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Rollo Learning to Read ----------------------
The author's 'Notice to Parents' 
is worth reading. 

He points out that many reading 
books are confined to words of one 
syllable so that their style is 
quaint and uninteresting; whereas 
this author has tried, first, to 
interest the little reader so as 
to encourage him to conquer the 
difficulties in the language. 
Difficult words and phrases in 
common use are introduced, made 
intelligible and frequently repea
ted. 

'The language is mature', he says. 
'For it is language ~hich we wish 
to teach them, and consequently we 
mu s t keep, in language, a little 
above them, advancing continually 
ourselves, as they advance.' 
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NOTICE TO PARENTS. 

IN those intervals of rest which the serious cares 
and labours of life imperiously demand, a man may 
find the best amusement for himself in efforts for 
the amusement of children. This little work and its 
predecessor, "RoLLO LEARNING TO TALK," have been 
written on this principle. 

Parents find it very difficult to employ little children. 
"Mother, what shall I do?" and sometimes even, 
"Mother, what shall I do after I have done this?" 
are heard so often that they sometimes exhaust even 
maternal patience. These little volumes will, we 
hope, in some cases, provide an answer to the 
questions. The writer has endeavoured to make 
them such as children will take an interest in read
ing to themselves, and to their younger brothers and 
sisters, and in repeating to one another. 

The difficulty with most books intended for child
ren just learning to read, is, that the writers make 
so much effort to confine themselves to words of one 
syllable, that the style is quaint and uninteresting, 
and often far more unintelligible than the usual 
language would be. The author's design here has 
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been, first to interest the little reader, hoping, by 
this interest, to allure him on to the encounter of the 
difficulties in the language, and to the conquest of 
them. Hence the mote difficult words and phrases, 
in common use, are not avo-ided, for the very object 
of such a reading book should be to teach the use 
of them. They are freely introduced, and rendered 
intelligible by being placed in striking connections, 
and familiar, by being frequently repeated. By a 
wonderful provision in the structure of the mind, 
children thirst for repetition ;-the very thing essen
tial to give security and permanence to the knowledge 
they acquire. 

The subjects of the articles, accordingly, and the 
method of treating them, are in the highest degree 
juvenile. But the language is mature. For it is 
language which we wish to teach them, and conse
quently we must keep, in language, a little above 
them, advancing continually ourselves, as they ad-
vance. -

RoxBURY, Nov. 5, 1835. 

J . A. 



CONTENTS. 

Page . 

How Rollo learned to read • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . l 

The first Les,ons in Looking ..............•. ,...... 14 

Tick,-Tick,-Tick . . • . • . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . • . . . . . 18 

Jonas. With a Cut • • • • .. • . • • . . . . .. . . • . • • • . . . . 23 

A Little Letter • • • • . • • • • • • • . • . . • • • . • • • • • • • • . . . . 31 

Rollo's Dream. With a Cut • . . • . • . • . . . . 34 

The cold Morning .••.••••••.•••..•••••• . .• • • • . . 47 

How to read right . . • . • • • . • • . • . • . • • • . • • . . . . . . . . . 52 

Climbing up a Mountain • • . • • • • • • . • • • • • • . • . • • . . . 64 

Rollo getting ready for his Father. With a Cut • • • • 67 

The way to obey • . • . • • • • • • • • • • • • . . . • • • • • • • • • • • 70 

Rollo's Breakfast • • • • • • . . . . • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • . 74 

Fictitious Stories. With a Cut . . . . . . . . • • • • • • . . . . 79 

The Fly's morning Walk • • • . . . . . • • • . . . . . . • . . • • • • 82 

\Vaking up .•....... ,.... . . . . . . • • • • • • . . • . • • • • • • 84 

Rollo's Prayer . . . . . . • • • • . . . . • • .. • • • • • . • . . • • • • • • 93 

Bunny . . . • • • • . . • • • . • • • • • . . • • • . • • • • • • . . . . . . . . . . 95 

The Raft. With a Cut ......•....••••••..••.•••• 100 .. 
Contrary Charles • . • • • • . . . . . . . . • . . . •.•....... 104 

Frost on the Windows •••.•.•..• . .....••••..•.•. 114 

Shooting a Bear . . . . . . . . . . • • . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • . . 117 

Jack Hildigo •..........•..•••.•••••....•.•••• 128 

How to treat a Kitten... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . . . . • . . 135 

Overboard. With a Cut • • • . • • . . . . • • • • . . . . . . . . . . 149 

The Escape. With an Engraving • • . • . • . • . . . . . . . . 152 

Old Things and New Things, ..................... 154 

Selling a Boy . . • • • . . . . . • • • . • • • . • • . . . • . . • . • . • • . 157 



# 



.. 
HOW ROLLO LEARNED TO 

READ . 

SHOULD you like to know how Roll9 
learned to read. I will tell you. It is 
very hard work to learn to read, and it 
takes a great while to do it. I will tell 
you how Rollo did it 

One evening Rollo was sitting on the 
floor by the side of the fire, playing 
with his blocks. He was trying to 
build a church. He could make the 
church very well all except the steeple. 
but the steeple would tumble down. 

Presently his fathe,r said, 
B 



2 HOW ROLLO LEARNED TO READ. 

" Rollo, you may put your blocks 
into the basket, and put the basket in 
its place in the closet, and then come 
to me." 

Rollo obeyed. 
Then Rollo's father took him up into 

his lap, and took a little book out of 
his pocket. Rollo was glad. He thought 
he was going to look at some pictures. 
But he was disappointed. 

He was disappointed; that is, he 
found there were no pictures in the 
book, and was sorry. 

His father saia, 
" I suppose you thought there were 

pictures in this book." 
" Yes, sir," said Rollo. 
" There are none," said his father ; 

'' I have not got this book to arr,use 
you. I am going to have you learn to 
read out of it, and learning to read i 
hard work." 
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Rollo was very glad when he heard 

this. He wanted to learn to read, so 

that he could read story books himself 

alone, and he thought that learning to 

read was very pleasant, easy work. 
His father knew that he thought so, 

and therefore he said, 
'' I suppose you are glad that you 

are going to learn to read, but it is 

harder work and will take longer ti1ne 

than you think. You will get tired 

very often, before you have learned, 

and you will want to stop. But you 

must not stop." 
" What " said Rollo " must not I 

' ' 
stop once,--at all-all the time, till I 

have learned to read ? " 

" Oh yes " said his father · " I do 
' ' 

not mean that you must be learning to 

read all the time -you will only read 

a little while every day-. What I mean 

is that you must read every day, when 
B2 
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the time comes, although you will very 
often think that you are tired of read
ing so much, and had rather play. But 
no matter if you are tired of it. It is 
your duty to learn to read, and you 
must do it, if it is hard." 

" I do not think I shall be tired," 
said Rollo. 

'' Very well-you can see. Only re
member if you should be tired, you 
must not say so, and ask not to read." 

Rollo's father then opened the book 
and shewed Rollo that it was full of 
letters-large letters, and small letters, 
and a great many little words in co
lumns. Do ycu know what a column 
is ? There was also some very easy 
reading in large print, but no pictures. 

Then Rollo's father explained the 
plan by which he was to learn to read. 
His sister Mary was to teach him. Mary 
was to call him to her every morning 
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at nine o'clock, and teach him his let
ters for a quarter of an hour. She was 
to do the same at eleven, and at three, 
and at five. The rest of the tin1e Rollo 
was to have for play. Mary was to 
take three or four of the letters at a 
time, and tell Rollo the names of them, 
and make them on the slate, and let 
him try to make them, and let him try 
to find them in books, until he should 
know them perfectly. She was to keep 
an account of every day, marking the 
days, when for any reasons, she did 
not hear him, and putting down, each 
day, the letters he learned that day, and 
as soon as he had learned all his letters, 
she was to tell his father. 

If he should at any time refuse to 
co1ne when she called him, or come 
sullenly, or in ill-humour- or if he dis
obeyed her, or 1nade her any trouble, 
wilfully, she was to put the book away 

B 3 
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at once, and not teach him any more 
that day, but at night tell his father. 

When Rollo's father had thus ex
plained the whole plan, he said, 

'' Now Mary and Rollo, this is a hard 
task for both of you, I know. I hope 
you will both be patient and persever
ing-and be kind to one another. Mary, 
you must remember that Rollo is a little 
boy, and cannot learn as fast as you 
might expect or wish-you must be 
kind to hirn. and patient. Be sure also 
to be punctual and regular in calling 
him at the exact hour. And Rollo, 
you 1nust be patient too, and obedient, 
and you must remember, that though 
it is hard work to learn to read, you 
you will be very glad when you shall 
have learned. You will then enjoy a 
great many happy hours in sitting down 
by the fire in your little chair, and read
ing story books ." 



HOW ROLLO LEARNED TO READ. 7 

Soon after this Rollo went to bed, 
thinking a great deal of his first lesson 
which he was going to take the next day. 

Do you not think now that it would 
have been better if Rollo's father had 
tried to make learning to read more 
amusing to his little j boy ? He might 
haye got a book with letters and pic
tures too-or he might have bought 
some blocks and cards with letters on 
them, and let Rollo learn by playing with 
them. That would have been more 
amusing. Do you think that would 
have been a better way? I think it 
would not. For if Rollo had begun to 
learn to read, expecting to find it play, 
he would have been disappointed and 
discouraged a great deal sooner. He 
might have looked at the pictures in 
his book, or played with the cards or 
the blocks, but that would not have 
taught him the letters on them. It 
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,vas better that he should understand 
distinctly at the beginning that learning 
to read was hard work, and that he 
must attend to it as a duty; thus he 
would be prepared for it as it was, and 
find it more and more pleasant as he 
went along. But if he had expected 
that it would be play, he would only 
have been disappointed, and that would 
have made it harder, and made it take 
a great deal longer time. 

Rollo liked reading very well for a 
day or two, but he soon became tired. 
He thought the quarter of an hour was 
very long, and that Mary always called 
him too soon. He was mistaken how
ever in this, for Mary was always very 
exact and punctual. He found too 
that he got along very slowly. It was 
a good many days before he could say 
the first few letters, and he thought it 
would take a great while before he 
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should have learned them all. One 
pleasant morning, when he was digging 
with his little hoe, in the yard, Mary 
called him, and for a minute or two he 
had a great mind not to come. But 
then he recollected that if he did not, 
she would immediately put the book 
away, and tell his father at night, so he 
threw down the hoe and ran. But it 
was very hard for him to do it. _ 

In a fe".9' days one thing surprised 
both Mary and Rollo. It was that he 
learned the second four or five letters a 
great deal sooner than he did the first. 
They did not understand the reason of 
this. The third lesson was learned 
sooner still, a!ld so on, the father they 
went down the alphabet the faster 
Rollo learned. 

One evening when Rollo had learned 
about half his letters, his father took 
him up in his lap and took a small 
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round box out of his pocket with a 
pretty picture on the top. Besides the 
picture there were three letters ; they 
were these, A, B, C. Rollo looked a 
moment at the picture, but he was more 
pleased with the letters than the pic
ture. He was very much pleased to see 
those letters-the very letters which he 
had learned-on the top of such a pretty 
box. 

"Oh there is A " said he "and B ' ' ' and C, on the top of this pretty box. 
How funny ! " 

Then his father opened the box and 
poured out a great many beautiful round 
cards into Rollo's lap. There were 
beautiful, painted pictures on one side 
and letters on the other. Rollo was 
most interested in looking at the let
ters. 

"Oh father," said he, "what beau
tiful cards ! Why did you not buy them 
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· at first, and let me learn my letters 
with them ? " 

" Because," said his father, " if I 
had bought them at first, when you did 
not know any of your letters, you would 
have not been pleased with any thing 
but_ the pictures, and rolling the cards 
about the floor. Or if I had given them 
to Mary to teach you your letters from 
them, then you would not have liked 
them any better than your book. But 
by letting you learn for a time from 
your book, till you know a good many 
letters, you can understand the cards, 
and you notice the letters on them, and 
when you play with them you will re
member a great many letters on them, 
and thus you will become more familiar 
with them." 

'-' With what?" said Rollo. 
"With the letters," said his father. 
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" What is familiar with them ?" 
asked Rollo. 

'' Why, you will know then1 better, 
and remember them longer-and you 
will know then1 quicker when you see 
them again in books. That is being 
familiar with then1. Do you not think 
you will like this box of cards a great 
deal better now, to play with, than be
fore you knew any letters ? " 

" Yes, sir, I was very glad to see the 
ABC on it." 

After this Rollo played a great deal 
with his cards, and though he did not 
learn any new letters from them, they 
helped him to become familiar with 
the letters as fast as he learned them 
from his book. 

The last part of the alphabet Rollo 
learned very fast, and at length one 
evening Mary and Rollo came together 
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to their father, telling him, with smil
ing faces, that he had learned them all. 

Then Rollo's father gave him a long 
lesson in reading little words ;-he gave 
him a great many columns, so many, 
that it would take a great many weeks 
to read them all. Mary was to hear 

him four times every day. . Then he 
read the easy sentences over at the end 
of his book, and a good many others 
in another book, until at last he could 
read very well alone. It took a long 
time however to do all this reading. 
When hefinished learning to read he was 

more than a year older than hewas when 

he began. The stories in this book are 
for him to read, so that he may learn 
to read better. You can read them 
too. Farther on in this book I shall 

tell you more about Rollo. 
In reading these stories Rollo found 

a great many words which he could not 
C 
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understand. He always asked some 
one what these words meant, for he 
wanted to understand what he read 
perfectly. His father advised hin1 to 
read his story book aloud too, unless 
when it would disturb some one, be
cause by reading aloud he would learn 
faster. 

TI-IE FIRST LESSONS IN 
LOOKING. 

WHEN the baby was very little indeed, 
and first began to open his eyes, his 
mother saw that the bright light of the 
windows dazzled them, and gave him 
pain ; so she shut the blinds and put 
down the curtains. 

When the baby was so very little, he 
did not know how to look about at the 
things which were around him. He 
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had not learned to move his eyes tea

dily from one thing to another. He 

could not take hold of any thing either, 

with his hands. He did not know that 

his hands were made to take hold of 

things with. His mother held a hand

some ivory ring before him, and en

deavoured to make him see it and take 

it. She put it in his hand, but he did 

not know how to hold it, and it dropped 

upon the floor. 
The baby was very weak, too. He 

could not walk nor sit up, nor even 

hold up his head. Unless his mother 

held his head for him, it would drop 

down and hang upon his shoulder. 

Once she laid him down up_on the bed, 

and she went away a 1ninute or two. 

While she was gone he rolled over on 

his face, and was so weak that he could 

not get back again. I do not think he 

knew how to try. His mother can1e 
C 2 
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back and lifted him up or perhaps he 
would have been stifled. 

One day his mother said, " Oh how 
many things I have got to teach my 
little child. I must teach him to look, 
and to hold up his head, and to take 
things in his hands ; and I must do all 
these things while he is quite a little 
baby." 

She thought she would first teach 
him to look. So she let in a little light, 
and when he was quiet and still, she 
held him so that he could see it. But 
he did not seem to notice it, and pretty 
soon he went to sleep. 

