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PREFACE

This book recognized that the Fourth is a transition-grade.
In earlier grades emphasis is placed on learning to read, on the
mechanics of reading; in later grades attention centers on read-
ing to learn, on the uses of reading; in the Fourth grade, the
empbhasis is shifting from the one viewpoint to the other.

This change of emphasis calls for definite organization. A
book that is to build up ideas and inspire worthy ideals must
Plan of pregent .its cont:ent so unified as to make deep and
Organization lasting impressions. In the Elson Reader, Book

Four, the selections are grouped in five main parts,
centering about the following themes: love of home and country;
the joy of adventures; the charms of nature; ideals of heroic
service to others; friendship for some great American authors.

This book is unique in its provisions for ensuring that the pupil
will gain clear and lasting impressions of its content. First, a
helpful introduction, called ‘“Your Book-Comrade,” shows the pupil
a pleasing prospect of the five groups of stories and poems, awak-
ening keen interest and pointing out the controlling ideas of the
book as a whole. Second, “A Forward Look,” at the beginning of
each part, shows how each selection unites with others in team-
work, to bring out the main thought of the group, and “A Back-
ward Look,” at the end of each part, takes stock, as it were, of the
joy and benefit gained from the reading. These unique features
aid the pupil to see the book as a whole, dominated by a few
fundamental ideals — instead of viewing it as a scrap-book of
miscellaneous selections about many different things.

This Reader makes a many-sided appeal to the pupil’s inter-
est. There are stories and poems for festival and anniversary
days, and for patriotic and ‘good citizenship”
exercises. The book presents material of unusual
value for the appreciation of nature, including
poems rich in imagery, and stories that will arouse the child’s
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interest in the facts of nature, such as the selections by Thoreau
and Baynes, the naturalist-author who organized the Long Island
bird club, of which Colonel Roosevelt was president. There are
longer stories particularly suited to the needs of rapid silent
reading for the story-plot, and shorter selections for reading aloud
and for detailed study. There are dramatizations and a pleasing
pageant for entertainments, and other selections suited to dramatic
treatment — excellent project material.

The book is strong in ethical values, and rich in ideals of home
and country, helpfulness to others, coéperation, and good-citizen-
ship —ideals of which American children gained
a new conception during the World War and
which the school reader should perpetuate. Not
only are these ideals the theme of many of the stories and
poems, but they are driven home by the fact that they are the
dominant ideas of certain groups of selections that work
together to produce a lasting impression.

The following definite helps are provided to aid the pupil to
enjoy his reading and to gain the full benefit from it:

) (a) A complete Glossary gives the meaning and pro-
Definite .. . o e .
Helps nunciation of the words,. trains pupll.s in a.lphabet!ca.l

arrangement, and establishes the ‘“dictionary habit.”

(b) Helps to Study contain questions and suggestions that make
clear the main idea, stimulate thinking, and bring out modern
parallels to the situations found in the stories.

(c) A definite plan of study called “How to Enjoy Your
Reading” (page 16) trains the pupil from the first to make
intelligent use of the many helpful devices of the Reader.

(d) Suggestions for increasing speed in Silent Reading, and
definite questions that furnish a program of procedure for devel-
oping and testing efficiency arc provided for certain of the
longer selections. See pages 336, 337, etc.

Service and
Citizenship
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YOUR BOOK-COMRADE

AN INVITATION TO Bovys anND GIRLS

I suppose some of you boys and girls think that I am
only a book, only some sheets of paper with a lot of
words printed all over me. But if you will make a
friend of me, you will find that I am really the most
interesting comrade you ever had.

Your schoolmates can play games with you, to be sure,
and perhaps now and then can tell you something inter-
esting that has happened to them. But every day I can
tell you stories of exciting things that have happened all
over the world, all sorts of stories about all sorts of people
and animals and fairies, at all sorts of times.

Let me take you by the hand and whisk you away to
scenes in far-off India or frozen Russia or the campfire
of Indians. In truth I will speak to you with so many
different voices that I cannot begin to tell you all of the
interesting folk who will talk to you out of my pages.’
Just turn back a moment to those queer-looking pages
5,6, and 7 called “Contents,” and you will see that I can
tell you about five quite different kinds of things.

8



YOUR BOOK-COMRADE 9

First I can give you a glimpse of some of the things
that make us love this big country of ours, and show you
how much we owe to such great men as George
Washington and Abraham Lincoln, and even to a
little gray pigeon that saved hundreds of brave
American soldiers in the World War we have just
won. I will give you a peek, too, at the life of the
early settlers, fighting against wild animals and Indians.

And next I can whisk you away into the fairyland of
adventure where you will meet funny people and
still funnier animals, until you laugh aloud with
the joy of it all. Some of these scenes will carry
you into a land of magic nonsense, while others
will show you exciting adventures that sometimes
happen to real boys and girls.

Then again I can lead you into the wonderland of Nature
and show you the beautiful things that live or
grow all about you. Perhaps you have never
thought before how sweet the song of the blue-
bird can be, or how interesting our frisky little
squirrel friends can prove.

And then all of a sudden, if you will come with me, I shall
lead you away back into far-off lands across the
sea, into a time that passed away hundreds of
years ago. There you will see acting before your
very eyes some of the great world heroes, Beowulf
and Sigurd and Roland, whose lives were so noble
that men ever since have kept their memories fresh.

Last of all, I shall bring you back to your own country,
where you shall visit some famous American
authors who wrote stories and poems so full of
charm that all the world began to think of America
as a land of books, as well as a land of freedom. B
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Now I have shown you some of the wonderful stories
you may share with me if you will only make me your
comrade. And one of the best things about me is the
fact that I have thousands and thousands of brothers,
who will gladly be your comrades, too. Every year of
your life will be made happier and wiser and richer, if
you will welcome the great family of books as your friends.



Part 1

OUR COUNTRY AND OUR HOMES

A Forwarp Look

First of all, come with me — your book, your com-
rade — for a peep back into the days when America was
young. We shall start with a little journey to a farm-
house near Philadelphia. Before your eyes will be seen
a little American girl, brave enough to stand up for her
rights even in the presence of a British general. And
then you will catch a glimpse of George Washington and,
a little later on, of Abraham Lincoln. Perhaps you will
chuckle a bit at the words you hear them saying, but
you will see, too, why these great Americans were able
to lead our country in times of danger.

But now the scene changes. For I am a magic com-
rade, and in a twinkling I am leading you across the
sea into the land of France. Open wide your eyes —it

1
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is a true incident you are about to see. A small group
of American soldiers are bravely fighting for their country
in the World War. See! All around them are great
armies of Germans: but a little gray pigeon saves their
lives! '

Perhaps you are wondering how the story of a bird
can teach you a lesson in patriotism; for you know, of
course, that the pigeon cannot love our country. But
the pigeon’s love of home, though it is only a coop in an
army camp, saved the lives of our soldiers. Surely the
love of home is a wonderful thing. Your own love of
home, and your faithfulness to the simple duties that
make home worth while, are the very things that will
make. you a good citizen. For good Americans are those
who not only salute the flag, but who loyally try to make
their homes — whether on farms, in villages, or in cities
— cleaner and better.

So come with me back from the land of France and
wander for a while among little scenes that show the
happy, busy, home-life in America.

Last of all, let me lead you back to catch a glimpse
of the busy life led by the early settlers of our country,
the men who cleared the forests for their homes in the
days before America was great. You will see how work
and thrift made them happy, useful citizens. Then you
will begin to understand how much of your peace and
comfort today you owe to the brave men and women
who long ago toiled to make this country a safe, pros-
perous home for you. You, too, can do your part in making
your home and country better and cleaner and safer.
Even a young American — though he cannot be a hardy
pioneer — can be a useful citizen.
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LORD CORNWALLIS'S KNEE-BUCKLES

At the time of the Revolutionary War, a brave little
American girl named Anne Randolph lived on a farm
not far from Philadelphia. Her father and her two
brothers had joined the American army under the
command of George Washington. Anne and her
mother were left alone to take care of the farm.

Two years before the time of this story Anne’s
father had given her a beautiful calf as a pet, and the
two had become great friends. Whenever Anne went
into the field, the young cow came to be petted.

At one time during the war the English army was
in Philadelphia. The soldiers, as they marched through
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the country, took the wheat and the corn of the
farmers, and their horses and cattle as well.

One day the soldiers came to the farm of Mr. Ran-
dolph and seized Anne’s pet cow. They tied a rope
about her horns and drove her away. In great grief,
Anne begged for her pet, but without success.

It did not take long for Anne to think what to do.
She ran to the stable, saddled her pony, and then
rode at full speed to see Lord Cornwallis, the general
of the English army. It was a very brave thing for
a little girl only twelve years of age to do.

A soldier was marching back and forth in front of
the general’s quarters. ‘“What do you want?”’ he
asked Anne, as she galloped up.

“I wish to see Lord Cornwallis,” she said.

The soldier let her pass, thinking, no doubt, that
she had very important news to tell. Lord Corn-
wallis and some of his friends were at dinner when
little Anne rushed into the room.

“What do you want, my child?”’ asked the general.

“] want my cow, sir. Your soldiers have taken her
away, and I have come to get her. Oh, please, sir, you
must let me have her.”

““And who are you, my little girl?’’ asked the gen-
eral, kindly.

“] am Anne Randolph, and I live three miles from
here with my mother. Have you seen my cow, sir?”

‘““Have you no father or brothers, Anne?”
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“Yes, sir, but they are in the army.”

“In which army?”

“In the American army, sir.”

“Oho! so they are rebels, are they?”

““Oh, yes, sir, we are all rebels about here, sir.”

“And you are a bit of a rebel yourself?”

“Yes, indeed, I was born so.”

The general threw back his head and laughed.
“And your cow is a rebel, too, I suppose.” :

“I think so, sir. She is the nicest cow I ever knew.”

