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THE SALT OF THE EARTH.

If childhood were not in the world, 
But only men and women grown ; 

No baby-locks in tendrils curled,
No baby-blossoms blown ; ft

stronger, women fairer,Though men were
And nearer all delights in reach,

And verse and music uttered rarer 
Tones of more godlike speech ;

Though the utmost life of life’s best hours 
Found, as it cannot now find, words ;

sweet as flowers, *Though desert sands
And flowers could sing like birds,

were

But children never heard them, never 
They felt a child’s foot leap and 

This were a drearier star than ever 
Yet looked upon the sun.

Algernon Charles Swinburne.
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THE SWING.
IIow d@ you like to go up in a. swing, 

Up in the air so blue ?
Ok, I do think it the pleasantest thing 

Ever a child can de !

Up in the air and over the wall,
Till I can see so wide,

Rivers and trees and cattle and all 
Over the countryside—

Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown—

Up in the air I go flying again,
Up in the air and down !

I
R. L. Stevenson.
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THE RABBIT AND THE COCONUT.
A little rabbit fell asleep under a coconut tree. 

Some monkeys were sitting in the tree, and, while the 
rabbit slept, the monkeys 
dropped a coconut, 
fell to the ground with a 
great thud, just behind the 
rabbit. This wakened the

It t

The Monkey.

rabbit, and made him 
jump.

.

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

The little rabbit would

I

“ I can’t stopnot stop.
to tell you,” he called ; 
“ but come along as fast 

you can ! ” And, when 
“it fui to the ground with a great thud.” the second rabbit caught

£I
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3THE RABBIT AND THE COCONUT.

up with him, he said, “Run as fast as you can ; the 
earth is breaking up ! ”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



r
the babbit and the coconut.

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

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

“ Why are you running so 
asked.

“ 0 Lion, king of the beasts, the earth is 
breaking up ! ” said the elephant.

/ </, JÉ
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And

fast ? ” the lion then
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“ The lion roared loudly three times.”

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

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

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

“ The deer told me,” said the fox.
“ Who told you the earth was breaking up ? ” 

said the lion to the deer.
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5THE RABBIT AND THE COCONUT.

“ The rabbits told me about it,” said the deer.
The lion asked one rabbit after another, but no 

one had seen the earth breaking up. At last he 
came to the first little rabbit, who was hiding behind 
the others.

“ Did you see the earth breaking up ? ” said the
lion.

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

i
:

?

fThe King of Beasts and the Rabbit.

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

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

F,



6 RIDING SONG.

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

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

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

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

The little rabbit felt very foolish.
“ How glad we are that the wise king of the 

beasts stopped us and brought us back here! ” said 
the other animals. “-The fear of one little rabbit 
made all of us run away ! ”

RIDING SONG.
Flippity-flop ! Flippity-flop !
Here comes the butcher to bring us a chop. 

Cantering, cantering down the wide street,
On his little bay mare with the funny white feet ; 
Cantering, cantering out to the farm,
Stripes on his apron and basket on arm.

Run to the window and tell him to stop— 
Flippity-flop ! Flippity-flop !

C. J. Dennis
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LONDON BRIDGE.
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London Bridge is broken down, 
Broken down, broken down,
London Bridge is broken down,
My fair lady.

How shall we build it up again ?
Up again, up again,
How shall we build it up again ?
My fair lady.

Build it up with silver and gold, 
Silver and gold, silver and gold, 
Build it up with silver and gold,
My fair lady.

Silver and gold will be stolen away, 
Stolen away, stolen away,
Silver and gold will be stolen away, 
My fair lady.
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Build it up with wood and clay, 
Wood and clay, wood and clay, 
Build it up with wood and clay, 
My fair lady.
Wood and clay will wash away, 
Wash away, wash away,
Wood and clay will wash away, 
My fair lady.
Build it up with iron and steel, 
Iron and steel, iron and steel, 
Build it up with iron and steel, 
My fair lady.
Iron and steel will bend and bow, 
Bend and bow, bend and bow, 
Iron and steel will bend and bow, 
My fair lady.
Build it up with stone so strong, 
Stone so strong, stone so strong, 
Build it up with stone so strong, 
My fair lady.

■
fl

p«■
if
Ü ill

m\m\
till'
B

Sr-

m

E
M:

L-

,ti\^ . .___ .. V ;7’



=«:-;

9THE TOWN BAND.

Then it will last for ages long, 
Ages long, ages long,
Then it will last for ages long, 
My fair lady.

Old Ballad (Adapted).

THE TOWN BAND.
Once upon a time, a man had an ass, which was 

now so old that he was not able to work. Then the
master said he would take 
off the skin and sell it. But, 
when the ass heard him say 
this, he ran away along the 
road to a large town not far 

“ There,” he thought,

i

[S- off..
“ I can be one of the town band.”

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

“ What is the matter with you, 
old fellow % ” said the ass.

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

“ Well,” said the ass, “ I am going to town to 
join the town band. Come along and help me.

b



10 THE TOWN BAND.

You shall play the drum.” The dog agreed, and 
off they went.

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

“ Now, Tom,” said the ass, “ why do you look 
so glum ? ”

“Why? Because I am too old 
to catch mice, and so my mistress 
tried to drown me this morning.
I ran away, and here I am ; but I 
do not know what to do.”

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

r
on together, 

farm-yard ; and there was 
rooster sitting on the 

fence, and crowing with

The cat agreed ; and the three went 
Soon they came to a

a
f

all his might.
“ Now, old Red-comb,” 

said the ass, “why do you 
so loud ? ”

“ To-morrow the cook is 
1 I ^ going to cut off my head 
7 1^ and make broth out of me.” 
u U “Is she? You had better

crow

■^v

We are going to the town to become with us. 
in the band, and your voice will do very well.”
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THE TOWN BAND.

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

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

“ What do you see ? ” said the rooster.
“ What do I see ? A table laid out with food 

and drink, and some men having a good time.”
Then the four friends thought of a plan to drive 

the men away and get their supper. The ass put 
his feet on the window-ledge. The dog got on his 
back. The cat climbed upon the clog, and the 
rooster flew up on the cat’s head.

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

Then the four friends sat down to the table, and 
soon ate everything up. When they had finished, 
they put out the light and got ready to go to sleep.

taagga
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12 THE TOWN BAND.

The dog layThe ass lay down on some straw, 
down behind the back door. The cat lay down by
the fire. And the rooster flew up to a high beam.

After a time, one of the men came back to see 
what was the matter. He went into the kitchen

Thinking the cat’s eyes were
1

to strike a light, 
fire, he went close up to him. Tom flew at his face, 
spitting and scratching. So he turned round and 

to the door. But the dog was there, and bit 
his leg ; and, as he was limping along, the ass gave 
him a great kick. The rooster woke up with the 
noise, flapped his wings, and cried “ Cock-a-doodle-

ran

doo ! ”
Then the man ran back to the others, and said, 

“ Oh dear ! Oh dear ! There is a horrid witch in 
the house, and she spat at me, and scratched my 
face. Before the door is a man with a knife, and 
he chopped at my leg. In the yard is a 
monster, who beat me with a great big club; and 

the roof sits a judge, who called out, ‘ Lock the 
So I ran away as fast as I could.”

The Brothers Grimm.

black

on
fool up, do ! ’

PROVERBS.
Waste not, want not.
A stitch in time saves nine. 
Little brooks make great rivers.
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WHERE GO THE BOATS?
Dark brown is the river,

Golden is the sand!
It flows along for ever,

With trees on either hand. 
Green leaves a-floating,

Castles of the foam,
Boats of mine a-boating— 

Where will all come home ? 
#n goes the river

And out past the mill,
Away down the valley,

Away down the hill.
Away down the river,

A hundred miles or more, 
dther little children

Shall bring my boats ashore.

1

-

i
M

R. L. Stevenson.
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THE HARE WITH MANY FRIENDS.
Once upon a time there was a Hare who thought 

she had many friends among the other animals. She 
heard some’dogs not far axvay, and she was afraid 
that they would catch her.

So she ran to the Horse and asked him to help her.
“ I am sorry,” .he said, “ but I am very busy. 

You can easily get another of your friends to help 
you. ”

Then she asked the Bull to drive away the dogs 
with his sharp horns.

He also said he was sorry, but he had to meet 
somebody at once and oould not stop. “ You ask 
the Goat,” he said, “he will help you just as well.”

But the Goat said he was afraid that he might 
hurt the Harei 
he said.

So the Hare went to the Ram.

!

