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Lesson
 1


I can hop.

I can run.

I can stop.

It is fun.

Hop, hop, hop.

Run, run, run.

Stop, stop, stop.

Fun, fun, fun.

It is fun.
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Lesson
 2


I am big.

I am six.

I can dig.

I can run and hop and dig.

Tom can hop and dig.

It is fun to run and hop and dig.
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Lesson
 3


I can see my top.

I can see my pop gun.

I can see a fig.

I can see Tom.

Tom, can you see me?

I see you, Tom.

I see the sun.

Tom, can you see the big sun?
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Lesson
 4
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Tom is big. He is six.

Tom and I can run.

I can not tig Tom.

I am hot.

Tom, tig me. Do not stop.

Tom, fix my gun.

It can not pop.

Pop, pop, pop.




Lesson
 5


Dan is a man.

He has a gig.

Dan has a gig and a van.

Tom and Dan and I got in the van.

Dan had a pig in the van.

It trod on Tom.

Dan got a bun for Tom and me.
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Lesson
 6


Tom has a little dog, Spot.

It ran by Dan's gig.

The gig did not stop.

Spot ran on and on.
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Dan! Stop the gig; Spot is little.

Dan did.

He got Spot in.
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Lesson
 7


Spot is a fat little dog.

Tom sat on a log.

He had his hat on a log.

Spot got in the hat.

Tom hit him, and off he ran.

Spot! Spot! Here, boy!

Here he is.




Lesson
 8


I am Mother's boy.

I am Bob.

I sit by Mother.

I help her.

I can get a log for her.

She can get a pan and I can get the jam.

The jam is in a tin.

See me get it, Mother.
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Lesson
 9


Mother has a little girl.

She is Edna, my sister.

Edna has a big doll.

She has a little bed for it.

The doll can sit on Edna's lap.

See its red hat.

See its red dress.

Edna loves her doll.

I love Mother.
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Lesson
 10


One day Edna had her doll by a tree.

Spot ran up to get it.

Edna did not see him.

He ran off with the doll.

He got it in the mud.

The doll was in a mess.

Its hat was wet, and mud was on its dress.

Edna was cross. Bad Spot!
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Lesson
 11


Edna met Tom; he gave her a nut.

She set it in a box by the tap.

By and by, she will have a little tree.

[image: ]


The tree will have buds.

The sun will kiss the buds.

The tree will have nuts on it.

Edna will sing, "I had a little nut tree."




Lesson
 12


Mother has a wee baby boy.

He is little Len.

Edna gave him a bib.

Mother will put it on him.

He sits in his little cot.

Len must be fed. His sop is in a cup.

Father gave Len a big kiss.

He is Father's pet.




Lesson
 13


One day Bob had Len in his pram.

Len had his bib on.

Mother had put a pin in it.

Len put his little hand on the pin.

Bob ran in to tell Mother.

Len fell from his pram.

He got a bad cut.

Mother ran to him.

She will tell Father.

Father will not be glad.

Bob is so sad. He loves Len.
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Lesson
 14


Little Len is well.

Mother will put him in the tub.

We love to see him in it.

Get a rag; he must have a big rub.

He can say, "Dad, Dad;" and "Mum, Mum."
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He sits on the mat.

He has a pet pup; it is a pug.

The pup tugs at Len's cap.

The pup will get the cap off the mat.

Len will say, "Pup, Pup!"

 

Rub a dub dub!

Three men in a tub.




Lesson
 15


I went with Mother to get a hat.

The man put one on me.

It did not fit; it was big.

He had a little one, but it did not fit.

The man said, "Can I sell you a cap?"

So Mother got a cap for me.

I like a cap best.

The man gave Mother the bill.

My cap cost two and six.

I must put my cap on a peg.
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Lesson
 16


One Sunday, Mother said, "Bob, will you go with me to see old Sam?"

Old Sam is ill. He is in his hut.

We got a can of milk and a box of eggs for him.

Old Sam was in bed.

He had a red rug on him.

He said, "I am glad to see you; I am so ill."

Mother gave him egg and milk from a cup.

He sat up to sip it.

Sam has an old cat.

I gave the cat a little of the milk.

Puss likes milk.

Mother said, "We must help old Sam to get well."




Lesson
 17


Next day was Monday, and Edna and I went to see if Sam was still ill.

He was under his big gum tree by the hut.

Edna said, "We are so glad you are better!"

Sam gets water from a dam.
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I said, "May we fill the can for you?"

Sam said, "Yes, if you will not spill the water."

So we went to fetch a pail of water, as Jack and Jill did.

Edna said, "Let us sing it."

So we sang:—

"Jack and Jill went up the hill

To fetch a pail of water."

We like to help old Sam.




Lesson
 18


If Sam is well, he will be at the mill on Friday.

He has to chop gum trees.

A boy, Alf, will go with me to see him chop the trees.

We like to smell the gum.

The sap drips from the tree as it is cut.

Sam will let Alf and me have the chips for Mother.

We love the hum, hum at the mill, as the big logs are cut into strips.

[image: ]


Sam got a big, fat grub in one of the trees.




Lesson
 19
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Sam gave the grub to Alf.

All has his grub in a box.

One day this grub will be a moth.

Then it will have four big wings.

They will help the moth to fly.

It may fly to the lamp.

Moths like to do so, but that kills them.

I have seen them on the cloth by the lamp. Have you?




Lesson
 20
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Sh! Sh! Hush!

Do not rush in like that.

Edna is not well; she has a red rash.

Mother said she must stay in bed.

I may not go in to see her.

She shall have a cup of hot broth.

I wish she were better.

I shall get an egg from the hen's nest for her.

There is a nest in the shed.

Edna shall have the egg in an egg cup.

I shall chip off the top of the egg shell for her.




Lesson
 21
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Jack was a little mouse.

He hid under a box in the shed.

A candle was on the shelf.

Jack got up on the shelf to nibble it.

The black cat crept into the shed.

He made a spring at Jack.

Be quick, Jack!

Puss will catch you.

Jump over the candle stick.

 

Jack, be nimble; Jack, be quick;

Jack, jump over the candle stick.




Lesson
 22
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Hickory, dickory, dock!

The mouse ran up the clock;

The clock struck one,

The mouse did run ;

Hickory, dickory, dock!

Tick, tock! Tick, tock!

This is the song of the kitchen clock.

Do you hear it, Edna?

One, two, three, four, five, six.

It has struck six.

It is six o'clock.

Father will be in for tea.

Oh, here he is.

Run to him, Len.

Be quick, Mother.

Here is Father.




Lesson
 23


Cheep! cheep! Oh, Mother, see this darling little chick!

Old Speck has ten of them.

There are seven black ones, and the rest are yellow.

They are such darling little chicks!

I had a stick to get this black one from its mother.
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I had to be so quick.

Speck gave me such a peck on the hand.

See that big yellow one on the mother's back.

Did it say "Quack"?

Yes, it did.

Then it must be a ducking.

We must shut up the hen and her chicks in the shed.

 

Hickety, pickety, my black hen,

She lays eggs for gentlemen,

Sometimes nine and sometimes ten,

Hickety, pickety, my black hen.




Lesson
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One of my chums, Charlie, said, "May I help you to feed the chicks?"

So I let him fetch a can of water.

I had a tin of scraps.

I said, "Charlie! Catch old Speck, and you and I shall feed the chicks."

But Speck went to peck Charlie, and he ran off.

Then Speck said, "Cluck! Cluck!"

The chicks ran up to the mother. She fed them.

It was funny to see them pick up the little scraps.

We put the water in an old tin dish.

Splash! Splash! In went the duckling.

Oh, Speck was so funny!

Hens think ducklings cannot swim, but they can.




Lesson
 25


Charlie lives by the sea.

I went to spend Saturday with him.

It was a hot, sunny day, just the day for the sea.

Charlie got two buckets—one for him and one for me.

Charlie said, "Let us have a swim. Off with socks!"

We were quickly in the water.

We had a grand swim.

Charlie lost his little ship.

The water went splash, splash, on the big rocks.

Then we sat on the yellow sand, and made a big castle.

I got shells for it, and Charlie put a flag on top.
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We dug a well and let the sea fill it.

We had such a happy day!




Lesson
 26


Bring pen and ink, Bob, and the box of pink paper.

Do not spill the ink.

We must thank Charlie's mother for the happy day you had.

I think she may let Charlie spend next Saturday with us.

I wonder if she will let Charlie bring little Alma.

Edna will love to have her.

Bring a pink stamp. There is one on the shelf.

Stick it just here, Bob.

You and Edna shall post the letter.

Edna, put that pink frock on, and run to the post with Bob.




Lesson
 27


It is Saturday, and they are here.

Bob has a penny to spend, so Mother gave me one.

We are going to the shop to get lolly sticks.

We shall get two for the girls.
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We boys are to go to the pond to fish.

The girls will stop with Mother.

They have five dolls.

Charlie, can you get two long sticks for fishing rods ?

Here is plenty of string.

I will get two pins. We must bend them to catch the fish.

Off we go! Two jolly fisher boys.

See us with big hats and rods.

We are back. We did not catch one fish.

Still we had jolly fun.

I fell in and got wet.

I wish you had seen the splash.




Lesson
 28


Oh, Father, see what Charlie has—a little shaggy pony.

Where did you get it, Charlie?

I wish I had a pony.

Charlie's pony comes trot trot, trot trot.

He has no whip to make it go.

He just says, "Gee up!"

May I have a ride when you get off, Charlie?

Yes, Bob, if you do not have a whip.

I will not whip my pony.

Bonnie will gallop when we are on the way back.

Then I shall feed him and give him a drink.

 

Bell-horses, bell-horses,

What time of day?

One o'clock, two o'clock,

Off and away.




Lesson
 29


Hark! That is the alarm clock.

Jump up, Edna. Jump up, Len.

We are to go with Father in the car.

Is that the car in the yard ?
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Yes. Do not start yet, Father.

Are we to go to the farm ?

Is it very far?
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Mother is packing lunch in Father's big bag.

I see jam tarts and apples.

Pack plenty, Mother.

Father said, "We shall not be back till dark."

We may see the stars.

They are like little lamps in the sky.

 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star!




Lesson
 30


Len had an old tennis ball.

As we went by the park, he let it fall from the car.

A small dog made a dart at it, but a tall boy ran and picked it up for Len.

Then the dog ran after the car barking.

Father said, "Call the dog off!"
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So the boy called, "Buff, Buff!"

He hid by a brick wall.

The dog ran to him, and licked his hands.

The boy held his arms for his dog to jump over.

He kept the dog doing tricks until the car was a long way off.

 

I had a little dog, and they call him Buff,

I sent him to the shop for a bag of snuff,

But he lost the bag, and spilt the snuff;

Then the poor little dog ran off in a huff.
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Lesson
 31


We have a tall gum tree in our yard.

A magpie sits on the tip top, when the sun is getting up.

He sings, and sings, and sings to the sun. He loves the morning.

Edna and I love his song. It is such a happy song!

A jackass sits on a low branch. He cannot sing.

He laughs—"Ha-ha-ha, Ho-ho-ho!"
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Jacky pecks at grubs in the tree.

Our gum tree has pretty little buds with green caps.

The caps are pushing up.

There will be flowers.

Then the bees will come, and buzz over them. Hum-hum-hum!




Lesson
 32


What else do you think we have in our gum tree?

As it was getting dark, I saw a mother possum jump from the tree to the fence.

She had her baby pick-a-back.
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It was having what we call a "piggy-back."

I saw her crawl along the fence to the shed.

Father had put apples in the shed.

He had packed them in straw.

In the morning, we saw marks of the mother's claws on an apple.

She must have had one in her paws.




Lesson
 33


Father has put a swing on the gum tree for us.

He has fixed it to a strong, thick branch.

Edna, you may have first swing.

Cling on! I shall push you.
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Then will you push me hard?

Oh, I love to swing up, up into the sky!

Shall we get on together?

You sit, and I shall stand.

Let us sing as we swing.

We are just like little birds on the wing as we fly to the sky.




Lesson
 34


Spring is here. The park is gay with wattle.

Mother took us to see it to-day.

The pretty trees were all along the river bank.

They hung their blossoms over the water.

[image: ]


Little yellow balls were falling from the trees.

Mother lay on the bank, but Edna and I went off to play.

We saw a big bird on a tree; it was calling to us.

I think it was a grey bell magpie.

Pretty parrots were flying to and fro.

We were so happy that we said, "Mother, may we stay till five o'clock? Oh, do say we may!"

Mother said "Yes," so we stayed till the sun set.




Lesson
 35


It is bed time.

The little birds are in their nests.

Our pony is in its stable.

The chickens have nestled in by their mother.

Little Len is in his cot.

The big red sun has gone to rest, and Edna and I must be off, too.

We shall pray to God and thank him for our happy day.

 

Good night, Father;

Good night, Mother dear.




Lesson
 36


RHYMES

THE DAYS OF THE WEEK

How many days has my baby to play?

Saturday, Sunday, Monday,

Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday,

Saturday, Sunday, Monday.

SINGING TIME

I wake up in the morning early,

And always, the very first thing,

I poke out my head, and I sit up in bed,

And I sing, and I sing, and I sing.

ROBIN'S SONG

God made little Robin

In the days of spring.

"Please," said little Robin,

"When am I to sing?"

God then spoke to Robin,

"You must sing always,

But your sweetest carol

Keep for wintry days."

God heard Robin singing

Such a welcome song,

"Cheer up, little children;

Summer won't be long."

God loves all the children,

And it makes Him glad

If they sing like Robin

When the days are sad.

—Florence Hoatson


HAPPY AS A ROBIN

Happy as a robin, gentle as a dove;

That's the kind of little child

Every one will love.

THE PANCAKE

Mix a pancake,

Stir a pancake,

Pop it in the pan.

Fry the pancake,

Toss the pancake,

Catch it, if you can.

PANCAKE TUESDAY

Flip, flop; flip, flop!

Pancake tossing time!

Toss them up and catch them quick

And sing a pancake rhyme.

Flip! for William Henry!

Flop! for Mary Ann!

Toss them up and catch them quick;

The pancake's in the pan.

THE MILL

When the wind blows,

Then the mill goes;

When the wind drops,

Then the mill stops.

A CHINESE NURSERY RHYME

He ran up the candle stick

The little mousie brown,

To steal and eat tallow

And he couldn't get down.

He called for his grandma,

But his grandma was in town;

So he doubled up into a wheel

And rolled himself down.

CHICKS

Yellow chicks, baby things,

Bits of fluff and feather,

Underneath their mother's wing

Cuddled up together!

Never mind the wind and rain,

Cold or any other!

Everything is bright again

Cuddled up to mother.

—Florence Hoatson


A LITTLE TINY BIRD

A little tiny bird

With sweet and cheerful song,

God watches, thinks, and cares for

All the day long.

A little helpless babe

That knows not right from wrong,

God wakes a mother's love for

All the day long.

A little trustful child

Singing to God his song,

God loves to hear the music

All the day long.

—H. King Lewis





Lesson
 37


BIRTHDAY RHYMES

1．

Happy birthday to you,

Happy birthday to you,

Happy birthday, dear…,

Happy birthday to you!

 

2．

Many happy returns of the day to you;

May you do the things you want to do;

But let them be gentle, and kind, and true.

Many happy returns of the day to you.

 

3．

Comes a birthday once again,

Happy day, oh, happy day!

Through the sunshine, through the rain,

God has brought us on our way.

—Frederick Jackson


 

4．

This is a special day,

And it belongs to you;

May every hour be happy

And very jolly too!




Lesson
 38


HOME PRAYER

The flower has a pretty home

In quiet wood or dell,

The birdie has a cosy nest,

And I've a home as well.

 

I thank Thee for my happy home,

Dear Father up above,

My mother and my father, too,

And every one I love.

—Florence Hoatson





Lesson
 39


THE DOG THAT WOULD NOT GO HOME

A little boy had a dog.

The dog ran into the bush, where he found a bone.

The dog wanted to eat the bone.

The little boy wanted to go home.
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But the dog would not go home.

Then the little boy began to cry.

Along came a little grey rabbit.

The little grey rabbit said, "Why are you crying, little boy?"
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The little boy said, "My dog will not come home."

The little grey rabbit said, "Stop crying, little boy. I will drive the dog home."

[image: ]


The rabbit ran at the dog, and said, "Go home, dog! Go home!"

"Woof! woof!" said the dog, and away ran the little grey rabbit.

Along came a sly brown fox.

The sly brown fox said, "Why are you crying, little boy?"
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The little boy said, "My dog will not come home."

The sly brown fox said, "Stop crying, little boy. I will drive the dog home."

The sly brown fox ran at the dog, and said, "Go home, dog! Go home!"

"Woof! woof!" said the dog, and away ran the sly brown fox.

Along came a tall kangaroo.

The tall kangaroo said, "Why are you crying, little boy?"

The little boy said, "My dog will not come home."
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The tall kangaroo said, "Stop crying, little boy. I will drive the dog home."

The tall kangaroo sprang at the dog, and said, "Go home, dog! Go home!"

"Woof! woof!" said the dog, and away hopped the tall kangaroo.

A wise old magpie was sitting on a tree. He said, "Why are you crying, little boy?"

The little boy said, "My dog will not come home."
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The wise old magpie flew at the dog and said, "Go home, dog! Go home!"

"Woof! woof!" said the little dog, and home he ran.




Lesson
 40


"I'M MUCH TOO BIG."

I'm much too big for a fairy,

And much too small for a man,

But this is true ——

Whatever I do,

I do it the best I can.

—LUCY F. JACKSON
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"I'm much too big for a fairy."





Lesson
 41


THE OLD WOMAN AND HER PIG

One day, an old woman went to market to buy a pig.

A man sold her a fine fat one.
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He was so fat he could not get on very fast.

When they came to a stile, he did not want to get over it.

The woman went on until she saw a dog, and she said, "Dog, dog, bite pig; pig won't get over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."

But the dog would not bite the pig.

The old woman went a little farther until she saw a stick, and she said, "Stick, stick, beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."

But the stick would not beat the dog.
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The old woman went a little farther until she saw a fire, and she said, "Fire, fire, burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."

But the fire would not burn the stick.

The old woman went a little farther until she saw some water, and she said, "Water, water, quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."

But the water would not quench the fire.
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The old woman went a little farther until she saw an ox, and she said, "Ox, ox, drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."

But the ox would not drink the water.

The old woman went a little farther until she saw a butcher, and she said, "Butcher, butcher, kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."
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But the butcher would not kill the ox.

The old woman went a little farther until she saw a rope; and she said, "Rope, rope, hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."

But the rope would not hang the butcher.

The old woman went a little farther until she saw a rat, and she said, "Rat, rat, gnaw rope; rope won't hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."
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But the rat would not gnaw the rope.

The old woman went a little farther, until she saw a cat, and she said, "Cat, cat, kill rat; rat won't gnaw rope; rope won't hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire wont burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; pig won't jump over the stile; and I shall not get home tonight."
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The cat said, "Bring me some milk and I will."

So the old woman went a little farther until she saw a cow, and she said, "Please, cow, give me some milk for the cat."

The cow said, "I will not give you milk until you bring me a handful of hay."

The old woman ran to the haystack and came back with a handful of hay.

The cow gave the old woman some milk.

She gave the milk to the cat.

Then the cat began to kill the rat; the rat began to gnaw the rope; the rope began to hang the butcher; the butcher began to kill the ox; the ox began to drink the water; the water began to quench the fire; the fire began to burn the stick; the stick began to beat the dog; the dog began to bite the pig; and the pig jumped over the stile; and the old woman got home that night after all.

PROVERBS

Waste not, want not.

A stitch in time saves nine.

Set a stout heart to a steep hill.
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ELVES

If you make a daisy chain

And hang it on a tree,

Elves will have it for a swing;

You just try and see.

 

If you put a bunch of May

Somewhere on the ground,

Elves will trim their hats with it

And then dance round and round.

 

If you shake the petals down

From a crimson rose,

Elves will come and gather them

To make their Sunday clothes.

 

If you pick an apple blossom

When the dew is on it,

Elves will set to work and make

A baby fairy's bonnet.

 

From Child Education
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"Elves will have it for a swing."
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LITTLE HALF-CHICK

Once upon a time, there was a hen who hatched out some little chicks. She was very pleased as they came out of the shells. One—two—three—four came out soft and fluffy; but the last little chick had only one little leg, one little wing, and one little eye!
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It was just a half-chick.

The mother hen did not know what to do with Little Half-chick.

He could not run and jump as his brothers and sisters did. He had to go hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick.

One day Little Half-chick said to his mother, "Mother, I am tired of the farmyard. I am going to see the king." The mother hen tried to keep him at home, but he would not listen to her. Away he went, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick, to see the king.

He had not gone very far when he came to a little brook. Now, this little brook was caught in the grass and leaves, and could not flow. So the water cried out, "Little Half-chick, help me, please, help me! I am caught in the leaves and cannot get away."

"I have no time to help you," said Little Half-chick. "I am off to see the king." And away he went, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick.

Soon he came to a fire that was smoking in damp sticks and leaves. When the fire saw Little Half-chick he cried, "Help me, help me, Little Half-chick! Fan me with your wing. I am nearly choked with smoke."

"I have no time to help you," said Little Half-chick. "I am off to see the king." And away he went, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick.
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A little farther on, Little Half-chick came to some trees where the wind was caught. The wind was crying and trying to get away, but the trees held him fast. When the wind saw Little Half-chick he cried, "Help me, help me, Little Half-chick! Lift these heavy branches so that I can get away."

"I have no time to help you," said Little Half-chick. "I am off to see the king"; and away he went, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick, hoppity-kick.

At last Little Half-chick came to the palace of the king.

Hoppity-kick, he went under the gates, and, hoppity-kick, he went into the garden. But the cook saw him and cried, "What a queer chick! I shall cook him for the king's dinner."

Before Little Half-chick could go hoppity-kick again, the cook caught him and popped him into a pot of water. Soon the water came up over his feathers and over his head.

"Oh, water, do not drown me!" cried Little Half-chick. But the water said, "You would not help me when I was caught in the leaves and grass," and it ran right over his little head. Soon the fire grew brighter and brighter, and the water became hotter and hotter, till Little Half-chick cried, "Fire, do not burn so fast, or I shall die!"
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But the fire said, "You would not fan me when I was smoking," and it burned hotter and hotter than before. Little Half-chick said, "Oh, I think I shall die!"

But, just then, the cook lifted the lid of the pot and peeped in.

"Oh, what a queer chick! It will not do for the king's dinner." So the cook picked Little Half-chick up by his leg and threw him out of the window.

The wind caught him and blew him up and up till he reached the top of the church-steeple; and there he stuck fast.

He stands there even to this day with his one leg, one wing, and one eye.

He cannot go hoppity-kick any more, so he turns round and round when the wind blows, listening to what it says.
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IF ALL THE SEAS WERE ONE SEA

If all the seas were one sea,

What a great sea that would be!

 

If all the trees were one tree,

What a great tree that would be!

 

If all the axes were one axe,

What a great axe that would be!

 

If all the men were one man,

What a great man that would be!

 

And, if the great man took the great axe,

And cut down the great tree,

And let it fall into the great sea,

What a great
 splash that would be!




Lesson
 45


THE FOX AND LITTLE RED HEN

A sly young fox lived with his mother in a den of rocks on a big hill.

One day he said, "Mother, have the big pot on the fire when I come home to-night. I shall be bringing Little Red Hen for supper."
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Off he went, with a bag on his back, tramp, tramp, over the hills, to the home of Little Red Hen.

*　*　*　*　*　*

Little Red Hen was picking up sticks for her fire, and she did not see the sly fox.

He popped in behind the door.

Then in came Little Red Hen with her apron full of sticks. "I'm glad I'm safely in," she said.

She put the sticks on the fire, and locked the door.

"Oh, oh!" she said, "Who is this behind my door?"

For there was the ugly fox, with his bushy tail on the floor, and his big bag on his back.

Up she flew to her perch, just under the roof.

"I'll get you!" said the fox, and he began to spin just like a top.

He spun, and spun, and spun, till Little Red Hen was giddy and fell to the floor.

Quickly he popped her in his bag, and set off for his den in the rocks.

*　*　*　*　*　*

Tramp, tramp, over the hills he went, and bump, bump, went Little Red Hen on his back.

"Oh, oh! I must think of a way to get out," she said to herself.
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"He set off for his den."


By and by, while the fox was resting, she felt in her apron pocket.

Oh, there were her little scissors!

Snip, snip, she went, till she had cut a hole in the bag.

Out she jumped, picked up a large stone, and popped it in.

Then she ran, and ran, until she was safely in her little home.

*　*　*　*　*　*

On and on went the fox with his bumpy bag.

When he got near his den, he called out, "Here is Little Red Hen. Have you the pot on the fire?"

"Yes, yes," said Mother Fox. "I'll lift the lid, and you pop in the hen. Come close to the pot."

She lifted the lid.

He lifted the bag.

Then in went the big stone.

Splash! splash! splash! came the hot water all over the foxes, and that was the end of them.
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THE THREE BILLY GOATS GRUFF

Once upon a time there were three billy goats gruff.

They were going up the hill to get themselves fat.

The first was Little Billy Goat Gruff.

The second was Middle-sized Billy Goat Gruff.

The third was Big Billy Goat Gruff.

On the way, they had to cross a bridge over a river.

Under this bridge there lived a greedy troll, with eyes as big as saucers, and a nose as long as a poker.

This troll liked to eat goats better than anything else.

The three goats were afraid of the greedy troll; but they did want to eat the grass on the hill —it was so fresh and green.

 

One day Little Billy Goat Gruff said, "I will cross that bridge. I am going to eat some of that fresh green grass."

"If you do, the troll will catch you," said the other goats.

"I am not afraid now," said Little Billy Goat Gruff. "He will not eat me; I am too little."

So he trotted, trip-trap, trip-trap, over the bridge.

"Who's that tripping over my bridge?" shouted the troll.

"It's only the tiniest billy goat," said Little Billy Goat Gruff.

"I am coming to gobble you up," said the troll.

"Do not eat me, I am so little. My brother is much fatter. Wait for him."

"Well, be off with you," said the troll.

So Little Billy Goat Gruff ran, trip-trap, trip-trap, over the bridge.

In a little while came the next billy goat gruff.

"Who's that tripping over my bridge?" shouted the troll.

"It's only Middle-sized Billy Goat," said the second billy goat gruff.

"I am coming to gobble you up," said the troll.

"Do not eat me," said the goat. "Wait till Big Billy Goat comes. He is much fatter than I am."

"Well, be off with you," said the troll; and away went the second billy goat gruff, trip-trap, trip-trap, over the bridge.

Just then came Big Billy Goat Gruff, TRIP, TRAP, TRIP, TRAP, over the bridge.

He was so heavy that the bridge went creak, creak, creak under him.

"Who's that tramping over my bridge?" shouted the troll.

"It's Big Billy Goat Gruff," said he in a loud voice.

"I am coming to gobble you up," screamed the troll.

"Come on, then," said Big Billy Goat Gruff.

He was not afraid now. He shook his head. He stamped his feet. He rushed at the greedy old troll, caught him on his horns, and tossed him right into the river.

So the three billy goats gruff were free to eat the fresh green grass on the hill.
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THE FIELD MOUSE AND THE ACORN
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By the edge of a wood stood a big oak-tree.

Tiny acorns hid among the green leaves.

Day by day they became bigger and bigger.

Soon the hot sun made them ripe.

Then the wind came, and shook the branches.

It rattled the acorns in their cups.

This made them loose.

They fell from the tree, and lay among the dry grass by its big roots.

One day a little mouse went out to look for food.

He came to the spot where the acorns lay.

Soon he found a very big round one.

He took hold of it with his little paw.

It was so smooth that it rolled away from him.

He ran after it; but it kept rolling on, till it fell down a small hole under a big root.

The little mouse went in after it.

Then he saw tiny steps going down into the ground.

Down, down went the acorn with a soft, tapping sound.

Down, down went the field-mouse.

At the bottom of the steps, the acorn struck a little door.

It flew open, and into a little room rolled the acorn.

In, after it, went the mouse.

There stood a little red man!

As soon as the mouse was in, the red man shut the door.

"Ah! You are mine!" he cried. "You shall be my slave. You shall make my bed. You shall sweep my room with this little broom. Each day, you shall cook broth for my dinner."

Then he took the acorn and hid it.

"It is mine," said the red man, "for you stole it."

"No! no!" said the mouse; "it is mine, for I found it."

In the morning, the little red man went out, and locked the door after him.
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"There stood a little red man."


In the afternoon, he came back.

He did this each day.

One day he was in a hurry.

He turned the key, but the door was not quite shut, and it did not lock.

"This is my chance!" said the mouse to himself.

"I will not be a slave. I shall go away, and I mean to take my acorn with me."

He looked about the room for it.

He hunted on every shelf.

He peeped into every drawer.

Then he saw a wee door over the fire-place.

He got up on a chair and opened the door.

There was the acorn.

Quickly he snatched it up and ran out of the room, up the little steps, out under the root, and away over the fields to his home.

He set the acorn on the table, with a sharp tap.

Up flew a little lid, and there, inside, was —oh! such a pretty necklace.

It was just the size for his little mouse sister, and so he gave it to her.
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THE DUCKS' DITTY

All along the backwater,

Through the rushes tall,

Ducks are a-dabbling,

Up tails all!

 

Ducks' tails, drakes' tails,

Yellow feet a-quiver,

Yellow bills all out of sight

Busy in the river.

 

Every one for what he likes!

We' d like to be

Heads down, tails up,

Dabbling free.

 

High in the blue above,

Swifts whirl and call—

We are down a-dabbling,

Up tails all!

—KENNETH GRAHAME
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UMBRELLAS

One sunny morning in April, a wee brownie started out for a walk.
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He wore a brown coat, brown trousers, brown pointed shoes, and a long brown pointed cap.

He carried his basket over his arm, for he had marketing to do.

He skipped along, dodging the beetles, and peeping in at the doors of the ant hills, as merry as any brownie could be on a sunny morning in April.

He bought a pot of butter at a buttercup shop, and a jar of honey from a bee.

He was just going home again when "Dear me! What's that?" said the brownie. "Pit! pat! pit! pat! there's the rain!"

It is quite bad enough to be a child and out of doors when it rains, but think of being a tiny, wee, little mite of a brownie with fresh, new clothes, and every raindrop as full as a bucket!

He ran so fast that the jar of honey and the pot of butter rattled like a kettle-drum.

He crept under the tallest blade of grass, and tried to cover himself with a leaf, but it was of no use; the raindrops fell faster and faster until he was drenched.

At last he saw, just a little way ahead, a fine toadstool. That would make a good roof!

He ran as fast as his little legs would carry him to get under it. But the brownie ran into a fat grey mouse, who lay safe and dry under the toadstool.

Poor little brownie! He trembled with fright.

The mouse seemed to him as large as a bear, and he was so afraid! But it was warm and dry under the toadstool, and very wet outside.

The mouse did not see him, for he kept on the other side of the toad-stool, and just peeped out now and then.

Then the brownie began tugging at the toadstool. It was very heavy. Tug! tug! Up it came, and off scampered the brownie with the toadstool over his head, and the poor mouse was left in the rain.
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"Ha! ha! see the brownie!" cried the crickets, the beetles, the grass-hoppers, and the ants:

"See the brownie with a toadstool over his head to keep off the rain! What a funny roof! Why, it's an umbrella!"
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FAIRY UMBRELLAS

Wee grey and brown umbrellas

Are scattered o'er the lawn!

The fairies ran and left them

When day began to dawn.
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They opened them last night, you know;

From this it's very plain

That fairies don't like getting wet

When it begins to rain.
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THE THRUSH'S SONG

One day a shepherd boy was keeping his sheep on a hill, when he heard a thrush singing, "Come and get it! Come and get it! Come and get it!"

"Get what?" asked the shepherd boy; but all the thrush answered was, "Come and get it! Come and get it!" till the shepherd boy could stand it no longer.

"Very well, I will
 !" he said at last, and ran down to the farm to ask his master for a holiday.

"You may take the day off, but you must be back by sunset to put the sheep in the fold," said the farmer.

The shepherd boy ran off, calling to the thrush, "Now, Thrush, I will follow you!"

"Come and get it!" sang the thrush, and flew ahead. They went down the lane, and across the meadow, and up the hill.

"Is it much farther?" asked the boy.

"Come and get it!" sang the thrush from the tree beside the stile.

In the hedge was an old kettle.

"That's it!" cried the shepherd boy, and seized hold of it.

Out flew Mrs. Robin in a great state of alarm.

"Go away! Let it alone! That's my nest! How dare you touch it!" she chattered.

The shepherd boy peeped in, and ——sure enough ——there was, inside, a little nest with five pink-spotted eggs.

"I'm so sorry," he said to Mrs. Robin, putting back the kettle very carefully.

She popped inside again, and he heard the thrush calling from the next field, "Come and get it!"
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"A shepherd boy was keeping his sheep."


"I wonder what it is?" he thought, hurrying on.

Still the thrush flew ahead.

At mid-day the shepherd boy sat down to rest under a tree, and ate the dinner he carried in his pouch, while the thrush sang over his head.

As soon as he had finished, it flew off again, still calling, "Come and get it!"

In the middle of the next field was a big round ant-hill covered with thyme, and on top was the biggest grey snail-shell the shepherd boy had ever seen.

"Now I've got it!" he cried, picking it up.

Out came the snail's head, and out stretched his horns. "Put down my house at once!" he said. "How would you like some one to pick up your house like this?" "I'm very sorry," said the shepherd boy; "I did not know you were at home."

He put down the snail and ran on, for the thrush was singing, "Come and get it," in the wood beyond.

Through the wood they went, and right across the common. "If I do not turn back soon, I shall not be home by sunset," thought the shepherd boy.

Just then, he came upon a fairy ring, and in the middle was the most beautiful toadstool ever seen. It was red on top, and had white frills underneath.

"At last!" cried the shepherd boy, and he was just going to gather it, when out peeped a tiny elf.

"Oh, don't take away my sun-shade!" he begged. "I shall never find such a pretty one again."

"Of course I won't!" said the shepherd boy; but he thought to himself, "I shall never find out what the thrush is singing about after all, for the shadows are so long that it is time for me to go back."

But, at that very moment, he heard the thrush singing, "Here! here! here!" It was perched outside a rabbit burrow, and outside the biggest hole sat Mr. Rabbit, wringing his paws, and crying, "Won't anybody take it away?"

"Take what away?" asked the shepherd boy, and then he saw, just inside the burrow, a puppy curled up asleep.

"It was lost!" said Mr. Rabbit, "and I took it in; but it won't eat clover, or dandelion, or even carrots; and it takes up such a lot of room. I do wish some one would take it away! "

"Take it away! Take it away!" sang the thrush.

So the shepherd boy picked up the puppy and carried it home. When he got there, the sun was setting, and it was time to drive the sheep to their fold.

He kept the puppy, and, when it grew up, it was the best sheep dog in the whole country.

—M. BRAIDWOOD
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WHITE SHEEP

White sheep, white sheep,

On a blue hill,

When the wind stops,

You all stand still.

When the wind blows,

You walk away slow;

White sheep, white sheep,

Where do you go?
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"Tipperty Toes, the smallest elf."





Lesson
 53


RED IN AUTUMN

Tipperty Toes, the smallest elf,

Sat on a mushroom by himself,

Playing a little tinkling tune,

Under the big, round harvest moon.

And this is the song that Tipperty made

To sing to the little tune he played:

"Red are the hips, red are the haws,

Red and gold are the leaves that fall;

Red are the poppies in the corn,

Red berries on the rowan tall;

Red is the big, round harvest moon,

And red are my new little dancing shoon."

—ELIZABETH GOULD
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THE HOBYAHS

Once upon a time, a little old woman and a little old man lived in the bush in a hut all made of bark. They had a little yellow dog called Dingo. The little yellow dog always barked when any one came near the hut. (Real dingoes do not bark——they howl; but this dog barked.)

One night, when the little old woman and the little old man were fast asleep, out from the gloomy gullies came the hobyahs, creep, creep, creeping.

Through the grey gum-trees came the hobyahs, run, run, running.

Skip, skip, skipping on the ends of their toes, ran the hobyahs.

And the hobyahs cried, "Pull down the hut, eat up the little old man, carry off the little old woman."
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Then yellow dog Dingo ran out, barking loudly. The hobyahs were afraid.

They ran home as fast as they could go.

But the little old man woke up from his dream and cried, "Little dog Dingo barks so loud that I can neither slumber nor sleep. In the morning I will take off his tail." So the little old man took off little dog Dingo's tail to stop him from barking.

The second night, along came the hobyahs. Out from the gloomy gullies came the hobyahs, creep, creep, creeping.

Through the grey gum-trees came the hobyahs, run, run, running.

Skip, skip, skipping on the ends of their toes, ran the hobyahs.

And the hobyahs cried, "Pull down the hut, eat up the little old man, carry off the little old woman."

Then yellow dog Dingo ran out, barking loudly.

The hobyahs were afraid.

They ran home as fast as they could go.

But the little old man tossed in his sleep and cried, "Little dog Dingo barks so loud that I can neither slumber nor sleep. In the morning I will take off his legs." So the little old man took off little dog Dingo's legs to stop him from barking.

The third night, along came the hobyahs. Out from the gloomy gullies came the hobyahs, creep, creep, creeping.

Through the grey gum-trees came the hobyahs, run, run, running.

Skip, skip, skipping on the ends of their toes, ran the hobyahs.

And the hobyahs cried, "Pull down the hut, eat up the little old man, carry off the little old woman."

Then yellow dog Dingo barked loudly.

The hobyahs were afraid.

They ran home as fast as they could go.

But the little old man heard Dingo. He sat up in bed and cried, "Little dog Dingo barks so loud that I can neither slumber nor sleep. In the morning I will take off his head." So the little old man took off Dingo's head. Then little dog Dingo could not bark any more. That night along came the hobyahs.

Through the long grass came the hobyahs, creep, creep, creeping.

Through the grey gum-trees came the hobyahs, run, run, running.

Skip, skip, skipping on the ends of their toes, ran the hobyahs.

And the hobyahs cried, "Pull down the hut, eat up the little old man, carry off the little old woman."

Now little dog Dingo could not bark any more. There was no one to frighten the hobyahs away.

They pulled down the hut. They took the little old woman away in their bag. But the little old man they could not get, for he hid himself under the bed.

Then the hobyahs went home. They hung the bag upon a big hook. In it was the little old woman.

They poked the bag with their fingers and cried, "Ha! ha! little old woman."

But when the sun came up, they went to sleep.

Hobyahs, you know, used to sleep all day.

When the little old man found the little old woman was gone, he was very sorry.

Now he knew what a good little dog Dingo had been.

So he took Dingo's tail and his legs and his head and gave them back to him.

Then little dog Dingo went sniffing and sniffing along to find the little old woman.

Soon he came to the hobyahs' house. He heard the little old woman crying in the bag.

He saw that the hobyahs were all fast asleep.

Then he cut open the bag with his sharp teeth.

Out jumped the little old woman, and she ran home again as fast as she could go.

Dingo did not run away, but crept inside the bag to hide.

When night came, the hobyahs woke up, and they poked it with their long fingers.

They cried, "Ha! Ha! little old woman."

Out of the bag jumped little dog Dingo, and he ate up every one of the hobyahs.

And that is why there are no hobyahs now.
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FAIRY SONG

By the moon we sport and play,

With the night begins our day;

As we dance, the dew doth fall;

Trip it, little urchins all,

Lightly as the little bee;

Two by two, and three by three:

And about go we, and about go we.

—THOMAS RAVENSCROFT
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"By the moon we sport and play."
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THE THREE HUNTSMEN

There were three jolly huntsmen,

As I have heard them say,

And they would go a-hunting

Upon St. David's Day.
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All the day they hunted,

And nothing could they find

But a ship a-sailing,

A-sailing with the wind.

 

One said it was a ship,

Another he said nay;

The third said it was a house

With the chimney blown away.

 

And all night they hunted,

And nothing could they find

But the moon a-gliding,

A-gliding with the wind.

 

One said it was the moon,

Another he said nay;

The third said it was a cheese,

With half of it cut away.

 

And all day they hunted,

And nothing could they find

But a hedgehog in a bramble bush,

And that they left behind.

 

The first said 'twas a hedgehog,

The second he said nay;

The third said 'twas a pincushion,

With the pins stuck in wrong way.

 

And all night they hunted,

And nothing could they find

But a hare in a turnip field,

And that they left behind.

 

The first said it was a hare,

The second he said nay;

The third said it was a calf,

And the cow had run away.

 

And all day they hunted,

And nothing could they find

But an owl in a holly tree,

And that they left behind.

 

The first said it was an owl,

The second he said nay;

The third said 'twas an old man,

And his beard was growing grey.
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LITTLE BLUE HORSES

The little blue horses come prancing,

Shaking their flying white manes;

Hark to the silvery tinkle

Of shells that are strung on their reins——

Pink shells,

Purple shells,

Chink-a-chink, like silver bells.

 

The little blue horses come pawing

Their way up the yellow sand;

On each is a merman a-riding,

His sea-weed switch in his hand.

Pink shells,

Purple shells,

Chink-a-chink, like silver bells.

 

The little blue steeds with their riders

Will gallop away and away:

And we only shall know by their footprints

That they've ridden across the bay.

Pink shells,

Purple shells,

Chink-a-chink, like silver bells.

—CHARLOTTE DRUITT COLE
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THE RAINBOW

The sunshine fairies were having a party. Dressed in their prettiest frocks, they were racing in and out among the clouds.

Along came the Rain Man with his heavy water-can.

"Out of my way, little fairies," he called. "I do not wish to spoil your pretty frocks. Run behind my black curtain, and from there you may peep at the little dusty earth children, as I pour out their shower bath from my great can. Now I have finished. Good-bye."

Back danced the fairies from behind the curtain, each carrying a long ribbon of sunshine.

One strip was red, one orange, one yellow, one blue, one green, and the last purple.
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"Let us join them together," they all cried. "They will make a lovely skipping rope." They skipped and played, until Father Sun called, "To bed, children!" and he blew out the lights.
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WIG, WOG, AND BLACK PETER.

Under a tall tree-fern lived a band of fairy folk.

One bright moonlight night, they all came out to play.

 

The water in the creek made a happy sound as it rippled over the little pebbles.

It set the fairies dancing.

When they were tired, they lay about on the soft moss.

Wig began to tell stories of black giants he had seen in the bush.

 

All at once he sprang up, and shouted out, "Who's afraid of Black Peter?"

"I'm not," said Wog, and she jumped up and ran after Wig.
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"It set the fairies dancing."


Then all the fairies chased Wig and Wog, calling, "We're not afraid of Black Peter."

"Yes, you are! Yes, you are!" shouted Wig and Wog; and, helter-skelter, they ran in and out among the grasses.

Sometimes they hid in blue-bells or chocolate flowers.

Then a black cloud hid the moon, and it was dark.

The fairies tried to find their way home, but they could not see.

They put out their tiny hands to feel the plants in the bush.

"Do you think this is our tree-fern, Wig?" said Wog. "Its leaves feel like long feathers."

"Let us climb to the top, and perhaps we shall be able to see," said Wig.

Up went the wee folk, one after the other.

Just as the last little fairy jumped into the tree, they all heard a voice cry, "Who is not afraid of Black Peter?"

The wee folk began to tremble in the dark.

They tried to say "We're not"; but they were too frightened.

"This is my tree," said the voice. "You have come to steal my gum—it is mine, and you cannot have it."

"Oh, no; we are lost!" cried Wig and Wog together.

"We do not want your gum—we want only to find our way home."

Just then the cloud passed, and there stood a real black giant.
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He was just a little black boy; but fairies are so small that they thought him a giant.

"Who are you?" he said.

"We are fairies who live in Dingley Dell," they all cried together.

"Well, now I have got you and you are my prisoners," he said.

"I know it is the fairy folk who tell our secrets."

"Let us go home; oh, do let us go home to our queen!" they begged, "for daylight will soon be here."

At last the black giant said, "Well, if you can guess my riddle, I will let you go. Who is under this tree looking up at you? Three guesses."

"Oh," said Wig, "I know. It is the great brown snake who crawls through the grass."

"Wrong!" said the giant.

"Is it the baby bear who rides on his mother's back?" asked little Wog.

"Wrong again. You have only one more guess."

Then all the fairies cried, "Is it the owl with the great eyes who stares all night?"

"You shall see," said the giant. "Wait till the sun rises ; then look below, and you shall know."

Slowly the light crept up in the sky, and the big sun smiled over the gum-trees.

Wig and Wog climbed to the topmost branch, and bent over to look.

The river flowed beneath, and shone like a great mirror.

The fairies crowded up the branches, clinging to every little twig.

There, in the water, was a beautiful picture of their own little faces, with golden fluffy hair all round them like tiny sunbeams.

They looked and looked until the sun went down.

As the moon rose, Wig said to Wog, "It is time for us to go home"; but, when they tried to move, they found they were fastened to the branches.

They did not mind, for they knew that, when morning came, they would again see the wonderful picture in the water below—the picture of the "Wattle-fairies."
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THE THUNDER-MAN

Bobby and Mary were picking buttercups in the paddock by the river.

All at once, a very bright light flashed into their eyes.

"Oh, what was that, Bobby?" asked Mary.

Then, from a long way off, came a low, growling noise.

"That sounds like the lion we heard at the Zoo," said Bob. "What can it be?"

"It sounds like rocks rolling down a hill," said Mary; "come, let us run to mother."

Off they started.

Brighter flashed the light, louder came the growling.

Bob and Mary began to cry, but they did not stop running until they reached the kitchen door.

There was Mother, smiling, "Why, you are not afraid of the Thunder-man, are you?" she said.

"Dear me! Hark, he is beating his big drum! See, his armies are marching across the sky. There come his little Rain-men. Shut the door, and we shall watch them from the window."
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Bobby got out his toy drum, and Mary and he played "Thunder-man" until the rain was over.

They marched and sang,

"Let him drum as loud as he can ——

I'm not afraid of the Thunder-man."




Lesson
 61


BABIES
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There are babies in the high land,

And babies in the low;

There are pale ones wrapped in furry skins,

On the margin of the snow,

And brown ones, naked, in the isles

Where all the spices grow.

 

—CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI
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A PIPER

A piper in the streets to-day

Set up and tuned, and started to play,

And away, away, away on the tide

Of his music we started; on every side

Doors and windows were opened wide,

And men left their work and came,

And women with petticoats coloured like flame,

And little bare feet that were blue with cold,

Went dancing back to the Age of Gold;

And all the world went gay, went gay,

For half an hour in the street to-day.

—SEUMAS O'SULLIVAN
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"All the world went gay, went gay."
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BLUE-BONNET

Once there was a young wren who lived in a clump of bushes beside a little creek.

He was such a tiny brown wren, and he had such a beautiful long tail that stood up in the air as straight as a tiny flag-pole!

He could wag it from side to side if he wished. He was very proud of his fine tail.

One morning, he had spent so long wagging his tail and thinking how clever he was, that he forgot to look for food.

Now it was getting late, and there were no grubs or insects to be seen, for his brothers had eaten them all.

He wandered farther along the creek, trying first one side and then the other, but not one mouthful could he find.

At last he came to a bend in the creek. The water was still here, and hundreds of insects were buzzing over it.
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He was soon so busy catching them that he forgot how late it was getting.

Then it grew dark, for the sun had gone down behind the hill.

The tiny wren did long to be back with his mother in the tree where he always went to bed.

But, when he saw the long shadows, he was afraid. So he settled down in a strange tree. He was almost asleep when he heard voices.

Looking down, he saw some tiny fairy lanterns, and there, seated side by side on a toadstool, were two dear little fairies.

They wore lovely, shiny, silvery dresses, and were ready to go to the Fairy Queen's ball.

They were waiting for the moon to rise, for fairies dance only in the moonlight.

The little wren began to wish he might go to the ball, too; so he flew down and begged the fairies to take him.

"Oh!" they said, "you cannot go in that dull brown suit——you must have fairy clothes. Go to the goblin tailor as fast as you can——we shall wait till you come back."

Off flew the wren, oh, so quickly! to the goblin's shop.

The goblin looked at him and said, "You're so big. I have nothing large enough to make a suit for you."

The poor wren felt so sad; but the goblin said, "Oh, I know what I can do. I have two pieces which I can join together. Then there will be enough."
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No sooner had the goblin said this than the work was done, and there lay a beautiful black and shiny blue suit for the wren to put on, and a blue cap to match.

The wren was so pleased that he promised to pay the goblin anything he might ask.

Now, goblins love to wear feathers in their caps.

The goblin looked at the wren's tail, and said, "Give me half the feathers in your tail, and I shall be well paid." The wren did not like to spoil the tail of which he was so proud, but he said, "I must keep my promise."

So he pulled out half the feathers, and gave them to the goblin.

The two fairies took the wren to the king's palace.

What a wonderful time they had! Thou-sands and thousands of tiny fairies were there. They had beautiful dresses and glittering wings. They wore sparkling crowns on their heads.

The wren felt like a giant among the tiny fairies.

They taught him to dance the fairy dances, and to sing the fairy songs.

Much too soon, the first little sunbeams stole in, and the fairies had to be gone.

"Goodbye, Little Blue-bonnet," they called. "Come again another night."

And then——he was all alone on the tree.

He flew off home to tell his brothers and sisters about the ball.

They did not know him in his new suit. So he told them all.

His little brothers began to think they would like new suits, too.

They went to the goblin, but each had to pay with half the feathers in his tail.

They came home in fine suits, with caps of blue and black.

The little sisters were too shy to fly so far from home, so they had to keep their dull brown suits.

Now you know why Mr. Blue-bonnet has so fine a coat, and so few feathers in his tail, while his little sister is always dressed in brown.
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CRADLE SONGS

CHINESE

[image: ]


My baby is sleeping,

My baby's asleep;

My flower is resting,

I'll give you a peep.

How cunning he looks

As he rests on my arm;

My flower's most charming

Of all them that charm.

 

—ISAAC T. HEADLAND

RUSSIAN

Lullaby, my pretty baby,

Close thine eyes so bright,

While the moon pours o'er thy cradle

All her silv'ry light;

I will tell thee tales of fairies,

Lull thee with a song,

While the moon, heaven's lonely wanderer,

Creeps the sky along.

ENGLISH

Rock-a-bye, baby, thy cradle is green;

Father's a nobleman, mother's a queen;

Betty's a lady and wears a gold ring;

And Johnny's a drummer and drums for the king.
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A MOTHER'S SONG

Love me, I love you,

Love me, my baby;

Sing it high, sing it low,

Sing it as may be.

 

Mother's arms under you,

Her eyes above you;

Sing it high, sing it low,

Love me, I love you.

—CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI
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A PRAYER

Hands together softly so,

Little eyes shut tight;

Father, just before we go,

Hear our prayer to-night.

 

We are all Thy children here,

This is what we pray:

Keep us when the dark is near,

And through every day.

—CAREY BONNER
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By Authorority: J. J. Gourley
 , Government Printer, Melbourne.
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SPRING SONG
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Sing out and be happy!

The spring is at hand,

The grass green, and sappy

The trees o'the land.

 

Sing out! for the bees in

Their quest of wild honey

Are haunting the trees in

Green places and sunny.

 

Sing out! and let trouble

Another pursue;

It will burst like a bubble,

And vanish for you.

—Roderic Quinn


 


Author
 .—Roderic Joseph Quinn
 , a living Australian poet, was born at Sydney in 1869. Most of his poems were contributed to The Bulletin
 and The Worker
 , but collections have been published under the titles of The Hidden Tide
 , The Circling Hearths
 , and collected poems.


General Notes
 .—Which are the spring months in Australia? Which creatures show joy at that time? Which trees are in blossom? Which flowers bloom in the garden? Which birds are in song? What of the weeds? Of the insects? Why is one's youth like springtime?
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THE COBBLER AND THE ELVES

Long, long ago, there lived in a small town a cobbler and his wife. The cobbler was an honest man, and he worked very hard. Both he and his wife were always kind to those who were in want.

But work became very scarce. Through no fault of his own, the cobbler grew poorer and poorer. At last, he had only enough leather left to make one pair of shoes.

He cut out the shoes in the evening, and meant to make them up next day. Then he went to bed, and was soon fast asleep.

In the morning, he rose early, and went to his bench. What was his surprise to find that the shoes were already made!

He could not tell what to make of it. Taking the shoes in his hand, he looked at them very closely, but could find not a single bad stitch.

He called his wife, and showed them to her. She was as much taken aback as he was, and at as great a loss to know who had made them.

That very morning, a man came in to buy shoes. He was so pleased with those the cobbler showed him that he bought them for a good price.

The cobbler was now able to buy leather for two pairs of shoes. Again he cut them out in the evening, meaning to rise early the next morning to finish them.

But he had no need, for in the morning stood on the bench two pairs of shoes, ready to be worn.

These, too, were soon sold, and the cobbler bought leather for four pairs. Having cut out, he laid them ready as before. When he came down in the morning, he once more found them done.
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"The shoes were already made."


And so it went on. He had only to buy the leather and cut out the shoes, to find them waiting for him in the morning. So good was his trade that the man soon became rich.

One evening, just before Christmas, the cobbler said to his wife: "My dear, I should like to find out who the good people are that help us. Let us sit up to-night and watch." His wife agreed, and they hid themselves in a corner of the workshop.

Just at midnight, two little elves came running into the room. Sitting down upon the cobbler's bench, they took up the work that was cut out, and began to stitch, and sew, and hammer.

They worked so well and so fast that, in a short time, all the shoes were done. Then the elves jumped off the bench, and ran away.

Next morning, the woman said: "The good little fairies have been very kind to us, and have made us rich. I should like to thank them in some way."

"But what can we do?" asked the cobbler. "They must often be cold at night," said his wife. "I shall make them some warm clothes, and you can sew them some little shoes."

This plan pleased the cobbler very much, so he and his wife set to work at once. You may be sure they took great pains to make the shoes and the clothes as nice as could be.

At last, every-thing was ready, and one night the good man and his wife laid the clothes on the bench. Then they hid, to see what the elves would do.

At midnight, they came running in, and jumped on the bench, ready to begin work. But there was no leather to be seen, only the pretty little clothes.

At these they looked, first with surprise, and then with delight. Seeing the clothes were meant for them, they put them on, and danced for joy. At last they danced out of the room, and never came back any more.
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"They danced for joy."


But everything went well with the good cobbler and his wife. So long as they lived, they were never again in want.

 

—The Brothers Grimm
 .

 


Authors
 .—The Brothers Grimm, Jacob and William, were two learned Germans who collected old stories from the peasants, and published a book that has been translated into many languages. What child does not know Grimm's Fairy Tales!



General Notes
 .—What is a cobbler? Why are there not many cobblers now? The fairies were elves: what other kinds of fairies have you heard about? Why were the elves kind to the cobbler? Why was the cobbler kind to the elves? What does this story teach us?
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THE NAUGHTY BOY

There was a naughty boy,

And a naughty boy was he;

He ran away to Scotland,

The people there to see.

 

Then he found

That the ground

Was as hard,

That a yard

Was as long,

That a song

Was as merry,

That a cherry

Was as red,

That a door

Was as wooden,

As in England.

 

So he stood in his shoes,

And he wondered,

He wondered,

He stood in his shoes,

And he wondered.

 

—JOHN KEATS.

 


Author
 .—John Keats
 (1795—1821) was an English poet who died in early manhood. His parents were poor. He was meant to be a doctor, but he gave up his work to become a poet. He died of consumption at Rome and was buried there, near Shelley. All his poems are rich and musical.


General Notes
 .—The poem shows how alike are common things and ways of life in different countries, and helps us to understand that we are all one family.
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POLLY'S GARDEN

Polly had a little garden all her own. When Daddy first gave it to her, she looked after it every day. She raked and hoed and sowed seeds and watered and weeded. It really was a dear little garden. But, as time went on, I am sorry to say, Polly did less and less in her garden. She let the weeds grow apace and nearly choke the poor flowers; till one day Daddy said:

"Unless you weed and water your garden to-day, Polly, I shall take it away from you altogether."

"All right, Daddy, I'll do it to-day," said Polly. And she really meant to, because, although she had neglected it so long, she did not at all like the idea of not having any garden of her own. But somehow she forgot all about it. So Mother gave her a reminder.

"Run along and weed your garden now, dear," she said; "you know you promised Daddy you would do it to-day."

"Yes, Mummy," murmured Polly, looking up from the book she was reading, "I'll do it presently."

"I should do it now, and finish the story afterwards," said Mother.

Polly got up with a sigh. She walked into the garden, but—she took the story-book with her.

"I must finish this story first," she said to herself, and she sat down to read. She was just finding her place when a fat, green caterpillar fell from the tree above, plop on to the open page.

"Oh!" said Polly, and she picked a leaf, let the caterpillar crawl on to it, and then flung it over the garden wall.

She sat down again and opened her book. A lady-bird flew on to the page and walked slowly across it. Polly told it to fly away home, and gave it a little push with her finger.

"Ah! this is where I was," murmured Polly, again settling to read, when a big fat bumble bee buzzed round her head—buzz, buzz, buzz—and bumped against her nose.

"Go away," cried the little girl, crossly, shaking her head.

She had lost her place again, and was just trying to find it when a large spider, with long, long legs and a little round body, walked on to the page.

"Oh!" cried Polly, and flung the book, spider and all, from her. "I can't read here at all."

Then she caught sight of her little garden all choked with weeds, the poor flowers all droopy for want of a drink.

"It's really in a dreadful state," she said. "I'd better do it at once." So she set to work and weeded till there wasn't a weed left; and she watered till the ground was nice and soft. As the water sank into the hard ground, the flowers slowly lifted their heads once more.

"That's right, dear," said Mother; "how nice it looks! Daddy will be pleased. I was afraid you would read your book and forget all about it again."

And then Polly told Mother about the caterpillar and the lady-bird, the bee and the spider, and Mother said:

"I think they came to tell you to get on with the weeding."

And I really believe they did, for, when Polly sat reading in the garden after tea, under that very same tree, not a creature of any sort disturbed her.

 

From Tiny Tots
 .

 


Author
 .—The author was an unknown writer in Tiny Tots
 , an English magazine for children.


General Notes
 .—What was Polly's chief fault? What helped her to cure it? What other animals do you find in gardens?
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WALKING TO SCHOOL

Now I am five, my father says

(And what he says you've got to mind)

That mother's not to hold my hand,

Or even follow me behind

 

To see I'm safe. But, down the road,

And all the way up the next street,

I am to walk now quite alone,

No matter what the things I meet.

 

Though horrid horses rear and plunge,

And cows come trampling, big and bold,

And fighting boys are strutting out,

I shall have no one's hand to hold.

 

Still, five is really very old;

It's pretty close to being a man.

Since I a soldier wish to be,

I s'pose it's time that I began.

 

I'll swell my chest right out, like this,

And swing my books behind, just so,

And wear my hat stuck sideways on,

And whistle all the way I go.

 

There is a little boy I pass,

He's always swinging on the gate.

He'll think that I am very old—

Perhaps he'll think I'm seven, or eight.
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Off to School


There is a little girl I see,

She's always standing at her door.

When I come whistling boldly past,

She'll wish that she were more than four.

 

What I mind most of all are dogs;

My sister says dogs seldom bite,

But how can I be sure of this?

Your sisters are not always right.

 

There is an awful dog I hear;

It barks and barks as I go by.

I know some day it will get loose,

And fiercely at my throat will fly.

 

And other dogs come round and sniff

(I've sandals, and my legs are bare);

Perhaps it's true they will not bite,

Perhaps some day I will not care.

 

When you were five and walked to school,

And you met things to tremble at,

Were you as brave as great big men,

Or did your heart go pit-a-pat?

 


Etiiel Turner


 


Author
 .—Etiiel Turner
 was born in England in 1872. She came to Australia at the age of nine, and for a time attended the Girls' High School, Sydney. Later she wrote many books for children, the best known of which are Seven Little Australians, The Family at Misrule, The Little Larrikin, Miss Bobbie, Three Little Maids
 , and Little Mother Meg.
 She married a lawyer, Mr. H. B. Curlewis. He has since become a judge.


General Notes
 .—Can you remember being five years old? What things was this boy afraid of? How did he keep up his courage?
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MATES

One warm day, some years ago, a boy was sitting at a little table in an office. He was employed in that big building. One of his mates had gone away the day before, and several other boys had come for the place. None of them had been engaged.

Then came another boy, late in the day, who was about the same age as the one that sat at the table. He was hot and tired. "Do you know if they want a boy here? I heard they did," said the newcomer.

The boy in the chair looked up quickly at the other one, and then went into an inner room. A man came out at once. Now the new boy, though poorly dressed, was clean, and he had frank, blue eyes. "What is your name?" asked the man, quickly. "Thomas Dent, sir," said the boy.

The man put a number of questions to Tom. He then read a letter that the boy's teacher had given him. It was very good, so the boy was engaged.

The place was a newspaper office, and many men and boys worked there all night, because the paper must be ready in the morning. The man was an editor. He said that Tom would go on the night shift. He was to begin at six o'clock in the evening, and to get off about two o'clock in the morning.

"There'll be a couple of the old boys here to tell you what to do," said the editor. "Yes, sir," answered the boy, moving to the door. As the boy moved away from behind the table, the man noticed that he was barefooted. "Where are your boots?" said he to the boy. "You will need to hurry if you have to go home for them."

The boy looked down at his bare feet, and said, "I have no boots, sir."

"No boots! Well, we can't have a barefoot boy in the office. Can't you get a pair?"

The boy hung his head. "I'll try my best, sir," he said; but he was nearly crying.

"All right. Turn up at six, with boots, mind, or we shall have to get some one else."

The boy turned and went down the steps. "Wait a minute!" came a voice from the top of the stairs. Tom turned at the landing, and saw the other boy looking down on him.

"I say, why have you no boots?" asked the office boy.

"Oh, they're worn out and thrown away. My mother's sick; and I've been trying hard to get work, but I haven't been able to do so."

"Have you any stockings?"

"Yes; one pair," said Tom, gazing down at his bare feet.

"Well, you are about my size. I have a pair of boots that I might lend you till pay-day. What do you say to that?"

"You would not ask if you knew how much I want the place."

"Well, go home and get the stockings. When you comeback, wait where you are for me; but you must hurry to be here at six."

Tom was back in good time, and stood panting on the landing some minutes, half afraid that his new friend would not come. Then, to his joy, he saw him looking over the rail.

"Sit down, and put on your stockings; I'll be along at six," said the office boy.

Tom did so. As the people were going up and down in the lift, he was not disturbed on the stairs. In a few minutes, the office boy came, sat down beside him; and began taking off his boots.

"This is the only pair I have," he explained. "Nothing very stylish about them; but, if they will do on my feet, they will do on yours. They cost me five shillings; and you will have to be careful of them—no skating on the floor or kicking the table legs. Try that one."

"It fits all right," said Tom.

"Well, make haste; get them both on. My name is Sam Jones and I live in King-street. There is a bakery there. I'll tell the baker you are coming. Don't fail, because, if you do, I'll be out of a job myself to-morrow."

Sam then stuffed his own stockings into his pocket, and went down the stairs in his bare feet. Tom turned round to start his new work.

For a week, this went on. Sam found his boots each morning at the baker's; and, each evening, the exchange was made on the stairs.

Then Tom was able to get a pair for himself. The friendship so strangely begun has never ended, and both boys are now in good places.

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—What morning newspapers do you know? What is an editor? Why did Tom come without boots? Who helped him out of his trouble? Why? Tell all the different names you know for mates
 . Tell any other story you know about mateship.
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A BOY'S SONG

Where the pools are bright and deep,

Where the grey trout lies asleep,

Up the river and over the sea,

That's the way for Billy and me.

 

Where the blackbird sings the latest,

Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest,

Where the nestlings chirp and flee,

That's the way for Billy and me.

 

Where the mowers mow the cleanest,

Where the hay lies thick and greenest,

There to track the homeward bee,

That's the way for Billy and me.

 

Where the hazel bank is steepest,

Where the shadow falls the deepest,

Where the clustering nuts fall free,

That's the way for Billy and me.

 

Why the boys should drive away

Little sweet maidens from the play,

Or love to banter and fight so well,

That's the thing I never could tell.

 

But this I know, I love to play

Through the meadow, above the hay;

Up the water and over the lea,

That's the way for Billy and me.

 

—James Hogg


 


Author
 .—James Hogg
 (1770—1835) was a Scottish poet, who in his youthful days herded cattle and sheep. He is known as the Ettrick Shepherd.


General Notes
 .—What do boys like to do? Let each stanza answer—fishing, bird-nesting, bee-tracking, nutting, fighting. The last stanza sums it all up. Tell about some other things you like to do.
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WHAT THE MOON TOLD

"I was looking down last night," said the moon, "upon a little yard, with houses on every side.

"There I saw a clucking hen and eleven chickens. A pretty little girl came skipping out and ran towards the chicks.

"The hen clucked, for she was afraid, and spread her warm wings over her little brood.

"The girl's father came out of the house and scolded her for frightening the chicks. Then I sailed away behind a cloud.

"But, this evening, only a few minutes ago, I looked again into the same yard. All was quiet; but soon the little girl came out softly.

"She stepped lightly across to the hen-house, raised the latch, and went in among the hens and chickens.

"They cried aloud and fluttered off their perches, and the little girl ran after them. I saw it all, for I was peeping in through a hole in the wall.

"I was quite angry with the naughty girl, and I felt glad when her father came out, and, holding her fast by the arm, scolded her even more than he did last night.

She hung down her head, and her blue eyes filled with tears. 'What are you doing here?' he asked.

"She cried, and said, 'I wanted to tell the hen how sorry I was for giving her a fright last night; but I did not like to tell you so.'

"Then the father kissed the sweet child's mouth, and I kissed her eyes and chin."

 

—Hans Christian Andersen


 


Author
 .—Hans Christian Andersen
 (1805—1875) was born in Denmark of poor parents. When a young man, he tried writing plays, then books of travel, then fairy tales. It was through the last that he became famous. Children all over the world read about the Ugly Duckling, the Brave Tin Soldier, the Little Match Girl. He was not only a clever man, he was a most lovable man.


General Notes
 .—Why was the moon angry? Had it cause to be angry? Why? Tell the story as the little girl would tell it; as the father would tell it.
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THE WONDERFUL WORLD

Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful world,

With the wonderful water round you curled,

And the wonderful grass upon your breast—

World, you are beautifully drest.

 

The wonderful air is over me,

And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree;

It walks on the water, and whirls the mills,

And talks to itself on the tops of the hills.

 

You friendly earth, how far do you go,

With the wheat-fields that nod and the rivers that flow

with cities and gardens, and cliffs and isles,

And people upon you for thousands of miles?

 

Ah, you are so great, and I am so small,

I can hardly think of you, world, at all;

And yet, when I said my prayers to-day,

A whisper within me seemed to say:—

"You are more than the earth, though you're such a dot:

You can love and think, and the earth cannot."

—William Brighty Rands


 


Author
 .—William Brighty Rands
 was an English poet and essayist, who was born in 1823; he died in 1882. He wrote a charming prose book called Lilliput Legends
 , as well as many short poems. He wrote chiefly for children, and all his thoughts are wise and good.


General Notes
 .—How is the world dressed? Why is the air wonderful? Why is the wind wonderful? What other things are on the earth's surface besides those mentioned? Why is a boy more than the earth?




Lesson
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THE DISCONTENTED CAT

Once upon a time, long, long ago, there lived a wicked black cat. This is the cat
 .

He belonged to a good little girl who lived on a farm. She was very kind to him, and fed him on all the milk he could drink—and that was very much.

[image: ]


Sometimes she even saved him a scrap of meat or a bit of fish from her own dinner. He was very fond of fish, as are most cats.

The cat, however, was very cross and sulky, and never tried to make himself liked by anyone. Whenever his little mistress tried to pet him and play with him, he would turnover on his back and scratch with his long, sharp claws. He would then run away and climb up into a tall tree, growling and lashing his tail, which, as you know, is a sign that a cat is angry. But the worst is yet to come.

One evening, he jumped upon the window-sill, pulled down the bird cage, and ate up the little girl's canary.

Then the little girl cried very much, and caught the naughty puss, and hit him very hard with her father's walking-stick. The cat jumped straight through the window into the garden, in which were many fruit-trees. Then he walked up and down on the garden wall, howling and meowing, and saying all sorts of bad things, which, I am pleased to say, no one but himself could understand.

The moon now stuck her head out of a cloud, and asked him what was the matter. This is the moon
 .

[image: ]


"O moon, I am an unhappy and ill-used beast, for I have a cruel mistress, who has given me such a thrashing," cried the cat. "Send me, I pray you, a new mistress! A queen, with floating robes, or even a princess would do. She must wear a golden crown, and, above all, she must allow me to do whatever I please, and never beat me, for I am a handsome, black cat!"

The moon put her finger to her mouth, and smiled slyly. The moon is very wise. She is so high above us that she is able to look carefully at things on the earth.

"I will send you a new mistress, as you wish," she said. "Only you must do exactly as I tell you. Run, now, to the kitchen, and bring here the tea-kettle, a dish mop, a cup and saucer (your milk saucer will do), and the long dunce's cap which your mistress made to put on her brother's head. Then fetch a flower-pot from the garden. This, also, will serve us."

The cat obeyed for once. These are the things that it brought together at the moon's command—

[image: ]


"Good!" cried the moon. "Now, do as I bid you before that falling star has finished its journey. Place the flower-pot upside down upon the ground." The cat wagged its tail and quickly obeyed.

[image: ]



This is how it looked
 .

"On top of the flowerpot place the tea-kettle," cried the moon. The cat obeyed.
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This is how it looked
 .

"Place, now, the dish mop in the handle of the tea-kettle," cried the moon, once more. The cat obeyed.

[image: ]


This is how it looked.

[image: ]


"On top of the tea-kettle cup," cried the moon. The cat obeyed.

[image: ]



This is how it looked
 .

"On top of the tea-cup place the milk saucer. Quick!" cried the moon. The cat obeyed. This is how it looked
 .

"And, now," cried the moon, "you shall cry in a loud voice, 'Grimalkin, Grimalkin, Grimalkin!' and place the dunce's cap upon the milk saucer." The cat obeyed. Look at the picture, and you will see the new mistress for yourself.

[image: ]


And, it is said, the black, sulky cat belongs to the cruel old witch to this very day; so you see that is what he got by being so untruthful and so cross, when he had a very pretty mistress, as nice as any reasonable cat could want.

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—What kind of nature had the cat? Did he know he was bad? How did the little girl punish him? How did the moon punish him?
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THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS

At evening, when the lamp is lit,

Around the fire my parents sit;

They sit at home and talk and sing,

And do not play at anything.

 

Now, with my little gun, I crawl

All in the dark along the wall,

And follow round the forest track

Away behind the sofa back.

 

There, in the night, where none can spy,

All in my hunter's camp I lie,

And play at books that I have read

Till it is time to go to bed.

 

These are the hills, these are the woods,

These are my starry solitudes;

And there the river by whose brink

The roaring lions come to drink.

 

I see the others far away

As if in firelit camp they lay,

And I, like to an Indian scout,

Around their party prowled about.

 

So, When my nurse comes in for me,

Home I return across the sea,

And go to bed with backward looks

At my dear Land of Story-books.

 

—R. L. Stevenson
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Author
 .—Robert Louis Stevenson
 (1850—1894) was a Scottish essayist, novelist, and poet. His poems for children are to be found in A Child's Garden of Verses
 . His Treasure Island
 and Kidnapped
 are splendid books for boys. His style is light, easy, and graceful. He died at Vailima, Samoan Islands.


General Notes
 .—What did the boy most wish to be? Where was the forest track? Tell about all the different characters you have acted.
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Drawn by Elsie Jean Mckissock

The Hunter





Lesson
 12


THE THREE WISHES


Time
 —Once upon a time. Characters
 —A wood-cutter, a fairy, the wood-cutter's wife.


Scene
 I.


Place
 —The middle of a forest. [The wood-culter is at work. He puts down his axe for a moment.
 ]

Wood-cutter (sighing
 ).—"How very poor, hungry, and unhappy I am. I work hard all day, and yet I can't get enough to eat."

[He picks up some wood, and turns to place it on the stack. A little white fairy enters and stands daintily on the log he is cutting
 .]


Fairy
 .—"Good morning, wood-cutter."

[The wood-cutter turns quickly and looks around; he does not see the fairy at first because she is so small
 .]


Fairy
 .—"Good morning, wood-cutter."

[The wood-cutter looks down and sees her
 .]


Wood-cutter
 .—"Good morning, ma'am."


Fairy
 .—"I have heard all you say. I know how poor you are, and I am sorry for you. Now, I'll give you three wishes. Wish what you please, and you shall have it."

[The fairy flies away in the winking of an eye
 .]


Wood-cutter
 .—"She's gone before I said, 'Thank you.' What luck she brings me! Now there'll be no need to cut anymore wood. I shall go home and tell my wife about the three wishes the fairy has given me."

[He runs off, whistling a merry tune
 .]


Scene
 II.


Place
 —Inside the wood-cutter's hut. [The wood- cutter's Wife is scrubbing the floor
 .]


Wife
 .—"Dear, oh dear, how tired I am, and how hard I have to work! There's no fun in being the wife of a poor man."

[The wood-cutter runs in. His wife stands up and looks at his feet
 .]


Wife
 .—"Stand off that patch and wipe your feet. What are you doing home at this time of day, you lazy, good-for-nothing fellow?"


Wood-cutter
 .—"Wife, wife, don't be angry with me. We soon shall be no longer poor. You won't have to scrub any more floors."


Wife
 .—"Why, what do you mean?"


Wood-cutter
 .—"As I was cutting wood just now, a fairy came and told me she would give me three wishes."


Wife
 .—"Oh, how glad I am! Let us sit down, and think what we shall wish for."


Wood-cutter
 .—"We'd better take our dinner at the same time. I am very hungry. We can talk about the wishes while we eat."

[The wife places a jug of milk, some cups, and piece of dry bread on the table. They sit down and begin their meal
 .]


Wood-cutter
 .—"We can wish for a great deal of money."


Wife
 .—"We can ask for a grand house."


Wood-cutter
 .—"We can ask to be king and queen."


Wife
 .—"Or to have some rich gems."


Wood-cutter
 .—"Well, what shall we ask for first?"

[He takes some more bread and begins to eat it
 .]


Wood-cutter
 .—"This dry bread isn't much of a meal. I wish I had a nice sausage to eat with it."

[A large sausage falls upon the table. They stare at it in wonder
 .]


Wife
 .—"Look at what you've done, you stupid fellow. One of your wishes is gone, and you have got only a sausage for it."


Wood-cutter
 .—"Yes, I have been foolish, but we have two wishes yet. We can still ask for a great deal of money, and to be made king and queen."


Wife
 .—"Yes, but we cannot ask for rich gems. Why were you so foolish as to ask for nothing but a sausage? I'd never have done that! Would you rather have a sausage than pearls and diamonds?"


Wood-cutter
 .—"I didn't know that I was making a wish. The words slipped out before I could think."


Wife
 .—"Yes, that's just like you. You never did know what you were talking about. You are nothing but an ass."


Wood-cutter (angrily)
 .—"You are always nagging, and always turning up your nose at me. I wish the sausage were hanging from the end of it."

[The sausage at once jumps from the table to the end of the wife's nose
 .]


Wife
 .—"Now, look what you've done. Pull it Off,"


Wood-cutter
 .—"I really am an ass, after all."

[He pulls at the sausage
 .]


Wife
 .—"Oh, you're hurting me. Can't you get it off?"


Wood-cutter
 .—"It won't come off. It's grown to the end of your nose."


Wife (crying)
 .—"How very, very foolish I have been! Two wishes have gone, and we are worse off than we were at first. There is only one left."


Wood-cutter
 .—"That is true, but we can still wish to be king and queen."


Wife
 .—"Yes, but what would a queen look like with a sausage at the end of her nose? I had rather be the wife of a poor wood-cutter than be a queen like that. It's all your fault."


Wood-cutter
 .—"Well, I am sorry. I wish the sausage was not there."

[The sausage vanishes
 .]


Wife
 .—"Oh dear, that's the last wish gone, and we're no better off."


Wood-cutter
 .—"And now we haven't even the sausage. I suppose I had better go back and cut some more wood. I shall have to be a wood-cutter all my life."


Wife
 .—"And I shall have to scrub floors."

 

Dramatized from a story by the Brothers Grimm


 


Authors
 .—The Brothers Grimm.


General Notes
 .—What kind of man was the woodcutter? Why was the fairy kind to him? What kind of woman was the woodcutter's wife? How did the fairy punish her?
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THE OWL AND THE PUSSY-CAT

The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea

In a beautiful pea-green boat;

They took some honey, and plenty of money

Wrapped up in a five-pound note,

Pound note,

Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

 

The Owl looked up to the stars above

And sang to a small guitar,

"O lovely Pussy, O Pussy, my love,

What a beautiful Pussy you are,

You are,

What a beautiful Pussy you are!"

 

Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl,

How charmingly sweet you sing!

Oh! let us be married; too long we have tarried:

But what shall we do for a ring?

A ring,

But what shall we do for a ring?"

 

They sailed away, for a year and a day,

To the land where the bong-tree grows;

And there in the wood a Piggywig stood,

With a ring at the end of his nose,

His nose,

With a ring at the end of his nose.

 

"Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling

Your ring? "Said the Piggy, "I will".

So they took it away, and were married next day

By the Turkey who lives on the hill,

The hill,

By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

 

They dined on mince, and slices of quince,

Which they ate with a runcible spoon;

And, hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,

They danced by the light of the moon,

The moon,

They danced by the light of the moon.

 

—Edward Lear


 


Author
 .—Edward Lear
 (1812—1888) was an English artist and comic poet. He wrote The Book of Nonsense, More Nonsense Rhymes, Nonsense Songs and Stories
 , and Laughable Lyrics
 , drawing his own pictures for them.


General Notes
 .—Why do children like impossible nonsense stories? How many actors come into this tale? Say what each of them did. It is no use to ask the meaning of "runcible."
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BRIER ROSE

Once upon a time, there lived a good king and queen, who felt very sad because God had not sent them any children. At last, there came to them a little daughter as lovely as the day.

The king was so pleased that he made up his mind to give a great feast, and to ask to it all the fairy godmothers in the land. There were thirteen of them, but one was not sent for, because, many years ago, she had shut herself up in a lonely tower, and no one knew whether she was living or dead.

Twelve golden plates were set out on the table for the twelve fairies, and, as soon as the feast was over, the godmothers stood round the baby's cradle with their twelve gifts. One gave to her still greater beauty, another gave her grace, another gave her riches, another gave her skill in music, another said that she should sing as sweetly as the birds, another that she would have the mind of an angel, and so they went on till eleven of the fairies had given her almost everything that is to be wished for in the world.

Just then, the thirteenth fairy came in, the one who had not been asked to the feast, and, at the same time, the twelfth hid herself behind a curtain. The old fairy who had just come was in a dreadful temper. She shook with rage, for she thought herself ill used; and, bending over the cradle, she said these words, "The king's daughter shall prick herself with a spindle on her fifteenth birthday, and shall fall down dead." The wicked old fairy then turned round and flew out through the window.

Then the twelfth fairy, who had not yet had her wish, came from behind the curtain and said, "I cannot take away the evil; I can only make it less. She shall not die, but she shall sleep for a hundred years."

After this, the king gave an order that every spindle in the land should be burnt, and no one must spin. The princess grew up so fair and wise and good that all who knew, her loved her. On her fifteenth birthday, she went with her father and mother to a distant castle, and, rambling about by herself, she climbed to a high tower and went into a little room where an old woman sat spinning. "What is that, good dame, which whirls so merrily?" said she, and she took the spindle in her hand. As she did so, she pricked her finger, and sank down in a deep sleep on a couch that stood near.

Everybody and everything in the castle fell asleep also—the king and queen and all their servants, the horses in the stable, the dogs in the yard, the doves on the roof, the fire in the chimney, the flies on the wall, even the clock on the shelf.

A great hedge of thorns sprang up all round the castle and hid it from the sight of every person in the land. Years and years went by, and it became an old story that few people held to be true that there had ever been a beautiful princess who went away from all men's sight on her fifteenth birthday.

From time to time, young princes who had heard the story tried to push their way through the hedge, but the thorns laid hold of them like hands, and many a bold youth was so sorely hurt that he lost his life.

At last, on the very day that the hundred years were ended, there came another king's son to dare the hedge of thorns and seek for the beautiful princess he had seen only in his dreams.

His friends had warned him of the risk he ran, but no danger could daunt him. He reached the hedge, and, behold, the thorns turned to lovely flowers, and the branches moved aside to make way for him, and then closed in behind him.

He reached the castle yard, where the dogs lay here and there asleep. No sound was heard but that of his own footsteps. He passed through a great hall where men sat sleeping in their chairs. He climbed the stairs, and at last went into the little room where the princess lay.

She was so fair, so very fair, that he could not lift his eyes from her. Softly, he bent over and kissed her. Then she opened her eyes and smiled on him and arose; and they went out together.

Then all the castle awoke. The horses neighed in their stalls, the dogs barked, the flies buzzed, the doves fluttered, the clock began to strike and the fire to blaze. The king and queen awoke also, and the servants sat up and rubbed their eyes. At the same time, the hedge of thorns melted into thin air, and all was as it had been before.

By and by, the prince and Brier Rose were married, and they lived happily ever after. And now for the moral:


Prince! would you gain your heart's desire,



Press boldly on through thorn and brier.


 


Author
 .—This is a very old story that has been told in many forms in many countries.


General Notes
 .—The sleep of the Princess may have meant the sleep of the earth in winter time. Name the good gifts of the kind godmothers. If the sleep meant winter time, what would you say the Prince stood for?
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THE CLOUDS

On the grass in a meadow a little boy lay,

With his face turned up to the sky,

And he watched the clouds as, far away,

They lazily floated by.

 

"I love you, clouds," the little boy said;

"You look so pretty and white;

And you keep the sun from my face and head

When he shines too fierce and bright.

 

"Sometimes you look like a flock of doves

Flying far, far away.

Or feathers plucked from their downy breasts,

Or little white lambs at play.

 

"Sometimes there are heaps of foam and snow,

And fishes, dogs, and sheep,

With bridges and other things that I know,

As over the heavens you sweep.

 

"Sometimes you look like the sails of a ship,

With the blue sky for the sea.

I am lonely, clouds, and I love you so!


Do
 come and play with me!"

 

The white clouds heard as they floated by,

And they thought they should like to go

And play awhile with the little boy

Who seemed to love them so.

 

So they gathered thickly over his head;

And, before he looked again,

The little clouds came tumbling down

In a pelting shower of rain.

 

The thirsty buds and the drooping flowers

Were glad that the shower had come;

But the little boy jumped up, and ran,

As fast as he could, for home.

 

Next day the little boy looked again,

And said, as the clouds sailed by,

"I love you, clouds; but I love you best

When you stay up in the sky."

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—What are the things that the boy fancied the white clouds looked like? Now tell all the things that black clouds look like. What is a cloud? Did you ever walk through a cloud? By what other names is it known?
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THE TOWN BAND

Once upon a time, a man had an ass, which was now so old that he was not able to work. Then the master said he would take off the skin and sell it. But, when the ass heard him say this, he ran away along the road to a large town not far off. "There," he thought, "I can be one of the town band."

[image: ]


He had not gone far when he saw a dog lying by the side of the road.

"What is the matter with you, old fellow?" said the ass.

"Ah!" replied the dog, "every day I grow older and weaker. My master beats me, and now he has turned me out, and I do not know how to get my living."

[image: ]


"Well," said the ass, "I am going to town to join the town band. Come along and help me. You shall play the drum." The dog agreed, and off they went.

Soon they came to a cat sitting in the middle of the path and looking very unhappy.

"Now Tom," said the ass, "why do you look so glum?"
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"Why? Because I am too old to catch mice, and so my mistress tried to drown me this morning. I ran away, and here I am; but I do not know what to do."

"Come with me to the town. You can make music at night, I know."

The cat agreed; and the three went on together.

Soon they came to a farm-yard; and there was a rooster sitting on the fence, and crowing with all his might.

[image: ]


"Now, old Red-comb," said the ass, "why do you crow so loud?"

"To-morrow the cook is going to cut off my head and make broth out of me."

"Is she? You had better come with us. We are going to the town to be in the band, and your voice will do very well."

So they all four went on together. But, as they could not reach the town in one day, they went into a wood to pass the night. The ass and the dog lay down under a large tree, the cat climbed up into the branches, the rooster flew right up to the top, so as to be quite safe. But, before he went to sleep, he looked round, and saw a light a little way off. He called to the others, and they agreed to go and see what it was.

They found the light came from a cottage. The ass went to the window and peeped in.

"What do you see?" said the rooster.

"What do I see? A table laid out with food and drink, and some men enjoying themselves."

Then the four friends thought of a plan to drive the men away and get their supper. The ass put his feet on the window-ledge, the dog got on his back, the cat climbed upon the dog, and the rooster flew up on the cat's head.

Then the music began. The ass brayed, the dog barked, the cat meowed, and the rooster crowed. They made such a noise that the men jumped up in fright and ran away into the wood as fast as ever they could.

Then the four friends sat down to the table, and soon ate everything up. When they had finished, they put out the light and got ready to go to sleep. The ass lay down on some straw, the dog behind the back door, the cat by the fire. and the rooster flew up to a high beam.

After a time, one of the men came back to see what was the matter. He went into the kitchen to strike a light, and, thinking the cat's eyes were fire, he went close up to him. Tom flew at his face, spitting and scratching; so he turned round and ran to the door. But the dog was there, and bit his leg; and, as he was limping along, the ass gave him a great kick. The rooster woke up with the noise, flapped his wings, and cried "Cock-a-doodle-doo!"

Then the man ran back to the others, and said, "Oh dear! Oh dear! There is a horrid witch in the house, and she spat at me, and scratched my face. Before the door is a man with a knife, and he chopped at my leg. In the yard is a black monster, who beat me with a great big club; and on the roof sits a judge, who called out, 'Lock the fool up, do!' So I ran away as fast as I could."

 

—The Brothers Grimm


 


Authors
 .—The Brothers Grimm.


General Notes
 .—How many actors are in this little story? Are you glad they frightened the robbers away? Why?
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THE JOLLY WELSHMEN

There were three jolly Welshmen,

As I have heard men say,

And they went a-hunting

Upon St. David's Day.

 

All the day they hunted,

And nothing could they find

Except a ship a-sailing,

A-sailing with the wind.

 

One said it was a ship,

The second he said "Nay";

The third he said it was a house

With the chimney, blown away.

 

And all the night they hunted,

And nothing could they find

Except the moon a-gliding,

A-gliding with the wind.

 

One said it was the moon,

The second he said "Nay";

The third, he said it was a cheese

With half of it away.

 

And all the day they hunted,

And nothing could they find

But an owl in the holly tree,

And that they left behind.

 

One said it was an owl,

The second he said "Nay";

The third he said 'twas an old man,

And his beard was growing grey.

 

—Old Rhyme


 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—What are Welshmen? St. David, or St. Dewi, is the patron saint of Wales. He is supposed to have been a Christian bishop who lived about the year 600. St. David's Day is the 1st of March. On that day every good Welshman wears a leek in memory of a victory over the Saxons. In this battle each Welshman wore a leek in his cap. The Saxons, having no badge, often killed one another in the battle.
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THE LETTER THAT FLEW AWAY

There was once a little girl named Ann; she was not quite big enough to go to school, but next week she was going to be six years old, and after that she was to begin lessons. Her birthday was coming on Saturday, and her mother had promised to write and ask some little friends to come to tea with her.

Ann's mother had written four letters the day before yesterday, but the answers had come that very morning to say that the March wind had given all her little friends such colds that their mummies feared they must not come out on Saturday.

This was very disappointing; but there was one more letter to write to a large family called the Thompsons, and, if they could come, it would be all right, because, as there were seven of them, they could make a party all by themselves.

Ann's mother sat down and wrote:


Dear Little People
 ,

Will you all come to tea with Ann on Saturday next?

We shall look for you early in the afternoon.

Yours affectionately,


Ann's Mummy
 .

 

Ann pulled on her goloshes, and ran up the road to the post-box with the letter. There was a great wind blowing, and, when Ann reached the corner of the road, it snatched her letter out of her hand and blew it away.

Ann gave a scream and ran after it across a field, and then across another field. Sometimes it stopped and almost let her pick it up, and, just as she clutched at it, on it went again, turning over and over. At last it flew away altogether, and Ann stopped running and said, "It's no use," and turned sadly home again.
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Writing the Letter


Of course her mother soon wrote another letter to the Thompsons. But Ann was certainly not lucky about this party: the Thompsons all had colds too, and none of them could come.

"I'm afraid I shall be the only one at your party, Ann," said her mummy. Ann gave her a hug and said, "I'd rather have you than anybody, only you can't play 'Hunt the Slipper' with two, or eat a whole birthday cake." And Ann could not help feeling very sorry indeed.

"Horrid old March wind!" she said. "He's spoilt my party."

Now old Mr. March Wind had not really meant to be unkind. He is always half in fun, only he is somehow the only person who sees the joke. And now that he had made all the children stay away from the party, he made up his mind to make a jolly ending to it after all.

So he blew and blew the lost letter over many fields. Sometimes it stuck in a hedge or pressed itself against a tree; then on it would go again, over and over. Once it flew right over a telegraph wire and heard the flying feet of the telegrams on their way.

But at last it stopped in a wood where goblins live, just outside their little house.

There was an old Goblin sitting in the front window. When he saw the letter he hobbled out and picked it up. He turned it over three times, and put it down again and hurried in to call the others. Very quickly they all came hurrying out; some hopped, some skipped, some danced; and they had the queerest faces you ever saw, and red jackets. First they all had a good look at the envelope; but it had been in a puddle, and so they couldn't see whom it was for, because the writing was blotted out; but the stamp was quite clean, and the first Goblin said very solemnly:
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The Goblins Find the Letter


"That is the picture of the King; this letter must be from His Majesty to us." Then, as there seemed nothing else to do, they laid it down on the grass again and danced round it hand in band in a ring, pointing their curious long toes at the stamp, but being very careful not to tread on it. Then they picked it up and opened it, and the old Goblin put on his spectacles and read aloud:


Dear Little People
 ,

Will you all come to tea with Ann on Saturday next?

We shall look for you early in the afternoon.

Yours affectionately,


Ann's Mummy
 .

 

When he had finished he noticed that all the goblins had blushed with pleasure, and they all began capering about and calling out:

Ho! Ho! Ho! Ho!

We'll go—we'll go.

And the old Goblin said in a whisper to his son: "Depend upon it, it's Ann's birthday!"

Ann put on her party dress, although nobody could come, for she did not see why all the fun need be spoilt, and dressing for a party is one of the jolliest things about it. So she came into the nursery looking her very best, and sat down tidily to wait for her mummy, who was also dressing up. Yes! it would have been nice to have had a real party, and Ann gave a tiny little sigh which nobody could have heard.

Just at that minute strange noises began in the street downstairs. Ann got up and went to the window. Some one was driving up to the door! But, good gracious, what strange carriages! They all stopped. One was a sort of shell drawn by two birds, the next was a large bird's-nest with a shade, drawn by a little furry animal. Next came a market-basket on wheels with a real coachman driving, and two mice standing up behind; and really there were so many, and it looked so grand, that Ann quickly ran back to her seat by the fire, and then her mummy came in.

Ann did not say a word; she had guessed that something queer was going to happen, and the next minute the door opened and in came seventeen goblins! They were all dressed and trimmed up in their very best clothes.

They all bowed low to Ann's mummy, and then they sat down on the floor, while two coachmen brought in a hamper, which they put down in the ring. Then they set to work to unpack it. As each Goblin gave Ann his present he went down on one knee and said: "Many happy returns of the day!"

Ann looked at her mummy, and her mummy looked at her; but they were too good at giving parties to seem at all surprised, and so Ann's mummy said: "We are delighted to see you, dear little fairy men: and now, what game shall we play?"

First came "Hunt the Slipper," only the slipper jumped round the ring all by itself, and dodged and danced amid great shrieks and laughter from the party. Then came "Musical Chairs," only the chairs began to follow one another round the room too, and when the music stopped everybody sat down plump on the floor, because it was so difficult to catch the chairs.

Then came tea-time, and Ann cut the birthday cake, and the goblins ate it nearly all up. After tea the strange little people did wonderful tricks, hopping over one another's heads, leaping up to the ceiling and knocking their noses. Then they called the mice and made them sing songs, while Ann and her mummy sat together and clapped.

When they had finished their antics the old Goblin said:

"I think it is time to go home now. I am not so young as I was, and the wind teases my throat."

"Naughty old March wind!" said Ann; "he always does things like that."

"Never mind," said the Goblin, cheerfully. "He brought us the letter from you. Here it is. So he is not such a bad old fellow after all!"

Then they all said "Good-bye," and drove away in their carriages, while Ann undid her seventeen parcels.

—Natalie Joan Engleheart


 


Author
 .—Natalie Joan Engleheart
 . The authoress spent part of her childhood in Australia. She now lives in England. She wrote a book of verses—Lilts for Little People
 .


General Notes
 .—How did Ann lose the letter? Who found it? What are goblins? How do you play "Hunt the Slipper"? How do you play "Musical Chairs"? Talk about other indoor games.
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THE FAIRIES

Up the airy mountain,

Down the rushy glen,

We daren't go a-hunting

For fear of little men;

Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping together,

Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl's feather!

 

Down along the rocky shore

Some make their home,

They live on crispy pancakes

Of yellow tide-foam;

Some in the reeds

Of the black mountain lake,

With frogs for their watch-dogs

All night awake.

 

High on the hill-top

The old King sits;

He is now so old and grey

He's nigh lost his wits.

With a bridge of white mist

Columbkill he crosses,

On his stately journeys

From Slieveleague to Rosses;

Or going up with music

On cold starry nights,

To sup with the Queen

Of the gay Northern Lights.

 

They stole little Bridget

For seven years long;

When she came down again,

Her friends were all gone.

They took her lightly back,

Between the night and morrow,

They thought that she was fast asleep,

But she was dead with sorrow.

They have kept her ever since,

Deep within the lake,

On a bed of flag-leaves,

Watching till she wake.

 

By the craggy hillside,

Through the mosses bare,

They have planted thorn-trees,

For pleasure here and there;

If any man so daring

As dig them up in spite,

He shall find their sharpest thorns

In his bed at night.
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The Fairies


Up the airy mountain,

Down the rushy glen,

We daren't go a-hunting

For fear of little men;

Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping all together;

Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl's feather!

 

—Willam Allingham


 


Author
 .—William Allingham
 (1824—1889) was born in the north of Ireland. He wrote many songs, ballads, and stories.


General Notes
 .—How were these Irish fairies dressed? What did they eat? What were their pets? What are Northern Lights? Have we anything like them in Australia? Why did they steal Bridget? What was their sacred bush? Why are Irish children afraid of the fairies? Mention any other fairy poems that you know. Which do you like best?
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THE CRANE AND THE CROW

The crane was a great fisherman. He used to hunt out the fish with his feet from underneath the logs in the creek, and so catch numbers.

One day, when he had a great many on the bank of the creek, a crow, who was white at that time, came up. He asked the crane to give him some fish.

"Wait a while," said the crane, "until they are cooked."

But the crow was hungry and impatient, and would not cease bothering the crane, who kept saying, "Wait, wait."

Presently the crane turned his back. The crow sneaked up and was just going to steal a fish. The crane turned round, saw him, seized a fish, and hit the crow right across the eyes with it. The crow felt blinded for a few minutes. He fell on the burnt black grass round the fire, and rolled over and over in his pain. When he got up to go away, his eyes were white, and the rest of him black, as crows have been ever since.

The crow made up his mind to pay out the crane for having given him white eyes and a black skin.

So he watched his chance, and one day, when he saw the crane fast asleep, he crept quietly up to him holding a fishbone. This he stuck right across the root of the crane's tongue.

Then he went off as quickly as he had come; careful, for once, to make no noise.

The crane woke up at last, and, when he opened his mouth to yawn, he felt like choking. He tried to get the fish-bone out of his throat. In the effort he made a queer, scraping noise, which was the only sound he could make. The bone stuck fast.

And to this day the only noise a crane can make is, "Gah-rah-gah, gah-rah-gah!" This noise gives the name by which he is known to the blacks.

 

From More Australian Legendary Tales
 , by K. Langloh Parker


 


Author
 .—Mrs. K. Langloh Parker
 passed many years on a station in the Murrumbidgee region of New South Wales. She was interested in the folk stories told by the older blacks in the neighbourhood, and wrote them down. Afterwards she brought out a book called Australian Legendary Tales
 , published by David Nutt, of London, and illustrated with the pen-and-ink drawings of an aboriginal artist. This succeeded so well that she wrote another book called More Australian Legendary Tales
 .


General Notes
 .—This is one of the nature stories that the old blacks used to tell to the piccaninnies. Now tell in your own words how the crow got his coat black, and how the crane lost his speech and could only croak. Draw a crow. Draw a crane.
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THE RAINBOW FAIRIES

Two little clouds, one summer's day,

Went flying through the sky.

They went so fast they bumped their heads,

And both began to cry.

 

Old Father Sun looked out and said,

"Oh, never mind, my dears;

I'll send my little fairy folk

To dry your falling tears."

 

One fairy came in violet,

And one in indigo,

In blue, green, yellow, orange, red—

They made a pretty row.

 

They wiped the cloud tears all away,

And then, from out the sky,

Upon a line the sunbeams made

They hung their gowns to dry.

 

—Lizzie
 M. Madley


 


Author
 .—Lizzie
 M. Hadley
 is an American educationist.


General Notes
 .—Where was the line hung? Of what was it made? Pick out the colours that are simple and those that are formed by a blend of two. In the old Greek story the rainbow was a pathway for Iris, the messenger of Queen Juno. What is fabled to be found at the rainbow's end? The poet Shelley calls the rainbow a "triumphal arch" and "the million coloured bow."
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THE RABBIT AND THE COCONUT

A little rabbit fell asleep under a coconut tree. Some monkeys were sitting in the tree, and, while the rabbit slept, the monkeys dropped a coconut. It fell to the ground with a great thud, just behind the rabbit. This wakened the rabbit, and made him jump.
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"It fell to the ground with a great thud."


"Dear me, the world is breaking up!" thought the little rabbit. He did not look to see what had made the noise, but ran away as fast as he could. Another rabbit saw him leaping along, and called to him. "Where are you going?" he said.

The little rabbit would not stop. "I can't stop to tell you," he called; "but come along as fast as you can!" And, when the second rabbit caught up with him, he said, "Run as fast as you can; the earth is breaking up!"

As they ran along, they met another rabbit, and the first one called to him, "Run, run, run; the earth is breaking up!" So the third rabbit ran with them.

They met many other rabbits who came out of their homes to see who was leaping past so fast. And, when they heard that the earth was breaking up, all of these rabbits began to run, too, just as fast as they could.
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"The lion roared loudly three times."


By and by, a deer came out of the wood to see what was the matter.

"Why are you all leaping along together and going so fast?" asked the deer. And, when he heard that the earth was breaking up, he ran with them.

Next, a fox ran along beside them and said, "Why are you running so fast?"

"Come along," said the deer; "the earth is breaking up."

Then the fox went with them, and they ran, and they ran, and they ran.

They met an elephant, and the fox called to him: "The earth is breaking up!" So the elephant ran, too.

The lion, the king of the beasts, saw them running, and heard them cry: "The earth is breaking up, the earth is breaking up!"

"This cannot be true," thought the lion, and he ran till he got ahead of the other animals, and then roared loudly three times.

The animals all stopped suddenly when they heard the roars of the lion.

"Why are you running so fast?" the lion then asked.

"O Lion, king of the beasts, the earth is breaking up!" said the elephant.

"Nonsense; did you see it breaking up?" said the lion.

"No, I did not see it; but the fox told me all about it," said the elephant.

Then the lion said to the fox: "Why did you think the earth was breaking up?"

"The deer told me," said the fox.

"Who told you the earth was breaking up?" said the lion to the deer.

"The rabbits told me about it," said the deer.

The lion asked one rabbit after another, but no one had seen the earth breaking up. At last he came to the first little rabbit, who was hiding behind the others.

"Did you see the earth breaking up?" said the lion.

"No-o-o, I did not see it; but I heard it," said the little rabbit. "I was asleep under a coconut tree, and I was wakened by the sound of the earth breaking up!"
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The King of Beasts and the Rabbit.


"Come," said the lion, "we will go back and see the place where the earth began to break up."

So the king of the beasts carried the frightened rabbit on his back, and ran back to the coconut tree, and the other animals followed him.

When they came to the coconut tree, the little rabbit on the lion's back called to the lion to stop.

"This is the place," he said. "Here is the spot where I fell asleep."

The animals went and looked around the tree, There, on the ground, was a large coconut.

"That is what you heard," said the lion; "you heard the coconut fall to the ground, and thought the earth was breaking up!"

The little rabbit felt very foolish.

"How glad we are that the wise king of the beasts stopped us and brought us back here!" said the other animals. "The fear of one little rabbit made all of us run away!"

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—This is a fairy tale from India, but it is differently told in different countries. Perhaps you remember "The Sky is Falling," in which the actors are Henny-Penny, Cocky-Locky, Ducky-Daddle, and others. Who are the actors in this little story? Which was the wise one? How did he show his wisdom?
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THE BUTTERFLY

Yes, go, little butterfly;

Fan the warm air,

With your soft, silken pinions,

So bright and so fair.

A poor, fluttering prisoner

No longer you'll be;

There! out of the window!

You're free—you are free.

 

Go rest on the bosom

Of some pretty flower;

Go sport in the sunlight,

Your brief little hour;

Your day at the longest

Is scarcely a span;

Then go and enjoy it,

Be gay while you can.

 

You see I have something

More useful to do;

I work, and must learn,

And play sometimes too.

Your days with the blossoms,

Bright thing, you may spend,

They close with the summer—

Mine never shall end.

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—How did the word butter
 get into the name butterfly? This insect has been compared to a winged flower. What is the difference between a butterfly and a moth? The butterfly has no nest; its food is the sweet juice of flowers; it lives only a few days. In what ways is a butterfly like a bird? In what ways is it unlike?
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THE PUSSY WILLOWS

A willow-tree grew on the bank of a deep river, and her wide-spreading branches almost swept the surface of the water.

One morning, while she was busy caring for her baby buds and new leaves, she heard rapid footsteps, and in another moment she saw a boy rush down to the edge of the river and throw something into the Water with a great splash. Then off he went again.

Now, what do you suppose the big willow-tree saw floating and struggling in the water, just beneath the shade of her limbs? Three of the softest, prettiest grey kittens that anyone ever saw.

They were just about the colour of blue, curling smoke, and each one wore a pair of fuzzy, silver-grey mittens, with the daintiest of little pink cushions tucked underneath.

Just as the willow-tree was wondering what to do about it, she heard something else come flying down the path, jumping over bushes and stumps, and scattering the dry leaves in her pathway as she ran.

It was the mother of the dear little soft grey pussies, and, when she reached the river's edge and saw her own baby kittens struggling in the deep water, she jumped right in, with a great splash, and tried her best to save their lives.

Poor baby pussies! The water was getting into their pretty blue eyes and running into their noses and ears and mouths, and in a very few minutes they most surely would have been dead, had it not been for the kindness of the big willow-tree.

"Quick, oh, quick!" she cried, bending her branches low over the water's edge. "Catch my limbs, hold tight, and I shall hold you above the water."

And then, one by one, the mother eat and her three baby kittens were caught up by the strong branches of the willow and held tight, until the brave mother cat brought each half-drowned kitten safely to the shore.

In the snug hollow of the big willow-tree she made them a bed, and soon licked them all dry with the queer pink towel mother cats carry about in their mouths.

Perhaps they thought it was better to live in the woods with a kind willow-tree than in a house with an unkind earth-child. I know the mother cat believed this, because she did not try to carry her kittens away, but began, like them, to make herself at home.

The willow-tree was very glad of this, and she enjoyed watching the baby kittens. They grew fatter and plumper and rounder every day, and their mother was kept busy trying to bring them up in just the right way.

She showed them their soft, silver-grey mittens, and told them how to keep them washed clean with their long pink tongues.

And she showed them their sharp little claws, and told them how to use them and how to say "sput-t!" and how to arch their grey backs when anything came to frighten them.

So every day the baby kittens grew smarter. They even learned to climb to the very top of the big willow-tree, and would sometimes curl up on her branches for a morning nap—tiny little balls of silver-grey fuzz they seemed to be.

It was then the willow-tree loved them most, and, the more she watched them asleep in her branches, the more she wanted some like them for her very own—some who would always stay with her and never run away.

How the fairy queen laughed when she heard of this wish! It seemed so very queer that a tree should want silver-grey pussies.

But she had also heard about the kind deed of the big willow-tree in saving the lives of the little grey kittens and their mother; so, waving her wand over the willow-tree, she sang:

 

Willow fair, dear willow fair,

Silver-grey pussies shalt thou bear;

Because thy heart is kind and true,

This thy wish I grant to you.

 

And so it was and always has been since.

Every spring the willow-tree and all of her kindred are decked with soft, fuzzy pussies of silver-grey,—and, even though you frighten them, they never run away.

From Fanciful Flower Tales
 , by Madge
 A. Bigham


 


Author
 .—Madge
 A. Bigham
 is an American lady who writes a book called Fanciful Flower Tales
 , published by Little, Brown, and Co., of America.


General Notes
 .—Most children know the Pussy Willow, a shrub of which the flowers, scattered along slender stems, give a kind of likeness to little grey kittens. How did the willow save the kittens? Did the weeping willow weep for pity? How did the fairy reward her?
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WHO STOLE THE BIRD'S NEST?

"Tu-whit! tu-whit! tu-whee!

Will you listen to me?

Who stole four eggs I laid.

And the nice nest I made?"

 

"Not I," said the cow, "Moo-oo!

Such a thing I'd never do;

I gave you a wisp of hay,

But didn't take your nest away;

Not I," said the cow, "Moo-oo!

Such a thing I'd never do."

 

"Tu-whit! tu-whit! tu-whee!

Will you listen to me?

Who stole four eggs I laid,

And the nice nest I made?

Bob-o-link! Bob-o-link!

Now what, do you think?

Who stole a nest away

From the plum-tree to-day?"

"Not I," said the dog, "Bow-wow!

I'm not so mean, anyhow!

I gave hairs the nest to make,

But the nest I did not take;

Not I, "said the dog," Bow-wow!

I'm not so mean, anyhow."
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The Thief—is he here?


"Coo-coo! Coo-coo! Coo-coo!

Let me speak a few words, too!

Who stole that pretty nest

From poor little Yellow-breast?"

 

"Not I," said the sheep, "oh no!

I wouldn't treat a poor bird so.

I gave wool the nest to line,

But the theft was none of mine;

Baa! Baa!" said the sheep, "oh no!

I wouldn't treat a poor bird so."

 

"Coo-coo! Coo-coo! Coo-coo!

Let me speak a few words, too!

Who stole that pretty nest

From poor little Yellow-breast?"

"Caw! Caw!" cried the crow:

"I, too, should like to know

What thief took away

A bird's nest to-day."

 

"Cluck! Cluck!" said the hen;

"Don't ask me again,

Why, I haven't a chick

Would do such a trick.

We all gave her a feather,

And she wove them together.

 

I'd scorn to intrude

On her and her brood.

Cluck! Cluck!" said the hen,

"Don't ask me again!"

 

"Chirr-a-whirr! Chirr-a-whirr!

All the birds make a stir!

Let us find out his name,

And all cry 'For shame!'"

 

"I would not rob a bird,"

Said Little Mary Green;

"I think I never heard

Of anything so mean."

 

"It is very cruel, too,"

Said Little Alice Neal;

"I wonder if he knew

How sad the bird would feel?"

 

A little boy hung down his head,

And went and hid behind the bed,

For he stole that pretty nest

From poor little Yellow-breast;

And he felt so full of shame,

He didn't like to tell his name.

—Maria
 L. Child


 


Author
 .—Lydia Maria Child
 (1802—1880) was an American writer. She took great interest in public movements for the relief of distress among the poor and helpless.


General Notes
 .—How did the cow help the bird? How did the dog, the sheep, the hen? Who did
 steal that nest? What word tells you that the poem was written in America?
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WHAT BRIGHT-EYES WANTED

Bright-eyes sat in the corner of his cage, looking very sad.

"I don't know why he should look so sorry," said Jack, his little owner. "Even though it is cold outside, the sun is shining brightly, and all the world looks like spring."

"I am afraid that is the reason," said Mother.

Jack looked rather puzzled. What did Mother mean? He picked up the cage, carried it outside the cottage, and hung it on its hook on the wall. "Now you can see all the other birds, Bright-eyes."

Jack took away the little seed-trough, filled it up full, and even added a few scraps of meat, which mother had given him. But still Bright-eyes moped in the corner. Jack stood by the cottage door and watched him.

"Whatever else can he want?" he muttered to himself. He was only eight, and had a lot of things to learn. Suddenly a sunbeam, which had been shining on the wall for a long time, reached Bright- eyes' cage and peeped in. The poor little bird spread his wings, fluttering round and round eagerly.

"I wonder"—. Then Jack stopped.

A perky little sparrow, who was feeling very cold and hungry, flew to Bright-eyes' cage, and looked in. Jack listened to see if he could understand bird-talk. He told Mother afterwards that he was sure it ran something like this:

"What a lovely nest you have," said Mr. Sparrow. "And what a nice lot of food! Can I have a little of it, please?"

Bright-eyes, who was a lovely blackbird, with a yellow bill and beautiful black feathers, looked at the brown visitor, just for a minute, with something like scorn. Then, feeling very lonely, he decided that even a sparrow was better than no one to talk to. He fluttered up to his perch, and looked at his visitor again. "It is a beautiful cage," he said slowly. "I suppose you do admire it. You never saw one just like it, did you?"

"Never," said the sparrow, with his hungry little eye on the seed-box.

"Yes, you can have some," said Bright-eyes, seeing the very hungry look. "I shall scatter some where you can reach it."

"Thanks, it is good!" gasped the hungry little visitor, as he swallowed grain after grain. "That's better. Now let us talk."

"I have a whole boxful like that every day," said Bright-eyes," and plenty of scraps as well."

The brown sparrow chirped out slowly, "Well—you don't mean it, surely? Are not you a lucky bird?"

"And, when the sun shines brightly in the hot summer days, Jack—that's my little master—never forgets to give me plenty of nice, cool water."

"Oh," said the sparrow, "that's the sort of life for me! But I suppose no one would want a sparrow in a cage."

"And I never have to hide from the hawk when he comes swooping silently along, and hangs up in the sky, looking for some one to kill."

The sparrow sighed. Many of his family had died in that way.

"If Tabby looks at me," said Bright-eyes, "she is smacked and sent away at once, and sometimes has to go to bed without her supper for being so naughty."

"She had my father when I was quite a youngster," said the visitor, "and we never knew where our mother went. Tabby broke down my nest three times last autumn, and ate all my nestlings."

"Ah!" Bright-eyes looked thoughtful.

"There she is!" Mr. Brown Sparrow spoke nervously. "I think—I think I'll call again. Good-bye. She can't hurt you; but, if she caught me"—.

Tabby sat under the cage, and looked up at the little brown bird, which had fluttered into a tall tree near at hand. Then she glanced back at Bright-eyes, not noticing that Jack was wat-ching her.

"I shall have you some day," she said, licking her wicked little lips. "I will
 have you some day, Bright-eyes, and then Jack won't have any other pet, and won't smack me for being jealous. Oh,"—as Jack moved out of the shade, and tried to smack her—"bother!"

Brown Sparrow, up in his tall tree, chuckled with delight. As soon as Jack drew back again, he flew to the cage once more, and helped himself through the bars to two or three grains, which lay within reach of his beak.

"Gone again. I say, Mr. Blackbird, don't you ever go out for a fly?"

To Brown Sparrow's surprise, the beautiful blackbird began to beat himself against the wicker bars, and to cry, in a little, heart-broken way, "I want to get out! I want to get out!"

"But you would be hungry sometimes, and thirsty. And, perhaps, the hawk or Tabby would get you," said Brown Sparrow, trying to comfort him.

Jack crept indoors, with big tears in his eyes, and told Mother all that he thought he had heard. "He wants to go," he sobbed. "He doesn't love me a bit."

Mother stroked the brown hair. "He doesn't belong to a cage at all," she said softly. "He belongs to the fields, the hedges, and the big trees."

Jack crept out slowly, and opened the cage-door. "Goodbye, Bright-eyes!"

Brown Sparrow watched Bright-eyes flutter to the door, look out, and stretch his wings, which had been cramped so long, and he hurried up to his new friend. "What about being hungry, and thirsty, and frightened?" he said.

Bright-eyes stopped in the middle of the gladdest of glad songs. "I'm free, free, free!" he said.

 

R. De Witt
 , in The Prize

 


Author
 .—Miss R. De Witt
 is not known except as the writer of the article quoted, which appeared in an English children's magazine.


General Notes
 .—Who was Bright-eyes? How did he help the sparrow? What were the troubles of Bright-eyes? How did the sparrow help him? Should we keep birds in cages? Discuss the question.
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JACK FROST

Jack Frost looked forth one still, clear night,

And whispered, "Now I shall be out of sight;

So, through the valley and over the height,

In silence I'll take my way.

I will not go on like that blustering train—

The wind and the snow, the hail and the rain—

Who make so much bustle and noise in vain;

But I'll be as busy as they."

 

Then he flew to the mountain and powdered its crest;

He lit on the trees and their boughs he dressed

With diamond beads; and, over the breast

Of the quivering lake, he spread

A coat of mail, that it need not fear

The downward point of many a spear

That he hung on its margin, far and near,

Where a rock could rear its head.

 

He went to the windows of those who slept,

And over each pane, like a fairy, crept;

Wherever he breathed, wherever he stepped,

By the light of the morn were seen

Most beautiful things: there were flowers and trees,

There were bevies of birds and swarms of bees,

There were cities and temples and towers, and these

All pictured in silver sheen.

 

But he did one thing that was hardly fair:

He went to the cupboard, and, finding there

That all had forgotten for him to prepare,

Now just to set them a-thinking,

"I'll bite this basket of fruit," said he;

"This costly pitcher I'll burst in three;

And the glass of water they've left for me

Shall tchick!
 to tell them I'm drinking."

—Hannah Flagg Gould


 


Author
 .—Hannah Flagg Gould
 (1789—1865) was an American poetess. Pronounce the name goold
 .


General Notes
 .—What time of the year was it? How did Jack Frost treat the mountain, the boughs of the tree, the lake, the windows, the fruit, the pitcher? Have you ever seen frost- flowers? Describe them. What is
 frost?
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THE BLIND MEN AND THE ELEPHANT

A Hindu
 Fable
 .

It was six men of Hindustan,

To learning much inclined,

Who went to see the elephant

(Though all of them were blind),

That each by observation

Might satisfy the mind.

 

The first approached the elephant,

And, happening to fall

Against its broad and sturdy side,

At once began to bawl:

"Why, bless me! but the elephant

Is very like a wall."

 

The second, as he felt the tusk,

Cried, "Ho! what have we here

So very round and smooth and sharp?

To me 'tis mighty clear

This wonder of an elephant

Is very like a spear."

 

The third approached the animal,

And, happening to take

The squirming trunk within his hand,

Thus boldly up he spake:

"I see," quoth he, "the elephant

Is very like a snake!"

 

The fourth reached out his eager hand,

And felt about its knee.

"What most this wondrous beast is like

Is mighty plain," quoth he:

"'Tis clear enough the elephant

Is very like a tree!"

 

The fifth, who chanced to touch the ear,

Said, "E'en the blindest man

Can tell what this resembles most;

Deny the fact who can,

This marvel of an elephant

Is very like a fan!"

 

The sixth no sooner had begun

About the beast to grope,

Than, seizing on the swinging tail

That fell within his scope,

"I see," quoth he, "the elephant

Is very like a rope!"

 

And so these men of Hindustan

Disputed loud and long,

Each in his own opinion

Exceeding stiff and strong;

Though each was partly in the right,

They all were in the wrong!

—John Godfrey Saxe


 


Author
 .—John Godfrey Saxe
 (1816—1887) was an American poet, writer, editor, and lawyer. Most of his poems were meant to make people laugh.


General Notes
 .—The purpose of this poem is to show that people may differ in their opinions and yet all be right. Truth is many-sided. What was like a wall, like a spear, like a snake, like a tree, like a fan, like a rope? Where is Hindustan? Draw a picture of one of the men. Draw the elephant.
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MISS BROWN BULB AND THE SPARROW


In the heart of a seed, buried deep, so deep,



A dear little plant lay fast asleep.



"Wake!" said the sunshine, "and creep to the light";



"Wake I" said the voice of the raindrops bright.



The little plant heard, and it rose to see



What the great, big world around her might be.


R. L. Brown


 

"Who are you, I should like to know?" said the sparrow, as he gave a sharp peck at the rough, round brown ball lying on the window-sill. "Are you good to eat?"

And he gave it another peck.

"Please don't," said the brown ball; "you hurt. And there are plenty of other things to peck at besides me. Look at those crumbs outside the kitchen door."

"I'm tired of crumbs," said the sparrow. "I want something else for a change. But you haven't answered my question yet. What's your name?"

"My name—at least, my surname—is 'Bulb,'" replied the brown ball.

"And a very ugly name, too," said the sparrow. "Haven't you any other?"

"Not until the raindrops come and christen me," answered the bulb.

"But what are you?" demanded the sparrow. "Are you a sort of vegetable?"

"No," answered the bulb. "I am a flower."

"A flower!" chirped the sparrow. "A flower! Ha—ha—ha! Call yourself a flower? An ugly, rough brown thing like you!"

And he laughed so loudly that he lost his balance and nearly tumbled backwards off the window-sill.

"Come," he said, "own up. You were only joking just now. You didn't really mean what you said?"

"Oh! yes," replied the bulb. "It was the truth. I know I shall be a flower some day, when I have outgrown this old brown cloak of mine."

"How do you know it?" asked the sparrow. "Who told you?"

"Something inside me," replied the bulb, in a grave voice. "And I know it tells the truth."

The sparrow was silent for a moment.

"Well," he said at last, "I can't believe there can be anything so nice as a flower under that old brown cloak of yours. So I'll wish you good morning, Miss Brown Bulb."

He had hardly flown away when a lady came with a garden trowel and a little red flower-pot, half full of earth, in which she planted the bulb, and then took it away with her.

About a month later, the sparrow came again to the window-sill, and, peeping through the open window, he saw a flower-pot on a table, from which something green was beginning to shoot up.

He was going to hop away, when a voice he seemed to know said, "Good-morning!"

"Good morning," said the sparrow; "though I haven't the least idea who you are."

"Don't you remember the brown ball on the window-sill? The one that you pecked at?"

"Let me see," said the sparrow. "Why, yes, to be sure. You don't mean to say that it was you? I mean that you were it?"

"Yes," said the bulb. "I told you I was going to be a flower. And so I am."

"Then there was something under that old brown cloak of yours after all," said the sparrow. "And what do you call yourself now, Miss Bulb? Have you found out what your Christian name is yet?"

"My name is Hyacinth," was the answer. "I told you the raindrops would christen me, and they did."

"Well," remarked the sparrow, "it seems you were right, and I was wrong. All the same, I'd rather be a bird than a flower. Flowers may be all very well, but they can't do anything but just smell sweet. Birds can. How do you think the garden would get on without me? Why, it would be all eaten up with grubs. That reminds me that I mustn't waste my time talking. The round bed in the middle of the lawn needs attention. So, good morning, Miss Hyacinth Bulb."

And he flew away, leaving the bulb feeling rather sad. For, after all, what can one little hyacinth bulb do in the big world?

But, one day, the same lady who had planted it in the pot where it was now growing came into the room.

She came and looked very carefully at the little green shoot which had struggled so bravely to throw off the old, ugly brown cloak in which it had been muffled.

"Yes," she said. "I think you are strong enough to go out into the world now. I want you to help to cheer up a little sick child."

As the hyacinth heard these words, a throb of joy went right through it to think that, after all, there was something it could do. It could be a cheerer-up.

And so it found itself standing on a little round table in a cottage window; while facing the window was a little white bed, with a little pale face lying on the pillow.

And a little tired voice said, "Oh dear, darling hyacinth, do make haste and flower! I do want to see what colour you will be. And, if you can, please be a pink hyacinth, because pink is such a beautiful, cheerful colour."

The heart of the hyacinth stirred and said to itself: "If I can be, I will." And it folded its green leaves together, and sent up a little prayer that it might be a cheerful pink hyacinth.

It grew and grew until one night it felt a wonderful, new, strange feeling.

"I believe I am going to flower," it said. "And oh! I do hope I shall be pink."

And lo and behold, in the morning there was a fine tall stalk covered with little pink blossoms! And the sick child clapped her hands, and the colour came back into her face as she said: "Oh! Mother, Mother, it is a pink hyacinth after all."

And, when the mother saw the colour in the child's face, and the light in her eyes, she took the flower- pot in her hand and said: "God bless you, little hyacinth! I believe you have done more good than all the doctor's stuff by cheering her up."

And the heart of the hyacinth swelled and swelled until it seemed as though it must burst the flower- pot, as it said to itself:

"Oh! what a wonderful thing it is to think that once I was only a little brown bulb. And now I am a pink hyacinth and a cheerer-up."

From Tiny Tots


 


Author
 .—The author is not known except as the writer of this article, which appeared in an English children's magazine.


General Notes
 .—Make a list of all the speakers. Which one seemed to be ugly and stupid? What happened to him in the end? Was not that like the fate of the Ugly Duckling? Do you think that some children who seem to be ugly and stupid may turn out otherwise? Discuss the question.
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BOATS SAIL ON THE RIVERS

Boats sail on the rivers,

Ships sail on the seas;

But the clouds that sail across the sky

Are prettier far than these.

There are bridges on the rivers,

As pretty as you please;

But the bow that spans the heavens,

And overtops the trees,

And builds a road from earth to sky,

Is prettier far than these.

—Christina Rossetti


[image: ]



Author
 .—Christina Georgina Rossetti
 (1830—1894) was an English poetess, a sister of the poet Dante Gabriel Rossetti. She was born in London. She wrote short lyrics chiefly. One of her most famous poems is "Goblin Market"; another one that is well known begins "Does the road wind up-hill all the way?"


General Notes
 .—What are on the rivers? What are on the seas? Why is the bow prettier than these? Find out how the bow is made. What strange stories have you heard about the bow? Write down one of these.
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HOW DUMB ANIMALS TALK

Can dumb animals talk? It is true that they are not able to use words like ours, but most of them can talk in their own way.

When the cat is happy and pleased, how does she show it? She purrs; and this is her way of saying, "I am quite happy now."

If she is unhappy, or in pain, or hungry, she mews. If she is angry, she sets up her back and her fur, moves her tail from side to side, and spits. If teased, she growls and puts back her ears. If she is treated in a way she does not like, up goes her tail straight in the air, and she marches out of the room.

If your dog is pleased, he puts back his ears, wags his tail, and seems to smile. If he is angry, he growls, shows his teeth, puts up his tail and the hair along his back and neck, walks stiffly, and makes himself look very fierce. This is the dog's way of saying, "I am vexed; I have a mind to bite you."

My dog Dash sometimes bites my hand in play, often snarling at the same time. If he bites too hard, and I say, "Gently, Dash," he goes on biting, but answers me by wagging his tail, as if to say, "Never mind; I don't mean to hurt; it is all fun."

When a hen sees a dog coming near her chickens, have you not noticed how she spreads her wings, raises her tail, ruffles her feathers, and dashes at the dog? This is her way of saying, "Be off, or I shall peck you with my hard beak."

If she sees a hawk, she makes a strange noise, and her chickens at once run away and hide themselves. They understand their mother to say, "Quick, get out of sight, dears! There is danger near."

When she finds a bit of nice food, she makes another kind of noise. The chicks know quite well what it means, and run at once with all their might to share the sweet morsel their mother has found for them.

If you have watched horses or cows, you will have noticed the ways in which they talk to their mates or to their young. I think the strangest thing of all is the way horses will put their heads together and, without a sound, agree to some plan, on which they then begin to act. Have you ever noticed, when two ants meet, how they talk to each other with their feelers?

In such ways as these, dumb animals make themselves understood almost as well as if they had the gift of speech. They tell their feelings to one another by acts and by sounds, just as we do by words.

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—How does the cat talk when she is happy? When she is unhappy? How does the dog talk? Tell all the ways in which the hen makes herself understood——the horse, the cow, the sheep, the turkey, the wild duck.
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THE FAIRIES OF CALDON LOW

"And where have you been, my Mary,

And where have you been from me?"

"I've been to the top of the Caldon Low

The midsummer night to see."

 

"And what did you see, my Mary,

All up on the Caldon Low?"

"I saw the glad sunshine come down,

And I saw the merry winds blow."

 

"And what did you hear, my Mary,

All up on the Caldon Hill?"

"I heard the drops the water made,

And the ears of the green corn fill."

 

"Oh, tell me all, my Mary—

All, all that ever you know;

For you must have seen the fairies,

Last night on the Caldon Low."

 

"Then take me on your knee, mother;

And listen, mother of mine:

A hundred fairies danced last night,

And the harpers they were nine;

 

"And their harp-strings rang so merrily

To their dancing feet so small;

But oh! the words of their talking

Were merrier far than all."

 

"And what were the words, my Mary,

That then you heard them say?"

"I'll tell you all, my mother;

But let me have my way.

 

"Some of them played with the water,

And rolled it down the hill;

'And this,' they said, 'shall speedily turn

The poor old miller's mill;

 

"'For there has been no water

Ever since the first of May;

And a busy man will the miller be

At dawning of the day.

 

"'Oh, the miller, how he will laugh

When he sees the mill-dam rise!

The jolly old miller, how he will laugh

Till the tears fill both his eyes!'

 

"And some they seized the little winds

That sounded over the hill;

And each put a horn unto his mouth,

And blew both loud and shrill;

 

"'And there,' they said, 'the merry winds go

Away from every horn;

And they shall clear the mildew dank

From the blind old widow's corn.

 

"'Oh! the poor, blind widow,

Though she has been blind so long,

She'll be blithe enough when the mildew's gone,

And the corn stands tall and strong.'

 

"And some they brought the brown linseed,

And flung it down from the Low;

'And this,' they said, 'by the sunrise,

In the weaver's croft shall grow.

 

"'Oh! the poor, lame weaver,

How he will laugh outright

When he sees his dwindling flax-field

All full of flowers by night!'

 

"And then outspoke a brownie,

With a long beard on his chin;

'I have spun up all the tow,' said he,

'And I want some more to spin.

 

"'I've spun a piece of hempen cloth,

And I want to spin another;

A little sheet for Mary's bed,

And an apron for her mother.'

"With that I could not help but laugh,

And I laughed out loud and free;

And then, on the top of the Caldon Low,

There was no one left but me.

 

"And, all on top of the Caldon Low,

The mists were cold and grey,

And nothing I saw but the mossy stones

That round about me lay.

 

"But, coming down from the hill-top,

I heard, afar below,

How busy the jolly miller was,

And how the wheel did go.

 

"And I peeped into the widow's field,

And sure enough were seen

The yellow ears of the mildewed corn,

All standing stout and green.

 

"And down by the weaver's croft I stole,

To see if the flax were sprung;

And I met the weaver at his gate,

With the good news on his tongue.

 

"Now, this is all I heard, mother,

And all that I did see;

So, prithee, make my bed, mother,

For I'm tired as I can be."

 

—Mary Howitt


 


Author
 .—Mary Howitt
 (1799—1888). Before she married William Howitt, another poet, she was a young English Quakeress, Mary Botham. Her husband, with their two sons, came out to Australia and worked for a time at gold-digging in Victoria. William Howitt and the elder son went back to England. The younger one, Alfred, became a good bushman, as well as a writer who studied and wrote about the blacks. It was he who found all that was left of the Burke and Wills party in 1861. Mary Howitt wrote mostly for children. She was a kind and lovable woman.


General Notes
 .—A low
 is a round, grassy hill. Midsummer Night in England falls on the 22nd of June. When does it fall in Australia? What did Mary see when she was on the hill-top? What did she hear? Tell all the things the fairies did. Did Mary only think
 they did these things? What is there to show that Mary had a kind heart? Tell all the names you know for fairies—brownies, elves, and what else?




Lesson
 33


THE GOLDEN BIRD IN THE KING'S GARDEN

[image: ]


A certain king had a beautiful garden, and in it stood a tree that bore golden apples. About the time when the apples grew ripe, it was found that every night one of them was gone.

The king became very angry at this, and ordered the gardener to watch all night. The gardener set his eldest son to watch; but about twelve o'clock he fell asleep, and in the morning another of the apples was missing. Then the second son was ordered to watch; and at midnight he, too, fell asleep, and in the morning another apple was gone.

Then the third son lay down under the tree to watch. As the clock struck twelve, a bird of pure gold came; and, as it was snapping at one of the apples, the gardener's son shot an arrow at it. But the arrow did the bird no harm; only it dropped a golden feather from its tail, and then flew away.

The golden feather was brought to the king in the morning. Every one agreed that it was worth more than all the wealth of the kingdom; but the king said, "One feather is of no use to me; I must have the whole bird."

Then the gardener's eldest son set out to find the golden bird, and, when he had gone a little way, he came to a wood, and he saw a fox, and was going to shoot it. But the fox said:

"Do not shoot me, for I will give you good advice. I know that you want to find the golden bird. You will reach a village, and you will see two inns facing each other, one of which is very beautiful to look at. Do not go in there, but rest for the night in the other."

But the son took no notice of the fox, and, when he came to the village, he went into the better inn, and ate and drank, and forgot about the bird. Time passed on, and, as the eldest son did not come back, the second son set out, and the same thing happened to him.

The youngest son then went to seek the golden bird. As he came to the wood, he met the fox, and heard the same good advice. But he was thankful to the fox, and did not try to shoot him, and so the fox said, "Sit upon my tail, and you will travel faster."

So he sat down, and the fox began to run, and away they went, so fast that their hair whistled in the wind.

When they came to the village, the son went to the shabby inn, and stayed there all night. In the morning the fox came again and said:

"Go straight forward till you come to a castle, before which lie a whole troop of soldiers fast asleep. Take no notice of them; but go into the castle and pass on till you come to a room where the golden bird sits in a wooden cage. Close by it stands a beautiful golden cage; but do not try to take the bird out of the shabby cage and put it into the handsome one."

Then the fox stretched out his tail again, and away they went.

Before the castle gate all was as the fox had said. So the son went in and found the chamber where the golden bird hung in a wooden cage, and below stood the golden cage, and the three golden apples that had been lost were lying close by it. Then he thought:

"It will be an odd thing to bring away such a fine bird in this shabby cage."

So he took hold of it, and put it into the golden cage. But the bird set up such a loud scream that the soldiers awoke, and took him prisoner. The next morning the Court sentenced him to die, unless he should bring the king the golden horse, which could run as swiftly as the wind. If he did this, he was to have the golden bird for his own.

So he set out once more on his journey, when the fox met him and said:

"You see now what has happened through not listening to my advice. I will, however, tell you how to find the golden horse. You must go straight on till you come to a castle where the horse stands in his stall. By his side will lie the groom fast asleep. Take away the horse quietly, but be sure to put the old leathern saddle upon him, and not the golden one close by it."

Then the son sat down on the fox's tail, and away they went. All went right, and the groom lay snoring with his hand upon the golden saddle. But, when the son looked at the horse, he thought it a great pity to put the leathern saddle upon it.

"I will give him the good one," said he; "I am sure he deserves it."

As he took up the golden saddle, the groom awoke, and called out so loudly that all the guards ran in and took the young man prisoner, and in the morning he was again brought before the Court and sentenced to die. But it was agreed that, if he could bring thither the beautiful princess, he should live, and have the bird and the horse given him.

Then he went on his way again very sadly; but the old fox came and said:

"Why did you not listen to me? But I will once more give you advice. Go straight on, and in the evening you will arrive at a castle. At eight o'clock each night the princess walks in the garden; go up to her, tell her your name, and she will let you lead her away; but do not allow her to take leave of her father."

As they came to the castle, all was as the fox had said. At eight o'clock the young man met the princess and told her his name, and she agreed to run away with him, but begged with many tears that he would let her take leave of her father. At first he refused, yet at last he consented; but the moment she came to her father's house the guards awoke, and took him prisoner.

Then he was brought before the king, who said, "You shall never have my daughter unless in eight days you dig away the hill in front of my window."

Now this hill was so big that no one could take it away; but, when he had worked seven days, and had done very little, the fox came, and said:

"Lie down and go to sleep, and I will work for you."

In the morning the hill was gone.

Then the king was obliged to keep his promise, and away went the young man and the princess; but the fox came and said to him:

"We will have all three—the princess, the horse, and the bird. When you come to the king, and he asks for the beautiful princess, you must say, 'Here she is!' Then you will mount the golden horse that they are to give you, and put out your hand to take leave of them; but shake hands with the princess last. Then lift her quickly on to the horse and gallop away."

All went right, and then the fox said:

"When you come to the castle where the bird is, I will stay with the princess at the door, and you will ride in and speak to the king. When he sees it is the right horse, he will bring out the bird; but you must sit still, and say that you want to look at it; and when you get it ride away."

This too, happened as the fox said; they carried off the bird, the princess mounted again, and they rode on to a wood. Then the fox came and said:
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"The young man rode on with the princess."


"Beware of two things: don't ransom anyone from the gallows, and do not sit down by the side of any river." Then away he went. The young man rode on with the princess, till at last he came to the village where he had left his two brothers. And there he heard a great noise; and when he asked what was the matter, the people said:

"Two men are going to be hanged."

As he came nearer, he saw that the two men were his brothers, who had turned robbers; so he said:

"Cannot they in any way be saved?"

But the people said "No," unless he would give all his money to buy their liberty. This he did, and they all went on till they came to the wood where the fox first met them. Here it was so cool and pleasant that they all sat down by the side of the river. Then the brothers came behind and threw him down the bank, and took the princess, the horse, and the bird, and went to the king, saying: "We have won all this by our labour."

Then there was great rejoicing; but the horse would not eat, the bird would not sing, and the princess wept.