The general and his officers laughed again. ‘‘Look
here, my little rebel,” said Lord Cornwallis soberly,
“don’t you know that we are here to fight the rebels?”’

“Yes, sir, but you are not here to fight a little
American girl,” Anne answered. ‘Oh, sir,” she con-
tinued, “I raised my cow myself. She has always
been mine. She can’t belong to you. I would never
steal your cow, sir,” the little girl said, proudly.

The general rose. ‘‘Come here, my child. I prom-
_ ise you that your cow shall be safe in your barn tomor-
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row; and here, take these,” he said, unfastening a pair
of silver knee-buckles. ‘‘Keep them to remember me
by. And if the soldiers trouble your cow again, come
to me at once.” .

““Gentlemen,” said Lord Cornwallis to his officers,
after Anne had left, ‘“this country is certain to be
free, with such brave little rebels in it as this.”

The general kept his promise, and the next morning
Anne’s cow was once more in her own snug stable.

How 1o Enjoy Your READING

What a joy it is to read a good story like “Lord Cornwallis’s
Knee-Buckles”! But some of that joy is lost if you cannot
understand all the words or thoughts. This book contains
helps to enable you to get full enjoyment from your reading.

First, the main idea of each group of selections is made clear
by “A Forward Look” (see page 11) and “A Backward Look”
(see page 80). ‘

Next, there are many pictures that show the most interesting
‘scenes. As you read a story, be sure to look closely at the pictures.

Then, there is a short dictionary called a “Glossary’” (pages
341-352) that gives the meaning and pronuneiation of the
words. If you find in some story or poem a word that you do
not know, look it up in this Glossary. For example, find the
meaning of “rebel” in the story you have just read. By using
this Glossary you will learn how to use that wonderful book,
the big dictionary.

And last, if you do not understand some group of words
in the story, turn to the “Helps to Study,” pages 328-340. Some-
times, too, these Helps to Study ask questions that will set you
thinking. And the more you think, the more you will enjoy
this book.



A GLIMPSE OF WASHINGTON 17

A GLIMPSE OF WASHINGTON

A man often shows his true greatness by some very
simple act of kindness. For example, you may get a
glimpse of George Washington from a kindly little
act, which, we may be sure, taught a corporal in
the American army to know him better than ever
before.

Early one morning Washington went alone to see
for himself what his soldiers were doing in a camp
which he had ordered to be. fortified. The weather
was 80 cold that he wore a long overcoat with a great
cape. The coat hid his uniform, and his hat and cape
did not leave much of his face to be seen. For this
reason, the soldiers who saw him did not know that
the tall man passing by was their great general,
George Washington.

At one point in his walk he came upon a few men
who, under the command of a corporal, were building
a breastwork of logs. The soldiers were bending over
a very heavy log, and were just about to raise it to
the top of the breastwork, when General Washington
came walking by.

The corporal stood at one side giving orders.
“Heave ho!” he cried. ‘““All together! TUp with it!
Now!” The men lifted with all their might, but they
could not raise it quite high enough.
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The corporal shouted again, “Heave! Up with it!
Up! Up!” but he did not put his hand to it himself.
The men struggled and strained; but they had done
their best, and the heavy log was about to sink back
into their arms.

At this moment Washington ran to them, and with
his great strength gave them the help they needed.
The log was quickly lifted upon the breastwork and
rolled into place. The grateful men thanked the
stranger, but the corporal paid no attention to him.

Then Washington turned to him and said in a stern
voice, ‘“ Why don’t you help your men with this heavy
lifting?”’

“Why don’t I?” said the man. ‘“Don’t you see
that I am the corporal?”’

“Indeed!”’ replied Washington, as he unbuttoned
his coat and showed his uniform. ‘“Well, I am the
commander-in-chief! - The next time you have a log
too heavy for your men to lift, send for me.” Then
turning upon his heel, he walked away.

We may be sure that the corporal learned a lesson
that many men need to learn, and that the soldiers
came to know their great general better than they
had ever known him before.
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A SONG FOR FLAG DAY*

Your flag and my flag,
And how it flies today
In your land and my land
And half a world away!
Rose-red and blood-red
The stripes forever gleam;
Snow-white and soul-white —
The good forefathers’ dream;
"Sky-blue and true blue, with stars to gleam aright —
The gloried guidon of the day; a shelter through the
night.

Your flag and my flag!
To every star and stripe
The drums beat as hearts beat,
And fifers shrilly pipe!
Your flag and my flag—
A blessing in the sky;
Your hope and my hope —
It never hid a lie!
Home land and far land and half the world around,
Old Glory hears our glad salute and ripples to the
sound!
— Wilbur D. Nesbit.

* From The Trail to Boyland, by Wilbur D. Nesbit, copyright 1904;
used by special permission of the publishers, The Bobbs-Merrill Company.
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A STORY OF THE FLAG

A few years before the World War,-our country’s
flag .was not so well known in France as it is today.
During the war it floated from many buildings in
Paris by the side of the flag of France. But at the
time of this story it was a rare thing to see the Stars
and Stripes in lands across the sea, and one little
American boy traveling in France with me missed the

sight of his own country’s flag very greatly. Frank’s:

adventure in Paris, several years before the World
War, is worth teiling about.

When the Fourth of July came, we had been in
Paris nearly two months, and during that time I
think we had not seen a single American flag.

On the morning of the Fourth, however, a number
of flags were hanging out from the American shops.
They looked strange to us, and the idea came to
Frank, for the first time, that the United States was
one of a great many nations living next to one another
in this world — and that his own nation was a kind of
big family to which he belonged. The Fourth of July
was a sort of big family birthday, and the flags were
cut to tell the Frenchmen and everybody not to forget
the fact.

A feeling of this kind came over Frank that morn-
ing, and he called out, ‘“There’s another!” every
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time a new flag came into view. He stopped two or
three times to count the number in sight, and showed
in many ways that he had come to a new understand-
ing of America and the American flag.

That morning Frank’s cousin George, a boy twe
or three years older than he, came to our hotel, and
they went off together to see the sights.

When Frank returned and came up to the room
. where I was waiting, I noticed a small American flag-

pin in the lapel of his coat.

“George had two,” he said in answer to my ques-
tion, “and he gave me this one. He’s been in Paris
a year now, and he says we ought to wear them so
that people may know that we are Americans. But
"say, Uncle Jack, where do you think I got this?”” He
opened a paper bundle he had under his arm and
unrolled a weather-beaten American flag.

“Where?” asked I, supposing it had come from
George’s house.

“We took it off Lafayette’s tomb,” he answered.

I opened my eyes in surprise and he went on:

“George says the American Consul put it on the
tomb last Fourth of July for our government, because
Lafayette helped us in the Revolutionary War.

‘““He says that they ought to put on a new flag every
Fourth of July,” explained Frank. But the American
Consul is a new man, George thinks, for he forgot
to do it. So we bought a flag and did it. We went
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to a store and for twenty francs bought an American
flag just like the old one. George and I each paid half.

“We thought we ought to say something when we
put the new flag on the tomb, but we didn’t know
what to say. George said they always made a regular
speech, thanking Lafayette for helping us in the Revo-
lution, but we thought it didn’t matter much. So
we just took off our hats when we placed the new flag
on the tomb, and then we rolled up the old flag and
came away.

“We drew lots for it afterwards, and I am going to
take it home with me. Somebody ought to have-it,
and as we were both American boys, it was all right,
wasn’t it?”

Right or wrong, the flag that travelers saw on
Lafayette’s tomb that year as a mark of the American
nation’s respect for the great Frenchman was the
one put there by two boys. Frank has the old flag
carefully hung on the wall of his little room in America.

But this particular flag is not the only one that has
become dear to him. He now understands that every
American flag represents his own nation, which is one
big family with liberty and justice for all.

— Victor Mapes — Adapted.
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SOME GLIMPSES OF LINCOLN

When Abraham Lincoln was a young man he was
the postmaster at his home village of New Salem,
Illinois. The duties were not very hard, for people
did not write many letters in those days. Indeed,
the mail was so small that it is said the post-master
of New Salem carried the post-office in his hat. He
would go off on a trip and take the post-office along
with him, delivering letters on the way.

Lincoln’s strong love of fair play was so well known
that he was often called upon to settle disputes among
his neighbors. In this way he came to be looked upon
as the peacemaker of the village.

One day Lincoln acted as umpire in a quarrel which
had arisen between two young fellows very much
smaller than himself. One of these boys, angry because
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the dispute had been decided against him, said boast-
fully to Lincoln, ‘“See here, Abe! Il lick you.”

The tall umpire looked down at his small chal-
lenger. ‘“All right,” he said, “but let’s fight fair.
You are so small that there isn’t much of you for
me to hit, but I am so big that you can’t help hitting
me. So you make a chalk mark on me that will show
just your size. When we fight, you must hit me inside
this mark, or it will not count as fair.”

-This idea was so funny that the little bully began
to laugh. Of course that took all the anger out of
him, and the quarrel ended as a joke.

At another time, Lincoln came upon a poor man
who was chopping up an old hut into firewood. The
day was raw, and the man looked too weak for such
hard work. He was barefooted and so thinly clad that
he was shivering with cold.

Lincoln stopped and called out, ‘“See here! how
much do you get for this job?” '

“A dollar,” said the man. ‘“I've got to have the
dollar to get some shoes.”

“You go home¢ and warm yourself,” said Lincoln,
taking the ax from the wood-chopper. Then he swung
the ax as only Abraham Lincoln could, and in a short
time the old hut was chopped into firewood. The poor
wood-chopper got his dollar and his shoes, and he
never forgot the kindness of Abraham Lincoln.

— Elbridge S. Brooks — Adapted.
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HOW THEODORE ROOSEVELT OVERCAME
HIS HANDICAP

One day, when Theodore Roosevelt was a boy, his
father said to him: ‘“You have a good mind, but you
have not a good body. It is hard work to build up
the body, but it is well worth doing.” And how
young Theodore did build up his body, until he was
as strong as other boys of his age, shows his great
pluck and perseverance.

