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PREFACE. 

WHEN the THIRD BOOK has been reached, the pupil may be 
presumed capable of· enjoying the delightful lyric poetry in 
which English Literature abounds, and to which so many of 
the finest minds have contributed. The literary form is often 
·easier than that of a prose narrative; it is, moreover, pecul­
iarly adapted for expressive reading and recitation. The 
literary ascent can be made so gradual that, before he is con­
scious of intellectual effort, the young student has come into 
the immediate presence of the loftiest peaks of that grand and 
majestic literature which is the pride and the glory of the 
whole English-speaking race. 

In our selections, we have ranged over the poets and the 
prose writers of three centuries,-from the era of Shakspeare 
.and Herrick to the era of Tennyson and Rossetti, of Emerson 
.and Longfellow. The selections, by their freshness, will, it is 
hoped, yield a grateful relief to teachers wearied by long years 
of monotonous repetition. 

The c.ultivation of children's fancy, though not actually 
formulated as part of school-training, has of late years been 
most strenuously promoted by delightful gift-books and illus-
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trated annuals. It were full time that this hurtful distiuction 
between reading-books and gift-books disappeared; and that in 
their reading-books children were supplied with those airy 
forms and fancies for which their minds hunger. The world i8 
growing older and growing wiser; even in strict scientific 
research we have come all ",t once to discover the vast conse­
quence of owning an active imagination! In Northern Europe 
all this is well understood. A tender care for the old folk-tales 
has yielded all round the shores of the Baltic and in the ad­
joining lands a wealth of the most graceful and wholesome 
flowers. In gathering for this volume a few blossoms from 
this beautiful flora, we have taken Krilof to represent Russia; 
Topelius, Finland; Gustafsson, Swedel}; Bjornson, Norway; 
and Andersen, Denmark. The winter stories and amusements 
of NOlthern Europe vividly picture our Canadian home-life; 
and, when gentler airs are stirring, the glowing tints and the 
resinous fragrance of the Baltic forests are once more unmis­
takably those of our noble pine-woods. 

We have not slighted our native Indian folk-lore, which was 
with loving care collected by Schoolcraft and his romantic 
Indian bride; and which so soon afterwards yielded to Long­
fellow his Hiawatha. 

Nor have we forgotten our young Canadian Literature; from 
Sangster, Heavysege, and others, we have thankfully gathered 
graceful aud fragrant blossoms. 

TORONTO, 1st June 1882. 
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10 THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

Oh, come away to the bright old woods, 
As the sun ascends the skies, 

While the birdlings sing their morning hymns, 
And each leaf in the grove replies; 

When the golden-zoned bee 
Flies from flower to tree 

Seeking sweets for its hon~yed cell, 
And the voice of PraIse 
Sounds its varied lays 

From the depths of each quiet dell : 
Oh, such is the hour 
To feel the power 

Of the magic bright old woods! 
Then, while sluggards dream 
Of some trifling theme, 

Let us stroll, 
\Vith studious soul, 

Through the depths of the bright old woods. 

SPRING-TIME IN CANADA. 
MAJOR W. F. BUTLER (h. 1838). 

When the young trees begin to open their leafy lids 
after the long sleep of \Vinter, they do it quickly. The 
snow is not all gone before the maple-trees are all green­
the maple, that most beautiful of trees! Well has Canada 
made the symbol of her new nationality that tree whose 
green gives the Spring its earliest freshness, whose Autumn 
dying tints are richer than the clouds of sunset, whose 
life-stream is sweeter than honey, and whose branches are 
drowsy through the long summer with the scent and the 
hum of bee and flower! Still, the long line of the Canadas 
admits of a varied Spring. When the trees are green at 
Lake St. Clair, they are scarcely budding at Kingston, 
they are leafless at Montreal, and Quebec is white with 
snow. Even between Montreal and Quebec-a short 
night's steaming-there exists a difference of ten days in 
the opening of the Summer. But late as comes the Summer 
to Quebec, it comes in its loveliest and most enticing form, 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. II 

as though it wished to atone for its long delay in banish­
ing from such a landscape the colc! tyranny of ''linter. 
And with what loveliness does the whole face of plain, 
river, lake, and mountain turn from the iron clasp of icy 
Winter to kiss the balmy lips of returning Summer, and to 
welcome his bridal gifts of sun and shower! The trees 
open their leafy lids to look at him-thc brooks and stream­
lets break forth into songs of gladness-" the birch-tree," 
as the old Saxon said, "becomes beautiful in its branches, 
and rustles sweetly in its leafy summit, moved to and fro 
by the breath of heaven "-the lakes uncover their sweet 
faces, and their mimic shores stf'al down in quiet evenings 
to bathe themselves in the transparent waters-far into 
the depths of the great forest speeds the glad niessage of 
returning glory; and graceful fern, and soft velvet moss, 
and white wax-like lily peep forth to cOYer rock and fallen 
tree and wreck of last year's Autumn in one great sea of 
foliage. There are many landscapes which can never be 
painted, photographed, or described, but which the mind 
carries away instinctively, to look at again and again in 
after-time-these are the celebrated views of the world, 
and they are not easy to find. From the Queen's .Ram­
part, in the Citadel of Quebec, the eye sweeps over a 
greater diversity of landscape than is probably to be found 
in anyone spot in the universe. Blue mountains, far­
stretching river, foaming cascade, the white sails of ocean 
ships, the black trunks of many-sized guns, the pointed 
roofs, the white village nestling amidst its fields of green, 
the great isle* in mid-channel, the many shades of color 
from deep blue pine-wood to yellowing corn-field-in what 
other spot on the Earth's broad bosom lie grouped together 
in a single glance so many of these "things of beauty" 
which the eye loves to feast on and to place in memory asc 
joys for ever 1 t The areat LOlle Land (9th ed., 1879) • 

.. The Isle of Orleans. 
t Reference to the opening line of Keat's Evdymion:-

" A thing of beauty is a joy for ever." 
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JACK· IN· THE. PULPIT .• 
J. G. WHITTIER (b. 1808). 

Jack-in-the-Pulpit 
Preaches to-day, 

U neler the green trees 
Just over the way. 

Squirrel and Song-Sparrow, 
High on their perch, 

Hear the sweet Lily-bells 
Ringing to chur~h. 

Come, hear what his reverence 
Rises to say, 

In his low, painted pulpit, 
This calm Sabbath-day. 

Fair is the canopy 
Over him seen, 

Pencilled, by Nature's hand, 
Black, brown, and green: 

Green is his surplice, 
Green are his bands; 

In his queer little pulpit 
The little priest stands. 

In black and gold velvet, 
So gorgeous to see, 

Comes, with his bass voice, 
The chorister Bee. 

Green fingers playing 
Unseen on wind-lyres; 

Low, singing-bird voices; 
These are his choirs. 

The Violets are deacons; 
I know by the sign 

That the cups which they carry 
Are purple with wine. 

Schoolboys' name for Indian turnip (Arisa>ma t,·iphyllum). 
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And the Columbines bravely 
As sentinels stand 

On the lookout, with all their 
Red trumpets in hand. 

Meek-faced Anemones, 
Drooping and sad; 

Great Yellow Violets, 
Smiling out glad; 

Buttercups' faces, 
Beaming and bright; 

Clovers, with bonnets­
Some red and some white; 

Daisies, their white fingers 
Half clasped in prayer; 

Dandelions, proud of 
The gold of their hair. 

Innocents, children 
Guileless and frail, 

Meek little faces 
Upturned and pale; 

Wild-wood Geraniums, 
All in their best; 

Languidly leaning 
In purple gauze dressed :­

All are assembled, 
This sweet Sabbath.day, 

To hear what the priest 
In his pulpit will say. 

Look! white Indian pipes 
On the green mosses lie! 

Who has been smoking 
Profanely so nigh 1 

Rebuked by the preacher 
The mischief is stopped, 

And the sinners, in haste, 
Have their little pipes dropped. 

Let the wind with the fragrance 
Of fern and black birch 
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Blow the smell of the smoking 
Clean out of our church! 

So much for the preacher: 
The sermon comes next ;­

Shall we tell how he preached it,. 
And where was his text 1 

Alas! like too many 
Grown-up folks who play 

A t worship in churches 
l\Ian-builded, to-day,­

'Ye heard not the preacher 
Expound or discuss; 

'Ye looked at the people, 
And they looked at us. 

"T e sawall their dresses, 
Their colors and shapes; 

The trim of their bonnets, 
The cut of their capes. "T e heard the wind-organ, 
The bee, and the bird, 

But of Jack in the pulpit "T e heard not a word! 

PLUCK: AN EAST INDIAN FABLE. 

A mouse that dwelt near the abode of a great magician 
was kept in such constant distress hy its fear of a cat, 
that the magician, taking pity on it, turned it into a cat. 
Immediately it began to suffer from the fear of a dog; so 
the magician turned it into a dog. Then it began to suffer 
from the fear of a lion; and the magician turned it into a 
lion. Then it began to suffer from the fear of huntsmen; 
and the magician in disgust said, "Be a mouse again. As 
you have only the heart of a mouse, it is impossible to help 
you by giving you the body of a nobler animal." And the 
poor creature again became a mouse. 

So it is with a mouse-hearted man. He may be raised 
to high office, and clothed with the authority to undertake 
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and execute great enterprises, but he will always betray 
the spirit of a mouse. Public opinion is usually the great 
magician that finally says to such a person, "Go back to 
your obscurity. You have only the heart of a mouse, and 
it is useless to try to make a lion out of you." 

THE COCK AND THE GOOSE. 
A certain cock ruled over a poultry yard. He formed 

a friendship with a goose who had fine plumage, had trav­
elled, and had dabbled in the fountain of knowledge: 
its gait was not elegant, but it was firm; its utterance 
was not musical, but it was grave and sententious. The 
goose advised its friend, the cock, to cut ofl' his crest, 
which, as the goose said, only excited hostility; and also 
to cut off his spurs, which were useless. The cock com­
plied, and then went out for a walk with his friend. 

The goose, who was very trustful, left the gate of the 
poultry yard open. 'Yhen they returned, the cock went 
to his hearth to light up, and saw two gleaming lights 
there. 

"What strange lights are those 1" exclaimed the cock. 
And going nearer he saw that they were the eyes of a cat, 
which darted on to him. 

He put himself into position for fighting; but as he had 
no spurs the cat killed him. 

The goose, when it beheld this, never ceased repeating, 
" Peace, gentlemen; peace, peace, gentlemen j peace, 
peace, peace;" but this did not prevent the cat from 
making an end of him too. 

From the Spanish of FERNAN CABALLERO. 

To every man upon this eal.'th 
Death cometh soon or late. 

And how can man die better 
Than facing fearful odds, 

For the ashes of his fathers, 
And the temples of his gods. 

MACAULAY'S Horatius. 
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The Newfoundland is a noble-look in/! animal, often 
standing thirty inches in height. His limbs are large and 
strong, and his hair is rough and curly. In Newfound­
land, his native country, he is employed in drawincr carts 
and sledges laden with wood and fish. He is ve;y fond 
of water; and his toes being half-webbed, he is a very 
good swimmer. A great many perRons have been saved 
from drowning by this noble creature. 

The mastiff is the largest and the most powerful of 
British dogs. He is mild and gentlp, and will not wilIiugly 
hurt a weaker or a smaller anim.al. He is the best watch­
dog. ·When defending his master's goods, he does not 
fear to attack either man ·or beast. 

The sheep-dog is noted for his intelligence. The shep­
herd treats him as a companion; and the dog learns to 
understand his master's ordprs, and to obey even a motion 
of his hand. The sheep look upon a well-trained clog as 
a friend, and, when threatened by any danger, they gather 
around him for protection. 

The greyhound is noted for his speed. His ]Jody is 
light, his nose sharply pointed, his chest deep and broad, 
and his legs are long and slender. He is used in hunting 
hares. He follows them by sight, and not by scent as 
some other dogs do. 

The bloodhound is of a reddish or brown color. He is 
remarkable for his keen scent. Once em the track of man 
or beast, he keeps on his course, turning neither to the 
right hand nor to the left. In former times, the blood­
hound was used for the purpose of tracking sheep stealers 
and other criminals; also, in America and the ,,-cst Indies, 
for tracking slaves who had run away from their masters. 

The bull-dog is noted for his courage and fierceness. 
He is not afraid to attack any animal, however large or 
powerful. He was at one time used in the cruel sport of 
fighting with bulls, called bull-baiting. . 

Spaniels, or Spanish dogs, are all handsomp ammals. 
They have long silky hair, drooping ears, bushy tails, and 
feet partly webbed. They are nearly all good swimmers. 
They are divided into hunting-dogs and toy-dogs. The 
field-spaniel is very fond of going out with his master to 

2 
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look for game. The water-spaniel is a strong swimmer 
and diver, and is .very useful in fetching out of the water 
game that has been shot. 

The ::It. Bernard dog, sometimes called the Alpine spaniel, 
is as large as a mastiff. This dog is tra~ned to I?o out in 
search of travellers who have lost theIr way m snow­
storms on the Alps. St. Bernard is the name of the 
monastery where these dogs are kept. It is built at the 
summit of a lofty mountain-pass in Switzerland. 

ANSWER TO A CHILD'S QUESTION. 
S. T. COLERIDGE (1772-1834). 

Do you ask what the birds say 1 The sparrow, the dove, 
The linnet, and thrush, say, "I love and I love! " 
In the winter they are silent-the wind is so strong. 
What it says I don't know, but it sings a loud song. 
But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm weather, 
And singing, and loving-all come back together. 
But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 
The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 
That he sings, and he sings; and for ever sings he­
" I love my love, and my love loves me ! " 

THE THREE FISHERS. 
CHARLES KINGSLEY (1819-1875). 

Three fishers went sailing out into the west­
Out into the west, as the sun went down; 

Each thought on the woman who loved him the best, 
And the children stood watching them out of the town: 

For men must work, and women must weep, 
And there's little to earn, and many to keep, 

Though the harbor-bar be moaning. * 

Three wives sat up in the light-house tower, 
And they trimmed the lamps as the sun went down; 

'* Though a dangerous storm is rising, 
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See! hair of dog and fur of cat, 
And rovings of a worsted mat, 
And shreds of silk, and many a feather, 
Compacted cunningly together! 

With the Bi1·ds. 

THE PIKE. 
IVAN ANDRIIIVITCH KRILOF (1768-1844). 

[Under cover of this fable Krilof satirized the administration of 
justice in Russia.] 

An appeal to justice was made against the Pike, on the 
ground that it had rendered the pond uninhabitable. A 
whole cart-load of proofs were tendered as evidence; and 
the culprit, as was beseeming, was brought into court in a 
large tub. The judges were assembled not far off, having 
been sent to graze in a neighboring field. Their names 
are still preserved in the archives. There were two 
Donkeys, a couplp. of old Horses, and two or three Goats. 
The Fox also was added to their number, as assessor, ill 
order that the business might be carried on under com­
petent supervision. 

Now, popular report said that the Pike used to supply 
the table of the Fox with fish. However this might be, 
there was no partiality among the judges; and it must 
also be stated that it was impossible to conceal the Pike's 
roguery in the affair in question. So there was no help 
for it. Sentence was passed, condemning the Pike to an 
ignominious punishment. In order to frighten others, it 
was to be hung from a tree. 

" Respected judges," thus did the Fox begin to speak, 
"hanging is a trifle. I should have liked to have 
sentenced the culprit to such a punishment as has never 
been seen here among us. In order that rogues may in 
future live in fear, and run a terrible risk, I would drown 
it in the ri ver." 

" Excellent!" cry the judges, and unanimously accept 
the proposition. 

So the Pike was flung-into the river. 
Fables: Ed. RALSTON. 
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THE MILLER.* 

The water beO'an to dribble away through a miller's dam. 
At first there ;ould have been no great harm done, if he 
had taken the matter in hand. But why should he j 
OUl' miller does not think of troubling himself. The 
leak becomes worse every day, and the water pours out as 
if from a tap. 

" H allo, miller! don't stand gaping there! It's time 
you should set your wits t.o work." 

But the miller says,-
" Harm's a long way off. I don't require an ocean of 

water, and my mill is rich enough in it for all my time." 
He sleeps; but meantime the water goes on running in 

torrents. And see! harm is here now in full force. The 
millstone stands still; the mill will not work. Our miller 
bestirs himself, groans, troubles himself, and thinks how 
he can keep the waters back. While he is here on the 
clam, examining the leak, he observes his fowls coming to 
clrink at the river. 

" You stupid, good-for-nothing birds!" he cries. " I 
don't know where I'm to get water, even when you are 
out of the question; and here you come and drink the 
little that remains." 

So he begins pelting them with faggots. What good 
did he do himself by this j 'Without a fowl left, or a drop 
of water, he returned home. 

I have sometimes remarked that there are many pro­
prietors of this kind-and this little fable was composed 
as a present for them-who do not grudge thousands spent 
on follies, but who think that they maintain domestic 
economy by collecting their candle ends, and are ready to 
quarrel with their servants about them. With such 
economy, is it strange that houses rapidly fall utterly to 
i)iecesj KRlLO~': Fables: Ed. RALSTON. 

* It is said that Krilof's own ideas of economy were for the most 
p~r~ of the very kind he satirizes here. 
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A THANKSGIVING HYMN. 

ROBERT HERRICK (1591-1674). 

[Herrick's lyrics are much admired for their quaint simplicity. He 
here describes his vicarage at Prior Dean in Devonshire.] 

Lord, thou hast given me a cell 
Wherein to dwell; 

A little house, whose humble roof 
Is weather-proof, 

Under the spars of which I lie 
Both soft and dry ; 

'Vhere thou, my chamber soft to ward,;' 
Hast set a guard 

Of harmless thoughts, to watch and keep 
Me while I sleep. 

Low is my porch as is my fate, 
Both void of state; 

And yet the threshold of my door 
Is worn by the poor, 

'Vho hither come and freely get 
Good words or meat. 

Like as my parlor, so my hall 
And kitchen's small ; 

A little buttery, and therein 
A little bin;- . 

Some little sticks of thorn or brier 
Make me a fire, 

Close by whose living coal I sit 
And glow like it. 

Lord, I confess, too, when I dine 
The pulse is thine, 

And all those other bits that be 
There placed by thee,-

The worts, the purslane, and the mess 
Of water-cress. 

* To protect my cosy bed-room 
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sleek as any young bears that ever were seen; but no 
doubt she hoped, by giving so much care to their coats 
while they were young, that she should make them take 
a pride in their appearance, and grow up tidy and well­
conducted bears. She felt quite contented with them at 
last, and getting up, walked round the cave several times, 
and sat down near the door. It was not loner before 
the biggest and strongest young bear, whose n~me was 
Martin, missed his mother, and set up a dismal howl; and, 
when she answered him from a distance, he did his best to 
follow her; and what a funny little thing he looked, 
tumbling over every two steps he took, and making him­
self quite tired with his efforts to run and jump; and the 
little one, called Basil, looked just as queer. At last they 
found their mother, and, tired out with so much exertion, 
were soon fast asleep. "Ah," said lUrs. Bear to herself, 
"they will want enough teaching before they can climb 
mountains." And watching them stretched at full length 
by her side, she almost forgot she was hungry. The sound 
of the rustling trees and a bright sunbeam that carne in on 
her through the door reminded her of ~Ir. Bear, and she 
went out to look if she could see him coming. How lovely 
all the mountain looked on that bright spring morning! 
Below her, the trees so green, and many of them covered 
with sweet-scented blossom; and above, all the snow still 
unmelted and glittering in the morning sunlight, so that 
the glare almost blinded her. 

She sat looking for him a long while, but Mr. Bear did 
not appear; and, hungry and disappointed at having to 
wait so long for her breakfast, she began to feel very cross, 
and to walk slowly up and down the flat ledge -of rock 
that served them for dining-parlor and r.lrawing-room,­
just as you may have seen your papa walk up and down 
the room, if anyone kept him waiting for his dinner. At 
last, emerging from the forest a long way down the 
mountain, she saw Mr. Bear slowly walking along, seeming 
to be quite loaded with something he was carrying in his 
arms and which he was afraid of losing. She watched 
him ~s he carefully stepped from rock to rock, and climbed 
up the steep path that led to their home; but not till he 
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was safe beside her did she discover that it was a splendid 
viece of honey-comb he had brought, holding it tight!y 
under one paw, while his other arm was employed In 

earrying the young green shoots for her breakfast. Mrs. 
Bear was indeed delighted at the sight of such a feast, and 
forgot all her impatience and discontent. She would not 
even wait to ask him how he was so fortunate as to find 
honey so early in the spring, but began her meal at once 
by devouring the leaves and sweet green boughs that good 
1Ir. Bear put before her. 

He watched her with delight; he had satisfied his own 
hunger in the forest, and could wait quietly for her to 
share the honey-comb with him. He had ample time to 
take a long look at the sleeping babies before Mrs. Bear 
called him to dessert, and asked him to tell her all his 
adventures in the forest. Mr. Bear took a nice lump of 
honey-comb in his paw, and, sucking out the dainty food, 
began his story. 

"You know, my dear," he said, speaking slowly and 
deliberately, as a dignified father-bear must, "the bees 
have only just begun to work, and have not yet done more 
than begin to fill the combs with honey, and it was only 
1,), a lucky accident that I got you this unlooked-for treat. 
As I was sitting on a big bough half-way up a large old 
ash tree, I heard an unusual buzzing and whirring below; 
so I came down to see what was going on, and there I saw 
bees of all sorts and sizes going in and out of a round hole 
in the tree: and what puzzled me not a little was, that 
instead of going in heavily with their legs all over pollen, 
as you know, my dear, we have often seen them do, they 
went in busily and quickly, and came out looking heavy 
and tired; so then I knew they must have found a store 
of honey in the tree, and the bees that made it must have 
died of the cold in winter. You will be sure I would not 
leave them to enjoy such a feast alone. I soon tore down 
th~ b~rk, and found that lovely piece of comb you are 
enJoYlllg so much; but oh, the trouble and time it cost 
me to bring it home to you! If you only knew it, you 
would not wonder at my being late." 

They kept a little piece of honey-comb to see what the 
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babies would think of it; and, as soon as they woke up, Mr. 
Bear gave each of them a good push, which brought them 
out into the daylight without much tumbling on']", and he 
sat and purred with delight when he saw their rough little 
tongues licking their mother's paws, and then watched 
them enjoying their first taste of food as much as young 
babies alwavs do. 

After tl;eir meal he made them crawl about, and 
tumbled them over and over with his paw; while lUI's. 
Bear, satisfied with her delicious meal, sat nodding in the 
corner. 

You know, bears never stay out in the hot mid-day sun, 
but keep in their caves nearly all day, and prowl about 
when it is cool of an evening, to look for food. And our 
beats were too well-educated and correct in their behavior 
to make any mi~take on this point, even on their first day 
of waking up. When, therefore, Mr. Bear saw his wife 
dozing in the sunshine, he pushed and rolled the young 
ones first inside, and then, touching Mrs. Bear as gently 
as he could with the soft part of his paw, said, "Come, my 
dear, it is time we should take a little rest." So she 
opened her eyes, and, looking first to make sure her babies 
were not left behind, followed JUr, Bear indoors. 

And thus they passed many days quietly and harmlessly, 
sleeping most of their time, and living on the food they 
could find near home j for Mr. and Mrs. Bear were getting 
rather old, and did not care for adventures so much as 
they once did. hife of a Bem'. 

THE COUNTRYMAN AND THE LAWYER. 
A SCENE IN COURT. 

HORACE SmTH (1779-1849). 

A Lawyer in the Common Pleas, 
\Vho was esteemed a mighty wit, 
Upon the strength of a chance hit 

Amid a thousand flippancies, 
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And his occasional bad jokes 
In bullying, bantering, browbeating, 
Ridiculing, and maltreating 

Women or other timid folks, 
In a late cause resolved to hoax 
A clownish Yorkshire farmer-one 

Who, by his uncouth look and gait, 
Appeared expressly meant, by Fate, 

To be quizzed, and played upon. 

So, having tipped the wink to those 
In the back rows, 

Who kept their laughter hottled down 
Until our wag should draw the cork, 

He smiled jocosely on the clown, 
And went to work. 

"Well, Farmer Numskull, how go calves at York 
" \Vhy-not, sir, as they do wi' you, 

But on four legs instead of two." 
" Officer ! " cried the legal elf, 

Piqued at the laugh against himself, 
"Do, pray, keep silence down below there.­
Now look at me, clown, and attend: 
Have I not seen you somewhere, friend?" 
" Y e-es-very like-I often go there." 

"Our rustic's waggish-quite laconic," 
The lawyer cried, with grin sardonic; 

"I wish I'd known this prodigy, 
This genius of the clods, when I, 

On circuit, was at York residing.­
Now, Farmer, do for once speak true' 
Mind, you're on oath,-so tell me,-;ou 
Who doubtless think yourself so clever,­
Are there as many fools as ever 

In the West Riding 1 " 

"Why, no, sir, no: we've got our share, 
But not so many as when you were there." 
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When He came o'er the waters and stood in their sight, 
And their hearts were sore afraid; 

But He cheered their spirits, and said, "It is I," 
And then they could fear no harm: 

And though we cannot behold Him nigh, 
He is guarding us still with His arm. 

They had toiled all the night, and had taken nougM; 
He commanded the stormy sea-

They let down their nets, and of fishes caught 
An hundred al1d fifty-three. 

And good success to our boat He will spnd, 
If we trust in His mercy right; 

For He pitietll thnsA who at home depend 
On what we shall take to-night. 

And if ever in danger and fear we are tossed 
About on the stormy deep, 

"\Ve'll tell how they once thought that all was lost, 
"\Vhen their Lord "was fast asleep." 

He S:tl eJ them then, He can save us still, 
For His are the winds and the sea; 

And if He is with us, we'll fear no ill. 
"\Vhatever the danger be. 

Or if He sees fit that our boat should siLk 
By a storm or a leak, like lead, 

Yet still of the glorious day we'll think, 
~When the sea shall yield her dead. 

For they who depart in His faith and fear 
Shall find that their passage is short 

From the troublesome waves that beset life here 
To the everlasting port. 

THE SOUL OF MUSIC. 
The soul of music slumbers in the shell 

Till w~ked and kindled by the mast~r's spell ; 
And feelmg hearts, t?uch them but rightly, pour 

A thousand melodIes unheard before! 
ROGERS: Human Life. 
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HOSPICE OF ST. BERNARD. 
REV. HUGH MACMILLAN, LL.D. (b. 1833.) 

A~ the very summit of the pass, I saw the Hospice 
loommg above me, its windows glitterinO" in the f,ctti1"" 
sun. Fatigue and weariness all forgotten~ I eagerly clan;'. 
bered up the remaining part of the ascent, along a paved 
road overhanging a precipice, and in a few minutes stoed 
beside the open door. At first I could hardly realize the 
fact that the convent, about which I had read so mucl], 
which I had so often seen in pictures and picture(l in 
dreams, was actually before me, It had a very familiar 
look, appearing exactly as I had imaginE-d. 1 did not 
approach it in the orthodox fashion, exhausted and half­
frozen amid the blinding drifts of a snow-storm, and 
dragged in on a dog's back! On the contrary, the ('wn­
ing was calm and summer-like; the surrounding peak~ 
retained the last crimson blmh of the exquisitely beautifuL 
after-glow of sunset; the little lake l,eside the convent 
mirrored the building on its tranquil bosom; the snow had 
retreated from the low grounds, and only lingered on the 
lesser heights in the form of hardened patches wedged in 
the shady recesses of the rocks. I could not have seen the 
place under more favorable auspices; and yet, neverthe­
less, the scene was inexpressibly forlorn and melancholy. 
There was an air of utter solitude and dreariness about it 
which I have never seen equalled, and which oppresEcd me 
with a nameless sadness. There was no color in the land­
scape-no cheerful green, or warm brown, or shining gold, 
such as relieves even the most sterile moorland scenery in 
Scotland. Everything was gray and cold-the buil~ling 
was gray, the lake was gray, the vegetation was gray, the 
sky was gray; and when the evening glow vanished, the 
lofty peaks around assumed a livid, ghastly hue, which eYen 
the sparkling of their snowy drapery in the first beams 
of the moon could not enliven. Not a tree, not a shrub, 
not even a heather bush, was in sight, It seemed as if 
Nature in this remote and elevated region, were dead, 
and th~t I was gazing upon its shrouded corpse in a 
chamber draperied with the garments of woe. 
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;:llimate of l\Iartigny or Aosta, or they serve as parh,1! 
priests in the different valleys around. But in many 
cases this remedy comes too late. They perish at their 
posts, literally starved to death. The annals of thp 
convent contain many sad records of such devotion j amI 
they thrill the heart with .sympathy and admiration. 

I saw the famous St. Bernard dogs, playing about the 
convent door. There were five of them, massively built 
creatures, of a brown color, - very like X ewfoundland 
dogs, only larger and more powerful. The stock is 
supposed to have come originally from the Pyrenee~. 
The services they have rendered in rescuing travellers 
are incalculable. A whole book might easily be filled 
with interesting adventures of which they were the heroes. 
In the Museum at Berne I saw the stuffed body of the 
well-known dog" Barry," which is said to have saved the. 
lives of no less than forty persons. The huge creatures 
were fond of being caressed j and one of them ran after 
my companion, as he was going up the hill-side by a wrong 
path, and pulled him back by the coat-tail! 

Shortly afterwards we bade adieu to . our hospitable 
entertainers with mingled feelings of gratification and 
regret: gratification, because we had seen so much that 
was new and interesting to us, and had been so kindly 
treated, though strangers in a strange land j and regret, 
because the palmiest days of the Hospice are over, for the 
great majority of tourists will now take advantage of the 
Mount Cenis Tunnel, and proceed to Italy by the most 
direct l"oute, and only a few will care to turn aside, on a 
long and somewhat (liflicult journey, to visit tIle spot. 

Holidays on High Lands. 

MONASTIC BROTHERHOOD. 

\Vhat other yearning was the master tie 
Of the monastic brotherhood, upon rock 
Aerial, or in green secluded vale, 
One after one, collected f~om af~r, . 
An undissolving fellowshIp? W hat but thiS, 
The universal instinct of repose, 
The longing for confirmed tranquillity, 
Inward and outward; humble, yet sublime: 
The life where hope and memory are one. . ... 

WORDSWORTH: Excur81oll, book IiI. 
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The smoke of the hunting-lodges 
Of the wild Assiniboins ! 

Drearily blows the north wind 
From the land of ice and snow; 

The eyes that look are weary, 
And heavy the hands that row. 

And with one foot on the water, 
And one upon the shore, 

The Angel of Shadow gives warning 
That day shall be no more. 

Is it the clang of wild.geese ~ 
Is it the Indian's yell 

That lends to the voice of the north wind 
The tone of a far-off bell ~ 

The voyageur Rmiles as he listens 
To the sound that grows apace; 

Well he knows the vesper ringing 
Of the bells of St. Boniface,-

The bells of the Roman Mission, 
That call from their turrets twain 

To the boatmen on the river, 
To the hunter on the plain. 

Even so in our mortal journey 
The bitter north winds blow; 

And thus upon life's Red River 
Our hearts as oarsmen row. 

And when the Angel of Shadow 
Rests his feet on wave and shore; 

And our eyes grow dim with watching, 
And our hearts faint at the oar; 

Happy is he who heareth 
The signal of his release 

In the bells of the Holy City, 
The chimes of eternal peace! 
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HAWAIIAN SPORTS. 
LADY BRASSEY. 

The natives have many games of which they are very 
fond, and which they play with great skill, including spear­
throwina' transfixing an object with a dart; kana, an elab­
orate ki~d of drauO"hts; and talu, which consists in hiding 
a small stone unde~ one of five pieces of cloth placed in 
front of the players. One hides the stone, and the others 
have to auess where it is; and it generally happens that, 
howeverOdexterously the hider may put his arm beneath 
the cloth, and dodge about from one piece to another, a 
clever player will be able to tell, by the movement of the 
muscles of the upper part of his arm, when his fingers re­
lax their hold of the stone. Another game, called parua, 
is very like the Canadian sport of" tobogganing," only that 
it is carried on on the grass instead of on the snow. The 
performers stand bolt upright on a narrow plank, turned 
up in front, and steered with a sort of long paddle. They 
go to the top of a hill or a mountain, and rush down the 
steep, grassy, sunburnt slopes at a tremendous pace, keep­
ing their balance in a wonderful manner. There is also a 
very popular amusement, called pahe, requiring a specially 
prepared smooth floor, along which the javelins of the 
players glide like snakes. On the same floor they also 
play at another game, called maita, or U1'U maita. Two 
sticks, only a few inches apart, are stuck into the ground, 
and at a distance of thirty or forty yards the players strive 
to throw a stone between them. The uru which they use 
for the purpose is a hard circular stone, three or four 
inches in diameter, and an inch in thickness at the edge, 
but thicker in the middle. 

'With bows and arrows they are as clever as all savages, 
and wonderfully go?d shots, attempting many wonderful 
feats. They are SWIft as deer, when they choose thouO'h 
somewhat lazy and indolent. All the kinO's an'd chi~fs 

° have b~en ~pecial adepts in th~ invigorating pastime of 
surf-swImmmg, and the present kmg's sisters are considered 
first· rate hands at it. 
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of the river. Here we found a large party assembled, 
watching half the population of Hilo disporting .them­
selves in, upon, and beneath the water. They clImbed 
the almost perpendicular rocks on the opposite side of 
the stream; took headers and footers and siders from 
any height under five-and-twenty feet; dived, swam in 
every conceivable attitude, and without any apparent 
exertion, deep under the water, or upon its surface. But 
all this was only a preparation for the special sight we had 
come to see. Two natives were to jump from a preci­
pice, one hundred feet high, into the river below, clear­
ing on their way a rock which projected some twenty 
feet from the face of the cliff, at about the same dis­
tance from the summit. The two men, tall, strong, and 
sinewy, suddenly appearecl against the sky-line, far above 
our heads, their long hair bound back by a wreath of 
leaves and flowers, while another garland encircled their 
waists. Having measured their distance with an eagle's 
glance, they disappeared from our sight, in order to take a 
run and acquire the necessary impetus. Every breath was 
held for a moment, till one of the men reappeared, took a 
bound from the edge of the rock, turned over in mid-air, 
and disappeared feet foremost into the pool beneath, to 
emerge almost immediately, and to climb the sunny bank 
as quietly as if he had done nothing very wonderful. His 
companion followed; and then the two clambered up to 
the twenty-feet projection, to clear which they had had to 
take such a run the first time, and once more plunged into 
the pool below. The feat was of course an easier one than 
the first; but still a leap of eighty feet is no light matter. 
A third native, who joined them in this exploit, gave one 
quite a turn as he twisted in his downward jump; but he 
also alighted in the water feet foremost, and bobbed up 
again directly, like a cork. He was quite a youI).g man, 
and we afterwards heard that he had broken several ribs 
not more than a year ago, and had been laid up for six 
months in the hospital. A Voyage in the" Sunbeam." * 

* The name of Sir Thomas BrasBey's steam-yacht. 
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Grandpapa's years are wearing few, 
But he leaves a blessing behind-

..\. good life lived, and a good fight fought, 
True heart and equal mind. 

" Remember, my children," says mamma, 
" You bear the name of your grandpapa." 

THE TRAVELLER'S RETURN, 
ROBERT SOUTHEY (1774-1843.) 

Sweet to the morning traveller 
The song amid the ~ky, 

'Vhere, twinkling in the dewy light, 
The skylark soars on high. 

And cheering to the traveller 
The gales that round him play 

'Vhen faint and heavily he drags 
Along his noontide way. 

And when beneath the unclouded sun 
Full wearily toils he, 

The flowing water makes to him 
A soothing melody. 

And when the evening light decays, 
And all is calm around, 

There is sweet music to his ear 
In the distant sheep-bell's sound. 

But oh! of all delightful sounds 
Of evening or of morn, 

The sweetest is the voice of love 
That welcomes his return. 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 41 

THE BURNING OF THE ., GOLIATH." 
(December 1I!2, 1875.) 

DEAN STANLEY (lRl5-1881). 

Let me give you an example of self-denial which 
comes from near home. I will speak to you of what has 
been done by little boys of seven, of eight, of twelve, of 
thirteen ;-little English boys, and English boys with very 
few advantages of bir~h; not brought up, as most of you 
are, in quiet, orderly homes, but taken from the London 
work-houses. I will speak to you of what such little boys 
have done, not fifteen hundred, or eyen two hundred years 
ago, but last week-last ". ednesday; on the ri vel' Th~mes. 

Do you know of whom I am thinking1 I am thinking 
of the little boys, nearly five hundred, who were taken 
from different work-houses in London, and put to school 
to be trained as sailors on board the ship which was called 
after the name of the giant whom David slew-the 
training-ship Goliath. • 

About eight o'clock on 'Vednesday morning that 
great ship suddenly caught fire, from the upsetting of a 
can of oil in the lamp-room. It was hardly daylight. In 
a very few minutes the ship was on fire from one end to 
the other, and the fire-bell rang to call the boys to their 
posts. What did they do 1 Think of the sudden surprise, 
the sudden danger-the flames rushing all around them, 
and the dark cold water below them! Did they cry, or 
scream, or fly about in confusion 1 No; they ran each to 
his proper place. 

They had been trained to do that-they knew that it 
was theIr duty; and no one forgot himself-no one lost 
his presence of mind. They all, as the captain said, 
"behaved like men." Then; when it was found impossible 
to save the ship, those who could swim jumped into the 
water by order of the captain, and swam for their lives. 
Some, also at his command, got into a boat; and then, 
when the sheets of flame and the clouds of smoke came 
pouring out of the ship, the smaller boys for a moment 
were frightened, and wanted to push away. 
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But there was one among them-the little mate: his 
name was William Bolton: we are proud that he came 
from 'Westminster: a quiet boy, much loved by his com­
rades-who had the sense and the courage to say, "No; 
we must stay and help those that are still in the ship." 
He kept the harge alongside the ship as long as possible, 
and was thus the means of saving more than one hundred 
lives! 

There were others who were still in the ship while the 
flames went on spreading. They were standing by the 
good captain, who had been so kind to them all, and whom 
they all loved so much. In that dreadful crisis they 
thought more of him than of themselves. One threw his 
arms round his neck and said, "You'll be burnt, captain;" 
and another said, "Save yourself hefore the rest." But the 
captain gave them the best of all lessons for that moment. 
He said, "That's not the way at sea, my boys." 

He meant to say-and they quite understood what he 
meant-that the way at sea is to prepare for danger before­
hand, to meet it manfully when it comes, and to look at 
the safety, not of oneself, but of others. The captain had 
not only learned that good old way himself, but he also 
knew how to teach it to the boys under his charge. 

"THAT'S NOT THE WAY AT SEA!" 
MISS HAVERGAL (1836-1879). 

[This poem is founded on Captain Bourchier's courageous reply, when 
told ~o sa,:,e himself during the burning of the training-ship Goliath, 
descnbed m last l~sson. Owing to the excellent discipline which the 
c.aptam had estabhshed, and to the courage of the boys, only twelve 
lives were lost out of the crew of five hundred.] 

He stood upon the fiery deck, 
Our captain kind and brave; 

He would not leave the burning wreck 
While there was one to save. 

We wanted him to go before, 
And we would follow fast; 

We could not bear to leave him there 
Beside the blazing mast. 
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Then we pulled to shore from the blaze and roar, 
'With our captain kind and brave. 

In the face of Death, with its fiery breath, 
He had stood, and so would we ; 

For that's the way at sea, my boys, 
For that's the way at sea! 

Now let the noble words resound, 
And echo far and free, 

'Vherever English hearts are found, 
On English shore or sea. 

The iron nerve of duty, joined 
'Vith golden vein of love, 

Can dare to do, and dare to wait, 
With courage from above. 

Our captain's shout among the flames 
A watchword long shall be­

"That's not the way at sea, my boys; 
That's not the way at sea! " 

RHYME OF THE RAIL.* 
J. G. SAXE (b. 1816). 

Singing through the forests, 
Rattling over ridges, 

Shooting under arches, 
Rumbling over bridges, 

Whizzing through the mountains, 
Buzzing o'er the vale,-

Bless me! this is yleasan t, 
Riding on the Rail ! 

Gentleman in shorts, 
Looming very tan; 

Gentleman at large, 
Talking very small ; 

Gentleman in tights, 
With a loose-ish mien; 

Gentleman in gray, 
Looking rather green. 

High and lowly people, 
Birds of every feather, 

On a common level 
Travelling together! 

Gentleman quite old, 
Asking for the news; 

Gentleman in black, 
In a fit of blues; 

Gentleman in claret, 
Sober as a vicar; 

Gentleman in tweed, 
Dreadfully in liquor! 

* * * Singing through the forests, 
Rattling over ridges, 

Shooting under arches, 
Rumbling over bridges, 

Men of different" stations" 'Vhizzing through the moun· 
In the eye of Fame, Buzzing o'er the vale,- [tains, 

Here are very quickly Bless me! this isyleasant, 
Coming to the same. Riding on the Rail ! 
* These punning verses will strongly recall to the teacher's memory Hood's 

witty ballads. 
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was changed into a woodpecker, though still wearing the 
red hood she had on when the pilgrims came to her door. 
As she flew up through the kitchen chimney, the nice 
gown she had on, and was so proud of, was blackened by 
the soot; and ever since Gertrude's Bird has had to wear 
a black gown, though sometimes you see her gown tucked 
up and showing a white skirt beneath. You may often 
hear her knock at the bark houses of the beetles as the 
pilgrims knocked at her door; and, in her thirst, she often 
cries aloud for rain. 

Based on THORPE'S Mythology of Scandinavia. 

THE APOLOGY. 
RALPH WALDO EllERSON (1803-1882). 

Think me not unkind and rude 
That I walk alone in grove and glen; 

I go to the God of the wood 
To fetch his word to men. 

Tax not my sloth, that I 
Fold my arms beside the brook; 

Each cloud that floated in the sky 
Writes a letter in my book. 

Chide me not, laborious band, 
For the id~e flowers I brought; 

Every aster m my hand 
Goes home loaded with a thought. 

There was never mystery 
But 'tis figured in the flowers' '''as never secret history , 
But birds tell it in the bowers. 

One harvest from thy field 
Homeward brought the oxen strong; 

A sec~nd crop thy acres yield, 
WInch I gather in a song. 





4'8 

There husily, busil,t all t'he 4ay tQlig, 
IT ·seeks fm' spJ.all fishes tll!~ shallaws a.f.n6:i:1g 1 
:For be builds Lis nest Qt-vllE'> :ge,u-1y fish bem-/' 
De.cp, d' ." p"jn ~he bfo.nk. f-ilr-l;tltixod and a,1<me. 

THE WOODPElil\KE~, 
T/{OJ>Ll.1! lItOOllll ();n!J-~), 

TI" itil I{. • .Bi'fil~, 

iTJre following lines wlltawritten in lSM1 'during; ~\lte'~ tflnle 
mcwth.' Vil;l~ ttl 1!)1liIf~p.a..l 

I kn ,w by ·t1l1J, I;IDol1'e, ~ha.t ,so' gFRO!fflilly ~ude~ 
A lJ,O\'ll the ~ eJ:rns, thr.: . ' 11. 'qotta:J{1l was· neaa: ; 

A.n,1i I I!Jlid, ' t IT ~h:ere 's 1"eM(I' t~ !Ill £euild,{1Jl the W,QVW. 
A heact that \Vll.;'l hiunL e migh.tI hope f01' i1 here'I'I' 

1,1, "'aliynOO)l" a.u(~ (,)n Ho'w:eJlS tha.{; Iangnish.ed ar.om'ld 
lusilen.:ilo l' posed. the olu:ptuODs bee j 

li}\'ei'Y l~! ""a.~ p"i; 'relit, ~d I 1 e3md npt 9. oUIlcl 
Bu,!; the wGeli'ptlCkei: "~Pt)ing,t;he haUe'W be.eeh-~ 

'" 'V"I'Y ~1d llv~til' fi ... ~o;(Il , ~ lOrJ&ill!h " . u!\llt.iS I#TilI !i' },j'l.II!e 
~,""n/J , ,,,, faw fe!l:tMW, 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 49 

THE BOY-FARMER IN AMERICA. 
CHARLES D. WARNER (b. 1829). 

I think there is no part of farmi~g which the boy enjoys 
more than the making of maple-sugar. It is better than 
black-b~rrying, and nearly as good as fishing; and one 
reason why he likes this work is, that somebody else does 
most of it. It is a sort of work in which he can appear to 
be very active, and yet not do much. In my day, maple­
sugar-making used to be something between picnicing and 
being shipwrecked on a fertile island, where one should 
save from the wreck tubs, and augers, and great kettleF, 
and pork, and hen's eggs, and rye, and Indian bread, and 
begin at once to lead the sweetest life in the world. 

I am told that it is something different now-a-days, and 
that there is more desire to save the sap, and make good 
pure sugar, and sell it for a large price, than there used to be; 
and that the old fun and picturesqueness of the business are 
nearly all gone_ I am told that it is the custom to carefully 
collect the sap and bring it to the house, where are built 
brick arches, over which the sap is evaporated in shallow 
pans; and that care is taken to keep the leaves, sticks, 
ashes, and coals out of it, and that the sugar is clarified­
that, in short, it is a money-making business, in which there 
is very little fun; and that the boy is not allowed to dip 
his paddle into the kettle of boiling sugar and lick off the 
delicious sirup. The prohibition may improve the sugar, 
but not the sport of the boy. 

As I remember the New England boy (and I am very 
intimate with one) he used to be on the qui 'l:it"e in the 
spring, for the sap to begin running. I think he discovued 
it as soon as anybody. Perhaps he knew it by a feeling of 
something starting in his own veins,-a sort of spring stir 
in his legs and arms, which tempted him to stand on his 
head or throw a hand-spring, if he could find a spot of 
ground from which the snow had melted. 

The sap "stirs early in the legs of a country boy, and 
shows itself in uneasiness in the toes, which get tired of 
boots, and want to come out and touch the soil just as 

4 
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soon as the sun has warmed it a little. The country boy 
goes bare-foot just as naturally as the trees burst their buds 
in spring. 

Perhaps the boy has been out digging into the maple 
trees with his jack-knife; at any rate, he comes running 
into the house in a great state of excitement-as if he had 
heard a hen cackle in the barn-with, "Sap's runnin'!" 

Then, indeed, the stir and excitement begin. 
The sap-buckets, which have been stored in the garret 

over the wood-house, are brought down and set out on the 
south side of the house and scalded. 

The snow is still a foot or two feet deep in the woods, 
and the ox-sleel is taken out to make a road to the sugar­
camp, and the campaign begins. The boy is everywhere 
present, superintending everything, asking questions, and 
filled with a desire to help on the excitement. 

It is a gt'eat day when the sled is loaded with the 
buckets, and the procession starts for the woods. The sun 
shines almost unobstructedly into the forest, for there are 
only naked branches to bar it; the snow is beginning to 
sink down, leaving the young bushes spindling up every­
where; the snow-birds are twittering about, and the noise 
of shouting and the blows of the axe echo far and wide. 
This is spring, and the boy can hardly contain his delight 
that his outdoor life is about to begin again. In the first 
place, the men go about and tap the trees, drive in the 
spouts, and put the buckets under. The boy watches all 
these operations with the greatest interest. 

He wishes that, some time, when a hole is bored in a 
tree, the sap would spout out in a stream, as it does when 
a cider barrel is tapped: but it never does; it only drops; 
sometimes almost in a stream, but, on the whole, slowly; 
and the boy learns that the sweet things of the world do 
not usually come otherwise than drop by drop. 

Then the camp is to be cleared of snow. The shanty is 
re-covered with boughs. In front of it two enormous logs 
are rolled nearly together, and a fire is built between them. 
IJ pright posts with crotches at the top are set, one at each 
end, and a long pole is laid on them; and on this are hung 
the great kettles. 
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The huge hogsheads are turned right side up and cleaned 
out, to receive the sap that is gathered. And now, if there 
is a good" sap run," the establishment is under full head· 
way. 

The great fire that is kindled in the sugar-camp is not 
allowed to go out, night or day, so long as the sugar 
season lasts. Somebody is always cutting wood to feed it i 
somebody is busy most of the time gathering in the sap i 
somebody is required to fill the kettles and see that the 
sap does not boil over. 

It is not the boy, however i he is too busy with things 
in general to be of any use in details. He has his own 
little sap-yoke and small pails, with which he gathers the 
sweet liquid. He has a little boiling-place of his own, 
with small logs and a tiny kettle. 

In the great kettles, the boiling goes on slowly i and the 
liquid, as it thickens, is dipped from one to another, until 
in the end-kettle it is reduced to sirup, and is taken out 
to cool and settle, until enough is made to" sugar off" So 
"sugar off" is to boil the sirup till it is thick enough to 
crystallize into sugar. This is the grand eYent, and is only 
done once in two or three days. But the boy's desire is to 
"sugar off" perpetually. He boils his sirup down as 
rapidly as possible: he is not particular about chips, scum, 
or ashes i he is apt to burn his sugar i but if he can get 
enough to make a little wax on the snow or to scrape from 
the bottom of the kettle with his wooden paddle, he is 
happy. A great deal is wasted on his hands and the out­
side of his face and on his clothes i but he does not care­
he is not stingy! 

To watch the operations of the big fire gives him con­
stant pleasure. Sometimes he is left to watch the boiling 
kettles. He has a piece of pork tied on the end of a stick, 
which he dips into the boiling mass, when it threatens to 
go over. 

He is constantly tasting the sap, to see if it is not almost 
sirup. He has a long, round stick, whittled smooth at 
one end, which he uses for this purpose, at the constant 
risk of burning his tongue. 

The smoke blows in his face; he is grimy with ashes; 
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he is altocyether such a mass of dirt, stickiness, and sweet. 
ness, that his own mother wouldn't know him. 

He likes, with the hired man, to boil eggs in ·the hot 
lap; he likes to roast potatoes in the ashes; and he would 
live in the camp day and night if he were permitted. 

Some of the hired men sleep in the shanty and keep the 
fire blazing all night. To sleep there with them, and 
awake in the night and hear the wind in the trees, and 
see the sparks fly up to the sky, is a perfect realization of 
all the adventures he has ever reacl. He tells the other 
boys, afterwards, that he heard something in the night 
that sounded very much like a bear. The hired man 
says that he was very much scared by the hooting of an 
owl. 

The great occasions for the boy, though, are the times 
of "sugaring off." Sometimes this used to be done in the 
evening, and it was made the excuse for a frolic in the 
camp. The neighbors were invited, and, sometimes, even 
the pretty girls from the village, who filled all the woods 
with their sweet voices and merry laughter, and little 
affectations of fright. 

The white snow still lies on all the ground except the 
warm spot about the camp. The tree branches all show 
distinctly in the light of the fire, which sends its ruddy 
.glare far into the darkness, and lights up the shanty, the 
hogsheads, the buckets under the trees, and the group 
about the boiling kettles, until the scene is li~e something 
taken out of a fairy play. 

At these sugar parties, everyone was expected to eat 
as much sugar as possible; and those who are practised in 
it can eat a great deal. It is a peculiarity about eating 
warm maple-sugar, that, though you may eat so much of 
it one day as to be sick and loathe the thought of it, you 
will want it the next day more than ever. 

At the" sugaring off" they used to pour the hot sugar 
upon the snow, where it congealed into a sort of wax, 
wit.llOut crystallizing; which, I suppose, is the most 
delrcious substance that was ever 'invented; but it takes 
long to .eat it. If one should close his teeth firmly on a 
ball of It, he would be unable to open his mouth until it 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 53 

dissolved. The sensation, while it is melting, is very 
pleasant, but one cannot talk. 

The boy used to make a big lump of wax and give it to 
the dog, who seized it with great avidity and closed his 
.iaws on it, as dogs will on anything. It was funny, the 
next moment, to see the expression of perfect surprise (In 
the dog's face, when he found that he could not open his 
jaws. He shook his head,-he sat down in despair,-he 
ran round in a circle,-he dashed into the woods and back 
again. He did everything except climb a tree, and howl. 
It would have been such a relief to him if he could have 
howled, but that was the one thing he could not do. 

THE OLD FARM-GATE. 
ELIZA COOK (b. 1818). 

[The old wooden farm-gate has been done away with, and a new 
and trim iron one has taken its place_ But the poetess likes not the 
change_ The old gate was associated in her mind with many h"ppy 
scenes and memories_ It was the place ",here the children played 
and swung, the trysting-place of the lovers, the meeting-place of the 
village politicians; and its removal darkens the picture in which she 
has most delight.] 

Where, where is the gate that once sen-ed to divide 
The elm-shaded lane from the dusty road-side! 
I like not this barrier gaily bedight, 
With its glittering latch and its trellis of white. 
It is seemly, I own-yet, oh! dearer by far 
Were the red-rusted hinge and the weather-warped lJar. 
Here are fashion and form of a modernized date, 
But I'd rather have looked on the Old Farm-gate. 

'Twas here that the urchins would gather to play 
In the shadows of twilight, or sunny mid-day; 
For the stream running nigh, and the hillocks of sand, 
vVere temptations no dirt-loving rogue could withstand. 
But to swing on the gate-rails, to clamber and ride, 
Was the utmost of pleasure, of glory, and pride; 
And the car of the victor, or carriage of state, 
Never carried such hearts as the Old Farm-gate. 
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He loved, oh! he loved, and had promised to wait 
For the one he adored at the Old Farm-gate. 

'Twas here t~1at the gray-headed gossips would meet; 
And the fallmg of markets, or goodness of wheat­
This field lying fallow-that heifer just bought-­
Were favorite themes for discussion and thought. 
The merits and faults of a neighbor just dead-
The hopes of a couple about to be wed-
The Parliament doings-the Bill, and Debate-
Were all canvassed and weighed at the Old Farm-gate. 

