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iNTRODUCTION TO THE ELSON GRAMMAR SCHOOL
READERS

Reading holds a commanding position in the school coursc.
It lies at the foundation of all other studies and is fundamental
to advancement in them. Whatever makes for good reading
makes for progress in all other branches. Because of its impor-
tance, reading should have due recognition in the time-schedule
of the school and should have fullest preparation at the hands
of the teacher. A poor teacher of reading is a poor teacher,
whatever else she may do well, while a good teacher of reading
has gone a long way toward teaching efficiency. Reading there-
fore holds first place among elementary school studies.

In the primary school, children learn to read, while in the
grammar school they read to learn. In other words, the aim
of the primary school is to give children power to read, while
that of the grammar school is to use this power to further the
ends of education, i. e., to interpret the printed page and gain
knowledge from books, to acquire the reading habit, to find
beauty and pleasure in the study of litcrature, and to acquire a
discriminating taste. Grammar school reading therefore has a
field and purpose of its own.

The Elson Grammar School Readers have a definite purpose.
They are not merely “another set of readers.” They aim to
supply reading material of a character worthy the high place
that reading holds in the school course, and to furnish it in
abundance. In addition, this material is carefully selected, well
graded, classified, and abundantly provided with “Helps” to aid
pupils and teachers in interpreting the thought. The series
consists of four books, each containing three divisions. Parf

One of each book deals with short sclections in prose and poetry
3



4  Introduction to The Elson Grammar School Readers

from American and British authors, grouped with reference to
various criteria, chiefly that of theme. In this part are found
some of the fine old pieces long recognized as among the best
in literature. Part Two contains some of the great cycle stories
that reveal stages of human development ;—pure adventure, of
which “Aladdin and His Lamp” is typical of the group found
in Book One; heroism manifesting itself in love for State,
expressed in the Greek and Roman stories found in Book Two;
chivalry—shown in the protection of the weak and in the cause
of Christianity—exemplified in the stories of King Arthur and
His Knights of the Round Table, in Book Three; pure literature,
expressed in the works of our great American writers, in Book
Four. The importance of these great cycle stories, which have
delighted old and young for countless generations, should not be
underestimated. Part Three consists of selections from our
great American writers, together with biographies of the authors,
historical notes, and other helps. These enable the pupils to
know and love our great American authors and some of their
choicest creations. In Book Four this part is devoted to dramatic
and patriotic selections,

THE AUTHORS.
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INTRODUCTION

This book is designed to furnish a rich and varied supply of
reading matter suited to the interests and needs of children in
the early part of the grammar school work. The selections have
been made with great care from among the masterpieces of
British and American literature. Many familiar old pieces that
have stood the test of time are included in the list. They are
the songs that will always be sung and the stories that will
always be told. The grouping into separate parts will aid both
teachers and pupils in clasgifying the material, indicating at a
glance the range and variety of literature offered.

Part One includes both poetry and prose. The stirring notes
of patriotism with which the book opens find fitting supplement
in the charming stories which follow, “The Leak in the Dike”
and “The Golden Touch” being typical of the entire group. The
series of nature poems, the group of fables in poetry and prose,
poems relating to duty and courage, and the group of lullaby
poems, complete a collection of literary creations notable for
their charm of expression and conspicuous for their beauty of
thought and imagery.

Part Two deals with adventure. It contains some of the
Arabian Nights tales,* the story of Robin Hood, Gulliver’s Trav-
els, and Robinson Crusoe. These fine old stories of adventure,
handed down from earlier days, have delighted old and young

~for many generations. We read them today for the same reason
they were told in the days of old, for amusement and enter-
‘tainment.

The stories contained in Part Two have been rewritten, or
carefully edited. In other selections in this book,—for example,
“The Golden Touch,” “Capturing the Wild Horse,” “A Para-
dise of Children,” etc., simpler words have been substituted in a
few instances for those unfamiliar to children at this age.

* As here given these tales are adapted from The Young People’s
Library of the Henry ‘Altemus Company.

9



10 Elson Grammar School Reader Book One

Part Three presents a few of the great American authors,
and no apology is needed for the names included in the list
offered. They represent the makers of our American literature
and the selections chosen are those best suited to children of
this age. From Franklin to Whittier, the spirit and thoughts
of our developing nation are set forth in a literature distinctively
American, and some of the choicest treasures of that creative
period are here brought together. Through these, the children
may become familiar with the life of the past and may be made
conscious of some of its lessons for the present and the future.
They may thus come to know and love American authors and
their works.

The biographical and historical notes are intended to make
the stories and their authors more interesting and real to the
children and to furnish helpful data for interpreting them.
“Helps to Study” include questions and notes designed to stimu-
late inquiry on the part of pupils and to suggest fruitful lines
for discussion. Only a few points are suggested, to indicate the
way, and no attempt is made to cover the ground in all direc-
tions; that remains for the teacher to do. The questions found
in the book are for the pupils to use in the preparation of their
lessons. To make these of value the teacher must not fail to
draw upon them in every lesson.

While placing emphasis primarily on interpreting the selec-
tion for the reader himself, the formalities necessary to give the
full force of the selection to the hearer must not be overlooked.
The technique of reading, though always subordinate and second-
ary to the mastery of the thought, nevertheless claims constant
and careful attention. Good reading requires clear enunciation
and correct pronunciation, and these can be secured only when
the teacher steadily insists upon them. The increase in our
schools of children in whose homes a foreign language is spoken,
and the influence this has upon clearness and accuracy of speech,
furnish added reason for attention to these details.

At the close of each lesson lists of words for pronunciation
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are found. These should form the basis of special drill exercises.
The habit of using the dictionary and other reference books for
pronunciation and meaning of words, for historical and mythical
allusions should be steadily cultivated. Under “Helps to Study”
will be found vocabulary lists. These include a few words found
in the lesson which pupils are expected to make a part of their
vocabulary, to incorporate into their daily speech, and to use
when occasion requires. Pupils should master these words and
make them their own. Growth of vocabulary is a necessary part
of the daily reading lesson of all pupils.

To discriminating teachers it will be apparent that this book
is not the usual school reader. On the contrary, it differs widely
from this in the cultural value of the selections, in the classifica-
tion and arrangement of material, in the variety of interests to
which it appeals, and in the ahundance of classic literature from
British and American authors which it contains. It aims to
furnish the best in poetry and prose to be found in the literature
of the English-speaking race, and to furnish it in abundance,
If these familiar old selections, long accepted as among the best
in literature, shall he the means of cultivating in pupils a taste
for good reading, and at the same time shall have that refining
influence on character which good literature always has, then the
book will have fulfilled its purpose.

Grateful acknowledgment is made to those who have given
valuable suggestions and help in the compilation of this hook.

The Authors.
February, 1911.






PART I

PATRIOTISM, STORIES,
POEMS OF NATURE AND DUTY

Be‘ter—a thousand times better—than all the material wealth the world
can give ig the love for the best books.
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PART I

PATRIOTISM, STORIES,
POEMS OF NATURE AND DUTY

THE FLAG OF OUR COUNTRY*
ROBERT ¢. WINTHROP

Robert C. Winthrop (1%809-1894) an American orator, was born
in Boston, Massachusetts. He made an address at the laying of the
corner-stone of the Washington monument in 1848, and again when
the monument was completed in 1885. These were his most famous
public addresses.

THERE is the national flag. He must be cold indeed who can
look upon its folds, rippling in the breeze, without pride of
country. If he be in a foreign land, the flag is companionship
and country itself, with all its endearments. Its highest beauty
i3 in what it symbolizes. It is because it represents all, that all
gaze at it with delight and reverence.

It is a piece of bunting lifted in the air; but it speaks sub-
limely, and every part has a voice. Its stripes of alternate red
and white proclaim the original union of thirteen states to
maintain the Declaration of Independence. Its stars of white
on g field of blue proclaim that union of states constituting our
national constellation, which receives a new star with every new
state. The two together signify union past and present.

The very colors have a language which was officially recog-
nized by our fathers. White is for purity, red for valor, blue
for justice; and altogether, bunting, stripes, stars, and colors,

*From an address on Boston Common in 1862,

15
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blazing in the sky, make the flag of our country to be cherished
by all our hearts, to be upheld by all our hands.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

‘What does the author say the flag
means to an American in a
foreign country?

How can you explain this?

What makes our flag beautiful?

How does the American flag ‘‘rep-
resent all’’ more than the flags
of other countries?

What do the stripes in the flag
tell? How many stripes are
there in the flag?

What do the stars show?

How many stars have we in the
flag now?

To whom do the words “‘our
fathers’’ refer?

What does the white in the flag
signify or represent?

What does the red signify? The
bluet

To what does the orator compare
the cluster of stars in the Amer-
ican flag?

What part of the flag shows that
there was union among the
states in the past?

What part shows the present
union of states?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:

main-tain’ (man-tdn’) réc’-6g-nize
of-fi'-cial-ly
sym’-bol-ize

él-tér’-nate
sib-lime’-ly

VOCABULARY: }
val-or—bravery; courage.

for’-eign (in)
o-rig’-i-nal
pro-claim’ (klam’)

rév’-er-ence—great respect and affection.
na'-tion-al—of the nation or belonging to the nation.

WORDS AND PHRABES:
¢‘trophies’’
¢¢gymbolizes’’
“¢constellation’’
¢¢ constituting ’’

‘‘He must be cold’’
¢‘every part has a voice’’
¢‘officially recognized’’

‘‘to be cherished by aM our
hearts’’

‘“to be upheld by all our hands’’

‘‘endearments’’

¢¢proclaim’’

‘‘colors have a language’’

‘‘blazing in the sky’’



T'he Star-Spangled Banner

THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER

FRANCIS SCOTT KEY

17

Francis Scott Key (1780-1843) was an American lawyer and
poet. He was a native of Maryland. His ‘‘The Star-Spangled Ban-

ner’’ made him famous.

1
O sAY, can you see, by the dawn’s early light,

What so proudly we hailed, at the twilight’s last gleaming?

Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous fight,

O’er the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly streaming;

And the rocket’s red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there:
O say, does that Star-Spangled Banner yet wave

O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

2
On that shore, dimly seen through the mist of the deep,
Where the foe’s haughty host in dread silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze, o’er the towering steep,
As it fitfully blows, now conceals, now discloses?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning’s first beam,
In full glory reflected now shines in the stream:
"Tis the Star-Spangled Banner; O, long may it wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave!

3

And where are the foes who so vauntingly swore

That the havoc of war, and the battle’s confusion,
A home and a country should leave us no more?

Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps’ pollution.
No refuge could save the hireling and slave
From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave;
And the Star-Spangled Banner in triumph doth wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave!
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4

O thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand
Between their loved homes and the war’s desolation;

Blest with victory and peace, may the heav’n-rescued land
Praise the Power that hath made and preserved us a nation!

Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just,

And this be our motto, “In God is our trust”;

And the Star-Spangled Banner in triumph shall wave

O’r the land of the free and the home of the brave!

HELPS TO STUDY

Historical: The incidents referred to in this poem occurred during
the war of 1812. In August, 1814, a strong force of British
entered Washington and burned the Capitol, the White House, and
many other public buildings. On September 13 the British admiral
moved his fleet into position to attack Fort McHenry. The bombard-
ment of the fort lasted all night, but the fort was so bravely de-
fended that the flag was still floating over it when morning came.

Just before the bombardment began, Francis Scott Key was sent
to the admiral’s frigate to arrange for an exchange of prisoners and
was told to wait until the bombardment was over. All night he
watched the fort and by the first rays of morning light he saw the
Stars and Stripes still waving. Then, in his joy and pride, he wrote
the stirring words of the song, which is now known and loved by
all Americans—*‘The Star Spangled Banner.’’

Notes and Questions

When was this song written?

What ¢¢perilous fight’’ had taken
place?

Where was the author during
the fight?

What had he seen at the ‘‘twi-
light’s last gleaming’’f?

Over what ramparts was the
flag streaming?

What proof did he have during
the night that the flag was
still flying over the fort?

Who were the ‘‘foe’s haughty
host’’?

What words tell where the foe
was?

What words tell that the foe had
ceased firing?

Why was this?

Where was the reflection of the
flag seen?

What is the meaning of ‘‘thus’’
in the line that begins ‘O thus
be it ever’’?
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What land is the ¢‘heav’n-res- that has made and preserved
cued land’’? us a nation’’?

What does the author mean | Read the words which must be
when he speaks of the ‘‘Power our country’s motto.

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
pér’ il-ous tow’-er-ing (tou’-ér-ing) dés-6-1a’-tion (shiin)
hav’oe haugh’ty (hé'ti) réf’-ige
hire’-ling pol-la’-tion vaunt’-ing-ly (vont’)
VOCABULARY:

rés’-ciie—to free or deliver from danger or evil.
tri’-imph—victory; a state of joy because of success.

WORDS AND PHRASES:

‘“mist of the deep’’ ‘“ramparts’’ :
¢“fitfully blows’’ ‘‘bombs bursting in air’’
‘‘rocket’s red glare’’ ‘¢ Star-Spangled’’
‘‘haughty host’’ ‘‘towering steep’’ -

THE NAME OF OLD GLORY*

JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY

James Whitcomb Riley (1852- ) is an American poet. He was

born in Indiana and is called ‘¢ The Hoosier Poet.’’
’ 1

OLp GLory! say, who,
By the ships and the crew,
And the long, blended ranks of the gray and the blue,—
Who gave you, Old Glory, the name that you bear
With such pride everywhere
As you cast yourself free to the rapturous air
And leap out full-length, as we’re wanting you to?—
Who gave you that name, with the ring of the same,
And the honor and fame so becoming to you?—
Your stripes stroked in ripples of white and of red,

*Copyright, 1900, James Whitcomb Riley. Published b, rmission of
the Bobgs-l’:ferrlll Cofnpany. v v pe
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With your stars at their glittering best overhead—
By day or by night '
Their delightfullest light
Laughing down from their little square heaven of blue 1—
Who gave you the name of Old Glory ?—say, who—
Who gave you the name of Old Glory?

The old banner lifted, and faltering then
In vague lisps and whispers fell silent again,

2

0Old Glory: the story we’re wanting to hear
Is what the plain facts of your christening were,—
For your name—just to hear it,
Repeat it, and cheer it, ’s a tang to the spirit
As salt as a tear ;—
And seeing you fly, and the boys marching by,
There’s a shout in the throat and a blur in the eye
And an aching to live for you always—or die,
If, dying, we still keep you waving on high.
Angd so, by our love
For you, floating above,
And the scars of all wars and the sorrows thereof,
Who gave you the name of Old Glory, and why

Are we thrilled at the name of Old Glory?