Much to his parents’ sorrow Theodore Roosevelt
was born a weakling, and spent his childhood days in
pain. Until he was twelve years old, a younger brother
protected him and fought his battles for him. Sleep-
less nights and many attacks of illness had made him
a timid boy, with no confidence in his own power to
do things.

Shut off from the companionship of boys, he very
early learned to depend upon the companionship of
books. But books will not build up a weak body.
So the young Theodore found to his sorrow and shame.

Once when his brother was not near to defend him,
two younger boys challenged him to fight. It was
not a case of two against one, as they came at him
singly. It was a fair enough fight. But they tossed
the young Theodore around almost as easily as the
wind tosses a dry leaf. This so filled him with shame

-
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that he vowed he would make his muscles as strong
and sound as his mind.

So he went to an old prize-fighter and asked him
to give him boxing lessons. He took up wrestling,
also, and began regular daily work in a gymnasium
which his father fitted up for him. Fortunately for
him, Theodore Roosevelt was the son of well-to-do
parents, who were able to give him all the advantages
and training that money could buy.

But money could not buy pluck and perseverance.
These the boy supplied himself, until he grew from a
weak, undersized boy to a strong, athletic young
man.
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After he left college he spent nearly two years on a
ranch, where he led a life of toil, hardship, and danger.
Each day he spent hours and hours in the saddle,
rounding up the cattle with other cowboys. Often
at night he slept out under the stars. Thus he over-
came his handicap.

How different was the boyhood of Abraham Lin-
coln. Instead of being handicapped by illness, young
Abe was a strong, healthy boy from birth. He rapidly
grew into a stalwart young man, noted for miles and
miles around his little backwoods cabin for his great
strength and endurance. But he was born in such
great poverty that during his boyhood and youth he
had very little opportunity to go to school.

He could be spared from hard work on the farm
for only a month or two each year. His poverty
and his lack of schooling, however, did not keep him
from learning. By spending his spare time reading
all the good books he could borrow from his neighbors,
he gradually educated himself. Young Abraham
Lincoln fought for his mind as young Theodore
Roosevelt fought for his muscles.

Pluck and perseverance are two weapons that will
overcome any handicap.
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A LITTLE SOLDIER OF THE AIR

Cher Ami is his name, which in the French language
means “Dear Friend.” Well does this little homing
pigeon deserve his name, since he proved himself to be
a true friend in time of great need. He is only a small
blue-gray and white bird, with a wound mark across
his breast, and with only one leg. But he won the
Distinguished Service Cross by saving the lives of
one hundred ninety-four American soldiers in the
World War. And this is how he did it.

While our, soldier boys were marching through
France to bear America’s part in the World War,
thousands” of homing pigeons, like little soldiers of
the air, were making long, tiresome flights to carry
messages for America and her Allies. Thus they
were doing their part to help win the war.
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With important messages placed inside of small
metal tubes which were fastened to one leg, these
strong birds flew for miles and miles over land and sea.
There was a small army of many thousands of them
flying up, up, up, day after day, far above the smoke
of battle. Reaching the clear upper air, out of range
of the sharp-shooters’ guns, they quickly returned to
their homes, which might be far, far away, or just a
few miles behind the battle lines. There the messages
were read and help sent where it was needed.

Plucky little Cher Ami, the hero of this story,
belonged to Pigeon Company No. 1, which contained
about one thousand birds. When the famous 77th
Division of the American Army was ordered to the
front, Cher Ami and a number of other soldier birds
were ordered with it. Their big home-coop on wheels
moved with the marching soldiers and went into camp
with them, about thirty miles back of the battle
~ lines. After a few days Cher Ami and his brother

birds were given a little freedom, so that they could
learn their way over the surrounding country. Straight
as an arrow they would fly back to their home-
coop in the big army camp.

One October day the 77th Division was ordered to
advance to a certain point of the enemy’s line. A
few soldier birds were carried in baskets by the
advancing soldiers. Among them was Cher Ami. The
soldiers marched forward in the night, met the enemy,
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and after eighteen hours’ fighting, reached the
place in the Argonne woods to which they had been
ordered.

Parts of two battalions, about four hundred eighty
soldiers in all, were a little in advance of the main
body of troeps. They reached a hillside thickly cov-
ered with trees, which gave them shelter, and a stream
of water offered them cooling drink. Feeling protected
by their comrades in the rear, the tired men dropped
where they stood, and slept.

But in the morning they found to their surprise
that the Germans had surrounded them in the night,
and cut them off from the main body of American
troops. Knowing that on account of their small num-
ber they would not be able to break through the
German lines, they protected themselves as best they
could from the enemy’s guns, and prepared to hold
the hill.

For three days they held the hillside while their
comrades in the rear tried to break through to
help them. Their food gave out, and they became
almost crazed for want of water, for the Germans had
cut them off from the hillside stream. But when
asked by the Germans to surrender, these gallant men
steadfastly refused. They had sent up pigeons, one
by one, asking for help, only to see them shot down
by the German sharp-shooters. At last they were
desperate indeed.
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As nothing had been heard from them for several
days, it was supposed at army headquarters that
they had either all been killed, or that they had sur-
rendered to the Germans. So they were given up for
lost.

With no food, no water, and little ammunition, their
condition seemed hopeless. At this critical moment
little Cher Ami was lifted from his basket, a message
tube was fastened to his left leg, and he was tossed
high in the air.

Crack, crack! went the guns of the German sharp-
shooters. Little Cher Ami paused in his flight, and
fluttered a moment as if he would fall. “All is lost!”
thought the men as they saw the soldier bird waver.
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But in a moment they watched the plucky little bird
steady himself in the air and rise gradually higher and
higher until he was lost in the distance.

Like a blue-gray streak he darted through the quiet
upper air, and soon dropped down on the roof of his
home-coop at army headquarters.

There the watchful sergeant picked him up, a poor
wounded soldier bird with a bloody streak across his
breast and his left leg shot nearly away. But the
message tube was still clinging to the little broken leg.

And so Cher Ami saved what was left of the Lost
Battalion, for fresh troops were quickly sent forward.
Breaking through the German lines they rescued
one hundred ninety-four starving American soldiers.
These were all that were left of the four hundred eighty
brave men who had advanced to the hill.

For this service plucky little Cher Ami was given
the Distinguished Service Cross. He is the only
pigeon in the American soldier-bird army that
received this honor. But little does he know or care.
He hobbles around on one leg, with his bullet scar
across his breast, knowing or caring for nothing but
home. For after all, it was Cher Ami’s love of home
that made him soar above German bullets into cloud-
land, and that guided him safely to his own home roof
with his precious message.

Surely the love of home is a wonderful thing.

— Edna V. Ruddleberger.



THE QUEST

THE QUEST

There once was a restless boy
Who dwelt in a home by the sea,
Where the water danced for joy,
And the wind was glad and free:
But he said, “Good mother, oh! let me go;
For the dullest place in the world, I know,
Is this little brown house,
This old brown house,
Under the apple tree.

“I will travel east and west;
The loveliest homes I'll see;
And when I have found the best,
Dear mother, I'll come for thee.
I'll come for thee in a year and a day,
And joyfully then we’ll haste away
From this little brown house,
This old brown house,
Under the apple tree.”

So he traveled here and there,
But never content was he,
Though he saw in lands most fair
The costliest homes there be.

4—R
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He something missed from the sea or sky,
Till he turned again with a wistful sigh
To the little brown house,
The old brown house,
Under the apple tree.

Then the mother saw and smiled,
While her heart grew glad and free.
“Hast thou chosen a home, my child?
Ah, where shall we dwell?”’ quoth she.
And he said, ‘“Sweet mother, from east to west,
The loveliest home, and the dearest and best,
Is a little brown house,
An old brown house,
Under an apple tree.”

— Eudora Bumstead.

LITTLE BROWN HANDS

They drive home the cows from the pasture,
Up through the long shady lane,
Where the quail whistles loud in the wheatfields
That are yellow with ripening grain.
They find in the thick waving grasses
Where the scarlet-lipped strawberry grows;
They gather the earliest snowdrops
And the first crimson buds of the rose.
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They toss the new hay in the meadow;
They gather the elderbloom white;

They find where the dusky grapes purple
In the soft-tinted October light.

They know where the apples hang ripest,
And are sweeter than Italy’s wines;

They know where the fruit hangs the thickest
On the long, thorny blackberry vines.

They gather the delicate seaweeds
And build tiny castles of sand;
They pick up the beautiful seashells,
Fairy barks that have drifted to land.
They wave from the tall, rocking tree-tops,
Where the oriole’s hammock nest swings;
And at night-time are folded in slumber
By a song that a fond mother sings.

Those who toil braveiy are strongest;
The humble and poor become great;
And so, from these brown-handed children
Shall grow mighty rulers of state.
The pen of the author and statesman,
The noble and wise of the land,
The sword, and the chisel, and palette
Shall be held in the little brown hand.
— Mary H. Krout.
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EVENING AT THE FARM

Over the hill the farm-boy goes.
His shadow lengthens along the land,
A giant staff in a giant hand;
In the poplar-tree, above the spring,
The katydid begins to sing;
The early dews are falling —
Into the stone-heap darts the mink;
The swallows skim the river’s brink;
And home to the woodland fly the crows,
When over the hill the farm-boy goes,
Cheerily calling,
“Co’, boss! co’, boss! co’! eo’! co’l”
Farther, farther, over the hill,
Faintly calling, calling still,
“Co’, boss! co’, boss! co’! co’!l”

Now to her task the milkmaid goes.
The cattle come crowding through the gate,
Lowing, pushing, little and great;
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About the trough, by the farm-yard pump,
The frolicsome yearlings frisk and jump,
While the pleasant dews are falling —
The new milch heifer is quick and shy,
But the old cow waits with tranquil eye,
And the white stream into the bright pail flows,
When to her task the milkmaid goes,
Soothingly calling,
“So, boss! so, boss! so! so! so!”
The cheerful milkmaid takes her stool,
And sits and milks in the twilight cool,
Saying, “So! so, boss! so! so!”