You had better ask the Ram,”

“ I am afraid I can’t help you,” said he, “ because 
the dogs might eat me.”

So then the Hare asked the Calf, who was the last 
All your other friends,” said he,of her friends.

“ are older and wiser than I. It would not be right 
for me to try to do what they cannot do.”

By this time the dogs were very near indeed, and 
the Hare ran away for dear life. When she got 
safely home she said, “ One who has many friends 
has really no friends.”

!

A Fable by Æsop.
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THE NAUGHTY BOY.
There was a naughty boy,

And a naughty boy was he ; 
Tie ran away to Scotland,

The people there to see.

Then he found 
That the ground 
Was as hard, 
That a yard 
Was as long, 
That a song 
Was as merry, 
That a cherry 
Was as red,
That a door 
Was as wooden, 
As in England.

■ *

So he stood in his shoes, 
And he wondered,
He wondered ;
He stood in his shoes, 
And he wondered.

John Keats.
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THE ANT AND THE GRASSHOPPER.
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Once an ant and a grasshopper lived in the same 
field. The ant was a great worker. In summer she 
stored up food for the winter. But the grasshopper 
was lazy and played all day.

“ Why do you work so hard, friend ant ? ” said 
the grasshopper, one summer day. “ I dance and 
sing and have a good time.”

“ If I play in summer,” said the ant, “ what shall 
I do for food in winter ? ”

” Winter is a long way off,” said the grasshopper, 
as he went away singing.

“ Poor grasshopper ! ” said the ant. 
live and learn.”

At last winter came. The birds had all gone
the ground. How cold it

i
:

“ He will

away and snow lay on 
was! The ant had gone into her warm house, 
which was full of food. The cold could not harm

(

her.
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17MY DOG-

But the poor grasshopper had no home and no 
food. He was stiff with cold, and he was very 
hungry, too. So the grasshopper went to the ant’s 
house. “Will you give me something to eat ? ” 
he asked. “ I have had nothing to eat for two days. 
The snow is so deep that I can find no food.”

“ Poor grasshopper ! ” said the ant. “ In summer 
you sang while 1 was hard at work. How you may 
dance.”

;
iA Fable by Æsof. :

MY DOG.
Have you seen a little dog anywhere about ?
A raggy dog, a shaggy dog, who’s always looking :■

5
out 1

■For some fresh mischief which he thinks he really 
ought to do—

He’s very likely, at this minute, biting some one’s 
shoe. I

5

iIf you see that little dog, his tail up in the air—
A whirly tail, a curly tail—a dog who doesn’t care
For any other dog he meets, not even for himself :
Then hide your mats, and put your meat upon the 

topmost shelf.
If you see a little dog barking at the cars—
A raggy dog, a shaggy dog, with eyes like twinkling 

stars—
Just let me- know, for though he’s bad, as bad as bad 

can be,
I wouldn’t change that dog for all the treasures of 

the sea.

It:
S'
it

Emily Lewis.
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THE DISCONTENTED CAT.
Once upon a time, long, long ago, there lived a 

wicked black cat. This is the cat.
He belonged to a good little girl who 

lived on a farm. She was very kind to 
him, and fed him on all the milk he 
could drink—and that was very much.

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

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

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

Then the little girl cried very much. She caught 
the naughty puss, and hit him very hard with her 
father’s walking-stick. The cat jumped straight 
through the window into the garden, in which were 
many fruit-trees. Then he walked up and down

il

III



THE DISCONTENTED CAT. 9

on the garden wall, howling and meowing, and saying 
all sorts of bad things, which, I am pleased to say, 

P no one but himself could understand. 
"M~..“ P1» The moon now stuck her head out of 

a cloud, and asked him what was the 
matter. This is the moon.

“ 0 moon, I am an unhappy and ill- 
used beast, for I have a cruel mistress, who has 
given me such a thrashing,” cried the cat. “ Send 
me, I pray you, a new mistress ! A queen with 
floating robes, or even a princess would do. She 
must wear a golden crown, and, above all, she must 
allow me to do whatever I please, 
beat me, for 1 am a handsome, black cat ! ”

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

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

She must never
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20 THE DISCONTENTED CAT.

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

1

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

This is hoto it looked.
“ On top of the flower-pot place the

tea-kettle,” cried the moon. The cat 
obeyed. This is how it looked.

Place, now, the dish 
mop in the handle of the 
tea-kettle,” 
moon, once more, 

cat obeyed. This is how it looked.
“ On top of the tea

kettle place the tea-cup,” cried the 
moon. The cat obeyed. ^

This is how it looked. f wA Jp 

“ On top of the tea-cup 
place the milk saucer.

Quick ! ” cried the moon. The cat 
obeyed. This is how it looked.
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21WHY BEARS HAVE STUMPY TAILS.

1And, now,” cried the moon, “ you shall cry in 
a loud voice, ‘ Grimalkin, Grimalkin, Grimalkin ! ’ 
and place the dunce’s cap upon the milk saucer.” 
The cat obeyed. Look 
at the picture, and you 
will see the new mistress 
for yourself.

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

1
1

i

•J

WHY BEARS HAVE STUMPY TAILS.
One day the Fox stole some fish. As he was 

walking along the road he met the Bear.
Where did you get those fish ? ” asked the

ui.

U
Bear. i

“ Oh, my Lord Bear, I’ve been out fishing and 
caught them,” said the Fox. i

The Bear thought he would like to learn how 
to fish. So he asked the Fox to tell him how to 
do it.

p- j
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22 WHY BEARS HAVE STUMPY TAILS.

“ It’s very easy,” answered the Fox. “ All you 
have to do is to go out on the ice, cut a hole, and 
put your tail down the hole. You must keep it there 
as long as you can. Perhaps your tail will hurt 
a little, but do not mind that. fYou will know 
then that the fish are biting. The longer you keep 
your tail there the more fish you will get. Then, 
when you think you have enough fish holding on to 
your tail, pull it out quickly with a cross pull 
sideways and with a strong pull, too.”/

So the Bear did as the Fox said. He went 
out on the ice, cut a hole, and put his tail down the 
hole. Soon the tail began to sting, but the Bear 
did not mind that, 
already,” he said to himself.

Now, the tail was stinging because it was being 
frozen fast in the ice. But the Bear did not know 
that. The more it stung the more fish he thought 
he was going to have for his supper.

At last he thought he must have enough fish. 
Then he pulled quickly with a cross pull sideways 
and with a strong pull, too. But his tail was stuck 
fast in the ice. So, when he pulled, it snapped 
off short.

That is why bears to this very day have stumpy

“ The fish are beginning to bite

1
tails.

Retold from an old Norse story.
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hWALKING TO SCHOOL.
Now I am five, my father says

(And what he says you’ve got to mind) 
That mother’s not to hold my hand,

Or even follow me behind
i

To see I’m safe. But, down the road. 
And all the way up the next street, 

I am to walk now quite alone,
No matter what the things I meet.

t

Though horrid horses rear and plunge,
And cows come trampling, big and bold, 

And fighting boys are strutting out,
I shall have no one’s hand to hold.

:Still, five is really very old ;
It’s pretty close to being a man. 

Since I a soldier wish to be,
I suppose it’s time that 1 began.

-
!
1«s

I’ll swell my chest right out, like this, 
And swing my books behind, just so, 

And wear my hat stuck sideways on, 
And whistle all the way I go.

Ê
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25WALKING TO SCHOOL.

There is a little boy I pass,
He’s always swinging on the gate.

He'll think that I am very old—
Perhaps he’ll think I’m seven, or eight.

There is a little girl I see,
She’s always standing at her door.

When I come whistling boldly past,
She’ll wish that she were more than four.

What I mind most of all are dogs ;
My sister says dogs seldom bite,

But how can I be sure of this ?
Your sisters are not always right.

There is an awful dog I hear ;
It barks and barks as I go by.

I know some day it will get loose,
And fiercely at my throat will fly.

And other dogs come round and sniff 
(I’ve sandals, and my legs are bare) , 

Perhaps it's true they will not bite,
Perhaps some day I will not care.

When you were five and walked to school, 
And you met things to tremble at,

Were you as brave as great big men,
Or did your heart go pit-a-pat ?

1

i\

Ethel Turner.
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LAZY TOK.

Eg
(A Story from Borneo.) 

Part I.B.
Tok was born lazy. When she was a baby 

everybody said what a good baby she was because 
she never cried. But really she was too lazy to cry. 
It was too much trouble. The older she grew the 
lazier she became, until she got so lazy that she 
too tired to go and look for food for herself. One day 
she was sitting by the side of the river, too lazy to 
wonder where her next meal was coming from, 
when a Nipah-tree on the other side of the river 
spoke to her. A Nipah-tree is a kind of palm-tree.