The next day she tried it again ; and 
again on the following day, and soon 
she found that he would look very 
steadily at the white curtain, or at the 
place where the sun shone upon the 
wall. She did not yet try to make him 
look at little thing~, for she knew she 
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could not hope to make him see little 

things till he had learned to notice 

something large and bright. 

When Samuel was lying in his mo

ther's lap, looking steadily at something, 

she was always careful not to move him, 

or to make any noise, or to do any 

thing which wou]d distract his atten .. 

tion. She knew that children were 

always puzzled .with having two things 

to think of at a time, and she was afraid 

that if, while he was thinking of the light 

and trying to look at it, he should hear 

voices around him, he would stop 

thinking of the light, and begin to 

wonder what that noise could be. 

In about a week, Samuel had learned 

his lesson very well. He could look 

pretty steadily at a large hright spot 

when it was still. Then his mother 

thought she would try to teach him to 

look at something smaller. She there-
c 3 
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fore asked his father to buy her a large 
bright orange, and one day when he 
was lying quietly in her lap, she held 
it up before him. But he would not 
notice it ; he seen1ed to be looking at 
the window beyond. 

Then his mother turned her chair 
gently round, and sat with her back to
wards the window so that he could not 
see the ·window, and then he looked at 
_the orange. Presently she moved the 
orange slowly,-very slowly,-back
wards and forwards, to teach him to 
follow it with his eyes. Thus the baby 
took his first lessons in looking. 

TICK,-TICK,-TICK. 

ONE morning I was going to take a 
journey. I was going in the stage. 
The stage was to start at seven o'clock . 
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So I thought that if I wished to be 
ready, I must get up at six. 

I went into my little room where I 
was to sleep. There was a clock on 
the wall, by the side of my bed. It said 
tick,-tick,-tick. " I am glad," said 
I to myself, '' for now I can see what 
o'clock it is ." So I put rny lamp down 
on the floor, and put my spectacles 
behind my pillow, and then laid down 
and went to sleep. 

By and by I awoke and thought I 
heard a little noise. I listened. It 
was the clock, saying tick,-tick,
tick ; and I said to myself, '' I wonder 
what o'clock it is ?" So I sat up and 
took my spectacles from behind my 
pillow and _put them on my nose, and 
looked up at the clock. The lamp 
which was on the floor shone upon the 
clock so that I could see, and I saw 
that it was only three o'clock, and I 



9.0 - TICK,-TICK,-TICK. 

said, " Oh it is only three o'clock; it 
is not time for me to get up yet." So 
I took my spectacles off my nose, and 
put them behind 1ny pillow and laid me 
down again. The clock kept saying 
tick ,-tick ,-tick. 

Pretty soon I went to sleep and I 
slept an hour. Then I awoke and said 
to 1nyself, "I wonder what o'clock it 
is ?" So I sat up and took my specta
cles from behind my pillow, and put 
them on my nose, and looked up at the 
clock. The lamp which was upon the 
floor shone upon the clock, so that I 
could see, and I saw that it was· only 
four o'clock, and I said, " Oh, it is only 
four o'clock; it is not time for me to 
get up yet." So I took my spectacles 
off my nose, and put them behind my 
pillow, and laid me down again. The 
clock kept saying all the while, tick,
tick,-tick. 
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Pretty soon, I went to sleep, and slept 
some time. Then I awoke and said to 
myself, " I vvonder what o'clock it is ?" 
So I sat up, and took my spectacle 
from behind n1y pillow, and put them 
on my nose, and looked up at the clock. 
The lamp which was upon the floor 
shone upon the clock, so that I could 
see, and I saw that it was only five 
o'clock, and I said, " Oh it is only 
five o'clock; it is not time for me to get 
up yet." So I took my spectacles off 
my nose, and put them behind n1y pil
low, and laid me down again. The 
clock kept saying all the while, tick,
tick,-tick. 

Pretty soon I went to sleep, and slept 
some time. When I awoke, I said to 
myself, "I wonder what o'clock it is ?" 
So I sat up and took my spectacles 
from behind my pillow, and put thern 
on my nose, and looked up at the clock. 
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The lamp which was upon the floor 
shone upon the clock so that I could 
see, and I saw that it was six o'clock. 
Then I said, '' Now it is time for me to 
get up." So I jumped up and dressed 
myself, and looked out of the window, 
and there was a beautiful bright star 
shining in th€ sky. The star was up 
before me. 

When I was ready I opened the door 
to go out ; but the clock still kept say
ing, tick,-tick,-tick. I wondered 
what made the clock keep going so all 
the night and all the day, and I went 
back and opened the door to see. And 
what do you think I found? Why I found 
a great heavy weight hung to a string, 
and the string was fastened to some of 
the little wheels up in the clock. The 
weight kept pulling down, and pulling 
down all the time, slowly, and it pulled 
the string down slowly, and the string 
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made the wheels go round, and the 
wheels made the hands go, and some 
of the little wheels made that noi e I 
heard, tick,-tick,-tick. 

What do you think happens when 
the weights which make the clock go, 
get down, down to the very bottom of 
the clock. Why then they have to 
wind them up to the top again, and 
they begin anew. 

JONAS. 

ONE fine summer evening a gentle
man came riding down a hill in a coun
try covered with pleasant farm houses, 
green fields, and little groups of trees. 
He had a little boy in the chaise with 
him. 

There was a brook at the bottom of 
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the hill. A bridge was built over the 
brook, and the road passed over the 
bridge. The horse and chaise with the 
gentleman and his boy in it, went swiftly 
over the bridge and up the opposite 
hill, but just as they began to ascend, 
one of the traces broke. 

One of the traces? What is a trace? 
Do you know, my boy? The traces 
are those long stout straps of leather 
which pass along the sides of the horse, 
and are fastened to the chaise. The 
horse draws a chaise or a waggon, by 
means of the traces. Therefore they 
are always made very strong. You can 
see a picture of some traces in '' Rollo 
learning to Talk," a book about as 
large as this, at the story of a Goat for 
a Horse. The next tin1e you take a 
i-ide, I advise you to look at the traces 
on the horse, and see how strong they 
are . See too how they are fastened to 
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the horse, and how they are fastened to 
the chaise. 

If one of the traces should give way, 
that is, should break, in going up a hill, 
what do you think would be the conse~ 
quence? Why the chaise would go 
back, partly held by the other trace. 
That was the way with this chaise ; it 
went back, the horse was frightened, 
the gentleman jumped out, the boy 
called out, "Whoa,--whoa,-wHoA." 

It did not do any good. Boys had 
better be still when there is any diffi

cul~y. 
The chaise backed until, just as it 

was going off the bank, a boy ran up 
and put a stone behind the wheel. 
That stopped it. 

This was riot the boy who was in the 
chaise. It was another boy. The gen
tleman had not seen him before. I-le 
had on light coloured clothes, a patched 

]) 
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jacket, and an old straw hat, one side of 
the brim was almost worn out with 
catching butterflies ; the knees of his 
trowsers were stained with the grass. 
The gentleman looked at hi1n a minute, 
and said," Thank you, my boy." Then 
he began to look at the harness. When 
the gentleman had examined the traces 
he found that the leather was not 
broken ; it was only the tongue of a 
buckle by v1hich the trace was fastened 
that was gone ; for the harness was 
new, and the chaise was a hands01ne 
one. 

'' I wish I had a piece of twine to 
fasten it with, till we get home," said 
he to his son, as he felt in his pockets. 
He then looked round to see where the 
little fellow was who had blocked the 
wheel. Do you know what I mean by 
blocking the wheel ? The boy was sit
ting on the trunk of a tree, by the side 
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of the road, and as the gentle1nan turn
ed round to see him, he was just pulling 
out a long piece of twine from his 
pocket. 

" Here is a string, sir," said he ; and 
he got up and came to the gentleman. 
He seemed tired, however, for he went 
back and sat down again immediately. 

" I thank you," said he, " but I am 
afraid it is not strong enough." 

" You can double and twist it," said 
the boy. 

They twisted the string, and then 
doubled it and twisted it again, and 
fixed the harness. The gentleman and 

his son then got into the chaise again 
and were going to ride up the hill. 
The gentleman hesitated a moment 
whether he ought to offer to pay the 
boy for his string or not. Do you 
think he ought ? 

n2 
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" J would pay him," whispered hi 
little son ; "he looks like a poor boy." 

"Yes," replied his father, "but per
haps he would make a bad use of the 
money. Perhaps his father and mother 
would not like him to have any mo
ney." 

" Why cannot you ask him ?" 
The gentleman then turned to the boy 

who was still sitting on the log, andsaid, 
"What is your name, my little fel-

low?" 
"Jonas." 
" Where do you live ?" 
" Sir ?" 
"vVhere do you live?" 
The boy hesitated a moment as if he 

did not understand him. Then he said, 
"I don't know, sir ?-I don't live 

any where." 
The little boy in the chaise laughed. 
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" Don't know where you live ?" aid 
the gentleman. " ·well, what are you 
doing out here ? " 

"I have been catching butterflies." 
"Where did you come from ?" 
'' I don't know, sir .-I came from 

the city." 
" The city ! What city ?" 
" I don't know, sir,-the city back 

there. I don't know what the name of 
it is." 

" Do you live in the city ? " 
" No, sir, I am not going to live there 

any more?" 
'~ Do your father and mother live 

there?" 
'' My father is dead ; and I have not 

got any mother." 
"What has beco1ne of your mother?" 
" I never had any, sir." 
The gentleman smiled a moment 

when he heard this answer, and then he 
D 3 
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looked senous and concerned, and 
paused a moment. He seemed not to 
know what to do. 

"But, Jonas," said he again, " you 
say you do not live any where? where 
do you get your food, and whe;re do 
you sleep ? '' 

" Sir ! " 
"Where do you sleep at night?" 
" I slept in Mr. Williams's shed last 

night." 
'' And where do you expect to sleep 

to-night ?" 
"I don't know, sir." 
'' Where did you get your breakfast 

this morning?" 
" A man gave me some. " 

r~ "And where did you get your dinner?" 
"I have not had any dinner, sir. " 
'' No dinner !-I should think you 

would be too tired and hungry to chase 
butterflies, without any dinner ." 
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" I was too tired, and so .I stopped ," 
The gentleman after talking with the 

boy a little longer concluded to take 
him into his chaise, and carry him home. 

"Jump up behind rny chaise, Jonas," 
said he, '' and I will give you some 
supper." 

So Jonas jumped up behind and rode 
home with them. You will hear more 
about him hereafter, for who do you 
think this gentleman was ? Why it 
was Rollo's father, and the boy who 
was riding with him was Rollo himself. 
Jonas lived with Rollo a long time, and 
became a very industrious, useful boy. 
He used to take care of Rollo, and play 
with him. 

A LITTLE LETTER. 

THIS is a letter written to a little boy 
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about as big as you. James is the name 
of the boy; J ames's uncle wrote it. 

THE LETTER. 

'' Dear James 
' '' Do you want me to write you a 

little letter about a robin? I think you 
do, Well, I will write it. Now I will 
begin. A robin is a bird. A robin has 
two wings and two legs ; he flies in the 
air; it is his wings which make him go. 
When he c01nes down to the ground, he 
hops along on his two legs. When he 
sees a worm he picks it up with his 
bill. Do you know what his bill is ? 
It is a mouth. Then he picks it up just 
as the hen does, and eats it. Now for 
the story. 

''Near the house where I live, there is 
a field, and in the field there is a tree. 
I ·was walking in the field, and went 
near the tree; as I went near it a bird 
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darted out of the tree, and sung out very 

loud; it made me start. When I saw 

it was a bird, I looked among the leaves 
and branches of the tree, and found 
there a pretty robin's nest, and three 

eggs. Only think, a beautiful nest with 

three eggs. I looked atthemforaminute, 

and then went away and left them there. 

The next day I walked down to the 

tree again, to see the nest and the 

pretty eggs. I pulled away the leaves, 
but the nest was not there. I stooped 
down on the ground, looked into the 

grass, and there I saw the robin. The 

poor robin was dead, the nest was torn 

in pieces, and the eggs were broken. I 

would send you one of the eggs, but it 
is broken so much, that I think it will 
not do. When the little robin was alive, 

it sung pleasantly, made itself a nest, 

and had so1ne eggs ; but now the robin 

is dead, the nest is torn in pieces, and 
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the eggs are broken. Poor robin; poor 
robin. 

'' I have written this story of the robin 
for little James. I an1 very sorry that 
any boy should kill the poor robin and 
spoil its nest. 

" This is fro111 your affectionate, 
Uncle." 

ROLLO'S DREAM. 

ONE day Rollo's mother wanted him 
to do some errands for her. He went 
on one, reluctantly, but when she gave 
him another he murmured aloud. 
"Oh," said he, "I wish I did not have 
so many errands to do . What a hard 
life I lead ! '' 

"1 

This gave his mother pain, and he 
aw it. When he got back fro1n thi 





.And here you see Rollo fast asleep. 
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errand s11e told him there was nothing 
rnore for hin1 to do. Rollo went and 
stood at the door a few minutes to sec 
if there were any boys out there. But 
there were none, so he took a story 
book in his hand and went down into 
the garden, and took his seat in the 
little arbour which his father had made 
for hi1n, and began to read. 

The arbour reminded him of his 
parents' kindness, and this made hin1 
feel unhappy to think of his unwilling
ness to help his mother. These thoughts 
troubled him, and so he could not at
tend to his book. Presently he got lost 
in a reverie-his book dropped over 
upon his lap. His head gradually s:unl 
down-and here you see Rollo fast 
asleep. 

While he slept, he drean1ed. Rollo 
dreamed that he lived in a small house, 
a great 1nany 1niles away, and that hjs 
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mother was there alone ·with him. She 
asked him one day to go and get a pail 
of water. " Oh," said he, "I wish I 
did not have so much water to bring
what a hard life I lead ! " 

He drean1ed that just then he saw a 
cat lying down in the sun by the door. 
She seemed to have nothing to do. 
"Oh," thought Rollo, "how I wis_h I 
was a cat. It would be such a fine 
thing to be a cat." 

No sooner had he said this than he 
felt some how or other, a strong desire 
to get down on his hands and knees 
-he found himself growing smaller 
and smaller-his fingers became sharp 
claws, and in short Rollo dreamed that 
he was turning into a cat. 

He walked about, a minute or two, 
stretched himself, mewed and purred 
to ascertain that he was really a cat, 
and then laid down again in the sun to 
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go to sleep. As he shut his eyes he 
said to himself, purring, '' How glad I 
am that I have no more water to bring ! 
What a fine thing it is to be a cat ! " 

He very soon waked up and was 
hungry. His first thought was to go 
to his mother as usual, for some bread 
and butter. I-Ie went in and looked 
piteously up into his 1nother's face, and 
mewed. She did not mind him. If e 
mewed louder. She paid no attention. 
Then he began to make a louder noise, 
as cats do. His mother went and 
opened the door, and took the brush 
and drove him out, saying, as he went, 
" scat." 