To supper at last the farmer goes.
The apples are pared, the paper read,
The stories are told, then all to bed.
Without, the crickets’ ceaseless song
Makes shrill the silence all night long;
The heavy dews are falling.
The housewife’s hand has turned the lock;
Drowsily ticks the kitchen clock;
The household sinks to deep repose,
But still in sleep the farm-boy goes,
Singing, calling,
“Co’, boss! co’, boss! co’! co’! co’!”
And oft the milkmaid, in her dreams,
Drums in the pail with the flashing streams,
Murmuring, “So, boss! so!”
— John T. Trowbridge.
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A DOG OF FLANDERS

THE OLD MAN, THE BOY, AND THE DOG

Nello and Patrasche were friends in a friendship
that had grown day by day, until they loved one
another very greatly.

Their home was a little hut on the edge of a small
village a league from Antwerp, set amidst flat pastures
and corn-lands.

It had about a score of houses, with shutters of
bright green or sky-blue, and walls whitewashed until
they shone in the sun like snow. In the center of the
village stood a windmill, a landmark to all the level
country round.
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The little hut on the edge of the village was the
home of old Jehan Daas, who had been a soldier, and
who had brought from the wars nothing except a
wound, which had made him a cripple.

When the old man was eighty years old, his daughter
had died and had left him her two-year-old son. He
could hardly support himself, but he took the child
uncomplainingly, and it soon became welcome and
precious to him. Little Nello—a pet name for
Nicolas — grew rapidly, and the old man and the
little child lived contentedly.

It was a very plain little mud-hut, indeed, but it
was as clean and white as a sea-shell, and stood in a
small plot of garden ground that yielded beans and
herbs and pumpkins.

They were very poor, terribly poor. But the old
man was very gentle and good to the boy, and the
boy was a truthful, kindhearted child, and they were
happy together.

THE EARLY LIFE OF PATRASCHE

Patrasche was their helper and their friend.
Patrasche was hands and feet to both of them.
Without Patrasche where would they have been?

For Jehan Daas was old and a cripple, and Nello
was but a child; and Patrasche was their dog. He was
a dog of Flanders — yellow of hide, large of head and
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limb, with wolf-like ears that stood erect, and legs
bowed but muscular.

In his thirteenth month Patrasche had been sold to
a hard-hearted peddler, who heaped his cart full of
pots and pans and buckets, and other wares of
crockery and brass and tin, and forced Patrasche
to draw the load as best he might. He himself
walked along lazily by the side of the cart,
smoking his black pipe.

Happily for Patrasche he was very strong. So he
did not die, but managed to live on under burdens,
hunger, thirst, and blows.

One day, Patrasche was going as usual along one of
the roads that lead to Antwerp. It was midsummer,
and very warm. His cart was heavy, piled high
with goods of metal and earthenware. His owner
walked on without noticing him except by the
crack of the whip.

Thus the dog struggled along on a scorching road,
having eaten nothing for twenty-four hours, and,
which was far worse for him, not having tasted water
for nearly twelve. Blind with dust, sore with blows,
and weary with the weight of his load, Patrasche, for
once, staggered and fell.

He fell in the middle of the white, dusty road, in
the full glare of the sun. His master gave him kicks
and blows, which had been often the only food and
drink, the only reward, offered to him. But Patrasche
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was beyond the reach of any torture. He lay, as if
dead, in the white summer dust.

After a while, finding his blows useless, the peddler,
thinking him dead, struck off the leather bands
of the harness, and kicked his body aside into the
grass. Then he pushed the cart lazily along the
road, and left the dying dog.

JEHAN DAAS FINDS PATRASCHE

It was a busy road that day, and hundreds of people,
on foot and on mules, in wagons and in carts, went
by. Some saw the poor beast; most did not even
look; all passed on. A dead dog more or less —it
was nothing in Flanders; it would be nothing any-
where in the world.

After a time there came a little old man who was
bent and lame, and very feeble. He was poorly clad,
and he dragged his way slowly through the dust.

He saw Patrasche, paused, wondered, turned aside;
then kneeled down in the grass and weeds of the ditch,
and looked at the dog with kindly eyes of pity.

There was with him a little, rosy, fair-haired child,
who pattered in amidst the weeds, that were for him
breast-high, and stood gazing upon the great, quiet
beast.

Thus it was that these two first met — the little
Nello and the big Patrasche.
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Old Jehan Daas was a man with a kind heart, so
with much labor he drew the sufferer to his own little
hut, which was a stone’s throw away. There he tended
him with so much care that the sickness, which had
been brought on by heat and thirst and exhaustion,
with time and shade and rest passed away. Health
and strength returned, and Patrasche staggered up
again upon his four strong legs.

Now for many weeks he had been powerless, sore,
near to death; but all this tinre he had heard no rough
word, had felt no harsh touch, but only the pitying
sounds of the little child’s voice and the soothing
caress of the old man’s hand.

In his sickness they had grown to care for him —
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this lonely old man and the happy little boy. He had
a corner of the hut, with a heap of dry grass for his
bed; and they had learned to listen for his breathing
in the dark night, to tell them that he lived.

When he was well enough to try a low, weak
bark, they laughed aloud, and almost wept for joy
at such a sign of his recovery. Little Nello, in delight,
hung chains of daisies around his neck.

So, when Patrasche arose, big and strong again,
his great eyes had a gentle astonishinent in
them that there were no blows to drive him. And in
his heart he felt a mighty love, which never changed.
For Patrasche was grateful. He lay watching with
grave, tender eyes the movements of his friends.

Jehan Daas could now do nothing for his living
but limp about with a small cart, in which he daily
carried into the town of Antwerp the milk-cans of
neighbors who owned cattle. But it was becoming
hard work for the old man. He was not strong, and
Antwerp was a league off.

PATRASCHE A FAITHFUL SERVANT

Patrasche watched the milk-cans come and go, that
first day when he had got well, and was lying in the
sun with a wreath of daisies around his neck.

The next morning, before the old man had touched
the cart, Patrasche arose and walked to it and placed
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himself between its handles. He showed, as plainly
as dumb signs could show, his desire to work in return
for the kindness he had received.

Jehan Daas pushed him away, for the old man
was one of those who thought it a shame to make
dogs do hard work. But Patrasche would not be
denied. Finding they did not harness him, he tried
to draw the cart with his teeth.

At last the old man gave way to the persistence
and the gratitude of the dog he had rescued. He
made his cart so that Patrasche could pull it, and this
the faithful dog did every morning of his life from
that time.

When the winter came, Jehan Daas thanked the
blessed fortune that had brought him to the sick dog
in the ditch. For he was very old, and he grew feebler
with each year. He would not have known how to
pull his load of milk-cans over the snows and through
the deep ruts in the mud, if it had not been for the
strength of the grateful animal.
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As for Patrasche, it scemed heaven to him. After
the heavy burdens that his old master had compelled
him to strain under, it seemed nothing to him but
amusement to step out with this light cart and its
brass cans, by the side of the gentle old man who
always paid him with a tender touch and with a kindly
word.

Besides, his work was over by three or four in
the day, and after that time he was free to do as he
would — to stretch himself, to sleep in the sun, to
wander in the fields, to romp with the young child, or
to play with his fellow-dogs. Patrasche was very happy.

Fortunately for him, his former owner had suddenly
died, and so never disturbed him in his new and well-
loved home.

A few years later, old Jehan Daas became so crip-
pled with rheumatism that it was impossible for him
to go out with the cart any more.

Then little Nello, now grown to his sixth year, and
knowing the town well from having gone with his
grandfather so many times, took his place beside the
cart. He sold the milk, received the coins, and brought
back the change to the owners with a pretty manner
that charmed all who saw him.

The little boy was a beautiful child, with dark,
grave eyes and fair locks. Many an artist sketched
the group as it went by him — the green cart with the
brass cans of milk, and the great tawny-colored
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dog, with his belled harness that chimed cheerily
as he went, and the small figure that ran beside him,
which had little white feet in great wooden shoes, and
a soft, innocent, happy face.

Nello and Patrasche did the work so well and so
joyfully together that Jehan Daas himself, when the
summer came and he was better again, had no need
to stir out. He could sit in the doorway in the sun,
and see them go forth through the garden wicket, and
then doze, and dream, and pray a little; and then
awake again as the clock tolled three, and watch for
their return.

On their return Patrasche would shake himself free
of his harness with a bark of joy, and Nello would
tell with pride the doings of the day. Then they
would all go in together to their meal of rye bread and
milk or soup, and would see the shadows lengthen over
the great plain. After twilight the boy and the dog
would lie down together to sleep peacefully while the
old man said a prayer. _

So the days and years went on, and the lives of
Nello and Patrasche were happy and innocent and
healthful. ‘

— Louise de la Ramée — Abridged.
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A BOY’S SONG

Where the pools are bright and deep,
Where the gray trout lies asleep,

Up the river and o’er the lea,

That’s the way for Billy and me.

Where the blackbird sings the latest,
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest,
Where the nestlings chirp and flee,
That’s the way for Billy and me.

Where the mowers mow the cleanest,
“Where the hay lies thick and greenest,
There to trace the homeward bee,
That’s the way for Billy and me.

Where the hazel bank is steepest,
Where the shadow falls the deepest,
Where the clustering nuts fall free,
That’s the way for Billy and me.

— James Hogyg.
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NO BOY KNOWS

There are many things that boys may know-—
Why this and that are thus and so,

Who made the world in the dark and lit

The great sun up to lighten it;

Boys know new things every day —

When they study, or when they play,

When they idle, or sow and reap —

But no boy knows when he goes to sleep.

