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DIRECTIONS. 

THE list of words prefixed to each lesson should be carefully 

pronounced before the lesson itself is studied: and it will tend to 

prepare the pupil still betler for reading the lesson with correctness 

and facility, if he be made to spell (without book) as well as to 

read every such introductory list. To smooth his way as much 

as possible, the accents have been marked; the silent consonants 

printed in italics (throughout the first section) ; and the long words 

divided into syllables. 

The few elliptical lessons, which will be found interspersed with 

the others, are designed to serve as an exercise to the judgment 

and sagacity of the scholar. He will be desired to fiJI up the 

blank spaces; and, to help him to the requisite words, these 

blanks are so regulated as to indicate the length of the words· 

The two" Lessons on Objects" have been introduced for a similar 

purpose; and the teacher will, of course, take care that the pupil 

shall be able to answer as well as read tile questions of which these 

lessons consist. 

It is not intended, however, that the child's understanding should 

be exercised only in these peculiar lessons. All the lessons will be 

found to afford ample materials for an intellectual as well as a 

moral exercise: and, though no questions have been added to 

assist the teacher in conducting this process, it is assumed that he 

will never neglect it. The explanatory and analytical mode of 

tuition, is of all others that which is best adapted at once 10 secure 

the rapid progress of the scholar and to sustain the interest of the 

preceptor: And no intelligent Wachcr can have any difficulty in 

suggesting and framing " questions for ~xamination" far more 

pertinent and applicable than those Ihat are to be found in school­

books. 
A2 



'rHE 1'HIRD READING BOOK. 

SEC'rIO~ I. 
LESSONS ON THE POWERS OF THF. LETTERS IN 

COl\JBI:\,ATIDN. 

a (long). 
Ape, ale, ate, ace, baLe, bake, p~le, fame, facp, tnpe, 
tame, lalce, lame, lane, lace, malle, mate, Jane, mane, 
make, rate, game, poge, waue, \\'~\'l>, sh~me, spade, snake, 
blame, plate, place, slate, brave, grate, graze, whole, able, 
taLle. 

a (short). 
At, an, am, ash, bad, bat, bag, pad, pat, pan, fat, fan, 

vat, van, Dan, tax, 3at, lap, lad, map, mad, mat, man, 
nag, ral, ram, Sam, ran, g~l, had, hal, bam, jam, \Vag, 
wax, than, thaI, chat, balh, ~p~m, plall, flag, flax, glad, 
hrag, adJ, ns<, gla~~, back, pack, jack, damp, lamp, anu, 
band, apple. 

a (middle). 
Are, bark, park, dark, harley, farmer. 

a (broau). 

All, tall, gall, small, salt, malt, water, was, want, 
warm. 

e (long). 

1\le, we, yf', he, Ii.', S:I", Eve, mete, cede, these. 
e (,;horl). 

Beu, pet, pen, peg, fcJ, vex, den, ten, set, led, let, met, 
nlen, net, red, get, hen, jet, web, wet, yes, step, ehb, 
egg, bell, tell, sell, well, ble"s, when, deck, neck, 
meddle, nettle, pebble, vest, nest, west, pelf, self, shelf, 
helu, belt, elm, senJ, lend, mend, spend, lellt, wept, 
hemp. 
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e (like a in air). 
EI'e, there, where. 

i (long). 
Pic, die, tie, lie, ire, ice, bite, pipe, pike, fiV'e, file, 

fine, vine, dive, dine, tile, time, siue, life, lime, line, like, 
mile, nine, nice, ripe, ride, hive, hide, kite, wipe, 
wife, wiue, wine, shine, spine, spite, smite, priue, 
drive, twine, swine, quite, quiet, white, Bible, mind, kind, 
blind. 

i (short). 
In, it, is, if, bid, bit, big, pit, pig, fit, fig, fix, dip, did, 

dim, dig, tin, sip, sit, sin, six, lip, lid, gig, him, his, hit, 
wit, win, wig, this, ship, chip, chin, pith, with, fish, dish, 
wish, rich, spin, skim, skip, trip, In ig, twin, swim, 
quil, whip, lisp, mist, disk, gilt, silk, milk, mint, ink, 
pink, drink, lift, ring, king, wing, thing, spring, middle, 
little. 

i (befiJre r). 
Sir, stir, bird, dirt, thirst, squirt, girt, first, birth, 

birch. 

. 0 (long). 

No, go, 10, so, ho, wo, foe, doe, toe, roe, hoe, woe, 
oile, bone, pole, poke, sole, mope, note, nose, robe, 
rope, rode, hope, hole, home, joke, yoke, stone, slope, 
globe. 

o (short). 
On, or, ox, pox, pod, pot, fox, dot,· dog, lop, sob, sad, 

Bol,'lot, lng, mob, mop, nod, not, rob, rod, God, got, hop, 
hot, hog, jot, yon, shop, shot, spot, stop, blot, plot, drop, 
frog, off, rock, flock, frock, lost, frost, pond, fond, oft, 
soft. 

(middle). 
Do, to, move, prove, lose, whose, who, whom. 

o (broed). 
For, nor, lord, short, horn, storm, for1t, horse. 
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o (like short u). 

DOle, love, gluve, some, done, none, son, won. 

a (like, u before r). 

\\' 01 k, word, IYOrm, wurlJ. 

u (long). 
Due, liue, use, fume, dupe, duke, tune, lute, Illute, 

mule, tube, June, flute. 

u (short). 
Up, us, bud, put, bUll, flln, fur, dun, Jug, dux, tub, 

tug, Slip, sum, SUIl, muJ, rub, run, p,UIl, hut, hum, jug, 
hll,dl, such, much, snup, plum, pun, dull, buck, duck, 
struck, dust, mu~t, trust, thrust, dUl>k, hunt, pump, jump, 
:;lump, turf, dung. 

u (middle). 

Put, bruk, rude, rule, truce, bull, full, bush, (ruth. 

y (long). 
By, my, thy, shy, rye, try, pry. 

y (~hort). 
YeTY, city, lazy, silly, pretty, sorry, safety, surely. 

long a, e, i, 0, and u, (befure r). 
D:.tre, hare, share, mere, here, fire, wire, quire, ore, 

bore, tore, sore, more, wore, shore, pure, sure. 

ee. 

See, weep, steep, sheep, beef, need, meed, sweet, eel, 
feel, green, week, cheek, fleece, sweeten. 

oi oy. 
Oil, boil, soil, broil, spoil, join, point, joint, moist, hoist, 

noise, choice, boy, toy, joy. 

ow ou. 

Bow, wow, vow, sow, how, owl, howl, growl, town, 
loud, shout, south, round, hound, hotlse, vowel. 

Sour, power, flower. 
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ai ay. 

Wait, pail, hail, snail, main, rain, pay, day, Bay, may, 
hay, play, stay, Sunday, remain. 

Air, fair. 

aw au, 
Awe, daw, saw, law, raw, shawl, dawn, yawn, daub, 

sauce. 

QO. 

Too, food, good, wood, boot, foot, root, wool, broom, 
moon, book, look, brook, goose. 

Poor, boor. 

ew. 
Ewe, few, dew, new, hew, yew, blew, flew, grew, 

hewn. 

ea. 
Pea, tea, sea, leave, read, eat, meat, peat, wheat, lean~ 

speak, beast, teach. 
Ear, hear. 

oa. 

Loaf, toad, load, road, boat, throat, foam, oak, soak. 
Roar, soar. 

ei ey. 

Veil, vein, rein, they, prey, grey. 
Their, theirs. 

c (soft and hard). 

Cell, cellar, cedar, cite, face, race, mice, nice, price, 
BcisRors, scytlle, 

Can, core, corn, coat, cow, cut, cure, scale, scorch, 
Bcum, claw, cloth, crawl, cream, fact, cuckoo. 

g (hard and soft). 

Gas, got, gone, gum, g1m. 
Gem, genius, age, pagl', cage, wage, judge, gin, giant, 

elegy. 



Fa/-ther 
La~t 
Breathe 
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GOD MADE ALL THINGS. 

Heav/·en 
Weal' 
Friends 

Owe Chriat Right Would 
Know Walk Ought Strength 
Praise Taught Could Clothes 

Gorl made me. It is he that keeps me in life; and to 
him lowe all the good tbings in my lot. He gives me 
the air that I breathe, the food that I eat, the clothes that 
I wear, the home that I dwell in, the friends th'lt are dear 
to me. But more than all thi~, he has made himself 
known to me, as my God and Father in heaven. He 
has sent Christ 10 save me from my sins. He gives me 
his worJ, to tell me of all that is best for me to know; 
and, by his grace, I am taught to read it. 0 how good 
is God to me! I wish I could love him, and praise him, 
and serve bim, as I ought to do. I will pray to him that 
he would help me to do so; that he woulll keep me from 
all sin; that he would give me strength to walk in the 
right way; that he would be with me when I Jie; and 
that, at last, he would take me to the rest anJ joy which 
shall never come to an end. 

Spark/-ling 
AI/"ways 
Wa/-ter 
1-Vere 
BlinJ 
On/-Iv 
Forth 
Earth 
Head 

WHAT IS MY NAME? 

Pierc '-ing 
You 
Your 
Win/,dow 
Hol/,low 
Cruws 
Glo/-ri·ous 
Fruit 
Beau'-ti-ful 

Corn 
Com/ing 
Can/-not 
Whole 
Bright 
Light 
High'·er 
Should 
Wrap 

Sil/.ver 
Noon/-day 
Daz/-zle 
Ea/-gle 
Go/.ing 
Morn/.ing 
Sweet/-Iy 
Bod/-v 
A-w;y' 



Death 
Crea'-ture 
Great 
Eye 

Rise 
Hous'-es 
Caves 
Cock 

1l 

Trav'-el-Iel' 
G"IJ'-en 
Ri'-pen 
Some'.-time~ 

Them-selves 
Li'-on 
Til-ger 
Eng'-Iand 

Tell me, chilJ, what I am and what is my name. 
I rise in the east; and when I rise, then it is day. I 

look in at your windvw with my great gulden eye, and 
tell you when it is time to get up ; I do not shine for you 
to lie in your bed and sleep, but I shine fur you to get up 
and work, llnd read, and walk about. I am a great 
traveller; I travel all over the sky; I never stop; and 
I am never tired. I 'have a erown upon my head of 
bright beam~, and I send forth my rays every where. I 
shine upon the trees and the hOllses, and upon the water; 
and every thing looks sparkling and heautiful when I 
shine upon it. I give you light, and I give you heat. I 
make the fruit ripen, and the corn ripen. I am up very 
high in the skr, higher than all trees, higher than the 
clouds. If I were to come near you, I should scorch you 
to death, and 1 should burn lip the grass. Sometimes 1 
take off my crown of bright rays, amI wrap up my head 
in thin silver clouds, and then you may look at me ; but 
when there are no cloud8, and I shine with all my bright­
ness at noon-day, you cannot look at me, for I should daz­
zle your eyes, and make you blind. Only the Eagle can 
look at me then: the Eagle with his strong piercing eye 
can gaze upon me always. And whim I am going to rise 
in the morning and make it day, the Lark flies up in the 
slty to meet me, and sings sweetly in the air, and the Cock 
crows loud to tell every body that I am coming: but the 
Owl and the Bat flyaway when they see me, and hide 
themselves in old walls and hollow trees: and the Lion and 
the Tiger go into their dens and caves, where they sleep 
all the day. I shine in all plnces. I shine in Ellgland, 
and in France, and in Spain, aud all over the earth. I 
am the mo~t beautiful and gwrious creature that can be 
seen in the whole world. What am I, chilli, and what is 
my name 'I 

MRS BARBAuLD. 



12 

COUNSELS TO CHILDREN. 

'Want Grieve Pa'-rents As-sist 
Fa'-ther Troub'-Ic In-struet' Re-mem'-ber 
Quar'-rel Com'-fort Pro-vide' Broth'-ers 
Har'·mo-ny Give Pit',ty Sis'-ters 
Who Tease Ten'-der-Iy An'-gry 
Love Night Ev'-el-y An-oth'-cr 
Health lVIoth'-er A'-ble Suf'-fereed 

LOVE your father and mother. Who are so kind to you 
as your parents? Who take so mnch pains to indruct you? 
Who provide food for you, and clothes, and warm beds to 
sleep on at night? When you nre ~ick, and in pain, who 
pity you, anu tcnuerly wait upon YOll, and nurse you, and 
pray to God to give you health, antI >trergth, and eVa 
ery good thing 1-If YOllr parents are sick, or in trouble, 
do all YOll can to comfort them. If they are poor, work 
very hard, that YOll may be able to assist them. Remem .. 
bel' how much they have done and ButTered for you. 

Love your brothers and sis',ers. Do not tease nor vex 
them, nor call them names; and never let your little hand~ 
be raised to strike them. If they have allY thing which 
you would like to have, do not be angry with them, or 
want to get it from them. If you ha\'c any thing they 
like, share it with them. Your parents grieve \, he:! they 
see you quarrel; they love YOll all with dear love; and 
they wish you to love one another, and to live in peace 
and harmony. 

Stars 
Hard'-Iy 
Fast 
Move 

THE GLOW-WORM. 

One Know 
Glow'.worm Wild/-fire 
Coun'-tries Can',dle 
Does Fai'·ries 

In'·sects 
Sum'-mefS 
E'-ven-ing'l 
To-geth'.er 
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WHAT is that spot of green light under the hedge? See, 
there is another, and another! Ah, they move! How fast 
they run about! Is it fire 1 It is like wild· fire ; they are 
like little stars upon the ground. 

Take one of them in your hand j it will not burn yo II. 
How it moves about in my hand; my hand has fire in 

it. What is it 1 , 
Bring it into the house j bring it to the candle. 
Ah, it is a little worm; it hardly shines at all now. 
It is called a glow-worm. 
Do not you know the song of the fairie~ 1 

And when the sun does hid his head, 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed, 

In some countries there are insects which fly about in 
the summer evenings, and give a great deal mOl'e light 
than the glow-worm; you may see to read by two or three 
of them together. They are called fire· flies. 

Star 
Dark 
Light 
Spark 
Gone 

MRS, BARBA ULD. 

THE STAR. 
A-bove' Night 
Though Twin'-kle 
Through Won'-der 
Show Di'-a-mond 
Know Blaz'-irtg 

TWINKLE, twinkle, little star j 
How 1 wonder what you are! 
Up above the world so high, 
Like a diamond ill the sky. 

When the blazing Slln is gone, 
When he nothing shines upon, 
Then you show your little light 
Twinkle, twinkle all the night. 

Then the traveller in the dark 
Thanks you for Yiur tiny I!park ; 
He could not see which way to go 
If you did not twinkle so. 

B 

Up-on' 
Noth/-ing 
Ti'.ny 
Oft-ten 
Win'-dow 
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In the dark blue f.'ky YOIl keep, 
Yet often through my window peep; 
For you never shut your eye. 
Till the sun is in the sky. 

As your hright but tiny spark 
Lights the traveller in the dark, 
Though I know not what you are, 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star. 

JANE TAYl.OR. 

THE PLUMCAKES. 

'Was l\Iam-ma' Once Thought 
Large AI'-most Again' Mould'-y 
Par'-eel First Beard Fel'-low 
Pa-pa' SpOit Court PII'·low 
Throw Clev'-er Be·hold' Sor'-ry 
School'-fd·lows Sweet'-meats Sev'-er-al Mer'-ri·l.,-
To-mar' row Su'-gar Nib'-bled Fid'-dler 
Gnaw'-ed Pres'-ent-ly O-blig'-ed Be-calise' 
Knife Some'-bod-y Let'-ter HIIII' gry 
Wrill·ten Cam'·o-mile With-in' Din'ners 
School Bit'-ter Sil'.ly Sup'-pers 
Sto'-ry Prel'-ty Sli'-ly In-tend 'oed 

I "ILL tell you a story. 
There \\a8 a lillIe boy whose name w[\s Harry; nnd 

his pnpa and mamma Fent him to ~ehool. Now, Harry 
was a clever fellow, and lowd his book; and he got to be 
first in his class. So his mamma made a nice cake for 
him, and sent it to the school. It was very large, and 
stuffed fllll of plums and sweetmeats, and iced all over 
with 'Sugar. When little Harry saw it he jumped about 
for joy; and he hardly stayed for a knife tv Cllt a piece, 
but gnawed it like a little dng. So he ate till the bell rang 
for school, and after school he ate again, and ate till lie 
\Vent to bed; nay his bedfellow t"ld me that he laid his 
cahe under his pi!low, and sat up in the night to eat some. 
So he ate till it was all gone.-Bul presently after, this 
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little boy was very sick and ill ; antI somebody said, Harry 
has had a rich cake, and ate it all up very soon, and that 
has made him ill. So they sent for Dr. Camomile, and. 
and he gave him I do not know how much bitter stuff. 
Poor Harry did not like it at all, but he was forced to talte 
it, or else he would have died. 

Now, there was another boy, who was one of Harry's 
sclloolfellows; his name was Peter Careful. And Peter 
had written his mamma a very neat pretty letter-there 
was not one blot in- it all. So his lJIamma sent him 
a cake. Now Peter thought within himself, I will not 
make myself sick with this good calte, as silly Harry dill ; 
I will keep it a great while. So he took the cake up 
stairs. And he locked it up in his box, and once a-day 
he crept slily up stairs, and ate a very little piece, and then 
locked his bo~ again. So he kept it several ,,,eelts, and 
it was nat gone, for it was very large; but behold! the 
mice gat into his box and nibbled. Fome. And the cake 
grew dry and mouldy, and at last was good for nothing at 
all. So he was obliged to throw it away, and. nobody was 
sorry for him. 

Well; there was another little boy at the same school, 
whose name was Billy. And one day his mamma sent 
him a cake. So, when the cake came, Billy Faid to his 
schoolfellows, I have got a cake, come let us go ami eat 
it. So they came about him like a parcel of bees; and 
BIlly took a slice of cake himself, and then gave a piece 
to one, and a piece to another, till it was almost gone. 
Then Billy put the rest by, and said I will eat it to-morrow. 
So he went to play, and the boys all played together very 
merrily. But presently after an old blind fiddler came 
into the court; he had a long white beard; and because 
he was blind, he had a little dog in.a string to lead him. 
So he came into the court, and sat down upon a stone, 
snd said, My pretty lads, if you will, I will play you a 
tune. And they all left off their sport, and carne and 
stood_round him. _ And Bijly saw that while he played 
the tears ran down his cheeks. A nd Billy said, Old man, 
why do you cry 1 And the old man said, Because I am 



16 

very hungry-I have nobody to gi\'e me any dinners or 
8uppers-I have nothing in the world but this little dog; 
and I cannot work. If I could work I would. Theil 
Billy went, without saying a word, and fetched the rest 
of his cake, which he had intended to have eaten another 
day; and he said, Here, old man; here is some cake for 
you. And Billy put it into his hat. And the fiddler 
t!1anked him, and Billy was more glad than if he hau 
eaten ten cakes. 

Pray which do you love best: Harry, or Peter, or Billy ~ 
MRS. BARBAULD. 

METALS. 

Watrh Half Rust'-y Ba'-sin 
Forge Knives Ver'-di-gris Can'-is-ter" 
Put" Plough 1'-ron Re-flec'-Iol' 
Bul'-Iets Ex-ceed'-ing Po'-ker Quick' -~il-ver 
Heav'-y Pic'-ture Shay' el Ba-rom / -e-ter 
Lead Thin/-lier Melt/-ed 1\let'-aI8 
:~hocs Pa' per An'-viI Six/-pen-ces 
Duors Sil'-ver Ham'-mer Sauce'-pan 
(\,l'-our Shil'-lings Black'-smith Can'-dle·stick 
Yel'-low Cop'-I'er Sris'·sors Wheth'-er 
Bel' 101\"" Ket't!c Cis'·tern With-out' 
Sov'· er-eignsLook 'ing· glass Al'-most Red-bot' 

GOLD is of a deep yellow colour. It is very pretty and 
bright; amI it is exceeding heavy_ Sovereigns are made 
"f gold; and half-sovereigns. This watch is gold; anu 
the looking-gla~s frame, and the picture frames, are gilt 
with gold. Here is some leaf-gold. What is leaf· gold ? 
It iti gold beat very thin; thinner thauleaves of paper. 

Silver is white and shining. The spoons are silver; 
antI crowns, and half-crowns, and shillings, and sixpences, 
are ma,le of silver. 

Copper is red. The kettle 3ml pots are made of cop­
per; and brass is made of copper. Brass is bright and yel_ 
tow, like gold almost. Thi~ saucepan is made of brass; 



anJ the lock':! upon the doors, and this candlestick. What 
is this.green upon the saucepan 1 It it! rusty; the green is 
verdigris; it would kill you if you were to eat it. 

Iron is very hard. It is not pretty; but 1 do not know 
what we should do without it, [ai' it makes us a great many 
things. Go anti ask the cook iVhether she can roa8t her 
meat without a spit. But the spit is made of iron; and 
80 are tongs, and the poker, aud shovel. Go anti ask 
Dobbin if he can plough without the ploughshare. ae 
liays No, he cannot. But th.e ploughshare is made of iron. 
Will iron melt in the fire? Put the poke I' in and try. 
Well, is it melted 1 No: bu.t it is redhot, and soft; it will 
bend. tron will melt ill a very hot fire when it has been 
in a great while •. Come let us go to the smith's shop, 
What is he doing? He has a forge: he blows the fire witl1 
a great pair of bellows to make the iron hot. Now he 
beats it with a hammer. Now he takes it out with the 
tongs, and puts it upon the anvil. How hard he works! 
The sparks fly about; pretty bright ~parks. What is the 
blacksmith making 1 He is making nails, and horse-

. shoes, and a great many things.-Steel is made of iron, 
and lmives and scissors are made of steel· 

Lead is soft a.nd very heavy. Here is a piece; lift it. 
The spout is lead, and the cistern is lead, a.nd bullets are 
made of lead. Will lead melt in the 6.re 1 Try; put some 
on the shovel; hold it over the fire. Now it is all melted. 
Pour it into this basin of water. How it hisses! What 
reetty things it has made !. 

Tin is white and soft. It is bright toQ. The canisters, 
and the dripping-pan, and the reflector, are all covered 
with tin. 

Quicksilver is very bright like silver j and it is very 
heavy. See how it runs about! you cannot catch it. 
You cannot pick it up. There is quicksilver in the bare­
meter. 

Gold, Silver, Copper, I~n, Lead, Tin, Quicksilver, ar6 
all Metals.-They are all Jug out of the ground. 

MRS. BARBAULD. 

B2 
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MORE COUNSELS TO CHILDREN. 