'Twas over that gate I taught Pillcher * to bound 
With the strength of a steed and the grace of a hound. 
The beagle might hunt, and the spaniel might swim, 
But none could leap over that postern like him. 
When Dobbin t was saddled for mirth-making trip, 
And the quickly-pulled willow-branch served for a whip, 
Spite of lugging and tugging, he'd stand for his freight, 
While I climbed on his back from the Old Farm-gate. 

'Tis well to pass portals where pleasure and fame 
May come winging our moments and gilding our name j 
But give me the joy and the freshness of mind, 
When, away on some sport, the old gate slammed behind: 
I've listened to music, but none that could speak 
In such tones to my heart as that teeth-setting creak 
That broke on my ear when the night had worn late, 
And the dear ones came home through the Old Farm-gate. 

Oh! fair is the barrier taking its place, 
But it darkens a picture my soul longed to trace. 
I sighed to behold the rough staple and hasp, 
And the rails that my growing hand 1: scarcely could clasp. 
Oh! how strangely the warm spirit grudges to part 
With the commonest relic once linked to the heart j 
And the brightest of fortune, the kindliest fate, 
'IV ould not banish my love for the Old Farm-gate. 

* Name of a dog. 
+ Name of a horse. 
=:: The rails that, when a child, I could scarcely clasp. 
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THE MINNOWS WITH SILVER TAILS. 
JEAN INGELOW (b. 1830). 

There was a cuckoo·clock hanging in Tom Turner's cot· 
tage. When it struck one, Tom's wife laid the baby in 
the cradle, and took a saucepan off the fire, from which 
came a very savory smell. 

" If father doesn't come soon," she observed, "the apple-
dumpling will be too much done." . 

"There he is!" cried the little boy; "he is commg 
round by the wood, and now he's going over the bridge.-
o father! make baste and have some apple-dumpling." 

"Tom," said his wife as he came near, "art tired to· 
day 1" 

"Uncommon tired," said Tom, as he threw himself on 
the bench in the shadow of the thatch. 

" Has anything gone wrong 1" asked his wife. " \Vbat's 
the matter 1" 

" Matter!" repeated Tom; "is anything the matter 1 
The matter is this, mother, that I'm' a miserable hard­
worked slave;" and he clapped his hands upon his knees, 
and uttered in a deep voice, which frightened the children, 
"a miserable slave!" 

" Bless us!" said the wife, but could not make out what 
he meant. 

"A miserablf>, ill·used slave," continued Tom, "and 
always have been." 

"Always have been!" said his wife; "why, father, I 
thought thou used to say at the election time that thou 
wast a free·born Briton." 

"vVomen have no business with politics," said Tom, 
getting up rather sulkily. Whether it was the force of 
habit or the smell of the dinner that made him do it has 
not been ascertained, but it is certain that he walked into 
the house, ate plenty of pork and greens, and then took a 
tolerable share in demolishing the apple·dumpling. 

When the little children were gone out to play, Tom's 
wife said to him, "I hope thou and thy master haven't 
had words to.day." 
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""Ve've had no words," said Tom impatiently; "but 
I'm sick of being at another man's beck and call. It's 
'Tom, do thio,' and' Tom, do that;' and nothing but 'Work, 
work, work, from Monday morning till Saturday night. I 
was thinking, as I walked over to Squire Morton's to ask 
for the turnip seed for master-I was thinking, Sally, that 
I am nothing but a poor working. man after all. In sllOrt, 
I'm a slave, and my spirit won't stand it." 

So saying, Tom flung himself out at the cottage door, 
and his wife thought he was going back to his work as 
usual; but she was mistaken. He walked to the wood, 
and there, when he came to the border of a little tinkling 
stream, he sat down and began to brood over his grievances. 

"Now, I'll tell you what," said Tom to himself; "it's 
much pleasanter sitting here in the ~hade than broiling 
over celery trenches, and thinning wall fruit, with a 
b!,king sun at one's back, and a hot wall before one's eyes. 
But I'm a miserable slave. I must either work or see 'em 
starve. A very hard lot it is to be a working-mart." 

" Ahem," said a voice close to him. Tom started, and, 
to his great surprise, saw a small man, about the size of his 
own baby, sitting composedly at his elbow. He was 
dressed in green-green hat, green coat, and green shoes. 
He had very bright black eyes, and they twinkled yery 
much as he looked at Tom and smiled.-" Sen-ant, sir," 
said Tom, edging himself a lit.tle further off-" Miserable 
slave," said the small man, "art thou so far lost to the noble 
sense of freedom that thy very salutation acknowledges a 
mere stranger as thy master 1"-" Who are you 1" said 
Tom, "and how dare you call me a slave 1 "-" Tom," said 
the small man with a knowing look, "don't speak roughly. 
Keep your rough words for your wife, my man; she is 
bound to bear them-what else is she for, in fact 1" 

"I'll thank you to let my affairs alone," interrupted 
Tom, shortly.-" Tom, I'm your friend; I think I ('an help 
you out of your difficulty. Every minnow in this stream 
-they are very scarce, mind you-has a silver tail."­
"You don't say 801" exclaimed Tom, opening his eyes yery 
wide: "fishing for minnows, and being one's own l1la'tel', 
would be much pleasanter than the sort of life I 'n' been 
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leadino- this many a day. "-" \Yell, keep the secret as to 
where "you get them, and much good. may it d.o yo.u," said 
the man in QTeen. "Farewell; I wish you JOY m your 
freedom." S~ saying, he walked away, leaving Tom on 
the brink of the stream full of joy and pride. He went 
to his master and told him that he had an opportunity of 
betterinO" himself, and should not work for him any longer. 

The l~ext day he arose with the dawn, and went in 
search of minnows. But of all the minnows in the world, 
never were any so nimble as those with silver tails. They 
were very shy, too, and had as many turns and doubles as 
a hare i-what a life they led him! 

They lllet,le him troll up the stream for miles; then, just 
as he thought his chase was at an end and he was sure of 
them, they would leap quite out of the water and dart 
down the stream again like little silver arrows. Miles 
and miles he went, tired, wet, and hungry. He came 
home late in the evening, wearied and footsore, with only 
three minnows in his pocket, each with a silver tail. 

"But, at any rate," he said to himself, as he lay down 
in his bed, "though they lead me a pretty life, and I have 
to work harder than ever, yet I certainly am free; no man 
can order me about now." 

This went on for a whole week. He worked very hard.: 
b~t, on Saturday afternoon, he had caught only fourteen 
mmnows. 

But, after all, his fish were really great curiosities; and, 
when he had exhibited them all over the town, set them 
out in all lights, praised their perfections, and taken im­
mense pains to conceal his impatience and ill temper, he 
at length contrived to sell them all, and got exactly four­
teen shillings for them, and no more. 

"Now, I'll tell you what, Tom Turner," said he to him­
self, "I've found out this afternoon, and I don't mind your 
knowing it,-that everyone of those customers of yours was 
your master just the same. Why! you were at the beck of 
every man, woman, and child that came near you j obliged 
to be in a good temper, too, which was very aggravating." 

" True, Tom," said the man in green, starting up in his 
path; "I knew you were a man of sense. Look you, you 
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are all working-men, and you must all please your cus­
tomers. Your master was your customer; what he bought 
of you was your work. 'Veil, you must let the work be 
such as will please the customer."-"All working-men 1 
How do you make that out 1" said Tom, chinking the four­
teen shillings in his hand. "Is my master a working-man; 
and has he a master of his own ~ Nonsense !~-" No non­
sense at all: he works with his head, keeps his books, and 
manages his great works. He has many masters; else 
why was he nearly ruined last yead"-" He was nearly 
ruined because he made some new-fangled kinds of patterns 
at his works, and people would not buy them," said Tom.­
" Well, in a way of speaking, then, he works to please his 
masters, poor fellow! He is, as one may say, a fellow­
servant, and plagued with very awkward masters. So I 
should not mind his being my master, and I'd go and tell 
him so; I would, Tom," said the man in green. "Tell 
him you have not been able to better yourself, and you 
have no objection now to dig up the asparagus bed." So 
Tom trudged home to his wife, gave her the money he had 
earned, got his old master to take him back, and kept a 
profound secret his adventures with the man in green and 
the fish with the silyer tails. 

GATHER YE ROSE-BUDS. 
ROBERT HERRICK (1591-1674). 

Gather ye rose-buds while ye may, 
Old Time is still a-flying; 

And this same flower that smiles to-day, 
To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 
The higher he's a-getting, 

The sooner will his race be run, 
The nearer he's a-setting. 

That age is best that is the first, 
When youth and blood are warmer; 

But being spent, the worse and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 
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How closely he twineth, how tight he clino's 
~o his friend, the huge oak-tree! '" 

And slyly he traileth along the ground, 
And his leaves he gently waves, 

And he joyously twines and hugs around 
The rich mould of dead men's gra YeS. 

Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the i\'y green. 

Whole ages have fled, and their works decayed, 
And nations scattered been, 

But the stout old ivy shall neyer fade 
From its hale and hearty green. 

The brave old plant in its lonely days 
Shall fatten upon the past, 

For the stateliest building man can raise 
Is the ivy's food at last. 

Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the ivy green. 

Pickl";c!,: Paper, 

COMPOSURE. 
ROBERT LORD LYTTOX (" Owen Meredith ")-b. 1831. 

Seaward from east to west a river rolled, 
Majestic as the sun whose course it followed, 

Filling with liquid quiet of clear cold 
The depths its hushed waves hollowed. 

No wrinkle ruilled that serene expanse, 
Till, perched atiptoe on its placid path, 

A tiny rock the surface pierced by chance; 
Whereat it foamed with wrath. 

Over the depths, indifferent, smooth of pace, 
The current with continuous calm had crossed; 

Yet, lo! a little pin-scratch in the face-
All its repose was lost! 
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":My.road does not lie that way; but now," said the 
swan, "If you place yourself on my back, I will show you 
another paradise, of which I have been dreaming, far away 
from the myrtle groves and palm trees." 

" How I should like to see it ! " 
" Well, then, come with me ! " 
And Harold at once seated himself on the swan's back. 

and soon they were both soaring high up in the air. . 
"Put your arms round my neck, and look carefully 

around; for now I will fly low, along the earth, that you 
may see all the beautiful sights as we pass on our ,,·n,)'." 

And Harold saw vast fields of growing corn undulating 
in the wind, extending so far that one could not see where 
they began or where they ended. Many church spires 
pointed to heaven, and handsome homesteads were scat, 
tered everywhere over the land. 

Sombre woods of fir and pine trees whispered below 
them; and down in the dells were little streams of clear 
blue water, that sometimes expanded into small lakes, 
round which graceful young birch trees clustered. 

""What is that yonder that glimmers from afar, as if it 
were a vast plain of silver? " 

"That is the queen of the lakes!" answered the swan; 
and when they flew across it, Harold heard the rippling of 
the waves as they were dancing around the island that lay 
in the midst of it, like a bathing nymph, clad in the verdure 
of early spring. 

They soared onward over immense forests and fertile 
plains; and not before they had reached the shore of the 
lake with the thousand islands did the swan lower his 
flight to the earth. 

" Here we will rest during the night," said the swan;­
" but why is it that you have tears glistening in your eyes? " 

" I shed tears for very joy of the beautiful things J have 
seen to .. day !" said Harold; "I had never even dreamed of 
anything so glorious." 

"To-morrow I will show you still more of my paradise .. " 
And then they fell asleep together on their soft mossy 

bed' and Harold dreamed during the night that he was in 
the land of the golden orange groves, but that he, like the 
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swan, longed for the paradise of birchen-girdl~d lakes. 
""Vhen at last he awakened, the sun had long rIsen, and 
their airy voyage commenced anew. 

Now by degrees the mountain's on their road became 
more stupendous, and the forests more impenetrable. 
Broad rivers rushed forth into the valleys, and foaming 
cataracts precipitated themselves from rock to rock. A 
white light glimmered suddenly against the horizon. 

" Is it a flock of swans coming there?" Harold asked. 
" No, it is the snowy mountain tops." 
Harold gazed and gazed around him, and his heart 

throbbed with increased love for this paradise which he 
had not known, though so near his home. And he kissed 
and patted the swan that had brought him to see all this. 
Time was fleeting rapidly, but Harold thought they had 
been a long time on their journey, and so he said, "Is not 
the day waning towards night?" 

"Oil! it is night now." 
" But the sun shines still?" 
"Yes! thus is the summer night of my paradise." 
" Now I should like to know the name of the beautiful 

country you have shown to me." 
"011, dear child, it is your own country-your own 

beloved Sweden! * I, like you, was born in this land, and 
therefore I love its valleys far more than the gorgeous 
plains of snnny climes. And now, when I have given you 
a view of all that is beautiful in this country, you must also 
love it with your whole heart." 

"Oh, yes, yes!" little Harold called out, and he would 
have liked to press the whole country to his throbbing 
heart. He gathered flowers on the hills and meadows and 
kissed. them with delight, and tumbled about in n~erry 
sport 111 the gladness of his heart that he had learned to 
love his own beautiful country. 

Chit-Chat by Puck: Ed. ALBERT ALBERG. 

* In Canada, we too have "the wild swan" "the thousand 
i~lands," '~the birchen·girdled lakes," "the deep fo~ests OJ "the broad 
rIvers,." ': the foaming cataracts;" and in the far north'we have even 
the mldmght sun. 





66 THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

The battle-mound, the Border-tower, 
That Scotia's annals tell ; 

The martyr's grave, the lover's bowel'­
To each-to all-farewell ! 

Home of our hearts! our fathers' home! 
Land of the brave and free! 

The keel is flashing through the foam 
That bears us far from thee. 

'Ve seek a wild and distant shore, 
Beyond the Atlantic main; 

\Ve leave thee, to return no more, 
N or view thy cliffs again. 

But may dishonor blight our fame, 
And quench our household tires, 

\Vhen we, or ours, forget thy name, 
Green island of our sires ! 

Our native lanel-our native vale­
A long, a last adieu! 

Farewell to bonny Teviotdale, 
And Scotland's mountains blue. 

HOME, SWEET HOME. 
J. H. PAYNE (1792-1852). 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home! 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow all there, 
\Vhich, seek through the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere. 

Home! home! sweet home! 
There's no place like home! 

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain: 
Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again; 
The birds singing gaily that came at my call : 
Give me these, and the peace of mind dearer than aIL 

Home! sweet, sweet home! 
There's no place like home! 

OpC1'a nf elm·i. the Maid of lIIi/an. 
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MY BOYHOOD. 
HUGH MILLER (1802-1850). 

One morning, having the day's task well fixed in my 
memory, and no book of amusement to read, I beo-an 
gossiping with my nearest class-fellow, a very tall bov, 
who ultimately shot up into a lad of six feet four. I told 
him about the tall 'vVallace and his exploits; and so 
effectually succeeded in awakening his curiosity, that I 
had to communicate to him, from beginning to end, every 
adventure recorded by the blind minstrel.;" My story­
telling vocation ollce fairly ascertained, there was, I found, 
no stopping in my course. I had to tell all the stories I had 
ever heard or read. The demand on the part of my class­
fellows was great and urgent; and setting myself to try 
my ability at original productions, I began to dole out to 
them long extempore biographies, which proved wonder­
fully popular. 

My heroes were usually warriors, like Wallace; and 
voyagers, like Gulliver; and dwellers in desolate islands, 
like Robinson Crusoe j and they had not unfrequently to 
seek shelter in huge, deserted castles, abounding in trap­
doors and secret passages. And, finally, after much 
destruction of giants and wild beasts, and frightful 
encounters with magicians and savages, they almost 
invariably succeeded in disentombing hidden treasures 
to an enormous amount, or in laying open gold mines. 
After this they passed a luxurious old age, like that of 
Sinbad the sailor, at peace with all mankind, in the midst 
of confectionery and fruits. 

With all my carelessness, I continued to be a sort of 
favorite with the master; and at the general English 
lesson, he used to address to me quiet little speeches, 
vouchsafed to no other pupil, indicative of a certain 
literary ground common to us, on which the others had 
not entered. 

Finding in my copy-book, on one occasion, a page filled 

* Blind Harry, a wandering minstrel, who wrote (about 14eO) The 
.Adventu,·es of SiJr William Wallace. 
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with rhymes, which I had headed, "Poem on Peace," he 
brought it to his desk. After reading it carefully over, 
he called rue up, and with his closed pen-knife, which 
served as a pointer, in one hand, and the copy-book in the 
other, he began his criticisms. 

"That's bad grammar, sir," he said, resting the knife­
handle on one of the lines; "and here's a misspelled word; 
and there's another; and you have not attended to the 
punctuation; but the general sense of the piece is good,­
very good, indeed, sir." And then he added, with a grim 
smile, "Care, sir, is, I dare say, as you remark, a very bad 
thing; but you may safely bestow a little more of it on 
your spelling and your grammar." 

lIIy Schools and Schoolmasters. 

A CHILD'S EVENING PRAYER. 
SA!fUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE (1772-1834). 

Ere on my bed my limbs I lay, 
God grant me grace my prayers to say. 
o God, preserve my mother dear 
In strength and health for many a year j 
And, oh, preserve my father too, 
And may I pay him reverence due; 
And may I my best thoughts employ 
To be my parents' hope and joy. 
And, oh, preserve my brothers Loth 
From evil doings and from sloth; 
And may we always love each other 
Our friends, our father, and our mother. 
And still, 0 Lord, to me impart 
An innocent and grateful heart, 
That, after my last sleep, I may 
Awake to thy eternal day! Amen. 
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Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds through the glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den, 
Thou green-crested lapwing thy screaming forbear; 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 
How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighboring hills, 
Far marked with the courses of clear, winding rills; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high, 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 
How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below, 
\Vhere wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft as mild evening weeps over the lea, 
The sweet-scented birk * shades my Mary and me. 
Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides, 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As gathering sweet flow'rets she stems thy clear wave. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes; 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays: 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream; 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

SAD AND SWEET. 
THmlAS AUBREY DE VERE (b. 1814). 

Sad is our youth, for it is ever going, 
Crumbling away beneath our very feet; 
Sad is our life, for it is ever flowing 
In current unperceived, because so fleet! 
Sad are our hopes, for they were sweet in sowing, 
But tares self-sown have overtopped the wheat; 
Sad are our joys, for they were sweet in blowing­
And still, 0 still their dying breath is sweet;­
And sweet is youth, although it hath bereft us 
Of that which made our childhood sweeter still ; 
And sweet is middle life, for it hath left us 
A newer good to cure an older ill ; 
~nd sweet are all things, when we learn to prize them 
Rot for their sake but His, who grants them, or denies them. 

* Birch. 
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THE ELEVENTH LAlJOR OF HERCULES. 
BARTHOLD GEORG NIEBUHR (1776-1831). 

[The great historian Niebuhr wrote for his little son Marcus a series 
of Greek He,.o Stm'ies, from which this selection is made.] 

Then Eurystheus [pro Eu-rys~theus 1 commanded Her­
cules [pro Her~cu-les] to bring him the golden apples of the 
Hesperides [pro Hes-per~l-des]. When Juno held her 
marriage-feast with Jupiter, she gave him the golden 
apples, which he put into the ground, in the garden of 
the nymphs, who, being the daughters of Hesperus, were 
called the Hesperides j and trees grew from them which 
likewise bore golden apples. Many would have liked to 
fiteal them, and on that account the Hesperides had to 
watch the garden themselvesj and they kept a great 
dragon in it, which had a hundred heads. Hercules did 
not know where the garden was, and he had to go about 
many days before he discovered it. 

On the way Antreos [pro An-t~os] met him. He was 
a son of the Earth, and was mightily strong. He wrestled 
,vith all whom he met, and subdued them: for if one 
were so strong that he threw Antreos to the ground, he 
at once sprang up again, because the Earth was his mother, 
.and always made him stronger when he touched her j 
but if Antreos threw his opponent to the ground he 
killed him. ·When Hercules observed that Antreos be­
came stronger when he cast him on the ground, he raised 
him up on high in his arms, so that he did not touch the 
Earth, even with his feet. Then he pressed him in his 
arms so tight that Antreos died. 

Then he came to Egypt, where Busiris [pj .. Bu-sI~ris] 
was king, who offered upon the altar all strangers as 
sacrifices. Hercules suffered his hands to be bound and a 
fillet to be tied about his head as if he were a victim, and 
let himself be led to the altar, where salt and meal were 
strewed on his head. But when the priests were about to 
take the knife and to stab him, then he broke the cords 
with which his hands had been bound, and he struck the 
priests and the cruel king Busiris dead. 
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Since Hercules was so large and strong he had a very 
great appetite. Once, when he was very hungry, he met 
~. peasant who had yoked two oxen before his plough and 
was ploughing. He asked him to give him something to 
eat, but the peasant would give him nothing. Then 
Hercules was angry at him, and drove him away, and 
unyoked the oxen, and slaughtered one of them, and broke 
the plough in piece~, and made a fire with the wood of 
the plough, and roasted the ox, and ate it all up. 

Then he came to the Kaukasos,* which is a very high 
mountain towards the sUll1·ise. On one side of this 
mountain, which is very steep, and so high that no onr 
could climb to the top, Jupiter had caused Prometheus 
[pro Pro-me~theus] to be bound with chains; and every 
day there came an eagle who tore his side. Hercules took 
his bow and shot the eagle, and asked Jupiter to free 
Prometheus; and Jupiter did so, and Prometheus returned 
to Olympus, to the other gods. 

At last Hercules came to Atlas, who stood at the edge of 
the world, and bore up the vault of Heayen on his shoulders, 
so that it should not fall on the Earth. Atlas was the 
brother of the father of the Hesperides, and Hercules 
asked him to persuade his nieces to give him some apples. 
Hercules was not afraid of the dragon, and would have 
killed him, but he did not wish to take the apples away 
from the nymphs by force. 

Atlas went to the Hesperides; and until he came bad 
Hercules held up the vault of Heaven's arch on his 
shoulrlers. The Hesperides gan) their uncle three apples 
to give to Hercules, if he promised that they should have 
them again; for all knew that Hercules kept his word. 
When Atlas came back, he wanted Hercules always to 
continue to stand and to hold up the hea\-ens; but Hercules 
threatened that he would let them fall, and then Atlas 
took his place again, and gaYe him the apples. 

Greek Hcl'O Stol'ics. Ed. BENJ. HOPPIN. 

"* T!le Cree!\: spelliug' of Caucasus [pro Kau~ldt-sos]. 
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prepare and purify him for communion with his good 
spirit, he ordered him to lie down on a clean mat in a 
little lodge, and keep a twelve days' fast. On the ninth 
day the son, exhausted by hunger, addressed his father as 
follows: 

" My father, my dreams forebode evil. May I break my 
fast now, and at a more favorable time make a new fast~" 

The father answered: 
"My son, you know not what you ask. If you get up 

now, all your glory will depart. Wait patiently a little 
longer. You have but three days more, and your term 
will be completed. You know it is for your own good, 
and I encourage you to perseyere. Shall not your aged 
father live to see you a star among the chieftains and the 
beloved of battle 1 " 

The son assented j and covering himself more closel,\", that 
he might shut out the light which prompted him to complain, 
he lay till the eleventh day, when he repeated his request. 

The father addressed Iadilla as he had the day before, 
and promised that he would himself prepare his first meal, 
and bring it to him by the dawn of the morning. 

The son moaned, and the father added: 
"Will you bring shame upon your father when his sun 

is falling in the west 1 " 
"I will not shame you, my father," replied Iadilla; and 

he lay so still and motionless that you could only know 
that he was living by the gentle heaving of his breast, 

At the spring of day, the next morning, the father, 
delighted at having gained his end, prepared a repast for 
his son, and hastened to set it before him. On coming to 
the door of the little lodge, he was surprised to hear his 
son talking to himself. He stooped his ear to listen; and, 
looking through a small opening, he was yet more aston­
ished when he beheld his son painted with vermilion oyer 
all his breast, and in the act of finishing his work by laying 
on the paint as far back on his shou~dcrs as h.e could reach 
with his hands, saying at the same tIme, to lllmself : 

"My father has destroyed my fortune as a man. He 
would not listen to my requests. He has urged me beyond 
my tender strength. He will be the loser. I shall be 
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for eYer happy in my new state, for I have been obedient 
to my parent. He alone will be the sufferer, for my 
guardian spirit is a just one. Though not propitious to 
me in the manner I desired, he has shown me pity in 
another way-he has given me another shape; and now I 
must 0'0." 

At this moment the old man broke in, exclaiming: 
"J\Iy son! my son! I pray you leave me not!" 
But the young man, with the quickness of a bird, had 

flown to the top of the lodge and perched himself on the 
highest pole, having been changed into a beautiful robin 
red-breast. He looked down upon his father with pity 
beaming in his eyes, and addressed him as follows: 

"Regret not, my father, the change you behold. I 
shall be happier in my present state than I could have 
been as a man. I shall always be the friend of men, and 
keep near their dwellings. I shall ever be happy and 
contented; and although I could not gratify your wishes 
as a warrior, it will be my daily aim to make you amends 
for it as a harbinger of peace and joy. I will cheer you 
by my songs, and strive to inspire in others the joy and 
lightsomeness of heart I feel in my present state. Thi, 
will be some compensation to you for the loss of glory you 
expected. I am now free from the cares and pains of 
human life. My food is spontaneously furnished by the 
mountains and fields, and my pathway of life is in the 
bright air." 

Then stretching himself on his toes, as if delighted with 
the gift of wings, Iadilla carolled one of his sweetest songs, 
and flew away into a neighhoring wood. 

SCHOOLCRAFT'S Indian Legends. Ed. MATTHEWS. 

A CANADIAN BOAT SONG. 
THOMAS MOORE (1779-1852). 

[Written on the river Ottawa in the summer of 1804.] 

Faintly. as tolls the evening chime, 
Our vmces keep tune and our oars keep time; 
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SHOOTING RAPIDS. 
REV. PRINCIPAL GRANT, D.D. (b. 1835). 

To shoot rapids in a canoe is a pleasure that compara­
tively few Englishmen have ever enjoyed, and no picture 
can give an idea of what it is. There is a fascination in 
the motion, as of poetry or music, which must be experi­
enced to be understood. The excitement iR greater than 
when on board a steamer, because you are so much nearer 
the seething water, and the canoe seems such a fragile 
thing to contend with the mad forces, into the very thick 
of which it has to be steered. Where the stream begins 
to descend, the water is an inclined plane, smooth as a 
billiard-table; beyond, it breaks into curling, gleaming 
rolls, which end off in white boiling caldrons, where the 
water has broken on the rocks beneath. 

On the brink of the inclined plane, the canoe seems to 
pause for an instant. The captain is at the bow-a 
broader, stronger paddle than usual in his hand-his eye 
kindling with enthusiasm, and every nerve and fibre in his 
body at its utmost tension. The steersman is at his post, 
and every man is ready. They know that a false stroke, 
or too weak a turn of the captain's wrist, at the critical 
moment, means death. 

A push with the paddles, and, straight and swift as an 
arrow, the canoe shoots right down into the mad vortex: 
now into a cross current that would twist her broadside 
round, but that every man fights against it: then she 
steers right for a rock, to which she is being resistlessly 
sucked, and on which it seems as if she would be dashed tu 
pieces; but a rapid turn of the captain's paddle a~ ~he 
rio-ht moment and she rushes past the black mass, rldmg 
ga'hantly as a'race-horse. The waves boil up at the side, 
threatening to engulf her, but, except a dash of spra~ or 
the cap of a wave, nothing gets in; and, as she speeds mto­
the calm reach beyond, all draw long breaths, and hope 
that another rapid is near. 

F"on, Ocean to Ocean (1877). 



SO THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

THE RAPID. 
(St. LallTcnee.) 

CHARLES SANGSTER (b. 1822). 

All peacefully gliding, 
The waters dividing, 

The indolent b<itteau moved slowly along; 
The rowers, light-hearted, 
From sorrow long parted, 

Beguiled the dull moments with laughter and song: 
" Hurmh for the Rapid! that merrily, merrily 

Gambols and leaps on its tortuous way; 
Soon we will enter it, cheerily, cheerily, 
Pleased with its freshness, and wet with its spray." 

More swiftly careering, 
The wild Rapid nearing, 

They dash down the stream like a terrified steed; 
The surges delight them, 
No terrors affright them, 

Th,·ir voices keep pace with their quickening speed: 
" Hurrah for the Rapid! that merrily, merrily 

Shivers its arrows against us in play; 
Now we have entered it, cheerily, cheerily, 
Our spirits as light as its feathery spray." 

Fast downward they're dashing, 
Each fearless eye flashing, 

Though danger awaits them on every side; 
Yon rock-see it frowning! 
They strike-they are drowning! 

But downward they speed with the merciless tide: 
No voice cheers the Rapid, that angrily, angrily 
Shivers their bark in its maddenino- play; 
Gaily they entered it-heedlessly, ~ecklessly, 
Mingling their lives with its trf'acherous spray! 
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THE LAST OLD ENGLISH KING. 
CHARLES DICKENS (1812-1870). 

[Ed ward the Confessor died on January 5, 1066, and Harold was at 
once chosen king by the 'Vitan. 'Villiam of Normandy denounced 
Harold for having broken his oath, uucl resolved to wrest the crown 
from him by force of arms. His preparations occupied many month •. 
Shortly before he landed, Tostig-, Harold's outlawed brother, accom· 
panied by Harold Hardrada, King of Norway, invaded Northumbria 
and captured York. Harold ad val1ced against them, and on September 
25th both of his foes were killed in the Battle of Stamford Bridge. Four 
days later, Harold learned that Duke 'Villiam had landed at Pevensey, 
10 miles south· west of Hasting-s, on the coast of Sussex, with a powerful 
aud well-appointed army. He at once marched southward, in order 
to place himself between 'William and London. On October 13th the 
English army reached Sen lac Hill, and found the Norman host en­
camped on the Hill of Telham, a few miles off.] 

All night the armies lay encamped before each other, in 
a part of the country then called Senlac, now called (in 
remembrance of them) Battle. 'With the first dawn of day 
they arose. There, in the faint light, were the English on 
Senlac Hill, a wood behind them, in their midst two royal 

ba.nners i-one the Golden Dragon of 'Yessex; the other 
Kll1g ~arold's standard, representing a Fighting Warrior, 
woven III gold thread, adorned with precious stones. 

Beneath these banners, as thev rustled in the, wind 
s~ood King Harold on foot, with t~vo of his brothers by hi~ 
sIde; around them, still and silent as the dead clustered 
the whole English army-every soldier cover~d by his 
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shield, and bearing in his hand his dreaded En<Ylish battle­
axe. On the opposite bill of Telham, in three lin~s-archers 
foot·soldiers, horsemen-was the Norman force. On ~ 
sudden, a great battle-cry, "God help us! " burst from the 
Norman lines. The English answerell with their own battle­
cry, "God Almighty!" "Holy Rood!" The Normans then 
ca~e sweeping down the hill to attack the English; for 
Klllg Harold had ordered his men to keep their ground, 
and on no account to be tempted to leave their ranks. It 
had been well for the English'had they obeyed that order! 
There was one tall Norman knight who rode before the 
Norman army on a prancing horse, throwing up his heavy 
sword and catching it, and singing of the bravery of his 
countrymen. An English knight who rode out from the 
English force to meet him, fell by this knight's hand. 
Another English knight rode out, and he fell too. But 
then a third rode out, and killed the Norman. This was in 
the beginning of the fight. It soon raged everywhere. 

The English, keeping side by side in a great mass, cared 
no more for the showers of Norman arrows than if they 
had been showers of Norman rain. When the KOI'llI:ln 

horsemen rode against them, with their battle-axes they 
cut men and horses down. The Normans gave way. The 
English pressed forward. Duke'Villiam's horse fell under 
him, and a cry went forth among the Norman troops that 
he himself was killed. Duke William took off his helmet, 
in order that his face might be distinctly seen, and rode 
along the line before his men. This gave them courage. 

As they turned again to face the English, some of the 
Norman horse divided the pursuing body of the English from 
the rest, and thus all that foremost portion of the English 
army fell, fighting bravely. The main body still remaining 
firm, heedless of the Norman arrows, and with their battlc­
axes cutting down the crowds of horsemen when they rode 
up, like forests of young trees, Duke William pretended to 
retreat. The eager English followed. The Norman army 
dosed again, and fell upon them with great slaughter. 

" Still," said Duke 'Villiam, " there are thousands of the 
English firm as rocks around their king. Shoot. upwards, 
Norman archers, that your arrows may fall down upon 
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their faces!" The sun rose high and sank, and the battle 
still raO'ed. Through all the wild October day the clash 
and di: resounded in the air. In the red ~unset, and in 
the white moonlight, 'heaps upon heaps of dead men lay 
strewn-a dreadful spectacle-all over the ground. 

King Harold, wounded with an arrow in the eye, was 
nearly blind. His brothers were already killed. Twenty 
Norman knights, whose battered armor had flashed fiery 
and golden in thc sunshine all day long, and now looked 
silvery in the moonlight, dashed forward to seize the royal 
banner from the English knights and soldiers still faith­
fully collected around their blinded king. The king 
received a mortal wound and dropped. The English broke 
and fled. The Normans rallied, and the day was lost. 
Oh, what a sight beneath the moon and stars, when 
lights were shining in the tent of the victorious Duke 
William, which was pitched near the spot where Harold 
fell-and he and his knights were carousing within-and 
soldiers with torches, going slowly to and fro, without, 
sought for the corpse of Harold among piles of dead-and 
the 'Warrior, worked in golden thread and precious stones, 
lay low, all torn and soiled with blood-and the three N orrnan 
Lions * kept watch over the field !-A Child's History of England. 

NIGHT IN THE DESERT. 
ROBERT SOUTHEY (1774-1843). 

How beautiful is night! 
A dewy freshness fills the silent air; 

No mist obscures, nor cloud nor speck nor stain 
Breaks the serene of heaven: 

In full-orbed glory yonder moon divine 
Rolls through the dark blue depths: 

Beneath her steady ray 
The desert circle spreads. 

Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky: 
How beautiful is night! 

Thal'aba the Destroyer (1797). 
* The device on the N onnan standard was three lionslassant (that 

is, walking), as may be seen on the royal anns of Englan . 
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TO A BUTTERFLY. 
WILLIA~1 'WORDSWORTH (1770-18fiO). 

I've watched you now a full half-bour 
Self-poised upon that yellow flower; 
And, little butterfly, indeed 
I know not if you sleep or feed. 
How motionless !-not frozen seas 

More motionless j and then 
'Vhat joy awaits you, when the breeze 
Hath· found you out among the trees, 

And calls you forth again! 

This plot of orchard ground is ours; 
My trees they are, my sister's Rowers: 
Here rest your wings when they are weary; 
Here lodge as in a sanctuary! 
Come often to us, fear no wrong; 

Sit near us on the bough! 
We'll talk of sunshine and of song, 
And summer days when we were young j 
Sweet, childish days, that were as long 

As twenty days are now. 
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The church where we were wed Marv-. 
I see the spire from here: ' • , 
But the grave-yard lies lJetween JUary 
And my step might break your'rest, .' 
'W~ere I \'e laid you, darling, down to sleep, 
WIth your baby on your breast. 

I'm very lonely now, Mary. 
For the poor make no new friends; 
But, oh, they love the better 
The few our Father sends: 
And you were all I had, .JIan", 
My blessing and my pride; . 
There's nothing left to care for now, 
Since my poor Mary died. 

I'm bidding you a long farewell, 
My Mary kind and true; 
But I'll not forget you, darling, 
In the land I'm going to. 
They say there's bread and work for all, 
And the sun shines always there; 
But I'll not forget old Ireland, 
'Verc it fifty times less fair. 

ENGLAND. 
[John of Gaunt speaks:-] 

This royal t.hrone of kings, this sceptred isle, 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden,-demi-paradise,-
This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection, and the hand of war; 
This happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, 
Which serves it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a moat defensive to a house, 
Against the envy of less happier lands; . 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm,-thls ENGLAND! 

SHAKSPEARE: King Richa,.d II., Act ii., Scene 1. 
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Bee~keeping ~as recently at.tain~d its greatest develop­
ment 111 the Umted States, where It now forms an import­
ant branch of industry. In Russia, where honey is used 
by the peasantry instead of sugar, and mead instead of 
beer, and where large numbers of wax tapers are em­
ployed in the services of the Greek Church, the total pro­
duction of honey is estimated at senn hundred thousand 
pounds, while in the United States the annual production 
('xceeds thirty-five millions of pounds. 

Bee.keeping in America is carried on by capitalists on a 
large scale, many bee-keepers having over two thousand 
hives; indeed, one house in New York has no fe,Yer than 
twelve thousand. In order to obtain feeding-ground for such 
enormous numbers, the swarms are farmed out to orchard­
keepers and farmers all over the country, who, for a fixed 
rent, allow a certain number of hives to be placed on their 
land. These are visited regularly by experts, who take out 
the honey, clean the hives, and see to their proper working. 

An acre of ground will, it is said, support twenty.fiye 
swarms of bees; and as each of these should on an awrage 
yield fifty pounds of honey in the year, it will thus be seen 
that the Americans have fallen upon a new source of 
wealth in the utilization of the nectar of their flowers. 

A Chicago honey-dealer has recently adopted another 
method of reaping the honey harvest. He has had a float­
ing bee-house constructed large enough to accommodate two 
thousand hives, and this he is now having towed up the 
Mississippi from Louisiana to Minnesota. His ship keeps 
pace as it moves northward with the blossoming of the 
spring flowers, while on its return journey advantage is 
taken of a like succession of autumnal flowers. This plan, 
however, is by no means an American invention, as it was 
practised in ancient times by the Romans, Greeks, and 
Egyptians, and is still to some extent applied on the Con­
tinent of Europe. 

The crop of finely-flavored honey that is left ungathered 
on the moors for want of bee laborers is enormous; but 
were bee-keeping to become as popular and as well under­
stood amonO' the peasantry of England as it is in Ger­
many, no su~h waste would be possible. So important is Ii. 
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knowledge of this art considered in Germany, where there 
are at present over a million and a half of bee stocks, 
that the German Government sends paid agents regularly 
throughout the rural districts to teach cottagers the best 
methods of bee-keeping. 

Bee culture has been greatly stimulated by the many 
ingenious contrivances which have of late years been intro­
duced for increasing the honey-producing capacity of those 
insects. Chief among these is the" honey-extractor," by 

CELLS. 

means of which the full honey-comb can 
in a few seconds be emptied of its con­
tents without injury to the cells, which 
are thus again ready for immediate use. 
Three-fourths of a bee's time was 
occupied in comb-building, under the 
old plan of removing the comb with 
the honey; but by returning the empty 
hOI1f~y -pots, the insect is enabled to 

devote its whole energies to the gathering of honey. 
A machine has also lately been introduced by which 

tablets of wax are moulded so as to form the foundation 
of the honey-comb, and in which the side walls of the cells 
are started, so that the bee has only to finish them; ami 
thus much time and much wax are saved. 

VOICES OF PAST YEARS. 
The last faint gleam of evening's golden light 
Has softly died away; with noiseless hand 
The autumn twilight-shades enshroud from sight 

Both sea and land. 
II~ the hushed stillness of the darkened air,­
LIke lo.nely echoes of the surging main,­
The vOIces of the past, with music rare, 

Float through my brain. 
Their mournful tones enchant my listeninrr ears 
Li.ke Hp.irit songs. They throng my soul ~nsought, 
RICh wIth the hoarded gold of vanished years, 

And pearls of thought. 
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THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN OF SLEEPY HOLLOW. 
WASHINGTON IRVING (1783-1859). 

The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers 
gathered together th~ir famil~es in their waggons, and 
were heard for some tIme rattlmg along the hollow roads, 
and over the distant hills. Some of the damsels mountell 
on pillions behind their favorite $wains, and their light­
hearted laughter, mingling with the clatter of hoofs, 
echoed along the silent woodlands, sounding fainter and 
fainter, until they gradually died away. The late scene 
of noise and frolic was all silent and deserted. 

Ichabod stole forth with the air of one who had been 
sacking a hen-roost rather than a fair lady's heart. With­
out looking to the right or left to notice the scene of rural 
wealth on which he had so often gloated, he went straight 
to the stable, and, with several hearty cuffs and kicks, 
roused his steed most uncourteously from the comfortable 
quarters in which he was soundly sleeping 

It was the very witching time of night that Ichabod, 
heavy-hearted and crest-fallen, pursued his travel home­
wards, along the sides of the lofty hills which rise abovc 
Tarrytown. The hour was as dismal as himself. Fal' 
below him the Tappan Zee spread its dusky and indistinct 
waste of waters, with here and there the tall mast of a 
sloop riding quietly at anchor under the land. In the 
dead hush of midnight, he could even hear the barking of 
the watch-dog from the opposite shore of the Hudson; 
but it was so vague and faint as only to give an idea of 
his distance from this faithful companion of man. Now 
and then, too, the long-drawn crowing of a cock, accident­
ally awakened, would sound far, far off, from some farm­
house away among the hills. No signs of life occurred 
near him, but occasionally the melancholy chirp of a 
cricket, or perhaps the guttural twang of a bull-frog from 
a neighboring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably, and 
turning suddenly in his bed. 

The night grew darker and darker, the stars seemed !o 
sink deeper in the sky, and driving clouds occasionally Iud 
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them from his sight. He had never felt so lonely and 
dismal. He was, moreover, approaching the very place 
where many of the scenes of the ghost-stories had been 
laid. In the centre of the road stood an enormous tulip. 
tree, which towered like a giant above all the other trees 
of the neighborhood, and formed a kind of landma.rk. 
Its limbs were gnarled and fantastic, large enough to form 
trunks for ordinary trees, twisting down almost to the 
earth, and rising again into the air. It was connected 
with the tragical story of the unfortunate Andre, who had 
been taken prisoner hard by; and was universally known 
by the name of Major Andre's tree. The common people 
regarded it with a mixture of respect and superstition, 
partly out of sympathy for the fate of its ill·starred name· 
sake, and partly from the tales of strange sights and dole· 
ful lamentations told concerning it. 

As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began to 
whistle: he thought his whistle was answered; it was but 
a blast sweeping sharply through the dry branches. As 
he approached a little nearer, he thought he saw something 
white hanging in the midst of the tree-he paused and 
ceased whistling; but on looking more narrowly, he per· 
ceived that it was a place where the tree had been scathed by 
lightning and the white wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard 
a groan-his teeth chattered, and his knees smote against 
the saddle; it was but the rubbing of one huge bough 
upon another, as they were swayed about by the breeze. 
He passed the tree in safety, but new perils lay before him. 

About two hundred yards from the tree a small brook 
crossed the road, and ran into a marshy and thickly.wooded 
glen, known by the name of 'Viley's Swamp. A few 
rough logs, laid side by side, served for a bridae over this 
stream. On that side of the road where the b~ok entered 
the wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts matted thick 
with wild grape vines, threw a cavernous ',,"loom over it. 
To pass this bridge was the severest trial. It was at this 
identical spot that the unfortunate Andre was captured, 
and this has ever since been considered a haunted stream, 
and f.earful are the feelings of the school.boy who has to 
p~s lt alone after dark. 
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As he approached the stream, his heart began to thump. 
He summoned up, however, all his resolution, "ave his 
horse ha}f a score of kicks in the ribs, and atten~pted to 
dash brIskly across the bri~lge. But instead of starting 
forward, the perverse old ammal made a lateral movement, 
and ran broadside against the fence. Ichabod, whose fears 
increased with the delay, jerked the rein on the other 
side, and kicked lustily with the contrary foot. It was all 
in vain. His steed started, it is true, but it was only to 
plunge to the opposite side of the road into a thicket of 
brambles and alder bushes. 

The schoolmaster now bestowed both whip and heel 
upon the starveling ribs of old Gunpowder, who dashed 
forward, snuffing and snorting, but came to a stand 
just by the bridge, with a suddenness which had nearly 
sent his rider sprawling over his head. Just at this 
moment a plashy tramp by the side of the bridge caught 
the sensitive ear of Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the 
grove, on the margin of the brook, he beheld something 
huge, misshapen, black, and towering. It stirred not, but 
seemed gathered up in the gloom, like some gigantic 
monster ready to spring upon the traveller. 

The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose up on his head 
with terror. \Vhat was to be done 1 To turn and fly was 
now too late. Summoning up, therefore, a show of courage, 
he demanded, in stammering accents, "Who are you 1" He 
received no reply. He repeated his demand in a still more 
agitated voice. Still there was no answer. Once more he 
cudgelled the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder, and shut­
ting his eyes, broke forth with involuntary fervor into a 
psalm tune. Just then the shadowy oqject of alarm put 
itself in motion, and with a scramble and a bound, stood 
at once in the middle of the road. Though the night was 
dark and dismal, yet the form of the unknown might now 
in some degree be ascertained. He appeared to be a 
horseman of large dimensions, and mounted on a black 
horse of powerful frame. He made no offer of molestation 
or sociability, but kept aloof on one side of the road, jog­
ging along on the blind side of old Gunpowder, who had 
now got over his fright and waywardness. 
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Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange midnight 
companion, now quickened his steed, in hopes of leaving 
him behind. The stranger, however, quickened his horse 
to an equal pace. Ichabod pulled up, and fell into a walk, 
thinking to lag behind-the other did the same. His 
heart began to sink within him; he endeavored to resume 
his psalm tune, but his parched tongue clove to the roof 
of his mouth, and he could not utter a stave. There was 
something in the moody and dogged silence of this pertina­
cious companion that was mysterious and appalling. It 
was soon fearfully accounted for. On mounting a rising. 
ground, which brought the figure of his fellow-traveller in 
relief against the sky, gigantic in height, and muffled in a 
cloak, Ichabod was horror-struck on perceiving that he was 
headless i-but his horror was still more increased on 
observing that the head, which should have rested on his 
shoulders, was carried before him on the pommel of his 
saddle! His terror rose to desperation. He rained a 
shower of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder, hoping by a 
sudden movement to give his companion the slip. But the 
spectre started full jump with him. 

Away then they dashed, through thick and thin, stones 
flying and sparks flashing at every bound. An opening in 
the trees now cheered him with the hope that the church 
bridge was at hand. The wavering reflection of a silver 
star in the bosom of the brook told him that he was not 
mistaken. "If I can but reach that bridge," thought 
Ichabod, "I am safe." Just then he heard the black steed 
panting and blowing close behind him; he even fancied that 
he felt his hot breath. Another convulsive kick in the 
ribs, and old Gunpowder sprang upon the bridge; he 
thund.ered. over the resounding planks; he gained the 
OpposIte sIde; and now Ichabod cast a look behind to see 
if his pursuer should vanish, accordincr to rule in a flash of 
fi:e a~d brimston~. Just then he sa; the goblin rising in 
hIS stIrrups, and 111 the very act of hurling his head at him. 
Ichabod endeavored to dodge the horrible missile, but too 
late. It encountered his cranium with a tremendous crash. 
He was tumbled headlong into the dust, and Gunpowder, the 
black steed, and the goblin rider passed by like a whirlwind. 
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The next morning the old horse was found without 
his saddle, and with the brielle under his feet, soberly 
cropping the grass at his master's gate; while near the 
bridge, on the bank of a broad part of the brook, where 
the water ran deep and black, was found the hat of the 
unfortunate Ichabod, and close beside it a shattered 
pumpkin! The Sketch·Book. 

TO A CHILD EMBRACING HIS MOTHER. 
THO}IAS HOOD (1798-1845). 

Love thy mother, little one! 
Kiss and clasp her neck again; 

Hereafter she may have a son 
Will kiss and clasp her neck in vain. 

Love thy mother, little one! 

Gaze upon her loving eyes, 
And mirror back her love for thee; 

Hereafter thou mayest shudder sighs 
To meet them when they cannot see. 

Gaze upon her 10vi~lg eyes! 

Press her lips the while they glow 
"With love that they have often told; 

Hereafter thou mayest press in woe, 
And kiss them till thine own are cole!. 

Press her lips the while they glow! 

Oh, revere her raven hair! 
Although it be not silver-gray; 

Too early Death, led on by care, 
May snatch save one dear lock away. 

Oh, revere her raven hair! 

Pray for her at eve and morn, 
That Heaven may long the stroke defer; 

For thou mayest live the hour forlorn 
\Vhen thou wilt ask to die with her. 

Pray for her at eve and morn ! 
7 
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The free fair homes of England! 
Long, long, in hut and hall, 

l\Iay hearts of native proof be reareu 
To "uard each hallowed wall! 

And green for ever be the groves, 
And bright the flowery soel, 

',,"here first the child's glad spirit loves 
Its country and its God! 

THE INDIAN'S FAITH. 

THOMAS D'ARCY )I'GEE (1825-1868). 

'Ve worship the Spirit that walks unSE'en 
Through our land of ice and snow; 

II' e know not his face, we know not his place, 
But his presence and power we know. 

Does the huffalo need the Pale·face worel 
To find his pathway fad 

\Vhat guide has he to the hidden ford, 
Or where the green pastures are 1 

'Vllo teacheth the moose that the hunter's gun 
Is peering out of the shade 1 

\Vho teacheth the doe and the fawn to run 
In the track the moose has made 1 

Him do we follow, him do we fear, 
The Spirit of earth and sky; 

\Vho hears with the wapiti's eager ear 
His poor red children's cry; 

\Vhose whisper we note in every breeze 
That stirs the birch canoe; 

\Vho hangs the reindeer-moss on the trees 
For the food of the caribou. 

That Spirit we worship who walks unseen 
Through our land of ice and snow; 

\Ve know not his face, we know not h's place, 
But his presence and power we know. 
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A BUFFALO HUNT. 
·W. H. KINGSTON. 

Though cal~ed buffalo,* the animal I am speaking of is 
really the bIson. It has a protuberant hunch on its 
shoulders; and the body is covered, especially towards the 
head, by long, fine, woolly hair, which makes the animal 
appear much more bulky than it really is. That over the 
head, neck, and fore part of the body, is long and shaggy, 
and forms a beard beneath the lower jaw, descendino- to 
the knees in a tuft; while on the top it rises in a d~nse 
mass nearly to the tops of the horns, and is strongly curled 
and matted on the front. The tail is short, and has a 
tuft at the end; the general color of the hair being a 
uniform dun. The legs are especially slender, and appear 
to be out of all proportion to the body; indeed, it seems 
wonderful that they are able to bear it, and that the 
animals can at the same time exhibit the activity they 
seem possessed of. 

In summer, the buffalo finds an abundance of food by 
cropping the sweet grass which springs up after the fires 
so frequent in one part or other of the prairies. In winter, 
in the northern regions, it would starve, were it not pos­
sessed of a blunt nose, covered by tough skin, with which 
it manages to dig into the snow and shovel it away, so as 
to get at the herbage below. In winter, too, the hair 
grows to a much greater length than in summer, when the 
hinder part is covered only by a very short, fine hair, 
smooth as velvet. Many thousands of these magnificent 
animals congregate in herds, which roam from north to 
soulh over the western prairies. At a certain time of the 
year the bulls fight desperately with one another, on which 
occasions their roaring is truly terrific. 

The hunters select, when they can, female buffaloes, as 
their flesh is much superior in quality and tenderness to 
that of the males. The females are, however, more active 
than the males, and can run three times as fast, so that 

* The true buffalo is a native of India and South Africa. It bears 
but little resemblance to the bison. 
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'swift horses are required to keep up with them. The 
Indians complain of the destruction of the buffalo, for­
getting that their own folly in killing the females is one of 
the chief causes of the diminution of their numbers. 

Huge and unwieldy as is the buffalo, it dashes over the 
ground at a surprising rate, bounding with larae and 
clumsy-looking strides across the roughest country,"'plung­
ing down the broken sides of ravines, and trying the 
mettle of horses and the courage of riders in pursuit of it. 

To the Indians of the prairies the buffalo is of the 
greatest possible value; for they depend on these animals 
for their food, tents, clothing, and numerous other articles. 
They dress the skins with the hair on, and these serve as 
cloaks or coverings at night. The horns are converted 
into powder-flasks; the hides, when tanned, serve to cover 
their tents; and the wool makes a coarse cloth. \Vhen 
the flesh is eaten fresh, it is considered superior in tender­
ness and flavor to that of the domestic ox, the hump 
especially being celebrated for its delicacy, It is also cut 
into strips and dried in the sun, or it is pounded up with 
the fat and converted into pemmican. The hides arE' used 
also for leggings and saddles, and when cut into strips, form 
halters. With the sinews strings are made for their bows. 
From the bones they manufacture a variety of tools-of 
the smaller ones making needles, and using the finer 
sinews as threads. From the ribs, strengthened by some 
of the stronger sinews, are manufactured the bows which 
they use so dexterously. The bladder of the animal is 
used as a bottle; and often, when the India~ is crossing 

,the prairie where no water is to be found, he IS ~av~d from 
perishing of thirst by killing a buffalo and extractmg the 
water which is found in its stomach. A/a>' in the Furest. 

PLEASURES, 
Pleasures are like poppies sptead ; 
You seize the dower, its bloom is shed: 
Or like the snow-fall in the river; 
A moment white, then melts for ever. 

BeRNS. 
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A RILL FROM THE TOWN PUMP. 

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE (1804-1804). 

[Scene-The corner of two principal streets. * The Town Pump 
talking through its nose.] 