Boys who listen — or should at least —

May know that the round old earth rolls east,

And know that the ice and the snow and the rain —
Ever repeating their parts again —

Are all just water, and the sunbeams first

Sip from the earth in their endless thirst,

And pour again till the low streams leap —

But no boy knows ‘when he goes to sleep.

A boy may know what a long, glad while

It has been to him since the dawn’s first smlle,
When forth he fared in the realm divine

Of brook-laced woodland and spun-sunshine;

He may know each call of his truant mates,

And the paths they went — and the pasture-gates
Of the ’cross-lots home through the dusk so deep
But no boy knows when he goes to sleep.
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Oh, I have followed me, o’er and o’er,

From the fragrant drowse on the parlor floor
To the pleading voice of the mother when

I even doubted I heard it then —

To the sense of a kiss, and a moonlit room,
And dewy odors of locust bloom —

A sweet white cot —and a cricket’s cheep —
But no boy knows when he goes to sleep.

— James Whitcomb Riley.

A FAREWELL

My fairest child, I have no song to give you;

No lark could pipe to skies so dull and gray;

Yet, ere we part, one lesson I can leave you
For every day.

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever;
Do noble things, not dream them, all day long;

And so make life, death, and that vast forever
One grand, sweet song.

— Charles Kingsley.
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WHAT THE WOOD-FIRE SAID

What said the wood in the fire
To the little boy that night,

The little boy of the golden hair,

As he rocked himself in his little armchair,
When the blaze was burning bright?

The wood said, “See

What they’ve done to me!

I stood in the forest a beautiful tree,
And waved my branches from east to west,
And many a sweet bird built its nest

In my leaves of green,

That loved to lean
In springtime over the daisy’s breast.
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“From the blossoming dells,
Where the violet dwells, .
The cattle came with their clanging bells
And rested under my shadows sweet,
And the winds that went over the clover and
wheat
Told me all that they knew
Of the flowers that grew
In the beautiful meadows that dreamed at my feet,

“And in springtime sweet faces

Of myriad graces

Came beaming and gleaming from flowery places,
And under my grateful and joy-giving shade,
With cheeks like primroses, little ones played;

And the sunshine in showers,

Through all the bright hours,
Bound their flowery ringlets with silvery braid.

“And the lightning

Came brightening

From storm skies, and frightening ,
The wandering birds that were tossed by the breeze,
And tilted like ships on black, billowy seas;

But they flew to my breast,

And I rocked them to rest,
While the trembling vines clustered and clung to my

knees.
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“But how soon,” said the wood, ;
“Fades the memory of good! |
For the forester came with his ax gleaming bright,
And I fell like a giant all shorn of his might.
Yet still there must be
Some sweet mission for me,
For have I not warmed you and cheered you to-

night?”

So said the wood in the fire
To the little boy that night,

The little boy of the golden hair,

As he rocked himself in his little armchair,
When the blaze was burning bright.

— Frank L. Stanton.
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PIONEER TALES

BRINGING HOME THE POWDER

In the fall of 1822 I found bear very plentiful, and,
indeed, all sorts of game except buffalo. I supplied
my family very well with wild meat till Christmas,
at which time my powder gave out; and I had
none either to fire Christmas guns or to hunt
with. I had a brother-in-law who had now moved
out and settled about six miles west of me, on the
opposite side of the Obion River. He had brought
me a keg of powder, but I had never taken it home.

There had just been a big freshet, and the low
grounds were flooded. I knew the stream which I
would have to cross was at least a mile wide, as the
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‘water was from hill to hill, and yet I determined to go

on over in some way or other so as to get my powder.
I told this to my wife, but she opposed it with all her
might. I still insisted, telling her we had no powder
for Christmas, and worse than all, we were out of
meat. . '

‘So I took my woolen wrappers and a pair of moc-
casins, and put them on, and tied up some dry clothes
and a pair of shoes and stockings, and started. But
I did not know, before, how much anybody could
suffer and yet not die.

The snow was about four inches deep when I started,
and when I got to the water, which was only about
a quarter of a mile off, it looked like an ocean. I
waded till I came to the channel, which I crossed
on a high log. I then took to the water again, having
my gun and all my hunting tools along, and waded
till I came to a deep slough that was] wider than the
river itself. I had crossed it often on a log; but to my
surprise, when I got there, no log was to be seen.

The log was now under about three feet of water,
and the water under it I judged to be about eight or
ten feet deep. After studying a little what I should
do, I put down my gun and cut a strong pole. I felt
about with my pole till I found the log, which was
just about as deep under the water as I had thought.
So I picked up my gun and with my strong pole in one
hand, I started across the log. I felt my way along
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with my feet, in water about waist deep. By the
time I reached the other side I had very little feeling
in my feet and legs, as I had been all the time in
the water except the time I was crossing the high
log over the river.

I went but a short distance before I came to another
slough, over which there was a log, but it was floating
on the water. I thought I could walk it, and so I
mounted on it; but when I got to the middle of the
deep water, somehow it turned over, and I went up
to my head. I waded out of this deep water and
went ahead till I came to high ground, where I stopped
to pull off my wet clothes and put on the others;
these I had held up with my gun above the water,
when I fell in.

At last T got them on, but my flesh had no feel-
ing in it, I was so cold. I now thought I would run,
80 as to warm myself a little, but I couldn’t step more
than half the length of my foot for some time. After
a while I got better, and went on five miles to the house
of my brother-in-law, having not even smelled fire from
the time I started. I got there late in the evening, and
he was much surprised at seeing me at such a time.
I stayed all night; and as the next morning was most
piercing cold, they persuaded me not to go home
that day.

I agreed to that, and then went out and killed
two deer; but the weather got worse instead of better.
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I stayed that night, and in the morning they still
insisted I couldn’t get home. I knew the water would
be frozen over, but not hard enough to bear me, and so
I agreed to stay that day. I went out hunting
again, and pursued a big bear all day, but didn’t

The next morning was bitter cold, but I knew my
family was without meat, and I determined to get
home to them. :

I took my keg of powder and all my hunting tools,
and started out. When I got to the water, it was a
sheet of ice as far as I could see. I started to cross
it, but hadn’t gone far before it broke through with
me; and so I took out my tomahawk, and broke my
way along before me.

At last I got to where the ice would bear me for a
short distance, and I mounted on it, and went ahead;
but it soon broke in again, and I had to wade on till I
came to my floating log. I found it so tight this time
that it couldn’t give me another fall, as it was frozen
in with the ice.

I crossed over this log without much difficulty,
and worked along till I got to my log under the water.
The swiftness of the current had prevented the water
from freezing over it, and so I had to wade, just as I -
did when I crossed it before. When I finally got
bome, I was nearly dead, but I had my powder, and
that was what I had gone for.

N
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THE BEAR HUNT

One morning I left my son at the camp, and a
friend and I started out for a hunt. When we had gone
about a mile, we started a very large bear, which ran
into a thicket.

When we came to the thicket we had to leave our
horses. We went ahead on foot for some little time,
when we met a bear coming straight toward us, and I
started my tired dogs after him.

I followed on to about the middle of the thicket,
when my dogs pursued him so hard that they made
him climb an old stump about twenty feet high. I
got in shooting distance of him and fired, but I was
so tired out from running that I couldn’t hold my
gun steady; but I broke his shoulder, and he fell.

I loaded my gun as soon as possible, and shot him
again and killed him. Just then my friend came up.
We skinned the bear, packed the meat on our horses,
and then started back to camp.

We had gone only a little way when I heard my dogs
barking again. I jumped down from my horse and
gave him up to my friend, and told him I would follow
the dogs. He went on to the camp, and I went ahead
after my dogs with all my might, till at last night
came on, and I lost my way in the darkness.

I suffered terribly that night with cold, as my
leather breeches, and everything else I had on, were
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wet and frozen. My fire was very bad, and I couldn’t
find anything that would burn well to make it any
better; and so I knew I should freeze if I didn’t warm
myself in some way by exercise.

So I would jump up and down with all my might,
and throw myself into all sorts of motions. But all
this would not do, for my blood was now getting cold.
I was so tired, too, that I could hardly walk; but I
thought I would do the very best I could to save my
life, and then, if I died, nobody would be to blame.

So I went up to a tree about two feet through, with
not a limb on it for thirty feet, and I would climb up
to the limbs and then lock my arms together around it
and slide down to the bottom. This exercise would
make the inside of my legs and arms feel warm and
good.

I continued this till daylight in the morning, and
how often I climbed up my tree and slid down I don’t
know, but I think at least a hundred times.

In the morning I set out to hunt for my camp. I
found it after a while, and my son and my friend
were very glad to see me get back, for they were
about to give me up for lost.

— Dawvid Crockett.
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EARLY SETTLERS

I think I see the early settlers harnessing their
horses, and hitching them to their wagons, which are
already filled with bedding, provisions, and the younger
children. '

On the outside are fastened spinning-wheels and
looms. Several axes are fastened to the wagon, and
the feeding-trough of the horses contains pots, ket-
tles, and pans.

A driver rides one saddled horse; the wife is mounted
on another. The husband shoulders his gun, and his
sons drive the cattle ahead, followed by the hounds
and other dogs.

Their day’s journey is short. The cattle, stubborn
or wild, often leave the road for the woods, giving
the travelers much trouble. A basket which has been
accidentally dropped must be gone after, for nothing
that they have can be spared. The roads are bad, and
now and then all hands are called to push the wagon.
By sunset they have gone perhaps twenty miles.
The weary travelers gather around a fire, supper is
prepared, and there they pass the night.

Days and weeks pass before they gain the end of
the journey. They have crossed both the Carolinas,
Georgia, and Alabama. They have been traveling

from the beginning of May to the first of September.
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With heavy hearts they approach the Mississippi.
They cross the river, and select a place where they
build a cabin.