Harm Dumb He·lie\'e' Fault 
Pull Re-Iat', ing De-ny' A-muse' 
Al'-tel' Ex-act'-Iy AfraiJ' An '-i-rnals 
Un-truth, In-vent' Pun'.ish Rea'-son 
Crea' ·tures For-got'-ten Sel'-dom But'-ter-flies 
Heard Per'-son8 An'-gry Com'-fort-a-ble 
Peol-ple Con-sid'-er Speak'-ing Cru'-el 
.:'I..c'-tions Prom'-i~e Al'-ways Pret'-ti-er 

NEVER tell an untruth.-When you are rela.ting any 
thing that you have seen or heard, tell it exactly as it was. 
Do not alter, or invent, any part, to make,'us you may 
think, a prettier story: if you have forgotten any part, say 
that you have forgotten it. Persons who love the truth, 
never tell a lie, even in jest. 

Consider well before you make a promi~e. IfYOll say 
you will do a thing, and yeu do it nut, you will tell a lie: 
and who then will trust or believe you 7 

When you have uune wrong, Jo not deny it, even if 
you are ali'aid you will be punished for it. If you are 
sorry for what you have done, and try to do so no more, 
people will very selJom be angry with you, or punish you. 
They will love you for speaking the truth; they will think 
that they may always believe what YOII say, since they 
find you will not tell a lie, even to hide a fault, and to 
prevent yourselves from being puni~heJ. 

Never amuse yourselves with giving pain to any body, 
not even to dumb creatures. A great many animals are 
killed because we want their fle~h for foou; anu a great 
many are killeu, because, if we were to let them live, 
woulu do us harm: but I can see no reason that little boys 
or girls shuul~ kill flies, or pull off their wings or legs; or 
catch butterflles, and crnsh them to death; or steal young 
birds from their soft, warm, comfortable nest~; or whip 
and beat horses and asses, till their siues bleeu, and are 
very sore; or do any cruel actions. 
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WHAT CA.:'LE OF FIRI~G A GU~ 

Ah Dead Clos'-ing CuU-ting 
Harm'-less Breast Fright'-ful Whis'·iled 
Falls Thought Vict'-ual$ Mu'-sic 
Bird Througlt l\lorn'-ing Spring'-ing 
Health'-y Youllg Peo'-ple Sor'-rows 

AH ! there it falls, and now 'tis uead, 
The shot went through its pretty heau, 

And broke its ~hining wing! 
How dull anu dim its closing eye~ ! 
HulY cold, and stiff, anu still it lies, 

Poor harmless little thing! 

It was a brk, anu in the ~ky 
In mornings fine it mounted high, 

To sing a merry song; 
Cutting the li·esh anu healtby air, 
It whistled out its music there, 

As light it skimm'd alor'g. 

H(lW little thought its pretty breast, 
This morning when it left it::; ne~t, 

Hid in the springing corn, 
To find some victuals fClr its young, 
Anu pipe away its morning song, 

It never should return. 

Poor little biru !-IC people knew, 
The sorrows little birds go ~hrougil, 

I think that even bop; 
Would never call it sp"rt and fun, 
To stanu and fiQ:l a frightful gun 

For nothing but the noi~e. 

JA':'iE TAYLOr,.. 
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THE DOG. 

Charg~ Ca-ress' es 
Fall-en Ab'-sence 
Roll Bun'-dle 
Haljr-pell-nyCar'-ri-ed 
Taught A-gD' 
Eas,-j Iy Ba'-ker 
U:le'-ful Beg' gar 
AHach'-ed Ma,,'-ler 

Va'-ri-oui! 
Ser'-vice 
:Mas'tiff 
Point'-er 
En-a'· bled 
Sportti'-man 
Hunl'·er 
Wht;th'-er 

Pur-su'-ing 
Sail'· or~ 
Shep'-herd 
To-geth' er 
Faith'ful 
An'-i-mal 
Ed'-in-burgh 
Grey'-hound 

THE dog has more sense than most other beasts; he can 
very eaoily be taught; and is IUO:>t useful, as well as most 
attached to man. How well he knows his master, amI 
how kindly he runs up to him and caresses him, even 
after long absence! You have all seen< dogs taught to carry 
their master's stall; or-his bundle, and to do a great mallY 
other things of the same kind. Not long ago there was a 
Jog in Edinburgh, whidl every day at the same hour, 
carried a halfpenny in his mouth to a bakel"" shop, and 
brougbt back a roll in the same way for his dinner. You 
have often seen a beggar's dog lead his blind ma:lter 
through the streets. There are various kind3 of U('gs, 
which are of service to man. The Mastiff and the Bull. 
dog watch our houses and shops; the Pointer, or setting­
dog, by !Jis nice smell, is enabled to let the sportsmen 
know whether his game be at hand j the Foxhound, by 
his speed is of use to the hunter in pursuing the fox, and 
the Greyhound in pursuing the hare; the Water dog has 
often been of use to sailors, by saving their lives when 
they have fallen into the sea; and the Sheep-dog is of 
more service to the shepherd, in enabling him to lleep his 
flock together, than even a great many boys would be. 

It would be well, if all little boys and girls were as kind 
to those who have the charge of them, as this faithful an­
imal is to his master. 

Hal'-ter 
Gath'-er 

THE WAY TO CATCH A PONY. 

Pranc'· ing 
Whith'-er 

Free'-dom 
Long'-er 

Re-mem'-ber 
Nei'-ther 



Mead'-ow 
Sieve 
Troub'le 
Un-fali'tdn 
Po'-ny 

Dis/-tance 
Qui'-et-Iy 
Feed/-ing 
Bri'-dle 
En-joy' 
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Sud'-den-Iy Hand/-fuls 
GaP-lop-ed Com'-mon 
Luck/-y Emp'-ty 
With-in' Can' -ter-ing 
How-ev'-er Cheat'-ed -

WILLY went to unfasten his pony; but when he got to 
the tree to which he had tied him, he found that Coco 
had unfastened himselr, and had gone prancing away he 
knew not whither. After hunting about for some time, 
he saw him at a distance, quietly feeding 011 the grass. 
He ran up to him, but just as he [lut out his hand to catch 
hold of the bridle, Coco, who wished to enjoy his freedom 
a little longer, turned suddenly round, kicked up his hind 
leg~J and gollopeJ away. Willy thought himself lucky 
not to have been within reach of his heels when he kicked 
up; however, he was quite at a loss what to do. At last 
he remembered that when the/any \\as at grass in the 
meadow, and the groom wishe to catch him, he put a 
little corn into the Ilieve, and held it out to the pony, till 
he could put a halter over his neck. Now, it is true that 
Willy had neither sieve, corn, nor halter. " But then," 
he said, "the pony will eat grass as well as corn; my 
hat will serve for a sieve; and as for a halter, I shall not 
want one, for the pony has his bridle on, and I can catch 
hold of that." So he gathered a few handfuls of grass, 
and put them into his hat. 

A man, who was digging in the common, asked him,_ 
what he was going to do wilh the grass t Willy told him, 
it was to catch his pony. "Oh, then," cried the man, 
" you need not take so much trouble j if you hold out your 
hat empty, it will do just as well; for the pony cannot see 
that the hat is empty till he comes close up to it ; and then 
you may catch hold of the bridle while he is looking into 
!hehat." "But ~hat would be cheating him," cried Willy; 
"and I will not cheat any body j no, not even a beast." 
" Well said, my good boy," replied the man, "Besides," 
added Willy, "If I chel2ed bim once, he would not 
believe me another time." He then went up to his pony, 
and held out his hat j the pony came quietly up to him, 
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and Willy seixed hold ofhis bridle, and wad soon canter-
ing home on hill back. MRS . .\lARCET. 

THE HUMAN FAMILY. 

Strang'-ers Built VII'-Iage Dif'-reL'-ent 
Swarm Mon'-art:h A-mid~t' Cli'-llIate~ 
Tall Kneel Ex-tent' Hil'-Iock 
Wo'-man IsI'-ands Coun'-try Cov'-er 
Rul'-er Chil'dren King'-tlolll Pro-teet' 
Bread Fam'-i ly l\1ouflt'-ains Ne' gro 
Pleas'-ant B~-nealh' Di-vid'-ecl Cap-tiv'-i-ty 
Earth U-nit'-ecl In-i1ab'-i-tants A-midst' 
Co'-coa Re-joice' L1n'-gunge Hun'-dred 
Fruit Jus'-lice Con'-ti-nent Na'-tions 
Buy Com'-pa-ny To-gl:th'-er En-clos'-ed 

THE father, the mother, and the children, make a family; 
they all dwell in one house; they sleep beneath one roof; 
they eat the sa llIe bread; tl16Y kneel down together alld 
praise God, every night and every morning, with one 
voice ; they are very closely united, amI are dearer to 
each other than any strangers. If one is sick they mourn 
together; and if anyone is happy, they rejoice together. 

Many houses are built together; lllany larr.ilies live near 
one another they meet together 01 the green, and in pleas­
ant walks, and to buy ana sell, and in the house of JUdtiee, 
and the sound of the bell calleth thelll to the house of God, 
in company. This is a village ; see where it stana" 
amidst the Irees, and the tall spire peeps above the trees. 
If there be many housp-~, it is a town. 

Many towns, and a large extent of country, make a 
kingdom; it is enclosed by mountains ; it ia divided by 
rivers; it is washed by seas; the inhabitants thereof am 
fellow-countrymen; they speak the same language; they 
make war ana peace together,-a king is the ruler tllere­
of. 

Many kingdoms and countries full of people, and is­
lands, and large continents and different climates, maIm up 
this whole world. The people swarm on the face of it 
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like ants upon a hillock j s<.ome are black with the hot sun; 
some cover themselves with furs again~t the sharp cold; 
some drink of the fruit of the vine; some of the pleasant 
milk of the cocoa-nut; and others quench their thirst 
with the running stream. 

All are God's family; He knoweth every one of them, 
liS a sheppard knoweth his flock; they pray to him in 
different languages, but he understandeth them all. None 
are so mean that he will not protect them. 

Negro woman, who sittest pining in captivity, though 
no one pitieth thee, God seeth thee: call upon him 
from amidst thy honds, lor he will hear thee. 

Monarch, who rulest over a hundred !llates, boast not 
thyself as though there was none above thee: God is 
ahove thee, and if thou doe~t ill he will punish thee. 

Nations of the earth, fear the Lord; families of men, 
call upon the name of your God. 

MRS BARBAULD. 

SABBA TH MORNING. 

Ear'-Iy Wear Christl-ians 
Pleas'-ure l<;ye'-Iids A-ro~e' 
Learn Close Je',stls 

Sa '-tan Pre-pare' 
Cheer'-ful Bless'6d 
In'cline' Sev'-en 

THIS is the tlay when Christ arose 
So early from the dead; 

Why should I still my eyelids closE', 
And waste my honrs in bed? 

This is the day when Jesus broke 
The powers of death and hell ; 

And shall I yet wear Satan's yoke, 
And love my sins so well ? 

To day with pleasure Christians meet, 
To pray arid hea'f thy word? 

And 1 would go, with cheerful feet, 
To learn thy will', 0 Lord! 



Blood 
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Incline me now 10 read and pray. 
And so prepare for heaven: 

o may I love Ihis blessed day, 
The best of all the seven! 

SABBATH EVENING. 

WATTS. 

De .. light'.ful 
As-sem'-bly 

Wor'-ship 
Care'"less 
Sin',ners 

For-get' 
Mem'-o-ry 
Doc'·trines 

Di,vine' 
Fool'-i,h 
Par'.don 

LORD, how delightful 'tis to see 
A whole assembly worship thee! 
At once they t;ing, at ollce they pray; 
They hear of heaven, and learn the way. 

I have been there, and still would go ; 
'Tis like a little heaven below: 
Not all that careless sinners say 
Shall tempt me to forget this day. 

o write upon my memory, Lord, 
The texts and doctrines of thy word! 
That I may break thy laws no more, 
But love thee better than before 

With thoughts of Christ, and things divine, 
Fill up this foolish heart of mine; 
That, finding pardon through his blood, 
I may lie down and wake with God. 

WATTS 

CONFESS SIN AND MAKE RESTITUTION. 

False'shood 
Lord 
Won 

Af-ter~noon' 
Gen'-er-al 
Sigh'.ed 

Di-rect' .. ly 
Bed'~side 
For-give' 

Sec'.ond 
Of~fence 
Ad~vice' 



Read'-r 
Cous'-ins 
Sor'-row-ful 
Heav'-en-ly 
Right 
Naught'-y 
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Knew 
Mati-ter 
Rest'-less 
Fre'-quent-Iy 
Re-quest' 
Un-_hap'-py 

Con·ceal' 
Mar'-bles 
Mis-talm' 
Con-fess' 
Re-solve' 
Com-mitt 

Ear'-nest-Iy 
AI-might'-Y 
Fu'-ture 
Ad-van'-tage 
A-mends' 
Un-fair'.ly 

ONE afternoon, Robert, who was in general a very good 
child,looked very dull and sorrowful. He was asked ine 
was ill ? and though he said he was not, yet he talked so 
little, and 80 often sighed, that his mother knew there was 
something the mattel' with him.In the evening he took leave 
of his dear mamma, and went to bed; but was observed 
to be very restless, and frequently to sob. At length, he 
osked one of his sisters to request his mothet' to come to 
/Iim, as he could not go to sleep tin he had told her 
something that had made him very unhappy. The good 
mother went to him directly; and when she -came to his 
bedside, he put his little arms round her neck,and, hurst­
ing into tears, said to her," Dear motiter, forgive me! I 
have been very naughty to,day. I have told a falsehood, 
and I hove concealed it from .you. I was playing at· 
marbles with my cousins, and won the game through a 
mistake which they did not find out; and I was so much 
pleased &t winning, that I did not tell them of the mistake. 
I have been very unhappy since. I am afraid to go to 
sleep, (ill I have confessed my fault to you, and asked you 
what I must do that my heavenly Father, who sees and 
knows every thing, may forgive me."-" My dear child," 
enid his mother, "the Lord is ever ready to forgive those 
who are truly sorry for their fault~, and who resolve to do 
what is right. Pray to him to forgive your faults; and 
try never to commit the like ogain, lest your second 
offence should be greater than the first." 

The little boy, after thanking his kind mother, thought 
a great deal upon the advice which she had given him, 
and praye~1 earnestly to Almighty God that he would for .. 
give him, and grant him grace to do better fol' the future. 
He then fell into a sweet sleep, and rose next morning. 

C 
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Happy and cheerful. When he saw his cousins, he tol,1 
~hem of their mi~take, and how much he had suffered from 
having taken advantage of it ; and, as the only amends 
then in his power, returned them the marbles he had so 
llOfairly won. 

THE SIN AND DANGER OF DECEIT. 

Large 
Part 
Small 
False'-hood 
Word 
Heart 
De-ceive' 
De-ceit' 
Piece 
Sor'-row 

Guilt'-y 
Sup.pose' 
Con'-science 
When·ev'-er 
How-ev'-er 
AI-low' 
Hap'-pen-ed 
l\10'-ment 
Hand'-ker-ehief 
Mere'-ly 

E-steelll' 
De-cep'-tion 
Skil'-ful-Iy 
Prac'-tise 
Dis-grace'-fu! 
Con-tempt' 
Com'-fort 
Con-ceal' 
Judg'-ment 
Se'-cret 

THERE are many ways of being guilty of falsehood, with. 
out utterillg a direct lie in words. Whenever you try to 
deceive your pal'ents~ you tell a lie. Ollee in company, 
as the plate of eake was passed round, a little boy, who 
sat by the side of hi3 mother, took a much larger piece 
then he knew she would allow him to ha\'e. She happen .. 
ed for the moment to be looking away, and he broke a 
small piece off, and covered the rest in his lap with his 
handkerchief. When his mother looked she saw the 
small piece, and supposed he had taken no more. He 
intended to deceive her. His mother has never found 
out vl'hat he did; but God saw him, and frowned upon 
him, as he did this sin. And do you not think that the 
boy did a base and wicked art 7 Must he not feel ashamed, 
whenever he thinks that, merely to get a bit of cake, he 
could deceive his kind mother 1 And can anyone love or 
esteem a child who acted so mean a parI? Such a child 
cannot be happy. A frank and open~hearted child is the 
only happy child. Deception, however skilfully it may 
he practised, is disgraceful, and brings with it sorrow and 
contempt. If you would have the comfort of a good con-
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science and the love of your friends, never do that which 
you shall wish to have concealed. Be above deceit, and 
then YOIl will have nothing to fear. Besides, deceit will 
shut you out of heaven. At the last day," God will 
bring every work into judgment, with every secret thing," 
And how must the child then feel who has been guilty of 
falsehood and deception, and has it then all brought to 
light! 

ABBOTT'S" CHILD ~T HOME." 

Dark'-ness 
Troll 
Earth 

THOU, GOD, SEEST ME. 

Soul 
Un-known' 
A-mong' 

Deep'~est 
Con~trolt 
Con' .. stant 

Hu'-man 
Pres'-ence 
Mer'ocy 

AMONG the deepest shades of night 
Can there be anyone who sees my way? 
Yes ;-God is like a shining light1 
That turns the darkness int~ day. 

When every eye around me sleeps, 
May I not sin without control? 
No I-for a constant watch he keeps,. 
On every thought of every soul. 

If I could finel some eave unknown) 
Where human feet had never trod, 
Yet there I could not be alone; 
On every side there would be God. 

He smiles in heaven; he frowns in hell ;. 
He fills the air, the ea11h, the sea; 
I must within his presence dwell; 
I cannot f(om his anger flee. 

Yet I may flee he shows me where, 
Tells me to Jesus Christ to fly ; 

. And while he see~ me weeping there, 
There's only-mercy in his eyp. 

. MRS GII.BERT ... 
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THE ROBIN. 

Bird Fore'-head Thick'-est Se-vere l 

Weath'-er Throat Cov'-ert~ A-bode~ 
In-stead' O"'-an(1e Rare'-Iy Kitch'-en 
Heart'-y Red' d~h Ex-cept' In'-mate 
ChieP Iy Eda'-es Val'-ue Ac-count' 
Four In-~Iine' Dl1l"-ing Bod'-y 
Par'.loul' Dusk'-y Win'-ter Wel'·come 
Build" Crev'· i-ce Song'-sters Kind'-I:ess 
Fright'-en Mo~'-sy Si'-Ient In'-ju-ry 
THE Robin is a well known bird. Its forehead, throat, 
and brea.;t are of a deep orange or reddish colour; the 
head, the hind part of the neck, the Lack and the tail, are 
of an ash colour, tinged with green ; the colour of the 
wings is somewhat darker, and the edges incline to Yel­
low; the bill, leg~, and feet, are of a dusky hue. It builds 
its nest sometimes in the crevice of a mossy bank, and at 
uther times in Ihe thickest covert:,. It la)"8 four or five 
eggs of a dirty white colour, strealucd II ilh red. Its young 
are very tender, and are rarely brought up except by the 
parent bird. Its song is very ~oft and sweet, and is of 
the greatl'r value, that we enjoy it during almost the 
whole winter, II hen the other sOllg~ters of the grove are 
either silent or out of tune. It turns I'ery tame in winter, 
and when the weather grows severe, it is !lot afraid to 
enter the abodes of man, and to hop into a kitchen or 
parlour in quest of food and to become almost an inmate 
of the house. It is chiefly on this account that every 
body, instead of hurting the robin or driving it away, looks 
on it with pleasure, gives it a hearty welcome, and treats it 
with the greatest kindness. I could not esteem a boy 
that would frighten or do injury to a robin. 

Wasp 
Put 
Peo'-pte 
Mis'-chief 

THOMPSON'S LESSONS. 

A WASP AND A BEE. 

Friend 
EI'-e-gant 
Be-hold' 
No'.bod-y 

Del'-i-cate 
Per'-fect·ly 
Halld'-some 
Home'-Iy 

In'-no-cent 
[Tse'-fuI 
Be-ware' 
Cous'-in 
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A wasp met a bee that was just buzzing by, 
And he said," little cousin can you tell me wIlY, 
You are loved so much better by people than I ? 

" My back shines as ;)right and as yellow as gold, 
And my shape is most elegant, too, to behold; 
Yet no body likes me for that, I am told." 

" Ah ! friend," said the bee, " it is all very true, 
But if I were half as muc.h mischief to do, 
Theil people would love me no better then you. 

" You can boast a fine shape, and a delicate wing, 
You are perfectly hanusome, but yet there's one th;n~. 
That can't be put up with,-and that is your sting. 

" My coat is quite homely anu plain as you see, 
Yet no body ever is angry with me,-
Because I'm a useful and innocent bee." 

From this little slol'Y let people beware, 
Because, like the wasp, if ill·naillred they are, 
They will never be loved, though they're ever so fair. 

JANE TAYLOR. 

A LESSON ON OBJECTS. 
Mark 
Cart 

Move Col'-our 
Fcath/-er Wheel 

Hors/,es 
SOrL/-er 

How many wheels has a cart 1 

How many horses are put in it ? 
"Vhat does the horse do to the cart 1 
What is the ahape of the wheels? 

What colour is water? 
Which is softer, bread or water? 

Be-side!;' 
Han/-dIes 

If you Jet fall a piece of bread, can you pick it lip ? 
Why do you not take up water in the same way as 

you pick up bread ? 
Which is the most like waler, giaEB or wood? 
HolV is glass like water? 

What is the colour of the marks people make on 
paper when they write? 

C2 
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Why do they not make while marks 1 
If paper were black what sort of marks would il Le 

best to make 1 

Look at this fly. Can he move about 1 
How does he move about 1 
Can he move in any way that you cannot? 
Has he any thing that you have not? 
Do you know any thing that can fly be.ides a fly 1 

What things have wheels? 
What things have leaves 1 
What things have wjnrlows,? 
What things have feathers? 
What things have wool 1 
What things have handles 1 
What things are hard? 
What things are soft 1 
What things are high '? 
What things are deep? 

OUR RELATIVES. (Elliptical.) 

Pa-pa' 
Mam-ma' 
Fa'-ther 

Aunt 
Cous'-in 
Hus'"band 

Grand'-fa~ther 
Broth'~r 
Un'-cle 

Your papa's wife is your mother. 

Neph'-ew 
Di .. vide' 
Fam'-i-Iy 

Your mamma's husband is your ( ). 
Your papa's father is your ( ). 
Your papa's mother is your ( ). 
Your mamma's father and mother are your grand~ 

father and ( ). 
Your papa's brother is your ( ). 
Your papa's sister is your ( ). 
Your mamma's brother and sister are your ( ), and 

aunt. 
You are your uncle's nephew. 
Lucy is her uncle's ( ). 
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Your papa and mamma's child is yOUl' brother or 
( ). 