Then the old banner leaped, like a sail in the blast,
And fluttered an audible answer at last.—

3

And it spake, with a shake of the voice, and it said:—
By the driven snow-white and the living blood-red

Of my bars, and their heaven of stars overhead—

By the symbol conjoined of them all, skyward cast,

As I float from the steeple, or flap at the mast,
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Or droop o’er the sod where the long grasses nod,—
My name is as old as the glory of God.
« « « SoI came by the name of Old Glory.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

To whom is the poet speaking?

What question does he ask?

What soldiers are meant by ¢‘the
gray”f

What soldiers are meant by ¢‘the

_ blue’’?

Why were they given these
names?

What does the poet mean by de-
scribing the blue and the gray
as ‘‘blended raunks’’t

This poem was written in the
year of our war with Spain.
How were the blue and the gray

blended at that time?

When do the stripes in the flag
become ‘‘ripples’’t

Read the lines which tell how we

feel when we see the flag fly
and ‘‘the boys marching by’’.

‘Who are the boys referred to in
these linest

How old does the flag say its
name ist -~

Of what is the ‘‘driven snow-
white’? the symbol? (See p. 15.)

Of what is the ‘‘living blood-
red’’ the symbol?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:

vague (vag) rip’-tur-ous

dch’-ing leaped (lépt, or Iépt)
VOCABULARY:

christen-ing (kris’'n-ing)
edn-joined’

gu’-di-ble—loud enough to be heard.
sym’-bol—a sign; anything which suggests an idea or thing.

WORDS AND PHRABES:
‘‘rapturous air’’
‘‘scars of all wars’’
¢¢‘fame so becoming to you’’
‘‘a tang to the spirit’’
¢‘cast yourself free’’
¢‘the ring of the same’’
¢‘at their glittering best’’
¢¢laughing down’’
¢¢delightfullest light’’

‘‘square heaven of blue’’
‘‘a blur in the eye’’
¢¢gskyward cast’’
¢¢vague lisps’’

¢“aching to live for you'’
‘‘conjoined of them all’’
¢‘gskyward cast’’

‘“droop o’er the sod’’
‘‘long grasses nod’’
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THE LAND OF LIBERTY
(AUTHOR UNKNOWN)

1

I LOVE my country’s pine-clad hills,
Her thousand bright and gushing rills,
‘Her sunshine and her storms;
Her rough and rugged rocks, that rear
Their hoary heads high in the air
In wild, fantastic forms.

2
I love her rivers, deep and wide,
Those mighty streams that seaward glide
To seek the ocean’s breast;
Her smiling fields, her pleasant vales,
Her shady dells, her flow’ry dales,
The haunts of peaceful rest.

3

I love her forests, dark and lone,

For there the wild bird's merry tone,
I hear from morn till night;

And there are lovelier flowers, I ween,

Than €’er in Eastern lands were seen,
In varied colors bright.

4

Her forests and her valleys fair,

Her flowers that scent the morning air,
All have their charms for me;

But more I love my country’s name,

Those words that echo deathless fame,
“The Land of Liberty.”
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HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

What are ‘‘pine-clad’’ hills?

What parts of our country are
noted for pine forests?

In what regions would you see
rocks, such as are described in
the first stanza?

What things are mentioned in
the second stanza as objects
of the poet’s love?

Name one of the ‘‘mighty
streams that seaward glide.’’

What does the poet say makes the
forests beautiful?

‘What comparison is8 made be-
tween our flowers and the flow-
ers of Eastern lands?

‘What does the poet love more than
all the beautiful things which he
has mentioned?

Read the line that gives this name.

Commit to memory the last three
lines of the fourth stanza.

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
haunts (hiints) héar’-y (hori)
rear (rér) Iib’-ér-ty (ti)
VOCABULARY: V

fame—glory; public reputation.

rig’-géd
véa’-ried (rid)

péace’-ful—quiet; still; undisturbed.

WORDS AND PHRABES:
¢¢gushing rills’’
“‘fantastic forms’’
‘‘varied colors’’

‘‘hoary heads’’
‘‘pleasant vales’’
‘‘deathless fame’’

THE BIRTHDAY OF WASHINGTON*
' RUFUS CHOATE

Rufus Choate (1799-1859), an American orator, was a native of
Essex, Massachusetts. He graduated from Dartmouth College. He and
Daniel Webster were the greatest orators of their time.

THE birthday of the “Father of his Country!” May it ever
be freshly remembered by American hearts!
His memory is first and most sacred in our love; and ever

*From one of Choate’s orationms.
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hereafter, till the last drop of blood shall freeze in the last
American heart, his name shall be a spell of power and of
might. .

It was the daily beauty and towering and matchless glory
of his life which enabled him to create his country, and at the -
same time secure an undying love and regard from the whole
American people. “The first in the hearts of his countrymen!”
Undoubtedly there were brave and wise and good men, before
his day, in every colony. But the American nation, as a nation,
I do not reckon to have begun before 1774. And the first love
of that Young America was Washington.

HELPS TO STUDY
Historical: The words, ‘‘First in the hearts of his countrymen,’’
were first used by Colonel Henry Lee in the Resolutions which were
presented in the House of Representatives on the death of Washing-
ton, December, 1799, ‘‘to the memory of the Man, first in war, first
in peace, and first in the hearts of his countrymen.’’ The date 1774,
mentioned in this oration, was the year in which the First Continental
Congress met.
Notes and Questions
Read the line that tells the place | What secured for him the love
which the memory of Washing- of the American people?
ton holds in the love of the | When was the expression ¢‘The
American people. first in the hearts of his coun-
What enabled Washington to trymen’’ first used?
‘‘create his country’’? Who said it?

Words and Phrases for Study
PRONUNCIATION:
¢n-a’-bled (b’ld) sd’-eréd eré-ate’
eol’-6-ny (ni), réck’-on (’'n) tin-doubt’-éd-ly

VOCABULARY:
dai’-ly—happening or belonging to each day.
sé-clire’—to get possession of.
hére-aft’-er—from this time forward.
WORDS AND PHRASES:

‘“to create his country’’ ¢¢a gpell of power and of might ’*
‘‘matchless glory’’ ¢¢daily beauty’’
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INDEPENDENCE BELL
(AUTHOR UNKNOWN)

1
THERE was a tumult in the city,
In-the quaint old Quaker town,
And the streets were rife with people
Pacing restless up and down—
People gathering at corners,
Where they whispered each to each,
And the sweat stood on their temples
With the earnestness of speech.

2
As the bleak Atlantic currents
Lash the wild Newfoundland shore,
So they beat against the State House,
So they surged against the door;
And the mingling of their voices
Made a harmony profound,
Till the quiet street of Chestnut
Was all tyrbulent with sound.

3
“Will they do it?” - “Dare they do it?”
“Who is speaking ?” “What’s the news?”
“What of Adams?” “What of Sherman?”
“Oh, God grant they won’t refuse!”
“Make some way, there!” ‘“Let me nearer!”
“I am stifling!” “Stifle, then!
When a nation’s life’s at hazard,
We’ve no time to think of men!”

4
So they beat against the portal,
Man and woman, maid and child;
And the July sun in heaven
On the scene looked down and smiled.
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The same sun that saw the Spartan
Shed his patriot blood in vain,

Now beheld the soul of freedom,
All unconquered, rise again.

5
See! See! The dense crowd quivers
Through all its lengthy line,
As the boy beside the portal
Looks forth to give the sign!
With his little hands uplifted,
Breezes dallying with his hair,
Hark! with deep, clear intonation,
Breaks his young voice on the air.

6
Hushed the people’s swelling murmur,
List the boy’s exultant cry!
“Ring!” he shouts, “ring! grandpa,
Ring! oh, ring for Liberty!”
Quickly at the given signal
The old bell-man lifts his hand,
Forth he sends the good news, making
Iron music through the land.

v

How they shouted! What rejoicing!
How the old bell shook the air,

Till the clang of freedom ruffled
The calmly gliding Delaware !

How the bonfires and the torches
Lighted up the night’s repose,

And from the flames, like fabled Pheenix,
Our glorious Liberty arose!

8
That old State House bell is silent,
Hushed is now its clamorous tongue;
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But the spirit it awakened
Still is living—ever young;
And when we greet the smiling sunlight
On the Fourth of each July,
We will ne’er forget the bell-man
Who, betwixt the earth and sky,
Rung out loudly, “Independence ;”
Which, please God, shall never die!

HELPS TO STUDY

Historical: In June, 1776, Richard Henry Lee of Virginia offered
a resolution in Congress, ‘‘that these United Colonies are, and of
right ought to be, free and independent states.”’ This motion was
seconded by John Adams of Massachusetts and carried on July 2. .
" John Adams, Thomas Jefferson of Virginia, Benjamin Franklin
of Pennsylvania, Roger Sherman of Connecticut, and Robert Living-
ston of New York were chosen to draw up a declaration which should
contain this resolution. The Declaration of Independence was written

by Thomas Jefferson and adopted by Congress July 4, 1776,
The old State House, Philadelphia, in which Congress met, is now

known as Independence Hall,

Notes and Questions

Where did the events related in
this story take place?

What city is meant by the
‘‘quaint old Quaker town’’?
Where were the people of the

city gathered?

Why were they so excited?

To what is the pressure of the
people against the building
compared?

How many people are represented
as speaking in the third stanza?

How do you know this?

Why are the sentences in this
stanza so short?

Why are Adams and Sherman

mentioned by the people?

What reason had the people for
thinking that the nation’s life
was ‘‘at hazard’’, that is, in
danger?

What portal is referred to in the
fourth stanza?

What is a patriot?

Who were the Spartans?

For what did they fight?

What did the ringing of the bell
tell to the people?

How did they show their joy?

Why should we remember the
belllman on the ‘‘Fourth of
each July’’?
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Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION;
ti’-miilt swéat hiz’-ard clam’-or-ous
quiint tir’-bi-lent pa’-tri-5t fa’-bled (b’1d)
Quik’-er - stv-fling dal’-ly-ing Phe'nix (fé&’-niks)
VOCABULARY:

bléak—cold and cutting.
dénse—close; compact; thick.
ré-pdse’—quiet; rest; calm,
WORDS AND PHRABER:
‘‘bleak Atlantic currents’’ ¢‘turbulent with sound’’
‘‘Spartan’’—a native of Sparta, one of the states of ancient
Greece. At the battle of Thermopyle three hundred Spartans under
Leonidas held a narrow pass against a large Persian army, until every
Spartan was slain,
¢‘Phenix’’—a bird which the ancient Egyptians believed visited
their country once in several hundred years. They thought this bird
burned itself to death and from its ashes sprang a new Phenix.

THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET

SAMUEL WOODWORTH

-Samuel Woodworth (1785-1842), an American poet and editor, was
born in Scituate, Massachusetts. He was a printer by trade. He
wrote patriotic songs, but of all his writings the ‘‘Old Oaken Bucket’’
is best liked.

1

How dear to my heart are the scenes of my childhood,
When fond recollection presents them to view!

The orchard, the meadow, the deep tangled wild-wood,
And every loved spot which my infancy knew;

The wide-spreading pond, and the mill that stood by it;
The bridge and the rock where the cataract fell;

The cot of my father, the dairy-house nigh it,
And e’en the rude bucket which hung in the well :

The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket which hung in the well.
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That moss-covered vessel I hail as a treasure;

For often, at noon, when returned from the. field,
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure,

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield.
How ardent I seized it, with hands that were glowing,

And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell;
Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing,

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well:
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,

The moss-covered bucket arose from the well.

How sweet from the green mossy brim to receive it,
As poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips!
Not a full blushing goblet could tempt me to leave it,
Though filled with the nectar which Jupiter sips;
And now, far removed from thy loved situation,
The tear of regret will intrusively swell,
As fancy reverts to my father’s plantation,
And sighs for the bucket which hangs in the well:
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket which hangs in the well.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

What ‘‘scenes’’ of his childhood
does the poet remember?

What words does he use to de-
scribe the bucket?

On what part of the bucket did
the moss grow?

When did the boy find greatest
pleasure in the old oaken
bucket?

What do you think he did in the
field ¢

How does the poet describe the
bottom of the well?

What does this tell you of the
depth of the well?

What does the poet say is the
emblem of truth?

How did the boy drink from the
bucket?

What does the poem tell us could
not tempt the boy to leave the
old oaken bucket?

f""
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Words and Phrases for Study.

PRONUNCIATION:
dai’-ry éx’-qui-site réc-6l-1éc’-tion
in-tru’-sive-ly (trdo) néc'-tar Ji'-pi-ter (joo)
VOCABULARY:

ré-grét’—longing; sorrow.
glow’-ing—warm with exercise.

WORDS AND PHRARSES:

‘‘tangled wildwood’’ ‘‘exquisite pleasure’’
‘‘rude bucket’’ ‘“infancy’’
‘“intrusively swell’’ ‘‘The cot of my father’’

‘‘blushing goblet’’—a goblet filled with wine which would give a
red color to the glass.

‘‘Jupiter”’—The Romans believed in many gods and goddesses. The
chief of all their gods was called Jupiter.

‘‘nectar’’—the name given by the Greek poets to the drink of the
gods. It was supposed to resemble red wine.

WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE

GEORGE P. MORRIS
George P. Morris (1802-1864) was born in Philadelphia. He was
an editor and a poet and was connected with a number of newspapers
in New York City. His poems and songs are particularly pleasing.
1
WoobpMAN, spare that tree!
Touch not a single bough;
In youth it sheltered me,
And T’ll protect it now.
’Twas my forefather’s hand
That placed it near his cot;
There, woodman, let it stand;
Thy ax shall harm it not:

2
That old familiar tree,
Whose glory and renown
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Are spread o’er land and sea;

And wouldst thou hack it down?
Woodman, forbear thy stroke!

Cut not its earth-bound ties;
Oh, spare that aged oak,

Now towering to the skies.

3

When but an idle boy,
I sought its grateful shade;
In all their gushing joy,
Here, too, my sisters played.
My mother kissed me here;
My father pressed my hand:
Forgive this foolish tear,—
But let that old oak stand!

