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LESSON 1,
PETER AND PAuL.

In a large city in the east of France there
used to be a fine school of painting. Once a
year, to the student who painted the best
picture a very valuable prize was given,—

Peter paint/ing val’t-a-bly prizé
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enough money to take him to Rome and back,

to keep him there for two years, and to pay
for lessons from the greatest teachers living

there, at a time when the greatest teachers in |

Europe lived in that city.

To make sure that the students trying for |

the prize got no help, each was locked in a
room by himself, and a man walked up and
down the passage to see that mnone but the
right student went into this room.

Among those trying for the prlze in 1788
were two friends. The name of one was Peter.

was, so I will call him Paul. Paul Was very |
clever with his brush, but not so clever as
Peter. :

Though Paul pamted a pretty plcture, he|
“was not pleased with it, and, being in the
habit of talking to himself, he said aloud;
“Qh, dear! Peter’s painting will be twice as
good as mine, and I shall not win the prize.
And I did so want to win it, for my parents

158k - pas’kagh
a-lond’

~ O'p&n-ing

‘."

are poor and cannot afford to keep me

here any longer. If I fail, I should like to

F die.”” -

It happened that Peter was in the next
room, and through the thin partition, he heard

what his friend had spoken. Thereupon he

- quietly loosed two or three of the boards, and
- passed into Paul’s room. Through the opening

|

I do not know what the name of the other |

Paul looked at Peter’s picture, which was,
indeed more beautiful than his own. ¢ There!”
he eried; “I knew that I was right.”

Peter said: “Cheer up, old friend! Perhaps
~my work is better than yours; but, if you will
- Promise never to breathe a word to any one, I
will give you rﬁine, and you can pass it off as
your own.” Paul nearly jumped for joy, and
answex_jed: “I would promise anything if I
could win the prize.” The Dpictures were
‘changed in a moment. Peter returned to his
0wn room and fixed the boards, and his ecan-

vas was sent to the judges as Paul’s.
bradh habit |

afford’  1oose  piir-ti'tion  théra-fip-on’ qui/ét-ly

prom’isg “cin’vas judge
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At length came the day when the name of
the winner was to be made known, and a
}, ' crown was to be placed on his head. On a
platform, in the City Hall, sat the governor
and the judges; the students sat at the foot;
and, beyond them, reaching to the very door,
was a crowd made up of the nobles, the
: priests, and the other chief men and women
of the town.

One of the judges stood up, and there was
a deep silenée, followed by ringing shouts
_ from the students and the crowd, when he
} named Paul as the painter of the best picture.
] The governor made a sign for Paul to mount
~ the platform. Deadly pale, the young man
b rose and walked forward, but when he reached
the steps, he stopped and said: ‘“No! whatever
pain it may cost me, I will not let the noble
' heart of my friend be wronged, and I will not
l take the reward which is due to him. The
crown must not rest upon my brows, for the

win/nér erown fol/lsw gov/érn-Or priest
paint’ér dead’ly what-év’ér Wrong dog
brow

2B g,

v &

picture which has won the prize is the work
of Peter.” :

The people stared on hearing these words,
and thought that joy had turned Paul’s head,
till he told the whole story. Having told it,
he added: ¢ Peter’'s act was all the more
noble because he is as poor as I am, and
wants to go to Rome as much as I do. I had
sworn silence, but I cannot keep my vow; and
I beg you to give the prize to Peter, to whom
it rightly belongs.”

When Paul began to speak, Peter tried to
steal away, but the other students held him;
and, in the end, they raised him in their arms
and carried him up to the platform, where the
governor, with high praise for his unselfish-
ness, crowned him. Soon afterwards he went
to Rome, and worked so hard and well that
he became one of the greatest of French

artists.
From The Ship Literary Readers.

won sworn right/ly praise

drt/ist

in-sél’/fish-nds$
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LESSON 2.

SAVED FROM THE SEA.

A storm is raging* along the English coast.
A lifeboat is nearly ready to make its way* to
a ship which, at some short distance from the
land, is showing signals of distress.* The life-
boat still needs one man.

Ned Brown, a fisher lad and a good sailor,A

wishes to fill the place. But first he bends
down gently to a woman who stands beside
him, and says to her in a.clear, brave voice,
“Mother, will you let me go?”

The mother has been a widow* only six
months. Her husband was a fisherman. He
put out one day during the last spring in a
small fishing-boat upon a calm sea. A sudden
and terrible squall* came on; pieces of the boat
were seen next morning, but the fisherman
returned no more.

A fierce refusal* rises to the woman’s lips.

ri/ging  lifYboat  hug’'band - wid’ow  fish’r-man
diir’ing std’dén tér/yi-ble squall ré-fu’zal

v z

But her sad eyes move slowly towards the help-
less* ship. She thinks of the many lives in
danger within it, and of many distant homes
threatened* with loss of their loved ones.

She turns to her boy, and in a voice as calm
and brave as his own, “Go, my son,” says she,
“and may God bring you back safe to your
mother’s arms.” :

She leaves the beach in haste and seeks her
lonely home, and thinks of her old sorrow* and
her new fear.*

Morning dawns again. The storm is over.
The waves are tossing their heads, but the sea
will soon be calm. A fine ship has gone down
upon the waters, but the lifeboat has nobly
done its work, and all in the ship have been
saved. ’ '

Why does Ned Brown linger outside his
mother’s door? He has shown himself the
bravest of the brave throughout the night.
Why does he hold back*? :

Beside him stands a tall, worn* m_a‘h; a man

digtant - thréaten  scek  dawn  no/bly  lin‘gér
throtgh-out’  bé-side’  worn !
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whom he has saved from a watery grave; a
man whose eyes, full of tenderness,* never leave
his own.* Around the two are many villagers;
hands are extended* to the man, and happy
words are spoken.

“Who will dare to tell her?” So says one
with a voice well-nigh choked* with feeling.

“I will.” And, in another moment, Ned
Brown enters the house, and is in his mother’s
arms.

i
i

wa/t8r-y grave tén’d8r-néss vil'lag-er

éx-ténd’ well-nigh  feel'ing

“ Mother, listen. I have a tale for your
ears. One of the men saved last night is a
fisherman. A storm had overtaken him upon
the sea several months ago. He was seen and
saved by a foreign ship. The ship was out-
ward bound.*

“Away from home, from wife, from friends,
the man was forced to sail. By his wife and
friends he was mourned as dead.

“He came to a distant land and set sail
again in the first ship bound for England.

“Last night he found himself within sight
of home; but a storm was raging on sea and
land, and once more the man stood face to face
with death. Help came in his need. Mother,
try to bear the happy truth.*

“When your brave heart—a heart which in
the midst of its sorrow could feel for the sorrow
of others—sent me forth last night, you knew
not (how should you know?)* that you sent me
to save my dear father’s life.”

Not another word is spoken. A step is

talg o' vér-ta-kén out/ward motirn midst

réscliy
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heard; the rescued man stands by his. own
fireside. With a ery of wild* joy the mother
rushes forward and falls into his arms.

_ raging, blowing angrily.
make its way, go.
distress, pain; suffering.-

- widow, a woman who has

. lost her husband by death.

squall, a sudden burst of
wind.

refusal, a noun (%) formed
from the verb fo refuse, which
means to deny, not to allow.

helpless, without power to
help itself. When a person can

“not act without the help of
others, he is said to be helpless.

threatened with loss of
their loved ones, about to lose
their dear ones. ~ When it looks
about to rain, people say, “It
threatens rain.”

old sorrow, the loss of her
husband.

‘new fear, the danger in

- From New National Readers.

which her son has placed himself.
hold back, not come forward.
worn, looking thin and tired
out. :
tenderness, love.
never leave his own, are
fixed on Ned’s eyes.
hands are extended to the
man, the villagers extend (stretch
forth) their hands to the man, in
order to shake hands with him.
well-nigh choked almost
stopped.
was outward bound, was on
the way to some foreign country.
try to bear the happy
truth, don’t break down when
I tell you the happy news.
“how should you know?
there is no reason why ‘ymr'

| ghould know.

wild, violent ; like mad

 LESSON 8,

CORNELIA.

Long, long ago, in Rome, there lived two
boys called Tiberius and Caius Gracchus, who
afterwards became great men. One day a
lady who cared only for fine clothes called

upon their mother Cornelia, and began boasting

of _her riches. 3

fire/sidé

. Ti-be'vi-is  Cal’iis  Gric/ghiis - boast

Cor-ne/li-a

YT f-'v'”“ﬁ‘-r‘i‘wﬂmflmm](uvm W

A YT




12 - . w

After a while she asked the boys’ mother,
“ But where are your jewels, Cornelia? Have
you no rings and brooches to show me?”

“I have no such things,” replied the mother
of the Gracchi; “my two sons are the only
- treasures I possess.”

After a while she asked Cornelia where her jewels
were, and if she had no rings and br'ooches to show
her. : A »
The latter replied that she had no such things, but
that her two sons were the only treasures she

possessed.

LESSON 4.

LITTLE STAR.

Good-night, little star!
I must go to my bed,

And leave you to shine,
While I lay down my ‘head.

jew/dl  brogeh’dy  Gracthi  tréag'urg pos-keésy’
~ sound’ly e

L e S AT A . T e

Oh, soundly I’ll sleep

Till the sweet morning light;
Then you will be fading,

But I shall be bright.

Yes, while I’'m asleep,
You will play in the sky;

And when I awake, ‘
You will close your bright eye.

If I could but climb
On yon moonbeam so white,
I’'d frolic with you
Through the long summer night.

What joy we should have
In the sky-fields of blue!

I should always be happy
If T were with you.

Good-night, little star!
I must go to my bed,
And leave you to shine
While I lay down my head.

From Royal Prince Readers.

+ moon’beam frol’ic S yom - skj'fisld




LESSON “B.
THE WIND ANb THE SUN.
i 8y
The North Wind was rushing along and
blowing the clouds as he pasSed.
“1s there any one so strong.as 1?” he cried;
“] am eifen stronger than the Sun.”
“Can you show that you are so Strong?”
asked the Sun, who heard this from behind
the clouds.

“ A traveller is coming over the hill,” said
the Wind. ¢ Let us see which of us can first
make him take off his long cloak. The

one who succeeds will prove himself the
stronger.” -

“It is a good plan,” said the Sun. “You
may try first.” ‘

(To be continued on page 16)

trav/él-ler g éléak siic-gegd’ . prové

LESSON B&.

THE WIND AND THE SUN.
(2)

The North Wind was rushing along and

- blowing the clouds as he passed.

He said that there was none so strong as

- he, and that he was even stronger than the Sun.

: The Sun heard this from behind the clouds,
~ and asked the Wind if he could show that he
. was so strong.

A traveller was coming over the hill. Point-

~ ing to him, the Wind proposed that they should
- each try to make the man take off his long
- cloak, and that the one who succeeded would

prove himself the stronger.
The Sun said that it was a good plan. He

- said that the Wind might try first.

(To be continued on page 16)

pro-pose/ raigg

s v e R R e
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So the North Wind began first.

~a gale,* tore up* trees,
dust.

But the traveller only wrapped his cloak

v

He blew
and raised clouds of

the more closely about him, and kept on his

way.

The Sun began to shme

He drove away

the clouds and warmed the air.

Higher and higher he climbed in the blue
sky, shining in all his glory.

«What a fine day we are having after the
plow!” said the traveller as he threw off his

cloak.

cloak, a loose outer garment
(35%m) either for men or women.
A man’s cloak usually means
one without sleeves (fill).

the one who succeeds will
prove himself the stronger,

he who succeeds will prove that
he is the stronger.

gale, a strong wind.

tore, the past (#%) of* the
verb “to tear.” (1) tear; (2)
tore ; (3) torn.

LESSON 6.

PRESENCE OF MIND.*

A little girl once said ’éo>her mother, “ What
is presence of mind, mother? At school to-day

- our teacher was speaking about the way Mrs.

Grant’s little boy had been burned;* and she
said, if the mother had had presence of mind,

it would not have taken place. What did she
> mean?”’ '

“I suppose she meant,” replied her mother,

~ “that, if Mrs. Grant, instead of running and

crying for help, had snatched* a blanket from
the bed, or taken the hearth-rug, and rolled

the child in it, the flames would have been _
soon put out.”

“Is that presence of mind, mother, knowing
what to do in sudden danger?”

“Yes, my child, presence of mind means
- coolness—it means to be calm and quiet in

the midst of alarm, so as to be able to think
what it is best to do, and to do it at once.

prés’éngk  Grant  sniteh  hairth/-riig  c6ol/nlsy

TR e e g PR R e




T——

S e

[ e g

v

“Here is a story which I heard lately. Sir
James Thornhill was a great painter, and he
had been employed to paint pictures inside the
roof of one of our great churches. He had a
large scaffold* made for him, such as you may
see masons use in building houses.

“ When his work was nearly done, he was
greatly pleased with it; and as the painting
was to be seen better from a distance, he
walked backwards one day from his picture to
see how it would look when he stood farther
from it.

« At each step he took, it grew more and
more lovely; and he quite forgot where he
was. Just as he had reached the very edge
of the scaffold, and one step more would have
sent him over, crashing down on to the pave-
ment below, one of the men who helped him
looked round, and saw the dreadful danger he
was in. What do you think he did?”

“] suppose he screamed to Sir James to
take care.” “No; but I am afraid that is

James Thérn’hill  ém-ploy’ scaf'fold ma/shn

crish pave’mént dréad’ful scréam

£ \,. "

i

what most people would have
done. He, fortunately, had true
presence of mind. Seizing a
brush full of paint, he dashed
it across the painting, spoiling
in a moment what it had taken
Sir James weeks to do.”

! ] “Oh, mother, how cruel!

for'tii-nate-1y trug spoil
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But no! I see, I see! This would make Sir
James run forward at once.”

« Just so; he sprang forward, full of surprise
and anger. But, when his friend showed him
where he had been standing, he returned thanks
to God,* as well as to the friend who had
been the means of saving his life.”

From Meiklejohm’s Readers. -

presence of mind, coolness | 0. a building to support the
‘: workmen ; ashiba.

burned (or burnt), hurt by he returned thanks to God,

fire. A burnt child fears fire. as well as to the friend who

in time of sudden danger.

had snatched, had seized BN , he returned thanks not
quickly. | only to the friend who...... , but
aoafiold (or scaffolding), a | also to God. He did not forget

platform built agaiust the side | to thank God for his deliverance.

v 21

LESSON 7.

PETER THE GREAT
AND THE DESERTER.—I.

Scene 1.

Peter (Disguised as a carpenter.) Well, before
I leave this place, I may let you into my secret.

Stanmitz. And do you think of leaving us?

Pet. 1 have now been absent from my
native country a twelvemonth. I have acquired
some knowledge of shipbuilding,—the object
for which I came here,—and it is time I
should return home.

o-20rt/a Ja - Ny~ - - &
dé-zért/ér dis-ghige/ Stan’mitz ab/sént

twélvg'month  dc-quird’ knowlédge  ship’build-ing
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' Sta. Our master, Van Block, will be sorry
to lose you, because you are the most in-
dustrious fellow in the yard; and I shall be
sorry, because—because, Peter, I like you.

Pet. And I don’t dislike you.

Sta. Peter, I think I may venture to tell
you a secret.

Pet. Why, surely you have done nothing to
be ashamed of?

Sta. No, not ashamed, but I'm considerably
afraid. Know, then, that I was born at
Moscow. i o

Pet. Well, there is no crime in. being born
at Moscow; besides, that was no fault of
yours.

Sta. That’s not it. Listen! It happened,
one day, that a party of soldiers halted near
my mother’s hut; the commanding officer
presently cast an eye at me, and was so much
pleased with my appearance, that he requested
I'd make one of his company. I was about to

Vin  Blogk  In-dis’tri-gus dis-likd’ Mas'cow

bé-sideg’ prégént-ly  cast  dp-penr'anck  ré-quést/

com’pa-ny

v 23
decline; but he told me that the Czar Peter
(your namesake, you know), having particular
occasion for my services, would take it as an
offence if I refused the invitation; so he put

a musket on my shoulder at once, and marched -

me off.

Pet. Ay, you were enlisted.

Sta. Enlisted! Well, I can’t say but I
was. Now, I was always an independent sort
of fellow, fond of my own way, and couldn’t
stand being ordered about against my incli-
nation. _

Pet. (Aside.) So, so! This fellow is a
deserter! :

Sta. 1 put up with it a long while, though;
till, one cold morning in December, just at
three o’clock, I was roused from my comfort-
able, warm "sleep, to turn out and mount
guard in the snow. It was too bad, wasn’t it?

Pet. 1 don’t doubt you would rather have

~ been warm in bed.
|

7
dé-cling’  Qzir nam&'sake pir-tici-lar  Se-ka’sion
sbrv/igy  of-féngd’  in-vi-ta’tion migkét  én-list!

in-cli-na’tion rouse ¢ m/fort-a-ble rath/ér

Ty T g T S s TR R e e
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Sta.  Well, as I couldn’t keep myself warm,
I laid down my musket and began to walk;

then I/began to run, and—will you believe it?

—I didn’t stop running till I found myself
five leagues away from the outposts!

Pet. So, then, you are a deserter!

Sta. A deserter! You call that being a
deserter, do you? Well, putting this and that
together, I shouldn’t wonder if I were a
deserter.

Pet. Do you know, my dear fellow, that if
“you are discovered you will be shot?

Sta. T’'ve some such idea. Indeed, it occurred
to me at the time; so, thinking it hardly worth
while to be shot for being so short a distance
as only five leagues away from my post, I
. made the best of my way to Saardam; and
here I am.