A small patch of ground is cleared by the ax and
fire. A bell is fastened to each of the cattle before
it is let loose in the canebrake. The horses remain
about the house, where they find food.

From the first trading boat that stops at their
landing they get flour and fish-hooks and ammunition.
The looms are set up, the spinning-wheels soon fur-
nish yarn, and in a few weeks the family throw off
their ragged clothes and put on new suits.

The father and sons meanwhile have sown turnips
and other vegetables; and from some Kentucky flat-
boat a supply of live poultry has been bought.

October colors the leaves of the forest; the morn-
ing dews are heavy, the days hot and the nights chill;
and the family in a few days are attacked by ague.

Fortunately, the unhealthy season soon passes, and
the hoar-frosts come. Gradually, each one recovers
strength. The largest ash trees are felled, and their
trunks cut, split, and corded in front of the building.
Soon a steamer calls to buy the wood, and thus the
settlers add to their comfort during the winter.

This gives new courage to them; they work still
harder, and when spring returns, the place has a cheer-
ful look. Venison, bear’s flesh, turkeys, ducks, and
geese, with now and then some fish, have kept up their
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strength; and now their field is planted with corn,
potatoes, and pumpkins. Their stock of cattle, too,
has increased.

The sons discover a swamp covered with excellent
timber. Saws are purchased, and some broad-wheeled
‘“carry-logs’’ are made. Log after log is hauled to the
bank of the river, and in a short time their first raft
is made on the shore. When the next freshet sets it
afloat, the husband and sons embark on it and float
down the mighty stream.

After many difficulties they arrive at New Orleans,
where they sell their logs. They supply themselves
with such articles as will add to their comfort.

Then with light hearts they return home on the
upper deck of a steamer.

Every year increases their savings. They now own
a large stock of horses, cows, and hogs, with abundance
of provisions, and comforts of every kind.

— John James Audubon.
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DANIEL BOONE

Daniel Boone was a noted American pioneer and
hunter. He was born in Pennsylvania in 1735, and
when he was eighteen years old his family moved to
North Carolina. From there he made many hunting
and exploring trips into the wilderness.

In 1769 with five companions he set out to explore
what is now the state of Kentucky, where he was several
times captured by the Indians. His explorations
~ caused settlers to flock to the new rich lands west of
the mountains. For this service to his country, Con-
gress gave him a tract of land.

The settlements in Kentucky were very frequently
attacked by the Indians. Upon one occasion Boone
was captured by them and held for some months in
captivity. A large sum was offered for his ransom;
but the Indians had become so much attached to him
for his courage and skill in hunting that they refused
to part with him. He was finally received into the
tribe, and adopted by an old chief in the place of a
dead son.

While he was a captive, he was kindly treated but
strictly watched. Whenever he was allowed to go
hunting, the balls for his gun were counted, and upon
his return he had to show enough game to account for
each ball and charge of powder he had used. But he
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divided a numbers of balls, with the halves of which
he could kill turkeys, raccoons, squirrels, and other
small game. And by using small charges of powder
he saved several charges for his own use, in case he
should find a chance to escape.

Early in June, being with the tribe at Chillicothe,
in Ohio, he saw that they were making preparations
for the warpath, and learned that they were going
to attack the fort at Boonesborough. He watched for
an opportunity to warn the garrison.

On the morning of the 16th of June, he went forth
to hunt as usual, and struck through the woods for
Boonesborough, a distance of one hundred sixty miles.
He reached it at the end of five days — a remarkable
feat, when we remember that he was obliged to travel
in such a way as to throw the Indians off his trail.

After the close of the Revolutionary War, the set-
tlements of the whites were not much disturbed by
the Indians; but there was not entire peace. On one
occasion Boone was nearly taken prisoner by four
Indians who came to his farm.

They found him in the upper part of a small out-
building used for drying tobacco. Entering the lower
part, and calling him by name, they told him that he
was their prisoner, and that he could escape from
them no more.

Although they stood pointing their guns at him, he
replied with perfect coolness. He told them that he
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was willing to go with them, but begged that they give
him a little time to finish the work he was domg——
removing some dry tobacco.

Drawing their attention in this way, he suddenly
jumped down among them with his arms full of dried
tobacco, and flung it into their faces. While they were
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choked and blinded with the dust, Boone ran quickly
to his cabin, where he had his gun and powder. The
Indians went off, outwitted, having learned another
of the hunter’s tricks.

The old age of Boone was passed in quiet happi-
ness among his children, who gave him affectionate
care. Almost to the very last he continued his favor-
ite employment of hunting.

In his old age he was honored as a famous pioneer.
His life and adventures were written and talked about;
and many persons came to see him and hear his story
from his own lips.

Boone was vigorous and athletic, but in strength
-and size he was not beyond the average. There
was nothing rough or fierce in his manners; he was
remarkable for his gentleness and quietness.

Although Daniel Boone was a man of few. words,
yet he was always willing to answer the questions
which visitors put to him. His affections were strong,
and he tenderly loved the members of his family.
To his dying day he never could speak without tears
of his son, who had been killed by the Indians.

—J. M. Peck.
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THE FIRST THANKSGIVING DAY

Time — November, 1621
Scene — A Log House in Plymouth Colony

Persons:
- FATHER AND MOTHER MILES STANDISH
BETTY ) PrisciLLa MULLENS
Their
Epwarp ) JoHN ALDEN
Children
RICHARD MaRry }Orphans
Aunt RuTtH ROBERT

SquanTo and Other Indians
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[An iron pot hangs over an open fire, and in it a porridge of Indian meal
is steaming. Betty and Edward sit on the fireplace seat. The
Mother spins, Aunt Ruth knits, and Mary sews.]

MoTHER. Turn that largest log, Edward. The air
grows sharp. We must have a bright fire for father’s
return. Robert and Richard will soon be here, too.

BeTTY. Where are they, mother?

MorreeR. Father is at the town-meeting. Richard
and Robert are helping Isaac Allerton to build his
house. .

Aunt RuTtH. [Looking up from her knmitting.] Hard
work seems to agree with the lads. They are doing
well, too. They have helped in the building of
nearly every house in the village. They will be
master-builders before we know it.

MorHER. Stir the samp, Betty. Our master-builders
will be hungry, and supper must not be late.

Mary. You are always kind and thoughtful. I shall
never forget your goodness to me since my dear
father and mother died in the terrible days of
the great sickness. [She bows her head and weeps
genily.]

MoTHER. [Cheerfully.] Wipe away those tears, Mary,
and let us think of our many mercies. The best
cure for sorrow is work, and that you have had
in plenty here. You have been a great help to
us. I am glad that you were sent here when the
homeless were divided amongst us.
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BerTY. I am glad, too, that you live with us, Mary.
You teach me so many useful things. May I get my
sampler and work on it now, while you sew? Will
you show me what stitches to take next?

MotHER. All in good time, Betty, but just now you
must watch the porridge, and stir it when needful.

Epwarp. [Eagerly.] 1 hear steps, mother!

MoTHER. It must be your father. Run quickly,
Betty, and open the door. Stir that log, Edward.

BerrY. [Looking out of window.] It is father, and
John Alden is with him.

Father and John Alden Enter.

FatrErR. Come in, John, and sit by our fire for a
little while. The good wife will be glad to have
a chat with you ere you go on your way.

JoHN ALDEN. [Nodding to all] Good-day to you.
How warm and comfortable you. are here!

MoTHER. Yes, things are much better with Plymouth
Colony than they were a year ago.

Mary. Oh, that terrible winter! I can never forget it.

MorHER. It is better to think of the good we have
than to grieve over what we cannot change.

FatHer. We have much to be thankful for. Less
than a year ago we were doling out our small sup-
ply of Indian corn, and fearing that soon even
that would be gone. :
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Joun ALPEN. Well do I remember the day when
our ration was but five kernels each. Now we have
food in plenty. [He goes to fire and warms hands.]

Aunt RutH. How thankful we should be that our
lives were spared in that dreadful time, and that
our harvest has been abundant.

Fareer. That is what Governor Bradford said
today in the town-meeting, and so he has set a
day for public thanksgiving. We are to gather
at the meeting-house for prayer and praise. After-
wards there is to be a great feast. For three days
we are to make merry.

MoTtHER. Governor Bradford sets us all a good
example. None of us can forget that sad day, ere
we had left the Mayflower, when he came back to
the ship to find his wife dead by drowning. Yet
no one ever saw him give way to selfish grief.

JoHN ALDEN. And in the time of the great sick-
ness he and Miles Standish were untiring in their
loving care for the sick and dying.

Mary. It seems hard that our brave Captain’s
love and care could not save the life of sweet Rose
Standish.

MotsER. When sorrow is bravely borne it makes
the heart tender. Miles Standish is a bluff soldier,
but no one has a kinder heart.

Epwarp. [Suddenly interrupting.] Oh, father! tell
us about the feast. Are the children to go?
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FatHer. Everyone is to go. Even the Indians are
to be bidden, that thus they may learn we are
truly their friends, and that we wish to share our
abundance with them.

EpwARD. [Getting up and going to Father.] But the
feast, father! Do tell us about the feast!

FatHER. In good time you shall hear about the
feast, but a thankful heart is better than a feast.
Do not forget to give thanks in your heart for our
present peace and plenty.

BerTY. Oh, but we do give thanks, father! Every
day of our lives we are glad that we are no longer
hungry.

MAarY. And we give thanks that Squanto is our friend
and helps us to be friendly with the other Indians.

Berry. They look so savage and so strong, father,
and there are so many of them! Every night
when I climb to our dark loft to sleep I am glad
that we do not need to fear the Indians.

Epwarp. [Going to Belty and speaking proudly.]
When I am a man, Betty, I will be a soldier like
Captain Miles Standish. I will carry a match-
lock and a sword. Then you need never fear the
Indians.