4

My heart-strings round thee cling,
Close as thy bark, old friend !
Here shall the wild-bird sing,
And still thy branches bend.
0ld tree! the storm still brave!
And, woodman, leave the spot;
While I’ve a hand to save,
Thy ax shall harm it not.

HELPS TO STUDY

Notes and Questions
To whom is the poet speaking in | How will the poet protect the

these verses? tree?
What does he wish to prevent? Where do you think the tree
Why is the tree dear to him? grew?
Whom does he remember seeing | For what was this tree remark-
under the tree? able?

What did they do-theref By whom was it planted?
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Words and Phrases for Study
PRONUNCIATION:
fa-mil’-iar (yar) ré-nown’ for-bear’ (bar)
VOCABULARY:
fa-mil’-iar—well known; well understood.
grate’-ful—pleasing; welcome; thankful.

WORDS AND PHRARER:

‘‘forefather’’ ‘‘earth-bound ’’
‘‘forbear thy stroke’’ ‘‘grateful shade’’
¢‘gushing joy’’ ‘“heart-strings’’

HOME, SWEET HOME
JOHN HOWARD PAYNE

John Howard Payne (1792-1852) was born in New York City. He
became an actor and also a writer of plays and operas. His song
‘‘Home, Sweet Home,’’ was first sung in one of his operas in a
London theater. He died at Tunis, Africa, to which place he had been

sent as United States consul.
1
"MIp pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home!
A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there,

Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere.

Home, home, sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!

2

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain;

Oh! give me my lowly thatched cottage again!

The birds, singing gayly, that came at my call—

Give me them !—and the peace of mind dearer than all.

Home, home, sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home!
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HELPS TO STUDY

Historical: ¢‘‘Home, Sweet Home’’ has made the name of John
Howard Payne famous all over the world. The complete song had
originally four stanzas, but the two given here are the finest and best
known.

When Jenny Lind, the celebrated Swedish singer, visited the
United States in 1850, she sang in Washington before a large audience.
John Howard Payne sat in one of the boxes and at the close of a
wonderful concert, the singer turned toward the box in which the poet
sat and sang ‘‘Home, Sweet Home’’ with so much sweetness and

power that many in the audience cried like children.

Notes and Questions

What words in the first stanza
are repeated in the refrain or
chorus?

What is it that the poet says ¢‘hal-
lows’’ or blesses us when we are
in our homes?

With what word in the same
stanza is the word cottage con-
trasted?

With what word in the first

stanza is the word cottage con-
trasted?

What does the second stanza tell
us that the poet had at home
and missed afterward?

Of whom do you suppose he
thinks when he remembers his
childhood’s home?

What is it that really makes
home beautiful? ’

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:

pal’-dce hil’-low

VOCABULARY:
cot’-tage—small house.

&x’-ile hum’-ble (hiim’-b’l)

daz’-zle—to confuse or bewilder with intense brightness.

WORDS AND PHRARSER:
¢‘exile from home’’
¢‘charm’’

‘‘lowly thatched cottage’’

‘‘cameé at my call’’
¢¢gplendor dazzles’’
‘‘peace of mind”’
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THE SPIDER AND THE FLY

MARY HOWITT

Mary Howitt (1804-1888) was an English poet. She was the wife
of William Howitt, who was also a poet and author. Her poems are
widely read.

1
“WiLL you walk into my parlor ?” said,the Spider to the Fly;
“’Tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy.
The way into my parlor is up a winding stair,
And I have many curious things to show .when you are there.”
“Oh no, no,” said the little Fly; “to ask me is in vain,
For who goes up your winding stair can ne’er come down again.”

p]

“I’'m sure you must be weary, dear, with soaring up so high;
Will you rest upon my little bed ?’ said the Spider to the Fly.
“There are pretty curtains drawn around; the sheets are fine

and thin,
And if you like to rest awhile, I’ll snugly tuck you in!”
“Oh no, no,” said the little Fly, “for I’ve often heard it said,
They never, never wake again who sleep upon your bed !”

3
Said the cunning Spider to the Fly: “Dear friend, what can I do
To prove the warm affection I’ve always felt for you?
I have within my pantry good store of all that’s nice;
I’m sure you’re very welcome—will you please to take a slice?”
“Oh no, no,” said the little Fly: “kind «ir, that can not be:
I’ve heard what’s in your pantryv, and I do not wish to see!”

4
“Sweet creature!” said the Spider, “you’re witty and you’re wise;
How handsome are your gauzy wings! how brilliant are your
eyes!
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I have a little looking-glass upon my parlor shelf;

If vou’ll step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself.”

“I thank you, gentle sir,” she said, “for what you’re pleased
to say,

And, bidding you good morning now, I’ll call another day.”

5

The Spider turned him round about, and went into his den,
For well he knew the silly Fly would soon come back again:
So he wove a subtle web in a little corner sly,
And set his table ready to dine upon the Fly;
Then came out to his door again, and merrily did sing:
“Come hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver wing:
Your robes are green and purple; there’s a crest upon your head ;
Your eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine are dull as

lead 1”

6

Alas, alas! how very soon this silly little Fly,
Hearing his wily, flattering words, came slowly flitting by;
With buzzing wings she hung aloft, then near and nearer drew,
Thinking only of her brilliant eyes and green and purple hue,
Thinking only of her crested head. Poor, foolish thing! At last
Up jumped the cunning Spider, and fiercely held her fast;

v

He dragged her up his winding stair, into his dismal den,
Within his little parlor—but she ne’er came out again!
And now, dear little children, who may this story read,
To idle, silly, flattering words, I pray you, ne’er give heed;
Unto an evil counselor close heart and ear and eye,

And take a lesson from this tale of the Spider and the Fly.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions
How did the spider first try to | After his first invitation had
attract the fly into his web? failed, what did the spider then
Read the fly’s answer. invite the fly to do?
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Why did the fly refuse this in-
vitation?

What was the spider’s next offer?

How did the fly answer this?

What was it that tempted the fly
to ‘“call another day’’?

Why did the spider tell the fly
that she was beautiful?

How many times had the spider
told the fly what she knew was
not true?

Why did she believe him this
time?

Have you ever known a person to
be caught by a piece of flattery
like the spider’s?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
gauz'-y (gbz'-i)

wily (wili)

bril’-liant (yint)

giib’-tle (sit’-’1) di’-a-mond (miind) hie
fidree’-ly ne’er (nar) coun’-sél-or
VOCABULARY:

bril’-liant—glittering; shining.

wit’-ty—possessing wit or humor; amusing.

flit’-ter—to praise insincerely.

WORDS AND PHRASES:
‘‘subtle web’?
‘‘flattering words’’

‘“warm affection’’
‘¢evil counselor’’

THE WIND AND THE MOON
GEORGE MACDONALD

George Macdonald (1824-1902) was a Scotch poet.
many poems and stories for children.

especially pleasing.

He wrote
‘‘“The Wind and the Moon’’ is

Samp the Wind to the Moon, “I will blow you out.

You stare in the air

Like a ghost in a chair,
Always looking what I am about.
I hate to be watched; I will blow you out. »
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2

The Wind blew hard, and out went the Moon.
So, deep on a heap
Of clouds, to sleep
Down lay the Wind, and slumbered soon—
Muttering low, “I’ve done for that Moon.”

3

He turned in his bed: she was there again.
On high in the sky,
With her one ghost eye,
The Moon shone white and alive and plain.
Said the Wind, “I will blow you out again.”

4

The Wind blew hard, and the Moon grew dim.
“With my sledge and my wedge
I have knocked off her edge.

If only I blow right fierce and grim,

The creature will soon be dimmer than dim.”

5

He blew and he blew, and she thinned to a thread
“One puff more’s enough
To blow her to snuff!

One good puff more where the last was bred,

And glimmer, glimmer glum will go the thread.”

6

He blew a great blast, and the thread was gone;
In the air nowhere
Was a moonbeam bare;

Far off and harmless the shy stars shone:

Sure and certain the Moon was gone!
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4

The Wind he took to his revels once more;

On down, in town,

Like a merry-mad clown,
He leaped and halloed with whistle and roar,
“What’s that?” The glimmering thread once more.

8

He flew in a rage—he danced and blew;
But in vain was the pain
Of his bursting brain;
For still the broader the moon-scrap grew,
The broader he swelled his big cheeks and blew.

9

Slowly she grew—till she filled the night,
And shone on her throne
In the sky alone,
A matchless, wonderful, silvery light,
Radiant and lovely, the queen of the night.

10

Said the Wind: “What a marvel of power am I!
With my breath, good faith,
I blew her to death—

First blew her away right out of the sky—

Then blew her in; what a strength am 1!’

11

But the Moon she knew nothing about the aﬁalr,
For, high in the sky,
With her one white eye,

Motionless miles above the air,

She had never heard the great Wind blare.
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HELPS TO STUDY

Notes and Questions

Why did the wind want to blow
out the moon?

What did he do when he thought
he had sueceeded?

Read the lines which tell how the
wind felt when he saw the
moon grow broader and bigger.

‘What does the tenth stanza te!l us
that the wind thought he had
done?

Read the lines which tell that the
moon did not know that the
wind was blowing.

Read the lines which give the
most beautiful description of
the moon.

What qualities does this story
give to the wind?

Do you know any person who has
these same qualities?

T"ow do you feel toward the wind
as you read the story?

T'o you think the poet wanted to
teach us something in this
poem or did he want to amuse
us?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
hil-loed” (150d")

TVOCABULARY:
shy—ecasily frightened; timid.
blast—rviolent gust of wind.

rév’-éls

af-fair’ ra’-di-ant

glim’-mer—to shine faintly or unsteadily.
mo’-tion less—without motion; at rest.

WORDS AND PHRARSES:
‘“merry-mad clown’’
‘‘shy stars’’

‘“marvel of power’’
‘‘revels’’

THE LARK AND THE ROOK
(AUTHOR UNKNOWN)
1

“Goop-NIGHT, Sir Rook ! said a little lark,
“The daylight fades; it will soon be dark;
I’ve bathed my wings in the sun’s last ray,
I’ve sung my hymn to the parting day;
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So now I haste to my quiet nook
In yon dewy meadow—good-night, Sir Rook !”

2

“@ood-night, poor Lark,” said his titled friend,
With a haughty toss and a distant bend ;

“I also go to my rest profound,

But not to sleep on the cold, damp ground;
The fittest place for a bird like me

Is the topmost bough of yon tall pine tree.

3

“I opened my eyes at peep of day

And saw you taking your upward way,
Dreaming your fond romantic dreams,

An ugly speck in the sun’s bright beams,
Soaring too high to be seen or heard,

And I said to myself: ‘What a foolish bird I’

4

“I trod the park with a princely air,

I filled my crop with the richest fare;

I cawed all day ’mid a lordly crew,

And I made more noise in the world than you!

The sun shone forth on my ebon wing;

I looked and wondered—good-night, poor thing!’

5

“Good-night, once more,” said the lark’s sweet voice
“I see no cause to repent my choice;

You build your nest in the lofty pine,

But is your slumber more sweet than mine?

You make more noise in the world than I,

But whose is the sweeter minstrelsy 7
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HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

What title did the lark give to
the rook?

‘Where does the rook make his
nest?

Where does the lark make his
nest?

‘What did the rook see when he
opened his eyes?

‘What was the lark doing at that
time?

Why did the rook think the lark
was foolish ¢

How did the rook spend the day?

Read the words in which the rook
compares the lark’s voice with
his own.

Read a line in the last stanza
which shows that the rook’s
words did not make the lark
discontented.

How would you answer the two
questions which the lark asks?

Whiech bird had given pleasure to
others during the day?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:

rd-min’-tic cgwed (kdd) ti'-tled (’1d)
hymn (him) éb’-on min’-strél-s§

r30k dew'y (di’-i) soar’-ing (sér-ing)
VOCABULARY:

dis’-tant—not friendly; far off.
slim’-ber—sleep ; repose.

fare—food; provisions for the table; a journey; the price of a

journey or passage.

WORDS AND PHRABSES:
‘‘dewy meadow’’
‘‘haughty toss’’
¢‘distant bend’’

‘¢ daylight fades’’
‘‘bathed my wings’’
‘“parting day?”’
llnook)’

‘‘titled friend’’
‘‘rest profound’’

[ ﬁtteat ”

¢‘princely air’’

(¥} crop 1

‘‘lordly crew’’
‘‘peep of day’’
‘‘romantic dreams’’
‘‘richest fare’’
‘‘ebon wing’’
‘‘minstrelsy’’
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AESOP’S FABLES
THE LION AND THE MOUSE

A lion was sleeping in his lair, when a mouse, not knowing
where she was going, ran over the mighty beast’s nose and
awakened him. The lion clapped his paw upon the frightened
little creature, and was about to make an end of her, when the
mouse, in pitiable tone, begged him to let her go. The lion,
smiling at his little prisoner’s fright, generously let her go.
Now, it happened not long after that the lion fell into the trap
of the hunters, and, finding himself without hope of escape, set
up a roar that filled the whole forest with its echo. The mouse,
recognizing the voice, ran to the spot, and at once set to work
to nibble the knot in the cord that bound the lion, and in a short
time set the noble beast at liberty; thus convincing him that
kindness is seldom thrown away, and that there is no creature
so much below another but that he may have it in his power
to return a kind act.

THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE

A hare boasted loudly to a tortoise of her speed in running,
at the same time giving him a look of scorn because of his
slowness.

“Let us have a race,” answered the tortoise. “I will run
with you five miles, and the fox over yonder shall be the judge.”

The hare with a scornful smile agreed, and away they started
together.

Soon the hare left the tortoise far behind, and, feeling a little
tived, lay down on a tuft of grass that grew by the way. “If that
slow-coach passes, I shall see him and easily catch up with him
again,” she said to herself, and fell asleep.

In the meantime the tortoise plodded on, slowly but surely.
After a time, he passed the hare, who, sure of reaching the goai

first, still siept, and who awoke only to find that the tortoise had
reached it before her.
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THE WIND AND THE SUN

A dispute once arose between the Wind and the Sun, as to
which of the two was the stronger.

To decide the matter, they agreed to try their power on a
traveler, and the one who should first strip him of his cloak, was
to win the wager.

The Wind began. He blew a strong blast, which toic up
the oaks by their roots, and made the whole forest look iike a
wreck. But the traveler, thcugh at first he could scarcely
keep his cloak on his back, drew it about him more closely
than ever.

