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LESSON 1
Letters and Sound —— A, a, n, i, s, O
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Big "A" is like an attic.

Letters:——

A, a, n, i, s, O.

Sound and say:——
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An [image: ] is in a [image: ].

An [image: ] is in a [image: ].

An [image: ] is on a [image: ].

An [image: ] is on a [image: ].

An [image: ] is in a [image: ].

An [image: ] is on a [image: ].


LESSON 2
Letters and Sound —— I, t

[image: alt]

Big "I" has its head in a bag.

Letters:—— I, t.

Sound and say:——
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A [image: ] is at a [image: ].

It is on a [image: ].

A [image: ] is at a [image: ].

A [image: ] is in it.

A [image: ] is at a [image: ].

It is on an [image: ] in a [image: ].


LESSON 3
Letters and Sound —— T, h, e

[image: alt]

Big "T" like a tree.

Letters:—— T, h, e.

Look and say:——
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A [image: ] is on a [image: ].

It is in a [image: ] at the [image: ].

A [image: ] is at the [image: ].

The [image: ] is in a [image: ].

The [image: ] is on a [image: ].

The [image: ] is in the [image: ] on the [image: ].


LESSON 4
Letters and Sound —— u, p

Letters:—— u, p.

Sound and say:——
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A [image: ] is on the [image: ].

A [image: ] is at the [image: ].

The [image: ] is up in a [image: ].

A [image: ] is up in the [image: ].

The [image: ] is in his [image: ].

It is his [image: ].

It is in the [image: ].

The [image: ] is up on the [image: ].

The [image: ] is up on his [image: ] at the [image: ].

The [image: ] is his.


LESSON 5
Letters and Sound —— m, c, r, p, P, N
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Big "N" like a narrow gate.

Letters:——

m, c, r, p, P, N.

[image: alt]

Sound and say:——

[image: alt]

A hat is on Nat.

[image: alt]

Nat sat on a mat.

[image: alt]

A cat sat on the mat.

It is his cat.

Pat the cat, Nat, pat the cat.
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A tan hat is on a can.
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A rat ran up on the tan hat.

A cat ran at the rat.
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Nat ran at the rat.

[image: alt]

A man ran at the rat.
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LESSON 6
Letters and Sound —— f, d, S

Letters:—— f, d, S.

Look and say:——[image: alt]

Sound and say:——[image: alt]
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1

The man has a fan.

The man has a can.

A fan and a can!

The fan is for Pam.

The can is for Sam.
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Pam ran for the fan and Sam ran for the can.
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2

Sam is at the tap.

Sam has his can at the tap.

Nat has a cap.

It is for Sam.
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3

Pam ran to the tap.

Pam has on a cap.

Pam has a cap and Sam has a cap.
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LESSON 7
Letters and Sound —— l, g, B
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Big "B" like two loaves of bread.

Letters:—— l, g, B.

Look and say:——[image: alt]
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Sound and say:——
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1

Ben has a red hen.

Ben fed the red hen.
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It is his pet hen.

Ben led his pet hen to the pen.

Ted ran to the pen.

Ted ran to Ben.
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2

Ned has a pet hen in the pen.

Ned set his pet hen in the pen.
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3

Ben has his red hen in the pen.

Ben and Ned let Ted get into the pen.

Ben led Ted to the pet hen Ned set in the pen.
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LESSON 8
Letters and Sound —— b, M, U

[image: alt]

Big "M" a much wider gate than N.

Letters:—— b, M, U.

Look and say:——[image: alt]
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Sound and say:——
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1

To bed, to bed, Pam and Ned!

Pam and Ned, get into bed.
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2

Ned set Meg in bed.

Meg is in bed at the end of his bed.

Up on his bed sat Ned.
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3

On the end of her bed Pam sat Peg.

Up in her bed sat Pam.
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4

Pam is a pet and a pet is Ned.

In his bed is Ned.

In her bed is Pam.
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LESSON 9
Letters and Sound —— H, J, K, k

[image: alt]

Big "J" like a fish jumping.

[image: alt]

Big "H" like a hurdle.

Letters:—— H, J, K, k.

Look and say:——[image: alt]
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Sound and say:——

[image: alt]


1

Jim is at the bin.

It is a big bin and it is a tin bin.

His pet kit, Kim, is on the rim of the bin.
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2

Jim let Sim sit on the rim of the bin.

Sim can dip the tin in-to the bin.

His pet pig ran to him.

It ran to him to be fed.

[image: alt]


3

"Tip the tin, Jim.

Tip the tin and let my pig dip in it.

My pig has let Kim sit on him.

It is my pet pig."

[image: alt]
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LESSON 10
Letter and Sound —— D

[image: alt]

Big "D" drills at a post.

Letter:—— D

Look and say:——[image: alt]

[image: alt]

Sound and say:——

[image: alt]


1

Hop, hop, hop!

Tot can hop to Tom and Dot.

Tom has Dot for a pet.

A pet dog is Dot.
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2

Hop, hop, hop!

Tom can hop. Tot can hop.

Tom and Tot can go to the top.

It is a red top and it is at a log.

Dot, the pet dog, ran to the log.
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3

Dot did not let Tom and Tot go to the top.

Dot got the top for Tom.

A pet dog is Dot.
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LESSON 11
Letters and Sound —— G, R, j

[image: alt]

Big "G" like a goat's head with a beard.

[image: alt]

Big "R" goes Rum-tum-tum.

Letters:—— G, R, j.

Look and say:——[image: alt]

[image: alt]

Sound and say:—— bad,

[image: alt]


1

Pam, run for the jug.

Run, Pam, run!

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

Get the jug. It is on the rug in the sun.

Run, Sam, and get the mug.

The pug pup is at the jug and the mug.
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2

Do not let him tug the rug, Sam.

It is not fun to let him tug the rug.

A tub is in the sun.

The pug pup is in the tub.

Rub him, Pam, rub Tup.

[image: alt]


3

Tut-tut! The pup is at the cup.

Cut a bun for Pam, but not for Tup.

Cut a bun for Sam, but not for the pup.

Tut-tut, bad pup!

[image: alt]


LESSON 12
Letter and Sound —— X

Letter:—— X

Sound and say:——[image: alt]
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1

Tup is a pet pup.

Sam rubs him in the tub.

Pam has Peg.

Pam runs to Sam and to the pug pup.

[image: alt]


2

Tom has a pet dog, Dot.

Dot got the top for Tom and a fan for Tot.

Tom is on a log and

Tot is on a box.
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3

Sim has a pig for a pet.

The pig let Kim sit on him.

Sim tips the tin to let the pig dip in it.
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4

Ben has a pet, but it is a red hen.

Ned fed the hens.

Ted, the dog, did not let the fox get to the hens.
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5

The pet cat ran to Nat.

Nat has ink, a pen and a pad on a box.

Tup, bad pup, up-set the ink on the box.
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LESSON 13
Letters and Sound —— W, V

Letters:—— W, V.

Look and say:——[image: ]



Sound and say:—— van, eggs.
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1

The man in the van is up on the hill.

Bess runs to tell Jess.

"The man in the van is up on the hill," Bess tells Jess.
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2

Bess and Bill run to the man in the van.

Bess has a bell. Bill has a can.

The man will fill the can.

He will fill the can for Bill.

[image: alt]


3

The man in the van fills the can for Bill.

He sells eggs.

He sells an egg for

Bess, an egg for Bill and an egg for Jess.

[image: alt]
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LESSON 14
Look and Say

Look and say:——[image: alt]

Sound and say:—— doll

[image: alt]


1

Tom ran to the shop.

Ned ran with Tot to the shop.

See them at the shop.

See the pet dog, Sham, dash to them.

See the dog dash to them at the shop.

[image: alt]


2

Tom has a ship. It is a big ship.

Ned has a top that is tan.

Tot has a doll with a sash.

The sash is red.

Sham has a fish.

It is not a big fish.

The man has shut the shop.

See! The shop is shut.
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3

This is the fish that Sham got.

This is the doll with a sash of red.

This is the ship that Tom got.

This is the top that is tan for Ned.

[image: alt]


LESSON 15
Look and Say

Look and say:——[image: alt]

Sound and say:—— Jill, Jen, had.
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1

Jack and Jill are chums.

Such chums are Jack and Jill.

The chums had much fun.

Such fun had Jack and Jill.

See them with the pets.

[image: alt]


2

The pets are Jen, the hen,
Chip, the chick,
Puck, the duck,
Jock, the pup and Mick, the kit.

[image: alt]


3

Jill has Jen, the hen,
Puck, the duck and Chip, the chick.
Jack has Jock,
the pup and Mick, the kit.

[image: alt]


4

The chums had such fun.

The chums are Jack and Jill.

[image: alt]


LESSON 16
Look and Say

Look and say:——[image: alt]

Sound and say:—— went, tit, then.
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1

The tom-tit was in a nest.

The tom-tit was at rest in its nest.

It sat on an egg.

The egg was not big.

[image: alt]


2

Bad Snip ran up the stem.

Snip was up the stem to get to the nest.

Just then, Spot ran with a stick.

Spot ran with a stick for Meg.

[image: alt]


3

Snap, snap! went Spot.

Snap, snap!

Then Meg ran to Spot and Snip.

"Bad Snip! Bad Snip!

Just let the tom-tit rest."

[image: alt]


4

Snip did let the tom-tit rest.

The tom-tit sat on the egg in its nest.

[image: alt]


LESSON 17
Look and Say

Look and say:——[image: alt]
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Sound and say:—— bank
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1

Scot was a dog.

Scot was a dog that swam.

He swam with a stick to Jock.

He got the stick when Jock was in for a swim.

[image: alt]


2

Scot was a bad dog.

He ran with the whip, but he did not swim to Jock.

He got the whip, when Jock was in for a swim.
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3

Jock swam to the bank.

He ran to Scot to get the whip.

"Stop, Scot! Stop, Scot!"

But no! Scot did not stop.

No! Scot did not stop, but Jock got the whip.
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LESSON 18
Letter and Sound —— F

[image: alt]

Big "F" like a broken feather.

Letter:——[image: alt]

Look and say:—— wee

Sound and say:——

[image: alt]


1

A band! A band! A band!

Such fun it is in a band.

Fan in a dress of red has a can.

A pan has wee Nan in a dress of tan.

[image: alt]


2

Jack has a drum and Jill has a drum.

Such fun had the chums with the drums.

Rum-a-tum-tum! Rum-a-tum-tum!

[image: alt]


3

Much fun had wee Fred, wee Fred in the red.

With his drum from Nat, he went rat-a-tat-tat.

[image: alt]


4

A band! A band! A band!

Such fun it is in a band.
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LESSON 19
Letters and Sound —— y, Y

Letters:—— y, Y.

Look and say:——[image: alt]

Sound and say:——

[image: alt]


1

Pam has a doll in a pram.

Pam went with the pram and Scot to the sand.

A crab was on the sand.


2

Scot ran to grab the crab. Bad Scot!

[image: alt]

"Yap, yap!" he went. "Yap, Yap!"

Scot ran to grab the crab.

Oh, bad Scot!

[image: alt]


3

But oh! Sad Scot! He did not grab the crab. The crab got a grip of him.

"Yap, yap!" he went. "Yap, yap!"

The crab got a grip of him. Oh, sad Scot!

[image: alt]


4

Jack ran to them.

See him with the crab in his hand!

He will drop it in the tin.

[image: alt]


LESSON 20
LOOK AND SAY

Look and say:——[image: alt]

Sound and say:——

[image: alt]


1

Nell is clad in a dress of red.

She has a pen, ink and a pad.

She has them on a box.

A rug is on the box.

The rug is tan.

[image: alt]


2

See bad Flip grab the rug!

He has up-set the ink on it.

Oh! Just see the blot on the rug!

Nell is not glad to see the blot on the rug.

Nell is sad.

[image: alt]


3

Bad dog, Flip, must go in his box.

See Ned clip the band on his neck!

Flip must go in his box.

Bad dog, Flip!

[image: alt]


LESSON 21
THE CHICKS

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

just drop

[image: alt]

1. Tom saw a seed. "This seems to be a seed from that weed," he said to Bess.

2. "No, Tom," she said, "I saw it drop from this big tree."

3. "Let us feed the chicks with seeds," said Tom. Bess and Tom got a deep dish and fed the chicks with seeds from the tree.

4. The chicks said, "Cheep, Cheep!" when Bess and Tom fed them.

5. The big hen was glad that the chicks got the seeds. Her eggs will be for Tom and Bess.

6. "I feel glad that we saw the seeds, Tom," said Bess. "Cheep, Cheep!" said the chicks, "we feel glad, too, Bess."

7. "We shall keep this dish, just to feed the chicks," said Tom.

8. "I see Dad. Let us run to meet him," said Bess. "Off we go!"

9. "Cheep, Cheep!" said the chicks. "Cheep, Cheep!"

[image: alt]


LESSON 22
THE PICNIC

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

pic-nic

catch

west

back

rock

off

[image: alt]

1. "Let us go for a picnic," said Dad to Mum and Joan.

"Oh !" said Joan, "I am so glad."

2. "I shall get a boat," said Dad. "Joan," said Mum, "get your coat."

3. "Step into the boat," said Dad, "and I shall let it float."

4. "Oh Dad!" said Joan, "I can see a fish."

"Get your net, Joan," said Mum, "I shall catch it for you."

5. Mum did not catch the fish for Joan. It swam to a big rock.

6. "Let us stop the boat at the bank, Dad," said Mum. "I shall cut the loaf for the picnic."

7. "Mum," said Joan, "I shall let this bit of the loaf soak for the fish."

8. "The sun is in the west," said Dad. "Let us get into the boat."

9. "Joan must go off to bed," said Mum.

[image: alt]


LESSON 23
THE GIFTS

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

six

bring

gift

had

clap

Beth

[image: alt]

1. Meg is six years old.

"Let us have a feast for her," said Nan. "It will be a treat. Each of us will bring a gift to the feast."

2. Tom has a big peach for Meg. Joan has red beads. Jim has a box for the beads. Beth has a neat dress for her. Bess has a doll.

3. Wee Fred will sit upon a seat near Meg. He has a gift, too. It is a pet kit.

4. We shall have such fun at the feast. Dear Meg will be so glad. She will be glad she is six years old.

5. Nan will read to us, when we have had the feast.

6. Clap for Meg! Clap for her feast!
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LESSON 24
THE ELF

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

elf fix

green drops

leaf bend

shell brush

[image: alt]

1. Tid was an elf. He was such a dear wee elf. One day, he had a pail and a brush.

2. "I shall paint this green leaf red," he said. Then he sat on a rail near by and did so.

3. "It will just do as a sail for my boat." His boat was a nut-shell.

[image: alt]

4. He had to fix the sail on with a nail. He saw one in the drain.

5. Such fun he had, when he went for a sail in his shell!

6. "Pit-pat! Pit-pat!" said big drops of rain.

"Oh dear!" said Tid, "I must get my boat to the bank. I can wait near the tree till the rain stops."

7. "Rain-drops, do not bend my red sail," said Tid.

8. "No," said the rain-drops, "we shall stop to-day, and let the sun see your boat with its red leaf sail."

[image: alt]


LESSON 25
MUD PIES

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

hear bump

tears them

mud still

steps

[image: alt]

1. "Oh! hear the rain!" said Bess. "We can't go out today."

2. Ned cried. Bess dried his tears. "We can still have fun, Ned," she said.

3. "Do you see that wet mud by the back steps? It will just do for mud-pies."

[image: alt]

4. Ned was not sad then. "I can get the mud for you, Bess," he said.

5. "Do not get wet, dear," said Mum. "No, I shall get his coat for him and tie on his hat," said Bess.

6. "What must I do with the mud, Bess?" said Ned.

7. "Bump it and rub it in your hands till it is soft," she said.

8. Ned tried. When his mud was soft, he said, "See! I have a pie, Bess." "I have six pies," said Bess.

9. "Oh Bess!" said Ned, "let us have a pie- shop, and when the sun dries the mud, we can sell mud-pies."

[image: alt]


LESSON 26
THE GARDEN

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

help

plants

wind

[image: alt]

1. One day Dad was in his big garden. Beth and Ted ran to him and said, "Let us help you, Dad."

2. Dad was glad. "You each may have a garden of your own," he said.

3. "Ted," said Dad, "you may help Beth to set the plants in a neat row." "Dear wee plants," said Beth, "grow up for me! Do not be too slow."

4. "I shall show Mum my garden," said Ted. "I shall show her my garden, too," said Beth.

5. "Ted," said Mum, "do not let that weed grow. The wind will blow its seeds into your garden. Throw it into the bin."

6. Each day, Beth and Ted saw the plants grow.

7. "What a dear wee garden it is!" said Beth, as she ran with her can. "I am so glad it is my own."
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LESSON 27
THE FARM

"Look-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

stack

tea

then

which

went

[image: alt]

1. "Get your hats, Joan and Jim, and we shall go to the farm," said Dad.

2. They went in the old dray. Such fun they had on the way!

3. At the farm they saw the hay in a big stack.

"May we play in the hay, Dad?" said Jim.
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LESSON 28
SHY TIM

"Look-and-Say" word

[image: alt]

"Sound-and-Say" words

milk

fell Tim's

Mum's sip

fresh wings

[image: alt]

1. A fly came by wee Tim. It saw Tim's milk. "I shall have a sip," it said. But it fell in.

2. Tim cried. "Why did you cry, Tim?" said Nan. "A fly fell in-to my milk," said Tim.

3. "I shall throw the milk out," said Nan. "The fly can then dry its wings and fly off to the sky."

[image: alt]

4. "Bad fly!" said Tim.

"Bad fly!"

5. Nan sat near Tim, and then he had the fresh milk. No fly came to have a sip of it.

6. Wee Tim was so shy. He hid in Mum's dress, when Pam came to see him.

7. "Do not be shy, dear," said Mum. "Pam will play with you."

8. Tim did play with Pam that day. They went to see the pigs in the sty.

9. "Wee, wee, wee, wee!" said the pigs.
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LESSON 29
WEE JOE

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Dear wee Joe is just one year old. Can he step out yet? Yes he can. See! When he steps out, he goes on his toes.

2. Catch his hand, Ned. Help him to step out on his two feet. He is due to step out now.

3. Dad says that he is a big lad, but Mum says that he is still just dear, wee Joe.

[image: alt]

4. Joan will let Joe play with her pet pup. When he is two years old, Dad will get him a pet pup of his own.

5. Mum says that it is best to wait, till Joe can run and play with his pet.

6. Joan will not let her pup run on the road. She will tie him up, if he will not stay near her.

7. Each day, Ned and Joan will help Joe to step out. The pup will go with them, too.
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LESSON 30
AT THE SEA

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words

twins

held

teach

catch
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1. The twins were so glad, when the day came for them to go to the sea.

2. "I shall take the spade Dad gave me," said Dave.

3. "May I take my pail, Mother?" said Jane. "Yes," said Mother, "and I shall bake a big cake to take with us."
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4. Off they went.

5. The twins, Dave and Jane, had such fun on the sand and in the sea.

6. "What a big wave!" said Jane. "Let us run from it, Dave."

7. "Catch us if you can," they said to the wave, as they tried to run out of the sea.

8. The wave did catch them, but Mother held out her hands and said, "I shall save you from this one."

9. "What fun that was!" said the twins.

10. "I shall teach you to swim," said Dad, "and then the waves cannot catch you."

"Oh yes, Dad, do!" said Dave and Jane.
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LESSON 31
WHITE MICE

"Look-and-Say" word
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"Sound-and-Say" words

clean

safe

Tom's

mate

[image: alt]

1. Dad gave Tom a gift of five white mice. He had to keep them in a big box.
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2. The box had wire on it, to keep the mice safe from old Tib, the cat.

3. When the mice saw Tib, they tried to hide from her. They did not like her.

4. Tom had to drive her off each time she came to the box. The mice had a fine time in the box.

5. Tom's mate, Dave, came to see the mice slide on a wire line, which Tom put in the box for them.

6. Have you seen white mice?

7. They are such dear wee pets. They run from side to side of the box.

8. Tom feeds them and keeps the box clean.

9. Run, mice, run! Run and slide on your line. Let Tom and Dave see you.
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LESSON 32
OLD SPOT

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words

liked

race

gave
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1. One day Ted saw a sad old dog. The dog had no home and no one to give him a bone.

2. A bad lad hit him with a rope, and drove him from his gate.

3. The sad old dog came up to Ted. Ted gave him a pat and said, "Dear old Spot! I shall take you home with me."

[image: alt]

4. Spot was so glad. Ted fed the dog and made him a bed by the stove.

5. "I hope he will stay with us," said Bess.

6. When Spot woke up, he did stay, for he liked Ted and Bess.

7. He goes for a run with them each day.

8. One day, Ted, Bess, and Spot had a race.

9. Spot won the race. Ted and Bess gave him a pat and then gave him a big bone.
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LESSON 33
SICK JANE

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words

sick

snug

lift

next

while
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1. Jane came home sick one day. Mother put her to bed at once. It was such a cold day.

2. "You must keep snug and get well, dear," said her mother.

3. Dad was sad when he saw Jane so ill.

4. "I shall bring her a gift which will be of use to her, while she is in bed," he said.

5. The gift was a box like a cube. "Lift the lid and it will play a tune for you," Dad said.

6. Jane did. "Oh, Dad!" she said, "may I let Bess hear the tune too?" "Yes, you may," he said.

7. "The tune in the box will help to cure Jane. It has made her so glad," said Mother.

8. Next day, Jane said, "I am well. May I get up to-day?"

Mother let her get up.

9. "I shall take my box and play the tune for my pet cat, Tib, and for my pet pup, Tup. They will like it, too," she said.
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LESSON 34
A BUS RIDE

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words

bus held

please pipe

thank miss
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1. One day Mother let Eve go with her in the bus, to see the shops. Pete, her playmate, went with them.

2. Eve and Pete liked the shops.

3. "Wait here for me," said Mother, "while I go into this shop to get a cake for each of you."

4. Pete held Eve by the hand, till Mother came out of the shop with the cakes.

5. "I hope you will like these," she said.
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"Thank you," said the chums, "they are nice."

6. "The bus is due to take us home," said Mother. "We must not miss it. Here it is!"

7. "Come, Eve and Pete. Take your seats."

8. As they drove home, Mother told Eve that she had a gift for Dad in her bag. It was a pipe.

9. "Oh, please let me give it to him, Mother," said Eve.

10. Dad was so glad when he got the pipe. "Thank you," he said. "I shall use it at once."
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LESSON 35
THE JACK-ASS

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Tom had been ill, so Mother took him for a visit to a farm.

2. It was late when they got to the farm. Tom was glad to go to bed and rest.

3. "Hoo, hoo, ha, ha!" was the cry which woke him the next day.

4. Tom sat up in bed. Mother smiled. "That is Jack," she said. "He is say-ing,? 'It is time to get up.'"

5. "Oh!" said Tom, "then I shall get up at once," and he jumped out of bed.

6. Just then, Old Jack came to a tree near by. He saw a big fat grub and soon had it in his beak.

7. "That will be a treat for the wee ones," said Mother.

8. "Look," said Tom, "off he goes with it to the old gum-tree."

9. "Hoo, hoo, ha, ha, ha!" cried Jack, as he sat up in the gum-tree.

10. "I am glad I am at the farm," said Tom. "I like to hear Old Jack."
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LESSON 36
THE FLAG

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Neil had a penny of his own, and then his mother gave him one.

2. "Thank you, Mother," said Neil. "I shall save up to buy a flag."

3. One day, he swept the steps, so Dad gave him a penny.

4. "Oh, thank you, Dad," he said. "Now I can buy a flag."
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5. Off he went to the shop and soon came back with the flag.

6. "Come and see my flag, Mother," said Neil.

7. "Look at the stars on it and the blue, just like the sky.

8. I am glad I saw it in the shop. Look at me, while I wave it."

9. As he did so, he cried, "Three cheers for the red, white and blue."

10. Jim and Ned came to visit Neil, and he let them wave his flag. "Three cheers for the red, white and blue," they all cried.
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LESSON 37
THE LOST DOLL

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Nell loved her rag doll. She named it, Pal, for it was her mate.

2. She used to take it to bed with her and hug it, as she went off to sleep.

3. In the day-time, she kept Pal in a pram.
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4. One day, when Nell went to the pram, Pal was not in it. Nell looked and looked for her doll but she did not find it.

5. "Oh Mother, Pal is lost. I cannot find her," said Nell.

6. Then Mother looked and Dad looked, but they did not find Pal.

7. When it was time for Nell to go to bed, she was sad and she cried. "Do not cry, dear," said Mother. "We shall find Pal."

8. When Mother went to Nell's bed she said, "Nell, come here and look!"

9. Nell ran to the bed. There was Pal in it! "Oh dear Pal, here you are! You are not lost after all," said Nell, as she hugged and hugged her doll.

10. "I for-got that I put her to bed, when I took off her dress to wash it," said Nell to Mother.
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LESSON 38
FRANK'S KITE

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. "Oh," said Frank. "Look at the tree, as the wind blows it about!

2. This is just the kind of day to fly a kite. Dad, will you help me to make one, please?"

3. "Yes," said Dad. "Ask Mother for paper, string and paste. I shall get two sticks."

4. Dad made the kite, Frank painted a face on it, while Mother made a tail with bits of paper.

5. Out into the open, went Dad and Frank to fly the kite.

6. Up, up, up, went the kite into the sky.

7. "How gay it looks with the smile on its face!" said Frank.

8. When the wind died away, the kite came down and Frank took it home.

9. He had a smile on his face as he said, "Oh, Mother, I am glad I have a kite to fly. I like to see it go up into the sky."
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LESSON 39
THE CAMP

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. "Are all the ports packed, Mother?" said Dad. "Yes," said Mother, "this is the last one."

2. With Ned's help, Dad put them in the car.

3. Then off he drove out into the bush with Mother, the twins, and Ned, to camp near a creek.

4. Ned went to chop trees for tent-poles. The twins, Joan and Meg, took the pail to the creek to fill it. Dad lit the fire, and Mother set out the lunch.

5. When lunch was over, Dad put up the tents near big gum-trees.

6. "Do let us wade in the creek, please," said the twins. Then away they went to float the leaves which fell from the trees.

7. What fun they had! Each day they woke, as the sun rose, to hear the glad call of the birds.

8. They were sad when the time came for them to go home.

9. "Cheer up!" said Dad. "We shall come back to camp here, next year."
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LESSON 40
GOOD BEN

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. I'm a dog,

My name is Ben.

This is how

I count to ten.
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2. One, two,

I bark at you.

Three, four,

Open the door.
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3. Five, six,

I do my tricks. Seven, eight,

I jump the gate.
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4. Nine, ten,

All say, "Good Ben."

5. One, two,

Three, four, five,

I am glad

I am alive.
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6. Six, seven,

Eight, nine, ten,

Let me hear

You say, "Good Ben."

7. Two, four,

Six, eight, ten,

Are you all

As smart as Ben?
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LESSON 41
THE NEST

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Two birds have made a nest with room for their wee ones.

The mother bird has laid three eggs in it.

2. A big leaf makes a roof for the nest in a cool spot up in a tree.

3. Soon the wee birds will come out of the eggs.
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4. When they cry for food, the big birds will get for them the grubs which are near the root of the tree.

5. As they grow older, they will fly out of the nest, and take a dip in the pool near by.

6. Wee birds rest in nests, but big birds do not. They roost in the trees, while the moon is in the sky.

7. Birds wake with the sun and then they sing.

8. It is day now. Let us go to the trees to hear the birds.

9. "Sing, birds, sing! We have come to hear you."
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LESSON 42
THE NEW CAR

"Look-and-Say" word
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. One day Dad drove home in a new red car.

"Bring it into the yard, Dad," we said.

2. "Do not mark it, Tom," said Bess, as Tom put his hand on it.

"Will you take us for a drive, Dad?" said Tom.
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3. "Yes," said Dad, "I shall start it up at once.

4. We cannot go far, for it will be dark soon. I shall drive as far as the farm."

5. "I am glad to hear that," said mother, "for I shall get fresh eggs, and a jar of jam, while we are at the farm."

6. "I hope Pam can see us in this new car," said Bess.

7. Soon we were at the farm. Mother got the eggs and the jam.

8. As we drove home, we saw stars peeping from the sky.

9. "Thank you, Dad, for the drive and for the new red car," we said.

[image: alt]


LESSON 43
PAM AND TIB

"Look-and-Say" word
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Pam has a big gray cat for a pet. Its name is Tib.
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2. One day Tib saw a rat. She ran at it and put her paw on it.
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3. The rat tried to get away, but Tib stuck her sharp claws into it and held it. Poor rat!
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4. Tib sleeps in a box. Pam puts straw in the box, to keep her snug.

5. Tib likes to lie by the fire and yawn.

6. Pam gives her bits of raw fish to eat.

7. Tib keeps her face clean.

She licks her paw and rubs her face with it. She likes to be clean.

8. Tib can catch mice in the dark. Can you see her green eyes?

9. Pam ties a bell on Tib's neck, and plays with her on the lawn.

[image: alt]


LESSON 44
JACK AND JILL

"Look-and-Say" word
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Did you hear that Jack and Jill fell down, when they went up the hill?

2. Jill saw a brown cow, and she ran away. Jack ran too, but he fell, and broke the crown of his hat.

3. "I must show Mother what I have done," said Jack.

4. "Now," said Mother, when she saw it, "how did you do that?"
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5. Jack, with a frown on his brow, said, "Jill and I ran away from a cow, and we fell down."

6. "Oh dear!" said Mother, "we shall have to go back to town, if you run away from cows."

7. "I like to be down here, Mother," said Jack.

8. "Then," said Mother, "take your pail and go back to the well."

9. "Come, Jill," said Jack, "off we go to the well."

10. They went. This time they did not run away from the cows.


LESSON 45
FUN WITH AN ELF

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Once upon a time, Ann and Nell went for a picnic by the creek.

It was a hot day and they sat down to rest in the shade of the trees.

2. "Do you hear a noise, Nell?" said Ann. "Yes, I can hear a voice," said Nell.

3. Just then, they saw a wee elf. "Will you join my mates and me?" he said.
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4. "We are so big. Do you think we shall spoil your fun?" said Ann.

5. "No," said the elf, "for I can make you just as tiny as myself."

"Oh, please do!" said Nell.

6. "Come down to our dell for we do not like to play on this soil," he said.

7. Off they ran with the elf, to join his mates.

8. "When toil is done, we have our fun," sang the elf.

9. They had much fun till the sun went down, when Nell and Ann had to go home.

10. "I shall point out the way for you," said the elf.

"Thank you, dear elf, for the fun," they said.
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LESSON 46
CHEESE FOR TEA

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Frisk was a father mouse and Flash was his little wife.

2. They lived with their three little ones, in a snug hole in the garden.

3. Each day, Frisk and Flash went out to find food. They found scraps about the house, and these they took to their babies.

4. One day, Father Frisk said to Mother Flash, "You stay at home, my dear, and mind the little ones.

I shall look around for some cheese for our tea."

5. Then he went into the house and ran about to find the cheese.
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6. He found it on a shelf in the safe.

7. He broke a big bit off, to take it home.

8. Just then, Frisk heard a loud noise in the next room.

He had to wait for a while, as it was not safe then for him to creep out, with the cheese in his mouth.

9. He peeped out.

Old Tib, the cat, was asleep by the couch, so Frisk was able to get away to his home.

10. What a shout the little ones gave, when Father came home with cheese for tea!
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LESSON 47
THE TWINS

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Roy and Joyce are twins.

They are just six years old and live down by the sea.

2. Every day, their father goes out in his boat to catch fish.

3. They often help him to load his boat.

4. One day father took them with him.
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5. Roy took his toy ship and let it sail near his father's big boat.

6. He tied a string to it, so that it would not float away.

7. "Ship ahoy!" he cried out, as he gave a tug to the string and made his ship sail back to him.

They did enjoy the day.

8. The twins like to watch the sea-gulls, as they fly near the waves and then high up in the sky.

9. When Roy is a big boy, he will help his father to catch fish in a net.

10. He will be a sailor when he is a man. He likes the sea.
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LESSON 48
THE LOST PUSSY

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. One cold day, little Betty heard a cry on the back steps of her home.

2. She went to see who was there and found a dear little pussy.

3. It was only a baby and seemed to have no home.

4. It was cold and hungry.

5. "Poor little kitty," said Betty. "Where is your home?"

6. "Me-ow!" said the kitten sadly.

7. Betty was a kind little girl. She gave the kitten some milk and then put it on a mat, near the fire.

8. It had a long sleep. When it woke, it ran about and was so happy.

9. "May I keep the little cat, please, Mother?" asked Betty. "I should like it for a pet."

10. "Yes,"said her mother. "What will you call it?"

11. "It is so black," said Betty,"I shall call it Topsy."

12. Every day they have such fun.

Betty ties a bell around Topsy's neck. She likes to hear the bell ring as the pussy runs.

"Tinkle, tink! Tinkle, tink!"goes the bell.
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LESSON 49
BO-PEEP

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. One day, Joan took her new book and sat under the shade of a big tree.

2. "I shall read about Bo-peep," she said aloud.

3. "Yes," said a voice, "but what good is that? No one ever tries to help me."

4. Joan looked up. There stood Bo-peep with her crook in her band.
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5. "I don't know what we shall do for wool this winter, if I do not find the sheep," she said.

6. "Are they down by the brook?" asked Joan.

7. Bo-peep shook her head sadly.

"No," she said, "I have looked there, and in the wood, too."

8. Just then, they heard the bleat of a sheep.

"Did you hear that?" said Bo-peep.

"It is my pet lamb. I call her 'Soft-foot.' She will help me to find the others."

9. She took up her crook and ran off.

10. "Good-bye, dear little Bo-peep," said Joan. "I do hope you find your lost sheep."
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LESSON 50
BIRDS

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

1. This little girl's name is May.

2. Every year, birds come to her garden to build their nests in the trees.

3. May likes to watch them.

4. The first day they get twigs. They make them firm with bits of hair, straw and string.

5. The birds carry these in their beaks. How busy they are and how happy!

They chirp all day long.

6. After the third day, when the nest is made, the mother bird will begin to lay her eggs.

7. She will not stir from them, till her babies come out.

8. Then the father bird is kept very busy.

He finds the food for the babies and their mother.

9. See how he whirls in the air, as he darts to catch a fly.

Now he sees a grub down in the dirt.

10. When the babies are fed, he sits near the nest and sings to them.

11. He will teach them to fly, when they are older.

[image: alt]


LESSON 51
OFF FOR A RUN

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Daddy took Mother and Molly for a drive. Laddie, their big collie dog, went too.

2. "We shall find a cool spot and rest in the shade for a while," said Daddy.

3. Molly did not wish to rest, so she took Laddie for a run.

4. Such a jolly time they had!
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5. They found a little creek.

Molly took off her shoes and tried to cross it, but the mossy rocks made her slip.

6. The water was not deep, so Molly did not get very wet.

7. Laddie ran over to a hole near the bank. Molly saw him sniff round it. He put in his paw.

8. It was the home of a little bunny.

9. "Come away, Laddie!" said Molly, as she tugged at his collar.

10. Laddie could not get the rabbit, so he ran back to the car with Molly.

11. "Did you have a happy time?" asked Daddy.

12. "Yes," said Molly, while Laddie wagged his tail.


LESSON 52
THE BUSH-FIRE

"Look-and-Say" word
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. A big gum-tree stood all by itself in an old church-yard.

2. It often felt lonely, for the other gum- trees were far away.

3. One day a bush-fire broke out.

The big tree was not hurt, for it was far away from the fire.

It felt very sad to see so many fine trees being burnt.
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4. A dear little possum lived in one of the trees which burst into flames.

He did not know that the bush was on fire, for he was curled up asleep.

5. His bed was a deep dark hole in the trunk of a tree. Here he slept all day. His soft fur made him feel snug.

6. The heat soon woke him.

When he saw the fire, he did not know which way to turn to get away from it.

7. "Oh! Where shall I go?" he cried.

8. The big tree in the church-yard saw him and waved to him.

9. He ran to it, just in time.

Here, he was safe from the fire.

10. The tree is never lonely now, for the little possum has made his home in it.


LESSON 53
THE ELVES

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Tippy, Tappy and Tuppy were three little elves.

2. They flew about all day, looking for work to do.

3. They often played tricks, too.

4. At the close of the day, they told each other where they had been, and all they had seen.

5. "I did some work in a garden to-day," said Tippy. "I gave a drink to a sick plant.

Then I pulled up some weeds which grew near it and threw them away."
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6. "Well," said Tappy, "I knew where to go to find a lonely little baby.

7. As I drew near his cot, he must have seen me, for he smiled and looked so glad.

I sang a happy little song to him, while I was there. You should have seen him clap his wee hands!"

8. "I fixed the screw of a toy train which could not go," said Tuppy.

9. "Then I had fun with a boy.

I sent a little breeze past him. It blew his hat off. Such a chase he had!"

10. Tippy, Tappy and Tuppy carry jewels on their caps. The jewels shine like stars, so that the elves can see in the dark.

11. They find time for work as well as for play. They are a happy little crew.


LESSON 54
THE CORN SEED

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. One day, Tom went to the store to get some corn for his horse.

2. As he came in at the garden gate, a thorn from a rose bush tore a hole in the bag.

3. Some of the corn fell out, and one seed was left near the porch.

4. Next day a storm came. The rain fell on the seed, and, after a short time, it began to grow.
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5. First a little green shoot came, and then the stalk began to grow higher and higher.

6. Soon, the plant could look over all the other plants in the garden.

7. Tom tied it with a cord, so that the wind would not blow it down.

8. He took his garden fork and dug the ground around it.

9 "Soon," he said, "I shall cut down the corn plant and give its seeds to my horse."

10. "You must wait till its flowers die, before you can do that," said his mother.

"Then its seeds will turn from green to gold."

11. Each day the sun shone on the plant, till at last, Tom found he could cut off the ripe cob and give it to his horse for dinner.
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LESSON 55
THE MOON FAIRY

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words

[image: alt]

1. One night, as Meg lay in bed, she saw the big round moon in the sky.

2. She sat up to look at a silver path which made a bright light from the moon on to her bed.

3. She saw a little fairy coming down the path. The fairy came right into the room.

4."Good-night, Meg," she said.
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"I saw you from the moon, so I came down the moon-beam path to you. Would you like to pay a visit to the moon?"

5. "Oh yes, please," said Meg. "It must be a grand sight up there."

6. "Just take a tight hold of my hand, and I shall make you so slight, that you can pass along the silver path with me," said the fairy.

7. The Old Man in the Moon was glad to see them.

8. The fairy took Meg round the sky to visit the baby stars.

9. "Watch me take a flight," said a baby star to Meg.

10. Meg got a fright, for it seemed to fall right out of the sky.

11. "Now, I must take you home, while the silver path is still bright," said the moon fairy. "We must be out of the sky before sun-rise."

12. So she took Meg back home and left her in her own soft bed.


LESSON 56
PETER'S LETTER

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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1. Peter was seven years old.

2. He had been very sick, so Mother took him to the sea-side to help him to get better.

3. While he was there, he sent a letter to his father who was at home.

4. This is what he put in it.



Dear Daddy,

I wish you were here with us. Mother and I have such fun. Every day we go down to the water for a bathe.

I like to watch the little crabs run over the sand.

Rover tries ever so hard to catch them, but they dig holes in the sand and get away from him.

The other day I met a little mate, named Bert. We made paper boats and sailed them in a little pool.

I went fishing with Bert and his father. Bert caught a little fish. It was a perch.

We shall be home soon, as I am very well now.

Mother sends her love and I send mine too.

Your fond son, Peter.
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LESSON 57
JOHN'S PARTY

"Look-and-Say" words
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"Sound-and-Say" words
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Part I

1. John is six years old to-day. He is having a party.

2. Mother is busy baking for it and Grand- ma is busy making the party caps.

3. The sun is shining.

John is smiling, for he sees Nell, his sister, taking the party things out into the garden.

4. Now he sees his little friends coming.

5. Here is Tom, driving in his new car. Fred is riding on his scooter. Wee Tim is hiding behind his big brother.

Ned, Jack and Ron are waving to John.

6. "Here we are!" they call out as they come to the gate.
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Part II

1. John and his little friends played on the lawn.

They had rides in the car and on the scooter.

2. Mother set the table out in the garden. She put on it a lovely cake with six candles, and many other good things to eat.

3. John lit the candles and then, later, he blew them out with one big puff, while he had a wish.

4. When it was time to go, each boy took his party cap home.

5. John says it was the best party a boy ever had.


LESSON 58
A SINGING BIRD

1. When Betty was digging in her garden, a little bird paid it a visit.

2. It perched on a tree right near her, and began to sing its song.

3. "Oh! What a sweet song and what a lovely bird!" said the little girl. "I must get Grand-pa to come and hear it."

4. She ran into the house and soon came out with Grand-pa.

They both heard the bird's song.

5. "Go for Grand-ma, my dear," said Grand-pa.

Soon Betty came out with Grand-ma by the hand.

6. Then Grand-pa, Grand-ma and Betty heard the song.

7. "Run in and tell Aunt Kate to come," said Grand-ma.

So Betty ran in for Aunt Kate.

8. Then Grand-pa, Grand-ma, Aunt Kate and Betty heard the song.

9. "Do go for Uncle Jack, Betty," said Aunt Kate.

Out came Uncle Jack.

10. Then there were Grand-pa, Grand- ma, Aunt Kate, Uncle Jack and Betty to hear the song.

11. "I must bring Mummy and Daddy to hear it," said Betty.

12. So then Grand-pa, Grand-ma, Aunt Kate, Uncle Jack, Mummy, Daddy and Betty heard the song.
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LESSON 59
THE LAST LESSON

1. "I am the last lesson in this book. Did you like these lessons?

Which one of us did you like best?

2. Soon you will be reading out of a new book.

I hope you will not forget me or the other lessons.

3. We have tried to teach you many things. It has been fun to hear you reading us every day.

4. We like to hear little boys and girls reading what we tell them.

5. When you get your new book, give this one to some friend who would like to read it.

6. Books do not like being left on a shelf. They like to be of use.

7. You may be able to help some other little boy or girl to read these lessons.

8. Keep your new book clean and treat it well.

A book is a good friend to you.

9. This book has been your friend. Did you treat it well?

10. Good-bye, little friend, I hope you will read many other books, as you grow older."
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LESSON 60
WHO?

1

Who was the boy

Who took his horn

And went to mind the sheep?

As he sat down by a big hay-stack,

He soon fell fast asleep.
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2

Who was the girl

Who took her bowl

And sat on a tuffet one day?

When a spider came, she felt afraid

And so she ran away.
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3

Who were the two

Who climbed a hill

To fill their pail at the well?

When they both fell down, one broke his crown;

The tale was sad to tell.
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LESSON 61
THE SAD TOOTH

1. It was a cold windy day.

Fred was glad to get home and sit in a cosy room.

2. Mother let him turn on the wire-less.

3. Fred heard a sweet tune and then a wee voice calling to him.

4. It said, "Fred, can you hear me?"

"Yes," said Fred, "but I cannot see you."

5. "No," said the voice, "I am a tiny elf, playing in your radio-set.

I often call to you but you do not hear me.

You were very still just now, that is why you heard."
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6. "Can you hear some-one crying?" asked Fred.

"Yes," said the elf. "It is that little front tooth of yours. It has cried all day."

7. "Why?" asked Fred.

"You did not brush it and make it shine," said the elf.

8. Fred felt un-happy.

"Oh, dear!" he said, "I did forget to use my brush.

9. Poor little tooth! I shall make you shine at once, and all the others as well."

10. Fred never forgets to brush his teeth now, both night and morning.

They shine when he smiles.

Do yours?
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LESSON 62
LITTLE TOBY

1. Toby was a sad little doggie.

He had run away from his home and could not find his way back.

He had no home and no one to be kind to him.

2. One day, in the street, he met an old dog, named Spot.

Spot had no home, so he and Toby became very good friends.

3. They shared any food they found. Some days it was hard to find food.

4. Toby saw Spot digging a hole one day.

"What are you doing, Spot?" he asked.

5. "I am going to hide this nice bone," said Spot.
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"Why?" asked Toby.

6. "Well," said Spot, "we have had plenty of food to-day, but later on, if we are hungry and cannot find food, we can come back and dig up this bone. It will still be good to eat."

7. Toby sat with his head on one side and looked on, while Spot hid the bone.

8. "How wise you are, Spot!" said Toby.

"I shall not forget to do that, whenever I have too much food for one day."
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LESSON 63
THE FROG

1. I am a frog. I can live in the water, as well as on the land.
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2. My mother laid eggs in the pond.

They floated on the top of the water and looked like tiny black balls joined together with jelly.

[image: alt]

3. I was one of the little black balls.
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4. When I was hatched from the egg, I wriggled out of the jelly into the water.
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5. I became a tadpole, with a big black head and a long black tail.
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6. I swam in the water wriggling my tail from side to side, looking for food.
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7. Soon my legs began to grow? first the back ones, then the front ones.
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8. As my legs became stronger and longer, my tail became shorter, till, at last, I had no tail at all.
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9. Then felt that I did not want to live in the water all my life.
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10. I found that I could hop out of the water on to the land and here I am in this great big world.
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LESSON 64
A CHILD'S "THANK YOU"

Child: "Thank you, Mother, for the bread I eat."

Mother: "We must thank the man who brings it."

Child: "Thank you, carter, for bringing the bread."

Carter: "We must thank the man who bakes it."

Child: "Thank you, baker, for baking the bread."

Baker: "We must thank the man who makes the flour."

Child: "Thank you, miller, for grinding the flour."

Miller: "We must thank the man who grows the wheat."
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Child: "Thank you, farmer, for growing the wheat."

Farmer: "We must thank the One who sends the rain to grow the wheat, and gives the sun to ripen it."

Child: "Thank you, God, for sending the rain, and giving the sun to ripen the wheat, that makes the bread I eat."



"Thank you for the world so sweet,

Thank you for the food we eat,

Thank you for the birds that sing,

Thank you, God, for every-thing."
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LESSON 65
THE WIND AND THE LEAVES

1. One day the wind wanted to play, so it looked about for play-mates.

2. At last, it saw some pretty leaves, dressed in yellow, brown and red.

3. They said, "We should like a game, Wind. What shall we play?"

4. "Let us start a chase," said the wind. "Away you go."

5. So off they went, the leaves in front and the wind behind.

6. What a merry time they had!

Some leaves were flying high, others were flying low.

7. The wind, behind, was calling, "Woo-oo, woo-oo", now softly and now as loudly as he could.

8. The leaves kept going, as long as the wind blew them.

9. At last the wind grew tired and stopped to rest.

The chase was over.

10. All the leaves fell gently to the ground.

11. They looked so tired and sleepy, that the wind turned gently away and left them to have a long, long rest, just where they lay.
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LESSON 66
A FAIRY CALL

1

"A silver bat and a golden ball!"

A little fairy made this call.

No one heard her I'm sure, but me,

As I sat under a wattle tree.


2

"A silver bat and a golden ball!"

Again she made her fairy call.

And sitting in the wattle tree

She smiled and waved a branch at me.


3

I know it was no dream you see,

For June-time brings the wattle tree,

Bearing pretty gifts for all

Who hear the wattle fairy's call.
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LESSON 67
THE RUN-AWAY PENNY
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1. Tom was so pleased when his mother gave him a new money-box.

"I shall save all my pennies in it," he said.

2. Daddy gave him a penny and he popped it in.

3. Every time Tom lifted his money-box, the penny rattled.

4. One day his grand-ma gave him three pennies. The penny in the box was so happy.

"Now I shall have some mates with me," it thought.

5. But Tom forgot all about his money-box. He ran off to a shop to buy a new red top.

6. Later, when Uncle Jack gave him a penny, he spent that too.

The money-box felt sad and lonely.

7. Some time after, a fairy came by.

She peeped into the box and saw the penny. She spoke to it.

8. It told her that Tom had spent all the other pennies that had been given to him and that it was very lonely.

9. "I shall help you to get out of this box," she said. This, she did.

10. Then she took the penny to the box of a little boy who saved his money.

11. At last it was happy, for in this box were many other coins.

12. The next time Tom lifted his money- box, no penny rattled in it.

He does not know to this day, that a fairy helped the lonely penny to run away.
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LESSON 68
OUR HELPERS

1

Who brings us flour, rice and cheese

And honey from the worker bees?
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2

Who brings the plums which are so sweet,

The beans and peas, so good to eat?


3

Who brings the milk which we must drink,

To make us strong and quick to think?


4

Who helps us all our teeth to keep

And stops the ache, which makes us weep?


5

Who comes to us when we are ill,

To make us well, with all his skill?
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6

Who cares for us at home each day

And loves us well in every way?

[image: alt]


LESSON 69
HOW STARS WERE MADE

1. One day the fairy queen, who lived beyond the sky, left her fairies to go down to earth.

2. She went to visit a sick child.

While she was away the fairies danced and played.

3. When night drew near and she had not come back, they began to worry.

4. One little fairy made a tiny hole in the sky-floor, to peep down to earth.

She hoped to see the queen.

Soon, many other fairies did the same.

5. They did not know that the lights of fairy- land would shine through these holes.

6. When the queen was on her way back, she saw the holes in the sky-floor.

She found all the fairies peeping through them.

7. "Oh Queen," they said, "you were such a long time away, we feared you were lost."

8. The queen smiled and said, "Those holes make the dark sky look so pretty; I shall leave them just as they are."

And so she did.

9. We call them stars, but fairies know that they are the lights of Fairy-land.
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LESSON 70
THE LOVE-BIRDS

1

The dear little love-birds

Have a secret, just for two.

They whisper to each other

All the glad day through.


2

They press their heads together

In a happy kind of way.

If I could be a love-bird,

I'd know just what they say.
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LESSON 71
OUR BEST FRIEND

1. When Jesus lived on earth. He went about doing good.

2. He was good to every-one.

3. He helped those who were sick, those who were lame, those who could not see, those who could not speak, those who could not hear, even those who were well and strong.

4. Every-one was happy to be near Him and they crowded close to Him.

5. One day, when He was with the crowds, some mothers came with their children.

6. They wished that their children might see His kind face and be blessed by Him.

7. Some of the friends of Jesus said, "Take the children away. Do not bother the Master. He has no time for them now."

8. But Jesus said, "Suffer the little children to come unto Me and forbid them not."

9. He took them up in His arms and blessed them.

10. What a happy day it was for the mothers and the children!
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LESSON 72
THE BEE

1. I am a busy little bee.
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I live in a hive with many other bees.
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2. There are three kinds of bees in the hive——the queen, the workers and the drones.

3. I am a worker and I gather nectar, as I fly from flower to flower all the day long.

As I carry this nectar in my body, it is turned into honey.

4. Some honey is stored in wax cells to be used when it is needed. Some is mixed with pollen from the flowers. This is called bee- bread and it is used to feed the baby bees.

5. Did you know that I came from an egg which the queen laid?

She lays many, many eggs, each one in its own little cell.

6. When I was hatched, I was a little white grub and I found some jelly food in my cell.

7. I lived on it for three days. Then I was fed with the bee-bread.

8. I grew and grew and, at last, I filled the cell.

9. Then I made a little cocoon for myself and had a long sleep in it.

10. When I woke up, I found that I was no longer a grub, but a perfect bee.

11. Watch me as I work among the flowers, but do not catch me for I shall sting.
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LESSON 73
JACK'S TOYS

1. Jack had many toys. His father made him a large toy-box and he kept his toys in it.

[image: alt]

2. One night, Jack went to his toy-box and took out his train, his set of tools and his motor car.

3. He played with them till bed-time.

Then he ran off to bed leaving them on the floor.

He soon went to sleep.

4. "When is Jack coming to put us to bed?" asked the train. "We cannot rest here."

5. They grew tired of waiting for him to come, so the train began to puff.

"Puff-puff! Puff-puff!" it kept on saying.

6. "Toot-toot!" called the horn of the car.

7. What a noise the set of tools made!

"Tap, tap! Bang, bang!" went the hammer.

8. Little Jack sat up in his bed.

"What is that?" he said.

9. He thought he heard his train puffing and then he knew that he had not put his toys away.

10. He jumped out of bed and packed them safely in the toy-box.

11. When Jack went back to bed, the room was so quiet, that even the toys must have fallen asleep.
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LESSON 74
ANIMAL HELPERS

1. Animals are our helpers.

2. The horse, the cow, the sheep, the cat and the dog are some of our animal friends.

3. Horses work for us. They carry our loads and give us rides which we enjoy.

4. Cows give us milk which is so good to drink. From the milk we get cream, butter and cheese.

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

5. Sheep give us wool from which are made warm coats, and socks, and caps, and rugs.

6. Puss has nothing to give, but like the horse, she works for us.

She rids us of mice and rats which are such pests.

7. We must not forget our good kind friend, the dog. He keeps watch, so that no harm comes to us.

8. These are our animal friends. We must be kind to them, feed them and see that they have water to drink.


LESSON 75
A PET

1

I don't know which I'd rather have
For a cuddly little pet.

A dear wee shy koala
Or a possum I could get.
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2

But they would want to sleep by day
And stay up all the night;

So I think I'll choose a puppy,
And make him do what's right.
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LESSON 76
THE SEA-SHELL

1. Joan and Ron went for a run along the beach.

They found a rosy shell.
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2. "Mother says, that a shell can tell you tales of the sea, if you put it to your ear," said Joan.

3. "Oh, do let us sit on the sand and hear the story that this one tells," said Ron.

4. "I can hear the waves rolling in," said Joan, with the shell to her ear.

5. This is the story Joan said the shell told her.

6. "Once I lived at the bottom of the sea. I was the home of a tiny fish.

7. One day, as I moved along in the water, I bumped into a great big fish.

8. My little fish fell out of its home and I was left, just an empty shell.

9. Then I was washed up on the sand where you have just found me.

10. I do not like being left on the sand, for the waves will toss me over the rocks and smash me."

11. When Joan told this to Ron, he said, "Oh, we must not let that happen to the pretty shell."

12. "No, indeed," said Joan, "we shall take it home with us."
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LESSON 77
NANCY'S DREAM

1. When Nancy's mother had tucked her in bed and kissed her "Good-night," she soon fell asleep.
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2. She had such a happy dream about fairies.

3. She dreamt she was in a cool and shady dell, where there were many trees and lovely flowers.

Glow-worms lit up the dell, like tiny stars.

4. She saw dear little fairies peeping from the flowers. Soon they came out, and taking hold of hands, they made a fairy ring on the soft green grass.

5. They danced round the fairy queen, singing softly as they did so.

6. Then they had a feast.

They used tiny mush-rooms for stools and larger ones for tables.

7. Their cups were gum-nuts, and their plates were flower-petals.

8. They sipped honey and had fruit from the trees.

9. Nancy liked to watch their pretty wings as they flew about, playing hide-and-seek.

10. At last it was time to end their play, for fairies must hide away before the peep of day.

11. Nancy watched them bowing to their queen as they said, "Good-night."

12. As the last fairy was about to leave, Nancy did not like being left by her-self in the dell, so she called out, "Please may I go with you?"

13. As she said this, she woke up and found that she was in her own bed and that it was all just a lovely dream.
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LESSON 78
A CHRISTMAS PARTY

I

1. Nell was a little girl who was very poor.

She had been ill for a long time.

She lived next door to Grace and Colin.

All were glad when she was better just before Christmas.

2. "Let us have a Christmas-tree party for Nell, please, Mother," said Grace and Colin.

3. "I think that is a happy thought," said Mother.

4. Grace and Colin cut out and painted Christmas bells and sent one to each of their friends.
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5. On the back was written,

"This Christmas bell

Rings out with glee

To ask you to

Our Christmas tree.

Come at 5 p.m. on 24th December."
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6. One day, they went to the shops to buy the gifts for their friends.

7. Early on Christmas Eve, all were busy with the tree.

Even little Nell helped.

8. Dad fixed a star to the top of the tree, Mother hung strings of silver and gold from its branches, Grace and Colin tied pretty glass bulbs to it, and last of all, Nell handed to them the gifts which they tied to the tree as well.

9. What a lovely sight it made!
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II

1. At last five o'clock came and Mother and Dad helped Grace and Colin to greet their friends.

2. The children did not see the tree at first, for they all went out into the garden to play.

3. They had a picnic tea on the lawn, and each one was given a Christmas-bell paper cap to wear.

They looked so gay.

4. After tea, they went in-doors to see the tree.

"Oh, how lovely!" they all cried, as they gazed at the tree which stood in the middle of the room.

5. They took hold of hands and danced round the tree, while they sang this song——

"Round the Christmas tree we go,

In a merry ring just so,

We are happy, we are gay,

For the morn brings Christmas Day."
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6. Then Grace and Colin cut the gifts off the tree and little Nell handed one to each of the friends.

How happy they all were!

7. When it was time to go home, the children thanked Grace and Colin for a very happy time.

Nell was the happiest of all.

8. Before going to sleep that night, Grace said to Mother, "What a happy day we've all had! Little Nell forgot that she had ever been ill."

9. "Yes," said Mother,

"It's loving and giving

That makes life worth living."
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THE QUEENSLAND READERS

This set of school books has been suitably illustrated, and has been included with a view to making the books attractive to children by quickening interest through the eye. The main aims of these readers are:




[image: alt]To instill the minds of pupils such a love of literature;

[image: alt]To impart useful information;

[image: alt]To provide matter of such variety and interest that the valuable art of reading aloud may be fostered.

[image: alt]To teach pupils to speak and write good English;

[image: alt]To secure a careful gradation of lessons.




A child who has gained the habit of reading for the sake of the pleasure and the profit that it brings will continue his self-education after he has left school. For young Chinese readers, they should benefit more from these books which originated from the foreign schools.
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免费下载

朗读文件

http://blog.sina.com.cn/homeschoolnow


ABOUT THE BOOK

This set of school readers was introduced and used to teach thousands of Queensland children to read. The choice of stories within the Readers was therefore crucial to encouraging success in literacy. The Readers featured:

[image: alt]classic stories from English literature

[image: alt]adventure stories

[image: alt]accounts from British, Australian and Queensland history

[image: alt]biographies of significant figures in history

[image: alt]traditional fairy tales

[image: alt]poems

[image: alt]health lessons

[image: alt]stories encouraging the development of good character.

Along with the skill and love of reading, the aim of the Readers was to encourage the development of good character. The content of the Readers consequently include a treasure trove of facts, moral tales, fables and poetry that reflect the values and concerns of the times in which they were written.
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欢迎访问家庭学校微博／博客

http://weibo.com/318999618

http://blog.sina.com.cn/homeschoolnow

http://shop34220980.taobao.com（淘宝）
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THE
QUEENSLAND
READERS


LESSON 1
COUNT TEN


  
    	aunt
    	care-less
    	cor-rect
    	count
  

  
    	flow-ers
    	hasty
    	my-self
    	vexed
  



1. One day Fred's aunt sent him a new spade and a small box of seeds.

2. As soon as he got them, he went out to his own bit of ground at the back of the house to plant the seeds.

3. Jane went with him; and as he dug she stood near him and talked with him. She held the box of seeds in her hand.

4. As Jane stood by Fred and talked, she let the box of seeds fall on the ground. The lid of the box came off, and all the seeds fell out.

5. Poor Jane was a good, kind girl. She was much vexed, and said so to Fred. But Fred did not speak to her.

6. "O Fred!" cried she, "why don't you speak to me?"

"I wished," said Fred, "to wait till I could count ten."

7. "Count ten!" said Jane. "What do you mean? Why did you wish to count ten?"

"Oh," said Fred, "aunt once told me to count ten before I spoke, if ever I felt angry. I know that I am often hasty to you, Jane; and I want to correct myself."

8. "O Fred, how good you are! It was very careless of me to let the box of seeds fall; but see, I have picked them all up again. Here they are."

9. The seeds were put into the ground, and day by day Fred and Jane came to watch them grow up. At last a lot of small green blades peeped above the ground. They soon grew up, with pretty flowers, to the great joy of the children.

10. Before you speak a hasty word, —Count ten;

　And if still you angry be, —Count again.


LESSON 2
DAME DUCK'S FIRST LESSONS


  
    	be-neath
    	duck-lings
    	ex-plain
  

  
    	quack
    	with-ered
    	scram-bled
  

  
    	straight
    	poul-try
    	wad-dling
  



1. Close by a cool and shady creek

　　An old duck made her nest

　Of straw, and leaves, and withered grass,

　　And down from her own breast.

2. And there she sat for four long weeks,

　　In rainy days and fine,

　Until the ducklings all came out—

　　Four, five, six, seven, eight, nine.
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3. One peeped out from beneath her wing,

　　One scrambled on her back;

　"That's very rude," said old Dame Duck,

　　"Get off! quack, quack, quack, quack!"

4. "'Tis close," said Dame Duck, pushing out

　The egg-shells with her bill;

　"Besides, it never suits young ducks

　　To keep them sitting still."

5. So, rising from her nest, she said,

　　"Now, children, look at me;

　A well-bred duck should waddle so,

　　From side to side—you see!"

6. "Yes," said the little ones, and then

　　She went on to explain—

　"A well-bred duck turns in its toes

　　As I do—try again."

7. "Yes," said the ducklings, waddling on;

　　"That's better," said their mother,

　"But well-bred ducks walk in a row,

　　Straight one behind another."
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8. "Yes," said the little ducks again,

　　All waddling in a row;

　"Now to the pond," said old Dame Duck—

　　Splash, splash, and in they go.

9. "Let me swim first," said old Dame Duck,

　　"To this side, now to that;

　There, snap at those great brown-winged flies,

　　That make young ducklings fat.

10. "Now when you reach the poultry-yard,"

　Dame Duck then wisely said,

　　"They'll feed you, with the other fowls,

　On bran and mashed-up bread.

11. "The hens will peck and fight, but mind,

　I hope that all of you

　　Will gobble up the food in baste

　As well-bred ducks should do.

12. "You'd 'better get into the dish,

　Unless it is too small;

　　In that case I should use my feet,

　And overturn it all."
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13. The ducklings did as they were bid,

　And found the plan so good,

　　That, from that day, the other fowls

　Got hardly any food.


LESSON 3
TOMMY AND THE CROW

I


  
    	dunce
    	learnt
    	teach-er
    	school
  

  
    	flap-ping
    	every-thing
    	yel-low
    	be-sides
  

  
    	feath-ers
    	num-ber
    	suit
    	clev-er
  



1. "I will not go to school," said little Tommy; "I will stay in the bush and play all day long."

Just as he said this, he looked up into a tree, and saw an old crow sitting there, with a number of others.

2. "Here's a pretty fellow," said the crow; "he says he won't go to school; here's a pretty dunce!

"What! you do not like work?" said the crow again. "O you idle boy, you are worse than a bird! I build my nest, what do you think of that?"

3. "I dare say it is a very nice one," said Tommy, "but I should not like to live in it."

"No, because you are only a boy, and not as wise as a crow," said his new friend.

4. "Do you know why a crow is wiser than a boy?" asked the crow.

"No," said Tommy; "I thought boys were wiser than crows."

5. "You thought!" said the crow; "a great deal you know about it. Can you build a house for yourself, pray?"

"No," said Tommy, "but when I am a man, I shall be able to build one."

6. "And why can't you do it now?" said the crow, turning his head to one side, and looking at Tommy with one eye.

"Why, I have not learnt," said the little boy.

7. "Ho, ho!" said the crow, flapping his wings and hopping round and round, "he must learn to build a house! Here's a pretty boy! Here's a wise boy!

8. "No one taught me to build my house," said the crow. "I knew how to do it at once, and a nice house it is; I brought all the sticks it is made of myself. I am not like a little boy I know;" and the crow shook his head, and looked so hard at the boy, that Tommy felt as if his teacher was looking at him.

9. "But there are other things in the world besides houses," said Tommy.

"Yes, indeed," said the crow, "you want clothes, as well as a house."

"That we do," said Tommy, "and new ones very often; but you birds can't wear clothes."

10. "Who told you that?" said the crow, in a very sharp tone. "Look at my coat, if you please, and tell me if you ever saw a finer suit of black than mine. Could you make yourself such a suit?"

"No," said Tommy, "but I can learn."

11. "Yes, yes, you can learn; but that is the way with you silly boys. You have everything to learn, and yet you are too idle to set about it. Why, I have always had this black suit. It is true, when first I came out of my shell, my coat was only of yellow down; but I grew these black feathers at once, and I have always been well dressed since."


LESSON 4
TOMMY AND THE CROW

Ⅱ


  
    	grown
    	mother
    	highest
    	indeed
  

  
    	twen-ty
    	dreamt
    	hanging
    	pretty
  



1. Tommy felt that the crow had the best of it. "Dear me," he said to himself, "I never thought crows were so wise and clever."

2. "There is more for you to learn yet," said the crow. "How about your food, Master Tom? Who gives you food?"

"Why, mother does," said Tommy.

"You are a baby, then?"

"No, indeed, I am not," said Tommy; "and I will throw a stone at you if you call me one."

3. "Boys should never throw stones," said the crow. "We never throw stones. I only asked if you were a baby, because when a crow can go alone he finds his own food."

"I shall do that when I am grown up," said Tommy. "I shall learn how."

4. "Dear me," said the crow, "you have a great deal to learn before you can be as wise as a crow."

"That is true," said Tommy, hanging his head; "but there is plenty of time."

5. "I am not sure of that," said the crow. "You are as big as twenty crows, and yet you are not as wise as one. A pretty fellow to come and lie on the grass all day, when you are such a dunce! Go to school! go to school! go to school!"
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"HE RAN OFF TO SCHOOL　AS HARD AS HE COULD."

6. All the crows took up the cry, and made such a noise, that Tommy picked up his books to throw at them; but they flew up to the highest tree, and cried, "Caw, caw, caw," till Tommy could bear it no longer, but ran off to school as hard as he could.

7. As he passed by the tree on his way home, the old crow was sitting there, but he did not look at Tommy. "Come, come," said Tommy, "do not be cross, old friend!" But the crow looked as if he had never said a word in his life, and had never seen Tommy before.

8. So the little boy went home, and told his mother about the talk with the crow; but she said that crows did not talk, and that he must have fallen asleep and dreamt it.

9. But Tommy does not think so; and now, when he feels lazy, he always says to himself, "Come, come, Master Tommy, you must work hard; for you are not yet as wise as an old black crow."
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LESSON 5
THE WATTLE FAIRIES


  
    	wattle
    	fair-ies
    	swing-ing
  

  
    	fluff-y
    	thistle
    	stalks
  

  
    	breezes
    	fam-i-ly
    	through
  

  
    	rough-ly
    	laughed
    	whisper
  

  
    	sprites
    	blos-som
    	
  



Some little yellow fairies

　Were swinging on a tree,

They were the dearest little things

　That ever you could see.
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A SPRAY OF WATTLE

The fluffy hair all round them

　Was soft as thistle down;

But these wee fairies held on tight

　To little stalks of brown.

They swayed about so gently

　While softest breezes blew.

And, every day, more fairies came;

　And so the family grew,

Till all the trees were golden—

　Yes, every tiny spray,

And every little yellow elf

　Was happy as the day.

At night those little fairies

　Oft washed their hair with dew;

But, when the morning sun got up,

　He dried their hair right through.

Did winds blow round them roughly,

　It was such jolly fun;

They swung up high and then down low,

　And laughed till it was done.

Now, dears, I'll whisper softly,

　Who were those sprites so airy?

The tree, it was a wattle tree,

　Each blossom was a fairy.

—CHRISTIAN B. COUTTS


LESSON 6
THE CAT AND THE MOUSE


  
    	mous-ie
    	tab-by
    	touch
  

  
    	chil-dren
    	who-ev-er
    	scratched
  



1. "Dear Mousie," said a cat one day, "do come out of that hole, and I'll take you to play with my little ones."

2. "Oh, no," said the little mouse, "mother told me that I must keep away from all cats, big and little."

3. "What a pity!" cried the big cat, who was called Tabby. "Why does your mother say that you may not play with such darling kittens as mine?"

4. "Because," said Mousie, "she says that you will kill and eat me." "That is not true," replied Tabby. "My children just want to play with you. Do come, and I will show you the pantry, where the cheese and pies are kept."

5. Mousie thought that would be nice, for she loved cheese very much. "I will go and ask mother," she said.

6. "There is not time to ask mother," said Tabby; "I am in a hurry to get back to my children."

7. Mousie knew well that her mother did not wish her to go, but she kept thinking of the fine cheese.

8. "Come, my dear Mousie," said Tabby again, "You are such a pretty mouse. I never saw one as pretty as you before."

9. This pleased the silly mouse very much. So she said, "I will go with you for a little time." And she went, though her mother had told her not to go.
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"THEY WERE PLAYING WITH A COTTON REEL."

10. Well, Tabby brought the little mouse to the room where her kittens were. They were playing with a cotton reel.

11. One pussy would put her paw on the reel, and it would roll away. Then they would all run after it, and the one that got to it first won the game.

12. When Tabby saw what they were playing at, she was pleased, and said, "You are good children. You are learning your lessons well.

13. "Now," she said to them, "let us change the game a little bit—just for fun, you know. Mousie here is to be the reel, and when you touch her she runs. Then whoever catches her first keeps her."

14. The kittens said, "Mew, mew." So Mousie ran, and they ran after her. She was soon caught by Blackie.

15. "Oh! Oh!" cried Mousie, "your claws hurt me. I do not think that this is fun at all."

16. But Tabby said, "I brought you here to please the kittens, and they seem to like it. You must just let them have their own way."

17. The cats played with her, and scratched her, and at last they killed and ate her. Poor Mousie! why did she not do what her mother told her?


LESSON 7
GOOD NIGHT


  
    	bit-ter
    	cra-dle
    	cur-tains
  

  
    	doth
    	morn-ing
    	pane
  

  
    	pat-ter
    	spread
    	storm-y
  

  
    	win-dow
    	win-ter
    	
  



1. Little baby, lay your head

　　On your pretty cradle-bed;

　　Shut your eyes, for now the day

　　And the light are gone away;

　　All the clothes are tucked in tight—

　　Little baby dear, good-night.

2. Yes, my darling, well I know

　　How the bitter wind doth blow;

　　And the winter's hail and rain

　　Patter on the window pane:

　　But they cannot come in here,

　　To my little baby dear.

3. For the window is shut fast,

　　Till the stormy night is past;

　　And the curtains warm are spread

　　Round about your cradle-bed:

　　So, till morning shineth bright,

　　Little baby dear, good-night.


LESSON 8
THE FOX AND THE CAT


  
    	wood
    	hun-dred
    	people
    	sack-ful
  

  
    	friend-ly
    	cun-ning
    	boast
    	least
  



1. One day a cat met a fox in the wood. "Ah!" she thought, "he is wise, and people think much of him. I will speak to him."

2. So she said, in a very friendly way, "Good morning, dear Mister Fox, how are you?"

[image: alt]

"THE HOUNDS HAD TAKEN HIM."

3. The fox, full of pride, looked at the cat from head to tail, and would hardly speak to her.

4. At last he said, "Oh, you poor little hungry mouse hunter, you old gray tabby, what are you thinking about, to ask me how I am? What have you learned, and how many tricks do you know?"

5. "I know only one trick," said the cat, meekly.

　"Arid what is that?" asked the fox.

6. "Well," said the cat, "if the hounds are behind me, I can spring up a tree out of their way and save myself."

7. "Is that all?" said the fox. "Why, I know a hundred tricks. I have, besides, a sackful of cunning. But I pity you, puss; so come with me, and I will teach you how to get away from the hounds."

8. Just then a pack of hounds was seen coming. The cat quickly sprang up a tree, and seated herself on one of the branches, where the thick leaves quite hid her.

9. The cat looked to see the skill and cunning of the fox, but the hounds had taken him, and held him fast.

10. "Ah, Mister Fox," cried the cat, "your hundred tricks are not of much use to you. If you had known my one trick, you would not so soon have lost your life."

11. We should never boast of what we know, or of what we can do. Those who can do most boast least.


LESSON 9
THE NEW MOON


  
    	pretty
    	won't
    	mid-dle
    	'twould
  

  
    	beau-ti-ful
    	rain-bow
    	dawn
    	bright
  



Dear mother, how pretty the moon looks to-night,

　She was never so cunning before!

Her two little horns are so sharp and so bright,

　I hope she won't grow any more.

If I were up there with you and my friends,

　We could have a nice rock, do you see;

We would sit in the middle and hold at both ends;

　O what a bright cradle 'twould be!

We would call to the stars to get out of our way,

　For fear we should rock on their toes;

And there we would stay till the dawn of the day,

　And see where the pretty moon goes.

And then we would float through the beautiful skies,

　And then through bright clouds we would roam,

And see the sun set, and see the sun rise,

　And on the first rainbow come home.


LESSON 10
THE WOUNDED BIRD


  
    	save
    	caught
    	pris-on
    	dis-tance
  

  
    	spread-ing
    	empty
    	watched
    	teach
  



1. One day my brother Frank saved the life of a poor little bird which puss had caught in the garden.

2. Puss ran off as soon as she saw Frank coming. She dropped the bird from her mouth.

3. My brother picked it up as it lay panting on the ground. Poor thing! it was a sad sight to see.

4. He brought it into the house, and we put it in a cage; but it did not seem happy in its prison home.

5. We kept it in-doors for some weeks, and then one day we took it out to the garden to set it free.

6. We opened the door of the cage, and stood at a little distance from it, to see what the bird would do.

7. Oh, it was a pretty sight to see how happy it was! It sat for a moment at the door, and then flew to a branch of a tree in the garden.

8. It turned its little head to us, as if to say, Good-bye; and then, spreading its wings, it mounted into the air and flew away to the woods.
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9. About a week after this, Frank and I were sitting at a window which looked into the garden.

10. Suddenly we heard a bird singing. among the trees. On looking out we saw that our little friend had come back to us.

11. Frank took the empty cage to the garden. He put seed and water into it, and said, "Let us see if the bird will know its old home again."

12. We sat and watched, and soon saw our little friend fly down to the cage. It went in and helped itself to the food which Frank had put there.

13. We did not wish to make it a prisoner again, but to teach it to come back to us without fear at any time.

14. The cage was left in the garden with plenty of food in it, and a little glass of water. Day after day we saw our little friend go in by the open door to its meals.

15. One day it brought another bird with it, and they both played about the cage for hours, hopping in and out, and eating the food we had put there.

16. They were free to come and go as they pleased. Many a sweet song they sang to us as we sat at the garden window in the long days of that happy summer.


LESSON 11
THE SWING


  
    	pleas-ant-est
    	fly-ing
    	country
  

  
    	cat-tle
    	riv-ers
    	blue
  



1. How do you like to go up in a swing

　　Up in the air so blue?

　Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing

　　Ever a child can do!

2. Up in the air and over the wall,

　　Till I can see so wide,

　Rivers and trees and cattle and all

　　Over the country side—

3. Till I look down on the garden green,

　　Down on the roof so brown—

　Up in the air I go flying again,

　　Up in the air and down.

—ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON


LESSON 12
TWO WAYS


  
    	always
    	grumble
    	re-ply
  

  
    	speak
    	to-geth-er
    	when-ev-er
  

  
    	wound
    	hand-le
    	buck-et
  



1. There was once an old and very deep well, from which people drew water by means of a rope passing over a small wheel. To each end of the rope a bucket was made fast.

2. A strong pull brought one bucket to the top, while at the same time the other bucket was lowered to the water. They always passed each other on the way up and down, but they never had time to speak.

3. At last, the rope became so worn, that it was unsafe to use any longer, and a new rope had to be put in its place.

While this was being done, the two buckets were left standing together near the well.

4. "What a dull life we have!" said one bucket to the other. "I am quite tired of it. No matter how full we come up, we are always sent down empty. I think it is very hard!"

5. But the other bucket laughed, and said, "What a funny way you have of looking at things! To me, there seems nothing to grumble about. Don't you see,that whenever we are sent down empty, we always come up full?"
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6. Boys and girls sometimes talk like these two buckets. You may hear one of them say, "Just as we are having a good game, we are made to stop, and go into work again." "Yes," the other will reply, "but as soon as work is over, we always get out to play."

7. There are two ways of looking at things. If you wish to be happy, look at the bright side.


LESSON 13
LITTLE WHITE LILY


  
    	droop-eth
    	sun-shine
    	wait-ing
  



Little white Lily

　Droopeth with pain

Waiting and waiting

　For the wet rain.

Little White Lily

　Holdeth her cup,

Rain is fast falling

　And filling it up.

Little White Lily

　Smells very sweet;

On her head sunshine,

　Rain at her feet.

"Thanks to the sunshine!

　Thanks to the rain!

Little White Lily

　Is happy again."

—G. MACDONALD


LESSON 14
THE MAN, THE BOY, AND THE DONKEY


  
    	country-man
    	group
    	trudge
  

  
    	lout
    	raised
    	women
  

  
    	caused
    	scoff-ing
    	strug-gle
  

  
    	bridge
    	jeer
    	loose
  



1. A man and his son were once going with their donkey to market. As they were walking along by its side, a countryman passed them and said:

"You fools, what is a donkey for but to ride upon?"

2. So the man put the boy on the donkey, and they went on their way. But soon they passed a group of men, one of whom said:

"See that lazy boy, he lets his father walk while he rides."

3. So the man told the boy to get off, and got on himself. But they had not gone far when they passed two women, one of whom said to the other:

"Shame on that lazy lout, to let his poor little son trudge along like that!"

4. Well, the man didn't know what to do; but at last he took his boy up before him on the donkey. By this time they had come to the town, and the passers-by began to jeer and point at them. The man stopped and asked what they were scoffing at. The men said:

"Are you not ashamed to overload your poor donkey so—you and your hulking son?"

5. The man and the boy got off, and tried to think what to do. They thought and they thought, till at last they cut down a pole, tied the donkey's feet to it, and raised the pole and the donkey to their shoulders.

6. They went along like this till they came to Market Bridge, when the donkey, getting one of his feet loose, kicked out and caused the boy to drop his end of the pole. In the struggle the donkey fell over the bridge and was drowned.

7. Try to please all, and you will please none.




—The New Australian School Series


LESSON 15
EVENING AND MORNING


  
    	soul
    	guard
    	should
    	through
  



EVENING

This night, when I lie down to sleep,

I give the Lord my soul to keep;

If I should die before I wake,

I pray the Lord my soul to take.

MORNING

Now I wake and see the light;

God has kept me through the night:

Make me good, O Lord, I pray;

Keep and guard me through this day.


LESSON 16
THE DOG IN THE MANGER


  
    	man-ger
    	ox-en
    	corn-er
  

  
    	snapped
    	plough-ing
    	stall
  

  
    	your-self
    	a-fraid
    	snap
  



1. One day, a dog found his way into a cowshed, and lay down in a manger that was full of hay. This was so nice, and soft, and warm, that he made up his mind to stay there and sleep.

2. Out in the fields were some oxen ploughing, and when their day's work was done, they came back to the shed to be fed, and to rest. One of them went into the stall, and walked up to the manger where the dog lay, to eat his hay.

3. Up jumped the dog at once, and began to bark loudly, and to snap at the poor, tired ox, and this made him afraid to go near the dog.

"What is the matter with you?" asked he. "This is my stall. I have been hard at work all day, and am very hungry. Pray, let me have a little of the hay to eat. I shall not harm you, and you do not want to eat it yourself."

4. "Go away!" said the dog. "I was here first, and I am going to stay here. You must go to some other place for your hay."

5. The ox, however, tried to get some by going first to one corner of the manger and then to the other, but the dog was always too quick for him.

6. He barked and snapped at the poor ox so much that he could not get near the hay at all; so at last he lay down to go to sleep without having his supper. Turning to the dog, the ox said, "You are the most selfish brute I have ever seen. You cannot eat the hay yourself, and you will not let those do so who can."


LESSON 17
THE UGLY DUCKLING

Ⅰ


  
    	farm-er
    	grey
    	first
  

  
    	ug-ly
    	oth-er
    	alone
  



1. Once upon a time, at a farm, a duck had a brood of ten little ducklings.

2. They were pretty, soft, yellow, little things—all but one. That one was grey, and it had long legs, and a long, thin neck.

3. "What an ugly thing!" said the duck, when she first saw it. "Go away, you are not mine. Don't come near me."

4. She took the other ducklings off to the pond, and left the ugly duckling all alone.

5. Then some hens came by, and when they saw it, they began to talk about it.

"Dear, me! What an ugly bird! Where did it come from? Go away"; and they ran at it and pecked it.

6. Next the farmer's wife came out of the house to feed the hens.

"Oh, dear!" she said when she saw it, "what an ugly little thing! It is not a bit like my ducks. I will not have it here"; and she drove it out into the road.

[image: alt]

"GO AWAY, YOU ARE NOT MINE."

7. Poor little ugly duckling! How sad it felt as it walked down the road.

8. Two dogs then came by. One was a very rude dog. He called out, "Where did you get that neck? Go and hide it."

9. "That is just what I want to do. Can you tell me where to go?" said the poor duckling.

10. The other dog said: "There is a dark wood a long way down the road; you can hide there."

11. As the ugly duckling went to the wood, it said to itself: "No one loves me, or wants to see me, and so I will live here all alone."


LESSON 18
THE UGLY DUCKLING

Ⅱ


  
    	curved
    	tired
    	per-haps
  

  
    	threw
    	edge
    	swan
  



1. That suited very well for a time, but all ducks like to swim, and after a few weeks the ugly duckling grew tired of the dry wood.

2. "How I should like a swim!" it thought. "How cool the water would feel! I will go and try to find a pond."

3. It set off and went a long way until it came to a large park. In the park there was a lake, and on it were two large, white birds, with long, curved necks.

4. The ugly duckling had never seen such lovely birds. It stood and looked at them, but did not dare to go near them. "I am so ugly," it said, "they would drive me away."

5. At last it crept to the edge of the lake, and went in. The two white birds saw it, and came close to it; but they did not drive it away.

6. They began to stroke it with their bills, and to look kindly at it.

7. A little girl came to the side of the lake and threw bread into the water.

8. "Oh, look!" she cried to her mother, "there is a new swan. What a fine bird it is! How did it come here?"
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DUCKS ON THE POND

9. "I don't know," said her mother; "but, perhaps, if we feed it, we shall get it to stay."

10. The ugly duckling could not think that it was the one they meant. It looked in the water, and there saw—not an ugly duckling, but a lovely white swan.

11. Then it felt very happy, and made its home on the lake with the other swans. All its life long it was never called ugly again.

—HANS ANDERSEN


LESSON 19
THE CLUCKING HEN


  
    	bar-ley
    	hay
    	cluck-ing
    	hatched    
  

  
    	dropped
    	doz-en
    	breast
    	else
   



1. Will you take a walk with me

　　My little wife, to-day?

　There's barley in the barley field,

　　And hay-seed in the hay."

2. "Thank you," said the clucking hen,

　　"I've something else to do;

　I'm busy sitting on my eggs,

　　I cannot walk with you."

3. "Cluck! cluck! cluck! cluck!"

　　Said the clucking hen;

　"My little chicks will soon be hatched,

　　I'll think about it then."

4. The clucking hen sat on her nest,

　　She made it in the hay;

　And warm and snug beneath her breast

　　A dozen white eggs lay.

5. Crack, crack, went all the eggs,

　　Out dropped the chickens small.

　"Cluck!" said the clucking hen,

　　"Now I have you all!"

6. "Come along, my little chicks,

　　I'll take a walk with YOU."

　"Hallo!" said the barn-door cock,

　　"Cock-a-doodle-do!"

—Aunt Effie's Rhymes


LESSON 20
THE NATIVE BEAR


  
    	bear
    	un-til
    	Queens-land
    	native
  

  
    	ko-a-la
    	crea-tures
    	harm-less
    	trem-bled
  



1. Away in the Queensland bush, there was a little native bear or koala. He lived in a place where the gum-trees grew thick and tall, far away from the homes of men. Only now and then did he catch sight of these strange creatures, and, whenever he saw one, he trembled, he knew not why.
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NATIVE BEARS

2. It was night, and the little bear was all alone. Think of it! A little baby bear all alone in the bush at night!

3. He could not find his mother; and he was very hungry and cold.

4. "O, mother, where are you? Where are you? Why don't you come home?" he cried. "I'm so cold and hungry! Why don't you come back?"

5. But there was no mother to, come back to her little one. So he lay down at the foot of a big gum-tree, and cried until he went to sleep. Poor little bear! He was only a baby bear, too.

6. Where do you think his mother was? Why didn't she come back to her little one? Alas! she had been shot.

7. If you were a man and had a gun, would you shoot at the harmless little bears that climb about in the gum-trees?

8. I'm sure you would not.


LESSON 21
A LITTLE GIRL'S DREAM


  
    	dreamt
    	reached
    	packed
    	won-ders
  

  
    	jew-els
    	fair-y
    	cried
    	queen
  



1. I dreamt I lived in Dolly-Land,

　　Where all around were toys,

　And such a lot of little girls,

　　But hardly any boys.

2. I thought the toys were made of gold,

　　So lovely did they seem,

　But O! how very sad I was

　　To find it all a dream.

3. I thought I saw a pretty house,

　　That reached up to the sky,

　Just packed quite full of wonders,

　　From floor to roof on high.

4. I walked into this pretty house,

　　All by myself—alone,

　And in my dream, it seemed to me,

　　To be my very own.

5. Then in came crowds of little girls,

　　Who chose me for their queen,

　Decked me with rings and jewels rare,

　　And fairy robes of green.

6. I laughed and cried for very joy—

　　So nice the whole did seem:

　But then I woke, and cried again

　　To find it all a dream.


LESSON 22
PECK

Ⅰ


  
    	mag-pie
    	feath-ers
    	searched
  

  
    	par-ents
    	knocked
    	hun-dreds
  

  
    	bun-dle
    	hatched
    	be-came
  



1. Peck was a magpie. His parents built a nest in the fork of a gum-tree near a house. It was not a very tidy nest, but looked like a bundle of sticks.

2. The nest was lined with hay and feathers, and in it the mother magpie laid four pale-green eggs, spotted with brown.

3. After the nest was built, the magpies seemed to think that they owned the garden and the fields around it.

4. If one of the fowls strayed from the yard and went near the tree, a magpie would chase it home again.

5. One day, indeed, a man on horseback rode under the tree, and one of the birds flew down and knocked his hat from his head.

6. When the eggs were hatched, the magpies were very busy. They searched through the garden and fields, and found hundreds of insects and grubs with which to feed their babies.

7. Just before the young ones were able to fly, a great storm of wind blew one of them out of the nest.

8. A boy found the poor little bird and took it home. He fed it with bits of meat, and it soon became quite tame.

9. When it was fully grown, its wing feathers were cut, and it was given to a boy in town, who named it Peck.


LESSON 23
PECK

Ⅱ


  
    	gar-den
    	mis-chief
    	squawk
  

  
    	cab-bage
    	mis-tress
    	de-light
  

  
    	straight
    	tweak
    	laugh-ing
  



1. Peek spent most of his time in the garden, looking for grubs. At night he slept in a box full of hay.

2. One day Peck's master set out some young cabbage plants in the garden. After he had planted a row, he looked back to see if it was quite straight.

3. Not one of the plants was left in the ground. Peck had gone behind his master, and pulled them out as fast as they were put in.

4. Peck was a clever bird, but he was fond of mischief. He would pick up any bright things that he could get, and hide them in the bushes.

5. Peck's master knew of his hiding-place; and, when anything was lost, he would go and look for it there.

6. If Peck's mistress left a needle in her sewing where the bird could find it, he would break the needle into two pieces with his sharp bill.

7. When any children came into the garden, he would peck at their bare legs, and then cry, "Who are you? Get out!"

8. There was a collie puppy in the same house, and Peck would tweak its tail till it cried out. Then the bird would squawk with delight.

9. Peck could sing "There is no luck about the house," and could laugh so much like one of the girls that it was hard to know which of the two was laughing.

10. After a while his wing feathers grew again, and Peck could fly about the garden. When the next spring came round, he flew away to the bush.


LESSON 24
THE LOST DOLL


  
    	pret-ti-est
    	ter-ribly
    	charm-ing-ly
  

  
    	folks
    	heath
    	trod-den
  



1. I once had a sweet little doll, dears,

　　The prettiest doll in the world;

　Her cheeks were so red and so white, dears,

　　And her hair was so charmingly curled.

2. But I lost my poor little doll, dears,

　　As I played on the heath one day;

　And I cried for her more than a week, dears,

　　But I never could find where she lay.

3. I found my poor little doll, dears,

　　As I played on the heath one day;

　Folks say she is terribly changed, dears,

　　For her paint is all washed away,

4. And her arm trodden off by the cows, dears,

　　And her hair not the least bit curled;

　Yet for old sake's sake, she is still, dears,

　　The prettiest doll in the world.

—CHARLES KINGSLEY
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"HER ARM WAS TRODDEN OFF BY THE COWS."


LESSON 25
THE LARK AND HER YOUNG ONES

Ⅰ


  
    	wheat
    	to-mor-row
    	ba-bies
    	them-selves
  



1. In a field of young, green wheat lark had made her nest. In this nest were four little baby larks. The mother had to fly away every day to get them food.

2. As the days passed, her little ones grew larger and stronger, while all round them the wheat grew tall and began to get ripe.

3. Time went on, and the mother lark was afraid that men would come and cut the wheat; but she hoped they would not do so till her babies could fly and take care of themselves.

4. Every morning before she left the nest, she would say to her little ones, "If any people come here while I am away, try to hear all they say, and tell me when I come back."

5. One day two men came to the field, and the little larks heard one say to the other, "I think this wheat is ripe; go now, my son, and ask our friends to come tomorrow and help us to cut it."

6. The little birds were in great fear. They could hardly wait for their mother to come home. When she got back to her nest, they at once told her what they had heard.

[image: alt]

"THE LARKS IN THE FIELD OF WHEAT."

7. "There is no need to move just now, my children," said the mother; "we are quite safe here. If the man waits for his friends to help him, the corn will not be cut yet. But listen when he comes again, and tell me what he says."


LESSON 26
THE LARK AND HER YOUNG ONES

Ⅱ


  
    	our-selves
    	cous-ins
    	un-cles
    	ear-ly
  



1. The next morning the farmer and his son came again to the field, but no friends were there to help him.

2. After waiting for some time, the farmer said to his son, "As our friends have not come, go and ask your uncles and cousins to come and help us, for our wheat is ready."

3. This the little birds heard, and told to the old one when she came home.

"We must move at once!" said the young larks, "or the men will come and kill us."

4. "Do not fear," said the mother, "we need not move yet. The man who waits for others to help him to do his work is not to be feared. But watch and listen when he comes again, and tell me all he says."

5. Next day the farmer came once more, but there were still no helpers. Then he said to his son, "My son, I see we shall have to cut the corn ourselves. So you and I will come at dawn of day and begin work. We will trust to no one else."

6. When the birds told this to their mother, she said, "Ah! now we must be off! The farmer no longer trusts others to do his work, but means to do it himself. It is sure to be done now."

7. By this time the little larks could fly; so the next day, when it was very early, they all left their nests and flew away to a new home.


LESSON 27
THE LITTLE PLANT


  
    	bur-ied
    	won-der-ful
  



1. In the heart of a seed

　　Buried deep, so deep,

　A dear little plant

　　Lay fast asleep.

2. "Wake!" said the sunshine,

　　"And creep to the light."

　"Wake!" said the voice

　　Of the raindrops bright.

3. The little plant heard,

　　And it rose to see

　What the wonderful

　　Outside world might be.

—KATE L. BROWN


LESSON 28
BELL THE CAT


  
    	trouble
    	pan-try
    	fright-en
    	gnaw
  

  
    	ex-cuse
    	dread-ful
    	ba-con
    	peace
  



1. The mice were in trouble. They lived in a fine, large house, they had plenty to eat, they were all good friends, and they could have been quite happy but for the cat—"that dreadful cat" they called her.

2. One night they met to talk about their trouble, and to see if they could not find a way to end it. Brown-back, Grey-ear, White-whisker, and many other mice were there. They all agreed that some thing must be done.

3. "We are not safe anywhere," said Brown-back. "If I slip into the pantry to get a bit of cheese or a scrap of bacon, down comes the cat. If I steal into the dining room to pick up a few crumbs, she is sure to be there.

4. "She watches, too, at every hole we make. I am afraid to work lest she should hear me. Fancy not being able to gnaw even a bit of wood in peace!"

5. "What is the best thing to be done?" asked Grey-ear. "What if we all ran at her at once, and bit her? Or shall we make noises, and give her a fright?"
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6. "No," said White-whisker; "she is so bold that we could not hurt or frighten her. But I have thought of a good plan.

You see this bell; let us hang it round her neck. Then if she moves, the bell will ring, we shall hear it, and so we can keep out of her way."

7. "Yes! yes! yes!" cried all the mice. "That is just the thing. Let us bell the cat. Hurrah! Hurrah!" White-whisker looked quite proud.

8. After the noise had gone on for some time, the mice stopped to rest, and Brown-back asked, "Who will hang the bell round the cat's neck? I can't do it myself; I have my little ones to look after. Will you do it, White-whisker?"

9. "I am afraid not," was the reply; "I am lame. It needs someone who can move quickly. One of the young mice would be able to get away faster than I could."

10. "Will you, Grey-ear?" asked Brown-back.

"You must excuse me," said Grey-ear. "I have not been well since that time when I was nearly caught in the trap."

11. "Well," said Brown-back, "if it is such a good thing to do, someone ought to do it at once. Is there any one who will?"

12. Not a sound was heard. Even puss, who just then peeped in, could hear nothing. When the mice caught sight of her, there was a rush for their holes. The bell was left on the floor.


LESSON 29
WHO STOLE THE BIRD'S NEST


  
    	to-whit
    	listen
    	wouldn't
    
  

  
    	any-how
    	treat
    	scorn
    	in-trude
  



1. To-whit! to-whit! to-whee!

　　Will you listen to me?

　Who stole four eggs I laid,

　　And the nice nest I made?"




2. "Not I," said the cow, "Moo-oo!

　　Such a thing I'd never do.

　　I gave you a wisp of hay,

　　But didn't take your nest away.

　　Not I," said the cow, "Moo-oo!

　　Such a thing I'd never do."




3. "To-whir! to-whit! to-whee!

　　Will you listen to me?

　　Who stole four eggs I laid,

　　And the nice nest I made?"




4. "Not I," said the dog, "Bow-wow!

　　I wouldn't be so mean, anyhow!

　　I gave hairs the nest to make,

　　But the nest I did not take.

　　Not I," said the dog, "Bow-wow!

　　I'm not so mean, anyhow."
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"A LITTLE BOY... WENT AND HID BEHIND THE BED."

5. "To-whit! to-whit! to-whee!

　　Will you listen to me?

　　Who stole four eggs I laid,

　　And the nice nest I made?"




6. "Not I," said the sheep, "Oh, no!

　　I wouldn't treat a poor bird so.

　　I gave wool the nest to line,

　　But the nest was none of mine.

　　Baa! Baa!" said the sheep, "Oh, no,

　　I wouldn't treat a poor bird so."




7. "To-whit! to-whit! to-whee!

　　Will you listen to me?

　　Who stole four eggs I laid,

　　And the nice nest I made?"
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THE SWANS

8. "Cluck! Cluck!" said the hen,

　　"Don't ask me again;

　　Why, I haven't a chick

　　Would do such a trick.

　　We all gave you a feather,

　　And you wove them together.

　　I'd scorn to intrude

　　On you and your brood.

　　Cluck! Cluck!" said the hen;

　　"Don't ask me again."




9. A little boy hung down his head,

　　And went and hid behind the bed,

　　For he stole that pretty nest

　　From poor little yellow-breast;

　　And he felt so full of shame,

　　He didn't like to tell his name.

—MARIA L. CHILD


LESSON 30
A FATHER'S LESSON


  
    	squab-bling
    	un-ion
    	tight-ly
    	un-tied
  

  
    	strength
    	for-ward
    	eas-il-y
    	fag-got
  



1. A father had seven sons who could not agree among themselves. He had often told them how foolish they were to be squabbling; but they kept on, and gave no heed to his words.

2. One day, he called them all before him, and showed them a bundle of sticks, seven in all, bound very tightly together. "See which of you can break this small faggot," he said.

3. Each one took the faggot in his hands, and tried his best to break it over his knee; but it was so strong that he could not even bend it.

4. At last it was given back to the father, and the eldest of the sons, stepping forward, said, "We cannot break it."

5. Then the father untied the bundle, and gave a single stick to each of his sons.

"Now see what you can do," he said. Each one broke his stick with great ease.

6. "My sons," said the father, "you may learn a Lesson from these sticks. If you will only stand together, you will be strong and hard to overcome; but if each one stands by himself, he will be weak and easily mastered. Remember that union is strength."


LESSON 31
THE TRAIN


  
    	some-times
    	hur-ry
    	en-gine
  

  
    	dream-ing
    	thun-der
    	tun-nel
  

  
    	mead-ows
    	stretch
    	spark-ling
  



Sometimes when I have gone to bed,

And slowly fades the light,

I lie awake and hear the trains

Go rushing through the night.

I often wonder whence they come,

And why they go so fast,

And why they never stop to see

The towns they hurry past.

But if I had a sack of gold,

I know what I would do.

I'd go and ask the engine man,

To take me with him, too.

Then we would whirl through dusky fields,

Dotted with dreaming sheep,

And shake the beds where children lie

And wake them from their sleep;

And thunder on the iron bridge,

And through the tunnel scream;

And leave behind us as we pass,

Long clouds of misty steam.

And travel onwards night and day,

Until the hedges stop,

And all at once towards the sea

The level meadows drop.

There we would view the sparking waves,

Stretch out to meet the sky,

While lofty ships, like snowy swans,

Without a sound pass by.

And go abroad, and sail and sail,

Beyond the sunset glow,

To lands where bed-time never comes

And all good children go.


LESSON 32
THE KING AND THE ANTS


  
    	east-ern
    	known
    	ua-der-stand
  

  
    	war-chiefs
    	wis-dom
    	ant-heap
  

  
    	reached
    	tram-pie
    	ought
  



1. Long ago, in a far-off Eastern land, there lived a great king who was known as the wisest man in all the world.

2. So wise was he that men said he could even understand the speech of beasts and birds and insects.

3. One day he was riding out from his city gates with all his lords of state and his war-chiefs behind him.

4. The queen of a country called Sheba, who had heard of his great wisdom, and who, at that time, was paying him a visit, rode beside him.

5. Now, right in the path of the King's big white horse rose an ant-heap. The tiny insects were running all over it in a great hurry before the King reached it.

6. It seemed to him that he could hear them saying: "Alas! alas! Here is the greatest and wisest king in all the world coming to trample on us, and crush us in the dust!"

7. When he told the Queen of Sheba what he had heard, she said: "It is only right that such small things should be crushed under the feet of so great a man as you, O King."

8. The King smiled. "No," said he, "the wise and strong ought never to hurt the weak." Then he turned his horse aside and rode round the ant-heap.

9. All those behind him did the same, making a wide curve as they rode; and so the little ants were left in peace.
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"HE RODE ROUND THE ANT-HEAP."

10. The Queen of Sheba bowed her head. "No wonder men call you wise," said she. "It is a happy land whose king thinks even of the poor and lowly and sees that no one hurts them."


LESSON 33
THE SONG OF THE MAGPIE


  
    	dawn-ing
    	sing-le
    	branch-es
    	voice
  

  
    	pierc-ing
    	pos-sum
    	peer-ing
    	ease
  

  
    	qui-et
    	soar
    	hol-low
    	
  



1. Such a merry bird am I,

　　Singing all day long;

　In the gum-tree's branches high

　　You may hear my song.
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2. When the rosy dawning light

　　Tells the day's begun,

　Loud I sing with all my might,

　　To the rising sun.




3. Quickly to the hollow tree,

　　Home the 'possum hies,

　Peering through the leaves at me,

　　With his piercing eyes.




4. Then with many a loud "ha! ha!"

　　The laughing Jackass wakes,

　Rings his merry voice afar,

　　Such a noise he makes.




5. Down upon the ground I fly,

　　Seeking food to eat;

　Happy, careless, gay am I,

　　Life to me is sweet.




6. All day long, I sing and fly

　　In the tall gum-trees;

　Not a single care have I,

　　Living at my ease.




7. When the merry day is o'er,

　　Sinks the sun to rest;

　Gladly homewards, then I soar

　　To my quiet nest.


LESSON 34
THE FOOLISH MONKEYS

Ⅰ


  
    	mon-keys
    	for-est
    	quar-rels
  

  
    	sel-dom
    	a-gree
    	de-light
  

  
    	wrong
    	lead-er
    	real
  



1. Once upon a time there lived a number of monkeys in a forest, in the middle of which was a deep lake.

2. The monkeys did not always live in peace together. Indeed, there were many quarrels and fights, because they could seldom agree about anything.

3. The old monkeys thought that the young ones were far too fond of having their own way, and that it was their delight to trouble their elders.

4. But the young monkeys said: "Pooh! Who cares for them, we should like to know?

5. "They are always saying: 'You are too young to know anything'; so let us just show them that they are wrong.

6. "We will form a band by ourselves; and then we can do just as we like, and show those slow old things how clever we are."

7. One night, soon after this, the leader of the young monkeys woke from sleep, and saw what looked like a large round moon in the lake.
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"THE WHOLE BAND FELL INTO THE WATER."

8. It was the light of the real moon which shone on the water; but the monkey did not know this, as the sky was hidden from him by the trees.

9. In a great hurry, he went to rouse his friends.

10. "Get up! Get up!" he cried. "The moon has fallen into the lake. Let us go and pull it out before anyone else has a chance to do so!"


LESSON 35
THE FOOLISH MONKEYS

Ⅱ


  
    	climbed
    	whole
    	splen-did
  

  
    	i-de-a
    	trooped
    	dang-ling
  

  
    	roused
    	scram-bled
    	dragged
  



1. "Oh!" cried all the young monkeys at once, "what a splendid idea!

2. "What a great name we shall make for ourselves, and how the old ones will wish they were as clever as we, if we pull the moon out of the lake and put it back in the sky!"

3. They all trooped off to the lake-shore, and there, clear and bright, was the moon in the water. As for the moon in the sky, they never thought to look for that!

4. "The only way to reach it is to form a ladder," said the leader.

5. So the strongest monkey climbed up to the branch of a tree that overhung the water. The next monkey climbed up too, and hung down by the first one's tail.

6. Then came a third, who hung on to the tail of the second. Thus they went on, until there was a long monkey-ladder dangling over the water.

7. Last of all came the leader. He scrambled down over his "brothers" backs, held fast to the tail of the last monkey but one, and stretched out his paw to the moon in the water.

8. Crack! Cra-a-ck!! CRASH!!! The branch of the tree split and broke just as he did so, and with a splash that sounded through the forest, the whole band fell plump! into the water.

9. The noise roused the old monkeys, who rushed to the spot, and dragged the young ones out of the lake.

10. When they heard the story, the old ones nodded and said: "We told you so! There is such a thing as being too clever."

11. As for the leader of the young monkeys, he was never seen again. Perhaps he is still in the lake, trying to fish out the moon so that he may put it back in the sky!


LESSON 36
TWO LITTLE KITTENS


  
    	you'll
    	scratch-ing
    	no-where
    	woman
  



Two little kittens,

　One stormy night,

Began to quarrel,

　And then to fight.




One had a mouse

　And the other had none;

And that was the way

　The quarrel begun.




"I'll have that mouse,"

　Said the bigger cat.

"You'll have that mouse?

　We'll see about that!"




"I will have that mouse,"

　Said the tortoise-shell;

And 'spitting and scratching,

　On her sister she fell.




I told you before

　'Twas a stormy night,

When these two kittens

　Began to fight.




The old woman took

　The sweeping broom,

And swept them both

　Right out of the room.




The ground was covered

　With frost and snow,

They had lost the mouse

　And had nowhere to go.




So they lay and shivered

　Beside the door,

Till the old woman finished

　Sweeping the floor.




And then they crept in

　As quiet as mice,

All wet with snow

　And as cold as ice.




They found it much better

　That stormy night,

To lie by the fire,

　Than to quarrel and fight.

—JANE TAYLOR


LESSON 37
THE THREE BEARS

Ⅰ


  
    	pa-pa
    	down-stairs
    	por-ridge
    	Sil-ver-locks
  

  
    	rough
    	squeak-y
    	up-stairs
    	screamed
  



1. Three bears once lived by themselves in a little house in the forest. They were the huge Papa Bear, the big Mamma Bear, and the little Tiny Cub. Their house had two rooms—a big room downstairs to live in, and a small room upstairs to sleep in.

2. Each of the bears had a bowl and a spoon, a chair to sit on, and a bed to sleep in—all just the right size for each bear.

3. A wood-cutter lived, near the edge of the forest, with his wife and his little girl. Her hair was so fair that she was called Silver-locks. She often went into the forest with her father. Sometimes she went for a walk all alone.

4. One day little Silver-locks came to the bears' house. She was a very rude little girl, I fear. First she peeped in at the window, but she saw no one, as the three bears had gone out for a walk. Then she opened the door and walked in.

5. On the table stood three bowls full of porridge, which the bears had left there to cool, so as to be ready when they came back.

6. Silver-locks first tasted the big bowl, but the porridge was too salt. Then she tasted the middle bowl, but the porridge was not salt enough. Then she tasted the little bowl, and the porridge was so good that she ate it all up.
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THE LITTLE BEAR'S PORRIDGE BOWL

7. Then she noticed the three chairs. She tried to sit in the big chair, but it was far too hard. She tried the middle chair, but it was far too soft.

Then she tried the little chair, but when she sat down in it the bottom fell out.

8. After this Silver-locks went upstairs to the bears' bedroom, and saw their three beds. She was tired with her walk, and she thought that she would like a short nap.

9. First she went to the big bed, but it was much too high for her. She went to the middle bed, but it was much too low. Then she went to the little bed, and it suited her so well that she fell fast asleep.


LESSON 38
THE THREE BEARS

Ⅱ


  
    	pa-pa
    	down-stairs
    	por-ridge
    	Sil-ver-locks
  

  
    	rough
    	squeak-y
    	up-stairs
    	screamed
  



1. When the three bears had finished their morning walk, they came home quite hungry for their 'breakfast.

"Some one has been at my porridge," cried the Papa Bear, in his great rough voice.

2. "Some one has been at my porridge," cried the Mamma Bear, in her big, smooth voice.

"Some one has been at my porridge," cried the Tiny Cub, in his little, squeaky voice, "and has eaten it all up."

3. Then they looked all round the room to find out who had been at their porridge, and they saw that the chairs were all out of their places.

4. "Some one has been sitting in my chair," cried the big Papa Bear.

"Some one has been sitting in my chair," said the Mamma Bear.

"Some one has been sitting in my chair, and has sat right through it," said Tiny Cub, and he began to cry.
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"SHE SPRANG TO THE OPEN WINDOW."

5. No one could be found in the room, so the three bears went upstairs to their bedroom' to look for "some one" there.

6. "Some one has been in my bed," roared the big Papa Bear.

"Some one has been in my bed," shouted the big Mamma Bear.

"Some one has been in my bed," screamed the little Tiny Cub, "and here she is still."

7. The roar and the shout and the scream woke up Silver-locks from her nap. She sprang up, turned to the open window, and jumped out as quick as a flash.

8. The three bears also made a rush for the window. They were in such a hurry that they all stuck in it, and could not get out.

9. Long before they got out at the door, Silver-locks was far away in the forest, and you may be sure that she ran all the way home as fast as she could.
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THE THREE BEARS


LESSON 39
MR. NOBODY


  
    	ev-er-y-bod-y
    	bro-ken
    	cracked
    	ket-tle
  

  
    	car-pets
    	creak-ing
    	oil-ing
    	fing-er-marks
  



1. I know a funny little man,

　　As quiet as a mouse,

　Who does the mischief that is done

　　In everybody's house.




2. No one has ever seen his face,

　　And yet we all agree,

　That every broken plate was cracked

　　By Mr. Nobody.




3. He puts damp wood upon the fire,

　　And kettles cannot boil;

　His are the feet that bring in mud,

　　And all the carpets soil.




4. That creaking hinge will always creak,

　　For you can plainly see,

　We leave the oiling to be done

　　By Mr. Nobody.




5. The finger-marks upon the door

　　By none of us are made;

　We never leave the blinds unclosed

　　To let the curtains fade.




6. The torn leaves in our reading books

　　Weren't torn by you or me;

　There is no doubt they were the work

　　Of Mr. Nobody.




7. The ink we never spill; the blots

　　That on the page you see

　Are not our blots; they all were made

　　By Mr. Nobody.


