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INTRODUCTION

In this Reader the child is introduced to some of the best
stories in the realm of children’s literature, and to many of
the great story-tellers, ancient and modern. The material has .
been selected primarily with reference to its interest for chil-
dren, and always with regard to its ethical and literary values.

The child at this stage is in the golden age of pure fancy.
In consequence, stories which appeal to his imagination are
best suited not only to interest him in the printed page, but
also to interpret for him his own experiences. However, the
world of reality should not be overlooked, and in recognition
of this fact Nature and biography, in fascinating tales and
poems, have been included.

The book is therefore intended to be well balanced and
many-sided. A glance at the classification of the selections
will show the many phases of child-interest to which the mate-
rial appeals. There will be found fable, fairy and folk tale,
legend, biography, stories of heroes, of children, of Nature,
and stories suited to the various festival occasions,—Thanks-
giving, Christmas, New Year, Easter, and patriotic days.
Each group serves a distinet purpose in the life of the school
and the child. There is somethmg for every day’s needs and
for all the children.

.Helps to Study (pages 271-279) furnish aid to children in
preparing their lessons, and offer suggestions to teachers in
making assignments. These are explanatory and suggestive,
and include notes and questions designed to aid the pupil in
interpreting the thought and to lead him into habits of obser-
vation and inquiry.

A Word List for spelling pronunciation and definition con-
cludes the book. This furnishes the basis for daily drill exer-
cilses, and for systematically increasing the pupil’s voecab-
ulary.



Summer fading, winter comes—
Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs,
Window robins, winter rooks,
And the picture story-books.

—Robert Louis Stevenson.



FAREWELL TO THE FARM

(Vacation Is OvVER)

The .coach is at the door at last;

The eager children, mounting fast

And kissing hands, in chorus sing:

Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!
7



Farewell to the Farm

To house and garden, field and lawn,
The meadow-gates we swung upon,
To pump and stable, tree and swing,
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

And fare you well for evermore,

- O ladder at the hayloft door,

O hayloft where the cobwebs cling,
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

Crack goes the whip, and off we go;
The trees and houses smaller grow;
Last, round the woody turn we swing:
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

—Robert Louts Stevenson.
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THE BROWNIE OF BLEDNOCK

THE WEE MAN COMES TO TOWN

Did you ever hear how a brownie came to the
village of Blednock, and was frightened away
again?

Well, it was one summer evening, just when
the milking was done and before the children
were put to bed. The good people of Blednock
were sitting on their door-steps talking to their
neighbors, and the children were laughmg and
playing in the door-yards.

All at once they heard a queer humming noise.
It seemed to come from the river-side, far away.
Nearer and nearer it sounded. The talking and
laughing stopped, and everyone looked toward
the river.

And it was no wonder that they stared, for
coming up the road was the strangest little
creature that anyone had ever seen.

He looked like a wee, wee, man; and yet such
a strange man. For his bright red hair was
long, and he had a long red beard. His knees
knocked together when he walked, and his arms
were so long that his hands almost touched the
ground. A strange sight it was!
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He was singing something over and over. As
he came nearer they could make out the words:

“Oh, my name is Aiken-Drum,
And to do your work I've come.
A bite to eat, a bed on hay,

You may give; but nothing pay.”

Oh! but I can tell you the people were fright-
ened. The little ones screamed and the larger
girls dropped the pails of milk they were carry-
ing home. Even the dogs crept behind their
masters; and the big boys, who should have
known better, hooted at the little man.

“Did you ever see such eyes?”’ cried one.
‘‘How they twinkle as he walks along!”

““And look at his long beard!’’ said another;
““who ever saw such a red beard before?’’
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But still the little man went slowly up the
street, singing:

*Oh, my name is Aiken-Drum,
And to do your work I’ve come.
A bite to eat, a bed on hay,

You may give; but nothing pay.”

GRANNY DUNCAN’S ADVICE

Granny Duncan was the oldest and kindest
woman in the village. Oh, she was very old!
She knew all the tales of the olden time.

“I think this is just a harmless brownie,”’ she
said. ‘‘Long ago I heard of brownies from my
father’s father. We will take Baby Meg to see
him. If she smiles upon him, he is just a
brownie. For babies always love brownies and
know them when they see them.”

So Baby Meg was brought, and she laughed
and crowed and put out her tiny hands to the
strange little man.

“He is just a good, kind brownie!’”’ cried
Granny Duncan. ‘‘Many a long day’s work will
he do for people who treat him well.”

Then everybody grew very brave and crowded
around him. And when they were close to him
they saw that his hairy face was kind, and that
his big eyes had a merry twinkle in them.
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“Can you not speak?’ asked an old man.
“Tell us where you came from.”

“I cannot tell you where I came from,” said
the wee man. ‘‘My country has no name, and it
is not at all like this land of yours. For there,
we all learn to serve, while here, everyone wishes
to be served. We love to work. It sometimes
happens that there is no work for us at home.
Then one of us may come to your land, to see
if you have need of him.”

““Do you really like to work ?’’ asked idle Tom,
who was not troubled in that way. And his eyes
looked almost as big as the brownie’s.

“I love to serve,”” said the brownie. ‘‘He
serves himself best, who serves others most. If I
am needed I will stay in this place a while. I do
not want clothes or a bed or wages. All I ask for
is a corner of the barn to sleep in and a bowl of
broth at bedtime.

“If no one troubles me, I will be ready to help
anyone who needs me. I’ll bring in the sheep
from the hill. T’ll gather the harvest by moon-
light. I’ll bake your bread on a busy day. I'll
sing the babies to sleep in their cradles. The
babies always love me.”

No one knew what to say. A little man who
would do everything for nothing! It could not
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be true! There must be something wrong about
it! Men began to whisper to each other.
“Perhaps it would be better to have nothing to
do with him,”’ they said.

Then Granny Duncan spoke up again. ‘‘It’s
just a harmless brownie, I tell you,”’” she said.
‘“‘Have you not all complained about your hard
work? Here is a good workman all ready for
you. Will you turn him away just because he
looks so queer?®”’

“But he will frighten strangers,”” said the
young people. ‘‘Our friends will not come to the
village if we let him stay. Then it will be lonely
here. We will have no good times.”’

‘“‘Handsome is as handsome does,”” said Granny
Duncan. ‘‘I have heard that a brownie can stack
a whole ten-acre field of wheat in a single night.”

““A ten-acre field in a single night! Just think
of that!” said all the men. The miller told the
brownie that he might sleep in a corner of his
barn. Granny Duncan promised him a bowl of
- broth at bedtime.

Then all said good-night and went home, look-
ing over their shoulders to see if the strange
little man was following them. You may be very
sure that no one lingered behind, that night. No
one asked to stay outside just a little longer.
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THE BROWNIE’S GOOD DEEDS

All the people of the village were a little afraid
at first, but in a week there was another story
to tell. For Aiken-Drum was the most won-
derful worker that ever was seen, and the strange
thing was that he did nearly all of his work at
night.

If there was a tired baby to sing to sleep, or
a house to be made tidy, or a churnful of cream
that would not turn to butter, or bread that would
not rise, Aiken-Drum always knew about it. He
always came just at the right time.

He gathered the sheep together on stormy
nights. He carried home the heavy bundle for a
’téired_man. He stacked the grain safely.
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Many a time some poor.mother would be up
all night with a sick child. She would sit down
in front of the fire and fall fast asleep.

When she awoke she would find that Aiken-
Drum had made her a visit. For the floor would
be scrubbed, the dishes washed, the fire made,
and the kettle put on to boil.

But the little man would have slipped quietly
away. He never waited to be thanked. It
seemed just as if everybody had wishing-caps, for
people had only to wish,—and the work was done.

And the village was not lonely, oh, no! People
came from everywhere to see if they could catch
a glimpse of the strange little visitor.

But they never saw him. One could go to the
miller’s barn twenty times a day; and twenty
times a day one would find nothing but a little
heap of hay. The bowl that held his food was
always empty in the morning, but no one ever
saw the brownie supping the broth.

Little children were the only ones who ever
saw him; and oh! how he loved them! Just
before bedtime, they would gather around him in
some quiet corner by the old mill.

Then the villagers would hear wonderful, low,
sweet music. It was Aiken-Drum, singing the
songs of his own land to the happy children.
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WHY AIKEN-DRUM LEFT BLEDNOCK

And he might be there yet, gathering the har-
vest and helping tired people with their work;
but someone forgot what the little man had said,
over and over again, in his strange song:

‘A bite to eat, a bed on hay,
You may give; but nothing pay.”

You see, a brownie loves to give; he will not
work for pay. But someone forgot this.

“I must make something for Aiken-Drum,”
said a poor woman whom he had helped. ‘‘He
never will stay to let me thank him. Winter is
coming on, and he will be cold in his old worn
suit. I will make him a warm coat.”

So she cut and sewed and pressed and made a
little coat for the brownie. She told no one what
she was doing; but one night she put the last
stitch in the pretty little garment. Then' she
went softly to the miller’s barn and laid it down
beside the bowl of broth. ‘

"The villagers of Blednock never saw Aiken-
Drum again. For a true brownie must work
without taking any reward; he cannot stay where
he is paid. The strange little man was obliged to
go away.
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But sometimes the children hear his voice down
by the old mill. It is always soft and low and
sweet. He is singing the songs of his own land,
just as he used to do when the little ones were
gathered around him.

And then the good people in the village
remember his kind deeds and his strange saying,

‘“He serves hnnself best, who serves others most.”’
—Elizabeth W. Grierson.

THE FAIRIES

Up the airy mountain,
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting
For fear of little men;
Wee folk, good folk,
Trooping all together;
Green jacket, red cap,
And white owl’s feather!
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The Fairies

Down along the rocky shore
Some make their home:

They live on crispy pancakes
Of yellow sea-foam;

Some in the reeds
Of the black mountain lake,

With frogs for their watchdogs,
All night awake.

High on the hilltop
The old king sits;

He is now so old and gray
He’s nigh lost his wits.

By the craggy hillside,
Through the mosses bare,
They have planted thorn trees

For pleasure here and there.

Up the airy mountain,
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting

For fear of little men;
Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping all together;
Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl’s feather!
—William Allingham.
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HOW DOUGHNUTS CAME TO BE MADE

Once there was a little Cook who had eyss as
dark as black currants; cheeks as pink as his
best frosting; and a skin as white as the finest
pastry flour.

As for his hair, it was exactly the color of
brown sugar, and you know what a pleasant
color that is. He wore a snowy cap and apron,
and always had a long wooden spoon hanging
from his belt.

He was the very best Cook that ever lived, for
he never cooked anything that was mnot good.
Jam, and little round plum cakes with pink and
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white frosting, and kisses, and lemon pie, and
strawberry ice-cream, and little three-cornered
raspberry tarts, and oranges cut into baskets and
filled with whipped cream,—oh, there was no
end to the good things that this little Cook would
make.