Pet. This is an awkward affair, indeed,
and if the burgomaster were informed of it—
however, be assured your secret is. safe in my
keeping. '

Saar’dam

in-form’

out/pdst de-gur!

af-fanr’

leagiie
awk/ward

i-dé’a

bur’/gé-mas-tér

[
|
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Sta. 1 don’t doubt you, for I suspect you're

in a similar serape yourself.

Pet. 1? — Ridiculous!
something very mysterious
But, I say—you will |

Sat. There’s
about you, at any rate.
keep my -secret?

Pet. Oh! trust me for that.

Sta. Because, if it should get to the ears
of any of the agents of the Czar, I should be
in rather a bad fix, you know. :

Pet. The Czar shall know no more about it
than he does now, if I can help it; so don’t
be afraid. He himself, they say, is rather
fond of walking away from his post.

Sta. Ha, ha! Is he? Then he has no busi-
‘ness to complain of me for running aWay,—eh?

Pet. You must loock out for him, though.
They say he has a way of finding out every-
thing. Don’t be too sure of your secret.

Sta. Come, now; he’s in Russia, and I'm
in Holland; and I don’t see where’s the danger,
unless you mean to blab.

ri_—dic’ﬁ—ltyﬁs mys-te’ri-gis rité a’gént busi‘néss (biz-)
eh@  blib
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Pet. Fellow-workman, do you take me for
a traitor? ;

Sta. Not so, Peter; but, if I am ever taken
up here as a deserter, you will have been the
only one to whom I have told my secret.

Pet. A fig for the Czar!

Sta. Don’t say that—he’s a good fellow, is
Peter the Czar; and you’ll have to fight me if
you say a word against him.

Pet. Oh! if that’s the case, I'll say no
more.

LESSON 8.

PETER THE GREAT
AND THE DESERTER.—2.

Scene 2.

Stanmitz.  Well, mother, I mustn’t be skulking
about here in Moscow any longer. I must
leave you, and go back to Holland to my trade.
At the risk of my life I came here, and at
the risk of my life I must go back.

GalVor . workingn®  Dig i ockeh - ik Gl *
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Ah! Michael, Michael, if it
hadn’t been for your turning deserter, you
might have been a corporal by this time!

Sta. Look you, mother,—I was made a
soldier against my will, and the more I saw
of a soldier’s life the more I hated it. As a
poor carpenter, I am at least free and in-
dependent; and, if you will come with me to
Holland, you shall take care of my wages and
keep house for me.

Mrs. §. I should be a drag upon you,

Mrs. Stanmitz,

Michael. You will be wanting to get married,

by and by; moreover, it will be hard for me
to leave the old home at my time of life.

Sta. Some one is knocking at the door.

Wait, mother, till I have concealed myself.

(Emter Peter the Great, disguised.)

Pet. 'What, ho! comrade! No skulking! Come
out from behind that screen! Didn’t I see you
through the window, as I passed?

Sta. Is it possible? Peter! My old fellow-
workman! Give us your hand. How came

Mi’chael (-kél)

morg-o'ver

mar’rigd

com/rade sere&n

cOr/po-ral drag
con-geal’

3 s £ N Y s o dbts aline
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you to be here in Moscow? There is no
shipbuilding going on so far inland.

Pet. No; but there is at St. Petersburg, the
new city that the Czar is building up.

Sa. They say the Czar is in Moscow just
now. :
Pet. Yes, he passed through your street
this morning.

Sta. So I heard. But I didn’t see him. I
say, Peter, how did you find me out?

P:t. Why, happening to see your mother’s
sign over the door, it occurred to me, after I
‘returned to the palace,—

Sta. The palace?

Pet. Yes, I always call the place where I
put up a palace. It is a way I have.

Sta. You always were a funny féllow, Peter!

P:t. As I was saying, it occurred to me
that Mrs. Stanmitz might be the mother or
aunt of my old messmate; and so I put on
this disguise—

~Sta. Ha, ha! Sure enough, it is a disguise

in’land St. =Saint
mésy mate

Pe'térs-burg palace

v : 26

—the disguise of a gentleman. Peter, where
did you get such fine clothes?
Pet. Don’t interrupt me, sir!

Sta. Don’t joke in that way. again, Peter! -

Do you know you half frightened me by the
stern tone in which you said: *“ Don’t interrupt
me, sir!”? But I see how it is, Peter, and I
thank you. You thought you could learn
something of your old friend, and so stopped to
inquire, and saw me through the window.

Pet. Ah! Stanmitz, many’s the big log we

have chopped at together, through the long

summer day, in Van Block’s shipyard.
Sta. That we have, Peter! Why not go

~ back with me to Saardam?

Pet. 1 can get better wages at St. Peters-

burg. ’
Sta. If it weren’t that I'm afraid of being

overhauled for taking that long walk away

from my post, I would go to St. Petersburg

with you.

Pet. How happened you to venture back
here?

in-tér-rupt’ chdp ship/yiird o-vér-hatl’
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Sta. Why, you must know that this old
mother of mine wanted to see me badly; and
then I had left behind here a sweetheart. Don’t
~ laugh, Peter. She has waited all this while
for me; and the misery of it is that I am
too poor to take her along with me yet. But
next year, if my luck continues, I mean to
return and marry her.

P:t. What if I should inform agalnst you?
I could make a pretty little sum by exposing
a deserter. ‘

Sta. Don’t joke on that subject! You'll
frighten the old woman. Peter, old boy, I'm
so glad to see you—Halloo! Soldiers at the
door! What does this mean? An officer!
Peter, excuse me, but I must leave you.

Pet. Stay! I give you my word it is not
you they want. They are friends of mine.

Sta. Q! if that’s the case, I'll stay. But
do you know one of those fellows looks wonder-
fully like my old commanding officer?

(Enter Officer.)

sweet/hgiirt  mi/ér-y  con-tin'teé  Ex-pd, & halle

won/dér-ful-1y

LESSON 9.

PETER THE GREAT
'AND THE DESERTER.—/3.
Scene 2.—Continued.

Officer. A dispatch from St. Petersburg, your

- Majesty, claiming your instant attention.

Mrs.S. Majesty!
Sta. Majesty! I say, Peter, what does he

~ mean by Majesty?

0ff. Knave! Know you not that this is the
Czar?

Sta. What?—Eh"—This?—-Nonsense! This

~is my old friend Peter.

0ff. Down on your knees, rascal to Peter
the Great, Czar of Russia!

Mrs. §. Oh! Your Majesty, your MaJesty'

- don’t hang the poor boy! He knew no better!

He knew no better! He is my only son! Let

- him be whipped, but don’t hang him!

Sta. Nonsense, mother! This is only one of
Peter’s jokes. Ha, ha, ha! You keep it up

dis-pitch’ mij/és-ty claim knave ris'eal non’sénsi
whip  ha '
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well, though. And those are dispatches you are
reading, Peter!

~0ff. Rascal! How dare you interrupt his
Majesty?

Sta. Twice you've called me rascal. Don’t
you think that’s being rather familiar? Peter,
have you any objection to my pitching your
friend out of the window?

off. Ha! Now I look closer, I remember
you! Soldiers, arrest this fellow! He's a
deserter!

Sta. It’s all up with me! And there stands
Peter, as calm as if nothing had happened.

Mrs. S. T'm all in a maze! Good Mr.
Officer, spare the poor boy!

0ff, He must go before a court-martial.
He must be shot.

Mrs. S. Oh! woe is me! woe is me! That
ever my poor boy should be shot!

Pet. Officer, I have occasion for the services
of your prisoner. Release him.

0ff. Your Majesty’s will is absolute.

fa-miliar (-'y&") dr-yést’ mazy  cotrt/-mir-tial (-shal)

wog  prig’on-ér ob-jéc/tion  ré-leas’ ab’/so-lutg
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Sta. (Aside.) Majesty again? What does it
all mean? A light breaks in upon me. There
were rumours in Holland, when 1 left, that
the Czar had been working in one of the
shipyards. Can my Peter be the Emperor?

Pet, Stanmitz, you have my secret now.

§ta. And you are—

Pet. The Emperor! Rise, old woman;—
your son, Baron Stanmitz, is safe!

Mrs. §. Baron Stanmitz!

Pet. 1 want him to superintend my shipyard
at St. Petersburg. No words. Prepare, both
of you, to leave for the new city to-morrow.
Baron Stanmitz, make that sweetheart of yours
a Baroness this very evening, and bring her
with you. No words. I have business claiming
my care, or I would stop and see the wedding.
Here is a purse of ducats. One of my secreta-
ries will call with orders in the morning.
Farewell.

Stz. O Peter! Peter!—I mean your Majesty!
your Majesty!—I'm in such a bewilderment!

ro/motr  Bir'on  st-pér-in-ténd’ Biar'o-ndss wad/ding

purse dic/dt séc/ré-ta-ry fare-well! bé-wil’dér-mént

!
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Mrs. S. Down on your knees, Michael!l—I
mean Baron Stanmitz! Down on your knees!

Sta. What! to my old friend, Peter—him
that I used to wrestle with? Excuse me, your
Majesty—I mean, friend Peter—Czar Peter—I
can’t begin to realize it! ’Tis all so like things
we dream of. ;

Pet. Ha, ha! Good-bye, messmate! We
shall meet again in the morning. Commend
me to your sweetheart. (Exit.)

Sta. Mr. Officer, that court-martial you
spoke of isn’t likely to come off.

0ff. Baron, I am your very humble servant.
I hope, Baron, you will speak a good word for
me to his Majesty, when opportunity offers. I
humbly take rhy leave of your Excellency.

From Sargent’s Readers.

Wrés'tle re/al-ize com-ménd’ éx'it hiim-big

Sp-poT-ta/ni-ty hiim’bly &x/gel-Jen-gy
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LESSON 10,

EYES AND NO EYEs.

When Bob came back from the village, he
found his uncle walking up and down in the
garden.

“I have posted* your letter, uncle,” said he.

“Thank you, Bob,” replied Mr. Smith:: Then
he looked hard at the boy for a few seconds,
and said,— ‘

“You went across the fields to the village,
and you ran part of the way, did you not?”

“Yes, uncle,” said Bob; “did you see me?”

“No, my boy, but I can see now where
you have been. I notice, too, that you had a
game of marbles* before you returned, and
that you passed the baker’s boy on yeur way
home.”

“Some one has been telling you, uncle,” said
Bob.

“No. I have not seen or spoken to any
one while you have been away.”

miir’bles
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Bob opened his eyes very wide. Then
how do you know what I did?”

Mr. Smith smiled. “I see too,” said he,
“that you called at Fry’s farm, and that you
had a ride on the old gray pony. You rode
her barebacked.*” ]

“Yes, uncle; but how have you found out
all these things? = Please teach me the trick.”

“ There is no trick,” said his uncle. “It is
very simple. I‘use my eyes; that is all.”

Bob was very much surprised. “Tell me
how you do it,” he begged.

“Took at your boots,” said his uncle.
“That yellow mud on them tells me that you
crossed the fields, and the splashes high up on
your stockings show me that you ran part of
the way.” |

“Yes,' said Bob, “that is all right; but
how do you know that I played marbles?”

« ook at the back of your hand, my boy.
The dirt on it, and the dust on your right
knee, tell me that very plainly.” '

“Yes,” said Bob, “so they do. I suppose

o'ny bard/bigked (t) stogl/ings Ylain/ly
Po-1 LR\ & I :
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this flour on my sleeve tells you that I brushed
against the baker’s boy?”
: “Quite right, Bob. You are getting on.*”

“I don’t quite see,” said Bob, ‘“how you
know that I called at Fry’s farm, and rode on
the old gray pony.”

“You have a bit of red hawthorn* in your
buttonhole,” said his uncle, “ and the only red
hawthorn tree in the neighbourhood is in Mr.
Fry’s garden. That is how I know that you
have been to Fry's farm.

“I see quite a large number of gray horse-
hairs on your knickerbockers.* They tell me that
you rode the old gray pony without a saddle.

“You see, my boy, there is nothing wonder-
ful in what I have told you, after all. We all
have eyes, but very few of us know how to
use them well.

“Look about you, wherever you go, and
think of what you see. You will find that
you can learn much for yourself in this way.”

briish haw/thorn but’ton-hole neigh/botir-hdod

horse’hair  knigk/ér-bogk-"r3 sid’dle  whér-&v/ér
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posted, put in the post-office | tree, much planted both for
or in a letter-box. hedges (#4i) and for ornament
marbles, little balls made of | (3ff), bearing whitg i_iowgrs. It
marble (k#7), glass, baked clay | is called kanzashi” in Japanese.
(#+), etc., used in play by boys. knickerbockers, wide knee-
barebacked, without a saddle | breeches (473 ) gathered be-
(#) on her back. low the knee, worn by boys,
getting on, making progress. | sportsmen GHHH%R), tourists (AT
hawthorn, a shrub or small | %), and cyclists (AWMERY).

LESSON 1i.

" THE FORGOTTEN STICK.

A rather foolish young man sat down one
morning and penned to a friend the following

note :(—

Dear Brown,

When leaving your house yesterday I
came away wzthout my stick. Kindly hand
to bearer* and oblige,* .

Yours sincerely,
E. H. Jones.

for-got'ten

39

Just as he was about to close up the envel-
ope, he happened to observe* his stick in a
eorner of the room. Opening the note again,
he added as a postseript*:—

P.S. Please do not trouble about the mat-
ter further; I have yust found my stick.

EUH

Unconscious* of the absurdity, he then sealed
up the note and handed it to the messenger.*
From De Havilland’s Short Stories.

kindly hand it to bearer,
please hand it to the bearer of
this letter. “To bear ” means
“to carry.” (1) bear; (2) bore ;
(3) borne.

oblige is a transitive verb.
(@5 having for its ohject
(H#)- the noun “E. H. Jones,”

observe, see; find.

postseript, something added
to a letter after the writer has
written his or her name. P. 8.
is short for postseript.

unconscious of the absurd-
ity, not knowing the foolishness

“of what he was doing.

measenger, bearer carner.

Ob-garvi/
ib-siird/i-ty

post’seript

mé'sén-gr

tin-con"scious (-shiis)
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LESSON 12,

oy et o oA

a WE ARE SEVEN.

I met a little cottage girl:

She was eight years old, she said;
g Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered round her head.

o S g e ot e

J e

cot/tage curl clus’tér
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She had a rustie, woodland air,
And she was wildly clad:

Her eyes were fair and very fair;
Her beauty made me glad.

“Sisters and brothers, little maid,
How many may you be?”

“How many? Seven in all,” she said,
And wondering looked at me.

“ And where are they? I pray you tell.”
She answered, ‘“ Seven are we;

And two of us at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea.

“Two of us in the chtirchyard lie,
My sister and my brother;

And, in the churchyard cottage, I
Dwell near them with my mother.”

“You say that two at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea, :

Yet ye are seven!—I pray you tell,
Sweet maid, how this may be.”

Priy.

ris'tic  wood/land  wild’ly  clid Con’wity

dwell

church’yird
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Then did the maid reply,
“Seven boys and girls are we;

Two of us in the churchyard lie,
Beneath the churchyard tree.”

“You run about, my littie maid,
Your limbs they are alive;

If two are in the churchyard laid,
Then ye aie only five.”

“ Their graves are green, they may be seen,”
The little maid replied,

“Twelve steps or more from mother’s door,
And they are side by side.

“ My stockings there I often knit,
My kerchief there I hem;

And there upon the ground I sit
And sing a song to them.

“ And often after sunset, sir,
When it is light and fair,

I take my little porringer
And eat my supper there.

limh ° asdive/ y& kuit kér’chiaf

sun/sét por’tin-gér

“The first that died was sister Jane;
In bed she moaning lay,

Till God released her from her pain;
And then she went away.

“So in the churchyard she was laid;
And, when the grass was dry,

Together round her grave we played,
My brother John and I.

‘““And when the ground was white with snow,
And I could run and slide,

My brother John was forced to go,
And he lies by her side.”

“How many are you, then,” said I,
“If they two are in heaven?”

Quick was the little maid’s reply,
“0O master! we are seven.”

“But they are dead; those two are dead!
Their spirits are in heaven!”
'Twas throwing words away; for still
The little maid would have her will,
And said “ Nay, we are seven.”

Slid\q SI )il',it ll{\*
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LESSON 18,
ALl, THE Boy CAMEL-DRIVER.—1.

Hassan was a camel-driver who dwelt at
Gaza. It washisbusiness to go with caravans,*
backwards and forwards, across the desert to
Suez, to take care of the camels. He had a
wife and one young son, called Ali.

Hassan had been absent for many weeks,
when his wife received from him a message,
brought by another camel-driver who had
returned with a caravan from Suez.

It said: “Send the boy with the camel to
Suez with the next caravan. [ have some
merchandise to bring home, and I will stop at
Suvez till he comes.”

Ali’s mother was pained at the thought of
sending her young son away to such a distance
for the first time; but she said to herself that
Ali was now quite old enough to be helping

Ali cam/él-dri-vér Has'san Ga'za dwélt

car’a-vin més/sige Su-é2/ mér/chan-dige

IV

his father, and she at once set about doing

what was required for his journey.

Ali got out the trappings for the camel,
and looked to the water-bottles to see that they
did not leak. His mother did all that was

‘needed to make him quite ready to join the

next caravan that started.

Ali was delighted to think that he was to
go to his father, and that at last the day
was ecome when he too was to be a camel-
driver, and to take a journey with the dear
old camel which he was so fond of.*

He had long wanted to ride on its back
across the desert, and to lie down by its side
to rest at night. He had no fear.

The camel, of which Ali was so fond, had
been bought by his father with the savings of
many a year’s hard work, and formed the sole
riches of the family.

Hassan was looked upon as quite a rich
man by the other camel-drivers, and Alj,
besides having a great love for the animal,

jour’ney trap/ pings wa/tér-bot-tle leak

dé-light'ed sav/ings solg
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was proud of his father being a camel-owner.
Though it was a great creature by the side

of the young boy, it would obey the voice of

Ali, and come and go at his bidding, and lie

down and rise up just as he wished. Hassan
called .his camel by an Arabian word, which

meant “ Meek-eye.”