Rollo then thought he 1nust go and 
catch some mice or starve. So he went 
into the cellar and posted himself before 
a little hole in the wall. He waited 
here an hour, and at length a little 
mouse peeped out. Rollo darted his 

E 
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paw out at him, but he missed him, and 
the mouse drew back into his hole, 
where he was safe. Rollo waited many 
hours longer, but no mouse came. 
'' This is worse than bringing water,'' 
thought he. "I wish I could get some
thing to eat. What a hard life I lead." 

Just then he heard, that is he dreamed 
he heard, a loud noise, moo-o-o, in the 
yard. He scampered up, hungry as he 
was, to see what was the matter. It 
was the cow lowing to be milked. She 
looked full and large, as if she had as 
much as she could eat. 

"In the green fields all day," thought 
hungry Rollo, " with nothing to do but 
eat and drink and then lie down under 
the trees. Oh, how I wish I were a 
cow !" 

He had no sooner said these words 
than he found himself growing very 
large. He felt something coming out 
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of his forehead,-he put his paw up, 
though with difficulty, for his paw was 
growing into a large stiff leg, and he 
found that horns were coming. By 
the time his leg was down again, it was 
changed entirely, and had a hoof at the 
end. He was becoming a cow. He 
lashed his sides with his tail, and walked 
about eating the grass in the yard, till 
he had satisfied his hunger, and then he 
said to himself; '' How much better this 
is than watching for mice all day in a 
dark cellar ! Oh, it is a fine thing to be 
a cow.'' 

After milking, they led Rol1o, into 
the barn, put a halter round his neck, 
and tied him in a dark unpleasant stall. 
' ' Have I got to stay tied up here till 
morning?" thought Rollo. I twas even so . 

The next morning they drove him off 
to pasture. The boy beat him with a 
stick on the way, but he was so great 

E2 
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and clumsy that he could neither es
cape nor defend himself. In the field, 
the flies bit and stung him, and though 
he could brush off some of them with 
his tail, yet the largest and worst of 
them always seemed to get upon places 
he could not reach. At night, when 
he was coming home, some boy set a 
dog upon him and worried him till he 
was weary of his life. " Ah," said he, 
" it is a terrible thing to be a cow,
what a hard life I lead ! " 

Just then the dog became tired of 
barking at him, and trotted away. "Oh," 
said Rollo, " if I was only a dog. A 
dog can defend himself. Then a dog 
has plenty to eat and nothing to do. 
What a fine thing it would be to be a 
dog ! " No sooner said than done. 
Rollo began to grow slender and small, 
his horns dropped off,-his hoofs turned 
back into claws again, his back becan1e 
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sleek and shining, and he found him
self a beautiful black dog, with hanging 
ears and a curled tail, and an elegant 
brass collar about his neck. 

Rollo ran about the streets very hap
pily for half an hour, and then went 
home. The dream seemed to change 
its scene here, and Rollo found himself 
in a beautiful yard belonging to the 
house where his master lived. He 
went home hungry, and they gave hi1n 
a bone to eat. " What," said Rollo to 
himself, " nothing but a bone ! " He 
gnawed it for a while, thinking, how
ever, that it was rather hard fare, and 
then began to think of going to bed. 
There was no bed for him, however ; 
for his master came and took hold of 
his collar, and led him along towards 
a post in the yard, where he ehained 
him, and throwing his bone down by 
his side, left him to watch for the thiev:es . 

E3 
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Rollo had a bad night. 'Tis true no 
thieves came, but he was all the time 
afraid they would come, and at every 
little noise he ,voke up and growled. 
Thus disturbed, and chilled by the cool 
air of the night, he passed his hours 
restlessly and 1niserably. "Ah!" said 
h_e, " dogs do not have so pleasant a 
life as I supposed. ,vhat a hard way 
this is to get a living ! " 

At this m01nent he heard a great 
n1any persons coming along; he started 
up and barked, for it was very early, 
though beginning to be light. A num
ber of inen were leading a huge animal 
along. It was an elephant. They were 
taking him into town for a show, and 
they came in early, so that nobody 
should see him without paying. 

"That's the life for me," said Rollo. 
"What a gentleman of an animal the 
elephant is; he has a dozen n1en to 
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wait upon him. Hah I Old Longnose, 

what a happy fellow you must be. Oh, 
if I was only an elephant ! " 

As soon as he had said this he could 
feel his nose lengthening into a slender 
trunk,-his body swelled out to a great 
size,-his feet grew large, and his black 
shining skin turned into a course, rough, 
grey hide,-and he found himself walk
ing along the road, with a man on his 
head. 

He arrived at the great stable where 
he was to be exhibited, thinking that it 
was an admirable thing to be an ele
phant. They gave him something to 
eat, and soon the men and boys came 
in to see him. For half an hour, he 
had a fine ti111e, walking round, carry
ing boys about on his tusks,-picking. 
up nuts and pieces of gingerbread with 
the finger and thumb at the end of 
his proboscis,- laying down and rising 
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again at the keeper's command. He 
very soon, however, got tired, and 
when the keeper ordered him to lay 
down, he determined that he would not 
get up again. But the keeper taught 
him by blows that he was not his own 
master, if he was a gentleman. New 
troops of starers kept coming in, and 
Rollo got tired out completely with 
going over and over again the same 
evolutions. He could hardly stand at 
last, and when they left him for the 
night and he laid down to try to rest, 
and as he reflected that it must be just 
so to-morrow, and the next day, and so 
on as long as he lived, he was almost in 
despair. " Oh!" said he, " how fool
ish I was to wish to be an elephant! 
I had rather be any thing else.-What 
a hard life I lead ! 

'' And then such a window as this to 
look out of after my hard day's work;" 
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said he, as he turned his eye upward 

towards a little square hole in the stable 

wall. "What a window for an ele

phant's residence!" 
As he looked out of this hole, his eye 

rested upon a green tree growing in a 
garden behind the wall. A bird was 

perched upon a branch, singing an 

evening-song. 
" Ah, you little bird, what a happy 

time you must have there,-free as air, 

and full of happiness. You find plenty 
to eat, you have your own pleasant 

home upon a lofty tree, out of the reach 

of any danger. You go where you 

please ·with your swift wings. Oh, if 

I only had wings, how easily I could 

escape from all my troubles." 
As he said this, his long proboscis 

which was lying over his leg, as he was 

reclining upon the stable floor, began 

to strai~en out and stiffen,-turning in-
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to a huge bill,-feathers began to come 
out all over him,-his immense body 
dwindled down to the size of an ox, 
then to that of a sheep, and finally he 
became smaller than a dove. Beautiful 
wings covered his sides. He hopped 
along upon the floor, and finding that 
he was really a bird, he leaped up and 
flew out of the window,-away from the 
ugly stable for ever. 

He spent a pleasant night among the 
trees, and early the next morning was 
singing blithely upon a branch. A man 
came into the field with s01nething in 
his hand. Rollo looked at him, happy 
to think no man could catch him or 
hurt him, now that he had such a pair 
of wings. In a minute the man held up 
the thing he had in his hands and point
ed at him. Rollo had just time to see 
that it was a gun, and to stretch his 
wings in terrible fear, when,--fiash,-
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BANG,-went the gun, and down came 
the poor bird to the ground, with his 
wing and leg torn away, and a dozen 
leaden shot lodged in his red breast,
for he was a Robin. The terror and 
pain waked him up, and he found him
self sitting in his arbor, with his book 
on the ground, where it had fallen from 
his hand. He got up and went to the 
house, thinkingthat a discontented mind 
would find trouble enough in any situa
tion, and that a boy with kind parents, 
a pleasant home, and plenty of food and 
clothing, ought not to complain of his 
lot, even if he was called upon some
times to help his mother. 

THE COLD MORNING. 

ONE pleasant morning in the fall of 
the year, little Charles, who had been 
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sleeping on the tressel-bed in his mo
ther'schamber, waked up and opened his 
eyes. He looked around him, and saw 
that his father was dressing himself. 

" Father," said he, " may I get up 
too ?" 

'' It is very cold this morning, can 
you bear the cold long enough to dress 
yourself?'' 

"But father, I need not stay here; I 
can take up my clothes and run down 
into the parlor, and dress me there by 
the fire." 

"No, it is not proper for any body 
to go to the parlor till they are dressed. 
Besides, perhaps the fire is not lighted 
yet." 

By this time Charles's nose had be
come pretty cold, so he said, ''Well, ,I 
believe I will wait," and he drew his 
head under the bed-clothes again. 

In a few minutes he became warrri 
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again, and thought that it would not be 
very cold if he should get up, and that 
if it was, he should not mind it. He 
looked out a second time and said, 

'' Father, do you think I should have 
time to dress me before you get ready 
to go down stairs ? '' 

" I think you will if you are quick." 
'' Do you think I could help you in 

lighting the fire?" 
"Yes, you might hand me the wood, 

and carry out the ashes, and after the 
fire is alight, you might sweep up the 
hearth." 

"Then I will get up," said Charles, 

and he sprang out of bed, and began 
to dress himself. 

In a few minutes, however, he began 
to be cold, and to shiver, and his fingers 
grew numb, and he began to wish he 

had waited a little longer. At least he 
stopped dressing himself. 

F 
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"Father," said he, "it is colder than 
I thought it was. I have a great mind 
to get into bed again." 

" Well," said his father, " you can 
do as you please, but how far have you 
got in dressing yourself?" 

" I am about half dressed." 
"Then it will take you about as long 

to undress again, as it would to finish 
dressing, and be ready to go down. n 

Charles stood a mon1ent shivering 
and thinking. 

" So it will," said he, " I wish I had 
not put on my jacket." 
· Aftera moment'spause,he determined 

to finish dressing, and he went on re
solutely through it, and just as his fa
ther opened the door, he took hold of 
his hand, saying that he was ready. 

" Father," said he, as they were going 
down stairs, '' I think that when any 
body means to do any thing, he ought 
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to think of all the difficulties before he 

begins, then go through it quickly with- · 

out stopping." 
"Why?" said his father. 
"Because I grew colder while I was 

standing still, not knowing what to do, 

than all the time while I was dressing. 
And now I shall be very cold before 

we get the fire lighted. Father, I 
don't see what makes it cold. I wish 

it was always warm as it is in sum
mer.'' 

'' While we are lighting the fire, I 

will explain it to you," said his father. 
So they went down stairs. 

When Rollo read this story, he said 

he was sorry it left off, without telling 

why it is colder in the winter than in the 

summer, because he thought he should 
like to know. So at breakfast that 

morning, he asked his father to ex-
F 2 
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plain it to him. " Yes," said his fa
ther, " I will explain it to you. It is 
because in the winter the sun moves 
through such a part of the sky that he 
<lees not shine so well upon the part of 
the world which we live in, as he does 
in the summer." 

Rollo listened attentively to what his 
father said, but he thought he did not 
understand it very well. So he said 
he meant always to dress himself quick 
in the cold morning, and not keep be
ginning and leaving off as Charles did. 

HOW TO READ RIGHT. 

I WISH all the boys and girls who 
may read this book to learn by it to 
read right, a:1d now I shall tell you how 
to read right. But first I must explain 
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some things to you about the way in 

which books are printed. What I am 

going to tell you now, is what Rollo's 

father explained to him, after he had 

learned to read in easy reading, and 

had learned all the stops,-the comma, 

and the period, and the interrogation 

mark, and all the stops. I shall ex

plain them to you by the help of a 

story, which I am going to put in here. 

I shall stop telling the story every few 

minutes to explain some things about 

the way of printing it. I-Iere is the 

beginning of the story. 

Once there was a man who thought he would go up a 

mountain. 

That is the beginning of the story ; 

but I ·want to stop a moment to ask 

you to look at the letters which it is 

printed with, and see whether they are 

as large as the reading before it. Is it 
printed in just as large letters, or larger, 

F 3 



or smaller ? Yes, it is smaller I am 
going to have all the story printed in 
smaller print. The reason is because 
the principal thing I wish to do now, is 
to explain to you how to read, and I 
only wish for the story to help n1e,
so I put it in smaller print, or as they 
generally call it smaller type. It is 
very often so in books. One part is 
printed in larger, and the other part in 
smaller type. The most important is 
in large type. The least important is 
in small type. If you will ask your 
father or mother, or your brother or 
sister, if you have one old enough, they 
will show you books with large and 
small print in them. Whenever you 
see any thing printed in smaller print 
than the rest of the book, you ought 
not to read right on without thinking 
any thing of it ;-but you ought to 
pause a . n1inute, and observe it, and 
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think what the reason is. Now I will 
begin my story again, in small print. 

Once there was a man who thought he would go up a 
mountain ; so he rode along on his horse till he came as near 
to the mountain a.s he could, in the road,-and then he turned 
off into the woods and rode on until he came to the foot of the 
mountain. He could ride no farther so he tied his horse to a. 
tree. . 

Then he began to walk up the mountain. 

Do you see that when we come to 
the word tree, just above there, that 
we leave off printing in that line. There 
is a period, and then the rest of the line 
has nothing in it. It is blank, as they 
call it; that is white, all white paper. 
The next part of the story begins in the 
next line. The next part of the story 
is, these words, " Then he began," and 
that is printed in the next line. And if 
you look at it, you will see that it is 
not exactly at the beginning of the line. 
The word "Then" is not printed as near 
the side of the page as the other lines 
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above it are. There is a little space 
left blank. Do you see the little space 
left blank before the ''Then?" Now 
what do you suppose is the reason why 
we left off in the middle of the line and 
began again in the next line, leaving a 
little blank space? ·why it is because 
I had finished telling you all about the 
man's coming to the mountain, and was 
now going to tell you about his going 
up the mountain, and so I thought it 
would be best to leave off for that line, 
and begin again in the next. Should 
you like to know what such a place is 
called ? It is ca1led a new paragraph. 
A new paragraph is made whenever 
we come to any new part of the story. 
If you look back over the leaves of this 
book you will find a great many new 
paragraphs on all the pages. If any 
.person says any thing in the story, we 
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put what he says in a paragraph by 
itself. See if you can find some new 
paragraphs. 

Now, when you come to any new 
paragraph in your reading, you ought 
not to read right forward without stop
ping or noticing it at all. You should 
pause a little when one paragraph 
ends, and then begin again when the 
new paragraph begins, so that those 
who hear you read, and who are not 
looking over, may know by the sound 
of your voice, that you have come to a 
new paragraph. 

Now I will go on with the story again, 
beginning at the new paragraph. 

Then he began to walk up. He scrambled through the 
bu11hes for some time, and at last came out into a smooth, but 
muddy path. Here, however, be was in no little difficulty, for 
the path was so slippery that notwithstanding all he could do, 
he seemed rather to be sliding down than climbing up. 

Here we come to the end of another 
paragraph. And I wish you to look at 



58 HOW TO READ RIGHT. 

the word " down" in the last line. Do 
you see any thing strange about it? Is 
it printed like the other words ? 

Once I asked some children to look 
at a ,vord printed so and to tell me 
what the difference was between it and 
other words. One said it looked faint
er. Another said it looked smaller. A 
third said it was not printed with good 
ink. But the true explanation is, the 
letters of the word are slanting. That 
is all. It makes the word look a little 
fainter. 