The youngest son fell to the bottom of the river's bed. Luckily it was nearly dry, but the bank was so steep that he could not get out. Then the old fox came once more, and scolded him.

"Yet," said he, "I cannot leave you, so lay hold of my tail and hold fast."

Then he pulled him out and said:

"Your brothers are going to kill you if they find you in the kingdom."

So he dressed himself as a poor man, and came secretly to the king's court, and when he came the horse began to eat, the bird sang, and the princess left off weeping.

He told the king of his brothers' evil deeds, and they were punished; and, when the king died, the youngest son and the princess ruled the kingdom.

A long while afterwards he met the old fox, who begged him with tears in his eyes to kill him. At last he did so, and in a moment the fox changed into the long-lost brother of the princess.

 

From The Children's Enclyclopœdia


 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—What kind of apples look like gold? What kind of birds? What did the fox do for the gardener's eldest son? Why? Why did he treat the youngest son better? Are there golden horses? How did the hero save the men from being hanged? Did he deserve to be made king? Why?
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THE FAIRY MAN

It was, it was a fairy man

Who came to town to-day;

"I'll make a cake for sixpence

If you will pay, will pay."

 

I paid him with a sixpence,

And with a penny, too;

He made a cake of rainbows,

And baked it in the dew.

 

The stars he caught for raisins,

The sun for candied peel,

The moon he broke for spices

And ground it on a wheel.

 

He stirred the cake with sunbeams,

And mixed it faithfully

With all the happy wishings

That come to you and me.

 

He iced it with a moonbeam,

He patterned it with play,

And sprinkled it with star dust

From off the Milky Way.

 

He put it in a pearl shell,

Oh, white it was and new!

He took the cake of rainbows

And baked it in the dew.

—Mary Gilmore


 


Author
 .—Mrs. Mary Gilmore
 was born in New South Wales in 1865. Her father was Mr. Donald Cameron. She became a teacher, and afterwards went away with other Australians to South America, where she married Mr. William Gilmore. She came back to Australia, and has since written many poems and prose articles.


General Notes
 .—How did the fairy make the cake? How did he bake it? How did he season it, stir it, ice it, sprinkle it, serve it?
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THE FAIRY FOLK

Come, cuddle close in Daddy's coat,

Beside the fire so bright,

And hear about the fairy folk

That wander in the night;

For, when the stars are shining clear,

And all the world is still,

They float across the silver moon,

From hill to cloudy hill.

Their caps of red, their cloaks of green,

Are hung with silver bells;

And, when they're shaken with the wind,

Their merry ringing swells;

And, riding on the crimson moth

With black spots on her wings,

They guide them down the purple sky

With golden bridle rings.

 

They love to visit girls and boys,

To see how sweet they sleep,

To stand beside their cosy cots,

And at their faces peep;

For, in the whole of Fairyland,

They have no finer sight

Than little children sleeping sound,

With faces rosy bright.

 

On tip-toe crowding round their heads,

When bright the moonlight beams,

They whisper little tender words

That fill their minds with dreams;

And, when they see a sunny smile,

With lightest finger-tips

They lay a hundred kisses sweet

Upon the ruddy lips.

 

And then the little spotted moths

Spread out their crimson wings,

And bear away the fairy crowd,

With shaking bridle rings.

Come, bairnies, hide in Daddy's coat,

Beside the fire so bright;

Perhaps the little fairy folk

Will visit you to-night.

—Robert Bird


 


Author
 .—Robert Bird
 , an American novelist and poet, was born in 1803; he died in 1895.


General Notes
 .—Where did the fairies go? When? How were they dressed? On what did they ride? Whom did they visit? Why? What do they whisper? What do they do then?
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THE GOLDEN EGG

Robin sat on the grassy bank, idly picking the primroses, while Rough, the brown terrier, frisked round him, barking gaily.

But Robin took no notice of Rough, for he was thinking hard, wondering what he could do. His brother Jack had been a cripple for two years, and at last the Doctor had said he might have a crutch. Mrs. Penfold had a dear little one in her shop, only there were no pennies to buy it with!

Was there nothing Robin could do to help?

Suddenly his brown eyes grew big with surprise. Something was shining brightly in the grass, and, as he picked it up, he saw that it was a golden egg!

Could it really be made of gold? If so, what a joyful surprise this was! Gold was meant to buy things with, and this lump of gold would surely buy the crutch for Jack!

Robin jumped up from the bank, and ran towards the township as hard as he could go.

He stopped in front of Mrs. Penfold's shop. It was all shut up, and, when he knocked on the door, there was no sound from inside!

It was Easter Monday, and Mrs. Penfold and her family had left the baby with a neighbour and had gone gathering flowers.

When Robin heard that, he sighed. He wanted to buy the crutch at once, and run home with it as a surprise for Jack. Perhaps it would be best to wait till Mrs. Penfold came back, for fear she should sell the crutch before he could come again. It would never do to let anyone else buy it!

So he sat down on the doorstep, with his arm round Rough's neck.

"Rough," he whispered, "I hope Mrs. Penfold won't be long. I do want to see Jack laugh when I take the crutch home! He doesn't guess a bit what a surprise I have for him, does he?"

Robin laughed aloud, and Rough jumped up and began to bark and play as if he knew all about it. Robin slipped the egg into the pocket of his trousers, and threw a stone for Rough to catch.

In the midst of a merry game, the Penfold baby toddled round a corner, her fat hands held out to steady herself. The next minute, Rough, rushing after the stone, ran into her, and down she rolled!

Robin ran to pick her up, and carried her to the doorstep. He didn't think she could be much hurt, but she found a little bit of mud on her soft, pink fingers, and she screamed! All Robin's coaxings were of no use.

"Please, don't make such a noise!" he begged, afraid that some one would come and scold him for making her cry. "Look, Baby, see the pretty egg!"

"Ah-h!" Baby grabbed at it and smiled, quite forgetting her tumble.

"Baby mustn't have it!" protested Robin, holding it tight, for fear she should drop it.

"Ta!" shouted Baby, still clutching.

What was Robin to do? If people said "please," surely they must have their way! So Baby had the egg, and was still sitting on Robin's lap, playing with it, when Mrs. Penfold came back.

At last Robin could buy the crutch!

"Please, Mrs. Penfold," he cried, running to her, "the doctor says Jack may have a crutch at last, and I want to buy the one in the shop for him!"

"Jack may have a crutch? Well, that is good news! Of course you shall have it—it's eighteen pence."

Mrs. Penfold bustled into the shop and handed the treasure to Robin, with a smile.

But Baby liked playing with the golden egg, and she would not let Robin take it away to pay for the crutch with it! She began to scream again.

Robin stood watching while Minnie Penfold pulled at the clinging little fingers, for she knew that the egg was his. Baby stopped screaming and sobbed aloud.

Then Robin gave a big sigh, quietly put down the crutch, and turned away.

"Let her have it," he said.

"You're a kind little boy!" said Mrs. Penfold, cheerily.

But Robin didn't hear. He had given up, not only his golden egg, but with it all hope of buying the crutch for Jack, and he stumbled blindly as he ran down the road to his home.

The next minute, Minnie was running after him with the crutch, calling out that he had forgotten it.

"No—no! I can't buy it—I've no money!" sobbed Robin, pushing it away.

"What do you mean?" asked Minnie, leading him back to the shop. "Mother, Robin says he has no money!"

"I meant to pay with the golden egg," stammered the little boy. "I found it—and thought it would buy the crutch, only—Baby wants it, and I don't like her to cry!"

"That egg, dear! Did you think that was golden?" asked Mrs. Penfold, softly.

Robin nodded.

"But, my dear, look: it's only a painted china Easter egg that some little child has dropped."

"Oh, and I thought it was gold, and would do instead of pennies! Now we haven't any money to buy the crutch, so Jack must sit still!"

Mrs. Penfold took Robin on her lap. "See here," she said, after a minute, "you're a capital little nurse, and, if you like to come and take care of Baby every day this week, you shall earn the crutch. I'd like some one to look after her for me, and you will be having holidays. Then on Saturday you shall have wages like a big man, and you shall buy the crutch with them, and take it home to Jack. Will that do?"

Robin jumped, and hugged Mrs. Penfold tightly. "It's too lovely!" he cried. "Oh, I must run home and tell Mother and Jack this very minute!"

And off he flew, with Rough dancing at his heels.

—M. E. Hays


 


Author
 .—Mr. M. E. Hays
 is a modern English writer. The story appeared in The Prize
 , a popular annual for children, and is reprinted by permission of the Chatterbox Company
 .


General Notes
 .—Make a list of all the living things mentioned in the story. Where did Robin find the egg? What did he think it was? What was it really? What good did he get from it? What good did Jack get? What kind of boy would you say Robin was? Why?
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THE SWING

How do you like to go up in a swing,

Up in the air so blue?

Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing

Ever a child can do!

 

Up in the air and over the wall,

Till I can see so wide,

Rivers and trees and cattle and all

Over the countryside—

 

Till I look down on the garden green,

Down on the roof so brown—
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Up in the air I go flying again,

Up in the air and down!

—R. L. STEVENSON

 


Author
 .—See "The Land of Story Books."


General Notes
 .—Why is it pleasant to go up in a swing? What do you see? What other ways are there of going up in the air? Which one would you like best? Why?
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RAGS AND TATTERS

The story I tell is about two boys. Rough street-boys they were, with no one to care for them, always in rags, and always together. They were known as Rags and Tatters. What their real names were, they knew no more than do you or I.

In the mornings and evenings, they sold newspapers, and, in the middle of the day, when it was summer and the streets were roasting hot, they went down by the wharfs. When the police were not looking, off went their clothes in a twinkling, and they dived into the water. It was not very clean water, but it was cool; and neither Rags nor Tatters had ever bathed in any that was cleaner.

One day, after bathing, they were sitting on the pier. They looked at the busy scene on the river, where loaded ships were being dragged out into the channel ready to go to sea. Suddenly, Rags said, "Let's go to sea."
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Tatters laughed at the idea, and asked Rags if he meant to go as a passenger.

But Rags was not to be laughed out of his plan. "We can't have a worse time than we have now," he said, "and who knows that we may not be captains some day!"

"There's a big ship down at the pier yonder," said Tatters. "She's going to sail to-night, for I heard the captain say so."

"Let's go and look at her."

The boys went off, and very soon found themselves beside the Lion
 , as the ship was named. They were very much in the way of some men who were at work loading. A good-natured fellow told them to stand aside, as all the boxes and barrels that they saw had to be aboard the Lion
 that day, for she was going out at midnight.

Their minds were made up at once. Instead of buying newspapers that night, they spent their money on some biscuits. They had a bottle of water, too, for they knew well enough that, if they showed themselves before they were well out at sea, they would be sent back by the pilot's boat.

That night, when it was dark, they quietly crept along and got on the ship's deck. Every one was too busy to notice them. By and by, they came to a black, square hole, and down they crept by a ladder that was in it. They found a lower deck after they had gone down a little way, and had just stepped on to it when the hole was covered over.
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"They got on the ship's deck."


The place where they were was as dark as pitch, and had an unpleasant smell; but they cuddled close together, and very soon were fast asleep.

They could not tell what time it was when they awoke, for it was as dark as ever. The ship was going up and down, and they could hear the sailors singing as they pulled at the ropes; and so they thought they were well out at sea.

Then they began to wonder how they were to get out; but, just at that minute, the hatches were taken off.

"Now for it," said Rags.

Up they jumped, and, scrambling over some barrels and bags of grain, made their way to the deck above. Near them, they saw a big man with gold lace on his cap; and, hurrying up to him, each gave a pull to his front hair by way of a bow, and Rags said, "If you please, sir, we've come aboard."

"So I see, you young rascals," said the man; "and now, what in the world am I to do with you?"

"Give us a chance," said Tatters; "we never had a chance ashore."

The captain, who liked the way Tatters spoke, said, "You shall have a chance; but it will be long before you see London again, for we may go around the world."

But, as the boys had not a friend in London, they did not care if they never saw it again.

The captain called to a sailor, and told him to find them some clothes, for he could not have such scarecrows on his Ship. Soon they were dressed, each having on a thick flannel shirt and warm tweed trousers such as they had never owned before.

The captain said that he would have no such names as Rags and Tatters on his ship. He didn't care what they called themselves, but some decent names they must have. So Rags said he would be "Jack," and Tatters chose "Will"; and, when this had been settled, they were put to work.

They soon found out that there was not much fun in a sailor's life; but, now that they had the chance they had asked for, they did their best, and soon every one liked them. They had good food, and, in the clear air, they began to look strong and well.

They had, on the whole, a pleasant time, and saw many strange sights. First, they went to Holland, and were much surprised to find a country with so much water everywhere, and to see the ships sailing through the canals.

After leaving Holland, the Lion
 went to China, where the boys saw queer ships called junks, which amused them very much. Sometimes, they were able to get ashore at some of these strange lands, and saw many wonderful things. But nothing led them to forget their work. When, at the end of three years, the Lion
 sailed into London, no one would have ever thought that these sturdy boys were the same Rags and Tatters who went aboard as stowaways. Their captain told them that they could sail on his next voyage, for he would be sorry to lose them.

All this was twenty years ago. Now both boys are men, and each is a captain, and sails a ship of his own. But they are as fond of each other as in the old days. They have taken a great many voyages since their first. Once Rags was shipwrecked and lived for a month on a desert island. For a time, he thought that he would never see home again; but, when he had almost given up hope, a vessel came to the place for water and took him off.

 

From The School Journal
 (New Zealand)

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—Where do you see boys like Rags and Tatters? Where did these two hide? How did the captain treat them? Where did they go? For how long? What became of them at last?
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LITTLE BOY BLUE

The little toy dog is covered with dust,

But sturdy and stanch he stands;

And the little toy soldier is red with rust,

And his musket moulds in his hands.

 

Time was when the little toy dog was new,

And the soldier was passing fair,

And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue

Kissed them and put them there.

 

"Now, don't you go till I come," he said,

And don't you make any noise!

So, toddling off to his trundle bed,

He dreamed of the pretty toys.

 

And, as he was dreaming, an angel song

Awakened our Little Boy Blue;

Oh, the years are many, the years are long,

But the little toy friends are true!

 

Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand,

Each in the same old place,

Awaiting the touch of a little hand,

The smile of a little face;

 

And they wonder, as waiting these long years through,

In the dust of that little chair,

What has become of our Little Boy Blue

Since he kissed them and put them there.

—Eugene Field
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Author
 .—Eugene Field
 (1850—1895) was born in the United States of America. He became a writer for the newspapers and a writer of books. His best work was found in his poems for children. Some of them are very sad; some of them are very funny. He was a tender-hearted, lovable man.


General Notes
 .—Tell any story of what you have seen that makes you think that children believe their toys to be alive. What happened to Little Boy Blue? Who kept them and thought sadly that they were waiting for their little master?
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THE SPIDER ORCHID

The Queen of all the Fairies was once trying a new car that had been made for her in the workshop of the Little Grey Men. It was a wonderful car, and had been woven from threads spun from the rainbow.

Hundreds of dainty blue moths pulled the car along. Their wings shone in the moonlight like pale blue silk when ever so many lights shine upon it. The reins were made of woven moonlight, and, as they trembled in the night air, you could see the beams ripple up and down like the lights you see on the ocean on a clear night.

Suddenly, there was a faint, sad cry. One of the blue moths caught her legs in the reins; and, before she could free them, the reins gave a quick jerk, and down, down, down she fluttered. The Queen of all the Fairies stopped her car, and flew to the aid of the moth. She caught the moth just as the poor little thing was about to strike the earth. With the greatest care, she placed her on a bed of the softest moss, and knocked at the door of a ground-spider who lived near.

The ground-spider was very sleepy. When he heard the knock at his door, he rubbed his eyes in wonder. You see, it was very late, and, for the life of him, he could not understand what was the matter. However, he got out of bed, and opened his door very, very slowly. He was taking no risks. By and by, he peeped out.

When he heard the gentle voice of the Queen of all the Fairies, he flung back his door with such a bang that the baby brownies crept close to their mother in alarm. The Fairy Queen now told him to spin the finest and softest of threads. When he had finished, the gentle Queen wound it round and round the broken leg of the blue moth until it was firmly held together.

The Queen of all the Fairies thanked the ground-spider and asked him if there was anything she could do for him. "Make me beautiful, O dear Queen, so that all things will not shun me!" he cried. "Very well," replied the Queen. She told him to go back to his little snug house, which was lined with the warmest of silken threads. She then closed the door ever so gently, that she might not frighten the little folk.

Sitting down by the house of the ground-spider, the Fairy Queen began to sing a most beautiful song. As she sang, all the beetles, all the crickets—indeed, all the life that lives on and under the ground—gathered round her in a circle. The brownies and pixies, far and near, collected in groups, and, as the song rang out, they all swayed from side to side, keeping time with the music, until the whole world seemed to be rocking backwards and forwards.

Then the Queen of all the Fairies waved her wand. The door of the ground-spider now slowly, slowly, slowly opened, and up, and up, and up came a glorious flower that looked like a wonderful spider. Indeed, it was the ground-spider, who had been changed into a beautiful orchid.

All the little folk clapped their hands until the leaves of the trees and bushes trembled with the noise, and the blades of grass tumbled over backwards with very joy. Still singing her song, the Fairy Queen carried the blue moth to her home. As she turned round to take a last look at the little folk, she saw the brownies and pixies, the beetles and crickets and spiders, all dancing around the lovely flower, as if they would never stop.

Of course, the spiders were very proud of their beautiful orchid. They took the greatest care of it. Should you ever be in the fields one fine September evening, just as the sun is going to bed, you will see hundreds and hundreds of dainty blankets that the spiders have thrown over the grass to protect their own flower from harm. But you must be very careful not to destroy these blankets. If you do, the orchid might have a very cold night.

 

From The Crystal Bowl
 , by J. J. Hall


 


Author
 .—J. J. Hall
 is a living Australian writer, a master in a Church of England Grammar School in Victoria.


General Notes
 .—Who are the Little Grey Men? What did they make? Describe the team, the reins. What accident happened? Of whom did the Queen ask help? What help was given? How did the Queen reward the spider? Tell all you know that is quite true about the Spider Orchid.
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WHAT THE SEA-SHELL SAID

A boy and a girl once found a shell.

As they put it close to the ear,

It seemed to be calling from Seaside Land,

"Come hither, my dears, come here.

It's calm and cool, it's better than school,

Where the green waves meet the shore;

And you shall say such picnic play

Has never been yours before.

 

"So I'm fetching a wish from the birds and fish

That live in Ozone Bay.

I must tell you all to come and call,

For they're wishing you here to-day;

And, if you but learn to wish in turn,

It's very clear to me

That nothing on land will be half so grand

As a picnic down to the sea.

 

"They've swept the sea with a blue-gum tree,

So the tide won't rise too high;

They've washed the shore as never before,

And they're hanging it out to dry;

The fish will talk, the mollyhawks hawk,

And maybe the whale appear

To spout the sea as high as can be,

If you'll come and see and hear."

—Donald Macdonald


 


About the Author
 .—Donald Macdonald
 (1857—1932) was born in Fitzroy, Victoria, of Highland ancestry and was one of Australia's best-known newspaper writers. For many years he was on the staff of The Argus
 , Melbourne. He wrote articles on all subjects, but in later years specialized in nature-study. Mr. Macdonald was a war correspondent at the time of the Boer War.


General Notes
 .—Is Seaside Land better than school? What makes you think so? Who swept the sea? Who washed the shore? Tell of all the things we see and hear at the shore.




Lesson
 42


MINNIE AND WINNIE

Minnie and Winnie

Slept in a shell;

Sleep, little ladies!

And they slept well.

 

Pink was the shell within,

Silver without;

Sounds of the great sea

Wandered about.

 

Sleep, little ladies!

Wake not soon:

Echo on echo

Dies to the moon.

 

Two bright stars

Peeped into the shell.

What are they dreaming of?

Who can tell?

 

Started a green linnet

Out of the croft:

Wake, little ladies,

The sun is aloft!

—Alfred Tennyson


 


Author
 .—Alfred Tennyson
 (1818—92) was born in England; he was the son of a clergyman. He attended a grammar school and completed his education at Cambridge University. He practised verse-making from his early years, spending his life at it. He was appointed Poet Laureate in 1850. Eight years before his death he was made a lord.


General Notes
 .—What colours had the shell? What music? Who peeped in? Who roused Minnie and Winnie? Why?
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DOT AND THE KANGROO
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(Dot is found with the Kangaroo's head in her lap. The Kangaroo is tired after its flight from the blacks
 .)


Dot
 .—Dear Kangaroo, please do not die, and leave me lonely in the bush.

(The Bittern hops on
 .)


Bit
 .—Then it was a human piccaninny, after all. Well, my dear, what are you doing here? (Dot takes no notice of the Bittern; she is too much taken up with the Kangaroo
 .) Friend Kangaroo seems to be in a bad way. Why don't you do something sensible, instead of messing about with her head?


Dot
 .—What can I do?


Bit
 .—Give it water, of course. What fools Humans are. I suppose you think there is no water here. Why, you are sitting on a spring.


Dot
 .—No, I'm not. I'm sitting on grass.


Bit
 .—Well, booby, under the grass is moss, and under the moss is water. Dig a hole and you'll find it.

(Dot digs, and dashes water with her hands in Kangaroo's face. Bittern stands on one leg, head on one side, watching the Kangaroo's recovery
 .)


Bit
 . (to Kang., who sits up unsteadily
 ).—How do you feel now?


Kang
 .—I feel a bit better now.


Bit
 .—I say, that was a good jump of yours to get away from the blacks.


Kang
 .—Oh, now I remember—the blacks; and that awful leap over the gully. Where's Dot?


Bit
 .—Oh, that silly!


Dot
 .—Here I am, dear Kangaroo.


Bit
 .—Much good she'd have been to you, with the blacks and their dogs after you, if we bitterns hadn't played that old trick of ours, scaring them with our big voices. (Booms.) How they did run when we tuned up! They thought the Bunyip had got them. Didn't we laugh!


Kang
 .—It was very good of you——


Bit
 .—Oh, you needn't trouble me with thanks. We did it for our own fun. As for that little stupid, her squeal was no better than the squeak of a tree-frog in a bittern's beak.


Dot
 .—But you were very kind, and showed me how to get water to save Kangaroo's life.


Bit
 .—Yah! (Struts away, then comes back
 .) If you hop a few steps over there, you'll find a little cave.

It's dry and warm, and good enough for kangaroos. (Bit. stalks away
 .)


Dot.
 —What a rude little bird the Bittern is! And yet he was very kind.
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Drawn by Elsie Jean Mckissock

Dot and the Bittern



Kang
 .—The Bittern is really a tender-hearted little fellow.


Bit
 . (re-enters).—Hullo! I just flew round a bit and had a look. The blacks are off northward. I thought you might like the news, as I suppose you are too lazy to get it for yourselves. (Exit Bittern
 .)


Dot. and Kang
 .—Thanks, Bittern! Thanks!


Dot
 .—What makes you look so sad, dear Kangaroo?


Kang
 .—I'm thinking of the last time I was hunted, when I lost my baby kangaroo.


Dot
 .—Oh, you poor, dear thing! Have you been hunted before?


Kang
 .—Yes! Just before I found you. It was white Humans, that time.


Dot
 .—Tell me about it? How did you escape?


Kang
 .—There is not much to tell. My little Joey was getting quite big, and we were very happy. He had the blackest little nose you ever saw. All day long I taught him jumping; and we were merry from sunrise to sunset. One day, we were playing on the side of a plain, and our game was "Hide and Seek" in the long grass. We were having great fun, when suddenly little Joey said, "Strange creatures are coming—big ones." I ran up the hillside to see where the danger was. I saw far-off Humans on their big animals, with the dreadful dogs that kill us, running fast towards us. Joey heard them coming and jumped into my pouch, and I bounded off as fast as I could. It was a worse hunt than last night, and I began to get weak and tired, for Joey was heavy, but not so heavy as you are. I knew the cruel Humans on their big animals would overtake us, and their dogs would tear us to pieces, so I asked Joey to hide in a thick, soft bush until I came back for him. It was our only chance. I had an idea that, even if I were killed, he would be safe. Then I crossed a creek to put the dogs off the scent, and got away. But I've never seen my little Joey since.


Dot
 .—Poor, dear Kangaroo! When I grow up, I'll never let anyone hurt a bush creature. They shall all be happy where I am.


Kang
 .—But there are so many Humans. They are getting as plentiful as kangaroos.

 

From Dot and the Kangaroo
 , by Ethel
 C. Pedley


 


Author
 .—Ethel
 C. Pedley
 is an Australian writer, whose Dot and the Kangaroo
 was first published as a story for children, and appeared again in dramatized form (Angus and Robertson, Sydney).


General Notes
 .—How many actors come into this little play? Make a list. Draw the bittern. Draw the kangaroo. Draw Dot. Is it cruel to hunt bush creatures? Why? Discuss the question.
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SANTA CLAUS

He comes in the night! He comes in the night!

He softly, silently comes;

While the little brown heads on the pillows so white

Are dreaming of bugles and drums.

He cuts through the snow like a ship through the foam,

While the white flakes around him whirl;

I know not who tells, but he findeth the home

Of each good little boy and girl.

 

His sleigh is long, and deep, and wide,

It will carry a host of things,

While dozens of drums hang over the side,

With the sticks sticking under the strings.

And yet not the sound of a drum is heard,

Not a bugle blast is blown,

As he mounts to the chimney-top like a bird,

And drops to the hearth like a stone.

 

The little red stockings he silently fills,

Till the stockings will hold no more;

The bright little sleds for the great snow hills

Are quickly set down on the floor.

Then Santa Claus mounts to the roof like a bird,

And glides to his seat in the sleigh;

Not the sound of a bugle or drum is heard

As he noiselessly gallops away.

 

He rides to the East and he rides to the West,

Of his goodies he touches not one;

He eateth the crumbs of the Christmas feast

When the dear little folks are done.

Old Santa Claus doth all that he can,

This beautiful mission is his;

Then, children, be good to the little old man,

When you find who the little man is.

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—Who is Santa Claus? Does he come through the snow in Australia? What other things does he carry in his sleigh besides those mentioned in the poem? It is said that his real name is Love. What do you think?
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A Welcome Visitor





Lesson
 45


THE FAITHFUL WORKER

There was once a king of Persia who took delight in doing common things in very uncommon ways.

At one time, he was in need of a man that would always do just what he was told to do; and he took a very strange way to find him.

He sent out word that he wanted a man to work for him in his garden. More than a hundred came; and, from among them, he chose two.

He showed them a large basket in the garden, and told them to fill it with water from the well near by.

After they had begun their work, he left them, saying: "When the sun is down, I shall come and see your work; and, if I find that you have done it well, I shall pay you."

For a little while, the two men carried water and poured it into the basket without thinking much about it.

But, at last, one of them said: "What's the use of doing this foolish work? We can never fill the basket, for the water runs out of it as fast as we pour it in."

"That is not our care," said the other man, whose name was Hassan. "The king has hired us to carry the water, and he must know why he wants it done. And then he has told us that, if we do our work well, we shall be paid for it. What more could we want?"

"You may do as you please," said the first man; "but I am not going to work at anything so foolish, even for pay."

Thereupon, he threw down his bucket and went away.

Hassan said not a word, but kept on carrying water from the well to the basket all day long. At sunset, the well was almost empty.

As he poured the last bucketful into the basket, he saw something in it that was very bright. On picking it up, he found it to be a gold ring that his bucket had dipped up.

"Now I see the use of all this work," he said. "If the king had told me to empty the well, I should have poured the water on the ground, and the ring might not have been found."

Just then, the king came. As soon as he saw the ring, he knew that he had found the kind of man he wanted.

He told Hassan to keep for himself the ring he had found. "You have done so well in this one little thing," he said, "that now I know I can trust you with many things. You shall be the first of all my servants."

 


Author
 .—The author is not known.


General Notes
 .—Find Persia on the map. What task did the King set the men? Why? How did one take it? How did the other take it? How was the faithful worker rewarded? What lesson does this teach?
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EVENING SONG

Little birds sheep sweetly

In their soft, round nests,

Crouching in the cover

Of their mothers' breasts.

 

Little lambs lie quiet

All the summer night,

With their old ewe mothers,

Warm, and soft, and white.

 

But more sweet and quiet

Lie our little heads,

With our own dear mothers

Sitting by our beds;

 

And their soft, sweet voices

Sing our hushabies,

While the room grows darker

And we shut our eyes.

 

And We play at evening

Round our fathers' knees;

Birds are not so merry,

Singing on the trees;

 

Lambs are not so happy,

'Mid the meadow flowers;

They have play and pleasure,

But not love like ours.

—C. Frances Alexander


 


Author
 .—Cecil Frances Alexander
 (1818—1885) was an English poetess who wrote some well-known hymns and poems—"All Things Bright and Beautiful," "The Burial of Moses," "Once in Royal David's City," "There is a Green Hill Far Away," etc.


General Notes
 .—What do little birds do at evening, little lambs, little children? Why are children more blest than other young creatures?
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THE LITTLE MOTHER

It was a dull, heavy afternoon, and, on the long, dusty road, there was not a horse or even a person on foot to be seen. The birds were taking their afternoon nap; and the leaves were hanging lazily down from the poor trees, which were dying with thirst. There were three tumble-down cottages on one side of the road. The door of one of them opened, and a woman's voice called out, "Come, Yvette (eevet'
 ); go out and play."

In answer to the call, a little girl, of some three or four years, soon appeared, and, slowly and carefully, began to climb down the steep steps from the house to the footpath.

The child had on a little bonnet made of two pieces of muslin sewn together, from which a few tresses of fair hair fell over her forehead and down the back of her neck. Her little frock had been lengthened many times, and the waist was now up under the arms. As to shoes and stockings——well, it was not very cold, and so, for the present, they were put away.

When once she had reached the bottom of the steps, the child stood upright, and looked round for a minute or two, deep in thought, her little finger pressed against her face. Play! Yes; it was all very well, but at what should she play?

Yvette sat down just near a great heap of stones, which her father had to break into small pieces in order to fill in the ruts. When she was snugly settled, she began to fumble in her pocket; and there she found all kinds of wonderful things: two cherry-stones, a piece of string, a small carrot, a shoe button, a little bit of blue braid, and some crumbs of bread. Now, these were all very nice in their way, but somehow they did not seem at all nice just then. She put them all very carefully back, one by one, in her pocket.

Then there was silence. Yvette was not happy. The little face puckered itself up, the little nose was all screwed up, and the mouth was just opening—tears were surely on the way! Just at that moment, by good luck, the Children's Fairy was passing by.

Now, you perhaps do not know about this fairy, for no one ever sees her; but it is the very one that makes children smile in their dreams, and gives them all kinds of pretty thoughts. Well, this good fairy saw that Yvette was just going to cry. She stretched her golden wand out over the heap of stones, and then flew away again, laughing, for she was just as light and as gay as a ray of sunshine.

Now, as soon as the fairy had gone, it seemed to the road-mender's little daughter that one of the big stones near her had a face, and that it was dressed just like a little baby. Oh, it was really just like a little baby! Yvette stretched out her hand, took the stone up, and at once began to feel for it all the love that a mother feels for her child.

"Ah!" she said to it, cuddling it up in her arms, "do you want to be my little girl? You don't speak—Oh! that is because you are too young—but I see you would like to speak. Very well, then; I will be your mother, and I shall love you and never whip you. You must be good, though, and then I shall never scold you. Oh! but, if you are not good—you know I have a stick. Now come, I'm going to dress you better; you look dreadful in that frock." Hereupon, Yvette rolled her child up in her pinafore, so that there was nothing to be seen of the stone but what was supposed to be the baby's head.

"Oh, how pretty she is, dear little thing! There now, she shall have something to eat. Ah! you are crying; but you must not cry, my pretty one—there, there." And the hard stone was rocked gently in the soft little arms of its fond mother.

"Bye-bye, baby—bye-bye-bye," Yvette sang with all her might, tapping her little daughter's back, but plainly all to no purpose, for the stone would not go to sleep. "Ah! naughty girl; you won't go to sleep; Oh, no! I won't tell you any more stories. I have told you 'Tom Thumb,' and that's quite enough for to-night. Go to sleep—quick—quick, I say. Oh, dear, dear! Naughty child! What! You are crying again! If you only knew how ugly you are when you cry! There! now I'm going to slap you—take that, and that, and that, to make you quiet. Oh, dear! how dreadful it is to have such a child! I believe I'll change you for a boy.

"Now, just say you are sorry for being so naughty—What? You won't? I'll give you another chance. Now—one, two, three. Oh, very well! I know what I shall do. I shall just go and take you back. I shall say, 'If you please, I've a dreadful little girl, and I want to change her for a nice little boy.' And then they'll say, 'Yes, ma'am; will you have him with light hair or dark?' '0h!' I shall say, 'I don't mind so long as he is good.' 'He'll be very dear though, ma'am,' they'll say; 'good little boys are very rare, and they cost a great deal.' 'How much?' I shall ask. 'Why, one penny, ma'am.' And then I shall think about it. Now then, are you going to be good, and say you are sorry? No? Oh, very well—it's too late now—I've changed you. I have no little girl now, but a very pretty little boy named Zizi (zee-zec
 )."

The stone at once underwent a complete change. Just now, when it was a little girl, it had been very quiet and gentle, and had kept quite still on Yvette's lap. Now that it was a boy, there was no more peace; it would
 jump about, and it would
 try to get away, for boys are always so restless.

"Zizi, will you be still, and will you stay on my lap instead of tumbling about in the road? There, let me lift you up! Oh, dear! How heavy boys are! There now, don't you stir, but just eat your bread and milk. It will make you grow, and then, when you are big, you'll have beautiful grey whiskers, like father. You shall have a pretty cap, too, and perhaps you will be a policeman. It's very nice to be a policeman, you know, because policemen are never put in prison—they take other people there if they make a noise in the street. O Zizi! do keep still. If you don't, I'll call the wolf—you know, the big wolf that runs off with little children, and takes them into the woods to eat them up. Wolf, wolf, where are you?"

Just at that moment, a dog came in sight—a large, well-fed, happy-looking dog, bold, too, and full of fun. He belonged to a carrier who was always moving about from place to place; so the dog, no matter where he was, could always make himself quite at home.

Now, the dog had grown tired of following his master's cart; and, when he saw, in the distance, something that was moving about, he bounded off to find out what it was. This something was Yvette and her little boy.

"Look, look!" exclaimed the small mother, and there was a tremble in her voice. "You see he is coming—the big wolf!"

He was coming; there was no doubt about that, for he was tearing along, and his tongue was hanging out, and his ears were standing up.

The little stone boy was not at all frightened; but Yvette began to be sorry for having called the dreadful animal. Oh, if she could only get away now! But, alas! she did not dare to move or even to speak.

The dog came straight to them. Poor Yvette, half frightened to death, threw away the precious stone baby she had been petting, and, picking herself up, began to run, calling out, "Mother, mother!"

The dog was quite near her, jumping up at her, and then, suddenly, he turned to go and sniff at the little stone boy. Perhaps he thought it was a bone or a piece of bread; but he soon found out his mistake, and then he rushed to the hedge to bark, and wake up all the birds.

As to Yvette, she was hurrying along as fast as her little legs could carry her, for she was in despair, as she thought the wolf was just behind her, and she fancied that she still felt his hot breath on her little hand. She stopped when she got to the steps of her home, for she was out of breath, and all trembling with terror, and she felt sure that, if she tried to scramble up the steps, the wolf would bite her legs. Suddenly, the idea which the ostrich once had came to her, and she rushed into the corner which was formed by the front of the house and the stone steps, and, holding her face close to the wall, so that she could not see the dreadful animal, she was sure that she, too, was out of his sight.

She stayed there some minutes, in great terror, thinking, "Oh, if I move, he'll eat me up!" She was quite surprised even that he did not find her, and that his great teeth did not bite her, for she always thought wolves were so quick to eat up little girls. Whatever could he be doing? And then, not hearing any sound of him, she thought she would risk one peep round. Very slowly, she turned her head, and then, as nothing dreadful happened, she grew bolder and bolder.

The wolf was not in sight; and, instead of the barking which had frightened her so much, she now heard a set of little bells tinkling, and, in the distance, she saw a wagon with four horses coming along. The sound of the bells was so pleasant that Yvette forgot her duty as a mother, and stood there watching the wagon as it came on.

Suddenly the child uttered a cry of horror. Her child, her little son, was under the heavy wheels! Crunch! crunch! and it had gone by, the horrible wagon. Yvette went on to the main road, and her little heart was very full; for there, where poor Zizi had been lying, there was only some yellowish, crunched stone. Zizi had been ground into powder by the huge wheels.

"Cruel, wicked man!" she cried; and then, her eyes happening to fall on the heap of stones which had supplied her with a family, she saw another stone smiling at her. She ran quickly to it, picked it up, kissed it, and, happy in her new treasure, cried out to the carrier, whom she could still see in the distance, "Ah! I don't care! I've another—there, then! and it's a girl this time. I won't have any more dreadful boys to be afraid of wolves, and to go and get themselves killed just to make their poor mother unhappy."

I wonder whether you can guess the name of the Children's Fairy? We all know her, and she is called Fancy, or, sometimes, Make-believe.

 


From the French


 


Author
 .—The story is taken from the Strand Magazine
 . It is a translation from the French.


General Notes
 .—Describe the weather, the road, the bird, the leaves, the cottages, the child. What had she in her pocket? What are the chief things a boy has in his
 pocket? How did Yvette treat the stone? What did she call it? (Zizi is a pet name for Isidore.) What'was to be Zizi's future? How did the dog treat Zizi? What was the end of Zizi? How did Yvette console herself?
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CRADLE SONG

[image: ]


Baby, O baby, fain you are for bed;

Magpie to mopoke busy as the bee;

The little red calf's in the snug cow-shed,

And the little brown bird's in the tree.

 

Daddy's gone a-shearing down the Castlereagh,

So we're all alone now, only you and me.

All among the wool-O; keep your wide blades full-O!

Daddy thinks of baby, wherever he may be.

 

Baby, my baby, rest your drowsy head;

The one man that works here, tired you must be;

The little red calf's in the snug cow-shed,

And the little brown bird's in the tree.

—Louis Esson


 


Author.
 —Louis Esson
 , or, to give him his full name, Thomas Louis Buvelot Esson, was born in 1879 at Edinburgh, and was brought to Victoria when he was but a child. He is now living in Melbourne. His verses have appeared in Bells and Bees
 (T. C. Lothian) and Red Gums
 (Fraser and Jenkinson). He has written also several short Australian plays, among them Dead Timber
 .


General Notes
 .—What does "magpie to mopoke" mean? Where is daddy and what is he doing? Who is singing the song? Is there any sadness in it? What makes you think so?
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THE FAIRY'S HOUSE

As I was coming homeward,

One early summer's day,

I met a little fairy

Tripping on her way;

Her bonnet was a bluebell,

A daisy was her gown,

Her wings were bits of sunshine

Trimmed with thistle-down.

 

I think she'd been to market

For, as she hurried by,

I peeped into her basket

To see what I could spy—

A pair of golden slippers,

A reel of silvery thread,

A tiny jar of honey,

And a weeny loaf of bread!

 

I hid amongst the tall grass,

As still as still could be;

The fairy gave a rat-tat

Upon a hollow tree.

And then, for just an instant,

I peeped into her house,

And, do you know? The front door

Was opened by a mouse.

 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Poem
 .—Describe the fairy's dress. What was she bringing from market? Tell about her house and her doorkeeper. Now continue the story, saying what she did when she got inside. Draw a picture to suit each verse. Write a little poem beginning "A fairy went a-marketing".
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CINDERELLA

Once upon a time, the wife of a rich man fell sick and died. She left behind her a dear little girl, who was good and kind to everything. She loved the flowers and the animals. Her name was Cinderella.

When Cinderella was about twelve years old, her father married again. Her new stepmother brought with her to the house two daughters, both of them older than Cinderella.

The step-sisters were very unkind to her. They took away all her nice dresses, and sent her into the kitchen to help the cook. She used to wash the dishes, sweep and scrub the floors, and mend her step-sisters' clothes. When she was not hard at work, she would sit alone by the fireside among the cinders. That is why she first came to be called Cinderella, which means "little cinder girl."

Years passed by, and still poor Cinderella had to work in the kitchen and sit among the ashes. Her only friends were the mice, which were caught in the mousetrap when cook thought to set it in the pantry. Oh, no! She had yet another friend. There was her godmother, who was a fairy, and who could come and go at any moment, as fairies do. Now the king of that country was going to give two great parties, because the prince, his eldest son, was coming of age. The step-sisters were asked to go, and they were very proud of it.

[image: ]



"What is the matter, my dear?"


The night of the first ball came, and Cinderella was told to brush her sisters' shoes, arrange their hair, and fasten their gloves. As they went out, how the eyes of poor Cinderella followed them! She thought how nice it would be to have a pretty dress. How she would have liked to be dressed in robes like those of her sisters! She sighed, and then gave a sob, as she again sat on the floor by the fire.

"What is the matter, my dear?" asked a soft voice. Cinderella gave a start. Then she bowed to the little lady who had spoken so kindly to her. This was no other than her fairy godmother.

"Would you like to go to the ball, too, my dear?" asked the kind fairy. A glad look was the only answer. "Very well, you shall go. But first you must do as I tell you. Bring me a pumpkin—the biggest one you can find."

Cinderella ran at once and brought a large pumpkin. The fairy godmother touched it with her wand, and, behold, it was at once changed into a beautiful, gilded coach!

"Now run and bring me the mouse-trap from the pantry." Cinderella brought the mouse-trap, which had six mice in it. At one touch of the fairy's wand the trap-door flew open, and out marched the six mice, one at a time. As they came out, each mouse was touched with the wand, and it became a noble white horse.

A rat, which happened at that moment to be peeping round the corner before settling down to his supper, was changed by the magic wand into a tall, gay coachman.

[image: ]



A Carriage for Cinderella.


Two lizards had been brought in with the wood, and were making themselves snug for the night when the fairy caught sight of them. In a moment her wand was at work again, and out stepped two grand footmen.

"One thing more must be done," said the fairy, as she waved her wand over the head of Cinderella. "I always leave the best till the last."

Is this really Cinderella—this lovely princess? She wears a beautiful pink and white dress, which glitters with pearls and diamonds. Red roses are in her hair, and her slippers are of dainty glass.

As she stepped into the carriage, and the horses dashed off, her godmother called out:—"Remember to leave the palace before the clock strikes twelve, or the coach will become a pumpkin again, the horses mice, the coachman a rat, the footmen lizards, and you, the ragged girl you were." Then she waved her hand, and said good-bye; and off went the coach with Cinderella.

So Cinderella drove in great state to the ball. The prince himself came to help her out of the coach and lead her to the ball-room. He had never seen so beautiful a princess before. The wicked step-sisters wondered who the lady could be. The prince danced with her more than with anyone else.

Just before midnight Cinderella thought of the fairy's warning, and left the palace in plenty of time to get home by twelve. She found the fairy waiting for her. In a moment she was changed again into a little cinder-maiden.

Next night the king gave the second ball, and Cinderella was again asked to help her sisters. Then she sat down once more among the ashes. Her fairy came as before, and worked just the same wonders with her wand.

Cinderella, looking even better than on the first night, again drove off in her gilded coach.

The prince danced only with her the whole evening, and she felt so happy that she forgot how the time was flying till she looked up at the clock. Suddenly leaving the prince's side, without saying good-bye, she ran out of the ball-room. The clock had begun to strike twelve!

Just as she reached the outside of the palace door, the last stroke of twelve sounded; and she was at once changed into a ragged girl.

As she ran out of the palace, one of her glass slippers flew off. She had no time to look for it, but ran on and on till she reached home.

When Cinderella left the prince in such a hurry, he thought he would follow her. Although he could not find her, he came across the glass slipper she had lost. He put it in his pocket.

Next day, a youth went through the city crying out that the prince wanted to find the owner of the glass slipper, for he meant to marry her.

All the ladies who had been at the ball tried it on; but the shoe was too small to fit any of them. At last the youth came to the house of Cinderella's father. Each of the sisters tried very hard to make the slipper fit, but it would not go even half on. Just as the youth was about to leave, Cinderella came in with some of her sister's clothes, which she had mended.

"Let me try," she said; "I think it might fit my foot. I have a small foot, you know."

"You!" cried the sisters together; "as if a ragged, dirty creature like you could wear the slipper of a princess!"

The youth gave the slipper to Cinderella to try on, and it just fitted her. Then the fairy godmother came in and touched Cinderella with her wand. She became once again the beautiful princess. This time the charm was to stay forever. The prince and Cinderella were married, and went to live in the palace.

The step-sisters were treated very kindly by both Cinderella and her handsome husband, who forgave them everything.

 


About the Story
 .—This is one of those very old stories or myths which have been handed down by word of mouth for ages. It is told under various forms in many countries. What kind of a girl was Cinderella? Tell the story as the Fairy Godmother would tell it. Now tell it as if you were the Prince. Make up a play about Cinderella and act it in class.
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THE ROOM WITH THE WALLS OF GLASS

"You did!" shouted the Prince. "I didn't!" cried the little Princess. The Prince doubled his fists, and the Princess stamped her foot. Both of their faces were red and angry.

"Hush, hush!" said the Nurse. "What a noise you are making, and how ugly you look! That's not the way for a Prince and Princess to behave."

"I don't care," said the Prince; "she pulled the mane off my wooden horse."

"I didn't!" screamed the Princess. "It just came off. But I'll pull its tail off."

"You won't!" shouted the Prince.

"I will," cried the Princess. And she was just going to give a tug at the horse's white tail when the nursery door opened.

And there stood the King in his crimson velvet cloak, carrying his hat in his hand. "Dear me," said the King, still standing at the nursery door, "there's a great deal of noise. What is the matter, children?"

"She did!" shouted the Prince. And his face was still red and angry.

"No, I didn't," said the Princess, beginning to cry and rub her eyes with her hands.

"Your Majesty," said the Nurse, "that is the way their Highnesses go on all day long. Quarrel and scream, scream and quarrel, and nothing that I can say or do will teach them to behave better."

"But they must
 behave better," said the King. And he looked sternly at his children. "Be good, children; don't quarrel; do not scream and shout. Behave as well as a Prince and a Princess should behave."

"I'm sure they will, your Majesty," said the Nurse. "I'm sure her Highness the Princess did not mean to be unkind to his Highness the Prince."

"Yes, she did!" shouted the Prince, who had suddenly found his tongue again.

"I will be unkind if I choose!" screamed the Princess, who had just found hers, too. And then the Prince and Princess began to hit each other, and they looked two of the ugliest children you could see in a ten-mile walk.

"Ring the bell," said the King. He pulled his crimson cloak round him and looked very angry. "Fetch the Chief Doctor. Their Highnesses are ill." And when the Doctor heard that he was wanted in the nursery he shut his book and made haste upstairs.

"The Prince and the Princess are ill, Doctor," said the King. "They scream and quarrel all day."

"But we are not ill," said the Prince and the Princess. They were quite quiet now, and rather pale. "I can cure their Highnesses," said the Chief Doctor, looking at the Prince and the Princess through his spectacles. "But I must take them home with me."

"Do as you like with them," said the King, "so long as you cure them." And he picked up his crimson velvet hat and went down to dinner.

So the Doctor's coach was called, and the Prince and the Princess got in, with the Nurse and the Chief Doctor, and away they drove. The Prince and the Princess went on fighting, but soon the coach reached the Doctor's house.

"Put their Highnesses in the Round Room, and leave them, and shut the door," said the Chief Doctor. "They are ill and must be cured quickly." So the Prince and the Princess, still screaming and struggling, were left alone in the Round Room. The door was shut, and the footmen went downstairs.

The minute the Prince and the Princess were on their feet they began to hit each other and cry, "It's your
 fault." And the shining glass walls of the Round Room looked at them.

Suddenly the Prince turned his head and saw an angry little boy making ugly faces and hitting a little girl, who was making ugly faces too. Just at the same moment the Princess saw the same thing.

"Why, that's me," cried the Princess, staring.

"And me," said the Prince.

"You did look horrid," said the Princess.

"So did you," said the Prince.

The Prince and the Princess stood looking at the glass walls all round them. Then they both burst out laughing. And the glass walls showed them a handsome little boy and a pretty little girl laughing at them.

"That's you," said the Princess. "How nice you look!"

"And it's you," said the Prince. "I didn't know you were as pretty as that."

Then the Prince and the Princess jumped and danced and laughed again, just for the fun of seeing the happy pair of children in the shining looking-glass walls.

"Hullo," said the Chief Doctor, opening the door of the Round Room. "You seem very happy in here."

"We are," cried the Prince and the Princess. "We think it's a lovely room."

"Then you must be cured," said the Chief Doctor. And he called downstairs to the footmen, "Bring dinner for their Highnesses quickly, and with plenty of treacle tart."

by H. Waddingham Seers


 


About the Author
 .—H. Waddingham Seers
 is an English writer of short stories for children. His books include Gingerbread Jane
 (from which this story is taken), Peter Perkin's Puppets, Timothy Tick-tock;
 and Little Nature Stories
 .


About the Story
 .—This is a "talking" story, with much conversation. Do you like stories that are written in this way? Make a little play out of the story. Why not build a puppet theatre? This would make a good puppet play.
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HIST!


First Child
 —

Hist!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Hark!

The night is very dark,

And we've to go a mile or so

Across the Possum Park.

Step.　.　.　.　.　.　.　light,

Keeping to the right;

If we delay, and lose our way,

We'll be out half the night.

The clouds are low and gloomy. Oh!

It's just begun to mist!

We haven't any overcoats

And—


Second Child
 —Hist!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Hist!


Mopoke
 —Mo.　.　.　.　.　.　.　poke!


Second Child
 —

Who was that that spoke?

This is not a fitting spot

To make a silly joke.

Dear.　.　.　.　.　.　.　me!

A mopoke in a tree!

It jarred me so, I didn't know

Whatever it could be.

But come along; creep along;

Soon we shall be missed.

They'll get a scare and wonder where

We—


First Child
 —

Hush!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Hist!

Ssh!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Soft!

I've told you oft and oft

We should not stray so far away

Without a moon aloft.


Cat—Oo
 !.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Scat!


First Child
 —

Goodness! What was that?

Upon my word, it's quite absurd,

It's only just a cat.

But come along; haste along;

Soon we'll have to rush,

Or we'll be late, and find the gate

Is—


Second Child
 —Hist!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Hush!


Frog
 —Kok.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Korrock!


Second Child
 —

Oh! I've had a shock!

I hope and trust it's only just

A frog behind a rock.

Shoo!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Shoo!

We've had enough of you;

Scaring folks just for a joke

Is not the thing to do.

But come along, slip along—

Isn't it a lark

Just to roam so far from home

On—


First Child
 —

Hist!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Hark!

Look!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　 See!

Shining through the tree,

The window-light is glowing bright

To welcome you and me.

Shout!.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Shout!

There's some one round about,

And through the door I see some more,

And supper all laid out.


Both together
 —

Now, run, run, run!　.　.　.　.　.　.　.　

Oh, we've had such splendid fun—

Through the park, in the dark,

As brave as anyone.

Laughed we did, and chaffed we did,

And whistled all the way,

And we're home again! Home again!

Hip.　.　.　.　.　.　.　Hooray!

Arranged for verse-speaking from a poem by C. J. Dennis


 


About the Author
 .—C. J. Dennis
 (1876-1938) was born in South Australia and went to school there. He became a writer and wrote for newspapers in different parts of Australia. For many years before his death he lived in Toolangi, near Healesville. He wrote many stories and verses for children and for grown-ups. Now is the time to read his children's book Roundabout;
 in a few years' time you will enjoy his "grown-up" books of verse—The Sentimental Bloke, Ginger Mick
 , and The Glugs of Gosh
 .


About the Poem
 .—Every boy and girl will know just how these two children felt. Think of some other titles for the poem. Why is "Hist!" better than any of your titles? There is a change of feeling in the poem; where does it occur?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Beat time as you practise saying the poem; there are two beats to each line, even to the lines with two words. Can you walk to the rhythm? Draw a long, curving line on the schoolroom floor or on the ground; suppose that is the path through the park. Place the "mopoke", the "cat", and the "frog" along the path and let two children walk through the "park" and act the parts as they say the poem.
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THE LAD WHO WENT TO THE NORTH WIND

Once upon a time there was an old widow who had one son, and, as she was ill, her son had to go up into the barn to fetch meal for cooking. But, just as he was going down the steps of the barn, the North Wind came puffing and blowing, caught up the meal, and took it away through the air.
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Then the lad went back into the barn for more; but, when he came out again on the steps, the North Wind came again and carried off the meal with a puff; more than that, he did so the third time.

This made the boy very angry. So off he went to the North Wind's house. The way was long, but at last he came to his journey's end.

"Good day," said the lad, "and thank you for coming to see us yesterday."

"GOOD DAY!" answered the North Wind, for his voice was loud and gruff, "AND THANKS FOR COMING TO SEE ME. WHAT DO YOU WANT?"

"Oh," answered the lad, "I only wished to ask you to be so good as to let me have back that meal you took from me on the barn steps, for we haven't much to live on."

"I haven't your meal," said the North Wind. "But if you are in such need I'll give you a cloth which will get you everything you want. All you have to say is, 'Cloth, spread yourself, and serve up all kinds of good dishes!'"

The lad took the cloth and set off for home. But, as the way was so long, he couldn't get home in one day, so he stopped at an inn on the way. When they were going to sit down to supper, he laid the cloth on a table which stood in the corner and said: "Cloth, spread yourself, and serve up all kinds of good dishes!"

He had scarcely said so before the cloth did as it was bid. All who stood by thought it a fine thing, but most of all the landlord. So, when all were fast asleep, at dead of night, he took the lad's cloth, and put another in its place. It was just like the one the boy had got from the North Wind, but it couldn't so much as serve up a bit of dry bread. So when the lad awoke he took his cloth and went off with it, and that day he got home to his mother.

"Now," said he, "I've been to the North Wind's house, and a good fellow he is, for he gave me this cloth. I have only to say to it, 'Cloth, spread yourself, and serve up all kinds of good dishes.' Then I get any sort of food I please."

"All very true, I dare say," said his mother; "but seeing is believing, and I shan't believe it till I see it."

So the lad made haste, drew out a table, laid the cloth on it, and said "Cloth, spread yourself, and serve up all kinds of good dishes!" But never a bit of dry bread did the cloth serve up.

"Well," said the lad, "there's no help for it but to go to the North Wind again" and away he went. Late in the afternoon he came to where the North Wind lived.

"Good evening," said the lad.

"Good evening," said the North Wind.

"I want to be paid for that meal of ours which you took," said the lad. "As for that cloth I got, it isn't worth a penny."

"I have no meal," said the North Wind; "but over there is a goat which makes gold coins as soon as you say to it, 'Goat, goat, make money!'"

So the lad thought this a fine thing. But as it was too far to get home that day, he stopped for the night at the same inn where he had slept before.

Before he called for anything, he said, "Goat, goat, make money!" And there, in a minute, the goat made some gold coins.

When the landlord saw that, he thought it was a wonderful goat. So, when the lad had fallen asleep, he took another which couldn't make money, and changed the two.

Next morning off went the lad. When he got home to his mother, he said, "After all, the North Wind is a jolly fellow; for now he has given me a goat which can make gold coins if I only say, 'Goat, goat, make money!'"

"All very true, I dare say," said his mother. "But I shan't believe that until I see the coins."

"Goat, goat! Make money!" said the lad; but the goat made no money.
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So the lad went back again to the North Wind, and said the goat was worth nothing, and he must be paid for the meal.

"Well," said the North Wind, "I've nothing else to give you but that old stick in the corner; but if you say 'Stick, stick, lay on!' it lays on till you say 'Stick, stick, now stop!'"

So, as the way was long, the lad stayed this night, too, with the landlord. But, as he guessed what had happened to the cloth and the goat, he lay down at once on the bench and began to snore, as if he were asleep. Now the landlord, who saw that the stick must be worth something, hunted up one like it.

When he heard the lad snore, he was going to change the two. But, just as the landlord was about to take it, the lad called out "Stick, stick! lay on!"

So the stick began to beat the landlord till he jumped over chairs, and tables, and benches, and yelled and roared, "Oh my! Oh my! Bid the stick be still, else it will beat me to death, and you shall have back your cloth and your goat."

When the lad thought the landlord had had enough, he said "Stick, stick, now stop!" Then he took the cloth and put it into his pocket, and went home with his stick in his hand, leading the goat by a cord round its horns. And so he got paid for the meal he had lost.
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About the Author
 .—This is an old Norse story from the far north of Europe. Many of these stories were first written down by Peter Christian Asbjörnsen (1812-1885), a Norwegian scientist, explorer, and author. They were first translated into English by Sir George Dasent (1817-1896).


About the Story
 .—Find Norway on the map. Can you guess why many Norse stories are about the north wind and frost giants? What kind of a wind is the north wind in Norway? This is another story that would make a good play for your puppet theatre.
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STONE SOUP

One cold, rainy night an old man was walking along a road. He was wet and hungry, for he had walked a long way. All at once he saw a house and, knocking at the door, he asked the cook for some food. But she told him she had none.

"May I come in and dry myself by the fire then?" asked the old man. "Oh yes," said the cook, "but you must not get in my way." So the old man came in and sat down. Soon he was dry and warm. But he was still very hungry.

Soon he said, "I am a good cook myself. I can make a lovely soup. It is called stone soup." The cook wanted very much to know how to make such a cheap soup. So the old man said he would show her how it was done.

"Just fetch me a pot with some water in it," he said. When she brought it, he put it on the fire. Then, taking a clean white stone from his pocket, he dropped it into the water.

When the water was hot the old man tasted it. "This is going to be fine soup," he said; "but a little seasoning would add to the taste. I see an old piece of cabbage and some onions on the table. May I drop them in?"

The cook, who was watching closely, nodded, and in went the vegetables. After a time the old man tasted the soup again. "This is good," he said, "but it wants some stirring. I see a ham bone over there. May I use that?"

Again the cook nodded, and the maker of soup began to stir his soup with the ham bone. He took care to use the end with a little meat still clinging to it. Soon he tasted the soup again. "This is the best soup I have ever made," he said. "But I think it could do with a little thickening. Could I have a little flour?"

The cook passed him some flour. He mixed it with water and put it into the pot. After a time he tasted the soup once more. "This," he said, "is fit for the best in the land. A wee lump of butter and a drop of milk would make it fit for the King himself."

The cook went to get the butter and the milk. "And while you are getting those," the old man said, "I will just drop in that chicken that I see hanging over there. It can't do any harm."

So he dropped in the chicken and the butter and the milk, and he stirred and stirred. Soon he poured out the soup, some for the cook and some for himself. He fished out the stone, dried it, and put it in his pocket.

"This soup tastes fine," said the cook. "And to think that it was made from a stone! I am so glad that I have been able to learn how to make stone soup."

 


About the Story
 .—This is an old story that has been told for hundreds of years in Ireland. Write out a recipe, like those in Mother's cookery book, telling how to make "stone soup" Begin this way: "Take a clean white stone and put it into…" This is another story with much conversation. Could you make up a play about the tramp and the cook?
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MY SHADOW

I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me,

And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.

He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head;

And I see him jump before me when I jump into my bed.

 

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow—

Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball,

And he sometimes gets so little that there's none of him at all.

 

He hasn't any notion of how children ought to play,

And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.

He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see;

I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!

 

One morning, very early, before the sun was up,

I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup;

But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head,

Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed.

—R. L. Stevenson


 


About the Author
 .—Robert Louis Stevenson
 (1850—1894) wrote poems, essays, short stories, and longer stories. He was very fond of writing for children. His Child's Garden of Verses
 is a charming study of the fancies that come to very little boys, while Treasure Island
 is a stirring tale that big boys like. Born in Edinburgh, he visited Australia, and he passed the last years of his life in Samoa, and died there. No modern writer is better loved than Robert Louis Stevenson.


About the Poem
 .—When does one's shadow shoot up tall? When does it shrink to nothing? Why did the boy have no shadow in the early, dewy morning? Do you know a story about a boy who lost his shadow?
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THE HOUSE THAT KAK BUILT

Kak (kark
 ) was a bright, happy Eskimo boy. One morning, Kak's father said to him, "While I am watching the seal-hole to-day, you may take the sledge to the dead whale and bring some of the flesh I cut up yesterday."

Kak was very happy at the chance of taking the sledge out by himself. He was soon hitching the two dogs to their traces.

"Why are you taking father's snow-knife?" called his sister, Noashak.

"Just in case I stay all night and need it to build a house," said Kak, swelling with pride.

"Pooh!" said his sister. "The whale is not far away. Father said that you could make two trips."

"Two trips! "said Kak. "I shall make four trips!"

Letting go the dogs, he sprang for the sledge with a "Yi-yi-yip!" Both dogs gave a bound, and they were off.

It was wonderful to ride along the track, over the hard snow, to the whale. Once there, Kak had to work hard, piling the big, rough pieces of frozen meat on to the sledge. When he came back, Noashak ran to meet him, and Kak gave her a ride on top of the meat. Twice more he went back to the whale, and, just as it was growing dark, he proudly brought home his third load.

He called to Noashak, "You said 'two loads'. I have brought three."

"Three! That's nothing!" cried Noashak. "You said that you could bring four. You are too much afraid to go back for another load now."

Kak did not like this. "I am not afraid," he shouted. And once more he swung his team round and dashed off, leaving his sister gazing after him.

By the time Kak reached the whale, night was coming on. He heard the howl of the wolves far off. He thought, too, of the big white bear, and his hands began to shake. The night grew blacker, and the wind grew colder. Great shapes seemed to be moving across the snow. He would stay no longer. "Hok! Hok!" he called to the dogs. Then they all dashed off home.

All at once the sledge slipped. Turning upside down, it sent Kak flying heels over head.

The dogs stopped, and Kak was soon on his feet again, shaking the snow from his furry clothes. He looked round, trying to see his home. Alas, his heart sank, for he had missed the track! Then, as he sat on the sledge, wondering what to do, his eyes fell upon the snow-knife.

Jumping up, he led the dogs along until he found some hard snow. Then he set to work to build his first snow house. He cut out with his knife blocks of hard snow, and placed them in a ring, making them slope a little inwards. On top of them he placed another row, and then another, going up and round all the time. It was hard work. Kak worked like a man, and the little beehive house was at last roofed in.

He made a hole in the wall, so that he could crawl out for blocks to finish the house. When it was ready he scrambled in, pulling the dogs after him. Then he closed the hole with a block of snow. One small hole was left in the door block, and another in the roof, to let in fresh air. Then Kak lay down on the sledge-rug with a furry dog on each side of him, and was soon fast asleep.

When he opened his eyes again, he saw the yellow sunlight shining through the roof of his house. Then he heard a sound of knocking. A second later, the door block fell in, and Kak saw poking through it—his father's face!

"Ha! ha!" said Kak's father. "This is a fine house, with no proper door and tunnel into it! It is a good thing I came to dig you out. But I suppose you want to stay here now."

"No, I want to go home," said Kak. And, as his father moved back from the opening, the dogs tumbled out with Kak on top of them, all snowy and furry, and glad to be free.

As Kak sat on the sledge eating a nice, raw, frozen fish, he laughed at his funny little house. It was far from being round and smooth like the houses his father built.

"But it did stand up," he said, "and it saved us from bears and wolves, and from being frozen."

When he reached home, Kak was a real hero. Never again did Noashak tease him about being afraid of anything.

by V. Stefansson
 and Violet Itwin
 .

 


About the Author
 .—Vilhjalmur Stefansson
 was born in Canada in 1879. His parents had come to Canada from Iceland. He made several journeys through Arctic lands and lived for many years with the Eskimos. He has written several books about his journeys and the Eskimos.


About the Story
 .—What do you learn about the Eskimos from the story? What food is eaten? How do they travel? How are they dressed? How do they build their snow huts? What wild animals are their enemies?
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THE MODEST VIOLET

Down in a green and shady bed,

A modest violet grew;

Its stalk was bent, it hung its head

As if to hide from view.

 

And yet it was a lovely flower,

Its colour bright and fair;

It might have graced a rosy bower,

Instead of hiding there.

 

Yet there it was content to bloom,

In modest tints arrayed;

And there diffused its sweet perfume

Within the silent shade.

 

Then let me to the valley go

This pretty flower to see,

That I may also learn to grow

In sweet humility.

—Jane Taylor


 


About the Author
 .—Jane Taylor
 (1783—1824) and her sister Ann
 TAYLOR (1782—1866) were two English ladies who wrote poems for children and called the book Rhymes for the Nursery
 . One of them is the well-known "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star."
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YOSHI SAN AND O KIKU

Yoshi San is a Japanese boy and O Kiku is his little sister. Their father, who is a rich man, lives in a Japanese city.

O Kiku is a very pretty little girl. Both she and Yoshi San have yellow skin, very black hair, and black eyes that seem to be set slantingly in their faces. O Kiku's long hair is carefully done up and dressed with beautiful silken bows and long silver hairpins like her mother's. Yoshi San's hair is nearly all shaved off his little round head, like the Japanese dolls you have seen. When Yoshi San grows up to be a man, he will not have his head shaved, unless he becomes a priest in one of the Japanese temples.

Both children wear long silken robes with sashes around their bodies, high up under the arms. They have their pockets in their big flowing sleeves.

O Kiku and Yoshi San dress and look so much alike that at first it would not be easy for you to tell them apart, or to know them from any of their little playmates.

These children do not know anything about Christmas or Santa Claus. New Year's Day is their greatest holiday, when there is always much feasting and visiting, and every one receives many presents.

On the third day of March, O Kiku will be a very happy little girl. On that day she will receive a new doll and many other new toys.

But there will be something better than this. Her mother will open the store-room, which has been shut up for a year. She will take out a great many boxes in which are many, many dolls, some almost as large as O Kiku, and some very much smaller. There are nearly a hundred of these beautiful dolls—lady dolls, baby dolls, a doll king, and a doll queen.

O Kiku's mother will also bring out doll-trunks, full of beautiful doll-clothes. Then, too, there are toy teapots, bowls, vases, and tiny tea-tables. O Kiku will dress the dolls and give them a feast. Of course she will have to eat the cakes and drink the tea for them.

All these lovely things once belonged to O Kiku's mother, and some of them even belonged to O Kiku's grandmother. When the day is over, the dolls will be all put away until the next "Feast of Dolls."

The best of Yoshi San's holiday festivals is the "Feast of Flags," which comes on the fifth day of the fifth month. Early on that morning, his father and his grandfather will stand with him by the high pole which is in front of the house. On the top of the pole Yoshi San will raise a big paper fish. This fish, which is hollow, puffs out as soon as the wind strikes it. The wind makes it flap its tail and fins, and tug on the line like a real fish on a hook. These paper fish are bright red and gold. Just think how beautiful the Japanese cities must look on the day of the "Feast of Flags!"

The paper fish looks like the carp, which is the strongest and boldest fish known in Japan. It swims against the current and leaps over waterfalls. The Japanese people are very happy and gay, and laugh a great deal. But they are also very brave, and they like other things that are brave. And so they are proud of this big, strong fish.

Yoshi San's father tells him that, just as the carp is the strongest and bravest of all fish, so Yoshi San must be the strongest and bravest of all boys, and must be kind to the weak.

Then he gives Yoshi San some new toys, which he has long wanted to have. The store-room is again opened, and the toys that belonged to his father and grandfather are given to Yoshi San to play with all day. There are toy soldiers, guns, swords, drums, flags, and everything else that is used in war.

Yoshi San and his little playmates have mock battles all day. When the day is over, the toys and flags are put back in the store-room for another year.

When kite time comes, Yoshi San and all Japanese boys are happy. Even the old men like to fly kites with the boys.

They have kites of all sizes and colours—in the form of birds, butterflies, fans, flowers, funny faces, and many other things. There are kites that make music as they rise in the air. There are kites with strings made sharp by glue mixed with pounded glass.

They can have real battles in the air with these kites. A boy will get his sharp kite-string right across another boy's sharp kite-string. Then each tries to saw through the other's until one or both kites fall to the ground. When only one kite falls, it belongs to the boy who cut the string.

But Japanese children do not spend all their time in playing games. They go to school also, and learn to read books that are much harder to read than your books. They are very fond of hero stories, of which there are many in Japan. There are also many very pretty fairy stories.

"Taro and the Turtle" is one of these fairy stories. When you read it, you may think of the Japanese children playing with their pet turtles and watching their funny ways of walking.

But, in all their play, Japanese children never tease or hurt these poor, helpless pets. It is not often that anyone is unkind to animals in Japan.

 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Story
 .—See Japan on the map and find pictures of Japanese children. Tell how the two children were dressed and what they looked like. Why don't the Japanese celebrate Christmas? Describe the Feast of Dolls and the Feast of Flags, and the sport of kite-flying.
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TARO AND THE TURTLE

Taro was a fisherman who lived long, long ago. He was young and strong, and he could catch fish more easily than anybody else. He was very kind, too. In all his life he had never hurt anything.

One time when Taro had been fishing all day, he was very tired and hungry. He was going home to rest and eat. On his way he saw a crowd of boys who had caught a turtle and were teasing it.

Taro felt so sorry for the turtle that he gave the boys some money, and they gave him the turtle. Taro stroked the turtle's back. "Poor thing!" he said. "I will take you to your home in the sea. Perhaps you will live a thousand years." So Taro put the turtle in the water and went home.

The next morning Taro got up early and went out in his boat to fish. He passed all the other boats and went far out to sea. "Oh, I am so happy!" he said. "I wish I could live a thousand years, like the turtle."
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All at once Taro heard some one calling him. "Taro! Taro! Taro!" called the voice. "Who is calling me?" he asked. "I am calling you, Taro," said a clear, soft voice. "I have come to thank you for saving my life."

There, by the side of the boat, was the turtle that Taro had put back into the water. "Will you go with me, Taro?" said the turtle. "I will take you to my home. It is in the Sea-King's palace underneath the sea. It is always summer there."

"I am strong," said Taro, "but I cannot swim so far as that." "Get on my back," said the turtle. "Oh, but you are too small," replied Taro, looking sadly at the turtle.

But what did he see? The turtle was getting bigger and bigger. It grew bigger than Taro! "Now I am not too small," said the turtle. Taro got on its back. Down they went into the sea through the clear water.

At last they saw a great gate, and behind it the Sea-King's palace. All around it was the land of summer, where birds sang and flowers bloomed. Taro and the turtle went up to a great gate. A gate-keeper stood there. He was a fish, and all his helpers were fishes.

"This is Taro," said the turtle. Then all at once the turtle was gone. "Come with us, Taro," said the gatekeeper. "We know where to take you." The gate opened, and Taro and the fishes went into the Sea-King's palace.

They took him to a beautiful princess. Her dress was green, like the under side of a wave, and her voice was as clear as a bell.

"Come here, Taro," she said. "Here in the land of summer I am a princess. When I go to your land I change to a turtle. I was the turtle you saved. This morning I heard you wish you could live a thousand years. Come and live with me. I will share everything with you. "

So Taro and the princess lived a thousand years in the land of summer, under the sea.

[image: ]



About the Story
 .—This is a story that is loved by Japanese children. It has been told in English so that you can enjoy it, too. What kind of a man was Taro? Find two sentences in "Yoshi San and O Kiku" that tell how Japanese children are kind to animals.
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WHERE THE CABBAGES GROW

There's a tiny wee house

Of a tiny wee mouse

In the field where the cabbages grow;

There are six baby mice—

For I've called once or twice

And found them at play, so I know.

 

There's a wee wooden door;

On the wee wooden floor

Stand six little stools in a row;

There are books here and there,

And a cushioned arm-chair

That mother mouse sits in to sew.

 

There's a four-poster bed,

With a foot and a head,

And six cosy cots with railed sides;

There are playthings, of course—

One, a wee wooden horse

That each little mousikin rides.

 

There's a window and sill

(With a curtain of twill),

Where a pimpernel blooms in a pot;

There are flowers in a jar—

'Twould be easier far

To describe all the things there are not!

There's a stove bright and new,

And a Dutch oven, too,

And bellows to blow up the fire;

There's a dusty, dark hole—

I suppose for the coal,

The next time I call I'll inquire.

 

In the tiny wee house

Of this tiny wee mouse,

There is freedom from worry and care;

When winter sets in,

No mouse will grow thin—

There'll be plenty for all, and to spare.

 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Poem
 .—What kind of mice live out in the open? What are some other things that you think would be in the mouse's house? Perhaps you could write another verse about them. Make a drawing of two rooms in the house.


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into five parts and let each part speak a verse. All join in the last verse.
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THE GOOD LITTLE GOBLIN

THERE was once a goblin who wanted to go to Fairyland. Most goblins hate the very sight of a fairy, and as for Fairyland—why, they can't even bear to talk about it, much less want to see it! But this goblin, whose name was Scareacat, was not at all like other goblins. Instead of being naughty and fond of playing unkind tricks on people, he was quite a nice, kind little fellow, always ready to help anyone who might be in trouble.

Scareacat did not like being a goblin at all. He thought his name was a dreadfully ugly one, and, indeed, it didn't fit him at all, for he wouldn't have scared a fly, much less a cat!

Now Scareacat's only chance of seeing the fairies at all was to watch for them on a midsummer night, when, as of course you know, fairies become visible to mortal eyes, and even goblins are able to see them if they wish to do so.

For many years, Scareacat had watched the fairy revels on a midsummer night without being discovered by the fairies. But, one year, as he was crouching down underneath a foxglove plant, he must in his excitement have leaned too far forward, for, suddenly, one of the fairies stopped dancing, and cried out, "A goblin—a goblin!" And she pointed straight at Scareacat's hiding-place.
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Fairy Revels


In a moment Scareacat was surrounded by elves and fairies, who dragged him out from the foxglove plant, and pushed him forward to the Fairy Queen's throne.

"Why have you come hither to spy upon us?" the Fairy Queen demanded sternly. "You must be meaning to work us some mischief—for you are one of the deadly enemies of our race."

"Indeed, Your Majesty, I would not harm you," pleaded the goblin, dropping on his knees before the Fairy Queen. "I hate the evil deeds of my brothers, and never take part in their hateful plots. Every midsummer night I come to watch your revels, and my only wish is that I might be a fairy and go myself to Fairyland."

One of the fairies stepped forward and bowed low to the Fairy Queen.

"It is true, Your Majesty," she said. "This goblin is not as other goblins. He loves the light of day, and hates the dark deeds of night. Often have I watched him working in his garden—and I have seen that he is ever kind and tender to the birds and bees and flowers around him."

The Fairy Queen looked at Scareacat more kindly.

"If this is so, we shall forgive you," she said. "And, since I would make amends for my first harsh judgment, I shall grant you one wish.

"Ask what you will, and, if it be within my power to grant your desire, it shall be yours."

The goblin gave a gasp of delight.

"May I ask anything—anything I like?" he said. "Then let me go to Fairyland!"

The Fairy Queen shook her head.

"It would be no good my taking you to Fairyland," she said. "Your eyes are not fairy eyes, and so you would see nothing even if I did. But there is one charm that would enable you to obtain your wish. If you were to bathe your eyes with dew from a four-leaved clover, fairy sight would be given to you, and you would see clearly the way to Fairyland."

"Oh, thank you, thank you for telling me!" cried the goblin. "And where can I find a four-leaved clover?"

"Ah, that you must find out for yourself," said the Fairy Queen.

Just at that moment the cock began to crow, and in an instant Queen and elves and fairies had vanished from Scareacat's sight. He was left alone, as he had been on so many midsummer nights, but this time his heart was beating high with hope.

"I'll search through the world until I have found a four-leaved clover!" he cried. "When I have bathed my eyes in its magic dew I shall see clearly the way to Fairyland!"

The little goblin lost no time in setting out on his search.

"I shall go first to the common," he said to himself. "I shall be sure to find a four-leaved clover there." But, though he searched the common from end to end, he couldn't find a four-leaved clover.

Scareacat was rather disappointed at his failure, but he soon cheered up.

"Never mind," he said to himself, "I'll try the forest next." So he journeyed on until he came to the forest, and then he hunted over every little bit of ground, peeping under every bush and looking behind every tree, but he couldn't find a four-leaved clover in the forest.

"Maybe I shall find it on the mountains," said the goblin; but, though he climbed ever so many mountains and grew terribly footsore and tired, he couldn't find a four-leaved clover on the mountains. And at last poor Scareacat grew quite despairing.

"I shall never find a four-leaved clover, never!" he said with a choking sob. "And I shall never, never be able to go to Fairyland. I suppose I'd better go home to my little house, and try not to mind about having to be a goblin."

Very sadly and slowly Scareacat made his way back to his little house in Buttercup Meadow. It was quite early in the morning when he reached it, and all the flowers and grasses were wet with dew.

He had been away for three years, and the garden round the house was overgrown with weeds and grass.

Scareacat was quite shocked when he caught sight of it.

"Dear me! Dear me!" he exclaimed. "My poor little garden! I shouldn't have stayed away so long." Taking off his coat, he began at once to set the garden in order, without even waiting for his breakfast. He began at the front door, and the very first thing he uncovered was—what do you think?—a clover plant bearing a spray of four-leaved clover!

Scareacat hardly believed his eyes. He rubbed them, and pinched himself all over to make sure it wasn't a dream. But it was true; he gave a shout of delight and flung his cap up in the air, he was so pleased and surprised and happy.

"Now I shall be able to find the way to Fairyland!" he cried.

The dew was still wet on the clover, and Scareacat quickly bathed his eyes in the magic liquid. Scarcely had he done so when he heard a laugh close behind him.

"Bravo! Bravo!" said a tiny little voice. "Why, I declare that you have found the charm at last!"

Scareacat turned round hastily. There, perched on his own front gate, sat a little fairy, smiling and laughing at him! And all round her were other fairies, laughing and singing and working together. Scareacat rubbed his eyes again.

"Why," he said in surprise, "I've never seen a fairy in Buttercup Meadow before! I didn't know you ever came here."
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The Goblin's House


"Why, of course we do! Buttercup Meadow is part of Fairyland," said the fairies, laughing. "We've been here all the while, only you didn't see us until just this minute."

"Buttercup Meadow part of Fairyland!" gasped Scareacat. "Why, then—I've been living in Fairy-land all the time!"

"Yes, of course you have!" laughed the fairies.

"Only you were so stupid you couldn't understand. Fairyland is just wherever there are birds and flowers and sunshine—and, now that you've bathed your eyes with dew from a four-leaved clover, you will be able to see us and work with us, and be a sort of fairy, too."

The little goblin lived on in his cottage in Buttercup Meadow, very happy and contented. The fairies often came to take tea with him in his little house, and then the little goblin would tell them all about his tremendous search for the four-leaved clover, and how disappointed and despairing he was when he thought he would never be able to find the way to Fairyland after all. "And just fancy!" he would say when he came to the end of his story, and the fairies were listening hard, "just fancy! I spent three years searching the world for a four-leaved clover, and all the while it was growing beside my own front door!"

From Tiny Tots
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About the Author
 .—The author is not known.


About the Story
 .—How many characters are mentioned? What is a goblin? Is there any difference between elves and fairies? Why is it hard to find a four-leaved clover? Make up a play about the good little goblin and act it in class. A "common" is land owned by all the people in a village. Anyone living in the village may graze animals there.




Lesson
 14


THE PEDIAR'S CARAVAN
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I wish I lived in a caravan,

With a horse to drive, like a pedlar-man!

Where he comes from nobody knows,

Or where he goes to; but on he goes!

His caravan has windows two,

And a chimney of tin, that the smoke comes through;

He has a wife, with a baby brown,

And they go riding from town to town.

Chairs to mend, and brooms to sell!

He clashes the basins like a bell:

Tea-trays, baskets ranged in order,

Plates with the alphabet round the border!

The roads are brown, and the sea is green,

But his house is just like a bathing-machine;

The world is round, and he can ride,

Rumble and splash, to the other side!

With the pedlar-man I should like to roam,

And write a book when I came home;

All the people would read my book,

Just like the travels of Captain Cook!

—William Brighty Rands


 


About the Author
 .—William Brighty Rands
 was an English writer who was born in 1823; he died in 1882. He wrote a charming book of stories called Lilliput Legends
 , as well as many short poems. He wrote chiefly for children, and all his thoughts are wise and good.


About the Poem
 .—How does the pedlar-man earn his living? Make a drawing of his caravan. Which verse describes the caravan?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into two parts. One part speaks the first two lines and the other the second two lines in each stanza. All join in the last stanza.
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TOM AND THE LOBSTER

Tom was going along the rocks in three-fathom water when he saw a round cage of green withes, and inside it, looking very much ashamed of himself, sat his friend the lobster.

"What! Have you been naughty, and have they put you in the lock-up?" asked Tom.

The lobster felt a little indignant at such a notion, but he only said, "I can't get out."

"Why did you get in?"

"After that nasty piece of dead fish."

"Where did you get in?"

"Through that round hole at the top."

"Then why don't you get out through it?"

"Because I can't," and the lobster twiddled his horns more fiercely than ever, but he was forced to confess.

"I have jumped upwards, downwards, backwards, and sideways at least four thousand times, and I can't get out."

Tom looked at the trap, and, having more wit than the lobster, he saw plainly enough what was the matter.

"Stop a bit," said Tom. "Turn your tail up to me, and I'll pull you through hindforemost, and then you won't stick in the spikes."

But the lobster was so stupid and clumsy that he couldn't hit the hole. Tom reached and caught hold of him; and then, as was to be expected, the clumsy lobster pulled him in headforemost.

"Hullo! Here is a pretty business," said Tom. "Now take your great claws and break the points off those spikes, and then we shall both get out easily."

"I never thought of that," said the lobster.

But they had not got half the spikes away when they saw a great dark cloud over them, and, lo and behold, it was the otter!

How she did grin and grin when she saw Tom! "Yar!" said she, "you little meddlesome wretch, I have you now!" And she crawled all over the pot to get in.

Tom was horribly frightened when she found the hole in the top and squeezed herself right down through it, all eyes and teeth. But no sooner was her head inside than Mr. Lobster caught her by the nose and held on.

And there they were all three in the pot, rolling over and over, and very tight packing it was. And the lobster tore at the otter, and the otter tore at the lobster, and both squeezed poor Tom till he had no breath left in his body; and I don't know what would have happened to him if he had not got on the otter's back and out of the hole.
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"Tom reached and caught hold of him."


He was right glad when he got out; but he would not desert his friend who had saved him, and the first time he saw his tail uppermost he caught hold of it, and pulled with all his might.

But the lobster would not let go.

"Come along," said Tom; "don't you see she is dead?" And so she was, quite drowned and dead.

And that was the end of the wicked otter.

But the lobster would not let go.

"Come along, you stupid old stick-in-the-mud," cried Tom, "or the fisherman will catch you!" And that was true, for Tom felt some one above beginning to haul up the pot.

But the lobster would not let go.

Tom saw the fisherman haul him up to the boatside, and thought it was all up with him. But, when Mr. Lobster saw the fisherman, he gave such a furious and tremendous snap that he snapped out of his hand, and out of the pot, and safe into the sea. But he left his knobbed claw behind him; for it never came into his stupid head to let go after all, so he just shook his claw off as the easier method.

Tom asked the lobster why he never thought of letting go. He replied very firmly that it was a point of honour among lobsters.

From The Water-Babies
 , by Charles Kingsley
 .

 


About the Author
 .—Charles Kingsley
 (1819-1875), born in Devon, spent nearly all his life as a clergyman in Hampshire, but in his later years was a professor of history at Cambridge and was for a time chaplain to Queen Victoria. He wrote many fine novels—Alton Locke, Yeast, Two Years Ago, Westward Ho!, Hereward the Wake, The Water Babies, Hypatia,
 etc.


About the Story
 .—Tom was a little London chimney-sweep who ran away from his cruel master. He had wonderful adventures under the sea with all the sea creatures. Which animal was Tom's friend? Why did the lobster not let go?
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WHAT THE BIRDS SAY

Do you ask what the birds say?

The sparrow, the dove,

The linnet, and thrush say,

"I love and I love!"

 

In the winter they're silent,

The wind is so strong;

What it says I don't know;

But it sings a loud song.

 

But green leaves and blossoms,

And sunny, warm weather,

And singing and loving

All come back together.

 

Then the lark is so brimful

Of gladness and love—

The green fields below him,

The blue sky above—

 

That he sings and he sings

And forever sings he,

"I love my love,

And my love loves me."

—Samuel Taylor Coleridge


 


About the Author
 .—Samuel Taylor Coleridge
 (1772-1834), son of a Devonshire clergyman and schoolmaster, was a poet who lived in the Lake country in England. Among his friends were Robert Southey, William Wordsworth, and Charles Lamb. His best-known poem is the "Ancient Mariner".


About the Poem
 .—What is the word that is repeated in every verse but the second? What birds are mentioned? What verse describes winter? What other pictures are there? When you say the poem, speak lightly and happily, just like a bird's song. Make a list of all the songs and poems about birds that you know.
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THE ORIGIN OF THE SPIDER

Arachne (ah-rǎk'-nǐ
 ) was a beautiful maiden, and the most wonderful weaver that ever lived. Her father had great skill in colouring, and he dyed her wools in all the colours of the rainbow.

People came from miles around to see her wonderful work. They all agreed that surely no one but Athena, the goddess, could have been her teacher.

But Arachne proudly said that no one had taught her to weave. She even said that she would be glad to weave with Athena, to see which had the greater skill.

In vain her father told her that perhaps the goddess, unseen, guided her hand. Arachne would not listen, and would thank no one for her gift, believing only in herself.

At last one day, as she was boasting of her skill, an old woman came to her and begged her to insult Athena no more. She warned her that no mortal could hope to equal a goddess, and advised her to accept humbly her heaven-bestowed gift.

But Arachne scorned her advice, and said again that nothing would please her so much as to weave with the goddess.

"If I fail," she said, "I will gladly take the punishment; but Athena is afraid to weave with me."

Then the old woman threw back her cloak and said, "Athena is here. Come, foolish girl, she will try her skill with yours."

Each went quickly to work, and for hours their shuttles flew swiftly in and out. Athena used the sky for her loom, as usual, and in it she wove the palace of Alkinoos. In one place you could see the great king doing his unselfish work for others.

But Arachne's work, though her colours were as beautiful and the weaving wonderfully fine, was full of spite and selfishness. At last the work was finished, and Arachne lifted her eyes and looked at the work of the goddess. Instantly she knew that she had failed, and, ashamed and miserable, she tried to hang herself in her web.

But Athena saw her, and said in pity: "No; you shall not die. Live; and do the thing you are best fitted for. You shall be the mother of a great race which shall be called spiders. You and your children shall be among the greatest spinners and weavers on earth."

As she spoke, Arachne felt herself becoming smaller and smaller, until she was scarcely larger than a fly.

And, from that day to this, Arachne and her family have been faithful spinners, but they do their work so quietly and in such dark places that very few people know what wonderful weavers they are.

From Nature Myths and Stories,
 by Flora J. Cooke
 .

 


About the Author
 .—Flora J. Cooke
 is a modern English writer. The lesson is from her book Nature Myths and Stories
 , published by George G. Harrap and Co., London. The story is retold from an old Greek myth. No one knows who first set it down in writing.


About the Story
 .—Athena, the Greek goddess of wisdom, was known to the Romans as Minerva. Have you seen her picture with her "snaky-headed Gorgon shield"? Al-kin'-o-os, or Al-cin'-o-us, was king of one of the lands visited by Ulysses in, his wanderings. He had a beautiful daughter Nausicaa, who found Ulysses shipwrecked on the shore and led him to her father's court.
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THE CUNNING LITTLE JACKALS

Once upon a time, in a great jungle, there lived a great lion, who was king of all the country round. Every day he used to leave his den in the deepest shadow of the rocks and roar with a loud, angry voice. When he roared the other animals in the jungle ran here and there in great fright; and King Lion would pounce upon them and kill them and gobble them up for his dinner.

This went on for a long, long time, until at last there were no living creatures left in the jungle but two little Jackals.

A very hard time of it the poor little Jackals had, running this way and that to escape the terrible King Lion. Every day the little Mrs. Jackal would say to her husband, "I am afraid he will catch us to-day. Do you hear how he is roaring? Oh dear! Oh dear!" And Mr. Jackal would say, "Never fear, I will take care of you. Let us run on a mile or two. Come, come, quick, quick, quick." And they would both run away as fast as they could.

One fine day, they found that the lion was so close upon them that they could not escape. Then the little Mrs. Jackal said, "Husband, husband, I feel very frightened. King Lion is so angry he will certainly kill us at once. What can we do?" But Mr. Jackal answered, "Cheer up; we can save ourselves yet. I'll show you how we can do it."

So these cunning little Jackals went to the great Lion's den. When he saw them coming he began to roar and shake his mane, and he said, "You little wretches, come and be eaten at once! I have had no dinner for three whole days, and all that time I have been running over hill and dale to find you. Ro-a-ar! Ro-a-ar! Come and be eaten, I say!" And he lashed his tail and gnashed his teeth and looked very terrible indeed. Then Mr. Jackal, creeping quite close up to him, said, "O great King Lion, we all know you are our master, and we would have come at your bidding long ago. But indeed, sir, there is a much bigger king even than you in this jungle. He tried to catch hold of us and eat us up, and he frightened us so much that we had to run away."

"What do you mean?" growled King Lion. "There is no King in this jungle but me!" "Ah, sir," answered the Jackal, "it is as we say. We, with our own eyes, have seen one who is more dreadful even than you. His face is as flaming fire, his step as thunder." "It is impossible!" interrupted the old Lion. "But show me this king of whom you speak so much, that I may destroy him at once!"

Then the little Jackals ran on before him until they reached a great well. Pointing down to the water, they said, "There lives the terrible king." When King Lion looked down the well he became very angry, for he thought he saw another Lion there. He roared and shook his great mane, and the shadow lion shook his, and looked also very angry. At last, mad with rage, King Lion sprang down to kill his enemy at once. But no other lion was there, and the sides of the well were so steep that he could not get out again to punish the two Jackals, who peeped over the top. After struggling for some time in the deep water, he sank to rise no more. And the little Jackals threw stones down upon him from above, and danced round and round the well, singing, "Ao! Ao! Ao! Ao!
 The King of the forest is dead, is dead! We have killed the great Lion who would have killed us! Ao! Ao! Ao! Ao!
 Ring-a-ting—ding-a-ting! Ring-a-ting—ding-a-ting! Ao! Ao! Ao!
 "

 


About the Author
 .—Mary Frere
 (1845—1911), was born in England. When she was eighteen she went to India, where her father was governor of Bombay. She went among the Indian people and learned their favourite stories from them. Then she re-told these stories in English in a book called Old Deccan Days
 .


About the Story
 .—How do you know from the first line that the story is not about Eskimos? To what large family does the jackal belong? Do you know another story about an animal and his shadow? Find Bombay and the Deccan in a map of India.
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TALKING IN THEIR SLEEP

"You think I am dead," the apple-tree said,

"Because I have never a leaf to show,

Because I stoop,

And my branches droop,

And the dull, grey mosses over me grow!

But I'm all alive in trunk and shoot;

The buds of next May

I fold away—

But I pity the withered grass at my root."

 

"You think I am dead," the quick grass said,

"Because I am withered in stem and blade!

But under the ground

I am safe and sound,

With the snow's thick blanket over me laid.

I'm all alive and ready to shoot

Should the spring of the year

Come dancing here,

But I pity the flower without branch or root."

"You think I am dead," a soft voice said,

"Because not a branch or root I own!

I never have died,

But close I hide

In a plumy seed that the wind has sown.

Patient I wait through the long winter hours;

You will see me again—

I shall laugh at you then

Out of the eyes of a hundred flowers."

—Enid M. Thomas


 


About the Author
 .—Enid Thomas
 is a modern English writer.


About the Poem
 .—Who are the three speakers? How can you hear the trees and grasses and flowers? In Australia, do the buds come in May? In what places does snow fall? What plumy seeds are sown by the wind? In what other ways do plants scatter their seeds (think of burrs, and the mud on the claws of water-birds, and seed-pods that go "pop," and thistle-down)?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into three parts—the apple trees, the quick grass, and the flowers. What lines sound like happy Spring? What lines sound very different? Make sure you show this difference when you are speaking the lines.
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MR. AND MRS. PLATYPUS AND FAMILY

Mr. and Mrs. Platypus lived in a water-hole. The creek, rippling over the stones, widened out and deepened in one place, forming a sort of tiny lake. Then there was a waterfall, and the creek became narrow again, and rushed on towards the river.

In the water-hole, the water was still and quiet. This was just what Mr. and Mrs. Platypus wanted.

Mr. Platypus was a very queer creature, something like a bird, something like a snake, and something like a beast.

First, he had a bill, just as a bird has. For this reason he was sometimes called Mr. Duckbill. The bill was wide like that of a duck, only it had a skin all round the edge, by means of which the platypus could feel anything almost as well as you can with the tip of your finger.

He was also web-footed like a duck, and on his two front feet the web came out, beyond his toes. This web would have been in the way when he wanted to burrow, but he was able to fold it up nicely underneath his foot.

His bones were nearly all just like the bones of a snake, and his wife laid eggs as snakes and birds do.

But then he was like a beast, too. He was about the size of a large rat, but he had hardly any legs, only feet.

He was covered with dark fur, short and soft underneath, but longer on his back. Wasn't he a queer kind of animal?
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Mr. and Mrs. Platypus


On the hind part of his foot was a spur, which held poison. This spur he could thrust into anything that tried to hurt him.

In his mouth were pouches in which to store food, and for teeth he had only two hard, sharp gums.

Well, after he had splashed about in the water for some time with his brothers and sisters, Mr. Platypus had thought that he would like to have a home of his own. So he had asked Mrs. Platypus to be his wife, and they swam farther down the creek to another waterhole.

One of its banks was overgrown with blackberries, and it was shaded with lovely wattles and gumtrees. The other bank was bare and rather sandy. It was just the place for the home of the platypus.

They burrowed with their feet and bills till they had made the loveliest little underground house. It had a long passage, leading to one wide room, and there were two entrances.

The door by which they entered was under the water; the other was ever so far up in the bank out of sight, under some thick bushes. The room was as nice as could be, lined with grass and leaves to make it warm and soft.

Here Mrs. Platypus laid two beautiful white eggs. After a time the little ones were hatched, and at first they were quite blind and helpless.

But they soon grew big, and then their father and mother taught them to swim and dive, and also to find insects and worms.

These they put into the pouches in their cheeks, and afterwards they lay down and ate them. Most of the day they all lay curled up like a ball, fast asleep in their snug house; but at evening they came out to swim and dive and play with all their friends in the water, where they had a very happy time together.

Sometimes in the daytime, instead of sleeping, they would tell one another stories about what had happened either to themselves or to others.

One day, Mr. Platypus told them about his grandfather. "He had just built a house," Mr. Platypus said, "when a great many black men came to camp near the water-hole. These black men wanted to eat my grandfather and his family. They began to dig holes with a sharp stick near the water.

"In this way they found the passage and, at last, the end room where the young ones and their parents lay. They soon caught my grandfather and grandmother and one of the young ones. The other was able to escape. It was my father. He often told me the story, and said he would never forget the fear he felt that day."

Then said one of the young ones to their mother: "Cannot you tell us a story, too?"

"I shall tell you one thing that I saw myself," answered the mother; "and I shall be glad if the story makes my children more careful."

"One day, as I was floating about on the water, I heard the noise of a man passing by. I was soon under the water and in my hole, trembling with fear.

"After a while, when all was quiet again, I came out and forgot my fear in seeing a large worm in the water. I made a grab at it, but my brother was too quick for me. Alas! it was on a fish-hook, and my brother was caught and quickly pulled out of the water. He was never seen again."

Mrs. Platypus sighed as she finished her story, and the two young ones made up their minds to be very careful in future. They had seen two girls on the bank that same day, and had watched them catching fish. It amused them less now when they knew that they also might be caught.

The children went on telling stories till Mrs. Platypus told them to cease talking and go to sleep. Let us leave them now, fast asleep in their warm burrow.

—Constance Tisdall


 


About the Author
 .—Miss Constance Tisdall
 , a graduate of the Melbourne University, and a daughter of the late Henry T. Tisdall, a teacher in the Victorian Education Department, is principal of a school at Sale. Daughter of a nature lover, she herself has taken great interest in the study of Australian plant and animal life. She is the author of Australian Nature Stories
 (Whitcombe and Tombs).


About the Lesson
 .—How is Mr. Platypus like a bird? How like a snake? How like a beast? Why does he want two entrances to his home?
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FIVE EYES

In Hans' old mill his three black cats

Watch the bins for thieving rats.

Whisker and claw, they crouch in the night,

Their five eyes smouldering green and bright.

Squeaks from the flour-sacks, squeaks from where

The cold wind stirs on the empty stair,

Squeaking and scampering everywhere.

Then down they pounce, now in, now out,

At whisking tail and sniffing snout;

While lean old Hans he snores away

Till peep of light at break of day.

Then up he climbs to his creaking mill;

Out come his cats, all grey with meal—

Jekkel, and Jessup, and one-eyed Jill.

—Walter de LA Mare


 


About the Author
 .—Walter DE La Mare
 was born at Charlton, in England, in 1873. He has written many poems for young children and for grown-up children, full of pictures and fancy and music and movement, and a children's monkey story The Three Mulla Mulgars
 . His books of poems are called Songs of Childhood
 (1902), The Listeners
 (1912), and Peacock Pie
 (1913); all his poems were published in one book in 1920, and in two small volumes, called Poems Old and New
 , the poet has selected his best children's poems. Many of his poems seem to have come straight from dreamland. He has also written novels and short stories.


About the Poem
 .—Why is the poem called "Five Eyes"? Read the poem aloud. Which line sounds the best? Which has a ghostly sound? Which line best suggests quiet watchfulness? Which best suggests quick movement?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the poem up into speaking parts for the cats, the rats, and Hans. The cats speak lines 1 to 4, 8 and 9, 13 and 14. If there are three "cats," they can divide the last line. The rats speak lines 5 to 7, and Hans speaks lines 10 to 12. When speaking the poem, show with your voices the difference between the quiet watching of the cats, the scampering of the rats, and the sudden pouncing.
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FROM THE SIDING

When the sun has been hot on the sand,

And the day has been weary and long,

And the last load is dumped at the siding,

And the team doesn't want any guiding—

Then the crickets chirp up with a song,

And a sweetness comes over the land.

 

And the plover comes over the plain

With a flap and a check and a run,

While the cool, scented breath of the hollow

Seems to call to the twilight to follow

And to whisper "Good-bye" to the sun

As he dips in the west once again.

 

And it's oh for the turn of the track

And the next hill but one to our own,

Where there's some one who waits for the rattle

Of the wagon and harness and cattle,

And the clang of the wheel on the stone

As I pass by the way, coming back.

 

There's an eye like an emu's to gleam

With the flash and the flame of a star,

When it catches a glimpse through the mallee,

On the opposite side of the valley,

Where the great golden-wattle trees are,

Of a man coming home with a team.


Charles H. Souter
 , in The Mallee Fire and Other Verses
 .
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About the Author
 .—Charles H. Souter
 (soot'-'r
 ) is an Australian writer who was born in Scotland, and who came here when a boy. He now lives in Adelaide. His poems have for many years been appearing in the Sydney Bulletin
 . Collections have come out in book form—Irish Lords, The Mallee Fire, and To Many Ladies.



About the Poem
 .—In the poem, what season of the year is it? What time of the day? Where is the scene laid? What birds and insects are mentioned? What kind of team was it? What was the probable load? Who had "an eye like an emu's"? What do you think of the two lines about the plover? What kind of "hills" and "valleys" are there in the mallee country?
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THE JUDGE AND THE POOR MAN

A man that kept a small farm came to the house of a judge. "Well, my man," said the judge, "what do you come to me for?" "If you please, my lord, I have a sad tale to tell." "Ha, the old tale! You folk with your small farms fall out, and then you come to plague me." "Nay, my lord, this time it is with you and me. I have a bull that breaks out of his bounds, and he has got to your best field of corn, and has spoilt half of it; now I want to know what you would have me do in this case?" "Well, I must say you are a staunch old man to come and tell me of it, and I shall send my man John to look at the waste, and what he says it comes to you must pay. As to your bull, as you say he breaks out of his bounds, you must kill him, and that at once." "Bless my heart!" said the man, "what was it I told you? I have but two small cows in the world. No, it was that red bull of yours, my lord, which locks and bars will not keep in; it is he that breaks through the fence of my cornfield, and fine work he has made of it; but, as you say you will send your man to make things right, I thank you, and take my leave." "No," said the judge, "you must not play me such a trick as this. I would not part with that red bull for all the world, and as to the field of corn, of course, you must take your chance."


The law will catch small flies, but wasps will break through
 .


We weigh not in the same scale the ills we do and the ills we feel
 .

From the fables of Æsop

 


About the Author
 .—Æsop was a Greek slave who lived about, 600 years before the time of Christ. He was set free and became a favourite of the rich king Croesus. His fables were full of wisdom. Whether he wrote all that is set down to him we do not know.


About the Story
 .—It has been said that no man can judge his own case. The fable proves it. But this judge did not seem to be wise and just. Suppose him to be wise and just: now give the story a different ending.

Make up a play about the judge and the poor man.
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THE STONE IN THE ROAD

A long time ago, there lived a king who took great delight in teaching his people good habits. "Bad luck comes only to the lazy and careless," said he; "but to the busy workers God gives the good things of this life." One night he put a large stone in the middle of the road near his palace, and then watched to see what the people who passed that way would do.

Early in the morning, a sturdy old farmer named Peter came along with his heavy bullock-wagon laden with corn. "Oh, those lazy people!" he cried, driving his bullocks to one side of the road. "Here is this big stone right in the middle of the road, and nobody will take the trouble to move it." And he went on his way, scolding about the laziness of other people, but never thinking of touching the stone himself.

Then came a young soldier, singing a merry song as he walked along. A gay feather was stuck in his hat, and a big sword hung at his side; and he was fond of telling great stories of what he had done in the war. He held his head so high that he did not see the stone, but stumbled over it, and fell flat in the dust.

This put an end to his merry song; and, as he rose to his feet, he began to storm at the country people. "Silly drones," he said, "to have no more sense than to leave a stone like that in the middle of the road!" Then he passed on; but he did not sing any more.

An hour later there came down the road six merchants with their goods on pack-horses, going to a fair that was to be held near the village. When they reached the stone, the road was so narrow that they could hardly drive their horses between it and the wall. "Did anyone ever see the like?" they said. "There is that big stone in the road, and not a man in the country but is too lazy to move it!"

And so the stone lay there for three weeks: it was in everybody's way, and yet everybody left it for somebody else to move.

Then the king sent word to all his people to meet together on a certain day near his palace, as he had something to tell them.

The day came; and a great crowd of men and women gathered in the road. Old Peter, the farmer, was there, and so were the merchants and the young soldier. "I hope the king will now find out what a lazy set of people he has round him," said Peter.

And then the sound of the horn was heard, and the king was seen coming towards them. He rode up to the stone, got down from the horse, and said: "My friends, it was I who put this stone here, three weeks ago. It has been seen by every one of you; and yet every one has left it just where it was, and scolded his neighbour for not moving it out of the way."

Then he stooped down and rolled the stone over. Underneath the stone was a round, hollow place, in which was a small iron box. The king held up the box so that all the people might see what was written on the piece of paper fastened to it. These were the words:—"For him who lifts the stone." He opened the box, turned it upside down, and out fell a beautiful gold ring and twenty gold coins.

Then every one wished that he had only thought of moving the stone, instead of going round it and finding fault with his neighbour.

There are many people who still lose prizes because they think it easier to find fault than to do the work which lies before them. Such people do not usually blame themselves, but think their want of success is all on account of bad luck and hard times.

 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Story
 .—Why did the farmer grumble? Had the soldier the right to say what he did say? Were the merchants wise? What does the lesson teach us?

You could make a little play from this story, too.
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TWO LITTLE PLAYS

i.—The Boy That Hated Cows
 .

 

(Scene I.—The living-room of a small farm-house. Time: 5 o'clock in the afternoon. Teddy West is lying on the sofa, reading a picture book.
 )


Mrs. West
 .—Come, Teddy; it's time to bring in the cows.


Teddy
 .—Oh, mother, wait a bit. I want to see what the giant did.

[Five minutes go by. Then Mary West, Teddy's sister, comes to the door.
 ]


Mary
 .—Teddy, you ought to get the cows. It's your turn to-day. You know that as well as I do. Get up, you lazy fellow.


Teddy
 .—Oh, bother the cows!

[Mary goes out. After a time, Teddy's father appears
 .]


Mr. West
 (sternly
 ).—Edward, the cows!


Teddy
 (laying down his book, and moving slowly towards the door
 ).—I hate cows. I wish we didn't have any. Cows are no good; they're only a worry to everybody. I hate cows and all belonging to them.

(Scene II.—The dining-room, an hour later. The members of the West family are seated. A round of beef is smoking on the table, but there is no meat on Teddy's plate.
 )


Teddy
 .—Father, may I have some meat?


Mr. West
 .—Teddy, this is beef, and you know you hate cows.


Teddy
 .—Well, I suppose I can have some bread and butter.


Mrs
 . West
 .—No butter, Teddy. We get our butter from the cow, and you hate cows.


Teddy
 .—Mary, there's no milk in my tea.


Mary
 .—Of course there isn't, Teddy. You wouldn't have milk that a cow gave you. You hate cows.


Teddy
 .—Well, if I can't have butter, I'll have a bit of cheese.


Mr. West
 .—Oh, no, Teddy; that also comes from the cow, and you hate cows and all their works.


Mrs. West
 .—Mary, bring in the baked custard. We'll all enjoy that, all but Teddy. There's milk in the custard, and milk comes from the cow, and Teddy hates cows.


Teddy
 (humbly
 ).—Father, please pass me the cream.


Mr. West
 .—No, Teddy, I shall not pass you the cream. That is a gift from your foe, the cow.


Teddy
 .—It's not fair [rising up
 ]. I won't sit at the table with you—boo—hoo—oo!


Mr. West
 .—It's all right, Teddy. You can come back, and eat what we eat. Only, let this be a lesson to you.

 

(Curtain)

 

ii.—Trying
 TO Please Everybody
 .

 

(Scene
 .—A main road leading to a market town. A miller and his son are driving an ass before them. They are going to sell it. They meet two farmers
 .)


First Farmer
 .—Look, neighbour; did you ever see such stupid people? They trudge in the dust when one of them might be riding.


Second Farmer
 .—You are right, friend. The ass is the only one of the three that seems to have any brains.


Son
 .—Did you hear what they said, father?


Miller
 .—Yes, my boy; perhaps they are right. Here, get up on the donkey.

[The son mounts, and the father walks by his side. Soon they meet an old man and an old woman
 .]


Old Man
 .—Do you see that young rascal riding while his old father walks?


Old Woman
 .—Shame on him! I don't know what the world's coming to. Get down, boy, and let your poor father take your place.


Son
 .—Shall I get down, father?


Miller
 .—Yes, my boy. We must try to please everybody.

[The son gets down, and the miller rides the donkey. They meet a young woman
 .]


Young Woman
 .—For shame, old man! Fancy a big, strong fellow like you taking your ease while your son walks! I'm sure the poor boy is footsore and quite tired out.


Son
 .—I'm all right, father.

[image: ]



"For shame, old man!"



Miller
 .—No, no; we must try to please people. We'll both ride the donkey.

[The son gets up behind the miller. They meet two schoolboys
 .]


First Schoolboy
 .—Here's a nice thing. We ought to tell the police. See the load they've put on the donkey. It's cruel; that's what I think.


Second Schoolboy
 .—Of course it is. They look far more able to carry the ass than the ass does to carry them.


Miller
 .—Well, well, well! How hard it is to please everybody! But we haven't far to go; so we'll carry the donkey.

[They tie the animal's feet, thrust a pole between his legs, and hoist him on their shoulders. Then they stagger along till they come to the middle of a bridge leading to the town. A newsboy sees them
 .]
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The Donkey Leaps into the Water.



Newsboy
 .—Hi, there, Harry, Jim, Charlie! Hurry up and see these two people carrying a donkey! Hurry up!

[A crowd gathers, and greets the strange sight with jeers and laughter and clapping of hands. The donkey, frightened by the noise, struggles free, leaps into the water, and is drowned
 .]


Miller
 .—Dear, dear! What a mistake I've made! I tried to please everybody; but I've pleased nobody, and have lost my donkey as well.


Son
 .—That will be a lesson to me, father. When I grow up, I'll do what I think is right and just, in spite of what anybody
 says.


Miller
 .—You're quite right, my son. I hope that I, also, am not too old to learn.

Adapted from. ÆSOP

 


About the Author
 .—The unknown authors have adapted two stories, of which the second is by the old-time Greek slave Æsop.


About the Plays
 .—Why did Teddy hate cows? Was he really lazy? How did his father try to cure him? Why can't one please everybody? Whom should you try to please?
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CORNELIA'S JEWELS

Many hundreds of years ago, on a bright morning in spring, two boys were standing in a beautiful old garden. At a little distance their mother, attended by a dear friend, walked among her flowers. As they walked and talked, Cornelia often stopped to pluck away a dead leaf from a plant or gently stir up the soil about another, and her little sons watched her with love and admiration. "Oh," said the younger lad, "did you ever see so lovely a lady as our mother? She looks like a queen!"

Just then Cornelia, the mother, went over to speak to the boys. She was indeed simply dressed, wearing a plain white robe, and on her hands and neck no jewel or golden chain was seen to shine— her crown was long fair braids coiled round and round her head, but her carriage was queenly, and a proud smile lighted her face as her eyes rested upon her sons.

"My dear boys," she said, as they bowed politely to her, "you are to have a pleasant surprise. You will be allowed to dine in the garden with our dear friend, and later she is going to show us her wonderful casket of jewels, of which you have heard so much."

The boys looked in surprise at their mother's friend—jewels flashed from the rings on her fingers, shone about her neck, and two wonderful stones hung from her ears—was it possible she had still more jewels than those she wore?

But they enjoyed the merry meal out-of-doors, and when, at its conclusion, a servant brought a casket from the house, they gazed with delight at the milky pearls, the flame-like rubies, the sky-blue sapphires, and the diamonds that flashed all the wonderful colours of the rainbow in the sunlight.

"Oh! oh!" said the younger boy. "If our mother could but have such lovely things!"

When the casket had been closed and carried away, the friend turned to Cornelia. "Is it true, as I have heard, dear Cornelia, that you are very poor and have no jewels?"

"Poor!" said Cornelia proudly—"Indeed no!"—and she drew her boys to her as she spoke—"these are my jewels, and they are worth more than all your gems put together."

Do you suppose those lads ever forgot their dear mother's pride in them even when, years later, they became great men in Rome? Ah, no! And all the world, to this day, loves still to hear the story of Cornelia and her jewels.


Grace Evelyn Starke


 


About the Author
 .—Grace Evelyn Starke
 is a teacher who wrote the story for an American magazine, Primary Education
 . (It was told in Latin by a Roman writer long before.)


About the Story
 .—Why was Cornelia queenly? In what way was her dress different from that of her friend? What colour has a pearl, a ruby, a sapphire, a diamond? Which of the two women had the more precious jewels? Cornelia's father's name was Scipio, her husband's name was Gracchus, and her children were Tiberius and Caius. At this time in Rome the poor people, who were little better than slaves, were trying to win freedom from the nobles, who were rich and had all the power. Cornelia's sons took the side of the people, and were both put to death. Then the Romans honoured them and put up a statue of Cornelia, with the inscription "The Mother of the Gracchi."
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AN AUSTRALIAN CRADLE SONG

Over the hills and far away,

Deep in a shady dell,

The crystal fountains leap and play,

A dream of delight is the livelong day,

Over the hills and far away,

In the land where the fairies dwell.

 

Never a trouble or worldly care

Into that dell may come;

The sweetest flowers breathe perfume rare,

The wattle-tree loosens her golden hair,

And softly floats on the languid air

The wild bee's drowsy hum.

 

The tall fern spreads a graceful wing

To shut the light away;

And ever the fountains laugh and sing,

The moss and the maidenhair climb and cling,

And the bell-bird's note doth sweetly ring

To the drip of the silver spray.

 

Here, where the moon and stars are bright,

The fairies dance and sing,

Down through the air, each tiny sprite

Floats in a robe of filmy white,

On the smooth greensward, the livelong night,

To trip in a mystic ring—

 

To the music made by the waving tree

Stirred by the fresh night air,

While the moon looks down and laughs with glee,

And each little star winks merrily;

And it's oh, 'twere good for an hour to be

With the fairies dancing there.

 

So hush thee, hush, my baby boy;

Let slumber weave her spell;

And you shall roam till break of day

Where the laughing fountains leap and play,

Over the hills and far away,

In the land where the fairies dwell.

—John Harrison Wagner


 


About the Author
 .—John Harrison Wagner
 was a journalist who lived for some time in Australia. He wrote few poems.


About the Poem
 .—Even if the poem were called "A Cradle Song," how would you know that it was an Australian cradle song? What sound should a cradle song have? Is it the sound of this poem? Make a drawing for the verse you like best.
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THE AUSTRALIAN BLACKS

At one time, there were many blacks in Victoria. They roamed about, and stayed only where there was plenty of food to be found. The men caught wild animals, or birds, or fish, and the women dug up roots and yams, and gathered berries.

When a tribe was on the march, the men always walked in front carrying their weapons, so as to be ready to fight an enemy or to kill any game they might find. Whatever articles a tribe owned were carried by the women, who also had their babies in a sort of hood on their backs. The little black things looked very happy, peeping over their mother's shoulders.


Mary
 E. B. Howitt
 .

 


About the Author
 .—Mary Howitt
 (1799-1888), whose un-married name was Mary Botham, was born in England. She married William Howitt, himself a poet. Mary Howitt wrote many poems, ballads, novels, and children's tales. Her husband with their two sons came out to Australia in 1852 and tried his luck at gold-mining, his party discovering the Nine-mile Creek diggings (Yackandandah). The father returned to England with his younger son and published two important books on Australia, one of them a History of Discovery
 . He finally settled at Rome, where he helped to introduce gum-trees for planting in the marshy places. The elder son, Alfred William, became a fearless bushman. It was he who found the survivors of the Burke and Wills expedition and the bodies of the explorers in 1861. Later he wrote an important book, The Native Tribes of South-east Australia
 .


About the Lesson
 .—Why did not the blacks settle down and build towns? Why do the women of savage tribes have to do most of the heavy work?
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THE MAGPIE AND THE CHILDREN

Once upon a time, the magpie was a wicked old woman. She became changed into a bird for her ill deeds, as you shall hear.

One good season, when there was plenty of grass, this old woman gathered a great store of seed, which she crushed into meal with her two grinding-stones. She stored it away in skin bags, ready to be made into cakes, with which she used to coax little children to come to her.

As soon as she had made her first batch of cakes, a tribe of blacks came and camped near by. The men went off to hunt possums and kangaroos and any other beasts they might find in the bush. The women and children stayed at home.

Shortly after the men had started, the old woman went over to the camp to have a chat with the other women. She asked them why they, also, had not gone hunting. Many were the hives of wild bees near by, and sweet and thick was the honey in them; in great plenty, too, were the yams; and why should they sit there hungry, and hear their children crying for food, when so much food was near at hand?

"Get your bags and baskets," said she, "and go out and fill them; and I shall stay here and mind your children till you come back. Besides," she went on, "I have just cooked a lovely loaf, which I shall give to your children; and when they have eaten it I shall cook them another."

The mothers, without thinking of any harm, did as they were bidden. Off they hurried into the bush, joyful at the thought of the food they would bring home, and thinking to themselves how pleased their husbands would be as well as the children.

When they had gone out of sight, the old woman took the children to her mia-mia, where she fed them on hot cake with plenty of honey on it.

The poor, hungry children were pleased and happy while they ate the nice things, and they thought she was such a good, kind old woman. After they had had enough to eat, she took them to a large hollow tree, and said she would give them many things to play with if they would go inside with her.

Of course they all did what she asked; and, as soon as the last one had gone in, she herself followed, and then shut the door tight. She gave them toys and plenty of wild fruits; but when they were no longer hungry, and had grown tired of the toys, they began to want their mothers.

They cried and cried to go home; but the old woman only shut the door the closer. Their crying was faintly heard by their mothers as they came back to the camp, laden with food. At first they thought the children were crying for food, and they felt so happy to think how soon those cries would be changed into laughter when they had eaten a dinner of the good things in the bags.

But what was their horror when they reached home and not a child was to be found! They thought, at first, that the children must be playing hide-and-seek; but when night came, and there was no sign of them, the mothers were almost mad with fear. Still could be heard now and then the wailing of the children, coming from the bush beyond.

When the husbands came back to the camp, they were very angry with their wives for leaving the children in the care of such a wicked woman, for they had heard of her before. All night long they walked through the bush, calling the lost ones by name; but the only reply was this low wailing from the gum-tree, sent back from all points by the echoes. Day after day went by, but nothing was to be found of the lost children.

At last a goanna heard them crying, and knew what it meant. He made up his mind to find out in which tree they were hidden. He is a very kind animal, the goanna, so the blacks say.

[image: ]



Drawn by John Rowell

"A door in the tree flew open."


This kind old goanna crept along, and crept along, and stopped at every hollow tree. Of course he knew all the secrets of the bush. At last he came to the gum-tree in which the children were hidden. He crept along till he reached a hollow that led from the trunk to the first fork of the tree, and down this hollow he went. As he came near the bottom of the hollow, he could see the little children's heads. Then he made up his mind to set them free, but first of all to throw a spell over the old woman and make her sleep.

So he said something in goanna words, and the old woman at once dropped down at the bottom of the tree in a deep sleep. The goanna lifted up one claw and said another charm, and at once a door in the tree flew open and the children marched out—and once again the door in the tree closed.

The children ran home as fast as their little legs could take them; and you may be sure their mothers never again left them in the care of a stranger, no matter how pleasing that stranger might be.

As the old woman slept, her form slowly changed into that of a magpie, so that when she woke she flew up through the opening by which the goanna had come down.

She built her nest in the tree; and ever since that time she has had no love for children, and that is the reason why she flies at them every time they come near the tree where she has built her nest.

Some of the blacks fancy that the echoes of the wailing of the lost children may still be heard among the gum-trees in the depths of the bush.

From Where Fairies Dwell
 , by J. T. Gilmour Wallace
 .
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About the Author
 .—The story is a myth told by the blacks to the piccaninnies. It owes its present form to Mrs. J. T. Gilmour Wallace, a Melbourne writer.


About the Story
 .—What do you learn from the story about the way the Australian blacks lived? What kinds of seeds are ground by the blacks for food? What kind do we
 grind? What are yams? Where were the children shut up? Have you ever heard a tree wailing or sighing? What do you think the sound is like?
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KOOKABURRA

When the dawn creeps grey to the glad new year,

And the South wakes up from its sleep,

My laughing song is the first you will hear

Wherever the South winds sweep.

 

No magpie, parrot, or cockatoo

Sings ever so early as I;

From morn till eve as the year runs through

I laugh as I live—or die.

 

Ho, ho! Ha, ha! with a glad refrain,

Which many mistake for scorn;

But who finds disdain in my joyous strain

Was never a poet born.

 

For I am Australia's genius,

And a message for all I bring—

As the months flit by, keep your head up high,

And laugh!

Laugh!

Laugh at everything!

—E. S. Emerson
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About the Author
 .—Ernest Sando Emerson
 was born at Ballarat, Victoria, in 1870, and was educated at the Faraday-street School, Carlton. After working as clerk and station book-keeper, he took to journalism and was for a time editor of The Sunday Chronicle
 in Perth and The Worker
 in Brisbane. His published works include A Shanty Entertainment, Santa Claus and a Sundial, and An Australian Bird Calendar
 (George Robertson and Co.).


About the Poem
 .—When does the kookaburra laugh? "Australia's genius" means the guiding spirit of Australia. What is the kookaburra's message?
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HOW MUSSELS WERE BROUGHT TO THE CREEKS

One day in the far past, a wurraywurraymul, or sea-gull, was flying over the Western plains carrying a mussel. Wahn the crow saw her, and, wondering what she carried, pursued her. In her fear at being overtaken she dropped the mussel.

Seeing it drop, Wahn stopped his pursuit and swooped down to see what this strange thing was. Standing beside it, with his head on one side, he peered at it. Then he gave it a peck. He rather liked the taste of it; he pecked again and again, until the fish in one side of the shell was finished. He did not notice that there was a fish in the other side too, so he took up the empty shell, as he thought, and threw it into the creek. There this mussel lived and had many children, all of them being as she was, one fish enclosed between two shells, not as the one wurraywurraymul had brought, which had two fish, one on each shell.

Not knowing that he had thrown a mother mussel into the creek, Wahn determined to pursue the wurraywurraymul and get more, or find out whence she had brought the one he had thought so good, that he might get some. Away he flew in the direction she had gone. He overtook her some miles up the creek beside a big water-hole. Before she saw him coming, he had swooped down upon her, crying, "Give me some more of that fish in two shells you brought."

"I have no more. Let me go."

"Tell me, then, where you got it, that I may get more for myself."

"They do not belong to your country. They live in one far away which I passed in my flight from the big salt water. Let me go." And she struggled to free herself, crying the strange, sad cry of her tribe.

But Wahn the crow held her tightly. "If you promise to go straight back to that country and bring some more, I shall release you. That you must promise; and also that, when I have finished those, you shall bring more, that I may never be without them again. If you do not promise, I'll kill you now."

"Let me go, and I shall do as you ask. I promise my tribe shall help me to bring mussels to your creeks."

"Go, then," said Wahn, "swiftly back, and bring to me on the banks of the creek the fish that hides itself between two shells." And he let her go, turning her head towards the south.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"They alighted a little higher up."


Away she flew. Days passed, and months, and yet the wurraywurraymul did not return, and Wahn was angry with himself for not having killed her rather than let her so deceive him.

He went one day to the creek for a drink, and, stooping, he saw before him a shell such as he had thrown into the water. Thinking it was the same, he took no notice, but going on along the creek he saw another and yet another. He cracked one by holding it in his beak and knocking it against the root of a tree on the bank. Then he ate the fish and, looking round for more, he found the mud along the margin of the creek was thick with them. Then, not knowing that the mussel-shell he had thrown away held a fish, he thought the sea-gull must have returned unseen by him, disappearing secretly lest he should hurt her.

Later he found that was not so, for one day he saw a flock of her tribe flying over where he was. They alighted a little higher up, where he saw some of them stick the mussels they were carrying in the mud just under the water. Having done so, on they flew a little farther to stick others, and so on up the creek. Having finished their work, they turned and flew back towards the seacoast. Wahn noticed that the mussels came out of the water, and, opening their shells, stretched out between them, and uttered a low, muffled, mew-like sound. Making their way along the mud, they cried as they went for the sea-gull to take them back to their own country. But their cries were unheeded, for far away were the seagulls.

At last they reached the mussels that had been born in the creek. These, being stronger and more numerous than the newcomers, soon altered their habits of life, teaching them to live as they did, with only one fish in the two joined-together shells; and so have all mussels been ever since. For though from time to time, on the rare visits of the sea-gulls to the back creeks, fresh mussels are brought, yet these, too, soon do as the others.

The blacks cook mussels in the hot ashes of their fires, and eat them with relish, saying, "If it had not been for Wahn, we should not have had this good food, for he it was who caused it to be given to us by the wurraywurraymul, the mussel-bringer."

From More Australian Legendary Tales
 , by Kate Langloh Parker
 .
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About the Author
 .—Mrs. K. Langloh Parker
 passed many years on a station in the Murrumbidgee region of New South Wales. She was interested in the folk stories told by the older blacks in the neighbourhood, and wrote them down. Afterwards she brought out a book called Australian Legendary Tales
 , published by David Nutt, of London, and illustrated with the pen-and-ink drawings of an aboriginal artist. This succeeded so well that she wrote another book, called More Australian Legendary Tales
 , and it is from this that the story of the mussels has been taken.


About the Story
 .—"Wurraywurraymul"—notice how the "wurray" is repeated. Children and savages are fond of this repetition—gee-gee, mamma, Yarra Yarra, Buln Buln, Bett-Bett. Think of others. What was "the big salt water?" Has a mussel-shell a fish
 inside it? Of what does the mussel make his shell? "Mungghee" is a tribal word for mussel.
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WHY THE CROW IS BLACK
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Ages ago, many of the beautiful birds and timid animals now living in the bush were men. One day a crow and a hawk hunted together in the bush. After travelling together for some time, they made up their minds to go different ways, and at the end of the day to meet again, and to share whatever game they had caught. The crow went west, and at midday he arrived at a big lagoon where wild ducks were often found. The crow hid in the tall green reeds on the edge of the lagoon and thought of a plan to catch the ducks.

First he got some soft white clay, then placed two pieces in his nostrils. He then took a long piece of hollow reed, through which he could breathe under water, and lastly around his waist tied a net bag in which to place the ducks.

The ducks, with their feathers glistening in the sun, were swimming among the reeds, and every now and then would dive down into the water for a tasty morsel hidden deep in the water weeds.

The crow placed the reed in his mouth, and without making any sound waded into the water. He sank down under the water, and a piece of dry reed through which the crow was breathing could be seen just above the surface of the water. He walked on until he reached the middle of the water-hole. He stayed perfectly still. He did not have to wait long for the ducks to swim above his head. Then, without making a sound, he seized one by the leg, pulled it under the water, killed it, and put it in the net bag. In a short time he had caught a number of ducks. He then left the lagoon and walked on until he came to a river. The crow was so pleased with catching the ducks that he made up his mind to spear some fish before he went back to the camp. He left the bag of ducks on the banks of the river, and taking his fish-spear he waded into the river until the water reached his waist. Then he stood very still, with the spear in his hand ready for throwing. A short distance away from where he was standing he saw a little ripple. His quick eye noticed a fish, and quickly he threw the spear, which struck a big fish. There were many fish about, and the crow speared quite a number of them.

He picked up his bag of ducks, and with his heavy load he turned his face towards home.

The hawk had no luck in his hunting. He went after a kangaroo for many miles, then lost it in thick hilly country. He then made up his mind to try for some fish in the river, but the crow had made the water muddy and had frightened the fish away, so he had no luck there.

At last he thought he would go back to the gunyah, and see if the crow had any food. He found that the crow had been there before him, and had prepared and eaten his evening meal. The crow had left nothing for him.

The hawk was angry, and said to the crow, "I see you have had a good hunt to-day. I walked many miles and could not catch even a lizard. I am tired and would be glad to have my share of the food, as we agreed this morning."

"You are too lazy," replied the crow. "You must have slept in the sun instead of hunting for food. Anyhow, I've eaten mine, and cannot give you any."

This made the hawk very angry, and he sprang at the crow. For a long time they struggled around the dying camp-fire, until the hawk seized the crow and rolled him in the black ashes. When the crow recovered from the fight, he found he could not wash the ashes off, and since that time the crows have always been black. The crow was also punished for hiding the food that he could not eat. He lives now on the bad flesh of animals.

—W. E. Thomas


 


About the Author
 .—W. E. Thomas
 is a Melbourne writer who collected stories about, the blacks.


About the Story
 .—It was and is the custom with many savage tribes to call the tribe after a certain animal or class of animals. This animal is the totem
 of the tribe, and is held sacred. The crow in the story used a hunting trick practised by the blacks. Why was the hawk angry? Describe a gunyah. Draw one. Tell the story as the hawk would tell it.
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THE LOST TRIBES
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Never again from the night, the



night that has taken,



Shall ever the tribes return



to tell us their tale;



They lie in a sleep, whence none



shall ever awaken



To make a shadow at noon or



follow the quail.


—Mary Gilmore


 


About the Author
 .—Dame Mary Gilmore
 was born in New South Wales in 1865. Her father was Mr. Donald Cameron. She became a teacher, and afterwards joined the New Australian colony in Paraguay, where she married William Gilmore. Returning to Australia, she became a contributor to various Australian magazines. Her published works, in prose and verse, include Marri'd and other Verses
 , A Cook Book, The Passionate Heart, Hound of the Road
 , and The Tilted Cart
 . The four lines given in this book are part of a longer poem.


About the Poem
 .—What tribes are meant in the poem? Why are they called the "lost" tribes?
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HOW THE SUN WAS MADE

For a long time there was no sun, only a moon and stars. That was before there were men on the earth, only birds and beasts, all of which were many sizes larger than they are now.

One day Dinewan the emu and Bralgah the native companion were on a large plain near the Murrumbidgee. There they were quarrelling and fighting. Bralgah in her rage rushed to the nest of Dinewan, and seized one of the huge eggs in it, which she threw with all her force up to the sky. There it broke on a heap of firewood, which burst into a flame as the yellow yolk spilt all over it, and the flame lit up the world below, to the astonishment of everything on it. They had been used only to the semi-darkness, and were dazzled by such brightness.

A good spirit who lived in the sky saw how bright and beautiful the earth looked when lit up by this blaze. He thought it would be a good thing to make a fire every day, which from that time he has done. All the night he and his spirit helpers collect wood, and heap it up. When the heap is nearly big enough they send out the morning star to warn those on earth that the fire will soon be lit.

They, however, found this warning was not enough, for those who slept did not see it. Then they thought they must have some noise made at dawn of day to herald the coming of the sun and waken the sleepers. But for a long time they could not decide who should do this.

At last one evening they heard the laughter of Gougourgahgah the kookaburra ringing through the air. "That is the noise we want," they said. Then they told Gougourgahgah that, as the morning star faded and the day dawned, he was every morning to laugh his loudest, that his laughter might awaken all sleepers before sunrise. If he would not agree to do this, then no more would they light the sun-fire, but let the earth be ever in twilight again.

But Gougourgahgah saved the light for the world, and agreed to laugh his loudest at every dawn of day. This he has done ever since, making the air ring with his loud cackling "gou-gour-gah-gah, gou-gour-gah-gah, gou-gour-gah-gah."

When the spirits first light the fire, it does not throw out much heat. But in the middle of the day, when the whole heap of firewood is in a blaze, the heat is fierce. After that it begins to die gradually away, until only the red coals are left at sunset, and they quickly die out, except a few the spirits cover up with clouds and save to light the heap of wood they get ready for the next day.

Children are not allowed to imitate the laughter of Gougourgahgah, lest he should hear them and cease his morning cry. If children do laugh as he does, an extra tooth grows above their eye-tooth, so that they carry a mark of their mockery in punishment for it; for well do the good spirits know that, if ever a time comes wherein the Gougourgahgahs cease laughing to herald the sun, then the time will have come when no more suns are seen in the land, and darkness will reign once more.

From More Australian Legendary Tales
 , by K. Langloh Parker
 .

 


About the Author
 .—See notes to "How Mussels were brought to the Creeks."


About the Story
 .—Is the sun really a blazing fire? Find out all you can about the matter. Why does the kookaburra laugh at dawn, according to the legend? What are the "red coals" at sunset? Why must black children not imitate the kookaburra? Write a composition about "The Sun."
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THE LYRE-BIRDS' CONCERT

The invitation, which was written with sap of the red-ink plant on the white side of a musk-leaf, said: "The Lyre-birds present their compliments to the children of Down Under, and will be glad to have them at a concert and dance at Flannel-tree Glade, Blue Range, on Thursday, at what o'clock.

"Directions—Take the red path through Cherry-tree Grove over Jack's Look-out, where they may look out for a while, and then across the stepping stones. Mind the stone that wobbles."

When the children reached the glade, the Kangaroo came over with a hop, skip, and a jump to meet them. "The artists are getting ready," he explained, "and they've asked me to take the chair on a log, because, though we kangaroos have long tails, we don't make long speeches. Those little red mounds of earth, which are all swept clear of dead twigs and fallen leaves, are their dancing places. You won't have long to wait. Just sit down and have a chat. Take that blackwood log."

"Do you mean the log wearing the green plush?" asked Ohmy.

"Don't be silly, Ohmy," whispered the Bush Boy. "That isn't plush; it's long moss and little wee ferns all mixed up together, and it grows always in the shade."

"Green seems to be very much worn up here," said the Town Girl. "The tree-ferns wear their green capes on one side only. It goes well with their brown costume, and those big frond hats. One doesn't really need a parasol with hats like that."

"But why do they call the log blackwood," asked Query, "when it's not black?"

"You might just as well call it that as anything else," remarked the Kangaroo. "If you cut the blackwood it's red wood. Perhaps that's why."

"It's like the blackberry," said the Bush Boy. "Mother used to say that when a blackberry was red it was green. They call blackwood dogwood sometimes."

"Oh, that's because of its bark," explained the Kangaroo, who seemed to have quite a lot of useful knowledge packed away in his pouch.

While they were still waiting for the concert, the mother Lyre-birds, who are always too busy to dance or sing, told about the dinner they had given a few days before, when the Babblers came up to take dancing lessons.

"To begin with, we had snails on the shell—black mountain snails, which are ever so much better than the garden snail for the table, and have a nice pinky taste."

"A pinky taste!" said Ohmy, curiously.

"Yes," explained the mother Lyre-bird. "They have a pinky colour, so they must have a pinky taste."

"The slug soup was very nice, too," went on Mrs. Lyre-bird, who was always glad of a chance to talk cookery and housekeeping while her husband was busy dancing and singing. "I flavour my slug soup with a sprig of wormwood. The third dish was baked land-crabs. We know their big water-nest down by the river bank, so we never go short."

"How do you cook your white wattle-grubs?" asked the Black Cockatoo, who always thought about wattle-grubs—big fat ones—when anyone talked of nice things to eat.

"I bake them on the mountain ash," explained Mother Lyre-bird. "It brings out that nice, nutty taste."

"I can hear some of them boring away now," remarked the Black Cockatoo, "in that tree just over your head;" and he cocked his head sideways to listen, and licked his beak with his round black tongue. "I'll do some bark stripping there to-morrow and send you over a beakful for lunch."

"Oh, thanks," said the hen Lyre-bird. "I often wish that I had a beak as large and hard and sharp as yours. It's so handy for grubbing, you know."

At the other end of the log, another hen Lyre-bird was chatting away with the Wombat, who had a funny way of grunting between words.
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Drawn by John Rowell

The Concert


"How is the new—umph—chick coming on?" he asked.

