full benefit of it.

Instantly, out came a little red tongue at him, and at
this daring piece of audacity he gasped out loud, ‘I hate

ou!’

¢ Then, as all eyes in the surrounding pews were turned
upon him, and his mother’s shocked gaze met his, Teddy
crimsoned to the roots of his hair, and taking up a large
Prayer-Book, he used it as a shield from his small antagonist
during the remainder of the service. As the congregation
were leaving the church later on, the rector made his way
to young Mrs. Platt, who was lingering talking to a neigh-
bour. He was a grey-haired, gentle-faced man, with a
slow dreamy manner in speaking.

“Mrs. John, what has happened to make your little
boy so forget himself this morning 2’

‘Indeed, sir, T cannot say. I really thought he was
going to be good to-day.’

‘1 think he had better come to tea with me this after-
noon, and we will have a little talk together.’

Teddy looked up with awe in his blue eyes. He well
knew that this was the rector’s usual practice when any
delinquent was brought before his notice, but it had never
yet fallen to his lot to receive the invitation. Mr. Upton
had his own way of doing things, so people said, and he
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had greater faith in reasoning with any culprits than
scolding them, whether they were grown men, or women,
or children.

Teddy’s restless ways in church had been a trial to
him for a long time, and he felt that this morning’s action
must receive a check.

‘Thank you, sir, responded Mrs. John; ¢he shall
come to you after school is over this afternoon.’

And Teddy, completely sobered, walked home beside
his mother without uttering a word.

At half-past four he stood on the rectory doorsteps
looking into the cool broad hall in front of him, which
led out of a glass door at the opposite end into a brilliant
flower garden. Spotless white druggeting covered the
floor and stairs, and everything indoors denoted a careful
housekeeper. Mr. Upton was a widower, and was to a
oreat extent ruled by two or three old and faithful
servants.

As the boy stood there the rector appeared, and led
him into his study. _

‘We shall have half an hour before tea, to have a
little conversation, my boy. Sit down, and tell me what
you have been learning at Sunday school this afternoon.’

‘ Teacher was telling us about the children of Israel
in Egypt. DI’'m afraid I don’t remember very much what
he said, for I was busy thinking about coming to see you.’

Mr. Upton smiled, and drew the child on to talk;
then, after he was thoroughly at ease, he put a large Bible
in front of him.

‘I want you to read me a verse in the First Epistle of
St. John, and the third chapter. It is the fifteenth verse;
can you find it ?’

‘Yes, sir, and with an eager importance Teddy turned
over the leaves.

‘ Whosoever hateth his brother is a murderer,” he read
solemnly.
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‘That will do. Now think it over for five minutes
in silence, and then tell me what your thoughts are
about it.’

The boy hung his head in shame: he folded his
arms and sat immovable till the five minutes were over,
then he said timidly, I wouldn’t hate a brother. T'd like
to have one. Do you think it means the same when 1t’s
a girl 2’

‘ Precisely the same; a brother means any person in
the world—man, woman, or child.’

‘Then I ought to be hung.’

There was much self-pity in Teddy’s tone. Mr. Upton
did not smile, he was gazing abstractedly out of the
window, and said slowly, ‘The root of murder is anger.
The same motive that prompts a passionate statement,
prompts a passionate and perhaps fatal blow.’

There was silence ; then in a more cheerful tone the
rector turned to the little culprit.

‘And now tell me the whole story, and who it was
that you spoke to in church.’

Teddy was perfectly ready with his defence, and he
poured into his listener’s ears such a voluble story that the
rector was quite bewildered when it came to an end.

‘It’s father’s button I care about,” added the boy,
fingering his beloved object proudly, ‘and she didn’t
believe me a bit, and she put out her tongue as long as
ever she could !’

‘Tell me the story of the button. I have heard, but
hzve forgotten the details.’

Teddy’s eyes sparkled, and his little head was raised
erect again. Slipping off his chair, he stood in front of
the rector, and told the oft-repeated tale with dramatic
force and effect. Mr. Upton listened with interest, but
before he could offer any comment on 1t tea was announced,

and taking the child by the hand he marched him into the
dining-room.
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_Hot tea-cakes, strawberry jam, and plum cake kept
our little friend fully occupied for some time. He wondered
if all the naughty boys interviewed by the rector had been
treated to the same fare, and he began to think an invita-
tion to Sunday tea at the rectory highly desirable.

‘And now, said Mr. Upton, towards the end of the
meal, ‘I want some more talk with you. Your father was
a brave soldier ; he died in saving the colours. You want
to grow up like him, do you not ?’

‘Yes, sir, indeed I do.’

‘There is a little verse in God’s Word that describes
our Lord’s banner—His colours. Will you say 1t after me?
—< His banner over me was love.”’

Teddy repeated the verse slowly, and with interest.