“ Good evening, Tok,” he said. “ Would you 
like to know how to get your meals without having 
to work for them ? ”

Tok was too lazy to answer, but she nodded her

i

was

El
m

iB
head.

“ Well, come over here and I’ll tell you,” said 
the Nipah-tree.

“ Oh, I’m much too weary to come over there. 
Couldn’t you come here ? ” yawned Tok.

“ Very well,” said the Nipah-tree. And he bent 
over the river. “ Just tear off one of my branches,” 
he said.

“ Oh, what a bother,” said Tok. “ Couldn’t 
you shake one down yourself ? ”
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LAZY TOK.

So the Nipah-tree shook himself, and down 
dropped one of his branches at Tok’s feet.

“ Good evening, Tok,” said the Nipah branch. 
“ Would you like to be able to get your meals 
without having to work for them ? ”

Tok was too lazy to answer, but she nodded her
head.

“ Well,” said the Nipah branch, “ all you have 
to do is to make a basket out of me.”

“ Good gracious,” said Tok. “ What a bother. 
Couldn’t you make yourself into a basket without 
my help ? ”

“ Oh, very well,” said the Nipah branch. And 
he made himself into a nice, neat, wide, fat basket.

“ Good evening, Tok,” said the Basket. “ Would 
you like to be able to get your meals without having 
to work for them ? ”

Tok was too lazy to answer, but she nodded her
head.

“ Then pick me up,” said the Basket, “ and 
carry me to the edge of the road and leave me 
there.”

y Good gracious me,” said Tok, “ do you think 
I’m a slave ? Couldn’t you pick yourself up and 
go without bothering me ? ”

“ Oh, very wellj’ said the Basket, 
picked, himself up and went off and laid himself 
down by the side of the road.

And he

ij
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28 LAZY TOK.

Part II.
He hadn’t been waiting there long before a fat 

Chinaman came along.
What luck!” said the Chinaman. ©“ Here's a 

fine basket that somebody has dropped. It will 
just do for me> to carry my goods home from 
market ” 1

iSo he picked up the Basket and went off to 
market with it. He soon had it full of rice, potatoes, 
dried shrimps, and other things too numerous to 
mention. When it was full up he started off home 
with it.

!
:

s

After a while he felt hot and tired. So he put 
the Basket down under a tree and went off to sleep. 
As soon as the Basket saw that the Chinaman

k

was
fast asleep, up it jumped, and ran away back to 
Lazy Tol?v

“ Here I am,” said the Basket, 
full to the brim.

Here 1 am, 
You have only to empty me out 

and you will have enough food to last you for a 
week.”

l£ Dear, oh, dear ! ” said Lazy Tok. “ What 
bother. Couldn’t you empty yourself out ? ”

Oh, very well,” said the Basket cheerfully. 
And he emptied himself into Tok’s lap.

a

f:

f
>om



Hg
!
f

29LAZY TOK.
*■

Next week, when Tok had eaten ail the food, 
the Basket went off again and lay down on the 
grass by the side of the road. This time a 
Booloodoopy came along. When he saw the Basket 
he thought it would be fine to carry his goods home 
from market. So he picked it up and took it off 
to the market. When it

!

was full of pineapples 
and all sorts of nice things too numerous to mention, 
he started off home with it. But he hadn’t gone
far before he felt tired and hot, and sat down on the
side of the road to have a nap. As soon as he had 
fallen asleep, up jumped the Basket and ran home 
to Lazy Tok.

So every week the Basket got itself carried to 
the market and came back full of fruit and rice 
and all sorts of other nice things too numerous to 
mention. And Lazy Tok sat on the river bank and 
ate and ate and ate and got fatter and fatter and 
lazier and lazier, until she became so fat and 
lazy that she simply couldn’t feed herself.

“ Here we are waiting to be eaten,” said the 
fruit and the shrimps and the other nice things 
day.

so

fone

“ Oh, bother,” said Lazy Tok. “ Couldn’t you
feed me yourself, without giving me so much 
trouble ? ”
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30 LAZY TOIC.

“ We’ll try,” said the fruit and the shrimps 
and the other nice things. So after that they used 
to drop into her mouth without giving her trouble.

:

Part III.
So Lazy Tok grew fatter and fatter and 

fatter, and lazier and lazier and lazier. 
But one day the Basket went off to lie down by 
the side of the road, just when the fat Chinaman 
who had picked it up the first time came along.

“ Twee ! ” he said angrily. “ There you are, 
you thief! ” And he picked up the Basket and 
took it to the market to show all his friends what 
had been robbing them. All his friends came round 
and looked at the Basket and cried, “ That 
is the rascal that has been robbing us ! ”

So they took the Basket and filled it full of soldier 
ants, lizards, hot-footed scorpions, bees, wasps, leeches, 
and all sorts of other creeping, prickling, biting, 
stinging, tickling, and itchy things far too unpleasant 
to mention. After that they let the Basket go.

Off ran the Basket, with his load of bugs and 
beetles and centipedes and gnats, and ran straight 
home to Lazy Tok.

“ What have you got for me to-day % ” asked 
Lazy Tok.

!
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From the illustration by R. W. Coulter in The Meeting Pool.]

31LAZY TO It.

“ You’d better get up and look,” said the Basket.
“ Oh, dear me, no ! ” said Tok. “ I’m so tired, 

and I feel I couldn’t stir a finger. Just empty 
yourself into my lap.”

So the Basket emptied the ants and beetles, 
and other things too horrible to mention, into Lazy 
Tok’s lap.

Lazy Tok got up and ran and ran and ran, as 
she had never run in her life before. But the ants, 
beetles, and scorpions ran after her, and the leeches 
and lizards crawled after her, and the wasps and 
bees flew after her. They stung her and bit her 
and pricked her. 
they bit her. As far as I know she may be running 
still, and she is thinner than ever.

The harder she ran the harder

From The Meeting Pool, by Mervyn Skipper.
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1ìA BOY’S SONG.
Where the pools are bright and deep, 
Where the grey trout lies asleep,
Up the river and over the lea,
That’s the way for Billy and me.
Where the blackbird sings the latest, 
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest, 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee,
That’s the way for Billy and me.
Where the mowers mow the cleanest, 
Where the hay lies thick and greenest, 
There to track.the homeward bee,
That’s the way for Billy and
Where tSe hazel bank is steepest,
Where the shadow falls the deepest, 
Where the clustering nuts fall free,
That’s the way for Billy and
Why the boys should drive away 
Little sweet maidens from the play,
Or love to banter and fight so well, 
That’s the thing I never could tell.
But this I know, I love to play 
Through the meadow, above the hay ;
Up the water and over the lea,
That’s the way for Billy and me.

me.

me.

James Hooo.
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FAIRIES.
There are fairies at the bottom of our garden !
It’s not so very, very far away ;
You pass the gardener’s shed, and you just keep 

straight ahead—
I do so hope they’ve really come to stay.
There’s a little wood, with moss in it and beetles, 
And a little stream that quietly runs through ;
You wouldn’t think they’d dare to come merry

making there—

■

:

Well, they do.
There are fairies at the bottom of our garden ! 
They often have a dance on summer nights ;
The butterflies and bees make a lovely little breeze, 
And the rabbits stand about and hold the lights. 
Did you know that they could sit upon the moon

beams,
And pick a little star to make a fan,
And dance away up there in the middle of the air ? 

Well, they can.
K

■There are fairies at the bottom of our garden !
You cannot think how beautiful they are ;
They all stand up and sing when the Fairy Queen 

and King
Come gently floating down upon their car.
The King is very proud and very handsome ;
The Queen—now, can you guess who that could be ? 
She’s a little girl all day, but at night she steals 

away—

a
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ft Well, it’s Me ! Rose Fyleman. I
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HOW THE TORTOISE WON THE TUG OF
WAR.

!

!
A Story from Central Africa.

X
Jfr 1$

r
Vi * m

The elephant and the hippopotamus always used 
to feed together, and were good friends. One day, 
when they were both eating together, the tortoise 
came along. “ You are both big and strong,” he 
said, “but neither of you could pull me out of the 
water with a strong piece of rope. If you can pull 
me out of the water to-morrow, Mr. Elephant, I’ll 
give you a thousand pieces of money.”