Your uncle and aunt's child is your ( ). 
Bring grandpapa his stick to ( ) with. 
Set the arm-( )by the fire for grandmamma. 
Ask papa to play at hide and ( ) with you. 
When your uncle comes you shall take a ( ) 

upon his horse. 
Divide your cake with your brother and ( ). 
We will send for your cousins to play with you, and 

then we shall hare all ( ) family together. 
MRS BARllAULD. 

Awk'-ward 
Down'-wards 
Feath'-er 
Fa'-vour-n-ble 
Dis-cour'-age 
An'-swer 
Straight 
De-light' oed 
Light'.ly 
Plague 
En-tire'-ly 

TRY AGAIN. 

Be-fore' 
En-tan'-gled 
MO'-ment 
Ex-claim' 
As-sist'-ance 
Dis-en-gage' 
O'-pen 
Dig'-ni-ty 
Bal-loon' 
Prom'-ise 
Neph'"ew 

Lofl-ty 
Slack'-en 
Dis~a p-point'-ment 
Suc-ceed' 
Pro-ceed' 
Be-have' 
Ob-jec'-tion 
Per~suade' 

Per-se-ver'· alief' 
At-tempt' 
Mot'-to 

" Will you give my kite a lift '?" said my little nephew 
to his sister, after trying in vain to make it fly by drag~ 
ging it along the ground. Lucy very kindly took it up, and 
threw it into the air; but her brother neglecting to run off 
at the same moment, the Itite fell down ag~in. 

" Ah! now, how awkward you are!" said the little 
fellow. "It was your fault entirely," anawered his sister. 

"TRY AGAIN, children," said I ; and Lucy once more 
took up the kite; but now John was in too great a hurry 
-~he ran of so suddenly that he twitched it out of her 
hand; and the kite fell fiat as before. 

"Well, who is to blame now 7" asked Lucy. 
"TRY AGAIN," said I. 



They did; and with more care; but a side wind coming 
~uddenly, as Lucy let go the kitt', it was blown against 
Borne shrubs, and the tail got entangled in a moment, leav­
ing the poor kite hanging with its head downwards. 

" Thert', there!" exclamed John, " that cornea of your 
throwing it all to one ~ide."-" As in could make the 
wind blow straight !" said Lucy. 

III the mean time, I went to the kite'" assistance, and 
having disengaged the long tail, I rolled it up, saying, 
" Comt', children, there are too many trees here; let us 
find a more open space, and then TRY AGAIN." 

We presently found a nice grass-plot, at one side of 
which I took my stand; and all things being prepared, I 
tossed the kite up, just ad John ran off. It rose with all 
the dignity of a balloon, and promised a lofty flight; but 
John delighted to find it pulling so hard at the string, stop" 
ped short to look upwards and admire.-The string slacken~ 
ed, the kite tottered, and, the wind not being very favour, 
able, down came the kite to the gras~. 

" Oh, John, you should not have stopped," said I. 
" Howe\'t'r, TRY AGAIN." 

" I wont try any more." replied he, rather sullenly. 
" It is of no use, you see. The kite wont fly, anll I don't 
want to be plagued with it any longer." 

"Oh fie, my little man! 1V0uid you give up the sport 
after all the pains we have taken both to make and to fly 
the kite 1 A few disappointments ought not to discourago 
us. Come, I have wound up your string; and now, TRY 
AGAIN.,' 

And he did try, and succeeded, for the kite was carried 
up on the breeze as lightly as a feather; and when the 
string was all out, John btood in great delight, holding fast 
the stick, and gazing on the kite, which now seemed as a 
little white speck in the Blue sky. "Look, look, aunt, how 
high it flies! and pulls like a learn of horses, so that I can 
hardly hold it. I wish I had a mile of slring-I am sura 
it would go to the end of it." 

After enjoying the sight as long as he pleased, little 
John proceedeJ to roll up the string slowly: and when 
the kite fell, he took it up wilh great glee, saying that it 



was nol at all hurt, and lhat it had behaved very well. 
"Shall we come out to"morrow, aunt, afttll" \CSSOll:l, amI 
TRY AGAIN 1" 

"I have no objections, my deal', if the weather be fine. 
And now as we walk home, tell me what you have learn~ 
ed from your morning's sport." 

" I have leal'lJed to fly my kite properly." "You may 
thank aunt for it, brother," said Lucy: " for you would 
have given it up long ago ifshe had not persuaded you to 
TRY AG.\IN." 

"Yes my dear children, I wish to teach you the value 
of perse\ erance, even when nothing more depends upon it 
then lhe flying of a kite. Whenever you fail ~n your 
attempts to do any good thing, let your molto be, TRY 
AGAIN." 

CHARLOTTE ELIZ,\BETH. 



A-wake' 
Dai'-]y 
Du'-ly 
Joy'-fu] 
Sac'-ri_fice 
Pre'-ci-ollS 
Mis-pent' 
Re-deem' 
Pres'-ent 
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S BerrION If. 

MORNING HYMN. 

1m-prove' 
Tal'-ent 
Judg'-ment 
Pre-pare' 
Con-ver-sa '-lion 
Sin-cere' 
Con'-science 
Noon'-tide 
Se'-cret 

AWAKE, my soul and with the sun 
Thy daily Rtage of duty run; 
Shake off J'ull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Thy precious time mispent redeem; 
Each present day thy last esteem: 
Improve thy talent with due care; 
And for the judgment-day prepare. 

In conversation be sincere; 

Sur-vey' 
Re-new' 
Dis_perse, 
Guard 
Di-rect 
Sug-gest' 
De-sign' 
Glo'-ry 
U-nite' 

Keep conscience, as the noontide, clear; 
And think how the great God thy ways 
And all thy secret thought surveys. 

Lord, I my vows to thee renew; 
Disperse my sins as morning dew; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest this day, 
All J design, or do, or say; 
That all my powers, with all their might, 
In thy sole glory may unite. 

BISHOP KENN 
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EYE~l:'\G IIDIi\, 

All IVh-seW Aw' [ul Crea'-lure.-
Bless'-incrs 
AI-might"'.y 

E~e Re-pose' Be-low' 
Teach E\'e',lid~ Whom 

For-give' Dread Y;g'-o-rous Ho~t 
Done Glu'-ri-ous A-wake' Gho:::t 

ALL praise to thee, my God, this ni:,dlt, 
For all the blessings oCthe light: 
Keep me, 0 keep me, King of kings, 
Under thine own Almighty wing" 

Forgive me Lord, fur thy dear Sun, 
The ill that I this day have dOlle; 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
1, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed; 
To die, that this \-ile body may 
Rise glorious at the awful day. 

o may my soul on Thee repo~E', 
And lfiay sweet sleep mine eyelids cluoe ; 
Sleep that may me more vignro\l~ make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise Him all creatures here below; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly hl,"!. 
Prai~e Father, Son, and Hoh' GllO~l. 

'BISHOP KEr;:" 

THE HOUSE BUILDING. 

In-quire' 
Work'·men 
Build 
Dis'-mal 
Bus.y 

Gar'-den-er 
Eas'-Y 
Brick' -Ia y-er 
Heav-i-er 
Car' -ry 

Ad-mire' 
Laugh 
Out-right' 
Dis-ap-point'-ed 
Taught 
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Bol'-tom Dif'fi-cult Mur'·tM 
Lev'·el Straight Tra,"·c! 
Un·dcr-stanu' Sup-pose' Un-der·neath' 
Re.pli'-ed Fm'.ish Jok' ing 

ONE day Willy saw several men digging a great hole in 
lite ground; he wondered for what it could be, and Iyent 
lip to them to enquire. "Why, my little ma~ter," said 
une of the workmen we are going to build a house."­
"Build a hOllse down in a hole under ground !"cried\\,illy; 
',I thinll that is very fuolish ; it will be all dark and dis­
mal."-" Come again, another day," rrplied the man, 
" anu YOll will see." 

Tl.e next day Willy found the workmen very busy 
builuing the walls of the hou~e ; Ihey hrgin building the 
walls at the b"tom of the hole, but when they reached the 
level of the ground, they went on huiluing them IIp high. 
" Oh, oh !" says Willy," I see after all you are going to 
builu your house like other hOllses; uut wlty do you 
I)egin so luw uown in tlte gruund 1"-" Because the 
house woulu not st3f1d firm else," said the man. "Oh, 
ye8, I lmderEtaJlu," replied Willy, " it is like a tree; 
when the gardener plants a tree, he digs a hole and puts 
the roots deep in the grounu, that the tree may ~Iand 
firm, and not be blown down by the wind; or, the walls 
in the hole ore the roots of the house. It seems to me 
very easy to build a wall, and I think I eould do it very 
well ifYOll willie! me try." 

Havillg got leave, he began plaeing the bricks as he saw 
the workmen do, These workmen were calleu briek­
layers, because they laid the brieks one upon another to 
build walls. He found the bricks heavier to carry, and 
more diffie-ult to place one upon another, straight alld 
e,'en, then he had supposed. However, after a good 
deal of toil and trouble, he finished a bit of wall, of which 
he was very proud, and called to the bricklayer to look at 
it. The bricklayer walked up to it and smiled ; and 
1Villy was pleased, for he thought the man admired his 
work; all at once he lifteJ up his fOOl, give a kick to pOOl' 
Willy's wall, anu Jown it went! The bricks rolled sems 
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one way, some another; one .of them hit his foot, and 
ilurt him; but he was too proud to cry, alld too angry. He 
said not a worJ, but ran up to the waH the bricklayer was 
building, and tried to kick that dtlwn. The bricldayer 
then laugheJ oUlright. "Not so easy to break down tny 
wall, master," said he. 

Willy was much di8appointed." A nd why," said he, 
" cannot I build a wall that will stand firm like yours 7" 
-" Because you have not learnt, my lad," replied the 
man:" when I was a boy I was taught to build walls; 
and now :I am a man, I have built walI,l for m:t·ny years; 
so it would be a \vonder ifl could not build them well." 
He then showed WiHy how it was done. First he laid a 
brick upon the ground,. then he placed anolher beside it, 
and he put some mortar betweenilie two which made 
them stick together. Then he placed another brick and 
some more mortar, and so on, till he had laid a whole row 
of bricks. After that, he spread some n~ortar over this 
row of bricks, just as you would spread butter on a sliceof 
bread. He, used a very odd~.haped knire, \\ hich is called 
a trowel. Then he placed another row of bricks in the 

. same mannner as he had done the fiM ; and the mortar 
niade the two rows stick together; and after that he went 
on spreading the mortar anJ laying the uricks, till the piece 
of wall was finished. "Now," said the mall," the waH 
·is not \"ery strong yet, for though you could not kick it 
down, perhaps I could; bllt when the mortar is Jry no 
one could ldck it down, neither man nor bea$t." 

." And what is this mortar made of 7" said Willy, " I 
see a man stirring it about yondel'."-" It is maJe of 
lime," ~aid the man," mixed up with water, and a little 
~and. But you don't ask me what the uricks are made of, 
master 1"-" O! I know that already," replied Willy; 
and he was very glnd to be able to tell the bricklayer that 
he knew something, "I have been with papa in the brick .. 
field, and ,seen the clay dug out of the ground, and mixed 
up and stirred abQut ·vhite it is soft, and then put into 
moulds of the ~hape ora brick ."_" And is that all 1" saicl 
;the man. "No; then they are laid in rows to dry in the 

D 
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sun antI air, and make them han!."-" And is that all ?" 
-" I believe so," said Willy. "No, no," said the brick~ 
layer;" when they are dry they are put all in a heap in a 
place called a kiln, and a fire is made underneath to 
burn them." "Ha, ha, ha !" said Willy, " you are joking 
now, I know; for if they were all burnt to pieces, how 
coulJ you builJ a house with them '?"-!' I did not say 
burnt to pieces; but burnt to harden them, or more like 
baked."-" Oh, now I understand you, like the crust of a 
pie, which is soft paste when it is put into the oven, and 
hard when it comes out, and very nice," cried Willy; for 
he thought there woultl perhaps be a pie for dinner when 
he returned home. Just then he heartl the dinner.belll!o 
ding dong, ding dong, ding dong. So he left the brick­
layers and ran home as fast as he could. 

MRS l\1ARCET. 

THE HOUSE BUILDING CONTINUED. 

Friend Car'-pen-ter 
Im-pa'-tient Floor 
Knock Fas' ·ten·ed 
-Wrung 1Vood '·en 
An'-swer Con-ceive' 

Eas'-i-Iy 
Dus' -i-ness 
Light'·er 
Fin/-ger 
Thunlb 

Up/-right 
A·muse' 
Ob-serve' 
Nice'-Iy 
Pret'-ti-Iy 

THE next day all the family went to spend some time at 
the house of a friend. Willy was very much pleased 
there; but he often thought, " I wonder how the house 
goes on building ;" and the day after his return he was 
Impatient to go and see it. When he got to the house he 
heard a great noise, knock, knock, knock, saw, saw, saw, 
itammer, hamllJer, hammer, and he wondered what they 
were doing. He ran lip to find his old frientl the Brick­
layer, but he saw none but new faces; and on asking for 
him he was answered, " Oh ! the bricklayers have finish .. 
eti building the walls; they have no more to do here, and 
are allg one."--" And what are you doing?" said Willy. 
" 'We are the carpenters making the floors, and the door::; 
and the ~\ indow~frames and all the wood,work." 
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'Willy looked, and saw some of them laying down large 
plank3 of wood to make the floors, and fastening them 
with great nails; others were shavin'g the wood smooth 
with a wooden tool called a plane, and every time the 
plane went over the wood, a tlnn piece of wood was shav, 
ed off, and curled up. Willy could not conceive how the 
plane took off this shaving. , Then the carpenter lifted It 
up, and showed him the blade of a small sharp irnife 
which was fastened within. it, and which cut or scraped 
off this shaving, Willy asked the man to let him try the 
plane. He found it was too heavy for him to move easily, 
and when he did, he could ROt push it straight, and the 
knife stuck in the plank; and though he tried over and 
over again, he coulu not get off a shaving. " And yet it 
seemed so easy when you did it," said Willy to the car­
penter. "Why, nJaster," said the man, " I am a little 
stronger than YOll, an.u then 1 have learnt the business a 
~ong while."-" Well but surely I could hammer some 
nails into the plank for the floor." said Willy. " you had 
better try at yonder bench," said the carpenter " where 
the men are about some lighter work." So he gave Willy 
two small pieces of wood, and a little hammer, and eo me 
nail~. 

Willy was highly plealled to have the use of all these 
things. He put the two pieces of wood together, and then 
held the nail between the finger and thumb of his left hanel, 
and tried to strike it with the hammer into the wood, but 
the first blow he drove the nail all on one side. "How 
is this?" said Willy, " I slruek the nail on the head." 
" But you did not hold- the nail upright," said the carpen­
ter ; "try again." This time Willy took great pains to 
keep it upright; so he held his fingel' and thumb close to 
the head of the nail, and when he slruck it with the ham .. 
mer, he gave his finger and thumb a good blow, as well as 
the nail. He smarted with pain ; amI letting go the 
nail, wrung his hand. Some of the men began to laugh. 
but Willy now felt reat.. to cry. "Nevel: mind, my, 
lad," said the carpenter, many a blow and,cut have I had 
un my fine:ers before I learnt my trade.thlil pain will SOOQ 

be over." 
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Willy saw a jug of water ,tanuing on the bench, so he 
thrust his hand into it, having often been cured of t11e 
pain of a blow by cold water. While he helll bis hand in 
the jug, he amuscd himself seeing the carpenfers work. 
He longed much to try t'J liS-} a saw. He observed the 
teeth of the saw cut so nicely into the wood and saw it 
through, and the sawdust fall down underneath FO prettily; 
but he said, " If I was so awkward before, I shall be still 
worse now that I h:l.Ve hurt mv hand." S,) he waited till 
the pain was quite gone, and then he thanked the carren, 
cr, and went hume. MRS MARCET. 

THE HOGSE BUILDING CONTINUED. 

Ledgc Small/-cr Sc~mch 
Tight Scis/-ors Ex-ceed/.in~·ly 

Knives Gla/-zi-er J n / -stru-menl 
Sur-prise; Poek/-et Re-vcftge' 
Dc-come Hatch/-ct Mea,'-ure 
Re-lieve' Chb'-cl Ex-act/ly 
A-sleep Rul'·er Clev'·er-ness 
Has'-ten Strange FasT-ten 
I n-steall' Han'-dle Put'-ty 
Ern-ploy/·ed Di/·a-mond Tongl;' er 
'Vood/·en Brooch Sep'-a-mle 

THE next time Willy went to the new house, he \YDS 

quite surprised to hear no noise. ,,'What has become of 
the carpenters 1" thought he, " I believe they are all 
asleep, or perhaps they are eating their dinner: however, 
I shall ~oon see ;" and he hastened to skip up stairs. 
There, instead of the carpenters, Willy saw several men 
husily employed in trying to fit large panes of glas~ into 
the wooden frames which the carpenters, had made. 
They tried first one pane of glass, then another; but they 
were all too large. 

" Oh !" cried Willy," you must cut them smaller to 
make them fit. I will run and fetch you a large pair of 
scissors I saw the carpenter had the other day."-" Oh 
no my little master, that will not do," answered thc men 



41 

(who were called glaziers)," glass cannot be cut with 
scissors."-" Well, then," said Willy," I have a good 
stout knife in my pocket, which I use to cut a stick, and I 
will lend it you."-" BlIt glass is not made of wood like a 
stick, and a knife will not cut it any more than scissors."- ' 
" Well, then, will you have a saw, or a hatchet, or a 
chisel 1 I will run and see if the carpenters have left any 
of their tools."-" No, no; nothing of that sort will cut 
glass," replied the man smiling. "Why, then, what will 
you do 1" said Willy, " if nothing will cut glass to fit the 
frames, you can never ma~e the windows."-" Yes; bnt 
there is something that will cut glass," said the glazier, 
',' as you shall see," Then he took up a tool which look­
ed like the handle ofa chisel, and a ruler, and placed it on 
a,pane of glass, and with the wooden tool he drew a line 
on the glass, as you would do with a pencil. Willy heard 
the glass scratch, and, to his great surprise, he found that 
tQe tool had cut it almost through, so when the glazier took 
it up and bent it a little, it broke straight along the line in 
two pieces. "How strange," said he, ~, that when 
neither knives nor scissors will cut glass, a wooden handle 
like that wilt do it !"-" Ah !" cried the glazier, "but the 
bandle is only to lay hold of; there is something at the 
bottom of it which cuts the glass." Then he showed Willy 
the diamond at the point or the tool, and told him that it 
was exceedingly hard, and was the only thing which will 
cut glass. "It is like the diamond in mamma's brooch," 
i!aid Willy, " only not so large no~' so bright. Pray let me 
try to cut some glass with it." 

,He was' going to try upon a large pane, but the -glazier 
si!id, " I do not think you will be able to cut the glass, hut 
you will scratch it, and 1 cannot let you spoil a large pane, 
here, take this small slip I have just cut otT the large pane, 
and try if you can cut that." Willy placed the rule as he 
had seen the glazier do, and then (lrew a line on the 
glasa with th~ diamond. He leaned with all his might, 
on theinstrllment, .t he could only scratch the glal!s, 
not cut. ' He then thought that by bending it, as heharl 
seen the glazier do he could break it in two; but takinlJi 

D~ 
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lip the glass ani! trying to 11) so, he scratched his hanus 
sauly. Though his hanus bled and srnarteu a goou ueal, 
Willy diu not cry, fur he knew that woulJ do 1,0 good. 
He tried to l:lUgh, and said, " I think the glass has a mind 
to be revenge(l on me, anu scratches me in return for my 
scratching it." 

Willy tllel1 lool,ed on and saw the glazier first take mea­
sure of the winuow·frame, aOlI afterwards of the pane. 
He then cut the pane to flt the winllow-frarne. "'Veil, 
now it fits exactly!" crieu Willy, admiling the glaz'er}s 
cleverness to Cllt it so well; "but how will you fasten 
it in the frame 1" "There is a letlge in the frame," saiu 
the gbziel', "which holus the pane; but that woulu not 
hold it fght enough to prevent the winu from blowing it 
out, ifI uiu not fasten it in with some putty." He then 
showeu Willy some stuff that was a little thicker anu 
tougher than butter, which was calleu putty. "When I 
put the pane into the window-frame, you see 1 stick a 
little of this putty all round the edges, anti it jl)ins the glass 
and the frame together; and when the putty dries and 
harucns, you may more easily break the gla.;;s than se­
parate it from the PIIUY." " I tllink," saiJ Willy, " your 
putty is something like the mortar the bricklayer~ use; it 
is sort when they spread it between the bricki', and when 
~t is dry} it is almost as hard as the brick:l themselves." 

l\fRS lVIARCET. 

THE HOUSE BUILDING CO~TINUED. 

Door· 
Wear 
Dis.a-gree/-a-ble 
Three 
Wain/-scot 
Paint'-er 
Daub 
Pour 
Brush 
Botch/-es 

Cov/-er 
Com/-man 
Dam/-aga 
House/-mar,1 
Foot'-man 
Pall/-el 
A·mis~' 
Con~sid-er 

Tur'-pentine 
Bot/tie 

Great/-coat 
Coal/·scut-tle 
Pow'-der 
Poi'-son 
Swal/,low 
Spoon/.flll 
Liq/-uitl 
Vin/-e-gar 
Prat'-tling 
Shrink '-ing 
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THE next' time Willy went to the hou~e he fonnel the 
panes of glass put in every window. "So the glazier~ 
will be all gone, I suppo~e," thought he; "but I dare sa~ I 
shall finll so.ne other workmen: I IVonuer what they WIll 

bJ about." As he went iuto the house he smelt a vel y 
disagreeablll smell; anu goillg into one oCthe rooms, he 
founu some men busy painting the doors al1l) wainscot. 