He made spice-cake, too; and what do you
think? One day when he was making spice-cake,
he happened to look out of the window and saw
walking by, a little Fairy, as pretty as a pink
rose. She was a cook, too, and she had on a
cap and an apron exactly like his! So the little
Cook ran to the door, and called out, ‘‘Pretty
little Fairy, won’t you come in?%”’

The little Fairy said, ‘‘I thank you, kind sir.”’
So she came in and sat down.

The little Cook had dinner all ready, and he
brought her some turtle soup, in a little china
bowl all painted with butterflies; three oyster
patties, the best you ever saw; a fat little quail
on toast, with mashed potatoes and gravy; a
mince turnover and a lemon tart; a glass of
orange jelly; a saucer of ice-cream; and some
macaroons!

When the little Fairy had eaten all these
dainties, the little Cook said to her, ‘“Can you
cook as well as I cooked this dinner?”’
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“Just as well, but no better,”” answered the
little Fairy.

‘““Was there anything that could have been
done better?’’ he asked.

“Yes; the piece of toast under the quail was
darker on omne side than on the other,”” she
answered.

“You are right,”” said the little Cook, ‘‘but
only a wonderful cook would have noticed such
a fine point. Together we could make the most
delicious dainties in the world. Will you marry
me?”’

“That I will, with all my heart,”” said the
little Fairy; ‘‘but where can we find a preacher?’’

Just at that moment, who should come into the
room but the village preacher, to buy a three-
cornered raspberry tart!

““You shall have the tart for nothing,”’ said
the little Cook, ‘‘if you will marry us.”

“I will marry you very gladly,” said the
preacher. ‘‘But where is the wedding ring?”’

The little Cook turned round and round and
round three times, thinking what he could do.
For he had no ring and he did not know where he
could get one. But after the third turn, his eyes
fell upon the dough that he had been making for
the spice-cake. Then he knew what to do.
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He made a little ball of dough and patted it
flat. Then he took the little Fairy’s finger and
poked it right through the middle of the dough.
Last of all he dropped the dough into a pan of
hot fat.

When it was domne, it was such a beautiful
nut-brown color that the little Fairy cried out,
““Why, it looks just like a dough nut!”’

As soon as it had cooled, the little Cook put it
upon the Fairy’s finger, which, of course, it fitted
perfectly. Then the preacher married them.
After the wedding was over, they filled the
preacher’s hat with raspberry tarts, buns, and
spice-cakes; and that was a very good day for the
village preacher.

The little Cook and the little Fairy lived
together happily ever afterward, both .stirring
the soup at the same time, and never quarreling.
- They often made beautiful brown doughnuts,
with little round holes in them, to remember their
wedding day.

And that is the way doughnuts came to be

made. :
—Laura E. Richards—Adapted.
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THE FAIRY SHOES

THE FAIRY'’S GIFT

Once upon a time a baby boy was born in a
little home in a country far away. There was
a fine christening feast, and all the friends came.
The baby’s mother had a fairy godmother, and
of course she was invited, too. -

“‘She is rich,” said all the friends. ‘“No doubt
she will bring a splendid gift.”

But when the fairy came, she brought with
her only a little brown-paper parcel. How every-
one wondered what was in the parcel!

“It looks as if it might be nothing but a silver
drinking-cup,’’ said one.

““Well, let us hope the cup may at least be
of gold,”” said another.

“Of what use is a fairy godmother if she
doesn’t bring riches?’’ said a third. ‘A brown-
paper parcel! What can be in it%”

The fairy godmother paid no heed to the whis-
pering. She sat through the feast with the
brown-paper parcel at her plate. ‘

Then at last she untied the string and opened
the parcel. And what do you think was in it A
small pair of leather shoes, with copper tips!
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“This is my gift,”’ the fairy said. ‘‘It is not
quite so poor as it looks. For these little shoes
will never wear out. When they grow too small
for this little boy, they will be ready for another
and another and another. But there is something
more wonderful still about them. The little feet
that wear them cannot go wrong.

“If you send your little boy to school in ‘these
shoes, they will pinch his feet if he loiters by the
way. They will make him so uncomfortable that
he will be glad to hurry on in the right path. If
you send him on an errand they will remind him
to go quickly. And they will see that he always
gets home on time.”

Years went by, and the little family grew
larger, until at last there were nine boys. Eight
of them, one after the other, had worn the fairy
shoes; but they never wore out.

And just as the fairy godmother had said,
the feet in the fairy shoes were sure to go where
they were sent and to come back when it was
time. So all the boys had learned to be prompt
and obedient.

When it came Timothy’s turn to wear the
shoes, he was older than the others had been. And
because he was the youngest of the nine sons, he
had been a good deal petted and spoiled.
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He had grown very willful, and his feet were-
pretty well used to taking their own way. At
last he played truant from school so often, and
was late for dinner so many times that his mother
said, ‘‘Tim, you must wear the fairy shoes.”

So the shoes were blackened and their copper
tips were polished ; and one morning Timothy put
them on to wear to school.

“I hope you will be a good boy, Tim,”’ said
his mother. ‘You must not loiter or play truant,
for if you do, these shoes will pinch you, and you
will be sure to be found out.”

Tim’s mother held him by the right arm while
she told him these things, and Tim’s left arm
and both his legs were already as far away as he
could stretch them.

At last she set him free, and he went off like
an arrow from a bow. And he did not give a
single thought to what she had said.
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TIM LEARNS A LESSON

It was a May morning, and the sun shone
brightly. Tim wanted to loiter on this beautiful
morning, when every nook had a flower and every
bush a bird.

Twirr-r-r-r! up into the blue sky went the lark;
the pretty daisies were like stars in the grass;
and down in the dark.swamp the marsh-mangolds
bloomed and shone.

Once or twice Tim loitered to pick flowers; but
the shoes pinched his feet, and he ran on. But
when the path led near the swamp, and he saw
the marsh-marigolds, he stopped.

“I must have some of those beauties,”” he said.
“They are like cups of gold!”” Tim forgot every-
thing that his mother had said and began to
scramble down the steep bank to the swamp.

But how strangely his shoes behaved! As often
as he turned toward the shining flowers, the fairy
shoes turned back again toward school. They
pinched and pulled and twisted until Tim feared
that his ankles would be broken.

In spite of the fairy shoes, Tim dragged himself
down to the swamp. But when he got there, he
could not find a flower within reach. All the
marigolds were far out in the marsh.
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The fairy shoes jerked and pinched and twisted ;
but Tim was stubborn. He went on and on,
farther into the swamp, and at last he got mnear
a great cluster of the beautiful flowers.

“I will have them!’’ he said; and he gave a
great jump. Down he sank into the swamp. But
when he pulled his feet out of the thick black
mud,—off came the troublesome fairy shoes! He .
was free to go where he pleased. ‘

Tim wondered why his brothers had never
thought of this good plan. ‘‘Just leave the fairy.
shoes in the mud,”’” he said. ‘‘That’s the way to
see the last of them!”’

" He went on easily now, wading from cluster
to cluster, until he had a great handful of the
bright marsh-marigolds.

At last, when Tim was beginning to feel tired,
he hurt his foot on a sharp stump. Just then
a fat green frog jumped so close to his face that
it frightened him, and he nearly fell backward
into the water.

Out he scrambled and up the bank he climbed!
After cleaning himself as well as he could with his
little handkerchief, he went on to school. :

““What shall I say to the teacher?’ Tim
thought. ‘‘Oh, how I wish I had done as the fairy
shoes wanted me to do!”
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The little truant reached the school and quietly
opened the door. The boys of his class were
standing ready for a lesson. As soon as they saw
Tim, all the children began to laugh.

Tim looked to see why they were laughing—
and what do you think? There on the floor, just
where Tim should have stood, were the fairy
shoes, all covered with mud! In each of them was
a beautiful marsh-marigold.

‘“You have been in the swamp, Timothy,’’ said
the teacher. ‘‘Put on your shoes at once.”

When his lessons and his punishment were
over, Tim was glad enough to let the fairy shoes
take him straight home. After that, he heeded
the little shoes and soon learned to be as prompt
and obedient as his brothers.

—Juliana Horatia Ewing—Adapted.
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THE BROWNIES
TOMMY'’S DREAM

Wonderful stories grandmother told Johnnie
and Tommy !—stories of hobgoblins and dwarfs
and fairies. Once she told them about a brownie
who lived in their own family long ago.

He was a little fellow, no larger than Tommy,
she said, but very active. He slept by the fire,
and he was so shy that no one ever saw him.

But early in the morning, when all the family
were in their beds, this brownie would get up,
sweep the room, build the fire, spread the table,
milk the cow, churn the cream, bring the water,
and scrub the floors until there was not a speck
of dirt anywhere.

The children liked this story very much, and
oh! how they did wish such a brownie would come
to live in their house!

Over and over again they said, ‘“Was there
really and truly a brownie, grandmother? And
did he really do all the work as you say? How
we wish he would come back again! Why, he
could mind the baby, and tidy the room, and bring
in the wood, and wait on you, grandmother!
Can’t we do something to get him back again%”’
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“I don’t know, my dears,”’ said grandmother.
‘“‘But when I was a young girl, they used to say
that if one set a bowl of bread and milk, or even
a pan of clear water for him over night, he
would be sure to come. And just for that, he
would do all the work.”

“Oh! let us try it!”” said both the boys; and
Johnnie ran to get a pan, while Tommy brought
fresh water from the well. They knew, poor
hungry lads, that there was nv bread or milk in
the house. Their father, who was a poor tailor,
could hardly earn money enough to buy food for
them all. His wife was dead, and the work of
the house took so much of his time that he could
not make many coats.

Johnnie and Tommy were idle and lazy and
too thoughtless to help their father, although
they were strong young boys.

One night, soon after this, Tommy had a won-
derful dream. He thought he went down into
the meadow by the old mill pond. There he saw
an owl, who rolled her great eyes, and called
out, ‘“Tuwhit, tuwhoo! Tommy, what are you
doing way down here at this time of night$”’

““Please, I came to find the brownies,”’ said
Tommy; ‘‘can you tell me where they live,
ma’am%”’
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“Tuwhoo, tuwhoo!’’ screamed the old owl; ‘‘so
it’s the brownies you are after, is it? Tuwhoo,
tuwhoo! Go look in the mill pond. Tuwhoo,
tuwhoo! Go look in the water at midnight, and
you’ll see one. By the light of the moon, a
brownie you’ll see to be sure, but such a lazy
one! Tuwhoo, tuwhoo!’’ screamed the old owl,
as she went sailing away.

““The mill pond, at midnight, by moonlight!’’
thought Tommy. What could the old owl mean?
It was midnight then, and moonlight, too; and
there he was right down by the water. ‘‘Silly
old thing,” said Tommy; ‘‘brownies don’t live
in the water.”

But for all that, Tommy went to the bank of
the pond and peeped in. The moon was shining
as bright as day; and what do you suppose
Tommy saw? Why, just a picture of himself
in the water! That was all.

“I am not a brownie!’’ he said to himself. But
the longer he looked, the harder he thought.