You will see that the letters are dif
ferent by looking first at the din " slid
ing," which comes before "down," and 
then looking at the d in down. The d 
in " sliding," is straight. The d in 
'' down'' is slanting ; all the other let
ters in down are slanting. Do you 
know what this kind of printing is cal
led? It is called Italic. 
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The word " down" in the story is 
printed in Italics. The reason why it 
is printed in Italics is because I wanted 
you to notice it particularly. It is re
markable that while the man was try-
ing to get up, he should instead of that 
slide down. So I had the word printed 
differently, that you might notice it par
ticularly. Whenever yo-q. are reading 
and come to any word printed in Italics 
you must notice it, and speak it very 
distinctly, for it is an i1nportant word. 

Look back in this book and see if 
you can find some words printed in 
Italics. When you find one, read the 
sentence it is in aloud, and speak the 
word which is in Italics very plain and 
distinct, and see if you do not under
stand the sentence better. 

You must always read such words 
very distinctly in all books except the 
Bible. In the Bible, the words are put 
in Italics for a different reason, which 
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I cannot explain to you now. Now I 
will go on with the story. 

He at last got over this slippery part of the path, and then 
-came to a place where it was very rocky. Trees and bushes 
huug over his head, and grew thick all around him, and he be• 
gan to be afraid that he might meet some wild heast. Present
ly he looked through the bushes and saw at a distance among 
the rocks some 'large black thing, and he thought it was a bear. 
He was very much frightened and began to scream out as loud 
as he could, H'.1mr, HELP, HELP. 

Do you notice any thing remarkable 
in those three last words ? Are they 
printed pke the other words? Are they 
printed in Italics ? How do they differ 
from co.mmon printing ? Can you tell ? 
Do you often see words printed so ? 

They are printed in Capitals. Capi
tals are letters shaped differently from 
other letters. They are generally lar
ger than other letters, but not always. 
These w-0rds are printed in Capitals, 
because they are very important indeed. 
The man cried, Help, Help, Help, very 
loud. So we print them in Capitals. 
If a word is very important, we gene
rally print it in Italics, but if it is very 
important indeed, we print it in Capitals. 
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When you come to a word printed in 
Capitals, you must generally read it 
very plain and distinct indeed. I 
should like to have you look back to 
the story of Jonas, and see how the 
words are printed where the boy said, 
" Whoa." Can you tell the reason 
why they are printed so ? and can you 
read them right ? But let us· go on 
with the story. 

At the same time that he shouted for help so loud, he· 
grasped hold of a tree close by, and began to climb it, by 
the branches, to get out of the bear's way. When he got 
np a little way he could see over the bushP.s to the very 
place where the bear was; he looked there, and saw-what 
do you think it was? 

You see a straight mark printed after 
" saw." Do you see it ? What do you 
suppose it is ? It is what they call a 
dash. The reason why I put the dash 
there, is, that I was going to tell you 
what the man saw, but I suddenly 
stopped, and asked you what you 
thought it was. When we suddenly 

G 
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stop in saying any thing, and begin to 
say something else, we put in a dash. 
So vve use a dash in sorne other ways. 
You ought to stop a little when you 
come to a dash, thus ; " He looked 
there and saw - what do you think it 
was ?" Dashes are generally put in, 
when we want you to stop a· little in 
your reading. Now for the story again. 

He looked, and saw - what do you think it was ? Why it was nothing but an old black log! ! 

Do you see two characters at the end 
of that sentence? They, are notes of 
exclamation. When two of them are 
put together they mean that what comes 
before them is very extraordinary and 
surpns1ng. Should not you think it 
was very extraordinary and surprising. 
for a man to think he saw a bear, and 
be frightened and shout, and climb up 
into a tree, and find, after all, that it 
wa9 noth.ing but a great black log? 
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It is surprising, and when you read it, 
you must read it as if you thought it 
was very surprising, so; " What do 
you think it was '? Why it was nothing 
but an old black log ! ! " You can get 
your father ~r mother to show you how 
to read it, if you do not know. 

It was nothing but an old black log, lying against the rocks. 

The man felt ashamed. He clambered down, and went to look 

at the log which had frightened him so. It was as black as a 
coal.• The man laughed to think that he should have sup 
posed that to be a bear. 

Do you see after the word coal, in the 
last line but one, a little star. Do you 
know what that star is for ? It is to 
make you look down to the bottom of 
the page, and there you will find some
thing more about the black wood. 
When you come to any little star, then, 
when you are reading, you must look 
down to the bottom of the page, and 

11 I t was burnt black by a fi re, which somebody had mado 

the, c a great while hdore. 

G2 
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there you will find another little star, 
with something printed after it. That 
which is printed thus at the bottom of 
a page is called a note. 

Other characters besides stars are 
made for notes. These are some of 
the characters; § 1 t ;. There are not 
many notes in this book. Perhaps 
you will find some by and by. 

This is all that I have to tell you 
now about reading. But now I will 
put in the whole story about the man 
going up the mountain, and you may 
see if you can read it all right, and see 
too if you remember all that I have ex
plained ... 

CLIMBING UP A MOUNTAIN. 

ONCE there was a man who thought 
he would go up a mountain; so he 
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rode along upon his horse till he came 
as near the mountain as he could, and 
then he turned off into the woods and 
rode on until he came to the foot of the 
mountain. He could ride no farther; 
so he tied his horse to a tree. 

Then he began to walk up. He 
scram bled through the bushes for some 
time, and at last came out into a smooth 
but muddy path. Here, however, he 
was in no little difficulty, for the path 
was so slippery that notwithstanding all 
he could do, he seemed rather to be 
sliding down than climbing up. 

He at last got over this slippery part 
of the path, and then came to a place 
where it was very rocky. Trees and 
bushes hung over his head, and grew 
thick, all around him, and he began to 
be afraid that he might meet with some 
wild beast. Presently he looked through 
the bushes, and saw at a distance among 

G3 
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the rocks, some large, black thing, and 
he thought it was a bear. He was very 
much frightened, and began to scream 
out as loud as he could, HELP, HELP, 
HELP. 

At the same time that he shouted for 
help so loud, he grasped hold of a tree 
close by, and began to climb it, by the 
branches, to get out of the bear's way. 
When he got up a little way he could 
see over the bushes to the very place 
where the bear was; he looked there 
and saw-what do you think it was ? 
Why it was nothing but an an old black 
log ! ! An old black log lying against 
the rocks. The man felt ashamed. He 
clambered down and went to look at 
the log which had frightened hi_m so. 
It was as black as a coal.* The man 
laughed to think that he should have 
supposed that to be a bear. 

* It was burnt black by a fire, which somebody had made 
there a great while before. 



GE1'TING READY FOR FATHER. 67 

He determined not to be so foolish 

another time, and then he went on 

climbing up the mountain. It was steep 

and rocky, and there were bushes and 

trees each side of the path. He had to 

stop often to take breath and rest him

self. At last he reached the top, and 

could see a great many miles all around. 

He could see woods, and farms, and 

towns and rivers very far away below 

him. 
After a while he came down the 

mountain. He walked very carefully, 

so as not to fall. When he came to 

where the old black log was, he looked 

at it and laughed. 

ROLLO GETTING READY FOR 
HIS FATI-IER. 

0 NE day Rollo was sitting by the 
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fire on his little stool. His mother was 
sewing at her work-table. 

"Mother," said Rollo, "when do you 
think father will come home?" 

His mother said, '' I think he will 
come home soon." 

" Then," said Rollo, " I think I had 
better get a chair for him." 

So he went and took hold of the great 
elbow chair, to pull it to the fire for 
his father; but it was so heavy that it 
would not come. So Rollo began to 
cry. 

His mother looked up and said, 
" Rollo, what is the matter ?" 

Rollo said, '' This chair vvill not 
come." 

' ' Where do you want to carry it?" 
' ' I want it to be by the fire, so that 

my father can sit in it when he comes 
home," said Rollo . 
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'' Why do you want your father to 
have it?" 

" Because ; " said he. He did not 
know exactly how to tell the reason, 
and so he only said " Because." 

" It is because you wish to please 
him and to save him trouble, is it 
not?" 

"Yes, mother," said Rollo. 
'' Well, do you not think it displeases 

me and gives me trouble to have you 
cry, and make me get up and come and 
move the chair for you?" 

Rollo knew it did, but he did not an
swer. 

Then his mother said, '' What good 
does it do to displease me and make me 
trouble, for the sake of pleasing father 
and saving him trouble?" 

Rollo could not answer this question; 
so he kept swinging and rocking back-
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wards and forwards on the chair. His 
mother went on with her work. 

By and by he said, '' Well, I can get 
my father's slippers for hirn." 

So he went to the little closet by the 
side of the fire, and took out the slip
pers, and put them down in the corner, 
and then when his father came in, he 
'.ran to the door to meet him, and he 
said, 

'' Father, father, I could not n1ove 
your chair, but there are your slippers 
all ready." 

THE WAY TO OBEY. 
WHEN Rollo was about five years 

old, his mother one evening took him 
up in her la1j , and said, 

" Well, Rollo, it is about time for 
you to go to bed." 
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" Oh, mamma,'' said Rollo, " must 
I go now?" 

" Did you know," said his mother, 
(c that it is wrong for you to say 
that?" 

" Why, mother," said Rollo, sur
prised. 

'' When I think it i:5 time for you t0 
go to bed, it is wrong for you to say or 
do any thing which shows that you are 
not willing to go.'' 

" Why, mother ?" 
" Because that makes it more url1-

pleasant for you to go, and more un

pleasant for me to send you. Now 
whenever I think that it iS time for you 
to go, it is my duty tO' send you, and it 
is your duty to go, and we never ought 
to do any thing to make our duty un
pleasant.'' 
• Rollo then. said nothing. He sat still 
a few minutes thinking. 
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" Do you · understand it?'' said his 
mother. 

" Yes, mother;" said Rollo. 
'' Suppose, now, any mother should 

say to her boy, ' Come, my boy, it is 
time for you to go to bed ;

1

' and the boy 
should say, ' I wont go.' Would that 
be right or wrong?" 

" Oh, very wrong," said Rollo. 
'' Suppose he should begin to cry, 

and say he did not want to go ?" 
" That would be very wrong too," 

said Rollo. 
'' Suppose he should begin to beg a 

little, and say, 'I don't want to go now; 
I should think you might let me set up 
a little longer.' · What should you think 
of that?" 
. " It would be wrong." 

'' Suppose he should look up into his 
mother's face sorrowfully, and say, 
' 1'fust I go now, mother.' " 
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,, Wrong,"-said Rollo, faintly. 
"Suppose he should not say a word, 

but look cross and ill-humoured, and 
throw away his playthings in a pet, 
and walk by the side of his mother 
reluctantly and slowly. What should 
you think of that?" 

" I think it would be wrong." 
" Suppose he should look good hu-

1noured and say, ' "\V ell mother,' and 
come pleasantly to take her hand, and 
bid the persons in the room good night, 
and walk off cheerfully." 

" That would be right;" said Rollo. 
''Yes " said his mother '' and al-

' ' 
ways, when a child is told to do any 
thing, whether it is pleasant to do or 
not, he ought to obey at once, and 
cheerfully.'' 

H 
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ROLLO'S BREAKFAST. 
ROLLO was sitting one morning by 

the fire-side, before breakfast, reading 
in a little blue covered hymn-book. 
Presently Mary brought in the break
fast; and Rollo was glad, and jumped 
up from his little low chair at the fire, 
and went and brought his high chair, 
and put it at his place at the table. 

vVhen they were all ready, they stood 
still, while Rollo's father said in a slow 
and serious manner, '' Aln1ighty God, 
we thank thee that thou hast again 
spread this table for us and prepared 
this food. Help us now to receive it 
thankfully, and may it strengthen us to 
obey thy commands this day." Then 
they sat down. 

Rollo knew that this was called ask
ing a blessing, and he had always been 
taught to be very still and very attentive 



ROLLO'S BREAKFA T. 7f'-J 

while it was done. He did not know, 

however, exactly what it was for, and he 

thought he would now ask his father. 

His father told him that it was to 

thank God for their breakfast. 
Rollo asked his father whether God 

gave them their breakfast. 
"Yes," said his father, " God causes 

our breakfast to be brought to us from 

many distant places." 
'' Where do the knives and forks 

come from ?" said Rollo . 
'' They come from England. The 

men dig up the iron out of the ground 

to make the blades; and take horn and 

make the handles, and then roll them 

up in a paper and put them in a ship. 

The ship brings them across the ocean 

n1ore than a thousand miles to Boston. 

Then the waggoner puts them in his 

waggon, and brings them over the hills 

and valleys away to this town vd1ere 
H2 
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,ve live,-all that little Rollo 1nay have 
a knife and fork to eat his breakfasL,., 

'' Where do the plates come from ?'' 
" They come from England. The 

men find a bank of white clay, and they 
mix up son1e of it with water, until it 
is like dough. Then they make it into 
the shape of plates, and cups, and 
saucers, and paint them blue ; and, 
put them into a large hot oven and 
bake then1 hard. When they are cool
ed, they pack them up in a sort of a 
basket,. large and square; and put straw 
and _ hay between them, so that they 
need not break. A.nd so they bring 
them over the waves, and over the hills, 
away to the town we live in, so that 
little Rollo 1nay have a plate when he 
eats his breakfast.'' 

'' Where does the coffee come from?" 
" It con1es fr01n Cuba. The negroes 

plant a tree and take good care of it 
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while it grows, until there are a great 
many kernels of coffee upon it. They 
gather them when they are ripe, and 
sew them up in a bag, and send then1 
all the way over the sea, and over the 
land across the rivers, and mountains, 
and rocks. When they come here, 
Mary burns them brown and grinds 
them in the mill, and heats the water ; 
all that little Rollo may have some 
coffee to drink for breakfast." 

" Where does the bread con1e from?" 
"When the sum1ner~begins, the little 

green blades of wheat grow up out of 
the ground, in the farmer's fields. God 
waters it with showers, and warms it 
with the sun, so that it grows, and 
grows, and grows, till it is higher than 
Rollo's head. Then the little grains 
of wheat grow in the top of it, and 
when they are ripe, the fanner cuts 
them down> and pounds them out with 

H3 
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a great heavy flail, aL.d puts the1n in a 
bag and sends them to the mill. At 
the n1ill they are ground between two 
great stones, into fine ,vhite flour, and 
the baker mixes the flour and water, 
and n1akes the dough, and bakes it in 
his great hot oven, all that little Rollo 
n1ay have smne bread for breakfast." 

" W elJ, but father," said Rollo, "how 
does God give us our breakfast then ?" 

His father said, " Why, it is God 
who 1nade the iron in the ground for 
the knives, and the clay for the plates 
and cups. He brings the surnmer and 
the sun. l--Ie 1nakes the wheat sprout 
up and grow, and brings the showers 
of rain. He takes care too of all the 
·n1en who shape the cups and 1nake the 
knives, and gather the coffee, and 
grind the wheat. He does all this 
kindly for us,-so that Rollo and all 
the other bo} a in the .. world, 1nay have 
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some breakfast. I think we ought to 
thank hi1n. " 

Rollo did not say any thing, but he 
thought so too. 

FICTITIOUS STORIES. 