"Oh, very well indeed," said Mrs. Lyre-bird. "His pin-feathers are cutting through nicely, and his brown down baby coat is getting much too small for him."

"You ought to have his—umph—voice trained," suggested the Wombat. "He seems to be—umph—breaking it up now and bringing it out in—umph—pieces."

"He has his father's voice," said the hen Lyre-bird, "but takes after me in wattle-grubs. Have you noticed how many soft-shelled beetles are about this year—we had some in a stew yesterday."

"Here are the artists," broke in the Kangaroo; "and, if you can't be quite still, just be as still as you can. You may use one ear for conversation and keep the other for the concert. Our first number is "The Rose and Grey Ballet—by the Gay Galahs."

They came on in a flight, always changing colour. All their backs were grey and their breasts rose, so one moment it was all rose like the Aurora lights after sunset; then, as they wheeled on the wing, all grey like a cloudy sky; and it went on changing, first rose, then grey. And, underneath, a band of Native Companions, who wore grey, too, with little red rosettes on the side of their heads, kept leaping and ducking and hopping in such a funny way that it made all the children laugh, though they stopped laughing, of course, to cheer the Galahs.

"The next item," said the Kangaroo, "is an imitation of a crosscut saw, by Peter Lyre-bird." It was a very good imitation, too, but not so nice as the ballet, of course.

"And now," said the Kangaroo, "we shall see the Dell Dance by the Lyre-bird Troupe."

They glided into the glade, each with long tail spread like a fan over its back and head, and the two beautiful brown and grey feathers at either end looked like the ribs of a fan. Each ran to its own dancing mound, and circled and swung so lightly, so daintily, that they looked more like winged wood nymphs than real birds. And while they danced they sang—


Here we go round and round and round,

With not a sound on the camping ground.

We're always found on our dancing mound

On a Thursday after-morning.



"It should be Thursday afternoon," explained the Kangaroo; "but, when you write songs, you have to cut the lines into even lengths and afternoon was too short to fit."

Miss Flapper Lyre-bird was next with an imitation of a Boobook call, but she was nervous, and, besides, the Boobook was so far away that you could only hear the boo
 and not the book
 .

The children were almost as much pleased with the bird as with the note when the Coachwhip-bird gave his imitation of whip cracking, which was called the "Crack-a-jack" in the program. The Whip-bird likes to hide in the bushes, and is more often heard than seen, so that they were all glad of a good view of his greeny black coat, his big fan-tail, his fine crest, and his white collar. "Tu-tu-tu-whish" he called, and his mate after a little while answered "Tu-tue!" which in bird talk means "I'm here." But the best of all, perhaps, was the Mockery Melody by the Lyre-bird Choir. Every bird in the forest seemed to be singing together, louder than but just as sweetly as they always sing, and in between the singing part the Crow cawed, the Kookaburra laughed, the Coachwhip cracked, the Gang Gang creaked, the bark flapped, the axe chopped, and the saw cut.

"It's more than clever, it's wonderful," said the Town Boy, "the most wonderful thing in the world. I'm so glad we know them, so that we may come and hear them sometimes."

But the concert was over now, for the Kangaroo had put up a card with "Finis" written on it.

"That's a funny way to spell finish," said the Bush Boy, "but maybe he just let the h
 drop off the end and didn't miss it."

From At the End of the Moonpath
 , by Donald Macdonald
 .

 


About the Author
 .—See notes to "A Bird's Devotion."


About the Story
 .—How can you tell this story is not a black-fellow's legend? How does one get to Blue Range? What was the "green plush"? What do you learn about the habits of birds from this "fairy" story?
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THE GIFT OF SONG
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Once a Spirit of the hills,

Where the gum-trees glisten,

Met the lyre-birds at their play,

Stopped to look and listen.

For their pretty minuet,

With its airy graces,

Seemed to match the lights that dance

In such leafy places.

 

Then the kindly Spirit spoke,

Like a mountain mother,

"To the gift you now possess

I shall add another.

Every song and every sound

Heard by range or river,

You shall be its mocking bird,

Echoing for ever."

 

So the Spirit waved its wand,

Just as fairies do it,

And the gift of song was theirs,

Every dancer knew it.

If you doubt or disbelieve

By a single feather,

Come, and you may hear and see

Song and dance together.

From At the End of the Moonpath
 , by Donald Macdonald
 .

 


About the Author
 .—See preceding lesson.


About the Poem
 .—What gift did the Spirit of the Hills give to the lyre-birds? Why? Pronounce "minuet" as it is spelt, and not as min-u-ay
 .
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A NEW YEAR'S DAY ADVENTURE IN AUSTRALIA

During Christmas week some years ago, ten drovers set out to drive a big mob of cattle from a river in the far north of Australia to the last station on a railway line in the west of New South Wales.

The head drover took with him his only boy, named Willie. Willie's mother was dead, so his father did not like to leave the boy alone while he went on such a long trip. Willie was twelve years old, and rode on a little Timor pony. There are many of these ponies running wild over the plains in the north of Australia.
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Willie and his Father


All went well with Willie for the first few days of the journey. He loved to sit by the camp fire at night and listen to the tales the drovers told of their lives in the bush. The burning wood on the fire had a sweet smell, and the stars above in the sky looked very big and bright as Willie lay wrapped in his rug, staring up at them before he fell asleep.

New Year's Day came. Willie was tired of walking his horse behind the cattle, and went for a ride across the plain. When he rode away on his little pony, nobody saw him; but he was not afraid of getting lost.

When he had gone a few miles away from the cattle track, a young buffalo calf jumped up from a little hollow in front of him. It looked at Willie and the pony for a moment, and then ran away as fast as it could.

That was great fun for Willie, and he at once gave chase. The buffalo calf looked very clumsy, but it could run very fast. Willie's pony had as much as he could do to keep up with the little fellow.
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Willie Gave Chase.


After a run of about two miles the pony put his foot into a hole and fell. Willie was thrown on the grass about three or four yards in front, but he was not hurt. He was dazed, and did not get up for a few minutes. When he did wake up, he saw a big buffalo bull chasing his pony across the plain.

Willie watched the chase until both buffalo and pony were hidden by a line of trees. Then he felt very sad, for he knew he was a long way from his father and the other drovers, but he thought he would be able to find his way back.

He set out on his long walk, and went on bravely for some hours. He had nothing to eat, and was very glad when he came to a pool of water which was clear and fit to drink. After a short rest he went on his way once more, and kept on walking till the sun went down. By this time, he had reached the bank of a broad, deep river.
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Willie saw a Big Buffalo Bull chasing his Pony.


Willie began to be really frightened now. He saw no sign of cattle or drovers. It was plain that he was lost.

What was he to do? He made up his mind to stay for the night, and perhaps his father would find him in the morning.

Near the river there was a tree, which Willie found he could climb with ease. About ten feet from the ground it had two branches. On these he laid some stout sticks, and so made a platform. He sat upon this with his back against the tree for a long time.

As it grew late, Willie felt so sleepy that he began to fear that he would not be able to keep awake much longer. So he took from his pocket some strong cord, tied it round the trunk of the tree and his body, and lay down to sleep on his platform.
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Willie saw a Big Crocodile at the Foot of the Tree.


At daybreak he woke, stiff and cramped. He was about to get down to the ground when he chanced to look below. What was his fright to see, at the foot of the tree, a big crocodile coming up out of the river! It was not safe to get down from the tree, as the crocodile was watching him. He waited fully two hours, when all at once he saw two blackfellows coming on tiptoe towards the crocodile. They had spears and clubs, and when they were close to the crocodile they speared the brute, and so killed it.

These two blacks were very kind. They made signs to Willie to come down from his perch. They could not speak English well, but he soon made them see that he was lost, and that he wanted to find out where the drovers and the cattle were.

They led Willie along for about a mile, when they saw three horsemen galloping towards them. They were drovers, and one of them was Willie's father. They had been searching for the lost boy all through the night.
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Willie, the Blackfellows, and the Crocodile.


Willie was soon clasped in his father's arms, and taken in front of him on horseback to the camp.

The drovers treated the two blackfellows well. They gave them damper, tobacco, and meat, and a whole bullock besides.
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Willie's Father taking him to the Camp.


On the rest of the trip, Willie took good care to keep within sight of the cattle and the drovers, and ever since he is always glad to tell his mates about the time he spent up the tree on that New Year's night in Northern Australia.

 


About the Author
 .—The author's name is not known. The story appeared in The School Magazine
 , New South Wales.


About the Story
 .—Find in the map a river in the far north of Australia, and a railway town in the west of New South Wales. Trace the probable stock route from the river to the town. In what parts of Australia are wild cattle found? Are the rivers always "broad and deep" in the outback country? Where are crocodiles found? How is damper made? Do you know other instances of kindness on the part of the blacks? (Think of Burke and Wills.)
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THE BUSH

Give us, from dawn to dark,

Blue of Australian skies;

Let there be none to mark

Whither our pathway lies.

 

Give us, when noontide comes,

Rest in the woodland free,

Fragrant breath of the gums,

Cold, sweet scent of the sea.

 

Give us the wattle's gold,

And the dew-laden air,

And the loveliness bold

Loneliest landscapes wear.

 

These are the haunts we love,

Glad with enchanted hours,

Bright as the heavens above,

Fresh as the wild bush flowers.

—James Lister Cuthbertson


 


About the Author
 .—James Lister Cuthbertson
 was born in Scotland in 1851. He went to school there and afterwards to Oxford University, where he took his degree of Bachelor of Arts. He came to Australia and taught at the Geelong Grammar School from 1875 to 1896. He died in 1910. His Barwon Ballads and his Collected Poems have appeared in book form
 .


About the Poem
 .—What season is the poet writing about? Where is the pathway? Why can no one "mark" it? What are the joys of noontide? What beauties of sight and smell does he mention? What are "enchanted hours"?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into three sections. Each section speaks a verse and all join in the last verse.
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LOST IN THE BUSH


Pari
 I.

 

OUT thirty miles from Horsham is the Spring Hill Station; and back from the homestead, in a small, open spot among the mallee, stood in 1864 a shepherd's hut, built of slabs, with a clay floor and a bark roof—the home of the Duffs. The dreary view was broken only by the summit of Mount Arapiles and the Mitre Rock, some miles to the eastward.

Three children—Isaac, nine years old; Jane, seven and a half; and Frank, a toddler, not four—helped their mother, and filled in the long day as best they could, playing about the hut, for there was no school for them to attend.

Well, one day their mother called them and said, "Now, children, run away to the scrub and get me some broom to sweep the floor and make it nice for father when he comes home."

It was a fine day in August—spring was early that year—and the children, who had been to the scrub on the same errand before, liked going; so they set off merrily.

They had a fine time. Isaac amused himself by climbing trees and cutting down saplings with his tomahawk; he found a possum in a hollow in the trunk of a tree, and poked at the little creature with a stick, but without doing it much harm. Jane chased butterflies, picked flowers, and tried to catch the lizards that Frank wanted so much. When they felt hungry they all had, in addition to their lunch of bread and treacle, quite a feast of gum from a clump of wattle-trees.

In laughter and play the time passed pleasantly and quickly; and, when half a dozen kangaroos bounded away from them through the bush, their delight knew no bounds. But, by and by, Jane thought of going home; so they gathered each a bundle of broom for mother, and turned, as they thought, homewards.

After they had walked some distance, Isaac began to think that it was farther to the edge of the scrub than he had expected, so he urged his sister and little brother to go faster. In an hour or two the scrub grew thicker, and it looked strange to him. He thought that he might have taken a wrong turn, and started off in another direction, and then tried another, and another; but no remembered spot met his straining eyes.

Then deep dread seized them all. They stopped, and cooeed, and shouted—"Father!" "Mother!" but there was no answer—only the sad "caw! caw!" of a crow winging its homeward flight came to their ears.
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Drawn by Tom V. Carter

"They stopped and cooeed, and shouted."


On they pressed once more. Soon little Frank began to cry; and his sister said, "Don't cry, Frankie dear; don't cry. We'll soon be home, and you shall have a nice supper. Let me carry your broom, it's too heavy for you."

She took the bundle of tea-tree twigs; and for ward again they went with wildly beating hearts, sometimes stopping to cooee and look about; and then on, on till the sun set, and the bush, except for the dismal howl now and then of a dingo in the distance, grew gloomy and still.

Tired out and hungry, they huddled together at the foot of a big tree, and said the prayers their mother had taught them. Then they talked of home, wondering if father would be vexed, and if mother knew that they were lost. Frank soon cried himself to sleep; and his sister put some of the broom under his head for a pillow. Poor, dear little things! They little thought how glad mother would be to see them, even without their broom.

As the night went on it grew cold; and Jane, who was awake, took off her frock to wrap round her little brother, and crept close to him to keep him warm. For hours she lay listening to the cry of the curlew and the rush of the possum as it ran from tree to tree over the dead leaves and bark. At last she fell asleep, and slept till the loud, mocking "Ha, ha! ho, ho! hoo, hoo!" of the laughing-jackass roused her at dawn. What a waking it was! Tired and cold, hungry and thirsty, and lost.

 


Part
 II.

 

The mother had grown anxious as the day wore on and the children did not return; and so, late in the afternoon, she went into the scrub and cooeed for them till she was hoarse. As she got no answer, she became really alarmed, and at length hurried back to tell her husband, who she expected would return home from his work just before nightfall. He also searched through the scrub, and cooeed till long after dark, but in vain.

Before daybreak next morning they were up, and as soon as it was light enough were hurrying to tell their nearest neighbours what had happened and ask their help in the search. Before dinner-time a score of willing people—men and women—were scouring the scrub in various directions.

All that day, and the next, and the next, they searched, but found nothing; and the poor mother began to lose hope of ever seeing her darlings again. A messenger had been sent to a station some distance off to bring two or three blackfellows, who were employed there as boundary-riders.

The Australian blacks can find and follow a trail with wonderful skill. They have sharp eyes, and their training in searching for the tracks of the game they hunt causes them to note signs to guide them in places where a white man, even with good eyesight, sees nothing.

The children had been lost on Saturday; and the black trackers—a monarch, King Richard (better known as Dicky), and two subjects, Jerry and Fred—arrived on Wednesday. The three, taking positions some distance apart, began to look about for the trail of small footsteps. They had worked for some hours when a yell from Dicky brought them to his side. "What is it?" asked the father. "There! there!" exclaimed the black, with a broad smile, pointing to a faint mark of a little boot.

Forward now they went, with the father and some of his neighbours. Sometimes the blacks ran; sometimes they walked; and sometimes they had even to crawl. In rocky places they had to search carefully for traces, working from one point to another. Whenever this happened, it was a trying time for the poor father, as he felt that every minute's delay lessened the small chance there was of finding his children alive.

The blacks led on so many miles into the bush that the white men began to think their tracking was all a sham. At last, however, they stopped at the foot of a big gum-tree; and, pointing to three bundles of broom, Dicky said, "Him been sleep there, fus night."

The father was astonished to find that the children had travelled so far in a day, and much troubled at the thought of the long distance they might yet be from him; but he was comforted, too, for he felt that he could trust his guides.

There was no time to stop; but onward the party pressed still faster, till night came and put an end to their efforts for some hours, in spite of their wishes. How the father must have suffered through those hours, and how eagerly he must have watched for the first streaks of the coming dawn!

We can fancy how anxious the poor mother was, also, as day by day passed without any news of the finding of her children. Her fears slowly grew into the belief that they were dead; and her only hope was that their bodies would not be torn to pieces by dingoes or eaten by ants.

As Dicky was leading next day at a trot, he was seen to halt and begin looking around him. An anxious "What is the matter?" from the father caused only a sad shake of the head from Dicky; and two fingers held up showed too well what was in his mind. Making a sign to his mates to look about for the dead body, he cast himself on his hands and knees, to study the ground. A cry from him soon brought the party together. "Here three," he said, "here two. Big one carry little one"; and he went through the motions of one child taking another on its back.

When the next sleeping-place of the little wanderers was found, the blacks pointed out that the smallest had lain in the middle. "Him not get cold," they said.

Their third day's tramp had not been so long as the others had been; and the blacks said again and again, "Him plenty tired; not go much longer." The little tired feet could not get over the ground so quickly now.

Another camping-place was reached, and "Here yesterday!" exclaimed Dicky. On that fourth day's journey, the children had been passing through a patch of broom like that near their home; and the blacks, pointing to some broken twigs, showed that some branches had been broken off. Had they been gathered for a bed? No, there was no sign of that. Dicky turned to the father, and said, "Him t'ink it him near home." Yes; the children had supposed that they knew where they were when they reached that spot, and their first thought was of mother's broom. They were weary and starving; but they had been sent for the broom, and they would not go home without it.

"Him run now," said the blacks; "him t'ink it all right"; and they pointed to the signs of haste. But, alas, what a blow to their hopes! By and by a bundle of broom was found. It had been thrown away—a sure sign of despair. "Him been lose him. Him been sit down. Mine t'ink it him plenty cry." Thus ran Dicky's history of the event.

Another camping-place was passed; and the blacks became doubly earnest, and kept saying, "Him walk slow, slow, slow." Soon Dicky whispered, "Him close up." And then he stopped, and pointed before him in silence at something stretched on the ground.

"They must be dead," groaned the father, and rushed forward with drawn face and straining eyes. Though all were living, only one was able to greet him, and that was little Frank, who raised himself slightly, held out his feeble arms, and cried in a weak, husky voice, "Daddy, daddy, we cooeed for you, but you didn't come." Jane had wrapped her frock round her little brother whenever they lay down to rest; and she and Isaac had carried him for miles, so that he had not suffered so much as they had. All alive, but very near death! Think of it: eight days and eight nights in the bush without food to eat or water to drink!

When they were found, the blacks laughed and cried, and rolled on the ground for joy; and Dicky (we may well call him King Richard now), springing on a horse that belonged to one of the party, gave his last order, "Me tak gal home"; and Jane was handed up to him.

For some weeks the children were between life and death, but kind attention and loving care brought them back to health. The story of their suffering and heroism spread far and wide. Jane's motherly attention to her little brother has won for her a place among the world's noble girls.
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About the Author
 .—The main part of the story is taken from an account written by the Reverend B. W. Fairclough, and printed in a church magazine The Southern Cross
 . Some local details have been added by Mr. Beaumont T. Pearse, who was once a teacher in the Horsham school.


About the Story
 .—Where did the happenings told of in the story take place? Find the place on the map of Victoria. How did the children amuse themselves in the scrub? What frightened them the first night? What preparations did the searchers make? Why can blacks track better than white men? What signs were found? How long was it till the children were discovered? What do you think of Jane's conduct? Why? Do you know any other stories about brave girls?
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WHERE THE WATTLE BLOOMS

Oh, to be out in the wild, fresh breezes,

Borne on the breast of the wind away,

Wandering whither my fancy pleases:

Oh, to be out on the hills to-day!

 

Just to gather the sweet wild flowers,

Smiling up from the dewy grass;

To bury my face in the golden showers

Of wattles whispering as I pass!

 

Just to thrill with the bliss of being,

Singing my heart out in the sun,

Glad with the simple joy of seeing,

Free as the brooks that seaward run!

 

Oh, to roam where the sun is shining,

Down where the everlastings grow,

Up where the musk-leaves' silver lining

Gleams in the light of the golden glow;

 

Up where the peaks of the purple mountains

Stand like sentinels guarding all,

And the distant splash of the flowing fountains

Stirs my blood like a bugle-call.

 

There, I know, are the glad birds singing

Rippling carols of love and mirth;

There, I know, are the blue-bells ringing

Fairy music o'er the earth.

—Marion Miller Knowles
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Drawn by John Rowell

Out on the Hills


 


About the Author
 .—Mrs. Marion Miller Knowles
 , formerly Miss Marion Miller, was born in Gippsland, Victoria. She was for a time a teacher in State schools. She has written verse and prose for many newspapers and magazines, and also several books, of which the titles are Songs from the Hills, Country Sketches, Fronds from the Black Spur, Roses on the Window Sill
 , etc.


About the Poem
 .—Where and when does the wattle bloom? Name all the kinds of wattle you know. What flowers other than wattle-blossoms are mentioned in the poem? When are mountains purple? Why are they like sentinels? What are "flowing mountains"? What are "rippling carols"?
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A BRAVE AUSTRALIAN GIRL

THAT a girl could save between forty and fifty people from death by drowning seems hardly possible, and yet that is what Grace Bussell did. Her deed has gained for her the title of the Grace Darling of Australia.

Grace Bussell's parents were early settlers near Cape Leeuwin, in Western Australia; and Grace grew up on the farm, taking her share in most of the work that had to be done. She learned to ride well, for she had often to be on horseback. The farmhouse was a long distance from any town. No other farmhouse could even be seen from it.

It happened one day in September, 1876, that a vessel, the Georgette
 , was wrecked off the coast, about eight miles from Mr. Bussell's house. It had sprung a leak which let in water far more rapidly than it could be pumped out. The captain had done his best to reach a harbour, but was unable to do so. He had therefore run the vessel aground; but the sea became rough, and the waves began to wash over the deck and loosen the timbers.

The lifeboat which the vessel carried was lowered, but it leaked, and eight people who had ventured into it were drowned. The rest of the crew clung to parts of the ship. Though the shore was near, no one cared to try to swim to it, for the surf ran fiercely.

No house was in sight, but help was near, though they knew it not. Grace Bussell, attended by a black servant, was riding along at a short distance from the shore, looking for some cows that had strayed. She caught sight of the vessel in distress, and in a moment or two had turned her horse's head and was galloping towards it.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"She caught sight of the vessel in distress."


When she reached the sea, without pausing to think of the risk she was running, she rode her horse into the angry surf. The blackfellow followed her. Urging her horse with whip and voice, she kept on till she came almost to the side of the vessel.

With some difficulty a child was handed to her, and she placed it before her on the saddle. Then, with two or three people clinging to the saddle, she set out for the shore. She gained it in safety, and returned Grace and the faithful blackfellow went backwards and forwards for four hours, till all were safe on land.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"She set out for the shore."


Wet and tired as she was, she still had something more to do. The people whom she had saved from death were much in need of food, and ought to be provided with shelter before night came on. So Grace, without giving herself time to rest, rode home for help. By the time she had gone the eight miles, she was so worn out that she fainted, and it was fully half an hour before she could give an account of what had taken place.

As soon as she had done so, however, her sister got some food and a quantity of wraps together, and then started off in a buggy to the shipwrecked people. The next day they were all taken to Mr. Bussell's house.

Grace and her brave servant well deserved the Royal Humane Society's medal, which was presented to each of them on the 8th of January, 1878. Writing of the event, a Western Australian bishop said, "Strange to say, she and her family just think that all they did was the most natural thing in the world."

 


About the Author
 .—The author is not known. The tale appears, however, though not in the same words, in Stories of the Royal Humane Society
 , by Frank Mundell, published by the Sunday-school Union, London.


About the Story
 .—Find Cape Leeuwin on the map. Leeuwin is a Dutch word meaning "lioness." It was given its name by a Dutch explorer, whose ship was named the Leeuwin
 . Cape Leeuwin is a meeting place for currents, and the waves are often high there.
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OVER THE RANGE.
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"LITTLE bush maiden, wondering-eyed,

Playing alone in the creek-bed dry,

In the small green flat on every side

Walled in by the Moonbi Ranges high.

Tell us the tale of your lonely life

Mid the great grey forests that know no change."

"I never have left my home," she said.

"I have never been over the Moonbi Range."

 

"Father and mother are both long dead,

And I live with granny in yon wee place."

"Where are your father and mother?" we said.

She puzzled awhile with a thoughtful face;

Then a light came into the shy, brown eye,

And she smiled, for she thought the question strange

On a thing so certain—"When people die,

They go to the country over the range."

 

"And what is this country like, my lass?"

"There are blossoming trees and pretty flowers,

And shining creeks where the golden grass

Is fresh and sweet from the summer showers.

They never need work, nor want, nor weep;

No troubles can come their hearts to estrange;

So me summer night, I shall fall asleep,

And wake in the country over the range."
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Drawn by Elsie J. Mckissock

Granny's "yon wee place."


"Child, you are wise in your simple trust,

For the wisest man knows no more than you.

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust;

Our views by a range are bounded, too;

But we know that God hath this gift in store,

That, when we come to the final change,

We shall meet with our loved ones gone before

To the beautiful country over the range."

—A. B. Paterson


 


About the Author
 .—Andrew Barton Paterson
 , one of the most popular of Australian poets, was born at Narrambla, in New South Wales, in 1864. He was educated at the Sydney Grammar School. He became a lawyer, but was more interested in writing. He was a war correspondent in the Boer War, and later was editor of The Evening News
 (Sydney), and The Town and Country Journal
 . Poems contributed from time to time to The Bulletin, over the name of "The Banjo," made him famous. His bright, breezy verses have appeared in book form under the titles The Man from Snowy River and Other Verses, Rio Grande's Last Race and Other Verses, and Selected Poems
 . He edited also Old Bush Ballads
 , and wrote a novel, An Outback Marriage
 . The publishers are Angus and Robertson, Sydney.

 


About the Poem
 .—In what season is the creek-bed dry? What does the Range stand for? What unusual word does the little girl use? What tribes picture Heaven as a happy hunting-ground? "Their hearts to estrange" means "to make them unfriendly towards one another".
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SIMPSON AND HIS DONKEY

During the Great War many noble deeds of bravery were done. Here is an account of how a British soldier and his donkey saved many lives. Private Simpson went to the war with the first Australian soldiers and was among the first of our brave fellows to land at Anzac. He belonged to the Ambulance Corps whose duty it is to render first aid to the injured and bring them as quickly as possible out of danger.

Wherever the bullets rained the thickest, there Simpson was to be found bandaging the wounded or holding a refreshing flask of water to the parched lips of some dying soldier. For several weeks Simpson and his donkey "Murphy" were known to every Australian on the Peninsula.

It was on the second day after landing that the two met. About one hundred donkeys had been brought ashore to carry tins of water to the soldiers, and "Murphy" was among them. The animals did their work very well.

From the moment of their first meeting, Simpson and Murphy became fast friends, and were after wards always to be seen together. Every day they set out with a tin of water, and on their way back searched for some poor wounded comrade who might be lying on the ground, perhaps bleeding to death.

Sometimes they would succeed in bringing back fifteen soldiers in a day. On reaching the top, Simpson used to leave Murphy just under the brow of the hill, while he himself dashed forward, under heavy fire, to save the wounded. After giving first aid, Simpson, with the help of the donkey, took them to a place of safety.
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Drawn by Tom V. Carter

An Errand of Mercy


Day after day the two did their noble work. The animal seemed to know that he must tread carefully to avoid the bumps and jolts over a long and tiresome road. Had he not done so the journey would very likely have meant death to a badly injured soldier. Often a man would be lying wounded, perhaps with a broken leg, and no one else would know of it until Simpson found him or the donkey scented him out.

For some time this life-saving work went on, but one day the animal was struck by a bullet, and had to be left behind. Then Simpson and some of his comrades half dragged and half carried the poor beast back to the lines. A few days later, Murphy, although slightly lame, was again at his work and as keen as ever.
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Drawn by Tom V. Carter

"He was seen sniffing at a form lying quite still on the ground."


One day, however, he came down the gully carrying a wounded man on his back, but his master was not there. As soon as he had delivered his burden, he trotted back again up the gully. Not long afterwards he was seen sniffing at a form lying quite still on the ground. It was Simpson, who had been shot through the heart while returning slowly with a wounded comrade.

Thus died one of England's noblest sons, and deeply did the Anzacs mourn for him. Though his voice is now silent, he has left us an example that will never die, and the story of Simpson and his donkey will long be remembered among the bravest deeds of Anzac.

 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Story
 .—Find the Gallipoli Peninsula on the map of Europe. The Australian soldiers landed there on the 25th of April, 1915. "Ambulance Corps" (pronounced kor
 ), section of the army whose work is to look after the wounded on the battle-field and to get them to hospital.
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WHAT CAN A LITTLE CHAP DO?

What can a little chap do

For his country and for you?

What can a little chap do?

 

He can fight like a knight

For the truth and the right;

That's one good thing he can do.

 

He can shun all that's mean,

He can keep himself clean

Both within and without;

That's another good thing he can do.

 

His soul he can brace

Against everything base,

And the trace will be seen

All his life in his face;

That's a very fine thing he can do.

 

He can look to the light,

He can keep his thought white,

He can fight the great fight,

He can do with his might

What is good in God's sight;

These are excellent things he can do.

 

Though his years be but few,

He can march in the queue

Of the good and the great

Who battled with fate

And won through;

That's a wonderful thing he can do.

 

And, in each little thing,

He can follow the King;

Yes, in each smallest thing,

He can follow the King—

He can follow the Christ, the King.

—John Oxenham


 


About the Author
 .—John Oxenham
 is a modern English poet who wrote many verses at the time of the Great War. He wrote novels also. This poem is from Princess Mary's Gift Book
 , which was published for purposes of war relief.


About the Poem
 .—Who is "you" in the second line? How can one fight for the truth and the right? What things are mean and base? What is meant by "keep his thought white
 "? Mention some of "the good and the great who battled with fate."


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Let six pupils (or divisions of the class) speak one verse; then all join in the last verse, which should be spoken quietly.
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THE STORY OF GENERAL GORDON

In the war with the Russians, fought for the most part in the Crimean Peninsula in 1854, there was a young officer who won great praise because of his bravery; he seemed to have no fear of losing his life. His name was Charles George Gordon, and he was good as well as brave.

One day he was sitting on a stone in a trench, and the bullets were whistling around him. "Are you hurt?" asked his brother, who at some distance from him had noticed his cap move. Charles took off his cap. There was a bullet hole in it. "Those Russians are good shots," he said; "they are better than the French." He then put on his cap again.

A few years later some rebels rose up against the Emperor of China. The Chinese soldiers could not beat them, so the Emperor asked the British to lend him an officer. Charles Gordon was the one chosen.

As he was a strong, just man, who tried to do what was right, his troops soon learned to love him and to have faith in him. They were ready to follow him anywhere without fear. Many fierce fights took place, but he always won. He carried only a small cane, which his soldiers looked on as a wand of victory. With such a gallant leader they felt that they could never be beaten.

At last the rebels could fight no more; and then Gordon set out for England. When he was leaving, the Emperor wished him to accept some rich presents, but he would not take them. On his arrival in England, people wanted to make much of him; but he quietly said, "No, thanks," and set to work to learn more about a soldier's duties.

Gordon spent a great deal of time and money in helping homeless boys. He took many of them into his own house, where he taught them to read and write. He also gave them food and clothes, though he was not a rich man. When they were old enough, he found work for them. Many became sailors, but he did not lose sight of them. He used to mark the course of their vessels with pins, or little flags, on his map.

"Are those your victories marked with pins?" asked a visitor, pointing to a map of the world which hung on the wall in Gordon's study. Gordon turned to him with a beautiful smile, and answered, "Those pins are my kings, my boys whom I found in the gutter, my boys who are out in the world. Each pin has a name, and moves as its namesake moves. That's the way I keep in touch with my kings."

His next work was full of danger. He was sent to govern a country to the south of Egypt, where the people were always fighting. Gordon ruled well and wisely, and stayed there till all was quiet. Some years later, however, there was fresh trouble. A fierce chief rose up, and tried to make himself king.

The ruler of Egypt thought it best for his soldiers to leave the country. Gordon was sent out to help them, and he reached Khartoum, the chief town, safely; but the rebels would not let him take the troops away.

Months passed, and soldiers were sent from England to aid him. They fought several battles on the way; but, when they reached the town, they were too late. The rebels had broken in, and Gordon had been slain. He might have saved his life by leaving his soldiers, but he would not do that.

The people throughout the whole British Empire were very sorry when they heard of his death. In honour of the "Hero of Khartoum," they gave large sums of money to build homes for friendless boys. These homes (of which there is one in Melbourne) bear his name, and the boys in them are called Gordon Boys.

 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Story
 .—In what places did Gordon serve? Find them on a map of the world. What was greater in him than bravery in battle? There is a statue of General Gordon in Spring-street, Melbourne.
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COLUMBUS AND HIS GREAT DISCOVERY


"Brave Admiral, say but one good word;



What shall we do when hope is gone?"



The words leaped as a leaping sword:



"Sail on! sail on! and on!"



Joaquin Miller
 .

 

Far, far away across the sea lies the sunny land of Italy, with its grey olive-trees, its fruitful vineyards, and, more precious than all, its darkeyed boys and girls. And in that fair country, nearly five hundred years ago, a hero was born.

Now, when a king's son is born, bells are rung, thanksgiving hymns are sung, flags float proudly over the city, and the roaring of cannon proclaims the good tidings. But when Christopher Columbus was born there was no such rejoicing. The tiny baby boy came to the simple cottage of a working man of Genoa (jěn'-o-ah
 ), and nobody knew that a hero's life had just begun.

You must know, of course, that one does not become a hero all at once. This boy had much to learn. He had need of a strong body; so he had much playing to do, like other boys, in the open air, and much work as well, which made his muscles strong. He learned, as you do, to read and write; but he read and wrote the language of Italy.

And then he had to learn about ships, for the time was to come when he would command ships. He needed to know about the sea, for his great work would lead him across the wide ocean. He should know about men, for the time would come when he must direct men and they must obey. And, most of all, he had to learn to be very brave and patient if he would do a hero's work for the world. How do you think he learned this lesson?

As you know, Genoa is built by the sea; and I can imagine the young Christopher playing by the water, running over the ships, climbing the masts, helping the sailors, listening to the captain, and learning all the while. At last he went to sea; and I have read that he once saved the lives of a captain and all his crew by his bravery in a great storm.

And now I shall tell you a queer thing. Most people who lived in the time of Columbus thought that the earth was flat like a plate.

"Of course it is," said they; "we can see it with our eyes."

"I have heard a man say that it was round," said a boy; but the older people cried, "He is silly! We have always known that the earth is flat. If it were round, we should of course fall off."

Columbus had heard what the people said; but he had studied and thought much about the matter, and he was one of those who believed that the earth was round.

I must tell you another strange thing. The people who lived in Europe did not know that there were such countries as Australia and America in the world. Because they thought the earth was flat, they believed they would fall off if they came to the edge.

There was another reason, too, why they dared not go far from land; they feared to lose their way, for the compass was known only to a few. But by the time Columbus had grown to be a man it was in more general use.

In the time of Columbus people used to travel by land many weary miles to reach India, in order to bring back jewels, spices, curious shawls, and other costly things.

Columbus said to himself: "I know that the earth is round. People have travelled east to go to India. It is a long journey. By sailing west, I feel sure, I shall reach India by a shorter way."

But nobody believed him. It was very hard to get money enough to go, and Columbus spent weary years, walking from place to place, trying to make people believe as he did; still, he was patient and brave.

At last Isabella, Queen of Spain, an able ruler, provided him with three ships, and ordered men to sail with him to find a shorter way to India.

What a glad day it was for Columbus when he saw his three ships in the harbour!

The sun shone brightly, flags floated, bells rang, and the people cheered when the ships sailed out of the harbour. The heart of Columbus swelled with joy. He felt sure that he was beginning a wonderful journey.

Day after day passed. The little ships were alone on a wide sea. No land was in sight. The sailors became afraid, and begged Columbus to turn back.

"Why are we here on this fool's errand?" they cried. "We do not believe your foolish stories about a round earth. We shall come to the end and fall off, or else be buried in this unknown sea." They met in secret, and planned to throw Columbus overboard and to turn their ships toward home.

But Columbus was not afraid. He talked with his men until they were quiet and promised to sail on for three days more. One day passed; no land in sight. A second day; still no land. On the third morning there came toward the ship, floating upon the water, a branch with red berries. Hope rose in the fearful hearts of the crew. Before night they heard the welcome cry, "Land! Land! Land!"

What shouts rang through the air! What joy filled the breast of the brave Columbus! He and his men went in boats to the land; and, kneeling upon the shore, Columbus took possession of the new-found country in the name of his queen, Isabella. This was in the year 1492.

A strange company of men crowded around Columbus and his sailors. They had copper-coloured skins and straight, black hair. They had never seen white men before, and they thought the ships were great birds. Columbus called the people Indians, because he thought he had reached an island near India. But we know that he found a new world.

After a few months, Columbus went back to Spain, his ships laden with curious treasures. He carried some Indians with him to show what he had found.

Then the people said, "Ah, the great Columbus was right, after all!" They sang his praises everywhere.

Did the boy who sat on the wharf at Genoa, gazing over the blue sea, dream that boys and girls would tell the story of his life hundreds of years afterwards in many lands which were yet to be discovered?
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Drawn by R. C. Fricke

The Landing of Columbus.


 


About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known.


About the Story
 .—Look up Italy on the map. Now find Genoa. Who was born there? How many hundred years ago? Why was he easily able to learn about the sea and ships? What makes some people think the earth is flat? What makes you think it is round? Why were the sailors afraid on the Atlantic Ocean? Why was Columbus not afraid? Suppose you are Columbus, then write or tell a short account of the voyage. Suppose you are an Indian, then write or tell an account of the coming of the white men.
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THE WRECK OF THE "HESPERUS"

It was the schooner Hesperus


That sailed the wintry sea;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter

To bear him company.

 

Blue were her eyes as the fairy flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom was white as the hawthorn buds

That ope in the month of May.

 

The skipper, he stood beside the helm,

His pipe was in his mouth;

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow

The smoke now west, now south.

 

Then up and spake an old sailor,

Had sailed the Spanish Main:

"I pray thee, put into yonder port,

For I fear a hurricane.

 

"Last night, the moon had a golden ring,

And, to-night, no moon we see!"

The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe,

And a scornful laugh laughed he.

 

Colder and louder blew the wind,

A gale from the north-east;

The snow fell hissing in the brine,

And the billows frothed like yeast.

 

Down came the storm, and smote amain

The vessel in its strength;

She shuddered and paused, like a frightened steed,

Then leaped her cable's length.

 

"Come hither! come hither! my little daughter,

And do not tremble so;

For I can weather the roughest gale

That ever wind did blow."

 

He wrapped her warm in his seaman's coat

Against the stinging blast;

He cut a rope from a broken spar,

And bound her to the mast.

 

"O father! I hear the church-bells ring;

Oh say what may it be?"

"'Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!—"

And he steered for the open sea.

 

"O father! I hear the sound of guns;

Oh say what may it be?"

"So me ship in distress that cannot live

In such an angry sea."

 

"O father! I see a gleaming light;

Oh say what may it be?"

But the father answered never a word—

A frozen corpse was he,

 

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,

With his face turned to the skies.

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow

On his fixed and glassy eyes.

 

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed

That savèd she might be;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the waves

On the Lake of Galilee.

 

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,

Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept

Towards the reef of Norman's Woe.

 

And ever, the fitful gusts between,

A sound came from the land;

It was the sound of the trampling surf

On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.

 

The breakers were right beneath her bows,

She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

Like icicles from her deck.

 

She struck where the white and fleecy waves

Looked soft as carded wool,

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side

Like the horns of an angry bull.

 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,

With the masts, went by the board:

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank.

Ho! ho! the breakers roared.

 

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

A fisherman stood aghast

To see the form of a maiden fair

Lashed close to a drifting mast.

 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast,

The salt tears in her eyes;

And he saw her hair, like the brown seaweed,

On the billows fall and rise.

 

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus
 ,

In the midnight and the snow;

Christ save us all from a death like this,

On the reef of Norman's Woe!

—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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About the Author
 .—Henry Wadsworth Longffllow
 (1807—1882) was born in the State of Maine, U.S.A., and educated at Bowdoin College. He was very good at languages, and was sent for three years to France, Spain, Italy, and Germany. After his return he became Professor of Modern Languages and Literature at Harvard College, Boston. He wrote many very simple and beautiful poems, and is an especial favourite with children. Among the longer ones are Hiawatha, Evangeline, The Courtship of Miles Standish, The Golden Legend, Tales of a Wayside Inn
 .


About the Lesson
 .—Who are the people in the poem? Find verses that describe each. What signs gave warning of the coming storm? What were the girl's three questions?
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THE BULLOCK DRAY

Horns outspread and heads bent low,

Two and two the bullocks go;

Black and brown, and white and red,

Heads bent low and horns outspread;

Red and white, and brown and black,

Curving up the rugged track;

[image: ]



Draw by Allan T. Bernaldo

"Through the scented bush they swing."


Plodding, patient, steady, slow,

Two and two the bullocks go.

 

Fresh and early is the day;

Roughly jolts the empty dray;

While the driver strolls along,

Whistling, humming scraps of song.

Through the scented bush they swing;

Gum-trees tower, and tree-ferns spring;

Bending boughs against them sway;

Sturdily they make their way

Towards its heart, where, tall and grand,

Giant splitting-trees do stand.

 

Now the morning's wide awake,

Sounds of work the silence break—

Tap of mallet, knife-wrench fleet,

Palings drop like swift-reaped wheat

Heavy thud of falling axe,

Fresh-cut timber piled in stacks.

Horns outspread and heads bent low,

Two and two the bullocks go.

 

Level glows the setting sun;

Working day is nearly done;

Down the winding homeward road

Come the bullocks with their load,

Palings piled upon the dray;

Patiently they plod their way,

Steady step, and powerful swing,

Wheels behind them lumbering.

 

Redder burns the evening glow;

Long and dusk the shadows grow;

Night and rest are coming soon;

Out of twilight sails the moon.

Red and white, and brown and black,

Curving down the rugged track;

Two and two the bullocks go,

Horns outspread: and heads bent low.

—Veronica Mason


 


About the Author
 .—Veronica Mason
 is a Tasmanian poetess, now living in England. A charming little book of her verses, entitled I Heard a Child Singing
 , was published by Elkin Mathews, London.


About the Poem
 .—Why are bullocks yoked two and two? Why not three and three, or four and four? Why is the track rugged? What scents are in the bush? Explain "tap of mallet, knife-wrench fleet." What kinds of trees yield palings? Does the swing of the poem suit the swing of the team? What words suggest slow progress?


Suggestion s for Verse-speaking
 .—This poem can be divided into several speaking parts—the bullocks, the bush, the workmen, and evening.

Verse 1, spoken by the "bullocks" arranged in pairs, each pair speaking two lines or, if there are only two pairs of "bullocks" available, all four can speak the first and last pairs of lines and divide the second and third pairs.

Verse 2, spoken by the "bush."

Verse 3, first six lines spoken by the "workmen", last two lines by the "bullocks."

Verses 4 and 5, first four lines spoken by "evening", last four lines by the bullocks.

The "bullocks" can keep moving in time with the beat of their lines—two steps to each line.
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BLACK DIAMOND

She was a little black mare, black all over, with just a splutter of white hair in the middle of her forehead. She had a black mane, a black tail, and black hoofs; but, because of the white splash on her brow, they called her Diamond.

She lived in Wales, and her master was a corn merchant. She pulled his yellow cart with red wheels through green lanes and over mountain roads, carrying sacks of barley-meal from the mill to the shop, and sacks of corn from the shop to the farmers' houses. A great many people knew Diamond, and children in the neighbourhood very often played at being Diamond. They would run about with their heads bent down to their chests and their shoulders pressed forward, pulling at the toy reins which the driver held very tightly, while he said, "Whoa, Diamond; steady, Diamond"; and then they would stand still, pretending that they were waiting while the cart was being filled, and would toss their heads up and down, just like Diamond.

But one cold, bitter winter day, poor Diamond slipped on some ice as she came rattling downhill, and fell with a great sickening thud on the road. The beautiful harness, with its red and white head-band and its shining brass, split like string; the shafts snapped like firewood; the driver was pitched on his head and lay unconscious on the road; poor Diamond, with her knees bleeding and her beautiful soft nose all scratched and dabbled with grit and blood, rolled and kicked and groaned on the hard road, while one of the broken shafts pressed its jagged edges into her heaving flank.

There was nothing for it but to put Diamond out to grass.

"She shall have a foal and live light for a couple of years," said the corn merchant. And Diamond was turned out to grass.

She had lived in this way for two or three months, when her master and a stranger entered the field one day. They had a good look at her, stroked her, felt her legs, ran their hands over her sides, examined her feet, and then walked slowly away, talking money.

Diamond wondered what was going to happen. She was not long kept waiting. The very next day the two returned, a bridle was pushed over her ears, a rope was fastened to it, and she was led out of the field. A cart was waiting in the road. The strange man got in this cart, and took the rope in his hand.

"She's a good mare," said Diamond's master, "and I'm sorry to lose her."

"She'll serve my purpose all right," said the other; and off went the cart with Diamond trotting behind.

They came presently to black and ugly country, with railway trucks and engines clanking over lines that stood up from the ground like furrows in a field, and then Diamond saw, in the open air, immense chimneys, and wheels with belting attached to them spinning round and round, and wooden huts, and piles of black coal and great banks of stones, and men, with faces like niggers and clothes like chimney-sweeps, going constantly to and fro.

She was taken to what looked like a wooden shed, and there the man in the cart was joined by three or four others, who looked her over, stroked her, and pulled her ears. The men with black faces looked at her as they passed, and one of them called out: "Take your last look at the sun, old girl!" Some of the others laughed; some looked sad, and passed on without speaking.

A bandage was tied over the eyes of Diamond. She could see only a dim and obscure light through this heavy covering. Some one patted her. "Come on, old lady," said a voice. She was led forward. She went nervously, feeling her way. Some one was patting her side; the man who was leading her stroked her neck. Suddenly her feet struck on wood, instead of the ground, and she started to one side. "Steady, old girl, steady!" said two or three voices. The hand on the bridle pulled steadily forward. Diamond went on a step or two, sniffing and trembling, her flesh twitching with nervousness. "Whoa, then," said the voices. And she stood still.

She heard a heavy door shut behind her, and jumped to one side, crouching down with her hind-quarters, her tail pressed between her legs. The man holding her bridle spoke to her and stroked her. Then he called out: "All right. Let her go."

There was a pause; then the noise of a chain sounded, and Diamond felt herself falling through the earth. Down and down she went, and in her fear she plunged to this side and that side, blowing great clouds of steam through her trembling nostrils, while a thick sweat broke out from her heaving flanks.

"It's all right, Diamond," said the voice of the man; and his hand pressed quietly over her neck and under her muzzle. When the bandage was taken off Diamond's eyes, she found herself in a perfectly black world, which was without grass or sky. She could see nothing. She could scarcely breathe. Then, as her eyes got used to this underworld, she saw that the place was a black tunnel, with walls, roof, and floor, and that in the distance alight was shining from a lamp.

She was led forward, and soon the light of many lamps fell on her, and she saw men moving, and heard the sound of voices. Some one came forward, took the rope from the man who had brought her down, and led her away.

Diamond felt less frightened when she saw another horse pulling a truck full of coal through one of the tunnels. She felt almost quite safe when she came to a stable where there were three other horses. The stalls were clean. There was plenty of straw about. The horses were well groomed and looked fat. They neighed a welcome to Diamond, and Diamond answered them.

She was given a handful of corn, but she was afraid of the manger and would not eat. The man brought some hay for her rack, but she started away from it. Then the man said: "Diamond, my dear lady, a man and a horse can get used to anything. You'll get as used to eating food underground as above ground; see if you don't." He began to pass a hay-wisp over her, and, while he did so, he said: "Now, just you listen to me, my pretty. I'm called William—that's the name you'll have to call if you want anything; just you say 'William', and I'll be round in a second; my name's William, and I've been here a matter of seven and thirty years, and I never yet handled a horse that didn't get to love me. You've got to love me. I'm going to change your name to begin with, and call you Black Diamond, because you'll be dealing in black diamonds for the rest of your days.

"Now it's a bit stuffy down here, I admit; and the dark tries the eyes, and you can't help missing the birds, and the trees, and the grass, and the skies, and the rivers, and the sight of children. But we can't all have the best of things. Some must live in palaces, and others in coal mines. Some must sail ships across the sea, and others must look after poor men in prisons. Some must go fighting, and others must sell woollen stockings. If everybody had everything, there'd soon be nothing for anybody. And, come to think of it, my lass, you're a deal better off down here with old William than you would be pulling a cab through the streets of London, or standing for an hour at a time in the rain outside Cardiff Station.

"Now isn't that true? Come, taste these oats out of my hand, and see how good they are. You and I are going to be friends; we have to be friends, Black Diamond. So let's begin at once, and enjoy ourselves."

Black Diamond learned that the love of the miner does make up, in some measure, for the loss of sunlight and heaven's sweet air. She grew to love her friend William. She pulled the coal trucks through the black mine, and scarcely noticed that she was going gradually, gradually blind. William brought her apples and carrots in his coat-pocket, and the other miners made a pet of her, and she was soon a favourite with the other horses in the stall. "A pit's a poor place to live in," reflected Black Diamond; "but it's wonderful what a little love will do."

She worked grandly. She ate heartily. She slept soundly. But she was going gradually, gradually blind.

Then her foal was born, and the miners called it Little Diamond, and Black Diamond grew very happy, telling this black baby all about the wonderful world above the coal-mine. She had just sufficient sight to see her baby, and she would lick it for hours, with her poor fading eyes full of great tears.

"I like hearing your stories," said Little Diamond; "but, of course, I don't believe they're true. They are only fairy stories, aren't they?"

It is so difficult, when one is born in the dark, and lives in the dark, to believe that just a little way above there is a world bathed in sunshine and light.

And, years afterwards, even Black Diamond herself came to think that the green earth, where she had spent so many delightful days, must be only a dream.

From The Children's Encyclopedia.


 


About the Author
 .—The editor of The Children's Encyclopedia
 is Arthur Mee
 , an Englishman. The author of this particular story is not known.


About the Lesson
 .—What name do we give to a white splash on a horse's brow? When a horse breaks its knees, what is done to it? Are there pit-ponies in Australia? What made things seem better to Black Diamond? Why did she go blind?
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RIDDLE-ME-REE

IN THE SCUTTLE.

Black are we, but much admired;

Men dig for us till they are tired;

We tire the horse, but comfort man.

Read me this riddle if you can.

 


About the Author
 .—Not known.


About the Lesson
 .—Where is coal found? What kinds of coal are there in Australia? What were they once?
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MODEREEN RUE

(The Little Red Rogue—The Fox.
 )

 

Och, Modereen Rue, you little red rover!

By the glint of the moon you stole out of your cover,

And now there is never an egg to be got,

Nor a handsome fat chicken to put in the pot.

Och, Modereen Rue!

 

With your nose to the earth and your ear on the listen,

You slunk through the stubble with frost-drops a-glisten,

With my lovely fat drake in your teeth as you went,

That your red roguish children should breakfast content. Och, Modereen Rue!

 

Och, Modereen Rue, hear the horn for a warning

They are looking for red roguish foxes this morning;

But let them come my way, you little red rogue,

'Tis I will betray you to huntsman and dog.

Och, Modereen Rue!

 

The little red rogue, he's the colour of bracken.

O'er mountains, o'er valleys, his pace will not slacken.

Tantara! tantara! he is off now, and, faith!

'Tis a race' twixt the little red rogue and his death.

Och, Modereen Rue!

 

Och, Modereen Rue, I've no cause to be grieving

For little red rogues with their tricks and their thieving.

The hounds they give tongue, and the quarry's in sight,

The hens on the roost may sleep easy to-night.

Och, Modereen Rue!

 

But my blessing be on him! He made the hounds follow

Through the woods, through the dales, over hill, over hollow,

It was Modereen Rue led them fast, led them far,

From the glint of the morning till eve's silver star.

Och, Modereen Rue!

 

And he saved his red brush for his own future wearing;

He slipped into a drain, and he left the hounds swearing.

Good luck, my fine fellow, and long may you show

Such a clean pair of heels to the hounds as they go.

Och, Modereen Rue!

 


Katharine Tynan Hinkson
 .

 


About the Author
 .—Mrs. Kathleen Tynan Hinkson
 , novelist and verse-writer, was born in Ireland.


About the Poem
 .—The "een" in Modereen means little
 , and the "Rue" means red
 . What then would "Moder" mean? Mention girls' names ending in "een." Why does the fox hunt at night? What are frost-drops? How do people hunt the fox? When is bracken red? How did Modereen Rue escape? If the fox was a little red thief, what made the writer glad he got away? Tell any other story you know about a fox.
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THE SEASONS

With the happy birds' returning

Comes the merry spring;

September showers, and sweetest flowers,

Other joys they bring.

Babbling brooks repeat the chorus

That the glad birds sing;

White the showers from trees in blossom;

Bright and happy spring.

 

With a fragrant blush of roses

Summer comes along;

From the fields of golden treasure

Sounds the reapers' song.

Over field and wood and meadow,

What a merry throng!

Children seeking sweet wild berries

Join the birds' glad song.

 

Winds are chill, and flowers are dying,

Birds forsake the nest;

Yet the autumn's royal treasure

Richest is, and best—

Nuts and fruits and trees in splendour;

Autumn time is blest;

Now the year shall yield her bounties,

Happy time of rest.

 

O'er the hills and woods and meadows,

Pure and white the snow;

Skates and sleds and joyous laughter,

Happy faces glow;

Sleigh bells sound a merry tinkling

As the sledges go;

What a jolly time is winter

With its frost and snow!

 

Sowing, reaping, gathering harvests,

Stormy blasts so drear;

Spring, and summer, autumn, winter,

Make the perfect year.

When, through bright or stormy weather,

Hearts are full of cheer,

Glad and happy is each season

Of the golden year.

[image: ]



About the Author
 .—The name of the author is not known. Was it a man or was it a woman who wrote the story? What makes you think so?


About the Poem
 .—What are the things that the writer says come with spring? What come with summer? What kinds of berries are found then? What are the things that come with autumn? Is the stanza about winter a good picture of winter in Australia? Which season do you like best? Why? Now write a verse about your favourite season.
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A BIRD'S DEVOTION

A pair of black-and-white fantails, which we know better as wagtails, built their nest upon the branch of a willow-tree.

Most country boys and girls know the wagtail and its beautiful nest. It is a little black bird with a white breast and a tail that is never still for an instant. You see it sometimes on the backs of sheep and cattle, or playing round about them as they graze, and chattering all the time. Its nest is a perfect cup, made of twigs stuck together by cobweb, and warmly lined in the same way. They like to build their nests upon a bough over-hanging the water, and if you go near it they chatter more than ever.

These two wagtails built their nest upon the willow-tree, and very soon there were four eggs in the nest—cream-coloured eggs, with a grey rim around them. Three little ones were hatched, and the parents were very happy hunting about to get insects for them.

But one day, while the little wagtails were yet mere babies, half-covered with down, and snuggling up together in the nest to keep warm, it began to rain. The flood-waters came down, and the pool under the willow-tree rose higher until the water soaked through the bottom of the wagtails' nest, and the little ones, unused to that strange chill, crawled about the nest and clung to the sides of it; but the rain went on, and the water rose higher.

The poor little mother fluttered about her home that was so fast disappearing under the yellow waters. In despair she settled down upon it, and spread her wings above her brood; but of what use were those frail wings to stop the rising flood? Soon, only the mother's head was left above the water; the wet wings fluttered, and tried to keep back the flood. Perhaps, close to her brave little heart, she could still feel the last struggles of her drowning babes! She could not save them, but she could die with them.

With the last sight of the green willows and the blue sky and all the things that birds love telling her to save herself and still be with them, she clutched the nest more firmly, put her wet breast down to her dead brood, and so died with them; and the last sign was a little pearly bubble of air that rose through the turbid water—the passing spirit of a bird.

When the water went down, there were still the sodden nest, the drowned bird-mother, and her little ones. Their tiny heads were raised to her; the mother's wings were still spread over them; her tiny claws, with a grip that the fear of death could not loosen, still clung to the side of the nest; but the sun that dried them could not warm them again to life.

There may be hundreds of such instances of a bird's devotion that we never see or hear of, but if there were only this one, both you and I know well that the mother wagtail did not give her life in vain; for not a boy or girl who reads this story will ever again harm a wagtail or its nest. I am sure of that.

—Donald Macdonald


 


About the Author
 .—Donald Macdonald
 (1857—1932) was born in Fitzroy, Victoria, of Highland ancestry and was one of Australia's best-known newspaper writers. For many years he was on the staff of The Argus
 , Melbourne. He wrote articles on all subjects, but in later years specialized in nature-study. Mr. Macdonald was a war correspondent at the time of the Boer War.


About the Story
 .—Tell what you have seen and noted of wagtails. What other examples of mother-love have you seen or have you heard of?
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AUSTRALIA FAIR

Australia fair, I love thee,

The dear land of my birth;

To me thou art the sweetest,

The brightest spot on earth.

I love the leafy gullies

Where palm and fern-tree hide,

The tall gum-trees that clamber

On many a steep hill-side.

I love the ferny pathways

Where wattle blossoms fall,

While, in the dreamy distance,

The bell-bird rings his call.

Dear southern land, Australia,

Wherever I may roam,

My heart will turn for ever

To thee, my native home.

—Maybanke Anderson


 


About the Author
 .—Maybanke Anderson
 , wife of a university professor in Sydney, wrote many songs for children. The stanzas quoted are part of a longer poem.


About the Poem
 .—Why is Australia the sweetest and brightest spot to the writer? Would an English writer, an American writer, an Eskimo writer give similar praise to this country? Where do you find palm gullies? Fern-tree gullies? Tall gum-trees? How many kinds of bell-bird do you know? Imitate their notes. How the last word explains everything!
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PIONEERS

We are the old-world people,

Ours were the hearts to dare;

But our youth is spent, and our backs are bent,

And the snow is on our hair.

 

Back in the early fifties,

Dim through the mists of years,

By the bush-grown strand of a wild, strange land

We entered—the Pioneers.

[image: ]


Our axes rang in the woodlands

Where the gaudy bush-birds flew,

And we turned the loam of our new-found home

Where the eucalyptus grew.

 

Housed in the rough log shanty,

Camped in the leaking tent,

From sea to view of the mountains blue,

Where the eager fossickers went,

 

We wrought with a will unceasing,

We moulded, and fashioned, and planned,

And we fought with the black, and we blazed the track,

That ye might inherit the land.

 

Here are your shops and churches,

Your cities of stucco and smoke;

And the swift trains fly where the wild cat's cry

O'er the sad bush silence broke.

 

Take now the fruit of our labour,

Nourish and guard it with care,

For our youth is spent, and our backs are bent,

And the snow is on our hair.

—Frank Hudson


 


Author
 .—Frank Hudson
 was a little-known Australian writer.


General Notes
 .—A pioneer was originally a foot soldier; in military use it denotes one of an engineering corps sent forward to remove obstructions, form roads, etc. What does it mean here? What was happening in Australia in the early fifties? What are fossickers? Were there many fights with the blacks? What is stucco? What is the fruit of the labour of the early pioneers? How can we nourish and guard it? Find out the names of the pioneers of your district.
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AN ADVENTURE WITH THE BLACKS

When Jim Crow made friends with us, we used to allow a few of the friendly natives to stay about, as they always informed us of the movements of the mob. In this way we obtained an idea of the best time to journey out for food supplies.

Hearing that the coast was clear to get away, we decided to go for some goods that had been sent as far as Charlotte Plains, on the Loddon River, a journey of about 150 miles—not an easy under taking. Leaving the rest of the party to protect the homestead, my father and I started off. I was only nine years old at the time, but had been brought up to fear nothing.

With six bullocks and a light dray we made good progress, as it was summer-time. Nothing of any importance happened till we had returned, with the supplies on board, as far as the Four Post Station (Glenorchy) about thirty miles from home. Before our arrival, the blacks had stolen about two hundred sheep, taking them in the direction we were to travel the next day.

As there was such a big tribe, the shepherds were afraid to follow, and allowed them to take the sheep away without a fight. Word had been sent to the homestead asking for a party to follow them, but no one arrived while we were there. We decided to push on and risk what might happen.

We had travelled fourteen or fifteen miles when we saw the smoke of the blacks' camp about a quarter of a mile off. We were now in a forest of box timber, and the reader can imagine the wildness of the scene—no settlements, no help from anywhere should we need it, nothing but a wild bush track, with the blue sky above, and the screeching of parrots to break the stillness as they flew from tree to tree, and hundreds of native fires not far off to warn us of the danger ahead. We did not stop, nor did we even speak, thinking that, if we went on very quietly, the blacks might not notice us, as they had such a feast of mutton to take up their attention.

Alas! our hopes were vain; for, to our dismay, we heard bloodthirsty yells from hundreds of voices across the river, and knew that we had been seen. We waved to the blacks, trying to make them understand that we did not want them; and you may imagine we tried to make our meaning very clear, seeing that our lives were hanging in the balance.

They consulted together, and you will understand that those seconds were not happy ones for the man and boy who stood awaiting their decision. After long years, I can see again the whole scene before me, and feel the dread which crept around my heart as I watched those natives swim across the river with their spears and waddies in their hands.

We decided to go on quietly, pretending not to notice their movements, until they had formed a circle round us and we were hemmed in on all sides. I implored my father not to shoot, as I knew only too well that, had he done so, they would have speared us to death.

Having made up his mind on what seemed to be the best course to follow, he laid the gun on the top of the dray; and the blacks, who were in the act of throwing their spears, at once put them down and walked up to us. Here we were, surrounded by a circle of about two hundred savage faces, and unable to move for fear our action might be misunderstood. The bullocks in the dray were so frightened that the chains and yokes rattled on them.

One blackfellow pulled off a bag of sugar, and the mob began to eat it. Another, with wild, glaring eyes and fiendish expression, walked up to my father and seized him by a sleeve of his coat, at the same time digging his great fingers almost into the flesh, and raising his waddy as though to strike him on the head.

I was terrified; but as if by magic the king, Jim Crow, whom I have mentioned before, called out, "Melligig white man; melligig white man," which meant that the white man had been very good. At his words, the blackfellow let go his hold, and we both shook hands with Jim Crow. We made him understand that, if they only let us alone, we would kill a bullock at the station for them.

We had a pound or two of tobacco with us, which the shepherds of the Four Post Station had given us to take to a friend of theirs at North Brighton. This we gave to Jim Crow, who put the remainder of the sugar on the dray, and told us to go on. We showed as friendly and as bold a face as possible, and did as we were told.

The tribe sat down and began to eat the sugar, while we departed as quietly as possible; but as soon as we were out of sight we raced for our lives. Once out on the plain, we could see the blacks doing their best to catch up to us. We were about fourteen miles from the home station, and never shall I forget that race for life.

When the bullocks showed signs of slackening their speed, we urged the poor brutes on as best we could. A run for life along a good metalled road of to-day would be no laughing matter, but what it was then, through the wild bush, only one who has experienced it can know.

We raced for seven miles, and crossed the Yarriambiac Creek, now called Longerenong, and had a straight run to the station. Our speed was too much for the tribe, although a dozen or so of the younger ones held on till we came in sight of home.

We arrived at North Brighton without further adventures, and found all well, no blacks having been seen at the station during our absence. Every one was delighted and thankful to see us back, and to get the food supplies, especially the tea and sugar, which were thought great luxuries.

 


Author
 .—The passage is taken from the diary of Mr. Samuel Carter
 , whose father was an early settler in the Wimmera, which was then (in the early forties) a part of the Port Phillip district of New South Wales. The events described took place near Longerenong (see atlas).


General Notes
 .—Jim Crow was the king of the tribe. "North Brighton" was the name of Mr. Carter's selection near Longerenong. Were the blacks fairly treated by early settlers in general? Recall instances of their kindness to lost explorers.




Lesson
 3


WOOD

I love the smell of drying wood,

Its fragrance is so clean and good.

I think of little kitchens warm,

Their windows battened from the storm;

And safe wee homes against the snow,

With cheerful firesides aglow.

I think of drift-wood clean and high,

Piled up in little rows to dry;

The smell of cedar on the air,

By shining beaches warm and bare;

Strange drift-wood of a hundred lands,

Picked up by little children's hands.

I think of tables gladly spread

With flaky loaves of home-made bread,

Of golden honey in a pot,

And steaming suppers rich and hot,

With lamplight yellow as the sun,

And happiness when day is done.

I think of sprouted wheat and soil,

Of wide brown fields where horses toil,

Of pastures green with quiet trees,

And little children on their knees.

Life's common things are sweet and good,

Like drifting smoke and drying wood.

—Edna Jaques


 


Author
 .—Edna Jaques
 . No information about the author is available. Can you learn anything about her from her poem?


General Notes
 .—Make a brief list of all the things thought of by the writer. Notice the picture in each stanza. Draw the one you like best. Can you see how one picture leads on to the next? How is each connected with wood?

Choose a smell you like (the smell of gum-trees, of soup-in-the-pot, and so on), and then make a list of the pictures that come into your mind during the next two or three minutes.




Lesson
 4


AT THE FLOODED CREEK

It happened that they crossed a creek one afternoon. Stan laughed at the word "creek." It was just a wider depression of soft sand, twisting across the almost level plain, fringed in places with gnarled old gum-trees. Dick explained that in Central Australia the word "creek" is applied to any bed where water would flow if it ever rained hard enough.

"It's just the natural drainage-channel, that's all," he said. "You'd think it could rain steadily for a year on this sandy soil without any of it running off, wouldn't you?"

Stan agreed. The country was so hungry-looking that he wondered how cattle could possibly live there.

"You'd be amazed at its fertility," went on Dick. "Say we had a good solid thunder-storm here to-day. In a week you'd see a carpet of green all over the plain. The seeds are there all right; they're just waiting for a chance to germinate.

"And the curious thing about these creeks, which amuse you so much, is that they sometimes flow a banker through country where no rain has fallen. They are often of enormous length, and good rains in, say, Queensland might cause such a creek as we crossed this afternoon to flow full for a week. Then it might easily be dry for a whole year. A couple of days before you joined us, a blackfellow from the north told me that rain was expected over the Gulf of Carpentaria country, so you might have the bad luck to see something of the kind before we reach Narrawing."

"Bad luck, did you say?" asked Stan in surprise.

"Yes. Bad luck. It would be the best of good luck to have a few inches of quiet rain on this country, but a flooded creek is no good to us, and it's a terrible job getting cattle over."

Dick proved to be correct. That night, just after the cattle-watches were arranged and the men had settled down for the night, a strange blackfellow stole up to the fire and stood on the other side, respectfully waiting till the white men should tell him he could deliver his message. Dick evidently knew the man.

"You, Larry?" he asked. "You come longa Dundoonda, eh?"

"Yah. Me come longa Dundoonda aw-right." The man grinned like a child, pleased at being recognized by a white man.

"What name?" (What do you want?) asked Dick, handing the black a stick of tobacco.

"Big mob water come down longa Dry Creek," said the native.

"It's just what I feared," Dick explained to Stan. "Dry Creek is only a few miles ahead, and it lies across our track to Narrawing. We're late as it is, or I'd wait till the flood went by. You good fella," he turned to the native. "Me give you plenty tucker." He carried out his promise immediately, and the blackfellow backed away into the darkness, well pleased with his reward.

Next morning, instead of moving the cattle off camp in the first grey light of dawn, Dick and Stan rode ahead to investigate Dry Creek, leaving orders to shepherd the cattle quietly in whatever feed could be found.

Before long they saw a line of dark green meandering across the plain. Stan was used to these widely-separated belts of trees by now, and from the distance there was nothing to indicate that this was anything but a depression of dry sand. The plains on each side of it certainly looked as if they had not received a drop of rain for months. As they topped a little sand-hill, they saw what to Stan was a most amazing sight; a silver ribbon stretched across the sun-drenched plain. To the north and south of it was lost in the mirage of the horizon.

It was water!

Having gazed for sometime on this wonderful spectacle, they rode down to look at it more closely. Instead of abed of soft sand, Dry Creek was a slowly-moving mass of water about a hundred yards across. Debris of all kinds was carried along by the current, and not a few dead cattle and horses turned over and over, bloated and foul with the journey of several hundred miles. Dick pointed out one animal in particular; it was a huge old bull, and on its nearside rump the brand K 7 Q was clearly seen.

"That's Kirolee Station in Northern Queensland," said Dick. "Goodness knows how far across the continent that dead beast has been carried."

Giant creek-gums, whose roots went deep through the sand to hidden water perhaps a hundred feet below the surface, now boldly stemmed the current, and the gnarled lower branches of more than one of them tossed in the water and caught and held an increasing accumulation of rubbish.

The ford was clearly defined by a well-worn track down each bank, for this crossing was used by many thousand head of cattle and horses moving east and west every year.

"How deep is it in the middle?" asked Stan.

Dick knew the place well. "See that branch just dipping in the water?" he said, pointing to a particularly old gum which leaned far over the stream. "That's about six feet from the bottom."

"Then they'll have to swim?"

"You can bet your life they'll have to swim. It's a ticklish job, I can tell you. These cattle are not used to flooded creeks. Most of them have never seen moving water."

"Then why not wait?"
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Drawn by Allan T. Berlando

"The horses were rushed at full gallop towards the water."


"We might be held up for a week, perhaps two. It's impossible to tell. Once I was camped for a whole month waiting for a flood to subside. I'm anxious to get these cattle off my hands. Besides, there's poor old Mike's death to report."

Dick rode his horse down the bank. When it came to the water, the animal drew back on its haunches, snorting with alarm. Dick was too good a horseman to urge it unduly; he let it stand awhile and then coaxed it forward. About ten yards from the water's edge, he suddenly drew rein.

"This is where they'll start to swim," he shouted. "I reckon it's not more than seventy yards to the next foothold."

They rode back to camp and got the working horses together, saddled them with packs, and drove them forward to Dry Creek, telling the boys to bring the cattle along very quietly in the same direction.

When the pack-horses got to the creek they were unsaddled, and a raft was made out of a camp-sheet and four empty canteens. A blackfellow then swam across with a rope and dragged the raft over. One or two such trips were sufficient to land all the gear safely on the other side. The horses themselves were bunched about a quarter of a mile from the creek and rushed at full gallop towards the water. Dick was in the lead, bareback, while Stan and a blackfellow urged the mob on with much shouting and cracking of whips.

Dick's horse took the water bravely. As soon as the current swept it off its feet, Dick slipped off its back and caught hold of its tail. The animal swam splendidly and soon touched ground on the other side.

Most of the horses followed and gained the opposite bank safely, though one or two of them were washed down the creek for some distance. But two pack-horses, old stubborn things that had never seen running water before, refused to go in more than knee-deep. They stood there, with legs braced back, snorting with fear, in spite of Stan's shouting and the black boy's cunningly wielded stock-whip.

There was no alternative to dragging them over. A bowline was made in the rope, and the first horse was lassoed. The black boy then swam out with the end of the rope and passed it round a tree and brought it back again. Stan and the boy pulled with all their might. The horse was dragged by sheer force into the water. When it was once afloat, it swam as easily as the others and knew instinctively what to do. It saw its mates on the opposite bank, and made straight for them. The other horse needed no urging now. Being left alone, it gave a whinny of alarm and plunged after its companion, and soon all the working horses were safely hobbled on the far side of Dry Creek.

All hands now turned to attend to the cattle. Dick had intended cutting them up into lots of a couple of hundred each and putting them over in this way, but he found them much nearer the creek than he expected, for they had smelt the water and were quickening their pace. So he strung them out into a long line and let them go ahead at a lumbering trot.

The leading bullock came to the water's edge, saw the horses on the opposite bank, and bellowed at the intervening current. Dick gave the animal no time to consider, but flicked it with a well-directed lash. It turned up the bank of the creek. Stan met it with his whip. It was between two fires of stock-whips. Behind it was the weight of a thousand cattle urging it on; in front was the flooded creek. It waded gingerly into the water. Other cattle pressed on and the stockmen were hard-set to keep them from breaking up or down the bank. It was a matter of utmost importance that the first twenty or thirty cattle should go over without mishap; the rest would follow easily.

The leading bullock swam straight and strong, its nose and horns above water, its tail straight out behind. It was more than half-way across, when a floating log bumped against it and, to the men's dismay, the bullock turned down stream. Something which cattlemen fear more than anything was about to happen; a ring in a flooded creek.

The bullock lifted its head and bellowed. The cattle crowding on the bank answered it, and it headed straight back towards them. At all costs this must be stopped, for the other cattle had followed close on their leader and were also turning back, the current mixing them up in a very dangerous manner. Dick slipped from his horse, plunged into the water, swam a few strokes, and gained a tree which was standing farthest out in the flood. His lithe, athletic form was seen to full advantage as he scrambled up the tree and climbed out on an overhanging bough. He stood there, balancing himself above the sluggish water, shouting vehemently and waving branches to try to turn the cattle. In vain. The cattle were facing back and were turning in on the advancing mob. A whirlpool of swimming cattle was below him, packing tighter and tighter together and being washed down by the current into a maze of trees just below the ford. Once there, nothing could save them from being drowned.

Suddenly, the bough on which Dick stood cracked. Most trees in Central Australia are decayed at the heart, for long spells of drought will not support the growth which is urged on by infrequent floods. Stan shouted a warning. Dick was too excited to hear. At all costs he must break the ring of cattle.

Then, without a moment's warning, the bough broke. It was as thick as a man's waist and came down directly from the huge trunk, carrying a load of lesser branches. It crashed right in the middle of the ringing cattle. A more terrible predicament can scarcely be imagined.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

"Dick gained a tree in the flood."


He sank with the boughs and rose again, freeing himself with a huge effort from his entanglement. Self-preservation was now his only thought. Seeing a pair of wide-spreading horns dangerously near him, he seized them to protect himself from their gleaming points. The bullock sank, but Dick kept his grip. All round him was a tightly-wedged mass of swimming cattle, and he dared not let go his hold. The animal came to the surface again. It was directly under the drover. Dick found himself astride the bullock's neck.

With a bellow, which the water turned into a bubbling roar, the terrified beast headed for the shore, trying in vain to dislodge its rider. Dick clung for his life. It was his only chance. Gleaming horns and bloodshot eyes surrounded him, and he pressed his knees into the loose hide of the bullock. Without realizing it, he pressed in his spurs also, and this added to the panic of his unwilling steed.

By a stroke of fortune, the beast headed for the shore where the horses were standing. Its struggles put it in the lead. Others followed. It gained a footing and scrambled up in the shallow water. Dick slipped off and ran for his life towards the horses. He sprang on one of them, ready for any emergency, but a tornado of whip-cracking and shouts assured him that the worst was over. His bullock had lumbered on to dry ground, too exhausted to trouble about Dick for the time being. The rest of the mob were following, and soon the thousand cattle were stringing out across the creek. The ring had been broken and the situation was saved.

A count was taken later in the day, and it was found that only three cattle were missing. Search was made along the banks down stream; two were found drowned, but the third had evidently been caught and held by some submerged debris as the current swirled it along. The brands of the dead cattle were cut out and put in the packs to show that the animals had died and had not been sold.


Conrad Sayce
 , in The Valley of a Thousand Deaths


 


Author
 .—Conrad Sayce
 (see "An Adventure with a Snake").


General Notes
 .—Where is the scene laid? List the characters and describe them. Find a map of Central Australia, and notice the chief physical features. Read an account in a good Australian geography of this little-known region. Draw on the blackboard a plan of the flooded creek, showing the position of the horses, the mob of cattle, and the tree. Now draw a line showing the course taken by the cattle in crossing the creek.




Lesson
 5


THE BALLAD OF THE DROVER

Across the stony ridges,

Across the rolling plain,

Young Harry Dale the drover

Comes riding home again.

And well his stock-horse bears him,

And light of heart is he,

And stoutly his old pack-horse

Is trotting by his knee.

 

Up Queensland way with cattle

He travelled regions vast;

And many months have vanished

Since home-folk saw him last.

He hums a song of some one

He hopes to marry soon;

And hobble-chains and camp-ware

Keep jingling to the tune.

 

Beyond the hazy dado,

Against the lower skies

And yon blue line of ranges,

The homestead station lies.

And thitherward the drover

Jogs through the lazy noon,

While hobble-chains and camp-ware

Are jingling to a tune.

 

An hour has filled the heavens

With storm clouds inky black;

At times the lightning trickles

Around the drover's track;

But Harry pushes onward,

His horses' strength he tries,

In hope to reach the river

Before the flood shall rise.

 

The thunder from above him

Goes rolling o'er the plain;

And down on thirsty pastures

In torrents falls the rain.

And every creek and gully

Sends forth its little flood,

Till the river runs a banker,

All stained with yellow mud.

 

Now Harry speaks to Rover,

The best dog on the plains,

And to his hardy horses,

And strokes their shaggy manes:—

"We've breasted bigger rivers

When floods were at their height,

Nor shall this gutter stop us

From getting home to-night!"

 

The thunder growls a warning,

The ghastly lightnings gleam,

As the drover turns his horses

To swim the fatal stream.

But, oh! the flood runs stronger

Than e'er it ran before;

The saddle-horse is failing,

And only half-way o'er!

 

When flashes next the lightning,

The flood's grey breast is blank,

And a cattle dog and pack-horse

Are struggling up the bank.

But in the lonely homestead

The girl will wait in vain—

He'll never pass the stations

In charge of stock again.

 

The faithful dog a moment

Sits panting on the bank,

And then swims through the current

To where his master sank.

And round and round in circles

He fights with failing strength,

Till, borne down by the waters,

The old dog sinks at length.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

Riding Home


Across the flooded lowlands

And slopes of sodden loam,

The pack-horse struggles onward

To take dumb tidings home;

And mud-stained, wet, and weary,

Through ranges dark goes he;

While hobble-chains and tin-ware

Are sounding eerily.

 

The floods are in the ocean,

The stream is clear again,

And now a verdant carpet

Is stretched across the plain.

But some one's eyes are saddened,

And some one's heart still bleeds

In sorrow for the drover

Who sleeps among the reeds.

—Henry Lawson


 


Author
 .—Henry Lawson
 (see "The Drover's Wife").


General Notes
 .—All dangerous adventures in out-back Australia do not end so happily as Dick's crossing of the flooded creek. Here is the other side of the picture. The poem starts happily—pick out some of the happy lines. Find lines in the second last stanza that give a different feeling. What word in the poem gives the first warning of the fate of the drover?
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Lesson
 6


THE DROVER'S WIFE


On the fronliers of the nation live the women of the west
 .


George Essex Evans
 .

 

The two-roomed house is built of round timber, slabs, and stringy-bark, and floored with split slabs. A big, bark kitchen standing at one end is larger than the house itself, veranda included.

Bush all round—bush with no horizon, for the country is flat. No ranges in the distance. The bush consists of stunted, rotten, native apple-trees. No undergrowth. Nothing to relieve the eye save the darker green of a few sheoaks which are sighing above the narrow, almost waterless, creek. Nineteen miles to the nearest house.

The drover, an ex-squatter, is away with sheep. His wife and children are left here alone.

Four ragged, dried-up-looking children are playing about the house. Suddenly, one of them yells, "Snake! Mother, here's a snake!"

The gaunt, sun-browned bushwoman dashes from the kitchen, snatches her baby from the ground, holds it on her left hip, and reaches for a stick.

"Where is it?"

"Here! Gone into the wood-heap!" yells the eldest boy—a sharp-faced, excited urchin of eleven. "Stop there, mother! I'll have him. Stand back! I'll have him!"

"Tommy, come here, or you'll be bitten. Come here at once when I tell you!"

The youngster comes reluctantly, carrying a stick bigger than himself. Then he yells triumphantly, "There it goes—under the house!" and darts away with club uplifted. At the same time, the big, black, yellow-eyed dog-of-all-breeds, who has shown the wildest interest in the proceedings, breaks his chain, and rushes after the snake. He is a moment late, however, and his nose reaches the crack in the slabs just as the end of its tail disappears. Almost at the same moment, the boy's club comes down and skins the aforesaid nose. Alligator takes small notice of this, and proceeds to undermine the building; but he is subdued, after a struggle, and chained up. They cannot afford to lose him.

The drover's wife makes the children stand together near the dog-house while she watches for the snake. She gets two small dishes of milk, and sets them down near the wall to tempt it to come out; but an hour goes by, and it does not show itself.

It is near sunset, and a thunder-storm is coming. The children must be brought inside. She will not take them into the house, for she knows the snake is there, and may, at any moment, come up through the cracks in the rough, slab floor; so she carries several armfuls of firewood into the kitchen, and then takes the children there. The kitchen has no floor, or, rather, an earthen one—called a "ground floor" in this part of the bush. There is a large, roughly-made table in the centre of the place. She brings the children in, and makes them get on this table. They are two boys and two girls—mere babies. She gives them some supper, and then, before it gets dark, she goes into the house and snatches up some pillows and bed-clothes—expecting to see or lay her hand on the snake at any minute. She makes a bed on the kitchen table for the children, and sits down beside it to watch all night.

She has an eye on the corner and a green sapling club laid in readiness on the dresser by her side; also her sewing basket and a copy of The Young Ladies' Journal
 . She has brought the dog into the room.

Tommy turns in under protest, but says he'll lie awake all night and smash that snake; he has his club with him under the bed-clothes.

Near midnight. The children are all asleep, and she sits there still, sewing and reading by turns. From time to time she glances round the floor and wall-plate, and whenever she hears a noise she reaches for the stick. The thunderstorm comes on, and the wind, rushing through the cracks in the slab wall, threatens to blow out her candle. She places it on a sheltered part of the dresser, and fixes up a newspaper to protect it. At every flash of lightning, the cracks between the slabs gleam like polished silver. The thunder rolls, and the rain comes down in torrents.

Alligator lies at full length on the floor, with his eyes turned towards the partition. She knows, by this, that the snake is there. There are large cracks in that wall, opening under the floor of the dwelling-house.

She is not a coward, but recent events have shattered her nerves. A little son of her brother-in-law was lately bitten by a snake, and died. Besides, she has not heard from her husband for six months, and is anxious about him.

He was a drover, and started squatting here when they were married. The drought ruined him. He had to sacrifice the remnant of his flock and go droving again. He intends to move his family into the nearest town when he comes back; and in the meantime his brother, who lives along the main road, comes over about once a month with provisions. The wife has still a couple of cows, one horse, and a few sheep. The brother-in-law kills one of the latter occasionally, gives her what she needs of it, and takes the rest in return for other provisions.

It must be near one or two o'clock. The fire is burning low. Alligator lies with his head resting on his paws, and watches the wall. He is not a very beautiful dog to look at, and the light shows numerous old wounds where the hair will not grow. He is afraid of nothing on the face of the earth or under it. He will tackle a bullock as readily as he will tackle a flea. He hates all other dogs—except kangaroo-dogs—and has a marked dislike to friends or relations of the family. They seldom call, however. He sometimes makes friends with strangers. He hates snakes, and has killed many, but he will be bitten some day and die; most snake-dogs end that way.

Now and then the bushwoman lays down her work and watches, and listens, and thinks. She has few pleasures to think of as she sits here alone by the fire, on guard against a snake. All days are much the same to her; but on Sunday afternoons she dresses herself, tidies the children, smartens-up baby, and goes for a lonely walk along the bush-track, pushing an old perambulator in front of her. She does this every Sunday. She takes as much care to make herself and the children look smart as she would if she were going to "do the block" in the city. There is nothing to see, however, and not a soul to meet. You might walk for twenty miles along this track without being able to fix a point in your mind, unless you are a bushman.

It must be near daylight now. The room is very close and hot because of the fire. Alligator still watches the wall from time to time. Suddenly he becomes greatly interested; he draws himself a few inches nearer the partition, and a thrill runs through his body. The hair on the back of his neck begins to bristle, and the battle-light is in his yellow eyes. She knows what this means, and lays her hand on the stick. The lower end of one of the partition slabs has a large crack on both sides. An evil pair of small, bright, bead-like eyes glisten at one of these holes. The snake—a black one—comes slowly out, about a foot, and moves its head up and down. The dog lies still, and the woman sits as one fascinated.

The snake comes out a foot farther. She lifts her stick, and the reptile, as though suddenly aware of danger, sticks his head in through the crack on the other side of the slab, and hurries to get his tail round after him. Alligator springs, and his jaws come together with a snap. He misses this time, for his nose is large and the snake's body close down in the angle formed by the slabs and the floor. He snaps again as the tail comes round. He has the snake now, and tugs it out eighteen inches. Thud, thud, comes the woman's club on the ground. Alligator pulls again. Thud, thud. Alligator pulls some more. He has the snake out now—a black brute, five feet long. The head rises to dart about, but the dog has the enemy close to the neck. He is a big, heavy dog, but quick as a terrier. The eldest boy wakes up, seizes his stick, and tries to get out of bed; but his mother forces him back with a grip of iron. Thud, thud—the snake's back is broken in several places. Thud, thud—its head is crushed, and Alligator's nose skinned again.

She lifts the mangled reptile on the point of her stick, carries it to the fire, and throws it in; then piles on the wood, and watches the snake burn. The boy and the dog watch too. She lays her hand on the dog's head, and all the fierce, angry light dies out of his yellow eyes. The younger children are quieted, and presently go to sleep. The boy stands for a moment in his shirt, watching the fire. Presently he looks up to her, sees the tears in her eyes, and, throwing his arms round her neck, exclaims: "Mother, I'll never go droving."

And she hugs him to her breast, and kisses him; and they sit thus together while the sickly daylight breaks over the bush.

—Henry Lawson


 


Author
 .—Henry Lawson
 (1867—1922), perhaps the best-known Australian writer, was born in New South Wales. He worked with his father, who was a farmer and contractor, and he afterwards roamed from town to town as a house-painter, often on foot, over many parts of Australia. Among his prose works are While the Billy Boils, On the Track and Over the Slip-rail
 (short sketches), Joe Wilson and His Mates, The Children of the Bush
 . Among his poems, perhaps the best known are In the Days When the World was Wide; When I was King; For Australia; My Army, Oh, My Army; and Faces in the Street
 .


General Notes
 .—Where is the scene laid? Draw a plan of the house. What is the season? Who are the characters? This is a sombre story, with little relief. Is it a true picture of bush loneliness? Discuss this, and think of some of the joys of a bush life.




Lesson
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THE WITCH'S SONG

[image: ]


"Hoity-toity! Hop-o'-my-thumb!

Tweedledee and Tweedledum!

All hobgoblins come to me,

Over the mountains, over the sea;

Come in a hurry, come in a crowd,

Flying, chattering, shrieking loud;

I and my broomstick fidget and call—

Come, hobgoblins, we want you all!

 

"I have a pot of a mischievous brew;

You must do what I tell you to:

Blew through the keyholes, hang to the eaves,

Litter the garden with dead brown leaves;

Into the houses hustle and run,

Here is mischief and here is fun!

Break the china and slam the doors,

Crack the windows and scratch the floors,

Let in the cockroaches, mice, and rats,

Sit on the family's Sunday hats;

Hiding and stealing everything little,

Smashing everything thin and brittle;

Teasing the children, tickling their heels—

Look at them jumping! Hark to their squeals!

Pinch their elbows and pull their hair,

Then out again to the gusty air!

 

"Flutter the birds in their sheltered nests,

Pluck the down from the ducklings' breasts,

Steal the eggs from the clucking hen,

Ride the pigs round and round the pen!

Here is mischief to spare for all—

Hoity-toity, come at my call!

Tweedledum and Tweedledee,

Come at my summons—come to me!"

 

Thus said a witch on a windy night,

Then sailed on her broomstick out of sight.

—Ruth Bedford


 


Author
 .—Miss Ruth Bedford
 , a living Australian poet and novelist, was born in Sydney, where she has lived almost all her life. Her published books include two volumes of poetry for children—Rosycheeks and Goldenhair and Fairies and Fancies
 .


General Notes
 .—Notice the breathless hurrying and scurrying of the poem. The last two lines, though, have a much slower pace. Can you tell why? Add some more pairs of lines telling of fresh mischief that the hobgoblins can do.


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Choose a witch and three or nine hobgoblins. The hobgoblins can each say in turn a pair of lines, beginning after "You must do what I tell you to" and ending with "round and round the pen." The last two lines are spoken slowly by the class.




Lesson
 8


AN ADVENTURE WITH A SNAKE

While Fenn made another fire on the hearth, Hector lay down on the bed, for he was very tired. Putting his hands behind his head, he must have dozed off, for he was roused by feeling something cold near his neck. During his short experience of the back country he had learnt many things, this amongst others, and now it saved his life: never to jump up quickly when wakened up by something unexpected. It might be blacks who would hit him on the head if he popped it up suddenly; it might be a horse or a camel that would kick him if he startled it by a sudden movement; or it might be a more deadly thing yet, as it was in this case.

Hector lay still. Every muscle was tense and ready for instant action, but he did not so much as quiver. The cold thing moved round his neck, and he felt it slide down the far side of him and nestle there. It was so cold that it felt wet. As a matter of fact, the lad's body was wet with cold perspiration, which broke out all over him because of the terrible strain he was under. The thing was still now, enjoying the warmth of Hector's body.

Steadying himself to keep back the wish to scream, he called softly to his father.

"What is it?" asked Fenn, looking up from putting wood on the fire.

"There's a snake on the far side of me, father."

"A what?"

"A snake. He went round my neck and is coiled up now just below my chest."

"Did he bite you?" Fenn's voice was hoarse with anxiety.

"No, father … not … yet." The lad's voice broke, but he regained control of himself immediately. "What shall I do?"

For a full minute Fenn did not answer. This was as terrible a danger as had yet faced the lad, more terrible in fact because it was more difficult to face. There was so little that could be done and even that little was very risky. The snake had evidently been in the mattress, and had come out because of the warmth of Hector's body. The slightest movement and it would strike—and how could he be saved from death in that far-away spot without any appliances or drugs! It was a cold-blooded peril. In all the other adventures which they had encountered, the danger had been fierce and hot-blooded, or at least they had been able to meet it with courageous action; but to lie still and not know at what moment death-dealing fangs would prick poison and turn a healthy body into a corpse was too awful to contemplate. Fenn covered his eyes with his hands and was silent for a full minute. He realized more than ever how inexpressibly dear this lad was to him, this son of his, this tested, manly mate of his. But his hesitation soon passed. He gave his son directions in a calm, matter-of-fact voice.

"Don't move till I give the word, Hector," he said. "Tell me again where the snake is. Tell me as exactly as you can. Speak quietly. You'll be all right if you don't disturb it."

Hector told him exactly where the snake was nestling. "It hasn't moved since I called you first," he added.

"Good," said Fenn, picking up a stick. "Now I'm going to count three. When I say three, I'm going to bring this stick down on the bed as hard as I can, so you must roll over on to the floor. Don't stir till you hear me start to say the word and then leap—leap for your life," he concluded earnestly.

"All right, father," replied the lad bravely.

"Now I'm going to begin. One."

Hector lay apparently as he had been for the last few minutes, but every nerve was keyed up ready to obey the summons of the brain instantly.

"Two."

His teeth gripped hard on one another and he held his breath.

Before the word was out, he leapt. His muscles were like high-tension steel springs at full compression, and they responded in a flash. He landed half-way across the hut. Fenn's stick came down. It missed, for he had not seen the snake. The reptile rose to strike, but a second blow caught it behind the head and broke its neck, and it lay on the wallaby-hide, a writhing mass of coiling scales.

From The Golden Valley
 , by Conrad Sayce


 


Author
 .—Conrad Harvey Sayce
 , a Melbourne architect born in England, has written several books dealing with Central Australia—Golden Buckles, In the Musgrave Ranges, The Golden Valley, The Valley of a Thousand Deaths
 , and The Splendid Savage
 . All but the first are adventure books for boys.


General Notes
 .—This is the story of two brave people who were afraid, but overcame their fear. Where did the supposed incident occur? Tell the story orally in your own words. Write another snake story from memory or from imagination.
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OLD GRANNY SULLIVAN

A pleasant, shady place it is, a pleasant place and cool—

The township folk go up and down, the children pass to school.

Along the river lies my world, a dear, sweet world to me;

I sit and learn—I cannot go; there is so much to see.

But Granny she has seen the world, and often by her side

I sit and listen while she speaks of youthful days of pride.

Old Granny's hands are clasped; she wears her favourite faded shawl—

I ask her this, I ask her that: she says, "I mind it all."

The boys and girls that Granny knew, far o'er the sea are they,

But there's no love like the old love, and the old world far away,

Her talk is all of wakes and fairs, or how, when night would fall,

"'Twas many a queer thing crept and came," and Granny "minds them all."

A strange, new land was this to her, and perilous, rude, and wild,

Where loneliness and tears and care came to each mother's child,

The wilderness closed all around, grim as a prison wall;

But white folk then were stout of heart—ah! Granny "minds it all."

The day she first met Sullivan—she tells it all to me—

How she was hardly twenty-one and he was twenty-three.

The courting days! the kissing days!—but bitter things befall

The bravest hearts that plan and dream. Old Granny "minds it all."

Her wedding dress I know by heart; yes, every flounce and frill;

And the little home they lived in first, with the garden on the hill.

'Twas there her baby boy was born, and neighbours came to call,

But none had seen a boy like Jim—and Granny "minds it all."

They had their fight in those old days; but Sullivan was strong,

A smart quick man at anything; 'twas hard to put him wrong….
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"And oh, it is a merry dance."


One day they brought him from the mine (the big salt tears will fall).

"'Twas long ago, God rest his soul!" Poor Granny "minds it all."

The first dark days of widowhood, the weary days and slow,

The grim, disheartening, uphill fight, then Granny lived to know.

"The childer"—ah! they grew and grew—sound, rosy-cheeked, and tall,

"The childer" still they are to her—Old Granny "minds them all."

How well she loved her little brood! Oh, Granny's heart was brave!

She gave to them her love and faith—all that the good God gave.

They change not with the changing years, as babies just the same

She feels for them, though some, alas! have brought her grief and shame.

The big world called them here and there, and many a mile away:

They cannot come—she cannot go—the darkness haunts the day.

And I, no flesh and blood of hers, sit here while shadows fall—

I sit and listen—Granny talks; for Granny "minds them all."

Just fancy Granny Sullivan at seventeen or so,

In all the floating finery that women love to show;

And oh, it is a merry dance: the fiddler's flushed with wine,

And Granny's partner brave and gay, and Granny's eyes ashine….

'Tis time to pause—for pause we must; we only have our day:

Yes, by and by our dance will die; our fiddlers cease to play;

And we shall seek some quiet spot, where great grey shadows fall,

[image: ]


And sit and wait as Granny waits; we'll sit and "mind them all."

—John Shaw Neilson


 


Author
 .—John Shaw Neilson
 was born in 1872 in South Australia and educated there and in Victoria. Ballad and Lyrical Poems
 (published in 1923) and New Poems
 (published in 1927) contain his most important work.


General Notes
 .—Where was Granny born? What were her first impressions of Australia? Quote passages to show that she was superstitious, that she was industrious, that she was kind, that she had known sorrow. Write in Granny's own words an account of some past event—the voyage out, her meeting with Sullivan, the husband's death, an old-time dance, or the like. "Minds" is an old-fashioned word Granny used for "remembers."
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PENN AND THE KINDERGARTEN

[Penn and Hennie are penguins living in a colony or flock near the South Pole. Hundreds of baby penguins have just been hatched, and Penn and Hennie are the proud parents of twins.]

 

The twins grew and grew. At two weeks their little stomachs were so round that they rested on the ground. One trouble, of course, was to keep the little fellows fed. They had to get their growth before it was time to make the long journey north, and that meant eating quantities of shrimps. The time came when they really needed both parents to fish for them. But Penn felt that either himself or his wife, Hennie, must always be on guard to drive skuas from the nest. These murderous gulls were always gliding and screeching overhead, on the look out for the first fledgeling left alone.

Every family in the colony was having to face the same problem. "I have it!" said Penn. "Let's get all the little ones together in a kindergarten. Then a few of us can stand guard over all the chicks, while the rest go fishing for them." Penn and Huff were the first to take charge of the kindergarteners. They selected a sheltered spot where a rock ledge rose on two sides, and there they herded the half-grown youngsters, several hundreds of them. The grey balls of down looked like shadows against the black rocks. But the skuas could see them just the same.

"Don't run away, now!" Penn told them, when the grown-ups had left for the fishing grounds. "The skuas will get you if you don't behave." When Hennie came back that first evening with fish for the twins, she was met by several dozen other fuzzy grey chicks, all waving their flippers and squealing to be fed. It was a wonder she knew her own two, but she did.

"Tell you what," said Penn, when he had gone supperless himself for two days. "We'll have to teach these youngsters to catch their own meals. I think I'll start giving them swimming lessons next week." And he set four bachelors of the colony to road-making, that the chicks might walk to the beach when the time came. There were rolling pebbles to be carried out of the way, and at one place a tangle of seaweed to be dragged to one side. Penguins are skilled at road-making.

Between meals the twins kept waving their flippers, squealing "I want to fly!—I want to fly!" The whole kindergarten was doing the same.

"It can't be done," a wise old bird told them again and again. "It has been thousands and millions of years since penguins had need of air travel."

"Never mind, chicks," called Penn, in his sympathetic throaty voice. "You're going to be flying under water very soon. So come along, all of you," and he led the way to the beach. Arrived at a shallow tide-pool, Penn stood, his black and white uniform reflected in the sunny water, till his class was assembled on the banks.

"Now watch!" he bade them. They all craned their necks to peer. Penn allowed himself to fall gently forward on his chest in the shallow water. Then, with his feet straight out behind, he began swinging his flippers forward and backward, forward and backward. It sent him across the pool at a great rate. He turned, steering with one foot outstretched.

Many of the chicks simply would not venture in that first day, but by the next all were paddling and floating happily about. On the third day, Penn led his class down to the high-water line; then he waited. The tide was coming in. The chicks, frisky in the salt breeze, started a tug-o'-war with a long brown ribbon of seaweed, and did not even notice when a big wave came, till they felt themselves gently lifted off their feet. They squealed, but, to their own surprise, found all they had to do was to float as they had in the tide-pool.

After all, they were nearly as large as their parents by now, so unbelievably fast had they been growing. The skuas, no longer daring to attack birds that had grown larger than themselves, glided overhead, fighting among themselves for what they found to eat. When one of them got his beak caught in a clam-shell and could not defend himself, the other skuas turned cannibal, lawless birds that they were, and tore him to pieces. When another of their number broke his wing, the same thing happened, so that there were fewer skuas with every day that passed.

When the full moon turned the icy world to silver, it was hard to go home to bed, and young and old used to linger about the beach, gossiping and singing beneath the roaring of the waves.

As Penn thought of how the time would come when every member of the colony must make his way to winter quarters, he formed a band of young people and drilled them in penguin tactics. Soon they knew how to stand in rows, all facing one way, presenting only black backs to the world. But when their leader turned about they obeyed his word of command. There was a reason for this, for the time might come when it would mean death to disobey. The penguin is one of the few creatures that has learned to live in that world of appalling hazards.

Before many days, Hennie came back from fishing to be greeted by the usual "Eeeeee!" from the over-grown twins. But she offered them not one bite.

"Come," she bade them, "if you are hungry;" and throwing herself forward on the shallow water, she led them out to where it was deep enough for diving. There she took one deep breath, ducked her head, and began paddling under water. She came up fifty feet away, and waited till the chicks had followed her example. Then she taught them how to watch for the shrimps that backed away from their pursuers, and how to swim after one till it could be swallowed head first.

The chicks were hungry, and they kept trying till they were as good fishermen as anyone. Penn exchanged a glance of pride with their mother. "Our work is done," she nodded joyously.

From Penn the Penguin
 , by Allen Chaffee


 


Author
 .—Miss Allen Chaffee
 is an American writer, born in Iowa, U.S.A. After a college and university education, she became a journalist and was associated with a number of Boston newspapers. She has written many books for boys and girls. Penn the Penguin
 was published in 1931.


General Notes
 .—What have you learned from this reading lesson about the habits of penguins? There is sure to be a "bird book" in your school. Find out all you can about the nests and eggs of the penguins and also the names of three kinds that visit Australia.
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THE FIRE AT ROSS'S FARM

The squatter saw his pastures wide

Decrease as, one by one,

The farmers, moving to the west,

Selected on his run;

Selectors took the water up

And all the black soil round;

The best grass-land the squatter had

Was spoilt by Ross's ground.

 

One Christmas time, when months of drought

Had parched the western creeks,

The bush fires started in the north

And travelled south for weeks.

At night along the river side

The scene was grand and strange—

The hill fires looked like lighted streets

Of cities in the range.

 

The cattle-tracks between the trees

Were like long, dusky aisles;

And on a sudden breeze the fire

Would sweep along for miles;

Like sounds of distant musketry

It crackled through the brakes;

And o'er the flat of silver grass

It hissed like angry snakes.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

"'Then let it burn,' the squatter said."


It leapt across the flowing streams,

And raced o'er pastures broad;

It climbed the trees, and lit the boughs,

And through the scrubs it roared.

The bees fell stifled in the smoke,

Or perished in their hives;

And with the stock the kangaroos

Went flying for their lives.

 

The sun had set on Christmas Eve,

When through the scrub-lands wide

Young Robert Black came riding home

As only natives ride.

He galloped to the homestead door

And gave the first alarm:

"The fire is past the granite spur

And close to Ross's farm.

 

"Now, father, send the men at once,

They won't be wanted here;

Poor Ross's wheat is all he has

To pull him through the year."

"Then let it burn," the squatter said;

"I'd like to see it done;

I'd bless the fire if it would clear

Selectors from the run.

 

"Go, if you will," he thundered on,

"You shall not take the men;

Go out and join your precious friends,

But don't come here again."

"I won't come back," young Robert said,

And, reckless in his ire,

He sharply turned his horse's head

And raced towards the fire.

 

And there for three long, weary hours,

Half blind with smoke and heat,

Old Ross and Robert fought the flames

That neared the ripened wheat.

The farmer's hand was nerved by fears

Of danger and of loss;

And Robert fought the stubborn foe

For love of Jenny Ross.

 

But serpent-like the curves and lines

Slipped past them and between,

Until they reached the bound'ry where

The old coach-road had been.

"The track is now our only hope;

There we must stand," cried Ross;

"For naught on earth can stop the fire

If once it gets across."

 

Then came a cruel gust of wind,

And, with a fiendish rush,

The flames leapt o'er the narrow path,

And lit the fence and brush.

"The crop must burn!" the farmer cried,

"We cannot save it now;"

And down upon the blackened ground

He dashed the ragged bough.

 

But wildly, in a rush of hope,

His heart began to beat,

For o'er the crackling fire he heard

The sound of horses' feet.

"Here's help at last," young Robert cried;

And even as he spoke

The squatter with a dozen men

Came spurring through the smoke.

 

Down on the ground the stockmen jumped,

And bared each brawny arm;

They tore green branches from the trees

And fought for Ross's farm;

And when before the gallant band

The beaten flames gave way,

Two grimy hands in friendship joined—

And it was Christmas Day.


Henry Lawson


 


Author
 .—Henry Lawson
 (see "The Drover's Wife").


General Notes
 .—Who was Ross? Who was Black? What was the quarrel between them? Why did Robert Black go to help fight the fire? What made the elder Black come to the rescue? Do you know any other story of a bush fire? Was Robert right in disobeying his father? Why was Christmas Eve an appropriate time to make peace? Which is your favourite stanza in the poem? Why?

There is some Australian history in this poem as well as a good story. In the early days of Australian settlement, sheep farmers in the search for new land drove their flocks into unsettled country and established sheep runs. They did not own the land, and because of that they were known as "squatters." Later came the "selectors," who were allowed to buy small farms. Often the squatter found the best parts of his run taken up by selectors, and this caused many quarrels.
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THE KING OF THE WINDS

[This story is one of a number told in The Meeting Pool
 , a book by Mervyn Skipper, an Australian writer who spent some years on a little island near the big island of Borneo. The animals wish to stop the White Man from clearing their jungle, and they gather at the meeting pool to decide what to do. The Flying-fox suggests that they should use softness instead of force, and tells the story of the King of the Winds.]

 

One fine day, said the Flying-fox, when the winds were taking a holiday and all the small white clouds were drifting about happily as if they didn't know where they were going and didn't much care, and all the fishing boats were lying becalmed on the sea, which was peacefully smiling because it was being left alone for once, and even the leaves on the trees on shore had stopped whispering to one another and were hanging down fast asleep—well, one fine day the North-west wind, having nothing better to do, strolled over from Singapore and paid a call on the South-east wind, who lives round about Celebes. The North-west wind is a blusterer and given to boasting, and he never misses a chance of talking about how strong he is.

"Talking about blowing," he said, although they weren't talking about anything of the sort, "yesterday, as I was passing through Kualalumpur, I blew the whiskers off a witch-doctor."

"That was a good effort," murmured the South-east wind. "Blowing whiskers off witch-doctors is good practice. When I want a little gentle exercise I try blowing Kodok, the tree-frog, off his coconut-tree."

"Fireballs and forked lightning!" growled the North-west wind. "Tree-frogs are poor practice. I wouldn't waste breath over them."

"All the same," said the South-east wind, "I bet you couldn't blow Kodok off his coconut-tree."

The North-west wind took a short breath, which made the little clouds swim about like gold-fish, and puffed it contemptuously at the little green tree-frog. The coconut-tree he was sitting on groaned and bent its head; but when it straightened itself Kodok was still sitting on his palm leaf smiling peacefully.

The North-west wind now took a deep breath, which made the breakers grumble on the reef and drove all the little cloudlets helter-skelter over the skyline. The coconut-tree screamed and bent nearly double, and some of its fruit went flop, flop on the ground. But when it was over Kodok was still in the same place and still smiling happily.

This made the North-west wind angry. He set his teeth, went purple in the face, and sucked in all the air for a hundred miles around. All the millions of little waves woke up, put their little white caps on, and started racing madly after each other, and the fishermen buoyed their nets and ran for home. Then the North-west wind turned on the unfortunate coconut-tree and blew and blew and blew until all the rest of the coconuts flew off one after the other, and the unhappy tree bent down, and down, and down until it nearly touched the ground.

And when the North-west wind had blown himself quite empty, so that he could blow no more that day, there was little Kodok, swinging himself happily to and fro on his palm frond.

"Now, let me try," purred the South-east wind; and he pursed up his lips and blew softly and gently, so gently that the little waves took their white caps off, stopped racing about, and went tinkling on the shore like music; and the grass-blades all whispered a song, and the leaves of the coconut-tree made such a quiet lullaby as they waved gently to and fro that presently Kodok, who was a tiny bit tired after being blown about so much by the North-west wind, fell fast asleep. Then the South-east wind suddenly stopped blowing, and Kodok was so surprised that he fell off. That is why they call the South-east wind the Rajah Angin, the King of the Winds. Which shows, finished the Flying-fox, rattling her bony wings, that sometimes you can get things done just as well by being quiet and gentle as by being rough and strong.

From The Meeting Pool
 , by Mervyn Skipper



Author
 .—Mervyn Skipper
 is a Melbourne writer and artist; for many years he was associated with the Sydney Bulletin
 . He has written two children's books of jungle tales from the East Indies—The Meeting Pool
 and The White Man's Garden
 .


General Notes
 .—Find in your atlas the places mentioned:—Singapore, Celebes, and Kualalumper. A witch-doctor among savages is one believed by them to have magic powers of healing or harming and therefore one to be greatly feared. Do you know the story of the Sun and the North Wind?
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LAUGHING MARY

With cheeks that paled the rosy morn

She bounded o'er the heather,

And romped with us among the corn

When we were kids together.

Her mother's help, her mother's mate,

Her mother's darling daughter,

When riper mind and more sedate

The rapid years had brought her.

As pure as air from mountain snows,

As dainty as a fairy,

As fetching as the native rose,

And always—Laughing Mary.

 

A little mother round about

The happy sunshine bringing—

You'd see her bustle in and out,

A-working and a-singing;

And then the soul of Casey's place,

The love, the light, the laughter,

When friendship showed its cheery face,

And music shook the rafter;

And many a lad went home to find

A haunting sweet vagary

Was rambling softly through his mind

Because of Laughing Mary.

 

But when the smiling stars were blurred,

And some one's heart was bleeding,

She flew as flies the homing bird,

With balms of comfort speeding.

An angel in a sweet disguise,

She filled the measure over,

While tears stood sparkling in her eyes

Like rain-drops on the clover;

And many a head bowed low to pray,

Howe'er her skies might vary,

The years would bless her on her way

And keep her Laughing Mary.

—John O'Brien


 


Author
 .—"John O'Brien
 " is the pen-name of the Reverend Francis Hartigan
 , a Catholic priest, who was stationed at Narrandera, New South Wales. His book of poems Round the Boree Log and Other Verses
 (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), is widely popular.


General Notes
 .—What does the poet say about Mary's cheeks, her steps, her character? A vagary is a whim, a rambling thought. What is meant by "She filled the measure over"? What by "howe'er her skies might vary"?
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[Winter-time in Holland brings happy days for the children, for then they can skate over the frozen seas and canals. Here is a story of a skating race for girls; the prize is to be a pair of silver skates. Most of the girls in the race are the children of rich parents, but Gretel Brinker is so poor that the only skates she has are a wooden pair made by her brother Hans. Another girl, Hilda Van Gleck, gives her a steel pair with which she is able to enter for the great race.]

 

The day of the skating match has come at last, and the frozen inlet is lined with gay pavilions and crowds of eager watchers. Twenty girls are formed in a line. The music has ceased. A man, whom we shall call the crier, stands between the columns and the first judges' stand. He reads the rules in a loud voice: "The girls are to race until one girl has won twice. They are to start in a line from the united columns, skate to the flag-staff line, turn, and then come back to the starting point; thus making a mile at each run."

A flag is waved from the judges' stand. Madame Van Gleck rises in her pavilion. She leans forward with a white handkerchief in her hand. When she drops it, a bugler is to give the signal for them to start.

The handkerchief is fluttering to the ground. Hark! They are off! No. Back again. The line was not true in passing the judges' stand. The signal is repeated.

Off again. No mistake this time. Whew, how fast they go! The crowd is quiet for an instant, watching eagerly.

Cheers spring up along the line of people. Hurrah! Five girls are ahead. Who comes flying back from the flag-staff line? We cannot tell. Something red, that is all. There is a blue spot flitting near it, and a dash of yellow nearer still. People at this end of the line strain their eyes and wish they had taken their post nearer the flag-staff.

The cheering is coming nearer. Now we can see! Katrinka is ahead!

She passes the Van Holp pavilion. The next is Madame Van Gleck's. That leaning figure gazing from it is a magnet. Hilda shoots past Katrinka, waving her hand to her mother as she passes. Two others are close now, whizzing on like arrows. What is that flash of red and grey? Hurrah, it is Gretel! She, too, waves her hand, but toward no gay pavilion. The crowd is cheering; but she hears only her father's voice, "Well done, little Gretel!" Soon Katrinka, with a quick, merry laugh, shoots past Hilda. The girl in yellow is going now. She passes them all, all except Gretel. The judges lean forward without seeming to lift their eyes from their watches. Cheer after cheer fills the air. Gretel has passed them. She has won.

"Gretel Brinker, one mile!" shouts the crier. The judges nod. They write something upon a tablet which each holds in his hand.

 

*　*　*　*　*　*

 

Soon Madame Van Gleck rises again. The falling hand-kerchief starts the bugle; and the bugle sends off the twenty girls.

It is a beautiful sight, but one has not long to look; before we can fairly pick them out, they are far away. This time they are close upon one another; it is hard to say as they come speeding back from the flag-staff who will reach the columns first. There are new faces among the leaders—eager, glowing faces, not seen before. Katrinka is there, and Hilda; but Gretel and Rychie are in the rear. Gretel is wavering; but, when Rychie passes her, she starts forward afresh. Now they are nearly beside Katrinka. Hilda is still in advance; she is almost "home." She has skated surely since that bugle note sent her flying; like an arrow still she is speeding towards the goal. Cheer after cheer rises in the air. "Hurrah! Hurrah!"

The crier's voice is heard again: "Hilda Van Gleck, one mile!"

 

*　*　*　*　*　*

 

The girls are to skate their third mile. Some are solemn, some wear a half-bashful smile, but all have made up their minds to win.

This third mile may decide the race. Still, if neither Gretel nor Hilda wins, there is yet a chance among the rest for the silver skates.

Each girl feels sure that, this time, she will skate the distance in one-half the time. How they stamp to try their runners! How carefully they look at each strap! How erect they stand at last, every eye upon Madame Van Gleck.

The bugle thrills through them again. They spring forward eagerly, in perfect balance. Each flashing stroke seems longer than the last.

Now they are skimming off in the distance. Again the eager straining of eyes; again the shouts and cheering; again the thrill of excitement as, after a few moments, four or five in advance of the rest come speeding back, nearer, nearer to the white columns.

Who is first? Not Rychie, Katrinka, Annie, or Hilda, not the girl in yellow, but Gretel—Gretel, the fleetest sprite of a girl that ever skated. She was but playing in the earlier race. Now she is in earnest, or, rather, something within her is driving her on to win. She makes no effort; but she cannot stop—not until the goal is passed.

In vain the crier lifts his voice; he cannot be heard. He has no news to tell; it is already ringing through the crowd:


Gretel has won the silver skates
 .

From Hans Brinker
 , by Mary Mapes Dodge


 


Author
 .—Mrs. Mary Mapes Dodge
 (1838—1905), was born at New York, U.S.A. She wrote for magazines and was editor of St. Nicholas
 , a children's magazine, for many years. Hans Brinker, or The Silver Skates
 is her best-known book, and has been translated into many languages. The descriptions of Dutch people, places, and customs were obtained from men and women of Holland who had settled in America; that is why the book gives such a true picture of Dutch life.


General Notes
 .—What were the Christian names of some of the girls in the race? Which two names are exactly the same as two English names? Which two are like two English names? What three family names are mentioned? "Van" is part of many Dutch family names. It means "of" or "from." What Dutch name beginning with "Van" was for many years associated with part of Australia? Draw a plan of the course the girls skated over. The pavilions were tents from which the rich people of the town and their friends watched the race.

You will enjoy reading the whole of The Silver Skates
 . Other books about Dutch children are The Dutch Twins
 , by Lucy Perkins, and Afke's Ten
 , by Ninke Van Hichtum.
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WALKING OUT

I never take my hat and swing

Abroad, all fancy free,

But I am sure some wondrous thing

Is bound to come to me:

 

Perhaps I'll find the rainbow's end

Behind the tree-fern's lace

When I push past the farthest bend,

The rain upon my face.

 

Or else, as I go breathless there,

I'll lift my eyes and find

A wonder blossom, white and rare,

Hung palely in the wind;

 

Some flower with petalled depths that hide

The wild bees' burnished store—

A perfumed cup that, opened wide,

No man has seen before.

 

Or else on beauty all intent,

Just thinking anything,

With eyes upon the pathway bent,

I'll hear the grasses sing,

 

And see, where smoke hangs blue and thin

Like mist upon the air,

A white witch with a tilted chin

Look sadly through her hair.

[image: ]



Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"Fair, flimsy towers against an unknown sky."


I never, never walk afar

Without the thought: 'Tis now,

That I shall know what things there are,

And whence they come and how!

 

And all around my dancing feet

The pale dissolving day

Will melt into some magic street

That threads the far-away.

 

And I shall see fair, flimsy towers

Against an unknown sky,

And pluck the blooms of deathless flowers,

And hear faint fiddles cry.

 

And I shall go enraptured, dumb,

Through walks that none have known,

And hear a whisper: "Lo, she's come

At last into her own!"

 

I never take my hat and swing

Abroad, all fancy free,

But I am sure some wondrous thing

Is bound to come to me!


Myra Morris
 , in The Australasian


 


Author
 .—Miss Myra Morris
 is a living Melbourne writer, well known as a contributor to various periodicals. Her published works include England
 and Other Verses
 and Us Five
 (prose).


General Notes
 .—Here we have an imaginative little girl dreaming of strange things that might happen to her. What possible events does she imagine? Make a list of them. See if you can make up a verse telling of some wondrous thing that you sometimes think will come to you when you swing abroad, all fancy free.


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—What two verses are the same? What other verse is like these? Let the whole class speak these three verses, and let each of the other verses be spoken by a different voice.




Lesson
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THE CHAMPION

It was in the midst of morning lessons at the school that an odd thing happened. The day was very hot; not a breath of wind came in at the open doors and windows—nothing but the blazing sunlight that lay in hot patches on the floor, and slowly baked blackboards, and slates, and desks.

A very small shadow fell just inside the entrance door at the far end of the room, and a timid knock sounded there. Nobody said "Come in," though a hundred and fifty pairs of eyes went in the direction with the swiftness natural to gratitude for any break in the lesson. Then there stepped over the threshold a little, slight girl—a little girl with a short holland frock, a great sun-hat, and no gloves; a little girl with a white, small face, great frightened eyes shining strangely, and soft lips very tightly closed. Up the long, long room she went, both little hands held tightly together in front of her. No one could tell from the way she walked how her poor little knees were shaking and her poor little heart was beating.

For a minute, Mr. Burnham's frown did not disappear—not till he noticed how white her face was. "What is it, little girl?" he said, and really thought that he made his voice quite gentle, though to Poppet it sounded terrible. "I——," she said, "you——." Something rose in her throat; her face grew even whiter, and her lips, white too, twitched a little; but the words would not come.

He took her hand—the little, trembling, shut, brown hand—and held it between his own. "There is nothing to be afraid of, my child; tell me what it is you want!" He drew her closer to the desk, and sat down. "Bunty didn't do it," she said in a whisper. "Eh? what?" he said. "He didn't do it—Bunty didn't do it—oh, indeed!"

"But who is Bunty? And who are you, my little maid?" Mr. Burnham said, with a smile that lit up his thoughtful eyes. "He's my brother," she said, in a voice that had gained a little strength. Then it struck her Bunty was not so called at school. "His name's John Woolcot," she added with down cast eyes; "I'm Poppet."

Then Mr. Burnham remembered everything, and his eyes grew stern as he thought of the boy who had given so much trouble; but they softened as they fell again on the little white, eager face. "And his little sister is taking up his cudgels; thankless work, I'm afraid—eh?" he said.

Poppet was calm now—the worst was over, and she had actually gained the dread master's ear; she must make the most of her time. "Won't you believe him?" she said; "indeed, he didn't do it—oh, indeed!" "What?" he asked; "break the window—tell a lie—anything? Why, my little child, he owned to it."

"Yes," said Poppet; "he broke the glass, I know; and, yes, he did tell one story." Her face fell after the last sentence, and a little red crept into her cheek. "But he didn't take the money—Oh no, no! Oh, Bunty wouldn't be a thief—oh, not for anything and anything—oh, indeed!"

The boys were staring at the little, white-faced girl at the master's desk, though they could not hear what was being said. "Would you like to come and talk to me privately?" Mr. Burnham said. An "Oh!" was Poppet's only answer; but the gratitude in her eyes was so intense that he guessed a little what the ordeal had been to her.

Away down the long room she went again, only this time her hand was being held in a firm, kindly grasp. "Oh!" she said again, when near the door a great, slouching fellow with a big head moved to help another boy with a blackboard.

"What?" said Mr. Burnham, when they were outside; he had noticed her interest. "Was that Bull-dog Hawkins—the fellow that told?" she said. He smiled somewhat; Hawkins was not a favourite of his, and the fitting name sounded odd on the little girl's lips.

"His name is Hawkins," he said, "and, yes, he gave the information; but that has nothing to do with it, my child. Now, tell me what it is you have to say." He had taken her into the little room, the walls of which were lined with books; he drew up a chair for himself and one for her, but she chose to stand against his knee.

Almost she convinced him, so great was the belief in her shining eyes, so utterly unshaken her trust. She told him everything; and he listened with attention even to the smallest detail, asking a question here and there, but, for the most part, letting her tell her story in her own way.

"If only he had never told a lie before," he said, "then perhaps—." Oh, if only she could have flung back her head, and said, "He has never told a lie in his life, sir; never—never!" Shame at not being able to do so made the dear, curly head droop a little; and two more tears forced their way under her eyelids, and fell sadly down her cheek.

"I'm sure he never will again," with sorrowful hopefulness. "But, oh, sir, he couldn't be a thief! Oh, how could he?" "Well, I don't see how he could be altogether bad with such a sister," Mr. Burnham said slowly. "What sort of boy is he at home? Is he good to you?"

"Oh, yes," said Poppet; "Oh, yes, indeed!"

And it is a fact that not a single act that disproved this came to the little girl's mind. She remembered nothing but the times he had been good to her.

Such a flushed little eager face it was now—such a fluent little tongue that told of Bunty's goodness! The child's beautiful trust, affection, and courage had quite touched the master's heart. He took a bunch of keys from his pocket.

"You are a dear, brave little girl, Poppet," he said. "By the way, haven't you a prettier name than that?"

"Oh, it's Winifred, of course, really," said Poppet.

"Something in a name," he said, half to himself. Then aloud: "Well then, Winifred, just because you have believed in your brother, and done this for him, I am going to reward you in the way I know will gladden you most." He unlocked a tin box on the table, and counted out five sovereigns, while the surprise in Poppet's eyes deepened every minute. "Have you a purse?" he said.

"No," she said in a very low tone. It made her feel fit to cry to think he should give her money, such a large, beautiful amount, for doing this. "Because I want you to give this to your father," he continued, "and tell him I have had reason to doubt whether John was guilty, and, until I am perfectly sure, it is not fair to the lad to take it."

How Poppet's eyes shone! How her lips smiled and quivered! And how the glad warm colour rushed all over her little, sweet face! Not a word of thanks she said, and he would not have had it; only she clung very tightly to his arm for a minute, and hid her face. When he saw it, he felt he had had more than thanks.

And that was not all he did. He took her back with him to the schoolroom, and walked up to the raised platform, holding her hand all the time. "Boys," he said, in his clear, far-reaching voice, "I have reason to believe that John Woolcot is not guilty of the theft that you have all heard of. I wish you to give him the benefit of the doubt, since he is not here to clear himself. For my part, I believe him innocent."

How the boys cheered! It was not that Bunty was a general favourite, though he had his own friends; but they felt it was expected of them, and it was another break in a lesson to be able to do so. Besides, they felt a vague pity and admiration for the little girl standing there, with such a smiling, tear-wet face.

After that, Mr. Burnham took her all the way home himself. Her elder sisters went into the drawing-room to see him, and Poppet slipped away. He told them what the child had done, and praised her high courage and simple faith. "If," he said, as he took his leave, "if all boys had such sisters as little Poppet is, my school would be a better place, and later, the world."

—Ethel Turner


 


Author
 .—Ethel Turner
 (Mrs. H. B. Curlewis), an Australian writer, born in Yorkshire in 1872. Came to Australia in 1881; educated at the Girls' High School, Sydney. She has published many books, among the best known of which are Seven Little Australians, The Family at Misrule, The Little Larrikin, Miss Bobbie, Three Little Maids
 , and Little Mother Meg
 .


General Notes
 .—List the characters in this story and put a brief description against each. What evidences did Poppet give of trust, affection, and courage? Why did the boys cheer?

Make a play from this story.
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THE JUMBLIES

They went to sea in a sieve, they did,

In a sieve they went to sea;

In spite of all their friends could say,

On a winter's morn, on a stormy day,

In a sieve they went to sea!

And, when the sieve turned round and round,

And every one cried, "You'll all be drowned!"

They called aloud, "Our sieve isn't big,

But we don't care a button! We don't care a fig!

In a sieve we'll go to sea!"

Far and few, far and few,

Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a sieve.

 

They sailed away in a sieve, they did,

In a sieve they sailed so fast,

With only a beautiful pea-green veil

Tied with a ribbon, by way of a sail,

To a small tobacco-pipe mast;

And every one said, that saw them go,

"Oh, won't they be soon upset, you know!

For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long,

And, happen what may, it's extremely wrong

In a sieve to sail so fast!"

Far and few, far and few,

Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a sieve.

 

They sailed to the Western Sea, they did,

To a land all covered with trees,

And they bought an owl, and a useful cart,

And a pound of rice, and a cranberry tart,

And a hive of silvery bees.

And they bought a pig, and some green jackdaws,

And a lovely monkey with lollipop paws,

And forty bottles of ring-bo-ree,

And no end of Stilton cheese.

Far and few, far and few,

Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a sieve.

 

And in twenty years they all came back,

In twenty years or more.

And every one said, "How tall they've grown!

For they've been to the Lakes, and the Terrible Zone,

And the hills of the Chankly Bore";

And they drank their health, and gave them a feast

Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast;

And every one said, "If we only live,

We too will go to sea in a sieve—

To the hills of the Chankly Bore!"

Far and few, far and few,

Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a sieve.

—Edward Lear


 


Author
 .—Edward Lear
 (1812—1888), English artist and writer, was born in London. He spent many years painting landscapes in Italy and other Mediterranean countries. He wrote and illustrated travel books, but is best known for his books of nonsense rhymes for children.


General Notes
 .—Which verse contains the most nonsense? Which verse do you like best? Can you give any reasons for the popularity of this poem? Are some people in any way like the Jumblies? Do you know any other nonsense rhymes?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—First divide each verse into three parts—the first part contains five lines and the last part makes a chorus. Let half the class say the first part, the other half the second part, and the whole class the chorus part.




Lesson
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THE YOUNGSTER

The mail did not come the day it was due. It was due on three days a week, and Saturday was one of them. The local river was in flood, and, although they could still cross the bridge, there was a nasty billabong or backwater this side of it, up which it flowed, very swift and silent. It was simple enough to look at—just a smooth, swift-flowing, muddy drain—from the bank; but crossing might have been an awkward job.

That was clearly why the mail-man did not arrive on Saturday. He must have decided it was not good enough to cross. The billabong had subsided on Sunday, and then the mail-man came out.

The "mail-coach" was a sulky—that is to say, a light vehicle with two wheels and one horse, the commonest sort of trap in Australian towns. Back in the bush they favour buggies rather than sulkies, partly because, having four wheels, a buggy is less liable to be upset by bumping into a stump. However, the contractor for His Majesty's mail on these small circuits does not necessarily run even to a buggy; we more than once found that the advertised coach was a sulky.

The coach came out on Sunday, and in it was a boy of ten, or perhaps twelve—he looked about six. It was he who had decided it was not worth while chancing the billabong the day before, and had put it off for the day. The local races were on—probably he spent the afternoon there instead. He
 was the mail-man.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

"The mail-coach was a sulky."


Many of the youngsters along the Darling bank had not seen much more of the world than this; and they might seem a little simple in the superficial lore of the cities. But they could tell you how the snakes and the birds and the rabbits live, how the spiders are marked and where they are to be found. They could teach the city man for a month things in which he is a babe. And, if they have to go without the influence of great teachers in the schools, yet there are sometimes men in the back country who have seen other days and other places, men who, out of an experience that has oftener been wide than happy, can teach the youngster at their feet to make of life perhaps a better success than they themselves have made of it. I know one man of some distinction, whose early life was spent in a lonely little town, where, apart from the efforts of one harassed schoolmaster, he enjoyed only the teaching of two old employees of his father. For hours together, as they worked, they would give him the best they could of their own considerable knowledge; and it was that masterful instruction which equipped him for his success in the world.

They say that in these days the rabbit is responsible for a certain amount of truancy in the bush towns. Rabbits are so easy to shoot and trap, and the price of them for export to the cities and to England has been so good, that there have been boys who have been inclined to skip school for the sake of making 30s. to ￡2 a week by rabbiting, and so run rather wild.

For the average bush boy rabbiting affords a valuable training in shooting. He practically always owns a pea-rifle. On many stations it is customary to allow the sons of station hands a cartridge for every rabbit scalp, and the boy will try as far as possible to keep himself in cartridges in this way.

The bush boy can always ride with that peculiar ease which makes him look a part of his horse-an ease which it seems almost impossible for those who learn later in life to attain. Also his eyes are trained so that in some cases, looking down across the plain, he can see a fence when to a city man it is actually invisible. He can see wallabies or rabbits or plain turkeys in the paddock when the ordinary man cannot pick them out from their background; he can make out distant sheep where the city boy would say there were none.

C. E. W. Bean
 , in The "Dreadnought" of the Darling



Author
 .—C. E. W. Bean
 , M. A., author and journalist, was born in New South Wales in 1879. At the outbreak of the Great War, he was appointed official war correspondent for the Commonwealth, and was attached to headquarters staff in Gallipoli and France. On his return, Captain Bean edited the Official History of Australia in the War of
 1914-1918. Previously he had written On the Wool Track, The Dreadnought of the Darling
 , and Flag-ships Three
 .


General Notes
 .—What is the difference between buggies and sulkies? How far does the Riverina extend? Explain "The superficial lore of the cities." Have a class debate on the question "Does the city boy know more than the country boy?"
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MAGIC

Crawling up the hillside,

Swinging round the bay,

With a ceaseless humming

Ply the trams all day.

 

When it's dark I linger

Just to see the sight;

All those jewelled beetles

Flashing through the night!

 

Anything more lovely

I have never seen

Than the sparks above them,

White and blue and green;

 

Sometimes they are tiny:

In a storm they shine,

Dragons' tongues that follow

All along the line!

 

When the wind has fallen,

And the bay's like glass,

Would you see some magic?

Watch what comes to pass:

 

There is just a ripple

Where the water breaks,

All the lamps reflected

Show like golden snakes:

 

Wait, the tram is coming

Round the curving shore,

And its humming changes

To a hollow roar:

 

There's a flaming glory

On the bay at last,

Red and green and orange—

It has come, and passed.

 

Nothing breaks the stillness,

All is as before,

And the golden serpents

Quiver near the shore….

 

Trams are only ugly

Passing day by day,

But at night their crudeness

Vanishes away.

 

Some kind magic clothes them

In a fairer dress,

So that we may wonder

At their loveliness!

—Dorothea Mackellar


 


Author
 .—Miss Dorothea Mackellar
 , an Australian writer, was born and lives at Sydney. Her published books of verse include The Closed Door, The Witch Maid
 , and Fancy Dress
 . "Magic" is from the first-named book. Miss Mackellar's novels are Outlaw's Luck
 (a novel of the Argentine) and two books written in collaboration with Miss Ruth Bedford—The Little Blue Devil
 and Two's Company
 .


General Notes
 .—Can you guess the name of the town in which the writer saw this wonderful change? Which verse do you like best? What other light makes everyday things beautiful? Do you know a poem that tells of this change?




Lesson
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THE LITTLE PAGAN FAUN

It was the eve of the second (or was it the third?) of all the Christmases when three little rather self-esteeming girl seraphs slipped out of the pearly gates of one of the heavenly spheres and ran merrily down the star-powdered stairways of the sky to sing carols to the Little Child. They were in fact the first of the waits, but they didn't know that they were.

[image: ]


When they got to the earth they found that they were slightly wrong, and that they had still to go through a fir-wood before they came to the Babe's abode. Very beautiful the fir-wood looked in the frosty moonlight, and very beautiful the three little seraphs looked too as they hastened through it; while the faint and tender brightness of their former Paradise which was still about them made the pine shadows deeper and more velvety, and the three little seraphs themselves to look like three little glorified glow-worms.

Very lovely were their flower faces, you may be sure; and their best clothes, new on for the occasion, were all the scarlets, blues, and golds that you can imagine. Their light wings, too, were folded closely about them and over their chests, for it was cold; and the snow and the moonlight were of course strange to them, and a little frightening besides; and so they ran tippity-tiptoe, each carrying her harp.

Now there sat in the wood, on the stump of a tree, a freckled little pagan faun; he was a very little one, and he was feeling very lonesome, for his family had been a bit out of it for the last year or more, and so there he sat alone. Occasionally he blew himself a few notes on his whistle for company, and between whiles he blew on his fingers to keep them warm.

Presently he saw the three little seraphs running tippity-tiptoe, and he thought that he'd never seen anything so lovely before, and he longed to be their playmate.

"Oh, you lovely little girl nymphs," said he (for he knew no better), "where are you going?"

"Oh, you little pagan faun," said the biggest one of the three little seraphs, "we are going to sing carols to the Babe."

"May I not come with you?" asked the little faun, ever so humbly; "I can't sing carols, but I can play tunes on my whistle."

"No, indeed, you little pagan faun," replied the biggest one again, "certainly not;" and her two little sparkly sisters said, "What an idea!" and then they all ran on, more tippity-tiptoe than ever, and came to the Babe's abode.

And then they stood up, outside in the snow, and sang their carols more clearly and sweetly than thrushes.

And this is what they thought as they were singing:

The first one thought, "How beautifully I'm singing tonight, and how pleased the Babe will be to hear me!"

The second one thought, "How sweetly I make my harp to ring, and how happy the Babe must be listening to it!"

The third one thought, "How becoming to me are these beautiful clothes I have put on in the Babe's honour, and how he'll clap his hands to see me!"

Thus then they thought as they sang together more clearly and sweetly than thrushes.

And in the sharp blue shadow of a pine-tree sat the little faun, who had followed them there, far off and unseen by them, and his heart was in his little pagan throat, for never had he heard such tunes or seen such flower-faces in all the forest.

And when the carols were sung the biggest little seraph went to the door and knocked, and the Lady of the House, who was the Babe's Mother, opened it and stood there holding the Babe to her heart; and very sweet and kindly she looked with the firelight about her, and her little son sitting, grave and sleepily grey-eyed, in her arms.

And the three little seraphs all curtseyed down to the snow, very low indeed, and then they all said together, "We wish you a merry Christmas, and we hope you liked our carols."

Now as a matter of fact the Lady and the Babe hadn't heard the carols at all, not a note of them, though the singers had sung them more clearly and sweetly than thrushes; and this was, as the Lady knew at once and you will probably guess, because the three little self-esteeming seraphs had thought all the time only of their own sweet singing, their own sweet harping, and their own lovely new clothes, and thus had rendered their music mute to those in whose honour it was intended.

But the Lady of the House was too kind and gentle to say this, for she hated to hurt anyone, and the seraphs were really rather little darlings after all, and meant very well. So she said

"Thank you kindly, my dears"; and to her little son she said, "Say 'Thank you'," and the Babe said "Thank you" (for he could just talk a little), speaking very clearly, gravely, and politely.

And then she gave each of the three a bit of the Babe's birthday cake, although it was a day too soon to cut it, and wished them a merry Christmas, and they ran off, tippity-tiptoe again, through the cold and the moonlit wood, their lovely wings folded over their chests, until they came to the purple stairway, up which they ran, twinkling like stars, as fast as they'd run down it.

And, when they'd gone and the house door was shut again, the little faun trotted timidly out of the shadows, and began to blow a little tune on his whistle all about the summer and the hills, of the sheep and the little woolly lambs; and as he played he thought to himself thus:

"That was the most beautiful little boy shepherd I have ever seen, but he looks very grave, and I should love to make him laugh; so I will try very hard indeed to play my best for him, though he will think it very poor stuff after the carols."

Now, he hadn't played more than half his tune before the Lady came to the door of her own accord and said, "Oh, you funny little faun, please to come in out of the cold and finish the pretty tune that you are so kindly playing to us in the kitchen."