FatHEr. Let us hope that Massasoit and his men
may keep the peace with us so well that there will
be no need for matchlocks and swords when you
are a man, Edward.
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MoTHER. Squanto is a true friend to us. He has
been a great help in this new home of ours. He
will do all he can in helping us to keep peace with
Massasoit.

JoeN ALpEN. He has taught us many things. We
knew nothing about maize until he taught us to
plant it in hills.

FateER. [Nodding his approval.] And to hoe the
earth around the stalks, if we would have fat ears.

Epwarp. Squanto taught Robert and Richard how
to catch eels. They go down to the shore and
tread them out of the mud with their feet. Some-
times the mud is full of fat eels. Oh, I wish I were
as big as Richard, so that I might learn to tread
out eels! [In his excitement he goes through the
motion of treading out eels.]

MotrER. Often we would have gone hungry, had
it not been for a pot of good eel broth.

Aunt RuTH. Squanto showed the lads where to
find lobsters, too, and how to catch them.

MarY. And he taught us how to pound the maize
into meal, and how to cook the meal.

BETTY. [Leaving kettle and going to Mother.] Mother,
will you teach me how to make a journey-cake
from pounded meal?

MoraER. Yes, Betty, but do not forget to stir the
meal in the kettle, else we may have scorched samp
before we have a journey-cake.
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[Betty goes back hastily to the fire-seat and again stirs the samp. At
this moment laughter and boyish voices are heard outside. The door
suddenly opens, and the two lads, Robert and Richard, enter.]

Aunt RutH. Here are our builders. How did Isaac
Allerton’s house fare at your hands today?

RoBERT. It is almost finished. There were five of
us at work on it this afternoon.

FatHER. You have done well. This is the seventh
dwelling-house in Plymouth; with the meeting-
house and the store-houses it makes a year’s work
that our builders may be proud of. [A knock on the
door 18 heard.] Hurry and open the door, Richard.

Priscilla Mullens Enters.

MotaER. Good-day to you, Priscilla. How is it
that you are out at this time of day? You are
always so busy for others when it nears the time
for the evening meal. [Gives Priscilla a chair near
the fire.]

PrisciLLa. It is the news of the great feast that
has brought me here when I should be at the fire-
side stirring samp, like Betty. I came to see if
you can spare Mary to help me tomorrow. Do
you know that Massasoit and his ninety men are
to be here for three days? Is not that a goodly
number for the four busy wives of Plymouth to
feed?
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MoTtHER. It is true, Priscilla, that the great sick-
ness left but four wives in the Colony, but the
maidens are strong and willing. You are but a
maiden, Priscilla, but you have a woman’s heart,
and as I see you so cheerful and so busy day after
day, you seem to me to have the strength and
the will of ten.

Aunt RutH. We must all work to prepare for the
feast. It is well that we have such a goodly sup-
ply of plums and grapes.

MoTeER. This feast will not be like our English
feasts. We cannot make the old dainties. We
have neither milk nor eggs. We have no good
beef and mutton, and no flour to make fine bread.

FATHER. [Cheerily] We must not wish for these
things, wife. We have found a land of freedom.
We will take what it can give us and be thankful.

MotHER. I know; I know! We will do our best.

Aunt RutH. We have an abundance of corn for
samp and hominy and Betty’s journey-cakes.

PrisciLra. I have been trying my hand at these great
golden pumpkins. They make fine pie. I want
Mary to help me make many of them.

Aunt RuTH. [Moving her chair nearer to Priscilla.]
We have heard of your pumpkin pies. Now every
cook in the colony wants to try her skill at them.
There will be no lack of pumpkin pies at the Gov-
ernor’s Thanksgiving feast.
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PrisciLLa. Tomorrow we must get up early. The
days will not be long enough for all we have to do.

MoTHER. And night is a poor time to work, when
our only light is firelight and a fish-oil lamp.

Mary. I wish we had the tallow candles of England.

FaTHER. Have patience. In good time we shall be
able to send a ship’s load back to England. Then
we may get cows in return, and we shall no longer
miss the milk and butter and cheese, and the beef
and tallow, of our English home.

JouN ALDEN. Governor Bradford says that now the
harvest is over we must get together a cargo of
beaver-fur and sassafras to send back on the next
ship that brings colonists to Plymouth.

PrisciLra. [Arising.] I must go, now, to make
supper for our household. '

JoHN ALDEN. [Hastily arising.] I will walk home
with you, Priscilla, if I may.

Priscilla and John Alden Go Out.

EpwARD. [Going over to his Mother.] Since Priscilla
and Mary are to make so many pumpkin pies for
the feast, may I have two pieces, mother?

MoteHER. He who eats must first earn. What can
you do for the great feast, Edward?

Epwarp. Oh, I had not thought of that! Let me
see! I can bring wood for the fire and carry water.



THE FIRST THANKSGIVING DAY 75

Berry. And I can scour the trenchers, and rub
the pewter platters until they shine. Mother says
that dingy pewter is the housekeeper’s disgrace,

Fataer. There are lobsters and fish in the ocean,
and eels on the shore. There are turkeys and deex
and bear in the forest. It may be that your
mother will not miss the English dainties, after
all.

EpwaARD. [Going excitedly to his Father.] Oh, father!
Are you going to hunt for turkeys? May I go with
you? Do you think that I can shoot a bear? Or
maybe a deer? Then Betty can have a deer-skin
dress such as Squanto says the Indian maids wear

RoBERT. Squanto says that the bears are very
fierce, and that the deer are so swift that they
can run away much faster than a small boy with
a heavy matchlock can follow.

Ricaarp. Do not try for a bear, Edward, until
you have learned to shoot, else we may have a
sad Thanksgiving day.

FataER. [Sitting down and ULfting Edward to his
knee.] Keep away from the forest, Edward, until
you . are older. Have you forgotten how John
Billington was lost in it for five days?

MotHER. And was found among unfriendly Indians,
twenty miles from home?

AuntT RutH. And that it took ten men, well armed,
to persuade the Indians to give him up?
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[The sound of heavy footsteps is heard outside. Robert runs to the
window and looks out. Seeing Captain Miles Standish, he throws the
door wide open. Standish, with matchlock on shoulder, enters.]

MiLes StanpisH. Good-day to you all! Who among
you is for a hunt tomorrow? We shall need many
turkeys to feed Massasoit and his ninety men.
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FatHER. Welcome, Captain! There are three here
to join you, for Richard shall go with us tomor-
row, on his first hunt.

Ricaarp. How glad I am, father, that you will
let me go! Squanto says the turkeys are very
plentiful this year, and big and fat, as well.

Fateer. I have heard that an Indian once brought
in a turkey weighing thirty pounds. We shall
have need of such fowl if Massasoit’s men are as
keen of appetite as usual.

MiLes STANDISH. After the hunt we will practice
at arms that we may make a brave show at the
Governor’s feast. Then the Indians will see how
well we can defend ourselves.

FateER. [Hearing footsteps.] Go to the door, Rich-
ard, and see who are outside.

(Richard goes outside and in a moment returns with Squanto and three
other Indians.]

RicaArDp. Father, here are Squanto and three other
Indians. They wish to tell Captain Miles Standish
that they are on their way to Massasoit’s camp.

MiLEs STANDISH. [Going up to Squanto.] Welcome,
Squanto. What is it you wish?

SquanTo. The white men make a great feast.
Squanto goes to tell Massasoit to bring all his men.

MiLes StanpisH. Tell Massasoit that the Governor
wishes him and his men to stay with us for three
days. We will do our best to feast them well.
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SquanTo. Squanto will tell Massasoit. But first
Massasoit will go on a great hunt. He will bring
many deer for the feast.

Squanto and other Indians Go Out.

MiLes StanpisH. Right glad will we be if Massa-
soit and his men do not come empty handed.
Ninety Indians will be a goodly number to feed.
Good-night. We will count on you and these two
strong lads to help in the great hunt tomorrow.
Miles Standish, matchlock on his shoulder, goes out.

FaTtHER. Let us get to our supper and then to bed.
We have busy days before us. And as we prepare
for our feast I hope that Edward and Betty will
not think more of the good things to eat than of
the goodness of God in guiding us to this free land.

MoTtHER. And give thanks, too, that we are all here
together, well and strong and happy, and ready to
rejoice on our first THANKsGIVING DaAvy.

— Based on Bradford’s ‘ History
of Plymouth Plantation.”
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PROVERBS OF SOLOMON

He that gathereth in summer is a wise son;
But he that sleepeth in harvest is a son that causeth
shame.

A good name is rather to be chosen than great
riches,
And loving favor rather than silver and gold.

A righteous man regardeth the life of his beast;
But the tender mercies of the wicked are cruel.

A faithful witness will not lie;
But a false witness will utter lies.

A soft answer turneth away wrath,
But grievous words stir up anger.

A wise son maketh a glad father;
But a foolish man despiseth his mother.

Pride goeth before destruction,
And a haughty spirit before a fall.
— The Bible.
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A Backwarp Look

Your little journeys with your book-comrade have
shown you scenes in American life from the time of our
first Thanksgiving Day, when only a few white men lived
in this country, to the time of the World War, when the
United States had grown to be a great nation. In these
journeys you saw some of the men and women and even
children who helped make our country what it is today.

Wise leadership, courage, thrift, willingness to work
hard, fairness, good humor, determination to overcome
handicaps, and strong love of home — all these are needed
to build a great nation. Which of these qualities was
shown by the little American girl in the first story of the
book? Which were shown by General Washington in .
“A Glimpse of Washington”’? Name at least four selec-
tions in Part I that show how thrifty and hard-working
the early settlers in America were. Are Americans as
thrifty today? Mention at least one selection that tells
of each of the good qualities in the list given above.