Because the tortoise was very small the elephant 
said, “ If I cannot draw you out of the water 
I will give you twenty thousand pieces of money.” 
So next morning all the animals came along to see 
the tug of war. The tortoise got some very strong 
rope. He tied it to his leg, and went down to the

?Çh:



HOW THE TORTOISE WON THE TUG OF WAR. 35

river. When he got there he tied the rope round 
a big rock under the water. The other end was 
left on the shore for the elephant to pull. Then 
the tortoise went down to the bottom of the river 
and hid himself. The elephant came along and 
started pulling. After a time he broke the rope.-

As soon as this happened, the tortoise undid 
the rope from the rock and came to the land. He 
showed all the animals that the rope was still tied 
to his leg, but that the elephant had not been able 
to pull him out. “ l7ou are the winner,” said the 
elephant. And he paid to the tortoise the twenty 
thousand pieces of money. The tortoise took the 
money home to his wife, and they lived together 
very happily.

After three months had passed much of the 
money was spent. The tortoise thought he would 
make some more by the same trick. So he went 
to the hippopotamus. He said, “ Will you have a 
tug of war with me ? ” The hippopotamus replied, 
“ Yes I will. But I will take the water and you 
will take the land. I will then pull you into the 
water.”

“ Very well,” said the tortoise. So they went 
down to the river as before. The tortoise got some 
strong rope. He tied it to the hind leg of the 
hippopotamus, and told him to go into the water.

I
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36 HOW THE TORTOISE WON THE TUG OF WAR.

As soon as the hippopotamus had gone out of sight 
under the water, the tortoise put the rope twice 
round a strong palm-tree that was growing near. 
Then he hid himself at the foot of the tree.

When the hippopotamus was tired of pulling, he 
came up puffing and blowing water into the air 
from his nostrils. As soon as the tortoise saw him 
coming up, he unwound the rope, and walked down 
toward the hippopotamus. He showed him the 
rope round his leg. Then the hippopotamus said 
that the tortoise was too strong for him, and handed 
over the twenty thousand pieces of money.

The elephant and the hippopotamus then said 
that they would take the tortoise as their friend, 
as he was so very strong. But, of course, he was 
not really so strong as they thought. He had won 
because he was so cunning.
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THE WIND.
I saw you toss the kites on high 
And blow the birds about the sky ; 
And all around I heard you pass, 
Like ladies’ skirts across the grass— 

0 wind a-blowing all day long,
0 wind that sings so loud a song !

.1 saw the different things you did, 
But always you yourself you hid.
I felt you push, I heard you call,
I could not see yourself at all—

0 wind a-blowing all day long,
0 wind that sings so loud a song !

O you that are so strong and cold,
0 blower, are you young or old ?
Are you a beast of field and tree,
Or just a stronger child than me ?

0 wind a-blowing all day long,
0 wind that sings so loud a song !

R. L. Stevenson.
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THE EASTER RABBIT.
A Story from Central Europe.
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In many countries people give one another 

presents of brightly coloured eggs at Easter. This 
is a story about the first Easter eggs. The story 
comes from Europe, where it is early spring at 
Easter-time.

Once upon a time, many years ago, the winter 
had been long and cold. “ What makes Spring so 
late ? ” said all the little children, 
the woods and see if she has come yet.”

But when they got there they found the woods 
bare and cold. There were no birds or flowers to be 
seen. Only Jack Frost and North Wind were playing 
among the trees. Poor children ! They went back 
to their homes with sad faces.

“ Let us go to
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39THE EASTER RABBIT.

But a,t last Spring came. When Jack Frost 
and North Wind saw her, they waved good-bye and 
ran away. Soon the birds were making their nests. 
The flowers were peeping up out of the ground, 
and the tree buds were bursting.

“ Why don’t the children come to the woods ? ” 
said Spring. “ Last year and every other year they 
came to play with the birds and the flowers and the 
animals.”

“ It is sad without them,” said the birds. 
“ They will not hear our beautiful songs.”

“ If they do not come soon,” said the flowers, 
“ we shall all be faded.”

!

1
iAll the baby rabbits and squirrels and foxes 

said, “ We want to see the children. We want to 
hide in our holes and peep out at them as they

I:

pass.”
M

“ Perhaps they do not know we are here,” said 
Spring. “ Robin, will you tell them ? ”

“ I am too busy making a nest for my little 
ones,” said the robin. “ Send the fox. His little

Ì iones are already here.”
* “ Will you go, Red Fox ? ” said Spring.

“ It is no use sending me,” said the fox. “ The 
people will think I have come to steal the chickens.”

“ That is true,” said Spring. “ We cannot send 
you. Black Bear, will you go ? ”

I

✓/
2i
-

—
’ •



40 THE EASTER RABBIT.

“ I am so big and I look so fierce*” said the bear, 
“ that I should make the children afraid'. Besides, I 
am so thin and hungry after sleeping all winter. I 
must eat and eat and eat all day long. Ask the 
rabbit to go. Children all love rabbits.”

Now, the rabbit is very timid, but he felt very 
proud to hear that all the children loved him. So 
at first he said he would go. Then he thought of 
the dogs. “ Oh, but the dogs ! ” he said. “ The 
dogs will catch me.”

“ You can go at night. All the dogs will be 
asleep,” said Spring.

“ So I can,” said the rabbit, 
to-night.”

So they made a big basket of twigs and leaves, 
and lined it with soft green grass. Then each bird 
brought an egg from her nest. Soon the basket was 
nearly full.

There were blue eggs, and speckled eggs, and 
brown eggs. How pretty they looked ! Then they 
covered the eggs over with the earliest spring 
flowers, and tied the basket on bunny’s back.

When evening came, the rabbit set off for the 
town, hippity-hop, hippity-hop. How strange and 
quiet it was in the town. Every one was asleep.

Bunny went to the first house where a child 
lived. He made a little nest of the soft green grass.

“ I will g°
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41THE EASTER RABBIT.

He put in it one 
Then he put the nest

pretty egg and 021e spring flower 
on the door-step.

Then he hopped on to the next house, and the 
next, and the next. When the came up, hesun
hopped back to the woods, a happy bunny.

“ Why, Spring is here ! Spring is here ! ” said
saw the pretty nests on 

“ We were afraid
the children, when they 
their door-steps next morning, 
that she was not coming this year, 
are the tracks of a rabbit’s feet, 
brought us the message.”

But, see, here 
He must have

So off they ran to the woods, crying with happy 
voices, “ Hurrah for bunny ! Hurrah for bunny ! 
For Spring is here at last and bunny has 
tell us ! ”

come to
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CRADLE SONG.
Baby, 0 baby, fain you are for bed ;

Magpie to mopoke busy as the bee ; 
The little red calf’s in the snug cow-shed, 

And the little brown bird’s in the tree.

Daddy’s gone a-shearing down the Castlereagh,
So we’re all alone now, only you and me.

All among the wool-0 ; keep your wide blades full-0 ! 
Daddy thinks of baby, wherever he may be.

Baby, my baby, rest your drowsy head ;
The one man that works here, tired you must be ; 

The little red calf’s in the snug cow-shed,
And the little brown bird’s in the tree.

Louis Esson*.
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THE WOMAN IN THE MOON.

i
A Story from Nauru.

Many stories have been told about the Man in 
the Moon. But the natives of the tiny island of 
Nauru say that it is really a Woman in the Moon. 
This is the story of how she got there.

Many years ago, there lived on the lovely island 
of Nauru a beautiful girl. She lived with her 
grandmother under a very high tree. One day 
the grandmother called the girl and said : “ It is
time that you should think of marrying. To-morrow 
morning, before the sun rises, you must get up. 
Rub sweet-smelling coconut oil on your body, and 
place bright flowers in your hair.”

In the morning the girl did as she was told, and 
then came to the foot of the tree. Her grandmother 
said, “ You know that the steps that are cut in the 
trunk of the tree reach to the top. Until now, no 
one has dared to climb them. But you need not be 
afraid. I shall say magic words over you, and 
they will keep you safe.”

Then the grandmother spoke the magic words 
over the girl, and said good-bye to her. “ If you 
come back,” she said, “ I shall be glad. But, if you 
do not, then I shall know you are in good care.”
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44 THE WOMAN IN THE MOON.

Because of her grandmother’s magic, the girl was 
easily able to climb the tree. When she got to the 
top, she saw a small hut before her. Near it sat 
an old blind woman, who was boiling syrup in 
coconut shells on hot stones. The old woman stirred 
the syrup so that it should not burn. As she stirred 
she counted her shells.