At last, there was a caravan about to start
for Suez which Ali could join. The party met
near the gate of the city, where there were
some wells, at which the water-bottles could be
filled. Ali’s mother attended, and bid her son
a loving farewell.

The caravan started. The camels which
were to lead the way, had around their necks
jingling bells, which the others ‘hearing,
followed without other guidance.

Ali looked about and saw his mother stand-
ing near the city gate. He took his cap off
and waved it above his head, and his mother
took off the linen cloth which she wore over
her head, and waved it. '

cim’él-own-8r ~ A-ra’bi-an  Meek/-¢y& bid’ding join

bid jin’gle gtiid’ance lin/én wave

v
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Tramp, tramp, tramp, went the camels,
their soft spongy feet making a noise as they
; trod the ground. The
camel-drivers laughed,
and talked to each other.
Ali was the only
boy in the caravan,
and no one seemed to
notice him. He had a

stout heart, and tried not to care.

spon/ gJ\J trod <trésd stout
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He could talk to Meek-eye, and this he did,
patting the creature’s back, and telling him
they would soon see his father.

The sun rose higher and higher, and the
day grew hotter and hotter. The morning
breeze died away, and the noon was close and
sultry.

The sand glowed like fire. There was
nothing to be seen but sand and sky. At mid-
day a halt was made at one of the places well
known to the drivers, where shade and water
could be had.

The water-bottles were not to be touched
that day, for at this place a little stream,
which gushed from a rock, supplied enough
for the men, while the camels needed no water
for many days.

After resting a short time, the kneeling
camels were made to rise, the riders first
placing themselves on their backs, and the
caravan then moved on.

At night the party encamped for rest,

bréeze sul’try glow mid/day giish

stup-pl§’ knegl én-cimp’

v e

the camels lying down, while fires were lighted
and food was prepared.*

Several days were thus passed, and Ali
found that he liked this kind of life as well
as he thought he should.

No Arabs* were met with, nor even seen;
but a danger of the desert, worse than a party
of Arabs, came upon them.

There arose one day at noon, one of those
fearful burning winds which do such mischief
to the traveller and his camel.

The loose sand was raised like a cloud. It
filled the nostrils * and blinded the eyes.

The only thing to be done, was for the
men to get off the backs of the camels, and
lie down with their faces to the earth.

After the storm had passed, they arose to
continue their journey. But the sand had been
so blown as to cover, the beaten track* and
thus all trace of the road was lost.

The camel-drivers who led the way stood
still, and said that they .did not know which
way to turn.

Ar’ab 4-roge’  mis’chief  nos'tril tragk  trage
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No distant rock or palm-tree was to be seen,
and no one could say which was the south,
towards which their faces ought to be turned.

They wandered on, now turning to the right,
and now to the left; and sometimes, when
they had gone some distance in one direction,
retracing their steps and trying another.

The caravan made a halt, and it was
now decided to journey towards the setting
sun, in hopes of finding once more the right
track.

Night came on, however, and they had not
found it, nor had they reached any place where
they could fill their water-bottles, which were
empty.

Once or twice, some one of the party fancied
that he saw in the distance the top of a palm-
tree; but no, it turned out* to be but a little
cloud upon the horizon.*

They had not yet found the old track; neither
had they supplied themselves with water to cool
their parched * lips.

2 gt i R
pilm/-tree wan’dér ré-trace’  dé-cide’  fin'gy

hé-ri’zon piirchéd (t)

Gaza, an old town, 48 miles
south-west of Jerusalem. It is
situated on a mound (F&) at the
end of the desert of Et-Tih, five
miles from the sea.

caravan, a company of mer-
chants, pilgrims (Ri@#%), de.
travelling together for safety
through the desert in Asia and
north Africa.

the camel, of which Ali
was so fond, the camel which
Ali liked so much.

trappings, an ornamental
harness (%58) for a horse or a
camel.

to see that they did not
leak, so that they did not leak ;
Wonwe ;.

the day was come, the day
had come,

the family, was the only prop-
erty that the family had in
their possession.

was proud of his father
being a camel-owner, was

proud that his father owned
(had) a camel.

no one seemed to notice
him, no one ever spoke to him
or did anything for him.

prepared, cooked.

Arabs are much feared by
the caravans, as they will come
upon’ them and take away all
they possess.

nostrils, the two openings in
the nose letting air into the
lungs (ff) and smells to the
nerves (Jlix).

beaten track, a beaten path;
a path frequently travelled over
(Frequently, often).

turned out, were found to be.
Ex. The greedy dog in the fable

‘ thought that he saw another dog
formed the sole riches of |

in the water, but it turned out
to be his own shadow.

horizon, the line at which
the earth and the sky appear
to meet,

parched, made hot and dry.
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LESSON 14,

ALl, THE Boy CAMEL-DRIVER.—2.

Poor Ali suffered like the rest* from terrible
thirst. He drank the last drop of water from
his water-bottle, and thought of the morrow*
with fear.

He was so tired when night came that he
was glad to lie down by the side of Meek-eye
and go to sleep. Ali slept, but before morning,
was awakened by the sound of voices.

suf’fér tér’¥i-ble moY réw a-wa’kén

He listened, and heard the chief driver tell
one of the merchants that, if they did not find
water very soon, the next day a camel must be

killed, in order to get the water contained in

its stomach.

This is often done in cases of great need in
the desert, the stomach of the camel being so
formed* as to hold a great quantity of water.

Ali was not surprised to hear such a thing
spoken of ; but what was his distress and alarm,
when he heard the merchant propose that it
should be ‘““the boy’s camel” that should be
killed!

The merchant said the other camels were of
too good a kind, and of too much value; while,
as to this young boy, what business had he to
have a camel of his own?* ,

It would be far better, they said, for him to
lose his camel than for him to die, like the
rest, of thirst. And so it was decided that
Meek-eye should be killed; unless water were
found the next morning.

Ali slept no more. His heart was full of

con-tain’ stom’ach val’ig thirst tn-1éss’
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grief; but his grief was mixed with courage
and resolution. He said to himself that Meek-
eye should not die.*

His father had trusted him to bring the
camel, and what would he say if he should
arrive at Suez without it? He would try to find
his way alone, and leave the caravan as soon
as possible.

That night when all was quiet, and the mer-
chant and camel-driver had gone to sleep, Ali
arose, and gently patting the neck of Meek-eye,
awoke him.

He placed his empty bag and water-bottles
on his back, and seating himself on him, made
signs for the creature to rise, and then suddenly
started off. .

Tramp, tramp, tramp, went Meek-eye over
the soft sand. The night was cool and re-
freshing, and Ali felt stronger and braver with
every framp. The stars were shining brightly,
and they were his only guides.

v 53

the sun had gone down. He must keep that
star to the right, and he would be sure to be
going towards the south. _

He journeyed on till day beg «n to dawn. The
sun came up on the edge of the desert, and
rose higher and higher. Ali felt faint,* weary,
and thirsty, and could scarcely hold himself
on to Meek-eye. When he thought of his father
and mother, he took courage again, and hore
up bravely.

The sun was now at its height. Ali fancied
he saw a palm-tree in the distance. It seemed
as if Meek-eye saw it also, for he raised his
head and quickened his step.

It was not long before Ali found himself at
one of those pleasant green islands which are
found throughout the desert, and are ecalled
oases.

He threw himself from the camel’s back, and
hunted out the pool of water that he knew he
should find in the midst of the reeds and long

‘f He knew the star which was always in the grass which grew there. !
b north, and the one which was in the west after He dipped in his water-bottle and drank,
T}i grief  mix  chlrigs r8g-6-l2/tion #Hr-¥ive’ ' ré-frésh’ dayn quigk/en 0/ a-stg pool reed ‘
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while Meek-2ye, lying ‘down, stretched out his
long neck, and greedily. sucked up great
draughts* of the cool water.

How sweet ' vas the sleep which crept over
them* as they lay down in the shade of the
great palm-tree, now that* they had quenched
their thirst!

Refreshed and rested, Ali was able to satisfy
his hunger on some ripe dates from the palm-
tree, while Meek-eye began to feed upon the
grass and leaves around.

Ali noticed, while eating his dates, that other
travellers had been there recently; as the grass
at the side of the pool was trampled down.
This greatly cheered him. He quickly fol-
lowed in their track, still going in a southerly
direction.

He kept the setting sun to his right, and
when it had gone down, he noticed the bright
star that had guided him before.

He travelled on, tired and faint with hunger,
for many a mile, till at last he saw, a long

sugk gregd-Vly  dratght (draft) quénch  sat/is-fy
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way off, the fires of a caravan which had halted
for the night. ;

Ali soon came up to them. He got down
from Meek-eye, and leading him by the bridle,
came towards a group of camel-drivers, who were
sitting in a circle.

He told them his story, and asked permission
to join the party, and begged a little rice, for
which he was ready to pay* with the piece of
money that his mother had given him when he

~ left home.

Ali was kindly received by them, and allowed
to partake of their supper. The men admired
the courage with which he had saved his favourite
camel. After supper Ali soon closed his weary
eyes, and slept soundly by the side of Meek-eye.

In the midst of a pleasant dream, Ali° was
suddenly aroused by the sound of tinkling Lells,
and on waking up he saw that another caravan
had arrived, which had come from the south.

The merchants sat down to wait until their
supper was brought’ to them, and a party of

bri’dle  eirlcle er-mis’sion ir-takd’  ad-mird/
5
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camel-drivers drew round the fire near which
Ali had been sleeping.  They raked up its ashes,
put on fresh fuel, and then prepared to boil
their rice.

What voice was that which roused Ali just
as he was falling asleep again? He listened,
he started to his feet, he looked about him, and
waited for a flash of flame from the fire to fall
on the faces of the camel-drivers who stood
around it.

It came flickering* up at first, and then all
at once blazing out, flashed upon the camel-
driver who stood stooping over it, and lighted
up -the face of Ali’s father!

The father had waited at Suez many days,
wondering: why Ali did not come; and then,
thinking there had been some mistake, de-
termined® to return home with the ecaravan
which was starting for Gaza.

We need hardly describle the joy of both
father and son* at thus meeting, nor the pleasure
with which the father listened to the history of

rake ash/és fu’él fligk/ér blazg stoop

dé-tér'mingé  dé-seribg’
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all the fears and dangers to which his young
son had been exposed. He was glad, too, that
their precious Meek-eye had been saved.

There was no one in the whole caravan so
happy as Hassan, when, the next morning, he
continued his journey to Gaza in‘company with
Meek-eye and his beloved son Ali.

From New Nutional Readers.

like the rest, like the others. | © faint, very weak; about to die.

the morrow, the next day. | draught (also spelt draft),

the stomach of the camel | the quantity drunk at one time.
being so formed as to......., crept over them, came upon
as the stomach of the camel is | them when they did not know it.
so formed as to...... |  now that, since.

what business had he to for which he was ready to
have a camel of his own? | pay, for which ke said he was
there was no need of his having | willing to pay.
a camel of his own, flickering, burning unsteadily.
he said to himself that determined, made up his
Meek-eye should not die, he | mind.

said to himself, “ Meek-eye shall |  father and son, Notice that

2 » . .
not \(he. “the” is omitted.
D ol
this precious (présh’iis) bé-lov’ed
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¥ only postponing the erash. Things look worse ¥
% \ LESSON 18. f to-day. Every man who has a shilling deposited |
:» THE Moi\[EY LA with us rushes to demand it. All confidence 8

: is gone; those I thought my friends are as mad ;5:, i
as the rest. If I could gain a little time—but ‘
no! (Listens.) Hear the gold jingling on the '
counter! It can’t last much longer at this rate. '

1 Ah! here comes one of them—I mustn’t appear w“'
disturbed.  What can I do for you, sir? h
Freeland. 1 have come to ask a blunt question, ’ i
li for I am a plain man, and 1 like to come Bk
: straight to the point. lr
Aubrey. Well, sir? A
: Freeland. 1 hear that you have a run on your !
j CHARACTERS.—Mr. Aubrey, a London banker.— bank; is that so?
¢ Mr. Freeland, o merchqnt. : ‘ Aubrey. 1 see the drift of your question. If l "
‘i SCENE.—A back-room in the banking-house. | vouy have any money in the bank, present your ﬂ »
i Mr. Aubrey enters, much agitated, account to the cashier, and he will pay you at g
i-, Avbrey. 1t is a perfect panic! There has once.
been nothing like it since 1826. The run on the Freeland. 1 haven’t a penny in your hands. i
’ bank was fearful yesterday, and I was glad Aubrey. Then may I ask what is your busi- 'i‘ E |
‘i when the hour of closing arrived. But it was | T1ess with me? ]
‘] pén'io Awbréy  bigker  Frayland l)ﬁQk’-rtTo—n? post-pong’  dé-pog’it  dé-mand’  con’fi-déncé  jin’gle L; 4
':‘ bank/ing-house  ig/i-taty  pér'féct fearful  bivk count/&r dis-turb’ blint dc-gount’ cish-ier’ 1
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Freeland. 1 wish to know if a small sum will
aid you at this crisis.

Aubrey. Why ask that question?

Freeland. Because if it would, I should be
glad to pay in a deposit.

Aubrey. Sir!

Freeland. You are no doubt surprised that,
when those who know you are hastening to
drain your vaults, a stranger should come to pay
money in.

Aubrey. 1 confess it is unusual.

Freeland. Let me explain myself. Do you
remember when, some twenty years ago, you
lived in Essex?

Aubrey. Perfectly.

Freeland. And perhaps you recollect the turn-
pike-gate you used to pass every day?

Aubrey. Certainly I do..

Freeland. My father kept that gate.

Aubrey. Ah, I remember him! :

Freeland. And do you remember one Christmas

sim aid eri/sis driin vatlt eon-fésy n-U/gii-al
= I
éx-plain’ Es'séx réc-ol-léet/

turn’pike-gate

pér/féct-ly

¢ér’tain-1y
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morning, when the gate-keeper was sick, and
a little boy opened the gate for you?

Aubrey. 1 have forgotten the circumstance.

Freeland. Very likely. But I have not. I
was that little boy. As you passed, I called
out, “ A merry Christmas, sir!” You replied,
“Thank you, my lad; the same to you, and
here is a trifle to make it so.” And you threw
me a seven-shilling piece.

Aubrey. (Smiling.) Well, I trust you had
a merry Christmas!

Freeland. It was the first money I ever had in
my life; and that, and the kind smile you gave me
with it, made me the happiest boy in the world
that day. Well, sir, to cut a long story short—
that seven-shilling piece brought me good luck;
it was the beginning of, well, sir, a tolerably
large fortune for a plain man like me. - I have
kept sight of you, though I dare say you never
gave me a second thought. I got into trade,
first in a small way, then in a large way,—and
sir, I consider that I owe all I have to you.

)

¢ir‘cim-stancé = tri’fle - Magk: tol’8r-a-bly - for/tiing

son-sid’ér owe
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Aubrey. You owe it rather to your own thrift
and industry. And I heartily congratulate you!
Freeland. . 'Thank you! But excuse me for
insisting—I owe all to you. Hearing yesterday
that there was a run on your bank, I hastily
scraped together what I could—a small sum

use to you. Here it is, sir.

(Puts a roll of bank-notes into Aubrey’s
hand.)

Aubrey. But, my dear sir!

Freeland, A small sum, a small sum, sir.
You’ll really oblige me by keeping it for me a
few days. Pardon me for taking so much of
your time. I’ll call again. Good-day, sir!

Aubrey. (Turns over the bank-notes.) Twenty
thousand pounds! Thank Heaven, the bank is

S e RS S T

e

saved!
From Dialogue Readers.
#
3
d thrift in’dus-try héirt/i-ly con-grit/ii-lat
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which is at your service, if it will be of any -

LESSON 16.

THE EMPEROR AND THE MAJOR.

The Emperor Alexander, while travelling in
Western Russia, came one day to a small town
of which he knew very little; so, when he
found that he must change horses, he thought
that he would look around and see what the
town was like.*

Alone, dressed in a plain military coat, with-
out any mark of his high rank, he wandered
through the place until he came to the end of
the road that he had been following. There he
paused, not knowing which way to turn*; for
two paths were before him—one to the right,
and one to the left.

Alexander saw a soldier standing at the
door of a house; and, going up to him, the
Emperor said, “ My friend, can you tell which
of these two roads I must take to ‘get to
Kalouga*?”  The soldier, who was in full

mijor  Al-Sy-in’dér  wést/Srn  mil’ i-ta-ry . pithg
Kii-low/gi ’
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military dress, was smoking a pipe with an air
of dignity almost ridiculous.. Astonished that
so plain-looking a traveller should dare speak
to him, the smoker answered shortly, “To the
right.”

“Pardon!” said the Emperor. ¢ Another
word,* if you please.”” “What?” was the
haughty reply. “Permit me to ask you a

question,” continued the Emperor. ¢ What is
dig/ni-{y ds-ton’ish plain’léok-ing smo’kér
hatgh/ty pér-mit’

v 67

your grade in the army?” “Guess,” and the
pipe blazed away furiously.* “ Lieutenant?”
said the amused Alexander. Up!” came
proudly from the smoker’s lips. « Captain? ”
“Higher.” - “Major?” “At last!” was the
lofty response. The Emperor bowed low in the
presence of such greatness.*

“Now, in my turn,” said the major, with
the grand air that he thought fit to use in
addressing a humble inferior, “ what are ybu,
if you please? ” “ Guess,” answered Alexander.
“Lieutenant?” “Up!” “Captain?” “Higher.”
“Major?” “Go on.” “Colonel?” « Again.”

