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Bertha’s Graveyard

Parable of the Tobacco Seed
Then shall the Kingdom of
Satan be likened unto a grain
of
tobacco seed, which,
though exceedingly small,
being cast into the ground,
grew and became a great
plant and spread its leaves,
rank and broad so that huge
and vile worms formed a
habitation thereon.
And it came to pass in the
course of time, that the sons
of men looked upon it and
thought it beautiful to look
upon and much to be desired
to make lads big and manly.
So they put forth their hands
and did chew thereof. And
some it made sick and others
vomited most filthily.
It further came to pass, that
those who chewed it became
weak and unmanly and said,
“We are enslaved and cannot
cease from chewing it.”
And the mouths of all that
became enslaved became
foul, and they were seized
with a violent spitting and
they did spit, even in the ladies’ parlors and in the house
of the Lord. And the saints of
the Most High were greatly
plagued thereby.
In the course of time, others
snuffed it and were taken
suddenly with fits and did
sneeze with a great and
mighty sneeze, insomuch that
their eyes were filled with
tears and they did look exceedingly silly.
And others cunningly
wrought the leaves into rolls
and did set fire to one end
thereof, and did suck vehemently at the other end
thereof, and did look very
grave and foolish, and the
smoke of their torment ascended up like a fog.
And all with one accord exclaimed, “We cannot cease
from chewing, spitting, snuffing and puffing.” So this was
the cause of many a death of
man, woman and child.

Bertha Dickinson was a decided enemy of tobacco. She used to say she hated
it. Now hate is a strong word, I know. My mother often said to me, “My dear, you
must hate nothing but sin.” And I never used the word without thinking of her advice. But I think, as
Bertha did, that it is
quite proper to say
hate in speaking of
tobacco, for it is poison, and it injures
more people than
most folks are willing
to believe. And then it
is so nasty! There,
that is another word
my mother never liked
to hear me say. She
said it isn’t a “pretty
word.” But I think it fits
tobacco; and Bertha
always thought so,
too.
Bertha
was
a
unique child. She
never acted like other
children but had a way
all her own; which sometimes made folks laugh and sometimes cry, and always
made them shake their heads and say: “What an exceptional little girl Bertha
Dickinson is!”
She took a notion into her head one day that she would have a little graveyard
all her own. There was a piece of ground in the garden behind the house where
nothing was planted. A long row of blackberry bushes hid this corner from the
house, and she used to go down there to play. It was one day after she had been
to visit Thomas Hill, the village undertaker, that she had the idea of having the
graveyard. She went straight to the woods and brought home four pretty little
trees, which she planted in the four corners of the lot she had chosen. And then,
thinking it best to get permission to use the ground, she went to find her father.
“Daddy! Daddy!” she called aloud, as he and several men were threshing grain
in the barn. “Will you give me the northwest corner of the garden?”
“The what, my child?”

New Life Mission Life Savor

“A little child shall lead them” Isaiah 11:6.
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“And there shall in no wise enter into it [heaven] any thing that defileth” Revelation 21:27.
“The northwest corner of the old
garden. It is bounded on the north
by the old apple tree, east by the
walk, south by the blackberry
bushes, and west by the sweet-corn
field.” There was a general laugh at
the conclusion of this speech.
Mother and Grandma Hapsey came
out to see what was the matter.
“You needn’t make fun of me,”
exclaimed Bertha. “I tried to be particular, so I could save you the trouble of going to see the spot.”
“Bertha wants me to deed her
the northwest corner of the garden,
Mother,” said Mr. Dickinson. “Are
you ready to sign papers?
“What do you want it for, my
dear?” asked Mother. “Are you going to build a doll house?”
Her mother knew that particular
spot was her little girl’s favorite resort. She was quite unprepared for
the answer, and for the roar of
laughter, which was repeated as
the child looked up and replied: “I
want it for a graveyard, Mother.”
When Father had recovered his
power of speech, he pursued his
inquiries further. “What are you going to bury, my dear?”
Quick as a flash of light, Bertha
picked up her father’s pipe, which
lay on the wooden bench by the
door. “This first,” said she, and off
she ran. So quick was her motion
and the words that accompanied it,
that no one saw what she had run
off with.
But when the day’s work was
finished, and the farmer was ready
for his evening smoke, the pipe
was missing and could not be
found. “Where is my pipe? Who
has seen my pipe?” shouted father
in not so pleasant tones.
“I buried it, Daddy, in my new
graveyard,” said the child coolly.
“You what?” Father repeated.
He wanted to make sure he heard
right.
“I buried it, Daddy, in my new
graveyard,” said Bertha. “Come
and see.”
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The heavy steps of the tired man
and the light trip of the young child’s
feet fell together on the garden walk as
they proceeded to the northwest corner
of the garden where Bertha pointed to a
neat little mound. At the head of it was
placed a bit of old roof shingle with the
inscription:
HERE LIES
MY FATHER’S PIPE
REST FOREVER
The astonished parent was at a loss
for words. He did not know whether to
laugh or to be angry. Finally he concluded to do neither, but to try to get at
the child’s meaning in all this. So, sitting
down on an overturned wheelbarrow,
he took Bertha on his knees and began
to question her. “Why did you do this,
child?”
“Because, Daddy, I didn’t want you
to die, as Mr. Thurston did. It’s a fact,
Daddy,” seeing a smile gather on his
tired face. “I heard Dr. Bell say so when
we were coming from the funeral. Miss
Stevens asked him what was wrong
with Mr. Thurston, and Dr. Bell said:
‘Pipe, Miss Stevens, pipe. He smoked
himself out of this world and into—well,
Miss Stevens, I can’t exactly say where
he has gone. If folks get so used to their
pipes here in this world, I don’t see what
they’re going to do in the other. It
seems to me they’ll want to keep up the
smoking. I’m almost sure they can’t do it
in heaven, for you know, Miss Stevens,
heaven is a clean place, and there is
not going to be anything there that defiles.’ So, Daddy, I thought I’d dig a
grave and bury the old pipe. You won’t
dig it up, will you?”
The farmer held his peace for a few
moments. Then he said slowly, but
firmly: “No, Bertha, your father is no
grave robber. I shall miss the old pipe;
but I suppose I must say about it as we
do about everything that’s put in the
grave: ‘Thy will be done.’”
“That’s good,” said the child, with a
kiss and a sigh.
“Was that what you wanted this
graveyard for?” asked Father, smiling
again, and seeking to divert the converJanuary-February 2018