The girl crept near. Each time the old woman 
finished counting, the girl took one shell away. 
After a while, the old woman found that her shells 
were getting fewer and fewer. So she felt about 
with her hands, and caught the girl’s hand just as 
she was taking another shell.

“ Who is it that dares to steal syrup from an 
old blind woman ? ” she said. “ You shall pay for 
this when my three sons, Sun, Moon, and Thunder, 

back. They will kill you.”
“ Please let me go,” said the girl, “ and I will 

cure your blindness.”
“ Many have tried to do that,” the old woman 

replied, “ but they have all failed.”
“ Only let me try,” the girl begged, “ and, if I 

cannot cure you, do what you like with me.” At 
last the old woman let go her arm, and the girl took 
her face in both hands. She murmured her grand
mother’s magic words, and lizards and beetles came
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45THE WOMAN IN THE MOON.

crawling out of the old woman’s eyes. In a few 
more minutes she could see.

The old woman was happy. She shouted and 
clapped her hands. “ What a beautiful world this 
is,” she said. “ Now I shall also be able to see the 
faces of my sons. But I must think about you now, 
for if I do not hide you they will kill you.”

So she hid the girl. Soon afterwards, Sun came 
in. He was so bright that his mother had to look 
away from him.

Just then the other two sons, Thunder and Moon, 
As she looked at Moon, the old woman

i

?

I

came in.
thought how mild and beautiful he was. Moon 
went nearer to his mother and said, “ How is it 
that you look at us as if you could see us ? ”

“ I really can see you and Thunder,” said the 
old woman, “ but Sun with his brightness hurts 
my eyes.”

Then Moon said, “ Mother, what scent is this ? 
It smells like human beings.”

“ That is so, my children,” the mother replied. 
“A young and pretty maiden is near by. It was 
she who cured my blindness. The girl is so beautiful 
that I think one of you should marry her.”

“ Yes,” said the sons, “ let the girl come, and we 
will decide who shall marry her.” The old woman 
brought the girl out of her hiding place.
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46 ROBIN REDBREAST.

She then said to the girl, “ Choose which of my 
sons you wish to marry.”

The girl looked at the three sons, and thought 
for a while.

“ I cannot marry Sun,” she said, “for he is too 
hot and his brightness blinds me. Thunder is too 
wild. But Moon looks so mild and good that I do 
not fear to become his wife.”

Moon was glad to hear this. At once he took 
up his bride and sailed with her through the skies. 
And to this day the girl looks down on the world as 
the happy wife of Moon.

ROBIN REDBREAST.
Good-bye, good-bye to summer,

For summer’s nearly done—- 
The garden smiling faintly,

Cool breezes in the sun—
Our thrushes now are silent,

Our swallows flown away ;
But Robin’s here in coat of brown 

With ruddy breast-knot gay. 
Robin, Robin Redbreast,

0 Robin dear !
Robin singing sweetly

In the falling of the year.
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Bright yellow, red, and orange,
The leaves come down in hosts ; 

The trees are Indian princes,
But soon they'll turn to ghosts. 

The scanty pears and apples 
Hang russet on the bough ;

It’s autumn, autumn, autumn late, 
’Twill soon be winter now.

Robin, Robin Redbreast,
0 Robin dear !

And welladay, my Robin,
For pinching times are near.

it
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The fireside for the cricket,
The wheat-stack for the mouse, 

When trembling night-winds whistle 
And moan all round the house.

The frosty ways like iron,
The branches plumed with snow— 

Alas, in winter dead and dark 
Where can poor Robin go ?

Robin, Robin Redbreast,
0 Robin dear !

And a crumb of bread for Robin, 
His little heart to cheer !

K

William Allingham.
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THE RACE.
Long ago there lived a little princess called 

Atalanta, who was very fond of playing games with 
boys. She was a very fast runner. Her play
mates soon found that she could race them all.t-

Atalanta grew into a lovely maiden, and many a 
young man wished that he could marry her/ She 
said that she would only marry the man who could 
race her. Many tried to beat her in a race. But 
they all failed. The worst of it was that, when they 
lost the race, they had to be put to deathjËr 

One day a handsome young prince^watched 
Atalanta race. He thought she looked most lovely 
as she ran. Her long, golden hair streamed out 
behind her, her bright eyes shone, and her swift 
feet seemed to have wings upon them. The prince 
made up his mind to try to race her.

;*

First of all, he went to the goddess Venus. He 
asked her to help him. Venus went into her garden, 
where she had a wonderful tree with yellow leaves 
and golden apples upon it. She picked three of the 
apples. She gave them to the prince and told him 
what to do with them.

The '

:m1 :

if day of the prince’s race came. There was a 
great crowd of people to see it. Atalanta liked the 
prince, and she did not want to begin the race. She 
was too proud to wish to lose the race. She did
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THE RACE.

not want to win, either, for then the charmin® >- 
jirince must die. \(>.

The two runners waited for the word to startly 
There was a loud blast of a trumpet, and off they 
went. Atalanta ran like the wind, and was soon 
ahead of the prince. The crowd cheered him on. 
Then he rolled one of his golden apples along the 
ground, right past Atalanta’s feet.
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She looked down in great surprise at the ball of 
gold. Then she stopped for a second to pick it 
up. While she paused, the prince raced ahead. 
The crowd cheered and cheered. Atalanta ran 
faster than ever, and soon passed the prince^ 

Again he rolled a golden apple in front of her. 
She stopped te watch it, and ended by picking it up. 
The prince passed her once more. But, in a few 
moments, the swift Atalanta was again leading.

1



50 THE SLEEPY SON®.

The winning post was now not far off. The prince 
threw his last apple, hoping and hoping that once 

Atalanta would stop. She saw the gleamingmore
fruit roll across the sand, and felt that she must have 
it. For just one second she bent and caught it up.

That was the prince’s chance. Darting past her, 
he reached the winning post just in front of her. He 
turned round with a smile, while the crowd shouted 
for joy. At first Atalanta was angry with herself 
for losing the race. Then, when the noble prince 
claimed her as his bride, she was happy. Losing
that race was better than winning it.

An old Greek story, as retold in the N.Z. School Journal.

THE SLEEPY SONG.
As soon as the fire burns red and low 

And the house upstairs is still,
She sings me a queer little sleepy song 

Of sheep that go over the hill.
The good little sheep run quick and soft, 

Their colours are grey and white ;
They follow their leader nose to tail,

For they must be home by night.
And one slips over, and one comes next, 

And one runs after, behind ;
The grey one’s nose at the white one s tail, 

The top of the hill they find.
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And, when they get to the top of the hill, 
They quietly slip away,

And one runs over, and one conies next— 
Their colours are white and grey.

And over they go, and over they go,
And over the top of the hill ;

The good little sheep run thick and fast, 
And the house upstairs is still.

And one slips over, and one comes next, 
The good little, grey little sheep !

I watch how the fire burns red and low, 
And she says that I fall asleep.

Josephine Daskam Bacon.

If■ ■
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THE TAR BABY.
Brer Fox was always trying to catch Brer Babbit. 

But Brer Rabbit was mighty pert and spry, and 
he never let Brer Fox catch him. So Brer Fox 
pretended to be friendly, and asked Brer Rabbit to 
come to dinner with him. But Brer Rabbit did not 
go. He knew what was going to be eaten at that 
dinner. So Brer Fox thought of something else.

He went to work and got some tar and turpentine, 
and fixed up what he called a Tar Baby. He put 
it up close to Brer Rabbit’s house, and hid in the 
brier patch near by to see what would happen.

■
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52 THE TAR BABY.

By and by Brer Rabbit came prancing along, 
lippity, clippity, clippity, lippity, as saucy as could 
be. When he saw Tar Baby, he sat up on his hind 
legs and stared and stared.

“ Good morning,” says Brer Rabbit, very politely 
and nicely. “ Fine morning,” says he.

Tar Baby said nothing, and Brer Fox he lay low.

m
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“ Are you deaf ? ” said Brer Rabbit. “ I can 
shout if you are.” And he shouted as loud as he 
could. But Tar Baby he went on saying nothing, 
and Brer Fox he winked his eye and lay low.

At last Brer Rabbit raised his fist and hit Tar 
Baby on the side of the head. There his fist stuck, 
and he could not pull it away.
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53THE TAR BABY.

“ Let me go, or I’ll strike you again,” says Brer 
Rabbit, and he hit out with the other hand, and 
that stuck, too. 
and they got stuck on Tar Baby. Then he butted 
her with his head, and his head got fixed, too.