The smoker took his pipe from his mouth:
“Your Excellency is, then, general?” The
grand air was fast disappearing. “ You are
coming near it.” The major put his hand to
his eap: “Then your Highness 1z field-
marshal? ”

By this time the grand air had taken flight, *
and the officer, so pompous a moment before,

grade ligii-tén’ant (lef-) proud’ly ré-sponsd’
gréat’'néss  In-fefri-or . dis-a p-pear’  colonel (kér'nél)

High/néss tield’-mér’shal flight pomp’ats
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looked as if the steady gaze and the quiet voice
of the traveller had reduced him to the last
stage of fear.”

“ Once more, my good major,” said Alexander.
“ His Imperial Majesty!” exclaimed the man,
in surprise and terror, letting his pipe drop
from his trembling fingers. “ His very self,*”’
answered the Emperor; and he smiled at the
wonderful change in the major’s face and
manner.

“ Ah, sire,* pardon me!” cried the officer,
falling on his knees; “pardon me!” “And
what is there to pardon?” said Alexander,
with real, simple dignity. My friend, you have
done me no harm. 1 asked you which road I
should take, and you told me. Thanks!”

But the Major never forgot the lesson. If,
in later years, he was tempted to be rude or
haughty to his so-called inferiors, there rose
at once in his mind a picture of a well-
remembered scene, in which his pride of power
had brought such shame upon him. Two

gazy ro-dage’  stage Tm-pe'ri-al = éx-claim’  sirk

s0/-callad wéll-ré-mém’bérad
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soldiers in a quiet country town made but an
everyday picture,* after all; but what a differ-
ence there had been between the pompous
manner of the petty officer and the natural
dignity of the Emperor of all the Russias*!

Anonymous,

Pride goes before, and shame follows after.
The nobler the blood, the less the pride.

he thought that he would | man.
look around and see what had taken flight, had dis-
the town was like, he said | appeared. ;
to himself, “I will look around had reduced him to the
and see what the town is like.” | last stage of fear, had made
not knowing which way | him as fearful ‘as o’ne can be.

to turn, as he did not know his very self, the emperor

|
!
which way to turn. | himself.
. : 1 g
Kalouga, a Russian town, sire, a word used in address-

about a hundred miles south- | ing a king or an emperor ; [T
west of -Moscow 1 : o :

S SCOW. made but an everyday
‘ C1110 er word, one more | picture, was not a thing of rare
word.

5 oceurrence,

an i i
s the pipe blazed away | all the Russias—The country
uriously, and he smoked aw ay | of Russia consists of .

furiously. g

smaller Russias, such as Black
such greatness, such a great | Russia, White Russia, ete.

di’fér-énee pet’ty
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LESSON. 17: s

FORTUNE®* AND THE BEGGAR.

One day a ragged beggar was creeping
along from house to house. He carried an old
wallet in his hand, and was asking at every
door for a few cents to buy something to eat.
As he was grumbling at his lot, he kept
wondering why it was that folks who had so
much money were never satisfied, but were
always wanting more.

“ Here,” said he, “is the master of this
house—I know him well. He was always a
good business man, and he made himself
wondrously rich a long time ago. Had he been
wise, he would have stopped then.
have turned over* his business to some one
else, and then he could have spent the rest of
his life in ease. But what did he do instead?

He began building ships and sending them to

sea to trade with foreign lands. He thought
he should get mountains of gold.
wal/lét grum’ble won’drotis-1y east

He would

“ But there were great storms on the water;
his ships were wrecked, and his riches were
swallowed up by the waves. Now his hopes
all lie at the bottom of the sea, and his great
wealth has vanished* like the dreams of a
night.

“There are many such cases. Men seem to
be never satisfied unless they can gain the
whole world.

“As for me, if I had only enough to eat
and to wear, I would not want anything more.”

Just at the moment Fortune came down the

wrégk swal/low wealth van'ish
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street. She saw the beggar and stopped. She
said to him: ‘Listen! I have long wished to
help you. Hold your wallet and I will pour
this gold into it. But I will pour only on this
condition: All that falls into the wallet shall
be pure gold; but every piece that falls upon
the ground shall become dust. Do you under-
stand?”’

“Oh, yes, I understand,” said the beggar.

“Then have a care,”* said the Fortune.

“Your wallet is old; so do not load it too
heavily.”

The beggar was go glad that he could hardly
wait. He quickly opened his wallet, and a
stream of yellow dollars was poured into it.

- The wallet soon began to grow heavy.

“Is that enough? ” asked Fortune.

“Not yet.”

“Isn’t it cracking?”

“Never fear.”

The beggar’s hands began to tremble. Ah,
if the golden stream would only pour for-
ever!*

pour con-di’tion pure critk for-év’ér

™ : 3

“You are the richest man in the world
now!”

“ Just a little more,” said the beggar; “add
just a handful or two.”

“ There, it’s full. The wallet will burst.”

“ But it will hold a little more, just a little
more!”

Another piece was added, and the wallet
split. The treasure fell upon the ground and
was turned to dust. Fortune had vanished.
The beggar had now nothing but his empty
wallet, and it was torn from top to bottom.
He was as poor as ever.”

From The Russian of Ivan Kilioff.

Fortune, goddess (&ji#) sup- | have a care, be careful.
posed to have the power of Kh, how happy he would be
giving good or evil. “Daikoku” | if the golden stream would
(%) and “ Ebisu” (%) are gods | only pour forever.
of fortune. | as poor as ever, as poor as

turned over, handed over. before ; not a bit richer.

vanished, disappeared.

hand’ful  torn
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LESSON 18.

THE FLooOD.—I.

In very early times people lived much longer
than they live now. Whether it was because
the air was milder, or the water purer, or their
food more simple, I do not know; but it is said
that men often lived to be seven hundred, -eight
hundred, and even nine hundred years old.. A
person was only in his prime at five hundred,

-and. the golden days of childhood and youth

must have lasted for at least a century.

You would think that people were very
happy in those days, but they were not. They
were quarrelling and ﬁghting among themselves
almost all the time. Those who were powerful
and strong oppressed those who were feeble
and weak.  The rich robbed the poor. Strange
cruel men, called giants, roamed here and there,
filling the world with terror. There was no

peace or safety anywhere, but only distress

primé child’hood yotith cen’tii-ry

quar’yél
Op-priss’ fee'ble g1'ant ro8m

and fear and dreadful wickedness, - It seemed as
if it would have been better had the- earth
never been made.

In the midst of all this wickedness there
was only one man who was good and true.
The name of this man was Noah, ‘which, in
the language of that ancient time;, meant
Comfort. Why he was called by that name I
do not know; but perhaps it was because his
ways were so cheery and pleasant, and his
heart so kind and pure. He often told his
neighbours how wrong it was to do as they were
doing, and he warned them that if they did
not change their ways some great disaster
would surely befall them. But they only
laughed at him, and then kept on in their
wickedness as before.

At last, when Noah was five hundred years
old, he began to do a thing at which everybody
wondered. He and his three sons set to work
felling trees in the woods; and when they had
cut a great deal of timber, they hauled it into

dréad/ful witk’éd-néss © Néolah lin’guage (-'gwig)

an'cient (-shént) chedr’y
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one place, and began to shape the logs into
posts and beams and rafters and planks. The
neighbours came and looked on while the men
worked, and then, they jeered at them.

“ What are you doing?” they asked.

“ We are building a boat,” said the good
man quietly.

“Ha, ha!” laughed his neighbours. “ Who
ever did so foolish a thing as to build a boat
on a hilltop a hundred miles from the sea’

~ You have lost your senses.”

“] have not lost my senses,” was the
answer. ‘‘The great God whom I worship is

angry with you because of your wickedness, :

and he is going to send a flood of water upon
you to destroy you from the earth. It was he
that bade me build this boat, or ark, so that I
and my family may be saved alive; and you
too may be saved if you will only turn about
and live as you ought, and help me in this
work.” :

But they laughed and jeered all the more,

hatl beam raft’ér jeér hilltop sénse wor’ship

bade irk

AR A L o e

g ot

AL L

e it T ki .




B G o e S

P v

and instead of helping they tried to hinder
him. j &
It took the good man and his sons a long
time to finish the boat,—a hundred years, or
nearly so. It was a huge vessel, five hundred
feet long and eighty feet broad. It was three
stories high, with one door, and one window in
the side, and the whole was covered with a
roof. When at last it was all ready, and made
water-tight without and within, they began to
store it with food. They put into it not only
provisions for themselves, but a great supply
of hay and grain, and roots and fruit, and
ecatables of every sort. Then they went out
into the woods and fields, and brought together
all the wild and tame animals that could be
found,—beasts and fowls and creeping things,
two of every kind that lived on the earth. It
was a strange sight to see these creatures
marching up the hill, and going quietly into
the great hoat, ‘as if they knew that it was the
only safe place for them. The lions did not

hin'deér ~ vessel - wa'tBr-tight  storg  pro-vi'gion

cat/a-ble  fowl
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quarrel with the tigers, and the sheep were not
afraid of the wolves; but each one took. the
place that had been set apart for it in the ark,
and all were as peaceable and kind as though
they were members of the same happy family.
When the last of these creatures had been
safely housed, Noah and his three sons and
their wives, eight persons in all, went up into
the ark, and the door was shut behind them.

LESSON 19,

THE FLoobp.—2.

Then the rain began to fall in torrents, and
the fountains of the great deep were broken
up. For forty days and forty nights this went
on without stopping, and the sea was filled to
overflowing, and the water covered the land
until even the tops of the mountains were
?idden by it. All the people of the land were

ti'gér a-pirt/
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drowned, and all the cattle and wild beasts and
creeping things in field or wood were destroyed.
But the great ark floated on the waters, and
the eight good people and the living creatures
that were housed within it were kept alive and
safe.

For five long months the land was covered
by the flood; and those who looked out of the
window of the ark could see nothing but water,
water everywhere. At last, however, there
came a great wind which seemed to drive the
waters away; and one day the ark settled on
the top of a high mountain which men ecall
Mount Ararat to this day. But still the waters
sank very slowly, and the people in the ark
dared not open the door, for there was no place
for them to set their feet outside.

After forty days, Noah opened the window
and let a raven fly out; for he wanted to see
if the bird could live outside of the ark. The
raven flew back and forth from - one bare
mountain crag to another, but it never came

Bvldr-¥v A Ta il W14 ta
drown év’ér-y-wheérg Mount Ar‘a-rit rd’vin

barg crig
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back. By and by Noah sent out a dove in the
same way; but the dove could find nothing to
eat, nor any safe place in which to rest, and
so at last returned to the ark.

A week later, however, when the people
looked out of the window, there was no water
in sight. From the high place where the ark
was lying they could see nothing but bare
rocks and rugged peaks and mountain gorges.
They did not know that the lower slopes were
already green with grass, and that the trees
were budding and blossoming as in the time of
spring. But one morning they sent out the
dove again, and in the evening she came back
with an olive branch in her mouth.

“The waters have dried up, and the fields
are beginning to appear,” they said.

They stayed yet another week in the ark,
and then they sent out the dove for the third
time. But she did not return again; for now
all the fields were dry, and she could find
pleny of food and a place to build her nest.
But Noah was not yet ready to leave the ark.

dovg riig/géd peak gorge bud ol'ive
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« Wait a while,” he said, “until the voice
of God shall bid us go forth.”

And so, for two months more, they stayed
in the great vessel, and knew nothing of what
 was going on in the woods and plains below
them. But one day Noah and his sons lifted
off the roof of the ark and looked around; and,
at the same time, they seemed to hear a voice
bidding them go forth and choose homes for
themselves in the land which the great flood
had made desolate. Then they opened wide the
door of the ark, and all went out, and made
their way down the steep mountain side to the
green and pleasant plains below; and the beasts
and the fowls and the creeping things went
out also, two by two, and scattered hither and
thither over the land. They had been in the
ark just over one year.

- And when Noah and his family reached the

foot of the mountain, and saw the meadows |

dotted with flowers, and the trees already laden
with fruit, and the land lying smiling and fair

choogs  dés/d-late  scat-tér hith’ér  thith’ér  dot
&/den v
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before them, their hearts were filled with
thankfulness. ~ And they built an altar of
stones, and worshiped the great God who had
blessed them and kept them through so many
perils. And while they worshipped, they heard
a voice, saying,—

“I will not again curse the ground for
man’s sake. So long as the earth remains,
seedtime and harvest, and cold and heat, and
summer and winter, and day and night, shall
not cease.”

- Then, looking wup, they saw a rainbow
spanning the sky. \

“It is the bow of 'promise! ” they cried.

After this, the three sons of Noah went out
with their wives into the broad rich valleys
that lie on either side .of the great river
Euphrates; and there they built themselves
homes. And by and by many children were
born to them, and grandchildren and great-
grandchildren,—so many that the land was full

thank/ful-néss
hir'vést

grand’/chil-drén
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again of busy people, just as it had been
before the great flood.

LESSON 20.

THE NOBLEST DEED OF ALL.

A rich Persian, feeling himself growing
old,* and finding that the cares of business
were too great for him, resolved to divide his
goods among his three sons, keeping a very
small part to protect him from want in his old
age.

The sons were all well satisfied, and each
took his share with thanks, and promised that
it should be well and properly employed. When
this important business was thus finished, the
father addressed the sons* in the following
words: ‘

“ My sons, there is one thing -which I have
not included* in the share of any one of you.

Pér’sian (-’shan) ré-golve/ gocds pro-téct’

prop’ér-ly  im-port’ant  in-cludé’

v 83

It is this costly diamond which you see in my
hand. I will give it to that one of you who
shall earn it by the noblest deed.

“ Go, therefore, and travel for three months;
at the end of that time, we will meet here again,
and you shall tell me what you have done.”

The sons thereupon departed, and travelled
for three months, each in a different direction.
At the end of that time they returned; and
all came together to their father to give an
account of their journey. The eldest son spoke
first.

“ Father, on my journey a stranger entrusted
to me a great number of valuable jewels, with-
out taking any account of them. Indeed, I was

well aware* that he did not know how many

the package contained.*

“One or two of them would never have
been missed,* and I might easily have enriched
myself without fear of detection.* But I gave
back the package exactly as I had received it.
Was not this a noble deed? ”

cost’ly  dé-pirt’  dif’fér-ént  En-trist!  a-ware

én-rich’ dé-tée'tion

pigk/age
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“My son,” replied the father, “simple
honesty cannot be called noble. You did what
was right, and nothing more. If you had acted
otherwise,* you would have been dishonest, and
your deed would have shamed you. You have
done well, but not nobly.”

The second son now spoke. He said: “As

1 was riding along on my journey, I one day

saw a poor child playing by the shore of a
lake; and just as I rode by, it fell into the
water, and was in danger of being drowned.
«J1 at once dismounted from my horse, and
plunging into the water, brought it safe to
land. All the people of- the village where this
happened, will tell you that what I say is true.
Was it not a noble action?”
“ My son,” replied the old man, “you did
only what was your duty. You could hardly
have left the child to die without exerting

yourself to save it.* You too, have acted well, '

but not nobly.”
Then the third son came forward to tell his

tale. He said: “Father, I had an enemy, who I

oth’ér-wise plinge éx-ort/ di'ty
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for years had done me much harm and tried
to take my life.

“One evening during my journey, I was
passing along a dangerous road which ran
beside the summit of a cliff. As I rode along,
my horse started at sight of something in the
road. '

“T dismounted to see what it was, and
found my enemy lying fast asleep on the very
edge of the cliff. The least movement in his

~ sleep and he must have rolled over and been

dashed to pieces on the rocks below.*

“His life was in my hands. I drew him
away from the edge and then awoke him, and
told him to go on his way in peace.”

Then the old Persian cried out with great
joy, “Dear son, the diamond is yours, for it is
a noble and godlike thing to help' an enemy'
and return good for evil.”

From New National Readers,

BPPASPPIS

siim’mit cliff move/mént god’like




feeling himself growing old,
feeling that he was growing old.

addressed the sons, spoke to

the sons.
. included, put into.

1 was well aware, I well
knew.

One or two would never
have been missed, he would
never have missed one or two;
he would never have felt the
loss of one or two.

1v

without fear of detection,
without fear of being found out.

otherwise, in a different
manner..

‘without exerting yourself
to save it, without trying to
save it.

the least movement in his
sleep and he must have
rolled , if he had moved
an inch in his sleep, he must
have rolled

LESSON 21.

THE DIAMOND RING.

A rich old man, as we are told,

Gave to his sons his goods* and gold,
But kept in store one precious thing—
A Iarge and brilliant diamond ring.

The old man sent his sons away
To travel until a certain day,
When he who did the noblest thing-

Not a long time had passed away
When home they all came back one day,
And to their father, one by one,
Described the deeds that they had done.

“Listen!” (the eldest thus began),—

“There came to me one day a man

Who trusted all his wealth to me,
Without the least security.

“1 might have kept it all—but no!

I would not serve* the stranger so.*

I gave him back the sum he lent,

With interest added, cent for cent.*”’—
“’Twas well,” the father said; “but you
Have 6n1y. done what all should do.”

The second -said, *“ Where torrents roared
I saw a child fall overboard.*

I plunged beneath the threatening wave,
The life of innocence* to save.”

Should have the precious diamond ring.

"Twag=Tt was
in"ni-¢éncl

s6-cl/ri-ty sBrves

¥ vér-baard
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thréat’en
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The father said, “’Twas bravely done—
Nobly you risked your life, my son;

But though it was a gallant thing,

Far higher worth should claim the ring.*”

The youngest came:—* Once, tending sheep,
My enemy was lulled to sleep

Close to a precipice; but I

Left him not there to start and die.

I woke him, though my fiercest foe*,

And saved him from the impending woe.*”

The father cried with pride* and joy,
“Take it! the ring is thine,* my boy!
‘He who can banish from his heart
Revenge, and act the Christian part,*
Has fairly won the golden meed*

I promised for the noblest deed.”