LESSON 40
HOW I TURNED THE GRINDSTONE?


  
    	shoul-der
    	re-mem-ber
    	pleas-ant
    	blis-tered
  

  
    	tru-ant
    	ached
    	an-swer
    	ras-cal
  

  
    	axe
    	min-utes
    	beware
    	praise
  



1. One cold winter morning, when I was a little boy, I met, on my way to school, a smiling man with an axe on his shoulder.

"My pretty boy," said he, "has your father a grind-stone?"

"Yes, sir," said I.

"You are a fine little fellow," said the man; "will you let me grind my axe on it?"

2. It pleased me very much to be called a fine little fellow; so I said, "O! yes, sir; it is down in the shop."

"And will you, my little man," said he, patting me on the head, "get a little hot water?"

Now, how could I refuse? He was such a smiling, pleasant, man. I ran into the house as fast as I could, and brought him a whole kettleful.

3. "How old are you?" and "What's your name?" he asked. But, before I could answer, he went on, "You are one of the finest lads I ever saw. Will you just turn the stone a few minutes for me?" Tickled with his praise, I went to work. it was a new axe; and I toiled and tugged and turned till I was tired enough to drop.

4. The school-bell rang, but I could not get away. It rang again, and there I was still, turning away at the grindstone. My hands were blistered, and my shoulders ached.

At last, the axe was ground. What a sharp, keen edge it had! I remember how it shone in the winter's sun.

5. Then I looked up, expecting thanks; but the man turned toward me with a frown, and said, "You little rascal, you have played truant! Be off now; scud away to school, or you'll rue it!"

6. It was hard enough to turn a heavy grindstone so long, and on such a cold day; but to be called "a little rascal" for doing it was harder still for me to bear. These harsh words sank deep into my mind, and often since have I thought of them.

7. Boys and girls, whenever you meet a flatterer, beware of him. You may be pretty sure he has "an axe to grind," and wants you to turn the grindstone.

—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN


LESSON 41
THE LION AND THE MOUSE


  
    	de-spise
    	grate-ful
    	hum-blest
  

  
    	la-bour
    	lib-er-ty
    	plead-ed
  

  
    	roared
    	strug-gled
    	weak-est
  



1. One day, as a lion was lying asleep in a forest, some mice began to amuse themselves by running over him. At last they awoke him; and, starting up, he laid his paw upon one little mouse that could not get away with the rest.

2. The lion was just going to kill the little thing, when it began to plead for its life. It pleaded so hard, that at last the lion let it go.

3. The grateful mouse said, "Noble lion! I trust I may one day be able to repay your kindness to me."

4. The lion smiled at the thought of such a little animal ever being of use to him; and the mouse ran off to its hole.

5. Some time after this, the lion was caught in a strong net made of ropes, that had been spread for him in the forest by some hunters. He struggled in vain to get free, and roared with pain and terror.

6. The little mouse heard him, and ran to his help. It set to work with its sharp teeth; and at last, after a great deal of labour, it gnawed through the rope, and set the lion at liberty!

7. This shows that we should not despise

　　The humblest thing that lives;—

　The strongest at some time may need

　　The help the weakest gives.


LESSON 42
WHICH LOVED BEST


  
    	for-got-ten
    	fret-ted
    	step-ping
  

  
    	leav-ing
    	ti-died
    	gen-tle
  

  
    	teased
    	guessed
    	help-ful
  



1. "I love you, mother," said little John;

　　Then, his work forgotten, his cap went on;

　　And he was off to the garden swing,

　　Leaving his mother the wood to bring.




2. "I love you, mother," said rosy Nell;

　　"I love you better than I can tell";

　　Then she teased and fretted half the day,

　　Till all were glad when she went to play.




3. "I love you, mother," said gentle Fan;

　　"To-day I'll help you all I can";

　　So she took the baby, and rocked it fast,

　　Till off it went to sleep at last.




4. Then, stepping softly, she got the broom,

　　And swept the floor, and tidied the room;

　　Busy and happy all day was she,

　　Helpful and bright as child could be.




5. "I love you, mother," again each said—

　　Three little children all going to bed.

　I wonder if any of you have guessed

　　Which of them really loved her best?


LESSON 43
A STRANGE FISHER


  
    	el-e-phant
    	bam-boo
    	an-i-mal
  

  
    	re-mind
    	no-tice
    	in-stant
  

  
    	mis-chief
    	pre-tend-ed
    	ma-jor
  



1. I was once staying with my friend Major Brown in India. He had an elephant that was called Old Soup.

2. That was his pet name. His real name was very long—so long that I should not like to ask you to spell it.

3. Old Soup was very fond of the Major's children, and used often to go out with them alone.

4. One day the Major said to me: "Come along, and we will see what Old Soup is doing."

5. We walked for half a mile along the wooded banks of the river, and then we came upon a little group.

6. Two children sat on the bank, each holding a rod with line, cork, hook, and bait. Beside them stood Old Soup with a very large bamboo rod in his trunk, and this had line, cork, hook, and bait like the children's.

7. Before long he had a bite. The old fellow did not stir: his little eyes were fixed on the line. He waited till it was time to draw in his catch.

8. At the end of his line, as he drew it up, hung a fine tench. When Old Soup saw it, he gave a low cry of joy, as if asking Jim, the boy, to take the fish off, and bait the hook again.

9. But Jim liked to tease. After taking off the fish, he went back to his place on the bank, without putting any bait on the hook.

10. The animal gave little cries to remind Jim, but, seeing that the boy took no notice, he went up to him, and tried to turn his head to the bait-box.
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"HIS LITTLE EYES WERE FIXED ON THE LINE."

11. Still, Jim would not understand, so Old Soup picked up the box with his trunk, and laid it down at the Major's feet. Then he took up the rod, and handed it to his master.

12. "What do you want, Old Soup?" said the Major. The animal lifted one great foot after the other, and gave its strange cry. Out of mischief, I took the box, and pretended to run away with it.

13. But Old Soup was not going to be teased by a stranger. He dipped his trunk in the river, and in an instant sent a stream of water all over me. The children laughed, but the Major told Old Soup to stop.

14. Then, to make friends with him, I put some bait on the hook. Old Soup hardly stopped to thank me in his odd voice, but went back to his place, and was soon watching his cork as it bobbed again on the river.


LESSON 44
SMILES AND FROWNS


  
    	cheer-ful
    	scat-ter
    	dun-geon
    	beau-ti-ful
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I knew where the cheerful smiles were kept,

　That make life bright and gay,

I'd open the lid of the golden box,

And scatter them on the way;

　A smile should grace

　Each happy face

For ever and ever and aye〔1〕!




I knew where the ugly frowns were hid,

　That spoil our fun and glee〔2〕,
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　I'd lock them deep in a dungeon〔3〕 dark

And very soon lose the key;

　Then no face could wear

　A cloud of care,

And how beautiful that would be!

注释

〔1〕aye: Always.

〔2〕glee: Pleasure, joy.

〔3〕dungeon: A close prison, commonly underground.


LESSON 45
THE GOBURRA


  
    	ri-sing
    	yes-ter-day
    	cous-ins
  

  
    	break-fast
    	laugh-ing
    	gob-ble
  

  
    	grass-hop-per
    	jack-ass
    	go-bur-ra
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1. Ko! Ko! Koo! Koo! Koo! Ha! Ha! Ha! It is time that you young people were astir. Get up! get up! The sun is just rising.

2. "Men call me 'The Settler's Clock,' because I call them early in the morning. I have to look for my breakfast. Get up and work for yours.
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3. "Ha! Ha! Ha! there is a fine fat grub. That was a titbit〔1〕! A grasshopper, too! I am doing well! I had a mouse before you were up. You had better look after your young chicks, or I may eat one of them, if I feel hungry.

4. "White men call me a laughing jackass, because I make such a noise, but I am sure my laugh is not like a donkey's bray.

5. "What do you think of my beak? Is it not large and strong? I caught a young snake with it yesterday. I killed the snake by hitting its head upon a rail.

6. "When I find one too large to kill in that way, I fly up high with it and drop it on the hard ground. I am down on the ground almost as soon as the snake is, and I take it up and drop it again till the falls kill it.

7. "Yes, my eyes are bright brown. What colour are yours? I can see well with mine. When I sit on the branch of a tree, I can see anything that moves for yards round. If it is good to eat, I drop on it and gobble〔2〕 it up.

8. "I have some cousins who live near the creek. They are showy birds, with red breasts, blue wings and white markings. You call them king-fishers because they catch fish.

9. "I am a king-fisher too. Some folks call me the giant king-fisher, but the blacks call me goburra. I like grubs and young mice better than fish. I have not got bright feathers. Mine are brown and grey, but they keep me warm, and suit me well.

10. "I do good to the farmers because I gobble up so many grubs, and keep down the number of snakes. For this reason people are not allowed to shoot me.

11. "Would you like to see my nest? It is in a hole in the branch of a hollow tree. There my mate lays her eggs and rears the young ones.

12. "She will be looking for her breakfast. Ah, there is a fat grub. I will take that to her. Good-bye."




—————

I really believe, in the night-time

When I am asleep in my bed,

That my toys get out of their boxes,

And dance on the carpet instead;

For when I get up in the morning,

They're not where I put them at night;

I'm sure that the pistol goes popping—

I'm certain the soldier-boys fight!

注释

〔1〕titbit: A tasty bit of food.

〔2〕gobble: Eat quickly.


LESSON 46
"SHARE YOUR GOOD THINGS."


  
    	cheeped
    	quick-ly
    	ter-ri-er
  

  
    	feath-ers
    	seized
    	troub-le
  

  
    	rus-tle
    	ruf-fled
    	tugged
  



1. "Cluck, cluck, cluck!" cried the brown hen. "Here's a lot of crumbs, chicks; cluck, cluck, cluck!"

2. The chicks ran at their mother's call, and quickly picked up the food.
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Peck and Pick pushed the smaller chicks aside, and tried to get more than a fair share.

3. "Don't be greedy, Peck and Pick," said the brown hen, "or I shall have to beat you with my wings. Your greed will surely bring you into trouble. Behave yourselves! Cluck, cluck, cluck!"

4. The two chicks were afraid of their mother, so they gave up pushing, but they still tried to gobble up more than the others.

5. The brown hen called all the chicks under her wings for a short nap.

Peck and Pick said they were not sleepy, so they stole away into the grass.

6. There lay a piece of cake, that a little girl had dropped. Peck and Pick both saw it. They ran and seized it at the same time.

"Let go," said Pick, "I saw it first." "Shan't," said Peck, "it's mine!"

7. They could not agree to share the cake, so both tugged〔1〕 at it. Peck's hold was not very tight and at last Pick got it.

He ran away with it in his beak. Peck ran after him.

8. Dixie, the terrier, lay sleeping in the sun with one eye open. She heard the rustle〔2〕 in the grass when Pick ran by, and saw the cake in the chick's beak.

9. "Yap, yap, yap!" she cried, and ran at Pick to make him drop the cake. Pick cheeped in fright, dropped the cake, and, in his hurry to get away, hurt his leg. Peck ran off as hard as he could.

10. "Cheep, cheep, cheep!" cried poor Pick. "Mother, help me." The brown hen ruffled her feathers〔3〕, and flew at Dixie. The dog took no notice of her but gobbled up the cake.

11. "Cluck, cluck!" said the mother hen, as she took Pick under her wing to rest his hurt leg. "Cluck, cluck! Greedy folk always find trouble. Learn to share your good things. Cluck, cluck!"




—————

If you tried and have not won,

Never pause for crying;

All that's great and good is done

Just by patient trying.

注释

〔1〕tugged: Pulled hard.

〔2〕rustle: A soft sound.

〔3〕ruffled her feathers: Caused her feathers to stand up as if in anger.


LESSON 47
THREE LITTLE CHICKS


  
    	down-y
    	sau-cy
    	watched
  

  
    	flapped
    	snatch-es
    	wheat
  



1. Three little chicks, so downy〔1〕 and neat,

　Went out in search of something to eat,

　　　"Ter-wit, ter-weet!

　　　Something to eat!"

　And soon they picked up a straw of wheat.




2. Said one little chick, "That belongs to me!"

　Said the other wee chick, "We'll see, we'll see!"

　　　"Ter-wit, ter-weet!

　　　It is nice and sweet."

　Said number three, "Let us share the treat!"




3. One little chick seized the straw in his bill,

　And was making ready to eat his fill,

　　　When the other chick

　　　Stepped up so quick,

　He had no chance a grain to pick.




4. They pulled, they tugged, these downy things;

　Oh! how they flapped their baby wings!

　　　"Ter-wit, ter-weet!

　　　Something to eat!"

　"Let go!" "It's mine! This ear of wheat!"
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5. Fierce and strong the battle grew;

　At last the straw broke right in two,

　　　And the little chicks

　　　Were in a fix,

　And sorry enough for their greedy tricks.




6. For a saucy〔2〕 crow had watched the fight.

　He laughs, "Haw, haw! It serves you right!"

　　　As he snatches〔3〕 the prize,

　　　From before their eyes.

　And over the hills and away he flies.

注释

〔1〕downy: Covered with down—that is, with very soft, short feathers.

〔2〕saucy: Bold.

〔3〕snatches: Seizes quickly.


LESSON 48
THE DAISY AND THE DEWDROP


  
    	pit-i-ful
    	thought
    	raised
  

  
    	weighed
    	sor-rows
    	breeze
  



1. A dewdrop fell into a newly opened daisy one morning, bowing it almost down to the ground. "Dear me, you are very heavy!" said the daisy. "Please do not shake me off!" begged the dewdrop in a pitiful〔1〕 voice. "It is so much nicer here than on the ground."

2. "Poor little thing," said the daisy. "You can stay as long as you like. I will not let you fall if I can help it."

3. "If I were you," said a lily standing near, "I would not consent〔2〕 to be weighed down in that manner."

4. The day was very warm and the daisy was kept cool by the dewdrop. The lily felt the heat very much, and was glad when the night came.

5. Next morning, the daisy once more raised her head to the clear blue sky, though the lily was bending lower than usual. "How is it that you are so fresh while I am so faint?" she asked the daisy.

6. The breeze, having heard all that had been said, now spoke. He said to the lily: "The daisy sheltered the dewdrop, and she was helped by it to bear the warm sunshine, which you find so trying〔3〕. When we help others, we heap blessings upon ourselves."

注释

〔1〕pitiful: Mournful; sad.

〔2〕consent: Be willing; agree.

〔3〕trying: Painful; troublesome.


LESSON 49
THE TIN SOLDIER

Ⅰ


  
    	sol-dier
    	al-though
    	thought
  

  
    	e-nough
    	stream
    	ser-vant
  

  
    	firm-ly
    	straight
    	guard
  

  
    	shout-ed
    	pres-ent
    	stairs
  



1. Once upon a time an old tin can was made into twenty-five tin soldiers. They looked very gay when they were painted red and blue. Each held a gun, and looked straight in front of him.

2. They were all placed in a box and sent to a shop to be sold. A man bought them and gave them to his little boy as a birthday present.

3. When the little boy took the lid off the box, he clapped his hands and shouted "Hurrah! Tin soldiers!" He placed the soldiers in a row upon the table. Then he saw that one of them had only one leg.
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4. This one had been made last, when there was not quite enough tin left. But he stood just as firmly〔1〕 on his one leg as the others did on their two.

5. The boy got a little cannon ready, with which to fire at the tin soldiers. The soldier with one leg was very bold. "I am sure," he said, "that I shall not run away when the peas begin to come from the big gun."

6. But the brave little fellow was not in the battle at all. The boy looked at him and said, "Oh, you are of no use; you have only one leg. You will have to take care of the camp while the others fight."

7. Then he put the one-legged soldier in front of a cardboard castle, and the battle began. The poor little tin soldier was sorry, but, instead of crying, he said to himself, "Never mind; if I cannot fight in the battle, I can do my best to keep the camp safe." So he held up his head and tried to do his duty.

8. When the battle was over, the boy put the soldiers back in the box. He quite forgot the one-legged soldier, who was thus left all night long, keeping guard〔2〕 at the door of the castle.

9. In the morning, the little boy's sister came into the room to play. She took the tin soldier off the table, and placed him on the window ledge.

10. Then a servant opened the window, and down went the little soldier head over heels into the street below. When he reached the ground he stood on his head, with his gun stuck fast in a crack in the pavement〔3〕.

11. The little boy ran downstairs, and into the street, but nowhere could he find his little tin soldier, although he nearly trod on him twice.

12. Soon it began to rain, and the water ran down the gutters in a stream. When the storm was over, two boys came along the street. "Look," said one, "here is a tin soldier; he shall have a sail for once in his life."

13. So they made a boat out of an old newspaper, put the tin soldier into it, and away he sailed down the gutter. The boys ran by the side of the gutter and clapped their hands.

14. The paper boat rocked to and fro, and every now and then turned round so quickly that the tin soldier felt quite giddy. He did not move, however, but looked straight before him, and held his gun tightly.

15. All at once the boat sailed into a drain; he found it as dark here as at home in his own box. "Where shall I get to next?" thought he.




—————

Fretting mends no broken dishes,

Brings us none of all our wishes.

A good laugh is sunshine in a house.

A useful trade is a mine of gold.

注释

〔1〕firmly: Steadily.

〔2〕keeping guard: Standing on watch.

〔3〕pavement: Footpath made of large flat stones.


LESSON 50
THE TIN SOLDIER

Ⅱ


  
    	drain
    	grabbed
    	sailed
  

  
    	showed
    	kitch-en
    	si-lent
  

  
    	snapped
    	cast-le
    	through
  

  
    	greed-y
    	paint
    	dan-gers
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"STOP THAT TIN SOLDIER!"

1. As he sailed along in the dark drain, a big rat called out, "What are you doing here?" But the tin soldier was silent, and held his gun with a still firmer grasp.

2. On rushed the paper boat and the rat after it. "Stop that tin soldier! stop him! he is running away from the army," cried the rat. This was not true, and it made the little tin soldier very angry when he heard it.

3. The rat showed its teeth, and tried hard to overtake the boat. But the stream now ran faster and faster, and the rat was soon left far behind.

4. On, on, went the boat, till it came to the end of the drain, where the water fell over some rocks into a large river.

5. In going over these rocks the boat was filled to the brim〔1〕 with water. It must sink. The tin soldier stood up to his neck in water. Deeper and deeper sank the boat, softer and softer grew the paper.

6. Still he kept a stout heart, and was not the least afraid. But he soon fell through the soft paper, and a hungry fish, thinking he was good to eat, snapped him up.

7. Oh, how dark it was! worse even than the drain, and so narrow, too! But the tin soldier felt no fear, and lay quite still holding his gun.

8. That same day the greedy fish grabbed at〔2〕 something else he saw in the river. But a hook caught him in the mouth this time, and a man then pulled him out of the river, and took him to the market to be sold.
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9. The cook of the house, in which the little boy lived, bought the fish, and, when she was cutting it up, she found the little tin soldier inside.

10. The boy came into the kitchen just at that moment, and he cried out, "Hullo! That's my one-legged soldier."

11. The boy took the tin soldier upstairs, and set him on the table in the very same room in which he had been before. The little soldier was very glad to be at home once more.
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12. He saw the same children, the same playthings stood on the table, and among them the castle which he had guarded all night.

13. Every one in the house wanted to see the little man who had lived inside a fish, and had gone through so many dangers.

14. The boy picked up the tin soldier, and said, "Your paint is washed off, and you are bent in the back; but you are a brave little fellow, all the same. I shall give you a medal〔3〕, and you shall be captain of the castle."

15. Then the little soldier's heart jumped for joy, and his eyes filled with tears. Through all his dangers he had tried to be brave, and to do his duty, and at last he had won his reward.

—HANS ANDERSEN

注释

〔1〕filled to the brim: As full as possible.

〔2〕grabbed at: Snatched at.

〔3〕medal: Token for merit or bravery.


LESSON 51
A STRANGE SHOWER


  
    	dai-ry
    	tem-pered
    	laughed
  

  
    	plagued
    	hap-pened
    	ex-claimed
  

  
    	fright-en
    	luck-i-ly
    	sin-cere-ly
  

  
    	di-rect-ly
    	un-der-stood
    	cloak
  



1. There lived once in a dairy

　A maid called Miss Clary,

　Whose blunders〔1〕 were laughed at by many

　Though she all the while

　Wore a good-tempered smile,

　And often laughed louder than any.




2. She was plagued〔2〕 so with mice,

　Eating everything nice—

　Her cheese and her butter and creams—

　That to drive them away

　Was her thought all the day,

　And by night came again in her dreams.
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3. She happened one day

　To hear someone say

　They thought it would rain cats and dogs:

　Now, she wanted a cat,

　So she ran for her hat,

　And put on her cloak and her clogs〔3〕.




4. It rained, it is true,

　Yet no cat could she view,

　But she saw a nice dog in the street;

　"Oh, that," she exclaimed〔4〕,

　"Shall be mine when 'tis tamed,

　And I surely can tame it with meat.




5. "I never remarked〔5〕,

　But I think, if he barked,

　It would frighten the mice and the rats.

　I'll take what's in my power,

　And perhaps the next shower

　May luckily bring us some cats."




6. She held the dog fast

　Till a person came past,

　And begged her to let Rover loose.

　"It rains dogs," said Miss Clary.

　"Rains dogs for a dairy!

　Whoever beheld such a goose?"




7. But the kind-hearted man

　Directly〔6〕 began

　The silly old words to explain.

　She thanked him sincerely,

　And understood clearly

　It meant nothing more than hard rain.

注释

〔1〕blunders: Foolish mistakes.

〔2〕plagued: Worried; annoyed.

〔3〕clogs: Wooden shoes.

〔4〕exclaimed: Cried out.

〔5〕remarked: Noticed.

〔6〕directly: At once.


LESSON 52
THE LOST PUPPIES

Ⅰ


  
    	some-thing
    	cer-tain
    	ex-ci-ting
  

  
    	strayed
    	fam-i-ly
    	our-selves
  

  
    	yapped
    	trip-ping
    	wag-ging
  



1. "Well, something must be done," said Fido, for the tenth time that day. "If we sit here much longer we shall get cramp〔1〕 or take fits—that's certain. We have had nothing to eat since ever such a long time ago."

2. "Not since a long time before that," said Fido's brother, Toby.
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"It was exciting〔2〕 at first, but one soon gets tired of being lost, stolen, or strayed."

3. "I am very sorry we ran away," said Toby. "And we shall never find our way home again. Never! ah! never no more."

"Suppose," said Fido, "we look out for a new home. What do you say, Toby?"

4. Toby cleared his throat, and licked his lips. Then he shook his head sadly.

"One pup may be all very well, but two in a family you're not born to—that's no joke. Nobody would have us. To tell you the truth, Fido, we must—"

"What, dear?"

"Part! You go your way. I'll go mine. Let each of us choose new owners, and do the best we can for ourselves."

5. "Very well," said Fido briskly〔3〕. "Of course, I shall see that my owner is up to the mark. I like stylish people, who live in fine houses, and have grand things to wear, and tip-top bones to pick."

"I like nice fireside folk," yapped Toby.

And so they waited and waited, watching. the people pass to and fro.

6. At length a smart young man came tripping〔4〕 along,

with a fine cane in his hand, and a round glass in his eye.

"Bow-wow-wow," said little Fido, dancing round the young man's legs, and then running behind a lamp-post in a flutter〔5〕.

7. "Hullo, there, you dog!" cried the young man.

"Wow-wow," came from Fido.

"Where are you?"

"Wow."

"Come here, you little dog." Fido came towards him very slowly.

"Bow-wow-wow!"

"Good dog!"

8. Then the young man whistled such a kind whistle. It quite won the heart of Fido. And as Toby peeped round the corner, all that he saw was Fido's little tail wagging, and Fido's little feet trotting after the young man.

注释

〔1〕cramp: Stiffness in the limbs; aches and pains.

〔2〕exciting: Thrilling; full of interest.

〔3〕briskly: Quickly; sharply.

〔4〕tripping: Walking smartly.

〔5〕in a flutter: Trembling with excitement.


LESSON 53
THE LOST PUPPIES

Ⅱ


  
    	cross-ness
    	pat-ted
    	rat-tling
  

  
    	sau-cers
    	jin-gling
    	pup-pies
  

  
    	cot-tage
    	fol-lowed
    	but-cher
  

  
    	be-have
    	stud-ied
    	su-et
  



1. In a little while there passed by Toby a widow with a very sad face.

Toby gave a sharp look to see if it was temper that made her look so sad. But no, it was not crossness—he felt sure it was something else.

2. Then he followed at a very safe distance〔1〕, till he saw her stop at a neat cottage, which stood in a very pretty garden all by itself.

3. The widow raised the latch of the door to walk in, and Toby, thinking it must be now or never, if he meant to make friends with the widow, set up a loud howl.

"Well, if it isn't a little dog," said the lady, stooping down and laying a kindly hand on Toby as she spoke.

4. "I thought I heard a pit-a-pat behind me! And now, little doggie, where do you come from?"

"Bow!"

"Oh! indeed; well I'm glad to see you!"

"Bow-wow!"

"And you are glad to see me too, no doubt!"

"Bow-wow-wow!"

"Dear me, what a clever little doggie! Are you hungry?"

"Bow-wow-wow-wow-w-w-w-w!"

5. "Did ever anyone hear such a story?" said the widow, as she patted Toby again. That pat went straight to Toby's little heart〔2〕.

6. So, when the widow opened the cottage door, Toby slipped in, and soon you might have heard a great rattling of cups and saucers, and jingling of knives and forks, and the widow speaking kindly, and Toby "bow-wow-ing," and oh! dear me, what a really good time poor hungry little Toby must be having, to be sure!

7. A week later the two puppies met at a street corner.
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"Hullo!" said Toby.

"Hullo!" said Fido, "how well you look, Toby."

8. "Oh, yes, I'm very well off, thank you," said Toby. "I live at Rose Cottage with a kind widow; I've got her, and she's got me, and we are very happy. By the way, where are you living, Fido?"

9. "Nowhere," said Fido sadly. "You saw the smart young man that I followed?"

"Yes," said Toby, "the one with the cane in his paw, and the round, bright glass stuck in his eye."

10. "The very same. Well, I followed him home, and behaved myself all the way, but he played a shabby trick on me."

"Really?"

"Yes; he opened the door—"

"And—?"

"Walked in himself."

"And—?"

"Shut me out!"

"Never!" said Toby.

11. "Oh, but he did though! And now I don't like smart-looking people a bit. If I had only been wise like you, brother Toby, and studied people's faces〔3〕 instead of their clothes, I would not be a homeless puppy now."

12. "Cheer up, Fido," said Toby, "perhaps you will have better luck next time. See, there goes a friend of mine—an old butcher. He isn't much to look at outside, but I know he has a kind heart inside. Outsides are not everything, Fido, dear—insides are most.



13. "Now, follow that old butcher to his home. Try to get him to have you for his little dog. I think he will—then if he does, be gentle, behave well, be honest, do the best you can for him, and all will come right."

14. And that is what little Fido tried to do. As the butcher had no little doggie just then, he cast kind glances at Fido. And the more he saw of the puppy, the better he liked him.
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"THE WIDOW'S MITE."

15. Still, it takes time for a doggie to win an old butcher's smile. By-and-by, however, Fido was given a home at the butcher's.

16. And every morning, when the old man goes round for orders for beef, and mutton, and suet, he takes Fido with him. Often, very often, they call at the widow's cottage. Then out pops Toby, and up comes Fido, and oh! dear me, you never saw such games as they have at times.

I do believe that, now, they are the happiest doggies in the whole world.

—MARY BOYLE

注释

〔1〕safe distance: So far away that no harm could come to him.

〔2〕went to his heart: Gained his love.

〔3〕studied their faces: Looked closely at them to find out their nature.


LESSON 54
LITTLE THINGS


  
    	crumb
    	journey
    	kin-dle
  

  
    	fore-tell
    	goods
    	blight
  

  
    	cheer-less
    	re-veals
    	des-pise
  

  
    	mess-age
    	grudge
    	gos-pel
  

  
    	con-founds
    	dwarf
    	beacon
  



1. A crumb will feed a little bird,

　A thought prevent an angry word,

　A seed bring forth full many a flower,

　A drop of rain foretell a shower!




2. A little cloud the sun will hide,

　A dwarf may prove a giant's guide,

　A narrow plank a safe bridge form,

　A smile some cheerless spirit warm.




3. A step begins the journey long,

　A weak head oft outwits the strong,

　A gull defies〔1〕 the angry sea,

　A word will set a captive free!




4. A hornet goads〔2〕 a mighty beast,

　A cry of "fire" breaks up a feast,

　A glass shows wonders in the skies,

　A little child confounds〔3〕 the wise!




5. A straw the wild wind's course reveals〔4〕,

　A kind act oft an old grudge〔5〕 heals,

　A beacon light〔6〕 saves many a life,

　A slight〔7〕 will often kindle strife〔8〕!




6. A puff of smoke betrays the flame,

　A pen-stroke e'en will blight〔9〕 a name,

　A little hand may alms bestow,

　A message small brings joy or woe!




7. The widow's mite a great gift proved;

　A mother's prayer has heaven moved:

　"Then let us not," the poet sings,

　"Despise〔10〕 the gospel of small things."

注释

〔1〕defies: Laughs at; braves.

〔2〕goads: stings into madness.

〔3〕confounds: puzzles.

〔4〕reveals: shows plainly.

〔5〕grudge: ill-feeling towards someone.

〔6〕beacon light: a light set to guide, as in a lighthouse.

〔7〕slight: act of neglect.

〔8〕kindle strife: start quarrels.

〔9〕blight: wither; injure.

〔10〕despise: look down upon with scorn.


LESSON 55
THE FIG-TREE'S STORY

Ⅰ


  
    	count-less
    	moist
    	bab-bled
  

  
    	'pos-sums
    	ko-a-la
    	steal-ing
  

  
    	poised
    	glos-sy
    	flapped
  

  
    	heav-i-ly
    	pleas-ant
    	flash-ing
  



1. Many years have gone by since my twin leaves peeped out of the ground in a thick scrub. All around grew countless plants and vines, tall pines, and great gums. The ground was warm and moist, and covered with ferns and mosses.

2. Soft warm rain fell from time to time, and I grew apace〔1〕. Soon I was able to peep above the ferns and small bushes. Far away I saw a noble river gliding by on its way to the sea, while close at my roots a stream of clear fresh water babbled〔2〕 to join the river.

3. In the trees above me, merry 'possums played in the moonlight, while solemn koalas〔3〕 gazed at them in wonder, as they swung from bough to bough.

4. At times, black men came stealing〔4〕 through the bush in search of food, their spears poised〔5〕 ready to cast at any animal that might wander near. One day, great numbers of them met, and danced in a glade〔6〕 of the forest.
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"MY LEAVES THREW A DARK SHADE."

5. Still I grew, till I had pushed my way through the branches of the small trees around me, and could see the warm sun for myself. My thick glossy leaves now threw a deep shade upon the ground, and a dark round fruit grew on my branches. Many birds came to feed upon my figs, and at night, flying-foxes flapped〔7〕 among the boughs.

6. Sometimes rain fell heavily for many days. Then the river grew angry and roared aloud. Its waters spread over the land till they washed the ground at my roots.

7. Years rolled on, and one day I saw a strange boat with a white sail, upon the broad bosom of the river. In this boat were men, but their skins were white, not black like the skins of the men whom I had seen in the days gone by.

8. I was soon to learn more about these white men, for by-and-by great numbers of them came, and spread through the scrub. Down fell giant〔8〕 pines and great gums before their flashing axes.

9. The men sawed the trunks of the trees into planks, and with them built houses on the side of the stream. I, too, feared for my life, but I was spared, as my wood was too soft for their use, and I cast a pleasant shade.

注释

〔1〕apace: quickly.

〔2〕babbled: made a soft rippling noise.

〔3〕koala: native bear.

〔4〕stealing: Walking quietly; gliding.

〔5〕poised: Balanced in their hands.

〔6〕glade: An open space.

〔7〕flapped: Flew noisily.

〔8〕giant: Huge; very tall.


LESSON 56
THE FIG-TREE'S STORY

Ⅱ


  
    	crea-tures
    	spread-ing
    	sa-lute
  

  
    	ploughs
    	sought
    	rap-id-ly
  

  
    	way-fa-rers
    	built
    	climes
  



1. Tree by tree the forest fell before the axes of the white men. Wild creatures no longer sought the banks of the stream, but the men brought cows, horses, and dogs to take their places. All came to me for shelter, when the hot sun beat upon the bare ground.

2. The white men turned up the rich soil with their ploughs, and planted corn and sugar-cane. Round their houses they made gardens, in which grew many strange flowers and fruits.

3. Years rolled by, and the cornfields gave place to rows of houses, where many folk came to live. Every morning the men left their homes to go and work in the fields or shops for the sake of their wives and little ones and every evening some of them came and rested in the shade cast by my leaves, while they talked over the doings of the day.

4. Then I learned that the town which was growing on the banks of the river was named Brisbane, and that it was the chief town of a country called Queensland, in honour of a great Queen〔1〕 whom the people loved.

5. More changes took place. The stream was arched〔2〕 over, so that I could no longer see its waters, wooden houses were replaced by huge buildings of stone and brick, and a great city rose upon the banks of the noble river.

6. The river paid me no more visits, for men had built walls to keep its waters within bounds. Wires were stretched overhead, and cars, no longer drawn by horses as in days gone by, moved rapidly along on iron rails. Seats were placed at the foot of my trunk, which now grew thick and strong, and many wayfarers〔3〕 stayed to rest awhile in the cool shade cast by my leaves.
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"WAYFARERS STAYED TO REST AWHILE."

7. Huge ships made their stately〔4〕 way up the broad river, carrying men and goods from lands far over the sea; and guns from great grey war-ships at times boomed forth a salute to〔5〕 some noble stranger from other climes.

8. Now and then birds come to search for figs among my branches, and they tell me of spreading parks near by, where some of my sisters still grow; and at night a stray flying-fox comes and talks of the wild scrubs on the mountain side.

9. I no longer pine〔6〕 for my friends of the forest. I am happy in watching the children playing on the seats below me, but I wonder how much longer I am to be spared, for every day the streets grow more crowded, and I fear that soon the old fig-tree will have to be cut down to make more room for those who pass by.

注释

〔1〕great Queen: Queen Victoria—died 1901.

〔2〕arched: Covered so as to form a drain.

〔3〕wayfarers: Passers-by.

〔4〕stately: Noble-looking.

〔5〕boomed a salute to: Fired their guns in welcome.

〔6〕pine: Long for.


LESSON 57
"DON'T BE SELFISH."


  
    	jour-neys
    	re-fu-sing
    	sure-ly
  

  
    	road-side
    	begged
    	pun-ished
  

  
    	lagged
    	com-rade
    	con-duct
  

  
    	shil-lings
    	bar-gain
    	might
  



1. A man kept a horse and an ass. On his journeys, he spared the horse and put all the burden〔1〕 upon the back of the poor ass.

2. One day the ass fell sick and lagged〔2〕 behind. He said that if the horse would help him, he would soon be well again, but if not, the load would surely kill him.

3. The horse laughed at his fellow servant, called him a lazy beast, and told the ass not to worry him.

4. As the sun rose in the heavens and the day grew hotter, the poor ass became worse, and at last fell by the roadside—dead.

5. The man removed the load from the body of the dead ass, and placed it on the horse's back.

Thinking that the dead body of the ass might be worth a few shillings, he placed this upon the top of the load.
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6. "Alas," said the horse, "I am justly punished for my cruel conduct, for by refusing to take a share of my comrade's load, I have now to bear it all, and his dead body into the bargain〔3〕."

注释

〔1〕burden: Load.

〔2〕lagged: Came very slowly.

〔3〕into the bargain: As well.


LESSON 58
WORDS


  
    	maid
    	im-pris-oned
    	pleas-ant
    	oth-ers
  



1. Do you know, little maid, when you open your mouth

　That away to the east, to the west, north, and south,

　On the wings of the wind〔1〕, just like bees or like birds,

　Fly the tones of your voice and the sound of your words?




2. Do you know, little maid, that your mouth is a door—

　All the words you may say, all you have said before,

　Were imprisoned〔2〕 within? Some are sweet, pleasant words,

　Which, when they get out, will sing just like birds.




3. There are others so cross, that they never can please;

　And when they get out they will sting just like bees.

　Watch them dose, little maid: when cross words are about,

　Shut the door〔3〕 very tight and don't let them get out.

注释

〔1〕On the wings of the wind: Carried by the wind.

〔2〕imprisoned: Kept fast as prisoners.

〔3〕Shut the door: Close your mouth.


LESSON 59
JACK AND THE BEANSTALK

Ⅰ


  
    	cot-tage
    	owned
    	straight
  

  
    	du-ring
    	peeped
    	vil-lage
  

  
    	in-stead
    	ri-ding
    	leath-er
  



1. Once upon a time, in a village in the west of England, there lived a poor widow and her only son, Jack.
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"JACK STARTED EARLY IN THE MORNING."

2. She rented a small cottage, and worked hard to keep herself and child.

3. One cold winter she fell sick, and when the time came for her to pay the rent of her cottage, the widow had no money left.

4. Her landlord〔1〕 told her that she must either pay the rent by the end of the week or leave the cottage.

5. As she still owned a cow, she made up her mind to sell that, and so get money for rent and food.

6. The next market day, she told Jack to drive the cow to the town, and sell it.

7. Jack started away early in the morning, with right good will; and, as he went along, driving the cow, he sang cheerily at the top of his voice.

8. "Where are you going with that cow, my merry little fellow?" said a man on horseback, who was riding by.

"I am going to the market to sell her," said Jack.

9. "Well, my boy," said the man, "you need not go so far, for I will buy her. See! I will give you all there is in this bag for her."

10. Jack looked at the round leather bag and thought it was full of gold, so he gave up the cow and got the purse in return.

11. When he peeped into the purse he found that there was no money in it, but only a number of round flat beans.

12. He asked the man to give him back the cow, but the man laughed at him and said, "No, lad! a bargain〔2〕 is a bargain. Go home; you will not be a loser."
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"HE STARTED TO CLIMB."

13. When Jack's mother heard that he had sold the cow for a bag of beans she was very angry. She took the beans from the bag, threw them into the garden, and sent Jack at once to bed.

14. Poor Jack cried himself to sleep, but the next morning he was up at the first gleam of daylight. He meant to go and look for work, for he wanted to earn money, and so help his mother to pay the rent.

15. On going into the garden, he was amazed〔3〕 to find that the beans had grown so high in a single night that their tops were lost to sight in the clouds.

16. As the stems were thick, and twined together like a huge ladder, Jack thought that he would climb them. He started to climb, and went up and up and up.




—————

WORK is the grand cure for all the miseries that ever beset mankind—honest work, which you intend getting done.

—CARLYLE

注释

〔1〕landlord: The man who owned the cottage.

〔2〕bargain: An agreement.

〔3〕amazed: Very much surprised; astonished.


LESSON 60
JACK AND THE BEANSTALK

Ⅱ


  
    	climbed
    	kitch-en
    	ear-li-er
  

  
    	dot-ted
    	hus-band
    	loud-ly
  

  
    	pump-kin
    	prom-ised
    	pos-sible
  



1. After Jack had climbed for some time, he began to feel tired, but still he kept on. He went right through a cloud, and the mist wet him to the skin.

2. He passed through the cloud and came into bright sunshine. He now found that the beans twined round some rocks in a new country.

3. He climbed over the rocks, and saw a road winding through green fields dotted all over with bright flowers.

4. After walking for some distance, he saw in front of him a grey stone castle〔1〕. As he felt tired and hungry, Jack went up to a door of the castle and knocked loudly.

5. A woman came in answer to his knock, and Jack asked for food. He offered to do some work in return for it.

6. The woman was glad to get someone to help her. She spoke kindly to him, and gave him bread and milk.

7. She then set him to carry apples into a store-room. Jack had never seen such large apples, for they were the size of pumpkins. It was hard work to carry them, and he soon felt tired.

8. The woman took pity on Jack, and told him to lie down and rest before the fire in the kitchen.

9. "You must go before nightfall," said she, "or my husband, the giant, will want you to be cooked for his supper."

10. Jack wanted to run away when he heard this, but the woman promised to wake him in time, and he was so weary that he soon fell fast asleep.

11. The giant came home early that day. When his wife heard him coming she waked Jack and told him to hide in an empty oven.

12. Hardly was Jack safely hidden when the giant came in. "Ho! Ho!" said he; "Wife, what's for supper? I smell fresh boy. Ho! Ho! bring him out!" "No," said his wife, "you are wrong, I have cooked two sheep for you: here they are," and she placed two whole sheep before him.

13. The giant ate a hearty supper. "Now, wife," said he, "bring out my lucky hen, I want some gold."

14. Jack peeped out of the oven and saw the giant's wife place a fine black hen on the table. The giant stroked the hen and said,

15. "Now, my bonnie hen,

　　　Do as you are told,

　Lay at once a large bright egg,

　　　Let it be of gold!"

16. The hen laid an egg on the table, then turned round, cocked her head on one side to look at her master, and cried, "Luck, luck, lucky! Luck, luck, lucky!" four times.

17. Jack saw that the egg was of a bright, golden colour. The giant picked it up and tossed it into a bag.

18. By-and-by the giant fell asleep and snored so loudly that the noise he made sounded like thunder. Jack stole out of his hiding-place, caught up the hen and ran as fast as he could from the castle.
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"THE GIANT ATE A HEARTY SUPPER."

19. "Luck, luck, lucky!" cried the hen, but the giant was sound asleep, and Jack reached the beanstalk in safety. He made as much haste as possible down the thick stem, and ran with the hen under his arm to his mother's cottage.

20. The widow was in tears, for she thought Jack was lost. The boy placed the hen on the table and said the rhyme that the giant had spoken. Down on the table rolled a golden egg. "Luck, luck, lucky!" cried the hen, and Jack thought she was quite right.

21. Jack told his mother of his adventures〔2〕, and how he had got the lucky hen. She knew the hen at once, as one which had been stolen from her husband some years before, by some robbers who took all that he had.

22. The eggs, which were of the purest gold, sold for a large sum, and the poor widow was able to buy her cottage and find plenty of food for herself and Jack. After a while the hen died, and Jack made up his mind to climb the beanstalk again in search of fresh wonders.




—————

All the land is happy,

　Sun is in the sky,

All the earth is singing—

　Why not you and I?

注释

〔1〕castle: A strong building used for defence.

〔2〕his adventure: What had happened to him.


LESSON 61
MY VISITOR


  
    	perched
    	en-tered
    	trim-mings
  

  
    	san-dals
    	di-a-monds
    	scam-pered
  

  
    	neigh-bour
    	i-vo-ry
    	shoul-ders
  



1. While, one evening, I was sitting

　　Quite alone, and all was still,

　Lo! I saw a little lady

　　Perched upon the window-sill.




2. She had entered by the window,

　　Just to make a hasty call;

　So she did not think of taking

　　Off her hat or gloves at all.




3. Such a pretty little lady!

　　And so very, very small!

　I am sure my youngest dolly

　　Was a dozen times as tall.




4. Never could a dress be nicer

　　Than the simple gown of grey,

　That was hanging from her shoulders

　　In a close and clinging〔1〕 way.




5. On her head a little bonnet

　　Perched, but I could see no strings,

　Though on either side the trimmings

　　Looked for all the world like wings.




6. For her gloves she'd silken mittens〔2〕,

　　With her fingers peeping through;

　And her feet were shod in sandals〔3〕,

　　Neater far than any shoe.




7. Now about her face I'll tell you;

　　For she turned it to the light,

　And I saw her eyes like diamonds〔4〕,

　　And her teeth were ivory white.




8. Did the lady say "Good-evening"?

　　No, nor any other word;

　If she did, she spoke so softly,

　　And so low, I never heard.




9. When I asked her what she wanted,

　　In my very sweetest tone,

　Round she turned and off she

　　scampered〔5〕,

　　Leaving me again alone.




10. For this pretty little lady

　　Was my neighbour, Mrs. Mouse,

　And 'twas only hopes of supper

　　That had brought her to my house.

—J. STAFFORD

注释

〔1〕clinging: Lying close to the body.

〔2〕mittens: Fingerless gloves.

〔3〕sandal: Shoe made of a sole which is strapped to the foot.

〔4〕diamonds: Bright sparkling stones of great value.

〔5〕scampered: Ran off quickly.


LESSON 62
JACK AND THE BEANSTALK

Ⅲ


  
    	climbed
    	roared
    	rus-tled
  

  
    	knocked
    	pres-ent-ly
    	re-peat-ed
  

  
    	be-longed
    	stretched
    	pre-cious
  



1. A few weeks after the death of the hen that laid the golden eggs, Jack again climbed the beanstalk. He went another way this time, for he was afraid of meeting the giant from whom he had taken the hen.

2. Soon he came to a large castle, in front of which was a lovely garden. Jack went to the door and knocked loudly. An old woman came out, and the boy asked for work and food. The woman told Jack to go and pull weeds out of the garden. Jack found the weeds very strong and tough, but he worked away with a will.

3. After a time the woman called the boy in, and gave him a great bowl of brown bread and milk. She said that the castle and garden belonged to a fierce giant with a dog's head.

4. As she was glad to have someone to talk with, she told Jack not to be afraid, for she would take care of him. She was glad, too, of his help, as the giant was very cruel, and used to beat her if she had not all the work done.

5. When night came on, she took Jack into the kitchen, and hid him in a large copper〔1〕. By lifting the lid a little, Jack could see all that was going on in the room.

6. By-and-by a loud growl was heard outside, and a huge giant marched into the kitchen. "What have you got for supper?" roared the monster. "Serve it quickly, for I feel hungry!"

7. "I have cooked two calves," said his wife. "Come and help me to lift them upon the table."

8. The giant did so, and after tearing them to pieces, as a dog tears meat, he ate them greedily. He then lapped from a huge tub of beer, and growled to his wife, "Go and fetch my prize rose."

9. The woman went out, and brought back a rose-tree in a pot, which she set on the table before him. "Out you go now!" said the giant, "you must not see how I get my flowers to grow.

10. "The rose is mine only as long as I keep the secret, and should anyone else learn that secret, then I lose the rose. So out you go!"

11. The giant's wife tried to tell him that someone else was in the room; but, as soon as she started to speak, the giant flew at her with a savage roar, and bit and snarled at her till she ran from the room in terror.

12. The giant then took some water and threw it over the tree, saying as he did so:



"Upon this tree will soon be seen,

　　The richest flower that blows,

Of all the garden flowers the queen,

　　A lovely golden rose!"

13. Jack gazed in wonder, and saw the rose-tree put forth a tiny shoot. This grew to a bud, and then opened into a lovely rose. Its petals〔2〕 were of bright gold, and sparkling〔3〕 like dew-drops among them were two large diamonds. The giant cut the rose and put it away in an iron chest in the corner of the room.

14. He then stretched himself like a dog on the hearth before the fire, and soon his snores shook the room. Jack crept softly out of his hiding-place and caught hold of the flower-pot. As he did so, the leaves of the plant rustled loudly to warn the giant, but he was sound asleep.

15. Jack got safely from the castle and away to his beanstalk with the treasure〔4〕. Climbing down, he soon reached home, and placed the pot on the table. He then cast water over the rose leaves, and repeated〔5〕 the giant's words.

16. The rose grew as before. Jack and his mother gazed at it with wonder and delight. He cut the rose and took it to the keeper of the king's jewels, who said that nothing so fine had ever before been seen.

17. When the king saw the rose he sent for Jack, and offered him a large sum of money for it. At the same time, he ordered Jack to make twenty more such roses for presents to the princesses.

18. The money which Jack got for his roses made him a rich man. One day he went on a long journey, taking his mother with him, and left the rose-tree in charge of a servant, who did not know its value.

19. While he was away, the servant fell ill, and the poor rose was left in the hot sun without water. When Jack returned from his journey he found to his great sorrow that the precious〔6〕 rose-tree was dead.

注释

〔1〕copper: A boiler made of copper.

〔2〕petals: Leaves of the flower.

〔3〕sparkling: Shining brightly.

〔4〕treasure: Something of great value.

〔5〕repeated: Said over again.

〔6〕precious: Worth a great price.


LESSON 63
JACK AND THE BEANSTALK

Ⅳ


  
    	ached
    	fierce
    	slammed
  

  
    	ab-sence
    	sauce-pan
    	sooth-ing
  

  
    	hos-pi-tal
    	fin-ished
    	trem-bled
  

  
    	sa-vour-y
    	stir-ring
    	fe-vered
  



1. Jack had often heard from his mother stories of her early life. One of the stories that he liked best was about a magic〔1〕 harp that would play any tune it was asked. It had been stolen from his father by a giant, and Jack's mother thought that the harp might still be in the land at the top of the beanstalk.

2. So one day Jack again climbed into the giant's country. This time he went in search of the magic harp. When he reached the top of the beanstalk he walked along the banks of a river till he came to a great stone castle built upon a diff.

3. He walked boldly up to the gate and asked for work. The giant was away from home, but the giant's wife called him in, and set him to grind wheat into flour. Jack saw that the wheat grains were as large as plums.

4. He worked away till his arms and back ached. He had ground out three large sacks of flour before the giant's wife called him from his task. She had been enjoying a quiet sleep while Jack did her work.

5. His mistress was pleased when she saw how well he had worked. She gave him a large slice of rich cake and a jug of new milk. She said that she would keep him to work for her, and pay him well, but that he must always hide from her husband.

6. When evening drew nigh, she put Jack into a large saucepan, in which was a heap of dry straw. A piece of wood placed between the lid and the rim enabled Jack to see out, and to get all the fresh air that he needed.

7. By-and-by, the giant came home. "Wife," said he, "what is that savoury smell〔2〕 that comes from the kitchen?" "I have an ox stuffed and roasted whole," said his wife. "It is just done to a turn; come and help to dish it up."

8. When Jack saw the fierce face of the giant, and heard his roaring voice, he trembled so much that he shook the saucepan lid and made it rattle. The giant looked round and Jack ducked behind the rim just in time. "There must be rats on that shelf," said the giant; "I will set a trap to-morrow."

9. He helped his wife to dish up the ox, and sat down and ate a hearty meal. There were only a few bones left on the dish when he had finished. After dinner he ordered his wife to fetch the magic harp. She brought a small harp of pure gold, and placed it before her husband. "Play," said he to the harp.

10. At the sound of the music Jack again peeped out. The harp played a stirring march. As it did so, the kitchen faded and Jack saw a long dusty road, down which a company of soldiers, footsore and weary, marched with heavy feet. As the march music sounded forth, the tired look left the soldiers' faces, and with heads erect they stepped out bravely.

11. The music now became soft and soothing〔3〕, and Jack saw a large hospital, where the sick tossed upon their beds of pain. At the sound of the sweet music the pinched faces lit up with delight. For a time the sick forgot their pain, and as the music went on they sank into a restful sleep.

12. Jack, too, felt the effect of the music; his eyes were heavy with slumber, and only by a great effort could he keep himself awake. As the sounds of the harp grew softer and softer, the giant and his wife fell fast asleep.

13. Jack felt sure that this must be the harp that had once been his father's, so he quietly lifted the saucepan lid and climbed out. Stepping softly to the table he laid his hand upon the harp.

14. At once the room echoed with the loud rattle of drums, and the blare〔4〕 of trumpets sounding the alarm. The giant awoke with a start and sprang to his feet, just as Jack with the harp under his arm reached the gate.

15. Jack slammed the gate and started to run for the beanstalk. As the giant reached the bank of the river in pursuit〔5〕, Jack gained the top of the beanstalk and slid down its smooth stem.
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"JACK CHOPPED THROUGH THE BEANSTALK."

16. He reached the ground as the giant was starting to slide down. Catching up an axe, Jack chopped through the beanstalk, and down fell the giant with a crash that shook the ground for miles round. There the monster lay with a broken neck.




—————

Who has seen the wind?

　Neither you nor I;

But when the trees bow down their heads,

　The wind is passing by.

—CHRISTINA ROSSETTI

注释

〔1〕magic: Wonderful.

〔2〕savoury smell: Smell of something tasty.

〔3〕soothing: Calming; restful.

〔4〕blare: Loud sound.

〔5〕in pursuit: In chase (of him).


LESSON 64
THE FOX AND THE CROW


  
    	whis-ker
    	ras-cal
    	cho-sen
  

  
    	ruse
    	cer-tain
    	chuck-ling
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1. A piping crow〔1〕 lived near a creek on the border of a scrub. The crow was proud of his flute-like notes and spent an hour or so every morning on the dead limb of a gum-tree singing loudly—but always the same song.

In a hollow log near by dwelt a crafty〔2〕 old fox.

2. One day, the crow found a large piece of meat on the bank of the creek. He flew with it to the gum-tree. The fox, who had been afraid to show even as much as a whisker all day, came out feeling very hungry.

3. When he saw the crow with the piece of meat, the water ran from his mouth in longing for it. He went under the gum-tree and called to the crow:

"Jim Crow," he said, "the man who left that meat was talking to a girl near my log. He told her that he was going to offer a prize to the sweetest singer in the scrub.

4. "The girl remarked that you ought to win the prize, but he said that could not be, for you could only sing in the morning.

"He has not yet gone far. Sing now; he will hear, and you are certain of the prize."

5. At the thought of being chosen as the first singer in the bush, the silly crow danced on the bough with glee, and piped at the top of his voice.

6. Down dropped the piece of meat, and away went the fox with it to his hollow log, chuckling over his clever ruse〔3〕.

7. But his joy did not last very long. The meat had been placed near the log as a bait for the fox, who had killed a goose two days before, and in a few minutes the rascal was dead.

注释

〔1〕piping crow: The Australian magpie.

〔2〕crafty: Sly; cunning.

〔3〕ruse: A sly plan.


LESSON 65
TIME FLIES


  
    	sec-onds
    	strength
    	run-ning
  

  
    	min-utes
    	twelve
    	fas-ten
  



Sixty seconds make a minute,

　So my father used to say:

What you've got to do, begin it,

　Or 'twill not be done to-day:

For so fast the seconds fly,

　You can't catch one—nor can I.




Sixty minutes make an hour,

　So my mother used to tell:

While you've got the strength and power,

　Do your work and do it well;

Or at night you'll have to say,

　"I've done nothing all the day."




Twelve fast hours make the daytime,

　So, my child, I say to you:

Some is work-time, some is play-time;

　Do what you have got to do;

For though fast you run down hill,

　Time is running faster still.


LESSON 66
THE CARDINAL POINTS


  
    	car-din-al
    	mag-net-ic
    	sail-ors
  

  
    	com-pass
    	re-plied
    	u-su-al-ly
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1. "See what father gave me this morning, May," said Harry.

"What is it?" said May. "Is it a watch?"

2. "No," replied Harry, "but father says it is something nearly as useful. It is a compass, and by means of it I can tell which way I am going, just as by means of a watch I can tell the time.

3. "It looks something like a watch, for it has a glass lid and a metal case, but instead of the watch face, there is a card, which seems to float inside the case. It does not turn with the case, but always keeps the same position.

4. "On the card, N. stands for North, S. for South, E. for East, and W. for West. These four points are the most plainly marked on the card, and are called Cardinal Points—that is, chief points.
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5. "On the card are other groups of letters. Look! midway between the S. and the E. is S.E., which stands for South-East, and in the same way N.W. stands for North-West, and so on."

6. "But why does the card float like that, and always keep in the same position?" said May.

7. "Because," answered Harry, "underneath the card, lying straight between the letters N. and S. is fixed a bar magnet〔1〕, working on a pivot〔2〕; and a magnet, if free to move, always lies in the direction North and South.

8. "Father told me that the compass is of great use to sailors, for by its means they are able to find their way across the sea, although there are neither roads nor signposts to guide them.

9. "Maps are usually drawn so that the top of the map is the North, the bottom the South, the right-hand side the East, and the left-hand side the West.

10. "The cardinal points can be found without a compass, for the sun rises in the East; at mid-day it is in the North; and it sets in the West. The South, of course, is opposite to the North.

11. "The compass was known to the Chinese at least two thousand years ago, but they did not make much use of it. Sailors first used it in Europe during the 12th century; and, because Columbus〔3〕 trusted his compass, he dared to sail for months out of sight of land during that famous voyage which ended in the discovery of America.

12. "Let us see in what direction the school lies. Look! we have first to go down the road towards S., and then turn and go as far towards E., so that the school lies South-East from our home."

注释

〔1〕bar magnet: A piece of iron which has the power of drawing other pieces of iron to itself.

〔2〕pivot: A point on which something turns.

〔3〕Columbus: The famous Italian sailor who discovered America in 1492 A.D.


LESSON 67
A BUSH FIRE

Ⅰ


  
    	through
    	meant
    	throat
  

  
    	com-ing
    	taught
    	straight
  

  
    	pad-dock
    	hur-ry
    	min-ute
  



1. One very hot morning in December, Tom Carr and his sister Dot were playing in their yard. Tom was nine years old, but Dot was only three, and Tom took very great care of his little sister.

2. "Look, Dot!" said Tom, "there's a man on a horse coming. How fast he is riding! He is coming this way!" Tom ran and let down the sliprail. The man rode into the yard, and Tom knew him. It was Mr. May, who lived at the next station.

3. "Tom!" said Mr. May, "where is your father?" At this moment Mr. Carr came out of the house. Mr. May began to shout to him at once.

4. "Fire!" he cried, "Fire! One of the worst fires I ever saw in my life. Come along, Carr, and bring all your hands〔1〕."

Mr. Carr called his men out, and away they all rode, each man with a sack across his saddle.

5. "Where's father going?" asked Dot. "There's a big fire in the bush over there," said Tom, pointing to the track where the men were riding as fast as their horses could go. "Father is going to help Mr. May to keep it off his paddock. They will try to beat the flame out of the grass with their sacks."

6. In an hour or so Mrs. May and her baby drove up. Tom and Dot ran to meet them.

"Glad to see you!" cried Dot. Tom had taught her to say that, and Mrs. May laughed.

7. "I'm glad to come, Dot," she said, "for the smoke is so bad at home that I was afraid it would choke the baby."

She went to the house, and Tom and Dot were going after her, when Tom stopped.

8. "Look there, Dot," said he, "the brown calf has got out of the yard!"

In the hurry of riding off, the sliprail had not been put up again, and the brown calf was running away.

9. Tom ran at once to turn the brown calf back, and Dot ran after him.

About half-a-mile from the yard the open land came to an end, and the bush began. The calf ran among the trees, and the children followed.

10. The trees were not thick at first, and it was very easy to follow the brown calf through the bushes; but very soon the calf ran into a deep gully, where Tom could not follow it.

11. "Oh, what a pity, Dot," he said. "The calf is lost now; it will get away into the bush. But give me your hand. We must go home!"

Tom now tried to find his way home. He felt sure he could soon do that, for they had only gone a little way into the bush.

12. They walked on and on, and Dot got very tired. Tom took his little sister on his back, and carried her for a long way.

"Oh, how thick the smoke is!" said Dot.

There had been smoke in the air all day, but now it was very thick.

13. Tom began to feel very much afraid. If the fire came through the bush and caught them, he and his little sister would be burned to death. He tried to get on faster, but he could not find the way out of the bush. He was getting tired, for Dot was a very heavy load for a boy to carry.

14. At last he came into an open space with a large pool in the middle.

"Oh," cried Tom, "I know where we are now, Dot. This is the big waterhole. I know the road home now."

15. "I want a drink," said Dot, and so did Tom, for his throat was very dry. The children went to the waterhole, and had a good drink, then they went up to a little hill over which ran the road home.

16. But when Tom got to the top of the hill, he saw that there was no chance of getting home that way. The fire was coming straight towards them. There was a thick wood of little trees on the other side of the hill, and the flames were running through the wood as fast as a horse could trot.

17. "We must go back, Dot!" cried Tom. He took his little sister's hand, and they ran as fast as they could to the side of the waterhole. Tom looked round. There were no trees near them, but there was plenty of long dry grass right up to the edge of the water. The smoke rolled up to them thicker and thicker.

18. What was Tom to do now? How could he save himself and poor little Dot from the flames of the great bush fire? He began to walk round the side of the waterhole and look for a place of shelter〔2〕.

19. "I must find some place," Tom said to himself. "I must get Dot home again safe. What would father and mother say if I should let the fire catch us?"

20. Tom did his best to keep a brave heart〔3〕. He meant, when he grew up, to be a good bushman, as his father was, and a bushman must never be afraid.

21. At last he came to a rocky place at one corner of the waterhole. He must find a shelter here, for Dot was now crying with the great heat and the smoke. A hot west wind was blowing, and the heat of the burning trees made it hotter still.

22. "Here's a hole in the rocks," said Tom to his sister. "Creep in, Dot; creep in, quickly!"

"There's a snake in the hole!" cried Dot. So there was, but it was not a very big one. Tom killed it with a stick, and threw it out. Then Dot crept into the hole in the rocks.

23. Now Tom filled his cap with water and threw the water over Dot till she was wet to the skin. Then he soaked his own clothes, and, having crept into the hole, he hung his wet jacket over the mouth of it.
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"A HOMESTEAD SAVED."

24. He could not do any more, and they must wait for the fire to pass them. He peeped out under the jacket, and saw the flames on the hill. Then the fire got into the long grass, and ran towards the edge of the waterhole.

"It's coming," said Tom to himself, "It will be round us in a minute."

注释

〔1〕hands: Workmen.

〔2〕shelter: Safety.

〔3〕to keep a brave heart: To keep up his courage.


LESSON 68
A BUSH FIRE

Ⅱ


  
    	laughed
    	sign
    	pain-ful
  

  
    	burst
    	peep-ing
    	sound
  

  
    	dodged
    	reached
    	si-lent
  



1. Just at the time that Tom was hiding Dot and himself by the waterhole, Mr. Carr and Mr. May rode back from their fight with the fire. The fire had taken a sudden turn〔1〕, as it often will do, and had gone right away from Mr. May's farm. As the two men rode up the paddock, Mrs. Carr ran to meet them. Her face was very white.

2. "Oh! Jim," she cried to her husband, "the children are lost." She told him how she had found the sliprail down, and the children gone. She and Mrs. May had been hunting all about the farm, but could find no sign of them.

3. Mr. Carr began to search at once, and soon found the footprints of the children. He and his friend followed the signs, for Mr. Carr was a good bushman, and could follow a track very well.

4. The two men went as fast as they could after the children, but they felt very sad. Both of them knew that a big fire had passed through the bush not far away, but Mr. Carr did not say a word, and Mr. May also was silent.

5. On and on they went, and at last they reached the big waterhole. Here the marks of the children's feet were lost in a great black patch of burnt grass. The fire had swept along one side of the waterhole, but the other side was not touched.

6. When Mr. Carr saw that the track ran straight into the black patch, he stopped and gave a great cry of grief. "It's all over, May," he said. "My children are lost. They have walked into the path of the fire, and there is no hope for them."

7. Mr. May did not know what to say to comfort the poor father. He could not see any chance of escape for Tom and Dot. The two men walked slowly forward, then stopped.

8. "What is the use of going on?" cried Mr. Carr. "The fire has hidden the track. We do not know which way they have turned."

9. But just at this moment the two men leaped as if they had been shot. From a patch of rocks behind them came the sound of a sweet little voice.

"Glad to see you," piped〔2〕 Dot.

10. Oh, what a cry of joy burst from the father's lips as he ran to the hole from which Dot was peeping!

"Dot, Dot!" he cried. "Where's Tom?"

"He's gone to look for the road," said Dot; "soon come back."

11. At this moment the two men heard a shout of joy, and saw Tom running down the hill. He had gone to see if the way was clear, and had told Dot to stay in the hole. This she had done till she had heard her father's voice.

12. Tom soon told his story, and the two men patted his back, and praised him over and over again.

"Well done, Tom, my brave boy!" said his father. "You have saved your little sister and yourself from a painful death. Now we must hurry home, for until we get back your mother will be afraid of the worst〔3〕."

13. "Tom, my lad," said Mr. May, "there is many a man who has been in the bush for years who would not have dodged〔4〕 the fire so well as that."

Tom laughed. "I want to be a good bushman, Mr. May," he said.

"And so you will be, my boy," said Mr. May; "so you will be."

14. Mr. Carr and Mr. May had left their horses tied up not far away. Soon they were on their way home, with Dot and Tom each on the front of a saddle. How glad Mrs. Carr was to see them ride up with the children safe and sound!

—Black's Literary Readers

注释

〔1〕sudden turn: A quick change in its course.

〔2〕piped: Called out.

〔3〕afraid of the worst: In fear that the children were burned to death.

〔4〕dodged: Escaped from.


LESSON 69
THE ROCK-A-BY LADY


  
    	steal-ing
    	pop-pies
    	blow-eth
  

  
    	creep-ing
    	beau-ti-ful
    	sil-ver-y
  

  
    	laugh-ter
    	fai-ries
    	go-eth
  



1. The Rock-a-By Lady from Hushaby Street

　　Comes stealing; comes creeping;

　The poppies〔1〕 they hang from her head to her feet,

　And each hath a dream that is tiny and fleet—

　She bringeth her poppies to you, my sweet,

　　When she findeth you sleeping!




2. There is one little dream of a beautiful drum—

　　"Rub-a-dub!" it goeth;

　There is one little dream of a big sugar-plum,

　And lo! thick and fast the other dreams come

　Of pop-guns that bang, and tin-tops that hum,

　　And a trumpet that bloweth!




3. And dollies peep out of those wee little dreams

　　With laughter and singing;

　And boats go a-floating on silvery streams,

　And the stars peek-a-boo with their own misty gleams〔2〕,

　And up, up, and up, where the Mother Moon beams〔3〕,

　　The fairies go winging〔4〕!
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4. Would you dream all these dreams that are tiny and fleet〔5〕?

　　They'll come to you sleeping;

　So shut the two eyes that are weary, my sweet,

　For the Rock-a-By Lady from Hushaby Street,

　With poppies that hang from her head to her feet,

　　Comes stealing; comes creeping.

—EUGENE FIELD

注释

〔1〕poppies: The scent of the poppies is supposed to bring sleep.

〔2〕gleams: Beams of light.

〔3〕beams: Shines forth.

〔4〕winging: Flying hither and thither.

〔5〕fleet: Passing swiftly.


LESSON 70
"OBEY YOUR PARENTS"


  
    	eas-i-ly
    	seized
    	dis-o-bey
  

  
    	fright-ened
    	shad-ow
    	tempt-ed
  

  
    	break-fast
    	fault
    	tal-ons
  



1. "Cluck, cluck!" said the brown hen. "I saw a hawk fly by. Come along, chicks, into the barn."

2. "Oh, bother!" said Peck to Pick. "Must we leave these nice seeds? Mother is so easily frightened. I am not a bit afraid of the hawk, so I mean to stay and get my breakfast first."

3. "So shall I," said Pick.

"Cluck, cluck, cluck! Come here at once," cried the brown hen.
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4. Peck and Pick would not heed, so they ran off into the grass to eat the seeds. "Is not mother a silly hen?" said Peck.

"Yes," said Pick, "she soon gets scared〔1〕. There is nothing to hurt us.

5. "What a treat we shall have with these seeds. The others will be sorry when they hear of it."

"Timid〔2〕 little babies!" said Peck.

6. Just then a shadow fell between them and the sun, and a big bird seized Pick in her claws.

"Cheep, cheep, cheep!" cried poor Pick. "Mother, help me!"

7. But the brown hen was safe in the barn with the rest of her brood and did not hear him.

8. Tom, the game-cock, ran at the hawk, but he was too late. The hawk flew away to her nest with poor Pick in her talons〔3〕. He was torn in pieces to feed the hawk's young ones.

9. Peck, half dead with fright, lay quite still in the grass for a long time. Then he ran off to the barn as hard as he could go.

10. He told the brown hen about Pick. He was very sorry, for he had tempted Pick to disobey.

11. The brown hen called Tom, the game-cock, and told him about Peck's fault. Tom gave him the beating which he so richly deserved.

12. "Cluck, cluck!" said the brown hen to the rest of the brood〔4〕. "See the trouble that comes to those who disobey. Always obey your parents at once. Cluck, cluck!"

注释

〔1〕scared: Frightened.

〔2〕timid: Shy; easily frightened.

〔3〕talons: Claws.

〔4〕brood: Clutch of chickens.


LESSON 71
THE PINEAPPLE


  
    	wait-ing
    	laughed
    	cu-ri-ous
  

  
    	pine-cone
    	suck-ers
    	re-plied
  

  
    	a-maze-ment
    	break-fast
    	fac-to-ries
  



1. "Come along, Jack," said his cousin Ben, "mother wants a few pineapples, so I am going to drive to Mr. Brown's farm for some. Did you ever see pines growing?"

2. "No," said Jack, who had only been a few days in Queensland, "they do not grow on the pine-trees in Scotland. It must be too cold for them there."
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PINEAPPLE FARM

3. "Ha! Ha! Ha!" laughed Ben at what he thought a good joke. "Pineapples do not grow on trees, Jack, but on plants quite close to the ground. It is quite plain that you are a'new chum.'"

4. "But why are they called pineapples, then," asked Jack, "if they don't grow on pine-trees?"

5. "When we get to the farm," answered Ben, "we will ask Mr. Brown. Come on and help me to put the horse in the cart; I see mother waiting for us."

6. When the boys reached the farm, Jack saw the lower slope of a hill covered with curious round plants. They had narrow, fleshy〔1〕 leaves, and in the centre of each plant a pineapple was growing. Mr. Brown was busy among his plants; but when he heard that Jack had but lately come from Scotland, he was quite willing to tell him about pineapples.

7. "Pineapples are so called," said he, "because the fruit looks like a large yellow pine-cone〔2〕. In Scotland no pine-cones grow quite as large as a pineapple, but one of our Queensland pine-trees has cones which are as large as the largest pineapple."

8. "Do you grow pineapple plants from seed, sir?" asked Jack. "Not as a rule, my lad," replied the farmer. "A few plants are grown from seed by men who wish to raise new kinds of pines, but we farmers grow our plants  from suckers〔3〕. See, here are some suckers from the root of this pine, just peeping out of the ground. Sometimes we grow fresh plants from the sprouts which you see growing at the base of the fruit."

9. "Pines are pretty plants," said Ben, "but I should not like to fall among them. Those thorns on the edges of the leaves look sharp. How many pineapples can be grown on each stem?"

10. "Only one," said the farmer, "then the stem is cut out; but, as its roots throw out suckers, new plants soon take the places of the old ones. Once planted, a field of pineapples will last for many years."

[image: alt]

A FIELD OF PINEAPPLES

11. "On our farm in Scotland we had to plant the ground afresh every year," said Jack.

"So we must in Queensland, for many crops," said Mr. Brown, "but on a pineapple farm we have to work hard to keep down weeds; and the ground between the rows must be kept loose, or we should have but a poor crop."

12. "Do pineapples grow in all parts of Queensland?" asked Jack.

"No," replied the farmer; "many places have heavy frosts in winter, and the frost kills the pineapple plants. They grow best near the coast, where there is little or no frost, even in the coldest winter."

13. "Did you hear how many pines we sent away last year?" said the farmer, speaking to Ben. "No? Well, we sent five hundred dozen from this field, which is little more than an acre in extent, and this year I expect to gather even more."

14. Jack's eyes were wide with amazement〔4〕. "Whatever is done," he asked, "with all the pineapples that are grown?"

"Boys and girls eat a great many of them," was the reply. "In the summer a ripe pineapple can be bought for a penny, and no one can buy a breakfast much cheaper than that; besides, ripe fruit is one of the best of foods for the hot weather.

15. "Many hundreds of cases of the fruit are sent to Sydney and other seaports of Australia, while thousands of pineapples are bought by the canning factories, to be packed in cans and sent to other countries."

16. "Oh, yes!" said Jack, "the first time I tasted pineapple was in Scotland, when mother bought a can of tinned fruit. Whole pines were far too dear for us to buy. A very small one would cost half-a-crown."

17. "Well, you are lucky to come to Queensland," said Ben, "but we must hurry or mother will think we are lost. Good morning, Mr. Brown."

注释

〔1〕fleshy: Thick and juicy.

〔2〕pine-cone: The fruit of the pine-tree.

〔3〕suckers: Young shoots thrown out from the roots of plants.

〔4〕amazement: Surprise; wonder.


LESSON 72
THE HONEST WOODMAN


  
    	mourn
    	brought
    	greed-i-ly
  

  
    	sur-face
    	hun-gry
    	neigh-bour
  

  
    	fai-ry
    	be-neath
    	pre-cious
  



1. Once upon a time an honest man lived with his wife and children in a little house in a wood. The man was very poor, and each morning he went out with his axe to chop down trees in the forest.

2. He worked all day until the night came, and he could see no longer. Then he went home to his wife and children. They, too, worked with all their might, but still they were very poor.

3. One day, as the woodman sat down at noon by the side of a river that ran through the wood, his axe slipped from his hands and fell into the water.

4. "Ah, me!" said the woodman, sadly, "it was hard to get my living with the axe, but without it I shall starve!" And the poor man hid his face in his hands, and groaned〔1〕 aloud.

5. Then a soft light fell on his bowed head; he heard the ripple〔2〕 of the water on the bank, and a sweet voice that said to him, "Look up, my friend, why do you mourn so bitterly?"

6. "Alas!" said the woodman, "I have lost my axe in the water. My axe I valued as a brother. Where can I get another?"

7. Now you must know that it was a water fairy who spoke to the woodman. In a moment she was gone, but in another moment he saw her again, rising from the water, and bearing in her hands an axe of gold.

8. "Is this your axe?" she asked; but the woodman shook his head.

"Ah, no; my axe was never half so fine as that. That would buy mine a thousand times over, but it is not mine, it is not mine."

9. Then the fairy sank again beneath the water. In a moment she rose with a silver axe.

"Is this your axe?" she asked again.

"No, it is not mine," said the woodman, "but it is worth much more than mine."

10. Then the fairy sank again beneath the water. When she came up for the third time, she brought the woodman's axe in her arms.

"Ah, that is my axe, that is my axe!" he cried gladly.

11. "Yes," said the fairy, "this is the very axe with which you earn the bread to feed your hungry children. Because you would not lie, the silver axe and the gold one shall both be yours."

12. The happy woodman thanked the good fairy, and bore his precious〔3〕 load to the little hut, hardly able to believe in his good fortune.
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"HE SAW HER RISING FROM THE WATER."

13. On the way he met a neighbour, a man who did not like work, and who took care to do as little as he could.

"O-ho!" said the neighbour, "where did you get those fine axes?"

14. The woodman told him. Away hurried the lazy man to try his luck at the river. Down went his axe into the river, and loudly did he cry.

15. The water fairy came at the sound, and asked him why he mourned.

"I have lost my axe! I have lost my axe!" he cried.

The fairy sank beneath the water. She rose again shortly, bearing〔4〕 an axe of gold.

16. "Is this your axe?" she asked.

"Yes," he cried, greedily, "that is my axe."

"No," said the fairy, "this is my axe, and I shall keep it, while you must dive for yours if you want it."




—————

Thirty days hath September,

April, June, and November.

February has twenty-eight alone,

And all the rest have thirty-one;

Except in leap-year, at which time

February's days are twenty-nine.

注释

〔1〕groaned: Cried in distress.

〔2〕ripple: Soft sound.

〔3〕precious: Worth a great price.

〔4〕bearing: Carrying; bringing.


LESSON 73
BEDTIME


  
    	pim-per-nel
    	but-ter-fly
    	mead-ow
  

  
    	clos-ing
    	drow-sy
    	dawn-ing
  



1. The evening is coming; the sun sinks to rest;

　The rooks are all flying straight home to their nest.

　"Caw!" says the rook as he flies overhead;

　It's time little people were going to bed.




2. The flowers are closing; the daisy's asleep;

　The primrose is buried in slumber so deep,

　Shut up for the night is the pimpernel〔1〕 red;

　It's time little people were going to bed.




3. The butterfly, drowsy〔2〕, has folded its wing;

　The bees are home coming; no more the birds sing;

　Their labour is over, their nestlings〔3〕 are fed;

　It's time little people were going to bed.




4. Here comes the pony, his work is all done;

　Down through the meadow〔4〕 he takes a good run;

　Up go his heels and down goes his head;

　It's time little people were going to bed.
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BEDTIME




5. Good night, little people, good night, and good night!

　Sweet dreams to your eyelids till dawning of light;

　The evening has come; there's no more to be said;

　It's time little people were going to bed.

—T. HOOD

注释

〔1〕pimpernel: A small red flower.

〔2〕drowsy: Sleepy.

〔3〕nestlings: Young birds in the nest.

〔4〕meadow: Grassy field.
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LESSON 1
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
I
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1. Once upon a time, there lived in India[1] a rich merchant named Omar, who had three daughters. It was the merchant's custom to visit a distant city once a year to buy goods for his store; and, before leaving the city, he always bought a present for each of his daughters, as a token[2] of his love for them.

2. During one year no rain had fallen for many months, and food was very scarce. Few people could afford to buy goods from Omar, so that he had but little money to spend on new stock[3]. When the day came for him to set out upon his journey, he, as usual, asked each of his daughters to tell him what present he should bring her from the city.

3. The eldest girl said that she would like a silk robe; the second asked for a pretty ring; but Beauty, the youngest, thinking that her father would have little money to spare for presents, said, "Dear father, bring me a bunch of roses. I do so long to see some flowers again."

4. The merchant set out on his journey with two horses. When he reached the city, he bought all that he wanted for his store, and then went to buy the presents for his daughters. He first bought a robe of the finest silk, and then a ring of chased[4] gold; but, when he sought to buy a bunch of roses for Beauty, he could not get one, for that country, too, had suffered from the drought.

5. The merchant was very sorry to disappoint his youngest child; but, as there were no roses to be had, he started back without them.

6. Omar took a different road on his return, and chose one which led through a range of wooded hills. Passing through a shady valley, he came in sight of a palace, around which was a lovely garden. In this garden, watered by a spring from the hills, grew many rose-trees, each of which was loaded with great bunches of fragrant[5] blossoms.

7. The merchant tied his horses in the shade of a large tree, and, taking with him a purse of gold, went up to the palace to see if the owner would sell a bunch of roses. All the doors of the palace were wide open; but, though Omar knocked loudly again and again, no one came to see what he wanted.

8. He then went into the palace to seek for the owner, but no one could he find. He knew that the palace must belong to a rich man, for everything within it was of the very best. He again entered the garden and looked around for the owner, but without success.

9. "Well," said the merchant to himself, "the wealthy prince who lives here will surely spare me a few flowers for my little girl; and, as I cannot find him, I will pluck a bunch for myself."



[1] India: A large country in Asia.

[2] token: Sign.

[3] stock: The goods he dealt in.

[4] chased: Engraved.

[5] fragrant: Sweet-scented.


LESSON 2
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
II
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1. Hardly had Omar plucked the roses, when he was startled[1] by a savage roar close by, and, looking round in terror, he saw a huge bear at his side. While Omar shook with fright, the bear growled, "Who are you that dare to rob my garden? Prepare[2] at once for death, for all who steal my flowers must die!"

2. The merchant begged for mercy. "Good beast," said he, "I wished to ask for leave to pick a bunch of flowers, but could see no one. I plucked these roses for my dear daughter, Beauty, who is longing for some flowers. I am willing to pay for them. See, here is much gold for your roses."

3. "Put up your purse!" roared the beast. "My flowers are more precious to me than all the gold in India. If you have nothing more to offer, you must surely die!"

4. Omar begged that, at least, he might go home and bid his daughters farewell. "At your gate," said he, "are horses laden with all my wealth. I will leave them with you as a surety[3] for my return."

5. Moved by Omar's tears the bear replied, "I do not want your goods. You may go and bid farewell to your children, but fail not to return lest you and they perish. But, if you wish me to spare your life, bring with you the daughter, Beauty, for whom you plucked the roses. If she will stay and serve me for one year, you shall both be free."

6. Omar took the roses, and with a heavy heart went on his way. As he drew near to his home, his daughters came to meet him, threw their arms around his neck, and kissed him with great joy.

7. On seeing the lovely roses, Beauty cried out with delight, and kissed her father again and again. When she saw that he did not smile, but only sighed, she said, "Why are you so sad, dear father? I am afraid that you must have met with some great trouble upon your journey."

8. "Ah, my dear!" replied her father, "those roses have been dearly[4] bought." He then told her of his visit to the beast's garden, and of all that had taken place there, except that he said nothing about the beast's wish for her service.

9. Her sisters blamed Beauty for the trouble that had come upon them. "Had you not asked for the flowers," said they, "our father would never have gone into that horrid beast's garden. Why did you not ask for something sensible?" With many tears they begged Omar not to return to the beast.
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"HE WAS STARTLED BY A SAVAGE ROAR."

10. "My dears," said he, "I have given my word to go back, and go I must, lest a worse evil come upon all of us."

11. Beauty then declared that she would go with him, and add her prayers and tears to his, so that the beast might have mercy upon them. "Ah!" said her father, "Beauty, you must not go," and then he had to tell her of the beast's wish.

12. "Dear father," said Beauty, "if I can thus save you I will surely go; and, if you will not take me, I must find the way for myself."



[1] startled: Caused to start with fright.

[2] prepare: Make ready.

[3] surety: Pledge.

[4] dearly: At a great cost.


LESSON 3
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
III
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1. Beauty's father at last agreed that she should go with him, and, after a sad farewell, the two set off for the beast's palace. When they reached the garden, the bear was there to meet them. He took them into the palace, where a great feast was spread, and treated them as his guests[1].

2. When the time came for Omar to depart, the beast said, "Have no fear, honest merchant; no harm will come to your daughter, for I shall watch over her, and all will be well when you return next year."

3. The beast was as good as his word[2]. Beauty had but to express[3] a wish, and her wish was at once granted. She was treated with the greatest kindness, but, from dawn to nightfall, the bear was always with her. Although she never saw anyone else, she knew that there were many to wait upon them, for the palace was always in order;and when she and the bear sat down at table, the food was of the daintiest[4] kind, and the sound of sweet music filled the air.
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"THE FOOD WAS OF THE DAINTIEST KIND."

4. As the year drew to a close, the bear became very sad, and often gave deep sighs. Beauty felt sad too, for the beast had been so kind to her that she could not help liking him.

5. At last, on the day before her father was to come for her, she threw her arms round the bear's neck, and said, "Poor bear, do not be so sad. I will ask my father if I may stay with you for another year, if that will please you."

6. Hardly had she spoken before a great change took place. The bear's skin grew loose upon him; there was a sound of tearing, and forth from the torn skin stepped a handsome youth.
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"FROM THE TORN SKIN STEPPED A HANDSOME YOUTH."

7. "Dearest child," said he, "you have saved me from a great danger. By magic art[5] an enemy of mine changed me into a bear, and in that state I was to remain till some fair maiden took pity upon me, and of her own free will promised to live with me for a year. Had you left me, I should have died with grief."

8. The youth, who was really a prince, clapped his hands, and a number of servants ran to do his bidding. He told them to prepare a great feast for the morrow to welcome the honest merchant, and to prepare rich robes and jewels for Beauty's use.

9. When Omar, full of fear for the safety of his daughter, drew near, Beauty ran to meet him, and told him of all the wonders that had befallen her[6]. The next day the merchant went for his other daughters to share in the general joy, and they all lived happily together in the palace for many years.





For every evil under the sun

There is a cure, or there is none.

If there is one, try to find it;

If there is none, never mind it.



[1] guests: People asked to a feast.

[2] was as good as his word: Kept his promise in full.

[3] express: Utter; speak.

[2] daintiest: Choicest.

[5] by magic art: By the aid of charms.

[6] had befallen her: Had happened to her.


LESSON 4
A CHINESE TEACHER
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1. Children in China are taught about a good and wise man who lived in that country many, many years ago.

2. The lessons he taught to his scholars were good at that time, and are just as good to-day.

3. Here are some of them. "Do as you would be done by." "Learn as much as you can, for in wisdom lies true joy." "Form good habits in youth; it will be easy then to live well in manhood."

4. "Your duty is to live well and to act honestly by your friends." "Take care of your father and mother in old age, as some return for the care they gave to your youth."

5. "Be true to your promise, be temperate[1], be diligent[2], so will you find peace."

6. Walking out one day with his pupils, this teacher came to a poor woman who was weeping bitterly.

7. He asked the cause of her grief. She told him that she had lost father, husband, and son within a few weeks by the attacks of a fierce tiger.

8. The teacher asked her why she did not move from a place where there was so much danger. She replied[3] that here she could live in peace, because the ruler of the country was a man with a kind heart.

9. "See," said he, turning to his scholars, "to the shame of mankind be it said, a cruel ruler is feared more than wild beasts."

10. The name of this wise teacher was Confucius.





Early to bed, and early to rise,

Makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise.



[1] be temperate: Avoid excess; be careful not to overdo anything.

[2] diligent: Industrious; steady at work.

[3] replied: Answered.


LESSON 5
THE LYRE-BIRD
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1. The lyre-bird is so called because the tail feathers of the male bird when spread out are shaped like a kind of harp, called a lyre.

2. The hen-bird has dull brown feathers, and a small tail of the same colour, but the male bird's feathers shine like polished bronze, and he has a long tail.

3. When this tail is spread out to the sun, its likeness to the shape of a lyre is plainly seen.

4. Two bronze-brown[1] side feathers enclose two of a lighter brown colour, and between these there are about a dozen long slender white sprays.

5. The lyre-bird is very shy, and likes to hide in forest glades or in gullies in the scrub.

6. Here he builds for himself a mound of earth and stones to serve as a playground.

7. When the sun shines on this mound, the bird opens his tail and struts[2] about very proudly. He calls and clucks to draw the attention of his mate to his fine feathers.
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"THE BIRD OPENS HIS TAIL."

8. He can mock[3] any bird in the scrub, screech like a parrot, laugh like a jackass, pipe like a magpie, crow like a cock, crack like the whip-bird, or cackle like a hen.

9. Sometimes he will make these noises one after another, so that the hearer thinks there are many kinds of birds near.

10. The lyre-bird is about the same size as a game fowl. The hen-bird lays one egg of a greyish colour, with spots and blotches[4] of purple brown.

11. She makes her nest on the ground, near the root of a tree or upon a ledge of rock. It is woven of bark fibres and fine roots and lined with feathers.

12. Then she builds a mound round the nest to shelter it. In the side of this mound she makes an entrance to her nest.

13. These clever birds are very scarce now, and to shoot them is against the law.





Don't kill the birds, the pretty birds,

That play among the trees;

'Twould make the earth a cheerless place,

To see no more of these.

—MARY HOWITT



[1] bronze-brown: A shining brown which in certain lights shows shades of blue or green.

[2] struts: Walks proudly to show how fine he is.

[3] mock: Imitate.

[4] blotches: Shapeless spots.


LESSON 6
SWEET AND LOW
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1

Sweet and low, sweet and low,

Wind of the western sea,

Low, low, breathe and blow,

Wind of the western sea,

Over the rolling waters go,

Come from the dying[1] moon, and blow,

Blow him again to me;

While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps.



2

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,

Father will come to thee soon;

Rest, rest, on mother's breast,

Father will come to thee soon;

Father will come to his babe in the nest,

Silver sails[2] all out of the west

Under the silv'ry moon:

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep.

—TENNYSON



[1] dying: Sinking out of sight.

[2] silver sails: Sails looking like silver in the moonlight.


LESSON 7
A LETTER TO A CHILD
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The following letter from Thomas Hood was sent to a little girl friend, when the writer was lying ill in London:——

Devonshire Lodge,

1st July.

My Dear May,

1. How do you do, and how do you like the sea? Not much, perhaps; it's "so big." But shouldn't you like a nice little ocean that you could put in a pan? Yet the sea, although it looks rather ugly at first, is very useful; and if I were near it this dry summer, I would carry it all home to water the garden with at Stratford, and it would be sure to drown all the blights, May-flies and all!

2. I remember that, when I saw the sea, it used sometimes to be very fussy and fidgety[1], and did not always wash itself quite clean; but it was very fond of fun. Have the waves ever run after you yet, and turned your two little shoes into pumps full of water?

3. If you want a joke you might push Dunnie into the sea, and then fish for him as they do for a Jack[2]. But don't go in yourself, and don't let the baby go in and swim away, although he is the shrimp of the family.

4. Did you ever taste the sea water? The fishes are so fond of it they keep drinking it all the day long. Dip your little finger in, and then suck it to see how it tastes. A glass of it warm with sugar and a grate of nutmeg[3] would astonish you.

5. The water of the sea is so saline[4], I wonder nobody catches salt fish in it. I should think a good way would be to go out in a butter boat, with a little melted butter for sauce.

6. Have you been bathed yet in the sea, and were you afraid? I was the first time, and the time before that; and, dear me, how I kicked, and screamed—or, at least, meant to scream, but the sea, ships and all, began to run into my mouth, and so I shut it up.

7. By the bye, did you ever dive your head under water with your legs up in the air like a duck, and try whether you could cry "quack"？ Some animals can! I would try, but there is no sea here, so I am forced to dip into books.

8. I have been very ill; my legs are so wasted away that somebody says my pins are only needles; and I am so weak, I dare say you could push me down on the floor, and right through the carpet, unless it was a strong pattern.

9. There are no flowers, I suppose, on the beach, or I would ask you to bring me a bunch, as you used at Stratford. But there are little crabs! If you could catch one for me, and teach it to dance the polka, it would make me quite happy; for I have not had any toys or play-things for a long time.

10. Did you ever try, like a little crab, to run two ways at once? See if you can do it, for it is good fun; never mind tumbling over yourself a little at first. It would be a good plan to hire a little crab for an hour a day, to teach baby to crawl if he can't walk: if I was his mamma, I would, too! Bless him! But I must not write on him any more—he is so soft, and I have nothing but steel pens.

11. And now good-bye; Fanny has made my tea, and I must drink it before it gets too hot, as we all were last Sunday week. They say the glass[5] was 83 in the shade, which is a great age! The last fair breeze I blew dozens of kisses for you, but the wind changed, and I am afraid took them to Miss H——or somebody that it shouldn't.

12. Give my love to everybody, and my compliments[6] to all the rest, and remember I am, my dear May, your loving friend,



—THOMAS HOOD



[1] fidgety: Restless.

[2] jack: A young pike.

[3] a grate of nutmeg: A small quantity, such as might be got by running the nutmeg down the grater.

[4] saline: Salty.

[5] glass: Thermometer.

[6] compliments: Kind wishes; regards.


LESSON 8
BUTTER
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1. Joe and Sarah[1] were up quite early to see the cows milked. Mr. Flower had a fine herd[2] of dairy cows. They were milked in a paddock at some distance from the house.

2. The children went down to the yards with their cousin, and saw the men put the cows into the shed and feed them. Their food was a mixture of lucerne, chaff, bran, and molasses[3], and the cows seemed to enjoy their breakfast.

3. Each cow was wiped down before she was milked. Soon the new milk spurted[4] into the buckets under the skilful hands of the milkers. As each bucket was filled with milk it was emptied into a large can standing on wheels.

4. When the can was full it was taken to the dairy. The children followed to see what next was done with the milk.

5. The dairy was built under the shade of a large fig-tree. The floor was of stone and the wooden walls were built double, so that fresh air could pass freely between them, and keep the dairy sweet and cool. Everything in the dairy was quite clean.

6. After the milk had been strained, it was poured from the can into an open vessel on a machine, which was started and began to whirl round like a top.

7. As the machine whirled[5] round, the cream was forced to the centre of the vessel, and flowed through a spout into a can placed there to catch it.

8. After all the cream had been collected, the separated milk[6] was put into cans, and set aside to feed the pigs and calves.

9. Breakfast was now ready, and the children went to the house, where they had some of the fresh milk with their porridge. After breakfast they drove out with Tom to take the cream to the butter factory.

10. The man at the factory took them to see butter made. Cream was put into a kind of large square box with a hole in the lid. This was a box churn. The lid was closed by screwing a thick plate of glass into the opening, and the box began to turn slowly round.

11. After about half an hour the churn was stopped and the glass unscrewed. The children saw that now, instead of cream, there was milk with grains of butter floating in it.

12. The buttermilk was drained off and cold water was poured in to cool the butter. The churn was set working again and the butter washed clean.

13. The butter was taken from the churn with a wooden spade, and placed upon a table to be worked and salted. The top of the table kept turning round and round, and the salt was worked well into the butter. About two and a-half pounds of salt were added to every hundred pounds of butter.

14. The butter was next packed in square boxes. About fifty-six pounds were put into each box.

15. The man in charge told them that the butter boxes were sent away by train in a special car[7], which was kept very cool. When the butter arrived in Brisbane it was tested[8] by officers of the State.

16. The boxes of butter were marked to show the quality of the butter, and were placed in the hold[9] of a steamer, where they were kept ice-cold during the voyage overseas to the English market.



[1] Joe and Sarah: Two children who were visiting their uncle, Mr. Flower.

[2] herd: A number together——a herd of cattle, a flock of sheep, a mob of horses.

[3] molasses: A thick, sweet fluid from the sugar-cane; refined molasses is called treacle.

[4] spurted: Flowed in spurts or jerks.

[5] whirled: Turned very quickly.

[6] separated milk: Milk from which the cream has been removed by the separator.

[7] special car: A car kept for only one purpose.

[8] tested: Tried as to quality.

[9] hold: The room where the cargo is stored.


LESSON 9
GRACE DARLING
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1. Off the north-east coast of England there are some islands, known as the Farne Islands. On one of these is the Longstone Lighthouse[1], in which a brave girl, named Grace Darling, lived with her father and mother.

2. It was a lonely life she led; she had no playmates, and she spent most of her time in helping in the work of the lighthouse.

3. Nobody, except her parents, knew much about Grace, until she was twenty-two years of age. Then she did a brave deed, which made her known all over the world, and to this day, even, it is not forgotten.

4. In the month of September, 1838, a steamship, sailing from Hull in England to Dundee in Scotland, met with some very stormy weather on her voyage.

5. The vessel was not strong, her engines were weak, and she was driven ashore and wrecked upon one of the Farne Islands.

6. Grace and her father were looking over the sea, and they saw the vessel lying on the rocks. The huge waves soon broke the ship into two parts.

7. Many of the crew and passengers were washed into the sea and drowned, but a few were left on the doomed[2] vessel, and it seemed as if they, too, must perish before long.

8． Grace begged her father to set out in his boat to the help of the poor people. Her father, seeing how rough the sea was, and knowing that his boat was an old one, would not consent to go.

9. Grace then made up her mind that if her father would not go, she, herself, would try to save them. She jumped into the boat, seized the oars, and was about to start, when her father said he would go with her.

10. They had about a mile to row, and many times they feared that their boat would be broken by the big waves. They kept on in spite of their danger, and at last, almost by a miracle[3] it seemed, they reached the rock.

11. Nine persons were taken into the boat, and the whole party then set out for the lighthouse, which they reached in safety. Here the shipwrecked people were well cared for.

12. No one else was saved, and no doubt these nine would have been drowned, but for the efforts of this brave girl.

13. The story soon spread, and everybody praised her. Artists flocked to her home, to paint her portrait and the scene of the wreck.
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"THEY HAD ABOUT A MILE TO ROW."

14. A large sum of money was collected and given to Grace for her great courage. Grace did not wish to accept it, for she said she had only done her duty.



[1] lighthouse: A high tower carrying a light to warn and guide sailors.

[2] doomed: Certain to be destroyed.

[3] miracle: A great wonder.


LESSON 10
LITTLE FOXES
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1. Among my tender vines I spy

A little fox named By-and-by!

Then set upon him quick, I say,

The swift young hunter—Right away!



2. Around each clinging vine I plant,

I find the little fox—I can't!

Then fast as ever hunter ran

Chase him with bold and brave—I can!



3. No use in trying! lags[1] and whines[2]

This fox among my growing vines.

Then drive him low and drive him high,

With the good hunter, named I'll try!



4. Among the roots in my small lot

Creeps in the sly fox—I forgot!

Then hunt him back into his den

With I will not forget again!



5. A surly[3] fox is hidden there

Among the vines, named I don't care!

Then let I'm sorry!—hunter true—

Chase him afar from vines and you.





Do your best, your very best,

And do it every day—

Little boys and little girls,

That is the wisest way.

No matter what you try to do,

At home or at your school,

Always do your very best—

There is no better rule.



[1] lags: Stays lazily behind.

[2] whines: Cries fretfully.

[3] surly: Bad-tempered.


LESSON 11
"FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH"
(A TRUE STORY)
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1. Some time ago, a fire broke out in one of the crowded streets of London. It was at a house where a number of families lived. The fire broke out in the night. The fire engine came up at full speed. Water was poured on the blazing fire, and ladders were placed against the windows. The firemen pushed their way through the smoke and flames, and brought the women and children in safety to the street.

2. Then the crowds shouted for joy, as they thought all the people were safe. But it was not so. Two little orphan girls were asleep alone, at the very top of the house, in a small room reached by a ladder from the room below. Nobody thought of them, and they would have been burned to death, if it had not been for their little dog.

3. This dog tried to waken them, but he could not, as the smoke had stupefied[1] them. He ran to the trap-door, and barked loudly. Then he climbed down the ladder, and tried to pull a fireman, whom he saw, to the ladder. The fireman kicked him away, thinking he was mad. The dog then ran to the window, barking loudly. Then he ran to another fireman, jumped on him, ran to the ladder, barking all the time and looking back, begging as well as he could for the fireman to follow him.
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"HE FOUND THE DOG JUST INSIDE THE WINDOW."

4. This fireman thought there must be someone in the little room, as the dog was acting so strangely[2]. So he followed the dog up the ladder, and there saw the two girls fast asleep. He took them up in his arms, came down the ladder, and hurried to the window. Another fireman, who was waiting for him, helped to bring the two girls in safety to the ground.

5. But where was the dog? He was not to be seen. The smoke, and some flames, were pouring out of the window. A brave fireman rushed up the ladder to look for the dog. He found him just inside the window, choked with the smoke, and scorched with the flames. He brought him down with care, but he was dead. He had given his life for his friends, and had been "faithful unto death."



[1] stupefied: Made senseless.

[2] strangely: In an odd manner.


LESSON 12
CLOUDS
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1. "Mother! do come and see these pretty clouds," cried Mary, clapping her hands with delight. "One of them looks like a railway engine, and another like a horse. See what pretty colours they make!"

2. The sun was setting, and its parting rays lit up patches of clouds in colours of gold, and crimson, and purple.

3. While Mary and her mother watched them, the clouds changed in shape, and slowly all the bright colours faded away.

4. "What are clouds, mother?" said the little girl, "and what gives them their bright colours?"

5. "Answer a question for me first," said her mother. "Can you tell me what happens[1] when a kettle boils?"

6. "Steam comes from the lid and the spout," said Mary, "but what has that to do with clouds?"
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CUMULUS OR HEAP CLOUD

7. "The steam that comes from the kettle is a very small cloud," replied her mother. "Steam is water made so very thin by heat that it floats away in the air. When it is so thin that we cannot see it at all, it is called water vapour. Cold air, which is always to be found at a great height, turns the water vapour into very tiny drops of water, or water dust."

8. "But how does the water vapour get into the air?" asked Mary.

"The heat of the sun causes vapour to rise from the sea, and from lakes and rivers," replied her mother. "The mist that you saw this morning was a cloud close to the ground."

9. "But what makes the clouds change their shapes?" said the little girl.

10. "The shapes of clouds are caused by the winds," her mother answered. "The long narrow clouds, which form where the earth and sky seem to meet, are called stratus clouds. When stratus clouds are in the sky we may look for fine weather."

11. "I hope there will be a number of stratus clouds in the sky the day before our school treat," said Mary, "but what do you call those big soft clouds which look like great heaps of white wool?"

12. "They are called cumulus clouds," replied her mother, "a word which means a heap. When there are a number of those clouds in the sky we may expect a thunderstorm."

13. "Are there any other kinds of clouds which have special names[2]?" asked Mary.

14. "Yes," said her mother. "Curly white clouds are called cirrus clouds. Some forms of them are called mares'-tails. They foretell[3] wet and windy weather.

15. "The thick black clouds which make the day gloomy[4] and dull are known as nimbus clouds. When these clouds cover the sky we need cloaks and umbrellas, for rain is likely to fall."

16. "Whenever I see clouds in the sky," said Mary, "I shall think of what you have told me, mother."



[1] happens: Takes place.

[2] special names: Names of their own.

[3] foretell: Are a sign of; tell beforehand.

[4] gloomy: Dark.


LESSON 13
WHAT IS IT?
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1. There is a plant you often see

In gardens and in fields;

Its stalk is straight, its leaves are long,

And precious[1] fruit it yields.



2. Its fruit, when young, is soft and white,

And closely wrapped in green;

And tassels hang from every ear,

Which children love to glean[2].
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"MAIZE PLANT."

3. But when the tassel's dry and brown,

The fruit is ripe and old;

It peeps from out the wrapping dry

Like beads of yellow gold.



4. The fruit, when young, we boil and roast;

When old, we grind it well.

Now think of all the plants you know,

And try its name to tell.



[1] precious: Valuable.

[2] glean: Gather.


LESSON 14
BEES
I
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1. "Come, Joe, are you ready yet?" cried Sarah. "We shall be late for the train if we do not go at once."
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A BEE FARM

2. The children had been asked by their uncle, Mr. Flower, to visit his bee farm on the edge of a gum forest, and Sarah was very eager[1] to make a start.

3. Now they were in the train speeding[2] through the bush, and soon came to the station nearest their uncle's home.

4. The spring-cart was there to meet them. The children, full of glee, climbed on to the wide seat, and away they went.

5. Joe very much wanted to drive, but his cousin Tom would not let him, as it would not be safe.

6. After driving for half an hour, they came in sight of the house. Joe at once asked questions about the square boxes which stood in rows in the garden.

7. Tom told him that these were beehives, and that they were almost full of honey.

8. Aunt Jane lifted the children out of the cart, giving each a hearty kiss as she did so, and then took them into the sitting-room, where they found lunch spread.

9. Joe and Sarah ate heartily of the white home-made bread and golden butter. They also had some honey served up in the comb and liked it very much.

10. Next morning, Uncle Harry asked them if they would like to see him take the honey from some of the hives.

11. Joe said he was afraid the bees would sting, but his uncle told him he need not be afraid, if he did as he was bid.

12. The morning was bright and clear, just the day for working among bees. Joe and Sarah laughed when the bee-veils[3] were placed over their hats to guard their faces.

13. Cousin Tom carried a queer-shaped tin standing on two boards, joined together with soft leather.

At one end of the tin was a narrow tube or nozzle[4].

14. Mr. Flower told the children that this was called a smoker. He lit some old rag and placed it in the back of the tin. Then he puffed smoke out of the nozzle into the opening of one of the hives.

15. "What are you doing that for, Uncle," asked Joe.

16. "Why," said Mr. Flower, "as soon as the bees breathe the smoke, they will not sting. Though they may crawl over your hands they will do you no harm, but you must treat them gently."

17. He then raised the lid and puffed some smoke over the top of the frames in which were the combs. A few bees buzzed lazily up, but most of them could be seen crawling busily over the comb.



[1] eager: Anxious.

[2] speeding: Moving quickly.

[3] bee-veils: Nets to protect the head from stings of bees.

[4] nozzle: Nose or point.


LESSON 15
BEES
II
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1. After Mr. Flower had lifted the lid from the hive, he called Joe to come and look in. Joe saw that the top was made of a number of wooden frames[1] packed closely together.

2. His uncle lifted one of the frames from the hive, and the children saw that it was shaped like a small square box. The sides were of thin wood, but the centre was filled with white honey-comb over which the bees were crawling.

3. Sarah handed her uncle a soft brush. He gently brushed the bees from the comb back into the hive. He then placed the boxes of comb upon a tray which he had ready. After he had treated all the frames in the same way, the children saw that these had filled only the top part of the hive. They had rested on a zinc grating through which the bees were crawling.
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A CLASS IN BEE-KEEPING

4. Mr. Flower said that the holes in this grating were too small to let any but the working bees pass through into the top part of the hive, and so nothing but pure honey in the waxen comb was found in that section[2].

5. He then lifted out the zinc grating, and took some of the frames from the bottom of the hive. Joe saw that these combs were much darker in colour than the others, and that many of the cells had a white grub in each.

6. Their uncle told them that this grub was called the larva of the bee; that it had come from an egg laid by the queen bee; and that it would change into a pupa or chrysalis, from which would come the winged bee.

7. Sarah thought it was very wonderful that this soft white grub would one day become a busy bee.

8. In one of the combs they found a cell very much larger than the others.

9. Mr. Flower said that the grub in this cell was looked after with great care and fed with special food, for from it would come a queen bee.

10. He showed them that each hive contained[3] three kinds of bees—the queen, the workers, and the drones. In each hive there was but one queen, but there were hundreds of busy workers who acted as builders, nurses, or honey gatherers.

11. The drones, he said, were idle insects. As soon as winter approaches[4] and food becomes scarce, the workers kill these and drag them from the hive.

12. Mr. Flower then put the frames back into the lower section, replaced the zinc plate, and filled the top section with frames containing comb from which the honey had been taken.

13. The full combs were sent to the honey-house[5]; and the children went to dinner, much pleased with the morning spent with the bees.



[1] frames: Wooden outside parts—as slate frames, picture frames.

[2] section: A part cut off.

[3] contained: Held within it.

[4] approaches: Draws near.

[5] honey-house: House with windows screened with gauze so that the bees cannot get in.


LESSON 16
THE SIX BRAVE MEN OF CALAIS
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1. King Edward III wished to rule over France as well as over England, and sent a large army into that country.

2. Under the king and his brave son, the Black Prince, the English soldiers won a great victory at Crecy.

3. The army then marched to the north of France to take the town of Calais, which looks over the blue waters of the English Channel. Around the town was a high wall with a great gate in one part of it.

4. When the English soldiers drew near, the townsfolk shut this gate, and refused to open it to King Edward.

5. The walls were too strong to be beaten down, and too high to be climbed over.

6. King Edward made up his mind to wait till the people had eaten up all the food in the town. He knew that they must then give in, or starve to death.

7. He placed ships upon the sea to beat back any ships that the French king might send, and he posted soldiers all round the town.

8. The French king tried many times to break through the English lines in order to carry food into Calais, but each time he was driven back.

9. Food soon grew scarce within the town, but still the people would not give in. For nearly a year they kept King Edward out of the town.

10. At length they sent to King Edward, and said that they could hold out[1] no longer, and that they would give up the town if he would let them go free.

11. But the king was very angry, for he had lost many men in the long siege[2], and at first he said that he would put all the men in the town to death.

12. One of his captains, Sir Walter Manny, begged him to have mercy on them: "Because, Sire[3]," said he, "if they had been your soldiers, you would have been proud of their bravery."

13. The king then said that he would spare the rest of the townsfolk if they would send six of their chief men with ropes round their necks, to suffer death for the others.

14. The townsfolk were very sorry when they heard these terms, and held a great meeting in the market place. One brave merchant stood up and said that he would be one of the six. He was joined by five others; and, amid the tears of the people, they made their way to the king's tent, and handed him the keys of the town.

15. Edward ordered his soldiers to take the men away and put them to death at once. By this he hoped to teach the men of other towns not to oppose him[4].

16. Even the English soldiers were sorry for the brave townsfolk of Calais, who had offered their lives to save their friends, and they begged the king to forgive them.

17. Edward said that he would not do so. Then the queen, who stood near King Edward, came forward and knelt at his feet. She begged the king to spare these brave men.
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"THE QUEEN KNELT AT HIS FEET."

18. Her tears and prayers moved the king to pity, so that at last he said: "I cannot refuse your request, although I am sorry that you have made it. I give these men to you. Do with them as best pleases you."

19. The queen was very glad to hear this. She told the men to follow her to her tent. Here she praised them for their courage[5], and after having fed and clothed them, sent them back to the city.



[1] hold out: Resist; manage to live without help.

[2] siege: Attempt to capture the town.

[3] Sire: A way of addressing the king.

[4] oppose him: Go against his wishes.

[5] courage: Bravery.


LESSON 17
OVER THE RANGE
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1. Little bush maiden, wondering-eyed[1],

Playing alone in the creek-bed dry,

In the small green flat on every side

Walled in by the Moonbi Ranges high;

Tell us the tale of your lonely life,

'Mid the great gray forests that know no change.

"I never have left my home," she said,

"I have never been over the Moonbi Range.

2. "Father and mother are both long dead,

"And I live with granny in yon wee place."

"Where are your father and mother?" we said.

She puzzled[2] awhile with a thoughtful face.

Then a light came into the shy brown eye,

And she smiled, for she thought the question strange

On a thing so certain—"When people die,

"They go to the country over the range."
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OVER THE RANGE

3. "And what is this country like, my lass?"

"There are blossoming trees and pretty flowers,

"And shining creeks where the golden grass

"Is fresh and sweet from the summer showers.

"They never need work, nor want, nor weep;

"No troubles can come their hearts to estrange[3].

"Some summer night I shall fall asleep,

"And wake in the country over the range."