So the faun stamped the snow off his hoofs and came in and put his whistle to his lips and played his tune so merrily that the Babe laughed with delight, like robins singing; and the Lady laughed too, as gaily as a girl.

And when he'd done she gave him an extra big bit of birthday cake, and he asked, "Please, my lady, mayn't I stay here for always?"

And the Lady said very gently, "No, my dear, that can't be; you must go back to the wood and play your tunes to the rabbits and the shepherds and the shadows of the trees, and so help to make the world laugh and go round. But," she added, "you shall come and stay with the Babe and me when the world's gone round often enough; and a merry Christmas, my dear, and thank you."

Now you may not be able to believe that the Lady promised the little pagan faun anything of the sort, but I can assure you she did; and he trotted off into the woods again, munching his cake and feeling much comforted, just as the clocks were striking twelve and it was Christmas Day.

From London Punch



Source
 .—The author is unknown, but the magazine from which the story was taken—London Punch
 —is a famous English comic journal appearing every week, full of wit, humour, and satire in prose and verse, and copiously illustrated by sketches and caricatures. It was founded in 1841, and still Hourishes.


General Notes
 .—Waits are people who sing carols outside English houses on Christmas Eve; seraphs are singing angels; a faun was a Roman deity of field and herd, generally represented as having human shape, but with pointed ears, small horns, and a goat's tail, sometimes also with the hind legs and feet of a goat. What do Lady and Babe and Faun represent in this whimsical, beautiful little story? Write a little story of "Christmas Eve in the Australian Bush," bringing in whatever wood-spirits appeal to your fancy.
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THE PLAINT OF THE CAMEL

Canary-birds feed on sugar and seed,

Parrots have crackers to crunch;

And as for the poodles, they tell me the noodles

Have chicken and cream for their lunch.

But there's never a question

About MY digestion—

ANYTHING does for me.

 

Cats, you're aware, can repose in a chair,

Chickens can roost upon rails;

Puppies are able to sleep in a stable,

And oysters can slumber in pails.

But no one supposes

A poor camel dozes—

ANY PLACE does for me.

 

Lambs are enclosed where it's never exposed,

Coops are constructed for hens;

Kittens are treated to houses well heated,

And pigs are protected by pens.

But a camel comes handy

Wherever it's sandy—

ANYWHERE does for me.

 

People would laugh if you rode a giraffe

Or mounted the back of an ox;

It's nobody's habit to ride on a rabbit

Or try to bestraddle a fox.

But as for a camel, he's

Ridden by families—

ANY LOAD does for me.

 

A snake is as round as a hole in the ground,

Weasels are wavy and sleek;

And no alligator could ever be straighter

Than lizards that live in a creek.

But a camel's all lumpy,

And bumpy, and humpy—

ANY SHAPE does for me.

—Charles Edward Carryl


 


Author
 .—Charles Edward Carryl
 (1841—1920), an American writer, was born in New York, where he became a well-known business man. He wrote much humorous verse and some books of fanciful tales.

[image: ]



General Notes
 .—Make a list of all the complaints of the camel. Make up a conversation between the camel and some of the animals that he imagines are better treated than he is. Try to show both sides. Do you ever feel like the camel? Read the story and the poem about the camel in Kipling's Just-so Stories
 .


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Do you notice that each verse can be divided into two parts? Each line in the first part can be spoken by a different pupil or by different groups, and all can chant together the last three lines (the second part) in each verse.
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A RESCUE

Possum nodded at the small boy, who was racing ahead—a gallant little figure in white shirt and brief knickerbockers, with a wide felt hat. He took a flying leap upon the jetty, where the water swished softly on the pebbles, and capered beside the old dinghy that Tom had left moored near the skiff.

"Come on!" he shouted. "You're too slow. I'm going off to meet Daddy by myself!"
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

"He almost overbalanced."


As he spoke, he planted one foot gingerly in the old boat. It rocked and swayed, and he almost overbalanced. Possum sprang forward with a quick catch of her breath, but the little fellow righted himself with a mighty wriggle, and sat down abruptly in the dinghy. Possum turned to Aileen with a relieved, half-shamefaced laugh.

"He jolly near sat down in the water that time," she said. "It did give me a start—lucky he managed to hit the boat." She raised her voice. "Keep still, Garth; let me steady her while you get out."

There came a queer little cry from Garth.

"But it's going away with me!"

Aileen saw, and screamed, and ran. She was too far away. The sudden jerk had parted the rotten strands of the old rope that held the boat, and slowly, yet all too quickly for Possum's wild rush, the dinghy swung out into the stream. The tide was running out, and the current was very swift. It seemed but a second, while they cried out and ran, till the current caught the old boat and whisked it swiftly away.

"Come on," Possum said, "quick! Don't worry, Missus, we'll catch him."

She leapt upon the jetty. Aileen followed, and flung herself into the skiff, thrusting the oars into the rowlocks. Possum tugged at the painter, and abused Tom's knots under her breath. They yielded at last, and she sprang in, pushing off with a force that sent the boat spinning down stream. Possum grasped the oars. Aileen was already at the tiller—staring ahead in utter silence, seeing nothing but the little blue and white figure. It swung round a bend, and was out of sight.

"Keep her out in the middle, where the tide's swiftest, Missus," Possum said. "Don't look like that—it's all right—we'll get him."

She was rowing desperately, with sharp, quick strokes, under which the boat flew through the water. They rounded the turn, and ahead—but how far ahead!—was the dinghy, with Garth sitting upright and very still. Faster and faster, as they neared the mouth, the current set out to sea.

"It's very light, you know," Possum said between strokes, in answer to Aileen's look. "And it got a good start. We're gaining though, you notice." She was flinging quick looks backward as she rowed. "Ain't he sittin' still? My word, he's good! He's got sense enough for ten!"

Garth's clear little voice came back to them over the dancing water. They could not hear his words, but there was no fear in the tone. Aileen felt almost ashamed of her own sick terror, hearing that brave, childish voice; but the stories of the danger of the current echoed in her mind, and she knew, if once the dinghy gained the lake before them, that hope was slight. And he was such a little, little boy!

The high banks seemed to fly past. Afterwards, in her dreams, she saw them always: flickering visions of yellow banks and dark green masses of wattle-trees. But at the moment she saw only what lay ahead: glancing water, and swift oars flashing, and Possum's flushed, strained face; and the boat that rocked and fled from them with its tiny burden.

But they gained. As they swung round turn after turn, they crept nearer and nearer to the dinghy. Surely they must win! And yet, Possum was afraid. Looking at her, with senses sharpened by terror, the mother saw the fear in her eyes. She met Aileen's glance with a forced smile, but it could not hide her fear. Her arms never ceased their rapid, mechanical strokes—under the thin blouse her muscles rose and fell as she opened her shoulders with long, powerful swings.

"Can you stand it?" Aileen whispered. "Oh, why can't I row decently!"

"You're… far more use steering," Possum gasped. "I'm all right. See how we're gaining."

"Then why are you afraid?" Aileen cried.

Possum shook her head, and forced a smile—a smile that brought no conviction. Then Garth cried out again, something about "water," and "wet," and Possum's anxious look grew sharper. Her voice was shrill and strained as she called back to the child.

"I know, dearie—sit still!"

"What is it?" Aileen gasped; and suddenly she knew. They were gaining rapidly now, but the dinghy was settling down in the water. The leaks! The wonder was that it had floated so long. Now the water rippled almost level with its edge. For an instant Aileen lost her head in her agony of terror. She screamed, starting half up.

"Sit down!" Possum's voice, stern in its anxiety, brought her to her senses. She flung a backward glance. "Near down," she gasped; "I knew, when we gained so quick."

Garth's voice came again, and this time with a sob of fear. The dinghy was almost sinking. For another moment the skiff spun through the water, rounding a bend, and there, ahead, lay the open water of the lake. Possum shipped the oars with a sudden jerk.

"Try and keep her straight"—she flung the words at Aileen. "There's one chance——"

Ahead, the dinghy seemed to stop. There was a slow, sickening swirl, and, even as Possum screamed to Garth to jump, the water closed over the little boat. There was a cry—a cry that choked suddenly. Then the skiff quivered and stopped as Possum dived into the stream.
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"They saw the empty boat first."


The water lay blank and desolate before the woman who sat staring in the skiff—blank but for the widening ripples that spread across the pathway of the current. So it lay for a dragging moment that was years, and then Possum's head broke it, and, but farther away, Garth's upturned face. They disappeared again.

When she saw them once more, they were together—Possum gripping the boy tightly, and keeping afloat with one hand. The skiff was drifting down towards them. Aileen grasped an oar and tried to bring it closer, loathing the helpless ignorance that made her efforts awkward. Close—closer, but still too far. She thrust the oar towards them, leaning over the side. It was too short.

The current whisked her away—still stretching vainly towards the two faces in the water, crying to them, calling to God. Then she flung herself into the water, striving, with desperate helpless strokes, against the racing tide.

A motor-launch came swiftly round from the lake, the two men in her talking and smoking. They saw the empty boat first, and the words died upon their lips.

"My goodness!" said Tom Macleod, and sprang to his engine. The launch leaped like a live thing tearing through the water. The skiff danced past them, rocking upon the waves.

"Can you see them?" he asked, between his teeth.

"One of 'em's close," Nick said. "Steady—starboard a little. Be ready to back if I miss." He hung over the side and clutched at the fair head near the boat. "Ah—got her. It's your wife." His great shoulders quivered as he dragged her in, looking wildly ahead as he did so. A cry broke from him.

"There's my girl—she's got your Garth. Hold on, Poss! Get on with you, man—starboard, starboard!"

He flung Aileen into the boat, and turned again swiftly. Possum was paddling feebly with one hand, almost done. She met his eyes and her lips parted.

"Take Garth," she gasped. But he took both, catching them with his great arms, and holding them out of the water until Tom could get to his side. He caught his boy from Possum's tired hands and laid him in the boat beside his mother, while Nick O'Connor dragged in the girl.

From Possum
 , by Mary Grant Bruce
 (Ward, Lock & Co.)

 


Author
 .—Mary Grant Bruce
 , a living Australian writer, has written many charming stories for children, including A Little Bush Maid, Mates at Billabong, Norah of Billabong, and From Billabong to London
 .


General Notes
 .—To recognize and understand the characters you must read the whole book. What is a dinghy? What do you think of Possum's achievement? Talk about other stories of female heroism.
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ROMANCE

I saw a ship a-sailing,

A-sailing on the sea,

Her masts were of the shining gold,

Her deck of ivory;

And sails of silk, as soft as milk,

And silvern shrouds had she.

And round about her sailing

The sea was sparkling white,

The waves all clapped their hands and sang

To see so fair a sight;

They kissed her twice, they kissed her thrice,

And murmured with delight.

Then came the gallant captain

And stood upon the deck,

In velvet coat and ruffles white

Without a spot or speck,

And diamond rings and triple strings

Of pearls about his neck.

And four and twenty sailors

Were round him bowing low,

On every jacket three times three

Gold buttons in a row,

And cutlasses down to their knees—

They made a goodly show.

And then the ship went sailing,

A-sailing o'er the sea,

She dived beneath the setting sun,

But never back came she,

For she found the lands of the golden sands,

Where the pearls and diamonds be.

—Gabriel Setoun


 


Author
 .—"Gabriel Setoun" is the pen-name of Thomas Nicoll Hepburn
 , headmaster of Milton House Public School, Edinburgh, born in 1861. He has written many books for juveniles and adults, including The Child World and a life of Robert Burns
 .


General Notes
 .—The poem given is an enlargement of an old rhyme. What is ivory? What are shrouds? What are cutlasses? Is this a ship that never was? Why does sunset suggest gold, and pearls, and diamonds? Make a drawing of the poet's dream ship.
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GIOTTO, THE SHEPHERD BOY

This is the story of a shepherd boy who lived in the sunny land of Italy six hundred years ago. Now, when a person is not forgotten after so long a time, he must have done something to make his name remembered. And it is because Giotto became a great painter of pictures that his story is often told.

Even when he was quite a little boy he was very fond of drawing, and he drew very well. The work of tending the sheep was not hard, and he had plenty of time to spare. So, instead of being idle, he used to draw on the smooth stones in the fields with a piece of slate.

One day, as he was drawing pictures of his sheep and goats, a stranger came quietly behind him and watched him. Giotto did not know that anyone was near, and kept on with his drawing. It was so well done for a boy who had never been taught that the stranger, who was a great painter, asked him if he would like to be taught how to paint.

Giotto looked so pleased, and answered so eagerly, that the stranger asked the boy's father if he might take his son away and teach him. The father agreed; and so the clever shepherd boy went with his new friend.

Giotto worked so hard and got on so well that by and by his paintings came to be well known, and rich people were glad to buy them. He used to carve figures in marble, too; and in many of the churches of Italy his work may still be seen.

Giotto was fond of fun, and was very witty. Let me tell you two stories about him. One day, he painted a fly on the nose of a figure his friend was working at. Soon afterwards, his friend came in and saw the fly. Raising his hand, he tried to brush it off; but it was still there. He tried again; and then he saw that it was not a real fly at all. But he knew who had played the joke upon him—only Giotto could have drawn the fly so well.

Here is the second story. The Pope wanted an artist to do some work for him, so he sent a messenger to Giotto. The messenger asked for some work that might be shown to the Pope. Giotto took a piece of paper and a brush full of paint. Then, with one sweep of the brush, he drew a circle that was truly round.

"Here is the drawing," said he. "But am I to take nothing but this?" asked the messenger, looking as if he thought Giotto was joking. "That is enough. Show it to your master, and tell him how it was done; he will understand," replied Giotto.

When the Pope looked at it, he knew that only a great painter could have drawn so true a circle in the way the messenger described. So he sent for Giotto to paint some pictures in St. Peter's, a great church at Rome. Even now, in Italy, when a person wants to say that a thing is quite round, he says, "It is as round as the circle of Giotto."

 


Author
 .—Unknown.


General Notes
 .—Giotto
 (jǒt'-tō
 ) di Bondone
 (bǒn-do'-nay
 ) was born at a little village about 14 miles from Florence, about 1266—1276. The man who found him drawing on a smooth stone was Cimabue (che'-mah-boo'-ay
 ), a Florentine painter. Another shepherd boy became king; who was he? See which pupil can draw the "roundest" circle on the blackboard.
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TUBAL CAIN

Old Tubal Cain was a man of might

In the days when Earth was young;

By the fierce red light of his furnace bright,

The strokes of his hammer rung;

And he lifted high his brawny hand

On the iron glowing clear,

Till the sparks rushed out in scarlet showers,

As he fashioned the sword and spear;

And he sang—"Hurrah for my handiwork!

Hurrah for the spear and sword!

Hurrah for the hand that shall wield them well,

For he shall be king and lord!"

 

To Tubal Cain came many a one,

As he wrought by his roaring fire,

And each one prayed for a strong steel blade

As the crown of his desire;

And he made them weapons sharp and strong

Till they shouted loud for glee,

And gave him gifts of pearl and gold,

And spoils of the forest free;

And they sang—"Hurrah for Tubal Cain,

Who hath given us strength anew!

Hurrah for the smith, hurrah for the fire,

And hurrah for the metal true!"

 

But a sudden change came o'er his heart

Ere the setting of the sun,

And Tubal Cain was filled with pain

For the evil he had done;

He saw that men, with rage and hate,

Made war upon their kind,

That the land was red with the blood they shed,

In their lust for carnage, blind;

And he said—"Alas that ever I made,

Or that skill of mine should plan,

The spear and the sword for men whose joy

Is to slay their fellow man!"

 

And for many a day Old Tubal Cain

Sat brooding o'er his woe;

And his hand forbore to smite the ore,

And his furnace smouldered low.

But he rose at last with a cheerful face,

And a bright courageous eye,

And bared his strong right arm for work,

While the quick flames mounted high.

And he sang—"Hurrah for my handicraft!"

And the red sparks lit the air;

"Not alone for the blade was the bright steel made;"

And he fashioned the first ploughshare.

 

And men, taught wisdom from the past,

In friendship joined their hands,

Hung the sword in the hall, the spear on the wall,

And ploughed the willing lands;

And sang—"Hurrah for Tubal Cain!

Our staunch good friend is he;

And, for the ploughshare and the plough,

To him our praise shall be;

But while oppression lifts its head,

Or a tyrant would be lord,

Though we may thank him for the plough,

We'll not forget the sword!"

—Charles Mackay


 


Author
 .—Charles Mackay
 (1814—1889), poet and journalist, son of an artillery officer, was born in Perth, Scotland. Two of his songs—There's a Good Time Coming and Cheer, Boys, Cheer
 —had an extraordinary popularity.


General Notes
 .—Tubal Cain was a forger of every cutting instrument of brass and iron (see Genesis
 iv., 22). What is meant by "the crown of his desire," "spoils of the forest"? What evil had Tubal Cain done? How did he turn evil into good? Does the world need another Tubal Cain to-day? Copy out the verse you like best. Decorate it with a border above and below. What does the rhythm or beat of the poem remind you of?
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THE BURNING OF THE RICE-FIELD

Once there was a good old man who lived up on a high plain, far away in Japan. All around his little house the land was flat and the ground was rich, and there were the rice-fields of all the people who lived in the village at the mountain's foot. Every morning and every evening the old man and his little grandson, who lived with him, used to look far down on the people at work in the village, and watch the blue sea which lay all around the land so close that there was no room for fields below, but only for houses. The little boy loved the rice- fields dearly, for he knew that the good food for all the people came from them. He often helped his grandfather to watch over them.

One day the grandfather was standing alone before his house, looking far down at the people, and out at the sea, when suddenly he saw something very strange far off where the sea and sky met. Something like a great cloud was rising there, as if the sea were lifting itself high into the sky. The old man put his hands to his eyes and looked again as hard as his old sight could. Then he turned and ran to the house. "Yone! (yo-nee
 ) Yone!" he cried; "bring a brand from the hearth!"

The little grandson wondered what his grandfather wanted with fire, but his habit was to obey, so he ran quickly and brought the brand. The old man already had one, and was running towards the rice-fields. Yone ran after him. What was his horror to see his grandfather thrust his burning brand into the ripe, dry rice, that stood ready for the harvest.

"Oh, grandfather, grandfather!" screamed the little boy, "what are you doing?"

"Quick; set fire; thrust your brand in!" said the grand-father.

Yone thought his dear grandfather had lost his wits, and he began to sob; but a little Japanese boy always obeys, so, though he sobbed, he thrust his torch in, and the sharp flame ran up the dry stalks, red and yellow. In an instant, the field was ablaze, and thick, black smoke began to pour upwards. It rose from the mountain like a cloud, black and fierce; and, almost at once, the people below saw that their precious rice-fields were on fire. Ah, how they ran! Men, women, and children climbed the mountain, running as fast as they could to save the rice. Not one person stayed behind.

When they came to the high plain and saw the beautiful rice-crop all in flames, beyond help, they cried bitterly, "Who has done this thing? How did it happen?"

"I set fire," said the old man, very gravely; and the little grandson sobbed, "Grandfather set fire."

But, when they came fiercely round the old man, with "Why?" "Why?" he only turned and pointed to the sea. "Look!" he said.

They all turned and looked. There, where the blue sea had lain so calm, a mighty wall of water, reaching from earth to sky, was rolling in. No one could scream, so terrible was the sight. The wall of water rolled in on the land, passed quite over the place where the village had been, and broke, with an awful sound, on the mountain side. One wave more, and still one more, came; and then all was water as far as they could look below; the village where they had been was under the sea.

But the people were all safe. And, when they saw what the old man had done, they honoured him above all men for the quick wit which had saved them from the tidal wave.

Adapted from a story by Lafcadio Hearn


 


Author
 .—Lafcadio Hearn
 (1850—1904) was born in the Ionian Islands, near Greece. His native place was Leucadia, pronounced lef-ca'-di-a
 , the name which he adopted. Trained for a priest, he gave up the church and became a journalist in the United States, then wandered through many countries till he reached Japan, where be became a professor of English literature in the University of Tokyo, married a Japanese woman, and adopted the Buddhist religion. He wrote many books dealing with Japanese life and customs.


General Notes
 .—Tidal waves, such as those mentioned in the story, usually follow earthquakes, which are themselves connected with volcanoes and volcanic action. The Pacific Ocean is surrounded by a volcanic girdle. Find all the volcanoes you can in this circuit. What quality did the grandfather exhibit in presence of danger? Can you suggest other means less destructive?
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WILLIAM TELL

Come, list to me, and you shall hear

A tale of what befell

A famous man of Switzerland—

His name was William Tell.

 

Near Reuss's bank, from day to day,

His little flock he led,

By prudent thrift and hardy toil

Content to earn his bread.

 

Nor was the hunter's craft unknown;

In Uri none was seen

To track the rock-frequenting herd

With eye so true and keen.

 

A little son was in his home,

A laughing, fair-haired boy;

So strong of limb, so blithe of heart,

He made it ring with joy.

 

His father's sheep were all his friends;

The lambs he called by name;

And when they frolicked in the fields

The child would share the game.

 

So peacefully their hours were spent

That life had scarce a sorrow;

They took the good of every day,

And hoped for more to-morrow.

 

But oft some shining April morn

Is darkened in an hour,

And blackest griefs o'er joyous homes,

Alas, unseen may lower!

 

Not yet on Switzerland had dawned

Her day of liberty;

The stranger's yoke was on her sons,

And pressed right heavily.

 

So one was sent in luckless hour,

To rule in Austria's name;

A haughty man of savage mood—

In pomp and pride he came.

 

One day, in wantonness of power,

He set his cap on high:—

"Bow down, ye slaves," the order ran;

"Who disobeys shall die!"
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Peaceful Hours


It chanced that William Tell that morn

Had left his cottage home,

And with his little son in hand

To Altorf town had come.

 

For oft the boy had eyed the spoil

His father homeward bore,

And prayed to join the hunting crew

When they should roam for more.

 

And often on some merry night,

When wondrous feats were told,

He longed his father's bow to take,

And be a hunter bold.

 

Tell saw the crowd, the lifted cap,

The tyrant's angry frown;

And heralds shouted in his ear,

"Bow down, ye slaves, bow down!"

 

Stern Gessler marked the peasant's mien,

And watched to see him fall;

But never palm-tree straighter stood

Than Tell before them all!

 

"My knee shall bend," he calmly said,

"To God, and God alone;

My life is in the Austrian's hand,

My conscience is my own."

 

"Seize him, ye guards!" the ruler cried,

While passion choked his breath;

"He mocks my power, he braves my lord,

He dies the traitor's death.

 

"Yet wait. The Swiss are marksmen true—

So all the world doth say;

That fair-haired stripling hither bring—

We'll try their skill to-day."

 

Hard by, a spreading lime-tree stood;

To this the youth was bound;

They placed an apple on his head—

He looked in wonder round.

 

"The fault is mine, if fault there be,"

Cried Tell, in accents wild;

"On manhood let your vengeance fall,

But spare, oh, spare my child!"

 

"I will not harm the pretty boy,"

Said Gessler tauntingly;

"If blood of his shall stain the ground,

Yours will the murder be.

 

"Draw tight your bow, my cunning man,

Your straightest arrow take;

For know, yon apple is your mark,

Your liberty the stake."

 

A mingled noise of wrath and grief

Was heard among the crowd;

The men, they muttered curses deep,

The women wept aloud.

 

Full fifty paces from his child,

His strong bow in his hand,

With lips compressed, and flashing eye,

Tell firmly took his stand.

 

Sure, full enough of pain and woe

This crowded Earth has been;

But never, since the curse began,

A sadder sight was seen.

 

Then spake aloud the gallant boy

Impatient of delay,

"Shoot straight and quick, thine aim is sure;

Thou canst not miss to-day."

 

"Heaven bless thee now!" the parent said,

"Thy courage shames my fear:

'Man tramples on his brother man,

But God is ever near.'"

 

The bow was bent, the arrow went

As by an angel guided;

In pieces two, beneath the tree,

The apple fell divided.
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"'Twas bravely done," the ruler said,

"My plighted word I keep;

'Twas bravely done by sire and son.

Go home, and feed your sheep."

 

"No thanks I give thee for thy boon,"

The peasant coldly said;

"To God alone my praise is due,

And duly shall be paid.

 

"Yet know, proud man, thy fate was near,

Had I but missed my aim;

Not unavenged my child had died—

Thy parting hour the same.

 

"For see! a second shaft was here,

If harm my boy befell;

Now go and bless the heavenly powers

My first has sped so well."

 

God helped the right, God spared the sin;

He brings the proud to shame;

He guards the weak against the strong—

Praise to His holy name!

—Rev
 . J. H. Gurney


 


Author
 .—Reverend J. H. Gurney
 . Of the author little is known. The Gurneys of Norwich are a well-known English family. One of them was a brother of Mrs. Fry, the prison reformer.


General Notes
 .—It is now believed that the story of Tell and the apple has no solid foundation in fact; that it is merely a legend, which has been told in various forms in different countries. It serves to show, however, the spirit of the Swiss people. What is quite true is that, after the death of Emperor Rudolph of Hapsburg in 1291, the inhabitants of some districts in Switzerland joined together to defend their common interests against the despotic power exercised by the imperial bailiffs or middlemen. To this period belong the Tell legends. This defensive alliance was the first beginning of the present Swiss Confederation. What, according to the poem, was Tell's occupation? Who was Gessler, and what was his character as shown in the poem?


Notes on the Places Mentioned
 .—The River Reuss rises in the south of Switzerland and flows north through Lake Lucerne into the River Aar. Uri is one of the twenty-two cantons or states of Switzerland; it is south of the eastern arm of Lake Lucerne. Altorf, the chief town in Uri, is near the entrance of the Reuss into the lake. Find these places in your atlas.
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KING KAID OF INDIA

The great King Kaid of India was growing weary. For years he had been a mighty warrior, but now all his enemies were conquered; there were no rebels in his realm, and the neighbouring countries paid their tribute regularly.

"I cannot go to war without cause," said Kaid, "for that would be displeasing to the gods, and I should go down to posterity as a wicked oppressor. Yet there is nothing else that interests me. I would give anything to the man who would invent some means of interesting me and so make the time pass quickly."

There were many courtiers present. And one man, an aged sage, paid a good deal of attention to what the King had said. He went home and retired to a room, taking with him pen and parchment.

For days the old man remained in this apartment by himself, coming out only to eat his meals. At last, after a fortnight, he sent for Talachand, a skilful carver of ivory, and commanded him to make thirty-two little figures after patterns which he described carefully to the carver. There were to be two kings and two queens, four warriors on horseback, two castles modelled after a famous stronghold near Delhi, and other figures of different sizes and shapes. Half of these were to be white and the other half red.

Talachand worked hard at the figures, and in another fortnight brought them to the wise man, who was very pleased with them.

Meanwhile, the sage had ordered a curious board from a woodworker in the bazaar. It was square, and contained sixty-four smaller squares, alternately red and white. Such a curious board had not been seen before, and many people were puzzled to think what its use could be.

At last, when the board was finished, and the figures were all ready, the wise man carried them to the King's palace. As soon as his presence was announced, the King summoned him to his chamber.

"Sire," said the old man, "you promised to fulfil any request that might be made by the man who was able to interest your Majesty in some new occupation. Does that promise still hold good?"

"It does," replied the King. "I will do anything for the man who can save me from weariness."

"Well," continued the old man, arranging the ivory figures carefully upon the board in two pairs of rows facing each other, "here is a new kind of warfare for your Majesty, a warfare in which no blood will be shed, no towns burned, no children orphaned, but which will give you plenty of excitement and tax all your powers of strategy if you are to win."

Already the King was interested; and, as the old man showed how the warfare of the ivory figures was waged on the battle-ground of the chequered board, the King grew excited and his weariness fled.

"This white king is your Majesty," said the old man; "and, if you are to win the battle, you must keep a clean mind, for it is by skill and not by force that success comes in this war."

Then the old man showed how the different figures were to move on the board, some going across in either direction and others moving diagonally, while the figures of warriors on horseback moved a little across and then diagonally. Some moved over many squares at one time and others over one square only.

For weeks and weeks the King studied this new kind of warfare, in which no one was slain, and after a time he felt he had made himself a master of it, and he called the game "the King," or "Chess," which means the same thing.

Then the wise man asked for his reward.

"What shall I give you?" questioned the monarch. "Ask me anything you like, and you shall receive it, to the half of my kingdom."

"I want neither gold nor jewels," said the old man. "All I ask is that your Majesty shall give me one grain of corn for the first square on the chess-board, double that for the second square, double that again for the third, and so on—that is, I am to have one, two, four, eight, sixteen, and so on up to the sixty-fourth square; simply that, and nothing more."

"Of course you can have that," replied the King; "but it is nothing for what you have done. Let me add a hundred lacs of rupees?"

"No, your Majesty," said the old man, modestly; "I am grateful for your generosity, but give me only the corn that I ask for and I shall be content."

"Very well," replied the King; and, calling his treasurer, he told him to count up the number of grains.

"I must ask your Majesty to send them to me," added the wise man; and to this the King agreed, although he could not understand, he said, why the old man could not take so small a reward with him.

The treasurer went away, but after an hour or two he returned in the greatest consternation.

"Have you sent the old man his reward?" asked King Kaid.

"No, your Majesty," replied the treasurer; "it is impossible. He has asked for more than the value of your kingdom."

"What do you mean?" demanded the King severely, looking greatly astonished.

"Why, your Majesty, to give one grain for the first square, two for the second, four for the third, and so on to the sixty-fourth, means that he is to have 18,446,744,073,709,551,615 grains. Not a thousandth part of this corn exists in the world, for its value at two shillings a bushel is ￡3,385,966,239,667."

The King could not believe his treasurer until the sum was worked out in his presence, and then the King, too, was in dismay. At this moment the wise man appeared to ask again for his reward. The King, in great alarm, asked him if he realized what his request meant.

"But," said the old man, "your Majesty has solemnly promised to give me what I asked, even to the half of your kingdom."

The King was silent. Then, after a few moments, the wise man said:

"King, I crave no reward for having taught your Majesty that there are other things of interest in life beside slaughter and fire; and, if I have made the greatest of monarchs realize that even he cannot fulfil every rash promise, made without thought and in pride of heart, then I shall have been rewarded for inventing a game that men of all ages and countries may yet come to delight in."

And the wise man was right, for chess, which was thus invented, has indeed come to be the game of games.

From My Magazine


 


Author
 .—Unknown. Arthur Mee's My Magazine
 was a delightful journal for children. For many years it appeared every month, published in England.


General Notes
 .—There are two main features in this story. It professes to give the origin of the game of chess, and then it draws our attention to a curious fact in numbers. Where chess was really born no one knows, perhaps in China, perhaps in India, perhaps in Persia, perhaps in Egypt. What other game is played on a chessboard? Pronounce Kaid kah-eed
 .
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RAIN

It isn't raining rain to me,

It's raining daffodils;

In every dimpled drop I see

Wild flowers on the hills.

The clouds of grey engulf the day

And overwhelm the town—

It isn't raining rain to me,

It's raining roses down.

 

It isn't raining rain to me,

But fields of clover bloom

Where any buccaneering bee

May find a bed and room.

A health unto the happy,

A fig for him who frets—

It isn't raining rain to me,

It's raining violets.

—Robert Loveman


 


Author
 .—Robert Loveman
 an American poet, born in Cleveland, Ohio, in 1864. "Rain" is his best-known poem.


General Notes
 .—At what time of the year do you think this poem was written? Why can it be called a poem of hope? Shelley puts the same thought into a single line: "If winter comes, can spring be far behind?" Write out the poem and draw borders above and below to illustrate the central thought.
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THE HERO OF THE FLOODED MINE

At Bonnievale, a town near Kalgoorlie, in Western Australia, there is a deep gold-mine, which is hard to keep free from water. It may not be easy for you to imagine that there is much water at a great depth below the surface of the earth; but, in the case of many mines, it is necessary to keep pumping out the water all the time, day and night.

A gold-mine consists of more than a vertical hole or shaft. At points along the main shaft, long tunnels—crosscuts—which generally run parallel to the surface, are made. From one level thus formed a shaft may be sunk to another underneath it. This is called a winze. Again, the quartz may be taken out in such a way that an upward shaft—a stope or rise—is made. Thus, in a well-worked mine, there is a network of underground passages which are not easy to keep free from water.

One afternoon, while the men were at work, the water began to rise rapidly. Most of the miners, who were working at the No.10 level, noticed it, and made good their escape. One poor man in a stope was prevented by the fast-rising water from reaching the main shaft. He was an Italian named Modesto Varischetti.

[image: ]



Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

Diver Hughes reaches the Italian


In the shaft, the water rose about sixty feet above the level at which the men had been working. But the Italian was about thirty feet above this level, in a place that may be compared to a tube with a closed end. When the water rushed up the main shaft, it pushed the air before it. But the air in the stope had no outlet, and it thus kept the water from rising all the way up, for air occupies space just as water does. If you push a bottle, mouth downwards, into a basin of water, you will notice that the water will not rise all the way in the bottle, because of the air that cannot escape. Such was the case in the stope where the Italian was working.

Though he was not drowned, he was still in an awful position. Try to picture him there, just saved from a sudden death—only to await a slower and a more horrible one from starvation. Hundreds of feet down in the dark earth, away from the cheerful sunlight, away from his friends, with the murky water beneath him—what an awful position for a human being!

The men above thought that their mate had been drowned, but he could soon be heard knocking against the roof of his prison. When they found that he was alive, they set to work to save him, if possible. All the pumps were kept going full speed, but it was seen that, before the mine was emptied in this way, the Italian would be dead. The Minister of Mines at Perth then sent two divers, Messrs. Hughes and Hearn, to the spot by a special train. They arrived on Thursday afternoon, and tried to reach the imprisoned miner with food. Their three attempts, however, met with failure.

The next day they made another effort. Down they went through the cold, dark water. Their work was full of danger. The sides of the mine were likely to fall in at any moment and crush them to death. If the air-pipes broke or became blocked, they would die of suffocation. Besides, the muddy floor of the level was very hard to walk on, and the pressure of the water was very unpleasant. All these dangers were known to the divers, but they were determined to try to the last to save their fellow creature.

[image: ]



Drawn by Allan T. Bernal do

The Diver to the Rescue


This time Diver Hughes reached the Italian, who must have been much startled to see such a strange-looking object slowly rise from the water of his prison. The diver could not speak through his great helmet, but cheered the Italian by shaking hands with him. Leaving the prisoner some food, the plucky man returned to the mouth of the shaft. He was quite worn out, and had to be attended by a doctor.

Again and again did this brave man make his dangerous journey to the Italian. His visits, besides giving the prisoner food and light, also kept him in better spirits. A slate was taken down, on which Varischetti wrote many touching messages. This is one of them:—"I wish to tell you to be quick, and that I feel as if my bones were dying. Dear men, have pity on me. I send you my miserable greetings. I am your miserable friend, Modesto Varischetti."

Meanwhile, the pumps were going night and day. The workmen did not ask for time for meals. After eight days, it was made known the Italian could be brought to the surface on the next day.

Great was the crowd that had gathered at the mine when, at half-past three on Thursday afternoon, Mr. Hughes went down for the purpose of bringing Varischetti out of his gloomy prison.

The crowd had been asked not to cheer, as the noise might prove harmful to the Italian; but when, at a quarter-past six, the cage came to the surface, containing the corpse-like Italian and his brave rescuer, the people forgot the warning and showed their joy by giving cheer after cheer. Varischetti had been nine days and two hours in the shadow of death.

From many parts of Australia telegrams and letters were sent to Diver Hughes, praising his great deed; but, like the hero he is, he asked that credit be given to his fellow diver, Mr. Hearn, and all the others who had worked at the rescue.

 


Author
 .—The story is compiled from newspaper accounts.


General Notes
 .—Find Kalgoorlie on the map. Find the meaning of shaft, winze, stope. What is a Minister of Mines? Make the experiment with the bottle, as described on page 102. Draw a plan of the mine.
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THE MILLER OF THE DEE

There dwelt a miller hale and bold

Beside the river Dee;

He wrought and sang from morn to night,

No lark more blithe than he;

And this the burden of his song

For ever used to be—

"I envy nobody, no, not I,

And nobody envies me!"

 

"Thou'rt wrong, my friend!" said old King Hal,

"Thou'rt wrong as wrong can be;

For could my heart be light as thine

I'd gladly change with thee.

And tell me now what makes thee sing

With voice so loud and free,

While I am sad, though I'm the king,

Beside the river Dec?"

 

The miller smiled, and doffed his cap.

"I earn my bread," quoth he;

"I love my wife, I love my friends,

I love my children three;

l owe no penny I cannot pay;

I thank the river Dee

That turns the mill that grinds the corn

To feed my babes and me."

 

"Good friend," said Hal, and sighed the while,

"Farewell, and happy be;

But say no more, if thou'dst be true,

That no one envies thee.

[image: ]



Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"I envy nobody, no, not I."


Thy mealy cap is worth my crown,

Thy mill my kingdom's fee.

Such men as thou are England's boast,

O miller of the Dee!"

—Charles Mackay


 


Author
 .—Charles Mackay
 (see "Tubal Cain").


General Notes
 .—Find the Dee with the town of Chester. There is another Dee in Scotland. Who was Old King Hal of the six wives? Name all the things that made the miller happy. What reason had the king to feel sad? Why are men of the type of the miller England's proudest boast?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into two parts, the "millers" and the "Kings," and let each part speak alternate verses. This is a good poem for miming.
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THE DRAGON-FLY


To-day I saw the dragon-fly



Come from the wells where he did lie
 .


An inner impulse rent the veil



Of his old husk: from head to tail



Came out clear plates of sapphire mail
 .


He dried his wings: like gauze they grew:



Through crofts and pastures wet with dew



A living flash of light he flew
 .


Tennyson


Under a bank Tom one day saw a very ugly dirty creature sitting; it was about half as big as himself, and had six legs, and a big stomach, and a most ridiculous head with two great eyes, and a face just like a donkey's.

"Oh," said Tom, "you are an ugly fellow, to be sure!" And he began making faces at him, and put his nose close to him, and hallooed at him, like a very rude boy.

When, hey presto! all the thing's donkey-face came off in a moment, and out popped a long arm with a pair of pincers at the end of it, and caught Tom by the nose. It did not hurt him much, but it held him quite tight.

"Yah, ah! Let me go!" cried Tom.

"Then let me go," said the creature. "I want to be quiet. I want to split."

Tom promised to let him alone, and he let go.

"Why do you want to split?" said Tom.

"Because my brothers and sisters have all split, and turned into beautiful creatures with wings; and I want to split too. Don't speak to me. I am sure I shall split. I will
 split."

Tom stood still and watched him. And he swelled himself and puffed, and stretched himself out stiff, and at last—crack, puff, bang!—he opened all down his back, and then up to the top of his head; and out came a most slender, elegant, soft creature, as soft and smooth as Tom; but very pale and weak, like a little child who has been ill a long time in a dark room. It moved its legs very feebly, and looked about it half ashamed, like a girl when she goes for the first time into a ball-room; and then it began walking slowly up a grass stem to the top of the water.

Tom was so astonished that he never said a word, but he stared with all his eyes. And he went up to the top of the water, too, and peeped out to see what would happen.

And, as the creature sat in the warm, bright sun, a wonderful change came over it. It grew strong and firm, the most lovely colours began to show on its body, blue and yellow and black, spots and bars and rings. Out of its back rose four great wings of bright brown gauze, and its eyes grew so large that they filled all its head, and shone like ten thousand diamonds.

"Oh, you beautiful creature!" said Tom; and he put out his hand to catch it.

But the thing whirred up into the air, hung poised on its wings a moment, and then settled down again by Tom, quite fearless.

"No!" it said, "you cannot catch me. I am a dragon-fly now, the king of all the flies; and I shall dance in the sunshine, and hawk over the river, and catch gnats, and have a beautiful wife like myself. I know what I shall do. Hurrah!" And he flew away into the air and began catching gnats.

"Oh, come back, come back," cried Tom, "you beautiful creature. I have no one to play with, and I am so lonely here. If you will but come back I will never try to catch you."

"I don't care whether you do or not," said the dragon-fly; "for you can't. But, when I have had my dinner and looked a little about this pretty place, I will come back and have a little chat about all I have seen in my travels. Why, what a huge tree this is! And what huge leaves on it!"

It was only a big dock; but you know the dragon-fly had never seen any but little water-plants; so it did look very big to him. Besides, he was very short-sighted, as all dragon-flies are, and never could see a yard before his nose, any more than a great many other folks who are not half so handsome as he.

The dragon-fly did come back, and chatted away with Tom. He was a little conceited about his fine colours and his large wings; but, you know, he had been a poor, dirty, ugly creature all his life before; so there were great excuses for him. He was very fond of talking about all the wonderful things he saw in the trees and the meadows; and Tom liked to listen to him.

So, in a little while, they became great friends.

From The Water Babies
 , by Chaerles Kingsley


 


Author
 .—Chaerles Kingsley
 (1819—1875) was an English clergyman and novelist. His chief works are Alton Locke, Yeast, Hypatia, Westwood Ho!, Two Years Ago, and The Water Babies
 .


General Notes
 .—The dragon-fly is better known in Australia as a horse-stinger. What are the stages in the life of an insect? What is meant by "hawk over the river"? What do you learn about dragon-flies from this reading lesson? Do you know any other stories in which ugliness changes to beauty?
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THE INCHCAPE ROCK

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

The ship was still as she could be;

Her sails from heaven received no motion,

Her keel was steady in the ocean.

 

Without either sign or sound of their shock,

The waves flowed over the Inchcape Rock;

So little they rose, so little they fell,

They did not move the Inchcape Bell.

 

The worthy Abbot of Aberbrothock

Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock;

On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung,

And over the waves its warning rung.

 

When the rock was hid by the surge's swell,

The mariners heard the warning bell;

And then they knew the perilous rock,

And blessed the Abbot of Aberbrothock.

 

The buoy of the Inchcape Bell was seen,

A darker speck on the ocean green;

Sir Ralph the Rover walked his deck,

And he fixed his eye on the darker speck.

 

His eye was on the Inchcape float;

Quoth he, "My men, put out the boat,

And row me to the Inchcape Rock,

And I'll plague the Abbot of Aberbrothock."

 

The boat is lowered; the boatmen row,

And to the Inchcape Rock they go;

Sir Ralph bent over from the boat,

And he cut the bell from the Inchcape float.

 

Down sank the bell with a gurgling sound;

The bubbles arose and burst around.

Quoth Sir Ralph, "The next who comes to this rock

Will not bless the Abbot of Aberbrothock."

 

Sir Ralph the Rover sailed away;

He scoured the seas for many a day;

And now, grown rich with plundered store,

He steers his course to Scotland's shore.

 

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky

They cannot see the sun on high;

The wind hath blown a gale all day;

At evening, it hath died away.

 

"Canst hear," said one, "the breakers roar,

For methinks we should be near the shore?

Now where we are I cannot tell,

But I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell!"

 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong;

Though the wind hath fallen, they drift along

Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock—

O heavens! It is the Inchcape Rock!

 

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair;

He cursed himself in his despair;

The waves rush in on every side:

The ship is sinking beneath the tide!

 

But even in his dying fear

One dreadful sound could the Rover hear—

A sound as if with the Inchcape Bell

The fiends below were ringing his knell.

—Robert Southey


 


Author
 .—Robert Southey
 (1774—1843), is chiefly read to-day in certain of his shorter pieces, though some of his longer poems—Roderick the Goth, The Curse of Kehama
 , and the Tale of Paraguay
 —contain some remarkably fine things. Queen Orraca
 , a romantic ballad, Jasper
 , a poem of peasant life, and The Surgeon's Funeral
 , an attempt at the grimly grotesque, are well worth reading.


General Notes
 .—This is a good example of the ballad or story-poem. Inchcape Rock, a dangerous rock some miles from the coast of Forfarshire, Scotland. The Bell Rock lighthouse now stands upon it. (The building of this lighthouse is well told by Ballantyne in a book for boys, entitled The Lighthouse
 .) The name "Inch" means island. Aberbrothock (mouth of the Brothock), formerly the name for Arbroath, a seaport and manufacturing town in Forfarshire, eastern Scotland. The Bell Rock is 12 miles from the town. This story divides itself into two parts, the Crime and the Punishment. Why did the pirate wish to plague the priest? Did his punishment fit the crime?
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THE CHILDREN WHO SAVED HAMBURG

Long, long ago, Hamburg, a large city on the Elbe River in Germany, was being besieged. One of its brave defenders, a merchant named Wolff, was one evening returning slowly to his home, sad at heart. Along with the other merchants of the city, he had been helping the regular soldiers to defend the walls against the enemy. So constant was the fighting that, for a whole week, he had worn his armour day and night. Now he sadly thought that all the fighting was useless, for on the morrow want of food would force them to open the gates.

As he passed through his garden, he noticed that his cherry-trees, which he had taken great care to keep free from blight, were covered with ripe fruit, so large and juicy that the very sight was refreshing. At that moment, a thought struck him. He knew how much the enemy were suffering from thirst. What would they not give for this fruit? Might he not make an attempt to please them, and thus, perhaps, secure safety for his city?

Without a moment's delay, he set about carrying out his plan, for there was no time to be lost. He gathered together three hundred of the children of the city, had them all dressed in white, and loaded them with cherries. Then a gate was thrown open, and they set out on their strange errand.

The leader of the besieging army saw the gate open, and the band of little children marching out. Many of them were nearly hidden by the branches which they carried. He at once thought it was some trick by which the besieged were trying to deceive them, while preparing for an attack on his camp. As the children came nearer, he remembered that he had vowed to kill every man, woman, and child in the city, and was about to give orders that these poor children should be put to death.

But, when he saw the little ones close at hand, and noticed how pale and thin they were from want of food, he thought of his own children at home, and could hardly keep back his tears. Then, as his thirsty, wounded soldiers rushed to get the cool, refreshing fruit, the general knew that he was conquered, not by force of arms, but by the power of kindness.

When the children returned he sent with them wagons laden with food for the starving people of the city, and the next day signed a treaty of peace with those he had vowed to destroy.

For many years afterwards, as the day came round on which this event had taken place, it was kept as a holiday in Hamburg, and called "The Feast of Cherries." Large numbers of children in white robes marched through the streets, each one bearing a branch with bunches of cherries on it. The old writer who tells the story is careful to say that, on those occasions, the children kept the cherries for themselves.

Every age of the world's history has its tales of war and bloodshed and cruelty, of wild struggles, and of great victories. Nowhere among them all do we find the story of a more beautiful victory than that won by the little children of Hamburg.

From The Folks at Home


 


Author
 .—Unknown.


General Notes
 .—Look up Hamburg on the map. Has kindness really more power than force? Have you tried it?
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ALLEN-A-DALE

Allen-a-Dale has no fagot for burning,

Allen-a-Dale has no furrow for turning,

Allen-a-Dale has no fleece for the spinning,

Yet Allen-a-Dale has red gold for the winning.

Come, read my riddle! Come, hearken my tale!

And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a-Dale.

 

The Baron of Ravensworth prances in pride,

And he views his domains upon Arkindale side;

The mere for his net, and the land for his game,

The chase for the wild and the park for the tame;

Yet the fish of the lake and the deer of the vale

Are less free to Lord Dacre than Allen-a-dale!

 

Allen-a-Dale was ne'er belted a knight,

Though his spur be as sharp and his blade be as bright;

Allen-a-Dale is no baron or lord,

Yet twenty tall yeomen will draw at his word;

And the best of our nobles his bonnet will vail,

Who at Rere-cross on Stanmore meets Allen-a-dale.

 

Allen-a-Dale to his wooing is come;

The mother, she asked of his household and home.

"Though the castle of Richmond stand fair on the hill,

My hall," quoth bold Allen, "shows gallanter still;

'Tis the blue vault of heaven, with its crescent so pale,

And with all its bright spangles!" said Allen-a-Dale.

 

The father was steel, and the mother was stone;

They lifted the latch, and they bade him begone.

But loud, on the morrow, their wail and their cry!

He had laughed on the lass with his bonnie black eye;

And she fled to the forest to hear a love-tale,

And the youth it was told by was Allen-a-Dale!

—Sir Walter Scott


 


Author
 .—Sir Walter Scott
 (1771—1832), the greatest of Scottish novelists and one of the greatest of Scottish poets, was born at Edinburgh. Nearly all of his works deal with history, his chief poems being—The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Marmion, The Lady of the Lake, Rokeby, Lord of the Isles
 ; his chief prose works Waverley, the Heart of Midlothian, Ivanhoe, and Quentin Durward
 . He wrote also a History of Scotland and Tales of a Grandfather
 . "Scott exalted and purified the novel, and made Scotland known throughout the world." He has been called the "Wizard of the North."


General Notes
 .—This is a song sung by a minstrel to the accompaniment of the harp. It comes in the longer poem, Rokeby
 . Here is the story of Allen-a-dale told in prose: Allen-a-dale, of Nottinghamshire, was to be married to a lady who returned his love, but her parents compelled her to forgo young Allen for an old knight of wealth. Allen told his tale to Robin Hood, and the bold forester, in the disguise of a harper, went to the church where the wedding ceremony was to take place. When the wedding party stepped in, Robin Hood exclaimed, "This is no fit match; the bride shall be married only to the man of her choice." Then he sounded his horn, and Allen-a-dale with four-and-twenty bowmen entered the church. The bishop refused to marry the woman to Allen till the banns had been asked three times, whereupon Robin pulled off the bishop's gown and invested Little John in it, who asked the banns seven times, and performed the ceremony.


Notes on the Places Mentioned
 .—The ruins of the castle of Ravensworth are in the north of Yorkshire, about 3 miles from the town of Richmond. Near the castle is the forest of Arkingarth. The castle belonged at first to the powerful family of Fitz-Hugh, from whom it passed to the family of Dacre. Rere-cross was an old cross erected upon the ridge of Stanmore; it is said that at one time it marked the boundary between the kingdoms of England and Scotland.
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THE BOER AND HIS HORSE

When I was a small child and went to school, too young to read, I heard a thing read of a horse that made both my cheeks wet with hot tears. The man who owned the horse lived at the Cape of Good Hope, and was called a Boer. He was a poor man of Dutch blood, who was born on the soil of that land, and tilled it with the plough and hoe.

He was a kind man at heart, though rough in look and speech. He loved his mare, and she loved him, and was with him by day and near him by night. She was proud to have him on her back, and would dash through swamps, ponds, and fire, too, if he wished it.

But a day came that proved the faith and love of her stout heart and the soul of the man. A great storm came down on the sea. The waves roared, and rose as high as the hills. Their white tops foamed with rage at the winds that smote them with all their might.

Night drew near, and it was a scene to make one quake with fear. Right in the midst of all this rage and roar of wind and sea, a great ship, with sails rent and helm gone, came in sight. It rode on the high, white waves straight on to a reef of rocks, too far from the shore to be reached with a rope.

The ship was full of young and old, whose cries for help could be heard, loud as was the voice of the storm. Their boats were gone. There was no wood with which to build a raft. The waves leaped on the ship like great white wolves bent on their prey. How could one soul of them all be saved?

The men on shore could but look on the sad sight. They could give no help. They had no boat nor raft, and their hearts were sick within them.

Then the Boer was seen to draw near at full speed on his horse. Down he came to the beach, nor did he stop there one breath of time.

He spoke a word to her which she knew, and with no touch of whip or spur she dashed in, and with a rope tied to her tail swam the sea to the ship's side. She wheeled, and stamped her way on the white surge with a row of men to the shore. There she stayed but for a breath.

At the soft word and touch she knew so well, she turned and once more ploughed through the surge to the ship, and brought back a load of young and old. Once more she stood on the beach, amidst tears of joy that fell from all eyes. She stood there weak, as wet with sweat as with the sea. The night settled down fast on the ship. There were still a few more left on it, and their cries for help came on the wind to the shore.

The thoughts that tugged at the brave man's heart will not be known in this world. The cries from the ship pierced it through and through. He could not bear to hear them. He spoke a low, soft word to his horse; he put his hand to her neck, and seemed to ask her if she could do it. She turned her head to him with a look that meant, "If you wish it, I will try." He did wish it, and she tried to the last pulse of her heart.

She walked straight into the wild sea. All on shore held their breath at the sight. She was weak, but brave. Now and then the white surge buried her head; then she rose and shook the brine out of her eyes.

Foot by foot, slowly but surely, she neared the ship. Now the last man on that doomed vessel had caught the rope. Once more she turned her head to the beach. Shouts and prayers came from it to keep up her strength.

The tug was for a life she loved more than her own. She broke her heart for it half-way between ship and shore. She could lift her feet no more; her mane lay like black seaweed on the waves while she tried to catch one more breath; then with a groan she went down with all the load she bore, and a wail went out from the land for the loss of a life that had saved from death nearly all a ship's crew of men.

Thus dared and died in the sea the brave Boer and his horse. They were as friends, one in life, one in death; and both might well have place and rank with the best lives and deaths we read of in books for young or old.

—Elihu Burritt


 


Author
 .—Elihu Burritt
 (1810—1879), the "Learned Blacksmith," an American writer who spent his leisure in study and became a mathematician and a wonderful linguist. He was an earnest worker for international peace. His best-known work is Sparks from the Anvil
 .


General Notes
 .—Notice that throughout the lesson there is hardly a word of more than one syllable. There is an Australian story—that of Grace Bussell—which might be read along with this, but it had a happier ending. Find out all you can about the Boers. Think of other stories that show the devotion of a horse to its master.
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BRUCE AND THE SPIDER

King Bruce of Scotland flung himself down, in a lonely mood, to think;

True he was a monarch, and wore a crown, but his heart was beginning to sink.

For he had been trying to do a great deed, to make his people glad;

He had tried and tried, but couldn't succeed, and so he became quite sad.

 

He flung himself down in a low despair, as grieved as man could be;

And after a while, as he pondered there, "I'll give it all up," said he.

Now, just at the moment, a spider dropped, with its silken cobweb clew;

And the king, in the midst of his thinking, stopped to see what the spider would do.

 

'Twas a long way up to the ceiling dome, and it hung by a rope so fine

That, how it would get to its cobweb home, King Bruce could not divine.

It soon began to cling and crawl straight up with strong endeavour;

But down it came, with a slipping sprawl, as near to the ground as ever.

 

Up, up, it ran, not a second did stay to utter the least complaint,

Till it fell still lower; and there it lay, a little dizzy and faint.

Its head grew steady—again it went, and travelled a half-yard higher;

'Twas a delicate thread it had to tread, and a road where its feet would tire.

 

Again it fell, and swung below; but up it quickly mounted,

Till up and down, now fast, now slow, nine brave attempts were counted.

"Sure," cried the king, "that foolish thing will strive no more to climb,

When it toils so hard to reach and cling, and tumbles every time."

 

But up the spider went once more; ah me! 'tis an anxious minute;

It's only a foot from the cobweb door; oh, say, will he lose or win it?

Steadily, steadily, inch by inch, higher and higher he got;

And a bold little run at the very last pinch put him into the wished-for spot.

 

"Bravo! Bravo!" the king cried out. "All honour to those who try;

The spider up there defied despair. He conquered, and why shouldn't I?"

And Bruce of Scotland braced his mind, and gossips tell the tale

That he tried once more as he tried before, and that time he did not fail.

Pay goodly heed, all you who read, and beware of saying "I can't;"

'Tis a cowardly word, and apt to lead to idleness, folly, and want.

—Eliza Cook


 


Author
 .—Eliza Cook
 (1818—1889) was the daughter of a London tradesman. She began to write poems at an early age, all of them moral, clear, sensible, and simple. Among her best-known short poems are The Old Arm-chair, The Fern and the Moss
 .


General Notes
 .—Robert Bruce came of a Norman family; an ancestor Robert de Bruis, received a land grant in Yorkshire, England. A branch of the family became lords of Annandale, Scotland; from this branch King Robert was descended, He was born in 1274. He swore fealty to Edward the First, but abandoned the cause of the English king and joined the Scottish revolt under Wallace. Again he went back to the English side. Years later, he asserted his right to the Scottish throne and was crowned at Scone. Defeated by an English army, he wandered in hiding, but finally won back to power, defeating the English at Bannockburn in 1314. He died of leprosy. The moral of the poem is "Persevere." Do you know other poems that have the same moral? Demosthenes broke down in his first speech; Alexander ran away from his first battle; walking is only a succession of failings.
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THE LAWYER AND THE OYSTER

As two men were walking by the sea-shore, they found an oyster, and began to quarrel about it.

"I saw it first," said one man, "so it belongs to me."

"I picked it up," said the other, "and I have a right to keep it."

As they were quarrelling a lawyer came by, and they asked him to decide in the matter. The lawyer agreed to do so, but, before he would give his opinion, he required that the two men should give him their assurance that, whatever he might say, they would be quite satisfied with his decision. Then the lawyer said, "It seems to me that you both have a claim to the oyster, so I will divide it between you, and you will then be perfectly satisfied."

Opening the oyster, he quickly ate it, and very gravely handed to each of the men one of the empty shells.

"But you have eaten the oyster!" cried the men.

"Ah, that was my fee for deciding the case!" said the lawyer. "But I have divided all that remains in a fair and just manner."

That is what generally happens when two quarrel-some persons go to law about anything they cannot agree upon.

 


Author
 .—Unknown.


General Notes
 .—In our courts of justice, does a lawyer decide the case? Is it foolish to carry into court disputes that can be settled outside? Mention cases in which it would be wise to seek justice in a court, and others in which it would be unwise. Make up a play about the lawyer and the oyster. You will need to add more conversation.
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ROBINSON CRUSOE AND MAN FRIDAY

[Robinson Crusoe has saved a young savage from cannibals who had brought him to Crusoe's island. So, after many years of loneliness, Crusoe now has a companion, whom he calls Friday. At this part of the story he has just shot a young goat, and Friday, who knows nothing about guns, is very frightened by what he thinks must be magic.]

 

I soon found a way to convince him that I would do him no harm, and, taking him up by the hand, laughed at him, and, pointing to the kid which I had killed, beckoned to him to run and fetch it, which he did; and, while he was wondering and looking to see how the creature was killed, I loaded my gun again, and by and by I saw a great fowl like a hawk sit upon a tree within shot; so, to let Friday understand a little what I would do, I called him to me again, pointing at the fowl, which was indeed a parrot, though I thought it had been a hawk. I say, pointing to the parrot, and to my gun, and to the ground under the parrot, to let him see I would make it fall, I made him understand that I would shoot and kill that bird. Accordingly, I fired, and bade him look, and immediately he saw the parrot fall. He stood like one frighted again, notwithstanding all I had said to him; and I found he was the more amazed because he did not see me put anything into the gun, but thought that there must be some wonderful fund of death and destruction in that thing, able to kill man, beast, bird, or anything, near or far off; and the astonishment thus created in him was such as could not wear off for a long time; and I believe, if I would have let him, he would have worshipped me and my gun! As for the gun itself, he would not so much as touch it for several days after; but would speak to it as if it had answered him, when he was by himself; which, as I afterwards learned of him, was to desire it not to kill him.

[image: ]



Drawn by R. C. Fricke

"While he was wondering…. I loaded my sun again."


Well, after his astonishment was a little over at this, I pointed to him to run and fetch the bird I had shot; which he did, but stayed some time; for the parrot, not being quite dead, was fluttered a good way off from the place where she fell; however, he found her, took her up, and brought her to me; and, as I had perceived his ignorance about the gun before, I took this advantage to charge the gun again, and not let him see me do it, that I might be ready for any other mark that might present. But nothing more offered at that time; so I brought home the kid, and the same evening I took the skin off, and cut it out as well as I could; and having a pot for that purpose, I boiled or stewed some of the flesh, and made some very good broth; and, after I had begun to eat some, I gave some to my man, who seemed very glad of it, and liked it very well. But that which was strangest to him was to see me eat salt with it. He made a sign to me that the salt was not good to eat, and putting a little into his own mouth he seemed to nauseate it, and would spit and sputter at it, washing his mouth with fresh water after it. On the other hand, I took some meat in my mouth without salt, and I pretended to spit and sputter for want of salt as fast as he had done at the salt. But it would not do, he would never care for salt with his meat, or in his broth; at least, not for a great while, and then but a very little.

Having thus fed him with boiled meat and broth, I was resolved to feast him the next day with roasting a piece of the kid. This I did by hanging it before the fire on a string, as I had seen many people do in England, setting two poles up, one on each side the fire, and one cross on the top, and tying the string to the cross-stick, letting the meat turn continually. This Friday admired very much; but, when he came to taste the flesh, he took so many ways to tell me how well he liked it, that I could not but understand him; and at last he told me he would never eat man's flesh any more—which I was very glad to hear.

The next day I set him to work at beating some corn out, and sifting it in the manner I used to do, as I observed before; and he soon understood how to do it as well as I, especially after he had seen what the meaning of it was, and that it was to make bread of: for after that I let him see me make my bread, and bake it too, and in a little while Friday was able to do all the work for me as well as I could do it myself.

I began now to consider that, having two mouths to feed instead of one, I must provide more ground for my harvest, and plant a larger quantity of corn than I used to do; so I marked out a larger piece of land, and began the fence in the same manner as before; in which Friday not only worked very willingly and very hard, but did it very cheerfully. And I told him what it was for; that it was for corn to make more bread, because he was now with me, and that I might have enough for him and myself too. He appeared very sensible of that part, and let me know that he thought I had much more labour upon me on his account than I had for myself; and that he would work the harder for me, if I would tell him what to do.

I was greatly delighted with him, and made it my business to teach him everything that was proper to make him useful, handy, and helpful; but, first of all, to make him speak, and understand me when I spake; and he was a good scholar, and so merry, so diligent, and so pleased when he could but understand me, or make me understand him, that it was very pleasant to me to talk to him.

This was the pleasantest year of all the life I led in this place. Friday began to talk pretty well, and understand the names of almost everything I had occasion to call for, and of every place I had to send him to, and talk a great deal to me; so that, in short, I began now to have some use for my tongue again, which indeed I had very little occasion for before—that is to say, about speech. Besides the pleasure of talking to him, I had a singular satisfaction in the fellow himself. His simple, unfeigned honesty appeared to me more and more every day, and I began really to love the creature; and, on his side, I believe he loved me more than it was possible for him ever to love anything before.

I had a mind once to try if he had any hankering inclination to his own country again; and, having taught him English so well that he could answer me almost any questions, I asked him whether the nation that he belonged to ever conquered in battle. At which he smiled, and said, "Yes, yes; we always fight the better;" that is, he meant always get the better in fight; and so we began the following discourse:—" You always fight the better?" said I. "How came you to be taken prisoner then, Friday?"


Friday
 .—My nation beat much, for all that.


Master
 .—How beat? If your nation beat them, how came you to be taken?


Friday
 .—They more many than my nation in the place where me was; they take one, two, three, and me. My nation over beat them in the yonder place, where me no was; there my nation take one, two, great thousand.


Master
 .—But why did not your side recover you from the hands of your enemies then?


Friday
 .—They run one, two, three, and me, and make go in the canoe; my nation have no canoe that time.


Master
 .—Well, Friday, and what does your nation do with the men they take—carry them away and eat them, as these did?


Friday
 .—Yes; my nation eat mans too, eat all up.


Master
 .—Where do they carry them?


Friday
 .—Go to other place where they think.


Master
 .—Do they come hither?


Friday
 .—Yes, yes, they come hither; come other else place.


Master
 .—Have you been here with them?


Friday
 .—Yes, I have been (points to the north-west side of the island, which it seems was their side
 ).

By this I understood that my man Friday had formerly been among the savages who used to come on shore on the farther part of the island on the said man-eating occasions that he was now brought for. And, some time after, when I took the courage to carry him to that side, being the same I formerly mentioned, he presently knew the place, and told me he was there once when they ate up twenty men, two women, and one child. He could not tell twenty in English; but he numbered them by laying so many stones on a row, and pointing to me to tell them over.

From Robinson Crusoe
 , by Daniel Defoe


 


Author
 .—Daniel Defoe
 (1660—1731), an English author beloved of boys and girls because he wrote Robinson Crusoe
 , the story of a brave man struggling with circumstance. The son of a butcher, he was educated for the ministry, then sold stocks and went insolvent. He took to writing, wrote against the Government, and was sent to jail. He was born before his time; but at last he won success. His greet book is Robinson Crusoe
 , his great poem A Hymn to ths Pillory
 .


General Notes
 .—The adventures of Robinson Crusoe are based on the true story of Alexander Selkirk, a Scottish sailor, who became a pirate and was left upon the island of Juan Fernandez, 360 miles west of Valparaiso, Chile, in 1704 (see on the map). Here he remained in solitude for four years and four months until rescued by Captain Rogers, of the British Navy. Account for Friday's name. Note how the author makes fiction seem fact by putting in the tiniest details.
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THE WIND IN A FROLIC

The Wind one morning sprang up from sleep,

Saying, "Now for a frolic! now for a leap!

Now for a madcap galloping chase!

I'll make a commotion in every place!"

So it 'swept with a bustle right through a great town,

Cracking the signs and scattering down

Shutters; and whisking, with merciless squalls,

Old women's bonnets and gingerbread stalls.

There never was heard a much lustier shout,

As the apples and oranges trundled about;

And the urchins, that stand with their thievish eyes

For ever on watch, ran off each with a prize.

Then away to the fields it went, blustering and humming,

And the cattle all wondered what monster was coming.

It plucked by the tails the grave matronly cows,

And tossed the colts' manes all over their brows;

Till, offended at such an unusual salute,

They all turned their backs, and stood sulky and mute.

 

So on it went, capering and playing its pranks,

Whistling with reeds on the broad river's banks,

Puffing the birds as they sat on the spray,

Or the traveller grave on the king's highway.

It was not too nice to hustle the bags

Of the beggar, and flutter his dirty rags;

'Twas so bold, that it feared not to play its joke

With the doctor's wig or the gentleman's cloak.

Through the forest it roared, and cried gaily, "Now,

You sturdy old oaks, I'll make you bow!"

And it made them bow without more ado,

Or it cracked their great branches through and through.

 

Then it rushed like a monster on cottage and farm,

Striking their dwellers with sudden alarm,

And they ran out like bees in a midsummer swarm;

There were dames with their kerchiefs tied over their caps,

To see if their poultry were free from mishaps;

The turkeys they gobbled, the geese screamed aloud,

And the hens crept to roost in a terrified crowd;

There was rearing of ladders, and logs were laid on

Where the thatch from the roof threatened soon to be gone.

 

But the Wind had swept on, and had met in a lane

With a schoolboy, who panted and struggled in vain;

For it tossed him and twirled him, then passed—and he stood

With his hat in a pool and his shoes in the mud!

 

Then away went the Wind in its holiday glee,

And now it was far on the billowy sea;

And the lordly ships felt its staggering blow,

And the little boats darted to and fro.

But, lo! it was night, and it sank to rest

On the sea-birds' rock in the gleaming west,

Laughing to think, in its frolicsome fun,

How little of mischief it really had done.

—William Howitt


 


Author
 .—William Howitt
 (1792—1879) was born in Derbyshire, England. He and his wife, Mary, led a long and happy literary life, writing poems, ballads, and historical and juvenile tales. From 1852 to 1854, at the height of the gold-fever, William Howitt was in Australia. Many members of the Howitt family live here at present.


General Notes
 .—Quote the wind's adventures (1) on awaking, (2) in the town, (3) in the field, (4) on the river-bank, (5) in the forest, (6) among the farms, (7) in the lane, (8) on the sea, (9) in the west. Note the joyous, frolicking sound of the poem. What real mischief did Mr. Wind do?
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HOW AUNT LETTY KILLED THE PANTHER

"Years ago, before I was born," said grandmother one winter evening, as we were telling tales while gathered round the fire in our western home, "Uncle Robert and Aunt Letty came from England to find a home in the wilderness. They made a clearing, and built a log-house with only one room, warm and comfortable in winter, pleasant and airy in summer. I say 'they,' for Aunt Letty helped with her hands as well as with her heart.

"In those days the chimney was nearly half the size of the house; and in the cold weather, when the stone hearth was piled high with the big logs cut from the trees that grew around the home and the flames roared and crackled up the wide mouth of the chimney, Aunt Letty thought nothing more cheerful and homelike. In summer the cool breeze swept down from the tree-tops, 'singing and sighing like a voice from home,' she said.

"Aunt Letty was very lonesome when Uncle Robert had to go to the mill and she could not hear the strokes of his axe all the day long. The nearest mill was many miles away. One bright summer morning he started for the mill, with the bags of grain securely fastened to the back of the old horse, and with his gun on his shoulder, for it was not safe to ride through the woods without it. 'Good-bye, little woman,' he said; 'do not be lonely or frightened. When it begins to grow dark, fasten the door and the window; I shall be home before morning.'

"Aunt Letty watched him ride away in the sweet, dewy June morning with a strange, dull sinking at her heart; then she went about her daily tasks, making the house bright and clean. When night came she milked the cow, Daisy, and locked her up in the little shed at the back of the house for fear of the Indians, some of whom were thievish. Still Aunt Letty had no great fear of them and, when all was done, settled down by the one light and tried to wait quietly for the welcome sound of the old horse's footsteps coming through the woods.

"'Nine! ten!' said the little clock they had brought from their home over the sea. No sound was heard outside but the whip-poor-will's plaintive call and the sighing of the night wind. No sound? Hark! Were those footsteps, soft and stealthy? 'Indians,' thought the poor woman, listening, expecting to hear a harsh whisper at the keyhole, 'White squaw no there?' Again she heard the footsteps going round and round the house. It seemed as though they were made by two pairs of creeping feet; then she heard a crackling sound, and a low, deep growl from over her head. Looking up the wide chimney, she saw the waving body and fiery eyes of a huge panther, crouching just ready to spring down upon the hearth.

"What could she do? Should she open the door and dash away to the woods? It would be certain death; for then she would be an easy prey to the panther. Another deep growl was heard, louder and more angry. Then, remembering the fear such creatures have of fire, quick as thought she snatched the straw bed from the bedstead in the corner, tore open the cover, and emptied all the straw upon the few embers that remained on the hearth. In a moment there was a blaze and a fierce heat. With the blaze and heat pouring into his face, the panther gave loud cries of rage, and soon slunk off into the woods.

"But Aunt Letty knew too well it was only for a short time. Soon the fire would burn itself out, and back he would come. Oh, for the sound of the trot, trot, trot, through the clearing! Alas, no horse, no Uncle Robert! Again the stealthy footsteps were heard around the house, stealing softly, softly; and her heart grew faint with fear.

"Then she thought of the old musket over the door, kept loaded so as to be ready for frightening crows from the cornfield and hawks from the chickens. Quickly it was taken down; then scratch, scratch
 , more cautiously than before, and Aunt Letty heard again the blood-chilling growl, and saw the fiery eyes looking down and the huge yellow body swaying to and fro in the dim light. She knelt down, raised the gun to her shoulder, and, with one quick prayer, fired.

"There was a scream of rage and pain, a great bound, a mighty crash, and Aunt Letty sprang up just in time to avoid the terrible panther as he came rolling over and over on the floor in his death agony. His mighty claws tore up, great bits of the floor, and his huge body, as he struggled and rolled from side to side, broke everything in his way.

"Aunt Letty climbed upon the high bedstead, and crouched in one corner, trembling and fearing that her danger was not yet over. At last, with one drawing up and straightening of the great limbs and with a tremendous struggle, the monstrous body of the panther quivered and then was still.

"Then the brave little woman stepped down from her place of safety and crept cautiously across the floor, expecting the great red eyes to open and the dreadful claws to snatch at her, till she reached the door. In a moment the fastenings were undone, and she rushed out into the fragrant night air.

"As she did so, the welcome sound of old White-foot's trot came faintly to her ear; then nearer, nearer, and soon she saw horse and rider appear through the gloom. Oh, how glad she was, and how thankful was Uncle Robert! What could he say when he saw the great beast lying dead on the floor of their home, and thought that, but for her courage, his dear wife might have been torn in pieces long before this.

"Aunt Letty never stayed alone in the house again at night; and, though she had many other adventures while living in the wilderness before a village grew up around them, she never forgot that one terrible night when she killed the panther."

 


Author
 .—Unknown.


General Notes
 .—Was "our Western home "the United States or Canada? The panther, which is found in both places, is also called the cougar and the American lion. It is a large cat, generally black, but sometimes yellow, as in the story. The whip-poor-will is a North American bird with wide, bristly mouth, soft plumage, and silent flight. It gets its name from its weird, whistling cry, "whip-poor-will," "whip-poor-will." Do you know any other poems about brave women pioneers?
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THE BROOK

I come from haunts of coot and hern,

I make a sudden sally,

And sparkle out among the fern,

To bicker down a valley.

 

By thirty hills I hurry down,

Or slip between the ridges,

By twenty thorps, a little town,

And half a hundred bridges.

 

Till last by Phillip's farm I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.

 

I chatter over stony ways,

In little sharps and trebles,

I bubble into eddying bays,

I babble on the pebbles.

 

With many a curve my banks I fret

By many a field and fallow,

And many a fairy foreland set

With willow-weed and mallow.

 

I chatter, chatter, as I flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.

[image: ]



Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

The Brook


I wind about, and in and out,

With here a blossom sailing,

And here and there a lusty trout,

And here and there a grayling,

 

And here and there a foamy flake

Upon me, as I travel

With many a silvery waterbreak

Above the golden gravel,

 

And draw them all along, and flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.

 

I steal by lawns and grassy plots,

I slide by hazel covers;

I move the sweet forget-me-nots

That grow for happy lovers.

 

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance,

Among my skimming swallows;

I make the netted sunbeam dance

Against my sandy shallows.

 

[image: ]



Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"Men may come and men may go."


I murmur under moon and stars

In brambly wildernesses;

I linger by my shingly bars;

I loiter round my cresses;

 

And out again I curve and flow

To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,

But I go on for ever.

—Lord Tennyson


 


Author
 .—Alfred Tennyson
 (1818—92), was born in England, and completed his education at Cambridge. He practised verse-making from his early years, and spent his life at it. He was appointed Poet-Laureate in 1850. His poems to a considerable extent embody the philosophic and religious thought of his time. His principal poems are—The Princess, In Memoriam. Idylls of the King
 , and a number of well-known shorter lyrics.


General Notes
 .—Here we have Tennyson at his favourite device of making the sound imitate the sense. Which of the stanzas or lines are most like the flow or babble or action of a brook? What are coot, hern, trout grayling, shingly bars? Find a suitable air for this poem; it is a true lyric, How dancingly happy does it move along! Compare Happy Creek
 , by John Bernard O'Hara, and The Tide River
 , by Charles Kingsley. What other poems do you know about creeks and rivers and seas? Does
 a brook go on for ever?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—What two lines form a refrain? Notice that they divide the poem into four parts, each part describing a different stage in the brook's course. Divide the class into four sections, and let each section speak one part of the poem. If desired, the sections can be divided into three or four sub-sections, according to the number of stanzas in each part. Each sub-section can then speak one stanza, the whole section coming in at the two-line refrain. Draw the brook's course on the floor, and arrange the speakers along it in the right order.
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AN ADVENTURE WITH WOLVES

[This is a story of life in ancient Britain, when wolves roamed through the forests. Beric and Boduoc, two Britons, were in the forest that lay near their village, when they heard a cry.]

 

"What is that?" exclaimed Beric, as a distant cry came to their ears.

"I think it's the voice of a woman," Boduoc said, "or maybe it is one of the Spirits of Evil!"

"Nonsense, Boduoc! It was the cry of a woman; it came from ahead. Come along"; and he started to run.

"Stop, Beric, stop. I hear other sounds."

"So do I. Why, don't you know the snarling of wolves when you hear it?"

Again the loud cry of distress came on the night air.

In a short time they stood at the edge of a little clearing by the side of the path. It was lighter here, and Beric could make out the outline of a rude hut and, as he thought, that of many dark figures moving round it. A fierce growling and snarling rose from around the hut, with once or twice a sharp yell of pain.

"There are half a dozen of them on the roof and a score or more round the hut. At present they haven't winded us, for the air is in our faces."

Holding their spears in readiness for action, they ran forward. When thirty yards from the hut, Boduoc raised his voice in a wild yell, Beric adding his cry and then shouting, "Unbar your door, and stand by to close it as we enter."

The door opened as Beric and his companion came up, and they rushed in and closed it after them. A fire burned on the hearth. A dead wolf lay on the ground, some children crouched in terror on a pile of rushes, and a woman stood with a spear in her hand.

"Thanks to our country's gods that you have come!" she said. "A few minutes later, and all would have been over with me and my children. See, one has already made his way through the roof, and in half a dozen places they have scratched holes well-nigh large enough to pass through."

"We heard your cry," Beric said, "and hastened forward at the top of our speed. Where is your husband?"

"He started this afternoon for Cardun. He and all the able-bodied men were ordered to assemble there to-night in readiness to begin the war against the wolves at daybreak."

"They are coming again," Boduoc broke in. "I can hear their feet pattering on the dead leaves. Which shall we do—pile more wood on the fire, or let it go out altogether?"

"I don't know, Boduoc; I think we shall do better if we have light."

The woman at once gathered some of the pieces of wood that had fallen through as the wolves made the holes, and put them on the hearth, when they soon blazed up brightly. There was a sudden thump overhead, followed almost immediately by several others.

"They get up by the wood-pile," the woman said. "It is against that side of the hut, and reaches nearly up to the eaves."
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

The Fight in the Hut


There was a sharp yell of pain as Boduoc thrust his spear up through the hole in the roof. He had seen a pair of eyes, shining in the firelight, appear at the edge. At the same moment there was a sound of scraping and scratching at some of the other holes.

The roof was constructed of rough poles laid at short distances apart, and above these were small branches on which was a sort of thatch of reeds and rushes. Standing close under one of the holes Beric could see nothing, but from the sound of the scratching he could tell from which side the wolf was at work enlarging it. He carefully thrust the point of his spear through the branches and gave a sudden lunge upwards. A fierce yell was heard, followed by the sound of a body rolling down the roof, and then a struggle accompanied by angry snarling and growling outside.

For hours the fight went on. Gradually the holes, in spite of the efforts of the defenders, were enlarged, and the position became more and more critical. At least twenty of the wolves were slain; but, as the attack was kept up as vigorously as at first, it was evident that fresh reinforcements had arrived.

"We cannot keep them out much longer, Beric. It seems to me that our only plan is to fire the hut, and then, each taking a child, to make a rush across to the trees and climb them. The sudden burst of fire will drive them back for a little, and we may make good our retreat to the trees."

At this moment there was a sudden scuffle overhead, and the three defenders stood, spear in hand, ready to repel a fresh attack; but all was quiet; then a loud shout arose in the air.

"Thank the gods, here they are!" Boduoc said. They listened a moment, but all was still round the hut; then he threw the door open as a score of men with lighted torches came running towards it.

"Thanks for your aid, friends!" Beric said. "Never was a shout more welcome than yours. You were just in time, as you may see by looking at the roof."

A few minutes later the party started on their return, and after three hours' walking they arrived at the village.

The huts of the people consisted of but a single room, with a hole in the roof by which the smoke of the fire in the centre made its way out. The doorway was generally closed by a wattle secured by a bar. When this was closed, light found its way into the room only through the chinks of the wattle and the hole in the roof. In the winter, for extra warmth, a skin was hung before the door. Piles of, hide served as seats by day and beds by night; there was no other furniture whatever in the rooms, save a few earthen cooking-pots.

Beric's home, however, was better furnished. Across one end ran a sort of dais of beaten earth, raised a foot above the rest of the floor. This was thickly strewn with fresh rushes, and there were a rough table and benches. The walls of the apartment were hidden by skins, principally those of wolves. The fire-place was in the centre of the lower part of the hall, and arranged on a shelf against the wall were cooking-pots of iron and brass; while on a similar shelf on the wall above the dais were jugs and drinking vessels of gold. From the rafters hung hams of wild boar and swine, wild duck and fish, and other articles of food. His mother's own room led from the back of the dais; that of Beric was next to it, while the followers and attendants stretched themselves on the floor of the hall.

Shouts of welcome saluted Beric as, with his party, he crossed the rough bridge over the stream and descended the slope to the village. Some fifteen hundred men were gathered here, all armed for the chase with spears, javelins, and long knives. Their hair fell over their necks, but their faces were shaved, with the exception of the moustache. Many of them were tattooed—a custom that at one time had been universal, but was now dying out among the more civilized. Most of them had their bodies stained a deep blue with woad—a plant largely grown for its dye.

Beric needed only a few minutes to satisfy his hunger. Then he went out and joined two or three other chiefs who had charge of the hunt. Almost every man had brought with him one or more large dogs trained in hunting wolf and boar, and the woods beyond the swamp rang with their deep barking. The men had already been told what to do. They went forward in parties of four, each group taking its post some fifty yards from the next. A horn was sounded in the centre, where the leaders had posted themselves, and the signal was repeated at points along the line. Then, with shouts from the men and fierce barkings by the dogs, the whole line moved forward.

No wolves were seen until the party neared the point where the two rivers unite, by which time the groups were within a few paces of each other. Then among the trees in front of them a fierce snarling and yelping was heard. The dogs, which had hitherto been kept in hand, were now loosed, and with a shout the men rushed forward both on the bluffs in the centre and along the low land skirting the rivers on either side. Soon the wolves came pouring down from the wooded bluff, and engaged in a fierce fight with the dogs. As the men ran up, a few of the wolves in despair charged them and tried to break through, but the great majority, cowed by the noise and fierce attack, crouched to the earth and received their deathblow without resisting. Some took to the water, but coracles had been sent down to the point the evening before, and the wolves were speedily slain.

So for a fortnight the war went on. Only such deer and boar as were required for food were killed; but the wolves were slain without mercy, and at the end of the operations that portion of the country was completely cleared of these savage beasts, for those that had escaped the beating parties had fled far away through the forest to quieter quarters.

Altogether over four thousand wolves were slain, and all those whose coats were in good condition were skinned, the skins being valuable for linings to the huts, for beds, and for winter mantles.

From Beric the Briton
 , by G. A. Henty



Author
 .—George Alfred Henty
 (1832—1902), writer of adventure and historical stories, was born in England near Cambridge. He served in the Crimean war as a soldier and later as a war correspondent. Thereafter he served elsewhere in Europe as a correspondent in almost every European war between 1859 and 1876. When wars were not offering he did other journalistic work in many parts of the world. At the age of 45 he began to write the books, at the rate of three or four a year, that were to make him famous. With Clive in lndia, The Lion of the North, Redskin and Cowboy
 —these give an idea of the range he covered.


General Notes
 .—What period of history does the story describe? What do you learn from the story about the people of the time—their looks, their dress, their houses, their weapons, etc.?
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HIAWATHA'S CHILDHOOD

At the door on summer evenings

Sat the little Hiawatha;

Heard the whispering of the pine-trees,

Heard the lapping of the waters,

Sounds of music, words of wonder;

"Minne-wa-wa!" said the pine-trees,

"Mudway-aush-ka!" said the water.

 

Saw the moon rise from the water,

Rippling, rounding from the water,

Saw the flecks and shadows on it,

Whispered, "What is that, Nokomis?"

And the good Nokomis answered:
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"Once a warrior, very angry,

Seized his grandmother, and threw her

Up into the sky at midnight;

Right against the moon he threw her;

'Tis her body that you see there."

 

Saw the rainbow in the heaven,

In the eastern sky, the rainbow,

Whispered, "What is that, Nokomis?"

And the good Nokomis answered:

"'Tis the heaven of flowers you see there;

All the wild-flowers of the forest,

All the lilies of the prairie,

When on earth they fade and perish,

Blossom in that heaven above us."

 

When he heard the owls at midnight,

Hooting, laughing in the forest,

"what is that?" he cried in terror,

"what is that," he said, "Nokomis?"

"That is but the owl and owlet,

Talking in their native language,

Talking, scolding at each other."

 

Then the little Hiawatha

Learned of every bird its language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How they built their nests in summer,

Where they hid themselves in winter,

Talked with them whene'er he met them,

Called them "Hiawatha's Chickens."

 

Of all the beasts he learned the language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How the beavers built their lodges,

where the squirrels hid their acorns,

How the reindeer ran so swiftly,

Why the rabbit was so timid,

Talked with them whene'er he met them,

Called them "Hiawatha's Brothers."

From The Song of Hiawatha
 , by Henry W. Longfellow


 


Author
 .—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
 (1807—1882), an American poet, wrote many beautiful and simple poems. He is often called the "Children's Poet."


General Notes
 .—This poem is part of a longer poem called The Song of Hiawatha
 , which is based on the legends of the North American Indians. It tells of the life of Hiawatha, a miraculous person sent among the Indians by the gods to clear the rivers, forests, and fishing-grounds, and to teach them the art of peace. Nokomis was Hiawatha's old grandmother. What did she teach him?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into two parts. All speak the first five lines, and then divide for the lines about (a
 ) the pine trees and (b
 ) the water. The next three verses can each be divided: (a
 ) What Hiawatha saw and said, (b
 ) what Nokomis answered. The last two verses can be spoken almost line by line in turn by the two parts, the last two lines in each of these verses being spoken as a refrain by the whole class.
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UNCLE JIM'S QUEER STORY

Uncle Jim has just come from Australia and nothing pleased his nephews and nieces more than the stories he told them about that strange land.

"Now uncle, a story, please," was the cry one afternoon.

"True or fairy, fact or fiction?" he asked.

"A 'once upon a time' story," said Jennie.

"Yes, yes. Once upon a time, uncle," shouted the chorus.

So he began a tale—fiction in the main, but here and there some fact.

Once upon a time then, ages and ages and ages ago, when Australia was just made, and the birds and animals were being fitted on—what did you say, Jack? Yes, "fitted on" will serve the purpose as well as any other expression; you will see soon what I mean. Well, when this was being done, one little animal was very discontented. He could not make up his mind what he would be. At last, the good fairy who was fitting the animals said, "Now, tell me quickly what it is you want—legs, fins, wings, fur, wool? I have a large assortment, all in the newest fashion."

"Well, really," said the animal, "I hardly know. You could not let me have some things on trial, could you, and change them if they did not suit?"

"No. What you choose you must keep for life."

"You see, the trouble is this. I don't want to be a fish, because it limits one's travels to keep always in the water; and I should feel nervous about being a bird, flying around like that with nothing to hold on to——"

"Perhaps you would like to go and look round a little at the other animals," interrupted the fairy. "Really, I cannot waste any more time with you."

So the little animal strolled away, and the first creature he met was a duck, waddling proudly along in her new costume.

"What a queer beak, madam!" he remarked. "Quite a new pattern, isn't it? I have seen no other bird with one like that."

"I should think not," said the duck. "Besides, it is not a beak at all; it is a bill, and quite the latest fashion."

"It looks very nice," said the little animal, gazing at it with his head on one side; "but, if you want to peck now, wouldn't a pointed one——?"

"Oh, those pointed ones are so common! Every bird had one till I started this fashion. Now they are snapping these up. Some big black birds—swans, I think the fairy called them—insisted on having red ones. Very bad taste, I called it. These are not for pecking at all. They are spoon-shaped, you see, for scooping up nice, soft mud, with worms and grubs in it."

The very thought of them made the little animal's mouth water and he hurried back to the fairy. "A b-b-bill, please, I want a b-b-bill," he stuttered, speaking very fast.

"Nonsense! You have bought nothing yet."

"I mean a bill like the duck's, for scooping up the mud."

"Very well," said the fairy.

"Here it is. Now, you will want feet to match, webbed feet for paddling and swimming in the water."

"I am not so sure about those," said the little animal, looking at the webbed feet as they were being fastened on; but it was too late then to alter them.

"Now, feathers," went on the fairy; "what kind of feathers do you want—red, green, white, or grey?"

"Oh, no, no!" cried the little creature. "Not feathers. I told you that I did not want to be a bird. Besides, you have given me four feet."

"Dear me! So I have. Well, just make up your mind about the coat, while I attend to these emus."

So the little animal went out again, and wandered about for a long time, looking carefully at all the coats. Wool was too hot, and the kangaroo's fur would not do for the water, and the dog's hair was too coarse. At last, he saw the very thing—short, soft, and thick, and suited to water or land.

"Sealskin, please. A coat of sealskin is what I should like, and a tail like the beaver's, flat and useful for building when I help my mate to make our nest."

"Nest!" gasped the fairy. "Did you say 'nest'? What on earth do you want a nest for?"

"Why, for my mate to lay eggs in, of course," snapped the little animal. "What else do you suppose it would be for?"

"Um——! Well, there you are. But I must say you look a very funny mixture now you are finished."

"Not at all!" replied the little animal, in an offended tone. "I can swim like a duck. I can walk like a turtle. I can sleep in the mud like a frog. I can eat grubs and worms if I am in the water; and, when I go on land, I can——."

"There, there! Never mind what else you can do. I am trying to think of a name that will fit you."

"Well, please don't let it be any short, silly little name like dodo or dingo, but something long and fine."

"The very thing!" cried the fairy. "Of course you are an ornithorhynchus."

So the little animal became of some use after all, for, when they want to find out if boys and girls can spell, they just ask them to spell ornithorhynchus.
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Author
 .—Unknown.


General Notes
 .—This is a fanciful story that tries to account for the strange points of the platypus, at which all the world has wondered. Here is a four-footed animal that has a beak like a bird, lays eggs like a reptile, and suckles its young like a mammal. Pick out the parts of the story that are fiction. Pick out the parts that are facts. A dodo is an extinct bird of Mauritius, an island in the Indian Ocean. Make up a fairy story to account for the lyre-bird's tail.
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WHEAT

From the farm and from the homestead, from every Mallee town,

To every port and harbour where the great white roads go down,

Through all the sun-baked country, across the rolling plain,

The golden wheat is moving, is moving once again. They're waiting in the river, they're waiting on the tide,

They're swinging out at anchor where the stately liners ride;

They're beating out the harbour 'gainst squall and wind and rain;

For the golden wheat is moving, is moving once again.

The battered old wind-jammer that waits upon the wind,

The rolling cargo steamer, her curl of smoke behind—

Their noses point to homeward, the topsails creak and strain,

For the golden wheat is moving, is moving once again.

They're rolling up the Channel where the cliffs of Dover frown,

They're feeling through the fog banks to the port of London town,

They're turning to the Baltic, they're turning south to Spain—

For the golden wheat is moving, is moving once again.

"Capel Boake" (pen-name of Miss Doris Kerr), in The Australasian


 


Author
 .—Miss Doris Kerr
 is a Melbourne lady, niece of the late Barcroft Boake, Australian poet who wrote Where the Dead Men Lie
 . Miss Kerr has contributed verse to many Australian magazines (do you remember "The Road to Dandenong"?) and is the author of two novels—Painted Clay and Romany Mark
 . Her work is simple, true, and sincere.


General Notes
 .—Where is the Maliee? How is the wheat brought to the sea-board? What is a wind-jammer? To what countries does our Australian wheat go?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Divide the class into three parts. Each part speaks a line and then the whole class speaks the last line in each verse.
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THE BLACKBIRD: A LEGEND

Once upon a time the blackbird's feathers were not black at all. In the early days of the world, his plumage was white, as pure and dazzling and brilliantly white as the untrodden snow.

One day, while flying through a wood, he saw a magpie very busy hiding something inside a hollow tree. He flew quietly up behind her, and saw, to his astonishment, that the hole in the tree was full of gold and diamonds and other precious jewels. "Where did you get those from?" asked the blackbird. "Tell me, that I may go and get some too."

The magpie was very vexed that her secret had been discovered, but she did not dare refuse to grant the blackbird's request, lest he should tell all the other birds of her hidden treasures.

"You must go down deep into the earth," she said, "and offer your services to the Prince of Riches; then he will let you carry away as much treasure as your beak will hold. You will have to pass through caverns full of silver and jewels and gold, but mind that you do not touch a single thing until you have seen the prince, and he gives you permission to do so."

Then she told the blackbird how to find the underground passage that would take him into the earth, and the blackbird flew off, eager to reach the wonderful treasure and obtain some for his own.

He found all as the magpie had told him. The first cavern was ablaze with silver, the second was full of precious gems and stones; but, remembering what the magpie had told him, the blackbird did not touch anything, and kept steadfastly on his way.

When he entered the third cavern, he found it heaped with gold. Great blocks of the precious metal were piled up round the walls, and the floor was strewn with gold dust, which glittered and sparkled and shone so that the blackbird's eyes were quite dazzled with its brilliance. He could resist the temptation no longer, and, alighting on the floor of the cavern, he plunged his beak into the beautiful glittering stuff.

Scarcely had he touched the treasure than there was a roar like thunder. The cavern filled with smoke and fire, and a terrible demon appeared, who rushed upon the thief.

The blackbird managed to escape, but, when he reached the upper world again, he found that his beautiful feathers, which had once been so pure and white, had been turned perfectly black by the thick smoke and flame.

He tried all sorts of ways to restore them to their original purity, but he never succeeded. And, except for his beak, which still retains the colour of the gold he tried to steal, he remains quite black to this very day.

And now, whenever a blackbird is startled, he flies away with piercing cries of terror, for he has never forgotten his terrible fright in the cavern; and he is always afraid of being attacked by another dreadful monster.

From My Book of Beautiful Legends


 


Author
 .—Unknown.


General Notes
 .—Why is the Prince of Riches said to live underground? Name all the gems you know. Why are silver and golden gems precious? Do you know any other bird legends? Write or tell one from memory.
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THE ENCHANTED SHIRT

The King was sick. His cheek was red,

And his eye was clear and bright;

He ate and drank with a kingly zest,

And peacefully snored at night.

 

But he said he was sick, and a King should know

And doctors came by the score:

They did not cure him; he cut off their heads

And sent to the schools for more.

 

At last two famous doctors came,

And one was as poor as a rat——

He had passed his life in studious toil,

And never found time to grow fat.

 

The other had never looked in a book,

His patients gave him no trouble;

If they recovered they paid him well,

If they died their heirs paid double.

 

Together they looked at the royal tongue,

As the King on his couch reclined;

In succession they thumped his august chest,

But no trace of disease could find.

 

The old sage said, "You're as sound as a nut."

"Hang him up!" roared the King in a gale——

In a ten knot gale of royal rage;

The other leech grew a shade pale,

 

But pensively rubbed his sagacious nose,

And thus his prescription ran—

The King will be well if he sleeps one night

In the Shirt of a Happy Man.

 

Wide o'er the realm the couriers rode,

And fast their horses ran;

And many they saw, and to many they spoke,

But they found no Happy Man.

 

They found poor men who would fain be rich,

And rich who thought they were poor,

And men who twisted their waists in stays,

And women that short-hose wore.

 

They saw two men by the roadside sit,

And both bemoaned their lot;

For one had buried his wife, he said,

And the other one had not.

 

At last they came to a village gate,

A beggar lay whistling there;

He whistled and sang and laughed and rolled

On the grass in the soft June air.

 

The weary couriers paused and looked

At the scamp so blithe and gay;

And one of them said, "Heaven save you, friend!

You seem to be happy to-day."

 

"O yes, fair sirs!" the rascal laughed,

And his voice rang free and glad;

"And idle man has so much to do

That he never has time to be sad."

 

"This is our man," the courier said,

"Our luck has led us aright.

I will give you a hundred ducats, friend,

For the loan of your shirt to-night."

 

The merry blackguard lay back on the grass,

And laughed till his face was black;

"I would do it, God wot," and he roared with the fun,

"But I haven't a shirt to my back."

 

Each day to the King the reports came in

Of his unsuccessful spies,

And the sad procession of human woes

Passed daily under his eyes.

 

And he grew ashamed of his useless life,

And his maladies hatched in gloom.

He opened his windows and let the air

Of the free heaven into his room.

 

And out he went in the world and toiled

In his own appointed way;

And the people blessed him, the land was glad,

And the King was well and gay.


Colonel John Hay


 


Author
 .—John Hay
 (1838—1905), an American writer, was born in Indiana. He studied law, became private secretary to President Lincoln, served in the Civil War, and was later appointed to high official positions. He published some books of verse and, with J. G. Nicolay, a Life of Lincoln
 .
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Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—This is an excellent poem to mime, or act in dumb show, while the verses are spoken by the class. The actions should be timed to fit the words.




Lesson
 49


PINCHER

It was near Christmas, some years ago, and the River Murray was in flood. Near its banks was a farmhouse where two children were talking to their mother, Mrs. Lett.

"But Pincher is such a quick dog, mother," said Tom. "You should see him catch rabbits."

"And he's such a darling, even if he does sometimes make the parlour a little muddy," added Mary. "Please, mother, do let us keep him for good."

But Mrs. Lett was not to be moved by her children's pleading. She was a very tidy woman, and liked to have her house spotlessly clean. The dog, she said, was ugly and dirty, and it was not worth the five shillings a year which was the tax the council demanded for each dog kept in the district. Only the day before, Pincher had come into the parlour and left marks of his muddy paws on the couch; so Mrs. Lett had set her heart against the dog.

"Give him away, or lose him, or I shall find some way of getting rid of him to-morrow," said Mrs. Lett, rather sharply. "Now, go out and play, as I want to get on with my house-cleaning; for next week it will be Christmas." So the children and the dog left the house—the children looking very sad, and Pincher wagging his tail joyfully, quite unaware that their parting was likely to be very near.

Pincher was certainly far from being a pretty dog. His coat, which was of a yellow colour, was rough and untidy. His tail had an ugly twist in it. The only point about him that would please a dog-fancier was his intelligent eyes. They looked as bright as gold and as true as steel. He had been on the farm for about three weeks, and had come without a collar and looking half-starved. The children had given him food and water; and he seemed to say that he liked the place, and there he was going to stay. No one knew who had been his owner, though Mrs. Lett was certain it was not a person who spent much time in teaching him manners.

"Dear old Loving Eyes," said Mary, patting him, while her own eyes filled with tears, "we can't let you go."

"No," said Tom, "we must hide Pincher somewhere until mother forgets her grudge against him."

The two children talked earnestly about what they would do. Of one thing they were certain—none of their neighbours would take Pincher. Except Tom and Mary, the dog had no friend in the wide world, and "nobody's dog" has always had a hard time of it.

"I know," said Tom, "what we can do. We'll keep the dear old dog over on the island. I'll row him across; and we'll make the old shed comfortable for him. We can take him food every day; and he certainly will not be short of water while the flood is coming down."

The island was a strip of land about a mile from the house, up the river. It was low land, not more than twenty yards wide, and perhaps three-quarters of a mile long. On it was an old shed, built, years before by men who were carrying out a work on the river.

"Now, Mary," Tom went on to say, "you go to the kitchen, and try to coax Nancy to give you some sandwiches and cakes. Tell her we are having a picnic, and will not be home until dark. Then meet me under the willows, where I shall have the boat ready. Pincher will stay with me." Nancy was a kind-hearted young woman who helped Mrs. Lett with the housework.

Mary soon returned with a basket of lunch; and she and Pincher got on board the boat. Tom rowed them up the stream and across to the island. When they had landed, Tom pulled the light boat up on the low shore; and then they went to look at the shed. Its roof was damaged; but Tom, who had brought a hammer and nails, soon repaired it.

While Tom and Mary were working. Pincher was exploring the island on which (so the children thought) he was to live like Robinson Crusoe. Thousands of birds roosted in the bamboos and willows that covered most of the narrow land. On the shore, turtles were often stranded; in the long grass were frogs and snakes. Pincher would have plenty to do to keep all these creatures in order if he were to be king of the island.

The children were so busy with their work that they did not notice that a thunderstorm was coming. All the day, dark clouds to the northward had been showing that heavy rain was falling not far away. Now the storm had come down the river, and it broke over the island.

A dazzling flash of lightning, followed quickly by a clap of thunder, told the children to go into the hut. Pincher ran to the same shelter; for, however brave he was against living enemies, he was, like most dogs, very much afraid of a thunderstorm. Then the rain poured down in torrents, so that the children in the low shed could hardly hear themselves speak.

Tom, glancing through the open doorway, saw the river was rising. Then he thought of the boat, which he had pulled up on the shore. Rushing out in the pouring rain, he soon returned with a very pale face to the shed, as if he had seen something outside that was not at all to his liking.

"What's the matter, Tom?" said Mary. "You look scared. What have you seen?"

"The matter is that our boat has been swept away, and our island is nearly covered with water. Unless we get help soon we shall be drowned."

Perhaps Mary did not understand the danger that was before them; or maybe she wished to keep up Tom's spirits, for she only laughed and said: "What fun! We shall be like shipwrecked sailors on a desert island. It is lucky that we have some rations for me to serve out. You, Tom, can hoist your handkerchief on a pole as a signal of distress."

"What can I do to get us out of this fix?" Tom said to himself; and then he looked down at Pincher, who was wagging his tail, in spite of his being wet. "I know," said Tom. "Pincher, old fellow, you must save us by swimming across to the farm and telling them that we need help."

But Pincher was unwilling to face the flooded river, he could not be coaxed to enter it; so Tom took up the dog, and, with all his strength, threw him into the current. The children watched him sink for a moment and then rise to the surface. Poor old Pincher tried hard to paddle back to the island; but Tom kept on throwing sticks and stones at him to head him off to the opposite bank.

For a while it seemed that the dog would never reach the other side; but at last the swift-rolling waters carried him to a point of land jutting out into the river. He managed to get a footing; and, to their great joy, the children saw him crawl up the bank and make his way towards the farm.

When Pincher reached the garden, he met Mr. Lett, who was searching for his missing children.

"Good old Pincher," said Mr. Lett, "where are Tom and Mary?"

"Bow-wow!" replied Pincher, wagging his tail.

"Good dog, show me them," replied Mr. Lett.

"Bow-wow, bow-wow!" was Pincher's answer as he turned towards the river.

In a few minutes Mr. Lett, following the dog, had reached the flooded river. Then he saw the children on the island waving their hands and shouting—although he could not hear them—for help.

It was nearly two hours later before they were rescued. Mr. Lett had to go a mile up stream, borrow a boat, and then, with the help of two other men, row to the island. It was a hard and dangerous task. Before the children were rescued they had climbed to the lower branches of a tree near the shed, to be out of the rising water.

That evening, the children sat near the fire in the dining-room. They were well wrapped up in warm rugs, and were sipping warm milk. Mrs. Lett was bustling about, and, as she stepped over Pincher asleep near the fire, she was heard to say, "You blessed old dog, you've saved my children."

Then the two children glanced at each other and whispered, "Mother will find room for Pincher now. He will not be sent away to-morrow."

From The Children's Hour
 , South Australia

 


Author
 .—The Children's Hour
 of South Australia was the first State-school paper to appear in Australia. The next was The School Paper
 of Victoria.


General Notes
 .—With a map in front of you, trace the course of the River Murray. Its floods are caused every year by the melting of snows in the mountains near its source. What persons are mentioned in this story, not forgetting the dog? The islands along the Murray are enclosed between the main stream and anabranches or billabongs. Write or tell any other story you know of life-saving by dogs.
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MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here,

My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer,

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe—

My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go.

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,

The birthplace of valour, the country of worth;

Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

 

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow;

Farewell to the straths and green valleys below;

Farewell to the forests and wild hanging woods;

Farewell to the torrents and loud pouring floods.

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here;

My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe—

My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go.

 

—Robert Burns
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer."



Author
 .—Robert Burns
 (1759-1796), the national poet of Scotland, was born in Ayrshire on the 25th of January. He went to school at the age of six, and was afterwards taught by a village tutor named Murdoch. At the age of fifteen he went to work on his father's farm and most of his life was passed in this occupation. In 1788 he married Jean Armour, and he died comparatively young. Like Shakespeare, Burns borrowed largely from many writers in matter, phrase, and metre, but his natural brilliancy, truth, sympathy, and sincerity made what he wrote his own and each poem a work of genius. He was honest, proud, friendly, and warm-hearted, full of feeling, and able to make others feel. So he struck the human note, the universal note, and endeared himself to his countrymen and the world.


General Notes
 .—Justify "birthplace of valour," "the country of worth" (think of those who would not betray Prince Charlie for gold). What are straths?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—What lines are repeated? Let the whole class speak these lines. The remaining lines can be divided singly or in pairs between groups of the class.
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LEARNING TO RIDE

Though the first days of the young koala's life were passed in his mother's pouch, he was not carried there very long. He was only a little fellow, no bigger than an active kitten when his mother hoisted him on to the back of her shoulders and gave him to understand that he had to stop there and hold tight, as she could not climb and reach for gum leaves and hold him at the same time.

At first he thought "piggy-back" was fine fun, but, when she crept out of the big hollow that was her home, and walked along a slender limb a hundred feet from the ground, he dug his sharp nails in with fear.

It was a cold starlit night. Possums were feeding in the same tree, and squirrels, uttering peculiar cries, darted through the air a little way off. He glanced timidly at them from time to time, but was so much taken up with the riskiness of his position that he could give little attention to anything else. The mother moved with slow, deliberate steps; nevertheless, every movement made him fancy he was going to fall. Learning to ride in such a situation as that seemed a foolhardy undertaking; it was absolutely dangerous.

His mother ran no risk of falling; the great grasping power of her claws prevented it. Numbers of her kind, when shot, had cheated their slayers by hanging on to the limb, upside down, even in death.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

"He dug his sharp nails in with fear."


Perching herself in a fork, the mother koala grasped a branch in her hand, and for some minutes sat munching the juicy leaves. Then she retraced her steps and started down the perpendicular trunk of the tree, descending backwards all the way. The youngster felt mightily uncomfortable; clinging tightly to the dense fur of his mother, and looking anxiously from side to side as she dropped lower and lower, he scarcely breathed until the long, slow descent was accomplished.

On the ground he could ride with ease and confidence. Like a little boy who had got over his first fears on the back of a pony, he even wanted to "show off." While she dug for succulent roots he partly sat up and scratched his ear and his ribs, looking round to admire the scenery and to see what was going on about him.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

Bandicoots and Wallabies


When his mother moved along the edge of a narrow belt of scrub that lined the river bank it was to him a pleasure excursion, full of interest, for there were many other creatures abroad. The frisky possums, with their gambols and chasings, their squeaks and purring chatter; the squirrels, with their sudden flights and squeals; and the night-birds calling overhead, enlivened the passing hours; while bandicoots and wallabies fed quietly around.

When Mrs. Koala saw her husband perched on the limb of a gum-tree, she climbed up to him; but, beyond a growl by way of greeting and a solemn survey of the youngster, he took no notice of them. Then Mrs. Koala brushed her little burden against her mate as she seated herself; her look and manner seemed to say, "I think you ought to hold the baby while I get my supper." But Pa Koala looked at the baby with eyes that plainly said, "Let the little brat get down and walk."

Then she caught the branch he was holding and pulled it away. He was decidedly vexed, and looked at her for a moment as though he had a mind to knock her off the limb. However, he thought better of it, and shifted to another branch.

As she was a long way from home and was a slow traveller, she left early, and was climbing back into her nest just as day was breaking. The little one was glad to be home again, for he was tired from so much unaccustomed riding, and was rather stiff from clinging to a perpendicular back whilst being carried up and down trees. He rolled off with a sigh of relief, and after a drink coiled himself up in his mother's arms and went to sleep.

He had no fears when he went out again. He was quite at home on his mother's back, and enjoyed being carried about among the branches. As he grew older he plucked some of the leaves within his reach and, sitting up like a little jockey, munched them With enjoyment.

When he was on the ground he would slip off, and soon learned to scratch up roots for himself; and when on a limb he would dismount, and amuse himself climbing about, or sit beside his mother and eat off the branch she held in her hand.

His next step was climbing a little way up the trunks and backing down again, and soon his mother declined to carry him any more, except as a favour when he seemed tired, or when the climb was a stiff one and he cried and whimpered like a child.

But by and by he cried in vain. There was no more "piggy-back" for him; he had grown too large and heavy for baby habits, and must now walk.

 


Edward S. Sorenson
 , in Friends and Foes in the Australian Bush

 


Author
 .—Edward Sylvester Sorenson
 was born in New South Wales in 1869. He contributed to metropolitan newspapers when about 25, chiefly verse and stories of bush life, and entered upon writing as a profession in 1901. Author of The Squatter's Ward, Quinton's Rouseabout, Life in the Australian Backblocks, Friends and Foes in the Australian Bush, Chips and Splinters, Spotty the Bower Bird, Murty Brown, etc
 .


General Notes
 .—Give other names for the koala. Describe the "squirrels" mentioned in paragraph three. What is meant by "to show off"? Make a list of the animals mentioned. Name some that are not mentioned. Make the little koala tell his own story.
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A SPECKLED THRUSH

Because a speckled thrush would sing

As I came down the hill,

I set my burden on the ground

And hearkened to the mirthsome sound

Beside a dappled rill.

 

I set my burden on the ground

With the first rapturous trill,

Because a speckled thrush would sing,

And I must heed his carolling

And wait upon his will.

 

And, if a speckled thrush should sing

All day upon the hill,

Why should I go when such delight

Waits for me from high noon till night

Beside a purling rill?

—Lilla Gormhuille Mckay



Author
 .—Lilla Gormhuille Mckay
 , an Australian writer, who has contributed frequently to The Bulletin
 and other Australian magazines.


General Notes
 .—Notice the delicate build of this little poem and the strange way in which the rhymes and lines recur. Find a picture of an Australian song-thrush. Describe his shape, size, and coloration. Imitate his note. How many other thrushes do you know? Do you know other poems about birds?
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THE WEE FELL YIN

This is a story about a dog—not the kind of dog you often see in the street here, not a fat, wrinkly pug, nor a smooth-skinned bulldog, nor even a big shaggy fellow—but a slim, silky-haired, sharp-eared, little dog, the prettiest thing you can imagine. Her name was Wylie, and she lived in Scotland, far up on the hills, and helped her master to take care of his sheep.

You can't think how clever she was! She watched over the sheep and the little lambs like a soldier, and never let anything hurt them. She drove them out to pasture when it was time, and brought them safely home when it was time for that. When the silly sheep grew frightened and ran this way and that, hurting themselves and getting lost, Wylie knew exactly what to do—round on one side she would run, barking and scolding, driving them back; then round on the other, barking and scolding, driving them back, till they were all bunched together in front of the right gate. Then she drove them through as neatly as any person. She loved her work, and was a wonderfully fine sheep-dog.

At last, her master grew too old to stay alone on the hills, and so he went away to live. Before he went, he gave Wylie to two kind young men who lived in the nearest town; he knew they would be good to her. They grew very fond of her, and so did their old grandmother and the little children: she was so gentle and handsome and well behaved.

So now Wylie lived in the city where there were no sheep-farms, only streets and houses, and she did not have to do any work at all—she was just a pet dog. She seemed very happy, and she was always good.

But, after a while, the family noticed something odd, something very strange indeed, about their pet. Every Tuesday night, about nine o'clock, Wylie disappeared. They would look for her, call her—no, she was gone. And she would be gone all night. But, every Wednesday morning, there she was at the door, waiting to be let in. Her silky coat was all sweaty and muddy, and her feet were heavy with weariness, but her bright eyes looked up at her masters as if she were trying to explain where she had been.

Week after week the same thing happened. Nobody could imagine where Wylie went every Tuesday night. They tried to follow her to find out, but she always slipped away; they tried to shut her in, but she always found a way out. It grew to be a real mystery. Where in the world did Wylie go?

You never could guess, so I am going to tell you.

In the city near the town where the kind young men lived was a big market. Every sort of thing was sold there, even live cows and sheep and hens. On Tuesday night the farmers used to come down from the hills with their sheep to sell, and drive them through the city streets into the pens, ready to sell on Wednesday morning; that was the day they sold them.

The sheep weren't used to the city noises and sights, and they always grew afraid and wild, and gave the farmers and the sheep-dogs a good deal of trouble. They broke away and ran about in everybody's way.

But just as the trouble was worst, about sunrise, the farmers would see a little, silky, sharp-eared dog come trotting all alone down the road into the midst of them.

And then!

In and out the little dog ran like the wind, round and about, always in the right place, driving—coaxing—pushing—making the sheep obey, and never frightening them, till they were all safely in. All the other dogs together could not do as much as the little strange dog. She was a perfect wonder. And no one knew whose dog she was or where she came from. The farmers grew to watch for her every week, and they called her "the wee fell yin," which is Scots for "the little terror"; they used to say, when they saw her coming, "There's the wee fell yin! Now we'll get them in."

Every farmer would have liked to keep her, but she let no one catch her. As soon as her work was done she was off and away like a fairy dog, no one knew where. Week after week this happened, and nobody knew whose the little strange dog was.

But one day Wylie was walking with her two masters, and they happened to meet some sheep-farmers. The sheep-farmers stopped short and stared at Wylie, and then they cried out, "Why that's the dog! That's the wee fell yin!" And so it was. The little strange dog that helped with the sheep was Wylie.

Her masters, of course, didn't know what the farmers meant, till they were told all about what I have been telling you. But, when they heard about the pretty strange dog that came to market all alone, they knew at last where Wylie went every Tuesday night. And they loved her better than ever.

Wasn't it wise of the dear little dog to go and work for other people when her own work was taken away? I fancy that she knew that the best people and the best dogs always work hard at something. Anyway, she did that same thing as long as she lived, and she was always just as gentle, and silky-haired, and loving as at first.

—George Macdonald


 


Author
 .—George Macdonald
 (1824—1905) was a Scottish poet and novelist, born in Aberdeenshire and educated at Aberdeen University. He wrote many novels for grown-up people, including David Elginbrod, The Seaboard Parish, Robert Falconer, Malcolm
 , and What's Mine is Mine
 . Among his fine books for children are The Princess and the Goblin, Dealings with Fairies
 , and At the Back of the North Wind
 .


General Notes
 .—From the description, Wylie was probably a kelpie. The "wee fell yin" means the little mighty one. Have you watched the sheep-dogs at the Melbourne Show? Write or tell any story you know of a dog's intelligence.
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SEA-HUNGER

How can I work on a day like this,

When the sea is blue in the bay,

And a little wind dances around my desk

And whispers, "Come out to play!"

 

And down at the port there's a deep-sea ship,

Her brown sails gleaming fair.

New white paint and Manila rope

Are an incense on the air.

 

In a few short hours her bows will lift

To the kiss of the open seas,

Her brown sails shake 'neath the rough caress

Of the salt-stung northern breeze.

 

Oh, why must I work on a day like this?—

When my heart is far and away

With a deep-sea ship and her vagabond crew

A-swinging down the bay.

—Marjorie Court


 


Author
 .—Marjorie Court
 (no biographical information is available).


General Notes
 .—What is the difference between "a deep-sea ship" and "a coaster"? Where is Manila? What is incense? Vagabond means wandering. Read "Sea-fever" in the Seventh Book
 . Which poet do you think knows more about the sea and ships?
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ECHO AND NARCISSUS

Juno, the queen of all the gods, was very fond of a beautiful nymph, whose name was Echo. Now Echo had a sweet voice, which Juno liked to hear. Indeed, Echo herself liked to hear it, too.

One day, Juno was angry with her, and said:—"I am going to punish you; I shall let you keep your nice voice, but you can speak only after somebody else has spoken; and then you can say only what has been said just before."

Poor Echo was very troubled when she heard the bad news. The other nymphs noticed that she spoke very little, and only after they had spoken. Though she looked the same, they could scarcely think that the sad nymph that wandered over the hills and down the valleys was the once bright and noisy Echo.

There was at this time a handsome and brave youth whose name was Narcissus. As he was wandering in a wood, he lost his way. So he called out loudly, "Is any one here?"

Echo was resting under a tree close by, and at once called out, "Here." Narcissus looked around, but, as he could see nobody, he went on his way.

Just then, Echo felt her punishment more than ever, for she very much wanted to speak to the lovely boy, and ask him to stay with her. But, of course, she could not call him, and he went out of sight.

Full of sorrow, she sank down on the grass, and wept for her lost Narcissus. For days and days she remained in the same place, till at last she faded away, and only her voice was left. You may now hear it, wandering up hill and down dale, but speaking only after you have spoken, and saying the same words as you have said.

Perhaps you would like to hear, too, what became of the lovely boy Narcissus. He also was punished by one of the gods.

One day, while he was looking in a clear pool, he fell in love with his own image, which he could see in the water beneath him. He did not know that it was his own image, and asked, "Who are you?"

"You," replied a voice, which was all that was left of poor Echo.

Narcissus looked around, but could see nobody. He smiled, and, on looking again into the water, he saw the pretty face smiling back at him. He put down his hand to touch it, but, as soon as he touched the water, the ripples on the pool hid the image.

When the water became still again, the lovely face was there looking up at him. The more he looked at it, the more he loved it. He could not stop gazing into the pool. Days went by, but still he stayed there. Whenever he spoke, only his own words came back in reply, so he thought that the image was mocking him.

He grew thin and weak, too weak to leave the side of the pool. At last he faded away altogether. When his friends came to look for him, they found that a beautiful flower had sprung up where he had rested. They called it Narcissus, the name it still bears.

 


Author
 .—This is an old Greek story told by the early writers and here retold in simpler form for young readers of to-day.


General Notes
 .—The nymphs were lesser goddesses of woods and mountains and streams. Primitive peoples made up these stories to account for the appearances and workings of Nature. Nowadays, the scientist gives us more reasonable explanations, but without destroying our sense of wonder. Juno, you will see, was a jealous goddess. Give truer, if less fanciful, explanations of (a
 ) the reflected voice, (b
 ) the reflected image.
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THE DAYLIGHT IS DYING

The daylight is dying

Away in the west,

The wild birds are flying

In silence to rest;

In leafage and frondage

Where shadows are deep,

They pass to their bondage—

The kingdom of sleep.

And, watched in their sleeping

By stars in the height,

They rest in your keeping,

O wonderful Night.

 

When night doth her glories

Of star-shine unfold,

'Tis then that the stories

Of Bushland are told.

Unnumbered I hold them

In memories bright,

But who could unfold them

Or read them aright?

 

Beyond all denials

The stars in their glories,

The breeze in the myalls,

Are part of their stories.

The waving of grasses,

The song of the river

That sings as it passes,

For ever and ever.

 

The hobble-chain's rattle,

The calling of birds,

The lowing of cattle,

Must blend with the words.

Without these indeed you

Would find it ere long

As though I should read you

The words of a song

That lamely would linger

When lacking the rune,

The voice of the singer,

The lilt of the tune.

 

But, as one half-hearing

An old-time refrain,

With memory clearing,

Recalls it again.

These tales roughly wrought of

The bush and its ways,

May call back a thought of

The wandering days;

And, blending with each

In the mem'ries that throng,

There haply shall reach

You some echo of song.

—Andrew Barton Paterson


[image: ]


 


Author
 .—Andrew Barton Paterson
 ("Banjo") was born in New South Wales in 1864, and became a lawyer and journalist. He served in the South African War and as a remount officer in Egypt. He wrote for the Sydney Bulletin
 many stirring bush ballads, which were afterwards published in book form—The Man from Snowy River, Rio Grande's Last Race, Saltbush Bill, Old Bush Songs
 (edited), as well as prose works—An Outback Marriage, Three Elephant Power, etc
 . His people were pastoralists. "He is the poet of the man who rides, as Lawson is of the man who walks."


General Notes
 .—What is the difference between leafage and frondage? Picture a scene where the bushland stories are told—"while the billy boils." What do the hobble-chain's rattle and the lowing of cattle suggest? Tell any bush songs that the singer might sing. Where did Mr. Paterson hear these songs and these stories? "Rune" here means charm or magic.
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HEIDI ON THE MOUNTAIN

[Heidi was a little Swiss girl who went to live with her grandfather up among the mountains, where she made a bed of straw in the loft. The next morning her grandfather said that she might go for the day higher up the mountain with Peter, the goat-herd.]

 

Heidi started joyfully for the mountain. She ran to and fro shouting with delight, for here were whole patches of delicate red primroses, and there the blue gleam of the lovely gentian, while above them all laughed and nodded the golden rock-roses. Charmed with all this waving field of bright flowers, Heidi forgot even Peter and the goats. She ran to and fro gathering whole handfuls of the flowers, which she put into her little apron. Then she sat down, surrounded by flowers, and drew in deep breaths of the scented air.

"You have enough now," said Peter. "You will stay here for ever, if you go on picking; and, if you gather all the flowers now, there will be none for to-morrow."

Heidi jumped up, and climbed on up the mountain with Peter. The goats now became quieter and less troublesome. They were beginning to smell the plants they loved, which grew on the higher slopes, and they climbed up as fast as they could to reach them. When the children came to the foot of the high rocks, Peter put the bag which held their lunch carefully in a hollow in the ground, where the wind could not blow it away. Then he stretched himself on the warm ground and fell asleep.

As Heidi sat beside Peter, looking at all the beauty of the mountains, she suddenly heard a harsh cry overhead, and saw a large bird, with great spreading wings, wheeling round and round in wide circles, and making a piercing, croaking kind of sound. "Peter, Peter, wake up!" called Heidi. "Look at the big bird!" Peter sat up, and together they watched the bird, which rose higher and higher in the blue air, till it vanished behind the grey mountain-tops.

"Let us climb up and see where its nest is," said Heidi.

"Oh, good gracious, no!" said Peter. "Why, even the goats can't climb so high as that; besides, your grandfather said that you were not to fall over the rocks."

Peter now began whistling and calling so loudly that Heidi wondered what was going to happen. The goats, however, understood, for one after another they came springing down the rocks, until they had all gathered on the green patch beside the children. Heidi was delighted at the way they played and skipped about, and she ran in and out among them, joining in their frolic. Meanwhile, Peter had opened the lunch-bag, and he called to Heidi to come. When she saw the meal spread out on the ground, she danced round it for joy.

"Leave off jumping about. It is time for dinner," said Peter. "Sit down and begin." Heidi sat down and enjoyed her delicious meal of fresh goat's milk, bread, and cheese.

All at once Peter leapt to his feet and dashed through the flock of goats towards the edge of a steep cliff. He had caught sight of a young goat, named Greenfinch, springing towards the dangerous edge. All Peter could do was to throw himself flat on the ground, and seize one of the goat's hind legs. Greenfinch, thus taken by surprise, began bleating furiously, angry at not being able to go on with her voyage of discovery. She struggled to break loose, and tried so hard to leap forward that Peter shouted to Heidi to come to his help.

Heidi saw at once the danger in which both Peter and the goat were. Quickly picking a bunch of sweet-smelling leaves, she held them under Greenfinch's nose, and tried to coax her back. The young animal turned round, and began eating the leaves out of Heidi's hand. Peter was then able to rise to his feet, and, grasping the goat by the collar, he pulled her back to safety. He was then going to beat the goat, but Heidi begged him not to do so, and Greenfinch was allowed to spring joyfully back among the other goats.

So the day passed away, and the sun began to sink behind the high mountains. "Peter! Peter!" cried Heidi suddenly. "Everything is on fire! All the rocks are burning, and the great snowy mountains, and the sky. Look, that high rock is red with flame! Oh, the beautiful, fiery snow! Stand up, Peter! See, the fire has reached the great bird's nest! Look at the fir-trees. Everything is on fire!"

"It is always like that," said Peter, without looking up from the stick he was peeling. "'It is not really fire."

"What is it, then?" asked Heidi, as she ran to look first on one side and then on the other.

"Oh, it just goes like that itself," was all Peter said.

"Look," cried Heidi, "now the mountains are all turning pink. How lovely the crimson snow is! Oh, now everything is turning grey. All the colour is dying away. It's all gone, Peter." Heidi sat down, looking as sad as if the whole world had come to an end.

"It will come again to-morrow," said Peter. "We must go home now." He whistled to the goats, and together they all started down the mountains for home.

"Shall we see it like that every day when we bring the goats up here?" asked Heidi.

"It is like that nearly every day," Peter replied.

"But will it be like that to-morrow, for certain?" she asked.

"Yes, yes, for certain," said Peter.

Heidi now felt quite happy again. Her little mind was so full of all the new things she had seen that she did not speak again until they reached the hut, where her grandfather was sitting under the firs waiting for her.

When the goats were shut in their stable, she sat upon her little stool and slowly ate her supper. And, as she ate, she told the old man all that had happened during the day, and above all how the high places had burned with a red light.

"Yes," he said; "the sun does that when he says good night to the mountains. He throws his loveliest colours across them, so that they will not forget that he is coming again in the morning."

It was not long before Heidi climbed up to her little bed in the loft, and as she slept she dreamed of pink mountains covered with roses, among which white and brown goats ran and jumped.

Adapted from Heidi
 , by Johanna Spyri


 


Author
 .—Johanna Spyri
 (before her marriage Johanna Heusser), a Swiss writer of stories about child-life in her country, was born at Hirzel a village near Zurich, in 1827. Her father was a doctor. She married the town clerk of Zurich, Bernhard Spyri, and lived in that town until her death in 1901. Heidi
 is her best-loved book; other titles are Rico and Wiseli, Gritli's Children, The Little Alpine Musician, and Veronica
 .
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Drawn by Mariorie Howden

"Together they watched the bird."



General Notes
 .—What do you learn from this story about life in the mountains of Switzerland—flowers, scenes, animals, houses? How does farming life on Heidi's mountain differ from farming life in Victoria?
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THE WEST WIND

It's a warm wind, the west wind, full of birds' cries,

I never hear the west wind but tears are in my eyes,

For it comes from the west lands, the old brown hills,

And April's in the west wind, and daffodils.

It's a fine land, the west land, for hearts as tired as mine;

Apple orchards blossom there, and the air's like wine.

There is cool green grass there, where men may lie at rest,

And the thrushes are in song there, fluting from the nest.

"Will ye not come home, brother? Ye have been long away,

It's April, and blossom-time, and white is the may;

And bright is the sun, brother, and warm is the rain—

Will ye not come home, brother, home to us again?

"The young corn is green, brother, where the rabbits run,

It's the sky, and white clouds, and warm rain and sun,

It's song to a man's soul, brother, fire to a man's brain,

To hear the wild bees and see the merry spring again.

"Larks are singing in the west, brother, above the green wheat,

So will ye not come home, brother, and rest your tired feet?

I've a balm for bruised hearts, brother, sleep for aching eyes,"

Says the warm wind, the west wind, full of birds' cries.

It's a white road westwards is the road I must tread

To the green grass, the cool grass, and rest for heart and head,

To the violets and the warm hearts and the thrushes' song,

In the fine land, the west land, the land where I belong.

—John Masefield


 


Author
 .—John Masefield
 (born 1876), English poet and prose writer. In his younger days he was a sailor and an adventurer. At present he is Poet-Laureate. His publications include—Salt Water Ballads, A Mainsail Haul (prose), A Tarpaulin Muster (prose), William Shakespeare (prose), Gallipoli (prose), The Everlasting Mercy, The Widow in the Bye-street, Dauber, The Daffodil Fields (verse)
 , and several plays—Nan, Pompey the Great, A King's Daughter
 , etc.


General Notes
 .—What counties are in the West of England? Why are they warmer than the counties in the East? Is April blossom-time in Australia? Write a verse in praise of the place where you were born.


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—Notice that there are two speakers—(a
 ) the poet, (b
 ) the west wind. Divide the class to take these two parts. If desired, the song of the west wind may be divided between three groups.
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SILVER

Slowly, silently, now the moon

Walks the night in her silver shoon;

This way and that she peers, and sees

Silver fruit upon silver trees;

One by one the casements catch

Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;

Couched in his kennel, like a log,

With paws of silver sleeps the dog;

From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep

Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;

A harvest mouse goes scampering by,

With silver claws and silver eye;

And moveless fish in the water gleam

By silver reeds in a silver stream.

—Walter de la Mare


 


Author
 .—Walter de la Mare
 , English poet and novelist, was born at Charlton, Kent, in 1873. He is a writer of magical verse that is full of music, pictures, and fantasy. His books of verse include Songs of Childhood, The Listeners
 , and Peacock Pie
 ; among his prose writings are Memoirs of a Midget
 and a children's monkey story, The Three Mulla Mulgars
 . His collected poems were published in 1920, and he has since selected two small volumes of his poems, Old Rhymes and New
 , for use in schools.


General Notes
 .—What a contrast to the long swinging lines of "The West Wind." As you say the poem, notice the quietness and stillness of it. Write a sunset poem called "Gold."
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HOW THE CRICKETS BROUGHT GOOD FORTUNE

My friend Jack went into a baker's shop one day to buy a little cake which he had fancied in passing. He intended it for a child whose appetite was gone, and who could be coaxed to eat only by amusing him. He thought that such a pretty loaf might tempt even the sick. While he waited for his change, a little boy, six or eight years old, in poor but perfectly clean clothes, entered the baker's shop.

"If you please, ma'am," said he to the baker's wife, "mother sent me for a loaf of bread."

The woman climbed upon the counter (this happened in a country town), took from the shelf of four-pound loaves the best one she could find, and put it into the arms of the little boy.

My friend Jack then for the first time observed the thin and thoughtful face of the little fellow. It contrasted strongly with the big round loaf, of which he was taking the best of care.

"Have you any money?" said the baker's wife.

The little boy's eyes grew sad.

"No, ma'am," said he, hugging the loaf closer to his thin blouse; "but mother told me to say that she would come and speak to you about it to-morrow."

"Run along," said the good woman; "carry your bread home, child."

"Thank you, ma'am," said the poor little fellow.

My friend Jack came forward for his change. He had put his purchase into his pocket, and was about to go when he found the child with the big loaf standing stock-still behind him.

"What are you doing there?" said the baker's wife to the child, who she too thought had left the shop. "Don't you like the bread?"

"Oh yes, ma'am," said the child.

"Well then, carry it to your mother, my little friend. If you wait any longer, she will think you are playing by the way, and you will get a scolding."

The child did not seem to hear. Something else held his attention. The baker's wife went up to him, and gave him a friendly tap on the shoulder.

"What are
 you thinking about?" said she.

"Ma'am," said the little boy, "what is it that sings?"

"There is no singing," said she.

"Yes!" cried the little fellow. "Hear it! Queek, queek, queek, queek!"

My friend and the woman both listened, but they could hear nothing, unless it was the song of the crickets, frequent guests in bakers' houses.

"It is a little bird," said the dear little fellow; "or perhaps the bread sings when it bakes, as apples do."

"No, indeed, little goosey!" said the baker's wife; "those are crickets. They sing in the bake-house because we are heating the oven and they like to see the fire."

"Crickets!" said the child; "are they really crickets?"

"Yes, to be sure," said she.

The child's face lighted up.

"Ma'am," said he, blushing at the boldness of his request, "I should like it very much if you would give me a cricket."

"A cricket!" said the baker's wife, smiling. "What in the world would you do with a cricket, my little friend? I would gladly give you all in the house to get rid of them, they run about so."

"Oh, ma'am, give me one, only one, if you please!" said the child, clasping his little hands under the big loaf. "They say that crickets bring good luck into houses; and perhaps if we had one at home mother, who has so much trouble, wouldn't cry any more."

"Why does your mother cry?" said my friend, who could no longer help joining in the conversation.

"On account of her bills, sir," said the little fellow. "Father is ill, and mother works very hard, but she cannot pay them all."

My friend took the child, and with him the big loaf, into his arms; and I really believe he kissed them both. Meanwhile, the baker's wife had gone to the bake-house. She asked her husband to catch four crickets, and put them into a box with holes in the cover, so that they might have air to breathe. She gave the box to the child, who went away perfectly happy.

When he had gone, the baker's wife and my friend exclaimed together, "Poor little fellow!" Then the former took down her account-book and, finding the page where the mother's purchases were entered, made a great dash all down the page, and wrote at the bottom, "Paid."

Meanwhile my friend, to lose no time, had put up in paper all the money in his pockets, where fortunately he had quite a sum that day, and begged the good wife to send it at once to the mother of the little boy, with her bill receipted, and a note in which he told her she had a son who would one day be her joy and pride.

They gave it to a baker's boy with long legs, and told him to make haste. The child, with his big loaf, his four crickets, and his short legs, could not run very fast, so that when he reached home he found his mother, for the first time in many weeks, with her eyes raised from her work, and a smile of peace and happiness upon her lips.

The boy believed that it was the arrival of his four little black things that had worked this change, and I do not think he was mistaken. Without the crickets and his good little heart, would this happy change have taken place in his mother's fortunes?

From the French of P. J. Stahl


 


Author
 .—P. J. Stahl
 was the pen-name of Pierre Jules Hetzel, a French writer, who was born in 1814 and who died at Monte Carlo in 1886. He held office in the French Ministry from 1848-1851. When the Second Republic was overthrown, he fled to Belgium, but afterwards came back and settled in Paris as a bookseller and publisher. His writings are mostly humorous, his best-known books being Le Diable à Paris
 , and Voyage où il vous plaira
 .


General Notes
 .—There is so much conversation in this story that you could easily make a play of it. In order to keep the play to one scene, let the boy come back to the shop and tell what he found when he reached home.
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DAVID VISITS HIS AUNT

[Scene.—A garden with a gate opening on the highroad. David Copperfield, ragged and footsore, is peering over the garden gate, as if afraid to come in. Aunt Betsey Trotwood, very stiff and straight, stalks out of the house into the garden. She has gardening gloves on, and carries a fork and some plants.
 ]


Aunt
 (seeing David and waving her gardening fork
 ).—Go away! Go along! No boys here!

[She begins to plant her plants. David enters and walks over to her timidly. He touches her arm. She starts up.
 ]


David
 .—If you please, ma'am! (Aunt gets up.
 ) If you please, aunt!


Aunt
 (in a tone of amazement
 ).—Eh?


David
 .—If you please, aunt, I am your nephew.


Aunt
 .—My goodness! (She sits flat down on the path.
 )


David
 .—I am David Copperfield, of Blunderstone, in Suffolk—where you came on the night when I was born and saw my dear mamma. I have been very unhappy since she died. I have been slighted, and taught nothing, and thrown upon myself, and put to work not fit for me. It made me run away to you. I was robbed at first setting out, and have walked all the way, and have never slept in a bed since I began the journey. (David begins to cry.
 )


Aunt
 (hastily getting up and rushing to comfort David
 ).—Mercy on us! Mercy on us! Janet! Janet! (Janet, the maid, rushes out of the house.
 ) Go upstairs, give my compliments to Mr. Dick, and say I wish to speak to him.


Janet
 .—Yes, ma'am; I'll go at once, ma'am.

[Janet goes into the house. Presently Mr. Dick, a simple old man, comes into the garden, laughing.
 ]


Aunt
 .—Mr. Dick, don't be a fool, because nobody can be cleverer than you, when you choose. We all know that. So don't be a fool, whatever you are. (Mr. Dick stops laughing.
 ) You have heard me mention David Copperfield. Now, don't pretend not to have a memory, because you and I know better.