At last he said to himself, ‘I wonder if I am
a brownie! Perhaps I am one, after all. Grand-
mother said they are about as large as I am.
And the owl said T would see a very lazy one if I
looked in the water. Am I lazy? That must be
what she meant. I am the brownie myself!”’
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The longer he thought about it, the surer he
was that he must be a brownie. ‘‘Why,” he
thought, ‘‘if I am one, Johnnie must be another;
then there are two of us. I'll go home and tell
Johnnie all about it.”

Off he ran as fast as his legs could carry him,
and just as he was calling, ‘‘Johnnie, Johnnie!
We are brownies! The old owl told me!’’ he
found himself wide awake, sitting up in bed,
and rubbing his eyes, while Johnnie lay fast
asleep by his side.

The first faint rays of morning light were
just creeping in at their chamber window.
‘““Johnnie, Johnnie, Johnnie, wake up!”’ cried
Tommy. ‘‘I have something to tell you!”’

After he had told his brother all about his
strange dream, Tommy said, ‘‘Let us play we
really are brownies, Johnnie, even if we are not.
Let us do the housework, and be like the brownie
that grandmother told us about. It will be great
fun to surprise father and grandmother. We will
keep out of sight and tell about it afterwards.
Oh, do come! It will be such fun!”

So these two brownies put on their clothes
in a great hurry and crept softly to the kitchen.
There they found enough work for a dozen
brownies to do.
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THE REAL BROWNIES AT WORK

Tommy built up a blazing fire, and, while
the kettle was boiling, swept the untidy floor.
Johnnie dusted his grandmother’s chair, made
the cradle ready for his baby sister, and spread
the table for breakfast.

Just as they had finished their work, they
heard their father’s footstep on the stairs.
““Run!” whispered Tommy, ‘‘or father will see
us.”” So away the boys scampered to their bed,
and pretended that they were asleep.

How surprised the poor tailor was when he saw
the work that had been done in the kitchen! He
thought that the brownie he had heard about in
his childhood bad come back again.
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The old grandmother was much pleased.
““What did I tell you, son Thomas?’’ she said.
“I always knew there were real brownies.”

Although it was fun for the boys to play that
they were brownies, it was hard work, too. They
sometimes thought they would leave off; but
then they would think of their hard-working
father and would grow quite ashamed.

Now, things were much better at home than
they had been before. The tailor never scolded;
grandmother was more cheerful than of old; the
baby was less fretful, and the house was always
tidy. '

The tailor had more time for his work, now
that the brownies helped to keep the house in
order. He could make more coats and could get
more money, and the boys did not go to bed
hungry any more. There was always bread and
milk enough for everyone; and each night, the
boys set out on the doorstep a great bowlful for
the brownié’s supper.

At last the tailor said, ‘I am going to do
something for that brownie. He has done so
much for us all.”” So he cut and stitched the
neatest little coat you ever saw. ‘I have always
heard,” he said, ‘‘that a brownie’s clothes are
ragged, and so I know our brownie will need this.”
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When the coat was finished, it was very fine,
all stitched with gold thread and covered with
brass buttons. The strangest thing about it was
that it just fitted Tommy.

That night the little coat was placed by the
bowl of milk, set for the brownie. At daybreak,
the tailor was awakened by the sound of laughter
and scuffling in the kitchen. ‘‘That must be the
brownie,”” he thought; and getting out of bed
he crept softly down the stairs.

But when he reached the kitchen, instead of
the brownie, he saw Johnnie and Tommy sweep-
ing and making the fire and dusting and setting
the table.

Tommy had put on the coat that his father
had made for the brownie, and was skipping
about in it. He was laughing and calling to
Johnnie to see how fine he looked in it.  ‘‘John-
nie,”” he said, ‘I wish father had made it to fit
you.”’

‘‘Boys, what does all this mean?’’ cried the sur-
prised tailor. ‘‘Tommy, why have you put on
that coat®”’

When the boys saw their father, they ran to
him and said, ‘‘There is no brownie, father!
We have done the work. And O, father! we
are sorry that we were lazy and idle so long;
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but we mean to be brownies now, real brownies,
and help you till we grow to be big men.”
The poor tailor was so happy that there were
tears in his eyes as he kissed his boys.
- Tommy and Johnnie kept their promise. But
after a while, their little sister grew to be the best
brownie of all. She kept her father’s house bright

and clean with brush and broom and dustpan.
—Jane L. Hoxie.

FAIRY-FOLK

The story-books have told you
Of the fairy-folk so nice,

That make them leather aprons
Of the ears of little mice;

And wear the leaves of roses,
Like a cap upon their heads,

And sleep at night on thistle-down,
Instead of feather-beds!
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These stories, too, have told you,
No doubt to your surprise,

That the fairies ride in coaches
That are drawn by butterflies;

And come into your chambers,
When you are locked in dreams,

And right across your counterpanes
Make bold to drive their teams;

And that they heap your pillows
With their gifts of rings and pearls;

But do not heed such idle tales,
My little boys and girls.

There are no fairy-folk that ride
About the world at night,
Who give you rings and other things, -
To pay for doing right.
But if you do to others what
You’d have them do to you,
You’ll be as blest as if the best
Of story-books were true.
~~Alice Cary.
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THE SKYLARK'’S SPURS

THE UNKIND FAIRY

There was once a fairy whe had one very bad
habit. She liked to find fault with everybody
she met.

One day when she lay down in a meadow to
take a nap she heard a deep sigh. Peeping
out, she saw a young lark sitting near her in
the long grass.

‘““What troubles you?’’ asked the fairy.

“Oh, I am so unhappy,”’ replied the poor lark;
“I want to build a nest, but I have no mate.””

“Why don’t you look for a mate, then?’’ said
the fairy, laughing at him. ‘‘Do you expect one
to come and look for you? Fly up and sing a
beautiful song in the sky, and then perhaps some
pretty bird will hear you. If you tell her that
you will help her to build a nest, and that you
will sing to her all day long, it may be that she
will be your mate.”

“Oh, I don’t like to fly up,’”’ said the lark; ‘I
am so ugly. If T were a robin, with red feathers
on my breast, I should not mind showing my feet.
But I am only a poor skylark, and I know that
I shall never be able to get a mate.”
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‘“But you should try, anyway,’’ said the fairy.

“Ob, but you don’t know,”’ said the lark, ‘‘that
if I fly up, my feet will be seen; and no other
bird has feet like mine. My claws are so long that
they would frighten anyone. And yet, fairy, I
am not a cruel bird.”

‘‘Let me look at your clayvs,” said the fairy.

So the lark lifted up one of his feet, which he
had kept hidden in the long grass.

‘““Are you sure that you never use your claws
to fight with?’’ asked the fairy.

“I never fought in my life,”” said the lark,
‘“‘yet these claws grow longer and longer.”

‘““Why don’t you pull them off?’ asked the
fairy. .

““That is easier said than done,”’” answered the
unhappy bird.

““Well, I am sorry for you,” said the fairy;
‘‘but at the same time, you must be a quarrelsome
~ bird, or you would not have such long spurs.”

““That is just what I am always afraid people
will say,”’ said the poor lark.

““Well, nothing is given to us unless it is to
be of some use,”’ said the fairy. ‘‘You would
not have wings unless you were to fly, or a
voice unless you were to sing. So you would not
have those spurs unless you were to fight.”
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“I am sure I never fight,”’ said the lark, lift-
ing up his foot and looking at it. ‘‘And I thought
you might be willing to say to your friends that
I am not a quarrelsome bird.”’

“No, I cannot help you,” said the unkind
fairy. “‘I still think those spurs are meant to
fight with. Good morning.”’

THE SKYLARK WINS A MATE

After the fairy had left him, the poor sky-
lark sat quietly in the grass for a long time.
By and by a grasshopper came chirping up and
tried to comfort him.

“I heard what the fairy said to you. But I
have known you a long time, and I have never
seen you fight. I will tell everyone that you are
a very good-tempered bird, and that you are look-
ing for a mate.”

The skylark was so pleased at these kind
words, that he flew up into the air. The higher
he went, the sweeter was the song which he sang.
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The doves stopped their cooing to listen; and
the little field-mice came out and sat in the open-
ings of their holes.

“I never heard such a beautiful song in my
life—never!”’ cried a pretty brown lark.

“It was sung by my friend, the skylark,”’ said
the grasshopper. ‘“He is a very good-tempered
bird, and he wants a mate.”’

‘“‘Hush!”’ said the pretty brown lark. ‘I want
to hear the end of that wonderful song.”” And she
held her breath, for she did not want to lose a
single note.

‘““Well done, my friend!”’ said the grasshopper,
when the skylark came down again. Then he
told him how much the brown lark had been
pleased with his song. And a moment later, he
took the poor skylark to see her.

The skylark walked carefully, so that the brown
lark could not see his feet. He thought that
never before had he seen such a pretty bird.

When she told him how much she loved musie,
he sprang up again into the blue sky and sang
even more sweetly than before. He was so glad
to think that he could please her!

The grasshopper did not fail to praise the
singer, and to say what a cheerful, kind bird he
was. And so after a while, when the skylark
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“asked the brown lark to become his mate, she
made his heart glad by saying ‘‘Yes.”

“I do not mind your spurs,”” she said. I
should not like you to have short claws like other
birds, although I cannot say exactly why. For
they do not seem to be of any use.” )

This was good news to the skylark, and he
sang sweeter songs than ever before.

WHAT THE SKYLARK'’S SPURS WERE FOR

After a time, the skylark and the brown lark
built a little nest in the grass. The skylark
was so happy that he almost forgot about his
long spurs. ' _

But the unkind fairy did not forget about the
spurs. One afternoon she happened to see the
lark’s friend. .‘““How do you do, Grasshopper?”’
she asked.

““Thank you, I am very well and very happy,”’
said the grasshopper. ‘‘People are so kind to
me.”’

“How is your quarrelsome friend, the lark?®’’
asked the fairy.

“He is not quarrelsome,”’ replied the grass-
hopper. “I wish you would not say that he is.”’

“Oh, well,”” said the fairy, laughing, ‘‘the lark
does not wear those long spurs for nothing.”’
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The grasshopper did not argue with the fairy,
but said, ‘‘Suppose you come and see the eggs
that the pretty brown lark has in her nest—
three beautiful spotted eggs.”
~ Off they went together; but what was their
surprise to find the little lark trembling and
weeping as she sat upon the nest.

‘““Ah, my pretty eggs!”’ said the lark as soon
as she saw her visitors. ‘‘They will certainly be
broken.”’ '

‘““What is the matter?’’ asked the grasshopper.
‘‘Perhaps we can help you.” )

“Dear Grasshopper,” said the lark, ‘‘I have
just heard the farmer say that tomorrow morning
he will begin to cut the grass in this meadow.”

““That is a great pity,’’ said the grasshopper.
‘““What a sad thing it is that you laid your eggs
on the ground!” '

““Larks always do,”” said the little bird, weep-
ing. And neither the grasshopper nor the fairy
could do anything to help her.

At last her mate, the skylark, dropped down
from the white cloud where he had been singing.
In great fright, he asked what the matter was.

‘When they told him, for a time he was very
sad, but after a while he lifted his feet and began
to look at his long spurs.