The Wind, having thus tried his utmost power in vain, the
Sun began.

Bursting through a thick cloud, he sent down his sultry rays
so forcibly upon the traveler, that the poor fellow was almost
melted.

So he quickly threw off his cloak, and went happily on
his way.

Gentle means will often succeed, where force will fail.

HELPS TO STUDY

Historical: Aesop, the great story-teller, was a Greek slave who
is supposed to have lived in Athens more than two thousand years
ago. His fables, a large number of which were about animals, were
intended to make the people better. In these fables he made the
animals talk so as to show the difference between good deeds and
bad deeds. After Aesop’s death these stories were remembered and
written down in different languages, so that every one could read
them the world over. They teach us useful lessons.

Notes and Questions
Which of these fables do you like | What other fables have you read?

best? Why? To which fable does each of the
What lesson may we learn from following apply:

each? ‘‘“The race is not alone to the
Which lesson do you think most swift.’”’

useful to yout? ‘‘Kind means are the best.”’
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PRONUNCIATION:
sil’-try tor'-toise (tiis or tis)
£51r’-ci-bly . lair (lar)
for'-ést goal (gol)
VOOABULARY:

boast’-6d—bragged; spoke of herself with too great eonfidence.
pit’i-a-ble (b’l)—exciting pity; sorrowful.

WORDS AND PHRABES:

“gultry’’ ¢‘plodded’’
¢‘scornful’’ ¢‘goal’’
¢étuft’’ ‘‘geldom’’

PIPING DOWN THE VALLEYS WILD

WILLIAM BLAKE

William Blake (1757-1827) was an English poet and artist. He
was born in London. His ‘‘Piping Down the Valleys Wild’’ was
written as an introduction to his ‘‘Songs of Innocence.’’

1
PipiNg down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
On a cloud I saw a child,
And he laughing said to me:—

2
“Pipe a song about a lamb:”
So I piped with merry cheer.
“Piper, pipe that song again:”
So I piped; he wept to hear.

3
“Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe,
Sing thy songs of happy cheer:”
So I sang the same again,
While he wept with joy to hear.
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4

“Piper, sit thee down and write
In a book that all may read—”

So he vanish’d from my sight;
And I pluck’d a hollow reed,

5

And I made a rural pen,
And I stain’d the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

What does the poet say he was
doing when he saw the child?

What did the child ask him to
dot?

Why did the child want him to
write his songs in a book?

What did the poet use for a pen?

Where was the poet when he saw
the child?

Why did he stain the water?

Mention something which may
have grown there and with
which the piper could have
stained the water.

Did the incidents told in this
poem really happen or did the
poet imagine he saw the child?

Read the lines which tell his pur-
pose in writing this and other

songs.

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
liugh’-ing

VOCABULARY:
ch&&r—mirth; joy.

ru’-ral (rd%’-ril)

a-gain’ (a-gén’)

ru’-ral—of the country or belonging to the country.

WORDS AND PHRARSES:
‘‘rural pen’’
‘‘wept with joy’’
‘lPiparI)

¢‘vanish’d’’
‘‘hollow reed’’
‘‘pleasant glee’’
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THE LEAK IN THE DIKE

PHEBE CARY

Phebe Cary (1824-1871) was an American poet. She was born in
Cincinnati and lived with her sister, Alice, in New York City.

1

THE good dame looked from her cottage
At the close of the pleasant day,

And cheerily called to her little son
Outside the door at play:

“Come, Peter, come! I want you to go,
While there is light to see,

To the hut of the blind old man who lives
Across the dike for me;

And take these cakes I made for him—
They are hot and smoking yet;

You have time enough to go and come
Before the sun is set.”

2

And Peter left the brother
With whom all day he had plaved,

And the sister who had watched their sports
In the willow’s tender shade;

And told them they’d see him back before
They saw a star in sight,

Though he wouldn’t be afraid to go
In the very darkest night!

For he was a brave, bright fellow,
With eve and conscience clear;

He could do whatever a boy might do,
And he had not learned to fear.
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3

And now with his face all glowing,
And eyes as bright as the day,

With the thoughts of his pleasant errand,
He trudged along the way;

And soon his joyous prattle
Made glad a lonesome place—

Alas! if only the blind old man
Could have seen that happy face!

Yet he somehow caught the brightness
Which his voice and presence lent;

And he felt the sunshine come and go
As Peter came and went.

4

And now, as the day was sinking,
And the winds began to rise,
The mother looked from her door again,
Shading her anxious eyes,
And saw the shadows deepen
And birds to their homes come back,
But never a sign of Peter
Along the level track.
But she said: “He will come at morning,
So I need not fret or grieve—
Though it isn't like my boy at all
To stay without my leave.”

5

But where was the child delaying?
On the homeward way was he;

And across the dike while the sun was up
An hour above the sea.

He was stopping now to gather flowers,
Now listening to the sound,
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As the angry waters dashed themselves
Against their narrow bound.

“Ah! well for us,” said Peter,
“That the gates are good and strong,

And my father tends them carefully,
Or they would not hold you long!

You’re a wicked sea,” said Peter;
“I know why you fret and chafe;

You would like to spoil our lands and homes;
But our sluices keep you safe.”

6

But hark ! through the noise of waters
Comes a low, clear, trickling sound ;

And the child’s face pales with terror,
And his blossoms drop to the ground.

He is up the bank in a moment,
And, stealing through the sand,

He sees a stream not yet so large
As his slender, childish hand.

’Tis a leak in the dike! He is but a boy,
Unused to fearful scenes;

But, young as he is, he has learned to know .
The dreadful thing that means.

.

v

A leak in the dike! The stoutest heart
Grows faint that cry to hear,

And the bravest man in all the land
Turns white with mortal fear.

For he knows the smallest leak may grow
To a flood in a single night;

And he knows the strength of the cruel sea
When loosed in its angry might.
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8

And the boy! he has seen the danger
And, shouting a wild alarm,

He forces back the weight of the sea
With the strength of his single arm!

He listens for the joyful sound
Of a footstep passing nigh;

And lays his ear to the ground, to catch
The answer to his cry.

And he hears the rough winds blowing,
And the waters rise and fall,

But never an answer comes to him
Save the echo of his call.

9
So, faintly calling and crying .
Till the sun is under the sea;
Crying and moaning till the stars
Come out for company;
He thinks of his brother and sister,
Asleep in their safe warm bed;
. He thinks of his father and mother,
Of himself as dying—and dead;
And of how, when the night is over,
" They must come and find him at last;
But he never thinks he can leave the place
Where duty holds him fast.

10
The good dame in the cottage
Is up and astir with the light,
For the thought of her little Peter
Has been with her all night.
And now she watches the pathway,
As yester eve she had done;
But what does she see so strange and black
Against the rising sun?
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Her neighbors are hearing between them
Something straight to her door;
Her child is coming home, but not

As he ever came before!

“He is dead!” she cries;

“my darling!”

And the startled father hears,
And comes and looks the way she looks,
And fears the thing she fears;
‘Till a glad shout from the bearers
Thrills the stricken man and wife—
“Give thanks, for your son has saved our land,
And God has saved his life!”
So, there in the morning sunshine
They knelt about the boy;
And every head was bared and bent

In tearful, reverent joy.

HELPS TO STUDY
Historical: A large part of IHolland consists of meadow-land, so
low and flat that the sea would overflow it during high tide if it were
not protected, partly by natural sand hills but more by a wonderful
system of diking. The dikes are long mounds or thick walls of earth
and stone, broad at the base and gradual in slope.

Notes and Questions

What purpose do the dikes of
Holland serve?

What are the sluices that keep
the sea ‘‘safe’’? )

What tells you that Peter’s fath-
er was a poor man?

Read the lines which tell what
the ‘‘pleasant errand’’ was.
Why is a leak in a dike such a

dreadful thing?
How do you think Peter had
learned this?

Why did he not run to some cot-
tage for help?

How long did he hold back the
water?

Why did he not think of running
away?

What do you think was the hard-
est thing that Peter had to
bear that night?

What made Peter a hero?

What kind of boy was Peter be-
fore he became a hero?
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Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
con’-seience (kon’-shéns)  cru’-el (kroo’-€l)  dnx’-ious (angk’-shis)
sluic’-es (sloos’¢s) strick’-en chafe

VOCABULARY:
di’-ty—that which a person is bound to do; that which he should do.
griéve—to sorrow or mourn.
stiir’-tle—to move suddenly or to be excited when alarmed.

WORDS AND PHRARES:
“‘sluices’’—gates for regulating the supply of water.
‘“duty held him fast’’ ‘‘mortal fear’’
‘‘the sun is under the sea’’ ‘“narrow bound’’

¢¢And he felt the sunshine come and go
As Peter came and went’’

CASABIANCA

FELICIA DOROTHEA HEMANS

Felicia Hemans (1793-1835), an English poet, was born in Liver-
pool. She lived much of the time in North Wales. ¢‘Casabianca’’ and
*¢The Landing of the Pilgrims’’ are her best known poems.

1

THE boy stood on the burning deck
Whence all but he had fled,

The flame that lit the battle’s wreck
Shone round him o’er the dead.

2

Yet beautiful and bright he stood,
As born to rule the storm—

A creature of heroic blood,
A proud, though child-like form,
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3
The flames rolled on—he would not go
Without his father’s word;
That father, faint in death below,
His voice no longer heard.

4

He called aloud :—“Say, father, say
If yet my task is done!”

He knew not that the chieftain lay
Unconscious of his son.

5

“Speak, father!” once again he cried,
“If I may yet be gone!”

And but the booming shots replied,
And fast the flames rolled on.

6

Upon his brow he felt their breath,
And in his waving hair,

And looked from that lone post of death
In still yet brave despair;

v
And shouted but once more aloud,
“My father! must I stay?”
While o’er him fast, through sail and shroud,
The wreathing fires made way.

8
They wrapt the ship in splendor wild,
They caught the flag on high,
And streamed above the gallant child
Like banners in the sky.
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There came a burst of thunder sound—
The boy—oh ! where was he?

Ask of the winds that far around
With fragments strewed the sea !l—

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair,
That well had borne their part;

But the moblest thing which perished there
Was that young faithful heart!

HELPS TO STUDY

Historical: The hero of this poem was the son of Louis Casa-
bianca, the captain of L’Orient, the flag-ship of the fleet which car-

ried Bonaparte and his army to Egypt.

In the Battle of the Nile the

powder magazine exploded, the ship was burned, and the captain and

his son perished.

Notes and Questions

How did it happen that the boy
was alone on the ‘‘burning
deck’’?

‘What words in the first stanza
tell you that many were killed
in the battle?

Read two lines from the third
stanza which tell how the boy
showed his faithfulness and his
¢¢heroic blood.”’

Why did not his father come to
him? )

Why is his father called the
¢¢chieftain’’?

What did the boy ask his fath-
er?

Why did he remain in such great
danger when he might have
saved himself?

What was it that ‘‘wrapt the
ship in splendor wild’’?

‘What made the ‘‘burst of thun-
der sound’’?

What things are mentioned as
fragments which ¢‘strewed the
sea’’?

Why is it good for us to read
such a poem as this?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
créa’-ture -
in-con’-scious (shiis)

hé-ro’-ic
wréath’-ing

chiéf’-tain (tin)
frag’-ment
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VOCABULARY:
task—work; business; toil; labor.
gal’-lant—brave; noble; high-spirited.
faith’-ful—trustworthy; honest; sincere.
WORDS AND PHRARSES:

‘‘lone post of death’’ ‘¢sail and shroud’?
‘“wreathing fires’’ ‘“splendor wild”’

SOMEBODY’S MOTHER*

(AUTHOR UNKNOWN)

1

THE woman was old, and ragged, and gray,
And bent with the chill of the winter’s day.
The street was wet with the recent snow,
And the woman’s feet were aged and slow.

2

She stood at the crossing and waited long
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng
Of human beings who passed her by,
Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye.

3

Down the street with laughter and shout,
Glad in the freedom of “school let out,”
Came the boys like a flock of sheep,
Hailing the snow piled white and deep.

4

Past the woman so old and gray,
Hastened the children on their way,

*From Harper's Weekly. Copyright, 1878, by Harpe‘r & Brothers.
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Nor offered a helping hand to her,

So meek, so timid, afraid to stir,

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses’ feet
Should crowd her down in the slippery street.

5

At last came one of the merry troop,
The gayest laddie of all the group;
He paused beside her and whispered low,
“P1l help you across if you wish to go.”

6

Her aged hand on his strong young arm
She placed, and so, without hurt or harm,
He guided her trembling feet along,
Proud that his ewn were firm and strong.

7

Then back again to his friends he went,
His young heart happy and well content.
“She’s somebody’s mother, boys, you know,
For all she’s aged and poor and slow;

8

“And T hope some fellow will lend a hand
To help my mother, you understand,
If ever she’s poor, and old, and gray,
When her own dear boy is far away.”

9

And “somebody’s mother” bowed low her head,
In her home that night, and tire prayer she said,
Was, “God be kind to the noble boy,

Who is somebody’s son and pride and joy.”
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HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

Where was the woman when the
boy saw her?

Of what was she afraid?

How did the boy know this?

‘What did he offer to do?

What had the other boys done?

What did he tell the boys after-
wards?

How did the woman feel toward
the boy?

How do you think his own moth-
er would have felt if she had
seen him?

Can you think of any reason why
this boy was the gayest of the
group?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
guid’-ed

VOCABULARY:

a’-géd (838 or jid)

ré’-cent

no’-ble—honorable; worthy; above what is mean.
tim’-id—not bold; easily frightened.

throng—crowd; multitude.

WORDS AND PHRASES:
¢¢gayest laddie’’

‘“merry troop’’

¢¢Hailing the snow’’

DARIUS GREEN AND HIS FLYING-MACHINE

JOHN TOWNSEND TROWBRIDGE

John Townsend Trowbridge (1827-

in Cambridge.

), an American writer, lives

He and Lucy Larcom were for a time editors of ‘‘Our

Young Folks’ Magazine.’’ Trowbridge first saw a flying-machine sixty

years after he wrote ‘‘Darius Green.’’

years old.