& IV

goods, personal  property

(Bifidh .

serve, work for.

I would not serve the
stranger so, I would not do
such a thing to the stranger.

cent for cent, to a cent; not

a cent less than what I had to

pay.

overboard, out of a ship.

life of innocence, the life of
the child. Children are innocent
(347 3) little things.

‘far higher worth should
claim the ring, the ring should

an

be claimed by one who has done
a thing much higher than that.

though my fiercest foe,
though he was my bitterest
enemy. .

the impending woe, the
heavy calamity (i) that was
ready to happen.

with pride, proud of having
such a noble-minded son.

thine, yours. ot

act the Christian part, act
like a Christian, whose duty it
is to rcturn good for evil.

meed, reward ; ¥,

LESSON . 22.

THE POWER OF HABIT.

I remember once riding from Buffalo to the

Niagara Falls. I said to a gentleman, “ What
river is that, sir?” :
“That,” said he, “is the Niagara river.”
“Well, it is a beautiful 'streéin,” said I;

Anonymous.

gillant - lall préc/i-pict fob im-p‘é’-ﬁd-’Ing

thine  bin/ish  ré-véngd’  Chris'tian (-"chan) me' d Buffa-lo Ni-ig'a-ra Fallg
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“bright, and fair, and glassy. How far off are
the rapids?”

“Only a mile or two,” was the reply.

“Is it possible that only a mile from us, we
shall find the water in the turbulence which it
must show near the Falls ?”

“You will find it so, sir.” And so I found
it; and the first sight of Niagara I shall never
forget.

Now, launch your bark on that Niagara
river; it is bright, smooth, beautiful, and
glassy. There is a ripple at the bow; the silver
wake you leave behind, adds to your enjoyment.
Down the stream you glide, oars, sails, and
helm in proper trim, and you set out on your
pleasure excursion.

Suddenly, some one cries out from the bank,
“Young men, ahoy!”

““ What is it?”
“The rapids are below you!”
“Ha! ha! we have heard of the rapids; but

glasy’y  rap/id

tar’bii-lénge  litinch  biirk

waké én-joy/mént hélm prop’ér trim

rip/ple
éx-clr’sion
a=hoy’

w
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we are not such fools as to get there. If we
go too fast, then we shall up with the helm,
and steer to the shore; we will set the mast
in the socket, hoist the sail, and speed to the
land. Then on, boys; don’t be alarmed,—there
is no danger.”

“Young men, ahoy there!”

“What is it?”

“The rapids are below you!”

“Ha! ha! we will laugh and quaff; all
things delight us. What care we for the future!
No man ever saw it. Sufficient for the day is
the evil thereof. We will enjoy life while we
may,—will catch pleasure as it flies. This is
enjoyment; time enough to steer out of danger
when we are sailing swiftly with the current.”

“YOUNG MEN, AHOY!”

“ What is it?”

“ BEWARE! BEWARE! THE RAPIDS ARE BELOW
you!”

“Now you see the water foaming all around.
See how fast you pass that point! Up with

sogk’ét speed quaff fu’ture-'chér) sufficient(siif-ish’ént)
thére-of’ (-5v') clr/rént foam

bé-wark/
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the helm! Now turn! Pull hard! Quick! &
quick! quick! pull for your lives! pull till the
F blood starts from your nostrils, and the veins ’
. stand like whip-ecords upon your brow! Set the ‘J
i B mast in the socket! hoist the sail! Ah! ah! it #
G is too late! Shrieking, howling, blaspheming, |ﬁé ;
over they go.” n
f i Thousands go over the rapids of intemper-
* t ance every year, through the power of habit,
: crying all the while; “ When I find out that o
. P R : | A
L h e 1i izrjl::r::ig d:ﬁi;pi ily, SR 40 gt Loty He had journeyed several miles from home :
i when he had the misfortune to fall in with i :
| three robbers,* famous in that country for their & - 3
LESSON 28, boldness and cunning. E ‘
; :L PO g e 5 S 2 Behold‘!” exclaimed one of the robbers to ) i
; * SRR . his companions; ‘““here comes a fine fish for 1
: g a rersian peasant was ol Jour net. I think he is worth angling for. I EE
: 2; h.ls.way to market to sell a .kld' The man was - 4yill wager* what you please* that I can make e
riding slowly along upon his donkey, with the S,y with« the kid without the man’s noticing e
; ‘ kid following. The better to secure his little {4 » NS
i‘ :' charge,” he had Fied . belvl_to its neck. “And I,” said the second robber, ““will ' ‘
% o vein whip/cord : shriek howl blas-pheme’ Wager that I can seeure his donkey with his s
}4 ‘ Ilf tém’ pé;r_il—ngq n’jirg péag’aut rob'hér \ bild/ngss chnMing . mikfvink  bihald ég’y,‘l‘:“
: i f kid gé-cure’ wa/gor
8
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own permission, and he shall, moreover, thank
me for it.”

“Pshaw!” cried the third robber. ‘ Why
boast of mere child’s play? These simple
tricks are utterly unworthy of our skill. For
my part,* I will strip him of his very cloak,

and he shall call me friend.”
“To the test, then*,” cried all three at once.

«1et the first boaster begin,” exclaimed he
who had spoken last. :

Forth stepped the first robber and quietly
followed the peasant. - Presently the thief un-
loosed the bell from the kid’s neck, and, af‘fer
tying it to the donkey’s tail, walked off with
his prize. :

The poor farmer, still hearing the tln.kle of
the bell, thought that all was safe and jogged
merrily along on his way. At lenfgth he
happened to turn about, and, not seeing /the
kid (though he still heard the bell), was much

‘f
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! puzzled. He ran this way and that, and in-

a' - ~ - : -

i{ pshaw ittér-1y un-worth’y skill : 's-t'rll}vi
18t boast/ér tin-160st’ jog mér'¥i-1y

puz'zle

quired of every one he met whether he had
seen his kid and the thief who had stolen it.

The second robber came up, and said, “I
saw a man running off in that direction just
now. He had a goat with him; I am sure it
must be yours.”

Away went the poor rustic,* leaving his
donkey in the thief’s hands and thanking him
at the same time for his great kindness.

The peasant lost his breath in a vain
search for his kid, and when at last he re-
turned to the place where he had left his
donkey, he found that both man and donkey
had disappeared.

“Alas! alas!”
donkey ?

cried he; “where is my
where is my friend?” When the

full extent of his misfortunes dawned upon

him,* he wept bitterly.

“The next rascal that imposes upon me
shall surely suffer for it,” he said, for by this
time he had lest his patience.

Scarcely had he spoken when his attention

whéth’ér

wept

goat séarch

bit’tér-ly

éx-tént’ at-tract’

Im-post’ pa’tience (-shéns)
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was attracted by a deep groan, coming from
some person near by. He went a little farther
on and diseovered a man, seemingly in great
distress.*

“ Why do you groan? You cannot be as
unfortunate as I am. I have just lost two
peasts, a donkey and a kid. I wason my way
to market to sell the kid, when lo! two rascal-
ly thieves robbed me of my all!”

The robber replied: ‘Do not pretend* to
compare your misfortune with mine. I have
dropped a case of jewels, directed to the Cadi,*
into this well. Their value is tenfold greater
than all the donkeys and goats in the world.
If T do not recover them, I shall surely lose
my life.”

He began to weep so bitterly that the poor
rustic pitied him.

“Why do you not remove your cloak and
dive for them? You may recover them in this

way,” he said.
«Alas!” eried the robber; “I can neither

seem’ing-1y riis’cal-ly Ca/di tén’fold

di-réct/ wekp
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dive nor swim. If I could find some one to
go down into the well for me, I would reward
him with ten pieces of gold.”

“Would you, indeed?” asked the rustic,
jumping at the offer. ‘ This is an opportunity
for me to redeem my losses. It would repay
me for my donkey and my kid.”

He removed his cloak and passed it to the
robber. Then he balanced himself* carefully on
the edge of the well, saying: “I will recover
your jewels for you, my friend. Weep no more.”

He plunged into the well and searched in
all directions. Of course his search was vain.
Finally the water felt so cold that he was glad
to get out of the well again. He looked about
for his friend and his cloak. Both haa dis-
appeared. -Then for the third time he per-
ceived that he had been cheated.

He was forced to return to his home, cold,
wet, and bereft of his all; and to make matters
worse,* his wife ridicuied him in no small -

measure.™ From Wade and Sylvester’s Readers.

dive ré-ward’ ré-deem’ ré-pay’ bil'angh pér-geive

choat bé-réft!’  worst o rid/i-cile  measure (mézh/iir)
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charge, that which is under | him, when he came to see the
one’s charge or care. Here it | full extent of his misfortune ;
means the kid which the peasant | when he found how great his
had under his care. | misfortune was.

fall in with three robbers,  seemingly in great distress,
happen to meet three robbers. | who seemed to be in great

wager, stake; B§UJ 5. | distress.

what you please, anything Do not pretend to compare
gomtTkes iR = e e , you have no right to

make away with the kid, | compare...... ; your misfortune

carry off the kid. | can not be as great as mine.
For my part, watakushi wa. | Cadi, among the Turks (b » =
to the test, then, let us put | A), Persians, Arabs, etc., a

our skill to the test, then. | chief judge.
rustic, a countryman; a | himself, his body.
peasant. to make matters worse,

When the full extent of his | what was worse.
misfortunes dawned wupon | in nosmall measure,greatly.

LESSON 24.

THE GOLDEN RULE.

“Whatsoever you would that men should do to
you, do ye even so to them.” This is called
“The Golden Rule,” because it is the best
rule known among men. If all people would

what-g6-év/ér

v 101

adopt it, there would be a heaven on eaith;
no vice, no crime, no courts, no prisons,
and no war! There would be peace on earth
and good-will to men!

Just what is meant by doing to others as
we would have them do to us may be made
clear by a story.

Some years ago a party from the West
came into Pennsylvania on a railway train,
stopping on the east side of the Alleghany
Mountains at a station where they would take
a boat to the end of their journey.

On board the train was a poor cripple in
the last stages of consumption. He was poorly .
clad, loathsome in appearance, and sad beyond
measure. The passengers turned against him,
and were greatly annoyed by his presence.

The captain of the boat stood there when
the cars rolled up. Two or three of the men
went to him and said:

“Sir, we wish to go on east, but our going

a-dopt’  vige  crimg  good’-will  Pénn-syl-va’ni-a
rail’ way AV lé-gha-ny crip’ple
clad 16ath’some

con-simp’tion

pas’§én-gar an-noy’
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depends on you. We have just left a sick man
in the cars, whose presence is not agreeable to
us, and we come to ask you to deny this man
a passage. If he goes, we remain; what say
you?”

“Has the sick man any one to represent
him here?” the captain asked.

No answer was. given to this question. It
was so proper an inquiry that the passengers
were taken aback and were silent.

The captain turned and hurried into the
car. There, in one corner, he beheld a sight
that touched his heart,—a poor, thin, helpless
consumptive, without ‘relative or friend, just
ready to drop into his grave.

“ My dear- man!” exclaimed the -captain,
“ Where do you want to go?”

“(Qh, sir,” replied the poor invalid, ‘are
you the captain, and will you take me? The
passengers look upon me as a pestilence, and
are so unkind! You see that I am dying; oh,

dépend’  a-gréy/a-ble dé-n§’ in-quir’y - a-bagk!

bé-held’ con-simp/tive in/va-lid pés’ti-léngt

fin-kind’
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if T am only spared to reach my mother I
shall die happy. She lives in Burlington. I
am a poor painter, and the only child of her,
in whose arms I wish to die!”

“You shall go,” answered the noble captain
with tears streaming down his face, “you
shall go if I lose every other passenger for
the trip.” | ;

He took the sinking man. up in his arms,
and bore him to the steamer. The passengers
had crowded around the gangway, waiting for
the captain’s decision, and there they had it.
Pushing his way along, the captain called for
a mattress, and, in the choicest part of the
boat, laid down his dying burden with the
tender care of a parent.

As if moved by a noble impulse, every
passenger went on board without saying a
word, and the steamer was soon on ‘its way.
A few hours later the captain was asked to
come to the cabin. There, the oldest passenger
spoke for the company and thanked him for

Bur’ling-ton

ging'way dé-¢i'sion mat/tréss

im’pilse

choigk bur/dén
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the lesson he had taught them. And then,
with tears of sympathy flowing, a purse was
made up for the suffering son who wanted to
die in his mother’s arms.

That was the Golden Rule in practice. The
captain did as he would be done by, and the
passengers were ashamed that they did not.
All who adopt the Golden Rule will be known

for golden deeds.
From New Moral Reader.
1

LESSON 25.
BEFORE BREAKFAST.
I spring from my lightly pressed pillow
To tread the gay sunshiny floor,

And greet the young glittering billow,
Whose surf almost reaches our door.

Now the cliff spreads its cheeful adorning

sym’pa-thy pric’tice light'ly  pill'low  tréad

sin’shi-ny gredt glit'tér bil’lowy  surf  chasr/ful

a-dorn’ing
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Of matted sea-pink* under foot,
The lark gives me “ Top of the morning,*”
The sailing boat nods a salute.

Already, with new sea-born graces,
Comes many a bright-featured maid:
Peep children’s damp hair and fresh faces
From straw hats’ or sun-bonnets’ shade.

With whisper alone for my hearing,
Clear trembles my tide-brimming pool,

Head-first from the bank disappearing,
I waver, embraced by the cool,—

Join salmon and gull in their pleasures,—
Then home to my sweet human fare.

William Allingham,

see-pink, a grass-leaved sea- | lop of the morning to you), a
weed (%), found in Great jmorning salutation (#R#). It is
Britain and British America.

Top of the morning (or the

not much used now.

sea/-pivk lirk nod sa-late’  sea’-born fea/tiire
sin’-bon-nét  tide’-brim-ming  head’-first wa'ver '
ém-brags/ sl mon gull farg
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LESSON 26.
BEFORE BREAKFAST.

(A PARAPHRASE.)

In the morning I spring up from refreshing
sleep. There is bright sunshine on the floor
of my room. Our house is close by the ocean,
and I go out to welcome the waves, which are
sparkling in the early morning sun.

Under my feet, the rocks are strewn with
a gay carpet of pink sea-weed. Above my
head, the lark wishes me a good morning, and
the sailing-boat nods to me in salutation.

Already many pretty maidens are coming
from the beach, their beauty heightened* by
their sea-bath. The children’s wet hair and
rosy faces peep out from under the shade of
straw hats and broad-brimmed bonnets.

The clear pool filled by the tide for my
bath splashes its ripples in my ear alone. I

pir'a-phrags  strewn (stroon)  séa/’-weed.  sil-ii-ta’tion

beach  lheight'en sca/-biath  rd’sy  broad’-brimied
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plunge into it headlong from the bank. ‘I swim
to and fro, refreshed in the cool water; and
joyfully I dive like the salmon or float like
the gull. Then I return home to breakfast
for which my swim has given me a keen*
appetite.

heightened; ‘increased. keen, sharp.

LESSON27:

To A COusIN WISHING A MERRY
CHRISTMAS-

F—, December 21, 19—.
Dear Cousin Jane:—
I wish youw and dear Aunt Mary a mérry
Christmas, and many New Years in the happy
future. ‘

héad’long fro

joy’fal-ly kéen

ap’pe-tite
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It is a long time since we 'met; cireum-
stances do mnmot bring wus together—quite the
contrary; and were it not for the annually
returning Christmastide, I fear we should
almost drop out of each other’s recollection. I
am therefore glad of the oppg)rtnuity of in-
quiring after you and Aunt Mdry, and trust
that you are both pretty well. I fear she is
rather dreading the severe weather ~which 1is
prophesied to be in store for us, but prophécies
are not always fulfilled, and, in any case, I
hope she will not have a return of her old
complaint, rhewmatism.

With kindest love and best wishes,

Your affectionate Cousin,

Eunice Cary.

con'tra-ry  an’nii-al-ly  Christ’mas-tidg  rée-ol-1éc/tion

sé-verd’  proph’é-sy

proph’ecy  ful-fil’
K'nige Ca'ry

com-plaint’

rhéu’ma-tigm af-féc’tion-ats
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LESSON 28.

THE TRADER’'S TRICK.

Out in the West,* where many Indians live,
there are white men who go among them to
trade for furs and skins* of animals.

These furs and skins are collected and
prepared by the Indians, and serve* the
purpose of money when the traders visit them
to dispose* of various kinds of goods.

In old times, before the white men came to
this country, the Indians had only bows and
arrows, and spears with which to hunt.

But the white men soon taught them to
use guns, and to-day, nearly all the tribes
in America are well supplied with rifles or
shotguns.*

They are very expert* with these fire-arms,
and as they use them a great deal, must have
a large and constant supply of gunpowder.

A story is told of how, at one time, a tribe

tra’dér col-léet’ pur’pose  dis-poge’ va'ri-yis  ri’fla

shot’giin - éx-pért’ firg"irmg con'stant  gin’pow-dér
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of Indians tried to raise gunpowder by plant-
ing seed. This shows how little they knew of
civilized life and habits.

A trader went to a certain Indian nation
to dispose of a stock of goods. Among other
things he had a quantity. of gunpowder. /

The Indians traded for his cloths, hats,
axes, beads, and other things, but would not
take the powder, saying: “We do not wish
for the powder; we have plenty.”

The trader did not like to carry all the
powder back to his camp; so thought he would
play a trick on the Indians, and induce* them
to buy it.

Going to an open piece of ground near the
Indian camp, he dug some little holes in the
soft, rich soil; then mixing a quantity of
onion seed with his powder, he began to plant
it.

The Indians were curious* to know what
he was doing, and stood by greatly interested.