44 The Skylark’s Spurs

“If I had only laid my eggs on the other side
of the hedge,”” cried the poor little bird, ‘‘they
would be safe now.”’

“My dear,” said the skylark, ‘‘don’t be un-
happy.” As he said these words, he hopped up
to the nest, laid the claws of one foot upon the
prettiest egg, and clasped it with his long spur.
And what do you think he found? The spur
exactly fitted the little egg!

““Oh, my good mate!’ cried the mother bird;
‘“do you think that you can carry all the eggs to
a safe place?”’
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*To be sure I can,”” replied the skylark, begin-
ning slowly and carefully to hop, with the egg in
his right foot. ‘I have always wondered what
my spurs could be for, and now I see.”

So he hopped gently on with the egg, until
he came to a safe place on the other side of the
hedge. There he put it down and came back
for the others.

““Hurrah!”’ cried the grasshopper, ‘Lark’s
spurs forever!”

The fairy did not have a word to say. She
felt very much ashamed of herself, because she
had told the skylark that his spurs were meant
to fight with. She sat looking on in silence,
until the last of the eggs had been carried to the
other side of the hedge.

Then the skylark sprang up into the sky again,
singing to his proud little mate. He was very
happy, because now he knew what his long spurs
were for.

—Jean Ingelow.
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THE JUMBLIES

They went to sea in a sieve, they did;
In a sieve they went to sea:
In spite of all their friends could say,
On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day,
In a sieve they went to sea.
Far and few, far and few, ,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live:
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue
And they went to sea in a sieve.

They sailed away in a sieve, they did,

In a sieve they sailed so fast,

With only a beautiful pea-green veil
Tied with a ribbon, by way of a sail,

To a small tobacco-pipe mast.

And everyone said who saw them go,

““Oh! won’t they be soon upset, you know ¢
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long;
And, happen what may, it’s extremely wrong

In a sieve to sail so fast.”
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They sailed to the Western Sea, they did,—
To a land all covered with trees;
And they bought an owl, and a useful cart,
And a pound of rice, and a cranberry-tart,
And a hive of silvery bees;
And they bought a pig, and some green jackdaws,
And a lovely monkey with lollipop paws,
And forty bottles of ring-bo-ree,
And no end of Stilton cheese.

And in twenty years they all came back— _
In twenty years or more;
And everyone said, ‘“How tall they’ve grown!
For they’ve been to the Lakes, and the Torrible
Zone,
And the hills of the Chankly Bore.”
And they drank their health, and gave them a
feast '
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast;
And everyone said, ‘“‘If we only live,
We, too, will go to sea in a sieve,
To the hills of the Chankly Bore.”
Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live:
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue
And they went to sea in a sieve.
—Edward Lear.
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OLD HORSES KNOW BEST

An old horse and a young horse were drawing
two carts which were piled high with jars and
dishes and bowls.

When they came to a hill, the old horse went
down so slowly and carefully that the young
horse laughed at him. ‘‘How slow you are!’
he said. ‘‘That would do if you were going
. up-hill, but this is down-hill. I’ll show you how
to go down in a hurry.”

Then the young horse started quickly down
the hill. The heavy cart rolled after him, and
pushed against him so hard that he had to go
faster and faster.

On he went, over stones and ruts! At last the
horse and the cart and all the jars and dishes
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and bowls went headlong into a ditch. The
young horse looked at the over-turned cart and
the broken dishes.

“I see that I have some things to learn yet,”

. he said. ‘‘Old horses know best, after all.”
—Russian.

- THE MISER

Once upon a time there was a miser who hid
his gold at the foot of a tree in his garden.
Every week he dug it up and looked at it.

One night a robber dug up the gold and ran
away with it. The next morning, when the
miser came to look at his treasure, he found only
the empty hole.

Then he raised such a cry of sorrow that the
neighbors ran to find out what the trouble was.
In great grief, he told them of his loss.

“Did you ever use any of the gold?’ asked
one of his neighbors.

““No,”’” answered the miser; ‘““I only came to
look at it.”

“Then come again and look at the hole,”
said the neighbor. ‘‘That will do you just as

much good as to look at the gold.”
—Z'sop.
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THE DOG AND THE HORSE

A dog and a horse once lived in the same
farm-yard. In the spring the fields around the
farm were green with grain; in summer they
were yellow with ripening wheat; in autumn they
were brown with the harvest.

As the neighbors passed by this farm, they
always said, ‘‘Stefan has a fine farm. He is
a lucky man.” :

One day, when the dog heard these words,
he said to the horse, ‘‘Of course Stefan has a
fine farm. That is because I work so hard. In
the day-time, I keep the cattle out of the fields
of grain. At night I guard the house and barns
so that thieves cannot enter.

“But what do you do? I have never seen
you do anything but plough, or draw a cart;
and you sleep all night. The farm could get
along without you.”

‘““What you say is true,”” answered the horse.
“You do keep the cattle out of the fields of
grain, and you do guard the barns and the house
at night. But did you ever stop to think that if
I did not plough the fields, there would be no
grain here for you to watch$
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“Stefan would have no wheat and oats and
barley in his barns. He would not need to.
keep a watch-dog, and yeu would have no home.
Perhaps I had better live in the farm-yard a
little longer. What do you think about it now?”’

And for once, the dog had nothing to say.

—Russian.

THE FOX AND THE CROW

Once a crow, with a piece of cheese in her
beak, was sitting in a tree. A fox saw her and
thought, “How good that cheese looks!”

So he walked up to the foot of the tree and
called out, ‘‘Good-morning, Madam Crow! How
beautiful your feathers are! I am sure that you
have a fine voice, too. Will you not sing a song
for met”

The crow was so pleased at this praise, that
she began to ‘‘caw.”” But the moment she
opened her mouth to sing, the cheese fell to
the ground.

**You need not sing any more, Madam Crow,”’
said the fox, snapping up the cheese. ‘‘All that
I wanted was the cheese.”

“How foolish I was to let him flatter me!”’

said the crow. —Zsop.
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THE CLOWN AND THE COUNTRYMAN

At a country fair there was a clown who
made a noise so much like a pig’s squeal that
he fooled the people.

But a countryman called out, “That does not
sound like a pig’s squeal. Tomorrow I will show
you what a pig’s squeal is like.”’

The people laughed at him, but the next day
he came back, put his head down, and pretended
to squeal. At once the people called out, ‘‘That
does not sound like a pig!”’

‘““‘Ha! Ha! Ha!”’ laughed the countryman,
holding out a little pig which had been hidden
behind him. ‘‘You do not know a pig’s squeal
when you hear it.* —0ld Tale.
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WHY THE RABBIT’S TAIL IS SHORT

Once upon a time the rabbit had a long tail,
but now it is short. And this is how the change
came about.

A young rabbit one day sat on the edge of
a swamp, looking at the juicy green plants on
the other side. They were the only things to eat
that he could see. So he wanted to go across
the swamp, but he could not swim.

Just then a lazy old alligator poked his nose
above the water. ‘I might ask him to take
me across,”’ said the rabbit to himself. ‘‘But
T am afraid that he is too proud to carry me,
because he can walk and swim, too. Perhaps
I can get across the swamp by playing a trick
upon him. I will try it.”

“You look warm, Friend Rabbit,”” said the
alligator. ‘“Why don’t you come into the water?
It is cool here.” Now the alligator knew very
well that the rabbit could not swim.
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“I am not warm at all,’”’ said the rabbit, ‘‘but
I am a little hungry. You see, there are a great
many rabbits in the world. There are hun-
dreds and hundreds and hundreds of them. So,
of course, it takes a great many green leaves
to feed us. Oh, yes, Friend Alligator, we are
a very large and important family! There are
many more rabbits than alligators.”

““How foolish you are!’’ cried the alligator,
angrily. ‘“Why, there are thousands and thou-
sands and thousands of alligators in the world!
There are more than a hundred alligators in this
swamp! Can you find a hundred rabbits in the
woods?’’ ‘

““Certainly I can!’’ said the rabbit. ‘‘I'll count
the alligators, and then you may count the
rabbits. Call the alligators together. Make a
line of them across the swamp so that I can hop
out upon their backs and count them.”

So the old alligator called and called. Up
from the swamp came alligators,. big ones and
middle-sized ones and little ones. The old alli-
gator made them into a line right across the
swamp, just like a .bridge.

“Now count them, Friend Rabbit,”” he said.
“If there are mot more than a hundred alliga-
tors here, you may eat me!”’
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The rabbit hopped upon the alligator-bridge.
As he went from one to another, he counted
them, ‘‘one, two, three, four, five, six, seven,”’
and so on up to a hundred. Yes! there were
a hundred, even more than a hundred.

But by the time he had counted the last alli-
gator, of course the sly rabbit was on the other
side of the swamp.

“I'N call the rabbits together some other day,
when I am not so hungry,’”” he called back to
the old alligator. ‘‘Good-bye! Who is foolish
now ?’’ he said with a laugh.

But the rabbit laughed too soon. For one
of the alligators caught the end of the rabbit’s
tail in his great jaws, and bit it off.

And since that time, rabbits’ tails have always
been short. —Southern.
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THE SIMPLETON
ACT 1
Time—Loxag Ago
Place—A Roap BETWEEN Two FIELDS

Persons:
SIMPLETON
FirsT COUNTRYMAN
SECOND COUNTRYMAN

Simpleton walks along, jingling coins. He
meets First Countryman carrying a basket.
SiMPLETON. Good-day, Sir! What have you in
your basket?
FirsT CoUNTRYMAN. [Gruffly.] Nothing for you!
Stmpleton walks away, clinking his money.
FirsT CoUNTRYMAN. [Calling after Simpleton.]
‘What is that noise I hear?
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SiMPLETON. [Stopping.] Oh, that is just my
money, clinking!

First CouNTRYMAN. How did you get money
enough to make such a merry sound ¢

SIMPLETON. Oh, my brothers gave me twenty
marks. They say that I am a simpleton, so
they sent me out into the world to seek my
fortune. |

First CouNTRYMAN. Oho! Well, see! This is a
goose in my basket, a wonderful goose, a splendid
goose! I am taking it to market.

SIMPLETON. [Peeping tito the basket.] Will you
sell your goose for twenty marks?

First CounTRYMAN. Well, it is worth more than
that, but I will let you have it.

Simpleton buys the goose and goes on. Sud-
denly he stops, and looks eagerly at some-
thing far away. Just then Second Country-
man comes along.

SiMPLETON. [Pointing.] Who lives in that beau-
tiful palace on the hill yonder?

SEcoND CouNTRYMAN. What a simpleton you must
be! Have you never heard of the King’s palace ¢
Our great King lives there.

SiMPLETON. Oho! I will take my goose to the
palace and give it to the King.

He goes on his way, singing merrily.
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ACT II

Time—THE SAME Day
Place—THE KiNG’S PALACE

Persons:
SIMPLETON
FirsT COURTIER
SEconD COURTIER

Stmpleton, with his basket, knocks at the
palace door. First Courtier opens it.

Fmst CourTiER. What do you want?

SiMPLETON. I want to see the King. I have a
present for him.