1

He was then eighty-three

Ir ever there lived a Yankee lad,

Wise or otherwise, good or bad,

Who, seeing the birds fly, didn’t jump
With flapping arms from stake or stump,

Or, spreading the tail
Of his coat for a sail,
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Take a soaring leap from post or rail,
And wonder why
He couldn’t fly,
And flap and flutter and wish and try—
"If ever you knew a country dunce
Who didn’t try that as often as once,
All T can say is, that’s a sign
He never would do for a hero of mine.

R
An aspiring genius was D. Green:
The son of a farmer,—age fourteen;
His body was long and lank and lean,—
Just right for flying, as will be seen;
He had two eyes, each bright as a bean,
And a freckled nose that grew between,
A little awry,—for I must mention
That he had riveted his attention
Upon his wonderful invention,
Twisting his tongue as he twisted the strings,
Working his face as he worked the wings,
And with every turn of gimlet and screw
Turning and screwing his mouth round, too,
Till his nose seemed bent
To catch the scent,
Around some corner, of new-baked pies,
And his wrinkled cheeks and his squinting eyes
Grew puckered into a queer grimace,
That made him look very droll in the face,
And also very wise.

3
And wise he must have been, to do more
Than ever a genius did before,
Excepting Dadalus of yore

57
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And his son Icarus, who wore
Upon their backs
Those wings of wax
He had read of in the old almanacs.
Darius was clearly of the opinion,
That the air is also man’s dominion,
And that, with paddle or fin or pinion,
We soon or late
Shall navigate
The azure as now we sail the sea.
The thing looks simple enough to me;
And if you doubt it,
Hear how Darius reasoned about it.

4
“Birds can fly,

An’ why can’t I?

Must we give in,”

Says he with a grin,

“’T the bluebird an’ phoebe

Are smarter’n we be?
Jest fold our hands an’ see the swaller,
An’ blackbird an’ catbird beat us holler?
Does the leetle, chatterin’, sassy wren,
No bigger’n my thumb, know more than men?

Jest show me that!

Er prove’t the bat
Has got more brains than’s in my hat,
An’ I’ll back down, an’ not till then!”’

He argued further: “Ner I can’t see
What’s th’ use o’ wings to a bumblebee,
Fer to git a livin’ with, more’n to me;—
Ain’t my business
Important’s hig’'n is?
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“That Icarus
Was a silly cuss,—
Him an’ his daddy Dedalus.
They might ’a’ knowed wings made o’ wax
Wouldn’t stan’ sun-heat an’ hard whacks,
T’ll make mine o’ luther,
Er suthin’ er other.”

5

And he said to himself, as he tinkered and planned:

“But I ain’t goin’ to show my hand
To mummies that never can understand
The fust idee that’s big an’ grand.
They’d ’a’ laft an’ made fun
O’ Creation itself afore ‘'t was done!”
So he kept his secret from all the rest,
Safely buttoned within his vest;
And in the loft above the shed
Himself he locks, with thimble and thread
And wax and hammer and buckles and screws,
And all such things as geniuses use;—
Two bats for patterns, curious fellows!
A charcoal-pot and a pair of bellows;
An old hoop-skirt or two, as well as
Some wire and several old umbrellas;
A carriage-cover, for tail and wings;
A piece of harness; and straps and strings;
And a big strong box,
In which he locks
These and a hundred other things.

6

His grinning brothers, Reuben and Burke
And Nathan and Jotham and Solomon, lurk

59
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Around the corner to see him work,—
. Sitting cross-leggéd, like a Turk,
Drawing the waxed end through with a jerk,
And boring the holes with a comical quirk
Of his wise old head, and a knowing smirk.
But vainly they mounted each other’s backs,
And poked through knot-holes and pried through cracks;
With wood from the pile and straw from the stacks
He plugged the knot-holes and calked the cracks;
And a bucket of water, which one would think
He had brought up into the loft to drink
When he chanced to be dry,
Stood always nigh,
For Darius was sly!
And whenever at work he happened to spy
At chink or crevice a blinking eye,
He let a dipper of water fly.
“Take that! an’ ef ever ye get a peep,
Guess ye’ll ketch a weasel asleep!”
And he sings as he locks
His big strong box:—

7

“The weasel’s head is small an’ trim,
An’ he is leetle an’ long an’ slim,
Arn’ quick of motion an’ nimble of limb,
An’ ef yeou’ll be
Advised by me
Keep wide awake when ye're ketchin’ him I”

8
So day after day

He stitched and tinkered and hammered away,
Till at last ’twas done,—
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The greatest invention under the sun!
“An’ now,” says Darius, “hooray fer some fun!”

9
’Twas the Fourth of July,
And the weather was dry,
And not a cloud was on all the sky,
Save a few light fleeces, which here and there,
Half mist, half air,
Like foam on the ocean went floating by:
Just as lovely a morning as ever was seen
For a nice little trip in a flying-machine.

10
Thought cunning Darius: “Now I shan’t go
Along ’ith the fellers to see the show.
I’1l say I’ve got sich a terrible cough!
An’ then, when the folks ’ave all gone off,
T’1l hev full swing
For to try the thing,
Arn’ practyse a leetle on the wing.”

“Ain’t goin’ to see the celebration ?”
Says Brother Nate. “No; botheration!
I’ve got sich a cold—a toothache—I—
My gracious !—feel’s though I should fly!”

11

Said Jotham, “Sho!

Guess ye better go.”

But Darius said, “No!
Shouldn’t wonder ’f yeou might see me, though,
’Long *bout noon, ef I git red
0’ this jumpin’, thumpin’ pain ’n my head.”
For all the while to himself he said :—

61
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12
“I’ll tell ye what!
T’ll fly a few times around the lot,
To see how ’t seems, then soon’s I’ve got
The hang o’ the thing, ez likely’s not,
11l astonish the nation,
And all creation,
By flyin’ over the celebration!
Over their heads I’ll sail like an eagle:
I’ll balance myself on my wings like a sea-gull;
I’ll dance on the chimbleys; I’ll stan’ on the steeple;
T’ll flop up to winders an’ scare the people!
T’ll light on the libbe’ty-pole, an’ crow;
An’ T’ll say to the gawpin’ fools below,
‘What world’s this ’ere
That I’ve come near?
Fer I’ll make ’em believe I'm a chap {"m the moon!
An’ 'l try a race ’ith their ol’ bulloon.”
He crept from his bed :
And, seeing the others were gone, he said,
“I’m a gittin’ over the cold 'n my head.”
And away he sped,
To open the wonderful box in the shed.

13

His brothers had walked but a little way

When Jotham to Nathan chanced to say,
“What on airth is he up to, hey?”
“Don’o’,—the’ ’s suthin’ er other to pay,

Er he wouldn’t ’a’ staved to hum today.”

Says Burke, “His toothache’s all ’n his eye!

ITe never’d miss a Fo’th-o’-July,

Ef he hedn’t got rome machine to try.

Le’s hurry back an’ hide in the barn,
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An’ pay him fer tellin’ us that yarn!’
“Agreed!” Through the orchard they creep back,
Along by the fences, behind the stack,
And one by one, through a hole in the wall,
In under the dusty barn they crawl,
Dressed in their Sunday garments all;
And a very astonishing sight was that,
When each in his cobwebbed coat and hat
Came up through the floor like an ancient rat.
And there they hid;
And Reuben slid
The fastenings back, and the door undid.
“Keep dark !” said he,
“While I squint an’ see what the’ is to see.”

14

As knights of old put on their mail,—

From head to foot

An iron suit,
Iron jacket and iron boot,
Iron breeches, and on the head
No hat, but an iron pot instead,

And under the chin the bail,—
I believe they called the thing a helm;
And the lid they carried they called a shield;
And, thus accoutred, they took the field,
Sallying forth to overwhelm
The dragons and pagans that plagued the realm:—

So this modern knight

Prepared for flight,
Put on his wings and strapped them tight;
Jointed and jaunty, strong and light;
Buckled them fast to shoulder and hip,—
Ten feet they measured from tip to tip!
And a helm had he, but that he wore,
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Not on his head like those of yore,
But more like the helm of a ship.

15
“Hush !” Reuben said,
“He’s up in the shed!

He’s opened the winder,—1I see his head!

He stretches it out,

An’ pokes it about,
Lookin’ to see ’f the coast is clear,

Ar’ nobody near;—
Guess he don’o’ who’s hid in here!
He’s riggin’ a spring-board over the sill!
Stop laffin’, Solomon! Burke, keep still!
He’s a climbin’ out now—of all the things!
What’s he got on? I van, it’s wings!
Ar’ that ’tother thing? I vum, it’s a tail!
An’ there he sets like a hawk on a rail !
Steppin’ careful, he travels the length
Of his spring-board, and teeters to try its strength.
Now he stretches his wings, like a monstrous bat;
Peeks over his shoulder, this way an’ that,
Fer to see ’f the’ ’s any one passin’ by;
But the’ ’s on’y a ca’f an’ a goslin’ nigh.
They turn up at him a wonderin’ eye,
To see—The dragon! he’s goin’ to fly!
Away he goes! Jimminy! what a jump!

Flop—flop—an’ plump

To the ground with a thump!
Flutt’rin’ an’ flound’rin’, all in a lump!”

16
As a demon is hurled by an angel’s spear,
Heels over head, to his proper sphere,—
Heels over head, and head over heels,
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Dizzily down the abyss he wheels,—
So fell Darius. Upon his crown,
In the midst of the barnyard, he came down,
In a wonderful whirl of tangled strings,
Broken braces and broken springs,
Broken tail and broken wings,
Shooting-stars, and various things!
Away with a bellow fled the calf,
And what was that? Did the gosling laugh?
’Tis a merry roar
From the old barn-door,
And he hears the voice of Jotham crying,
“Say, D’rius! how de yeou like flyin’?”
Slowly, ruefully, where he lay,
Darius just turned and looked that way,
As he stanched his sorrowful nose with his cuff.
“Wall, I like flyin’ well enough,”
He said ; “but the’ ain’t sich a thunderin’ sight
O’ fun in ’t when ye come to light.”

MoRAL

I just have room for the moral here:

And this is the moral,—Stick to your sphere.
Or if you insist, as you have the right,

On spreading your wings for a loftier flight,
The moral is,—Take care how you light.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

‘Who was Darius Green? ‘Where had he read the story of
What gave his face a twisted Dadalus and Icarus?
expression? ‘What did Darius determine to
‘What did Darius Green believe | use as material for his ma-
that men would soon be able to chine?
do? How did he prepare to carry out

How did he reason this out? his secret plans?
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Why did he not tell his brothers
what he was trying to do?

When did he plan to try his ma-
chine?

Read the lines which tell what
he imagined himself doing.

Read the lines which tell what
he really did.

‘What did he say was the unpleas-
ant part of flying? :
‘What do you think of his treat-

ment of his brothers?

What do you think of the excuse
he made for remaining at
home?

What do you think of the way

all of his
Darius?

Mention some inventions which
people once thought were as
impossible or as ridiculous as
the boys thought this flying
machine was.

Mention some inventors at whom
people once laughed but who
are now honored.

Do you think the poet really
knew a boy like Darius? Give
the reasons for your answer.

Was Darius a clever boy or were
his brothers right in their
opinion of him?

brothers treated

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:

as-pir’-ing crév’-ice

a-wry’ (a-r1’) Da-ri’-ls

phe’-bé (fé’-bé)  &az'-ure

a-byss’ pa’-gans

gri-mace’ Ic’-a-ris (ik’-a-riis)

pried jaun’-ty (jin’-ti)
VOCABULARY:

Dead’-a-lis (déd’-a-lis)
plagued (plagd)
ac-cou’-tred (&-kad’-tréd)
sphere (sfér)

breech’-es (brich’-éz)
stanched

hé&’-r6—the principal person in a story, or a man who shows great

courage.

gén’-ilis (ylis)—one who shows remarkable talent.

com’-ic-al—exciting mirth; funny.

WORDS AND PHRARES:
‘‘with paddle or fin or pinion’’

‘‘knights of old’’

“‘Dgdalus’’ and ‘‘Icarus’’—characters in one of the old Grecian

myths or stories.

According to this myth, Dadalus, who was famous

for his skill in the mechanical arts, was imprisoned by Minos, King

of Crete.

In order to escape from his prison, Dedalus made wings

for his son Icarus and himself, which he fastened on with wax. Icarus
was warned not to fly too near the sun, but in his pride and joy at
being able to do what the birds do, he forgot what he had been told
and flew up toward the sun. The wax melted, the wings fell off, and
the boy dropped into the sea.
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TRAVEL

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-1894) was born in Edinburgh,
Scotland. A copy of the ‘‘ Arabian Nights’’ that fell into his hands
aroused his interest in adventure. He became a famous traveler and
a writer of stories. His ‘‘ Treasure Island’’ is read by young and old
as the best of all pirate-stories, the greatest work of his story-telling
art. His health was always delicate and he died in S8amoa at the early
age of forty-four.

I should like to rise and go
Where the golden apples grow ;—
Where below another sky
Parrot islands anchored lie,
And, watched by cockatoos and goats,
Lonely Crusoes building boats ;—
Where in sunshine reaching out
Eastern cities, miles about,
Are with mosque and minaret
Among sandy gardens set,
And the rich goods from near and far
Hang for sale in the bazaar ;—
Where the Great Wall round China goes,
And on one side the desert blows,
And with bell and voice and drum,
Cities on the other hum ;—
Where are forests, hot as fire,
Wide as England, tall as a spire,
Full of apes and cocoa-nuts
And the negro hunters’ huts ;—
Where the knotty crocodile
Lies and blinks in the Nile,
And the red flamingo flies,

 Hunting fish before his eyes ;—
Where in jungles, near and far,
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Man-devouring tigers are,
Lying close and giving ear

Lest the hunt be drawing near,
Or a comer-by be seen

Swinging in a palanquin;—
Where among the desert sands
Some deserted city stands,

All its children, sweep and prince,
Grown to manhood ages since,
Not a foot in street or house,
Not a stir of child or mouse,
And when kindly falls the night,
In all the town no spark of light.
There I’ll come, when I’m a man,
With a camel caravan;

Light a fire in the gloom

Of some dusty dining room

See the pictures on the walls,
Heroes, fights and festivals;
And in a corner find the toys
Of the old Egyptian boys.

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

Name places where the poet says | Tell what you know of the au-

he would like to go. thor of this poem.

Tell what you would find in each | Find the following on your map:
of these places. China, the Nile, Egypt.

Which of these places would you | Tell what you know about the
like to visit? Why? Great Wall of China.