“How do you do?” says Brer Fox, coming out of 
the bushes and looking as harmless as a dickybird. 
“ You seem rather stuck up, Brer Rabbit, this 
morning.” And then Brer Fox rolled about, 
laughing. “ I expect you will come to dinner with 
me now, Brer Rabbit,” says he. “ We’re going to 
have a nice roast rabbit. You’ve been running 
round here giving sauce to me for a mighty long 
time, but I think you’ve come to the end of the 
row. You’ve been bouncing round here until you’ve 
come to think you're the boss of the whole gang. 
Who asked you to talk to this Tar Baby ? And 
who stuck you up where you are ? Nobody in 
the round world. You just took and jammed 
yourself on that Tar Baby without waiting to be 
asked. And there you are and there you’ll stay, 
till I can get some firewood and make a fire. I’m 
going to roast you to-day.”

Then Brer Rabbit began to talk mighty humble. 
“ I don’t care what you do to me, Brer Fox,” 
says he, “ so long as you don’t fling me into that

Then he kicked with his feet, y
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54 THE TAR BABY.

brier patch. Roast me, Brer Fox, but don’t fling 
me into that brier patch.”

“ It’s too much trouble to light a fire,” says 
Brer Fox ; “ I’ll have to drown you.”

Drown me just as deep as you please, Brer 
Fox, but please don’t fling me into that brier 
patch,” says Brer Rabbit.

Brer Fox thought for a while. “ There’s no water 
he says, “ and now I’ll have to skin you.”

“ Skin me, Brer Fox,” says 
“ scratch out my eyes, tear out my ears by the 
roots, and cut off my legs, but don’t, please, Brer 
Fox, don’t fling me into that brier patch.”

But Brer Fox wanted to hurt Brer Rabbit as 
much as he could. Sq he took him by the hind 
legs, and pulled him off Tar Baby, and flung him 
right into the middle of the brier patch. There was 
a mighty flutter when Brer Rabbit struck the bushes, 
and Brer Fox waited to see what would happen.

By and by he heard some one calling from the 
hill- and there he saw Brer Rabbit sitting on a 
log, combing the tar out of his fur with a chip.

“ Bred and born in a brier patch, Brer Fox, 
bred and born in a brier patch,” says Brer Rabbit, 
with a laugh. And with that he skipped off home 
as lively as a cricket.

. near,
Brer Rabbit,

!
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■■■ Retold from Uncle Remus, by Joel Chandler Harris.
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WHAT THE MOON TOLD.
“ I was looking down last night,” said the moon, 

“ upon a little yard, with houses on every side.
“ There I saw a clucking hen and eleven chickens. 

A pretty little girl came skipping out and ran 
towards the chicks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘1 She hung down her head, and her blue eyes 
filled with tears. 1 What are you doing here ? ’ he 
asked.
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56 THE WONDERFUL WORLD.

“ She cried, and said, 11 wanted to tell the hen 
how sorry 1 was for giving her a fright last night ; 
but I did not like to tell you so.’

“ Then the father kissed the sweet child’s mouth, 
and 1 kissed her eyes and chin.”

Hans Christian Andersen.

THE WONDERFUL WORLD.
Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful world,
With the wonderful water round you curled,
And the wonderful grass upon your breast—
World, you are beautifully dressed.
The wonderful air is over me,
And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree ; 
ft walks on the water, and whirls the mills,
And talks to itself on the tops of the hills.
You friendly earth, how far do you go,
With the wheat-fields that nod and the rivers that flow, 
With cities and gardens, and cliffs and isles,
And people upon you for thousands of miles ?
Ah, you are so great, and I am so small,
Ï can hardly think of you, world, at all ;
And yet, when I said my prayers to-day,
A whisper within me seemed to say :—
“ You are more than the earth, though you’re such a dot : 
You can love and think, and the earth cannot.”

William Briohty Rands.
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THE COBBLER AND THE ELVES.
Long, long ago, there lived in a small town a 

cobbler and his wife. The cobbler was an honest 
man, and he worked very hard. Both he and his 
wife were always kind to those who were in want.

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

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

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

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

He called his wife, and showed them to her. 
She was as much surprised as he was, and was 
just as puzzled to know who had made themfp 

That very morning, a man came in to buy shoes 
He was so pleased with those the cobbler showed 

him that he bought them for a good price.
The cobbler was now able to buy leather for 

two pairs of shoes. Again he cut them out in
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“The shoes were already made.”

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

And so it went on. He had only to buy the 
leather and cut out the shoes, and each morning 
he found them waiting for him. So good was his 
trade that the man soon became rich.
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58 THE COBBLER AND THE ELVES.
I

the evening, meaning to rise early the next 
morning to finish them, 
rise early, for in the morning there stood on the bench 
two pairs of shoes, ready to be worn.

But he did not need to
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59THE COBBLER AND THE ELVES.

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

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

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

Nextlmorning, the woman said: “The good little 
fairies have been very kind to us, and have made 
us rich, 
way.”

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

»

If s
;

È
:

fxI ! ">I I should like to thank them in some

This plan pleased the cobbler very much, so he 
and his wife set to work at once. You may be 

they took great care to make the shoes andsure
the clothes as nice as could be.i

At last, everything was ready, and one night the 
good man and his wife laid the clothes on the bench. 
Then they hid, to see what the elves would do.
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At midnight, the elves came running in. They 
jumped on the bench, ready to begin work. But 
there was no leather to be seen, only the pretty 
little clothes.

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

But everything went well with the good cobbler 
and his wife. So long as they lived, they were 
never again in want. The Brothers Grimm.
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WHO STOLE THE BIRD’S NEST?
“ Tu-whit ! tu-whit ! tu-whee ! 
Will you listen to me ?
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made ? ”

“ Not I,” said the cow, “ Moo-oo ! 
Such a thing I’d never do ;
I gave you a wisp of hay,
But didn’t take your nest away ; 
Not I,” said the cow, “ Moo-oo ! 
Such a thing I’d never do.”

“ Tu-whit ! tu-whit ! tu-whee !
Will you listen to me ?
Who stole four eggs I laid,
And the nice nest I made ? 
Bob-o-link ! Bob-o-link !
Now what do you think ?
Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day ? ”

“ Not I,” said the dog, “ Bow-wow ! 
I’m not so mean, anyhow !
I gave hairs the nest to make,
But the nest I did not take ;
Not I,” said the dog, “ Bow-wow ! 
I’m not so mean, anyhow.”
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The Thief—is he here?
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WHO STOLE THE BIRD’S NEST ? 63

“ Coo-coo ! Coo-coo ! Coo-coo ! 
Let me speak a few words, too ! 
Who stole that pretty nest 
From poor little Yellow-breast ? ”

“ Not I,” said the sheep, “ oh no !
1 wouldn’t treat a poor bird so.
I gave wool the nest to line,
But the theft was none of mine ;
Baa ! Baa ! ” said the sheep, “ oh no ! 
I wouldn’t treat a poor bird so.”

U
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“ Coo-coo ! Coo-coo ! Coo-coo !
Let me speak a few words, too ! •
Who stole that pretty nest 
From jjoor little Yellow-breast ? ” 

Caw ! Caw ! ” cried the crow ; 
“I, too, should like to know 
What thief took away 
A bird’s nest to-day.”

Y

ï

I“ Cluck ! Cluck ! ” said the hen, 
“ Don’t ask me again ;
Why, 1 haven’t a chick 
Would do such a trick.
We all gave her a feather,
And she wove them together.
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64 WHO STOLE THE BIRD’S NEST ?
-

I’d scorn to intrude 
On her and her brood.
Cluck ! Cluck ! ” said the hen, 
“ Don’t ask me again ! ” U'

1 “ Chirr-a-whirr ! Chirr-a-whirr ! 
All the birds make a stir !
Let us find out his name,
And all cry ‘ For shame ! ? 13

“ I would not rob a bird,” 
Said Little Mary Green ;
“ I think I never heard 
Of anything so mean.”

“ It is very cruel, too,”
Said Little Alice Neal ;
11 I wonder if he knew
How sad the bird would feel ? ”

i

A little boy hung down his head, 
And went and hid behind the bed ; 
For he stole that pretty nest 
From poor little Yellow-breast ;
And he felt so full of shame,
He didn’t like to tell his name.

.

Maria L. Child.
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BRIER ROSE.
Once upon a time, there lived a good king and 

queen, who felt very sad because God had not sent 
them any children. At last, there came to them a 
little daughter as lovely as the day.