F1rsT CoURTIER. Oh, indeed! It is plain that you
were never in the King’s palace before. Don’t
you know that I must see your present before
it can be taken to the King?

SiMpLETON. Well, you may see it. [Opens basket.]

First CourTiER. That’s a fine goose. But half of
it is mine!

SiMPLETON. What do you mean? -

First CouRTIER. You must be a simpleton! I am
keeper of the palace door. Half of everything
that is carried through it must be given to me.

SiMPLETON. But this is a present for the King.
I cannot take half a goose to the King.
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F1rsT CourtiEr. That is true, but I will tell you
what to do. Take the goose to the King. He
will reward you. Promise me that I shall have
half of whatever the King gives you.

SIMPLETON. [Pausing to think.] Very welll I
give you my promise. '

First Courtier takes Simpleton to the stairs,
where they meet Second Courtier.

SEcoND CourTIER. Here, here! Not so fast! Who
are you? What is your business ¢

SiMPLETON. I have a present for the King.

SeEcoNnD CourTIER. What is it? You cannot go
further until I see what it is.

SIMPLETON. [Opening the basket.] It is a goose.

SeconDp CourTiER. It is a splendid goose! But
it is plain that you are a simpleton. I am the
keeper of these stairs, and half of everything
that goes up them is mine.

SiMPLETON. But I cannot give half a goose to the
King. Let me see. [He pauses to think.] This
keeper of the door says the King may reward
me. Suppose I give you half of my reward?

SEcoND CoURTIER. Is it a promise ¢

SIMPLETON. Yes, it is a promise.

SECOND CoURTIER. Then I will lead you to the
King. '

Stmpleton and Courtiers go up the stairs.



60 The Simpleton

ACT III

Time—A FEw MoMENTS LATER
Place—THE THRONE-RoOM OF THE PALACE

Persons:
TrE KiNa SEcoND COURTIER
SIMPLETON TaIRD COURTIER
FirsT COURTIER OTHER COURTIERS

Second Courtier leads Simpleton to the
King. First Courtier follows. '

Kinag. What have you in that basket?

SiMPLETON. [Bowing low.] I have brought a gift
for Your Majesty.

KiNg. [To Second Courtier.] Open the basket.
[To Stmpleton, as the goose ts uncovered.] This
is indeed a goose fit for a King. You shall be
rewarded for your gift. Choose wisely, and you
shall have whatever you ask.

Seconp CourTIER. [Whispering to Simpleton.]
Ask for a bag of gold!

FirsT CoUurTIER. [W hispering to Simpleton.] Ask
for a box full of jewels.

SimpLETON. I will ask for neither a bag of gold
nor a box of jewels. [He bows low.] I ask for
no reward but a sound beating, O King.

" All the Courtiers cry out in surprise.
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Kinag. A sound beating! I thought all lads had
those in plenty without the asking. Come, change
your mind! Do you call that a wise choice ¢

SiMPLETON. [Bowing low.] I wish nothing for a
reward but a sound beating.

King. Then it shall be as you say. [Zo Third
Courtier.] Take thislad away and give him fifty
strokes.

Third Courtier goes toward Stmpleton.

SiMpPLETON. Wait! This reward is not mine. I
must not take it. The Courtier who guards the
door made me promise to give him half my
reward before he would open the door. I had
to promise the other half to the Courtier who
guards the stairs, before he would lead me here.
It is only right that I should keep my promises.
It would not be honest for me to take the
reward; these Courtiers must have it.

The King and the Courtiers stare tn won-
der. Then, as they begin to understand, they
nod their heads.

KinG. [To First and Second Courtiers, sternly.]
Is this the way you treat strangers? [Zo Third
Courtier.] Each claimed half of the reward.
Very well! The reward is fifty strokes of the
cudgel. Take them out and give each of them
half of the reward.
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First Courtier and Second Courtier are led
out. The other Courticrs laugh aloud at the
Justice of the reward. Even the King smiles.

ArrL. Ha'!'ha! Ho!ho! ho!

King. As for you, my lad, tell me your name.

SiMPLETON. My brothers call me Simpleton. They
have sent me out into the world to make my
fortune.

Kinag. Then it is already made. You shall stay
here in my service. I have need of just such

simpletons as you.
—Jacob and Wilkelm Grimm—Adapted.
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THE STONE-CUTTER

A stone-cutter named Tawara once lived in
Japan. Every day he went to the mountain with
his mallet and chisel. There he cut blocks of
stone and polished them for the builder.

One day he carried a block of stone to a rich
man’s house, where he saw all sorts of beautiful
furnishings. ‘“Oh! I wish I were rich!”’ said
Tawara. ‘‘Then I, too, could sleep in a soft bed.”’

Now the Fairy of the Mountains heard this wish
and granted it. When Tawara reached his home,
he stared in wonder! For a beautiful house stood
where his poor little hut had been! That night,
he slept on a bed as soft as down.

I will work no more,”’ said Tawara to himself.
So, for a time, he lived happily in the great
house with gold furnishings all about him, eat-
ing rich food and wearing fine clothing.
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But one day as he looked out of his window he
saw a carriage go by, drawn by snow-white horses.
In it sat a prince, with a golden umbrella held
over his head by a servant.

Tawara forgot his good fortune. ‘‘Oh, I wish I
were a prince!’”’ he said. ‘‘I want to ride in a car-
riage, with a golden umbrella over my head.”

No sooner had he made his wish than he found
that he was a prince. He rode in his carriage
through the streets with a golden umbrella held
over his head.

“Now I am happy,”’ said Tawara to himself.

And for a time he was happy. But one hot
summer day, he went into his garden to look at
his roses. ‘‘Why do these flowers droop their
heads?’’ he asked.

His servants bowed before him. ‘‘It is the sun,
O Prince!”’ they said. ‘‘We have watered the gar-
den, just as you told us to do, but the heat of the
sun is too great.”

‘Is the sun greater than I am$’’ cried Tawara.
“T wish I were the sun!”

No sooner had he made his wish than he found
that he was the sun. He burned the rice fields and
withered the flowers with his fierce heat.

““Now at last I am great!’’ he said to himself,
proudly. ‘‘No one is so mighty as I.”
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But one day a thick black cloud covered his face.
He could not pierce it with his strongest rays,
so he became unhappy. ‘‘The cloud is mightier
than I,”” he said. “‘I wish I were the cloud.”

No sooner had he made his wish than he found
that he was the cloud. He hid the sun and sent
rain to the earth. The rice fields were green
again, and the flowers bloomed.

But still the cloud poured down rain day after
day. The rivers overflowed their banks; villages
and towns were washed away. But one thing he
could not move. The great stone of the mountain--
side stood firm.

He was very angry. ‘‘Is the stone of the moun-
tain-side stronger than I am?’’ he cried. ‘‘I wish
I were that stone!”’ :

No sooner had he made his wish than he found
that he was the stone. ‘‘Now at last I am happy,”’
he said. “I am greater than sun and cloud. I
cannot be burned. I cannot be washed away.”’

Then one day he heard a noise,—tap, tap, tap.
A stone-cutter stood there, working with mallet
and chisel. He drove the sharp tool into the
stone as he cut out blocks far the builder.

The great stone shivered as he felt the blows.
‘‘Here is someone who is stronger than I,”” he
cried. ‘‘I wish I were that man.”
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No sooner had he made his wish than he found
that he was the man. He was Tawara, the stone-
cutter, again. He lived in a little hut. He ate
simple food and worked from morning till night;
but, he was happy. He sang as he worked, and he
did not wish again to be mightier than others. |

“A little home, sweet sleep, and useful work—
what is better than these?’’ said Tawara, the
stone-cutter.

—Japanese.

THE PIGTAIL’S PLACE

There lived a sage in days of yore

And he a handsome pigtail wore;

But wondered much and sorrowed more
Because it hung behind him.
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He mused upon this curious case, »
And swore he’d change the pigtail’s place,
And have it hanging at his face,

Not dangling there behind him.

Says he, ‘‘The mystery I’ve found,—
I’ll turn me round,”’—
He turned him round;

But still it hung behind him.

Then round, and round, and out and in,
All day the puzzled sage did spin;
In vain—it mattered not a pin,—

The pigtail hung behind him.

And right, and left, and round about,

And up, and down, and in, and out,

He turned; but still the pigtail stout
Hung steadily behind him.

And though his efforts never slack,
And though he twist, and twirl, and tack,
Alas! still faithful to his back
The pigtail hangs behind him.
—William Makepeace Thackeray.
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THE GOLDEN FISH

THE KIND-HEARTED FISHERMAN

Long ago, an old man and his wife lived upon
an island in the middle of the sea. They were
so poor that they were often without food.

One day the man had been fishing for many
hours, but without any success. At last he caught
a small golden fish, with eyes as bright as dia-
monds.

“Put me back into the sea, kind man,”’ cried
the little fish. “‘I am so small that I would not
make a mouthful for you.” ‘

The old man felt so sorry for the little fish
that he took him off the hook and threw him
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back into the sea. As the golden fish swam away,
he called out to the fisherman, ‘‘If ever you need
me, call to me. I will come at once to help you.
I will do this because you were kind to me.”’

The fisherman laughed merrily. He did not
believe a fish could help him except in giving him
food. When he went home, he told his wife what
a wonderful fish he had caught.

‘““What!”’ she cried. ‘“You put him back into
the sea after you had caught him? How foolish
you were! We have no food in the house, and
now, I suppose, we must starve!’’

She scolded him so much that at last the poor
man went back to the sea. He did not really
believe that the fish would help him, but he
thought it would do no harm to find out.

“‘@olden fish, golden fish!’’ he called. ‘‘Come to
me, I pray.” '

As the last word was spoken, the wonderful fish
popped his head out of the water

“I have kept my promise, you see,”’ said the
fish. ‘““What can I do for you, my good friend %"’

“‘There is no food in the house,”’ answered the
old man, ‘“and my wife is very angry with me
for putting you back into the sea.”

““Do not be troubled,’’ said the golden fish. ‘““Go
home. You will find food, and to spare.”’
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THE FISHERMAN’S WIFE LEARNS A LESSON

The old man hurried home to see if his little
friend had spoken the truth. He found the oven
full of fine white loaves of bread!

“I did not do so badly for you, after all, good
wife,’’ said the fisherman, as they ate their supper.

But his wife was not satisfied, yet. The more
she had, the more she wanted. She lay awake that
night, thinking what else she could ask of the
golden fish.

‘““Wake up, you lazy man,’’ she cried to her hus-
band, very early in the morning. ‘‘Go down to
the sea and tell your fish that I must have a new
wash-tub.”’

The old man did as his wife bade h1m The
moment he called, the fish came, and seemed quite
willing to do as he was asked. When the fisher-
man returned to his home, he saw there a new
wash-tub!

“Why didn’t you ask for a new house, too ¢’’ his
wife said, angrily. ‘““If you had asked for a fine
house, he would have given it to us. Go back
and say that we must have a new house.”

The fisherman did not like to trouble his friend
again so soon; but when he went, he found the
golden fish as willing as ever to help him.
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“Very well,”” said the fish. ‘‘A new house you
shall have.”” And when the old man went back to
his wife, he found a beautiful house instead of his
little hut!