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
pir'-rot (riit) . fég'-ti-vals pil-an-quin’ (kén)
mdsque (mdsk) croc’-8-dile (krdk) chil’-drén
min’-4-ret fla-min’-go edm’-8l

ba-zaar’ (zir) jin’-gles (g’ls) cir’-4-vin
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VOCABULARY:
an’-chored (kérd)—firmly fixed; held by anchor.
dé-sért’-ed—left without people; abandoned.
blinks—winks; opens and closes the eyes quickly.

WORDS AND PHRABES:

‘‘Lonely’’ ‘‘lying close’’ ‘‘palanquin’’
¢¢Crusoes’’ ‘‘giving ear’’ ‘‘sweep and prince’’
‘‘Eastern cities’’ ‘‘drawing near’’ ‘‘camel caravan’’
¢‘rich goods’’ ‘‘bazaar’’ ¢¢Egyptian boys’’
¢‘mosque and minaret’’ ‘‘comer-by’’ ‘“knotty crocodile’’

THE LITTLE LAND
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

When at home alone I sit

And am very tired of it,

I have just to shut my eyes

To go sailing through the skies—

To go sailing far away

To the pleasant Land of Play;

To the fairy land afar

Where the Little People are;

Where the clover-tops are trees,

. And the rain-pools are the seas,

And the leaves like little ships

Sail about on tiny trips;

And above the daisy tree
Through the grasses,

High o’erhead the Bumble Bee
Hums and passes.

In that forest to and fro

I can wander, I can go;

See the spider and the fly,
And the ants go marching by
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Carrying parcels with their feet
Down the green and grassy street.
I can in the sorrel sit
Where the ladybird alit.
I can climb the jointed grass,
And on high
See the greater swallows pass
In the sky,
And the round sun rolling by,
Heeding no such things as I.

Through that forest I can pass
Till, as in a looking-glass,
Humming fly and daisy tree

And my tiny self I see,

Painted very clear and neat

On the rain-pool at my feet.
Should a leaflet come to land,
Drifting near to where I stand,
Straight I’ll board that tiny boat
Round the rain-pool sea to float.
Little thoughtful creatures sit

On the grassy coasts of it;

Little things with lovely eyes

See me sailing with surprise.
Some are clad in armor green—
(These have sure to battle been!)—
Some are pied with ev’ry hue,
Black and crimson, gold and blue;

Some have wings and swift are gone ;—

But they all look kindly on.

When my eyes I once again
Open, and see all things plain:
High bare walls, great bare floor;
Great big knobs on drawer and door;
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Great big people perched on chairs,
Stitching tucks and mending tears,
Each a hill that I could climb,
And talking nonsense all the time—
O dear me,
That I could be
A sailor on the rain-pool sea,
A climber in the clover tree,
And just come back, a sleepy-head
Late at night to go to bed. .

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

Who is it that is speaking in this | What can he do in ‘‘that for-

poem? est’'?

How does he say he can go to | What ‘‘thoughtful creatures sit
fairy land? on the grassy coasts’’?

What is seen where the Little | What does the poet wish that he
People are? could be?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
pass’-es ar’-mor (iir’-mér)
wan’-der (won’-dér) 80r’-rél
VYOCABULARY:

ti’-ny—very small; little.

par’-cel—a number of things put together; a bundle.
for’-est—a large piece of land covered with trees.
board—to go on board as a ship or railway car.

WORDS AND PHRABES:

‘‘Land of Play’’ ‘‘leaflet’

‘‘fairy land’’ ‘‘talking nonsense’’
‘¢ jointed grass’’ ‘‘Heeding’’

‘¢pied with ev’ry hue’’ ¢¢Stitching tucks’’

‘‘elad in armor?’’ ‘¢perched’’
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THE GOLDEN TOUCH

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE*
I

KING MIDAS AND HIS LOVE FOR GOLD

Once upon a time, there lived a very rich man, and a king
besides, whose name was Midas; and he had a little daughter,
whom nobody but myself ever heard of, and whose name I either
never knew, or have entirely forgotten. So, because I love odd

5 names for little girls, I choose to call her Marygold.

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything else
in the world. He valued his royal crown chiefly because it was
composed of that precious metal. If he loved anything better,
or half so well, it was the one little maiden who played so

10 merrily around her father’s footstool. But the more Midas
loved his daughter, the more did he desire and seek for wealth.
He thought, foolish man! that the best thing he could possibly
do for this dear child would be to give her the immensest pile
of yellow, glistening coin, that had ever been heaped together

1§ since the world was made. Thus, he gave all his thoughts and
all his time to this one purpose. If ever he happened to gaze
for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds of sunset, he wished
that they were real gold, and that they could be squeezed safely
into his strong box. When little Marygold ran to meet him,

20 with a bunch of buttercups and dandelions, he used to say,
“Poh, poh, child! If these flowers were as golden as they look,
they would be worth the plucking !”

And yet, in his earlier days, before he was so entirely pos-
sessed of this insane desire for riches, King Midas had shown

25 a great taste for flowers. He had planted a garden, in which
grew the biggest and beautifulest and sweetest roses that any
mortal ever saw or smelt. These roses were still growing in
the garden, as large, as lovely, and as fragrant, as when Midas

*For biography see page 327
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used to pass whole hours in gazing at them, and inhaling their
perfume. But now, if he looked at them at all, it was only to
calculate how much the garden would be worth, if each of the
many rose-petals were a thin plate of gold.

At length (as people always grow more and more foolish,
unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), Midas had got
to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that he could scarcely bear
to see or touch any object that was not gold. He made it his
custom, therefore, to pass a large portion of every day in a
dark and dreary apartment, under ground, at the basement of his
palace. It was here that he kept his wealth. To this dismal
hole—for it was little better than a dungeon—Midas betook
himself, whenever he wanted to be particularly happy. Here,
after carefully locking the door, he would take a bag of gold
coin, or a gold cup as big as a wash-bowl, or a heavy golden
bar, or a peck-measure of gold-dust, and bring them from the
obscure corners of the room into the one bright and narrow
sunbeam that fell from the dungeon-like window. He valued
the sunbeam for no other reason but that his treasure would not
shine without its help. And then would he reckon over the
coins in the bag; toss up the bar, and catch it as it came down;
sift the gold-dust through his fingers; look at the funny image
of his own face, as reflected in the polished surface of the cup;
and whisper to himself, “O Midas, rich King Midas, what &
happy man art thou!”

Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room one day,
as usual, when he saw a shadow fall over the heaps of gold;
and, looking suddenly up, what should he behold but the
figure of a stranger, standing in the bright and narrow sun-
beam! It was a young man, with a cheerful and ruddy face.
Whether it was that the imagination of King Midas threw a
yellow tinge over everything, or whatever the cause might be,
he could not help fancying that the smile with which the stranger
regarded him had a kind of golden radiance in it.

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key in the
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lock, and that no mortal strength could possibly break into his
treasure-room, he, of course, concluded that his visitor must be
something more than mortal. It is no matter about telling you
who he was. In those days, when the earth was comparatively
a new affair, it was supposed to be often thé resort of beings
who Had extraordinary powers, and who used to interest them-
selves in the joys and sorrows of men, women, and children,
half playfully and half seriously. Midas had met such beings
before now, and was not sorry to meet one of them again. The
stranger’s manner, indeed, was so good-humored and kindly
that it would have been unreasonable to suspect him of intend-
ing any mischief. It was far more probable that he came to
do Midas a favor. And what could that favor be, unless to
multiply his heaps of treasure?

The stranger gazed about the room; and when his hright
smile had glistened upon all the golden objects that were there,
he turned again to Midas.

“You are a wealthy man, friend Midas!” he observed. «I
doubt whether any other four walls on earth contain so much
gold as yvou have piled up in this room.”

“I have done pretty well—pretty well,” answered Midas, in
a discontented tone. “But, after all, it is but a trifle, when
you consider that it has taken me my whole life to get it
together. If one could live a thousand years, he might have
time to grow rich!”

“What!” exclaimed the stranger. “Then you are not
satisfied ?” Midas shook his head.

“And pray what would satisfy you?” asked the stranger.
“Merely for the curiosity of the thing, I should be glad to
know.”

Midas paused and meditated. He had a feeling that tiis
stranger, with such a golden lustre in his good-humored
smile, had come hither with both the power and the purpose of
gratifying his utmost wishes. Now, therefore, was the fortunate
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moment, when he had but to speak, and obtain whatever pos-
sible, or seemingly impossible thing, it might come into his
head to ask. So he thought, and thought, and thought, and
heaped up one golden mountain upon another, in his imagina-
tion, without being able to imagine them big enough. At last,
a bright idea occurred to King Midas. It seemed really as bright
as the glistening metal which he loved so much.

Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in the face.

“Well, Midas,” observed his visitor, “I see that you have at
length hit upon something that will satisfy you. Tell me your
wish.”

“It is only this,” replied Midas. “I am weary of collecting
my treasures with so much trouble, and beholding the heap so
small after I have done my hest. I wish everything that 1
touch to be changed to gold!”

The stranger’s smile grew so very broad, that it seemed to
fill the room like an outburst of the sun gleaming into a shadowy
dell, where the yellow autumnal leaves—for so looked the lumps
and particles of gold—lie strewn in the glow of light.

“The Golden Touch !’ exclaimed he. “You certainly deserve
credit, friend Midas, for striking out so brilliant an idea.
But are you quite sure that this will satisfy you?”

“How could it fail ?’ said Midas.

“And will you never regret the possession of it ?”

“What could induce me?” asked Midas. “I ask nothing else
to render me perfectly happy.”

“Be it as you wish, then,” replied the stranger, waving his
hand in token of farewell. “To-morrow, at sunrise, you will
find yourself gifted with the Golden Touch.”

The figure of the stranger then became exceedingly bright,
and Midas was forced to close his eyes. On opening them
again, he beheld only one yellow sunbeam in the room, and, all
around him, the glistening of the precious metal which he had
spent his life in- hoarding up.

Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the story does not
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say. Asleep or awake, however, his mind was probably in the
state of a child’s to whom a beautiful new plaything has been
promised in the morning. At any rate, day had hardly peeped
over the hills, when King Midas was broad awake, and, stretch-
ing his arms out of bed, began to touch the objects that were
within reach. He was anxious to prove whether the Golden
Touch had really come, according to the stranger’s promise. So
he laid his finger on a chair by the bedside, and cn various other
things, but was grievously disappointed to perceive that they
remained of exactly the same substance as before.

All this while, it was only the gray of the morning, with
but a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky, where Midas
could not see it. He lay in a very unhappy mood, regretting
the downfall of his hopes, and kept growing sadder and sadder,
until the earliest sunbeam shone through the window, and gilded
the ceiling over his head. It seemed to Midas that this bright
yellow sunbeam was reflected in rather a singular way on the
white covering of the bed. Looking more closely, what was his
astonishment and delight, when he found that this linen fabric
had been changed to what seemed a woven texture of the
purest and brightest gold! The Golden Touch had come to
him, with the first sunbeam !

II
THE GIFT OF THE GOLDEN TOUCH

Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran about
the room grasping at everything that happened to be in his
way. He seized one of the bed-posts, and it became immediately
a fluted golden pillar. He pulled aside a window-curtain, in
order to admit a clear spectacle of the wonders which he was
performing; and the tassel grew heavy in his hand—a mass of
gold. He took up a book from the table. At his first touch, it
assumed the appearance of such a splendidly-bound and gilt-
edged volume as one often meets with now-a-days; but, on
running his fingers through the leaves, behold! it was a bundle
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of thin golden plates, in which all the wisdom of the book had
grown indistinct. He hurriedly put on his clothes, and was
delighted to see himself in a magnificent suit of gold cloth,
which retained its flexibility and softness, although it burdened
him a little with its weight.

Wise King Midas was so excited by his good fortune, that
the palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to contain him. He
therefore went down stairs, and smiled, on observing that the
balustrade of the staircase became a bar of burnished gold, as
his hand passed over it in his descent. He lifted the door latch
(it was brass only a moment ago, but golden when his fingers
quitted it), and went into the garden. Here, as it happened,
he found a great number of beautiful roses in full bloom, and
others in all the stages of lovely bud and blossom. Very
delicious. was their fragrance in the morning breeze. Their
delicate blush was one of the fairest sights in the world: so
gentle, so modest, and so full of sweet composure, did these
roses seem to be.

But Midas knew a way to make them far more precious,
according to his way of thinking, than roses had ever been
before. So he took great pains in going from bush to bush, and
exercised his magic touch most freely; until every individual
flower and bud, and even the worms at the heart of some of
them, were changed to gold. By the time this good work was
completed, King Midas was called to breakfast; and, as the
morning air had given him an excellent appetite, he made haste
back to the palace.

"What was usually a king’s breakfast, in the days of Midas,

‘ I really do not know, and cannot stop now to find out. To

the best of my belief, however, on this particular morning, the
breakfast consisted of hot cakes, some nice little brook-trout,
roasted potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and coffee, for King Midas
himself, and a bowl of bread and milk for his danghter Marygold.
At all events, this is a breakfast fit to be set before a king;
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and, whether he had it or not, King Midas could not have had
a better.

Little Marygold had not yet made her appearance. Her
father ordered her to be called, and, seating himself at table,
awaited the child’s coming, in order to begin his own breakfast.
To do Midas justice, he really loved his daughter, and loved her
so much the more this morning, on account of the good fortune
which had befallen him. It was not a great while before he
heard her coming along the passage crying bitterly. This cir-
cumstance surprised him, because Marygold was one of the
cheerfulest little people whom you would see in a summer’s day,
and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelvemonth. When
Midas heard her sobs, he determined to put little Marygold
into better spirits, by an agreeable surprise; so, leaning across
the table, he touched his daughter’s bowl (which was a china
one, with pretty figures all around it), and turned it to gleaming
gold. :
Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and sadly opened the door,
and showed herself with her apron at her eyes, still sobbing
as if her heart would break.

“How now, my little lady!” cried Midas. “Pray what is
the matter with you, this bright morning ?”

Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes, held
out her hand, in which was one of the roses which Midas had
so recently changed.

“Beautiful !” exclaimed her father. “And what is there in
this magnificent golden rose to make you cry ?”’