Noon ]'Y the north clock, noon by the east. High noon, 
too, by these hot sunbeams which fall scarcely aslope upon 
lily head, and almost make the water bubble and sruoke 
in the trough under my nose. Truly we public characters 
have a tough time of it. And among all the public char­
acters chosen at the :'IIarch meeting, where is he that sus­
tains, for a single year, the burden of such manifold duties 
us are imposed in perpetuity upon the Town Pump 1 The 
title of "town treasurer" is rightfully mine, as guardian 
of the best treasure that the town has. The overseers of 
the poor ought to make me their chairman, since I provide 
Lountifully for the pauper, without expense to him that 
pays taxes. I am at the head of the fire department, and am 
one of the physicians of the board of health. As a keeper 
of the peace, all water-drinkers will confess me equal to 
the constaLle. I perform some of the duties of the town 
clerk, by promulgating public notices when they are pasted 
on my front. To speak within bounds, I am the chief 
person of the municipality, and exhibit, moreover, an ad­
mirable pattern to my brother officers, by the cool, steady, 
upright, dowl1l'ight, and impartial discharge of my business, 
and the constancy with which I stand to my post. Sum­
mer or winter, nobody seeks me in vain; for all day long 
I am seen at the busiest corner, just above the market, 
stretching out my arms to rich and poor alike. And at 
night I hold a lantern over my head, both to show where 
I am and to keep people out of the gutters. 

At this sultry noontide I am cup-bearer to the parched 
pOI?ulace, ~or whose benefit an iron goblet is chained to my 
waist. LIke a dram-seller on the mall at muster-day I 
cr,\' aloud ~o all and sundry in my plain~st accents, and at 
tl,e very tip-top of my voice, "Here it is, gentlemen! here 
is the good liquor! 'Walk up! walk up, gentlemen! walk 

* E"ex and \Vashington Streets, Salem, Mass. 
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up! walk up! Here is the superior stuff! Hpre is the 
unadulterated ale of Father Adam-better than CoO'nac 
Hollands, Jamaica, strong beer, or wine of any price! Her~ 
it is, by the hogshead or the single glass, and not a cent to 
pay! Walk up, gentlemen! walk up and help yourselves!" 

It were a pity if all this outcry should draw no 
customers. Here they come !-A hot day, gentlemen! 
Quaff, and away again! - You, my friend, will need 
another cupful, to wash the dust out of your throat, if it 
be as thick there as it is on your cowhide boots. I see 
you have trudged half-a-score of miles to-day, and, like a 
wise man, have passed by the taverns and stopped at the 
running brooks and well-curbs. Otherwise, betwixt heat 
without and fire within, you would have been burned to a 
cinder, or melted dO\yn to nothing at all, in the fashion of 
a jelly-fish! Drink, and make room for that other fellow 
who seeks my aid to quench the fiery fever of last night's 
potations-which he drained from no cup of mine.-W el­
come, most rubicund sir! You and I ha\-e been great 
strangers hitherto; nor, to express the truth, will my nose 
be anxious for a closer intimacy till the fumes of your 
breath be a little less potent. Mercy on you, man! the 
water absolutely hisses down your red-hot throat, and is 
converted quite to steam. Fill again, and, tell me, on the 
word of an honest toper, did you eyer, in cellar, tavern, or 
any kind of a dram-shop, spend the price of your children's 
food for a drink half so delicious 1 Now, for the first 
time these ten years, you know the flavor of cold water. 
Good-bye, and whenever you are thirsty, remember that I 
keep a constant supply at the old stand. 

Who next 7-0h, my little friend, you are let loose 
from school, and come hither to scrub your blooming face, 
and drown the memory of certain taps of the ferul", and 
other schoolboy troubles, in a draught from the Town 
Pump. Take it, pure as the current of your young life. 
Take it, and may your heart and tongue never be scorched 
with a fiercer thirst than now! There, my dear child! 
put down the cup, and yield your place to this elderly 
gentleman, who treads so tenderly over the stones that I 
suspect he is afraid of breaking them. 
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What! he limps by without so much as thanking me, 
as if my hospitable offers were meant only for people who 
have no wine-cellars. vVell, well, sir! no harm done, I 
hope! Go, draw the cork, tip the decanter; but when 
your great toe shall set you a-roaring, it will be no affair 
of mine. If gentlemen love the pleasant titillation of the 
gout, it is all one to the Town Pump. This thirsty dog, 
with his red tongue lolling out, does not scorn my hospi­
tality, but stands on his hind legs and laps eagerly out of 
the trough. See how lightly he capers away again!­
J o wIer, did your worship ever have the gout 1 

Are you all satisfied 1 Then wipe your mouths, my 
good friends; and, while my spout has a moment's leisure, 
I will delight the town with a few historical reminiscences. 
In far antiquity, beneath a darksome shadow of venerable 
boughs, a spring bubbled out of the leaf-strewn earth, in 
the very spot where you behold me on the sunny pave­
ment. The water was as bright and clear, and deemed as 
precious, as liquid diamonds. The Indian Sagamores 
drank of it from time immemorial, till the fearful deluge 
of fire-water burst upon the red men, and swept the whole 
race away from the cold fountains. Endicott * and his 
followers came next, and often knelt down to drink, 
dipping their long beards in the spring. The richest 
goblet then was of birch-bark. 

Governor Winthrop drank here, out of the' hollow of 
his hand. The elder Higginson t here wet his palm and 
laid it on the brow of the first town-born child. For 
many years it was the watering-place, and, as it were, the 
wash-bowl of the vicinity, whither all decent folks resorted 
to purify their visages, and gaze at them afterward-at 
least the pretty maidens did-in the mirror which it 
made. On Sabbath-days, whenever a babe was to be 
baptized, th~ sexton filled his basin here, and placed it on 
the commuIllon-table of the humble meetinO'-house which 
partly covered the site of yonder stately bri~k one. Thus 
one generation after another was consecrated to Heaven 

* John Endicott became Governor of Massachusetts in 1644' John 
Winthrop. in 1629. • 

t Francis Higginson (1588-1630), first clergyman of S"lem, Mass. 
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by its waters, and cast its waxing and waning shadows 
into its glassy bosom, and vanished from the earth as if 
mortal life were but a flitting image in a fountain. 
Finally, the fountain vanished also. Cellars were duO" on 
all sides, and cart-loads of gravel flung upon its so~rce, 
whence oozed a turbid stream, forming a mud-puddle at 
the corner of two streets. 

In the hot months, when its refreshment was mo~t 
needed, the dust flew in clouds over the forgotten birth­
place of the wl!:ters, now their grave. But in the course 
of time a Town Pump was sunk into the source of the 
ancient spring; and when the first decayed, another took 
its place, and then another, and still another, till here 
stand I, gentlemen and ladies, to sern' you with my iron 
goblet. Drink, and be refreshed! The water is pure and 
cold as that which slaked the thirst of the red Sagamore 
beneath the aged boughs, though now the gem of the 
wilderness is treasured under these hot stones, where no 
shadow falls but from the brick buildings. And be it the 
moral of my story, that, as the wasted and long-lost 
fountain is now known and prized again, so shall the 
virtues of cold water, too little valued since your fathers' 
days, be recognized by all. . 

Your pardon, good people! I must mterrupt my 
stream of eloquence, and spout forth a stream of ,,-ater, to 
replenish the trough for this teamster and his two yoke 
of oxen, that have come from Topsfield,"" or somewhere 
along the way. No part of my business is pleasanter than 
the waterincr of cattle. Look! how rapidly they lower 
the water-~ark on the sides of the trough, till their 
capacious stomachs are moistened ,,-ith a gall?n. or t~vo 
apiece, and they can afford time to breath~ It ~n WIth 
sighs of calm enjoyment. Now they roll. theIr qUIet eyes 
around the brim of their monstrous drinkmg-vessel. 

Twice-told Tales. 

* Village twenty miles north-east of Boston, Mass. 
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THE BARN ELVES. 
F. H. KNATCHBULL·HUGESSEN. 

Dick was about twelve, Billy ten, Polly and .J essie 
respectively nine and eight years old, when the circum· 
stance occurred which gave them the first real knowledge 
of the quarter from whence these sounds in the old barn 
actually proceeded. They had been having a good game 
on an autumn's afternoon, having established some nine· 
pins on the barn floor, which they were engaged in knock· 
ing down and setting up again after the usual manner of 
nine-pin players. All of a sudden down dropped an egg, 
plump on the floor just before them. 

" Hallo !" cried Dick, "there's an egg! And it isn't 
broken either." 

As he spoke, the children all ran towards the egg to 
seize it, when, to their great surprise, it began to roll away 
all of itself; and althongh they rushed after and tried to 
seize it, it dodged them all so cleverly did this wonderful 
egg, that none could ever touch it. 

\Vhilst eagerly engaged in the pursuit, they heard a 
loud burst of the same old laughter over their heads; and 
looking hastily and anxiously up, perceived the laugher 
for the first time. 

It was a little man,-a very little man, for he could not 
have been above eight inches high; moreover, it was a 
comical-looking little man, dressed entirely in red, with a 
black velvet cap on the top of his head, and a short pipe 
in his mouth,-which is a very wrong thing for anybody to 
have in a barn, because a single spark might do dreadful 
mischief. But no sparks came from this pipe; probably 
because it was a magic pipe, which could do no harm to 
anybody unless the smoker wished it. 

The little man had the most roguish expression you can 
imagine upon his wizened old face; and there he was, 
seated astride of the big rafter over the children's heads, 
and grinning away at them, as if he had just heard or else 
~a~le t~e best joke in the world, and was thoroughly en­
Joymg It. 
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The childr~n looked -up at this strange being in the 
greatest surprise, and stared as if the eyes would come out 
of their heads.. The little man laughed all the more as he 
saw them starmg, and then suddenly stopping his laughter, 
he proceeded to do something still more extraordinary than 
the egg trick. He drew up his legs, turned rapidly head 
over heels, and then hung by his toes from the rafter, 
swinging himself to and fro like the pendulum of a clock. 
Then he jerked himself up again after a curious fashion, 
threw his legs once more over the rafter, cocked his velvet 
cap jantily on one side, and looking down on the chil­
dren with an air indescribably comical, exclaimed in a 
clear voice, though rather shrill-

"Well! how are ye, my chickabiddies, and how do ye 
like the looks of me? " 

For a moment not one of the children could find words 
to answer, so utterly bewildered were they by the un­
expected sight of their visitor. Presently, however, Dick 
summoned up his courage and replied to the question-

" Weare all pretty well, sir, thank you. But how dill 
you get up there 1" 

At this the old man went off into another fit of laughter, 
so violent that the children began to think he would 
certainly burst, or tumble down ~n his head, or do some­
thing else equally unpleasant; however, after a little while 
he recovered himself, and winking at them with a comical 
eye, replied as follows ;-

"Ay, don't you wonder how I got up here? It's more 
than you could do, Master Dick, or your brother Bill there 
either! " 

The children were more than ever surprised at hearing 
that the little old man knew their names, and greatly 
wondered who or what 'he could be. So Dick resolved to 
continue his inquiries, and accordingly again addressed his 
new acquaintance. 

"Pray, sir," said he, "do you live un there, or where 
do you live 1" 

"And what's your name 1" shouted Bill. 
"And why do you sit across the rafter 1 " asked 

Polly. 
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"And why are you dressed all in red 7" demanded 
Jessie. 

The three younger children having gathered courage to 
speak, and being equally with their eldest brother desirous 
of information, all uttered these exclamations at once with 
great eagerness. 

"Oh dear! what a lot of questions!" said the little 
man, with a real or pretended sigh. " I don't tell every· 
thing to everybody, you must know; because if I did, I 
should have nothing left to tell anybody else." 

"But," said Dick seriously, "if you told everybody, 
there wouldn't be anybody else left to want to be told; SI) 

that couldn't be a real reason." 
"Couldn't it 7" said the little man gravely; "then per· 

haps it isn't. I never thought of that. But don't let us 
argue: there is nothing such a bore as a child that argues, 
especially if it argues with people older than itself; and I 
a.m much older-oh! hundreds of times older than you are, 
you know. 'Vhy, I'm older than the barn." 

"ArC' you really 7" exclaimed all the children, to whom 
the barn appeared a place of vast antiquity, and who 
accordingly looked upon the little old man as a prodigy of 
old age; as perhaps indeed he was, without any reference 
to the barn. 

" Yes, I am really," continued the little old man: "I 
am as old as the hills, if you know how old that is; and 
I suppose mortals do, for I have often heard them use the 
expression. And as to telling, I don't mind telling you 
children who I am, because you are good children, and 
play without quarrelling, which is what I like. Besides, 
you seem to belong to the barn, and so do I; so we ought 
to be friends, you see. I am the Kina of the Barn Elves. 
I dress in red, because I like that col~r; I sit on a rafter, 
because ~ choose to do so; and my name is Ruby, for any 
'because you please." 

As the old man spoke, he winked his eyes and nodded 
his head in the most extraordinary and ludicrous manner, 
and chuckled audibly as he concluded. 

"But where are the elves you are king over 7" said little 
Jessie, her large blue eyes wide open with astonishment. 
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"Yes, where are they 1 I don't see any elves," added 
Polly. 

"That you shall soon see," cried the little man' and 
elevating his voice, he cried, in clear, shrill tones- ' 

" Forward come, ye merry elves! 
Hide ye silently no more; 

Fear not now to show yourselves _ 
Sport upon the ancient floor. ' 

Raise your voices loud and clear, 
Henceforth be no longer dumb' 

None but friendly folk are here,-":' 
Horse and foot together come! .. 

He ceased, and the children, who were now standing 
at the end of the barn floor very near the door, were 
witnesses of the extraordinary scene which followed. 

Numbers of little beings, none of whom was quite as 
tall as their king, but whose average height might have 
been six inches or thereabouts, darted from every side on 
to the floor. They were dressed in all kinds of colors 
and costumes, and wore all sorts of hats and caps upon 
their heads. Their faces were like those of ordinary 
human beings on a very small scale, and their shape was 
generally good and graceful. 

The greater part of them were on foot, and came 
dancing and skipping on to the barn floor as merrily as 
need be. But a considerable number were mounted on 
rats, with saddles and bridles all complete, and evidently 
well trained to act as chargers for their little riders. Some 
of them, however, were rather unruly; and if they had not 
been too much ama7.ed to laugh, the children would have 
roared to see one rat rearing, another kicking, and a third 
shying, to the great and manifest discomfiture of those 
who bestrode them. 

In a very few seconds, however, the band of elves 
rl,tnged themselves in some order; and then one of them­
a dapper little fellow clad entirely in yellow, with n red 
cap upon his head-came forward from the rest, and said :-

" What would King Ruby with the band 
Who readily obey his call ? 

For peace or war alike we stand, 
Prepared t' obey him, one and all ! .. 
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As he listened to these words, the little man bowed 
graciously, and then proceeded as follows :-

" Good Flitterkin, full well we know 
How readily our elves obey: 

These mortal babes I fain would show 
A little of our elfin play." 

At these words the elf who had been addressed as 
Flitterkin, made a low and respectful bow; lmd turning 
round to his companions, gave them the signal to com­
mence their games, which they were by no means slow to 
obey. 

And such games they were! you ne\-er saw anything 
so extraordinary. They twisted themselves into the most 
fantastic shapes, turned head over heels, jumped leap-frog 
fashion one over the other, tripped each other up, and 
were evidently up to all kinds of mischief; though all, as 
the children observed, in perfect good humor. Then 
those who were mounted on rats ran races, and engaged 
in tilting matches with straws, and jumped over straw 
fences set up for the occasion; and, in short, indulged in 
every kind of amusement you can imagine. 

They were in the very midst of their fun, and the chil­
dren were watching them with the keenest delight, when 
all of a sudden the door at the end of the barn was opened, 
and in came Tom the waggoner for a truss of straw. In 
less time than it takes me to write it, every elf had dis­
appeared like magic, and the whole scene had vanished 
from the sight of the astonished children. 

QUce1' Fulk. 

QUAILS. 
MARY HOWITT (b. 1804). 

" Bit-by-bit ! " says the Quail in the rye -
" B't b b't I " , 1 - y- 1. as we wander by . 

Down in the flax and the clover ~weet 
Down at the roots of the flowerinO' '~heat 
Close on their nests the Quail-mothers sit: 
And say to each other, "Bit-by-bitl" 
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·broken .. This was the more to be regretted, as the season 
had arrIved when they were soon to go to a southern 
·country to pass the winter, and the children were only 
waiting to become a little stronger and more expert on the 
wing to set out on the journey. 

Finding that their eldest brother did not return, they 
resolved to go in search of him. After beating up and 
down the country for the better part of a whole day, they 
?'t last found him, sorely wounded and unable to fly, lodged 
ill the upper branches of a sycamore-tree. 

"Brothers," said Gray Eagle, as soon as they were 
gathered around, and had questioned him as to the extent 
of his injuries, "an accident has befallen me, but let not 
this prevent your going to a warmer climate. 'Vint~r is 
-rapidly approaching, and you cannot remain here. It is 
better that I alone should die, than for you all to suffer 
on my account." 

" No, no," they replied, with one voice. " \Ve will not 
forsake you. We will share your sufferings; we wiII 
abandon our journey, and take care of you as you did of 
us before we were able to take care of ourselves. If the 
chill climate kill you, it shall kill us. Do you think we 
can so soon forget your brotherly care, which has equalled 
a father's, and even a mother's kindness 1 Whether you live 
or die, we will live or die with you." 

They sought out a hollow tree to winter in, and contrived 
to carry their wounded nest-mate thither; and before the 
rigor of the season had set in, they had by diligence and 
-economy stored up food enough to carry them through the 
winter months. 

To make the provisions they had laid in last the better, 
it was agreed among them that two of their number should 
go south; leaving the other three to watch over, feed, ami 
protect their wounded brother. The travellers set forth, 
sorry to leave home, but resolved that the first promise of 
Rpring should bring them back again. At the close of day, 
the three brothers who remained, mounting to the very 
top of the tree, with Gray Eagle in their .arms, .watched 
them, as they vanished away southward, tIlI.theIr forms 
.blended with the air and were wholly lost to Sight. 
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Their next business was to set the household in order; 
and this, with the judicious direction of Gray EaglE', who 
was propped up in a snug fork, with soft cushions of dry 
moss, they speedily accomplished. O~le of the brothers 
took upon lumself the charge of nursmg Gray Eagle,­
preparing his food, bringing him water, and changing his 
pillows when he grew tired of one position. He also 
looked to it that the house itself was kept in a tidy con­
dition, and that the pantry was supplied with food. To 
the second brother was assigned the duty of physician, 
and he was to prescribe such herbs and other medicines 
as the state of the health of Gray Eagle seemed to require. 
As the second brother had no other invalid on his visiting­
list, he devoted the time not given to the cure of his 
patient, to the killing of game wherewith to stock the 
housekeeper's larder; so that, whatever he did, he was 
always busy in the line of professional duty-killing or 
curing. On his hunting excursions, Doctor Falcon carried 
with him his youngest brother, who, being a foolish young 
fellow, and inexperienced in the ways of the world, it was 
not thought safe to trust alone. 

In due time, what with good nursing, and good feeding, 
and good air, Gray Eagle recovered from his wound, and 
he repaid the kindness of his brothers by giving them such 
advice and instruction in the art of hunting as his age and 
experience qualified him to impart. As spring advanced, 
they began t? look about for the means of replenishing 
their store-house, whose supplies were running low; and 
they were all quite successful in their quest except the 
youngest, whose name was Peepi, or the Pigeon-Hawk, and 
who had. of late begun to set up for himself. Being small 
and foolish, and feather-headed, flyino- hither and yonder 
without any set purpose, it so happen~d that Peepi always 
c~me. ~ome, so .to phrase it, with an empty game-bag, and 
bls pmlOns terribly rumpled. 

At last Gray Eagle spoke to him and demanded the 
cause of his ill-luck. ' 

"It is not my smallness nor weakness of body," Peepi 
answered, "that prevents my bringing home provender as 
well as my brothers. I am all the time on the wing, 
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hither and thither. I kill ducks and other birds every 
time I go out; but just as I get to the woods, on my way 
home, I am met by a large ko-ko-ho, who robs me of my 
prey; and," added Peepi\ with great energy, "it's my 
settled opinion that the villain lies in wait for the very 
purpose of doing so." 

" I have no doubt you are right, Brother Peepi," rejoined 
Gray Eagle. "I know this pirate - his name is White 
Owl; and now that I feel my strength fully recovered, I 
will go out with you to-morrow and help you to look after 
this greedy bush-ranger." 

The next day they went forth in company, and arriyed 
at a fine fresh-water lake. Gray Eagle seated himself 
hard by, while Peepi started out, and soon pounced upon 
a duck. 

" Well done!" thought his brother, who saw his sue· 
cess; but just as little Peepi was getting to land with hiR 
prize, up sailed a large white owl from a tree where he 
too had been watching, and lairl claim to it. He was on 
the point of wresting it from Peepi, when Gray Eagle, 
calling out to the intruder to desist, rushed up, and, fixing 
his talons in both sides of the owl, without further intro· 
duction or ceremony, flew away with him. 

The little Pigeon-Hawk followed closely, with the duck 
under his wing, rejoiced and happy to think that he had 
something to carry home at last. He was naturally much 
vexed with the owl, and had no sooner delivered oyer the 
duck to the housekeeper than he flew in the owl's face, 
and, venting an abundance of reproachful terms, would, in 
his passion, have torn the very eyes out of the White 
Owl's head. 

"Softly, Peepi," said the Gray Eagle, stepping in be­
tween them. "Don't be in such a huff, my little brother, 
nor exhibit so revengeful a temper. Do you not know 
that we are to forgive our enemies!- White Owl, you 
may go; but let this be a lesson to you, not to play the 
tyrant over those who may chance to be weaker than your­
self." 

So, after adding to this much more good advice, and 
telling him what kind of herbs would cure his wounds, 
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Gray Eagle dismissed White Owl, and the brothers sat 
down to supper. 

The next day, betimes in the morning, before the house­
hold had fairly rubbed the cobwebs out of the corners of 
their eyes, there came a knock at the front door-which 
was a dry branch laid before the hollow of the tree in 
which they lodged-and being called to come in, who 
should make their appearance but the two nest-mates, 
who had just returned from the South, where they had 
been wintering. There was great rejoicing over their re­
turn; and now that they were all happily re-united, each 
one soon chose a mate, and began to keep house in the 
woods for himself. 

Spring had now revisited the North. The cold winds 
hall all blown themselves away; the ice had melted, the 
streams were open, and smiled as they looked at the blue 
sky once more; and the forests, far and wide, in their 
green mantles, echoed every cheerful sound. 

But it is in vain that spring returns, and that the heart 
of Nature is opened in bounty, if we are not thankful to 
the :Uastpr of Life, who has preserved us through the 
winter. Nor does that man answer the end for which he 
was made who does not show a kind and charitable feel· 
ing to all who are in want or sickness, especially to his 
blood relations. 

The love and harmony of Gray Eagle and his brothers 
continued. They never forgot one another. Every week, 
on the fourth afternoon of the week (for that was the time 
when they had found their wounded eldest brother), they 
had a meeting in the hollow of the old sycamore-tree, when 
they talked over family matters, and advised with one 
another, as brothers should, about their affairs. 

SCHOOLCRAFT'S Indian LegendB, Edited by MATTHEWS. 

On Tuesday last 
A falcon, towering in her pride of place, 
·W3.S by a mousing owl hawked at and killed. 

SHAKSPEARE: lJIacbeth, ii 4. 
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brings up from a boundless ocean; but, on the rare days 
when the sun shines out in all his glory, the landscape 
has a freshness and a warmth of coloring seldom found 
in our latitude. The myrtle loves the soil. The arbutus 
thrives better than even on the sunny shore of Calabria. 
The turf is of livelier hue than elsewhere, the hills glow 
with a richer purple, the varnish of the holly and ivy is 
more glossy, and berries of a brighter red peep through 
foliage of a brighter green. But during the greater part 
of the seventeenth century this paradise was as little 
known to the civilized world as Spitzbergen or Greenland. 
If ever it was mentioned, it was mentioned as a horrible 
desert, a chaos of bogs, thickets, and precipices, where the 
she-wolf still littered, and where some half-naked savages, 
who could not speak a word of English, made themselves 
burrows in the mud, and Ii vell on roots and sour milk. 

Histo,.y oj England, chap. xli. 

GLENCOE. 
LORD :lIACAlJLAY. 

[Glencoe was, on the night of February 13, 1692, the scene of the 
<1trocious massacre of the clan MacDonald, and of their chief MacIan.] 

In the Gaelic tongue, Glencoe signifies the "Glen of 
Weeping;" and, in truth, that pass is the most dreary and 
melancholy of all the Scottish passes, the very Valley of 
the Shadow of Death. Mists and storms brood over it 
through the greater part of the finest summer; and even 
on those rare days when the sun is bright, and when there 
is no cloud in the sky. the impression made by the land­
scape ~s sad and awfuL The path lies along a stream 
whIch Issues from the most sullen and gloomy of mountain 
pools. Huge precipices of naked stone frown on both 
si.des. Ev~n in J ?ly the streaks of snow may often be 
dIscerned III the rIfts near the summits. All down the 
sides of the crags heaps of ruin mark the headlong paths 
of the torrents. Mile after mile the traveller looks in vain 
~or the smoke of one hut, or for one human form wrappe<l 
III a plaid, and listens in vain for the bark of a shepherds 
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But he heeded her not in his anguish wild, 
Nor arose from his lowly bed. 

'Twas his master's grave where he chose to rest­
He guarded it night and day; 

The love that glowed in his grateful breast, 
For the friend who had fed, controlled, caressed, 

.Might never fade away. 

And when the long grass rustled near, 
Beneath some hastening tread, 

He started up with a quivering ear; 
For he thought 'twas the step of his master dear, 

Returning from the deacl. 

But sometimes, when a storm drew nigh, 
And the clouds were dark and fleet, 

He tore the turf with a mournful cry, 
As if he would force his way, or die, 

To his much-loved master's feet. 

So there, through the summer's heat, he lay, 
Till autumn nights grew bleak, 

Till his eye grew dim with his hope's decay, 
And he pined, and pined, and wasted away, 

A skeleton gaunt and weak. 

And oft the pitying children brought 
Their offerings of meat and hread, 

And to coax him away to their homes they sought 
But his buried master he ne'er forgot, 

Nor strayed from his lonely bed. 

Cold winter came, with an angry sway, 
And the snow lay deep and sore; 

Then his moaning grew fainter day by day, 
Till, close where the broken tomb-stone lay, 

He fell, to rise no more. 

And when be struggled with mortal pain, 
And Death was hy his side, 

With one loud cry, that shook the plain, 
He called for his master-but called in vain; 

Then stretched himself, and died. 
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A WET SHEET AND A FLOWING SEA. 
ALLAN CUNNINGHAM (1784-1842). 

A wet ~heet and a flowing sea, 
A wmd that follows fast, 

And fills the white and rustling sail, 
And bends the gallant mast; 

And bends the gallant mast, my boys, 
While, like the eagle free, 

Away the good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on the lee. 

Oh, for a soft and gentle wind! 
I heard a fair one cry; 

But give to me the snorting hreeze 
And white waves heaving high; 

And white waves heaving high, my lads, 
The good ship tight and free-

The world of waters is our home, 
And merry men are we. 

There's tempest in yon horned moon, 
And lightning in yon cloud; 

But hark the music, mariners! 
The wind is piping loud; 

The wind is piping loud, my boys, 
The lightning flashes free­

While the hollow oak our palace is, 
Our heritage the sea. 

THE PITCHER·PLANT OR INDIAN CUP. 
Very many of my readprs, I suppose, have seen the 

little plant about which I wish to speak-the pitcher-plant 
or side-saddle flower, called sometimes "Indian cup" and 
"huntsman's cup." It is common in the northern and 
eastern parts of America; and farther south are other 
kinds quite similar to the northern species. The pitcher. 
plant grows in bogs and wet meadows, and is so singular 
in appearance that anyone who cares to notice the curious 
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forms of plants and all the wonderful little things that are 
everywhere about us, but which are not seen until we look 
for them: with eyes of interest,-any one who cares for 
these thinO"s could hardly fail to notice this curious plant. 

Now, what is the use of these curious pitchers 1 For 
we are not to suppose that leaves would be changed into 
such wonderful shapes by their wise Maker without some 
reason for it. vVell, the only use that we know of is to 
catch insects. That is a very queer thing for plants to do, 
to be sure; yet several kinds do it in different ways, and 
this pitcher-plant does it. The little pitchers are commonly 
half full of rain-water, and great numbers of flies and other 
insects are drowned in it. These insects remain in the 
water and decay, thus forming, doubtless, a rich fertilizer 
for the plant to feed upon; and this, perhaps, is the object 
of the singularly-shaped leaves. 

But whatever the object, the insects are caught; and it 
is not by accident either, for, curiously enough, there is an 
arrangement to prevent any bugs that have crawled into 
the pitcher from coming out again. The erect lid 01' hood 
projecting above the rest is the part upon which the insect 
would naturally alight to crawl in, in fact a sort of door­
step or pathway into the pitcher; and this lid is coverecl 
on the inside with fine, stiff, and pointed hairs or bristles, 
which all point downwards toward the water inside. So, 
although they do not hinder the insect from entering, they 
effectually stop its corning out. And once in the water 
(which perhaps was the attraction that caused it to enter), 
t!lere it stays till it dies. The pitcher-plant, then, is a 
snnple but effectualfiy-trap. We may suppose that some 
of t~e i~sects, by using their wings, could escape before 
gett~ng mto the water; but certainly many, if not all, of 
the I~sects which 0~1ce enter the pitcher never escape, but 
remam there and dIe. 

vVhen t~mpted t? enter the path of wrong, let us think 
of the brIstles whlCh keep the fly in when once it has 
enter!,d the mouth of the pitcher. Let us stop before we 
find It too late to turn and reach aO"ain the freedom of 
happiness and innocence. <> 

.v. s. HARRIS in the Christian Monthly. 
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ON FINDING A SMALL FLY CRUSHED IN A BOOK. 
CHARLES (TENNYSON) TURNER. 

Some hand, that never meant to do thee hurt, 
Has crushed thee here between these pages pent; 
But thou hast left thine own fair monument,­

Thy wings gleam out and tell me what thou wert. 
a that the memories which survive us here 

Were half as lovely as these wings of thine! 
Pure relics of a blameless life, that shine 

Now that thou art gone. Our doom is ever near; 
The peril is beside us day by day; 

The book will close upon us, it may be, 
J nst as we lift ourselves to soar away 

Upon the summer airs. But, unlike thee, 
The closing book may stop our vital breath, 
Yet leave no lustre on our page of death. 

THE BLUE BIRD. 
ALEXANDER WILSON (1766-1813). 

[The following description of the Blue Bird has become a " classical 
quotation" in the literature of American birds. This beautiful bird­
so familiar to us in Canada-was by Swainson named after his biogra· 
pher, Wilson's Blue Bird (Siaiia Wilsonii).) 

The pleasing manners and sociable disposition of this little 
bird entitle him to particular notice. As one of the first 
messengers of spring, bringing the charming tidings to our 
very doors, he bears his own recommendation always along 
with him, and meets with a hearty welcome from every­
body. 

Though generally accounted a bird of passage, yet so 
early as the middle of February, if the weather be open, he 
usually makes his appearance about his old haunts, the 
barn, orchard, and fence posts. Storms and deep snows 
sometimes succeeding, he disappears for a time; but alJOut 
the middle of March he is again seen, accompanied by his 
mate, visiting the box in the garden, or the hole in the old 
apple-tree, the cradle of some generations of his ancestors. 
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"When he first begins his amours," says a curious and 
c~rrect. ~bserver, "it is pleasing to behold his courtship, 
Ins solICltude to please and to secure the favor of his 
beloved female. He uses the tenderest expressions, sits 
close by her, caresses and sings to her his most endearing 
warblings. When seated together, if he espies an insect 
delicious to her taste, he takes it up, flies with it to her, 
spreads his wing over her, and puts it in her mouth." If 
a riyal makes his appearance-for they are ardent in their 
loves-he quits her in a moment, attacks and pursues the 
intruder as he shifts from place to place in tones that be­
speak the jealousy of his affection, conducts him with many 
reproofs beyond the extremities of his territory, and returns 
to warble out his transports of triumph beside his beloved 
mate. The preliminaries being thus settled, and the spot 
fixed on, they begin to clean out the old nest and the rub­
lJish of the former year, and to prepare for the reception 
of their future off..,pring. Soon after this, the House 
Wren, another sociable little pilgrim, also arrives from the 
south, and, finding such a snug berth preoccupied, he shows 
his spite by w~tching a convenient opportunity, in the ab­
sence of the owner, of popping in and pulling out sticks j 
but he takes special care to make off as fast as possible. 

The Blue Bird lays five and sometimes six eggs, of a pale­
blue color j and raises two, and sometimes three broods 
in a season j the male taking the youngest under his par­
ticular care while the female is again sitting. Their 
principal foods are insects, particularly large beetles that 
lurk among old, dead, and decaying trees. Spiders are 
also a favorite repast with them. In the fall, they occa­
sionally regale themselves on the berries of the sour gum j 
and, as winter approaches, o,n those of the red cedar, and 
on the fruit of a rough hairy vine that runs up and cleaves 
fast to the trunks of trees. 

The usual spring and summer song of the Blue Bird is 
a soft, agreeable, and oft-repeated warble, ~ttered wit? 
open quivering wings, and is extremely pleasmg. In Ins 
motions and general character he has great resemblance to 
the Robin Redbreast of Britain j and had he the brown 
olive of that bird, instead of his own blue, he could scarcely 
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be distinguished from him. Like him, he is known to 
almost every child; and shows as much confidence in man 
by associating with him in summer as the other by his 
familiarity in winter. He is also of a mild and peaceful 
disposition, seldom fighting or quarrelling with other birds. 
His society is courted by the inhabitants of the country; 
and few farmers neglect to provide for him, in some suit­
able place, a snug little summer-house, ready fitted and 
rent free. For this he more than sufficiently repays them 
by the cheerfulness of his song, and by the multitude of 
injurious insects which he daily destroys. Towards fall, 
that is, in the month of October, his song changes to a 
single plaintive note, as he passes over the yellow many­
colored woods; and its melancholy air recalls to our minds 
the approaching decay of the face of nature. Even after 
the trees are stripped of their leaves, he still lingers over his 
native fields, as if loath to leave them. About the middle 
or end of November, few or none of them are seen; but, 
with every return of mild and open weather, we hear his 
plaintive note amidst the fields, or in the air, seeming to 
deplore the devastation of winter. Indeed, he appears 
scarcely ever totally to forsake us, but to follow fair 
weather through all its journeyings till the return of spring. 

Such are the mild and pleasing manners of the Blue 
Bird, and so universally is he esteemed, that I have often 
regretted that no pastoral muse has yet arisen in this 
\Vestern woody world, to do justice to his name, and 
endear him to us still more by the tenderness of verse, as 
has been done to his representative in Britain, the Robin 
Redbreast. A small acknowledgment of this kind I have 
to offer, ~vhich the reader, I hope, will excuse as a tribute 
to rural mnocence :-

When winter's cold tempests and snows are no 'more, 
Green meadows and brown furrowed fields reappearing, 

The fishermen hauling their shad to the shore, 
And cloud-cleaving geese to the lakes are a-steering; 

When first the lone butterfly flits on the wing, 
\Vhen red glow the maples, so fresh and so pleasing;-

o then comes the Blue Bird, the herald of spring! 
And hails with its warblings the charms of the season. 
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1.'hen loud-piping frogs make the marshes to ring; 
Then warm glows the sunshine, and fine is the weather; 

The blue :woodland flowers just beginning to spring, 
Aud splCewood and sassafras budding together;-

o then to your gardens ye housewives repair, 
Your wal~s bo~der up, sow and plant at your leisure; 

The Blue BIrd WIll chant from his box such an air, 
That all your hard toils will seem truly a pleasure! 

lIe flits through the orchard, he visits each tree, 
The red flowering peach, and the apple's sweet blossoms; 

He snaps up destroyers wherever they be, 
And seizes the caitiffs that lurk in their bosoms; 

He drags the vile grub from the corn it devours, 
The worms from their webs where they riot and welter; 

Ilis song and his services freely are ours, 
And all that he asks is-in summer a shelter, 

The ploughman is pleased when he gleans in his train, 
Now searching the furrows-now mounting to cheer him; 

The gard'ner delights in his sweet simple strain, 
And leans on his spade to sun-ey and to hear him; 

The slow ling'ring schoolboys forget they'll be chid, 
While gazing intent as he warbles before them, 

In mantle of sky-blue, and bosom so red, 
That each little loiterer seems to adore him, 

When all the gay scenes of the summer are o'er, 
And autumn slow enters so silent and sallow, 

And millions of warblers, that charmed us before, 
Have fled in the train of the sun-seeking swallow; 

The Blne Bird forsaken, yet true to his home, 
Still lingers, and looks for a ~ilder to-morrow, 

Till, forced by the horrors of wmter to roam, 
He sings his adieu in a lone note of sorrow. 

While spring's lovely season, serene, dewy, warm, 
The green face of earth, and the pure blue of hem'en, 

Or love's native music have influence to charm, 
Or sympathy's glow to our feelings are given, 

Still dear to each bosom the Blue Bird shall be;-
His voice, like the thrillings of hope, is a treasure; 

For, through bleakest storms, if a calm he but see, 
He comes to remind us of sunshine and pleasure. 

American Ornithology, 
[) 
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SELF·HELP. 
REV. C. H. SPURGEON. 

Nobody is surprised to read that Cornelius Vanderbilt 
blistered his hands rowing a ferry boat. Nobody is sur­
prised to hear that A. T. Stewart used to sweep out his 
own store. You can think of those who had it very hard 
who have now got it very easy. Their walls blossom and 
1100m with pictures: carpets that made foreign looms laugh 
now kiss their feet. The horses neigh and champ their bits 
at the doorway, gilded harness tinkles, and the carriage 
rolls away, like a beautiful wave, on New York life. Who 
was it 1 It is the boy who once had all his estate slung 
over his shoulder in a cotton handkerchief. There was a 
river of difficulty between Benjamin Franklin, with a loaf 
of bread under his arm, trudging along the streets of 
Philadelphia, and Benjamin Franklin the philosopher, out­
side Boston, playing kite with a thunderstorm. An indo­
lent man was cured of his indolence by looking out of the 
window at night into another window, and seeing a man 
turn off one sheet after another of writing paper until 
almost the daybreak. Who was it that wrote until the 
morning 1 It was "\Valter Scott. Who was it that looked 
at him from the opposite window 1 It was Lockhart, after­
wards his illustrious biographer. It is push and struggle 
and drive. There are mountains to scale, there are rivers 
to ford, and there has been struggle for everybody that 
gained anything for themselves, or anything for the Church, 
or gained anything for the world. 

THE HERITAGE. 
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL (b. 1819). 

"\Vhat doth the poor man's son inherit 1-
Stout muscles and a sinewy heart, 

A hardy frame, a hardier spirit; 
King of two hands, he does his part 
In every useful toil and art j-





Whe~ in uTm Bull;ry ,g;lehe 'am'tl) 
!l' (in ~~ !liliiJ)\;\f l);).~taiiJn /l.ll'!!£; 



P A T I I f . 

~KE HAJ?P Y., ~AL;L!E ¥. 

Ii!&lfJJ IU. ,I aAN~Q" t lip: - U'IlJI-) 



134 THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

the middle part. The only passage by which it could b~ 
entered was a cavern that passed under a rock, of which it 
has been long disputed whether it was the work of Nature 
or of human industry. The outlet of the cavern was con­
cealed by a thick wood; and the mouth, which opened into 
the Yalley, was closed with gates of iron forged by the 
artificers of ancient days, so massy that no man could, 
without the help of engines, open or shut them. 

From the mountains, on every side, rivulets descended, 
that filled all the valley with verdure and fertility, and 
formed a lake in the middle, inhabited by fish of every 
species, and frequented by every fowl which nature has 
taught to dip the wing in water. This lake discharged its 
superfluities by a stream, which entered a dark cleft of the 
mountain on the northern side, and fell with dreadful 
noise, from precipice to precipice, till it was heard no 
more. The sides of the mountains were covered with 
trees. The banks of the brooks were diversified with 
flowers. Every blast shook spices from the rocks, and 
every month dropped fruits upon the ground. All 
animals that bite the grass or browse the shrub, whether 
wild or tame, wandered in this extensive circuit, secured 
from beasts of prey by the mountains which confined 
them. On one part were flocks and herds feeding in the 
pastures; on another, all the beasts of chase frisking in 
the lawns; the sprightly kid was bounding on the rocks, 
the subtle monkey frolicking in the trees, and the 
solemn elephant reposing in the shade. All the diversities 
of the world were brought together; the blessings of nature 
were collected, and its evils extracted and excluded. 

The valley, wide and fruitful, supplied its inhabitants 
wi~h. the necessaries of life; amI all delights and super­
flUitIes were added at the annual visit which the emperor 
paid his children, when the iron gate was opened to the 
sou.nd o~ music, and during eight days everyone that 
re?Ided III ~he valley was required to propose whatever 
mIght contrIbute to make seclusion pleasant to fill up the 
vacancies of attention, * and lessen the tedi~usness of the 
time. Every desire was immediately granted. All the 

* Vacancic8 of attention, hours not otherwise occupied. 
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artificers of plcasure* were called to gladden the festivity: 
the musicians exerted the power of harmony, and the 
dancers showed their activity before the princes, in hope 
that they should pass their lives in this blissful captivity, 
to which those only were admitted whose performance 
was thought capable of adding novelty to luxury. 

Such was the appearance of security and delight which 
this retirement afforded, that they to whom it was new 
always desired that it might be perpetual; and as those on 
whom the iron gate had once closed were never suffered to 
return, the effect of long experience could not be known. 
Thus every year produced new schemes of delight and new 
competitors for imprisonment Basselas, Prince of Avyssinia. 

HOME THOUGHTS FROM ABROAD, 
(Written in Italy.) 

ROBERT BROWNIXG (b. 1812). 

Oh, to be in England, 
Now that April's there! 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning unaware, 
That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 
While the chaffinch sings on the o~chard bough, 
In England-now. 

And after April, when May follows, 
And the white-throat builds, and all the swallows; 
Hark! where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field, and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dew-drops at the bent spray's edge­
That's the wise thrush: he sings each song twice over, 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 
The first fine careless rapture. 
And thouO'h the fields look rough with hoary dew, 

. " . All wIll be gay when noontl~e wa,kes anew 
The buttercups, the little chIldren s dower, 
Far brighter than this gaudy melon flower! 

* Those whose office it was to devise new forms of pleasure. 
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Oh, sweet and tiny cousins! that belong, 
One to the fields, the other to the hearth 

Both have your sunshine; both, though sm~ll, are strong 
At your clear hearts; and both were sent on earth 

To sing in thoughtful ears this natural song: 
Indoors and out, summer and winter,-mirth. 

THE WORD "KIND." 
ARCHBISHOP TRENCH (b. 1807). 

\Ve speak of a kind person, and we speak of mankind, 
and perhaps, if we think about the matter at all, we seem 
to ourselves to be using quite different words, or the same 
word in senses quite unconnected. But they are connected, 
and that hy the closest bonds. A" kind" person is I::, 

"kinned" person, one of kin; one who acknowledges and 
acts upon his kinship with other men,-confesses that he 
owes to them, as of one blood with himself, the debt of 
love. And so "mankind" is man-hI/ned.'*" In the word 
is contained a declaration of the relationship which exists 
between all the members of the human family; and, 
seeing that this relationship, in a race scattered so widely 
and divided so far asunder, can only be through a commOl! 
head, we do in fact, every time we use the word "man­
kind," declare our faith in the one common descent of the 
whole race of man. And, beautiful before, how much 
more beautiful now do the words" kind" and" kindness" 
appear, when we apprehend the root out of which they 
grow,-that they are the acknowledgment, in loving deeds, 
of our kinship with our brethren. How profitable to keep 
in mind that a lively recognition of the bonds of blood, 
whether those closer ones which unite us to that which 
hy best right we term our family, or those wider ones 
which knit us to the whole human family, is the true 
source out of which all genuine love and affection must 
spring; for so much is affirmed by our daily, hourly usc 
of the worC!. 

* d excrescent, older form mankin.-SKE.\T'S Etym. Die!. 
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The birds sang in tbe branclles 
\Vith sweet familiar tone j 

But the voices of the children 
\Vill be beard in dreams alone! 

And the boy that walked beside me, 
Re could not understand 

\Vhy closer in mine, ah! closer, 
I pressed his warm, soft hand. 

THE HEIGHTS OF ABRAHAM. 
{The Heights of Abraham form the approach to Quebec on the land 

side. The battle fought there in 1759 between the French and the 
En!l'lish occurred in the course of the Seven Years' 'Var (1756-63), in 
whICh England and Prussia were combined against France, Austria, 
Russia, and other states. The specific cause of the war in America 
was the attempt made by the French to cut off the English from the 
fur-trade with the Indians by a chain of forts from the Lakes to the 
Mississippi. The expedition against Quebec was commanded by Gen­
era! Wolfe, a young officer specially selected by Pitt on account of 
hiB ability. The flan of the campaign was, that two armies from 
the south (under Generals Amherst and Johnson) should join 'Volfe 
before Quebec, After waiting for them in vain, 'Volfe attacked the 
French camp at the Montmorency on July 31st; but he was repulsed 
with considerable loss.] 

The disaster at the Montmorency broke down the health 
of \Volfe. His eager and ambitious spirit was housed in 
a sensitive, frail body. For days he lay in "burning f('ver 
on his bed. He knew that his country expected much 
from him. He had been specially chosen by Pitt to com­
mand, in the expectation that no danger and no difficulty 
would daunt him. As he tossed restlessly about, the bur­
den of bis unaccomplished task oppressed him sorely. As 
if in sympathy with their beloved General, sickness broke 
out in the army. For a time the gloom of discouragement 
rested upon it. 

When the fever began to leave him, Wolfe wrote t? his 
generals requiring them to consult over future operatIOns. 
'The obstacles to a successful attack by the Beauport shore 
were too great. Another plan, suggested, it is said, oy 
General Townsend, was adopted j but it was kept a pro­
found secret. Health returned to the army amid the bustle 
{)f preparation. At the end of August, Wolfe, now re-
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covered, withdrew from his camp on the left bank of 
the Montmorency, and concentrated his forces at Point 
Levi. 

On the 12th of September his batteries opened on Que­
bec; and Admiral Saunders anchored some of his great 
ships within firing range of the Beauport shore. Mont­
calm could see the British sailors and marines entering the 
boats, and he stood ready to repel another attack on his 
intrenchments. His army was now somewhat diminished 
in numbers. A mutinous spirit breaking out among the 
militia, he hanged some" to encourage the others:" many 
he had been compelled to send away to gather in the har­
vest. The reports of the capture of Fort Niagara and of 
the movements of Amherst from Crown Point had dis· 
quieted him. 

While the cannon were thundering over the Beauport 
shore, the English army marched by the southern bank of 
the St. Lawrence eight miles above Quebec, to where the 
fleet was ~tationed. Thrilled with the expectation of a 
great' action, the soldiers of the first division stepped 
silently into the boats. W o\£e was in the foremost. The 
night of September 14th was starry and still. As the 
flotilla dropped softly down the tide, he relieved his ex· 
citement by reciting Gray's Elegy; adding, when he had 
finished, "~ow, gentlemen, I would rather have been the 
author of that poem than take Quebec." He was soon to 
prove how true it is that" the paths of glory lead but to 
the grave." 

On the beach of a cove, three miles above the city, Wolfe 
and the officers with him leaped. Fast as the boats arrived, 
the soldiers landed and formed in rank. All night the 
boats passed between the cove and tbe fleet, which had now 
dropped down opposite it, bringing over the other divisions. 
A narrow path, hidden by the boscage, ran tortu01.:sly from 
the beach up the face of the precipitous rock. Swinging 
themselves up by the branches, holding on by tufts of 
grass, the agile Highlanders clambered to the top, and 
captured a French guard. \V o\£e and his whole army 
followed. When the gray dawn turned to a burnin" red 
streaked with glittering golden bars, 4,828 British soldiers 
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British main line the light infantry which were posted in 
front. vVolfe, who was on foot near the centre of the 
battle, with the Louisburg Grenadiers, strode along the 
ranks and counselled his soldiers not to fire until they saw 
the eyes of the foe. The French skirmishers retired, and 
with loud shouts the army advanced in columns, Mont­
calm in the centre with the regiments of Bearn [pro 
Bai-arn] and Guienne [pro Ghee-en']. Before their sharp 
fire the British soldiers fell fast. Wolfe was wounded in 
the wrist. vVhen within forty yards, the red lines poured 
forth one simultaneous volley of musketry. It was de­
cisive :-the militia fled: the French columns, shattered 
and reeling. wavered. 

\Volfe gave the word to advance. As he led the way a 
shot struck him in the body; wounded again, in the breast, 
he staggered and fell into the arms of a Grenadier officer, 
and was borne to the rear. Montcalm and his officers 
strove in vain to re-form their columns, to withstand the 
charge of the British. Before their admncing fire, and 
the rush of the Highlanders with their keen claymores, 
the French soldiers broke into irretrievable flight, and 
sought safety under the cannon of the ramparts. Mont­
calm fell mortally wounded, and was borne through the 
St. J olm's Gate into Quebec. 

" See! they run!" cried out the Grenadier officer who 
was with Wolfe. - "Who run j" asked W olfe. ~" The 
enemy, sir; they give way everywhere."-" Now, God be 
praised ;-1 die happy." In the short and sharp conflict 
of "the Plains" the English lost 5:) killed and 607 
wounded; the French, 1,500 in all. Wolfe was dead. 
Generals :Uurray and Moncton were severely wounded. 
Montcal~ died on the morning after the battle, consoled, 
as a soleller, by the fact that the spotless £laO" of France 
still waved OWl" Quebec. '" 

On the first alarm of the utter rout of the French army, 
the fortifications on the east of the city were abandoned. 
On the 18th of September the French (Yovernor of Quebec 
received instructions to hold out to th~ last extremity, as 
a fresh army was preparing to march to his relief. But it 
W3,S too late-on that day the British army entered the 
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capital of Canada. After an existence of one hundred and 
fifty years, the city of Champlain passed away from the 
protection of France, and the British standard was un­
furled from the Castle of St. Louis. U ndcr the new rule 
the inhabitants remained in secure possession of their 
property and in the free exercise of their religion. 

ARCHER: History of Canada. 

A STUDENT OF THE OLDEN TIME. 

THmrAS BAILEY ALDRICH (b. 1836). 

[In the following Jines are beautifully described the illuminated 
Gospels of the Middle Ages.] 

To those dim alcoves, far withdrawn, 
He turned with measured steps and slow, 
Trimming his lantern as he went: 
And there, among the shadows, bent 
Above one ponderous folio, 
With whose miraculous text were blent 
Seraphic faces; angels, crowned 
With rings of melting amethyst; 
Mute, patient martyrs, cruelly bound 
To blazing faggots; here ~nd there 
Some bold, serene evangelIst, 
Or Marv in her summer hair; 
And he;e and there, from out the woods, 
A brilliant tropic bird took flight; 
And through the margins many a viI!e 
Went wandering-roses, red and whIte, 
Tulip, windflower, and columbine 
Blossomed. To his believing mind 
These thinas were real, and the wind, 
Blown thr~ugh the mullioned window, took 
Scent from the lilies in the book. 

Friu;· Jerome's Beautiful Book. 
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MANITOBA: THEN AND NOW. 
RE'·. PRINCIPAL BRYCE, M.A., LL.B. 

The past ten years seem like a dream. In the rapidity 
of change there has hardly been the time for anything to 
seem real. The conclusions of one year as to the country 
have had to be abandoned the next, as development took 
place. The vast extent of the region grows on the mind 
by degrees. One's idea of distance changes. It seems no 
1110re to overtake a hundred miles than it formerly did to 
go twenty. The most fondly cherished delusions for 
settlement of certain opening regions have to be abandoned 
as flourishing settlements rise; and the railway is making 
such a transformation as to make the "oldest inhabitant ,. 
wonder whether he may not be in an enchanted land. 

Where Forts Douglas and Gibraltar were, now stands 
the city of Winnipeg. An unsightly Indian village of 
log houses, of not more than 300 people in 1871, is replaced 
by a busy city of 12,000 or 14,000 inhabitants; and the 
Htreet of log hovels has become the chief business street of 
the rising city, and been built np with handsome brick 
bnildings. 

The tide of population has rolled westward. Portage La 
Prairie is a thriving town upon the Canadian Pacific Rail 
way, now of 2,000 people. Three or four miles down Red 
River, from Fort Daer at Pembina, but on the east side of 
the river, stands Emerson, of nearly equal size. Not many 
miles from the old Brandon House, of which Pritchard 
speaks in his narrative, is the new town of Brandon, 
where the Canadian Pacific Railway crosses the Assiniboin. 
This place is only a few months old, but seems to promise 
to be of some importance. Settlement is now rushing on 
more than 250 miles west of WinnipeO', and the advance­
guard will soon have reached Qu'App~lle, the rendezvous 
of the Bois-brules (half-breeds) in 1846. 

The supre?Iac,Y of ~he half-breeds is past; the peaceful 
arts of cIvIhzahon WIll now be allowed to flourish. The 
houndless plains, so long left to the wandering buffaloes, 
are now everywhere being covered with thriving settle-
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ments. Upwards of 70,000 people have entered Manitoba 
during these ten years, and this in face of the fact that 
it is only about two years since the advent of the railway 
made access to the country easy. Agriculture and cattle­
raising are the staple occupations of the incoming popula­
tion. Wheat, it has been demonstrated, can be profitably 
raised and exported, even with the railway facilities 
hitherto enjoyed. The Selkirk colonists have not been 
slow to avail themsel ves of the opportunities afforded by the 
development of the country. Their young men and women 
have, in many cases, intermarried with the incoming Cana­
dians; and many of the most enterprising have left the old 
home in Kildollan, and settled in the new townships open­
ing up east and west of them. It is a fact worth noting, 
also, that a number of the grandchildren of the band of 
colonists led away from Red River by Duncan Cameron 
in 1815, have corne as ~ettlers, of their own accord, to the 
land deserted by their fathers. 