“ What are you doing?” said one.

civ’i-lize stogk bead in-dage’ soil

onion (inytun) ct/ri-Gus in’tér-est-ed
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‘“ Planting gunpowder,” replied the trader.

“Why do you plant it?” inquired an-
other.

“To raise a crop of powder. How could I
raise it without planting?” said the trader.
“Do you not plant corn* in the ground?”

“And will gunpowder grow like corn?”
exclaimed half a dozen at once.

“Certainly it will,” said the trader. “ Did
you not know it? As you do not want my

| powder, I thought I would plant it, and raise

a crop which I could gather and sell to the
Crows.”

Now the Crows were another tribe of
Indians, which was always at war with this
tribe. The idea of their enemies having @
large supply of powder increased the excite-
ment, and one of the Indians said:

“Well, well, if we can raise powder like
corn, we will buy your stock and plant it.”

But some of the Indians thought best to
wait, and see if the seed would grow. So the
trader agreed to wait a few days.

erop tribe in-créase’

éx-¢ité’meént
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In about a week the tiny sprouts* of the
onion seed began to appear above the ground.

The trader calling the Indians to the spot,
said: “You see now for yourselves. The
powder already begins to grow, just as I told
you it would.”

The fact that some small plants appeared
where the trader had put the gunpowder, was
enough to convince* the Indians.

Every one of them became anxious* to raise
a crop of gunpowder.

The trader sold them his stock, in which
there was a large mixture of onion seeds, at
a very high price, and then left.

From this time, the Indians gave no atten-
tion to their corn crop. If they could raise
gunpowder, they would be happy.

They took great care of the little plants as
they came up out of the ground, and watched
every day for the appearance of the gunpowder
blossoms.

They planned a buffalo hunt which was to
take place after the powder harvest.

sprout spGt fact con-vinge/ mix/tiire

v

After a while the onions bore a plentiful
crop of seeds, and the Indians began to gather
and thrash it.

They believed that thrashing the onion seeds
would produce the powder. But thrashing
failed to bring it. Then they discovered that
they had been cheated.

Of course the dishonest trader avoided these
Indians, and did not make them a second
visit.*

After some time, however, he sent his partner
to them for the purpose of trading goods for
furs and skins.

By chance they found out that this man
was the partner of the one who had cheated
them. _

They said nothing to him about the matter;
but when he had opened his goods and was
ready to trade, they coolly helped* themselves
to all he had, and walked off.

The trader did not understand this. He
became furiously angry, and went to make his
complaint to the chief of the nation.

plén’ti-ful thriish a-void’

pirt’nér
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«T am an honest man,” said he to the chief.
“] came here to trade honestly.  But your
people are thieves; they have stolen all my
goods.”

The old chief looked at him some time in
silence, and then said: “My children are all
honest. They have not stolen your goods. They
will pay you 'as soon as they gather their
gunpowder harvest.” .

The man had heard of the trick played upon
the Indians;* but did not know before this,
that his partner was the one who had cheated
them. He could not say a word. He departed
at once. Arriving at his home, he said to his
partner:

“We must separate.
lesson. I can not remain in business with a
dishonest man. You cheated the Indians for
a little gain. You have lost it, and I advise
you, henceforth, to deal honestly with all

I have learned a

”»

men.

From New National Readers.

Sl e
hon'ést-1y dé-pirt

hénge-forth’

sepa-rite ad-vigh”
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the West, here, means the
western part of the United States
of America.

skin, the outer covering of a
small animal as a calf, dog, or
sheep. That of a large animal
is called “ hide.”

serve the purpose of money,
do the office of money.

to dispose of, to sell.

shotgun, a light gun made
for the. firing of shot (HG#®). It
is used for small game. (Game,
a wild animal).

expert, skilful.

induce, lead ; #%2-.

were curious, wished very
much.

corn, Indian corn; tomoro-
koshi.

sprout, a shoot from the seed.

convince the Indians, make
the Indians believe.

became anxious, became
eager.

a second visit, another visit.

helped themselves to all
he had, took all he had. “Help
yourself” means ““ Katte ni totte
meshi agare.”

The man had heard of the
trick played upon the In-
dians, the man had heard that
some one had played the trick
(of selling onion seed for gun-
powder) upon the Indians,

LESSON 29,

THE EARTHQUAKE AND THE
GREAT WAVE.

It was an autumn

evening more than a

hundred years ago. In a little village of Japan
there was a great stir. The narrow streets




o i e U

116 v

were full of people who were getting ready for
a merry-making in the evening. Kach was
thinking how happy he should be in the gay
throng.*

The village was on the seashore. The waves
breaking on the beach were only a few feet
away. Above, on the high plain behind the
village, an old man was watching from his

house the merry crowd below.

Suddenly in the midst of the fun and
laughter there came the shock of an earth-
quake. Japan is the land of earthquakes, and
this was not enough to frighten any one.

The boys and girls ran up and down the
streets as before. The old man could hear
their gay, childish voices. He stood up and
looked at the sea. The water was dark and
acted strangely. It seemed to be moving against
the wind. The sea was running away from
the land. Below him, the people were wonder-
ing what that great ebb* could mean. They
were watching it from the beach.

earth’quike

i
mér/yy-ma-king

v nmz

The old man knew what it meant; he knew
the danger that was coming. His one thought
was to warn the people in the village.

“Bring me a torch! Make haste!” he called
loudly to his grandson who was near. In the
fields behind him lay his great crop of rice. It
was piled up in stacks* ready for the market.
It was worth a fortune. The old man hurried
out with his torch. In a moment the dry stalks
were blazing. The big bell pealed from the
temple. '

Back from the beach, away from that
strange sea, up the steep side of the cliff, came
the people of the village. They were coming to
try to save the crops of their rich neighbour.

“He is mad!” they said.

“Look!” shouted the old man at the top of
his voice, as they reached the plain in safety.

They looked eastward through the twilight.
At the edge of the horizon they saw a long,
lean, dim line,—a line that thickened as they
gazed. That line was the sea, rising up like a

strang&'ly &bh stalk torch
tem/plg steép

child’ish
peal
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high wall, and coming more swiftly than a kite
flies.

Then came a shock, heavier than thunder.
The great swell struck the shore with a weight
that sent a shudder through the hills. There
was a foam-burst like a blaze of sheet lightning.*

When the people looked again, they saw a
white horror* of sea raging over the place of
their homes. It drew back, roaring. Then it
struck again, and again, and yet again. Once
more it struck and ebbed; then it returned to
its place.

On the plain no word was spoken. Of all
the homes, only two straw roofs could be seen,
tossing on the waves. Then the voice of the
old man was heard, saying gently, “That is
why I set fire to the rice.”

He stood among them almost as poor as the
poorest, for his wealth was gone;—but he had
saved four hundred lives by the sacrifice.

Adapted from Lafcadio Hearn.

mid  safe/ty  east'wird i’\\'i’light thigk’én  shogk

light/ning

héav/i-ér shud’dér foam’-burst shégt

livgg sic/ri-fice (- fiz)

v

throng, a crowd; a large
number of people crowded
together.

ebb, (the going back of the
tide (#1). “Tsunami” is also
called a tidal wave.

stacks, large piles of hay,
corn, wood, ete.

sheet lightning, heat light-

119

ning ; a fitful play of electric
light, not attended by thunder,
and usually seen near the hori-
zon at the close of a hot day;
mnazuma.

a white horror of sea, a
white horrible sea; a foaming
sea horrible to see.

LESSON 80.

DAFFODILS. _
w

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o’er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

——

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

dat'fo-dil o'er vile host flut'tér

RO Pt
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Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee;
A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company;

SR % o e i e
con-tin/fi-gis  ndv/8r-énd-ing  mirgin - spright’ly

out-did’ glek poét joc'and

v 121

I gazed, — and gazed, — but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought.

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.
William Wordsworth.

LESSON 31,

POTATOES.

You have perhaps heard that the potato was
introduced into the British Isles* by a noted
traveller. This was the famous Sir Walter
Raleigh.* He brought potatoes from America
to Ireland. The potatoes were planted in Sir
Walter’s garden in the south of Ireland.

oft couch va'eant pén’sive mood in’ward blisg
soli-tide  po-ta’td  in-tro-digy’  Brit/ish  Igles
nd'téd  Ire'land
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People did not begin to grow potatoes
generally in England till -a little more than one
hundred years ago. Now-a-days, potatoes are
grown all over the British Islands,* and in
many other countries besides; for they are a
most useful, pleasant, and cheap food.

The potato plant properly belongs to South
America. Where it grows wild, the potatoes
are very small. They, however, become larger
when grown with care in proper ground.

The potato comes from a plant which has
whitish or purplish flowers, and a green fruit.
But the fruit is not good to eat. The part
which we eat is the swellings or knobs which
grow on a root-stock. A root-stock is an under-
ground stem.

If you look well at a potato, you will see
on it several small sunk dots. These are called
“eyes.” They are the buds of the potato.
From them shoot out little roots, from which the
potato plant spreads. If a piece of a potato

whit/ish

gin’ér-al-y now’-a-days chéap
piir/plish swel’ling knob root/-stigk
un/dér-ground dot

v 123

with only a single eye be put into proper
ground, it may form a plant. And a number
of real potatoes ma‘y grow on its root-stock..

Potatoes contain many things useful as food,
but only two in a large quantity. The two
things which potatoes contain largely, are water
and starch.*

All potatoes contain a great deal of water.
If you were to take a pound of raw potatoes,
and to dry them thoroughly, you would find
only a quarter of a pound left. The other
three quarters of a pound would go off as
water.

There are about 214 ounces* of starch in a
pound of good potatoes. This is what makes
our smoking dish of potatoes look so floury.

Besides water and starch, we have a little
sugar and fiber, and a very little ash. By
“ash” is meant the mineral part. If you were
to burn the potato very carefully, this ash is
all you would have left.*

,Adapted from Oriental Readers.

L LA = GRS g : &
sin/gln lirge/l3 thor'shgh-ly oungé flour’y

fi’bar ash min’ér-al
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QUESTIONS.

Where were potatoes brought to first?

By whom?

When did they begin to be grown through-
out England?

What land is the plant a native of?

< T O ==X

What are the plant’s flowers and fruit like?
Which is the eatable part?
What are the “eyes” in a potato?

nw=->»7

How much water and starch are there in
a pound of potatoes?

What are the other things in a potato?
What well-known and useful article of

ZO0=uj=00TZ2O00

food is made from potatoes?

SUMMARY.

Potatoes were brought to Ireland by Sir
Walter Raleigh, They began to be grown

sum"ma-ry

ar'ti-cle com-pi-gi'tion

throughout England a little over a hundred

years ago. The potato plant is a native of
South Ameriea,

The plant has white or purplish flowers and
a green fruit. The eatable part is the tubers,
which grow on the underground stem. The
“eyes” of potatoes are the buds from which
the plant strikes.

Potatoes contain water and starch chiefly.
About three-quarters of a pound in a pound of
botatoes consists of water, and 214 ounces* of
starch. There is also a little sugar, a little
fiber, and a little ash in potatoes. Starch* is
got from potatoes.

the British Isles, (or the | virgin (€%). Tobacco was also
British Islands), Great Britain | introduced into the old world
and Ireland ; by him.
Sir Walter Raleigh, a court- f starch (page 123), #tki.
ier (BEDHR), soldier, and man ‘ 22 ounces, Read, “two and
of letters (&), He received | a half ounces.”
tavours (%) from Queen Eliza- | all you would have left,
beth. He went to America and | all that would be left.
founded (f£1:) a colony (KiR: i 2% ounces (consists) of starch,
#) which he called Virginia in | starch (page 125), #.
honour of Elizabeth, who was a

ti’bér stém chief’ly con-sist/

|
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LESSON 32.

THE LARK’'S SONG.

“Tom, I invite you to take a walk.”

“Ay,ay !” said Tom.

The men set out. It was the month of
January: a blazing hot day was beginning to
glow through the freshness of morning; the
sky was an expangse of pure blue, and the soft
Australian air crept slowly up and just moved
the trembling leaves.

The friends strode briskly on, and a little
after eleven o’clock they came upon the small
house and premises of a squatter.

“ Here we are,” cried George, and his eyes
glittered with delight.

The house was thatched and whitewashed,
and English was written on it and on every
foot of ground round it. They passed to the
back of the house, and they saw on the oval

B =y STt

in-vite!  frésh/nésy  éx-pinsy/  Ans-tra/lian -~ strdde

brisk/ly prém'ise squat/tér thatch

whité’wash
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grass plot and gravel walk some thirty or
forty rough fellows, most of them diggers.

“ Now, Tom, come this way,” said George,
¢« Here it is—here it is—there!”

Tom looked up, and in a cage was a light-
brown bird. Near the cage stood the woman
who owned the little creature.

«Is it this we came twelve miles to see?” he
asked, in a disgusted tone.

“Ay! and twice twelve wouldt have been
too much for me,” replied his friend.

«“ Hold your tongue,” cried one of the diggers;
“the lark is going to sing.” The whole party
turned their eyes in expectation towards the
bird.

Like most singers, he kept them waiting a
little; but at last, just at noon, the little
feathered exile began to tune his pipes.

And then the same sun that had warmed
his little heart at home came glowing down on
him here, and he gave music back for it more

plot grav’el dig'gér light'-brown

o Spn ek b St i
dis-gtist/ éx-péce-ta/tion sing’ér éx’'ilg

pipé

w 129

and more, till at last, amidst the breathless
silence of the rough diggers hanging on
his voice, out burst in that distant land his
English song.

It swelled his little throat, and gushed from
him with thrilling force and plenty; and every
time he checked it to think of the green
meadows, the quiet stealing streams, the
clover he first soared from, and the English
spring, .a loud sigh broke from many a rough
bosom. When he swelled into song again,
shaggy lips trembled, and more than one tear
trickled down bronzed and rugged cheeks. Home,
sweet home!

These rough men, full of wickedness, had
once been fair-haired boys, and had strolled
about the English fiolds with their little sisters
and little brothers, and had seen the lark rise,
and had heard him sing this very song. For
a moment or two their years or wrongdoing
rolled away from their memories like a dark

a-midst’ bréath/léss  swéll  throat thrilVing chégk
trigk’le

chetk witk/éd-nésy fair’-haired stroll  wrong’do-ing
t=1 b =]

clo'vér soar bog’om . shiag/gy bronzed
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cléud, and the past shone out in the glory of
the song.

The faded pictures of bygone days came
back to them. They saw the cottage, the old
mother’s tears, and heard the simple chimes of
the village church. Many a hard, rough fellow
lived again in the sweet hours of youth and
innocence and home.

“What will you take for him, mistress?”

asked one. “I will give you five pounds for

him.”

“No, no!” she said; “I won’t take five
pounds for my bird.”

“(0Of course she won’t,” cried another.—
“ Here, missis, I'll give you thirty new sover-
eigns for him.”

The woman trembled, for she and her
husband were very poor. “Oh,” she cried,
“it’s a shame to tempt me with so much gold!
We had six larks brought over, and all died
on the way except this one.” She threw her

chimk mis'tréss won't mis’§ig

bj’gong

sovereign (sov/'rin)

v 131

white apron over her head so that she might
not see the glittering bribe.

“Put your money up, and don’t tempt the
woman,” was the cry. “ The bird wouldn’t live
a week if you had it.”

The woman turned kindly to the man who
offered so much money for the bird, and
said,—

“You can come here every Sunday, and
the bird shall sing to you. You will get more
pleasure from hearing him in that way than
you would if he were always by you.”

“So I will, missis,” replied the digger, in
a friendly voice.

George stayed till the lark stopped singing,
and then departed with the pure strains ring-
ing in his ears.

“The pretty bird!” he said. “I think his
song must be a psalm if we knew all.”

Adapted from It is Never too Late to Mend.

NAAAAAAAAS

i'pr(')n bribg strain psilm
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LESSON 88.

TRUE COURTESY.—

Prince George,* the husband of Queen Anne
of England, one time visited the town of
Bristol,* having with him as a companion, an
officer of his household.

While strolling about the town, looking at
the people ahd the quaint old buildings, they
stepped into the Exchange, where all the great
merchants of the town had come together
doing business.

Prince George walked about, talking quite
freely, first to one and then to another. As
the towns-people had not expected him, no
preparation had been made to receive him
with honour; andthe merchants stood in little
groups, and consulted together with a look of
anxiety upon their faces.

“ What is to be done?” asked one.

ctur'té-sy pringg Amng Bris'tél housy’hald quaint

frew'ly Ex—cllﬁngé-' towng-peq-ple  prép-a-ra’tion

hon’onr anx-1'é-ty

“I do not know,” replied another. “If his

Royal Highness does not give us notice of
his coming, how can we entertain him in a
proper manner? ”’

“Would it be well to ask him to come to
one of our homes?” inquired a third.

“No, no!” cried another. “ We could not
ask him to partake of our humble fare,* or
even come to our homes, after the splendour
to which he has been accustomed. For my
part, I shall go home to dinner.”

“And I also,” said the first one. “I do
not care to remain here, and stare at the
Prince, when we have nothing to offer.”

Then one by one, the merchants slipped
away, afraid or ashamed to ask the great
Prince to their homes,

Prince George and the officer wondered at
seeing the merchants disappear. At last there
was but one man left, and as he walked to-
ward Prince, he bowed low, and said—

“Excuse me, sir; are you the husband

Roy’al én-tér-tain’ pir-take’ splén’dotir

de-gls'tom slip
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of our Queen Anne, as folks here say you
are?”

“Yes, I am,” was the answer; “and have
come for a few hours to see the sights of the
good town of Bristol.”

“Sir,” said the man, “I have seen with
much distress that none of our gréat merchants
have invited you to their homes. Think not,
sir, that it is because they‘ are wanting in
lcve and loyalty. They doubtless were all
afraid to ask one so high as yourself to dine
with them.