Mr. Dick
 .—David Copperfield? David
 Copperfield? Oh, yes, to be sure! David, certainly!


Aunt
 .—Well, this is his boy—his son. He would be as like his father as it is possible to be, if he were not so like his mother, too.


Mr. Dick
 .—His son? David's son? Indeed!


Aunt
 .—Yes, and he has done a pretty piece of business. He has run away. (She shakes her head.
 ) Now, here you see young David Copperfield, and the question I put to you is, what shall I do with him?


Mr. Dick
 (scratching his head
 ).—What shall you do with him? Oh, do with him?


Aunt
 (very gravely, with her forefinger held up
 ).—Yes! Come, I want some very sound advice.


Mr. Dick
 (looking vacantly at David
 ).—Why, if I were you, I should wash him!


Aunt
 (triumphantly
 ).—Janet, Mr. Dick sets us all right. Heat the bath!


Janet
 .—Yes, ma'am; at once, ma'am. (She goes out
 .)

Dramatized from David Copperfield
 , a novel by Charles Dickens


 


Author
 .—Charles Dickens
 (1812—1870) was one of the most famous of English novelists. He was a poor boy and self-educated. As a youth he became a lawyer's clerk, then a journalist. His keen observation and wide sympathy made him popular as a novelist. Among his works are David Copperfield, Oliver Twist, A Tale of Two Cities, The Pickwick Papers, Bleak House, Little Dorrit, The Old Curiosity Shop, Barnaby Rudge, Our Mutual Friend, Great Expectations, Edwin Drood, Martin Chuzzlewit. Sketches by Boz, A Christmas Carol, A Child's History of England
 .


General Notes
 .—The scene is laid at Dover, in England. David is an orphan boy who has walked from London to visit his Aunt Betsey. Read the whole book. What kind of woman is Aunt Betsey, as revealed in the play? Why did she think so highly of Mr. Dick? Write an imaginary letter from Aunt Betsey to David's step-father.
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THE NIGHT WIND

Have you ever heard the wind go "Yooooo"?

'Tis a pitiful sound to hear!

It seems to chill you through and through

With a strange and speechless fear.

'Tis the voice of the night that broods outside

When folk should be asleep,

And many and many's the time I've cried

To the darkness brooding far and wide

Over the land and the deep:

"Whom do you want, O lonely night,

That you wail the long hours through?"

And the night would say in its ghostly way:

"Yoooooooo!

Yoooooooo!

Yoooooooo!"

My mother told me long ago

(When I was a little lad)

That, when the night went wailing so,

Somebody had been bad;

And then, when I was snug in bed,

Whither I had been sent,

With the blankets pulled up round my head,

I'd think of what my mother said,

And wonder what boy she meant!

And, "Who's been bad to-day?" I'd ask

Of the wind that hoarsely blew,

And the voice would say in its meaningful way:

"Yoooooooo!

Yoooooooo!

Yoooooooo!"

That this was true I must allow—

You'll not believe it, though!

Yes, though I'm quite a model now,

I was not always so.

And if you doubt what things I say

Suppose you make the test;

Suppose, when you've
 been bad some day

And up to bed are sent away

From mother and the rest—

Suppose you ask, "Who has been bad?"

And then you'll hear what's true:

For the wind will moan in its ruefullest tone:

"Yoooooooo!

Yoooooooo!

Yoooooooo!"


Eugene Field


 


Author
 .—Eugene Field
 (1850-1895), an American writer, is one of the best-loved writers of poetry for children. Born at Saint Louis, he had a college education and then visited Europe. On his return he became a noted journalist. In 1922 a statue of Eugene Field was erected in Lincoln Park, Chicago; it was paid for mainly by the contributions of pennies from school children in the United States.


General Notes
 .—When saying the poem, mind you imitate the eerie wail of the wind blowing round the corners of a house. Don't say it too loudly. Divide the class into three parts, and let each part speak a verse; the whole class can join in the wind's reply.

Do you know any other poems by Eugene Field?
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THE AUSTRALIAN

HE swings I golden morn;

The blade bites clean and free;

The trees must fall ere the land be ploughed,

And an axeman strong is he.

He drives his plough through the yellow mould;

The share cuts clean and free;

The soil must break ere the seed be sown,

And a ploughman strong is he.

[image: ]



Drawn by Mervyn H.Timmings

With a tireless band sows he."


He sows the seed in the furrowed field;

With a tireless hand sows he;

When sun and rain have wrought their will,

What shall the harvest be?

 

If trees alone his axe-blade hewed,

If he but ploughed the plain,

And ploughed no more, and sowed the wheat,

'Twould be but golden grain.

 

But more than trees he brings to earth—

Old wrongs that bind and thrall;

And from his harvest shall be made

The sweetest bread of all.

 

A young man in a young land, he

Dreams noble dreams of youth;

And, foremost in the van of years,

He sows the seeds of truth.

—Roderic Quinn


 


Author
 .—Roderic Quinn
 , a living Australian poet, was born at Sydney in 1869. Most of his poems were contributed to The Bulletin
 and The Worker
 , but collections have been published under the titles of The Hidden Tide, The Circling Hearths
 , and Collected Poems
 .
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General Notes
 .—Axeman, ploughman, sower—note the progress in time. What old wrongs have we brought to earth in Australia? What new rights have we established! We were the first to introduce vote by ballot, the first to give votes to women; we were among the foremost with factory laws, old-age pensions, the maternity bonus, freer schools and universities. Can you think of anything else? These things our fathers and grandfathers did to make Australia a happy and free land. But we must do our share towards making it freer and happier. How can you help towards the good time coming?


Suggestions for Verse-speaking
 .—For the first three stanzas, divide the class into three—the axemen, the ploughmen, the sowers. For the last three stanzas, divide the class into two; one half speaks the fourth stanza, the other half the fifth stanza, and the whole class the last stanza.




Lesson
 64


AN AUSTRALIAN ANTHEM

Maker of earth and sea,

What shall we render Thee?

All things are Thine.

Ours but, from day to day,

Still with one heart to pray,

"God bless our land alway,

This land of Thine!"

 

Mighty in brotherhood,

Mighty for God and good,

Let us be Thine.

Here let the nations see

Toil from the curse set free,

Labour and liberty

One cause—and Thine.

 

Here let glad plenty reign;

Here let none seek in vain

Our help and Thine—

No heart, for want of friend,

Fail ere the timely end,

But love for ever blend

Man's cause and Thine.

 

Here let Thy peace abide;

Never may strife divide

This land of Thine.

Let us united stand,

One great Australian band,

Heart to heart, hand in hand,

Heart and hand Thine

 

Strong to defend our right,

Proud in all nations' sight,

Lowly in Thine—

One in all noble fame,

Still be our path the same,

Onward in freedom's name,

Upward in Thine.

—James Brunton Stephens


 


Author
 .—James Brunton Stephens
 (1835—1902) was born in Scotland. He arrived in Australia when 31 years of age, and for a time was tutor to the family of a Queensland squatter. Later, he entered the Queensland Civil Service as Correspondence Clerk, and rose to the position of Under-Secretary. His poems, published in his Poetical Works, include some clever humorous verse and some sonorous patriotic poetry.


General Notes
 .—What does the poet pray will be granted to Australia? Has he included all the great ideals towards which a nation should strive? Could you add anything else? Are there any signs that we are advancing towards or retreating from the poet's ideal country? Why is this poem called "An Australian Anthem"? What obligation is there upon the person who prays that something will come to pass? What is meant by "Toil from the curse set free"? How can labour and liberty be united in one cause, and that cause be divine? What is the "right" that we should be strong to defend? Learn to sing this anthem to the fine air composed by Dr. Summers.
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A MOST LAMENTABLE COMEDY


[Here is one of the funniest parts of Shakespeare's comedy A Midsummer Night's Dream. To celebrate the Duke's wedding, some workmen of Athens decide to prepare a play. They choose a play about the tragic deaths of two lovers called Pyramus and Thisbe. But they act so badly that instead of feeling sad at the tragedy, the Duke and his court laugh at the actors. Bottom, who thinks himself a fine actor, roars his part, strides about, waves his arms, and tears his hair. Flute (Thisbe) speaks in a squeaky, high-pitched voice. Most of the others have stage-fright and are stiff and wooden.]


 


Characters.
 —Quince, a carpenter; Snug, a joiner; Bottom, a weaver; Flute, a bellows-mender; Snout, a tinker; Starveling, a tailor.


Scene 1.—The Cast.


Scene.—A room in Quince's house.



Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and Starveling.



Quin.
 —Is all our company here?


Bot.
 —You were best to call them generally, man by man, according to the scrip.


Quin.
 —Here is the scroll of every man's name, which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our interlude before the duke and the duchess, on his wedding-day at night.


Bot.
 —First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats on, then read the names of the actors, and so grow to a point.


Quin.
 —Marry, our play is—The most lamentable comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.


Bot.
 —A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors by the scroll. Masters, spread yourselves.


Quin.
 —Answer as I call you. Nick Bottom, the weaver.


Bot.
 —Ready. Name what part I am for, and proceed.


Quin.
 —You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus.


Bot.
 —What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant?


Quin.
 —A lover, that kills himself most gallant for love.


Bot.
 —That will ask some tears in the true performing of it. If I do it, let the audience look to their eyes; I will move storms, I will condole in some measure. To the rest; yet my chief humour is for a tyrant; I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to make all split.

The raging rocks

And shivering shocks

Shall break the locks

Of prison gates;

And Phibbus' car

Shall shine from far

And make and mar

The foolish Fates.

This was lofty! Now name the rest of the players. This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover is more condoling.


Quin.
 —Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.


Flu.
 —Here, Peter Quince.


Quin.
 —Flute, you must take Thisby on you.


Flu.
 —What is Thisby? A wandering knight?


Quin.
 —It is the lady that Pyramus must love.


Flu.
 —Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; I have a beard coming.


Quin.
 —That's all one: you shall play it in a mask, and you may speak as small as you will.


Bot.
 —An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby too.

I'll speak in a monstrous little voice, "Thisne, Thisne; Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear! thy Thisby dear, and lady dear!"


Quin.
 —No, no; you must play Pyramus; and Flute, you Thisby.


Bot.
 —Well, proceed.


Quin.
 —Robin Starveling, the tailor.

Star.—Here, Peter Quince.


Quin.
 —Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby's mother. Tom Snout, the tinker.


Snout.
 —Here, Peter Quince.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"Nay, faith, let me not play a woman."




Quin.
 —You, Pyramus's father: myself, Thisby's father. Snug, the joiner; you, the lion's part; and, I hope, here is a play fitted.


Snug.
 —Have you the lion's part written? Pray you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study.


Quin.
 —You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but roaring.


Bot.
 —Let me play the lion too. I will roar, that I will do any man's heart good to hear me; I will roar, that I will make the duke say, "Let him roar again, let him roar again."


Quin.
 —An you should do it too terribly, you would fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek; and that were enough to hang us all.


All.
 —That would hang us, every mother's son.


Bot.
 —I grant you, friends, if that you should fright the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more discretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my voice so that I will roar you as gently as any sucking dove; I will roar you an 'twere any nightingale.


Quin.
 —You can play no part but Pyramus; for Pyramus is a sweet-faced man; a proper man, as one shall see in a summer's day; a most lovely gentleman-like man; therefore you must needs play Pyramus.


Bot.
 —Well, I will undertake it.


Scene II.—The Rehearsal.


Scene—The Wood.



Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and Starveling.



Bot.
 —Are we all met?


Quin.
 —Pat. pat; and here's a marvellous convenient place for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our stage, this hawthorn-brake our tiring-house; and we will do it in action as we will do it before the duke.


Snout.
 —Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion?


Star.
 —I fear it, I promise you.


Bot.
 —Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves. To bring in, God shield us! a lion among ladies is a most dreadful thing; for there is not a more fearful wild-fowl than your lion living; and we ought to look to't.


Snout.
 —Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion.


Bot.
 —Nay, you must name his name, and half his face must be seen through the lion's neck; and he himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the same defect,—"Ladies, "—or "Fair ladies,—I would wish you, "—or "I would request you,"—or "I would entreat you,—not to fear, not to tremble: my life for yours. If you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life; no, I am no such thing; I am a man as other men are;" and there indeed let him name his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner.


Quin.
 —Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard things; that is to bring the moonlight into a chamber; for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight.


Snout.
 —Doth the moon shine that night we play our play?


Bot.
 —A calendar, a calendar! Look in the almanac; find out moonshine, find out moonshine.


Quin.
 —Yes, it doth shine that night.


Bet.
 —Why, then you may leave a casement of the great chamber window, where we play, open, and the moon may shine in at the casement.


Quin.
 —Aye; or else one must come in with a bush of thorns and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure, or to present, the person of Moonshine. Then, there is another thing: We must have a wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story, did talk through the chink of a wall.


Snout.
 —You can never bring in a wall. What say you, Bottom?


Bet.
 —Some man or other must present Wall: and let him have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-cast about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper.


Quin.
 —If that may be, then all is well.

(The rehearsal proceeds.
 )


Scene III.—The Performance.


Scene.—Athens; the Palace of Theseus.


Enter Wall.



Wall
 .—In this same interlude it doth befall

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall;

And such a wall, as I would have you think,

That had in it a crannied hole or chink,

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,

Did whisper often very secretly.

This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone doth show

That I am that same wall; the truth is so:

And this the cranny is, right and sinister,

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.


Enter Pyramus.



Pyr.
 —O grim-look'd night! O night with hue so black!

O night, which ever art when day is not!

O night, O night! alack, alack, alack,

I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot!

And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall,

That stand'st between her father's ground and mine!

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall,

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne!

(Wall holds up his fingers.
 )

Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for this!

But what see I? No Thisby do I see.

O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss!

Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me!


Enter Thisbe.



This.
 —O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans,

For parting my fair Pyramus and me!

My cherry lips have often kissed thy stones,

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.


Pyr.
 —I see a voice: now will I to the chink,

To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. Thisby!


This.
 —My love! thou art my love, I think.


Pyr.
 —Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace;

And, like Limander, am I trusty still.


This.
 —And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill.

Pyr.—Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.


This.
 —As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.


Pyr.
 —Oh, kiss me through the hole of this vile wall!


This.
 —I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all.


Pyr.
 —Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straightway?


This.
 —'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay.


Wall, Pyramus, and Thisbe go out. Enter Lion and Moonshine.



Lion.
 —You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor,

May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here,

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar.

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am

A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam;

For, if I should as lion come in strife

Into this place, 'twere pity on my life.


Moon.
 —This lanthorn doth the hornèd moon present—This lanthorn doth the hornèd moon present—Myself the man i' the moon do seem to be—All I have to say is to tell you that the lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and this dog, my dog.


Enter Thisbe.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"I see a voice."




This.
 —This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my love?


Lion
 (roaring)
 .—Oh—(Thisbe runs off; the Lion tears Thisbe's mantle, and exit.
 )


Enter Pyramus.



Pyr.
 —Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams;

I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright:

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams,

I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight.

But stay, O spite!

But mark, poor knight,

What dreadful dole is here!

Eyes, do you see?

How can it be?

O dainty duck! O dear!

Thy mantle good,

What! stained with blood?

Approach, ye Furies fell!

O Fates, come, come,

Cut thread and thrum;

Quail, crush, conclude, and quell!

O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions frame,

Since lion vile hath here deflowered my dear?

Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame

That lived, that loved, that liked, that looked with cheer.

Come, tears, confound;

Out, sword, and wound

The pap of Pyramus;

Ay, that left pap,

Where heart doth hop: (Stabs himself.
 )

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus!

Now am I dead,

Now am I fled;

My soul is in the sky.

Tongue, lose thy light!

Moon, take thy flight! (Exit Moonshine.
 )

Now, die, die, die, die, die!　　　　(Dies.
 )

 


Enter Thisbe.



This.
 —Asleep, my love?

What, dead, my dove?

O Pyramus, arise!

Speak, speak. Quite dumb?

Dead, dead? A tomb

Must cover thy sweet eyes.

These lily lips,

This cherry nose,

These yellow cowslip cheeks,

Are gone, are gone;

Lovers, make moan!

His eyes were green as leeks.

O Sisters Three,

Come, come to me,

With hands as pale as milk;

Lay them in gore,

Since you have shore

With shears his thread of silk.

Tongue, not a word;

Come, trusty sword;

Come, blade, my breast imbrue.

And farewell, friends;.

Thus Thisby ends;

Adieu, adieu, adieu. 　　　　(Dies.
 )

Abridged and compiled from Shakespeare's
 A Midsummer Night's Dream.


 


Author.
 —William Shakespeabe
 (see "Cloud Pictures ").

General Notes.—Write a little note on the character of each person as revealed in the play. The story of Pyramus and Thisbe, of which Shake-spears makes a burlesque, is from Greek mythology. Pyramus, the lover of Thisbe, supposing his lady-love has been torn to pieces by a lion, stabs himself under s mulberry tree. Thisbe finds the dead body and kills herself on the same spot. Ever since then, the myth says, the juice of mulberries has been bloodstained. "Ercles" is a vulgarism for Hercules, the strong man, "Phibbus" for Phœbus Apollo, the sun god. Mark in scene 3 what marvellously bad poetry Shakespeare could write when he tried. "Jove" swam the Hellespont. "Helen" was a blunder for Hero, beloved of Leander. "Shafalus" and "Procrus" are for Cephalos and Procris. Cephalos by accident shot his wife Procris in a forest, where she had in jealousy followed to watch him hunting.




Lesson
 2


NIGHT

Hark how the tremulous night-wind is passing in joy- laden sighs!

Soft through my window it comes like the fanning of pinions angelic,

Whispering to cease from myself, and look out on the infinite skies—

 

Out on the orb-studded night, and the crescent effulgence of Dian;

Out on the far-gleaming star-dust that marks where the angels have trod;

Out on the gem-pointed Cross, and the glittering pomp of Orion,

Flaming in measureless azure, the coronal jewels of God.


James Brunton Stephens


 


General Notes.
 —The lines quoted are dactyllic (think of the words tremulous, whispering, infinite, measureless, coronal). The passage is from Convict Once
 . A woman looks forth into the night. Dian is Diana, the moon goddess. The Cross every child knows, Orion, the mighty hunter, has a constellation of which certain stars resemble a saucepan. Are the stars set in measureless azure, or is the background black? Find out for yourselves. Make a list of poetical quotations referring to the stars, and write any star-legend that you know.




Lesson
 3


MY COUNTRY

The love of field and coppice,

Of green and shaded lanes,

Of ordered woods and gardens,

Is running in your veins;

Strong love of grey-blue distance,

Brown streams, and soft, dim skies,—

I know, but cannot share it;

My love is otherwise.

[image: ]


I love a sunburnt country,

A land of sweeping plains,

Of rugged mountain ranges,

Of droughts and flooding rains;

I love her far horizons,

I love her jewel sea,

Her beauty, and her terror—

The wide brown land for me!

 

The stark, white, ring-barked forests,

All tragic to the moon,

The sapphire-misted mountains,

The hot, gold hush of noon;

Green tangle of the brushes,

Where lithe lianas coil,

And orchids deck the tree-tops,

And ferns the warm, dark soil.
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Far Inland



Core of my heart, my country,

Her pitiless blue sky,

When, sick at heart, around us

We see the cattle die;

But then the grey clouds gather,

And we can bless again

The drumming of an army,

The steady, soaking rain.

 

Core of my heart, my country,

Land of the rainbow gold,

For flood and fire and famine,

She pays us back threefold.

Over the thirsty paddocks,

Watch, after many days,

The filmy veil of greenness

That thickens as we gaze.

 

An opal-hearted country,

A wilful, lavish land—

All you who have not loved her,

You will not understand—

Though earth holds many splendours,

Wherever I may die,

I know to what brown country

My homing thoughts will fly.


Dorothea Mackellar


 

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said

This is my own, my native land;

Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned,

From wandering on a foreign strand?

 

Author.—Dorothea Mackellar
 was born at Rose Bay, Sydney. She is a daughter of the late Honourable Sir Charles Mackellar, K.C.M.G. Her published books include The Closed Door, The Witch Maid and Other Verses, Dream Harbour, Fancy Dress, Outlaws' Luck
 (a novel).

General.—When Cromwell was about to have his portrait painted, he insisted that his face should be shown "with the warts on." Miss Mackellar tries to limn the "beauty" and the "terror" of Australia. Pick out the phrases that show the pleasant aspeets and those that show the unpleasant aspects. Are there aspects the authoress has not mentioned? Which is the choicest phrase? To whom is the poem addressed? Transcribe the first stanza and mark the beats. Is the poem earnest or flippant? What feeling pervades it? Tell in your own words what are the leading thoughts, and what are the pictures presented. Make a simple diagram to show the stressed syllables in a stanza: here is the first line.

 

What does the authoress mean by "rainbow gold," "opal-hearted"? Could you describe your own district in the style of Miss Mackellar?




Lesson
 4


SUNRISE IN THE BLUE MOUNTAINS

One afternoon, they were sitting on the seat that looks down into Govett's Leap—the great, mysterious valley that the highest rocks of the mountains guard. It was all in shadow; the sun had moved across to the west, and was setting there, away on the other side of the railway line. The tremendous trees and ferns at the bottom of the Leap were a mass of dark shadow. There was no light in the sky behind, and none for the leaping waterfall on the right to catch and weave into its curves and waves.

The five girls were all silent. Their eyes, with the dreams of youth in them, were gazing out into the great, silent stretches of mountains rolling back against the sky.

"Oh, to see this place with the sun behind it!" cried Mabel, suddenly. "If we could only see the sun rise there beyond those great, dark boulders, and make all the sky turn red. That's what it wants—colour behind it. By the time we get down here in the day-time, the sun has gone away from it, and it's all dull and heavy- looking. "

After tea that night they got their mother into her own bedroom, shut the door mysteriously, and told her what they wanted to do—to see the sun rise at the Leap. They kept their voices down, for fear Aubert might be hiding somewhere.

"To see the sun rise?" said the mother." You will have to get up very early for that."

"Oh, but we can wake ourselves," said Lennie; "and we won't make a noise."

"You will all be very careful?"

"Oh, mother, of course we will."

At that the mother said yes; she thought that they might go.

So that same night most secret preparations went on in the kitchen; the billy was packed with tea, sugar, and a little bottle of milk. Mabel cut sandwiches of bread and butter and hardboiled eggs, and wrapped them in a damp cloth, and made them into a parcel, all ready for the morning. Lennie polished the glass of the lantern, and put a new candle in it.

Then they borrowed the alarm clock from Emma, set it for three, and went quietly to bed, an hour before their usual time.

Mabel and Lennie had been in bed about half an hour, but had not succeeded in going to sleep, when they heard their door-handle turn gently, and saw, through the dark, a white figure at their bedside.

It was Brenda.

"Lennie," she whispered, "is it three o'clock yet? I went to sleep, and did not know what time it was. I think we ought to get up."

Mabel and Lennie went into a wild burst of laughter—they were both over-excited with the thought of the coming adventure. Then Mabel struck a match and looked at the clock.

The hands were at half-past eight!

Poor little anxious Brenda went shamefacedly back to bed, where she had been asleep for ten minutes.

At the proper time the alarm went off, and Mabel and Lennie woke up immediately. Lennie crept into the room where the three little sisters slept, woke them briskly, but quietly, and in a quarter of an hour every one was dressed ready to go out.

It was just half-past three o'clock, and very dark. As they opened the back door, and stepped out into the yard, the black darkness confronted them, and they all had little thrills of fear running up and down their nerves. They closed the back door silently, went through the yard and out of the back gate into the dark world.

The back gate, when it closed behind them, seemed to shut them out of all reach of the shelter of home. The mother was sleeping soundly in a front bedroom, quite unconscious that her daughters were stealing through the piece of rough bush that led down to the road. When she had said "to see the sun rise," she had not realized that they would be leaving home in the middle of the night, as it were.

But the lantern burned brightly. They gathered all their courage together, stepped out bravely, and were soon down on the long red road that led to Govett's Leap. Once out of the bush, their hearts beat more easily, and the thrills of fear were less sharp and less frequent.

Up in the sky there were many stars, and from them came all the light that there was, except the lantern's beams. Tramp, tramp, tramp! The footsteps of the five rang clearly and evenly on the air.

On either side of the road the bush was black and still and shadowless. But from it there came stealing, every time the wind moved, sweet, pure tree-scents and leaf- odours—the scent of cherry-wood, of sharp grey gums and mountain musk, and the delicate wild clematis that hid the nakedness of the poor old ring-barked trees under its long white arms of blossom.

Sweeter than everything else was the smell of the earth under foot.

"It smells as if it had just been washed," Lennie whispered, breathing it in with long, hard gulps.

Perhaps it was the dew that had washed the sweetness of it into the atmosphere.

As they walked along, they talked a little in whispers; wondered if they would be there in time; wondered if Aubert and Bert had missed them; wondered if the sunrise would be a red one; wondered if ever five girls had gone down to the Leap to see it before.
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From The Picturesque Atlus of Australasia


Govett's Leap, Blue Mountains



Then a pale, weak light crept out into the darkness, the trees in the bush around were not quite so black, and the road in front began to show faintly white.

From all around there came a stir, then a twitter, and a movement of little wings stretching themselves. The twitter swelled, and grew fuller and louder as the little birds everywhere began to awake. At last it burst into such song as our wild birds know. Above all the others rang the musical notes of the magpies. The glittering parrots chattered and twittered. The bell-birds and the coachwhips, the lumpy brown kookaburras, the merry jacky-winters, and the little red-breasted robins, all were singing in the new day with their own delicate, tremulous song. The noise of them all was deafening. There seemed to be an orchestra of birds in every tree; behind every leaf a tiny, delicate, treble voice.

Turn after turn of the long red road went by. All the time the light was strengthening, and the lantern's beam was paling.

One more turn, and the white fence at the head of the Leap came into view. They hurried on, their cheeks blooming with the roses of health and early morning, and dropped their basket and the billy on the steps of the look-out shed.

Then they seated themselves on the steps and watched. They were just in time.

First, the sky beyond the Leap turned pale, pale pink. Then a dazzling zig-zag line of gold wrote itself right across the pink. It was like a flash of golden lightning come to stay.

A great red ship came sailing into the pink and gold. After it floated a crimson castle. Seas and rivers and mountains rose from some mysterious place, and rolled across the sky; the golden islands, and purple, clear lagoons, and the pink tinge deepening in the background roamed dreamily overhead.

Then some long, thin spikes of light, just where the mountains touched the sky.

Then a small, bright, yellow thing, rising from behind a far-off peak. Slowly, and yet quickly, it went up into the sky. All in a moment a flood of light burst out over the eastern mountains, the yellow thing was round and dazzling, the sky was one sea of crimson. The eyes that watched were blinded, and looked down a minute; and the sun had risen.

The Leap was no longer the dull, grave Leap of the noon and afternoon. The light was pouring down through it, and its mists were tinted with old gold and rose and tender saffron and regal purple.

On the mountain sides the leaves of the trees were like diamonds. Over the rocks rolled the water in a fall of jewels. The rocks themselves stood out against a crimson background. A change, more wonderful even than the sunset's, had overswept the world.

The five little girls sat on the steps, and watched with eager eyes. They sighed, and breathed hard, and sighed again, and never took their eyes from the sky for a moment. For the wonder was all new to them—the fair wonder of a mountain dawn.

The sun rose higher and higher over the top of the Leap, and the colour in the sky changed to what Brenda called "only sunlight."

Then their voices all broke out at once.

"Oh, how lovely!"

"How glorious!"

"Wasn't it red!"

"Wasn't the sun gold!"

"Wasn't the sky beautiful!"

"I wouldn't have missed it for anything in the world," declared Lennie.

"Neither would I," said Mabel, just as solemnly, and of course the little sisters echoed her words.

The fire was made, the billy boiled, and tea and egg sandwiches were eaten on the wooden steps, with the mountains rolling out before them. It was the sweetest breakfast they had ever known. They were all ravenously hungry. The billy-tea was as nice as billy-tea always is, the sandwiches were delicious, and, above all, it was five o'clock in the morning, and they were miles away from home, in the heart of the Blue Mountains.


Louise Mack
 , in Teens


 

Author.—Louise Mack
 is one of a clever Sydney family, sister of Amy Mack. Both of them have written charming stories of Australian life for children. Louise Mack's published books include Teens
 and Girls Together
 .

General.—Govett's Leap is a steep cliff in the Blue Mountains (look up on the map), fabled as the scene of a bushranger's leap, but really called after the surveyor who discovered it. Who are the characters in this story? Recount the incidents. What do you like in the description of the sunrise? Tell of a sunrise you have seen. Pick out the metaphors—"a great red ship," "spikes of light," "a fall of jewels," etc. What birds are mentioned? Would you like to read the whole book? Why?




Lesson
 5


HAPPY CREEK

The little creek goes winding

Through gums of white and blue;

A silver arm,

Around the farm

It flings, a lover true;

And softly, where the rushes lean,

It sings (oh, sweet and low!)

A lover's song,

And winds along,

How happy—lovers know!

The little creek goes singing

By maidenhair and moss;

Along its banks,

In rosy ranks,

The wild flowers wave and toss;

And ever, where the ferns dip down,

It sings (oh, sweet and low!)

A lover's song,

And winds along,

How happy—lovers know!

 

The little creek takes colour

From summer skies above;

Now blue, now gold,

Its waters fold

The clouds in closest love;

But loudly, when the thunders roll,

It sings (nor sweet nor low)

No lover's song,

But sweeps along,

How angry—lovers know!

 

The little creek for ever

Goes winding, winding down,

Away, away,

By night, by day,

Where dark the ranges frown;

But ever as it glides it sings,

It sings (oh, sweet and low!)

A lover's song,

And winds along,

How happy—lovers know!


John Bernabd O'Hara


 


Author
 .—John Bernard O'Hara
 was born at Bendigo in 1862, and he died at Melbourne in 1927. He was for many years principal of the South Melbourne College. His published books of verse include Songs of the South, Lyrics of Nature, A Book of Sonnets, Odes and Lyrics, Calypso, At Evendtide, Sonnets and Rondels, and Collected Poems
 .


General
 .—What a happy little poem! Do you know any creeks like this? Does the rhythm dance like rippling water? What word in each stanza gives the keynote? Name all the things the creek sees.




Lesson
 6


THE WHITE SHIP

When all was ready, there came to the King, Fitz- Stephen, a sea-captain, and said:—"My liege, my father served your father all his life, upon the sea. He steered the ship with the golden boy upon the prow, in which your father sailed to conquer England. I beseech you to grant me the same office. I have a fair vessel in the harbour here, called the White Ship, manned by fifty sailors of renown. I pray you, sire, to let your servant have the honour of steering you in the White Ship to England."

"I am sorry, friend," replied the King, "that my vessel is already chosen, and that I cannot, therefore, sail with the son of the man who served my father. But the Prince, with all his company, shall go along with you, in the fair White Ship, manned by the fifty sailors of renown."

An hour or two afterwards, the King set sail in the vessel he had chosen, accompanied by other vessels, and, sailing all night with a fair and gentle wind, arrived upon the coast of England in the morning. While it was yet night, the people in some of the ships heard a faint, wild cry come over the sea, and wondered what it was.

The Prince went aboard the White Ship with one hundred and forty youthful nobles like himself, among whom were eighteen noble ladies of the highest rank. All this gay company, with their servants and the fifty sailors, made three hundred souls aboard the fair White Ship.

"Give three casks of wine, Fitz-Stephen," said the Prince, "to the fifty sailors of renown. My father, the King, has sailed out of the harbour. What time is there to make merry here, and yet reach England with the rest?"

"Prince," said Fitz-Stephen, "before morning, my fifty and the White Ship shall overtake the swiftest vessel in your father's fleet, if we sail at midnight."

Then the Prince commanded to make merry; and the sailors drank out the three casks of wine; and the prince and all the noble company danced in the moonlight on the deck of the White Ship.

When at last she shot out of the harbour, there was not a sober seaman on board. But the sails were all set, and the oars all going merrily, Fitz-Stephen at the helm.

The gay young nobles and the beautiful ladies, wrapped up in mantles of various bright colours to protect them from the cold, talked, laughed, and sang. The Prince encouraged the fifty sailors to row harder yet, for the honour of the White Ship.

Crash!—a terrific cry broke from three hundred hearts. It was the cry that the people in the distant vessels of the King heard faintly on the water. The White Ship had struck upon a rock, and was going down.

Fitz-Stephen hurried the Prince into a boat with some few nobles. "Push off," he whispered, "and row to the land. It is not far, and the sea is smooth. The rest of us must die."

But, as they rowed away fast from the sinking ship, the Prince heard the voice of his half-sister, Marie, calling for help. He never in his life had been so good as he was then. He cried, in an agony, "Row back at any risk! I cannot bear to leave her!"

They rowed back. As the Prince held out his arms to catch his sister, such numbers leaped in that the boat was overset. And, in the same instant, the White Ship went down.

Only two men floated—a nobleman, Godfrey by name, and a poor butcher of Rouen. By and by, another man came swimming toward them, whom they knew, when he had pushed aside his long, wet hair, to be Fitz-Stephen.

When he heard that the Prince and all his company had gone down, Fitz-Stephen, with a ghastly face, cried, "Woe, woe tome!" and sank to the bottom.

The other two clung to the yard for some hours. At length, the young noble said faintly, "I am exhausted, and benumbed with the cold, and can hold on no longer. Farewell, good friend. God preserve you."
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Dickens at 25

From a portrait by Samuel Lawrence


So he dropped and sank; and, of all the brilliant crowd, the poor butcher of Rouen alone was saved. In the morning, some fishermen saw him floating in his sheep-skin coat, and got him into their boat—the sole relater of the dismal tale.

For three days no one dared to carry the news to the King; at length, they sent into his presence a little boy, who, weeping bitterly, and kneeling at his feet, told him that the White Ship was lost, with all on board.

The King fell to the ground like a dead man, and never afterwards was seen to smile.


Charles Dickens
 , in A Child's History of England


 


Author
 .—Charles Dickens
 (1812—1870) was one of the most famous of English novelists. He was a poor boy and self-educated. As a youth he became a lawyer's clerk, then a journalist. His keen observation and wide sympathy made him popular as a novelist. Among his works are David Copperfield, Oliver Twist, A Tale of Two Cities, The Pickwick Papers, Bleak House, Little Dorrit, The Old Curiosity Shop, Barnaby Rudge, Our Mutual Friend, Great Expectations, Edwin Drood, Martin Chuzzlewit, Sketches by Boz, A Christmas Carol, A Child's History of England
 .


General
 .—Is this like au ordinary history story? Note the means that Dickens uses to make the dead past live—the actual conversations, the vivid descriptions. What characters are mentioned? Name a cheerful incident, and a sad one. Look up Rouen on the map. Find the story in a larger history and read the account there.




Lesson
 7


THE BUSH SCHOOLBOY
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His bag upon his sturdy back, he goes,

Barefooted, down the longest track he knows,

Taking reluctantly his way to school;

And, loitering there, he laughs to feel the cool,

Crisp grasses crunch beneath his careless feet;

See bloom on twig and branch hang honey-sweet,

And down in every damp, dim-shadowed place,

The fronded ferns lean up like stiffened lace.

 

And, gaining now the first warm sunlit rise,

He looks far back and sees with fresh surprise

The sea lit out all azure-pale and still,

Looping the edges of each wooded hill;
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Drawn by John Rowell

"Beneath a silk-smooth gum."



And wonders, eagerness within his look,

Of Hartog and of Tasman and of Cook.—

Wonders if Cook, on some still morn like this,

Pulled in ashore, shouting above the hiss

Of spreading surge; but, past the next lagoon,

Forgets his dreaming wonder very soon,

And, trudging on, pokes little sunburnt toes

Among the grass, where thick and spiked heath grows

In red and white, and scarlet runner dips

Globules of blood among the grasses' tips;

And halts a while beneath a silk-smooth gum,

Hearing above his head the wild bees' hum;

And peels a fresh-torn stick, and whistling sits

Watching the finches and the tiny tits.

 

A round-eyed rabbit stares, then runs, white-tailed;

A lizard, in a shining armour mailed,

Flicks out its pointed tongue; and, winging by,

The wild ducks make a wedge against the sky;

And the black swans, crying as they go,

Sail out to some far haunt no feet may know;

Among the sheeny lilly-pilly leaves,

A bronze-winged pigeon in the glooming grieves.

 

Down in the hollow where the dark pools lie,

Hidden in tangled scrub from sun and sky,

The lazy cows among the bracken beds

Feed on, with ringing bells, and raise their heads

To see the loitering, bare-legged urchin pass,

Swishing his white-peeled stick along the grass.

 

Up the last slope he climbs, and, peeping, sees

Beneath the covert of the slim-trunked trees

The school-house roof, with chimney all awry,

Patching its red against the morning sky;

And tiptoes up, and swings the little gate

Close latched against the scholar who is late.

 

And, sitting in his place, held fast inside,

He leans upon the desk, his boy's eyes wide,

Wondering if Tasman bold and gallant Cook

Sat huddled o'er a thumbed old lesson-book.


Myra Morris
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He prayeth well, who loveth well

Both man and bird and beast.

He prayeth best, who loveth best

All things both great and small;

For the dear God who loveth us,

He made and loveth all.


Coleridge


 


Author
 .—Myra Morris
 is a living Melbourne writer, well known as a contributor to various periodicals. Her published works include England and Other Verses and Us Five
 (prose).

 


General
 .—Is this a true picture of a bush schoolboy? Does he go "reluctantly" to school? Does he dream of Hartog (Dirck Hartog, commander of the Dutch ship Eendracht
 , which visited Shark Bay in 1616), Tasman (Dutch discoverer of Tasmania and New Zealand, 1642), and Cook (who took possession of the eastern coast for George III., 1770)? Is he not more concerned with "the finches and the tiny tits"? Can you visualize the successive pictures—fern-gully, warm rise, seascape, lagoon, hollow with pools, hill where the school stands? What plants and animals has the schoolboy seen? Where does the lilly-pilly grow wild? (It is cultivated in the Melbourne Botanic Gardens.)




Lesson
 8


THE JUDGMENT OF SANCHO


Scene
 —Barataria: The Law Courts.



Characters
 —Sancho Panza, Usher, Tailor, Farmer, 1st Man, 2nd Man.


Usher.—Lord governor, here are two men who have a dispute. Will it please your Excellency to have them brought before you?


Sancho
 .—Let them be brought.

[Two men, one a farmer and the other a tailor with a pair of shears in his hand, are brought forward.
 ]


Sancho
 .—What is this quarrel between you?


Tailor
 .—My lord governor, some few days agone this fellow came into my shop with a piece of cloth, which he spread out before me on the table. Then he inquired of me whether there was enough of it to make a cap. I answered, "Yes." He then began to suppose, I dare say, that I had a mind to rob him of some of the material, judging of my honesty by his own baseness, and influenced, maybe, by the general ill-opinion held regarding men of my trade; hence he made further inquiry of me whether, perchance, there was enough in the piece for the making of two caps. Judging of his intention, I told him there was. This folly went on, therefore, until we came to the number of five caps.


Sancho
 .—Well?


Tailor
 .—To-day, my lord governor, he comes in for his caps, which I offer him; but now he refuses to pay me for them, stating that I must either make good the cloth I have used, or else pay him for it.


Sancho
 .—Is all that this man hath said true, brother?


Farmer
 .—Yea, my lord. But I would have him produce the five caps, my lord, that thou mayest judge of them for thyself.


Tailor
 .—With all my heart. Only, remember, my lord governor, I pray thee, the terms of our bargain, and the circumstances of my promise.

[He draws out his hand from beneath his cloak, and displays the five caps upon the ends of his fingers and thumb, on which they fit to a nicety.
 ]


Tailor
 .—And I assure thee, sir, there is not so much as a thread of the cloth left.

[Don Sancho Panza regards the two men steadfastly for a moment or two; then he deliberates in his mind for some moments more concerning the matter.
 ]


Sancho
 .—I perceive that there is malice on both sides; and, in order that I may prove to you that the end of malice is always loss, I declare that ye shall both make forfeit, the tailor of his time and labour in the making, and the farmer of his cloth. Then shall the caps become the property of the court, to be disposed of according to our will.

[The caps are handed over to the Usher, and the two men depart.
 ]


Usher
 .—There is still another case, my lord.

[He brings forward two men, one of whom carries a stout cane very carefully.
 ]


Usher
 .—Here are two men old enough to know better, for they are both grey-bearded and grey-headed.


1st Man
 .—My lord, it is some months now since I lent this man ten golden crowns, which he undertook to repay upon demand. After I had waited many days, and had received nothing, I began to fear that he had forgotten the matter, being all the more anxious since we had made no written agreement, receipt, or promise to pay. For, my lord, I had trusted to his honour, as between friend and friend. I therefore approached him many times. But he says I never lent him the money; or, if I did, he has certainly paid me long ago. Now, my lord, seeing that there were no witnesses to the agreement, I pray that thou wouldst have recourse to the oath; and, if he swears to having refunded the loan, then, though he be forsworn, I shall have no other course open but to absolve him of the debt.
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The Ten Gold Piece Found


Sancho.—What hast thou to say to this, old man with the cane?


2nd Man
 .—I confess to having borrowed the sum of money, my lord governor, and I am fully prepared to swear that I have duly repaid it. If your worship will but lower thy wand of office, so that I may kiss it, I will take the oath immediately.

[The old man hands his heavy cane to his creditor, and places the judge's wand, which Sancho has lowered, to his lips.
 ]


2nd Man
 .—I declare, on oath, that I gave the ten crowns into my neighbour's hand. I suppose that he has forgotten it, for he is always asking me for the money.


Sancho
 (turning to the other man
 ).—What hast thou to say?


1st Man
 .—Lord governor, I must accept the oath of my friend as being in good faith, and I must suppose that I myself have forgotten receiving the golden crowns.

Sancho.—Then there is nothing to do but to dismiss the case.

[The 1st man returns the cane, and the two go towards the door.
 ]


Sancho.
 —Stop! Return here to me.

[The men return.
 ]


Sancho.
 —Give me that stout cane of thine, honest fellow.


2nd Man.
 —With all my heart.

[Sancho gives the cane to the 1st man.
 ]


Sancho.
 —Go, friend; now thou art fully paid indeed.


1st Man.
 —How! Is this staff worth ten crowns of gold?


Sancho.
 —Assuredly it is, else I am no judge, nor am I worthy to govern this or any other island. Break it in my presence, and see for thyself.

[The cane is broken, and the ten gold pieces fall from inside it.
 ]


Sancho (to 1st Man
 ).—Take thou the ten pieces, honest friend. (To Usher
 ).—Take this thief and beat him with the broken pieces until he repents him of his knavery.

[The Usher takes the miserable debtor out, and the honest creditor departs joyfully with his ten golden pieces.
 ]

From Don Quixote
 , by Cervantes


 


Author.
 —Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra
 (1547-1616), generally known as Cervantes, was a Spanish novelist, dramatist, and poet. He had an adventurous career as soldier and sailor, and was once captured by Moorish pirates and sold as a slave. His Don Quixote
 was intended as a satire on the ridiculous romances of chivalry then being written by Spanish writers. It has been translated into many languages.


General
 —Why can you not find Barataria on the map? Could a shrewd peasant take the place of a judge in one of our law courts? What difficulties would arise? In which of the two cases was Sancho's sagacity seen to better advantage? Do you agree with his judgments?




Lesson
 9


KING HILARY AND THE BEGGAR-MAN

Of Hilary the Great and Good

They tell a tale at Christmas time.

I've often thought the story would

Be prettier but just as good

If almost anybody should

Translate it into rhyme;

So I have done the best I can

For lack of some more learnèd man.

Good King Hilary

Said to his Chancellor

(Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor):

"Run to the wicket-gate

Quickly, quickly,

Run to the wicket-gate

And see who is knocking.

It may be a rich man,

Sea-borne from Araby,

Bringing me peacocks,

Emeralds, and ivory;

It may be a poor man,

Travel-worn and weary,

Bringing me oranges

To put in my stocking."

Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor,

Laughed both loud and free:

"I've served Your Majesty, man to man,

Since first Your Majesty's reign began,

And I've often walked, but I never, never ran,

Never, never, never," quoth he.

Good King Hilary

Said to his Chancellor

(Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor):

"Walk to the wicket-gate

Quickly, quickly,

Walk to the wicket-gate

And see who is knocking.

 

It may be a captain,

Hawk-nosed, bearded,

Bringing me gold-dust,

Spices, and sandalwood;

It may be a scullion,

Care-free, whistling,

Bringing me sugar-plums

To put in my stocking."

Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor,

Laughed both loud and free:

"I've served in the Palace since I was four,

And I'll serve in the Palace a many years more,

And I've opened a window, but never a door,

Never, never, never," quoth he.

 

Good King Hilary

Said to his Chancellor

(Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor):

"Open the window

Quickly, quickly,

Open the window

And see who is knocking.

It may be a waiting-maid,

Apple-cheeked, dimpled,

Sent by her mistress

To bring me greeting;

It may be children,

Anxious, whispering,

Bringing me cobnuts

To put in my stocking."

 

Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor,

Laughed both loud and free:

"I'll serve Your Majesty till I die—

As Lord High Chancellor, not as spy

To peep from lattices; no, not I,

Never, never, never," quoth he.

 

Good King Hilary

Looked at his Chancellor

(Proud Lord Willoughby,

Lord High Chancellor).

He said no word

To his stiff-set Chancellor,

But ran to the wicket-gate

To see who was knocking.

 

He found no rich man

Trading from Araby;

He found no captain

Blue-eyed, weather-tanned;

He found no waiting-maid

Sent by her mistress;

But only a beggar-man

With one red stocking.

Good King Hilary

Looked at the beggar-man,

And laughed him three times three;

And he turned that beggar-man round about:

"Your thews are strong, and your arm is stout;

Come, throw me a Lord High Chancellor out,

And take his place," quoth he.

Of Hilary the Good and Great

Old wives at Christmas time relate

This tale, which points, at any rate,

Two morals on the way.

The first: "Whatever Fortune brings
 ,


Don't be afraid of doing things
 "

(Especially, of course, for Kings).

It also seems to say

(But not so wisely): "He who begs



With one red stocking on his legs



Will be, as sure as eggs are eggs,



A Chancellor some day.
 "

A. A. Milne
 in Now We are Six


 


Author.
 —Alan Alexander Milne
 , a living English writer of whimsical verses and plays for children, is a worthy successor to Edward Lear, of the limericks, and Lewis Carroll, who wrote Alice in Wonderland
 . Some men never grow old; they keep the freshness and sportiveness of a child till the end. Mr. Milne is one of them. His published works include various plays and essays and, among books for children, When we were very Young, Now we are Six
 (verse), Winnie the Pooh, The House at Pooh Corner
 (prose).


General.
 —King Hilary (it rhymes with pillory
 and means "the cheerful one ") is not recorded in sober history. Quote his three guesses. What are the usual duties of a Lord High Chancellor? What is a wicket-gate? a scullion? sandalwood? What are lattices? Why "Araby" instead of Arabia? Are the morals at the end just, or are they ridiculous? Why? Consider the rhythm. Does it vary? Is the passage true poetry or only clever rhyme? What makes you think so?




Lesson
 10


THE MEN OF WHITBY

One night in January, 1881, during a tremendous storm, a brig struck on the sunken reefs within the southern arm of Robin Hood's Bay. The crew got out the jolly-boat, and made her fast with a rope to the mast of the wreck. All night long they fought with the waves, the people on shore being entirely ignorant of their calamity.

Early in the morning the quarter-board of the vessel, driven ashore, was seen by the coastguardsmen, who gave the alarm; and it was then discovered that the brig had foundered during the night, and that the crew were still tossing about in their boat, exposed to the perils of a furious gale, a blinding snowstorm, and a heavy sea.

Now, at that time, the life-boat at Robin Hood's Bay was old and unseaworthy. To put out in her was to incur swift and certain death. Neither could the brig's boat possibly make shore through the terrible breakers, even had her crew known the lay of the reefs, through which there are but two narrow channels where a boat may pass.

What was to be done? The good people of Robin Hood's Bay could not let shipwrecked sailors drown before their eyes, and no ordinary boat could live in such a sea. There was but one chance—the telegraph. They wired to Whitby, asking that the life-boat might be sent at once.

The Whitby men received the message after having been out five times during the night. They held a consultation.

The first suggestion was that the life-boat should be towed round to Robin Hood's Bay, about ten miles, by steam tug; but this was impossible, as no tug could weather such a storm as then was raging.

The next suggestion was to man the life-boat and pull round. But, with the ebb tide and the furious gale against them, no boat's crew in the world could have taken the boat to the wreck, even if there had been a hope of living in that tremendous storm. The brave men of Whitby looked at the great cauldron of the sea, where the swirling water and the shrieking spray and flying snow were blent in one great seething hell-broth and shook their heads despairingly.

All the time the crew of the foundered ship, cut off from all communication with the shore, were fighting their hopeless battle for life, looking to the land they could not reach, and praying for the aid which could not come. And then,—then, when all hope of going to the rescue seemed abandoned—out spoke some hero of the life-boat council on the Whitby beach, and said, "We will take her overland."

They would take the life-boat overland! Do you realize the magnitude of the task? The heroic audacity of the idea? Between Whitby and Robin Hood's Bay there are six long miles of hilly country. A life-boat is a huge and ponderous vessel. A terrific storm was raging. There was a hard frost, and the roads were deep with snow.

On the face of it, the project looked like madness. But there was a boat's crew of sailors hoping against hope among the breakers; and British fishermen, having made up their minds to do a thing, bring desperate courage to face desperate emergencies.

The men of Whitby would take their life-boat overland! The rumour spread. The crowd increased. The enthusiasm began to blaze. Old men, women, and children—the fathers, mothers, wives, daughters, and sons of fishermen—came out into the storm. The coxswain led the way to the boat-house, which was waist-deep in water, and the approach to which was swept every minute by the furious charges of the seas that rushed up the slips and over the pier.

It was all a noble sight! The boat was dragged out. Ropes were made fast to it. A hundred, two hundred, three hundred men seized the ropes; a great crowd followed, pushing the carriage or turning the wheels. Through the falling snow and crackling ice, the flying spume and spray, the life-boat was dragged down the quaint old street and over the narrow, steep bridge.

At the turn of the road, a couple of horses were yoked on; a few yards up the hill, a couple more; a few yards farther, a couple more; and so, as the procession went, were men and horses added to win the way against wind and weather.

One mile out a couple of travellers met the party, vowed the enterprise was hopeless, told how the roads were one mass of ice and snow, how they themselves had left their traps and horses half buried in the drifts. To get to the bay, they said, was quite impossible.

Impossible! Whitby was aroused. Whitby had its blood up, the blood of the Vikings, who feared not steel, or storm, or fire! Impossible! Whitby laughed!

Ahoy, there! A score of men! Two, three score of men, and quickly, with axes and bars and shovels. We will see about this snow, we men of Whitby; we will go, though the skies should fall.

The men were there—a hundred men with spades and axes; a hundred more with ropes and lanterns. They hewed the ice and cut the snow from the track; they grew more fierce and resolute the sterner grew the obstacles.

At every hamlet, at every farm and cross-road, they picked up volunteers. Farmers and carriers met them with their cattle. Soon they had thirty horses, and of men a regiment. They dragged the great boat by main force up the steep hills, and through the ruts and puddles. They tracked their way through drifts and hedges; they pulled up gates and broke down walls, and so, panting, straining, heaving like giants, they hauled the life-boat into the crowd at the top of the winding and abrupt declivity which leads to the beach of the bay.

Howl, winds; rage, hungry waves, around the fainting seamen in their broken boat! The Vikings are upon you, the men who brought the life-boat overland.
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"Saved, saved to a man."



The steep road down to the shore is a mass of ice; the horses cannot stand upon it; the seas break fiercely over the wall. The men of Robin Hood's Bay come forward. They lash the hind wheels of the carriage. They seize the ropes, the boat, the wheels, the sides—nine hundred lusty men—and they dash the thing down to the water with one mighty rush.

Then no time is lost. Swiftly the men of the crew are dressed, the boat is launched, and with a lurch and a plunge it leaps bodily into the storm.

But the fight is not yet over. The sea is tremendous; the coast is a mass of hidden reefs; and in a few minutes the lifeboat is hurled back, beaten, to the shore, with all the oars on one side broken, and half the crew exhausted or disabled.

It is three hours now since the men of Whitby formed their grand and daring resolution. All that time the crew of the sunken vessel have been holding on in hopeless desperation, knowing nothing of the efforts made on their behalf; hearing nothing but the shriek of the tempest and the thunder of the waves; seeing nothing but the vast, dark hill-sides of water, the misty loom of the land, and the baffling veil of eddying snowflakes, whirling, whirling.

Eight men of the life-boat's crew are out of action; eight volunteers take their places. Eight oars are shattered; eight more are shipped from the damaged boat belonging to the bay. A pilot also, a fisherman of the village, goes aboard, and again the boat is rushed into the billows.

Rescue or death these men will win. The boat must go, shall go; the blood of the Vikings is on fire; they would in their present temper fetch their comrades ashore though hell itself should gape.

Out again into the mirk and fury. Out in the boat they have carried overland. Out under the eyes of all the gallant men and brave women of the village. Out in the teeth of the tempest, into the roaring, rolling, black-green valleys of the shadow of death. Now rising on the crest of some huge roller, now hidden from sight in some fearful, hissing pit, now hurled upon its beam ends by the sudden impact of a heavy sea, the Whitby boat fights its way towards the men who shall be rescued.

Not till the life-boat is close upon them have those desperate, clinging wretches any knowledge of the succour so heroically brought. Fainting with fatigue, perishing with cold, still they hold on—stubborn, but hopeless. They cannot see the life-boat, they cannot see the shore.

And now, now comes the glorious moment. We are upon them; we shall save them. No; they are giving way, they will be lost, and we within a hundred yards of them. The crisis is bitter in its intensity. The coxswain of the Whitby boat, Henry Freeman, turns to his crew, and in his great, deep voice cries, "Now, my lads, give them a rousing cheer"; and, over the scream of the gale, and over the roar of the sea, and over the hiss of the brine, goes up the Vikings' shout, the shout of victory!

Oh, it was a glorious day, a strife of giants, a triumph of heroes! Imagine the delighted enthusiasm, the frantic excitement of the crowd when the shipwrecked crew was landed on that dangerous rocky shore, snatched from the very jaws of death—saved, saved to a man!—saved by the dauntless courage and magnificently heroic devotion of the fishermen of Whitby, who brought their life-boat overland.


Robert Blatchford


 

Not once or twice in our rough island story,

The path of duty was the way to glory.


Tennyson


 


Author.
 —Robert Blatchford
 , born in 1851, is a living English journalist and author, sometime joint editor of The Clarion
 . His chief books are Merrie England, A Son of the Forge, Britain for the British, Not Guilty, The Sorcery Shop
 .


General
 —Look up Whitby on the storm-beaten coast of Yorkshire. Cædmon, the first English writer of note, and the sainted abbess Hilda, referred to in Scott's Marmion, lived at Whitby. Find the dictionary meanings of "jolly-boat," "quarter-board," "brig," "Viking," "coxswain." Visualize the scene at dawn, the overland journey, the final struggle, the triumphant ending. Do you like the short, sharp sentences, full of fire and enthusiasm? List such metaphors as "a strife of giants," "the blood of the Vikings is on fire." Where does the very sound of the words echo the sense?




Lesson
 11


THERE'S A LAND

There's a land that is happy and fair,

Set gem-like in halcyon seas;

The white winters visit not there

To sadden its blossoming leas;

More bland than the Hesperides,

Or any warm isle of the West—

Where the wattle-bloom perfumes the breeze,

And the bell-bird builds her nest.

When the oak and the elm are bare,

And wild winds vex the shuddering trees,

Here, the clematis whitens the air,

And the husbandman laughs as he sees

The grass rippling green to his knees,

And his vineyards in emerald drest—

Where the wattle-bloom bends on the breeze,

And the bell-bird builds her nest.

What land is with this to compare?

Not the green hills of Hybla, with bees

Honey-sweet, are more radiant and rare

In colour and fragrance than these

Boon shores, where the storm-clouds cease,

And the wind and the wave are at rest—

Where the wattle-bloom waves in the breeze,

And the bell-bird builds her nest.

 

ENVOY

 

My friend, let them praise as they please

Other lands, but we know which is best—

Where the wattle-bloom perfumes the breeze,

And the bell-bird builds her nest.


Robert Richardson


 


Author.
 —Robert Richardson
 (1850—1901) was born in New South Wales: he died in England. His book of poems, Wattle and Willow
 , was published in Edinburgh.


General.
 —The poem is a ballade
 , a form of verse invented by the early French minstrels known as the troubadours (troo'-bah-doorz'
 ). The ballade
 is limited to three stanzas of eight lines each, followed by a stanza of four lines, called the envoy, addressed to some person. How many rhymes are there, and how often do they recur? "Halcyon" means calm or fair, from the legend that, when the kingfisher (Halcyone) brooded on the waves, the sea was peaceful. The Hesperides were the daughters of Hesperus, the evening star. The name is here used for the gardens in which they watched over the fabled golden apples. Hybla was an ancient Sicilian town noted for its honey. Compare this description of Australia with "My Country." Which is the more joyous? Which is better balanced?




Lesson
 12


A LOVER OF THE BUSH

All through his life, he kept his heart unchanged within him—the simple, honest heart of a little child. And ever, throughout his life, the Bush called to him and he heard it.

Day after day he would wander through the deep, fern-grown gullies, and over the ridges crowned with musk and hazel, seeing much that most men never see, harming nothing, loving all. The Bush talked to him as it talks only to those who know and love it—those to whom every stone, every tree, every rustle tells its own story.
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Drawn by Nancy Liddelow

"He sought the great rock in the creek."



The birds and other animals came about him fearlessly; there was something in the grave, happy face that told them he was their friend. So he would live for many days; and it seemed to him that every day taught him more of the great lessons that Nature holds for those who have understanding to read her aright.

He would watch the dawn creep over the tree-tops, tingeing the tender greens with a strange, rosy flush that turned every hanging dewdrop into a flawless gem; seeing, as he lay, the night animals wander past him on their way to rest, while those of the day rose up to greet him with a hundred voices. In the heat of the day, he sought the great rock in the creek, in whose cool hollows, fringed with maidenhair, he could sit and dream strange dreams that the world would never understand. But, at night, when the world sleeps, but the Bush wakes up, came the best time of all. Then it seemed to him that he was most in touch with the ceaseless, invisible life about him; and he would wander through the scrub, smiling gravely, ever and anon, at some bird or animal that flitted by in the moonlight; treading so quietly as not to disturb the very shyest of them all. For to him the Bush had given that peace which comes to one who loves Nature truly; who, from the roar of the world, turns to the hush of the forest, to find rest like a tired child.


Mary Grant Bruce
 , in Timothy in Bushland


 


Author.
 —Mary Grant Bruce
 , a living Australian writer, has written many charming stories for children, including Dick, From Billabong to London, Glen Eyre, Gray's Hollow, Jim and Wally, A Little Bush Maid, Mates at Billabong, Norah of Billabong, Possum, The Stone Axe of Burka-mukk, and Timothy in Bushland.


 


General.
 —Note the poetical prose; one could almost sing it. Which phrase do you like best? Has the Bush ever talked to you? What did it say? "Nature … to read her aright." Why "her"? What is said to be "the best time of all" in the Bush? What do you think?




Lesson
 13


THE LOSS OF THE BIRKENHEAD

Right on our flank the crimson sun went down,

The deep sea rolled around in dark repose,

When, like the wild shriek from some captured town,

A cry of women rose.

The stout ship Birkenhead
 lay hard and fast,

Caught, without hope, upon a hidden rock;

Her timbers thrilled as nerves, when through them passed

The spirit of that shock.

And ever, like base cowards who leave their ranks

In danger's hour, before the rush of steel,

Drifted away, disorderly, the planks

From underneath her keel.

 

Confusion spread; for, though the coast seemed near,

Sharks hovered thick along that white sea-brink.

The boats could hold—not all, and it was clear

She was about to sink.

 

"Out with those boats, and let us haste away,"

Cried one, "ere yet yon sea the bark devours!"

The man thus clamouring was, I scarce need say,

No officer of ours.

 

We knew our duty better than to care

For such loose babblers, and made no reply;

Till our good colonel gave the word, and there

Formed us in line—to die.

 

There rose no murmur from the ranks, no thought

By shameful strength unhonoured life to seek;

Our post to quit we were not trained, nor taught

To trample down the weak.

 

So we made women with their children go.

The oars ply back again, and yet again;

Whilst, inch by inch, the drowning ship sank low,

Still under steadfast men.

 

What followed, why recall? The brave who died,

Died without flinching in the bloody surf.

They sleep as well beneath that purple tide,

As others under turf.


Sir Francis Hastings Doyle


 


Author.
 —Sir Francis Hastings Doyle
 (1810—1888) was an English poet who was for 10 years professor of Poetry at Oxford University. His poems are chiefly about English heroism. Some readers may know "The Private of the Buffs," "The Red Thread of Honour," "The Saving of the Colours," or "Gordon."


General.
 —The Birkenhead
 (named after a town near Liverpool, in England), a large troop-ship, with 632 souls on board, struck a rock off Cape Danger, west of South Africa, on a clear night in February, 1852. Colonel Seton, of the 74th Highlanders, paraded his men on deck and gave orders that women and children must be saved first. Again and again boatloads of women and children were taken to the shore, till all, or nearly all, had been saved, the men helping, or looking on, without a murmur. The ship was fast sinking. At last the end came: officers and men, still shoulder to shoulder and calmly awaiting death, went down with the ship. The lines quoted are put into the mouth of a soldier who is supposed to have survived. What similar examples of heroism can you recall? Have you heard of the stokehold of the Southland
 ?
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The Australian sheep (there are about a hundred millions of him) was originally bought by the King of England for his royal farm from the King of Spain—or, some say, from the wife of the Spanish Ambassador in London—at the price of two creamy coach-horses. At least, that is the pedigree people speak about. There were some rather less noble ancestors, who came through a mere republic; they were given by the King of Spain to the Dutch Republic, and sent by the Dutch Republic to the Cape of Good Hope. Then, during the short spell when the English held Cape Colony before giving it back to the Dutch, they were imported from the Cape to Australia by Captain John Macarthur. There were also a few skinny, hairy, Bengalese sheep, which came first of all—but they were not referred to in polite circles. Some of the original Australian sheep, at any rate, were undoubtedly bought by the King of England for two creamy coach-horses. An old Australian journal, The New South Wales Magazine
 of 1833 and 1834, tells why the coach-horses were given.

George the Third was a keen experimental farmer, and he dearly wanted some Spanish merino sheep. But Spain was doing so well with merino wool that it was a crime in Spain to export Spanish rams.

However, the King got some ewes all right. A British fleet happened to pass a Spanish fleet, and, by way of complimentary gifts, the Spanish admiral gave the British admiral some sheep for sea-stock. They were not eaten on board; and, when the fleet arrived in England, Sir Joseph Banks (the scientist) happened to see them; and, as he knew what they were, he had them presented to the King.

But the King could not get any rams. The Spanish Ambassador was asked, but he dare not promise them. Then the Lady Ambassadress was approached. She was closely watched; and it was discovered at last—on the occasion of the King's going to open Parliament—that she had a weakness for the cream-coloured horses that drew his state-coaches. The Ambassadress was at once asked if she would like a pair. They were just what she wanted. So two creamy coach-horses were ordered from Hanover and brought over to England for her. It cost nearly ￡8,000 to get them to England. But, when they did get them, the Lady Ambassadress had what no other lord or lady could boast of.

What could she do in return? The donors would accept a few Spanish sheep by way of compliment.

It was useless for the Spanish Ambassadress to ask the Spanish Government for the sheep; so the Spanish Ambassadress applied to the Spanish smugglers to select a few. They "selected" a few from various flocks by their own well-known methods of selection, drove them through Spain and France, and shipped them at Hamburg.

That is the story—on the authority only of The New South Wales Magazine
 , which tells it—of how the King of England came by his Spanish flocks. Later, in 1804, Captain John Macarthur bought eight of them, apparently in pretty bad condition, at His Majesty's sale at Kew.

C. E. W. Bean


 


Author.
 —Charles Edwin Woodrow Bean
 , M. A., author and journalist, was born in New South Wales in 1879. At the outbreak of the Great War, he was appointed official war correspondent for the Commonwealth and was attached to head-quarters staff in Gallipoli and France. On his return, Captain Bean edited the Official History of Australia in the War of
 1914-1918. Previously he had written On the Wool Track, The Dreadnought of the Darling, and Flagships Three
 .


General.
 —Notice the easy, chatty newspaper style, without any attempt at "fine writing." The honesty of the writer shows in the phrase "on the authority only of The New South Wales Magazine
 ." The Sir Joseph Banks mentioned was the scientist of Cook's expedition when the eastern coast of Australia was charted. See if you can find material to show how important the sheep industry is to Australia.




Lesson
 15


THE SUM OF THINGS

This is the sum of things—that we

A moment live, a little see,

Do somewhat, and are gone: for so

The eternal currents ebb and flow.

This is the sum of work—that man

Does, while he may, the best he can;

Nor greatly cares, when all is done,

What praise or blame his toils have won

This is the sum of sight—to find

The links of kin with all our kind,

And know the beauty Nature folds

Even in the simplest form she moulds.

This is the sum of life—to feel

Our hand-grip on the hilted steel,

To fight beside our mates, and prove

The best of comradeship and love.

This is the sum of things—that we

A lifetime live great-heartedly,

See the whole best that life has meant,

Do out our work, and go content.

"Ishmael Dare
 " (A. W. Jose
 )

 


Author.
 —The pen-name "Ishmael Dare
 " is a pleasant pun on j'ose
 , which is "I dare" in French. Arthur Wilberforce Jose, born in England in 1863, is Acting Professor of Modern Literature at Sydney University. He has written a History of Australia, and was editor-in-chief of The Australian Encyclopœdia
 .


General.
 —Every one, sooner or later, is faced with the question, What does it all mean? The first stanza tries to indicate life's chief events—to be born, to see, to do, to go. The second tells us what real doing means; the third, real seeing; the fourth, real living; the fifth adds things up. Mention the main thought in each stanza. What other psalms of life do you know? Quote Longfellow, Gordon.




Lesson
 16


THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS

Oft, in the stilly night,

Ere slumber's chain has bound me,

Fond Memory brings the light

Of other days around me:

The smiles, the tears

Of boyhood's years,

The words of love then spoken;

The eyes that shone,

Now dimmed and gone,

The cheerful hearts now broken.

Thus, in the stilly night,

Ere slumber's chain has bound me,

Sad Memory brings the light

Of other days around me.

 

When I remember all

The friends, so linked together,

I've seen around me fall

Like leaves in wintry weather,

I feel like one

Who treads alone

Some banquet-hall deserted,

Whose lights are fled,

Whose garlands dead,

And all but he departed!

Thus, in the stilly night,

Ere slumber's chain has bound me,

Sad Memory brings the light

Of other days around me.


Thomas Moore


 


Author.
 —Thomas Moore
 (1779—1852), one of the best-known of Irish poets, was born in Dublin and educated at Dublin University. He went to London to study law, but devoted himself to literature, In time, he became a world-famous song-writer. His chief poetical works are his Irish Melodies
 and Lalla Rookh
 . He wrote also a history of Ireland, and lives of Sheridan and Byron, but he excelled in light, musical verse.


General.
 —How many can sing this song? What feeling does it express? Does the supposed singer live in the past or in the present? Is the banquet- hall comparison an apt one? What makes you think so? How many comparisons are made in the two stanzas? Pick them out. Which do you think the choicest phrase?




Lesson
 17


THE DREAM OF TOMMY HURST
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Tommy Hurst had had a bad day. It had begun crookedly; he had been late in waking, and, instead of taking a good shower, he had only splashed his face and neck, and so had failed to wash away any of the sleep-cobwebs. They were thick on him when he went out to milk. He hustled the little Jersey cow into the bail, helping her to hurry with a heavy clod that caught her on the flank and made her shake her pretty head with pain. Everything went wrong. He was too late to take Rags, his Irish terrier, off the chain. Rags was new to the country, and had not learned manners about sheep. There were young lambs in the next paddock, so he had to be kept tied up unless Tommy were with him. He yelped dolefully as his little master ran off to school—a sulky-looking master to-day, his boots half-laced, and his lessons half learned.

The day went from bad to worse. It was hot and muggy, and the little country schoolhouse was like an oven. Tommy's brain simply would not work. All the lessons went wrong. He was "kept in" at the end of the weary afternoon to wrestle with sums that seemed made not of figures, but of nasty little demons that refused to add or divide themselves. The teacher was hot and tired, even as Tommy. It was nearly six when he trailed dismally into the yard at home.

"Hurry up!" came his father's voice, sharply. "I've bailed up Silver for you; you've just time to milk her before tea."

Tommy milked, roughly enough; the flies were troublesome, and Silver fidgeted and switched her tail perpetually. Once it caught him across the face, and he shouted angrily at her. Rags greeted him with a delighted yelp as he went past with his bucket: but Tommy scarcely glanced at him, and the little dog lay down with drooping ears and a wistful look.

"I've fed Rags; but he has been wanting you badly," said his mother, who was an understanding person." Your tea is in the oven, laddie; wash your hands quickly."

Tommy did not want his tea. He tried to eat it, but his mouth was dry, and there was a lump in his throat that made swallowing difficult. He drank a great deal; then he went to his room and sat down on his bed. The pillow looked cool and inviting: he put his head down, meaning to stay just for a moment. But his heavy eyelids drooped, and suddenly he was asleep.

He opened his eyes and sat up. Instead of the hot little room, he was in a wide, green paddock, where clover made a dense mat under his feet. There were trees everywhere, wide and spreading, giving patches of cool shade; a little stream wandered here and there, sometimes running between rocks clustered about with maidenhair and ferns, sometimes rippling over hard, yellow gravel. It was a very pleasant place. He could see no one, and yet he felt that there were eyes watching him everywhere. Somehow he knew that they were gentle, kindly eyes. And the air was full of low, happy bird-songs.

"My word, this is a jolly place!" Tommy said.

"Yes; isn't it?" said a voice near him.

Tommy whirled round at the sound of a slow step that rustled the clover. An old grey mare had come out of the shade of a tree, and was looking at him with something like a twinkle in her eyes. She nodded her wise old head.

"You needn't be afraid," she said. "No one will hurt you—this is the place where no one is ever hurt. We call it the Quiet Land."

"But who lives here?" Tommy asked. "Whose place is it?"

"This is the Fairy Goodheart's out-station," said the grey mare. "She keeps it as a home for Poor Tired Things—all the animals that die because you humans don't understand how to treat them and to keep them happy. Sometimes—but this is a secret—she lets some of us die before our time, so that we may get here sooner. That is wonderfully good luck for us. There's one who came yesterday—poor thing, he's still tired." She nodded towards a tree.

Tommy, looking into its shade, saw a bay pony, lying down; a pretty little fellow with a black mane and a lean, well-made head.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"She nodded her wise old head."



"He was a hawker's pony," said the old mare. "You know how some of them live: used every day of the week for work, and taken out for pleasure jaunts on Sunday; overloaded; with badly fitting shoes, and harness that doesn't even try to be a fit—the sort that gives sore shoulders and girth-galls; dirty stables, and cheap, poor feed; not enough water: and ill-balanced loads. No wonder he's tired, poor fellow! But he'll be frisky enough in a day or two now."

A flock of birds whirred past and settled in a bush. Tommy glanced up inquiringly.

"Starlings," said the old mare. "Two hundred of them. They were sent to one of your gun clubs in Melbourne to be shot, packed in such a tiny box that, when they got to the end of their journey, all but eleven were dead; and those eleven died as soon as they were taken out. Oh, we get scores and scores of birds; fowls crowded into crates so low that they can't stand upright, and left for days, crouching, without food or water; pigeons wounded in the gun-club shoots, and left to die in agony; pet birds kept in tiny cages, exposed to heat and rain; broken-hearted mother-birds, whom nest-hunting boys have robbed of all their babies. Isn't it a good thing they can come here and forget all about humans?"

Tommy hung his head.

"I never thought——" he began.

"Lots of humans never think," said the old mare. "Look at those calves—jolly little chaps, aren't they? They were jammed into a truck too small for them and sent up-country—a day's delay here, another there, and no food or water; and the calves are only babies. That little creamy pony was so cruelly handled while they were trucking him that his leg was hurt; and then they put him in a truck with big horses, and he got down, and never got up again. There's an old cow that died from being over-driven; and another was kicked so often in the milking-yard that she was very glad when she got bogged in a creek. Why, they're all coming to look at you, Tommy!"

They were coming from every side; horses, cows, sheep, dogs—all pressing in with their sad eyes and gentle, patient faces. Birds fluttered about in hundreds, unafraid; cats that had been starved frisked near. And little Tommy Hurst, who was just an average boy, looked at them all with burning cheeks because he was a human. A little Irish terrier came near and licked his hand; and, looking down, Tommy cried out, "It's Rags! Why—Rags!"
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Drawn by John Rowell

"He sat up, his head whirling."



"Did you know him?" asked the old mare. "How queer! He was one of the poor things always chained up. Did you ever think what that must be like?—always with the drag of a chain, with stale food and warm, dusty water; with your throat always sore and dry from barking and fretting; and with the flies making life a misery. In England they can fine a human or send him to gaol for keeping a dog on the chain, I'm told; but Australia's a free country—for humans." The old mare stamped her foot, suddenly angry. "I'd like to make them feel!" she exclaimed.

Rags crept near, and licked Tommy's hand.
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*　*　*　*　*　*

Tommy woke up suddenly. The room was dark, save for the moonlight. He sat up, his head whirling. He thought he saw about him still the patient faces of his dream. Then he tore through the house, running into his father.

"What on earth—!" said Mr. Hurst. "It's long past your bedtime, Tommy—go at once."

"Father, I can't!" said Tommy, desperately. "Let me go, please! it's bright moonlight. Rags hasn't been off the chain all day." He fled wildly; and Mr. Hurst, looking after him with a smile, heard the yelp of rapture with which Rags sprang to meet his master.


Mary Grant Bruce


 


Author.
 —For Mrs. Mary Grant Bruce
 , see notes to "A Lover of the Bush."


General.
 —This little story was written by Mrs. Bruce in 1925 at the request of the Melbourne Society for the Protection of Animals. Where do you think the scene is laid? What were Tommy's faults? What were his good points? Do "homes for poor tired things" actually exist? What cruelties of human beings to animals are mentioned? How could they be remedied?




Lesson
 18


THE SKYLARK

Bird of the wilderness,

Blithesome and cumberless,

Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea!

Emblem of happiness,

Blest is thy dwelling-place.

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee!

 

Wild is thy lay and loud,

Far in the downy cloud;

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth.

Where, on thy dewy wing,

Where art thou journeying?

Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth.

 

O'er fell and fountain sheen,

O'er moor and mountain green,

O'er the red streamer that heralds the day;

Over the cloudlet dim,

Over the rainbow's rim,

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away!

 

Then, when the gloaming comes,

Low in the heather blooms,

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be!

Emblem of happiness,

Blest is thy dwelling-place.

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee!


James Hogg


 


Author.
 —James Hogg
 (1770—1835) was a Scottish poet, who in his youthful days herded cattle and sheep. He is known as "the Ettrick Shepherd." His published books include Scottish Pastorals, The Mountain Bird, The Queen's Wake
 , collections of tales, and a book on diseases of sheep.


General.
 —Notice the long, swinging rhythm, the number of unusual "poetic" words—blithesome, cumberless, abide, lay, fell, sheen, gloaming.
 What is a cherub? Why desert? Where did Hogg make his observations of the skylark? Have we an Australian skylark or its equivalent?




Lesson
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ULYSSES AND THE SIRENS

Ulysses was one of the bravest men that ever lived. He was afraid of no man and no beast, yet he was very much afraid of some women on an island that he had to pass on one of his journeys.

They were called Sirens. They did not fight with anybody, and yet they were more dangerous than a hundred storms. All they did was to sing—to sing so sweetly that any sailor who passed by their island and heard them could not help going on shore to listen.

You may think there was no harm in that. But that was not all. When the sailors came ashore, they sat and heard and heard and heard. They did nothing else; they did not work, they did not speak, they did not eat; they did nothing but listen. Well, yes, there was one other thing they did. They died—died of hunger. For it always comes to pass that those who do not eat die.

Round about the place where the Sirens sat and sang were heaps and heaps of bones that had been left there by sailors who had listened themselves to death.

Nobody had ever heard the Sirens' song and lived. Ulysses wished very much to hear the song, but he did not wish to die; so, when his ship was coming near the island, he got some soft wax, and put it into the ears of his men. This prevented them from hearing anything distinctly; so the Sirens' song could not have any effect upon them.

Then he made his men tie him with strong ropes to the mast. Before this, he had told them not to touch the wax in their ears, nor to let him loose till they were far past the island, no matter what he said.

When the ship came near the island, the Sirens thought they were sure of more prey, for no ship had ever yet been able to escape; so they began singing. While the ship was coming nearer the island, Ulysses was quite pleased; but, when the island was passed and the ship was going away, he felt uneasy.

So did the Sirens, for never before had a ship passed them in this way. They began to think that maybe their singing was lacking in power, and they started to sing more loudly and more sweetly than ever. Ulysses now made up his mind that he must hear more, and ordered the man at the helm to turn the ship.

[image: ]



From a painting by J. W. Waterhouse in the National Gallery, Melbourne

Ulysses and the Sirens



But the man at the helm had wax in his ears, and paid no attention. The other sailors saw how red in the face Ulysses was turning, and how he struggled to get free from the ropes; but they only looked the other way, for they knew their orders. By and by he became quieter, and the sailors knew that the danger was passed. But they did not loose him or take the wax out of their own ears till the Sirens' island was quite out of sight.

Then Ulysses was glad that he had been afraid; for, if he had not been afraid, he would certainly have added his bones to the pile round the Sirens.

Ulysses was a brave man; but there are some things it is well for even the bravest of men to fear.

 


Author.
 —Homer
 , greatest of epic poets, was born about 1,000 B.C. in Greece. His exact birthplace is uncertain; it may have been Chios (Scios)—"the blind old man of Sciso' rocky isle." He is known by the great epic poems, The Iliad and The Odyssey
 , which may, however, be of different authorship. They existed before the introduction of writing and were first handed down by word of mouth. The Odyssey deals with the adventures of Ulysses, or Odysseus, the Iliad with the siege of Troy, or Ilium.


General.
 —It is said that the word "siren" originally meant bird
 and that the notion of sirens as beautiful singing women came later. With the legend of the sirens compare the fables of mermaids, water-wraiths, and the Lorelei of the Rhine in Heine's famous poem.




Lesson
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THE ANSWER

They whisper that you are dying,

Mother of mine and me:

Like a sick old eagle crying

Out of the northern sea.

 

But we answer, Mother, O Mother,

Back to thy breast we come,

We of thy breed, and seed, and none other

From the beat of the alien drum.

 

Loud was the new-world song

That wooed, and beckoned, and won;

Long was the day, and long

The roads of water and sun;

 

But, after the alien drum,

After the alien tongue,

Sweet to creep to the true, to the old,

To the love that ever is young.


Wilfred Campbell


 

Author.—William Wilfred Campbell
 (1861-1918) was a Canadian clergyman. Among his published works are Late Lyrics and Other Poems, The Dread Voyage, and Eeyond the Hills of Dreams (verse); Mordred and Hildebrand (drama); A Beautiful Rebel (historical novel); and The Scotsman in Canada.
 When it was commonly said that the Colonies would fall away from England this poem was written to voice the love of the Dominions for the motherland.


General.
 —Explain "Mother of mine and me"; "alien drum"; "alien tongue." What is the significance of "sick old eagle," "roads of water and sun"?




Lesson
 21


THE HOME-COMING OF ULYSSES

Ulysses was one of the Greek heroes who fought at the siege of ancient Troy. After the strife was over, and he had departed from the ruined city, he sailed for his native land. But trouble awaited him on the sea. Storm followed storm; his little vessel was tossed for days by angry waves, and at length was wrecked on a strange coast.

Ulysses, in pitiable plight, was found on the shore by the daughter of the king of the country. She led him to her father's palace, where he was hospitably received by the kind-hearted old king, and a feast was made in his honour.

After the feast, the king said unto the chiefs, who had been gathered together in the banquet-hall: "Now that we all have feasted and our hearts have been soothed with music and song, let us go forth to the field of games." And all arose and took themselves thither.

The young men ran races, they wrestled, they boxed, and they threw quoits, and they leaped over bars. All these things they who took part in the sports did well.

At length, Euryalus, the king's eldest son, said to Ulysses, who had remained silent and at rest: "Will you not try your skill in some game, so as to forget for the time your sorrows?"

Ulysses answered: "Why do you ask me to do that? I ponder over my troubles rather than take delight in these joyful sports. I will sit quiet among you and think of my far-off home, and hope that I, a much- suffering man, may behold it once again."

Then Euryalus replied: "In truth, stranger, you have not the look of a wrestler or a boxer. One would rather judge you to be some trader who sails the sea for gain."

"Nay," answered Ulysses, "that was ill said. True it is that the gods do not give the same gifts to all men. They give beauty to one and persuasive speech to another. You
 are fair of form—no god could make you fairer,—but your words are idle. I have some skill in these games. Yea, I was foremost in them in the old days; but much have I suffered by battle and shipwreck since then. Yet will I make trial of my strength even now and here, for your words have angered me."

Saying thus, he stepped forth, not laying aside his mantle, and, taking up a quoit heavier than any thrown by the youths, he made it hurtle through the air. When the disk of metal fell to the earth, behold! it lay far beyond all other quoits that had been cast that day.

Now were all present amazed; and Ulysses said: "Match me this throw, young men, if you can. Then will I cast another quoit farther yet. Nay, if any one of you be so minded, let him strive with me in wrestling or in boxing, for I will contest with any one present, save Laodamus only, for he is my friend. I can bend the bow, and I can hurl a spear as far as other men can shoot an arrow. But, as for the race, it may be that some one can outrun me, for I have suffered much both on sea and land."

Then all were silent, till the king stood up, and said: "O stranger, you have spoken well." And he gave orders that the minstrels should sing again.

After the songs and the dancing and the ball-playing, the king commanded that the chiefs should give presents to Ulysses; whereupon all the chiefs gave the hero rich presents; and the eldest of the chiefs, speaking for all, said: "May the gods grant unto you to see again your wife and friends, and your native land!"

Ulysses made answer: "The gods grant that you be happy!"

After these greetings, the old king's chief minstrel sang, in moving strains, about the siege of Troy; and he told that, among the Greek heroes, there was one called Ulysses. And, as he sang, Ulysses wept, for the song awoke within him thoughts fraught with sadness.

Then the king spoke, and said: "Let the minstrel cease from his singing; for, ever since he began, our stranger guest hath wept. Let us make merry and rejoice."

Turning to the sorrowful man, the old king spake thus: "Hide not from us, O stranger, aught that I shall ask you. Tell us by what name you are called at home. Make known to us in what lands you have wandered, and what wondrous sights you have seen; and reveal to us why you wept as you heard the tale of the wars that raged before the walls of wind-swept Troy. Had you, perchance, a friend among the warriors who perished bravely there?"

Then replied the stranger: "O king, I am Ulysses! The island of Ithaca is my home. Rugged is that island, but it is the mother of brave men. Verily, there is nothing more dear to a man than his own country."

After this speech, he told the king tales of what he had seen, and done, and been. Wonderful, indeed, were the tales.

When he had finished, there was silence for a time, and then the king rose, and said: "Ulysses, you shall no longer be detained. I command that my chiefs hoist the sails of their swiftest-keeled bark. Thereon you shall be borne to your distant home."

He was obeyed, and Ulysses, with great store of presents, was conveyed in a vessel that herself knew the way. She did not linger, but quickly crossed the sea; and the hero once more trod with joy the soil of his own beloved Ithaca.




Lesson
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FOR ENGLAND

The bugles of England were blowing o'er the sea,

As they had called a thousand years, calling now to me;

They woke me from dreaming in the dawning of the day,

The bugles of England—and how could I stay?

 

The banners of England, unfurled across the sea,

Floating out upon the wind, were beckoning to me;

Storm-rent and battle-torn, smoke-stained and grey,

The banners of England—and how could I stay?

 

O England, I heard the cry of those that died for thee,

Sounding like an organ-voice across the winter sea;

They lived and died for England, and gladly went their way—

England, O England—how could I stay?

J. D. Burns


 

Beneath our scarlet fields Thermopylæ's secret ran,

The speech of Freedom is one, and one is the Soul of Man.

 

Author.—J. D. Burns
 , the elder son of the Rev. H. M. Burns, a Melbourne clergyman, was educated at Scotch College, Melbourne. He enlisted for active service in 1914, was on the torpedoed Southland
 in 1915, and was killed in action on Gallipoli three weeks later. The verses quoted appeared in The Scotch Collegian
 , of which magazine he was editor. This poem stresses further the close kinship of England and the Dominions.


General.
 —How far back would a thousand years take us? What is the answer to the question, "How could I stay?" What is the "England" for which they died?




Lesson
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BELL-BIRDS
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By channels of coolness, the echoes are calling,

And, down the dim gorges, I hear the creek falling;

It lives in the mountain, where moss and the sedges

Touch with their beauty the banks and the ledges;

Through brakes of the cedar and sycamore bowers

Struggles the light that is love to the flowers;

And, softer than slumber and sweeter than singing,

The notes of the bell-birds are running and ringing.

 

The silver-voiced bell-birds, the darlings of day-time,

They sing in September their songs of the May-time.

When shadows wax strong, and the thunderbolts hurtle,

They hide with their fear in the leaves of the myrtle;

When rain and the sunbeams shine mingled together,

They start up like fairies that follow fair weather,

And straightway the hues of their feathers unfolden

Are the green and the purple, the blue and the golden.

 

October, the maiden of bright yellow tresses,

Loiters for love in these cool wildernesses,

Loiters knee-deep in the grasses to listen,

Where dripping rocks gleam, and the leafy pools glisten.

Then is the time when the water-moons splendid

Break with their gold, and are scattered or blended

Over the creeks, till the woodlands have warning

Of songs of the bell-bird and wings of the morning.

 

Welcome as waters unkissed by the summers

Are the voices of bell-birds to thirsty far-comers.

When fiery December sets foot in the forest,

And the need of the wayfarer presses the sorest,

Pent in the ridges for ever and ever,

The bell-bird directs him to spring and to river,

With ring and with ripple, like runnels whose torrents

Are toned by the pebbles and leaves in the currents.

 

Often I sit, looking back to a childhood

Mixed with the sights and the sounds of the wildwood,

Longing for power and the sweetness to fashion

Lyrics with beats like the heart-beats of passion—

Songs interwoven of lights and of laughters

Borrowed from bell-birds in far forest rafters;

So I might keep in the city and alleys

The beauty and strength of the deep mountain valleys,

Charming to slumber the pain of my losses

With glimpses of creeks and a vision of mosses.


Henry Clarence Kendall


 


Author.
 —Henry Kendall
 (1841—82), who wrote noteworthy lyrics and descriptions in verse of Australian scenery, was born in New South Wales. He was the grandson of a member of the first band of missionaries sent to New Zealand (1814). Three volumes of Kendall's verse were published in his lifetime, and several books of selections since. The nearest approach to a complete collection is entitled The Poetical Works of Henry Kendall
 .


General.
 —Note the smooth flow of the metre, and the use made of alliteration—"echoes" and "calling," "down" and "dim," "cedar" and "syca- more," "far forest rafters," and so on. In what States do cedars and sycamores grow? What are water-moons? Pick out the rare or old-fashioned words such as "hurtle," "wildwood." Why did Kendall write much about hills and crecks and waterfalls? What does that line mean—"They sing in September the songs of the May-time"? Do "shadows wax strong" in stormy weather? Does the musical metre fit the subject? Pick out the choicest phrases. Don't confuse the bell-miner (ting-ting-ting
 ) with the crested bell-bird that sings "Tip-tip-top-o'-the-wat-tle," or, more unpoetically, "Bob-Bob-Bob-in-the-lock-up."
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SLAP-BANG

A little boy lay pale and listless in his small white cot, gazing, with eyes enlarged by fever, straight before him, with the strange look of illness which seems to see already more than is visible to living eyes. His mother sat at the bottom of the bed, watching him, and biting her fingers to keep back a cry; while his father, a strong workman, brushed away his burning tears.

The day was breaking: a calm, clear, lovely day of June. The light began to steal into the poor room where little Francis, the son of James and Mary Grant, lay very near death's door. He was seven years old; three weeks ago, a fair-haired, rosy little boy, as happy as a bird. But, one night, when he came home from school, his head was giddy and his hands were burning. Ever since, he had lain there in his cot. To-night he did not wander in his mind; but for two days his strange listlessness had alarmed the doctor. He lay there sad and quiet, as if, at seven years old, he was already tired of life, rolling his head upon the bolster, his thin lips never smiling, his eyes staring at one knew not what. He would take nothing—no medicine, no lemonade, no beef-tea.

"Is there anything you would like?" they asked him.

"No," he answered, "nothing."

"This must be altered," the doctor said. "This torpor is alarming. You are his parents, and you know him best. Try to discover what will interest and amuse him." And the doctor went away.

To amuse him! True, they knew him well, their little Francis. They knew how it delighted him, when he was well, to go into the fields, and to come home, loaded with white hawthorn blossoms, riding on his father's shoulders. Mr. Grant had already brought him gilded soldiers, and figures to be shown upon a screen. He placed them on the sick child's bed, made them dance before his eyes, and, scarcely able to keep back his tears, strove to make him laugh.

"Look, there is the broken bridge. Tra-la-la! And there is a general. You saw one once, don't you remember? If you drink your medicine like a good boy, I shall buy you a real one, with a cloth tunic and gold lace. Would you like to have a general?"

"No," said the sick child, his voice dry with fever.

"Would you like a pistol and bullets, or a bow and arrows?"

"No," replied the little voice.

And so it was with everything—even with balloons and jumping-jacks. Still, while the parents looked at each other in despair, the little voice replied, "No! no! no!"

"But what is there you would like, then, darling?" said his mother. "Come, whisper to me—to mamma." And she laid her cheek beside him on the pillow.

The sick boy raised himself in bed, and, throwing out his eager hands towards some unseen object, cried out, "I want Slap-bang
 !"

"Slap-bang!" The poor mother looked at her husband with a frightened glance. What was the little fellow saying? Was the terrible delirium coming back again. "Slap-bang?" She knew not what that meant. She was frightened at the strangeness of the words, which now the sick boy, with the waywardness that often comes with illness—as if, having screwed his courage up to put his dream in words, he was resolved to speak of nothing else—repeated without ceasing:—

"Slap-bang! I want Slap-bang!"

"What does he mean?" she said, grasping her husband's hand. "Oh! he is lost!"

But Mr. Grant's rough face wore a smile of wonder and relief, like that of one condemned to death who sees a chance of liberty.

Slap-bang! He remembered well the Saturday afternoon when he had taken Francis to the circus. He could hear still the child's delighted laughter, when the clown—the beautiful clown, all be-starred with golden spangles, and with a huge, many-coloured butterfly glittering on the back of his costume—skipped across the track, tripped up the riding master by the heels, took a walk upon his hands, or threw up to the gaslight the soft felt caps, which he cleverly caught upon his skull, where, one by one, they formed a pyramid; while, at every trick and every jest, his large, droll face expanding with a smile, he uttered the same catchword, sometimes to a roll of music from the band, "Slap-bang!" And, every time he uttered it, the audience roared, and the little fellow shouted with delight.

Slap-bang! It was this Slap-bang, the circus clown, he who kept half the town laughing, whom little Francis wished to see, and whom, alas! he could not see as he lay pale and feeble in his little bed.

That night, Mr. Grant brought the child a jointed clown, ablaze with spangles, which he had bought at a high price. Four days' wages would not pay for it; but he would willingly have given the price of a year's labour could he have brought a smile to the thin lips of the sick boy.
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The child looked, for a moment, at the toy which sparkled on the bed quilt. Then he said sadly, "That is not Slap-bang. I want to see Slap-bang!"

If only the father could have wrapped him in the bedclothes, borne him to the circus, shown him the clown dancing under the blazing gas-lights, and said, "Look there!"

But Mr. Grant did better still. He went to the circus, obtained the clown's address, and then, with legs tottering with nervousness, climbed slowly up the stairs which led to the great man's rooms. It was a bold task to undertake. Yet actors, after all, go sometimes to recite or sing at rich men's houses. Who knew but that the clown, at any price he liked, would consent to go to say good-bye to little Francis?

But was this
 Slap-bang, this charming person who received him in his cosy study, in the midst of books and beautiful pictures. Mr. Grant looked hard at him, and could not recognize the clown. He turned and twisted his felt hat between his fingers. The other waited. At last the poor fellow began to stammer out excuses: "It was unpardonable—a thing unheard of—that he had come to ask; but the fact was, it was about his little boy—such a pretty little boy, sir! and so clever! Always first in his class—except in arithmetic, which he did not understand. A dreamy little chap—too dreamy—as you may see"—Mr. Grant stopped and stammered; then, screwing up his courage, he continued with a rush—"as you may see by the fact that he wants to see you, that he thinks of nothing else, that you are before him always like a star which he has set his mind on——"

The poor man stopped. Great beads stood on his forehead, and his face was very pale. He dared not look at the clown, whose eyes were fixed upon him. What had he dared to ask the great Slap-bang? What if the latter took him for a madman, and showed him to the door?

"Where do you live?" demanded Slap-bang.

"Oh, close by;" and he gave the address.

"Come!" said the other; "the little fellow wants to see Slap-bang—well, he shall
 see him."

When the door opened before the clown, the father cried out joyfully, "Cheer up, Francis! Here is Slap- bang."

The child's face beamed with expectation. He raised himself upon his mother's arm, and turned his head towards the two men as they entered. Who was the gentleman in an overcoat beside his father, who smiled good-naturedly, but whom he did not know? "Slap- bang," they told him. It was all in vain. His head fell slowly back upon the pillow, and his great, sad blue eyes seemed to look out again beyond the narrow chamber walls, in search, unceasing search, of the spangles and the butterfly of the Slap-bang of his dreams.

"No," he said, in weary tones; "no, this
 is not Slap-bang."

The clown, standing by the little bed, looked gravely down upon the child with infinite kind-heartedness. He shook his head, and, looking at the anxious father and the mother in her agony, said smiling, "He is right. This is not Slap-bang." And he left the room.

"I shall not see him; I shall never see him again," said the child, softly.

But half an hour had not passed since the clown had disappeared when, all at once, the door was sharply opened, and behold, in his spangled tunic, the yellow tuft upon his head, the golden butterfly upon his back, a large smile opening his mouth like a money-box, his face white with flour, Slap-bang, the true Slap-bang, the Slap-bang of the circus burst into view. And, in his little white cot, with the joy of life in his eyes, laughing, crying, happy, saved, the little fellow clapped his feeble hands, and, with the recovered gaiety of seven years old, cried out:—
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"Bravo! Bravo, Slap-bang! It is he this time! This is Slap-bang! Long live Slap-bang! Bravo!"

When the doctor called that day, he found, sitting beside the little patient's pillow, a white-faced clown, who kept him in a constant ripple of laughter, and who was observing, as he stirred a lump of sugar to the bottom of a glass of cooling drink, "You know, Francis, if you do not drink your medicine, you will never see Slap-bang again."

And the child drank up the draught.

"Is it not good?"

"Very good. Thank you, Slap-bang."

"Doctor," said the clown to the physician, "do not be jealous, but it seems to me that my tomfooleries have done more good than your medicines."

The poor parents were both crying; but, this time, it was with joy.

From that time till little Francis was on foot again, a carriage pulled up, every day, before the workman's door; a man got out, wrapped in a great-coat with the collar turned up to his ears, and, underneath, dressed as for the circus, with his face white with flour.

"What do I owe you, sir?" said Mr. Grant to the good clown, on the day when Francis left the house for the first time. "For I really owe you everything!"

The clown extended to the parents his two huge hands. "A shake of the hand," he said with a smile. Then, kissing the little boy on both his pale cheeks, he added, laughing, "And leave to print on my visiting cards, 'Slap-bang, clown-doctor, physician to little Francis!'"

Adapted from a translation, in The Strand Magazine
 , of the French story "Boum Boum," written by Jules Claretie
 . In the original, Boum Boum (boom
 ) is the name of the clown.

 


Author
 —Jules Claretie
 , pen-name of Arsène Arnaud, a popular French writer, born in 1840, died 1913. He was in the siege of Paris in 1870. He wrote many books and became a member of the French Academy.


General.
 —Would this be a fit title for the story, "Laughter the Best Medicine"? What was the character of the father? What was the character of the clown? Why are children so interested in circuses? Is this a tender story or a funny story? Which part of it do you like best? What kind of man must Jules Claretie have been? Do you think he called the parents "Mr. and Mrs. Grant" and the boy "Francis"? His name for the clown was "Boum-Boum." Would you like to learn French? Why?
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KILLED AT THE FORD

He is dead, the beautiful youth,

The heart of honour, the tongue of truth,

He, the life and light of us all,

Whose voice was blithe as a bugle-call,

Whom all eyes followed with one consent,

The cheer of whose laugh, and whose pleasant word,

Hushed all murmurs of discontent.

 

Only last night, as we rode along,

Down the dark of the mountain-gap,

To visit the picket guard at the ford,

Little dreaming of any mishap,

He was humming the words of some old song:

"Two red roses he had on his cap,

And another he bore at the point of his sword."

 

Sudden and swift, a whistling ball

Came out of a wood, and the voice was still;

Something I heard in the darkness fall,

And for a moment my blood grew chill;

I spake in a whisper, as he who speaks

In a room where some one is lying dead,

But he made no answer to what I said.

 

We lifted him up to his saddle again,

And, through the mire and the mist and the rain,

Carried him back to the silent camp,

And laid him, as if asleep, on his bed;

And I saw by the light of the surgeon's lamp

Two white roses upon his cheeks,

And one, just over his heart, blood-red!

 

And I saw in a vision how far and fleet

That fatal bullet went speeding forth,

Till it reached a town in the distant north,

Till it reached a house in a sunny street,

Till it reached a heart that ceased to beat

Without a murmur, without a cry;

And a bell was tolled in that far-off town

For one who had passed from cross to crown,

And the neighbours wondered that she should die.


Longfellow
 .

 

Author.—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW (1807-1882) was an American poet who was a professor of modern languages. He wrote many beautiful and simple original poems and translations. He is often called the "Children's Poet."


General.
 —What was the hero like? When did the incident happen? Who did the deed? Where did his comrades take him? Who was the second victim? To what war does Longfellow refer? Do things like this happen in other wars? Write your own reflections on the matter.
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THE RAINBOW

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky.

So was it when my life began;

So is it now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.


Wordswortn
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THE DAWN OF PEACE

Put off, put off your mail, O kings,

And beat your brands to dust!

Your hands must learn a surer grasp;

Your hearts, a better trust.

 

Oh, bend aback the lance's point,

And break the helmet bar!

A noise is in the morning wind,

But not the note of war.

 

Upon the grassy mountain paths,

The glittering hosts increase:

They come! They come! How fair their feet!

They come who publish peace.

 

And victory, fair victory,

Our enemies are ours!

For all the clouds are clasped in light,

And all the earth with flowers.

 

Aye, still depressed, and dim with dew;

But wait a little while,

And, with the radiant, deathless rose,

The wilderness shall smile.

 

And every tender, living thing

Shall feed by streams of rest;

Nor lambs shall from the flock be lost,

Nor nestling from the nest.


John Ruskin


 


Author.
 —John Ruskin
 (1819—1900) was born in London and educated at Oxford. He was an author, art critic, and social reformer.


General.
 —The whole poem is a free rendering of the 52nd chapter of Isaiah
 , with fragments from other chapters of the same book. What benefits would follow the abolition of war? Discuss what is being done now to rid the world of war. How can one help the movement?
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THE UGLY DUCKLING


Part
 I.

IT was glorious out in the country. It was summer, and the cornfields were yellow, and the oats were green; the hay had been put up in stacks in the green meadows, and the stork went about on his long, red legs, and chattered Egyptian, for this was the language he had learned from his good mother. All around the fields and meadows were great forests, and in the midst of these forests lay deep lakes. Yes, it was really glorious out in the country. In the midst of the sunshine there lay an old farm, surrounded by deep canals, and from the wall down to the water grew great burdocks, so high that little children could stand upright under the loftiest of them. It was just as wild there as in the deepest wood. Here sat a duck upon her nest, for she had to hatch her young ones; but she was almost tired out before the little ones came, and then she so seldom had visitors. The other ducks liked better to swim about in the canals than to run up to sit down under a burdock, and cackle with her.

At last one egg-shell after another burst open. "Peep! peep!" it cried, and in all the eggs there were little creatures that stuck out their heads.

"Rap! rap!" they said; and they all came rapping out as fast as they could, looking all around them under the green leaves; and the mother let them look as much as they chose, for green is good for the eyes.

"How wide the world is!" said the young ones, for they certainly had much more room now than when they were in the eggs.

"Do you think this is all the world?" asked the mother. "That extends far across the other side of the garden, quite into the parson's field, but I have never been there yet. I hope you are all together," she continued, and stood up. "No, I have not all. The largest egg still lies there. How long is that to last? I am really tired of it." And she sat down again.

"Well, how goes it?" asked an old duck, who had come to pay her a visit.

"It lasts a long time with that one egg," said the duck, who sat there. "It will not burst. Now, only look at the others; are they not the prettiest ducks one could possibly see? They are all like their father: the bad fellow never comes to see me."

"Let me see the egg which will not burst," said the old visitor. "Believe me, it is a turkey's egg. I was once cheated in that way, and had much anxiety and trouble with the young ones, for they are afraid of the water. I could not get them to venture in. I quacked and clucked, but it was of no use. Let me see the egg. Yes, that's a turkey's egg! Let it lie there, and you teach the other children to swim."

"I think I will sit on it a little longer," said the duck. "I've sat so long now that I can sit a few days more."

"Just as you please," said the old duck; and she went away.

At last the great egg burst. "Peep! peep!" said the little one, and crept forth. It was very large and very ugly. The duck looked at it.

"It's a very large duckling," said she; "none of the others look like that. Can it really be a turkey chick? Now we shall soon find out. It must go into the water, even if I have to thrust it in myself."

The next day the weather was splendidly bright, and the sun shone on all the green trees. The mother-duck went down to the water with all her little ones. Splash! she jumped into the water. "Quack! quack!" she said, and then one duckling after another plunged in. The water closed over their heads, but they came up in an instant, and swam capitally; their legs went of themselves, and there they were all in the water. The ugly grey duckling swam with them.

"No, it's not a turkey," said she; "look how well it can use its legs, and how upright it holds itself. It is my own child! On the whole it's quite pretty, if one looks at it rightly. Quack! quack! Come with me, and I'll lead you out into the great world, and present you in the poultry-yard; but keep close to me, so that no one may tread on you, and take care of the cats!"

And so they came into the poultry-yard. There was a terrible riot going on in there, for two families were quarrelling about an eel's head, and the cat got it after all.

"See, that's how it goes in the world!" said the mother-duck; and she whetted her beak, for she, too, wanted the eel's head. "Only use your legs," she said. "See that you can bustle about, and bow your heads before the old duck yonder. She's the grandest of all here; she's of Spanish blood—that's why she is so fat; and do you see she has a red rag around her leg? That's something particularly fine, and the greatest distinction a duck can enjoy; it signifies that one does not want to lose her, and that she's to be recognized by man and beast. Shake yourselves—don't turn in your toes; a well-brought up duck turns its toes quite out, just like father and mother, so! Now bend your necks and say 'Rap!'"

And they did so; but the other ducks round about looked at them, and said quite boldly:

"Look there! now we're to have these hanging on, as if there were not enough of us already! And—fie!—how that duckling yonder looks; we won't stand that!" And one duck flew up immediately, and bit it in the neck.

"Let it alone," said the mother; "it does no harm to any one."

"Yes, but it's too large and peculiar," said the duck who had bitten it; "and therefore it must be buffeted."

"Those are pretty children that the mother has there," said the old duck with the rag round her leg. "They're all pretty but that one; that was a failure. I wish she could alter it."

"That cannot be done, my lady," replied the mother- duck. "It is not pretty, but it has a really good disposition, and swims as well as any other; I may even say it swims better. I think it will grow up pretty, and become smaller in time; it has lain too long in the egg, and therefore is not properly shaped." And then she pinched it in the neck, and smoothed its feathers. "Moreover, it is a drake," she said; "and therefore it is not of so much consequence. I think he will be very strong; he makes his way already."

"The other ducklings are graceful enough," said the old duck. "Make yourself at home; and, if you find an eel's head, you may bring it to me."

And now they were at home. But the poor duckling that had crept last out of the egg, and looked so ugly, was bitten and pushed and jeered, as much by the ducks as by the chickens.

"It is too big!" they all said. And the turkey-cock, who had been born with spurs, and therefore thought himself an emperor, blew himself up like a ship in full sail, and bore straight down upon it; then he gobbled, and grew quite red in the face. The poor duckling did not know where it should stand or walk; it was quite melancholy because it looked ugly, and was scoffed at by the whole yard.
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So it went on the first day; and afterwards it became worse and worse. The poor duckling was hunted about by every one; even its brothers and sisters were quite angry with it, and said, "If the cat would only catch you, you ugly creature!" And the mother said, "If you were only far away!" And the ducks bit it, and the chickens beat it, and the girl who had to feed the poultry kicked at it with her foot.

Then it ran and flew over the fence, and the little birds in the bushes flew up in fear.

"That is because I am so ugly!" thought the duckling; and it shut its eyes, but flew on further; thus it came out into the great moor, where the wild ducks lived. Here it lay the whole night long, and it was weary and downcast.

Towards morning the wild ducks flew up, and looked at their new companion.

"What sort of bird are you?" they asked; and the duckling turned in every direction, and bowed as well as it could. "You are remarkably ugly!" said the wild ducks. "But that is very indifferent to us, so long as you do not marry into our family."

Poor thing, it certainly did not think of marrying, and hoped only to obtain leave to lie among the reeds and drink some of the swamp-water.

Thus it lay two whole days; then came thither two wild geese, or, properly speaking, two wild ganders. It was not long since each had crept out of an egg, and that's why they were so saucy.

"Listen, comrade," said one of them; "You're so ugly that I like you. Will you not go with us, and become a bird of passage? Near this place in another moor, there are a few sweet, lovely wild geese, all unmarried, and all able to say 'Rap!' You've a chance of making your fortune, ugly as you are!"

"Piff! paff!" resounded through the air; the two ganders fell down dead in the swamp, and the water became blood-red. "Piff! paff!" it sounded again, and whole flocks of wild geese rose up from the reeds. Then there was another report. A great hunt was going on. The hunters were lying in wait all round the moor, and some were even sitting up in the branches of the trees, which spread far over the reeds. The blue smoke rose up like clouds among the dark trees, and was wafted far away across the water; and the hunting dogs came splash, splash! into the swamp, and the rushes and the weeds bent down on every side. That was a fright for the poor duckling! It turned its head, and put it under its wing; but at that moment a frightful great dog stood close by it. His tongue hung far out of his mouth, and his eyes gleamed horrible and ugly; he thrust out his nose close against the duckling, showed his sharp teeth, and,—splash, splash!—on he went without seizing it.

"Oh, Heaven be thanked!" sighed the duckling. "I am so ugly that even the dog does not like to bite me!"

And so it lay quite still, while the shots rattled through the reeds, and gun after gun was fired. At last, late in the day, silence was restored; but the poor duckling did not dare to rise up; it waited several hours before it looked round, and then hastened away out of the moor as fast as it could. It ran on over field and meadow. There was such a storm raging that it was difficult to get from one place to another.


Part
 II.

Towards evening the duck came to a little, miserable peasant hut. This hut was so dilapidated that it did not know on which side it should fall; and that's why it remained standing. The storm whistled round the duckling in such a way that the poor creature was obliged to sit down; and the tempest grew worse and worse. Then the duckling noticed that one of the hinges of the door had given way, and the door hung so slanting that the duckling could slip through the crack into the room. This it did.

Here lived a woman with her tom cat and her hen. The tom cat, which she called Sonny, could arch his back and purr, he could even give out sparks; but, for that, one had to stroke his fur the wrong way. The hen had quite little, short legs, and therefore she was called Chickabiddy-shortshanks; she laid good eggs, and the woman loved her as her own child.

In the morning the strange duckling was at once noticed, and the tom cat began to purr, and the hen to cluck.

"What's this?" said the woman, and looked all round; but she could not see well, and therefore she thought the duckling was a fat duck that had strayed. "This is a rare prize," she said. "Now I shall have duck's eggs. I hope it is not a drake. We must try that."

And so the duckling was admitted on trial for three weeks; but no eggs came. And the tom cat was master of the house, and the hen was the lady, and always said "We and the world!" for she thought they were half the world, and by far the better half. The duckling thought one might have a different opinion, but the hen would not allow it.

"Can you lay eggs?" she asked.

"No."

"Then you'll have the goodness to hold your tongue."

And the tom cat said, "Can you curve your back, and purr, and give out sparks?"

"No."

"Then you cannot have any opinion of your own when sensible people are speaking."

The duckling sat in a corner and was melancholy; then the fresh air and the sunshine streamed in, and it was seized with such a strange longing to swim on the water, that it could not help telling the hen of it.

"What are you thinking of?" cried the hen. "You have nothing to do; that's why you have these fancies. Purr or lay eggs, and they will pass over."

"But it is so charming to swim on the water!" said the duckling, "so refreshing to let it close above one's head, and to dive down to the bottom."

"Yes, that must be a mighty pleasure, truly," quoth the hen. "I fancy you must have gone crazy. Ask the cat about it—he's the cleverest animal I know; ask him if he likes to swim on the water, or to dive down. I won't speak about myself. Ask our mistress, the old woman; no one in the world is cleverer than she. Do you think she has any desire to swim, and to let the water close above her head?"

"You don't understand me," said the duckling.

"We don't understand you? Then pray who is to understand you? You surely don't pretend to be cleverer than the tom cat and the old woman—I won't say anything of myself. Don't be conceited, child, and be grateful for all the kindness you have received. Did you not get into a warm room, and have you not fallen into company from which you have learnt something? But you are a chatterer, and it is not pleasant to associate with you. You may believe me, I speak for your good. I tell you disagreeable things, and by that one may always know one's true friends. Only take care that you learn to lay eggs, or to purr and give out sparks!"

"I think I will go out into the wide world," said the duckling.

"Yes, do go," replied the hen.

So the duckling went away. It swam on the water, and dived, but it was slighted by every creature because of its ugliness.

Now came the autumn. The leaves in the forest turned yellow and brown; the wind caught them so that they danced about, and up in the air it was very cold. The clouds hung low, heavy with hail and snowflakes, and on the fence stood the raven, crying, "Croak! croak!" for mere cold; yes, it was enough to make one feel cold to think of this. The poor little duckling certainly had not a good time. One evening—the sun was just setting in his beauty—there came a whole flock of great handsome birds out of the bushes; they were dazzlingly white, with long flexible necks; they were swans. They uttered a very peculiar cry, spread forth their glorious, great wings, and flew away from that cold region to warmer lands, to fair open lakes. They mounted so high, so high! and the ugly little duckling felt quite a strange feeling as it watched them. It turned round and round in the water like a wheel, stretched out its neck towards them, and uttered such a strange, loud cry as frightened itself. Oh! it could not forget those beautiful, happy birds; and, so soon as it could see them no longer, it dived down to the very bottom; and, when it came up again, it was quite beside itself. It knew not the name of those birds, and knew not whither they were flying; but it loved them more than it had ever loved any one. It was not at all envious of them. How could it think of wishing to possess such loveliness as they had? It would have been glad if only the ducks would have endured its company—the poor, ugly creature!

And the winter grew cold, very cold! The duckling was forced to swim about in the water, to prevent the surface from freezing entirely; but every night the hole in which it swam about became smaller and smaller.

It froze so hard that the icy covering crackled again; and the duckling was obliged to use its legs continually to prevent the hole from freezing up. At last it became exhausted, and lay quite still, and thus froze fast into the ice.
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Drawn by Elsie J. McKissock

"There came a whole flock of great handsome birds out of the bushes."



Early in the morning a peasant came by; and, when he saw what had happened, he took his wooden shoe, broke the ice-crust to pieces, and carried the duckling home to his wife. Then it came to itself again. The children wanted to play with it; but the duckling thought they would do it an injury, and in its terror it fluttered up into the milk-pan, so that the milk spurted down into the room. The woman clasped her hands, at which the duckling flew down into the butter-tub, and then into the meal-barrel and out again. How it looked then! The woman screamed, and struck at it with the fire-tongs; the children tumbled over one another, in their efforts to catch the duckling. Happily the door stood open, and the poor creature was able to slip out between the shrubs into the new-fallen snow. There it lay quite exhausted.

But it would be too melancholy if I were to tell all the misery and care which the duckling had to endure in the hard winter. It lay out on the moor among the reeds, when the sun began to shine again and the larks to sing; it was a beautiful spring.

Then all at once the duckling could flap its wings. They beat the air more strongly than before, and bore it strongly away; and, before it well knew how all this had happened, it found itself in a great garden, where the elder trees smelt sweet, and bent their long green branches down to the canal that wound through the region. Oh, here it was so beautiful, such a gladness of spring; and from the thicket came three glorious white swans. They rustled their wings, and swam lightly on the water. The duckling knew the splendid creatures, and felt oppressed by a peculiar sadness.

"I will fly away to them, to the royal birds! and they will kill me, because I, that am so ugly, dare to approach them. But it is of no consequence. Better to be killed by them than to be pursued by ducks, and beaten by fowls, and pushed about by the girl who takes care of the poultry-yard, and to suffer hunger in winter!" And it flew out into the water, and swam towards the beautiful swans. These looked at it, and came sailing down upon it with outspread wings. "Kill me!" said the poor creature, and bent its head down upon the water, expecting nothing but death. But what was this that it saw in the clear water? It beheld its own image—and, lo! it was no longer a clumsy dark-grey bird, ugly and hateful to look at, but—a swan.

It matters nothing if one were born in a duck-yard, if one had only lain in a swan's egg.
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It felt quite glad at all the need and misfortune it had suffered; now it realized its happiness in all the splendour that surrounded it. And the great swans swam round it, and stroked it with their beaks.

Into the garden came little children, who threw bread and corn into the water. The youngest cried, "There is the new one!" and the other children shouted joyously, "Yes, a new one has arrived!" They clapped their hands and danced about, and ran to their father and mother. Bread and cake were thrown into the water, and they all said, "The new one is the most beautiful of all! so young and handsome!" and the old swans bowed their heads before him.

Then he felt quite ashamed, and hid his head under his wings, for he did not know what to do; he was so happy, and yet not at all proud. He thought how he had been persecuted and despised; and now he heard them saying that he was the most beautiful of all the birds. Even the elder tree bent its branches straight down into the water before him, and the sun shone warm and mild. Then his wings rustled, he lifted his slender neck, and cried rejoicingly from the depths of his heart:

"I never dreamed of so much happiness when I was still the ugly duckling!"


Hans Andersen


 


Author.
 —Hans Christian Andersen
 (1805—1875) was a Danish poet and writer of fairy tales who struggled through poverty to fame. His tales have been translated into nearly all languages. "The Ugly Duckling" is said to have been a fantastic story of his own life.


General.
 —Do the birds in the poultry yard talk like human beings? Pick out any of their speeches that seem to show this. Would you willingly be an ugly duckling if you were sure you could change to a noble swan? Make up an "ugly duckling" story about a boy or a girl.
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THE TIME OF THE BARMECIDES

My eyes are filmed, my beard is grey,

I am bowed with the weight of years;

I would I were stretched in my bed of clay,

With my long-lost youth's compeers!

For back to the past, though the thought brings woe,

My memory ever glides—

To the old, old time, long, long ago,

The time of the Barmecides!

To the old, old time, long, long ago,

The time of the Barmecides.

Then youth was mine, and a fierce, wild will,

And an iron arm in war;

And a fleet foot high upon Ishkar's hill,

When the watch-lights glittered afar;

And a barb as fiery as any, I trow,

That Khoord or Bedouin rides;

Ere my friends lay low—long, long ago,

In the time of the Barmecides,

Ere my friends lay low—long, long ago,

In the time of the Barmecides.

One golden goblet illumed my board,

One silver dish was there;

At hand my tried Karamanian sword

Lay always bright and bare;

For those were the days when the angry blow

Supplanted the word that chides—

When hearts could glow—long, long ago,

In the time of the Barmecides;

When hearts could glow—long, long ago,

In the time of the Barmecides.

Through city and desert my mates and I

Were free to rove and roam,
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James Clarence Mangan


Our canopy by turns the deep of the sky,

Or the roof of the palace-dome;

Oh! ours was that vivid life to and fro

Which only sloth derides;

Men spent life so, long, long ago,

In the time of the Barmecides.

Men spent life so, long, long ago,

In the time of the Barmecides.

 

I see rich Bagdad once again,

With its turrets of Moorish mould,

And the Caliph's twice five hundred men

Whose binishes flamed with gold;

I call up many a gorgeous show

Which the pall of oblivion hides—

All passed like snow, long, long ago,

With the time of the Barmecides;

All passed like snow, long, long ago,

With the time of the Barmecides!

 

But mine eye is dim, and my beard is grey,

And I bend with the weight of years.

May I soon go down to the House of Clay

Where slumber my youth's compeers!

For with them and the past, though the thought wakes woe,

My memory ever abides,

And I mourn for the times gone long ago,

For the times of the Barmecides!

I mourn for the times gone long ago,

For the times of the Barmecides!


James Clarence Mancan


 

The soul that gives is the soul that lives;

And in bearing another's load

We lighten our own, and shorten the way,

And brighten the homeward road.


George Macdonald


 


Author.
 —James Clarence Mangan
 (1803—1849) was an Irish poet who was for many years in an attorney's office and who died in hospital. His most notable poems are "The Time of the Barmecides," "Dark Rosaleen," "Solomon, Where is Thy Throne?" and "'The Nameless One." General.—What is the character of this song-sad or merry? What reason has the old man to regret old times? Is the Golden Age in the past, the present, or the future? Who is supposed to be speaking? Draw a picture of him. Remember that the Barmecides were a noble Persian family of the eighth century; Ishkar's Hill is in Asiatic Turkey; a Khoord or Kurd is a member of a certain Western Asiatic tribe; a Bedouin is a wandering Arab; Karamania is a district near the centre of Asia Minor; Bagdad (see atlas or geography book); a binish, or burnous, is a loose flowing outer robe. Read up something about the Moors and the Caliphs. What other sad songs by Irish authors do you know? Is it true that "all their fights are merry and all their songs are sad"? What are the merits of the poem?
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THE PUNISHMENT OF GRUFFANUFF

When the Princess Angelica was born, her parents not only did not ask the fairy Blackstick to the christening party, but gave orders to their porter to refuse her if she called. This porter's name was Gruffanuff, and he had been selected for the post by their Royal Highnesses because he was a very tall, fierce man, who could say "Not at home" to a tradesman or an unwelcome visitor with a rudeness which frightened most of such persons away.

Now, this fellow tried his rudeness once too often, as you shall hear. When the fairy Blackstick came to call upon the Prince and Princess, who were actually sitting at the open drawing-room window, Gruffanuff not only denied them, but made an odious sign as he was going to slam the door in the fairy's face! "Get away, old Blackstick!" said he. "I tell you, Master and Mistress aren't at home to you." And he was, as we have said, going to slam the door.

But the fairy, with her wand, prevented the door from being shut; and Gruffanuff came out again in a fury, using violent language, and asking the fairy whether she thought he was going to stay at that door all day.

"You are going to stay at that door all day and all night, and for many a long year," the fairy said, very majestically; and Gruffanuff, coming out of the door, straddling before it with his great calves, burst out laughing, and cried, "Ha, ha, ha! this is a good one! Ha—ha—what's this? Let me down—O—o—h'm!" and then he was dumb! For, as the fairy waved her wand over him, he felt himself rising off the ground, and fluttering up against the door, and then, as if a screw ran into his stomach, he felt a dreadful pain there, and was pinned to the door; and then his arms flew up over his head; and his legs, after writhing about wildly, twisted under his body; and he felt cold, cold, growing over him, as if he was turning into metal; and he said, "O—o—h'm!" and could say no more, because he was dumb.

He was turned into metal! He was, from being brazen, brass! He was neither more nor less than a knocker! And there he was, nailed to the door in the blazing summer day, till he burned almost red-hot; and there he was, nailed to the door all the bitter winter nights, till his brass nose was dropping with icicles. And the postman came and rapped at him, and the vulgarest boy with a letter came and hit him up against the door. And, when the king and queen (princess and prince they were then) came home from a walk that evening, the king said, "Hullo, my dear! you have had a new knocker put on the door. Why it's rather like our porter in the face! What has become of that vagabond?" And the housemaid came and scrubbed his nose with sand-paper; and once, when the Princess Angelica's little sister was born, he was tied up in an old kid glove; and, another night, some larking young men tried to wrench him off, and put him to the utmost agony with a turn-screw. And then the queen had a fancy to have the colour of the door altered; and the painters dabbed him over the mouth and eyes, and nearly choked him, as they painted him pea-green.

I warrant he had leisure to repent of having been rude to the fairy Blackstick! As for his wife, she did not miss him; and, as he was always guzzling beer at the public-house, and notoriously quarrelling with his wife and in debt to the tradesmen, it was supposed he had run away from all these evils, and emigrated to Australia or America. And, when the prince and princess chose to become king and queen, they left their old house, and nobody thought of the porter any more.

 

From The Rose and the Ring
 , by William Makepeace Thackeray
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Author
 .—William Makepeace Thackeray
 (1811—1863) was one of the most famous of English novelists. His best-known books are Vanity Fair, Pendennis, Henry Esmond, The Book of Snobs, Barry Lyndon, and The Four Georges.



General
 .—Is this story serious or humorous? Does the language suit the characters? What kind of people were they? Did the punishment fit the crime? Why did the wife think Gruffanuff had gone "to Australia or America"?
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WHERE THE PELICAN BUILDS

The horses were ready, the rails were down,

But the riders lingered still—

One had a parting word to say

And one had his pipe to fill.

Then they mounted, one with a granted prayer,

And one with a grief unguessed.

"We are going," they said, as they rode away,

"Where the pelican builds her nest!"

 

They had told us of pastures wide and green,

To be sought past the sunset's glow;

Of rifts in the ranges by opal lit;

And gold 'neath the river's flow.

And thirst and hunger were banished words

When they spoke of that unknown West;

No drought they dreaded, no flood they feared,

Where the pelican builds her nest.

 

The creek at the ford was but fetlock deep

When we watched them crossing there;

The rains have replenished it thrice since then,

And thrice has the rock lain bare.

But the waters of hope have flowed and fled,

And never from blue hill's breast

Come back—by the sun and the sands devoured,

Where the pelican builds her nest.


Mary Hannay Foott
 , in Where the Pelican Builds and Other Poems


 


Author
 .—Mary Hannay Foott
 was a Queensland writer who died a few years ago. Authoress of Where the Pelican Builds and Other Poems
 and Morna Lee and Other Poems
 (Gordon and Gotch, Melbourne). Her only surviving son is Brigadier-General Cecil H. Foott, C.B., C.M.G.


General
 .—What is the mood of this poem? What kind of people do the riders represent? What kind of place is hinted at in the expression "Where the pelican builds her nest"? Give other phrases for regions of that sort. Write or tell the story in prose, supplying names. Is anything missing in Mr. Wemyss's picture?
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THE MIRACLE OF THE MALLEE

It was at this harvest season in the Mallee we tasted all the charms of a perfect Australian summer climate. The eucalyptus was putting forth its new, delicate tips of gold and brown, a perfect blend of bush colour. The sky was of a deep blue, unrelieved by a fleck of cloud. The air, dry and hot, encompassed us like the breath of a generous oven in which all manner of savoury things were yielding up their odours. This blend of bush perfumes, liberated by the heat of the sun, has a character all its own. The charm is completed by the extreme clearness of the atmosphere, which creates many a sweet illusion of the landscape. On these broad spaces the mirage is frequently seen. At least half a dozen times we were tricked into believing that ahead of us lay a glorious stretch of water, when all that awaited us was a particularly dry part of the plain.

Frederic C. Spurr, in Five Years under the Southern Cross

 


Author
 .—Frederic
 C. Spurr
 spent some time in Australia and wrote Five Years Under the Southern Cross
 (Cassell).


General
 .—What is a miracle? Why was the air like the breath of an oven? Is that a good simile? What is a mirage? Sometimes a mirage is seen at sea, or in the sky, as well as on land. When is it harvest time in the Mallee? Is there a distinction between the Mallee District and the Wimmera District?
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BOADICEA

When the British warrior queen,

Bleeding from the Roman rods,

Sought, with an indignant mien,

Counsel of her country's gods,

 

Sage beneath a spreading oak

Sat the Druid, hoary chief;

Every burning word he spoke

Full of rage, and full of grief.
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From the group by J. Thomas

Boadicea



Princess! if our aged eyes

Weep upon thy matchless wrongs,

'Tis because resentment ties

All the terrors of our tongues.

 

Rome shall perish! Write that word

In the blood that she has spilt;

Perish, hopeless and abhorred,

Deep in ruin as in guilt.

 

Rome, for empire far renowned,

Tramples on a thousand states;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground.

Hark! the Gaul is at her gates!

 

Other Romans shall arise,

Heedless of a soldier's name;

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize—

Harmony the path to fame.

 

Then the progeny that springs

From the forests of our land,

Armed with thunder, clad with wings,

Shall a wider world command.

 

Regions Caesar never knew

Thy posterity shall sway,

Where his eagles never flew,

None invincible as they.

 

Such the bard's prophetic words,

Pregnant with celestial fire,

Bending, as he swept the chords

Of his sweet but awful lyre.

 

She, with all a monarch's pride,

Felt them in her bosom glow;

Rushed to battle, fought, and died;

Dying, hurled them at the foe.

Ruffians, pitiless as proud,

Heaven awards the vengeance due;

Empire is on us bestowed,

Shame and ruin wait for you.


William Cowper


 


Author
 .—William Cowper
 (1731—1800), an English poet whose best known works are The Task and The Ballad of John Gilpin
 . His published letters are very interesting.


General
 .—When were the Romans in Britain? Who was their first leader? Remember that the Druids were at once priests, teachers, and lawgivers among the Celts. Did Rome perish? What states did she trample on? What does this mean—"Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize"? What is "celestial fire"? Tell the story in prose.
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A PERILOUS ADVENTURE

Three or four lads are standing in the channel below the great Natural Bridge of Virginia. They see hundreds of names carved in the limestone buttresses, and resolve to add theirs to the number. This done, one of them is seized with the mad ambition of carving his name higher than the highest there! His companions try to dissuade him from attempting so dangerous a feat, but in vain. He is a wild, reckless youth; and, afraid now to yield, lest he should be thought a coward, he carves his way up and up the limestone rock, till he can hear the voices, but not the words, of his terror-stricken playmates.

One of them runs off to the village and tells the boy's father of his perilous situation. Others go for help in other directions; and ere long there are hundreds on the bridge above, all holding their breath, and awaiting the fearful catastrophe. The poor boy can just distinguish the tones of his father, who is shouting with all the energy of despair, "William! William! don't look down! Your Mother, and Henry, and Harriet are all here praying for you! Don't look down! Keep your eyes towards the top!"

The boy does not look down. His eye is fixed towards heaven, and his young heart on Him who reigns there. He grasps again his knife. He cuts another niche, and another foot is added to the hundreds that remove him from the reach of human help from below.

The sun is half-way down in the west. Men are leaning over the outer edge of the bridge with ropes in their hands. But fifty more niches must be cut before the longest rope can reach the boy! Two minutes more, and all will be over. That blade is worn to the last half-inch. The boy's head reels. His last hope is dying in his heart; his life must hang upon the next niche he cuts. That niche will be his last.

At the last cut he makes, his knife—his faithful knife—drops from his little, nerveless hand, and, ringing down the precipice, falls at his mother's feet! An involuntary groan of despair runs through the crowd below, and all is still as the grave. At the height of nearly three hundred feet, the devoted boy lifts his hopeless heart and closing eyes to commend his soul to God.

Hark! A shout falls on his ears from above! A man who is lying with half his length over the bridge has caught a glimpse of the boy's head and shoulders. Quick as thought the noosed rope is within reach of the sinking youth. No one breathes. With a faint, convulsive effort, the swooning boy drops his arm into the noose.

Not a lip moves while he is dangling over that fearful abyss; but, when a sturdy arm reaches down and draws up the lad, and holds him up before the tearful, breathless multitude, such shouting and such leaping and weeping for joy had never before greeted a human being so recovered from the jaws of death.


Elihu Burritt


 


Author
 .—Elihu Burritt
 (1810—1879), the "Learned Blacksmith," an American writer who spent his leisure in study and became a mathematician and a wonderful linguist. He was an earnest apostle of international peace. His best-known work is Sparks from the Anvil
 .


General
 .—The story is graphically told in a series of word-pictures—the boys at the foot of the cliff and the wild lad climbing; the father's distress; attempts at rescue; the climax, when the boy is about to fall; the rescue; the rejoicings. Can you visualize these scenes? Do you think fifty niches too many for two minutes' work? Is there confusion of thought in paragraph four? Why did the rescuers use several ropes? Remember that natural bridges arc generally the result of the action of water which works through loose soil or soft rock beneath a harder layer. Virginia is an American State named after the "Virgin Queen," Elizabeth. The famous Natural Bridge of Virginia is in Rockbridge county, near Lexington. Consult an atlas.
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CALLING TO ME

Through the hush of my heart, in the spell of its dreaming,

Comes the song of a bush boy glad-hearted and free;

Oh, the gullies are green where the sunlight is streaming,

And the voice of that youngster is calling to me.

 

It is calling to me with a haunting insistence,

And my feet wander off on a hoof-beaten track,

Till I hear the old magpies away in the distance

With a song of the morning that's calling me back.

 

It is calling me back, for the dew's on the clover,

And the colours are mellow on mountain and tree;

Oh, the gold has gone grey in the heart of the rover,

And the bush in the sunshine is calling to me.

 

It is calling to me, though the breezes are telling

Gay troubadour tales to the stars as they roam;

For the tapers are lit in the humble old dwelling,

And the love that it sheltered is calling me home.

 

It is calling me home—but the white road lies gleaming,

And afar from it all must I tarry and dree;

Just an echo far off, in the hush of my dreaming,

Is the voice of a youngster that's calling to me.

"John O'Brien
 " (Father Hartigan), in Around the Boree Log
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Drawn by John Rowell

"Glad-hearted and free."



'Tis not in mortals to command success,

But we'll do more, Sempronius, we'll deserve it.


Addison


 


Author
 .—"John O'Brien
 " is the pen-name of the Reverend Francis Hartigan, a Catholic priest at Narrandera, New South Wales. His book of poems Round the Boree Log and Other Verses
 (Angus and Robertson, Sydney) is widely popular.


General
 .—"I rememher, I remember, the house where I was born." Most poets refer, in one poem at least, to the place of their birth. It is said that Shakespeare is an exception. What other poems express the same feelings? Can you mark the three-pulse beat along the lines? Do you notice the device of repetition at the opening of the stanzas? What does he mean by "the gold has gone grey," "a haunting insistence," "troubadour tales," "dree"? Describe the place of your birth, and see if you can do as well. Then find out what makes the difference.
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THE WHITE GOAT

When the white goat reached the mountain, there was general delight. Never had the old fir-trees seen anything so pretty. They received her like a little princess. The chestnut-trees bent to the ground to kiss her with the tips of their branches. The golden gorse opened wide to let her pass, and smelt just as sweet as it could. In fact, the whole mountain welcomed her.

You can imagine how happy she was. No rope, no stake, nothing to prevent her from skipping and browsing as she pleased.. My dear fellow, the grass was above her horns, and such grass!—luscious, delicate, toothsome, made of all sorts of plants—quite another thing from that grass in the meadow. And the flowers—oh, great big campanulas, and crimson foxgloves with their long calyxes, a perfect forest of wild flowers giving out an intoxicating sweetness.

The white goat wallowed in the thick of them with her hoofs in the air, and rolled down the banks pell-mell with the falling leaves and the chestnuts. Then, suddenly, she sprang to her feet with a bound and a hop. Away she went, head foremost, through thicket and bushes, now on a rock, now in a gully, up there, down there, everywhere. You would have said that ten little white goats were on the mountain.

The fact is, Blanchette was afraid of nothing. She sprang with a leap over torrents that spattered her as she passed with a dust of damp spray. Then, all dripping, she would stretch herself out on a nice flat rock, and dry in the sun. Once, coming to the edge of a slope with a bit of laurel in her teeth, she saw below, far below in the plain, the house of her master with the meadow behind it; and she laughed till she cried. "How small it is!" she said. "How could I ever have lived there?" Poor little thing! Being perched so high, she fancied she was as tall as the world.

*　*　*　*　*

Suddenly the wind freshened. The mountain grew violet; it was dusk. "Already!" said the little goat; and she stopped, quite surprised. Below, the fields were drowned in mist. Her master's meadow disappeared in the fog, and nothing could be seen of the house but the roof and a trifle of smoke. She heard the little bells of a flock that was on its way home, and her heart grew sad. A falcon, making for his nest, swept her with his wings as he passed. She shuddered. There came a howl on the mountain: "Hoo, hoo!"

She thought of the wolf. All day that silly young thing had never once thought of it. At the same moment, a horn sounded far, far down the valley. It was that kind master of hers, making a last effort. "Hoo, hoo!" howled the wolf. "Come back! Come back!" cried the horn.

Blanchette felt a wish to return; but, remembering the stake, the rope, the hedge round the field, she thought that she never could endure that life again, and it was better to remain where she was. The horn ceased to sound. The goat heard behind her the rustling of leaves. She turned, and saw in the shadow two short ears erect and two eyes shining. It was the wolf.