4. Child, you are wise in your simple trust.[4]

For the wisest man knows no more than you.

Ashes to ashes, and dust to dust:

Our views by a range are bounded too;

But we know that God hath this gift in store,

That when we come to the final[5] change,

We shall meet with our loved ones gone before

To the beautiful country over the range.



—A. B. PATERSON



[1] wondering-eyed: Having eyes filled with wonder and surprise.

[2] puzzled: Thought gravely, as if trying to find something out.

[3] estrange: To cause dislike; to make unfriendly to each other.

[4] trust: Faith; belief.

[5] final: Last. (Final change= death.)


LESSON 18
CINDER-ELLA
I
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1. Once upon a time in a far distant country there lived a brave soldier, who had but one daughter, who was named Ella. She was a very pretty child with golden curls, a clear skin, and dark blue eyes. She was kind and good-tempered, and did all that she could to help her father and mother, and to please them.

2. When Ella was six years old her dear mother died. This was a great grief to the little girl and to her father. One of the neighbours, a widow, was very kind to Ella, and often asked her to play with her children, two girls, aged ten and twelve.

3. Ella's father felt very grateful to the lady who looked after his motherless girl. After a time war broke out, and the soldier was ordered out to fight. Before he left he married the woman who had been so kind to his little girl, for he thought he could then safely leave Ella in her charge.

4. A great battle took place. The king was in danger of being taken or killed, when Ella's father rushed to his help. He beat off the enemy and saved his King; but in the fight he was badly hurt, and in spite of all the care the doctors could give him, he died.

5. When the sad news reached Ella she cried bitterly. But worse was to follow. Ella's stepmother now had power to do just as she pleased. The two sisters also showed their bad temper; they often teased Ella, and sometimes pinched or beat her.

6. Ella soon found that her stepmother would not help her. If the poor girl spoke of the cruelty of her stepsisters she was called tell-tale, and had her ears boxed. She was set to do all the hard work in the kitchen, for her stepmother was too fond of money to pay a servant.

7. The stepmother did all that she could to give pleasure to her own girls. She bought them fine dresses and rich food, but in spite of all her care they grew up quite plain, while ill-temper left its mark upon their faces.

8. On the other hand, Ella kept her good looks as she grew up. She was dressed in the cast-off[1] clothes of her stepsisters, but was always neat and tidy, for she was skilled[2] with her needle. Although she was made the household drudge[3], she was bright and cheerful, and did her best to please.

9. Her sisters, to tease her, called her Cinder-Ella, for they said she could never hope to come out of the kitchen, but would always live among the cinders[4]. When her sisters went out to parties, Cinder-Ella had to get their dresses ready, to sit up till they came home, and then to get them some supper.
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"'DERA! DEAR!'SAID THE OLD LADY."

10. One day the king, whose life Ella's father had saved, said that he was going to give a great party on his son's birthday. He sent to Ella's stepmother, and asked her to attend and bring her daughters.

11. The stepsisters were in high glee. For days they talked of nothing but what they would wear at the party, and of the good looks of the young prince. Each hoped that the prince would choose her as a partner.

12. When Ella asked if she, too, could go to the party, they laughed loudly. "No, indeed," said they. "Your place is in the kitchen, among the cinders. See that you keep the fire alight and the soup hot for us when we return. Go to the party, indeed! What next will you ask?"

13. Ella was very sad, for she wished to go and see the prince. When the night of the party came and her stepmother and sisters had driven away, she could not help crying bitterly.

14. As she sat on her stool close to the kitchen fire, she heard a tapping on the floor near her. Looking up she saw a queer old woman with a steeple-crowned[5] hat, leaning upon an ebony[6] stick. She looked so kindly at Ella that the maiden felt no fear.

15. "Dear! Dear! Ella!" said the old lady; "those blue eyes were never meant to shed tears. Pray what is the matter with you? And why are you not going to the king's party? Don't fear to tell me everything, for I am your godmother[7]."

16. Ella told her godmother the story. She did not complain of the work that she had to do, or of the cruel treatment of her stepmother. She only said how much she would like to go to the party.

17. "Well, so you shall, my dear," said the cheerful old lady. "So you shall, and be as fine as anyone. I will see to that. Now let us see what we have to work upon."



[1] cast-off clothes: Worn clothes that the wearers had no further use for.

[2] skilled: Able to work well.

[3] drudge: One who has to do hard or dirty work.

[4] cinders: Burnt coals; ashes.

[5] steeple-crowned: Coming to a sharp point at the top.

[6] ebony: Heavy wood, black in colour, which takes a fine polish.

[7] godmother: A woman who promises certain things for a child at its baptism.


LESSON 19
CINDER-ELLA
II
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1. Ella looked at her godmother with great surprise. "Why, I have nothing to wear," said she, "and if I had I could not go, for it is raining hard, and I should get wet through before I reached the palace."

2. The godmother laughed, and her laugh sounded like the tinkle of a silver bell. "Oh, I can manage all that," said she, "but you must do just as you are told. You see, I am a fairy, and can do what mortals[1] cannot." She then touched Ella's old dress and it changed at once into a dress of the finest white silk.

3. The fairy next touched a cobweb, which changed into the daintiest[2] lace scarf that was ever seen. Then from her pocket she drew two tiny glass slippers, which she put upon Ella's feet.

4. Ella stood dressed for the party, and looked far prettier than either of her sisters, although each had spent all the afternoon in trying to make herself beautiful. The fairy now searched for something to turn into a carriage.

5. There was a large pumpkin standing in the kitchen. A wave of the fairy wand changed this into a coach, shining with gold and silver.

6. Once again she waved the wand, and forth from holes in the floor crept two rats and two mice. The rats soon became two prancing white ponies, while the mice changed into a smart groom and a footman.
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"ELLA GOT INTO THE CARRIAGE."

7. "All is now ready, child," said the fairy, "but there is one thing you must promise, and that is not to stay after the clock strikes twelve. When the clock strikes, my power is gone, and all your things will change back into what they were before."

8. Ella thanked her godmother, got into the carriage, and drove off. When she reached the palace the party had just begun. She was by far the prettiest maiden there, and the prince would talk and dance with no one else.

9. Everyone was asking who the charming girl could be. No one could answer, for Ella's sisters did not know her in her new dress. The prince took no notice of them at all, and they were very angry.

10. The hours passed too quickly for poor Ella, and it was but half a minute to twelve when she thought of her promise to the fairy. She made an excuse to the prince, and ran from the room. Thinking she was ill, he went to follow her. She was too quick for him, but, in running down the steps of the palace, she dropped one of her slippers.

11. She had just reached the palace gates when the clock chimed twelve. The prince's servants, who had been sent to find her, almost fell over a large pumpkin in the roadway, and saw two rats and two mice run from beneath it.

12. They saw, too, a poor girl limping along the wet road, but could see no sign of the handsome maiden, who had won all hearts at the party.

13. When they told the prince, he was very sad. He did not care to dance any more, and the party soon broke up. When the stepmother and her daughters reached home they found Ella in the kitchen, and the soup hot. As they ate, they talked with wonder and envy about the lovely maiden who had danced with the prince.

14. About a week after, a herald[3] went through the streets of the city. He carried a little glass slipper on a cushion. He made known throughout the city that the prince was anxious to marry the maiden whom the slipper would fit.

15. Nearly every girl in the city tried to fit on the slipper, but without success. The herald brought it for Ella's sisters to try on, but their feet were much too big. Then Ella asked if she might try. The stepsisters would have driven her away, but the herald said that she must try too, or the king would be angry.

16. Of course Ella's foot fitted the slipper at once, and as she pulled it on, the fairy godmother came in. One wave of her wand, and Cinder-Ella stood before them as the beautiful maiden who had danced at the party.

17. The prince came in haste to claim her as his bride, and the king, his father, was pleased to find in his son's choice the daughter of the brave soldier who had saved his life.

18. Ella's stepsisters would often boast of the goodness of their sister, the princess, for she was too kind and gentle to punish them for their ill-treatment.

19. When the old king died, the people welcomed[4] the prince and his wife as their king and queen, and together they ruled over their subjects wisely and well.



[1] mortals: Human beings.

[2] daintiest: Finest.

[3] herald: A messenger who proclaims something.

[4] welcomed: Received with great joy.


LESSON 20
THE SPIDER
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1. A spider sat in a gooseberry bush

Spinning his web so fine;

And he carefully gummed to the little twigs

The end of each gossamer[1] line.



2. And he smiled as he thought of the foolish flies

That would come to his silver snare[2];

And how round and fat he would daily grow,

Fed on such juicy fare.



3. Big bluebottles[3] and delicate gnats,

Old Daddy Longlegs thin,

Booming[4] beetles and meddlesome moths,

He'd gather them merrily in.
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4. But a soldier wasp, in his coat of gold,

Tore down the cobweb gay,

And laughed in the face of the spider grim[5],

As he sped on his buzzing way.

—J. L. RICHARDSON



[1] gossamer: fine; like silk.

[2] silver snare: Cobweb.

[3] bluebottles: Flies with large blue bodies.

[4] booming: Making a loud humming noise as they fly.

[5] grim: Fierce-looking.


LESSON 21
THE HOUSE FLY
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1. Perhaps the insect that we know best is the common two-winged house fly. It is to be found in all countries, and on ships far out at sea. Wherever man goes, there too goes the house fly.

2. If you look closely at one, you will see that the red-brown eyes almost cover the whole of the head, that the trunk is short compared[1] with that of other insects, and that the neck is very short and thin.

3. The two wings are finely veined, and shine with all the colours of the rainbow as the light plays upon them.

4. The house fly is by no means a welcome visitor. We do not care to find that one or two are drowned in the milk, or in a fresh cup of tea, or caught in the jam or honey.

5. The house fly is a danger to health. It does not care whether its food is clean or not, and may be seen crawling over all kinds of filth.

6. From this it will fly to the butter dish, or walk over the meat, and leave seeds of disease behind it. We should have less sickness if we could keep our houses free from flies. How is this to be done?

7. Some people try to do it by closing all the doors and windows. This is a mistake. It is better to have fresh air and sunshine with the house fly, than foul air without it.

8. Some people keep out the house fly and mosquito by fitting a close wire gauze to their doors and windows. By this means they get the fresh air, without the house fly. This is done in some schools in the west of Queensland.

9. But, if we cannot get rid of flies altogether, we can greatly lessen their numbers by seeing that the house and all around it are kept quite free from dirt. If this is not done, the flies will increase in number.

10. The fly is a true insect, and passes through the four stages of insect life. The mother fly lays her eggs in the dirt. Where a horse is kept, the eggs will be laid in the dirt about the stable. The grub lives on the dirt, and the pupa[2] lies in it. Remove the dirt and you get rid of the fly.

11. Farmers in America have found a way to keep down the number of flies. They throw a fine spray[3] of kerosene over the stable dirt, and this destroys the flies' eggs. Fleas, too, lay their eggs in the dust on the floors of houses.

12. Sweep the dust away, wash the floors often, and you get rid of fleas. Both fleas and flies carry disease. The plague in India was spread by fleas; flies in Queensland spread diseases of the eye. Boys and girls should be careful not to let the flies crawl on their faces, and get to their eyes.

13. A rough veil to keep the flies from the face can easily be made. Take a number of short threads, hang them from the brim of the hat, and put a small, thin piece of cork at the end of each thread. The flies will not pass the bobbing[4] pieces of cork.



[1] compared: Placed side by side in order to be judged.

[2] pupa: The third stage in the fly's life.

[3] spray: Shower of tiny drops.

[4] bobbing: Jumping up and down.


LESSON 22
CHRISTMAS IN THE OLD COUNTRY
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[A LETTER FROM HARRY IN ENGLAND TO JOHN IN QUEENSLAND.]



Brownlands' Farm,

Warwickshire, England,

December 26th, 1913.

Dear John,

1. You will remember how, whenever we spent a Christmas together in Queensland, our parents talked of the way they used to spend Christmas in the Old Country. Well, I will tell you how I passed my Christmas in England, where I am staying at Brownlands' Farm, the home of one of father's oldest friends.

2. It is a fine old farm-house built of stone with wide, open fireplaces, and I can assure you a good fire is a very great comfort in an English December. It began to freeze hard the night I came to the farm, and has been freezing ever since.

3. On Christmas Eve a light fall of snow covered everything with a cloak of purest white. Tom, the farmer's son, came rushing in at dinner-time, in high glee, to bring the news that the two-acre mere[1] would bear, and that we could go skating. Tom lent me a pair of skates and we set off.

4. Of course, coming from Queensland, I knew nothing of skating, but Tom told me it was quite easy, and that I should soon learn. Arriving at the mere, we found some fifty people gliding merrily over the ice, and it certainly looked easy enough.

5. Tom showed me how to fasten on my skates, and took my hand to lead me on to the ice. Although I had only a couple of yards to walk, I found it very difficult to balance myself on two thin steel blades.

6. Bad as that had been, worse was to follow. Hardly had I put my feet on the ice when they seemed to glide away from me, and bump! down I sat. There I should have had to remain, had not Tom and a schoolmate of his come to my rescue. They lifted me up and very kindly took me in tow[2].

7. I found great pleasure in moving so quickly through the crisp clear air, and soon wanted to try by myself. I had several falls in doing so, and my ankles ached, but I kept trying till I could get along somehow.

8. That evening, as we were all sitting round the fire telling stories, we heard singing outside the front door. A group of children from the village were singing carols[3] very sweetly. Farmer Brownlands bade them all come into the dining-room, and gave them mince pies and hot coffee, and his wife gave each child a new three-penny piece.

9. On Christmas morning we found that Santa Claus had been busy during the night. Ranged[4] round the fireplace were many presents for the good farmer, his wife, and children; and even I was not forgotten, for I found a pair of warm gloves for my freezing fingers and a muffler[5] for my neck.

10. We all went to church for morning service. The day before, the church had been decked with sprays of holly and ivy. The shining green leaves and scarlet berries were twined round the stone pillars with pretty effect[6]. The Christmas music was bright and hearty, and it was a pleasure to join in the Christmas hymns.

11. After church, we walked home to dinner—such a dinner— a regular giant of a turkey, a fine sirloin of beef, roast fowls, plum pudding, rich and brown, with a sprig of holly in the centre, and heaps upon heaps of white mince pies. The farmer had invited his brother's family to dinner, and we sat down sixteen in all.

12. During the afternoon we again visited the mere, and I got on very well with my skates, having but few falls. Coming home, Tom's sisters and cousins started snowballing one another, and soon we were all busily engaged. Tom then asked us to help him in making a snow man.
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SNOWBALLING

13. This we did by rolling a snowball along. It rapidly grew larger as more snow stuck to it. We shaped the snow like the body of a man, rolled two more snowballs to make the legs, and put a smaller snowball for the head, while on the top of all we placed an old hat. By the time our snow man was finished it had grown quite dark, so we went in and ate heartily of the good things on the tea-table.

14. After tea we played games—Blind-man's-buff, Musical Chairs, and the like —till eight o'clock. We then went into another room where we found a Christmas tree, lit up by scores of tiny candles, and with Father Christmas in charge. Each member of the party received some present off the tree.

15. The younger children then went to bed, but I was allowed to sit up with the elders and join in the fireside chat. Finally we all retired about eleven o'clock, and I felt that my first Christmas Day in Old England had been a very happy one.



Your loving friend,

HARRY.



[1] mere: A small shallow lake.

[2] took me in tow: Caught hold of my hands and guided me along.

[3] carols: Christmas hymns.

[4] ranged: Placed in order.

[5] muffler: A warm woollen scarf.

[6] with pretty effect: Making a pleasing picture.


LESSON 23
A WALK IN SPRING
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1. We had a pleasant walk to-day,

Over the meadows and far away,

Across the bridge by the water-mill,

By the woodside and up the hill;

And if you listen to what I say,

I'll tell you what we saw to-day.



2. Amid the hedge where the first leaves

Were peeping from their sheaths[1] so shy,

We saw four eggs within a nest,

And they were blue as the summer sky.



3. A willow-branch dipped in the brook,

We wondered why it moved, and found

A silken-haired smooth water-rat

Nibbling and swimming round and round.



4. Where daisies opened to the sun,

In a broad meadow, green and white,

The lambs were racing eagerly—

We never saw a prettier sight.



5. We found upon the shady banks

The first blue violets of spring;

We loitered[2] near a hawthorn hedge,

To hear a merry ploughman sing.



6. And, from the earth the plough turned up,

There came a sweet refreshing smell,

Such as the lily of the vale

Sends forth from many a woodland dell.



7. We saw the yellow wallflower wave,

Upon an old grey castle wall,

And then we watched the busy rooks

Among the ancient elm-trees tall.



8. And leaning from the old stone bridge,

Below we saw our shadows lie,

And through the gloomy arches watched

The swift and fearless swallows fly.



9. We heard the speckled-breasted lark

As it sang somewhere out of sight;

We tried to find it, but the sky

Was filled with clouds of dazzling[3] light.



10. Were I to tell you all we saw,

I'm sure that it would take me hours,

For the whole landscape[4] was alive

With bees, and birds, and buds, and flowers.



—THOMAS MILLER



[1] sheaths: Coverings.

[2] loitered: Stayed for a short time; lingered.

[3] dazzling: Too bright for the eye to gaze upon.

[4] landscape: The country spread out before us.


LESSON 24
OUR OWN LAND
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1. The word "Australia" means "Land of the South," and Australia is an island continent lying to the south of Asia. It is often spoken of as the largest island and smallest continent in the world.

2. While great events were taking place in Europe and Asia, while Columbus and other sailors were engaged in the discovery of America, and while the nations of Europe were fighting to decide who should have the greatest share in the New World[1], this great South Land was lying asleep.

3. A Spanish sailor, named Torres, sailed close to it in 1606 A.D., through the strait which now bears his name. Dutch sailors followed its coast-line to the north and west, and an Englishman named Dampier landed on its western coast to search for water. He wrote a book about his travels, and said that the land was dry, barren[2], and useless.
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CAPTAIN COOK

4. It was not till the great English sailor, Captain Cook, sailed along the eastern coast and landed at Botany Bay on 29th April, 1770, that the awakening began. Cook called that part of the country visited by him New South Wales, because he thought the coast-line looked like that of South Wales. He was nearly wrecked on the coral reef[3] which fringes the north-east coast, and spent some time ashore while his ship, the Endeavour, was made fit for sea again.

5. When Cook returned to England he told of the wonderful plants and animals which he had seen in the new land. He said that the climate was splendid and the soil fertile. The only people who lived in the country were harmless black savages, who knew not how to use the riches of the country.

6. A few years passed by, and then a fleet of ships under Captain Phillip was sent to make a settlement in the land which Cook had found. Captain Phillip laid claim to the eastern coast in the name of the King of England. He was only just in time; for, a week later, a French fleet hove in sight to claim the country for the King of France.

7. Captain Phillip sent a boat to examine Port Jackson, and it passed between the headlands[4] into the wonderful harbour of Sydney. The fleet was taken into the harbour; men landed, built stores and houses, and began to till the soil.

8. At first their task was a hard one, but after a few years the colony was able to grow food enough to support its people. Captain Macarthur brought some merino sheep to Australia and proved that the very finest wool could be grown here. Australia now produces the best wool in the world, and its flocks of sheep are a source of great wealth, and find work for thousands of people.
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A MERINO RAM

9. Two brave young men, named Bass and Flinders, sailed in a small boat along the coast and showed that Tasmania was an island. Flinders afterwards sailed right round Australia. Men crossed the mountain ranges which stand near the coast and found rivers and fertile plains; others, braving many and great dangers, travelled right across Australia from south to north and from east to west.

10. In the year 1851, gold was found in New South Wales, and thousands of people flocked from over seas to share in the wealth hidden in the ground. The gold-fields of Australia proved to be very rich, and many large nuggets or lumps of gold of great value have been dug up from time to time. Copper, silver, lead, tin, and other metals have been found in various parts of the continent.

11. Our own State of Queensland was separated from New South Wales in 1859, and has grown into a prosperous and wealthy country. Great herds of cattle and flocks of sheep cover its plains. Sugar, maize, bananas, oranges, grapes, and other tropical fruits flourish near the coast, while wheat and the fruits of colder climes grow well on its fertile tablelands. Great forests of useful timber trees are found in the foothills and mountain ranges.

12. Ships belonging to the Orient, White Star, Blue Funnel, and other well-known lines of steamers carry wool, frozen meat, butter, hides, and other produce of farm and station to our countrymen in the home lands. Enough sugar can be grown in Queensland to supply the wants of Australia. A beginning has been made in the growth and export of coffee and cotton; and pineapples, bananas, and other fruits of a warm climate are sent to the sister States of Australia.
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13. There are no fierce wild animals in our country. Snakes are plentiful, but few of them are dangerous. Snakes are kept down by the laughing jackass, a giant kingfisher that will kill and eat young snakes that it finds crawling in the bush.

14. The skins of the kangaroo and wallaby make a good and strong leather, and the furs of the opossum and native bear are much sought after. Horses are bred in large numbers, and many are exported for the use of the army in India.
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ARTESIAN BORE

15. The goldfields of Queensland find work for many miners. Mount Morgan was looked upon as the richest gold-mine in the world, and it now produces many tons of copper each year. Vast fields of coal occur in several parts of the State, and opals, sapphires, and many other precious stones are found among the sand and gravel of the western plains.

16. Periods of dry weather, known as droughts, occur from time to time, but they at least serve the purpose of giving the ground a rest, and they do not hinder the farmer so much as the long and severe winters in other countries. Great stores of underground water have been found in Queensland, and these supply water for the stock during the long spells of dry weather on the western plains.



[1] The New World: North and South America.

[2] barren: Not fitted for the growth of plants for food.

[3] coral reef: The Great Barrier Reef.

[4] headlands: Cliffs at the entrance to the harbour.


LESSON 25
FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE
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1. Florence Nightingale was born in Florence, a city of Italy, in the year 1820. Her father was a rich man, who owned a fine estate[1] in Hampshire; and he was careful to have his little girl well taught. Florence was clever and bright, and learnt. her lessons well.

2. From childhood she was good and kind to the poor people who lived near her English home. At an early age she began to read about diseases of the body; for she wished to help those who were ill, and had not so many comforts as she had.

3. Her first patient was a dog. His name was Cap, and he was a good collie, who helped a shepherd to bring in his sheep. One day Cap was hurt, and the shepherd feared that the poor dog's leg was broken, and that he would have to be killed.

4. When Florence heard this, she went to the shepherd's cottage with a friend, and asked to see the dog. Poor Cap seemed to be in great pain. She knelt down and patted him, while her friend looked at his leg. He knew a good deal about dogs; so he was able to tell her that the bone was not broken, and that, with care and rest, Cap would soon be quite well again.
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" HER FIRST PATIENT WAS A DOG."

5. As the dog still seemed in much pain, Florence asked what could be done to ease him. "Bathe the leg with hot water," said her friend; and at once Florence put a kettle on the fire, and when the water was hot, she bathed poor Cap's leg.

6. This gave the dog so much ease from pain, that in a very short time he was licking her hands, and wagging his tail, which, of course, was his way of saying "Thank you."

7. When she was older, Florence took a great interest in hospitals. She was not content with seeing how such places were managed in England; so she went abroad, and for some time worked in a hospital in Germany.

8. After that, the great war between England and Russia broke out in 1854, and thousands of our soldiers lay sick, wounded, and uncared for. Florence Nightingale took out a band of brave women to nurse the soldiers. Many of the men never spoke of her without a prayer for her and for the good work she did.

9. Night after night she passed through the wards[2], carrying a lamp in her hand. She spoke a kind word to one, eased a bandage for another, and cheered others who were sad. One dying boy, it is said, wanted to see her pass, so that he might be able to kiss her shadow, as it moved across his pillow.

10. When the war was over, the people made her a present of a very large sum of money; but all of this she gave away, to found the "Nightingale Home" for the training of nurses. Although often ill herself, she always did what she could to help the sick and suffering, and won the respect[3] and love of all by her noble work.

11. Queen Victoria thought so much of Florence Nightingale that she wrote herself to thank her. In 1908 King Edward sent her the Order of Merit. This high honour comes only to a few men and women who have done some very great work; and Florence Nightingale was the first woman to receive it. She died in 1910, full of years and honour.



"A lady with a lamp shall stand

In the great history of the land."



[1] estate: Landed property.

[2] wards: Rooms in a hospital.

[3] respect: Good wishes; regard.


LESSON 26
A RIVER
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The day had been hot and sultry. As I sought a rest on the rocks near the river's mouth[1] the roar of the waves breaking on the distant sands soothed me to a pleasant drowsiness.
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2. Then the river flowing gently by, lit up by the glow of the setting sun, sang to me its story. It sang of its source[2] bubbling from the spring in the mountain side, and of the rushing roaring time of its early youth, as its waters dashed in playful sport over a stony bed[3], sometimes leaping from rock to rock, at other times resting in deep pools' neath the willows.
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THE VICTORIA BRIDGE, BRISBANE (FROM TREASURY BUILDINGS)

3. It spoke of nooks of fern; of the scent of the wild flowers on its BANKS[4]; of the songs of birds nesting in the thickets near, or among the rushes and sedges along its brim[5]; and of the gay colours of the flies that dashed over its surface.

4. It told of the glories of the golden sunset among the hills; of the scented crops of lucerne growing on the tilled ground; of the lowing of cattle, the hum of bees, the rustle of wheat, and the gladsome shouts of the reapers.
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BRISBANE R.—TOWN REACH

5. It spoke of the stately swans gliding over its surface, of the silent platypus and its silky fur, and of the silver gleam of fish sporting in its waters.

6. It told of the happy time when it hurried on to a meeting with its mate, which had come from a calm lake in the highlands; of the happy secrets they told to each other; and of the babbling sparkling brooks which joined them from time to time.

7. As it rolled by, it sang of its journey through the city, of stately ships laden with rich cargoes, of noble bridges, and busy wharves.

8. There was a note of sadness in this part of its story, when it told of foul drains that stained its clear waters, and of poverty and crime in the mean streets along its banks.

9. But the sadness changed to joy as it sang of the time when, slipping past the lighthouse on the headland[6], it would meet the salt sea in the briny estuary[7], and, crossing the bar[8], would lose itself in the deep blue waters of the mighty ocean.



[1] mouth: The mouth of a river is where it empties itself into the sea.

[2] source: The source is the beginning of a river, which is often a spring in the hills, or a lake in the mountains.

[3] bed: The bed of the river is the channel in which its waters flow.

[4] banks: The banks are the ground rising from the sides of the river.

[5] brim: The brim of the river is where its waters touch the banks.

[6] headland: A high bank at the entrance of a river; a cliff on the seashore.

[7] estuary: An estuary is a wide mouth of a river into which the tide flows.

[8] bar: A bar is a bank of sand or gravel which sometimes forms at the mouth of a river.


LESSON 27
A SUMMER HOLIDAY
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O merrily the ocean greets the sand upon the shore,

And merrily the children's laughter mingles[1] with its roar;

O merrily the summer hours too swiftly pass away;

And what a happy lot were mine could Summer only stay.



O cheerily their voices ring along the silver strand[2],

Where many a tireless toiler[3] rears his castle on the sand;

And where the shallow waters play, some sail a baby fleet;

And every day's a holiday, and every moment sweet.



Too soon, too soon, the hours of play and summer swiftly fly;

And O, there's pain and weariness[4], and storms brood[5] o'er the sky;

Yet echoes of that laughter we may waken all the year,

If we with merry words contrive to comfort and to cheer.
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Were every day a holiday! Why! that must never be,

If we with merry words contrive to comfort and to cheer.

There's many a task and sure reward awaiting you and me;

And only those deserve to play beside the summer seas,

Who bravely toil and earn awhile their days of summer ease.



Good books are the most precious of blessings to a people; bad books are among the worst of curses.



—Whipple



[1] mingles: Mixes.

[2] silver strand: A beach of white sand.

[3] toiler: Worker.

[4] weariness: Tiredness.

[5] brood: Cover as with wings.


LESSON 28
A BOY'S SONG
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1. Where the pools are bright and deep,

Where the grey trout[1] lies asleep,

Up the river and o'er the lea,

That's the way for Billy and me.



2. Where the blackbird sings the latest,

Where the hawthorn[2] blooms the sweetest,

Where the nestlings chirp and flee,

That's the way for Billy and me.



3. Where the mowers mow the cleanest,

Where the hay lies thick and greenest,

There to trace the homeward bee,

That's the way for Billy and me.



4. Where the hazel[3] bank is steepest,

Where the shadow falls the deepest,

Where the clustering nuts fall free,

That's the way for Billy and me.



—JAMES HOGG



[1] trout: A fresh-water fish.

[2] hawthorn: A shrub grown for hedges.

[3] hazel: A small tree of the oak family; it bears nuts.


LESSON 29
THE KING AND THE FIGS
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1. A great king, who lived many, many years ago, was one day taking a walk through the streets of his chief city. As he passed slowly along, he saw a very old man planting a fig-tree in his garden.

2. The king stopped, and said to the old man, "Why are you planting that tree ? Surely you cannot hope to eat of the fruit of it?"

3. The old man looked up and said, "I certainly hope that I may do so; but if not, I shall leave it to my son, as my father left the fruit of his toil for me."

4. On hearing, in reply to further questions, that the old man was eighty years of age, the king said, "Well, if you are alive when the figs from this tree are ripe, I pray you let me know of it."

5. The old man lived to eat of the fruit of that very tree. Mindful of what the king had said to him, he went to see him. Taking a basket, he filled it with the best figs from the tree, and went to the palace.

"Well," said the king, when the old man stood before him, "what is your wish?"

6. "I am," said he, "the old man whom you saw planting a fig- tree. On that day you said to me, 'If you live to eat of its fruit, I pray you to let me know.' See, here is some of the fruit, that you may eat of it also."

7. The king was very much pleased. He had the figs taken from the basket, and then he ordered it to be filled with gold and given to the old man, who returned home highly delighted.

8. Now, next door to the old man to whom the king had given so much gold, there lived another man. When this man heard of the king's gift to the first, he thought that he would like to try his luck also.

9. So he took a great basket, and filled it to the very top with the finest figs he could get. Putting it upon his back, he said to himself, "Now, I will take this to the king; he loves figs, and will fill my basket with gold."

10. The basket was heavy, the way was long, and the man was tired when he reached the palace gates.

11. He set the basket down upon the ground, and said to the guards, "I have brought these figs for the king; please empty the basket and fill it again with gold."

12. When this was told to the king, he ordered that the man should stand in the hall. The man rejoiced[1], for he thought that he was going to have his wish.

13. But he was wrong. The king saw that he had come because of greed, and gave command that he should be punished. So, as he stood in the hall, all who passed by pelted him with his own figs, for this was the king's order.

14. He returned home sore and sorry. "Never mind," said he to himself, "had they been coco-nuts[2] instead of figs, I might have had harder blows."



[1] rejoiced: Was very joyful or happy.

[2] coco-nuts: The fruit of the coco-palm.


LESSON 30
A SUMMER DAY
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1. This is the way the morning dawns:

Rosy tints on flowers and trees,

Winds that wake the birds and bees,

Dewdrops on the fields and lawns—

This is the way the morning dawns.



2. This is the way the sun comes up:

Gold on brook and glossy leaves,

Mist that melts above the sheaves[1],

Vine, and rose, and buttercup[2]—

This is the way the sun comes up.



3. This is the way the river flows:

Here a whirl[3] and there a dance;

Slowly now, then like a lance[4];

Swiftly to the sea it goes—

This is the way the river flows.



4. This is the way the rain comes down:

Tinkle, tinkle, drop by drop,

Over roof and chimney-top;

Boughs that bend, and skies that frown[5]—

This is the way the rain comes down.
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"GOLD ON BROOK AND GLOSSY LEAVES."

5. This is the way the daylight dies:

Cows are lowing in the lane,

Fireflies[6] wink on hill and plain:

Yellow, red, and purple skies—

This is the way the daylight dies.



[1] sheaves: Bundles of stalks of wheat or oats.

[2] buttercup: A wild yellow cup shaped flower.

[3] whirl: Spinning round.

[4] lance: A long spear.

[5] frown: The dark, heavy clouds are like the frown on a man's face.

[6] fireflies: Insects that give out a twinkling light at night.


LESSON 31
HALF THE PROFIT
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1. A nobleman, who dwelt in a castle a long way from the sea-shore, was about to hold his marriage feast[1]. There was plenty of meat, game, and fruit, for the great occasion[2], but no fish, as the sea had been very rough.

2. On the very morning of the feast, however, a poor fisherman came to the castle with a large turbot[3]. There was great joy in the house, and the fisherman was brought with his prize into the large room where the nobleman stood in the midst of his guests.

3. "A fine fish," said the nobleman. "Fix your own price; you shall be paid at once. How much do you ask?"

"Not a penny, my lord; I will not take money. One hundred lashes on my bare back is the price of my fish! I will not take one lash from the number."

4. The nobleman and his guests were not a little surprised; but the fisherman was firm. They reasoned with him in vain. At length the nobleman said,—

"Well, well, this fellow has a strange whim, but we must have the fish. So lay on lightly, and let the price be paid in our presence."

5. After fifty lashes had been given, "Hold, hold!" cried the fisherman; "I have a partner in this business, and it is right that he should get his share."

"What! are there two such fools in the world?" said the nobleman. "Where is he to be found? Name him, and he shall be sent for at once."

6. "You need not go far for him," said the fisherman. "You will find him at your own gate, in the shape of your own porter[4]. He would not let me pass until I promised that he should have half of whatever I should get for my turbot."

7. "Oh, ho!" said the nobleman, "bring him up at once; he shall certainly receive his half with the strictest[5] justice[6]."

8. The porter was therefore brought, and had to take his share of the bargain[7]. He was then turned off from the nobleman's service, and the fisherman was amply[8] rewarded.



[1] marriage feast: Wedding breakfast.

[2] occasion: Happening.

[3] turbot: A kind of flat fish.

[4] porter: One who guards the door; gatekeeper.

[5] strictest: Firmest; most exact.

[6] justice: Fair treatment; what he deserved.

[7] bargain: An agreement; something bought or sold.

[8] amply: Well, fully.


LESSON 32
A SONG OF THE WATTLE
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1. Sing a song of wattle-time,

Sing of sweet September,

Sunny days and scented[1] nights

Pleasant to remember.
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SILVER WATTLE

2. When the sunshine smiles in spring

All the buds so tiny

Send out little golden threads

Silky, soft and shiny.



3. Like a fairy's golden hair,

Seem those blossoms glowing;

Like a gleam of sunshine fair

On the hill-side growing.



4. As we wander through the scrub[2]

Sprays of wattle wearing

We can smell the perfume[3] sweet

That the breeze is bearing.



5. Sing a song of wattle-time,

Sing of sweet September,

Sunny days and scented nights

Pleasant to remember.



[1] scented: Smelling of the flowers.

[2] scrub: A part of the bush thick with trees and shrubs.

[3] perfume: Scent.


LESSON 33
THE STONE IN THE ROAD
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1. "What is everybody's business is nobody's business" is an old proverb[1]. Are you always careful to knock bits of orange and banana peel from the footpath? Or, if you see a piece of broken glass in the road, where horses and dogs would be likely to tread on it, do you at once pick it up, and put it where it will do no mischief[2]? A part of your business and mine in this world is to make it clean and safe, as far as we are able.

2. In a far-off country, and in a far-off time, there lived a king whose delight it was to teach his people good habits. "Bad luck comes only to the lazy and the careless," said he; "but to the busy workers, God gives the good things of this life." One night, he put a large stone in the middle of a cutting through which the road passed near his palace, and then set a watch to see what the people who passed that way would do.

3. Early the next morning there came a young soldier, humming a merry tune as he walked along. He wore a gay uniform[3], and a sword hung in its bright scabbard[4] at his side. He was fond of telling boastful stories of what he would do if a war arose. He held his head so high that he did not see the stone, but stumbled over it, and fell sprawling in the dust. He got up, and went on; but he did not sing any more.
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"THERE CAME A YOUNG SOLDIER."

4. Then a sturdy old farmer, named Peter, came along with a bullock-dray loaded with wheat. "Oh, these lazy people!" he cried; "here is a big stone right in the middle of the road, and no one will take the trouble to move it." He managed, however, to get past it, and went on his way, scolding about the laziness of other people, but never thinking of touching the stone himself.

5. About an hour later, there came down the road several merchants[5] in company. They were going to a fair in the town, and had their goods on pack-horses[6]. When they reached the stone, the road was so narrow that the horses jostled one another; and, for a time, there was a risk[7] of injuring both the animals and the goods.

6. "Did any one ever see the like?" they said; "there is that big stone in the road, and every man goes past it without stopping to take it away!" Yet, amongst them all, no one thought it his business to get off his horse to do it.

7. So the stone lay in the road for three weeks. It was in everybody's way, and yet everybody left it for somebody else to move.

Then the king sent word to all his people to meet together on a certain day at the cutting near his palace, as he had something to tell them.

8. The day came, and a crowd of men and women gathered in the road. Old Peter, the farmer, was there, and so was the soldier, and so were the merchants. "I hope the king will now find out what a lazy set of people he has around him," said Peter to one of the merchants whom he knew.

9. The king had promised to be at noon where he had appointed; and, two minutes before twelve o'clock, the sound of a bugle was heard, and the people saw him approaching.

10. He rode up to the stone, got down from his horse, and said: "My friends, it was I who put this stone here three weeks ago. It has been seen, I suppose, by every one of you, or, at least, by every one that has passed this way. It has been left, however, just where it was; and each one has scolded his neighbour for not moving it out of the way."

11. Stooping down, he rolled the stone over. Underneath it was a hollow, in which was a small iron box. The king held up the box so that all the people might see what was written on the piece of paper fastened to it. These were the words: "For him who lifts the stone." He opened the box, turned it upside down, and out of it fell a beautiful ring, and a score of bright gold coins.

12. Then, you may be sure, every one wished that he had moved the stone instead of going round it, and finding fault with his neighbour.



[1] proverb: A common saying.

[2] mischief: Harm.

[3] uniform: The dress of a soldier.

[4] scabbard: The long case in which a sword is hung.

[5] merchants: Men who buy and sell goods.

[6] pack-horses: Horses used for carrying bundles on their backs.

[7] risk: Danger.


LESSON 34
WHAT CAN A LITTLE CHAP DO?
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1. What can a little chap do

For his country and for you?

What can a little chap do ?



2. He can fight like a knight[1]

For the truth and the right;

That's one good thing he can do.



3. He can shun[2] all that's mean,

He can keep himself clean

Both within and without;

That's another good thing he can do.



4. His soul he can brace[3]

Against everything base[4],

And the trace[5] will be seen

All his life in his face;

That's a very fine thing he can do.



5. He can look to the light,

He can keep his thought white,

He can fight the great fight,

He can do with his might

What is good in God's sight;

These are excellent[6] things he can do.



6. Though his years be but few,

He can march in the queue[7]

Of the good and the great

Who battled with fate[8]

And won through;

That's a wonderful thing he can do.



7. And, in each little thing,

He can follow the King;

Yes, in each smallest thing,

He can follow the King—

He can follow the Christ, the King.



—JOHN OXENHAM



[1] knight: In the olden days, a knight was a brave soldier who travelled about to fight for those who were in distress.

[2] shun: Keep clear of.

[3] brace: Stiffen; strengthen.

[4] base: Wrong; evil; mean.

[5] trace: Mark; sign.

[6] excellent: Of greatest value.

[7] queue: The ranks.

[8] fate: Chance; good or evil fortune.


LESSON 35
THE RED GARTER
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One fine day Tom was walking along beside a hedge. All at once he heard a tapping kind of noise. He stole along on tip-toes to see what it was. It stopped; but as Tom looked sharply among the bushes what should he see but a teeny, tiny bit of an old man! He had a little scrap of a pointed hat stuck on the top of his head, and a smart leather apron hanging in front of him. He pulled out a stool, and began to mend the heel of a shoe just large enough for himself.
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"THE LITTLE MAN."

"Well. I never!" said Tom to himself. "I have often heard of the little people, but I did not really think there were any. Here is one of them for certain. Now, if I go to work the right way, my fortune is made. They say you must never take your eyes off them, or they will get away."

Tom stole a little nearer, with his eyes fixed on the little man, just like a cat watching a mouse. When he was close to him he said, "I hope you are well, my friend."

The little man raised his head. "Thank you kindly," said he.

"I wonder at your working on a holiday," said Tom.

"That's nothing to do with you," was the reply. "It would be better if you were looking after your father's farm, instead of wasting your time here. There now! Your cows have broken into the oats, and are knocking them all down."

Tom was so much taken by surprise at this that he forgot, and was just going to look round. He was afraid that he might forget again, and take his eyes off the little man. He therefore made a grab, and caught him up in his hand. Tom then said that if he did not show him where his money was, he would kill him.

So fierce and wicked did Tom look that the little man shook with fear. "Come along with me," said he, "and I will show you a crock[1] of gold."

Off they went, Tom holding the little man fast in his hand. He did not once take his eyes off him although they had to cross hedges, ditches, and bogs. At last they came to a large field of flax[2]. The little man pointed to a large flax-bush in the middle of the field. "Dig under that," said he, "and you will find a great crock full of gold."

As Tom did not have his spade with him, he made up his mind to run home and fetch one. So that he would know the place again, he took off one of his red garters, and tied it round the flax-bush. Then he said to the little man, "Promise me that you will not take the garter away from that flax." The little man at once gave his word that he would not touch the garter.

"I suppose," said he to Tom, "that you don't need me any more now."

"No," said Tom. "You may go now; and may you have good luck."

"Well, good-bye," said the little man, "and I hope the gold will do you much good when you get it."

Tom ran for dear life, till he reached home and got a spade. Then back he ran as fast as he could to the flax-field. When he came to it, lo! every flax-bush in the field had a red garter, the very same as Tom's own, tied round it. He could not dig up the whole field, for there were more than forty good Irish acres in it.

Poor Tom went sadly home again, with his spade on his shoulder. Ever after that, he used to clench his fist, when he thought of the smart trick that the little man had played on him.
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[1] crock: Pot, earthen vessel.

[2] flax: A plant from which linen is made.


LESSON 36
THE FRIEND
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There are lots and lots of people who are always asking things,

Like dates and pounds-and-ounces, and the names of funny kings;

And the answer's either "Sixpence," or "A hundred inches long";

And I know they'll think me silly if I get the answer wrong.

So Pooh and I go whispering, and Pooh looks very bright,

And says, "Well, I say sixpence, but I don't suppose I'm right."

And then it doesn't matter what the answer ought to be,

For if he's right, I'm right, and if he's wrong, it isn't Me.



—A. A. MILNE
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POOH AND I


LESSON 37
THE CONTENTED BOY
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1. Once Louis the Twelfth, King of France, chanced to stroll into the kitchen of his palace, where he found a small boy busy at work, and singing as gaily as a lark.

2. The boy had keen, bright eyes, and a happy, sunny face, and his looks and manners pleased the king. Laying his hand upon the boy's head, Louis asked him his name. The lad looked and saw a plainly dressed man, whom he took to be one of the king's servants.

3. He replied that his name was Simon. In answer to further questions, the king learned the lad was an orphan, and that both his father and mother were dead.

4. "And are you content with this kind of work?" the king asked, pointing at the same time to the pots and pans, among which the lad was working. "Are you willing to spend your time in the kitchen when so many of your fellow-servants are mostly employed upstairs?"

5. "Why not?" answered the boy, with a twinkle in his eye. "I am doing as well as the best of them. The king himself can do no better."

6. "Indeed!" said the king, no little surprised at the lad's bold words. "How do you make that out?"

"Well, sir, the king lives, and so do I. He can do no more than live. And then I am contented. Can the king say as much?"
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LOUIS ASKED HIM HIS NAME

7. Louis walked away, his mind full of strange, sad thoughts. No one knew better than he did, that contentment was not often the lot of kings. Indeed, there are few persons who have a more anxious life than those who wear crowns.

8. The next day, much to Simon's surprise, he was called into the presence of the king. He was still more surprised when he found that his visitor of the day before was Louis himself. The king talked with him about many things, and found him to be a very quick and keen-witted lad.

9. The end of it all was that Simon was made a page[1] in the king's household. Step by step, he rose from one post of honour[2] to another, until he became one of the best soldiers of that time. He is known in history as General La Roche, and his name stands high among those of the noblest men of France.

10. If Simon had not, early in life, learned to be contented with his lot, he might never have been worthy of a higher post. The king did not want discontented persons about him, who were always grumbling because they had not as good a place as some one else.

11. You cannot too soon learn that only those who are contented are happy.
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[1] page: A young boy who waits upon persons of high rank.

[2] post of honour: High position.


LESSON 38
THE QUEST
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1. There once was a restless boy

Who dwelt[1] in a home by the sea,

Where the water danced for joy

And the wind was glad and free:

But he said, "Good mother, oh! let me go;

For the dullest place in the world, I know,

Is this little brown house,

This old brown house,

Under the apple tree.



2. "I will travel east and west;

The loveliest homes I'll see;

And when I have found the best,

Dear mother, I'll come for thee.

I'll come for thee in a year and a day,

And joyfully then we'll haste[2] away

From this little brown house,

This old brown house,

Under the apple tree."



3. So he travelled here and there,

But never content[3] was he,

Though he saw in lands most fair

The costliest homes there be.

He something missed from the sea or sky,

Till he turned again with a wistful[4] sigh

To the little brown house,

The old brown house,

Under the apple tree.



4. Then the mother saw and smiled,

While her heart grew glad and free.

"Hast thou chosen a home, my child?

Ah, where shall we dwell?" quoth she.

And he said, "Sweet mother, from east to west,

The loveliest home, and the dearest and best,

Is a little brown house,

An old brown house,

Under an apple tree."



[1] dwelt: Lived.

[2] haste: Hurry.

[3] content: Happy.

[4] wistful: Full of longing.


LESSON 39
LETTERS OF RECOMMENDATION
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1. A gentleman once advertised[1] for a boy to assist him in his office, and nearly fifty applied for the place. Out of the whole number he in a short time chose one, and sent all the rest away.

2. "I should like to know," said a friend, "on what ground you chose that boy. He had not a single recommendation[2] with him."

3. "You are mistaken," said the gentleman; "he had a great many:—

"He wiped his feet when he came in, and closed the door after him; showing that he was orderly and tidy.

4. "He gave up his seat instantly to that lame old man; showing that he was kind and thoughtful.

"He took off his cap when he came in, and answered my questions promptly[3] and respectfully[4]; showing that he was polite[5].

5. "He lifted up the book which I had purposely laid on the floor, and placed it on the table, while all the rest stepped over it or shoved[6] it aside; showing that he was careful.

"And he waited quietly for his turn, instead of pushing the others aside; showing that he was modest[7].

6. "When I talked with him, I noticed that his clothes were carefully brushed, his hair in nice order, and his teeth as white as milk. When he wrote his name, I observed that his fingernails were clean, instead of being tipped with jet[8] like the handsome little fellow's in the blue jacket.

7. "Don't you call these things letters of recommendation? I do; and what I can tell about a boy by using my eyes for ten minutes, is worth more than all the fine letters that he can bring."
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[1] advertised: Sent out notices (e.g., in a newspaper); made known.

[2] recommendation: Something in his favour.

[3] promptly: Quickly.

[4] respectfully: Politely; in a mannerly way.

[5] polite: Well-mannered.

[6] shoved: Pushed.

[7] modest: Not vain.

[8] jet: Black.


LESSON 40
THE VOICE OF SPRING
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1. I am coming, little maiden,

With the pleasant sunshine laden[1],

With the honey for the bee,

With the blossom for the tree,

With the flower and with the leaf.

Till I come the time is brief[2]!
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SPRING

2. I am coming, I am coming,

Hark, the little bee is humming,

And the lark[3] is soaring[4] high

In the bright and sunny sky,

And the gnats[5] are on the wing.

Little maiden, this is spring.



3. See the yellow catkins[6] cover

All the slender willows[7] over,

And on mossy banks so green

Starlike primroses[8] are seen,

Every little stream is bright,

All the apple trees are white.



4. Hark, the little lambs are bleating[9],

And the cawing rooks[10] are meeting

In the elms[11], a noisy crowd;

All the birds are singing loud,

And the first white butterfly

In the sun goes flitting by.



5. Turn thine eyes from earth to heaven,

God for thee the spring has given,

Taught the birds their melodies[12],

Clothed the earth and cleared the skies

For thy pleasure and thy food;

Pour thy soul in gratitude[13].
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[1] laden: Loaded, burdened.

[2] brief: Short.

[3] lark: A small song-bird.

[4] soaring: Rising, flying.

[5] gnat: A small kind of fly.

[6] catkins: The flowers of the willow; they are like cats' tails.

[7] willow: A tree which grows near water.

[8] primroses: Pale yellow flowers which grow in England.

[9] bleating: Crying out.

[10] rook: A kind of crow.

[11] elm: An English tree valued for its timber.

[12] melodies: Songs.

[13] gratitude: Thankfulness.


LESSON 41
THE STAG DRINKING
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1. A stag[1], drinking at a clear lake, was struck with[2] the beauty of his horns as he saw them reflected[3] in the water, but was not at all pleased with the appearance of his legs.
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2. "What a pity it is," said he, "that so fine a creature should have such a set of spindle-shanks[4]! What a truly noble animal I should be, were my legs in keeping with my horns!"

3. In the midst of these thoughts he was alarmed[5] by the cry of a pack of hounds, and at once bounded away, leaving his pursuers so far behind, that it seemed as if he would easily escape[6].

4. Rushing, however, into a thick wood, he was caught by his horns in the branches; and there he was held till the hounds came up and tore him in pieces.

5. In his last moments he exclaimed, "How ill do we judge of what is best for us! The slender[7] legs, which I despised[8], would have carried me to safety; but the antlers[9], of which I was so proud, are the cause of my death."
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[1] stag: The male deer.

[2] struck with: Much pleased by.

[3] reflected: Showing as in a mirror.

[4] spindle-shanks: Long thin legs.

[5] alarmed: Frightened.

[6] escape: Get away.

[7] slender: Thin.

[8] despised: Was ashamed of.

[9] antlers: Branching horns.


LESSON 42
QUEEN MAB
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1. A little fairy comes at night,

Her eyes are blue, her hair is brown,

With silver spots upon her wings,

And from the moon she flutters[1] down.



2. She has a little silver wand[2],

And when a good child goes to bed

She waves her wand from right to left,

And makes a circle[3] round its head.



3. And then it dreams of pleasant things,

Of fountains filled with fairy fish,

And trees that bear delicious[4] fruit,

And bow their branches at a wish.



4. Of arbours[5] filled with dainty scents

From lovely flowers that never fade;

Bright flies that glitter[6] in the sun,

And glow-worms[7] shining in the shade.



5. And singing birds with gifted[8] tongues

For singing songs and telling tales;

And pretty dwarfs to show the way

Through fairy hills and fairy dales[9].



—T. HOOD



[1] flutters: Flies with trembling wings; like a falling leaf.

[2] wand: Stick, rod.

[3] circle: Ring.

[4] delicious: Very pleasing to taste.

[5] arbour: A shelter made of trees and flowers.

[6] glitter: Shine brightly.

[7] glow-worms: Beetles which give out a greenish light.

[8] gifted: Clever; able to do something very well.

[9] dales: Valleys.


LESSON 43
THE DUKE AND THE COWBOY
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1. A Scotch nobleman, who was very fond of farming, had bought a cow from a gentleman who lived near him. The cow was to be sent home next morning. Early in the morning, as the duke[1] was taking a walk, he saw a boy trying in vain to drive the cow to his house. The cow was very unruly[2], and the poor boy could not manage her at all.
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2. The boy, not knowing the duke, bawled out[3] to him, "Hallo, man! come here and help me with this beast." The duke walked slowly on, not seeming to notice the boy, who still kept calling for his help. At last, finding that he could not get on with the cow, he cried out in distress[4], "Come here, man, and help me, and I'll give you half of whatever I get."

3. The duke went, and lent a helping hand.

"And now," said the duke, as they trudged along[5] after the cow, "how much do you think you will get for the job?"

"I don't know," said the boy; "but I am sure of something, for the folk up at the big house are good to everybody."

4. On coming to a lane near the house, the duke slipped away from the boy, and reached home by a different road. Calling a servant, he put a sovereign into his hand, saying, "Give that to the boy who brought the cow."

5. He then returned to the end of the lane, where he had parted from the boy, so as to meet him on his way back.

"Well, how much did you get?" asked the duke.

"A shilling," said the boy; "and there's half of it to you."

6. "But surely you got more than a shilling?" said the duke. "No," said the boy; "that is all I got; and I think it quite enough."

"I do not," said the duke; "there must be something wrong; and, as I am a friend of the duke, if you return, I think I'll see that you get more."

7. They went back. The duke rang the bell, and ordered all the servants to be assembled[6].

"Now," said the duke to the boy, "point me out the person who gave you the shilling."

"It was that man there," said he, pointing to the butler[7].

8. The butler fell on his knees, confessed[8] his fault, and begged to be forgiven; but the duke ordered him to give the boy the sovereign, and quit[9] his service at once. "You have lost," said the duke, "both your place and your character, by your deceit[10]. Learn for the future that honesty is the best policy[11]."

9. The boy now found out who it was that had helped him to drive the cow; and the duke was so pleased with the manliness and honesty of the boy, that he sent him to school, and paid for him out of his own pocket.
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[1] duke: A nobleman of high rank.

[2] unruly: Hard to manage.

[3] bawled out: Cried out loudly.

[4] distress: Trouble.

[5] trudged along: Plodded along, walked heavily.

[6] assembled: Gathered together.

[7] butler: A man servant.

[8] confessed: Owned up; admitted.

[9] quit: Leave, go away.

[10] deceit: Lying, cunning.

[11] policy: Plan.


LESSON 44
PEG AWAY
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1. Come lasses and lads, let me sing to-night

A straight little simple song,

A song that is neither of love's delight,

Nor of war with its hate and wrong,

A song with a motto[1] for ev'ry one,

A motto for peasant[2] or king,

A song that will do for any of you,

And this is the song I sing:

Peg away, lad! never look sad,

Whatever you have to do—

Don't be afraid, sweet little maid,

That the load is too heavy for you—

Peg away, lass!

Peg away, lad!

Cheery and staunch[3] and gay——

If a thing's to be won,

There's naught to be done

But just keep pegging away!



2. But if ever you feel just sick of yourself,

As you still keep pegging along,

And you fancy you only are fit for the shelf[4],

And all that you do goes wrong,

It's only a coward his post who leaves,

And the coward will have to pay;

Then pull off your jacket and roll up your sleeves,

And keep on pegging away!

Stick to it, lad! never look sad,

But tackle[5] it straight and true,

Don't be afraid, sweet little maid,

You can tackle it too.

Peg away, etc.



3. And whether, at last, the prize you've won,

Or whether you lose the day,

You'll be the better for what you've done,

The better for pegging away;

Life will be brighter in ev'ry part,

And the world a happier place,

And though you've an ache deep down in your heart,

You can still keep a smiling face!

Stick to it, lad! never look sad,

Whatever you have to do.

Don't be afraid, sweet little maid,

You can stick to it too;

Peg away, lass!

Peg away, lad!

And then in your hearts you'll say—

Whatever has worth

In this blessed old Earth,

'Tis won by pegging away!
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[1] motto: Some word or words to follow as a guide.

[2] peasant: One who works in the country; a poor farm hand.

[3] staunch: Strong, brave.

[4] fit for the shelf: Fit only to be put aside.

[5] tackle: Attack, grasp.


LESSON 45
A CUP OF COLD WATER
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1. In the days of Queen Elizabeth there lived a brave, handsome, and clever knight, called Sir Philip Sidney. There seemed to be nothing that Sir Philip could not do; and, besides being clever, he was so kind and gentle that everybody loved him. He was called the darling of the court[1].
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"THY NEED IS GREATER THAN MINE."

2. The people of Holland were fighting to be free, and Sir Philip went over with the English army to help them. One day he set out with a small band of soldiers to meet the foe. It was a fierce fight, and Sir Philip was shot in the leg. His horse turned and bolted with him back to the camp.

3. Sir Philip was helped down from his horse. He lay on the ground in great pain, and his throat was dry and burning. He begged for a drink of cold water. There was no water near, and it was only after much trouble that a little was brought to him.

4. As he lifted his head to put his lips to the cup, he saw, close beside him, a dying soldier. The gaze of the poor fellow was fixed on the water, and the look in his eyes made Sir Philip forget his own thirst. Without tasting the water, he passed it to the dying soldier. "Drink," he said, "thy need is greater than mine."

5. Although it is three hundred years since the time of our story, Sir Philip Sidney's act of loving kindness has never been forgotten. In the Great War that was raging from 1914 to 1918, many, many acts of kindness were done by the soldiers for one another. The story of most of them has never been written down. Here are two, however, which remind us of the story of Sir Philip Sidney.

6. One day in France, forty soldiers, in a front trench, found that they were cut off from the rest of the army. They did not know when they would have the chance to crawl back to their friends. In the meantime, they were all worn out with fighting, and were nearly dying of thirst.

7. Thirty-nine of them were without a drop of water. One man had a little water in his water-bottle. He handed it round, saying, "Boys, this is all there is among forty of us."

8. The bottle was passed right round the thirty-nine men, and came back to the first. Would it surprise you to know, that there was more water left for him than any of the others had drunk? In that little band of men there were forty Sir Philip Sidneys!

9. The second story is of a dying German and two wounded English soldiers, who all lay together on the battle-field. One of the wounded men, in his pain and thirst, called out for a drink of water.

10. The dying German was pointing to his side. Thinking that he wished to be lifted up, the two English soldiers tried to raise him a little. They found that he was lying on his water-bottle. One of them held it to his lips.

11. "No, not me—I am dying. You drink," said the noble fellow. Thus the German soldier did a great act of kindness to the men that had been his foes.



[1] court: The place where the king lives, and the nobles and ladies who attend him.


LESSON 46
THE POWER OF KIND WORDS
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1. When the cares of life are many,

And its burdens heavy grow

For the ones who walk beside you,

If you love them, tell them so.

What you count of little value

Has an almost magic[1] power,

And beneath that cheering sunshine

Hearts will blossom like a flower.



2. So, as up life's hill we journey,

Let us scatter all the way

Kindly words, to be as sunshine

In the dark and cloudy day.

Grudge[2] no loving word, my brother,

As along through life you go,

To the ones who journey with you;

If you love them, tell them so.
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[1] magic: Having strange, wonderful power.

[2] grudge: Give against your will.


LESSON 47
THE TOPSY-TURVY WORLD
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1. I don't know why, but one day it was settled that everything should be changed.

The fishes flew through the air like swarms of butterflies; in place of linnets[1] and nightingales[2], the sharks[3] and whales[4] sang sweet songs.

The tiny birds swam on the bosom[5] of the waters; it was glorious[6] to see the dives they made.

A donkey in the porch of an inn[7] played on a cornet[8]; while another, who was in a good position, came out of a cook-shop picking his teeth with a sword.

2. Now it is said that a boy who lived at that time, and whose name was Patrick, had a bad habit of ill-treating animals. His parents and masters scolded him in vain, and from time to time even gave him a flogging; but it did not make the boy any better.

3. Whenever he saw an ass tied to a fence he untied it and rode it for a good while, hitting it hard to make it trot.

4. When he met a dog, the least that he did was to strike it so as to make it run away with its tail between its legs.

More than one cat he chased about after having tied a tin to its tail. In short, he was a cruel little fellow, as you will no doubt agree.

5. But now all things were changed. On waking up one morning he found, at the head of his bed, one of his dogs, which gave him a push, jumped into his bed, and said—

"Little friend, you have got to clean my boots."
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And as the boy did not rise, the dog hit him two blows which made him get up quickly.

6. What was his surprise to notice that he could only go on his hands and feet!

He wished to speak, but a bark came from his lips; he tried to bite the dog, and the latter rained blows upon him.

7. He rushed out of the house, and found other cruel boys being punished in the same way. In one street two boys were pulling a little carriage, and in it were riding the two goats that used to draw it.

8. Several of those water-carriers who carry their water-skins on a donkey which they almost kill by blows, went about themselves bent down under the load; and they got a blow each time they sucked their thumbs.

9. Their former slaves walked on two feet behind them, saying, "Gee up, donkey, you are more stupid than a post."

10. Patrick went on his way—on all fours, of course—when, on crossing a street, he met a schoolmate, to whom he barked—

"Terence! Have you seen what has happened to us?"

"Yes, of course, I see it! For am I not changed into a poodle[9]?"

"Here you see me in a fix; I don't know where to hide myself so that the old dogs won't be able to punish me for the tricks I used to play on them when I was a person."

11. At this moment a noise was heard, and on turning round they saw a tramcar drawn by some of those drivers who are always grumbling; and on the platform was a mule[10] with a cocked hat, driving the car, which was full of all kinds of animals.

12. "My boy," said Patrick to Terence, "do you know that looks more like Noah's Ark than a tramcar?"

13. He had hardly said these words when he felt himself seized, and his blouse was pulled out at the back, and to the tail of it was tied a tin can.
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14. He turned his head, and then he saw all the dogs which he used to hurt. They were now ready to make Patrick run with the can tied to his tail. Two kicks made him start running as fast as he could. He had a long and painful race.

15. At last he came to a wood, where he found shelter in the thick bushes. At night he crept out to seek for some food.

16. In a cottage he found two doves, which, on seeing him so thin, gave him something to eat. A swallow gently looked after him, and the lullaby of its song made the poor boy sleep soundly.

17. A feeling of rest crept into his little body. He saw in his dreams a cloud of rose and gold, and in it the white figure of an angel, which stood at his side, and in a sweet voice said to him—

18. "Patrick, your sufferings are ended; let what you have seen be a warning to you, and try to be good to everybody, even dumb animals."

19. The boy woke up, looked round him, and found himself in his own bed; and soon his mother came in to tell him that it was now time to go to school.

20. Patrick dressed himself quickly, noticing, full of surprise, that he went on two legs. He had expected to go on all fours!



[1] linnet: A small singing bird.

[2] nightingale: A small bird that sings at night.

[3] shark: A large man-eating fish.

[4] whale: The largest of sea animals.

[5] bosom: The breast.

[6] glorious: Grand; very pleasing.

[7] inn: Hotel.

[8] cornet: A sort of trumpet.

[9] poodle: A small dog with long silky hair.

[10] mule: An animal that is part horse and part donkey.


LESSON 48
TWILIGHT
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1. The twilight[1] is sad and cloudy,

The wind blows wild and free,

And like the wings of sea-birds

Flash the white caps[2] of the sea.
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THE FISHERMAN AT SEA

2. But in the fisherman's cottage

There shines a ruddier[3] light,

And a little face at the window

Peers out into the night.



3. Close, close it is pressed to the window,

As if those childish eyes

Were looking into the darkness

To see some form arise.



4. And a woman's waving shadow

Is passing to and fro,

Now rising to the ceiling,

Now bowing and bending low.



5. Wh at tale do the roaring ocean

And the night-wind bleak[4] and wild,

As they beat at the crazy[5] casement[6],

Tell to that little child?



6. An d why do the roaring ocean

And the night-wind wild and bleak,

As they beat to the heart of the mother,

Drive the colour from her cheek?

—H. W. LONGFELLOW



[1] twilight: The time between sunset and night.

[2] white caps: The foam on the tops of the waves.

[3] ruddier: Brighter.

[4] bleak: Cold.

[5] crazy: Loose; weak.

[6] casement: Window.


LESSON 49
THE OGRE-UNCLE
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1. It wasn't going to be fun at all staying with Uncle Christopher; the children knew that from the very first minute. He only nodded at them when they arrived, and he hardly ever spoke to them afterwards. All day long he sat in his study[1], and wrote and wrote and wrote.

2. That's what Hammond, the housekeeper, said he did, but the children began to doubt it. "No one could want to write as much as that," said Sylvia, one day. "I don't believe he's a writer at all. I don't believe he's even an uncle; I believe he's an OGRE! Yes, I do!"

"Oh dear," said Paul, who was six—two whole years younger, "Christmas Day with an Ogre[2]! Perhaps he'll eat us both for his Christmas dinner!" and he shivered.

3. For it was nearly Christmas, and they'd come to stay for all the holidays, while mother was nursing daddy, who was very ill. It had been dreadful to let her go, but they'd done it for daddy's sake. "He wanted her badly, but he'd never have told us to stay here if he'd known about Uncle Christopher," sighed Sylvia.

4. "Or perhaps he'd have told us to run away, and hide when we got here!" suggested Paul, with wide-open eyes.

Well, that seemed a sensible thing to do if there was an Ogre in the house—to run away. Nobody could be expected to stay and be eaten for Christmas by an Ogre. "Only, where shall we go? Tomorrow's Christmas Eve, so it's almost too late," said Sylvia.

5. "There's not been a Christmas pudding to stir, nor anything!" said Paul, suddenly beginning to feel more frightened than ever, "I really think perhaps we'd better go. It would be so dreadful to be eaten."

"'Specially for Christmas, somehow," said Sylvia, shivering, too. And they made up their minds.

6. But when Christmas Eve came, running away wasn't so very easy. All day long, Mrs. Hammond, the housekeeper, seemed to keep them under her eye. "And you're not to go into your uncle's study—not on any account," she told them sternly. That sounded dreadful; they never did go, but just being told not to made them suddenly long to peep in.

"I wonder what he's got in there," said Paul, "he's been there all day, and I know he's not writing. I heard a noise like an Ogre bellowing once. Oh. let's run away soon!"

7. But they didn't get a chance till after they were in bed. Then, when the house was quiet, and even the Ogre-Uncle had gone to bed, they slipped downstairs with a candle. The front door was locked, and the bolt was too high for them to reach. "But there's a glass door in Uncle's study; I've seen it from outside," said Sylvia. "We'll simply have to go through there!"

8. "Oh, Sylvia, don't," said Paul. "It's not a study; it's an Ogre's Den!"

"We must!" said Sylvia, "or we'll be eaten up." So they opened the study door.

And—just before them on the table were parcels, and parcels, and parcels; there were parcels on the carpet, and on the rug. Each one had a label on it, too, and the light of the candle helped Sylvia to read what was on them, for she simply couldn't help it. "For dear Sylvia, from Uncle Christopher," said one. "For dear Paul, from Uncle Christopher," said another. And so on, and so on; they were all for them, and all from Uncle Christopher, too. The children stared at each other and simply couldn't speak.
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THE CHILDREN STARED AT EACH OTHER.

9. "And, there's a motor-car, too—a splendid one—on the rug," whispered Paul at last, "with a hooter, Sylvia. It must have been that that made the Ogre's noise this morning. I think——"

"And I think——" said Sylvia, and then she quite suddenly began to cry—partly for feeling ashamed—and partly because it was such a relief to find that Uncle Christopher couldn't be an Ogre after all.

10. "Let's go back to bed again, and let's kiss Uncle Christopher hard to-morrow," she said, "just in case he guesses what we thought. Perhaps he's never learned to kiss, and that would be why he's so——. Well, we'll teach him. And I've got a pen-wiper in my drawer that I made for him before we came, only I was afraid to give it to him."

"And there's a whole layer left in my chocolate-box," said Paul; "he could have those."

11. ONE! struck the clock outside. Christmas Day had begun! and, when the day was over, the children had decided that Uncle Christopher was just the nicest uncle in the world!

—ETHEL TALBOT
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[1] study: Office; room used for reading and writing.

[2] ogre: A monster who lived on human flesh.


LESSON 50
MY SHADOW
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1. I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me, And what can be the use of him is more than I can see. He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; And I see him jump before me when I jump into my bed.



2. The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow— Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow; For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber[1] ball, And he sometimes gets so little that there's none of him at all.



3. He hasn't any notion[2] of how children ought to play, And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way. He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see; I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!



4. One morning, very early, before the sun was up, I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant[3] sleepy-head, Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed.

—R. L. STEVENSON



[1] india-rubber: Rubber at one time was found only in India.

[2] notion: Idea.

[3] arrant: Thorough, downright.


LESSON 51
A HUNDRED CROWNS FOR A SONG

[image: alt]

1. In old Paris, very rich people and quite poor people used to stay close by each other. Up one stair might be living a very rich man, maybe a nobleman; up two stairs a man not quite so rich; up three stairs a man who had not very much money. The higher up you went the poorer the people you found: the more stairs, the less money.

2. The lowest floor of all, just a little below the street, was another cheap place where poor folks could stay. It was on this low floor that a cobbler used to live and make and mend shoes and sing songs. For he was a very happy cobbler, and went on singing all day long, and keeping time with his hammer or his needle.

3. Up one stair, on what is called the first floor, lived a very rich man, so rich that he did not know how much money he had—so rich that he could not sleep at nights for trying to find out how much money he had, and if it were quite safe.

4. Everybody knows that it is easier to sleep in the morning than at night. So nobody will wonder when I say that this rich man lay awake all night and always fell asleep in the morning. But no sooner did he fall asleep than he was awakened again. It was not his money that wakened him this time it was the cobbler.

5. Every morning, just as the daylight was coming in, the rich man fell asleep; and at the same moment the cobbler awoke, and in almost no time was sitting at his door sewing away, and singing like a lark.

The rich man went to a friend and said, "I can't sleep at night for thinking of my money, and I can't sleep in the morning for listening to that cobbler's singing. What am I to do?" This friend was a wise man, and told him of a plan.

6. Next forenoon[1], while the cobbler was singing away as usual, the rich man came down the four steps that led from the pavement to the cobbler's door.

"Now here's a fine job," thought the happy cobbler. "He's going to get me to make a grand pair of boots, and won't he pay me well!"

7. But the rich man did not want boots or anything: he had come to give, not to get. In his hand he had a leather bag filled with something that jingled.

"Here, cobbler," said the rich man, "I have brought you a present of a hundred crowns[2]."

"A hundred crowns!" cried the cobbler; "but I've done nothing. Why do you give me this money?"

8. "Oh, it's because you're always so happy."

"And you'll never ask them back?"

"Never."

"Nor bring lawyers about it, and put me in prison?"

"No, no. Why should I?"

"Well, then, I'll take the money, and I thank you very, very much."

9. When the rich man had gone the cobbler opened the bag, and was just going to pour out the money into his leather apron to count how much it was, when he saw a man in the street looking at him.

10. This would never do, so the cobbler went into the darkest part of his house and counted—One hundred crowns. He had never seen so much money in his life before, but somehow he did not feel so happy as he felt he ought to.

11. Just then his wife came in quietly, and gave the poor cobbler such a fright that he lost his temper and scolded her, a thing he had not done for years.

12. Next he hid the bag below the pillow of the bed, because he could see that place from the door where he worked. But by- and-by he began to think that if he could see it from the door, so could other people. So he went in and changed the bag to the bottom of the bed.

13. Two or three times every hour he went in to see that the bag was all right. His wife wanted to know what was the matter with the bed; but he told her to mind her own business, which was a very foolish thing to say, for making the bed was just what was her business.

14. Next time his wife was not looking he slipped the bag into the bottom of an old box, and from that time right on he kept changing it about from place to place whenever he got a chance. If he had told his wife it would not have been so bad, but he was afraid of even her.

15. Next morning the rich man fell asleep as usual, and was not disturbed[3] by the cobbler's song. The next morning was the same, and the next, and the next.

Everybody noticed what a change had come over the cobbler. He no longer sang. He did little work, for he was always running out and in to see if his money was all right; and he was very unhappy.

16. On the sixth day he made up his mind what to do. I think he talked it over with his wife at last, but I am not sure. Anyway, he went up his four steps, and then up the one stair that led to the rich man's room.

17. When he had entered, he went up to the table and laid down the bag, and said, "Sir, here are your hundred crowns; give me back my song."

Next morning things were as bad as ever for the poor rich man, who had to remove, they say, to another part of Paris where the cobblers are not so happy.



—LA FONTAINE
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[1] forenoon: Morning.

[2] crown: An old coin worth five shillings.

[3] disturbed: Wakened.


LESSON 52
AUSTRALIA FAIR

[image: alt]

1. Australia fair, I love thee,

The dear land of my birth;

To me thou art the sweetest,

The brightest spot on earth.



2. I love thy golden sunshine,

Thy sky of peerless[1] hue[2],

The soft grays of the distance,

The hills' faint tints of blue.



3. I love thy yellow beaches,

The clear waves tipped with foam,

The capes that stand like bulwarks[3]

To guard my native home.



4. I love the mossy gullies,

Where palm and fern-tree hide,

The tall, gray gums that clamber

On every steep hill-side.



5. I love the ferny pathways,

Where wattle blossoms fall;

While in the leafy distance

The bell-bird[4] rings his call.



6. Dear Southern Land, Australia,

Wherever I may roam

My heart will turn for ever

To thee, my native home.



—MAYBANKE ANDERSON



[1] peerless: Without equal.

[2] hue: Colour.

[3] bulwarks: Means of safety; the bulwarks of a ship are the pieces of wood or other material used to protect the sides of the ship.

[4] bell-bird: An Australian bird with a call like a bell.


LESSON 53
ATALANTA'S RACE
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1. Long ago there lived a little princess called Atalanta, who was very fond of playing games with the boys. She was a very fast runner, and her playmates soon found that, although she was only a girl, she could race them all.
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ATALANTA

2. Atalanta grew into a lovely maiden, and many a young man wished that he could marry her. She said that she would marry no one except the man who could race her. Many tried to beat her in a race, but they all failed. The terrible thing was, that when they lost the race, they had to be put to death.

3. One day a handsome young prince watched Atalanta race. He thought she looked most lovely as she ran. Her long, golden hair streamed out behind her, her bright eyes shone, and her swift feet seemed to have wings upon them. Although it was a great risk to take, the prince made up his mind to try to race her.

4. First of all, he went to the goddess Venus, and asked her to help him. Venus went into her garden, where she had a wonderful tree, with yellow leaves and golden apples upon it. She picked three of the apples, and, giving them to the prince, told him what to do with them.

5. The day of the prince's race came, and there was a great crowd of people to see it. The prince was greatly excited[1]. Atalanta liked him, and she was not eager to begin the race. She was too proud of her name as a runner, to wish to lose the race. She did not want to win either, for then the charming[2] prince must die.

6. The two runners toed the mark[3], and waited for the signal to start. There was a loud blast of a trumpet, and off they went. Atalanta ran like the wind, and was soon ahead of the prince. The crowd cheered him on. Then he rolled one of his golden apples along the ground, right past Atalanta's feet.

7. She looked down in great surprise at the ball of gold. Then she stopped for a second to pick it up. While she paused, the prince raced ahead; and the crowd cheered and cheered. Atalanta ran faster than ever, and soon passed the prince.
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8. Again he rolled a golden apple in front of her. She stopped to watch it, and ended by picking it up. The prince passed her once more; but in a few moments the swift Atalanta was again leading.

9. The winning-post was now not far off. The prince threw his last apple, hoping and hoping that once more Atalanta would stop. She saw the gleaming fruit roll across the sand, and felt that she must have it. For just one second she bent down and caught it up.

10. That was the prince's chance. Darting past her, he reached the winning-post just in front of her.



[1] excited: Stirred up.

[2] charming: Very pleasing, delightful.

[3] toed the mark: Stood ready for the signal to start.


LESSON 54
THE HALL CLOCK
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1. The hall clock in its shining case

Stands tall and firm upon the floor,

And stares, with staid[1] and sober[2] face,

Straight through the panes above the door.

It sees the people in the street,

And, listening as they pass along,

It counts the tread of all their feet,

And ticks their pattering[3] into song.



2. Whate'er it sees or hears all day

It whispers o'er again at night;

Without a pause for rest or play,

It ticks and counts with all its might.

All in the dark inside the case

The pendulum for ever swings;

The hands creep round and round the face,

And every hour the hammer rings.



3. When we awake it calls upstairs,

"Good-morning, Little Sleepy Head."

At night it rings us all to prayers,

And whispers when we troop to bed.

And when we all are sleeping sound,

It never rests throughout the night;

Its hands are going round and round,

And counting darkness into light.
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"AH! HOW WE WATCH IT, ALL THE FOUR!"

4. It tells when father's work is done—

Ah! how we watch it, all the four;

Even baby knows and waits for One!

Then down we scamper to the door.

For this is Saturday, and soon

We shall be clambering round his knee;

He'll play with us all afternoon,

Or take us for a walk till tea.



5. At night we gather round the clock,

While father lets us see inside;

A small key clicks within the lock,

And lo! the door is open wide.

The pendulum, all in the dark,

Ticks loudly, swinging to and fro;

But while we watch with wonder, Hark!

Nine strikes, and it is time to go.



—GABRIEL SETOUN



[1] staid: Quiet, fixed, grave.

[2] sober: Calm.

[3] pattering: The sound of quick footsteps.


LESSON 55
THE GOLDEN TOUCH
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1. The people of Greece used to worship[1] many gods and goddesses, who, they thought, looked after the trees, the cornfields, and the flowers of their beautiful country. As there were many vineyards in Greece, the god of the vineyards was a very important person. His name was Di-o-ny-sus.

2. Now there lived with Dionysus a queer old fellow, named Silé-nus. He had taught the Vine-god many useful things, so now that Silenus was old, his pupil took care of him.

3. Sometimes Silenus would wander away, without knowing where he was going. One day, he was found by some countrymen who took him to their king, Midas. Midas knew the old man, so he led him into his palace and took care of him. For ten days he treated him kindly, gave him the best of everything, and then guided him back to Dionysus.

4. The Vine-god was pleased to see his old friend come back safe and sound, and he said to Midas, "I must reward you for your kindness. Choose any gift you will, and it shall be yours."

Now King Midas had always wished to be rich. He was just a little greedy, so he said, "Grant this, that everything I touch may turn to gold."

5. Dionysus answered, "You shall have your wish, but let me tell you that you have made a very poor choice."

King Midas did not think so, and as soon as he left the palace of Dionysus, he began to try his new power. He broke off an oak branch, and was delighted to find that it changed to a rod of solid gold. Then he picked up a stone lying in the road, and the next second he held in his hand a lump of gold.

6. "This is splendid!" cried Midas. "It was a good choice, for I shall soon be the richest man in the world."

So he went on, pausing now and then to gather a flower or some fruit. Everything he touched turned to gold. At last he had as much as he could carry. He went on, singing a gay song. "How happy I shall be!" he thought. "Rich and happy, rich and happy!"

7. Presently he noticed that his clothes felt stiff and heavy, and he saw that they, too, had turned to gold, so he could hardly move.

At last he reached his own palace. He was quite tired with the weight of his heavy golden clothes and all the gold he was carrying. He sat down in his chair, which of course turned at once to gold, and called his servants.

"Bring me all the cups and vases and dishes in the house," he said.

8. They obeyed. He touched the vessels[2], and they changed into gold. Even the great oak table upon which they stood was oak no longer, but bright, shining gold. How surprised the servants were!

"Now," said the king, "I am hungry. Bring me the very best of dinners. With a golden table and golden cups and dishes one ought to have something good to eat."

9. The servants hurried off to obey their master's orders, and soon a good dinner was on the table. King Midas ordered a chair to be placed at the table, for the one in which he was sitting, being of gold, was too heavy to move. As soon as he sat down the second seat also became gold.

10. Then the trouble began. The hungry king took up a piece of bread, but before he could break off a mouthful, a change had taken place, and he held in his hand a piece of hard, yellow gold. Then he picked up a bunch of juicy grapes; but they were so heavy that they fell from his hand, and clattered—golden grapes—upon the golden dish.

11. King Midas began to feel frightened. "If this goes on I shall starve to death," he cried. "Since I cannot eat, I will drink." He seized a golden cup full of wine, but as it touched his lips the wine became yellow gold, hard and heavy.

"Alas! alas!" cried the unhappy king, "I have indeed made a foolish choice. I shall die of hunger and thirst."

12. At that moment the door opened, and the king's little daughter ran into the room. When she saw all the glittering golden dishes, she clapped her hands, and said, "Oh, father, where did all these pretty things come from? Gold cups, gold dishes, gold grapes, and gold bread! How very wonderful!"

But her father sighed. "Ah! my darling," he said, "your poor father has made a great mistake."

13. The little princess, seeing her father's sad face, at once ran to comfort him. He clasped her in his arms, and then the worst thing of all happened. The little princess lay heavy and still in her father's embrace. Her rosy cheeks, her dimpled arms, her warm red lips, her pearly teeth, all changed to yellow. The king held a golden statue in his arms instead of a living, breathing girl.

14. Midas hurried to Dionysus. "You were quite right," he sobbed; "I made a very poor choice. Please take back the gift, and please, oh, please! give me back my dear little daughter."

Dionysus was sorry for the poor king. He said, "You must take your child to the head of the river Pactolus. Wash yourself and the little girl in the water, and you both shall be like other folk again."

15. The king lost no time in carrying out these orders. How glad he was when he saw his daughter change back to flesh and blood once more. Her first words were, "Oh! father, see how the sands sparkle ! They look like gold!"

The sands were gold, and have been ever since, but Midas had lost his strange power of turning whatever he touched to gold. And he was much happier without it.



[1] worship: Pray to.

[2] vessel: Any hollow object used for holding water; cup, dish.


LESSON 56
THE GIRL WHO SMILES
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1. The wind was east, and the chimney smoked,

And the old brown house seemed dreary[1];

For nobody smiled, and nobody joked,

The young folks grumbled, the old folks croaked,

And they all were chilled and weary.



2. Then opened the door, and a girl came in;

Oh, she was homely—very;

Her nose was short, and her cheek was thin;

There wasn't a dimple from brow to chin;

But her smile was bright and merry.



3. She spoke not a word of the cold and damp,

Nor yet of the gloom[2] about her;

But she mended the fire, and lighted the lamp,

And she gave to the place a different stamp

From that it had had without her.



4. Her dress, which was something in sober brown,

And with dampness nearly dripping,

She changed for a bright, warm, crimson gown,

And she looked so gay when she so came down

They forgot that the air was nipping.



5. They forgot that the house was a dull old place,

And smoky from base to rafter[3];

And gloom departed from every face,

And they felt the charm of her mirthful grace

And the cheer of her happy laughter.



6. Oh, give me the girl who will smile and sing,

And make all glad together!

To be plain or fair is a lesser thing,

But a kind, unselfish heart can bring

Good cheer in the darkest weather.



—M. A. GILLETTE



[1] dreary: Sad, tiresome.

[2] gloom: Darkness.

[3] rafter: Piece of timber carrying the roof.


LESSON 57
THE WRECK OF THE "WHITE SHIP"
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1. King Henry I. of England had an only son, Prince William, of whom he was very fond indeed. As the King held lands in France, he had taken his son to see the people who would some day be his subjects[1].

2. When the time came for them to return to England, a gay crowd of noblemen and ladies gathered on the shore of France-some to bid good-bye to the King and his son, and others to cross the English Channel with the King's party.

3. When all was ready there came to the King a sea-captain, who said, "Sire, my father served your father all his life upon the sea. He steered the ship with the golden boy upon the prow[2] when your noble father sailed to conquer England. Will you now grant me a like honour, and let me steer you home? I have here a fair vessel, the 'White Ship,' with fifty brave sailors, who will be proud to row Your Majesty to England, and will make the 'White Ship' outpace[3] any other vessel in the harbour."

4. "I am sorry, my friend," replied the King, "I have already chosen another ship; but the son of the man who so well served my father shall have the honour of taking back to England Prince William and his friends."
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THE WRECK OF THE "WHITE SHIP"

5. Soon afterwards the King and his lords and ladies went on board their ships, and, sailing all night with a fair and gentle wind, reached the coast of England in the morning. But while it was yet night the people in some of the ships heard a faint cry over the sea, and they wondered what it was.

6. The "White Ship" had not sailed with the rest. William was a gay young man, and made merry with his friends before starting—feasting, singing, and dancing in the moonlight.

7. At last, about midnight, the "White Ship" swept out of the harbour. The captain was steering, the sails were all set, and the rowers were pulling merrily. Wishing to overtake his father, the prince cheered on the sailors to row harder yet for the honour of the "White Ship." The gay young nobles and the beautiful ladies, wrapped in their cloaks of bright colours, talked, sang, and laughed.

8. Crash! A terrible cry of fear was borne over the waves. It was the cry that the people in the King's ship heard faintly across the water. The fair "White Ship" had struck upon a rock, and was sinking.

9. The captain hurried the prince into a boat with a few nobles. "Push off," he whispered, "and row to the land; it is not far off, and the sea is smooth. The rest of us must do as we best can." But, as they rowed fast away from the sinking ship, the prince heard the voice of his half-sister calling for help. Never in his life had he been so good as he was then. He cried out in agony[4], "Row back, row back at any risk. I cannot bear to leave her."

10. They rowed back. As the prince held out his arms to catch his sister, so many people jumped into the boat that it was upset, and at the same moment the "White Ship" went down. Only two men floated—a nobleman and a poor butcher. They managed to get hold of a piece of the broken mast, and thus kept themselves from sinking.

11. After some hours the nobleman said to his companion, "I am so cold that I can hold on no longer. Farewell. May God keep you." He dropped off and sank, and of all that gay company the poor butcher alone was left.

In the morning some fishermen saw him, and took him into their boat.

12. For three days no one dared carry the tidings[5] to the King. At last they sent to him a little boy, who, weeping bitterly and kneeling at his feet, told the sad story.



[1] subjects: The people over whom the king rules.

[2] prow: The front of a ship.

[3] outpace: Go faster than.

[4] agony: Terrible pain.

[5] tidings: News.


LESSON 58
FROM A RAILWAY CARRIAGE
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Faster than fairies, faster than witches,

Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches,

And charging along like troops in a battle,

All through the meadows, the horses and cattle:

All of the sights of the hill and the plain

Fly as thick as driving rain[1];

And ever again, in the wink of an eye,

Painted stations whistle by.



Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,

All by himself and gathering brambles[2];

Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;

And there is the green for stringing the daisies!

Here is a cart run away in the road

Lumping[3] along with man and load;

And here is a mill and there is a river:

Each a glimpse[4] and gone for ever!



—ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON
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[1] driving rain: Rain blown along by the wind.

[2] brambles: The berries of a prickly shrub.

[3] lumping: Jolting, rolling heavily.

[4] glimpse: View seen just for a moment.


LESSON 59
THE TRAVELLERS AND THE BEAR

[image: alt]

1. Two men were going through a forest.

"I am afraid," said one, "that we may meet with wild beasts; I see the tracks of their paws on the ground."

"Fear nothing, friend Quickwit," cried the other, whose name was Braggart. "In case of an attack we shall stand by each other like men. I have a strong arm, a stout heart, and—"

2. "Hark!" cried the first in alarm, as a low growl was heard from a thicket[1] nearby. In an instant Braggart, who was light and nimble[2], climbed up a tree like a squirrel, leaving his friend, who was not so active, to face the danger alone!

3. But Quickwit's presence of mind did not fail him. He could not fight, he could not fly, but he laid himself flat on the ground, and held his breath, so as to appear quite dead. Out of the thicket rushed a huge bear, and at once made up to poor Quickwit; while Braggart looked down, trembling, from his perch in the tree.

4. One may guess what were the feelings of Quickwit when the bear sniffed all round him, coming so near that he could feel its warm breath, when its muzzle[3] was close to his ear! But Quickwit did not wince[4] or move; and the bear, thinking him dead, plunged again into the thicket, leaving him quite unharmed!

5. When Braggart saw that the danger was over, he came down from the tree. Somewhat ashamed of his cowardly conduct, he tried to pass off the matter with a joke.
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THE BEAR SNIFFED ALL ROUND HIM

"Well, my friend Quickwit," he said, "what did the bear say to you when he whispered into your ear?"

6. "He told me" replied Quickwit, "never again to trust a boaster like you!"

The hour of danger often shows that the greatest boasters are the greatest cowards. Let courage be proved by deeds—not by words.



[1] thicket: A thick patch of trees or shrubs.

[2] nimble: Lively, quick.

[3] muzzle: Nose.

[4] wince: Start back, shrink with pain.


LESSON 60
UNCLE JIM'S STORY
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1. Uncle Jim had just come down from the bush, and nothing pleased his nephews and nieces more than the stories he told them about the strange things he had seen there.

2. "Now, uncle, a story, please!" was the cry one afternoon.

"True or fairy, fact or fiction[1]?" he asked.

"A 'once upon a time story,' please," said Jennie.

"Yes, yes. Once upon a time, uncle," shouted the chorus[2].

3. Then Uncle Jim told this story—

Once upon a time, years, and years, and years ago, when Australia was just made, and the birds and other animals were being fitted on—

What did you say, Jack? Yes, fitted on, of course. When a new land is made its animals must be fitted on to it, or else they cannot live there.

4. Well, while this was being done, one little animal was very much troubled. He could not make up his mind what he would be. At last the good fairy, who was fitting the animals, said, "Now, tell me quickly what it is you want —legs, fins, wings, fur, or wool?"

5. "Well, really," said the little animal, "I hardly know. You could not give me some things on trial, could you, and let me change them if they did not suit?"

"No," said the fairy, "what you choose you must keep for life."

6. "You see, my trouble is this," was the reply, "I don't want to be a fish, because I would have to be always in the water; and I should feel nervous[3] if I were a bird, flying about in the air with nothing to hold on to—"

7. "Perhaps you would like to go and look around for a little while at the other animals," said the fairy. "At present I cannot waste any more time on you."

8. Then the little animal strolled out, and the first creature he met was a duck, waddling proudly along in its new dress.

9. "What a queer beak, madam," he remarked, "quite a new pattern[4], isn't it ? I have seen no other bird with one like it."

10. "I should think not," said the duck. "Besides, it is not a beak, it's a bill, and of the latest fashion[5], too."

11. "It looks very well on you," said the little animal, gazing at it, with his head on one side; "but if you wanted to peck now, wouldn't a pointed one—?"

12. "Oh, those pointed ones are so common —every bird had one until I started this fashion. Now they all want one like mine. Some big black birds—swans, I think they are called—insisted on having red ones, instead of this beautiful yellow kind. Very bad taste, I call it. These are not for pecking at all. They are spoon-shaped, you see, for scooping up the soft mud that has worms and grubs in it."

13. The very thought of fat grubs and worms made the little animal's mouth water, and he hurried back to the fairy.

"A b-b-bill, please, I want a b-b-bill," he stuttered, speaking very fast.

14. "Nonsense! you have bought nothing yet."

"I mean a bill like the duck's, for scooping up the mud."

"Very well," said the fairy, "here it is. Now you will want feet to match, webbed feet, for paddling and swimming in the water."

15. "I'm not sure about those," said the animal, looking at them, as they were fastened on; but it was too late to alter them.

"Now feathers," went on the fairy, "red, green, white, or grey?"

16. "Oh, no, no! not feathers. I told you I did not want to be a bird. Besides you have given me four webbed feet."

17. "Dear me! So I have. Well, just make up your mind about the coat, while I attend to these emus."

18. So the little one went out and looked at the coats of the other animals. Feathers were too hot; the bear's fur would not do for the water; and the dog's hair was too coarse. At last he saw the very thing—short, soft, and thick—suited to water or land.

19. "Seal skin, please. A coat of seal skin is what I should like; and a flat tail, that would help me to swim well; and please teach me to make a nest."

20. "Nest!" gasped the fairy, "what on earth do you want to make a nest for?"

"Why, to lay eggs in," snapped the little animal. "What else do you suppose it would be for?"

21. "Um—! Well, then I will; but I must say you look a funny mixture, now you are finished."

22. "Not at all!" replied the little animal, in an offended[6] tone. "I can swim, and lay eggs like a duck. I can walk on land. I can live in the water like a frog. I can—"

23. "There, there! Never mind what else you can do. I am trying to think of a name that will fit you."
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ORNITHORHYNCHUS OR PLATYPUS

24. "Well, please don't let it be any short, silly little name, like emu, or dingo[7]—let it be something long and fine."

"The very thing," cried the fairy, "of course you are an ornithorhynchus."

25. So the little animal became of some use after all; for when people want to find out if little boys and girls can spell, they just ask them to spell

ORNITHORHYNCHUS.



[1] fiction: Something that is not really true.

[2] chorus: Voices joining in with each other.

[3] nervous: Timid, afraid, uneasy.

[4] pattern: Shape, plan, design.

[5] fashion: The style used by most people; in clothes, for example.

[6] offended: Hurt, annoyed, displeased.

[7] dingo: An Australian animal like a dog.


LESSON 61
SOMETHING EACH DAY

1. Something each day—a smile—

It is not much to give,

And the little gifts of life

Make sweet the days we live.

The world has weary hearts

That we can bless and cheer,

And a smile for every day

Makes sunshine all the year.



2. Something each day—a word—

We cannot know its power;

It grows in fruitfulness

As grows the gentle flower.

What comfort it may bring

Where all is dark and drear!

For a kind word every day

Makes pleasant all the year.



3. Something each day—a thought—

Unselfish, good, and true,

That aids another's need

While we our ways pursue;

That seeks to lighten hearts,

That leads to pathways clear;

For a helpful thought each day

Makes happy all the year.



4. Something each day—a deed—

Of kindness and of good,

To link[1] in closer bonds[2]

All human brotherhood[3].

Ah, thus the heavenly will

We all may do while here;

For a good deed every day

Makes blessed all the year.



[1] link: Each part of a chain.

[2] bonds: Chains.

[3] brotherhood: Friendliness, as between brothers.


LESSON 62
THE DAISY AND THE LARK
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1. Now, listen! In the country, close by the roadside, stood a pleasant house. You must have seen one like it very often.

2. In front lay a little garden, enclosed by a fence, and full of blossoming flowers. Near the hedge, in the soft green grass, grew a little daisy. The sun shone as brightly and warmly upon her as it shone upon the large and beautiful garden flowers.

3. The daisy grew from day to day. Every morning she unfolded her little white rays[1], and lifted up a little golden sun in the centre of her blossom. She never remembered how little she was. She never thought that she was hidden down in the grass, while the tall beautiful flowers grew in the garden.

4. She was too happy to care for such things. She lifted her face towards the warm sun, she looked up to the blue sky, and she listened to the lark singing high in the air.
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5. One day the little daisy was as joyful as if it were a great holiday, and yet it was only Monday. The little children were at school. They sat at their desks learning their lessons. The daisy, on her tiny stem, was learning from the warm sun and the soft wind how good God is.

6. Then the lark sang his sweet song. It sounded just as if he felt every note.

"How beautiful, how sweet the song is!" said the daisy. "What a happy bird to sing so sweetly and fly so high!" But she never dreamed of being sorry because she could not fly nor sing.
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7. The tall garden flowers by the fence were very proud and conceited[2]. The peonies[3] thought it very grand to be so large, and puffed themselves out to be larger than the roses.

8. "See how bright our colours are!" said the tulips[4]. And they stood bold upright to be seen more plainly. They did not notice the little daisy.

9. She said to herself, "How rich and beautiful they are ! No wonder the pretty bird likes them. I am glad I can live near them."

10. Just then the lark flew down.

"Tweet, tweet, tweet," he cried, but he did not go near the peonies and tulips. He hopped into the grass near the lowly daisy. She trembled for joy. The little bird sang beside her: "Oh, what sweet, soft grass, and what a beautiful little flower, with gold in its heart and silver on its dress!"

11. How happy the little daisy felt! And the bird kissed her with his beak, sang to her, and then flew up into the blue air above.

12. The daisy looked up at the peonies and the tulips, but they were quite vexed, and turned their backs upon her. She did not care, she was so happy. When the sun was set, she folded up her leaves and went to sleep. All night long she dreamed of the warm sun and the pretty little bird.

13. The next morning, when she stretched out her white leaves to the warm air and the light, she heard the voice of the lark, but his song was sad.

14. Poor little lark ! He might well be sad: he had been made a prisoner in a cage that hung by the open window. He sang of the happy time when he could fly in the air, joyous and free.

15. The little daisy wished that she could help him. What could she do? She forgot all the beautiful things about her,— the warm sunshine, the soft breeze, and the shining leaves. She could only think of the poor bird and wish that she might help him.

16. Just then two boys came into the garden. They came straight to the daisy. One of them carried a sharp knife in his hand.
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"HE CUT A PIECE OF TURF ROUND THE DAISY."

"We can cut a nice piece of turf[5] for the lark, here," he said.

And he cut a square piece of turf around the daisy, so that the little flower stood in the centre.

"How bright the daisy looks! Let us leave it there."

17. He carried the piece of turf with the daisy growing in it, and placed it in the lark's cage. The poor bird was beating his wings against the iron bars of his cage, and the daisy wished that she could speak to him.

18. "There is no water here," said the captive lark. "All have gone, and forgotten to give me a drop of water to drink. My throat is hot and dry. I feel as if I were burning."

19. And he thrust his beak into the cool turf to refresh himself a little with the green grass. Within it was the daisy. He nodded to her, and kissed her with his beak.

"Poor little flower! Have you come here, too?"

"How I wish I could comfort him!" said the daisy. And she tried to fill the air with perfume.

20. The poor bird lay faint and weak on the floor of the cage. His heart was broken. The daisy drooped, sick and sorrowful, towards the earth.

21. In the morning the boys came, and when they found the bird was dead, they wept many bitter tears. They dug a little grave for him, and covered it with flowers.

"Ah, if we had only cared for him before!" they said.

The daisy had given her little life to make the captive bird glad.



—HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN



[1] rays: Petals.

[2] conceited: Proud, vain.

[3] peonies: Plants with large flowers.

[4] tulip: A plant of the lily family with flowers arranged along a stem.

[5] turf: The grassy layer on the surface of the ground.


LESSON 63
THE ANT AND THE CRICKET
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1. A silly young cricket, accustomed[1] to sing

Through the warm sunny months of gay summer and spring,

Began to complain, when he found that at home

His cupboard was empty, and winter was come.

Not a crumb to be found

On the snow-covered ground;

Not a flower could he see,

Not a leaf on a tree:

"Oh, what will become," said the cricket, "of me?"



2. At last, by starvation and famine[2] made bold,

All dripping with wet, and all trembling with cold,

Away he set off to a miserly[3] ant,

To see if, to keep him alive, he would grant

Him shelter from rain,

And a mouthful of grain:

He wished only to borrow,

And repay it to-morrow;

If not, he must die of starvation and sorrow.



3. Said the ant to the cricket: "I'm your servant and friend;

But we ants never borrow, we ants never lend.

But tell me, dear sir, did you lay nothing by

When the weather was warm?"—Said the cricket: "Not I!

My heart was so light

That I sang day and night,

For all nature looked gay."—

"You sang, sir, you say?

Go, then," said the ant, "and dance winter away!"

Thus ending, he hastily opened the wicket[4],

And out of the door turned the poor little cricket.



4. Though this is a fable[5], the moral[6] is good:

If you live without work, you will go without food.



[1] accustomed: Used; often practised.

[2] famine: Lack of food.

[3] miserly: Mean as a miser.

[4] wicket: Door or gate.

[5] fable: Fairy tale.

[6] moral: The lesson to be learned from a story.


LESSON 64
THE LITTLE MATCH GIRL
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1. It was very cold; it snowed, and was beginning to grow dark, and it was the last night of the year, too—New Year's Eve.

In the cold and darkness, a poor little girl was wandering about the streets with bare head and bare feet.

She had a pair of slippers on when she left home, but what was the good of them?

2. They were very large, old slippers of her mother's, so large that they fell off the little girl's feet, as she ran across the street, to get out of the way of two carriages which came rushing along at a great rate. One slipper was not to be found, and a boy ran off with the other.

3. Thus the little girl wandered about barefooted, with some matches in an old apron, whilst she held a bundle of them in her hand.

No one had bought any matches of her through the whole day—no one had given her a single penny.

4. Hungry, and blue with cold, the poor little girl crept along, the large flakes of snow covering her yellow hair, which curled round her face; but it gave her no comfort to think of that.
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THE LITTLE MATCH GIRL

5. In a corner between two houses, she found shelter. Curling herself up, she drew her poor little feet, which were red and blue with cold, under her as well as she could; but she was colder than ever, and dared not go home, for, as she had sold no matches, her cruel father would beat her.

6. Besides, it was cold at home, for they lived just under the roof, and the wind blew in, though straw and old rags had been stuffed into the large cracks.

Her little hands were quite benumbed[1] with cold. Oh! how much good one match would do, if she dared but take it out of the bundle, draw it across the wall, and warm her fingers in the flame.

7. She took one out and drew it across the wall. How it sputtered[2] and burned! It burned with a warm, bright flame, like a candle, and she bent her hand round it: it was a wonderful light.

It seemed to the little girl as if she were sitting before a large stove, in which the fire burned brightly, and gave out much comfort and much warmth.

8. She stretched out her feet to warm them, too; but the flame went out, the stove disappeared, and there she sat with a little bit of the burnt match in her hand.

Another was lighted; it burned, and where the light fell upon the wall she could see through it and into a large room.

9. There the table was covered with a cloth of dazzling white, and with fine china, and a roast goose was smoking upon it.

10. But what was still more delightful, the goose sprang down from the table, and with a knife and fork sticking in its back, came towards the little girl.

Then the match went out, and she saw nothing but the thick cold wall.

11. She lighted another; and now she was sitting under the most beautiful Christmas tree. It was larger than those she had seen at Christmas through the windows of rich people.

Hundreds of candles were burning among the green branches, and beautiful pictures, such as she had seen in the shop windows, looked down upon her. She stretched out both her hands, when the match went out.

12. She drew another match across the wall, and in the light it threw around, stood her grandmother, so bright, so gentle, and so loving.

"Grandmother," the little girl cried, "Oh, take me with you. I know that you will disappear as soon as the match is burnt out, just like the warm stove, the roast goose, and the Christmas tree."

13. She quickly lighted the rest of the matches that remained in the bundle, for she wished to keep her grandmother with her as long as possible; and the matches burnt so brightly that it was lighter than day.

Never before had her grandmother appeared so beautiful and so tall, and, taking the little girl in her arms, she flew high, high up into the heavens, where was neither cold, nor hunger, nor fear, for they were with God.
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14. In the chill dawn the little girl was found crouching[3] against the wall, frozen to death on the last night of the Old Year. The early sunlight shone on her pale face, and kissed her smiling lips. Motionless she sat with her matches in her lap—one bundle of them quite burned out.

15. "She has been trying to warm herself," the people said.

But no one knew of the beautiful visions[4] she had seen, or of the glorious light in which her grandmother had borne her away to a New Year of peace and joy.

—From Andersen's Fairy Tales



[1] benumbed: Frozen stiff.

[2] sputtered: Burned in jerks because it was wet.

[3] crouching: Lying close to the ground.

[4] vision: Sight, something which appears as in a dream.


LESSON 65
THE WATCHMAKER'S SHOP
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1. A street in our town has a queer little shop,

With tumble-down walls and a thatch[1] on the top;

And all the wee windows with crookedy panes

Are shining and winking with watches and chains.



2. All sorts and all sizes in silver and gold,

And brass[2] ones and tin ones, and new ones and old;

And clocks for the kitchen, and clocks for the hall,

High ones and low ones, and wag-at-the-wall[3].



3. The watchmaker sits on a long-legged seat,

And bids you the time of the day, when you meet;

And round and about him there's ticketting-tock,

From the tiniest watch to the grandfather's clock.



4. I wonder he doesn't get tired of the chime,

And all the clocks ticking and telling the time;

But there he goes winding lest any should stop,

This queer little man in the watchmaker's shop.



—ELIZABETH FLEMING



[1] thatch: Roof made of straw or rushes.

[2] brass: A yellow metal.

[3] wag-at-the-wall: A clock fixed to the wall, with swinging pendulum; sometimes called a grandmother clock.


LESSON 66
AN ADVENTURE WITH WOLVES
I
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1. "Father, do take me with you!"

"I can't, my boy. There may be wolves on the lake to-night."

"But I am not afraid of them, father. I have my whip and hatchet[1], and I will whip and cut them."

2. The speakers were Toll, and his little son, Thor. Toll was a cooper[2] who lived in Norway. A customer had ordered a very large vat[3]; and, on the evening before Christmas, Toll had finished it, and was now preparing to take it upon a sleigh[4] to its owner, who lived several miles away, on the other side of a lake.

"Well," said Toll, in reply to his son, "come along, my little man."

3. It was a glorious winter night. The snow sparkled brightly, as if sprinkled with diamonds; the northern lights flashed in pale, shifting colours along the horizon[5], and the moon sailed calmly through the starry sky above. The lake which had to be crossed was now frozen hard. How the cold air cut their faces, as they sped swiftly over the ice!

4. Hark! what was that? A terrible howl, as from a chorus of wild far-away voices, came floating over the crowns of the pine-trees.

"What was that, father?" asked Thor.

"It was wolves, my child," said Toll.

"Are you afraid, father?" asked the boy.

"No, child, I am not afraid of one wolf, nor of ten wolves; but, if they are in a pack of twenty or thirty, they are dangerous. And if they scent our track, as they probably will, they will be on us in five minutes."
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"THE HORSE STRAINED EVERY NERVE."

5. "How will they scent our track, father?"

"They smell us in the wind; and the wind is from us towards them. Then they will howl to let their comrades know, so that they may attack us in strong force."

"Why do we not return home, then?" inquired the boy.

"They are behind us. Our only chance is to reach the shore before they overtake us."

6. The horse, sniffing the presence of wild beasts, strained every nerve[6] to reach the farther shore. The howls now arose with a frightful distinctness[7].

"Why do you not throw away the vat, father ?" said Thor. "Then the sleigh will run so much the faster."

7. "If we are overtaken, the vat may prove our safety. Fortunately it is large enough for two, and, when turned upside down, it will fit close to the ice. Be brave, my boy," whispered Toll. "They will soon be upon us. Give me your whip."

8. Toll had heard that men had often escaped from wolves by dragging some small object on the ground behind them. He therefore broke a chip from one of the hoops of the vat, and tied it to the lash of the whip. Just then he heard a short, hungry bark behind him, and turning his head, saw a pack of wolves numbering more than a dozen, the foremost of which was within a few yards of the sleigh.

9. While encouraging the horse, Toll, who had little faith in the experiment[8] with the whip, watched anxiously the leader of the wolves, and observed, to his astonishment[9], that the creature seemed to be getting no nearer. As soon as he reached the little chip, which was dragging along upon the ice, this suddenly arrested[10] his attention, and his speed slackened.



[1] hatchet: Small axe.

[2] cooper: A man who makes casks.

[3] vat: A cask, wooden tank.

[4] sleigh: A kind of carriage used on snow or ice.

[5] horizon: Where the earth and the sky seem to meet.

[6] strained every nerve: Tried its hardest.

[7] distinctness: Clearness.

[8] experiment: Something tried; a trial.

[9] astonishment: A feeling of great surprise.

[10] arrested: Stopped.


LESSON 67
AN ADVENTURE WITH WOLVES
II
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1. The cooper's hope began to revive[1]. But his courage almost failed, when he discovered in the distance a second pack of wolves larger than the first, and drawing near with great speed.

2. He forgot, for an instant, the whip, the lash of which caught under the runner[2] of the sleigh and snapped. The horse, too, was almost ready to drop with his long and hard race; and Toll, seeing that only one chance was left, rose with his boy in his arms, upset the vat on the ice, and concealed[3] himself and the child underneath it.

The howling of the wolves was now constant. Within the vat it was as dark as night.

3. "Now, keep steady," said Toll, feeling a sudden shock, as if a wolf had leaped against their small house in an attempt to upset it. He felt himself and the boy gliding a foot or two over the smooth ice, but there was no further result from the attack.

"Oh, father!" the little boy presently cried in terror, "I feel something on my back!"

4. The father quickly struck a light; for he fortunately[4] had a supply of matches in his pocket. He now saw a wolf's paw wedged[5] in between the ice and the rim of the vat. In an instant he seized the hatchet and struck swiftly, burying the keen edge in the ice. Then he handed to Thor the paw he had cut off, and said: "Put that into your wallet[6], and the sheriff[7] will pay you a reward for it; for a wolf without paws cannot do much harm."

5. About an hour was spent under the vat, during which six paws were cut off in the same manner as the first. Then came a lull in the attack, but a sudden increase in the howling, whining, and barking without. Toll concluded that the wolves, maddened by the smell of blood, were attacking their wounded comrades.

6. As their howls seemed to come from a short distance, he carefully lifted one side of the vat and peered out; but at the same instant a snarling bark rang in his ear, and two paws were thrust into the opening. Then came a howl of pain; and another paw was put into Thor's wallet.

7. But hark! What is that? It sounds like the singing of a hymn. The strain comes nearer and nearer, floating peacefully through the pure, still air. Toll put his ear to the ice, and heard distinctly the tread of horses and of many human feet. He listened for a minute, but could not perceive[8] that the sound was coming any nearer.

8. He understood instantly that their only hope of safety lay in joining the singers before they were too far away. With quick resolve[9] he lifted the boy with one arm, and seized the hatchet with his free hand. Then, with a violent thrust, he flung the vat from over him, and ran in the direction of the sound.