Willy was so much amuseu seeing the painter work 
with his gr('at bruah, that he soon forgot the smell, and he 
asked whether he IVould lenu him a brush anu let bim 
paint. Then the painter gave him a smaller brush and a 
pot oi paint, and told him to go to work on another door 
in the room;" for," said he, " you woulu spoil the door [ 
am painting."" AntI shall I not spoil the other door 1" 
said Willy. "No," replied the man," you may daub 
that about as much as yon please; because it has only 
the first coat o~, and' every uoor has three coats; so if 
you do any harm it will all be covered over-"-" Doors 
wear COlts I" crieu Willy, laughing; "Oll now I am 
sure you are in fun; anu so if I paint it badly y'!u will 
cover it with a coat 1 Pray," sa'd he, carrying on the 
joke, " do door~ wear greatcoat, or common - coats 1"­
"Whr, they al'e coats of paint, my little man, anu nothing 
else," said the painter. " When I cover the door all over 
with paint, tllat is calleJ a coat."-"Oh! because it 
covers it over as a coat covers us," said Willy; "but 
why do you put on three coat~, for the door does not 
want to be kept warm 1" " No," said the man, " but as 
the coats of the door aI''' very thin, they easily wear out 
or get damaged. If the housemaid happens to strike it 
with her broom when she is sweeping the room, or the 
footman when he brings in the coal-scuttle or the tray, 
the coat will be worn; but when the door has a second 
and a third coat on, it wi\! not be so easy to make a hole 
through all three. And now ~et to work, my little mas· 
ter, and mind you do not drop any of the paint on yom 
clothes; for I can tell~'ou, you would not get it out either 
by brushing or washing; so have a care." 

Willy was quite delighted to have a brush and a paint­
pot trusted to him. He dipped the brush into the pot, 



then he wiped it against the side to shake out· a little of 
the paint, as he had seen the painter do, and began 
painting bis door. He did it all in stripes and blotches, 
it is true; "hut then," said he, "there are to be two more 
coats over it, and they will hide all my faults." When 
he had covered one panel of the door, he called the 
painter to look at it. "Not amiss," said the man, "you 
have painted the door pretty well, and your clothes too."­
" i\Iy clothes!" cried Willy, " why, I took great care not 
to let a ~ingle urop of paint fall on them."-" But they 
are covered almost all over with drops," said tbe pain­
tel'; " you did not consider that when you wiped tbe 
brush against the side of the pot, if it was not done with 
care arid gelltly, the drops, instead offalling into the pot, 
would splash over your clothes," "Oh, dear! what 
shall I do 1 but can it never be got out 1"-" Oh, yes, it 
may," said the man, "when you get home you must 
ask them to put some turpentine on your coat, and that 
will take out the stain; but then you must hang the coat 
in the air a long time to take out the smell, for turpen­
tine smells very disagreeably." Then he showed him a 
bottle full of turpentine, and Willy said, " It smells just 
like the paint."-" Well it may," said the man, " for 
it is the turpentine mixeu up with the paint that makes 
it smell; look, here is some white paint in pow­
der ." 

Willy put his nose to it, and found it had no smell. 
" It looks like the fine flour that cakes are made with," 
said he; "may I taste it 1"-" Oh no," said the man, 
" it is rank poison."-" Puison !" said 'Villy, shrinking 
back;" and would it kill me ?"-"Ifyou took only a 
little on the tip of your finger to taate, it might perhaps 
only make you sick; bnt if you swallowed a tea-spoonful 
it would be sure to kill you. We don't always mix up 
the paint with turpentine," he added," because it costs 
too much. In common, we mix it up with oil."-" And 
is the paint a poison when mixed up with oil 1" said 
Willy. "Yes," replied the painter, " and so it is if mix­
ed up with watl'r; becase the poison lies in the paint, 
not in the liquid with which it ii:l mixed up ."-" What 
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pour," answared the painter. "0.1, tllen, W J.ter, arl'l 
oil, and turpentine, are liquid, to ba sure," saiJ Willy; 
" but thi3re are oti1er IiquiJs b~'i,las, for wine, an,l milk, 
an 1 vinegar, will pour tOJ; s.) they al'e all liquids." "Ay, 
sure," said the painter; " but, my lad, pray cease your 
prattlin<T, and let me mind my work, or I shall nJ! fmisll 

o " my door much better than you have beglln your~, 
MRS ~J.~RCET. 

TH.E HOUSE BUILDING CONTl~UE.D. 

Talk 
A-g:tinst' 
A-stLln'-i~!l-eJ 
Ap-proacil' 
Ring'-ing 
Hur'-ri-ed 
Stair'-c~se 
Lad'-der 

Nll:nl-bC'r 
CeIl'-ina 
B~II'-ha~g- er 
As-cend'-ed 
U n-der-neatll' 
Cop·ner 
Pass'-age 
IlI'·side 

Loud.' -cr 
Tongue 
Thought'.ful-Iy 
Mu' men! 
Laugh'-ing 
Rt:l'-al-ly 
Dis' -tant 
An'-swer 

A FEW days afterwards, when Willy approlched the 
IlOuse, he wa~ quite astonished to hear a great noi,e uf 
ringing of bells, mch as he had never in his lile heard be­
fore. 0,1e be:l went ling-a.-ring a-ring; another, tang-a­
rang-rang; a third, tong.a-rung a-rong; and a gre;lt one 
went ding-uong ding .• dong, "Oh! that great bell is the 
dinner·bell; but I never heard a bell ring to call the 
workmen to dinner before; besides they do not dine at. 
two o'c'ock, and it is but just two o'clock: then all the 
hells are ringing together; what can be the matter." So 
he hurried into the house, and was going to skip np stairs, 
when he was ~topped at the foot of the staircase by the 
sight of a man mounted on a ladder, who was fixing a 
number of hells which hung near the ceiling; and it 
was these bells that m3.ue all the noise Willy hau 
heard. 

" BlIt who rings 1t!ese bells?" crieu Willy to the bell~ 
hanger, " for you are only hanging them up." "Tbere 
is anoth3c man whom 1 have sent round to all the rooms 
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'.J rlrj~ them and sea if the wil'es are all rightly tb:e,l, 
and if the bells ring easily; go up, and you will ~ee." 
Then vVtlly ascended the staircase, and found the 
other man in one of the rooms, and he saw him pul­
ling the handle of one of the bells, amI he heard the 
bell go ting-a-ring a·ring ; and the man showed Willy 
how the bell-handle was fastened to a wire which went 
through a hole in the floor, and then he took him down 
~tairs into the room underneath that floor, and showed 
him tIle wire coming ont through a hole at one cor­
ner of the wall by the ceiling; and it went along the 
ceiling to anuther corner of the room, and then he saw 
it no mitre. "vVhere is it gone to /lOW 1" said Willy. 
" Come and see," replied the bell-hanger. So he open­
ed the door of the room which led into the passage, 
where the man on the ladder was hanging up the 
bells. "Look, the wire comes out at that hole, ma~­
,el", and ill fa~tened to that be:!. Now, I will run back 
up stairs and pull the bell-handle, and that will pull 
the wire, and make the bell dllg." And he did so. 
And Willy saw the bell move, and heard it go ting­
a-ring a-ring; and he was so pleased thnt he j limped 
for joy. "I never thought before," said he, " how the 
bell was made to ring; but now I know, that when I 
pull the handle, the handle pUlld the \vire, anJ the wire 
pulls the bell, and the bell shakes and moves the little 
sort of hammer '" hich is faotened inside the bell; it 
strike~ fir,t against one side and then 8gainst the other, 
and that makes the ting-a-ring a-ring. But what makes 
the tOllg-a-rong a-rang whil'-h some bells ring, and lhe 
tang-a-rang a-rang which others ri ng '1"-" [t is when 
the bells are larger and heavier, they mo\'e slower, and 
make a deepel', louuer sound. The great dinner-bell 
moves so slowly that you hear every stroke the tongue 
makes against the sides of the bell, and it goes ding­
dong, ding dong, very distinctly." "What i" the tongue 
of the bell ?" asked Willy. "The little hammer inside 
i~ called the tongue of the bell," Willy looked thought­
fully, and then said, " I suppose it is, because it makes 
a noise like our tongues, when we talk; and indeed 
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when the dinnei-bell goes ding-dong, ding-dung, ding-­
dong, I think," added he, laughillg," it really speaks anJ 
calls me to come to dinner." 

At that moment Willy heard the distant sound of his 
own dinIJer-bell, and gladly answered to the call, saying, 
" I am coming as fast as I can ;" and leavillg the honse 
returned home. l\'fRs MARCET. 

THE HOUSE BUILDING CONCLUDED. 

Weath'-er 
Ad-mit ' 
Ap-pear' 
Has/-ten-ed 
Ser'-vant 
In-quir'-ed 
BuiJJI-ing 

Gen'-tle-man 
Fam'-i-Iy 
Ad-join'.ing 
O-ver-heard ' Car'_pets 
Cur'-tains 
Com'-fort-a-ble 

Frel-quent 
Vis',it~ 

Know'-Iedge 
At'ten'-tive 
In-tel'-li-gent, 
Lis'-ten-er 
Trades'-peo-pIe l 

FOR several days the weather would nnt admit of Willy'!! 
going out ; but at length the sun appeared, and he hastened 
to the house. He found however, the door shut, and he 
could not get in. At last he rung a bell, and a servant 
came to the door, and inquired what he wanted. "I 
want to go in and see the hou~e building," Baid Willy. 
". The building is all finished, sir," said the man, " and the 
workmen are all gone: and the gentleman and his family, 
for whom the hOllse was built, are come to live in it." 
" So then," said Willy, " I cannot come and see it any 
more ?" 

The master of the house, who was in au adjoining 
room, and had overheard Willy, came out and said, " Yes 
my dear, you may eome and see the house as often as 
you like; but now there are no more .workmen busy in 
it, I am afraid it will not amuse you." However, he 
tool, 'WiIly all over the house, and showed him that the 
earpets had been put down, the beds put up, the win­
dow-curtains and glasSft hung, and the whole made to 
look pretty and comfortable. Then Willy thanked the 
gentleman, and returned home highly pleased with what 
he had seen, but most of all pleased that he had by his 
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frequent visits to the house, 1111ueu EO llIuch to his stotk 
of knowleuge. E\'er afterwards 'Willy \\as an attentive 
and intelligent listener \vhen he heanl of uricklayers, anu 
carpenters, and painters, and bell-hangers; anu hI:; loved 
to teli his father and mother, anu ~i"ler, how kiuu all 
these traues.people had been to h:m, and how mallY lIelV 
th illgs he had learnt \\ hen he went to see the hOllse builu­
ing. 

MRS MARCET 

Corn'-raue 
1\/00r 
Cot'-tage 
Fawn 
Storm'-y 
Lan'-tern 
Scarce'-ly 
Min '.stcr 
Fa' got 
Blith'.er 

- LUCY GRAY. 

Mount'-aiu 
ROE> 
Play'-Cu! 
Dis:perse, 
Pow'-der-y 
'" an' -uer 
Climb 
Wretch'·eJ 
Guide 
Day'·urealc 

Fur'-long 
Home'-ward 
Down'-warJ 
Foot'-mark 
Haw'-thorn 
Snow'-y 
MiJ'-ule 
Main-tain' 
Liv'-ing 
Lone'-~olIle 

No mate, no comrade, Lucy knew·, 
She dwelt on a wilJ moor; 

The sweetest thing that ever grew 
Be3iue a fottage door. 

You yet may see the fawn at play, 
The hare upon the green; 

But the sweet face of Lllcy Gray 
'Will never more be seen. 

" To-night will be a stormy r,ignt, 
You to) the tOWII mu~t go ; 

And take a lantern, child, to light 
Your mother through the snow." 

"That, Father 1 will I gladly uo, 
'Tis scarcely afternoon, 

The minster-clock has just struck two, 
And yonuer is the moon." 
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At this the father raiseJ his hook, 
And snapp'J a fugot band, 

He plied his work, and Lucy took. 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not bEther is the mountain roe; 
1Vilhmany a playful ftL'oke 

Her feet disperse the powdery snow 
That rises up like smoke. 

The storm eame on before ils time, 
She wander'J up and down. 

And many a hill did Lucy climb, 
But never reach'd the town. 

The wretched parenls all that night 
Went shouting far and wide, 

But there was neither sound nor sight 
To serve them for a guiue. 

At day break on the hill they stood 
That overlook'u the moor, 

And thence they saw the bridge of woou 
A furlong from the door. 

And now they homeward turn',! and c.rieJ, 
" In heaven we all shall meet !" 

When in the snow the mol her spied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 

Then downward from the steep hill's edge 
They traced the foot marks small ; 

A nd through the broken hawthorn hedge, 
And by the long stone wall. 

And then an open field they cross'J, 
The marl,s were still the same; 

They track'd them on, and never lost 
Till to the bridge they came. 

They follow'd from the snowy bank 
The footr1lark~, one by one, 

Into the middle of the plank, 
And furtbel'-there were none. 
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Yet some maintain, that to this day 
She is a living child, 

That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome wild. 

·WORDSWORTH. 

HUl\L\.;-~ BEINGS.-THE SENSES. 

Hu/-man Threat',en Per-mil'~ted 
Be/-iog Ex-press' Teacll/-enl 
Up/-right Ut'-ter O-be'-di-ent 
An'-i-Illals Hang/-jng Dill-i-gent 
To\;'-ards Rea'-son At-ten/",tive 
Walk'-ing Think'-ing Ob'oerve' 
See/.ing Good'-ne~s Rose 
Hear/-ing Be-stow' Car-na/-lion 
Feel'-ing rn-tler-stand' A-gree-a-bJe 
Tast'-ir,,, Chim'-neys Pro-ceed' 
Smell'-i~g !\Irt'-al Un-like' 
Sens'-es Pitch '-er Difl·fer 
Noise Shoes Dis.lin'-guish 
Un-eas',y Leath'~er 1'Vlrip 
I AM a human being_ I walk upright. All human be­
ings do the same. Other animals walk with their faces 
towards the ground. I use my legs in walking. Qther 
animals also U:le their legs in walking. 

I can see, hear, feel, taste, and smell. Other animals 
can do the same. Seeing, hearing, feeling, taf,ting, and 
smelling, are called the five semes. I see with my eye1l, 
I hear with my ears, I taste with my tongue, I smell with 
my nooe, and I can feel pain in any part of my body. 
Other animals also see with their eyes, hear with their 
ears, smell with thpir noses, and feel pain when they are 
hurt. I can also feel joy, sorrow, and feal'. The other 
animals feel the same. The dog feels joy when he sees 
his master pleased, feels sorrow when he sees his masler 
uneasy, feels fear when he Eees his :naster threaten him 
with a whip. 

I can speak. I can express what I feel in worus: 
Olher animals utter sounds, but they cannot speak. The 
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<log expresses joy by barking, and pain by howling: he e1>: .. 
presses sarro IV by a look, and fear by hanging down his 
tail between his legs, but he cannot speak. 

I can think. Reason is the power of thinking. Rea­
son i~ one of the gifts which Almighty God in his great 
goodness has bestowed on human beings. God has not 
given reason to the other anil1lal~. 

I can understand by reason why a llouse has windows, 
.Qoors, and chimneys; why a stove is made of metal and 
not of wood ; why a pitcher has a handle j why the Llada 
of a knife has a sharp euge ; and why my shoes are made 
of leather, and not of tin, wood, or cloth. The brutes 
cannot understand what I do. A cat knows no more of the 
reason of these things then the watering-pot does. 

I can also understand why I am not always permitted 
to do what I please j why I ought to do what my parents 
and teachers desire j why I ought to be obedient, diligent, 
and attentive. 

I observe that the rose is like the carnation, for both are 
flowers j both have an agreeable smell and fine colours j 
both have a root, leaves, and stem; both proceed from a 
hud ; both come out into flower for a shert time, and then 
fade. 

Bilt I observe also that they are unlike. The rostl 
{liifers from the carnation, for it has not the same kind 
of smell. The rose has thorns, but the carnation ha! 
ltot. I can by reason compare the rose with the car· 
nation, and I can distinguish the one from the other. 

Cre-a',tion 
Par'-a,dise 
Je"ho/·vah 
Breath 

THE INSTRUCT(\R. 

THE HUMAN SOUL. 
Be-neath' Spir'-it 
Re-claiml HOI-Iv 
Be·lov'-ed Di-vinel 
Deign Ran'-som 

WHAT is ttle thing of greatest price, 
The whole creation round­

That, which was lost in Paradise,­
That, which in Christ is found? 
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The Soul of man,-Jehovuh's breath! 
That keeps two worlds at strife j 

Hell moves beneath to work its death, 
Heaven stoops to give it life. 

God, to reclaim it, did not spare 
His well·beloved Son j 

Jeaus, to save it, deign'Ll to bear 
The sins of all in one. 

The Holy Spirit seal'Ll the plan, 
And pledged the blood divine', 

To ransom every soul of man j­
That price was paid for mine. 

Young 
Twelve 

MONTGOMERY. 

DEA TH OF A CHILD. 

FraY'·er 
Mak'·er 

Peace 
Ev'-il 

THE young die as well as the old i and they do not know 
how soon death may come. It is wise for them to think 
of this in lime, and to live now as they will wish that they 
had done when they come to uie. J knew a little girl~ 
only twelve years of age, who died of the small·pox. 
She had been a good child. She had put her trust in 
Christ, thaI he would save her soul. She reae! the word 
of Gou, and did what it baue her uo. It was her prayer, 
uay and night, that she might be kept from sinning against 
her Maker, and maue to walk in the right path. AI all 
times, and in all things, she ~trove to live on earth, as one 
shoulu 'do that hopes to dwell in heaven. A nd when she 
was going to die, she had no fear; her mind was at peace; 
Fhe said that she felt quite happy; and her last words 
were these, "I am ill great pain, but Gol is with me, 
and I fear no evil; my pain will soon be o\er, and 1 shall 
enter into the joy of my Lord." 

I wish that all boys and girls were as good as this child 
was. THOMSON'S LESSON~. 
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THE MOWER. 

Mow'-er 
Whis'-tling 
Steau'-i-Iy 

Stern Tow'-el's 
Dai'-sies Re-sist'-less 
Hav'-oc King'-uom~ 

Flow'-ers 
Raise 
Scat'-ter-ed 

HARK the mower's whistling blade, 
How steadily he mows; 

The grass is heap'Ll, the dai~ies fade, 
All scatter'Ll as he goes. 

So time,:18 with a stern delight 
'Mid human havoc towers, 

And sweeps resi~tless in her might, 
Kingdoms as grass anu flowers. 

The flowers oflife may bloom and fade, 
But He in whom I trust, 

Though cold, and in my grave-clothes laid, 
Can rai~e me from the du"t. 

Hev. W. L. BOWLE~. 

DUTY OF PRAYER. 

Steep'-y Sup.port' Of-fend' Re-deem 
Watch··ed ,,y el' -fare Tempt'-ed A-men 
On'-Iy Pro-teclt Dis-please' Stuu'-y 
Di·rect' Ad dress' Con-uuct Use'·Jes~ 
As-sist' Goou'·ness Guard Neigh/-bam 
Du'·ties Mer'-cy Charge Breth'-ren 
Need'-ful For-gi ... e' Sound'-ness Man-kind' 

We should pray to God in the morning when we ri8e, and 
at night before we turn sleepy and go to bed. In the 
morning, we should lift up ou\" heart, and F.ay to him ... 

E2 
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something like this: " 0 Lora, I thank thee that Ihou hast 
watched over me through the night; and thatlhou hast 
brought me to see Ihe light ofa new day. Be wilh me 
all the day long, to keep me from evil, and from sinning 
against thee my father in heaven; to direct and assist me 
in my duties; and to give me every tbing neeuful for my 
support anu welfare. Protect and g\lide me dming all that 
remains of my life; and then lalw me to thyself, for the 
sake of Jc,:u,,; Christ. Amen." At night we should ad­
dress to God such wonls as tlte,:e : " 0 LorLl, I thal'li: thee 
for thy goodness In me during the past (lay. In tby great 
mercy, forgive what I have tili:; day faid or done to offend 
thee my IHaker; antI keep me from being lempteLl to dis· 
please thee again, in any part of lily cOIiLiuct. Take 
charge of me this I';;:,LI ; gU8rLl me from all harm; and if it 
be thy holy will, rai"e me up in the morning, 10 praise and 
to serve thee, wilh ltealth of body and wundness of mind. 
All that I aEli: oflhee is in Ihe name cr Christ, who died to 
redeem me. Amen." 

When you pray, sludy always to have your heart going 
along with the worLls Ihat you utler ; for without the heart 
your words are v8in and useless. It is 31so proper that you 
pray not only for your selves but al::o fol' olher~. You 
should pray that God would bless your parents, your broth­
ers and sisters, all your fj-ienus, all your neighbol1r~, all 
your brethern of l1Janldnu. And this you will II at fail to 
do, if you truly love Gthers as God commands you, and 
wish to see them holy and hapry. 

Play'·mates 
Part'-y 
Birth'-Jay 
Beall'-ti~ful 
Vis' it 

TH01HSON'S LESi30:\'~. 

TRUE COURAGE. 

Cour'.age 
Whis'-per 
1m-med'-iate-Iy 
Up'-roar 
Tim'-id 

Quickl-Iy 
De-Iayl-ed 
Group 
Dis-o-bey 
Am'·ply 



Joy'-ous 
Com-mence, 
Par'-Iour 
Ex-cit'· ing 
Re-quest' -ed 
Wait'-er 
Load',eu 
E-nough' 
Temp-ta'-lion 
Re· sistl-ed 

Im-plor'-ing 
Lon"ger 
La'-dy 
Dis-pleas-seu, 
En-treat'-v 
Hes'-i-tat:eu 
Yield'·ed 
Vir'-tue 
Wav'-er-eu 
Has'-li~ly 

Re.paid' 
Pleas'-ure 
Vast'-Iy 
Hap'-pi-ness 
Per-Inil/-ted 
No'-ble 
De·ter-mi-na'-I:on 
Du'.ty 
Like'-wise 
Re·ward' 

Two little boys went to pass the aftemoon and evening at 
the house of one of their playmates who had a party to 
keep his birthday. Their parenls told them to come 
home at eight o'clock in the evening. It was a beautiful 
afternoon, and.a large party of boys met at the house of 
their friend. The first part of their visit was spent out of 
doors; and nevel' did boys have a more happy time. 
They climbed the trees,-they swung on ropes-and as 
they jumpe() about and tried all kinds of sports, they made 
the place ring with joyous shouts. When it became too 
dark for ollt-door play, they went into the house, and 
commenced ne.w spor1s in the brightly lighted parlour. 
As they were in the midst of the exciting game of" blind 
man's butT," some one e.ntered the room, and requested 
them all to take their seats, for apples and nut" were to be 
brought in. But just as the door was opened by the ser .• 
vant, bringing in the waiter, loadeu with apples and nuts, 
the clock stmek eight. The boys who had been tolJ to 
leave at that hour, felt troubled enough. The tempta~ 
tion to stay was almost too strong to be resisted. The 
older brother, however, had the courage to whisper to one 
at his side, that he must go. Immediately there was all 
uproar all over th.e room, each one exclaiming against 
it. 