“Ah, dear father!” answered the child, as well as her sobs
would let her; it is not beautiful, but the ugliest flower that
ever grew! As soon as I was dressed, I ran into the garden
to gather some roses for you; because I know you like them,
and like them the better when gathered by your little daughter.
But, oh dear, dear me! What do you think has happened?
Such a misfortune! All the beautiful roses, that smelled so
sweetly and had so many lovely blushes, are blighted and spoilt !
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They are grown quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no
longer any fragrance! What can have been the matter 7

“Poh, my dear little girl,—pray don’t cry about it!” said
Midas, who was ashamed to confess that he himself had wrought
the change which so greatly afflicted her. “Sit down and eat
your bread and milk! You will find it easy enough to exchange
a golden rose like that (which will last hundreds of years), for
an ordinary one, which would wither in a day.”

“I don’t care for such roses as this!” cried Marygold. “It
has no smell, and the hard petals prick my nose!”

111

THE KING’S BREAKFAST OF GOLD

The child now sat down to table, but was so occupied with
her grief for the blighted roses that she did not even notice the
wonderful change of her china bowl. Perhaps this was all
the better; for Marygold was accustomed to take pleasure
in looking at the queer figures and strange trees and houses,
that were painted on the outside of the howl; and those
ornaments were now entirely lost in the yellow hue of the metal.

Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee; and, as
a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever metal it may have
been when he took it up, was gold when he set it down. He
thought to himself, that it was rather an extravagant style of
splendor, in a king of his simple habits, to breakfast off a
service of gold, and began to be puzzled with the difficulty of
keeping his treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen
would no longer be a safe place of deposit for articles so valuable
as golden bowls and coffee-pots.

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to his
lips, and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, the
instant his lips touched the liquid, it became molten gold, and,
the next moment, hardened into a lump!

“Ha!” exclaimed Midas, rather aghast.
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“What is the matter, father ¥ asked little Marygold, gazing
at him, with tears still standing in her eyes.

“Nothing, child, nothing !” said Midas. “Eat your bread and
milk, before it gets quite cold.”

He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate, and, by
way of experiment, touched its tail with his finger. To his
horror, it was immediately changed from an admirably-fried
brook-trout into a gold fish, though not one of those gold-fishes
which people often keep in glass globes, as ornaments for the
parlor. No; but it was really a metallic fish, and looked as if it
had been very cunningly made by the nicest goldsmith in the
world. Its little bones were now golden wires; its fins and tail
were thin plates of gold; and there were the marks of the fork
in it, and all the delicate, frothy appearance of a nicely fried
fish, exactly imitated in metal. A very pretty piece of work,
as you may suppose; only King Midas, just at that moment,
would much rather have had a real trout in his dish than this
elaborate and valuable imitation of one.

“I don’t quite see,” thought he to himself, “how I am to
get any breakfast I ’

He took one of the smoking hot cakes, and had scarcely
broken it, when, to his cruel mortification, though, a moment
before, it had been of the whitest wheat, it assumed the yellow
hue of Indian meal. To say the truth, if it had really been a
hot Indian cake, Midas would have prized it a good deal more
than he now did, when its solidity and increased weight made
him know too well that it was gold. Almost in despair,
he helped himself to a boiled egg, which immediately underwent
a change similar to those of the trout and the cake. The egg,
indeed, might have been mistaken for one of those which the
famous goose, in the story-book, was in the habit of laying; but
King Midas was the only goose that had had anything to do
with the matter.

“Well, this is a puzzle!” thought he, leaning back in his
chair, and looking quite enviously at little Marygold, who was
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now eating her bread and milk with great satisfaction. “Such
a costly breakfast before me, and nothing that can be eaten!”

Hoping that, by dint of great quickness, he might avoid what
he now felt to be a considerable inconvenience, King Midas
next snatched a hot potato, and attempted to cram it into his
mouth, and swallow it in & hurry. But the Golden Touch was
too nimble for him. He found his mouth full, not of mealy
potato, but of solid metal, which so burnt his tongue that he
roared aloud, and, jumping up from the table, began to dance
and stamp about the room, both with pain and affright.

“Father, dear father!” cried little Marygold, who was a very
affectionate child, “pray what is the matter? Have you burnt
your mouth ?”

“Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, dolefully, “I don’t know
what is to become of your poor father!”

And, truly, my dear little folks, did you ever hear of such a
pitiable case in all your lives? Here was literally the richest
breakfast that could be set before a king, and its very richness
made it absolutely good for nothing. The poorest laborer,
sitting down to his crust of bread and cup of water, was far
better off than King Midas, whose delicate food was really
worth its weight in gold. And what was to be done? Already,
at breakfast, Midas was very hungry. Would he be less so by
dinner-time? And how ravenous would be his appetite for
supper, which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort
of indigestible dishes as those now before him! How many
days, think you, would he survive the use of this rich fare?

These thoughts so troubled wise King Midas, that he began
to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one desirable thing in
the world, or even the most desirable. But this was only a
passing thought. So pleased was Midas with the glitter of
the yellow metal, that he would still have refused to give up the
Golden Touch for so small a consideration as a breakfast. Just
imagine what a price for one meal’s victuals! It would have
been the same as paying millions and millions of money (and
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as many millions more as would take forever to reckon up) for
some fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a cup of
coffee !

“It would be quite too dear,” thought Midas.

Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the perplexity
of his situation, that he again groaned aloud, and very griev-
ously too. Our pretty Marygold could endure it no longer.
She sat a moment gazing at her father, and trying, with all the
might of her little wits, to find out what was the matter with
him. Then, with a sweet and sorrowful impulse to comfort
him, she started from the chair, and running to Midas, threw
her arms affectionately about his knees. He bent down and
kissed her. He felt that his'little daughter’s love was worth a
thousand times more than he had gained by the Golden Touch.

“My precious, precious Marygold!” cried he.

But Marygold made no answer.

Alas, what had he done? How fatal was the gift which the
stranger gave! 'The moment the lips of Midas touched Mary-
gold’s forehead, a change had taken place. Her sweet, rosy
face, so full of affection as it had been, assumed a glittering
yellow color, with yellow tear-drops hardening on her cheeks.
Her beautiful brown ringlets took the same tint. Her soft and
tender little form grew hard and stiff within her father’s
encircling arms. O, terrible misfortune! The victim of his
great desire for wealih, little Marygold was a human child
no longer, but a golden statue!

Yes, there she was, with the questioning look of love, grief,
and pity, hardened into her face. It was the prettiest and most
woeful sight that ever mortal saw. All the features and tokens
of Marygold were there; even the beloved little dimple remained
in her golden chin. But, the more perfect was the resemblance,
the greater was the father’s agony at beholding this golden
image, which was all that was left him of a daughter. It had
been a favorite,phrase of Midas, whenever he felt particularly
fond of the child, to say that she was worth her weight in gold.
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And now the phrase had become literally true. And now, at
last, when it was too late, he felt how infinitely a warm and
tender heart, that loved him, exceeded in value all the wealth
that could be piled up betwixt the earth and sky!

It would be too sad a story if I were to tell you how Midas,
in the fullness of all his gratified desires, began to wring his
hands and bemoan himself; and how he could neither bear to
look at Marygold, nor yet to look away from her.

v
WHAT KING.MIDAS LEARNED

While he was in this despair, he suddenly beheld a stranger,
standing near the door. Midas bent down his head, without
speaking; for he recognized the same figure which had ap-
peared to him the day before in the treasure-room, and had
bestowed on him this unlucky power of the Golden Touch.
The stranger’s countenance still wore a smile, which seemed
to shed a yellow lustre all about the room, and gleamed on little
Marygold’s image, and on the other objects that had been
changed by the touch of Midas.

“Well, friend Midas,” said the stranger, “pray how do you
succeed with the Golden Touch ?”

Midas shook his head.

“I am very miserable,” said he.

“Very miserable, indeed!” exclaimed the stranger. “And
how happens that? Have I not faithfully kept my promise
with you? Have you not everything that your heart desired ?”

“Gold is not everything,” answered Midas. “And I have
lost all that my heart really cared for.”

“Ah! 8o you have made a discovery since yesterday?”
observed the stranger. “Let us see, then. Which of these two
things do you think is really worth the most,—the gift of the
Golden Touch, or one cup of clear cold water ?”

“0, blessed water!” exclaimed Midas. “It will never moisten
my parched throat again!”
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“The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, “or a crust
of bread ?”
“A piece of bread,” answered Midas, “is worth all the gold

on earth!”

“The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, “or your own little
Marygold, warm, soft, and loving, as she was an hour ago?”

“0, my child, my dear child !’ cried poor Midas, wringing
his hands. “I would not have given that one small dimple in
her chin for the power of changing this whole big earth into a
solid lump of gold !’

“You are wiser than you were, King Midas!” said the

- stranger, looking seriously at him. “Your own heart, I perceive,

has not been entirely changed from flesh to gold. Were it so,
your case would indeed be desperate. But you appear to be still
capable of understanding that the commonest things, such as
lie within everybody’s grasp are more valuable than the riches
which so many mortals sigh and struggle after. Tell me, now,
do you sincerely desire to rid yourself of this Golden Touch?”

“It is hateful to me!” replied Midas.

A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the floor;
for it, too, had become gold. Midas shuddered.

“Qo, then,” said the stranger, “and plunge into the river
that glides past the bottom of your garden. Take likewise a
vase of the same water, and sprinkle it over any object that
you may desire to change back again from gold into its former
substance. If you do this in earnestness and sincerity, it may
possibly repair the mischief which your avarice has occasioned.”

King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted his head, the
lustrous stranger had vanished.

You will easily believe that Midas lost no time in snatching
up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas! it was no longer earthen
after he touched it), and hastening to the river-side. As he
scampered along, and forced his way through the shrubbery,
it was positively marvelous to see how the foliage turned yellow
behind him, as if the autumn had been there, and nowhere else.



10

25

The Golden Touch 85

On reaching the river’s brink, he plunged headlong in, without
waiting so much as to pull off his shoes.

“Poof! poof! poof!” smorted King Midae, as his head
emerged out of the water. “Well; this is really a refreshing
bath, and I think it must have quite washed away the Golden
Touch. And now for filling my pitcher!”

As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it gladdened his
very heart to see it change from gold into the same good, honest
earthen vessel which it had been before he touched it. He
was conscious, also, of a change within himself. A cold, hard
and heavy weight seemed to have gone out of his bosom. No
doubt, his heart had been gradually losing its human substance,
and changing itself into dull metal, but had now softened back
again into flesh. Seeing a violet, that grew on the bank of the
river, Midas touched it with his finger, and was overjoyed to
find that the delicate flower retained its purple hue, instead of
undergoing a yellow blight. The curse of the Golden Touch
had, therefore, really been removed from him.

King Midas hastened back to the palace: and, I suppose, the
servants knew not what to make of it when they saw their royal
master so carefully bringing home an earthen pitcher of water.
But that water, which was to undo all the mischief that his folly
had wrought, was more precious to Midas than an ocean of
molten gold could have been. The first thing he did, as you
need hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by handfuls over the
golden figure of little Marygold.

No sooner did it fall on her than you would have laughed
to see how the rosy color came back to the dear child’s cheek !—
and how she began to sneeze and splutter !—and how astonished
she was to find herself dripping wet, and her father still throwing
more water over her!

“Pray do not, dear father!” cried she. “See how you hava
wet my nice frock, which I put on only this morning !”’

For Marygold did not know that she had been a little golden
statue; nor could she remember anything that had happened
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since the moment when she ran, with outstretched arms, to
comfort poor King Midas.

Her father did not think it necessary to tell his beloved
child how very foolish he had been, but contented himself with
showing how much wiser he had now grown. For this purpose,
he led little Marygold into the garden, where he sprinkled all
the remainder of the water over the rose-bushes, and with such
good effect that above five thousand roses recovered their
beautiful bloom. There were two circumstances, however, which,
as long as he lived, used to put King Midas in mind of the
Golden Touch. One was that the sands of the river sparkled
like gold; the other, that little Marygold’s hair had now a
golden tinge, which he had never observed in it before she had
been changed by the effect of his kiss. This change of hue
was really an improvement, and made Marygold’s hair richer
than in her babyhood.

When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and used
to trot Marygold’s children on his knee, he was fond of telling
them this marvelous story, pretty much as I have now told it to
you. And then would he stroke their glossy ringlets, and tell
them that their hair, likewise, had a rich shade of gold, which
they had inherited from their mother.

“And to tell you the truth, my precious little folks,” quoth
King Midas, diligently trotting the children all the while, “ever
gince that morning I have hated the very sight of all other gold,
save this!”

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

How did Midas think he could | What was his chief pleasure?
best show his love for his | Describe the visitor who ap-
daughter? peared to Midas in his treasure

Why did he value his crown? room.

What thought came to him when | Why was not Midas afraid?
he saw clouds or flowers? What did the stranger ask him?
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Why did Midas think so long be-
fore answering the second ques-
tion?

Read the sentence which tells
what Midas wished. ’

When did he receive his new
power?

What use did he make of it?

What did Marygold think of the
gold roses?

Why was not Midas’s breakfast
a success?

When did Midas first doubt
whether riches are the most de-
sirable thing in the world?

How did he drive this thought
away?

What made him realize that his
little daughter was dearer to
him than gold?

Read lines which tell what he
realized when it was too late.
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What did the stranger ask when
he came again?

What was the discovery which
Midas had made since the
stranger’s first visit?

How was Midas cured of the
Golden Touch?

What was he told to do in order
to restore Marygold to life?

How were the roses restored?

Why did Midas want to restore
everything he had touched?

How did this prove that he was
truly repentant?

Find lines which tell us how
Midas had become so unrea-
sonable in his desire for gold.

What two things always remind-’
ed Midas of the Golden Touch?