And during the past ten years a vast advance has taken 
place in the condition of the Indian tribes of the whole 
N orth-W est. When the writer went to the country, there 
was still uncertainty as to them; bands of surveyors were 
stopped as trespassers by them, but now treat.i.es have 
been made with the Indians over the whole extent to the 
foot of the Rocky Mountains, and settlers are as safe five 
hundred miles west of Winnipeg as in the centre of the 
Selkirk settlement. The Indian now, as he always did, 
respects the great mother (Queen Victoria); all causes of 
disa<rreement with the whites are removed. 

" lI-Ianitoba: il8 Injancy, Growth, and Pref3ent Condition (1882). 

MEG MERRILIES. 
JOHN KEATS (1795-1821). 

[Meg Merrilies is the tall masculine gip'~Y woman introduced hy 
Sir Walter Scott in GU)I ftlannering, chap. m.) 

Old Meg she was a gipsy, 
And lived upon the moors: 

Her bed it was the brown heath turf, 
And her house was out of doors. 

10 
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Her apples were swart blackberries, 
Her currants, pods 0' broom; <f-

Her wine was dew of the wild white rose; 
Her book a churchyard tomb. 

Her brothers were the craggy hills, 
Her sisters larchen trees; 

Alone with her great family 
She lived as she did please. 

1\" () breakfast had she many a morn, 
No dinner many a noon; 

And, 'stead of supper, she would stare 
Full hard against the moon. 

But every morn, of woodbine fresh 
She made her garlanding; 

And, every night, the dark glen yew 
She wove, and she would sing. 

And with her fingers, old and brown, 
She plaited mats of rushes, 

Ami gave them to the cottagers 
She met among the bushes. 

A CAMEL IN LOVE. 
LIEUT.-COL. BURNABY. 

I once rode a camel in love; this was in the Great 
Korosko desert. He was known by the name of the 
Magnoon, or the Mad Camel; but whether on account of 
his susceptible heart or not I cannot say. I shall never 
forget one occasion on which the amorous quadruped had 
accidently become separated from the Juliet of his affection, 
" sweet creature that carried the sheik of our party. She 
was very old; but this was no deterrent in the eyes of her 
ardent admirer, who was miserable when not at her side. 
I had ridden on a little ahead of the party when the voice 
of Juliet, who was being saddled in the desert, and who 

• Here the "bonnie broom" of Scotland is intended; its bright 
yellow flowers are followed by pods. 
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vented her woes in weird squeals and sounds appropriate to 
her race, was wafted by the breeze to the attentive ears of 
her admirer. He was a very long and a vE'ry tall camel, 
and in an instant he commenced to rear. l\Iy position be· 
came both ludicrous and precarious. Ludicrous to every 
one but myself, who was interested in the matter more 
than anyone except Romeo. I found that I was, as it 
were, slipping down the steep roof of a house, with noth­
ing to hold on by but a little peg about four inches long, 
which projected from the front part of the saddle. 

It was an awful moment, but he did not keep me long 
in suspense. Performing an extraordinary movement, he 
suddenly swung himself round on his hind legs, and ran 
as fast as ever he could in the direction of the fair enticer. 
A camel's gait is a peculiar one; they go something like a 
pig with the fore, and like a cow with the hind legs. The 
motion is decidedly rough. At this moment my steed was 
seized with a strange and convulsive twitching, which 
threatened to capsize the saddle. My position became 
each second more ridiculous and appalling. I was a 
shuttlecock, Romeo's back was the battledore. At every 
moment I was hurled into the air. The fear of missing 
the saddle and falling on the ground was continually ill 
my mind. The little projecting knob, which seemed an 
instrument of torture like the impaling-sticks used to 
punish the unfaithful in China, was also a source of con­
sternation. I do not think I have eYer felt a more 
thorough sensation of relief than when, on arriving at our 
encampment, Romeo halted by the side of his Juliet. 

Ride to KltilJa. 

But finding soon a smoother road 
Beneath his well-8hod feet, 

The snorting beast began to trot, 
Which "ailed him in his seat. 

"So, fair a:d softly," John he cried, 
But John he cried in vain; 

That trot became a gallop soon, 
III spite of curb and rein. 

COWPER: John Gilpin. 
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FLIGHT OF THE WILD GEESE. 

THos. D'ARCY M'GEE (1825-1868). 

l The southward flight of the Canada Goose lasts from the middle of 
August to the middle of October; the northward flight, from the middle 
of April to the middle of May.] 

" \Vhat is the cry so wildly heard, 
Oh, mother dear, across the lake j "­

" My child, 'tis but the northern bird 
Alighted in the reedy brake." 

" Why cries the northern bird so wild 1 
Its wail is like our baby's voice."-

" 'Ti~ far from its own home, my child, 
And would you have it, then, rejoice 1" 

" And why does not the wild bird fly 
Straight homeward through the open aid 

I see no barriers in the sky-
Why does she sit lamenting there 1"-

" My child, the laws of life and death 
Are written in four living books: 

The wild bird reads them in the breath 
Of winter, freezing up the brooks; 

"Reads and obeys-more wise than man­
And meekly steers for other climes; 

Obeys the providential plan, 
And humbly waits for happier times. 

" The spring, that makes the poets sing, 
\ViII whisper in the wild bird's ear' 

And swiftly back, on willin" win" ' 
The wild bird to the north wilt~teer." 
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THE RAPIDS. 
JOHN B. GOUGH (b. 1817). 

Let me speak, then, of one habit which, in its power 
and influence and fascination, seems to rear its head like 
a Goliath above all the kindred agencies of evil-I allude 
to the habit of using intoxicating liquors as a beveraO'e 
until that habit becomes a fascination. '" , 

I read, the other day, of an old gentleman who said to 
his friend,-" I have drunk a bottle of wine a day for 
twenty years, and have enjoyed good health." 

" Ah !" said his friend, "but where are your com­
panions ~" 

" Oh," was the reply, "I have buried six generations of 
them." 

Yes, young men, that's it. 
Let men look back upon the fate of the companions of 

their youth, let the long fingers of memory draw into that 
memory's chambers the forms of those dear friends, and 
how many would they find who have gone to death and 
destruction through a bad habit working with an easy 
temperament! 

There is a young man, full of fire and poetry; of a 
nervous temperament and a generous heart; fond of 
society, and open and manly in everything he does. 
Everyone loves him. That is the man most liable to 
become intemperate. 

He enters into the outer circle of the whirlpool, and 
throws care to the winds. There he thinks to stay; but 
he gets nearer and nearer to the fatal gulf, until he is 
suddenly swept into the vortex before he dreams of danger. 

This thing, habit, comes gradually. Many a man who 
has acquired a habit, but does not exactly proceed to 
excess, is rescued simply by possessing certain physical 
qualities which his poor unfortunate friend had not. 

You say that you are not such a fool as to become a 
drunkard. So Ite thought once. 

You say, "I can leave it off when I like;" as if Ite at 
first had not had the power to leave it off when 11£ liked. 
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You say, "I have too sound an intellect to become a 
drunkard;" as if he had been born without one. 

You say, "I have too much pride in myself, too much 
self-respect;" as if he had not once been as proud as you. 

The way in which men acquire this habit is, by looking 
on those who proceed to excess as naturally inferior to 
themselves. The difference between you and a drunkard 
is just this :-you cottld leave off the habit, but won't; he 
1COllt./ with all his heart and soul, but cannot. 

This power of habit is gradually increasing, and is 
destroying your power of self-control. Samson was bound 
three times; and when he heard the cry, "The Philistines 
are upon thee, Samson," three times he burst his bonds. 
But he fell into Delilah's hands: he laid his head on her 
knees, and she took off his locks. Then came the cry, 
"The Philistines are upon thee, Samson;" and he arose and 
said, "I will go out and shake myself,"-but his strength 
was gone. 

God pity you, young man, if ever you llegin to feel the 
fetters of evil habit galling you, and if, when you go out 
to burst them, you find them welded iron bands eating into 
the marrow, so that you cry in agony of spirit, "Who shall 
deliver me from the slavery of evil habit?" A man's power 
to do a thing is valueless, unless he have the will to exercise 
that power. 

I tell you, young men, that while the power of a bad 
habit strips you of nerve and energy and freshness of feel­
ing, it does not destroy your responsibility. You are 
accountable to God for every power and talent, and for the 
influence of your position. Although the power of evil 
habit destroys your power of good, you are still accountable 
for the terrible result; and then, too late, you will find that 
" the wages of sin is death." 

"I can quit it, but I won't." "Should I find it by 
experience to he injurious, I will give it up." Surely that 
is not common sense. Yet such is the fascination thrown 
around a man by the power of evil habit, that it must 
~ave essentially injured him before he will consent to give 
It up. 

:Many a man has been struck down in his prosperity, has 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 151 

been sent to prison for crime, before he acknowled<Yed that 
his evil habit was injuring him. e 

You might as well say, "I will put my hand into the 
nest of the rattlesnake, and when I find that he has struck 
his fangs into me, I will draw it out and get it cured." 

I rem~mber riding from Buffalo to the Niagara Falls; 
and I sald to a gentleman, "What river is that, sir?" 

"That," he said, "is Niagara Rin'r." 
" 'Nell, it is a beautiful stream," said I; "bright and fair 

and glassy: how far off are the rapids 1" 
"Only a mile or two," was the reply. 
"Is it possible that, only a mile from us, we shall find 

the water in the turbulence which it must show when near 
the Falls 1" 

" You will find it so, sir." 
And so I found it; and that first sight of the Niagara I 

shall never forget. . 
Now, young men, launch your bark on that Kiagara 

River. It is bright, smooth, beautiful, and glassy. There 
is a ripple at the bow; the silvery wake you leave behind 
adds to your enjoyment. Down the stream you glide, oars, 
sails,. and helm in proper trim, and you set out on your 
pleasure excursion. 

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

" What is it 7" 
"The rapids are below you! " 
"Ha, ha! we have heard of the rapids, but we are not 

such fools as to go there! If we go too fast, then we shall 
up with the helm and steer to the shore; we shall set the 
mast in the socket, hoist the sail, and speed to land. Then 
on, boys! don't be alarmed; there's no danger." 

" Young men, ahoy there! " 
" What is it 1 " 
" The rapids are below you! " 
"Ha, ha! another old 'fool told us that i Bother the 

rapids' we will laugh and quaff; all things delight us. 
What ~are we for the future! No man ever saw it! 'Suf­
ficient for the day is the evil thereof.' ~ e '~ill en.ioy.li~e 
while we may; we will catch pleasure as lt fhes! Thls 18 
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" Young men, ahoy!" 
" What is it ~ " 
"Beware! beware! The rapids are below you! Look 

how fast you pass that point! See the water foaming all 
around you there! " 

" Ah! so it is !-Up with the helm ! Now turn! Pull 
hard !-quick! quick! Pull for your lives! pull till the 
blood starts from your nostrils, and the veins stand like 
whipcord upon your brow! Set the mast in the socket! 
hoist the sail !-Ah, ah! it is too late!" Shrieking, 
cursing, howling, over you go! 

Thousands of young men, in this land of light and 
liberty, are sent shrieking every year over the rapids of 
Intemperance, crying all the whilf', "When I find it is 
injuring me, then I will give it up! " Orations (1854). 

THE TREE. 
BJORNSTJERNE BJORNSON * (b. 1832). 

The Tree's early leaf-buds were bursting their brown; 
"Shall I take them away?" said the Frost, sweeping down. 

" No: leave them alone 
Till'the blossoms have grown," 

Prayed the Tree, while he trembled from rootlet to crown. 

The Tree bore his blossoms, and all the birds sung; 
" Shall I take them away 1" said the Wind, as he swung. 

"No; leave them alone 
Till the berries have grown," 

Said the Tree, while his leaflets quiyering hung. 

The Tree bore his fruit in the midsummer glow; 
Said the girl, "May I gather thy berries now 1" 
" Yes; all thou canst see; 

Take them; all are for thee," 
Said the Tree, while he bent down his laden boughs low. 

* Approximate sound,-Bee-!rn~stee-ern~.ay Bee-Irn~son. 
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RIVERS. 
JOHN TYNDALL, LT,.D. (h. 1820). 

Let us trace a river to its source. Beginning where it 
empties itself into the sea, and following it backwards, we 
find it from time to time joined by tributaries, which swell 
its waters. The river, of course, becomes smaller as these 
tributaries are passed. It shrinks first to a brook, then 
to a stream; this, again, divides itself into a number of 
streamlets, ending in mere threads of water. These con­
stitute the source of the river, and are usually found 
among hills. Thus, the Severn has its source in the 
Welsh Mountains; the Thames in the Cotsw6ld Hills; 
the Missouri in the Rocky Mountains; and the Amazon 
in the Andes of Peru. But it is quite plain that we have 
not yet reached the real beginning of the rivers. Whence 
do the earliest streams derive their water 1 A brief resi­
dence among the mountains would prove to you that the 
streams are fed by rain. In dry weather you would fincl 
the streams feeble, sometimes, indeed, quite dried up. In 
wet weather you would see them foaming torrents. In 
general these streams lose themselves as little threads of 
water upon the hill·sides. Sometimes you may trace a 
river to a definite spring. But you very soon assure 
yourself that such springs are also fed by rain, which has 
percolated through the rocks or soil, and which, through 
some orifice that it has found or formed, comes to the light 
of day. But we cannot end here. Whence comes the 
rain that forms the mountain streams 1 Observation 
enables you to answer the question. Rain does not come 
from a clear sky. It comes from clouds. But what are 
clouds 1 Is there nothing you are acquainted with which 
they resemble 1 You discover at once a likeness between 
them and the condensed steam of a locomotive. At 
e;ery puff of the engine a cloud is projected into the 
air. Watch the cloud sharply. You notice that it first 
fo;ms at a little distance from the top of the funneL 
Give close attention and you will sometimes see a per­
fectly clear space between the funnel and the cloud. 
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Through that clear space the thing which makes the cloud 
must pass. 

What, then, is this thing, which at one moment is 
transparent and invisible, at the next moment visible as a 
dense opaque cloud 1 It is the stearn or '/:apor cif wale?' 
from the. bo~l~r. 'Within the boiler this steam is transpa­
rent and lllvlSlble; but to keep it in this invisible state a 
heat would be required as great as that within the boiler. 
When the vapor mingles with the cold air above the hot 
funnel, it ceases to be vapor. Every bit of steam shrinks, 
when chilled, to a much more minute particle of water. 
The liquid particles thus produced form a kind of 1{"(tie'l" dust 
of exceeding fineness, which floats in the air, and is called 
a cloud. Watch the cloud-banner from the funnel of a 
running locomotive: you see it growing gradually less 
dense. It finally melts away altogether; and, if you con­
tinue your observations, you will not fail to notice that the 
speed of its disappearance depends on the character of the 
day. 

In moist weather the cloud hangs long and lazily in the 
air; in dry weather it is rapidly licked up. What has 
become of it 1 It has been re-converted into true invisible 
vapor. The drier the air, and the !totter the air, the grE'ater 
is the amount of cloud which can be thus dissolved in it. 

Make the lid of a kettle air-tight, and permit the steam 
to issue from the pipe; a cloud is formed in all respects 
similar to that which issues from the funnel of the locomo­
tive. To produce the cloud, in the case of the locomotive 
and the kettle, !teat is necessary. By heating the water 
we first convert it into steam; and then by chilling the 
steam we convert it into cloud. 

Is there any fire in nature which produces the clouds of 
our atmosphere 1 There is-the fire of the sun. T?us! by 
tracing a river backwards from its end to its real begmmng, 
we come at length to the sun. 

Fo,.ms of Water. 
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I murmur under moon and stars 
In brambly wildernesses j 

I linger by my shingly bars, 
I loiter round my cresses; 

And out again I curve and flow, 
To join the brimming river j-

For men may come, and men may go, 
But I go on for ever. 

MOSES AT THE FAIR. 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH (1728-1774). 

As we were now to hold up our heads a little higher in 
the world, my wife suggested that it would be proper to 
sell the colt, which was grown old, at a neighboring fair, 
and buy us a horse that would carry us single, or double 
upon an occasion, and make a pretty appearance at church 
or upon a visit. This at first I opposed stoutly; but it 
was stoutly defended. However, as I weakened, my 
antagonist gained strength, till at last it was resolved to 
part with him. 

As the fair happened on the following day, I had 
intentions of going myself; but my wife persuaded me 
that I had got a cold, and nothing could prevail upon her 
to permit me from home. "No, my dear," said she; "our 
son Moses is a discreet boy, and can buy and sell to a very 
good advantage. You know all our great bargains are of 
his purchasing. He always stands out and higgles, and 
actually tires them'till he gets a bargain," 

As I had some opinion of my son's prudence, I was 
willing enough to intrust him with this commission j and 
the next morning I perceived his sisters mighty busy in 
fitting out Moses for the fair; trimming his hair, brushing 
his buckles, and cocking his hat with pins, The business 
of the toilet being over, we had at last the satisfaction of 
seeing him mounted upon the colt, with a deal box before 
him to bring home groceries in, He had on a coat made 
of that cloth they call "thunder and lightning," which, 
though grown too short, was much too good to be thrown 
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under the deal box, which he had strapped round his 
shoulders like a pedler. - " Welcome, welcome, Moses I 
Well, my boy, what have you brought us from the faid" 
" I have brought you myself," cried Moses, with a sly look, 
and resting the box on the dresser.-" Ay, Moses," cried 
my wife, "that we know; but where is the horse!" " I 
have sold him," cried Moses, "for three pounds five shil­
lings and twopence."-"Well done, my good boy," returned 
she; "I knew you would touch them off. Between our­
selves, three pounds five shillings and twopence is no bad 
day's work. Come, let us have it then." "I have brought 
~ack no money," cried lIIoses again. "I have laid it all 
out in a bargain, and here it is," pulling out a bundle from 
his breast; "here they are; a gross of green spectacles, 
with silver rims and shagreen cases."-" A gross of green 
spectacles!" repeated my wife, in a faint voice. " And 
you have parted with the colt, and brought us back nothing 
but a gross of green paltry spectacles!" "Dear mother," 
cried the boy, "why don't you listen to reason! I had 
them a dead bargain, or I should not have brought them. 
The silver rims alone will sell for double the money."-"A 
fig for the silver rims!" cried my wife ill a passion: .. 1 
dare swear they won't sell for above half the money at the 
rate of broken silver, five shillings an ounce."-" You need 
be under no uneasiness," cried I, "about selling the rims, 
for they are not worth sixpence; for I perceive they 
are only copper varnished over." -" What!" cried my 
wife; "not silved the rims not silver!" "No," cried I; 
"no more silver than your saucepan."-" And so," re­
turned she, "we have parted with the colt, and have only 
got a gross of green spectacles, with copper rims lind sha­
green cases! A murrain take such trumpery! The block­
head has been imposed upon, and should have known his 
company better." "There, my dear," cried I, "you are 
wrong; he should not have known them at all."-" Marry! 
hang the idiot!" returned she, "to brinO' me such stufi';­
if I had them, I would throw them in the fire." "There 
again you are wrong, my dear," cried I; "for though they 
be copper, we will keep them by us, as copper spectacles, 
you know, are better than nothing." 
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Bv this time the unfortun~te Moses was undeceived. 
He ilow saw that he had been imposed upon by a prowling 
sharper, who, observing his figure, had marked him for an 
easy prey. I therefore asked the circumstances of his 
deception. He sold the horse, it seems, and walked the fair 
in search of another. A reverend-looking man brought 
him to a tent, under pretence of having one to sell. 

"Here," continued Moses, "we met another man, very 
well dressed, who desired to borrow twenty pounds upon 
these, saying that he wanted money, and would dispose of 
them for a ~hird of the value. The first gentleman, who 
pretended to be my friend, whispered me to buy them, 
and cautioned me not to let so good an offer pass. I sent 
for Mr. Flamborough, and they talked him up as finely as 
they did me; and so at last we were persuaded to buy the 
two gross between us." The Vicar of Wakpjield, chap. xii. 

CONVERSE IN PARADISE. 
[Eee addresses these words to Adam:-] 

·With thee conversing I forget all time; 
All seasons and their change, all please alike. 
Sweet is the breath of Morn, her rising sweet, 
\Vith charms of earliest birds; pleasant the Sun, 
When first on this delightful land he spreads 
His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower, 
Glistening with dew; fragrant the fertile Earth 
After soft showers; and sweet the coming on 
Of grateful Evening mild; then silent Night, 
'With this her solemn bird, and this fair Moon, 
And these the gems of Heaven, her starry train; 
But neither breath of Morn, when she ascends 
With charm of earliest birds; nor rising Sun 
On this delightful land; nor herb, fruit, flower, 
Glistening with dew; nor fragrance after .showers; 
Nor grateful Evening mild; nor silent NIght, 
With this her solemn bird; nor walk by Moon, 
Or glittering star-light, without thee, is sweet. 

MILTON: Paradise Lost, book iv., 639-656. 
11 
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CHILD AND BOATMAN. 
JEAN INGELOW (b. 1830). 

"Martin, I wonder who makes all the songs." 
" You DO, sir 1 " 

" Yes, I wonder how they come." 
" Well, boy, I wonder what you'll wonder next! " 
" But someb9dy must make them 1" 

" Does your wife know 1 " 
"Sure enough." 

" She never said she did." 
"You told me that she knew so many things." 
" I said she was a London woman, sir, 

And a fine scholar, but I never said 
She knew about the songs." 

"I wish she did." 
" And I wish no such thing; she knows enough, 

She knows too much already.-Look you now, 
This vessel's off the stocks, a tidy craft." 

" A schooner, Martin 1" 
" No, boy, no; a brig, 

Only she.'s schooner-rigged,-a lovely craft." 
" Is she for me 1-0h, thank you, Martin dear. 

What shall I call her 1 " 
"Well, sir, what you please." 

"Then write on her, The jI.'agle." 
" Bless the child! 

Eagle! why, you know naught of eagles, you. 
When we layoff the coast, up Canada way, 
And chanced to be ashore when twilight fell, 
That was the place for eagles; bald they were, 
With eyes as yellow as gold." 

" 0 Martin, dear, 
Tell me about th~m." 

" Tell! there's naught to tell, 
Only they snored 0' nights and frighted us." 

"Snored 1" 
" Ay, I tell you, snored; they slept upright 

In the great oaks by scores; as true as time; 
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If I'd had aught upon my mind just then,-
I wouldn't have walked that wood for unknown gold; 
It was most awful. When the moon was full, 
I've seen them fish at night, in the middle watch, 
'Vhen she got low. I've seen them plunge like stcnes, 
And come up fighting with a fish as long, 
Ay, longer than my arm; and they would sail,­
'Vhen they had struck its life out,-they would sail 
Over the deck, and show their fell, fierce eyes, 
And croon for pleasure, hug the prey, and speed 
Grand as a frigate on a wind." 

"My ship, 
She must be called Tlte Eagle, after these. 
And, Martin, ask your wife about the songs, 
"'hen you go in at dinner-time." 

"Not I!" 
SOT/{/S en the Voices of Ri,·a •. 

THE COUNTRY SURGEON. 
ISA (CRAIG) KNox (b. 1831). 

Her eyes have asked the question­
Will it be life, 01' death 1 

And waiting for the answer, 
She holds her very breath. 

Like a half-open gateway 
Her white lips are apart, 

'While still within is standinO' 
Her waiting, listening hea~·t. 

She will be brave-will meekly 
Go down into the gloom, 

Prepared in death's chill shadow 
To shed her very 1J100m. 

He bows his head before her 
But not a word he f;:\ith. ' 

It is enough: in silence 
She reads the answer-Death! 
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THE HEROINE OF VERCHERES. 
FRANCIS PARKMAN (b. 1823). 

[The following incident be!ongs to the period of the deadly struggle 
between the French settlers In Canada and the Iroquois Indians. The 
story was, by order of Governor Beauharnois taken down many years 
late~ from the recital of the heruine herself.] , 

Vercheres [pro Ver-shair1 was a fort on the south shore 
of the St. Lawrence, about twenty miles below Montreal. 
A strong block-house stood outside the fort, and was con­
nected with it by a covered way. On the morning of the 
22nd of October [1692] the inhabitants were at work in 
the fields, and nobody was left in t.he place but two sol­
diers, two boys, an old man of eighty, and a num1er of 
women and children. The commandant was on duty at 
Quebec; his wife was at Montreal; and their daughtf'l', 
Madeline, fourteen years of age, was at the landing-place 
not far from the gate of the fort, with a man-sermnt. 

Suddenly she heard firing from the direction where the 
settlers were at work, and an instant after the servant 
called out, "Run, miss !-run! here come the Indians!" 
She turned and saw forty or fifty of them at the distance 
of a pistol-shot. She ran to the fort as quickly as possible, 
while the bullets whistled about her ears, and made the 
time seem very long. As soon as she was near enough to 
be heard she cried out, "To arms i-to arms!" hoping 
that som~body would come out and help her; but it was 
of no use. The two soldiers in the fort were so scared 
that they had hidden in the block-house. 

When she had seen certain breaches in the palisade 
stopped, she went to the block-house, where the ~mmuni­
tion was kept; and there she found the t~o soldIers, o~e 
hidino- in a corner and the other with a lIghted match III 
his h~nd. "Wh~t are you going to do with that match 7" 
she asked. He answered, " Light the powder and blow us 
all up." "You are a miserable coward!" said she. " Go 
out of this place." She then threw off her bonnet, put on 
a hat and takin" a gun in her hand she said to her two 
brothers, "Let ~s fight to the death. We are fighting for 
our country and our religion." 
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The boys, who were ten and twelve years old, aided by 
the soldiers, whom her words had inspired with some little 
coura~e, began to fire from the loop-holes on .the Indians; 
who, Ignorant of the weakness of the garrison, showed 
their usual reluctance to attack a fortified place, and occu­
pied themselves with chasing and butchering the people in 
the neighboring fields. Madeline ordered a cannon to be 
fired, partly to deter the enemy from an assault, and 
partly to warn some of the soldiers who were hunting at 
a distance. 

A canoe was presently seen approaching the landing. 
place. In it was a settler named Fontaine, trying to reach 
the fort with his family. The Indians were still near, and 
Madeline feared that the new-comers would be killed if 
something were not done to aid them. Distrusting the 
soldiers, she herself went alone to the landing-place. 

"J thought," she said, in her account of the affair, " that 
the savages would suppose it to be a ruse to draw them 
towards the fort, in order to make a sortie upon them. 
They did suppose so; and thus I was able to save the Fon­
taine family. When they were all landed, I made them 
march before me in full sight of the enemy. We put so bold 
a face on it, that they thought they had more to fear than we. 
Strengthened by this reinforcement, I ordered that the 
enemy should be fired on whenever they showed themselves. 

"After sunset a violent north-east wind began to blow, 
accompanied with snow and hail, which told us that we 
should have a terrible night. The Indiaus were all this 
time lurking about us; and I judged by all their move­
ments that, instead of being deterred by the storm, they 
would climb into the fort under cover of darkness." 

She then assemhled her troops, who numbered six, all 
told, and spoke to them encouraging words. She with 
two old men took charge of the fort, and she sent Fontaine 
and the two soldiers with the women and children to the 
block-house. She placed her two brothers on two of the 
bastions, and an old man on a third, while she herself took 
charge of the fourth. All night, in spite of wind snow, 
and hail, the cry of "All's well" was kept up fr~m the 
block-house to the fort, and from the fort to the block-
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house. One would have supposed that the place was full 
of soldiers. The Indians thought so, and were completely 
deceived, as they afterwards confessed . 

. At last the daylight came again; and as the darkness 
disappeared, the anxieties of the little "arrison seemed to 
disappear with it. Fontaine said he wo~ld neyer abandon 
the place while Madeline remained in it. She declared 
that she would never abandon it: she would rather die 
than give it up to the enemy. 

She did not eat or sleep for twice twenty-four hours. 
She did not go once into her father's house, but kept 
always on the bastion, except when she went to the block­
house to see how the people there were hehaving. She 
always kept a cheerful and smiling face, and encouraged 
her little company with the hope of speedy succor. 

"We were a week in constant alarm," she continues, 
"with the enemy always about us. At last a lieutenant, 
sent by the governor, arrived in the night with forty men. 
As he did not know whether the fort was taken or not, he 
approached as silently as possible. One of our sentinels, 
hearing a slight sound, cried, 'Who goes there l' I was at 
the time dozing, with my head on a table and Illy gun 
lying across my arms. The sentinel told me that he heard 
voices from the river. I went at once to the bastion to 
see whether they were Indians or Frenchmen who were 
there. I asked, 'Who are you l' One of them answered .. 
, We are Frenchmen come to bring you help.' 

"I caused the gate to be opened, placed a sentinel there, 
and went down to the river to meet them. As soon as I 
saw the lieutenant I saluted him, and said, 'I surrender 
my arms to you.' He answered gallantly, 'They are in 
good hands, miss.' He inspected the fort, and found 
everything in order, and a sentinel on each bastion. ' It 
is time to relieve them,' said I; 'we have not been off our 
bastions for a week.' " 

A band of converts from St. Louis arrived soon after­
wards, followed the trail of their heathen countrymen, 
overtook them on Lake Champlain, and recovered twenty 
or more French prisoners. 

Frontenac and Ne," France under Louis XIV., chap. xiv. 
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Your glorious standard launch again, 
To match another foe, 

And sweep through the deep 
'While the stormy winds do blow; 

While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave! 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was their grave: 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep 
While the stormy winds do blow; 

While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 
No towers along the steep; 

Her march is o'er the mountain waves, 
Her home is on the deep: 

'With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below, 

As they roar on the shore 
When the stormy winds do blow; 

When the hattIe rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor-flag of England 
Shall yet terrific burn, 

Till danger's troubled night depart, 
And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors! 
Our song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name, 
When the storm has ceased to blow; 

'\Then the fiery fight is heard no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow. 
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rounding beauties of the morning, for a heavy sorrow lay 
at his heart. A beloved wife lay at home ill, six hungry 
children waited with her anxiously for his return, and he 
must return with empty hands. 

His rich cousin, from whom he had hoped for assistance, 
had repulsed him with cruel words, and now his future 
lay dark and hopeless before him .. 

But as the sun rose higher, as all Nature bloomed and 
sent forth her frankincense of praise, and the streams 
murmured of peace, he grew more composed. 

"How glorious! how wonderful!" he thought, as he 
stood still and gazed around him; "and what a mystery 
it is that only man is so often shut out from the universal 
enjoyment of creation. 'Vhy should he be crushed to the 
earth, and provide in sorrow and pain for his bodily 
sustenance, while the birds sing and the flowers bloom 
free from care 1 Doth He not clothe the lilies, and give 
the rose and the violet their perfume and exquisite hues 1 
Can the Eternal Father care less for an immortal soul? 
No, no, never!" 

He began again to move forward, singing that noblest 
hymn in the German language, which has been so perfectly 
translated by John Wesley, beginning-

" Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands, 

To His sure truth and tender care, 
Who earth and heaven commands. 

" Who points the clouds their course, 
Whom winds and seas obey; 

He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 

"Thou on the Lord rely, 
So safe shalt thou go on ; 

Fix on His work thy steadfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done." 

When he came to the lines-
" Still heavy is thy heart? 

Still sink thy spirits down? 
Cast off the weight, let fear depart, 

Bid every care be gone,"-

he quickened his pace with a firmer tread and a lighter 
heart. 
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Perhaps he would have sung on to the end of the hymn, 
had not a voice, clear as a silver bell, greeted him with 
"Guten morgen!" (Good morning !) 

The singer 100kE-d in the direction of the voice, and 
stood like one transfixed at the sight of the vision before 
him. 

On the banks of the brook which flowed past his path 
sat a lovely maiden clad in white, and bathed her marble­
white feet in the crystal water. 

Before he could recover from his astonishment, the 
figure rose and approached him, saying in a voice of the 
most delicious melody-

"Thou sangst just now a beautiful song, that was made 
for the troubled. May help be as near everyone who 
sings it as to thee; for know, thou art come at a most 
happy hour. It is only permitted me once a year to be 
at this spot; and whoever meets me here, and deserves it 
as thou, him I make happy-if wealth can make him 
happy. Listen, then: 'When the bells ring midnight, leave 
thy cottage, and climb the mountain in silence to the ruins 
of Burg Osterode. Between the sunken walls thou wilt 
find a flower; pluck it, and instantly all the treasures of 
the heart of the mountain will be revealed to thine eyes, 
from which thou mayst take as much as thou wilt. Go 
now thy way, and carry comfort and hope to thy wife. 
My time is expired." 

The slender form, the pale, loving face, transparent 
as moonlight, the long golden hair, were in a twinkling 
vanished. 

Wonderfully cheered, the weaver hastened home and 
related his vision to his suffering wife and little children, 
and they waited with impatience for the appointed hour. 
At last the leaden-footed hours had passed-it was mid· 
night. 

The weaver kissed his wife and hastened forth. It was 
a .glorious night. The full moon shone, the quail sang her 
~llgl~tly song. The picturesque ruin contrasted wonderfully 
III Its dark gray masses with the cloudless blue of the 
heavens and the silver moonli<Yht. 

A peculiar light shone out" of an arched chamber; he 
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followed it, and there sat the pale maiden, adorned with 
a wreath of white roses in her hair. She raised her jasper­
blue eyes, looked kindly on him, and beckoned him to 
approach and gather the shining flower. 

The weaver obeyed and tremblingly plucked the lily. 
Hardly had he the flower in his hand when a fearful, 

rumbling sound arose in the heart of the mountain, the 
ground close to his feet sank crashing into the depths, and 
a huge caldron rose in flame, filled to the brim with 
glittering gold pieces. The maiden bade him take what 
he would; for he was so overcome with astonishment and 
terror that he could not move. 

At her friendly voice he recovered from his fear, filled 
pockets and hat with the coins, bowed low and reverently, 
left the magic chamber, and hurried back to his cottage­
and the sun rose on two happy people. Every anniversary 
of the day they went to the ruins to thank the fairy, who, 
however, ever afterward remained invisible. 

Legends and Tales of the Hm'z lIIountains (ISSI). 

SOLDIER, REST! 

SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771-I832). 

[These lines are sung by Ellen Douglas, the ,. Lady of. t!>e Lake,"· 
wnen Ellen and her aunt, the lady Margare~, are entertammi\' J ame .. 
Fitzjames (James V.) at their island retreat m Loch Katrme. J 

Soldier, rest! Thy warfare o'er, . 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breakmg; 

Dream of battled fields no more, 
Days of danger, nights of waking. 

In our isle's enchanted hall, 
Hands unseen thy couch are strewing; 

Fairy strains of music fall, . 
Every sense in slumber dew mg. 

Soldier, rest! Thy warfare o'er, 
Dream of fighting fields no more; 



- if;:' Fl £be. slllep <that. kno;WB not T~l'eH.fu~, 
1\1011'). 011 toil: hQl'n ,~ht of \V~~. 

No 'Tude sound shaill'l't·aclt thwe enJ1, 
10tm.w . cll\!!l& t:ro wll:f"- eefl cl~n;pin"; 

Ill-ump Imr pi:orl'lGb summm' !me 
l1iJa~fu}:r claJj ~ IS uaUl'OJ;). ti'!!iJDpim;. 

Y,et, "t!L.e 1a,vk's swill Iff U1'iJ,y 'com 
At; t.ll o.ll'lL,l .,~ 'f.rQ)p u~ ~'6~.; 

ibni tlJldii ttmn sOUJ.d lUll, r.lrlllll, 
~oqfnJXJg jj'qrg jjl\,~ s~g.y I>haafo~" 

F-lll1I: j; ,so;ifud 'shall nrm.e' U 6' Dlla. , 

iJlllll'ds D'O~ 'wart/. . ·s cb1ll ¥! ~le~ ~ 
][lm\: Jl.Q wal'1:Shee,cl's nei:;:h and ellR.mpIR" 
• hl).uJ,it1g .~~lS. ot" ,ua.1ron.s J'rt!aJU il;fg, 

'Lalli//, t)f th~ L"~ o..cIlIli i:. 



THIRD BOOK OJ! READING LESSONS. 175 

RULE, :BRITANNIA. 
[This national anthem is generally published with the works of 

James Thomson (IG99-1748), but by some critics it is attributed to 
David Mallet ~~703[?]-17G5). It first appe.ared in 1740 i~ the mask 

. of Alfred (act n. scene 5), whlCh was published as the jomt work of 
Thomson and Mallet.] 

When Britain first, at Heaven's command, 
Arose from out the azure main, 

This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels sang the strain: 

"Rule, Britannia; Britannia rules the waves; 
Britons never will be slaves. 

"The nations, not so blest as thee,* 
Must, in their turn, to tyrants fall : 

Whilst thou shalt flourish, great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

" Still more majestic shalt thou rise, 
More dreadful from each foreign stroke; 

As the loud blast that tears the skies 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

" Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame; 
All their attempts to hurl thee down 

Will but arouse thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe-but thy renown; 

" To thee belongs the rural reign; . 
Thy cities shall with co~merc~ shme : 

All thine shall be the su bJ ect mam, 
And every shore it circles, thine. 

"The Muses, still with Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coast repair ;-

Blest isle! with matchless beauty crowned, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair: 

Rule, Britannia, rule the waves; 
Britons never will be slaves." 

• Svntax would require thou; but there are many similar instances 
of voetic idioms. 
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HIAWATHA, THE MISCHIEF·MAKER. 
There was never in the whole world a more mischievous 

busy-body than that notorious giant Hiawatha, but whose 
native n::tme always is Manabozho. He was everywhere, 
in season and out of season; running about, and putting 
his hand in whatever was going forward. To carryon 
his game, he could bke almost any shape he pleased: he 
could be very foolish or very wise; very weak or very 
s~rong; very poor or very rich-just as happened to suit 
his humor best. Whatever anyone else could do, he 
would attempt without a moment's reflection. He was a 
match for any man he met, and there were few manitoes 
that could get the better of him. By turns he would be 
very kind or very cruel; an animal or a bird; a man or 
a spirit: and yet, in spite of all these gifts, Manabozho 
was alw~ys getting himself involved in all sorts of troubles; 
and more than once, in the course of his busy adventures, 
was this great mJ.ker of mischief driven to his wits' end 
to come otf with his life. 

To begin at the beginning: Manabozho, while yet a 
youngs~er, was living with his grandmother, near the edge 
of a wide prairie. It was on this prairie that he first saw 
animl.ls anel birds of every kind; he also there made first 
acquaintance with thunder and lightning; he would sit by 
the hour, watchin~ the clouds as they rolled, and musing 
on the shades of light and darkness as the day rose and fell 

For a stripling, Manabozho was uncommonly wide 
awake. Every new sight he beheld in the heavens was 
a subject of remark; every new animal or bird an object 
of deep interest; and every sound that came from the 
bosom of Nature was like a new lesson which he was 
expec~ed to learn. He often trembled at what he heard 
and saw. 

To ~he scene of the wide open prairie his grandmother 
sent hun at an early age to watch. The first sound he 
heard '~as that of the .owl ; at which he was greatly terrified, 
a~d qUlckly descendmg the tree he had climbed, he ran 
Wlth . alarm to the lodge. " N oko! noko! grandmother," 
he cned. " I have heard a monedo." 
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She laughed at his fears, and asked him what kind of 
noise his reverence made. He answered, "It makes a 
noise like this: ko-ko-ko-ho." 

His grandmother told him he was young and foolish j 

that what he had heard was only a bird which derived its 
name from the peculiar noise it made. 

He returned to the prairie and continued his watch. 
As he stood there looking at the clouds, he thouo-ht to 
himself, "It is singular that I am so' simple an~d my 
grandmother so wise; and that I have neither father nor 
mother. I have never heard a word about them. I must 
ask and find out." 

He went home and sat down, silent and dejected. 
Finding that this did not attract the notice of his grand­
mother, he began a loud lamentation, which he kept in­
creasing, louder and louder, till it shook the lodge, and 
nearly deafened the old grandmother. She at length said, 
"Manabozho, what is the matter with you 1 You are 
making a great deal of noise." 

Manabozho started off again with his doleful hubbub; 
but succeeded in jerking out between his big sobs, "I 
haven't got any father nor mother, I haven't;" and he set 
out again lamenting more boisterously than ever. 

Knowing that he was of a wicked and revengeful 
temper, his grandmother dreaded to tell him the story of 
his parentage, as she knew he would make trouble of it. 

Manabozho renewed his cries, and managed to throw 
out for a third or fourth time his sorrowful lament that he 
was a poor unfortunate, who had no parents and no 
relations. 

She at last said to him, "Yes, you have a father and 
three brothers living. Your mother is dead. She was 
taken for a wife by your father, the West, without the 
consent of her parents. Your brothers are the North, 
East, and South; and being older than yourse}f, your 
father has given them great power with the wmds, ac­
cording to their names. You are the you~gest of his 
children. I have nursed you from your mfancy; for 
your mother died at your hirth. Your mother was my 
only child, and you are my only hope." 

12 



178 THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

"I am glad my father is living," said Manabozho. "I 
shall set out in the morning to visit him." 

His grandmother would have discouraged him; saying 
it was a long distance to the place where his father, Nin­
gabiun, or the West, lived. 

This information seemed rather to please than to discon­
cert Manabozho; for by this time he had grown to such a 
size and strength that he had been compelled to leave the 
narrow shelter of his grandmother's lodge and to live out 
of doors. He was so tall that, if he had been so disposed, 
he could have snapped off the heads of the birds roosting 
in the topmost branches of the highest trees, as he stood 
up, without being at the trouble to climb. And if he had 
at any time taken a fancy to one of the same trees for a 
walking-stick, he would have had no more to do than to 
pluck it up with his thumb and forefinger, and strip down 
the leaves and twigs with the palm of his hand. 

Bidding good-bye to his venerable old grandmother, who 
pulled a very long face over his departure, Manabozho set 
out at great headway, for he was able to stride from one 
side of a prairie to the other at a single step. 

He found his father on a high mountain-ground, far in 
the west. His father espied his approach at a great dis­
tance, and bounded down the mountain-side several miles 
to give him welcome; and, side by side, apparently de­
lighted with each other, they reached in two or three of 
their giant paces the lodge of the West, which stood high 
up near the clouds. 

They spent some days in talking with each other; for 
these two great persons did nothing on a small scale, and 
a whole day to deliver a single sentence, such was the 
immensity of their discourse, was quite an ordinary affair. 

One evening, Manabozho asked his father what he was 
most afraid of on earth. 

He replied, "Nothing." 
"But is there. nothing you dread here-nothing that 

would hurt you If you took too much of it 1 Come, tell 
me." 

Manabozho was very urgent; at last his father said,­
" Yes; there is a black stone to be found a couple of 
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hundred mile.s from here, over that way," pointing as he 
spo~e.. "It IS the only thing earthly that I am afraid of ;' 
~or If It should happen to hit me on any part of my body, 
It would hurt me very much." 

The West made this important circumstance known to 
Manabozho in the strictest confidence. 

" Now you will not tell anyone, l\Ianabozho, that the 
black stone is bad medicine for your father, will you 1 " he 
added. " You are a good son, and I know you will keE'p 
it to yourself. Now tell me, my darling boy, is there not 
something that you don't like j " 

Manabozho answered promptly, "Nothing." 
His father, who was of a very steady and persevering 

temper, put the same question to him seventeen times, and 
each time Manabozho made the same answer-" Nothing." 

But the West insisted, "There must be something you 
are afraid of." 

"Well, I will tell you," said Manabozho, "what it is." 
He made an effort to speak, but it seemed to be too 

much for him, 
"Out with it," said Ningabiun, or the West, fetching 

Manabozho such a blow on the Lack as shook the moun­
tain with its echo. 

"Je-ee je-ee-it is," said Manabozho, apparently in 
great pai~, "Yeo, yeo! I cannot name it, I tremble so." 

The West told him to banish his fears, and to speak up; 
no one would hurt him. 

Manabozho beaan aaain, and he would have gone over 
the same make-believ~ of anguish, had not his fathe:, 
whose strength he knew was more than a match for Ins 
own, threatened to pitch him into a river about five miles 
off. At last he cried out,-

"Father, since you will know, it is the root of the 
bulrush." 

He who could with perfect ease spin a sentence a whole 
day long seemed to be exhausted by the effort of pro­
nouncing'that Olle word, "bulrush." 

Some time after, Manabozho observed,-
"I will get some of the black rock, merely to see how 

it looks." 
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" \Vell," said the father, "I will also get a little of the 
,bulrush-root, to learn how it tastes." 

They were both double-dealing with each other, and in 
their hearts getting ready for some desperate work. 

They had no sooner separated for the evening than 
Manabozho was striding off the couple of hundred miles 
necessary to bring him to the place where black rock was 
to be procured, while down the other side of the mountain 
hurried Ningabiun. 

At the break of day they each appeared at the great 
level on the mountain-top; Manabozho with twenty loads, 
at least, of the black stone, on one side; and on the other 
the \Vest, with a whole meadow of bulrush in his arms. 

Manabozho was the first to strike-hurling a great piece 
of the black rock, which struck the West directly between 
the eyes; who returned the favor with a blow of bulrush, 
that rung over the shoulders of Manabozho, far and wide, 
like the whip-thong of the lightning among the clouds. 

And now both rallied, and Manabozho poured in a 
tempest of black rock, while Ningabiun discharged a 
shower of bulrush. Blow upon blow, thwack upon thwack 
-they fought hand to hand until black rock and bulrush 
were all gone. Then they betook themselves to hurling 
crags at each other, cudgeling with huge oak-trees, and 
defying each other from one mountain-top to another; 
while at times they shot enormous boulders of granite across 
at each other's heads, as though they had been mere jack­
stones. The battle, which had commenced on the moun­
tains, had extended far west. The West was forced to 
give ground. Manabozho pressing on, drove him across 
rivers and mountains, ridges and lakes, till at last he got 
him to the very brink of the world. 

"Hold!" cried the West. "My son, you know my 
power; and although I allow that I am now fairly out of 
breath, it is impossible to kill me. The four quarters of 
the globe are already occupied, but you can go and do a 
great deal of good to the people of the earth which is 
beset with serpents, beasts and monsters who ~ake great 
havoc of human life. ' 

SCHOOLCRAFT'S Indian Legends: Ed. MATTHEWS. 
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THE OWL. 
H ENRY B. HIRST (b. 1813). 

When twilight fades and evening falls 
Alike on tree and tower, 

And silence, like a pensive maid, 
Walks round each slumbering bower: 

When fragrant flowerets fold their leaves, 
And all is still in sleep, 

The horned owl on moonlit wing 
Flies from the donjon keep. 

And he calls aloud-" too-whit! too-whoo!" 
And the nightingale is still, 

And the pattering step of the hurrying hare 
Is hushed upon the hill ; 

And he crouches low in the dewy grass 
As the lord of the night goes by, 

Not with a loudly whirring wing, 
But like a lady's sigh. . 
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A NIGHT SCENE, 
THE REV. HENRY ALFORD, D.D., 

DEAN Of' CANTERBURY. 

We looked into the silent sky. 
We gazed upon thee, lovely 

mooo ; 
And thou wert shining clear and 

bright 
In night's unclouded noon. 

And it was sweet to stand and 
think, 

Amidst the deep tranquillity, 
H ow many eyes at that still hour 

Were looking upon thee. 

The exile on the foreign shore 
H ath stood and turned his eye 

on thee; 
And he hath thought upon his 

days 
Of hope and infancy; 

And he hath said, there may be 
those 

Gazing upon thy beauty now, 
Who st,,,nped the last, the burn­

ing kiss 
Upon his parting brow. 

The captive in his grated cell 
Hath cast him in thy peering 

light; 
And looked on thee and almost. 

blest 
Tbe solitary night. 

The infant slumbereth in his cot, 
And on him is thy liquid beam; 

And shapes of soft and faery 
light 

Have nringled in his dream. 

The sick upon the sleepless bed, 
Scared by the dream of wild 

unrest, 
The fond and mute companion­

ship 
Of thy sweet ray hath blest. 

The mourner in thy silver beam 
Hath laid his sad and wasted 

fonn, 
And felt that there is quiet thBle 

To calm his inward storm. 
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THE BOYHOOD OF PRESIDENT LINCOLN, 
FREDERICK SHERLOCK. 

The picture which Mr. J. G. Holland has furnished of 
the rough log cabin in which the Lincolns dwelt at the 
time referred to, is one of extreme desolation. They had a 
f~w three-legged stool~; and their only bed was made in a 
singular manner. Its head and one side were formed hya 
corner of the cabin; the bed-post was a single crotch ~ut 
from the forest. Laid upon this crotch were the ends of 
two hickory poles, the extremities of which were placed in 
two holes made in the logs of the wall. On these sticks 
rested" slats," or boards rudely split from trees with an 
axe; and on these slats was laid a bag filled with dried 
leaves. This was the bed of Thomas and Nancy Lincoln; 
and into it-when the skins hung at the caLin entrance 
did not keep out the cold-little Abraham and llis sister 
crept for warmth. 

In 1818 a fever epidemic carried off Lincoln's wife. 
Little Abraham and his sister felt their loss very acutely; 
but in thirteen months their father brought home a second 
wife, Mrs. Johnson, a widow, whom he had wooed ineffec­
tually in Kentucky many years before. "She set about 
mending matters with great energy; and made her husband 
put down a floor and hang windows and doors. 81", had 
brought a son and two daughters of her own; but Abraham 
and his sister had an equal place in her affections. They 
were half-naked, and she clad them; they were dirty, and 
she washed them; they had been ill-used, and she treated 
them with a little more tenderness. In her own language, 
she" made them look a little more human." Mr. Leland 
tells us that this excellent woman loved Abraham tenderly, 
and that her love was warmly returned. After his death, 
she declared to Mr. W. H. Herndon, who was for many years 
the law partner of Abraham Lincoln, "I can Eay what not 
one mother in ten thousand can of a boy-ALe never 
gave me a cross look, and never refused, in f.act or appe~r­
ance, to do anything I requested him; nor dId I ever gIve 
him a cross word in all my life. His mind and mine-
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what little I had-seemed to run together. He was duti. 
ful to me always. Abe was the best boy I e\-er saw, or 
ever expect to see." "When in after years Mr. Lincoln 
spoke of his 'saintly mother,' and of his 'angel of a 
mother,' he referred to this noble woman, who first made 
him feel 'like a human being,'-whose goodness first 
touched his childish heart, and taught him that blows and 
taunts and degradation were not to be his only portion in 
the world." 

The boy's first teacher was Zachariah Riney, a Catholic 
priest; but in all his life, reckoning his instruction by days, 
he had only one year's schooling. As he grew up, when 
not working for his father he was hired out as a farm 
laborer to the neighbors. In the evenings he was accus· 
tomed to pass the hours in study. By the dim fire·light he 
would plod at arithmetic with a pencil or coal on a wooden 
shovel or strip of board. When this wa~ full he would 
shave it off with a sharp knife and begin again. 

"Abraham's poverty of books," it has been aptly reo 
marked, "was the wealth of his life." It is interesting to 
note that among the first books which he read and thor­
oughly mastered were " lEsop's Fables," " Robinson 
Crusoe," "Pilgrim's Progress," and "W eem's Life of 
-Washington. " " Lincoln," said his cousin, Dennis Hanks, 
"was lazy-a very lazy man. He was always reading, 
scribbling, ciphering, writing poetry, and the like." This 
"laziness," however, enabled him to become a smart lawyer 
by the age of twenty-five. 

Lincoln is described by a fellow-workman as being at 
twenty-one" the roughest-looking person he ever saw: he 
was tall, angular, and ungainly, and wore trowsers of flax 
and tow, cut tight at the ankles, and out at the knees. He 
was very poor, and made a bargain with Mrs. Nancy 
~iller to spli~ four hundred rails for every yard of brown 
Jean, dyed wIth walnut bark, that would be required to 
make him a pair of trowsers." 
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THE ANGEL'S WHISPER. 

SA1IVEL LOVER (1797-1868). 

(" A superstition of IP"eat beauty prevails in Ireland, that when a 
child smiles in its sleep It is' talking with angels.' "-LOVER.] 

A baby was sleeping, 
Its mother was weeping, 

For her husband was far on the wild raging sea; 
And the tempest was swelling 
Round the fisherman's dwelling, 

And she cried, "Dermot, darling, oh, come back to me ! " 

Her beads while she numbered, 
The baby still slumbered, 

And smiled in her face as she bended her knee; 
"'Oh, blest be that warning, 

My child, thy sleep adorning, 
For I know that the angels are whispering with thee. 

" And while they are keeping 
Bright watch o'er thy sleeping, 

Oh, pray to them softly, my baby, with me! 
And say thou would'st rather 
They'd watch o'er thy father !-

For I know that the angels are whispering with thee." 

The dawn of the morning 
Saw Dermot returning, 

And the wife wept with joy her babe's father to see; 
And closely caressing 
Her child, with a blessing, 

Said, "I knew that the angels were whispering with thee." 
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MOUNTAIN DRIVE TO THE GEYSERS OF 
CALIFORNIA 

[The Californian" Geysers" are a series of hot springs a~d fountains, 
situated in a deep ::tnrge of the Coast Range, about 70 miles from San 
Francisco. The f,;llnwing graphic account is from the pen of the Rev. 
Hu«h J ohnstnn, .\1. A., who, during the spring of 1871, visited the 
Ge,?ers in company with the Rev. Dr. Punshon and Mr. Herbert 
Mason.] 