It would have pleased him greatly if his wife
had been contented now. But she was a foolish
woman, and even yet did nothing but grumble.

“Tell your golden fish,”’ she said the next day,
‘‘that I want to live in a palace. I want a great
many servants to wait upon me, and a splendid
carriage to drive in.”

Once more her wish was granted. But.now the
poor fisherman’s life was even more unhappy than
before. For his wife would not allow him to
share her palace, but made him live in the stables.

‘““At any rate,”” he said to himself, ‘“I have
peace here.”” But it was not long before she sent
for him again.

““@o, call the golden fish,”” she commanded.
¢“Tell him I wish to be Queen of the Waters and
to rule over all the fishes in the sea.”

The poor old man felt sorry for the fishes if
she ever ruled over them; for riches had quite
spoiled her. Still, he did not dare to disobey her,
so once more he called his good friend.

But when the golden fish heard what the fisher-
man’s wife wanted this time, he cried out, ‘‘Make
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your wife the Queen of the Waters! Never! She
is not fit to rule others. She cannot rule herself.
Go home! You will see me no more.”’

The old man went sorrowfully home, and found
the palace changed to a hut. His wife was ro
longer dressed in rich garments; she was wearing
the simple dress of a fisherman’s wife. But she
was now quiet and mild, and much more easy to
live with than she had been before.

“After all,”” thought the fisherman, “I am not
sorry that the palace became a hut again.”

He worked hard to make a living for himself
and his wife, and somehow his hooks were never
empty, so that the old couple always had food.
Sometimes when he drew in a fish, the sun would
gleam upon its scales. Then the old man would
think of his little friend who had been so kind

to him. But he never saw the golden fish again.
—Russian
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BROTHER FOX’S TAR BABY
ACT I

Tvme—A Hor SuMMER Day
Place—THE Woobs

Persons:

BrorHER Fox BRrRoTHER RABBIT
Brother Fozx 1s trotting along a path in the
woods, and suddenly meets Brother Rabbit.

BrorHER RaBBIT. It’s a hot day, Brother Fox.
‘Where are you going ?

BrorHER Fox. I'm going fishing. Come along
with me.

BroTHER RaBBIT. On a hot day like this? Sit in
the sun and fish? No indeed!

BrorHER Fox. Well, let’s get some boughs and
build a little house on the edge of the river. Then
we can sit in it and be cool while we fish.

BroTHER RaBBIT. Build a house this hot day?
No, thank you! I don’t care for fish, anyway.
A few green leaves are all T need.

BroTHER Fox. [Angrily.] Very well, then! But
I’'m going to build a cool little house. It will
be my own house, and I shall fish there alone!

BroTHER RaBBIT. Allright, Brother Fox. Good-bye!

Brother Rabbit runs off down the path.
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BrorHER Fox. Now I’ll build my house; and I°d
like to see Brother Rabbit set his foot in it.
Brother Fox goes to the riwer bank and
builds a house of boughs.

ACT II

Time—THE NEXT AFTERNOON *
- Place—BroTHER Fox’s LittLE HOUSE

Persons:
BrorHER Fox BroTHER RABBIT
Brother Rabbit is sitting tn Brother Foxz’s
house, fishing. He hears a sound.
BrorHER RaBBIT. That must be Brother Fox!
I’ll run up the bank and hide in the bushes.
He hides, and a moment later Brother Fozx
comes along with a basket and a fish-pole.
BroTrHER Fox. Now for a fine basket of fish! No
more sitting in the hot sun for me! [Suddenly
he sees tracks mear the door.] What are these?
Rabbit-tracks? So Brother Rabbit has been
in my house! Oh, I wish T could catch him
fishing here! But how can I do it? [After a
moment’s thought.] 1 have it! I have it!
Look out, Brother Rabbit! I’ll catch you yet!
Brother Fox runs off down the path and
Brother Rabbit runs home, laughing
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ACT III

Time—THE AFTERNOON OF THE THIRD DAY
Place—THE LitTLE HoUSE BY THE RIVER

Persons:

BrotHER Fox BROTHER RABBIT
THE TAR BaBY

Brother Fox steals through the bushes, car-

-rying a wooden doll covered with tar.

BroTHER Fox. I’ll catch Brother Rabbit this time.
How soft and sticky this tar is!

Brother Fox puts the Tar Baby on the path
near the little house. Thenw he hides in the
bushes. By and by Brother Rabbit comes
down the path, with his rod and line.

BrROTHER RaBBIT. [Looking around.] No one
here! Now for a cool fish! [Suddenly he sees
the Tar Baby.] Hello, there! Who are you?

The Tar Baby says nothing.

BrotrHER RaBBIT. Why don’t you answer me ¢

The Tar Baby says nothing.

BRroTHER RaBBIT. [Going up closer.] See here!
Have you no tongue in your black head? An-
swer me! Speak up in a hurry, or I'll hit you.

The Tar Baby says nothing: Brother Rab-
bit hits him with his right hand. It sticks fast.
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BroTHER RaBBIT. [Very angry.] Here. What’s
this! Let go my hand. Let go, I tell you! Will
you let go? [He raises his left hand.]

The Tar Baby says nothiny. Brother Rab-
bit strikes—Bam! His left hand sticks fast.
BroTHER RABBIT. [In a rage.] Turn me loose!
[He raises his right foot.] Do you see this

foot? Do you want me to kick you with it?

The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother Rabbit
kicks him—Bom! Hts foot sticks fast. He
quickly raises the other.

BroTHER RaBBIT. [Shouting.] Do you think I
have only one foot? See this one! If I kick
you with it, you’ll think it is Brother Bear
knocking your teeth out!

The Tar Baby says nothing. Brother Rab-
bit kicks him—Boom! His left foot sticks
fast, too. He wags his head back and forth.
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BRroTHER RaBBIT. [Screaming.] Look out now!
Turn me loosc! If I butt your woolly head,
it will be the last of you. You’ll never stop till
you strike the bottom of the river. Answer me!
Will you turn me loose ¢

The Tar Baby says nothing. DBrother Rab-
bit butts him—DBriff! His head sticks fast.

BRroTHER RaBBIT. [Whining.] Black boy, let me
go! Turn me loose! Oh, turn me loose! I was
just playing!

BroTHER Fox. [Running from the bushes and
dancing up and down with joy.] How do you
like my Tar Baby, Brother Rabbit? I have you
now! We’ll see what happens to people who
steal into my little house.

BroTrHER RaBBIT. [Whining.] Let me go,
Brother Fox! Let me go. I am your friend.
BroTHER Fox. I don’t want a thief for a friend.

I think I’ll just build a big fire. :

BroTHER RaBBIT. [Frightened.] What for,
Brother Fox? What for?

- BrorHER Fox. I think I’ll have a roast for din-

ner. Roast rabbit is good.
Brother Fox gathers branches and puts
them down beside Brother Rabbit and the
Tar Baby. Then he sets the branches on fire,
and goes off for more fire-wood.
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BroTHER RaBBIT. [Squirming.] Oh, oh, my hair
and whiskers! I’m scorching! Turn me loose!
[As the fire grows hotter it melts the tar, and
one of Brother Rabbit’s hands is loosened.] My
hand is loose! Hurrah! This Tar Baby is melt-
ing! Hurrah, hurrah! [He squirms again.]

BrorHER Fox. [Returning and throwing on more
branches.] How is that Brother Rabbit? Is
that fire big enough to roast a rabbit?

Brother Rabbit stops squirming. He sits
very still and does nmot let Brother Fox see
that one of his hands 1s loose.

BrorHER RaBBIT. [Scornfully.] Do you call this
a fire? You’ll have to build a bigger one than
this to scare me!

BroTHER Fox. [Very angry.] You shall have fire
enough to do more than scare you. I’ll bring
an armful that will finish you.

Brother Fox goes off for more boughs.
While he is away, the fire melts the tar so that
Brother Rabbit shakes himself free.

BroraER RaABBIT. [Calling back as he runs away.]
Build your fire all you want to, Brother Fox!
But you can’t have roast rabbit this time! How
would you like some melted tar? [He goes off
in the bushes, laughing.]

' —PFrédérick Ortoli—Adapted.
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THE GOLDEN GOOSE
THE LITTLE OLD MAN

There was once a man who had three sons. He
was very proud of the two elder boys, but he
thought that the youngest son was a simpleton.

One day the eldest son started out to cut wood in
the forest. His mother gave him some fine, brown
pancakes to take with him for his lunch. ,

He had not gone very far before he met a little
old man who said, ‘‘Good morning, friend! T see
you have plenty of food there. I am hungry; will
you not spare me a little?’’ ‘

“Not I,”” replied the eldest son. ‘I might not
have enough for myself.”” So he went on, leaving
the little man by the roadside. Soon he began his
work, but at the very first stroke his ax turned
and cut his arm. -

The next day the second son set out, and his
mother gave him a nice cake to take with him. In
the forest he met the same little old man, who
begged for a piece of cake.

“Not I,”” cried the second son. ‘I might not
have enough for myself.”” So he turned away and
began to chop at a tree. The very next moment he
hit his leg such a blow that he shouted with pain.
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In the morning the youngest son went to his
father and said, ‘“There is no wood for our
fire, and my brothers have cut themselves. Let
me take an ax and see what I can do.”

“You!” said his father. ‘““You do not under-
stand wood-cutting.”’

““Let me try,”’ said the boy so eagerly that at
last his father told him that he might go. His
mother made him a little, plain cake and filled a
bottle with water, and off he started.

After he had walked for three days, he met
the same little man, who said, ‘I am very hungry.
Please give me some cake.”’

‘‘Gladly,” replied the boy. ‘‘The cake is very
plain, but you are welcome to a share of it.”’
Then they sat down together, and what was the
boy’s surprise to find that the cake in his basket
was a rich one! '

When they had eaten it, the little man said,
‘““You are kind-hearted and shall have your re-
ward. Cut down that tree, and you will find
something worth having at the roots.”

Then the little man suddenly disappeared. At
once the boy took his ax and cut down the tree.
At the roots he found a goose with feathers of
pure gold! Taking it under his arm, he went
to an inn for the night.
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WHY THE PRINCESS LAUGHED

Now the inn-keeper had three daughters, and
when they saw the golden goose, they wanted it.

In the middle of the night, the eldest daughter
got out of bed and crept to the room where the
boy had left the goose. She said to herself, ‘At
least I will have one golden feather.”” But no
sooner had she touched the goose than her finger
and thumb stuck fast, and she could not get
them away.

Soon the second daughter came to the room,
and, seeing her sister, cried out, ‘‘You greedy
girl! You want all the feathers for yourself!”
So she took her by the arm and tried to pull
her away. But her fingers stuck fast, too, and
she could not get them away.

- Then the third sister came in, and saw the
other two, as she thought, clinging to the golden
goose.  This made her very angry, for she had
intended to take some of the golden feathers,
too. So she took hold of her second sister, and
at once found herself a prisoner. In this posi-
tion the three sisters were obliged to stay for
the rest of the night.