“I am one John Duddlestone, sir, only a
bodice-maker, and I pray you not to take it
amiss* if I ask you and the gentleman who is
with you, to come to my humble home, where
you will be most welcome.”

“Indeed,” answered the Prince, laughing,
“I am only too delighted to aceept your kind
invitation, and I thank you for it very
heartily. If you lead the way, we will follow
at once.”

loy’al-ty  doubt’léss  Dud’dla-stong bsd’ict-ma-kér

a-misy’ ac-gépt/

So Prince George, the officer, and Duddle-
stone, passed out of the Exchange together.

“Qurs is but humble fare,” said Duddle-
stone; ‘““for, sir, I can offer you only roast
beef and plum-pudding.”

“Very good, very good, indeed!” exclaimed
the Prince; “it is food to which I bring a
hearty appetite*.” i

They stopped before a small house. John
pulled the latch, and, walking irn, looked for
his wife; but she was -upstairs.

“ Here, wife, wife!” he called in a loud
whisper, as he put his head up the narrow
staircase; “put on a clean apron, and make
haste and come down, for the Queen’s husband
and a soldier-gentleman have come to dine
with us.” ‘

As you may think, Mrs. Duddlestone was
strangely surprised at the news; but she did
not become excited; she very seldom did, I
believe.*

“Ay, ay!” she called. “I’'m coming;” and

heart’y latch

roast/-beef plim’-pud-ding

stair’case dine strang®/ly éx-ci’téd sel’domn
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then muttered, “ The Queen’s husband! the
Queen’s husband! Sure, that can never be—
however, I'll go down and see.”

She ran to her closet, and pulled out a

nice, clean apron and cap, and tied the one
round her waist, and the other round her
comely face, saying all the time, “ Dear me,
dear me, to think of it!” and away she ran
down stairs, where stood her husband and the
two gentlemen.

The good woman bowed low, first to one
and then to the other.

“Indeed, but I'm proud,” she said, turning
to Prince George, “to welcome you to our
home. ‘Tis but poor and humble, but we shall
think more of it after this.* I'll hurry and
get dinner at once. I dare say you are
hungry, gentlemen.”

Prince George laughed gayly, as he thanked
her for her kind welcome, and sat down.

The table was soon spread, and the Prince
ate well, and appeared to enjoy himself so
much, that Mrs. Duddlestone could scarcely

mut/tér clog’ét chme’ly én-joy’

w 137

believe "he had always been accustomed to
lords and ladies and footmen, and had never
before sat in such an humble way.

Prince George inquired about their business
and pleasures.

“Do you mever come up to London?” he
asked; “I think you would find it worth
your while to take a holiday some time, and
see the great city.”

“Ah well,” said Mrs. Duddlestone, “if that
is not just the thing I long for.* I've never
been yet, nor am I likely to go, but John has
been once or twice.”

““And why, John, have you never taken
your wife as well,* to see the great sights?”

“ Well, to say the truth,” answered John, “I
do not go to see the sights; for though I’ve been
two or three times, I don’t think I've seen any.

“I must needs* go sometimes to buy
whalebone, and other trifles which I must
have for my business here. So I just go and
come back, and meddle with none.*”

foot'mén  likely  Pve  noeds
tri’'flg meéd’dlg

whalg’bone
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“Well, well,” said the Prince, “the next
time you come to London, you must bring
your wife with you, and pay me a visit.”

Mrs. Duddlestone clasped her fat little
hands with delight.

“And shall T see the Queen?” she ex-
claimed.

“And see both the Queen and myself,”
answered the Prince. “Come, John, say you
will do so !”

“Surely, sir,” said John, “I should like to
give the good woman* a bit of pleasure in
that way, but your grand servants would shut
the doors before us, and never let us in,
perhaps.”

“I can soon set that right!” and taking
a card from his pocket, Prince George
wrote a few words on it, and gave it to
them.

“That will gain you ready admission,” he
said, “and now I must leave you. Next time
we meet, I shall entertain and care for you.
For the present, I thank you for your kind

clasp ad-mis’sion prég’ént

v
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welcome and good dinner, which I have

heartily enjoyed.”

Then rising, he and the officer bade fare-
well to the good people and took their leave.

Prince George was the hus-
band’ of Queen Anne, but he
was not the King of England.

Bristol, a large town, the
seventh in England, and a
great sea-port, 118 miles west
of London.

fare, food for the table.

take it amiss, be angry.

to which I bring a hearty
appetite, which I like very
much.

she very seldom did, I be-
lieve, if she did not become

excited on this occasion (#a§(z 3)

I believe she was a woman who
seldom bhecame excited.

we shall think more of it
after this, this visit of yours
(to the house) has increased its
value in our eyes.

if that is not just the thing
I long for, that is thé very
thing I long for.

as well, as well as yourself;
too.

needs, 2.

meddle with none, do no
such thing as sightseeing (54%).

the good woman, my wife,

leave
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LESSON 84.

TRUE COURTESY.—2.

It was some weeks later that John Duddle-
stone found his stock of whalebone was growing
low.

“ Wife,” said he, “the whalebone’s nearly
gone, and I must have some more at once.”

“Surely, John, I know well it’s nearly
gone!” she answered. ‘Haven't I watched
every bit as you've used it? and haven’t I
pretty near cried to see it go so slowly?”

“Pooh! you foolish woman!” he cried.

“ But, John, you’ll take me, and go to see
the King and Queen?” she inquired.

“Why, you silly woman, do you think I
should leave you behind, when I know you're
nearly crazed to go?”

“(0 John, John, you dear, good man! I've
mended all my dresses, and made myself trim
and neat. I've seen to* your coats; and all’s

pook crazed ménd trim

néat

v 1411

done; and I feel as if' I could scarcely live till
I see the Queen.”

“You'd best keep alive,*” said her husband;
“and if all goes well, we'll start by the coach*
on Monday.”

Monday was as lovely a day as heart could
wish; and John and his wife walked down the
Bristol streets to the public-house from which
the coach was to start.

It was a great event in Mrs. Duddlestone’s
life, for she had never been beyoud her own
town, except for a drive into the country in a
neighbour’s eart.

They were quiet people*; but it had got
about the town that they were going to London
to visit the Queen, and numbers came out to
see them go.

Perhaps some of the great merchants wished
they had been simple and humble enough to
offer to ertertain Prince George when he had
visited their town.

They journeyed straight to London, where
John bought his whalebone, and then found

coach love/ly

pub/lie-house é-vént/
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their way* to St. James’s Palace, where, present-
ing the Prince’s card, they gained ready
admittance.,

They were shown into a room, more beau-
tiful than any that they had ever seen. Very
shortly the door opened, and  the well-remem-
bered face of their guest appeared. Almost
before he had greeted them, a quiet-looking
lady followed him, and came smilingly to greet
them. '

“ This is the Queen,” said Prince George;
and then, turning to her, he added, “ These are
the good people who showed me such kindness
in Bristol.”

The Queen was so gentle and courteous that
neither John nor his wife felt- confused in
her presence. She talked kindly to them,
asking after their trade, and how they had
fared in their journey.

She then asked them to dine with her that
evening, and said dresses would be provided
for them, so that they should not feel strange

James’s (jamz'éz)  ad-mit’tancgy  short'ly smi/ling-1y

pr(‘)- vide/

greet cyir’ té-us con-figed’
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by seeing that they were dressed differently
from all her other guests.

She then called an aftendant, and desired
that refreshment should be given them, and
that they should be well cared for, and shown
all that might interest them* wuntil dinner
time.

It was a long, wonderful day to them, as
they walked about from place to place. Before
dinner they were taken to the room that was
prepared for them, and there they found
elege}nt court dresses of purple velvet ready
to put on.

“Surely, John, they can not be for us!”
cried Mrs. Duddlestone.

“Yes, but they must be! Did not the Queen
say she would give us dresses? and do not
these dresses look as if they had been given by
a queen?”

“John, I shall feel very strange* before all
the grand ladies!”

“Then you need not, wife, for the Queen

Hfar-a A a-gird pat o i 174
dif’'fér-ént-13 dé-gire/ ré-frésh’mént él’é-gant

pur’ple vél/vet
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and Prince will be there; and the others will
not trouble you; but this is a queer dress. It's
like being somebody else.*”

And very queer they felt, as for the first
time they walked down the grand stairs, in
such splendid dresses, to dine at the Queen’s
table, with the Queen’s servants to wait on*
them.

“You must go first,” said his wife, for
shyness came over her.

“ Be not so foolish, wife,” whispered John;
and, though feeling rather awkward in his
new dress, he walked simply forward, as he
might have done in a friend’s house.

The Queen met them at the door, and,
turning to her other guests, who were assem-
bled, she said, “ Gentlemen, I have to introduce
to you, with great pleasure, the most loyal
people in the town of Bristol.”

‘At these words they all rose and bowed
low, while John and his wife did the same,
and then sat down, and ate a good dinner.

quéer splén’/did some’bod-y shy’néss

sim/ply

a4 145

- Afterthe dinner was over, the Prince sum-
moned John Duddlestone to the Queen.

At her command John knelt before her, and
she laid a sword lightly on his shoulder, with
the words, “Rise up, Sir John Duddlestone;”
and the simple, kind-hearted bodice-maker of
Bristol rose up a knight.*

His wife stood by, watching with eagerness,
and could hardly believe that from plain
Mistress - Duddlestone she had become Lady
Duddlestone.*

- She would have been very proud if the
Queen had laid the sword upon her also; but
she heard that was not needed. However, she
was made very ‘happy by being called to the
Queen’s side. HIOELIXY j

‘“Lady = Duddlestone,” said Her Majesty,
‘““allow’ me ‘to present you with my gold watch,
in remembrance of your visit to St. James's
Palace,* and of the Prince’s visit to Bristol,
which led to our knowing two such loyal and:
courtéous subjects.”

sim’mon  com-mand’  knélt ds-$3m’ble ‘kind’hedirt-ed

knigkt éa/gér-néss  Mistress (mis'iz) ré-mém’brange-
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Lady Duddlestone bowed lower and lower,
almost unable to find any words in which to
express her gratitude.

A gold watch! Was it possible? Watches
were not common in those times. She had heard
of watches, and had even seen some; but had
never dreamt of possessing one.

Such a big beauty it was! She was glad to
fall back behind the other guests, and get time
to think quietly, and realize* that all was true,
and not a dream from which she would wake
and find herself in her little attic bedroom at
Bristol.

. Queen Anne then spoke to Sir John, offering
to give him a position under Government; but
he begged to be excused. :

“It would be strange, your Majesty, very
strange up in London, and my work at Bristol
suits me far the best. We want for nothing,
and should never feel so well and home-like as
in our little house at Bristol.”

The Queen understood him, and did not

ex-présy’  dréamt  at’'tic  béd'room  gbév’érn-mént

home/-lik&

v 147

press him; and in another day or two the
couple were again on their way home.

“You're glad, wife, that we’re going home?”
John asked; ‘“and you think I did well not to
take some office in London?”

“Well! you could have done no better.* It’s
been grand to see, and, grand to hear; but it
would be very strange and uncomfortable to
live always like that, and I'll be right glad to
be baek-once more.

“I’'m more than proud of it all. But I
should never like our own room, in which
Prince George sat so home-like with us, to
belong to another.*”

“No, no—we will keep our own snug home,”
replied John with earnestness.

And so they did, living on quietly as of
old*(; and the only display ever made by Lady
Duddlestone was, that whenever she went to
church or to market, she always wore the
Queen’s big gold watch.

From New National Readers.

chup'le un-com’fort-a-blg snug Sar/nést-ness

whén-év/ér

dis-play’
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seen to, examined.

You’d best keep alive, you
had better not die, for if you
did, you could not go to London
and:see the Queen.

coach, a large four-wheeled
carriage. There was no railway
‘then.

They were quiet people,
they did not speak much about
themselves.

found their way, went with
some difficulty.

all that might interest
them, all things that might
please them.

strange, awkward ; kimari ga
wart.

It’s like being somebody
else, in this queer dress I do
not look like myself; I'look as
if I were somebody else.

wait on — A waiter (i HA) |
‘is one who waits on others.

|

1

v

rose up a knight—when he
knelt down he was a plain Mr.
Duddlestone, but now he was a
knight. . “Sir” s a title (BH)
of baronets (# 58 and knights
(£8).

Lady Duddlestone—As- het
husband was made a -knight, she
was hereafter (%) to be called
Lady Duddlestone.

St. James’s Palace, where
the Queen lived.

realize, find ; see.

You could have done no
better, it was the -best thing
that you could do.

But I should never like......
belong to another, if you took
some office in London, we should
be obliged to leave our own

room in which Prince George sat
g0 homelike with us,, and let
some other person have it.

of old, formerly.

1w - 149

LESSON 38.

CALLS.—I.

Persons who are provided with a letter of
introduction must, at their first call, leave that
letter along with their card and address. It
may be advisable not to go in on that day,
but wait until the lady or gentleman to whom
the letter is addressed sends an invitation.

Sunday is not the proper day for making
calls; week-days should always be chosen for
this purpose. The usual time for calling is
between 4 and 6 in the afternoon. No call
should be made at any other time, unless on a
very intimate friend. Strange to say, these
calls, though made in the afternoon, are called
& morhing calls.” They are, it is true, made
before dinner, the time for which is usually
between six and eight o’clock.

Morning calls are made in a dark frock-coat,
or a single-breasted morning coat, and striped

in-tr-dic’tion ad-vi’ga-blg week/-day chd’gen

pur/posg in’ti-mite frogk sin’glé-bréast-éd  stripid (t)
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trousers and gloves.. A well
brushed silk hat is the fashionable
head dress. A gentleman should
take his hat and stick, but not the

umbrella, into the room, and keep
them in his hands until he is

invited to put them down. The

right-hand glove must be removed. - drawing-room.
When 1 intend to go and see

a friend, or any one that has |

y;, asked me to pay him a visit, I
# go to his house and ring the

, bell; or, as is more commonly |
done in England, I give several (at least |
4 or 5) raps with the knocker. A servant 1

will come and open the door. In speaking
to him, I need not take off my hat.
in doubt about the right address, I ask

where Mr. Brown lives? If 1 am right I

~ trou/gérs

wélV-brished (t)
glove in-ténd’
;kn_é&k’ ér - pro-geed’

fash/ion-a-ble
com/mon-1y - rdp

; or Is he at home? If Mr. Brown is at home,
- the servant will ask: What name, please? or
- What name shall I say?; on which I tell him
- my name. I do not send my card up unless I

call on some commercial business. Before

~ announcing me to his master, the servant will

request me to step in, and will take me to the

LESSON 36,

CALLS.—2.

In the case of my not knowing Mr. Brown

~ personally, I bow when he enters the room and

When | say: Have I the pleasure of speaking to M.

 Brown? Mr. Brown will then answer: That

him: Does Mr. Brown live here? or Is this | is my name, sir; will you take a seat, please?,

| and probably continue: What can I do for
proceed to say: Can I see him? or Is he in?

you? I may then say, I hope I am mnot tres-

- passing on your time. He will assure me, Oh,

com-mér’cial (~'shal)
pér’son-al-1y

an-noungy’
prob/a-bly

- draW/ing-réom

trés’pasy  ds-sure’ (-shir’)
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certainly mot. 1 then proceed to tell him the
object of my visit, or what has brought me
there, or what I have to say.

If the person whom I am visiting is an
intimate friend of mine, he will welcome me
by saying: Good afternoon, (I'm) very pleased
to see you. What's the news? He will ask me
to take a seat and inquire after my health, and
after that of my family: Well, how are you?
Well, how are you getting on? How are you
all at home? I hope you are all well at home.
How 1is your father? &ec., &. My answers
may vary as follows: Capital, (or Very well,
Quite well, Pretty well, Fairly well), thanks
(or thank youw). After this we have a com-
fortable chat.

The usual form of taking leave is Good-by,
or Good day, and among friends sometimes
Ta-ta. A person whom I have seen for the
first time will add: (I’m) very pleased to have
met you (or to have made your acquaintance).

héalth &e. or ete. =&t ¢it/é-ra va'ry cip/i-tal

chiit 200d-by’ /-t

uw 153

In reply, I simply bow, or say Thank you.

According to circumstances, I may continue: -

I hope we shall have the pleasure of meeting
again:.. At the same time, we shake hands, and
after this we bow.

In leaving an intimate friend, no bows or
complimer_lt§ are made. I just shale hands
and take leave of him with some such remark
as: Good-by, I must be off now; Now I must
say good-by; Then good-by, till to-morrow; So
long; (I shall)* See you again, &ec., &c., &ec.
My friend will send his compliments to my
family, saying: (Give my) Kind regards to
Mrs. So-and-So;  Kindly remember me to your
father. - *My ' answer 'will be: Certainly, or

With pleasure.
R. Kron,

de-gord/ing edm/pli-mént ré-mirk’ ré-girds

AJ‘:‘...- ST -
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LESSON 837.

HoME, SWEET HOME.

PMid* pleasures and palaces, though we maj

roam,

Be it ever so humble,* there s no place like |

home!
A charm from the skies seems to hallow*
there, '
Which, seek thro* the world,* is ne’er* mef
with elsewhere.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home'
There’s no place like home'
There’s no place like home!

I gaze on the moon as I tread the drear wild,

And feel that my mother now thinks of her
child, 14

As she looks on' that moon from our own
cottage door,

Thro’ the woodbine* whose fragrance shall
cheer me no more.* :

hallsw ~ thro’  nélér
~wood’bing fra’grange

’mid chirm
élse’whérg  * dréar

Home! home! sweet, sweet home!

ere’s no place like home!

There’s no place like home!

exile from home, splendour dazzles in

vain;*

, give me my lowly thateh’d cottage again;

:; he birds singing gaily, that came at my call:

than all..