Here the famous whip, Mr. Clarke Foss, the champion 
driver of the world, took us in charge. Like a royal 
autocrat he dictated to us the conditions of enjoyable rid­
ing. \Ve must not fear, for he was a perfectly s.af~, driver 
-" the biggest coward that ever pulled a rem. We 
must not brace ourselves. "He had tried to hold down a 
ship once but couhln't do it," and so gave up the effort. 
A splendid specimen of a man is Mr. Foss-tall, stout, 
handsome, well-proportioned; he is, in his own words, a 
"healthy ghost," and weighing two hundred and fifty 
pounds. He has immense strength, and is "too big to 
strike in a fall." vVe soon made the acquaintance of his 
six-in-hand ;-" Ned and John," the leaders, high-bred and 
thoroughly trained; "Heenan and Limber Jim," the 
swing,-the said Jim starting off so rampant that his 
chi ,'er told him in words that he' could not fail to under­
stand (for he says, "they know his talk if it isn't very 
good ") that he would come back like a sick cat; "Hem­
mingway and Jeff Davis," the obedient wheelers. But 
how shall we describe the ride ~-that exciting, bewilder­
ing mountain drive-up steep hills and down them at 
full gallop-across pasture grounds-climbing, stretching, 
toiling up an immense mountain side, in tortuous path, as 
if winding around a gigantic cork-screw-trotting, gallop­
ing, rushing; the whole band of six fleet coursers lifted at 
one time ~rom the ground and grasped in the strong hand 
of the dnver. N ow pausing from some immense height, 
to look back and down upon thirty miles of the Russian 
River valley, with its fields spread out like a great chess­
board, and the s~ream winding like a thread of silver 
between the slopmg heights-now flying like the wind 
over "Hog's Back" (the crest of a mountain running 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 187 

away from the edge like the sides of a roof), the road so 
narrow that you look from the bristle, sheer down two 
thousand feet at the ravines below. At lenQ'th we came 
to a point that overlooked the canyon of the Pluto River, 
narrow and deep, the place of the smokinG' and boilinO' 
springs. But it is two miles down, and the "rapid descent 
is eighteen hundred feet. "Now," says Foss, "look at 
your watches; we'll be there in ten minutes." Away 
we go, plunging down the mountain side with apparent 
recklessness of life or limb, making sharp turns, where the 
leaders are swung directly off their feet-away we go pell 
mell, holding our breath until with a sudden turn we are 
at the sides of the canyon, and halt at the hotel. 

"Well," said one of our party, heaving a sigh of relief 
as he stepped out of the carriage, "I never before drove 
down a house-side in a coach and six." Now for the 
springs. All around you are the marks of volcanic action; 
you are burdened with a sense of oppressi"e heat, clouds 
of smoky vapors are rising, and the earth is hollow and 
rumbling, and from it the sounds of escaping steam are 
heard. From a thousand heated crevices are issuing jets 
of sulphurous hot steam. The grollnd is white and yellow 
and gray; porous and rotten with high heat. Along the 
bottom of the ravine, and up its sides, are caldrons filled 
with heated water; such as the "Deyil's Punch-bowl," 
and" The Witches' Caldron "-a large hole ,ewral feet in 
diameter. The waters differ in temperature; some are 
cold and others hot-rising in temperature from 150' to 
200'. They differ also in taste, color, and smell. Some 
are white, and others black as ink. 'We found all around 
us little orifices, deposits of sulphur, and sulphate of mag­
nesia, alum and the various salts of iron. As you ascend 
the gulch, ;ou hear a puffing noise, resembling that w~lic~ 
a steamboat makes in resisting a strong current. ThIs IS 
"The Steamboat" Geyser, and from it rises a volume of 
steam to' a height of from fifty to a hundred feet. The 
earth shakes and trembles under the pressure of the feet; 
ebullitions and horrid boilings increase at every step, and 
you are anxious to get away, fearing some earthquake 
opening, or some volcanic outburst of fire. 
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MOOSE.HUNTING IN CANADA. 
LORD DUNRAVEN (b. 1841). 

Out on the lake it was blowing a gale, and right against 
us. We had to kneel in the bottom of the canoes, instead 
of sittinO' on the thwarts, and vigorously ply our paddles. 
The hea~ily laden craft plunged into the waves, shipping 
water at every jump. and sending the spray flying into our 
faces. Sometimes we would make good way; at other 
times, in a squall, we would not gain an inch, and would 
be almost driven on shore. But after much labor we 
gained the shelter of a projecting point, and late in the 
evening reached our destination, and drew up our canoes 
for the last time. 

While others make camp, old John, our Indian guide, 
wanders off with head stooped, and eyes fixed on the 
ground, according to his custom. After dark he comes 
quietly in, sits down by the fire and lights his pipe, and, 
after smoking a little while, observes. "Moose been here, 
sir, not long ago. I saw fresh tracks, a cow and a calf 
close handy just around that little point of woods." And 
so we fall to talking about former hunting excursions· till 
bed time, or rather sleepy time, comes, and we curl up in 
our blankets, full of hopes for the future, which mayor 
may not be disappointed. 

Moose-calling commences about the 1st of September, 
and ends about the 15th of October. A full moon occurring 
between the middle and the end of September is the best 
of all times. The best plan in calling is to fix upon a per­
manent camp and to make little expeditions of two or 
three days' duration from it, returning to rest and to get 
~resh supplies. Then you enjoy the true luxury of hunt­
mg. Then you feel really and thoroughly independent 
and free. 

The Indian carries your blanket, your coat, a little tea, 
sugar, and bread, a kettle, and two tin pannikins. The 
hunter has enough to do to carry himself, his rifle ammu­
nition, a small axe, a hunting-knife, and a pair ~f field­
glasses. Thus accoutred, clad in a flannel shirt and home-
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spun trowsers, moose-hide moccasins on your feet your 
trowsers tucked into woollen socks, your arms un~ncum­
bered with that useless article a coat, you pI unO"e into the 
woods, the sun your guide in clear weather yo';;r pocket­
compass if it be cloudy, the beasts and birds ~nd fishes your 
comp~nions; and you wander through the woods at will, 
sleepmgwhere the fancy seizes you," calling" if the nights 
are calm, or hunting on a windy day. 

Calling is the most fascinating, disappointing, exciting 
of all sports. You may be lucky at once and kill your 
moose the first night you go out, perhaps at the very first 
call you make. You may be weeks and weeks, perhaps 
the whole calling season, without getting a shot. Moose­
calling is simple enough in theory; in practice it is im­
mensely difficult. It consists in imitating the cry of the 
animal with a hollow cone made of birch bark, and en­
deavoring by this means to call up a moose near enough 
to get a shot at him by moonlight or in the early morning. 
He will come straight up to you, within a few yards-walk 
right over you almost-answering-" speaking" is the 
Indian term-as he comes along, if nothing happens to 
scare him; but that is a great if, so many unavoidable 
accidents occur. 

The great advantage of moose-calling is, that it takes 
one out in the woods during the most beautiful period of 
the whole year; when Nature, tired with the labor of 
spring and summer, puts on her holiday garments, and 
rests luxuriously before falling into the deep sleep of winter. 
The great heats are past, though the days are still w~rm 
and sunny; the nights are calm and peaceful, the mormngs 
cool, the evenings so rich in coloring that they seem to 
dye the whole woodland with sunset hues, for the maple, 
oak, birch, and beech trees glow with a gorgeousness un­
known to sinlilar trees in the British Islands . 

.As soon as the moon was high enough to shed a good 
light, Noel and I walked down to a litt~e point ?f woods 
jutting out into the barren, to call. Puttmg the blrch-?~rk 
caller to his lips, Noel imitated the long-drawn, w:allmg 
cry of the moose; and then we sat dow~, wrapped m our 
blankets, patiently to listen and to walt. No answer-
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perfect stillness prevailed. Presently, with a strange, 
rapidly approaching rush, a gang of wild geese passed, 
c~anging overhead, their strong pinions whirring in the still 
air. 

"Hark!" . ays Noel ; "what 's that! I hear him right 
across the wqod there;" and in truth we could just make 
out the faint call of a bull moose miles away. The sound 
got rapidly nearer, he was coming up quickly, when we 
heard a second moose advancing to meet him. They 

MOOSE DEER. 

answ~red each other £01' a little while, and then they ceased 
spea~lllg, and the forest relapsed into silence, so death-like 
that It was hard to believe that it ever had been or could 
be broken by any living thing. 

The moose arrived within about fifty or sixty yards of 
~s. W e could dimly see him ill the dark shadow of an 
Island of trees. In another second he would have been 
out in the moonlight if we had left him alone; but Noel, 
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in his anxiety to bring him up, called like a bull, and the 
moose turned right round and went back a"ain across the 
barren. We did not try any more calling; but made up 
our fire and lay down till daylight. . 

The next night, or rather on the morning after, we called 
up two moose after sunrise, but failed from various causes 
in getting a shot; but on the day succeeding that, r killed 
a very large bull. 

We had called without any answer all night, and were 
going home to the principal camp about ten in the day, 
when we heard a cow call. It was a dead calm, and the 
woods were dryas tinder and strewn with crisp, dead 
leaves; but we determined to try and creep up to her. 

r will not attempt to describe how we crept up pretty 
near, and waited, and listened patiently for hours, till we 
heard her again, and fixed the exact spot where she was: 
how we crept and crawled, inch by inch, through bushes, 
and over dry leaves and brittle sticks, till we got within 
sight and easy shot of three moose-a big bull, a cow, and 
a two-year· old. Suffice it to say that the big bull died; 
he paid the penalty. Female loquacity cost him his life. 

THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS. 
WILLIAl! CULLEN BRYANT (1794-1878). 

The melancholy days are corne, the saddest of the year, 
Of wailing winds, and naked woods, and meadows brown 

and sear. 
Heaped in the hollows of the grove, the autumn leaves lie 

dead; 
They rustle to the eddying gust, and to the rabbit's tread. 
The robin and the wren are flown, and from the shrubs 

the jay,. 
And from the wood-top calls the crow through all the 

gloomy day. 

Where are the flowers, the fair young flowers, that lately 
sprang and stood . 

In brighter light and softer airs, a beauteous SIsterhood 1 
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Alas! they all are in their graves-the gentle race of 
flowers 

Are lying in their lowly beds, with the fair and good of 
ours. 

The rain is falling where they lie; but the cold November 
rain 

Calls not from out the gloomy earth the lovely ones again., 

The windflower and the violet, they perished long ago, 
And the brier-rose and the orchis died amid the summer 

glo'v; , 
But on the hill the golden-rod, and the aster in the wood, 
And the yellow sunflower by the brook in autumn beauty 

stood, 
Till fell the frost from the clear cold heaven, as falls the 

plague on men, 
And the brightness of their smile was gone from upland, 

glade, and glen. 

And now, when comes the calm mild air, an still such days 
will come, 

To call the squirrel and the bee from out their winter 
home; 

When the sound of dropping nuts is heard, though all the 
trees are still, 

And twinkle in the smoky light the waters of the rill ; 
The south wind searches for the flowers whose fragrance 

late he bore, 
And sighs to find them in the wood and by the stream no 

more. 

And then I think of one who in her youthful beauty died, 
The fair, meek blossom, that grew up and faded by my 

side: 
In the cold, moist earth we laid her, when the forests cast 

the leaf, 
And we wept that one so lovely should have a life so 

brief: 
Yet not unmeet it was that one, like that young friend of 

ours, 
So gentle and so beautiful, should perish with the flowers., 
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THE AUTUMN FOREST. 
DORA READ GOODALE (b. 1866). 

The ~oodland J ath is full of light, 
WIth maple-fires returning; 

The day succeeds the frosty night, 
With sudden splendor burning; 

The pines are black against the sky. 
With shifting asters bordered; 

Behind, the glowing forests lie, 
In gold and scarlet broidered. 

The line of birches to the right 
Is melted into amber; 

And up along the wooded height 
The poison-ivies clamber; 

By yonder stately chestnut, where 
A mateless thrush is calling, 

The leaves are dropped across the air 
Like flakes of sunlight falling. 

The woodland path is full of light, 
And fever-fires returning; 

The stinging frost of yesternight 
Has set the maples burning; 

The wood a regal color shows, 
With purple asters bordered; 

And Autumn's dark-blue mantle glows 
In gold and scarlet broidered. 
All Bound the Year.' Verses f,'oln Sky FaI'''' (1881)_ 

ROCKED IN THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP, 

MRS. EllMA (HART) WILLARD (1787-1870), 

Rocked in the cradle of the deep, 
I lay me down in peace to sleep; 
Secure, I rest upon the wave,-
For thou, 0 Lord, hast power to save. 

13 
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I know thou wilt not slight my call, 
F or thou dost mark the sparrow's fall ; 
And calm and peaceful shall I sleep, 
R ocked in the cradle of the deep. 

When in the dead of night I lie 
And gaze upon the trackless sky, 
The star-bespa~gled heavenly scroll, 
The boundless waters as they roll,-
I feel thy wondrous power to save 
From perils of the stormy wave : 
Rocked in the cradle of the deep, 
I calmly rest and soundly sleep. 

And such the trust that still were mine, 
Though stormy winds swept o'er the brine, 
Or though the tempest's fiery breath 
Roused me from Hleep to wreck and death ! 
In ocean cave, still safe with thee 
The germ of immortality! 
And calm and peaceful shall I sleep, 
Rocked in the cradle of the deep. PoetM (1830). 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 195 

PART IV. 

RED LANCES IN THE SKY. 
THE MARQUIS OF L ORNE. 

See, in the heaven there glances, 
Piercing its northern night, 

Light, as of luminous lances, 
Flashing, and hurled in fight. 
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'Vith weird. and wavering gleaming 
Bright ranks advance ever higher, 

As if through a battle's mist streaming, 
And storming the zenith with fire. 

Arrayed like a rainbow, but beating 
The dark, with thousands of spears, 

Each thrown, as though armies were meeting, 
All glittering and red re·appears. 

At times in fair order, and crossing 
The heaven as with a span, 

Or disarrayed, striving, and tossing, 
Seem the hosts to the eyes of man. 

See how their lines are shaking, 
Surge on, and fast retire; 

How through them faster breaking 
Rise others-gleam-expire. 

Are rival banners vying, 
And waved by armeu hands, 

Or sheen of planets flying 
From bright celestial brands 1 

But the silence reigns unbroken, 
They fight without a sound; 

If indeed these lights betoken 
That wars the stars astound! 

For whether they burn all gory, 
Or blanch the trembling sky. 

N 0 th~nder vaunts their glory 
As m the gloom they die. 

Do they come as warning, telling 
Of death, or war, or shame, 

When their tremulous pulses, swelling, 
Can fill the world with flame 1 

Do they tell of cities burning, 
'.Mid sack, and blood, and lust; 
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Of lighted arrows, turning 
Loved hearths to smoking dust 1 

For like to an awful presage 
Of fields of slaughtered dead, 

Just where they held their passage 
A crimson cloud is spread. 

Or, boding no fell chastening, 
Are they but paths, where shine 

Swift feet, immortal, hastening 
With messages divine 1 

Come thus the angels speeding 
With blighting wing, and rod 1 

Ah, none may know the reading 
Or follow the signs of God! 

In silence He, the Maker, 
Bids kindle the fair fire; 

In silence he, the Taker, 
Lets the red flame expire. 

And o'er the watcher's spirit, 
With Fear, Desire is thrown: 

A longing deep doth stir it 
To know the yet Unknown. 

We seek, with useless yearning, 
To pry at hidden things, 

Where God, to mock our learning, 
His veil of mystery flings. 

Earth rears us, and to love her 
From birth our nature's bound; 

But she, like the fires above her, 
May die without a sound. 

Her seasons' varying story, 
The fate of all her race, 

May, like the Aurora's glory, 
Change, in a moment's space! .. 

Guido and Lila,' A Tale of the RIVIera. 
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FROZEN VOICES. 
JOSEPH ADDISON (1672-1719). 

We were separated by a storm in the latitude of 73° N., 
insomuch that only the ship which I was in, with a Dutch 
and a French vessel, got safe into a creek of Nova Zembla. 
We landed, in order to refit our vessels and store ourselves 
with provisions. Tlfe crew of each vessel made themselves 
a cabin of turf and wood, at some distance from each other, 
to fence themselves against the inclemencies of the weather, 
which was severe beyond imagination. 

\Ve soon observed that, in talking to one another, we 
lost several of our words, and could not hear one another 
at above two yards' distance, and that, too, when we sat 
very near the fire. After much perplexity, I found that 
our words froze in the air, before they could reach the ears 
of the person to whom they were spoken. 

[With a turn of the wind, the frozen voices thawed all 
at once.] My reader will easily imagine how the whole 
crew was amazed to hear every man talking, and see no 
man opening his mouth. In the midst of this great sur­
prise we were all in, we heard a volley of oaths and curses, 
lasting for a long while, and uttered in a very hoarse voice, 
which I knew belonged to the boatswain, who was a very 
choleric fellow, and had taken his opportunity of cursing 
and swearing at me when he thought I could not hear 
him; for I had several times given him the strappado on 
that account, as I did not fail to repeat it for these his 
pious soliloquies when I got him on shipboard. 

I must not omit the names of several beauties in 
Wapping, which were heard every now and then in the 
midst of a long sigh that accompanied them: as, "Dear 
Kate!" "Pretty Mrs. Peggy!" This betraved several 
things which had been concealed till that time, a~d furnished 
us with a great deal of mirth in our return to England. 

When this confusion of voices was pretty well over, 
though I was afraid to offer at speaking, as fearing I should 
not be heard, I proposed a visit to the Dutch cabin, which 
lay about a mile farther up into the country. My crew 
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were extremely rejoiced to find they had again recovered 
their hearing, though every man uttered his voice with the 
same apprehensions that I had done. 

At about half a mile's distance from our cabin we heard 
the groanings of a bear, which at first startled us; but, 
upon inquiry, we were informed by some of our company 
that he was dead, and now lay in salt, having been killed 
upon that very spot about a fortnight before, in the time of 
the frost. Not far from the same place, we were entertained 
likewise with some posthumous snarls and barkings of a fox. 

Patler: Nu. 9, Nov. 123,1710. 

THE OLD MAN'S DREAM. 

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES (h. 1809). 

" Oh for one hour of youthful joy! 
Give back my twentieth spring! 

I'd rather laugh a bright haired boy 
Than reign a gray-beard king! 

" Off with the wrinkled spoils of age I 
A way with learning's crown! 

Tear out life's wisdom-written page, 
And dash its trophies down! 

"One moment let my life-blood stream 
From boyhood's fount of flame! 

Give me one giddy, reeling dream 
Of life all love and fame! " 

My listening angel heard the prayer, 
And calmly smiling said, 

"If I but touch thy silvered hair 
Thy hasty wish hath sped 

"But is there nothing in thy track 
To bid thee fondly stay, 

While the swift seasons hurry back 
To find the wished-for day 1 " 
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" Ah, truest soul of womankind, 
·Without thee, what were life' 

One bliss I cannot leave behind: 
I 'll take - my - precious­

wife !" 

The angel took a sapphire pen, 
And wrote in rainbow dew, 

" The man would be a boy again, 
And be a husband too!" 

:c And is there nothing yet unsaid . 
Before the change appears 1 

Remember, all their gifts have fled 
·With these dissolving years. " 

Why, yes ; for memory would recall 
My fond paternal joys; 

I could not bear to leave them all : 
I 'll take-my-girl-and-boys !" 

The smiling angel dropped his pen­
"Why, this will never do; 

The man would be a boy again, 
And be a father too!" 

And so I laughed-my laughter woke 
The household with its noise-

And wrote my dream, when morning broke, 
To please the gray-haired boys. 

A "toe,·at of the Breakfa~t Table. 
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GULLIVER AMONG THE GIANTS. 
DEAN SWIFT (1667-1745). 

It was about twelve at noon, and a servant brought in 
dinner. It was only one substantial dish of meat (fit for 
the plain condition of a husbandman), in a dish of about 
four-and-twenty feet diameter. The company consisted of 
the farmer and his wife, three children, and an old grand­
mother. When they were seated, the farmer placed me at 
some distance from him on the table, which was thirty 
feet high from the floor. 

I was in a terrible fright, and kept as far as I could 
from the edge, for fear of falling. The wife minced a bit 
of meat, then crumbled some bread on a trencher, and 
placed it before me. I made her a low bow, took out my 
knife and fork, and fell to eating, which gave them ex­
ceeding delight. The mistress sent her maid for a small 
dram-cup, which held about two gallons, and filled it with 
drink. 

I took up the vessel with much difficulty in both hands, 
and in a most respectful manner drank to her ladyship's 
health, expressing the words as loudly as I could in Eng­
lish; which made the company laugh so heartily, that I 
was almost deafened with the noise. This liquor tasted 
like a small cider, and was not unpleasant. 

Then the master made me a sign to corne to his trencher­
side; but, as I walked on the table, bein~ in gr~at surpr.ise 
all the time, as the indulgent reader wIll easIly conceIve 
and excuse, I happened to stumble against a crust, and fell 
flat on my face, but received no hurt. 

I got up immediately, and, observing ~lle good people 
to be in much concern, I took my hat (whICh I held under 
my arm, out of good manners), and, waving it over Il!y 
head "'ave three huzzas, to show I had received no mIs­
chief by my fall. On advancing toward my master (as I 
shall henceforth call him), his youngest son, who sat next 
to him an arch boy of about ten years old, took me up by 
the legs, and held me so high in the air that I t:embled in 
every limb; but his father snatched me from hIm, and at 
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the same time gave him such a box on the left ear as would 
have felled a European troop of horse to the earth, and 
ordered him to be taken from the table. Being afraid the 
boy might owe me a spite, and well remembering how mis· 
chievons all children among us naturally are to sparrows, 
rabbits, young kittens, and puppy-dogs, I fell on my knees, 
and, pointing to the boy, made my master to understand 
as well as I could that I desired his son might be pardoned 
The father complied, and the lad took his seat again; where­
upon I went to him and kissed his hand, which my master 
took, and m<tde him stroke me gently with it. ~ 

In the midst of dinner, my mistress's favorite cat leaped 
into her lap. I heard a noise behind me like that of a 
dozen stocking.weavers at work; and, turning my head, I 
found it proceeded from the purring of that animal, who 
seemed to be three times larger than an ox, as I computed 
by the view of her head and one of her paws, while her 
mistress was feeding and stroking her. The fierceness of 
this creature's countenance altogether discomposed me, 
though I stood at the farther end of the table, above fifty 
feet off, and thongh my mistress held her fast, for fear she 
might give a spring and seize me in her talons. But it 
happened that there was no danger, for the cat took not 
the least notice of me when my master placed me within 
three yards of her. As I have been always told, and 
found true by experience in my travels, that Hying, or dis­
coveri~g fear before a fierce animal, is a certain way to 
make It pursue or attack you, so I resolved, in this dan­
gerous juncture, to show no manner of concern. I walked 
with intrepidity five or six times before the very head of 
the cat, and came within half a yard of her; whereupon 
she drew herself back, as if she were afraid of me. I had 
less apprehension concerning the dogs, whereof three or 
four came into the room-as it is usual in farmers' houses 
-one of which was a mastiff, equal in bulk to four ele­
phants, and a greyhound somewhat taller than the mastiff, 
but not so large. Travels of Lemuel Gitllivtr (1726). 
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HOME. 

JAMES MONTGO)IERY (1771-1854). 

There is a land, of every land the pride, 
Beloved by Heaven o'er all the world beside; 
Where brighter suns dispense serener light, 
And milder moons imparadise the night; 
A land of beauty, virtue, valor, truth, 
Time-tutored age, and love-exalted youth: 
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores, 
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair, 
Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air; 
In every clime the magnet of his soul, 
Touched by remembrance, trembles to that pole; 
For in this land of Heaven's peculiar grace, 
The heritage of nature's noblest race, 
There is a spot of earth supremely blest, 
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest, 
Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside 
His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride, 
While in his softened looks benignly blend 
The sire, the son, the husband, brother, friend: 
Here woman reigns; the mother, daughter, wife, 
Strew with fresh flowers the narrow way of life! 
In the clear heaven of her delightful eye 
An anO'el-guard of loves and graces lie, 
Around her knees domestic duties meet, 
And fireside pleasures gambol at her feet. 
Where shall that land, that spot of earth be found? 
Art thou a man'l-a patriot'l-look around; 
Oh, thou shalt find, howe'er thy footsteps roam, 
That land thy Country, and that spot thy Home. 

West Indies, part ill., opening lines. 
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THE FIRST SNOW-FALL. 
J A~[ES R USSELL LOWELL (b. 1819) 

The snow had begun in the gloaming, 
And busily all the night 

Had been heaping field and highway 
With a silence deep and white. 

Every pine and fir and hemlock 
vVore ermine too dear for an earl, 

And the poorest twig on the elm-tree 
Was ridged inch deep with pearl. 

From sheds new-roofed with Carrara 
Came chanticleer 's muffied crow; 

The stiff rails were softened to swan's.down, 
And still fluttered down the snow. 

I stood and watched by the window 
The noiseless work of the sky, 

And the sudden flurries of snow-birds, 
Like brown leaves whirling by. 

I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn 
·Where a little headstone stood,­

How the flakes were folding it gently, 
As did robins the babes in the wood. 
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Up spoke our own little Mabel, 
Saying, "Father, who makes it snow 1 " 

And I told of the good All-father 
Who cares for us here below. 

Again I looked at the snow-fall, 
And thought of the leaden sky 

That arched o'er our first great sorrow, 
When that mound was heaped so high. 

I remembered the gradual patience 
That fell from that cloud like snow, 

Flake hy flake, healing and hiding 
The scar of our deep-plunged woe. 

And again to the child I whispered, 
"The snow that husheth all, 

Darling, the merciful Father 
Alone can make it fall! " 

Then with eyes that saw not I kissed her j 
And she, kissing back, could not know 

rhat my kiss was given to her sister, 
Folded close under deepening snow. 

Under the Willows (1869). 

SONNET-CANADIAN WINTER NIGHT. 
CHARLES HEAVYSEGE (1816-1876). 

The stars are setting in the frosty sky, 
Numerous as pebbles on a broad sea-coast; 

While o'er the vault the cloud-like galaxy 
Has marshalled its innumeral,le host. 

Ali ve all heaven seems: . with wondrous glow, 
Tenfold refulgent every star appears; 

As if some wide, celestial gale did blow, 
And thrice illumine the ever-kindled spheres. 

Orbs, with glad orbs rejoicing, burning, beam 
Ray-crowned, with lambent lustre in their zones; 

Till o'er the blue-bespangled spaces seem 
Angels and great archangels on their thrones j­

A host divine, whose eyes are sparkling gems, 
And forms more bright than diamond diadems. 
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THE SNOW MAN. 
HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN (h. 1805). 

"It's so wonderfully cold that my whole body crackles!" 
said the Snow Mall. "This is a kind of wind that can 
blow life into one-and how the gleaming one up yonder 
is starin" at me." He meant the sun, which was just 
about to" set. " It shall not make me wink-I shall man­
age to keep the pieces." 

He had two triangular pieces of tile in his head instead 
of eyes. His mouth was made of an old rake, and con­
sequently was furnished with teeth. 

He had been born amid the joyous shouts of the boys, 
and welcomed by the sound of sledge bells and the slashing 
of whips. 

The sun went down, and the full moon rose, round, 
large, clear, and beautiful in the blue air. 

"There it comes again from the other side," said the 
Snow Man. He intended to say the sun is showing 
himself again. "Ah! I have cured him of staring. Now 
let him hang up there and shine, that I may see myself. 
If I only knew how I could manage to move from this 
place-I should like so much to move. If I could, I would 
slide along yonder on the ice, just as I see the boys slide; 
but I don't understand it-I don't know how to run." 

"Away! away!" barked the old Yard Dog. He was 
quite hoarse, and could not pronounce the genuine" bow­
wow." He had got the hoarseness from the time when 
he was an indoor dog, and lay by the tire. "The sun will 
teach you to run! I sa~ that last winter in your pre­
decessor, and before that in /tis predecessor. Away! away! 
·-and away they all go." 

" I don't understand you, comrade," said the Snow Man. 
"That thing up yonder is to teach me to run j " He 
~lleant. the mo?n. "Yes, it was running itself when I saw 
It a httle whIle ago, and now it comes creeping from the 
other side." 

" You know nothing at all," retorted the Yard Dog. 
" But then you've only just been patched up. What you 
see yonder is the moon, and the one that went before was 
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the sun. It will come again to-morrow and will teach 
you to run down into the ditch by the 'wall. \Ye shall 
soon ~ave a chan~e o~ weather; .1 can feel that in my 
left hmd leg, for It prlCks and pams me: the weather is 
going to change." 

"I don'~ understand him," said the Snow Man, "but I 
have a feelmg that he's talking about something disagree­
able. The one who stared so just now, and whom he 
called the sun, is not my friend. I can feel that." 

"Away! away!" barked the Yard Dog; and he turned 
round three times, and then crept into his kennel to sleep. 

The weather really changed. Towards morning, a thick 
damp fog layover the whole region; later there came a 
wind, an icy wind. The cold seemed quite to seize upon 
one; but when the sun rose, what splendor! Trees and 
bushes were covered with hoar frost, and looked like a 
complete forest of coral, and every twig seemed covered 
with gleaming white buds. The many delicate ramifica­
tions, concealed in summer by the wealth of leaves, now 
made their appearance: it seemed like a lace-work, gleam­
ing white. A snowy radiance sprang from every twig. 
The birch waved in the wind-it had life, like the rest of 
the trees in summer. It was wonderfully beautiful. And 
when the sun shone, how it all gleamed and sparkled, as if 
diamond-dust had been strewn everywhere, and big dia­
monds had been dropped on the snowy carpet of the earth! 
or one could imagine that countless little lights were 
gleaming, whiter than even the snow itself. 

"That is wonderfully beautiful," said a young girl, who 
came with a young man into the garden. They bot~ st?od 
still near the Snow Man, and contemplated the ghttermg 
trees. "Summer cannot show a more beautiful sight," 
said she; and her eyes sparkled. 

" And we can't have such a fellow as this in summer­
time," replied the young man, and he pointed to the Snow 
Man. " He is capital." 

The girl laughed, nodded at the Snow Man, and then 
danced away over the snow with her friend-over the 
snow that cracked and crackled under her tread as if she 
were walking on starch. 
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" Wbo were those two j" the Snow Man inquired of the 
Yard Dog. "You've been longer in the yard than I. Do 
you know them I" 

" Of course I know them," replied the Yard Dog. "She 
has stroked me, and he has thrown me a meat bone. I 
don't bite those two." 

" But what are they 1" asked the Snow Man. 
" Lovers 1" replied the Yard Dog. "They will go to 

live in the same kennel, and gnaw at the same bone. 
Away! away I" 

"Are they the same kind of beings as you and I I" 
asked the Snow Man. 

"Why, they belong to the master," retorted the Yard 
Dog. "People certainly know very little who were only 
born yesterday I can see that in you. I have age and 
information. I know everyone here in the house; and I 
know a time when I did not lie out here in the cold, 
fastened to a chain. Away 1 away I" 

"The cold is charming," said the Snow Man. "Tell 
me, tell me.-But you must not clank with your chain, 
for it jars something within me when you do that." 

"Away 1 away I" barked the Yard Dog. "They told 
me I was a pretty little fellow: then I used to lie on a 
chair covered with velvet., up in master's house, and sit 
in the lap of the mistress of all. They used to kiss my 
nose, and wipe my paws with an emLroidered handker· 
chief. I was called' Ami-dear Ami-sweet Ami.' But 
afterwards I grew too big for them, and they gave me 
away to the housekeeper. So I carne to live in the base· 
ment story. You can look into that from where you are 
standing, and you can sec into the room where I was 
master; for I was master at the housekeeper's. It was 
certainly a smaller place than upstairs; but I was more 
comfortable, and was not continually taken hold of and 
pulled about by children as I had been. I received just 
as g?od food as ever, and even better. I had my own 
cushIOn; and there was a stove-the finest thing in the 
world at this season. I went under the stove and could 
lie down quite beneath it. Ah! I still dre~m of that 
stove. Away 1 away!" 
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" Does a stove look so beautiful 1" asked the Snow Man. 
" Is it at all like me 1" 

" It's just the reverse of you. It's as black as a crow, 
and has a long neck and a brazen drum. It eats firewood. 
so ~hat.the fire spurt~ out of its mouth. One must keep' 
at Its sIde, or under It; and there one is very comfortable. 
You can see it through the window from where you stand.'" 

And the Snow Man looked, and saw a bright polished 
thing with a brazen 'drum, and the fire gleamed from the 
lower part of it. The Snow Man felt quite strangely: an 
odd emotion came over him, he knew not what it meant, 
and could not account for it; but all people who are not 
snow men know the feeling. 

" And why did you leave her 1" asked the Snow Man; 
for it seemed to him that the stove must be of the female 
sex. "How could you quit such a comfortable placet" 

" I was obliged," replied the Yard Dog. " They turned 
me out of doorR, and chained me up here. I had bitten 
the youngest young master in the leg, because he kicked 
away the bone I was gnawing. ' Bone for bone,' I thought. 
They took that very much amiss, and from that time I 
have been fastened to a chain and have lost my voice. 
Don't you hear how hoarse I am 1 Away! away! I can't 
talk any more like other dogs. Away! away! that was 
the end of the affair." 

But the Snow Man was no longer listening to him. 
He was looking in at the housekeeper's basement lodging. 
into the room where the stove stood on its four iron legs" 
just the same size as the Snow Man himself. 

"What a strange crackling within me!" he said. " Shall 
I ever get in there 1 It is an innocent wish, and 0':11" 

innocent wishes are certain to be fulfilled. I must go In 

there and lean against her, even if I have to break through 
the window." 

"You will never get in there," said the Yard Dog; 
" and if you approach the stove you'll melt away-away! " 

"I am as good as gone," replied the Snow Man. "I 
think I am breaking up." 

The whole day the Snow Man stood looking in throul?b 
the window. In the twilight hour the room became still 

14 
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more inviting: from the stove came a mild gleam, not 
like the sun nor like the moon; no, it was only as the 
stove can glow when he has something to eat. When the 
room door opened, the flame started out of his mouth; 
this was a habit the stove had. The flame fell distinctly 
on the white face of the Snow Man, and gleamed red upon 
his bosom. 

"I can endure it no longer," said he; "how beautiful it 
looks when it stretches out its tongue!" 

The night was long; but it did not appear long to the 
Snow Man, who stood there lost in his own charming 
reflections, crackling with the cold. 

In the morning the window panes of the basement lodg­
ing were covered with ice. They bore the most beautiful 
ice-flowers that any snow man could desire; but they con­
cealed the stove. The window-panes would not thaw; he 
could not see the stove, which he pictured to himself as a 
lovely female. The freezing air crackled and whistled in 
him aud around him; it was just the kind of frosty weather 
a snow man must thoroughly enjoy. But he did not enjoy 
it; and, indeed, how could he enjoy himself when he was 
stove-sick 1 

"That's a terrible disease for a Snow Man," said the 
Yard Dog. "I have suffered from it myself, but I got 
over it. Away! away!" he barked; and he added, "The 
weather is going to change." 

And the weather did change; it began to thaw. 
The warmth increased, and the Snow Man decreased. 

He said nothing and made no complaint-and that's an 
iilfallible sign. 

One morning he broke down. And, behold, where he 
had stood, something like a broomstick remained sticking 
up out of the ground. It was the pole round which the 
boys had built him up. 

" Ah! now I can understand why he had such an 
intense longing," said the Yard Dog. "Why, there's a 
shovel for cleaning out the stove fastened to the pole. 
The Snow Ma~ ~ad a stove-rake in his body, and that's 
what moved wIthm him. Now he has got over that too. 
Away! away!" HANS ANDERSEN'S Fai'1"1J Tale&. 
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WINTER. 
WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE (1564-1616). 

When icicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick, the shepherd, blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

When blood is nipped, and ways be foul," 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who! 
Tu-whit, tu-who !-a merry note, 
While gre<tS)' Joan doth keel t the pot. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parson's 

Si:\W,t 
And birds sit broorling in the snow, 

And Marian's nose looks red and 
raw, 

When roasted crabs hiss in t he bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tn-who! 
Tn-whit, tn-who !-a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Love's Labolt?' '8 Lost, v. 2. 

" R oads are muddy. t Skim. ::: Sermon. 
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CLOUDS. 
JOHN Rl.'SKIN (b. 1819). 

Has the reader any distinct idea of what clouds are 1 
That mist which lies in the morning so softly in the 

valley, level and white, through which the tops of the 
trees rise as if through an inundation-why is it so heavy, 
and why does it lie so low, being yet so thin and frail that 
it will melt away utterly into splendor of morning when 
the sun has shone on it but a few moments more 1 Those 
colossal pyramids, huge and firm, with outlines as of 
rocks, and strength to bear the beating of the high sun 
full on their fiery flankH, why are they so light, their bases 
high over our heads, high over the heads of Alps 1 Why will 
these melt away, not as the sun 1'ises, but as he descends, 
and leave the stars of twilight clear; while the valley 
vapor gains again upon the earth like a shroud 1 Or that 
ghost of a cloud which steals by yonder clump of pines; 
nay, which does not steal by them, but haunts them, 
wreathing yet round them, and yet, and yet, slowly; now 
falling in a fair waved line like a woman's veil; now 
fading, now gone; we look away for an instant, and look 
back, and it is again there. What has it to do with that 
clump of pines, that it broods by them, and waves itself 
among their branches to and fro 1 Has it hidden a cloudy 
treasure among the moss at their roots, which it watches 
thus 1 Or has some strong enchanter charmed it into fond 
returning, or bound it fast within those bars of bough 1 
And yonder filmy crescent, bent like an archer's bow 
above the snowy summit, the highest of all the hills-that 
white arch which never forms but over the supreme crest 
-how it is stayed there, repelled apparently from the 
snow-nowhere touching it, the clear sky seen between it 
and the mountain edge, yet never leaving it--poised as a 
white bird hovers over its nest! Or those war-clouds that 
gather on the horizon, dragon-crested, tongued with fire­
how is their barbed strength bridled 1 What bits are 
those they are champing with their vaporous lips, flinging 
off flakes of . black foam 1 Leagued leviathans of the sea 
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of h~aven, out o~ their nostrils goeth smoke, and their eyes 
are lIke the eyelIds of the morning: the sword of him that 
layeth at them cannot hold; the spear, the dart, nor the 
habergeon. Where ride the captains of their armies j 
Where are set the measures of their march j Fierce mur­
murers, answering each other from morning until evening­
what rebuke is this which has awed them into peace; 
what hand has reined them back by the way in which 
they camej 

For my own part I enjoy the mystery; and perhaps the 
reader may. I think he ought. He should not be less 
grateful for summer rain, or see less beauty in the clouds 
of morning, because they come to prove him with hard 
questions; to which, perhaps, if we look close at the 
heavenly scroll, we may find also a syllable or two of 
answer illuminated here and there. F,·ondes A!],re,tes .• 

THE EVENING CLOUD. 

JOHN WILSON (1785-1844). 

A cloud lay cradled near the setting sun, 
A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow; 

Long had I watched the glory moving on 
O'er the still radiance of the lake below. 

Tranquil its spirit seemed, and floated slow! 
Even in its very motion there was rest; 

While every breath of eve that chanced to blow 
Wafted the traveller to the beauteous West. 

Emblem, methought, of the departed s~ul ~ . 
To whose white robe the gleam of bliss IS gnoen ; 

And by the breath of mercy made to roll 
Riuht onwards to the golden gates of Heaven, 

Whe~e, to the eye of faith, it peaceful lies, 
And tells to man his glorious destinies. 

* Under this title "Lea.ves of the Field," were published (1875), 
with Mr. Ruskin's a.pprobation, selected passages from h~s first great 
work "Modern painters ;" which, as a whole,-he says he 18 "resolved 
neve~ to republish." 
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SUMMER AND WINTER. 
PERCY BYS~HE SHELLEY (1792-1822). 

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon, 
Towards the end of the sunny month of June, 

When the north wind congregates in crowds 
The floating mountains of the sil ver clouds 
From the horizon, and the stainless sky 
Opens beyond them like eternity. 
All things rejoiced beneath the sun-the weeds, 
The river, and the cornfields, and the reeds, 
The willow leaves that glanced in the light breeze, 
And the firm foliage of the larger trees. 

It was a winter such as when birds die 
In the deep forests, and the fishes lie 
Stiffened in the translucent ice j which makes 
Even the mud and slime of the warm lakes 
A wrinkled clod as hard as brick j and when 
Among their children, comfortable men 
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold j ­
Alas then for the homeless beggar old! 

Poe1ll8 WI-itten in I8BO. 
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A TRUE CAPTAIN OF INDUSTRY. 
GOLDWIN SMITH, M.A., LL.D. lb. 1823) • 

. The yast works .of the railway and steamboat age called 
mto eXlStence, .besIdes th~ race of great engineers, a race 
of great orgaruzers and dIrectors of industry, who may be 
generally termed Contractors. Among these no figure was 
more conspicuous than that of Mr. Brassey. 

There were periods in :Mr. Brassey's career during which 
he and his partners were giving employment to eighty 
thousand persons, upon works requiring seventeen millions 
of capital for their completion. It is also satisfactory to 
know that in the foreign countries and colonies over which 
his operations extended, he was instrumental in raising 
the wages and condition of the working-class, as well as 
in affording, to the elite of that c1a,ss, opportunities for 
rising to higher positions. 

Mr. Brassey, like all men who have done great things 
in the practical world, knew his way to men's hearts. In 
his tours along the line, he remembered even the navvies, 
and saluted them by their names. He understood the 
value of the co-operative principle as a guarantee for 
hearty work. His agents were made partakers in his 
success; and he favored the butty-gang system-that of 
letting work to a gang of a dozen men, who divide the 
pay, allowing something extra to the head of the gang. 

Throughout his life it was a prime object with him to 
collect around him a good staff of well-tried and capable 
men. He chose well, and adhered to his choice. If a man 
failed in one line, he did not cast him off, but tried him in 
another. It was well known in the labor market that he 
would never <rive a man up if he could help it. He did 
not even giv~ men up when they had gone to la:w with 
him. In the appendix is a letter by him to provIde .em­
ployment for a person who" had by some means g?t mto 
a Buit or reference against him," but whom he d:scnbed ~s 
" knowing his work well." In hard times he stIll kept hIS 
staff together, by subdividing the employment. . 

Of all Mr. Brassey's undertakings, not on~ was superIOr 
in importance to that with which CanadIans are best 
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acquainted-the Grand Trunk Railw~y, w~th the Vi.ctoria 
Bridge. It is needless here to descrIbe thIs enterprIse, or 
to recount the tragic annals of the loss brought on thou­
sands of shareholders, which, financially speaking, was its 
calamitous sequel. The severest part of the undertaking 
was the Victoria Bridge. "The first working season 
there," says one of the chief agents, "was a period of diffi­
culty, trouble, and disaster." The agents of the con­
tractors had no experience of the climate. There were 
numerolls strikes among the workmen. The cholera com­
mitted dreadful rayages in the neighborhood. In one case, 
Qut of a gang of two hundred men, sixty were sick at one 
time, many of whom ultimately died. The shortness of 
the w.orking season in this country involved much loss of 
time. It was seldom that the setting of the masonry was 
fairly commenced before the middle of August, and it was 
certain that all work must cease at the end of November. 
Then there were the shoving of the ice at the beginning and 
breaking up of the frosts, and the collisions between floating 
rafts two hundred and fifty feet long and the staging erected 
for putting together the tubes. Great financial difficulties 
were experienced in consequence of the Crimean War. The 
mechanical difficulties were also immense, and called for 
extraordinary efforts both of energy and invention. The 
bridge, however, was completed, as had been intended, in 
December 1859, and formally opened by the· Prince of 
Wales in the following year. "The devotion and energy 
of the large number of workmen employed," says Mr. 
Hodges, "can hardly be praised too highly. Once brought 
into proper discipline, they worked as we alone can work 
against difficulties. They have left behind them in Canada 
an imperishable monument of British skill, pluck, science, 
and perseverance in this bridge, which they not only de­
signed but constructed." 

. The whole of the iron for the tubes was prepared at 
Blrkenhead; but so well prepared, that in the centre tube, 
consistin~ .of no less than 10,309 pieces, in which nearly 
half a ~mlhon.of holes were punched, not one plate required 
alteratIOn, neIther was there a plate punched wrong. 

GOLDWIN SMITH in Canaiian Manthly. 
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PREHISTORIC MAN. 
DANIEL WILSON, LL.D. (b. 1816). 

It was with a strange and fascinating pleasure, that, after 
having striven to resuscitate the races of Britain's pre­
historic ages by means of their buried arts, I found myself 
face to face with the aborigines of the New World. Much 
that had become familiar to me in fancy, as pertaining to 
a long obliterated past, was here the living present j while 
around me, in every stage of transition, lay t he phases of 
savage and civilized life: the nature of the forest, the art 
of the city j the God-made country, the man-made town j* 

* An allusion to Cowper'. familiar line:-
"God made the country, and man made the town." 

The Task (I. The Sofa), 749. 
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each in the very process of change, extinction, and re-crea.­
tion. Here, then, was a new field for the study of civili­
zation and all that it involves. The wild beast is in its 
native state, and hastens, when relieved from artificial con­
straints, to return to the forest wilds as to its natural con­
dition. The forest-man-is he too in his natural condition1 
For Europe's sons have, for upwards of three centuries, 
been levelling his forests, and planting their civilization on 
the clearings, yet he accepts not their civilization as a. 
higher goal for him. He, at least, thinks that the ~vhite 
man and the red are of diverse natures; that the city and 
cultivated field are for the one, but the wild forest and the 
free chase for the other. He does not envy the white 
man; he only wonders at him as a being of a different 
nature. 

Broken-Arm, the Chief of the Crees, receiving the 
traveller Paul Kane and his party into his lodge, at their 
encampment in the valley of the Saskatchewan, told him 
the following tradition of the tribe :-One of the Crees be­
came a Christian. He was a very good man, and did 
what was right; and when he died he was taken up to the 
white man's heaven, where everything was beautiful All 
were happy amongst their friends and relatives who had 
gone before them; but the Indian could not share their 
joy, for everything was strange to him. He met none of 
the spirits of his ancestors to welcome him: no hunting 
nor fishing, nor any of those occupations in which he was 
wont to delight. Then the Great ~Ianitou called him, and 
asked him why he was joyless in his beautiful heaven; 
and the Indian replied that he sighed for the company of 
the spirits of his own people. So the Great Manitou told 
him that he could not send him to the Indian heaven, as he 
had whilst on earth chosen this one; but as he had been 
a very good man, he would send him back to earth again. 

PrehistrYric Man; chap. i. 
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SONNETS. 
[In both of these ~xquisite sonnets the thought is :-" After death, 

I would rather be entlrely forgotten by my friend than occasion him 
saddening memories. "] -

I.-SONNET LXXI. 

WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE (1564-1616). 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hear the surly, sullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell : 
Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it; for I love you so, 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot 
If thinking on me then should make you woe. 
Oh if, I say, you look upon this verse 
When I perhaps compounded am with clay, 
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 
But let your love even with my life decay,­
Lest the wise world should look into your moan 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 

n.-REMEMBER. 

CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI (b. 1830). 

Remember me when I am gone away, 
Gone far away into the silent land; 
When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay. 
Remember me when no more, day by day, 
You tell me of our future that you planned: 
Only remember me; you understand 
It will be late to counsel then or pray. 
Yet, if you should forget me for a w~ile 
And afterwards remember, do not grIeve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
Better by far vou should forget and smile 
Than that yoli should remember and be sad. 

Goblin MaI'ket and other Poems (1802, 
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THE DEATH OF SIR ROBERT PEEL. 
WITH THE CORRESPONDENCE OF HER lIAJESTY, QUEEN VICTORIA. 

"Sir Robert Peel is to be buried to-day. The feeling in 
the country is absolutely not to be described. We have 
lost our truest friend and trustiest counsellor, the throne 
its most valiant defender, the country its most open-minded 
and greatest statesman. 

"BUCKINGHAM PALACE, 9th July 1850:· 

Writing the same day to King Leopold, Her Majesty 
says :-" Peel is to be buried to.day. The sorrow and 
grief at his death are most touching, and the country. 
mourns over him as over a father. Everyone seems to 
have lost a personal friend. " 

It was indeed so. From the time his life was known to 
be in danger, the entrance of his house was besieged by 
crowds, to whom a bulletin of his progress was from time 
to time read by a policeman. The faces of his friends, as 
they passed from the door, were eagerly scanned, and 
sorrow fell upon people's hearts at the grave sadness which 
alone was to be read there. The deep and silent grief of 
all classes was most affecting. Biography, like history, 
repeats itself, and what Tacitus wrote of Agricola might 
have been applied, word for word, to the modern states­
man :-" To his family the closing of his life was a deep 
affiiction; it was a heavy grief to his friends, and cast a 
gloom even over strangers and those to whom his person 
was unknown. As he lay sick, the common people, too, 
and those who generally feel no concern in public events, 
thronged about his house, and his name was on all men's 
tongues in the market·place and in the streets. Nor was 
there anyone who, hearing of his death, either was glad, 
or went on his way and thought of it no more." 

In the case of Sir Robert Peel, as in so many others, 
death swept away the mists of passion or prejudice, or 
mere indifference, which had veiled the true proportions of 
his character from many eyes. His patience, his courage, 
the wise and far.seeing counsels with which he had tem­
pered the action and strengthened the hands of the 
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Government which had driven him from office had 
subdued even his adversaries. The attachment Ed hard 
to sacrifice, of the bulk of the party he had led had been 
replaced by the daily growing esteem of the nation· and in 
the shock it felt at a loss for which it was so little pre­
pared, the country became alive to the fact that he had 
possessed their confidence in a mE'asure to which no other 
public man c.ould pretend. Lord John RusselI in the 
Lower, and Lords Lansdowne and Stanley in the Upper 
House, spoke in generous and glowing terms of the void 
which the disappearance of "a great man and a great 
statesman," as he was styled by Lord Stanley, had created 
in. the council of the nation; but of the many eloquent 
things that were said on alI sides, no words are more likely 
to be long remembered than the few by which the Duke 
of WelIington, in a voice thickened with emotion, paid his 
tribute to the friend whose public and private worth he 
had reason to know so welI: "In all the course of my 
acquaintance with Sir Robert Peel I never knew a man in 
whose truth and justice I had a more lively confidence, or 
in whom I saw a more invariable desire to promote the 
public service. In the whole course of my communica­
tions with him I never knew an instance in which he did 
not show the strongest attachment to truth; and I never 
saw in the whole course of my life the slightest reason for 
suspecting that he stated anything which he did not b~lieve 
to be the fact." It need not be said how much this 
quality of entire truthfulness endeared Sir Robert Peel to 
the Prince, * himself the soul of truth, and impatient 
almost to a fault of the moral weakness which its absence 

~~- .. . 
As Sir Robert Peel had enjoined by hIS WIll that Ins 

funeral should be of the simplest kind, and that he should 
be buried beside his father and mother in the family vault 
at Drayton Bassett, the nation could only sub~titu~e for 
the public funeral in Westminster Abbey, wInch It was 
eager to have assigned him, a IDonumen~ there at the 
public expense. This was voted by ParlIament, a few 
days after his death, on the motion of Lord John Russell; 

* Prince Albert. 
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from whom the public, at the same time, learned that the 
offer of a peerage had been declined by Lady Peel. " Her 
own wish," he said, ,. was to bear no other name than that 
by which Sir Robert Peel was known." Any other 
course, she had at the same time intimated, would have 
been contrary to her husband's wish recorded in his will, 
that none of his family should accept, if offered, any title, 
distinction, or reward, on account of any services he might 
be supposed to have rendered to his country. 

SIR THEODORE MARTIN'S Life of the Prince Con80rt. 

VICTORIA'S TEARS 

MRS. ELIZABETH (BARRETT) BROWNING (1809-1861). 

[Queen Victoria's first Privy Council was held at Kensington Palace 
on the morning of her accession, June 20, 1837. 'Vhen the heralds 
proclaimed her as Queen of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Ireland, she threw herself into her mother's arms and burst into tears.] 

"0 maiden! heir of Kings! 
A King has left his place; 

The majesty of death has swept 
All other from his face: 

And thou upon thy mother's breast 
No longer lean adown, 

But take the glory for the rest, 
And rule the land that loves thee best! " 

The maiden wept-
She wept to wear a crown! 

They decked her courtly halls; 
They reined her hundred steeds j 

They shouted at her palace gate, 
" A noble Queen succeeds!" 
Her name has stirred the mountain's sleep, 

Her praise has filled the town ; 
And mourners, God had stricken deep, 
Looked hearkening up and did not weep. 

Alone she wept, 
Who wept to wear a crown! 
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She saw no purples shine, 
For tears had dimmed her eyes; 

She only knew her childhood's flowers 
Were happier pageantries! 

And while the heralds played their part 
Those million shouts to drown, ' 

'God save the Queen!" from hill to mart, 
She heard through all her beating heart, 

And turned, and wept­
She wept to wear a crown! 

God save thet', weeping Queen! 
Thou shalt be well beloved! 

The tyrant's sct'ptre cannot move 
As those pure tears have moved! 

The nature in thine eyes we see 
That tyrants cannot own-

The love that guardeth liberties ! 
Strange blessing on the nation lies, 

Whose Sovereign wept­
Yea, wept to wear a crown! 