‘1t i3 a wonderful banner, pursued Mr. Upton
thoughtfully, ‘the enemy confronted with it on every side.
In the thick of the fight we can but hoist our colours,
“ Love "—God’s love to man, when man is fighting from
his infancy against his Maker. What host would not
march to meet the foe with such a banner, dyed red with
the life-blood of their Captain, the Son of God, the Saviour
of the world 2’

Teddy drew a long breath, and when the rector
paused, he cried enthusiastically, ¢Please g0 Mo i ]
like to hear it. Will God let me hold up the banner
for Him ?’

‘If you have enlisted in His service. Are you one of
His soldiers 2’

‘1 don’t know.’

‘ God always wants each of us to present ourselves to
Him, if we want to enlist in His army. Have you done
that? There must come a time in our lives when we yield
ourselves wholly and unreservedly to the One who is our
rightful owner. "Why, my boy, do you believe that Jesus
died upon the Cross to save you? Did He bear your sins
for you there 2’



24 TEDDY'S BUTTON

‘Yes,” said Teddy, fixing his blue eyes earnestly on
the rector, ‘I really believe He did, for mother has often
explained it to me.’

‘Then how dare you stand aloof from His army?
How is it that you have never enlisted? Are you march-
ing along in the enemy’s ranks?’

Teddy’s small hands were clenched, and his eyes lit up
with a great resolve.

‘I'll enlist at once, sir. Tll be one of God’s soldiers

b

NOW.

‘How are you going to do it?’

‘I don’t know. Tell me, please.’

There was silence. Mr. Upton met the child’s earnest,
upward gaze with awe, as he realised how much hung on
his words. He had a firm belief in children being able to
lead a conmsistent Christian life. He knew the Master
would accept a child’s heart, and guide and keep the frail
and helpless steps on the way heavenward. And with a
swift prayer for guidance he spoke—

“You must tell God about it yourself, and don’t be in
a hurry. Kneel down quietly by yourself somewhere, and
first of all ask that the Holy Spirit may guide you, that
your sins may be blotted out, and your name written in the
Book of Life, for the sake of Jesus who died for you.
Then tell God you want Him to enlist you, and give your-
self right up to Him for now and for ali eternity.’

Mr. Upton spoke slowly and emphatically ; he knew
he often preached above the heads of his little hearers, and
he strove to speak in simple language now.

Teddy remained very silent; then he said, ¢ And if I
enlist, shall I have to be God’s soldier for ever and ever,
till I'm an old man of a hundred, with white hair and no
teeth ?’

‘Would you rather be one of the devil’s soldiers?’

‘No.’

‘You are quite right to think it over. I would
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rather you did not decide too hastily. Go home and
think it out. And come and tell me when you have
decided.’

The boy’s white brow was crumpled with anxious
creases.

‘I should like to be one of God’s soldiers, but who
shall I have to fight? Any real enemies, or only make
believe 2’

‘I will tell you about your enemies after you have
enlisted. I can show you one very real one that is your
worst enemy.’

‘Can you? A real live one?’

‘A real live one.’

Teddy smiled contentedly.

‘Now,” added Mr. Upton, ‘I am going to send you
home. If you enlist, the first person you will have to hold
up your banner to is that little girl whom you said you
hated. Before you go I want to pray for you. Kneel
down with me.

The evening sunshine streamed in through the open
window, and alighting on the white hair of the minister and
the boy’s fair curls, as they knelt together, bathed them in
a golden glory. With closed eyes and folded hands Teddy
listened to Mr. Upton’s prayer—

‘Loving Father, another lamb I bring to Thee.
Guide him in his decision, and if he enters Thy fold, use
him and bless him through all eternity. Grant that he may
fight a good fight, and be crowned with glory hereafter.
For Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.’

An hour later, and Teddy was seated by his mother’s
side in the old porch. His grandmother and uncle had
gone to evening church, and Mrs. John was left with her
boy alone.

He had been telling her the substance of his con-
versation with the rector, and now curled up on the low
wooden seat, his small legs crossed underneath him, he
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was gazing dreamily out into the sweet-scented garden.
The bees were droning, and the gnats humming amongst
the tall hollyhocks and crimson and white roses close by ;
the birds were already twittering their last ¢ good-nights’ to
one another, and a soft, peaceful spell seemed to be falling
on all around.

‘1 feel,” he said presently, as he gazed up into the still
blue sky, as if God is waiting for me, mother.’

Mrs. John did not answer. He added quickly, ¢ When
did you enlist, mother ; long, long ago?’

‘Yes, darling, just before T married your father.’

‘And when did father enlist? When he was a little
boy like me ?°

‘Not till he was a grown man, sonny. He often used
to say he wished he had given his heart to God when he
was younger.’

‘1 suppose God will take little soldiers? Do you
think I shall be the youngest He has?’

‘No, darling; He has many brave little soldiers
younger than you.’

Another long silence, then a deep-drawn sigh from
Teddy. |

‘1 feel I have very big thoughts to-night, mother, and
I get so crowded thinking. . Will you read to me before I
go to bed ?’

Mrs. John pressed her lips on the curly head so near
her.

‘My boy, I am so glad for you to have these
thoughts. Mother has often prayed that you may be
one of Christ’s little soldiers and servants. Now what
shall T read?’