Enormous, motionless, seated on his tail, he was looking at the little white goat, and smacking his lips in advance. As he knew very well he would eat her up, the wolf was not in a hurry; but, when she turned round and saw him, he began to laugh wickedly. "Ha, ha! the little white goat!" And he licked his great red tongue round his wily chops.
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"She put herself on guard."



Blanchette felt she was lost. For an instant, she thought to herself it was better, perhaps, to be eaten at once; but then, thinking otherwise, she put herself on guard, head low, horns forward, like the brave little goat that she was. Not that she had any hope of killing the wolf—goats can't kill wolves—but only to hold out as long as she could. Then the monster advanced, and the pretty little horns began to dance.

Ah, the brave goatling, with what heart she went at it! More than ten times she made the wolf draw back to get breath. During each of these truces, the dainty little thing nibbled one more blade of her dearly loved grass; then, with her mouth full, she returned to the combat. It lasted all through the night. From time to time, the little white goat looked up at the stars as they danced on the cloudless sky, and said to herself, "Oh, if I can only hold out till dawn!"

One after another, the stars went out. Blanchette redoubled the blows of her horns, and the wolf the snap of his teeth. A pale gleam showed on the horizon. The hoarse crowing of a cock arose from a barnyard. "At last!" said the poor little goat, who had only awaited the dawn to die; and she stretched herself out on the ground in her pretty white coat all spotted with gore. Then the wolf fell upon her, and ate her up.


Alphonse Daudet
 , in Letters from my Mill


 


Author
 .—Alphonse Dauted
 , born 1840, died 1897, was a popular French novelist. His best-known works are Letters from my Mill and Tartarin of Tarascon
 . He is a master of delicate wit and simple pathos.


General
 .—What is the character of this story? Why didn't the goat stay at home? Why didn't she give in to the wolf and have done with it? Is the story well told? Why the name Blanchette? What foreign plants and animals are mentioned? Pick out a few striking phrases. Judging by the story, what kind of man was Alphonse Daudet?




Lesson
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SHERWOOD

Sherwood in the twilight, is Robin Hood awake?

Grey and ghostly shadows are gliding through the brake;

Shadows of the dappled deer, dreaming of the morn,

Dreaming of a shadowy man that winds a shadowy horn.

 

Robin Hood is here again. All his merry thieves

Hear a ghostly bugle-note shivering through the leaves,

Calling as he used to call, faint and far away,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

 

Love is in the greenwood building him a house

Of wild rose and hawthorn and honeysuckle boughs.

Love is in the greenwood, dawn is in the skies;

And Marian is waiting with a glory in her eyes.

 

Hark! the dazzled laverock climbs the golden steep,

Marian is waiting—is Robin Hood asleep?

Round the fairy grass-rings frolic elf and fay,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

 

Oberon, Oberon, rake away the gold,

Rake away the red leaves, roll away the mould,

Rake away the gold leaves, roll away the red,

And wake Will Scarlett from his leafy forest bed.

 

Friar Tuck and Little John are riding down together,

With quarter-staff and drinking can and gray goose-feather.

The dead are coming back again; the years are rolled away

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.

 

Softly over Sherwood the south wind blows,

All the heart of England hid in every rose

Hears across the greenwood the sunny whisper leap—

Sherwood in the red dawn, is Robin Hood asleep?

 

Where the deer are gliding down the shadowy glen

All across the glades of fern he calls his merry men;

Doublets of the Lincoln green glancing through the may

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day;

 

Calls them and they answer. From aisles of oak and ash

Rings the Follow! Follow! and the boughs begin to crash;

The ferns begin to flutter and the flowers begin to fly;

And through the crimson dawning the robber band goes by.

 

Robin! Robin! Robin! All his merry thieves

Answer as the bugle-note shivers through the leaves,

Calling as he used to call, faint and far away,

In Sherwood, in Sherwood, about the break of day.


Alfred Noyes


 


Author
 .—Alfred Noyes
 , a living English poet, was born in 1880. He was for a time a professor of English in American universities. Many of his poems deal with the sea, one of his best-known books being entitled Forty Singing Seamen
 .


General
 .—Do you like the metre? Can you find a distinct pause or break in each line? Why does such romance cling to Robin Hood if, in plain terms, he was a thief? How many members of Robin's band are mentioned At what period did they live? What great Scottish author writes of Robin Hood? In which book? Who was Oberon? What do you notice about this line—"The ferns begin to flutter and the flowers begin to fly"? Which line in the poem do you like best?




Lesson
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THE STORY OF ABOU HASSAN THE WAG

There was a merchant of Bagdad, in the reign of the Caliph Haroun al-Raschid, and he had a son named Abou Hassan the Wag. And this merchant died, leaving to his son vast wealth; whereupon Abou Hassan divided his property into two equal portions, one of which he laid aside, and the other he spent. He took as his familiar friends a number of the sons of the merchants, and others, and gave himself up to the delights of good drinking and good eating, until half his wealth was consumed. Upon this he repaired to his associates, relations, and boon companions, and exposed to them his case, showing them how little property remained in his possession; but none of them paid any regard to him, or uttered a word in reply. So he returned to his mother with a broken heart, and told her of the treatment that he had experienced from his associates—that they would neither do him justice nor even reply to him. But she said, "O Abou Hassan, thus are the sons of this age; as long as thou hast anything, they draw thee near to them." She was grieved for him, and he sighed and wept.

He then sprang up, and went to the place in which was deposited the other half of his wealth, and upon this he lived agreeably. He took an oath that he would not thenceforth associate with any of those whom he knew, but only with strangers, and that he would not associate with any person but for one night, and on the following morning would not recognize him. Accordingly, every night, he went forth and seated himself on the bridge; and, when a stranger passed by him, he invited him to an entertainment, and took him to his house, where he caroused with him that night until the morning. He then dismissed him, and, after that, he would not salute him if he saw him.

Thus he continued to do for a whole year. As he was sitting one day upon the bridge as usual, to see who might come towards him, Haroun al-Raschid the Caliph and certain of the domestics passed by in disguise. The Caliph had come forth to amuse himself among the people. So Abou Hassan laid hold upon him, and said to him, "O my master, hast thou any desire for a repast and beverage?" Al-Raschid said to him, "Conduct us." Abou Hassan knew not who was his guest. The Caliph proceeded with him to Abou Hassan's house; and, when al-Raschid entered, he found in it a beautiful saloon. After he had seated himself there and been entertained, he said to Abou Hassan, "O young man, who art thou? Acquaint me with thy history, that I may requite thee for thy kindness." But Abou Hassan smiled, and replied, "O my master, far be it from me that what hath happened should recur, and that I should be in thy company again after this time!" "Why so?" said the Caliph. So Abou Hassan told him his story; and, when the Caliph heard it, he laughed violently, and said, "By Allah, O my brother, thou art excusable in this matter."

Then a dish of roast goose was placed before him, and a cake of fine bread; and Abou Hassan sat, and cut off the meat, and put morsels into the mouth of the Caliph, and they continued eating until they were satisfied. Then the basin and ewer were brought, with the kali; and they washed their hands. After this, Abou Hassan lighted for his guest three candles and three lamps, spread the wine-cloth, and brought clear, strained, old, perfumed wine, the odour of which was like fragrant musk; and, having filled the first cup, he handed it to the Caliph, who accepted it from his hand, drank it, and handed it back to him. So they drank and caroused until midnight.

After this the Caliph said to his host, "O Abou Hassan, is there any service that thou wouldst have performed, or any desire that thou wouldst have accomplished?" Abou Hassan answered, "In our neighbourhood is a mosque, to which belong an imam and four sheikhs; and, whenever they hear music or any sport, they incite the judge against me, and impose fines upon me, and trouble my life, so that I suffer torment from them. If I had them in my power, therefore, I would give each of them a thousand lashes, that I might be relieved from their excessive annoyance."

Al-Raschid replied, "May Allah grant thee the accomplishment of thy wish!" And, without being aware of it, al-Raschid put into a cup a lozenge of bhang, and handed it to him; and, as soon as it had settled in his stomach, he fell asleep immediately. Al-Raschid then arose and went to the door, where he found his young men waiting for him, and he ordered them to convey Abou Hassan upon a mule, and returned to the palace—Abou Hassan being intoxicated and insensible. When the Caliph had rested himself in the palace, he called for his Vizier, and certain of his chief attendants, and said to them all, "In the morning when ye see this young man (pointing to Abou Hassan) seated on the royal couch, pay obedience to him, and salute him as Caliph, and whatsoever he commandeth you, do it." Then going to his girl slaves, he directed them to wait upon Abou Hassan, and to address him as Prince of the Faithful; after which, he entered a private room, and, having let down a curtain over the entrance, slept.

So, when Abou Hassan awoke, he found himself upon the royal couch, with the attendants standing around, and kissing the ground before him; and a maid said to him, "O our lord, it is the time for morning prayer." Upon which he laughed, and, looking round about him, he beheld a magnificent pavilion, with furniture and carpets spread, and lighted lamps, and slaves and other attendants; whereat he was perplexed in his mind, and said, "By Allah, either I am dreaming, or this is Paradise, and the Abode of Peace." And he closed his eyes. So a servant said to him, "O my lord, this is not thy usual custom, O Prince of the Faithful." He was perplexed at his case, and began to open his eyes by little and little. He bit his finger; and, when he found that the bite pained him, he cried, "Ah!" and was angry. Then, raising his head, he called one of the slaves, who answered him, "At thy service, O Prince of the Faithful!" He said to her, "What is thy name?" She answered, "Cluster of Pearls." And he said, "Knowest thou in what place I am, and who I am?" "Thou art the Prince of the Faithful," she answered, "sitting in thy palace, upon the royal couch." He replied, "I am perplexed at my case; my reason hath departed, and it seemeth that I am asleep; but what shall I say of my yesterday's guest? I imagine nothing but that he is a devil, or an enchanter, who has sported with my reason."
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"Thou art the Prince of the Faithful."



All this time, the Caliph was observing him from a place where Abou Hassan could not see him. Abou Hassan looked towards the chief servant, and called to him and said to him, "Who is the Prince of the Faithful?" "Thou," he answered. Abou Hassan replied, "Thou liest." Addressing another servant, he said to him, "O my chief, as thou hopest for Allah's protection, tell me, am I the Prince of the Faithful?" "Yea, by Allah," answered the man, "thou art at this present time the Prince of the Faithful, and the Caliph of the Lord of all Creatures." Abou Hassan, perplexed at all that he beheld, said, "In one night do I become Prince of the Faithful! Was I not yesterday Abou Hassan; and to-day am I Prince of the Faithful?"

He remained perplexed and confounded until the morning, when a servant advanced and said, "May Allah grant a happy morning to the Prince of the Faithful!" He handed to Abou Hassan a pair of shoes of gold stuff, adorned with precious stones and rubies; Abou Hassan took them, and, after examining them a long time, put them into his sleeve. So the servant said to him, "These are shoes to walk in." And Abou Hassan replied, "Thou hast spoken truth." He therefore took them forth, and put them on his feet. Shortly after, the slaves brought him a basin of gold and a ewer of silver, and poured the water upon his hands; and, when he had performed the ablution, they spread for him a prayer-carpet, and he prayed. They then brought him a magnificent dress, and, looking at himself as he sat upon the couch, he said, "All this is an illusion, and a trick of the genii."

While he was in this state, lo, a servant came in and said to him, "O Prince of the Faithful, the chamberlain is at the door, requesting permission to enter!" "Let him enter," replied Abou Hassan. So he came in, and, having kissed the ground before him, said, "Peace be on thee, O Prince of the Faithful. At thy service!" Abou Hassan said to him, "Repair immediately to such a street, and give a hundred pieces of gold to the mother of Abou Hassan the Wag, with my salutation; then take the imam of the mosque, and the four sheikhs; inflict upon each of them a thousand lashes; and, when thou hast done that, write a bond against them, confirmed by oath, that they shall not reside in the street. After, thou shalt have them paraded through the city, mounted on beasts, with their faces to the tails, and have proclaimed before them—'This is the recompense of those who annoy their neighbours!' Beware of neglecting that which I have commanded thee to do." So the judge did as he was ordered. When Abou Hassan had exercised his authority until the close of the day, he called for a servant who was near at hand, and said to him, "I am hungry, and desire something to eat." The servant replied, "I hear and obey," and led him by the hand into the eating-chamber, where the attendants placed before him a table of rich viands; and ten slave-girls stood behind his head. Abou Hassan, looking at one of these, said to her, "What is thy name?" She answered, "Branch of Willow." And he said to her, "O Branch of Willow, who am I?" "Thou art the Prince of the Faithful," she answered. But he replied, "Thou liest, by Allah. You girls are laughing at me." Then the slave-girls led him by the hand to the drinking chamber, where he saw what astonished the mind. One of the slave-girls filled for him a cup of wine; and he took it from her hand and drank it. After this the slave-girls plied him with wine in abundance, and one of them threw into his cup a lozenge of bhang; and, when it had settled in his stomach, he fell down senseless.

Al-Raschid then gave orders to convey him to his house; and the servants did so, and laid him on his bed. When he recovered from his intoxication, in the latter part of the night, he found himself in the dark; and he called out, "Branch of Willow! Cluster of Pearls!" But no one answered him. His mother, however, heard him shouting these names, and arose and came, and said to him, "What hath happened to thee, O my son, and what hath befallen thee? Art thou mad?" When he heard the words of his mother, he said to her, "Who art thou, O ill-omened old woman, that thou addressest the Prince of the Faithful with these expressions?" She answered, "I am thy mother, O my son." But he, replied, "Thou liest; I am the Prince of the Faithful, the lord of the countries and the people." "Be silent," she said, "or else thy life will be lost." She began to pronounce spells and to recite charms over him, and said to him, "It seemeth, O my son, that thou hast seen this in a dream." She then said to him, "I give thee good news, at which thou wilt be rejoiced." "What is it?" said he. She answered, "The Caliph gave orders yesterday to beat the imam and the four sheikhs, and caused a bond to be written against them, that they shall meddle no longer; and he sent me a hundred pieces of gold, with his salutation." When Abou Hassan heard these words from his mother, he uttered a loud cry, and he exclaimed, "I am he who gave orders to beat the sheikhs, and who sent thee the hundred pieces of gold, with my salutation, and I am the Prince of the Faithful."

Having said this, he rose up against his mother, and beat her with an almond stick, saying to her, "O ill-omened old woman, am I not the Prince of the Faithful? Thou hast enchanted me!" When the neighbours heard his words, they said, "This man hath become mad." And they came in and laid hold upon him, bound his hands behind him, and conveyed him to the madhouse. There every day they punished him, flogging him with whips, making him a madman in spite of himself. Thus he continued, stripped of his clothing, and chained by the neck to a high window, for the space of ten days; after which, his mother came to salute him. And she said to him, "O my son, if thou wert Prince of the Faithful, thou wouldst not suffer this." When he heard what his mother said, he replied, "By Allah, thou hast spoken truth. It seemeth that I was only asleep, and dreamt that they made me Caliph, and assigned me servants and slaves." His mother said to him, "O my son, verily Satan doth more than this." He replied, "Thou hast spoken truth, and I beg forgiveness of God for the actions committed by me."

They therefore took him forth from the madhouse and conducted him into the bath; and, when he had recovered his health, he prepared food and drink, and began to eat. But eating by himself was not pleasant to him; and he walked to the bridge, to seek for himself a cup-companion. While he was sitting there, lo, Haroun al-Raschid the Caliph came to him in the garb of a merchant; for, from the time of his parting with him, he came every day to the bridge, but found him not till now. As soon as Abou Hassan saw him, he said to him, "A friendly welcome to thee, O King of the Genii!" So Haroun al-Raschid said, "What have I done to thee?" "What more couldst thou do," said Abou Hassan, "than thou hast done unto me, O filthiest of the genii? I have suffered beating, and entered the madhouse, and they pronounced me a madman. All this was occasioned by thee. I brought thee to my abode, and fed thee with the best of my food; and, after that, thou gavest thy devils and thy slaves entire power over me, to make sport with my reason from morning to evening. Depart from me, therefore, and go thy way."

The Caliph smiled at this, and, seating himself by his side, addressed him in courteous language, and said to him, "O my brother, when I went forth from thee, I carelessly left the door open, and probably the Devil went in to thee." Abou Hassan replied, "Inquire not respecting that which happened to me. What possessed thee," he added, "that thou shouldst leave the door open, so that the Devil came in to me, and that such and such things befell me?"

He related to the Caliph all that had happened to him from first to last, while al-Raschid laughed, but concealed his laughter; after which, the Caliph said to him, "Praise be to God that thou art cured." But Abou Hassan replied, "I will not take thee again as my boon companion, nor as an associate to sit with me; for the proverb saith, 'He who stumbleth against a stone and returneth to it is to be blamed and reproached.' With thee, O my brother, I will not carouse, nor will I keep company with thee; since I have not found thy visit to be followed by good fortune to me." The Caliph, however, said, "I have been the means of the accomplishment of thy desire with regard to the imam and the sheikhs." "Yes," replied Abou Hassan. And al-Raschid added, "Perhaps something will happen to thee that will rejoice thy heart more than that." "Then what dost thou desire of me?" said Abou Hassan. "My desire," answered al-Raschid, "is to be thy guest this night." At length Abou Hassan said, "On the condition that thou swear to me by the inscription on the seal of Solomon the son of David (on both of whom be peace!) that thou wilt not suffer thy spirits to make sport with me." Al-Raschid replied, "I hear and obey."

So Abou Hassan took him to his abode, and put the food and wine before him and his attendants, and they ate and drank as much as satisfied them. Abou Hassan then said to the Caliph, "O my boon companion, in truth I am perplexed respecting my case. It seemeth that I was Prince of the Faithful, and that I exercised authority, and gave and bestowed: and truly, O my brother, it was not a vision of sleep." But the Caliph replied, "This was the result of confused dreams." Having said this, he put a piece of bhang into the cup, and said, "By my life, drink this cup." "Verily I will drink it from thy hand," replied Abou Hassan. So he took the cup, and, when he had drunk it, his head fell before his feet. The Caliph then arose immediately, and ordered his young men to convey Abou Hassan to the palace, and to lay him upon his couch, and commanded the slaves to stand around him; after which he concealed himself in a place where Abou Hassan could not see him, and ordered a slave-girl to take her lute and strike its chords over Abou Hassan's head.

It was then the close of the night, and, Abou Hassan awaking, and hearing the sounds of the lutes and tambourines and flutes, and the singing of the slave-girls, cried out, "O my mother!" Whereupon the slave-girls answered, "At thy service, O Prince of the Faithful!" When he heard this, he reflected upon all that had happened to him with his mother, and how he had beaten her, and how he had been taken into the madhouse, and he saw the marks of the beating that he had suffered there. Then, looking at the scene that surrounded him, he said, "These are all of them of the genii, in the shapes of human beings! I commit my affair unto Allah!" Looking towards a servant by his side, he said to him, "Bite my ear, that I may know if I be asleep or awake." The servant said, "How shall I bite thine ear, when thou art the Prince of the Faithful?" But Abou Hassan answered, "Do as I have commanded thee, or I will strike off thy head." So he bit it until his teeth met together, and Abou Hassan uttered a loud shriek.

Al-Raschid (who was behind a curtain in a closet) and all who were present fell down with laughter, and they said to the servant, "Art thou mad, that thou bitest the ear of the Caliph?" Abou Hassan said to them, "Is it not enough, O ye wretches of genii, that hath befallen me? But ye are not in fault: the fault is your chief's, who transformed you from the shapes of genii into the shapes of human beings. I implore help against you."

Upon this al-Raschid exclaimed from behind the curtain, "Thou hast killed us, O Abou Hassan!"

And Abou Hassan recognized him, and kissed the ground before him, greeting him with a prayer for the increase of his glory and the prolongation of his life. Al-Raschid then clad him in a rich dress, gave him a thousand pieces of gold, and made him one of his chief boon companions.

From The Arabian Nights' Entertainments


 


Author
 .—The Arabian Nights' Entertainments
 is a famous collection of Eastern tales by various authors—Indian, Persian, and Arabian. Many of the stories tell of Bagdad and the Caliph Haroun al-Raschid (Aaron the Wise). Readers will remember the tales of Aladdin, Ali Baba, and Sindbad the Sailor
 .


General
 .—Note the steps or divisions of the story—Abou's early extravagance, his repentance, his first meeting with the Caliph, the feast, the trick, the awakening, the progress of the deception, the madhouse, the second meeting with the Caliph, the happy ending. Note the old-fashioned phrasing, the dignity of some of the speeches, the use of "thou," the religious allusions. Bhang
 is a sleepy intoxicant made from hemp, an imam
 is a priest in a Mohammedan mosque, Allah
 is the Almighty, the genii
 were powerful spirits, the Verse of the Throne
 refers to a portion of the Koran, or Mohammedan scriptures.
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CLANCY OF THE OVERFLOW

I had written him a letter, which I had, for want of better

Knowledge, sent to where I met him down the Lachlan, years ago;

He was shearing when I knew him, so I sent the letter to him,

Just "on spec." addressed as follows, "Clancy, of The Overflow."

 

And an answer came directed in a writing unexpected,

(And I think the same was written with a thumb-nail dipped in tar)

'Twas his shearing mate who wrote it, and verbatim I will quote it:

"Clancy's gone to Queensland droving, and we don't know where he are."

In my wild erratic fancy visions come to me of Clancy

Gone a-droving "down the Cooper," where the Western drovers go;

As the stock are slowly stringing, Clancy rides behind them singing,

For the drover's life has pleasures that the townsfolk never know.
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Drawn by John Rowell

The Drover



And the bush hath friends to meet him, and their kindly voices greet him

In the murmur of the breezes and the river on its bars,

And he sees the vision splendid of the sunlit plains extended,

And at night the wondrous glory of the everlasting stars.

*　*　*　*　*　*

I am sitting in my dingy little office, where a stingy

Ray of sunlight struggles feebly down between the houses tall,

And the fetid air and gritty of the dusty, dirty city,

Through the open window floating, spreads its foulness over all.

 

And in place of lowing cattle, I can hear the fiendish rattle

Of the tramways and the 'buses making hurry down the street,

And the language uninviting of the gutter children fighting

Comes fitfully and faintly through the ceaseless tramp of feet.

 

And the hurrying people daunt me, and their pallid faces haunt me

As they shoulder one another in their rush and nervous haste,

With their eager eyes and greedy, and their stunted forms and weedy,

For townsfolk have no time to grow—they have no time to waste.

 

And I somehow rather fancy that I'd like to change with Clancy,

Like to take a turn at droving where the seasons come and go,

While he faced the round eternal of the cash-book and the journal—

But I doubt he'd suit the office, Clancy, of The Overflow.


Andrew Barton Paterson


 


Author
 .—Andrew Barton Paterson
 ("Banjo") was born in New South Wales in 1864 and became a lawyer and journalist. He served in the South African War and as a remount officer in Egypt. He wrote for the Sydney Bulletin
 many stirring bush ballads, which were afterwards published in book form—The Man From Snowy River, Rio Grande's Last Race, Sallbush Bill, Old Bush Songs
 (edited), as well as prose works—An Outback Marriage, Three Elephant Power
 , etc. His people were pastoralists. "He is the poet of the man who rides, as Lawson is of the man who walks."


General
 .—Describe the character of Clancy as revealed in the poem. What do these mean—"on spec," "verbatim"? Find the Lachlan and the Cooper on the map. Argue the point whether the writer's life in the city was or was not preferable to Clancy's in the open. Is it generally true that townsfolk have pallid faces, stunted forms, greenly eyes, and jangled nerves?
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ROUND THE COMPASS IN AUSTRALIA

The most delightful thing in the life of Northern Australia is its care-free appearance. Existence is literally out of doors, and people live as if burglars were unknown. I have ridden past houses in the early morning, and have seen the verandas littered with books, bric-à-brac, walking-sticks, hats, lamps, and other articles—and the door wide open. Night after night things are left so, and they are not stolen. Stealing is punished in Queensland with the greatest rigour. A man might be guilty of manslaughter, and stand in better odour with the authorities than the thief.

I have ridden to a plantation late at night, turned my horse into the horse-paddock, entered the house, struck a match, found a sofa, lain down, and awakened in the morning to find life bustling about me, my breakfast ready on the table; and I an utter stranger.

Such is the freedom of life. I was a traveller. I suppose I did not look like a vagabond; they appreciated the desire on my part not to disturb their rest, and they apologized for the hardness of the sofa.

Gilbert Parker, in Round the Compass in Australia

 


Author
 .—Sir Gilbert Parker
 was born in Canada in 1862. He became a world traveller and a prolific author of novels and travel notes as well as of a few poems. His best-known romances are The Seats of the Mighty, When Valmond Came to Pontiac, and The Right of Way. Round the Compass in Australia
 was published in 1892.


General
 .—What are the two chief virtues of the Queenslanders, according to the author? Do you think this applies to all Australia? Give instances to support your view. Bric-a-brac is a French word for curios.
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THE JOURNEY ONWARDS

As slow our ship her foamy track

Against the wind was cleaving,

Her trembling pennant still looked back

To that dear isle 'twas leaving.

So loth we part from all we love,

From all the links that bind us;

So turn our hearts, as on we rove,

To those we've left behind us!

 

When, round the bowl, of vanished years

We talk with joyous seeming—

With smiles that might as well be tears,

So faint, so sad their beaming;

While memory brings us back again

Each early tie that twined us,

Oh, sweet's the cup that circles then

To those we've left behind us!

 

And, when in other climes we meet

Some isle or vale enchanting,

Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweet,

And naught but love is wanting,

We think how great had been our bliss

If Heaven had but assigned us

To live and die in scenes like this,

With some we've left behind us!

 

As travellers oft look back at eve

When eastward darkly going,

To gaze upon that light they leave

Still faint behind them glowing—

So, when the close of pleasure's day

To gloom hath near consigned us,

We turn to catch one fading ray

Of joy that's left behind us.


Thomas Moore


 


General
 .—Another sad poem of scenes and days departed. To what other climes have Irishmen gone? Mention some that have won to prominence in Australia and elsewhere. What is most missed by the emigrant? Dwell on the last stanza, where a lifetime and a day are compared.
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ZADIG THE WISE

One day, when Zadig was walking near a little wood, he saw the Queen's attendants and several officers running towards him. He noticed that they were in great anxiety, for they ran about as if they were quite bewildered, looking for something of great value which they had lost.

When they came up to him, the Chief Attendant said, "Have you seen the Queen's pet dog?"

Zadig replied, "It is a very small spaniel; it has a limp of the left forefoot, and it has very long ears."

"You have seen it, then?" exclaimed the Chief Attendant, joyfully.

"No," replied Zadig. "I have never seen it. I did not know that the Queen had such a dog."

Precisely at the same time, the most beautiful horse in the King's stable had escaped from the hands of the stable attendants and galloped out on the plains of Babylon. The Grand Vizier and all the other officers ran after it with as much anxiety as the Chief Attendant ran after the spaniel.

The Grand Vizier addressed himself to Zadig, and asked him if he had seen the King's horse pass. Zadig replied: "It is a horse which gallops to perfection; it is five feet high, with very small hoofs. It has a tail three and a half feet long; the bit of its bridle is of gold; its shoes are of silver."

"Which road has it taken? Where is it?" demanded the Vizier.

"I have never seen it," replied Zadig, "and I have never before heard it spoken of."

The Grand Vizier and the Chief Attendant did not doubt that Zadig had stolen the King's horse and the Queen's dog. They had him convoyed before the judges, who condemned him to be flogged and to pass the rest of his days in exile.

The judgment had scarcely been pronounced when the horse and the dog were found. The judges were under the sad necessity of reversing their judgment, but they condemned Zadig to pay four hundred ounces of gold for having said that he had never seen what he had seen. He was first obliged to pay this fine; after which he was permitted to plead his cause before the Council.

He spoke in these terms:—

"This is what happened to me. I was walking towards the little wood, where I lately encountered the venerable Chief Attendant and the most illustrious Grand Vizier. I had seen on the sand the traces of an animal, and I had easily judged that they were those of a little dog.

"Other traces which appeared to have continually raised the surface of the sand by the side of the front feet told me that it had long ears. As I remarked that the sand was always less crushed by one foot than by the three others, I understood that the dog of our august Queen was, if I may dare say so, a little lame.

"With regard to the King's horse, you must knew that, while I was walking in the roads of this wood, I perceived the marks of the hoofs of a horse. They were all at equal distances. Here, said I, is a horse which gallops perfectly. The dust of the trees, in a narrow route only seven feet broad, was brushed off here and there, to right and left, at three and a half feet from the middle of the road. This horse, I added, has a tail three and a half feet long, which, by its movement right and left, has scattered the dust.

"I had seen under the trees, which formed a canopy five feet high, newly-fallen leaves from the branches, and I knew that this horse had touched them, and therefore it was five feet high. As to the bridle, I knew it must be of gold, for I saw where it had rubbed its bit against a stone. I judged, finally, by the marks which its shoes had left on the pebbles of another kind, that it was shod with silver."

All the judges marvelled at Zadig's deep and subtle discernment, and a report of it reached the King and Queen. The registrar, the bailiffs, and the attorneys came to his house with great solemnity to restore him his four hundred ounces; they kept back only three hundred and ninety-eight of them for legal expenses; and their servants, too, claimed their fees. Zadig saw how very dangerous it sometimes is to show oneself too knowing.


Voltaire
 (pen-name of Francois Marie Arouet)

 

"How hast thou purchased this experience?"

"By my penny of observation."


Shakespeare


 


Author
 .—Francois Marie Arouet de Voltaire
 (1694—1778) was a French poet and philosopher who wrote tales, dramas, histories, and essays, and exercised great influence over European thought.


General
 .—The exploits of Sherlock Holmes and other modern detectives of fiction are not more interesting than those in old stories. Remember the Dervish and the Camel. Find an instance of Voltaire's sarcasm in the last paragraph, and another in the middle of the story.
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"WHERE LIES THE LAND?"

Where lies the land to which the ship would go?

Far, far ahead is all her seamen know.

And where the land she travels from? Away,

Far, far behind, is all that they can say.

 

On sunny noons, upon the deck's smooth face,

Linked arm in arm, how pleasant here to pace;

Or, o'er the stern reclining, watch below

The foaming wake far-widening as we go.

 

On stormy nights when wild north-westers rave,

How proud a thing to fight with wind and wave!

The dripping sailor on the reeling mast

Exults to bear, and scorns to wish it past.

 

Where lies the land to which the ship would go?

Far, far ahead is all her seamen know.

And where the land she travels from? Away,

Far, far behind, is all that they can say.

A. H. Clough


 

Author.—Arthur Hugh Clough
 (1819-1861), an English poet educated at Rugby College and Oxford University. He is best known by his short lyrics. He was the "Little Arthur" of Tom Brown's School-days
 . He was a great friend of Matthew Arnold, who wrote to his memory a notable elegy, Thyrsis
 .


General
 .—What does "the ship" represent? Can you find any answers to the poet's Whence? and Whither?
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CRŒSUS AND SOLON

In olden times there reigned over a certain country a great and wealthy king called Crœsus. One day there chanced to visit Crœsus a Greek philosopher named Solon, famed as a wise man and just.

Seated upon his throne, and robed in his most gorgeous apparel, Croesus asked of Solon: "Have you ever seen aught more splendid than this?"

"Of a surety have I," replied Solon. "Peacocks, cocks, and pheasants glitter with colours so diverse and so brilliant that no art can compare with them."

Then Croesus exhibited the whole of his riches before Solon's eyes, and boasted of the number of foes he had slain, and the number of territories he had conquered. Then he said: "You have lived long in the world, and have visited many countries. Tell me whom you consider to be the happiest man living?"

"The happiest man living I consider to be a certain poor man who lives in Athens," replied Solon.

"Why do you say that?" asked Croesus.

"Because," replied Solon, "the man of whom I speak has worked hard all his life, has been content with little, has reared fine children, has served his city honourably, and has achieved a noble reputation."

When Croesus heard this he exclaimed:

"And do you reckon that I am not fit to be compared with the man of whom you speak?"

To which Solon replied, "Often it befalls that a poor man is happier than a rich man. Call no man happy until he is dead."

The king dismissed Solon, for he was not pleased at his words. "A fig for melancholy!" he thought. "While a man lives he should live for pleasure." So he forgot about Solon entirely.

Not long afterwards, one of the king's sons died. Next, it was told to Croesus that the Emperor Cyrus was coming to make war upon him.

So Croesus went out against Cyrus with a great army; but the enemy won the battle, shattered the forces of Croesus, and penetrated to the capital.

Then the foreign soldiers began to sack and fire the city. One soldier seized Croesus himself, and was just about to stab him, when his son darted forward and cried aloud, "Do not touch him! That is Croesus, the king!"

So the soldiers carried Croesus away to the Emperor; but Cyrus was celebrating his victory at a banquet, and could not speak with the captive, so orders were sent out for Croesus to be executed.

In the middle of the city square the soldiers built a great burning-pile, and upon the top of it they placed King Croesus.

Croesus gazed around him, remembered the words of the Greek philosopher, and, bursting into tears, could only say, "Ah, Solon, Solon!"

The soldiers were closing in about the pile when the Emperor Cyrus arrived to view the execution. As he did so, he caught these words uttered by Croesus, but could not understand them. So he commanded Croesus to be taken from the pile, and inquired of him what he had just said.

Croesus answered, "I was but naming the name of a wise man—of one who told me a great truth—a truth that is of greater worth than all earthly riches, than all our kingly glory."

And Croesus related to Cyrus his conversation with Solon. The Emperor bethought him that he too was but a man, that he too knew not what Fate might have in store for him. So in the end he had mercy upon Croesus, and became his friend.

From the Russian of Tolstoy

 


Author
 .—Leo Nikolaievitch, Count Tolstoy
 (1828—1910) was a Russian novelist and social reformer. Among his published works are Childhood, Boyhood and Youth, War and Peace, Anna Karenina
 .


General
 .—What was the "great truth" that Solon told to Croesus? Would you sooner have or be? Argue the point.
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THE SLAVE'S DREAM

Beside the ungathered rice he lay,

His sickle in his hand;

His breast was bare, his matted hair

Was buried in the sand;

Again, in the mist and shadow of sleep,

He saw his native land.

Wide through the landscape of his dreams

The lordly Niger flowed;

Beneath the palm-trees on the plain

Once more a king he strode,

And heard the tinkling caravans

Descend the mountain road.

He saw once more his dark-eyed queen

Among her children stand;

They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks,

They held him by the hand!

A tear burst from the sleeper's lids,

And fell into the sand.

And then at furious speed he rode

Along the Niger's bank;

His bridle-reins were golden chains,

And, with a martial clank,

At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel

Smiting his stallion's flank.

Before him, like a blood-red flag,

The bright flamingoes flew;

From morn till night he followed their flight,

O'er plains where the tamarind grew,

Till he saw the roofs of Kaffir huts,

And the ocean rose to view.

At night he heard the lion roar,

And the hyena scream,

And the river-horse, as he crushed the reeds

Beside some hidden stream;

And it passed, like a glorious roll of drums,

Through the triumph of his dream.

The forests, with their myriad tongues,

Shouted of liberty;

And the blast of the desert cried aloud

With a voice so wild and free,

That he started in his sleep, and smiled

At their tempestuous glee.

He did not feel the driver's whip

Nor the burning heat of day;

For death had illumined the Land of Sleep,

And his lifeless body lay

A worn-out fetter, that the soul

Had broken and thrown away.


Longfellow


 


General
 .—In what actual country was the slave? Of what country did he dream? Did he ride up or down the Niger? What birds, beasts, and trees are mentioned? Could several days' events be crowded into one dream? What is wrong with slavery? Mention some people that tried to abolish it. Are the negroes now better off? What is liberty?
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AN AUSTRALIAN TORNADO

The boys were suddenly roused from sound sleep about three o'clock next morning by some one in the room shouting at them: "Hi, there! Hi! Get up, it's coming. Get up quick."

The next instant the bed-clothes were jerked back and a man was pulling them roughly to their feet. It was all so sudden and unexpected that each boy thought that he was dreaming; but, as the man shook and punched them into activity, they became aware of a terrifying noise coming at them across the desert through the black darkness of the night. The air vibrated with a tremendous booming which affected their ears like the deep notes of a huge organ, and the loudest shout was only just heard.

"It's me. It's Peter," said a voice at their side. "Come for your lives. The tornado's right on top of us."

He caught each boy firmly by the wrist and dragged them, dressed only in pyjamas just as they had tumbled out of bed, out of the room, down the corridor, and out at the back of the hotel. Everything was in confusion. They bumped into people and upset chairs and things in their mad rush. Now and again Peter's voice rose above the din, shouting, "The tank! The tank!" but nobody paid any attention, even if they heard the voice of the man above that other and more dreadful voice which was coming nearer and nearer and striking terror into the hearts even of the brave dwellers in the desert.

The shock of the night air did more than anything else fully to arouse the boys. It was like a dash of cold water, and though Peter still kept a tight grip of them, they ran along level with him of their own accord. Out into the yard they dashed, round one or two corners, over a fence at the back of an outhouse, and, suddenly, the man stopped dead and began pulling at something on the ground. It was a grating with a big iron handle. It stuck. The approaching tornado roared with anger while the man put forth all his great strength. The booming sound rose to a shriek of triumph, as if the storm actually saw that these escaping human beings were delivered into its power. But Peter's muscles were like steel and leather. He strained till the veins stood out on his forehead like rope. At last the thing loosened and came up, and the bushman sprawled on his back. But he was on his feet again instantly. Speech would have been no good, so he gripped Vaughan by the collar of his pyjamas and swung him into the hole in the ground and waited only long enough for the boy to find a foothold before he did the same with Stobart. Then he scrambled down himself. They were in a big cement rain-water tank built in the ground at the back of the hotel. There was no water in it.

Nobody spoke. Nobody could speak. The air was so packed full of sound that it seemed as if it could not possibly hold one sound more. It was like the booming of a thousand great guns at the same time; the shock, the recoil, and the rush of air across the entrance to the tank was as if artillery practice on an immense scale were going on. There was a screaming sound as if shells were hurtling through space. Now the pitch blackness of the night was a solid mass; then it was red and livid like a recent bruise; and then again, with a crackle like a discharge of a Maxim, vivid flashes of white fire split the air. Thunder rolled continuously and lightning played without stopping, in a way which is seen and heard only on a battle-field or during a tornado in the desert. It sounded as if the pent-up fury of a thousand years had suddenly been let loose upon that little collection of houses on the vast barren plain.

Down in the tank it was as dark as a tomb. The boys were close to one another, crouched against the wall, unable to move through sheer amazement. Peter stood up and looked out through the entrance, expecting every moment to hear the sound of houses being torn up from their foundations and flung down again many yards distant, mere heaps of splintered wood and twisted iron, with perhaps mangled human corpses in the wreckage. But such a sound did not come.

The tornado lasted about three minutes—that was all—and then it passed, and all those tremendous sounds became muffled in the distance as it retreated.

From Conrad Sayce's In the Musgrave Ranges

 


Author
 .—Conrad Harvey Sayce
 , a Melbourne architect born in England, has written several books dealing with Central Australia—Golden Buckles
 , In the Musgrave Ranges
 , The Golden Valley
 , The Valley of a Thousand Deaths
 , and The Splendid Savage
 . All but the first are adventure books for boys.


General
 .—Where did this happen? Consult a map. What characters are mentioned? A tornado
 is a storm that turns in a circle. What other names are given to these circular storms? What causes them? Describe the fiercest storm you have known.
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HARK! THE BELLS!

Hark! the bells on distant cattle

Waft across the range,

Through the golden-tufted wattle,

Music low and strange;

Like the marriage peal of fairies

Comes the tinkling sound,

Or like chimes of sweet St. Mary's

On far English ground.

How my courser champs the snaffle,

And, with nostril spread,

Snorts, and scarcely seems to ruffle

Fern leaves with his tread;

Cool and pleasant on his haunches

Blows the evening breeze,

Through the overhanging branches

Of the wattle trees.

Onward, to the Southern Ocean,

Glides the breath of Spring,

Onward, with a dreamy motion,

I, too, glide and sing.

Forward, forward still we wander.

Tinted hills that lie

In the red horizon yonder,

Is the goal so nigh?

 

Whisper, spring-wind, softly singing,

Whisper in my ear;

Respite and nepenthe bringing,

Can the goal be near?

Laden with the dew of vespers,

From the fragrant sky,

In my ear the wind that whispers

Seems to make reply:

 

"Question not, but live and labour

Till yon goal be won,

Helping every feeble neighbour,

Seeking help from none;

Life is mostly froth and bubble;

Two things stand like stone—

Kindness in another's trouble,

Courage in your own."

 

Courage, comrades! This is certain,

All is for the best—

There are lights behind the curtain—

Gentles, let us rest.

As the smoke-rack veers to seaward

From "the ancient clay,"

With its moral drifting leeward,

Ends the wanderer's lay.


Adam Lindsay Gordon


 


Author
 .—Adam Llndsay Gordon
 (1833—1870), born in the Azores, came to Australia in 1853 and joined the mounted police. He was elected to the South Australian Parliament in 1865. After failing in business as a keeper of a livery stable, he turned his attention to steeplechase riding. He lived poor at Brighton, Victoria, and died by his own hand. Various publishers have issued his collected poems, which are mostly about horsemen in the open.


General
 .—Which are the descriptive stanzas? Which are the thoughtful stanzas? Which one sums up Gordon's creed? Is it sufficient? Nepenthe, anything that lulls pain or sorrow, is a Greek name for an Egyptian drug, perhaps opium. With regard to the lines "Life is mostly froth and bubble; two things stand like stone," can you get a vision of flood-waters surging round two projecting rocks?
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STARLIGHT

Lamplight and candle-light,

And light of friendly fires—

I love them all, but these to-night

Are none of my desires.

To-night the wind goes whispering

Across the salt lagoon,

And a late bird on hurried wing

Skims low by beach and dune.

A tall ship at anchor rides,

And, through her masts and spars,

There gleams the light I want to-night,

The radiance of stars—

The faint light, the far light,

Of shy, elusive starlight,

The shimmering and glimmering of all the wakeful stars.

Lamplight for chill July,

And joys of printed page,

And candle-light for coquetry

Of gallant, bygone age;

Camp-fires and fires of home

For jollity and mirth;

[image: ]


But starlight for us who roam,

The dreamers of the earth.

Oh, frail and fair as gossamer,

Yet strong as iron bars,

Are dreams that rise beneath the eyes

Of little, kindly stars—

The young dreams, the rare dreams,

The lovely do-and-dare dreams—

They soar so high they fill the sky and touch the very stars.


Sheila McLeod


 


Author
 .—Sheila Mcleod
 is a living New Zealand poetess.


General
 .—A song of starlight should be quiet and tender, shy and glimmering, like the light of stars. Does this song suit the theme? How should it be read? What lights other than starlight are mentioned? Which lights are left out? If you shut your eyes and say "lamplight," what picture do you see? Now try "candle-light," now "camp-fire," now "moonlight," now "electric light," now "daylight," now "twilight." Which one do you like best? How did the poem come to Sheila McLeod? At what time? Her lagoon
 is an arm of the sea; coquetry
 is flirtation; gossamer
 , spider's web. What are the stars? How many colours have the stars of night? Look if you are not sure.
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KING LEAR

Many people, well able to judge, have ranked Shake-speare's King Lear
 as one of the finest dramas ever written. It tells the story of Lear, a headstrong monarch of ancient Britain, who resolves to divide his realm into three parts, and bestow it upon his three daughters in accordance with the amount of love that each professes for him.

Goneril, the eldest daughter, says she loves him more than words can tell, no less than life itself, as much as child ever loved. She receives a rich portion.

Regan, the second daughter, says she loves him even better than does Goneril, and the only joy in life she finds is to think her father loves her. She, too, receives a generous share of Lear's dominions.

Cordelia, the youngest of the daughters and her father's favourite ("her voice was ever soft, gentle, and low—an excellent thing in woman") cannot bring herself to talk like her sisters. She says she loves him neither more nor less than she ought. This offends the proud and testy old man. He casts her off penniless, and she would have been poor indeed if the King of France, who divined her true nature, had not straightway claimed her as his bride and queen.

Having parted with most of his possessions, Lear imagines that the two daughters on whom he has bestowed them will still show him the respect and affection that they had vaunted so highly. Alas! he is mistaken. They and their husbands treat him so badly that, one stormy night, he rushes out with bursting brain to a lonely heath. In the pauses of the tempest, we hear him rave about his daughters, while, now and then, the faithful fool who is with him utters pointed chatter which in its own way is not less bitter.

[image: ]



From a drawing by Sir John Gilbert, R.A

Lear casts off Cordelia



Old and broken, the poor king at length is reunited with Cordelia, who with French forces has come to his aid. But the French are defeated, and Lear is next seen bearing the body of Cordelia from prison, where her sisters had caused her to be put to death.

The guilty sisters perish, and their party is overthrown; but Lear dies of a broken heart—"a man more sinned against than sinning," and "every inch a king."

[image: ]



Author
 .—William Shakespeare
 , the plot of whose tragedy of King Lear is here outlined, was born at Stratford-on-Avon in 1564, and died there in 1616. He is regarded as the world's greatest dramatist and poet. Among his early plays are Love's Labour's Lost
 , Two Gentlemen of Verona
 , and The Comedy of Errors
 ; to the second period belong
 —A Midsummer Night's Dream
 , As You Like It
 , etc
 .; to the third period the great tragedies of Hamlet
 , Othello
 , King Lear
 , Macbeth
 , Antony and Cleopatra
 ; to the last period Cymbeline
 , A Winter's Tale
 , The Tempest
 , and the Sonnets
 .


General
 .—What was the character of Goneril? Of Regan? Of Cordelia? Did Lear deserve his hard fate? Did Cordelia deserve hers? Why didn't Shakespeare give them a happier lot?
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THE LAST MINSTREL

The way was long, the wind was cold,

The minstrel was infirm and old;

His withered cheek and tresses grey,

Seemed to have known a better day;

The harp, his sole remaining joy,

Was carried by an orphan boy;

The last of all the bards was he,

Who sang of Border chivalry;

For, well-a-day! their day was fled,

His tuneful brethren all were dead;

And he, neglected and oppressed,

Wished to be with them, and at rest.

No more, on prancing palfrey borne,

He carolled, light as lark at morn;

No longer courted and caressed,

High placed in hall a welcome guest,

He poured to lord and lady gay

The unpremeditated lay.

Old times were changed, old manners gone;

A stranger filled the Stuart's throne;

The bigots of the iron time

Had called his harmless art a crime;

A wandering harper, scorned and poor,

He begged his bread from door to door,

And tuned to please a peasant's ear

The harp a king had loved to hear.


Sir Walter Scott


 


Author
 .—Sir Walter Scott
 (1771—1832), the greatest of Scottish novelists and one of the greatest of Scottish poets, was born at Edinburgh. Nearly all of his works deal with history, his chief poems being—The Lay of the Last Minstrel
 , Marmion
 , The Lady of the Lake
 , Rokeby
 , Lord of the Isles
 ; his chief prose works Waverley, The Heart of Midlothian
 , Ivanhoe
 , and Quentin Durward. He wrote also a History of Scotland and Tales of a Grandfather
 . "Scott exalted and purified the novel, and made Scotland known throughout the world." He has been called "the Wizard of the North."


General
 .—A cold winter day, a poor old beggar-man, followed by a boy with a harp, the castle in the background, and the cottages clustering near it for protection—can you see the picture? Go back a few years and you will have another picture, the minstrel in his palmy days. Can you visualize that after reading the poem? What is an unpremeditated lay? Who was the stranger that filled the Stuart's throne? Read the whole of Scott's "Lay of the Last Minstrel." It will be a delight.
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THE DEATH OF THE DAUPHIN

The little prince is ill. The little prince is going to die In all the churches of the kingdom, by night and day candles are burning, and prayers are being offered for his recovery. The streets of the old town are sad and noiseless, no clocks striking, carriages creeping softly by.

All the castle is in confusion. Chamberlains and stewards run up and down the marble staircases. In the galleries are pages and beautifully dressed courtiers, who go from one group to another, asking the news, and the ladies-in-waiting make their deep curtsies, drying their eyes all the time with their pretty lace handkerchiefs. The doctors are gathered together in a consultation, and outside the door of their room the prince's tutor and groom are walking about. And out there by the stables rises a plaintive whinny. The stable boys have forgotten the Prince's chestnut, and she is calling miserably for some one to give her something to eat.

And the king. Where is His Majesty the King? He is shut up alone in a room at the end of the castle. Kings do not like to be seen weeping. As for the Queen, that is different. She is seated by the pillow of the little prince, her beautiful face bathed in tears, and she sobs out loud before everybody, just as if she had been a draper's wife.

The little prince is whiter than the laces of his bed, and he lies with closed eyes. One might think he was sleeping, but he isn't. Presently he turns to his mother, and says:

"My queen mother, why are you crying so? Is it that you really believe I am going to die?"

The queen tries to speak, and cannot.

"Don't cry, then, my queen mother. You forget that I am a prince. Princes don't die like this."

The queen weeps more bitterly than before, and the little prince begins to be frightened.

"Listen," he said; "I am not going to let Death come and take me, and I know quite well how to prevent it. Let forty big soldiers come at once and stand guard round our bed. Let a hundred heavy guns watch night and day, with the fuse ready, under our windows. It will be bad for Death if he dares approach."

To humour him, the queen gives the order. Cannon roll into the courtyard, and forty huge soldiers, halberds in hand, walk into the chamber and stand by the walls. They are old campaigners, and their moustaches are grey. The little prince claps his hands when he sees them, and, recognizing one of them, he calls to him:

"Lorrain, Lorrain!"

The old soldier steps towards the bed.

"You know that I love you, dear old Lorrain. Let me see your big sword. If Death comes to take me you'll have to kill him, won't you?"

"Yes, your Highness," says Lorrain, and two great tears trickle down his bronzed face.

Here the chaplain comes up to the little prince and talks to him a long time, softly, and shows him the crucifix. The little prince seems very much surprised, and suddenly interrupts:

"I understand quite well what you are telling me, Sir Priest. But all the same, couldn't my little cousin Beppo die instead of me, if I gave him a lot of money?"

The chaplain goes on talking in a low voice, and the little prince seems more and more astonished. When the priest had finished, he sighs, and says:

"All you say is very sad, Sir Priest. But one thing comforts me. Up there, in the heaven among the stars, I shall still be a prince. I know that the good God is a kinsman, and will remember to treat me according to my rank." Then he turns to his mother, and adds: "Let some one bring me my finest clothes, my ermine doublet, and my velvet shoes. I want to let the angels see me looking nice, and enter heaven dressed like a prince."

A third time, the chaplain bends over the bed and talks to the little prince in a low voice. Before he has half finished, the king's son interrupts him angrily.

"Why, then," he cries, "to be a prince is to be nothing at all!"

Refusing to listen to anything more, the little prince turns to the wall and weeps bitterly.


Alphonse Daudet
 .

 


General
 .—"Sceptre and crown must humble down, and in the dust be equal made with the poor crooked scythe and spade." The Dauphin, heir to the French throne, was in this case a boy with an exalted opinion of his rank, his importance, his divine right. Pick out speeches that indicate it. What feeling is uppermost in your mind after reading the story? A halberd
 was a long-handled weapon, partly axe and partly spear; ermine
 is the fur of a kind of weasel found in the northern parts of Europe, Asia, and America, white on the body of the animal, and black on the tail; a doublet
 was a close-fitting garment, with or without sleeves, for males; it went from the neck to below the waist, somewhat like a pull-over. Find pictures of these things.




Lesson
 52


PIPPA'S SONG

The year's at the spring

And day's at the morn;

Morning's at seven;

The hillside's dew-pearled;

The lark's on the wing;

The snail's on the thorn;

God's in His heaven:

All's right with the world.


Robert Browning
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YOUNG LOCHINVAR

Oh, young Lochinvar is come out of the west;

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best;

And, save his good broad-sword, he weapon had none;

He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.

 

He stayed not for brake, and he stopped not for stone;

He swam the Esk River where ford there was none;

But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate,

The bride had consented—the gallant came late;

For a laggard in love and a dastard in war

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.

 

So boldly he entered the Netherby hall,

'Mong bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all:

Then spake the bride's father, his hand on his sword

(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word),

"Ho! come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?"

 

"I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied;

Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide;

And now am I come, with this lost love of mine,

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.

There are maidens in Scotland, more lovely by far,

That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar."

 

The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took it up;

He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the cup.

She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh,

With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar;

"Now tread we a measure!" said young Lochinvar.
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So stately his form, and so lovely her face,

That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume,

And the bride-maidens whispered, "'Twere better by far

To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochinvar."

 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reached the hall door, and the charger stood near;

So light to the croup the fair lady he swung,

So light to the saddle, before her, he sprung!

"She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur!

They'll have fleet steeds that follow!" quoth young Lochinvar.
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There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;

Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran;

There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lea,

But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?

 


Sir Walter Scott
 .
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Drawings by Jean Moreton



General
 .—Here is romance, a Border tale of love and action, graphically thrown on the picture-screen of the mind of the reader. Stanza one gives a close-up view of the hero. Follows a picture of a castle near the Esk (see atlas), then the ball-room, the suspicious father, the dance, the flight, the pursuit, the triumphant escape. How stirringly the story moves, with the long galloping lines! The ballad is from Scott's "Marmion," and is supposed to be sung by Lady Heron, a gay English dame, to charm King James IV. of Scotland and keep him from heading his troops at Flodden. Look for the Solway, that estuary where the high tides rush in with force. Call Forster foster
 , and Fenwick fennick
 . For composition exercise, let the bride tell the story, let the father tell it, "the laggard in love," Lochinvar himself. A "galliard" is a gay, sprightly fellow. The puzzle is, when fair Ellen was sitting at the croup of the saddle, how could the agile Lochinvar spring lightly before her? Let horsemen answer.
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THE PLATE OF GOLD

A HINDU LEGEND

In the courtyard of a famous temple in the city of Benares, in India, a strange thing happened. A plate of gold fell from no man knew where, and on it were found the words: "To him who loveth best, a gift from heaven."

Then the priests of the temple sent a crier through the city to let everybody know of this wonder, and to ask that those who thought themselves worthy to own the plate should come to the temple and state their claims. The priests would listen to the tales of their good deeds, and give the prize to him who seemed best fitted to have it.

The news spread far and wide. From every quarter came nobles and commoners, scholars and holy men, many of them famed for splendid acts of kindness. The priests of the temple heard each man's story; and so, for a year, the case went on.

At last, after careful thought, the judges made up their minds to give the plate of gold to a certain man who seemed to have shown himself the best lover of his race, a man who, during the year, had shared his rich estate among the poor.

Trembling with joy, he came forward to take the heavenly gift, and, behold! as soon as his finger-tips touched it, the gold changed to lead. But, when in dismay he let the plate fall on the floor of the courtyard, the baser metal changed at once to gold.

For another year the priests sat and judged. Three times did they make awards, and three times did the metal change. Meanwhile a host of poor, maimed beggars lay, day and night, before the temple gate, hoping to move that love by which alone men could win the gift. Money was freely given to them by those who hoped for the reward; but none of the givers so much as turned to look into the sad eyes of them that begged.

The second year had almost passed, but still the plate was turned to lead at every touch. At last, from a distance, there came to the temple a poor, simple peasant, who had not heard of the gift. His only purpose was to pray. As he passed through the crowd of beggars, and saw their maimed limbs and their faces all awry with pain, his soul was moved to pity, and tears trembled in his eyes.

Nearest to the gate lay a poor creature, blind, and shunned by all. And, when the peasant saw him, he could not pass him by, but knelt beside him, and took both hands in his, and said softly, "O my poor brother, bear your trouble bravely. God is good!" Then he rose, and walked across the court, and came to the place where men were boasting to the priests of their deeds of love.

He listened sadly for a while, then turned away. At this instant, something moved the priest who held the plate of gold to beckon to the peasant. Not knowing what the sign meant, the latter drew near, stretched out his hand, and took the sacred dish. Then it blazed with thrice its former brightness, till all the dim court shone. "My son," said the priest, "rejoice! The gift of God is thine. Thou lovest best!" And every one made answer, "It is well."

Then each went homeward his own way; but the peasant knelt and prayed, bowing his head over the golden plate, and, like morning light, the love of God streamed into his soul.

 


Author
 .—There are innumerable interesting Hindu legends, most of them from the ancient religions of Brahmanism and Buddhism. Many English writers and poets have taken their themes from these legends. One of the best known is Sir Edwin Arnold's Light of Asia
 .


General
 .—Is it true that love (otherwise charity, altruism) is the greatest thing in the world? Why? How does it manifest itself in actions? Charity seeketh not her own, suffereth long, vaunteth not, never faileth. Think of stories that illustrate this. Compare Leigh Hunt's "Abou ben Adhem."
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LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER

A chieftain, to the Highlands bound,

Cries, "Boatman, do not tarry,

And I'll give thee a silver pound

To row us o'er the ferry."

 

"Now, who be ye would cross Loch Gyle,

This dark and stormy water?"

"Oh, I'm the chief of Ulva's Isle,

And this, Lord Ullin's daughter.

 

"And, fast before her father's men,

Three days we've fled together,

For, should he find us in the glen,

My blood would stain the heather.

 

"His horsemen hard behind us ride;

Should they our steps discover,

Then who will cheer my bonnie bride

When they have slain her lover?"

 

Out spoke the hardy Highland wight,

"I'll go, my chief, I'm ready;

It is not for your silver bright,

But for your winsome lady:

 

"And, by my word! the bonnie bird,

In danger shall not tarry;

So, though the waves are raging white,

I'll row you o'er the ferry."

 

By this the storm grew loud apace,

The water-wraith was shrieking,

And, in the scowl of heaven, each face

Grew dark as they were speaking.
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"I'll row you o'er the ferry."



But still, as wilder blew the wind,

And as the night grew drearer,

Adown the glen rode armèd men;

Their trampling sounded nearer.

 

"Oh, haste thee, haste!" the lady cries;

"Though tempests round us gather,

I'll meet the raging of the skies,

But not an angry father."

 

The boat has left a stormy land,

A stormy sea before her,—

When, oh! too strong for human hand,

The tempest gathered o'er her.

 

And still they rowed amidst the roar,

Of waters fast prevailing;

Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore,—

His wrath was changed to wailing.

 

For, sore dismayed, through storm and shade,

His child he did discover;

One lovely hand she stretched for aid,

And one was round her lover.

 

"Come back! come back!" he cried, in grief,

"Across this stormy water,

And I'll forgive your Highland chief,

My daughter! O my daughter!"

 

'Twas vain: the loud waves lashed the shore,

Return or aid preventing;

The water wild went o'er his child,

And he was left lamenting.


Thomas Campbell


 


Author
 .—Thomas Campbell
 (1777—1844) was a Scottish poet and a friend of Sir Walter Scott. His longest poem is The Pleasures of Hope
 , but he is better known by short lyrics, such as Ye Mariners of England and The Battle of the Baltic
 .


General
 .—Compare this story with that of Scott's "Young Lochinvar." Which has the happy ending? What motives urged the boatman to risk his life? Are there many men of that stamp? Compare the water wraith with the banshee. Pity and terror are the tragic emotions; is this a tragic story? Now let the old father tell it.
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DAVID COPPERFIELD GOES TO WORK

I became, at ten years of age, a little worker in the service of Murdstone and Grinby. In this firm certain men and boys were employed to look at empty wine bottles against the light, to throw out those that were flawed, and to rinse and wash the rest.

When the empty bottles ran short, there were labels to be pasted on full ones, or corks to be fitted to them, or seals to be put upon the corks, or finished bottles to be packed into casks. All this work was my work, and, whenever I found myself alone, I mingled my tears with the water in which I was washing the bottles, and sobbed, as if there were a flaw in my own breast, and it were in danger of bursting.

I lived in a little room in the house of some very poor but kindly people. My breakfast, of a penny loaf and a pennyworth of milk, I provided myself. I kept another small loaf and a small piece of cheese on a certain shelf in a certain cupboard for my supper when I came home.

I was so young and childish, and so little suited to looking after myself altogether, that often, in going to work in the morning, I could not resist the stale pastry for sale at half price at the shop-doors. On that I spent the money I should have kept for my dinner. Then I went without my dinner, or bought a roll or a slice of pudding.

I remember two pudding-shops, between which I was divided according to the amount of money I had. The pudding at one shop was made with currants, and was rather a special pudding; but it was dear, twopence worth not being larger than a pennyworth of the more ordinary kind. This pudding was pale, heavy, and flabby, with great flat raisins in it, stuck in whole at wide distances apart. It came up hot every day at my dinner-time; and many a day did I dine off it.

When I dined in a proper and handsome manner, I had a saveloy and a penny loaf, or a fourpenny plate of red beef from a cook's shop. Once I remember carrying my own bread under my arm, wrapped in a piece of paper, like a book, and going into a famous and stylish beef-house for a "small plate" of beef to eat with the bread. What the waiter thought of such a strange little figure coming in all alone I do not know. I can see him now staring at me as I ate my dinner, and bringing up the other waiter to look.

We had half an hour for tea. When I had money enough, I used to get half a pint of coffee and a slice of bread and butter. When I had none, I used to look at a venison shop in Fleet Street; or I have strolled, at such a time, as far as the fruit market, and stared at the pine-apples.

Thus I worked from morning to night, and wandered about the streets, a shabby, under-fed child. But for the mercy of God, I might easily have been, for any care that was taken of me, a little robber or a little vagabond.

Abridged from David Copperfield
 , by Chables Dickens


 

Poverty sits by the cradle of all our great men, and rocks them up to manhood.　　　　Heine


 


General
 .—The story of David Copperfield is drawn, like most great stories, from personal experience. It is not quite literally true, for there is a difference between a wine-merchant's place and a blacking factory. Still the main incidents are alike. Have we boys in Australia struggling with circumstance? Do they all win through? What steps have been taken to mend matters? Can anything more be done? Recall any stories of men or women who have beaten a hard fate.




Lesson
 57


THE SEVEN SISTERS

Seven daughters had Lord Archibald,

All children of one mother:

You could not say in one short day

Their love for one another.

A garland, of seven lilies wrought,

Seven sisters that together dwell;

But he, bold knight as ever fought,

Their father, took of them no thought—

He loved the wars so well.


Sing mournfully
 , oh
 , mournfully
 ,


The solitude of Binnorie!


 

Fresh blows the wind, a western wind,

And, from the shores of Erin,

Across the wave, a rover brave

To Binnorie is steering.

Right onward to the Scottish strand

The gallant ship is borne;

The warriors leap upon the land,

And, hark! the leader of the band

Hath blown his bugle-horn.


Sing mournfully, oh, mournfully,



The solitude of Binnorie!


 

Beside a grotto of their own,

With boughs above them closing,

The seven are laid, and in the shade

They lie, like fawns reposing.

But now, upstarting with affright,

At noise of man and steed,

Away they fly, to left, to right—

Of your fair household, father knight,

Methinks you take small heed!


Sing mournfully, oh, mournfully
 ,


The solitude of Binnorie!


 

Away the seven fair Campbells fly;

And, over hill and hollow,

With menace proud and insult loud,

The youthful rovers follow.

Cried they, "Your father loves to roam:

Enough for him to find

The empty house when he comes home;

For us your yellow ringlets comb,

For us be fair and kind!"


Sing mournfully
 , oh
 , mournfully
 ,


The solitude of Binnorie!


 

Some close behind, some side to side,

Like clouds in stormy weather,

They run and cry, "Nay, let us die,

And let us die together."

A lake was near; the shore was steep:

There never foot had been;

They ran, and with a desperate leap

Together plunged into the deep,

Nor ever more were seen.


Sing mournfully
 , oh
 , mournfully
 ,


The solitude of Binnorie!


 

The stream that flows out of the lake,

As through the glen it rambles,

Repeats a moan o'er moss and stone

For those seven lovely Campbells.

Seven little islands, green and bare,

Have risen from out the deep;

The fishers say those sisters fair

By fairies all are buried there,

And there together sleep.


Sing mournfully
 , oh
 , mournfully
 ,


The solitude of Binnorie!



Old Ballad


 


Author
 .—As with many other old ballads, the author is unknown. The ancient ballad, product of a simple and unlettered age, was a spirited, unadorned, narrative poem, dealing with the elemental emotions—love, hate, pity, or fear. The authors' names have perished, and the ballads themselves, passing from mouth to mouth, and generation to generation, have probably been subjected to alterations and omissions.


General
 .—What emotions are awakened by the reading? Have such dreadful things happened? (Read the story of the Massacre of Glencoe.) What means have been adopted, and what means have been proposed, to prevent barbarities of this nature? Which are the most mournful lines in the poem? Are there any cheerful ones?
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THE SEASHELL

See, what a lovely shell!

Small and pure as a pearl;

Frail, but a work divine,

Made so fairily well

With delicate spire and whorl;

How exquisitely minute—

A miracle of design!

 

The tiny shell is forlorn,

Void of the little living will

That made it stir on the shore.

Did he stand at the diamond door

Of his house in a rainbow frill?

Did he push, when he was uncurled,

A golden foot or a fairy horn

Through his dim water-world?

 

Slight, to be crushed with a tap

Of my finger-nail on the sand;

Small, but a work divine;

Frail, but of force to withstand,

Year upon year, the shock

Of cataract seas that snap

The three-decker's oaken spine

Athwart the ledges of rock,

Here on the Breton strand!


Lord Tennyson


 


Author
 .—Lord Tennyson
 (1809—92) was born in England, and completed his education at Cambridge. He practised verse-making from his early years, and spent his life at it. He was appointed Poet Laureate in 1850. His poems to a considerable extent embody the philosophic and religious thought of his time.


General
 .—Is the poem, like the shell itself, "made so fairily well"? It comes from Tennyson's "Maud." A young Englishman has slain (or thinks he has slain) his sweetheart's brother in a duel, and has fled across the Channel to Brittany. In great trouble of mind, he paces the shore and picking up a shell, moralizes. Who designed it? Why? Now it is forlorn—"the very word is like a knell"—the "living will" is gone. Yet the frail tenement can stand against storms that wreck proud ships Learn this poem by heart for its delicate beauty of phrase.
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THE LOADED DOG

Dave Regan, Jim Bently, and Andy Page were sinking a shaft at Stony Creek in search of a rich quartz reef that was supposed to exist in the vicinity.

The creek held plenty of fish, providing both sport and food for the men. There came a time, however, when the fish, for some reason best known to themselves, refused to bite. The creek at this time was reduced to a series of water-holes, and Dave, who was subject to what are popularly known as "brain waves," conceived the idea of blowing the fish up with a cartridge similar to those which they used for blasting the rock.

He thought the thing out, and Andy worked it out, making the cartridge about three times the ordinary size, Jim Bently remarking that it was big enough to blow the bottom out of the river. After covering the thing with several coatings of canvas and tallow, Andy stood it carefully against a tent peg and wound the fuse loosely around it. Then he went to the camp fire to try some potatoes which were boiling in a "billy."

Dave and Jim were at work in the claim that morning. They had a big black young retriever dog, a big, foolish, four-footed mate, who was always slobbering round them and lashing their legs with his heavy tail, which swung round like a stock-whip. He seemed to take life, the world, and his own instinct as a huge joke. He'd retrieve anything: he carted back most of the camp rubbish that Andy threw away.

He watched Andy with great interest while the cartridge was being made, then went off to meet Dave and Jim. Andy was cook that day; Dave and Jim stood with their backs to the fire waiting till dinner should be ready. The retriever went nosing round after something he seemed to have missed. Presently, Dave glanced over his shoulder to see how the chops were doing—and bolted. Jim looked behind, and bolted after Dave. Andy stood stock still, staring after them.

"Run, Andy, run!" they shouted. "Look behind you, you fool!" Andy turned slowly and looked, and there, close behind him, was the retriever with the cartridge in his mouth—wedged into his broadest and silliest grin. But that wasn't all. The dog had come round the fire to Andy, and the loose end of the fuse had trailed over the burning sticks, and the firing end was now hissing and spitting properly.

Andy's legs started with a jolt, and he made after Dave and Jim. The dog followed Andy, leaped and capered round him, delighted to find his mates, as he thought, ready for a frolic.

They could never explain why they followed each other; but so they ran, Dave keeping in Jim's track, Andy after Dave, and the dog circling round Andy—the live fuse swishing in all directions and hissing and spluttering. Jim yelled to Dave not to follow him; Dave shouted to Andy to go in another direction—to "spread out"; and Andy roared at the dog to go home. Then Andy's brain began to work. He tried to get a running kick at the dog, but the dog dodged; he snatched up sticks and stones and threw them at the dog and ran on again.

The retriever saw that he had made a mistake about Andy; so he left him and bounded after Dave. Dave made a dive for the dog, caught him by the tail, and, as he swung round, snatched the cartridge out of his mouth and flung it as far as he could. The dog immediately bounded after it and retrieved it. Dave roared at the dog, who, seeing that Dave was offended, left him and went after Jim, who was well ahead. Jim swung to a sapling and went up it like a native bear. It was a young sapling, and Jim couldn't safely get more than ten or twelve feet from the ground. The dog laid the cartridge, as carefully as if it were a kitten, at the foot of the sapling, and capered and leaped and whooped joyously round under Jim. The big pup reckoned that this was part of the lark—he was all right now—it was Jim who was out for a spree. The fuse sounded as if it were going a mile a minute. Jim tried to climb higher, and the sapling bent and cracked. Jim fell on his feet and ran. The dog swooped on the cartridge and followed. It all took but a very few moments. Jim ran to a digger's hole, about ten feet deep, and dropped into it. The dog grinned down on him for a moment, as if he thought it would be a good lark to drop the cartridge down on Jim.

"Go away, Tommy," said Jim, feebly. The dog bounded off after Dave, who was the only one in sight now. Andy had dropped behind a log.
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Drawn by Nancy Liddelow

"The dog laid the cartridge at the foot of the sapling
 ."


There was a small hotel or shanty on the road. Dave was desperate, so he made for the shanty. There were several bushmen on the veranda and in the bar; Dave rushed into the bar, banging the door behind him. "Look!" he gasped, in reply to the astonished stare of the publican; "he's got a live cartridge in his mouth—"

The retriever, finding the front door shut against him, had bounded round and in by the back way, and now stood smiling in the doorway from the passage, the cartridge still in his mouth, and the fuse spluttering. They burst out of that bar. Tommy bounded first after one and then after another, for, being a young dog, he tried to make friends with everybody.

The bushmen ran around corners, and some shut themselves in the stable. There was a new kitchen and wash-house on piles in the back yard, with some women washing clothes inside. Dave and the publican bundled in there and shut the door. The retriever went under the kitchen; but, luckily for those inside, there was a vicious yellow mongrel cattle dog under there—a sneaking, fighting, thieving cur, whom neighbours had tried for years to shoot or poison. Tommy saw his danger and started out across the yard, still sticking to the cartridge.

Half-way across the yard, the yellow dog caught and nipped him. Tommy dropped the cartridge, gave one terrified yell, and took to the bush. The yellow dog followed him to the fence and then ran back to see what he had dropped. Nearly a dozen other dogs of varied breeds came round, but kept at a respectable distance from the nasty yellow dog. He sniffed at the cartridge twice, and was just taking a third cautious sniff when—Bang!

Bushmen say that that kitchen jumped off its piles and on again. When the smoke and dust had cleared away, the remains of the nasty yellow dog were lying against the paling fence of the yard. Several saddle-horses, which had been "hanging up" round the veranda, were galloping wildly down the road, and from every point of the compass came the yelping of dogs.

For half an hour or so after the explosion, there were several bushmen behind the stable who crouched, doubled up, against the wall, trying to laugh without shrieking. Two women were in hysterics, and a half-caste was rushing aimlessly round with a dipper of cold water.

The publican was holding his wife and begging her, between her squawks, to "hold up, for my sake, Mary."

Dave decided to apologize later on, "when things had settled a bit", and went back to camp. The dog that had done it all, "Tommy," the great idiotic mongrel retriever, came slobbering round Dave, lashing his legs with his tail, and trotted home after him, smiling his broadest, longest, and reddest smile of amiability, apparently satisfied for one afternoon with the fun he'd had.


Henry Lawson
 , in Joe Wilson's Mates


 


Author
 .—Henry Lawson
 (1867—1922), perhaps the best known Australian writer, was born in New South Wales. He worked with his father, who was a farmer and contractor, and he afterwards roamed from town to town, as a house-painter, often on foot, over many parts of Australia. Among his prose works are While the Billy Boils
 , On the Track and Over the Sliprails
 (short sketches), Joe Wilson and His Mates
 , The Children of the Bush
 : among his poems
 , In the Days When the World Was Wide
 , When I was King
 , For Australia
 , My Army
 , Oh
 , My Army
 , and Faces in the Street
 , are perhaps the best known.


General
 .—No sadness here, but farcical mirth instead. Even if the story is not literally true, how true is the study of the faithful, blundering dog! Pick out passages that prove this. Tell a funny story of your own dog. If dogs could speak, how would the retriever tell the tale? Once, when a man said a dog had attacked him, Charles Lamb wanted to hear "the dog's side of the story."




Lesson
 60


JUDGMENTS OF OTHERS

Then gently scan your brother man,

Still gentler sister woman;

Though they may gang a kennin wrang,

To step aside is human;

One point must still be greatly dark,—

The moving Why they do it;

And just as lamely can ye mark,

How far, perhaps, they rue it.


Burns
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THE WELL OF ST. KEYNE

A well there is in the West Country,

And a clearer one never was seen;

There is not a wife in the West Country

But has heard of the Well of St. Keyne.

 

An oak and an elm-tree stand beside,

And behind doth an ash-tree grow,

And a willow from the bank above

Droops to the water below.

 

A traveller came to the Well of St. Keyne;

Joyfully he drew nigh,

For from cock-crow he had been travelling,

And there was not a cloud in the sky.

 

He drank of the water so cool and clear,

For thirsty and hot was he;

And he sat down upon the bank,

Under the willow-tree.

 

There came a man from the neighbouring town

At the well to fill his pail;

By the well-side he rested it,

And he bade the stranger hail.

 

"Now, art thou a bachelor, stranger?" quoth he,

"For, an' if thou hast a wife,

The happiest draught thou hast drunk this day

That ever thou didst in thy life.

 

"Or has thy good woman, if one thou hast,

Ever here in Cornwall been?

For, an' if she have, I'll venture my life,

She has drunk of the Well of St. Keyne."

 

"I have left a good woman who never was here,"

The stranger he made reply;

"But that my draught should be better for that,

I pray you answer me why."

 

"St. Keyne," quoth the Cornishman, "many a time

Drank of this crystal well;

And, before the angel summoned her,

She laid on the water a spell:

 

"If the husband of this gifted well

Shall drink before his wife,

A happy man henceforth is he,

For he shall be master for life.

 

"But, if the wife should drink of it first,

Woe be to the husband then!"—

The stranger stooped to the Well of St. Keyne,

And drank of the water again.

 

"You drank of the well, I warrant, betimes,"

He to the Cornishman said;

But the Cornishman smiled as the stranger spake,

And sheepishly shook his head.

 

"I hastened as soon as the wedding was done,

And left my wife in the porch;

But faith she had been wiser than I,

For she took a bottle to church!"


Robert Southey


 


Author
 .—Robert Southey
 (1774—1843) was an English poet and prose writer. His longer poems include The Curse of Kehama
 and The Vision of Judgment
 . His greatest prose work is The Life of Nelson
 .


General
 .—Here is humour of a more subtle kind than in Lawson's "Loaded Dog." St. Keyne was a holy lady who lived, it is said, about the year 490 in Cornwall. There is an old church bearing her name at Liskeard. What spell did she lay on the well? How did the Cornishman try to take advantage of it? How did his sweetheart circumvent him? Tell any other legends you know about "Wishing Wells" and the like.
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A "RUSH"

I had wandered listlessly home one evening from a long day's walk, when I was struck by the unwonted appearance of activity displayed by the Major. Our premises had undergone an alteration. The tent was down, various articles of furniture were assuming their well-known travelling appearance. Suddenly I became aware of an unwonted hum of earnest voices. I began to recognize the symptoms of the complaint.

It was not the first time that I had known a great gold-field infected by it. Forms were flitting about in the gathering twilight, lanterns were being lit in preparation for night work. Horses were driven up, the hobble chains and bells of which sounded their continuous chime. A few words from time to time caught my ear, in which "the Oxley," "only a hundred and odd miles," "five ounces to the dish," "good sinking," were increasingly distinct. Before I stopped at the spot which had been directly before our own tent door, I was fully aware of the causes of the unwonted agitation—a "rush" was on.

"You're a good fellow, Pole," said the Major, "in your way; but I wish you weren't given to taking such long walks. Here have we been sounding 'boot and saddle' all day, and couldn't get any tidings of you. Lend a hand with this cord. Do you want to put anything else in your box? I've packed for you."

"I'll see in the morning," I said. "Where's the rush?"

"Where's the rush? You may well ask that—the biggest thing that has happened in Australia yet."

"So good as that?" I queried languidly.

"Good!" shouted the Major. "Nothing ever heard like it, even at Ballarat or Eaglehawk. Three ounces, five ounces, ten ounces to the dish; lumps of gold, no rock, no water, all shallow sinking."

"I suppose we must start at daylight. It's a great nuisance," I said, "having this thing to do over again."

"You haven't gone mad, by any chance?" said the Major, taking a light and peering into my face; "but softening of the brain must be setting in, or you would never think of losing an hour, much less a whole night, when there's a rush like this on. No; we've bought a spring-cart and horse, and are off at once. You'll have to look sharp."

"You seem in a state of wonderful anticipation, Major," I made answer; "one would think you were totally unfamiliar with the chances of digging life. Doesn't it strike you that our ordinary luck will attend us—all the best claims will be taken up before we get there, or we shall most industriously bottom a 'duffer'? However, to please you, I'll go."

As soon as the moon rose, we set off. Nothing was placed in the spring-cart but our clothes, bedding, simple cooking utensils, and, of course, our tools. The road lay under our feet in the clear moonlight, white and dusty, between the withered grass and the tall tree-stems. The air was fresh; the heavens brightly azure. The horse was active and powerful, and took us along at a rapid pace.

There was little trouble in following the right road, which led to the plains of the Oxley, on the head-waters of which this last-found Eldorado had arisen. Had we felt any uncertainty, it would have been quickly removed, for, in front, behind, on every side, were wayfarers journeying to the same goal in every sort of conveyance drawn by animals of many kinds.

Bullock drays, horse drays, American express-wagons, hand-carts drawn by men, and even wheel-barrows propelled by sturdy arms, were there. Women laden with immense bundles were dragging young children by the hand, or as often carrying infants in their arms.

Sometimes a drove of cattle, with riders shouting and cracking huge whips behind them, would come upon the hurrying crowd, though, as a rule, they moved parallel with, and at a considerable distance from, the disturbing concourse, whose physical needs they were destined to supply.

The whole movement had the appearance of something between a pilgrimage and a fair, so mixed and incongruous did the component parts appear.

We travelled night and day, only allowing ourselves needful rest and food, and bearing hard upon the good horse that carried our chattels. On the sixth day, we reached the Oxley, and had a free and uninterrupted view of the great "rush." It was a strange sight. We, who had seen many gold-fields, had never before seen one exactly like this.

The auriferous deposit had been so exceedingly rich in one particular point of land or cape which ran into the river, that not a spot of the surface soil was to be seen. This was the famous "jeweller's shop," where the very earth seemed composed of gold-dust, with gold gravel for variety. Thousands and tens of thousands of pounds' worth of the precious metal had been taken out of a few square feet here, and no blanks had been drawn in the lottery of pegging claims in the immediate vicinity.

We were fortunate in meeting at the outset a friend whom we had known in Ballarat, and, as he had already taken up a claim, and was employing men to work it, he very willingly proffered his services and advice to us. Following him, we skirted the great, throbbing hive of eager workers spurred on by greed and gain to such desperate efforts that an unnatural silence reigned over the scene.

We came to a halt near our friend's claim, and, pointing out a spot, he said, "You see this is a place where the greenstone and the granite meet. It is my experience that in such a conjunction there is always gold, and heavy gold, too."

After pegging out our claim, we put up our tent, and made ourselves as comfortable as circumstances permitted.

At daylight next morning we were at work. The sun was not high before we had our stage and windlass up, and were delving away as if we intended to solve the question of the earth's central fires.

We were none of us new at the work; and we were all young and in splendid condition. The consequence was that we went down at such a pace that more than one of the parties that were daily arriving stopped, all eager as they were, to wonder at the rapidity with which our beautifully straight and even shaft was boring, as if with a gigantic auger, towards the bedrock.

We bottomed one afternoon, in about a week's time; and, by nightfall, the "field" was aware that Pole and party were so "dead on the gutter" that every dish they took out was half gold.

From The Miner's Right
 , by "Rolf Boldrewood
 ,"

 


Author
 .—"Rolf Boldrewood
 " was the pen-name of Thomas Alex- ander Browne
 (1826-1915), born in London and educated in Sydney. He was a police magistrate, a squatter, and a goldfields warden. His two best works are Robbery Under Arms and The Miner's Right
 .


General
 .—You can't know the persons of this story without reading the whole book. Mr. Browne was warden and police magistrate in the seventies and early eighties at Gulgong, near Mudgee, in New South Wales. He makes use of his own experience in telling the story, of which the exact scene does not matter. You will not find an Oxley River on the map, though there are counties, hills, and towns of that name, called after Oxley (1781-1828), explorer and surveyor. Discuss the mining terms duffer
 , rush, bottomed, bed-rock, dead on the gutter
 . An El Dorado (the golden) is any fabulous place of riehes—a Spanish name for a mythical town in South America. Does the story ring true? Tell your own experiences or thoughts about mining places. What other Australian writers have stories or poems about mining?
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THE COACHWHIP BIRD
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Who slipped across the gully then

On silent wings?

The mouse-like warblers flit and cheep,

Somewhere a lyre-bird, hidden deep,

Triumphant sings.

 

But who dropped light as a shadow flake

In the wattle-down?

Oh, hush! Oh, hush! Peer up and see!

A shimmer of darkness green wears he,

And a royal crown.

 

Oh, hush! He sings! One long-drawn note

Rings overhead;

One lovely note that swells and swells

Till, just as we come to the burst of bells,

Snaps the whip, instead!

 

In this fern cave of secret songs

Some great joy dwells

Unguessed by timid mortal folk;

But the crested bird with the whip-lash stroke,

The siren call, arid the sudden joke,

He almost tells.


Elsie Cole


 


Author
 .—Elsie Cole
 (Mrs. A. H. Angell) is a Melbourne poetess who has contributed in prose and verse to various journals and magazines and has published one volume of verse entitled Holiday Songs
 .


General
 .—The coachwhip bird, known also as the eastern whipbird, or stockwhip bird, found in Eastern Australia, is a dark olive-green bird, with black crest and white markings. It has a loud, full note, which ends with a sound like the crack of a whip. You will more often hear it than see it in the dense scrub that it loves. Do birds feel in themselves the joy their songs give to listeners? A bird must work hard to get its food, and is nearly always in danger of its life. Yet it seems happy, and sings a call to its mate and defiance to rivals. What other poets have written of birds? Make a list of all that you know. Which do you like best?
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SPIDER ORCHIDS

Still they stand upon the hillside, and the low sun glances

On the little elfin faces all begloomed to ashen grey;

Oh, never hand is lifted nor a light foot dances

For the fiddle-bow is broken and the fiddler far away—

Lost and gone and half forgotten down a long dead yesterday.

 

Once they tarried on the hillside when the world lay sleeping,

Oh, the tide was at the turning, and a low moon at the wane!

And a sudden mist came o'er them and a low, soft weeping,

And the Grey Woman touched them, and they never laughed again

Or danced beneath the moonlight on the hills of Vandiemaine,

 

So they crouch like little children till the blind fear passes

That stole their merry music and stilled their dancing feet,

And left them there for ever with the thin wild grasses

That whisper them at midnights and moan in noons of heat

Of the old things, the kind things, that were so dear and sweet.

 

Far, far the hills of Faery, and the slow tides turning

And the great white moons of men are as hollow winds that blew—

Oh, the little wistful faces and the wee hearts burning

To pluck the magic moon-grapes and gather honey-dew

That only white immortals and the fairies ever knew!

Will they waken once, I wonder, to a wild horn blowing

When a little lost wind whimpers and the Cross is leaning low?

Will they see the lamps of Faery down her green glades glowing?

Will they hear the taut strings throbbing to a newly resined bow,

And go dancing, dancing, dancing, spilling laughter as they go?


Marie
 E. J. Pitt


 


Author
 .—Mrs
 . Marie
 E. J. Pitt
 is a living Victorian poetess, born in Gippsland. Authoress of Horses of the Hills
 and a volume of collected poems, all of them musical and fanciful.

General—What does the poetess feign that the orchids were once? Why were they changed? Who is the Grey Woman? Will they ever return to Fairyland? Do you like the blending of Van Diemen's Land
 and Tasmania in
 the name "Vandemaine"? Does the dance of the measure suggest the dance of the orchids? Why the name "Spider"? What are moon-grapes
 , honey-dew
 ? Let the Grey Woman tell the story. Let one of the orchids speak.




Lesson
 65


CRABS

On the sea-shores of all parts of the world live crabs of many kinds, more or less akin to each other; and some of these are amongst the most interesting and most crafty of creatures.

Perhaps the most popular of all, because it is at once widespread and curious, is the hermit crab.

Nearly all crabs have a fairly complete outfit of scaly armour, which is an excellent defence, though they have to change it from time to time. The hermit crab, however, is not so well protected.

It has a breastplate and head-piece of armour, but its hind part is soft and without defence, and it would be a dainty meal for many more powerful creatures if the crab were not clever enough to provide a defence for it, for crabs cannot seek safety in swift flight.

What, then, does the hermit crab do? It sets out to find more protection than Nature has given it. When it is young and inexperienced, it usually selects an empty shell on the beach, from which the original tenant has departed. Into this shell, after a critical examination from all points of view, it gets backwards, adapting its soft parts to the shape of the shell.

The claws and front of the creature remain outside the shell, but the other parts, and the tail, adhere tightly to the shell by a sucker arrangement, so that you cannot drag the crab out. Then, wherever the crab goes, it carries off the protective shell as if it were a part of itself.
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"Into this shell it gets backwards
 ."


All goes well for a time; but, of course, the crab grows, so that presently it gets too big for its shell and has to look out for one more suited to its age and size. Then it renews the search, and now our crab, with experience and confidence, will attack another crab inhabiting a shell which looks very desirable, and a fight will often follow to decide whether the present owner of the shell shall retain it or be dragged out and eaten by the victor. A greedy creature is the crab, eating anything he can find that is dead, or anything alive that he can master.

But the hermit crab is a great bully unless he is boldly tackled. Often he is called the soldier crab, probably from his readiness to do battle with his rivals, but perhaps because, like a soldier on the march, he has a way of carrying all his kit with him as he moves from place to place. Though fond of fighting, if he finds he has run up against a stronger resistance than he expected, he will not hesitate to scuttle off and seek safety in flight. If unexpected forms of danger surprise him, he shrinks as far as possible into his shell, squatting motionless as if dead, and closing the entrance into the shell with his tightly-clasped claws.

When looking for a new home, the crab goes about without his protecting shell; but, if danger threatens, he scuttles back to his old fortress. Usually, when he is foraging and not flitting from shell to shell, he takes his artificial protection with him. His method of progress is to hook on to something with his big claws, and then drag the shell with him in a snail-like movement, taking care not to expose any of his soft parts to view.

The romance of the hermit crab is far from being all told yet. Not only does he live in a borrowed and portable house, but he has a friend with him as a lodger. They share the home together, and each contributes something to the comfort of the other. This lodger is not another crab, but a sea anemone, which settles on the shell and remains there as long as the crab lives inside. The advantage to the anemone is that it is carried about by the crab, and so has far better opportunities of finding food than it would have if it were fixed to a rock; and the advantage to the crab is that the anemone is provided with stinging cells which keep off intruders, so that by sticking on the shell inhabited by the crab it acts as a very useful defence.
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"A sea anemone settles on the shell
 ."


Sometimes inside the shell a kind of worm nestles with the crab—a third inhabitant. What its use is to the crab no one can say, but the crab's use to it has been observed, for, whenever the crab finds food, the worm has been noticed to protrude its head from its place of retreat and claim its share of the plunder. This kind of friendly partnership is common among creatures of quite different orders of being.

One species of the hermit crab carries a special anemone which spreads itself all over the shell in which the crab has inserted the back of his body, and also over the crab itself. When the crab has grown too large for the shell and must change to a larger shell, so much does he appreciate the shelter afforded by the anemone that he actually strips his comrade from the shell and takes it with him to his new home. What is even more remarkable still is the fact that the anemone, which ordinarily cannot be torn from the shell, does not resist the crab's effort to remove it, but relaxes its hold as if to help. Having loosened the anemone from the shell, the crab carries it to his new home, and presses it gently against the shell till it has securely attached itself again.

In some countries, as in Jamaica, the hermit crab goes miles ashore into wet or marshy places, and can climb bushes and trees as easily as a mouse. It is very strange, when you are walking through the tangled undergrowth of tropical Jamaica, to look up and see a crab calmly walking along the branches overhead. This crab, often called a soldier, burrows holes in soft, damp ground, and there seeks safety whenever he fancies danger threatens him. Many of the houses of Jamaica are built over such ground, on wooden or cement piles some feet from the ground, and in the ground underneath them the crabs find a favourite site for their burrows, so that it is not unusual to hear it said that there are soldiers under the house.

Perhaps the most famous of the crab family is the robber crab—an immense fellow, often over a foot long, found in the Pacific and Indian Oceans where the coconut palm grows. He has given up the habit of seeking security in a shell that did not belong to him, and now he grows his own shell over the sensitive part of his body. The reports that this great crab climbed up trees and flung down coconuts, which he proceeded to open by hammering on the eye-hole of the nut, were long dismissed as travellers' tales; but the tales were true; and methods have to be adopted to protect the fruit from the bold robber. It is found that a band of polished tin wrapped round the tree trunks a few feet above the ground is so slippery that neither the robber crab nor the rat, which also is a great nut thief, can mount the tree.

Another kind of crab, known as the sea spider, has equally curious habits. He goes about with a kitchen garden—or should we say a larder?—on his back. As he crawls about on the floor of the sea, he deliberately picks up with his pincers sponges, sea anemones, algæ, and small worms, and sticks them on his shelly back, which is covered with teeth and spines and wrinkles to which all these things adhere. Of course, he carries these lazy creatures on his back to pastures new, where they find fresh food, and in return they hide him from his foes, for by the time he has finished his collection the spider crab is quite concealed by the creatures on his back. But concealment is not the only advantage the spider crab gains from the collection on his back. It serves also as a portable larder. When the crab is hungry, he simply "puts in his thumb and pulls out a plum," as Jack Horner did. As the creatures on his back have been taken where they have plenty of food, they thrive and multiply, and so the crab can feed according to his fancy from his larder, which is rapidly replenished.

A particularly crafty crab is one found in the Indian Ocean near the Seychelles Islands. He does not carry burdens on his back, but he carries an anemone on each of his claws. When the claws seize some animal the crab desires to eat, the anemones on the claws sting the wounded creature and so help the crab to overpower it. If the anemone be pulled off the claw of a crab, the crab hunts for the anemone, and again attaches it to the claw; and, if the anemone is cut in pieces, the crab carefully collects all the pieces, as if he were aware of the fact that even a small piece of sea anemone will grow into a complete specimen.

It may be thought that the crab is a selfish creature, using his cunning for his own advantage and against other forms of life; but he has many enemies that would eat him, and has need for all the wiles he has developed. The cod is one of the crab's most successful enemies, and the hideous octopus regards him as the choicest product of the sea. It is not without a good cause, then, that the crab has learned that wisdom for him must mean concealment, as his worst enemies are very much swifter and stronger than he.

From My Magazine


 


Author
 .—My Magazine
 is edited by Arthur Mee, a living English journalist. He has edited also the famous Children's Encyclopaediu and The Children's Bible
 .

How many species of crabs are mentioned? What have they in common? How do they differ? After reading the lesson, tell the life-history of a crab. Tell any story of crabs you have seen. Look for Jamaica and the Seychelles on the map. What has made the crab so "crabby" (see last paragraph)? Argue the proposition that a crab has a right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. Is this true of all animals?
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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.

 

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.

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


 


Author
 .—William Wordsworth
 (1770—1850), born in England, finished his education at Cambridge. His first book was published in 1793. He was made Poet Laureate in 1843.


General
 .—Where was I wandering? What did I see? How were my spirits affected? What was the after-effect? Answer in the words of the poet. What is meant by the Milky Way, the inward eye
 ? What kind of man is revealed in the poem? Why are flowers like stars? What are "vacant" and "pensive" moods? What Australian flowers come out like the daffodils in early spring? Tell the story of your finding of these.
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A SCENE FROM "WILLIAM TELL"


Scene
 I.

(William Tell, Albert, his son, and Gessler with officers. Tell in chains
 .)


Gessler
 .—What is thy name?


Tell
 .—My name?

It matters not to keep it from thee now—


Ges
 .—Tell! William Tell?


Tell
 .—The same.


Ges
 .—what! he so famed 'bove all his countrymen

For guiding o'er the stormy lake the boat?

And such a master of his how, 'tis said

His arrows never miss! Mark! I'll spare thy life—

The boy's too!—both of you are free—on one condition.


Tell
 .—Name it.


Ges
 .—I would see you make a trial of your skill with that same bow

You shoot so well with.


Tell
 .—Name the trial you

Would have me make.


Ges
 .—You look upon your boy

As though instinctively you guessed it.


Tell
 .—Look upon my boy! What mean you?

Look upon

My boy as though I guessed it! Guessed the trial

You'd have me make! Guessed it

Instinctively! You do not mean—no, no—

You would not have me make a trial of

My skill upon my child! Impossible!

I do not guess your meaning.


Ges
 .—I would see

Thee hit an apple at the distance of

A hundred paces.


Tell
 .—Is my boy to hold it?


Ges
 .—No.


Tell
 .—No! I'll send the arrow through the core.


Ges
 .—It is to rest upon his head.


Tell
 .—Great Heaven, you hear him!


Ges
 .—Thou dost hear the choice I give—

Such trial of the skill thou art master of,

Or death to both of you; not otherwise

To be escaped.


Tell
 .—O monster!


Ges
 .—Wilt thou do it?


Alb
 .—He will! He will!


Tell
 .—Ferocious monster! Make

A father murder his own child—


Ges
 .—Take off

His chains, if he consent.


Tell
 .—With his own hand!


Ges
 .—Does he consent?


Alb
 .—He does.

(Gessler signs to his officers, who proceed to take off Tell's chains. Tell is all the time unconscious of what they do
 .)


Tell
 .—With his own hand!

Murder his child with his own hand—this hand!

The hand I've led him, when an infant, by!

'Tis beyond horror—'tis most horrible.

Amazement! (His chains fall off
 .) What's that you've done to me?

Villains! put on my chains again. My hands

Are free from blood, and have no gust for it

That they should drink my child's. Here! Here! I'll not

Murder my boy for Gessler.


Alb
 .—Father—father!

You will not hit me, father!


Tell
 .—Hit thee! Send

The arrow through thy brain or, missing that,

Shoot out an eye; or, if thine eye escape,

Mangle the cheek I've seen thy mother's lips

Cover with kisses! Hit thee—hit a hair

Of thee, and cleave thy mother's heart!


Gas
 .—Dost thou consent?


Tell
 .—Give me my bow and quiver.


Ges
 .—For what?


Tell
 .—To shoot my boy!


Alb
 .—No, father—no!

To save me! You'll be sure to hit the apple—

Will you not save me, father?


Tell
 .—Lead me forth;

I'll make the trial.


Alb
 .—Thank you!


Tell
 .—Thank me! Do

You know for what? I will not make the trial,

To take him to his mother in my arms

And lay him down a corpse before her!


Ges
 .—Then he dies this moment—and you certainly

Do murder him whose life you have a chance

To save, and will not use it.


Tell
 .—Well, I'll do it. I'll make the trial.


Alb
 .—Father——


Tell
 .—Speak not to me;

Let me not hear thy voice. Thou must be dumb,

And heaven—unless its thunders muttered at

The deed, and sent a bolt to stop it. Give me

My bow and quiver!

(The bow is given to him. Albert is stationed a hundred paces away and an apple is placed upon his head. Tell's friends gather round him
 .)


Tell
 (to his bow
 ).—Thou wilt not fail thy master, wilt thou?—Thou

Hast never failed him yet, old servant.—No!

I'm sure of thee—I know thy honesty,

Thou'rt staunch!—Staunch!—I'd deserve to find

thee treacherous

Could I suspect thee so. Come, I will stake

My all upon thee! Let me see my quiver.

(His quiver is passed to him
 .) Keep silence, every one,

And stir not, for my child's sake! And let me have

Your prayers—your prayers—and be my witnesses,

That if his life's in peril from my hand,

'Tis only for the chance of saving it!

Now friends, for mercy's sake keep motionless

And silent.

(Tell shoots, and a shout of wonder and exultation bursts from the crowd as the arrow divides the apple. Tell falls on his knees and with difficulty supports himself
 .)

Abridged from Schiller


 


Author
 .—Johann Christoph Friedrich Von Schiller
 , born 1759, died 1805, was one of the greatest of German poets. His best-known poem is his drama of William Tell
 . His "Diver" makes a fine recitation.


General
 .—The story of Tell and the Apple appears in so many countries and in so many guises that some people think Tell was a myth. He may have been a Swiss hero whose real career is lost in legends. What does the passage reveal of the character of Gessler? Of Tell? Of Albert? Have a general talk about national heroes.
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THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE CRICKET

The poetry of earth is never dead:

When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,

And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;

That is the grasshopper's—he takes the lead

In summer luxury,—he has never done

With his delights, for, when tired out with fun,

He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.

The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

On a lone winter evening, when the frost

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills

The cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever,

And seems to one, in drowsiness half lost,

The grasshopper's among some grassy hills.


John Keats


 

Those pleasures are not pleasures that trouble the quiet and tranquillity of thy life.


Jeremy Taylor


 


Author
 .—John Keats
 (1795—1821), an English poet trained as a surgeon. Among his longer poems are Endymion
 , Lamia
 , Hyperion
 , and The Eve of St. Agnes
 , but his chief fame lies in such shorter poems as La Belle Dame sans Merci
 , Ode to a Grecian Urn
 , and his sonnets.


General
 .—Here is a sonnet. What is a sonnet? How do the rhymes go? Which is the summer insect and which the winter one? What is your own idea of the "poetry of earth"? What creatures or things reveal it to you most fully?
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DAMOCLES

Dionysius, the tyrant of Sicily, was far from being happy, though he had great riches, and all the pleasures which wealth could procure. Damocles, one of his flatterers, told him that no monarch had ever been greater or happier than Dionysius. "Hast thou a mind," said the king, "to taste this happiness, and to know what that is of which thou hast so high an idea?" Damocles with joy accepted the offer.

The king ordered that a royal banquet should be prepared, and a gilded sofa placed for him. There were sideboards loaded with gold and silver plate of immense value. Fragrant ointments, flowers, and perfumes were added to the feast, and the table was loaded with choice delicacies of every kind. Damocles, over-elated with pleasure, fancied himself amongst superior beings.

But, in the midst of all this happiness, as he lay indulging himself in state, he saw let down from the ceiling, just over his head, a large, bright sword hung by a single hair. This sight put an end to his joy.

The pomp of his attendance, the glitter of the carved plate, and the delicacy of the viands cease to afford him any pleasure. He dreads to stretch forth his hand to the table. He throws off the garland of roses. He hastens to move from so dangerous a situation, and earnestly begs the king to restore him to his former humble condition, having no desire to enjoy any longer a happiness so terrible.

By this device, Dionysius showed to Damocles how wretched he was in the midst of all the treasures and all the honours which royalty could bestow.

From the Latin of Cicero


 


Author
 .—Marcus Tullius Cicero
 (106—43 B. C.) was a Roman orator and statesman, noted for his speeches, his letters, and his philosophical and political works.


General
 .—What did the suspended sword represent? Does it hang over each one of us? What gives us courage to put aside all fear of the sword? Accent Damocles
 on the "Dam" and "eles," and Dionysius on the "ny." What other king rebuked flatterers? In what way? Cicero
 may be pronounced sǐs'-er-ō or kǐk'-er-ō
 .
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THE TIDE RIVER

Clear and cool, clear and cool,

By laughing shallow and dreaming pool;

Cool and clear, cool and clear,

By shining shingle and foaming weir;

Under the crag where the ouzel sings,

And the ivied wall where the church-bell rings;

Undefiled for the undefiled,

Play by me, bathe in me, mother and child.

 

Dank and foul, dank and foul,

By the smoky town in its murky cowl;

Foul and dank, foul and dank,

By wharf, and sewer, and slimy bank;

Darker and darker the farther I go,

Baser and baser the richer I grow;

Who dare sport with the sin-defiled?

Shrink from me, turn from me, mother and child.
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Strong and free, strong and free,

The flood-gates are open, away to the sea;

Free and strong, free and strong,

Cleansing my streams as I hurry along

To the golden sands, and the leaping bar,

And the taintless tide that awaits me afar,

As I lose myself in the infinite main,

Like a soul that has sinned and is pardoned again;

Undefiled for the undefiled,

Play with me, bathe in me, mother and child.


Charles Kingsley
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Drawings by John Rowell



Author
 .—Charles Kingsley
 (1819—1875) was an English clergyman and novelist. His chief works are Alton Locke, Yeast, Hypatia
 , Westward Ho
 !, Two Years Ago
 , and The Water Babies
 .


General
 .—Source, course, outlet—innocence, sin, pardon; what comparison is here made? Do you think it's a good one? Visualize, say, the Yarra. For what does "the infinite main" stand? The "ouzel" is the European blackbird, one of the thrushes. Note the significant things in the stanzas—the ouzel and the church-bell; the sewer and the slimy bank; the taintless tide and the infinite main. Which lines suggest the rate at which the stream is moving? What other poems about streams and rivers do you know? Make a list.
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THE CASTLED CRAG OF DRACHENFELS

The castled crag of Drachenfels

Frowns o'er the wide and winding Rhine,

Whose breast of waters broadly swells

Between the banks which bear the vine;

And hills all rich with blossomed trees,

And fields which promise corn and wine,

And scattered cities crowning these,

Whose far white walls along them shine,

Have strewed a scene, which I should see

With double joy wert thou with me!

 

And peasant girls, with deep-blue eyes,

And hands which offer early flowers,

Walk smiling o'er this paradise;

Above, the frequent feudal towers

Through green leaves lift their walls of grey;

And many a rock which steeply lowers,

And noble arch in proud decay,

Look o'er this vale of vintage bowers;

But one thing want these banks of Rhine—

Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine!

 

I send the lilies given to me;

Though long before thy hand they touch,

I know that they must withered be,

But yet reject them not as such;

For I have cherished them as dear,

Because they yet may meet thine eye,

And guide thy soul to mine even here,

When thou behold'st them drooping nigh,

And know'st them gathered by the Rhine,

And offered from my heart to thine!

 

The river nobly foams and flows—

The charm of this enchanted ground—

And all its thousand turns disclose

Some fresher beauty varying round;

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound

Through life to dwell delighted here;

Nor could on earth a spot be found

To Nature and to me so dear,

Could thy dear eyes in following mine

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine.


Lord Byron


 


Author
 .—George Gordon
 , Lord Byron
 (1788—1824) was born in London and educated at Harrow and Cambridge. His chief longer poems are Childe Harold
 (through which "I awoke one morning and found myself famous"), The Giaour
 (jowr
 ), The Corsair
 , Lara
 , The Siege of Corinth
 , Don Juan
 , and The Prisoner of Chillon
 . He died of fever in Greece, whither he had gone to help the Greek insurrectionists.


General
 .—"Drachenfels" is the "dragon cliff" on the Rhine. Legends of dragons, of the Lorelei, the were-wolf, the wild hunter, and of other marvels abound in that part of the world. Why have we no castles along our Australian rivers? The verses here given are from "Childe Harold," but Byron is thinking of his own half-sister Augusta, whom he loved dearly. Close your eyes and see the pictures—the foaming river, cliffs, cities, towers, blue-eyed and flaxen-haired peasant girls, trees, flowers, vineyards. Yet something is wanting. Write a little essay on mateship.
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SINDBAD MEETS THE OLD MAN OF THE SEA

When I was a little advanced into the island, I saw an old man, who appeared very weak and infirm. He was sitting on the bank of a stream, and at first I took him to be one who had been shipwrecked like myself. I went towards him, and saluted him; but he only slightly bowed his head. I asked him why he sat so still; but, instead of answering me, he made a sign that I should take him upon my back, and carry him over the brook.

I believed him really to stand in need of my help, took him upon my back, and, having carried him over, bade him get down, and for that end stooped, that he might get off with ease; but, instead of doing so (which I laugh at every time I think of it), the old man, who to me appeared quite feeble, threw his legs nimbly about my neck. He sat astride my shoulders, and held my throat so tight that I thought he would have strangled me, and I fainted away.

Notwithstanding my fainting, the ill-natured old fellow still kept his seat upon my neck. When I had recovered my breath, he thrust one of his feet against my side, and struck me so rudely with the other that he forced me to him under the trees, and forced me now and then to stop, that he might gather and eat fruit. He did not leave his seat all day; and, when I lay down to rest at night, he laid himself down with me, holding still fast about my neck. Every morning, he pinched me to make me awake, and afterwards obliged me to get up and walk, and spurred me with his feet.
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From Sindbad the Sailor


"He sat astride my shoulders."



One day, I found several dry calabashes that had fallen from a tree. I took a large one, and, after cleaning it, pressed into it some juice of grapes, which abounded in the island. Having filled the calabash, I put it by in a convenient place, and, going thither again some days after, I tasted it, and found the liquor so good that it gave me new vigour, and so raised my spirits that I began to sing and dance as I carried my burden.

The old man, perceiving the effect which this had upon me, and that I carried him with more ease than before, made me a sign to give him some of it. I handed him the calabash, and, the liquor pleasing his palate, he drank it off. There being a considerable quantity of it, he soon began to sing, and to move about from side to side in his seat upon my shoulders, and, by degrees, to loosen his legs from about me. Finding that he did not press me as before, I threw him upon the ground, where he lay without motion. I was extremely glad to be thus freed from this troublesome fellow.

From The Arabian Nights' Entertainments


 


Author
 .—For The Arabian Nights' Entertainments
 see page 231.


General
 .—Some people identify the Old Man of the Sea with Debt, some with one or other of various bad habits that have to be resolutely slain before a person gets rid of them. The story, however, is interesting enough in itself.
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THANKFULNESS

Some hae meat and canna eat,

And some would eat that want it;

But we hae meat, and we can eat

Sae let the Lord be thankit.


Burns
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FORTY YEARS ON

Forty years on, when afar and asunder,

Parted are those who are singing to-day,

When you look back and forgetfully wonder

What you were like in your work and your play,

Then it may be there will often come o'er you

Glimpses of notes like the catch of a song;

Visions of boyhood shall float them before you,

Echoes of dreamland shall bear them along.


Follow up! Follow up!



Till the field ring again and again



With the tramp of the twenty-two men—



Follow up! Follow up!


Routs and discomfiture, rushes and rallies,

Bases attempted and rescued and won,

Strife without anger, and art without malice—

How will it seem to you forty years on?

Then, you will say, not a feverish minute

Strained the weak heart and the wavering knee

Never the battle raged hottest, but in it

Neither the last nor the faintest were we.


Follow up
 ! etc
 .

Oh, the great days in the distance enchanted,

Days of fresh air in the rain and the sun;

How we rejoiced as we struggled and panted,

Hardly believable, forty years on!

How we discoursed of them, one with another

Auguring triumph, or balancing fate,

Loved the ally with the heart of a brother,

Hated the foe with a playing at hate!


Follow up! etc
 .

Forty years on, growing older and older,

Shorter in wind, as in memory long,

Feeble of foot, and rheumatic of shoulder,

What will it help you that once you were strong?

God gives us bases to guard or beleaguer,

Games to play out, whether earnest or fun,

Fights for the fearless, and goals for the eager,

Twenty and thirty and forty years on!


Follow up! etc.


E. E. Bowen


 


Author
 .—E. E. Bowen
 , a master at Harrow School (Harrow-on-the-Hill, in Middlesex, England), wrote this as a school song. It is a very old and famous school which had as pupils, in the time of each, Colonel Burnaby (who rode to Khiva), Lord Byron, Cardinal Manning, Sheridan the dramatist, Theodore Hook, Admiral Rodney, and many other notable men.


General
 .—Youth looks forward, age backward. What does Bowen say we shall remember of our schools in forty years time? What he really urges is that now we shall do things that will by and by be pleasant memories. To what games do routs, discomfitures
 , rushes
 , rallies
 , bases
 refer in Stanza two? What bases and goals are suggested in the last stanza?
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MOSES AT THE FAIR

As the fair happened on the following day, I had intentions of going myself; but my wife persuaded me that I had got a cold, and nothing could prevail upon her to permit me from home. "No, my dear," said she, "our son Moses is a discreet boy, and can buy and sell to very good advantage; you know all our great bargains are of his purchasing. He always stands out and higgles, and actually tires them till he gets a bargain."

As I had some opinion of my son's prudence, I was willing enough to trust him with this commission, and the next morning I perceived his sisters mighty busy in fitting out Moses for the fair, trimming his hair, brushing his buckles, and cocking his hat with pins. The business of the toilet being over, we had at last the satisfaction of seeing him mounted upon the colt, with a deal box before him to bring home groceries in. He had on a coat made of that cloth called thunder-and-lightning, which, though grown too short, was much too good to be thrown away. His waistcoat was of gosling-green, and his sisters had tied his hair with a broad black ribbon. We had followed him several paces from the door, bawling after him, "Good luck! good luck!" till we could see him no longer.

Later in the day, as Moses had not returned as soon as was expected, I began to wonder what could keep our son so long at the fair. "Never mind our son," cried my wife; "depend upon it he knows what he is about; I'll warrant we'll never see him sell his hen on a rainy day. I have seen him buy such bargains as would amaze one. I'll tell you a good story about that, that will make you split your sides with laughing. But, as I live, yonder comes Moses, without a horse, and the box at his back."
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Moses sets off for the Fair



As she spoke, Moses came slowly on foot, and sweating under the deal box, which he had strapped round his shoulders like a pedlar. "Welcome! welcome, Moses! Well, my boy, what have you brought us from the fair?"

"I have brought you myself," cried Moses, with a sly look, and resting the box on the dresser.

"Ay, Moses," cried my wife, "that we know, but where is the horse?"

"I have sold him," cried Moses, "for three pounds five shillings and two pence,."

"Well done, my good boy," returned she; "I knew that you would touch them off. Between ourselves, three pounds five shillings and two pence is no bad day's work. Come, let us have it then."

"I have brought back no money," cried Moses again, "I have laid it all out in a bargain, and here it is," pulling out a bundle from his breast; "here they are: a gross of green spectacles, with silver rims and shagreen cases."

"A gross of green spectacles!" repeated my wife in a faint voice. "And you have parted with the colt, and brought us back nothing but a gross of green paltry spectacles!"

"Dear mother," cried the boy, "why won't you listen to reason? I had them a dead bargain, or I should not have bought them. The silver rims alone will sell for double the money."

"A fig for the silver rims!" cried my wife in a passion: "I dare swear they won't sell for above half the money at the rate of broken silver, five shillings an ounce."

"You need be under no uneasiness," cried I, "about selling the rims, for they are not worth sixpence, for I perceive that they are only copper varnished over." "No," I went on, "no more silver than your saucepan."

"And so," returned she, "we have parted with the colt, and have got only a gross of green spectacles, with copper rims and shagreen cases! A murrain take such trumpery! The blockhead has been imposed upon, and should have known his company better!"

"There, my dear," cried I, "you are wrong; he should not have known them at all."

"Marry, hang the idiot!" returned she, "to bring me such stuff; if I had them I would throw them in the fire."

"There again you are wrong, my dear;" cried I, "for, though they be copper, we shall keep them by us, as copper spectacles, you know, are better than nothing."

By this time the unfortunate Moses was undeceived. He now saw that he had indeed been imposed upon by a prowling sharper, who, observing his figure, had marked him for an easy prey. I therefore asked him the circumstances of his deception. He sold the horse, it seems, and walked the fair in search of another. A reverend-looking man brought him to a tent, under pretence of having one to sell. "Here," continued Moses, "we met another man, very well dressed, who desired to borrow twenty pounds upon these, saying that he wanted money, and would dispose of them for a third of their value. The first gentleman, who pretended to be my friend, whispered me to buy them, and cautioned me not to let so good an offer pass. I sent for Mr. Flamborough, and they talked him up as finely as they did me; and so at last we were persuaded to buy the two gross between us."

From The Vicar of Wakefield
 , by Oliver Goldsmith


 


Author
 .—Oliver Goldsmith
 (1728—1774), son of an Irish clergyman, was born at Pallas, County Longford, Ireland. He was educated at Trinity College, Dublin, and afterwards studied medicine at Edinburgh and Leyden (Holland) universities. Having wandered on foot over Europe, he settled down as a writer in London, where he was the friend of Dr. Samuel Johnson, Edmund Burke, Reynolds the artist, Garrick the actor, and others. He wrote one great novel, The Vicar of Wakefield
 ; much simple and sincere poetry—The Traveller
 , The Deserted Village
 , etc
 .; the dramas She Stoops to Conquer
 and The Good-natured Man
 ; and some charming essays, among them The Citizen of the World
 . He was one of the most lovable of men, as he shows in all his writings; and he was not worldly wise. "Let not his frailties be remembered," wrote Johnson; "he was a very great man."


General
 .—Who is telling the story? What is a vicar? What is a fair? What was there in Moses's dress that indicates olden times? How is the character of the vicar's wife revealed in the story?
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SIGNS OF RAIN

The hollow winds begin to blow;

The clouds look black; the glass is low;

 

The soot falls down; the spaniels sleep;

And spiders from their cobwebs creep.

 

Last night, the sun went pale to bed;

The moon in halos hid her head.

 

The boding shepherd heaves a sigh,

For, see, a rainbow spans the sky.

 

The walls are damp; the ditches smell;

Closed is the pink-eyed pimpernel.

 

Hark how the chairs and tables crack!

Old Betty's joints are on the rack.

 

Loud quack the ducks; the peacocks cry:

The distant hills are looking nigh.

 

How restless are the snorting swine!

The busy flies disturb the kine.

 

Low o'er the grass the swallow wings;

The cricket, too, how sharp he sings.

 

Puss, on the hearth, with velvet paws,

Sits wiping o'er her whiskered jaws.

 

Through the clear stream the fishes rise,

And nimbly catch the incautious flies.

 

The glow-worms, numerous and bright,

Illumed the dewy dell last night.

 

At dusk, the squalid toad was seen,

Hopping and crawling o'er the green.

 

The whirling wind the dust obeys,

And in the rapid eddy plays.

 

The frog has changed his yellow vest,

And in a russet coat is drest.

 

My dog, so altered in his taste,

Quits mutton bones, on grass to feast.

 

And see yon rooks, how odd their flight—

They imitate the gliding kite,

 

And headlong downward seem to fall

As if they felt the piercing ball.

 

'Twill surely rain: I see with sorrow,

Our jaunt must be put off to-morrow.


Edward Jenner


 


Author
 .—Edward Jenner
 (1749—1843) was an English physician; he was the discoverer of vaccination.


General
 .—How many signs of rain are mentioned? Can you suggest any sign that is not mentioned? If so, try to make a rhymed couplet in the style of the poem. Are any birds mentioned that are not found in Australia? What one line shows that the poem might have been written by a doctor?
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ALEXANDER SELKIRK

The strange adventures of a Scottish sailor named Alexander Selkirk, on an island in the Pacific Ocean, are supposed to be the foundation of the story of Robinson Crusoe. This sailor was a native of Largo, a little seaport town in Fife. He was born there in the year 1676, and from his boyhood he was remarkable for his bold and reckless conduct.

In 1695 Selkirk ran away to sea; he remained absent for about six years. During this period he visited almost every part of the world.

On his return home, he once more entered upon a course of bad conduct, which again brought him into trouble. For brawling in his father's house, he was compelled to confess his fault in church before the whole congregation.

In the spring of 1702, he set out upon a voyage which led to the strange event that made his name famous. He was appointed sailing-master of the Cinque Ports
 , a galley of sixteen guns, and the smaller of the two vessels which were under the command of Captain Dampier. His own captain was Charles Pickering, and with him Selkirk was on very good terms.

While at sea, this captain died of fever, and his place was taken by a man with whom Selkirk could not agree. At last the sailing-master made up his mind to leave the ship as soon as he possibly could.

The two vessels captured a Spanish ship, after which they separated, and for some time the Cinque
 Ports cruised along the American shore. Falling short of water, the vessel ran to the island of Juan Fernandez, on which Selkirk decided to stay. He was landed there, with his chest and a few useful articles.

For a little time after the boat had gone back to the ship, the sailing-master was delighted with the position in which he had been left; but all at once a great fear fell upon him at the thought of being alone in the midst of the ocean, and he shouted for the boat to be brought back. The new captain refused to pay attention to his cries, lifted the anchor of his ship, and sailed away.

Months passed on, during which Selkirk was very sad. All day long he sat upon the rocks by the sea, looking wistfully across the waste of waters for a sail, and hoping in vain for the return of his shipmates.

At length he began to bestir himself. He had a gun, with powder and shot, a knife, a hatchet, and a few other articles. He had also several books, including a Bible.

There were a great many goats on the island, and these he shot for food, though he had neither bread nor salt to eat with the flesh. After a time he became fond of goat's flesh, and he learned to season it with the fruit of the pimento tree, a kind of pepper which grew on the island.

A band of sailors who had at one time been staying on the island had sown some turnips. Selkirk found a large crop of them. He also supplied himself with vegetables from the cabbage trees.
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Alexander Selkirk's Cave on Juan Fernandez Island



With the wood of the pimento tree he built two huts: the larger he used as a sleeping and sitting room, and the smaller one as a kitchen. These rooms he rudely furnished with articles of his own manufacture, and also made cages of goat-skins.

By keeping himself as busy as possible, he got the better of his sad feelings, and became somewhat settled in his mind. Every day he sang a psalm and engaged fervently in prayer, and tried as far as he could to live a new life.

When his powder was done, he caught the goats by speed of foot, and became so fleet that, when he afterwards got away from the island, he could run faster than a dog. The cats and rats, of which there were large numbers on the island, gave him much trouble at first; but by feeding the former, he made them tame enough to live with him and to keep away the vermin.

When his clothes were worn out, he made garments of goat-skins, which he stitched together with a nail that he used as a needle. Having some linen, he also made several shirts, sewing them with the worsted out of his stockings. When his shoes and stockings were done, he went barefoot, and in time his feet became quite hard.

To amuse himself, he carved his name and his age on the trees. He also taught his cats various tricks, and some of his goats learned to follow him like dogs.

Twice his life was in great danger. He had several times seen ships out at sea; but one day two vessels came to anchor, and some of the men landed. They were Spaniards, and, as that country was at war with Great Britain, the men fired at him; but, fortunately for Selkirk, they missed him, and he lay concealed in the branches of a tree until the ships sailed away.

On another occasion, while he was out hunting, he followed a goat right up to the edge of a precipice which was hidden by some low bushes. Both Selkirk and the goat he was following fell a considerable distance. Selkirk lay for some time completely stunned. When he came to himself, he found the dead body of the goat beneath him.

When Selkirk had been about four years on the island, two British ships appeared in sight. As the vessels approached the island, he prepared a fire; and, when night came on, those on board saw the flames.

In the morning a boat's crew landed, and were received by Selkirk with tears of joy. He returned on board with them, and found that the vessels had been sent out against the French and the Spaniards. One of the first of those whom he met on board was Captain Dampier, who gave Selkirk a good character, and he was engaged as mate on one of the vessels.

In the early part of the year 1712, he arrived once more in his native town. It was a Sabbath day, and all his father's family were at church. Selkirk followed to the sacred building, and his mother, recognizing him at once, rushed to bid him welcome.

For some time he seemed to be quite happy in the society of his friends; but often a great longing for the quietness of his island home came over him. At a little distance above the town there was a cave, in which he loved to sit alone. He also spent a great part of his time fishing in the bay.

It is said that he told his story to Defoe, who at once made out of it his famous book, The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe
 . Selkirk afterwards became an officer in the navy, and died in 1723. A monument to his memory was erected in the island of Juan Fernandez in 1868. His statue also stands in his native town of Largo, in Scotland.

 


Author
 .—Anonymous.


General
 —If you have read Defoe's Robinson Crusoe
 , consider how the true story of Alexander Selkirk resembles that Betional one. Note down points of resemblance and points of difference. Find Juan Fernandez on the map. The island is called after Juan (or John) Fernandez, a Portuguese navigator who discovered it in 1574. Find Largo on the map. It is in East Fife.
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THE LAWYER AND THE OYSTER

As two men were walking by the sea-shore, they found an oyster, and began to quarrel about it.

"I saw it first," said one man; "so it belongs to me."

"I picked it up," said the other; "and I have a right to keep it."

As they were quarrelling, a lawyer came by, and they asked him to decide the matter. The lawyer agreed to do so; but, before he would give his opinion, he required that the two men should give him their assurance that, whatever he might say, they would be quite satisfied with his decision. Then the lawyer said, "It seems to me that you both have a claim to the oyster; so I will decide it between you, and you will then be perfectly satisfied."

Opening the oyster, he quickly ate it, and very gravely handed to each of the men one of the empty shells.

"But you have eaten the oyster!" cried the men.

"Ah, that was my fee for deciding the case!" said the lawyer. "But I have divided all that remains in a fair and just manner."

That is what generally happens when two quarrelsome persons go to law about anything they cannot agree upon.

To make a happy fireside clime

To weans and wife,

That's the true pathos and sublime

Of human life.


Burns


 


Author
 .—Anonymous.


General
 .—Why were laws made? What is the advantage of having laws? Are there any disadvantages? What is the moral of the story? How can contestants settle their differences without going to law? Compare this story with the well-known fable of the Cats, the Monkey, and the Cheese.
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AN AUSTRALIAN SCENE

If Major Buckley thought Alice beautiful as he had seen her in the morning, he did not think her less so when she was seated on her beautiful little horse, which she rode gracefully and courageously in a blue riding-habit, and a sweet little grey hat with a plume of feathers hanging down on one side.

The cockatoo was on the doorstep to see her start, and talked so incessantly in his excitement that, even when the magpie assaulted him and pulled a feather out of his tail, he could not be quiet. Sam's horse, Widderin, capered with delight, and Sam's dog, Rover, coursed far and wide before them, with a joyful bark.

So the three went off through the summer's day, through the grassy flat, where the quaff whirred before them and dropped again as if shot; across the low-rolling forest land, where a million parrots fled whistling to and fro, like jewels in the sun; past the old stockyard, past the sheep-wash hut, and then through forest which grew each moment more dense and lofty, along the faint and narrow track that led into one of the most abrupt and romantic gullies that pierce the Australian Alps.

Adapted from Geoffrey Hamlyn
 , a novel by Henry Kingsley


 


Author
 .—Henry Kingsley
 (1839—1876), brother of Charles Kingsley, who wrote Westward Ho
 ! Henry wrote Geoffrey Hamlyn
 —from which this piece is taken—and Ravenshoe
 , the former of which divides with Robbery Under Arms
 the honour of being probably the best Australian novel yet written.


General
 .—Where is the scene laid? What makes you think so? What persons are mentioned? What birds and beasts are mentioned? Where are the Australian Alps? Tracing the course of the ride—grassy and flat low forest, clearing, high forest, steep gully—say whether the trend was up-hill or down-hill. What gives the extract its joyous character?
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THE PIPES OF LUCKNOW

Pipes of the misty moorlands,

Voice of the glens and hills,

The droning of the torrents,

The treble of the rills!

Not the braes of broom and heather,

Nor the mountains dark with rain,

Nor maiden bower, nor Border tower,

Have heard your sweetest strain!

 

Dear to the Lowland reaper,

And plaided mountaineer,—

To the cottage and the castle,

The Scottish pipes are dear;—

Sweet sounds the ancient pibroch

O'er mountain, loch, and glade;

But the sweetest of all music

The pipes at Lucknow played.

 

Day by day, the Indian tiger

Louder yelled, and nearer crept;

Round and round, the jungle-serpent

Near and nearer circles swept.

"Pray for rescue, wives and mothers,—

Pray to-day!" the soldier said;

"To-morrow, death's between us

And the wrong and shame we dread."

 

Oh, they listened, looked, and waited

Till their hopes became despair;

And the sobs of low bewailing

Filled the pauses of their prayer.

Then up spoke a Scottish maiden,

With her ear unto the ground,

"Dinna ye hear it?—Dinna ye hear it?

The pipes of Havelock sound!"

 

Hushed the wounded man his groaning;

Hushed the wife her little ones;

Alone they heard the drum-roll

And the roar of Sepoy guns.

But, to sounds of home and childhood,

The Highland ear was true:

As her mother's cradle-crooning,

The mountain pipes she knew.

 

Like the march of soundless music

Through the vision of the seer,

More of feeling than of hearing,
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The Relief of Lucknow



Of the heart than of the ear.

She knew the droning pibroch,

She knew the Campbell's call:

"Hark! hear ye no' Macgregor's?—

The grandest o' them all!"

 

Oh, they listened, dumb and breathless,

And they caught the sound at last;

Faint and far beyond the Goomtee

Rose and fell the piper's blast!

Then a burst of wild thanksgiving

Mingled woman's voice and man's:

"God be praised!—the march of Havelock!

The piping of the clans."

 

Louder, nearer, fierce as vengeance,

Sharp and shrill as swords at strife,

Came the wild Macgregor's clan-call,

Stinging all the air to life.

But, when the far-off dust-cloud

To plaided legions grew,

Full tenderly and blithesomely

The pipes of rescue blew!

 

Round the silver domes of Lucknow,

Moslem mosque, and Pagan shrine,

Breathed the air to Britons dearest,

The air of "Auld Lang Syne;"

O'er the cruel roll of war-drums

Rose that sweet and home-like strain;

And the tartan clove the turban,

As the Goomtee cleaves the plain.

 

Dear to the corn-land reaper,

And plaided mountaineer,—

To the cottage and the castle,

The piper's song is dear.

Sweet sounds the Gaelic pibroch

O'er mountain, glen, and glade;

But the sweetest of all music

The pipes at Lucknow played.


John Greenleaf Whittier


 


Author
 .—John Greenleaf Whittier
 (1807—1892), the sweet American Quaker poet and sturdy abolitionist, was born in Massachusetts. His best known poems are Slaves of Martinique
 , Barclay of Ury
 , Barbara Frietchie
 , My Psalm
 , and this poem.


General
 .—What does the drone of the pipes suggest? What does the treble call to mind? Why was the sound the sweetest of all music at Lucknow? Find Lucknow on the map. Read from your school text-book of history the story of the Indian Mutiny. Why "tiger" and "serpent" in the third stanza? Who was Havelock? Who are the Sepoys? What is a seer? What has the Campbell's call to do with the Macgregor's? Trace the course of the Goomtee? What is the difference between a Moslem mosque and a Pagan shrine? Is there any difference between a glen and a glade? Pick out the most stirring lines in the poem. For what do "tartan" and "turban" stand? How does the poet try to imitate in words the distant pibroch, the pibroch in battle, the tune of a happy reunion?
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SAVED BY THE TRUTH

During the American War of Independence, a governor of one of the colonies found himself in great danger of being captured by British soldiers.

The governor, whose name was Griswold, contrived to reach the house of a relative, and, while there, was informed that the soldiers had found out his place of refuge, and were then on their way to seize him.

Griswold, at once realizing his peril, determined, if possible, to reach a small river, where he had left a boat so hidden by the foliage that it could not be seen from the road.

In great haste, he left the house and proceeded towards the river. Passing through an orchard, he saw a young girl, about twelve years old, who was watching some pieces of linen cloth, which were stretched out on the grass for the purpose of bleaching.

She started up when she saw a man leaping over the fence; but soon recognized him as her cousin. "Oh, it is you, cousin?" exclaimed Hetty, for that was her name; "you frightened me. Where are you going?"

"Hetty," he replied, "the soldiers are seeking for me, and I shall lose my life, unless I can reach the boat before they come. I want you to run down towards the shore and meet them. They will surely ask for me; and then you must tell them that I have gone up the road to catch the mail cart, and they will turn off the other way."

"But, cousin, how can I say so?—it would not be true. Oh, why did you tell me which way you were going?" "Would you betray me, Hetty, and see me put to death? Hark! they are coming. I hear the clink of their horses' feet. Tell them I have gone up the road, and Heaven will bless you."

"Those who speak false words will never be happy," said Hetty. "But they shall never compel me to tell which way you go, even if they kill me; so run as fast as you can." "I am afraid it is too late to run, Hetty. Where can I hide myself?"

"Be quick, cousin. Get down and lie under this cloth; I shall throw it over you and go on sprinkling the linen." "I'll do it, for it is my last chance."

He was soon concealed under the heavy folds of the long cloth. A few minutes afterwards, a party of cavalry dashed along the road. An officer saw the girl, and called out to her in a loud voice, "Have you seen a man run this way?" "Yes, sir," replied Hetty. "Which way did he go?" "I promised not to tell, sir."

"But you must tell me this instant, or it will be worse for you." "I'll not tell, for I must keep my word."

"Let me question her, for I think I know the child," said a man who was guide to the party." Is your name Hetty Marvin?" "Yes, sir." "Perhaps the man who ran past you was your cousin?" "Yes, sir, he was." "Well we wish to speak with him. What did he say to you when he came by?" "He told me that he had to run to save his life." "Just so—that was quite true. I hope he will not have far to run. Where was he going to hide himself?"

"My cousin said that he would go to the river to find a boat, and he wanted me to tell the men in search of him that he had gone the other way to meet the mail cart."

"You are a good girl, Hetty, and we know you speak the truth. What did your cousin say when he heard that you would not tell a lie to save his life?"

"He asked if I would betray him and see him put to death?" "And you said you would not tell, if you were killed for it. Those were brave words, and I suppose he thanked you and ran down the road as fast as he could." "I promised not to tell which way he went, sir." "Oh! yes, I forgot; but tell me his last words, and I'll not trouble you any more." He said, "I'll do it, for it is my last chance."

Hetty was now oppressed with great fear; she sobbed aloud, and hid her face in her apron. The soldiers thought they had obtained all the information she could give, and rode off towards the river side.

No sooner had they ridden away than Griswold's friends, who had been watching their movements from the house, signalled the boatman to put out to sea. By the time the soldiers reached the shore, the boat was far out. This caused them to conclude that Griswold had escaped.

After lying quiet until the evening, Griswold signalled the boat to return. He reached it without being seen, and by this means made his escape.

In better days, when the war was over and peace declared, he named one of his daughters Hetty Marvin that he might daily think of the brave young cousin whose sense and truth speaking had saved his life.

 


Author
 .—Anonymous.


General
 .—Where is the scene laid? What would be the date? Why did the Americans want independence? Who are the two principal characters? What others are there? What was Hetty's strongest excellence? With what emotion had this to struggle? Recall other stories of people who put truth first. Do all these stories end happily. Is it worth while? Why?
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

Under a spreading chestnut-tree,

The village smithy stands;

The smith a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long;
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"Look in at the open door
 ."


His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat;

He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face

For he owes not any man.

 

Week in, week out, from morn till night,

You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell

When the evening sun is low.

 

And children, coming home from school,

Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly

Like chaff from a threshing-floor.

 

He goes on Sunday to the church

And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach;

He hears his daughter's voice

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.

 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice

Singing in Paradise;

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies,

And, with his hard, rough hand he wipes

A tear out of his eyes.

 

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begun,

Each evening sees it close:

Something attempted, something done,

Has earned a night's repose.

 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus, at the flaming forge of life,

Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus, on its sounding anvil, shaped

Each burning deed and thought.


Longfellow


 

General.—Describe in prose the personal appearance of the smith. What traits in his character do you like? What family has he? Is his life of toil, joy, and sorrow like other people's lives? What is the lesson he has taught? How is a burning deed shaped? How is a burning thought altered? Pick out the comparisons in the poem—you will see how often the word "like" occurs. Which one appeals to you most strongly?
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THE PRINCE AND THE JUDGE

When King Henry V. of England was a youth, he and his brothers grew tired of the irksome ways of the court, and scandalized the king, their father, and the staid courtiers by their practical jokes and mad frolics.

Prince Henry often grieved his father by his reckless behaviour when in the company of his gay associates. He would disguise himself as a thief, and set upon and rob the men who had collected his father's rents. But he would reward brave, honest people; and his wild pranks seem to have been due more to boyish love of mischief and adventure and to boisterous spirits than to any real liking for ill-doing. However, his conduct and that of his brothers ill became royal princes, and Prince Henry's familiarity with some of his future subjects vexed his royal father very much.

There is one story about Prince Henry, or Prince Hal, as the people liked to call him, which not only redounds to his credit by showing he could be staunch to a friend in trouble, and take punishment with good grace, but tells how a judge put justice before the favour of man. Prince Henry's brothers, Thomas and John, once supped far into the night with some of their boon companions, and the feast ended in a riot, at which the city authorities had to interfere. The princes were angry at that; and, as a result, the Lord Mayor and aldermen were summoned before the king. He, however, soon dismissed them when they said they had merely done their duty in stopping a riot.

It was during another wild freak of this kind that one of Prince Henry's followers was charged and sentenced to imprisonment. When the prince heard what had befallen his favourite, he came to the judge, Chief Justice Gascoigne, and ordered him to release his follower. But the judge, who feared the anger of the royal youth less than he feared the reproach of his own conscience, looked at him sternly, and told him justice must be done, though, at the same time, if the king willed, he could pardon the prisoner.

When Prince Henry saw that he could not overawe the judge, he grew very angry, and drew his sword on him threateningly. Then the judge called on him to recollect himself, and declared that he was there to fulfil his duty in place of the prince's own father, and that in his name he adjured him to change his wilful conduct and set a good example to those who would one day be his own subjects.

"And now," he concluded, "because you are guilty of disobedience and contempt of this court, I commit you to the King's Bench Prison. There you will stay until the king your father's pleasure is declared."