"FATHER, will you tell rne a story?" 
said Rollo, one day. 

Rollo's fatherwas sitting on the grass
plot, leading out to the garden-yard.* 
It was a pleasant summer evening, just 
before sunset. 

'' Shall it be a true story or a fictitious 
one?" said his father. 

" What is fictitious ?" asked Rollo. 
" A story that is not true." 
'' But it would be wrong for you to 

tell me any thing that was not true, 
would it not?" said Rollo. 

* They called it the garden-yard because it led out to the 
ga.rJen. You can see Jonas in the picture, wheeling out a load 
of weeds, along the path from the garden to the barn-yard . 
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"Do you think it would be certainly 
wrong?'' 

" Yes, sir." 
'' Suppose you were coming along 

the yard, and were riding on my cane, 
and should come up to me and say, 
' Papa, this is my horse. See what a 
noble horse I have got.' Would that 
be wrong?" 

"No, sir." 
"Would it be true?" 
" No, sir .-It would not be a real 

horse." 
"Now do you know why it would 

be right in this case for you to say it 
was a horse, when it was not?" 

Rollo could not tell. 
"I will tell you," said his father. 

"Because you would not be trying to 
deceive me. I could see your horse, as 
you call hi1n, and could see that it was 
nothing but a cane. You would not be 
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trying to deceive me to 1nake me think 
it was a real horse when it was not." 

"No, sir," said Rollo. 
"If you should say any thing which 

is not strictly true and want to make 
.me think it is true, that would pe very 
wrong. That would be telling a lie. 
So it would be very wrong for me to 
tell you any thing which is not true, 
and try to make you think it is true. 
But it is not wrong for me to make up 
a little story to amuse you, if I do not 
try to deceive you by it." 

" Would that be a fictitious story ?" 
"Yes." 
" Well; father, I should like to have 

you tell me a fictitious story." 
''Well, I will tell you one. The 

name ofit is, The Fly's Morning Walk.' ' 
So Rollo's father took his little boy up 
in his lap, and told . him the following 
fictitious story. 
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THE FLY'S MORNING WALK. 

ONCE there was a little fly with broad 
thin wings and round body and two 
great eyes. When he waked up in the 
morning, he found he was standing 
on the wall, and he thought he would 
go and find something for breakfast. 

He flew down upon the table and 
then crept along. First he found a 
little grain of sand, and said he, " I 
wonder if this is good to eat." So he 
reached out his long proboscis to it, and 
tried to taste of it, but he found it was 
dry, and rough, and hard. " Oh, no, 
no, no," said he, " this is not good to 
eat." 

Then he walked along a little farther, 
and can1e to some dust. And he said, 
'' I wonder whether this is good to eat." 
So he reached out his long proboscis 
to it, and tried to taste of it; but he 
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found it was dry and insipid, and it stucl 
all over the end of his proboscis, and 
he said, "Oh, no, no, no, this is not 
good to eat." 

Then he went along until he came 
to a pin, and he said, " I wonder whe
ther this is good to eat." So he reached 
out his long proboscis and tried to taste 
of it, but it was smooth, and hard, and 
round, and he could not taste of it at 
all. And he said, " Oh, no, no, no, this 
is not good to eat." 

Then he went round to the point of 
the pin, and he said, '' I wonder whe
ther this is good to eat," but as soon 
as he touched his long proboscis to it, 
it pricked the end of it, and he started 
back, and said, " Oh, no, no, no, this 
is not good to eat." 

Then he went along a little further, 
and came to a crack in the table, and 
he said, '' I wonder whether there 1s 
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any thing here good to eat. " So he 
reached down his long proboscis into it, 
and got it pinched in, so he cried out, 
" Oh, oh, oh, this is not good to eat." 
Then he went along a little further, and 
by this time he began to be very hun
gry, and presently, he saw a very small 
thing lying on the table, and he walked 
up to it, and began to feel it with his 
long proboscis, and found it tasted very 
sweet and good. It was a little piece 
of sugar which had been dropped there, 
and he said, "Oh, yes, yes, yes, this is 
very good to eat." Thus, at last, the 
little fly found some breakfast. 

WAKING UP. 

R oLLo 's father was a very kind fa
ther. H e took very good care of his 
little boy. H e had a little truckle-bed 
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made for him to sleep in, and good 
warm clothes for him to wear, and be
sides he would very often talk to him 
very kindly and pleasantly. 

Once Rollo's mother took cold and 
became sick. Her sickness increased 
for several days, until at last it became 
necessary for her to have a nurse to 
come and take care of her. 

That night Rollo was put to bed in 
another chamber, and his father came 
to hear him say his prayers, and to bid 
him good night. He put his cheek 
down to Rollo's, and they both prayed, 
first one and then the other, that 
God would take care of the1n both, and 
forgive their sins, an<l give them good 
and holy hearts and prepare them for 
heaven. 

Just before his father went away, he 
said, 

1 
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''Rollo, I am going to sleep here with 
you to-night." 

" Are you ?" said RoJlo. 
'' Yes ; the nurse is going to take care 

of mother, and in an hour or two I 
shall come here and go to bed. Now 
when the morning comes, if you will 
pull me, and wake me up, I will tell 
you a little story." 

" Well," said Rollo, " I will." 
Then his father took up the light to 

go away. 
Rollo did not want to have the light 

taken away, and he said, " Father, are 
you going to carry away the light ?" 

"Yes,-would not you?" said his 
father. 

"No, sir, I think I would not ." 
" Oh yes, I think I must take the 

light away, and you must shut your 
eyes and go to sleep." 



"\VAKING UP . 87 

So Rollo laid his cheek upon the 

pillow, and shut his eyes, though 

they quivered a little, because he was 

not sleepy, and very soon his father 

went away. 

The next morning, little Rollo was 

awakened by some one rubbing him, 

and when he opened his eyes he found 

that it was his father, whose face was 

close to his upon the pillow. 

" Rollo," said he, " I told you last 

night that if you would pull me and 

wake me up this morning, I would 

tell you a little story : but you kept 

asleep all this time, so I had to pull you 

and rub you and wake you up ; was not 

tha funny?" 
Rollo smiled faintly, for he was not 

yet quite awake. 
Ho~rever he soon opened his eyes 

wide, and looked around the room. 
12 
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He saw that the window-curtains were 
very light, and he perceived that it was 
morning. His father then put his face 
to his, and said these words. He was 
praying to Almighty God. 

'' Oh ! God, thou hast been in this 
roon1 all night, watching and taking 
care of little Rollo and me while we 
have been asleep. We thank thee that 
thou hast kept us safely. Wilt thou 
take care of us all the day and make 
us kind to all in the house. Do not 
let Rollo be disobedient, or obstinate, or 
ungrateful, or unkind to little Lucy; and 
make us all good and happy. Amen." 

Rollo was still and attentive while 
his.father said these words. He wanted 
God to hear and do what his father 
asked. 

"Rollo," said his father, a few n1i
nutes afterwards, "what are you going 
to do all day to-day." 
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" Oh," said Rollo, " I am going to 

play." 
'' Where are you going to get your 

breakfast ?" 
'' Oh, I am going to get it down 

stairs, in the parlour.'' 

'' But whose breakfast is that down 

in the parlour? Is it yours ?" 

"No sir" 
' ' 

"Did you buy it with your money?" 

"No, sir." 
" Shall you get it ready ?" 

"No, sir, I do not know how to get 

the breakfast ready." 

'' Then it is not your breakfast ; it is 

all my breakfast ; but as you have not 

got any breakfast of your own, I believe 

I will let you have some of my break

fast. But what are you going to do 

for a house to live in all day?'' 

"Oh '' said Rollo "I am 0 ·oing to 
' , b 

live in this house." 
I 3 
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'' But is this your house ?" 
"No, sir.'' 
" Isn·t it yours ? Did not you build 

' tt' l . 

"No sir'' ' ' '' Did not you buy it ?" 
"No, sir.'' 
" And have not you got any house 

to live in ?'' 
"No, sir, not unless you let .me live . ', 111 yours. 
" vV ell, if you have not any house 

to live in, I will let you live in mine 
to-day.'' 

Just then Rollo pointed up to the 
wall, and said, 

'' See, there is a tiger on the wall,
It looks like a tiger.'' 

His father looked up at the irregular 
lines on the wall, which had attracted 
his little boy's attention, . but he could 
not see any thing that resen1bled a tiger. 
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" I don't see, " said hi ~ father , 

'' where is his head ?'' 

" He has not got any head ; it is not 

a tiger, it only looks like a tiger. It 

has got a tail." 
" Well, where is the tail?" 

" I - don't - know. I see a stag, 

too, and cainel." 
In a minute or two his father turned 

Rollo's face over gently towards hirnself, 

so that his attention should not be at

tracted by what be saw there. I-Ie 

wanted hi1n to listen to what he was 

saying to him. 
" Well Rollo " said he " whose ' 

. ' ' ' 
clothes are you going to wear to-day?'' 

"Oh, I a1n going to wear my clothes," 

said Rollo ; "yours would be a great 

deal too big." 
" I-I ave you got any clothes ? " 

" Yes, sir." 
'' Where did you get the1n ?" 
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" I - don't - know," said Rollo, 
hesitating. 

'' The clothes which you wore yes
terday belong to me," said his father. 
" Have you got any others?" 

'' Yes sir " said Rollo · '' I have got ' ' ' some up stairs in the drawer." 
'' Well, those belong to me. I paid 

for t.he1n with 1ny money, and I might 
sell them or give then1 away at any 
tin1e, if I choose. Have you not got 
any others ?" 

"No, sir," said Rollo. 
" Well," said his father, " I shall 

let you wear those clothes of mine then. 
I am very glad I have got a house., and 
some breakfast, and some clothes for 
my little boy Rollo, since you have not 
got any of your own. But I think if I 
get a house for you to live in, and 
breakfast for you to eat, and clothes 



ROLLO'S PRAYER . 93 

for you to wear, you ought to be a 

very careful, faithful, obedient little 

boy." 

ROLLO'S PRAYER. 

EvERY night, when Rollo went to 

bed, he said a prayer which his father 

had taught him. It is an excellent 

plan for a boy or girl to say their 

prayers, every night. For you have 

propably clone something wrong during 

the day, and you ought not to go to 

sleep until you are forgiven. Besides , 

God has taken care of you through the 

day, and you ought not to go to sleep 

till you have sincerely thanked him, and 

as keel him to take care of you through 

the night, while you sleep. I will tell 

you what Rollo's prayer was, and I 

think you had better learn it , and say 
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it every night before you go to sleep, 
unless you have already learned some 
other one. 

THE PRAYER. 

Now that another day is gone, and I 
lay down n1y head upon my pillow to 
rest, I come to thee, Almighty God, my 
Heavenly Father, to ask thee to for
give n1y sins and to take care of me 
this night. 

I have done wrong a great many 
times,-and destroyed my own peace of 
mind, and made my father and mother 
unhappy, and displeased thee. I pray 
thee, 0 God, to forgive n1e for Jesus 
Christ my Saviour's sake; and wilt 
thou keep my heart that I may do 
wrong no more. Help me, every day 
to try to please thee more and more, 
so that I may be thy dutiful and obe
dient child while I live, and my soul be 
saved when I die. 
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And now wilt thou come and be near 
my bed-side while I sleep, keep me 
safe _until the morning ; and always , 
whether I wake or sleep, whether I 
live or die, wilt thou be with me, and 
love me, and take care of me, for ever. 
Amen. 

It will do no good to say this or any 
other prayer, unless you say it seriously 
and sincerely, and are really sorry for 
having done wrong, and resolved to do 
so no more. 

BUNNY. 
A FI C T I T IO U S ST O RY. 

ONCE there was a beautiful wood, 
and in it many large trees. In one of 
these trees was a large hole; the bottom 
of the hole was covered with dry leaves 
and moss. Here lived Mr. and Mrs. 
Squirrel with their five children, named 
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Creep, Peep, Bushy, Grey, and Bunny. 
They were good little squirrels, and 
might have been a very happy family, 
had not Bunny been discontented: 
She tried to make the others so too. 
She would very often crowd her bro
thers and sisters, and fret because she 
had not room. 

One day their father and mother were 
away, running about in the woods, try
ing ~o find something for them to eat. 
The little squirrels were playing toge
ther very pleasantly, till Bunny pushed 
Creep against Peep, and then pushed 
Bushy, telling them to move, for she 
had not room. In truth, Bunny was 
often a very naughty squirrel, and made 
her father and mother very unhappy. 
Very often they would lie awake at 
night thinking how they should make 

~ her a better child, and kind and good 
to her brothers and sisters . 
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When thev came home, the day I 
have mentioned, from their ramble in 
search of something to eat, they saw 
that their children looked very sombre 
and unhappy, and Creep, who was the 
oldest, told them how Bunny had be
haved. Creep was a very good squir
rel. and her parents could aways believe 
her. She never tried to make her 
brothers and sisters seem more naughty 
than they were. 

That night, Mr. and Mrs. Squirrel 
talked about B ·nny before they went 
to sleep, and concluded they must put 
a stop to her naughty behaviour. 

The next morning, Bunny's father 
got up and asked her to go and walk 
with him. She went, and they walked 
in the beautiful wood. There were 
nuts, and acorns, and berries, and Bunny 
longed to eat as many as she wanted. 

Presently, her father told her how 
K 
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very wrong she had behaved, and that 
he must punish her. So he took her up 
with his fore paw, and ran up a tree. 
The tree was very tall, and it was a good 
while before they got far up. Poor 
little Bunny was very much frightened. 
At last they ca1ne to a small dark hole, 
just large enough for her to turn round 
in. Here her father put her in, and 
told her she must stay there. Then 
he went away and left her there alone, 
and she could hear her father's feet pat 
along the tree as he went down, and 
then the dry leaves on the ground rustle 
as he ran over them. 

Dinner time came, and Bunny hoped 
her father would come with some dinner. 
But no,-he did not come. She began 
to cry, for she was hungry, She felt 
with her paw all round, and could only 
find one little acorn and some dried 
leaves. She looked out of the hole, 
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but was afraid to go out, it was so high 
up. 

She now began to feel very sorry. 
She knew how unkind she had been 
to her brothers and sisters. She cried, 
and thought if her father would come 
and take her home, she would not 
crowd, and push, and fret any 1nore. 

Supper time came, but she could 
not hear any one coming. 

The sun set,-it began to grow dark, 
and the winds blew and whistled 
through the trees. At last down poured 
the rain, and it came into the hole, and 
poor little Bunny was completely wet. 

Presently she thought she heard a 
scratching and a patting on the leaves, 
and then upon the tree; and very soon 
up came her father. He saw that little 
Bunny looked sorry. She told her fa
ther she would try and be a good, 
kind squirrel if he would take her hon1e 

K2 
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and give her some supper. So he took 
her up with his paw, and down the tree 
they went, and soon got home to their 
very warm nest. Here was a fine sup
per of sweet acorns-and the family 
were all glad to see little Bunny again, 
and whenever she began to be naughty 
she thought of the dark hole where she 
had been left alone and without supper, 
and she became a very good little squir
rel, and was ever afterward£ a great 
comfort to her parents. 