9. The wolves, as he had supposed, were devouring[10] their wounded comrades; but the moment they saw him, a pack of about a dozen started in pursuit.

10. He soon saw in the bright moonlight six or eight men running towards him. Just then he felt a pain in the fleshy part of his right arm, and saw the blood flowing. He had received an ugly wound. His friends, however, were rapidly drawing nearer, and the wolves, at the sight of the men, retired to a safe distance.

11. As soon as Toll had had his wound dressed, he and his boy were placed upon a sleigh. He now learned that his rescuers were on their way to a funeral which was to take place the next day, but, owing to the long distance, they had been obliged to start during the night. Hence their solemn mood, and their singing of the funeral hymn.

12. After an hour's ride, the cooper's cottage was reached. Eleven wolf-paws were found in Thor's wallet, and for these, on going to the office of the sheriff, he received the State reward.



[1] revive: Renew; make strong again.

[2] runner: The piece of iron or wood which slides over the ice.

[3] concealed: Hid.

[4] fortunately: Luckily.

[5] wedged: Fixed tightly.

[6] wallet: Purse; small bag.

[7] sheriff: The chief officer of the law in a district.

[8] perceive: Make out, notice.

[9] resolve: Decision, purpose.

[10] devouring: Eating.


LESSON 68
A FAIRY WENT A-MARKETING
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1. A fairy went a-marketing—

She bought a little fish;

She put it in a crystal[1] bowl

Upon a golden dish;

An hour she sat in wonderment

And watched its silver gleam,

And then she gently took it up

And slipped it in a stream.



2. A fairy went a-marketing—

She bought a coloured bird;

It sang the sweetest, shrillest song

That ever she had heard;

She sat beside its painted cage

And listened half the day,

And then she opened wide the door

And let it fly away.



3. A fairy went a-marketing—

She bought a winter gown

All stitched about with gossamer[2]

And lined with thistledown;

She wore it all the afternoon

With prancing[3] and delight,



Then gave it to a little frog

To keep him warm at night.



4. A fairy went a-marketing—

She bought a gentle mouse

To take her tiny messages,

To keep her tiny house;

All day she kept its busy feet

Pit-patting to and fro,

And then she kissed its silken ears,

Thanked it, and let it go.



—ROSE FYLEMAN
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[1] crystal: Clear like glass.

[2] gossamer: Something thin and airy like cobwebs.

[3] prancing: Jumping about, leaping.


LESSON 69
THE TAR BABY
I
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1. Many years ago there were many black slaves in America, who had been brought from Africa to work on the cotton fields. They were great story-tellers, but the greatest of them all was Uncle Remus.

2. Uncle Remus was a very, very old negro[1], who loved to tell funny animal stories to all the little boys and girls who came to visit him. This is one of his stories.

3. Brer Fox once tried to catch Brer Rabbit. He laid many plans one after another, but Brer Rabbit was too clever to be caught.

4. "Did the fox never catch the rabbit, Uncle Remus?" asked the little boy.

He came very near it, honey, sure's you're born—Brer Fox did. One day Brer Fox went to work and got some tar and mixed it with some turpentine[2], and fixed up a contrivance[3] which he called a tar-baby, and he took this tar-baby and set her in the big road, and then he hid in the bushes to see what the news was going to be.

5. And he didn't have to wait long, because by and by here came Brer Rabbit pacing down the road—lippity-clippity, clippity- lippity—just as saucy[4] as a jay-bird[5]. Brer Fox, he lay low.
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Brer Rabbit came prancing along till he spied the tar-baby, and then he sat back on his behind legs as if he was astonished. The tar-baby she sat there, she did, and Brer Fox, he lay low.

"Morning!" says Brer Rabbit, says he—"Nice weather this morning," says he.

Tar-baby wasn't saying anything, and Brer Fox, he lay low.

"How do your symptoms[6] seem to get on?" says Brer Rabbit, says he.

6. Brer Fox winked his eye slowly and lay low, and Tar-baby wasn't saying anything.

"How do you come on then? Are you deaf?" says Brer Rabbit, says he. "Because if you are, I can shout louder," says he.

Tar-baby stayed still, and Brer Fox, he lay low.

7. "You're stuck up, that's what you are," says Brer Rabbit, says he, "and I'm going to cure you, that's what I'm going to do," says he.

Brer Fox gave a chuckle in his stomach, he did, but Tar-baby wasn't saying anything.

"I'm going to teach you how to talk to 'spectable folks, if it's the last act!" says Brer Rabbit, says he. "If you don't take off that hat and tell me how d'ye do, I'm going to knock you wide open," says he.

Tar-baby stayed still, and Brer Fox, he lay low.

8. Brer Rabbit kept on asking him, and the Tar-baby she kept on saying nothing, till presently Brer Rabbit drew back with his fist, and "clip" he caught her on the side of the head. That's just where he came to grief. His fist stuck, and he couldn't pull loose. The tar held him. But Tar-baby, she stayed still, and Brer Fox, he lay low.

9. "If you don't let me loose I'll knock you again," says Brer Rabbit, says he, and with that he gave her a blow with the other hand, and that stuck. Tar-baby didn't say anything, and Brer Fox, he lay low.

10. "Turn me loose before I knock the inside out of you!" says Brer Rabbit, says he, but the Tar-baby, she wasn't saying anything. She just held on, and Brer Rabbit lost the use of his feet in the same way. Brer Fox, he lay low.

11. Then Brer Rabbit cried out that, if the Tar-baby didn't turn him loose, he'd butt[7] her lop-sided. And then he butted, and his head got stuck.



[1] negro: A black man of the African race; negroes were taken to America as slaves.

[2] turpentine: A strong smelling oil taken from pine trees.

[3] contrivance: Arrangement, machine.

[4] saucy: Cheeky.

[5] jay-bird: A bird of the crow family.

[6] symptoms: Signs of illness.

[7] butt: Bump head first.


LESSON 70
THE TAR BABY
II
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1. Then Brer Fox, he sauntered[1] forth looking as innocent[2] as one of your mamma's canary birds.
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"YOU LOOK A BIT STUCK UP THIS MORNING," SAID HE

2. "How d'ye do, Brer Rabbit?" says Brer Fox, says he. "You look a bit stuck up this morning," says he, and then he rolled on the ground and laughed and laughed till he couldn't laugh any more.

3. "I expect you'll take dinner with me this time, Brer Rabbit. I've laid in some roots, and I'm not going to take any excuse," says Brer Fox, says he.

4. When Brer Fox found Brer Rabbit mixed up with the Tar- baby he felt very pleased, indeed, and rolled on the ground and laughed. By and by he got up and said, says he:

5. "Well, I expect I've got you this time, Brer Rabbit," says he; "maybe I haven't, but I expect I have. You've been running round here saucing after me a mighty long time, but I expect you've come to the end of your run. You've been cutting up your capers[3] and bouncing round in this neighbourhood until you've come to believe yourself cock of the whole walk[4]. And then you're always somewhere where you've got no business," says Brer Fox, says he.

6. "Who asked you to come and strike up an acquaintance[5] with this Tar-baby ? And who stuck you up there where you are? Nobody in the round world? You just took and jammed yourself on that Tar-baby without any invitation!" says Brer Fox, says he, "and there you are, and there you'll stay, till I fix up a brush-pile[6] and fire it up, because I'm going to roast you alive this day, sure," says Brer Fox, says he.

7. The Brer Rabbit talked very humbly. "I don't care what you do with me, Brer Fox," says he, "so long as you don't fling me into that briar-patch[7] Roast me, Brer Fox," says he, "but don't fling me in that briar-patch," says he.

8. "It's so much trouble to kindle a fire," says Brer Fox, says he, "that I expect I shall have to hang you," says he.

"Hang me just as high as you please, Brer Fox," says Brer Rabbit, says he, "but don't fling me in that briar-patch," says he.

9. "I haven't got any string," says Brer Fox, says he, "and now I expect I shall have to drown you," says he.

"Drown me just as deep as you please, Brer Fox," says Brer Rabbit, says he, "but don't fling me in that briar-patch."

10. "There isn't any water near," says Brer Fox, says he, "and now I expect I shall have to skin you," says he.

"Skin me, Brer Fox," says Brer Rabbit, says he, "snatch out my eyeballs, tear my ears out by the roots, and cut off my legs," says he, "but do please, Brer Fox, don't fling me in that briar-patch."

11. Of course Brer Fox wanted to hurt Brer Rabbit as badly as he could, so he caught him by the hind legs and slung him right into the middle of the briar-patch.

12. There was a considerable flutter where Brer Rabbit struck the bushes, and Brer Fox hung round to see what was going to happen. By and by he heard somebody call him, and away up the hill he saw Brer Rabbit sitting cross-legged on a tree stump, combing the pitch out of his hair with a chip.
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"HE SAW BRER RABBIT SITTING CROSS-LEGGED ON A TREE STUMP."

13. Then Brer Fox knew that he'd been beaten very badly. Brer Rabbit was pleased to fling back some of his sauce, and he shouted out:

"Bred and born in a briar-patch, Brer Fox —bred and born in a briar-patch!" And with that he skipped out just as lively as a cricket in the embers[8].



[1] sauntered: Strolled, walked idly.

[2] innocent: Blameless.

[3] cutting up your capers: Showing off.

[4] cock of the whole walk: The most important person in the place.

[5] acquaintance: Becoming known

[6] brush-pile: Heap of sticks and bushes.

[7] briar: A prickly shrub.

[8] embers: Glowing cinders.


LESSON 71
MEDDLESOME MATTY
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1. Oh, how one ugly trick has spoiled

The sweetest and the best!

Matilda, though a pleasant child,

One ugly trick possessed,

Which, like a cloud before the skies,

Hid all her better qualities.



2. Sometimes she'd lift the tea-pot lid,

To peep at what was in it;

Or tilt the kettle, if you did

But turn your back a minute.

In vain you told her not to touch,

Her trick of meddling[1] grew so much.



3. Her grandmamma went out one day,

And by mistake she laid

Her spectacles and snuff[2]-box gay

Too near the little maid;

"Ah, well," thought she, "I'll try them on

As soon as grandmamma is gone."



4. Forthwith she placed upon her nose

The glasses large and wide;

And looking round, as I suppose,

The snuff-box too she spied:

"Oh, what a pretty box is this!

I'll open it," said little Miss.



5. "I know that grandmamma would say,

'Don't meddle with it, dear';

But then she's far enough away,

And no one else is near;

Besides, what can there be amiss

In opening such a box as this?"



6. So thumb and finger went to work

To move the stubborn[3] lid;

And presently a mighty jerk

The mighty mischief did;

For all at once, ah, woful case!

The snuff came puffing in her face.



7. Poor eyes, and nose, and mouth, and chin,

A dismal[4] sight presented;

And as the snuff got further in,

Sincerely[5] she repented[6].

In vain she ran about for ease—

She could do nothing else but sneeze!



8. She dashed the spectacles away,

To wipe her tingling eyes;

And as in twenty bits they lay,

Her grandmamma she spies.

"Hey day! and what's the matter now?"

Cried grandmamma with lifted brow.



9. Matilda, smarting with the pain,

And tingling still, and sore,

Made many a promise to refrain

From meddling evermore.

And 'tis a fact, as I have heard,

She ever since has kept her word.

—MRS. GILBERT
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[1] meddling: Interfering; touching things that do not concern you.

[2] snuff: A powder taken up through the nose.

[3] stubborn: Not to be moved or persuaded.

[4] dismal: Dark, sad, mournful.

[5] sincerely: Truly, honestly.

[6] repented: Was sorry.


LESSON 72
THE GATE WITHOUT A LATCH
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1. There was a farmer who had a little gate which opened from his yard into a field. This little gate wanted a latch, and therefore could not be fastened. When he passed through the gate, he was very careful to pull it after him; but other people were not always so mindful.

2. Even with all his care, the wind would often blow it open again after he had closed it. The result was, that the gate was generally either flapping backwards and forwards in the wind or standing wide open.

3. In this way the poultry[1] were always getting out, and the sheep and lambs were always getting in. It took up half the children's time to run after the chickens and drive them back into the yard, and to send the sheep and the lambs back into the field.

4. The farmer's wife was always telling him that he ought to get the latch mended; but he used to say that it would cost sixpence, and that it was not worth while. He said that the children might as well be driving the sheep and the poultry in and out of the yard and the field as be doing nothing. So the gate remained without the latch.

5. One day a fat pig got out of its sty, and, pushing open the gate, ran into the field, and thence wandered into a thick wood. The pig was soon missed, and a hue-and-cry[2] was raised after it. The farmer was in the act of tying up a horse in the stable; but he left it, to run after the pig.

6. His wife was ironing some clothes in the kitchen; and she left her work, to follow her husband. The daughter was stirring some broth over the fire; and she left it, to run after her mother. The farmer's sons and his man joined in the chase after the pig; and away they all went, men and women, pell-mell[3], to the wood.

7. But the man, making more haste than good speed, sprained his ankle in jumping over a fence. The farmer and his sons were obliged to give up chasing the pig, to carry the man back to the house. The good woman and her daughter also returned to assist the poor man who was hurt.

8. When they got back to the house, they found that the broth had boiled over,—that the dinner was spoiled; and that two shirts, which had been hanging before the fire, were scorched and utterly ruined.

9. The farmer scolded his wife and the girl, for being so careless as not to take the shirts and the broth from the fire before they left the kitchen. He then went to his stable, where he found that the horse, which he had left loose, had kicked a fine colt and broken its leg. The servant was kept in the house for a fortnight, by the hurt to his ankle.

10. Thus, besides the injury done to the farmer's man, the farmer lost two weeks' work from his servant, a fine colt, a fat pig, and his two best shirts, to say nothing of the loss of his dinner—all for the want of a sixpenny latch! In this way were two good old proverbs verified:—

For want of a nail the wheel comes off.

Safe bind, safe find.



[1] poultry: The birds of the fowl yard.

[2] hue-and-cry: Noisy pursuit.

[3] pell-mell: Quickly, in great haste.


LESSON 73
THE CHILDREN'S HOUR
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1. Between the dark and the daylight,

When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day's occupations[1],

That is known as the Children's Hour.



2. I hear in the chamber[2] above me

The patter of little feet,

The sound of a door that is opened,

And voices soft and sweet.



3. From my study I see in the lamplight,

Descending the broad hall stair,

Grave Alice and laughing Allegra,

And Edith with golden hair.



4. A whisper, and then a silence;

Yet I know by their merry eyes

They are plotting and planning together

To take me by surprise.



5. A sudden rush from the stairway,

A sudden raid from the hall,

By three doors left unguarded

They enter my castle wall!
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6. They climb up into my turret[3],

O'er the arms and back of my chair;

If I try to escape, they surround me—

They seem to be everywhere.



7. They almost devour me with kisses,

Their arms about me entwine,

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen

In his Mouse Tower on the Rhine.



8. Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti[4],

Because you have scaled the wall,

Such an old moustache[5] as I am

Is not a match for you all?



9. I have you fast in my fortress,

And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon[6],

In the round tower of my heart.



10. And there will I keep you for ever,

Yes, for ever and a day,

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,

And moulder in dust away!



—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW
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[1] occupation: Work, labour.

[2] chamber: Room.

[3] turret: Small tower.

[4] banditti: Outlaws, robbers.

[5] moustache: The hair on the upper lip; here it means "an old man."

[6] dungeon: A deep, dark prison.


LESSON 74
THE SLAVE AND THE LION
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1. A slave ran away from Rome because his master treated him cruelly.

Day after day he travelled over mountains and through pathless forests, keeping well away from towns and villages, for he knew that no mercy was shown to runaway slaves.

2. At last he came to a desert of sandy rock, dry and barren[1]. There he found a cave and went into it to get shelter from the burning sun. As he was very tired he sank down on a sandy floor and was soon fast asleep. He was awakened by a dreadful sound that echoed through the cave. It was the roar of a lion and the slave sat up and listened. Again he heard the roar and it seemed to him that the lion was either very angry or in great pain.

3. He came to the mouth of the cave to see how he could escape; but soon the great tawny lion drew near. It was limping and tried to keep one of its front feet off the ground. The man sat quite still and watched the lion. He thought that every moment would be his last.

4. But the lion did not spring upon him. It came up to him and held out its forepaw. He took it in his hand and saw that there was a thorn in the soft underpart of the paw. He drew out the thorn as gently as he could. The lion gave a purr of pleasure and bounded away from the man. The slave was very glad to see the lion making off across the desert, and as soon as the sun went down he continued upon his way.
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"HE DREW OUT THE THORN."

5. A few days after he was unlucky enough to meet a band of Roman soldiers. He was at once brought back to his master. The judges said that he should be put to death for running away; and it was settled that he should be thrown to the lions.

6. The poor captive was placed in a circus[2] with seats all round it and thousands of people came to see him eaten by a lion. The Romans at that time were pagans[3] and thought it was a very amusing thing to see slaves torn to pieces by wild beasts.

The slave stood in the midst of the great circus shaking in every limb. The signal was given, the door of the den opened, and the great lion sprang out.

7. With graceful bounds it circled around the arena[4], then it saw the captured slave and crouched down on the sands ready to spring. But now a strange thing happened.

8. It bounded up to the slave and fawned at his feet as a dog does when it meets its master. He knew what had happened. It was the lion from whose paw he had taken the thorn.

9. He took the lion by its mane and led it back to its den. The people in the seats around the circus were amazed at the sight and for a while sat with their mouths open in wonder. Then they broke into a loud cheer. The slave was set free and the lion was given to him to keep as a pet.
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[1] barren: Unable to bear crops.

[2] circus: A place for Roman horse races and combats.

[3] pagans: Heathens.

[4] arena: An open space for combats.


LESSON 75
THE WIND
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I saw you toss the kites on high

And blow the birds about the sky;

And all around I heard you pass,

Like ladies' skirts across the grass—

O Wind, a-blowing all day long,

O Wind, that sings so loud a song!



I saw the different things you did,

But always you yourself you hid.

I felt you push, I heard you call,

I could not see yourself at all—

O Wind, a-blowing all day long,

O Wind, that sings so loud a song!



O you that are so strong and cold,

O blower, are you young or old?

Are you a beast of field and tree,

Or just a stronger child than me?

O Wind, a-blowing all day long,

O Wind, that sings so loud a song!



—R. L. STEVENSON


澳大利亚语文第四册
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QUEENSLAND
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LESSON 1
POPPET’S VISIT TO THE SCHOOL
I

ETHEL TURNER (Mrs. H. R. Curlewis); born at Doncaster, Yorkshire, in 1872; arrived in Australia in 1881. Wrote Seven Little Australians, The Little Larrikin, and numerous other interesting stories.
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[John Woolcot (Bunty) is a big, awkward, selfish lad of thirteen. He is of a cowardly nature, and, on account of his meanness and his want of truthfulness, is at war with the world around him. Even at home, no one shows any sympathy for him and his troubles except his little sister Winifred (Poppet).

One day at school, when alone, he was tossing up a ball, and it went through a window. He crept into the room and got it, without, as he thought, being seen. The next day, when inquiries were made, he denied having broken the window; but a boy named Hawkins, who disliked him very much, had seen him coming out of the room with a ball in his hand, and informed on him. To make the matter worse, five sovereigns, which had been left on the table in the room, when the headmaster had been called away just before the accident, could not be found. Of course, every one supposed that Woolcot had taken them (several months afterwards it was proved that he had not done so), and he was expelled from the school.

Knowing that nothing he might say would be believed by his father, and that he would be severely punished by him, he ran away from home, telling Poppet, however, that, though he had been a coward and had told a lie about the broken window, he bad not stolen the money. The faithful little soul believed him; and in what follows we have an account of her brave attempt to clear his character in the eyes of his teacher.]



It was in the midst of morning lessons at the Grammar School that an odd thing happened.

The day was very hot; not a breath of wind came in at the open doors and windows—nothing but the blazing sunlight that lay in hot patches on the floor, and slowly baked blackboards, and slates, and desks. The room was a long one; half a dozen classes were at work in it, under as many masters; and, at the end, on a raised platform, sat the headmaster (Mr. Burnham) at his desk. He was looking through exercise books, and his brow kept criss-crossing[1] with lines of annoyance at the mistakes he met with and at the noise in the room. He scored a red line through an error in one of the exercises, and stood up, a heavy frown on his face.

At the same moment, a very small shadow fell just inside the entrance door at the far end of the room, and a timid knock sounded there. Nobody said “Come in,” though a hundred and fifty pairs of eyes went in the direction with the swiftness natural to gratitude[2] for any break in the lesson. Then there stepped over the threshold a little, slight girl—a little girl with a short, holland frock, a great sun-hat, and no gloves; a little girl with a white, small face, great frightened eyes shining strangely, and soft lips very tightly closed. Up the long, long room she went, both little hands held tightly together in front of her. No one could tell from the way she walked how her poor little knees were shaking, and her poor little heart was beating.

For a minute, Mr. Burnham’s frown did not disappear—not till he noticed how white her face was. “What is it, little girl?” he said, and really thought that he made his voice quite gentle and encouraging, though to Poppet it sounded terrible.
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“THERE STEPPED OVER THE THRESHOLD A LITTLE, SLIGHT GIRL.”

“I—” she said—“you—.” Something rose in her throat; her face grew even whiter, and her lips, white too, twitched a little; but the words would not come.

He took her hand—the little, trembling, shut, brown hand—and held it between his own.

“There is nothing to be afraid of, my child; tell me what it is you want;” he drew her closer to the desk, and sat down. He seemed less formidable[3] in that position than towering above her—his eyes looked strangely kind; could it really be the terrible Mr. Burnham she had heard so much about? The hand he held fluttered a minute, then her lips moved again:

“Bunty didn’t do it,” she said in a whisper.

“Eh? what?” he said, mystified.

“He didn’t do it—Bunty didn’t do it—oh, indeed.”

“But who is Bunty? And who are you, my little maid?” Mr. Burnham said, with a smile that lit up his thoughtful eyes.

“He’s my brother,” she said, in a voice that had gained a little strength. Then it struck her Bunty was not so called at school. “His name’s John Woolcot,” she added, with down-cast eyes; “I’m Poppet.”

Then Mr. Burnham remembered everything, and his eyes grew stern as he thought of the boy there had been so much trouble with; but they softened as they fell again on the little, white, eager face.

“And his little sister is taking up his cudgels[4]; thankless work, I’m afraid—eh?” he said.

Poppet was calm now,—the worst part of the ordeal[5] was over, and she had actually gained the dread headmaster’s ear; she must make the most of her time.

“Won’t you believe him?” she said; “indeed he didn’t do it—oh, indeed!”

“What?” he asked,—“break the window—

tell a lie—anything? Why, my little child, he owned to it.”

“Yes,” said Poppet; “he broke the glass, I know; and yes, he did tell one story.” Her face fell after the last sentence, and a little red crept into her cheek. “But he didn’t take the money—oh no, no!—oh, Bunty wouldn’t be a thief—oh, not for anything and anything— oh, indeed!”

The boys were staring at the little white- faced girl at the headmaster’s desk, though they could not hear what was being said.

“Would you like to come and talk to me privately?” Mr. Burnham said.

An “Oh-h-h!” was Popper’s only answer; but the gratitude in her eyes was so intense, he guessed a little what the ordeal had been to her.



[1] criss-crossing: Wrinkling.

[2] swiftness natural to gratitude: Quickness caused by thankfulness.

[3] formidable: Terrible; causing fear.

[4] taking up his cudgels: Defending him; speaking in his favour.

[5] ordeal: Severe trial.


LESSON 2
POPPET’S VISIT TO THE SCHOOL
II
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AWAY down the long room she went again, only this time her hand was being held in a firm, kindly grasp.

“Oh!” she said again, when near the door a great, slouching fellow with a big head moved to help another boy with a blackboard.

“What?” said Mr. Burnham, when they were outside; he had noticed her intense interest.

“Was that Bull-dog Hawkins—the fellow that told?” she said.

He smiled somewhat; Hawkins was not a favourite of his, and the fitting name sounded odd on the little girl’s lips.

“His name is Hawkins,” he said, “and yes; he gave the information[1]; but that has nothing to do with it, my child. Now, tell me what it is you have to say.”

He had taken her into a little room the walls of which were lined with books; he drew up a chair for himself, and one for her, but she preferred standing against his knee.

Almost she convinced him, so great was the belief in her shining eyes, so utterly unshaken her trust[2]. She told him everything; and he listened with patience and attention even to the smallest detail[3], asking a question here and there, but, for the most part, letting her tell her story in her own way.

When she told of the good-bye kiss Bunty had given her at the staircase window, she broke down a little; but he slipped his arm round her waist, and she shed her tears on his coat-sleeve. How Bunty would have stared! She showed the dirty scrap of paper which she had found after her brother had left, and in which he had declared his innocence, and Mr. Burnham read it thoughtfully.

“If only he had never told a lie before,” he said, “then perhaps—”

Oh, if only she could have flung back her head, and said, “He has never told a lie in his life, sir; never—never!”

Shame at not being able to do so made the dear, curly head droop a little; and two more tears forced their way from under her eyelids, and fell sadly down her cheek.

“I’m sure he never will again,” she said, with sorrowful hopefulness. “But, oh, sir, he couldn’t be a thief! Oh, how could he?”

“Well, I don’t see how he could be altogether bad with such a sister,” Mr. Burnham said slowly. “What sort of a boy is he at home? Is he good to you?”

“Oh yes,” said Poppet,—“oh yes, indeed!”

And it is a fact that not a single act that disproved[4] this came to the little girl’s mind. She remembered nothing but the times he had been good to her.

“Twice I was sent to bed without tea, and he brought me all his pudding in some newspaper,” she said eagerly; “and, when my throat was so sore, and they wouldn’t let him in, he used to climb up the creeper if no one was in the room, and smile at me through the window. And another time I was ill, he sat on the mat outside the door all night; Meg found him in the morning asleep with his head on the oilcloth. And, when it was my birthday—I was nine—and he had no money, he sold his guinea-pigs to one of the fellows—and he liked them better than anything he’d got—and he bought me a doll’s pram, because Peter smashed mine through filling it with stones. Oh, and lots and lots and lots of things! He was very good to me—oh, indeed!”

Such a flushed, little eager face it was now—such a fluent[5] little tongue that told of Bunty’s goodness! The child’s beautiful trust, affection, and courage had quite touched the headmaster’s heart.

He took a bunch of keys from his pocket.
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“I WANT YOU TO GIVE THIS TO CAPTAIN WOOLCOT.”

“You are a dear, brave, little girl, Poppet,” he said. “By the way, haven’t you a prettier name than that?”

“Oh, it’s Winifred[6], of course, really,” said Poppet.

“Something in a name,” he said half to himself. Then aloud: “Well, Winifred, then, just because you have believed in your brother, and done this for him, I am going to reward you in the way I know will gladden you most.”

He unlocked a tin box on the table, and counted out five sovereigns, while the surprise in Poppet’s eyes deepened every minute.

“Have you a purse?” he said.

“No,” she said in a very low tone. It made her feel fit to cry to think he should give her money, such a large, beautiful amount, for doing this.

“Because I want you to give this to Captain Woolcot,” he continued, “and tell him I have had reason to doubt whether John was guilty, and, until I am perfectly sure, it is not fair to the lad to take it.”

How Poppet’s eyes shone! how her lips smiled and quivered! and how the glad, warm colour rushed all over her little, sweet face! Not a word of thanks she said, and he would not have had it; only she clung very tightly to his arm for a minute, and hid her face. When he saw it, he felt he had had more than thanks.

And that was not all he did. He took her back with him to the schoolroom, and walked up to the raised platform, holding her hand all the time.

“Boys,” he said, in his clear, far-reaching voice, “I have reason to believe that John Woolcot is not guilty of the theft that you have all heard of. I wish you to give him the benefit of the doubt, since he is not here to clear himself. For my part, I believe him innocent.”

How the boys cheered! It was not that Bunty was a general favourite, though he had his own friends; but they felt it was expected of them, and it was another break in a lesson to be able to do so. Besides, they felt a vague pity and admiration for the little girl standing there, with such a smiling, tear-wet face.

After that, Mr. Burnham took her all the way home himself. Her elder sisters went into the drawing-room to see him, and Poppet slipped away. He told them what the child had done, and praised her high courage and simple faith. “If,” he said, as he took his leave,—“if all boys had such sisters as little Poppet is, my school would be a better place, and later, the world.”



From The Family at Misrule, by ETHEL TURNER.









Kind hearts are more than coronets;

And simple faith than Norman blood.



—TENNYSON



[1] gave the information: Told what her brother had done.

[2] so utterly unshaken her trust: So entire her faith in her brother.

[3] detail: A small part; an item.

[4] disproved: Brought proof against it.

[5] fluent: Flowing; ready of speech.

[6] Winifred: The name means “lover of peace.”


LESSON 3
AFTER BLENHEIM

ROBERT SOUTHEY (1774-1843), English poet and historian. Principal works: Thalaba, Curse of Kehama, The Life of Nelson.
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It was a summer evening,

Old Kaspar’s work was done,

And he before his cottage door

Was sitting in the sun;

And by him sported on the green

His little grandchild Wilhelmine.

She saw her brother Peterkin

Roll something large and round

Which he beside the rivulet

In playing there had found;

He came to ask what he had found

That was so large and smooth and round.

Old Kaspar took it from the boy

Who stood expectant by;

And then the old man shook his head,

And with a natural sigh,

“’Tis some poor fellow’s skull,” said he,

“Who fell in the great victory.

“I find them in the garden,

For there’s many here about;

And often when I go to plough

The ploughshare turns them out.

For many thousand men,” said he,

“Were slain in that great victory.”
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“OLD KASPAR TOOK IT FROM THE BOY.”





“Now tell us what ’twas all about,”

Young Peterkin he cries;

And little Wilhelmine looks up

With wonder-waiting eyes;

“Now tell us all about the war,

And what they fought each other for.”



“It was the English,” Kaspar cried,

“Who put the, French to rout;

But what they fought each other for

I could not well make out.

But everybody said,” quoth he,

“That ’twas a famous victory.



“My father lived at Blenheim then,

Yon little stream hard by;

They burnt his dwelling to the ground,

And he was forced to fly:

So with his wife and child he fled,

Nor had he where to rest his head.



“With fire and sword the country round

Was wasted far and wide,

And many a tender mother then

And newborn baby died;

But things like that, you know, must be

At every famous victory.



“They say it was a shocking sight

After the field was won;

For many thousand bodies here

Lay rotting in the sun:

But things like that, you know, must be

After a famous victory.



“Great praise the Duke of Marlbro’[1] won

And our good Prince Eugene[2];”

“Why, ’twas a very wicked thing!”

Said little Wilhelmine;

“Nay, nay, my little girl,” quoth he,

“It was a famous victory.



“And everybody praised the Duke

Who this great fight did win.”

“But what good came of it at last?”

Quoth little Peterkin: —

“Why that I cannot tell,” said he,

“But ’twas a famous victory.”





—ROBERT SOUTHEY



[1] Duck of Marlborough (1650-1722): Famous English general; won the battles of Blenheim, Malplaquet, Oudenarde, Ramillies.

[2] Prince Eugene (1663-1736): Famous general in the Austrian service. Marlborough’s companion in arms at Blenheim (1704).


LESSON 4
WHAT IS THE BEST DAY IN THE YEAR
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IT was Saturday, and tea was just over. Aunt Miriam would often delight the family with a story or song for the half hour of gloaming[1]. So they waited for her. But this Saturday was to be a little different from all the others.

She looked at her nieces and nephews with that smile of hers which made them all love her, and then slowly asked, “What is the best day in the year?”

“What is the best day in the year?” echoed Charlie. “Well,I never thought of that before!”

“I want you all to think well, and make a choice,” Aunt Miriam continued. “I have chosen that which I think is the best, and have written it down in this sealed[2] letter. When you have all made a choice, I will open the letter and give a prize of ￡1 to any one who has chosen rightly.”

For a moment they were all dumb with delight, their minds busily thinking both of her novel[3] question and of the handsome prize.

“Supposing Lily has the first pick!” said Aunt. “She is the youngest, and then the others can choose afterwards according to age.”

Lily thought a little while. Suddenly she clapped her hands, and the answer came, quick and decisive, from her merry tongue. “The best day is—my birthday!” she said, with laughing face.

“Because?” asked Aunt Miriam.

“Because I get so many presents and—and it’s such a happy day!”

“I meant to say that too,” broke in Tom.

“Lil’s right, isn’t she, Auntie?”

But Aunt shook her head. “You try, Alice,” she said, to the next youngest.

“I think,” said Alice, with a slow, sweet voice, “that Christmas Day is the best day, because we see all our friends then, and Uncle Harry comes home, and we all get cards and Christmas boxes, and everyone is happy all day long. You remember telling us about Christmas once—don’t you, Auntie?—and how they kept it up in England, with snow and mistletoe and waifs—”

“Waits, you mean,” said Aunt Miriam; “the carol-singers, whose clear voices ever recall the song of the angels of old. But dear as Christmas Day is, it is not the best after all. What is your choice, Charlie?”

“Mine’s New Year’s Day,” was the reply, “because then we all go for a picnic and have games, and boys’ races, and a cricket match, and—and—everything else,” he concluded with a wave of the hand that was quite meant to include Paradise.

“There’s a better choice still,” said Aunt Miriam. “Can you guess it, Harry?”

“I think Empire Day[4] is the best,” said Harry, “because all the schools have their treats then. Either Empire Day I should choose or Breaking-up Day, when the scholars get all their prizes.”

“I’m afraid neither is the best day of the year,” said Aunt, thoughtfully. “What do you say, Mary?”

Mary was silent a few moments. “I hardly know which to choose now, Auntie; I thought it would be sure to be one of those days—a birthday, or Christmas Day, or New Year’s Day, or Empire Day, or—can it be Easter Day, Auntie? or perhaps the King’s birthday? There are really no other days I can think of. Tell us, Auntie;” she begged.

“Wait a bit,” interposed[5] Tom. “I don’t like to see that prize go past without having a good try for it. Is it Leap Year’s Day?”

Auntie shook her head slowly.

“Or Foundation Day[6]?” went on Tom.

Another shake.

“Or Good Friday?”

“No.”

“Or Boxing Day[7]?”

Another negative.

“Well then,” said Harry, unwillingly, “I suppose we’ll have to give it up! What is it, Auntie?”

They all drew closer to Aunt Miriam’s chair. Lily climbed on Auntie’s knee and threw one arm round her neck, and put her face near to Aunt Miriam’s so as to hear the secret first.

“The best day in the year,” said Aunt Miriam, “is—but I will open the envelope for you.”

She opened it, and there in her own beautiful writing were the words:—

‘The best day in the year is to-day!’

“To-day?” they asked in surprise. “How is that?”

“Yesterday is past,” came the reply, “and is no longer ours, to make or to mar. To-morrow has yet to come, and none of us know whether we shall possess it. To-day alone is in our hands, to do with as we will.”

They were beginning to see Auntie’s meaning.

“So every day is the best,” said Tom thoughtfully.

“That is so,” rejoined Auntie Miriam; “you can make every new day the best day you ever had, if you only will to do it.”

“Well, if every day is the best, we all guessed right after all!” said Harry slyly.

“I don’t know about that,” was the laughing reply, “but you have all tried well, and I have here”—Aunt turned to a big parcel that had been hidden under a tablecloth in the corner— “six presents, one for each of you, and I hope you will never forget all your life which is the best day of the year.”



—E. W. H. F.



[1] gloaming: Twilight.

[2] sealed: Fastened down.

[3] novel: New; strange.

[4] Empire Day: Hitherto celebrated on May 24th, the birthday of Victoria the Good.

[5] interposed: Broke in; interjected.

[6] Foundation Day: January 26th, the day when, in 1788, Governor Phillip took possession of Australia in the name of King George Ⅲ. of England.

[7] Boxing Day: The day after Christmas Day, when Christmas gifts or “boxes” are supposed to arrive.


LESSON 5
THE QUEEN OF THE BEES

JACOB LUDWIG GRIMM (1785-1863), in conjunction with his brother, wrote the well-known “Fairy Tales.”
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THERE were once two king’s sons, who went out in search of adventures, and they gave way to bad living and bad company,so that they did not return to their father’s roof. Their youngest brother, whom they called the little blockhead, went in search of them; but when he found them, they jeered[1] at him, that he should be so simple as to expect to find his way through a world in which they had both lost themselves— they, who had so much more cleverness than he.

Journeying along together, they came to an ant-hill. The two elder brothers wanted to overturn it, for the pleasure of seeing the trouble of the poor little ants, and to see them run in all directions carrying off their eggs; but the little blockhead said to them, “Leave the poor creatures alone; I won’t have them disturbed.”

Farther on they came to a lake, on whose surface I don’t know how many ducks were swimming. The two elder brothers wanted to carry off a couple to roast; but the youngest wouldn’t have that, saying, “Leave the creatures in peace; I won’t have them killed.”

Still farther on they saw in a tree a bees’ nest, so full of honey that the sweet stuff was running all down the trunk. The two eldest brothers wanted to light a fire at the foot of the tree to smoke the bees[2], and seize upon the honey; but the little blockhead kept them back, saying, “Leave these insects in peace; I won’t have them burned.”

At last the three brothers came into a castle whose stables were full of horses changed into stone; but no one was to be seen there. They went through all the rooms, and came at last to a door fastened with three bolts. In the middle of the door was a little wicket[3], through which they could look into the chamber beyond.

There they saw a little grey-haired man sitting before a table. They called him once—twice—and he did not seem to hear them; then, without saying a word, he led them to a table loaded with good things; and when they had eaten and drunk, he led each of them to a separate sleeping-room.

Next morning, the little old man came to the eldest of the brothers, and signing him to follow, led him to a table of stone, on which were written three tasks to be done, to disenchant the castle.

The first was, to search, among the moss, in the middle of the forest, for the thousand pearls of the princess, which had been sown there; and if the seeker had not found them every one before sunset, without missing a single one, he was to be changed into stone. The eldest brother spent the whole day searching for the pearls; but when the evening came he had not found more than a hundred, and was changed into stone, according to the writing on the table.

Next day the second brother undertook the task, but with little better success than his elder brother had met with; he could find only two hundred pearls, and was changed into stone.

[image: img29]

“THE DUCKS HE HAD SAVED CAME TO MEET HIM.”

At last came the little blockhead’s turn. He began searching for the pearls among the moss; but, finding the task a long and difficult one, he sat down upon a stone and began to weep. He was in this condition, when the king of the ants, whose life he had saved, arrived with five thousand of his subjects;and in a few moments the little creatures had found all the pearls, and gathered them into a single heap.

The second task was to fish up the key of the princess’s bedchamber, which was lying at the bottom of the lake. When the young man approached the water, the ducks he had saved came to meet him, plunged to the bottom of the lake, and brought up the key.

But the third trial was the most difficult. It was to point out the youngest and the most charming of the three princesses who lay asleep. They were exactly like one another; and the only thing in which they differed was, that before going to sleep the eldest had eaten a piece of sugar, while the second had taken a mouthful of syrup, and the third a spoonful of honey.

But the queen of the bees, whom the young man had saved from the fire, came to his help. She flew and hovered over the mouths of the three princesses, and at last alighted on the lips of the one who had eaten the honey; and thus the prince was able to point her out.

So, the spell[4] being broken, all in the castle awoke from their magic sleep, and those who had been changed into stone regained their human shape. The one who had been thought a blockhead married the youngest and most charming of the three princesses, and was king after his father’s death. As for his brothers, they married the two other sisters.



—GRIMM



[1] jeered: Mocked.

[2] smoke the bees: When bees smell smoke they gorge themselves with honey, and then do not care to sting.

[3] wicket: A small gate.

[4] spell: Enchantment.


LESSON 6
ABOU BEN ADHEM AND THE ANGEL

LEIGH HUNT (1784-1859), essayist and poet; borh at Middlesex. Chief works: Bacchus and Ariadne, Stories from the Italian Poets, The Feast of the Poets, and his auto biography.
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ABOU BEN ADHEM (may his tribe increase!)

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace

And saw within the moonlight in his room,

Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,

An angel writing in a book of gold.



Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the Presence[1] in the room he said,

“What writest thou?”—The vision raised its head,

And with a look made of all sweet accord[2],

Answered, “The names of those who love the Lord.”



“And is mine one?” said Abou. “Nay, not so,”

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerly still; and said, “I pray thee then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow-men.”

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night



It came again with a great wakening light[3],

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed,

And lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest.





—LEIGH HUNT



[1] Presence: Angelic visitor.

[2] sweet accord: Loving assent.

[3] wakening light: Brightness that aroused Abou Ben Adhem.


LESSON 7
CHEERFULNESS
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“THERE are only two things you should never worry about,” said a wise old man once to his youthful companion; “firstly, the things you can’t help, and, secondly, the things you can help! It is very clear that you should not worry about the first, because, if you can’t help it, as the saying is, why make any fuss or give way to useless repinings[1]? And if you can help it, don’t lose time worrying, but go to work at once and help it!”
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“YOU SEEM TO HAVE A FINE HEALTHY CROP.”

Two gardeners, who were neighbours, had their crops of early peas killed by frost; one of them came to condole with the other on his misfortune.

“Ah!” cried he, “how unfortunate we have been, neighbour! Do you know I have done nothing but fret ever since? But you seem to have a fine healthy crop coming up already; what are these?”

“These!” cried the other gardener, “why, these are what I sowed immediately after my loss!”

“What! coming up already?” cried the fretter.

“Yes; while you were fretting I was working.”

“What! don’t you fret when you have a loss?”

“Yes; but I always put it off until after I have repaired the mischief.”

“Why, then you have no need to fret at all?”

“True!” replied the industrious gardener; “and that’s the very reason.”

What a jewel good temper is! How we all delight to be with friends who are cheery and pleasant! Their presence is like sunshine, and their words make the heart joyful. “But,” you say, “it is so natural to lose one’s temper. Things go wrong so easily. Other people are unpleasant and make promises they cannot fulfil, and say hard words, and refuse to do a kindness.”

No doubt many trifles which try the temper happen in the course of the day. However, such trifles should be regarded only as excellent chances to display good humour. A friend once found Wilberforce[2] in great agitation looking for a despatch he had mislaid, for which one of the Royal family was waiting. At the very moment, as if to make it more trying to his temper, a disturbance was heard in the nursery overhead.

“Now,” thought the friend, “surely for once his temper will give way.” The thought had hardly passed through his mind, when Wilberforce turned to him, and said, “What a blessing it is to hear those dear children! Only think what a relief, among other hurries[3], to hear their voices, and to know they are well!”

Then there are some persons who are made angry by very little things. They take offence at the slightest words, and read a wrong meaning into most innocent deeds. They are ever ready to quarrel with any or every body. They remind us of John Lilburne[4], who, Cromwell tells us, was so quarrelsome that, if he could find nobody else to quarrel with, John would quarrel with Lilburne, and Lilburne with John.

Some people are always grumbling; if they had been born in the Garden of Eden they would not have been quite satisfied. Others are happy anywhere. If it rains, they can think of all the good the rain does to the thirsty earth; if the sun shines, they remember how the warm rays bring out the flowers and ripen the fruit.

It is the cheerful and hopeful person who, in the long run, succeeds. Of course we cannot all be happy at a moment’s notice. But if we try to look at the bright side of things, and search for the good qualities in our neighbours and friends, and do our part in life with a pleasant grace, it is wonderful how happy we shall become.

Men never break down, it is said, as long as they can keep cheerful. A merry heart is a continual feast to others beside itself. “The shadow of Florence Nightingale[5],” says Lord Avebury[6], “cured more than her medicines”; and if we share the burdens of others we lighten our own.

Happiness cannot be bought with money nor can it be grasped by power. There is a Persian story that the Great King, being out of spirits, consulted his astrologers[7], and was told that happiness could be found by wearing the shirt of a perfectly happy man. The Court and all the prosperous classes[8] in the country were searched in vain. No such man could be discovered. At last a labourer coming from his work was found to fulfil the condition; he was absolutely happy. But, alas! the remedy was as far off as over. The man had no shirt.



—Compiled by E.W.H.F.





WERE I so tall to reach the pole,

Or grasp the ocean with my span,

I must be measured by my soul;

The mind’s the standard of the man.



—WATTS



[1] useless repinings: Vain regrets.

[2] Wilberforce (1759-1833): A very benevolent man; took a leading part in securing the abolition of slavery in the British Dominions.

[3] other hurries: Urgent matters; things pressing to be done.

[4] John Lilburne: An English agitator who lived in the time of Charles I and Cromwell, by each of whom he was imprisoned.

[5] Florence Nightingale (1820-1910): Famous organiser of a nursing system during the Crimean War.

[6] Lord Avebury (1834-1913): Scientist; student of insect life; formerly Sir John Lubbock; wrote Pleasures of Life, Beauties of Nature, Ants, Bees, and Wasps, &c.

[7] astrologers: Those who pretend to foretell events by the stars.

[8] prosperous classes: Well-to-do people.


LESSON 8
A KANGAROO AT BAY

DONALD MACDONALD, Australian journalist and author. Wrote Gum Boughs and Wattle Blossom, How We Kept the Flag Flying, and articles on natural history.
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THE fighting kangaroo is one in a hundred. The “old man’s” legs must have failed him in flight before he trusts to their powers in battle. The fiercest fighter that I ever saw “stuck up” against a red gum-tree in the delta of the Edward and Wakool. It was during the rains of late winter, when the watercourses were running full; and, at some points, the two rivers had spread their waters over many miles of plain.

The dogs were not inclined to go to close quarters[1] with this fine six-foot specimen; and, while one of us threatened him with a stick in front, the other crept up behind the tree for a tail-hold. Once get a tail-hold of the largest kangaroo, and he is conquered. He may leap into the air, but a pull brings him back to the spot whence he sprang; while, at any moment, a sharp twitch to one side throws him off his legs. In an instant, the dogs rush in,and, keeping clear of the crescents[2] cut in air by his sweeping hind legs, slowly worry the life out of the game.

This one, for a time, very cleverly warded off the blows with his feeble little forearms, but, at last, springing clear over the dogs, made a dash for the watercourse. As he plunged into the yellow waters, the dog,were, once more by his side; and again the “boomer” wheeled, and backed against one of the big trees that stud these hollows. While he was standing on the bottom, and had his scarred[3] forearms, clear, the dogs were swimming. They were almost at his mercy now; and the usually soft eyes were blazing, and the nose twitching, in a way that showed the “old man” was more angry than afraid.
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AN OLD-MAN KANGAROO

As the dogs neared him, he bent forward, and pushed them beneath the water. There was no flurry, no mistake. Each dog, as he rose, was quietly patted down again—now the brindle, now the fawn. The latter had less of the bulldog blood in him, and soon tired, but the brindle kept up the struggle. With only one dog to deal with, the kangaroo would have soon finished the fight. Clasping the brindle in his arms, he held him now beneath the water. The owner of the dog must interfere, or lose his favourite.

Rushing in waist-deep, he aimed a swinging blow at the “old man” with a waddy of stunted gum. There were no arms to ward off the blow, but it fell a few inches short. On the crown of the head, it would have killed him instantly, but it struck the kangaroo just above the nose. A leap, one last lunge forward at his enemy, and kangaroo and dog went down together. They rose apart in the current, but neither wanted to renew the fight now. For nearly a quarter of a mile they were whirled along towards the Edward; there they swung round in an eddy to the farther bank, among floating leaves and rushes, and, side by side, crept ashore. There they lay within a few feet of each other, both badly injured, both beyond the reach of interference.

Next-day, the dog crept home with his side badly gashed; and the kangaroo had also disappeared. In that last lunge, the “old man” had struck his enemy just below the ribs, and the long, dagger-like claw had cut like steel through the flesh. The wound was stitched; and, in a week or so, the dog, whose sides were seamed with black sears, was winning new laurels[4], and multiplying his wounds.



—DONALD MACDONALD



[1] close quarters: Quite near; within reach.

[2] crescents: Semi-circles.

[3] scarred: Bearing marks of former battles.

[4] new laurels: Fresh victories.


LESSON 9
THE MAGPIE’S NEST
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ONCE on a time, the story says, when birds could talk and lecture,

A magpie[1] called her feathered friends to teach them architecture[2].

“To build a nest my courteous friends”—they all began to chatter
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“‘OF COURSE,’ SAID JENNY WREN.”

“No need to teach us that, good Meg, it’s such an easy matter.”

“To build a nest,” Professor Meg resumed her speech demurely[3],

“First choose a well-forked bough wherein the nest may sit securely.”

“Of course,” said Jenny Wren. “Now cross two sticks for the foundation!”

“Oh all know that,” quoth Master Rook, “without this long oration.”

“Then take some slender twigs to form the round sides of the dwelling.”

“A fool knows that,” exclaimed the thrush, “without a magpie’s telling.”

“Then take some wool and line the nest, and bind it well together.”

“Why that’s as clear,” exclaimed the owl, “as stars in frosty weather.”

While thus they talked, Professor Meg had half the nest completed,

And growing quite indignant now to see how she was treated,

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” she said, “I see you’re all so clever My lessons are superfluous[4], I’ll leave you then for ever.”

Away she flew and left the birds their folly to discover,

Who now can build but half a nest and cannot roof it over.

The magpie sits beneath her roof, nor rain nor hail can pelt her,

While others, brooding o’er[5] their young, themselves enjoy no shelter.

No better, fate do men deserve when self-conceit can lead them.

Friendly instructions to despise and think they do not need them.



[1] magpie: The bird here referred to is the English magpie, which roofs its nest. The nest of the Australian magpie is open.

[2] architecture: The art of building.

[3] demurely: Modestly.

[4] superfluous: Unnecessary; more than are wanted.

[5] brooding o’er: Covering with their wings.


LESSON 10
CUPS THAT CHEER
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SIX HUNDRED MILLIONS of people drink tea every day, and three thousand millions of pounds are grown, sold, and used every year. You can hardly think out these large numbers, can you? It will help you to understand, if we say that nearly one-half the people in the whole world take tea as a beverage, and that every tea- drinker uses, on an average, five pounds weight per year.

I wonder who first found out how to “make tea.” Most people in Europe know it now, but our forefathers in the Middle Ages[1] knew nothing of this luxury. Benjamin Franklin[2] tells an amusing story about some friends of his who had received a small quantity of tea as a present. They had heard of tea, but had never learned how it should be used.

What do you think they did? They boiled part of it, and then tried to eat the leaves! These they found so bitter that they believed they had not hit upon the right plan of cooking, so they tried again. They put some leaves into a pan, and fried them, but the leaves tasted no better than before. Several other plans were tried without success, and finally the tea was laid aside as useless.

Travellers who returned to Europe from the East were the first to tell Europeans about tea. A Russian in 1639 was residing with the Mogul[3] in India, and on departing for St. Petersburg he was asked by the Mogul to take a large present of tea to the Czar. The Russian did not like to refuse, but, it is said, he dropped the tea overboard on the way home, for he was not quite sure whether it was poison or not.

The Dutch in their early voyages to China used to barter sage for tea. One of the earliest references to tea in England is found in Samuel Pepys[4]’ diary, where he mentions the fact that on the 25th September, 1660, “I did send for a cup of tea, a China drink, of which I never had drunk before.” In 1666, Lord Arlington brought over a few pounds from Holland as a curiosity. A pound of tea sold then for sixty shillings. Some collectors of curios[5] assert that they have the very tea-pot which was used by Oliver Cromwell, but this statement is not well founded. It was during the 18th century that tea came into use in England as a general beverage, its consumption reaching 2 lb. per person per annum.

The native home of the tea-plant is China. The Chinese have a legend that a famous Emperor named Chinnung discovered tea in 2737 B.C. Tea-growing was introduced into Japan early in the ninth century, into Java in 1826, and into India at some time between 1800 and 1840, when the Assam[6] Tea Company was formed. In 1876 successful tea gardens were planted in Ceylon.

[image: img45]

“CUPS THAT CHEER.”

China still supplies most of the world’s markets with tea. There tea-shrubs are generally reared in small plantations, and the leaves are picked by the family. In the harvest season you can see the Chinese in groups on every hillside, gathering the tea. With gloved hands they pick off each leaf singly, yet so nimble are their fingers that each picker gathers ten or twelve pounds a day.

Some people take milk in their tea, some take sugar, some take both. In China, tea is always taken without either milk or sugar. Rich Chinese make their tea. in the cup by putting in some leaves—which they themselves may have grown as a pastime— and pouring boiling water over them. The Japanese sometimes grind the leaves to a powder, and drink it with the infusion[7]. In Russia, where much tea is drunk, lemon-juice is used to flavour it instead of milk and sugar.

Learned men assure us that tea has really valuable properties, and that, on the whole, it is one of the best and most harmless of the world’s drinks. Like everything else, however, it is harmful when taken to excess, a danger which we in Australia need to guard against.

Whether in the home, or at a picnic, or on a journey, or round a camp-fire, a cup of tea is always welcome. No wonder that poets call it “the cup that cheers.”

Cowper[8] gives us a pleasant picture in the well-known lines:—


“Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast;

Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round;

And while the bubbling and loud-hissing urn

Throws up a steamy column, and the cups

That cheer but not inebriate[9] wait on each,

So let us welcome peaceful evening in.”





Compiled by E.W.H.F.



[1] the Middle Ages: The period extending from the latter part of the fifth century, 476 A.D., and ending about the close of the fifteenth century.

[2] Benjamin Franklin (1706-1790): American scientist and statesman; wrote the Sayings of Poor Richard.

[3] Mogul: The sovereign of the so-called Mogul Empire, or Empire of Delhi, which at one time included most of Hindustan.

[4] Samuel Pepys (1633-1703): A Londoner, noted for his famous diary, which gives a minute account of ten years of his life, and of the gossip of his day.

[5] curios: Rare or curious objects.

[6] Assam: British Possession in Further India, N.E. of Bay of Bengal.

[7] infusion: The liquid obtained by steeping or soaking a substance in water.

[8] Cowper (1731-1800): Famous English poet; wrote The Task, Mother’s Picture, John Gilpin.

[9] inebriate: Make drunk.


LESSON 11
ADVENTURE WITH A SHARK

BALLANTYNE, RONERT MICHAEL (1825-1894), popular writer of stories for boys. Published over eighty volumes. Born in Edinburgh; died in Rome. Among his best-known books are The Gorilla Hunters, Coral Island, The Young Fur Traders.
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[Jack, Ralph, and Peterkin, three lads wrecked on an island in the Pacific, go out on a log to fish. They catch a large fish, but soon afterwards have an unpleasant adventure.]



Now, while we were thus intent upon[1] our sport, our attention was suddenly attracted by a ripple on the sea, just a few yards away from us. Peterkin shouted to us to paddle in that direction, as he thought it was a big fish, and we might have a chance of catching it. But Jack, instead of complying, said, in a deep, earnest tone of voice, which I never before heard him use—

“Haul up your line, Peterkin; seize your paddle; quick—it’s a shark!”

The horror with which we heard this may well be imagined, for it must be remembered that our legs were hanging down in the water, and we could not venture to pull them up without upsetting the log. Peterkin instantly hauled up the line, and grasping his paddle, exerted himself to the utmost, while we also did our best to make for shore. But we were a good way off, and the log being, as I have before said, very heavy, moved but slowly through the water.

We now saw the shark quite distinctly swimming round and round us, its sharp fin every now and then protruding above the water. From its active and unsteady motions, Jack knew it was making up its mind to attack us, so he urged us vehemently[2] to paddle for our lives, while he himself set us the example. Suddenly he shouted, “Look out! there he comes!” and in a second we saw the monstrous fish dive close under us, and turn half over on his side. But we all made a great commotion with our paddles, which no doubt frightened it away for that time, as we saw it immediately after circling round us as before.

“Throw the fish to him,” cried Jack, in a quick, suppressed voice: “we’ll make the shore in time yet if we can keep him off for a few minutes.”

Peterkin stopped one instant to obey the command, and then plied his paddle again with all his might. No sooner had the fish fallen on the water than we observed the shark to sink. In another second we saw its white breast rising; for sharks always turn over on their sides when about to seize their prey, their mouths being, not at the point of their heads like those of other fish, but, as it were, under their chins. In another moment his snout rose above the water; his wide jaws, armed with a terrific double row of teeth, appeared. The dead fish was engulfed[3], and the shark sank out of sight. But Jack was mistaken in supposing that it would be satisfied. In a very few minutes it returned to us, and its quick motions led us to fear that it would attack us at once.

“Stop paddling,” cried Jack, suddenly. “I see it coming up behind us. Now, obey my orders quickly. Our lives may depend on it. Ralph, Peterkin, do your best to balance the log. Don’t look out for the shark. Don’t glance behind you. Do nothing but balance the log.”

Peterkin and I instantly did as we were ordered, being only too glad to do anything that afforded us a chance or a hope of escape, for we had implicit[4] confidence in Jack’s courage and wisdom. For a few seconds, that seemed long minutes to my mind, we sat thus silently; but I could not resist glancing backward, despite the orders to the contrary. On doing so, I saw Jack sitting rigid[5] like a statue, with his paddle raised, his lips compressed, and his eyebrows bent over his eyes, which glared savagely from beneath them down into the water.

I also saw the shark, to my horror, quite close under the log, in the act of darting towards Jack’s foot. I could scarce suppress a cry on beholding this. In another moment the shark rose. Jack drew his leg suddenly from the water, and threw it over the log. The monster snout rubbed against the log as it passed, and revealed its hideous jaws, into which Jack instantly plunged the paddle, and thrust it down its throat.
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“JACK THRUST THE PADDLE DOWN ITS THROAT.”

So violent was this act that Jack rose to his feet in performing it; the log was thereby rolled completely over, and we were once more plunged into the water. We all rose, spluttering and gasping, in a moment.

“Now, then, strike out for shore,” cried Jack.—“Here, Peterkin, catch hold of my collar, and kick out with a will.”

Peterkin did as he was desired, and Jack struck out with such force that he cut through the water like a boat; while I, being free from all encumbrance[6], succeeded in keeping up with him. As we had by this time drawn pretty near to the shore, a few minutes more sufficed to carry us into shallow water; and, finally, we landed in safety, though very much exhausted, and not a little frightened by our terrible adventure.



—R. M. BALLANTYNE



[1] intent upon: Engaged earnestly on.

[2] vehemently: Forcibly.

[3] engulfed: Swallowed.

[4] implicit: Entire; unquestioning.

[5] rigid: Stiff.

[6] encumbrance: Hindrance.


LESSON 12
THE SUNSHINE

MARY HOWITT (1799-1888), wrote poems and stories, and translated Hans Andersen’s Fairy Tales.
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I LOVE the sunshine everywhere—

In wood, and field, and glen;

I love it in the busy haunts

Of town-imprisoned men.



I love it, when it streameth in

The humble cottage door,

And casts the chequered casement shade[1]

Upon the red-brick floor.



I love it, where the children lie

Deep in the clovery grass,

To watch among the twining roots

The gold-green beetle pass.



I love it, on the breezy sea,

To glance on sail and oar,

While the great waves, like molten glass,

Come leaping to the shore.



I love it, on the mountain tops.

Where lies the thawless[2] snow;

And half a kingdom, bathed in light,

Lies stretching out below.
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KINDNESS LIKE SUNSHINE

O! yes, I love the sunshine!

Like kindness, or like mirth,

Upon a human countenance,

Is sunshine on the earth.



Upon the earth—upon the sea—

And through the crystal air[3]—

Or piled-up clouds—the gracious sun

Is gracious everywhere.



—MARY HOWITT



[1] chequered casement shade: The shadow of the diamond-paned window frame on the floor.

[2] thawless: Never melting.

[3] crystal air: Air clear as glass.


LESSON 13
GALLANT GORDON
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FEW generals have been more loved by their soldiers or more honoured by their fellow countrymen than Gordon of Khartoum. His fame has reached all parts of the world, while his bravery, self-denial, and goodness have won for him universal respect.

Charles George Gordon was the son of an artillery officer, and was born at Woolwich[1] on the 28th January, 1833. He belonged to a gallant stock, and the name of Gordon is frequently recorded with honour in the annals of the British Army.

Before he was fifteen years of age he became a student of the Royal Military Academy, and began to study for the career of an army officer. At nineteen he received his first commission. Two years later he was sent to Corfu[2]. “All the youth of England was on fire” then. The Crimean[3] war was raging, and Great Britain’s finest troops had heard the call to arms.
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GENELAL GORDON

Gordon went, and, like thousands of his countrymen, he had to endure all sorts of hardships in the camp and on the battlefield. He learned there lessons that were of great value to him in later life. By his attention to duty, his fearlessness of death, and his brave character, he had already earned the respect of all whom he met. When the war was over he did good service by helping to define the boundaries of Asiatic Turkey and Russia.

For several years he distinguished himself in China. That country was suffering greatly from the Taiping rebellion[4]. Gordon, with his “ever victorious army,” lent himself to the Emperor in the interest of good order. He recovered the great city of Nanking from the hands of the rebels, and soon their lawless rising was over. From his gallantry and success in this struggle he earned the title of “Chinese Gordon.”
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THE LAST SCENE

From 1865 to 1871 he was engaged in completing the defence of the Thames River at Gravesend. But his splendid soldierly qualities were soon needed elsewhere. Egypt was not at peace within itself, and there were foes outside waiting to prey upon Africa. At the end of 1873, after being “British Commissioner to the European Commission of the Danube” for two years, Gordon conducted a successful expedition into Africa under the Khedive[5] of Egypt, and four years later he was appointed Governor of the Soudan[6]. His noble character, prompt action, and conspicuous justice soon enabled him to settle many troubles and allay life-long feuds. After three years of valuable service he relinquished his post.

But in 1884 the British Government again needed him in Egypt. He was sent to the Soudan to report on its condition and to take all the means that were needful to ensure the safety of the troops in that country. He went direct, to Khartoum[7] and tried his utmost to secure the objects for which he had been sent abroad. When at Khartoum he was cut off from Cairo and from all the rest of the British forces. The place was besieged for 319 days. What was suffered by its gallant defenders during that terrible time no one can tell. Gordon, in the hope that relief was coming, daily urged the troops to keep up their heroic resistance. But they were weakened by starvation. “All the donkeys, dogs, cats, rats, etc., had been eaten; a small ration of gum was issued daily to the troops, and a sort of bread was made from pounded palm-tree fibre.” Suddenly Khartoum was stormed by the Arabs, and Gordon and his comrades fell on the 26th January, just two days before the arrival of the expedition under General Wilson, which had been pressing forward to save them.

Gordon was a deeply devout man. He has been called the soldier-saint of England; and a high Christian faith ever burned in his heart. He delighted in helping others; and in the years 1865-1871, when he was superintending the new defence works on the Thames, he formed evening classes for neglected boys. These were the beginnings of the now famous Gordon Clubs.

In a debate in the House of Commons on the state of affairs in the Soudan, the Prime Minister thus spoke:— “General Gordon has devoted his life and all that makes life valuable to his Sovereign and his country. The purpose of General Gordon was not limited even to those great and noble objects. His life was devoted to his Sovereign, to his country, and to the world.

“General Gordon was a hero, and a hero among heroes. There have been men who obtained and deserved the praise of heroism, whose heroism was manifested chiefly on the field of battle or in other contests, and who, when examined in the tenor of their personal life, were not, in all respects, heroic.

“If you take the case of this man, however, pursue him into privacy, and investigate his heart and his mind, you will find that he had not proposed to himself any ideal of wealth or power, or even fame. To do good was the object he proposed to himself in his whole life, and for that object his one desire was to spend and to be spent.

“Such is the man we have lost. The loss is great indeed, but he is not all lost, for such examples are fruitful in the future. I trust there will grow from the contemplation of his character and deeds other men who in future times may emulate[8] his noble and great example.”



—Compiled by E.W.H.F.



[1] Woolwich: A town on the Thames, noted for its soldiers’ hospital, arsenal, and navy and army stores.

[2] Corfu: The largest of the Ionian Islands.

[3] Crimea: A peninsula in Southern Russia, seat of the war of 1854-56.

[4] Taiping rebellion: A Chinese rebellion which was stamped out in 1864.

[5] Khedive: The ruler of Egypt.

[6] Soudan: Large tract of country in Central Africa.

[7] Khartoum: Chief town of the Soudan at the junction of the Blue Nile and White Nile. Here General Gordon was killed in 1885.

[8] emulate: Try to equal or surpass.


LESSON 14
TREE-HOUSES IN NEW GUINEA
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DWELLING-HOUSES in Queensland are generally built of wood, and public buildings of brick or stone; but whether the structure is of bark or granite, whether it is an aboriginal mia-mia, or the familiar tent, or a city palace, we always find that those who build prefer to build on the ground. In New Guinea, however, the natives climb trees and build dwelling-places there, just as the birds build their nests. Sir Francis Winter, who was at one time chief judicial officer of British New Guinea, gives the following interesting account:—

“Tree-houses have been so frequently mentioned in connection with New Guinea, that a few remarks on these small buildings may be of interest. The accounts given of them by people, even by those who do know something, are apparently at times much overtinted by fancy[1]. I read in one work that the tree-houses were the sleeping quarters of young ladies of the village who were always packed off to their aerial[2], and somewhat limited, apartments shortly after sundown.

“Three-house are used as a means of denfence.They have a solid floor and sides, made of poles, and there is, as a rule, a small platform in front, from which missiles[3] can be cast down on the enemy.
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NEW GUINEA TREE-HOUSES

“I have listened to some remarkable accounts of the heights that tree-houses are built above the ground. I have heard it asserted that tree-houses one hundred and fifty feet from the ground have been seen. I can only say that I went and had a look at one of these one hundred and fifty feet houses, and that in my humble opinion the height was only a little over fifty feet. I estimated the highest one that I ever saw to be sixty feet from the ground, and it was in an unusually high tree.

“As a rule, the trees alongside New Guinea villages grow no higher than iron-bark trees do in the bush near Brisbane, and the houses are rarely much more than half-way up the tree. Sometimes the tree is polled[4] to a certain extent, before the house is built in it. A tree-house, even if it is only thirty feet from the ground, is a good protection from spears.

“The house is reached by a ladder made of vines,which can be easily cut away at the summit if need be. There appears to exist a law of etiquette[5] with respect to the mode of attack-ing tree-houses. I never heard of any attempt being made to cut down the tree in which the house was built.

“Some years ago a party from an inland tribe attacked a village at the back of the Astrolabe Range, killed some of the people, and forced the rest to take refuge in their tree-houses. The besieged soon ran short of missiles, probably (native fashion) having been careless about providing a proper supply.

“The besiegers became aware of this, and sat for some time under the tree-houses, and amused themselves by jeering at and taunting their occupants. Although they had iron hatchets and the trees were not very big, they made no attempt to cut them down, and finally departed, leaving the people in the tree-houses unharmed.

“One of our officers, who visited the scene shortly afterwards, remarked to the natives of the village that had been attacked, that he wondered the enemy had not cut down the trees. They were evidently surprised at this remark, and replied that such an act would have been quite contrary to native customs.”



[1] overtinted by fancy: Too highly coloured; overdrawn by imagination.

[2] aerial: Airy; built in mid-air.

[3] missile: A weapon thrown as an arrow or a stone.

[4] is polled: Has the top cut off.

[5] law of etiquette: A recognised custom.


LESSON 15
THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW (1807-1882), famous American poet; wrote Evangeline, Hiawatha, Miles Standish, and numerous short poems.
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UNDER a spreading chestnut tree

The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny[1] arms

Are strong as iron bands.



His hair is crisp, and black, and long;

His face is like the tan[2];

His brow is wet with honest sweat;

He earns whate’er he can;

And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owes not any man.



Week in, week out, from morn till night

You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat[3] and slow,

Like a sexton[4] ringing the village bell,

When the evening sun is low.



And children coming home from school

Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly

Like chaff from a threshing-floor.



He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach;

He hears his daughter’s voice

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.



It sounds to him like her mother’s voice

Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard rough hand he wipes

A tear out of his eyes.
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“CHILDREN COMING HOME FROM SCHOOL LOOK IN AT THE OPEN DOOR.”

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,

Each evening, sees it close;

Something attempted, something done

Has earned a night’s repose.



Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought.



—LONGFELLOW



[1] brawny: Strong and powerful.

[2] like the tan: Of a dark-brown colour.

[3] with measured beat: Striking regular blows.

[4] sexton: Caretaker of a church, one of whose duties it is to ring the bell. The curfew bell is alluded to in the poem.


LESSON 16
THE GREAT FIGHT
I
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[Martin Rattler, who sees Bob Croaker, the bully of the school, about to drown Martin’s pet kitten, gives chase. In spite of falls he continues to pursue, resolved that his pet shall not be drowned if any efforts of his can prevent the catastrophe.]



It would have required sharper eyes than yours or mine to have observed how Martin got on his legs again; but he did it in a twinkling, and was half across the field almost before you could wink, and panting on the heels of Bob Croaker. Bob saw him coming, and instantly started off at a hard run, followed by the whole school. A few minutes brought them to the bank of the stream, where Bob Croaker halted, and, turning round, held the white kitten up by the nape of the neck.

“Oh, spare it! spare it, Bob!—don’t do it— please don’t, don’t do it!” gasped Martin, as he strove in vain to run faster.

“There you go!” shouted Bob, with a coarse laugh, sending the kitten high into the air, whence it fell with a loud splash into the water.

It was a dreadful shock to feline nerves[1], no doubt, but that white kitten was no ordinary animal. Its little heart beat bravely when it rose to the surface, and before its young master came up it had regained the bank. But, alas! what a change! It went into the stream a fat, round, comfortable ball of eider-down[2]; it came out—a scraggy blotch of white paint, with its black eyes glaring like two great glass beads! No sooner did it crawl out of the water than Bob Croaker seized it, and whirled it round his head, amid suppressed cries of “Shame!” intending to throw it in again; but at that instant Martin Rattler seized Bob by the collar of his coat with both hands, and, letting himself drop suddenly, dragged the cruel boy to the ground, while the kitten crept humbly away and hid itself in a thick tuft of grass.

A moment sufficed[3] to enable Bob Croaker, who was nearly twice Martin’s weight, to free himself from the grasp of his panting antagonist, whom he threw on his back, and he doubled his fist, intending to strike Martin on the face; but a general rush of the boys prevented this.

“Shame, shame! fair play!” cried several; “don’t hit him when he’s down!”

“Then let him rise up and come on!” cried Bob fiercely, as he sprang up and released Martin.

“Ay, that’s fair. Now then, Martin, remember the kitten.”

“Strike men of your own size!” cried several of the bigger boys, as they interposed[4] to prevent Martin from rushing into the unequal contest.

“So I will,” cried Bob Croaker, glaring round with passion. “Come on, any of you that likes. I don’t care a button for the biggest of you.”

No one accepted this challenge, for Bob was the oldest and the strongest boy in the school, although, as is usually the case with bullies, by no means the bravest.

Seeing that no one intended to fight with him, and that a crowd of boys strove to hold Martin Rattler back, while they assured him that he had not the smallest chance in the world, Bob turned towards the kitten, which was quietly and busily employed in licking itself dry, and said, “Now, Martin, you coward, I’ll give it another swim for your impudence.”

“Stop, stop!” cried Martin earnestly. “Bob Croaker, I would rather do anything than fight. I would give you everything I have to save my kitten; but if you won’t spare it unless I fight, I’ll do it. If you throw it in before you fight me, you’re the greatest coward that ever walked. Just give me five minutes to breathe, and a drink of Water, and I’ll fight you as long as I can stand.”

Bob looked at his little foe in surprise. “Well, that’s fair. I’m your man; but if you don’t lick me, I’ll drown the kitten, that’s all.” Having said this, he quietly divested himself of his jacket and neckcloth, while several boys assisted Martin to do the same, and brought him a draught of water in the crown of one of their caps. In five minutes all was ready, and the two boys stood face to face and foot to foot, with their fists doubled and revolving[5], and a ring of boys around them.



—R. M. BANLLANTYNE



[1] feline nerves: The nerves of a cat.

[2] eider-down: The softer fluffy feathers of the eider duck.

[3] sufficed: Was enough.

[4] interposed: Interfered; pushed themselves between the combatants.

[5] revolving: Going round and round.


LESSON 17
THE GREAT FIGHT
II
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JUST at this critical moment[1] the kitten, having found the process of licking itself dry more fatiguing than it had expected, gave vent to a faint mew of distress. It was all that was wanting to set Martin’s indignant[2] heart into a blaze of inexpressible fury[3]. Bob Croaker’s visage instantly received a shower of sharp, stinging blows, that had the double effect of taking that youth by surprise and throwing him down upon the greensward. But Martin could not hope to do this a second time.

Bob now knew the vigour[4] of his assailant, and braced himself warily[5] to the combat, commencing operations by giving Martin a tremendous blow on the point of his nose, and another on the chest. These had the effect of tempering[6] Martin’s rage with a salutary degree of caution[7], and of eliciting[8] from the spectators sundry cries of warning on the one hand, and admiration on the other, while the young champions revolved warily round each other, and panted vehemently.

The battle that was fought that day was one of a thousand. It created as great a sensation in the village school as did the battle of Waterloo in England. It was a notable fight, such as had not taken place within the memory of the oldest boy in the village, and from which, in after years, events of juvenile history were dated—especially pugilistic events, of which, when a good one came off, it used to be said hat “such a battle had not taken place since the year of the Great Fight.”

Bob Croaker was a noted fighter. Martin Rattler was, up to this date, an untried hero. Although fond of rough play and boisterous mischief, he had an unconquerable aversion[9] to earnest fighting, and very rarely indeed returned home with a black eye.

It was well for Martin Rattler, on that great day, that the formation of the ground favoured him. The spot on which the fight took place was uneven, and covered with little hillocks and hollows, over which Bob Croaker stumbled and into which he fell—being a clumsy boy on his legs—and did himself considerable damage; while Martin, who was firmly knit[10] and active as a kitten, scarcely ever fell, or, if he did, sprang up again like an india-rubber ball.

Fair play was embedded deep in the centre of Martin’s heart, so that he scorned to hit his adversary when he was down or in the act of rising; but the thought of the fate that awaited the white kitten if he were conquered acted like lightning in his veins[11], and scarcely had Bob time to double his fists after a fall, when he was knocked back again into the hollow out of which he had risen.
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“HE PLUNGED… INTO BOB CROAKER’S BOSOM!”

There were no rounds in this fight—no pausing to recover breath. Martin’s anger rose with every blow, whether given or received; and although he was knocked down flat four or five times, he rose again, and, without a second’s delay, rushed headlong at his enemy. Feeling that he was too little and light to make much impression on Bob Croaker by means of mere blows, he endeavoured as much as possible to throw his weight against him at each assault; but Bob stood his ground well, and after a time seemed even to be recovering strength a little.

Suddenly he made a rush at Martin, and, dealing him a successful blow on the forehead, knocked him down; at the same time he himself tripped over a mole-hill and fell upon his face. Both were on their legs in an instant. Martin grew desperate. The white kitten swimming for its life seemed to rise before him, and new energy was infused into his frame[12]. He retreated a step or two, and then darted forward like an arrow from a bow. Uttering a loud cry, he sprang completely in the air and plunged—head and fists together, as if he were taking a dive— into Bob Croaker’s bosom!

The effect was tremendous. Bob went down like a shock of grain[13] before the sickle; and having, in their prolonged movements, approached close to the brink of the stream, both he and Martin went with a sounding splash into the deep pool and disappeared. It was but for a moment, however. Martin’s head emerged first, with eyes and mouth distended to the utmost[14]. Instantly, on finding bottom, he turned to deal his opponent another blow; but it was not needed. When Bob Croaker’s head rose to the surface there was no motion in the features, and the  eyes were closed. The intended blow was changed into a friendly grasp, and exerting himself to the utmost, Martin dragged his insensible school-fellow to the bank, where, in a few minutes, he recovered sufficiently to declare in a sulky tone that he would fight no more.

“Bob Croaker,” said Martin, holding out his hand, “I’m sorry we’ve had to fight. I wouldn’t have done it but to save my kitten. You compelled me to do it, you know that. Come, let’s be friends again.



—R. M. BALLANTYNE



[1] critical moment: Just as they were going to fight.

[2] indignant: Filled with a sense of wrong.

[3] inexpressible fury: Anger so great that no words could describe it.

[4] vigour: Strength.

[5] warily: Cautiously.

[6] tempering: Calming; cooling.

[7] salutary degree of caution: Wholesome amount of carefulness.

[8] eliciting: Calling forth.

[9] unconquerable aversion: Dislike which cannot be overcome.

[10] firmly knit: Well built.

[11] acted like lightning in his veins: Roused him to fiercer efforts.

[12] new energy was infused into his frame: He received fresh strength.

[13] shock of grain: A bundle of stalks of wheat, barley, etc.

[14] distended to the utmost: Opened as widely as possible.


LESSON 18
WHICH SHALL IT BE?
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“WHICH shall it be? which shall it be?”

I looked at John—John looked at me.

(Dear, patient John, who loves me yet,

As well as though my locks were jet.)

And when I found that I must speak,

My voice seemed strangely low and weak.

“Tell me again what Robert said,”

And then I, listening, bent my head.



“This is his letter: ‘I will give

A house and land while you shall live,

If, in return, from out your seven,

One child to me for aye is given.’”

I looked at John’s old garments worn,

I thought of all that John had borne

Of poverty, and work, and care,

Which I, though willing, could not share;



Of seven hungry mouths to feed,

Of seven little children’s need,

And then of this. “Come, John,” said I,

“We’ll choose among them as they lie

Asleep”; so, walking hand in hand,

Dear John and I surveyed our band.

First to the cradle lightly stepped,

Where Lilian, the baby, slept;

Her damp curls lay, like gold alight,

A glory’gainst the pillow white;

Softly her father stooped to lay

His rough hand down in loving way,

When dream or whisper made her stir,

And huskily he said, “Not her.”



We stooped beside the trundle-bed[1],

And one long ray the lamplight shed

Athwart[2] the boyish faces there,

In sleep so pitiful and fair.

I saw on Jamie’s rough, red cheek,

A tear undried; ere John could speak,

“He’s but a baby, too,” said I,

And kissed him as we hurried by.



Pale, patient Robby’s angel face

Still in his sleep bore suffering’s trace;

“No, for a thousand crowns, not him,”

He whispered, while our eyes were dim.

Poor Dick! sad Dick! our wayward son,

Turbulent[3], reckless, idle one,—

Could he be spared? Nay, He Who gave

Bids us befriend him to the grave.



“Only a mother’s heart can be

Patient enough with such as he;

And so,” said John, “I would not dare

To send him from her bedside prayer.”

Then stole we softly up above,

And knelt by Mary, child of love;

“Perhaps for her ’twould better be,”

I said to John. Quite silently



He lifted up a curl that lay

Across her cheek in wilful way,

And shook his head: “Nay, love, not thee”;

The while my heart beat audibly[4].

Only one more, our eldest lad,

Trusty and truthful, good and glad,—

So like his father:“No, John, no;

I cannot, will not, let him go!”



And so we wrote, in courteous way,

We could not give one child away;

And afterwards toil lighter seemed,

Thinking of that of which we dreamed;

Happy, in truth, that not one face

We missed from its accustomed place;

Thankful to work for all the seven,

Trusting them all to One in heaven.





ANONYMOUS



[1] trundle-bed: A low bed mounted on trundles, or small wheels, so that it can be trundled about.

[2] athwart: Across.

[3] turbulent: Restless; disobedient.

[4] audibly: So that it could be heard.


LESSON 19
FLOODS
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“MOTHER, may I go down to the river? It has stopped raining now!”

“Very well, Tom,” replied his mother, “only, be careful, and don’t stay away long!”

So Tom ran off down the paddock, to the river which flowed past his father’s selection[1].

It had been raining, more or less, for ten days. Sometimes the rain fell as though in solid masses; then, when the furious downfall abated[2], light showers would follow. The ground was soaked, and the water ran freely over the surface to the lower levels. It filled the water- holes and lagoons, the creeks began to rise, and soon were emptying their rapid yellowish waters into the river.

“All hot countries,” Tom’s father had once told him, “are liable to floods. The sun has great power in the tropics[3] to draw up the water from the sea. You know how the vapour rises into the air. The higher the temperature of the air the greater amount of moisture it can hold.

“When the air is cooled the vapour becomes visible, as cloud, or if it be near the earth’s surface, as mist. When the air becomes cooled gradually, and to a slight extent, the rain drops are small and the rain is light; when the vapour is suddenly lowered in temperature the drops are large and the rain heavy.

“In some tropical countries where the sun is always at work on large bodies of water, vapour collects in the air to a very large amount, and it may take days, or even weeks, to condense[4] and fall. Whenever it rains more than two or three days continually, the water that falls has not the time to soak through the soil or be carried off in the streams; so it gathers, and gathers, and at last we have a flood.”

When Tom got to the river, where the crossing was, he found the water rising rapidly. A little thought was enough to show him that he should go back home at once and tell his father the news. There had been a flood in that district twenty years before, and many were the stories which the older folk could relate.

One settler remembered the day when the river rose forty feet in a few hours, and swept away fencing, crops, stock, and houses. All the low-lying paddocks were turned into an inland sea. Everybody for miles round had suffered in some way, and it was only, as it were, by a miracle[5] that no human lives were lost. A whole family had been compelled to camp for two days in the upper branches of a giant gum tree while the swirling waters hurried past, carrying with them all sorts of debris[6].
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A TOWN IN FLOOD

One hutkeeper had a doleful remembrance of the flood. He had been afraid to keep his savings in the hut with him, and for safety had concealed the money in a fallen tree. The flood came in the night, and when the man woke next morning the tree had been swept down stream, and with it his seventy pounds.

A sheep farmer living thirty miles away from Tom’s home had lost five thousand sheep in a flood that came on the district unawares. Many of the settlers, too, had tales to tell how goods went up in price; how waggons and teams were bogged on the flooded roads; how household belongings were taken away on hastily built rafts and placed in safety on higher ground; how the mails and nearly all communications with distant places were delayed for three weeks, till the waters had gone down and travelling was safe once more.

Tom ran all the way home, but the news of the flood was there before him. Fortunately, his father had built the house high on the top of a hill, above all flood marks, so there was nothing to fear except for the stock. Already Tom’s brothers were out on horseback on the ridges, and by nightfall the farmer’s cattle were safe.

As they sat on the veranda after tea watching the rain coming down steadily, father told them many stories of floods he had known.

“What are floods good for?” asked Tom. “You see that rich flat yonder?” answered his father, pointing to about one hundred and sixty acres of splendid soil. “That soil was washed down from the mountains and left behind when the flood waters went down. That flat is the best block of land in the district.”

“Floods clean out rivers, too, so they say,” added Bessie, who had been listening carefully all the time. “True,” rejoined her father, “they are sometimes blessings in disguise. Moreover, the more we study rainfall, the easier it becomes to prepare for floods in such a way as to prevent any great losses front them.

“By widening rivers, for instance, we can give the flood waters more room to get away before any damage is done to the towns on the river banks. By building dams at different points of a river’s course, flood water can be held there long enough to allow the rainfall lower down to get free.

“By telegraph and telephone we can rapidly find out how much rain has fallen on the watershed of any river, and so can calculate very closely not only the height to which the waters will rise, but also the hour when they will be at their highest. Being forewarned, we are forearmed. Excessive rainfall, instead of being one of the disasters of our climate, may be transformed[7], by forethought and energy, into one of Nature’s best blessings.”



—E. W. H. F.



[1] selection: A piece of land “selected” by a farmer from areas offered by the Crown.

[2] abated: Slackened.

[3] tropics: Hottest regions of the earth.

[4] condense: Change from vapour into liquid.

[5] miracle: Wonderful event.

[6] debris: Rubbish; fragments.

[7] transformed: Changed.


LESSON 20
THE GOLDEN APPLES OF THE HESPERIDES
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THE Greek hero Hercules was doomed, during a period of twelve years, to carry out any tasks set him by his stepbrother Eurystheus. During that time Eurystheus set him twelve most difficult tasks, and the fulfilment of these is known as the Twelve Labours of Hercules.

One of the most difficult of these was to obtain three golden apples from a tree which had been given by Juno[1] as a wedding present to her husband Jupiter[2], the chief of the gods.

Hercules had no idea where these wonderful apples were to be found, for, though they were much talked about, no one seemed to know where the tree grew which bore the golden fruit. At last, after many inquiries, Hercules was advised to seek counsel from the water-nymphs, who dwelt on the banks of the Eridanus[3]. The hero crossed the Adriatic Sea to the plain of the great river, where he found the water-nymphs. They told him that they themselves did not know where the apples grew, but that Nereus, the god of the sea, could tell him, although they did not think that he would. Hercules crossed to the islands where Nereus was to be found. The hero was fortunate enough to surprise the god asleep on a sand- bank, and at once seized him. Nereus looked like an old man, but his beard, instead of being white, was quite blue.

The god awoke with a start. He immediately changed into a fish and tried to slip through the hero’s fingers. When this failed he turned into a huge eagle and tried to fly away. But Hercules held him fast, and before he would release the god the hero forced him to tell where the golden apples were to be found.

Nereus told him to seek the garden of The Hesperides, daughters of the giant Atlas, for they guarded the precious tree. As the maidens were fond of pleasure, and given at times to slumber, the tree was further guarded by a dragon eighty feet long, who breathed forth fire to destroy any stranger that drew nigh.

The Hesperides had their garden on a lonely island far to the west of the Afric land in the midst of sunny seas.

Hercules at once set forth on this long journey, and had many wonderful adventures by the way. After wandering for many weary months he met the hero Prometheus, whom he had freed from a rock, to which the hero had been chained as a punishment for stealing fire from heaven to bring comfort to mortal men.

When Prometheus heard of the quest for the golden apples, he advised Hercules to seek out the giant Atlas, who alone could obtain them from his daughters’ garden, for the serpent coiled at the base of the tree was immortal.

Hercules sought out Atlas, and found him groaning under a punishment inflicted upon him by Zeus[4], the father of the gods.

Atlas, who was a giant of immense strength, had tried to scale the heavens and take a place among the gods. His attempt failed, and for his impiety Zeus had sentenced him to bear the heavens upon his shoulders for all time.
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“THE GARDEN OF THE HESPERIDES.”

When Hercules asked Atlas about the golden apples, the weary giant, glad of the chance to rid himself of his burden even for a short time, willingly promised to obtain them, if the hero would take his place and support the heavens while he was away.

Hercules undertook to perform the task, and climbed a high hill till he was on a level with the giant’s head. He then took the weight upon his shoulders.

Atlas set forth and presently returned, bearing with him three shining apples of purest gold. But Atlas was not at all willing to resume his heavy burden, and proposed that he himself should carry the apples to Eurystheus, and then return. Had he done so, Hercules would have failed in the task appointed him, and would have been forced to serve his step brother for more weary years.

The hero pretended to agree, but begged Atlas to bear the weight for a little, while he placed a pad under his neck, which was chafed and sore from the great weight.

The simple giant consented, but as soon as the hero felt the weight lifted he dropped to his knees and rolled down the hillside, leaving poor Atlas to hold up the heavens as best he could.

Hercules seized the apples, which Atlas had placed on the ground, and quickly made his way back to Argolis[5].

After weary weeks of travel the hero reached home and handed the precious fruit to his stepbrother. Eurystheus placed the apples in the temple of the goddess Minerva[6], who returned them to Juno. She sent them back to the garden of The Hesperides, with orders that they should be still more strictly guarded. There, it is said, they are still to be found by him who can discover the garden and overcome the dragon.

As for Atlas, he was groaning under the weight of the heavens and lamenting his hard fate, when Perseus[7] passed by, bearing the Gorgon’s head[8]. At the earnest request of the tired giant, Perseus unveiled the head, and Atlas at once stiffened into stone. Be that as it may, the Atlas Mount stands to this day on the Afric plain, a gigantic rock whose top is eternally shrouded[9] in cloud.



—A. EXLEY



[1] Juno: Queen of heaven, wife of Jupiter, patroness of married women.

[2] Jupiter: Chief god of the Romans.

[3] Eridanus: The name given by the Greeks to the River Po in Italy.

[4] Zeus: Another name for Jupiter.

[5] Argolis: A province of Greece.

[6] Minerva: The goddess of wisdom, and daughter of Jupiter.

[7] Perseus: A hero, comrade of Hercules.

[8] Gorgon’s head: The head of a giantess with living snakes in place of hair; the appearance of this head was so dreadful that it froze into stone all those who gazed upon it.

[9] Shrouded: Covered. The Atlas Mountains intercept the breezes from the Atlantic and condense the moisture which they contain. They are generally cloud-capped. The position of the Atlas Mountains is one of the causes of the Sahara Desert.


LESSON 21
LAMENT OF THE IRISH EMIGRANT

LADY DUFFERIN, Helen Selina, Countess of Dufferin and Gifford (1807-1867); distinguished Irish poetess; wrote several famous Irish ballads, best known of which are The Irish Emigrant and Terence’s Farewell.
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I’M sitting on the stile, Mary,

Where we sat side by side

On a bright May morning long ago,

When first you were my bride:

The corn was springing fresh and green,

And the lark sang loud and high—

And the red was on your lip, Mary,

And the love-light in your eye.

The place is little changed, Mary,

The day is bright as then,

The lark’s loud song is in my ear,

And the corn is green again;

But I miss the soft clasp of your hand,

And your breath, warm on my cheek,

And I still keep list’ning for the words

You never more will speak.



’Tis but a step down yonder lane,

And the little church stands near,

The church where we were wed, Mary,

I see the spire from here.

But the grave-yard lies between, Mary,

And my step might break your rest—

For I’ve laid you, darling! down to sleep

With your baby on your breast.



I’m very lonely now, Mary,

For the poor make no new friends;

But oh! they love the better still

The few our Father sends!

And you were all I had, Mary,

My blessing and my pride:

There’s nothing left to care for now,

Since my poor Mary died.



Yours was the good, brave heart, Mary,

That still kept hoping on,

When the trust in God had left my soul,

And my arm’s young strength was gone:

There was comfort ever on your lip,

And the kind look on your brow—

I bless you, Mary, for that same,

Though you cannot hear me now.
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“I SEE THE SPIRE FROM HERE.”

I thank you for the patient smile,

When your heart was fit to break,

When the hunger pain was gnawing there,

And you hid it for my sake!

I bless you for the pleasant word,

When your heart was sad and sore—

Oh! I’m thankful you are gone, Mary,

Where grief can’t reach you more!



I’m bidding you a long farewell,

My Mary—kind and true!

But I’ll not forget you, darling!

In the land I’m going to;

They say there’s bread and work for all,

And the sun shines always there—

But I’ll not forget old Ireland,

Were it fifty times as fair!



And often in those grand old woods

I’ll sit and shut my eyes,

And my heart will travel back again

To the place where Mary lies;

And I’ll think I see the little stile

Where we sat side by side;

And the springing corn and the bright May morn

When first, you were my bride.





—LADY DUFFERIN


LESSON 22
LITTLE COSETTE
I

VICTOR HUGO (1802-1885), great French poet, dramatist, and novelist. His best known works are Les Mis’erables, Notre Dame, The Toilers of the Sea, Hernani, &c.
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COSETTE was in her usual place, seated on the crosspiece of the kitchen table, near the fire-place. She was dressed in rags; her bare feet were in wooden shoes, and by the light of the fire she was knitting woollen stockings for the family. In the next room the fresh voices of two children were heard laughing and prattling.

On this Christmas evening several men were seated at table in the low room of the inn. Four new guests had just come in. Cosette was thinking sadly that it was evening, late in the evening, that the bowls and pitchers[1] in the rooms must be filled, and that there was no more water in the cistern[2]. From time to time one of the travellers would look out into the street and say, “It is as dark as an oven!” or, “It would take a cat to go along the streets to-night!” and Cosette shuddered.

All at once a man came in from the yard and said in a harsh voice, “You have not watered my horse.”

Cosette came out from under the table.

“Oh, yes, sir!” said she; “the horse did drink. He drank from the bucket, and I carried the bucket to him and talked to him.”

This was not true. Cosette was afraid, and she told a lie.

“Here is a girl as big as my fist who can tell a lie as big as a house,” said the man. “I say he has not had any water.”

Cosette went back under the table.

Madame threw the street door open.

“Well,” she said angrily, “what has become of that girl? Go and carry some drink to this horse.”

“But, Madame,” said Cosette feebly, “there is no water.”

“Go after some!” Madame went back to the stove as she spoke. “There is plenty at the spring. She is the laziest girl that ever was. Here, Miss, get a loaf of bread at the baker’s when you come back. Here is a sixpence.”

Cosette had gone for an empty bucket that was by the fireplace. The bucket was so large that she could have sat down in it with comfort. The child had a little pocket in the side of her apron. She took the money without saying a word and dropped it into this pocket, but she did not seem to see the open door. her head down like an old woman. The iron handle was freezing her little wet hands. The cold water splashed over her bare knees. Sobs choked her, but she did not dare to cry, so great was her fear of Madame, even at this distance.
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“SHE DREW OUT THE BUCKET AND SET IT ON THE GRASS.”

At that moment she felt all at once that the weight of the bucket was gone. She raised her head. A large dark figure was walking beside her. It was a man who had come up behind her. Without saying a word, this man had grasped the handle of the bucket she was carrying.

Cosette was not afraid. The man spoke to her.

“My child,” he said, “this is very heavy for you.”

“Yes, sir,” said Cosette.

“How old are you, little girl?” said he.

“Eight years, sir.”

“You have no mother, then?”

“I don’t know,” said the child.

“Who was it sent you out into the woods after water at this time of night?”

“Madame,” said Cosette.

“What does she do, your Madame?” asked the man.

“She is my mistress,” said the child; “and she keeps the inn.”

“The inn?” said the man. “Well, I am going there. Show me the way.”

Cosette walked beside him. She no longer felt tired or afraid. Soon the man spoke again—

“Is there no servant at the inn?”

“No, sir.”

“Are you alone?”

“Yes, sir. Only there are two little girls.”

“Who are they and what do they do?” asked the man.

“Oh!” said the child; “they are Madame’s daughters, and they have beautiful playthings. They play all day long.”

“And you?”

“Oh, I work.”

“All day long?”

The child raised her face and said softly, “Yes, sir, though sometimes I play a little. I have a lead sword as long as that.” The child showed her little finger.

“And which does not cut?” said the man.

“Oh, yes,” said Cosette; “it cuts lettuce.”

crape: A thin crimped stuff made of raw silk.

IT is easy enough to be pleasant

When life flows like a song;

But the man worth while

Is the one who will smile

When everything goes wrong.



—ANON



[1] pitcher: Jug.

[2] cistern: Tank.


LESSON 23
YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND

THOMAS CAMPBELL (1777-1844), Scottish poet; born in Glasgow; renowned for his war songs, among which are The Battle of the Baltic, Hohenlinden, Ye Mariners of England.
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YE Mariners of England

That guard our native seas!

Whose flag has braved[1] a thousand years

The battle and the breeze!

Your glorious standard launch again

To match another foe:

As ye sweep through the deep,

While the stormy winds do blow;

While the battle rages loud and long

And the stormy winds do blow.



The spirits of your fathers

Shall start from every wave—

For the deck it was their field of fame,

And Ocean was their grave:

Where Blake[2] and mighty Nelson[3] fell

Your manly hearts shall glow,

As ye sweep through the deep,

While the stormy winds do blow;

While the battle rages loud and long

And the stormy winds do blow.



Britannia needs no bulwarks[4],

No towers along the steep;

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves,

Her home is on the deep.

With thunders from her native oak[5]

She quells the floods below—
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A DREADNOUGHT

As they roar on the shore,

When the stormy winds do blow;

When the battle rages loud and long

And the stormy winds do blow.



The meteor-flag of England

Shall yet terrific burn;

Till danger’s troubled night depart

And the star of peace return.

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors!

Our song and feast shall flow

To the fame of your name,

When the storm has ceased to blow;

When the fiery fight is heard no more,

And the storm has ceased to blow.





—T. CAMPBELL



[1] flag has braved: The Red Cross Flag of St. George has lived through war and tempest.

[2] Blake (1599-1657): A famous English Admiral of the Commonwealth Period.

[3] Nelson (1758-1805): The greatest English admiral, the hero of Trafalgar.

[4] bulwarks: Walls of defence.

[5] native oak: Warships of old were built of oak.


LESSON 24
LITTLE COSETTE
II
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As they drew near the inn the child said timidly—

“Will you let me take the bucket now?”

“Why?” asked the man.

“Because Madame will whip me if she sees that any one brought it for me.”

The man gave her the bucket, and the door opened.

“Well,” said the innkeeper’s wife, “you have taken your time; you have been playing.”

“Madame,” said Cosette, trembling, “here is a gentleman who was looking for the inn.”

“Is it this gentleman?” said the woman.

“Yes, Madame,” said the traveller, touching his hat. Cosette went silently to work. She dared not dry herself at the fire.

Suddenly Madame spoke: “Oh, I forgot! That bread!”

Cosette plunged her hand into her pocket, and turned white. The money was not there.

“Have you lost it?” said the innkeeper’s wife, reaching out her arm toward a whip hanging on the wall.

The man had been watching Cosette.

“Here, Madame,” said he; “here is the money.”

“Yes, that is it,” said the woman, as her fingers closed over the silver coin which he held out to her. She had seen that it was not a six pence but a shilling which he had given her.

“What is she knitting?” the man asked in a gentle voice.

“Stockings, if you please,” said Madame. “Stockings for my little girls.”

The man looked at Cosette’s poor red feet.

“When will she finish that pair of stockings?”

“It will take her at least three or four good days, the lazy thing!” said Madame.

“And how much might the stockings be worth when they are done?”

Madame looked at him.

“About one shilling and sixpence,” she said.

“Will you take four shillings for them now?” asked the man.

The innkeeper thought it was time to speak.

“Yes,” he said; “you may have the stockings for four shillings. We can refuse nothing to travellers.”

“You must pay for them now,” said Madame sharply.

“I will buy that pair of stockings,” said the man, drawing the money from his pocket. “Now your work belongs to me. Play, my child.”

Cosette trembled.

“Madame, is it true? May I play?”

“Play!” said Madame in a terrible voice.

“Thank you, Madame,” said Cosette. While she said this all her little soul was thanking the traveller.

Madame’s little girls had been playing with their doll. They had left it on the floor near the kitchen table. In the meantime Cosette had dressed up her little lead sword for a doll. She rocked it in her arms and sang it to sleep.

All at once Cosette stopped. She had turned her head and seen the doll upon the floor. She crept out upon her hands and knees, seized the doll, and in a moment more was in her old place again.

Suddenly she heard Madame’s angry voice: “Cosette!”

Cosette shuddered as if at an earthquake. She took the doll and placed it gently on the floor. Then she did what nothing else had made her do—the run in the woods, nor her fear, nor the loss of her money, nor the sight of the whip, nor Madame’s hard words. She began to cry.

The man walked straight to the door, opened it, and went out. Soon the door opened again, and he came in carrying the splendid doll of the toyshop. He went to Cosette and held it out to her, saying—

“Here, this is for you!”

Cosette raised her eyes. She saw the man coming near with the doll as she would have seen the sun coming near. She looked at him, she looked at the doll; and then she went and hid herself under the table as far as she could.

There was a silence in the room. The inn keeper looked at the traveller as he would have looked at a bag of money.

“My little Cosette,” said he in a voice which was meant to be sweet, “take your doll.”

Cosette felt as if some one had said, “Little girl, you are Queen of France.”

“May I, Madame?” she said softly.

“It is yours,” said Madame, “since the gentleman gives it to you.”

“Is it true? is it true?” cried Cosette. “Is the lady for me, sir? I will call her Katharine.”

It was a strange moment when Cosette held the ribbons and fresh pink muslins[1] of the doll against her own rags. She went to bed holding Katharine in her arms.
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“MY LITTLE COSETTE, TAKE YOUR DOLL!”

Some time after, when the house was still, the stranger passed through the hall, as if looking for something. By the stairs, among all sorts of old baskets and rubbish, there was a bed, if it could be called a bed. There were neither sheets nor pillows, and the mattress lay on the floor. In this bed Cosette was sleeping.

She was sleeping soundly; she was dressed. She held the doll fast in her arms. Its wide blue eyes shone in the darkness. One of Cosette’s wooden shoes stood beside her bed. In the room beyond, by the fireplace, stood two dainty little shoes ready for the good fairy of Christmas. The man bent over them. In each was a beautiful, shining piece of silver.

The man rose and was about to go away when, at the other end of the fireplace, he saw a clumsy[2], empty, wooden shoe, half-broken, and covered with mud. It was Cosette’s shoe. Cosette was a child and she had a child’s faith. She too had placed her shoe in the fireplace.

When the stranger went back to his room, there was a piece of yellow gold in the wooden shoe.

“Are you up so soon?” said Madame to the stranger the next morning. “Are you going to leave us already?”

“Yes,” said the man; “I am going away.”

The innkeeper’s wife handed him the bill, but though he looked at the paper his mind was on something else.

“Madame,” said he, “do you have a good business here?”

“Oh, sir,” she began, “the times are very hard, and there are few rich travellers like you. And that little girl eats us out of house and home.”

“What little girl?” said the stranger.

“Why, Cosette, the Lark, as they call her. How stupid people are! She looks more like a bat.”

The man spoke again, and his voice trembled a little—

“Suppose I should take her away. Will you let me have he?”

“Who? Cosette?”

“Yes.”

“Ah, sir, my good sir! take her and keep her, and carry her off! Will you really take her away?”

“I will.”

At this moment the innkeeper himself came into the room. He had heard every word.

“Sir,” said he, “if you take Cosette, I must have sixty pounds in money.”

The stranger took from his pocket an old, black pocket-book, opened it, and drew from it three bank notes.

“Bring Cosette,” he said simply.

While this was going on, what was Cosette doing?

As soon as she was awake she had run to her wooden shoe and found the gold piece in it. She did not know that it was a piece of gold; she had never seen one before. Still she felt a joy in the gift, and that it meant some good for her.

“Cosette,” said Madame almost gently, “come quick.” Cosette followed her.

The stranger took a bundle he had brought, and untied it. It contained a little frock and apron, warm skirts, a scarf, woollen stockings, and shoes.

“My child,” said he, “go and dress yourself.”

An hour later, there passed on the road to Paris a man leading a little girl who had a pink doll. When she was tired the man took her in his arms. Cosette laid her head on his shoulder and went to sleep.



—Translated and adapted from VICTOR HUGO’S Les Misérables



[1] muslin: Fine, thin, cotton fabric.

[2] clumsy: Ill-shaped.


LESSON 25
A JOURNEY TO THE MOON
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“ALL aboard for the Moon!” shouted Jim to his brothers and sisters. He had just finished reading a startling book[1] which told the wonderful adventures of a party of travellers, who were supposed to go round the Moon in eighty days. So Jim was eager to follow in the same track.

His Uncle heard him. “How do you propose to get there?” said his Uncle. “You cannot sail there, in the same way as you could to America or Japan or Scotland. There is no water for your ship to go on. You cannot walk there, for, although boys learn to tread water, they cannot yet tread air. You cannot take the train to the Moon, because there is no railway. If you had wings you might fly there, but do you know how long the journey is?”

“About a hundred miles,” guessed Jim.

“I only thought it was at the top of a tree,” chimed in his sister Bessie, “and if you could only climb a high tree on the top of a high hill you might—” she stopped.

Uncle laughed heartily. “Why,” he said, “it is 240,000 miles away; more than nine times the distance round our Earth.
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FULL MOON (FROM PHOTO, TAKEN AT THE LICK OBSERVATORY)
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DONATI’S COMET, 1858
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HALLEY’S COMET, 1835: REAPPEARED IN 1910

If you walked 20 miles a day it would take you 33 years to walk to the Moon, even if you did not lose your way!”

“We could not do that,” said Bessie, “it is straight up in the sky!”

“But if the Moon goes round the Earth,” said her Uncle, “would it not be straight down, sometimes?”

Bessie looked puzzled. “I thought it was hung up there, Uncle.”

“It is not hung up at all,” said Jim, with superior knowledge. “There is nothing to hang it to. Besides it is moving all the time, isn’t it, Uncle?”

“It is moving three ways at once,” Uncle replied.

“However is that?” they all asked.

“First of all, it moves round on its own axis in 27 days 7 hours. Secondly, it travels, or revolves, round the Earth once in every 27 days 7 hours. Thirdly, it travels round the sun along with the earth once every year. There is a fourth motion, too, for the Moon, along with the whole solar system, is moving slowly but surely towards some yet unrevealed goal in the heavens. So that your proposed trip to the Moon is by no means easy. Even if we knew the direction to take,” concluded Uncle, “it would be a difficult journey, and I don’t see how you could go.”

“Why not ride a comet[2] there?” said Cecil, who was sharp at suggestions. “There would be room for Uncle on the back, and the rest of us on the tail.”
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LORD ROSSE’S TELESCOPE (PARSONSTOWN, IRELAND)

“But how about getting home again?” was the discomforting query of Uncle. “Even if our comet called in at the Moon it might not come back, and we would be left!”

“Would nobody take us in?” asked Bessie. “Is no one living there?”

“Of course there is,” said Harry, who had once seen the Moon through a telescope; “have you not heard of the Man in the Moon?”

“Yes, but he is only make-believe,” answered Bessie, promptly. “But, really, he is not there, is he, Uncle?”

“I think not,” said Uncle; “we do not know for certain whether the Moon is inhabited. There seem to be long straight canals there, and enormous volcanoes, but no atmosphere (at least on the side which we always see), and no water. No clouds are ever seen there, and when the Moon on her heavenly path travels over a star, the star disappears at once. If there were an envelope of air round the Moon the star would seem to linger on the edge and fade gradually from view. If there is no water and no air, there can be no life as we know it, so I think the Moon is quite dead.” His listeners all looked sad.

“How big is it, Uncle?” asked Bessie, at last.

“It is only a small body,” was the reply, “about 2,150 miles in diameter. It would take fifty moons in bulk to make our Earth, and sixty million moons all lumped together to make one Sun.”

“Did you not tell a nursery rhyme once, Uncle, about the Cow jumping over the Moon?”

“Yes,” said Uncle, “but some people say that these four lines are really a poem of the evening. The ‘cat and the fiddle’ are some times the prevailing sounds at eventide. The ‘cow’ means a cloud, as it often does in old legends, and ‘jumped over the moon’ means ‘passed across its face.’ The ‘little dog’ is ‘Canis minor,’ a constellation[3] in the sky, that laughs and twinkles when the sun has gone down.”

“But what about the dish and the spoon?” asked Jim, who spoke for all the others.

“The dish,” explained Uncle, “is the hollow vault of the sky, like a big dish turned upside down. People long ago thought that the sky revolved round the fixed flat surface of the earth, carrying the sun and stars with it. And the ‘spoon’ is another constellation, which dipped below the horizon[4] when night came on. But how about this trip, Jim, on which you are so eager to start?”

“It is too far,” Jim replied, “I don’t think we’ll go.”

So they put off the journey; but Jim that night dreamed he was speeding on a meteor[5] towards the Moon at an incredible rate per minute, and it looked as though in five minutes he could not help crashing into the shining orb. But he suddenly awoke. The big round sun was streaming in at his window, so he thought it was high time to get up.



—E. W. H. F.



[1] startling book: From the Earth to the Moon and a Trip Round It, written by Jules Verne (1828-1905).

[2] comet: A heavenly body having a broad tail or train of light.

[3] constellation: A group of stars.

[4] horizon: Where sky and earth seem to meet.

[5] meteor: Called also a shooting-star.


LESSON 26
BARBARA FRIETCHIE

JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER (1807-1892), American poet; wrote poems directed against slavery.
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UP from the meadows rich with corn,

Clear in the cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand

Green-walled by the hills of Maryland.



Round about them orchards sweep,

Apple and peach tree fruited deep,

Fair as a garden of the Lord

To the eyes of the famished rebel horde.



On that pleasant morn of the early fall[1]

When Lee[2] marched over the mountain wall—

Over the mountains winding down,

Horse and foot into Frederick town.



Forty flags with their silver stars,

Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind: the sun

Of noon looked down, and saw not one.



Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,

Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;

Bravest of all in Frederick town,

She took up the flag the men hauled down;



In her attic window[3] the staff she set,

To show that one heart was loyal yet.

Up the street came the rebel tread,

Stonewall Jackson[4] riding ahead.



Under his slouched hat left and right

He glanced; the old flag met his sight.

“Halt!”—the dust-brown ranks stood fast.

“Fire!”—out blazed the rifle-blast.



It shivered the window, pane and sash;

It rent the banner with seam and gash.

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff

Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf;

She leaned far out on the window-sill,

And shook it forth with a royal will.

“Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,

But spare your country’s flag,” she said.



A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,

Over the face of the leader came;

The nobler nature within him stirred

To life at that woman’s deed and word:



“Who touches a hair of yon gray head

Dies like a dog! March on!” he said.