" Why," said. one," my mother told me I might stay 
till nine." 
. "My mother," said another, "did not say any thing 

about my coming home, she will let me 8tay as long 8S I 
like." 
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" I woulJ not be tiet.! to my Illotber's apronstring," said 
a rude boy in a Jistant part of the room. 

A limiJ boy, who livet.! in the next house to the one in 
which these t\\'o little boys lived, came up and ~aiJ, \\'ith 
BIl imploring look; " I am going home at half-past eight. 
Now do otJy a little while longer, and then we will go 
home together. I t.!o not wi3h to go home alone in the 
dark." 

And even f!e lady of the house came to them :lnd 
said, "I do not tllink your mother will be displeased if 
you stay a few moments longer anJ eat an apple and a 
few nuts." 

Xow, what could these pOOl' boys do? How coult.! 
they re"ist ,0 Illuch elltreaty? For a llJoment they hesi. 
tated, and almost yielJed to the temptlltion. But virtuo 
waveret.! only for a mOille lit. Tiley immediately muster­
ed all their comage, and sait.!, " We must go." Hastily 
bidding them ~Il gool! night, they got theil' hats as CJ,.]iekly 
as Ihey coult.!, for fear, if they delayeJ, they should yield 
to the temptation; amI they left the hou~e. Thry ct"pped 
not a moment to look baelt upon the brightly shining win­
dows and h~]lpy group of boys within, but tal,ing hold of 
each other's hand, they ran as fast as they eould on their 
way home. 'When they arrivet.! at home their father and 
mother met them with a Emile. Ant.! when tlleir father 
and mother learnt unt.!er w!Jat temptations they had been 
to disobey, they looket.! upon their childrell ,'lith a deliQLt 
wllich amply repait.! them for all their trial. And wlten 
these boys went to bet.! that night, they felt that they hau 
done their duty, ant.! that they hat! given their parentg 
pleasure; anJ these thoughts gave them vastly more Iwp­
piness than they eoult.! have enjoyed jf they had I'e­
mained with their piaymates beyond the huur which their 
parents had permitted. Now, do you not admire this no­
ble proof orthe courage of thcsfllittle boy~, and of their 
determination to do their duty? Go you then and do like­
wise, and you shall have their rewart.!. 

ABBOTT'S" CHILO AT HOME." 
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LESSON ON OBJECTS. 
Su/·gar Feath/.ers Ap/.pIes Trans·pa/-rent 
Tea Cal'-om Cher/-ries Glis/·ten 
W rit/-ing Clouds Men/,tion Ought 

WHAT happens to $ugar if you leave it in water? 
Do you kllow any other things that are sweet as well as 

I;ugar? 
If you put sugar into tea, what Iwppens to tbe 

sugat' 7 
If you put sugar into tea, uoes any thing happen 

to the tea 1 
Whal is a pen made of 1 
What is it used for? 
What did it once belong to ? 
Did the bird uoe it for writing with 1 
Why are beds often made of feathers? 
Do. you know what binla' beds are called? 
Can you tel! me something that you ought to do 1 
Can you tell me something that you ought not 

to do? 
Did you ever feel it hot in the moonshine 1 
Did you ever see the sun aOlI the muon shining at 

the same lime. 
Do you always see the sun in exactly" the same 

part of the sky 1 
What shape is the sun 1 
Is the moon always of the same ~hape 1 
Can you always see the moon of a night? 
Can you always see the sun of a day 7 
Is the sky always blue 1 
What is the colom of the clouds in bad weather 1 

What is rain made of 1 
Which can you lirt most easily in your band, wa­

ter or snow? and why 7 
What will snow tum to if it is warmed 1 
What will a pie~ of ice become if it is placed nellr 

the fire 1 
In what kind of weather does water turn to ice, 

and rain tum to snow 1 
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I~ it in warm or in cold weather that flowers grow, 
and apples and cherries? 

Tell me the names of things that can burn 1 
Mention some things tbat have a green colour 1 
J',1entiun some things that are transparent or ran 

be seen tbrullgh 1 
Do you know any things that glisten or shirle ? 

Cotl-tage 
Eight 
Clus'-ter.€d 
Anl-swer-ed 
Clturch-'yard 

WE ARE SEVEN. 

Re-plyl 
Be-neath' 
A-live ' 
Stockl.ings 
Knit 

I MET a lillIe cottAge girl, 

Sun I-srt 
Porl.rin-gel' 
Moan-ling 
Re-lievl-eu 
Maid I-en 

She was eight years old, she said; 
Her haiL' \Vas thick with many a curl 

That c1uster'd round her head. 

" Sisters and brothers, little maid, 
How many may you be 1" 

" How many 1 seven in all/' she saiJ, 
And wondering look'd at me, 

" And where are they, I pray you tell 7" 
She answer'd," Seven are we ; 

Am] two of us at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea; 

" Two of us in the ehurchyard lie, 
My sister and my brother; 

And in the churchyard cottage I 
Dwell near them with my mol her." 

"You say that two at Conway dwell,_ 
And two are gone to sea, 

Yet you are seven; I pray you teil, 
- Sweet maid, how this may be" 
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Then aid the lilfe maid reply, 
" Seven boys and girlo arc we ; 

Two of us in the churchyard lie, 
Beneath the ch urch yard tree." 

" You run about, my little maid, 
Your limbs tbey are alive; 

If two are ill the churchyard laid, 
Then ye are only five." 

" Theil' graves arc green tbey may be IieCn," 
The little moill replied, 

" Twelve steps or more from my mo\her't! doer, 
And tbey are side by side. 

" My stockings there I often knil. 
lVly 'kerehieftbere I hern; . 

And there upon the ground 1 sit,­
I sit and sing to tbern. 

" And often after sunset, sir, 
When it is ligbt and fair, 

I take my little porringer 
A nd eat my supper there. 

" The first that died was little Jane, 
In bed sbe moaning lay, 

Till God relieved her of her pain, 
And then she went alvay. 

" So in the churehyard she wad/aid, 
And, all the summer dry, 

Togelher rOllnd her grave we play'll 
My brother John and r. 

" And when the ground was 1\ hite with ~no\V, 
And I could mn and slide, 

My brolher John was forced to go, 
And he lies by her side." 

" Hnw many are you, then," said I, 
" If they are t1vo in heaven ?" 

The little maiden did reply, 
"0 master! we are seven." 
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" But they are dead, those two are dead, 
Their spirits are in heaven." 

'Twas throwing wonls away; for Etill 
The little maid woulJ. have her will, 
And said," Nay, we are seven." 

WORDSWORTH. 

THE FIVE SENSES. (Elliptical.) 

Up'-right En-clos'-ed 
E-reet' Se-eures' 
Shoul'-ders Shel'-tel' 
PaF-ate Spit-tIe 
Juw',bone8 De-scend$' 
Ranp;'-ed S(ol11',a<:,h 

l\l"is'-ten,ed 
Flu-id 
Eye'-brows 
Fla'-vour 
M()~'lion 

High'-er 
Per ceiv'-eu 
Move'-a-ble 
Qual' ·i-ties 
Ob'-jecls 

MAN holds himself upright 011 his feet. His head is erect 
on his shoulders. He has arms and leg!!. 
He takes hold of things with his The sole of 
his rests on the ground. 

The head turns (0 the right and to the Tbe 
top and Lack of the head is called the skull. Upon 
it is the hair. 'Vithin the i~ the brain, which 
is enclosed there as in a Lox of bone. This box ~c­
cures against blows. On tile face are seen the eyE'!', 
nose, mouth, chin, and on e:Jeh side the The 
eyes are shut by means of the , which shelter 
them from the ;,ir and too much light. The eye IS 

moistened \yith a fluid called 
A hove the eyes are the eyebrows; bigher still is 

the brow. J\1an sees with his wl13t is near 
him; be sees also what is not too f.1r olf. The nose 
is between the eyes and the ; its two holes 
are called the ; with the liose are perceived 
smells. The mouth has lips which are both 
moveable. Unuer the mouth is the Within 
the mouth are the palate, the tongue, anu the 
The teeth are fixed in the jawbones, and are ranged 
in rows which are applied to one another. With 
the teeth we grind our ; the tongue brings the 
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food under -the teeth, and at the same time the spit­
tel moi~tens it; it decends afterwarJs into the throat, 
and thence into the stomach. While food is in the 
mouth, the tongue and the palate the flavour 
of it. The mouth serves also for speaking; the breath 
eomes from the lungs; the mouth, the lips, the 
tongue, the teeth, and the palate, form speech. 

Man perceives smell by his ; tastes by his 
with his ears he soun,]s; with his 

eyes he the colour, form, and motion of bodies; 
with his skin he them. All these means of 
perceiving the qualities of objecls are called the 
8enses. Thus man has senses j sight, smell, 
tasle, hearing. and touch. 

From the ITALIAN qfBARDI. 

THE CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 

A-wak'-en-ed Reach/,ed Re'-con-cil-edE-nongh' 
Rat'tling Ap-pear'-ance Con-triv'-ed Break'-fast 
Shov/-e! Im-pa'-lient Climb SwaP-low-ed 
Pa'-tience Touch O·blig'-ed Read'-y 
Min'-ute 

ONE morning Willy was awakened by a noise in the 
chimney, and looking up he saw that the fireplace was 
covered over with a cloth. "What is that for, Ann 7" 
said he. All n told him that one of the sweeps was gone 
up lhe chimney to sweep it; that the noise was made by 
his brushing away the soot from the sides of the chimney, 
and that the cloth was put up against the fireplace to 
prevent the soot from falling down into the room. Just 
then they heard a rattling noise. "There," ~aid 
Ann, " he has got to the top of the chimney, and he is 
beating his shovel and brush together to show that he is at 
the top." 

" Oh, how funn, it goes, rattle, rattle, rattle! How J 
~hould like to see him, Ann P' said Willy, running to peep 
behind the cloth. 

F 
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" You cannot see him up the chimney,"said Ann, 
" uecause it is quite dark; bllt have a little patience, 
-he \yiJl be OOWII in a minute." 

Willy thought the minute lasted a long time; but at 
length the boy reached the bottom of the chimney, and 
lirting up the cloth made his appearance. He had a brush 
in one hano and a shovel in the other, and was all black 
from head to foot, except his eyes and his teeth, which 
looked uncommonly large ano white. Impatient as Wi!ly 
had been to see him, he could not help drawing back 
when he appeared. 

" Why, you are not afraio of me, master,1" said the 
sweep; " I shall not hurt you, and I shall not oirty you 
if you do not tOllch me." By degrees Willy became re~ 
wnciled to the black boy, and he asked him how he con­
trived tn get lip to the top of the chimney. "Do yon 
tl,ink I could get up 1" asked Willy. 

" Xli," ~aid the boy, "because you have not been used 
to it. '''hen I first b~gan to sweep chimneys, it was very 
hard work, becau~e I did not know how to climb; I was 
but a litttle Loy then, and I was sadly afraid of going up 
the dark chimney; but I was obliged to go, or my master 
would have beaten me; ano now I thing nothing of it." 
He then asked whether there were any more chimneys to 
~\\'ceJl, arid Ann said" No; I believe not." 

"You are sorry for that I dare say," cried Willy; 
"for Ann says that you are paid a shilling for every 
chimney you sweep." 

" I am never the better for the money I take," replied 
the Loy;" for I am obliged to give it aJl t() my mas­
ter ." 

"And does he not give you any thing 1" said Willy. 
"Nothing but my meat and dr;nk, and little enough of 
that either." 

J llst then Willy's breakfast was brought; and while 
he was eating it, he thought," I "yonuer whether the 
sweep has had his breakfast this morning ;" so he went to 
ask him, anu finding he had not, he ran and fetched his 
basin of bread and milk and offered it to the' boy. The 
sweep, who had already swept several chimneys that mor· 
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ning, and was very hungry, took hold of the basin with 
both his hands, and swallowed a good deal of it. He then 
returned it· to Willy, who would glauly have eaten the 
rest, but he saw two such black marks on the basin where 
the sweep's bands had heM it, and such a large one on 
the rim where he had been drinking, that he did not like 
to take any more of it ; so he told the boy he might drink 
the rest if he liked i~ which the ~weep was very glad tu 
do. Just then a servant came in and tolu the boy that 
the drawing-room chimney was to be swept also. 
" Oh ! I am sorry for that," said Willy. 

"I do not mind it now," replied the boy; " I am 
the more ready to set to work after so good a break-
{ast." MRS lV[ARCET •. 

Walk/-iog 
Coach 
Clothes 

THE NEGRO 

Laugh/-ed 
Coun/-try 
Peo/-ple 

Ne'-groes 
School 
AI-Iow/-ed 

Talk/-ed 
Freez/-es 
Snow/-balls 

" OR, mamma!" said Willy to his mother one day that 
he was walking with hel' on the street, " look at thaI great 
chimney-sweeper standing up behind the coach there, 
dressed in such fine clothes, and not at all dirty, except 
his han os and his face; I wonder how he can get up a 
chimney, he is so big." His mamma laughed, and said, 
" He is not a chimney· sweeper, my dear." 

" Oh, but he must be, mamma, for his faee is blacker 
than the little boy'~ who swept our chimney, and hi!! 
hands too." 

" That is true; bllt he is not a sweep for all that. 
The colour of his skin is black, just as the colour of your 
skin is white." 

" But the colour of every body's skin is wbite, mam­
ma ." 

" Of everyone who lives in this country ; but there 
are some countries, 11 great way off, where the colaW' of 
every body's skin is black, like that man's. The peop~f;\ 
who live in these countries are called negl'ces." 
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;~ AmI if that negro was to drink ouf of my basin of 
bread and milk, would not his mouth dilty it, nor hi\J 
hands either 1" 

" Not in the least; his hands nnd face are as clean ns 
yours, though they look so blad,. Every thing that i~ 
hlack is not dirty. Do you think gralH.l-mamma's black 
silk gowll is dirty 1" 

" Oh, no," said Willy; " that it is not. Nor the black 
inkstand, unless I drop some of the ink upon it." 

Some time after this, his mother took ·Wllly to a school 
where there were a few negro boys learning to read and 
write. The master allowed the boys to talk to Willy, 
and they talked to him, and shook hands \vith him, aTilI 
showed him that their hands were not dirty, though their 
colour was black. "And how did you come from your 
country, such a great way off 7" asked Willy. 

" We came in a ship," said one of the boys; " and we 
were a great many days coming." 

"And what d;t! you come for sllch a long \\ay ? 
"We came to learn to reat! ant! write, am] a great 

many other things. We have no schools in 0111' country." 
" A nt! do the little boys there do nothing but play about 

all day?" 
" Yes," returned the black boy; " but tben when they 

grow up to be men, they have learnt nothing; so they 
can do nothing well." 

" Then, I dare say, YOll like this coulltry best 7" saiu 
Willy. 

"No, I llo not," sait! the boy; "because it is so 
colt!. In our country we have nc\'er any ice or snow ~ 
;( never freezes; ant! here I am almost frozen to death." 

"But you cannot make snowballs, and you cannot 
slide upon the ice," ~aid Willy. "I should not like your 
country." 

" Oh, but you woulJ, for it is always slimmer "ilh us; 
and \,e have plenty of nice fruit and pretty flowers. 
Then we bathe and swim about in the water when we 
are too hot; and we climb high trees; ant! it is much 
more pleasant than this cold country. But I like to learn 
h(Tt', and then when I go back J ~hall teach tbe other 
~)lack people." l\IRs MAncET. 
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SEcrrIO~ IlL 

LESSONS ON THE SOUL. 

Wid'-ow 
Teach'-jng 
Sha'-dy 
Peb'-ble 
An'-swer 

Rose'·bll~h 
Tum'-bler 
A-live' 
Wound 
Tongue 

Cel,-Ial" 
An -i-mals 
Un-der-stand 
Stud'-y ing 
Know'-Iedge 

ROBERT STANHOPE was five years old, and he lived in 
a pleasant town in a small white house with his mother~ 
who was a willow, and his sister, Eliza, who was three 
years old. Mrs Stanhope was a very kind mother. She 
tovk. great pleasure in teaehing her two children; and 
Robert and Eliza were always very willing to learn from 
her, for they both loved their mother very much. 

One day, when Robert was silting with his mother 
under a large shady tree in the garden, she thought she 
would talk a little with him, and teach him some good 
things :-
. Mrs Stanhope. Look, Robert. See that pretty round 
white stone. Pick it up; and bring it to me. 

Robert. Here it i8, mother; what is it called 1 
.Mrs S. It is called a pebble, and I wish to talk to you 

about it. Ie you should ask it any thing, would it answer 
you·? 

R.No, mother; a stone cannot speak. 
Mrs S. Look at that beautiful rose which you have 

picked for Eliza. It is very different from the pebble: it 
has a stem and green leaves, and a soft and pretty flower. 
When It was on the rose~bl1sh, it lived and grew; alld it 
will live a day or two longer, if Eliza puts it into a tumbler 
with water. The rose is more curious then the pebble; 
i(lives but the pebble .does not.-Talk to the rose and see­
it it will answer you. 

R.Mother it will do no good for me to talk to the rose. 
Roses cannot hear or speak. 

F2 
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JIIrs 8. Can a rose be taught any thing? 
R. No, mother, no more than a pebble cun . 
• ".lrs S. Come now ~nJ look at my watch. I will 

open it ami show you what is inside of it. 
R. 0, how many curwus little wlleel; there are? How 

they keep going round alld round. I wi:;iJ I had a watch 
that would go. Do you remelJluer mother, the other day 
when you opened your watch ami showed it to Eliza, she 
thought it was alive? 

.JIll'S S. Yes, my son; but your sister is a very little 
girl, and did not know any better. You know that tI,e 
watch is not alive. 

R. But it seems as if it was: it moye~ of it,elf • 
• Mrs S. No, Robert, a watch cannot move of itself, 

any more than a rose, or a pebble. It mUbl be wound 
lip with a key; and there itl a spring insiJe which makes 
all the wheels go. 

R. Mother, the watch, I think, ;0 a great deal mom curio 
ous then the pebble or the rose. 

Jllrs S. Well, see tLen if the watch will say anything 
to you, or if you can te'lch it any thing. 

R. It caunot Bpeak, mother; anJ I cannot teach it any 
more th:Jn I cun the pebble or the rose. 

AIrs S. Why cannot tbe Watch ~peak, or learn any 
thing? 

R. Oh ! mother, I ha\"e just thought why it cannot, 
and why the pebble amI rose cannot. Is it not thai 
they have no mouths to speak with, and no ears to hear 
with? 

Jlfrs S. That is one reason, my son, but it is not all. A 
1I0g has a mouth, and Iip~, and teeth, anll a tongue, very 
much like yours, but he cannot cpeak, or learn to read. 

R. But our dog Tray can mai;e a noise; he barks very 
loud sometimes . 

.Mrs S. Can Tray say any words 1 
R. No, mother; not one. I wonder why he cannot, 

since he has a mouth, and Jifs, and teeth, and a tongue so 
much like mine. 

:AIrI 8. Did you ever try to teach Tray to read 'lc 
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R. No, mother; dogs cannot learn to read. But I have 
taught Tray to drive the.ducks away from the yard in 
frollt of the house; and L have taught him to run after my 
ball ami bl'ing it to me, when I throw it into the road. 
But I wonder why he cannot learn to read. He seems 
10 know a great mallY things • 

.JJtIl's.S. He knows some thing$, Robert. But how many 
more things yon and Eliza know than poor Tray 
does. You and Eliza too can learn a great many more 
things, ami keep on learning as long as yon live. But 

. Tray cannot do so; he knows about as much now as he 
ever will know. 

R. Mother, did Tray know it was wicked to steal the 
meat out of the cellar, when yon whipped him for doing 
so? 

Mrs S. No, he did not. He does not know any thing 
about what is right and wrong. 

R. Do any cats, or dogs, or horses, or cows, know any 
thing about what is right and· wrong, mother? 

Mrs S. No, my dear, they do not. Men and women, 
and boys, and girls, know what is right and wrollg; but 
beasls, and birds, and fishes, and insects, do not. You 
see how very different you are, Robert from all these ani­
mals, and from a watch, a rose, and a pebble. You can 
understand me when I speak to you; you can speak 
to me so that I knolV exactly what you mean; you can 
learn to read, amI to write, and to do a great many dif­
ferent things; you can keep on learning and studying booke, 
and getting knowledge; you know what right and wrong 
is; you feel hapliy when you do right; and you feel un­
happy when you do wrollg. Do you understand all 
this 1 

R. I think I do, mother. 
Mrs S. Remember, then, how very different you are 

(rom a pebble; a rose, a watch, and your dog Tray. We 
will try, at another ime, to find out what it is that make, 
~ou so different from them. 

GALLAUDET. 



LESSONS ON THE SOUL CONTINUED 

Break/-fast Hard/-ness Ques' -tion 
Yes'-ter-day Crea/-tures Some/-what 
Heav'-i-est Veg'-e-ta-bJe Beau/-ti-ful 
Weight An '-i-mal Flowers 

THE next day, soon after breakfast, 1\lr8 Stanhope and 
ller two children went to take a walk in the garden. 
Their little dog Tray went with them, running a~d play­
ing by their side. Eliza asked hel' mother if she might 
go and pick some fresh flowers to put into her tumbler nitu 
those that Robert ga ve her. Mrs Stall hope ~aid yes, and 
away ran Eliza, as fast as she could go, with Tray run" 
ning after her. Mrs Stanhope and Robert, after they had 
done walking, sat down on a bench,-ancl talked with each 
other. 

Robert. I have been thinking this morning, mother, 
about what you told rue yesterday; and I thought how 
very different oi,tcr Eliza is {rom the pebble. She is not 
like it at all. 

Mrs StanllOpe. But, Robert, is not Eliza a little like the 
pebble in some things? 

R. How, mother, I do not understand you 1 
Jllrs S. Which is the heavier, Eliza or the peb­

ble 1 
R. 0, Eliza to be sure. I can easily lift the pebble; 

but 1 ean hardly lift Eliza, she is so heavy. 
Jlfrs S. Then do you not see that the pebble IWI! 

something that Eliza has? They both have weight. 
R. Oh, now I understand. Eliza and the pebble are 

somewhat alike in many things. Both of them havo 
weight-and have they not also shape, also colour, also 
hardness? 

J1Irs S. Very well, Robert. But now try if you can 
tell me any things in which the rose and your little sister 
are alike. 

R. I am sure I can tell you some things. Let me 
thillk. Why, Eliza and the rose are alike in some things, 
because in some things they are both like the pebble. 
Eliza, and the rose, and the pebble too, have weight, hard­
ness, form, anJ colour. 
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Mrs 8. That is right, my son; but which is more like 
Ellza,-the pebble or the rose? 