The hot-tempered prince acknowledged the justice of the judge's words, and, laying his sword down, bowed to the courageous man who had sentenced him, and was then taken off to prison. It is said that, when the king heard of what had occurred, he expressed his happy fortune in having for one of his judges a man who was not afraid to administer justice, and for a son a youth willing to submit to it.

Shakespeare, who wrote a great deal about Prince Henry in his plays, makes the king, his father, say these words:

Happy am I, that have a man so bold,

That dares do justice on my proper son;

And not less happy, having such a son,

That would deliver up his greatness so

Into the hands of justice.
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The Judge sentences the Prince



Prince Henry afterwards treated Judge Gascoigne with much respect, recognizing that, if he could keep so strictly to enforcing the laws of the country, even against the heir to the throne, who in the natural course of events would one day be his sovereign, then he would not regard the favour of any man, but seek to do his duty to all.

When Prince Henry did come to the throne, he justified the people's trust in him, and Judge Gascoigne was one of the upright men he consulted. Shakespeare puts these words into the mouth of Henry V., when addressing the judge:

Still bear the balance and the sword;

And I do wish your honours may increase

Till you do live to see a son of mine

Offend you, and obey you, as I did.


The Children's Encyclopœdia


 


Author
 .—Anonymous. The story is told in Shakespeare's Henry the Fourth
 , but the version given is from The Children's Encyclopœdia
 , edited by Arthur Mee
 .


General
 .—To what were Prince Henry's pranks due? Was he really vicious? What makes you think so? Was the Chief Justice a brave man? What makes you think so? Tell in prose the opinion expressed by the Prince's father. What is meant by the line "Still bear the balance and the sword"?
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AFTER BLENHEIM

It was a summer evening,

Old Kaspar's work was done,

And he, before his cottage door,

Was sitting in the sun;

And by him sported on the green

His little grandchild Wilhelmine.

She saw her brother Peterkin

Roll something large and round

That he beside the rivulet,

In playing there, had found;

He came to ask what he had found,

That was so large and smooth and round.

 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy,

Who stood expectant by;

And then the old man shook his head,

And, with a natural sigh,

"'Tis some poor fellow's skull," said he,

"Who fell in the great victory.

"I find them in the garden, for
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"Old Kaspar took it from the boy."



There's many hereabout;

And often, when I go to plough,

The ploughshare turns them out;

For many thousand men," said he,

"Were slain in the great victory."

 

"Now, tell us what 'twas all about,"

Young Peterkin he cries;

And little Wilhelmine looks up

With wonder-waiting eyes;

"Now tell us all about the war,

And what they killed each other for."

"It was the English," Kaspar cried,

"That put the French to rout;

But, what they killed each other for,

I could not well make out.

But everybody said," quoth he,

"That 'twas a famous victory.

 

"My father lived at Blenheim then,

Yon little stream hard by,

They burnt his dwelling to the ground,

And he was forced to fly;

So, with his wife and child he fled,

Nor had he where to rest his head.

 

"With fire and sword, the country round

Was wasted far and wide,

And many a grieving mother then,

And new-born baby died.

But things like that, you know, must be

At every famous victory.

"They say it was a shocking sight

After the field was won;

For many thousand bodies here

Lay rotting in the sun;

But things like that, you know, must be

After a famous victory.

 

"Great praise the Duke of Marlboro' won,

And our good Prince Eugene."

"Why, 'twas a very wicked thing!"

Said little Wilhelmine.

"Nay—nay—my little girl," quoth he;

"It was a famous victory.

 

"And everybody praised the Duke

Who such great fight did win."

"But what good came of it at last?"

Quoth little Peterkin.

"Why, that I cannot tell," said he;

"But 'twas a famous victory."


Robert Southey


 


General
 .—Blenheim (the last syllabic rhymes with crime
 ) is a village on the Danube in Bavaria. Here, in 1704, the English and the Allies (Dutch, Germans, Austrians) under the Duke of Marlborough and Prince Eugene of Savoy won a great victory over the French and Bavarians under Marshal Tallard. Who are the persons described in the poem? Why did the old man think it was a famous victory? Why did Wilhelmine think it a very wicked thing? What is the answer to Peterkin's question in the last stanza? What bodies of people are at present trying to do away with "famous victories"? Write an essay on the subject.
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THE FEATHER

A Story of Peace and Good-Will


The children of Easton township liked their wooden meeting-house, although it was made only of rough-hewn logs. To begin with, the logs did not fit quite close together; and, if a boy or a girl happened to be sitting in the corner seat, he or she could often see through a chink right out into the woods. Moreover, open spaces had been left for windows and a door. These would be closed when the next cold weather came; but, at present, the summer air blew in softly, laden with fragrant scents of the flowers and the pine-trees. The children, as they sat in meeting, always hoped that, some fine day, a butterfly might find its way in.

On a bright summer morning in the year 1775, there were traces of anxiety on the faces of many friends. At the head of the meeting sat Friend Zebulun Hoxie, the grandfather of many of the children present. Beside him sat a stranger, Robert Nisbet, who had just arrived. The children did not know why he had come, but they fixed their eyes intently on him when he rose to speak. They liked his kind, open face as soon as they saw it. They liked even better the sound of his rich, clear voice, as he said:—
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William Penn
 , founder of the Quaker State of Pennsylvania
 , receiving his Charter from Charles II



"You have done well, dear Friends, to stay on valiantly in your homes when all your neighbours have fled. You did well to ask to be permitted to use your own judgment, to say to the authorities, in all courtesy and charity, 'You are clear of us, in that you have warned us,' and to stay on in your dwellings, and carry on your accustomed work. I have come on foot through the wilderness country these thirty miles to meet with you today, and to bear to you two messages—'The beloved of the Lord shall dwell in safety by Him,' and 'He shall cover thee with His feathers, and under His wings shalt thou trust.'"

Little Dinah Hoxie was thinking, "I do wish a butterfly would come in at the window just for once, or a little bird, with blue, and red, and pink, and yellow feathers." She turned in her corner seat, and looked through the slit in the wall. Why, there were feathers close outside, red, and yellow, and blue, and pink! But, when she looked again, they had disappeared—nothing was to be seen but a slight trembling of the tree branches in the woods at a little distance.

In the meanwhile, her brother Benjamin was also thinking of what the stranger had said. "He said it was a valiant thing to do to stop on here, when all the neighbours had left. I did not know Friends could do valiant things. I thought only soldiers were valiant. But, if a scouting party really did come, then even a Quaker boy might have a chance to show that he is not necessarily a coward because he does not fight." Benjamin's eyes strayed out of the open window. It was very hot and still in the meeting-house. Yet the bushes were trembling. How strange that there should be a breeze there, and not here!

Then gentle Mrs. Hoxie in her turn looked up and saw the same three tall feathers creeping above the sill of the open window-frame. For just one moment, her heart seemed to stand absolutely still. She looked across to where her husband sat—an urgent look. He met her eyes, read them, and followed the direction in which she gazed. Then he too saw the feathers, three, five, seven, nine, all sticking up in a row. Another instant, and a dark-skinned face, an evil face, appeared beneath them, looking over the sill. An Indian chief was looking in, showing his teeth in a cruel grin. In his hand he held a sheaf of arrows, arrows only too ready to fly and kill by day.

All the assembled Friends were aware of his presence by this time, but not one of them moved. Mrs. Hoxie glanced towards her little daughter, and saw, to her great relief, that Dinah had fallen asleep. Benjamin's lips were tightly shut; and, with eyes that were unusually bright, he followed every movement of the Indian chief, who, as it seemed, in one bound, and without making the slightest noise, had moved round to the open doorway.

There he stood, the naked, brown figure, in full war paint and feathers, looking with piercing eyes at each man Friend in turn, as if one of them must have the weapons that he sought. But the Friends were entirely unarmed. There was not a gun, or a rifle, or a sword to be found in any of their dwelling-houses, so there could not be any in their peaceful meeting.

A minute later, a dozen other Redskins, equally terrible, stood beside the chief; and the bushes in the distance were quite still. It was Benjamin who found it hard not to tremble now, as he saw thirteen sharp arrows taken from their quivers by thirteen skinny brown hands, and their notches held taut to thirteen bow-strings, all ready to shoot. He saw, too, what the objects were that hung from the strangers' waists. They were scalps—scalps of men and women that the Indians had killed. Yet still the Friends sat on, without stirring, in complete silence.

Only Benjamin, turning his head to look at his grandfather, saw Zebulun Hoxie gazing full at the chief who had first approached. The Indian's flashing eyes, under the matted black eyebrows, gazed back fiercely beneath his narrow red forehead into the Quaker's calm blue eyes beneath the high white brow and snowy hair. No word was spoken; but, in silence, two powers were measured against each other—the power of hate, and the power of love, for steady friendliness to his strange visitors was written in every line of Zebulun Hoxie's face.

At length, for some unknown reason, the Indian's eyes fell. His head, which he had carried high and haughtily, sank towards his breast. Then he signed to his followers: the thirteen arrows were noiselessly replaced in thirteen quivers; the thirteen bows were laid down and rested against the wall; many footsteps, lighter than falling snow, crossed the floor; the Indian chief, unarmed, sat himself down in the nearest seat, with his followers in all their war-paint, but also unarmed, close around him.

The meeting did not stop. The meeting continued— one of the strangest Friends' meetings, surely, that ever was held! The Friends sat in their accustomed quietness, but the Indians sat more quietly than any of them. They seemed strangely at home in the silence, those wild men of the woods.

The slow minutes slipped past. At last, when the accustomed hour of worship was ended, the two Friends at the head of the meeting shook hands solemnly. Then, and not till then, did old Zebulun Hoxie advance to the Indian chief, and, with signs, he invited him and his followers to come to his house close at hand. With signs they accepted. Zebulun put bread and cheese on the table, and invited his guests to help themselves. They did so, thanking him with signs, as they knew no English. Robert Nisbet, however, the visiting Friend, who could speak and understand French, had a conversation with the two chiefs in that language, and this was what the Indians said:—

"We surrounded your house, meaning to destroy every living person within it. But, when we saw you sitting with your door open, and without weapons of defence, we had no wish any longer to hurt you. Now we would fight for you, and defend you ourselves from all who wish you ill."

So saying, the chief took a white feather from one of his arrows, and stuck it firmly over the centre of the roof in a peculiar way. "With that white feather above your house," he said to Robert Nisbet, "your settlement is safe. We Indians are your friends henceforward, and you are ours."

Nothing more was said; and, a few moments later, the strange guests, with their weapons in their hands, had all disappeared as noiselessly as they had come.

 


Author
 .—Anonymous. The story is abridged from the Friends' Quarterly Examiner
 of July, 1916.


General
 .—Who were the Friends? Who was their great leader in America? How did he treat the Indians? Name the persons of this story. Was Zebulun Hoxie a brave man? What makes you think so? Could his plan be carried out with all armed raiders? Discuss the question. Tell the story as the Indian chief would tell it on his return to the wigwams of the Redskins.
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CHARITY

Not what we give, but what we share,

For the gift without the giver is bare;

Who gives himself with his alms feeds three—

Himself, his suffering neighbour, and Me.
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OUR NEW NEIGHBOURS

When I saw the little house building, an eighth of a mile beyond my own, on the Old Bay Road, I wondered who were to be the tenants. The modest structure was set well back from the road, among the trees, as if the inmates were to care nothing whatever for a view of the stylish equipages that sweep by during the summer season. For my part, I like to see them passing in town or country; but each has his own unaccountable taste. The proprietor, who seemed to be also the architect of the new house, superintended the various details of the work with an assiduity that gave me a high opinion of his intelligence and executive ability, and I congratulated myself on the prospect of having some very agreeable neighbours.

It was quite early in the spring, if I remember, when they moved into the cottage—a newly married couple, evidently: the wife very young, pretty, and with the air of a lady, the husband somewhat older, but still in the first flush of manhood. It was understood in the village that they came from Baltimore; but no one knew them personally, and they brought no letters of introduction. (For obvious reasons I refrain from mentioning names.) It was clear that, for the present at least, their own company was entirely sufficient for them. They made no advances towards acquaintance of any of the families in the neighbourhood, and consequently were left to themselves. That apparently was what they desired, and why they came to Ponkapog. For, after its black bass and wild duck and teal, solitude is the chief staple of Ponkapog. Perhaps its perfect rural loveliness should be included. Lying high up under the wing of the Blue Hills, and in the odorous breath of pines and cedars, it happens to be the most enchanted bit of unlaced, dishevelled country within fifty miles of Boston, which, moreover, can be reached in half an hour's ride by railway. But the rearest railway station (Heaven be praised!) is two miles distant, and the seclusion is without a flaw.

"Are you not going to call on them?" I asked my wife one morning.

"When they call on us," she replied lightly.

"But it is our place to call first, they being strangers." This was said as seriously as the circumstances demanded, but my wife turned it off with a laugh, and I said no more, always trusting to her intuition in these matters.

She was right. She would not have been received, and a cool "Not at home" would have been a bitter social pill to us if we had gone out of our way to be courteous.

I saw a great deal of our neighbours, nevertheless. Their cottage lay between us and the post office—where he was never to be met with by any chance—and I caught frequent glimpses of the two working in the garden. Horticulture did not appear so much an object as exercise.

The new-comers were evidently persons of refined musical taste: the lady had a contralto voice of remarkable sweetness, although of no great compass, and I used often to linger of a morning by the high gate and listen to her singing, probably at some window upstairs, for the house was not visible from the turnpike. The husband, somewhere about the grounds, would occasionally respond with two or three bars. It was all quite an ideal, Arcadian business. They seemed very happy together, these two persons, who asked no odds whatever of the community in which they had settled themselves.

Though my wife had declined to risk a formal call on our neighbours as a family, I saw no reason why I should not speak to the husband as an individual when I happened to encounter him by the wayside. I made several approaches to do so, when it occurred to my mind that my neighbour had the air of trying to avoid me. I resolved to put the suspicion to the test, and, one forenoon when he was sauntering along on the opposite side of the road, in the vicinity of Fisher's sawmill, I deliberately crossed over to address him. The brusque manner in which he hurried away was not to be misunderstood. Of course, I was not going to force myself upon him. After a while I not only missed my occasional glimpses of the pretty, slim figure, always draped in some soft black stuff with a bit of scarlet at the throat, but I inferred that she did not go about the house singing in her light-hearted manner as formerly. What had happened? I fancied she was ill, and that I detected a certain anxiety in the husband, who spent the mornings digging alone in the garden.

As the days went by, it became certain that the lady was confined to the house, perhaps seriously ill, possibly a confirmed invalid. If a physician had charge of the case, he visited the patient only at night. All this moved my sympathy, and I reproached myself with having had hard thoughts of our neighbours. Trouble had come to them early. I would have liked to offer them such small, friendly services as lay in my power; but the memory of the repulse I had sustained still rankled in me. So I hesitated. One morning my two boys burst into the library with their eyes sparkling. "You know the old elm down the road," cried one. "Yes." "The elm with the hang-bird's nest?" shrieked the other. "Yes, yes!" "Well, we both just climbed up, and there's three young ones in it!" Then I smiled to think that our new neighbours had got such a promising little family.


Thomas Bailey Aldrich


 


Author
 .—Thomas Bailey Aldbich
 (1836—1907), an American poet and novelist, born in U.S.A. He published some eight or nine volumes of poetry and produced several books of travel and reminiscences. His prose has descriptive power and humour, and his verse includes some of the daintiest work yet produced in America.


General
 .—When did you find out who the new neighbours were? Reread the whole piece again, noticing how the writer has managed to mislead you. Explain the meaning of "executive ability," "first flush of manhood," "unlaced, dishevelled country," "Arcadian business."
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THE HOUSE OF THE COMMONWEALTH

We sent a word across the seas that said,

"The house is finished and the doors are wide,

Come, enter in.

A stately house it is, with tables spread,

Where men in liberty and love abide

With hearts akin.

"Behold, how high our hands have lifted it!

The soil it stands upon is pure and sweet

As are our skies.

Our title-deeds in holy sweat are writ,

Not red, accusing blood; and 'neath our feet

No foeman lies."

And England, Mother England, leans her face

Upon her hand, and feels her blood burn young

At what she sees:

The image here of that fair strength and grace

That made her feared and loved and sought and sung

Through centuries.


Roderio Quinn


 


Author
 .—Roderio Joseph Quinn
 , a living Australian poet, was born at Sydney in 1869. Most of his poems were contributed to The Bulletin and The Worker
 , but collections have been published under the titles of The Hidden Tide
 , The Circling Hearths
 , and collected poems.


General
 .—Here is part of a noble poem on Australian Federation. Notice the leading thought in each stanza, the message to England, the brief description of the House, the effect on the mother country. Examine them carefully and see how the finer part of Australia is exalted above the baser. Have we or can we have a stately house where men in liberty and love abide with hearts akin? Is it true that it has been built by holy toil, and not by conquest? Is it true that what has been best in the history of Britain lives renewed in this southern land? If so, what are our duties as citizens?
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Lesson
 1


SIR ROGER AT CHURCH

[In The Spectator, a daily paper of the early eighteenth century, were printed many stories about Sir Roger de Coverley, one of the famous characters in English literature. Here is one of the stories. In it the writer describes a Sunday spent with Sir Roger at his country home.]

 

I am always very well pleased with a country Sunday, and think, if keeping holy the seventh day were only a human institution, it would be the best method that could have been thought of for the polishing and civilizing of mankind. It is certain the country people would soon degenerate into a kind of savages and barbarians were there not such frequent returns of a stated time, in which the whole village meet together with their best faces, and in their cleanliest habits, to converse with one another upon indifferent subjects, hear their duties explained to them, and join together in adoration of the Supreme Being. Sunday clears away the rust of the whole week, not only as it refreshes in their minds the notions of religion, but as it puts both the sexes upon appearing in their most agreeable forms, and exerting all such qualities as are apt to give them a figure in the eye of the village. A country fellow distinguishes himself as much in the churchyard as a citizen does upon 'Change, the whole parish politics being generally discussed in that place either after the sermon or before the bell rings.

My friend Sir Roger, being a good churchman, has beautified the inside of his church with several texts of his own choosing. He has likewise given a handsome pulpit cloth, and railed in the communion table at his own expense. He has often told me that. at his coming to his estate, he found his parishioners very irregular; and that, in order to make them kneel and join in the responses, he gave every one of them a hassock and a common prayer-book; and at the same time employed an itinerant singing-master, who goes about the country for that purpose, to instruct them rightly in the tunes of the psalms; upon which they now very much value themselves, and indeed outdo most of the country churches that I have ever heard.

As Sir Roger is landlord to the whole congregation, he keeps them in very good order, and will suffer nobody to sleep in it besides himself; for, if by chance he has been surprised into a short nap at sermon, upon recovering out of it he stands up and looks about him, and, if he sees anybody else nodding, either wakes them himself or sends his servant to them. Several of the old knight's peculiarities break out upon these occasions. Some-times he will be lengthening out a verse in the singing psalms half a minute after the rest of the congregation have done with it; sometimes, when he is pleased with the matter of his devotion, he pronounces "Amen!" three or four times to the same prayer; and sometimes stands up when everybody else is upon their knees, to count the congregation, or see if any of his tenants are missing.

I was yesterday very much surprised to hear my old friend in the midst of the service calling out to one John Matthews to mind what he was about, and not disturb the congregation. This John Matthews, it seems, is remarkable for being an idle fellow, and at that time was kicking his heels for his diversion. This authority of the knight, though exerted in that odd manner which accompanies him in all circumstances of life, has a very good effect upon the parish, who are not polite enough to see anything ridiculous in his behaviour; besides that the general good sense and worthiness of his character make his friends observe these little singularities as foils that rather set off than blemish his good qualities.

As soon as the sermon is finished, nobody presumes to stir till Sir Roger is gone out of the church. The knight walks down from his seat in the chancel between a double row of his tenants that stand bowing to him on each side; and every now and then inquires how such a one's wife, or mother, or son, or father is, whom he does not see in church; which is understood as a secret reprimand to the person that is absent.

The chaplain has often told me that, upon a catechizing day, when Sir Roger has been pleased with a boy that answers well, he has ordered a Bible to be given him next day for his encouragement; and sometimes accompanies it with a flitch of bacon to his mother. Sir Roger has likewise added five pounds a year to the clerk's place; and, that he may encourage the young fellows to make themselves perfect in the church service, has promised, upon the death of the present incumbent, who is very old, to bestow it according to merit.


Joseph Addison.


 


Author
 .—Joseph Addison
 (1672-1719) is one of the earliest and most famous of English essayists. "The Spectator," a noble monument to his success as a light essayist, as an "abstract and brief chronicle" of the manners of the time is incomparable. His criticism, though not profound, shows sobriety and good sense. His style reflects a singular grace and breeding, yet a subtle irony is conveyed in his beautifully lucid sentences. "The Spectator" and "The Tatler" contain most of his best essays. His poetry is not very important; perhaps his best-known verses are those beginning thus:" The spacious firmament on high.


General Notes
 .—Sir Roger de Coverley, as pictured in various numbers el Addison's "Spectator," was the beau-ideal of an amiable English country gentleman in the reign of Queen Anne. He was courteous to his neighbours, kind to his servants, loving to his family. He had charming little follies and eccentricities, which endear him still more. See how many examples you can find in "Sir Roger at Church" of his whimsicalities; his pardonable vanity, and his delightful pomposity.




Lesson
 2


WANDERERS

As I rode in the early dawn,

While stars were fading white.

I saw upon a grassy slope

A camp-fire burning bright;

With tent behind and blaze before,

Three loggers in a row

Sang all together joyously—
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"Three loggers in a row."


Pull up the stakes and go!

As I rode on by Eagle Hawk,

The wide, blue deep of air,

The wind among the glittering leaves,

The flowers so sweet and fair,

The thunder of the rude salt waves,

The creek's soft overflow,

All joined in chorus to the words—

Pull up the stakes and go!

Now, by the tent on forest skirt,

By odour of the earth,

By sight and scent of morning smoke,

By evening camp-fire's mirth,

By deep-sea call and foaming green,

By new stars' gleam and glow,

By summer trails in antique lands—

Pull up the stakes and go!

The world is wide, and we are young,

And sounding marches heat,

And passion pipes her sweetest call

In lane and field and street;

So rouse the chorus, brothers all,

We'll something have to show

When Death comes round and strikes our tent—

Pull up the stakes and go!


James Hebblethwaite.


 


Author
 .—Jamles Hebblethwaite
 (1857-1921) was born in Lancashire, England. He followed the teaching profession for twelve years, and also gave public lectures on English literature. He came to Tasmania in 1890, and engaged in teaching, then took orders in the Anglican Church, 1903. His works include Verses
 (published by the Hobart "Mercury"); A Rose of Regret
 (The "Bulletin" Co.); Meadow and Bush
 ("Bookfellow," Sydney); Poems
 (E. A. Vidler), and New Poems
 (E. A. Vidler).


General Notes
 .—Do you like the care-free, open-air sound of these verses? Of what does the swing of the rhythm remind you—gallop, canter, trot, walk, or amble? Can you find any anapaests, which are so common in galloping rhymes ("With a leap—and a bound—the swift an—apaests throng")? How many "beats" in each line? Pick out the rhyming lines. What line acts as a refrain! Explain the metaphor in the second last line of the poem.
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Lesson
 3


CHRISTMAS IN THE EARLY DAYS

Though the bush may lack the attractions, the variety of sights and entertainments, and the festivities and general gaiety that the cities offer, Christmas-tide brings good cheer to the denizens of the ranges and forests, and is looked forward to and enjoyed in the humblest places.

It is a time when the scattered flocks foregather, from far and wide, under the old roof-tree. There are innumer-able homes from which many have gone out to battle with the world, as shearers, drovers, carriers, fencers, tank-sinkers, station hands, prospectors, miners, stockmen, and bush rouseabouts, leaving only the old couple and probably one or two of the younger members of the family. The "boys" may be working within easy reach, and they may be hundreds of miles' away. In either case, "mother" expects them home.

Preparations are made weeks beforehand; Willie and Jim and Bob are daily discussed, and surprises are planned for them. Their rooms are done up and readied, and the old paddock is made doubly secure for their horses, which, being strange, "are sure to try to make back." Chips and bones, leaves and pieces of paper are raked up and burnt in little heaps; the garden is trimmed up; the house is painted or whitewashed outside; the steps and fireplace receive similar attention; and the inside walls are papered, if only with newspapers.

The sentiments of the old people in this respect are shared to a great extent by the young, whose thoughts turn now to home and kindred ties more than at any other time of the year; and some will bridge the gulf that lies between them in spite of all obstacles.

One Christmas Eve, a girl who had been at service at Winton (Queensland) started by coach for Boulia, where her parents lived. There had been heavy rains on the way, and on reaching Caddie Creek it was found impossible to cross the flood by vehicle, and the horses were taken out. But the girl was determined not to turn back, and she was equally resolved not to remain on the bank. She won the sympathy of the driver and a male passenger by telling them that she had never missed a Christmas dinner at home, and she did not want to miss this one. The men then fastened a strap round their bodies and, with the girl clinging to it between them, successfully negotiated a seventy yards' swim. At Middleton, some miles farther on, she swam another flooded creek on horse-back, and, drenched and mud-covered, she eventually reached Boulia in time to participate in the all-important function.

One of the principal features of the time is the gay array of bushes that deck the veranda-posts of the houses. In towns men go round with dray-loads of green bushes, selling them for sixpence or a shilling a bundle; but, outside, they are cut and dragged home by the children. A big armful is lashed to each post till the veranda is hidden behind a wall of greenery. Even the selector's hut, standing alone in a wilderness of trees, is annually decorated in this way; and the prospectors' camp, pitched where no one passes, and where the usual greetings are exchanged only between the two mates, sports an emerald cluster on the pole for "auld lang syne."

Another custom favoured by those who still cling to old-world associations is the hanging of the mistletoe from the centre of the ceiling. Any bush does for a mistletoe in Australia. The bushman knows nothing of the old traditions that enshrine the bough; in his home, it is suspended mainly to minimize the annoyance caused by flies settling on the table.

More important than the mistletoe to him and his sister is the Christmas mail, which brings the pictorial annual, seasonable presents, cards, and letters from far-off friends and relatives. The arrival of the mailman, jogging along lonely tracks, is at all times welcome; but now he comes under the halo of a bush Santa Claus. The annuals are more appreciated by bush people than by city folk; the whole family will gather round, with heads clustered together, peering over one another's shoulders, while one turns the pages.

On the goldfields, the miners take delight in secretly introducing a few small nuggets into the plum-duff—and they do not go round the table after dinner collecting them as some women do the coins. The gold becomes the property of the one who finds it, and it is made into pins, rings, and brooches. This habit of "salting" the pudding induces a good deal of prospecting, and, as the prospectors have to eat up the "tailings," it is probably the reason that so many people don't feel very well after the Christmas feast.

Hop-beer, ginger-beer, and honey-mead are also made, and stored away in kegs and bottles. "Bee-trees" are plentiful in many parts of the bush, and a good nest or two is usually left for December, when the trees are felled and the bees robbed. The mead is made from the comb after the honey has been drained out of it. Sarsaparilla is another extensively-made drink, the vines growing plentifully among the ranges. The women and children are fond of these home-made drinks, but father is not always so enthusiastic.

A day or two before Christmas, the wanderers return. First comes Jim, cantering up the track with a valise strapped in front of him and a smoke-cloud trailing behind, while the old folks and the little ones are watching, with glad faces, from the veranda. Towards sundown, Bill appears on the hill in another direction, and comes jogging along quietly, with a well-loaded pack-horse, and with quart-pots, bells, and hobble-chains rattling and jingling to every stride. The children run shouting to meet him, and some ride back behind him, and some perch on the pack. They help him to unsaddle and carry his pack-bags in; they take his tired horses to water, and lead them through the slip-rails, and let them go in the paddock with a gentle pat on the neck. The sun is down, perhaps, when Bob comes plodding slowly along through the trees, carrying his swag, and swinging a billy in one hand, while he shakes a little bush before his face with the other to keep the flies away.

"Poor old Bob," says mother, "still walking!" The youngsters race down the road again, and they carry his billy and tucker-bag for him, and hang on to his hands as though helping the tired traveller home.

They all talk to him at once, their eyes dancing with excitement, telling him that Jim and Willie are home, and that Strawberry has a calf, and the speckly hen has ten chickens. Bob listens with a dry smile as he plods along, recalling when he, too, was interested in Strawberry and the hens. When he reaches the door, the smile broadens, and he says, "Merry Christmas!" and throws his swag down against the wall. They crowd round him, wringing his hands till he feels tired, and ask him how he's been getting on. "All right," says Bob, simply.

Though Bob has "humped bluey" home, he has probably as many pound notes in his pockets as those who came in creaking saddles, and he feels well repaid for his long tramp and his many months of hard work and battling in the back-blocks when he observes the pleased look on his mother's face as he hands her the bulk of his savings.

The brothers "swap" yarns till late at night, telling of their experiences and adventures by flood and field; and each has some curiosity to show, brought home as a token or keepsake from strange and far-off parts of the bush. The old home, which has so long been dull and quiet, now rings with merry laughter and glad voices, and when Bob dances a jig the very roof shakes and the crockery rattles loudly on the dresser. There is an hour or two's dancing, may be, to the strains of the violin. Then somebody goes off for the Jackson girls and the Maloneys and the Andersons, and old acquaintances are renewed-likewise the dancing.

On Christmas Eve the boys go out with the guns for scrub turkeys, pigeons, and ducks. Often they spend the whole day shooting in the scrubs and round the swamps and lagoons; and they come home well laden with game. All hands and the cook turn to after tea and pluck the birds. The bushman's table is very rarely without game at this time.

Christmas Day is quiet and generally dull—a day of rest; but Boxing Day makes up for it with a quantum of sport and excitement. There are usually horse-races somewhere in the vicinity, or a cricket match between Wombat Hill and Emu Creek.

There are many persons in the bush every year to whom the festive season is only a memory. These are men camped in lonely parts, "batching" at the station out-camps and boundary-riders' huts. Some of them have been so long alone that, though they know that Christmas is somewhere near, they could not tell you whether it is two days ahead or two days past. I have often found man keeping up Saturday or Monday for the Sabbath, even within a few miles of town.


Edward S. Sorenson


 


Author
 .—Edward Sylvester Sorenson
 was born in New South Wales in 1869. He contributed to metropolitan newspapers when about 25, chiefly verse and stories of bush life. and entered upon writing as s profession in 1901. Author of The Squatter's Ward, Quinton's Life in the Australian Backblocks, Friends and Foes in the Australian Bush, Chips and Splinters, Spotty the Bower Bird, Murty Brown, etc
 .


General Notes
 .—This account of Christmas in the Early Days will come nearer home to adults than to young readers, for customs change, though they linger longest in remote places. What are the newer bush customs that Mr. Sorenson has not noticed? Do all that he has mentioned survive? Is he as accurate as he is interesting? What is the main motive that brings the family together? What fresh links has the bush with the city? Write an essay on Christmas in the City.
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LOVE THY NEIGHBOUR

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase)

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace,

And saw, within the moonlight in his room,

Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,

An angel, writing in a book of gold.

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And, to the presence in the room, he said,

"What writest thou?" The vision raised its head,

And, with a look made of all sweet accord,

Answered, "The names of those who love the Lord."

"And is mine one?" said Abou. "Nay, not so,"

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerily still, and said, "I pray thee, then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow men."

The angel wrote, and vanished. The next night

It came again with a groat wakening light,

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed,

And lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest.


Leigh Hunt.


 


Author
 .—Leigh Hunt
 (James Henry), English poet and essayist (1784-1859). During a life of ceaseless activity and as ceaseless financial embarrassment, he managed to produce a series of very readable Essays
 , an Autobiography
 , and a chatty prose volume on London, The Town
 . Narrative verse is his forte, but his poetry is now little known, with the exception of "Abou ben Adhem," "The Glove and the Lions, and" Jenny Kissed Me."


General Notes
 .—Of what country was Abou ben Adhem? Note that in the East surnames are not used, and that "ben" means son of
 . Compare our Johnson, Robinson. Dixon, McDonald, O'Brien, Fitzgerald. Other poets have expressed the idea that God does not dwell apart, but is to be sought in all erection. Ethel Clifford speaks of the God that is hid in one's fellow-men; Cowper says "There lives and works a soul in all things, and that soul is God"; Tennyson says "Speak to Him now, for He hears, and spirit with spirit may meet; closer is He than breathing, nearer than hands and feet." Find other references to the same theme. Write an essay on "Men who have loved their fellows." How does one's love for one's neighbours best show itself?




Lesson
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A BUSH FIRE

No rain yet. and we were in the end of January; the fountains of heaven were dried up. But now all round the northern horizon the bush fires burnt continually, a pillar of smoke by day and a pillar of fire by night.

Nearer by night, like an enemy creeping up to a beleaguered town. The weather had been very still for some time. and we took the precaution to burn great strips of grass all round the paddocks to the north; but, in spite of all our precautions, I knew that should a strong wind come on from that quarter nothing short of a miracle would save us.

On the third of February the heat was worse than ever, but there was no wind; and as the sun went down among the lurid smoke, red as blood, I thought I made out a few white, brush-shaped clouds rising in the north.

Jim and I sat very late, not talking much. We knew that if we were to be burnt out our loss would be very heavy; but we thanked God that even were we to lose everything it would not be irreparable, and that we should still be wealthy. Our brood mares and racing stock were our greatest anxiety. We had a good stack of hay, by which we might keep them alive for another month, supposing all the grass was burnt; but, if we lost that, our horses would probably die. I said at last—

"Jim, we may make up our minds to have the run swept. The fire is burning up now."

"Yes, it is brightening," said he; "but it must be twenty miles off still, and if it comes down with a gentle wind we shall save the paddocks and hay. There is a good deal of grass in the lower paddock. I am glad we had the forethought not to feed it down. Well, fire or no fire, I shall go to bed."

We went to bed, and, in spite of anxiety, mosquitoes, and heat, I fell asleep. In the grey morning I was awakened, nearly suffocated, by a dull, continuous roar. It was the wind in the chimney. The north wind, so long imprisoned, had broken loose, and the boughs were crashing, and the trees were falling before the majesty of his wrath.

I ran out and met Jim on the veranda. "It's all up," I said. "Get the women and children into the river, and let the men go up to windward with the sheepskins to beat out the fire in the short grass. I'll get on horseback and go out and see how the Morgans get on. That obstinate fellow will wish he had come in now."

Morgan was a stockman of ours, who lived, with a wife and two children, about eight miles to the northward. We always thought it would have been better for him to move in; but he had put it off, and now the fire had taken us by surprise.

I rode away, dead up-wind. Our station had a few large trees about it, and then all was clear plain and short grass for two miles. I feared from the density of the smoke that the fire had reached them already; but I thought it my duty to go and see, for I might meet them fleeing, and help them with the children.

I have seen many bush fires, but never such a one as this. The wind was blowing a hurricane, and when I had ridden about two miles into high scrub I began to get frightened. Still I persevered, against hope; the heat grew more fearful every moment. But I reflected that I had often ridden up close to a bush fire, turned when I began to see the flame through the smoke, and cantered away from it easily.

Then it struck me that I had never yet seen a bush fire in such a hurricane as this. I remembered stories of men riding for their lives, and others of burnt horses and men found in the bush, And now I saw a sight which made me turn in good earnest.

I was in lofty timber, and, as I paused, I heard the mighty crackling of fire coming through the wood. At the same instant the blinding smoke burst into a million tongues of flickering flame, and I saw the fire—not where I had seen it before, not creeping along among the scrub, but up aloft, a hundred and fifty feet overhead. It had caught the dry tops of the higher boughs, and was flying along from tree-top to tree-top like lightning. Below, the wind was comparatively moderate; but, up there, it was travelling twenty miles an hour. I saw one tree ignite like gun-cotton, and then my heart grew small, and I turned and fled.

I rode as I never rode before. There were three miles to go ere I cleared the forest and got among the short grass, where I could save myself—three miles! Ten minutes nearly of intolerable heat. blinding smoke, and mortal terror. Any death but this! Drowning were pleasant; glorious to sink down into the cool, sparkling water! But to be burnt alive! I would give all my money now to be naked and penniless, rolling about in a cool, pleasant river.

The maddened, terrified horse went like the wind, but not like the hurricane—that was too swift for us. The fire had outstripped us overhead, and I could see it dimly through the choking reek, leaping and blazing a hundred yards before us among the feathery foliage, devouring it as the south wind devours the thunder-clouds. Then I could see nothing. Was I clear of the forest? Yes—I was riding over grass.

I managed to pull up the horse; and as I did so a mob of kangaroos blundered by, blinded, almost against me, noticing me no more in their terror than if I had been a stump or a stone. Soon the fire came hissing along through the grass scarcely six inches high, and I walked my horse through it; then I tumbled off on the blackened ground, and felt as if I should die.

I lay there on the hot, black ground. My head felt like a block of stone, and my neck was stiff, so that I could not move my head. My throat was swelled and dry as a sand-hill, and there was a roaring in my ears like a cataract. I thought of the cool waterfalls among the rocks far away in Devon. I thought of everything that was cold and pleasant; and then came into my head about Dives praying for a drop of water. I tried to get up, but could not, so lay down again with my head upon my arm.

It grew cooler, and the atmosphere was clearer. I got up, and, mounting my horse. turned homeward, Now I began to think about the station Could it have escaped! Impossible! The fire would fly a hundred yards or more on such a day as this, even in a low plain. No, it must be gone! There was a great roll in the plain between me and home, so that I could see nothing of our place—all round the country was black, without a trace of vegetation. Behind me were the smoking ruins of the forest I had escaped from, where now the burnt-out trees began to thunder down rapidly, and before, to the south, I could see the fire raging miles away.

So the station is burnt, then? No! For, as I top the ridge, there it is before me, standing as of old—a bright oasis in the desert of burnt country round. Ay! the very haystack is safe! And the paddocks?—all right!

I got home, and Jim came running to meet me.

"I was getting terribly frightened, old man," said he. "I thought you were caught. You look ten years older than you did this morning!"

I tried to answer, but could not speak for drought. He ran and got me a great tumbler of water; and in the evening, having drunk about a gallon, I felt pretty well revived.

Men were sent out at once to see after the Morgans, and found them perfectly safe, but very much frightened; they had, however, saved their hut, for the fire had passed before the wind had got to its full strength.


Henry Kingsley


 


Author
 .—Henry Kingsley
 (1830-1876), brother of the more famous Charles Kingsley, author of Westward Ho
 ! Henry wrote Geoffrey Hamlyn
 and Ravenshoe
 , the former of which is, by some critics, considered to be one of the best Australian novels.


General Notes
 .—This excerpt may tempt you to read the whole book Geoffrey Hamlyn
 , the latter part of which deals with life in South-eastern Australia. Why is February a likely month for bush fires? What tells you that the station was a large one? Was it a sheep or a cattle station? Where would the fire travel quickest—in forest, scrub, or grass? Devon is a country in the south-west of England; find it on the map. Discuss the causes of bush fires. Are bush fires always harmful? What are the best preventives? Recall any poems or stories connected with bush fires. Write a real or an imaginary account of heroism in this connexion. "Dives praying for a drop of water." Dives (dy'-veez
 ) is a Latin word meaning rich
 . It is used to indicate the rich man mentioned in the sixteenth chapter of Luke
 .
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ROSABELLE

Oh, listen, listen, ladies gay!

No haughty feat of arms I tell;

Soft is the note, and sad the lay

That mourns the lovely Rosabelle.

 

"Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant crew!

And, gentle lady, deign to stay!

Rest thee in Castle Ravensheuch,

Nor tempt the stormy firth to-day.

 

"The blackening wave is edged with white;

To inch and rock the sea-mews fly;

The fishers have heard the water-sprite,

Whose screams forebode that wreck is nigh.

 

"Last night the gifted seer did view

A wet shroud swathed round lady gay;

Then stay thee, fair, in Ravensheuch;

Why cross the gloomy firth to-day?"

 

"'Tis not because Lord Lindesay's heir

To-night at Roslin leads the ball,

But that my lady mother there

Sits lonely in her castle hall."

 

"'Tis not because the ring they ride,

And Lindesay at the ring rides well,

But that my sire the wine will chide

If 'tis not filled by Rosabelle."
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

"Lindesay at the ring rides well."


O'er Roslin, all that dreary night,

A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam;

'Twas broader than the watch-fire's light,

And redder than the bright moonbeam.

 

It glared on Roslin's castled rock,

It ruddied all the copsewood glen;

'Twas seen from Dryden's groves of oak,

And seen from caverned Hawthornden.

 

Seemed all on fire that chapel proud,

Where Roslin's chiefs uncoffined lie,

Each baron, for a sable shroud,

Sheathed in his iron panoply.

 

Seemed all on fire within, around,

Deep sacristy and altar's pale;

Shone every pillar foliage-bound,

And glimmered all the dead men's mail.

 

Blazed battlement and pinnet high,

Blazed every rose-carved buttress fair—

So still they blaze, when fate is nigh

The lordly line of high Saint Clair.

 

There are twenty of Roslin's barons bold

Lie buried within that proud chapelle;

Each one the holy vault doth hold;—

But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle!

 

And each Saint Clair was buried there

With candle, with book, and with knell;

But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds sung

The dirge of lovely Rosabelle.


Sir Walter Scott.


 


Author
 .—SIR WALTER Scour (1771-1832), the greatest of Scottish novelists and one of the greatest of Scottish poets, was born at Edinburgh. Nearly all of his works deal with history, his chief poems being—The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Marmion, The Lady of the Lake, Rokeby, The Lord of the Isles
 ; his chief prose works Waverley
 , The Heart of Midlothian, lranhoe, and Quentin Durward
 . He wrote also a History of Scotland and Tales of a Grandfather
 . "Scott exalted and purified the novel, and made Scotland known throughout the world."


General Notes
 .—The poem is written in ballad measure; note that lines of four and three stresses alternate. It was Scott's custom to begem his longer poems, which are rhymed chronicles, with songs and ballads. This one comes in "The Lay of the Last Minstrel" and is supposed to be sung by young Harold from the northern isles, the "bard of brave St. Clair." St. Clair is now Sinclair. Ravensheuch, now a ruin, is in Fifeshire on the north shore of the Firth of Forth ("the stormy firth"), and Roslin is on the south side. Dryden is near Edinburgh, Hawthornden is a glen on the Esk, near Roslin. Riding the ring meant tilting with the lance at a small suspended ring. An inch is an island. The sacristy is the part of a church where robes and books are kept; the pale is the railing round the altar. A pinnet is a peak or pinnacle of a building. Look up any other hard words in a dictionary, and the places on a map. Why would the song be addressed to ladies? What motive induced Rosabelle to tempt the stormy firth? What was the light that glowed over Roslin? Compare "fearful lights that never beacon save when kings and heroes die" (Aytoun). Why "chapelle" instead of chapel
 ? Name other tragic Poems—"A chieftain to the Highlands bound, "Harry Dale the Drover," etc. Write the story of Rosabelle in prose, making her father or her lover tell it.
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MR. WINKLE ON SKATES

On Christmas morning, Mr. Wardle invited Mr. Pickwick, Mr. Snodgrass, Mr. Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and his other guests to go down to the pond.

"You skate, of course, Winkle?" said Mr. Wardle.

"Ye—s; oh, yes!" resplied Mr. Winkle. "I—I—am rather out of practice."

"Oh, do skate, Mr. Winkle," said Arabella. "I like to see it so much."

"Oh, it is so graceful," said another young lady.

A third young lady said it was "elegant," and a fourth expressed her opinion that it was "swanlike".

"I should be very happy, I am sure," said Mr. Winkle, reddening; "but I have no skates."

This objection was at once overruled. Trundle had a couple of pairs, and the fat boy announced that there were half a dozen more downstairs; whereat Mr. Winkle expressed exquisite delight and looked exquisitely uncomfortable.

Mr. Wardle led the way to a pretty large sheet of ice; and, the fat boy and Mr. Weller having shovelled and swept away the snow which had fallen on it during the night, Mr. Bob Sawyer adjusted his skates with a dexterity which to Mr. Winkle was perfectly marvellous, and described circles with his left leg, and cut figures of eight, and inscribed upon the ice, without once stopping for breath, a great many other pleasant and astonishing devices, to the excessive satisfaction of Mr. Pickwick, Mr. Tupman, and the ladies, which reached a pitch of positive enthusiasm when Mr. Wardle and Benjamin Allen, assisted by Bob Sawyer, performed some mystic evolutions which they called a reel.

All this time, Mr. Winkle, with his face and hands blue with the cold, had been forcing a gimlet into the soles of his shoes, and putting his skates on, with the points behind, and getting the straps into a very complicated state, with the assistance of Mr. Snodgrass, who knew rather less about skates than a Hindu. At length however, with the assistance of Mr. Weller, the unfortunate skates were firmly screwed and buckled on, and Mr. Winkle was raised to his feet.

"Now then, sir," said Sam, in an encouraging tone, "off vith you, and show 'em how to do it."

"Stop, Sam, stop!" said Mr. Winkle, trembling violently and clutching hold of Sam's arms with the grasp of a drowning man. "How slippery, it is, Sam!"

"Not an uncommon thing upon ice, sir," replied Mr. Weller. "Hold up, sir!"

This last observation of Mr. Weller's bore reference to a demonstration Mr. Winkle made at the instant of a frantic desire to throw his feet in the air, and dash the back of his head on the ice.

"These—these—are very awkward skates; aren't they, Sam?" inquired Mr. Winkle, staggering.

"I'm afeerd there's an orkard gen'l'm'n in 'em, sir," replied Sam.

"Now, Winkle," cried Mr. Pickwick, quite unconscious that there was anything the matter, "come; the ladies are all anxiety."

"Yes, yes," replied Mr. Winkle, with a ghastly smile. "I'm coining."

"Just a-goin' to begin," said Sam, endeavouring to disengage himself. "Now, sir, start off!"

"Stop an instant, Sam," gasped Mr. Winkle, clinging most affectionately to Mr. Weller. "I find I have a couple of coats at home that I don't want, Sam. You may have them, Sam."

"Thank 'ee, sir," replied Mr. Weller.

"Never mind touching your hat, Sam," said Mr. Winkle, hastily. "You needn't take your hand away to do that. I meant to have given you five shillings this morning for a Christmas-box, Sam. I'll give it to you this afternoon, Sam."

"You're very good, sir," replied Mr. Weller.

"Just hold me at first, Sam, will you?" said Mr. Winkle. "There—that's right. I shall soon get into the way of it, Sam. Not too fast, Sam; not too fast!"

Mr. Winkle, stooping forward, with his body half doubled up, was being assisted over the ice by Mr. Weller in a very singular and unswanlike manner, when Mr. Pickwick most innocently shouted from the bank: "Sam!"

"Sir?"

"Here. I want you."

"Let go, sir!" said Sam. "Don't you hear the governor a-callin'? Let go, sir!"

With a violent effort, Mr. Weller disengaged himself from the grasp of the agonized Pickwickian, and in so doing administered a considerable impetus to the unhappy Mr. Winkle. With an accuracy which no degree of dexterity or practice could have ensured, that unfortunate gentleman bore swiftly down into the centre of the reel, at the very moment when Mr. Bob Sawyer was performing a flourish of unparalleled beauty. Mr. Winkle struck wildly against him, and with a loud crash they both fell heavily. Mr. Pickwick ran to the spot. Bob Sawyer had risen to his feet, but Mr. Winkle was far too wise to do anything of the kind on skates. He was seated on the ice, making spasmodic efforts to smile; but anguish was depicted on every lineament of his face.

"Are you hurt?" inquired Mr. Benjamin Allen, with great anxiety.

"Not much," said Mr. Winkle, rubbing his back very hard.

Mr. Pickwick was excited and indignant. He beckoned to Mr. Weller, and said in a stern voice: "Take his skates off."

"No, but really, I had scarcely begun," remonstrated Mr. Winkle.

"Take his skates off," repeated Mr. Pickwick, firmly.

The command was not to be resisted. Mr. Winkle allowed Sam to obey it in silence.

"Lift him up," said Mr. Pickwick. Sam assisted him to rise.

Mr. Pickwick retired a few paces apart from the bystanders; and, beckoning his friend to approach, fixed a searching look upon him, and uttered in a low but distinct and emphatic tone these remarkable words: "You're a humbug, sir."

"A what?" said Mr. Winkle, starting.

"A humbug, sir. I shall speak plainer, if you wish it. An impostor, sir." With those words, Mr. Pickwick turned slowly on his heel, and rejoined his friends.


Charles Dickens, in Pickwick Papers
 .


 


Author
 .—Charles Dickens
 (1812—1870) was one of the most famous of English novelists. He was poor as a boy, and was self-educated. As a youth, he became a lawyer's clerk, then a journalist. His keen observation and wide sympathy make him popular as a novelist. Among his works are David Copperfield
 , Oliver Twist
 , A Tale of Two Cities
 , The Pickwick Papers
 , Bleak House
 , Little Dorrit
 , The Old Curiosity Shop
 , Great Expectations
 , Martin Chuzzlewit
 , Our Mutual Friend
 , The Mystery Edwin Drood
 (unfinished).

[image: ]



Charles Dickens.



General Notes
 .—Nathaniel Winkle, in The Pickwick Papers, was a young Cockney sportsman, believed by his companions to be a dead shot, a mighty hunter, a skilful skater, etc., but these accomplishments were imaginary. What does the story reveal of his character? What traits distinguish each of the other persons in the story? You will need to read the whole book to answer this question fully. In this part of the story, Mr. Pickwick and his three companions are guests at a Christmas party at Mr. Wardle's home in the country. Sam Weller is Mr. Pickwick's servant.
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AN INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAMP

You know, we French stormed Ratisbon:

A mile or so away,

On a little mound, Napoleon

Stood on our storming-day;

With neck out-thrust, you fancy how,

Legs wide, arms locked behind,

As if to balance the prone brow

Oppressive with its mind.

 

Just as perhaps he mused, "My plans

That soar, to earth may fall,

Let once my army-leader Lannes

Waver at yonder wall,"—

Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew

A rider, bound on bound

Full-galloping; nor bridle drew

Until he reached the mound.

 

Then off there flung in smiling joy,

And held himself erect

By just his horse's mane, a boy:

You hardly could suspect—

(So tight he kept his lips compressed,

Scarce any blood came through)—

You looked twice ere you saw his breast

Was all but shot in two.

 

"Well," cried he, "Emperor, by God's grace

We've got you Ratisbon!

The Marshal's in the market-place,

And you'll be there anon

To see your flag-bird flap his vans

Where I, to heart's desire,

Perched him! "The chief's eye flashed; his plans

Soared up again like fire.

 

The chief 's eye flashed; but presently

Softened itself, as sheathes

A film the mother-eagle's eye

When her bruised eaglet breathes;

"You're wounded!" "Nay," the soldier's pride

Touched to the quick, he said,

"I'm killed, Sire!" And, his chief beside,

Smiling the boy fell dead.


—Robert Browning.


 


Author
 .—Robert Browning
 (1812-1889) is considered one of the greatest of modern English poets, Many of his best-known poems describe happenings in the lives of men and women, and often some intensely dramatic dialogue is included in the story. Find in this book other poems by Browning and note the use of dialogue in them also.


General Notes
 .—This story of a brave young French soldier is true. Ratisbon is the former name of Regensburg, a town on the Danube in Germany. It was besieged by Napoleon in 1809; one of the French marshals was Jean Lannes. Flag-bird—the French flag in Napoleon's time bore a representation of an eagle.
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BRANDING CATTLE

The afternoon was half-way through, and most of the smaller calves were branded. So far no ropes had been used, for the boys were so skilful that they were able to throw an ordinary calf with one hand and hold it on the ground in such a way that it could not move while the brand was being applied. The blacks love these hand-to-hand tussles, and everybody in the yards was in high good humour; but, as the youngest calves were all done and the yearlings also, it became a test of real strength and skill to tackle some of the older stock. There were one or two failures which raised shouts of laughter at the expense of the unfortunate black, who had either missed his hold or been rolled in the sand; but nothing serious happened, for Dick and Jim were on the watch and always came to the rescue at the critical time.

At last the numbers were reduced to three, two steers nearly full grown and a young bull that had somehow escaped the musterers for three or four years. He was a powerful animal with heavy shoulders, a broad, curl-decked forehead, and thick, short horns—a very nasty animal to tackle. In spite of his formidable appearance. several of the boys tried to throw him, dashing to the rails and climbing them when there was danger, like Spanish bull-fighters. But time was passing, and the three unbranded cattle were getting more and more excited, so Dick O'Keefe sent one of the boys to the shed for a special lasso which was kept there.

He and Jim were sitting smoking on the rails, and the boy was half-way back to the yards with the rope, when an unexpected thing happened. By some mistake the three clean-skins were in the branding-yard together. They rushed round and round, snorting and pawing the sand into the air, and, in order to get them back through the gate, one of the boys flicked them with his whip when the manager was not looking, for Dick 0'Keefe never allowed the use of a whip in the yards. This irritated the cattle to such an extent that they missed the gate-opening again and again and became quite mad. standing with heads down and tails up for a moment or two: then they charged the fence just below where Dick O'Keefe and Jim McCulloch were sitting. The two men toppled off—on the other side, fortunately—and one of the rails cracked. The oldest bull stood back and charged again, this time breaking through. With a wild bellow of rage and triumph, it stood free, shaking its head and snorting defiance at all the world. Everybody climbed into safety except the manager, who quickly jammed the broken rail across the opening the bull had made, to prevent the others from following their companion.

The bull saw the boy walking across the sand, and the sight must have reminded it of its tormentors, for it rushed straight at him. Larry, for that was the boy's name, had not seen the smash, and his first hint of danger was a shout of warning from the yards. Petrified with fear, he stood stock-still, and this hesitation probably saved him from the first mad onslaught, for the animal stopped too, uncertain what to do with an enemy that did not run away. Then Larry turned, and the bull's doubts were at once dispelled, for it lowered its head and charged with no uncertainty as to what it meant to do. The native stepped aside as he had been accustomed to do in the yards, and the huge beast lumbered past, but, recovering at once, turned and charged back. There was only one end to such a deadly game. Sooner or later the boy would slip or become exhausted, and then the cruel forehead would catch him and toss him high in the air, either breaking his back at once, or maiming him so that he would be an easy prey when he fell to the ground again.
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Drawn by Allan T. Bernaldo

"O'Keefe unwound the lasso round his head."


But the old cattle-man O'Keefe was watching, and, while the others were stunned with astonishment at the sudden turn of events, he grasped the situation and saw the only possible way to save the boy.

Running swiftly across the sand, he came level with the terrified native as he dodged another onslaught, but only just dodged it this time, for one polished horn tore his shirt. O'Keefe grabbed the lasso from the boy's arm and stepped back. Seeing two antagonists, the bull paused, but the black was still its quarry, and it prepared to charge again, the last time probably, for the boy was too dazed to look after himself. O'Keefe unwound the lasso round his head and looked as if he were running away, but in reality he was getting more room for his throw.

Down came the bull. The boy stood limp and silly, directly in its pathway. The old stockman threw. With grace and unerring aim, the pliant rope shot out, the loop opened as it went, and fell over the shoulders of the helpless black boy, just as the bull was on him. With a jerk he was pulled back into safety.

Dick O'Keefe lost no time. Dexterously he freed the rope, and once more coiled it round his head, waiting to see what the thwarted bull would do. He did not have to wait long, for the animal came straight towards them. Dick jumped aside, pushing the boy out of harm's way, and, as the beast thundered past, he dropped the loop over its head and entangled the off-side front leg. Down it crashed in a smother of sand, and, before it could get over its astonishment, the rope was trussing it in several other places and it was helpless.


Conrad Sayce
 , in The Golden Valley
 .

 


Author
 .—Conrad Harvey Sayce
 , a Melbourne architect, born in England, has written several books dealing with Central Australia—Golden Buckles
 , In the Musgrove Ranges
 , The Golden Valley
 , The Valley of a Thousand Deaths
 , and The Splendid Savage
 . All but the first are adventure books for boys.


General Notes
 .—Why are cattle branded? Should branding be prohibited (a
 ) because it is cruel, (b
 ) because it spoils a valuable part of the hide? In what parts of Australia are there wide cattle stations? Write the bull's side of the story.
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SEA-FEVER

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,

And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,

And a grey mist on the sea's face and a grey dawn breaking.

 

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the seagulls crying.

 

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gipsy life,

To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's like a whetted knife;

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover.

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over.


John Masefield.


 


Author
 .—John Masefiel
 d, an English poet and novelist, born in 1876, was chosen as Poet-Laureate in 1930. He has led an adventurous life, much of it at sea. His sea songs and poems ring true. His published books include Saltwater Ballads
 , Poems and Ballads
 , The Everlasting Mercy
 , Dauber
 , in verse; and, among prose works, Gallipoli, A Mainsail Haul, A Tarpaulin Muster, Odtaa, and Victorious Troy
 . He has also written several plays. Dauber is one of the finest of sea-poems.


General Notes
 .—Is Masefield's love of the sea genuine? What makes you think so? A "trick" is the helmsman's spell at the wheel, generally two hours. But the "long trick" is in the morning watch, when the relieving helmsman goes on at a quarter to eight a.m., and remains till 10 a.m., thus lengthening his "trick". Collect some more poems about the sea.
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STALKED BY A LION

[This is a true story. At the end of last century the author arrived in East Africa to take up a position on the staff of the Uganda railway, which was then being built. He was sent to Tsavo, over one hundred miles from the coast, to take charge of the construction of the line at that place. The workmen were mainly coolies from India. Tsavo was in the lion country. And what lions! They entered camps and carried off coolies, they outwitted guards, and before long they had the workmen so terror-stricken that all work on the line was held up. Despite Patterson's determination to shoot the two man-eaters, they seemed to bear charmed lives. At the time the story opens, one of the lions has been missed at close range.]

 

After this dismal failure there was, of course, nothing to do but to return to camp. Before doing so, however, I proceeded to view the dead donkey, which I found to have been only slightly devoured at the quarters. It is a curious fact that lions always begin at the tail of their prey and eat upwards towards the head. As their meal had thus been interrupted evidently at the very beginning, I felt sure that one or other of the brutes would return to the carcass at nightfall.

Accordingly, as there was no tree of any kind close at hand, I had a staging erected some ten feet away from the body. This was about twelve feet high, and was composed of four poles stuck into the ground and inclined towards each other at the top, where a plank was lashed to serve as a seat. Further, as the nights were still pitch dark, I had the donkey's carcass secured by strong wires to a neighbouring stump, so that the hons might not be able to drag it away before I could get a shot at them.

At sundown, therefore, I took up my position on my airy perch, and much to the disgust of my gun-bearer, Mahina, I decided to go alone. I would gladly have taken him with me indeed, but he had a bad cough, and I was afraid lest he should make any noise or movement which might spoil all. Darkness fell almost immediately, and everything became extraordinarily still. The silence of an African jungle on a dark night needs to he experienced to be realized; it is most impressive, especially when one is absolutely alone and isolated from one's fellow creatures, as I was then.

Suddenly I was startled by the snapping of a twig: and, straining my ears for a further sound, I fancied I could hear the rustling of a large body forcing its way through the bush. "The man-eater," I thought to myself; "surely to-night my luck will change and I shall bag one of the brutes." Profound silence again succeeded; I sat on my eyrie like a statue, every nerve tense with excitement. Very soon, however, all doubt was dispelled. A deep, long-drawn sigh—sure sign of hunger—came up from the bushes, and the rustling commenced again as he cautiously advanced. In a moment or two a sudden stop, followed by an angry growl, told me that my presence had been noticed; and I began to fear that disappointment awaited me once more.

But no; matters quickly took an unexpected turn. The hunter became the hunted; and, instead of either making off or coming for the bait prepared for him, the lion began stealthily to stalk me
 ! For about two hours he horrified me by slowly creeping round and round my crazy structure, gradually edging his way nearer and nearer. Every moment I expected him to rush it; and the staging had not been constructed with an eye to such a possibility. If one of the rather flimsy poles should break, or if the lion could spring the twelve feet which separated me from the ground … the thought was scarcely a pleasant one. I began to feel distinctly "creepy," and heartily repented my folly in having placed myself in such a dangerous position.

I kept perfectly still, however, hardly daring even to blink my eyes; but the long-continued strain was telling on my nerves. About midnight, suddenly something came flop and struck me on the back of the head. For a moment I was so terrified that I nearly fell off the plank, as I thought that the lion had sprung on me from behind. Regaining my senses in a second or two, I realized that l had been hit by nothing more formidable than an owl, which had doubtless mistaken me for the branch of a tree—not a very alarming thing to happen in ordinary circumstances, I admit, but coming at the time it did, it almost paralyzed me. The start which I could not help giving was immediately answered by a sinister growl from below.

After this I again kept as still as I could, though trembling with excitement; and in a short while I heard the lion begin to creep stealthily towards me. I could barely make out his form as he crouched among the whitish undergrowth; but I saw enough for my purpose, and before he could come any nearer. I took careful aim and pulled the trigger. The sound of the shot was at once followed by a most terrific roar, and then I could hear him leaping about in all directions. I was no longer able to see him, however, as his first bound had taken him into the thick bush; but, to make assurance doubly sure, I kept blazing away in the direction in which I heard him plunging about. At length came a series of mighty groans. gradually subsiding into deep sighs, and finally ceasing altogether; and I felt convinced that one of the "devils" that had so long harried us would trouble us no more.

As soon as I ceased firing, a tumult of inquiring voices was borne across the dark jungle from the men in camp about a quarter of a mile away. I shouted back that I was safe and sound, and that one of the lions was dead; whereupon such a mighty cheer went up from all the camps as must have astonished the denizens of the jungle for miles around. Shortly after I saw scores of lights twinkling through the bushes; every man in camp turned out, and with tom-toms beating and horns blowing came running to the scene. They surrounded my eyrie, and to my amazement prostrated themselves on the ground before me, saluting me with cries of "Mabarak! Mabarak!
 " which, I believe, means "blessed one" or "saviour".

All the same, I refused to allow any search to be made that night for the body of the lion, in case his companion might be close by; besides, it was possible that he might be still alive, and capable of making a last spring. Accordingly we all returned in triumph to the camp, where great rejoicings were kept up for the remainder of the night, the Swahili and other African natives celebrating the occasion by an especially wild and savage dance.

For my part, I anxiously awaited the dawn; and even before it was thoroughly light I was on my way to the eventful spot, as I could not completely persuade myself that even yet the "devil" might not have eluded me in some uncanny and mysterious way. Happily my fears proved groundless, and I was relieved to find that my luck—after playing me so many exasperating tricks—had really turned at last. On rounding a bush, I was startled to see a huge lion right in front of me seemingly alive and crouching for a spring. On looking closer, however, I satisfied myself that he was really and truly stone-dead, whereupon my followers crowded round, laughed and danced and shouted with joy like children, and bore me in triumph shoulder-high round the dead body.

These thanksgiving ceremonies being over, I examined the body and found that two bullets had taken effect—one close behind the left shoulder, evidently penetrating the heart, and the other in the off hind leg. The prize was indeed one to be proud of; his length from tip of nose to tip of tail was nine feet eight inches, he stood three feet nine inches high, and it took eight men to carry him back to camp. The only blemish was that the skin was much scored by the thorns through which he had so often forced his way in carrying off his victims.

The news of the death of one of the notorious man-eaters soon spread far and wide over the country; telegrams of congratulation came pouring in, and scores of people flocked from up and down the railway to see the skin for themselves.

From The Man-Eaters of Tsavo
 , by J. H. Patterson.


 


Author
 .—Lieutenant-Colonel J. H. Patterson
 (born 1867) served in the South African war (1900-1902) and in the World War in Egypt, Gallipoli, France, and Palestine. He is the author of the following books:—The Man-eaters of Tsavo
 (1907), In the Grip of the Nyika
 (1909), With the Zionists in Gallipoli
 (1916), With the Judeans in the Palestine Campaign
 (1922).


General Notes
 .—The Uganda railway runs from Mombasa on the eastern coast to Kisum on the north shore of Lake Victoria. You will probably find the railway marked in your atlas. Tsavo is about 100 miles from Mombasa. This part of Africa is noted for its big game. The Swahili are East African people living on Zanzibar and the neighbouring coast of the mainland.
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THE PLOUGH

From Egypt, behind my oxen with their stately step and slow,

Northward and east and west I went, to the desert sand and the snow;

Down through the centuries, one by one, turning the clod to the shower,

Till there's never a land beneath the sun but has blossomed behind my power.

 

I slid through the sodden rice-fields with my grunting, hump-backed steers;

I turned the turf of the Tiber plain in Rome's imperial years;

I was left in the half-drawn furrow when Cincinnatus came,

Giving his farm for the Forum's stir to save his nation's name.

 

Over the seas to the north I went—white cliffs and a seaboard blue;

And my path was glad in the English grass as my stout, red Devons drew;

My path was glad in the English grass, for behind me rippled and curled

The corn that was life to the sailor-men that sailed the ships of the world.

 

And later I went to the north again, and day by day drew down

A little more of the purple hills to join to my kingdom brown;

And the whaups wheeled out to the moorland, but the grey gulls stayed with me,

Where the Clydesdales drummed a marching song with their feathered feet on the lea.

 

Then the new lands called me westward. I found, on the prairies wide,

A toil to my stoutest daring and a foe to test my pride;

But I stooped my strength to the stiff, black loam, and I found my labour sweet,

As I loosened the soil that was trampled firm by a million buffaloes' feet.

 

Then farther away to the northward; outward and outward still

(But idle I crossed the Rockies, for there no plough may till!)

Till I won to the plains unending, and there, on the edge of the snow,

I ribbed them the fenceless wheat-fields, and taught them to reap and sow.

 

The sun of the Southland called me; I turned her the rich, brown lines

Where her Parramatta peach-trees grow and her green Mlldura vines;

I drove her cattle before me and her slowly-dying sheep;

I painted her rich plains golden, and taught her to sow and reap.

 

From Egypt, behind my oxen with stately step and slow,

I have carried your weightiest burden, ye toilers that–reap and sow!

I am the Ruler, the King, and I hold the world in fee;

Sword upon sword may ring, but the triumph shall rest with me!


Will H. Ogilvie.


 


Author
 .—William Henry Ogilvie
 was born in Scotland in 1869 and educated there. He arrived in Australia in 1889, and engaged in bush occupations for two years, during which time he was a contributor to several Australian papers and magazines. He returned to Scotland in 1908. His works include Fair Girls and Grey Horses, Hearts of Gold., Rainbows and Witches, My Life in the Open, Whaup o' the Rede, The Land We Love, The Overlander, The Honour of the Station, The Australian, Galloping Shoes, Scattered Scarlet
 . From Australia he went to Scotland and to Canada, where he was a teacher in an agricultural college.


General Notes
 .—Egypt, Rome, England, America, Australia—what intervals of time and distance separate these civilizations? Name leading men in each of the countries. Cincinnatus, a Roman hero, was, in 485 B.C., called from the plough to be dictator. The Forum was the Roman market- place and scene of public meetings. Have a debate on "The Plough is greater than the Sword".
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Lesson
 13


HOW HORATI US KEPT THE BRIDGE

(A Legend of Ancient Rome.)


[In the days before Rome had become mistress of Italy, she was ruled by a cruel race of kings called the Tarquins. At last the Romans became so angry that they drove the Tarquins away and chose two wise men to govern them. These men were called consuls. The Tarquins obtained the help of the Tuscans, who lived in central Italy, and set out to attack Rome and regain their throne. They marched almost to Rome, but the River Tiber rolled its waters between them and the city. There was only one bridge by which to cross, and the Romans with their axes were trying to destroy it before the enemy arrived.

Other persons mentioned in the poem are:—


Lars Porsena
 (por'-seh-nah
 ), the ruler of a city in Tuscany. He led the host that tried to put the Tarquins back on the Roman throne.


Sextus
 , the eldest son of the house of Tarquin.


Astur
 , ruler of Luna, a town in Tuscany. The town is now called Carrara.


Horatius
 (hor-ay'-shus
 ), captain of the guard at one of the gates of Rome.


Spurius Lartius
 (lar'-shus
 ), a Ramnian, or descendant of one of the three foremost tribes of Rome.


Herminius
 , a Titian (tee'-sh'n
 ), or descendant of another of the great tribes.

 

But the Consul's brow was sad, and the Consul's speech was low,

And darkly looked he at the wall, and darkly at the foe.

"Their van will be upon us before the bridge goes down;

And if they once may win the bridge, what hope to save the town?"

 

Then out spake brave Horatius, the Captain of the gate:

"To every man upon this earth death cometh soon or late;

And how can man die better than facing fearful odds,

For the ashes of his fathers and the temples of his gods!

 

"Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, with all the speed ye may;

I, with two more to help me, will hold the foe in play.

In yon strait path a thousand may well be stopped by three;

Now, who will stand on either hand and keep the bridge with me?"

 

Then out spake Spurius Lartius,—a Ramnian proud was he:

"Lo, I will stand at thy right hand and keep the bridge with thee."

And out spake strong Herminius, of Titian blood was he:

"I will abide on thy left side and keep the bridge with thee."

 

"Horatius," quoth the Consul, "as thou sayest, so let it be,"

And straight against that great array forth went the dauntless three.

For Romans in Rome's quarrel spared neither land nor gold,

Nor son, nor wife, nor limb, nor life, in the brave days of old.

 

Then none was for a party; then all were for the state;

Then the great man helped the poor, and the poor man loved the great;

Then lands were fairly portioned; then spoils were fairly sold;

The Romans were like brothers in the brave days of old.

 

Meanwhile the Tuscan army, right glorious to behold,

Came flashing back the noonday light,

Rank behind rank, like surges bright

Of a broad sea of gold.

 

Four hundred trumpets sounded a peal of warlike glee,

As that great host, with measured tread,

And spears advanced, and ensigns spread,

Rolled slowly toward the bridge's head,

Where stood the dauntless three.

 

The three stood calm and silent, and looked upon the foes;

And a great shout of laughter from all the vanguard rose;

And forth three chiefs came spurring before that deep array;

To earth they sprang, their swords they drew,

And lifted high their shields, and flew

To win the narrow way.

But the laughter of the Tuscans was soon changed to wrath, for one chief after another from their army was laid low by the three Romans.

 

But hark! the cry is "Astur"; and lo! the ranks divide,

And the great lord of Luna comes with his stately stride.

Upon his ample shoulders clangs loud the fourfold shield,

And in his hand he shakes the brand which none but he can wield.

 

Then, whirling up his broadsword with both hands to the height,

He rushed against Horatius, and smote with all his might.

With shield and blade Horatius right deftly turned the blow.

The blow, though turned, came yet too nigh;

It missed his helm, but gashed his thigh;

The Tuscans raised a joyful cry to see the red blood flow.

 

He reeled, and on Herminius he leaned one breathing-space:

Then, like a wild-cat mad with wounds, sprang right at Astur's face.

Through teeth and skull and helmet, so fierce a thrust he sped,

The good sword stood a hand-breadth out behind the Tuscan's head!

 

This was the last great tight, for the axes had been plied so vigorously that the bridge now tottered and fell. The two friends of Horatius had leapt across to safety at the last moment, but Horatius did not move. At last, the bridge being quite destroyed, he turned his back upon the foe for the first time and faced the River Tiber.

 

"Oh, Tiber, father Tiber, to whom the Romans pray!

A Roman's life, a Roman's arms, take thou in charge this day!"

So he spake, and speaking sheathed the good sword by his side,

And with his harness on his back, plunged headlong in the tide.

No sound of joy or sorrow was heard from either bank;

But friends and foes in dumb surprise, with parted lips and straining eyes,

Stood gazing where he sank;

And when above the surges they saw his crest appear

All Rome sent forth a rapturous cry, and even the ranks of Tuscany

Could scarce forbear to cheer.

 

"Curse on him!" quoth false Sextus; "Will not the villain drown?

But for this stay, ere close of day we should have sacked the town!"

"Heaven help him!" quoth Lars Porsena, "And bring him safe to shore;

For such a gallant feat of arms was never seen before."

 

And now he feels the bottom; now on dry earth he stands;

Now round him throng the Fathers to press his gory hands:

And now, with shouts and clapping, and noise of weeping loud.

He enters through the River-Gate, borne by the joyous crowd.

 

They gave him of the corn-land, that was of public right, As much as two strong oxen could plough from morn till night;

And they made a molten image, and set it up on high,

And there it stands unto this day to witness if I lie.

 

And in the nights of winter, when the cold north winds blow,

And the long howling of the wolves is heard amidst the snow;

When young and old in circle around the firebrands close;

When the girls are weaving baskets, and the lads are shaping bows;

 

When the goodman mends his armour, and trims his helmet's plume;

When the goodwife's shuttle merrily goes flashing through the loom;

With weeping and with laughter still is the story told,

How well Horatius kept the bridge in the brave days of old.


Lord Macaulay.


 


Author
 .—Thomas Babington Macaulay
 (1800—1859), afterwards Lord Macaulay, was a famous English historian, essayist, and poet. His History of England (5 volumes
 ) made history popular. "He saw history as a great pageant, a series of pictures in which the doings of the people, great and small, appear for the first time along with the chronicling of court, camp, and Parliament. He made it interesting, first of all to the average man and woman, and he set a new fashion." His little volume of poems, which he called Lays of Ancient Rome
 , contain many narrative poems which delight young and old with their stirring melody and incident.


Genera Notes
 .—Which stanza do you think is the most stirring? Which contains the beet picture? In which ones does the sound of the words suit the picture or the incident? Find lines in the poem that tell that the ancient Romans were not Christians, that they lived in a walled town, and that much of the land was owned by all the people. Some lines are often quoted:—"Then none was for the party, then all were for the state"; "Even the ranks of Tuscany could scarce forbear to cheer." Can you think of any happenings in school life to which these quotations could apply?




Lesson
 14


DOUBTING CASTLE AND GIANT DESPAIR

[Here is a story from John Bunyan's great book, The Pilgrim's Progress
 , which tells of the trials and dangers that threaten a Christian on his way through life. Christian was joined on his journey by Hopeful, and at Christian's request they left the rough road and followed a track through a pleasant meadow. Night came on, and they lost their way. In vain they tried to find their way back to the road and, tired out, they fell asleep. They were found in the morning by Giant Despair, who lived near by in Doubting Castle.]

 

Then, with a grim and surly voice, he bade them awake and asked them whence they were and what they did in his grounds. They told him they were pilgrims, and that they had lost their way. Then said the Giant: "You have this night trespassed on me by trampling in and lying on my grounds, and therefore you must go along with me."

So they were forced to go, because he was stronger than they. They also had but little to say, for they knew themselves in fault. The Giant, therefore, drove them before him and put them into his castle, in a very dark dungeon. Here, then, they lay from Wednesday morning till Saturday night, without one bit of bread, or drop of drink, or light, or any to ask how they did; they were, therefore, here in evil case and were far from friends and acquaintance. Now in this place Christian had double sorrow, because it was through his unadvised counsel that they were brought into this distress.

Now Giant Despair had a wife, and her name was Diffidence. So he told his wife what he had done; that he had taken a couple of prisoners and had cast them into his dungeon for trespassing on his grounds. Then he asked her what he had best do further to them. So she asked what they were, whence they came, and whither they were bound; and he told her. Then she counselled him that when he arose in the morning he should beat them without mercy.

So when he arose he getteth him a grievous crab-tree cudgel, and goes down into the dungeon to them, and there first falls to rating of them as if they were dogs. Then he falls upon them and beats them fearfully, in such sort that they were not able to help themselves, or to turn them upon the floor. This done, he withdraws, and leaves them there to condole their misery, and to mourn under their distress.

The next thing, she, talking with her husband further about them and understanding that they were yet alive, did advise him to counsel them to make away with themselves. So, when morning was come, he goes to them in a surly manner as before, and, perceiving them to be very sore with the stripes that he had given them the day before, he told them that, since they were never like to come out of that place, their only way would be forthwith to make an end of themselves: "For why," said he, "should you choose life, seeing it is attended with so much bitterness?"

But they desired him to let them go. With that, he looked ugly upon them, and, rushing to them, had doubtless made an end of them himself, but that he fell into one of his fits (for he sometimes in sunshiny weather fell into fits), and lost for a time the use of his hands. Where- fore he withdrew and left them as before to consider what to do.
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From an etching by Wm.Strang, R. A

Christian and Hopeful in the Dungeon.


Well, towards evening, the Giant went down into the dungeon again, to see if his prisoners had taken his counsel; but when he came there he found them alive, and, truly, alive was all. For now, for want of bread and water, and by reason of the wounds they received when he beat them, they could do little but breathe.

But, I say, he found them alive; at which he fell into a grievous rage and told them that, seeing that they had disobeyed his counsel, it should be worse with them than if they had never been born. At this they trembled greatly, and I think that Christian fell into a swoon; but, coming a little to himself again, they renewed their discourse about the Giant's counsel, and whether yet they had best take it or no.

Now the Giant's wife asked him concerning the prisoners, and if they had taken his counsel. To which he replied, "They axe sturdy rogues; they choose rather to bear all hardships than to make away with themselves."

Then said she, "Take them into the castle-yard to-morrow, and show them the bones and skulls of those that thou hast already dispatched; and make them believe, ere a week comes to an end, thou wilt tear them in pieces as thou hast done their fellows before them."

So when the motoring was come, the Giant goes to them again, and takes them into the castle-yard, and shows them as his wife had bidden him.

"These," said he, "were once pilgrims as you are, and they trespassed on my grounds as you have done, and I tore them in pieces; and so within ten days I will do you. Go, get you down to your den again!" And with that he beat them all the way thither. They lay therefore all day on Saturday in lamentable case as before.

Now, when night was come, Mistress Diffidence and her husband the Giant began to renew their discourse of their prisoners; and the old Giant wondered that he could neither by his blows nor counsel bring them to an end. And with that his wife replied:

"I fear," said she, "that they live in hopes that some will come to relieve them; or that they have picklocks about them, by the means of which they hope to escape."

"And sayest thou so, my dear?" said the Giant; "I will therefore search them in the morning."

Well, on Saturday about midnight they began to pray, and continued in prayer till almost break of day.

Now a little before it was day, good Christian, as one half amazed, brake out into this passionate speech: "What a fool," quoth he, "am I thus to lie in a dungeon when I may as well walk at liberty; I have a key in my bosom called Promise, that will, I am persuaded, open any lock in Doubting Castle."

"Then," said Hopeful, "that's good news, good brother; pluck it out of thy bosom and try."

Then Christian pulled it out of his bosom, and began to try at the dungeon door, whose bolt, as he turned the key, gave back, and the door flew open with ease, and Christian and Hopeful both came out. Then he went to the outer door that leads into the castle-yard, and with this key opened that door also. After that he went to the iron gate, but that lock went desperately hard; yet the key did open it. Then they thrust open the gate to make their escape with speed. But that gate, as it opened, made such a creaking that it waked Giant Despair, who, hastily rising to pursue his prisoners, felt his limbs to fail, for his fits took him again, so that he could by no means go after them. Then they went on and came to the King's highway, and so were safe.

Now when they were gone over the stile, they began to contrive with themselves what they should do at that stile to prevent those that come after from falling into the hands of Giant Despair. So they consented to erect there a pillar, and to engrave upon the side thereof this sentence: "Over this stile is the way to Doubting Castle, which is kept by Giant Despair, who despiseth the King of the Celestial Country, and seeks to destroy His holy pilgrims." Many, therefore, that followed after read what was written and escaped the danger.


John Bunyan
 , in The Pilgrim's Progress
 .

 


Author
 .—John Bunyan
 (1628-1688) was the son of a poor tinker. He joined the Parliamentary Army against Charles I., and afterwards became a Baptist preacher, a sect that was then persecuted. "He had lived in the Bible till its words became his own." His fame depends on four books—Grace Abounding, The Pilgrim's Progress, Life and Death of Mr. Badman,
 and The Holy War
 . Spiritual sublimity and superb desoriptive power are the secrets of his success.


General Notes
 .—Bunyan's popularity depends on his vivid description of what goes on in men's minds. Young readers cannot yet realize Doubt and Despair. The moral, however, will appeal to them. Hope will enable them to triumph over Despair and Diffidence, his wife, and to go on the way to the heavenly city of one's dreams. Things are never so bad as they seem to be, and there's always a way out. Write an essay entitled "Never Despair!" and illustrate it by stories of those who have won through.




Lesson
 15


THE BURIAL OF MOSES

By Nebo's lonely mountain,

On this side Jordan's wave,

In a vale in the land of Moab

There lies a lonely grave;

And no man knows that sepulchre,

And no man saw it e'er,

For the angels of God upturned the sod,

And laid the dead man there.

 

That was the grandest funeral

That ever passed on earth;

But no man heard the trampling,

Or saw the train go forth.

Noiselessly as the daylight

Comes back when night is done,

And the crimson streak on ocean's cheek

Grows into the great sun;

 

Noiselessly as the spring-time

Her crown of verdure weaves,

And all the trees on all the hills

Open their thousand leaves;

So, without sound of music

Or voice of them that wept,

Silently down from the mountain's crown

The great procession swept.

 

Perchance the bald old eagle

On grey Beth-peor's height

Out of his lonely eyrie

Looked on the wondrous sight;

Perchance the lion stalking

Still shuns that hallowed spot,

For beast and bird have seen and heard

That which man knoweth not.

 

But, when the warrior dieth,

His comrades in the war,

With arms reversed and muffled drums,

Follow his funeral car;

They show the banners taken,

They tell his battles won,

And after him lead his masterless steed,

While peals the minute-gun.

 

Amid the noblest of the land

We lay the sage to rest,

And give the bard an honoured place,

With costly marble dressed,

In the great minster transept,

Where lights like glories fall,

And the organ rings, and the sweet choir sings,

Along the emblazoned wall.

 

This was the truest warrior

That ever buckled sword;

This the most gifted poet

That ever breathed a word;

And never earth's philosopher

Traced, with his golden pen,

On the deathless page, truths half so sage

As he wrote down for men.

 

And had he not high honour—

The hillside for a pall,

To lie in state while angels wait

With stars for tapers tall,

And the dark rock pines, like tossing plumes,

Over his bier to wave,

And God's own hand in that lonely land

To lay him in the grave,

In that strange grave without a name,

Whence his uncoffined clay

Shall break again—oh, wondrous thought!—

Before the judgment-day,

And stand with glory wrapt around

On the hills he never trod,

And speak of the strife that won our life

With the Incarnate Son of God.

 

O lonely grave in Moab's land!

O dark Beth-peor's hill!

Speak to these curious hearts of ours

And teach them to be still.

God hath His mysteries of grace,

Ways that we cannot tell;

He hides them deep, like the hidden sleep

Of him He loved so well.


Mrs. Alexander.


 


Author
 .—Mrs. Cecil Francis Alexander
 was an Irish writer of hymns; born in County Wicklow, 1818; married the Archbishop of Armagh; died 1895. Other well-known poems of hers are "All Things Bright and Beautiful," "Once in Royal David's City," "There is a Green Hill far away."


General
 .—This, strangely enough, was Mark Twain's favourite poem. The scriptural allusions can be understood by reading the 34th chapter of Deuteronomy
 ; and the geographical allusions by consulting a map of Palestine. "No man knoweth his sepulchre." Write an essay mentioning various men (Sir John Franklin, Ludwig Leichhardt, etc.), to whom this saying would also apply. What claims had Moses to the titles of "truest warrior," "most gifted poet," "sage philosopher"? What served the purposes of pall, tapers, plumes? Who were in the procession? Which is the most majestic stanza? Which breathes of quiet? Which gives the greatest praise to Moses?




Lesson
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THE GREAT BARRIER REEF

The Northern sea is a sea of pearls, as the Northern land is a land of gold. Who knows what flotsam and jetsam may not yet be discoverable? There are rumours of old coins and ingots of silver found along the East coast of Australia. One might even come upon the remains of a Spanish galleon somewhere between Percy Island and Cape York.

Why not?

The Jardines of Somerset, near Cape York,—they hold the farthest-north cattle station in Australia and have long been owners of pearl-fishing craft,—thirty years ago were rewarded with just such a discovery of treasure trove.

The story goes that Frank Jardine's lugger, exploring the reef (which is very near the mainland at Somerset), was driven by a sudden wind to take shelter in an inlet cove. As the tide fell, the trained eyes of some sea-going wight fell upon the flukes of a rusted anchor. They presently made fast to this relic of an ancient sea mystery and, in dragging it from the coral, bared a mass of minted coin!

They say that the whole of this sea hoard took several trips from Somerset to recover—a booty worth thousands of pounds. It consisted chiefly of Spanish silver dollars and gold coins of the early nineteenth century, none of the dates being later than 1820.

The treasure is said to have belonged to a lost ship, laden with coin for the payment of Spanish troops and Government officials in Manila. That ship was following the old Spanish route along the Australian coast when she was cast away!

Many a lusty galleon preceded her. Unless the coral has grown over their brave old bones, the treasure-seeker along the Barrier stands a safer, if less likely, chance than Captain Tom Cavendish when he lay alongside the Santa Anna
 on the 4th of November of 1587, and after four hours' fighting found himself in possession of a booty of 122,000 pesos of gold, to say nothing of "divers merchandise" and several sorts of very good wine!
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss

Spanish Treasure.


Nor are chance galleons of New Spain our only possibilities in the way of Northern salvage. The unfortunate Quetta
 alone took down 60 tons of silver with her when those sharp coral teeth tore out her iron flanks at the gates of Torres on the fatal night of February 28, 1890. Before the Barrier was charted properly in 1842-6, many a stout vessel was cast away.

If we failed of finding Spanish or other seaward riches, there would still be compensations. We would not lack for adventure; nor the good fare that should go with it. Of a surety, there would be much provender and creature comforts on this voyage of adventure to Northern Seas. With the ports of Bowen, Townsville, Cairns, Cooktown, and Thursday Island to fall back upon when the ship's stores ran low, there would be little risk of starvation.

Furthermore, we would have fresh coconuts, turtle and beche-de-mer soups in abundance, luscious fruits, stewed pigeons, fresh fish, oysters, and tropical dainties won by our own hands from sea or shore. At low tide we would land on exposed reefs to gather food, curiosities, pearls, and coral.

Of the latter there is a variety enough to keep a collector's heart in constant ecstasy. These reefs are, in fact, vast natural marine gardens, filled with brilliant flowers of the sea. No earthly growths present such a diversity of form and colour. We have (all moulded in the same medium by the hand of the Great Artist) stag-horns, organ-pipes, cup corals, mushrooms, bouquets, stars, brain-corals, and labyrinths.

Coloration spreads over all gradations and shades. There are violets, magentas, browns, bronzes, lemons, mauves, whites, pinks, greens, lilacs, purples, turquoises, peacock blues—all the shades of the palettes of a Royal Academy and a Paris Salon, and more.

Every growth, from the most delicate and fragile of those beautiful branched corals one sees under glass covers to 19-foot specimens described by W. Seville Kent, had its beginning in the dead body of a single polyp, a microscopic insect! Think of the countless myriads of deaths in the uncountable years to build up a reef 1,500 miles in length along the coast of Queensland. One learns with satisfaction that the world is much older than the scientists thought it.

Wonder and admiration are not lessened by knowledge that the coral insect is, in scientific eyes, no insect at all, but a "simple polyp resembling a sea-anemone, possessing the property of secreting a calcareous skeleton out of the lime held abundantly in suspension in probably every sea!"

It is this simple property which enables the reef-building Barrier corals to live and die, from low water mark to a depth of 20 or 30 fathoms in the warm East sea.

It is this simple property which has been a highly important factor in the making of geography, and has added to the anxieties of navigators, particularly of those who tread a careful course from Lion Island to Bligh's Entrance down the Eastern coast of Queensland.


E. J. Brady
 , in The Land of the Sun
 .

 


Author
 .—Edwin James Brady
 , a living Australian poet and journalist, was born in Carcoar, N.S.W., and educated in that State and in America. Engaged in various occupations for some years in New South Wales. Was editor of The Worker and The Australian Workman
 . Contributed as a free lance to many papers and magazines. Author of The Ways of Many Waters
 (verse), The Earthen Floor
 (verse), Bushland Ballads, The King's Caravan
 (prose), River Rovers
 (prose), Bells and Hobbles
 (verse), Australia Unlimited
 (prose), The House of the Winds
 (nautical verse), The Land of the Sun
 , and The Prince's Highway
 (prose).


General Notes
 .—See the Great Barrier Reef on a map of Australia. Where are pearls and gold found in Queensland? Flotsam and jetsam—chance findings; literally, flotsam is floating wreckage; jetsam, what is cast on the shore. When did Spanish galleons sail the sea? Name any Spanish sailors connected with early Australian maritime exploration. What English monarch was reigning in 1587? Peso (payso
 ) was a Spanish dollar, also called "piece of eight" (think of Treasure Island
 ). Beche-de-mer, or sea snail, a kind of large marine slug, which is dried and used for soup. A polyp is not an insect, but a boneless creature with a cylindrical body closed and attached at one end and opening at the other by a central mouth, furnished with tentacles. Write an essay on "Creatures that Wear their Bones outside." Beche-de-mer
 is a French name, meaning sea spade
 .




Lesson
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A SYLVAN SOLITUDE

Here the magpie loves to croon

From the dawn to rise of moon;

Flutes the sweet harmonious thrush

In the early morning hush;

Shyly sings the oriole;

All the day the bell-birds toll.


Frank S. Williamson
 . in Purple and Gold
 .

 


Author
 .—Frank
 S. Williamson
 (1865—1936), Australian poet, author of Purple and Gold
 (Lothian). Mr. Williamson was for many years a teacher in the Education Department of Victoria.


General Notes
 .-Note the musical flow of the verse. Describe the birds mentioned. Note. the verbs used; do they suit each bird's song? Do you know another bird poem by the same author?




Lesson
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THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN

I

Hamelin Town's in Brunswick,

By famous Hanover city;

The river Weser, deep and wide,

Washes its walls on the southern side,

A pleasanter spot you never spied;

But, when begins my ditty,

Almost five hundred years ago,

To see the townsfolk suffer so

From vermin, was a pity.

 

Rats!

They fought the dogs, and killed the cats,

And bit the babies in the cradles,

And ate the cheeses out of the vats,

And licked the soup from the cooks' own ladles,

Split open the kegs of salted sprats,

Made nests inside men's Sunday hats,

And even spoiled the women's chats

By drowning their speaking

With shrieking and squeaking

In fifty different sharps and flats.

 

At last the people in a body

To the Town Hall came flocking:

"'Tis clear," cried they, "our Mayor's a noddy;

And as for our Corporation—shocking

To think we buy gowns lined with ermine

For dolts that can't or won't determine

What's best to rid us of our vermin!

You hope, because you're old and obese,

To find in the furry civic robe ease?

Rouse up, sirs! Give your brains a racking

To find the remedy we're lacking,

Or, sure as fate, we'll send you packing!"

At this the Mayor and Corporation

Quaked with a mighty consternation.

 

An hour they sat in council,

At length the Mayor broke silence:

"For a guilder I'd my ermine gown sell;

I wish I were a mile hence!

It's easy to bid one rack one's brain—

I'm sure my poor head aches again,

I've scratched it so, and all in vain.

Oh for a trap, a trap, a trap!"

Just as he said this, what should hap

At the chamber door but a gentle tap?

"Bless us," cried the Mayor, "what's that?

Only a scraping of shoes on the mat?

Anything like the sound of a rat

Makes my heart go pit-a-pat!"

 

"Come in!"—the Mayor cried, looking bigger:

And in did come the strangest figure!

His queer long coat from heel to head

Was half of yellow and half of red;

And he himself was tall and thin,

With sharp blue eyes, each like a pin,

And light loose hair, yet swarthy skin,

No tuft on cheek nor beard on chin,

But lips where smiles went out and in;

There was no guessing his kith and kin,

And nobody could enough admire

The tall man and his quaint attire.

Quoth one: "It's as my great-grandsire,

Starting up at the Trump of Doom's tone,

Had walked this way from his painted tombstone!"

 

He advanced to the council table;

And, "Please your honours," said he, "I'm able,

By means of a secret charm, to draw

All creatures living beneath the sun,

That creep, or swim, or fly, or run,

After me so as you never saw!

And I chiefly use my charm

On creatures that do people harm—

The mole, the toad, and newt, and viper;

And people call me the Pied Piper."

(And here they noticed round his neck

A scarf of red and yellow stripe,

To match with his coat of the self-same check;

And at the scarf's end hung a pipe;

And his fingers, they noticed, were ever straying

As if impatient to be playing

Upon this pipe, as low it dangled

Over his vesture so old-fangled.)

"Yet," said he, "poor piper as I am,

In Tartary I freed the Cham,

Last June, from his huge swarms of gnats;

I eased in Asia the Nizam

Of a monstrous brood of vampire-bats;

And as for what your brain bewilders,

If I can rid your town of rats

Will you give me a thousand guilders?"

"One? Fifty thousand!"—was the exclamation

Of the astonished Mayor and Corporation.
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II.

Into the street the Piper stepped,

Smiling first a little smile,

As if he knew what magic slept

In his quiet pipe the while;

Then, like a musical adept,

To blow the pipe his lips he wrinkled,

And green and blue his sharp eyes twinkled,

Like a candle-flame where salt is sprinkled;

And ere three shrill notes the pipe uttered,

You heard as if an army muttered;

And the muttering grew to a grumbling;

And the grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling;

And out of the houses the rats came tumbling.

Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats,

Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats,

Grave old plodders, gay young friskers,

Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins,

Cocking tails and pricking whiskers,

Families by tens and dozens,

Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives—

Followed the Piper for their lives.

From street to street he piped advancing,

And step for step they followed dancing,

Until they came to the river Weser,

Wherein all plunged and perished!

—Save one who, stout as Julius Caesar,

Swam across and lived to carry

To Rat-land home his commentary:

Which was, "At the first shrill notes of the pipe,

I heard a sound as of scraping tripe,

And putting apples, wondrous ripe,

Into a cider-press's gripe;

And a moving away of pickle-tub-boards,

And a leaving ajar of conserve-cupboards,

And a drawing the corks of train-oil flasks,

And a breaking the hoops of butter-casks;

And it seemed as if a voice

Called out, 'Oh rats, rejoice!

So munch on, crunch on, take your nuncheon,

Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheon!'

And just as a bulky sugar-puncheon,

All ready staved, like a great sun shone

Glorious scarce an inch before me,

Just as methought it said: 'Come, bore me!'

—I found the Weser rolling o'er me."

You should have heard the Hamelin people

Ringing the bells till they rocked the steeple.

"Go," cried the Mayor, "and get long poles!

Poke out the nests and block up the holes!

Consult with carpenters and builders,

And leave in our town not even a trace

Of the rats!"—When suddenly up the face

Of the Piper perked in the market-place,

With a, "First, if you please, my thousand guilders!"

 

A thousand guilders! The Mayor looked blue;

So did the Corporation too.

To pay this sum to a wandering fellow

With a gipsy coat of red and yellow!

"Beside," quoth the Mayor with a knowing wink,

"Our business was done at the river's brink;

We saw with our eyes the vermin sink,

And what's dead can't come to life, I think.

So, friend, we're not the folks to shrink

From the duty of giving you something for drink,

And a matter of money to put in your poke;

But, as for the guilders, what we spoke

Of them, as you very well know, was in joke.

Beside, our losses have made us thrifty;

A thousand guilders! Come, take fifty!"

The Piper's face fell, and he cried,

"No trifling! I can't wait, beside!

I've promised to visit by dinner-time

Bagdad, and accept the prime

Of the Head Cook's pottage, all he's rich in,

For having left. in the Caliph's kitchen,

Of a nest of scorpions no survivor—

With him I proved no bargain-driver,

With you, don't think I'll bate a stiver!

And folks who put me in a passion

May find me pipe after another fashion."

 

"How!" cried the Mayor, "d'ye think I'll brook

Being worse treated than a Cook?

Insulted by a lazy ribald

With idle pipe and vesture piebald?

You threaten us, fellow? Do your worst,

Blow your pipe there till you burst!"

III.

Once more he stepped into the street;

And to his lips again

Laid his long pipe of smooth straight cane;

And ere he blew three notes (such sweet

Soft notes as yet musician's cunning

Never gave the enraptured air)

There was a rustling that seemed like a bustling

Of merry crowds justling at pitching and hustling,

Small feet were pattering, wooden shoes clattering,

Little hands clapping, and little tongues chattering,

And, like fowls in a farmyard when barley is scattering,

Out came the children running.

All the little boys and girls,

With rosy cheeks and flaxen curls,

And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearls,

Tripping and skipping, ran merrily after

The wonderful music with shouting and laughter.

 

The Mayor was dumb, the Council stood

As if they were changed into blocks of wood,

Unable to move a step, or cry

To the children merrily skipping by—

Could only follow with the eye

That joyous crowd at the Piper's back.

But how the Mayor was on the rack,

And the wretched Council's bosoms beat

As the Piper turned from the High Street

To where the Weser rolled its waters

However he turned from south to west,

And to Koppleberg Hill his steps addressed,

And after him the children pressed;

Great was the joy in every breast.

"He never can cross that mighty top;

He's forced to let the piping drop,

And we shall see our children stop!"

When, lo, as they reached the mountain-side,

A wondrous portal opened wide,

As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed;

And the Piper advanced and the children followed,

And when all were in to the very last,

The door in the mountain-side shut fast.

Did I say all? No! One was lame,

And could not dance the whole of the way;

And in after years, if you would blame

His sadness, he was used to say,—

"It's dull in our town since my playmates left!

I can't forget that I'm bereft

Of all the pleasant sights they see,

Which the Piper also promised me;

For he led us, he said, to a joyous land,

Joining the town and just at hand,

Where waters gushed and fruit-trees grew,

And flowers put forth a fairer hue,

And everything was strange and new;

The sparrows were brighter than peacocks here,

And their dogs outran our fallow deer,

And honey-bees had lost their stings,

And horses were born with eagles' wings;

And just as I became assured

My lame foot would be speedily cured,

The music stopped and I stood still,

And found myself outside the Hill,

Left alone against my will,

To go now limping as before,

And never hear of that country more!"

 

Alas, alas for Hamelin!

There came into many a burgher's pate

A text which says that Heaven's Gate

Opes to the Rich at as easy rate

As the needle's eye takes a camel in!

 

The Mayor sent East, West, North, and South

To offer the Piper by word of mouth,

Wherever it was men's lot to find him,

Silver and gold to his heart's content,

If he'd only return the way he went,

And bring the children behind him.

But when they saw 'twas a lost endeavour,

And Piper and dancers were gone for ever,

They made a decree that lawyers never

Should think their records dated duly

If, after the day of the month and year,

These words did not as well appear,

"And so long after what happened here

On the Twenty-second of July,

Thirteen hundred and seventy-six!"

And the better in memory to fix

The place of the children's last retreat,

They called it the Pied Piper's Street—

Where anyone playing on pipe or tabor

Was sure for the future to lose his labour.

Nor suffered they hostelry or tavern

To shock with mirth a street so solemn.

But opposite the place of the cavern

They wrote the story on a column,

And on the great church-window painted

The same, to make the world acquainted

How their children were stolen away;
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And there it stands to this very day

And I must not omit to say

That in Transylvania there's a tribe

Of alien people who ascribe

The outlandish ways and dress,

On which their neighbours lay such stress,

To their fathers and mothers having risen

Out of some subterraneous prison

Into which they were trepanned

Long time ago in a mighty band

Out of Hamelin town in Brunswick land,

But how or why they don't understand.

 

So, Willy, let you and me be wipers

Of scores out with all men—especially pipers;

And, whether they pipe us free from rats or from mice,

If we've promised them aught, Let us keep our promise!

—Robert Browning
 .

 


Author
 .—Robert Browning
 (see "An Incident of the French Camp").


General Notes
 .—This joyous poem, based on an old German legend, was written for Willie Macready, the little son of one of Browning's friends. (He is the "Willie" mentioned in the last stanza.) The poem could easily be turned into a verse play. Notice the splendid descriptions—the plague of rats, the Piper, the sound of the Piper's music as heard by the rats and by the children, and the gathering of the rats and the children in response to the call of the music.
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ANTS AND THEIR SLAVES

Peter Huber, the son of the noted observer of the ways and habits of bees, was walking one day in a field near Geneva, Switzerland, when he saw on the ground an army of reddish-coloured ants on the march. He decided to follow them and to find out, if possible, the object of their journey.

On the sides of the column, as if to keep it in order, a few of the insects sped to and fro. After marching for about a quarter of an hour, the army halted before an ant-hill, the home of a colony of small black ants. These swarmed out to meet the red ones, and, to Huber's surprise, a combat, short but fierce, took place at the foot of the hill.

A small number of the blacks fought bravely to the last, but the rest soon fled, panic-stricken, through the gates farthest from the battle-field, carrying away some of their young. They seemed to know it was the young ants that the invaders were seeking. The red warriors quickly forced their way into the tiny city and returned, loaded with children of the blacks.

Carrying their living booty, the kidnappers left the pillaged town and started towards their home, whither Huber followed them. Great was his astonishment when, at the threshold of the red ants' dwelling, he saw numbers of black ants come forward to receive the young captives and to welcome them—children of their own race, doomed to be bond-servants in a strange land.

Here, then, was a miniature city, in which strong red ants lived in peace with small black ones. But what was the province of the latter? Huber soon discovered that, in fact, these did all the work. They alone were able to build the houses in which both races lived; they alone brought up the young red ants and the captives of their own species; they alone gathered the supplies of food, and waited upon and fed their big masters, who were glad to have their little waiters feed them so attentively.

The masters themselves had no occupation except that of war. When not raiding some village of the blacks, the red soldiers did nothing but wander lazily about.

Huber wanted to learn what would be the result if the red ants found themselves without servants. Would the big creatures know how to supply their own needs? He put a few of the red insects in a glass, having some honey in a corner. They did not go near it. They did not know enough to feed themselves. Some of them died of starvation, with food before them. Then he put into the case one black ant. It went straight to the honey, and with it fed its big, starving, silly masters. Here was a wonder, truly!

The little blacks exert in many things a moral force whose signs are plainly visible. For example, those tiny, wise creatures will not give permission to any of the great red ones to go out alone. Nor are these at liberty to go out even in a body, if their small helpers fear a storm, or if the day is far advanced. When a raid proves fruitless, the soldiers coming back without any living booty are forbidden by the blacks to enter the city, and are ordered to attack some other village.

Not wishing to rely entirely on his own conclusions, Huber asked one of the great naturalists of Switzerland, Jurine, to decide whether or not mistakes had been made regarding these customs of the ants. This witness, and indeed others, found that Huber's reports were true.

"Yet, after all," says Huber, "I still doubted. But on a later day I again saw in the park of Fontainebleau, near Paris, the same workings of ant life and wisdom. A well-known naturalist was with me then, and his conclusions were the same as mine.

"It was half-past four in the afternoon of a very warm day. From a pile of stones there came forth a column of about five hundred reddish ants. They marched rapidly towards a field of turf, order in their ranks being kept by their sergeants. These watched the flanks, and would not permit any to straggle.

"Suddenly the army disappeared. There was no sign of an ant-hill in the turf, but, after a while, we detected a little hole. Through this the ants had vanished. We supposed it was an entrance to their home. In a minute they showed us that our supposition was incorrect. They issued in a throng, nearly every one of them carrying a small black captive.

"From the short time they had taken, it was plain that they knew the place and the weakness of its citizens. Perhaps it was not the reds' first attack on this city of the little blacks. These swarmed out in great numbers; and, truly, I pitied them. They did not attempt to fight. They seemed terror-stricken, and made no attempt to oppose the warrior ants, except by clinging to them. One of the marauders was stopped thus, but a comrade that was free relieved him of his burden, and thereupon the black ant let go his grasp.

"It was in face a painful sight. The soldiers succeeded in carrying off nearly five hundred children. About three feet from the entrance to the ant-hill, the plundered black parents ceased to follow the red robbers and resigned themselves to the loss of their young. The whole raid did not occupy more than ten minutes.

"The parties were, as we have seen, very unequal in strength, and the attack was clearly an outrage—an outrage no doubt often repeated. The big red ants, knowing their power, played the part of tyrants; and, whenever they wanted more slaves, despoiled the small, weak blacks of their greatest treasures—their children."


Jules Michelet
 .

 


Author
 .—Jules Michelet
 (zhul-meesh-lay
 '), born 1798, died 1874, was a great French historian, famous for his monumental Histoire
 de France (19 volumes), and many other historical and general writings.


General Notes
 .—Animals generally fight for their food or their mates. Why do human beings fight? Ants not only keep slaves, but keep "cows" (plant-lice) and milk them. Write an account of the battle as described by an ant.
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THE SKATER AND THE WOLVES

I had left my friend's house one evening just before dusk, with the intention of skating a short distance up the noble river which glided directly before the door. The night was beautifully clear. A peerless moon rode through an occasional fleecy cloud, and stars twinkled from the sky and from every frost-covered tree in millions. Light also came glinting from ice and snow-wreath and encrusted branches, as the eye followed for miles the broad gleam of the river, that like a jewelled zone swept between the mighty forests on its banks. And yet all was still. The cold seemed to have frozen tree and air and water, and every living thing. Even the ringing of my skates echoed back from the hill with a startling clearness; and the crackle of the ice, as I passed over it in my course, seemed to follow the tide of the river with lightning speed.

I had gone up the river nearly two miles, when, coming to a little stream which empties into the larger, I turned into it to explore its course. Fir and hemlock of a century's growth met overhead and formed an archway radiant with frostwork. All was dark within; but I was young and fearless, and, as I peered into an unbroken forest that reared itself on the borders of the stream, I laughed with very joyousness.

My wild hurrah rang through the silent woods, and I stood listening to the echo that reverberated again and again, until all was hushed. Suddenly a sound arose—it seemed to me to come from beneath the ice; it was low and tremulous at first, but it ended in one long, wild yell! I was appalled. Never before had such a noise met my ears. Presently I heard the brushwood on shore crash, as though from the tread of some animal. The blood rushed to my forehead—my energies returned, and I looked around me for some means of escape.

The moon shone through the opening at the mouth of the creek by which I had entered the forest, and considering this the best means of escape, I darted toward it like an arrow. It was hardly a hundred yards distant, and the swallow could scarcely have excelled me in flight; yet. as I turned my head to the shore. I could see several dark objects dashing through the brushwood at a pace nearly double in speed to my own. By their great speed, and the short yells which they occasionally gave, I knew at once that these were the much-dreaded grey wolves.

The bushes that skirted the shore flew past with the velocity of lightning as I dashed on in my flight to pass the narrow opening. The outlet was nearly gained—a few seconds more and I would be comparatively safe; but in a moment my pursuers appeared on the bank above me, which here rose to the height of ten feet. There was no time for thought—I bent my head and dashed madly forward. The wolves sprang, but, miscalculating my speed, fell behind, while their intended prey glided out upon the river!

Nature turned me toward home. The light flakes of snow spun from the iron of my skates, and I was some distance from my pursuers, when their fierce howl told me I was still their fugitive. I did not look back; I did not feel afraid, or sorry, or glad; one thought of home. of the bright faces awaiting my return, and of their tears if they should never see me—and then all the energies of body and mind were exerted for escape.

I was perfectly at home on the ice. Many were the days that I had spent on my good skates, never thinking that they would thus prove my only means of safety. Every half minute a furious yelp from my fierce attendants made me but too certain that they were in close pursuit. Nearer and nearer they came—at last I heard their feet pattering on the ice—I even felt their very breath and heard their snuffling scent! Every nerve and muscle in my frame was stretched to the utmost tension.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"I even felt their very breath."


The trees along the shore seemed to dance in an uncertain light, and my brain turned with my own breathless speed; yet still my pursuers seemed to hiss forth their breath with a sound truly horrible, when an involuntary motion on my part turned me out of my course. The wolves, close behind, unable to stop, and as unable to turn on the smooth ice, slipped and fell, still going on far ahead.

Their tongues were lolling out; their white tusks were gleaming from their bloody mouths; their dark, shaggy breasts were fleeced with foam; and as they passed me their eyes glared, and they howled with fury. The thought flashed on my mind that by this means I could avoid them—namely, by turning aside whenever they came too near; for, by the formation of their feet, they are unable to run on ice except in a straight line.

I immediately acted upon this plan. The wolves, having regained their feet, sprang directly towards me. The race was renewed for twenty yards up the stream; they were already close at my back, when I glided round and dashed directly past them. A fierce yell greeted my evolution, and the wolves, slipping on their haunches, sailed onward, presenting a perfect picture of helplessness and baffled rage. Thus I gained nearly a hundred yards at each turning. This was repeated two or three times, the animals becoming more excited and baffled every moment.

At one time, by delaying my turning too long, my sanguinary antagonists came so near that they threw their white foam over my dress as they sprang to seize me, and their teeth clashed together like the spring of a fox-trap! Had my skates failed for one instant, had I tripped on a stick, or had my foot been caught in a fissure of the ice, the story I am now telling would never have been told.

I thought over all the chances. I knew where they would first seize me if I fell. I thought how long it would be before I died; and then of the search for my body that would already have had its tomb; for oh! how fast man's mind traces out all the dread colours of death's picture, only those who have been near the grim original can tell.

At last I came opposite the house, and my hounds—I knew their deep voices—roused by the noise, bayed furiously from their kennels. I heard their chains rattle; how I wished they would break them; then I should have had protectors to match the fiercest denizens of the forest. The wolves, taking the hint conveyed by the dogs, stopped in their mad career, and after a few moments turned and fled.

I watched them until their forms disappeared over a neighbouring hill; then, taking off my skates, I wended my way to the house, with feelings which may be better imagined than described. But even yet I never see a broad sheet of ice by moonlight without thinking of that snuffing breath, and those fearful things that followed me so closely down that frozen river.

 


Author
 .—Charles Whitehead
 (1804—1862), minor poet and writer of at least one good novel—Richard Savage
 —was born in London, but late in life came to Melbourne, where he died. He wrote The Cavalier
 (a poetic drama) and Smiles and Tears
 (a collection of essays and short stories).


General Notes
 .—Where is the scene laid? What trees are mentioned that show it could not be in Australia? Write a fanciful story in the same strain, calling it "Chased by Wild Cattle."
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THE WARRIGAL

The warrigal's lair is pent in bare

Black rocks at the gorge's mouth;

It is set in ways where summer strays

With the sprites of flame and drouth;

But, when the heights are touched with lights

Of hoar-frost, sleet, and shine,

His bed is made of the dead grass-blade

And the leaves of the windy pine.

 

Through forest boles the storm-wind rolls,

Vext of the sea-driven rain;

And, up in a cleft, through many a rift,

The voices of torrents complain.

The sad marsh-fowl and the lonely owl

Are heard in the fog-wreaths grey,

When the warrigal wakes and listens and takes

To the woods that shelter the prey.

 

In the gully-deeps the blind creek steeps,

And the silver, showery moon

Glides over the hills and floats and fills,

And dreams in the dark lagoon;
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Drawn by John Rowell

The Warrigal.


While halting hard by the station yard,

Aghast at the hut-flame nigh,

The warrigal yells, and flats and fells

Are loud with his dismal cry.

 

On the topmost peak of the mountains bleak,

The south wind sobs, and strays

Through moaning pine and turpentine

And the rippling runnel ways;

And strong streams flow, and dark mists go,

Where the warrigal starts to hear

The watch-dog's bark break sharp in the dark,

And flees like a phantom of fear!


Henry Clarence Kendall
 .

 


Author
 .—Henry Clarence Kendall
 , born 1839, near Milton, N.S.W. He was educated in the bush. At an early age he lost his father, and for a time was dependent on relatives and friends. At the age of thirteen he went to sea as cabin-boy on a small brig. Returning to Sydney at the age of fifteen, he received office employment. He then began to read and write books. He essayed journalism in Melbourne, and spent a few miserable years there, but returned to Sydney, where he was employed till his death in 1882. His works include Poems and Songs, Leaves from Australian Forests, Songs from the Mountains, Poems
 . He is the most musical and one of the most melancholy of Australian poets.


General Notes
 .—Mention any other poems of Kendall's that you know. A warrigal is a blackfellow's term for a wild dog or a wild horse. Spelt differently, it is the name of a Victorian town. See how smoothly the verses run. Note how wild is the wild dog's lair. Discuss the question, "Which leads the happier life—a wild dog or a tame dog?"
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THE LANDINGS OF THE ANZACS

The Australian and New Zealand Army Corps were to make good their landing on the AEgean coast, to the north of Gaba Tepe. They sailed from Mudros on the 24th of April, 1915, arrived off the coast of the peninsula at about half-past one in the morning of the 25th, and there, under a setting moon, in calm weather,, they went on board the boats which were to take them ashore. At about half-past three, the tows left the ships and proceeded in darkness to the coast.

Gaba Tepe is a steep cliff, covered with scrub where it is not too steep for roots to hold, and washed by deep water. About a mile to the north of it, there is a possible landing place, and, north of that again, a long and narrow strip of beach between two little headlands. This latter beach cannot be seen from Gaba Tepe. The ground above these beaches is exceedingly steep, a sandy cliff. broken by two great gullies or ravines which run inland. All the ground, except in one patch in the southern ravine, where there is a sort of meadow of grass, is densely covered with scrub, mostly between two and three feet high. Inland from the beach, the land of the peninsula rises in steep, broken hills and spurs, with clumps of pine, upon them, and dense undergrowths of scrub. The men selected for this landing were the 3rd Brigade of the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps, followed and supported by the 1st and 2nd Brigades.

The place selected for the landing was the southern beach, the nearer of the two to Gaba Tepe. This, like the other landing-places near Cape Helles, was strongly defended, and most difficult to approach. Large forces of Turks were entrenched there, well prepared. But, in the darkness of the early morning, after the moon had set, the tows stood a little farther to the north than they should have done, perhaps because some high ground to their left made a convenient steering-mark against the stars. The headed in towards the north beach between the two little headlands, where the Turks were not expecting them. However, they were soon seen, and very heavy independent rifle-fire was concentrated on them. As they neared the beach, "about one battalion of Turks" doubled along the land to intercept them. These men came from nearer Gaba Tepe, firing, as they ran, into the mass of boats, at short range. A great many men were killed in the boats; but the dead men's oars were taken by survivors, and the boats forced into the shingle. The men jumped out, waded ashore, charged the enemy with the bayonet, and broke the Turk attack to pieces. The Turks scattered and were pursued; and now the steep, scrub-covered cliffs became the scene of the most desperate fighting.

The scattered Turks dropped into the scrub and disappeared. Hidden all over the rough cliffs, under every kind of cover, they sniped the beach, or ambushed the little parties of the 3rd Brigade which had rushed the landing. All over the broken hills there were isolated fights to the death, men falling into gullies and being bayoneted, sudden duels, pointblank, where men crawling through the scrub met each other, and life went to the quicker finger; heroic deaths, where some half- section which had lost touch were caught by ten times their strength, and charged, and died.

No man of our side knew that cracked and fissured jungle. Men broke through it on to machine-guns, or showed up on a crest and were blown to pieces, or leaped down from it into some sap or trench, to catch the bombs flung at them and hurl them at the thrower. Going, as they did, up cliffs through scrub covered ground, they passed many hidden Turks, who were thus left to shoot them in the back or to fire down at the boats from perhaps only fifty yards away. It was only just light. Theirs was the first British survey of that wild country; only now, as it showed up clear, could they realize its difficulty. They pressed on up the hill; they dropped and fired and died; they drove the Turks back; they flung their packs away, wormed through the bush, and stalked the snipers from the flash. As they went, the words of their song supported them, the proud chorus of "Australia will be there," which the men on the torpedoed Southland sang as they fell in, expecting death.

Presently, as it grew lighter, the Turks' big howitzers began shelling the beach, and their field-guns, well hidden. opened on the transports, now busy disembarking the 1st and 2nd Brigades. They forced the transports to stand farther out to sea, and shelled the tows, as they came in, with shrapnel and high explosive. As the boats drew near the shore, every gun on Gaba Tope took them in flank, and the snipers concentrated on them from the shore. More and more Turks were coming up at the double to stop the attack up the bill. The fighting in the scrub became fiercer. Shells burst continually upon the beach, boats were sunk, men were killed in the water. The boatmen and beach working-parties were the unsung heroes of that landing. The boatmen came in with the tows, under fire, waited with them under intense and concentrated fire of every kind until they were unloaded, and then shoved off, put slowly back for more, and then came back again. The beach parties were wading to and from that shell-smitten beach all day, unloading, carrying ashore, and sorting the munitions and necessaries for many thousands of men. They worked in a strip of beach and sea some five hundred yards long by forty broad; and the fire directed on that strip was such that every box brought ashore had cheer more shells and not less than fifty bullets directed at it before it was flung on the sand.

More men came in and went on up the hill in support; but as yet there were no guns ashore, and the Turks' fire became intenser. By ten o'clock, the Turks had had time to bring up enough men from their prepared positions to hold up the advance. Scattered parties of our men who had gone too far in the scrub were cut off and killed, for there was no thought of surrender in those marvellous young men; they were the flower of this world's manhood, and died as they had lived, owning no master on this earth.

More and more Turks came up with big and field artillery; and now our attack had to hold on to what it had won, against more than twice its numbers. We had won a rough bow of ground, in which the beach represented the bowstring, the beach near Gaba Tepe the south end, and the hovel known as Fisherman's Hut the north. Against this position, held by at most 8,000 of our men, who had had no rest and had fought hard since dawn, under every kind of fire, in a savage, rough country unknown to them, came an overwhelming army of Turks to drive them into the sea. For four hours, the Turks attacked and again attacked, with a terrific fire of artillery and waves of men in succession. They came fresh from superior positions, with many guns, to break a disorganized line of breathless men not yet "dug in". The guns of the ships opened on them, and the scattered units in the scrub rolled them back again and again by rifle and machine-gun fire, and by charge after counter-charge.

More of the Army Corps landed to meet the Turks; the fire upon the beach never slackened, and they came ashore across corpses and wrecked boats and a path in ruin with blasts and burning. They went up the cliff to their fellows under an ever-growing fire that lit the scrub and burned the wounded and the dead. Darkness came; but there was no rest nor lull. Wave after wave of Turks came out of the night, crying the proclamation of their faith; others stole up in the dark through the scrub, and shot or stabbed and crept back. or were seen and stalked and killed. Flares went up to light with their blue and ghastly glare the wild glens peopled by the enemy. Men worked at the digging-in till they dropped asleep upon the soil; more Turks charged, and they woke, and fired, and again dug. It was cruelly cold after the sun had gone, but there was no chance of warmth or proper food; to dig in and beat back the Turk or die were all that men could think of. In the darkness, among the blasts of the shells, men scrambled up and down the pathless cliffs, bringing up tins of water and boxes of cartridges, hauling up guns and shells, and bringing down the wounded.

The beach was heaped with wounded, placed as close under the cliff as might be, in such yard or so of dead ground as the cliff gave. The doctors worked among them, and doctors and wounded were blown to pieces, and the survivors sang their song of "Australia will be there." and cheered the newcomers still landing on the beach. Sometimes our fire seemed to cease; and then the Turk shells filled the night with their screams and blast and the pattering of their fragments.

With all the fury and the crying of the shells, and the cries and the shouts on the beach, the rattle of the small arms and the cheers and defiance up the hill, and the roar of the great guns far away, at sea or in the olive- groves, the night seemed in travail of a new age. All the blackness was shot with little spurts of fire, and streaks of fire, and malignant bursts of fire, and arcs and glows and crawling snakes of fire; and the moon rose, and looked down upon it all. In the fiercer hours of that night, shells fell in that contested mile of ground and on the beach beyond it at the rate of one a second, and the air whimpered with passing bullets, or fluttered with the rush of the big shells, or struck the head of the passer like a moving wall with the shock of the explosion.

All through the night the Turks attacked; and, in the early hours, their fire of shrapnel became so fierce that the Australians soon had not men enough to hold the line. Orders were given to fall back to a shorter line; but, in the darkness, uproar, and confusion, with many sections refusing to fall back. others falling back and losing touch, others losing their way in gully or precipice, and shrapnel hailing on all, as it had hailed for hours, the falling back was mistaken by some for an order to re-embark. Many men who had lost their officers and non-commissioned officers fell back to the beach, where the confusion of wounded men, boxes of stores, field dressing-stations, corpses, and the litter and the waste of battle had already blocked the going.

But, at this breaking of the wave of victory, this panting moment in the race, when some of the runners had lost their first wind, encouragement reached our men: a message came to the beach from Sir Ian Hamilton to say that help was coming, and that an Australian submarine had entered the Narrows and had sunk a Turkish transport off Chanak.

This word of victory, coming to men who thought for the moment that their efforts had been made in vain, had the effect of a fresh brigade. The men rallied back up the hill, bearing the news to the firing line; the new, constricted line was made good; and the rest of the night was never anything but continued victory to those weary ones in the scrub.

*　*　*　*　*　*

By the night of the second day, the Australian and New Zealand Army Corps had won and fortified their position.


John Masefield
 , in Gallipoli


 


General Notes
 .—Rccall what you know about the Anzacs. Have a map in front of you; look up the .Ægean, Mudros, Gaba Tepe. A battalion is a body of infantry composed of several companies and forming part of a regiment. A brigade consists of several regiments. The Southland
 was transport conveying Australian troops from Alexandria to Mudros Bay, Lemnos Island; it was torpedoed on the 2nd of September, 1915. On board were the headquarters staff of General Legge's Second Australian Division, Brigadier-General Linton, and the headquarters staff of the 6th Australian Infantry Brigade, the 21st (Victorian) Battalion, and one company of the 23rd Battalion. Volunteers went down into the stokehold and worked gallantly to keep the ship afloat, Brigadier-General Linton died afterwards from shock and exposure. Sir Ian Hamilton was the British General in command of the expedition. What is the main thought that arises in your mind after reading this graphic account of the Landing? How can the Spirit of Anzac be shown in times of peace?
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Drawn by R. C. Fricke

The Australian War Memorial. Chanuk Bair Gallipoli.
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LEAVING ANZAC

It was not an easy task to remove large numbers of men, guns, and animals from positions commanded by the Turk observers and open to every cruising aeroplane. But, by ruse, and skill, and the use of the dark, favoured by fine weather, the work was done, almost without loss, and, as far as one could judge, unsuspected.

Had the Turks known that we were going from Anzac and Suvla, it is at least likely that they would have hastened our going, partly that they might win some booty, which they much needed, or take a large number of prisoners, whose appearance would have greatly cheered the citizens of Constantinople. But nearly all those of our army who were there felt, both from observation and intelligence, that the Turks did not know that we were going. As far as men on one side in a war can judge of their enemies, they felt that the Turks were deceived, completely deceived, by the ruses employed by us, and that they believed that we were being strongly reinforced for a new attack. Our soldiers took great pains to make them believe this. Looking down upon us from their heights, the Turks saw boats leaving the shore apparently empty, and returning apparently full of soldiers. Looking up at them from our position, our men saw how the sight affected them. For the twelve days during which the evacuation was in progress at Anzac and Suvla, the Turks were plainly to be seen digging everywhere to secure themselves from the feared attack. They dug new lines, they brought up new guns, they made ready for us in every way. On the night of the 19th and 20th of December, in hazy weather, at full moon, our men left Suvla and Anzac unmolested.

It was said by Dr. Johnson that no man does anything consciously for the last time without a feeling of sadness. No man of all that force passed down those trenches, the scenes of so much misery and pain and joy and valour and devoted brotherhood. without a deep feeling of sadness. Even those who had been loudest in their joy at going were sad. Many there did not want to go, but felt that it was better to stay, and that then, with another 50,000 men, the task could be done, and their bodies and their blood buy victory for us. This was the feeling even at Suvla, where the men were shaken and sick still from the storm; but at Anzac the friendly little kindly city, which had been won at such cost in the ever-glorious charge on the 25th, and held since with such pain, and built with such sweat and toil and anguish, in thirst, and weakness, and bodily suffering, which had seen the thousands of the 13th Division land in the dark and hide. and had seen them fall in with the others to go to Chanak, and had known all the hope and farvour, all the glorious resolve, and all the bitterness and disappointment of the unhelped attempt, the feeling was far deeper. Officers and men went up and down the well-known gullies moved almost to tears by the thought that, the next day, those narrow acres so hardly won and all those graves of our people so long defended would be in the Turks' hands.

They had lost no honour. They were not to blame that they were creeping off like thieves in the night. Had others (not of their profession), many hundreds of miles away, but been as they, as generous, as wise, as far-seeing, as full of sacrifice, those thinned companies, with the look of pain in their faces, and the mud of the hills thick upon their bodies, would have given thanks in Santa Sophia three months before. They had failed to take Gallipoli. and the mine-fields still barred the Hellespont, but they had fought a battle such as has never been seen upon this earth. What they had done will become a glory for ever, wherever the deeds of heroic, unhelped men are honoured and pitied and understood. They went up at the call of duty, with a bright banner of a battle-cry, against an impregnable fort. Without guns, without munitions, without help, and without water to drink, they climbed the scarp, and held it by their own glorious manhood, quickened by a word from their chief. Now they were giving back the scarp, and going out into new adventures, wherever the war might turn.


John Masefield
 , in Gallipoli


 


General Notes
 .—Why did the Allies leave the Peninsula? Discuss the question, Were the Turks wholly unaware of the projected evacuation? Chanak is a hill which was stormed by the New Zealanders on the night of the 6th of August, 1915. Santa Sophia is a famous mosque in Constantinople. The name means "holy wisdom." Write an essay on "Anzac: Gains and Losses."
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ANZAC DAY

The scarlet poppy burns again,

The tender grasses wave,

The bitter almond sheds her leaves

On many a nameless grave.

The earth has healed her wounds again

Where Turk and Christian met,

And stark against an alien sky

The cross of Christ is set.

 

From north and south and east and west,

With eager eyes aflame.

With heads erect and laughing lips

The young Crusaders came.

The waves still wash the rocky coast,

The evening shadows creep

Where through the dim, receding years

They tread the halls of sleep.

 

O sacred land, Gallipoli!

Home of our youthful dead;

How friendly is the springing grass

That shields each narrow bed!

The toiling peasant turns to pray,

Calling upon his God,

And little children laugh and play

Where once their footsteps trod.

 

Mourn not for them, nor wish them back;

Life cannot harm them now;

The kiss of death has touched each check

And pressed each icy brow.

Yet, on this day when first they died,

Turn back the troubled years;

Pause in the press of life awhile;

Give them again—our tears.


Capel Boake
 (Miss Doris Kerr)

 


Author
 .—Capel Boake
 (Doris Boake Kerr), niece of Barcroft Boake, Australian poet; born in Summerhill, Sydney, and educated in Melbourne. She has contributed verse to The Australasian
 and other papers, and short stories to The Bulletin
 , The Australasian
 , etc. She also contributed to The Little Track
 , a book of verse published by Melville & Mullen Pty. Ltd. She wrote the novels Painted Clay and Romany Mark
 .


General Notes
 .—Discuss the fitness of the phrase, "The young Crusader". Why is Gallipoli a sacred land? What is meant by "Turn back the troubled years", "Is there aught to give but tears"?
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O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!

[Abraham Lincoln was the President of the United States during the stormiest years of that nation's history. But for his leadership and guidance, the civil war that raged between the southern states and the rest of the Union would possibly have divided the American people for ever.

Five days after the surrender of the Southern army, Lincoln was shot dead by a half-crazed assassin. Here is a poem about Lincoln's death, written by a famous American poet. The Captatin is Lincoln; can you guess what ship it is that he has guided safely past dangers into a peaceful haven?]

 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weathered every rack. the prize we sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

 

But oh heart! heart! heart!

Oh the bleeding drops of red!

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up—for you the flag is flung-for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

 

Here, Captain! dear father!

This arm beneath your head!

It is some dream that on the deck

You've fallen cold and dead.

 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;

The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!

But I, with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.


Walt Whitman.


 


Author
 .—Walt Whitman.
 (1819-1892), "the unique poetic celebrant of Democracy." During his life he was printer, editor, teacher, and a nurse in the American Civil War. His poetry is found in Leaves of Grass
 , in the form of curious, irregular, recitative verses. He published one prose work, Specimen Days
 .


General Notes
 .—Why is the State like a ship? Name some of our Australian captains. What was the "fearful trip"? Write a little essay on Lincoln.
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Drawn by R. C. Fricke

The Lincoln Memorial at Washington, U.S.A.
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A NOBLE ASPIRATION

[This is the last sentence of a speech made by Abraham Lincoln a few weeks before his death. The Civil War was nearly over, and Lincoln had just been made President for a second term.]

 

With malice towards none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on, to finish the work we are in, to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow and orphans, to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and a lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations.


Abraham Lincoln.


 


Author
 .—Abraham Lincoln
 (1809-1865), sixteenth President of the United States, is one of the heroes of the American people. He was mainly responsible for the preservation of the Union and for the abolition of slavery. He died by the hand of a demented assassin. Read his life: it is an inspiring record of courage, determination, and high principle.


General Notes
 .—This is a portion of Lincoln's second inaugural address as President of the United States. Learn the piece by heart and ponder over the magnificent final phrase. How is this great aim to be achieved?
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THE ISLAND OF NIGHTINGALES

Along an island in the North Sea, five miles from the Dutch coast, stretches a dangerous ledge of rocks that has proved the graveyard of many a vessel sailing that turbulent sea. On this island once lived a group of men who, as each vessel was wrecked, looted it and murdered those of the crew who reached the shore. The government of the Netherlands decided to exterminate the island pirates, and for the job King William selected a young lawyer at The Hague.

"I want you to clean up that island," was the royal order. It was a formidable job for a young man of twenty-odd years. By royal proclamation he was made mayor of the island, and within a year, a court of law being established, the young attorney was appointed judge. In that dual capacity he "cleaned up" the island.

The young man now decided to settle on the island and began to look around for a home. It was a grim place, barren of tree or living green of any kind; it was as if a man had been exiled to Siberia. Still, argued the young mayor, an ugly place is ugly only because it is not beautiful. And beautiful he determined this island should be.

One day the young mayor-judge called together his council. "We must have trees," he said; "we can make this island a place of beauty if we will!" But the practical seafaring men objected; the little money they had was needed for matters far more urgent than trees.

"Very-well," was the mayor's decision—and little they guessed what the words were destined to mean—"I will do it myself." And that year he planted one hundred trees, the first the island had ever seen.

"Too cold," said the islanders; "the severe north winds and storms will kill them all."

"Then I will plant more," said the unperturbed mayor. And for the fifty years that he lived on the island he did so. He planted trees each year; and, moreover, he caused the island government to reserve land which he turned into public squares and parks, and where, each spring, he set out shrubs and plants. Moistened by the salt mist, the trees did not wither, but grew marvellously. In all that expanse of turbulent sea—and only those who have seen the North Sea in a storm know how turbulent it can be—there was no shelter where the birds, storm-driven across the water- waste, could rest in their flight. Hundreds of dead birds often covered the surface of the sea. Then one day the trees had grown tall enough to look over the sea, and, spent and driven, the first birds came and rested in their leafy shelter. And others came and found protection and gave their gratitude vent in song. Within a few years so many birds had discovered the trees in this new island home that they attracted the attention not only of the native islanders but also of the people on the shore five miles distant, and the island became famous as the home of the rarest and most beautiful birds.

So grateful were the birds for their resting-place that they chose one end of the island as a special spot for laying their eggs and raising their young, and they fairly peopled it. It was not long before bird observers from various parts of the world came to "Eggland," as the farthermost point of the island came to be called, to see the marvellous sight, not of thousands, but of hundreds of thousands of birds' eggs.

A pair of storm-driven nightingales had now found the island and mated there; their wonderful notes thrilled the souls of the natives; and, as dusk fell upon the sea-bound strip of land, the women and children would come to "the square" and listen to the evening notes of the birds of golden song. The two nightingales soon grew into a colony, and, within a few years, so rich was the island in its nightingales that over to the Dutch coast and throughout the land and into other countries spread the fame of "The Island of Nightingales".

Meantime, the young mayor-judge had kept on planting trees each year, setting out his shrubbery and plants, until their verdure now beautifully shaded the quaint, narrow lanes, and transformed into cool, wooded roads what once had been only barren, sun-baked wastes. Artists began to hear of the place and brought their canvases, and on the walls of hundreds of homes throughout the world hang to-day parts of the beautiful lanes and wooded spots of "The Island of Nightingales".

The trees are now majestic in their height, for it is nearly a hundred years since the young lawyer went to the island and planted the first tree. To-day the churchyard where he lies is a bower of cool green, with the trees that he planted dropping their moisture on the lichen-covered stone on his grave.


Edward Box


 


Author
 .—Edward Box
 (1863-1930) was a well-known American journalist and author. He was born in Holland; when he was six years old his parents emigrated to the United States. After working for number of publishers he became editor of the Ladies' Home Journal
 , a magazine that during the 20 years of his editorship attained a wide circulation and influence.


General Notes
 .—Look at the map of Holland and see if you can guess where the Island of Nightingales would probably be. Many of the kings of Holland have been called William—William Ⅰ. (1815-1840): William Ⅱ. (1840—1849); William Ⅲ. (1849-1890). Which William do you think is referred to in the opening paragraph? You will have to read a very long way through the story to get a clue. Write an essay on "Trees and Birds". Is your schoolground a home for birds?
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TO A WATERFOWL

Whither,' midst falling dew,

While glow the heavens with the last stops of day,

Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue

Thy solitary way?

 

Vainly the fowler's eye

Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,

As, darkly seen against the crimson sky,

Thy figure floats along.

 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink

Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,

Or where the rocking billows rise and sink

On the chafed ocean side?

 

There is a Power Whose care

Teaches thy way along that pathless coast—

The desert and illimitable air—

Lone wandering, but not lost.

 

All day thy wings have fanned,

At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere;

Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,

Though the dark night is near.

[image: ]



Drawn by John Rowell

"Soon shalt thou find a summer home and rest."


And soon that toil shall end;

Soon shalt thou find a summer home and rest,

And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend,

Soon, o'er thy sheltered nest.

 

Thou'rt gone, the abyss of heaven

Hath swallowed up thy form; yet on my heart

Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,

And shall not soon depart.

 

He Who, from zone to zone,

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,

In the long way that I must tread alone

Will lead my steps aright.