Why did the pigeon, ‘Cher Ami,” save the American
soldiers? What other selections in Part I tell of love of
home? What can a child do to prove that he really loves
his home and that he means to make it better? Is such a
child a good American citizen?

Read again the Proverbs on page 79. In what way
is the last of these Proverbs illustrated by ‘“A Glimpse
of Washington”’? Name as many selections as you can
find in Part I that illustrate others of these Proverbs.



Part II

FAIRYLAND AND ADVENTURE

A Forwarp Look

You will remember that this book-comrade of yours
has promised to lead you on a little journey into the
land of fairies and adventure, where you will meet
“funny people and still funnier animals.” So let us go
together into the Wonderland that a little girl named
Alice found when she dreamed that she had walked
through a magic looking-glass. Funny people, indeed,
live in that land of make-believe —a fairy Queen who
boasted because she could “read words of one letter,”
and another strange Queen who — but come, see with
your own eyes these queer folk of topsy-turvy land.

And then we shall wander through another nonsense
country, where sits the Quangle Wangle, wearing a beaver
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hat one hundred feet in width! Thousands of girls and
boys, before you, have visited these scenes and had a
hearty laugh at the queer people and animals that Lewis
Carroll and Edward Lear made live, for your amusement,
in an imagined world.

Whisk! My magic power carries you now to far-off
India. Again you laugh, for a wise jackal and a foolish
one are playing queer tricks on other animals in that
strange land.

But not all the adventures worth peeping at happen in
the country of the fairies. Many an exciting adventure
comes to girls and boys like you, all over the world.
So you, too, will think when you look with me, your book-
comrade, at a little boy named August. See! he is climb-
ing into a big porcelain stove, and hiding there, and some
men are carrying him in it to a wonderful palace, where
— but soon you will be seeing for yourself the whole excit-
ing story.

Another magic journey takes us back into the early
days of America. There you will hold your breath while
you watch a brave boy helping to capture five British
soldiers. And last, in your wanderings through this won-
derland of adventures and fairies, you will see the good
fairy of Christmastide making clear to all the world what
the real Christmas spirit can do even for a man with a
heart as hard as stone.
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THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS

ALICE BECOMES A QUEEN

“Well!” said Alice. “I never expected I should
be a queen so soon.”

So she got up and walked about — rather stiffly
just at first, as she was afraid that the crown might
come off; but she comforted herself with the thought
that there was nobody to see her, ‘“and if I really
am a queen,” she said as she sat down again, “I
shall be able to manage it quite well in time.”

Everything was happening so oddly that she
didn’t feel a bit surprised at finding the Red Queen
and the White Queen sitting close to her, one on each
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’”

side. ‘“Please, would you tell me ——” she began,
looking timidly at the Red Queen.

“Speak when you’re spoken to!” the queen
sharply interrupted her.

“But if everybody obeyed that rule,” said Alice,
who was always ready for a little argument, ‘“and
if you only spoke when you were spoken to, and
the other person always waited for you to begin, you
see nobody would ever say anything, so that —"’

“Ridiculous!” cried the queen. ‘“Why, don’t you
see, child ——" here she broke off with a frown,
and, after thinking for a minute, suddenly changed
the subject of the conversation. ‘What do you mean
by ‘If you really are a queen’? What right have
you to call yourself so? You can’t be a queen, you
know, till you've passed the proper examination.”

“I only said ‘if’!” Alice pleaded, in a piteous tone.

The two queens looked at each other, and the
Red Queen remarked, with a little shudder, ‘She
says she only said ‘if’'—”

“But she said a great deal more than that!” the
White Queen moaned, wringing her hands. ‘“Oh,
ever so much more than that!”

“So you did, you know,” the Red Queen said to
Alice. ‘“Always speak the truth — think before you
speak — and write it down afterwards.”

“I'm sure I didn’t mean —” Alice was begin-
ning, but the Red Queen interrupted her impatiently.
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“That’s just what I complain of! You should
have meant! What do you suppose is the use of
a child without any meaning? Even a joke should
have some meaning — and a child’s more important
than a joke, I hope. You couldn’t deny that, even
if you tried with both hands.”

“I don’t deny things with my hands,” Alice
objected.

“Nobody said you did,” said the Red Queen.
“I said you couldn’t if you tried.”

“She’s in that state of mind,” said the White
Queen, “that she wants to deny something — only
she doesn’t know what to deny!”

“A  nasty, vicious temper,” the Red Queen
remarked; and then there was an uncomfortable
silence for a minute or two.

The Red Queen broke the silence by saying to
the White Queen, “I invite you to Alice’s dinner-
party this afternoon.”

The White Queen smiled and said, ‘“And I
invite you.”

“I didn’t know I was to have a party at all,”’
said Alice; “but if there is to be one, I think I
ought to invite the guests.”

“We gave you the opportunity of doing it,” the
Red Queen remarked; ‘“but I dare say you’ve not
had many lessons in manners yet.”
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ALICE’'S EXAMINATION

““Manners are not taught in lessons,” said Alice.
“Lessons teach you to do sums and things of that
sort.”

“Can you do Addition?”’ the White Queen asked.
“What’s one and one and one and one and one and
one and one and one and one and one?”

“I don’t know,” said Alice. “I lost count.”

““She can’t do Addition,” the Red Queen interrupted.
“Can you do Subtraction? Take nine from eight.”

“Nine from eight —1 can’t, you know,” Alice
replied very readily; “but —"’

“She can’t do Subtraction,” said the White
Queen. ‘“Can you do Division? Divide a loaf by
a knife — what’s the answer to that?” ,

“] suppose ——" Alice was beginning, but the
Red Queen answered for her. ‘“Bread and butter,
of course. Try another Subtraction sum. Take a
bone from a dog; what remains?”’

Alice considered. ‘“The bone wouldn’t remain,
of course, if I took it—and the dog wouldn’t
remain; it would come to bite me —and I'm sure
I shouldn’t remain!”

“Then you think nothing would remain?”’ said
the Red Queen.

“I think that’s the answer.”

“Wrong, as usual,” said the Red Queen; ‘“the
dog’s temper would remain.”
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“But I don’t see how —”’

“Why, look here!” the Red Queen cried. ‘The
dog would lose its temper, wouldn’t it?”’

“Perhaps it would,” Alice replied ecautiously.

“Then if the dog went away, its temper would
remain!” the queen exclaimed triumphantly.

Alice said, as gravely as she could, ‘“They might
go different ways.”

But she couldn’t help thinking to herself, ‘“What
dreadful nonsense we are talking!”

“She can’t do sums a bit!” the queens said
together, with great emphasis.

“Can you do sums?’”’ Alice said, turning suddenly
on the White Queen, for she didn't like being found
fault with so much.

The queen gasped and shut her eyes. “I can do
Addition,” she said, “if you give me time; but I
can’t do Subtraction under any -circumstances!”

“Of course you know your A B C?” said the Red
Queen.

“To be sure I do,” said Alice.

“So do I,” the White Queen whispered; ‘“we’ll
often say it over together, dear. And I'll tell you
a secret— I can read words of one letter! Isn’t
that grand? However, don’t be discouraged. You’ll
come to it in time.”

Here the Red Queen began again. ‘“Can you answer
useful questions?” she said. “How is bread made?”
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“I know that!” Alice cried eagerly. ‘“You take
some flour —”

“Where do you pick the flower?” the White
Queen asked. ‘“In a garden, or in the hedges?”

“Well, it isn’t picked at all,”- Alice explained;
“it’s ground —’

“How many acres of ground?’’ said the White
Queen. ‘“You mustn’t leave out so many things.”

“Fan her head!”’” the Red Queen anxiously inter-
rupted. “She’ll be feverish after so much think-
ing.” So they set to work and fanned her with
bunches of leaves, till she had to beg them to leave
off, it blew her hair about so.

“She’s all right again now,” said the Red Queen.
“Do you know languages? What’s the French for
fiddle-de-dee?”

“Fiddle-de-dee’s not English,” Alice replied.

“Who ever said it was?’”’ said the Red Queen.

Alice thought she saw a way out of the difficulty
this time. “If you’ll tell me what language ‘fiddle-
de-dee’ is, I'll tell you the French for it!” she
exclaimed triumphantly.

But the Red Queen drew herself up rather stiffly,
and said, ‘“Queens never make bargains.”

“I wish' queens never asked questions,” Alice
thought to herself.

“Don’t let us quarrel,” the White Queen said in
an anxious tone. ‘“What is the cause of lightning?”
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“The cause of lightning,” Alice said very decid-
edly, for she felt quite certain about this, “is the
thunder — no, no!” she hastily corrected herself,
“I meant the other way.”

“It’s too late to correct it,” said the Red Queen;
“when you’ve once said a thing, that fixes it, and
you must take the consequences.”

A STRANGE COUNTRY

“Which reminds me —" the White Queen said,
looking down and nervously clasping and unclasping
her hands, ‘“we had such a thunder-storm last Tuesday
— I mean one of the last set of Tuesdays, you know.”

Alice was puzzled. “In our country,” she re-
marked, ‘“there’s only one day at a time.”

The Red Queen said: ‘“That’s a poor, thin way
of doing things. Now here, we mostly have days
and nights two or three at a time, and sometimes
in the winter we take as many as five nights together
— for warmth, you know.”

‘“Are five nights warmer than -one night, then?”
Alice ventured to ask.

“Five times as warm, of course.”

“But they should be five times as cold, by the
same rule —"

“Just so!” cried the Red Queen. ‘“Five times
as warm, and five times as cold — just as I'm five
times as rich as you are, and five times as clever!”

/ )



a0 THE ELSON READERS —BOOK IV

Alice sighed and gave it up. ‘“It’s exactly like
a riddle with no answer!” she thought.

Here the White Queen began again. ‘It was such
a thunder-storm, you can’t think!” (‘‘She never
could, you know,” said the Red Queen.) ‘‘And part
of the roof came off, and ever so much thunder got
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