THE RAFT. 

Do you remen1ber any thing about 
Jonas ;-how they found him by the 
side of the road and brought hin1 hmne? 
When Rollo's father found him, he 
meant to have sent him to the poor
house, where all poor boys are taken 
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care of, but he kept him in hi house 

a few days first, and he found that he 

was a very good boy. He had a great 

many faults, but he was a good natured, 

pleasant boy, and he was willing to 

learn, and so Rollo's father thought he 

would let him stay and live with him, 

and work for him. 
Jonas was very industrious and faith

ful. Do you know what industrious 

means ? Do you know what faithful 

1neans ? He was kind too . He was 

very kind to Rollo. H e used to help 

Rollo a great deal, and play with him, 

and tell hin1 stories. 
There was a beautiful brook very near 

the house which Rollo lived in. I have 

made you a picture of the elm yard, 

behind the house. By and by, I shall 

make you a picture of all the house, 

and the trees and fields around it, and 

the brook, and then you will under~ 
K3 
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stand it all exactly. Now I can only 
tell you there was a brook, and Jonas 
used to take Rollo down to the brook 
sometin1es to play. The brook was 
wide and the water flowed slowly and 
smoothly, but it was not very deep. 
Jonas liked to be near the water. He 
had sailed over the seas, and he liked 
the water. 

One day Jonas found ,two great logs 
on the shore of the brook. He rolled 
then1 into the water . Then he went 
up to the house and got some pieces 
of board, and a han11ner and so1ne nails. 
He gave Rollo the hain1ner and nails to 
carry, and he carried the boards. He 
walked back then to the pond . He 
floated the logs side by side, and nailed 
the boards across, and then he stood 
upon it, and it bore hin1 up on the 
water. Jona called it his raft. Then 
he took a pole and pu heel hin1. elf off 
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from the shore and shouted ''Hu RR AH, 

HURRAH." 

Rollo stood upon the shore looking at 
him, and Rollo too shouted "HURRAH, 

HURRAH.'~ 

Then Rollo said, '' Let me get on 
and sail too." 

'' No'' said Jonas '' not till I ask 
' ' your mother if she is willing.'' 

That day when they went home, 
Rollo asked his father and mother if 
they were willing that be should sail on 
J onas's raft. I-Iis father said he would 
go down and look at it. When he 
came to the brook he was surprised to 
see, such a good strong raft, and he said 
that Rollo might sail on it, if they 
would both be careful. Then Jonas 
got on before, and pushed with his pole, 
and Rollo sat behind and held on, and 
they sailed avvay_ up towards the bridge. 
You can see thein in the picture. You 
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can see the raft, and Jonas pushing 
,;vith a pole, and Rollo holding on, and 
the brook and the bridge. Rollo and 
Jonas had a gTeat many good sails on 
this raft. 

CONTRARY CHARLES. 

Do you know what a contrary boy 
is ? I will tell you. He is one who is 
never satisfied with what he has, but 
always wants something different. If 
I were to say to you, '' Come, James, 
and see what a pretty picture I have got 
here;" and you should say, "No, I 
don't want a picture, you said you 
would bring me a pretty book,"-that 
would be being contrary. If your fa
ther should bring you home a little cart 
to draw about the room, and you should 
say, " I don't want a cart, I don't like 
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carts, I want a horse and whip, like 
William's;" that w·ould be being very 
contrary. 

Now I knew a little boy once, who 
was very unhappy a great deal of his 
time, because he would not be pleased 
with the playthings he had, but always 
wanted another kind, or something 
else. This little boy had a very kind 
father and mother, who loved him very 
much, and who tried to make him 
happy. They bought him good clothes 
to wear: . they gave him good things to 
eat whenever he was hungry, and they 
bought hi1n a great many pretty play
things. But though they were so kind 
this boy. was son1etimes so naughty as 
to cry when they gave him a new play
thing, because he had wanted a cart, 
or a whip, perhaps, instead of a pretty 
box of wooden blocks. If they had 
bought hin1 either of these, he would 
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have wanted the blocks or something 
else. Nobody liked to give Charles any 
playthings, or sugar-plumbs, or any 
thing else, because they did not make 
him happy : and they did not make 
him happy because he would not be 
pleased, but always thought of some
thing else which he fancied he would 
rather have. 

One day Charles's mother came into 
the room where he was playing, and 
said, " Charles, little brother William 
is going to walk with Susan; should 
you like to go too." 

"Yes," said he, "but I shall want to 
,vear 1ny new cap." 

'' But I told you the other day/' said 
his 1nother, '' that you could not wear 
it for a whole week c1.gain, because 
you threw it upon the floor when you 
came in yesterday, instead of hanging 
it on its nail. " 
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" Then I don't want to go," said 
Charles. 

" Very well," said his mother, and 
calling to Susan, she told her she need 
not wait any longer. 

'' But I shall want to go," said 
Charles, beginning to cry. 

'' You must not go now," said his 
mother, "for you said you did not want 
to go, just because you felt contrary, 
and out of humour." 

His mother then sat down to work. 
Charles, finding it was useless to cry, 
dried his tears, and began throwing his 
playthings about the room. 

" Don't you do so," said his mother; 
" you will break that pretty box, and 
your white cards, with the pretty co
loured letters, will get soiled, and not 
fit to be used." 

" I don't care if they do," said 
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Charles ; " it is not a. pretty box, and 
I don't like the cards." 

I-Iis mother rose, took away all his 
playthings, and left him sitting upon 
the floor, with nothing to do. As she 
took no notice of his cross looks, he 
presently went to the window, and 
stood on a little stool, looking to see 
the horses and carriages passing, and 
soon he began to feel good humoured 
again. 

" Oh! mother," said he, " there are 
two beautiful little dogs in the street, 
and a little boy running after them. 
Oh! how I should like a little dog. 
Mother, will you buy me one?" and he 
ran to his mother and looked up in her 
face. 

His mother laid down her work and 
took him in her lap. "What would you 
do with a dog," said she, ·" if you had 
one ?" 
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"' Oh! I should play with hi111 ; I 
would put some things in my cart, and 
tie the dog to it, and let him draw it to 
market; just like the dog in William's 
picture." 

'< But I ain afraid," said his mother, 
« that if your father should buy you a 

dog, you would so111etimes get out of 
humour with him, and then you would 
say it was an ugly dog, and you did not 
want it any more." 

" No I would not " said Charles · " I 
' ' ' 

sp.ould always love my little dog." 
'' So you said, if I would buy you a 

new cap, you would be a good boy, and 
never give me any trouble about it, but 
yesterday you forgot your prornise, and 
did not put it in its place; and to-day 
you have made me very unhappy by 
your bad temper. And you have dis
pleased God too, for he was looking 
directly into your heart when you said 

L 
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you did not want to go with Susan, 
and saw that you were saying what was 
not true." 

" But J will remember next time, if 
you will only get me a little dog." 

Just then ,Villian1 came into the 
room with a large piece of cake in his 
hand, which a lady had given him. He 
went up to his brother, and breaking it 
in two pieces, offered him one of them. 

"No, I want the other piece," said 
Charles. 

" But I can't give it to you," said 
William; " I want it myself." 

u Then I won't have any," said 
Charles, impatiently. 

" Keep all the cake yourself, Wil
liam," said his mother; "Charles must 
not have any, because he is not a good
boy." 

"But I do want some," said Charles, 
beginning to cry very loud. Then his 
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mother went to the door, and calling 
Susan, told her to take Charles into the 
other room, and keep him there until 
he was perfectly good humoured. So 
you see Charles lost a pleasant walk 
and a nice piece of cake, and, after all, 
had to be sent away from his kind 
mother, just because he would be a 
contrary boy. Do you think he was 
happy? 

The next afternoon, as these two lit
tle boys were playing in the yard, they 
looked up, and saw a carriage drawn 
by two large white horses, stop at the 
door. It was their aunt's. She had 
brought her little son and daughter, 
named James and Mary, to spend the 
afternoon with their cousins. As soon 
as they were out of the carriage, they 
ran to their cousins, and all looked 
as happy as if they were expecting to 
have a rare good time ; and so they 
were. L 2 
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Their aunt went into the house, and 
the children played together out in the 
yatd. When they were tired of that, 
they went into the mowing :field, where 
the hay was spread to dry, and began 
to throw it upon each other. This they 
enjoyed very much till Charles began 
to cry, and say they should not throw 
the hay upon hin1. He wanted to pelt 
the others, but was not willing to have 
them pelt him . So this contrary boy 
spoilt the whole play, and he cried so 
loud that his mother had to call hin1 
into the house. When he was gone, 
James laid down in the hay, and told 
his sister and cousin to cover him up 
in it. When he was hidden entirely, 
so that they could not see him, he 
jun1ped up suddenly, and ran to catch 
them with an arm full of hay, to pay 
then1 for treating him so. They laughed 
very loud, and were very happy, now 
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they had no one to disturb them with 
crying. They were soon called in to 
tea. 

Charles had not been very well in the 
morning, and his mother was afraid to 
give him as many strawberries in his 
milk as she did the rest. So Charles 
began to cry, and said he would not 
have any. His mother then sent him 
out of the room, and did not allow him 
to return until his cousins had gone. 

You see how many pleasant things 
he lost by being so contrary. His mo
ther said she could not buy him a dog 
until he had learned to be a good boy. 
His cousins said they did not want to 
go and see him again, for he spoiled 
their play ; and when his mother went 
to see his aunt, she took William, but 
left Charles at home. She said she 
could not take him with her until he 
was willing to do as others wished to 

L3 
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have him, and not always cry to have 
his own way. By and by, Charles 
learned that it was better to be pleasant 
all the time, and not get out of humour 
when things did not exactly suit him; 
and then every body loved him, for he 
was a good ]ittle boy in every other 
respect. 

FROST ON THE WINDOWS. 
CHARLES was a little boy. One cold 

,vinter's morning his mother brought 
him down stairs. It was very early. 
She put him down on the carpet, be
fore a bright, warm fire. Then she 
opened the shutters to see if it was 
light. Charles saw something white 
and shining upon the windows, and 
called tc her and said, " Oh, mother, 
1nother, how beautiful ! See how the 
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windows are painted all white. There 
is a mountain, and another- and
and I see another on the top of it ; and 
there are some trees, and flowers
and-" 

" Yes, they are very beautiful," said 
Charles's mamma, as she stood dressing 
her little boy. 

" What 1nakes it look so ? it is not 
light like day,-and, oh! mother, see, 
there is a bright star in the sky ! " 

'' It is not quite daylight yet; but 
it will soon grow lighter, and the little 
star will not look so bright, and then 
the sky will grow brighter, and it will 
be daylight." 

"What is it now; is it night?" 
"No, it is day-dawn." 
"Day-dawn ;-well, it's very pretty, 

I think, mother. 0 see, there's a cow 1 
I think those are pictures painted on 
the window, are they ? " 
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"No, they are not pictures. Don't 
you know what they are?" 

'' I see something that looks like a 
horse that hasn't got any head, and some 
trees that haven't got any branches, 
and a great many n1ore mountains and 
rocks. I think they are pictures, but 
they look white, just like snow." 

"Well, Charles, the cold made those 
pictures. We call it frost on the win
dows, and it came last night while we 
were asleep. It was very cold indeed 
last night, and a great many things 
froze very hard. Now hark, what do 
you hear?" 

" Hark. I hear something that ticks 
just like a watch. What is it?" 

'' It is the cold frost which has frozen 
some water in the tumbler. Last night 
it was water and I drank some of it. 
Now look here; it is ice, and it looks 
very beautiful. See all those little marks 
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and spots. Those are little bubbles . 
Now it goes click, click, again. See 
how hard it is ; I cannot break it with 
my finger." 

" Mother will the frost stay all day 
on the windows, or go away when it is 
daylight ?" 

"Not when it is daylight, but when 
the room is warm. There is a good 
bright :fire in the grate, and it will 
make the room warm, and by-and-by 
the sun will rise out of doors and shine 
on the glass and warm it, and the frost 
will melt. Then it will be water, and 
run down in drops." 

'' Well, I think it is very pretty frost , 
and I don't think I could make such 
horses, and trees, and cows.'' 

SHOOTING A BEAR. 

ONCE there was a foolish man, who 
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was · always afraid ·of bears. He was 
always afraid there were bears jn the 
woods around him, and that they would 
come and eat him up. 

One day he thought he would take 
his gun and go out and shoot a bear. 
So he took down his gun, and put in 
some powder to load it, and then he put 
in some paper to keep the powder in, 
and then he put in a bullet over that. 
The bullet was a round heavy thing, 
like a round stone. He put another 
piece of paper in next, to keep the bul
let down. How do you suppose he got 
the paper down to the bottom of his 
gun ? Why, he had a long slender 
iron, wbich he called his ramrod, and 
he pushed the paper down with his long 
slender ramrod. Then he pulled the 
ramrod out, and slid it into its proper 
place by the side of his gun. 

Did you ever see any gunpowder? 
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When you set it on fire, it flashes up 
very quick. There is a picture of some 
boys burning gunpowder inRollo Learn
ing to Talk. If the gunpowder is in a 
close place when it is set on fire, it 
bursts out violently, and makes a noise. 
This man's gun was a close place, and 
he expected that when he should see 
the bear, he should point his gun at 
the bear, and then set fire to the pow
der down in the bottom of his gun, and 
that the powder would flash and burst 
out, and drive out the round heavy 
bullet, and make it whiz through the air 
very swiftly, and go into the bear and 
kill him. 

But how do you think he was going 
to set fire to the povvder which was 
away down in the bottom of his gun, 
under the paper and the bullet? I will 
tell you how. There was a little hole, 
a very little one, in the side of his gun, 
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opposite where the powder was, and he 
put a little powder into that hole. The 
name of the hole is the touch-hole. 
Close by that hole there were some 
things fixed which would strike together 
and make sparks. They would strike 
together when he pulled a little thing. 
The little thing he pulled was the trig
ger. So that when he should · be all 
ready, and should have the gun point
ing at the bear, he would only pull the 
trigger, and that would make the flint 
and steel strike together, and that would 
make sparks, which would fall upon 
the powder in the little touch-hole, and 
it would burn in, quick, with a flash, and 
set the powder in the gun on fire, and 
that would drive the bullet out and 
make it whiz through the air and kill 
the bear. That is the way the man ex
pected to shoot. That is the way they 
always shoot. 
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- Just before he was ready to shoot, 
he always had to pull back the flint, so 
as to get the flint and trigger in the 
right place, and when he did this it 
would say click. This would be cocking 

his gun. Then it would be ready to 
fire. 

When the gun was all ready except
ing being cocked, the man put it on his 
shoulder and went off into the woods. 
He looked all about him, but for a long 
time he could not see any bear. At 
last he saw a strange looking thing up 
in a tree, among the leaves. 

"I wonder," said he, "if that is a 

bear." 
It looked rather strangely, and he 

could not tell what it was if was not a 
bear; so he thought he might as well 
shoot it. He accordingly took down 
his gun from his shoulder,, and pulled 
back the flint and heard it say click. 