W. C. Bryant.


 


Author
 .—William Cullen Bryant
 (1794—1878), the first great American poet, known as the "Father of American Poetry". He is chiefly famous for his Thanatopsis, To a Waterfowl, The Death of the Flowers,
 and To the Fringed Gentian
 .


General Notes
 .—What is the lesson tonight by the waterfowl? Write an essay on "Birds and Human Beings: what they have in common."
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AMYAS LEIGH AND HIS REVENGE

I

Yes, it is over; and the great Armada is vanquished. As the medals struck on the occasion said: —"It came, it saw, and it fled!" And whither? Away and northward, like a herd of frightened deer, past the Orkneys and Shetlands, catching up a few hapless fishermen as guides; past the coast of Norway—there, too. refused water and food: and on northward ever towards the lonely Faroes. and the everlasting dawn which heralds round the Pole the midnight sun.

Their water is failing; the cattle must go overboard; and the wild northern sea echoes to the shrieks of drowning horses. They must homeward at least, somehow, each as best he can. Let them meet again at Cape Finisterre, if indeed they ever meet. Alas for them! For now comes up from the Atlantic gale on gale, and few of that hapless remnant reached the shores of Spain.

And where are Amyas and the Vengeance
 all this while? Amyas is following in their wake.

For, when the Lord High Admiral determined to return, Amyas asked have to follow the Spaniard; and asked. too, of Sir John Hawkins, who happened to be at hand. Such ammunition and provision as could be afforded him. promising to repay the same, like an honest man, out of his plunder if he lived, out of his estate if he died; after which, Amyas, calling his men together, reminded them once more of the story of the Rose of Torridge and Don Guzman de Soto, and then asked: "Men of Bideford, will you follow me?"

And every soul on board replied that he was willing to follow Sir Amyas Leigh around the world.

There is no need for me to detail every incident of that long and weary chase. How they found the Santa Catharina
 , attacked her, and had to sheer off, she being rescued by the rest; how, when Medina's squadron left the crippled ships behind, they were all but taken or sunk by thrusting into the midst of the Spanish fleet to prevent her escaping with Medina; how she was fain to run south, past the Orkneys, and down through the Minch, between Cape Wrath and Lewis; how she was nearly lost on the Isle of Man; how the Spaniard blundered down the coast of Wales, not knowing whither he went; how they were both nearly lost on Holyhead; how they got on a lee shore in Cardigan Bay; how the wind changed, and she got round St. David's Head; these, and many more moving incidents of this voyage I must pass over, and go on to the end; for it is time that the end should come.

It was now the sixteenth day of the chase. They had seen, the evening before, St. David's Head, and then the Welsh coast round Milford Haven, looming out black and sharp before the blaze of the inland thunderstorm. In vain they strained their eyes through the darkness to catch, by the fitful glare of the flashes, the tall masts of the Spaniard; and, when, a little after midnight, the wind chopped up to the west and blew stiffly till daybreak, they felt sure that they had her safe in the mouth of the Bristol Channel.

Slowly and wearily broke the dawn; a sunless, drizzly day, roofed with low, dingy cloud, barred and netted and festooned with black—a sign that the storm is only taking breath a while before it bursts again. As the day went on, the breeze died down, and the sea fell to a long, glassy, foam-flecked roll, while overhead brooded the inky sky, and round them the leaden mist shut out alike the shore and the chase.

Amyas paced the sloppy deck, fretting at every moment which lingered between him and his one great revenge. The men sat sulkily about the deck and whistled for a wind; the sails flapped idly against the masts; and the ship rolled in the long troughs of the sea, till her yard-arms almost dipped right and left.

"Take care of those guns. You will have something loose next," growled Amyas. "To have been on his heels sixteen days and not sent this through him yet!" and he shook his sword impatiently.

So the morning wore away without a sign of living thing, not even a passing gull. Was he to lose his prey after all? The thought made him shudder with rage and disappointment. It was intolerable. Anything but that!

The men were now below at dinner.

"Here she is!" thundered Amyas from the deck; and, in an instant, all were scrambling up the hatchway as fast as the rolling of the ship would let them.

Yes, there she was. The cloud had lifted suddenly, and a ragged bore of blue sky let a long stream of sunshine down on her tall masts and stately hull as she lay rolling some four or five miles to the eastward; but, as for land, none was to be seen.

"There she is, and here we are," said Cary; "but where is here; and where is there? How is the tide, master?"

"Running up channel by this time, sir."

"What matters the tide?" said Amyas, devouring the ship with terrible and cold blue eyes. "Can't we get at her?"

Cary looked at him. His whole frame was trembling like an aspen. Cary took his arm, and drew him aside.

"Dear old lad," said he, as they leaned over the bulwarks, "what is this? You are not yourself, and have not been these four days."

"No; I am not Amyas Leigh; I am my brother's avenger. Do not reason with me, Will; when it is over I shall be merry old Amyas again"; and he passed his hand over his brow.

Cary went away with a shudder. As he passed over the hatchway, he looked back. Amyas was whetting away at his sword-edge, as if there was some dreadful doom on him to whet and whet for ever.

The weary day wore on. The strip of blue sky was curtained over again, and all was dismal as before, though it grew sultrier every moment; and now and then a distant mutter shook the air to westward. Nothing could be done to lessen the distance between the ships for the Vengeance
 had had all her boats carried away but one. and that was much too small to tow her.

About two, Yeo came up to him.

"He is ours safely now, sir. The tide has been running to the eastward for these two hours."

"Safe as a fox in a trap. There comes the thunder at last."

And, as he spoke, an angry growl from the westward heavens seemed to answer his words, and rolled and loudened nearer and nearer till, right over their heads, it crashed against some cloud-cliff far above, and all was still.

Each man looked in the other's face; but Amyas was unmoved.

"The storm is coming." said he, "and the wind in it. It will be eastward-ho now, for once, my merry men all! Here comes the breeze. Round with the yards, or we shall be taken aback."

The yards creaked round; the sea grew crisp around them; the hot air swept their cheeks, tightened every rope, filled every sail, bent her over. A cheer burst from the men as the helm went up, and they staggered away before the wind right down upon the Spaniard, who lay still becalmed.

"There is more behind, Amyas," said Cary. "Shall we not shorten sail a little?"

"No; hold on every stitch," said Amyas. "Give me the helm, man. Boatswain, pipe away to clear for fight."

It was done; and, in ten minutes, the men were all at quarters, while the thunder rolled louder and louder overhead, and the breeze freshened fast.

"We shall have it now, and with a vengeance; this will try your tackle, master," said Cary.

He answered with a shrug, and turned up the collar of his rough frock as the first drops flew stinging round his ears. Another minute, and the squall burst full upon them, in rain which cut like hail—hail which lashed the sea into froth, and wind which swept the waters into one white, seething waste.

"Get the arms and ammunition under cover, and then below with you all," shouted Amyas from the helm.

"And heat the pokers in the galley fire," said Yeo, "to be ready if the rain puts our linstocks out. I hope you'll let me stay on deck, sir, in case—"

"I must have some one, and who better than you? Can you see the chase?"

No; she was wrapped in the grey whirlwind. She might be within half a mile of them for aught they could have seen of her.

"Hurrah! there she is! right on our larboard bow."

There she was indeed, two musket-shots off, staggering away, with canvas sprit and flying.

"What shall we do now?" said Yeo, rubbing his hands. "Range alongside, and try our luck once more."

On they swept, gaining fast on the Spaniard.

"Call the men up, and to quarters; the rain will be over in ten minutes."

Yeo ran forward to the gangway, and sprang back again, with a white face and wild.

"Land right ahead! Port your helm, sir! Port your helm!"

Amyas, with the strength of a bull, jammed the helm down, while Yeo shouted to the men below.

She swung round. The masts bent like whips; crack went the foresail like a cannon. What matter? Within two hundred yards of them was the Spaniard; in front of her and above her, a huge, dark bank rose through the dense hail and mingled with the clouds, and, at its foot, plainer every moment, pillars and spouts of leaping foam.

"What is it?—Motto? Hartland?"

It might be anything for thirty miles.

"Lundy!" said Yeo. "The south end; I see the head of the Shutter in the breakers. Hard aport yet, and get her as close-hauled as you can, and the Lord may have mercy on us still! Look at the Spaniard!"

II

Yes, look at the Spaniard!

On their left hand, the wall of granite sloped down from the clouds towards an isolated peak of rock, some two hundred feet in height. Then, a hundred yards of roaring breaker upon a sunken shelf, across which the race of the tide poured like a cataract; then, amid a column of salt smoke, the Shutter, like a huge, black fang, rose waiting for its prey; and, between the Shutter and the land, the great galleon loomed dimly through the storm.

He, too, had seen his danger, and tried to turn. But his clumsy mass refused to obey the helm. He struggled a moment, half hid in foam, fell away again, and rushed upon his doom.

"Lost! lost! lost!" cried Amyas, madly; and, throwing up his hands, let go the tiller. Yeo caught it just in time.

"Sir! sir! what are you at? We shall clear the rock yet."

Another minute. The galleon gave a sudden jar, and stopped; then one long heave and bound, as if to free herself; and then her bows lighted clean upon the Shutter.

An awful silence fell on every English soul. They heard not the roaring of wind and surge; they saw not the blinding flashes of the lightning; but they heard one long. Ear-piercing wail from five hundred human throats. They saw the mighty ship heel over from the wind and sweep headlong down the cataract of the race. plunging her yards into the foam, and showing her whole side. even to her keel, till she rolled clean over. and vanished for ever.

"Shame!" cried Amyas, hurling his sword far into the sea, "to lose my right, my right, when it was in my very grasp! Unmerciful!"

A crack which rent the sky, and made the granite ring and quiver; a bright world of flame: and then a blank of utter darkness, against which stood out, glowing red-hot, every mast and sail and rock, and Salvation Yeo as he stood just in front of Amyas, the tiller in his hand. All red-hot, transfigured into fire; and, behind, the black, black night!

* * * * * *

A whisper, a rustling close behind him, and John Brimblecombe's voice said softly," Give him more wine, Will; his eyes are opening."

"Hey-day!" said Amyas, faintly, "not past the Shutter yet? How long she hangs in the wind!"

"We are long past the Shutter, Sir Amyas," said Brimblecombe.

"Are you mad? Cannot I trust my own eyes?"

There was no answer for a while.

"We are past the Shutter, indeed," said Cary, very gently, "and lying in the cove at Lundy."

"Oh, Sir Amyas Leigh, dear Sir Amyas Leigh," blubbered poor Jack, "put out your hand and feel where you are and pray the Lord to forgive you for your wilfulness!"

A great trembling fell upon Amyas Leigh. Half fearfully, he put out his hand; he felt that he was in his hammock, with the deck beams close above his head. The vision which had been left upon his eyeballs vanished like a dream.

"What is this? I must be asleep. What has happened? Where am I?"

"In your cabin, Amyas," said Cary.

"What? And where is Yeo?"

"Yeo is gone where he longed to go, and as he longed to go. The same flash which struck you down struck him dead."

"Dead? Lightning? Any more hurt? I must go and see. Why, what is this?" and Amyas passed his hand across his eyes. "It is all dark—dark, as I live!" And he passed his handover his eyes again.

There was another dead silence. Amyas broke it.

"O God!" shrieked the great, proud sea-captain—"O God, I am blind! blind! blind!" By and by, when his fit of frenzy had passed off, they lifted him into the boat. rowed him ashore, and carried him painfully up the hill to the old castle. Three miserable days were passed within that lonely tower. On the fourth day, his raving ceased; but he was still too weak to be moved. Toward noon, however, he ate a little, and seemed revived.

"Will," he said, after a while, "this room is as stifling as it is dark. I feel as if I should be a sound man once more if I could but get one snuff of the sea breeze. Lead me out, and over the down to the south end. To the paint at the south end I must go; there is no other place will suit."

"Let him have his humour," whispered Cart; "it may be the working off of his madness."

It was a glorious sight upon a glorious day. Amyas stood breasting the genial stream of airy wine with swelling nostrils and fast-heaving chest, and seemed to drink in life from every gust. "I know it is all here—the dear old sea, where I would live and die. And my eyes feel for it—feel for lit—and cannot find it; never, never will find it again for ever! God's will be done!" said Amyas. "Now set me where I can rest among the rocks without fear of falling—for life is sweet still, even without eyes, friends—and leave me to myself awhile."

They retired a little space, and watched him. He leaned his elbow on his knee, and his head upon his hand. He remained so long thus that the pair became anxious and went towards him. He was asleep, and breathing quickly and heavily. Cary moved forward to him, As he did so, Amyas lifted his head.

"You have been asleep, Amyas."

"Have I? I have not slept back my eyes, then. Take up this great, useless carcase of mine, and lead me home. I shall buy me a dog, I think, and make him tow me with a string, eh? So! Give me your hand. Now, march!"

His guides heard, with surprise, this new cheerfulness. "Thank God, sir, that your heart is so light already," said good Jack.

"I have reason to be cheerful, Sir John; I have left heavy load behind me. I have been wilful and proud, and God has brought me low for it, and cut me off from my evil delight. No more Spaniard-hunting for me now, my masters."

"You do not repent of fighting the Spaniards?"

"Not I; but of hating even the worst of them. Listen to me, Will and Jack. If that man wronged me, I wronged him likewise. But God has shown me my sin, and we have made up our quarrel for ever."

"Made it up?"

"Made it up, thank God. But I am weary. Set me down awhile, and I will tell you how it befell."

Wondering, they sat him down upon the heather, while the bees hummed round them in the sun; and Amyas felt for a hand of each, and clasped it in his own hand, and began: —

"When you left me there upon the rock, lads, I looked away and out to sea, to get one last snuff of the merry sea breeze which will never sail me again. And, as I looked, I tell you truth, I could see the water and the sky as plain as ever I saw them, till I thought my sight was come again. But soon I knew it was not so; for I saw more than man could see—right over the ocean, as I live, and away to the Spanish Main. And I saw Barbadoes, and Grenada, and all the isles that we ever sailed by; and La Guayra in Caracas, and the house where she lived. And I saw him walking with her, and he loved her then. I saw what I saw; and he loved her; and I say he loves her still.

"Then I saw the cliffs beneath me, and the Gull Rock, and the Shutter, and the Ledge; I saw them, William Cary, and the weeds beneath the merry blue sea. And I saw the grand old galleon, Will. She lies in fifteen fathoms, at the edge of the rocks, upon the sand. And I saw him sitting in his cabin, like a valiant gentleman of Spain; and his officers were sitting round him, with their swords upon the table. Then Don Guzman took a locket from his bosom; and I heard him speak Will, and he said, 'Here's the picture of my fair and true lady; drink to her, senors all.'

"Then he spoke to me, Will, and called me, right through the sea: 'We have had a fair quarrel, senor; it is time to be friends once more. My wife and your brother have forgiven me, so your honour takes no stain.' And I answered, 'We are friends, Don Guzman; God has judged our quarrel, and not we.' Then he said, 'I sinned, and I am punished.' And I said, 'And senor, so am I.' Then he held out his hand to me, Cary; and I stooped to take it, and awoke."


Charles Kingsley,
 in Westward Ho!


 


Author
 .—Charles
 (1819-1875) was an English clergyman and novelist. His chief works are Alton Locke, Yeast, Hypatia, Westward Ho!, Two Years Ago, The Water Babies, and Hereward the Wake
 .


General Notes
 .—Amyas Leith, the hero of Westward Ho!
 , was a young man of great bodily strength and amiable disposition, but very combative. His revenge, as you will see, was frustrated. Read up in your history the story of the Armada. Find Orkneys, Shetlands, and Faroes on the map, also the other places mentioned. Sir John Hawkins is a truly historical character, a brave and hardy sea captain, but not above piracy and slave dealing. Don Guzman, the Rose of Toridge, Cary, and Yeo—for these, consult the novel itself. Don is the Spanish equivalent of Mr., and Señor is the Spanish for sir. The mark over the n
 , making it sound like ny
 , is called a tilde.
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Drawn by W. S. Wemyss
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THE MOON IS UP

The moon is up. the stars are bright,

The wind is fresh and free!

We're out to seek for gold to-night

Across the silver sea!

The world was growing grey and old;

Break out the sails again!

We're out to seek a Realm of Gold

Beyond the Spanish Main.

 

We're sick of all the cringing knees,

The courtly smiles and lies!

God, let Thy singing Channel breeze

Lighten our hearts and eyes!

Let love no more be bought and sold

For earthly loss or gain;

We're out to seek an Age of Gold

Beyond the Spanish Main.

 

Beyond the light of far Cathay,

Beyond all mortal dreams,

Beyond the reach of night and day

Our El Dorado gleams,

Revealing—as the skies unfold—

A star without a stain,

The glory of the Gates of Gold

Beyond the Spanish Main.


Alfred Noyes.


 


Author
 .—Alfred Noyes
 (born 1880), a fluent English poet of wide appeal, author of The Loom of Years, The Flower of Old Japan, Drake,
 and other verse, largely heroic, besides plays, short stories, and essays.


General Notes
 .—Note that the metre is wholly iambic. The Spanish Main was the country bordering on the Caribbean Sea. The "Realm of Gold" is a reference to the mythical El Dorado: the "Age of Gold" is a time of universal happiness, sometimes pictured in the remote past, perhaps in the remote future; Cathay, an old name for China. The whole purpose of the poem is to picture the quest of the ideal and to reveal the light that never was on sea or land.
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DRAKE'S DRUM

Drake he's in his hammock an' a thousand mile away,

(Capten, art tha sleepin' there below?)

Slung atween the round shot in Nombre Dios Bay,

An' dreamin' arl the time o' Plymouth Hoe.

Yarnder lumes the Island, yarnder lie the ships,

Wi' sailor lads a-dancin' heel-an'-toe,

An' the shore-lights flashin', an' the night-tide dashin',

He sees et arl so plainly as he saw et long ago.

 

Drake he was a Devon man, an' ruled the Devon seas,

(Capten, art tha sleepin' there below?)

Rovin' tho' his death fell, he went wi' heart at ease,

An' dreamin' arl the time o' Plymouth Hoe.

"Take my drum to England, hang et by the shore,

Strike et when your powder's runnin' low;

If the Dons sight Devon, I'll quit the port o' Heaven,

An' drum them up the Channel as we drummed them long ago."

 

Drake he's in his hammock till the great Armadas come,

(Capten, art tha sleepin' there below?)

Slung atween the round shot, listenin' for the drum,

An' dreamin' arl the time o' Plymouth Hoe.

Call him on the deep sea, call him up the Sound,

Call him when ye sail to meet the foe;

Where the old trade's plyin' an' the old flag flyin'

They shall find him ware an' wakin', as they found him long ago!


Sir Henry Newbolt.
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Author
 .—Sir Henry Newbolt
 (1862-1938), English poet, educated at Oxford, and practised as a barrister. He secured popularity by the patriotic ring and fervour of his verse in Admirals All, The Island Race, The Sailing of the Long Ships,
 and Poems New and Old
 . He also wrote plays, prose romances, naval and military histories, and edited anthologies.


General Notes
 .—Read the life of Sir Francis Drake in an English history text-book. Note that the poem is written in the Devonshire dialect. Drake died on his ship off Portobello. near Nombre de Dies Bay, coast of Panama, on 28th January, 1596. He was buried in a leaden coffin. Plymouth Hoe is a lofty and rocky ridge just outside the town of Plymouth, in Devonshire. The "drum" was evidently used as a call to quarters when the enemy was in sight. Write a little essay on "Great English Seamen."
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SWALLOWS


Swallow, my sister, O sister swallow,



How can thine heart be full of the spring?



A thousand summers are over and dead
 .


What hast thou found in the spring to follow?



What hast thou found in thine heart to sing?



What wilt thou do when the summer is shed?


 


I, the nightingale, all spring through,



O swallow, sister, O changing swallow,



All spring through till the spring be done,



Clothed with the light of the night on the dew,



Sing, while the hours and the wild birds follow,



Take flight and follow, and find the sun
 .


Algernon Charles Swinburne.


 

Those swallows! No one has described them; no one has sung their praises worthily. That fatal poverty of language! It makes us impotent. What can we say of our feelings towards the ocean, the swallow, or the rose? How can we pluck out the heart of Nature's mysteries, and cage her wild force and heavenly beauty in mere twigs and wires of words?

The swallow is a wonder and a delight to me. I could watch those ineffably swift, beautiful, and graceful creatures on the wing for hour after hour. They fill me always with a vague yearning, a strangely mingled feeling of loving admiration and unquenchable desire. If I could but fly with them for one sunny hour! If I could but understand their language! Times out of number have I stood and watched them dipping and flashing and gliding and wheeling in the sunshine and sweet air, and wondered and wondered, What do they mean? What are they? Why am I doomed to crawl like a caterpillar on this dull clay ball, and envy these children of the air their joy, and speed, and power of flight?

[image: ]


Think of it—the glory of the sudden turn, the swift rise, the wide, circle in the warm, spicy air, and then the long, long dive, fifty feet down from the crown of the elm to the nodding plumes of the scented clover!

No, we know nothing of the swallow. He baffles us, delights us, tantalizes us with his superiority; and then, when the grey web of the winter begins to weave in the corner of the sky; he shakes his glossy wings and swims away in the golden track of departing summer.


Robert Blatchford.


 


Author
 .—Robert Blatchford,
 born in 1851, English journalist and author, sometime joint editor of The Clarion
 . His chief books are Merrie England
 , A Son of the Forge
 , Britain for the British
 , Not Guilty
 , and The Sorcery Shop
 .


General Notes
 .—What is there of "wild force" and "heavenly beauty" in a swallow? "Ineffably" is inexpressibly
 . Tantalizes" has reference to Tantalus, who, according to Greek myth, was tortured in the Underworld by being placed in the midst of a lake whose waters reached to his chin, but receded whenever he attempted to allay his thirst, while over his head hung branches laden with choice fruits, which likewise receded whenever he stretched out his hands to grasp them. Write an essay on "What I have Noticed about Swallows."
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THE ENGLISH FLAG

What is the Flag of England? Winds of the world, declare!

The North Wind blew: "From Bergen my steel-shod vanguards go;

I chase your lazy whalers home from the Disco Floe;

By the great north lights above me, I work the will of God,

And the liner splits on the ice-field, or the Dogger fills with cod.

 

"I barred my gates with iron. I shuttered my doors with flame,

Because, to force my ramparts, your nutshell navies came;

I took the sun from their presence, I cut them down with my blast,

And they died, but the Flag of England blew free ere the spirit passed.

 

"The lean white bear hath seen it in the long, long Arctic night.

The musk-ox knows the standard that flouts the northern light;

What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my bergs to dare,

Ye have but my drifts to conquer. Go forth, for it is there!"

 

The South Wind sighed: "From the Virgins, my mid-sea course was ta'en

Over a thousand islands lost in an idle main,

Where the sea-egg flames on the coral, and the long-backed breakers croon

Their endless ocean legends to the lazy, locked lagoon.

 

"Strayed amid lonely islets, mazed amid outer keys,

I waked the palms to laughter, I tossed the scud in the breeze;

Never was isle so little, never was sea so lone,

But over the scud and the palm-trees an English flag was flown.

 

"I have wrenched it free from the halliard, to hang for a wisp on the Horn;

I have chased it north to the Lizard ribboned and rolled and torn;

I have spread its folds o'er the dying, adrift in a hopeless sea;

I have hurled it swift on the slaver, and seen the slave set free.

 

"My basking sunfish know it, and wheeling albatross,

Where the lone wave fills with fire beneath the Southern Cross.

What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my reefs to dare,

Ye have but my seas to furrow. Go forth, for it is there!"

 

The East Wind roared: "From the Kuriles. the Bitter Seas. I come.

And me men call the Home-wind, for I bring the English home.

Look—look well to your shipping! By the breath of my mad typhoon.

I swept your close-packed prays and beached your best at Kowloon!

 

"The reeling junks behind me and the racing seas before,

I raped your richest roadstead—I plundered Singapore!

I set my hand on the Hoogli; as a hooded snake she rose;

And I flung your stoutest steamers to roost with the startled crows.

 

"Never the lotus closes, never the wild-fowl wake,

But a soul goes out on the East Wind that died for England's sake—

Man or woman or suckling, mother or bride or maid—

Be cause on the bones of the English the English Flag is stayed.

 

"The desert-dust hath dimmed it, the flying wild-ass knows,

The scared white leopard winds it across the taintless snows.

What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my sun to dare,

Ye have but my sands to travel. Go forth, for it is there!"

 

The West Wind called: "In squadrons the thoughtless galleons fly

That bear the wheat and cattle lest street-bred people die,

They make my might their porter, they make my house their path,

Till I loose my neck from their rudder and whelm them all in my wrath.

 

"I draw the gliding fog-bank as a snake is drawn from the hole.

They bellow one to the other, the frighted ship-bells toll,

For day is a drifting terror, till I raise the shroud with my breath,

And they see strange bows above them, and the two go locked to death.

 

"But, whether in calm or wrack-wreath, whether by dark or day,

I heave them whole to the conger, or rip their plates away,

First of the scattered legions, under a shrieking sky,

Dipping between the rollers, the English Flag goes by.

 

"The dead, dumb fog hath wrapped it, the frozen dews have kissed,

The naked stars have seen it, a fellow-star in the mist.

What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my breath to dare,

Ye have but my waves to conquer. Go forth, for it is there!"


Abridged from the poem by Rudyard Kipling,
 in Barrack Room Ballads


 


Author
 .—Rudyard Kipling,
 English author, (1865-1936). He traveled China, Japan, America, Africa, and Australasia. The most famous of his numerous publications are Barrack Room Ballads, The Seven Seas
 (verse), The Jungle Book
 (prose), Stalky and Co
 . (prose), Kim
 (prose), Just So Stories
 (prose), Puck of Peek' s Hill
 (prose), and Rewards and Fairies
 (prose).


General Notes
 .—The English Flag, or Union Jack, shows the three crosses of St. George, St. Andrew, and St. Patrick, in combination, denoting the union of England, Scotland, and Ireland; displayed on a blue field for the navy and a red field for the army. Look up Bergen, in Norway. The Discoe Floe is in Davis Strait, west of Greenland; The Dogger Bank is a fishing ground in the North Sea. Are the "gates of iron" the ice, and is the "flame" the Aurora Borealis? Find the Virgins in the British West Indies Keys are low islands or reefs off the southern coast of Florida. Find halliard in the dictionary, and connect it with haul
 . A praya is a raised drive or promenade along a shore or riverbank. Look up Horn; Lizard; Kuriles (north of Japan); Kowloon (near Hong Kent); Singapore; Hoogli. Comment on the phrase "on the bones of the English the English Flag is stayed." The conger is a large sea-eel, sometimes 8 feet long. Pick out your favourite line—the most graphic, the most forcible. Make a list of the countries to which Mr. Kipling refers in his poem. What human qualities have helped to build up the greatness of the British Empire? Illustrate with examples.




Lesson
 34


THE MAN FROM SNOWY RIVER

There was movement at the station, for the word had passed around

That the colt from old Regret had got away,

And had joined the wild bush horses—he was worth a thousand pound,

So all the cracks had gathered to the fray.

All the tried and noted riders from the stations near and far

Had mustered at the homestead overnight,

For the bushmen love hard riding where the wild bush horses are,

And the stock-horse snuffs the battle with delight.

 

There was Harrison, who made his pile when Pardon won the cup,

The old man with his hair as white as snow;

But few could ride beside him when his blood was fairly up—

He would go wherever horse and man could go.

Then Clancy of The Overflow came down to lend a hand,

No better horseman ever held the reins;

For never horse could throw him while the saddle-girths would stand—

He learned to ride while droving on the plains.

 

And one was there, a stripling, on a small and weedy beast;

He was something like a racehorse undersized,

With a touch of Timor pony—three parts thoroughbred at least—

And such as are by mountain horsemen prized.

He was hard and tough and wiry—just the sort that won't say die—

There was courage in his quick, impatient tread;

And he bore the badge of gameness in his bright and fiery eye

And the proud and lofty carriage of his head.

 

But still so slight and weedy, one would doubt his power to stay,

And the old man said, "That horse will never do

For a long and tiring gallop—lad, you'd better stop away,

Those hills are far too rough for such as you."

So he waited, sad and wistful—only Clancy stood his friend—

"I think we ought to let him come," he said;

"'I warrant he'll be with us when he's wanted at the end,

For both his horse and he are mountain bred.

 

"He hails from Snowy River, up by Koseiusko's side,

Where the hills are twice as steep and twice as rough;

Where a horse's hoofs strike firelight from the flint stones every stride,

The man that holds his own is good enough.

And the Snowy River riders on the mountains make their home,

Where the river runs those giant hills between;

I have seen full many horsemen since I first commenced to roam,

But nowhere yet such horsemen have I seen."

 

So he went; they found the horses by the big mimosa clump,

They raced away towards the mountain's brow,

And the old man gave his orders, "Boys, go at them from the jump,

No use to try for fancy riding now.

And, Clancy, you must wheel them, try and wheel them to the right.

Ride boldly, lad, and never fear the spills,

For never yet was rider that could keep the mob in sight

If once they gain the shelter of those hills."

 

So Clancy rode to wheel them—he was racing on the wing

Where the best and boldest riders take their place;

And he raced his stock-horse past them, and he made the ranges ring

With the stockwhip, as he met them face to face.

Then they halted for a moment, while he swung the dreaded lash,

But they saw their well-loved mountain full in view,

And they charged beneath the stockwhip with a sharp and sudden dash,

And off into the mountain scrub they flew.

 

Then fast the horsemen followed, where the gorges deep and black

Resounded to the thunder of their tread,

And the stockwhips woke the echoes, and they fiercely answered back

From cliffs and crags that beetled overhead.

And upward, ever upward, the wild horses held their way,

Where mountain ash and kurrajong grew wide;

And the old man muttered fiercely, "We may bid the mob good day,


No
 man can hold them down the other side."

 

When they reached the mountain's summit, even Clancy took a pull;

It well might make the boldest hold their breath;

The wild hop-scrub grew thickly, and the hidden ground

Was full of wombat-holes, and any slip was death.

But the man from Snowy River let the pony have his head,

And he swung his stockwhip round and gave a cheer,

And he raced him down the mountain like a torrent down its bed,

While the others stood and watched in very fear.

 

He sent the flint-stones flying, but the pony kept his feet,

He cleared the fallen timber in his stride,

And the man from Snowy River never shifted in his seat—

It was grand to see that mountain horseman ride.

Through the stringy-barks and saplings, on the rough and broken ground,

Down the hillside at a racing pace he went;

And he never drew the bridle till he landed safe and sound

At the bottom of that terrible descent.

 

He was right among the horses as they climbed the farther hill,

And the watchers on the mountain, standing mute,

Saw him ply the stockwhip fiercely; he was right among them still,

As he raced across the clearing in pursuit.

Then they lost him for a moment, where two mountain gullies met

In the ranges; but a final glimpse reveals

On a dim and distant hillside the wild horses racing yet,

With the man from Snowy River at their heels.

And he ran them single-handed till their sides were white with foam;

He followed, like a bloodhound, on their track,

Till they halted, cowed and beaten; then he turned their heads for home,

And alone and unassisted brought them back.

But his hardy mountain pony, he could scarcely raise a trot;

He was blood from hip to shoulder from the spur:

But his pluck was still undaunted, and his courage fiery hot,

For never yet was mountain horse a cur.

 

And down by Kosciusko, where the pine-clad ridges raise

Their torn and rugged battlements on high,

Where the air is clear as crystal, and the white stars fairly blaze

At midnight in the cold and frosty sky,

And where around the Overflow the reedbeds sweep and sway to the breezes, and the rolling plains are wide,

The man from Snowy River is a household word to-day,

And the stockmen tell the story of his ride.

—Andrew Barton Paterson.


 


Author
 .—Andrew Barton Paterson
 ("Banjo") was born in New South Wales in 1864, and became a lawyer and journalist. He served in the South African War and as a remount officer in Egypt. He wrote for the Sydney Bulletin
 many stirring bush ballads, which were afterwards published in book form—The Man from Snowy River
 , Rio Grande's Last Race
 , Saltbush Bill
 , Old Bush Songs (edited)
 , as well as prose works—An Outback Marriage
 , Three Elephant Power
 , etc. His people were pastoralists. "He is the poet of the man who rides, as Lawson is of the man who walks."


General Notes
 .—Make sure that when you read the poem you bring out the galloping rhythm: —

There was movement at the station, for the word had passed around

That he colt from old Regret had got away.

Find other poems that have a galloping rhythm. You may also be able to find a poem by Paterson about Clancy of the Overflow.
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THE OBLIGING WAITER


[Here is a story from David
 
Copperfield

 , a book written nearly a hundred years ago by Charles Dickens. David is being sent to boarding school by his cruel stepfather, Mr. Murdstone, and he has been left at the inn at Yarmouth from which the coach leaves for London.]


 

The coach was in the yard, shining very much all over, but without any horses to it as yet; and it looked in that state as if nothing was more unlikely than its ever going to London. I was thinking this, and wondering what would ultimately become of my box, which Mr. Barkis had put down on the yard-pavement by the pole (he having driven up the yard to turn his cart), and also what would ultimately become of me, when a lady locked out of a bow-window where some fowls and joints of meat were hanging up, and said:

"Is that the little gentleman from Blunderstone?"

"Yes, ma'am," I said.

"What name?" inquired the lady.

"Copperfield, ma'am," I said.

"That won't do," returned the lady. "Nobody's dinner is paid for here in that name."

"Is it Murdstone, ma'am?" I said.

"If you're Master Murdstone," said the lady, "why do you go and give another name first?"

I explained to the lady how it was, who then rang a bell and called out, "William, show the coffee-room!" upon which a waiter came running out of a kitchen on the opposite side of the yard to show it, and seemed a good deal surprised when he was only to show it to me.

It was a large, long room, with some large maps in it. I doubt if I could have felt much more lonely if the maps had been real foreign countries and I cast away in the middle of them. I felt it was taking a liberty to sit down, with my cap in my hand, on the comer of the chair nearest the door; and when the waiter laid a cloth on purpose for me, and put a set of cruets on it, I think I must have turned red all over with modesty.

He brought me some chops and vegetables, and took the covers off in such a bouncing manner that I was afraid I must have given him some offence. But he greatly relieved my mind by putting a chair for me at the table, and saying very affably, "Now, six-foot, come on!"

I thanked him, and took my seat at the board, but found it extremely difficult to handle my knife and fork with anything like dexterity, or to avoid splashing myself with the gravy while he was standing opposite, staring so hard, and making me blush in the most dreadful manner every time I caught his eye. After watching me into the second chop, he said: —"There's half a pint of ale for you. Will you have it now?"

I thanked him, and said, "Yes." Upon which, he poured it out of a jug into a large tumbler, and held it up against the light, and made it look beautiful.

"My eye!" he said, "it seems a good deal, doesn't it?"

"It does seem a good deal," I answered, with a smile, for it was quite delightful to me to find him so pleasant.

"There was a gentleman here yesterday," he said, "—a stout gentleman, by the name of Topsawyer, perhaps you know him?"

"No," I said, "I don't think—"

"In breeches and gaiters, broad-brimmed hat, grey coat, speckled necktie," said the waiter.

"No," I said bashfully, "I haven't the pleasure—"

"He came in here," said the waiter, looking at the light through the tumbler, "ordered a glass of this ale—would
 order it—I told him not—drank it, and fell dead. It was too old for him! It oughtn't to be drawn; that's the fact."

I was very much shocked to hear of this melancholy accident, and said I thought I had better have some water.

"Why, you see," said the waiter, still looking at the light through the tumbler, with one of his eyes shut up, "our people don't like things being ordered and left. It offends 'em. But I'll drink it, if you like. I'm used to it; and use is everything. I don't think it'll hurt me if I throw my head back and take it off quick. Shall I?"

I replied that he would oblige me by drinking it if he thought he could do it safely. When he did throw his head back and take it off quick, I had a horrible fear, I confess, of seeing him meet the fate of the lamented Mr. Topsawyer, and fall lifeless on the carpet. But it didn't hurt him. On the contrary, I thought he seemed the fresher for it.

"What have we got here?" he said, putting a fork into my dish, "Not chops?"

"Chops," I said.

"Dear me!" he exclaimed. "I didn't know they were chops. Why, a chop's the very thing to take off the bad effects of that beer! Isn't it lucky?"

So he took a chop by the bone in one hand, and a potato in the other, and ate away with a very good appetite, to my extreme satisfaction. He afterwards took another chop and another potato; and, after that, another chop and another potato. When he had done, he brought me a pudding and, having set it before me, seemed to fall into a brown study for some moments.

"How's the pie?" he said, rousing himself.

"It's a pudding," I made answer.

"Pudding!" he exclaimed. "Why, bless me, so it is! What!" looking at it nearer, "you don't mean to say it is a batter-pudding!"

"Yes, it is indeed."

"Why, a batter-pudding," he said, taking up a tablespoon, "is my favourite pudding. Isn't that lucky? Come on, little 'un, and let's see who'll get most."

The waiter certainly got most. He entreated me, more than once, to come in and win; but what with his tablespoon to my teaspoon, his dispatch, to my dispatch, and his appetite to my appetite I was left far behind at the first mouthful, and had no chance with him. I never saw anyone enjoy a pudding so much, I think; and he laughed when it was all gone, as if his enjoyment of it lasted still.

*　*　*　*　*　*

It was a little annoying to me to find, when I was being helped up behind the coach, that I was supposed to have eaten all the dinner without any assistance. I discovered this from overhearing the lady in the bow- window say to the guard, "Take care of that child, George, or he'll burst!" and from observing that the women servants who were about the place came out to look and giggle at me as a young phenomenon.

—From David Copperfield
 , by Charles Dickens.


 


Author
 .—Charles Dickens
 (see "Mr. Winkle on Skates").


General Notes
 .—How old do you think David Copperfield was at this stage of the story? Several incidents will help you to answer this question. Make a drawing of the coffee-room; perhaps you can put David and the waiter in your drawing.
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THE JOYS OF THE ROAD

Now the joys of the road are chiefly these:

A crimson touch on the hardwood trees;

 

A vagrant's morning wide and blue,

In early fall, when the wind walks, too;

 

A shadowy highway cool and brown,

Alluring up and enticing down;

 

From rippled water to dappled swamp,

From purple glory to scarlet pomp;

 

The outward eye, the quiet will,

And the striding heart from hill to hill;

 

The tempter apple over the fence;

The cobweb bloom on the yellow quince;

 

The palish asters along the wood—

A lyric touch of the solitude;

 

An open hand, an easy shoe,

And a hope to make the day go through,

 

Another to sleep with, and a third,

To wake me up at the voice of a bird;

 

The resonant, far-listening morn,

And the hoarse whisper of the corn;

 

The crickets mourning their comrades lost,

In the night's retreat from the gathering frost;

 

(Or is it their slogan, plaintive and shrill,

As they beat on their corslets, valiant still?)

 

A hunger fit for the kings of the sea,

And a loaf of bread for Dickon and me;

 

A thirst like that of the thirsty sword,

And a jug of cider on the board;

 

An idle noon, a bubbling spring,

The sea in the pine-tops murmuring;

 

A scrap of gossip at the ferry;

A comrade neither glum nor merry,

 

Asking nothing, revealing naught,

But minting his words from a fund of thought;.

 

And oh! the joy that is never won,

But follows and follows the journeying sun,

 

By marsh and tide, by meadow and stream,

And will-o'-the-wind, a light-o'-dream,

 

Delusion afar, delight anear,

From morrow to morrow, from year to year,

 

A jack-o'-lantern, a fairy fire,

A dare, a bliss, and a desire!

 

The racy smell of the forest loam,

When the stealthy, sad-heart leaves go home;

 

(O leaves, O leaves, I am one with you,

Of the mould and the sun and the wind and the dew!)

 

The broad, gold wake of the afternoon;

The silent fleck of the cold, new moon;

 

The sound of the hollow sea's release;

From stormy tumult to starry peace;

 

With only another league to wend;

And two brown arms at the journey's end!

 

These are the joys of the open road—

For him who travels without a load.


Bliss Carman.


 


Author
 .—Bliss Carman
 (1861-1929), born in Canada, became an engineer, a teacher, and the literary editor of the New York Independent
 . His Low Tide on Grand Pre
 has been followed by many other volumes of verse, including Songs from Vagabondia
 (with Richard Hovey), Echoes from Vagabondia
 , and April Airs
 .


General Notes
 .—Make a list in the fewest possible words of the joys enumerated by the poet. What does he mean by "dappled swamp"; "purple glory"; "scarter pomp"; "tempter apple"; "lyric touch"; "far-listening morn"; "beat on their corslets"; "minting his words"; "racy smell"; "I am one with you"? Write an essay on the joys that are not mentioned in the poem.

When you read the poem aloud, notice the strolling movement—two steps to each line:—

An ópen hand, an eásy shoe,

And hópe to make the dáy go through.




Lesson
 37


A-ROVING

When the sap runs up the tree,

And the vine runs o'er the wall,

When the blossom draws the bee,

From the forest comes a call,

Wild, and clear, and sweet, and strange,

Many-toned and murmuring,

Like the river in the range—

'Tis the joyous voice of Spring!

 

On the boles of grey old trees,

See the flying sunbeams play,

Mystic, soundless melodies—

A fantastic march and gay;

But the young leaves hear them—hark,

How they rustle, every one!—

And the sap beneath the bark,

Hearing, leaps to meet the sun.

 

Oh, the world is wondrous fair,

When the tide of life's at flood!

[image: ]



Drawn by John Rowell

"Mystic, soundless melodies."


There is magic in the air,

There is music in the blood;

And a glamour draws us on,

To the distance, rainbow-spanned,

And the road we tread upon,

Is the road to fairyland.

 

Lo! the old hear voices sweet,

And they know the wondrous song;

And their ancient pulses beat,

To a tune forgotten long;

And they talk in whispers low,

With a smile and with a sigh,

Of the years of long ago,

And the roving days gone by.


Victor Daley.


 


Author
 .—Victor James Patrick Daley
 , born in Ireland, 1858, arrived in Australia at the age of 18 years, followed the profession of journalism and earned a somewhat precarious living. He died at Sydney in 1905. Daley is one of our best lyric poets, a worthy successor to Kendall. Two volumes, At Dawn and Dusk
 , and Wine and Roses
 , contain his poetry.


General Notes
 .—Note the smooth flow of the words, the aptness of description, the air of gaiety so suitable to the theme. The version given in the text omits certain lines after "the joyous voice of Spring." Insert—

"O rise up, rise up, light-hearted,

And take your staff in hand,

For it is the time for roving

Through the green and pleasant land."

Write a little essay on "The Call of Summer," "The Call of Autumn," "The Call of Winter."

[image: ]
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LAST LEAVES FROM SCOTT'S DLARY


[Captain Robert Falcon Scott and his companions perished in the Antarctic in 1912 on their return journey from the South Pole. The tragic story of their endurance and heroism has been learned from the following last entries in Scott's diary, which the relief party found in the explorers' last camp—only eleven miles from the depot in which food and fuel had been stored.]


 


Friday, March 16 or Saturday
 17.—Lost track of dates, but think the last correct. Tragedy all along the line. At lunch, the day before yesterday, poor Titus Oates said he couldn't go on; he proposed we should leave him in his sleeping-bag. That we could not do, and induced him to come on, on the afternoon march. In spite of its awful nature for him, he struggled on and we made a few miles. At night he was worse, and we knew the end had come.

Should this be found I want these facts recorded. Oates's last thoughts were of his mother, but immediately before he took pride in thinking that his regiment would be pleased with the bold way in which he met his death. We can testify to his bravery. He has borne intense suffering for weeks without complaint, and to the very last was able and willing to discuss outside subjects. He did not—would not—give up hope to the very end. He was a brave soul. This was the end. He slept through the night before last, hoping not to wake; but he woke in the morning—yesterday. It was blowing a blizzard. He said, "I am just going outside and may be some time." He went out into the blizzard, and we have not seen him since.

We knew that poor Oates was walking to his death; but, though we tried to dissuade him, we knew it was the act of a brave man and an English gentleman. We all hope to meet the end with a similar spirit, and assuredly the end is not far.

[image: ]



The last page of Scott' diary.



Wednesday, March
 21.—Got within eleven miles of depot, Monday night; had to lay up all yesterday in severe blizzard. To-day forlorn hope, Wilson and Bowers going to depot for fuel.

22 and
 23.—Blizzard bad as ever—Wilson and Bowers unable to start—to-morrow last chance—no fuel and only one or two of food left—must be near the end. Have decided it shall be natural—we shall march for the depot with or without our effects and die in our tracks.


Thursday, March
 29.—Since the 21st we have had a continuous gale from W.S.W. and S.W. We had fuel to make two cups of tea apiece and bare food for two days on the 20th. Every day we have been ready to start for our depot eleven miles away, but outside the door of the tent it remains a scene of whirling drift. I do not think we can hope for any better things now. We shall stick it out to the end, but we are getting weaker, of course, and the end cannot be far.

It seems a pity, but I do not think I can write more.

R. Scott
 .

 

[Wilson and Bowers were found in the attitude of sleep, their sleeping-bags closed over their heads as they would naturally close them.

Scott died later. He had thrown back the flaps of his sleeping-bag and opened his coat. The little wallet containing the three notebooks was under his shoulders, and his arm flung across Wilson. So they were found, eight months later.]

 


Author
 .—Robert Falcon Scott
 (1868-1912), born in Devonport, England, in 1868. At the age of fourteen, he joined the British Navy and by 1900 had received the rank of commander. He led several Antarctic expeditions, in the last of which he, together with some companions, met his death, about March, 1912.


General Notes
 .—See a map of Antarctica. What do you think of Oates's last exploit? What good comes to Antarctic exploration? Compare Scott's death with that of Sir John Franklin.

Titus Oates is a notorious figure in English history. See what you can find out about him. Since his time nearly every one called Oates has been given the nickname of Titus.
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THE HIGHWAYMAN


Part
 I.

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees.

The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas.

The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,

And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—

The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.

 

He'd a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,

A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doeskin.

They fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh.

And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,

His pistol butts a-twinkle,

His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

 

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard.

He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred.

He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there.

But Bess, the landlord's daughter,

The landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked.

Where Tim the ostler listened. His face was white and peaked.

His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,

But he loved the landlord's daughter,

The landlord's red-lipped daughter.

Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—

 

"One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize tonight,

But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;

Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,

Then look for me by moonlight,

Watch for me by moonlight,

I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way."

 

He rose upright in the stirrups. He scarce could reach her hand,

But she loosened her hair in the casement. His face burnt like a brand.

As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;

And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,

(O, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west.


Part
 II.

He did not come in the dawning. He did not come at noon.

And out of the tawny sunset, before the rise of the moon,

When the road was a gipsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor,

A red-coat troop came marching—

Marching—marching—

King George's men came marching, up to the old inn-door.

 

They said no word to the landlord. They drank his ale instead.

But they gagged his daughter, and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed.

Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!

There was death at every window;

And hell at one dark window;

For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that he
 would ride.

 

They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest.

They had bound a musket beside her, with the muzzle beneath her breast.

"Now, keep good watch!" and they kissed her.

She heard the dead man say


Look for me by moonlight;



Watch for me by moonlight;



I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way!


She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!

She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!

They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years,

Till, now, on the stroke of midnight,

Cold, on the stroke of midnight,

The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers!

 

The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest!

Up, she stood up to attention, with the muzzle beneath her breast.

She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again;

For the road lay bare in the moonlight,

Blank and bare in the moonlight;

And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her love's refrain.

 

Tlot-tlot! tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horse-hoofs ringing clear;

Tlot-tlot! tlot-tlot! in the distance. Were they deaf that they did not hear?

Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,

The highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—

The red-coats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight and still.

Tlottlot in the frosty silence! tlot-tlot in the echoing night!

Nearer he came, and nearer! Her face was like a light.

Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep breath,

Then her finger moved in the moonlight,

Her musket shattered the moonlight,

Shattered her breast in the moonlight, and warned him—with her death.

 

He turned. He spurred to the West; he did not know who stood.

Bowed, with her head o'er the musket, drenched with her own red blood!

Not till the dawn he heard it, and his face grew grey to hear.

How Bess, the landlord's daughter,

The landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.

 

Back he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky,

With the white road smoking behind him, and his rapier brandished high!

Blood-red were his spurs i' the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat;

When they shot him down on the highway,

Down like a dog on the highway,

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with a bunch of lace at his throat.


And still of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the trees,



When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,



When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,



A highwayman comes riding—



Riding—riding—



A highwayman comes riding up to the old inn-door
 .

 


Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard,



And he taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and barred;



He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there



But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,



Bess, the landlord's daughter,



Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair
 .

—Alfred Noyes
 .

 


General Notes
 .—After you have read and enjoyed this story poem, make a list of all the fine-sounding descriptive lines you can find, e.g., "The wind was a hostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas." Which King George do you think is meant in the opening stanza of Part II.?

The last two stanzas always sound eerie to us when we read them. Why? Did you have the same feeling when you read the first and third stanzas?

"Ostler" is an interesting word. It was originally spelt "hosteler," i.e., a keeper of or a worker at a hostel or inn. But at that time the "h" in hostel was not sounded, and eventually was dropped from the spelling.

[image: ]





Lesson
 40


WHITEWASHING THE FENCE

Saturday morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and fresh, and brimming with life. There was a song in every heart; and if the heart was young the music issued at the lips. There was cheer in every face, and a spring in every step. The locust trees were in bloom, and the fragrance of the blossoms filled the air.

Tom appeared on the side-walk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled brush. He surveyed the fence, and the gladness went out of nature, and a deep melancholy settled down upon his spirit. Thirty yards of broad fence nine feet high! It seemed to him that life was hollow, and existence but a burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it again; compared the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching continent of unwhitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged. Jim came skipping out at the gate with a tin pail and singing "Buffalo Gals". Bringing water from the town pump had always been hateful work in Tom's eyes before, but now it did not strike him so.

He remembered that there was company at the pump. White, mulatto, and negro boys and girls were always there waiting their turns, resting, trading playthings, quarrelling, fighting, skylarking. And he remembered that, although the pump was only a hundred and fifty yards off, Jim never got back with a bucket of water under an hour, and even then somebody generally had to go after him. Tom said:—

"Say, Jim, I'll fetch the water if you'll whitewash some."

"Can't, Ma'rs Tom. Ole missis she tole me I got to go an' git dis water an' not stop foolin' roun' wid anybody."

"Jim. I'll give you a marble. I'll give you a white alley!"

Jim was only human—this attraction was too much for him. He put down his pail, took the white alley. In another minute he was flying down the street with his pail and a tingling rear. Tom was whitewashing with vigour, and Aunt Polly was retiring from the field with a slipper in her hand and triumph in her eye.

But Tom's energy did not last. He began to think of the fun he had planned for this day, and his sorrows multiplied. Soon the free boys would come tripping along on all sorts of delicious expeditions, and they would make a world of fun of him for having to work—the very thought of it burnt him like fire. He got out his worldly wealth and examined it—bits of toys, marbles, and trash; enough to buy an exchange of work may be, but not enough to buy so much as half an hour of pure freedom. So he returned his straitened means to his pocket, and gave up the idea of trying to buy the boys. At this dark and hopeless moment an inspiration burst upon him. Nothing less than a great, magnificent inspiration. He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove in sight presently, the very boy of all boys whose ridicule he had been dreading. Ben's gait was the hop, skip, and jump—proof enough that his heart was light and his anticipations high. He was eating an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop at intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding dong dong, dong dong dong, for he was personating a steamboat. As he drew near he slackened speed, took the middle of the street, leaned far over to starboard, and rounded-to ponderously and with laborious pomp and circumstance, for he was personating the Big Missouri
 , and considered himself to be drawing nine feet of water. He was boat, captain, and engine bells combined, so he had to imagine himself standing on his own hurricane-deck giving the orders and executing them.

"Stop her, sir! Ling-a-ling-ling." The headway ran almost out, and he drew up slowly towards the side-walk. "ship up to back! Ling-a-ling-ling!" His arms straightened and stiffened down his sides. "Set her back on the stabboard! Ling-a-ling-ling! Chow! Ch-chow-wow-chow!" his right hand meantime describing stately circles, for it was representing a forty-foot wheel. "Let her go back on the labboard! Ling-a-ling-ling! Ling-a-ling-ling! Chow-ch-chow-chow!" The left hand began to describe circles.

"Stop the stabboard! Ling-a-ling-ling! Stop the labboard! Come ahead on the stabboard! Stop her! Let your outside turn over slow! Ling-a-ling-ling! Chow-ow-ow! Get out that head-line! Lively, now! Come—out with your spring-line—what're you about there? Take a turn round that stump with the bight of it! Stand by that stage now—let her go! Done with the engines, sir! Ling-a-ling-ling! Sht! s'sht! sht!" (Trying the gauge-cocks.)

Tom went on whitewashing—paid no attention to the steamer. Ben stared a moment, and then said:

"Hi-yi! You're up a stump, ain't you?"

No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist; then he gave his brush another gentle sweep, and surveyed the result as before. Ben ranged up alongside of him. Tom's mouth watered for the apple, but he stuck to his work. Ben said:

"Hello, old chap! You got to work, hey?"

"Why, it's you, Ben! I warn't noticing."

"Say, I'm going in s-swimming, I am. Don't you wish you could? But, of course, you'd druther work, wouldn't you? 'course you would!"

Tom contemplated the boy a bit, and said:

"What do you call work?"

"Why, ain't that work?"

Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly:

"Well, maybe it is, and maybe it ain't. All I know is, it suits Tom Sawyer."

"Oh, come, you don't mean to let on that you like it?"

The brush continued to move.

"Like it? Well, I don't see why I oughtn't to like it. Does a boy get a chance to whitewash a fence every day?"

That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom swept his brush daintily back and forth—stepped back to note the effect—added a touch here and there—criticized the effect again, Ben watching every move, and getting more and more interested, more and more absorbed. Presently he said:

"Say, Tom, let me whitewash a little."

Tom considered, was about to consent, but he altered his mind. "No, no; I reckon it wouldn't hardly do, Ben. You see Aunt Polly's awful particular about this fence—right here on the street, you know; but if it was the back fence I wouldn't mind, and she wouldn't. Yes, she's awful particular about this fence; it's got to be done very careful. I reckon there ain't one boy in a thousand, maybe two thousand, that can do it the way it's got to be done."

"No—is that so? Oh, come now; lemme just try, only just a little. I'd let you, if you was me, Tom."

"Ben, I'd like to, honest injun; but Aunt Polly—well, Jim wanted to do it, but she wouldn't let him."

"Oh, shucks; I'll be just as careful. Now lemme try Say—I'll give you the core of my apple."

"Well, here. No, Ben; now don't; I'm afeard——"

"I'll give you all of it!"

Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face but alacrity in his heart. And, while the lake steamer Big Missouri
 worked and sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs, munched his apple, and planned the slaughter of more innocents. There was no lack of material—boys happened along every little while; they came to jeer, but remained to whitewash. By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had traded the next chance to Billy Fisher for a kite in good repair; and, when he played out, Johnny Miller bought in for a dead rat and a string to swing it with; and so on, and so on, hour after hour. And, when the middle of the afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy in the morning, Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He had, besides the things I have mentioned, twelve marbles, part of a jew's-harp, a piece of blue bottle-glass to look through, a spool-cannon, a key that wouldn't unlock anything, a fragment of chalk, a glass stopper of a decanter, a tin soldier, a couple of tadpoles, six fire-crackers, a kitten with only one eye, a brass door-knob, a dog-collar-but no dog—the handle of a knife, four pieces of orange peel, and a dilapidated old window-sash. He had had a nice, good, idle time all the while, plenty of company, and the fence had three coats of whitewash on it! If he hadn't run out of whitewash, he would have bankrupted every boy in the village. Tom said to himself that it was not such a hollow world after all.


From The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
 , by Mark Twain
 .

 


Author
 .—Mark Twain
 , pen-name of SAMUEL. LANGHORNE CLEMENS (1835-1910), the most popular of American humorists. He was born in the State of Missouri (see map), and had very little schooling. At 13 he became a type-setter in a printing office; later a steam-boat pilot on the Mississippi ("Mark Twain" was a frequent call of the sounder to indicate that the water was two fathoms deep). Among his humerous works Tom Sawyer (from which this extract is taken) and Huckleberry Finn are splendid books for boys. He wrote also The Innocents Abroad, A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, Pudd'nhead Wilson, The Prince and the Pauper, Recollections of Joan of Arc, etc
 .


General Notes
 .—The locust is an American tree which bears white blossoms, and bean-like pods. Mulatto is a negro half-caste. "Ben was personating a steam-boat." What various things have you
 personated? How do you know that the Big Missouri
 was a paddle steamer? What was the secret of Tom's success in making the other boys work for him?
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THE PARTING OF MARMION AND DOUGLAS

Not far advanced was morning day

When Marmion did his troop array,

To Surrey's camp to ride;

He had safe conduct for his band,

Beneath the royal seal and hand,

And Douglas gave a guide.

The ancient earl, with stately grace,

Would Clara on her palfrey place;

And whispered, in an undertone,

"Let the hawk stoop, his prey is flown."

The train from out the castle drew;

But Marmion stopped to bid adieu:—

"Though something I might plain," he said,

"Of cold respect to stranger guest,

Sent hither by your king's behest,

While in Tantallon's towers I stayed.

Part we in friendship from your land,

And, noble earl, receive my hand."

But Douglas round him drew his cloak,

Folded his arms, and thus he spoke:

"My manors, halls, and bowers shall still,

Be open, at my sovereign's will,

To each one whom he lists, howe'er,

Unmeet to be the owner's peer:

My castles are my king's alone,

From turret to foundation-stone;

The hand of Douglas is his own,

And never shall in friendly grasp,

The hand of such as Marmion clasp."

Burned Marmion's swarthy cheek like fire,

And shook his very frame for ire,

And—"This to me!" he said;

"An 'twere not for thy hoary beard,

Such hand as Marmion's had not spared

To cleave the Douglas' head!

And, first, I tell thee, haughty peer,

He who does England's message here,

Although the meanest in her state,

May well, proud Angus, be thy mate!

And, Douglas, more I tell thee here,

Even in thy pitch of pride,

Here in thy hold, thy vassals near,

(Nay, never look upon your lord,

And lay your hands upon your sword),

I tell thee thou'rt defied!

And, if thou saidst I am not peer,

To any lord in Scotland here,

Lowland or Highland, far or near,

Lord Angus, thou hast lied!"

On the earl's cheek the flush of rage,

O'ercame the ashen hue of age.

Fierce he broke forth:—"And darest thou then

To beard the lion in his den,

The Douglas in his hall?

And hopest thou hence unscathed to go?

No! by Saint Bride of Bothwell, no!

Up drawbridge, grooms! What, warder, ho!

Let the portcullis fall."

ord Marmion turned—well was his need—

And dashed the rowels in his steed,

Like arrow through the archway sprung;

The ponderous grate behind him rung.

To pass there was such scanty room,

The bars, descending, razed his plume!

"Horse! horse!" the Douglas cried, "and chase!"

But soon he reined his fury's pace:

"A royal messenger he came,

Though most unworthy of the name;…

'Tis pity of him, too," he cried;

"Bold can he speak, and fairly ride,

I warrant him a warrior tried!"


Sir Walter Scott
 , in Marmion
 .

 


Author
 .—Sir Walter Scott
 (see under "Rosabelle").


General Notes
 ,—The time is the year 1513. England under Henry VII. and Scotland under James IV. are on the verge of war. The Earl of Surrey is the English commander. marmion is supposed to be a wicked English noble, Douglas of Tantallon is a Scottish lord, Clara is an English heiress sought by Marmion. The poem Marmion
 gives a splendid and fairly accurate description of events preceding and during the battle of Flodden. Read the whole poem in a volume of Scott. What does the extract reveal of the character of Marmion, the character of Douglas? Find in a history book an account of the battle of Flodden. Write an essay on "The Battle of Flodden."
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THE OLD WHIM HORSE

The floods rush high in the gully under,

And the lightnings lash at the shrinking trees;

Or the cattle down from the ranges blunder

As the fires drive by on the summer breeze;

Still the feeble horse at the right hour wanders,

To the lonely ring, though the whistle's dumb,

And with hanging head by the bow he ponders,

Where the whim boy's gone, why the shifts don't come.

 

But there comes a night when he sees lights glowing,

In the roofless huts and the ravaged mill;

When he hears again all the stampers going—

Though the huts are dark and the stampers still;

When he sees the steam to the black roof clinging

As its shadows roll on the silver sands,

And he knows the voice of his driver singing,

And the knocker's clang where the brace-man stands.

 

See the old horse take, like a creature dreaming,

On the ring once more his accustomed place;

But the moonbeams full on the ruins streaming

Show the scattered timbers and grass-grown brace.

Yet he hears the sled in the smithy falling,

And the empty truck as it rattles back,
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Drawn by John Rowell

"He feels the strain on his untouched shoulder."


And the boy who stands by the anvil, calling;

And he turns and backs, and he "takes up slack."

 

While the old drum creaks, and the shadows shiver,

As the wind sweeps by, and the hut doors close,

And the bats dip down in the shaft or quiver,

In the ghostly light, round the grey horse goes;

And he feels the strain on his untouched shoulder,

Hears again the voice that was dear to him,

Sees the form he knew,—and his heart grows bolder

As he works his shift by the broken whim.

 

He hears in the sluices the water rushing,

As the buckets drain and the doors fall back;

When the early dawn in the east is blushing,

He is limping still round the old, old track.

Now he pricks his ears with a neigh, replying,

To a call unspoken, with eyes aglow,

And he sways and sinks in the circle, dying;

From the ring no more will the grey horse go.


Edward Dyson
 , in Rhymes from the Mines


 


Author
 .—Edward Dyson
 (1865-1931), was born in Victoria. During the mining days he worked as whim-boy and battery-feeder at the mines. He began writing at nineteen, and from then on was a frequent contributor to many Australian papers. His published works include Rhymes from the Mines, Below and on Top, The Gold-stealers, The Roaring Fifties, Factory 'Ands, The Golden Shanty, The Missing Link, Tommy the Hawker, Benno, The Love of Launcelot, Spats's Factory
 .


General Notes
 .—What is the purpose of a whim? What are stampers, the knocker, the brace, sluices, the bow, the shaft, the drum? Notice in the rhythm how anapæst and iambus alternate. Pick out the most pathetic phrases, the most alliterative, the most sibilant. Is the word- picture wholly true and convincing? Write a description of a gold-mine you have visited, or an old mining camp, or a mining town.
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THE CONQUEST OF THE MATTERHORN


[Until the year 1865 the Matterhorn, the great peak in the Alps on the border of Switzerland and Italy, had defied all attempts of man to climb it. One of the most determined of the climbers was Edward Whymper, an Englishman, who had made seven attempts. The best-known Alpine guide at that time, Carrel, insisted that the Matterhorn could be climbed only from the Italian side. When, in 1865, Carrel learned that Whymper had gone to Switzerland to begin still another ascent, he hastily collected a party to make an attempt from the Italian side. So began a race for the honour of being the first to conquer the Matterhorn. The story of the victory and of the price that was paid for the honour is told here by Edward Whymper.


 

We started from Zermatt on the 13th of July, at 5.30 on a brilliant and perfectly cloudless morning. We were eight in number—Croz, old Peter Taugwalder and his two sons, Lord Francis Douglas, Hadow, Hudson, and I. To ensure steady motion, one tourist and one native walked together. The youngest Taugwalder fell to my share, and. the lad marched well, proud to be on the expedition, and happy to show his powers.

Before 12 o'clock we had found a good position for the tent, at a height of eleven thousand feet. Croz and young Peter went on to see what was above, in order to save time on the following morning. At length, just before 3 p.m., we saw them coming down, evidently much excited. "What are they saying, Peter?" "Gentlemen, they say it is no good." But when they came near we heard a different story. "Nothing but what was good; not a difficulty, not a single difficulty! We could have gone to the summit and returned to-day easily!"

We passed the remaining hours of daylight—some of us basking in the sunshine, some sketching or collecting; and when the sun went down, giving, as it departed, a glorious promise for the morrow, we returned to the tent to arrange for the night.

We assembled together outside the tent before dawn on the morning of the 14th, and started directly it was light enough to move. Young Peter came on with us as a guide, and his brother returned to Zermatt. We followed the route which had been taken on the previous day, and in a few minutes turned the rib which had cut off the view of the eastern face from our tent platform.

At 6.20 we had attained a height of 12,800 feet, and halted for half an hour; we then continued the ascent without a break until 9.55, when we stopped for fifty minutes at a height of 14,000 feet. Twice we struck the north-east ridge, and followed it for some little distance—to no advantage, for it was usually more rotten and steep, and always more difficult than the face. Still, we kept near to it, lest stones perchance might fall.

We had now arrived at the foot of that part which, from the Riffelberg or from Zermatt, seems perpendicular or over-hanging, and could no longer continue on the eastern side. For a little distance we ascended by snow upon the ridge that descends towards Zermatt; and then, by common consent, turned over to the right, or to the northern side. The work became difficult, and required caution. In some places there was little to hold, and it was desirable that those should be in front who were least likely to slip. Sometimes, after I had taken a hand from Croz, or received a pull, I turned to offer the same to Hudson; but he invariably declined, saying it was not necessary. Mr. Hadow, however, was not accustomed to this kind of work, and required continual assistance. It is only fair to say that the difficulty which he found at this part arose simply and entirely from want of experience.

This solitary difficult part was of no great extent. A long stride round a rather awkward corner brought us to snow once more. The last doubt vanished! The Matterhorn was ours! Nothing but two hundred feet of easy snow remained to be surmounted!

You must now carry your thoughts back to the seven ltalians who started from Breil on the 11th of July. Four days had passed since their departure, and we were tormented with anxiety lest they should arrive on the top before us. All the way up we had talked of them, and many false alarms of "men on the summit" had been raised. The higher we rose, the more intense became the excitement. What if we should be beaten at the last moment! The slope eased off, at length we could be detached, and Croz and I, dashing away, ran a neck-and-neck race, which ended in a dead heat. At 1.40 p.m. the world was at our feet, and the Matterhorn was conquered. Hurrah! Not a footstep could be seen.

It was not yet certain that we had not been beaten. The summit of the Matterhorn was formed of a rudely level ridge, about three hundred and fifty feet long, and the Italians might have been at its farther extremity. I hastened to the southern end, scanning the snow right and left eagerly. Hurrah! again; it was untrodden.

We remained on the summit for one hour—

"One crowded hour of glorious life."

It passed away too quickly, and we began to prepare for the descent.

Hudson and I again consulted as to the best and safest arrangement of the party. We agreed that it would be best for Croz to go first, and Hadow second; Hudson, who was almost equal to a guide in sureness of foot, wished to be third; Lord Francis Douglas was placed next, and old Peter, the strongest of the remainder, after him. I suggested to Hudson that we should attach a rope to the rocks on our arrival at the difficult bit, and hold it as we descended, as an additional protection. He approved the idea, but it was not definitely settled that it should be done. The party was being arranged in the above order while I was sketching the summit, and they had finished, and were waiting for me to be tied in line, when some one remembered that our names had not been left in a bottle. They requested me to write them down, and moved off while it was being done.

A few minutes afterwards I tied myself to young Peter, ran down after the others, and caught them just as they were commencing the descent of the difficult part. Great care was being taken. Only one man was moving at a time; when he was firmly planted the next advanced, and so on. They had not, however, attached the additional rope to rocks, and nothing was said about it.

Michael Croz had laid aside his axe and, in order to give Mr. Hadow greater security, was absolutely taking hold of his legs, and putting his feet, one by one, into their proper positions. As far as I know, no one was actually descending. I cannot speak with certainty, because the two leading men were partially hidden from my sight by an intervening mass of rock; but it is my belief, from the movements of their shoulders, that Croz, having done as I have said, was in the act of turning round to go down a step or two himself. At this moment Mr. Hadow slipped, fell against him, and knocked him over. I heard one startled exclamation from Croz, then saw him and Mr. Hadow flying downwards; in another moment Hudson was dragged from his steps, and Lord Francis Douglas immediately after him. All this was the work of a moment. Immediately we heard Croz's exclamation, old Peter and I planted ourselves as firmly as the rocks would permit; the rope was taut between us, and the jerk came on us both as one man. We held; but the rope broke midway between Taugwalder and Lord Francis Douglas. For a few seconds we saw our unfortunate companions sliding downwards on their backs, and spreading out their hands, endeavouring to save themselves. They passed from our sight uninjured, disappeared one by one, and fell from precipice to precipice on to the Matterhorn glacier nearly four thousand feet below. From the moment the rope broke it was impossible to help them.

So perished our comrades! For a space of half an hour we remained on the spot without moving a single step. The two men, paralysed by terror, cried like infants, and trembled in such a manner as to threaten us with the fate of the others.

For more than two hours afterwards I thought almost every moment that the next would be my last; for the Taugwalders, utterly unnerved, were not only incapable of giving assistance, but were in such a state that a slip might have been expected from them at any moment. After a time, we were able to do that which should have been done at first, and fixed rope to firm rocks, in addition to being tied together. These ropes were cut from time to time, and were left behind. Even with their assurance the men were afraid to proceed, and several times old Peter turned with ashy face and faltering limbs, and said, with terrible emphasis, "I cannot".

At 6 p.m. we arrived at the snow upon the ridge descending towards Zermatt, and all peril was over. We frequently looked, but in vain, for traces of our unfortunate companions; we bent over the ridge and cried to them, but no sound returned. Convinced at last that they were within neither sight nor hearing, we ceased from our useless efforts; and, too cast down for speech, silently gathered up our things and the little effects of those who were lost, preparatory to continuing the descent.


Edward Whymper
 , in Scrambles Amongst the Alps


 


Author
 —Edward Whymper
 (1840-1911), born in London, was famous for his mountaineering exploits. In 1860-69 he climbed for the first time several peaks in the Alps, including the Matterhorn. In 1867 and 1872 he made valuable geological discoveries in North Greenland. In 1879-80 he travelled in the high Andes (including the ascent of Chimborazo and other peaks). His books are all about travel and mountaineering:—Scrambles Amongst the Alps, Travels Amongst the Great Andes, and Zermatt and the Matterhorn
 .


General Notes
 .—It will help you to follow the story more clearly if you find in your atlas the Matterhorn, Zermatt, and Briel. Make a list of mountaineering words used in the story, giving what you think is the meaning of each. "One tourist and one native walked together—who were the tourists and who the natives? Who were not killed on this expedition? Can you give four or five probable reasons why Whymper liked mountaineering of this kind?
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THE FORSAKEN MERMAN

Come, dear children, let us away:

Down and away below!

Now my brothers call from the bay;

Now the great winds shoreward blow;

Now the salt tides seaward flow;

Now the wild white horses play,

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray.

Children dear, let us away!

This way, this way!

 

Call her once before you go,

Call once yet.

In a voice that she will know:

"Margaret! Margaret!"

Children's voices should be dear

(Call once more) to a mother's ear:

Children's voices, wild with pain—

Surely she will come again.

Call her once and come away;

This way, this way!

"Mother dear, we cannot stay."

The wild white horses foam and fret.

Margaret! Margaret!

 

Come, dear children, come away down!

Call no more!

One last look at the white-walled town

And the little grey church on the windy shore.

Then come down.

She will not come, though you call all day.

Come away, come away!

 

Children dear, was it yesterday

We heard the sweet bells over the bay?

In the caverns where we lay,

Through the surf and through the swell,

The far-off sound of a silver bell?

Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep,

Where the winds are all asleep;

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam;

Where the salt weed sways in the stream;

Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round,

Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground;

Where the sea-snakes coil and twine,

Dry their mail, and bask in the brine;

Where great whales come sailing by,

Sail and sail, with unshut eye,

Round the world for ever and ay?

When did music come this way?

Children dear, was it yesterday?
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Drawn by John Rowell.

"Call her once and come away."


Children dear, was it yesterday

(Call yet once) that she went away?

Once she sate with you and me,

On a red-gold throne in the heart of the sea,

And the youngest sate on her knee.

She combed its bright hair, and she tended it well,

When down swung the sound of the far-off bell.

She sighed, she looked up through the clear, green sea;

She said, "I must go, for my kinsfolk pray,

In the little grey church on the shore to-day.

'Twill be Easter-time in the world—ah me!

And I lose my poor soul, Merman, here with thee."

I said, "Go up, dear heart, through the waves!

Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea—caves!"

She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay.

Children dear, was it yesterday?

 

Children dear, were we long alone?

"The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan;

Long prayers," I said, "in the world they say.

Come!" I said, and we rose through the surf in the bay.

We went up the beach, by the sandy down,

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-walled town.

Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still,

To the little grey church on the windy hill.

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers,

But we stood without in the cold blowing airs.

We climbed on the graves, on the stones worn with rains,

And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes.

She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear:

"Margaret, hist! come quick, we are here!

Dear heart," I said, "we are long alone.

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan."

But, ah, she gave me never a look,

For her eyes were sealed to the holy book!

Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door.

Come away, children, call no more!

Come away, come down, call no more!

 

Down, down, down!

Down to the depths of the sea!

She sits at her wheel in the humming town,

Singing most joyfully.

Hark, what she sings: "Oh joy, oh joy,

For the humming street, and the child with its toy!

For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well—

For the wheel where I spun,

And the blessed light of the sun!"

And so she sings her fill,

Singing most joyfully,

Till the shuttle falls from her hand,

And the whizzing wheel stands still.

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand,

And over the sand at the sea;

And her eyes are set in a stare;

And anon there breaks a sigh,

And anon there drops a tear,

From a sorrow-clouded eye,

And a heart sorrow-laden,

A long, long sigh;

For the cold, strange eyes of a little Mermaiden,

And the gleam of her golden hair.

 

Come away, away, children!

Come children, come down!

The hoarse wind blows colder;

Lights shine in the town.

She will start from her slumber,

When gusts shake the door;

She will hear the winds howling,

She will hear the waves roar.

We shall see, while above us,

The waves roar and whirl,

A ceiling of amber,

A pavement of pearl.

Singing, "Here came a mortal,

But faithless was she;

And alone dwell for ever,

The kings of the sea."

 

But, children, at midnight,

When soft the winds blow;

When clear falls the moonlight,

When spring-tides are low;

When sweet airs come seaward

From heaths starred with broom;

And high rocks throw mildly

On the blanched sands a gloom;

Up the still, glistening beaches,

Up the creeks we will hie,

Over banks of bright seaweed

The ebb-tide leaves dry.

We will gaze, from the sand-hills,

At the white, sleeping town;

At the church on the hill-side—

And then come back down.

Singing, "There dwells a loved one,

But cruel is she! She left lonely for ever,

The kings of the sea."


Matthew Arnold
 .

 


Author
 .—Matthew Arnold
 (1822—1888), a great English poet and one of England's foremost literary critics. His publications include The Strayed Reveller and Other Poems, Empedocles on Etna and Other Poems, Sohrab and Rustum, The Scholar Gipsy, Balder Dead and Separation, Merope, Thyrsis, and New Poems. His chief works in literary criticism are On Translating Homer, On the Study of Celtic Literature, Essays in Criticism, Culture and Anarchy, and Friendship's Garland
 . He was for a time an inspector of schools. His father was a great schoolmaster, Arnold of Rugby.


General Notes
 .—In this poem the merman had married a mortal, who deserted her children to go back to her people on shore. Compare the Sirens who tried to beguile Ulysses, Neckan with his harp of gold, the Danish nixies, Undine, the female water-sprite who married a mortal, etc. Which lines do you think have the best (a) colour picture, (b) sound? Write a fanciful tale of a mermaid who married a mortal.
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DON QUIXOTE AND THE WINDMILLS

Don Quixote earnestly solicited one of his neighbours, a country labourer and a good honest fellow, Sancho Panza by name, poor in purse, and poor in his brains; and, in short, the knight talked so long to him, plied him with so many arguments, and made him so many fair promises that at last the poor clown consented to go along with him and become his squire. Among other inducements Don Quixote forgot not to tell him that it was likely such an adventure would present itself as might secure him the conquest of some island in the time that he might be picking up a straw or two, and then the squire might promise himself to be made governor of the place. Allured with these large promises and many others, Sancho Panza forsook his wife and children to be his neighbour's squire.

This done. Don Quixote made it his business to furnish himself with money; to which purpose, selling one house, mortgaging another, and losing by all, he at last got a pretty good sum together. He also borrowed a target of a friend, and, having patched up his headpiece and beaver as well as he could, he gave his squire notice of the day and hour when he intended to set out, that he might furnish himself with what he thought necessary. Above all, he charged him to provide himself with a knapsack. This Sancho promised to do, telling him he would also take his ass along with him, which, being a very good one, might be a great ease to him, for he was not used to travel much afoot.

The mentioning of the ass made the noble knight pause awhile; he mused and pondered whether he had ever read of any knight-errant whose squire used to ride upon an ass, but he could not remember any precedent for it; however, he gave him leave at last to bring his ass, hoping to mount him more honourably, with the first opportunity, by unhorsing the next discourteous knight he should meet.

He also furnished himself with shirts and as many other necessaries as he could conveniently carry. This being done, Sancho Panza, without bidding either his wife or his children good-bye, and Don Quixote, without taking any more notice of his housekeeper or of his niece, stole out of the village one night, not so much as suspected by anybody, and made such haste that by break of day they thought themselves out of reach, should they happen to be pursued.

As for Sancho Panza, he rode like a patriarch, with his canvas knapsack and his leathern bottle, having a huge desire to see himself governor of the island which his master had promised him. As they jogged on, "I beseech your worship, Sir Knight-errant," quoth he, "be sure you don't forget what you promised me about the island; for I dare say I shall make shift to govern it, let it be never so big."

"You must know, friend Sancho," replied Don Quixote, "that it has been the custom of knights-errant in former ages to make their squires governors of the islands or kingdoms they have conquered. Now, I am resolved not only to keep up that laudable custom, but even to improve it. If thou and I do but live, it may happen that before we have passed six days together I may conquer some kingdom having many other kingdoms annexed to its imperial crown; and this would fall out most luckily for thee; for then would I presently crown thee king of one of them. Nor do thou imagine this to be a mighty matter; for so strange accidents and revolutions, so sudden and so unforeseen, attend the profession of chivalry that I might easily give thee a great deal more than I have promised."

"Why, should this come to pass," quoth Sancho Panza, "and I be made a king by some such miracle, as your worship says, then my wife would be at least a queen, and my children princesses."

"Who doubts of that?"

As they were thus talking, they discovered some thirty or forty windmills that are in that plain; and, as soon as the knight had spied them, "Fortune," cried he, "directs our affairs better than we ourselves could have wished. Look yonder, friend Sancho, there are at least thirty outrageous giants whom I intend to encounter; and, having deprived them of life, we shall begin to enrich ourselves with their spoils; for they are lawful prize, and the destruction of that cursed brood will be an acceptable service to Heaven."

"What giants?" quoth Sancho Panza.

"Those whom thou seest yonder," answered Don Quixote, "with their long-extended arms; some of that detested race have arms so immense in size that sometimes they reach two leagues in length."

"Pray, look better, sir," quoth Sancho; "those things yonder are no giants, but windmills; and what you fancy are arms are their sails, which, being whirled about by the wind, make the mill go."

"'Tis a sign," cried Don Quixote, "thou art but little acquainted with adventures! I tell thee, they are giants; and, therefore, if thou art afraid, go aside and say thy prayers, for I am resolved to engage in a dreadful unequal combat against them all."

This said, he clapped spurs to his horse Rosinante, without giving ear to his squire Sancho, who bawled out to him, and assured him that they were windmills, and no giants. But he was so fully possessed with a strong opinion to the contrary that he did not so much as hear his squire's outcry, nor was he sensible of what they were, although he was already very near them; far from that. "Stand, cowards," cried he, as loud as he could; "stand your ground, ignoble creatures, and fly not basely from a single knight, who dares encounter you all!"

At the same time, the wind rising, the mill sails began to move, which when Don Quixote spied, "Base miscreants," cried he, "though you move more arms than the giant Briareus, you shall pay for your arrogance."

He most devoutly recommended himself to his Lady Dulcinea, imploring her assistance in this perilous adventure; and so, covering himself with his shield and couching his lance, he rushed with Rosinante's utmost speed upon the first windmill he could come at, and ran his lance into the sail. The wind whirled it about with such swiftness that the rapidity of the motion presently broke the lance into shivers, and hurled away both knight and horse along with it, till down he fell, rolling a good way off in the field.

Sancho Panza ran as fast as his ass could drive to help his master, whom he found lying and not able to stir, such a blow had he and Rosinante received.

"Mercy o' me!" cried Sancho, "did not I give your worship fair warning? Did I not tell you they were windmills, and that nobody could think otherwise, unless he had also windmills in his head?"

"Peace, friend Sancho," replied Don Quixote, "there is nothing so subject to the inconstancy of fortune as war. I am verily persuaded that the enchanter, who carried off my study and my books, has transformed these giants into windmills to deprive me of the honour of victory; such is his hatred of me; but, in the end, all his wiles and stratagems shall prove ineffectual against the prevailing edge of my sword."

"Amen, say I," replied Sancho.

And so, heaving himself up again upon his legs, once more the knight mounted poor Rosinante, that was half shoulder-slipped with his fall.

From Don Quixote
 , by Cervantes
 .

 


Author
 .—Miguel
 (me-gèl'
 ) de Cervantes Saavedra
 . (1547-1616), generally known as Cervantes, was a Spanish novelist, dramatist, and poet. He had an adventurous career as soldier and sailor, and was once captured by Moorish pirates and sold as a slave. His Don Quixote
 was intended as a satire on the ridiculous romances of chivalry then being written by Spanish writers. It has been translated into many languages.

[image: ]



General Notes
 .—What a glorious madman was Don Quixote, full of courage and courtesy! What a sensible fool was Sancho Panza! Read the whole book if you can. Briar?us was a hundred-handed giant of Greek mythology. The lady Dulcinea del Toboso was a fresh-coloured country wench whom Don Quixote chose as the queen of his knight-errantry. Heine, a German wit, said: "I am an inverted Don Quixote. He took windmills for giants, wine-skins for knights, and country wenches for fine ladies. Alas, I have found that many of our giants are but whirling windmills, our knights more wine-skins, and our fine ladies but country wenches." Sometimes we say that So-and-so is tilting at windmills. What does this mean?
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THE STORM

It is the hush of night, and all between

Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet clear,

Mellowed and mingling, yet distinctly seen,

Save darkened Jura, whose capt heights appear

Precipitously steep; and drawing near,

There breathes a living fragrance from the shore,

Of flowers yet fresh with childhood; on the ear

Drops the light drip of the suspended oar,

Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night carol more.

 

And this is in the night. Most glorious night,

Thou wert not sent for slumber! Let me be

A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,

A portion of the tempest and of thee!

How the lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea,

And the big rain comes dancing to the earth!

And now again 'tis black—and now the glee

Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain-mirth,

As if they did rejoice o'er a young earthquake's birth.

 

Now, where the quick Rhone thus hath cleft his way,

The mightiest of the storms hath ta'en his stand;

For here not one but many make their play,

And fling their thunderbolts from hand to band,

Flashing and cast around; of all the hand,

The brightest through these parted hills hath forked

His lightnings, as if he did understand

That in such gaps as desolation worked,

There the hot shaft should blast whatever therein lurked.

 

The morn is up again, the dewy morn,

With breath all incense, and with cheek all bloom,

Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn,

And living as if earth contained no tomb,

And glowing into day: we may resume

The march of our existence; and thus I,

Still on thy shores, fair Leman! may find room

And food for meditation, nor pass by

Much that may give us pause, if pondered fittingly.


Lord Byron
 , in Childe Harold's Pilgrimage
 .

 


Author
 .—George Gordon, Lord Byron
 (1788-1824) was born in London and educated at Harrow and Cambridge. His chief longer poems are Childe Harold, The Giaour (jour), The Corsair, Lara, The Siege of Corinth, Don Juan, and The Prisoner of Chillon. Probably Don Juan
 and The Vision of Judgment
 are read more to-day than the rest of his poetry. He died of fever in Greece, whither he had gone to help the Greeks to fight for their independence against the Turks.


General Note
 .—Find the Jura Mountains on the map. The lake is the Lake of Geneva (Leman). Trace the course of the Rhone. Why is a storm in the mountains more impressive than a storm on the plains? The thunderbolt, a quick discharge of lightning, was once thought to be a dart or bolt flung by the gods. Mark the transition from the hush of night to the fury of the storm and the peace of the following morning. Pick out the choice phrases. Write a description of a thunderstorm.
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THE BUGLE SONG

The splendour falls on castle walls

And snowy summits old in story;

The long light shakes across the lakes,

And the wild cataract leaps in glory.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying;

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

Oh hark! oh hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going!

Oh sweet and far, from cliff and scar,

The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!

Blow; let us hear the purple glens replying;

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,

They faint on hill or field or river;

Our echoes roll from soul to soul,

And grow for ever and for ever.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.


Tennyson
 .

 


Author
 .—Alfred Tennyson
 (1819-92), was born in England, and completed his education at Cambridge. He practised verse-making from his early years, and spent his life at it. He was appointed Poet-Laureate in 1850 and made a Lord in 1884. His poems to a considerable extent embody the philosophic and religious thought of his time. His principal poems are—The Princess, In Memoriam, Idylls of the King
 , and a number of well-known shorter lyrics.


General Notes
 .—Tennyson was being rowed over the Lakes of Killarney in Ireland when, at a point in the route, the boatman gave some bugle-calls. The echoing notes and the delightful surroundings suggested the lyric, which he inserted in a long poem "The Princess". Have you ever heard "the horns ot Elfland faintly blowing"? Note how artistically the three stanzas describe (1) the scene, (2) the bugle call, (3) the dying echoes.
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THE FINDING OF LIVINGSTONE


[David Livingstone, explorer and missionary, set out in 1866 to explore the sources of the Nile, and some years afterwards was believed to have been lost in Central Africa. He was found by Henry Morton Stanley, who describes below his meeting with Livingstone in the heart of Africa.]


 

We are now about three hundred yards from the village of Ujiji, and the crowds are dense about me. Suddenly I hear a voice on my right say, "Good-morning, sir!"

Startled at hearing this greeting in the midst of such a crowd of black people, I turn sharply around in search of the man, and see him at my side, with the blackest of faces, but animated and joyous——a man dressed in a long white shirt, with a turban of American sheeting around his woolly head——and I ask, "Who the mischief are you?"

"I am Susi, the servant of Dr. Livingstone," said he, smiling and showing a gleaming row of teeth. "What! Is Dr. Livingstone here?" "Yes, sir." "In this village?" "Yes, sir." "Are you sure?" "Sure, sure, sir. Why, I leave him just now."

"Good-morning, sir," said another voice. "Hallo." said I, "is this another one?" "Yes, sir." "Well, what is your name?" "My name is Chumah, sir." "What! are you Chumah, the friend of Wekotani?" "Yes, sir." "And is the Doctor well?" "Not very well, sir." "Where has he been so long?" "In Manyuema." "Now, you, Susi, run and tell the Doctor I am coming." "Yes, sir"; and off he darted like a madman.

But by this time we were within two hundred yards of the village, and the multitude was getting denser, and almost preventing our march. Flags and streamers were out; Arabs and Wangwana were pushing their way through the natives in order to greet us, for, according to their account, we belonged to them. But the great wonder of all was, "How did you come from Unyanyembe?"

Soon Susi came running back, and asked me my name. He had told the Doctor that I was coming, but the Doctor was too surprised to believe him; and, when the Doctor asked him my name, Susi was rather staggered.

But, during Susi's absence, the news had been conveyed to the Doctor that it was surely a white man that was coming, whose guns were firing and whose flag could be seen; and the great Arab magnates of Ujiji had gathered together before the Doctor's house, and the Doctor had come out from his veranda to discuss the matter and await my arrival.

In the meantime the head of the expedition had halted, and the standard-bearer was out of the ranks, holding his flag aloft; and Selim said to me, "I see the Doctor, sir. Oh, what an old man! He has a white beard." And I—what would I not have given for a bit of friendly wilderness, where, unseen, I might vent my joy in some mad freak, such as idiotically biting my hand, turning a somersault, or slashing at trees, in order to allay those exciting feelings that were well-nigh uncontrollable. My heart beats fast, but I must not let my face betray my emotions, lest it shall detract from the dignity of a white man appearing in such extraordinary circumstances.

So I did that which I thought was most dignified. I pushed back the crowds, and, passing from the rear, walked down a living avenue of people until I came in front of the semicircle of Arabs, in the front of which stood the white man with the grey beard. As I advanced slowly towards him, I noticed he was pale, looked wearied, had a grey beard, wore a bluish cap with a faded gold band round it, had on a red-sleeved waistcoat and a pair of grey tweed trousers. I would have run to him, only I was a coward in the presence of such a mob—would have embraced him, only, being an Englishman, I did not know how he would receive me; so I did what cowardice and false pride suggested was the best thing—walked deliberately to him, took off my hat, and said, "Dr. Livingstone, I presume?"

"Yes," said he, with a kind smile, lifting his cap slightly.

I replace my hat on my head, and he puts on his cap, and we both grasp hands; and I then said aloud, "I thank God, Doctor, I have been permitted to see you."

He answered, "I feel thankful that I am here to welcome you."

I turn to the Arabs, take off my hat to them in response to the saluting chorus of "Yambos" I receive, and the Doctor introduces them to me by name. Then, oblivious of the crowds, oblivious of the men who shared with me my dangers, we—Livingstone and I—turn our faces towards his tembe. He points to the veranda or, rather, mud platform under the broad overhanging eaves; he points to his own particular seat, which I see his age and experience in Africa have suggested, namely, a straw mat, with a goat-skin over it, and another skin nailed against the wall to protect his back from contact with the cold mud. I protest against taking this seat, which so much more befits him than me but the Doctor will not yield: I must take it.

We are seated—the Doctor and I—with our backs to the wall. The Arabs take seats on our left. More than a thousand natives are in our front, filling the whole square densely, indulging their curiosity, and discussing the fact of two white men meeting at Ujiji—one just come from Manyuema, in the west, the other from Unyanyembe, in the east.


Henry Morton Stanley
 .

 


Author
 .—Sir Henry Morton Stanley
 , whose baptismal name was John Rowlands, was born in Wales in 1841; he died in 1904. As a boy he spent ten years in a workhouse, then sailed as a cabin boy to America, fought in the Civil War, became a newspaper correspondent, and represented the New York Herald
 on various foreign missions. He found Livingstone in 1871. Afterwads he carried out explorations in Africa, came back to Britain, and was elected to Parliament. His works include How I found Livingstone, Through the Dark Continent, In Darkest Africa
 , and My Dark Companions
 .


General Notes
 .—Look up Ujiji on the map and see what your geography says about the neighbourhood. Read, if you can get one, a life of Livingstone (1813-1873). The finding of Livingstone was on the 10th of November, 1871. Make a list of the persons mentioned, and put a brief description opposite each name. Write a little essay on "Inland Explorers," not omitting those of our own country.
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THE CLOUD

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,

From the seas and the streams;

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid

In their noonday dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken

The sweet buds every one,

When rocked to rest on their mother's breast,

As she dances about the sun.

I wield the flail of the lashing hail,

And whiten the green plains under;

And then again I dissolve it in rain,

And laugh as I pass in thunder.

 

I sift the snow on the mountains below,

And their great pines groan aghast;

And all the night 'tis my pillow white,

While I sleep in the arms of the blast.

Sublime on the towers of my skyey bowers,

Lightning, my pilot, sits;

In a cavern under is fettered the thunder,

It struggles and howls at fits.

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,

This pilot is guiding me,

Lured by the love of the genii that move

In the depths of the purple sea;
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Drawn by John Rowell.

"Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills, Over the lakes and the plains."


Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills,

Over the lakes and the plains,

Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream,

The spirit he loves remains;

And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile,

Whilst he is dissolving in rains.

 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes

And his burning plumes outspread,

Leaps on the back of my sailing rack

When the morning star shines dead.

As on the jag of a mountain crag

Which an earthquake rocks and swings,

An eagle alit, one moment may sit

In the light of its golden wings;

And, when sunset may breathe from the lit sea beneath

Its ardours of rest and of love,

And the crimson pall of eve may fall

From the depth of heaven above.

With wings folded I rest on mine airy nest,

As still as a brooding dove.

 

That orbèd maiden, with white fire laden,

Whom mortals call the moon,

Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor

By the midnight breezes strewn;

And, wherever the beat of her unseen feet,

Which only the angels hear,

May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof,

The stars peep behind her and peer;

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee

Like a swarm of golden bees,

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent,

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas,

Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,

Are each paved with the moon and these.

 

I bind the sun's throne with a burning zone,

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl;

The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim,

When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.

From cape to cape with a bridge-like shape

Over a torrent sea,

Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,

The mountains its columns be;

The triumphal arch through which I march

With hurricane, fire, and snow,

When the powers of the air are chained to my chair,

Is the million-coloured bow;

The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove,

While the moist earth was laughing below.

 

I am the daughter of earth and water,

And the nursling of the sky;

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores;

I change, but I cannot die.

For after the rain, when, with never a stain,

The pavilion of heaven is bare,

And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex gleams,

Build up the blue dome of air,

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,

And, out of the caverns of rain,

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,

I arise and unbuild it again.


Peroy Bysshe Shelley
 .

 


Author
 .—Percy Bysshe Shelley
 (1792-1822), a great English poet who had the fervid conviction that the ideal perfection of love and beauty could be eventually realized both in life and art. This yearning inds expression in Alastor, The Rerolt of Islam, Prometheus Unbund
 , and Adonis
 . He wrote one great drama, The Cenci
 (chěn
 -chē
 ), and some of our most beautiful lyrics. Shelley was drowned off the coast of Italy.


General Notes
 .—The third stanza is a fanciful rendering of a scientific fact—the union of positive and negative electricity to produce the lightning flash. Dawn was personified as a radiant lady, Aurora; Shelley makes dawn a fiery warrior. Most people personify the moon as a female. In the sixth stanza there is a reference to a Roman triumph, when the conqueror drove in his chariot through a triumphal arch, with captive leaders chained to his car. What weaves the colours of the rainbow? A cenotaph is an empty tomb. The poem abounds in fine metaphors; make a list of these, setting opposite each other the real and the ideal.
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CLOUD PICTURES

Sometimes we see a cloud that's dragonish;

A vapour sometimes like a bear or lion,

A towered citadel, a pendent rock,

A forkèd mountain, or blue promontory,

With trees upon't, that nod unto the world,

And mock our eyes with air.


Shakespeare
 .

 


Author
 .—William Shakespeare
 was born at Stratford-on-Avon in Warwickshire, 1564, and died there in 1616. He is regarded as the world's greatest dramatist and poet. Among his early plays are Lore's Labour's Lost, Two Gentlemen of Verona
 , and The Comedy of Errors
 ; to the second period belong A Midsummer Night's Dream, As You Like It
 , etc.; to the third period the great tragedies of Julius Cœsar, Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, Antony and Cleopatra
 ; to the last period Cymbeline, A Winter's Tale, The Tempest
 , and the Sonnets.


General Notes
 .—This brief extract is from Antony and Cleopatra
 . To what things does Shakespeare compare the clouds? Which do you think is the aptest comparison? Write a little essay on cloud forms or make a drawing of them.
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THE SEEING HAND


[The writer, Helen Keller, became deaf and blind in infancy.]


 

I have just touched my dog. He was rolling on the grass, with pleasure in every muscle and limb. I wanted to catch a picture of him in my fingers, and I touched him as lightly as I would cobwebs; but lo! his fat body revolved, stiffened, and solidified into an upright position, and his tongue gave my hand a lick! He pressed close to me, as if he were fain to crowd himself into my hand. He loved it with his tail, with his paw, with his tongue. If he could speak, I believe he would say with me that paradise is attained by touch; for in touch is all love and intelligence.

This small incident started me on a chat about hands, and, if my chat is fortunate, I have to thank my good star. In any case, it is pleasant to have something to talk about that no one else has monopolized; it is like making a new path in the trackless woods, blazing trail where no foot has pressed before. I am glad to take you by the hand and lead you along an untrodden way into a world where the hand is supreme. But at the very outset we encounter a difficulty. You are so accustomed to light, I fear you will stumble when I try to guide you through the land of darkness and silence. The blind are not supposed to be the best of guides. Still, though I cannot warrant not to lose you, I promise that you shall not be led into fire or water, or fall into a deep pit. If you will follow me patiently, you will find that "There's a sound so fine, nothing lives 'twixt it and silence," and that there is more meant in things than meets the eye.

My hand is to me what your hearing and sight together are to you. In large measure we travel the same highways, read the same books, speak the same language; yet our experiences are different. All my comings and goings turn on the hand as on a pivot. It is the hand that binds me to the world of men and women. The hand is my feeler with which I reach through isolation and darkness and seize every pleasure, every activity that my fingers encounter. With the dropping of a little word from another's hand into mine, a slight flutter of the fingers, began the intelligence, the joy, the fullness of my life. Like Job, I feel as if a hand had made me, fashioned me together round about and moulded my very soul.

In all my experiences and thoughts I am conscious of a hand. Whatever moves me, whatever thrills me, is as a hand that touches me in the dark, and that touch is my reality. You might as well say that a sight which makes you glad, or a blow which brings the stinging tears to your eyes, is unreal as to say that those impressions are unreal which I have accumulated by means of touch. The delicate tremble of a butterfly's wings in my hand, the soft petals of violets curling in the cool folds of their leaves or lifting sweetly out of the meadow-grass, the clear, firm outline of a face and limb, the smooth arch of a horse's neck and the velvety touch of his nose—all these, and a thousand resultant combinations, which take shape in my mind, constitute my world.


Helen Keller
 , in The World I Live in
 (Hodder and Stoughton).

 


Author
 .—Helen Keller
 , born in 1880 at Tuscumbia, in Alabama. She lost her sight and hearing from scarlet fever when under two years of age. She learnt the finger alphabet, to read and write, and later to speak, becoming a student at Radcliffe College, and, in 1904, B.A. She published The Story of my Life
 in 1903, The World I Live In
 , in 1905.


General Notes
 .—What is meant by "blazing trail"? Is the hand of a blind and deaf person really all that hearing and sight are to us? Weigh the question. A blind person once said that his notion of scarlet was the sound of a trumpet. Can a person born blind ever dream? Are there spiritual melodies for those born deaf? Recall the poem of "The Blind Men and the Elephant." Beethoven became deaf and yet composed.
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WATERLOO

There was a sound of revelry by night,

And Belgium's capital had gathered then

Her beauty and her chivalry; and bright

The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men.

A thousand hearts beat happily; and, when

Music arose with its voluptuous swell,

Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again.

And all went merry as a marriage bell;

But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell.

 

Did ye not hear it?—No; 'twas but the wind,

Or the car rattling o'er the stony street;

On with the dance! let joy be unconfined!

No sleep till morn, when youth and pleasure meet

To chase the glowing hours with flying feet.

But hark!—that heavy sound breaks in once more,

As if the clouds its echo would repeat;

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before!

Arm! arm! it is—it is—the cannon's opening roar!

 

Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,

And cheeks all pale which, but an hour ago,

Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness;

And there were sudden partings, such as press

The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs

Which ne'er might be repeated; who could guess

If ever more should meet those mutual eyes,

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise?

 

And there was mounting in hot haste; the steed,

The mustering squadron, and the clattering car

Went pouring forward with impetuous speed,

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war;

And the deep thunder, peal on peal afar,

And near, the beat of the alarming drum

Roused up the soldier ere the morning star;

While thronged the citizens with terror dumb,

Or whispering with white lips—"The foe! they come! they come!"

 

And, wild and high, the "Cameron's gathering" rose!

The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn's hills

Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes.

How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills,

Savage and shrill! But, with the breath which fills

Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers

With the fierce native daring, which instills

The stirring memory of a thousand years;

And Evan's, Donald's fame rings in each clansman's ears!

 

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves,

Dewy with Nature's tear-drops, as they pass,

Grieving (if aught inanimate e'er grieves)

Over the unreturning brave—alas!

Ere evening, to be trodden like the grass

Which now beneath them, but above shall grow

In its next verdure; when this fiery mass

Of living valour, rolling on the foe,

And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low!

 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life;

Last eve, in beauty's circle proudly gay;

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife;

The morn, the marshalling in arms; the day,

Battle's magnificently stern array!

The thunder-clouds close o'er it, which, when rent,

The earth is covered thick with other clay,

Which her own clay shall cover—heaped and pent,

Rider and horse, friend, foe, in one red burial blent.


Lord Byron
 .

 


Author
 .—Byron
 (see "The Storm").


General Notes
 .—Mark how swiftly the action moves through the various scenes—the happy ballroom, the alarm, the make-ready, the march to the battlefield, the conflict itself, the scene of desolation afterwards. The ball was given by the Duchess of Richmond at Brussels on the 15th of June, three days before the battle. Find the site of Waterloo on the map of Belgium. Read an account of the battle in a history text-book. The next day after the ball, battles were fought between the French and British at Quatre Bras (katr-brah
 ) and between the French and Prussians at Ligny (leen-ye
 ). The Cameron's gathering was the pibroch or war-note of the Cameron Highlanders. Lochiel being the chief of the clan. "Evan's, Donald's" are references to Sir Evan Cameron, who fought at Killecrankie, and Donald Cameron, who fought for Prince Charlie and was wounded at Culloden (1746). Mark the confused movement in stanza 3 and the swift movement in stanza 4.
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ARCHERY IN THE OLDEN TIME


Part
 I.

The sound of the trumpets soon recalled those spectators who had already begun to leave the field; and proclamation was made that Prince John, suddenly called by high and peremptory public duties, held himself obliged to discontinue the entertainments of to-morrow's festival; nevertheless that, unwilling so many good yeomen should depart without a trial of skill, he was pleased to appoint them, before leaving the ground, presently to execute the competition of archery intended for the morrow. To the best archer a prize was to be awarded, being a bugle-horn mounted with silver, and a silken baldric richly ornamented with a medallion of Saint Hubert, the patron of sylvan sport.

More than thirty yeomen at first presented themselves as competitors, several of whom were rangers and underkeepers in the royal forests of Needwood and Charnwood. When, however, the archers understood with whom they were to be matched, upwards of twenty withdrew themselves from the contest, unwilling to encounter the dishonour of almost certain defeat. For in those days the skill of each celebrated marksman was well known for many miles around.

The diminished list of competitors for sylvan fame still amounted to eight. Prince John stepped from his royal seat to view more closely the persons of these chosen yeomen, several of whom wore the royal livery. Having satisfied his curiosity by this investigation, he looked for the object of his resentment, whom he observed standing on the same spot, and with the same composed countenance which he had exhibited upon the preceding day.

"Fellow," said Prince John, "I guessed by thy insolent babble thou wert no true lover of the long-bow, and I see thou darest not adventure thy skill among such merry men as stand yonder."

"Under favour, sir," replied the yeoman, "I have another reason for refraining to shoot, besides fearing discomfiture and disgrace."

"And what is thy other reason?" said Prince John, who, for some cause which perhaps he could not himself have explained, felt a painful curiosity respecting this individual.

"Because," replied the woodsman, "I know not if these yeomen and I are used to shoot at the same marks; and because, moreover, I know not how your Grace might relish the winning of a third prize by one who has unwittingly fallen under your displeasure."

Prince John coloured as he put the question, "What is thy name, yeoman?"

"Locksley," answered the yeoman.

"Then, Locksley," said Prince John, "thou shalt shoot in thy turn, when these yeomen have displayed their skill. If thou carriest the prize, I will add to it twenty nobles; but if thou losest it, thou shalt be stripped of thy Lincoln green, and scourged out of the lists with bow-strings, for a wordy and insolent braggart."

"And how if I refuse to shoot on such a wager?" said the yeoman. "Your Grace's power, supported as it is by so many men-at-arms, may indeed easily strip and scourge me, but cannot compel me to bend or to draw my bow."

"If thou refusest my fair proffer," said the prince, "the provost of the lists shall cut thy bow-string, break thy bow and arrows, and expel thee from the presence as a fainthearted craven."

"This is no fair chance you put on me, proud prince," said the yeoman, "to compel me to peril myself against the best archers of Leicester and Staffordshire, under the penalty of infamy if they should overshoot me. Nevertheless, I will obey your pleasure."

A target was placed at the upper end of the southern avenue which led to the lists. The contending archers took their station in turn at the bottom of the southern access; the distance between that station and the mark allowing full scope for what was called a shot at rovers. The archers, having previously determined by lot their order of precedence, were to shoot each three shafts in succession.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"Locksley stepped to the appointed place."



Part
 II.

One by one the archers, stepping forward, delivered their shafts yeoman-like and bravely. Of twenty-four arrows, shot in succession, ten were fixed in the target; and the others ranged so near it, that, considering the distance of the mark, it was accounted good archery. Of the ten shafts which hit the target, two within the inner ring were shot by Hubert, a forester in the service of Malvoisin; who was accordingly pronounced victorious.

"Now, Locksley," said Prince John to the bold yeoman, with a bitter smile, "wilt thou try conclusions with Hubert, or wilt thou yield up bow, baldric, and quiver to the provost of the sports?"

"Sith it be no better," said Locksley, "I am content to try my fortune, on condition that, when I have shot two shafts at yonder mark of Hubert's, he shall be bound to shoot one at that which I shall propose."

"That is but fair," answered Prince John, "and it shall not be refused thee. If thou dost beat this braggart, Hubert, I will fill the bugle with silver pennies for thee."

"A man can but do his best," answered Hubert; "but my grandsire drew a good long-bow at Hastings, and I trust not to dishonour his memory."

The former target was now removed, and a fresh one of the same size placed in its room. Hubert, who, as victor in the first trial of skill, had the right to shoot first, took his aim with great deliberation, long measuring the distance with his eye, while he held in his hand his bended bow, with the arrow placed on the string.

At length he made a step forward, and raising the bow at the full stretch of his left arm, till the centre or grasping-place was nigh level with his face, he drew his bow-string to his ear. The arrow whistled through the air and lighted within the inner ring of the target, but not exactly in the centre.

"You have not allowed for the wind, Hubert," said his antagonist, bending his bow, "or that had been a better shot."

So saying, and without showing the least anxiety to pause upon his aim, Locksley stepped to the appointed station, and shot his arrow as carelessly, in appearance, as if he had not even looked at the mark. He was speaking almost at the instant that the shaft left the bow-string, yet it alighted in the target two inches nearer to the white spot which marked the centre than that of Hubert.

Hubert resumed his place, and, not neglecting the caution which he had received from his adversary, he made the necessary allowance for a very light air of wind which had just arisen, and shot so successfully that his arrow alighted in the very centre of the target.

"A Hubert! a Hubert!" shouted the populace, more interested in a known person than in a stranger. "In the clout! in the clout!—a Hubert for ever."

"Thou canst not mend that shot, Locksley," said the prince, with an insulting smile.

"I will notch his shaft for him, however," replied Locksley. And letting fly his arrow with little more precaution than before, it lighted right upon that of his competitor, which it split to shivers! The people who stood around were so astonished at his wonderful dexterity that they could not even give vent to their surprise in their usual clamour.

"And now," said Locksley, "I will crave your Grace's permission to plant such a mark as is used in the North Country, and welcome every brave yeoman who shall try a shot at it."

He then turned to leave the lists. "Let your guards attend me," he said, "if you please—I go but to cut a rod from the next willow bush."

Prince John made a signal that some attendants should follow him in case of his escape; but the cry of "Shame! shame!" which burst from the multitude, induced him to alter his ungenerous purpose.

Locksley returned almost instantly with a willow wand about six feet in length, perfectly straight, and rather thicker than a man's thumb. He began to peel this with great composure, observing, at the same time, that to ask a good woodsman to shoot at a target so broad as had hitherto been used was to put shame upon his skill.

For his own part, he said, and in the land where he was bred, men would as soon take for their mark King Arthur's round-table, which held sixty knights around it. "A child of seven years old," said he, "might hit yonder target with a headless shaft; but," he added, walking deliberately to the other end of the lists. and sticking the willow wand upright in the ground, "he that hits that rod at five-score yards, I call him an archer fit to bear both bow and quiver before a king, though it were the stout King Richard himself."

"My grandsire," said Hubert, "drew a good bow at the Battle of Hastings, and never shot at such a mark in his life—and neither will I. If this yeoman can cleave that rod, I give him the bucklers,—or rather, I yield to the Evil One that is in him, and not to any human skill: a man can but do his best, and I will not shoot where I am sure to miss. I might as well shoot at the edge of our parson's whittle, or at a wheat straw, or at a sunbeam, as at a twinkling white streak which I can hardly see."

"Cowardly dog!" said Prince John. "Sirrah Locksley, do thou shoot; but if thou hittest such a mark, I will say thou art the first man that ever did so. Howe'er it be, thou shalt not crow over us with a mere show of superior skill."

"I will do my best, as Hubert says," answered Locksley; "no man can do more."

So saying, he again bent his bow, but on the present occasion looked with attention to his weapon, and changed the string, which he thought was no longer truly round, having been a little frayed by the two former shots. He then took his aim with some deliberation, and the multitude awaited the event in breathless silence. The archer vindicated their opinion of his skill—his arrow split the willow rod against which it was aimed! A jubilee of acclamations followed; and even Prince John, in admiration of Locksley's skill, lost for an instant his dislike to his person.
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Drawn by John Rowell

"He took his aim with some deliberation."


"These twenty nobles," he said, "which, with the bugle, thou hast fairly won, are thine own; we will make them fifty, if thou wilt take livery and service with us as a yeoman of our bodyguard, and be near to our person. For never did so strong a hand bend a bow, or so true an eye direct a shaft."

"Pardon me, noble prince," said Locksley; "but I have vowed that if I ever took service it should be with your royal brother, King Richard. These twenty nobles I leave to Hubert, who has this day drawn as brave a bow as his grandsire did at Hastings. Had his modesty not refused the trial, he would have hit the wand as well as I."

Hubert shook his head as he received with reluctance the bounty of the stranger; and Locksley, anxious to escape further observation, mixed with the crowd, and was seen no more.


Sir Walter Scott
 , in Ivanhoe
 .

 


Author
 .—Scott
 (see "Rosabelle").

General Notes.—This is an excerpt from lvanhoe
 ; it pictures a supposed incident in the reign of King Richard the First, whose kingdom was for the time being ruled by Prince John. Find, if you can, pictures showing the costume of the period. Gunpowder had not yet come into use, and the arrow was the most deadly missile. Make a list of the characters, giving to each a brief description. Locksley was, of course, Robin Hood, one of the world's most picturesque robbers. Find, in your dictionary, meanings for baldric, yeoman, prevost, clout noble
 (coin). Discuss the reference to the more or less mythical King Arthur. Write a similar account of a "Rifle-shooting Contest".
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CROSSING THE BAR

Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,

When I put out to sea.

 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.

 

Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,

When I embark;

 

For, though from out the bourne of Time and Place

The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crossed the bar.


Tennyson
 .

 


Author
 .—Tennyson
 (see "The Bugle Song").


General Notes
 .-Discuss all that is involved in the words "sunset," "evening star," "moaning of the bar," "tide," "bourne of Time and Space." Mark the serene majesty and simplicity of the poem. In the last two lines the metaphor is hard to follow. Could we say that here Captain and Pilot are one? Recall other poems on the same theme—Browning's Prospice
 , Henley's The Happy Passing
 , Gordon's The Sick Stockrider
 , etc. Which do you prefer?
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THE PATRIOT

It was roses, roses, all the way,

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad;

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway,

The church-spires flamed, such flags they had,

A year ago on this very day.

 

The air broke into a mist with bells,

The old walls rocked with the crowd and cries;

Had I said, "Good folk, mere noise repels—

But give me your sun from yonder skies!"

They had answered, "And afterward, what else?"

 

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun

To give it my loving friends to keep!

Naught man could do, have I left undone:

And you see my harvest, what I reap

This very day, now a year is run.

 

There's nobody on the house-tops now—

Just a palsied few at the windows set;

For the best of the sight is, all allow,

At the Shambles' Gate—or, better yet,

By the very scaffold's foot, I trow.

 

I go in the rain, and, more than needs,

A rope cuts both my wrists behind;

And I think by the feel my forehead bleeds,

For they fling, whoever has a mind,

Stones at me for my year's misdeeds.

 

Thus I entered, and thus I go.

In triumphs, people have dropped down dead.

"Paid by the world, what dost thou owe

Me?" God might question; now instead,

'Tis God shall repay: I am safer so.


Robert Browning
 .

 


Author
 .—Robert Browning
 (1812-1889), one of the greatest of modern English poets. Though he is not famous as a dramatist, the plays Luria, A Blot in the 'Scutcheon,
 and The Return of the Druses
 have some intensely dramatic scenes. Pippa Passes, In a Gondola
 , and In a Balcony
 contain some great lyric and tragic notes. But Men and Women, Dramatis Personœ
 , and The Ring and the Book
 represent the finest flower of Browning's achievement. What other short poems of his do you know?


General Notes
 .—A true patriot is one who so loves his country that his one desire is for her sake to give, not to get. The true patriot often suffers, for "the kingliest kings are crowned with thorn." Again, the mob is fickle, as appears in the poem. Browning's patriot need not be any particular historical personage; he is a type of all those who have loved and served and suffered in what seemed to be a great cause. Two pictures are given—the first of the mob's adulation, the second of the mob's execration. Contrast the roses, myrtle, flags, bells, hurrahs of the one with the rope, stones, scaffold of the other. What interval of time separates them? What is the patriot's dying consolation? Can you find real examples in history, ancient or modern?
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PERSEUS AND ANDROMEDA


[After slaying the Gorgon, the Greek hero Perseus finds Andromeda chained to a rock in the sea. He frees her, and asks her name.]


 

Andromeda answered weeping——

"I am the daughter of Cepheus, King of Iopa, and my mother is Cassiopæeia of the beautiful tresses, and they called me Andromeda, as long as life was mine. And I stand bound here, hapless that I am, for the sea-monster's food, to atone for my mother's sin. For she boasted of me once that I was fairer than Atergatis, Queen of the Fishes; so she in her wrath sent the sea-floods, and her brother the Fire King sent the earthquakes, and wasted all the land, and after the floods a monster bred of the slime, who devours all living things. And now he must devour me, guiltless though I am—me who never harmed a living thing, nor saw a fish upon the shore but I gave it life, and threw it back into the sea; for in our land we eat no fish, for fear of Atergatis their queen. Yet the priests say that nothing but my blood can atone for a sin which I never committed."

But Perseus laughed, and said, "A sea-monster? I have fought with worse than he: I would have faced Immortals for your sake; how much more a beast of the sea!"

Then Andromeda looked up at him, and new hope was kindled in her breast, so proud and fair did he stand, with one hend round her, and in the other the glittering sword. But she only sighed, and wept the more, and cried——

"Why will you die, young as you are? Is there not death and sorrow enough in the world already? It is noble for me to die, that I may save the lives of a whole people; but you, better than them all, why should I slay you too? Go you your way; I must go mine."

But Perseus cried, "Not so; for the Lords of Olympus, whom I serve, are the friends of the heroes, and help them on to noble deeds. Led by them, I slew the Gorgon, the beautiful horror; and not without them do I come hither, to slay this monster with that same Gorgon's head. Yet hide your eyes when I leave you, lest the sight of it freeze you, too, to stone."

But the maiden answered nothing, for she could not believe his words. And then, suddenly looking up, she pointed to the sea, and shrieked:

"There he comes, with the sunrise, as they promised. I must die now. How shall I endure it? Oh, go! Is it not dreadful enough to be torn piecemeal, without having you to look on?" And she tried to thrust him away.

But he said, "I go; yet promise me one thing ere I go: that if I slay this beast you will be my wife, and come back with me to my kingdom in fruitful Argos, for I am a king's heir. Promise me, and seal it with a kiss."

Then she lifted up her face, and kissed him; and Perseus laughed for joy, and flew upward, while Andromeda crouched trembling on the rock, waiting for what might befall.

On came the great sea-monster, coasting along like a huge black galley, lazily breasting the ripple, and stopping at times by creek or headland to watch for the laughter of girls at their bleaching, or cattle pawing on the sand-hills, or boys bathing on the beach. His great sides were fringed with clustering shells and seaweeds, and the water gurgled in and out of his wide jaws, as he rolled along, dripping and glistening in the beams of the morning sun.

At last he saw Andromeda, and shot forward to take his prey, while the waves foamed white behind him, and before him the fish fled leaping.

Then down from the height of the air fell Perseus like a shooting star; down to the crests of the waves, while Andromeda hid her face as he shouted; and then there was silence for a while.

At last she looked up trembling, and saw Perseus springing toward her; and instead of the monster a long black rock, with the sea rippling quietly round it.

Who then so proud as Perseus, as he leapt back to the rock, and lifted his fair Andromeda in his arms, and flew with her to the cliff-top, as a falcon carries a dove?

Who so proud as Perseus, and who so joyful as all the Æthiop people? For they had stood watching the monster from the cliffs, wailing for the maiden's fate. And already a messenger had gone to Cepheus and Cassiopæia, where they sat in sackcloth and ashes on the ground, in the innermost chambers, awaiting their daughter's end. And they came, and all the city with them, to see the wonder, with songs and with dances, with cymbals and harps, and received their daughter back again, as one alive from the dead.

Then Cepheus said, "Hero of the Hellenes, stay here with me and be my son-in-law, and I will give you the half of my kingdom."

"I will be your son-in-law," said Perseus; "but of your kingdom I will have none, for I long after the pleasant land of Greece, and my mother who waits for me at home."


Charles Kingsley
 , in The Heroes
 .

 


Author
 .—Charles Kingsley
 (see "Amyas Leigh and his Revenge").


General Notes
 .—Perseus was a mythical Greek hero whose exploits resemble those of Hercules. Andromeda (accent on the "drom") herself explains who she is. Mt. Olympus was the home of the gods. The Gorgon referred to had snakes instead of hair, and turned people to stone who looked upon her; her name was Medusa. The Hellenes were the Greeks, the people of Hellas. Write a little story entitled "A Modern Perseus," showing how he faced great dangers to save life.
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EVE ADDRESSES ADAM

"With thee conversing I forget all time;

All seasons, and their change, all please alike.

Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet,

With charm of earliest birds; pleasant the sun,

When first on this delightful land he spreads

His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower,

Glist'ring with dew; fragrant the fertile earth

After soft show'rs; and sweet the coming on

Of grateful evening mild; then silent night,

With this her solemn bird, and this fair moon,

And these the gems of heav'n, her starry train.

But neither breath of morn, when she ascends

With charm of earliest birds; nor rising sun

On this delightful land; nor herb, fruit, flower,

Glist'ring with dew; nor fragrance after show'rs;

Nor grateful evening mild; nor silent night,

With this her solemn bird; nor walk by moon,

Or glitt'ring starlight; without thee is sweet."


John Milton
 , in Paradise Lost
 .

 


Author
 .—John Milton
 (1608-1674), second perhaps only to Shakespeare among English poets. L'Allegro, It Penseroso, Comus, Lycidas, Paradise Lost, Paradise Regained, Samson Agonistes
 , and his Sonnets constitute a body of noble poetry to equal which would be difficult in any language. He is the poet of Puritan England. He was blind in his later years. He was for a time secretary to Oliver Cromwell.


General Notes
 .—After reading the poem several times, quote from memory what Eve said about dawn, early morn, fragrance after showers, evening, and night. Why could she not enjoy the charms of these periods without Adam?
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THE MAKING OF THE HAMMER

One day as Sif, Thor's beautiful wife, was sitting in the palace Bilskirner in Thrudvang, or Thunder-world, she fell asleep, with her long hair falling about her shoulders like a shower of gold. She made a very pretty picture as she sat there in the sunlight; at least Loki thought so as he passed by and saw her motionless, like the statue of a goddess in a great temple, instead of a living goddess in her own palace.

Loki never saw anything beautiful without the wish that somehow he might spoil it; and, when he noticed that Sif was asleep, he thought it was a good time to carry off her golden hair, and so rob her of that of which Thor was most proud. As noiselessly as he could, and more like a thief than a god, he stole into the palace, cut off the golden locks, and carried them away, without leaving one behind as a trace of his evil deed.

When Sif awoke and found her beautiful hair gone, she went and hid herself, lest Thor on coming home should miss the beauty which had always been like light to his eyes. And presently Thor came; but no Sif was there to meet him, making him forget with one proud look from her tender eyes the dangers and labours of his life. She had never failed to greet him at the threshold before; and the strong god's heart, which had never beat a second quicker at sight of the greatest giant in the world, grew faint with fear that in his absence some mishap had befallen her. He ran quickly from room to room in the palace, and at last he came upon Sif, hidden behind a pillar, her shorn head in her hands, weeping bitterly.

In a few broken words she told Thor what had happened; and, as she went on, Thor's wrath grew hotter and hotter until he was terrible to behold. Lightnings flashed out of his deep-set eyes, the palace trembled under his angry strides, and it seemed as if his fury would burst forth like some awful tempest uprooting and destroying everything in its path.

"I know who did it," he shouted, when Sif had ended her story. "It was Loki, and I'll break every bone in his body"; and, without as much as saying good-bye to his sobbing wife, he strode off like a thunder cloud to Asgard, and there, coming suddenly upon Loki, he seized him by the neck and would have killed him on the spot, had not Loki confessed his deed and promised to restore the golden hair.

"I'll get the swarthy elves to make a crown of golden hair for Sif more beautiful than she used to wear," gasped Loki, in the grasp of the angry Thor; and Thor, who cared more for Sif's beauty than for Loki's punishment, let the thief go, having bound him by solemn pledges to fulfil his promise without delay.

Loki lost no time, but went far underground to the gloomy smithy of the dwarfs, who were called Ivald's sons, and who were wonderful workers in gold and brass. "Make me a crown of golden hair," said he, "that will grow like any other hair, and I will give you whatever you want for your work."

The bargain was quickly made, and the busy little dwarfs were soon at their task, and in a little time they had done all that Loki asked, and more too; for in addition to the shining hair they gave Loki the spear Gungner and the famous ship Skidbladner.

With those treasures in his arms Loki came into Asgard and began boasting of the wonderful things he had brought from the smithy of Ivald's sons.

"Nobody like the sons of Ivald to work in metal!" he said. "The other dwarfs are all stupid knaves compared with them."

Now it happened that the dwarf Brok was standing by and heard Loki's boasting; his brother Sindre was so cunning a workman that most of the dwarfs thought him by far the best in the world. It made Brok angry, therefore, to hear the sons of Ivald called the best workmen, and he spoke up and said: "My brother Sindre can make more wonderful things of gold and iron and brass than ever the sons of Ivald thought of."

"Your brother Sindre," repeated Loki, scornfully. "Who is your brother Sindre?"

"The best workman in the world," answered Brok.

Loki laughed loud and long. "Go to your wonderful brother Sindre," said he, "and tell him if he can make three such precious things as the spear, the ship, and the golden hair, he shall have my head for his trouble." And Loki laughed longer and louder than before.

Brok was off to the underworld before the laugh died out of his ears, determined to have Loki's head if magic and hard work could do it. He went straight to Sindre and told him of the wager he had laid with Loki, and in a little while Sindre was hard at work in his smithy.

It was a queer place for such wonderful work as was done in it, for it was nothing but a great cavern underground, with tools piled up in little heaps around its sides, and thick darkness everywhere when the furnace fire was not sending its glow out into the blackness. If you had looked in now, you would have seen a broad glare of light streaming out from the furnace, for Brok was blowing the bellows with all his might, and the coals were fairly blazing with heat.

When all was ready, Sindre took a swine-skin, put it into the furnace, and, telling Brok to blow the bellows until his return, went out of the smithy. Brok kept steadily at work, although a gad-fly flew in, buzzed noisily about, and, finally settling on his hand, stung him so that he could hardly bear it. After a while Sindre came back and took out of the furnace a wonderful boar with bristles of pure gold.

Then Sindre took some gold and, placing it in the furnace, bade Brok blow as if his life depended on it, and went out a second time. Brok had no sooner begun blowing than the troublesome gad-fly came back, and, fastening upon his neck, stung him so fiercely that he could hardly keep his hands away from his neck; but Brok was a faithful dwarf, who meant to do his work thoroughly if he died for it, and so he blew away as if it were the easiest thing in the world, until Sindre came back and took a shining ring from the fire.

The third time Sindre put iron into the fire and, bidding Brok blow without ceasing, went out again. No sooner had he gone than the gad-fly flew in, and, settling between Brok's eyes, stung him so sharply that drops of blood ran down into his eyes, and he could not see what he was doing. He blew away as bravely as he could for some time, but the pain was so keen, and he was so blind, that at last he raised his hand quickly to brush the fly away. That very instant Sindre returned. "You have almost spoiled it," he said, as he took out of the glowing furnace the wonderful hammer Mjolner. "See how short you have made the handle! But you can't lengthen it now. So carry the gifts to Asgard, and bring me Loki's head."

Brok started off with the golden boar, the shining ring, and the terrible hammer. When he came through the great gate of Asgard, the gods were very anxious to see the end of this strange contest, and, taking their seats on their shining thrones, they appointed. Odin, Thor, and Frey to judge between Loki and Brok as to which had the most wonderful things.

Then Loki brought out the spear Gungner, which never misses its mark, and gave it to Odin; and the golden hair he gave to Thor, who placed it on Sif's head, and straightway it began to grow like any other hair, and Sif was as beautiful as on the day when Loki saw her in Thor's palace and robbed her of her tresses; and to Frey he gave the marvellous ship Skidbladner, which always found a breeze to drive it wherever its master would go, no matter how the sea was running or from what quarter the wind was blowing, and which could be folded up and carried in one's pocket. Then Loki laughed scornfully. "Bring out the trinkets which that wonderful brother of yours has made," he said.

Brok came forward and stood before the wondering gods with his treasures. "This ring," said he, handing it to Odin, "will cast off, every ninth night, eight other rings as pure and as heavy as itself. This boar," giving it to Frey, "will run more swiftly in the air, and on the sea, by night or by day, than the swiftest horse, and no night will be so dark, no world so gloomy, that the shining of these bristles shall not make it light as noon-day. And this hammer," placing Mjolner in Thor's strong hands, "shall never fail, no matter how big or how hard that which it smites may be; no matter how far it is thrown, it will always return to your hand; you may make it so small that it can be hidden in your bosom, and its only fault is the shortness of its handle."

Thor swung it round his head, and lightning flashed and flamed through Asgard, deep peals of thunder rolled through the sky, and mighty masses of cloud piled quickly up about him. The gods gathered around and passed the hammer from one to the other, saying that it would be their greatest protection against their enemies, the frost-giants, who were always trying to force their way into Asgard, and they declared that Brok had won the wager.

Brok's swarthy little face was as bright as his brother's furnace fire, so delighted was he to have beaten the boastful Loki. But how was he to get his wager, now he had won it? It was no easy matter to take the head off a god's shoulders. Brok thought a moment. "I will take Loki's head," he said finally, thinking some of the other gods might help him.

"I will give you whatever you want in place of my head," growled Loki, angry that he was beaten, and having no idea of paying his wager by losing his head.

"I will have your head or I will have nothing," answered the plucky little dwarf, determined not to be cheated out of his victory.

"Well, then, take it," shouted Loki; but, by the time Brok reached the place where he had been standing, Loki was far away, for he wore shoes with which he could run through the air or over the water.

Then Brok asked Thor to find Loki and bring him back, which Thor did promptly, for the gods always saw to it that people kept their promises. When Loki was brought back Brok wanted to cut his head off at once. "You may cut off my head, but you have no right to touch my neck," said Loki, who was cunning, as well as wicked. That was true, as of course the head could not be taken off without touching the neck, so Brok had to give it up.

But he determined to do something to make Loki feel that he had won his wager, so he took an awl and a thong and sewed his lips together so tightly that he could make no more boastings.


Hamilton Wright Mabie
 .

 


Author
 .—Hamilton Wright Mabie
 (1846-1917), an American editor, essayist, and lecturer. He wrote some excellent books for young readers. These include Myths Every Child Should Know, Fairy Tales Every Child Should Know
 , and Legends Every Child Should Know
 .


General Notes
 .—Make a complete list of the characters and places mentioned, with a brief note on each. Loki was the evil genius who played a fatal trick on Balder the Beautiful. It is interesting to trace the resemblances between the Greek and the Norse myths—Odin and Zeus, Thor and Hercules, Balder and Apollo. Wider reading and research will enable you to do this. Probably all these myths were poetical attempts by primitive man to explain the facts of nature. Write an essay on "Nature Myths," referring to fanciful explanations of thunder, the moon, the coming of spring, the rainbow, etc.
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LIFE

Life is not as idle ore;

But iron, dug from central gloom,

And heated hot with burning fears,

And dipped in baths of hissing tears,

And battered with the shocks of doom

To shape and use.


Tennyson
 —In Memoriam
 .

 


Author
 .—Tennyson
 (see "The Bugle Song").


General Notes
 .—The author had evidently been watching the village blacksmith. Note his fine use of a sustained metaphor. Find in the poets various views of life—"A tale told by an idiot" (Shakespeare); "Life is real, life is earnest" (Longfellow); etc.
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MORTE D'ARTHUR

So all day long the noise of battle rolled

Among the mountains by the winter sea;

Until King Arthur's table, man by man,

Had fall'n in Lyonnesse about their lord,

King Arthur: then, because his wound was deep,

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him,

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights,

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field,

A broken chancel with a broken cross,

That stood on a dark strait of barren land.

On one side lay the ocean, and on one

Lay a great water, and the moon was full.

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:

"The sequel of to-day unsolders all

The goodliest fellowship of famous knights

Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep

They sleep—the men I loved. I think that we

Shall never more, at any future time,

Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds

Walking about the gardens and the halls

Of Camelot, as in the days that were.

I am so deeply smitten through the helm

That without help I cannot last till morn.

Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur,

Which was my pride: for thou rememberest how

In those old days, one summer noon, an arm

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake,

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

Holding the sword—and how I rowed across

And took it, and have worn it, like a king.

But now delay not; take Excalibur,

And fling him far into the middle mere;

Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word."

To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere:

"It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus,

Aidless, alone, and smitten through the helm.

A little thing may harm a wounded man.

Yet I thy hest will all perform at full,

Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word."

So saying, from the ruined shrine he stept

And in the moon athwart the place of tombs,

Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men,

Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang

Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping down

By zig-zag paths and juts of pointed rock,

Came on the shining levels of the lake.

There drew he forth the brand Excalibur,

And o'er him, drawing it, the winter moon,

Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth

And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt;

For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks,

Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work

Of subtlest jewellery. He gazed so long

That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood,

This way and that, dividing the swift mind,

In act to throw; but at the last it seemed

Better to leave Excalibur concealed

There in the many-knotted waterflags,

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge.

So strode he back slow to the wounded King.

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:

"Hast thou performed the mission which I gave?

What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?"

And answer made the bold Sir Bodivere:

"I heard the ripple washing in the reeds,

And the wild water lapping on the crag."

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale:

"Thou hast betrayed thy nature and thy name,

Not rendering true answer, as beseemed

Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight.

Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing

I bade thee; watch, and lightly bring me word."

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time

Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere,

Counting the dewy pebbles, fixed in thought;

But when he saw the wonder of the hilt,

How curiously and strangely chased, he smote

His palms together, and he cried aloud:

"And if indeed I cast the brand away,

Surely a precious thing, one worthy note,

Should thus be lost for ever from the earth,

Which might have pleased the eyes of many men.

What record, or what relic of my lord

Should be to aftertime, but empty breath

And rumours of a doubt? But were this kept,

Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings,

Some one might show it at a joust of arms,

Saying, 'King Arthur's sword, Excalibur,

Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake.

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps

Upon the hidden bases of the hills.'

So might some old man speak in the aftertime

To all the people, winning reverence.

But now much honour and much fame were lost."

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit,

And hid Excalibur the second time,
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And so strode back slow to the wounded King.

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily:

"What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?"

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

"I heard the water lapping on the crag,

And the long ripple washing in the reeds."

To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath:

"Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,

Unknightly, traitor-hearted! Woe is me!

Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice,

And the third time may prosper, get thee hence.

But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,

I will arise and slay thee with my hands."

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran,

And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged

Among the bulrush-beds, and clutched the sword,

And strongly wheeled and threw it. The great brand

Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon,

And, flashing round and round, and whirled in an arch,

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn,

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock

By night, with noises of the northern sea.

So flashed and fell the brand Excalibur.

But, ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

And caught him by the hilt, and brandished him

Three times, and drew him under in the mere.

And lightly went the other to the King.

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath:

"Now see I by thine eyes that this is done.

Speak out; what is it thou hast heard, or seen?"

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:

"Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems

Should blind my purpose, for I never saw

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die,

Not though I live three lives of mortal men,

So great a miracle as yonder hilt.

Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him;

But, when I looked again, behold an arm,

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

That caught him by the hilt, and brandished him

Three times, and drew him under in the mere."

And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard:

"My end draws nigh: 'tis time that I were gone.

Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight,

And bear me to the margin; yet I fear

My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die."

So saying, from the pavement he half rose,

Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm,

And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes

As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere

Remorsefully regarded through his tears,

And would have spoken, but he found not words,

Then took with care, and, kneeling on one knee,

O'er both his shoulders drew the languid hands,

And rising bore him through the place of tombs.

But, as he walked, King Arthur panted hard,

Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed

When all the house is mute. So sighed the King,

Muttering and murmuring at his ear, "Quick, quick!

I fear it is too late, and I shall die."

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge,

Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walked,

Larger than human on the frozen hills.

He heard the deep behind him, and a cry

Before. His own thought drove him like a goad.

Dry clashed his harness in the icy caves

And barren chasms, and all to left and right

The bare black cliff clanged round him, as he based

His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels—

And on a sudden, lo! the level lake,

And the long glories of the winter moon.


Tennyson
 .


Author
 .—Tennyson (see "The Bugle Song").


General Notes
 .—Arthur was a legendary king of Britain of the sixth century, who lived in state with his wife Guinevere at Caerleon or Camelot, in Lyonnesse. Sir Bedivere was the last of the knights of the Round Table. Read the whole poem of which this is part—Morte d'Arthur
 . Read, also, if you can get it, Sir Thomas Malory's Morte d'Arthur
 . Both are full of good stories. Look in your dictionary for samite, mere, hest, topaz, jacinth, joust. See how the sound of the words suits the sense in—"Dry clashed…………heels." Can yon find other examples?
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