What was the only gold he cared
about after he was saved from
the Golden Touch? V

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
Mi’-das
com-par’-a-tive-1y
au-tim’-nal
fab’-ric
fléx’-1-bil’-i-ty
é-mérged’

riv’-en-ois (rav’-’n-us)
av’-a-rice (ris)
be-cause (bé-kdz’)
strewn (strgon)
cup’-board (kiib”-érd)
c¢dm-pd’-stire (zhdr)
VOCABULARY:
cél’-cu-late—to reckon; to count.
clis"-tom—habit; practice.

grat’-i-fy—to please.

mis’-chief (chif)
pir’-ti-cles (k’ls)
mag-nif’-i-cént)
bil’-lis-trade
éx-trav’-a-gant
ad’-mi-ra-bly
in-di-vid’-u-al &-14b’-6-rate
éx-traor’-di-na-ry (trér’) in’-di-gést’-i-ble
in’-fi-nite-1y
viet’-uals (vit’-’1z)
Ob-sciire’
ds-siimed’
wrought (rot)
mor-ti-fi-ca’-tion

tinge (tinj)
va'-ri-olis

téxt’-ure

spa’-cioiis (spa’-shiis)
a’-pron (priin or piirn)
dé-pos’-it

mé-tal’-lic

86-lid"-i-ty

froth’-y

phrase

a-ghiist” (a-gast’)
dun’-geon (din’-jin)
hi’-mor (mér)
lus’-tre (lus’-tér)

£ort’-i-nate—coming by good luck.
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WORDS AND PHRABSER:
‘‘golden radiance’’

‘“mortal strength’’
‘‘fortunate moment’’
‘‘“more than mortal’’
‘“multiply his heaps’’
‘‘utmost wishes’’
‘‘meditated ’’
‘‘seemingly impossible’’
¢‘joyful frenzy?’’
‘¢‘insane desire’’
‘‘nicest goldsmith’’

‘‘bemoan himself’’
‘¢gray of the morning’’
‘‘extravagant style’’
‘‘lustrous stranger’’
‘‘substance’’
‘‘molten gold’’
¢¢cunningly made’’
‘‘avarice’’

‘‘gservice of gold’’
‘‘sweet composure’’
‘‘gtrong box’’

A VISIT FROM ST. NICHOLAS

CLEMENT C. MOORE

Clement C. Moore (1779-1863) was an American poet and author.
He lived in New York City. For many years he was engaged in educa-
tional work.
’Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there.
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugarplums danced through their heads;
And mamma in her kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap—
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprung from my bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,
Tore open the shutters, and threw up the sash;
'I'he moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave a luster of midday to objects below ;
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer,
With a little old driver, so lively and quick,
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.
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More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,

And he whistled, and shouted and called them by name:
“Now, Dasher! now Dancer ! now, Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet! on Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen!—

To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall,

Now, dash away, dash away, dash away all!”

- As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,
So, up to the housetop the coursers they flew,

With a sleigh full of toys—and St. Nicholas, too.

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.

As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound;
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot:
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,

And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.
His eyes, how they twinkled! his dimples, how merry!
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry;

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,

And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow.
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,

And the smoke, it encircled his head like a wreath.
He had a broad face, and a little round belly

That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly.
He was chubby and plump—a right jolly old elf;

And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself.

A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head,

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings: then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose.
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He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, -
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. .
But I heard him exclaim, ere they drove out of sight,
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night.”

HELPS TO STUDY

Notes and Questions

What picture do the first eight
lines of this poem give you?
Does this picture seem real to you!
Of what were the children dream-
ing?

What word do you use instead
of sugarplums?

What picture do lines 15 to 18
give you?

What is the next picture? Read
the lines which make it.

To what is the swiftness of the
reindeer compared?

Why did St. Nicholas give ‘‘A
wink of his eye,’’ before he

filled the stockings?

What words show how lightly
the reindeer flew through the
air?

Why was the beard on the chin
of St. Nicholas ‘‘white as the
snow’’?

Read the lines which picture St.
Nicholas after he came down
the chimney.

Why did the poet laugh at the
sight of St. Nicholas, in spite
of himself?

Which of all the pictures in the
entire poem can you see most
distinetly.

Which do you like best?

s

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
min’-i-a-ttre droll
vi’-sions (vizh’-lins) . ti-'ny

ob’-sta-cle (k’l)

VOCABULARY:
chiib’-by—short and stout.
én-cir’-cle—to form a circle about.
rip’-id—swift; very quick.

WORDS AND PHRARES:
¢¢visions of sugarplums’’
‘¢coursers’’

‘¢miniature’’

hur’-ri-cane

sleigh (8la)
soot (or sdot)
chim’-ney (chim’-ni)

‘‘luster of midday’’
‘“tarnished’’
¢¢jolly old elf?’’

‘‘away they all flew like the down of a thistle’’
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THE FIRST THANKSGIVING DAY*

MARGARET JUNKIN PRESTON

Margaret J. Preston (1825- ) is one of the leading poets of
the South. She has written many poems and sketches, of which ‘¢ The
First Thanksgiving Day '’ is especially pleasing.

1

“AND now,” said the Governor, gazing abroad on the piled-up
store

Of the sheaves that dotted the clearings and covered the meadows
oer,

“’Tis meet that we render praises because of this yield of grain;

“’Tis meet that the Lord of the harvest be thanked for His sun

and rain.
2
“And, therefore, I, William Bradford (by the grace of God
today,
And the franchise of this good people), Governor of Plymouth,
say,
Through virtue of vested power—ye shall gather with one ac-
cord,
And hold, in the month of November, thanksgiving unto the
Lord. .
3
“He hath granted us peace and plenty, and the quiet we've sought
so long; .
He hath thwarted the wily savage, and kept him from wrack and
wrong ;
And unto our feast the Sachem shall be bidden, that he may
know

We worship his own Great Spirit who maketh the harvests grow.

*Published by permission of.Houghton, Miflin Company.



92 Elson Grammar School Reader Book One

4
“So shoulder your matchlocks, masters: there is hunting of all
degrees;
And, fishermen, take your tackle, and scour for spoils the seas;
And, maidens and dames of Plymouth, your delicate ecrafts
employ
To honor our First Thanksgiving, and make it a feast of joy!

5
“We fail of the fruits and dainties—we fail of the old home
cheer;
Ah, these are the lightest losses, mayhap, that befall us here;
But see, in our open clearings, how golden the melons lie;
Enrich them with sweets and spices, and give us the pumpkin-
pie!”
. 6
So, bravely the preparations went on for the autumn feast;
The deer and the bear were slaughtered; wild game from the
greatest to least
Was heaped in the colony cabins; brown home-brew served for
wine,
And the plum and the grape of the forest, for orange and peach
and pine.
v
At length came the day appointed: the snow had begun to fall,
But the clang from the meeting-house belfry rang merrily over
all,
And summoned the folk of Plymouth, who hastened with glad
accord,
To listen to Elder Brewster as he fervently thanked the Lord.

8
In his seat sate Governor Bradford ; men, matrons, and maidens
fair;
Miles Standish and all his soldiers, with corselet and sword,
were there;
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And sobbing and tears and gladness had each in its turn the
sway,
For the grave of the sweet Rose Standish o’ershadowed Thanks-
giving Day.
9
And when Massasoit, the Sachem, sate down with his hundred
braves,
And ate of the varied riches of gardens and woods and waves,
And looked on the granaried harvest—with a blow on his
brawny chest,
He muttered, “The good Great Spirit loves His white children
best 1”
HELPS TO STUDY
Historical: The Pilgrims landed at Plymouth, December 21,
1620. -During the long, hard winter fifty-one of the one hundred
Pilgrims died, among them being Rose Standish, wife of Captain
Miles Standish. As soon as spring came the colonists planted their
fields. By the end of summer twenty-six acres had been cleared and
a plentiful harvest was gathered in. When provisions and fuel had
been laid in for the winter, Governor Bradford appointed a day of
thanksgiving. Venison, wild fowl, and fish were easy to obtain. We
are told ‘‘there was great store of wild turkeys of which they took
many.’’ TFor three days a great feast was spread and Massasoit,

the Indian Sachem, or chief, and many of his people enjoyed it with
the colonists.

Notes and Questions

When did the events related in | How did he expect the feast to

this story take place?

Who was the governor of Plym-
outh at this time?

How did he say he had become
governor?

What proclamation did he make?

What did the governor say that
God had done for the colony?

Who did he say should be invited
to the feast?

What reason did he give for this
invitation?

be provided ¢

What meat did the Pilgrims have
at their first Thanksgiving
dinner?

‘What fruits did they have for the
feast?

What did the colonists do ‘with
glad accord’’ before they sat
down to their feast?

Read the lines which tell what
Massasoit said when he ate of
the feast.
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Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
gov’-ér-nor vir'-tie (var) pimp’-kin
fran’-chise (or i) wil’-y ma’-trons (triins)
Plym’-outh (ith) Maiis’-sé-soit grin’-a-ried (rid)
thwart’-ed (thwort) Sa’-chem corse’let (kors’-let)
VOCABULARY: -

dél’-I-cate—Pleasing; fine; dainty.
mit’-ter—to speak indistinctly or with a low voice.

WORDS AND PHRASES:

‘‘delicate erafts’’ ‘‘we fail of the old home cheer’’
‘‘franchise’’ ‘‘granaried harvest’’

‘‘virtue of vested power’’ ‘‘sway?’’

‘‘o’ershadowed’’ ‘¢ 'Tis meet’’

‘‘wrack and wrong’’ ‘‘thwarted’’

‘‘with glad accord’’ ‘‘braves’’

‘‘corselet’’ ‘‘matchlocks’’

THE BLIND MEN AND THE ELEPHANT
JOHN G. SAXE

John Godfrey Saxe (1816-1887), an American poet, was born in
Vermont. He is best known by his humorous poems.

1
IT was six men of Indostan
To learning much inclined,
Who went to see the Elephant
(Though all of them were blind),
That each by observation
Might satisfy his mind.

)

~

The First approached the Elephant,
And happening to fall
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Against his broad and sturdy side,
At once began to bawl:

“God bless me! but the Elephant
Is very like a wall!”

3
The Second, feeling of the tusk,
Cried, “Ho! what have we here
So very round and smooth and sharp?
To me ’t is mighty clear
This wonder of an Elephant
Is very like a spear!”

4

The Third approached the animal,
And happening to take

The squirming trunk within his hands,
Thus boldly up and spake:

“I see,” quoth he, “the Elephant
Is very like a snake!”

5

The Fourth reached out his eager hand,
And felt about the knee.

“What most this wondrous beast is like
Is mighty plain,” quoth he;

“’T ig clear enough the Elephant
Is very like a tree!”

6

The Fifth, who chanced to touch the ear,
Said: “FE’en the blindest man

Can tell what this resembles most ;
Deny the fact who can,

This marvel of an Elephant
Is very like a fan!”
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The Sixth no sooner had begun
About the beast to grope,

Than, seizing on the swinging tail
That fell within his scope,

“I see,” quoth he, “the Elephant
Is very like a rope!”

And so these men of Indostan
Disputed loud and long,

Each in his own opinion
Exceeding stiff and strong,

Though each was partly in the right,
And all were in the wrong!

HELPS TO STUDY
Notes and Questions

Read the line that tells you these
men were of an inquiring dis-

position.

How could blind men ‘‘see’’ the.
elephant?

To what did each compare the
elephant?

Account for the comparison each
made.

Is comparison a common way of
describing objects?

Point out instances of its use by
other authors in this book.
Why were these blind men all ‘‘in

the wrong’’?
How far was each ‘‘in the right’’?
What may we learn from this
story?

Words and Phrases for Study

PRONUNCIATION:
stir’-dy won’-der (wiin) mar’-vél
bawl (bdl) chanced (chanst) grope

VOCABULARY:

ré-sém’-ble (re-zém’-h’l)—to be like or similar to.
o-pin’-ion (yun)—what one thinks or believes about something.
scope—range or extent of view or action.
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WORDS AND PHRARBES:
‘¢gatisfy his mind’’ ¢¢fell within his scope’’
‘‘eager hand’’ ‘‘Exceeding stiff and strong’’

THE INCHCAPE ROCK

ROBERT SOUTHEY

Robert Southey (1774-1843) was an English poet. For a tin{e he
was Poet Laureate of England. '

1

No stir in the air, no stir in the sea,

The ship was still as she could be;

Her sails from Heaven received no motion;
Her keel was steady in the ocean.

2

Without either sign or sound of their shock,
The waves flowed over the Inchcape Rock;
So little they rose, so little they fell,

They did not move the Inchcape Bell.

-3
The holy Abbot of Aberbrothok
Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock;

On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung,
And over the waves its warning rung.

4

When the rock was hid by the surge’s swell,
The mariners heard the warning bell;
And then they knew the perilous rock
And blessed the Abbot of Aberbrothok.
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5

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 in their sound.

6

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.

v

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.

8
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 the priest of Aberbrothok.”

9
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.

10
Down sank 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 !”
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11

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.

12
So thick a haze o’erspreads the sky,
They can not see the sun on high:
The wind hath blown a gale all day;
At evening it hath died away.

13
On the deck the Rover takes his stand ;
So dark it is they see no land.
Quoth Sir Ralph, “It will be brighter soon,
For there is the dawn of the rising moon.”

14
“Canst hear,” said one, “the breakers roar?
For methinks we should be near the shore.”

Now where we are I can not tell,
But I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell.”

15
They hear no sound ; the swell is strong;
Though the wind hath fallen, they drift along
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock:
“O Christ! it is the Inchcape Rock !”

. . . . .

HELPS TO STUDY

Historical: Bell Rock, or Inchcape, is a reef of red sandstone
rocks near the Frith of Tay, on the coast of Scotland. At the time
of the spring tides part of the reef is uncovered to the height of four
feet. Because so many vessels were wrecked upon these rocks, the
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Abbot of Abherbrothok is said to have placed a bell there, ‘‘fixed
upon a tree or timber, which rang continually, being moved by the

sea.’’
is now built upon the reef.

A lighthouse, 115 feet high, one of the finest in Great Britain,

Notes and Questions

What picture do you see when
you read the first stanza? The
second stanza?

What ‘‘warning’’ did the bell
give to sailors?

Read the line which tells how
sailors felt toward the Abbot.

Read lines which tell how happy
all things were on the day on
which the story begins.

What effect did the air of spring
have upon Sir Ralph?

What was the only kind of mirth
which he knew?

Read what James Russell Lowell
thinks is the effect spring should
have upon people:

¢¢ 'Tis as easy now for the heart
to be true
As for grass to be green or
skies to be blue,—
’Tis the natural way of liv-
ing.”’

What reason did Sir Ralph give

to his sailors for wanting to cut
the warning bell from the Inch-
cape Rock?

Where did he go after doing
this?

What words tell you that he was

" away a long time?

What two words in the poem tell
you that Sir Ralph was a
robber?

What do we call men who do
this?

Whom did he rob?

To what coast did Sir Ralph at
last return?

Why could not the sailors see the
land?

What did they lon