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

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

Just then, the thirteenth fairy came in, the one 
who had not been asked to the feast. At the 
same time, the twelfth hid herself behind a curtain. 
The old fairy who had just come was in a dreadful 
temper. She shook with rage because they had not
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66 BRIER ROSE.

asked her to come. Bending over the cradle, she 
said these words : “ The king’s daughter shall prick 
herself with a spindle on her fifteenth birthday, 
and shall fall down dead.” The wicked old fairy 
then turned round and flew out through the window.

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

After this, the king gave an order that 
spindle in the land should be burned, and 
must spin. The princess grew up so fair and wise 
and good that all who knew her loved her. On her 
fifteenth birthday, she went with her father and 
mother to a far-off castle. Wandering about by 
herself, she climbed to a high tower and went into 
a little room where an old woman sat spinning. 
“ What is that, good dame, which whirls so merrily ? ” 
said she, and she took the spindle in her hand. As 
she did so, she pricked her finger, and sank down 
in a deep sleep on a couch that stood

Everybody and everything in the castle fell asleep 
also—the king and queen and all their servants, 
the horses in the stable, the dogs in the yard, the 
doves on the roof, the fire in the chimney, the flies 
on the wall, even the clock on the shelf.
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67BRIER ROSE.

A great hedge of thorns sprang up all round the 
castle and hid it from the sight of every person in 
the land. Years and years went by, and it became 

old story that there had once been a beautiful 
who went away from all men’s sight

But only a few people

an
onprincess 

her fifteenth birthday.
Ithought that the story was true.

From time to time, young princes who had heard 
the story tried to push their way through the hedge. 
But the thorns laid hold of them like hands, and 

bold youth was so badly hurt that he lost ! 3many a 
his life.

At last, on the very day that the hundred years 
ended, there came another king’s son to dare

;
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the hedge of thorns and seek for the beautiful princess 
he had seen only in his dreams.

His friends had warned him of the risk he ran,
He reached thebut no danger could stop him. 

hedge, and, behold, the thorns turned to lovely 
flowers, and the branches moved aside to make way 
for him, and then closed in behind him.

He reached the castle yard, where the dogs lay 
here and there asleep. No sound was heard but 
that of his own footsteps. He passed through

sat sleeping in their chairs.

:

f;
a

great hall where men 
He climbed the stairs, and at last went into the
little room where the princess lay.
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She was so fair, so very fair, that he could not 
lift his eyes from her. Softly, he bent over and 
kissed her. Then she opened her eyes and smiled 
on him and arose ; and they went out together.

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

By and by, the prince and Brier Rose were married, 
and they lived happily ever after.

THE CLOUDS.
On the grass in a meadow a little boy lay, 

With his face, turned up to the sky,
And he watched the clouds as, far away,

They lazily floated by.
“ I love you, clouds,” the little boy said, 

“You look so pretty and white ;
And you keep the sun from my face and head 

When he shines too fierce and bright.
“ Sometimes you look like a flock of doves 

Flying far, far away,
Or feathers plucked from their downy breasts, 

Or little white lambs at play.
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69THE CLOUDS.

“ Sometimes there are heaps of foam and snow, 
And fishes, dogs, and sheep,

With bridges and other things that I know,
As over the heavens you sweep.

“ Sometimes you look like the sails of a ship, 
With the blue sky for the sea.

I am lonely, clouds, and I love you so !
Do come and play with me ! ”

The white clouds heard as they floated by,
And they thought they should like to go

And play awhile with the little boy 
Who seemed to love them so.

So they gathered thickly over his head ;
And, before he looked again,

The little clouds came tumbling down 
In a pelting shower of rain.

The thirsty buds and the drooping flowers 
Were glad that the shower had come ;

But the little boy jumped up and ran 
As fast as he could for home.

Next day the little boy looked again,
And said, as the clouds sailed by,

“ I love you, clouds ; but I love you best 
When you stay up in the sky.”
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THE LETTER THAT FLEW AWAY.
Part I.

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

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

This made Ann feel -very sad. But there was 
one more letter to write to a large family called 
the Thompsons. If they could come, it would be 
all right, because, as there were seven of them, 
they could make a party all by themselves.

Ann’s mother sat down and wrote :

was

ESS

-

m■

Dear Little People,
Will you all come to tea with Ann on Saturday next ? 

We shall look for you early in the afternoon.
Ann’s Mummy.

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

Of course her mother soon wrote another letter to
was certainly not luckythe Thompsons. But Ann 

about this party : the Thompsons all had colds too, 
and none of them could come.
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and ran after it across a 
Sometimes it

Ann gave a scream 
field, and then across another field, 
stopped and almost let her pick it up. But just as 
she clutched at it, on it went again, turning over • 

At last it flew away altogether. Annand over.
stopped running and said, “ It’s no use,” and turned 
sadly home again.
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72 THE LETTER THAT FLEW AWAY.

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

“ Horrid old March wind ! ” she said, 
spoilt my party.”

And Ann could not help

“ He’s

Part II.
Now old Mr. March Wind had not really meant to 

be unkind. He is always half in fun, only he is 
somehow the only person who sees the joke. And 

that he had made all the children stay away 
from the party, he made up his mind to make a 
jolly ending to it after all.

now

So he blew and blew the lost letter over many
fields. Sometimes it stuck in a hedge or pressed itself 
against a tree ; then on it would go again, over and 

Once it flew right over a telegraph wire and 
heard the flying feet of the telegrams on their way.

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

IH
I! over.
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There was an 

window.
and picked it up. He turned it over three times, 
and put it down again and hurried in to call the

old Goblin sitting in the front 
When he saw the letter he hobbled out
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XThe Goblins Find the Letter.

others. Very quickly they all came hurrying out. 
Some hopped, some skipped, some danced. They 
had the queerest faces you ever saw, and red jackets. 
First they all had a good look at the envelope. But 
it had been in a puddle, and so they couldn’t see 
whom it was for, because the writing was blotted 
out. But the stamp was quite clean, and the first 
Goblin said, “That is the picture of the King; this 
letter must be from His Majesty to us.”

Then, as there seemed nothing else to do, they 
laid it down on the grass again and danced round 
it hand in hand in a ring, pointing their long toes
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at the stamp, but being very careful not to tread 
on it. Then they picked it up and opened it, and 
the old Goblin put on his spectacles and read 
aloud :

Dear Little People,

Will you all come to tea with Ann on Saturday next ? 
We shall look for you early in the afternoon.

Ann’s Mummy.

When he had finished, all the goblins began 
jumping about and calling out :

Ho ! Ho! Ho! Ho!
We’ll go—we’ll go.

And the old Goblin said in a whisper to his son : 
“ It must be Ann’s birthday ! ”

Part III.
Ann put on her party dress, although nobody could 

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

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

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

They all bowed low to Ann’s mummy, and then 
they sat down on the floor, while two coachmen 
brought in a hamper, which they put down in the 
ring. Then they set to work to unpack it. As each 
Goblin gave Ann his present he went down on 

knee and said: “Many happy returns of theone
! ”day !

Ann looked at her mummy, and her mummy 
looked at her. But they were too good at giving 
parties to seem at all surprised, and so Ann’s mummy 
said: “We are delighted to see you, dear little 
fairy men. What game shall we play ? ”

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

on

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

When they had finished their tricks the old Goblin 
said :

“ I think it is time to go home now. 
so young as I was, and the wind teases 
throat.”

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

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

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

I am not
my

Natalie Joan Esoletieart.
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BOATS SAIL ON THE RIVERS.
Boats sail on the rivers,

Ships sail on the seas ;
But the clouds that sail across the sky 

Are prettier far than these.
There are bridges on the rivers,

As pretty as you please ;
But the bow that spans the heavens, 

And overtops the trees,
And builds a road from earth to sky, 

Is prettier far than these.

! I
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Christina Rossetti.
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THE THREE WISHES.
Characters—A wood-cutter, a fairy, the wood-cutter's

wife.
Scene I.

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

Wood-cutter {sighing).—“ How very poor, hungry, 
and unhappy I am. I work hard all day, and yet 
I can’t get enough to eat.”

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

Fairy.—“ Good morning, wood-cutter.”
[The wood-cutter turns quickly and looks around. 

He does not see the fairy at first because she is so 
small. ]

Fairy.—“ Good morning, wood-cutter.”
[The wood-cutter looks down and sees her.]
Wood-cutter.—“ Good morning, ma’am.”
Fairy.—I have heard all you say. I know how 

poor you are, and I am sorry for you. Now, I’ll 
give you three wishes. Wish what you please, and 
you shall have it.”