All day long through Frederick street

Sounded the tread of marching feet:



All day long that free flag tost

Over the heads of the rebel host.

Ever its torn folds rose and fell

On the loyal winds that loved it well;



And through the hill-gaps sunset light

Shone over it with a warm good-night.

Barbara Frietchie’s work is o’er,

And the Rebel rides on his raids[5] no more.



Honour to her! And let a tear

Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall’s bier[6].

Over Barbara Frietchie’s grave,

Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!



Peace and order and beauty draw

Round thy symbol of light and law[7];

And ever the stars above look down

On thy stars below[8] in Frederick town.





—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTLER



[1] early fall: Autumn season, so called from the fall of the leaves.

[2] Lee: Robert Edward Lee, general in the army of the Southern States during the American Civil War.

[3] attic window: Window on the top story of a house.

[4] Stonewall Jackson: Thomas Jonathan Jackson, another Confederate general in the American Civil War; nicknamed Stonewall on account of his firmness at the battle of Bull Run.

[5] raids: Plundering expeditions.

[6] bier: Here means the grave.

[7] symbol of light and law: The American flag.

[8] thy stars below: On the American flag—“the Stars and Stripes.”


LESSON 27
SOME QUEENSLAND GOLDFIELDS
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IN the year 1867 Queensland was suffering from a want of confidence in its resources. The youthful industries of the colony were having a hard struggle for existence, and numbers of unemployed were wandering about the streets of the capital, looking for employment or seeking for Government relief.

Up to this date no goldfield of importance had been found in Queensland, and numbers of the more resolute of the unemployed were prospecting[1] in different parts of the colony. Towards the end of 1867, one of the prospectors, named Nash, reached the banks of the Mary River. Not far from the side of the main road between Brisbane and Maryborough, he came to what he thought was a gully worth trying for gold.

A few strokes of his pick disclosed quite a rich patch, and he at once set to work to collect as much of the precious metal as possible; at the same time taking every precaution to conceal his find from passing wayfarers.

In the course of a few days he had gathered gold to the value of several hundred pounds, but his workings were so plain to anyone who might wander a little from the track that it seemed quite impossible to hide his luck any longer. He, therefore, hastened to Maryborough to bank his gold, report the find, and claim the rich reward that was offered by the Government for the discovery of a payable goldfield.
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DRILLING IN TUNNEL

In a few days every able-bodied man in search of work had set out for the new diggings, and in a short time the waters of the Mary River were running a tawny yellow from the washdirt of miners, who had set up their cradles for miles along its banks. Crowds of gold-seekers came from the other colonies to the Gympie Goldfield, and the merchants and storekeepers of Brisbane were kept busy supplying the wants of the miners, while the roads leading to the diggings were alive with teamsters carrying stores of all kinds to the workers.

Gympie proved to be a rich alluvial field[2], and gold in plenty was obtained by the most primitive means. After the alluvial gold had been worked out, rich gold-bearing reefs were discovered, which still furnish employment for a large number of miners.

The rich discovery at Gympie encouraged prospecting in other parts of the colony, and in the year 1872 a party of five miners were looking for gold in Northern Queensland. They had met with little success, and were on the point of leaving the district, when one of them suggested they should try “those tors[3],” pointing to some hills about fifteen miles distant from their camp.

Next day they reached the tors, and found the largest of them to be about 300 feet high. Searching among the rocks about the base of the hills, they found a quartz reef thickly studded with gold. Each of them marked out a claim along the reef, and then the party rode off to report the find to the nearest Gold Warden. The Warden’s name was Charters, and the field became known as Charters Tors, which quickly changed into Charters Towers. This was the beginning of what has since proved to be the most extensive goldfield of Queensland.

Some of the richest reefs at Charters Towers were not rich on the surface, and their history goes to prove that the virtue of persistence[4] is most valuable in the making of a successful miner.
 
One mine, which belonged to five or six working men, was a true fissure lode[5] of good width, with an abundant supply of quartz, but near the surface the stone was of such poor quality that one by one the partners gave up in despair, till but one man was left. He, however, stuck to the claim through all the evil days, and for years he worked on, paying, when a little gold was won, what he could of the arrears of his store account.
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VIEW OF POPPET-HEAD, GYMPIE

Storekeepers on the diggings will allow a man known to be honest to run an account for years. Their faith in the honesty and luck of this miner was well rewarded, although many of his comrades had come to regard him as “a crank” owing to the tenacity of his belief in his big poor reef. One day he “struck it rich,” and “as work proceeded the value of his find became more and more apparent. The Day Dawn Reef has long since been taken over by a company, and has richly rewarded its lucky shareholders.

Of all Queensland mines, by far the most wonderful is Mount Morgan. This rich patch of ground was acquired by a selector named Gordon, who had fenced it in and built his residence upon it, thus fulfilling the conditions to make it a freehold. The pasturage was poor and scanty, the country rugged, and Gordon, who kept a few head of cattle, found it very hard to make a living from it. He had no idea of the mineral riches beneath his feet. His connection with Mount Morgan is akin to that of the selector whose “Lost Chance” is so graphically described by one of Queensland’s poets, the late Brunton Stephens:—



“To have built, my hovel o’er it—to have dreamed above it nightly,—



Pillowed on the weal of thousand lives and dead unto my own!

Planning paltry profits wrung from year-long toil, and holding lightly What lay acres wide around me, naked-bright or grass-o’ergrown.”



One night Gordon’s selection was visited by two brothers, named Morgan, and to them the selector mentioned his belief that there was copper on his holding, as he had noticed curious green and blue stains on some of the rocks. During the night there was a sharp shower of rain, and one of the brothers, in looking for his horses in the morning, noticed indications of rich mineral wealth.

Taking away a few samples in their pockets, the brothers bid their host adieu, and left him to continue the hungry life which was all that the richest known spot on the globe was able to afford him. Shortly afterwards the Morgans returned and offered to buy Gordon’s selection, and he thought himself lucky to be able to sell it for ￡1 per acre.
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MOUNT MORGAN

The Morgans had no idea of the true value of the property they had acquired, but they were confident that it would pay handsomely to work. To treat the stone it was necessary to erect a crushing battery, and the Morgans could not afford to do this. They therefore sold one half of their interest in the Mount to four residents of Rockhampton, for the sum of ￡2,000, the money to be used for buying machinery. In a few years all concerned were rich men, and the spot where poor Gordon’s cattle found a bare pasturage now gives employment to an army of workmen. There is but little doubt that the mineral belt of Queensland still contains immense hidden wealth awaiting the pick of the fortunate prospector.



—Compiled by A. EXLEY



[1] prospecting: Looking for minerals.

[2] alluvial field: Ground from which the mineral may be won by washing the dirt away.

[3] tors: High rocks; lofty hills. The term is applied in Derby-shire to any lofty mass of precipitous rock.

[4] persistence: Perseverance under difficulty.

[5] fissure lode: A crack in the earth’s surface filled with mineral matter.


LESSON 28
WHERE’S MOTHER?
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BURSTING in from School or play,

This is what the children say,

Trooping, crowding, big and small
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On the threshold[1], in the hall—

Joining in the constant cry,

Ever as the days go by—

“Where’s Mother?”



From the weary bed of pain

This same question comes again:

From the boy, with sparkling eyes,

Bearing home his earliest prize;

From the bronzed[2] and bearded son,

Perils past, and honours won;

“Where’s Mother?”


Burdened with a lonely task,

One day we may vainly ask

For the comfort of her face,

For the rest of her embrace

Let us love her while we may!

Well for us that we can say,

“Where’s Mother?”



Mother, with untiring hands,

At the post of duty stands,

Patient, seeking not her own[3],

Anxious for the good alone

Of the children as they cry,

Ever, as the days go by,

“Where’s Mother?”





—J. R. EASTWOOD, in Fireside Poems



[1] threshold: The flooring in a doorway.

[2] bronzed: Sunburnt; tanned.

[3] seeking not her own: Unselfish.


LESSON 29
DROUGHTS
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THERE is scarcely a country in the world that has no drawbacks. Perhaps the snow lies on the ground for six months and checks all out-of-door work. Or it may be that “nine months of the year are winter and the rest bad weather,” as some one wittily said of London. A third disadvantage is found in the extreme heat which affects some tropical climes and renders any work a hardship.

Other countries have poor soil—the land is mostly desert, like the north-central parts of Africa. Other districts may suffer from special causes—frequent earthquakes, hurricanes, volcanoes, or fatal fevers. It rests with mankind to face and conquer all the adverse[1] conditions so as to make life not only tolerable but a delight in every country.

Australia has two of the drawbacks common to most tropical lands—drought and floods. Both of these are gradually being conquered, but there is hardly a settler in the Common- wealth who cannot tell of the ravages caused by drought. At long intervals, as the years roll round, there comes a summer when no rain falls. The heat wastes and dries up the green things on which animal life depends. The days grow to weeks, weeks lengthen to months, autumn passes, winter closes in, and still no rain falls.

Farmers become anxious for the crops which may never be harvested; and are in grave concern about next season’s planting. Graziers are troubled about their stock; water begins to run low; food becomes scarce and rises in price; cattle have to be driven daily long distances to water, and each journey finds them weaker.

The summer comes on and still no rain. “In a continuous journey of four hundred miles inland,” says one writer, “during a time of severe drought, I did not observe a blade of green grass; bush fires prevailed everywhere; the dry and withered grass crumbled in the hand into powder, and the whole was set fire to with the object of preparing the ground for the new grass which was to grow after the expected fall of rain. The heavens were as brass, the earth as iron—the sun and moon had changed their appearance, were as if clad in sackcloth[2], or red as blood. In consequence of the black vapours, with which the atmosphere was filled, from the bush fires far and near, the sun’s rays, during the height of the day, poured down the most intense heat. The birds on the trees might be seen panting for breath—water, cold, cold water!”

Sometimes the wind blows, but it is a hot blast, and the rain does not come. The nights are bright and clear and warm, but there is no dew, and still the hot wind blows on. It may be succeeded by heavy morning mists, hanging like a cloak over the hills, and filling up the hollows. They roll away as the day advances, and the sun, strong as ever, blazes in the midst of a cloudless sky.

Every now and then promising signs are seen, but the hopes of weary settlers are doomed to disappointment. A black bank of vapour receives the setting sun, and in the east huge clouds swell and roll upwards in the hush of the evening.

Thirsty stock look up and anxious hearts think the drops will descend in the night, but night passes and the morrow is dry as ever. Sometimes two, or even three, summers go by and very little rain falls. The loss to the country is enormous.

How can the evils of drought be avoided? First, by storing up the rain which Heaven sends in abundance in good seasons. By dams, water-holes, and canals much may be done to collect and conserve[3] enough water to tide over the bad times. Secondly, by building new railways, so that, in time of extreme drought, cattle by the thousand may be trucked from waterless rivers to some refuge where water is plentiful. Thirdly, by sinking artesian bores[4] to tap those, “bottled-up rivers” of Queensland, which seem as if by a miracle to be provided expressly to meet an uncertain rain- fall. Fourthly, by conserving fodder, so that food at least could be assured for several years. No matter what were the climatic conditions, even if thousands of cattle could not be saved by this plan, it would at least be possible to save the lives of all the more valuable stock.
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AN ARTESIAN BORE

In these four ways, Australians are already learning to balance the seasons. Under ordinary conditions there is no need at all for such provision, and usually a drought is followed by a season so good that all the hardships and losses of the drought are speedily forgotten. But prudent farmers and graziers find that it pays them not to neglect such precautions; and year by year, as settlers learn wisdom, dread Drought is being robbed of his terrors.



—E. W. H. F.



[1] adverse: Unfavourable.

[2] clad in sackcloth: A phrase used to denote mourning, penitence, or extreme regret: here it refers to the heavy pall of smoke.

[3] conserve: To keep for future use.

[4] artesian bores: Deep holes bored into the ground till water is reached, which then rises to the surface, owing to pressure.


LESSON 30
THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD

FELICIA DOROTHEA HEMANS (1793-1835): English poetess; authoress of many charming lyrics and ballads.
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THEY grew in beauty, side by side,

They filled one home with glee;—

Their graves are severed, far and wide,

By mount, and stream, and sea.



The same fond mother bent at night

O’er each fair sleeping brow;

She had each folded flower[1] in sight—

Where are those dreamers now?



One, ’midst the forests of the West[2],

By a dark stream is laid—

The Indian knows his place of rest,

Far in the cedar shade.



The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one—

He lies where pearls lie deep;

He was the loved of all, yet none

O’er his low bed may weep.



One sleeps where southern vines[3] are drest

Above the Noble slain;

He wrapped his colours round his breast

On a blood-red field of Spain.



And one—o’er her the myrtle[4] showers

Its leaves, by soft winds fanned;

She faded ‘midst Italian flowers—

The last of that bright band.



And parted thus they rest, who played

Beneath the same green tree;

Whose voices mingled as they prayed

Around one parent knee;



They that with smiles lit up the hall,

And cheered with song the hearth—

Alas for love, if thou weft all,

And naught beyond, O Earth!





—MRS. HEMANS



[1] folded flower: The sleeping child compared to a flower which closes at eventide.

[2] the West: Refers to America.

[3] southern vines: Vineyards of Spain.

[4] myrtle: A beautiful evergreen shrub that grows in the South of Europe.


LESSON 31
HOW THE MONTHS ARE NAMED
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“DOES not the Latin word decem mean ten, Harry?” asked young Fred.

Harry had been to college, and whenever Fred found a difficulty in his reading or his lessons he referred it to his elder brother.

“Certainly,” was the reply. “Why ask?”

“Because December, then, ought to be the tenth month of the year, and yet it is the twelfth. How is that?”

“Oh! that is easy enough,” returned Harry. “The Romans began their year with March. They named it Mars’ month. Mars was the god of war, and they thought it wise to dedicate[1] the first month to him, I suppose, so that he would help them to win all their battles. If you count from Mars onward, you will find that December is just the tenth.”

“So it is!” said Fred, who had been busy on his fingers. “And November the ninth, and October the eighth, and September the seventh, and August—”

He stopped. “There must be a mistake here,” he said, half to himself. “Does August mean ‘ sixth’?” he asked Harry.

“No,” was the reply, “nor does July mean ‘fifth.’ There is an interesting fact behind those two names. July was at first called Quintilis by the Romans (for quintus, as you know, means ‘fifth’), but when the Romans were casting about for the best way of giving lasting honour to one of their greatest men, Cæsar[2], they hit on the plan of naming a month after him. Cæsar had reformed the calendar[3] for them. Julius was his first name, so as he was born in the month Quintilis, they changed its name to Julius, and we call it July to this day.”

“August?” asked Fred.

“August was first called Sextilis, that is ‘sixth’ month. But the first Emperor of Rome, whose name was Augustus Cæsar[4], was vain enough to wish a month to be called after him, too. So the name was changed by his command, and we still call it August.”

“But how about April, May, and June? Should they not have been called second, third, and fourth after March?”

“April,” explained Harry, “is commonly supposed to have been named from a Latin word aperio, which means ‘ I open.’ It is the month when, in the northern hemisphere, spring commences and Nature begins to open all her charms. The trees blossom, the buds open, all the beauties of forest and vale begin to show themselves after being locked up in the snow- houses of winter.

“As for May, that month is said to have been named by Romulus, the founder of Rome, in honour of Maia. According to the legends[5] of those days, she was the mother of Mercury, one of the gods of Rome. Some writers think that the word June comes from the name of a famous Roman family; others think the month is called after Juno, a famous Roman goddess. There are no other months, are there, Fred?”

“Ah, no! you don’t cut it short like that!” said Fred merrily. “How about January and February?”

“January is named,” answered Harry, “from a peculiar god Janus. He was always pictured as having two faces, one looking towards the past, the other towards the future. Some say he was the very first King of Italy, and was supposed to preside over the beginnings of enterprises[6]. The old Romans called the door of their houses janua, after this god.

“February was so named because on the 15th day of this month a festival was held every year in honour of Februus, an ancient Italian god of the nether world. The original Roman year was ten months long. Numa, one of the early Roman kings, added the two months, January and February, making twelve in all.

“When Cæsar reformed the calendar the two months January and February were assigned[7] to their present position as the first and second months of the year; and they have kept in that position ever since.”

“Why not call them all by English names?” said Fred, “and have them all the same length? Let us see—365 days; that is just thirteen months of 28 days each!”

“And one day over?” interposed Harry.

“Yes, one day over,” echoed Fred reluctantly. “Where did that day come from, Harry?”

But Harry had gone for his cricket bat.

“That’s another story,” he replied, returning, and throwing the ball to Fred. “What about a few overs?”

So they went out to cricket and left the months of the year just as they are.



—E. W. H. F.



[1] dedicate: Set apart.

[2] Cæsar,Caius Julius (100 to 44 B.C.): One of the greatest men of antiquity; Roman general, historian, statesman.

[3] Cæsar had reformed the calendar: Before this reform of the calendar the year was reckoned as 365 days instead of nearly [image: img]. The result of this was that, as time went on, the seasons ceased to fall within their proper months. In 46 B. C. the error, which then amounted to about three months, was corrected, and the year 45 B.C. started the new calendar. To prevent the error in future, it was ordered that every fourth year should consist of 366 days.

[4] Cæsar Augustus (63 B.C, to 14 A.D,): First of the Roman Emperors.

[5] legend: An ancient story; a fable.

[6] preside over the beginning of enterprises: To watch over and guard the beginnings of undertakings, hence his name was appropriately applied to the first month of the year.

[7] assigned: Allotted or given.


LESSON 32
A BRUSH WITH A BUFFALO

SIR SAMUEL BAKER (1821-1893), soldier and explorer; wrote books of travel in Ceylon, Egypt, and Abyssinia; discovered Lake Nyanza.
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IF you should ever take a trip round the world, you will probably call some day at Ceylon. There are the haunts of the buffalo—an animal about the size of a large ox, with thick-set body, stout legs, curved horns, wild eyes, almost hairless hide, and a long tail. The buffalo is very rough and very strong, and when roused will dash itself with fury on everything that comes in its way.

Some varieties are tame, and in Italy are used for field labour. Their rich milk, hide, and horns are also valuable. But the buffaloes of South and Central Africa and India are wild creatures, and many a traveller can tell of hair- breadth escapes from them.

Sir Samuel Baker, the great African explorer, who spent eight years also in Ceylon, was once hunting a buffalo near the edge of a small lake. The animal took to the water, so Sir Samuel ran round to meet it on the other side, and waded knee-deep into the shallows. Fifteen paces off the animal stood still, looking at him sullenly. “I took a quick but steady aim at his chest,” writes the explorer, “at the point of connection with the throat.

“The smoke of the barrel passed to one side—still there the buffalo stood. He had not flinched nor moved a muscle. The only change that had taken place was in his eye. This, which had been merely sullen, was now gleaming with fury. A stream of blood poured from a wound within an inch of the spot at which I had aimed. Had it not been for this fact I should not have known that he had been struck.

“I now fired again, with the left barrel. The report of the gun echoed over the lake, but still there he stood, as though he bore a charmed life[1]. A greater flow of blood from the wound, and more lustre in his eyes, were the only signs of his having been struck.

“My rifle was unloaded, and I had not a single ball remaining. It was now the buffalo’s turn. I dared not turn to retreat, as I knew he would at once charge if I did so. So we stared each other out of countenance[2]. With a short grunt the buffalo sprang forward, but, as I did not move, he halted. He had, however, got nearer me, and we now gazed at each other at a distance of ten paces.

“I began to think buffalo-shooting some what dangerous. I would have given something to have been a mile away, but ten times as much to have had my four-ounce rifle[3] in my hand. Oh, how I longed for that rifle at this moment! Unloaded, without the power of defence, with the certainty of a charge from an overpowering brute, my hand found the handle of my hunting knife. I knew, however, it was a useless weapon against such a foe.

“Knowing that the friend, who had come out with me, was not aware of my situation, I raised my hand to my mouth and gave a long loud whistle. This was a signal, that I knew would be soon answered by him, if he heard it.

“The bull, with a stealthy step, came a couple of paces nearer me. As he now stood, pawing the water and stamping with his fore feet, he was the picture of rage and fury, and seemed quite aware of my helplessness.

“Suddenly a bright thought flashed through my mind. Without taking my eyes off the animal before me, I put a double charge of powder down the right-hand barrel. Then, tearing off a piece of my handkerchief, I took all the money from my pouch, three shillings in sixpenny pieces. I had the money with me in the small coin for paying the coolies[4]. Quickly making them into a small roll with the piece of rag, I rammed them down the barrel.

“They were hardly well home, before the bull again sprang forward. So quick was he that I had no time to replace the ramrod. I threw it into the water, bringing my gun to full cock in the same instant. However, he again halted at about seven paces from me. We again gazed at each other, but it was with altered feelings on my part.
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“THE MUZZLE OF MY GUN NEARLY TOUCHED THE ANIMAL’S FOREHEAD.”

“At this time I heard a splashing in the water behind me. The next moment I heard my friend’s voice. Without turning my face from the buffalo, I warned him to reserve his fire till the bull should be close in to me, and then to aim at the head.

“The words were hardly uttered when the bull rushed straight at me. It was the work of an instant. My friend fired without effect. The muzzle of my gun nearly touched the animal’s forehead when I pulled the trigger, and three shillings worth of small change rattled into his hard head. Down he went and rolled over.

“Knowing that the bull was not dead but only stunned, away went my friend and I as fast as our legs could carry us through the water and over the plain. There was a large fallen tree about half a mile from us, whose whitened branches, rising high above the ground, offered a tempting retreat[5]. To this we directed our steps, and after a run of a hundred yards we turned and looked behind us.

“The buffalo had got to his feet and was coming slowly after us. On he came, but he was so stunned by his meeting with Her Majesty’s features upon the coin which he dared to oppose, that he could only reel forward at a slow canter. By degrees even this pace slackened, and he fell.”



—Adapted from SIR SAMUEL BAKER



[1] charmed life: Life guarded as if by a charm or spell.

[2] stared each other out of countenance: Gazed intently at each other.

[3] four-ounce rifle: A rifle carrying a four-ounce bullet.

[4] coolies: Cingalese porters; labourers.

[5] tempting retreat: Desirable place of safety.


LESSON 33
DAILY WORK

CHARLES MACKAY (1814-1889), Scottish poet; most widely known as a writer of songs, principal of which are Cheer Boys Cheer, The Good Time Coming, and Tubal Cain.
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WHO lags[1] for dread of daily work,

And his appointed task would shirk,

Commits a folly and a crime;

A soulless[2] slave—

A paltry knave—

A clog[3] upon the wheels of time.

With work to do, and store of health,

The man’s unworthy to be free,

Who will not give,

That he may live,

His daily toil for daily fee.

No dread of toil have we or ours;

We know our worth and weigh our powers;

The more we work the more we win:

Success to Trade!

Success to Spade!

And to the Corn that’s coming in!

And joy to him who, o’er his task,

Remembers toil is Nature’s plan[4];

Who, working, thinks

And never sinks

His independence as a man.



Who only asks for humblest wealth,

Enough for competence[5] and health,

And leisure, when his work is done,

To read his book

By chimney-nook,

Or stroll at setting of the sun;

Who toils, as every man should toil,

For fair reward, erect and free;

These are the men—

The best of men—

These are the men we mean to be.





—CHARLES MACKAY



[1] lags: Hangs behind; idles.

[2] soulless: Without spirit or ambition.

[3] clog: Hindrance.

[4] toil is Nature’s plan: There is no idleness in Nature.

[5] competence: What is sufficient for one’s needs.


LESSON 34
THE SICK SCHOLAR
I

CHARLES DICKENS (1812-1870), celebrated English novelist; well-known works are Pickwick Papers, Christmas Carols, David Copperfield, Old Curiosity Shop, and Oliver Twist.
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CHAELES DICKENS
(at the age of 26)

AT the top of the first form—the post of honour in the school— was the vacant place of the little sick scholar, and at the head of the row of pegs on which those who came in hats or caps were wont to hang them up, one was left empty. No boy attempted to violate the sanctity of seat or peg[1], but many a one looked from the empty spaces to the schoolmaster, and whispered his idle neighbour behind his hand.

Then began the hum of conning over lessons and getting them by heart, the whispered jest and stealthy game, and all the noise and drawl of school; and in the midst of the din sat the poor schoolmaster, vainly attempting to fix his mind upon the duties of the day, and to forget his little friend. But the tedium of his office[2] reminded him more strongly of the willing scholar, and his thoughts were rambling from his pupils—it was plain.
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CHARLES DICKENS IN 1865

None knew this better than the idlest boys, who, growing bolder with impunity[3], waxed[4] louder and more daring; playing odd-or-even under the master’s eye, eating apples openly and without rebuke, pinching each other in sport or malice without the least reserve, and cutting their names in the very legs of his desk. The puzzled dunce, who stood beside it to say his lesson out of book, looked no longer at the ceiling for forgotten words, but drew closer to the master’s elbow and boldly east his eye upon the page; the wag[5] of the little troop squinted and made grimaces (at the smallest boy, of course), holding no book before his face, and his companions openly showed their delight. If the master did chance to rouse himself and seem alive to what was going on, the noise stopped for a moment, and no eyes met his but wore a studious[6] and a deeply humble look; but the instant he relapsed again, it broke out afresh, and ten times louder than before.

Oh, how some of those idle fellows longed to be outside, and how they looked at the open door and window, as if they half thought of rushing out, plunging into the woods, and being wild boys and savages from that time forth. What rebellious[7] thoughts of the cool river, and some shady bathing-place beneath willow trees with branches dipping in the water, kept tempting and urging that sturdy boy, who, with his shirt-collar unbuttoned and flung back as far as it could go, sat fanning his flushed face with a spelling-book, wishing himself a whale, or a tittlebat[8], or a fly, or anything but a boy at school on that hot broiling day! Heat! Ask that other boy, whose seat being nearest to the door gave him chances of gliding out into the garden and driving his companions to madness by dipping his face into the bucket of the well and then rolling on the grass—ask him if there were ever such a day as that, when even the bees were diving deep down into the cups of flowers and stopping there, as if they had made up their minds to retire from business and be makers of honey no more. The day was made for laziness, and lying on one’s back in green places, and staring at the sky till its brightness forced the gazer to shut his eyes and go to sleep; and was this a time to be poring over musty books in a dark room, slighted by the very sun itself? Monstrous!

The lesson over, writing time began; and there being but one desk and that the master’s, each boy sat at it in turn and worked at his crooked copy, while the master walked about. This was a quieter time; for he would come and look over the writer’s shoulder, and tell him mildly to observe how such a letter was turned in such a copy on the wall, praise such an upstroke here and such a down-stroke there, and bid him take it for his model. Then he would stop and tell them what the sick child had said last night, and how he longed to be among them once again; and such was the poor school master’s gentle and affectionate manner, that the boys seemed quite sorry that they had worried him so much, and were absolutely quiet[9]—eating no apples, cutting no names, inflicting no pinches, and making no grimaces— for full two minutes afterwards.

“I think, boys,” said the schoolmaster, when the clock struck twelve, “that I shall give an extra half-holiday this afternoon.”

At this intelligence the boys, led on and headed by the tall boy, raised a great shout, in the midst of which the master was seen to speak, but could not be heard. As he held up his hand, however, in token of his wish that they should be silent, they were considerate enough to leave off as soon as the longest-winded among them were quite out of breath.

“You must promise me first,” said the schoolmaster, “that you’ll not be noisy, or at least, if you are, that you’ll go away and be so— away out of the village, I mean. I’m sure you wouldn’t disturb your old playmate and companion.”

There was a general murmur (and perhaps a very sincere one, for they were but boys) in the negative[10]; and the tall boy, perhaps as sincerely as any of them, called those about him to witness that he had only shouted in a whisper.

“Then pray don’t forget, there’s my dear scholars,” said the schoolmaster, “what I have asked you, and do it as a favour to me. Be as happy as you can, and don’t be unmindful that you are blessed with health. Good-bye all!”

“Thank’ee, sir,” and “Good-bye, sir,” were said a great many times in a variety of voices, and the boys went out very slowly and softly. But there was the sun shining, and there were the birds singing, as the sun only shines and the birds only sing on holidays and half-holidays; there were the trees waving to all free boys to climb and nestle among their leafy branches; the hay calling them to come and scatter it to the pure air; the green corn, gently beckoning towards wood and stream; the smooth ground, rendered smoother still by blending lights and shadows[11], inviting to runs and leaps, and long walks. It was more than boy could bear, and with a joyous whoop the whole cluster took to their heels and spread themselves about, shouting and laughing as they went.

“It’s natural, thank Heaven!” said the poor schoolmaster, looking after them. “I’m very glad they didn’t mind me!”



[1] no boy attempted…peg: Tried to take the seat or peg commonly used by the sick scholar.

[2] tedium of his office: Weariness of his daily work.

[3] with impunity: Unchecked;without punishment.

[4] waxed: Became; grew.

[5] wag: The “funny” boy.

[6] studious: Thoughtful; intent on work.

[7] rebellious: Unruly.

[8] tittlebat: A very small fish with sharp spines on its back.

[9] absolutely quiet: Quite still.

[10] in the negative: i.e., they would not make a noise to disturb their sick playmate.

[11] rendered smoother still by blending lights and shadows:The ground looked smoother than it really was, owing to the mingling of sunlight and shade.


LESSON 35
THE SICK SCHOLAR
II
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TOWARDS night an old woman came tottering up the garden as speedily as she could, and meeting the schoolmaster at the door, said he was to go to Dame West’s directly, and had best run on before her. He and the child were on the point of going out together for a walk, and without letting go her hand, the schoolmaster hurried away, leaving the messenger to follow as she might.

They stopped at a cottage-door, and the schoolmaster knocked softly at it with his hand. It was opened without loss of time. They entered a room where a little group of women were gathered about one older than the rest, who was crying very bitterly, and sat wringing her hands and rocking herself to and fro.

“Oh, dame!” said the schoolmaster, drawing near her chair, “is it so bad as this?”

“He’s going fast,” cried the old woman; “my grandson’s dying. It’s all along of you. You shouldn’t see him now, but for his being so earnest on it. This is what his learning has brought him to. Oh, dear, dear, dear, what can I do?”

“Do not say that I am in any fault,” urged the gentle schoolmaster. “I am not hurt, dame. No, no. You are in great distress[1] of mind, and don’t mean what you say. I am sure you don’t.”

“I do,” returned the old woman. “I mean it all. If he hadn’t been poring over his books out of fear of you, he would have been well and merry now, I know he would.”

The schoolmaster looked round upon the other women as if to entreat[2] some one among them to say a kind word for him ; but they shook their heads, and murmured to each other that they never thought there was much good in learning, and that this convinced them[3]. Without saying a word in reply, he followed the old woman who had come for him (and who had now rejoined them) into another room, where his infant friend, half-dressed, lay stretched upon a bed.

He was a very young boy—quite a little child. His hair still hung in curls about his face, and his eyes were very bright. The schoolmaster took a seat beside him, and stooping over the pillow whispered his name. The boy sprung up, stroked his face with his hand, and threw his wasted[4] arms round his neck, crying out that he was his dear, kind friend.
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THE SICK SCHOLAR

“I hope I always was. I meant to be, God knows,” said the poor schoolmaster.

“You remember the garden, Harry,” whispered the schoolmaster, anxious to rouse him, for a dullness seemed gathering upon the child, “and how pleasant it used to be in the evening time? You must make haste to visit it again, for I think the very flowers have missed you,and are less gay than they used to be. You will come soon, my dear, very soon now—won’t you?”

The boy smiled faintly—so very,very faintly—and put his hand upon his friend’s grey head. He moved his lips too, but no voice came from them—no, not a sound.

In the silence that ensued, the hum of distant voices borne upon the evening air came floating through the open window.

“What’s that?” said the sick child, opening his eyes.

“The boys at play upon the green.”

He took a handkerchief from his pillow, and tried to wave it above his head. But the feeble arm dropped powerless down.

“Shall I do it?” said the schoolmaster.

“Please wave it at the window,” was the faint reply. “Tie it to the lattice[5]. Some of them may see it there. Perhaps they’ll think of me, and look this way.”

He raised his head, and glanced from the fluttering signal to his idle bat that lay with slate and book and other boyish property upon a table in the room. And then he laid him softly down once more.

The two old friends and companions—for such they were, though they were man and child—held each other in a long embrace, and then the little scholar turned his face towards the wall, and fell asleep.

The poor schoolmaster sat in the same place, holding the small, cold hand in his, and chafing it[6]. It was but the hand of a dead child. He felt that; and yet he chafed it still, and could not lay it down.



From The Old Curiosity Shop, by CHARLES DICKENS.



[1] distress: Sorrow; grief.

[2] entreat: Earnestly ask or beg.

[3] convinced them: Made them certain.

[4] wasted: Made thin by disease.

[5] lattice: A network of laths.

[6] chafing it: Rubbing it softly to warm it.


LESSON 36
THE WIVES OF BRIXHAM
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You see the gentle water,

How silently it floats,

How cautiously, how steadily

It moves the sleepy boats;

And all the little loops of pearl[1]

It strews along the sand

Steal out as leisurely as leaves

When summer is at hand.



But you know it can be angry,

And thunder from its rest,

When the stormy taunts[2] of winter

Are flying at its breast;

And if you like to listen,

And draw your chairs around,

I’ll tell you what it did one night

When you were sleeping sound.



The merry boats of Brixham[3]

Go out to search the seas—

A stanch and sturdy fleet are they,

Who love a swinging breeze;

And before the woods of Devon

And the silver cliffs of Wales

You may see, when summer evenings fall,

The light upon their sails.



But when the year grows darker,

And grey winds hunt the foam,

They go back to little Brixham,

And ply their toils at home.

And thus it chanced one winter’s day,

When a storm began to roar,

That all the men were out at sea,

And all the wives on shore.



Then, as the storm grew fiercer,

The women’s cheeks grew white;

It was fiercer in the twilight,

And fiercest in the night.

The strong clouds set themselves like ice,

Without a star to melt;

The blackness of the darkness[4]

Was something to be felt.



The wind, like an assassin[5],

Went on its secret way,

And struck a hundred boats adrift,

To reel about the bay.

They meet, they crash—God keep the men

God give a moment’s light!

There is nothing but the tumult,

And the tempest and the night.



And all on shore were anxious,

They grieved for what they knew;

What do you think the women did?

Love taught them what to do.

Out spoke a wife: “We’ve beds at home;

We’ll burn them for a light!

Give us the men and the bare ground;

We want no more to-night.”



They took the grandma’s blanket,

Who shivered but bade them go;

They took the baby’s pillow,

Who could not say them no;

And they heaped a great fire on the pier,

And knew not all the while

If they were heaping a bonfire

Or only a funeral pile[6].



And, fed with precious food, the flame

Shone bravely on the black,

Till a cry rang through the people,

“A boat is coming back!”

Staggering dimly through the fog,

They see, and then they doubt;

But when the first prow strikes the pier,

Out bursts a joyful shout.



Then all along the breadth of flame

Dark figures shrieked and ran,

With, “Child, here comes your father!”

Or, “Wife, is this your man?”

And faint feet touch the welcome shore,

And stay a little while;

And kisses drop from frozen lips,

Too tired to speak or smile.



So one by one they struggled in,

All that the sea could spare:
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“WHEN THE FIRST PROW STRIKES THE PIER.”

We will not reckon through our tears

The names that were not there;

But some went home, without a bed,

When all the-tale is told,

Who were too cold with sorrow

To know the night was cold.

And this is what the men must do

Who work in wind and foam,

And this is what the women bear

Who watch for them at home.

So when you see a Brixham boat

Go out to face the gales,

Think of the love that travels

Like light upon her sails.





From Poems Written for a Child, by M.B.S.



[1] loops of pearl: Little bubbles on the sand.

[2] stormy taunts: Wind storms.

[3] Brixham: A well-known fishing port and watering place in Devonshire.

[4] blackness of the darkness: Intense gloom.

[5] assassin: One who kills secretly or by surprise.

[6] funeral pile: A heap of wood on which the dead were burned.


LESSON 37
“WELL BOWLED”
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EVERY one had gone out to watch the cricket match between Ruddingham School and Atter field.

The veteran[1] captain A. B. Lyons seemed to be disturbed in his mind as he stood talking to Walters and two other members of the school eleven.

“It’s not fair their bringing Ritson,” the Ruddingham captain was saying. “He has played for the county, and has nothing to do with the Atterfield Club. They won’t allow us to play masters, and then they come with a man like that, who has no more business in their team than he would have in ours.”

“I should object,” said Waiters.

“Oh, so I have,” answered Lyons. “But their captain says it’s only a friendly game, and all that sort of thing; and since he has brought Ritson, he doesn’t want to tell him not to play. Of course, if it were a Cup match it would be a different matter; but you don’t like to object and be unfriendly, especially when they are on our ground.”

“I call it a shame,” said Chadley, who was one of the group. “If they lick us, they’ll take care not to call attention in the report to the fact that Ritson played in their team.”

“Well, it can’t be helped,” answered the captain; “better play and not make a fuss. Come on; they are going out to field.— Walters, you and I are in first.”

From the very beginning of the game the day seemed likely to prove unlucky for the home team. The second ball of the over passed with a smack into the wicket-keeper’s glove.

“How’s that?” he shouted. For an instant all the field remained hushed and motionless; then, to the dismay of the spectators, “A.B.” was seen walking away from the wicket.

“Oh, they’ve given him out!” shrieked one small boy.

“It was off his glove!” exclaimed a second.

“It wasn’t!” cried a third. “He never touched it. It’s a jolly swindle.”

The umpire, however, had given his decision, and Lyons walked slowly back to the pavilion, trying to look as if he did not mind.

“It was all right,” he said frankly. “The wretched thing got up and just tipped the shoulder of my bat.”

Ten minutes later Walters’s off stump went down with a click, and a fresh shout of dismay burst from the small boys under the trees.”

“It’s a shame their putting Ritson on to bowl! What business has he got playing for Atterfield? Never mind, Samuels will make a few runs; he can always play fast bowling.”

But even Samuels failed to do what was expected of him. He made a few good hits, just enough to revive the hopes of his side; then, owing to a mistaken call from his partner, he was run out, with only the matter of a dozen to his credit. The smaller boys groaned aloud. It was not that Ruddingham lacked sufficient spirit to take a licking, but there was a strong feeling that the visitors had not acted fairly in getting Ritson to play in their team—more especially as the county man was taking all the wickets.

When any good hit was made, or an extra run secured with good backing up, the boys yelled and cheered. Cheer as they might, however, the total on the telegraph board[2] rose with provoking slowness from 20 to 30, and 30 to 40, and there it stuck, while Ritson dispatched[3] two fresh men in one over.

Atterfield began to treat the matter rather as a joke. During a pause the wicket-keeper,short-slip, and point grew quite frisky, exchanging tricky catches, while long-on stood on his head; all of which, trifling as it may seem to the reader, proved somehow very galling[4] to the onlookers, and rankled in their breasts as though it had been a studied insult.

The fun was not to be altogether on one side, however, and before the innings closed Ruddingham had occasion to exercise its lungs in cheers not unmixed with laughter. The cause of this was a wonderful stand made at the last between Lambert and Ormond—the former being well known as a “stone-waller,” and the other as a confirmed slogger.
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THE CRICKET MATCH

The partnership was a great success. Lambert blocked, while Ormond did the hitting—lashing out with equal freedom at balls straight and crooked. Every few minutes he had a hairbreadth escape, but with good for tune he managed to keep his stumps tanding, and to pile on the score.

A display of this kind, which has no real skill behind it, seldom lasts very long. Ritson suddenly bowled a most enticing[5] ball, and the next instant it flew skywards, descending with a graceful curve plump into a fielder’s hands.

“All out!” and only 58 for a grand total.

The Atterfield men spoke of catching an earlier train, and Ritson was named to go in first wicket down, it being understood that he would push on with the scoring, and soon bring it up to the required total. The crowd felt little interest in the finish of the game, having already as good as given it up; but fortunately the school team itself was composed of veterans, who were fully prepared to show fight till the last ball had been delivered.

Chadley had been appointed, as usual, to bowl from one end; and though, for various reasons, he was not so popular as he might have been, yet on a match day every one regarded him as a tower of strength. Calm and collected[6], he was never known to lose his head[7]—the expression of his face never changing whether he took the middle stump or was slogged to the boundary.

He had just commenced his second over, when a sharp catch in the slips disposed of the first batsman on the visitors’ side. Ruddingham sent up a cheer, but a moment later relapsed into silence as the terrible Ritson left the pavilion and walked briskly towards the pitch.

“Bother him!” cried Barnes Minor. “I know he’ll make a hundred.”

It took him at least three minutes to get settled, patting down the turf, and then looking round at the position of the fielders. At length he settled down into an attitude which in itself was enough to shake the confidence of any bowler.

All this time Chadley stood waiting, tossing the ball idly from hand to hand. He seemed to be thinking of nothing in particular, but his brain had really never been more active. He hated Ritson for his display of “side,” and thirsted for his wicket.

The first ball seemed to rather astonish the crack player.

“H’m! not a bad ball!” he remarked, in a lofty manner.

Chadley heard the remark; his blood boiled, and he nerved himself for a still greater effort. The crowd were looking for a boundary hit; what they did see was a glitter of bails twirling in the sunshine, and then there arose on all sides of the field one frantic shout, “Bowled—well bowled!”

It was true. Ritson stood for a moment looking rather astonished; then quickly recovering his presence of mind, he gave a short laugh, and ran back to the pavilion, trying to hide his disappointment as best he could.

“Well played, Chadley! well bowled, sir!” shouted the spectators, nearly wild with delight. “Bravo, Chadley!”

Ritson’s dismissal seemed to put fresh life and hope into the school team, while it acted in an exactly opposite manner on the enemy. Wicket after wicket went for next to nothing; the captain was caught; two other men were run out; and when the innings closed, the school were the victors by a majority of eleven runs.

Chadley had never bowled better in his life, and his comrades encouraged him with hearty applause. As he returned to the pavilion he was greeted with hearty cheers, while even Barnes Minor ventured to smack him on the back—a daring act, which on any other occasion might have been followed by serious consequences.

Chadley did not in the least object to such an ovation[8]; it was his great aim not only to be an out-and-out sportsman, but also to rank as one in the opinion of his friends.



From Heads or Tails, by HAROLD AVERY



[1] veteran: Old; with long experience.

[2] telegraph board: A large board on which the names of the batsmen and bowlers and the score are marked as the game proceeds.

[3] dispatched: Dismissed; put out.

[4] galling: Vexing; annoying.

[5] enticing: Tempting.

[6] collected: Cool; self-possessed.

[7] lose his head: Get very nervous; lose his coolness.

[8] ovation: Great cheering.


LESSON 38
LOVE OF COUNTRY

SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771-1832), Scottish novelist and poet; originator of the historical novel. Chief poems: Lay of the Last Minstrel, Marmion, and Lady of the Lake. Among his famous Waverley novels may be mentioned Heart of Midlothian, Kenilworth, and Ivanhoe.
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BREATHES there the man with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said,

“This is my own, my native land!”

Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned

From wandering on a foreign strand?

If such there breathe, go, mark him well:

For him no minstrel raptures swell[1];

High though his titles, proud his name,

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim;

Despite those titles, power, and pelf[2],

The wretch, concentred all in self[3],

Living, shall forfeit fair renown;

And, doubly dying, shall go down

To the vile dust, from whence he sprung,

Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung.



O Caledonia! stern and wild,

Meet nurse for a poetic child[4]!

Land of brown heath and shaggy[5] wood,

Land of the mountain and the flood,

Land of my sires! what mortal hand

Can e’er untie the filial band[6]

That knits me to thy rugged strand!

Still, as I view each well-known scene,

Think what is now, and what has been,

Seems as, to me, of all bereft,

Sole friends thy woods and streams were left;

And thus I love them better still,

Even in extremity of ill.

By Yarrow’s stream still let me stray,

Though none should guide my feeble way;

Still feel the breeze down Ettriek break,

Although it chill my wither’d cheek;

Still lay my head by Teviot Stone[7],

Though there, forgotten and alone,

The Bard may draw his parting groan.



SCOTT—Lay of the Last Minstrel



[1] no minstrel raptures swell: No poet sings his praises.

[2] pelf: Wealth.

[3] concentred all in self: Thinking of nothing but his own interest.

[4] meet nurse for a poetic child: Suitable ground for the growth of the poetic spirit.

[5] shaggy: Rough; untrimmed.

[6] filial band: The love as of a son to his parents.

[7] Teviot Stone: A rude rock at which the Teviot has its source in the south-west of Roxburghshire.


LESSON 39
HOW THESEUS SLEW THE MINOTAUR

CHARLES KINGSLEY (1819-1875), English novelist and poet; wrote Alton Locke, Hypatia, Westward Ho!, Hereward the Wake, and books for children, such as the Water Babies, The Heroes.


INTRODUCTION

[The-seus, son of Æ-geus, King of Athens, offered to form one of the yearly tribute of seven young men and seven maidens, who were sent to Crete to be thrown as an offering to the Minotaur, a monster which fed on human flesh. Theseus and bis companions are standing before Minos, King of Crete.]
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THESEUS stood before Minos[1], and they looked each other in the face. And Minos bade take them to prison, and cast them to the monster one by one, that the death of Androgeos[2] might be avenged. Then Theseus cried—

“A boon, O Minos! Let me be thrown first to the beast. For I came hither for that very purpose, of my own will, and not by lot.”

“Who art thou, then, brave youth?”

“I am the son of him whom of all men thou hatest most, AEgeus the king of Athens, and I come here to end this matter.”

And Minos pondered awhile, looking stead- fastly at him, and he thought, “The lad means to atone by his own death for his father’s sin”; and he answered at last mildly—

“Go back in peace, my son. It is a pity that one so brave should die.”

But Theseus said, “I have sworn that I will not go back till I have seen the monster face to face.”

And at that Minos frowned, and said, “Then thou shalt see him; take the madman away.”

And they led Theseus away into the prison, with the other youths and maids.

But Ariadne, Minos’ daughter, saw him, as she came out of her white stone hall; and she loved him for his courage and his majesty, and said, “Shame that such a youth should die!” And by night she went down to the prison, and told him all her heart; and said—

“Flee down to your ship at once, for I have bribed the guards before the door. Flee, you and all your friends, and go back in peace to Greece; and take me, take me with you! for I dare notstay after you are gone; for my father will kill me miserably, if he knows what I have done.”

And Theseus stood silent awhile; for he was astonished and confounded by her beauty: but at last he said, “I cannot go home in peace, till I have seen and slain this Minotaur, and avenged the death of the youths and maidens, and put an end to the terrors of my land.”

“And will you kill the Minotaur? How,then?”

“I know not, nor do I care: but he must be strong if he be too strong for me.”

Then she loved him all the more, and said, “But when you have killed him, how will you find your way out of the labyrinth[3]?”

“I know not, neither do I care: but it must be a strange road, if I do not find it out before I have eaten up the monster’s carcase.”

Then she loved him all the more, and said—

“Fair youth, you are too bold; but I can help you, weak as I am. I will give you a sword, and with that perhaps you may slay the beast; and a clue of thread, and by that, perhaps, you may find your way out again. Only promise me that if you escape safe you will take me home with you to Greece; for my father will surely kill me, if he knows what I have done.”

Then Theseus laughed, and said, “Am I not safe enough now?” And he hid the sword in his bosom, and rolled up the clue in his hand; and then he swore to Ariadne, and fell down before her, and kissed her hands and her feet; and she wept over him a long while, and then went away; and Theseus lay down and slept sweetly.

And when the evening came, the guards came in and led him away to the labyrinth.

And he went down into that doleful gulf, through winding paths among the rocks, under caverns, and arches, and galleries, and over heaps of fallen stone. And he turned on the left hand, and on the right hand, and went up and down, till his head was dizzy; but all the while he held his clue. For when he went in he had fastened it to a stone, and left it to unroll out of his hand as he went on; and it lasted him till he met the Minotaur, in a narrow chasm between black cliffs.

And when he saw him he stopped awhile, for he had never seen so strange a beast. His body was a man’s: but his head was the head of a bull; and his teeth were the teeth of a lion, and with them he tore his prey. And when he saw Theseus he roared, and put his head down, and rushed right at him.

But Theseus stept aside nimbly, and as he passed by, cut him in the knee; and ere he could turn in the narrow path, he followed him, and stabbed him again and again from behind, till the monster fled bellowing wildly; for he never before had felt a wound. And Theseus followed him at full speed, holding the clue of thread in his left hand.

Then on, through cavern after cavern, under dark ribs of sounding stone, and up rough glens and torrent-beds, among the sun less roots of Ida[4], and to the edge of the eternal snow, went they, the hunter and the hunted, while the hills bellowed to the monster’s bellow.
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THESEUS SLAYING THE MINOTAUR

And at last Theseus came up with him, where he lay panting on a slab among the snow, and caught him by the horns, and forced his head back, and drove the keen sword through his throat.

Then he turned, and went back limping and weary, feeling his way down by the clue of thread till he came to the mouth of that doleful place; and saw waiting for him, whom but Ariadne?

And he whispered, “it is done!” and showed her the sword; and she laid her finger on her lips, and led him to the prison, and opened the doors, and set all the prisoners free, while the guards lay sleeping heavily; for she had silenced them with wine.

Then they fled to their ship together, and leaped on board, and hoisted up the sail; and the night lay dark around them, so that they passed through Minos’ ships, and escaped all safe to Naxos; and there Ariadne became Theseus’ wife.

—CHARLES KINGSLEY



[1] Minos: King of Crete (in Greek mythology), a great law- giver.

[2] Androgeos: Son of Minos, supposed to have been killed by Ægeus when on a visit to Athens.

[3] labyrinth: A famous edifice or excavation with numerous winding passages from which it was very hard to find one’s way out.

[4] Ida: Chief mountain in Crete.


LESSON 40
PIONEERING
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IT was not often that we could persuade father to talk to us of the early days, but a schoolmate of his, whom he had not seen for over forty years, called last week. They talked of the “old times” and all that had befallen them since last they had gripped each other’s hand. So that was, perhaps, the reason why father now wheeled his chair round in answer to our request, and began.

“You see this house,” he said, “and yonder barn, stables, and yard, and the lucerne fields over there, and the miles of fencing. Forty years ago there were none of these. You would have lost yourself right on the spot where you now sit at the dinner-table.

“Bill and I rode over this part first in ’53— two youngsters we were, eager-hearted, strong and well-knit in body, and with any amount of spirit in us to face whatever the future years should bring. We were on the lookout for a good sheep-run.

“A faithful old blackfellow had told us about the lagoons you see yonder; so after a week’s hard riding, camping out in all weathers, with any sort of food to eat, we came to this spot. It didn’t take us long to settle on our run. We rode over the country round here for miles, and within a fortnight knew that this run— with its abundant never-failing water, its level black-soil patches, its grassy ridges—was just what we wanted.
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“CAMPING OUT IN ALL WEATHERS.”

“Twelve months afterwards we felt pretty well settled, but no book could tell you what hard struggles were crowded into that first year:—how we brought, up our sheep; how we got out goods along by a bullock team; how we struck dry weather from the start and had to cart water; how we were surprised one night by blacks and lived three days in hourly peril of our lives; how we did our own cooking and washing and work of all sorts (you have to be a jack-of-all-trades when you first start to conquer the bush); how we ran short of food once, and bad nothing to live on, not even damper[1] or kangaroo steak; how we were more than once ready to throw aside our whole enterprise and go four hundred miles back to town life with its quill-driving[2] and starched collars and narrow living.
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BURNING OFF SCRUB FOR FRUIT-GROWING

“But we stuck to our task, and for twelve months worked at a hundred jobs, as every man has to work who wants to carve out a home for himself in the bush. Newchums? Yes, we were then;but that wore off, and a year’s experience seasoned us.

“You know Quartz Gully, four miles this side of Talbot’s store? We found that gully one day when after some lost cattle. My mate saw the shining gold first, and for a time there was a rush to these parts, but it died away, and not a digger or prospector[3] has been in this district for many a day.
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THE FIRST HOME

“Yes, you become an explorer, whether you will or not, when you turn to pioneering[4]. White’s Range, thirty miles away, is named after my mate—he was the first to cross it, and dip down into the fine grazing country beyond. King Parrot Creek I named over forty years ago.

“The round lagoon named itself—there’s a story about a murder in that lagoon. It’s an old dark chapter of history, and dates from the days when bushranging was common, and a white man’s life was sometimes held cheap. But I must tell that some other time.

“You ask me, when did mother come here first? I first met your mother when—”

Father stopped, as if in thought, and his eyes seemed to look back forty years, to a day when he had wooed and won the bonny daughter of a storekeeper in a town far away; when, hand in hand, they took up the white man’s burden[5], and all the new world of hopes and fears lay before them. We were wishing father would tell us all about these things, but his thoughts were left unspoken.

“There was little schooling then,” he continued. “It is only a dozen years or so since the first school was built in this district. Don’t you remember riding there and back on horseback— fourteen miles every day? Mother taught the eldest of you herself, and taught us all, too, to remember when the week brought round its Sunday.

“There’s a great difference to-day,” mused father, “You boys will each have a slice off this run, when you grow up and become farmers for yourselves, with school and store and church and railway all within easy distance. Pioneering now—even on the stations[6] far west— is rapidly changing from what it was in the early days. But give me the early days!” concluded father, and when he took up his glasses to read the newspaper we knew that his talk was over— for that night at all events.



—E. W. H. F.



[1] damper: Bread made of flour and water, without yeast, and generally baked in the ashes.

[2] quill-driving: Using a. pen. Goose-quills or feather-pens were in use before steel nibs and wooden holders.

[3] prospector: One who explores a region with the object of finding valuable minerals.

[4] pioneering: “Pioneers” lit. means the men who march in front of the army to clear the way for the main body.

[5] took up the white man’s burden: Bore their part in civilising the country.

[6] stations: Sheep or cattle stations; large areas or “runs” on which stock are pastured.


LESSON 41
A CHRISTMAS CAROL
I

[image: alt]

UP rose Mrs. Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out but poorly in a twice—turned gown, but brave in ribbons, which are cheap and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the cloth, assisted by Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters, also brave in ribbons; while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into the saucepan of potatoes, and getting the corners of his monstrous shirt collar (Bob’s private property, conferred upon his son and heir in honour of the day) into his mouth, rejoiced to find himself so gallantly attired, and yearned to show his linen in the fashionable Parks.

And now two smaller Cratehits, boy and girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside the baker’s they had smelt the goose, and known it for their own; and basking in luxurious thoughts[1] of sage and onion, these young Cratchits danced about the table, and exalted Master Peter Cratchit to the skies, while he (not proud, although his couars nearly choked him) blew the fire, until the slow potatoes bubbling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan-lid to be let out and peeled.

“What has ever got your precious father then?” said Mrs. Cratchit. “And your brother, Tiny Tim! And Martha warn’t as late last Christmas Day by half-an-hour?”

“Here’s Martha, mother!” said a girl, appearing as she spoke.

“Here’s Martha, mother!” cried the two young Cratchits. “Hurrah! There’s such a goose, Martha!”

“Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are!” said Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and taking off her shawl and bonnet for her with officious zeal[2].

“We’d a deal of work to finish up last night,” replied the girl, “and had to clear away this morning, mother!”

“Well! Never mind so long as you are come,” said Mrs. Cratchit. “Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and have a warm, Lord bless ye!”

“No, no! There’s father coming,” cried the two young Cratchits, who were everywhere at once. “Hide, Martha, hide!”

So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob, the father, with at least three feet of comforter[3] exclusive of the fringe, hanging down before him; and his threadbare clothes darned up and brushed, to look seasonable; and Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had his limbs supported by an iron frame!

“Why, where’s our Martha?” cried Bob Cratchit, looking round.

“Not coming,” said Mrs. Cratchit.
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“TINY TIM UPON HIS SHOULDER”

“Not coming!” said Bob, with a sudden declension[4] in his high spirits; for he had been Tim’s blood-horse all the way from church, and had come home rampant[5]. “Not coming upon Christmas Day!”

Martha didn’t like to see him disappointed, if it were only in joke; so she came out from behind the door, and ran into his arms, while the two young Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, and bore him off into the wash-house, that he might hear the pudding singing in the copper.

“And how did little Tim behave?” asked Mrs. Cratchit, when Bob had hugged his daughter to his heart’s content.

“As good as gold,” said Bob, “and better. Somehow he gets thoughtful, sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped the people saw him in the church, because he was a cripple, and it might be pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day, Who made lame beggars walk, and blind men see.”

Bob’s voice was tremulous when he told them this, and trembled more when he said that Tiny Tim was growing strong and hearty.

His active little crutch was heard upon the floor, and back came Tiny Tim before another word was spoken, escorted by his brother and sister to his stool before the fire; and while Bob, turning up his cuffs—as if, poor fellow, they were capable of being made more shabby— compounded some hot mixture in a jug and stirred it round and round and put it on the hob to simmer, Master Peter, and the two young Cratchits, went to fetch the goose, with which they soon returned in high procession.



[1] basking in luxurious thoughts: Rejoicing in the thought of the coming feast.

[2] officious zeal: Too eager attention.

[3] comforter: Large scarf for neck wear.

[4] declension: Falling away; lessening.

[5] rampant: Bounding with joy.


LESSON 42
A CHRISTMAS CAROL
II

[image: alt]

SUCH a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the rarest of all birds; and in truth it was something very like it in that house. Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy (ready beforehand in a little saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes with incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple sauce; Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the table; the two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts, crammed spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek for goose before their turn came to be helped.

At last the dishes were set on, and grace was said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, looking slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; but when she did, and when the long- expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one mur-mur of delight arose all round the board, and even Tiny Tim, excited by the young Cratchits, beat on the table with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried Hurrah!

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn’t believe there ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness and flavour, size and cheapness, were the themes[1] of universal admiration. Eked out[2] by apple-sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said with great delight (surveying one small atom of a bone upon the dish), they hadn’t eaten it all at last! Yet every one had had enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular, were steeped in sage and onions to the eyebrows! But now, the plates being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone—too nervous to bear witnesses—to take the pudding up and bring it in.

Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it should break in turning out! Suppose somebody should have got over the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose—a supposition at which the two young Cratchits became livid[3]! All sorts of horrors were supposed.

Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of the copper. A smell like a washing day! That was the cloth. A smell like an eating-house and a pastrycook’s next door to each other, with a laundress’s next door to that! That was the pudding! In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered—flushed, but smiling proudly—with the pudding, like a speckled cannon-ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of half-a- quartern of ignited brandy, and with Christmas holly stuck into the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that now the weight was off her mind, she would confess she had had her doubts about the quantity of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but nobody said or thought it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have been flat heresy[4] to do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at such a thing.

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth swept, and the fire made up. The compound in the jug being tasted, and considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, and a shovelful of chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew round the hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a circle, meaning half a one; and at Bob Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of glass—two tumblers, and a custard-cup without a handle.

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden goblets would have done; and Bob served it out with beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire spluttered and cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed:

“A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!”

Which all the family re-echoed.

“God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all.



—CHARLES DICKENS



[1] themes: Things spoken of; subjects.

[2] eked out: Made go farther, increased.

[3] became livid: Turned pale with fear.

[4] flat heresy: A gross departure from the accepted opinion.


LESSON 43
TRAVELLERS’ WONDERS
I
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ONE winter’s evening, as Captain Compass was sitting by the fireside with his children all round him, little Jack said to him: “Papa, pray tell us some stories about what you have seen in your voyages. I have been vastly entertained whilst you were abroad, with Gulliver’s Travels[1] and the Adventures of Sinbad the Sailor[2]; and I think, as you have gone round and round the world, you must have met with things as wonderful as they did.” — “No, my dear,” said the captain, “I never met with Lilliputians or Brobdingnagians[3], I assure you, nor ever saw the black loadstone mountain, or the valley of diamonds[4]; but, to be sure, I have seen a great variety of people, and their different manners and ways of living; and if it will be any entertainment to you, I will tell you some curious particulars of what I observed.” “Pray, do, papa,” cried Jack and all his brothers and sisters; so they drew close around him, and he began as follows:—

“Well, then, I was once, about this time of the year, in a country where it was very cold,and the poor inhabitants had much ado to keep themselves from starving. They were clad partly in the skins of beasts, made smooth and soft by a particular art, but chiefly in garments made from the outer covering of a middlesized quadruped, which they were so cruel as to strip off his back while he was alive. They dwelt in habitations, part of which was sunk under ground. The materials were either stones, or earth hardened by fire; and so violent, in that country, were the storms of wind and rain, that many of them covered their roofs all over with stones. The walls of their houses had holes to let in the light; but to prevent the cold air and wet from coming in, they were covered by a sort of transparent stone, made artificially[5] of melted sand or flints. As wood was rather scarce, I know not what they would have done for firing, had they not discovered in the bowels of the earth[6], a very extraordinary kind of stone, which, when put among burning wood, caught fire and flamed like a torch.”

“Dear me,” said Jack, “what a wonderful stone! I suppose it was somewhat like what we call fire-stones,that shine so when we rub them together.” “I don’t think they would burn,” replied the captain; “besides, they are of a darker colour.”
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SHEEP SHEARING

Well, but their diet, too, was remarkable. Some of them ate fish that had been hung up in the smoke till it was quite dry and hard; and along with it, they ate either the roots of plants, or a sort of coarse black cake made of powdered seeds. These were the poorer class; the richer had a white kind of cake, which they were fond of daubing over with a greasy matter that was the product of a large animal among them. This grease they used, too, in almost all their dishes, and when fresh it really was not unpalatable[7]. They likewise devoured the flesh of many birds and beasts when they could get it; and ate the leaves and other parts of a variety of vegetables growing in the country, some absolutely raw, others variously prepared by the aid of fire. Another great article of food was the curd of milk, pressed into a hard mass and salted. This had so rank a smell that persons of weak stomachs often could not bear to come near it. For drink, they made great use of the water in which certain dry leaves had been steeped. These leaves, I was told, came from a great distance. They had likewise a method of preparing a drink from the seeds of a grass-like plant, by steeping them along with a bitter herb in water, and then setting them to work or ferment. I was prevailed upon to taste it, and thought it at first nauseous[8] enough, but in time I liked it pretty well. When a large quantity of the ingredients[9] is used, it becomes perfectly intoxicating. But what astonished me most, was their use of a liquor so excessively hot and pungent, that it seems like liquid fire.

I once got a mouthful of it by mistake, taking it for water, which it resembles in appearance; but I thought it would instantly have taken away my breath. Indeed, people are not unfrequently killed by it; and yet many of them will swallow it greedily whenever they can get it. This, too, is said to be prepared from the seeds above mentioned, which are innocent and salutary[10] in their natural state, though made to yield such a pernicious[11] juice. The strangest custom that I believe prevails in any nation, I found here; which was, that some take a mighty pleasure in filling their mouths full of abominable smoke; and others, in thrusting a nasty powder up their nostrils.”

“I should think it would choke them,” said Jack. “It almost choked me,” answered his father, “only to stand by while they did it; but use, it is truly said, is second nature.”



[1] Gulliver’s Travels: A fabulous story of adventure by Dean Swift.

[2] Sinbad the Sailor: One of the stories of the Arabian Nights Entertain-ments.

[3] Lilliputians and Brobdingnagians: The former very small, the latter gigantic people mentioned in “Gulliver’s Travels.”

[4] Black loadstone mountain and valley of diamonds: Scenes in the story of Sinbad the Sailor.

[5] made artificially: Made by human skill.

[6] bowels of the earth: Mines.

[7] unpalatable: Unpleasant to the taste.

[8] nauseous: Causing a sick feeling.

[9] ingredients: Maferials.

[10] salutary: Wholesome.

[11] pernicious: Injurious.


LESSON 44
TRAVELLERS’ WONDERS
II

[image: alt]

“I WAS glad enough to leave this cold climate; and about half a year after, I fell in with a people enjoying a delicious temperature of air, and a country full of beauty and verdure. The trees and shrubs were furnished with a great variety of fruits, which, with other vegetable products, constituted a large part of the food of the inhabitants. I particularly relished certain berries[1] growing in bunches, some white and some red, of a pleasant sourish taste, and so transparent that one might see the seed at their very centre. Here were whole fields full of extremely odoriferous[2] flowers, which they told me were succeeded by pods bearing seeds,that afforded good nourishment to man and beast. A great variety of birds enlivened the groves and woods; among which I was entertained with one, that without any teaching, spoke almost as articulately[3] as a parrot, though indeed it was all the repetition of a single word. The people were tolerably[4] gentle and civilized, and possessed many of the arts of life. Their dress was very various. Many were clad only in a thin cloth made of the long fibres of the stalks of a plant cultivated for the purpose, which they prepared by soaking in water, and then beating with large mallets. Others wore cloth woven from a sort of vegetable wool, growing in pods upon bushes. But the most singular material was a fine glossy stuff, used chiefly by the richer classes, which, as I was credibly[5] informed, is manufactured out of the webs of caterpillars; a most wonderful circumstance, if we consider the immense number of caterpillars necessary to the production of so large a quantity of stuff as I saw used. These people are very fantastic[6] in their dress, especially the women, whose apparel consists of a great number of articles impossible to be described, and strangely disguising the natural form of the body. Like most Indian nations, they use feathers in the headdress. One thing surprised me much, which was, that they bring up in their houses an animal of the tiger kind, with formidable teeth and claws, which, not- withstanding its natural ferocity, is played with and caressed by the most timid and delicate of their women.”

“I am sure I would not play with it,” said Jack. “Why, you might chance to get an ugly scratch, if you did,” said the captain.

“The language of this nation seems very harsh and unintelligible[7] to a foreigner, yet they converse among one another with great ease and quickness. One of the oddest customs is that which men use on saluting each other. Let the weather be what it will, they uncover their heads, and remain uncovered for some time, if they mean to be extraordinarily respectful.”

“Why, that’s like pulling off our hats,” said Jack. “Ah, ah! Papa,” cried Betsy, “I have found you out. You have been telling us of our own country, and what is done at home, all this while.” “But,” said Jack, “we don’t burn stones, or cat grease and powdered seeds, or wear skins and caterpillars’ webs, or play with tigers.” “No!” said the captain; “pray, what are coals but stones; and is not butter, grease; and corn, seeds; and leather, skins; and silk, the web of a kind of caterpillar; and may we not as well call a eat an animal of the tiger-kind, as a tiger an animal of the cat-kind? So, if you will recollect what I have been describing, you will find, with Betsy’s help, that all the other wonderful things I have told you of, are matters familiar among ourselves. But I meant to shew you, that a foreigner might easily represent everything as equally strange and wonderful among us, as we could do with respect to his country; and also to make you sensible that we daily call a great many things by their names, without inquiring into their nature and properties; so that in reality it is only the names, and not the things themselves, with which we are acquainted.”



From Evenings at Home, by MRS. BARBAULD



[1] certain berries: Currants.

[2] odoriferous: Sweet-scented.

[3] articulately: With a clear utterance.

[4] tolerably: Moderately; passably.

[5] credibly: Reliably; in a manner worthy of belief.

[6] fantastic: Fanciful.

[7] unintelligible: Not easily understood.


LESSON 45
A HEROINE AT SIXTEEN

[image: alt]

You may have heard of the wreck of the Quetta[1]. It took place at nine o’clock on Friday evening,28th February, 1890. The fine vessel struck an uncharted[2] rock and in three minutes was swallowed up-one of the most sudden, complete, and piteous disasters that the Australian coast has ever known.
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Among the numerous passengers were Emily Lacy, a young girl under sixteen years of age, and her sister aged thirteen. They were returning to England to complete their education. Little did they dream, when the Quetta left Brisbane, that so awful a fate was in store. Yet the disaster was destined to furnish an example of courage and endurance such as the world has seldom seen.

When the crash came, Emily rushed to the cabin to try and rescue her younger sister. The two succeeded in reaching the deck, where, however, they were at once separated, and they never met again. Miss Lacy tells that, just as the vessel was going down, a gentleman(in whose care the girls were) said to her, “You look after yourself, and I will take care of May.” Both the gentleman and her little sister were drowned.

“When we got aft,” Miss Lacy writes, “the ship suddenly went down, and as I was drinking in the salt water I thought I was going to be drowned. But I came up again, and was surrounded by Cingalese[3] and sheep. I felt myself being pressed down by them; it was terrible. Then I saw a raft a short distance out, and was dragged on to it by the purser[4], who was very kind to me. We were attached to a bigger raft, crowded with Cingalese.

“When we got away some distance, as the Cingalese became very noisy, we cut our raft adrift, and I remained on her with the purser for about twelve hours, till we were, I thought, two miles from shore; and as he told me that he could not swim, I left him and swam for the shore, but I did not reach it, as it was so far away.

“I went on towards the land, and saw some wreckage, on which were two Cingalese, to which I made my way, and got to it; but as they were rude and excited, I thought they might be drunk, so I left it, and took to swimming again.

“Then I caught sight of another raft on which was chief officer[5] Grey. He could not swim. I tried to swim by the side of the raft and tow it towards the land. But either the current was too strong or the raft too heavy. So I struck out for the land myself, which still seemed about two miles away, and hoped to get food and water for myself and my hapless companion.

“Despite my efforts, the land seemed to get farther away. I still struggled on. At times the heat was so intense that I had continually to plunge my head under water to escape sunstroke. I must have got into cross currents, for, peer[6] as I might, I could no longer see the land. I was assuredly drifting out to sea. My strength began to fail, and though I now floated all I could, instead of attempting to swim, I knew that the end could not be long in coming.”

At eight o’clock on Sunday morning Miss Lacy was picked up by the Albatross, exhausted[7], and burned nearly black with the sun. Before lifting her out of the water, a sailor threw his jacket over her, and then laid her tenderly on the bottom of the boat. She had been swimming and floating for twenty hours, sometimes on her back and sometimes on her side.

She says that she had never any conscious fear of death, either from drowning, or from a worse and more terrible fate—death by sharks. She often felt her powers of endurance giving way. It was only the thought of the agony her death would cause her parents which enabled the heroic girl to continue her exertions until help came.



Compiled by E. W. H. F.



[1] Quetta: One of the finest steamers of the British India Company, running between Brisbane and London via Tortes Strait.

[2] uncharted: Not marked on any chart or map.

[3] Cingalese: Natives of Ceylon, who formed part of the crew.

[4] purser: An officer of the ship who keeps the accounts and has charge of the stores.

[5] chief officer: Officer in a boat next in rank below a captain.

[6] peer: Look about.

[7] exhausted: Worn out.


LESSON 46
DAFFODILS

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770-1850), great English poet of Nature; wrote The Excursion and many miscellaneous pieces.
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“GOLDEN DAFFODILS.”


I WANDER’D lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o’er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host of golden daffodils[1],

Beside the fake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.



Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the Milky Way[2],

They stretch’d in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay;

Ten thousand saw I at a glance

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.



The waves beside them danced, but they

Outdid the sparkling waves in glee—

A poet could not but be gay

In such a jocund[3] company!

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought;



For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant[4] or in pensive[5] mood,

They flash upon that inward eye[6]

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.





—WORDSWORTH



[1] daffodil: A yellow flower of the lily family.

[2] Milky Way: A broad luminous belt in the sky, caused by the light of countless fixed stars.

[3] jocund: Gay; happy; mirthful.

[4] vacant: Idle; unoccupied.

[5] pensive: Thoughtful.

[6] inward eye: The mind’s eye—the thoughts that call up the picture.


LESSON 47
THE SOLDIER’S REPRIEVE
I
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“I THOUGHT, Mr. Allen, when I gave my Bennie to his country, that not a father in all this broad land made so precious a gift— no, not one. The dear boy slept at his post only a minute; I know that was all, for Bennie never dozed over a duty. How prompt and reliable he was!

“I know he fell asleep for a minute—he was so young, and had grown so fast, that boy of mine. Why, he was as tall as I, and only eighteen! And now they shoot him because he fell asleep when doing sentinel[1] duty. Twenty-four hours’ respite[2], the telegram said— only twenty-four hours. Where is Bennie now?”

“We will hope with his heavenly Father,” said the clergyman, soothingly.

“Yes, yes; let us hope; God is very merciful.”

“‘I should be ashamed in after years, father!’ Bennie declared to me, ‘if I never used this muscular right arm’—and he held it out so proudly before me—‘for my country when it needed it!’

“‘Go, then, my boy,’ I said, ‘and God keep you!’ God has kept him, I hope, Mr. Allen!” and the farmer repeated the last words slowly, as if, in spite of his intellect[3], his heart doubted them.

“Like the apple of his eye, Mr. Owen, doubt it not!”

Blossom had sat near them, listening with blanched[4] cheek. She had not shed a tear. Her anxiety had been so concealed that no one had noticed it. She had occupied herself mechanically[5] in the household cares. Now she answered a gentle tap at the kitchen door, opening it to receive a letter from a neighbour’s hand. “It is from him,” was all she said.

It was like a message from the dead! Mr. Owen took the letter, but could not break the envelope, on account of his trembling fingers, and held it toward Mr. Allen, with the helplessness of a child.

The clergyman opened it, and read as follows:—

“DEAR FATHER,—When this reaches you, I shall be in eternity. At first it seemed awful to me, but I have thought about it so much now that it has no terror. They say they will not bind me, nor blind[6] me, but that I may meet my death like a man. I thought, father, it might have been on the battle-field, for my country, and that, when I fell, it would be fighting gloriously; but to be shot down like a dog for nearly betraying it—to die for neglect of duty! Oh, father, I wonder the very thought does not kill me! But I shall not disgrace you. I am going to write you all about it, and when I am gone you may tell my comrades. I cannot now.

“You know I promised Jemmie Carr’s mother I would look after her boy; and, when he fell ill, I did all I could for him. He was still an invalid when he was ordered to rejoin the ranks, and the day before that fatal night I carried all his baggage, as well as my own. Toward night we went at the double-quick, and though the baggage began to feel very heavy, everybody else was fatigued, too; and as for Jemmie, if I had not lent him an arm now and then, he would have dropped by the way.

“I was quite tired out when we came into camp, and then it was Jemmie’s turn to be sentry, and I insisted upon taking his place; but I was too tired, father. I could not have kept awake if a gun had been pointed at my head; but I did not know it until— well, until it was too late.”

“God be thanked!” interrupted Mr. Owen, reverently[7]. “I knew Bennie was not the boy to sleep carelessly at his post.”

“They tell me to-day that I have a short reprieve[8]—given to me by circumstances—time to write to you, our good colonel says. Forgive him, father, he only does his duty; he would gladly save me if he could; and do not attribute my death to Jemmie[9]. The poor boy is broken-hearted, and does nothing but beg and entreat them to let him die in my stead.

“I can’t bear to think of mother and Blossom. Comfort them, father! Tell them I die as a brave boy should, and that, when the war is over, they will not be ashamed of me, as they must be now.

“To-night, in the early twilight, I shall see in imagination the cows all coming home from pasture, and dear little Blossom standing on the back veranda waiting for me. But I shall never, never come! God bless you all! Forgive your poor Bennie.”



[1] sentinel: Watching; guarding.

[2] respite: Delay of punishment.

[3] intellect: Reason; understanding.

[4] blanched: White with fear.

[5] mechanically: Without thought of what she was doing.

[6] blind: Blindfold.

[7] reverently: With deep feeling and respect.

[8] reprieve: Respite; delay before punishment is carried out.

[9] attribute my death to Jemmie: Blame Jemmie for my death.


LESSON 48
THE SOLDIER’S REPRIEVE
II
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LATE that night the door opening on to the back veranda opened softly, and a little girl glided out, and went down the footpath that led to the road by the mill. She seemed to fly rather than walk, turning her head neither to the right nor to the left, but looking now and then to heaven, and folding her hands as if in supplication[1]. Two hours later the same young girl stood at Mill Station, anxiously watching the coming of the night train; and the guard, as he reached down to lift her into the carriage, wondered at the tear- stained face that was upturned toward the dim lantern he held in his hand.

A few questions and ready answers told him all; and no father could have cared more tenderly for his only child than he for our little Blossom. She was on her way to Washington[2], to ask President Lincoln[3] for her brother’s life. She had stolen away unperceived, leaving only a note to tell her father where and why she had gone. She had brought Bennie’s letter with her; no good, kind heart like the President’s could refuse to be melted by it.
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“HE PUT HIS HAND TENDERLY ON HER SHOULDER.”

The next morning they reached New York, and the guard hurried her on to Washington, for every minute now might be the means of saving her brother’s life. So, in an incredibly[4] short time, Blossom reached the capital, and hastened immediately to the White House.

The President had just seated himself to his morning task of looking over and signing important documents[5], when, without one word of announcement, the door softly opened, and Blossom, with downcast eyes and folded hands, stood before him.

“Well, my child,” he said in his pleasant, cheerful tones, “what do you want so early in the morning?”

“Bennie’s life, please, sir,” faltered Blossom.

“Bennie? Who is Bennie?”

“My brother, sir. They are going to shoot him for sleeping at his post.”

“Oh, yes”; and Mr. Lincoln ran his eye over the papers before him. “I remember! It was a fatal sleep. You see, child, it was at a time of special danger. Thousands of lives might have been lost through his culpable negligence[6].”

“So my father said,” replied Blossom, gravely; “but poor Bennie was so tired, sir, and Jemmie so weak. He did the work of two, sir, and it was Jemmie’s night, not his; but Jemmie was too tired, and Bennie never thought about himself—that he was tired, too.”

“What is this you say, child? Come here; I do not understand”; and the kind man caught eagerly, as ever, at what seemed to be a justification[7] of the offence.

Blossom went to him. He put his hand tenderly on her shoulder, and turned up the pale, anxious face toward his. How tall he seemed, and he was President of the United States, too! A dim thought of this kind passed for a moment through Blossom’s mind, but she told her simple and straightforward story, and handed Mr. Lincoln Bennie’s letter to read.

He perused it[8] carefully; then, taking up his pen, wrote a few hasty lines and rang his bell. When the messenger appeared, Blossom heard the order given “SEND THIS DESPATCH[9] AT ONCE.”

The President then turned to the girl and said: “Go home, my child, and tell your father, who could approve his country’s sentence even when it took the life of a child like that, that Abraham Lincoln thinks the life far too precious to be lost. Go back, or—wait until to-morrow; Bennie will need a change after he has so bravely faced death; he shall go with you.”

Two days after this interview the young soldier came to the White House[10] with his little sister. He was called into the President’s private room, and a strap, the emblem[11] of his promotion, was fastened upon his shoulder. “The soldier who could carry a sick comrade’s baggage and die for the act so uncomplainingly, deserves well of his country,” said the President to the young lieutenant.

Then Bennie and Blossom took their way to their Green Mountain home. A crowd had gathered at the Station to welcome them, and, as Farmer Owen’s hand grasped that of his boy, tears flowed down his cheeks, and he was heard to say fervently, “The Lord be praised!”



—MRS. R. D. C. ROBBINS



[1] supplication: Prayer.

[2] Washington: Political capital of the United States of America.

[3] President Lincoln (1809-1865): Sixteenth President of the United States of America, and one of the greatest of Americans.

[4] incredibly: Hardly to be believed.

[5] important documents: State papers.

[6] culpable negligence: Blameworthy neglect.

[7] justification: Sufficient excuse.

[8] perused it: Read through the letter.

[9] despatch: An important message in writing.

[10] White House: The residence of the President of the United States.

[11] emblem: Sign; token.


LESSON 49
A WONDERFUL BIRD
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A BIRD OF PARADISE

HAVE you ever seen a “Bird of Paradise”? Australia produces some strange animals, such as the kangaroo and the platypus[1], but this wonderful bird has its home in New Guinea. Though in body it is not much larger than a pigeon, its plumage gives it a most imposing appearance. The head and neck are soft as velvet, with tints constantly changing in the play of the magic sunshine. The tail when spread looks like a fountain of silver spray intermingled with gleams of gold, and even the peacock cannot display so gorgeous[2] a plume.

Many strange tales are written about these birds. One explorer gravely writes that, though he watched a flock of them for days, they were always hovering on the wing, having no feet with which to rest. Another traveller assures us that birds of paradise live on a particular kind of food created for them alone, and kept in some paradise whither they only of all birds can resort. The natives believe that it feeds on dew and butterflies. But these are merely travellers’ tales. We may be quite sure that the bird not only has feet on which to settle, but also has a good appetite for most things edible[3], though perhaps it has not the digestion of an ostrich[4].

The bird is very shy; the slightest sound alarms it and sends it flying away. It is only by careful watching, and almost noiseless walking, that one can get near enough to study its ways. The best time to venture on an approach is at dawn, before the feathered tribe are yet astir.

“One morning,” says a writer, “we had camped on a spur of the Owen Stanley range, and being up early, to enjoy the cool atmosphere, I saw on one of a clump of trees close by, six birds of paradise, four cocks and two hens. The hens were sitting quietly on a branch. The four other birds, dressed in their very best, their ruffs of green and yellow standing out, giving them a large handsome appearance about the head and neck, their long flowing plumes so arranged that every feather seemed carefully combed out, and the long wires stretched well out behind—were dancing in a circle round them.

“It was an interesting sight; first one, and then another, would advance a little nearer to a hen, and she would retire a little, pretending not to care for any advances. A shot was fired, contrary to my expressed wish; there was a strange commotion, and two of the male birds flew away, the others and the hens remained. Soon the two returned, and again the dance began and continued long, as I had strictly forbidden any more shooting. At last they rested, but it was not for long. The male birds began quarrelling, and I thought a battle royal would take place, when suddenly all six—with the harsh cry that seems the only note the bird can utter—spread their wings and flew away.”

In New Guinea the natives are expert with the bow, and often a fine bird is brought down by the deadly arrow. The natives know where the birds resort; so they sometimes smear the branches of the trees width gum and thus snare their prey. After the bird is caught it is skinned; the head, neck, and plume are valuable, but the tail is thrown away. The natives send the skins to the coast, getting in exchange salt, shell, and coral ornaments.

The plumes are often made into headdresses of various kinds, and are worn by dancers at the natives’ feasts. Some of the frames on which the plumes are fashioned are three feet square, and a stick ten or twelve feet long rises from the centre. All the wood is hidden by the plumes, and to the native eye this fantastic[5] head-dress is simply perfection, though to us it would seem a little overdone.

Only a very hungry person would find any pleasure in eating a bird of paradise. Even if boiled for hours its flesh is as tough, it is said, as linoleum[6], and the soup is anything but palatable. Fine feathers do not always make fine birds—either for singing or for eating.



—E. W. H. F.



[1] platypus: A small aquatic mammal found in Australia, web-footed, with a bill like a duck.

[2] gorgeous: Splendid; showy.

[3] edible: Eatable.

[4] digestion of an ostrich: An ostrich will swallow all sorts of hard substances.

[5] fantastic: Odd; quaint; curious.

[6] linoleum: A floor-covering made of canvas coated with a thick paint made of ground cork and linseed oil.


LESSON 50
WHAT BALBOA SAW
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FOUR hundred years ago the Spaniards had a colony at Darien[1]. Its captain-general was the fearless explorer, Balboa[2]. Friendly natives had whispered to him tidings about a vast sea on the southern side of the Isthmus of Panama. So one day he determined to penetrate to its shore.

He chose one hundred and ninety of his bravest and sturdiest soldiers; armed them with guns, swords, and crossbows; and took with him as well a number of bloodhounds. Balboa himself had a favourite bloodhound, which on one of his expeditions had dealt such havoc among the Indians that, whenever the plunder was divided, a portion was always allotted to the dog.

The first part of the journey was over steep and rocky mountains. There was no road, and the party was forced to move slowly, and to halt often to rest. The soldiers found their armour heavy for mountain climbing, and the blazing sun of the tropics made the ascent wearisome and difficult.

Having passed the mountains after much toil, they descended into dense entangled forests, and now and then came upon streams which could only be crossed on rafts made hastily on the spot. A friendly chief named Ponca went with Balboa, and acted as his guide. One day, as they came out of the woods. Ponca suddenly uttered a loud cry. Hurrying to Balboa, who with Pizarro[3] (one of Balboa’s brave lieutenants) was trudging steadily forward in front of his men, the chief pointed to a lofty mountain that rose in the dim distance.

“There!” he cried, “when you have reached the top of that big mountain, you will see the great ocean stretched out at your feet.” The peak which the Indian pointed out was still a great way off; but his words so thrilled Balboa and his comrades that they pushed forward rapidly, eager to catch a glimpse of the mighty waters now screened from their view by the high ranges.

Unfortunately (says an interesting writer in describing the expedition) the provisions gave out, and the Spaniards were footsore from their long tramp; while, to make their situation yet more serious, they had now reached a country hostile to Ponca and the Europeans. The Indians attacked them with great ferocity, showering spears, arrows, and clubs upon them.

But these Indians had never heard or seen a gun go off; and when Pizarro, leading on the men, ordered them to fire, and the volley with its flash and smoke thundered upon the savages, they ran shrieking and howling away. No fewer than six hundred of them, including their chief, were killed; and the rout being complete, the Spaniards entered their village unopposed, where they found not only an abundance of food, but rare treasure in gold and jewels.

Balboa, on resuming his way toward the mountain, left a number of his men behind in the Indian village. His force was now reduced to sixty-seven, including Pizarro, his faithful lieutenant.

It was just at daybreak, on a bright September morning, that the adventurers, guided by Ponca and other friendly Indians, began their ascent of the mountain. There was no path; and at first their march lay through dense woods, so tangled with brush that the men stumbled at almost every step. After several hours, however, they emerged from this wood into open and rocky ground, where they could mount far more easily.

It was so cold here that vegetation could not grow. Just before them towered in solitary grandeur a lofty, bare, jagged peak, far above the surrounding heights. This was the peak from the summit of which, Ponca said, the ocean could be seen.

With throbbing heart Balboa gazed long at the mighty crag. If it were indeed true that another ocean was visible from its crest, he would be its discoverer, and would be renowned and honoured throughout Europe.

“My men,” he said, “do you rest here. I must ascend alone to the summit. My eyes must be the first to behold the vast ocean which rolls beyond.”
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“HIS STURDY FIGURE WAS SEEN STANDING ON THE SUMMIT.”

He then walked forward, and began to climb lightly and eagerly up the cliffs; while his companions watched him with breathless interest from below. Ere long his sturdy figure was seen standing on the summit, his plumes waving in the air.

Before him, in truth, lay spread out the limitless waters[4] to the dim horizon. The waves dashed with a roar and rush against the crags at the foot of the mountain; and, looking east and west, Balboa could discern rich and beautiful lands stretching down to the water’s edge.

He fell upon his knees; lifted up his hands heavenward, and thanked God for his good fortune. Then he rose, and excitedly beckoned to his comrades to come up to him. They darted forward, and scrambled wildly up the rocks, Pizarro at their head; and he was the second European who beheld the Pacific Ocean.

The sounds of joy and thanksgiving filled the air. Men and leaders frantically[5] embraced one another, without respect to rank; someone began to sing the Te Deum[6] in a loud voice; and then Balboa, turning to the noble panorama[7] before him, solemnly took possession of the ocean and the adjoining countries in the name of King Ferdinand of Spain.

The object of his mission being accomplished, Balboa returned to Darien. It was a dangerous journey, and occupied several months. Their old comrades were astonished when the members of the party displayed the wealth they had obtained on this expedition.

Balboa was a clever man and very brave; but he was not a good man. He was thrown into prison by a new government on a charge of treason, and was shortly afterwards executed— a sad end to a career as daring as it was dramatic.



—Compiled by E. W. H. F



[1] Darien: An isthmus and gulf in Central America.

[2] Balboa: A Spanish explorer and soldier (1475-1517).

[3] Pizarro: The conqueror of Peru (1475-1541).

[4] limitless waters: A boundless ocean.

[5] frantically: Madly; excitedly.

[6] Te Deum: A hymn of praise and thanksgiving.

[7] noble panorama: A grand and extensive view.


LESSON 51
A PSALM OF LIFE
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TELL me not, in mournful numbers[1],

Life is but an empty dream!

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.



Life is real! life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal[2];

“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,”

Was not spoken of the soul.



Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

Is our destined end or way;

But to act that each to-morrow

Find us farther than to-day.



Art is long[3], and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, though stout and brave,

Still, like muffled drums[4], are beating

Funeral marches to the grave.



In the world’s broad field of battle,

In the bivouac of life[5],

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

Be a hero in the strife!



Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!

Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act—act in the living Present!

Heart within, and God o’erhead!



Lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime;

And, departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of time[6],—



Footprints that perhaps another,

Sailing o’er life’s solemn main[7],

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,

Seeing, shall take heart again.



Let us, then, be up and doing,

With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, Still pursuing,

Learn to labour and to wait.





—H. W. LONGFELLOW



[1] numbers: Verses.

[2] the grave is not its goal: Death is not the end.

[3] Art is long, &c: Time is too short for more than the important work of life to be well accomplished.

[4] muffled drums: Drums covered to deaden the sound.

[5] bivouac of life: Life is here compared to an army in camp, but quite ready for action.

[6] footprints on the sands of time: Good examples set to guide those who follow.

[7] life’s solemn main: Life is here compared to a vast and impressive ocean.


LESSON 52
HOW THE DAYS OF THE WEEK ARE NAMED
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“YOU remember, Arthur, how the months received their names?”

Harry had come home for the holidays. It was a rainy afternoon, and his younger brother was delighted to have a talk with Harry, though to tell the truth, had the weather been fine, Arthur would have preferred a swim or a gallop or a cricket match.

“Perfectly,” replied Arthur. “And I can guess how some of the days of the week are named. Sunday, of course, is named after the sun.”

“True,” answered Harry, “and there are still sun-worshippers[1] on the earth—people who recognise, as we do, that all heat and power come from the sun.

“Sunday was dedicated to the sun, and Monday, of course, is the day of the moon. To our Anglo-Saxon forefathers the two great luminaries[2] in the sky were the sun and the moon; none of the stars appeared to them to be anything like equal in size to the moon, whereas we know that the moon is the smallest of all the heavenly bodies visible to the naked eye.”

“How was Tuesday named?” asked Arthur.

“From Tiw, the Anglo-Saxon god of war. Just as the first month of the old Roman year was named after Mars, the war god of the Romans, so Tiw was placed first of the earthly deities[3] in the honour list of the Anglo-Saxons[4].

“You might not guess Wednesday. It is Wodin’s day. Wodin, or Odin, as he is sometimes called, was the chief god of the ancient Scandinavians[5]. He was attended by two black men—Hugin, mind, and Munin, memory—the bearers of tidings between him and the people of his subject world. His council chamber was at Asgard.”

“What was that?” asked Arthur.

“According to the Norsemen[6], it was the garden of the gods, where each god had a separate dwelling. They held intercourse with the other parts of the world by means of the rainbow, which they called the ‘Celestial Bridge.’ Wodin was said to hold his court in ‘Valhalla’ the Heroes’ Hall. It was to this abode that all the warriors slain in battle were said to go. Odin’s wife was called Freya.”

“Is that how we get Friday?” asked Arthur.

“Yes, the sixth day of the week was consecrated to her. It is said to be a day of ill-luck, though that is merely a foolish belief. The followers of the prophet Mohammed[7] call Friday their first day of the week because, as they believe, Adam was created on that day.”

“How about Thursday?” inquired Arthur.

“Odin’s two sons were Balder and Thor. Thor was, in the Norseman’s belief, the god of thunder. The thunder was his wrath, the gathering of black clouds was the drawing down of his angry brows; the fire-bolt from heaven was the all-rending hammer flung from Thor’s hand; he urged his chariot over the mountain- tops—that was the thunder peal; ‘wrathful he blows in his beard’—that was the rushing of the storm-blast before the thunder began.

“Thor was the strongest of the old gods, and it is no wonder that a day was named after him in preference to his brother Balder, who was noted for his beauty but not for his strength.”

“Was Saturday named after another son of Wodin?” asked Arthur.

“Saturday,” said Harry hurriedly (for it was clearing up, and there was the chance of a game after all), “was named after Saturn, one of the oldest deities, the god of Time. He was represented as an old man bearing a sickle.”

“Does everybody have a week of seven days?”

“Oh, no,” rejoined Harry. “The Chinese and Thibetans count only five days, which they name after iron, wood, water, feathers, and earth.”

“Why do we have seven?” said the curious Arthur.

“Why not?” rejoined his brother in a very learned tone, that was meant to be final, and so it proved.



—E. W. H. F.



[1] sun-worshippers: Parsees living in Persia and India.

[2] luminaries: Bodies that give light, especially the heavenly bodies.

[3] deities: Gods and goddesses.

[4] Anglo-Saxons: The Saxons of England as, distinguished from those of the Continent.

[5] Scandinavians: People of Norway and Sweden.

[6] Norsemen: Men from the North (of Europe).

[7] Mohammed—or Mahomet—(571-632): The great prophet of the Arabs, founder of a religion professed by millions of the human race.


LESSON 53
THE GREAT BARRIER REEF
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THE great coral structure, the largest coral reef in the world, which stretches from Torres Strait in the North, almost to Brisbane, is one of the wonders of the Empire. For a length of 1,2,00 miles this line of reefs runs at a distance from the mainland varying from ten to thirty miles. It forms a permanent danger to navigation in this region, but it also brings the advantage of an enclosed channel between the reef and the mainland, which is thoroughly understood by the pilots[1] of the coast, and which ensures for the largest ships a quiet passage, generally free from the storms and swells of the Pacific Ocean. This chain of reefs consists of an immense number of small coral islands, many of which are submerged at high tide.

Coral is the bony frame of the coral animal. This animal is generally called a polyp[2], and is a tiny creature, very soft and jelly-like. It is oval in shape, and its mouth is surrounded by a fringe or circle of long, moving thread-like arms. There are many kinds of coral, some very coarse, others extremely fine, and there are also many different colours, such as red, pink, white, deep blue, and rich purple. The shapes of coral also vary. Some of the coarser kinds are found in round masses, some are shaped like a cup, and the more delicate varieties grow in exquisitely branching forms. The kind used by jewellers for making necklets, ear-rings, and other ornaments comes from the Mediterranean and the Red Sea; the pink coral, which is the most highly valued, grows on the coast of Italy.
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THE SKULL REEF

The coral islands of the Great Barrier Reef are full of tales of romance and adventure, quite as romantic as any told by Robert Louis Stevenson or Jules Verne.

Not many years ago a well-known North Queensland grazier, who was owner of a fishing station in the Albany Pass, sent one of his boats to prospect for a profitable fishing ground on the east coast. The boat was driven by stress of weather to take shelter in one of those naturally protected coves that abound among the Barrier reefs, and while it lay-to in the selected haven the flukes[3] of a time-worn anchor were seen a short distance away at low ebb-tide. With the idea that the instrument might in some way prove useful, steps were taken to remove it. The surprise and pleasure that were felt when a mass of coin was laid bare just on the spot where the rusted anchor had lain, can well be imagined. Further search led to the discovery of a larger mass of coin than could be transported by the fishing lugger[4] in a single voyage, and several trips from Somerset[5] were taken before the little mine was exhausted. The specie[6] proved on examination to be Spanish, chiefly silver dollars bearing various dates of the early part of the last century. Mingled with these were found a fair number of gold coins of the same period. The state of preservation of the dollars was remarkable. The greater portion of them had by pressure become soldered together, as it were, by their flat surfaces, after the manner of the familiar gelatine lozenges when allowed to get damp. Solid silver masses of many pounds weight were thus, in many instances, produced, from which, however, the more superficial coins could in most cases be cleanly detached with a deft tap of chisel and hammer. The total value of the treasure thus recovered was several thousand pounds. The vessel carrying the specie probably came from Spain, and was bound either for Manila or for the spice-bearing islands of the Malay Archipelago, when it was driven by a storm out of its course, and wrecked on the scene where the anchor and coin were found.

Doubtless, many another treasure lies hidden among the coral mazes of the Great Barrier Reef, and will never be recovered. There is one sunken treasure, however, of classic interest to all Australians, of which knowledge is certain, though its position, in spite of repeated efforts, has never been fixed. The six guns which Captain Cook cast overboard from his ship “The Endeavour,” when driven aground on the Great Barrier Reef, have never been recovered. Perhaps they have long been buried beneath a thick mass of growing coral, and are thus lost beyond recall.

The following lines written by J. E. Percival describe “The Coral Grove”:—



Deep in the wave is a coral grove,

Where the purple mullet and gold-fish rove;

Where the sea-flower spreads its leaves of blue

That never are wet with falling dew,

But in bright and changeful beauty shine

Far down in the green and glassy brine.

The floor is of sand, like the mountain drift,

And the pearl-shells spangle the flinty snow;

From coral rocks the sea plants lift

Their boughs where the tides and billows flow;

The water is calm and still below,

For the winds and waves are absent there,

And the sands are bright as the stars that glow

In the motionless fields of upper air.

There, with its waving blade of green,

The sea-flag streams through the silent water,

And the crimson leaf of the dulse[7] is seen

To blush like a banner bathed in slaughter.

There, with a light and easy motion,

The fan-coral sweeps through the clear deep sea;

And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean

Are bending like corn on the upland lea,

And life, in rare and beautiful forms,

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone,

And is safe when the wrathful spirit of storms

Has made the top of the wave his own.

And when the ship from his fury flies,

Where the myriad voices of ocean roar,

When the wind-god frowns in the murky skies,

And demons are waiting the wreck on shore,

Then, far below, in the peaceful sea

The purple mullet and gold-fish rove,

Where the waters murmur tranquilly,

Through the bending twigs of the coral grove.

Compiled by F. C. PAPI



[1] pilot: One appointed to steer vessels into or out of a harbour.

[2] polyp: A small sea animal having many arms round its mouth.

[3] flukes: Parts of an anchor which fasten into the ground.

[4] lugger: A small sailing vessel carrying lug sails, i.e., square sails hung obliquely to the mast.

[5] Somerset: A small settlement near Cape York.

[6] specie: Coin as distinguished from paper money.

[7] dulse: A kind of eatable sea-weed.


LESSON 54
THE AUSTRALIAN FLAG

SIR HENRY PARKES (1815-1896), Australian statesman; born in Warwickshire; edited The Empire newspaper; wrote several short poems.
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FLING out the flag—our virgin flag—

Which foeman’s shot has never rent,

And plant it high on mount and crag,

O’er busy town and lonely tent;



Where commerce rears her stately halls[1],

And where the miner rends the rock,

Where the sweet rain on cornfield falls,

Where pastures feed the herd and flock.



Still let it float o’er homes of peace,

Our starry cross[2]—our glorious sign!

While Nature’s bounteous gifts increase,

And freedom’s glories brighter shine!



Brave hearts may beat in labour’s strife,

They need no spur of martial pride[3];

High deeds may crown a gentle life,

And spread their radiance far and wide.



Fling out the flag, and guard it well!

Our pleasant fields the foe ne’er trod;

Long may our guardian heroes dwell

In league with truth, in camp with God.



In other lands, the patriot boasts

His standard borne through slaughter’s flood,

Which, waving o’er infuriate hosts,

Was consecrate[4] in fire and blood.



A truer charm[5] our flag endears;

Where’er it waves, on land or sea,

It bears no stain of blood and tears—

Its glory is its purity.





—SIR HENRY PARKES



[1] commerce rears her stately halls—i.e., by the building of trading centres, cities, or large towns.

[2] our starry cross: The Southern Cross.

[3] martial pride: Pomp and ceremony of war.

[4] was consecrate: Was made holy.

[5] a truer charm: The poet means that the Australian flag is dearer to us because it is free from bloodshed.


澳大利亚语文第五册


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


图书在版编目（CIP）数据

澳大利亚语文：英文/澳大利亚教育部编．—天津：天津人民出版社，2013.1

ISBN 978-7-201-07812-0

Ⅰ．①澳…　Ⅱ．①澳…　Ⅲ．①英语–教材　Ⅳ．①H31

中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字(2012)第283938号

天津出版传媒集团

天津人民出版社出版、发行

出版人：刘晓津

（天津市西康路35号　邮政编码：300051）

网址：http://www.tjrmcbs.com.cn

电子信箱：tjrmcbs@126.com

北京领先印刷有限公司印刷

2013年1月第1版　2013年1月第1次印刷

640 × 940毫米　16开本　78印张　字数：1000千字　插图：582


第五册

目录

  LESSON 1　SOME FAVOURITE GREEK MYTHS

  LESSON 2　NICHOLAS NYE

  LESSON 3　THE BRAVE MEN ON THE BRIDGE

  LESSON 4　SPRING SONG

  LESSON 5　THE TROLL－Ⅰ

  LESSON 6　THE TROLL－Ⅱ

  LESSON 7　THE TROLL－Ⅲ

  LESSON 8　LESSONS ON HEALTH－Ⅰ

  LESSON 9　THE TEAMS

  LESSON 10　THE BROKEN BRIDGE

  LESSON 11　THE SUNSHINE

  LESSON 12　THE PROUD KING－Ⅰ

  LESSON 13　THE PROUD KING－Ⅱ

  LESSON 14　THE SCARECROW

  LESSON 15　THE STONE THAT REBOUNDED

  LESSON 16　RILLOBY-RILL

  LESSON 17　PANDORA'S BOX

  LESSON 18　THE INCHCAPE ROCK

  LESSON 19　LESSONS ON HEALTH－Ⅱ

  LESSON 20　ROLF'S LEAP－Ⅰ

  LESSON 21　ROLF'S LEAP－Ⅱ

  LESSON 22　NORTH-EAST BY NORTH

  LESSON 23　TRUE FRIENDS

  LESSON 24　GELERT

  LESSON 25　COOEE—AN AUSTRALIAN FAIRY STORY－I

  LESSON 26　COOEE—AN AUSTRALIAN FAIRY STORY－Ⅱ

  LESSON 27　THE BROOK

  LESSON 28　ASK THE RABBIT－Ⅰ

  LESSON 29　ASK THE RABBIT－Ⅱ

  LESSON 30　SONG OF THE CATTLE HUNTERS

  LESSON 31　THE RED INDIAN'S PRISONER

  LESSON 32　THE THREE FISHERS

  LESSON 33　ALI BABA－Ⅰ

  LESSON 34　ALI BABA－Ⅱ

  LESSON 35　LESSONS ON HEALTH－Ⅲ

  LESSON 36　THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

  LESSON 37　THE WONDERFUL LAMP

  LESSON 38　CREEKS OUT WEST

  LESSON 39　THE LITTLE DRUMMER-BOY

  LESSON 40　MAZEPPA'S RIDE－Ⅰ

  LESSON 41　MAZEPPA'S RIDE－Ⅱ

  LESSON 42　ABOU BEN ADHEM AND THE ANGEL

  LESSON 43　SANCHO PANZA AS JUDGE

  LESSON 44　THE AFRICAN CHIEF

  LESSON 45　ADVENTURE WITH A LION

  LESSON 46　JOHN GILPIN－Ⅰ

  LESSON 47　JOHN GILPIN－Ⅱ

  LESSON 48　JOHN GILPIN－Ⅲ

  LESSON 49　THE DROVER'S WIFE－Ⅰ

  LESSON 50　THE DROVER'S WIFE－Ⅱ

  LESSON 51　LESSONS ON HEALTH－Ⅳ

  LESSON 52　THE WINDMILL

  返回总目录


[image: alt]






[image: alt]


LESSON 1
 SOME FAVOURITE GREEK MYTHS

[image: alt]

PEOPLE have always tried to explain the wonders by which they were surrounded; and the way in which, thousands of years ago, the people of that day thought about many things, seems very strange to us now. From the Greeks who lived nearly three thousand years ago, we have many stories which tell us how they explained things then. These stories are called myths.

To the ancient Greeks everything seemed to be alive. The sun was the golden-haired god, Apollo, who drove through the heavens in his chariot［1］ of fire. The clouds were his cattle, feeding in the fields of heaven. The moon was his twin sister, the goddess Diana, who rode through the sky in her silver car.

The earth was called Ceres, the mother of all things. All the winter she was said to mourn for her lost daughter, Spring, who had been stolen from her, and could only return each year to spend a few months with her mother.

The sea was looked upon as the angry god, Neptune, the earth-shaker, who was in love with Ceres; while the wind was the swift-footed Mercury, who stole the clouds, the cattle of the sun, and, by playing among the trees, was the inventor of music.

Some of the most interesting of the old Greek myths are those which were used to explain the presence of certain flowers on the earth. The lovely purple hyacinth［2］, for example, was said to have come about in this way.

Hyacinthus was a beautiful Greek boy who was greatly beloved by Apollo. The two often spent the whole day together in hunting or fishing, in running races or playing games.

One day, the story goes, they were playing at their favourite game of quoits, when Apollo's quoit struck the boy on the head. The purple blood flowed in a rapid stream from a great gash in the boy's temple; it was clear that he had but a few moments to live.

Quickly, ere it was too late, Apollo whispered over him a few magic words, which had the effect of changing the youth into a lovely flower. Every year, as the purple hyacinth put forth its bloom, it reminded the Greeks of the purple blood which had flowed from the temple of Hyacinthus.

The narcissus［3］ was said to have been a beautiful boy, who, looking one day into a clear fountain, fell in love with his own likeness. He died of this love-sickness, and on the spot where he breathed his last sprang up the flower which still bears his name.

If you watch a sunflower, you will see that its face is always turned to the sun. The Greeks explained this in the following way.

They said there was a beautiful young girl called Clytie, who loved Apollo, and who sat in the fields all day looking at him, as he rode through the heavens in his chariot. Day after day she sat and looked after him with longing eyes, but Apollo never seemed to see her.

Every day poor Clytie grew more and more unhappy, until the gods in pity changed her into a sunflower. But she did not forget Apollo, and to this day she turns her face towards him, from morn till night, as he drives across the sky.
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［1］ chariot:An ancient Roman vehicle.

［2］ hyacinth: A plant with a pretty flower, which grows from a bulb.

［3］ narcissus: Another kind of bulbous plant with a small star-like flower.


LESSON 2
 NICHOLAS NYE
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THISTLE and darnel［1］ and dock［2］ grew there,

And a bush, in the corner, of may［3］;

On the orchard wall I used to sprawl

In the blazing heat of the day;

Half asleep and half awake,

While the birds went twittering by,

And nobody there my lone to share

But Nicholas Nye.
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Nicholas Nye was lean and gray,

Lame of a leg and old,

More than a score of donkey's years

He had seen since he was foaled;

He munched［4］ the thistles, purple and spiked,

Would sometimes stoop and sigh,

And turn to his head, as if he said,

"Poor Nicholas Nye!"

Alone with his shadow he'd drowse in the meadow,

Lazily swinging his tail,

At break of day he used to bray—

Not much too hearty and hale［5］;

But a wonderful gumption［6］ was under his skin,

And a clear calm light in his eye,

And once in a while, he'd smile—

Would Nicholas Nye.



Seem to be smiling at me, he would,

From his bush in the corner, of may,——

Bony and ownerless, widowed and worn

Knobble-kneed, lonely and gray;

And over the grass would seem to pass

'Neath the deep dark blue of the sky,

Something much better than words between me

And Nicholas Nye.



But dusk would come in the apple boughs,

The green of the glow-worm shine,

The birds in nest would crouch to rest,

And home I'd trudge to mine;

And there in the moonlight, dark with dew,

Asking not wherefore nor why,

Would brood like a ghost, and as still as a post,

Old Nicholas Nye.



—WALTER DE LA MARE



［1］ darnel: A weed that grows as a pest among corn.

［2］ dock: Another troublesome weed.

［3］ may: A shrub with a white flower.

［4］ munched: Chewed loudly.

［5］ hale: Full of life.

［6］ gumption: Common sense.


LESSON 3
 THE BRAVE MEN ON THE BRIDGE
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A Story of Ancient Rome

WHEN Rome grew to be a great city, the people had a quarrel with their king. This king was a proud man, and he had a wicked son. At last the people drove the king and his family out of the city, and said they would not be ruled by a king again. This king of Rome went to another king named Lars Porsena, and asked him for help to win back his crown.

Lars Porsena loved fighting, so he sent his messengers to the towns and villages of his kingdom, to call together all the fighting men. Other chiefs came to join him, and, at the head of a great army, Porsena marched towards Rome. As they passed through the country, they burned villages, and destroyed the corn in the fields. When the flames of other villages warned the folk near Rome that a great army was coming, they packed up some of their goods, and fled to Rome for safety.

At last, the people on the walls of the city could see a great cloud of dust rolling nearer and nearer. Then they saw the gleam of thousands of spears and shields, and heard the sound of trumpets. Porsena's army was close at hand.

There was only one way by which the great host could enter the city. That was by crossing the wooden bridge which led to the River Gate. If the city was to be saved, the bridge must be broken down. But was there time to do this before the enemy came up to it?

The captain who guarded the River Gate was a brave man named Horatius. He came to the consuls［1］, as the chief men of the city were called, and said, "In that narrow path on the other side of the bridge, three men could easily hold back a thousand for a time. If two more men will help me, we will keep back the enemy long enough for the bridge to be broken down."

