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THE POWER OF LOVE 

"Hans, won't you please stay at home tonight?" This was the plea 
of a mother as her only child, a boy of eighteen stood in the doorway 
ready to leave the home. "I am old enough now to take care of myself. 
I don't see why I should have to stay here at home all the time," was the 
reply, and with these words he slammed the door behind him. 

A sigh escaped the mother as she dropped into a chair. "What else 
could she do to influence her boy? She had talked with him time after 
time. She had tried to reason with him and to show him what such a life 
as he now was leading would eventually lead to. But it seemed all in vain." 
Little did she dream that on this very night the change, for which she 
so long had hoped, should be brought about. 

As Hans walked along the road in the dark to meet his companions, 
he had only few thoughts for his mother. Since the death of his father 
she had gradually lost control of him. And now he had become so used 
to staying up late at night and to sleeping most of the next day, that, 
when she asked him kindly to stay at home he thought of it only as un-
reasonable. 

It was already toward morning when Hans was on his way home that 
night. The waning moon cast its dim light over the country and a light 
breeze played with the trees and bushes along the roadside. Half a mile to 
the east he could see the dark cluster of buildings . belonging to Mr. Shad-
dock, one of their neighbors, and involuntarily his eyes and thoughts turned 
in that direction.—"Did she dream of him tonight ?—Could he ever hope to 
win her A bend of the road hid the dark cluster from his view. As 
he ascended a little hill a few minutes later his eyes again turned East-
ward. What was it. that met them? A chill went through him. The house 
was on fire. Without losing a minute he started toward the place making 
a straight cut across the fields. He had to climb through several fences; 
but in the great agony that had seized him he did not notice that his right 
hand was bleeding from a severe wire cut. By the time he reached the 
place, the north end of the building was in flames. Only a few minutes 
longer and the whole structure would be a heap of ashes. The people, 
some of whom belonged to the place and some of whom had come from the 
nearest farm, were running back and forth in great excitement. 

"Is there anyone left in the building?" he asked a little girl who was 
standing apart and weeping. 

"Yes, my sister, Emelia. She is sleeping in the north room upstairs. 
The men are—" 

He heard no more ; for in the next moment he had entered the door 
and had disappeared in the smoke. A few minutes followed, minutes that 
seemed like hours to those who in surprise had seen him go. Did Hans 
really possess the courage to risk his own life in order to save another? 
Then suddenly a shout went up from the excited crowd, for in the door-
way Hans made his appearance with the girl on his arms. But there his 
strength failed him and he fell to they  ground with his burden. Two of the  

men rushed up and brought them a safe distance away from the house. 
A little while later when he opened his eyes they met those of his mother. 

"Is she safe?" he whispered. 

"Hans, my dear boy you saved her," said the mother as tears rolled 
down her cheeks. A soft smile crept over his face as he again closed his 
eyes.—He had saved the girl who had won his heart. 

—R. Bergeson 

Wave aloft the blue and gold ; 
Pleasant memories they unfold 

Of long hours spent 

O'er our studies bent ; 

And of joys and pleasures untold. 

When vacation days appear 

We leave with hearty cheer ; 

But as memories return 

For old A. C. we yearn, 

And hail again the opening year. 

—Alva Berg. 
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