“You are slaves of the one whom you obey” Romans 6:16, ESV.
sation which he feared might get beyond his depth.
“Was it only to bury that old pipe?”
“Oh no, indeed,” exclaimed Bertha earnestly.
“I’m going to bury other things here, too. I expect to
have a funeral almost every day. I’m going to bury
old Auntie’s snuff next.”
“Oh child, how are you going to get Auntie’s
snuff box?”
“I will get it somehow! I will manage it. You just
wait and see, Daddy. And then there are Joe’s cigarettes, and Uncle Ned’s cigars.”
Bertha proved to be a very busy little undertaker,
and before the week had passed more than a
dozen items had been buried in her new cemetery.
The graves were all made evenly, side by side, exactly the same size, nicely rounded and turfed. At
the head of each was a tiny board on which was
printed some simple epitaph. These headboards
cost the child a great deal of time and labor.

One was: “Auntie’s Snuffbox. Snuffed Out.”
On another: “Joe Tanner’s Cigarettes. Up in
Smoke.”
On the next: “Cyrus Ball’s Cigars. Burned out.”
The northwest corner lot was finally full. More
than sixty neat little graves were in rows. The apple
tree spread a friendly shade over the spot, and the
blackberries ripened beside them. Many a visitor
was taken quietly down the garden walk to see Bertha’s graveyard. But the best part was that for every
mound in that quiet spot, there stood a man or
woman redeemed from an evil habit, a living monument above it, and all alike bearing testimony to the
faithfulness and perseverance of a little girl who
loved purity and good health.
Selected from Scrapbook Stories, compiled by Ernest Lloyd
from Ellen White’s Scrapbook Collection. Published by Pacific
Press Publishing Association, 1949. Public Domain.

By Roberta Buller, written especially for NLM, 1997. She had a tremendous struggle—but she, with God’s power, won the victory!

1. The cigarette is my master; I shall always want – just one more. 2. It maketh my eyes red from
smoke-filled rooms: it sendeth my body and mind, into a rage when I have none. 3. It killeth my
soul: it causeth me to hide my sin for respect’s sake. 4. Yea, though I walk through the Valley of
Cancer and Emphysema, I must smoke one more; for the craving overwhelms me: my cigarette pack
and lighter – they give me false comfort. 5. Smoking causeth me guilt and shame in the presence of
non-smokers: it anointeth my body and clothes with a terrible stench; my ashtray runneth over.
6. Surely
S
craving and fear of death shall haunt me all the days of my life: and I will not dwell in
heaven (for nothing that defiles shall enter there) – but die forever. Cursed be the cigarette habit!
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By Martha W. Howe

True temp’rance boys and girls are we, We’re trying hard as hard can be
To learn health habits in our youth, For it’s a part of God’s great truth.
We join our hearts, and join our hands, And stand a true and loyal band,
From all bad habits we will flee, For temp’rance boys and girls are we.
We try to stand up straight and tall,
And not let shoulders droop or fall,
To walk on toes instead of heels,
And not to eat between our meals.
This last is hardest, we all think;
Instead of eating, take a drink.
The stomach must have time to rest,
Then for us all ‘twill do its best.

We know our bodies must be clean,
Inside as well as what is seen;
And so we take deep breaths of air,
Which lies about us ev’rywhere;
And then we drink at least a glass
Of water pure – each lad and lass –
Four times each day, and not at meals,
And soon we find how good it feels.

And when it’s time to go to school,
To study hard, obey the rule,
We’ll have clear minds to get our tasks,
And do the things the teacher asks.
The health work is the entering wedge
And ‘round our path a shelt’ring hedge;
‘Twill help us choose the right from wrong,
And make us good as well as strong.

We wash our hands before we eat,
Our finder nails keep short and neat;
Our teeth we brush both morn and eve,
And praise for gifts that we receive.
With windows open wide at night,
We sleep long hours till morning light,
These things will make and keep us well
This message we delight to tell.

It would be well for adults, children & youth to take the above as a pledge for health.
_____________________________________________________
I pledge to abstain from all unhealthy substances entering the temple of my body, by the help of God.
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