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VI.--THE PENITENT 

 

 

A man met a lad weeping.  "What do you weep for?" he asked. 

 

"I am weeping for my sins," said the lad. 

 

"You must have little to do," said the man. 

 

The next day they met again.  Once more the lad was weeping.  "Why do you 

weep now?" asked the man. 

 

"I am weeping because I have nothing to eat," said the lad. 

 

"I thought it would come to that," said the man. 

 

 

 

 

VII.--THE YELLOW PAINT. 

 

 

In a certain city there lived a physician who sold yellow paint.  This 

was of so singular a virtue that whoso was bedaubed with it from head to 

heel was set free from the dangers of life, and the bondage of sin, and 

the fear of death for ever.  So the physician said in his prospectus; and 