In the morning the boy put the goose under
his arm and set out for home. The three daugh-
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ters of the inn-keeper were obliged to follow,
because their hands were stuck fast.

They had not gone far when they met two
peasants, who called to the boy, ‘‘Stop! Set those
girls free!”” As he made no answer, they ran
after him and took hold of the sisters to pull
them away. But their hands stuck fast, too, and
they were obliged to follow.

Many others whom they met tried to help them.
But all found themselves stuck fast, too. At last
there was a long line of men and women following
the golden goose,—all stuck together as if they
had been glued. It was the most amusing sight
that anyone had ever seen.
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In this way they came to a large town, where
there lived the richest king in the world.  Now
this king had a daughter who was so sad that
no one had ever been able to make her laugh.
All day long she sat at her window, looking out
mournfully.

At last her father became so troubled about
her that he cried out, ‘“Whoever is able to make
the princess laugh, shall have her for his wife!”’

It so happened that the princess was at her win-
dow, when the boy came down the street with
the golden goose. When she saw the long line
of people trotting after him and trying to
break loose, the amusing sight made her laugh
until the tears ran down her cheeks.

At once her maid rushed to the king to tell him
the news. The king was so pleased that he sent
out his servants to bring the boy before him. In
he came, with his precious goose under his arm,
and the wedding was held soon afterwards.

In this strange way the wood-cutter’s youngest
son became a great prince, and lived in wealth
and happiness for the rest of his life.

—Peter Christen Asbjornsen.
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THE GOLDEN PEARS

THE FIRST BASKET

There was once a poor peasant who had
nothing in the world but three sons, and a fine
pear-tree which grew in front of his cottage.

Now the king of that country was very fond
of pears. So one day the peasant said to his
sons, ‘‘I shall send the king a basketful of our
golden pears, as a present. If the fruit pleases
him, perhaps he will help me.”’

Then he gathered the finest pears from the
tree, large ones as yellow as gold, and laid them
in a basket. ‘‘Take these to the king,” he said
to his eldest son. ‘‘Be sure that you do mnot
let anyone rob you of them on the way.”

“I know how to take care of my own, father,”’
said the boy. Then he covered the pears with
fresh leaves and set out for the king’s palace.

After a time, the boy came to a fountain,
where he stopped to drink. A little old woman

~N
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was washing some rags at the fountain and
singing a ditty all out of tune.

““A witch, I'll be bound!”’ said the boy to
himself. ‘‘She’ll be trying to get my pears, by
hook or by crook, but I'll be a match for her.”

“A fair day, my lad,” said the little old
woman; ‘‘that’s a heavy burden you have to
. carry. What may it be?”’

“A load of sweepings from the road, to see
whether I may turn a penny by it,”’ he answered.

‘‘Road-sweepings!’’ repeated the old woman.
“You don’t mean that$”’

““Yes, I do mean .it,”” answered the boy.

‘“Oh, very well. You will find out when you
get to your journey’s end,’”’ said the old woman.
And she went on washing and singing her ditty
all out of tune. ,

‘““She means something by those words,”
thought the boy; ‘‘that’s clear. But there’s no
harm done. I haven’t let her even look at the
pears.”” So on-he went until he came to the
palace. When he had told his errand he was
admitted.

““You have brought me some pears, have you,
my boy?’’ said the king, smiling.

““Yes, Your Majesty, some of the finest golden
pears in the world,”” said the boy.
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The king was so pleased to hear this, that he
began to remove the covering of leaves. But
what was his anger to find under it nothing but
sweepings from the road! The servants who
stood by, at once took the boy off to prison.

“It is all due to that old woman by the
fountain,”” he said to himself; ‘I thought she
meant mischief to me.”

THE SECOND BASKET

‘After a time, the father said to his other
sons, ‘‘You see how well your elder brother has
fared. He kept his eyes wide open and carried
the golden fruit in safety to the king. No
doubt the king was so well pleased with it that
he has kept your brother near him, and has
made him a rich man.” '

“I am as wise as he,”’ said the second brother;
‘“give me a basket of the pears, father, and let
me take it to the king. Then I shall become
a rich man, too, but I won’t keep my riches
all to myself. I will send for you to share
them with me.”

““Well said, my son,”” answered the father.
And as the season for pears had just come round
again, he made another basket and filled it with
the golden fruit.
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The second son took the basket and went on
his way until he came to the same fountain that
his brother had seen. Here he, too, stopped to
drink and to rest.

The same old woman was washing her rags
at the fountain and singing her ditty all out of
tune. ‘‘A fair day, my lad,”’ she said. ‘‘That’s
a heavy burden you have to carry. What may
it be?”

“It’s pigs’ food,”” answered the boy. “I am
taking it to market to see whether I may turn
a penny by it.”’

“Pigs’ food!”’ repeated the little old woman.
“You don’t mean that?”

“Yes, I do mean it,”” he answered, rudely.

“Oh, very well; you will find out when you
get to your journey’s end,”’ she said to him,
just as she had said to his brother.
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Sure enough, when the king removed the
leaves, instead of golden pears, there was a
basket of pigs’ food! The servants took the
second boy off to prison, where his brother had
been kept so long.

THE THIRD BASKET

As the days went by, and no tidings of his
two sons reached him, the poor peasant grew very
sad. When the youngest boy saw his father’s
sorrow, his loving heart was greatly troubled.
So one day he asked whether he might not go in
search of his brothers.

“Do you really think you can keep yourself
out of harm’s way %'’ asked the peasant, who had
always thought that his youngest son was™ a
simpleton.

“I do not know, father, but I will do what-
ever you tell me,’”’ replied the boy.

““Well, you shall not go empty-handed,”’ said
the father. And as the pears were just ripe
again, he laid the finest of the golden fruit in
a basket, and sent him on his way.

As the boy walked along, thé sun beat down
upon him fiercely. After a.time he reached the
same fountain that his two brothers had seen.
There he stopped to drink and to rest.
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The same old woman was washing her rags, and
singing a ditty all out of tune. ‘‘Here comes
another of those rude boys!” she thought, when
she saw the youngest son. ‘‘I suppose he, too,
will try to fool me. As if I didn’t know the
sweet smell of ripe golden pears from road-
sweepings or pigs’ food!”’

““Good morning!” said the boy, taking off
his cap, as he had been taught to do. :

‘“‘He’s better behaved than the other two,”’
thought the old woman as she returned his-
greeting.

‘“‘May I sit down here, please?’’ asked the boy.

‘““Yes,”” she answered, greatly surprised by his
politeness. ‘‘And what have you in your basket,
my boy? It must be a very precious burden to
be worth carrying as far as you seem to have
come with it.”’

‘“Precious indeed they are,”” said the boy.
““They are golden pears, and my father says
there are no finer in the whole kingdom. I am
taking them to the king, who is very fond of
the fruit.”

““Only ripe pears and yet so heavy!’’ said
the old woman. ‘‘Your burden seems too heavy
to be pears. But you will see when you come
to your journey’s end.”
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“They are nothing but pears,”’ said the boy,
as he bade her a polite farewell and started on
bis way again.

How the servants at the palace laughed when
another boy came to them with the story that
he had pears for the king! ‘‘No, no!”’ they
said. ‘“We have had enough of that! You may
turn around and go back home.”’

The poor boy was so broken-hearted that he
began to sob bitterly. At that moment, the king
and his little daughter came out of the palace.
When the young girl saw the weeping boy, she
asked what troubled him.

“It is another boy who has come to insult
the king,”” answered the servants. ‘‘Your Maj-
esty, shall we take him away to prison?”’

“You may decide, daughter,’’ said the king.

“But I have pears,”” sobbed the boy; ‘‘and
my father says there are no finer in the world.”

“Yes, yes!”” cried the servants, with a loud
laugh. ‘“We know that story by heart!”’

““Please look at my pears, fair princess
pleaded the boy. ‘‘I have brought them a long
way for the king.”

The princess decided to look into the basket,
herself. So she removed the leaves,—and there
were shining pears of solid gold!

1
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““These are pears fit for a king!’’ she said,
as she gave them to her father. The king was
so pleased that he ordered the gold fruit to be
placed among his treasures. And as a reward
for the gift, he promised the boy whatever he
might ask.

“All T wish is to find my two brothers, who
hold some high office in Your Majesty’s court,”’
said the boy.

“If those other boys who said they brought
pears, are your brothers, they hold office in
prison,’’ said the king. Then he commanded that
they be brought before him. As soon as the two
brothers were led in, the youngest boy ran to
them and embraced them,



92 Only One Mother

When the two older boys had told how they
came to be thrown into prison, the king said,
‘‘Strong is truth!””> The boys had often heard
their father say the same thing, and they were
sorry that they had not kept this saying in mind
when they talked to the old woman at the
fountain. '

Then the king sent for the father and gave
him charge of the gardens about the palace. The
happy peasant brought with him the pear:tree
that, by the power of truth, had brought golden
fortune to them. And ever after, he and his

sons lived in plenty.
—Angela M. Keyes.

ONLY ONE MOTHER
Hundreds of stars in the pretty sky;
Hundreds of shells on the shore together;
Hundreds of birds that go singing by;
Hundreds of bees in the sunny weather.

Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn;
Hundreds of lambs in the purple clover;
Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn;

But only one mother the wide world over.
‘ —@eorge Cooper.
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WHICH LOVED BEST?

‘“I love you, mother,”’ said little John.
Then forgetting his work, his cap went on,
And he was, off to the garden swing,
Leaving his mother the wood to bring.

“I love you, mother,”’ said little Nell,

““I love you better than tongue can tell.”
Then she teased and pouted half the day,
Till mother rejoiced when she went to play.

“I love you, mother,”’ said little Fan.
““Today I’ll help you all T can.” .
To the cradle then she did softly creep,
And rocked the baby till it fell asleep.

Then stepping softly, she took the broom,
And swept the floor and dusted the room;
Busy and happy all day was she,
Helpful and cheerful as child could be.

“I love you mother,”” again they said—

Three little children, going to bed.

How do you think that mother guessed

Which of them really loved her best?
—Joy Allison.
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THE CANDLES

There was once a great wax candle which was
very proud. ‘‘I give more light and I burn longer
than any other light,”’ it said. ‘‘My place is in a
gold candle-stick, and I live in the parlor of a
rich house.”

“That must be a charming life,”’ said a little
tallow candle that was standing near by. “I
am only a tallow candle; but still I am satis-
fied. I live in the kitchen,—but that is a good
place, too; for there all the fine dishes of the
house are cooked.” .

““There are some things better than eating,”
said the wax candle. ‘‘I see all the company
that comes to the house. There is to be a party
this evening, and I shall soon be sent for.”’

Just then the wax candle was sent for. But
the tallow candle was sent for, too; the mis-
tress of the house took it in her hand and ecar-
ried it to the kitchen.
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There stood a little boy with a basket of pota-
toes which the kind lady had given him. There
were a few apples in the basket, too.

‘‘Here is a tallow.candle for you, my child,”
she said. ‘‘Give it to your mother; for she sits
up and works far into the night.”