God bless thee, weeping Queen, 
With blessing more divine! 

And fill with happier love than Earth's 
That tender heart of thine! 

That when the thrones of Earth shall be 
As low as graves urought down, 

A pierced hand may give to thee 
The crown which angels shout to see !­

Thou wilt not weep 
To wear that heavenly crown. 

THE EXECUTION OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 
CHARLES DICKENS (1812-1870). 

She, feeling sure that her time wll;s now come, wro~e a 
letter to the Queen of England, makmg three entreatIes: 
first, that she might be buried in France; secondly, that 
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she might not be executed in secret, but before her 
servants and some others; thirdly, that, after her death, 
her servants should not be molested, but should be suffered 
to go home with the legacies she left them. It was an 
affecting letter; and Elizabeth shed tears over it, but sent 
no answer. Then came a special ambassador from France, 
and another from Scotland, to intercede for Mary's life; 
and then the nation began to clamor, more and more, for 
her death. 

What the real feelings or intentions of Elizabeth were, 
can never be known now; but I strongly suspect her of 
only wishing one thing more than Mary's death, and that 
was-to keep free of the blame of it. On the 1st of 
February 1587, Lord Burleigh having drawn out the 
warrant for the execution, the Queen sent to the Secretary 
Davison to bring it to her that she might sign it; which 
she did. Next day, when Davison told her it was sealed 
she angrily asked him why such haste was necessary. 

Next day but one she joked about it, and swore a little. 
Again, next day but one she seemed to complaili that it 
was not yet done; but still she would not be plain with 
those about her. So, on the 7th the Earls of Kent and 
Shrewsbury, with the Sheriff of N orthamptonshire, came 
with the warrant to Fotheringay, to tell the Queen of 
Scots to prepare for death. 

When those messengers of ill-omen were gone; Mary 
made a frugal supper, drank to her servants, read over her 
will, went to bed, slept for some hours, and then arose and 
passe? the remainder of the night saying prayers. In the 
mornmg she dressed herself in her best clothes, and at 
eight o'clock, when the sheriff came for her to her chapel, 
took leave of her servants, who were there assembled pray­
ing with her, and went downstairs, carrying a Bible in one 
hand and a crucifix in the other. Two of her women amI 
four of her men were allowed to be present in the hall, 
where a low scaffold, only two feet from the ground, was 
erected and covered with black, and where the executioner 
from the Tower and his assistant stood, dressed in black 
velvet.. The hall was full of people. While the sentence 
was bemg read she sat upon a stool; and when it was fin-
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ished she again denied her guilt, as she had done before. 
The Earl of Kent and the Dean of Peterborough, in their 
Protestant .zeal, made some very unnecessary speeches to 
her; to whICh she replied she died in the Catholic religion, 
and they need not trouble themselves about that matter. 
When ~Ier head and neck were uncovered by the execu­
tioners, she said that she had not been used to be undressed 
by such hands, or before so much company. Finally, one 
of her women fastened a cloth over her face; and she laid 
her neck upon the block, and repeated more than once in 
Latin, "Into thy hands, 0 Lord, I commend my spirit." 
Some say her head was struck off in two blows, some say 
in three. However that be, when it was held up, stream­
ing with blood, the real hair beneath the false hair she had 
long worn was seen to be as gray as that of a woman of 
seventy, though she was at that time only in her forty­
sixth year. All her beauty was gone. 

But she was beautiful enough to her little dog, who 
cowered under her dress, frightened, when she went upon 
the scaffold, and who lay down beside her headless Lody 
when all her earthly sorrows were over. 

Child's History of England. 

THE SLEIG-H·BELLS 
MRS. SUSANNA MOODIE (b. 1803). 

'Tis merry to hear at evening .time, . 
By the blazing hearth, the sleIgh-bells' clnme ; 
To know the bounding steeds bring near 
The loved one, to our bosoms dear. 
Ah! lightly we spring the fire to raise, 
Till the rafters glow with the ruddy blaze. . 
Those merry sleigh-bells! our hearts keep tIme, 
Responsive to their fairy chime. . 
Ding-dong, ding-dong! o'er vale. and ~Ill 
Their welcome notes are tremblmg stIll. 

'Tis he! and blithely the gay bells sound 
As glides his sleigh o'er the frozen ground. 

15 
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Hark! he has passed the dark pine wood; 
He crosses now the ice-bound flood, 
And hails the light at the open door 
That tells his toilsome journey's o'er. 
The merry sleigh-bells! my fond heart swells 
And throbs to hear the welcome bells. 
Ding-dong, ding-dong! o'er ice and snow, 
A voice of gladness, on they go. 

Our hut is small, and rude our cheer, 
But love has spread the banquet here; 
And childhood springs to be caressed 
By our beloved and welcome guest. 
'With a smiling brow his tale he tells; 
The urchins ring the merry sleigh-bells. 
The merry sleigh-bells! with shout and song 
They drag the noisy string along. 
Ding-dong, ding-dong! the father's come, 
The gay hells ring his welcome home. 

SONNltT. 
HENRY WADSWORTH LO"GFELLOW (1807-1882). 

As a fond mother, when the day is o'er, 
Leads by the hand her little child to bed, 
Half willing, half reluctant to be led, 
And leaves his broken playthings on the fioor, 

Still gazing at them through the open door, 
Not wholly reassured or comforted 
By promises of others in their stead, 
vVhich, though more splendid, may not please him 

more; 
So Nature deals with us, and takes away 

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand 
Leads us to rest so gently that we go 

Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay, 
Being too full of sleep to understand 
How far the unknown transcends the what we 

know. 
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A JOURNEY ACROSS THE DESERT. 

ALEXANDER WILLIAM KING LAKE (b. 1811l. 

The manner of my daily march was this. At about an 

nour before dawn I rose, and made the most of about a 

pint of water which I allowed myself for washinO". Then 

I hreakfasted upon tea and bread. As soon as the beasts 

were loaded, I mounted my camel and pres ed forward. 

My poor Arabs, being on foot, would sometimes moan with 

fatigue and pray for rest; but I was anxious to enable 

them to perform their contract for bringing me to Cairo 

within the st.ipulated time, and I did not therefore allow a 

halt until the evening came. About mid-day, or soon 

after, Mysseri if. used to bring up his camel alongside of 

mine, and snpply me \vith a piece of bread softened in 

"Water (for it was dried hard like board); and al. 0, as long 

• A tatar, or government courier, who acted as captain and inter· 

preter, and was officially responsible for the safety of the travellers. 
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as it lasted, with a piece of the tongue. A~ter this t~ere 
came into my hand-how well I remember lt !-the little 
tin cup half filled with wine and water. 

As Ion" as you are journeying in the interior of the 
desert, yo~ have no particular point to make for as your 
resting-place. The ·endless sands yield nothing but small 
stunted shrubs; even these fail after the first two or three 
days, and from that time you pass over broad plains, you 
pass over newly reared hills, you pass through valleys that 
the storm of the last week has dug-and the hills amI. the 
valleys are sand, sand, sand, still sand, Itnd only sand, and 
sand, and sand again. The earth is so samely, that your 
eyes turn toward heaven-toward heaven, 1 mean, in the 
sense of sky. You look to the sun, for he is your task­
master, and by him you know the measure of the work 
that you have done, and the measure of the work 
that remains for you to do. He comes when you strike 
your tent in the early morning; and then, for the first hour 
of the day, as you move forward on your camel, he stands 
at your near side, and makes you know that the whole 
day's toil is before you; then for a while, and a long while, 
you see him no more, for you are veiled and shrouded, and 
dare not look upon the greatness of his glory-but you 
know where he strides overhead by the touch of his flaming 
sword. No words are spoken, but your Arabs moan, your 
camels sigh, your skin glows, your shoulders ache, and for 
sights you see the pattern and the web of the silk that 
veils your eyes, and the glare of the outer light. Time 
labors on. Your skin glows, and your shoulders ache, 
your Arabs moan, your camels sigh, and you see the same 
pattern in the silk, and the same glare of li"ht beyond; but 
conquering Time marches on, and by-anlby the descend­
ing sun has compassed the heaven, and now softly touches 
your right arm, and throws your lank shadow over the sand, 
right along on the way for Persia. Then again you look 
upon his face, for his power is all veiled in his beauty, and 
the redness of flames has become the redness of roses; the 
fair wavy cloud that fled in the morning now comes to his 
sight once more-comes blushing, yet still comes on-comes 
burning with blushes, yet hastens, and clings to his side. 
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T~en arrives your time for resting. The world about 
you IS a~l your own, and .there,. ,,:here you will, you pitch 
your sohtary tent; there IS no hvmg thinO' to dispute your 
choice. When at last the spot had beel~ fixed upon, and 
we came to a halt, one of the Arabs would touch the chest 
of my camel, and utter at the same time a peculiar gur­
gling sound. The beast instantly understood and obeyed 
the sign, and slowly sank under me till she brou"ht her 
body to a level with the ground; then gladly en"ough I 
alighted. The rest of the camels were unloaded, and 
turned loose to browse upon the shrubs of the desert, 
where shrubs there were; or, where these failed, to wait for 
the small quantity of food which was allowed them out of 
our stores. 

My sen'ants, helped by the Arabs, busied themselves in 
pitching the tent and kindling the fire. 'While this was 
doing, I used to walk away toward the east, confiding in 
the print of my foot as a guide for my return. Apat·t 
from the cheering voices of my attendants, I could better 
know and feel the loneliness of the desert. The influence 
of such scenes, however, was not of a softening kind, but 
filled me rather with a sort of childish exultation in the 
self-sufficiency which enabled me to stand thus alone in the 
wilderness of Asia i-a short-lived pride; for wherever man 
wanders, he still remains tethered by the chain that links 
him to his kind; and so when the night closed round me I 
began to return-to return, as it were, to my own gate. 
Reaching at last some high ground, I could see, and see 
with delight, the fire of our small encampment; and when 
at last I regained the spot, it seemed to me a ve~y home that 
had sprung up for me in the midst of these s~htude~. My 
Arabs were busy with their bread; Mysse~1 .rattimg tea­
cups; the little kettle, with her odd, old-maidish look, sat 
humming away old sonas about England; and two or three 
yards from the fire my tent stood prim and tight, with 
open portal and with welcoming look, like "the old arm­
chair" of our lyrist's "swee~ Lady Anne.". 

At the beginning of my Journey, the mght breeze blew 
coldly. When that happened, the dry sand was h:aped up 
outside round the skirts of the tent; and so the wmd, that 
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everywhere else could sweep as h~ li~ted. along those 
dreary plains, was forced to turn aSIde m hIS course, and 
m~ke wav, as he ought, for the Englishman! Then within 
my tent there were heaps of luxuries-:-dining-rooms, dr~ss­
in"-rooms, libraries, bed-rooms, drawmg-rooms, oratorIes, 
all crowded into the space of a hearth-rug. The first night, 
I remember, with my hooks and maps about me, I wanted 
lirrht. They brourrht me a taper; and immediately from out 
of the silent dese~t there rushed in a flood of life, unseen 
before. Monsters of moths of all shapes and hues, that 
never before, perhaps, had looked upon the shining of a 
flame, now madly thronged into my tent, and dashed 
through the tire of the candle till they fairly extinguished 
it with their burning limbs. Those that had failed in 
attaining this martyrdom suddenly became serious, and 
clung despondingly to the canvas. 

By-and-by there was brought to me the fragrant tea, and 
big masses of scorched and scorching toast, that minded 
me of old Eton * days, and the butter that had come all 
the way to me in this desert of Asia from out of that poor, 
dear, starving Ireland. I feasted like a king-like four 
kings-like a boy in the fourth form. 

When the cold, sulleu morning dawned, and my people 
began to load the camels, I always felt loath to give hack 
to the waste this little spot of ground that had glowed for 
awhile with the cheerfulness of a human dwelling. One 
by one, the cloaks, the saddles, the baggage, the hundred 
things that strewed the ground and made it look so familiar 
-all these were taken away and laid upon the camels. .A. 
speck in the broad tracts c;>f Asia remained still impressed 
with the mark of patent portmanteaus and the heels of 
London boots; the embers of the fire lay black and cold 
upon the sand ;-and these were the sicrns we left. 

My tent was spared to the last; but when all else was 
ready for the start, then came its fall: the pegs were 
drawn, the canvas shivered, and in less than a minute 
there was nothing that remained of my genial home but 
only a pole and a bundle. The encroaching Englishman 
was off; and instant, upon the fall of the canvas, like an 

• The famous English school on the Thames, opposite Windsor. 
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owner who had waited and watched, the Genius of the 
Desert stalked in. 

Eothen; or, Traces of Tm"el Brought Home f,·om the East (1844). 

THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT SHRINE. 
THonrAs MOORE (1779-1852). 

The turf shall be my fragrant shrine; 
My temple, Lord, that arch of thine, 
My censer's breath, the mountain airs; 
And silent thoughts my only prayers. 

My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
When murmuring homeward to their cayes; 
Or when the stillness of the sea, 
Even more than music, breathes of thee. 

I'll seek by day some glade unknown, 
All light and silence, like thy throne; 
And the pale stars shall be at night 
The only eyes that watch my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which 'tis bliss to look, 
Shall be my pure and shining book; 
Where I shall read, in words of flame, 
The glories of thy wondrous name. 

I 'II read thy anger in the rack 
That clouds a while the daybeam's track; 
Thy mercy, in the azure hue 
Of sunny brightness breaking through ~ 

There's nothing bright above, below, 
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of thy Deity! 

There's nothing dark below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy love, 
And meekly wait that moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again! 
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GIBRALTAR. 
COUNT VON lViOLTKE, CHIE.' MARSHAL OF THE GERMAN E!IPIRE 

(b. 1800). 
October 1846. 

When we went on board the corvette Amazon on a 
sunny evening in last month.' the sea was smiling as if ~o 
invite us on a pleasure trIp, but shortly afterwards It 
became terribly rough. It took us sixteen days to beat 
up aO'ainst the wind to Gibraltar. The sea was high, and 
the ~essel, no longer steadied by her sails, reeled like a 
drunken man, and as if the masts would snap off. At 
lenO'th the Rock of Tarik" -a splendid sight-rose out of the 
water. The rugged mass, 1361 feet high, is only con­
nected with the continent of Europe by a level tongue of 
land, and therefore is a gigantic insulated cone. Opposite 
to it, on the coast of Africa, the other Pillar of Hercules 
rises in like manner, the Apes' Hill at Ceuta. We 
struggled long against the strong tide which here always 
sets in to the Mediterranean. At length we cast anchor, and 
the fortress greeted our mourning flag with a royal salute. 

The first step on shore led us into a new world--a won­
derful combination of Spain and England. The brilliancy 
and luxuriance of a southern sky are here allied with the 
energy and activity of the North. The red-coated un­
breeched Highlanders stand like giants among the small 
brown Spaniards, wrapped in their cloaks, and among the 
slender Arabs, who flock in numbers into the fair land 
which belonged to them for seven hundred years. There 
lay, in immense quantities, grapes, oranges, dates, and 
olives, from Malaga, Valencia, and Granada, to<Yether with 
English potatoes and cheese; while lobsters, flyi~"-fish, and 
dolphins from the Atlantic lay heside (lried stock~fish from 
the Arctic seas. Above the fiat roofs, the balconies, and 
the gardens with their pomegranates and palms, project 
the three tiers of galleries which have been mined in the 
limestone rock to the depth of a mile, and which are 
armed with cannon from the Scotch foundries. Three 

* Gibraltar-that is, Gebel-al-Tarik, or Hill of Tarik the Moorish 
conqueror who landed there April 30. 711. ' 
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noble ships of t~e line, bearing the British flag, tower 
above the swarm of small craft and of steamboats. Our 
Amazon appeared beside them like a graceful child. 

Gibraltar is constantly increasing, but it is only per­
mitted by its iron armor to grow in height. Plots of 
ground and house-rent are incredibly dear. A limestone 
rock and a spit of sand necessarily produce nothinO', and 
were originally inhabited only by partridges and'" apes. 
All the necessaries of life must be brought by sea, even 
drinking-water, which is the great want in this otherwise 
impregnable fortress. Spanish guards are posted on the 
spit of sand, 1680 yards from the Rock, with loaded guns, 
not armed to resist an attack, but to put down the smug­
gling trade, which is carried on here on a large scale. 

I had decided to make the rest of the journey by land; 
but it was necessary that it should be only a courier's 
journey, which would leave little time for enjoyment and 
sight-seeing. An order from the governor admitted me to 
all the fortifications, to the Moorish castle, O'Hara's tower, 
and to the telegraph station on the summit of the Rock. 
From this spot, where the eastern cliff has a perpendicular 
descent of 1,000 feet, there is a wide view over the Spanish 
coast, the snowy peaks of the Sierra Nevada, which is 
10,000 feet high, and across the dark blue sea. On the 
farther side of the strait are seen the African mountains 
of Tangiers and Ceuta, and the wide bay of Alge<;il'as 
opens on the west. We looked down upon the town, the 
fortifications, and the beautiful harbor, as on a map. I 
Bought to imprint the picture on my m~mory, feeling how 
unlikely it was that I should ever agam see one of such 
extent and beauty. Count von Jlfoltke's Spanish Jou"tal. 

Thy memory, thy pain, to-night, 
My brother! and thine early lot, 

Possess me quite. 
The murmur of this midland deep 

Is heard to-night around thy grave, 
There where Gibraltar's cannoned steep 

O'e~frowns the wave. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD: A Southern Night. 
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CHARMING THE WOLVES. 
w. H. KINGSTON. 

We went on and on, but no sign could we see of Mike. 
It was already getting dusk when Kepenau stopped and 
examined the ice. 

" A man has passed this way," he said, "and has turned 
off to the right." 

Telling one of his people to follow up the trail, he pro­
ceeded onwards, narrowly scrutinizing the ice. 

"It is as I thought," he observed: "he was coming 
along on foot when he saw a pack of wolves following him, 
and instead of continuing on the ice he made his way for 
the shore, to try and reach a tree into which he could 
climb-the wisest thing he could do." 

Having made this remark, he led the way in the direc­
tion the other Indian had taken. He soon overtook him; 
but as darkness was increasing we had to proceed slowly, 
so as not to lose the trail, which I was utterly unable to 
perceive. The banks were of a low, marshy nature, so 
that there were few trees about up which the fugitive 
could have escaped. I did not confidently expect to meet 
Mike on this occasion; for he, I thought, would have come 
along on his skates, whereas this person, the Indian said, 
was on foot. 

We had not gone far when Kepenau stopped. "That 
is the howl of wolves," he observed; "but it is accompa­
nied by a curious sound, and they are not howling in their 
usual fashion." 

Advancing further, I could clearly distinguish the howl­
ing of the wolves, accompanied by another sound. 

" vVhy, as I'm alive, those are the tones of Mike Laf­
fan's fiddle!" exclaimed Uncle Mark. "He is safe, at all 
events-that is one comfort; but it is a curious place to 
be playing in." 

Kepenau now told us that the path we were following 
would lead us to the ruins of an old fort, erected by the 
early French settlers, and that he had little doubt our 
friend had found his way to it for refuge from the wolves; 
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CHARlflNG THE WOLVES. 

but they had followed him, and were certainly not far off. 
We hurried on, and as the sounds of the fiddle became 
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more distinct, the full moon rose from behind a dark ma.ss 
which proved to be a ruined wall of the building; and 
immediately afterwards, directly in front of us, we discov­
ered Mike Laffan seated on one of the time-worn and 
rickety beams which had once formed part of the fort. 
There he was, bow in hand, fiddling with might and main; 
while below him were a whole pack of wolves, their mouths 
open, singing an inharmonious chorus to his music. So 
entranced were they, that the brutes actually did not dis­
cover us; nor, so far as we could see, were they making 
any attempt to reach Mike. 

At a sign from Kepenau we stopped; but Mike, though 
he had perceived us, went on fiddling. Pres!'ntly he 
changed the tune to one of extraordinary rapidity: this 
evidently astonished his vulpine audience, which began to 
leap about. Suddenly he exclaimed. "Now, shout, friends, 
shout! and we shall put the spalpeens of wolves to flight." 
As we raised our'voices he made his instrument produce 
the most fearful shrieks and cries, while he uttered at the 
same time a true Irish howl. 

Mike's plan had the desired effect. The wolves, bewil­
dered by the strange sounds, were seized with terror, and 
off they scampered like a pack of curs, howling and biting 
at each other as they rushed along towards the forest, in 
which they soon disappeared. 

Mike on this jumped down from his perch, laughing 
heartily, and thanked us all for having come to his assist-
ance. In the FOl·cst. 

CANADA'S HERITAGE. 
THE EARL OF DUFFERIN. 

[On the 11th of June 1872, a banquet was given at Belfast to the 
Earl of Dufferin, then on the eve of his departure for Canada. Reply­
ing to the toast, "The health of his Excellency the Governor-General 
of Canada," Lord Dufferin delivered a brilliant speech of which the 
following is the peroration :-] , 

Of course the most constant and absorbing duty of every 
one connected with the government of Canada, and one 
not less agreeable than those to which I have alluded, will 
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be that of developing the latent wealth and the enormous 
material ,re~ou:c~s of the vast territory comprised within 
mY,new JurlsdICtlOn, Few people in this country have any 
notion how blessed by nature is the Canadian soil. The 
beauty, majesty, and material importance of the Gulf of 
St, Lawrence is in~eed the theme of every traveller, while 
the stupendous cham of lakes, to which it is the outlet, is 
well known to afford a system of inland navigation such 
as is to be found in no other part of the habitable globe, 
The inexhaustible harvest of its seas annually gathered by 
its hardy maritime population, the innumerable treasures of 
its forests, are known to all.: but what is not so generally 
understood is, that beyond the present inhabited regions of 
the country-beyond the towns, the lakes, the woods­
there stretches out an enormous breadth of rich alluvial 
soil comprising an area of thousands of square miles, so 
level, so fertile, so ripe for cultivation, so profusely watered, 
and intersected by enormous navigable rivers, with so 
exceptionally mild a climate, as to be destined at no 
distant time to be occupied by millions of our prosperous 
fellow-subjects, and to b~come a central granary for the 
adjoining continents, Such a scene as this may well fire 
the most sluggish imagination; nor can there be conceived 
a greater privilege than being permitted to watch oyer the 
development of an ind'llstry and civilization fraught wit,h 
such universal advantage to the human race, In fact, It 
may be doubted whether the inhabitants of the Dominion 
themselves are as yet fully awake to the ma~ificent 
destiny in store for them, or have altog,ethe~ reahze,d the 
promise of their young and hardy natlOnahty" LIke a 
virgin goddess in a primeval world, Canada stIll walks 
in unconscious beauty among her golden woods and by 
the marO'in of her trackless streams, catching but broken 
glances ~f her radiant majesty, as mirror,ed on t~~ir sur­
face, and scarcely reeks as yet of the glones awaItmg her 
in the Olympus of nations, 

Speeches and Add,'csses of the Earl of Duffe'l'jn (188£), 
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ENGLAND IN 1685. 
LORD MACAULAY (1800-1859). 

Could the Eugland of 1685 be, by some magical process, 
set before our eyes, we should not know one landscape in 
a hundred or one building in ten thousand. The country 
O'entleman would not recognize his own fields. The in­
habitant of the town would not recognize his own street. 
Everything has been changed but the great features of 
nature, anC:: a few massi,-e and durable works of human 
art. vVe might find out Snowdon and vVindermere, the 
Cheddar Cliffs and Beachy Head. We might find out 
here and there a Norman minster, or a castle which 
witnessed the vVars of the Roses. But, with such rare 
exceptions, everything would be strange to us. ::\Iany 
thousands of square miles which are now rich corn land 
and meadow, intersected by green he,lge-rows, and dotted 
with villages and pleasant country seats, would appear as 
moors overgrown with furze, or fens abandoned to wild 
ducks. We should see straggling huts built of wood and 
covered with thatch, where we now see manufacturing 
towns and seaports renowned to the farthest ends of the 
world. The capital itself would shrink to dimensions not 
much exceeding those of its present Ruburb '" on the south 
of the Thames. Not less strange to us would be the garb 
and manners of the people, the furniture and the equipages, 
the interior of the shops and dwellings. 

[The historian discusses in detail the social condition of 
England in 1685; he then proceeds :-] 

The general effect of the evidence which has been sub· 
mitted to the reader seems hardly to admit of doubt. 
Yet, in spite of evidence, many will still image to them­
selves the England of the Stewarts as a more pleasant 
country than the England in which we live. 

It may at first sight seem strange that society, while 
constantly moving forward with eager speed, should be 
constantly looking backward with tender reQ'l'et. But 
these two propensities, inconsistent as they r:;ay appear, 

* Southwark. 
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can. easily be res?lved. into the same principle. Both 
sprmg from our llllpatH'lllCe of the state in which we 
actually are. That impatience, while it stimulates us to 
surpass preceding generations, disposes us to overrate their 
happiness. It is, in some sense, unreasonable and un­
grateful in us to be constantly discontented with a con­
dition which is constantly improving. But, in truth, 
there is constant improvement precisely because there is 
constant discontent. If we were perfectly satisfied with 
the pr~sent, we should cease to contrive, to labor, and to 
save with a view to the future. And it is natural that, 
being dissatisfied with the present, we should forlll a too 
favorable estimate of the past. 

In truth, we are under a deception similar to that 
which misleads the traveller in the Arabian desert. Be­
neath the caravan all is dry and bare; but far in adYance, 
and far in the rear, is the semblance of refreshing waters. 
The pilgrims hasten forward and find nothing but sand 
where, an hour before, they had seen a lake. They turn 
their eyes and see a lake where, an hour before, they 
were toiling through sand. A similar illusion seems to 
haunt nations through every stage of tile long progress 
from poverty and barbarism to the highest degrees of 
opulence and civilization. But if we n"solutely chase the 
mirage backward, we shall find it recede before us into 
the regions of fabulous antiquity. It is now the fashion 
to place the Golden Age of England in times when noble­
men were destitute of comforts the want of which would 
be intolerable to a modern footman, when farmers and 
shopkeepers breakfasted on loaves the very sight of which 
would- raise a riot in a modern workhouse, when to have 
a clean shirt once a week was a privilege reserved for the 
higher' class of gentry, when men died faster in the.pur~st 
country air than they now die in the most pestilential 
lanes of our towns and when men died faster in the lanes 
of our towns than' they now die o~ the coast .of Guiana. 
We too shall, in our turn, be outstl'lpped, and m our turn 
be envied. It may well be, in the t.wenti~th centu~, that 
the peasant of Dorsetshire may thmk himself miserably 
paid with twenty shillings a week; that the carpenter at 
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Greenwich may receive ten shillings a day; that laboring 
men may be as little used to dine without meat a8 they 
now are to eat rye-bread; that sanitary, police, and medical 
discoveries may have added several more years to the 
average length of human life; that numerous comforts 
and luxuries which are now unknown, or confined to a 
few, may be within the reach of every diligent and thrifty 
working mail- And yet it may then be the mode to assert 
that the increase of wealth and the progress of science 
have benefited the few at the expense of the many, and to 
talk of the reign of Queen Victoria as the time when 
England was truly merry England, when all classes were 
bound together by brotherly sympathy, when the rich did 
not grind the faces of the poor, and when the poor did 
not envy the splendor of the rich. .., 

Hiswry of England, chap. Ill. 

A CHRISTMAS CARD FOR A CHILD 

THEODORE W A'ITB 

To catch old Christmas in the morning air, 
A child stole out and wandered on the heath: 
And there sat Christmas, blowing foggy breath, 

Cross-legged upon a stile, and c:ied, ".Look here; 
This smile's for you-a good wlde smlle, ~y dear, 

Of bright red gums, and rare plum-puddmg teeth, 
And jolly old wrinkles round my holly wrle,~th ; 

Ho, ho for Christmas and a glad Now Year. 

That child was I ; and every year, in snow, 
Or mist, or rain, to that same heath I go : . 

And there sits Christmas on the self-same stlle; 
And of the dear sweet days we talk awhile, 

Laughing and crying at the things we ~now, 
But parting ever with a hug and smlle. 

Oootributed to Athenalum, Ohmtmas EL'e, 1881. 

16 
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• • h not Might . . in the 
good time coming." 

THE GOOD TIME COMING. 
CHARLES MACKAY (b. 1814). 

There's a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming: 

We may not live to see the day, 
But earth shall glisten in the ray 

Of the good time coming. 
Cannon balls may aid the truth, 

But thought's a weapon stronger ; 
'vVe'll win our battle by its aid ;­

Wait a little longer. 

There 's a good time corning, boys, 
A good time coming: . 

The pen shall supersede the sword, 
And Right, not Might, shall be the lord, 

In the good time coming. 
Worth, not Birth, shall rule mankind, 

And be acknowledged stronger; 
The propel' impul 'e has been given;­

Wait a little longer. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming : 

War in all men's eyes shall bp 
A monster of iniquity, 

Il~ the good time coming. 
NatIOns shall not quarrel then, 

To prove which is the stronger; 
Nor slaughter men for glory's sake;­

Wait a little longer. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 
A good ti me coming: 

Let us aid it all we can, 
Every woman, every man, 

The good time coming. 
Smallest helps, if rightly given, 

Make the impulse stron O'er' 
'Twill be strong enou O'h o;e d~Y'-

W · I '" , alt a ittle longer. 
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THE SNOWBALL BATTLE. 
(From the Swedish of ZAeR. TOPELIUS.i 

" Now we ~re going to have a war!" cried little Matthew, 
as he rushed mto the hall, flushed with excitement adorned 
with huge mustaches made by charcoal smut 'a cock's 
feather stuck in his cap, and brandishin" his wooden sword. 

"Heaven save us!" ejaculated olel Sarah who was 
sweeping the dining-room floor; and the ne,:s "ave her 
such a fright that she felt quite faint, and wa~ nearly 
sitting down on the fioor. 

"What do you say, Master lVlatthew 1 are we going to 
have war?" 

"That you may depend upon!" said the young fellow, 
proudly, and stuck his sword into the loop of his belt. 
"Yes, war! so that it will echo in the hills too! But I 
say, give me some bread and butter first; there's a dear old 
soul: it is not the thing to go into battle with a hungry 
stomach." 

" Now you are joking, Master l\Iatthew," Sarah resumed, 
not knowing exactly what to believe, and feeling rather 
frightened. "\Var, dear me, is a great scourge; and how 
cruel it is when people kill each other, and hurn towns and 
hamlets, and trample on the growing corn in the fields !­
Perhaps the Turks have come at last! " 

"Yes, of course they have," said Matthew, appropriating 
some large slices of bread and butter from the cupboard, 
and munching heartily while talking. "The whole yard 
is crowded with Turks," he continued, with his mouth full; 
"but just you wait a bit-we will soon scatter them to the 
winds. We defy them to capture our fortress, 'Dread­
nought !'" 

" Well, I 'm blest If I understand all this," said old Sarah; 
and, gathering up her sweepings in the pan, she hastened 
out to the yard. The old woman .was curio~s to know 
what it all meant, and what was gomg on outsIde; so she 
opened the back door all in a tremble, and saw-:-the whole 
yard filled with boisterous school-boys, and that m a corner 
acrainst the railinG'S was built a miniature fortress of snoW, 
o~ the top of whi~h was placed as a standard a red kerchief 
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fixed on a tall hop-pole. The old woman muttered" Talk 
of old Nick," and then returned indoors with her pan, in 
quite a pet. She did not observe that behind the paling~ 
were gathered a whole army of eager warriors, measuring 
on an average about three feet six inches, and all distin­
guished with the sign of a paper half-moon, pinned on their 
backs, this supposed to be the most appropriate place for a 
decoration. These were evidently the Turks, busily en­
gaged in casting shot, that is to say, forming hard snow­
balls, and piling them up in pyramids against the walls. 

The Christian crusaders were all assembled in the yard, 
and each carried as an emblem a sprig of spruce-fir stuck 
in the button-hole of his jacket. 

"Where is the General 1 " asked one of the Christian 
officers, with an anxious glance at the side whence they 
expected the enemy. 

"He is having some bread and butter in the pantry, I 
believe, sir," replied one of the soldiers, saluting the Captain 
in a military fashion. 

" Dear me! is this the time for a general to munch bread 
and butter, when the foe is advancing!" said the Captain, 
knitting his eyebrows. 

" Sir," observed the warrior, proudly, "you will remem­
ber that was just what General Sandels did when he gained 
the battle of-" 

"How dare you answed ~ said the Captain, angrily, 
cutting him short; "you, a simple cornet! away at once 
with my orders to the General, that he instantly quit the 
pantry," he commanded in a stern voice. 

"All right, Captain," answered the cornet. 
But the General appeared at this moment on the door­

steps. The first thing he caught sight of was the red 
banner on the battlements. 

"Who has dared to hoist a blood-colored flag on our 
fortress of 'Dreadnought' 1" he demanded, in a voice of 
thunder. No answer came. 

"Sir General," answered the Captain at last, rather 
abashed, "I borrowed it from the scullery-maid, and made 
her allowance from the commissariat. Really I couldn't 
help that the kerchief happened to be red." 
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"Captain," said the chief, somewhat appeased "you 
don't understand the color of fla"s any more than 'a blind 
bat! Surely we are not pirates~ or buccaneers, that we 
must show a red flag! Let me tell you, blue and white 
are our true colors j deep blue as our lakes, and white the 
symbol of our snowy fields." 
A~d the General hastily produced from the breast-pocket 

o~ hIs coat a blue and white flag, which the day before his 
sIster had tacked together from some shreds of bunting. 

The corsair standard was on the instant lowered and 
soon the blue and white banner floated proudly on th~ top 
of the hop-pole in its place. 

"The Turks are coming!" cried the sentinel; "every­
body to his post! " 

Now great activity was displayed by the Christian army, 
which was parted in three divisions: two columns were 
despatched to the gate, to take up their position one on 
each side, to welcome the enemy with a terrific storm of 
shot i and the third hastened into the fort to arrange the 
batteries and repair the ramparts where the snow had 
crumbled. The General kept a stern eye on everybody, 
and anyone who was not sharp enough, got a ruthless 
punch in the ribs, to stimulate him to activity_ But Fritz, 
the little drummer, who did not feel inclined to risk his 
young life of only seven winters in the pending conflict, 
dropped his drumsticks from sheer fright, and retreated 
into the dog-kennel! 

The Turks mustered nearly twice the force of the Chris­
tians, so they pressed on with great courage through the 
gate. 

Hurrah! now whizzed the first volley-phuff! pugh! 
puff! 

The Turks wavered for a moment, and their cadets began 
to cry. But their chief, Dschingis Khan, a tall ringleader, 
premier of the upper form, knew how to rally the~. _ A 
perfect cannonade of snowballs rained upon the Chl'ls~Ian 
army, who in vain turned up their co~t-coll~rs to shIeld 
themselves from the furious attack, and III theIr turn began 
to waver. 

This was the decisive moment of the battle, when the 
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drum was of the greatest importance. But the drum! the 
drum which would have instilled new courage into the 
wavering columns, was silent. If the Christians had only 
heard the beating of the drum, they would ha,"e been surE 
to have carried the day. But the General called in vain, 
in agony, upon his missing drummer. The little rascal 
lay silent and unseen; he had taken sanctuary in the dog­
kennel. 

"The traitor!" cried the General, fearful in his wrath; 
but nothing came of it. The enemy stormed through and 
swarmed into the yard; and though the Christians man­
fully defended every inch of ground, they were at last 
forced to retreat before the terrific onslaught of the over­
whelming masses of the enemy, and take refuge within the 
walls of the fortress. 

The General was beside himself with rage. The vic­
torious Turks cheered lustily,. and carried off in triumph 
the spoils of war found on the battle-field, consisting of 
a boot, two tin sabres, seven caps, and fourteen or fifteen 
mittens, all odd ones. 

A short truce now ensued, and then the Turkish Pasha 
treated his victorious Bashee-Bazouks to a feast of almond 
rock, at the expense of his commissariat. Then he sent 
one of his dragomans to parley with the Christian com­
mander, and insolently demanded him to give up the 
fortress unconditionally. In case of refusal, every man 
would have to run the gauntlet; which meant, to lie down 
on the snow-covered ground and pretend to be killed. 

The cornet, who had scaled the battlements from within, 
of course thought this such an awful insult, that he, without 
waiting for orders, seized a snowball lying on the battery, 
took a sure aim, and hit the insolent herald right between 
t~e eyes, and knocked his fez off; and the infidel took to 
hIS heels as fast as he could. 

"It is against all recognized laws of warfare" cried 
Dschingis Khan, disgusted. ' 

"Very likely," shouted the cornet; "but here might 
is right!" and at the same moment he sent another snow­
ball whizzing ~lose to ~he e:l;r of the proud conqueror, who 
had to duck hIS head mglonously to save his skill-
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" Well done, cornet!" called out the General's well­
.known voice. "If anybody dares to talk of surrenderincy 
~e shall be shot on the instant! Cornet, I appoint yo~ 
heutenant on the spot!" and here the commander raised 
his voice, so as to be heard all over the battle-field. " But 
the drummer-boy is. a craven miscreant, and I relegate him 
to the baggage serVlCe !" 

"Brave Mussulman!" bawled Dschingis Khan, "you 
have heard how the braggart mouthed it. I will not pay 
you, because that is not my habit; but behind the board­
ing is still a basket of almond-rock provision, and the first 
man who scales the fortress ramparts, I will give him, as 
true as my name is Dschingis Khan, the whole of its con­
tents." 

"Hurrah! long live our Dschingis Khan!" shouted the 
Turkish hordes, and they simultaneously stormed the fort. 

But" Dreadnought" was not so easily taken possession 
of as was the surrounding open district of the yard. V 01-
leys of snowballs whizzed about their ears, incessant as a 
hail-storm. Now fell a Turk, and then another was sent 
head over heels down from the battlements. Ammunition 
ran short, and indeed could no longer be used, for now the 
belligerents closed in upon one another, and fought man 
to man, sparring, and then rolling down the ramparts, 
locked in each other's struggling embrace. The walls of 
the fort suffered great damage in the fearful strife, and big 
breaches were soon effected. Some of the Bashee-Bazouks 
even pulled their antagonists by the hair on the quiet, 
though this was against the conventional laws of civilized 
warfare and could not even boast of being might for right. 

The General and his soldiers performed prodigies of 
valor, though in the fray they had been despoiled of caps 
and mittens; yea, some even lost their boots. They kept 
their hold stoutly to the last man; but, alas! tl~e Turks 
were so numerous, ana-there was no help for It-they 
gained at last the ascendency. The General himself w?,s 
taken prisoner; the banner was t?rn down; and the VIC­

torious enemy was already swarmmg up and all over the 
battlements when was heard-the beat of the drum! 

At this ~nexpected signal, the Turks lost all presence 
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of mind; they understood in a moment that reinforcements 
were coming up in the rear to the relief of the distressed 
fort, and in great panic they flung themselves he~dlong 
,Iown the ramparts, and took to their heelR, and dId not 
rally until they were a good way beyond the gate, which 
was naturally considered the frontier of the domains of 
the" Sublime Porte." 

The General and his men, though in a sad plight, soon 
extricated themselves from the crumbling ruins of the 
fortress, and could scarcely believe their eyes when they 
saw little Fritz coming, quite alone across the yard, and 
composedly beating his drum! But when he carne up to 
where the General stood in surprise surrounded by his 
staff, he saluted and knelt down in penitence before him, 
and said,-

" If you please, sir, I am ready to be shot! I know I 
deserve it, for I deserted my comrades when the enemy 
bore down upon us. I prefer to be shot, rather than be 
reduced to the baggage service! I heard all you said 
about me, General, when I lay hid in the dog-kennel, and 
it smote me to the heart. It is true I was afraid of the 
Turks; but I fear more being called a coward. So I bit 
my lips firmly, and determined to find my drumsticks, 
which I soon did amongst the snow; and I said to myself, 
'They may beat me, but I '11 beat the drum first.' But la! 
they all ran away as fast as they could instead." 

The General gently lugged the ears of the drummer-boy, 
then lifted him up, and gave him a smackin" kiss, so de-
lighted was he. '" 

"Comrades," he said, "the drummer Fritz has saved the 
fortress of 'Dreadnought,' and all of us from lllassacre. 
Before our whole army I solemnly declare that drummer 
Fritz is a first-rate honest fellow. Let him only grow a 
head taller, and no kennel will hold him; and, let me tell 
you, he will never again hide anywhere as long as he lives. 
And shame upon anyone who, in the hour of danger, 
deserts the noble fortress of 'Dreadnought!' But honor 
be to him who prefers to be shot, rather than throwaway 
his drumsticks when his duty is to save his own country !" 

F'inland Idyls. 
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THE PINE. 
JOHN RUSKIN (b. 1819). 

The pine-ma~ificent! nay, sometimes almost terrible. 
Other trees, tuftmg crag or hill, yield to the form and 
sway ~f the .ground, clo!he it with soft compliance, are 
partly Its su.bJect~, par~ly Its flatterers, partly its comforters. 
But the pme ~lses m serene resistance, self.contained; 
n~r can I ever wIthout awe stay long under a great Alpine 
chff, far. from ~ll house or work of men, looking up to its 
compam~s of pmes, as they stand on the inaccessible juts 
and penlous ledges of the enormous wall, in quiet multi­
tudes, each like the shadow of the one beside it--upright, 
fixed, spectral, as troops of ghosts standing on the walls of 
Hades, not knowing each other, dumb for ever. You can­
not reach them-cannot cry to them: those trees never 
heard human voice: they are far above all sound but of 
the winds. No foot ever stirred fallen leaf of theirs: all 
comfortless they stand, between the two eternities of the 
Vacancy and the Rock; yet with such iron will, that the 
rock itself looks bent and shattered beside them-fragile, 
weak, inconsistent, compared with their dark energy of 
delicate life and monotony of enchanted pride-unnum­
bered, unconquerable. 

Then note, further, their perfectness. The impression on 
most people's mind must have been received more from 
pictures than reality, so far as I can judge, so ragged they 
think the pine; whereas its chief character in health is 
green and full roundness. It stands compact, like one of 
its own cones, slightly curved on its sides, finished and 
quaint as a carved tree in some Elizabethan garden; and, 
instead of being wild in expression, forms the softest of all 
forest scenery: for other trees show their trunks and twist­
ing boughs, but the pine, growing either in luxuriant 
mass or in happy isolation, allows no branch to be seen. 
Summit behind summit rise its pyramidal ranges, or down 
to the very grass sweep the circlets of its boughs-so th~t 
there is nothing but green cone and green carpet. Nor IS 
it only softer, but in one sense more cheerful than other 



250 THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

foliage, for it casts only a pyramidal shadow. Lowland 
forest arches overhead, and chequers the ground with dark­
ness; but the pine, growing in scattered groups, leaves the 
glades between emerald bright. Its gloom is all its own; 
narrowing into the sky, it lets the sunshine strike down to 
the dew. And if ever a superstitious feeling comes over 
me among the pine glades, it is never tainted with the old 
German forest fear, but it is only a more solemn tone of 
the fairy enchantment that haunts our English meadows; 
so that I have always called t}le prettiest pine-glade in 
Chamouni "Fairies' Hollow." 

Other trees rise against the sky in dots and knots, but 
this in fringes. You never see the edges of it, so subtle 
are tlt~y ; and for this reason, it alone of trees, so far as 
I know, is capable of the fiery change which has been 
noticed by Shakspeare. When the sun rises behind a 
ridge crested with pine, provided the ridge be at a distance 
of about two miles, and seen clear, all the trees, for about 
three or four degrees on each side of. the sun, become trees 
of light, &een in the clear flame against the darker sky, and· 
dazzling as the sun itself. I thought at first this was owing 
to the actual lustre of the leaves; but I believe now it is 
caused by the cloud-dew upon them-every minutest leaf 
carrying its diamond. It seems as if these trees, living 
always among the clouds, had caught part of their glory 
from them; and themselves the darkest of vegetation. 
could yet add splendor to the sun itself. Frondes Agrestes. 

A NIGHT IN A CHURCH SPIRE. 
(F1·om the SwedIsh a/RICHARD GUSTAFSSON.) 

CHAPTER I. 

One fine summer evening Rome twelve or fifteen of us 
boys, who belonged to the collegiate school of the town 
of AroB, in Sweden, after much importunity had obtained 
~rom the bell-ringers permission to accompany them up 
mto ~he church steeple, whence they were in the habit of 
sendmg out the peals at eight o'clock on Saturday night, 
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to remind the inhabitants of the little town that it was 
the eve of the Sabbath. This church spire was the highest 
in Scandinavia, and vied with that of Strassburg it~elf ; 
and besides, it was a rare place for jackdaws, rooks, and 
owls: so whenever the schoolbcys could prevail upon the 
bell-ringers to let them, they 
would mount the countless 
stairs and ladders, and search 
all possible nooks and hidden 
places to collect eggs, in 
which an extensive system 
of barter was always ueing 
carried on among the boys. 
I, however, was but a little 
fellow of nine years of age, 
with no special tast.e for 
collecting eggs, or indeed for 
collecting anything; but I 
was rather given to purpose­
less solitary roamings, in 
which it had sometimes hap­
pened that I had surprised 
the others by unexpected dar­
ing in some hazardous freaks 
of exploration amongst the 
rocks and woods-but this 
was only on rare occasions of 
excitement, and ordinarily I 
was only a timid, quiet lad, 
"all eyes," as my playmates 
tauntingly loved to call me. 

The old cathedral dates, 
I believe, from the thirteenth 
or fourteenth century ; and 
with it, of course, are associ­
ated many legends of monk­
ish life and stories of sub­
terrane~n passages, leading 
below the black river into 
the forest opposite, for the 
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earess from which we have in vain searched many a time 
i~ our rambles through the woods. There had been an 
unhappy king buried in the church-murdered ?y his 
brother; and, besides, there was an empty monastic cell, 
half-way up the tower, with which there were also con­
nected some old legends. We had to pass this cell on our 
way upward, and of course I and one or two more for a 
few minutes revelled in the mysteries that seemed to 
breathe out of the lone chamber. At last we reached 
the place, where all the big bells soon began to ring out 
their evening chime. What a glorious thing it is to be 
present at such a deafening vesper! The bells seemed 
almost to become alive, and translate into musical cadences 
their Latin inscriptions. They all take their turn, wagging 
their wise heads; now thrilling the air with ponderous 
chimes, now with vibrating awe-inspiring sounds; now 
quick harmonious cadences peal from the smaller bells; 
and so on, till the whole wooden framework trembles and 
quivers with the music, calling into life remote echoes from 
the adjoining dome itself, till you fancy that all those who 
lie buried below, these many centuries past, are telling 
through the echoes their tales of war and woe. The boys 
soon dispersed over the roof among the dusty rafters and 
through the tower in search of eggs; but I intended to 
wait till unobserved I could slip away and find a young 
jackdaw, intending to hide it under my jacket, so that 
none of the bigger boys might take it from me. . 

Above the place for the big bells was another spacious 
hall, where the clock was; and over that a"ain was another 
little room with round windows looking ~ut on all sides. 
This was called the "College Hall;" and it was the boast 
of many boys, when below in the neighboring play­
ground, to point up and be able to say, "I have been 
there:" for there was a horrible long and steep ladder 
leading to it, and it required no small nerve to accomplish 
the ascent to this lantern-like room; but when once reached, 
a glorious view over. the country round rewarded the 
climber. 

" Now then, 'Eyes!' I warrant you'll never dare to get 
up there 1 " taunted a big boy called Olaf. " Won't I ~" 
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said I, and I fe~t the blood run to my cheeks and make 
them red-hot whIle the rest curdled quite cold in my veins; 
for I knew w~at a bad hand I was at gymnastics, and this 
Olaf knew qUIte well, so of course he wanted to show him­
self big by making me appear small. But, determined to 
show my valor and gain indisputable honors from the 
other boys, who were now coming up, I climbed with 
tremulous arms, till at last I readIed the top j and the 
other boys shouted, "Well done, 'Eyes!' who would have 
thought it 1 " Then discovering another ladder, with only 
one central beam, and bars sticking out on each side of it, 
I made up my mind to complete my adventure by climbinO' 
this also. I accordingly shouted down to the other boys~ 
but on climbing a few bars, I discovered it only led to a 
black hole, which I remembered would lead to an opening 
in the outside of the spire, on which, I was told, big spikes 
were inserted for the accommodation of any mortal who 
might have the nerve, or rather be so devoid of nerves, as 
to proceed on this hazardous way till he reached the golden 
weathercock-as big as a condor, and on which he might 
rest himself perched across its broad back. Indeed, there 
is a tradition of a daring plumber having accomplished 
this feat, and emptving a bumper to the health of the 
lookers-on below, who must have appeared as pigmies or 
flies to him; that he also descended to the aforesaid open­
ing in the spire, but there toppled oyer, and dashed out 
his brains amongst his admiring friends below. I .don't 
think there could have been much of them-the brams­
or he would never have ascended so far. However, the 
black prospect was not an inviting one, so I soon turned 
back and passed away from the upturned gaze of my 
Bcho~lfellows, to look for one of the young jackdaws, of 
which any number used to flutter around the tower .and 
spire. But my eyes were soon arrest~d by the glorIOUS 
view outside, stretching over two provmces, and ovpr t~e 
great lake which haR as many islands as there are days m 
the year. 



254 THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 

A NIGHT IN A CHURCH SPIRE. 
CHAPTER II. 

The sunset was gloriously illuminating the country and 
waters around, and I clapped my young hands in uncon­
scious adoration of the Maker of all this splendor, when, 
outside the small-paned window through which I was look­
ing, I saw that I had unawares a companion, evidently 
absorbed in the same meditation as myself: it was a young 
jackdaw, tremulously clinging to the window-sill and press­
ing against the pane of glass. H e was too young to fly 
far: if I frightened him, he would only tumble down and 
cripple his young life, accidents of which we schoolboys 
were perfectly aware, as we often found young jackdaws 
and rooks dying on the pavement below. H e was evidently 
the bird I had started in search of-but how to get hold 
of him! The window did not open, and breaking the glass 
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would be sure to l?recipitate him below with fright. Then 
I thought of opemng the next window; but to reach him 
where he sat, almost stupefied, was impossible. I went 
back to the first window, and, taking care not to be seen I 
put my cap to him inside, and this made him move a little· 
he evidently fancied some other bird wanted room. A "ail; 
I applied the cap, and again he moved a little nearer "the 
side where I wanted him to come. Then I went to the 
ope~ window. Surely ll:0w I should reach him, and warily 
plaClllg my cap over hIm secure my gentle prisoner. I 
stretched myself out as far as I dared at that giddy height, 
-further, I am sure, at nine years of age than I should 
venture now,-but it was impossible; still there was a gap 
of a few inches between me and my coveted prize, just as 
in after-life I have so often been so near the attailllnent of 
what I sought for but have always somehow just biled in 
clutching it. I withdrew again into the "College Hall," 
to see if I could not get something to reach him with. 
Nothing was there but the old Lare walls and that aLomin­
able ladder; I must therefore humble myself, and call for 
assistance from my schoolfellows. I looked down the 
steep hole up which I had come. It made me feel:,o giddy 
that I could not descend the perpendicular ladder. I laid 
myself on the floor and called out, "Olaf! J olm! Axel!" 
but no answer came. Surely they had not left the place 
while I had been so intent upon obtaining the jackdaw! 
They had evidently left the large room, and I thought they 
might now be examining the big bells and the maclunery 
by which they were worked; but yet I heard no sound 
from them below, and I was so giddy and frightened I 
dared not for my life try to descend. I. threw my cap 
down to attract their attention: I heard Its soft £0,11, but 
no an'swer came. Then a bright idea struck me: "You 
must throw down your pocket-knife "_(schoolboys seem to 
be born with big pocket-knives); "it will surely .clank 
against one of the big bells just below, and make It tell 
your whereabouts." Down went the pocket-klllff', a~ld 
sure enough a big bell called out my message; but to Its 
sharp note searchincr throu"h all the nooks and corners of 

, 0" Ib" the vast 'place, no friendly human schoo oy s VOlCe re-
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sponded. I should have far preferred a rough bawling 
from the sturdy bell-ringers, but there was no sign of them; 
they were perhaps sleeping amongst their friends the bells, 
as I knew the people used sometimes to say jokingly when, 
on a fire breaking out, it was their duty to arouse the 
town by ringing the bells, and it usually happened that 
they arrived too late to give the signal. "Necessity is the 
mother of invention "-so off I took one shoe and dashed 
it down. An angry peal of an answer came from ~ big 
bell, as much as to say, "Have not I told you there IS no 
one here 1" I thought of flinging the other shoe down as 
well, in sheer desperation; but then the tone of that bell 
had struck on my ear as not very friendly, so I thought I 
had better not wake their anger, for I did not know what 
terrible things such huge monsters might do if they were 
roused; and for the first time in the spire, strange fancies 
of spirits and ghosts and gnomes came upon me, and in 
silent anguish I limped again to the window, where my 
mute but live friend still sat outside. I felt some comfort 
from a living thing being so near me, and as adverse fate 
would have it that I could not reach him, I was determined 
to get as near him as I possibly could: so I put both my 
hands on the pane of glass, fancying that I had him in my 
hands; and leaving space enough between my hands for my 
face, I put my lips to his head and kissed him through the 
cold, unyielding crystal between us. 