At once two other soldiers stepped forward, ready to help Horatius. The three brave men rushed across the bridge, and took their places in the narrow pathway, while the other Romans behind them set to work with axes, crow-bars, and levers, to loosen the props and posts that held up the bridge.

The great army moved more slowly as they entered the narrow path leading to the bridge. They thought they would soon be able to cross to the River Gate and enter the city. When the soldiers in the front ranks saw three Romans standing in the way, they laughed. How could three men keep back a great army?
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"THE THREE BRAVE MEN RUSHED ACROSS THE BRIDGE"

Then, one after another, the enemy chiefs rode out against the brave Romans, but one after another they were struck down dead or wounded, or thrown over the bank into the flooded river below. So the great host［2］ stood silent six spear-lengths from the bridge.

At last, a giant chief came forward, and, with his mighty sword, he tried to crush the helmet of Horatius. Horatius lifted his shield quickly enough to save his head, but he was wounded on the thigh. He almost fell to the ground, but the next moment sprang at his foe, and struck such a blow that the giant chief fell dead at the Roman's feet.

At that moment, the last of the props had been broken down. The bridge hung trembling above the rushing yellow river.

"Come back, come back!" shouted the citizens to the three soldiers. "Come back quickly! The bridge is falling!"

The two friends of Horatius ran at once over the shaking timbers to the River Gate. As they crossed, they felt the bridge cracking beneath their feet. When they reached safety, they saw that Horatius was not with them. His wounds were so bad that he could not move quickly. They would have gone back to help him, but before they could do so the bridge fell with a mighty crash, and the yellow spray splashed as high as the house-tops.

Horatius was alone with the great army of the enemy.

"Now yield!" cried Lars Porsena.

"Yield!" shouted the soldiers.

"Yield!" cried the wicked son of the Roman king, who was riding by Porsena's war-chariot.

But Horatius did not answer them. He put his sword into its sheath, and turned to the river. "Oh! Tiber," he cried to the yellow stream, "bear me safely across." Then he sprang into the water and began to swim back to the city.

His friends and his foes were dumb with surprise. They saw him sink beneath the yellow water. Would he be able to swim in the flooded river, wounded and clad in his heavy armour? Then his helmet plume［3］ appeared above the waves, and the Romans sent up a great shout of joy. Even the enemy could hardly help cheering.

"May Heaven help him," cried Porsena, as he watched from his ivory chariot. "I have never seen a braver deed."

The only one who did not wish to see Horatius reach the shore in safety was the wicked Roman Prince.

In spite of wounds and weariness, and the weight of his armour, Horatius swam across the river, and reached the shore in safety. His friends crowded round to help him up the bank. Then with shouts of triumph they carried him into the city.

So Rome was saved from her enemies.



［1］ consuls: Two men were elected each year as consuls; they were the Governors of Rome.

［2］ host: Crowd; army.

［3］ plume: Feathers worn as an ornament.


LESSON 4
 SPRING SONG
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SING out and be happy!

The spring is at hand,

The grass green, and sappy

The trees o' the land.



Sing! for the breeze is

Rustling and silky,

And toys with and teases

Long blossoms and milky.



Sing out! for the bees in

Their quest of wild honey

Are haunting the trees in

Green places and sunny.



Sing out! and let trouble

Another pursue:

It will burst like a bubble

And vanish for you.



—RODERIC QUINN


LESSON 5
 THE TROLL
Ⅰ
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FAR, far away in a country of the North, in a country where, during long months, snow- flakes flutter in the air like light feathers carried on the wind, in the very depths of a leafless forest, stands the poor hut of a charcoal-burner［1］.

He lives there all alone, the good father, occupied all the time with work which is hard and painful, but which brings him enough to procure food for his family and to send his two sons to school.

Yes, this man, who lives in the heart of the woods and is clad in the skins of beasts like a savage, might have had his wife and his two children beside him; but he condemns himself to this cruel solitude［2］, in order to secure a more pleasant life for those whom he loves.

He wishes his sons to go to the village school; he wishes his wife and his old blind mother to pass the hard months of the year in a small but well-sheltered house, which seems a palace when compared with his hut in the forest. Certainly his life is a gloomy one, but he is honest, and fears neither ghosts nor trolls.

Oh, those trolls, wicked little monsters, with whom the Northern peasants used to think the woods were filled, but who never really existed! Who can boast of ever having seen a single one of them? Nevertheless, people who have done wrong tremble as they go through the dark wood: it is not the troll that haunts them, it is fear on account of the evil they have done.

As for the charcoal-burner, he is free from wicked thoughts, and he laughs at such stories. Wishing his sons to be like himself, he speaks to them about the trolls every week when they come with his food.

"Be always good and obedient," he says to them, "and you will pass through the forest without fear. He who has done no evil has no more fear by night than by day, and does not give himself any trouble about those wicked little trolls."

One beautiful morning, when the sun was bright and the thick snow glittered on the ground, the two little boys were playing before the door, while their mother was making ready their father's food.

The good woman felt sad, for that very morning one of her sons had done something very wrong: he had answered his blind grandmother so harshly as to make the poor old woman cry. Grandmother would not tell which of the two boys was the guilty one, hoping that he might make up for his fault by confessing. Alas! not only did he not confess, but, by his sly way of denying, he even let his brother be suspected［3］.

"Come, boys, take these two bags on your shoulders," said the mother. "That will do: they are well fastened, and you may even run a little on the way, without being afraid of losing your father's food.

"Now go, but don't stay too late, for away in the forest it grows dark early. Come and get a kiss to give to your father, and Heaven grant that the one who has done wrong be not frightened by the troll."

Away they went, hand in hand, and their mother watched them lovingly, but at the same time she wiped away a tear.

"They are so nice," she thought. "Who could tell that one of them had shown himself to-day a bad son and a bad brother? Is it Christian, or is it Ivan?"
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"AWAY THEY WENT, HAND IN HAND."



［1］ charcoal-burner: A man who earned his living by burning wood to make charcoal.

［2］ solitude: Loneliness.

［3］ suspect: To think of something as existing without being certain of it.


LESSON 6
 THE TROLL
 Ⅱ
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THE two boys soon became tired of walking quietly, and began to run and chase one another.

"It is such a fine day," said Christian, "and I am so glad to be going to see father, that I could dance for joy."

Suiting the action to the word, he began to jump, stamping his little boots on the ground, now with the toe, now with the heel; and, tossing his cap in the air, he sang to keep time with his dance:

"How I'd like to see the cap of the troll,

The cap, the cap,

The cap, the cap,

I'd like to see the cap of the troll."

"Be quiet, now, can't you," whispered Ivan in terror; "the troll will hear you, and come and kill us."

"The troll!" replied Christian; "that is all very fine in a song, but there is not such a thing as a troll. Is not that what father always says?"

"All right," said Ivan. "But it grows very dark in the forest."

"It is easily seen that you have been wicked this morning," said Christian; "I am not at all afraid, and even if trolls did exist, I should be very glad to meet one of them. Do you know what I should do then?"

"You would run away as fast as you could, I suppose."

"Not at all. I should lift my cap to him, and say politely, ‘Good day, Mr. Troll. I am not wicked, and I am not afraid of you. Would you be so good as tell me what you get to do in this dark wood? Will you teach me your dances and your songs?’

"Seeing me so polite, he would not do me any harm: we should play together, and he would show me the good spots where the big mushrooms grow, which I should pull and sell to buy some nice things for poor father. He never gets nice things, because he works so hard, all for our sakes."

Ivan listened to his brother with terror in his looks.

They passed by a cottage, and their comrade, Sigfrid, saw them from the window.

"Ho, boys!" he cried, "if you are going to the wood, wait for me: I shall be glad to go with you."

"Catch us if you can," answered Christian, dragging his brother with him along the pathway at full speed. Quickly they ran, to get a little start, for Sigfrid had long legs.

They followed the path deep into the wood, under the dark green of the firs, and lo! just at this moment a great cloud came across the bright face of the sun, making the forest darker than ever.

"Sigfrid will not find us in a hurry," said Christian to himself. The thought made him smile, and he began to hum his favourite tune, "I should like to see the cap of the troll."

Suddenly, while he sang, he felt some one tugging at his sleeve. He thought it was Sigfrid who had overtaken them. But no; turning round, he saw that it was Ivan, pale and ghastly［1］, who clung to him.

His eyes were rolling in his head, and he was muttering: "Down there, down there, I see the troll, I see the troll's cap. Oh, dear! oh, dear! what shall I do?"

"What a silly boy you are," said Christian; "you know very well that there are no trolls."

"Behind the hedge, don't you see him? Ah, I am lost. I have been wicked to-day: the troll is going to devour me. Let us run, let us run."

And now Christian did in fact see a creature, oddly dressed and with a strange cap: but no fear entered into his brave little heart.

He was about to speak to this dweller of the woods, but suddenly he changed his mind, and a burst of laughter escaped from his lips. He turned to comfort his brother, but Ivan was no longer at his side. He was running away like a hare, leaping over ditches and brushwood［2］, whilst behind him the young trees, thrust aside in his mad career［3］, sprang back again with a loud swish.

"Alas! alas!" thought poor Ivan, as he fled,"my last day has come; the troll is after me. I see more dwarfs on the branches, peeping at me, and grinning as I run. Now they are all joining the first one: there's a whole pack of them chasing me!"
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［1］ ghastly: Frightful; deathlike in looks.

［2］ brushwood: Small trees or shrubs growing together.

［3］ career: Course, race.


LESSON 7
 THE TROLL
 Ⅲ
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ALAS! alas! poor Ivan, you cannot breathe, but you dare not stop: run still, run faster yet, try to reach your father's hut: he alone may save you.

Without stopping to take breath, he ran. He lost himself in the dark wood; he fell, he rose, only to fall again; and still he thought he heard the halloo of the trolls, while really it was guilty fear that was chasing him.

"Ivan! Ivan!" shouted Christian, "why are you afraid? It is only Sigfrid with his mother's basket on his head. It is all a joke. Ivan! Ivan!"

The echoes of the forest repeated "Ivan! Ivan!" Hearing his name echoed from every side, the poor boy quite lost his wits. He ran still faster and still farther away.

Christian and Sigfrid stood for a little, laughing at his fright, but, as they could not wait all day, they set off for the father's hut, gathering big pine cones［1］ by the way.

"Good day, my children, and welcome; but why is not Ivan here to embrace me to-day?"

"He was coming, father, and we were quite happy; but in the dark wood he was seized with fear. ‘I see the troll,’ he cried, ‘he is going to devour me!’

"I tried to tell him that it was our friend Sigfrid, but he ran off faster than the roebuck of the woods. I cried ‘Ivan!’ till the echoes called back again, but he paid no heed."

"Alas!" thought the charcoal-burner, "what has the boy on his mind to frighten him like that?"

At this moment Ivan arrived. His face burned like a fire, his limbs were trembling, his clothes were in strips, and his feet were bleeding. He fell on his knees.

"Father, father! defend me! I have seen trolls, hundreds of them. They are chasing me, they want to carry me away with them! and all is so dark away there in the forest!"

"My son, my child," said the charcoal- burner, placing his hand on the burning forehead of the little one, "what grave fault have you committed to-day?"

"Fault!—father—how do you know?"

"Child, when the heart is free from guilt, when one has done no wrong to his brothers, he has no fear of evil beings. It matters not to him that it is very dark in the forest. He walks without fear.

"The trolls exist only for the guilty. I have lived here many long years, and things have always gone well with me. I have never done hurt or wrong to any one, and I have never been afraid of the wicked dwarfs that make you tremble."

Striking his bosom with his hands, and burying his face in the grass, little Ivan then confessed his fault. He begged pardon of his father, and also of his brother, for having let him be suspected.

By and by they set out for home, and, as soon as he entered the house, Ivan threw himself at the feet of his old blind grandmother.

"Pardon me," he begged, "pardon your wicked Ivan, and I promise to be good and true like my brother Christian."

Delighted to hear her little boy confess his fault, the blind woman pressed him to her heart, and dried his tears with tender kisses.
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［1］ pine cone: The fruit of pine trees.


LESSON 8
LESSONS ON HEALTH
 Ⅰ

THE HOUSE WE LIVE IN
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AMONG the wisest men of the ancient world was one, Solon of Athens, whose motto was "Know thyself!" It is doubtful if any other two words of English contain more wisdom.

When our young eyes open on life we become at once interested in the world around us. Our own home with its daily intercourse and the smiles of those we love, our familiar school, our play-fellows, the garden with its fruit-trees and flowers, the paddocks with their green grass and browsing cattle, the creek with its singing waters, the distant ranges, the clouds that float and the sunshine that flashes and fades—all this is so new to us and so full of charm that we read it like a story-book whose every page is better than the last.

But there is another world besides the one around us. It is the kingdom within, a little world in itself. "Know thyself" is a behest to explore this kingdom, to discover its beautiful parts, its rights and duties and laws, its history and its future. We may not all be monarchs on a throne: that, after all, may not be the highest ambition in life; but we can, and should, each be king of our own domain of mind and body. And just as in a country or state, if right laws are made and obeyed, the state is sound and prosperous; so in our human body, if the right laws, ordained by Nature, are obeyed by us, our state of body is sound and prosperous too;—in brief, we are in good health. "A sound mind in a sound body" is a worthy aim, and if we wish to do our best and make the most of life we shall soon find that perfect health is an important aid to success.

You do not need to be told that your bodies are wonderfully made. They are God's work manship and are the houses in which the soul dwells. Most houses are built of bricks or stone or timber; the house of the soul is made of very different materials—materials that live and grow and move and feel.

There is a palace in Italy said to contain 11,000 rooms, courtyards, and passages—more than could be explored in a whole lifetime. Our bodies are more wonderful still. They contain so many myriads of tiny rooms, and corners, and passages that even doctors and scientists do not yet know half of them.

However we may differ in outward appearance, the framework of all of us is bone; the walls of the human house are of flesh; its outer covering is skin.

It is a house of three stories, supported on two strong pillars called legs. These strong bone columns have at the top an arch of bones, deftly fashioned, and supporting another pillar called the spine or backbone. This is the main prop of the trunk; it carries the head and has fastened to it curiously twisted bones which we call ribs. The first story is the abdomen or lower trunk. Here are the stomach and other organs by which food and drink are digested. The second story is the chest or upper trunk, containing the lungs by which we breathe, and the heart which is continually pumping warm blood through our bodies. The top story is the head, set like a watch-tower on the trunk. It contains two windows called eyes, and three doorways, the nose, the ears, and the mouth. The head is the "palace beautiful" of the mind, which does all its work—seeing, thinking, hearing, speaking, planning, remembering—here.

Every part of the body has its own work to do. The legs run, the eye sees, the mouth speaks; there is no part that is idle; even when we are asleep the heart goes on beating and the lungs fill and empty, fill and empty, whether we notice them or not.

When every part is working smoothly and well, the body is whole, that is, in perfect health. If any part is not doing its proper work, either some other part has to be overworked to make up for it, or else the work is not done at all, and sickness follows. If we are healthy we are comfortable, if any part of our body is not working easily the result is disease. Pain is a kindly warning that something is wrong with us and needs attention.

Just as houses often need repair, so our bodies sometimes need a little mending. By some marvellous power, a healthy body does its own repairs; more neatly and quickly, too, than any human carpenter can work. If your hand is cut, it heals; if a finger-nail comes off, another grows; if a bone is broken, the doctor sets the pieces and they knit and grow again. Nature renews the daily waste of tissue; as fast as skin, flesh, and bone waste away, new skin, new flesh, and new bone come, until at last, enfeebled by old age or disease, the body becomes too tired for its work. It dies and returns to the dust of mother earth; but its tenant, the soul, lives, we believe, for ever. The body was only its temporary abode.

None of us would care to live in a dirty house. How necessary, therefore, it is that the house of the soul should be kept clean and strong and beautiful! To ensure this, the body requires wholesome food and drink; abundant fresh air; perfect cleanliness; warm, clean clothing; regular exercise; and regular rest in sleep. But of these you will read more in another lesson.



—E.W.H.F


LESSON 9
THE TEAMS

This poem was written by Henry Lawson (1867-1923), one of Australia's greatest poets and story-writers. He loved to write of the country and the people away inland—the Outback.
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A CLOUD of dust on the long, white road,

And the teams go creeping on

Inch by inch with the weary load;

And by the power of the green-hide［1］ goad

The distant goal is won.



With eyes half-shut to the blinding dust,

And necks to the yokes［2］ bent low,

The beasts are pulling as bullocks must;

And the shining tires might almost rust,

While the spokes are turning slow.



With face half-hidneath a broad-brimmed hat

That shades from the heat's white waves,

And shouldered whip with its green-hide plait,

The driver plods with a gait like that

Of his weary, patient slaves.



He'll sometimes pause as a thing of form

In front of a settler's door,

And ask for a drink, and remark, "It's warm,"

Or say, "There are signs of a thunderstorm";

But he seldom utters more.



But the rains are heavy on roads like these;

And, fronting his lonely home,

For weeks together, the settler sees

The teams bogged down to the axletrees［3］,

Or ploughing the sodden loam.

And then, when the roads are at their worst,

The bushman's children hear

The cruel blows of the whips reversed;

While bullocks pull as their hearts would burst,

And bellow with pain and fear.



And thus, with little of joy or rest,

Are the long, long journeys done;

And thus—'tis a cruel war at the best—

Is distance fought in the mighty West,

And the lonely battles won.



—HENRY LAWSON



［1］ green-hide: Whip of untanned hide.

［2］ yokes: The wooden pieces by which oxen are connected in pairs.

［3］ axletree: Axle; the pole on which a wheel turns.


LESSON 10
THE BROKEN BRIDGE

[image: alt]

ONE day, late in the autumn, my master had to go a long journey on business. I was put into the dog-cart, and John went with his master. I always liked to go in the dog-cart, it was so light, and the high wheels ran along so pleasantly. There had been a great deal of rain, and now the wind was very high and blew the dry leaves across the road in a shower. We went merrily along till we came to the toll-bar and the low wooden bridge. The river banks were rather high, and the bridge, instead of rising, went across just level, so that in the middle, if the river was full, the water would be nearly up to the woodwork and planks; but as there were strong rails on each side, people did not mind it.
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A BULLOCK TEAM                      BY B. E. MINNS

The man at the gate said the river was rising fast, and he feared it would be a bad night. Many of the meadows were under water, and in one low part of the road the water was halfway up to my knees; the bottom was good, and master drove gently, so it did not matter.

When we got to the town, of course I had a good feed; but as the master's business engaged him a long time, we did not start for home till rather late in the afternoon. The wind was then much higher, and I heard the master say to John he had never been out in such a storm; and so I thought, as we went along the skirts［1］ of a wood, where the great branches were swaying about like twigs, and the rushing sound of the wind through the trees was terrible.

"I wish we were well out of this wood," said my master.

"Yes, sir," said John, "it would be rather awkward if one of these branches came down upon us."

The words were scarcely out of his mouth, when there was a groan, a crack, and a splitting sound, and tearing, crashing down amongst the other trees, came an oak, torn up by the roots, which fell right across the road just before us. I shall never say I was not frightened, for I was. I stopped still, and I believe I trembled. Of course I did not turn round or run away; I was not brought up to do that. John jumped out and in a moment was at my head.

"That was a very near touch," said my master. "What's to be done now?"
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"Well, sir, we can't drive over that tree nor yet get round it; there will be nothing forit but to go back to the four crossways, and that will be a good six miles before we get round to the wooden bridge again. It will make us late, but the horse is fresh."

So back we went, and round by the cross- roads; but by the time we got to the bridge it was very nearly dark, and we could just see that the water was over the middle of it; but as that happened sometimes when the floods were out, master did not stop.

We were going along at a good pace, but the moment my feet touched the first part of the bridge, I felt sure there was something wrong. I dared not go forward and so I made a dead stop. "Go on, Beauty," said my master, giving me a touch with the whip; but I dared not stir. He gave me a sharp cut; I jumped, but I dared not go forward.
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"There's something wrong, sir," said John;and he sprang out of the dogcart and came to my head and looked all about. He tried to lead me forward. "Come on, Beauty, what's the matter?" Of course I could not tell him, but I knew very well that the bridge was not safe.
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Just then the man at the toll-gate on the other side ran out of the house, tossing a torch［2］ about like one mad.

"Hoy, hoy, hoy, halloo, stop!" he cried.

"What's the matter?" shouted my master.

"The bridge is broken in the middle and part of it is carried away; if you come on you'll be into the river."

"Thank God!" said my master. "You beauty!" said John; and taking the bridle［3］, he gently turned me round to the right-hand road by the river side. The sun had set some time, the wind seemed to have lulled［4］ off after that furious blast which tore up the tree. It grew darker and darker, and more and more still. I trotted quietly along, the wheels hardly making a sound on the soft road.

For a good while neither master nor John spoke; and then the master began to speak in a serious voice. I could not understand much of what they said, but I found they thought that if I had gone on as the master wanted me, most likely the bridge would have given way under us, and horse, chaise［5］, master, and man would have fallen into the river; and as the current was flowing very strongly, and there was no light and no help at hand, it was more than likely we should all have been drowned. Master said God had given men reason by which they could find out things for themselves; but He had given animals knowledge which did not depend on reason, much more prompt and perfect in its way, by which they had often saved the lives of men.

At last we came to the park gates, and found the gardener looking out for us. He said that mistress had been in a dreadful way ever since dark, fearing some accident had happened; and that she had sent James off on Justice, the roan［6］ cob［7］, towards the wooden bridge to ask after us.
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We saw a light at the hall door and at the upper windows, and as we came up, mistress ran out, saying, "Are you really safe, my dear? Oh! I have been so anxious, fancying all sorts of things. Have you had no accident?"

"No, my dear; but if your Black Beauty had not been wiser than we were, we should all have been carried down the river at the wooden bridge."
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I heard no more, as they went into the house, and John took me to the stable. Oh! what a good supper he gave me that night—a good bran mash and some crushed beans with my oats, and such a thick bed of straw. I was glad of it, for I was tired.



From "Black Beauty": ANNA SEWELL



［1］ skirts: Border, edge.

［2］ torch: A light carried in the hand.

［3］ bridle: The part of harness with which a horse is controlled.

［4］ lulled: Died down.

［5］ chaise: A light horse carriage.

［6］ roan: Reddish coloured.

［7］ cob: Strong pony.


LESSON 11
THE SUNSHINE
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I LOVE the sunshine everywhere—

In wood, and field, and glen［1］;

I love it in the busy haunts［2］

Of town-imprisoned men.



I love it, when it streameth in

The humble cottage door,

And casts the chequered［3］ casement［4］ shade

Upon the red-brick floor.



I love it, where the children lie

Deep in the clovery grass,

To watch among the twining roots

The gold-green beetle pass.



I love it, on the breezy sea,

To glance on sail and oar,

While the great waves, like molten glass,

Come leaping to the shore.



I love it, on the mountain tops,

Where lies the thawless snow;

And half a kingdom, bathed in light,

Lies stretching out below.



O! yes, I love the sunshine!

Like kindness, or like mirth,

Upon a human countenance,

Is sunshine on the earth.



Upon the earth—upon the sea—

And through the crystal air—

Or piled-up clouds—the gracious sun

Is gracious everywhere.



—MARY HOWITT
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［1］ glen: Narrow valley.

［2］ haunts: Places often visited, dwelling-places.

［3］ chequered: Marked with little squares.

［4］ casement: A window opening outwards.


LESSON 12
 THE PROUD KING
 Ⅰ
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THERE was once a king who ruled over many lands. He went to war, and added one country after another to his kingdom. At last he came to be emperor, and that is as much as any man can be. One night, after he was crowned emperor, he lay awake and thought about himself.

"Surely," he said, "no one can be greater than I am, on earth or in heaven."

The proud king fell asleep with these thoughts. When he awoke, the day was fair, and he looked out on the pleasant world.

"Come," he said to the men about him, "to-day we will go a-hunting."

The horses were brought, the dogs came leaping, the horns sounded, and the proud king with his courtiers［1］ rode off to the sport. They had hunted all the morning, and were now in a deep wood. In the fields the sun had beaten upon their heads, and they were glad of the shade of the trees; but the proud king wished for something more. He saw a lake not far off, and he said to his men:—

"Bide ye here, while I bathe in the lake and cool myself."

Then he rode apart till he came to the shore of the lake. There he dismounted, laid aside his clothes, and plunged into the cool water. Now, while the proud king was swimming away from the shore, and diving to the bottom, there came one who had the same face and form as the king.He drew near the shore, dressed himself in the king's clothes, mounted the king's horse and rode away. So when the proud king was once more cool and fresh, and came to the place where he had left his clothes and his horse, there were no clothes to be seen, and no horse.
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The proud king looked about, but saw no man. He called, but no one heard him. The air was mild, but the wood was dark, and no sunshine came through to warm him after his cool bath. He walked by the shore of the lake, and cast about in his mind what he should do.

"I have it," he cried at last. "Not far from here lives a knight. It was but a few days ago that I made him a knight and gave him a castle. I will go to him, and he will be glad enough to clothe his king."

The proud king wove some reeds into a mat, and bound the mat about him, and then he walked to the castle of the knight. He beat loudly at the gate of the castle, and called for the porter［2］. The porter came and stood behind the gate. He did not draw the bolt at once, but asked, "Who is there?"

"Open the gate," said the proud king, "and you will see who I am."

The porter opened the gate, and was amazed at what he saw.

"Who are you?" he asked.

"Wretch!" said the proud king, "I am the emperor. Go to your master. Bid him come to me with clothes. I have lost both clothes and horse."

"A pretty emperor!" the porter laughed. "The great emperor was here not an hour ago. He came with his court from a hunt. My master was with him, and sat at meat with him. But stay you here. I will call my master. Oh, yes! I will show him the emperor," and the porter wagged his beard and laughed.

He came forth again with the knight, and pointed at the proud king.

"There is the emperor," he said. "Look at him! look at the great emperor!"

"Draw near," said the proud king to the knight, "and kneel to me. I gave thee this castle. I made thee knight. I give thee now a greater gift. I give thee the chance to clothe thy emperor with clothes of thine own."

"You knave!" cried the knight. "I have just ridden with the emperor, and have come back to my castle. Here!" he shouted to his servants, "beat this fellow and drive him away from the gate."

The porter looked on and laughed.

"Lay on well," he said to the other servants. "It is not every day that you can flog an emperor."

Then they beat the proud king, and drove him from the gate of the castle.

"Base knight!" said the proud king. "I gave him all he has, and this is how he repays me. I will punish him when I sit on my throne again. I will go to the duke, who lives not far away. Him I have known all my days. He will know me. He will know his emperor."

So he came to the gate of the duke's great hall, and knocked three times. At the third knock the porter opened the gate, and saw before him a man clad only in a mat of reeds, and stained and bleeding.

"Go, I pray you, to the duke," said the proud king, "and bid him come to me. Say to him that the emperor stands at the gate. He has been robbed of his clothes and of his horse. Go quickly to your master."

The porter closed the gate between them, and went within to the duke.

"Your Grace," said he, "there is a madman at the gate. He is unclad and wild. He bade me come to you and tell you that he was the emperor."

"Here is a strange thing indeed," said the duke. "I will see it for myself."



［1］ courtiers: Those who attend upon the king.

［2］ porter: Gate-keeper, door-keeper.


LESSON 13
THE PROUD KING
 Ⅱ
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So he went to the gate, followed by his servants, and when the porter opened it there stood the proud king. The proud king knew the duke, but the duke saw only a bruised and beaten madman.

"Do you not know me?" cried the proud king. "I am your emperor. Only this morning you were hunting with me. I left you that I might bathe in the lake. While I was in the water, some wretch took my clothes and my horse, and I—I have been beaten by a base knight."

"Put him in chains," said the duke to his servants. "It is not safe to have such a man free. Give him some straw to lie on, and some bread and water."

The duke turned away and went back to his hall, where his friends sat at table.

"That was a strange thing," he said, "There was a madman at the gate. He must have been in the wood this morning, for he told me that I was hunting with the emperor, and so I was; and he told me that the emperor went apart to bathe in the lake, and so he did. But he said that someone stole the clothes and the horse of the emperor; yet the emperor rode back to us cool and fresh, clothed and on his horse. And he said that he was the emperor."

Then the guests fell to talking and laughing, and soon forgot the strange thing. But the proud king lay in a dark prison, far even from the servants of the duke. He lay on straw, and chains bound his feet.
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"What is this that has come upon me?" he said. "Am I brought so low? Am I so changed that even the duke does not know me? At least there is one who will know me, let me wear what I may."

Then, by much labour, he loosed the chains that bound him, and fled in the night from the duke's prison. When the morning came, he stood at the door of his own palace. He stood there awhile; perhaps some one would open the door and let him in. But no one came, and the proud king lifted his hand and knocked; he knocked at the door of his own palace. The porter came at last and looked at him.

"Who are you?" he asked, "and what do you want?"

"Do you not know me?" cried the proud king. "I am your master. I am the king. I am the emperor. Let me pass," and he would have thrust him aside. But the porter was a strong man; he stood in the doorway, and would not let the proud king enter.

"You my master! you the emperor! poor fool, look here!" and he held the proud king by the arm while he pointed to a hall beyond. There sat the emperor on his throne, and by his side was the empress.

"Let me go to her! she will know me," cried the proud king, and he tried to break away from the porter. The noise without was heard in the hall. The nobles came out, and last of all came the emperor and the empress. When the proud king saw these two, he could not speak. He was choked with rage and fear, and he knew not what.

"You know me!" at last he cried. "I am your lord and husband."

The empress shrank back.

"Friends," said the man who stood by her, "what shall be done to this wretch?"

"Kill him," said one. "Put his eyes out," said another. "Beat him," said a third.

Then they all hustled the proud king out of the palace court. Each one gave him a blow, and so he was thrust out, and the door was shut behind him.

The proud king fled, he knew not whither. He wished he were dead. By-and-by he came to the lake where he had bathed. He sat down on the shore. It was like a dream; but he knew he was awake, for he was cold, and hungry, and faint. Then he knelt on the ground, and beat his breast, and said:—

"I am no emperor. I am no king. I am a poor, sinful man. Once I thought there was no one greater than I, on earth or in heaven. Now I know that I am nothing, and there is no one so poor and so mean. God forgive me for my pride!"

As he said this, he saw, close by him, the clothes which he had once laid aside. Near at hand was his horse, eating the soft grass. The king put on his clothes; he mounted his horse and rode to the palace. As he drew near, the door opened and servants came forth. One held his horse, another helped him dismount. The porter bowed low.
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THE PROUD KING HUMBLED

"I marvel I did not see thee pass out, my lord," he said.

The king entered, and again saw the nobles in the great hall. There stood the empress also, and by her side was the man who called himself emperor. But the empress and the nobles did not look at him; they looked at the king, and came forward to meet him. This man also came forward, but he was clad in shining white, and not in the robes of the emperor. The king bowed his head before him.

"I am thy angel," said the man. "Thou wert proud, and made thyself to be set on high; therefore thou hast been brought low. I have watched over thy kingdom. Now I give it back to thee, for thou art once again humble, and the humble only are fit to rule."

Then the angel disappeared. No one else heard his voice, and the nobles thought the king had bowed to them. So the king once more sat on the throne, and ruled wisely and humbly ever after.


LESSON 14
THE SCARECROW
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A scarecrow stood in a field one day,

Stuffed with straw,

Stuffed with hay;

He watched the folk on the king's highway,

But never a word said he.



Much he saw, but naught did heed,

Knowing not night,

Knowing not day,

For having naught, did nothing need,

And never a word said he.



A little grey mouse had made its nest,

Oh, so wee,

Oh, so grey,

In a sleeve of a coat that was poor Tom's best,

But the scarecrow, naught said he.



His hat was the home of a small jenny wren,

Ever so sweet,

Ever so gay;

A squirrel had put by his fear of men

And kissed him, but naught heeded he.



Ragged old man, I love him well,

Stuffed with straw,

Stuffed with hay;

Many's the tale that he could tell,

But never a word says he.



—MICHAEL FRANKLIN


LESSON 15
THE STONE THAT REBOUNDED
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"O boys, boys, don't throw stones at that poor bird," said an old gray-headed man.

"Why, sir," said a little fellow, "she makes such a squalling［1］ that we can't bear her."

"Yes; but she uses the voice which God gave her, and it is probably［2］ as pleasant to her friends as yours is to those who love you. And, besides, I am afraid the stone will rebound, and hurt you as long as you live!"

"Rebound! We don't understand you, sir!"

"Well, come and I will tell you a story."

"Is it a true story?"

"Yes; every word is true.

Fifty years ago, I was a boy like you. I used to throw stones, and as I had no other boy very near me to play with, I threw them till I became very accurate［3］ in my aim.

One day I went to work for an aged couple of the name of Hamilton. They seemed very old people then. They were very kind to everybody and everything. Few had so many swallows making their nests under the roofs of their barns,—few had so many pets that seemed to love them, as they.

For seven years a bird had come, after the long winter was over, and built her nest in the same place, and there reared her young ones. She had just returned on the day that I went there to work, and they welcomed her heartily. She hopped about as if glad to get back.

In the course of the day, I thought I would try my skill upon her. She sat upon a post near the spot where she was to build her nest, and looked at me trustfully, as much as to say, ‘You won't hurt me?’ I found a nice stone, and, poising［4］ my arm, I threw it with my utmost skill. It struck the bird on the head, and she dropped dead!
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"I THREW IT WITH MY UTMOST SKILL."

I was sorry the moment I saw her fall. But the deed was done. All day long her mate flew about, and chirped in tones so sad that he made my heart ache. Why had I taken a life so innocent, and made the poor mate grieve so?

I said nothing to the old people about it. But through a grandchild they found it out; and., though they never said a word to me on the matter, I knew that they mourned for the bird, and were deeply grieved at my cruelty. I could never look them in the face afterwards as I had done before. Oh, that I had told them how sorry I was!

They have been dead many, many years, and so has the poor bird; but don't you see how that stone rebounded, and hit me? How deep a wound it made upon my memory! Why, my dear boys, I would give a great deal to-day if I could undo that deed!

For fifty years I have carried it in my memory. I have never spoken of it before; yet if what I have now said will prevent you from throwing a stone that may rebound, I shall rejoice."

The boys at once dropped the stones they had in their hands, and the bird had no more trouble from them.



［1］ squalling: Screaming, crying out.

［2］ probably: Likely.

［3］ accurate: Correct, exact, without mistake.

［4］ poising: Balancing.


LESSON 16
RILLOBY-RILL
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GRASSHOPPERS four a-fiddling went,

Heigh-ho! never be still!

They earned but little towards their rent［1］

But all day long with their elbows bent

They fiddled a tune called Rilloby-rilloby,

Fiddled a tune called Rilloby-rill.



Grasshoppers soon on Fairies came,

Heigh-ho! never be still!

Fairies asked with a manner of blame,

"Where do you come from, what is your name?

What do you want with your Rilloby-rilloby,

What do you want with your Rilloby-rill?"



Madam, you see before you stand,

Heigh-ho! never be still!

The old Original Favourite Grand

Grasshopper's Green Herbarian［2］ Band,

And the tune we play is Rilloby-rilloby,

Madam, the tune is Rilloby-rill."

Fairies hadn't a word to say,

Heigh-ho! never be still!

Fairies seldom are sweet by day,

But the Grasshoppers merrily fiddled away,

Oh, but they played with a willoby-rilloby,

Oh, but they played with a willoby-will!
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Fairies slumber and sulk at noon,

Heigh-ho! never be still!

But at last the kind old motherly moon

Brought them dew in a silver spoon,

And they turned to ask for Rilloby-rilloby,

One more round of Rilloby-rill.





—SIR HENRY NEWBOLT



［1］ rent: The money paid for the use of a house.

［2］ herbarian: Grass-eating.


LESSON 17
PANDORA'S BOX
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LONG, long ago there lived two brothers, named Prometheus and Epimetheus. Prometheus stole fire from heaven and gave it to men. This made the gods very angry with him, and they made him suffer a terrible punishment. He warned his brother, Epimetheus, to take no gift from the gods, lest he, too, should be made sorry. Epimetheus promised to remember his brother's warning, but when the gods sent him a beautiful wife, he forgot his brother's advice and married her.

The woman's name was Pandora, meaning "all-gifted"; for all the gods and goddesses had given her of their best gifts. She was so beautiful, so clever, and so pleasing in her manners, that Epimetheus soon loved her very dearly. She kept his house for him, worked at the loom［1］, and did many useful things that made life comfortable and happy for them both.

One day, Hermes came to the home of Epimetheus and Pandora. He came disguised as an old pedlar［2］, and left a box, which was bound with cords, and sealed with seals［3］.

"I had orders," said the messenger, "to leave this box with you. But you must not open it till the rightful owner comes." Putting down the box, he hurried away, leaving Pandora puzzled and curious.

When she told Epimetheus, he was worried. "Do not touch the box, Pandora," he said. "Who knows what trouble it may bring us! Perhaps it is a gift from the gods, and I have been warned by my brother that such a gift may bring sorrow."

Pandora readily promised to obey her husband's wishes;but every day she looked at the box, and wondered what it contained. Perhaps it held costly gems, or was it gold and silver, or fine cloth and fair linen［4］? She longed to know; but then she remembered her husband's words, and the order given by the pedlar, and she turned away, trying to forget the mysterious［5］ box.

As the days passed, and no one came to claim the box, Pandora begged her husband to open it. But he refused, saying, "No, it is safer as it is; perhaps the owner will soon come."

One day, Epimetheus brought some of his friends to the house, and they had a feast. When the feast was over, they went out to enjoy some games under the shady trees that grew near the house, and Pandora was left alone. She looked at the box, standing in the corner. How she longed to open it, and peep in! Surely that would not be very wrong; of course, she would not take anything, however wonderful the contents might be! She tiptoed up to the box, and fingered the cords; it would be quite easy, she thought, to tie it up again, and put fresh wax on the knots.

Then she thought she heard little whispers coming from the box. "Pandora, let us out! Let us out!" She was frightened and excited. She ran to the window and looked out. Epimetheus and his friends were busy with a game. They would not be coming back to the house just yet. She would be very quick! Just one peep, then she would be quite happy; and Epimetheus would never know.

Her fingers trembled as she began to pull at the knots. She was very eager, and the knots were untied much more easily than she had expected. Soon the last knot was loosened; then Pandora hesitated［6］. She knew that Epimetheus would be very angry, if he came to know of her disobedience. Suppose he should be right, and the box brought trouble! Then the little voices whispered again, "Pandora, let us out! Let us out!"

"Epimetheus will not know," she said to herself. "I will just peep, and then tie the cords again."

She lifted the lid. In a moment a swarm of black-winged creatures flew out. They settled on Pandora's beautiful arms and neck, and stung, and stung. She let the lid fall back with a cry of horror and pressed one knee upon it to keep it tightly closed, but it was too late. The black-winged creatures buzzed around her, blinding her, stinging her.
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"A SWARM OF BLACK-WINGED CREATURES FLEW OUT."

"Epimetheus! Epimetheus!" cried Pandora, wild with pain and terror.

Hearing his wife's cries, Epimetheus rushed into the house, followed by his friends. As soon as they entered the room, the creatures flew at them, too, and stung them. Poor Pandora! In her pain and shame she wished that she had listened to her husband; now she had brought all this suffering and evil upon him and his friends.

She sobbed as though her heart would break.

What a change had come over the happy party! No more laughing and gay voices; no more music and singing; only cries of rage and pain, as Epimetheus and his friends tried to drive away the wicked stingers. Pandora felt that her husband would never forgive her disobedience.

But hark! There was a tiny tapping sound coming from the box, and a sweet voice, like the tinkle of a silver bell, called, "Pandora!"

Pandora hushed her sobs for a second. The voice called again, "Pandora, let me out!" But she was afraid to raise the lid again, having done enough mischief already. Still the voice called her, "Pandora, Pandora, let me out! My name is Hope. I will help you. Let me out!"

Trembling and afraid, Pandora lifted the lid, and a little white-winged creature fluttered out. It flew around the room, going from one to another of the sufferers, and as its gentle wings touched their wounds, the pain ceased, and soon they were healed.

But, although Pandora, Epimetheus, and their friends were soon quite well again, the swarm of black-winged creatures flew out of the window, and carried pain and suffering to other people. It had been so easy to open the box, and let them out, but no power in the world could make them go back to it. Happily for men, Hope was also free, and flew over the world, and carried help and healing into places made sad by pain and suffering.

Pandora was so sorry for what she had done that Epimetheus had to forgive her, but she could not forget what harm she had brought to the world by her disobedience and curiosity.



［1］ loom: A frame used for making thread into cloth.

［2］ pedlar: One who travels about selling odds and ends.

［3］ seals: Pieces of wax stamped on to a fastening to show if anyone should interfere with it.

［4］ linen: Cloth made of flax.

［5］ mysterious: Strange; hard to understand.

［6］ hesitated: Paused before acting.


LESSON 18
THE INCHCAPE ROCK
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No stir in the air, no stir in the sea;

The ship was as still as she could be;

Her sails from heaven received no motion;

Her keel［1］ was steady in the ocean.



Without either sign or sound of their shock［2］

The waves flowed over the Inchcape Rock;

So little they rose, so little they fell,

They did not move the Incheape Bell.



The holy Abbot［3］ of Aberbrothok

Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock;

On a buoy［4］ in the storm it floated and swung,

And over the waves its warning rung.



When the rock was hid by the surge［5］'s swell,

The mariners heard the warning bell;

And then they knew the perilous rock;

And bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok.



The sun in heaven was shining gay,

All things were joyful on that day;

The sea-birds screamed as they wheeled round,

And there was joyance［6］ in their sound.



The buoy of the Inchcape bell was seen,

A darker speck on the ocean green;

Sir Ralph the Rover walked his deck,

And he fixed his eye on the darker speck.



He felt the cheering power of Spring;

It made him whistle, it made him sing;

His heart was mirthful to excess;

But the Rover's mirth was wickedness.



His eye was on the Inchcape float.

Quoth he, "My men, put out the boat,

And row me to the Inchcape Rock,

And I'll plague［7］ the Abbot of Aberbrothok."



The boat is lowered, the boatmen row,

And to the Inchcape Rock they go;

Sir Ralph bent over from the boat,

And he cut the bell from the Inchcape float.



Down sunk the bell with a gurgling sound,

The bubbles rose and burst around.

Quoth Sir Ralph, "The next who comes to the Rock

Won't bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok."



Sir Ralph the Rover sailed away,

He scoured the seas for many a day;

And now, grown rich with plundered store,

He steers his course for Scotland's shore.

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky,

They cannot see the sun on high;

The wind hath blown a gale all day,

At evening it hath died away.



On the deck the Rover takes his stand;

So dark it is they see no land.

Quoth Sir Ralph, "It will be lighter soon,

For there is the dawn of the rising moon."

"Canst hear," said one, "the breakers' roar?

For methinks we should be near the shore."

"Now where we are I cannot tell;

But I wish I could hear the Inchape Bell."



They hear no sound, the swell is strong;

Though the wind hath fallen they drift along,

Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock—

"Ah woe! it is the Inchcape Rock!"



Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair;

He cursed himself in his despair.

The waves rush in on every side;

The ship is sinking beneath the tide.



—ROBERT SOUTHEY



［1］ keel: The bottom of the ship.

［2］ shock: Blow, violent striking against.

［3］ abbot: The head of an abbey or monastery.

［4］ buoy: Floating mark to warn ships.

［5］ surge: Swell of a wave.

［6］ joyance: Joy, delight.

［7］ plague: Vex, worry, call evil upon.


LESSON 19
 LESSONS ON HEALTH
 Ⅱ

HOW TO KEEP WELL
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How much depends on health, none of us need be told. "Life," says Longfellow, "without health is a burden, with health it is a joy and gladness." An ancient poet wisely tells us "health is best for mortal man; next beauty; thirdly well-gotten wealth; fourthly the pleasure of youth among friends."

Fortunately most of us can enjoy good health, if we only take a little pains to be well and to keep well. The constitution of some may perhaps not be so strong as that of others, but very much depends really on how we treat our bodies.

If, however, by our own folly, or by some misfortune we have fallen ill, we must resolutely do our best to recover the lost treasure of health, and so profit by past, mistakes that they shall not occur again.

In cases of severe illness we naturally send for a doctor; and much of the cure depends on his skill and advice. The world owes a good deal to doctors; "some folk," said one celebrated physician, "owe me far too much!" In China, people pay the doctor so long as they are well, and cease paying the moment they fall sick.

In some uncivilised tribes it is the doctor, and not the patient, who takes the medicine; but this practice would be very inconvenient, for instance, in cases of an epidemic.

Amongst civilised nations the arts of surgery and medicine have made great progress, and doctors now, with the aid of science, can combat and rout many diseases that formerly would sweep off their victims by thousands. Laws have been passed, too, by which towns and streets and houses have become cleaner, and pure water and fresh air are being allowed more and more to play their beneficent part in securing the health of mankind.

But though doctors and statutes may do much for us, after all we can each do very much more for ourselves if we wish to secure robust health. Obedience to a few very simple rules of living would make many people much more healthy than they are.

It is related that, on the death of a certain eminent physician, his books were sold, and one, which was said to contain valuable precepts of health but which the bidders were not permitted to open, fetched a very high price. When the purchaser examined his supposed treasure, he was much disappointed at finding that it contained nothing more than four simple rules. He thought he had thrown his money away. But on further consideration he was induced to put the rules into practice; by doing so he was restored to a state of health to which he had long been a stranger. He often spoke of the old physician's book as the cheapest and most valuable purchase he ever made in his life. The rules were these: Keep the head cool; keep the feet warm; take a light supper; rise early.

It is always easier to keep well than to get well. There are five things which have aptly been called the ABC of health. They are Ablution, Bedroom ventilation, Clothing, Diet, and Exercise.

Ablution includes the daily bath taken briskly in cold water before breakfast. In the few cases where this does not agree with the system, some substitute, a dry rubbing or a sponge bath in tepid water, should be found. Head, hands, and feet should be kept scrupulously clean. Take particular care of the eyes and ears, the nose and mouth. Dirt invites disease, but cleanliness—both in mind and body—is next to godliness.

Even more necessary than the daily bath is pure air, not only in the daytime but also in that long unconscious third of our life which we pass in sleep. Never sleep in a room unless it has ventilation either by means of an open window or a fanlight or a door. Let a stream of pure air through by night, and let the sun light in by day. The sun dries, purifies, and cheers. Plants when kept in the dark grow pale and sickly; so do men and women when deprived of sunshine. The lungs require pure air just as much as the body requires pure food. The best doctor in the world is fresh air. If we could see the impure air that is sometimes around us, as easily as we see bad food, we should never dream of breathing it any longer.

Clothing should be clean and light and frequently changed. It is a good rule to wear no garment during the night which has been worn all day. In winter, of course, we wear warmer materials, but even then it is always better to get warm through exercise rather than by wearing heavy clothes. Beware of sitting still in damp clothes, or of keeping on wet boots. Let your clothing be simple and neat, well aired and well brushed. These may appear to be trifles, but good health often depends on little things.

Someone has said that we are what we eat; and yet very few people are wise enough to choose a proper diet. Most people eat too much, too fast, and too often. There is more disease and death in the world caused by over feeding than by starvation. It is not the food we eat, but the food we digest and assimilate, that builds us up in health. A clear complexion and laughing eyes, supple joints and rounded form, and a sweet disposition—these may come from moderation, but never from gluttony.

No healthy person needs more than three meals a day. Bad health often has for its simple cause a combination of too much food with too little exercise. An old proverb says, "To lengthen your life shorten your meals." The practice of eating between meals should be strictly avoided. It gives the stomach no rest, it produces headaches and indigestion, and it gives a false sense of continual, though slight, hunger. We should chew our food thoroughly; take very little, if any, liquid at meat-time; and keep the body well cleansed by drinking frequently of pure water.

Health is found in plain living. The glutton always loses more than he gains. The moderate eater knows "the exquisite taste of common dry bread," and can get much more enjoyment from a simple repast, (after a brisk walk) than the glutton can from the richest feast. Simple foods are always best. "Made" dishes, and food highly seasoned merely to tickle a jaded appetite, are only harmful. The best sauce is hunger; and the best way to be hungry is to work hard and go without food until a natural hunger comes. It will soon be found true that the bread of the labouring man is sweet.

Exercise is equally needful; not the severe training of the athlete, but the daily walk or the brisk run. It puts oxygen in the blood, it hardens the muscles, and it helps to remove waste matter from the system.

The best medicine for all schoolboys is open-air games. Human beings, like trees, live in great part on air. The exercise that you enjoy, like playing cricket or football or tennis, is much more beneficial than the exercise you undertake as a duty, such as indoor gymnastics.

There is scarcely any exercise, however, so easy or useful as vigorous walking. Throw your head well back so that your lungs are free to inhale the fresh morning air, and a swinging mile walk on a winter's morning will soon make the feet warm, the cheeks tingle, and the lips smack for a hearty breakfast.

No time spent out of doors, it is said, is ever wasted. Wordsworth made it a rule to go out every day, and used to say that as he never consulted the weather, he never had to consult a doctor. Gardeners are amongst those who live longest and enjoy the best health—doubtless because they live in the open. One of the best gifts of God is calm, sound sleep. If we would preserve this gift, let us take plenty of open- air exercise.

It costs a little effort, sometimes, to find either the time or the inclination for this. But every good thing costs something, and it is surely worth a little sacrifice to keep in robust health rather than to fill an early grave or languish year after year as a self-made invalid.



—E.W.H.F


LESSON 20
ROLF'S LEAP
 Ⅰ
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"WHAT! you're making friends with my old Rolf, are you, boys? Dear old Rolf!"said Uncle Dick. At the sound of his voice, away broke Roll from the two lads, sending them right and left like a couple of ninepins. Bounding forward, lame leg and all, the dog in another moment was pressing his faithful head against his master's side, and lustily wagging his tail.

"That's my good old dog!" said Uncle Dick, as he stroked his favourite's shaggy back, and shook the paw that Rolf solemnly presented to him.

"We have had such fun!" said Will, the elder of the two boys. "Rolf has been licking our faces, and putting his paws on our shoulders; and he rolled Tommy right over on the grass. Tommy tried to get on his back, and he didn't like it, and tumbled him off."

"Of course he didn't like it," said Uncle Dick. "You wouldn't like any one to get on your back if you were lame in one leg; at least, I know I shouldn't. I'd tumble him off fast enough. Tommy may do anything else he likes, but he mustn't try to make Rolf carry him."

The two boys and Uncle Dick began to walk round the garden.

V.—C.

"You've got fine red cheeks, boys," said Uncle Dick, "and two pairs of sturdy legs. Rolf and I would like to be able to jump about like you, but our jumping days are over.

"But Rolf took a finer leap once than either of you lads has ever done," continued Uncle Dick, after a moment or two, as he stooped down to pat his favourite's great head. "A noble leap, wasn't it, my old dog?" he said; and Rolf looked up with his loving eyes, and gently wagged his tail, as if to say, "Yes."

"Tell us what sort of leap Rolf took, Uncle Dick!"

"We were both younger than we are now," he said, "when Rolf and I first came together. Rolf was a puppy. It was when I was going out to Africa that some one gave him to me. "He comes of a fine stock［1］," said my friend, "and if he proves as good a dog as his father, you won't part with him at the end of a year for a trifle［2］."

"I soon found that he was right, for I tell you, boys, by the end of the year I wouldn't have parted with him if I had spent my last shilling and I'd been asked to sell him for a thousand pounds.

"Ah, you're laughing, I see. You think I'n speaking in fun. Not a bit of it! Listen to my story, and when I get to the end of it you shall laugh then, if you like.

"I went out with my regiment［3］ to the Cape of Good Hope［4］. I stayed there for four years, and they were as happy years, on the whole, as I ever spent. I saw a great number of new things during that time, and I made a great number of kind friends.

"We weren't very hard-worked out there, and many a pleasant holiday I had of a few days up country or along the coast, sometimes with a companion, sometimes alone, with only my horse and Rolf. I shall never forget one of those little excursions［5］, for it was then that Rolf took his leap.

"I had been riding for five or six miles one pleasant afternoon. It was just hot enough to make the thought of a swim tempting; so, after I had been riding leisurely［6］ along for some time, I alighted from my horse, and, letting him loose to graze, I lay down for a quarter of an hour to cool myself, and then began to make ready for my plunge.

"I was standing on a little ledge of rock some six or seven feet above the sea. It was high tide, and the water at my feet was about a fathom deep. "I shall have a delightful swim," I thought to myself, as I threw off my coat.

"Just at that moment Rolf, in a very excited way, flung himself upon me, evidently understanding what I meant to do.
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"Yes," I said aloud, "we'll have a delightful swim, you and I together. A grand swim, my old lad!" and I clapped his back as I spoke."

But, rather to my surprise, instead of wagging his tail and wrinkling his nose, and performing his usual antics［7］, the creature only lifted up his face and began to whine.

"He had lain for a quarter of an hour, while I had been resting, at the edge of the little cliff, with his head hanging over it; but whether he had been taking a nap in that position, or had been amusing himself by watching the waves, was more than I knew.

"What's the matter, old fellow?" I said to him, when he set up this dismal howl. "Don't you want to have a swim? Well, you needn't unless you like. But I mean to have one; so down with you, and let me get my clothes off."

"But instead of getting down, the creature began to conduct himself in the strangest way. He first seized me by the trousers with his teeth, and pulled me to the edge of the rock, as if he wanted me to plunge in dressed as I was; he then caught me again and dragged me back, much as though I were a big rat that he was trying to worry.

"This performance, I declare, he went through three times, barking and whining all the while, till I began to think he was going out of his mind."
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［1］ stock: Race, family.

［2］ trifle: Something of little value.

［3］ regiment: A body of soldiers under the command of a colonel.

［4］ Cape of Good Hope: The southernmost part of Africa.

［5］ excursions: Trips, rambles.

［6］ leisurely: Quietly, slowly.

［7］ antics: Foolery, tricks.


LESSON 21
 ROLF'S LEAP
 Ⅱ
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"AT length I got out of patience with the creature. I couldn't imagine what he meant. So long as I took no further steps to remove my clothes he remained quite still; but the instant I began undressing myself he was at me once more, pulling me this way and that, hanging on to my arms, and howling with his mouth up in the air.

"At last I lost my temper. I snatched up my gun, and struck him with the butt-end［1］ of it.

"He was quieter after I had struck him," said Uncle Dick, after a little pause. "For a few moments he lay quite still at my feet, and I had begun to think that he was going to give me no more trouble, when, all at once, just as I had got ready to jump into the water, the creature sprang to his feet, and flung himself upon me again. He threw himself with all his might upon my breast, and drove me backward.

"I imagined the poor beast was trying,for some reason of his own, to have his own way. I thought it was my business to teach him that he was not to have his own way, but that I was to have mine. So I struck him three or four times with the end of my gun, till at last I freed myself from him.

"He gave a cry when he fell back. I call it a cry, for it was more like something human than a dog's howl—something so full of sorrow that, angry as I was, it startled me. I think if I had taken time enough I might have made a good attempt to understand what the creature meant.

"I was standing a few feet back from the water; and as soon as I had shaken him off he went to the edge of the little cliff, and stood there for a moment till I came up to him. Then—just as in another second I should have jumped into the sea—my brave dog, my noble dog, gave one last whine, one look into my face, and took the leap before me.

"And then, boys, in another instant I knew what he had meant. He had scarcely touched the water when I saw a crocodile slip like lightning from a sunny edge of the cliff, and seize him by the hind legs.

"You know that I had my gun close at hand, and in the whole course of my life I never was so glad to have my gun beside me. It was loaded, too. I caught it up, and fired three times into the water.

"One shot missed the brute; and the first that struck him seemed not to harm him much. But the third hit him in some tender place, for the hideous［2］ jaws opened wide.

"Then I shouted with all my might, ‘Rolf! Rolf!’ I couldn't leave my post［3］, for the crocodile, though he had let Rolf go and had dived for a moment, might make another spring, and I didn't dare to take my eyes off the spot where he had gone down.
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"I called to my wounded friend with all my might, and when he had struggled through the water, and gained a moment's hold of the rock, I jumped down and caught him, and half-carried, half-dragged him up the little bit of steep ascent till we were safe on the dry land again. And then I forgot for a moment or two that I was a man, and burst out crying like a child.

"He licked the tears off my cheeks, poor old fellow; I remember that. We looked a strange pair, I dare say, as we lay on the ground with our heads side by side.

"When I had come to my senses a little, I had to try to get my poor Rolf moved. We were a long way from any house, and the creature couldn't walk a step. I tore up my shirt, and bound his wounds as well as I could. Then I put on my clothes, called to my horse, and, as gently as I could, I got him and myself together upon the horse's back, and we began our ride.

"There was a village about four or five miles off, and I made for that. It was a long, hard jolt for a poor fellow with both his hind legs broken, but he bore it patiently. Panting as he was, he licked my hand, and looked lovingly up into my face.

"I got him to a resting-place at last, after a weary ride, and then I had his wounds dressed. But it was weeks before he could stand upon his feet again, and when at last he began to walk he limped, and he has gone on limping ever since.

"It's all an old story now, you know," said Uncle Dick; "but it's one of those things that a man doesn't forget, and that it would be a shame to him if he ever could forget as long as he lived."

Uncle Dick stooped down again as he ceased to speak, and Rolf, disturbed［4］ by the silence, raised his head to look about him. As his master had said, it was a grand old head still, though the eyes were growing dim with age. Uncle Dick laid his hand upon it, and the bushy tail began to wag. It had wagged at the touch of that hand for many a long day.

"We've been together for fifteen years. He's getting old now," said Uncle Dick.



—G. M. CRAIK



［1］ butt-end: The end held against one's shoulder.

［2］ hideous: Horrible, frightful.

［3］ post: Position, place.

［4］ disturbed: Aroused, made anxious.


LESSON 22
 NORTH-EAST BY NORTH

All Australians who live "in the country" know the black swans, and Charles Souter, an Australian poet, has written this poem to them.
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NORTH-EAST by north, in an inky［1］ sky,

Five hundred feet o'erhead,

With stately stroke of wing they fly

To the land where they were bred.

The scent of the far-off billabong［2］

And the gleam of the lignum［3］ brake［4］

Come to them as they swing along

Led by the old gray drake.



With flash of pearly underwing

And swish of rushing wind,

The reeling miles astern they fling

And leave the sea behind.

For well they know the summer's past

And there is a sense of pain,

And winter has returned at last!

The swamps are full again!

So two by two, in echelon［5］,

With the old gray drake ahead,

All through the night they swing along

Until the east is red;

North-east by north, on tireless wing,

All through the glaring day—

And as they go, a chorus sing,

To cheer them on their way.



And as I lie awake at night

Upon my restless bed,

And hear the black swans in their flight

Five hundred feet o'erhead,

And listen to the old gray drake

Calling his cohort［6］ forth,

I would be flying in his wake［7］,

North-east by north, half north!



—CHARLES H. SOUTER
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［1］ inky: Dark, black.

［2］ billabong: A kind of pond or water hole.

［3］ lignum: Tree having a hard wood.

［4］ brake: Clump of trees or bushes.

［5］ echelon: In the form of an arrow head.

［6］ cohort: Company of soldiers.

［7］ wake: Track.


LESSON 23
 TRUE FRIENDS
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MORE than two thousand years ago there lived in Sicily［1］ two Greeks who were such true friends that they were always happy together, and neither thought much of himself when he could do anything for his friend. Their names were Damon and Pythias.

Pythias at one time was put in prison and condemned to death for doing something against the will of the king. Before the day of execution he begged for permission to go to his home, which was far away, that he might put his affairs in order.

Permission was refused, and Pythias was greatly distressed, but his friend Damon went to the king and said, "I know that my friend is true. Having made a promise he will never break it.

"He has said that he will come back, and he will come. Let him go. I will take his place in prison, and suffer death for him if anything prevents his return."

The king, astonished, accepted the hostage［2］, and Pythias was allowed to go. It did not take him long to put matters right at home.

He was sad at heart when the time came for him to take a last farewell of all his kinsfolk［3］.Some of them urged him to stay, but honour and his friendship for Damon were far dearer to Pythias than his own safety.
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THE MEETING

His return took place on the day which had been fixed for the execution, and he at once turned his steps to the prison where he had formerly been kept. He could not get near it, however, for the way was blocked by a great wooden erection［4］, round which hundreds of people stood.

"What is it?" he asked a man on the out- skirts of the crowd. "Do you not know?" said the man; "we are waiting to see the execution of Damon. See, there he is! Foolish fellow! He might have known that his friend would never come back!"

With a loud cry Pythias made his way through the crowd, and throwing his arms round Damon's neck, said, "I am here, my friend! It is for me to die, not you. You shall live!"

The crowd swayed as the people with one accord［5］ moved in the direction of the two men who were so ready to die for each other. And the king said, "Let Pythias be pardoned, because of the great love he has borne to Damon.

"Although it is in my power to condemn to death, and to permit the condemned to live, there is none here who would gladly give his life for me. Damon! Pythias!if it be possible, take me also for a friend!"
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［1］ Sicily: An island off the south of Italy.

［2］ hostage: Something given as a pledge.

［3］ kinsfolk: Family, relatives.

［4］ erection: Framework, contrivance.

［5］ with one accord: All together.


LESSON 24
 GELERT
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THE spearman［1］ heard the bugle sound,

And cheerily smiled the morn,

And many a brach［2］ and many a hound

Obeyed Llewellyn's horn［3］.



But still he blew a louder blast,

And gave a louder cheer;

"Come, Gelert! why art thou the last

Llewellyn's horn to hear?



"O, where does faithful Gelert roam?

The flower［4］ of all his race!

So true, so brave—a lamb at home,

A lion in the chase［5］!"



In sooth he was a peerless hound,

The gift of royal John［6］;

But now no Gelert could be found,

And all the chase rode on.



That day Llewellyn little loved

The chase of hart［7］ or hare;

But scant［8］ and small the booty［9］ proved,

For Gelert was not there.



Unpleased, Llewellyn homeward hied［10］,

When, near the portal［11］ seat,

His truant Gelert he espied［12］,

Bounding his lord to greet.



But when he gained the castle door,

Aghast［13］ the chieftain stood;

The hound was smeared with gouts［14］ of gore［15］

His lips and fangs［16］ ran blood［17］!



Llewellyn gazed with wild surprise;

Unused such looks to meet,

His favourite checked his joyful guise［18］,

And crouched and licked his feet.



Onward in haste Llewellyn passed—

And on went Gelert too—

And still where'er his eyes were cast,

Fresh blood-gouts shocked his view.



O'erturned his infant's bed he found,

The blood-stained covert［19］ rent［20］;

And all around, the walls and ground

With recent blood besprent［21］.



He called his child—no voice replied;

He searched with terror wild,

Blood! blood! he found on every side,

But nowhere found his child!



"Monster! by thee my child's devoured!"

The frantic［22］ father cried,

And to the hilt［23］ his vengeful sword

He plunged in Gelert's side!—



Aroused by Gelert's dying yell,

Some slumberer wakened nigh ;

What words the parent's joy can tell,

To hear his infant cry!



Concealed beneath a mangled［24］ heap

His hurried search had missed,

All glowing from his rosy sleep

His cherub［25］ boy he kissed.



Nor scratch had he, nor harm, nor dread—

But the same couch beneath

Lay a great wolf, all torn and dead,—

Tremendous still in death!



Ah! what was then Llewellyn's pain!

For now the truth was clear;

The gallant hound the wolf had slain,

To save Llewellyn's heir［26］.



Vain, vain, was all Llewellyn's woe—

"Best of thy kind, adieu［27］,

The frantic deed which laid thee low,

This heart shall ever rue［28］."



—SPENCER
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［1］ spearman: One armed with a spear.

［2］ brach: Female hound.

［3］ horn: Hunting horn.

［4］ flower: Best of all

［5］ chase: The hunt after the deer.

［6］ Royal John: King of England at the time of Magna Carta, 1215.

［7］ hart: Male deer.

［8］ scant: Small, scarce.

［9］ booty: Animals caught while hunting.

［10］ homeward hied: Went home.

［11］ portal: Doorway.

［12］ espied: Caught sight of.

［13］ aghast: Struck with horror.

［14］ gouts: Daubs, large drops.

［15］ gore: Blood.

［16］ fangs: Teeth.

［17］ ran blood: Were dripping with blood.

［18］ guise: Appearance.

［19］ covert: Coverlet, cover of a bed.

［20］ rent: Torn.

［21］ besprent: Sprinkled all over.

［22］ frantic: Angered to madness.

［23］ hilt: Handle of a sword.

［24］ mangled: Torn.

［25］ cherub: A beautiful child.

［26］ heir: First-born son.

［27］ adieu: Farewell, goodbye.

［28］ rue: Be sorry for.


LESSON 25
 COOEE—AN AUSTRALIAN FAIRY STORY
 I
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BLUE Bonnet sat astride the three-rail fence thinking.

She had so much to do that she did nothing; she was so happy that she was almost unhappy. If she went uphill, where the gum-trees swayed and tossed against the blue sky, she would lose the gully and the ferns. If she went downhill, where the silver creek sang along the pebbles, she would miss the wind on the mountain-top blowing across the stretch of blue ranges.

Her little new Billycan stood under the fence as upright as a sentinel［1］. He could not speak in our way, but he shone best in his own style of talk. If Blue Bonnet had cared to look, he plainly flashed a wireless message to say,"Slow coach, make haste! We've never had a bush picnic together yet, we two."

Blue Bonnet slowly drew her other leg across the top rail, and climbed down to the ground. She was a little town girl, who had come to stay for a short holiday in the bush.

There was a little sheep-path on the hillside midway between crest and creek. Blue Bonnet walked a step or two along before making up her mind whether to go up or down. There was the sweetest bush scent of gum and musk［2］ and wattle ; a mountain thrush pierced the golden air with its liquid call［3］.

Blue Bonnet stood quite still to listen. All was hushed again. She threw back her head, and shouted in a ringing voice, "Cooee!" for mother and daddy told her to be sure to learn the Australian call while she was in the bush.

"Cooee!"

Who was that? She called again, and again the answer came, "Cooee!"

It was rather hard to tell just where the voice came from, but Blue Bonnet tried over and over again, and each time the answer came back clear and far away.

"There are fairies here," she thought. "I knew it!" And she shouted, "Are you a fairy?"
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"‘TAKE CARE!’ WHEEZED THE BILLY."

Sure enough the answer came, "A fairy!"

"Where are you hiding?" was the next question. By this time Blue Bonnet was so excited that her voice was quite squeaky. The gleeful, mocking fairy voice rang back,"Hiding!"

"Are you in the gully?" asked Blue Bonnet.

"In the gully!" replied the voice.

"That decides it!" said Blue Bonnet briskly; and she began to scramble down the side of the hill. The briars［4］ and bracken［5］ clutched at her legs, the grass was slippery, and the little stones rolled round and round under her shoes.

"Take care!" wheezed［6］ the Billy. He was a country Billy, and rather slow and calm. He thought town ways altogether too fast.

Blue Bonnet gave no heed to his warning. Slipping, sliding, rolling, scrambling, she reached the gully, and began to push her way through the tangled scrub［7］ that grew along the winding creek.

"Take care!" sang the laughing water. "Take care!" the tall trees sighed, as they swayed to and fro. The little wild flowers kissed her feet, and the grasses held them, as if to say, "Stay! Stay! Take care!"

But Blue Bonnet said, "Dear folks, it is all right. You daisies along the creek will guide me home by day, and at night the stars, gleaming in the water, will be my path."

The naughty daisies winked their yellow eyes, and the stars behind the daylit sky winked their yellow eyes too. But the trees sighed, and the grasses whispered, and the creek sobbed to itself a moment in its flow. They knew the tricks of the stars and the daisies.

Blue Bonnet went on and on. At last she saw a little mossy door among the tree-ferns. It was a bit dark, but she did not mind that. She crept into the hole, and crawled along a tiny tunnel with a mush-roomy sort of smell. She came out on a lovely little bower［8］, with a carpet of moss like the smallest ferns you could dream of. Blackwoods［9］ and tree-ferns made the roof of a little green room. There was a moss-grown tree-trunk there, and sitting on it, whittling at a bit of stick to make himself a whistle, was a little boy dressed in bunny-skins.

One of his long, silky ears was cocked, and one was lying back, and one leg was crossed over the other. He had soft brown hair, a brown face as if he loved the open air, and great brown eyes, just like a bunny's.

"Cooee?" asked Blue Bonnet.

"Cooee!" replied he, nodding. "You are Blue Bonnet. I know it, because you're so like one. What's it?"—pointing a little brown finger at Master Billycan, who, in his country way, shyly hid behind Blue Bonnet's skirt.

"It's to drink out of," said she. "It's called Billy."

"How funny! I drink this way," said Cooee; and he scooped his two hands to make a cup. "But where did you come from, and how did you get here?"
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"COOEE WAS SITTING ON A MOSS-GROWN TRUNK TRYING TO MAKE A WHISTLE."

"I came from town," said Blue Bonnet, "all along the shiny rails. It was night, and the lights twinkled red and green and golden. We came rushing through the dark, and the train played tunes all the way from town."

"Town? Train?" he asked. "What are they?"

"Town! Well, it's a sort of rabbit-warren［10］," she said, "full of houses and people and noise, and sometimes smoke and dust. At night it's all lights, like the moon and stars, only big and square. And a train is a sort of box on wheels— a kind of dragon［11］. Do you know a dragon?"

"I know all fairy monsters," he answered. "It's the ways and doings of mortals［12］ that seem to be quite past finding out."

"Well, this dragon pulls the box along. It puffs and snorts and steams a good deal, and breathes out fire, you know. But it always finds the way to Fairyland. It's a very tame dragon, and well broken in."

"As to that," said Cooee, "I suppose it's something like the woodcutter's cart, which I've often seen in the forest. I'm not friends with the woodcutter. He ring-barks［13］ our beautiful trees, and burns them off, and he scares away all the shy, wild wood creatures. Why, there are parts of the bush where you could scarcely find a kangaroo or a lyre-bird, to say nothing of the fairies! If many woodcutters come, we know the trees will all be cleared away, and then the creek will sing no more in the gully. It will pine and die of grief, and the flowers and ferns will fade and perish, and all the lovely bush will vanish for ever.

"I don't like your dragons and your mortal men. They'll very soon be the end of us. The woodcutter has a little firesnake. He puts it on his shoulder, pats it on the back, and——bang, pop, puff!—it spits out fire, and a rosella［14］ flops to earth with all its pretty feathers ruffled, or a bunny lies down suddenly all limp and still, though it was running so fast only a minute before. And it's all because the birds peck a cherry or two, and the bunnies nibble the lettuces. How are we to know they are not meant for us, when he leaves them out in the open?"

"Never mind, Cooee darling!" said Blue Bonnet. She had crept close up to him now, and was patting his cheek and stroking his fur. "I'm a mortal child, and I'll make them stop when I go back to mortal-land. They don't know about you, or they wouldn't!"

"You must stay with me always, now you've come," said Cooee. "I've called and called long enough, and you can't go away and leave me now."
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［1］ Sentinel: Watchman, sentry.

［2］ musk: A plant giving out the smell of musk.

［3］ liquid call: Soft, flowing sound or note.

［4］ briars: Thorny bushes.

［5］ bracken: A kind of fern.

［6］ wheezed: Spoke in a husky voice.

［7］ scrub: Thick part of the bush.

［8］ bower: A shady place; nest; arbour.

［9］ blackwood: A tree noted for its hard timber.

［10］ warren: Place full of rabbit holes.

［11］ dragon: A fabled monster.

［12］ mortals: Human beings; those who cannot live forever.

［13］ ring-bark: Cut a ring of bark off so as to stop the sap from rising.

［14］ rosella: An Australian parrot with feathers of many colours.


LESSON 26
 COOEE—AN AUSTRALIAN FAIRY STORY
 Ⅱ
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COOEE and Blue Bonnet played there together in the heart of the bush for many golden hours, and by fairy time the day stretched out and out and out, till it was long enough for all their games, for fairy clocks are not the same as mortal clocks. Fairy time is just as long or as short as you wish it to be.

But it happened towards evening that Blue Bonnet and Cooee grew tired of play, so they lay on a bank of violets near the creek to watch the mountain trout［1］ swimming in the clear water, and the platypus diving home to his tunnel in the bank. But the platypus and the fishes were soon gone, and there was nothing to be seen in the pool except their own two pretty little faces.

It was then that Cooee said once more, "I will never let you go, Blue Bonnet, never, never!" He put his two arms round her, and kissed her, and they fell asleep together on the bank in the warm sunshine of the declining day.

Night fell, and it was dark. The tall trees began to whisper and sigh. A boobook owl moaned on a bough. Far off a dingo［2］ howled. Suddenly Blue Bonnet awoke. She put out her hand to touch Cooee, but he was gone.

She called for him, "Cooee! Cooee!" but no voice answered in the gully. She looked for the daisies along the creek, but they had shut up their eyes and gone to sleep, and the stars were hid behind a cloud.
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"COOEE WOULD NOT SPEAK LEST BLUE BONNET SHOULD BEG HIM TO LET HER GO."

"He will never let you go!" sighed the gum- trees. "Never!" echoed the boobook［3］. "Never!" murmured the creek.

"What shall I do, then?" asked Blue Bonnet, almost in tears. "Cooee, dear, let me go home awhile, and I will come back!" But Cooee would not speak, for he was hiding. He loved her too dearly to let her go, and loved her so dearly that he was afraid to see her, for if she begged hard enough and cried about it he might have to show her the way, but if he kept hidden she might forget about home, and stay in the bush.

Then Blue Bonnet heard a noise above her head. It was little Baby Bear.

So Blue Bonnet, as soon as she saw his welcome chubby little body, sang:"Baby Bear, little brother, say,

How shall Blue Bonnet find her way?"

Baby Bear halted, and spoke to her in these words:

"Blue Bonnet's way through the bush she'll find, If she gives me a promise kind."



On behalf of the beasts of the bush he asked her to do all she could on reaching home to keep the mortals from letting the fire-snakes spit in the forest. And Blue Bonnet gladly gave her word to do her best.

Dawn was looking at them now with grey eyes. So Blue Bonnet and Baby Bear went on their way. But the moment a twig crackled—it was just the little 'possum getting breakfast—the bear was off up a tree-trunk for all he was worth.
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"DADDY COCKATOO WAS A SHREWD BIRD."

"I'm off!" he said. "I don't trust those fire-snakes, not I!"

Blue Bonnet called Cooee, but he would not answer, though she tried again and again.

"Tut, tut, young 'un!" clucked a cracked voice. "What's the matter?"

It was Daddy Cockatoo, and Blue Bonnet appealed to him for help:

"Dear white Daddy Cocky, say,

How shall Blue Bonnet find her way?"

Cocky was a shrewd bird. With his head on one side he studied her while he made his bargain on behalf of the birds.

"Blue Bonnet's way through the bush she'll find, if she gives me a promise kind."

He asked that mortals should cease to steal the birds' eggs from the nests, and sell the fledglings［4］, half feathered and parched with thirst, on the scorching pavements, and to kill the birds with fire-snakes so as to trim ladies' hats with the beautiful feathers.

Blue Bonnet gladly agreed, and the whole flock of white cockatoos rose like a white cloud in the blue air, screeching and chattering shrilly. But, sad to tell, they spied some ripe quondongs［5］ on the skirts of the forest, and they shot off after them like an arrow.

A big lizard was dozing on the sunny grass, lazily darting out like a flame his blue tongue to catch flies. Blue Bonnet had to poke him hard with her toe to make him listen, and she said:

"Dear little Brother Blue Tongue, say,

How shall Blue Bonnet find her way?"

And the lizard grunted:

"Blue Bonnet's way through the bush she'll find, If she gives me a promise kind."

He presented a request from the reptiles, and insects, and fishes, and he pointed out that the blue-tongued lizards, instead of being harmful, killed off mosquitoes in thousands, besides all the snakes they found in the scrub.

He moved along so slowly that she soon left him behind. And so, thanks to her little bush brothers and sisters, Blue Bonnet was able to find her way to the place where she had entered the gully. She climbed uphill slowly, and her heart ached when she remembered that Cooee had left her without saying good-bye.
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"COOEE! CAME THE VOICE FROM THE WOODS."

She halted on the narrow sheep-path in the same place as before, and rather sadly called, "Cooee!" In a voice more trembling than her own came the answer, "Cooee!"

Then Blue Bonnet shouted loud and clear, so that he could not mistake, "I love you!"

And clear and loud came the welcome cry, "I love you!"

"I will come back soon!" she said.

"Come back soon!" he pleaded.

"Good-bye!" she called softly.

"Good-bye!" came very faintly across the gully.

So Blue Bonnet turned homewards again, but Billycan stayed with Cooee.

But you will go back, little Blue Bonnet! Your heart is left behind you in the beautiful bush. The spell of the bush is on you for ever. Cooee will call, and you will follow the voice through fire and flood, even from the world's end. Cooee will call you, and you will listen, and you will return home.



—Children's Magazine



［1］ trout: A fresh-water fish of the salmon family.

［2］ dingo: An Australian animal like a dog.

［3］ boobook: An Australian owl; also called mopoke or more-pork.

［4］ fledglings: Birds that have just got their feathers.

［5］ quondongs: Fruit something like cherries.


LESSON 27
 THE BROOK
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I COME from haunts of coot［1］ and hern［2］,

I make a sudden sally,

And sparkle out among the fern,

To bicker［3］ down a valley.



By thirty hills I hurry down,

Or slip between the ridges,

By twenty thorps［4］, a little town,

And half a hundred bridges.



Till last by Philip's farm I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.



I chatter over stony ways,

In little sharps［5］ and trebles［6］,

I bubble into eddying［7］ bays,

I babble on the pebbles.



With many a curve my banks I fret,

By many a field and fallow［8］,

And many a fairy foreland［9］ set

With willow-weed［10］ and mallow［11］.



I chatter, chatter, as I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.



I wind about, and in and out,

With here a blossom sailing,

And here and there a lusty trout,

And here and there a grayling［12］.



And here and there a foamy flake

Upon me, as I travel

With many a silvery waterbreak

Above the golden gravel.



And draw them all along, and flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.
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"I FLOW TO JOIN THE BRIMMING RIVER."

I steal by lawns and grassy plots,

I slide by hazel covers;

I move the sweet forget-me-nots

That grow for happy lovers.



I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance,

Among my skimming swallows;

I make the netted sunbeam dance

Against my sandy shallows.



I murmur under moon and stars

In brambly wildernesses;

I linger by my shingly bars;

I loiter round my cresses［13］.



And out again I curve and flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.



—ALFRED LORD TENNYSON



［1］ coot: A black wading bird.

［2］ hern: Heron; a long-legged wading bird.

［3］ bicker: Quarrel, carry on a brief battle.

［4］ thorp: A group of houses, a village.

［5］ sharp: A musical sign to raise a note; shrill sound.

［6］ treble: Very high or shrill sound.

［7］ eddying: Whirling, moving round and round.

［8］ fallow: Ground not being tilled.

［9］ foreland: Headland, cape.

［10］ willow-weed: A tall, downy weed with purple flowers.

［11］ mallow: A plant with downy leaves.

［12］ grayling: A fish of the salmon tribe.

［13］ cress: A water plant used in salads.


LESSON 28
 ASK THE RABBIT
 Ⅰ
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THERE was once a silly donkey who went one day strolling down the road, chewing a bit of thistle and feeling as fine as a June morning.

Presently he came to a trap where a lion had been caught, and was roaring so loudly that the donkey stopped in amazement. Indeed, it was remarkable that the villagers had not heard the commotion［1］ long before, and had not come out and killed him; but perhaps the wind was the other way. Silly stood looking at the lion for some time, and, finding that he was securely trapped, began to question the royal brute, saying:
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"PRESENTLY HE CAME TO A TRAP."

"What are you doing in there, Lion?"

"Let me out!" roared the other. "Let me out at once, you miserable slave!"

"Oh, yes!" sneered［2］ Silly—who had not very good manners. "Let you out and then get eaten for my trouble! I think not. I am not so foolish as that, thank you"; and he laughed with pleasure, "Hee-ee-augh!" for he considered himself a very fine fellow indeed.

The lion saw that this wouldn't do, so he changed his tone, and began to beg and flatter instead of threatening.

"Donkey," he said in his most winning voice, "you certainly are a very handsome and clever chap. And I wish you would kindly push up that wretched bar which holds the door shut, and then I can get out. Will you do that, you kind and wise donkey?"

"You can't hoodwink［3］ me," was the reply.

"I don't want to be eaten."

"Eaten!" cried the lion in the most injured tone he could manage. "What ever put that thought into your head, I wonder. How could you imagine［4］ such a thing? I do not eat my friends, Never!" And he looked as mild as milk, the deceitful［5］ old rascal!

Naturally enough Silly was pleased at being called the lion's friend, and, donkey-like, he raised the bar which held the door, while the lion pushed from the inside, and in a moment he was free. And the very first thing he did was to knock down poor Silly and prepare to make a meal of him.

"Oh, oh, oh!" cried the wretched donkey. "What are you doing?"

"I am very hungry indeed," replied the lion. "Don't interrupt me."

"But you promised solemnly not to eat me," pleaded Silly.

"Pooh, pooh!" the wicked lion answered. "I don't remember saying anything of the sort. Of course I am going to eat you."

The poor donkey gave himself up for lost, and began to bemoan［6］ his fate. "I think it very unfair," he whimpered［7］.

"What!" roared his captor. "Do you dare to say that I am unfair? Now you deserve to die, and I shall eat you without the least hesitation"; and he lashed his sides with his wicked tail and growled horribly.

"Well," whined the miserable donkey, "all I can say is that it is unfair, and any one I might ask to be a judge would say the same."

The lion, greatly enraged at this was about to begin his dinner at once, when a sudden thought came into his evil old head. "If he can get some one else into this business to be a judge," he reflected［8］, "what is to prevent me from having the judge himself for breakfast to-morrow? That's a fine idea!"

So, to Silly's astonishment, the lion, who had been holding his prey tightly,——and it hurt, too,—removed his paws and allowed him to get up. Then the wicked old brute addressed him. "Donkey," he said, "you have remarked that any judge would say that I was unfair. Now we will find a judge and see about it, and I only hope that, when he hears the case, it will not be the worse for you, sir."



［1］ commotion: Fuss, hubbub, noise.

［2］ sneered: Said with scorn.

［3］ hoodwink: Deceive, treat as if blind, impose on.

［4］ imagine: Think, fancy.

［5］ deceitful: False, unable to be believed.

［6］ bemoan: Whine about, complain miserably.

［7］ whimpered: Said with tears.

［8］ reflected: Thought over, considered.


LESSON 29
 ASK THE RABBIT
 Ⅱ
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SILLY was so bewildered［1］ that his poor foolish head could not understand it all, and he only winked and blinked till the lion lost patience, and, seizing him by the ear, off they went down the road to find a judge. Before they had gone far they met the very great grandpapa of all rabbits. He was remarkably old and gray, and looked as if he were surprisingly foolish, which was far from being the case, however, as you shall see.

"Here," cried the lion; "here's a rabbit. He will make a very good breakf——I mean judge. Go ahead and ask him."

So Silly the donkey explained the affair to the rabbit, who sat up attentively and scratched his ear, looking more foolish than ever.

"That is very hard to understand," he remarked when the donkey had finished. "Would you mind saying it over again? It isn't quite clear to me."

Well, Silly repeated the story at length, explaining it all very carefully.

"Dear, dear," said the rabbit, "that is very curious. I do not quite understand yet how you came to be in the trap."

"I wasn't in the trap," cried Silly. "It was the lion."

"Oh—yes—the lion," replied the rabbit. "How stupid of me! But, really, I could understand it better, I know, if we went right to the place where it happened."

The lion was rather vexed［2］ at the delay, but he could think of no reasonable excuse, so off the three went up the road, and presently they came to the trap again.

"Now," said the rabbit, "if you will just say that all over from the beginning, I think I can understand it"; which Silly did, while the lion waited hungrily, wondering if he hadn't better eat his dinner and breakfast together.

"Now I see!" the rabbit cried. "The lion was walking down the road when he saw the trap—"

"No, no!" interrupted Silly. "I was walking down the road, and I saw the lion in the trap."
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"‘NO! STUPID THING,’ ROARED THE LION."

"Oh, yes; of course," said the rabbit. "You were walking in the trap, and the lion saw—"

"No, no, No! stupid thing!" roared the lion.

"Can't you understand anything?"

"Dear, dear, my poor brain!" cried the rabbit. "I don't believe I shall ever understand it."

"Yes, you shall, though," the lion growled, for he was very angry at such stupidity. "You shall understand it, I say. Now listen."

"Yes, my lord lion," whimpered the rabbit.

"I will try."

"Now. I was in the trap when the donkey came down the road. Do you see that?"

"Yes, yes," cried the rabbit; "I think—but, please, I do not see quite about that trap. How did you get in?"

"Why, through the door, idiot!"

"But, but—oh, dear me, my poor head! It is such a very small door. How could you get in?"

"Here, you foolish, stupid thing; I'll show you"; and the lion marched into the trap. "Now, do you see, I'm in the trap."
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"THE LION MARCHED INTO THE TRAP."

"Perfectly," replied the clever rabbit, as he quickly fastened the door; "and, what is more, I think you will stay there this time. Good-bye."

And the rabbit and Silly strolled off down the road just as merry as crickets［3］, leaving the wicked old lion to roar with rage till the villagers, finally hearing the noise, came out with ropes and poles and carried him off.
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"THE RABBIT AND SILLY STROLLED OFF."

—Adapted from JAMES D. BENEDICT



［1］ bewildered: Puzzled; unable to decide how to act.

［2］ vexed: Annoyed, worried.

［3］ cricket: An insect which makes a creaking sound.


LESSON 30
 SONG OF THE CATTLE HUNTERS

The "Song of the Cattle Hunters" was written by Henry Clarence Kendall (1841-1882), an Australian poet whose poems are full of his love for Australian scenery and bush-life
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WHILE the morning light beams on the fern-matted streams,

And the water pools flash in its glow,

Down the ridges we fly with a loud, ringing cry—

Down the ridges and gullies we go.
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And the cattle we hunt—they are racing in front,

With a roar like the thunder of waves,

As the beat and the beat of our swift horses' feet

Start the echoes away from their caves—

As the beat and the beat

Of our swift horses' feet

Start the echoes away from their caves.

Like a wintry shore that the waters ride o'er,

All the low-lands are filling with sound;

For swiftly we gain where the herds on the plain,

Like a tempest［1］, are tearing the ground.

And we follow them hard to the rails of the yard［2］,

Over gulches［3］ and mountain-tops grey,

Where the beat and the beat of our swift horses' feet

Will die with the echoes away—

Where the beat and the beat

Of our swift horses' feet

Will die with the echoes away.



—HENRY CLARENCE KENDALL



［1］ tempest: Storm, commotion.

［2］ yard: Stockyard; a place into which cattle are gathered before sending them away.

［3］ gulch: Gully; dry bed of a torrent.


LESSON 31
 THE RED INDIAN'S PRISONER
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IN the midst of winter a fierce fight was taking place between the English soldiers and the American Indians, and the Indians were in the full strength of their power. They were magnificent［1］ to look at, but terrible in their cruelty.

A young English officer was savagely set upon by two Indians armed with hatchets［2］. He saw that escape was impossible, and determined to sell his life dearly.

As he struck at the two Indians a third approached—a noble-looking old man armed with a bow and arrow. As he came forward he slowly fitted an arrow to his bow.

The young Englishman expected the arrow to pierce his heart before the hatchets crashed through his skull. But, as the old man came nearer and raised the bow to aim, suddenly a strange expression appeared on his face; he let his bow fall.

No sooner did the two Indians behold the old man than they ceased their attack, and, after receiving some commands from him, sprang upon the white man and tied him to a tree.

Later on he was released, and, to his surprise and wonder, the officer found himself most kindly treated by the old man. The Indian, instead of killing him or leading him away with threats, encouraged［3］ him by signs and smiles not to fear. He took the young man by the hand and guided him to a distant Indian camp.

It was now impossible to fight, on account of the winter, and all the Indians were trooping back to their homes. The Englishman found himself treated with the greatest kindness and courtesy by the strange old Indian. He could not understand what had earned him this treatment. The old man, who very often looked at him with eyes filled with sadness, taught him the Indian language and some of the arts that the Indians practiced.

The winter was passing away. Instead of being frightened, instead of groaning in captivity, instead of expecting every day some terrible torture［4］, the young Englishman delighted in the sports and adventures of the Indians.

But when the spring visited the earth there was a great stir among the Indians. The women sang war-songs; the braves［5］ armed themselves for battle; the presence of war was felt in the air.

In spite of his great age the old Indian armed himself, and, accompanied by his prisoner, marched away towards the English. It was a long march—two hundred leagues［6］—and the way led across desolate［7］ country.

At last, in the soft grey of an early dawn, the Indians came within sight of the English camp, and a halt was called. The old man led his prisoner away, pointed to the English camp, and then, regarding him wistfully［8］, said, "Behold thy brothers." After a pause he added, "Behold where they wait to give us battle."

Then in a sterner voice he said, "Hear me! I have saved your life. I have taught you to make canoes, bows, and arrows; to obtain the means for making them from the forest; to manage the hatchet; to take off the scalp［9］ of an enemy. What were you when I took you to my cabin? Your hands were those of a child—they could neither nourish［10］ nor defend you; your soul was in night; you knew nothing; you owe me everything. Will you be so ungrateful as to join your brothers and raise the hatchet against my people?"

To this appeal the young Englishman made the instant answer that he would lose a thousand lives rather than shed the blood of one of his Indian friends.

For some moments the Indian regarded the handsome youth with great earnestness. Then, with tenderness and sorrow, he asked, "Have you a father?"

"He was alive when I left my country," replied the young man.

"How miserable he must be," said the old man. Then, after a pause, he spoke again, saying, "Know you that I, too, have been a father. I am so no more. I saw my child fall in battle. He was at my side. I saw him die like a hero. And I have avenged him. Yes, I have avenged him."

He was greatly agitated as he said these words. Turning to the east, where the sun was beginning to make a splendour［11］ of the dawn, he cried, "See you that beautiful sun? Have you pleasure in seeing it?"

"Yes. I have pleasure in a fine sky."

"I have it no more," said he.

For some time he kept silence. Then, pointing to a flowering tree sparkling with dew in the sunshine, he said, "See you that fair tree? Have you pleasure in looking at it?"

"Yes."

"I have it no more."

Then with a sudden hurry he exclaimed earnestly, "Go! Return to your country so that your father may again with pleasure mark the rising sun and behold the beauty of the springing［12］ flower."



—Children's Magazine



［1］ magnificent: Grand in appearance.

［2］ hatchet: Small axe used with one hand.

［3］ encouraged: Helped, strengthened, made bolder.

［4］ torture: Extreme pain, torment.

［5］ braves: Red Indian fighting men.

［6］ league: Three miles.

［7］ desolate: Laid waste, bare, forlorn.

［8］ wistfully: Thoughtfully, longingly.

［9］ scalp: The skin and hair on top of the head.

［10］ nourish: Feed. care for.

［11］ splendour: Grandeur, great display.

［12］ springing: Beginning to grow.


LESSON 32
 THE THREE FISHERS
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THREE fishers went sailing away to the west—

Away to the west as the sun went down;

Each thought on the woman who loved him the best,

And the children stood watching them out of the town:

For men must work, and women must weep,

And there's little to earn, and many to keep,

Though the harbour bar［1］ be moaning.

Three wives sat up in the lighthouse tower,

And they trimmed the lamps as the sun went down;

They looked at the squall［2］, and they looked at the shower,

And the night-rack［3］ came rolling up ragged and brown:

But men must work, and women must weep,

Though storms be sudden, and waters deep,

And the harbour bar be moaning.

Three corpses［4］ lay out on the shining sands

In the evening gleam as the sun went down,

And the women are weeping and wringing their hands

For those who will never come back to the town:

For men must work, and women must weep,

And the sooner 'tis over the sooner to sleep,

And good-bye to the bar and its moaning.



—C. KINGSLEY
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［1］ bar: The sandy blockage at the mouth of a river, making it dangerous for boats.

［2］ squall: A brief storm of wind.

［3］ night-rack: Flying vapour, mist, cloud.

［4］ corpses: Dead bodies.


LESSON 33
 ALI BABA
 Ⅰ
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THERE once lived in a town of Persia two brothers, one named Cassim and the other Ali Baba. Their father divided a small inheritance［1］ equally between them. Cassim married a very rich wife, and became a wealthy merchant. Ali Baba married a woman as poor as himself, and lived by cutting wood and bringing it upon three asses into the town to sell.

One day, when Ali Baba was in the forest, and had just cut wood enough to load his asses, he saw at a distance a great cloud of dust, which seemed to be coming near him. He watched it closely, and soon saw a body of horsemen, who he suspected［2］ might be robbers. He therefore made up his mind to leave his asses and save himself. He climbed up a large tree, planted on a high rock, whose branches were thick enough to hide him and yet enabled him to see all that passed without being discovered.

The troop, who were to the number of forty, all well mounted and armed, came to the foot of the rock on which the tree stood, and there dismounted. Every man unbridled［3］ his horse, tied him to some shrub, and hung about his neck a bag of corn.
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"‘OPEN, SESAME.’ AT ONCE A DOOR FLEW OPEN IN THE ROCK."

Then each of them took off his saddle-bag, which seemed to Ali Baba to be full of gold and silver, from its weight. One, whom he took to be their captain, came under the tree in which Ali Baba was hidden; and making his way through some shrubs, pronounced these words: "Open, Sesame!"

As soon as the captain of the robbers had thus spoken, a door opened in the rock; and after he had made all his troop enter before him, he followed them, when the door shut again of itself.

The robbers stayed some time within the rock, during which Ali Baba, afraid of being caught, remained in the tree.

At last the door opened again, and as the captain went in last, so he came out first, and stood to see them all pass by; when Ali Baba heard him make the door close by pronouncing these words, "Shut, Sesame!" Every man at once went and bridled his horse, fastened his bag, and mounted again. When the captain saw them all ready he put himself at their head, and they returned the way they had come.

Ali Baba followed them with his eyes as far as he could see them; and afterwards stayed a long time before he came down from the tree. He remembered the words the captain of the robbers used to cause the door to open and shut, and wished to see what his pronouncing them would do. So he went among the shrubs, stood before the door and said, "Open, Sesame!" The door instantly flew wide open.

Ali Baba, who expected a dark, dismal cavern, was surprised to see a large chamber, which was well-lighted by an opening at the top of the rock, and in which were all sorts of things,—rich bales of silk, brocade, and valuable carpets, piled upon one another; gold and silver bars in great heaps, and money in bags. The sight of all these riches made him suppose that this cave must have been occupied for ages by robbers, who had followed one another.

Ali Baba went boldly into the cave, and gathered as much of the gold coin, which was in bags, as he thought his three asses could carry. When he had loaded them with the bags, he laid wood over them in such a manner that they could not be seen. When he had passed in and out as often as he wished, he stood before the door, and upon his pronouncing the words "Shut, Sesame!" the door closed of itself. He then made the best of his way to town.

When Ali Baba got home, he drove his asses into a little yard, shut the gates very carefully, threw off the wood that covered the panniers［4］, carried the bags into his house, and ranged them in order before his wife. He then emptied the bags, which raised such a great heap of gold as dazzled his wife's eyes, and then he told her the whole story from beginning to end, and advised her to keep it secret.

The wife rejoiced greatly at their good fortune, and wished to count all the gold piece by piece.

"Wife," replied Ali Baba, "you do not know what a work you have got to do when you start to count the money; you will never finish. I will dig a hole and bury it. There is no time to be lost."

"You are in the right, husband," replied she; "but let us know, as nearly as possible, how much we have. I will borrow a small measure and measure it, while you dig the hole."

Away the wife ran to her brother-in-law Cassim, who lived just by, and asked his wife to lend her a measure for a little while. Her sister-in-law asked her whether she would have a great or a small one. The other asked for a small one. She bade her stay a little, and she would readily fetch one.

The sister-in-law did so, but as she knew Ali Baba's poverty, she was curious to know what sort of grain his wife wanted to measure. She therefore put some suet at the bottom of the measure and brought it to her, with an excuse that she was sorry that she had made her wait so long, but that she could not find it sooner.

Ali Baba's wife went home, set the measure upon the heap of gold, filled it and emptied it often upon the sofa, till she had done, when she was very well satisfied to find the number of measures so many as they were, and went to tell her husband, who had almost finished digging the hole. While Ali Baba was burying the gold, his wife carried the measure back again, but without taking notice that a piece of gold had stuck to the bottom.

"Sister," said she, giving it to her again, "you see that I have not kept your measure long. I am obliged to you for it, and return it with thanks."
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［1］ inheritance: Something handed down by a person at his death.

［2］ suspected: Doubted.

［3］ unbridled: Free; without check.

［4］ pannier: A basket placed on a beast of burden.


LESSON 34
 ALI BABA
 Ⅱ
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As soon as Ali Baba's wife was gone, Cassim's wife looked at the bottom of the measure, and was astonished to find a piece of gold sticking to it. At once she became full of envy. "What!" said she, "has Ali Baba gold so plentiful as to measure it? Whence has he all this wealth?"

Cassim, her husband, was at his counting- house. When he came home, his wife said to him, "Cassim, I know you think yourself rich, but Ali Baba is far, far richer than you. He does not count his money, but measures it." Cassim asked her to explain the riddle, which she did, by telling him the plan she had used to find out, and showed him the piece of money, which was so old that they could not tell in what prince's reign it was coined.

Cassim, after he had married the rich widow, had never treated Ali Baba as a brother, but neglected him; and now, instead of being pleased, he became quite envious of his brother's good fortune. He could not sleep all that night, and went to him in the morning before sunrise. "Ali Baba," said he, "I am surprised at you: you pretend to be miserably poor, and yet you measure gold. My wife found this at the bottom of the measure you borrowed yesterday."

By these words, Ali Baba saw that Cassim and his wife, through his own wife's stupidity, knew all about the gold; but what was done could not be undone. Therefore, without showing the least surprise or trouble, he told all, and offered his brother part of his treasure if he would keep the secret.

"I expect as much," replied Cassim, proudly; "but I must know exactly where this treasure is, and how I may visit it myself when I choose; otherwise I will go and tell against you, and then you will not only get no more, but will lose all you have, and I shall have a share for telling."

Ali Baba told him all he wished, and even the very words he was to use to gain admission into the cave.

Cassim rose the next morning long before the sun, and set out for the forest, with ten mules bearing great chests, which he intended to fill, and followed the road which Ali Baba had pointed out to him. He was not long before he reached the rock, and found out the place, by the tree and other marks which his brother had given him. When he reached the entrance of the cavern, he pronounced the words, "Open, Sesame!" The door immediately opened, and when he was in, closed upon him.

In examining the cave, he was greatly pleased to find much more riches than he had expected from what Ali Baba had told him. He quickly laid as many bags of gold as he could carry at the door of the cavern; but his thoughts were so full of the great riches he was to get, that he could not think of the necessary word to make it open, but instead of "Sesame," said "Open, Barley!" and was much astonished to find that the door remained fast shut. He named several sorts of grain, but still the door would not open.

Cassim had never expected such a thing, and was so alarmed at the danger he was in, that the more he tried to remember the word, "Sesame," the more his memory was confused, and he had as much forgotten it as if he had never heard it mentioned. He threw down the bags he had loaded himself with, and walked up and down the cave in a terrified and anxious manner, without taking the least notice of the riches that were round him.

About noon the robbers visited the cave. At some distance they saw Cassim's mules straggling about the rock, with great chests on their backs. Alarmed at this, they galloped full speed to the cave. They drove away the mules,and went directly, with their naked sabres［1］ in their hands, to the door, which, on their captain pronouncing the proper words, immediately opened.

Cassim, who heard the noise of the horses' feet, at once guessed the arrival of the robbers, and determined［2］ to make one effort to save his life. He rushed to the door, and no sooner saw the door open than he ran out and threw the leader down, but could not escape the other robbers, who with their swords soon killed him.



— From the Arabian Nights
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［1］ sabre: A sword with one edge; a cavalry sword.

［2］ determined: Of fixed purpose.


LESSON 35
 LESSONS ON HEALTH
 Ⅲ

DANGERS TO AVOID

TEMPERATE habits and moderation in everything are proofs of good sense and self-respect. If we overdo anything, we shall suffer for it. Many things, such as work, rest, food, and pure water, are very good and necessary in themselves, but our bodies are not built to stand excess, even in these, without resenting it. So we must not continue to eat till we can eat no more, or to work till we are exhausted, or to rest till we suffer from lack of exercise. The happiest life is the active busy life, and the most busy and active life only becomes possible when we treat our bodies properly, and do not overload them or interfere with their healthy working. Those who cannot restrain themselves at all times, whether in eating, or drinking, or in anger, or in playing, are at a disadvantage against those who can, and they also do themselves harm.

The greatest enemy to self-restraint and to moderation amongst young men, and young women too, is intoxicating liquor. By intoxicating liquor is meant beer or wine or whisky, or anything else which makes people drunk if they take enough of it. Every boy ought to make up his mind never to touch a drop of any kind of intoxicating liquor until he is at least twenty-five years old. Every girl ought to do the same. If they wait till then, and keep their eyes open, they will have seen so much worry and sickness and misery and expense caused by drink, that even if they do not always remain total abstainers, they will always be most careful, and temperate in its use.

Drinking is not a bit manly. It spoils people's condition, and the athlete in training must not take any intoxicating liquor or he will lose his condition very quickly. Even a little drink prevents people from thinking clearly, and leads them to do things for which they may be very sorry afterwards. Drinking, too, is very expensive in the long run, for even a shilling a day spent on it comes to over ￡18 in a year; ￡18 saved in a year will provide all sorts of comforts for a house, and will pay for a good many holidays; ￡18 saved for ten years at Savings Bank interest will buy a nice piece of land and leave enough for a cottage to be built on it. People who drink much spend more than a shilling a day, and many a hardworking man has swallowed up as much money, in treating himself and his friends at hotels, as would have paid for a comfortable home.

Drinking not only hurts people's bodies by causing many diseases, but it hurts their minds and working powers. A young fellow often begins by taking a little drink, and soon begins to take a little more. Some day he takes too much and gets drunk. Then he is a useless kind of fellow, for he talks and behaves foolishly. Often he will tell all the secrets of his business, and of his family, or of other people whom he knows. If he were suddenly called on to do something very important, he would not be able to do it; or he may quite easily do something which he would never do if he were sober, and may get into gaol, or lose his position, or other wise be a great worry and trouble to his friends and relatives. It is no excuse for anybody to plead that he was drunk when he did some unlawful thing. Even if he does not do these things, he will be very little good at his work for a day or two afterwards, until he recovers from the effects of the liquor. A very little drink taken overnight will interfere with the work of the next day.

Mr. Joseph Chamberlain, a great English statesman, said: "If I had an enchanter's wand and could destroy to-morrow the desire for strong drink in the people of England, what changes we should see! We should see our taxation reduced by millions sterling a year; we should see our gaols and workhouses empty; we should see more lives saved in twelve months than are consumed in a century of bitter savage war. We should transfigure and transform the face of the whole country." Mr. Chamberlain was not only a statesman, but a large employer of labour as well. He had many opportunities of seeing the bad effects of drinking, both in individual persons and in the community of which they are a part.

Doctors are, of course, the best of all authorities on the bad effects of drinking. Here are the opinions of two famous doctors:—

Sir Andrew Clark, the distinguished physician of Queen Victoria, says: "Alcohol is a poison; so is strychnine, so is arsenic, so is opium; it ranks with these agents. Health is always in some way or other injured by it; benefited by it—never." Strong drink, in fact, is one of the chief causes of disease. "Out of every hundred patients which I have charge of at the London Hospital," said Sir Andrew Clark, "seventy of them directly owe their ill-health to alcohol." "In 1,540 cases of gout that have come before me," says Dr. Norman Kerr, "only one was in the person of a life- abstainer from wine, and he inherited the disease from his wine-loving ancestors. To drink I have been able to trace three-fourths of all my cases of heart-disease."

Most of the crime in the world, and a great deal of the unhappiness and ill-health, are caused by intoxicating liquor. It is not really necessary to anybody, and it is not nourishing.

Millions of people in England and Australia do without it altogether, and live longer and happier lives in consequence. People who say that it is not harmful, or that it keeps the cold out, or prevents diseases, only do this through ignorance, or because it is the custom to believe these things although they are incorrect. Intoxicating liquor does no good to anyone, except now and then in cases of illness, when it is given very carefully and moderately like any other drug.

The Lord Chief Justice of England a little while ago said that "But for drink we might shut up nine out of ten of our gaols"; and Baron Huddleston declared that nineteen- twentieths of the crime that came before him was connected with drink. "On reviewing the records of soldiers' offences," said Field Marshal Lord Napier, "all practically have their origin in drunkenness. Of 18,000 men under my command in India, the total abstainers had no crimes. The temperance men had practically none. The whole body of crime was among the non-abstainers."

Anybody with sense can see from this that it is foolish to begin such an expensive and harmful and dangerous habit as drinking. No one who once begins can be sure where it will end.

No young man need ever fear that he will lose the liking or respect of those whose opinion is worth having, by being a total abstainer. When he is twenty-five or thirty, he can make up his mind what he will do about liquor for the rest of his life.

Smoking is a bad habit for boys to develop. It does not harm grown-up people if they like it, and do not smoke too much, but, until the body has finished growing, tobacco is a real poison. Anyone who has been sick after smoking will know how poisonous it can be.

Even if it does not make a boy sick, tobacco will hurt his digestion and his eyesight, and will interfere with his heart in its work of pumping clean blood to all parts of the body; also, it will prevent him from growing as tall and strong as he otherwise would be.

Athletes in training do not smoke, because it spoils their "wind" and condition. If, therefore, a strong, healthy man has to leave off smoking when he wants to get his body into the best possible condition, it is easy to see that a growing boy who has not arrived at his full strength should strictly avoid tobacco if he wishes to be a powerful, healthy man.

Smoking is not a bit manly, and should be left alone by growing youths. Those who smoke before they are eighteen or twenty years of age are not even wicked, but are only foolish little imitators of their elders, and are spoiling their own bodies and their own chances in life.



—J. S. C. ELKINGTON, M.D


LESSON 36
 THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH
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UNDER a spreading chestnut tree

The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he, 

With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny［1］ arms 

Are strong as iron bands.



His hair is crisp, and black, and long;

His face is like the tan［2］;

His brow is wet with honest sweat;

He earns whate'er he can;

And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owes not any man.



Week in, week out, from morn till night

You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton［3］ ringing the village bell,

When the evening sun is low.



And children coming home from school

Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge［4］,

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly

Like chaff from a threshing-floor［5］.
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"CHILDREN COMING HOME FROM SCHOOL LOOK IN AT THE OPEN DOOR."

He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach;

He hears his daughter's voice

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.



It sounds to him like her mother's voice

Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard rough hand he wipes

A tear out of his eyes.



Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,

Each evening sees it close,

Something attempted, something done,

Has earned a night's repose［6］.



Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought［7］;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought.



—LONGFELLOW
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［1］ brawny: Strong and powerful.

［2］ like the tan: Of a dark brown colour.

［3］ sexton: Caretaker of a church, who rings the curfew bell.

［4］ forge: Blacksmith's fire.

［5］ threshing-floo: The floor on which grain is beaten from the stalks.

［6］ repose: Rest, sleep.

［7］ wrought: Made.


LESSON 37
 THE WONDERFUL LAMP
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ONCE upon a time, a number of boys were playing in the streets of Pekin, the capital of China. A stranger stood for some time watching the game, till the boys stopped for a moment, then, addressing one of their number, he said,

"Aladdin, was not your father called Mustapha?"

"Yes, sir," answered the boy, "but he has been dead a long time."

On hearing this, the stranger pretended to be overcome with grief, and hid his face in his cloak. Then, with tears in his eyes, he said,

"I am your uncle. Your father was my brother. I knew you at first sight, you are so like him.

"I was looking for you, to tell you that I had discovered a wonderful lamp. It is hidden in a mountain outside the city, and it has the power to make any one who possesses it the richest man in the world. Now, while I know where to find it, I cannot go into the cave, because I am too old. If you will go with me, and do as I tell you, I will give you half of what I get, and your mother will not need to work so hard to obtain a living."

Aladdin thought that this was a splendid chance to make his fortune, so he accepted the offer at once, and walked out of the city along with the stranger. The boy really believed that this man was his uncle. Such, however, was not the case. The stranger was a wicked African magician［1］, who only meant to make use of Aladdin to serve his own purpose, and obtain all the riches for himself.