'r ive me them with that peace of mind, dearer

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

- here’s no place like home!

'Mid, amid.

- Be it ever so humble, how- |

&ver humble our home may be
(Humble, poor).

hallow, make sacred ;- i
kY 3,

 thro’, through.

‘seek thro’ the world, you
nay seck through the world ;
Wherever you may go in search

John H oward. Payne.

v

; ne"er,fnever.
woodbine, B&(T U5 5)
whose fragrance shall

‘cheer me no more, being

away from home, I shall no

-|:more smell the sweet fragrance

of the woodbine near our home.

~ An exile from home, splen- -
dour dazzles in vain, no
splendour pleases me, who is an

-exile from home.

low/l¥
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LESSON, 88.

DADDY'S NURSE.—1.

One morning, on a rainy day in March, a
lad dressed like a country boy, with a bundle: of
clothes under 'his arm, presented himself to
the porter of the great hospital at Naples; and,
presenting a letter, asked for his father. He had
a fine oval face, of a pale brown hue; thoughtful
eyes, and two thick lips, always half open, which
displayed extremely white teeth. He came
from a village in the neighbourhood of Naples.

His father, who had left- home a year pre- |

viously to seek work in France, had returned
to ' Italy, and had landed a few ‘days before
at Naples, where, ha,ving fallen suddenly ill,
he had hardly time to write a line to an-
nounce his arrival to his family, and to say
that he was going to the hospital. . His wif¢,

Dad'dy niirsé radnf¥e o i oopart/er
hos'pi-tal Na'ples  ‘thought-fal  Sx-tvamdlly

-

pré&’vi-gus-I§¥ It'a-l¥ ar-rivial,

v 157,

in despair at this news, and unable to leave
home because she had a sick child, and a
baby at the breast, had sent her eldest son to
Naples, with a few soldi, to help his father—
his daddy, as they called him: the boy had.
walked ten miles.

The porter, after glancing at the letter,
called a nurse and told him to conduct the
lad to his father.

“What father ?” inquired the nurse.

The boy, trembling with terror, lest he
should hear bad news, gave the name.

The nurse did not recall such a name.

“An old labourer, arrived from abroad?”
he asked.

“Yes, a labourer,” replied the lad, still more
uneasy; ‘““not so very old. Yes, arrived from
abroad.”

“When did he enter the hospital? ” asked
the nurse. :

The lad glanced at his letter; “ Five days
ago, I think.”

dé-gpair’ bréast eld’ést, sol’di con-diiet/

ré-calV 1a’bonr-8r a-broad’ un-eag’y
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The nurse stood a while in thought; then,

as though suddenly recalling him; “Ah!” he
said, “the furthest bed in the fourth ward.”

“Is he very ill ? How is he?” inquired the

boy, anxiously.

The nurse looked at him, without replying.
Then he said, “Come with me.”

" They ascended two flights of stairs, walked

to the end of a long corridor, and found them-

selves facing the open door of a large hall,
in which two rows of beds were arranged
“ Come,” repeated the nurse, entering. ‘The
boy plucked up his courage, and followed him,

castmg terrified glances to right and left, on
the pale faces of the sick people, some-of |
whom had their eyes closed, and seemed to be
dead, while others were staring into the air,

with their eyes wide open and fixed, as though |
~ His hair had turned white,

- grown, his
| skin tightly drawn and shining; his eyes
- were diminished in size, his lips very thick,

frightened. Some were moaning like children.
The big room was dark, the air was im-
pregnated with an acute odour of medicines.

cor’¥i-dor
é-ma'gi-atk

as-génd’
- ter'kify

fur/thést ward
ar-range’ plugk

im-prég/nate  a-cite’

1y

Two sisters of charity were g'omg about with

;‘ phials in their hands.

Arrived at the extremity of the great room,

- the nurse halted at the head of a bed, drew
aside the curtains, and said,
~ father.”

““Here is your

The boy burst into tears, and letting fall

- his bundle, he dropped his head on the sick
- man’s shoulder, clasping with one hand the arm
- which was lying motionless on the coverlet.
~ The sick man did not move.

The boy rose to his feet, and looked at his

~ father, and broke into a fresh fit of weeping.
- Then the sick man gave a long look at him,
- and seemed to recognize him; but his lips did

not move. Poor daddy, how he was changed!

 The son would never have recognized him.

his beard had

face was swollen, with the

chir’i-ty phi’al éx-trém/i-ty mo'’ tion-l,é'ss.

cov’ér-let  fit  rédOg-nize  swollen  di-min’ish
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his whole ' countenance altered. There was no
longer anything natural about him but his
forechead and the arch of his eyebrows. He
- breathed with difficulty.

“Daddy! ‘daddy!” said the boy, “it is I
don’t you know me? I am Cicillo, your own
Cicillo, who has come from the -country:
mamma has sent me. Take a good look at
me; don’t you know me? Say one word to
But the
attentively at him, closed his eyes.

What is the matter with
b . you? I am your little son—your own Cicillo.”
! The sick man made no movement, and con-
b tinued to breathe painfully.

i Then the lad, still weeping, took a chair

me
sick man, after having looked

e seated himself and waited, without taking his

eyes from his father’s face. “A doctor wil
surely come to pay him a visit,” he thought;
) il ,he will tell me something.” And he
|  cour Wi ) fore'héad (for’ed)

at-tén/tive-ly

al/tér  nat'ii-ral

Cicillo (chi-chil'5)

coun’té-nangs
ey&’brow
pain’ful-ly

v 161

recalled many things about his kind- father,
the day of parting, when he said the last
good-bye to him on board the ship, the hopes
which his family had founded on his journey,
the desolation of his mother on the arrival
of the letter; and he thought of death: he
beheld his father dead, his mother dressed
in black, in misery. And he
remained a long time thus. A light hand
tfouched him on the shoulder, and he started
up: it was a nun.

“What is the matter with my father?” he
asked her quickly.

“Is he your father?”
gently. :

“Yes, he is my father; I have come.
ails him?

“Courage, my boy,” replied the sister; “the
doctor will be here soon now.” And she went
away without saying anything more.

Half an hour later he heard the sound of a
bel, and he saw the doctor enter at the

the family

said the sister

What

found d3s-5-Li'tion nin ail

pirt’ing
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further end of the hall, accompanied by an
assistant; the sister and a nurse followed him,
They began - the visit, pausing at every bed,
This time of waiting seemed an eternity
the lad, and his anxiety increased at every
step of the doctor. At length they arrived al
the next bed. The doctor was an old man, tal
and stooping, with a grave face. Before he
left the next bed the boy rose to his feet, and
when he approached he began to cry.

The doctor looked at him.

« He is the sick man’s son,” said the sister
“he arrived this morning from the country.”

The doctor placed one hand on his shoulder;
then bent over the sick man, felt his pulsg
touched his forehead, and asked a few que¥

tions of the sister, who replied, ‘ There isH

nothing new.” Then he thought for a while
and said, “Continue the present treatment.”

162 1
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“Take courage, my boy,” replied the doctor,
laying his hand on his shoulder once more;
“he has erysipelas in his face. It is a serious
case, but there is still hdpe. Help him.
Your presence may do him a great deal of
good.”

“But he does not know me!” exclaimed
the boy in a tone of affliction.

“He will recognize you—to-morrow per-
haps. Let us hope for the best and keep up
our courage.”’

The boy would have liked to ask some more
questions, but he did not dare. The doctor
passed on. And then he began his life of
urse. As he could do nothing else, he
arranged the of the sick man
touched his hand every now and then, drove;
away the flies, bent over him at every groan,
and when the sister brought him something to

coverlets

Then the boy plucked up courage, anfjrink, he took the glass or the spoon from her

asked in a tearful voice, “ What is the mattel
with my father?”

\
-

é-tér'ni-ty stoop

dc-gom’pa-ny as-sist’ant

trent/ment tear/ ful

hand, and administered it in her stead. The
Sick man looked at him occasionally, but he

Ve PRSI R
sé'ri-qus ' af-flic’tion spoon

Ad-min/is-tér stead

ér-:\'%si'l Vé-lis
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gave no sign of recognition. However, his
glance rested 'onger on the lad each time,
especially when the latter put his handkerchief
to his eyes.

Thus passed the first day. At night the
boy slept on two chairs, in a corner of the
ward, and in the morning he resumed his
work of nursing. That day it seemed as
though the eyes of the sick man revealed a
dawning of consciousness. At the sound of
the boy’s voice.a vague look of gratitude
seemed to gleam for an instant in his pupils,
and once he moved his lips a little, as though
he wanted to say something. After each short
nap he seemed, on opening his eyes, to seek
his little nurse. The doctor, who had passed
twice, thought he noted a little improvement.
Towards evening, on putting the cup to his
lips, the lad fancied that he'perceived a very
faint smile glide across the swollen lips. Then
he began to take comfort and to hope; and

- e <t . - “y o - 3 e S )
réc-0g-ni’tion &s-pécial-1y (-’shal-) ré-gliimé
ré-veal’ con’seious-néss (-'shiis-) vaghe gleam
nap im-prove/mént

I
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with the hope of being understood, he talked

to him—talked to him at great length—of his
mother, of his little sisters, of his own
return home, and he exhorted him to courage
with warm and loving words. And although
he often doubted whether he was heard, he
still talked; for it seemed to him that even
if he did not understand him, the sick man
listened with a certain pleasure to his voice.
And in this manner passed the seeond
day, and the third, and the fourth, with
vicissitudes of slight improvement and unex-
pected changes for the worse; and the boy
was so absorbed in all his cares, that he
hardly nibbled. a bit of bread and cheese twice
a day, when the sister brought it to him, and
hardly saw what was going on around him,—
the dying patients, the sudden running up of
the sisters at night, the moans and despairing
gestures of visitors,—all those doleful scenes of
hospital life, which on any other occasion would

éx-hort/ gl-thaugh' slight vi-gis/si-tude
lin-&x-péet/&d ab-sorb’  nib’kle pa’/tient (-’shént)
gos'tiirg vig'i-tor dole/ful
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have alarmed him. Hours, days, passed, and
still he“was there with his daddy; watchful,

wistful, trembling at every sigh and at every
look, agitated incessantly between a hope which

relieved his mind and discouragement_ which
froze his heart. '

LESSON 89.

DADDY’'S NURSE.—2.

On the ﬁfth. day the sick man suddenly

grew worse.

The doctor shook his head, as

much as to say that all was over, and the boy |

flung himself on a chair and burst out sobbj’ng. |
In spite of the |

But one thing comforted him. i
fact that he was worse, the sick man seemed
to be slowly regaining consciousness. He stared

at the lad more and more closely, and, with 7

an expression which grew in sweetness, would

take his drink and medicine from no one but |

v)gtch’ful wist/ful
frozg ~  fliing sob

in-gds'sant-ly  dis-cotir’age-ment

ré-gain’ éx-prés'sion

¥
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him, and made strenuous efforts with his lips
with greater frequency, as though he were
trying to say some thing; and he did it so p}aihly
sometimes that his son grasped his arm vio-
lently, inspired by a sudden hope, and said to
him in a tone which was almost that of joy,
“Courage, courage, daddy; you will get well,
we will go away from here, we will return

- home; courage, for a little while longer ! #

At four o "clock in the afternoon, when the
boy was in one of these outbursts of tenderness
and hope, a sound of footsteps was heard
outside the nearest door in the ward, and then
a strong voice uttering two words only,—
“Farewell, sister!” made the boy spring to
his feet, with a cry repressed in his throat.

At that moment there entered the ward a
man with a thick bandage on his hand, followed
by a sister.

The boy uttered a sharp cry, and stood
rooted to the spot. :

strén’ii-ous -~ In-spirg’

rée présy/

fré’quén-cy vi'o-lént-1y

out’burst foot'step ut'tér

band’ige root/éd
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The man turned round, looked at him for a
moment, and uttered a cry in his turn,—
“Cicillo! ”—and darted towards him.

The boy fell into his father’s arms, choking
with emotion.

The sister, the nurse, and the assistant ran
up, and stood there in amazement.

The boy could not recover his voice.
- “Oh, my Cicillo!” exclaimed the father,
after casting an attentive look on the sick
man, as he kissed the boy repeatedly. ‘ Ciceillo,
my son, how is this? They took you to the
bedside of another man. And there was I, in
despair at not seeing you after mamma had
written, ‘I have sent him.” Poor Cicillo! How
many days have you been here? How did this
mistake occur? I have come out of it easily!
I have a good constitution, you know! And
how is mamma? And Concettella? And the
little baby—how are they all? I am leaving
the hospital now. Come, then. Oh, Lord God!
Who would have thought it!”

dirt &md'tion Amaz&’'mént  ré-cov/er  At-téntive

ré-peat/éd-ly  con-sti-t@’tion  Concettella (kon-chét/él-a)
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The boy tried to put in a few words, to
tell the news of the family. “Oh how happy I
am!” he stammered. ‘“How happy I am!
What terrible days I have passed!” And he
could mot finish kissing his father.

But he did not stir.

“Come,” said his father; “we can get home
this evening.” Ard he drew the lad towards
him. The boy turned to look at his patient.

“ Well, are you coming or not?”’ his father
demanded, in amazement.

~ The boy cast yet another glance at the sick
man, who opened his eyes at that moment and
gazed intently at him.

Then a flood of words poured from his very
soul.. “No, daddy; wait—here—TI can’t. Here
is this old man. I have been here for five
days. He gazes at me incessantly. I thought
he was you. I love him dearly. He looks at
me; I give him his drink; he wants me always
beside him; he is very ill now. Have patience;
I have not the courage—I don’t know—it pains
me too much; I will return home to-morrow:

stam’mér  dé-mand’ in-téat’ly powr soul  dea’ly
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let me stay here a little longer; I don’t at all
like to leave him. See how he looks at me! I
don’t know who he is, but he wants me; he
will die alone: let me stay here, dear daddy!”

“Bravo, little fellow!” exclaimed the at-
tendant.

The father stood in perplexity, staring at
the boy; then he looked at the sick man. “Who
is he?” he inquired.

“ A countryman, like yourself,” replied the
attendant, “ just arrived from abroad, and who
entered the hospital on the very day that you
entered it. He was out of his senses when
they brought him here, and could not speak.
Perhaps he has a family far away, and sons.
He probably thinks that your son is one of
his.”

The sick man was still looking at the boy.

The father said to Cicillo, “ Stay.”

“He will not have to stay much longer_,"’
murmure” the attendant.

“Stay,” repeated his father: ‘ you have
heart. I will go home immediately, to relieve

bri/vo per-pléx/i-ty cun/try-man mur’mur
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mamma’s distress. Heére is a scudo for your
expenses. (Good-by, my brave little son, until
we meet!”

He embiaced him, looked at him intently;
kissed him again on the brow, and went away.

The boy returned to his post at the bedside,
and the sick man appeared consoled. And
Cicillo began again to play the nurse, no longer
weeping, but with the same eagerness, the
same patience, as before; he again began to
give the man his drink, to arrange his bed-
clothes, to -caress his hand, to speak softly to
him, to exhort him to courage. He attended
him all that day, all that night; he remained
beside him all"the following day. But the sick
man continued to grow constantly worse; his
face turned a purple colour,his breathing grew
heavier, his agitation increased, inarticulate
cries escaped his lips, the inflammation became
excessive. On his evening visit, the doctor said
that he would not live through the night. And

im-meée'di-itg-ly scu/dd con-sole’ béd’clothes
ca-r8sy  con’stant-1y ag-i-ta’tion In-dr-tic'ti-late

in-flam-ma’tion €x-§0s/sive
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then Cicillo redoubled his cares, and never took
his eyes from him for a minute. The sick
man gazed and gazed at him, and kept moving
his lips from time to time, with great effort,
as though he wanted to say something, and an
expression of extraordinary tenderness passed
over his eyes now and then, as they continued
to grow smaller and more ‘dim. And ‘that
night the boy watched with him until he saw
the first rays of dawn gleam white through the
windows, and the sister appeared. The sister
approached the bed, cast a glance at the
patient, and then went away with rapid steps.
A few moments later she reappeared with the
assistant doctor, and with a nurse, who carried
a lantern.

“He is at his last gasp,” said the doctor.

The boy clasped the sick man’s hand. The
latter opened his eyes, gazed at him, and closed
them once more. :

At that moment the lad fancied that he felf
his hand pressed. ‘ He pressed my hand!” he
exclaimed.

ré-dotib/le  Ex-traor’di-nii-ry (-tror’-) dim lin’térn gasp
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The doctor bent over the patient for an
instant, then straightened himself up.

The sister detached a crucifix from the wall.

“He is dead!” cried the boy.

0, my son,” said the doctor: “your work
of mercy is finished. Go, and may fortune

- attend you! for you-deserve it. God will pro-

tect you. Farewell!”

The sister, who had stepped aside for a
moment, returned with a little bunch of violets
which she had taken from a glass on the
window-sill, and handed them to the boy,
saying :—

“I have nothing else to give you. Take
these in memory of the hospital.”

“Thanks,” returned the boy, taking the
bunch of flowers with one hand and drying his
eyes with the other; “but I have such a long
distance to go on foot—I shall spoil them.”
And separating the violets, he scattered them
over the bed, saying: “I leave them as a
memento for my poor dead man. Thanks,

straight’en dé-tach’ cry/ol-fix mer/cy

dé-garve/ vi/6-lét mé-mén’td
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sister! thanks, doctor!” Then, turning to the
dead man, “ Farewell—” And while he sought
a name to give him, the sweet name which he
had applied to him for five days recurred to
his lips,— Farewell, poor daddy!”

So saying, he took his little bundle of clothes
under his arm, and, exhausted with fatigue, he

walked slowly away. The day was dawning,
Adapted from Cuorz.
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