R. The rose, mother. 
Mrs 8. Why? 
R. Because its shape is more like Eliza's shape; and 

it has several ditTerent beautiful colours, like Eliza. 
Mrs 8. Very well! But there is one thing in which 

the rose is still more like Eliza; can you think what it 
is? 

R. I do not know, mother, unless it is that the rose 
grows • 

.Il'Irs 8. You are right. Eliza and the rose both have 
life· 

R. Mother, is Eliza's life like the life of a rose? 
Mrs 8. No, they are very different. The rm;e would 

not feel if you should break off one of itl! leaves. But 
Eliza can feel. The rose cannot go from one place to 
another; but Eliza can walk and run about. 

R. Mother, Tray feels when you hurt himj and he can 
go from one place to another. Is not his life like Eliza's 
life? 

Mrs 8. Yes, my son, and so is the life of all creatures 
that can breathe and move about. Their life it! like the 
life of mim, and women, and children, and we call this 
animal life. We call the life of roses and others fl.ower~, 
and all plants and trees, t'egetable life. 

R. Mother, I think I can teHl many things in which 
Eliza-and the watch are alike. 

Mrs S. Well, try. 
R. They are alike in having weight, hardness, form 1 

and colour. 
Mrs S. Has the watch nothing else like Eliza? Think 

a~little. When you have a hard question to answer, al­
ways take time to think. 

LESSONS ON TfIE SOUL CONTINUED. 

Wheels 
O'·cloc.k' 

WQuOlI Quick Cu'·ri-Olls 
Strelch/-ed Back '.wardi\.t-ten'~tjve 
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Robert. Mother, I wish I could look inside of Eliza. 
I think I shuuld see some little wheels going round and 
round, like those of the watch. 

Mrs Stanhope. What makes you think so, Robert? 
R. You told me it was the little wheel~ inside of the 

watch that make these two little things go that tell us what 
o'clock it is. 

111rs S. The hands of the watch you mean. 
R. Ye~; and must it not be something inside of Eliza 

that.makes her hallds go. Mother, has Eliza a spring 
inside of her that keeps her a.going? 

!fIrs S. That is what we must try to find out. If she 
has, it cannot be like the ~pring of a watch, [or that is 
made of steel, and Eliza has nothing like steel inside of 
her. 

R. Yes, mother; and the spring of a watch has to be 
wound llP every day, or it would not make the wheel! 
go ; and I am sure no body winds up Eliza • 

.Mrs S. Robert, put Y0ul' right hand to your right 
ear. • 

R. There, mother, I have :-but why do you wish 
me to do so? 

Mrs S. Wait a little, and I will tell you. Now put 
your left hand to your le[t ear. 

R. There it goes, mother. 
!ffrs S. What made it go? 
R. It went of itself, mother • 
.JliIrs S. Could the little boy's hand go of itself to his 

ear, whom you once saw stretched out after he was 
dead? 

R. No, mother; his hand was dead, and stitT, and so 
could not move; but mine is alive, and so it can 
move . 

.JJ,frs S. What i8 the reason that your hand does not 
move now? 

R. I do w,t wish to h:lVe it move, mother. 
Mrs S. If you should wish to have your right hand go 

to your nose, would it go ? 
R. Yes, mother; there it goes just as quick as I think 

to ha ve it so. 
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Mrs S. Think to have both your hands go backward 
and forward. 

R. There they go. 
Mrs S. Could the little dead boy think to have hie 

hand~ goJ 
R. He could when he was alive; but when he was 

dead, he could not think any thing at all. 
Mrs S. Can a watch think to have its hands go? 
R. Mother, a watch cannot think about any thing at 

all. It never thinks; and when it is not wound up, it 
stops going, and it is just like the dead boy. 

Mrs S. Can your hand think to do any thil!g? 
R. No, mother; it IS I that think to have my hand 

move. When I think to have it move, it moves j'lst as 
I wish to have it. 

Mrs S. In what part of your body do you seem \0 be 
ti.inking,-in your foot? 

R. No, mother; I do not know; but"it seems as if I 
were thinking somewhere inside of me. 

Mrs S. Had the boy, whom you saw lying dead, 
something inside of him that thought? 

R. I am ~ure he had, when he was alive; but I am 
not sure if that something was there when I saw him 
lying dead on the bed. 

Mrs S. No, my son, it waS not there. It was gon£'. 
I.fit had been inside of him, he could have thought to op­
en his eyes, and they would have opened i-he could 
have thought to speak to you, and he would have spo­
ken i-he could have thought to get up, and he would 
have got up and played with you. You saw his body, 
flut it was a dead body, and the something which thinks 
had gone out of it. 

R. O! mother, do tell me what that curious thing is 
that is inside of us, that keeps thinking so, and goes out of 
U3 when we die.: 

M1'8 S. I will, my Bon. Look at me. Be attentive, 
and never forget wifat I am going to tell you. 
That something inside of you which thinks, is your 
SOUL. GA.LLAUDET.· 



LESSONS ON THE SOUL CONCLUDED. 

\<'ul' -low-ing Spir'-ihu-al Grav'-el 
Con-ver-sa'-tion Butch'-er Hun'-dred 
Hun'-gry Thirst'.y Thou'-sand 
Ma-te' ri-al CI'-pher Coun/-try 
Soft'-ness Be.-yoml Teach'-ing 

THE next morning Robert rose before sunri,e. As he 
came down stairs, he met his mother. "Corne, my son," 
said she, " let us go and take a walk in the garden, and I 
will tell you something more auout the soul_"-So they 
went into the garden, and while they were walking, they 
had the following conversation. 

Mother. Robert, can you tell me what the soul is? 
Robert. My soul, m"ther, is that something insiue of 

me which thinks • 
• M. You have a body and a soul; I have a body 

and a soul; El'iza has a body and a soul; and every man 
nnd woman, and boy and girl, has a bOlly and a soul. 

R. Mother, have very little babies souls? 
.M. Ye~, my son; but you know they do not thillk 

much, till they grow older. 
R. Mother, does the soul grow 1 
M. Not like the body j but the soul is able to think 

more and marl', and to understand more and more, and to 
learn more and more· And so we may say the soul grow~. 

R. But we do not give the soul food, mother to make it 
grow, as \H~ uO the body. 

M. No, my ~on we cannot feed the soul as \ye do a 
Ettle child when it is hungry j but we teach the soul a 
good many things. And this teaching is the food of the 
soul.-But tell me, Robert, is your soul any thing like a 
pebble, a rose, or a watch 1 

R. No, mOlher, but my body is; because my body has 
weight, hardness, form, and colour j all which a pebble, a 
rose, and a watch, also have • 

• M. Can you see my soul, Robert 1 
R. No, mother jand you cannot sePo mine. I cannot 

see my own soul j but I can see the pebble, and the rose, 
and the watch, and a great many other things. . 
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M. Yes,· Robert, you can see the form and the colour 
of these things. Can you hear my soul 1 

R. I can hear you, when you speak, mother • 
.IIf. Yes. I think what I am going to say to yon; and 

then I think to have my tongue and my lips move; and I 
speak, and you hear the sounu of my voice.-Put your 
ear to this watch: do you hear any thing? 

R. Yes, mother; it goes tick-tick, tick-tick. 
M. Now put your ear close to me. I am going to 

think. Try if you can hear my thinking. 
R. No, mother, I cannot at all. 
M. My soul, then, makes no noise when it is think­

ing, and you cannot hear my soul; you can only hear my 
voice when I tell you what I am thinking. 

R. That is very strange, mother. The soul must be 
very different from any thing I can see or hear. 

M. Yes, my son; you cannot see, or hear, or taste, or 
smell, or feel, the soul. The body you can 8ee, and hear, 
and taste, and smell, and touch. It is like the pebble, 
the rose, anu the watch; and it is therefore called matter: 
it is material. But the soul has not form, or colour, or 
sound, or taste, ~ smell, 0(' harJnes5, or softness. It is 
not matter. We call it spirit ; it is spiritual. 

R. Mother, does not Tray thiuk sometimes 1 
JIf. What maIms you think so, Robert. 
R. He stops, and seems to be thinking what he shall 

uo, and then he runs away off, as if he meant to go after 
1iomething that he had been thinking about • 

.111. Yes; and when YOll tell him to go after yOUl" ball, 
you know he will go. _ 

R. Mother, I have heard about a dog that used to carry 
a basI,et to market, find get some meat for his master from 
the butcher. He used to do this very often; and the 
master would send the money by him,and write on a 
piece of paper, and tell the bUlcher what llind of meat he 
wanted. I wish Tray could uo so. 

M. Well, I believe, lobert, 1hat dogs think, and so do 
other animals.. But that something within them which -

.thi.nks, is very different from that something within 'Ilc8 

.G 
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which thinks. Tray has not a soul like yours. His 
body is a great deal like yours. He has animal lifa, 
find so have you; he grows, and 60 do you; he eats, 
find drinks, and sleeps, and feels cold and warm, hungry 
find thirsty, sick and well, glad and sorry, anu so do 
you; and he has also to die as well as you. But when 
you think of your soul, how ditTerent you are from 
Tray! You know what is right and what is wrong, and 
he knows nothing about it. You can grow wi8er as 
you grow older; but he cannot be taught to read, or write, 
or cipher. Your soul does not die when your body 
does; but he has no life beyond the present life. 

R. Will my soul live, mother, after my bouy Ts 
dead? 

M. Robert, your soul will never die. Your body 
will die, and be laid in the grave, and turn to dnst; 
but your soul will never die; it will always live. 

R. I do not understand you, mother. 
JIJ. Look at the stones in the gravel,walk, Robert; 

there are hundreds an.] thousands of them. Your soul 
will live as many years as there are little stones in that 
long walk! 

R. And win my soul die then, mother? 
)1;[. No, Robert, it will not die then. It will keep 

on living. Your soul will live as many years as there 
are stones in all the gravel-walks in all the gardens of 
the country; and it will not die then; it will keep on 
living. Your soul will live for erer: it will never, 
na'er die. 

R. Oh! mother, mother, how long my soul will 
live! I cann'lt think how long it will live. But 
where will it live? where will it go when I die? w he 
will take care of my soul 1 will your soul, and mine, and 
dear sister Eliza's go to the same place, after we are 
all dead? Do tell me. I wish to know all about 
it. 

)1;[. Robert, there is not time now. But it shall not 
be long before I will tell you about it. You will 
have a great deal to learn about your poul ; and about 
where it is going to, after your body is dead and laid in 
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the grave; and what you must do that your soul may 
be happy for ever; and it will give me pleasure 
by and by to teach you all I know about these 
thi~. GALLAUDET. 

WHAT MAKES A HAPPY OLD AGE. 

Wil'-liam 
Gray 
Heart'-y 
Rea'-son 

Youth 
A.bus'-ed 
Vig'~olU' 
Pleas',ures 

Fut-ture Con-verse' 
Grieve At~ten'-tion 
Has'-ten-ing En-gage' 
Cheer'-ful For-got' ten 

" You are old, father William," the young man cried; 
"The few locks that are left you are gray: 

You are hale, father William, a hearty old man; 
Now tell me tbe reason I pray." 

" In the days of my youth," father William replied, 
" I remember'd that youth would fly fast; 

And abused not my health and my vigour at fir~t, 
That I never might need them at last." 

" You are old, father William," tile young man cried, 
" And pleasures with youth pass away; 

And yet YOll lament not the days that are gone; 
Now tell me the reason I pray." 

"In the days of my youth," father William replied, 
" I remember'd that youth could not last; 

l thought of the future, whatever I did, 
That I never might grieve for the past." 

" You~re old, father William," the young man cried, 
" And life mllst Le hastening away; 

You are c-beerful, and love to converse upon death; 
Now tell me the reason I pray." 

~, I am cheerful, young man," father William repJ:ed, 
" Let the cause tv attention engage: .n the days of my youth I remember'd my God, 
A.nd be bath not forgotten my age 1" 

SOUTHEY, 



Ear'-Iy 
'Vin',ter 
U~'~ed 
No'-tice 
Branch'.es 
Rig'-ger 

Weath'-er 
Gath',er-ed 
Stick/.y 
TOGcb'-ing 
Wrap'-ped 
Chos/-en 
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BUDS. 

Larg'-est 
Chest'-nu! 
Halves 
Pc>n'-knife 
Smooth'-Iy 
Cu'~ri-olls 

Ear'-ach 
Nice/,Iy 
Squeez'-ed 
Spoilt 
Beau/-li-ful 
SlIn I-~hille 

" I DO think, Willy," said his mother to him one morning 
in the early part of tip ring, " that the trees I,"ill soon be in 
leaf." "But, mamma," repli('ll Willy," the trees look 
as if they were nothing but llry slicks, just as they have 
been all the winter. I cannot see any thing on them 
like leaves or flowers." "I believe that you can s~e 
as well as I can; but then you are not so much used 
to take notice of what you see. When I was a Iiure 
child like you, I did not observe what happelled in the 
spring, but whell I grew older I did; amI r saw that 
every spring the trees, which had looked all the win­
ter as if they had been dead, came out into leaf. The 
next spring I watched the trees, to see when they 
would come into leaf again; and then I observed, that 
at the end of the dry branches there were !ittle round 
buds, not much bigger than a pin's heall, anll when 
the weather was warm, thetie little buds grew largt'r." 
" Anll are these little bulls upon the trees now, mam­
ma 1" "They are j and they tell me that there will 
soon be lea \'C~, and then flOWe1'8." 

Some days afterwards, when the buds on the trees 
had grown much larger, his mamma gatherell some of 
them to show ·Willy the little Je3ves anti flowers inside. 
" How sticky it feels !" said he, as he took into his 
hand one of these large buds;" I think it is Jirty." 
" No," replied his mother, " this sticky stull" comes 
from the inside of the bud, and covers the out~ide all 
over, to prevent tIte rain from touching the bull, for the 
rain would hurt it." "Now let us see what there i~ 
inside, mamma," said Willy. When they reached 
home, his mamma took all the buds she hall gathered 
OlJt of the paper in which she had wrapped them, and 
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hid them on a table j and ha.ving chosen one of tha 
largest of the buus of the horse chestnut tree, ~he cut 
H into two halves with a pen!mifl', which, being sharp, 
cut it very smoothly. "Look, mamma," said Willy, 
"there are no leaves nor flowers!" "There is soms­
thing," replied she, "that would have grown into leave!! 
and flowers, if the bud had remained on the tree." 
She then picked out the inside of the buu with the point 
of the knife, and showed Willy some little things shap­
eJ like leaves, but they were not green. "How curi­
ous!" said he; "anu what is this white stuff sticking 
about tlle little lea.ves '? it looks like bits of cotton, sudl 
as you put in my ear when I had the earach to keep 
it warm. Oh, t~is is to keep the little buds warm" 
though it is not cotton." 

.As she picked out the leaves, she madtl Willy ob­
serve how nicely they were folded over each other, 
and how closely they stuck together. "If they were 
not so well squeezed together," said Willy, "they couhl 
never all be packed up in this bud, though it is a large 
one. And what is the cover made of, mamma 1" 
" It is made of little leaves also." " But they are harll, 
~lfid do not look at all like the little leaves inside." 
" No, because the cold weathel' spoilt them j so, instead 
of growing into leaves, they became brown and hard j 

but you see they do very well to cover up the other~, and 
keep them warm." "0 yes, mamma, just like my great­
coat; but now, pray show me the flower." 

" Here it is, said she, taking something out of the 
middle of the bud j "you can ju~t see the shape. Thi:s 
would have grown into a pretty bunch of white and pink 
flowers. When the buds on the tree burst open, ami you 
see the leaves and the flower growing, do you think YOll 

will know their shape again 1" " Oh yes, mamma, only 
they will be a great deal bigger." "The buds will grow 
larger and larger ev*y day," said his mamma, " till at 
last the covering will be too small to hold them j then it will 
burst open; and the little leaves will be green, and spread 
*henJselves out, and after that the flower will blow, ant! 

G~ 
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fook beautiful. But a great many days must pass first; for 
they must have min to water them, and 6un,;hine to warm 
them and make them grow." MRS l\IARCET. 

Driv'-ing 
Ass 
l\'bl" -ket 
Trudg'-ing 
Whis'-tling 
Sirt-rah 
Sec/·om} 

THE OLD l\IA 'l' AND HIS ASS. 

Rid'-ing 
A'-get! 
La'-zy 
Knave 
Crip'~pleJ 
Su01l'-el' 
Hon'-cst 

Fourth 
Mer'-cy 
Own'-el' 
Shoul'-ders 
Laugh 
Dis-like' 
Strug' ogle 

Free'-dom 
Tum'~bled 
Riv'·er 
Drown'-cu 
At-tempts' 
Trou/-b~e 
Dar'-gain 

A~ old man anti his little bny, were driving an ass to 
market to ~ell. "What a fool is this fellow," says a man 
upon the road, "to be trudging it on fuot with his son, 
tllat his a,,~ may go light !" The old man' bearing Ihis, set 
bis buy upon the n"~, and went whistling by his side. 
" Why, sirrah," crie:; a second I11nn to the boy, "is it fit 
f9r you to be riding, while your poor aged father is walking 
on foot 1" The father, upon this, took down his boy from 
the ms, and mounted himself. "Do you see," says a 
third, " how the lazy old knave rides along upon his beast, 
while hi:; poor little boy is almost" erippled with walking !" 
The old man no sooner heard this, than lit' took up his son 
behind him. "Pray, honest friend," ~ays a fourth, "i~ 
that ass your own ?"" Ye~," ~ays the man. "One 
would not have thought so," replied the other, " by your 
loading him as you do without mercy. You altd your 
son are beftpr able to carry the poor beast than he is to 
carry you!" "A ny thing to please," says the owner; 
and so he and his son eoming off, they tied the legs of the 
nss tngether, and ):.y tile help of a pole tried to carry him 
UpOIl their shoulders along the bridge that led to the town. 

The sight of this was so odd, that the people ran in 
crowds to laugh at it, till the ass, feeling a dislike at the 
too great ki nllness of h is master, bega n to struggle for his 
freedom, burst the cords that tied him, l-olipped from the 
pole, tumbled into the river and was drowned. The pOOl' 
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old man made the best of his way home, filled with shame 
and sorrow that, by his attempts to pleaoe e\'ery boJy, he 
had pleased nobody, given himself muc.h trouble, and lost 
his ass into the bargain. 

THOlllS0N'S LESSONS. 

Month 
Ro'-sy 
Beau'-ty 
Pleas'-ure 
:Bow'·ers 

Com-plete' 
Ro'-si-Iy 
AC'-h.l-al 
Wrong 
Dc-ny 

MAY. 

Po'-et 
Pa'-ges 
A'-ges 
Mod'-ern 
Du'-ty 

Nymphs 
Elves 
Shelves 
Dra'-per-y 
Col'-our 

lVLA Y, thou month of rosy beauty, 
Month when pleasure is a duty; 
Month of bees, and month of flowers. 
Month of blossom-laden bowers, 
o thou merry month complete, 
May, thy very name is sweet! 
I no sooner write the word 
Than it seems as though it heard, 
And looks up and laughs at me, 
Like a sweet face, rosily; 
Like an actual colour bright 
Flushing from Ihe papel'" white. 
If the rains that do us wrong 
Come to keep Ihe \\ inler long, 
And deny us thy sweet looks, 
I can love thee, sweet, in books; 
Love thee in the poet's pages, 
Where they keep thee green for ages, 
May's in Milton, May's in Prior, 
May's in Chaucer, Thomson, Dyer; 
May's in alHI. Italian books; 
She has old al\d modern nooks, 
Where she sleeps with nymphs and elves 
In happy places they call shelves, 
WiLh a drapery thick with bloom~, 
And will rise and dress your rooms. 
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Come, ye I'ains, then, if you will, 
"\lay's at home, and with me ~till ; 
Eut come rather thou, good weather, 
And find us in the fields together. 

LEIGfI HUNT. 

CLOUDS, RAIX, AXD SNOW. 

Morn'-ing 
Prom' -is-eu 
Fall'~ing 

Strallge 
E:.t'-gel'-ly 
A-fraid' 

Caught 
To-day' 
Tea'-spoon 

Yes'-ter day 
Thaw 
In-quirf-ed 

One morning, mamma calleu Willy, and said, " I prom­
ised, my deal', to show you w'hen a cloud was falling: 
look out at the window, and you will see one now." 
Willy ran to the window in a great hurry to see what 
he thought must be so strange a sight. He lookeu first 
IlP ill the skies; then he lookeu to the right, ano. then to 
the lett: nowhere could he see any thing falling. 

"Why, 'Willy, where are your eyes?" said mamma; 
" I see a great many things falling," 

" Where ?" inquired Willy eagelly ) " I can see nothing 
at all but drops of rain." 

" Well; and what are drops of rain made of?" 
" They are made ofwaler," replied "'illy. 
" And what are clouds made of?" 
" Why; you once lolu me, mamma, they were made 

of water too." 
" Well, then, my dear, when a etouu falls, it does not 

come down plump upon yuur head like a pail of water as 
you were afraid it did, but it falls in drop'" and those 
drop~ are called rain." 

" How funny!" cried Willy. "Then rain is a cloud 
tumbling down to the ground ~" 

" Ye8, it is; but it is calleu a cloud only when it is up 
in the skies, and rain when it falls to the ground." 

" And up in the clouds is it in drops, mamma ; or all 
in one like a pail of water 1" 

"In drops," replied his mother," much smaller drops 
than rain: it i:; more like the little drops that we caught in 
the teaspoon when we held it over the steam." 
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"Oh yes, I remember," cried Willy;" and I said 
how many things were made of water; and now I see 
there are a great Rlany more things made of water; there 
are the clouds, and rain, and steam, and ice, and snow." 
Willy then thought a moment, and afterwards said, "Why, 
mamma, you said that snow came from the clouds; so 
snoVl' is a cloud falling as well as rain, is it not 1" 

"Yt's," replied mamma; " !!now is a cloud falling 
when the weather is so coM that it freezes the rain and 
turns it intu snow: and rain is a cloud falling to the ground 
when the weather is warmer, so !hat the wat~r will not 
freeze_" 

" Oh, then, the weather must be warmer to-day, for 
you see the clouds came down in rain, and not in snow 
as they did yestel day." 

" That is true, my dear, it is a thaw to-uay." 
MRS MARcET. 

CHRISTIANS SHOULD LOVE ONE ANOTHER •. 