It was getting dark when they reached a mountain, about three miles from the city. Here they stopped, and the magician began to dance round the rock, muttering strange words, and throwing his arms about in such a wild manner that the boy could hardly keep from laughing. Presently a rumbling noise was heard, and a huge mass of rock fell out of the mountain.

"Put this ring on your finger," said the magician, "it will keep you from all harm. This is the cave of which I spoke. Inside the opening you will find a ladder, which will take you down to the chamber where the magic lamp is burning. Blow out the light, and bring the lamp to me as quickly as you can."

Aladdin felt rather afraid, for the cave was very dark, but he boldly entered and made his way to the chamber where the lamp was burning. He at once secured it as directed, and as he came down from the terrace［2］ he stopped in the garden to observe the trees, which were loaded with rich fruit of different colours.

Some of the fruit was entirely white, some as clear as crystal, some red, some green, some blue, and some purple. These various fruits were really valuable diamonds and precious stones, some of which Aladdin gathered and brought away in two new purses provided for him by his uncle for that purpose.

When he again reached the mouth of the cave, he found the magician waiting for him. The man demanded the lamp at once, but Aladdin refused to give it up until he made his way out of the cave. Finding he could not terrify the lad, the magician stood back, spoke some words in an unknown tongue, and instantly the opening in the mountain was filled up.

When Aladdin found that he was shut in, he was in a terrible fright, and cried bitterly, for he could see no way of escape. As he sat wondering what would become of him, he happened to rub the ring on his finger against his sleeve. At once the cave was filled with light, and a strange person stood before him.

"I am the Slave of the Ring," said the stranger bowing, "and I am at your service to do whatever you command."

"Help me out of this cave," said Aladdin, and a moment later he found himself on the very spot where he had first entered the cave, but there was no sign of an opening, nor any disturbance of the earth.

When Aladdin reached home, he found his mother in great anxiety［3］, "For," said she,"I have not slept a wink all night for worrying about you."

"Never mind, mother," he said, "you will never have to work again. I am going to be the richest man in the world." Then he told his mother what had happened, and showed her the lamp for which he had gone through so many dangers.

His mother called the lamp a dirty looking thing, and proceeded at once to rub it, with the intention of improving its appearance. As she did so, the door opened, and in walked a genie［4］. He was taller and more terrible looking than the one who had appeared to Aladdin in the cave.

"What do you want with me?" asked the genie. "I am the Slave of the Lamp, and have come in answer to your summons, to obey your commands."

"I am hungry," said Aladdin, "bring me something to eat."
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ALADDIN DISCOVERS THE LAMP

The genie disappeared at once, and in an instant returned with a large tray holding a number of dishes, which contained the most delicious kinds of food. All these he placed on a carpet, and then disappeared. Aladdin and his mother had never in their lives tasted such dainties, and they ate till they were satisfied.
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One day, as Aladdin was walking about the town, he heard an order proclaimed［5］, commanding the people to close their houses while the Princess, the Sultan's［6］ daughter, passed on her way to the bath, as is the custom in Eastern countries.

Aladdin, however, had made up his mind to see the beautiful face of the Emperor's daughter. Hiding himself at a place where she would pass, he saw the Princess and her ladies, without being seen himself. Returning home, Aladdin desired his mother to go to the palace, and ask the Emperor if he would allow him to marry his daughter.

By the help of the Slave of the Lamp, Aladdin obtained a large sum of money, and became so very rich that he was able to give the Princess beautiful presents of diamonds and precious stones. After this, the marriage took place, and Aladdin was treated as the Emperor's son.
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［1］ magician: One who performs strange and wonderful acts; an enchanter.

［2］ terrace: A raised flat bank of earth.

［3］ anxiety: State of being worried; mental suffering.

［4］ genie: A magic spirit.

［5］ proclaimed: Announced, given out publicly.

［6］ Sultan: An Eastern ruler.


LESSON 38
 CREEKS OUT WEST

MABEL FORREST, the writer of this poem, was a native of Queensland. She wrote many poems and stories about Australian life.
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FAR underneath the heat-white sand the hidden waters［1］ lie,

When, in the spring, the gum boughs wave their blossoms to the sky;

Below the path of wand' ring ants, below the cattle track,

Slips the cool green of silent tides along the creeks Out Back.



The hot winds crackle in the grass, the drought-breath burns the weeds,

No clear blue waves go lapping to the rhythm of the reeds［2］,

But striking through the heavy sand a water-gaining quest,

The bushman fills his billy from the hidden stream Out West.



At dawn beside the water-course the magpie trills his song,

The brown snake stirs the grasses that the stock left dry and long,

The slow iguana［3］ waddles from his carrion-feast at noon,

And 'possums play in iron-barks beneath a pale gold moon,

And through the dusk towards the camp the lank［4］ brown drover rides,

And wonders at the secrets of those slipping, voiceless tides;

The beef-wood scatters creamy blooms along the singing breeze,

The heavy cattle chew the cud between the brig'low［5］ trees,

And when the stars like shattered［6］ gems flash all about the sky, Far underneath the dew-damp sand the hidden waters lie.



—M. FORREST
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［1］ hidden waters: Water underneath the sands in the beds of rivers and creeks.

［2］ rhythm of the reeds: The soft sighing of the wind passing through the reeds.

［3］ iguana (pronounced ig-wa-na): A large lizard.

［4］ lank: Lean, thin.

［5］ brig'low: Brigalow, a tree found in the inland of Australia.

［6］ shattered: Smashed to pieces.


LESSON 39
 THE LITTLE DRUMMER-BOY
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ONE cold December morning about the beginning of the last century, a French army was crossing the Alps［1］. The men looked thin and heavy-eyed, from want of food and sleep ; and the poor horses that were dragging the heavy guns stumbled at almost every step.

But there was one in that army who seemed to enjoy the rough marching, and who tramped along through the deep snow and cold grey mist, as merrily as if he were going to a picnic.

He was a little drummer-boy, ten years old, whose fresh, rosy face looked very bright and pretty among the grim, scarred［2］ faces of the old soldiers. When the cutting wind whirled a shower of snow in his face, he dashed it away with a laugh, and awoke the echoes with the lively rattle of his drum, till it seemed that the huge black rocks around were all ringing in chorus.

"Bravo, little drummer!" cried a tall man in a shabby gray cloak. This officer was marching at the head of the line with a long pole in his hand, which he struck into the snow every now and then, to see how deep it was. "Bravo, Pierre, my boy! With such music as that, one could march all the way to Moscow!"

The boy smiled, and raised his hand to his cap in salute; for this rough-looking man was no other than the general himself— "Fighting Macdonald," as he was called —one of the bravest soldiers in France, of whom his men used to say that one sight of his face in battle was worth a whole regiment［3］.

Just then a strange, unearthly sound was heard far away up the great white mountain- side. Every moment it grew louder and harsher, till at length it swelled into a deep, hoarse roar. "On your faces, lads!" shouted the general. "An avalanche［4］ is coming."

Before his men had time to obey, the ruin［5］ was on them. Down thundered the tremendous mass of snow, sweeping like a waterfall along the narrow ledge-path; and, crashing along with it, came heaps of stones and gravel and loose earth, and uprooted bushes and great blocks of ice.

For a moment all was dark as night; and, when the avalanche had passed, many of the brave fellows who had been standing on the path were nowhere to be seen. They had been carried over the precipice［6］, and were either killed or buried alive in the snow.

When there was a chance to look around, one cry arose from nearly every mouth: "Where is our drummer ? Where is our little drummer- boy?"

All at once, far below them, out of the dark, unknown gulf that lay between those frowning rocks, arose the faint roll［7］ of a drum, beating the charge［8］! The soldiers started, and bent eagerly forward to listen. Then up went a shout that shook the air!

"He is alive, comrades! Our Pierre is alive, after all! He is beating his drum still like a brave lad! He wanted to have the old music to the very last! But we must save him, lads, or he'll freeze to death down there. He must be saved!"

"He shall be!" broke in a deep voice; and the general himself was seen standing on the brink［9］ of the precipice, throwing off his cloak.

"No, no, general!" cried the grenadiers［10］, with one voice; "you must not run such a risk as that. Let one of us go instead; your life is worth more than all of ours put together!"

"My soldiers are my children," answered Macdonald, quietly, "and no father grudges his own life to save his son. Quick now, boys! cast loose the drag-rope［11］ of that cannon, loop it under my arms, and let me down."

The soldiers obeyed in silence; and the next moment their brave tender-hearted general was swinging in midair, down, down till he vanished into the cold, black depth below.

Macdonald landed safely at the foot of the precipice, and looked anxiously around in search of Pierre; but the beating of the drum had ceased, and, in that awful silence, there was nothing to guide the brave general.
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PIERRE AND THE GENERAL

"Pierre!" he shouted, as loudly as he could "where are you, my boy?"

"Here, general!" answered a weak voice.

And sure enough, there was the little fellow, half buried in a huge mound of soft snow. Macdonald went towards him at once and, although he sank waist-deep at every step, at last reached the spot.

"All right now, my brave boy!" said the general. Tearing off his sash, and knotting one end of it to the rope, he bound Pierre and himself firmly together with the other end, and then gave the signal to draw up.

When the two came swinging up once more into the daylight, and the soldiers saw their pet still alive and unhurt, cheer upon cheer rang out rolling far back along the line, till the very mountains themselves seemed to rejoice.

"We've been under fire and under snow together," said Macdonald, chafing the boy's cold hands tenderly; "and nothing shall part us after this, so long as we both live."

And the general kept his word. Years later, when the great wars were all over, there might have been seen, walking in the garden of a quiet country house in the south of France, a stooping white-haired old man, who was no other than the famous Marshal Macdonald; and the tall, soldierlike fellow upon whose arm he leaned for support had once been little Pierre, the drummer.



［1］ Alps: High mountains of Switzerland.

［2］ scarred: Deeply marked.

［3］ regiment: Body of soldiers.

［4］ avalanche: A large body of snow or ice sliding down a mountain.

［5］ ruin: Fall, that which destroys.

［6］ precipice: Overhanging cliff.

［7］ roll: The beat of a drum.

［8］ beating the charge: Sounding the signal to attack.

［9］ brink: Edge.

［10］ grenadiers: Foot-soldiers.

［11］ drag-rope: The rope by which the cannon was drawn along.


LESSON 40
 MAZEPPA'S RIDE
 Ⅰ
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MAZEPPA, a page of the court of John Casimir, King of Poland［1］, offended an aged noble, who resolved to punish him in a cruel and strange way. Hiding his anger, he asked him to his castle, and loaded him, at first, with a thousand marks of friendship. Then on a sudden, he caused his guest to be seized by his people.



These then bound him with ropes of silk on the back of a fiery［2］ courser［3］ of the Ukraine［4］, which had only lately been captured, and was still as wild as the deer of the forest. This terrible ride is thus described:—"The fierce steed, with bristling mane and eyes of fire, and flanks all covered with foam, dashes into the desert like an arrow from a bow, or the bolt［5］ from heaven.

They come!—like a storm through the valleys they fly—

Like the storms which up-piled in the mountain-depths lie—

Like the thunderbolt free!

E'er now but a spot on the blue clouded dome［6］, Soon they vanish in air like a feather of foam

In the waves of the sea.

They come! Space is wide in the desert so vast! In that boundless horizon which is never o'erpast,

Plunge the twain［7］, with a bound!

	Their course is a flight; and the woods and the rills［8］, And cities and towers, and long rolling hills,

All totter［9］ around!

Mazeppa breathes hardly and painfully. On every side lies a vast plain, bounded by a dark forest. The sky is black and the air is filled with the dull roar of the angry wind. At each movement made by the captive, the horse increases his pace, and his nostrils dilate［10］ with rage and terror. Mazeppa seeks to quiet him with his voice, but he trembles at the sound as at the blow of a whip.

Soon his bonds are covered with the blood from his wounded limbs, and his throat is parched［11］ with a burning thirst. Alas for Mazeppa !

They arrive on the verge of a forest. Here and there trees raise up their heads, over which have passed the storms of many years, and whose massive［12］ trunks have long withstood the furious winds that come from the Siberian［13］ deserts.

The trees are thinly scattered, and the spaces between them are filled up with dense thorns and sharp prickly underwood. The horse and his unwilling rider dash into the depths. Alas for Mazeppa!

But horrors thicken. The greedy wolves are on their track. Night, gloomy and dark, falls upon the scene, but the terrible chase never falters［14］ nor grows slack; and the horse still keeps up his speed. As they escape from the forest day breaks and the baffled［15］ wolves retire. Yet, alas for Mazeppa!

Soon the sun has finished one-half his course. Although it is a summer noon, it seems to Mazeppa that the air is very cold, perhaps because his blood is frozen in his veins. Earth appears to avoid him, the heavens to roll around him. At each moment he feels that he shall drop to the ground—but no, his bonds have been too firmly tied for that.

His heart fails him, his brain reels［16］, and the veins of his forehead swell as though they would burst. The fire in his eyes blinds him to the light of day. The dying suffer no such agony as his! But soon he has a deadness of feeling, even more hard to bear than were his previous pains.

All at once reason returns; where is he? He feels a deadly cold, but is still dizzy. Frightful noises boom in his ears; his sight returns, and he sees the objects around him.

He recognizes［17］ once more a starry heaven. It seems to him that he hears the dash of waters. This of a truth is no dream, for the wild horse of the Ukraine is swimming a rapid river, whose waves spread over a wide channel. He is mid- way across, and pushing for an unknown shore. The cool waters ease for a time Mazeppa's sufferings, and his limbs derive［18］ new strength from the refreshing bath."



［1］ Poland: A Central European State at present independent but formerly divided between Russia, Prussia, and Austria.

［2］ fiery: Fierce, full of life.

［3］ courser: Horse.

［4］ Ukraine: The part of Russia bordering the Black Sea.

［5］ bolt: Thunderbolt; a shaft of lightning.

［6］ dome: The roof of a building shaped like one half of a ball; here the roof is the sky.

［7］ twain: Two.

［8］ rills: Little streams of water; brooklets.

［9］ totter: Shake as if about to fall.

［10］ dilate: Swell.

［11］ parched: Very dry.

［12］ massive: Great, huge.

［13］ Siberian: Siberia is the northern part of Russia in Asia.

［14］ falters: Stops.

［15］ baffled: Beaten.

［16］ reels: Becomes dizzy.

［17］ recognizes: Sees, knows.

［18］ derive: Get, obtain.


LESSON 41
 MAZEPPA'S RIDE
 Ⅱ

[image: alt]

"THE steed［1］ struggles madly with the waves, which break against his chest. He tries to mount the bank, which seems to repel［2］ his efforts. His mane is wet and shining, his limbs tremble, and a dense vapour［3］ rises from his heated flanks［4］. At length he succeeds in gaining a firm footing, and pursues his headlong course. A plain extends before him, but the eye cannot measure its length, through the shadows of night,and there is not a hut to be seen.

The horse now slackens his speed. It is with difficulty he bends his tottering limbs. Mazeppa tries to burst the cords that bind him, but only tightens them the more. The sun has risen. Not a trace of man or animal is there on the wild, bare earth. The very air itself is damp. The horse, gasping as if about to expire［5］, goes another mile or so.

At length Mazeppa fancies he hears a loud neighing, and soon sees a herd of horses dashing swiftly across the plain. Fain［6］ would he cry aloud, but his lips are mute. The horses gallop quickly, but no rider guides them. Their tails and glorious manes float in the wind. They are wild steeds, free as the waves of the ocean!

Their approach gives some life to the wearied limbs of Mazeppa's courser. He seems ready to leap with joy and replies to them with a feeble neigh, gallops a pace or two, and then falls. For a few moments he breathes, but soon his eyeballs are glazed. His first course has been his last!
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"HIS FIRST COURSE HAS BEEN HIS LAST!"

Meanwhile the herd has drawn near. These wild animals behold, with fear, a man bound to their dead comrade by blood-stained bonds! They halt, they tremble, and gallop hither and thither. Then they speed away into the dim distance, alarmed by the sight of man.

They leave the hapless［7］ Mazeppa far from all human help. There is no hope of his being set free. He believes himself doomed to mix his dust with that of the ice-cold corpse to which he is bound. His glances are fixed upon the sky, and lo! between him and the heavens what a flight of carrion-crows［8］ he sees, waiting for their human prey! He faints, and knows no more."

When Mazeppa came to his senses, he found around him a number of peasants, who took him to the nearest hut. They were people of the Ukraine, for instinct［9］ had guided the wild horse back to the country which had given him life.

When Mazeppa's wounds healed, he remained among the Cossacks, and made himself famous by his bravery in several wars with the Tartars［10］. This won for him the homage［11］ of the Cossaeks［12］. Peter the Great, the true founder of the Russian Empire, was forced to recognize him as Prince of the Ukraine.
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［1］ steed: Horse.

［2］ repel: Drive back.

［3］ vapour: Mist, steam.

［4］ flanks: Sides.

［5］ expire: Die.

［6］ fain: Gladly, if he could.

［7］ hapless: Unlucky.

［8］ carrion-crows: Crows that live on dead flesh.

［9］ instinct: Inborn sense.

［10］ Tartar: A native of Tartary, the ancient name for Central and Eastern Asia.

［11］ homage: Respect, loyalty.

［12］ Cossaek: One of a warlike people dwelling in the south of Russia.


LESSON 42
 ABOU BEN ADHEM AND THE ANGEL
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ABOU BEN ADHEM (may his tribe increase!)

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace

And saw within the moonlight in his room,

Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,

An angel writing in a book of gold.

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the Presence［1］ in the room he said,

"What writest thou?"—The vision raised its head,

And with a look made of all sweet accord［2］,

Answered, "The names of those who love the Lord."

"And is mine one?" said Abou. "Nay, not so,"

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerly still; and said, "I pray thee, then,



Write me as one that loves his fellow-men."

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night

It came again with a great wakening light,

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed,

And lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest.



—LEIGH Hunt



［1］ Presence: Angelic visitor.

［2］ sweet accord: Kind agreement.


LESSON 43
 SANCHO PANZA AS JUDGE
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ONE of the most famous books that have ever been written is about a poor though gallant Spanish knight called Don［1］ Quixote, who set out in search of adventure, and took with him as squire a simple peasant named Sancho Panza.

Sancho served his master faithfully, and was assured by him that he would be rewarded by being made governor of an island. Don Quixote had no means of fulfilling his promise, but he thought that some way of doing so would arise.



The doings and sayings of Don Quixote and his squire gave great amusement to many people. Among these was a duke, who sent Sancho as governor to a small town, telling him that it was an island. At the same time the duke ordered his servants to treat the "governor of the island" with due respect.

The new governor had a huge beard; he was short and thick, and his manners were so unlike those of a Spanish don that the people were very much surprised. But, in spite of his strange appearance and manners, Sancho had common sense which came to his aid under all circumstances［2］. He had to try cases at court, and his judgments［3］ were sometimes wonderfully wise.



The first case brought before him arose out of a quarrel between a farmer and a tailor, each of whom complained of the other. The tailor made his complaint first.



"My lord," he said, "this good man came to me yesterday with a piece of cloth. ‘Is there enough here to make a cap?’ asked he. I measured the cloth, and I said, ‘Certainly, sir.’
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"Now I thought that he thought that I wished to keep back some of the cloth, so when he said, ‘Is there enough for two caps? I again replied, ‘Certainly, sir!’

"The gentleman was so pleased that he brought up the number to three and then to five, Not to be beaten, I promised to make five caps from his cloth. To-day the man has come for his caps, but he says they are too small, and that I must either give him back his cloth or pay him for it."



"Is this true, good man?" said Sancho.

"It is," replied the farmer, "but ask Mr. Tailor to show you the caps."



"Here they are," called out the tailor, holding up his hand with a cap dangling from each of his four fingers and one from his thumb also. "Every thread of his cloth has been used to make these; that I can vouch［4］ for."



The people in court all laughed, but Sancho was very grave. After some thought he said, "Let justice be done. The farmer shall lose his cloth, and the tailor shall lose his labour. The caps shall be given to the poor prisoners, and herewith the matter is ended."

[image: alt]



［1］ don: Spanish gentleman.

［2］ circumstance: Happening, state of affairs.

［3］ judgments: Decisions of a judge.

［4］ vouch: Swear on oath.


LESSON 44
 THE AFRICAN CHIEF
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CHAINED in the market-place he stood,

A man of giant frame,

Amid the gathering multitude,

That shrank to hear his name.

All stern of look and strong of limb,

His dark eyes on the ground;

And silently they gazed on him,

As on a lion bound.



Vainly but well that chief had fought,

He was a captive now,

Yet pride, that fortune humbles not,

Was written on his brow.

The scars his dark broad bosom wore,

Showed warrior true and brave;

A prince among his tribe before,

He could not be a slave.



Then, to his conqueror he spake:

"My brother is a king;

Undo this necklace from my neck,

And take this bracelet ring,

And send me where my brother reigns.

And I will fill thy hands,

With store of ivory from the plains,

And gold-dust from the sands."

"Not for thy ivory nor thy gold

Will I unbind thy chain;

That bloody hand shall never hold

That battle-spear again.

A price that nation never gave

Shall yet be paid for thee;

For thou shalt be the Christian's slave

In lands beyond the sea."



Then wept the warrior chief, and bade

To shred his locks away;

And, one by one, each heavy braid［1］

Before the victor lay.

Thick were the plaited locks, and long,

And closely hidden there

Shone many a wedge of gold among

The dark and crisped hair.



"Look, feast thy greedy eye with gold,

Long kept for secret need;

Take it—thou asketh sums untold—

And say that I am freed.

Take it—my wife the long, long day

Weeps by the cocoa tree,

And my young children leave their play

And ask in vain for me."



"I take thy gold, but I have made

Thy fetters［2］ fast and strong,

And ween that by the cocoa-shade

Thy wife will wait thee long."

Strong was the agony［3］ that shook

The captive's frame to hear,

And the proud meaning of his look

Was changed to mortal fear［4］.

His heart was broken—crazed his brain,

At once his eyes grew wild;

He struggled fiercely with his chain,

Whispered, and wept, and smiled;

Yet wore not long those fatal bands,

And once, at shut of day

They drew him forth upon the sands

The foul hyena's［5］ prey.



—WM. CULLEN BRYANT
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［1］ braid: Hair woven together.

［2］ fetters: Chains for the feet.

［3］ agony: Extreme pain.

［4］ mortal fear: Fear of death.

［5］ hyena: A wild animal of Africa and Asia, which feeds on dead bodies.


LESSON 45
 ADVENTURE WITH A LION
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DR. LIVINGSTONE, the famous missionary［1］, tells the following story of an adventure which he had with a lion, while he was travelling in Africa.

"We found the lions on a small hill covered with trees. The men formed round it in a circle, and gradually closed up, until they were pretty near to each other. Being below on the plain, I saw one of the lions sitting on a rock, within the now closed circle of men.

"One of the men fired at him before I could, and the ball［2］ hit the rock on which the animal was sitting. He bit at the spot struck, as a dog does at a stick or stone thrown at him; and then, leaping away, broke through the circle and escaped unhurt.

"When the circle was re-formed, we saw two more lions in it, but were afraid to fire, lest we should hit the men, and they allowed those beasts to burst through also.

"Seeing we could not get them to kill any of the lions, we bent our footsteps towards the village. In going round the end of the hill, I saw one of the beasts sitting on a piece of rock, about thirty yards off, with a little bush in front of him. I took a good aim at his body through the bush and fired both barrels into it.

"The men then called out, ‘He is shot, he is shot.’ Others cried, ‘He has been shot by another man, too; let us go to him.’ I did not see anyone else shoot at him, but I saw the lion's tail erect in anger behind the bush, and turning to the people, said: ‘Stop a little, till I load again.’

"When in the act of ramming down［3］ the bullets, I heard a shout, and, on looking round,I saw the lion just in the act of springing on me. He caught me by the shoulder, and we both came to the ground together.
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"Growling horribly, close to my ear, he shook me as a terrier does a rat. The shock produced a stupor［4］ similar to that which seems to be felt by a mouse after the first grip of the cat.

"It caused a sort of dreaminess, in which there was no sense of pain or feeling of terror, though I was quite aware of all that was happening. The shake destroyed fear, and I felt no sense of horror in looking at the beast.

"As he had one paw on the back of my head, I turned round to relieve myself of the weight, and saw him looking at one of the men, who was trying to shoot him from a distance of ten or fifteen yards; but his gun, a flint［5］ one, missed fire in both barrels. The lion at once left me to attack him, and bit him in the thigh.

"Another man, whose life I had saved before, then tried to spear the lion; but the enraged beast at once seized him by the shoulder. At that moment, however, the bullets the lion had received took effect, and he fell down dead.

"The whole was the work of a few moments, and must have been the last efforts of his dying rage.

"Besides crushing the bone into splinters, he left eleven wounds on the upper part of my arm.

"The bite of a lion is like a gunshot wound. Usually the sore is very difficult to heal, and ever afterwards pains are felt from time to time in the part bitten."



［1］ missionary: A man sent out to preach.

［2］ ball: The ball fired from a gun; a bullet.

［3］ ramming down: The gun was loaded from the open end.

［4］ stupor: Daze, state of being unable to think or act.

［5］ flint gun: The powder in an old-fashioned gun was fired by a spark from a flint.


LESSON 46
 JOHN GILPIN
 Ⅰ

"The Diverting History of John Gilpin, showing how he went farther than he intended and came safe home again."
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THE FAMILY DEPARTURE

JOHN Gilpin was a citizen

Of credit and renown,

A train-band［1］ captain eke［2］ was he

Of famous London town.
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John Gilpin's spouse［3］ said to her dear,

"Though wedded we have been

These twice ten tedious years, yet we

No holiday have seen.



"To-morrow is our wedding-day,

And we will then repair

Unto the Bell［4］ at Edmonton,

All in a chaise and pair.

"My sister, and my sister's child,

Myself, and children three,

Will fill the chaise; so you must ride

On horseback after we."



He soon replied, "I do admire

Of womankind but one

And you are she, my dearest dear,

Therefore it shall be done.



"I am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good friend the calender［5］

Will lend his horse to go."



Quoth Mrs. Gilpin, "That's well said;

And for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,

Which is both bright and clear."



John Gilpin kissed his loving wife;

O'erjoyed was he to find,

That though on pleasure she was bent,

She had a frugal［6］ mind.



The morning came; the chaise was brought;

But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all

Should say that she was proud.



So three doors off the chaise was stayed,

Where they did all get in;

Six precious souls, and all agog

To dash through thick and thin.



Smack went the whip; round went the wheels;

Were never folk so glad;

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside［7］ were mad.



［1］ train-band: A company of volunteer soldiers.

［2］ eke: Also, in addition.

［3］ spouse: Wife.

［4］ the Bell: An inn or hotel of that name.

［5］ calender: A man who presses and smoothes cloth.

［6］ frugal: Careful, thrifty.

［7］ Cheapside: Part of London, once a market-place.


LESSON 47
 JOHN GILPIN
 Ⅱ
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HOW JOHN FOLLOWED

But while his family started their journey, John saw three customers at his shop, and waited to attend to them. Finding that the stone bottles of wine had been left behind, he hung them on his belt, one on each side, "to keep his balance true," and set off again. For a time the horse walked slowly and cautiously.

BUT finding soon a smoother road

Beneath his well-shod feet,

The snorting beast began to trot,

Which galled［1］ him in his seat.



So, "Fair and softly," John he cried;

But John he cried in vain;

That trot became a gallop soon,

In spite of curb［2］ and rein.



So stooping down, as needs he must

Who cannot sit upright,

He grasped the mane with both his hands,

And eke with all his might.



His horse, who never in that sort

Had handled been before,

What thing upon his back had got

Did wonder more and more.



Away went Gilpin, neck or naught;

Away went hat and wig:

He little dreamt, when he set out,

Of running such a rig.



The wind did blow; the cloak did fly

Like streamer long and gay,

Till, loop and button failing both,

At last it flew away.



Then might all people well discern

The bottles he had slung;

A bottle swinging at each side,

As hath been said or sung.



The dogs did bark; the children screamed;

Up flew the windows all;

And every soul cried out, "Well done!"

As loud as he could bawl.



The men at the turnpikes, thinking John was riding a race, threw open their gates to let him pass; the bottles of wine, swinging behind his back, were shattered at a blow. Through Merry Islington he galloped, and on to Edmonton.

At Edmonton his loving wife

From the balcony espied

Her tender husband, wondering much

To see how he did ride.



"Stop, stop! John Gilpin—Here's the house!"

They all at once did cry;

"The dinner waits, and we are tired."

Said Gilpin—"So am I."



But yet his horse was not a whit［3］

Inclined to tarry［4］ there;

For why?—his owner had a house

Full ten miles off, at Ware.



So like an arrow swift he flew,

Shot by an archer strong;

So did he fly—which brings me to

The middle of my song.



Away went Gilpin, out of breath,

And sore against his will,

Till at his friend the calender's

His horse at last stood still.
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V                    JOHN GILPIN

The calender, amazed to see

His neighbour in such trim,

Laid down his pipe; flew to the gate;

And thus accosted［5］ him.



"What news? what news? your tidings tell.

Tell me, you must and shall.

Say, why bareheaded you are come?

Or, why you come at all?"



Now, Gilpin had a pleasant wit,

And loved a timely joke;

And thus unto the calender

In merry guise he spoke:



"I came, because your horse would come;

And, if I well forbode［6］,

My hat and wig will soon be here.

They are upon the road."

[image: alt]



［1］ gall: To make a sore in the skin by rubbing.

［2］ curb: Part of the bridle.

［3］ not a whit: Not in the least.

［4］ tarry: Linger, wait.

［5］ accosted: Addressed, spoke to.

［6］ forebode: Foretell.


LESSON 48
 JOHN GILPIN
 Ⅲ
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HOW HE RETURNED

The kindly calender lent John another hat and wig, and invited him to stop and rest; but—



SAID John, "It is my wedding-day,

And all the world would stare,

If wife should dine at Edmonton,

And I should dine at Ware."



So turning to his horse, he said,

"I am in haste to dine;

'Twas for your pleasure you came here;

You shall go back for mine.

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast!

For which he paid full dear;



For, while he spake, a braying ass

Did sing most loud and clear;



Whereat his horse did snort, as he

Had heard a lion roar;

And galloped off with all his might,

As he had done before.



Away went Gilpin, and away

Went Gilpin's hat and wig:

He lost them sooner than at first;

For why?—they were too big.



Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw

Her husband posting［1］ clown

Into the country far away,

She pulled out half a crown;



And thus unto the youth she said

That drove them to the Bell,

"This shall be yours, when you bring back

My husband safe and well."



The youth did ride, and soon did meet

John coming back amain［2］,

Whom in a trice［3］ he tried to stop,

By catching at his rein;



But not performing what he meant,

And gladly would have done,

The frightened steed he frighted more,

And made him faster run.



Away went Gilpin, and away

Went postboy［4］ at his heels,

The postboy's horse right glad to miss

The lumbering［5］ of the wheels.



Six gentlemen upon the road,

Thus seeing Gilpin fly,

With postboy scampering in the rear,

They raised the hue and cry:



"Stop thief! stop thief!—a highwayman!"

Not one of them was mute［6］;

And all and each that passed that way

Did join in the pursuit.



And now the turnpike［7］ gates again

Flew open in short space;

The toll-men［8］ thinking, as before,

That Gilpin rode a race.



And so he did, and won it too,

For he got first to town;

Nor stopped till, where he had got up,

He did again get down.



Now let us sing, Long live the King!

And Gilpin, long live he!

And, when he next doth ride abroad,

May I be there to see!



—WILLIAM COWPER
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［1］ posting: Hastening on horseback; galloping.

［2］ amain: Headlong, at a great pace.

［3］ in a trice: Straightway, in an instant.

［4］ postboy: A boy who rides alongside the post chaise.

［5］ lumbering: Moving heavily.

［6］ mutemute: Silent, dumb.

［7］ turnpike: Turnstile; a gate in the road where a toll is paid.

［8］ toll-men: The men who take the toll.


LESSON 49
 THE DROVER'S WIFE
 Ⅰ
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THE two-roomed house is built of round timber, slabs, and stringy-bark, and floored with split slabs. A big bark kitchen standing at one end is larger than the house itself, veranda included. No other dwelling is to be seen in any direction. Bush all round—bush with no horizon, for the country is flat. No ranges in the distance. The bush consists of stunted［1］, native apple-trees. No undergrowth. Nothing to relieve the eye save the darker green of a few she-oaks［2］ that are sighing above the narrow, almost waterless creek.

The drover, an ex-squatter［3］, is away with sheep. His wife and children are left here alone.

Four ragged, dried-up-looking children are playing about the house. Suddenly one of them yells,— "Snake! Mother, here's a snake!"

The gaunt sun-browned bushwoman dashes from the kitchen, snatches her baby from the ground, and seizes a stick.

"Where is it?"

"Here! gone under the wood-heap!" shouts the eldest boy—a sharp-faced urchin of eleven. "Stop there, mother! I'll have him. Stand back! I'll have him."

"Tommy, come here, or you'll be bit. Come here at once, when I tell you. Do you hear?"

The boy comes very reluctantly［4］, carrying a stick bigger than himself. Then he yells triumphantly［5］: "There it goes… under the house!" and darts away with club uplifted.

At that moment, a big, black, yellow-eyed dog, which has shown the keenest interest in the proceedings, breaks his chain, and rushes after the snake. He is a second late, however, and his nose reaches the crack in the slabs just as the end of its tail disappears. At the same instant, the boy's club comes down, and skins the poor dog's nose. Alligator takes little notice of that, and proceeds to undermine the building; but, after a struggle, he is subdued［6］, and chained up. They cannot afford to lose him.

The drover's wife makes the children stand together near the dog's kennel while she watches for the snake. She gets two saucers full of milk, and sets them down near the wall to tempt it to come out; but an hour goes by, and it does not show itself.

It is near sunset, and a thunderstorm is gathering. The children must be brought inside. She will not take them into the house, for she knows the snake is there, and may, at any moment, come up through the cracks in the rough slab floor; so she carries several armfuls of firewood into the kitchen, and then takes the children there. The kitchen has no floor, or, rather, it has an earthen one called a "ground" floor. There is a large roughly-made table in the centre of the place. She brings the children in, and makes them get on this table. There are two boys and two girls—mere babies. She gives them some supper, and then, before it becomes quite dark, she goes into the house, and snatches up some pillows and bedclothes—fearing at any moment to see the snake or lay her hand on it. She makes a bed on the kitchen table for the children, and, having brought the dog into the room, sits down to watch all night.

She keeps an eye on the corners of the room, and has a green sapling club lying in readiness on the rude dresser near her. Her sewing basket and a copy of the Young Ladies' Journal are on the table. Tommy goes to bed under protest, saying that he'll lie awake all night and watch for the snake.

* * * * * *

Near midnight. The children are all asleep, and she sits there still, sewing and reading by turns. From time to time, she glances round the floor and wall-plate, and, whenever she hears a noise, she reaches for the stick. The thunder- storm comes on, and the wind, rushing through the cracks in the slab wall, threatens to blow out her candle. She places it on a sheltered part of the dresser, and fixes up a newspaper to protect it. At every flash of lightning, the cracks between the slabs gleam like polished silver. The thunder rolls, and the rain comes down in torrents.
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Alligator lies at full length on the floor, with his eyes turned towards the partition. She knows by this time that the snake is there. There are large cracks in that wall, opening under the floor of the dwelling-house.

She is not a coward, but recent events have shaken her nerves a little. A little son of her brother-in-law was lately bitten by a snake, and died. Besides, she has not heard from her husband for six months, and is anxious about him. He was a drover, and started squatting here when they were married. The drought of 18—ruined him. He had to sacrifice［7］ the remnant［8］ of his flock, and go droving again.



［1］ stunted: Small, stopped from growing.

［2］ she-oaks: Trees valued for their beautifully grained wood.

［3］ squatter: One who occupies a large sheep farm or station.

［4］ reluctantly: Unwillingly.

［5］ triumphantly: Joyfully.

［6］ subdued: Quietened.

［7］ sacrifice: Let go at a loss.

［8］ remnant: Remainder.
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IT must be near two o'clock. The fire is burning low. Alligator lies with his head resting on his paws, and watches the wall. He is not a handsome dog, but the light shows numerous old wounds where the hair will not grow, for he is afraid of nothing. He hates snakes, and has killed many, but he will be bitten some day. Most snake-killing dogs come to their end in that way.

Now and then, the bush woman lays down her work, and watches, and listens, and thinks. She has few pleasures to think of as she sits alone by the fire, on guard against a snake. All days are much the same to her; but, on Sunday afternoons, she dresses herself in her best, tidies the children, smartens up the baby, and goes for a walk along the bush-track, pushing an old perambulator in front of her. She does this every Sunday. There is nothing to see, however, and not a soul to meet. You might walk for twenty miles along this track without being able to fix a point in your mind, unless you were a bushman. This is because of the everlasting maddening sameness of the stunted trees. But the dover's wife is used to the loneliness of it.

* * * * * *

It must be near morning now. Her candle is nearly done; she forgot that she was out of candles. More wood must be got to keep the fire up, and so she shuts the dog inside, and hurries round to the wood-heap. The rain has cleared off. She seizes a stick, pulls it out, and—crash! the whole pile collapses［1］.

Yesterday she bargained with a blackfellow to bring her some wood, and, while he was at work, went in search of a missing cow. She was absent an hour or so, and the black made good use of his time. On her return, she was so astonished to see a big heap of wood by the chimney that she gave him an extra fig of tobacco, and praised him for not being lazy. He thanked her, and left with head erect and chest well out. He was the last of his tribe, and a king! but he had built that wood-heap hollow. She is hurt now, and tears spring to her eyes as she sits down again by the table.

* * * * * *

It is near daylight now. The fire has made the room very warm. Alligator still patiently watches the wall. Suddenly, he becomes greatly interested; he draws himself a few inches nearer the partition［2］; and a thrill runs through his body. The hair on the back of his neck begins to bristle; and the battle-light is in his yellow eyes. She knows what these signs mean, and lays her hand on the stick.

The lower end of one of the partition slabs has a large crack on both sides. An evil pair of small, bead-like eyes glisten at one of these holes. The snake—a black one—comes slowly out, about a foot, and moves its head up and down. The dog lies still; and the woman sits as one fascinated. The snake comes out a foot farther. She lifts her stick; and the reptile, as though suddenly aware of danger, sticks his head in through the crack on the other side of the slab, and hurries to get his tail round after him. Alligator springs, and his jaws come together with a snap. He misses, for his nose is large, and the snake's body close down in the angle formed by the slab and the floor. He snaps again as the tail comes round. He is successful this time, and pulls it out eighteen inches. Thud, thud, comes the woman's stick on the ground. Alligator pulls again. Thud, thud. Alligator pulls once more. He has the snake out now—a black brute, five feet long. The head rises to dart about, but the dog has seized his enemy close to the neck, and shakes it with all his strength. Tommy wakes up, seizes his stick, and tries to get out of bed, but his mother forces him back with a grip of iron. Thud, thud—the snake's back is broken in several places. Thud, thud—its head is crushed.

The woman lifts the mangled reptile on the point of her stick, carries it to the fire, and throws it in; then piles on the wood, and watches the snake burn. The boy and dog watch, too. She lays her hand on the dog's head, and all the fierce, angry light dies out of his yellow eyes. The younger children are quieted, and presently go to sleep. As Tommy stands by the fire, he looks up at his mother, and, seeing the tears in her eyes, throws his arms round her neck, and exclaims: "Mother, I never will go droving; no, I never will."

And she hugs him to her bosom, and kisses him; and thus they sit together while the sickly daylight breaks over the bush.



Abridged from While the Billy Boils, by HENRY LAWSON
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［1］ collapses: Breaks down; fails in.

［2］ partition: A wall between rooms.
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 LESSONS ON HEALTH
 Ⅳ

THE CONCLUSION
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BY the exercise of a little common sense when we are young, and by following a few plain and easy rules of living, we may enjoy and preserve good health to a hearty old age. On the other hand, it is very easy to make oneself ill—by over-eating, by want of exercise, by preferring pleasure to sleep, by neglecting to keep oneself clean, by breathing impure air, by intemperance, and in many other preventable ways.

Illness is often our own fault. We do those things which we ought not to do, and we leave undone those things which we ought to do, and then we wonder that there is no health in us.

Abraham Lincoln once wrote to a friend some quaint but admirable rules for living: "Do not worry; eat three square meals a day; say your prayers; be courteous to your creditors; keep your digestion good; steer clear of biliousness; exercise; go slow and go easy. Maybe there are other things that your special case requires to make you happy, but, my friend, these I reckon will give you a good lift."

The best way to avoid evil things is to seek the good. If we make our minds nests of pleasant thoughts and keep our hands busy with the day's work, we shall soon have no time for forming hurtful habits. Waters of a running stream keep pure and fresh; it is the standing pool that stagnates. Industry is the mother of many virtues; and if we would win and enjoy health we must shun idleness as a noisome swamp.

Even when we fall ill—and it is few that escape illness altogether—let us still be cheerful. One of the best tonics in the world is good humour. It helps to keep health in others as well as in ourselves.

Even the wisest of men relish a little nonsense now and then, and they thereby show their wisdom. The most wasted of all days, says Chamfort, is that on which one has not laughed. A hearty, unforced laugh is good medicine, both for body and spirit. "After all," says Dryden, "it is a good thing to laugh at any rate; and if a straw can tickle a man, it is an instrument of happiness."

The mind has an almost magical effect on the body, and if we have made up our mind to face any misfortune bravely, be it sickness, or loss of goods, or final separation from friends, it is wonderful how soon the body responds to a cheerful mind. Will-power enables many a patient to triumph over care and pain.

The invalid who looks on the bright side of things has a much better chance of recovery than he who is always counting up his ailments and moping at his condition. Sydney Smith never let his many infirmities sour his temper. He bore them with cheerful fortitude, and once, at the end of a letter to an old friend, he play- fully added: "I have gout, asthma, and seven other maladies, but am otherwise very well."

A merry heart doeth good like medicine.There is never any need to make trouble worse by repining. If the sky is dark, let us remember that "'tis always morning somewhere in the world," and "nothing is so bad but it might have been worse."

On the other hand, change, exercise, fresh air, dieting, tonics—all the remedies and medicines in the world—.will not cure anyone who gives up and gives way.

In the long run, then, health depends on the reasonable care we take of ourselves. If we follow simple rules and acquire good habits and avoid what we know to be wrong, we may all hope to enjoy a bountiful measure of life. Nature is so ready to help all those who obey her. This "harp of a thousand strings" which we call our body will keep in perfect tune for many a long year if we will only take care of it; and in the end the strings will not be found to snap with suddenness and pain, but under the stilling hand of Time the harp's music will cease so gently that one will not know when sound has passed into silence.



—E. W. H. F
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Behold! a giant am I

Aloft here in my tower;

With my granite［1］ jaws I devour［2］

The maize, and the wheat, and the rye［3］,

And grind them into flour.



I look down over the farms;

In the fields of grain I see

The harvest that is to be,

And I fling to the air my arms,

For I know it is all for me.



I hear the sound of flails［4］

Far off from the threshing-floors［5］

In barns, with their open doors,

And the wind, the wind in my sails

Louder and louder roars.



I stand here in my place,

With my foot on the rock below,

And whichever way it may blow

I meet it face to face,

As a brave man meets his foe.



And while we wrestle and strive

My master, the miller, stands

And feeds me with his hands;

For he knows who made him thrive［6］,

Who makes him lord of lands.



On Sundays I take my rest;

Church-going bells begin

Their low, melodious［7］ din.

I cross my arms on my breast,

And all is peace within.



—H. W. LONGFELLOW



［1］ granite: Hard, grayish rock.

［2］ devour: Eat, consume.

［3］ rye: A grain used in making certain kinds of bread.

［4］ flails: Wooden instruments for beating grain.

［5］ threshing-floors: The grain was beaten on a floor of wood or stone.

［6］ thrive: Prosper, grow well.

［7］ melodious: Tuneful.
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LESSON 1
THE AUSTRALIAN
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He swings his axe in the golden morn;

The blade bites clean and free;

The trees must fall ere the land be ploughed,

And an axeman strong is he.

He drives his plough through the yellow mould[1];

The share[2] cuts clean and free;

The soil must break ere the seed be sown,

And a ploughman strong is he.

He sows the seed in the furrowed field;

With a tireless hand sows he;

When sun and rain have wrought[3] their will,

What shall the harvest be?

If trees alone his axe-blade hewed,

If he but ploughed the plain,

And ploughed no more, and sowed the wheat,

'Twould be but golden grain.

But more than trees he brings to earth—

Old wrongs that bind and thrall[4];

And from his harvest shall be made

The sweetest bread of all.

A young man in a young land, he

Dreams noble dreams of youth;

And, foremost in the van[5] of years,

He sows the seeds of truth.

—RODERIC QUINN



[1] mould: Fine soft earth.

[2] share: Ploughshare; blade.

[3] wrought: worked.

[4] thrall: Enthrall, enslave.

[5] van: The front, especially of an army.


LESSON 2
THE FAWN AND THE EAGLES
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Some years ago a party of soldiers, while scouting[1], saw a huge eagle soaring in the air over a distant ridge. As they watched him he darted down, and then flew back again with angry shrieks and flapping wings, to repeat the dashes from time to time.

As they got near the spot over which the eagle was hovering[2], the soldiers saw a second bird on the ground. When the one in the air darted down this one joined in the attack, and then returned to its place in the high grass as the first soared upward.

"I knew it was a deer they were at," said the guide, as at a trot the party ran up to the summit of a ridge and saw a fine full-grown doe standing at bay[3] before the eagles. She was so busy watching her winged enemies, that she paid no heed to the presence of the men, although they took no care to hide themselves from her, and were indeed only two or three hundred yards away.

"She is wounded, of course," said the guide, as they halted to view the proceedings. "These eagles know well enough not to waste their time on a full-grown deer that is unhurt."

Even the eagles did not notice the presence of the party, but prepared for another attack.

The one on the ground came hopping along first, with arched neck and spread wings, like a fighting cock in the barnyard. When within ten or fifteen feet of the deer it began circling round, the doe facing the eagle from whatever quarter it made its attack. Meantime the eagle in the air slowly approached to within a foot or two, striking with its wings and pecking at the doe's head.

This troubled the deer so much that she rose on her hind-feet and struck at the bird with her fore-hoofs. As she rose, the eagle on the ground rushed rapidly towards her. Down came the deer in a second, striking at the eagle with her fore-feet blows that could be plainly heard a long way off.

The eagle at first seemed to be killed. It lay like a bundle of rumpled feathers in front of the doe. But it was only "shamming," to get the deer to follow it up. This was a temptation so great that the angered beast made one or two savage leaps and struck it again with its fore-feet; but the bird, suddenly rising, flew off a yard or two and escaped.

As the deer rushed forward, the eagle in the air swooped[4] downward on the spot where it had been standing. Quick as a flash the doe wheeled and made for the new enemy. There was no doubt of her success this time.

Feathers went flying into the air and the eagle flew screaming away, while the other hopped off to a safe distance.

"There is the whole thing made clear, Captain," said the guide, who had eyes like a hawk. "She has got a little fawn with her, and the eagles are after it. There is the little one under her—that thing that looks like a small rock or bit of wood."
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THE DOE ATTACKED BY EAGLES

The field-glasses of one of the party soon verified[5] this and they then saw the plan of the eagles. It was the part of one to stay on the ground, while the other hung in the air right over the doe. If she attacked the one in the air, the other was to try to get the young one and, not succeeding, was to tempt the mother to follow it, and thus leave the fawn open to the attacks of the one above.

These attacks were kept up until both birds were well tired, or the doe struck one of them. Then they would retreat to regain their breath or straighten out their feathers. How long they had been contending[6] there was no means of knowing, but all three looked well tired out.

After the first battle had ended with the doe's success, the eagles saw the party of soldiers and at once flew away. The guide, however, was too quick for the male, and a bullet from his rifle soon brought the fierce bird to the ground dead. The doe watched the proceedings from the top of a ridge hard by. She offered a splendid mark, but not a shot was fired at her. In a few minutes she trotted away, followed by the little fawn.



[1] scouting: Watching for the movements of an enemy, and trying to get information about the enemy's plans.

[2] hovering: Fluttering in the air, ready to dart down on an object.

[3] standing at bay: Standing so as to face the enemy.

[4] swooped: Darted suddenly.

[5] verified: Proved to be true.

[6] contending: Fighting, struggling.


LESSON 3
THE FISHERMEN
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Hurrah! the seaward breezes

Sweep down the bay amain[1];

Heave up, my lads, the anchor!

Run up the sail again!

Leave to the lubber landsmen

The railroad and the steed[2];

The stars of heaven shall guide us,

The breath of heaven shall speed.

From the hill-top looks the steeple,

And the lighthouse from the sand;

And the scattered pines are waving

Their farewell from the land.

One glance, my lads, behind us,

For the homes we leave one sigh,

Ere we take the change and chances

Of the ocean and the sky.

We'll drop our lines, and gather

Old Ocean's treasures in,

Where'er the mottled mackerel

Turns up a steel-dark fin.

The sea's our field of harvest,

Its scaly tribes[3], our grain;

We'll reap the teeming waters;

At home, they reap the plain.
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"WE WILL WHISTLE DOWN THE WILD WIND."

Though the mist upon our jackets

In the bitter air congeals[4],

And our lines wind stiff and slowly

From off the frozen, reels;

Though the fog be dark around us,

And the storm blow high and loud,

We will whistle down the wild wind,

And laugh beneath the cloud.

In the darkness as in daylight,

On the water as on land,

God's eye is looking on us,

And beneath us is His hand!

Death will find us soon or later,

On the deck or in the cot;

And we cannot meet him better

Than in working out our lot.

—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER



[1] amain: With force.

[2] steed: Horse.

[3] scaly tribes: Fish.

[4] congeals: Freezes; turns to ice.


LESSON 4
A TERRIBLE STRUGGLE
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On a cattle ranch[1] in South Florida one of the old bulls went down to the water to quench[2] his thirst. As he was drinking, a big alligator came up and seized him by the nose. The bull, a big black one, with a pair of large sharp horns curving slightly backwards, was taken at a great disadvantage, and began to bellow loudly and try to shake off his enemy.

The alligator had got a firm hold, however, and clung firmly, lashing the water into foam with his tail, and making the blood stream from the bull's nose. Presently, with a mighty effort, the bull plunged backward, pulling the alligator after him to dry land. Then the fight got furious.

The bull, frantic[3] from the pain of the alligator's grip on his nose, tried to gore[4] his foe. Failing in that, he stamped at him and plunged madly about trying to get rid of him. Hearing his bellowing, two other bulls came rushing down to the shore, and, observing the alligator, went to the aid of their wounded comrade.

On seeing his new enemies the latter tried to escape, but too late. One of the bulls caught his horn near the alligator's fore-leg, and, with an upward toss, tore a big hole in his side. As the other bull came on to the attack, the alligator struck around with his tail, and gave the animal a terrible blow, which knocked him over on his side with a dull thud.
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The first bull was now free, and the three animals went round their foe with lowered heads. They presented a picket[5] of sharp horns, which the reptile did not like. As he tried to get back into the water, the three bulls began a regular plan of battle. Each in turn would dash at him, and, keeping clear of his flying tail, give him a dig with his horns, and try to toss him.

The alligator was now getting weaker, and, though still game, seemed anxious to stop fighting. At length one of the bulls let his anger blind him to the danger he was running. He rushed at the alligator without his usual caution, and the reptile gave a blow with his tail that caught the animal's legs, breaking them like pipestems.

The old fellow as he fell gave a roar of madness that could have been heard a mile away, while the alligator's eyes seemed to gleam with triumph[6] as they glared at his enemies. The other two bulls now plunged at him and gored him, sometimes striking one another in their mad rushes, while the alligator swept his big tail around and gave them terrible whacks on their sides and legs.

For over twenty minutes the combat went on in this manner, the mingled roars of the animals producing sounds not to be forgotten in a hurry by those who heard them. The alligator again seized his first victim by the nose, and this time with a death grip.

The third bull rushed at the alligator, and, thrusting both horns under his side, gave him a toss that nearly killed him. The effect was seen at once, as his tail played more feebly, but his hold on the bull's nose could not be broken. Several more wounds were given by the bull, and the reptile's roars of anger turned to those of pain and fear.

The bull charged him again and again, wounding him terribly. At last no resistance was offered to the attacks of the bull, even when the victor trampled on the alligator's body. The iron jaws, however, still kept their hold on the nose of the first bull, who had been forced to his knees, and was dying fast from the blows he had got and from the great loss of blood.
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[1] ranch: A large farm for raising cattle and horses; a station.

[2] quench: Satisfy.

[3] frantic: Mad.

[4] gore: Pierce with his horns.

[5] picket: Barricade of pointed stakes.

[6] triumph: Joy of victory.


LESSON 5
THE STORY OF THE MONTHS
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"Well, Bobby, are you admiring the pretty colours?" asked the boy's grandfather. Bobby was looking at a calendar which the grocer had given to the boy's mother. On it was a bright picture of an Australian river.

"No, grandfather," answered Bobby; "I was just wondering how the months got their names. January, February, and others of them have a strange sound."
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JANUS, THE ROMAN GOD, WHO IS REPRESENTED LOOKING TOWARDS THE PAST AND THE FUTURE

"Most of them, indeed I think all, were named by the Ancient Romans who spoke Latin," answered the old gentleman.

"I shall learn Latin when I go to the High School," said Bobby.

"Then you will be able to understand these names better, but I think you can learn something about them now. The first month, January, was called after Janus, a Roman god. They always represented[1] him as having two faces, one looking towards the past, the other towards the future."

"He was a kind of Mr. Facing-Both-Ways," remarked Bobby, who had read The Pilgrim's Progress.

"No, Janus was much better than the man John Bunyan put in his wonderful book," replied grandfather. "The old Romans often placed a brass image[2] of him on their doors, as if they intended him to see inside and outside of their homes.

February is another name given by the Romans. In that month they held festivals[3] and cleaned up their temples.

March was named after Mars, the God of War. It was called by that name probably because that month in Europe is usually a time of blustering winds and driving showers of sleet[4] and hail. It is the stormy month when wind and rain seem to be making war on the earth's surface.

April comes from a Latin word meaning 'to open' In Europe, when April comes, the earth seems to awake from its long sleep of winter, and the trees that have been leafless during the winter now unfold their buds.

May is named from a goddess. She was the mother of Mercury, who is shown with wings on his feet. He was the messenger of the gods. In Europe, May is the month of merry-making."

"When they dance around the maypole[5]," remarked Bobby.

"Yes. In Europe and other places in the northern hemisphere, it is the last month of spring," went on grand-father. "June was named after Juno. She was a very

haughty[6] goddess and was the wife of Jupiter, the chief god worshipped by the Romans.

July was named in honour of Julius Cæsar, a great Roman soldier and ruler."

"Is he the man who led an expedition to Britain in 55 B. C?" asked Bobby.
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JULIUS CÆSAR a great soldier, ruler, speaker, and writer

"He was that leader. Before he was killed in the Roman Parliament he had won a place among the greatest men who have ever lived. That is why the Romans called the seventh month after him.

Julius Cæsar had a niece whose son was known as Augustus Cæsar. He became the first Roman Emperor, and the people were so impressed by his work that they called the eighth month, August, after him. So two months are named after famous Romans—one being a wonderful uncle, and the other his clever nephew.

No man after the Cæsars was thought great enough to have a month named after him. The remaining months were named from Latin numbers.

Here they are. Septem, means seven; octo, eight; novem, nine; decem, ten."

"But, grandfather, September is not the seventh month of the year; nor is October the eighth," said Bobby.

"I am glad to find that my grandson's mind is not woolgathering, and that he is wide awake. These four months were once in their proper order. New Year's Day was then in March, which was counted as the first month of the year. Count on from March and you will find that September is the seventh month of the year, October the eighth, and so on. But in England, nearly two hundred years ago, New Year's Day was put back from March to January, and then September, October, and the remaining months had wrong names applied to them."



[1] represented: Described, drawn.

[2] image: Picture, likeness.

[3] festivals: Times of feasting; the Romans had special days set apart in honour of their gods.

[4] sleet: Hail or snow mingled with rain.

[5] maypole: A pole with ribbons tied to the top of it, around which people in England dance on the first of May.

[6] haughty: Proud.


LESSON 6
HIAWATHA'S HUNTING

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882) was a great American poet.
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Then the little Hiawatha

Learned of every bird its language,

Learned their names and all their secrets—

How they built their nests in summer,

Where they hid themselves in winter;

Talked with them whene'er he met them,

Called them "Hiawatha's chickens."

Of all the beasts he learned the language,

Learned their names and all their secrets—

How the beavers[1] built their lodges[2],

Where the squirrels hid their acorns,

How the reindeer ran so swiftly,

Why the rabbit was so timid;

Talked with them whene'er he met them,

Called them "Hiawatha's brothers."

Then Iagoo, the great boaster,

He the marvellous story teller,

He the traveller and the talker,

Made a bow for Hiawatha;

From a branch of ash he made it,

From an oak bough made the arrows,

Tipped with flint[3] and winged with feathers,

And the cord he made of deer skin.

Then he said to Hiawatha:

"Go, my son, into the forest,

Where the red deer herd together,

Kill for us a famous roebuck[4],

Kill for us a deer with antlers."

Forth into the forest straightway

All alone walked Hiawatha

Proudly, with his bow and arrows;

And the birds sang round him, o'er him,

"Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!"

Sang the robin, sang the bluebird,

"Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!"

Up the oak tree sprang the squirrel,

In and out among the branches,

Coughed and chattered from the oak tree,

Laughed, and said between his laughing,

"Do not shoot me, Hiawatha!"

And the rabbit from his pathway

Leaped aside, and at a distance

Half in fear and half in frolic,

Saying to the little hunter,

"Do not shoot me, Hiawatha!"

But he heeded not nor heard them,

For his thoughts were with the red deer;

On their tracks his eyes were fastened,

Leading downward to the river,

To the ford across the river;

And as one in slumber walked he.

Hidden in the alder[5] bushes,

There he waited till the deer came,

Till he saw two antlers lifted,

Saw two eyes look from the thicket[6],

Saw two nostrils point to windward;

And a deer came down the pathway,

Flecked[7] with leafy light and shadow.

And his heart within him fluttered,

Trembled like the leaves above him,

Like the birch[8] leaf palpitated[9],

As the deer came down the pathway.
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"HIAWATHA AIMED AN ARROW."

Then upon one knee uprising,

Hiawatha aimed an arrow;

Scarce a twig moved with his motion,

Scarce a leaf was stirred or rustled,

But the wary roebuck started,

Stamped with all his hoofs together,

Listened with one foot uplifted,

Leaped as if to meet the arrow;

Ah! the singing, fatal arrow,

Like a wasp it buzzed and stung him!

Dead he lay there in the forest,

By the ford[10] across the river;

Beat his timid heart no longer,

But the heart of Hiawatha

Throbbed and shouted and exulted,

As he bore the red deer homeward,

And Iagoo and Nokomis

Hailed his coming with applauses.

—HENRY LONGFELLOW
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[1] beaver: A little animal that frequents rivers; its coat yields a kind of fur.

[2] lodges: Houses.

[3] flint: Very hard stone.

[4] roebuck: A small kind of deer.

[5] alder: A tree found generally in moist land.

[6] thicket: Clump of bushes and trees.

[7] flecked: Spotted, dappled.

[8] birch: A tree having small leaves, white bark, and a fragrant odour.

[9] palpitated: Throbbed; trembled.

[10] ford: Crossing.


LESSON 7
THE ARTFUL ARAB
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Many years ago, in one of the Arabian tribes, there was a man named Nabor, who owned a beautiful horse, which was famous for its fleetness[1] and docility[2]. This horse was greatly coveted[3] by an Arab named Jehu, who belonged to another tribe.

Jehu had offered his camels and many valuable treasures for the animal; but in vain, as the owner could not be induced to sell it. The artful[4] Arab then devised[5] the following plan, by which he hoped to obtain the object of his eager desire.

He resolved[6] to stain his face with the juice of a certain herb; to clothe himself in rags; and to tie his legs and neck together, so as to appear like a blind beggar. Thus disguised, he went and lay by the road-side to wait for the owner of the horse, whom he knew would pass that way.

When he saw Nabor approaching on his beautiful steed, he cried out in a feeble voice, "I am a poor stranger. For three days and nights I have been unable to move from this spot to seek for food. I am dying; help me, and Heaven will reward you."

Nabor kindly offered to take him on his horse and carry him home; but the rogue replied, "I cannot rise; I have no strength left." Nabor, touched with pity, dismounted, led his horse to the spot, and, with great difficulty, helped the seeming beggar to mount upon its back. But, no sooner was Jehu placed in the saddle, than he put spurs to the horse and galloped off, calling out as he did so, "It is I, Nabor. I have the horse; and you will never see it again. Good-bye, my friend."

Nabor was, at first, overcome with amazement and grief; but he soon recovered and ran after the thief, shouting to him to stop, as he had something to say to him. Certain of not being overtaken, the latter turned and halted a short distance from Nabor, who was armed only with a spear. "You have taken my horse," said Nabor, "and, since Heaven has so ordered it, I am resigned to the loss; but I earnestly entreat you never to tell anyone how you obtained it."

"And why not?" asked Jehu. "Because," replied the noble Arab, "another man might be really ill and in distress[7], and men would fear to afford[8] him assistance. You would thus prevent others from performing any act of charity[9] for fear of being duped[10] as I have been."
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Struck with shame at these words, Jehu was silent for a moment; then, springing from the horse and leading him to the owner, he said, "Nabor, take back your horse. Woe be unto me if I should, by my wicked deed, stop the springs[11] of charity in men's breasts! I repent[12] of the wrong which I was about to commit."

Nabor rejoiced at the recovery of his beautiful horse; but he was still more glad to perceive that his words had been the means of reclaiming a brother from wickedness and crime. He offered the hand of forgiveness and friendship to Jehu, compelled him to accompany him home to his tent, and ever afterwards treated him with confidence and esteem[13].



[1] fleetness: Speed, swiftness.

[2] docility: Gentleness, quality of being easily handled.

[3] coveted: Desired, longed for.

[4] artful: Crafty, cunning.

[5] devised: Thought out, invented.

[6] resolved: Determined, decided.

[7] distress: Affliction, trouble.

[8] afford: Give.

[9] charity: Desire to help others.

[10] duped: Tricked.

[11] springs: Sources.

[12] repent: Be sorry for.

[13] esteem: Respect, great regard.


LESSON 8
THE HEROIC DAUGHTER
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A captain in the Russian army, who had been sent as an exile[1] for life to a small village in the north of Siberia, had a daughter named Catherine. She saw how unhappy her father and mother were, and she resolved to go to St. Petersburg herself, and ask the Czar[2] to pardon her father.

When she told her father her plan, he only laughed at her; and her mother said that she ought to mind her work instead of talking nonsense. "Here, my dear," said she, "dust the table for dinner, and then you may set off for St. Petersburg at your ease."

But neither her father's laughter nor her mother's sneers turned Catherine from her purpose; and, after waiting patiently for three years, she at length got her father to agree to let her go.

It was a terrible journey for a girl of eighteen to undertake alone. She had to travel on foot for hundreds of miles, through vast forests and across dreary snow-covered plains. She had no clothes with her except the faded ones which she wore; all that she had in her pocket was a single silver rouble[3]; but she had a brave heart, and unbounded trust in God.

[image: img29]

HER FATHER ONLY LAUGHED AT HER

She met with the greatest hardships and dangers on her travels. Once she was caught in a furious storm, at the end of a long day's journey, and had to take refuge[4] from the wind and rain in a thicket by the way. This gave her shelter for a time; but long before morning she was drenched[5] to the skin.

At another time she feared that the wretches with whom she lodged were going to murder her, for the sake

of the money which they thought she had. It was only when they found that she had but a few coppers in her purse, that they let her go unharmed.

She was often driven from the doors of the rich, as a beggar and a cheat. She was spurned[6] by matrons[7] who should have known better, jeered at[8] by thoughtless boys, and even attacked by dogs.

Before her journey was half done, winter overtook her, and greatly increased her hardships; but some carriers with whom she fell in were very kind to her. When her cheek was frostbitten, they rubbed it with snow; when no sheep-skin could be got for her, they gave her theirs by turns, and took every possible care of her.

Her next mishap was to be tumbled out of a barge[9] on the river Volga. This did so much harm to her health, that, before continuing her journey, she had to spend some months in a nunnery, where the nuns were very kind to her.

At last, after a journey of eighteen months, she reached St. Petersburg. She stood day after day for a fortnight on the steps of the Senate House, holding out a petition[10] to the senators[11]; but without success.

After many failures, she was fortunate enough to find friends who were able to take her to the Empress, who was very kind to her, and promised that she would intercede with the Czar on her father's behalf. The result was, that the Czar pardoned her father, and allowed him to return with his wife from Siberia.

When the Czar, touched with her noble bearing, asked Catherine if she had anything to ask for herself, she replied that she would be quite satisfied if he would also pardon two poor old gentlemen who had been kind to her in her exile. Her request was at once granted.

Very touching was the meeting between the heroic daughter and the parents whom she had delivered. When she came into their presence, they at once fell on their knees to thank her; but she exclaimed, "It is God that we have to thank for your wonderful deliverance!"
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THE EMPRESS WAS VERY KIND TO HER

But Catherine's health had been completely broken by her great exertions. She had bought her parents' freedom with her own life. One morning, a few months afterwards, when the nuns with whom she lived went into her room, they found her with her hands clasped, quietly sleeping her last long sleep.



[1] exile: A person banished from his country.

[2] Czar: The Emperor of Russia.

[3] silver rouble: A coin worth about three shillings.

[4] refuge: Shelter.

[5] drenched: Wet through.

[6] spurned: Driven away.

[7] matrons: Married women.

[8] Jeered at: Mocked.

[9] barge: A large flat-bottomed boat, usually drawn by a tug. At one time the barges on the Volga were drawn by men who trudged along a path on the bank of the river.

[10] petition: A paper containing a request.

[11] Senators: Councillors of the Czar.


LESSON 9
SEA FEVER

This poem was written by John Masefield, the present Poet Laureate. He is always fond of writing about ships and wanderers.
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I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky;

And all I ask is a tall ship, and a star to steer her by;

And the wheel's kick[1], and the wind's song, and the white sails shaking;

And the grey mist on the sea's face, and a grey dawn breaking.
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"THE WHEEL'S KICK, AND THE WIND'S SONG, AND THE WHITE SAILS SHAKING"

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray, and the blown spume[2], and the seagulls crying.

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant[3] gipsy life;

To the gull's way and the whale's way, where the wind's like a whetted[4] knife;

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And a quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick'[5] sover.

—JOHN MASEFIELD
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[1] wheel's kick: The violent movement of the steering gear.

[2] spume: Foam, froth.

[3] vagrant: Wandering without any settled purpose.

[4] whetted: Sharpened,

[5] trick: Here "trick" means the time allotted to a man to stand at the helm, generally two hours.


LESSON 10
THE JUDGE'S DEBT
I
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About three hundred years ago, there were two little boys at a famous school in London, called Westminster School. Their names were Nicholas and Wake, and although they were quite different in character, they were great friends.

Nicholas was a shy, timid boy. He was also very idle, and, I am sorry to say, he did not always speak the truth. Wake, on the other hand, was as upright and honest as the day, and although he was full of fun and mischief, he always owned up if he did anything wrong.

One day, when the boys were all seated at their desks in the great hall of the school, the master left the room for a few minutes. As soon as his back was turned, the boys jumped up, and began to play pranks as hard as they could.

The hall was divided into two parts by a heavy curtain, and as Nicholas was passing this curtain, he gave it a tug. He did not pull it very hard, but the curtain was old, and, to his horror, a great rent appeared in it.

He turned quite white with terror, for the master was a harsh man, and Nicholas knew that he would be punished severely if he were found out. The rest of the boys crowded round him, trying to hide the damage that had been done. At last they arranged the folds of the curtain, so that the rent[1] was hidden, and then they crept back in silence to their seats.

Perhaps the stillness made the master think that something had happened, for as soon as he came back, he looked around him, and his eye fell on the ruffled curtain. He went up to it and shook it, and in a moment he saw the great tear.

In a stern voice he asked the boy who had done the mischief to stand up. But no one moved. Every boy sat still in his place; no one spoke. Then he began to ask each boy in turn if he had been the culprit.

When it came to Nicholas's turn to be asked, his tongue seemed to cleave[2] to the roof of his mouth. He would fain[3] have told the truth, but his courage failed him.

"I did not do it," he muttered. The master passed on, and he was left sitting, trembling and miserable, knowing that all his school-fellows knew that he had told an untruth.

Wake was sitting not far off. Nicholas was his friend, and he determined to shield him. For he knew that if the master found out that Nicholas had both told a lie and torn the curtain, he would not only be flogged, but he would be turned out of the school as well. And that might ruin his chance in life, for his father was a stern man.

So, when Wake was asked, he remained silent, and the master thought that he was guilty. He ordered him to come into the middle of the hall, and gave him a good flogging in the sight of all his school-fellows.

When it was over, Wake went back to his seat. His face was flushed, and his hands clenched, but he felt very happy. He had by his generous action saved his friend from the evil result of his wrong-doing. As for the flogging—well, a flogging did not so much matter.

But, as you may fancy, Nicholas felt very wretched. He knew that he was a coward, and he knew that all the other boys knew it too. After lessons were over, and they were all in the playground, he noticed how they shunned him, and whispered to one another as he passed; while they carried Wake round the school on their shoulders, to show him what they thought of him.

Nicholas crept away to his room, and there Wake found him, crying bitterly. "Oh, Wake!" he sobbed, "I will never, never forget what you have done. You have saved me, for my father would have driven me from home if I had been turned out of the school. I will try to grow more like you, and one day, if I live, I will repay you."



[1] rent: Tear, hole.

[2] cleave: Stick, become fastened.

[3] fain: Gladly.


LESSON 11
THE JUDGE'S DEBT
II
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Forty years passed away, and the two little West-minster scholars had long since lost sight of each other. Their ways in life lay far apart. England was divided into two parties. The Royalists had been defeated, and the king, Charles I., had been put to death. The Roundheads[1] were in power, and Oliver Cromwell was ruler of England.

Nicholas had become a great lawyer, and as he was a Roundhead, he had been made a judge. Wake, who had always been fond of fighting, had become a soldier. He was an officer in the Royalist army.

He had been defeated in a battle in the west of England, and, along with other officers, he was put in Exeter prison to he tried for treason[2]. The punishment for treason was death.

The day of the trial came on, and the judge whom Cromwell sent down from London was Judge Nicholas. He looked very grand and solemn, as he sat on a raised platform, wearing his white wig, and his scarlet robes trimmed with ermine[3]. Very worn and weary were the poor, mud-stained soldiers, who were led in to receive their sentence.

Their names were read out. It was noticed that the judge started when he heard the name of Colonel Wake.

But he had to do his duty. The men before him were guilty, and he sentenced them to death. They were to be shot in four days.

But when the trial was over, and the men had been led back to their cells, the judge was strangely troubled. "Is there anyone here who knows this Colonel Wake?" he asked.

A man stepped forward. "I do, your worship," he said. "I knew him when he was a boy."

"Was he at Westminster School?"

"Yes," said the man. "His father lived in London at that time."

The judge hurried to his room. His servant wondered to see him throw off his scarlet robes, and toss aside his wig. He threw down a handful of silver on the table.

"Fetch me meat and drink," he said, "and then go out and get me a horse. And, mark you, let it be the swiftest horse in Exeter."

Two hours later, a rider, booted and spurred, galloped out of the old town, and turned his horse's head towards London. The watchman at the gate looked at him as he passed, but he did not know the stately judge, who had sat all day in the town hall, robed in scarlet and ermine. And yet it was he, riding for dear life, to save the life of his friend.

On and on he rode. All through that night, through the next day, and through the next night, he went as fast as horse could gallop. He stopped only three times, and each time it was to get a fresh horse. All the way he repeated one sentence over and over again: "Let me be in time; only let me be in time."

He arrived in London in the morning, and went straight to the great ruler's house. Cromwell stared as the mud-stained rider was shown into his room.

"It is Judge Nicholas!" he said in surprise. "What has caused your worship to ride in such haste?"

"I have an old debt to pay," said the judge, "and I come to you to ask liberty to pay it." Then he told the story of the torn curtain, and how Wake had shielded him from blame.

"It was not only the flogging that he saved me from, my lord," he went on. "He set me an example, and he made me think. I saw the difference between a coward and a brave boy. I determined from that day that I would never tell another lie, and, thank God, I have succeeded. Whatever good there is in me today is due to my friend's example.

And now, unless your lordship pardons him, he must die in two days—or I must. For if you cannot grant his pardon, at least grant me leave to suffer in his stead."

The tears stood in Cromwell's eyes. Without a word he took pen and paper, and wrote out a free pardon. "Take it," he said, handing it to the judge. "In such a matter as this, I cannot refuse you."

Once more Judge Nicholas flung himself on his horse's back, and galloped away. He forgot how stiff his limbs were, and how tired he was. For had he not the precious paper safe inside his coat?

When he arrived in Exeter, he lost no time in going to the prison, and demanding to be taken to Colonel Wake's cell. You can fancy how the condemned man looked at him, wondering, as Cromwell had done, what his visitor wanted.

But he soon found out. Pulling the pardon from his pocket, the judge handed it to him, and then, with a sob, he flung his arms round the soldier's neck. "You have forgotten me," he said, "and I deserved to be forgotten. But I have never forgotten you, or what you did for me, and, thank God, I have been able to keep the promise that I made long ago at Westminster School. I have paid my debt."



[1] Roundheads: The followers of Cromwell, so called from their fashion of cutting their hair.

[2] treason: Disloyalty to one's country.

[3] ermine: The fur on a judge's robe, taken from an animal of the same name.


LESSON 12
A SONG OF WIND

Will, Lawson, a poet and novelist, who for many years lived in New Zealand, and later came to Australia.
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Hark to the song of the scattering, scurrying,

Blustering, bullying, bellowing, hurrying Wind!

Over the hills it comes, laughing and rollicking,

Curling and whirling, flying and frolicking,

Spinning the clouds that are scattered and thinned,

And shouting a song

As it gallops along—

A song that is nothing but Wind.

Waking the willows that hang their leaves listlessly, Bending the poplars[1] it roars on resistlessly—Wind! In the long grass on the slopes, as it passes, it

Billows and waves and scatters and masses[2] it, Shaking the fences so solidly pinned,

And howling a song

That is noisy and strong—

A song that is nothing but Wind.

When the leaves of the autumn are falling and yellowing,

We hear the wild song of the bullying, bellowing Wind. It leaps from its lair[3] at a pace that is passionate,

And rends[4] the soft clouds that have aided to fashion it— Thrashing them fiercely, as slaves who have sinned,

With its many-lashed thong,

And yelling a song—

A song that is nothing but Wind.

This is the song of the galloping, hurrying,

Gusty, and dusty, and whirling, and worrying Wind. Over the hills it comes, laughing and rollicking,

Yelling and swooping; and flying, and frolicking, Shaking the fences so solidly pinned,

And shrieking a song

As it gallops along—

A terrible song that is Wind.

—WILL LAWSON



[1] poplar: A tall, bushy kind of tree.

[2] masses: Gathers together.

[3] lair: Den; home.

[4] rends: Tears.


LESSON 13
A WILD NIGHT AT SEA
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Here, the winds, free from that cramped prison called the Earth, are out upon the waste of waters. Here, roaring, raging, shrieking, howling, all night long!

On, on, on, over the countless miles of angry space roll the long heaving billows. Mountains and caves are here, and yet are not: for what is now the one, is now the other; then all is but a boiling heap of rushing water.
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IN COMBAT WITH THE ELEMENTS

Pursuit, and flight, and mad return of wave on wave, and savage struggling, ending in a spouting up of foam that whitens the black night; ceaseless change of place, and form, and hue; constancy[1] in nothing but eternal[2] strife[3]!

On, on, on they roll, and darker grows the night, and louder howl the winds, and more clamorous[4] and fierce become the million voices in the sea, when the wild cry goes forth upon the storm, "A ship!"

Onward she comes, in gallant combat with the elements[5], her tall masts trembling, and her timbers starting on the strain; onward she comes—now high upon the curling billows, now low down in the hollows of the sea— as if hiding for the moment from its fury; and every storm-voice in the air and water cries more loudly yet, "A ship!"

Still she comes striving on: and at her boldness and the spreading cry, the angry waves rise up above each other's hoary heads to look; and round about the vessel, far as the mariners[6] on her decks can pierce into the gloom, they press upon her, forcing each other down, and starting up, and rushing forward from afar, in dreadful curiosity. High over her they break, and round her surge[7] and roar; and, giving place to others, moaningly depart, and dash themselves to fragments in their baffled[8] anger: still she comes onward bravely.

And though the eager multitude crowd thick and fast upon her all the night, and dawn of day discovers the untiring train yet bearing down upon the ship in an eternity of troubled water, onward she comes, with dim lights2 burning in her hull, and people there, asleep; as if no deadly element were peering in at every seam and chink, and no drowned seaman's grave, with but a plank to cover it, were yawning in the unfathomable[9] depths below.

—CHARLES DICKENS



[1] constancy: Absence of change.

[2] eternal: Unending.

[3] strife: Conflict, struggle.

[4] clamorous: Noisy.

[5] elements: Forces of Nature.

[6] mariners: Sailors.

[7] surge: Swell.

[8] baffled: Beaten, disappointed.

[9] unfathomable: Too deep to be measured.


LESSON 14
DON QUIXOTE AND THE WINDMILLS
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Don[1] Quixote was a tall, lean, solemn looking country gentleman of about fifty years of age, trusted by his friends and loved by his servants. He had spent all he possessed in buying books about knights and the wonderful deeds they had done. These stories he thought true, and he made up his mind to become a knight himself, and to go out into the world to defend the weak, to right the wronged, and to punish the wrong-doer.

The Don put on a suit of old armour, and got an old sword and a lance. Then he rode away from his house on the back of a lean old horse to seek for adventures and win fame.

As the knights of old were always attended by squires, Don Quixote got a short, stout, good-natured farm labourer, called Sancho Panza, to be his squire, by promising to make him the governor of an island and a rich man. Sancho was delighted; and, mounted on his ass, followed Don Quixote.

As they rode away Sancho said, "I hope your worship will not forget about the island you have promised me. No matter how big it is, I shall be quite fit to govern it."

"It has always been the custom of knights," said Don Quixote, "to make their squires governors, and I shall keep my word. Perhaps I may even make you a king, because knights have won kingdoms."

"In that case," Sancho said, "my wife would become a queen."

"I do not doubt it," replied Don Quixote.

"Well, then, I doubt it," answered Sancho. "My wife is a very ordinary woman, and no crown would fit her head. She might do for a countess; but never for a queen."

"We shall see about the matter later," said Don Quixote; "but, my friend, do not be too humble. You must not be content with anything less than being the governor of an island."

"Very well, sir," Sancho said. "I will take any post you think I am fit for."

They rode merrily on their way; and at length Don Quixote saw a plain in which there were a number of wind-mills. He sat up and said to his squire, "Fortune has favoured us! Look, friend Sancho, look! and see there, before us yonder, a number of big evil giants. I shall wage war against them;and the riches I shall gain will make our fortunes. I must sweep these wicked monsters off the face of the earth."

"Where are the giants?" asked Sancho Panza, with surprise in his eyes.

Don Quixote pointed with his lance towards the windmills.

"There they are," he said, "with their long arms."

"Master, master!" cried Sancho, "these are not giants but windmills, and what seem to be their arms are only the sails which the wind causes to go round."
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THE SHOCK CAUSED DON QUIXOTE AND HIS HORSE TO FALL

"It is easy to see," Don Quixote replied, "that you are not used to adventures. These are really giants. If you are afraid, go away and say your prayers, while I wage a fierce war against the monsters."

The knight then spurred his horse; and although Sancho shouted after him, hastened to the attack. As he rode he cried out, "Do not run away, you giant cowards, for only a single knight is attacking you."

A faint breeze had sprung up, and the sails of the windmills began to move.

"You may flourish your arms," exclaimed the Don; "but you will never scare me, for I have no fear."

He spurred his horse and charged the nearest mill at full gallop; but as he thrust at the sail which the wind was whirling round, his lance was caught and broken to pieces. The shock caused Don Quixote and his horse to fall; and the poor old gentleman was badly bruised.

Sancho Panza hurried to the assistance of his master, who lay for a time unable to move a limb.

"Alas! your worship," Sancho said, "did I not warn you that these were not giants but only windmills? No one could make such a mistake unless something had gone wrong in his head."

"Hush, Sancho, my friend," answered the Don; "the fortunes of war are always changing. I am certain that some magician has just turned those giants into windmills so as to rob me of the glory of conquering them. But his wicked arts will not always prevail[2], and I shall win fame with my good sword."

"I hope you may," said Sancho, as he helped his master again on to his horse. "I believe all your worship says. Try and straighten yourself up now, for you seem to be leaning all to one side; but perhaps that is because you have been badly shaken by your fall."

"You speak truly," answered Don Quixote; "but no knight ever complains about the wounds he receives."

"That is wonderful," Sancho said. "For my part I must confess that I always howl when I am hurt; but perhaps the same rule does not apply to squires as to knights."

Don Quixote laughed, and told Sancho he might complain whenever he was hurt, and he would not think the less of him on that account.

Then they rode away together again.

Adapted from the Spanish of Cervantes



[1] Don: A Spanish nobleman.

[2] prevail: Win, succeed.


LESSON 15
A SONG OF CAPE LEEUWIN

ERNEST FAVENC (1845-1908) was an Australian poet and story writer.
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Beaten by tempest and stormed by drift,

Steady I keep my post,

And laugh at the southern rollers long,

For I'm guard of the Southern Coast.
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I watched the Dutchmen[1] on their way,

In the days of long ago,

But they set no foot on my rocky shore,

Where the billows break in snow[2].

They gave me my name and sailed away,

And then the English came,

With their straining sails on their plunging ships,

And their flag flew out like flame.

—ERNEST FAVENC



[1] Dutchmen: The early Dutch explorers.

[2] snow: Foam.


LESSON 16
THE BARON AND THE CHARCOAL BURNER
I
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If one of the peasants was three days behind with his rent, Baron Lupersan would pitilessly seize his cattle, or his crops, or his meadows, or his vine, or his fields. Without remorse[1] he would sell the small husbandman[2]'s plough, or the poorest widow's goat. But hard as he was in all things, he showed himself absolutely fierce against anyone who was caught poaching on his lands.

He sent offenders against the game-laws to be flogged, or locked them up for as much as a year, or even eighteen months, in the underground dungeons of his castle. Had he but dared, he would willingly have hanged a peasant for snaring a rabbit or bringing down a partridge[3]. The baron was as mean as he was harsh and cruel. He haggled[4] over every bargain; and when workmen or traders brought him their accounts, he beat them down to the lowest figures. It was hardly to be wondered at, therefore, that one year the baron tried in vain, for fully six months, to get charcoal burners to agree to char, or burn to charcoal, six hundred cords of oak logs which he had got his tenants to cut up for him for nothing. He could not get the charring done on the same terms, because charring is work that requires training and knowledge, and he had nobody at hand who had ever tried to do it.

Seeing his wood in danger of rotting, the baron was in no very pleasant humour; when at length, one day in November, a man who said that his name was Louis, and that he was a charcoal burner by trade, came up to the castle, and offered to char the six hundred cords that lay in the great Truisson wood.

Now, as a cord means a pile of logs eight feet long, four feet broad, and four feet high, it was a big piece of work for one man to undertake. But the man was a tall, strapping fellow, and the baron was pleased enough to accept his services—more pleased, indeed, than he allowed it to appear.

"I am willing to engage you," he said, "but I want good work, and I want it done regularly."

"What do you mean by regularly, sir?"

"Well, I mean beginning at a regular hour every day, say, at daybreak, and stopping at curfew. We ring it at the castle, and you can easily hear it."

"That's not the way charcoal burners work, sir. Sometimes I shall sleep four or five hours in the middle of the day, after I have spent a good part of the night at a stack. You must put up with our ways. There's no help for it."

"These are bold words of yours."

"Charcoal burners have never been considered afraid to speak out. Besides, they work when and for whom they please. They are not bound to any master."

Accustomed as he was to the ready obedience of those who were completely at his mercy, the baron was impressed by the man's plain speaking and his fearless manner.

"Well, well," he said in a more friendly tone, "we are not going to quarrel over that."
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[1] remorse: Grief for one's wrong-doing.

[2] husbandman: Farmer.

[3] partridge: A small game bird resembling the quail.

[4] haggled: Argued.


LESSON 17
THE BARON AND THE CHARCOAL BURNER
II
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The question of wages had next to be arranged, and though the baron tried hard to get his own terms, he met with a determined opposition on that point also, and was obliged in the end to accept the charcoal burner's proposal. Then, when that matter was settled, he put on his most commanding manner, and, speaking in his sternest tone, said:

"There is one thing I must tell you, though perhaps you know it already. I don't allow poaching; and I won't have you kill so much as a hare or a pigeon on my lands. In order to make sure that my orders are obeyed, I cannot allow you to have either a trap, a net, or a snare, or any kind of weapon. There must not even be a boar-spear in your hut."

"I will leave your game alone, sir; but to forbid my having weapons of any kind, seems to me to be carrying things too far. What am I to do if a wild boar or a wolf attacks me? Those animals are not so very rare in our forests."

"Boars don't attack men unless they are meddled with. Leave them alone and they will take no notice of you. As for wolves, you have your club and your axe to defend yourself with, haven't you? I stand by what I have said: you are to have no weapons of any kind."

"Very well, sir. I am not a poacher, anyhow. I shall take no weapons with me, and I will neither kill nor wound game of any kind, big or small."

Next day, Louis built a hut in the wood; and the day after that he began charring the first lot of logs, which consisted of two hundred cords. The remaining four hundred made Up another lot, a mile or so farther from the hut.
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THE BARON TRIED HARD TO GET HIS OWN TERMS

In the last days of December, as he was riding through the wood, the baron happened to pass quite close to the lair[1]of a wild boar. The animal rushed out suddenly. Without hesitation, the baron fired at it with the musket which he always carried. He hit the beast but did not kill it. It was one of those surly old boars that go about alone and are noted for their savage temper. It was of huge size. Maddened with pain, it at once charged down on the man who had wounded it.

The horse which the baron rode was a young one. The noise of the musket had frightened it already; and now it lost its head altogether. It backed and reared so wildly that the rider, unable to keep his saddle, was flung to the ground. Springing up as nimbly as he could, the baron attempted, to draw his hunting-knife. But it had fallen from "the sheath and now lay hidden in the grass. The wild boar, foaming with rage, was close upon him, and he was weaponless!

It was fortunate for the baron that he happened to be only a short distance from the first hut which Louis had built. Louis had left it only two days earlier to go and char the second lot of wood. The hurdle[2] that had done duty as a door lay aside, so that there was a free entrance.

The baron rushed headlong into the hut. He barely had time to lift the hurdle, and to block up the doorway, when the boar came up and began to attack the frail barrier. Kept up by the baron with all his weight and all his might, it stood the first shock, and the boar stopped to take a moment's breathing-time. The baron availed himself of the pause to prop up the hurdle with a stake.



[1] lair: Den, home.

[2] hurdle: A light wooden frame.


LESSON 18
THE BARON AND THE CHARCOAL BURNER
III
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After a couple of minutes' rest, the boar charged again more fiercely than before. The hurdle could not possibly hold out long, and Lupersan felt that it was all over with him. At last, in despair, he began shouting for help. It was fortunate for him that, only the night before, a violent squall[1] had blown off the roof of the hut, so that his voice could carry some distance. His cries were answered almost immediately.

"What's the matter? Where are you? Who are you?"

"I am Baron Lupersan. I am in the hut, attacked by a wild boar. I have no weapons. Is that you, Louis, speaking to me? Come quickly and kill this wild beast for me."

"Kill a wild boar! Haven't you forbidden me to kill or wound game of any kind, big or small?"

"Don't talk such nonsense! Come, I tell you! Strike hard and save me!"

"That's all very well; but I'm afraid of the boar too. I caught sight of it, and saw what a rage it was in, and so I climbed up an oak tree. I'm astride on a branch, five feet from the ground. Besides, I have neither musket nor boar-spear. You have forbidden me to carry weapons of any kind."
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THE CHARCOAL BURNER KILLS THE BOAR

"You needn't go back to that old story. Where is your axe?"

"At the foot of the oak."

"Well then, jump down, get hold of it, and split the boar's head."

"That's easily said."

"You're strong and handy. Quick! Quick! The hurdle is giving way!"

"And if I rescue you, what will you pay me?"

"Pay you? Pay you? Why, I'll give you ten crowns."

"Ten crowns! The price of a mule! Is that the value you set on your life? I want something very different from that."

"What do you want? Speak quickly. I can't hold out much longer."

"In the first place, I want the release of the three poachers who are shut up in your dungeons. Then, as for myself, I want the free run of your lands for life."

"That you'll never get!"

"Very well. Just as you like!"

"I'll pay you out for your stubbornness!"

"By the time the boar has done with you, you will be harmless enough!"

The hurdle was beginning to fall to pieces.

"You may have all you want," groaned the baron.

"Swear it by all you hold most sacred."

"I swear!"

The charcoal burner sprang to the ground and seized his axe. Intent as it was on smashing through the hurdle. the boar did not notice him. Coming up cautiously but swiftly, he dealt it a tremendous blow that broke its back.

The baron was saved. He released the three poachers; and he allowed the charcoal burner to take on his lands what game he liked. But Louis was himself no poacher, as he had said, and the game suffered very little destruction from him. It was, however, always a pleasure to him to think that he had the right to take game if it pleased him to do so.

—Adapted from the French of Louis Dorey



[1] squall: Rainy stom.


LESSON 19
LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER
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A chieftain to the Highlands bound

Cries, "Boatman, do not tarry[1]!

And I'll give thee a silver pound[2],

To row us o'er the ferry."

"Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle,

This dark and stormy water?"

"O, I'm the chief of Ulva's isle,

And this Lord Ullin's daughter.

And fast before her father's men

Three days we've fled together;

For should he find us in the glen[3],

My blood would stain the heathier.

His horsemen hard behind us ride;

Should they our steps discover,

Then who will cheer my bonny bride

When they have slain her lover?"

Out spoke the hardy Highland wight,

"I'll go, my chief—I'm ready!

It is not for your silver bright,

But for your winsome lady.

And, by my word, the bonny bird

In danger shall not tarry;

So, though the waves are raging white,

I'll row you o'er the ferry."

By this the storm grew loud apace[4],

The water-wraith[5] was shrieking;

And in the scowl of heaven each face

Grew dark as they were speaking.

But still, as wilder blew the wind,

And as the night grew drearer,

Adown the glen rode armed men;

Their trampling sounded nearer.

"O haste thee, haste!" the lady cries,

"Though tempests round us gather;

I'll meet the raging of the skies,

But not an angry father."

The boat has left a stormy land,

A stormy sea before her;

When, oh! too strong for human hand,

The tempest gathered o'er her.

And still they rowed amidst the roar

Of waters fast prevailing;

Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore—

His wrath was changed to wailing.

For, sore dismayed, through storm and shade

His child he did discover;

One lovely hand she stretched for aid,

And one was round her lover.

"Come back! come back!" he cried in grief,

"Across this stormy water;

And I'll forgive your Highland chief,

My daughter! O, my daughter!"

'Twas vain. The loud waves lashed the shore,

Return or aid preventing;

The waters wild went o'er his child,

And he was left lamenting.

—THOMAS CAMPBELL



[1] tarry: Delay, loiter.

[2] silver pound: The pound at first was one pound weight of silver; the early English and Scottish pound coins were made of silver.

[3] glen: Valley.

[4] apace: Quickly.

[5] wraith: Spirit.


LESSON 20
THAT DOG OF MINE

HENRY LAWSON (1869-1922), a native of New South Wales, wrote many stories and poems about Australian life.
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Macquarie, the shearer, had met with an accident. To tell the truth, he had been in a drunken row at a wayside shanty, from which he had escaped with three fractured ribs, a cracked head, and various minor abrasions[1]. His dog, Tally, had been a sober but savage participator in the row, and had escaped with a broken leg. Macquarie afterwards shouldered his swag and staggered and struggled along the track ten miles to the Union Town Hospital. Goodness knows how he did it. He didn't exactly know himself. Tally limped behind all the way, on three legs.

The doctors examined the man's injuries and were surprised at his endurance. Even doctors are surprised sometimes—though they don't always show it. Of course they would take him in, but they objected to Tally. Dogs were not allowed on the premises[2].

"You will have to turn that dog out," they said to the shearer, as he sat on the edge of a bed.

Macquarie said nothing.

"We cannot allow dogs about the place, my man," said the doctor in a louder tone, thinking the man was deaf.

"Tie him up in the yard then."

"No. He must go out. Dogs are not permitted on the grounds."

Macquarie rose slowly to his feet, shut his agony behind his set teeth, painfully buttoned his shirt over his hairy chest, took up his waistcoat, and staggered to the corner where the swag lay.

"What are you going to do?" they asked.

"You aren't going to let my dog stop?"

"No. It's against the rules. No dogs are allowed on the premises."

He stooped and lifted his swag, but the pain was too great, and he leaned back against the wall.

"Come, come now! man alive!" exclaimed the doctor, impatiently. "You must be mad. You know you are not in a fit state to go out. Let the wardsman[3] help you to undress."

"No!" said Macquarie. "No. If you won't take my dog in, you don't take me. He's got a broken leg and wants fixing up just—just as much as—as I do. If I'm good enough to come in, he's good enough—and—and better."

He paused awhile, breathing painfully, and then went on.

"That—that there old dog of mine has followed me faithful and true, these ten long, hard and hungry years. He's about—about the only thing that ever cared whether I lived or fell on the track."

He rested again; then he continued: "That—that there dog was born on the track," he said, with a sad sort of a smile. "I carried him for weeks in a billy, and afterwards on my swag when he knocked up… And—his

old mother—she'd follow along quite contented—and sniff the billy now and again—just to see if he was all right… She followed me till she was blind—and for a year after. She followed me till she could crawl along through the dust no longer, and—and then I killed her, because I couldn't leave her behind alive!"

He rested again.
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"And this here old dog," he continued, touching Tally's upturned nose with his knotted fingers, "this here old dog has followed me for—for ten years; through floods and droughts, through fair times and—and hard—mostly hard; and kept me from going mad when I had no mate nor money on the lonely track; and watched over me for weeks; and saved my life mor'n once, and got kicks very often for thanks; and forgave me for it all; and—and fought for me."

He took another spell.

Then he drew in his breath, shut his teeth hard, shouldered his swag, stepped into the doorway, and faced round again.

The dog limped out of the corner and looked up anxiously.

"That there dog," said Macquarie to the hospital staff[4] in general, "is a better dog than I'm a man—or you, too, it seems— and a better Christian. He's been a better mate to me than I ever was to any man—-or any man to me. He's watched over me; fought for me; saved my life and took drunken kicks for thanks— and forgave me. He's been a true, straight, honest, and faithful mate to me—and I'm not going to desert him now. I'm not going to kick him out in the road with a broken leg. I—Oh, my back! my back!"

He groaned and lurched[5] forward, but they caught him, slipped off the swag, and laid him on a bed.

Half an hour later the shearer was comfortably fixed up. "Where's my dog?" he asked, when he came to himself.

"Oh, the dog's all right," said the nurse, rather impatiently. "Don't bother. The doctor's setting his leg out in the yard."

—HENRY LAWSON



[1] abrasions: Patches from which the skin has been rubbed.

[2] premises: A building and all that belongs to it.

[3] wardsman: A man employed in lifting and carrying patients.

[4] staff: Those who help a leader; the nurses and other assistants.

[5] lurched: Swayed.


LESSON 21
ALL HANDS TO THE PUMPS
I
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It is not far off a century now since the good ship Merry Andrew, with many a queer cargo on board, sailed to and fro upon the grey North Sea.

She was a fair-sized schooner, stoutly built to face all weathers, and John Middlemas, her skipper, was her owner as well. He had served other masters for the best part of his youth, voyaging far away in the big East Indiamen of his time. But he longed for home at last, and came back to Peterhead, where he was born. With the money he had saved he contrived[1] to build and fit out the Merry Andrew, and soon his ship won the name of being the surest sailer on the coast.

So Skipper John Middlemas had no lack of traffic[2] for her. Now he carried barrels of fish from Peterhead to London town. Again he took coals from Fife to some of the Baltic ports, returning with grain or timber or foreign flax.

No storm had yet got the better of him. It was said that he knew every rock and shoal[3] from the Pentland Firth to Dungeness. In the darkest night his keen eye could make out each dim and flickering beacon light. In the coldest blast of winter his hand could bend the tiller to his will; no noise of howling wind could disturb his cool and steady head as he gave out his orders.

No wonder his crew liked to serve under John Middlemas. He was a silent man with none too easy a temper, yet they trusted his seamanship, and could have good hope, on the wildest night, of getting home to wife and children again.

But there came a storm, in the cold white days of one New Year, which was to test John Middlemas's skill; and, but for the aid of an unwelcome passenger, it might have gone hard with the Merry Andrew and her men.

The unwelcome passenger joined the vessel at the port of Leith, where John Middlemas was unshipping a cargo of slates, and taking on flour from the mills on the Water of Leith. The stranger was hanging about on the quay, a thin, pale young fellow with a look of sorrow in his eyes; and he eagerly begged for work.
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THE SKIPPER

Now Captain Middlemas was a frugal man, who did not care to pay wages for help that was not needed; but he liked not the look of the sky to seaward, and was in haste to be gone. So he hired the stranger with a surly grunt, and bade him give a hand with the rest.

The man worked hard, though plainly unused to such toil; for the sweat poured from his brow as he staggered from wagon to gangway with each fresh sack.

At sight of his distress, John Middlemas's hard face softened, and, in the end, he paid him an extra shilling with something not unlike a smile.

But the smile gave place to a frown when, some few hours later, the ship being now well out in the Firth, he came upon the stranger huddled up amid some lumber in the hold. He had darted on board at the last moment, and in the stir of setting sail none had noticed him.

Skipper John Middlemas with flashing eyes and angry voice told the stranger what he thought of him, and the poor stowaway listened shrinking till the skipper had said his say. Then the young man held out the few coins he had so lately earned, and prayed John Middlemas, for the love of God, to give him a passage to Peterhead.

At the name, the skipper's harsh tones softened."Peterhead!" he said. "What want you there?"

And then the stranger told him that, his wife being dead, his little daughter lived with her grandparents at Peterhead. "And she is dying," he ended. "They wrote me this four days ago. I was out of work and had no money left. Let me go to her, sir!" he pleaded.

"Humph!" said Skipper John Middlemas. "We are out to sea now, and I cannot well souse[4] you in the Firth. If I know aught about the weather, you will have had enough of sailing ere ever we reach Peterhead!"

But he brushed aside the money which the unwelcome passenger still offered to him. "Tut, man!" he said. "Keep your siller[5] for the bairn!"



[1] contrived: Managed, planned.

[2] traffic: Coming and going; business.

[3] shoal: Shallow place.

[4] souse: Throw into the water.

[5] siller: Silver; money.


LESSON 22
ALL HANDS TO THE PUMPS
II
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The unwelcome passenger kept out of sight for the rest of that afternoon. Hungry and cold, he crouched in his cheerless shelter, too thankful at heart to think of anything but the end of his journey.

The skipper had had it in mind to send him food; but the look of the sky when he came on deck soon banished[1] the stranger from his thoughts. "We are in for it!" he muttered; "and I'll wager'tis the hardest tussle we have had!"

As the ship pushed forward to the open sea, every man on board—even the poor stowaway—felt the truth of John Middlemas's words. The sullen breakers, rolling in from the ocean, met the ship with an angry snarl, and shook her as a dog might shake a rat; then raced ahead to over-take some other struggling craft.

Yet the storm delayed, and the sky remained clear, though the wind cut like whipcords, and whistled through the rigging. But it blew from the south-east, and thus rather helped than hindered them to clear the Firth and make northwards.
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MAKING BRAVE HEADWAY

The skipper's one care now was to steer a clear course from the shore, and to this end he kept his bow well out to sea. So that night passed, and daylight found them still making brave headway.

But at noon the sky darkened. The sea turned to an inky hue, and soon the full fury of a North Sea blizzard[2] rushed upon them.

The waves lashed, the snowflakes wheeled madly, half blinding the eyes of the man at the lookout. But they could not bewilder the brain of John Middlemas. Sharp and clear his commands rang out: "Port!"—"Hard-a-port!" And the answering "Ay, ay, sir!" came faint yet cheery through the storm.

Every hour the wind increased in strength, till the gale became a tempest, and the tempest a hurricane; and, when the next twilight fell, the good ship Merry Andrew was in a sorry state. With her sails rent, her "Union Jack" in shreds, she staggered helpless before the wind; while tons of water poured over her sides, and soaked her goodly cargo to a pulp.

Skipper John Middlemas thought ruefully[3] of this loss for a moment; but soon the thought of a yet greater loss pressed in upon him. For now the ship's hold was filling, and the Merry Andrew was settling sadly downwards in the waves.

Sharply the deck echoed his new command—"All hands to the pumps!" and now cook and apprentice, able-bodied seaman and mate[4], alike toiled wearily to drive out the water as it welled up in the hold. Hour after hour they took it by turns to work the heavy pumps; and still the sea made headway, and the strength of the crew was almost spent.

"'One fresh hand might have saved us!" muttered the skipper; when, all at once, through the gloom his sharp glance made out a new figure at the pumps. It was that of the unwelcome passenger. Famished and drenched, he had come to himself out of a kind of swoon, and stolen like a ghost upstairs; and, weak though he was, he yet worked with the strength of two. Had he not ever before him a vision of his dying child at Peterhead!

Again Skipper Middlemas was right in his reckoning. With one fresh hand he was able to save his ship. By the next tide the sea had fallen to a slow swell; and, crippled but not a wreck, the Merry Andrew picked her way in due course into the harbour of Peterhead.

There the skipper bade goodbye to his unwelcome passenger, wringing his hand, and pressing a bright gold guinea in his palm. "Tut, man!'Tis for the bairn," he muttered again. "Pray, heaven she be alive to need it!"

And the little one was not dead when her father hastened to her from the storm. At the very moment when, faint and trembling, he had taken his place at the ship's pumps, his child had passed the crisis of her fever and turned back to life again.

The whole crew rejoiced when these tidings came to them; and perhaps none was more truly glad at heart than Skipper John Middlemas of the good ship Merry Andrew.



[1] banished: Drove away.

[2] blizzard: A storm of wind and snow.

[3] ruefully: Sadly.

[4] mate: Next in rank below the captain.


LESSON 23
PAID IN HIS OWN COIN
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In the reign of the Caliph[1] Haroun al Raschid, of happy memory, there lived in the city of Bagdad a celebrated barber, of the name of Ali Sakal. He was so famous for a steady hand and dexterity[2] in his profession[3], that he could shave a head, and trim a beard and whiskers, with his eyes blindfolded, without once drawing blood. There was not a man of any fashion in Bagdad who did not employ him; and such a run of business had he, that at last he became proud and insolent, and would scarcely touch a head whose owner was not at least a Beg[4] or an Aga[5].

Wood for fuel was always scarce and dear at Bagdad, and, as his shop consumed a great deal, the woodcutters brought their loads to him in preference, always sure of meeting with a ready sale.

It happened one day that a poor woodcutter, new in his profession, and ignorant[6] of the character of Ali Sakal, went to his shop, and offered him for sale a load of wood, which he had just brought from a considerable distance in the country, on his ass. Ali immediately offered him a price, making use of these words:

"For all the wood that is upon the ass."
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"WHOEVER HEARD OF SUCH A BARGAIN?"

The woodcutter agreed, unloaded his beast, and asked for the money. "You have not given me all the wood yet," said the barber; "I must have the pack-saddle (which is chiefly made of wood) into the bargain: that was our agreement."

"How?" said the other in amazement. "Whoever heard of such a bargain? It is impossible!"

In short, after many words and much altercation[7], the overbearing barber seized the pack-saddle, wood and all, and sent away the poor peasant in great distress. He immediately ran to the cadi[8], and stated his griefs; the cadi was one of the barber's customers, and refused to hear the case. The woodcutter went to a higher judge; he also patronized Ali Sakal, and made light of the complaint. The poor man then appealed to the mufti[9] himself, who, having pondered over the question, at length settled that it was too difficult a case for him to decide, no provision being made for it in the Koran, and, therefore, he must put up with his loss.

The woodcutter was not disheartened; but forthwith got a scribe[10] to write a petition to the Caliph himself, which he duly presented on Friday, the day when he went in state to the mosque[11]. The Caliph's punctuality in reading petitions is well known, and it was not long before the woodcutter was called to his presence. When he approached the Caliph, he kneeled and kissed the ground; and then, placing his arms straight before him, his hands covered with the sleeves of his cloak and his feet close together, he awaited the decision of his case.

"Friend," said the Caliph, "the barber has words on his side— you have equity[12] on yours. The law must be defined by words, and agreements must be made in words; the former must have its course, or it is nothing; and agreements must be kept or there would be no faith between man and man; therefore the barber must keep all his wood." Then calling the woodcutter close to him, the Caliph whispered something in his ear, which none but he could hear, and then sent him away quite satisfied.

The woodcutter, having made his obeisances[13], returned to his ass, which was tied without[14], took it by the halter, and proceeded to his home. A few days after, he applied to the barber, as if nothing had happened between them, requesting that he, and a companion of his from the country, might enjoy the dexterity of his hand; and the price at which both operations were to be performed was settled.

When the woodcutter's crown had been properly shorn, Ali Sakal asked where his companion was.

"He is just standing without here," said the other, "and he shall come in presently."

Accordingly he went out, and returned leading his ass after him by the halter.

"This is my companion," said he, "and you must shave him."

"Shave him!" exclaimed the barber, in the greatest surprise. "It is enough that I have consented to demean[15] myself by touching you; and do you insult me by asking me to do as much to your ass? Away with you, or I'll send you both to Jericho." And forthwith he drove them out of his shop.

The woodcutter immediately went to the Caliph, was admitted to his presence, and related his case.

[image: img85]

THE BARBER BEFORE THE CALIPH

" 'Tis well," said the commander of the faithful. "Bring Ali Sakal and his razors to me this instant," he exclaimed to one of his officers; and in the course of ten minutes the barber stood before him.

"Why do you refuse to shave this man's companion?" said the Caliph to the barber. "Was not that your agreement?"

Ali, kissing the ground, answered: "Tis true, O Caliph, that such was our agreement. But whoever made a companion of an ass before, or whoever before thought of treating it as a true believer?"

"You may say right," said the Caliph, "but at the same time, who ever thought of insisting on a pack-saddle being included in a load of wood? No, no; it is the wood cutter's turn now. Shave the ass immediately, or you know the consequences." The barber was then obliged to prepare a large quantity of soap to lather the beast from head to foot, and to shave him in the presence of the Caliph and of the whole court, whilst he was jeered at and mocked by the taunts[16] and laughing of all the bystanders. The poor woodcutter was then dismissed with an appropriate[17] present of money, and all Bagdad resounded with the story, and celebrated the justice of the commander of the faithful.



[1] Caliph: The head of the followers of Mohammed.

[2] dexterity: Skill.

[3] profession: Occupation, business.

[4] Beg (Bey): A man of high rank in Turkey.

[5] Aga: A title given to great chiefs in Turkey, especially the military commander-in-chief.

[6] ignorant: Uninformed, without knowledge.

[7] altercation: Argument.

[8] cadi: Judge.

[9] mufti: Higher law officer or magistrate.

[10] scribe: A writer of letters or documents.

[11] mosque: Temple.

[12] equity: Fairness.

[13] obeisance: A bow, act of respect.

[14] without: Outside.

[15] demean: Lower.

[16] taunts: Words and actions used to annoy a person by making fun of him.

[17] appropriate: Suitable.


LESSON 24
A QUICK RACE
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When I was a boy at school, we were getting up some sports, which had not then become so common as they are now. It seemed very unlikely that I should gain a prize, for I was rather weak at jumping, whilst at running I usually felt tired out after a sharp spin of two hundred yards.

There was but one chance of getting a prize. One was offered for a three-legged race, and my friend Scott proposed that he and I should enter for it. Neither of us was going to try for any other prize, so we made up our mind to give all our spare time to practising this race.

We thought it best, however, that we should keep this a secret. The various couples who entered for the prize looked upon the race as a big joke, and spent their time, when they practised it, in laughing at each other. We did not. Fun was all very well in its way, but when a new cricket-bat was at stake[1] it behoved[2] us to be serious.