“I am going to sit up far into the night,
too!’’ said the lady’s little daughter, who had
heard these words. ‘‘We are going to have a
party at our house, and I am to wear big red
bows!” How her eyes shone! Yes, here was
happiness. No wax candle could shine like this
child’s eyes. '

‘““That is a blessed thing to see,” thought the
tallow candle. ‘‘I may never again see any-
one so happy as that little girl. I shall never
forget it.”’

Then the tallow candle was laid in the basket
and the boy took it home with him.

““Where am I going now?’’ it thought. ‘‘The
wax candle will be in a gold candle-stick, and
will see the finest company, while I may not
have any candle-stick at all. But this is what
happens when one is tallow, and not wax.”

And so the tallow candle came to the poor
mother who lived with her three children in a
little house just opposite the rich house.
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“Gtod bless the good lady for this candle,”
said the mother, as she lighted it. ‘‘It will burn
far into the night.”

Across the street the wax candles were lighted,
too. Up to the house came the carriages, full
of guests for the party. Then beautiful music
was heard.

‘“‘Now they are beginning over there,”’ thought
the tallow candle. ‘‘But the eyes of that little
girl were brighter than all those wax candles,”
it thought. ‘‘I shall never see such a sight
again.”’ '
~ Then the smallest of the children in this poor
house—she was a very little girl—came and put
her arms around her sister’s neck. She had a
secret to' tell—it was a great secret; she must
whisper it! A

‘““We are going to have warm potatoes for
supper—just think of it!”” And her face shone
with happiness. The tallow candle could see
right into her eyes. It saw that she was just as
happy as the little girl across the street who
had said, ““We are going to have a party, and
I am to wear big red bows for it!”’

“Is it such a great thing to have warm pota-
toes?’’ thought the tallow candle. ‘‘Here is just
the same joy as there is in the rich house across
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the way.”” And it sneezed to think of it—that
is, it sputtered—and no tallow candle can do
more than that. :

The table was spread; the potatoes were eaten;
and each child had an apple, too. What a good
feast it was! Then the smallest child sang a
little song:

“Now thanks, dear Lord, I give to Thee,
That Thou again hast filled me.”

After that the little children gave a good-
night kiss, and went to bed, while the mother
sat and sewed till far into the night, to earn a
living for them.

From the great house across the street the
lights shone and the music sounded. But the
stars twinkled just as clearly and just as kindly
over the poor house as over the rich house.

‘It has been a happy evening,”’ thought the
tallow candle. “I wonder if the wax candle
in its gold candle-stick had any better time. I
should like to know that, before I am burned
out!”

And it thought of the two happy faces—one
just as happy as the other—the one lighted by
a wax candle, and the other by a tallow candle

—Hans Christian Andersen.
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IRENE, THE IDLE

THE FAIRY HOUSE

““Oh, what a pretty little house!”’” So said
Irene, as she stood with her fairy godmother
. outside the fairy cottage.

‘Do you think it pretty, Irene? I am glad
of that, for it is here you are going to stay.”

“That will be lovely! Am I to be all alone?”

“Yes,” answered the fairy. ‘I am going to
leave you here to take care of it. Everything
is in order now, and you must keep things so.
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Come inside the little house, and I will tell you .
what you must do each day.”

Leading Irene into a dainty little bedroom,
the fairy said to her, ‘‘Every morning you must
make this bed. Open the windows wide to let
in the air; then dust the room well.

“This is the parlor,”” said the fairy, opening
a door. ‘‘Every day you must sweep the floor
and polish the table and the chairs. And this is
the kitchen,”’ she said, as she led the way into
another room. Then she gave her this advice:

‘‘Be up with the sun, get your work done;
Keep the stove bright and fire alight.
Here are the brushes, here are the brooms;
Here are the dusters for dusting the rooms.

“Now I must leave you. Do your work well,
and soon I shall come to see you again. Good-
bye, Irene.” Then the fairy walked away.

From parlor to bedroom, from bedroom to
kitchen, and from kitchen to garden, Irene wan-
dered. Every minute she grew more pleased.
At last she sat down in the cool shady porch.

“It is perfectly lovely!’’ said the happy little
girl, in great delight, as she looked about her.

“Now, then, little mistress, if you do not look
after me at once, I shall go out.”
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Irene nearly jumped out of her shoes. It
was—but how could it be?—the fire talking!
Speechless with wonder, she sat and stared.

“Very well, then; since you will not look
after me, I shall go out.”” And, whiff! out went
the fire.

In great haste, Irene went to the wood-box
and opened it. Taking some kindling and a
shovelful of coal, she hurried to the stove.

‘‘Here, mistress, come back and put down my
cover, please.”’

“Now the wood-box is talking,”” thought Irene.
““What a wonderful place this is!”

Then a stick of wood said, ““You let me fall,
mistress; kindly pick me up.”

And then even the floor spoke, ‘‘Please sweep
up the coal that you dropped upon me, mistress.”

Irene did as she was told. She closed the
wood-box, picked up the wood, and swepf up
the coal. Then she laid the broom upon the
table and started to build the fire, when—

““Hang me up, mistress; hang me up in my
place,” called out the broom.

“I can’t do everything at once,”” said Irene,
crossly, as she hung up the broom on its hook.

“One thing at a time, mistress, and each in
its proper order,”” answered the broom.
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Soon the fire was burning brightly again.
After Irene had washed her hands, she went
to a drawer and got a table-cloth. Then she
set the table for dinner. .

“‘Mistress, you have not shut me,’”’ called out
the drawer, in a loud voice.

“Oh, bother!’’ cried Irene, as she slammed the
drawer in so hard that she knocked down a cup.

¢‘Mistress, hang me up, hang me up!’’ cried the
cup in a shrill voice.

““‘Oh, stay there and be quiet,”” she replied,
angrily; and the cup said, ‘“Very well, mis-
tress.”” Not another word did it say.

‘‘That’s better,”” thought Irene. ‘‘If they wille
only be quiet; I can do things when I have
time.”’

In the pantry she found a little pie, white
bread and butter, ripe strawberries, and sweet
cream. You may be sure she enjoyed her dinner.

‘Whenever anything called to her, she answered,
‘‘Be quiet; I will attend to you presently,”” and
she was obeyed. When she had finished eating,
she piled up the dishes.

“I can wash them by and by,” she thought.
But as she turned away, the dishes cried, *‘Mis-
tress, mistress, wash us, wash us, please!”

‘‘Presently,”” said Irene. ‘‘Presently I will.”
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“Very well, mistress,”” answered the dishes,
just as the cup had done. Then they were
silent, too.

Irene sat down to rest. How delightful it
was, sitting there. Not a sound was to be heard
except the tick of the clock, as it said:

‘“The moments fly one by one,
Tick, tick!
Lazy, lazy, nothing done,
Tick, tick!
Little moments make the day,
Swift they come, swift pass away;
Take them, use them, don’t delay,
‘Tick, tick, tick, tick!”

THE FAIRY’S WARNING

Irene sat at tea. Everything seemed to be out
of place,—the hearth untidy, the floor unswept,
and the chairs all in wrong places. The whole
house looked very different from the way it had
looked when she first came there.

Suddenly Irene glanced up and saw her fairy
godmother standing before her. |

“How is this?”’ demanded the fairy, sternly.

“I left things so that I could do them all at
once,”” stammered Irene, very much ashamed.
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“‘Left them to do all at once! You can do
only one thing at a time, whenever you begin.
Did they not ask to be done?”’

“We did, we did!” all the things shouted
together, ‘‘but she told us to remain silent.”

““So you want to do them all at once, idle
girl? Have your wish. You shall struggle with
all these undone tasks, until all have been fin-
ished.” So saying, the fairy disappeared.

Suddenly shouts arose on all sides, ‘‘Hang me
up!” “‘Put me away!” ‘“Wash me!”’ ‘‘Sweep
me!’”” One and all, her tasks came crowding
about her.
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Poor Irene did not know which way to turn.
The broom beat her, the cups flew at her head,
the table and chairs pushed against her.

At last when the broom gave her a harder blow
than before, she seized it and threw it against
the wall. There it happened to strike against
the very nail it always hung upon. The broom
clung fast to the nail and called out, in a con-
tented voice, ‘‘Thank you, mistress.”

Irene saw that she must put each thing where
it belonged. A dust cloth was striking her in
the face. Snatching it, she dusted the table.
Then she folded it and laid it in its place.

“Thank you, mistress,”” said the duster and
the table. So two more things were put in
order. Now Irene set to work in earnest. As
each task was completed, she heard the ‘‘Thank

-you, mistress.”’

Never before had she worked so hard. She
kept on until the little home looked as dainty
and clean as it had looked when she came into it.

“Oh, dear!” sighed Irene, ‘I don’t want
another evening like this as long as I live.”

“Then don’t have one, Irene!’” ticked the
clock. “Don’t have one! Do each task as it

~comes, and then you will find that things go
more pleasantly, and you will have less trouble.”
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““Thank you very much for your advice, clock,”’
answered Irene. ‘‘It sounds strange to hear you
and the table and the chairs talk, as you have
been doing. I suppose it is because you are all
fairy furniture, in a fairy house.”

“I suppose so,”’ ticked the clock.

“Well, I am tired.and I think I will go to bed
now,’”’ said Irene.

‘““Wind me up first, mistress,’”’ cried the clock.

“Oh, yes, I forgot;’’ said Irene and she wound
the clock.

“Mistress,”” called a voice from the door,
‘“please lock and bolt me.”” -

““And lock me, too,”” cried the window.

Irene obeyed. Then she took a candle and
started to go upstairs. As she did so, she heard
the pattering of many little feet.

When she turned around, Irene saw some of
the strangest little people in the world. They
came jumping out of the clock! Such tiny men
they were, each with a long white beard. Each
had a tiny, pointed hood on his head, and tiny,
pointed shoes on his feet.

Down they scrambled, and stood in a long
row around the room. Then one of them said,.
in a shrill voice, ‘“Well, brothers, what do you
think of our new mistress?’’
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“Not very much,”’ answered his companions.

““And why not?’’ asked the first little man.

‘“She does not know how to make use of us,”
answered all the other little men, together.

“Then let us teach her how she ought to use
us,”’ said the little man. Then they all began
to sing:

‘‘Irene peeping on the stair,
Irene with the golden hair,
Wondering who we may be,—
Fairies of this house, you see.

““We are minutes of the day,
That so swiftly fly away;
One by one we come to you
With some little task to do.

“You must catch us ere we fly,—
You can do it if you try;
Happy, then, the day will be,
And no trouble you shall see.

“Now to bed, and go to sleep;
We a faithful watch will keep,—

Waken you when shines the sun,

And the cock crows, ‘Night is dome.””’
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A HAPPY BIRTHDAY

The next morning the warm sunlight streamed
in through the window and awoke Irene.

‘““Ah!” she said to herself, lazily, ‘I ‘think I
will sleep just another half-hour.”

“Ding-dong, ding-dong, mistress, get up!”’
sang the clock from downstairs.

Then Irene remembered all that had hap-
pened the day before. ‘I don’t want another
day like that,”’ s