The sun had gone down in dark threatening clouds, and 
the shadows were falling fast over the land, lake, and 
tower. The evening star winked at me, and bade me have 
no trembling fears. A pale summer moon, from that por· 
tion of the sky which was yet free from dark clouds, was 
gently breathing an atmosphere of celestial light and love 
over the scene. :My young spirit felt quite a dreamy 
pleasure in basking in the mild moonlight beams that were 
sent to comfort it all the way from that heavenly orb. I 
thought I heard the distant echo of organ music, like the 
soft preludes before an Easter festival. Clearer came the 
tones-the prelude increased into a loud swell, not indeed 
from the church below, but from the spheres above, a loud 
long peal of thunder now rolled forth. Thor was abroad, 
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riding on the. storm that gathered. Ah! there! the first 
shock fro~ hIS. hammer-the sparks glisten in the heavens, 
and the hghtnmg darts forth from all sides of his rattling 
w.heels; and lo! the goats, the one limping; and now Thor 
hlillself appears, the giant god of the North, enthroned 
amo~g m~sses of the dark clouds, pressing forward and 
hurling his angry messages to the trembling earth below­
(remember, I was a Scandinavian boy, and the dream was 
true to me). The steeple, being built of wood, rocked to 
and fro fully a yard, as if in dread, and certainly it trem­
bled violently when the crash of the thunder rattled 
through it. Then through the open window darted two 
owls into the "College Hall," and perched upon the ladder_ 
Were they Hugin and Mugin-the two birds of wisdom 
and knowledge which, from the throne of Woden himself, 
used to dart out into the world to gather news of the 
doings of men 1 The owls glared at me, but my soul 
shrunk from them, it would have none of their wise saws, 
savoring of hated pedants; and shaking their wise heads 
they soared upwards into the dark, mystic hole above, 
which I had before shrunk from, and which their eyes 
only could explore, their safest retreat from the flashing 
eyes of angry Thor. But I loved Thor, as a boy loves 
what is great and powerful; and I called out, "Oh! give 
me wings, god Thor, that I may journey with thee through 
the wide world! I am pinched and tormented in this 
narrow world below me, and I would fly far, far away. I 
am a Scandinavian boy, and have true Norse blood in my 
veins. I am longing for bold adventure for adventure's 
sake. Oh! give me the wings of an eagle or a sea-hawk, 
but none of the owls" let me flyaway from the musty old 

, " Th school where nobody understands me, let me-! .or 
answered with a tremendous crash that shook the spire 
like a nervous living being; but I only laughed loudly 
with delight, and J thought I dashed forward to !ob the 
little jackdaw of his wings, and with them fly out mto the 
uproarious element before me. . . 

But a soft voice whispered in my ear, as If It had been 
my mother's from far away:. "But Thor ~s ~he f~d of war, 
of blood and carnage-that IS not your mlSSlOn . 

17 
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" No! no! I will none of that either; but I love adven­
ture and the deeds that heroes do ! " 

"You shall have these by-and-by," they said softly. 
" We are but moonbeams. But first we will endow you 
with wings, bright and strong, and of man~ hues, with 
which you may be able to fly far away, carrymg yourself 
abroad and home again, and abroad again as often as you 
like, so long as you take care not to stain and defile 
them." 

Then one of them seated herself, and, lying upon the 
floor, I reclined my head upon her lap. A number of her 
sisters, radiant and beautiful, lit up the room, and crowded 
around me. 

'* 7(. * '*" -K-

The bells were ringing when I woke. It was the old 
familiar chime that I knew so well. 

"Awake! awake! 'tis nine o'clock of a Sunday morn­
ing !" I started to my feet, and soon remembered where 
I was. Still the bells were pealing merrily, and the sun­
shine smiled at me (there's special sunshine on Sunday 
mornings, to make little boys feel so merry), and I down­
right laughed at the adventures of the night, which per­
haps after all had been but a dream of the future. Then 
I thought of how I would now wipe off the stigma of 
cowardice, which somehow had clung to me before, in the 
opinion of my schoolfellows. Why, there was the little 
,iackdaw nestling in my bosom, between my shirt and vest, 
-but how had it got there ~ I never could tell. A wise 
man, to whom I once told the story, said: "My dear fel­
low, you had fetched him in your sleep. You must have 
been a somnambulist, and crept out on the window frame­
work of the spire, kept your balance, for you knew noth­
ing then of the perilous height, and so succeeded in bring­
ing in your gentle prisoner." 

" Oh! if I had known it then, wouldn't I have been the 
hero of the school, having walked outside the 'College 
Hall,' on the narrow ridge midway, high up in the air out­
side the tower, and at midnight too!" 

" It was well you did not understand it, for you would 
have been the cause of destroying no end of brave boys, 



THIRD BOOK OF READING LESSONS. 259 

who would have tried to outdo you and perform the same 
airy evolution wide awake." 

When the bells stopped, I thought I would friIYhten the 
churlish bell-ringers a little, so I dropped my other shoe 
down upon a big bell 

"Hallo!" one called out, "are there ghosts at this time 
of day 1 Look out, there! Here are shoes coming rattling 
down the ladders and tumbling among the bells!" 

"And sure enough, here's another! And here's a 
pocket-knife, and a cap. It can't be one of those rascally 
schoolboys turned ghost in the night-time, eh 1" 

" I say-none of you bell-ringers has dropped one of the 
lads down the tower last night 1 Tell the truth, and we'll 
bury him quietly or we shall never get any peace if his 
ghost begins plaguing us up there !" 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! ha !" I merrily rang out from above. 
"Why, bless me! if it isn't really a spirit above there! 

what shall we do 1" 
"Why, let us lay the ghost." 
"But how1" 
" I think I know the words. ' Be thou angel or goblin 

fiend'-this is the way they do it at the show at fair times 
-I used to be a scene-shifter, at the play at fair times," 
he whispered. 

" Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!" I roared even more lustily 
than before. 

"Now I'm hanIYed and quartered, if that is not a real 
goblin's laugh; I ~ust try it again. 'Be thou born of 
earth or the child of-'" 

" No; I am only Mr. --'s son;" and here I mentioned 
my father's name, in quite an innocent tone, for I wanted 
to get down. 

" Well I am blessed if after all it is not one of those 
rascals who went up with us last night; and just to think, 
-he has been in the steeple all night by I~im,seif! Now 
none of you would have dared that. Are there any more 
of you 1" he called up .. 

"Yes' I have a little fellow with me, much smaller than 
J 

myself." 
And all the men looked at each other. 
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"Well, come down, both of you." 
"That's just what I wish, but I can't, I am so afraid of 

those horrible ladders." 
" Well then, I will get up and help you." 
"That's a good fellow; it's just what I wanted." And 

thrustincr his big head up at last through the hole down 
which I "'had looked, he asked, "Where is the other one~" 

"I have him here!" I said, and laughed, and showed 
my dear little companion. 

"'Vhy don't you dare to come down, when you dared 
to go up1" 

" When I went up, all the boys were looking at me-that 
made me determine to get up the ladder; but when creep­
ing down, a fellow must feel backward, and if he topples 
over, it is best to have a great big soft fellow, like you, to 
fall back upon." 

These philosophical remarks were delivered piecemeal, 
almost only one word for each step of the ladder, so the 
sturdy bell-ringer did not exactly catch the meaning of it : 
and I think I was such a sly dog, that I indulged in thi~ 
more to have my own quiet joke at him than for anything 
else; which was very ungrateful of me. Then they brought 
me my shoes and cap and pocket-knife, which, as soon as 
I could, I appropriated to their proper places; and after 
this I made my way down the other long narrow stairs, 
past all the dark places, in the comfortable company of the 
burly bell-ringers, who professed themselves great admirers 
of my high spirits, after a night in the church spire, and 
taunted me with" Who would have thou"ht him such D 

plucky little fellow 1 " '" 
"And when once down 1" 
I ran away. Woodland Notes: Ed. ALBERT ALBERG. 

REVOLUTIONS 
MATTHEW ARNOLD (b. 1822). 

Before man parted for this earthly strand 
While yet upon the verge of heaven he'stood, 

God put a heap of letters in his hand 
And bade him make with them wh~t word he could. 
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And man has turned them many times; made" Greece," 
"Rome," " England," " France; "-yes, nor in vain essayed 

Way after way, changes that never cease! 
The letters have combined, something was. 11Iade : 

But, ah 1 an inextinguishable sense 
Haunts him that he has not made what he should; 

That he has still, though old, to recommence, 
Since he' has not yet found the word God would. 

And empire after empire, at their height 
Of sway, have felt this boding sense come on ; 

Have felt their huge frames not constructed right, 
And drooped, and slowly died upon their throne. 

One day, thou sayest, there will at last appear 
The word, the order which God meant should be : 

--Ah! we shall know that well when it comes near: 
The band will quit man's heart, he will breathe free. 

Poem.. (Ed. 1880.) 

NEW YEAR'S CHIMES. 
ALFRED TENNYSON (b .. 1809). 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wil~ sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty hght ! 
The year is dying in the nig.ht; . 

Ring out, wild bells, and let h1ln dlC ! 

Ring out the old, ring in the new; 
Ring, happy bells, acros~ the snow! 
The year is going--:-Iet. hnn go ; 

Ring out the false, rmg Jll the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
For those that here we see no more; 
RinO" out the feud of rich and poor; 

Ring i~ redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause, . 
And ancient forms of party stnfe; 
RinO" in the nobler modes of life, 

With ~weeter manners, purer laws. 
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I I Ring, happy bells, across the s n 01U." 

Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
The civic slander and the spite; 
Ring in the love of truth and right; 

Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old; 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Ring out the darkness of the land; 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 
In Memoriam, en 



VOCABULARY 
OF THE MORE DIFFICULT WORDS. 

A-ban~on, give up. 
A-~om!i-na-ble, hateful; detestable. 
Ab-so-lute-ly, quite; wholly. 
Ab-Bor~', swallow up, 
~c-com-mo-date, hold; meet one's 

views. 
Ac-com!pa-ny, attend. 
Ac-com!plish, to do fully. 
Ac-cus!tomed, used. 
Ac-lmowl!edge, own; admit. 
A-cute!ly, keenly 
Ad-ept', skilled. 
Ad-here', stick to. 
Ad-judge', award. 
Ad!mi-ra-ble, worthy of esteem. 
Ad-orned', ornamented. 
Ad-van!tage, benefit 
Ad-ven!ture (26), risk; dangerous 

undertaking. 
Ad!ver-sa-rtes, opponents. 
Af-fec-ta!.tion, pretence. 
At-ter-matb, second crop of grass. 
Ag!'gra-vate, provoke j increase. 
Ag!.Ue, nimble; active. 
A-grlc!.o-la, Roman Governor-General 

of Britain. 
Al!.cove, recess. 
A-light', get down. 
AI-lot', set apart. 
Al-lu!v1al, deposited by floods. 
Al!.ter, change. 
A-maze', very greatly surprise. 
Am!e-thyst, purple· tinted quartz. 
Am-mu-nl!t1on, powder and ball for 

firearms. 
A-maur', courtship. 
Am-phib!.lous, living in water and 

on land. 
An-ces!.tral, descending from fore­

father •. 
A-nem!.o-ne, wind-flower. 

An!gel of the Shadow, Angel of 
Death. 

An!.guish, great pain or Sorrow. 
An!.n~ls, Ppblic records. 
An-m-,;er-sa-ry, yearly return. 
An-taJ\:-o-nist, opponent. 
An-tl-cl-pate, look (or. 
An-tl~quI-ty, age; olden times. 
Anx-I-e-ty, trouble of mind. 
A-08~ta, town of Piedmont. 
Ap-pall!lng, terrifying. 
Ap-pear-ance, look. 
Ap-pre-hend', understand; fe&!'. 
Ap-prO"prt-ate, (v.) take for one', 

use; (adj.) fit, suitable. 
Ar!chlves (en hard), public records. 
Ar!.gO-stes, treasure-ships. 
Ar-tIf~i-cers, mechanics. 
Ar-ti-fI~cialJ not natural. 
Ar-til!.ler-y, beavy guns; or the gun-

ners. 
As-cen!.dan-cy, the upper band. 
As-cer-tain', find for certain. 
As-sem~bledJ met together. 
As-sent', agree to. 
As-sert', say with decision. 
As-ses!'sor (21), legal adviser. 
As-signed', set apart for. 
As-sin~i-boins, tribe of N orth "~est 

Indians. 
As-so!'ci .. ate, keep company. 
As!.ter, star-shaped wild-flower. 
As-ton!'ish, greatly surprise. 
As-tound', strike with wonder 
A-sun!.der, apart. 
A-tone', make up for. 
At!ti-tude, postore. 
Aud!1-blY, so as to be heard. 
Aus::'pl-ces, circumstances; condi· 

tions. 
Au-thor!1-ty, right under the law. 
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Au!.to-crat, uncontrolled ruler. 
Av~er-age, medium. 
.i.!'zure main, deep blue sea. 

Balm!.y, soothing; fragrant. 
Bal-sam:'ic, aromatic. 
Beach~Y Head, highest headland on 

English Channel. 
Bea:'gle, small hound. 
Be-dight'. adorned. 
Berne, Swiss capital, on river A.a.r. 
Blck!..er, to quiver; formerly, to 

skirmish. 
Bi-og~ra-phy, story of one'. life. 
Blight~ed, blasted. 
Bllthe, joyous. 
Block~house. small timber fort. 
Eoat:'swain (bo'sn), one in charge of 

sails, etc. 
BJis!..ter-ous, noisy. 
Bos:'cage, underwo.od. 
Boul!.der, large stone distant from its 

native rock. 
Boun!.ti-ful-IY, generously. 
Brae, hill· side. 
Brand~ish, whirl round the head. 
Brands (196), flashing swords. 
Brim:'ming, full to the brim. 
Erine, sea-water. 
Brood over, to dwell upon. 
BroW~beat, to bully. 
Browse, to feed. 
Bne-ca.-neer', pirate in 'Vest Indies. 
BUCk~ing-ham Pal~ace, in St. 

James' Park, London. 
'Bul~le-tin, official announcement. 
Bul~warkS, fortress walls. 
Eut~ter-y, store-room. 

C~dence, tone. 
Ca-det', officer in training. 
Cal-aJ-bri-a, district of Southern Italy. 
Cal-am~i-tYJ great loss. 
Cal~dronJ large basin-like vessel or 

hollow. 
Cam-paign' (50), commencing of war-

fare. 
Can~ker, blight. 
Caii~on (can'-yun), deep river-gorge. 
Can!..o-py, overhead covering. 
Can.!..vassed, discussed 
ca-pac!-i-ty, power; ability. 
~ap!.i-tal-ist, moneyed man. 
Cap-size', upset. 
Car!.a·van, company of travellers. 

Ca-reer!'ing, hurrying 00. 

Ca-ress', fondle. 
Car!.l-bou, Canadian reindeer . 
Car!.ol, sing; warble. 
Ca-rous~1ng, noisy drinking. 
Car-r~ra, white marble from Carrara. 

in Italy. 
Cas-cade', waterfall. 
Cath-e!'dral, church of a bishop. 
Cav!'er-nouB gloom, darkness of a 

cave. 
Cel!.e-brat·ed, famous. 
Ce-Ies~tial, belonging to the sky. 
Cen-is' (sen-ee'), peak of Alps on 

French fran tier. 
Cer!.e-mo-ny, sacred rite. 
Cha~mou-ni (."ha/~m(j-nee), vale in 

Switzerland. 
Champ, to roll the bit between the 

jaws. 
Chan~cel, part of church shut off by 

altar rails. 
Chan!.ti-cleer, cock; rooster. 
Char~l-ta-ble, liberal to the poor. 
Ched!.dar CliffS, in county Somerset, 

England. 
Ch~v~iot Hills, between England and 

Scotland. 
Chiv!.al-rous (sh!v' -),gallant; generous. 
Chol~er-ic (ch hard), passionate. 
Cir!.clets, little circles. 
Cir!.cuit, judge's round in holding 

courts. 
Cir!.cum-stance, attendant event. 
Cit!.a-del, city fortress. 
Civ~ic slan~der, citizen slandering 

citizen. 
Civ!.i-lize, reclaim from savage state. 
Clar!.i-fied, made clear. 
Cloud!.rack, thin scudding clouds. 
Cogn~ac (kon'-yac) (105), brandy_ 
Col-ll!.sion, striking together. 
Co-los~sal, immense. 
Com~fort-a-ble, yielding ease. 
Com-man-dant', governor; chief 

officer. 
Com-m1s-sa~ri-at (246), provision­

chest. 
Com-mis!.sion, business to be done; 

instructions. 
Com!.mon Pleas, court of law. 
com-mu!.~-cate, tell; make known. 
Com-miln.-ion, intercourse 
Com-pact!.ed, worked or framed to-

gether. 
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Com-pa.r~a-tlve-ly, by comparison. 
Com~pe-tent, fit; suitable. 
Com-pe~i-tort rival. 
Com-plied', did as asked. 
Com-pos~ed-ly, calmly. 
Com-pos!.ure, calm demeanor. 
Con-ceiv~a-ble, that can be thought 

of. 
Con-cen~trate, gather together. 
Con-densed', made dense; visible. 
Con!.dor, great vulture of the Andes. 
Con-fec-tion-er-y, candies; sweet-

meats. 
Con!.fi-dence, trust. 
Con-fu!.sion, disorder. 
COD-geals', freezes. 
Con!'gre-gate, assemble. 
Con!.sctous, aware of. 
Con!.se-crat-ed, set apart. 
Con-sld!.er, think; regard. 
Con-spic!.U-Ous, clearly seen; well-

known. 
Con~sti-tute, to frame. 
Con~tem-plate, to gaze thoughtfully. 
Con-tra.c!.tor, an undertaker of work. 
Con-trlv~ance, plan. 
Con-ven!.tion-al, settled by usage or 

agreement. 
Con-vu1!.sive, spasmodic. 
Co-op~er-a-tlve, sharing the profit as 

well as the work. 
Copse, wood of small growth. 
Cor!.net, ensign of cavalry. 
Cor!.Sair, pirate. 
Cor-vette', small ship of war. 
Coun~selled, advised. 
Cou!.r1er, swift messenger. 
Cra.!'nt-um, head. 
Cra!.ven mis!.cre-ant, cowardly ruff-

ian. 
Cres!.cent, new moon, or its shape. 
Crest~fall-en, humbled. 
Cri!.sls, turning-point. 
Croon', murmur. 
Cru-sa!.ders, soldiers of the Cross. 
Crys!.tal-l1ne, clear; sharp cut. 
Cus!.tom-er, buyer. 

Dab~bled in, played with. 
Daz!.zle, overpower with light. 
Dea!'con, church officer. 
Dec-la-ra~tlon, statement. 
Dec-o-ra!.tton, ornament. 
Def!.l-nite, precise. 
Deg-ra-da~tioD, lowering of rank. 

De-lib!.,-rat~-lY, as if weighing well. 
De-mol-ish-mg, making ruins of 
D~mon-strate, prove. . 
De-rive', dl'aw from. 
De-sist', cease. 
Des!.per-ate, hopeless. 
Des-ti-na~tion, journey's end. 
Des!.ti-ny, fate. 
De-tails', particulars. 
De-ter!.rent, obstacle. 
De-vel~op-ment, growth; increase. 
De-victal-iz-ing, deadening. 
Dex~ter-ous-ly, skilfully. 
Di-am!.e-ter, greatest breadth. 
Dil!.i-gent, hard-working. 
Dim-i-nu!tion, lessening. 
Dis-a-gree!.a-ble, not pleasant. 
Dis-ap-pear', go out of sight. 
Dis-ar-rayed' (196), with broken 

ranks. 
Dis-as!.ter, a great loss. 
Dis!.ci-pline (216), obedience to con-

trol. 
Dis-com!.flt-ure, defeat. 
Dis-corn-pose', disturb. 
Dis-con-cert', disturb; put out of 

countenance. 
Dis-con-tent!.ed, not satisfied. 
Dis-creet', prudent; cautious. 
Dis-cuss', take a subject to pieces. 
Dis-en-tomb!.ing, taking from a 

tomb. 
Dis-solve', melt away. 
D1s-t1nct~ly, plainly; clearly. 
Di-ver!si-fy, give variety to. 
Di-ver~si-ty, variety. 
Dome, round-shaped roof. 
DO-mes!.tic e-con!.o-my, saving at 

home. 
Don!.jon, central tower of old castles. 
Dowcer, gift. 
Drag!.o-man, interpreter. 
Dra.!.per-ied, draped; clothed. 
Dray!.ton Bas~Bet, village in county 

Stafford, England. 

Eb-ul-li~tion, boiling. 
Ed~dy-ing, whirling. 
Ef-fec~tu-al-ly (67), successfully 
E-jac!.u-Iate, hastily exclaim. 
Eke her living out (Hood). add to 

her life. 
E-lab~o-rate, wrought with toil. 
El~e-vate, raise. 
E-lite' (ny·leet'), picked men. 
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E-llz-a-beth~an, in the style of Eliza· 
beth's reign. 

El!.o-quence, fine speaking. 
Em-bayed', enclosed in a bay or in­

let. 
Em-brold~ered, worked with the 

needle. 
Em.!.er-ald, a gem of beautiful green. 
E-mo!.tion, quickened feeling. 
Em-ployed' (24), used. 
Em-ploy~ment, work. 
En-cour!..age, urge on. 
En-croach', trespass. 
En~r-gy, activity. 
En-gin-eer!..ing (216), construction of 

public works. 
En-larged', set free. 
E-nor!.mous, vast; immense. 
En-shroud', cover up. 
En!.ter-f.:rise, undertaking. 
En-thu-si-asm, warm zeal. 
En-tic!.ing (adj.), attractive; charm-

ing. 
En-tranced', charmed. 
En-trea!.ty, urgent request. 
Ep~ic rage, wild tumult of thoughts 

that sweeps forward the writer of 
heroic (epic) verse. 

Ep-i-dem!.ic, affecting the whole 
people. 

Eq!.ui-page, carriage and attendants. 
Es-sen!.ti-al-lY, to an important de­

gree. 
Es-tab~lish, set firmly. 
Es-tab~lish-ment (51), place of bus· 

iness. 
Es-teemed', highly valued. 
Es~ti-mate, view; calculation. 
E·ter~nal, lasting for ever. 
E-ter~ni-ty, everlasting existence. 
E-van!.ge-list, writer of a Gospel. 
E-vap~-rate, drive off contained 

fluid. 
Ev~i-dent-ly, plainly; clearly. 
Ev-o-lu!.tion, movement. 
Ex-am!.ine, look closely at. 
Ex~el-lent, very good. 
Ex-cite!.ment, agitation. 
Ex-clud~ed, shut out. 
Ex-haust~ed (3), tired out. 
Ex-pe-di~tion, journey. 
Ex-pe~ri-enced, felt. 
Ex-perts', skilful men. 
Ex-pi-ra~tion, end. 
Ex-pound', tell the meaning of. 

Ex-pres!..sion, feature. 
Ex-press!.ly, in plain terms. 
Ex~qui-site, very beautiful. 
Ex-tem!'po-re, spoken off-hand jun· 

prepared. 
Ex-tin~guiBh, put out. 
Ex-tract!.ed, drawn out of. 
Ex-traor!'di-na-ry, very unusual. 
Ex-u1-ta~tion, wild joy. 

Fa~er-y, another form of fail-y. 
Fag!.got, bundle of sticks for fuel 
Fain, gladly. 
Faith!..ful-ly, in a. devoted manner. 
Fal!.low, untilled. 
Fa-mil!.i-ar, well known. 
Fan-tas!.tic, fanciful. 
Fas~ci-nat-ing, charming. 
Fee, held in, completely his own 
Fell (adj.), cruel; bloody. 
Fer~til-ize, to make fruitful. 
FI:'nal-ly, in the end. 
Fi-nan:'cial-ly, from a money point 

of view. 
Fleet!.ing, passing away. 
Flip~pan-cieB, pert talk. 
Flow~r-et, little flower. 
For:'a-ging, looking for food. 
For-ti-fi-ca:'tion, armed wall or 

building. 
Fort~u-nate, lucky. 
Frig!.ile, weak. 
Frank!..in-cense, resinous fragrance. 
Fraught, laden. 
Freight, load. 
Fresh!.en-ing, reviving. 
Fron!.tier, boundary. 
Full-orbed glory, brilliance of the 

full moon. 
Fun!.nel, chimney. 

Gal~lant-ly, bravely; nobly 
GaI1}!.~ol, play. 
Gar-n-son, defenders. 
Gaunt, thin; wan. 
Gen~er7ous, free in giving. 
Gen-u-me, real. 
Glad!.some, joyous. 
Glis~ter, glisten; glitter. 
Gloam~ing, morning or evening twi-

light. 
Gloat!.ed, gazed with satisfaction. 
Gnarled, knotted. 
Gno~es, dwarfs j goblins. 
GOb-lin, fairy. 
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Gold~n Age, in Latin poets the joint 
rei~n of Janus and Saturn in Italy. 

Gold"tln-zoned, with belt of bright 
yellow. 

Gor~geouB, showy. 
Grad~u-aJ-ly, slep by slep. 
Grin~-ry, store·house for grain. 
Grate-ful, Ihankful. 
Gra~-i-fi-ca~tion, pleasure. 
GUB-ty, windy. 
Gym.-nas~tiCBJ exercises of strength, 

or activity. 

Im~pu1Be, something tha.t impels 
In-ac-ces~si-bleJ that cannot b~ a.p­

proa.ched. 
In-cal~cu-la-ble, Ihal cannot be 

counted. 
In-clem~n-ciesJ severities. 
In-con-sis!'tent. disagreeing with 

one's self. 
In-de-Bcrlb~a-ble, Ihal cannol be 

told. 
In-dic!.a-tive, showing; exhibiting. 
In!.do-Ient, lazy; inactive. 
In-ex-pres!.si-ble, that cannot be 

Ha-ber-ge-on, armor for neck. lold. 
Ba1!.lOW, make holy. In-fal!.li-ble, that cannot err. 
Bam.!.let, small village. In-fe!.ri-or, lower; not so good. 
Har!'bin-ger, pioneer. In-fle~!.~-ble, that will not yield 
Har!.bor bar, ridge of sand across a In-ge-m-ous, clever. 

harbor. In-gen:'u-ous, frank; open. 
Baunt!ed, frequented by ghosts. In-har-mo!.ni-ous, out of tune. 
Ba-wai!.i (hay-tci'-ee), or Owhyhee, In-iq!.ul-ty, gross wrong. 

largest and most southerly of Sand- I In-ju~ri-ous, hurtful. 
wich Islands. In!.no-cent, doing no harm. 

Haz~ar-dous, dangerous. I In-nu~mer-a-ble, that cannot be 
Bear-ken, listen to. counted. 
Ber:'alds, royal messengers. In-spire', to breathe into. 
Ber!.-i-tage, what comes by birth. In:'stant-ly, at once. 
Ber-mIt-age, retreat from the world. In-stinc~tive-ly, naturally. 
m!.lo, bay on east coast of Hawaii. In!'stru-ment, way; means. 
Board!.ed, stored up. In~su-lat-ed, separated. 
Boax, to mislead. In~tel-lect, mind. 
BO!.ly Rood, holy cross. In-tel~li-gence, ability to under-
Bo-rl!.zon, sky-line. stand. 
Bos-pice (-perce), monastery. In-ter-cede', to plead. 
Bos-til!.i-ty, warfare; unfriendliness. In-ter-rup~', to break in. 
Ku-mane', kind-hearted. In-ter-sect-ed, cut; traversed. 

I-den~ti-caJ, Ihe very .. me. 
Ig-no-mIn~i-ous, shameful. 
n-lu~mi-nate (213), prinl in brillianl 

letters. 
Im-ag-i-na~tion, fancy. 
Im.!.i-tate, copy; make something like. 
Im-me!'di-ate-lY, at once. 
Im-me-mo!'ri-al, beyond man's 

I:..:~;rialJ that cannot die. 
Im-par~-dise, render delightful 
Im-pa~tient (26), nol willing 10 wail. 
Im-pen~-tra-ble, thai cannot be 

piet:ced. 
Im~pe-tuB (38), force; speed. 
Im-por-tuCni-ty, urgent asking. 
Im-preg~na-l?le, thai cannol be 

stormed. 

In-ter-vene', come between. 
In-tol~er-a-ble, not to be suffered. 
In-tre-p!d~!-ty, boldness. 
In-un-da~tion, flood. 
In-va~rt-a-bly, always. 
In-ven~tion (216), finding of ways and 

means, 
In-vlg~o-rateJ strengthen. 
In-vis~i-ble, tha.t cannot be seen. 
In-vol~un-ta-ry, that cannot be con-

trolled. 
Ir-re-tr!ev~a-ble, hopeless. 

II Ja-ma1!.ca " (105), rum. 
Jant~YJ showy; airy. 
J o-cose~lY (2::;), merrily, as in joke. 
Junc~ture. crisis. 
Ju-ris-dic!.tion, rule; administration 

of thela.w. 
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Keel (Shakspeare), skim. 
Ken~Bing-ton Pal~ace, one of the 

royal residences in London, on west 
side of Kensington Gardens. 

Knell, tolling for the dead. 

La-bo~ri-ous, toilsome. 
La-con~ic, said in few wordil. 
Land~scape, view; scenery. 
Lan~guid-Iy, as though tired 
Larch, tamarack. 
Lay at (213), tilt at; charge. 
Lea, grass-land. 
Leadcen (205), heavy; overcast with 

clourts. 
Lead~en-foot!.ed, heavy-footed; slow. 
Leafued, joined. 
Leg-end, unlikely story. 
Le-vi~a-than, vast monster. 
Life-stream (of map!e), maple· sap. 
Lime, l1n~den, trees a.llied to bass-

wood. 
Lo-co-mo~tive, railway engine. 
Loom~ing, appearing mistily. 
Loose-strife, marsh plant usually with 

purple flowers. 
Lo-quac~i-ty, love of talk. 
Lo.~d!-crous, laughable. 
Lul~la-by, song that lulls to sleep. 
Lil~mi-nous, shining. 
Lust~y, strong. 
Lux-u~ri-ance, abundant growth. 
LUX~U-ries, things beyond mere com-

forts. 
Lux-u~ri-ous, self-indulgent. 

Mag~ic (10), adj. for magical. 
Ma-gl~cian, one dealing in sorcery. 
Mag-nif~i-cent, grand; noble. 
Mal-treat', ill-use. 
Man-build~ed, built by man. 
Man-i-to (Indian), a spirit, good or 

bad. 
Mar~i-time, belonging to the sea. 

Mer!.cl-Iess, unsparing. 
Met!.tle, spirit. 
Mim!.lC, that imitates or refiects. 
Min!.ia-ture, copy on small scale. 
Min!.now, small fresh·water fish. 
Min!.ster, church of a monastery. 
Min!.strel-sy, song or song-music. 
Mi-rage' (me-razh'), ,illusive air-mirror. 
Mis!.er-a-ble, wretched. 
Mis!.sile, weapon or thing thrown. 
Mis!.sion, field of work. 
Mod!.ern-ized, altered to present 

fashions. 
Mol-es-ta!.tion. annoyance 
Mon-arque' Grand, Louis XIV. of 

France. 
Mo-nas!.tic, of or belonging to monks. 
Mon-e!.do (Indian), cannibal. 
Mo-not!.O-DY, sameness. 
Mon!.ster, gigantic or misshapen being, 
Mouse~heart-ed, cowardly. 
Mul~1ioned, divided. 
Mu-nic-i-pal!.i-ty, district in charge 

of a council. 
Mur!'rain (mur'-rin), plague; dis-

temper. 
Mus!.cle, flesh. 
Mus-tache', hair on the upper lip. 
Mus~ter, get together. 
Mu~ti-nous, rebellious. 

Na-tion-al~i-ty (10), new national 
existence. 

Nav~i-ga-ble, on which ships may sail. 
, Nav~vy, laborer. 

Nec!.tar, sweet juice. 
Nerve (44), strong sense. 
Nest~ling. young bird. 
Night~rack, scudding night·clouds. 
Norse, belonging to Norway or 

Sweden. 
Nor-we!'gi-an, belonging to Norway. 
Nymph, maiden. 

Mar-tig-ny (mar-teen-yeo;:'), Swiss Ob-lit!.er-ate, smear out. 
town. Ob-8cu~ri-ty, darkness. 

~ar!.t~1 ~ufferer for th~ tru,~h. Ob-sef-ya!.tion, act of heeding. 
Ma-te-rl-al re.-sourc-es, products I O~-ca-slon-aIJ as chance offers. 
of the fields, mmes, etc. I O-dor-ous, yielding a scent. 

"Meas!.ures of their march," mile- 'O-lym!.pus (North Greece), meeting-
stones. I pla.ce of the gods. 

Me-chan!.i-cal (216), requiring skilled O-paque', dense; not to be seen 
labor. I through. 

Me";!.ley, confused mixture. Op-por-tu~Di-ty, chance. 
Mel-an-chol-y, sad. Op-press', burden. 
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Op!.u-lence, riches; abundaDce of 
means. 

Or!.a-to-ry (230), a place of prayer. 
Or!.chis (ch hard), a genus of flowering 

plants 
Or-gan-ize, form; arrange. 
O!.rt-ent, eastern; rising. 
Or!.i-fice, mouth; opening. 
O-rig!.i-nal, one's own; in earliest 

form. 
Or!.tbo-dox, conforming to rule. 

pag!.eant, show; parade. 
Pal-i-sade', picket-fence. 
Par~a-dise, place of delight. 
Par-take', share. 
Par-ti-al!.i-ty, one-sidedness. 
Par-tic!.u-lar, special. 
Pat!-ter, to strike often. 
Peas!'an-try, farming class. 
Ped~-gogueJ teacher. 
Ped!.an-try, show of learning. 
Pem!.mi-can. Explained on p. 103. 
Pen!.du-lum, swinging weight. 
Pen!'i-tence, sorr{Jw. 
Pen~slve-Iy, thoughtfullY, sadly. 
Pent (TenIlY"wn-Turner), imprisoned. 
Per-chance', perhaps. 
Per~Co-lat-ed, trickled. 
Per!.U-ous, full of danger. 
Per!.ma~nent, lasting. 
Per-o-ra!.ti0,P' conclusion of a speech .. 
Per-pen-dic-u-Iar, sheer up or down. 
Per-pet~U-al-Iy, for ever. 
Per-pe-tu~i-ty, holding for ever. 
Per-plex~l-ty, doubt. 
Per-se-vere', continue. 
Per-son-al, belonging to one's self. 
Per .. suade', induce. 
Per-tain', belong; relate. 
Per-ti-na!'cloUs, obstinate. 
Pes-tl-1en~tlal, breeding disease. 
Phfi!.ses, forms; appearances. 
Phi-Ios!.o-pher, ODe who studies the 

causes of things. 
PhU-o-soph~l-cal, wise; thoughtful. 
Pi!.broch (pee'.broch), music of Scottish 

bagpipe. 
Pio-tu-resque', picture·like. 
P1ece~meal, bit by bit. 
P1~mies, dwarfs. 
PU!110n, cushion behind saddle. 
PJ!.rate, sea·robber. 
Pla1D!.ttve, sad j mournful. 
P1ea.s!.ant-ly, agreeably, kindly. 

POi~ed! weighed. 
POl-I-tics, science or art of govern­

ment. 
Pom!.mel, high part of saddle·bow. 
"Pon!.d.er-ous fo-l1-o," large, heavy 

book. 
Pop!.}l-lar, pleasing to the people. 
Portcal, gate; entry. 
Port-man!'teau, leather trunk. 
Post~rn, entrance. 
Post~hu-mous (199), heard long after 

they were uttered. 
Po-ta!.tion, drinking. 
Pre-cede', go before. 
Pre!.ci-pice, headlong descent. 
Pre-cip!'i-tate, to throw headlong. 
Pre-cip-i-ta~tion, headlong haste. 
Pre-cise!.IY, just ~ quite. 
Pre-his-tor!'ic, prior to written rec-

ords. 
pre!.~u-dice, partiality; unfairness. 
Pres-age, omen. 
Prl-me!.val, early. 
Pr1n~ci-ple, foundation-truth. 
Prod!.i-gy, wonderful person or thing. 
PrO-fane!.ly, with contempt for things 

sacred. 
Pro-fes!'sion, occupation; calling. 
Pro-fUse!.ly, abundantly. 
Pro-hi-bi~tion (49), act of forhid· 

ding. 
Pro-jec~tion (38), part that juts out. 
Pro-mul~gat-1ng, making public. 
Pro-pl!.tious, favorable. 
Prop-o-si!.tion (21), what is offered. 
Pro-prie!.torJ owner. 
Pros-J:er!.l-ty, time of success. 
Pro-tu!.ber-antJ bulging out. 
Prov~n-der, food. 
Prowl!.ing, roving about. 
Pru~dence, caution; discretion. 
Pulse (H.rrick), pottage. 
Punc-tu-a!..tioD, separation of words 

by stops. 
Purl, flow with soft murmur. 
Pur!.~ose-IeSE', without an object. 
Purs-Iane, juicy garden weed. 
pyr!.a-mid, pile having its :,ides meet-

ing at a point. 
pY'r-e-nees', mountains between 

France and Spain. 

QuaJr, drink off. 
Qui-vive' (ke-vel e'), on the alert. 
Quiz (27), to puzzle. 
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Ra~di-an-cy. brilliancy. 
Ri~jah, prince of Hindostan. 
Ral~lied, got into order again. 
Ram-i-fl-c~tion, branching. 
Ram.!.part, fortified wall or mound. 
Rap~ture. delight. 
Rav!.age, waste; destroy. 
Ra-vine', deep mountain pass. 
Re-al-i-z~tion (52), bringing home to 

one. 
Re-buked', reproved. 
Reck!.less, careless of consequences. 
Rec!.og-nize, know again. 
Re-com-men-da.!.tion, favorable 

notice. 
Rec!.om-pense, reward. 
Re-dress', set right. 
Ref~er-ence (215), arbitration. 
Re-in-force!.ment, help; assistance. 
Re-lapsed', fell back. 
Re-la~tion-ship, family tie. 
Rel!.e-gate, degrade to lower rank. 
Re-mark!.a-ble, worthy of notice. 
Re-marked', noticed. 
Re-mem!.brance, memory. 
Re-mind!.ed, brought back to mind. 
Rem-i-nis!.cence, recollection. 
Ren!'dez-vous (rollg'.day-vou),place of 

meeting. 
Re-nowned', famous. 
Re-plen~lsh, fill again. 
Re-pre-sent', show; declare. 
Re-sist~less-ly, helplessly. 
Res!.o-lute-Iy, with firmness. 
Re-sound~ed, echoed. 
Re-spec~tive-Iy, taken in the same 

order. 
Re-spond', answer back. 
Re-spon!.sl-ble, answerable, account­

able. 
Re-sus~cl-tate, bring back to life. 
Re-tire~ment, withdrawal from the 

world. 
Re-treat', go back. 
Re-veille'(ray-ra!!'-yay), beat of drum. 
Re-venge~fu1, apt to return an in-

jury. 
Rev'-er-ence, respect. 
Rheu!.ma-tism, a disease stiffening 

the joints. 
Ri~~i-cu1e, laughter; mockery. 
RU-bl-cund, red-faced. 
Rtl':"nic, early Gothic. 
Rtl!.ral, belonging to the country. 
Ruth!.less, unsparing; merciless. 

Sa~chem (ck soft), Indian chieftain of 
first rank. 

Sack~ing, plundering. 
sag!.a-more,Indianchieftain of second 

rank. 
Sal!.low, of wan, yellow appearance. 
Sa1!.ly, issue forth. 
Sa.1-u-ta~tion, mode of address. 
Sa-lute', hail; address. 
Sanc~u-a-ry, place of refuge. 
San~l-ta-ry, belonging to health. 
Sap, to undermine. 
Sapph~ire (sli/·fir), brilliant precio", 

stone. 
Sar-don!.ic, bitter; heartless. 
Sas-katch~-wan River, rises in 

Rocky Mountains and flows into Lake 
'Vinnipeg. 

Saw (Shakspeare), sermon. 
Sca~fold, high platform. 
Scan, look closely at. 
Scan-di-n~vi-a, Norway and Sweden. 
Scath, blast. 
Scep~tre, royal staff. 
Scope, space; design. 
Scru!.ti-nize, look narrowly at. 
Seeth~ing (79), boiling; whirling. 
Self-con-tained', showing no emo· 

tion. 
Self-pOised' (85), balancing itself. 
Self-wise', relying on one's own wis­
. dom. 
Sem!.blance, likeness. 
Sen~si-tive, delicate; easily affected. 
Sen-ten!.tlouS,shortand seeming·wise. 
Sen~ti-nels, armed watchmen. 
Se-rene', calm. 
Sha-green', granulated leather. 
Share!..hold-er, owner of stock or 

shares. 
Sharp~er, cheat; swindler. 
Shat!..ter, break to pieces. 
Sheen, flash; splendor. 
Sheik, Ara.b chieftain. 
Shin~gly, gravelly. 
Sim-ul-ta.!..ne-oUB, happening tl.t the 

same time. 
Sin~gu-Iar, odd; unusual. 
Skew!.er, meat-pin. 
slaufh~ter, butcher. 
Slug-goard, drone; lounger. 
Slum~ber-ing, sleeping lightly. 
Smut, soot. 
Snow~on Moun~tain, highest peak 

in Wales. 
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So!.ci-a-ble, disposed to hE' a com­
panion. 

So-lil~-quiz-ing, talking with one's 
self. 

SOl;~-ta-ry, lonely. 
Sol-~-tude, loneliness. 
Som-bre, melancholy. 
SOll}-nam~bU-list, sleep-walker. 
Sor-tie, sudden attack; sally. 
Spar~ (HtTrkk), rafters. 
Spec;ta-cle, sight; scene. 
Spec-tre, ghost, 
Spell (".), charm; incantation. 
Spind!.liJlg, sending out a long stalk. 
Spon-ta-ne-ous, given without ask-

ing. 
Sprucecly, neatly, 
Stand!.ard, fiat{: colors. 
Star~be-spancgled, glittering with 

stars. 
Starve~ling, iIl·fed animal, 
State':"'ly, grand; majestic. 
Stave, verse; stanza. 
St. Bon!'i-face. suburb of Winnipeg, 

on east bank of Red River. 
Steam!.ing, night's, night's journey 

by steamer. 
Stim!.u-late, urge on. 
Stip!'u-lat-ed, a::,'"1'c'_'11 on. 
Stock~dove, \\'(",d-l,i;':f:'!lll. 
Strap-pa~do, bcating; formerly tOT-

ture. 
Strass~burg, city of Alsacc, or Elsass, 

near P.hine; also :--itrasbourg. 
Stream~let, little stream. 
Stu~di-ous, given to study. 
Stunt~ed, undersized. 
Stu-pen~dous, wonderful 
Sub-lime' Porte (port) ("4~), Turkish 

Swath;.llne of mown grass. 
Sweat-Ing lodge, wigwam for vapor­

baths. 
Sym~bol, emblem; token. 

Tac~i-tus, Roman historian, and biog­
ral)her of Agricola. 

Tap-pan Zee, lake-like expansion of 
HuJson River. 

Tar:'ry,~town, town on Hudson River. 
Ta~t-mg-ly, in a. seottlllJ; ma.nner. 
Te-d}ous. slow; weari.:.ulUe. 
Tem;per-a-ment, natural bent. 
Tem-per-a-ture, degree of heat. 
Te~p~ta~tion, attraction. 
Ten-SIOn, ~train. 
Tev~iot-dale (Ttr'-iot), in Roxbur;.:h· 

shirt', :-':cotland. 
Thatched, roofell with straw. 
Theme, subject. 
Thor~ough-ly, fullv; altogether. 
Thresh~oldt stone '01' plank beneath 

donr. 
Thrill, set the nerves vibrating­
Thwarts, ~l':1ts. 
Thyme trilll'), ar(lDlath- herb. 
Time-tu~tored, tanght hy l':-'p('rience. 
Tin~tln-nab·u-la~tion, 'tinkling. 

I .. Tipped the wink," winked at, 
Titcil-Iate, tickle. 
Tor~tu-ous. winrline:. 
Touch~stone, stone for tl'~ting purity 

of metals. 
Tour~ist, one who travels for pleasure. 
Tran~quil. quiet; l't':lcdlll. 
Trans-fix':ing. },iercing- through. 
Trans.for~ma~tioD, change of shape 
Tran-si~tion, cl1ange. 
Trans-lu~cent, tlJat allows light to 

Sultan. P:l.SS. 

Sub~sti-tute, exchange. Trans-par~ent, that can be s('en 

Suc-ceed~ing, following. T;:~~~~~'r-ous, apt to betray. 
Suc~cor, assistance. I 

Suc-cumb', yiel,}; give way. Treas~ur-er, one ha"ing charge of 
Sug-gest~~d, hinted. mop:Y . 
Su-per-ftu-i-ty, excess; luxury. Trel-l}s, lathce-wor~ 
Su-per-in-tend', overlook; take Trem-ll,-l0ll:S' .s~akmg. 

charge of (50). Trench-er(.'.;wI/l), large wooden platter 
Su-per-sede', displace. f:'f ,".Il'\-illc.' )oints of mt.:at on. 
Su-per-sti~tion, undue reverence or Tnb-u-t~-nes, streams that go tn 

fear. I swell a nver. 
Su-per-vi~sion (~l), oversight. , Troll, to fish. 
Sur~plice, clerical vestment. I Tru~s, bundle. 
SUB-pense', doubt. TUn;nel, passage ~nd:_r ~ound. '" 
Sus~ten-ance, support. Tur-bu-lence, agItatl"!'. tumnl~. 
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Tweed, river-boundary between Eng-
land and Scotland. 

Ty~:pha. cat-tail flag; a marsh plant. 
Tyr-an-ny, harsh rule. 

Ul~ti-mate-ly. in the end. 
Un-ac-com~p1ished, unfinished. 
U-nan~i-mous-IY, with one mind. 
Un-a-void!.a-ble, that cannot be 

helped. 
Un-con-di~tion-al-1y, without terms. 
Un-con~sciousJ unaware of. 
Un-cour~te-ous-ly, rudely. 
Un-couth/, awkward. 
Un-en-cum!'bered, not burdened. 
Un-fort!.u-nat_, unlucky j unhappy. 
O'!.ni-verse, whole world. 
Un-manned', daunted. 
Un-ob-struc~teil.-ly, without hin· 

drance. 
Un-per-ceived', not noticed. 
Un-sight~ly, ugly. 
Un-wield!.y, Clumsy. 
Ur!.chins, children. 
U!.tU-ized, made use of. 

Va~por-ous (Ruskin), cloud -like 
breath. 

"Va!.ried lays I> (10), the notes of 
various birds. 

Vault!.er. leaper. 
Veg-e-ta~tion, plant growth. 
Vein (44), impulse. 
Verd~ure, greenness. 
Ver-mU~ion, brilliant red color. 
Ves~per, evening hymn. 
Vi~brate, quiver. 
Vi-cin~i-ty, neighborhood. 

. VI~or-ous-ly, forcibly; with all one's 
strength. 

Vi~tal, breath, breath of life. 
Vo-~a-tlOn, calling; occupation. 
Vol-ley, simultaneous discharge. 
Vo-~upt!..u-ous, given to pleasure. 
Vor-tex. whirlpool 

Voy~a-geur (vwa'-ya-zhur-generally 
pronounced on the Ottawa so as to 
rhyme with there), canoe-man of the 
fur-trading companies. 

Vul.!.pine, wolfish. 

Wag~gish, sportive. 
Win!.ing, fading. 
Wap!.l-ti, Iroquois name for the Ca.na­

dian species of deer that correspondl1 
to the European stag. 

War!.rant, (v.) to answer for; ('11..) 

official authority for an act. 
Wars of the Roses, wars wa.ged for 

the possession of the English throne 
by the Houses of York and La.ncaster 
(1455-1485). 

Wi!.ver, hesitate. 
Way!'ward, self· willed ; perverse. 
U Wearing few" (40), becoming few. 

Weath~er-proof, that can keep out 
rain. 

Weath~er-warped, twisted by the 
weather. 

Weighed, their worth taken_ 
Weird, unearthly. 
West!'min-ster, district in the west or 

London (England) where the Houses 
of Parliament stand. 

Wig~wam, Indian hut. 
WU~der-ness, tangled thicket 
Win!..der-mere, a lovely lake i~ West-

moreland, England. 
W~d;ftow-er, anemone, 
Wmd-Iyres (Whittier), branches of 

~rees ~layed upon by the wind. 
Wlt9h-mg, bewitching. 
Wiz~ned, shrivelled . 
Wold, open country. 
Worts (Herrick), cabbage, and perhaps 

other vegetables. 

York, English city on river Ouse. 

Zen!.ith, point of the heavens directly 
overhead 



QUESTIOK8 AKD S-c~GGESTIONS. 

1. (P. 9) INVITATION. 

EXPLANATION OF THE LESSON. 

The poet asks us to go with him to Oh, come away to the grave old 
the old woods while they have woods 
still their serious face on; 

before the dawn has begun to 
break; 

Ere the skies are tinged with 
light, 

before the sleeping leaves haye put Ere the slumbering leaves of the 
of[ their gauzy wrappers of mist; I gloomy trees 

before the birds have raised their 
heads from their downy pillows; 

before the little flower's cup is 
emptied of the dew; 

before the distant brook can Yet be 
seen lightly touching the hill as 
it Comes down: 

It is at this early hour we feel the 
solemn influence of the woods; 

then, while the slothful are still in 
the midst of some uneasy dream, 

let us begin the day, in the spirit 
of prayer, with a walk in the 
darkened woods. 

Again, the poet invites us to visit 
the woods when the wrinkled old 
trees no longer look dark and 
gloomy, but wear a joyous smile: 

for now the sun has risen, 

Have thrown 011" the mists of 
Night; 

Ere the birds are up, 

Or the floweret's cup 
Is drained of its fresh'Dlng dew, 

Or the bubbling rill 
Kissing the hill, 

Breaks on the distant view: 

Oh, such Is the hour 
To feel the power 

Of the qUiet, grave old woods! 

Then, while sluggards dream 
Of some dismal theme, 

Let us stroll 
With prayerful soul, 

Through the depths of the grave 
old woods. 

Oh, come a way to the bright old 
woods, 

As the sun ascends the skies, 

and the young birds sing their early I WbUe the blrdllngs sing their 
songs, morning hymns, 

1;.: 



274 QUESTIONS AND SUGGESTIONS. 

which send an answering thrill 
through every leaf in the wood; 

and the gold-belted bee among the 
blossoms and shrubs seeks honey 
for the hive; 

and from the peaceful nook every­
thing sings its own hymn of 
praise to the Qreator : 

such is the time to feel the quick· 
ening charIn of the sunny woods: 

then, while the slothful are idly 
dreaming, 

let us thoughtfully walk through 
the depths of the old, but sunny 
woods. 

And each leaf In the grove re­
plies; 

When the golden-zoned bee 
Flies from 1I0wer to tree 

Seekingsweetsforitshoniedcell, 

And the voice of Praise 
Sounds its varied lays 

From the depths of each quiet 
dell: 

Oh, such is the hour 
To feel the power 

Of the magic bright old woods! 

Then, while sluggards dream 
Of some tri1llng theme, 

Let us stroll, 
With studious soul, 

Through the depths of 
bright old woods. 

the 

2. How did the old woods look before sunrise? And how, after the 
sun had risen? 

3. Where was the sun at our first visit? Where at our second visit? 
4. How did we find the leaves occupied before sunrise? And how, 

afterwards? 
5. What of the birds at each visit? 
6. To find the old woods in a joyous humor when must we visit 

them? And when, if we would find the old woods in a serious humor? 
7. Instead of these words give others having nearly the same mean· 

ing: grave (adj.), tinged, slumbering, gloomy, 1I0weret, dismal, 
birdlings, ascends, golden-zoned, varied lays, tri1Ilng theme. 

8. Write these words in the plural number: leaf, sky, lay. 
9. Parse: Oh, come away to the bright old woods! 
10. Who was the author of these lines, and how long ago was he born? 
11. Write down other words pronounced like these, but differing in 

meaning: dew, hour, cell, SUD, some. Group the words in pairs, with 
their meanings. 

12. (P. lO) Spring-Time In Canada. 

13. On the title-page of this book you will find the arms of Canada 
within a wreath of ma.ple-Ieaves, because Canada has taken the maple. 
leaf as her emblem. England, ages ago, took the rose for her emblem; 
Ireland the shamrock; Scotland the thistle; France the lily, etc. 
Now tell me something of the maple-tree, beginning with the very 
early Spring and ending with the fall of the leaf. 

14. When trees are just budding out at Kingston, how would you 
find them at Lake St. Clair? and how at Montreal ? 

15. How long would you be in going by steamer from Montreal to 
Quebec? How long does Summer take to go that distance? 
ti~~? When Summer reaches Quebec, how does it make up for lost 
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17. ~f you were to visit the city of Quebec where from Ma'or 
Butledl: s account, would you expect to get the 'best vi;w of the sin-. 
roun mg country? 

1~. Suppose yourself now standing there beside Major Butler tell 
us, In your own words, what you see ' 

19. Point out on a map of Canada' the Falls of Montmorenci, Que­
be:;, the Islan<:l of Orleans,. Montreal, Kingston, Lake St. Clsir. 

_0. Ru!e ": h~e, s~y two mch~s from the left· hand side of your slate 
o~ I?aper, wlth.m thIS border wnte. down th.e following words, carefully 
diVIding t~em mto s~lIables, and m the Wlde space beyond write the 
meanmgs m order: mstinctively, mimic, transparent nationality 
cascade, enticing, symbol [These words will be found;;' the V ocabu: 
lary.] 

21. (P. 12) Jack-in-the-Pulpit-Whittier. 