Chri~l'~ians 
En-deav'"our 
A-pos'-tIe 
Peace'-a-bly 
Re.lig'-i-ous 

Per-sua'-sion Pray'-ed 
Sa'-vi-our Er-ro'.ne-ous 
Dis~ci '-pie;; Doc'-trines 
En '-e-mies Con-vinc'-ed 
Per' -se"cut,eu Harsh' -Iy 

Vi'-o-Ient 
Quar'-rel-ling 
Neigh'-bours 
A -3us'-ing 
Re-vil'-ed 

CHRISTIANS should enueavoUl', as the apostle Paul com, 
mandeth 'them," to live peaceably with all men," even 
with those of a different religious persuasion. Our Sa. 
viour, Christ, commanded his disciples to " love one an­
other." He taught them to love even their enemies, to 
biess those that curseu them, anu to pray for those thaI 

persecuted them. He himself prayed for his murderers. 
Many men hold erroneous doctrines, but we ought not to· 
hate or persecute them • We ought to seek for the truth, 
amI hold fast what we are convinced is the truth, but not 
to treat harshly those ftho are in error. Jesus Christ did 
not intend his religion to be forced on men by viol~lit 
means. He woulU not allow his uisciples to fight for him • 
. Irany person treut us unkindly, we must not do the samE). 
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to them; for Chl'ist and his apostles have taught us not to 
return evil fur evil. If we would obey Christ, we must 
do to others not as they do to us, but as we would 
wi~h them to do to us. Quarrelling with our neighbours 
and abusing them is not the way to convince them that we 
are in the right and they in the wrong. It is more 
likely to convince them that we have not a Christian 
spirit. We ougllt to show ourselves followeril of Christ 
who, " when he was reviled, reviled not again," by be­
having gently and kindly to everyone. 

WHATELY. 

THE CHILD'S FIRST GRIEF. 

Grief Droop'-ing Through 
Flow'-ers Smil'ed Hours 
Sow'-ed Brief Wan',der-ings 

" OH ! call my brother back to me 1 
I cannot play alone; 

The slimmer comes with flower and bee,­
Where is my brother gone 1 

The flowers run wild, the flowers we sow'.l 
Around our garden tree; 

Our vine is drooping with its load­
Oh ! call him back to me !" 

" He wou Id not hear thy voice, fair child? 
He may not come to thee; 

The face that once like summer smiled, 
On earth no more thou'lt see. 

A rose's brief bright life of joy, 
Such unto him was given; 

So-thou must play alone, my boy! 
Thy brother is in heaven." 

" And has he left his birds and flowers? 
AmI must I call in vain r 

And through the long, long summer hours, 
Will he not come again? 

And by the brook and in the glade 
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Are all our wanderings o'er? 
Oh ! while my brother with me play'J, 

W (Juld I had loved him more I" 
MRS HEMANs. 

THE PURPLE JAR. 

Pur'.ple 
Lon'-don 
Pass'-ed 
A-long' 
Pret'-ty 
Ap~pear'.ed 

Chem'~ist 

Pull'-iog 
Blue 
Flow'-er-pot 
Ex·am'-in-ed 
Ex.ceed-'.ing-ly 
Vase 
Jar 

Be .. lieve~ 
De-cid'·ed 
Choose 
Hap'-pi·est 
Sig'-ni.fy 
Re-doub,le 
Com~mis/· sions 

ROSA:MOND, a little girl of about seven years old, was walk­
ing with her mother in the streets of London. As she 
passed along, she looked in at the windows of the shops, 
and she saw many pretty things,of which she did noL 
know the use, or even the names. At last they came 
to a snop which appeared to her far more beautiful than 
the rest. It was a chemist's I'hop, but she did not know 
that. "Oh, mother !" cried she, pulling her mother's hand, 
" look, look; blue, green, red, yellow, and purple ? Oh, 
mamma, what beautiful things! Wont you buy some of 
these 1" 

" What use would they be to me, Rosamond 1" said 
her mother. 

" You might put flowers in them, and they would look 
so pretty on the chimney-pi~ce : I wish I had one of 
them." \ 

"You have a flower.pot,"·said her mother j " and that 
is not a flower-pot." 

" But I could use it for a Hower-pot, mamma, you 
know." 

" Perhaps, if you were to see it nearer, if you were to 
examine it, you might be disappointed." 

"No, indeed, I am sure I should not j I shou'd like it 
exceedingly. " 
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Rosamond kept her head turned (0 look at the purple 
vase till she could see it no longer. "Oh, mamma, 
would you stop a minute for me; I have got a stone In 

my ohoe ; it hurts me \'ery much." 
" HoI\' comes there to be a stone in your shoe 7" 
"Beeau~e of this great hole, mamma,-it comes in 

there; my shoes are quite worn out; I wi,h you would 
be so vcry good as to give me anothef pair." 

"Nay, Rosamond, but I have not money enough to 
buy both shoes and flower-pots. I mean, however, to 
buy one of them for you, anll now which would YOLI ralllcl 
have, that jar or a pair of ~hoes ?" 

"Dear mamma, thank you-but if YOLI could blly 
both-" 

" No, not both." 
" Then the jUl' if YOll please." 
" But I should tell you that I shall not give you another 

pair of shoes this month." 
" This month! that is a very long time indee,l; I be­

lieve I h2d better have the new shoes,-but yet, that pur, 
pIe flower-pot.-Oh ! indeed, mamma, these shoes are 
not so very, very bad; I think I might wear them a little 
longer: I can make them last to the end of the month. 
Don't you think so, mamma 7" 

" Nay, my dear, I want you to think for yourself; nell, 
have you decided ?" 

" Yes, I believe I should like the flower-pot; that j~, 
if you wont think me very silly, mamma" 

" ~Vhy, as to that, I can't promise you, Ro~amond; 
but when you are to judge for yourself, you should choose 
what will make you happiest; and then it would not sig­
nify who thought you silly." 

Rosamond felt her joy redouble, upon hearing her moth~ 
er desire tlie servaut, who was with them, to buy the 
purple jar, and bring it home. He had other commissions, 
so he did not return with them. Rosamono, as soon as 
she got in, ran to gather all her flowers. 

MISS EDGEWORTH. 
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'THE PURPLE JAR CONCLUDED. 

Dead, Bowl Hum'-our 
Dare En-tire'-ly Dis-tres'-ses 
Ta'-ble Liq'uor, Im-pru,-dent 
Pro.ceed' ed Be-fore'-hant! Chos'-en 
D!s-a'gree'-a-ble A-bide' Wis'-& 
"I AM afraid the flowers will be dead before the flower~ 
pot comes," said her mother to her, when she was coming 
in with the flowers in her lap. 

"No, indeed, mamma, it will come home very soon, I 
dare say, and I shall be very happy putting them into the 
purple flower·pol.l' 

No~ooner was the jar brought4n and sel dm'Vn onlhe 
_ table, 'lhan Rosamond pf!lceeded to take off the top. 
"Oh dear mother," cried she, "but there's something 
dark in it-it smells very disagreeably- what is it? I 
did not want this black stufi'." 

" Nor I neither, my dear." 
" But I must pour it out and fill the flower pot with 

water." 
"That's as you please, my dear." 
A bowl having been got, Rosamond proceeded to empty 

the purple vase,. But what was her surprise and dis­
appointment,when it was entirely empty, to find that it 
was no longer a purple vase. It was a plain white glass 
jar, which had appeared to have that beautiful colour 
merely from the liquor with \\ hich it had been filled. 
Little Rosamond burst into tears. 

"Why shou1d you cry?" sai.d her mother; ,. it wtll ua 
·Of as much u~e to you now as ever, for a flower-pot. [ 
told you that you had not examined it, and that perhaps 
YOII would be disappointed.') 