M. 
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Then he pointed the gun up toward 
the strange looking thing in the tree, 
and he pulled the trigger. Crackle 
went the sparks, flash went the powder 
in the touch-hole, pop went the gun, 
whiz went the bullet through the air, 
and the man looked, expecting to see 
the bear fall down dead from the tree . 

Instead of that hP could see, when 
the smoke cleared away a little, that 
the strange looking thing appeared ex
actly as it did before. He went round 
a little to see it better, and what do you 
think it was? Why, it was only a 
crooked branch of the tree. 

"Ah," said he, "I made a mistake. 
I ought to have waited until I saw 
whether it moved. Bears move. Next 
time I will not fire at any thing unless 
it moves." 

So he went along a little farther, 
looking around on all the trees. At 
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last he saw something upon a tree, 
moving ; he thought that must be a 
bear. So he took his gun down quick 
off of his shoulder, and he pulled back 
the flint and it said click, and he pointed 
the gun up into the tree, and then he 
pulled the trigger. Crackle went the 
sparks, flash went the powder in the 
little touch-hole, pop went the gun, 
whiz went the bullet through the air, 
puff went the smoke, and the man looked 
expecting to see the bear fall down 
dead from the tree. 

Instead of that what do you think he 
saw'? Why, it was nothing but a little 
squirrel, with a long bushy tail, running 
away on a limb of the tree, as fast as 
he could go. What the 1nan saw 
moving was only the tip of his tail ; the. 
rest of him was round behind the tree, 
and he thought it was a bear round 
there. 

M2 
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"Ah,'' said the man, "I made ano
ther little mistake. Bears are black. 
This squirrel's tail is gray. I must not 
fire at any thing again unless it is 
black." 

So he walked along, looking about 
him carefully, and up into all the trees. 
By-and-by he saw something moving. 
He looked up and saw that it was black. 
It was the little tip of a black thing ; 
he could only see a little of it. The rest 
was round behind the tree. 

" Now " says the man '' I know I ' ' have found a bear; for it is black, and 
bears are black." 

So he loaded his gun and got it all 
ready. Click, said the lock when he 
cocked it. He pointed up towards the 
tree. In a minute he pulled the trigger, 
--flash wentthepowderin the touch-hole, 
pop went the gun, whiz went the bullet 
through the air, and the man looked, 
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expecting to see the bear fall down dead 
from the tree. 

Instead of that, what do you think he 
saw? Why, it was only a little black
bird, flying off through the branches as 
fast as he could go. The black thing 
which the man saw moving was only 
the blackbird's tail projecting out from 
behind the tree, and he thought it was 
a black bear round there. 

" Ah," said the man, "I made a mis
stake again. Bears are large, as well 
as black. This was very little. I must 
not fire at any thing again unless it is 
large as well as black." 

So he walked along looking about 
him carefully, and up into all the trees. 
By and by he saw something very 
strange. It was a little way up a tree, 
clinging to a branch. It was partly 
hid by the leaves, so that he could not 
see it very well, but he knew that it 

M3 
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was black, and it was large, and it was 
moving. 

"Now," says the 1nan, "I am certain 
I have found a bear, for it is large and 
black, and bears are large and black. 
Besides, it moves." 

So he loaded his gun and rammed 
down the bullet with his ramrod, and 
pulled back the flint. It said click. 
Then he knew that all was ready. He 
was sure of his bear this time, and he 
detern1ined to drag him home by the 
ears. 

He pointed his gun up at the large 
black thing and pulled the trigger. 
Flash went the powder in the touch-hole, 
pop went the gun, whiz went the bullet 
through the air, and the man looked, 
expecting to see the bear fall down 
dead from the tree. 

Instead of that a man came rushing 
out of the bushes, calling out, 
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'' Halloa, there,-what are you shoot-
ing my coat for?" 

The man was at first so 
that he could hardly speak. 
he said, 

"Who are you, sir ?'' 

astonished 
Presently 

" I am a wood-cutter. I came out 
here to cut wood, and I hung my coat 
on the tree; now you have shot a hole 
through it ! !'' 

" Is that your coat ?" 
"Yes;'' 
" I thought it was a bear.'' 
" A bear! ! "said the wood-cutter with 

astonishment. 
"Yes, I thought there were bears in 

the woods, and that they would come 
out and eat me up ; so I came to shoot 
one." 

"You silly man," said the wood-cut
ter. '' There are no bears in the woods 
near such towns as we live in. Besides, 
if there were, they never would come 
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out of the woods and eat people up. 
Nobody is afraid of bears but silly little 
children." 

JACK HILDIGO. 

JON AS used to sit down with Rollo 
very often and amuse him by telling 
him stories. The story which Rollo 
liked the best was the story of Jack 
Hildigo. The story of Jack Hildigo 
was a very curious one. The reason 
why I put it in this book is because it 
is very hard to read right, and you must 
read it aloud and distinctly till you 
learn to read it will. 

When Jonas told this story they 
called it playing Jack Hildigo. It took 
several children to play it well. Some
times when John and Samuel, who 
lived in another house, came over to 
play with Rollo , the would all sit down 
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together, on the platform, in the garden
yard, and have a fine time playing Jack 
Hildigo. 

Jonas would begin telling the story 
thus, the other children sitting all around 
him:-

,' 0 nee there was a boy, and his 
name was Jack Hildigo. One day he 
went round behind his father's house, 
and found there a great hole leading 
under the house. So he thought he 
would go into that hole, and see what 
was there. He went in under the house, 
but he found nothing. So he stood 
there, and began to growl like a bear, 
so, 

"u ,, -r-r, u-r-r, u-r-r. 
Here Jonas, who was telling the 

story, said, U-r-r, u-r-r, u-r-r, growling 
as much as he could like a bear. 

" Presently there came along a large 
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turkey, saying, Gobble-gobble-gobble. ' 
And the turkey said, ' I wonder what 
there is in that great black hole.' And 
the turkey said, ' Hark ! I hear a strange 
noise in that great black hole, some
thing growling like a bear. I wonder 
what it is growling like a bear." 

"So the turkey walked along and 
looked in, and he said, ' Oh, it is no
thing but Jack Hildigo. I am not 
afraid of Jack Hildigo. I will go in 
and gobble, while he growls like a 
bear.' 

"So the turkey went in and stood 
by the side of Jack Hildigo ; and the 
turkey said, Gobble-gobble-gobble, and 
Jack Hildigo growled like a bear; so." 

Jonas would say, U-r-r, u-r-r, u-r-r, 
growling like a bear, and Rollo would 
say, Gobble-gobble-gobble, gobble-gob
ble-gobble, gobble-gobble-gobble, three 
times· and no n1ore. This would make 
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Rollo laugh. Then Jonas went on with 
the story. 

"Byand by, there came along a duck, 
a waddling, quacking duck. And the 
duck said, ' I wonder what t.here is in 
that great black hole.' And the duck 
said, ' Hark ! I hear a strange noise in 
that great black hole, something growl
ing like a bear. I wonder what it is 
that is growling like a bear.' 

" So the duck walked along and 
looked in, and he said, ' Oh, it is 
nothing but Jack Hildigo and a turkey. 
I am not afraid of Jack I-Iildigo.' So the 
duck went in and stood by the turkey, 
and said, Quack-quack-quack, and the 
turkey said, Gobble-gobble-gobble, and 
.Jack Hildigo growled like a bear ; so." 

Here Jonas would say, U-r-r, u-r-r, 
u-r-r, and Rollo would say, Gobble, 
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gobble- gobble, gobble-gobble-- gobble, 
gobble-gobble-gobble, and John would 
say,Quack-quack-quack,quack-quack
quack, quack-quack-quack, all together, 
three times and no more. Here Jonas 
would go on with the story. 

'' By and by, there came along a 
dog, a large dog, a large black dog, 
with a bone in his mouth. And the 
dog said, ' I wonder what there is in 
that great black hole.' And when he 
came nearer, he heard a noise. And 
he said, ' Hark ! what noise is that? 
It is something growling like a bear.' 
So he walked along carefully, but when 
he got near the hole he said, ' Oh, it is 
only Jack I-Iildigo, and a turkey, and a 
duck! I am not afraid of Jack Hildigo, 
or the turkey, or the duck. I will go 
in and bow-wow-wow.' So he went in 
and stood by the side of the duck. 
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And the dog said, Bow-wow-wow, and 

the duck said, Quack-quack-quack, and 

the turkey said, Gobble-gobble-gobble, 

and Jack Hildigo growled like a bear ; 
so." 

Here Jonas would say, U-r-r, u-r-r, 

u-r-r, growling like a bear, and Rollo 

would say, Gobble-gobble-gobble, gob

ble-gobble-gobble, gobble-gobble-gob
ble; and John would say, Quack-quack

quack, quack- quack- quack, quack

quack-quack; and Samuel would say, 

Bow-wow-wow, bow-wow-wow, bow

wow-wow, three times and no more. 

This would make them all laugh, and 

then Jonas would go on with the story. 

'' In the yard of that house was a pig. 

He was lying down with his nose in the 

mud. And after lying there some time, 

he thought he would get up and take 

a walk. N 



134 JACK HILDIGO . 

'' So he w·alked along till he ca1ne 
round behind the house, and he saw a 
great hole in the wall. And he said, 'I 
wonder what there is in that great black 
hole.' And when he came nearer, he 
heard a noise, and he said,' Hark! what 
noise is that? It is something growling 
like a bear.' So he walked along care
fully, but when he got near the hole , 
he said, ' Oh, it is only Jack I-Iildigo. 
I am not afraid of Jack Hildigo. I 
,;vill go in and grunt while he growls 
like a bear.' " 

When Jonas got as far as this, in 
telling the story one day, he stopped 
and said he could not go any farther, 
for there was nobody to play pig. 
But he said if he could only get four or 
five more boys some time, he could tell 
a good deal further, and they should 
have a great deal more fun. 
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This is the end of the story about 
Jack Hildigo. 

HOW TO TREAT A KITTE . 

THERE ·was once a boy named James, 
and one day his father came home and 
said, " James, I have got something for 
you.P 

" What is it, father?" said James. 
" Oh, I will show it to you present

ly,'' said his father. 
" Where is it?" said James. 
'' It is in a little basket, which I left 

out in the other room." 
So when J ames's father had put away 

his hat and whip, he went out into the 
other room, and presently came in 
bringing a basket in his hands, which 
he was holding carefully by the handle. 

" Oh, let me see, let me see," said 
N2 
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James ; and he came up to his father 
and began to pull down the basket. 

This was wrong, for children ought 
never to attempt to pull any thing away 
from their father. It was foolish too, 
as well as wrong, for James could not 
succeed in pulling it away. The more 
he pulled, the higher his father held up 
the basket, until at last his father told 
him to let go. He obeyed. 

Then his father held the basket down 
low. He put it in a chair, and James 
stood by the side of it. He saw that 
there was a cloth spread over the top of 
it and tied round the basket. J ames's 
father untied the string, and unwound 
it, and then carefully lifted up the cloth, 
and James looked in and saw there a 
beautiful gray kitten. 

The kitten appeared afraid; she curl
ed down into a corner of the basket, 
and looked up as if she was frightened . 
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" Oh, father," said James, "let me 
take her out." 

" Well," said his father, "but do it 
carefully.'' 

So James put his hands in to take up 
the kitten ; but when she saw them 
coming, it frightened her more, and she 
jumped up to the top of the basket, 
and then leaped out upon the chair, 
and from the chair to the floor. She 
ran along the floor. At the same in
stant, James ran after her, holding out 
hands, saying, " Oh, catch her, catch 
her." His father only turned round 
quietly and shut the door. He was 
much wiser than Jarnes, for James's 
bustle and noise only made the kitten 
more frightened, while his father quietly 
did what would effectually keep the 
kitten from running away. ' 

" Now J arnes " said his .cather '' let 
' ' 1; ' 

the kitten stay there under the table a 
N3 
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minute or two, while I tell you some
thing. You see how frightened she 
looks. She is afraid you will hurt her. 
Now if you treat her very gently and 
kindly for a few days, and do not try 
to catch her at first, she will soon find 
out that you are her friend, and she will 
not be afraid of you. She will let you 
take her and play with her as n1uch as 
you please. But if you handle her 
roughly, or tease her in any way, she 
will be always wild.'' 

Then J ames's father went away. 
James stood a minute or two looking 

at his kitten, and then he thought he 
would go and catch her. So he walked 
along towards the table, and then stoop
ed down 'to take up the kitten, but she 
suddenly turned round and ran under 
the chairs, and hid behind a basket, jn 
one corner of the room. 

James ran after her. He pulled a ay 
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the basket, and saw the kitten for an 
instant crouching in a corner of the 
room, staring wildly at hi111, and evi
dently very 1nuch terrified. The moment 
she found that the basket was taken 
away, and that she was exposed again, 
she started off, ran directly across the 
room, towards a large clock which was 
in the opposite corner, and squeezed 
under it. 

James now did not know wbat to do. 
He could not move the great heavy 
clock. He put his face close down to 
the floor, and looked under, and he 
could just see the kitten's two shining 
eyes there, but he could not reach un
der to take her. 

" Ah," said he at last, " I know what 
I can do. I can go and get father's 
cane, and then I can poke her out.'' 
So hewent out into the entry and got the 
cane, and came back and began to thrust 
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it under and behind the clock. The 
poor kitten was much more frightened 
to hear this thumping around her, and 
to feel the great stick punching her 
sides ; so presently she darted out, ran 
across the room, and out through the 
door which James ,had left open. 

James followed her, brandishing his 
cane. Do you know what brandishing 
means? It is holding it up as if he 
were going to strike her. When he 
got to the entry, he found that the 
kitten was half way up stairs. He im
mediately began to go up as fast as he 
could, but she could go faster. She 
leaped up from step to step, then ran 
along the passage at the top until she 
reached the door leading tq the garret, 
which James saw, to his chagrin, was 
open a very little. 

Do you know what chagrin 1neans '? 
It means the feeling James had when he 
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saw that the garret door was open. 
What sort of a feeling do you think 
that was? 

The kitten squeezed through the open
ing of the garret door, and disappeared. 
James opened the door wide, and went 
up nearly to the top of the garret stairs, 
and looked into the garret. It was 
rather dark there, and the boards look
ed loose on the floor, and there were a 
great many boxes and barrels there, 
and James was afraid to go in. So he 
stood there and called, '' Kitty, kitty, 
kitty." But the kitten knew him by 
this time too well to come. 

Now James began to be sorry that 
he had not taken his father's advice, 
and treated his kitten more gently and 
kindly. He was afraid she was lost, 
and that he should never get her again. 

That night, at tea time, when his fa
ther had heard all about it, he reproved 
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James for his harsh and cruel .treat
n1ent of his kitten, and told him that 
he thought he deserved to lose her en
tirely. 

" Do you think I shall lose her en
tirely?" 

"No," said his father, "not this 
time. I think I can get her out of the 
garret." u 

" How ?" said James. 
'' Why, by kindness and gentleness. 

I shall draw her out by doing exactly 
the opposite to what you did to drive 
her in. But I do not believe it will 
do any good. I do not think you ,vill 
ever treat her kindly enough to make 
her trust you.'' 