The p~lIpit is. a leaf· cup shaped like a ca!la lily, but of a green color, 
often vemed wIth brown and black; the tIp of the leaf is bent over so 
as partly to cover the cup, and it thus forms the sounding-board or 
canopy of the pulpit. III the centre of the leaf-cup rises a thick stalk 
bearing at its foot a cluster of small flowers. The poet playfully makes 
this Jack-in-the-Pulpit preach in the church of the forest. 

22. What flowers swing their bell-shaped blossoms and caIl the COD-

gl'egation to this forest-church? 
23. Describe how the pulpit is made, and painted, and grained. 
24. How is the little mimster dressed? 
25. Now go up to the choir. What are the instruments used (see 

third and eighth stanzas)? Who are the singers? Who leads the 
treble (see first stanza)? Who leads the bass, and how is he dressed? 

26. Who are the deacons, and how do you know them? 
27. This church service seems to have been held in war-time; for 

look-out men are posted to warn the congregation of the enemy's 
approach. To whom is this duty given, and how are they to sound 
the warning? 

28. Some of the congregation are sad,. some prayerful, some glad, 
some radiant with smiles ; now tell us theIr names.. . 

29. Some girls are in church only t? show therr. bonnets, or thell' 
purple-gauze dresses, or to display therr golden hall'; who are those 
vain girls? 

30. Then there are meek, pale-faced children, with eyes upturned 
to the 'preacher; who can they be? (Chickweeds.) ., 

31. But somebody has been smoking; for ~ee the Indian .plp.S. 
(These are curious leafless plants common m nch woods,.growmg on 
decaye? vegetable ma~ter; th~ flower is set on the stalk hke the ?Ow~ 
of a pIpe.) After thIS smoi<mg, how was the forest-church s\\ eet 
ened? C t.Nt 32. But the sermon; tell us somethin~ of that! . a~no. 0 even 
the text? How was the time spent durmg the serVIce -

33. As in No. 20, divide and explain these words: gorgeous, lan-
guidly, Innocents, sentinels, profanely. h f bl 

34. (P. 14.) From what quarter of the world did we get tea e 
l'luck? d d th 

35. Trace the mouse through its various changes upwar s, an en 

b3~ af:~hich of its conditions did it fear the lion? In which did it 
fear the dog? 
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37. In real life, what character answers to the mouse? Who is the 
magician? 

38. (P. 15.) The story of The Cork and the Goose teaches us that, 
even in the peaceful life of the country, we must not thro:v asIde 
natural safe~uards. This witty fable is from the pen of a Spamsh lady 
who calls he~'self "Fernan Caballero." 

39. Use simpler words instead of sententious, beheld, plumage, re­
turned, excited hostility. 

40. If the defence of our country becomes necessary, how would the 
Roman Roratius have us meet death? 

41. (P. 16-18.) Of the dogs here described, which would yo~ choose 
for a watch·dog? \Vhich makes the best sledge·do~? 'WhlCl,t have 
webbed feet? Which dog has the keenest scent? \Vhich the sharpest 
sicrht? What dOCT is chietiy used on our farms? 

n42. What bree:I of do~s was used in bull-baiting, in the tracking of 
slaves, in the findin~ of10st travellers? . 

43. Point out on the map' of the hemisphe~es the West Indies, ~he 
Alps Mountains, Newfoundland, England, SWItzerland, Spain. Gn'e 
the capital cities of the last four. 

H. Divide and explain as in No. 20 these words: employed, intelli­
gence, ramarkable, monastery. Parse these sentences: The blood­
hound is of a reddish or brown color. He is remarkable for his keen 
scent. 

45. (P. 18, 19.) Of the birds named, which are musicians of the house­
top, which of the woodlands, which of the fields? What minstrel 
plays on our forest pines in the winter? 

46. As to these poor fishermen, why did they go out of the harbor 
when the breakers on the sand-bar told them a storm was rising? 

47. Write down the singular of women, wives, men, children, 
leaves; and the plural of harbor-bar, squall, light-house, sparrow, 
thrush. What does night-rack mean? 

48. (P. 20, 21.) Tell what you found woven into the sparrow's nest. 
)",me the animals or plants that yield us raw material for the follow­
ing: worsted, calico, Dluslin, silk, linen. Explain compacted. Ana­
lyze and parse: I never saw a nest like this. \Vrite in the plural: 
washer-wom!!.n, rubbish-bag. \Vrite the singular of enemies. 

49. (P. 21.) In the trial of the Pike, what was the offence? Who 
were his judges, and who was their legal adviser? What sentence 
was first passed on the Pike? What change was made in the sentence? 
Was the Pike better, or was he worse off, for the change? What is 
the lesson to be learned from the fable? 

50. Divide and explain as in X' •. 20: unanimously, uninhabitable, 
competent, ignominious, supervision, asseSSOr. ,,"-rite words similar 
in sound to the followin~: see, there, to, no, might, be, the, whole, 
an, made, would, in. DIstinguish the meanings . 
. 51. Conjugl'te drown, !lung, graze, made, brought, add, run, ear­

ned, seen. Form nouns from the following adjectives: happy, holy, 
i:~~{h:~~~r.Analyze and parse this sentence: So the Pike was !lung 

52. (P. 22.) What is the lesson taught by the fable of The Miller! What 
does Krilof ,mean by co!lecting the candle ends? Parse:' Hallo, 
mUler! don t stand gapmg there! It's time you should set your 
WIts to work. Compare: worse, good, ready_ Conjugate: stands 
sleeps, observes, cnes, ' 

53. (P. 23.) Through what rooms of his little house does the old vi= 
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lead ~s? What has he fnr dinner? How does he make h' fi ' 
:,{e ~IS most frequent visitors? To Whom are all hi. hu~bl:~~m1~0 
p~:';' w~~bo~~ny,H,~~,~ ~idhegli~: ,by since the writer of this littl: 

54. (P. 24-27.) Explain how cunning. Mr. Bear found the hone comb 
and how he brought It home, and how he divided it What w~ th' 
nihebs 'tof ,theAyoun

h
g bears? How did Mrs. Bear te;ch them n~~nes: 

o a 1 s. t w at h.our. were they put to bed? 
55. Compare the adJectIves: biggest strongest dismal flat little 

late, more, sweet-scented, hungry; ;nd the ad~erbs mildly well' 
more. Analyze and parse: This reminded Mr. Bear that he was 
hungry too. 

56. l;lo~I:. this .word is intended to imitate the sound. Find other 
sound-ImItations In the words of the Lesson. 

57. (P. 27, 28.) Explain: Co!"mon Pleas, flippancies, prodigy, quizzed, 
~ocos~ly,. Sard?lllC, on CIrCUlt, laconic. Where is Yorkshire? Name 
Its pnnClpal nver and its chief cities. Write the plural of: elf calf 
woman, prodigy. ' , 

5~. (P. 29, 30.) Stormy sea: where? Why do He and His take 
capItal letters ? 

59. Come, bear, guard, think, stood: by means of prefixes make 
new verbs from these words, and conjus-ate . 

. 60. (P. 31-33.) Write out the followmg words, and underline the 
sIlent lett~rs: ArctiC, r!leu!"atic, palmiest, adieu, beautiful, ghastly 
h~e. ~rIte the followmg m the plural: difficult journey; the coat­
tall; hlS former-self; on a dog's back. Analyze and parse the first 
sentence on p. 31. Find on a map of Europe: Berne, the Pass of St. 
Bernard, Mont Cenis, Scotland, the Pyrenees. 

61. Name, in the poetical selection on p. 33, the marks of punctua· 
tion which follow these words: brotherhood, fellowship, outward, 
sublime, one. Write the plural of: this IIfe, other yearning. 

62. (P. 34, 35.) Point out on a map of Manitoba: Red River, AsslDl­
bolDe River, Lake Winnipeg, St. Boniface. Write in the plural: 
pine-land, wild goose, oarsman, hunting-lodge, voyageur. 

63. (P. 36-38.) What Hawaiian (Hay-wy·yan) game reminded Lad,' 
Brasseyof our tobogganing? Why is her book callen a Vopa[le in tI" 
Sunbeam? Show on a globe or map the position of Hawaii and the 
Sandwich Islands. What famous sailor was slain on Hawaii (or 
Owhyhee) in 1779? 

64. (P. 39, 40.) Form adjectives from the follo,,~ng words: trouble, 
faith, hand, courage, need, death, sorrow, child, year, dew, music, 
sheep, sun, play. Form adverbs from the following: weary, quiet, 
tender, easy, equal, true, heavy. Analyze and parse the last stanza 
of The Traveller's Return. 

65. (P. 41-44.) Describe the conduct of th~ brave lads on the Goliat!,. 
What request did they make of the captam? Who was the captam 
of the Goliath 1 What is the way at sea, my boys? Form noun, cor· 
responeling to the following: know, grow, flow, think, burn. Form 
adjectives from these words: fire, cheer, gol~, ~ng:land, please, dlJfer, 
order. In the Rh1lme of the lWil find words ImItatIve of sounds. 

66. (p. 45, 46.) How does the Norwegian fable explain the red head 
and black body of the woodpecker? What lessons may we lea"! In 

our country walks? Write down the names of any h~lf·dozen bIrds 
and of any dozen wild-flowers that you know. ConJugate: think, 
goes, chide, writes, was, loaded, walk, tax, tell, yield. 
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67. (P. 47, 48.) What plants or trees are mentioned in these pages? 
68. (P. 49-53.) What tree yields ~aple.sug,,:,,? Tell us all abo.ut the 

making of maple-sugar and descnbe the SIghts and sonnds m the 
bush. Analyze and p~rse: The sap stirs ear~y ..... :a little. Form 
nouus from relieve, busy, stingy, uneasy, eXClte, live, deep, broad, 
long, high. 

69. (P. 53-55.) What were the recollections that endeared the old 
fann-gate? Explain: gaily bedight; t:r:ellis !If whit~; were all can­
vassed and weighed; he'd stand for hiS freight; Winging our mo­
ments and gilding our name.-Road-side, a compound noun; red­
rusted, a compound adjective. Give other exa~pl~s of compound 
nouns and adjectives from the Lesson. Fonn adjectives from favor, 
humor, labor. 

70. (P. 56-59.) Tell in your own way the story of The Minnows with 
Silt'er Tails. Show that Tom's master was not his own master. Analyze 
and parse: If father does not come ...... too much done. Fonn nouns 
from exhibit, acknowledge, compose, observe, perfect; and adverbs 
from sulky, real, composed, pretty.-For Robert Herrick, see p. 23. 

71. (P. 60, 61.) The hy Green was set to music by Henry Russell. 
(Where vocal music is taught in schools, our fine old songs ought to 
receive attention, and, after having been expressively read, ought to 
be sun~ with feeling.) Analyze and parse: Whole ages have l1ed ...... 
hearty green. In Composure, 1st stanza, notice that in the 2nd and 
4th lines the rhymes are double-follow'd, hollow'd; while in the 
1st and 3rd lines the rhymes are single-roll'd, cold. 

72. (P. 62-64.) Describe in your own words Harold's excursion on 
the swan's back, and what he saw. Divide and explain, as in No. 20: 
stupendous, preCipitated, impenetrable, inexpressibly. Analyze and 
parse: Now I should like ...... shown to me. 

73. (P. 65-68.) The air to which Home, Sweet Home is sung was 
adapted by Sir H. R. Bishop from a Sicilian tune. Donizetti intro­
duced the air with slight alterations into his opera of Anna Bouma.­
What was Hugh Miller's account of his school-boy days? Form the 
plurals of: pen-knife, copy-book, parent's, class-fellow_ 

74. (P. 69, 70.) Floweret means a little j(01Oe1'; in other words, it is 
the diminutive of l1ower. Give the diminutives of river, hill, isle, 
man, stream. The Afton is a brook in Ayrshire; the glen mentioned 
by Burns in the second stanza is called from the brook, Glenafton. 
Conjugate: forbear, bereft, l1ow, l1y, sow, sew. Write in the plural: 
valley. echo, life. 

75. (P .. !1-73.) The story of the Golden Apples of the Hesperides 
w~s familIar to every school-boy of Old Greece. Tell us something of 
thIS adventure of the strong man Hercules.-Describe the sights and 
sounds of Canadian woods and fields in :\iay. 

76. (P. 74-8~.) What account do the Indians give of the origin of the 
CanadIan roblI~ ?·-The .poet Moore took down from the singmg of his 
I'O!/Mcurs the aIr to which he has set the Canadian Boat Song and it 
always remained a great favorite with him. He says: "I re:nember 
when we have entered at sunset upon one of those beautiful lakes 
intu which th~ S~. Lawr~nce. so grandly and ,!nexpectedly opens, I 
~ave heard thIS SImple aIr WIth a pleasure whICh the finest composi­
tIOns of .the ~rst masters have never given me; and now there is not a 
note of It whICh does not recall to my memory the dip of our oars in 
the St. Lawr~nce,. the fll!;ht of our i?oat down the rapids, and all those 
new and fanCIful unpresslOns to whICh my heart was alive during the 
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whole of this very interesting voyage The sta 
~ sunil by ~hose voyageu,.s who go to the Grand P~:ts !rb' srpposed to 
§lvefi)-1)·ve. ~rom Sdangste(s Th~ Rapid instances of ~ubl~ rk;2e~~: 

o. . IVI e.an explam, as m No. 20: fascination enthusiasm 
=~eSSlY, excItement. Form adverbs from gay, joyous, merry: 

77. (P: 81-84.) Carefully coPy the little sketch'map given on p 82 
The posItIOn of battle·fields IS shown by crossed swords. Give yoU~ 
?wn account of the great fight uear Hastings. Divide and expIaiu . 
mgenuous and ingenious. . 

7~. (!='. 85-87.) Write in full: I'll, I've, I'm, we'll, can't, there's. 
WrIte l~ contracted !o~: we are. you are, yOU Will, do not, I shall 
not, I.Will not. Write m the plural: that yellow flower; the day's 
as bx;-ght as then; this fortress. Form adjectives from boy, joy, 
cbUd, and adyerbs ~rom weary, happy. Conjugate sleep, feed, 
found, sit, sprmg, mISS, keep, stands, lies, break, bid, go, shines, 
forl\"et.-Less-happier, a double comparative. The writer of The Irish 
~zgrant was. Helen. Selina Sheridan, grand· daughter of Richard 
Brmsley SherIdan, Wlfe of the fourth Lord Dufferin and mother of 
*e Marquis of Dufferin, our late Governor·General. Lady Dufferin's 
SIster (the Han. Mrs. Norton) was also a yoet as well as a novelist of 
some repute. The music to which Lady Dufferin's song is usually set 
was composed by Mr. W. R. Dempster, who used to sing it with 
much feeling. 

~9. (P. 88-92.) Describe SOlDe recent improvements in bee.keeping. 
Pomt out on a map: (1) Louisiana, New York, and Minnesota, with 
their capitals; (2) the cities of New York and Chicago; the River Mis­
stssi~pi, its source, mouth, and chief tributaries.-'Vrite in the plural: 
evenIng's, man's, child's, lady's, deer's hom, sheep's back. \Vrite in 
the singular: echoes, argosies.-Parse: deep (p. 91); lire (p. 91); weary 
not ...... summer (p. 92). 

80. (P. 93-97.) The scene of Irving's sketch is laid near Tarrytown, 
on the Hudson River, where in after years Irving built his famous reo 
treat of Sunnyside. Tappan Sea is a lake-like expansion of the Hud· 
son, 12 miles long, and 3* miles at its greatest breadth. -General 
Benedict Arnold agreed in -1780 to betray West Point to the English 
general, Sir H. Clinton, and Major Andre was sent to make seNet 
arrangements with Arnold. Andre was arrested within half a mile' 'f 
Ta:r:ryt?wn, and, after court-martial, wa~ hanged a1; ~ spy at T:.tIqnul, 
whICh IS nearly opposite Tarrytown. H,s body was m 1~21 re,?oved 
to Westminster Abbey.-Give from the Lesson words mutatlve of 
sounds. Divide and explain, as in No. !!o: desperatioD, tremendous, 
Unfortunate, mysterious, dinlenslons, stamInerlng, lamentations, 
superstition, accidentally. uncourteously, melancholy, uncomfort­
ably, enormous, perceiving. 

81. (P. 97.) First stanza: in vain; because she ,,·iIl then be dead, 
and be heedless of thy caresses. Fifth stanza: .For thou mayest ... :. 
with her,-for thou mayest see the hour when, m th~ grIef, thou wiI~ 
regret that thou hast outlived thy mother. Explam: raven hair, 
hour torlorn.-Defer: set other prefixes before the root -fer, and g"lVe 
the meanings of the verbs so formed. . 

82. (P. 98-100.) Write in the plural: deer, ox, buffalo, canbou, wa­
piti's, hunter's, moose. Write in the sin!P;'lar: bells', canoe~, eaves, 
leaves, chUdren's. -Native proof, Enghsh mettle: proof, molder 
English, often means finely-tempe"ed aI·mOl·. 
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83. (P. 101-103.) Divide and explain, as .in No. 20: dexterously, 
manufacture diminution, delicacy, magnificent, congregate, pro-
tuberant, pemmican, unwieldy, especially. . . 

84. (P. 104-107.) Divide and explain, as In No. 20: Immemorial, 
consecrated, unadulterated, reminiscences, hospitality, antiquity, 
promulgating, rubicund, titillation. Analyze and parse: (1) Your 
pardon, good people! (2) Are you all satisfied? (3) Well, well, 
sir! no harm done, I hope !-(The selection from Hawthorne affords, 
from the variety of emotions, and from the frequent change of address, 
an excellent training in the modulation of the voice.) 

81). (P. 108-112.) Tell in your own words the curious ad~entures of 
Billy and his sister., with the Barn Elves.-'Vrite in full: don't, it's, 
I'm, t'obey, there's, isn't, what's. ~ mne the ID;:trks of punctuation}n 
the verses on p. 111. 'Write the present partiCIples of travel, grm, 
quarrel, die, dye, sing, singe, cry, drop, argue, skip. 

86. (P. 112-118.) After-math, the second crop of grass mown in the 
Fall.-Tell in your own way the story of Gmp Eayle and hu Five 
R,'oth,,'" - Nest-mate: give other nouns compounded with mate. 
'V rite in the singular: Th~ cold winds had all blown themselves 
away.-Tuesday last: 'Vnte the names of the days of the week. 
'Write in full your address, and the date on which this Lesson is pre­
pared.-Pride of place, proud elevation; mousing owl, an owl which 
commonly flies at no lnore dangerous enemy than a mouse. 

87. (P. 119-122.) Find on your maps: the Arctic Ocean, Spitzbergen, 
Greenland; the North Atlantic, Europe, the British Isles; Ireland, 
County Kerry, Killarney; Scotland, Argy1eshire, Glencoe (north-east 
corner of Argyle.hire); Italy, Calabria (in ancient geography the south· 
eastern extremity of Italy; but in modern, the south-10estern).-For 
the Massacre of Glencoe, the pupil will refer to his EnrJlish History, 
reign of William III., A. n. 16n2. (Lord ::Ibcaulay's brilliant narra­
ti ve will enable the teacher to throw into the Lesson richer color and 
deeper interest. )-Latitude: what is meant by "latitude"? In what 
latitude do we live? In what latitudes are KIllarney and Calabria? 

88. (P. 123-125.) Sir Walter Scott used to say of The Wet Sheet and 
fl. F101cin{1 Sea, .t~at it was ,. the best song going." It is sung to the 
famous old mlhtary tune of the French, Le Petit Tct1nbou,' (" The 
Little Drum ").-The pitcher-plant grows abundantly on swampy land 
throughout Canada. (It will add much additional zest to the Lesson 
to show the pupils ~ speci!"en of this curious plant.)-Explain: plain­
tIve melody; penSIve mmstre1sy; grief's canker; passionate fare­
well. 

sn. (P.126-129.) Analyze and parse: Some hand ...... these pages pent 
(p. 126). \V rite in full these tenses occurring in Tennyson Turner," 
Sonnet: meant, hast left, gleam, were, will close, leave. Parse: art 
gone. 

90. Read the following sentence: "All blue birds are not Blue 
Birds.... Write a short accou!'t of the Blue Bird-his house, his habits, 
:<nd hIS useful ~ervlCes.-Wrlte down the following words; underline 
m . them the silent letters, and overline the diphthongs: autumn, 
cal tiffs, bears, selZes, loath, leisure, meadows, reappearing. 

91. (p. 130-132.) Find on a map, and then describe the position of: 
New York, Boston, PJ;lila1e1phia, Edinburgh.-Give any words from 
the Lesso'.' that are ImltatlVe of s.o,!nds. -Beguile, inherit, adjudge, 
attend: gIve any other verbs contalll1I~g the prefixes be; in; ad (ac, ai, 
ay, aI, an, ar, as, at).-Overspread: glVe verbs compounded with OVel' 
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and, ttf!der. - \Vhat compensation does poverty bring to the poor 
ma~ sh ~onA? What corresponding. disadt'antaues are apt to accompany 
we t '-. nalyze and parse: 0 nch ...... white hands. Explain: sUl-
try glebe, dewy.me~ds; verdant. landscape ; friendly cr90k; dread­
fUl shade. AddIson s. free rendenng (and rearrangement) of the 23rd 
Psal~ would be descnbed as a paraphrase. When and where did this 
beautIful poem first appear? 

92-98. REVIEW, Parts I. and II. 

92. Rule off a margin on your paper, take down the following names 
and opposite each describe its situation: Greeuland St. Bonifa~~' 
Berne, Dover, Hawaii, York, Chicago, Glencoe, Kingston, Lake St: 
Clair, Pass of St. Bernard, Killarney, Tappan Zee, Quebec, Hastings, 
Spitzberge~, Montreal, Afton Water, Isle of Orleans, River Thames, 
Calabna, R,ver Ottawa, Mont Cenis, Caucasus Mountains River Mis­
sissippi, Cheviot Hills, New York City, Teviotdale, Ne~foundland, 
Boston, Edinburgh, West Indies, Philadelphia, Canterbury. 

93. With the assistance of the READER, aITange in order of Heniur­
ity, giving dates in margin, the following a.uthors: Lord Macaulay, 
Thomas Moore, B. G. Niebuhr, S. T. Coleridge, Eliza Cook, R. W. 
Emerson, Miss Havergal, Dean Stanley, Horace Smith, Adelaide Anne 
Procter, J. R. Lowell, Allan Cuningham, T. D'Arcy M'Gee, Lady 
DuJferin. 

.94. As in No. 93, arrange in order of seniority, \vith dates in mar­
gm, the following authors: Rohert Burns, Charles Dickens, Jean 
Ingelow, J. G. Saxe, J. H. Payne, Thomas Aubrey de Vere, William 
Wordsworth, Charles D. Warner, Rev. Hugh MaCmillan, Mary 
Howitt, Thomas Hood, William Motherwell, Mrs. Sigourney, N. P. 
Willis. 

95. As in No. 93, arrange in order of seniority, with dates in margin, 
the following authors :-Lord Houghton, Robert, Lord Lytton, Robert 
Southey, J. G. Whittier, Ivan Krilof, W. F. Butler, Charles Sangster, 
Charles (Tennyson) Turner, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Alexander Wil­
son, Mrs .. Hemans, Washington Irving, Rev. Charles Kingsley, Mrs. 
Craik (Miss Mulock). 

[To prevent pupils from seeking their answers in the old note·books 
of theIr class· mates, the Teacher would do well to freguently make 
new combinations of the foregoing names. In such 9uestwns, ea,sy ~ut 
most important steps are taken towards a systematic study of English 
and General Literature.) . 

9G. Collect from the READER, giving dates in margm, a dozen a'!thors 
who were born in the 18th century; and a dozen who were born m the 
19th century. . h P" ., 

97. Name in order the authors of the followmg: T e "',',,',,,,' 
Papers' A VOl/age in the "Sunbean~; ,. Jack-in-th(-l-'uljll~; Gather Ye 
Roseburls 1l7die ~Ye JJ./ay~· The Head(cs,~ Hllr:3f~II.(/1I f~f ,Shepp H~llolV; 
The Canadian Boat Song; rm Sittinu vn the ,~td(', Jlw'!,: .lIp Schools 
and Schoolmasters' FrO/n Ocean to Ocean. 

98. Name in o~der the authors of: Flu//" Grntly, S,u'('('t Afton; The 
Ivy Green; A Wet Sheet and a Plowing :.,'Cft; HUII/f,' ~H'Cct Home; The 
Rhyme of the Rail; The Excursion; The Homes ,~f EII~dlllld. 
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PART III. 

99. (P. 133-137.) In the selection from Rasse/as ~,.hat meaning do.you 
take ont of: This lake discharged its superflUitle~;. whatever nught 
contribute to make seclusion pleasant; the mUSICIans exerted the 
power of harmony· new competitors for Imprisonment? Where 
does Johnson place the story of Rasse/as! When did he write it, and 
how did he spend the money got for it? 

100. Explain: sprightly kid; subtle monkey; solemn elephant; 
the little children's dower; warm little housekeeper.-How would 
Archbishop Trench explain the original meaning of a kind man? Give 
words formed from the root kin. 

101. (P. 138-144.) In Longfellow's ballad, notice that, in each stanza, 
there is but one rhyme-namely, that formed by the words at the end 
of the 2nd and 4th lines. Except therefore for the inconvenience of 
printiny , the stanzas might have been thrown into two lines instead of 
four. Thus: 

1. The old house by the lindens stood silent in the shade, 
And on the gravel pathway the light and shadow played. 

2. I saw the nursery window wide open to the air ; 
But the faces of the children,-they were no longer there. 

The pupil will throw into this form any two of the remaining stanzas. 
Analyze and parse: But the faces ...... there. 

102. Carefully copy the little sketch-map given on p. 141. Who is said 
to have suggested the stratagem by w~ich t~e Heights of A1>raham were 
reached " When and by whom was It carrIed out? Tell m your own 
way the incidents of that memorable night. The lines which Wolfe 
repeated from Gray's Elegy form the 9th stanza:-

" The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 

Await alike the ineVItable hour-
The paths of glory lead but to the grave." 

The E/egy was published in (February) 1751, little more than eight 
years before the siege of Quebec. 

103. Reveille (pronounced ray-vay-yea), call to arms. Boscage 
(accent?n ~rst. syllable, old Norman-French word), wood, copse. Give 
~ords smillar m sound to the following, and distinguish their mean­
mgs: one, cannon, threw, great, whole, there, air, new, the, all, 
tide, two, vain. 

10·t (P. 1~~47.) At w~at point does the Canada Pacific Railway 
c~oss the A~slll~bollle? Fmd m your map, and then describe the POSI­
tIOn of: WInnIpeg, Portage La Prairie, Brandon, Qu'Appelle (pr. 
Kappel'), Pembina (pr. Pem'bina), Emerson, Red River, Rocky Mts.­
WrIte III the plural: folio, bush, gipsy, grandchUd, railway, camel's, 
blackberry, yew, she was, my pOSition, I was hurled. 

105. (P .. 148:-153.) Divide and define, as in No. 20: fasCination, 
proVldentlal, mtoxicating, temperament, essentially, acknowledged, 
~ntemperate. Explain: reedy brake; physical qualities; swept 
mto the vortex; w~re b~lrs~ing their brown. Analyze: Thousands 
of young men ...... Will give It uP.-Buffalo and Niagara Rlver: find 
them on a map, and describe their position. 'Vhat canal opened 
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h:..vi~h!i0.:b~t-;~I:~f ~?ff~~aand the Hudson River? By what canal 

be~~cted by this latte"!" canaf,a~~d b!hnatO~'!.";'~~d~ t:t~~ ~~~~v:;~ 
~06. (~. 154-:-158.) Find on your maps, and describe the sources and 

chl~f tributaries of. the. follo~ing rivers; also name the chief cities 
whICh they. or .thetr tributaries pass: Amazon, Missouri Thames 
Severn. ]\nd ~n Tennyson's Brook examples of words i~itative of 
sound or of motIOn. How do you understand: a sudden sally' bicker 
down a valley; many a silvery water-break' hazel covers' the 
netted sunbeams danc~; I linger by my shingly bars? Hm;' old 
was the poet Tennys.on m 1883? The Brook has been set to Inu,jc (". !. G. Cusms, the editor of Slings from the Published W,-itiIlYsoj AIf/"(~1 
~ ennyson. (C. Kegan Paul and Co .. 1880.) . 

107 .. (P. 158-162.) How long is it sInce Goldsmith died? From what 
story IS the Lesson taken? . Tell in your own way the adventures of 
Moses Pr!Dlrose at the Falr.--In the selection from :\liltnn, Morn 
(A,urora) I~ .spo~en of as living and acting: give othel" examples of 
~hls p"'sonijicatwn from the extract. Charms,-here in the old mean· 
lng. songs)" solemn bird,-the owl. 

108. (P. 163-167.) Write in full: 'tis, don't, snored 0' nights, I'd 
had aught, I wouldn't have walked, I've seen. The Boatman here 
describes the great. Sea Eagle, or Fishing Eagle (or Bald Eagle) of 
Canada and the U mted States. The bird is not really bald but the 
feathers of th~ head are whit~. This largest of the eagles f;erjuently 
~eaches.3 feet mlength, and Its.outsJ:!read "'mgs measure 7 feet. This 
IS the bird figured upon the Umted States coinage.-Tell in your own 
words the story of Madeline of Verrh'res. When and where did these 
scenes occur? Where is Lake Champlain? what river forms the 4lut­
let? Name the chief places on the lake and river. Describe the I""j· 
tion of Montreal City. 

109. (P. 168-173.) Robert Blake, English Admiral (1599-1657): fre· 
quently defeated the Dutch fleet, 1652, 1653; chastised the Barbary 
pirates, 1655; captured part of one Spanish fleet and destroyed another 
fleet, 1656, 1657. Blake died, as his ship, the St. Gcor[le, entered Ply· 
mouth Sound, August 17, 1657; his syste~ was worn <,lUt with sc;.llny, 
contracted frmn long.continued I1:1Y:11 servlCe.-HoratlO, Lord l\\c,l:-oll 

(1758-1805): his chief victories were the Battle of the Nile (Aboukir 
Bay), 1798; Battle of Copenhagen, 1801; Battle of Trafalgar, ~ 
which he fell mortally wounded, Uctober 21, IH05.-De,cnbe the POSI' 
tion of: Plymouth Sound, Aboukir Bay, Copenhagen, Trafalgar, H~­
over, the Harz MountainS, Loch Katrine. Give from .the poetIcal 
selections examples of words imitative of sound or of mohon. Parse: 
morn of toil (p. 174); days of danger (173); Bid every care be gone 
(171); Pass, and the sky forg:ets thee (168).. • 

Ye AIm'inCl'S of Eng/and IS sung to the al~ of. If ~entl""Cl1 of 
England arranged as a trio for male voices. ThIS aIr, whIch WUI'I com· 
posed by John Wall Callcot (born 1766), greatly pleased Campbell's 
ear and he composed his Ode in the same metre as the older song .. 

110. (P. 175-180.) Explain in your own way: az~e main; foreIgn 
stroke; generoUS flame; rural reign.. Tell ~IS bnefly III your own 
words something of the doings of the giant Hlawatha.-Par~e (on p. 
175): Rule, Britannia; All thine shal.! be th<: subject mil:"'; An.d 
every shore it circles, thine. The air to whICh Rule Br.tanma 1"8 

sung was composed by Dr. Thomas Arne. 
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111. (P. 181-185.) Flowerets,-the <!imi"ltUl'e .of flowe>'s: give the 
diminutives of: leaves, lord, wave, hIll, rivers, Islands. After find· 
in~ on your maps describe the position of Kentucky, Canterbury. 
A~alyze the second stanza on p. 182.-0f. The. Anyel's Whisper Lover 
says' "The son~ was written to an old IrIsh aIr (one of the few Moore 
left ~ntouched) ;ntitled, ' Mary, do you fancy me?' " 

112. (P. 186-192.) Write in the singular: moose deer; witches'; 
canoes; dry leaves; days'; small axes; hU,nting-knives. Analy.ze 
(p. 191): Sullice it to say ...... penalty. Bryant s Death "f the Flowel's IS, 

on the surface a lament for the !lowers that have fallen before the 
autumn frosts.' but the observant pupil will hear sounding through the 
lines a deepe; note of grief-the poet's lament for a beloved sis!er 
lately removed by death. 'With this hint, read over the poem agam, 
closely observing the second and last stanzas. 

113. (P. 193-191.) De,cribe in your own words the appearance of our 
woods after the au~umn frosts have set in. Sky Fa"m, whence Miss 
Goodale and her sister send forth their poems, is their witty name for 
their father's farm, on the top of the Berkshire Hills in ~[assa· 
chusetts. 

l\lr:-;. Willard's Rocked in tiu' (')'(Idle of the Deep was written during 
her return from Europe in 1832. The Duke de Choiseul supplied the 
music, but the air to which it is now always sung was conlposed by J. 
P. Knight. 

PART I\'. 

Analyze and parse the first stanza on p. 195. 
114. (P. 198-202.) Boatswain,-pronounced bo'sn. What meaning 

do you take out of: a very choleric fellow; I had given him the 
strappado; we were entertained with posthumous snarls; alto­
gether discomposed me? Twentieth: write in full the first 20 of the 
ordinal numbers. Who wrote Gltlliver's Travels, and how long ago? 
Write in the plural: wife, husbandman, ox, mastill", mistress's, box, 
huzza, her ladyship's. 

115. (P. 203-205.) Imparadise the night (p. 203), make the night 
delil1htfnl. All-father (p. 205), the Universal Father, the Father of 
us all.-Compare: wealthy, enchanting, narrow, severe. Soften, to 
make soft: take six other adjectives and make corresponding verbs. 
In The First S"mv·Fall the snow is compared (a) to ermine (the fur of 
an anim",1 allied to the weasel); (b) to pearl; (c) to the statuary marble 
of Carrara (a city of Italy, 59 miles south·west of Modena); (d) to 
swan's down. Sweet Auburn,-the .1'oet no donbt intends Mount 
Auburn Cemetery, about a mile from Harvard University, and 4 miles 
fr?m Boston. In Heavysege's Sonnet observe the fancy that in our 
Winter mghts the stars glow and flare like torches in the wind. Parse: 
Tenfold refulgent every star appears; And thrice illumine the ever­
kindled spheres. 

116. (P. 206-21~.) The winter·scene in Denmark described (p. 207) by 
Hans An~e~sen IS a very familiar one to Canadian boys and girls; 
among us .t IS often called the Silve>' Th",o.-Brazen, beautiful count­
less:. eXl?lain t~e terminations, and give other adjectives havi~g these 
termmatlOns, s.x examples of each. Icicles hang by the wall, hang 
from the eaves: blows ~s nati, ~arms his fingers with his breath; 
crabs, crab·apple,. Th,s old·fashlOned song of Shakspeare'. gives 
us a peep into an English farm-house as it was 300 years ago. 

117. (P. 212-214.) Clouds. In this grand description Ruskin has 
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apPlil~ed tla0 the clo,!ds (l~agued leviathans of the sea of heaven) th 
BUb: me nguage m whICh the B k .< J b d 'b e the deep. Job xli 18." H' 00 oJ. 0 escn es the leviathan of 
V 20" 0 '.' IS eyes are hke the eyelids lOf the mornin " id.' ,,,.y-t of l~ls ~~ostr11::; goeth sluoke as out of a seething pot g~r 
h~ldr~~he sP:~~' ~~~ d~e n~;~h~ h~b~~me~~~~ layeth at him. c~nnot 
:d~or .for the neck, but h~re it means tge whole ~~~~r;t:,;,ilstIi~tly, 

Jectlves from honor, labor, vapor, favor, color. . orm 
tAB a contrast to Ruski:,'s wild stOlTIlY horizon, take Wilson's tran­

quil. Buns~t,-two noble pICtures, in which, with slight assistance the 
hupIls will presmtly recognize such cloud-shapes as they thems~lves 
~ve often observed.-Shelley's little ]Jocm contrasts a summer with ~ 

wmter landscape .. In the concluding- lines the strain falls into a 'aver 
moohd, and ends WIth sad thoughts of the sufferings that winter ~rings 
to t. e .hom~les~ poor. The. pupils should be encouraged to cultivat~ 
}heu: ImagmatlOn, and fill m such sketches with their own childish 
a:,cles ; . to ~nd appropriate epithets, and afterwards to expand 

eplthetB mto httle pICtures.] 
118. (~. 21~-219_) Find on your map, and then describe the position 

of the ~lctona Bndge. \Vhat railway passes thrlOugh this great tube ~ 
What l'lve~ flows beneath the bridge? Trace the course of the Grand 
Trunk Railway,. and mention its chief branches. Blrkenhead, a 
la~ge manufacturing town of Cheshire, England; it is separated from 
LIverpool by the estuary of the Mersey. The building of the Alabama 
at t~e shIp-yard of the. Messrs. Laird gave the place much notoriety 
durmg the AmerICan CIVIl \Var.-The engmeer of the Victoria Bridge 
~as the famous Robert Stephenson, the builder of the Menai Bridge 
III Wales. Who was the chief contractor? When and by whom was 
the Victoria Bridge opened? 

Paul Kane, our Canadian painter and tra.veller, was born at TorCllltll. 
By hard work and unconquerable pluck he won his way to fame as an 
artist. His studies of the aborigines were published in 1859 nnder the 
title of "Wanderings of an Artist among the Indians of North 
America, from Canada to Vancouver's Island and Ore~oD, through 
the Hudson Bay Company's Territory, and Back Again.' The Lon­
don Athenccltm, reviewing Kane's book, described the author a~ 
" uniting the refinement of the Old World Witll the Indian energy "f 
the New." 

119. (P.220-225.) Give words similar in sound to the following, but 
differing in meaning: counsellor, soul, read (p. 220), time, one, knew, 
whole, great, no, all, eye, there, heir, reigned (p- 222), lle, see, 
might, some, two, feet, guilt, done, clothes, hour. Distinguish the 
meanings of each pair of words. In a map of England find Shrews­
bury and Peterborough, and the counties of Northampton and Kent. 
Fotherlngay Castle (Co. Northampton), the scene of Mary's execution, 
was razed to the lP:0und by her son James 1_ 

1~0. (Po 225-231.) Write in the plural: slelgh-bell's; the father's come; 
I busy myself; his toilsome journey's o'er. Parse (p. 226): Which. 
though more splendid, may not please hl~ more; also explam and 
parse Transcends the what we knOW. ThIS fine Sonnet was wntten 
III 1878,-leB8 than four years before Longfellow'S death .. H~ had then 
rea.ched his threescore years and ten; and fast-lucrel1k11lg lllfir~IlltIes 
were taking away his playthings one by one. In a later 801111('/, 

December 27th, 1881 (Bee FOURTH READER,. p. 326), he tearfully 
laments that even his beloved bouks are now Iymg unused :-
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I behold these books upon their shelf, 
1I! v ornaments and arms of other days; 
:Ki,t wholly useless, though no longer used, 

For thev remind me of my other self, 
Younger and stronger, and the pleasant ways, " 
In which I walked, now clouded and confused. 

Three months still later, this amiable poet gently fell asleep, fineting 
the truth of his own beautiful lines ;-

Leads UB to rest so gently that we go 
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay, 

Being too full of sleep to understand 
How far the unknown transcends the what we know. 

121. (P. 227-231.) The teacher will do we~l to det!,in the pupil's at· 
tention on the selection from Eothen; for, Wlth the slIDplest words and 
materials, Kinglake has succeeded in creating one of th~ most vivid 
pictures to be found in any book of travel. The author h!mself says; 
" Eothen is, I hope, almost the only hard word to be found III the book; 
it siQ"llifies • from the early dawn '-' from the East.' "-The route taken 
by .;our traveller will furnish a very interesting exercise in Sacred and 
Oriental Geography; The narrative sets out from Semlin, on the 
southern frontier of Austria; then enters Turkish territory at the for· 
tress of Belgrade (R. Danube); crosses the Balkan Mountains to 
Adrianople, and then passes on to Constantinople; takes us to the 
Plain of Troy (N.W. corner of Ash Minor); thence to Smyrna; 
thence by sea to Cyprus; another sea voyage to Beyrout in Syria, 
where the author visits the celebrated and eccentric Lady Hester Stan· 
hope; then across the Plain of Esdraelon to Nazareth; thence passing 
Cana to Tiberias (Sea of Galilee). We next descend the bank of the 
Jordan to the Dead Sea; thence go up to Jerusalem; visit Bethlehem, 
five or six miles south of Jerusalem; thence strike away to the south­
west, and rest at Gaza. Gaza stands on a narrow brim that separates 
two seas,-the Levant or Eastern Mediterranean, and that great sea 
of sand in the midst of which our Lesson finds the traveller. With 
his camel,-that "Ship of the Desert,"-he is steering his course for 
the Egyptian city of Cairo, where he will find the plague raging. He 
will make an excursion to the Pyramids and to the Sphinx. Back to 
Cairo; thence due east to Suez, with a dromedary as his only com· 
panion and escort; from Suez to Ga,,,,; from Gaza northwards along 
the Sea of Galilee, and so onward to Damascus; then across the chain 
of Mount Lebanon to the ruins of Baalbec,-whence our traveller 
returned homeward by way of Asia Minor, taking ship for England 
at Smyrna. 

1~2. Walk, march, stride, stalk: conjugate these verbs, and distin­
~sh their meanings. Canvas: distinguish frotn cant'aBs. Forlll nouns 
from still, lonely, martyr. Write in the plural; valley, genius, jour­
ney, portmanteau, oratory (place of prayer). blush. 

Moure's Sacred Lyric was set to music by Sir John Stevenson. Ob-
serve the poet's development of his theme ;­

The shrine ;-the fragrant turf. 
The temple ;-the over-arching sky. 
The ince-nse : -the mountain airs. 
The prarers ;-silent thoughts. 
The chOir ;--moonlit waves with their musical murmur, or with 

their yet more expressive stillness. 
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The congregation :-by day the ~emple is occupied by light and 
sIlen.ce; by mght ~he pale stars alone are the 
poet s fellow.worshlppcrs. 

TGhe ~ac~ed Book :-the ~pangled heavens with" their words of flame H 

od s will may be read 1D • 

the very face of the sky :-His angeri,:, the wild cloud·rackthat hides 
th~ sun; HIS mercy in the sunny blue that 

N h 
shmes through the rifted clouds . 

. ay, eart as well as sky , 
dlscioses the Divine Presence :-evefY1:hing bright, from flowers to 

stars, IS but the radiance of God's 
face; 
everything dark is but His love for 

. a moment overcast with cloud. 
123. (P. 232-237.) ThIS lesson should be studied with the aid of maps. 

Pillar of Hercules; Ceuta. The gateway to the Mediterranean stands 
betwee,! two lofty rocks,-;-the Rock of Gibraltar in Europe, and the 
mo'!ntam-peak of Ceuta m Afnca. To these mighty gate· posts the 
anCIents gave the name of the Pill":I'~ of Hercules: Geographically, 
Ceuta belongs to Morocco, hut JlohtlCally to Spam.-Spit of sand, 
~he famous. Neutral Ground extending northwards from the rocky pen­
msula of GIbraltar to the Spanish mainland.-O'Hara's Tower, a plea~· 
ure outlook built by Governor O'Hara on a pinnacle of Gibraltar that 
stands 1,408 feet above the Mediterranean.-Drink1ng-water: in 1869 
an abundant supply of fairly good water was found beneath the sand 
of the Neutral Ground.-Olympus of nations (p. 237): the abode of 
the gods (" the rulers of the wurld H) was in Greek mythology 1,laced 
on Olympus, a lofty mountain of northern Greece: 80 that Lord 
Dufferin's phrase, In the Olympus of nations, may be I'aral,hra"'d, 
Among the Tulin[f nation., of the w01·/d. 

124. Find in your atlas, and then describe the geographicall'0sition 
of: Sierra Nevada, Gibraltar, Ceuta, Malaga (accent on first syllable I, 
ValenCia, Granada (accent on middle syllable), Tangiers, Algeciras, 
Belfast, Mount Olympus, Gulf of St. Lawrence. Draw a sketch-mal' 
of the Gulf of St. Lawrence. -Stupendous chain oflakes: name tIH'llI, 
and their connecting links; name also the tributaries of the l;l'l'at 
Lakes, and the chief cities and towns on or near the lake-shores. 

125. (P. 238-242.) Analyze and parse the opening sentence of the 
extract from Lord Macaulay. ((() We should; (b) the country gentle­
man would. Why not would in the first sentence? Suppose buth 
sentences thrown into the future tense, how would they stan~ ~ Cun­
suit the VOCABULARY and your maps, then descnbe the pOSitIOn of: 
Dorsetshire, Cheddar Cliffs, Snowdon, Beachy Head, Windermere, 
Greenwich, Guiana. 

126. Explain these words and phrases: mirage, suburb, equi­
pages; grind the faces of the poor; Wars of the Roses; England of 
the Stuarts. 

Write in the plural: That child was I. "farse There's a good time 
cOming, boys, a good time coming;-W3.1t a l:1ttle longer. Wnte 
the present participles of: quarrel, supersede, s~t, cry, benefit, envy, 
d1e, dye, spring, springe, sing, Binge, see, admIt, OU~Btri~. Charles 
Mackay's A Good Time Comi1l!J is set to an old Enghsh all', and was 
for several years the most popu'lar of Engli~h songs. h' Kh ) 1162 

127. (P. 243-248.) Dschingis Khan (Gengt. or Jeng lZ an, -
1227,-the Emperor of the Mongols and conqueror of a vast tract 
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stretching from the Chinese Sea to the River Dnieper. The name by 
which he is known was assnmed, and means Greatest of Khans, or 
Khan of Khans. The young warriors in our Lesson have sadly con­
fused the history: D,chingis Khan was .n~t.a Turk ;.on the contrary, 
the advance of his armies forced the pnnutlve TurkISh race to move 
westward and finally to cross over into Europe.-Give from the Les· 
son examples of words imitative of sound or of motion. Explain min­
iature, commissariat, buccaneers, corsair, had taken sanctuary, con­
ventionallaws. Parse: (a) Let him only grow a head taller, and no 
kennel will hold him; (b) Honor be to him who prefers to be shot, 
rather than throwaway his drum-sticks! 

l2~. (P. 249-253.) Standing on the walls of Hades, not knowing 
each other: Hades is here used, as in Greek mythology, for the realm of 
shades, Homer represents departed spirits as hn.ving no memory until 
after they have drunk blood.-Chamouni (accent on first syllable, Olea 
VOCABULARY),-the most celebrated valley in the Alps; it is bounded 
on the sout1\. by Mont Blanc, and, together with the latter, lies within 
the confines of France.-The fiery change which has been noticed by 
Shakspeare: Mr. Ruskin doubtless had before his mind the lines in 
Richard II., act ill. scene 2:-

--" When the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 
In murders and in outrage bloody here; 
But when, from under this terrestrial ball, 
He .fires the proud top of the eru.tern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons, and detested Slns-
The cloak of night being plucked from off their back.­
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves." 

129. Where is Strassburg (Strasbourg)? Draw a little sketch-map 
of ~candinavia (see VOCABULARY). Explain: soft compliance (p. 249); 
Elizabethan garden (p. 249); superstitious feeling (p. 250); collegi­
ate school (p. 250); monastiC cell (P. 252); harmonious cadences (p. 
252); ponderous chimes (p. 252). Parse:" Now, then, Eyes! I war­
rant you'll never dare to get up there!" taunted a big boy called 
Olaf. "Won't I?" said I.-Conjugate dare, stand, cry, hear, show, 
ring, peal, climb, thrill, bury. Write in the plural: c1i1f echo leaf 
fairy's. ' , , 

130 (P. 254-260.) Thor; Woden :.-in which of our names for week. 
days do we find traces of the old Scandinavian worship of these ~ods? 
Parse (p. 259) And sure enough ..... .in the night-time, eh? WrIte in 
the plural: pocket-knife; owl's; hero; pane of glass' he has been 
in the steeple all night by himself. Form an adjective'and an adverb 
from each of the following: pluck, dream, spirit, monster, anger, blood. 

131. (P. 260-262.) Parse: (a) Bade him make with them what word 
he wo~d; (b) the word God would; (e) which God meant should be. 
Explam: parted (p. 260); boding sense (p. 261); ring out (1st stanza 
p. 261); ring out (2nd stanza, p. 261). ' 

132-1440 REVIEW, Parts I., II., III., IV. 
a. GEOGRAPHICAL QUESTIONS to be answered with the assiBtance 

of maps. 
1~2. Having ruled off II: margin on y<;mr paper, take down the fol. 

lowmg names, and opposIte each descnbe its situation, and give the 
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capital :-Sweden; Greece; England; France; Scotland; Guiana.; 
Kentucky; Ireland; Newfoundland; the Provinces of the Dominion 
of Canada. . 
1~. With paper ruled as in No. 132, describe the situation and di. 

rectlOn of :--:Rocky Mountains; Harz Mountains; Andes Mountains; 
Cotswold Hills; Cheviot Hills; Alps Mountains; Caucasus Moun­
talns; Balkan Mountains; Senlac Hills. 

134. With paper ruled as in No. 132 (a) name the principal lakes of 
Old Canada and of the North·West; (b) !live the chief rivers that flow 
into or out of them; (e) name the chief cIties and towns on or near the 
lake shores. 

135. Trace the courses of these rivers: St. Lawrence; Missouri; 
Thames (Ontario); Thames (England); Mississippi; Montmorency; 
Ottawa; Saskatchewan; Assiniboine; Severn (England); Severn 
(Ontario); Red River. 

136. Describe minutely the situation of the following cities and 
towns: - Chicago; San francisco; Edinburgh; Dublin; London 
(England); London (Canada); Ottawa; Windsor (England); Windsor 
(Ontario); Windsor (Nova Scotia); Pembina; Winnipeg; Canterbury 
(England); Quebec; Emerson; New York City; Qu'Appelle; Phila­
delphia; Cairo (Egypt); Cairo (United States); Portage la Prairie; 
PDint Levi; Montreal; Birkenhead; Belfast; Brandon; Toronto. 

137. Descrihe the position of the following: Crimea; Loch Kat­
rine; Nova Zembla; Killarney; Lake st. Clair; Isle of Orleans; 
Malaga; Eton; Tangiers; Lake Windermere; Mount Olympus; 
Carrara; Rome; Chamouui; Gibraltar; Shrewsbury; Boston; Mont 
Cenls; Glencoe (Scotland); KIngston (Canada); St. Boniface; Va­
lencia Falls; Lake Champlain; Granada; Heights of Abraham. 

b. GRAMlIATICAL AND LITERARY QUESTIONS. 

138. By means of prefixes form verbs containing these termina· 
tions: -cline; -fer; -struct; -tract; -trude. 

139. What adjectives correspond to the following nouns ?-flre, rain, 
gold, Rome, Greece (two forms), earth (two forms), dew, lion, wolf, 
suburb, elephant, England, France, Switzerland, Scotland (two 
forms), Italy, Ireland, Germany, Canada. 

140. Write in full: 31st; 20th; 90th; 49th; 311th; lOO4th; 
l,OOO,oooth; Wed., 28th Feby.; Sat., the 17th ult.; Tues., the 30th 
prox.; the 24th Inst.; Henry VII.; Louis XIV.. . 

141. Having written the following words, underlme the silent letter. 
and overline the diphthongs (if any): Psalm, shall, rheumatism, 
through, reappear, cooper, cooperate, reinstate, seize, programme, 
island, sovereign, field, catalogue. . .., 

142. With the aid of the READER arrange In order of semonty, gtv· 
ing dates in margin the following writers :-Ruskln, Hans Andersen, 
Bryant, James Thomson, Sir Walter Scott, Parkman, Thomas ~oore, 
Professor John Wilson, Lover, Campbell, Macaulay, Chrlstllla G. 
RossettL . f"t' . 

143. As in the previous question, arrange m order 0 semon y, gt" 
ing dates in margin: Alfred Tennyson, Shakspeare, Mrs. Browning, 
Shelley, Goldwin Smith, Landor, Longfe~ow, Burns. ., .. ' 

144 As in previous question arrange m order of semonty, gt\lng 
date; in margin: Wordsworth, Emerson, Swift, Dickens, Charles 
Mackay, Matthew Arnold, Addison, S. T. ColerIdge, O. W. Holmes, 
Jean Ingelow, Dr. Wilson. 
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From the authors represented in this READER select a score who 
were born in the nineteenth century; prefix dates. 

145. EXERCISES IN DRAWING. 
The illustrations in this READER may with great advantage be used 

to throw additional life and interest into school work; they may be 
used not only as object lessons, but as Exercises in Dmu·iny. For the 
latter purpose we would suggest to the teacher the following selection: 
-Po 16, one or more of the Dogs' Heads; p. 19, Fishing Smacks; p. 20, 
the two Chimney-Stacks in foreground; p. 47, Woodpecker and 
Water-Lilies; p. 64, Boy in foreground; p. 65, Harebells and Straw­
berries; p. 69, Oak-Tree in foreground; p. 73, Flower and Insects; p. 
74, Robin in lower left· hand corner; p. 85, Butterlly and Blossom; 
p. 86, Rustic Fence; p. 88, the three large Blossoms in middle fore· 
ground; p. 91, Sea-Birds and Surf; p. 98, Turrets and Castellated 
Wall; p. 114, Falcon Swooping; p. 131, Bees and Blossoms: p. 136, 
Grasshopper and Oat-Ears in upper part of illustration; p. 138, Old­
fashioned Home; p. 157, Water-Fowl and Trees; p. 170, Shadow-Pic­
ture; p. 182, Birch-Trees in Moonlight; p. 204, Winter Scene; p. 211, 
Birds in the Snow; p. 242, Bittern and Medireval Castle; p. 251, 
Church Spire; p. 262, Boy Carrying Lantern. 
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