" And so I am disappointed, indeed; I wish I had 
believed you beforehand. Now I had much rather have 
the shoes; for I shall ~ot be able to walk all this month l 
ever. walking home that little way hurt me exceedingly. 
Mamma, I will give you the flower-pot back again) and 
that purple stuff and all, ify<lU will only give me the 
~~~ , 

II 
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"No, Rosamond; you must abide by your own 
choic~; and now the best thing you can do is, to bear 
your disappointment with good humour." 

But Rosamond's disappointmeht did not end here; 
many were the distresses into which her impmdent 
choice brought her before tbe end of the mouth. Every 
day her shues grew worse and worse, till at last she 
could neither run, dance, jump, nor walk in (hem. 
'Whenever Rosamond was called to see any thing, she waf; 
pulling her shoes up at the heels, and was sure to be too 
late. Whenever her mother was going out to walk. 
she could not take Rosamond with her, for Rusamond 
had no soles to her shoes. "Oh, mamma," she was 
often forced with ~hame to say," how 1 wi5h that I had 
ehosen the "hoes-they would have been of su much 
more u"e to me than that jar; however, 1 am Sl1l'e­
no, not quite sure-but I hope I shall be wiser another 
lime." 1\1188 EDGEWORTH. 

THE SABBATH·DA Y.-A DIALOGUE. 

:,ab'-bath Might/-y 
Ring' ing Bade 
Spring'-ing Pleas'-ant~ly 
Thought'-rul Quiek'-Iy 
Com-mand'-ments Pro'volt'-i ng 

TOM PLAYFUL. 

Stron'-ger 
Lin'-ger 
Be'hav'-i-our 
Ne'·gleet' 
Sa'-vi our 

THOUGH the Sabbath-bells are ringing. 
Let us wander wild and free; 

'While the flowers around are springing, 
Come and play along with me. 

HARRY THOUGHTFUL. 

iYhat, and mock the God who made us! 
Seorn what his e[)mmandments say! 

God is mighty, and he bade us 
Holy keep the Sabbath-day. 
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TOM. 

Ay! but who woultl mourn, and sorro w 
When the sun smiles pleasantly 

Mav it not be rain to~morro\v 1 
Come to-day and play with me. 

HARRY. 

Duty lllu,lly bids me slay not; 
Bids me hear not what you :lay: 

Life goes quickly, and I may not 
Live anotller Sabbath-day. 

TOIlI. 

Thus to leavd me, how provoking 
Duty is your constant plea: 

But I know that you are joking; 
Come, one-minute play with me, 

HARRY. 

Not a moment: grace is t;lronger 
Than the snares the wicked lay. 

It were sin -to linger longer; 
I will keep the Sabbath-Jay. 

TOllI. 

Haste away, then, since you dare not 
Take your pleasure i-bend your knee 

\Vhen and where you will, I care not; 
You shall never play with me. 

HAI<RY. 

[ can pardon baa hehaviour, 
Nor will I neglect to pray 

That you yet may love the Saviour, 
i\1l~ holy keep the Sabbath-day. 

ANONYMOU~ 
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THE COAT AND BUfTONS:. 

Ta'-ole 
VoiLe 
Bo~'-om, 
Rec~oHect' 
In-ter-rupl' 
Wool 
Rough'-Iv 
Shep'-he;'d 
Fright'-en-ed 
Im-ag'.ine 
Quite 
Mead'-ow 

Lib'-er-ty. 
Bleat 
Pit' e-ous-ly 
Lamb 
Re-Ieas'-ed 
Shiv'-er-jng 
Strange 
WO(ti'-teu 
Thread 
Plung'elL 
Ma.chine! 
Wov'.en 

Re-sl1m'-cJ 
Tai'-Ior 
Con-elude' 
E-Ilor' -,mous 
Serv'-ed 
Jour'-ney-mar; 
C ro;;s-Ieg'-ged 
Hon'-ouf 
En-!er-tai,,'·ed 
Per'-fect 
Strang'-ere, 
Sewn 

"I T'HNK it would be very funny to hear my coat 
IIpeak," said Edward one day after he had been readwg 
a fable about birds and beasts that spoke to one another. 
A few m'Jments afterwards a soft voice issued from tbe 
bosom of his coat, and spoke as follo\\'s ',-

" I recollect once growing on the back of a sheep." 
Edward could not hilp starting back with surprise; 
however, he interfupted him, ~:lying, "I am afraid. 
Mr Coal, you do nul know what yuu are talking about; 
for coats do not grow, nor do sheep wear coats," "I 
was only wool when I grew on t.he back of the sheep," 
replied the voice; "and a very pleasa-nt life we led to­
gether, spending all the day in the green fields, and rest­
ing at night on the grass. Sometimes, ;ndeed, the sheep 
rubbed himself so roughly against the trees and shrubs, 
that I was afraid of being lorn off; and sometiHles the 
birds came and pecked off a few flakes of the wool to li{)e 
their nests, but they took so little it was no great loss. 
We had long led tliis quiet life, until one day the shep' 
herd and his dog drove all the sheep into a stream of 
water which ran close by. The sheep on which I gl'ew 
was sa(lIy frig1ltened; and, for my part, I could Dot im~ 
agine what they were going to do with me, they rubbed 
and scrubbed me so much ; bu~ when it was over, I 
looked so delicately white, that I was quite vain of my 
beauty, and I thought we were now to return and frisk: 
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in the meadow a5 we had done before. But, alas! we­
were going to 'be partt!d fur ever! Instead of setting. the 
sheep at liberty, the shepherd took out a large pair of 
shears.-Only imngine our terror !-·the puur sheep, I be .. 
lieve, thoughl his head was going to be cut off, a~lJ began 
tJ bleat mo,t pileou~ly; but the shepherd, without at~ 
tending to his cries, held him down, and began cuttillg me 
off close to his skin. When the sheep found that the 
shears did not hurt him, he remained quiet j it was then 
my turn to be frightened. It is true that the sheard did 
not hurt me either, because I could not feel; but then I 
could not bear the thoughts of being parled from my 
dear friend, the sheep; for we had grown up together 
ever since he had been a little lamb. A.s soon as the 
sheep was released, he went about shivering with cold, 
bleating and moaning for the loss of his beloved tleece. 
As for me, I was packed in a bag with a great many 
other fleeces, atld sent to some mills, where there were 
a gre:lt number of strange little things that were for ever 
twisting and turning round. They seized hold of us, ami 
pulled u>', and twisted us about in sllch a wonderful 
manner, that at last we were all drawn out into worsted 
thread~, so unlike wool, that I hardly knew myself 
ag:\in. But it was still worse, when, some time after. 
ward~, they plunged me into a large copper of dark dirty. 
looking \valer; and wher. ] was takell out, instead of 
being white, I was of a bright blue colour, and looked 
very beautiful. Well, some time after this I was sent to 
the doth mills, and my threads were stretched in a 
machine called a loom, and there I was woven into a 
piece of cloth. I was then folded up, and lay quiet for 
some time." 

" Indeed," said Edward, " I think you required a little 
rest after going through so many changes." 

"SOOIl after," resumed the voice." I was bought 
by a tailol', and lay on the'shelf of his shop, when one 
day you and your papa .£ame in and asked to see some 
cloth to make you a coat. I was taken down and,. 
unfolded on the counter with sever:!l ("ther pieces,.'1.In<!t 

H2. 
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If you remember, you chose me on account of my 
beautiful cc.lour." 

" So I dill," said Edward; "but you are not so 
bright a blue now a3 you were then." 

"Something the worse for wear," replied the coat j 
" if ) ou stain me and cover me with dust, that is your 
fault, not mine. But to con~lude my story; the tailor 
took out his enormous scissors, which relliinded me of 
the shears that had cut me from the oheep, and cut me 
into the shape of a coat. I was then sewed up by 
some journeymen, who sat eross-Iegged on a table; and 
when I was finished, I \yas sent to you; and, ever 
since, I have had the honour of covering the back of 
a human being, instead of that of a sheep.'" 

Edward wa3 much enterlailled with the story of 
the coat: " But these bl-ight buttons," said he," are 
not made of wool; have you nothing to say about 
them 1" 

"They were perfect strangers to me, till they were 
sewn on," ~aid the coat; " I know notliing alJout them, 
l.hey must spe1k for themselves." 

MRS MARCET. 

THE COAT AND BUTTONS CONCLUDED. 

Rais'-ed 
Sharp 
Jing'-Iing 
Con-fus'-ed 
Dis-ti [\ '.-guish 
I m-per'-a-tive 
Si.'lence 
Pretr~cr-ence 
U'-su·al 

Shrill 
Dis-tinct' 
1m-pas' si-ble 
Church 
BurT-i-ed 
Dis '-mal 
DayT-light 
Fi'-e-ry 
Com-pan'-ions 

So-ci'-e-ty 
Muulds 
Hal-luo'-ed 
Re-sounde' 
Cun-tin'-u-ed 
Lathe 
Mon'-ey 
Half'-pen-ny 
Lis'-ten-ed 

Upo:. this, the whole row of little buttons raised their 
sharp voices at once, which sounded like the jingling of 
80 many little bells. This made sueh a confused noise, 
that Edwarrl could not distinguish a word they saill. He 
Iherefore, in an imperative tone, commanded silence 
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and layina hold of one of them with his fingel' ana thumb, , ., I . 
he said "Come Mr Button, let me hear tle story h'om 
you ,;hile all tl~e rest remain quiet." Pleased by thi. 
preference, the face of th~ butto~ ~hone ,brighter than 
usual, and in a small, shrill, Lut dish net VOice, he began 
thus:-

"We lay for a long time \Inder ground; nO,t brig~t a~u 
shining as you now see us, but mixeu u~ ~ltI! dirt ~nd 
iubbish. How long we remaiued there It lS Impossible 
lor me to- say; fur as it was always dark, there was no 
telliHg day from night, nor any means of counting week. 
and years." 

"But could not you hear the church-clock strike 1" 
saiu Edward; " that would have tolu you how time pas­
sed." 

" Oh ! HO," replied the Lutton;" if we had hau ears we 
coulu not have heard, so deep were lYe buried in the 
bowels of the earth." 

" Oh dear! how dismal that must have been!') ex· 
claimed Edward. 

" Not for us, who neither thought nor felt," replied 
the button. "Well, after having lain there for ages per­
haps, all at once there was an opening made in the 
ground, and men came down where we lay, and dllg 
ns up ; they talke,l about a line vein or copper. 'I am 
glad we have reached it at last,' said they, , it will re­
pay us all Ollr labouf.' They then put us into a basket, 
and we were t3ken up above ground, and into daylight. 
The glare of light was so strong to u~, who had been so 
long in utter darkness, that I thought it would almost 
have blinded us. Well, after that: we were put into a 
fiery furnace." 

(' I am sure you must have been glad then that you 
c.ould not feel," said Edward; " and were you burnt 
to ashes 1" 

" Oh ! no," replied the button; " copper is a metal, 
and metals will not .burn; but we were melted; and, 
as the earth and rubbish which were mixed with us 
do not melt, we ran out through some holes that wel'9 
made on purpose for us to eSl'.ape from our dirty com-
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panions, who were not fit society fur us. We were 
then imprisoned in moulds, where we were left to coul, 
and become solid again. Men then came with hammers, 
antl beat us till we became quite fiat. Every time they 
struck us we halloo~d out a:l loud as \\"e eould, and 
our crie8 resoullded to a great distar:ec ; but they went 
on all the ~ame." 
• ""What!" exclaimed EJward ; "had yon \'oice's to 
ery out 1" 

"No," replied the button;" but do yuu not know 
that if you strike against metal, it ringl! or resounds? The 
sound of a bell is nothing but the metal tOllgue striking 
agaInst the inside of the bell; and you know what a nci,c 
it make~." 

"Well," continued the button, "after we had been 
beatt'n illto flat sheets, we \\ere sent to tbe turner's, \dw 
cut us into little bits, and then placed u~, one after the 
other, into a strange kind of machine, called a lathe; he 
held us there, while he turned a whrel H illl his foot so la-1 
that it woultl have made one giddy." 

"That is, if you had had a head," said Edward laughing. 
" When I was taken out of the lathe, I W3S quite 

surprised to see what a pretty round 6h~pe I haJ. I 
wondered what was to be done to me next; fur, as 
there was nothing by which I could be sewn on to a 
coat, I JiJ not think that] was to be made into a I.utton, 
but supposed I was intended for a piece of money." 

" Yes; a rountl fiat button is scmething like a half­
penll),," said Edward;" but you were much too ~mnll 
for that." 

"Yes; and I soon fuund that I was to be a button, f, r 
they fa~tened a tail to me, and ruhbed me for a great 
length of time till I became very brig!lt. I was then stuck 
with the rest of us on a sheet of thick white paper." 

" Oh! I remember," cried Edward; " you were oll 
stuck on the paper, when the tailor showetl you 10 papa 
!lnd me, and yuu lookeu quite heautiful." Edward then 
listened in expectation of t,he bulton continuing hid 
story,but it was entled, and his voice was gone! 

. MRS. MARCE'r. 
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TH8 DIAMOND (Elliplical.) 

DiJ-a-monu 
Play/-thillg 
Bade 
Ex-per'-i-ment 
}I'ar'o·thing 
Ex: -traor'-di-na-ry 
He-solv'-ed 

Vir~-tued De-ter'-min-eJ 
Ex-tin'-guish eJ Whis/·per-ing 
A~bate"ment Dis'-cov-er-y 
In-stead' Ac-rord/-ing-Iy 
Jew'.el-Ier Sov'-er-eigns 
Thwartl-ed No'.(ion 
Bar'-gain Talk'-;ng 

IN gutting a fl:sh my wife COIlnd a large diamond, which, 
when she hau washed it, she (ook for a bit glass. She 
had indeed heard of diamonds before, but had never 
feen She gave it to children fo( a play­
thing. 

At night, when the lamp \\a3 lighted, the children, 
who were still playing with the ,perceived that it 
gave light; upon which they snatched it from one an­
other to look at ,and made a noise about it. I called 
to the eldest to know what the malter. 

He told me it was a bitof glass which gave light when 
his back was to the lamp. I bade him bring me the bit 
of ,and trying the experiment myself, it appeared !.o 
me so extraordinary that I asked my wife where g )t 
it. She told me she had found it in gutting the 

I resolved to make further trial of its v:rtues; anll 
having desired my wife to P1\t the lamp inside the chim­
ney' I found that the supposed glass gave so great a 
that we could see to go to bed without the • This 
I extinguished, and placed the bit of glass upon the chim­
ney to us instead. The next day, the wife of a 
rkh Jew, a jeweller, happening to c{)me in, was shown 
the diamond by my On returIling it 10 my Iv-ife, 
she said" I believe it is a of glass; but as it mora 
beautiful than common -, and I have just such an-
other piece at home, I will buy It if you will it." 

The ohildrell, on hearing this, wept and begged of 
their not to part with their plaything; and tv 
quiet she promised would not. 
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Mrs Rebecca, being thus thwarted in her bargain by 
my ,went away, whispering to wife that she 
~holiid be glad to have it. She ran to her hu~band, 
and told of the discovery 8he had. made. The Jew 
8ent back his 10 mine to treat. iVIr9 Rebecca accord-
ingly carne to wife, and offered her twenty sovereigns 
fur the pretended bit of They were talking at tlte 
door when J carne home dinner, allLi my ",ife infurmed 
me that her neighbour offered her suvereigns for 
the piece of glass she had found in the , and asked 
me if would sell it. I returned no answer. 

The Jewess, fancying that the low she had 
,,/fered was the reason I made reply, said," I 
will you fifty, neighbour, if that will do." I 
told that I expected a great deal more. " Well, 
neighbour," said ," I wiiI you a hundred." 
" That will not do," I replied. 

She looked again at the piece of glass, and " I 
will give you five hundred, but am very much aft'aid 
my will be very angry with me for offering so 
much." This new offer gave me some notion of the 
value of my , and I told her I would have a hun­
dred thousand 

At night the Jew to me. "Neighbour," said 
he, " I desire you would show me the diamond your 
wife to mine." I it to him. As it was pretty 
dark, and my lamp was not ,he plIesently knew 
by the light tbe diamond cast that his had made 
him a true report. He looked at it, and admired it a 
long 

" Well, neighbour," said he," my wife 
firty sovereigns: come, I will 
thousand more." 

offered you 
you twenty 

" Neighbour," said ," your wife ran tell yuu that I 
value my diamond at a hUlldred thousallu, and I will not 
take a farthing " . He hagg~ed a long time with , 
in hopes that I would make some abatement; bUI fin~ing 
lIIe determined, he came up my price. 

From" THE ARABIAN NIGHTS." 



95 

SAGACITY A"D FIDELITY OF AN 
ARABIAN HORSE. 

Ar'.·ab Pitch/oed Pain'.ful-ly 
Car-a-van' Leath'-ern Gnalv'-ing 
Da-mas'-cuii Out'-lSide Bar'-Iey 
Boot'-y Sleep'-Iess Cur'-tains 
Turk'-ish Neig'l'-ing In'-stinct 
Pris'-on-er D~·ter'-min-ed Gal'-lop 
Dis-a'-bled Re-lease' Ex-pir'-ed 
Cam'-el Comopan'-ion Hon' onr,ed 
Fa'-vour-ite Cap-tiv'-i ty Jtlr'·j-cho 

AnouEL was the chief of an Arab tribe, which had 
attacked and dispersed a caravan belonging to Damas· 
cus. But while the tribe were engaged securing the 
uooty, the Turkish troops fell upon them, slew many, 
and madtl the rest prisoners. Abollel was disabled by a 
shot in the arm, and was bound upon a camel, while his 
favourite horse was iell beside him. 

During the march to Acre with the prisoners, night 
came on ; and the Turks pitched their tenls and wellt 10 
sleep. Abouel had his legs hound by a leathern strap, 
and was laid ontside the tents, though very near them. 
Sleepless from pain, he heard hi8 horse neighing and de­
tsrmined, if he could, to release his ancient companion 
from captivity. He crept painfully to the spot where the 
horse was ttlthered, and gnawing through the cord of 
goat's hair which held him, " Go," said he, " thongh I 
am a slave, return tholl to the tent thou knowest. Thou 
shalt yet divide the walers of Jordan, and be refreshed by 
their coldness. Thou shalt again eat of the grains of 
barle, which the children bring Ihee in their hands. 
Go, tell my wife 1 shall see her no more; and put tlly 
head within the curtains, and lick the hands of my little 
ones." 

The horse was free; but he fled not alone. With the 
instinct of his race, he smelt his master, put' down his 
head, and seized him in his teeth by the leathern belt 
round his waist. Thus he left the camp bearing him in 
his teeth; and he stopt not till he bore him to the door of 



his tent.-It lYas his last gallop :-lIe laid do\vn hi:! 
II oUllded master and expired. The tribe wept over him, 
and his name is honoured among all the Arabs or Jericho 
to this day. DE LA MARTINE. 

THE SONG OF THE DYING SWAN. 

Swan 
Tex'·ture 
Prob'-a-Lly 
An'.cients 
Whis'-tle 
Beau'·ti-Cul 
Mis' .sion-ar-y 

Hea'-then 
Char'- ac-ter 
Un-mo-Iest'-ed 
Ty'-rant 
Fam'·ir.e 
A p-pa/-rent-Iy 
La'- Lour-er 

Stan'-za 
Hymn 
S~oth 
Clallse 
Dis·tinct' 
Ut'-ter-ance 
Faith'·ful·ly 

e!iild. How long will the swan live? 
Parent. It is not known. A goose has been known 

to lil'e a hundred years, and frolll the firmer texture 
of the flesh of the swan, that would prohably live long­
er. 

C. Doe~ the swan ~ing? 
P. No. I believe not. TIle ancients HEed to suppose 

it did; but it is now ullderstood that it utters only a kind 
of shrill I,iss or IYI,i~tle. 

C. But Tom tllld me that he read in a poem of the 
dying song of the SII an. Is it not true, that the s\.,-an 
ever 8ings so? 

P. Poems do hot always tell what i~ true. They 
&{Jmetimes in~truct by using fables. This is one of the 
fables of the ancients. But I can tell you about a death 
which ia equally beautiful, and it is all trur. Shall r tell 
it to you? 

C. 0 yes, I want to hear it, 
P. Swartz I,as a llIissionary, that i~, one who Jeft his 

own country to preach the gcspel to the heathen. He 
died at the age of ~eventy-t\Yo, ha I ing been a missionary 
(orty-eight years in India. He had such a high character 
alllong the heathen, that he was suffered to pa;s through 
savage and lawless tribes unmolested. They said, " Let 
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him alone,-Iet him pass,-he is a man of God !"-A 
tyrant, named Hyder Ally, while he refusE'd to ellter into 
a treaty with others, said "Send me Swartz j-send 
me the Christian missionary to treat with me, for him 
only can I trust."-The people had been so cruelly used, 
that they left their lands and refused to raise any thing. 
All they had raised had been seized and taken away. 
The whole COlllli.ry would so oil have been in a famine. 
The heathen ruler promised justice, and tned to induce 
them to go back to their farms j bllt all in vain. They 
would not believe him. Swartz then wrote to them, 
making the same promises. Seven thousand men re. 
turned to their land in one dav. 

When he came to die, he iay for a time apparently 
lifeless. Gericke, a worthy fellow-labourer from the 
same country, supposing he was actually dead, began to 
chant over hi" remains a stanza of the favourite hymn 
which they used to sing together, to sooth each other, in 
his lifetime. The verses were sung through withont a 
motion or a sign of life from the still form before him; but 
when the last clause was over, the voice which was sup­
posed to be hushed in death took up the second stanza of 
the same hymn,-completed it with a distinct and sweet 
utterance,-and then was 11Ilshed,-and was heard no 
more. The soul ro~e with the last strain. 

Is not this more touehing and beautiful than the fable 
about the dying swan 7 I hope you will remember it, and 
whenever you read of the swan, you will recolleet thil! 
story, and think how sweetly death eomes to a good man 
who has faithfully served Jrsus Christ. TODD. 

GOD IN ALL THINGS. 
Sam'-u~el Scrip'-ture Flow'-er 
Midi-night Con'-science Lis'-ten 
Pres'-ence Learlt Arl-dent 

WHEN Samuel heard in still midnight, 
A voice amid God's presence hright, 
He rose and said, on bended knee, 
" Speak, Lord! thy servant heareth thee." 

I 
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Ewn slich a voice I too may hear; 
Even such a light °my soul may cheer ~ 
For Seripture words by God are given, 
And conscience is a ray from heaven. 

All that I learn can tell of God; 
The Bible best: 'tis his own word; 
But men and books, each star and flower, 
Can tell me of him more and more. 

Within, without, above, around, 
I'll listen fur the holy sound; 
And still my ardent prayer shall be, 
" Speak; for thy servant heareth thee." 

MISS MARTINEAU. 

THE DEAD WHO DIE IN THE LORD. 

Fan'-cy 
Strives 
Glo'-ries 
Re-signs' 
Gell'otle 

Sigh 
Scarce 
Man' ·sion 
Throne 
Ef'·forts 

Heav'-en-ward 
Pierce 
Veil 
Su-preme'-fy 
Flight 

IN vain our fancy strives to paint 
The moment after death, 

The glories that surround the saint 
When he resigns his breath. 

One gentle sigh his fetters breaks; 
1Ve scarce can say, "He'sgonet 

Before the willing spirit takes 
Her mansion near the throne. 

Faith strives, but all its efforts fail 
To trace her heavenward flight; 

No eye can pierce within the veil 
Which bides that world of light. 

Thus much (and this is all) we know 
They are supremely blest; 

Ha\"e done with sin, and care, and wo, 
And with their Saviour fest. 

NEWTON. 



HOW TO MAKE THE TIME GO FAST. 

Ros1-a.mond 
Busl-y 
As-sure I 
Lllngl·gest 
Waitl-ing 

Knock 
Stretchl-ing 
HourI-glass 
Ex-perl-i.ment 
DiU-fi-cult 

En-tanl-gled 
At,tenl-tion 
Surelly 
Im.posl-si-ble 
Un I,der_most 

"ARE you very busy, mamma 1" said Rosamond, "Could 
you be so good as look at your watch once more, and tell 
me what o'clock it is ?" 

" My dear Rosamond, I have looked at my watch for 
you four times within this hour. It is now exactly twelve 
o'clock." 

"Only twelve, mamma ! Why 1 thought the hour­
glass must have been wrong; it seems a great deal more 
than an hour since I turned it, and iince you told me it 
was exactly eleven o'clock. It has been a very long, long 
hour.-Dont you think so, Laura 1" 

"No, indeed," said Laura," looking up' from what 
ahe was doing; " I thought it was a very short hour ;-1 
was quite surprised when mamma said that it was twelve 
o'clock." 

" Ah) that is only because you were so busy drawing; 
I assure you, Laura, that I who have been watching the 
sand running all the time, must know best: it has been 
the longest hour I ever remember." 

" The hOllr in itself has been the same to you and to 
Laura," said her mother ; how comes it that one has 
thought it 101lg and the other short 1" 

" I have been waiting anu wishing all the time tbat it 
was one o'clock, that I might go to my brothers and see 
the soap-bubbles they promised to show me. Papa said 
that I must not kn(1ck at his uoor till the clock strikes one. 
Oh, I have another long hour to wait," said Rosamond, 
stretching herself ando gaping ;" another whole long hOllr, 
mamma." 

" Why should it be a long hour, Rosamond? It may b~ 
long or short just as you rlease." 
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" Nay, mamma, what can I do ? I can shake the houfJ 
glass to be sure; that makes the sand run a little faster," 
~aiJ Rosamond; and ~he shook the gla~s as she spoke. 

"And can you do nothing elsE'," ~aid her mother, 
" to make the hour go fastE'r? Why you told us just 
now the reason that Laura thought the last hour short­
er than you did." 

" Oh, bec'll1se she was lJll~y, I said." 
" Well, RosamonJ, and if you were busy"-
"But, mamma, how can I be busy as Laura I:') 

about drawing? You know I am not old enough ye~ : 
I have never learned to uraw." 

" And is there nothing that people can be busy about, 
except drawing 1 I am at work, and I am busy." 

"Suppose, mamma, I was to wind that skeio of red 
silk now, which Y"U desired me to wind before night; 
perhaps that would make the hour sborter." 

,. You had better try the experiment, amI then YOll 

wil! know, my dear," ~aid her mother. 
Rosamonu took the winders and began to wind the 

silk. It happeneu to oe a skein difficult to wind; it 
was entangled nftt'n, and R08amonu's attention was fully 
employed in trying to disenlangle it. "There, mamma," 
said she, laying the ball of ~ilk upon the table after she 
had wound the whole Ekein, "I have broken it only 
five times: and I have not been long in winding it ; have 
I, mamma 7" 

" Not very long, my dear," said her mother, " only 
half an hour." 

" Hall an hour! Dear mamma, surely it is impoEsible 
that it can be half an hour since I spoke last." Rosa­
monu turned to look at the hourglass, and she was sur­
priseJ to see the hill of sand so large in the undermost 
glass. "This has been a very short half-hour indeed, 
mamma. You were right; 'having Eomething to do 
malles the time seem to go fast. Now, I don't very much 
like winding silk; and I dare say that if I had been 
doin.g llomething that I liked better, the half-hour would 
have seemed shorter still." 

;\hss EDGeWORTH, 



Winus 
Cov'-er-ing 
Crev'-ice 
Flu'-iu 
Night' -i n-g3le 
Gnats 
Bel'-Iows 
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AIR. 

NOfth'-er-ly 
Fu'-rv 
On'-\~'ard 
Cracks 
Ta'-per»ing 
Smooth' -ers 
Gnaws 

En'-gines 
Tor'-rents 
Tears 
For'-est 
Prec'-i-pice 
Sol/-id 
As-sist'-ance 

What is it that winds about over the world, 
Spread thin like a covering fair 1 

Into each little corner and crevice 'tis curl'd ; 
This wonuerful fluid is air. 

In summer's still evening how peaceful it floats, 
When not a leaf moves on the spray; 

And no sOllnt! is heard but the nightingale's notes, 
And merry gnats dancing away. 

But oft in the winter it bellows aloud, 
And roars in the northerly blast; 

With fury drives onlVard the snowy blue cloud, 
And crar.ks the tall tapering mast. 

When fire lies and ~mothers, or gnaws through the beam, 
Air forces it fiercer to glow: 

Ane! engines in vain in cold torrents may stream, 
if the wind should with violence blow. 

In the forest it tears up the sturdy old oak 
That many a tempest has known; 

The Inll mountain-pine into splinters is broke, 
And over the precipice blown. 

And yet, though it rages with fury so wild, 
On solid earth, water, and fire; 

Without its assbtance Ihe tenderest child 
Would struggle, 'hnd gasp, and expire. 

Pure air, pressing into the curious clay, 
Ga ve life to these bodies at first; 

And \\ hen in the bosom it ceases to play, 
We crumble again to our dust. MRS GILBERT. 

12 
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CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE. 

U n-de-fil' oed 
Un-dec-go' 
Un-sin'wning 
Strength I_en 
I n '-no-cent 
Type 
Fil/·i-al 

Guard'-ians 
Coun'-ter-part 
O-ver-take' 
Pat'-tern 
Un-mur'-mur-ing 
AI_gents 
Im'-pe-tus 

JESUS! thou wert once a chilJ, 
Human ali,-yet undefIled; 
Thou thyself Jid undergo 

AI-Iur'-ing 
Prov'-edst 
Tempt'-er 
Tran-scribl-ed 
Il-Iume' 
Path',wav 
Tomb -

All the changes children know,-
Felt their sorrow,-shared their smile,­
Yet unsinning wert the while :­
Strengthen us, ° Lord! to be 
Innocent in youth, like thee. 

From the type,-so full ofbeauty,­
Set by Thee of filial duty, 
While as yet thy guardians were 
Joseph's roof anl1 Mary's care ;­
Help us, Lord! to learn the way 
Earthly parents to obey :-
Let thy lovely filial heart 
Find in us its counterpart. 

When, with manhood, grief and care 
O,-ertake us, where, oh where 
Shall we fitting pattern find 
How to bear the harass'd mind 
Where !-in Christ, who, meekness all 
Trod, unmurmuring, Pilate's hall. 
Where !-in Christ, whose latest breath 
Bless'd the agents of his death. 

From each impetus to sin, 
Born without us or within; 
From the world's alluring smiles 
From the Devil's crafty wiles 
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From each evil work anu word, 
o deli ver us, good Loru ! 
Thon ! who provedst the tempter'l> power 
Best can aid in tempteu hour. 

Were thy life in all its parts 
But transcribed into our hearts, 
How should peace and hope illume 
All our pathway to the tomb !-
Life no more to waste should run, 
Earth should be as heaven begun! 
Would! that thus thine image, Lord, 
Were in each of us restored. Original. 

WHAT MAKES KNOWLEDGE EXCELLENT. 

Knowl,·edge 
Head 
Ex'·cel-Ient 
Re·peat'.ed 
Sub'-jects 
Bus'~tling 

Re,straint' 
An'·i.mal 
Car'-ri·age 
Con,duct'-ed 
Trench'·ed 
Fer',tile 

Pro'·duce 
Hoists 
Port 
Con ·duct'.ed 
Clear'·ly 
Ap'pli'.ed 

" WHAT an excellent thing is knowledge!" said a sharp. 
looking, bustling little man, to one who was much olde!' 
than himself. " Knowledge is an excellent thing," re­
peated he, " my boys know more at six and seven years 
old than I did at twelve. They have heard of all sorts of 
things, and can talk on all sorts of subjects. The world 
is a great deal wi,er than it used to be. Every body 
knows something of every thing now. Do you not think, 
sir, that knowledge is an excellent thing 1" 

"Why, sir," repliep. the old man, looking gravely," that 
depends entirely on the use to which it is applied. It 
may be a blessing or a curse. Knowledge is only an in­
crease of power, and power may be a bad as well as a 
good thing." 

"That is what I cannot understand," said the bustling 
little man. "How can power be a bad thing 1" 
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" I will tel! you," meekly replied the old man, and 
thus went on :-" When the power of a horse is under 
restraint, the animal is useful in bearing bunlens, drawing 
loads, and carrying his master; but when the restraint is 
taken away, the hOl~e breaks his bridle, dashes the carri. 
age to pieces, or throws his rider." 

" I see! I see 1" said the little man. 
" When the water of a large pond is properly conducted 

Ly trenches, it makes the fiel!l around fertile; but when 
it bursts through its banks, it sweeps every thing before it, 
and destroys the produce of the field." 

" I see! I see !" said the little man, " I see !" 
" When a ship is steered aright, the sail that she hoists 

up enables her sooner to get into port; but if steered wrong, 
the more sails she carries,. the farther will she go out of 
her course." 

" I s~e ! I see !" said the little man," I see clearly!" 
" Well, than," continued the old man, "if you see 

these things so clearly, I hope you can see too, that 
knowledge, to be a good thing, must be rightly applied. 
God's grace in the heart will render the knowledge oCthe 
head a blessing; but, without this, it may prove to us no 
better than a curse." 

" I see! I see! I see !" said the little man, "I see!" 
TODD. 

THE END •. 

MONTREAL; PRINTED BY ARMOUR It RAMSAY. 





SCHOOL-BOOKS. 

THE Subscribers respectfully take lC:J.ve to call the attention 

of School Commissioners, Clergymen, Teachers, and others con­

nected with the Education of Youth, as well as of nooksellers, and 

Country Merchants, to the following works lately published by 

them from new stereotype plates. They have been prepared with 

much care, are printed in clear type, on good paper of Colonial 

manuf:J.cture, and are strongly bound for use in the School Room. 

The prices of all the Books have lately been much reduced, so as 

to enable them to compete successfully with United States pub. 

Iications, and to bring them within the reach of almost every onc 

in the Province ;-

'rHE CANADIAN PRIMER, by Peter Parley. 1 ~d. 

MANSON'S PRIMER. 3d. 

THE FIRST READING BOOK, fa I' the use of Schools. 2d. 

THE SECOND READING BOOK, for the use of Schools. 4d' 

THE THIRD READING BOOK, for the use of Schools; con-
taining Simple Pieces in Prose and Verse,. with numerous 
Exercises. 10J. 

THE ENGLISH SPELLING BOOK, by William Mavor, L. L. 
D., &c. 7 ~'.l. The plates from which the present edition 
has been prepared, were cast in Engl~.nd last year. 

THE AMERICAN SPELLING BOOK, containing the Rudiments 
of the English Language, for the use of Schools, by Noah 
·Weoster, Esq. revised impression, Ivith the latest corredions. 
7M· 

THE CANADA SPELLING BOOK, with new embellishments, 
by Alexander Davidson, 3d edition, much improved. Is. 

THE ENGLISH READER, by Lindley Murray, new edition. 
1s.6d. 

THE SHORTER CATECHISM. l~d. 

THE SHORTER CATECHISM, with proofs. 2~d. 
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A CATECHIS~I OF UNIVERSAL HISTORY, from the ear· 
Iiest ages to the ye~l' 1841, specially designed for the use of 
Schools in British America. 7 !d. 

A CATECHISM OF THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from its 
earliest period to the accession of Her present Majesty, 
Victoria. 7 !d. 

AN ABRIDGMENT OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR, by Lindley 
Murray. 7~J. 

WALKINGHAME'S SYSTEM OF ARITHMETIC, new edi­
tion. 2s. 

The best te.t of the popularity of this School Book is to be found 
in the extensive sale which it has met with for many years past. 
It is now retailed at Zs., substantially bound. 

A CATECHISM OF GEOGRAPHY. 7!d. 

THE ENGLISH GRAMMAR, by Lindley Murray. Is.8d. 

The high price at which former editions were sold, alone pre­
vented this standard English School Book from coming into general 
use. The publishers having procured stereotype plates, are ena­
bled to offer it, strongly half-bound, at Is. 8d., a price which, con­
sidering the style in which it is produced, and the fact of its ex­
tending to nearly 350 pages, it will be allowed is remarkably cheap. 

DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, Johnson'. 
with lValker's pronunciations. It contains also a Vocabulary 
of Grcek, Latin, and Scripture proper names, a list of Amcn­
canisms, Gallicisms, and other words to be avoided ill speak­
ing or writing, and Fulton and Knight's pronunciation of 
certain Scripture names, full bound. 2s. 6d. 

In twelve months after publication, two large editions of this 
Dictionary were disposed of, and the present one called for. 

ARMOUR 8t RAMSAY'S CANADIAN SCHOOL ATLAS, 
containing the following Maps, finely coloured: 

The Western Hemisphere; \NorthAmerica; South America; 
The Eastern Hemiiphere ; The United States; 
Europe; Asia; Africa; British Possessions in America. 

The Atlas may be used along with the Catechism of Geography, or 
with Ewing's, Goldsmith's, Stewarl's, or any olher good 
Text Book. A new edition, much improved, and at a reduced 
price, will be read:(. in a few months. 

THE CANADIAN SCHOOL GEOGRAPHY, by Thomas 
Ewing; author of the hinciples of Elocution, Rhetorical Exer­
cises, the English Learner, a system of Geography and As­
tronomy, and a New General Atlas. Is. 2d. in cloth; 1011. in 
stiff cover. 

The l'ublishers think themselves fortunate in having been able tt) 



obtain this escellent work from the pen of the above well­
known Author and Teacher. It was expressly written, at their 
solicitation, for use in Canadian Schools, and is upon the same 
principle as that which rendered Mr. Ewing's larger work so 
great a favorite. 

In addition to their own publications, they have a constant supply 
or all tbe Books, in general use in the Schools of the Province. 

The Subscribers have also always on hand, all kinds of Paper 
Account Books, Quills, Wax, "Valers, Slates, &c. &c. cheap. 

A liberal allowance made on wholesale orders. 
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