James promised that he would ; 
but his father knew that he did not 
always keep his promises. 

That evening, J ames's father poured 
a little milk into a saucer, and he and 
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James carried it up to the garret and 
put it upon the floor, and then came di
rectly down again. The next morning 
they went up to look at it, and found 
that the milk was gone. They then 
brought down the saucer, filled it again, 
and carried it back. They stopped a 
minute to look round for the kitten, 
and presently they saw her behind a 
barrel. James wanted to go and catch 
her, but his father would not let him. 
His father said, '' Poor pussy, poor 
pussy," in a gentle, soothing tone, and 
put the saucer down where she could 
see it, and then led James away down 
stairs. When he went out that morn
ing he for bid James going to the garret 
till he came home. 

At noon they carried some more milk 
up, and the kitten came out a little way 
towards them~ 
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" There," said James's father, "do 
you not see the effect of kindness." 

He then put the saucer down, and 
went back with James a few steps, and 
stood still. The kitten came up to the 
saucer and began to drink the milk. 

"Now let us go and catch her,'' said 
James. 

"No,'' said his father. 
After the kitten had drunk all the 

milk, she ran back behind the barrel, 
and James and his father came down 
stairs. 

The next time they went up, they 
stood close by the saucer, and the kit
ten came up slowly and cautiously. 
J ames's father gently stroked her back 
while she was feeding, and James 
thought he was certainly going to catch 
her then. But he did not; he let her 
drink the milk and then go back be
hind the barrels. 
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" Why, father, are you not ever going 
to catch her ? '' said James. 

" Yes," said his father, " when the 
proper time comes;" and they went 
down stairs. 

The next time they came, the kitten 
can1e running out to meet them, and 
they held the saucer down. When she 
came near, Jarnes's father reached out 
his hand, and took her up gently, and 
said, '' Now we will carry her down 
tairs. '' 

" Let me carry her," said James. 
" Well, you may," said his father ; 

"but you must hold her very carefully." 
So James took the kitten, and his father 
took the saucer, and they went down 
stairs. They put the kitten and the 
saucer under the table, and very soon, 
though she seemed rather frightened at 
first, she began to drink. J ames's 

0 
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father forbid his touching her or doing 
any thing to her all day. 

Thus in a few days the kitten be
came quite ta1ne, and would let James 
play with her, but he soon began to 
handle her roughly again. He would 
pull her by the tai], and carry her 
about under his arm, and try to make 
her stand up on her hind legs, and do 
a great many other things, which he 
thought was very good fun for him, 
but which were very terrifying or pain
ful to her. The kitten became very 
much afraid of him. She would never 
let him play with her, or catch her, if 
she could possibly get away, and often 
in struggling to get away she would 
scratch his hands. Thus the kitten 
hated J aines, and James soon began to 
hate the kitten. 

" She is a cross, ugly, good for 
nothing old pus ," aid he one day. 
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" Very well,"-said his father, " then 
I will take her out of your way.'' 

So his father got the basket and put 
her gently in it, and he spread the cloth 
over it, and tied it down; James stood 
by looking sorrowfully. 

'' What are you going to do with her, 
father?" said he. 

'' I am going to take her out of your 
way. She shall never trouble you any 
more.'' 

Then J ames's father put on his hat, 
and took the basket and walked away. 

Some months afterwards James went 
to see Rollo. He found Rollo out on 
the platform, in the garden-yard. You 
remember the picture of the garden
yard. You can see the platform in the 
picture, if you look back. 

When James arrived at the house, 
and went through to the yard to see . 

0 2 
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Rollo, he found hi1n playing horse . 
He had a little wooden cart, very small, 
with a string tied to it, and was trotting 
about on the platform. And what do 
you think he had in the cart for a 
driver? Why, it was a little gray 
kitten! She was lying down in the 
cart with her fore paws resting on the 
front of it, and her chin resting on her 
fore paws, and she seemed to enjoy her 
ride very much. She looked so funny 
that James could not help laughing. 

" Oh, ,vhat a beautiful kitten!" said 
he. '' I wish I had such a kitten. I 
had one once, but she was not such a 
tame, good kitten as that,-she was an 
old, cross, ugly, good for nothing puss. 
She did nothing but scratch me. " 

, 

Now it happened that this was the 
very kitten which James had, though 
J a1nes did not knovv it . His father had 
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come and given it to Rollo. Rollo 
called her Ooty, and he made her gen
tle and tan1e by treating her kindly. 

OVERBOARD. 

Do you recollect what you read about 
J onas's raft in another part of this 
book? One day, when Jonas was 
going down to the brook with Rollo, 
there was the following dialogue be
tween Rollo's father and mother. 

Mother. I am afraid to have Rollo 
sail with Jonas on that raft, as he calls 

it. I am very much afraid he will get 
in, some day. 
, Father. I presume he will get in. 

Rollo's mother looked surprised. She 
thought it was strange that his father 
should let him go on the water, when 
he thought he probably would fall in . 

o3 
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Father. Perhaps I ought rather to 
say I think it not improbable that he 
will get in. 

Mother. Why then do you allow hi1n 
to go? 

Father. Because the water is not 
deep, and with Jonas with him, who is a 
strong and a faithful boy, I think he 
cannot be hurt ; and if he should grow 
careless and inattentive, and fall off 
the raft, it would do him a great deal 
of good. 

Mother. What good would it do 
him? 

Father. It would make him 1nore 
careful in future ; and besides, an ac- -
tual plunge into the water where it is 
deep enough to frighten a boy, will 
teach him more of the nature of water 
than an hour's talk to hirn about its 
properties. A fall off Jonas's raft n1ay, 
not very in1probably, be the n1ean of 
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saving his life, by 1naking hin1 careful, 
when he shall be exposed to real 
danger. 

Rollo's father was right; Rollo did fall 
off. One day, when he and Jonas were 
sailing up towards the bridge, Jonas 
was standing behind pushing, and Rollo 
was sitting on before. Rollo took up 
a long stick which was on the raft, and 
thought he would stand up and push 
too. Jonas stood with his back to 
him and did not see him. Rollo pushed 
his stick down into the water, but the 
bottom was further off than it seen1ed 
to be, and leaning over he lost his 
balance, and away he went all over 
into the water. In an instant Jonas 
plunged in after him, and dragged hin1 
out upon the bank. The raft, left to 
itself, floated down the stream. 

Rollo's n1other put on dry clothes, 

and when Rollo "'as warn1 again she 
··1id,-
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" Perhaps now you think I shall for
bid your going down to the brook again, 
but I shall not. You may go and sail 
again whenever you please." 

She knew that his experience would 
make him careful in future, without any 
censure from her. · 

THE ESCAPE. 
Do you know what escape 1neans ? 

There is a picture of an escape at the 
beginning of this book. It is the 
frontispiece. Look at the picture, and 
see if you can tell what the escape is. 

I will tell you the story. Once there 
was an old man, who had a basket of 
birds. He had caught the birds in a 
net, out in the woods, and was carrying 
them along the road. He was going 
to sell them. He expected to sell them 
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to some children, who would put them 
into cages and hang them up in their 
houses. The man walked along with 
his basket until he was tired. Then 
he sat down by the side of the road, and 
put his basket by his side, and leaned 
against a tree and went to sleep. You 
can see him in the picture. While he 
was there, resting himself and sleeping, 
some boys came along and two little 
girls with them ; and they thought 
they should like to see what he had got 
in his basket. So they came and lifted 
up the cover, and peeped in. Out 
flew the little birds and escaped. You 
can see them escaping through the air. 
Away they go very high. They are 
glad to get free again . . One of the 
boys is reaching up his hands and 
trying to catch them, but he cannot 
catch them-they are flying away, very 
high. I think they will light on the 
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tree, or fly away a great way off, and 
the poor man will never see his birds 
any more. I think he had better go 
into the woods and try to catch some 
more. 

OLD THINGS AND NEW 
THINGS. 

W HlCH is the prettiest, an old thing 
or a new thing? Oh, a new thing to be 
sure, you say. A beautiful new book, 
fresh from the booksellers, is a great 
deal prettier than an old, worn out, 
tattered book, that you have had a 
great while. 

Now there is one great n1istake that 
little boys • very often make. They 
think that books and other things be
come old and worn out, only because 
they have had them a long time ; but 
that i not the reason. I have seen a 
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great many books, beautiful books too, 
full of pictures, and they had been kept 
a great many years, and yet they were 
not old and worn out. They looked 
just as well as when they were fir t 
bought. Now I am going to explain 
to you here how you may keep your 
things so that they shall not become old 
and worn out. 

Suppose your father should bring you 
home a beautiful book with a red n10-
rocco cover, and full of pictures. It 
looks new and beautiful. Now look at 
the cover a 1noment. Do you suppose 
the cover is red all through? Suppose 
any body should cut the corner off of 
the cover, should you expect that it 
·would be red all through where they 
cut it ? It would not. It is only red 
outside. The red is very thin, very thin 
indeed, spread all over the outside of the 
cover. You n1ight take a knife and 
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scrape it off in a little spot, and see that 
it is very thin, and that it is some other 
colour underneath. Perhaps somebody 
will take some old book which is not 
good for much, and show you what I 
mean. You 1nust not try it upon any 
good books. 

Now suppose you should lay your 
red morocco book down upon the floor, 
and push it along, the floor would rub 
off a little of the red morocco. And 
then suppose that the next day you 
should lay it down on the stone steps, 
the rough stone would wear off more of 
the red morocco. And then suppose 
that you should lay it down open upon 
the table, or floor ; a little dust from 
the table or floor would stick to the 
leaves, and spoil their whiteness. And 
then suppose you should let your book 
fall from a chair; it would bruise one 
of the corners, and bend it up a little . 



SELLING A BOY. 157 

So if you go on a great many days, 
rubbing your book upon the floor, and 
throwing it about, and tumbling the 
leaves, after a short time the beautiful 
red colour of the cover would be worn 
off in spots, and the white paper would 
get soiled, and the corners very much 
bruised, and the book would begin to 
look old, and tattered, and torn. It 
would become an old worn out book, 
not because you had kept it so long, 
but because you had used it roughly. 

SELLING A BOY. 

ONCE there was a man who was very 
poor. He had to work very hard to 
get money ; but he found it very hard 
to get money enough to buy bread for 
himself, and his wife, and his little boy. 

p 
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So he thought he would go and see if 
he could not sell his little bov. He ., 

took him up in his arms and went out 
into the street, and walked along until 
he can1e to a shoe1naker's shop. He 
thought that perhaps the shoemaker 
,vould like to buy hi1n. 

So he stopped and looked in at the 
window, and said, 

" Shoe1naker ,-Mr Shoe1naker ,-do 
you want to buy a little boy?" 

And the shoen1aker said, '' Is it a 
good little boy?" 

And the man said, " Yes, he is an 
excellent little boy; he always obeys 
me exactly, and he is kind and gentle, 
and not troubles01ne, and he trjes to do 
right; if you buy him, by and by, when 
he grows up, he can work with you, and 
help you 1nake shoes.'' 

" Well,'' said the shoe111aker, " I will 
0 ·ive you a pound for hin1." 
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"A pound," said the man, thinking, 
" shall I take a pound for my little boy ? 
Then I should go home alone, and have 
nobody to play with n1e, and get up in 
my lap, and hear me tell stories. No, 
no, no, I will not sell my little boy for 
a pound.'' So he walked on. 

Presently he came to a carpenter's 
shop. He stopped at the window and 
said, 

' ·' Carpenter,-Mr. Carpenter,-should 
you like to buy a little boy?" 

'' A little boy ! '' said the carpenter ; 
" what sort of a boy is he ? " 

" Oh," said the man, "he is an ex
cellent little boy. I love him very 
much, but I have to sell him because I 
want some money . to buy 1ne some 
bread. But he is a good boy. He is 
obedient and faithful, and when he 
grows up, he can help you saw boards 
and drive nails . The shoemaker offer-

P 2 
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ed me a pound, but I could not sell him 
for a pound.'' 

"Well," said the carpenter, ·' I will 
give you ten pounds for him, for he looks 
like a pretty good boy." 

"Ten pounds," said the man, think
ing, "ten pounds. Shall I sell my little 
boy for ten pounds ? That would buy 
me a good deal of bread, but then I 
should not have any little boy. I should 
have nobody to come and meet me when 
I get home, or to sit still by my side 
when I am tired. No, no, no, I cannot 
sell my little boy for ten pounds." So 
he ]eft the carpenter's and walked on. 

The next place he came to was a 
n1ill. There was a great wheel spin
ning round and round in the water, 
and some carts filled with bags of 
wheat at the door. They were going 
to grind the wheat into flour. The 
n1iller came out to the door . His 



SELLING A BOY. }(jl 

clothes looked white. The man said to 
him, 

"Miller,-Mr. Miller, I have got a 
boy to sell. Do you want to buy him ?" 
As he _said this he showed the miller 
the little boy who was in his arms. 

" Is he a good boy, or a naughty 
boy?" asked the miller, " for I am sure 
I do not want to buy any naughty 
boys." 

" Oh, he is a very good boy," said 
the man. "He does not cry, only 
when he hurts himself, and then he 
stops crying as soon as he can. He is 
not cross, or fretful, or disobedient, or 
troublesome. I know you will like 
him, and he will help you a good deal 
in your mill.'' 

" Well," said the miller, " I think 
he is a good boy, and I should like a 
good boy in my mill very much. He 
could tie up the bags, and hold the 

P3 
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horses at the door. I will give you a 
hundred pounds for him.'' 

" A hundred pounds !" said the man ; 
" that is a good deal of money." I 
could buy a great many loaves of bread 
with a hundred pounds. I could buy 
bread enough to last me a year, and as 
long as the money should last I could 
have a fine time re.sting from all 1ny 
hard work. But then I should never 
see my poor little boy ~ny more. And 
then perhaps he would not be happywith 
the miller. He may have to work too 
hard, and perhaps some of the horses 
which he ·would have to· hold might 
kick him. No, I will not sell him to 
the miller for a hundred pounds, after 
all. I had rather carry him home, and 
work the harder." 

So he left the miller and walked on. 
He thought that perhaps somebody 
would give him more 1noney for his 
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boy. He walked on a little way and 
came to a large, beautiful white house 
by the side of the road. It belonged 
to a rich gentleman, who was standing 
at the door. 

He thought he would go and offer 
him to the rich gentleman. While he 
was hesitating, he looked into his little 
boy's face, and he was so pleasant) and 
looked so gentle and kind, that the man 
could not bear to sell him. 

'~ No no no " said he "I will not 
' ' ' ' sell my little boy at all. I have kept 

him a good while, and taken care of 
him, and I love him very much. No, 
I wjll not sell him. I will carry him 
home, and work very hard to get bread 
for him to eat. And he will be kind, 
and dutiful, and obedient, and when I 
grow old perhaps he will take care of 
me. No, no, I would not sell him for 
a thousand pounds.' ' 
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This is a fictitious story. It is writ
ten to teach children that if they are 
good, and kind, and obedient, their 
fathers will love them, and work hard, 
if necessary, to get them bread, and 
will not sell them, even if any body 
should offer then1 a thousand pounds. 

THE END . 
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