So we practised constantly, and as far from the school as possible. There was a meadow known as the "Mill Meadow" which suited our purpose nicely. It was bounded by the mill stream on one side and by a wood on the other. As this wood lay between the meadow and the road, there was a very small chance of our being observed in this spot.

At the end of the week, we had overcome, to a great extent, the awkwardness of running without free play for our legs. We, little by little, drew the knots tighter and tighter, till at last we ran with our legs properly fastened.

"We had better have a good spin today," said Scott one Thursday afternoon. "I cannot come tomorrow."

"Very well; let us go round the meadow without stopping," returned I.

"No," replied Scott, "we had much better go straight on as hard as we can go. The course we have to run over is only one hundred and fifty yards long, you know."

"Come on, then," said I, putting my arm on his shoulder. We started well and ran the length of the field in good time. After a short rest, we started to go back. I think I was the first to hear the sound of galloping behind us.

I glanced round. About a hundred yards off, or rather more, was a bull making for us at a heavy but quick gallop.
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I gave a cry, and Scott turned round to see what was the matter. This action interfered with[3] our progress[4], and we both came to the ground.

For a moment this seemed to crown[5] our misfortune, but it did not do so. In our fall the fastening at our knees became loosened, and a strong pull took it off.

The handkerchief round our ankles was still tied in a knot, and time would not allow us to unloose it.

We scrambled to our feet quicker than ever we had done before, but the three or four seconds delay had given the bull time to lessen the distance very much. Still the breadth of the field was not great, and could we but gain the water we might hope to escape.

Quickly we flew over the ground that lay between us and the water. If we had been racing for a prize, we should have won it, most certainly. But nearer and nearer came the footsteps of the bull, and greater became our fright as we heard his enraged bellowing. We reached the water's edge a little ahead of the bull.

Both of us could swim well. Even had we never been in the water in our lives, I doubt if we should have hesitated to jump into it, rather than face the danger on shore.

I never felt a stranger feeling in my life than I did when I rose to the surface. We were used to running with our legs tied together, but swimming tied to another fellow is a different thing.

I thought my leg was coming off as Scott and I kicked in opposite directions. The bull had stopped on seeing us go out of sight, so we had nothing further to fear from him. It now seemed more likely that we should be drowned rather than gored, for while we were unable to keep still, every kick pulled one of us under.

However, we struggled to the bank, and, half-choked, pulled ourselves up by the grass and rushes.

We did not catch cold, and were in very good condition on the day of the race, when we reaped the reward of our practice, and won the prize easily.



[1] was at stake: Hung in the balance; was to be gained.

[2] behoved: Was necessary for.

[3] interfered with: Stopped; hindered.

[4] progress: Advancement.

[5] crown: Complete.


LESSON 25
DAFFODILS

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770-1850) was one of the greatest of English poets.
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I wander'd lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host of golden daffodils[1],

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
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"GOLDEN DAFFODILS."

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the Milky Way[2],

They stretch'd in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they

Outdid the sparkling waves in glee—

A poet could not but be gay

In such a jocund[3] company!

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought;

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant[4] or in pensive[5] mood,

They flash upon that inward eye[6]

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.

—WORDSWORTH



[1] daffodil: A yellow flower of the lily family.

[2] Milky Way: A broad belt of light in the sky at night, caused by numberless fixed stars.

[3] jocund: Gay, happy, mirthful.

[4] vacant: Idle, unoccupied.

[5] pensive: Thoughtful.

[6] inward eye: The mind's eye; the thoughts call up a picture in the mind.


LESSON 26
WILLIAM TELL
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Those of you who have been reading of the different countries of Europe will remember what kind of land Switzerland is. It lies almost in the very heart of the continent, and its high, snow-clad mountains and deep valleys are well known to every traveller.

The Swiss are a brave and free people, and their rulers govern the land wisely and well.

But the Swiss, though at all times brave, were not always free. Many years ago, the Duke of Austria wished to claim the land as part of his great realm[1]. He had many soldiers at his command, and, for a time, his armies overran Switzerland, and forced the brave Swiss to obey his laws.

He could not, however, crush the proud and independent spirit of a brave people, and it is concerning one of those gallant men who fought against Austria that I am now going to write.

Though very strict laws had been made to force the Swiss to yield to the Austrian power, it was easy to see that the people evaded[2] the laws, and defied the Duke's authority whenever they possibly could.

Gessler, who had been appointed by the Duke of Austria to rule over Switzerland in his name, made up his mind to humble the people, or severely punish those who refused to obey the Duke's will.

For this purpose, he set up in the market-place of Altorf, one of the Swiss towns, a tall pole on which he had placed a hat, such as might have been worn by the Duke of Austria himself.

Then he issued a strict order that every Swiss man, woman, and child who entered the market-place should bow down before this symbol[3] of Austrian power. In this way, they would acknowledge[4] the rule of Austria and show they were subjects of the Duke.

Now, it was the custom for men and women to come on certain days from neighbouring villages, and from far distant valleys to the market-place, there to sell their butter and cheese and other goods, and buy the things they needed in their own homes.

It was on one of such days that Gessler set up the Austrian hat in the midst of the market-place, so great crowds of people passed and repassed.

Many of them bent themselves before the sign of authority, others only pretended to bow, while their hearts beat in anger at this new way of humbling them.

Presently, however, there strode into the market-place a bold mountaineer named William Tell. He was an archer, and his skill with the bow was known far and wide. Many stories were told of the wonderful shots he had made.

He gazed openly at the tall pole and the Austrian hat, but he did not bend his head as Gessler's soldiers called on him to do. Instead, he walked proudly past, as erect as a mountain pine.

As soon as Gessler was told of this, he ordered his soldiers to bring the rebel before him. Tell came into the presence of the stern governor with a look of quiet courage in his eyes. His young son walked in with him, holding him by the hand.

Gessler at once saw that he had here to deal with no ordinary man. He determined, therefore, to make the punishment of a terrible nature.

"You are a famous archer, I am told," the tyrant[5] said. "You will now be able to show us how skilful you are, or let all the world know that you are only a braggart."

Then he ordered the boy to be placed at a distance of a hundred yards, and an apple to be put on his head.

When that had been done, he turned to Tell, saying, "Take now your bow, and send from here an arrow through the apple. If you succeed in doing so, you will go free. If you miss the apple and kill your son, that will be the punishment imposed[6] on you for rebelling against the authority of the Duke."

The people murmured in horror and sympathy, but Tell himself quietly took his stand where he could have a clear view of his boy.
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HE SLOWLY BENT THE BOW

Selecting two arrows, the bold archer thrust one into his belt, and fitted the notch of the other into the string of his bow.

With a shout to his son to stand perfectly still and to fear nothing, he slowly bent the bow, and the arrow sped on its way.

Next instant, a loud shout of joy and admiration arose from people and soldiers alike, as the apple, pierced fairly by the arrow, fell in pieces at the feet of the boy.

Gessler himself could not forbear a cry of wonder at the skill the archer had shown. Next moment he was stern as before.

"You are free, bold archer, as I promised. But tell me, why did you put a second arrow in your belt? Were you afraid you would miss with your first?"

"The second arrow was for you," Tell replied boldly, "had I injured my son with the first."

Gessler rose with a flush of wrath on his face. With a loud voice he ordered his soldiers to seize the rebel, and carry him off to prison.

The soldiers rushed forward to obey his command, but the people, who had been roused to courage by the fearless bearing of Tell, threw themselves between the soldiers and the archer. Tell himself, without an instant's delay, fixed the second arrow in his bow, and shot the angry tyrant through the heart.

Then, seizing his little boy by the hand, he made his way quickly through the confused crowd, and escaped to the mountains.



[1] realm: Kingdom; domain ruled by a sovereign.

[2] evaded: Avoided; dodged.

[3] symbol: Sign; emblem.

[4] acknowledge: To own or confess.

[5] tyrant: Harsh ruler.

[6] imposed: Placed; laid on.


LESSON 27
THE RELIEF OF LUCKNOW[1]
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On every side death stared us in the face. As far as we could tell, no human skill could prevent it any longer. We saw the moment approach when we must bid farewell to earth, yet without feeling that awful horror which must have been the lot of the unhappy victims at Cawnpore[2]. We were resolved rather to die than yield, and were fully persuaded that in twenty-four hours all would be over.

We women strove to encourage each other, and to perform the light duties which had been given to us, such as conveying orders to the batteries[3], and supplying the men with provisions, especially cups of coffee.

I had gone out to try to make myself useful, in company with Jessie Brown, the wife of a corporal in my husband's regiment. Poor Jessie had been in a state of restless excitement all through the siege, and had fallen away visibly within the last few days.

A constant fever consumed[4] her, and her mind wandered that day, when the thoughts of home seemed powerfully present to her. At last, overcome with fatigue[5], she lay down on the ground, wrapped up in her plaid[6]. I sat beside her, promising to awaken her when, as she said, her "father should return from the ploughing."

She fell into a profound slumber, her head resting in my lap. I myself could no longer resist the desire to sleep, in spite of the roar of the cannon. Suddenly I was aroused by a wild, unearthly scream close to my ear; my companion stood upright beside me, her arms raised, and her head bent forward in the attitude[7] of listening.

A look of intense delight broke over her countenance. She grasped my hand, drew me towards her, and exclaimed, "Dinna ye hear it? dinna ye hear it? Ay. I'm no dreaming: it's the slogan[8] o' the Highlanders! We're saved! we're saved!"

Then flinging herself on her knees, she thanked God with passionate[9] fervour[10].

My English ears heard only the roar of cannon, and I thought my poor Jessie was still raving[11]. But she darted to the batteries, and I heard her cry: "Courage! courage! Hark to the slogan—to the Macgregor, the grandest of them a'! Here's help at last."

A few moments more of this death-like suspense, and Jessie, who had again sunk on the ground, sprang to her feet, and cried in a voice that was heard along the whole line, "Will ye no believe it now? The slogan has ceased, indeed, but the Campbells are coming! D'ye hear? d'ye hear?"

At that moment all seemed indeed to hear the voice of God in the distance, when the pibroch[12] of the Highlanders brought us tidings of deliverance, for now there was no longer any doubt of the fact. That shrill, ceaseless sound, which rose above all other sounds, was indeed, the blast of the Scottish bagpipes, now shrill and harsh, then in softer tones, seeming to promise succour[13] to their friends in need.
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"THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING!"

Never, surely, was there such a scene as that which followed. Not a heart in the residency of Lucknow but bowed itself before God. All, by one impulse, fell upon their knees, and nothing was heard but bursting sobs and the murmured voice of prayer. Then all arose, and there rang out from a thousand lips a great shout of joy.

To our cheer of "God Save the Queen," they replied by the well-known strain that moves every Scot to tears, "Should auld acquaintance be forgot." After that nothing else made any impression on me. I scarcely remember what followed. Jessie was presented to the general on his entrance into the fort, while the pipers marched around playing once more the familiar air of "Auld Lang Syne."

—From a Letter by the Wife of an Officer



[1] Lucknow: A town besieged during the Indian Mutiny.

[2] Cawnpore: A city where all the people had been killed by the rebels.

[3] batteries: Groups of cannon.

[4] consumed: Exhausted.

[5] fatigue: Weariness.

[6] plaid: Shawl.

[7] attitude: Position; posture.

[8] slogan: War-cry; watchword.

[9] passionate: Vehement; full of emotion.

[10] fervour: Warmth; zeal; intensity of feeling.

[11] raving: Crying wildly.

[12] pibroch: A martial tune played on the bagpipes.

[13] succour: Help.


LESSON 28
WHERE THE PELICAN BUILDS

MARY HANNAY FOOTT was a Queensland writer of poetry.
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The horses were ready, the rails were down,

But the riders lingered still—

One had a parting word to say,

And one had his pipe to fill.

Then they mounted, one with a granted prayer,

And one with a grief unguessed.

"We are going," they said as they rode away,

"Where the pelican builds her nest!"

They had told us of pastures wide and green,

To be sought past the sunset's glow;

Of rifts[1] in the ranges by opal[2] lit;

And gold 'neath the river's flow.

And thirst and hunger were banished[3] words

When they spoke of that unknown West;

No drought they dreaded, no flood they feared,

Where the pelican builds her nest!

The creek at the ford was but fetlock[4] deep

When we watched them crossing there;

The rains have replenished[5] it thrice since then,

And thrice has the rock lain bare.

But the waters of hope have flowed and fled,

And never from blue hill's breast

Come back—by the sun and the sands devoured[6]—

Where the pelican builds her nest.

—MARY HANNAY FOOTT



[1] rifts: Openings; clefts.

[2] opal: A precious stone which appears to change in colour from green to blue, yellow, or red.

[3] banished: Driven away.

[4] fetlock: The part of a horse's leg just above the foot.

[5] replenished: Refilled.

[6] devoured: Eaten up; consumed.


LESSON 29
MERDHIN AND THE WOLVES
I
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In the days when the Danes ruled in England, and a Danish king sat on the English throne, the low, swampy region of the Fens[1] was one of the prettiest rural[2] districts in the country.

It was a fair and fertile region, but as it lay near the eastern coast of our island, it was very tempting to the robber Danes, who constantly crossed the North Sea in their "long-ships" to burn the towns, pillage the farm-houses, and lay waste the land. The people of the district went about in fear and trembling. Everywhere there were hardship and misery, scarcity and dread.

Merdhin, a Saxon farmer, lived in a half-cleared nook of this district with his wife Hildelitha and their children. Their life was hard, and often Hildelitha wondered how she was to find nourishing food for her little ones until the next harvest. She, her husband, and the servants could live on salted pork and hard cheese; but the children needed wheaten bread, if they were to grow up strong and healthy.

The barn doors stood wide open. A small heap of barley lay in one corner, and a few beans in another. No man dared to have full barns or cellars, lest his plenty should attract the dreaded Danes. The desire of every householder was to appear to have nothing in his house.

One winter night Merdhin and his wife had remained up till they believed every member of their household to be asleep. Then Hildelitha lighted the household lantern, Merdhin softly opened the door, and forth they went to a little stone-paved enclosure about two hundred yards from the family dwelling. Here Merdhin raised an oblong stone, and looked down into a hole below.

"All safe," he whispered. In the pit before him was a little heap of goodly wheat which looked ready for the hand-mill and the girdle-plate. Merdhin quickly ladled out a sufficient quantity for the night's cooking.

As he was about to replace the stone, a voice behind him said, "Not so fast, friend. Empty your hoard while you have the lid up."

Merdhin turned the light in the direction of the voice. Four faces, yellow in the dim gleam, appeared above the wall. All were smiling, but not in such a way as to bring answering smiles.

"Out with more of your good wheat," said one of the strangers. "The whole, and no less!" exclaimed another, leaping the wall.

Merdhin seized the man by the throat, but was speedily overpowered. Then the Danes—for such were the unwelcome visitors—pushed their way into the house, and compelled Hildelitha to make cakes for them until all the wheat was spent. A merry night they made of it, but it was an anxious night for the farmer and his family.

In the morning, the leader of the party caused Merdhin to be brought before him.

"I am Hagen the Dane," said he, "an officer of Cnut the king, who has sent me to prepare for the making of a great causeway[3] from Peterborough through these low grounds.

"Your children's children will have reason to bless the errand on which we come. Yet while the king is creating blessings for you, you have not common hospitality to spare for his servants. You would have offered the king's men nothing better than salt beef and herbs, while all the time you had a store of fine wheat for your greedy selves.

"I shall make an example of such inhospitality[4] as yours. Now, the wolves are a great hindrance to us. They beset us in our work, and compel us to keep together and to return long distances every night. This, then, shall be your punishment. You will go out, within this hour, against the wolves, and deliver to me, within six weeks from this day, six score of wolves' tongues."

"One thing more," continued the dreaded voice of the king's officer. "I shall hold your wife and children as hostages, and you will deliver weekly to me at Peterborough whatever wolves' tongues you have been able to collect. Fail to present yourself week by week, and woe will betide your wife and children."

As Hagen's men led out the horses that were to carry Merdhin's wife and children to Peterborough, Hildelitha besought her husband to fly.

"No," said Merdhin, "I will not fly. I will stay and do the Dane's bidding. I will give my whole mind to it. I shall see a Dane in every wolf, and then I shall not be long in getting my six score!" He kissed his weeping wife and children and strode away.



[1] fens: The low-lying marshy country around the Wash, on the east coast of England.

[2] rural: Of the country.

[3] causeway: A paved road.

[4] inhospitality: Lack of kindliness to strangers.


LESSON 30
MERDHIN AND THE WOLVES
II
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Merdhin made his way through the woods towards the sheepfolds of the neighbouring abbey[1], which were on a small island in the river, in order to be safe from the wolves. The river was now frozen, and the shepherds broke the ice morning and evening, so that the famished[2] beasts of prey might not cross over and attack the sheep. When the shepherds saw Merdhin approaching, they pushed a plank across the channel, and gave him a hearty welcome.

"Friends," said Merdhin, "give me no welcome. I am condemned by the Dane to collect wolves' tongues. Where are the wolves?"

"They came hither in troops last night," said a shepherd. "Better wait for them here, and in the meantime help us to make wolf-pits."

"Ay, that I will," replied Merdhin eagerly. "I will do the work of a dozen."

Tools were produced, and broad spaces were cut in the ice and covered over with osiers[3]. Between the sheep fold and the ice a deep pit was dug, and sharp stakes were fixed in it point upwards. In the midst of this pit tall poles were erected, each with a piece of flesh hanging from the top. The trap was concealed by means of osiers and rushes.

When night came on, Merdhin, with his weapon in readiness, stood on the watch, heedless of the cold. At last a faint, dull sound floated up on the night wind. "That was a wolf's bark," said Merdhin. "They are coming."

Louder and louder grew the sound, and Merdhin saw a dark mass issue from the wood and dash towards the river. Now they were on the ice and speeding towards the island, their tongues lolling out, and their white fangs gleaming in the moonlight. Ere long three wolves which had leaped the chasm[4], or scrambled out of it, lay dead beside him.

Again and again the wolves came trooping towards the islet, and at each onset Merdhin couched[5] his spear, and struck down with unerring thrusts the beasts that cleared the pit. When morning dawned, he descended into the pit and slew the animals that were in it. Then he sought the ice-holes, and fished up those which had been drowned. When the victims were carefully reckoned up, he saw to his joy that he had a score.

Merdhin knew that after this repulse[6] the wolves would not be likely to visit the islet for some time. "I must be off to the forest," he said. "They will not come to me to-night, but I shall go to them."

By midday he reached the heart of the forest, and there he began to make preparations for his night's work. As he did so he saw a wild sow, with her litter of young pigs, busy under the trees rooting out the beechnuts and acorns.

"Surely," said Mardhin to himself, "no one would begrudge me a little pig out of this litter of fifteen." Thus speaking, he cast his javelin, and struck down a plump young grunter.

Next minute he heard a terrific rushing through the thicket, and knew at once that a wild boar was about to attack him. Snatching up his spear, he awaited the onset of the fierce beast, and smote him on the neck. In a few minutes the animal lay dead before him. "So much the more bait for the wolves," said Merdhin to himself.
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"THE WOLVES CAME TROOPING TOWARDS THE ISLET."

Then he gathered sufficient wood to make a glowing fire, and broiled[7] some of the tender joints of his pig.

Ere his meal was well begun, a distant bark came on the wind. "Already!" thought he. "The wolves grudge me my supper. I must carry my feast up into a tree, and eat it on a safe perch."

He scattered the fire with his foot, and made haste to climb a tree. Presently he sat comfortably in the branches, forty feet from the ground, waiting for the enemy to appear. When the enemy appeared, however, it was in the shape, not of wolves, but of a man with a dog. The man gazed around, stirred the embers, examined the slain boar, cast a sharp glance into the neighbouring bushes, and then lifted his cowhorn to his lips and blew his loudest blast. A response came from a distance, and soon three or four keepers appeared from the thicket.

It was not long before the dog discovered Merdhin in his hiding-place, and the leader of the party ordered him to come down.

"Do you not know," said the keeper sternly, "that you are in a royal forest, and that you have helped yourself to a king's pig and slain a king's boar?"

Then Merdhin knew that he had committed a grave crime, in slaying the king's game in the royal forest; so he refused to come down.

The keepers presently began to climb the tree, in order to secure their prisoner. Meanwhile Merdhin quietly climbed a little higher, and then crept along a branch to a point where the stout limb of a neighbouring oak extended itself within his grasp. Upon this he sprang, the oak yielding so little to his spring and weight that it gave no alarm to his foes; and Merdhin dropped down into the thicket, leaped out into a glade on the other side, and fled a considerable distance before the keepers perceived that he had eluded[8] them.



[1] abbey: Monastery or convent.

[2] famished: Very hungry.

[3] osier: A kind of willow.

[4] chasm: Gap; wide opening.

[5] couched: Fixed in readiness.

[6] repulse: Defeat; setback.

[7] broiled: Cooked over an open fire.

[8] eluded: Avoided, baffled, escaped.


LESSON 31
MERDHIN AND THE WOLVES
III
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Cautiously Merdhin pursued his way until he came to the farm of a friend and fellow-freeman Willebrod, to whom he told the whole pitiful story. Willebrod was perplexed[1] at his friend's sad plight. He knew that Merdhin would be outlawed, if he did not yield himself for the crime he had committed; and he clearly saw that if he did yield himself, he would be prevented from collecting his tale[2] of wolves' tongues. He therefore persuaded Merdhin to remain in hiding, while he proceeded to Peter-borough to intercede with Hagen. On the fifth day he returned.

"Strengthen your heart, my friend," he said, "to hear sad news. Two days since, a Danish long-ship set sail from the Nen, and your children were put on board as slaves."

Merdhin bounded from his seat, and cried, "My wife Hildelitha, where is she?"

"She disappeared last night," said Willebrod. "Whether she attempted to follow her children, or set off to discover you, I cannot say; I only know that she is gone."

Merdhin rushed from the room, flung himself upon a horse, and galloped off towards the woods. Next day the horse returned alone, and from that time all trace of Merdhin was lost.

Meanwhile, poor Hildelitha, half mad with anxiety and grief, wandered hither and thither, seeking her husband, and bewailing the loss of her children. From farmhouse to farmhouse she passed, receiving the charity of those who had known her in happier days, until she came to the abbey of Ely, where the monks gave her shelter.
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A DANISH "LONG-SHIP."

One beautiful evening in the early spring, a procession of boats sailed up the river Ouse. The first boat carried a flag with a huge raven embroidered on it, and this was a sign to all men that Cnut the king was on board. As the boats glided along, the soft twilight settled down, and the voices of the monks at evening prayer floated over the waters.

The king listened eagerly to the beautiful strains, and his heart was full. When the voices died away, he burst into a song which he composed on the spur of the moment. The first verse ran thus:—

"Merrily sang the monks of Ely

When Cnut the king was passing by;

' Row to the land, knights,' said the king,

'And let us hear these churchmen sing.'"

Cnut signed to his men to make for the abbey steps, and as they did so, a dreadful cry of anguish broke again and again on the silent air. "Help, help, King Cnut! Help, help!" the voice cried.

The king heard the cry, and was grieved to think that any one should be in sore distress while his heart was so joyful within him. He had never turned a deaf ear to an appeal for assistance, and he would not do so now.

When the boat arrived at the abbey, Cnut asked the monks who it was that had called upon him for help.

"Sire," they said, "it was a poor, distracted[3] woman, the wife of a freeman who has been greatly wronged. Grief has well-nigh turned her brain."

When the king had supped, he sent for Hildelitha, and heard her sad story. On her knees she begged the king to spare her husband and restore her children.

"Fear not," said Cnut; "right shall be done."

Then he ordered Hagen to appear before him, and thus addressed him: "Foully have you wronged Merdhin in plundering his farm, and setting him such a punishment. Bring back his children and place them in their mother's arms."

"But, sire," said the abashed[4] officer, "the vessel has sailed."

"Then let another vessel sail after it and return with the children. Now bring Merdhin thither."

"Sire," said Hagen, "he has fled no one knows where, to escape the penalty of hunting in your royal forest."

"You will find him in hiding amidst the outlaws in the forest of Crowland. Take what force is necessary, and bring him safely hither. It is my pleasure also to find you some commission[5] in Denmark when this business is settled. I have sent home the greater part of my followers; and none shall remain who do not respect the rights of the people of this island. Now, begone! and do my bidding."

Three days later, Merdhin stood before the king, and received his pardon and forgiveness. Many weeks elapsed[6], however, before the children were restored to their parents' arms.

Then happiness reigned again in their homestead, and the peace of the district was kept by the king's strong rule. When the long winter evenings came, Hildelitha sang to her children the ballads which the king had made; and Merdhin was never tired of praising the wisdom, the justice, and the goodness of Cnut the Dane.

—HARRIET MARTINEAU

Adapted from "Forest and Game-Law Tales'"



[1] perplexed: Puzzled; uncertain how to act.

[2] tale: Tally, reckoning.

[3] distracted: Crazy; frantic.

[4] abashed: Ashamed; confused.

[5] commission: Appointment; office.

[6] elapsed: Passed.


LESSON 32
A DUTCH PICTURE
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Simon Danz has come home again

From cruising about with his buccaneers;

He has singed the beard of the King of Spain

And carried away the Dean of Jaen[1]

And sold him in Algiers[2].

In his house by the Maese[3], with its roof of tiles,

And weathercocks flying aloft in air,

There are silver tankards[4] of antique[5] styles,

Plunder of convent and castle, and piles

Of carpets rich and rare.

In his tulip-garden there by the town,

Overlooking the sluggish stream,

With his Moorish cap and dressing-gown

The old sea-captain, hale[6] and brown,

Walks in a waking dream.
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"THE OLD SEA CAPTAIN, HALE AND BROWN, WALKS IN A WAKING DREAM"

A smile in his grey mustachio lurks

Whenever he thinks of the King of Spain;

And the listed[7] tulips look like Turks,

And the silent gardener as he works

Is changed to the Dean of Jaen.

The windmills on the outermost

Verge of the landscape in the haze,

To him are towers on the Spanish coast,

With whiskered sentinels at their post,

Though this is the river Maese.

But when the winter rains begin,

He sits and smokes by the blazing brands[8],

And old seafaring men come in,

Goat-bearded, grey, and with double chin,

And rings upon their hands.

They sit there in the shadow and shine

Of the flickering fire of the winter night;

Figures in colour and design

Like those by Rembrandt[9] of the Rhine,

Half darkness and half light.

Restless at times, with heavy strides

He paces his parlour to and fro;

He is like a ship that at anchor rides

And swings with the rising and falling tides

And tugs at her anchor-tow.

Voices mysterious far and near,

Sound of the wind and sound of the sea,

Are calling and whispering in his ear,

"Simon Danz! Why stayest thou here?

Come forth and follow me!"

So he thinks he shall take to the sea again

For one more cruise with his buccaneers,

To singe the beard of the King of Spain,

And capture another Dean of Jaen

And sell him in Algiers.

—HENRY LONGFELLOW



[1] Jaen: A town in southern Spain.

[2] Algiers: A town in northern Africa.

[3] Maese: River in Holland.

[4] tankards: Large drinking-pots.

[5] antique: Old.

[6] hale: Full of life, in good health.

[7] listed: Marked with the names of each variety.

[8] brands: Pieces of burning wood.

[9] Rembrandt: A famous painter.


LESSON 33
THE DIVER AND THE TURTLE
I

[image: alt]

"Now," said Johnson, the diver, "I think I'll give you a little yarn about a tussle I had with a turtle in the Sulu[1] waters. I fancy there isn't much that grows but you'll find it somewhere in Borneo; and the water there is just as full of life as the land."

"Sharks?" I queried.

"Oh, worse than sharks!" replied Johnson. "There's a big squid that will squirt the water black as ink; and just then, perhaps, something comes along and grabs you when you can't defend yourself. And there's the devil fish, own cousin to the squid, and the meanest enemy you'd want to run across anywhere. And there's a tremendous giant of a shell-fish—a kind of scalloped[2] clam, that lies with its huge shells wide open, but half-hidden in the long weeds and sea-mosses. If you put your foot into that trap, snap! it closes on you, and you're fast. That clam is a good deal stronger than you are; and if you have not a hatchet or something to smash the shell with, you are likely to stay there. Of course, your partner in the boat up aloft would soon know something was wrong when he could not haul you up. Then he would go down after you, and chop you loose perhaps."

"You can hardly blame the clam," said I. "It must be rather a shock to its nerves when it feels a big foot thrust down right upon its stomach!"

"No," assented Johnson; "you can't blame the clam. But, besides the clam, there is a big turtle that is a most officious[3] creature, with a beak that will almost cut railroad iron. It is for ever poking that beak into whatever it thinks it doesn't know all about; and you cannot scare it as you can a shark. You must kill it before it will acknowledge itself beaten. And then, as you say, there are the sharks—all kinds, big and little, for ever hungry, but not half as courageous as people think."

"I suppose," I interrupted, "you always carried a weapon of some sort."

"Well, rather!" said Johnson. "For my own part I took a great fancy to the ironwood stakes that the natives always use, so I made myself a stake with a steel top. More than one big shark have I settled with that hand-spike of mine; and once I found, to my great advantage, that it was just the thing with which to break up a shell."

"Ha, ha!" laughed Best, who had been listening rather inattentively hitherto[4]. "So you put your foot in it, did you?"

"Yes, I did," said Johnson. "And that is just what I am going to tell you about. I was working that season with a good partner, a likely young fellow hailing from Auckland. He attended to the line and the pump to my complete satisfaction. I've never had a better tender. His name was Larry Scott.

One morning, as I was poking about among the seaweed and stuff, I came across a fine-looking bunch of pearl-shells. I made a grab at them, but they were firmly rooted and refused to come away. I laid down my hand-spike, took hold of the cluster with both hands, and shifted my foothold so as to get a good chance to pull.

Up came the bunch of shells at the first wrench, much more readily than I had expected. To recover myself I took a step backward; down went my foot into a crevice[5], "slumped" into something soft, and snap! my leg was fast in a grip that almost made me yell there in the little prison of my helmet.

Well, as you may imagine, just as soon as I recovered from the start this gave me, I reached out for my hand-spike to knock that clam-shell into atoms. But a cold shiver went over me as I found I could not reach the weapon! As I laid it down, it had slipped a little to one side; and there it rested about a foot out of my reach, reclining on one of those twisted coach-shells such as the farmers use for dinner-horns.

How I jerked on my leg trying to pull it out of the trap! That, however, only hurt the leg. All the satisfaction I could get was in the thought that my foot, with its big twenty-pound rubber-and-lead boot, must be making the clam's internal affairs rather uncomfortable. After I had tired myself out, stretching and tugging on my leg, and struggling to reach the hand-spike, I paused to recover my wind and consider the situation.



[1] Sulu: An island off the coast of Borneo.

[2] scalloped: Edged with a series of round projections.

[3] officious: Fussy, self-important.

[4] hitherto: Up to now.

[5] crevice: crack.


LESSON 34
THE DIVER AND THE TURTLE
II
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The water was not very deep where I was working, and there was any amount of light. You have no conception[1], until you have been there yourself, what a queer world it is down where the pearl-oyster grows. The sea weeds were all sorts of colours—or rather, I should say, they were all sorts of reds and yellows and greens. The rest of the colours of the rainbow you might find in the shells which lay around underfoot or went crawling among the weeds; and away overhead darted and flashed the queerest-looking fish, like birds in a yellow sky. There were lots of big anemones[2] too, waving, stretching, and curling their many-coloured tentacles[3].

I saw everything with extraordinary vividness about that time, but I wasn't thinking much just then about the beauties of nature. I was trying to think of some way of getting assistance from Larry. At length I concluded I had better give him the signal to haul me up. Finding that I was stuck, he would, I reasoned, hoist the anchor and pull the boat right above the place of my captivity. Then he could easily send me down a hatchet wherewith to chop my way to freedom.

Just as I had come to this resolve, a black shadow passed over my head, and I looked up quickly. It was a big turtle. I didn't like this, I can tell you; but I kept perfectly still, hoping the new-comer would not notice me.

He paddled along very slowly, with his queer little head stuck far out, and presently he noticed my air-tube. My blood fairly turned to ice in my veins as I saw him paddle up and take hold of it in a gingerly fashion with his beak. Luckily, he didn't seem to think it would be good to eat; but I knew that if he should bite it I would be a dead man in about a minute, drowned inside my helmet like a rat in a hole. It is in an emergency like this that a man learns what real terror is.

In my desperation I stooped down and tore with both hands at the shells and weeds for something I might hurl at the turtle, thinking thus perhaps to distract his attention from my air-tube. But what do you suppose happened? Why, I succeeded in pulling up a great lump of shells and stones all bedded together. The mass was fully two feet long. My heart gave a leap of exultation[4], for I knew at once just what to do with the instrument thus providentially[5] placed in my hands. Instead of trying to hurl it at the turtle, I reached out with it, and managed to scrape that precious hand-spike within grasp. As I gathered it once more into my grip, I straightened up and was a man again.

Just at this moment the turtle decided to take a hand. I had given the signal to be hauled up at the very moment when I took hold of that lump of stones, and now I could feel Larry tugging energetically on the rope. The turtle finished with the tube, and, paddling down to see what was making such a commotion in the water, he tackled me at once.

[image: img129]

THE DIVER, THE CLAM, AND THE TURTLE

As it happened, however, he took hold of the big copper nut on the top of the head-piece; and that was too tough a morsel even for his beak, so that all he could do was to shake me a bit. With him at my head, and the clam on my leg, and Larry jerking on my waistband, you may imagine I was not happy. However, I began jabbing my hand-spike into the unprotected parts of the turtle's body, feeling for some vital spot. In a moment the water was red with blood; but that made no difference to me, and for a while it didn't seem to make much difference to the turtle either. All I could do was to keep on jabbing as close to the neck as I could, and between the front flippers. And the turtle kept on chewing at the copper joint.

I believe it was the clam that helped me most effectually in that struggle. You see, that grip on my leg kept me as steady as a rock. If it hadn't been for that, the turtle would have had me off my feet in no time, and would probably have soon got the better of me. As it was, after a few moments of this desperate stabbing with the hand-spike I managed to kill my assailant; and even in death that iron beak of his maintained its hold on the copper nut of my helmet. Having no means of cutting the brute's head off, I turned my attention to the big clam, and with the steel point of my hand-spike I soon released my foot.

Then Larry hauled me up. He told me afterwards he was never in all his life so startled as when that great turtle came to the surface hanging on to the top of my helmet. The creature was so heavy that Larry could not haul us both into the boat; so he slashed the head off with a hatchet, and then lifted me aboard. Beyond a blue-and-black leg, I was not much the worse for that adventure; but I was so used up with the excitement of it all that I wouldn't go down for any more pearls that day."
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[1] conception: Idea, understanding.

[2] anemones: Sea plants.

[3] tentacles: Long waving arms.

[4] exultation: Great joy.

[5] providentially: Given by God; fortunately.


LESSON 35
THE SHELTERING ROCK
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From the mountain-pass the widow's dwelling was ten miles off, and no human habitation[1] was nearer than her own. She had undertaken a long journey, carrying with her her only child, a boy two years old.

The morning when the widow left her home gave promise of a lovely day. But before noon a sudden change took place in the weather. Northward, the sky became black and lowering. Masses of clouds rested upon the hills. Sudden gusts of wind began to whistle among the rocks, and to ruffle, with black squalls[2], the surface of the lake.

The wind was followed by rain, and the rain by sleet, and the sleet by a heavy fall of snow. It was the month of May—for that storm is yet remembered as "the great May storm." The wildest day of winter never beheld flakes of snow falling heavier or faster, or whirling with more fury through the mountain-pass, filling every hollow and whitening every rock!

Weary, and wet, and cold, the widow reached that pass with her child. She knew that, a mile beyond it, there was a mountain hut which could give shelter; but the moment she attempted to face the storm of snow which was rushing through the gorge[3], all hope of proceeding in that direction failed. To turn home was equally impossible. She must find shelter. The wild cat's or the fox's den would be welcome.

After wandering for some time among the huge fragments of granite which skirted the base of the over-hanging precipices, she at last found a sheltered nook. She crouched beneath a projecting rock, and pressed her child to her trembling bosom.

The storm continued to rage. The snow was accumulating[4] overhead. Hour after hour passed. It became bitterly cold. The evening approached. The widow's heart was sick with fear and anxiety. Her child—her only child—was all she thought of. She wrapped him in her shawl. But the poor thing had been scantily clad, and the shawl was thin and worn.
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"SHE PUT HER CHILD INTO A DEEP CREVICE OF THE ROCK."

The widow was poor, and her clothing could hardly defend her from the piercing cold of such a night as that. But, whatever might become of herself, her child must be preserved. The snow, in whirling eddies[5], entered the recess[6], which afforded them at best but miserable shelter.

The night came on. The wretched mother then stripped off almost all her own clothing and wrapped it round her child, whom at last, in despair, she put into a deep crevice of the rock, among some heather[7] and fern.

And now she resolved, at all hazards, to brave the storm, and return home in order to get assistance for her babe, or perish in the attempt. Clasping her infant to her heart, and covering his face with tears and kisses, she laid him softly down in sleep, and rushed into the snowy drift[8]. That night of storm was succeeded by a peaceful morning. The sun shone from a clear blue sky, and wreaths of mist hung along the tops of the mountains, while a thousand waterfalls poured down their sides.

Dark figures, made visible at a distance by the white ground, may now be seen with long poles, examining every hollow near the mountain-pass. They are people from the village, who are searching for the widow and her son.

They have reached the pass. A cry is uttered by one of the shepherds, as he sees a bit of a tartan[9] cloak among the snow. They have found the widow—dead! her arms stretched forth, as if imploring assistance! Before noon, they discovered her child by his cries. He was safe in the crevice of the rock. The story of that woman's affection for her child was soon read in language which all understood.

Many a tear was shed, many a sigh of affection was uttered from sorrowing hearts, when, on that evening, the aged pastor gathered the villagers into the deserted house of mourning, and, by prayer and fatherly exhortation[10], sought to improve for their souls' good an event so sorrowful.

More than half a century later, the son of that clergy-man was one day preaching to a congregation of High-landers in one of our great cities. In the course of his sermon he told the above story of the widow and her son, and he asked, "If that child is now alive, what would you think of his heart if he did not cherish an affection for his mother's memory?"

During the following week he was called to visit a dying soldier. The sick man grasped the minister's hand and said, "You do not know me, I dare say; but I know you well. After being a wanderer in many lands, I came to this town a few weeks ago in bad health. Last Sunday I went to your church, and heard you tell the story of the widow and her son."

Here his voice faltered; but recovering himself, he cried, "I am that son!" and burst into tears.

"Yes," he continued, "I am that son! Never, never did I forget my mother's love. Well might you ask: What a heart should mine have been if she had been forgotten by me? Very dear to me is her memory; and my only desire is, to lay my bones beside hers in the old churchyard among the hills."

The wish, thus fervently expressed, was not forgotten when, a few days later, the old soldier died.



[1] habitation: Dwelling-place.

[2] squalls: Violent gusts of wind and rain.

[3] gorge: Narrow passage between hills.

[4] accumulating: Piling up.

[5] eddies: Whirling currents.

[6] recess: Corner; nook.

[7] heather: A small bush that grows in Scotland.

[8] drift: Loose snow.

[9] tartan: Cloth woven in colours in a checkered pattern.

[10] exhortation: Address; talk.


LESSON 36
TODAY AND TOMORROW
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If Fortune, with a smiling face,

Strew[1] roses on our way,

When shall we stoop to pick them up!——

Today, my friend, today.

But should she frown with face of care,

And talk of coming sorrow,

When shall we grieve, if grieve we must?——

Tomorrow, friend, tomorrow.

If those who have wronged us own their fault,

And kindly pity pray,

When shall we listen and forgive?——

Today, my friend, today.

But if stern justice urge rebuke[2],

And warmth from memory borrow,

When shall we chide[3], if chide we dare?——

Tomorrow, friend, tomorrow.

If those to whom we owe a debt

Are harmed unless we pay,

When shall we struggle to be just?——

Today, my friend, today.

But if our debtor fail our hope,

And plead his ruin thorough,

When shall we weigh his breach[4] of faith?——

Tomorrow, friend, tomorrow.

For virtuous acts and harmless joys

The minutes will not stay;

We have always time to welcome them

Today, my friend, today.

But care, resentment[5], angry words,

And unavailing[6] sorrow,

Come far too soon, if they appear

Tomorrow, friend, tomorrow.

—CHARLES MACKAY



[1] strew: Scatter; spread.

[2] rebuke: Reprimand; reproof.

[3] chide: Scold.

[4] breach: Act of breaking.

[5] resentment: Anger.

[6] unavailing: Useless.


LESSON 37
THE SECOND VOYAGE OF SINBAD THE SAILOR
I
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I had resolved, as you know, on my return from my first voyage, to spend the rest of my days quietly in Bagdad, but very soon I grew tired of such an idle life and longed once more to find myself upon the sea.

I procured[1], therefore, such goods as were suitable for the places I intended to visit, and embarked[2] for the second time in a good ship with other merchants whom I knew to be honourable men. We went from island to island, often making excellent bargains, until one day we landed at a spot which, though covered with fruit trees and abounding in[3] springs of excellent water, appeared to possess neither houses nor people. While my companions wandered here and there gathering flowers and fruit, I sat down in a shady place, and, having heartily enjoyed the provisions and the wine I had brought with me, I fell asleep, lulled[4] by the murmur of a clear brook which flowed close by.

How long I slept I know not, but when I opened my eyes and started to my feet I perceived[5] with horror that I was alone and that the ship was gone. I rushed to and fro like one distracted, uttering cries of despair, and when from the shore I saw the vessel under full sail just disappearing upon the horizon, I wished bitterly enough that I had been content to stay at home in safety. But since wishes could do me no good, I presently took courage and looked about me for a means of escape. When I had climbed a tall tree, I first of all directed my anxious glances towards the sea; but, finding nothing hopeful there, I turned landward, and my curiosity was excited by a huge dazzling white object, so far off that I could not make out what it might be.

Descending from the tree, I hastily collected what remained of my provisions and set off as fast as I could go towards it. As I drew near, it seemed to me to be a white ball of immense size and height, and when I could touch it, I found it marvellously smooth and soft. As it was impossible to climb it—for it presented no foothold— I walked round about it seeking some opening, but there was none. I counted, however, that it was at least fifty paces round. By this time the sun was near setting, but quite suddenly it fell dark, something like a huge black cloud came swiftly over me, and I saw with amazement that it was a bird of extraordinary size which was hovering near. Then I remembered that I had often heard the sailors speak of a wonderful bird called a roc, and it occurred to me that the white object which had so puzzled me must be its egg.

Sure enough the bird settled slowly down upon it, covering it with its wings to keep it warm, and I cowered close beside the egg in such a position that one of the bird's feet, which was as large as the trunk of a tree, was just in front of me. Taking off my turban[6], I bound myself securely to it with the linen, in the hope that the roc, when it took flight next morning, would bear me away with it from the desolate[7] island. And this was precisely[8] what did happen. As soon as the dawn appeared the bird rose into the air, carrying me up and up till I could no longer see the earth, and then suddenly it descended so swiftly that I almost lost consciousness[9].

When I became aware that the roc had settled and that I was once again upon solid ground, I hastily unbound my turban from its foot and freed myself, and that not a moment too soon; for the bird, pouncing upon a huge snake, killed it with a few blows from its powerful beak, and seizing it up rose into the air once more and soon disappeared from my view.



[1] procured: Obtained.

[2] embarked: Went on board ship.

[3] abounding in: Full of.

[4] lulled: Soothed.

[5] perceived: Observed; became aware.

[6] turban: Piece of cloth wound around the head.

[7] desolate: Lon ely; deserted.

[8] precisely: Exactly.

[9] consciousness: State of being awake; power to feel and know.


LESSON 38
THE SECOND VOYAGE OF SINBAD THE SAILOR
II
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When I had looked about me I began to doubt if I had gained anything by quitting[1] the desolate island. The valley in which I found myself was deep and narrow, and surrounded by mountains which towered into the clouds and were so steep and rocky that there was no way of climbing up their sides.

As I wandered about, seeking anxiously for some means of escaping from this trap, I observed that the ground was strewn with diamonds, some of them of an astonishing size. This sight gave me great pleasure, but my delight was speedily damped when I saw also numbers of horrible snakes so long and so large that the smallest of them could have swallowed an elephant with ease. Fortunately for me they seemed to hide in caverns of the rocks by day, and only came out by night, probably because of their enemy the roc.

All day long I wandered up and down the valley, and when it grew dusk I crept into a little cave, and having blocked up the entrance to it with a stone, I ate part of my little store of food and lay down to sleep; but all through the night the serpents crawled to and fro, hissing horribly, so that I could scarcely close my eyes for terror.

I was thankful when the morning light appeared, and when I judged by the silence that the serpents had retreated to their dens I came tremblingly out of my cave and wandered up and down the valley once more, kicking the diamonds out of my path, for I felt that they were indeed vain things to a man in my situation. At last, overcome with weariness, I sat down upon a rock, but I had hardly closed my eyes when I was startled by some thing which fell to the ground with a thud close beside me.

It was a huge piece of fresh meat, and as I stared at it several more pieces rolled over the cliffs in different places. I had always thought that the stories the sailors told of the famous valley of diamonds, and of the cunning way which some merchants had devised[2] for getting at the precious stones, were mere travellers' tales invented to give pleasure to the hearers, but now I perceived that they were surely true.

These merchants came to the valley at the time when the eagles, which keep their eyries[3] in the rocks, had hatched their young. The merchants then threw great lumps of meat into the valley. These, falling with so much force upon the diamonds, were sure to take up some of the precious stones with them, when the eagles pounced upon the meat and carried it off to their nests to feed their hungry broods. Then the merchants, scaring away the parent birds with shouts and outcries, would secure their treasures.

Until this moment I had looked upon the valley as my grave, for I had seen no possibility of getting out of it alive, but now I took courage and began to devise a means of escape. I began by picking up all the largest diamonds I could find and storing them carefully in the leathern wallet which had held my provisions; this I tied securely to my belt. I then chose the piece of meat which seemed most suited to my purpose, and with the aid of my turban bound it firmly to my back; this done, I lay down upon my face and awaited the coming of the eagles.

I soon heard the flapping of their mighty wings above me, and had the satisfaction of feeling one of them seize upon my piece of meat, and me with it, and rise slowly towards his nest, into which he presently dropped me.
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THE EAGLE SEIZES THE PIECE OF MEAT AND SINBAD WITH IT

Luckily for me the merchants were on the watch, and setting up their usual outcries they rushed to the nest, scaring away the eagle. Their amazement was great when they discovered me, and also their disappointment, and with one accord they fell to abusing me for having robbed them of their usual profit. Addressing myself to the one who seemed most aggrieved, I said,

"I am sure, if you knew all that I have suffered, you would show more kindness towards me, and as for diamonds, I have here enough of the very best for you and me and all your company."

So saying, I showed them to him. The others all crowded round me, wondering at my adventures and admiring the device by which I had escaped from the valley, and when they had led me to their camp and examined my diamonds, they assured me that in all the years that they had carried on their trade they had seen no stones to be compared with them for size and beauty.

—From "The Arabian Nights"



[1] quitting: Leaving.

[2] devised: Planned, thought out.

[3] eyries: Nests.


LESSON 39
BARBARA FRIETCHIE
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Up from the meadows rich with corn,

Clear in the cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand

Green-walled by the hills of Maryland[1].

Round about them orchards sweep,

Apple and peach tree fruited deep,

Fair as a garden of the Lord

To the eyes of the famished[2] rebel horde[3].

On that pleasant morn of the early fall[4]

When Lee[5] marched over the mountain wall——

Over the mountains winding down,

Horse and foot into Frederick town——

Forty flags with their silver stars,

Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind; the sun

Of noon looked down, and saw not one.

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,

Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;

Bravest of all in Frederick town,

She took up the flag the men hauled down;

In her attic window the staff she set,

To show that one heart was loyal yet.

Up the street came the rebel tread,

Stonewall Jackson[6] riding ahead.

Under his slouched hat, left and right

He glanced: the old flag met his sight.

"Halt!"——the dust-brown ranks stood fast;

"Fire!"——out blazed the rifle-blast.

It shivered the window, pane and sash;

It rent the banner with seam and gash.

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff

Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf;

She leaned far out on the window-sill,

And shook it forth with a royal will.

"Shoot, if you must, this old gray head.

But spare your country's flag," she said.

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,

Over the face of the leader came;

The nobler nature within him stirred

To life at that woman's deed and word:

"Who touches a hair of yon gray head

Dies like a dog! March on!" he said.

All day long through Frederick street

Sounded the tread of marching feet;

All day long that free flag tost

Over the heads of the rebel host.

Ever its torn folds rose and fell

On the loyal winds that loved it well;

And through the hill-gaps sunset light

Shone over it with a warm good-night.

Barbara Frietchie's work is o'er,

And the rebel rides on his raids no more.

Honour to her! and let a tear

Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall's bier.

Over Barbara Frietchie's grave,

Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!

Peace and order and beauty draw

Round thy symbol[7] of light and law;

And ever the stars above look down

On thy stars below in Frederick town.

—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER



[1] Maryland: A South Atlantic state of the United States of America.

[2] famished: Hungry and worn out.

[3] horde: Large crowd.

[4] early fall: Autumn, so called from the fall of the leaves.

[5] Lee: A general in the army of the southern states during the Civil War.

[6] Stonewall Jackson: Another general in the southern army.

[7] symbol: Sign, emblem.


LESSON 40
THE SAGACIOUS CADI
I
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In a district of Algeria[1] there lived a sheik[2] called Bou-Akas, who held despotic[3] sway over twelve tribes. In each tribe he placed a cadi[4] of the highest repute for integrity[5] and wisdom to do justice among the people.

When he first took the reins of government, the country was infested with robbers; but he soon found means to extirpate[6] them. It became a saying among the Arabs[7], that a child might traverse[8] the country of Bou-Akas with a golden crown on his head, and not a hand be stretched out to take it.

Having heard that the cadi of one of his twelve tribes did justice in a manner worthy of Solomon, Bou-Akas determined to judge for himself regarding the truth of the report. Accordingly, dressed as a private person, without arms or attendants, he mounted a docile[9] Arabian steed, and rode to the town of the cadi.

Just as he was entering the gate, a cripple, seizing the border of his garment, asked him for alms in the name of the Prophet. Bou-Akas gave him money; but the cripple still retained his hold. "What dost thou want?" asked the sheik; "I have already given thee alms. What more can I do for thee?"

"Thou canst save me—poor, crawling creature that I am!—from being trodden under the feet of men, horses, mules, and camels, a fate that would certainly befall me in passing through the crowded square, in which a fair is now going on."

"And how can I save thee?"

"By taking me behind thee, and setting me down safely in the market-place, where I have business."

"Be it so," replied the sheik. And stooping down, he, with a good deal of difficulty, lifted the cripple up behind him. At length they reached the market-place.

"Is this where thou wishest to stop?" asked the sheik.

"Yes."

"Then get down."

"Get down thyself."

"For what?"

"To leave me the horse."

"To leave thee my horse! What dost thou mean by that?"

"I mean," said the cripple, "that the horse belongs to me. Knowest thou not that we are now in the town of the just cadi? If we bring the case before him, he will certainly decide in my favour."

"Why should he do so, when the animal belongs to me?"

"Dost thou not think that, when he sees thee so able to walk with thy strong, straight limbs, and me with my weak legs and distorted[10] feet, he will decree that the horse shall belong to the man who has most need of it?"

"Should he do so, he would not be the just cadi," said the sheik.

"Oh! as to that," replied the cripple, laughing, "although he is just, he is not infallible[11]."

"So!" thought the sheik to himself. "Here is a capital opportunity of judging the judge." And then he said aloud, "I am content. We will go before the cadi."

On arriving at the tribunal[12], where the judge was administering justice in the Eastern manner, they found there were two trials which came on before theirs.

The first was between a philosopher[13] and a peasant.

The peasant had carried off the philosopher's wife, and now asserted that she was his own, in the face of the philosopher, who demanded her back. What was very strange, the woman remained silent, and would not declare for either. This rendered a decision extremely difficult. The judge heard both sides, reflected for a moment, and then said, "Leave the woman here, and return tomorrow." The philosopher and the peasant having bowed and retired, a butcher and an oil-seller came forward, the latter covered with oil, and the former sprinkled with blood.
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THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE PEASANT BEFORE THE CADI

The butcher spoke first. "I bought some oil," said he, "from this man, and pulled out my purse to pay him. The sight of the money tempted him, and he seized me by the wrist to force it from me. I cried out, but he would not let me go. I have held the money in my hand, and he has continued to grasp my wrist, till we are here before thee. This is true—I swear it by the Prophet."

The oil-seller then answered. "This man," said he, "came to my shop to purchase oil. When his bottle was filled he asked me to give him change for a piece of gold. I drew from my pocket a handful of money and laid it on a bench. He immediately seized it, and was walking off with my money and my oil, when I caught him by the wrist and cried out, "Robber!" In spite of my cries, however, he would not give up the money; and I have brought him before thee. This is true—I swear it by Mohammed[14]."

The cadi made each of them repeat his story; but neither varied one jot from the previours statement. The cadi reflected for a moment, and then said, "Leave the money with me, and return tomorrow." The butcher laid the money down, as he was commanded. He and his opponent then bowed and departed.

It was now the turn of Bou-Akas and the cripple. "My lord cadi," said the sheik, "I came hither from a distant country, with the intention of purchasing goods. At the gate of the city I met this cripple, who first asked for alms[15], and then prayed that I would take him up behind me, so that he might not be trodden down in the street. I consented; but when we reached the market-place, he refused to dismount, asserting that the horse belonged to him, and that thou wouldst surely adjudge it to him, since he needed it most. This, my lord cadi, is precisely the state of the case—I swear it by Mohammed."

"My lord," said the cripple, "as I was coming on business to the market, riding this horse, which belongs to me, I saw this man by the road-side, apparently half-dead from fatigue. I kindly offered to let him ride behind me as far as the market-place, which offer he eagerly accepted. But what was my astonishment when, on our arrival, he refused to get down, and said that my horse was his! I immediately required him to appear before thee. This is the true state of the case—I swear by Mohammed."

The cadi made each repeat his statement, and then, having reflected a moment, he said, "Leave the horse here, and return tomorrow." The sheik and the cripple then withdrew from the court.



[1] Algeria: A country in the north of Africa.

[2] sheik: Ruler.

[3] despotic: Absolute.

[4] cadi: Judge.

[5] integrity: Honesty.

[6] extirpate: Free, get rid of.

[7] Arabs: Arab thoroughbred horses.

[8] traverse: Cross, travel through.

[9] docile: Gentle.

[10] distorted: Twisted.

[11] infallible: Unable to make a mistake.

[12] tribunal: The seat of a judge.

[13] philosopher: Wise man; soothsayer.

[14] Mohammed: The leader of the Moslem faith.

[15] alms: Gifts to the poor.


LESSON 41
THE SAGACIOUS CADI
II
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The next day a large number of persons assembled to hear the cadi's decisions. The philosopher and the peasant were called first.

"Take away thy wife," said the cadi to the philosopher, "and keep her, I advise thee, in proper subjection[1]."

Then turning toward an officer, he added, pointing to the peasant, "Give this man fifty blows." The command was instantly obeyed, and the philosopher carried off his wife.

Next came forward the oil-merchant and the butcher. "Here," said the cadi to the butcher, "here is thy money. It is truly thine, and not his." Then pointing to the oil-merchant, he said to an officer, "Give this man fifty blows." The punishment was inflicted, and the butcher went off in triumph with his money.

Bou-Akas and the cripple now presented themselves. "Shouldst thou recognize thy horse among twenty others?" said the cadi to the sheik.

"Yes, my lord."

"And thou?" to the cripple.

"Certainly, my lord."

"Follow me," said the cadi to the sheik.

They entered a large stable, and Bou-Akas pointed out his horse. "It is well," said the judge. "Return now to the tribunal, and send thine adversary hither."

The disguised sheik obeyed. The cripple hastened to the stable as fast as his distorted limbs could carry him. Having a quick eye and a good memory, he without hesitation placed his hand on the right animal. "It is well," said the cadi; "return to the tribunal."

When the cadi arrived there he took his place on the judgment seat, and waited till the cripple entered. He then said to Bou-Akas,

"The horse is thine; go to the stable and take him."

Then turning to the officer, "Give this cripple fifty blows," said he. The blows were given. The sheik went to take his horse.

When the cadi returned to his house, he found Bou-Akas waiting for him. "What now brings thee hither?" asked the judge.

"Art thou discontented with my decision?"

"No, quite the contrary," replied the sheik. "But I wish to know by what inspiration thou has decided so well; for I doubt not that the other two eases were settled as justly as mine. I am not a merchant; I am Bou-Akas, thy sheik, in disguise, and I wished to judge for myself of thy reputed wisdom." The cadi bowed to the ground before his master.

"I am anxious," continued the sheik, "to know the reasons which determined thy three decisions."

"Nothing, my lord, can be more simple. Thou sawest that I detained[2] for a night the things in dispute?"

"I did."

"Well," continued the judge, "early in the morning I caused the woman to be called. 'Put fresh ink in my inkstand,' I said to her suddenly; and, like a person who had done the same thing a hundred times before, she took the inkstand, washed it, and poured in fresh ink, and did it all with the utmost neatness and dexterity. So I said to myself, 'A peasant's wife would know nothing about inkstands—she must belong to the philosopher.'"

"Good," said Bou-Akas, nodding his head. "And the money?"

"Didst thou remark that the oil-merchant had his clothes and hands covered with oil?"

"Certainly I did."

"Well, I took the money and placed it in a vessel filled with water. This morning I looked at it, and not a particle[3] of oil was to be seen on the surface of the water. So I said to myself, 'If this money belonged to the oil-merchant, it would be greasy from the touch of his hands; as it is not greasy the butcher's story must be true.'"

Bou-Akas nodded in token of approval. "Good," said he. "And my horse?"

"Ah, that was a different business, and until this morning I was greatly puzzled."

"The cripple, I suppose, did not recognize the animal."

"On the contrary, he pointed him out immediately."

"How, then, didst thou discover that he was not the owner?"

"My object in bringing you separately to the stable was not to see whether thou wouldst know the horse, but whether the horse would know thee. Now, when thou camest near him, the creature turned towards thee and neighed with delight; but when the cripple touched him he kicked. Then I knew that thou wast truly his master."

The sheik stood a moment, and then said, "Allah has given thee great wisdom. Thou oughtest to be in my place, and I in thine. And yet I know not; thou art certainly worthy to be sheik, but I fear that I should badly fill thy place as cadi.

—DICKENS'S "Household Words"



[1] subjection: Control.

[2] detained: Kept behind.

[3] particle: Very small part.


LESSON 42
PALISSY, THE POTTER
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There was a time in Europe, some hundreds of years ago, when nearly every craftsman[1], no matter how humble, was an artist as well. That is to say, the love of beauty seemed to awake in many lands at once; so that masons[2] and joiners, weavers, and potters were all of one mind in trying to do their work in the finest and most faultless way.

Towards the end of this period, while Henry VIII. reigned in England, there lived in France a young crafts-man named Palissy. He was by trade a glass-painter, painting those rich colours on stained-glass windows which are today the pride of so many French churches.

To make these, much skill is required; for the tones must be not only beautiful, but lasting as well. Palissy, therefore, early learned much about colours, and how they are made up. But he could do other things too. After he was married and had a family to support, he went about the country making maps and plans of the great estates—measuring the hills, and noting down the rocks and springs and rivers.
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PALISSY, THE POTTER
[From the painting by Mrs. E. M. Ward, in the Leicester Art Gallery]

But his old love of colour and beauty was not forgotten, and one day he was shown a white cup of rare enamelled ware[3]. This cup had a glaze upon it which no living potter could match; and, there and then, Palissy vowed within himself that he would find out the secret.
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PALISSY-WARE JUG

So he set to work with clay and other materials to try to find out how this fine ware was made. He built a furnace in which to fire his cups and plates, and soon he became so eager about his task that he neglected all else.

Many lovely things he made, graceful in shape and charming in design, but there was always some dullness or flaw in the glaze. Weeks, months, and years went by, and still Palissy laboured in vain. By degrees, all his money was spent, and he got into debt.

Often his wife begged him, with tears, to awake from what seemed to her a foolish dream, but Palissy could not give up what he had set his heart upon. At length, one morning, he told her with trembling delight that the secret was his. "Go, call our neighbours" he cried, "and those to whom we are in debt. They shall see for themselves that Palissy, the potter, has won success!"

So his wife called them all together, those who were friends and those who were not, and they crowded into Palissy's workshop to see the cups and platters[4] he had made.

At the proper moment Palissy flung open the door of his furnace, but how dreadful was his dismay[5]! Instead of the fragile[6] things he had placed there with such loving care, he saw nothing but a mass of dust and lime and broken pottery. The great heat had loosed some of the bricks in the walls of his furnace, and these, falling inwards, had smashed his precious handiwork to atoms.

Then those who had come to see the result scoffed and jeered at the potter; whilst his children burst into tears, and cried bitterly for bread to eat. In that hour it seemed to Palissy as if indeed his dreams were vain and he had lived for nought.

Yet you must not think that this was the end of his story. After the first shock, Palissy's courage came back. Repairing his furnace, he put forth all his skill in one beautiful vase; moulding little figures upon it, painting it in dainty colours, and lastly coating it with the glaze that was to bring him fame.

The vase was then placed in the furnace, and all now depended on keeping it at a proper heat. But alas! the potter's store of fuel was used up.

Was his work to be lost for want of a few logs of wood? No, indeed! Rushing into the house, Palissy seized his tables and chairs and fed them to the greedy furnace. Nothing was spared; the very planks of the floor were torn up and burned. The house was ruined, but the fire had done its work.

Without a flaw, the beautiful vase came forth from the furnace. Soon the story of his glazed pottery spread through France; and it was not long till he was appointed by the king to make little rustic[7] figures for the adornment of the royal gardens.

Upon this, Palissy removed his workshop to Paris, and there he made beautiful pottery to his heart's content. A "Palissy" plate was counted a treasure even then, and is of almost priceless value today.

Thrown into the Bastille prison for his beliefs, Palissy showed the same pluck and firmness he had displayed when trying to find out how the white enamelled pottery was made. He refused to alter his views at the order of those in power, and he died in prison in 1589.



[1] craftsman: Workman in a skilled trade.

[2] masons: Men who work with stone.

[3] ware: Article of merchandise.

[4] platters: Plates.

[5] dismay: Disappointment, loss of courage.

[6] fragile: Delicate.

[7] rustic: Of the country.


LESSON 43
BOADICEA
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When the British warrior queen,

Bleeding from the Roman rods,

Sought, with an indignant[1] mien[2],

Counsel[3] of her country's gods,

Sage[4] beneath a spreading oak

Sat the Druid[5], hoary[6] chief;

Every burning word he spoke

Full of rage, and full of grief.

"Princess! if our aged eyes

Weep upon thy matchless wrongs,

'Tis because resentment[7] ties

All the terrors of our tongues.

Rome shall perish! Write that word

In the blood that she has spilt;

Perish, hopeless and abhorred[8],

Deep in ruin as in guilt.
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BOADICEA

Rome, for empire far renowned,

Tramples on a thousand states;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground.

Hark! the Gaul is at her gates!

Other Romans shall arise,

Heedless of a soldier's name;

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize—

Harmony[9] the path to fame.

Then the progeny[10] that springs

From the forests of our land,

Armed with thunder, clad with wings,

Shall a wider world command.

Regions Cæesar never knew

Thy posterity[11] shall sway,

Where his eagles never flew,

None invincible[12] as they."

Such the bard's[13] prophetic[14] words,

Pregnant[15] with celestial[16] fire,

Bending, as he swept the chords

Of his sweet but awful lyre[17].

She, with all a monarch's pride,

Felt them in her bosom glow;

Rushed to battle, fought, and died;

Dying, hurled them at the foe.

"Ruffians, pitiless as proud!

Heaven awards the vengeance due;

Empire is on us bestowed,

Shame and ruin wait for you."

—WILLIAM COWPER



[1] indignant: Angry and scornful.

[2] mien: Appearance; bearing.

[3] counsel: Advice.

[4] sage: Wise.

[5] Druid: Priest and judge among the ancient Britons.

[6] hoary: White with age.

[7] resentment: Deep sense of injury.

[8] abhorred: Detested; avoided with horror.

[9] harmony: Agreement, particularly in music.

[10] progeny: Off-spring; children.

[11] posterity: Descendants.

[12] invincible: Unconquerable.

[13] bard: Celtic minstrel; poet.

[14] prophetic: Unfolding future events.

[15] pregnant: Full of.

[16] celestial: Heavenly.

[17] lyre: Harp.


LESSON 44
THE MOTHER EAGLE
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For several days I had been watching the eagle, the Bald Eagle, and its lines of flight, and concluded that its nest was somewhere in the hills north-west of the big lake. Next morning the eagle showed me where its nest was. I was hunting along the top of the cliff, when I observed him coming far away, and hid in the underbush. He passed very near, and following I saw him standing on a ledge near the top of the cliff. Just below him, in the top of a stunted tree, growing out of the face of the rock, was a huge mass of sticks that formed the nest, with a great mother-eagle standing by, feeding the little ones.

It was scaring business, that three hundred-feet climb up the sheer face of the mountain. From the foot of the tree, the crevice in which it grew led upwards to the right, then doubled back to the ledge above the nest on which the eagle was standing when I discovered him. The lip of the crevice made a dizzy path that one might follow by moving crabwise with face to the cliff and only its roughness to cling to with the fingers.

I tried it at last, crept up, out twenty feet and back ten, and dropped with a breath of relief to a broad ledge covered with bones and fish-scales, the relies of many a savage\feast. Below me, almost within reach, was the nest, with two dark scraggy young birds resting on twigs and grass, with fish, flesh, and fowl in a gory, skinny, scaly ring about them, the most savage-looking household into which I had ever looked unbidden.

Half an hour later I had gained the top of the cliff and started eastwards towards the lake, coming down by a much easier way than that by which I went up. One day when I came to a little thicket on the cliff where I used to lie and watch the nest through my glass, I found that one eaglet had gone. The other stood on the edge of the nest, looking down fearfully into the abyss[1] whither, no doubt, his bolder brother had plunged, and calling disconsolately[2] from time to time. His whole attitude showed plainly that he was hungry and cross and lonesome.

Presently the mother-eagle came swiftly up from the valley and there was food in her talons. She came to the edge of the nest, hovered over it for a moment so as to give the hungry eaglet a sight and smell of the food, then went slowly down the valley taking the food with her, telling the little one in her own way to come and he should have it. He called after her loudly from the nest and spread his wings a dozen times to follow. But the plunge was too awful, his heart failed him, and he settled back in the nest, pulled his head down into his shoulders, shut his eyes, and tried to forget he was hungry.

In a little time the mother came back again, this time without food, and hovered over the nest, trying in every way to induce the little one to leave it. She succeeded at last, when with a desperate effort he sprang upwards and flapped to the ledge above, on which I had sat and watched the nest; then, after surveying[3] the world gravely from his new position, he flapped back to the nest, and turned a deaf ear to all his mother's assurances[4] that he could fly easily to those tree-tops below, if only he would.

Suddenly, as if discouraged, she rose well above him. I held my breath, for I knew what was coming. The little fellow stood on the edge of the nest, looking down at the plunge he dared not take. There was a sharp cry from behind, which made him alert, tense as a watch-spring— the next instant the mother-eagle had swooped, striking the nest at his feet, sending his support of twigs and himself with them into the air together. He was afloat now on the blue air in spite of himself, and he flapped lustily[5] for life.

Over him, under him, beside him, hovered the mother on tireless wings, calling softly that she was there. But the awful fear of the depths and the lance tops of the spruces[6] was upon the little one; his flapping grew more wild; he fell faster and faster; suddenly, more in fright, it seemed to me, than because he had spent his strength, he lost his balance, and tipped his head downwards in the air. It was all over now; he folded his wings to be dashed in pieces among the trees.

Then like a flash the old mother-eagle shot under him, his despairing feet touched her broad shoulders between her wings. He righted himself, rested an instant, found his head, then she dropped like a shot from under him, and left him to come down on his own wings. A handful of feathers torn out by his claws floated down slowly after them.

It was all the work of an instant before I lost them in the trees below. And when I found them again with my glass the eaglet was on the top of a great pine and the mother was feeding him. Then it flashed on me for the first time what the prophet meant: "As the eagle stirreth up her nest, fluttereth over her young, spreadeth abroad her wings, taketh them, beareth them on her wings—so the Lord…"

—DR. WILLIAM J. LONG



[1] abyss: Deep hole, chasm.

[2] disconsolately: Hopelessly.

[3] surveying: Carefully looking over.

[4] assurances: Efforts to restore his confidence.

[5] lustily: Strongly, vigorously.

[6] spruce: A tall white tree.


LESSON 45
AN ADVENTURE WITH A BEAR
I

[Two friends, a young artist called Gerard and a soldier named Denys, are travelling on foot through Germany about the middle of the fifteenth century, when they meet with the following adventure.]
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One day, as Gerard was walking like one in a dream, thinking of home, and scarce seeing the road he trod, his companion laid a hand on his shoulder, and strung his crossbow[1] with glittering eye. "Hush!" said he, in a low whisper that startled Gerard more than thunder.

Gerard grasped his axe tight, and shook a little. He heard a rustling in the wood hard by, and at the same moment Denys sprang into the wood, and his crossbow went to his shoulder. Twang! went the metal string; and after an instant's suspense he roared, "Run forward! guard the road! He is hit! he is hit!"

Gerard darted forward, and as he ran a young bear burst out of the wood right upon him. Finding the way blocked, it reared upon its hindlegs with a snarl, and, though not half-grown, opened formidable jaws and long claws. Gerard, in a fury of excitement, flung himself on it, and delivered a tremendous blow on its nose with his axe, and the creature staggered; another, and it lay grovelling[2], with Gerard hacking it.

"Hallo! stop!" cried Denys, "you are mad to spoil the meat."

"I took it for a robber," said Gerard, panting. "I mean, I had made ready for a robber, so I could not hold my hand."

"Ay, those chattering travellers have stuffed your head full of thieves and murderers. Nay, I'll carry the beast; bear thou my crossbow."

"We will carry it by turns, then," said Gerard, "for 'tis a heavy load. Poor thing, how its blood drips! Why did we slay it?"

"For supper, and the reward which the bailie[3] of the next town will give us."
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GERARD FLUNG HIMSELF ON THE YOUNG BEAR

They had gone some distance along the road when Gerard's ear was attracted by a sound behind him. It was a peculiar sound, too, like something heavy, but not hard, rushing softly over the dead leaves. He turned round with some little curiosity. A huge creature was coming down the road at about sixty paces distance.

He looked at it in a sort of calm stupor[4] at first, but the next moment he turned ashy pale.

"Denys!" he cried.

Denys whirled round.

It was a bear! It was tearing along with its huge head down, running on a hot scent.

The very moment he saw it, Denys said in a sickening whisper,

"The Cub!"

Oh the horror of that one word, whispered hoarsely, with staring eyes! For in that syllable it all flashed upon them both like a sudden stroke of lightning in the dark— the trail of blood, the murdered cub, the mother upon them.

All this in a moment of time. The next, she saw them. Huge as she was, she seemed to double herself (it was her long hair bristling with rage). She raised her head big as a bull's, her jaws opened wide at them, her eyes turned to blood and flame, and she rushed upon them, scattering the leaves about her like a whirlwind as she came.

"Shoot!" screamed Denys, but Gerard stood shaking from head to foot, useless.

"Shoot, man! shoot! Alas! too late! Tree! tree!" He dropped the cub, pushed Gerard across the road, and flew to the first tree and climbed it, Gerard doing the same on his side.

With all their speed, one or other would have been torn to fragments at the foot of his tree; but the bear stopped a moment at the cub.

Without taking her bloodshot eyes off those she was hunting, she smelt it all round, and found that it was dead —quite dead. She gave a yell such as neither of the hunted ones had ever heard, and flew after Denys. She reared and struck at him as he climbed. He was just out of reach.

Instantly she seized the tree, and with her huge teeth tore a great piece out of it with a crash. Then she reared again, dug her claws deep into the bark, and began to mount it slowly, but as surely as a monkey.



[1] crossbow: A bow fired by turning a handle.

[2] grovelling: Lying helpless.

[3] bailie: An officer of the law, bailiff.

[4] stupor: Insensibility; sleep-like condition.


LESSON 46
AN ADVENTURE WITH A BEAR
II
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Denys's evil star had led him to a dead tree, a mere shaft, and of no very great height. He climbed faster than the bear, and was soon at the top. He looked this way and that for some bough of another tree to spring to. There was none; and if he jumped down, he knew the bear would be upon him ere he could recover the fall, and make short work of him. Moreover, Denys was little used to turning his back on danger, and his blood was rising at being hunted. He turned to bay.

"My hour is come," thought he. "Let me meet death like a man." He kneeled down and grasped a small branch to steady himself, drew his long knife, and, clenching his teeth, prepared to stab the huge brute as soon as it should mount within reach.

Of this combat the result was not doubtful. The monster's head and neck could scarce be pierced for bone and masses of hair. The man was going to sting the bear, and the bear to crack the man like a nut.

Gerard's heart was better than his nerves. He saw his friend's mortal danger, and passed at once from fear to rage. He slipped down his tree in a moment, caught up the crossbow, which he had dropped in the road, and running up, sent a bolt into the bear's body with a loud shout. The bear gave a snarl of rage and pain, and turned its head.

"Keep away!" cried Denys, "or you are a dead man."

"I care not"; and in a moment he had another bolt ready and shot it fiercely into the bear, screaming, "Take that! take that!"

"Get away!" cried Denys; "she will be after you next."

He was right. The bear, finding so formidable and noisy a foe behind her, slipped growling down the tree, rending deep furrows in it as she slipped. Gerard ran back to his tree and climbed it swiftly. But while his legs were dangling some eight feet from the ground, the bear came rearing and struck with her forepaw, and out flew a piece of blood-stained cloth from Gerard's hose.

He climbed, and climbed; and presently he heard, as it were in the air, a voice say, "Go out on the bough!" He looked, and there was a long massive branch before him, shooting upwards at a slight angle. He threw his body across it, and by a series of violent efforts worked up it to the end.

Then he looked round, panting.

The bear was mounting the tree on the other side. He heard her claws scrape, and saw her bulge on both sides of the massive tree. Her eye not being very quick, she reached the fork and passed it, mounting the main stem. Gerard drew breath more freely. The bear either heard him, or found by scent she was wrong. She paused; presently she caught sight of him. She eyed him steadily, then quietly descended to the fork.

Slowly and cautiously she stretched out a paw and tried the bough. It was a stiff oak branch, sound as iron. Instinct taught the creature this. She crawled carefully out on the bough, growling savagely as she came.

Gerard looked wildly down. He was forty feet from the ground. Death below! Death moving slowly but surely on him in a still more horrible form! His hair bristled. The sweat poured from him. He sat helpless, awe-struck, tongue-tied.

The bear crawled on. And now the stupor of death fell on the doomed man; he saw the open jaws and blood-shot eyes coming, but in a mist.
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"THE BEAR WAS MOUNTING THE TREE ON THE OTHER SIDE."

As in a mist he heard a twang. He glanced down; Denys, white and silent as death, was shooting up at the bear. The bear snarled at the twang, but crawled on. Again the crossbow twanged, and the bear snarled and came nearer. Again the crossbow twanged; and the next moment the bear was close upon Gerard where he sat, with hair standing stiff on end, and eyes starting from their sockets.

The bear opened her jaws, and blood spouted from them as from a pump. The bough rocked. The wounded monster was reeling; it clung; it stuck its claws deep into the wood; it toppled. Its claws held firm, but its body rolled off, and the sudden shock to the branch shook Gerard forward on his chest, with his face upon one of the bear's straining paws.

At this, by a violent effort, she raised her head up, up, till he felt her hot breath. Then huge teeth snapped together close below him in the air, with a last effort of baffled[1] hate. The heavy carcass[2] rent the claws out of the bough, then struck the earth with a tremendous thump. She panted still, and her limbs quivered; but a hare was not so harmless, and soon she breathed her last.

—by CHARLES READE



[1] baffled: Beaten.

[2] carcass: Dead body of an animal.


LESSON 47
THE SLAVE'S DREAM
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Beside the ungathered rice he lay,

His sickle[1] in his hand;

His breast was bare, his matted hair

Was buried in the sand;

Again, in the midst and shadow of sleep,

He saw his native land.

Wide through the landscape of his dreams

The lordly Niger flowed;

Beneath the palm-trees on the plain

Once more a king he strode,

And heard the tinkling caravans[2]

Descend the mountain road.

He saw once more his dark-eyed queen

Among her children stand;

They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks,

They held him by the hand!

A tear burst from the sleeper's lids,

And fell into the sand.

And then at furious speed he rode

Along the Niger's bank;

His bridle-reins were golden chains,

And, with a martial clank,

At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel

Smiting his stallion's flank.

Before him, like a blood-red flag,

The bright flamingoes[3] flew;

From morn till night he followed their flight,

O'er plains where the tamarind[4] grew,

Till he saw the roofs of Kaffir[5] huts,

And the ocean rose to view.

At night he heard the lion roar,

And the hyena[6] scream,

And the river-horse, as he crushed the reeds

Beside some hidden stream;

And it passed, like a glorious roll of drums,

Through the triumph of his dream.

The forests with their myriad[7] tongues

Shouted of liberty;

And the blast of the desert cried aloud

With a voice so wild and free,

That he started in his sleep, and smiled

At their tempestuous[8] glee.

He did not feel the driver's whip

Nor the burning heat of day;

For death had illumined the Land of Sleep,

And his lifeless body lay,

A worn-out fetter[9], that the soul

Had broken and thrown away.

—HENRY LONGFELLOW



[1] sickle: A kind of reaping hook.

[2] caravans: Companies of travellers who went together for safety.

[3] flamingoes: Web-footed, long-necked birds over five feet high.

[4] tamarind: A tropical fruit-bearing tree.

[5] Kaffir: Kaffirs are certain native tribes living in South Africa.

[6] hyena: A flesh-eating animal, the cry of which is said to resemble shrieking laughter.

[7] myriad: Countless.

[8] tempestuous: Stormy; noisy.

[9] fetter: Chain for the feet.


LESSON 48
CRŒSUS AND SOLON

TOLSTOY (1828-1910) was a great Russian novelist and reformer.
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In olden times there reigned over a certain country a great and wealthy king called Crœsus. One day there chanced to visit Crœsus a Greek philosopher[1] named Solon, famed as a wise man and just.

Seated upon his throne, and robed in his most gorgeous[2] apparel[3], Crœsus asked of Solon: "Have you ever seen aught[4] more splendid than this?"

"Of a surety have I," replied Solon. "Peacocks and pheasants glitter with colours so diverse[5] and so brilliant that no art can compare with them."

Then Crœsus exhibited the whole of his riches before Solon's eyes, and boasted of the number of foes he had slain, and the number of territories he had conquered. Then he said, "You have lived long in the world, and have visited many countries. Tell me whom you consider to be the happiest man living?"

"The happiest man living I consider to be a certain poor man who lives in Athens," replied Solon.

"Why do you say that?" asked Crœsus.

"Because," replied Solon, "the man of whom I speak has worked hard all his life, has been content with little, has reared fine children, has served his city honourably, and has achieved a noble reputation[6]."

When Crœsus heard this he exclaimed, "And do you reckon that I am not fit to be compared with the man of whom you speak?"

To which Solon replied, "Often it befalls that a poor man is happier than a rich man. Call no man happy until he is dead."

The king dismissed Solon, for he was not pleased at his words.

"A fig for melancholy[7]!" he thought. "While a man lives he should live for pleasure." So he forgot about Solon entirely.

Not long afterwards, one of the king's sons died. Next, it was told to Crœsus that the Emperor Cyrus was coming to make war upon him.

So Crœsus went out against Cyrus with a great army; but the enemy won the battle, shattered the forces of Crœsus, and penetrated[8] to the capital.

Then the foreign soldiers began to sack[9] and fire the city. One soldier seized Crœsus himself, and was just about to stab him, when his son darted forward and cried aloud, "Do not touch him! That is Crœsus, the king!"

So the soldiers carried Crœsus away to the Emperor; but Cyrus was celebrating his victory at a banquet, and could not speak with the captive, so orders were sent out for Crœsus to be executed.

In the middle of the city square the soldiers built a great burning-pile, and upon the top of it they placed King Crœsus.

Crœsus gazed around him, remembered the words of the Greek philosopher, and, bursting into tears, could only say, "Ah, Solon, Solon!"

The soldiers were closing in about the pile when the Emperor Cyrus arrived to view the execution. As he did so, he caught these words uttered by Crœsus, but could not understand them. So he commanded Crœsus to be taken from the pile, and inquired of him what he had just said.

Crœsus answered, "I was but naming the name of a wise man— of one who told me a great truth—a truth that is of greater worth than all earthly riches, than all our kingly glory."

And Crœsus related to Cyrus his conversation with Solon. The Emperor bethought him that he too was but a man, that he too knew not what Fate might have in store for him. So in the end he had mercy upon Crœsus, and became his friend.

—From the Russian of Tolstoy



[1] philosopher: Learned man; thinker.

[2] gorgeous: Showy; splendid.

[3] apparel: Clothes.

[4] aught: Anything.

[5] diverse: Different.

[6] reputation: Good name; public opinion of a man's character.

[7] melancholy: Gloom; depression.

[8] penetrated: Pierced; made a way.

[9] sack: Pillage; plunder.


LESSON 49
CHRISTIAN AND THE LIONS
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Nearly three hundred years ago, John Bunyan, whilst imprisoned in Bedford jail, wrote his famous book, "Pilgrim's Progress," which all boys and girls should read. It is one of the best and wisest books to be found in the whole world.

In "Pilgrim's Progress" Bunyan tells of the trials and troubles that beset all who try to fight against evil and do good. He says that a good life is like a long journey from the City of Death to the Holy City of God.

So, in order to tell us how to fight evil and live the good life, he recounts[1] the dangers that a good man— Christian by name— encountered[2] in escaping from the City of Death to the Holy City.

It would take up more space than is to be found in this lesson to tell you all that befell Christian on his journey. We shall, therefore, tell only how Christian escaped from the lions, after he had climbed up the Hill of Difficulty.

"Now when he was got up to the top of the hill, there came two men running against him amain; the name of the one was Timorous, and the other Mistrust; to whom Christian said, 'Sirs, what's the matter, that you run the wrong way?'"

Timorous answered that they were going to the City of Zion, and had got up that difficult place. 'But,' said he, 'the further we go, the more danger we meet with; wherefore we turned, and are going back again.'

'Yes,' said Mistrust, 'for just before us lie a couple of lions in the way, whether sleeping or waking we know not; and we could not think if we came within reach, but they would presently pull us to pieces.'

'Then,' said Christian, 'you make me afraid, but whither shall I fly to be safe? If I go back to mine own country, I shall certainly perish[3] there. I must venture: to go back is nothing but death; to go forward is fear of death, and life everlasting beyond it. I will yet go forward.'

So Mistrust and Timorous ran back again down the Hill of Difficulty, and Christian went on his way. But he soon turned back again, for he found that he had lost a precious roll of writing, and he was bound to find this before going on his way.

When, at length, Christian had found his roll, night was coming on, and the way was therefore more difficult and more dangerous. He bemoaned his carelessness, but still went on until he had again climbed up the Hill of Difficulty.

Now also he remembered the story that Mistrust and Timorous told him of how they were frightened with the sight of the lions. Then said Christian to himself again,'These beasts range in the night for their prey; and if they should meet with me in the dark, how should I escape being torn to pieces by them?'

Then he went on his way. But, while he was thus bewailing his unhappy lot, he lifted up his eyes and behold there was a very stately palace before him, the name of which was Beautiful; and it stood just by the highway-side.

So he made haste and went forward, that, if possible, he might get lodgings there.

Now, before he had gone far, he entered into a very narrow passage, which was about a furlong from the porter's lodge.
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"HE HEARD THE LIONS ROAR, BUT THEY DID HIM NO HARM!"

Looking very narrowly before him, as he went, he espied two lions in the way!

'Now,' thought he, 'I see the dangers that Mistrust and Timorous were driven back by.'

Then he was afraid, and thought also to go back after them, for he thought nothing but death was before him.

But the porter of the lodge, whose name was Watchful, seeing that Christian made a halt as if he would go back, cried out unto him, saying, 'Is thy strength then so small?

Fear not the lions, for they are chained, and are placed there for trial of faith where it is, and for discovery of them that have none. Keep in the middle of the path, and no hurt shall come unto thee.'

Then Christian went on, trembling for fear of the lions, but taking good heed to the directions of the porter. He heard the lions roar, but they did him no harm! Then he clapped his hands, and went on till he stood before the gate where the porter was.

Then said Christian to the porter, 'Sir, what house is this? and may I lodge here to-night?'

The porter answered, 'This house was built by the Lord of the hill for the relief of pilgrims.'

The porter then asked whence Christian had come, and whither he was going, and was told that he was on his way from the City of Death to the Holy City, and, at last, he was lodged safely for the night in the palace."



[1] recounts: Tells; relates.

[2] encountered: Met with.

[3] perish: Die.


LESSON 50
LOVE OF COUNTRY

SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771-1834) wrote many novels and poems about Scotland.
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Breathes there the man with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said,

"This is my own, my native land!"

Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned

From wandering on a foreign strand?

If such there breathe, go, mark him well:

For him no minstrel raptures swell[1];

High though his titles, proud his name,

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim;

Despite those titles, power, and pelf[2],

The wretch, concentred all in self[3],

Living, shall forfeit fair renown,

And, doubly dying, shall go down

To the vile dust, from whence he sprung,

Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung.

O Caledonia! stern and wild,

Meet nurse for a poetic child[4]!

Land of brown heath and shaggy[5] wood,

Land of the mountain and the flood,

Land of my sires! what mortal hand

Can e'er untie the filial bond[6]

That knits me to thy rugged strand!

Still, as I view each well-known scene,

Think what is now, and what has been,

Seems as, to me, of all bereft,

Sole friends thy woods and streams were left;

And thus I love them better still,

Even in extremity of ill.

By Yarrow's stream still let me stray,

Though none should guide my feeble way;

Still feel the breeze down Ettrick break,

Although it chill my wither'd cheek;

Still lay my head by Teviot Stone,

Though there, forgotten and alone,

The Bard may draw his parting groan.

WALTER SCOTT—"Lay of the Last Minstrel."



[1] no minstrel raptures swell: No poet sings his praises.

[2] pelf: Wealth.

[3] concentred all in self: Thinking of nothing but his own interest.

[4] meet nurse for a poetic child: Suitable ground for the growth of the poetic spirit.

[5] shaggy: Rough; untrimmed.

[6] filial bond: Love of a son for his parents.


LESSON 51
WHEN DID YOU LAST SEE YOUR FATHER
I
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"Heaven help him: he is his father's son." This is what old Lord John Illingworth said of little Basil on the night when he saw him first.

It was in the time of our history known as the "Commonwealth" that Basil Harrington lived. King Charlesthe First not so long ago had been beheaded, and Oliver Cromwell, in the name of the people, ruled over our land.

Much fighting had taken place before these changes came about. Some held that all the troubles of their country arose through the misrule of kings. It was this party which had driven Charles the First from the throne, and raised Oliver Cromwell to be Lord Protector in his stead.
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A CAVALIER.

Cromwell's followers were called Puritans or Round-heads, because they believed in plain clothes and simple modes of worship, and cropped their hair very closely.

But there remained a number of people to whom the memory of King Charles was dear, and who were eager to set his exiled[1] son upon the throne. These belonged mostly to the upper classes. They were known as Royalists or Cavaliers; and they still kept up their old gay style of dress and manner of living.

A Cavalier wore his hair in long love-locks or curls. He had beautiful clothes of velvet and satin, broad collars and ruffles of lace, and sparkling buckles on his shoes; whilst his wife and children were dressed with equal taste and splendour.

Basil Harrington was the son of one of these Cavaliers. His father, Sir Ralph Harrington, had fought side by side with Lord John and many another high-born soldier in the battles of Edgehill and Naseby. He had stood in bitter anger amid the crowd at Whitehall and seen his king led forth to the scaffold, and since then he had given his aid to every plot that could be hatched for the downfall of the Commonwealth, and the placing of Prince Charles upon the throne of his father.

No wonder his wife, Lady Harrington, trembled for his safety. Their home, Coombe Manor, had become the head-quarters of the plotters, and day and night she lived in dread of their being surprised by Cromwell's men.

For the Lord Protector was a watchful man, and well aware that all Englishmen were not his friends. He had made it lawful for bodies of his soldiers to enter the house of anyone who was thought to be plotting, and to ask any questions they liked. These Roundhead spies galloped to and fro over the country, and every hour Lady Harrington saw them, in fancy, come riding to her door.

It was this that made her sleep so broken, and gave to her dark eyes a listening, anxious look, in spite of the fact that she talked and sang and dressed more charmingly than ever. As for Sir Ralph, he laughed at her fears, and went on plotting as before.

One evening there was a larger gathering than usual at Coombe Manor. A secret message was to be sent to the absent Prince, and lots must be drawn as to who should perform this dangerous task.

Old Lord John Illingworth had for the first time joined their counsels, and his presence there was most welcome, for he was known as a wise and prudent[2] man.

Though Lord John hated the Commonwealth as fiercely as any, yet he understood better how great and powerful was their foe; and he doubted more than his reckless host if they were able to overcome Cromwell.

Perhaps this was why he felt pity and anxiety for Harrington's small son. In velvet tunic and sash, the boy had rushed in among the guests; and then and there his father bade him hold up his right hand and cry, "Down with the Commonwealth! Long live our exiled King!"

Nothing loath[3], Basil did as he was told. Standing very erect and throwing back his golden head, he repeated the words. And it was then that Lord John prayed half to himself and half aloud, "Heaven help him; he is his father's son!"
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[1] exiled: Banished, sent out of a country.

[2] prudent: Careful.

[3] loath: Unwilling.


LESSON 52
WHEN DID YOU LAST SEE YOUR FATHER
II
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When the boy was gone to bed, these enemies of the Lord Protector fell to their plotting once more. The lots were drawn amid much jesting and laughter—though all in a low tone, for even stone walls have ears!

Lord John, being too old for travelling, was not allowed to take his chance with the rest. He it was who cut and arranged the paper lots: one short, the rest of an equal length. His companions drew from his hand, and the short lot fell to Sir Ralph.

So it was agreed that he should take horse that same midnight and ride post haste to the coast. There a friendly fishing-smack would convey him safely to France. The precious papers were handed over to his keeping—letters to the prince, bearing offers of service and money; all or any of which, if found on his person, might condemn him to prison or the scaffold.

How great was his peril Sir Ralph felt for the first time when, a few hours later, he stood in his bedchamber, armed and ready for travel, and took leave of his wife and little children. Lady Harrington's eyes were heavy with grief as she clung to him. "Ralph, Ralph!" she moaned. "Shall we ever meet again?"

At the sound of her sobs the two children stirred in their sleep, and Basil half awoke. Then his father leaned over him. "Farewell, little son!" he whispered. "Take care of Mother, and be a good Cavalier!"

"Yes, Father," the boy answered drowsily. "Long live our exiled King!" He dropped into slumber again. With a smile and a sigh Sir Ralph tore himself away, and soon his wife was listening to the sound of his horse's retreating hoof-beats.

There was no rest for Lady Harrington that night. Hour after hour she lay and pictured the solitary horseman on his way, and it was only in the grey dawn of morning that she fell into a sad, uneasy sleep.

But ah! what was that? Horses' hoof-beats again! In a panic of terror she started up. Her worst fears were come true; the Roundheads were upon them! Even then she had time to feel thankful that her husband was gone.

Yet, as she strained her ears to listen, the sound told her that it was but one horseman who approached, and he, it seemed, rode with caution. Then a low whistle, little louder than a breath, sounded beneath her window. Her husband's signal! She knew it instantly.
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ROUNDHEADS

Hastening downstairs, she undid the heavy bolts and bars, and flung open the door. Pale with fatigue, splashed with mud up to the shoulders, Sir Ralph staggered over the threshold. "The Roundheads, Agatha!" he gasped. "I was warned—they are not five miles behind! They are watching every road. There is just one chance—the secret cupboard in the Oak Parlour. We must try it for the sake of the good cause[1]!"

Lady Harrington understood. Half leading, half carrying her fainting husband, she reached the Oak Parlour, and touched a spring in the wall. At once the panel slid back and disclosed a small recess[2] like a cupboard.

Into this, Harrington stumbled. His wife fetched food and wine, and, assuring herself that he was somewhat revived, shut the door of his retreat upon him. Afterwards, she herself led the weary horse to a distant corner of the grounds. Well she knew that, foam-flecked as he was, his presence in the stable would betray his master's secret.

Lastly, she awoke the children and, dressing them and herself with the minutest care, awaited the coming of the foe.
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[1] cause: Something fought for, or worked for.

[2] recess: Hole, space hollowed out.


LESSON 53
WHEN DID YOU LAST SEE YOUR FATHER
III
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Lady Harrington's preparations were made none too soon. Hardly had she finished them when a party of Roundheads rode noisily into the courtyard. Greeting her with more or less courtesy, they demanded speech with her husband.

Lady Harrington told them that Sir Ralph had left home yesterday, and haughtily declined to give them any further information.

The Roundheads quite plainly disbelieved her words, and proceeded to search the house for this "pestilent Royalist," as they called him. Up and down they tramped—from garret[1] to basement, from gunroom to pantry, and, when they reached the Oak Parlour, Lady Harrington felt her heart stand still. But, though they were very watchful, they missed the secret panel.

"Safe! surely safe now!" she whispered to herself. Yet no! It seemed good to the leader of the band to examine each member of the. household in this very room.

One by one the servants were called in and questioned, each answering as best he could. Some lied without a blush. Others stammered in their tale; but it was not long till the questioner had drawn from them the story of last night's dinner party and its guests.

None, however, could reveal the purpose of the meeting. All that the servants knew was that at moonrise Lord John Illingworth and the other gentlemen had ridden away, and that their master had not accompanied them.

This seemed to show that the Roundheads had been right in thinking that Sir Ralph lay hidden somewhere near. They were about to begin a fresh search, when a poor scared groom turned their thoughts into a new channel by confessing that he had been told to leave his master's horse ready saddled in the stable, and that this morning it was gone.

"So! so!" quoth one of the soldiers. "Then methinks our bird hath flown! Let us after him to the coast!"

Others, however, were of a more cautious mind. "Summon the children," said one. "It may be that his babes will tell the truth!" So Lady Harrington and her son and daughter were called in.

The mother's set face told the Roundheads very plainly that no news of her husband could be got out of her. As for little Juliet, she was so filled with alarm that she could only weep.

"Tush!" said one harsh fellow seated close to the examiner. "This is no nursery: send the infant hence!" So Juliet was dismissed, and her brother took her place.

Very small and fair he looked, standing on a hassock before his father's table and facing the grim circle of men. But he held himself with a childish grace, and there was not a trace of fear in his blue eyes.

"Your name?" queried the examiner.

"Basil Harrington," was the reply.

"Age?"

"Five years and three months on last Saturday."

"And when did you last see your father?"

"After bedtime yesterday," replied the boy.

"Were there others with him?"

"No; he and my mother were alone."

"And what did he say to you?"
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"AND WHEN DID YOU LAST SEE YOUR FATHER?"

"He bade me take care of Mother, and I mean to do so. You shall not trouble her any more."

"Right, my lad!" said the examiner not unkindly. "We shall soon leave you in peace. But did not your father say more?"

"Yes, he told me to be a good Cavalier, and that I shall always be." Then, throwing back his head, with flashing eyes and ringing voice he repeated his father's words, "Down with the Commonwealth! Long live our exiled King!"

For this the harsh Puritan would have struck him in the face, but the examiner stayed his hand. "Nay, brother," said he, "the Lord Protector himself would be glad of such a spirit, were it put forth in the rightful cause! Begone, child!" he added, turning again to Basil. "Your tongue trips a vast deal too freely." Yet now there was more than a little softness in his tone.

So the Roundheads got to horse once more, and set off to follow, as they believed, the Royalist fugitive[2] who, half an hour later, crept thankfully from his narrow hiding place at home.

As for the examiner, riding on his way, he could not forget the boy as he had stood before him in the dim Oak Parlour of the Manor. Without knowing it, he echoed the prayer of good old Lord John—"Heaven help him; he is his father's son!"



[1] garret: Small room just under the roof of a house.

[2] fugitive: One who is running away from the law.


LESSON 54
THE VISION OF BELSHAZZAR[1]

LORD BYRON (1788-1824) was one of the greatest of English poets.
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The king was on his throne,

The satraps[2] thronged the hall;

A thousand bright lamps shone

O'er that high festival.

A thousand cups of gold,

In Judah[3] deemed divine—

Jehovah's vessels[4] hold

The godless heathen's wine!

In that same hour and hall,

The fingers of a hand

Came forth against the wall,

And wrote as if on sand;

The fingers of a man,

A solitary hand,

Along the letters ran,

And traced them like a wand!

The monarch saw, and shook,

And bade no more rejoice;

All bloodless waxed his look,

And tremulous his voice:

"Let the men of lore[5] appear,

The wisest of the earth,

And expound[6] the words of fear,

Which mar[7] our royal mirth."

Chaldea's[8] seers[9] are good,

But here they have no skill;

And the unknown letters stood

Untold and awful still.

And Babel's[10] men of age

Are wise and deep in lore;

But now they were not sage[11]—

They saw—but knew no more.

A captive[12] in the land,

A stranger, and a youth,

He heard the king's command,

He saw that writing's[13] truth.

The lamps around were bright,

The prophecy[14] in view;

He read it on that night—

The morrow proved it true:

"Belshazzar's grave is made,

His kingdom passed away;

He, in the balance weighed,

Is light and worthless clay;

The shroud his robe of state,

His canopy[15] the stone;

The Mede[16] is at his gate!

The Persian on his throne!"

—LORD BYRON (1788-1824)



[1] Belshazzar: The last king of the Chaldees at Babylon.

[2] satraps: Governors of provinces.

[3] Judah: The southernmost part of Palestine.

[4] Jehovah's vessels: The king and his courtiers drank out of the sacred vessels taken from the temple at Jerusalem.

[5] men of lore: Wise men.

[6] expound: Explain.

[7] mar: Spoil.

[8] Chaldea: The country of which Babylon was the capital.

[9] seer: One who foretells the future.

[10] Babel: Babylon.

[11] sage: Wise.

[12] captive: Daniel, the prophet.

[13] the writing: The words were "mene, mene, tekel upharsin"-"Thou art weighed in the balance and found wanting. Thy days are numbered."

[14] prophecy: Something foretold.

[15] canopy: Curtains, roof.

[16] Mede: Inhabitant of Media, an ancient kingdom south of the Caspian Sea.


LESSON 55
MOTHER LOVE

IVAN TURGENEV (1828-1883) was one of the greatest Russian novelists.
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I was on my way from hunting, and was walking up the garden avenue[1]. My dog was running in front of me. Suddenly he slackened his pace and began to steal forward as though he scented game ahead.

I looked along the avenue, and I saw on the ground a young sparrow, its beak edged with yellow, and its head covered with soft down. It had fallen from the nest while a strong wind was blowing and shaking the birches of the avenue. There it sat and never stirred, except to stretch out its little half-grown wings in a helpless flutter.

My dog was slowly approaching it when suddenly, darting from the tree overhead, an old black-throated sparrow dropped like a stone right before his nose, and, all rumpled and flustered, with a plaintive, desperate cry, flung itself once, twice, at his open jaws with their great teeth.

The sparrow would save its young one; it screened it with its own body; the tiny frame quivered with terror; the little cries grew wild and hoarse; it sank and died. It had sacrificed itself[2].

What a huge monster the dog must have seemed to it. And yet it could not stay up there on its safe bough. A power stronger than its own will tore it away.

My dog stood still, and then slunk back disconcerted[3]. Plainly he, too, had to recognize that power. I called him to me; and a feeling of reverence[4] came over me as I passed on.

Yes, do not laugh. It was really reverence I felt before that little heroic bird and the passionate outburst of its love.

Love, I thought, is verily stronger than death and the terror of death. By love—only by love—is life sustained and moved.

—IVAN TURGENEV



[1] avenue: A pathway planted along each side with trees.

[2] sacrificed itself: Gave itself to save another.

[3] disconcerted: Thrown into confusion.

[4] reverence: Awe combined with respect.


LESSON 56
A ROUGH RIDE
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"Well, young un, what be gaping at?" He gave pretty Annie a chuck on the chin, and took me all in without winking. "Your mare," said I, standing stoutly up, being a tall boy now. "I never saw such a beauty, sir. Will you let me have a ride on her?"

"Think thou couldst ride her, lad? She will have no burden but mine. Thou couldst never ride her. Tut! I would be loath to kill thee."

"Ride her!" I cried with the bravest scorn, for she looked so kind and gentle; "there never was horse upon Exmoor foaled, but I could tackle in half an hour. Only I never ride upon saddle. Take those leathers[1] off her."

He looked at me, with a dry little whistle, and thrust his hands into his breeches-pockets, and so grinned that I could not stand it. And Annie laid hold of me, in such a way, that I was almost mad with her. And he laughed, and approved her for doing so. And the worst of all was—he said nothing.

"Get away, Annie, will you? Do you think I am a fool, good sir? Only trust me with her, and I will not over-ride her."

"For that I will go bail[2], my son. She is like to over-ride thee. But the ground is soft to fall upon, after all this rain. Now come out into the yard, young man, for the sake of your mother's cabbages. And the mellow straw-bed will be softer for thee, since pride must have its fall. I am thy mother's cousin, boy, and am going up to house. Tom Faggus is my name, as everybody knows; and this is my young mare, Winnie."

What a fool I must have been not to know it at once! Tom Faggus, the great highwayman, and his young blood-mare, the strawberry! Already her fame was noised abroad, nearly as much as her master's; and my longing to ride her grew tenfold, but fear came at the back of it. Not that I had the smallest fear of what the mare could do to me, by fair play and horse-trickery; but that the glory of sitting upon her seemed to be too great for me; especially as there were rumours abroad that she was not a mare after all, but a witch. However, she looked like a filly all over, and wonderfully beautiful, with her supple[3] stride, and soft slope of shoulder, and glossy coat beaded with water, and eyes full of love or fire.

Mr. Faggus gave his mare a wink, and she walked demurely[4] after him, a bright young thing, flowing over with life, yet dropping her soul to a higher one, and led by love to anything.

"Up for it still, boy, be ye?" Tom Faggus stopped, and the mare stopped there; and they looked at me provokingly[5].

"Is she able to leap sir? There is good take-off on this side of the brook."

Mr. Faggus laughed very quietly, turning round to Winnie, so that she might enter into it. And she, for her part, seemed to know exactly where the joke was.

"Good tumble-off, you mean, my boy. Well there can be small harm to thee. I am akin to[6] thy family, and know the substance of their skulls."

"Let me get up," said I, waxing wroth, for reasons I cannot tell you, because they are too manifold[7]. "Take off your saddlebag things. I will try not to squeeze her ribs in, unless she plays nonsense with me."

Then Mr. Faggus was up on his mettle, at this proud speech of mine; and John Fry was running up all the while, and Bill Dadds, and a half dozen. Tom Faggus gave one glance around and then dropped all regard for me. The high repute of his mare was at stake, and what was my life compared to it? Through my defiance, and stupid ways, here was I in a duello[8], and my legs not come to their strength yet, and my arms as limp as a herring.

Something of this occurred to him, even in his wrath with me, for he spoke very softly to the filly, who now could scarcely subdue herself; but she drew in her nostrils, and breathed to his breath, and did all she could to answer him.

"Not too hard, my dear," he said; "let him gently down on the mixen[9]. That will be quite enough." Then he turned the saddle off, and I was up in a moment. She began at first so easily, and pricked her ears so lovingly, and minced about as if pleased to find so light a weight on her, that I thought she knew I could ride a little, and feared to show any capers[10]. "Gee wugg, Polly!" cried I, for all the men were now looking on, being then at the leaving-off time, "and show what thou art made of." With that I plugged my heels into her, and Billy Dadds flung his hat up.

Nevertheless, she outraged not, though her eyes were frightening Annie, and John Fry took a pick to keep him safe; but she curbed to and fro, with her strong fore-arms rising, like springs ingathered, waiting and quivering, grievously, and beginning to sweat about it. Then her master gave a shrill clear whistle, when her ears were bent towards him, and I felt her form beneath me gathering up like whalebone, and her hind-legs coming under her, and I knew that I was in for it.

First she reared upright in the air, and struck me full on the nose with her comb, till I bled worse than Robin Snell made me; and then down with her fore-feet deep in the straw, and her hind-feet going to heaven. Finding me stick to her still like wax (for my mettle was up as hers was), away she flew with me, swifter than ever I went before, or since, I trow. She drove full-head at the cobwall—"Oh, Jack, slip off," screamed Annie—then she turned like light, when I thought to crush her, and ground my left knee against it. "Mux me!" I cried, for my breeches were broken, and short words went the furthest-"If you kill me, you shall die with me." Then she took the courtyard gate at a leap, knocking my words between my teeth, and then right over a quickset[11] hedge, as if the sky were a breath to her; and away for the water meadows, while I lay on her neck like a child at the breast and wished I had never been born. Straight away, all in the front of the wind, and scattering clouds around her, all I knew of the speed we made was the frightful flash of her shoulders, and her mane like trees in a tempest. I felt the earth under us rushing away, and the air left far behind us, and my breath came and went, and I prayed to God, and was sorry to be so late of it.
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SHE TOOK THE COURTYARD GATE AT A LEAP

All the long swift while, without power of thought, I clung to her crest and shoulders, and dug my naris into her creases, and my toes into her flank-part, and was proud of holding on so long, though sure of being beaten. Then in her fury at feeling me still, she rushed at another device for it, and leaped the wide water-trough sideways across, to and fro, till no breath was left in me. The hazel-boughs took me too hard in the face, and the tall dog-briars got hold of me, and the ache of my back was like crimping[12] a fish; till I longed to give up, and, thoroughly beaten, lie there and die in the cresses[13]. But there came a shrill whistle from up the home-hill where the people had hurried to watch us; and the mare stopped as if with a bullet; then set off for home with the speed of a swallow, and going as smoothly and silently. I never had dreamed of such delicate motion, fluent, and graceful, soft as the breeze flitting over the flowers, but swift as the summer lightning. I sat up again, but my strength was spent, and no time left to recover it; and at last, as she rose at our gate like a bird, I tumbled off into the mixen.

—From "Lorna Doone" by R. D. Blackmore



[1] leathers: Saddle and stirrup straps.

[2] go bail: Be sure; a man who has done some wrong and who has been brought before a court of law may be relieved of imprisonment while his case is being decided, if someone is willing to deposit a sum of money as a promise that he will not flee. The money so paid is called bail.

[3] supple: Moving easily.

[4] demurely: Quietly.

[5] provokingly: Annoyingly.

[6] akin to: Related to.

[7] manifold: Numerous.

[8] duello: Duel, combat.

[9] mixen: Rubbish heap.

[10] show capers: Jump about.

[11] quickset: A plant grown as a hedge.

[12] crimping: Making the skin to wrinkle by gashing it with a knife.

[13] cresses: Plants growing close to the ground, used in salads.


LESSON 57
A-ROVING

VICTOR J. DALEY (1858-1905) was one of the greatest of Australian poets.

[image: alt]

When the sap runs up the tree,

And the vine runs o'er the wall,

When the blossom draws the bee,

From the forest comes a call,

Wild, and clear, and sweet, and strange,

Many-tongued and murmuring

Like the river in the range—

'Tis the joyous voice of Spring!

On the boles[1] of grey, old trees,

See the flying sunbeams play

Mystic[2], soundless melodies[3]—

A fantastic[4] march and gay;

But the young leaves hear them—hark

How they rustle, every one!—

And the sap beneath the bark,

Hearing, leaps to meet the sun.

Oh, the world is wondrous fair

When the tide of life's at flood!

There is magic in the air,

There is music in the blood;

And a glamour draws us on

To the distance, rainbow-spanned,

And the road we tread upon

Is the road to Fairyland.

Lo! the elders hear the sweet

Voice, and know the wondrous song;

And their ancient pulses beat

To a tune forgotten long;

And they talk in whispers low,

With a smile and with a sigh,

Of the years of long ago,

And the roving days gone by.

—VICTOR J. DALEY



[1] boles: Trunks.

[2] mystic: Mysterious.

[3] melodies: Tunes.

[4] fantastic: Odd; fanciful.
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