‘ Read me about the three men and the burning fiery
furnace.’ |

And the young mother took her Bible in hand, and
drawing her boy close to her till his little head rested
against her shoulder, read him the story he wished.
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Later on, as she tucked him up in bed, and was giving
him a kiss, he clasped his arms round her neck and
whspered, ‘I think I'm going to do it quite by myself
to-morrow.’

CHAPTER 1V
ENLISTING FOR LIFE

HE village children were swarming out of school the
next afternoon. The heat and confinement of the
crowded schoolroom had not lessened the super-

abundance of energy and high spirits amongst them, and
the boys soon congregated on the green, bent on a game of
cricket.

‘Where’s Teddy?’ ¢Teddy Platt!’ ¢Young Ted,
where’s he got to?’ ¢Fetch Teddy!’ This was the
general cry. But Teddy was nowhere to be seen.

‘ Has he been kept in?’ queried one.

‘ Likely enough. He’s up in the clouds to-day.’

¢Oh, ain’t he just! Why, I offered him half such a
huge apple. My! it was a beauty! And his eyes sort o
wandered away from it, as if it had been a piece of mud!
“Thanks,” ses he, “Ill have a bite to-morrer—not

to-day.”’
‘ And teacher was down on him sharp, too,” put in
another eager voice. ‘He answered all the rithmetic

wrong, and he said forty soldiers made a rood! And
teachers ses, ““ Is your head good for nothing but soldiers?”
And Ted he got as red as fire, and says, “1t’s full of them
to-day, sir” ; and teacher said, ¢ Go down to the bottom of
the class till you can empty it of them, then, and tell me
when you've done it.” And when Ted comes next to me |
says, ““Is your button lost, old chap, that you're in such a
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stew¢” And he says, “No, the button is all right, but I'm
thinkin’ how to enlist.”’

‘He'll go for a drummer-boy as soon as he’s big
enough, and I'll go with him !’ cried Carrots,

“Oh, come on,” shouted one of the impatient ones:
“if Ted’s not here, let us begin without him.’

And Teddy’s delinquencies at school were soon
forgotten in the excitement of the game.

He had not been kept in, but had slipped away the
minute school was over, and was soon dodging in and out
of the thick overhanging trees along the edge of his
favourite stream. His little feet sped swiftly along, and as
he ran he talked in a whisper to himself, which was his
way when anything special was weighing on his mind.
‘Il go right into the wood, and get under a thick tree.
I won’t let a squirrel see me, not even a rabbit. I must
be quite quiet, and it must be like church, and I shan’t
come away till I've done it.

Into the wood he went, but he was hard to satisfy ;
roaming here and there, peeping round corners, and
thrusting his curly head in amongst the bushes, it was
fully half an hour before he chose his spot.

It was a secluded little nook under an old oak tree,
and the moss grew thick and green, and bushes of all sorts
and sizes formed a natural bower round the gnarled trunk.
In front of this tree Teddy stood, and then, half shyly, half
reverently, he took off his cap and laid it on the ground.
Looking up through the veil of green leaves above him to
the sunny blue sky beyond, he stood with clasped hands
and parted lips for a moment or two in perfect silence.
The soft wind played gently with his curls, and rustled
amongst the leafy boughs overhead, and in the distance
the birds’ sweet voices were the only sounds that met
his ears. As the boy’s eyes came back to earth they
seemed to have reflected in them something of the bright
sunshine above, and then down on his knees he dropped.
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Placing his little clasped hands against the old trunk in
front of him, and bending his golden head till it rested
likewise against the tree, Teddy prayed aloud, slowly,
and with frequent pauses—

‘O God! here I am. Have You been waiting for
me? I've come to enlist. And, please, I forget all Mr.
Upton told me to say; but will You forgive me my sins,
and write my name down in Your book in heaven 2—
Edward James Platt is my name. I've come to be Your
soldier for ever and ever. Will You please keep me
always? 1 never want to go back from being Your
soldier. Make me fight a grand fight, and help me to
hold Your colours up well; and please, God, will You
tell father I've enlisted this afternoon? Mr. Upton said
You would take me. I thank you for letting Jesus die
for me, and I'm very sorry I haven’t belonged to His
army before, but I didn’t quite understand that He
wanted me. Help me to be a good boy, for Jesus
Christ’s sake. Amen.’

A child’s prayer, but it was prayed with a child’s
strong faith, and as Teddy rose to his feet, he had the
assurance that God had accepted him. That scene in
the wood, when he dedicated himself to the service of
the King of kings, would be stamped on his memory as
long as he lived. And now that the deed was done a
great load seemed to be lifted off his mind. He came
into the midst of the boys on the green a short time
afterwards with a radiant face, and took his share in
fielding, bowling, and batting with such a vigour and
will, that he proved himself the hero of the hour. Later
in the evening he wandered into the dairy, where his

mother was busy, and asked her if he could go and see
the rector.

‘ What for, sonny?’

‘ He asked me to come. Is it too late, do you think ?
I sh