[The fairy flies aivay in the winking of an eye.]
Wood-cutter.—“ She’s gone before I said, ‘ Thank 

you.’ What luck she brings me ! Now there’ll
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79THE THREE WISHES.

be no need to cut any more wood. I shall go home 
and tell my wife about the three wishes the fairy 
has given me.”

[He runs off, whistling a merry time.]
Scene II.

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

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

[The -wood-cutter runs in. 
looks at his feet.]

His wife stands up and

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

Wood-cutter.-—“ Wife, wife, don’t be angry with
You won’tWe soon shall be no longer poor, 

have to scrub any more floors.”
Wife.—“ Why, what do you mean ? ”
Wood-cutter—“ As I was cutting wood just now. 

a fairy came and told me she would give me three 
wishes.”

Iff/e.—“ Oh, how glad I am ! Let us sit down, 
and think what we shall wish for.”

Wood-cutter.—‘ We’d better take our dinner at 
the same time. I am very hungry. We 
about the wishes while we eat.”
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[The wife places a jug of milk, some cups, and pieces 
of dry bread on 
their meal.]

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

Wife.—“ We can ask for a grand house.”
Wood-cutter.—“ We can ask to be king and queen.”
Wife.—“ Or to have some rich gems.”
Wood-cutter.Well, what shall we ask for first? ”
[He takes some more bread and begins to eat it.]
Wood-cutter.—“ This dry bread isn’t much of a 

meal. I wish I had a nice sausage to eat with it.”
[A large sausage falls upon the table. They stare 

at it in wonder.]
Wife. ‘ Look at what you’ve done, you stupid 

fellow. One of your wishes is gone, and you have 
got only a sausage for it.”

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

Wife.—“ Yes, but we cannot ask for rich 
Why were you so foolish 
but a sausage ?
Would you rather have a sausage than pearls and 
diamonds ? ”

Wood-cutter.—I didn’t know that I 
a wish. The words slipped out before I could think.”

the table. They sit down and begin

we;

gems.
as to ask for nothing 

I’d never have done that !
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Wife.—“ Yes, that’s just like you. You never 
did know what you were talking about. You are 
nothing but an ass.”

Wood-cutter (angrily).—“ You are always turning
I wish the sausage wereup your nose at me. 

hanging from the end of it.”
[The sausage at once jumps from the table to the 

end of the wife's nose.]
Wife.—“ Now, look what you’ve done. Pull it

off.”
Wood-cutter.—“ I really am an ass, after all.”
[He pulls at the sausage.]
Wife.--“ Oh, you’re hurting me. Can’t you get 

it off ? ”
Wood-cutter.—“ It won’t come off. It’s grown to

the end of your nose.”
“ How very, very foolish I have 

been ! Two wishes have gone, and we are worse
There is only one left.”

Wife (crying).

off than we were at first.
Wood-cutter.—“ That is true, but we can still wish

to be king and queen.”
Wife.—Yes, but what would a queen look like 

with a sausage at the end of her nose ? I had rather 
be the wife of a poor wood-cutter than be a queen 
like that. It’s all your fault.”

Wood-cutter.—“ Well, I am sorry, 
sausage was not there.”
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82 THE OWL AND THE PUSSY-CAT.

[The sausage vanishes.]
Wife.—“ Oh dear, that’s the last wish gone, and 

we’re no better off.”
Wood-cutter.—“ And now we haven’t even the 

sausage. I suppose I had better go back and cut 
some more wood. I shall have to be a wood-cutter 
all my life.”

Wife.—“ And I shall have to scrub floors.”
Dramatized from a story by the Brothers Grimm.

THE OWL AND THE PUSSY-CAT.
The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea 

In a beautiful pea-green boat ;
They took some honey, and plenty of money 

Wrapped up in a five-pound note,
Pound note,

Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

The Owl looked up to the stars above 
And sang to a small guitar,

“ 0 lovely Pussy, 0 Pussy, my love, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 

You are,
What a beautiful Pussy you are ! ”
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Pussy said to the Owl, “ You elegant fowl,
How charmingly sweet you sing !

Oh ! let us be married ; too long we have tarried : 
But what shall we do for a ring ?

A ring,
But what shall we do for a ring ? ”

They sailed away, for a year and a day,
To the land where the bong-tree grows ;

And there in the wood a Piggy wig stood,
With a ring at the end of his nose,

His nose,
With a ring at the end of his nose.

“ Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 
Your ring ? ” Said the Piggy, “ I will.”

So they took it away, and were married next day 
By the Turkey who lives on the hill,

The hill,
By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

They dined on mince, and slices of quince,
Which they ate with a runcible spoon ;

And, hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,
They danced by the light of the moon,

The moon,
They danced by the light of the moon.

Edward Liar.
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THE FAITHFUL WORKER.
There was once a king of Persia who liked to do 

common things in very uncommon ways.
At one time, he was in need of a man that would 

always do just what he was told to do ; and he took 
a very strange way to find him.

He sent out word that he wanted a man to work 
for him in his garden. More than a hundred came ; 
and, from among them, he chose two.

He showed them a large basket in the garden, 
and told them to fill it with water from the well 
near by.

After they had begun their work, he said : “ When 
the sun is down, I shall come and see your work. 
If I find that you havé done it well, I shall 
you.” Then he left them.

For a little while, the two men carried water and 
poured it into the basket without thinking much 
about it.

But, at last, one of them said : “ What’s the 
of doing this foolish work ? We can never fill the 
basket, for the water runs out of it as fast 
pour it in.”

That does not matter,” said the other 
whose name was Hassan. “ The king has hired 
to carry the water, and he must know why he

pay
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wants it done. And then he has told us that, if 
we do our work well, we shall be paid for it. 
What more could we want ? ”

“ You may do as you please,” said the first man ; 
“ but I am not going to work at anything so foolish, 
even for pay.”

Then he threw down his bucket and went away.
Hassan said not a word, but kept on carrying water 

from the well to the basket all day long. At sunset, 
the well was almost empty.

As he poured the last bucketful into the basket, 
he saw something in it that was very bright. On 
picking it up, he found it to be a gold ring that his 
bucket had dipped up.

“ How I see the use of all this work,” he said. 
“ If the king had told me to empty the well, I should 
have poured the water on the ground, and the ring 
might not have been found.”

Just then, the king came. As soon as he saw the 
ring, he knew that he had found the kind of 
he wanted.

He told Hassan to keep for himself the ring he had 
found. “ You have done so well in this one little 
thing,’ he said, “ that now I know I can trust you 
with many things. You shall be the first of all 
my servants.”

man
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THE FAIRIES.
Up the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting 
For fear of little men ; 
Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping together,
Green jacket, red cap, 
And white owl’s feather !

Down along the rocky shore 
Some make their home,
They live on crispy pancakes 
Of yellow tide-foam ;
Some in the reeds 
Of the black mountain lake, 
With frogs for their watch-dogs 
All night awake.

High on the hill-top 
The old King sits ;
He is now so old and grey 
He’s nigh lost his wits.
With a bridge of white mist 
Columbkill he crosses,
On his stately journeys 
From Slieveleague to Rosses ;
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Or going up with music 
On cold starry nights,
To sup with the Queen 
Of the gay Northern Lights.

They stole little Bridget 
For seven years long ;
When she came down again,
Her friends were all gone.
They took her lightly back,
Between the night and morrow,
They thought that she was fast asleep, 
But she was dead with sorrow.
They have kept her ever since,
Deep within the lake,
On a bed of flag-leaves,
Watching till she wake.
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*By the craggy hillside,
Through the mosses bare,
They have planted thorn-trees,
For pleasure here and there ;
Is any man so daring 
As dig them up in spite,
He shall find their sharpest thorns 
In his bed at night.
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89THE CRANE AND THE CROW. 1
Up the airy mountain., 
Down the rushy glen,
We daren’t go a-hunting 
For fear of little men ; 
Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together ; 
Green jacket, red cap, 
And white owl’s, feather !i

iWilliam Ali.ikoham.
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THE CRANE AND THE CROW.:

The crane was a great fisherman. He used to 
hunt out the fish with his feet from underneath the 
logs in the creek. In this way he caught many fish^ 

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

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

I
i

8

: But the crow was hungry and in a hurry, and 
would not stop bothering the crane, who kept 

Wait, wait.”saying,
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After a while the crane turned his back|f The 
crow sneaked up and was just going to steal a fish. 
The crane turned round, saw him, seized a fish, and ' 
hit the crow right across the eyes with it. 
crow felt blinded for a few minutes.

The
He fell @n

the burnt black grass round the fire, and rolled 
over and over in his pain^ When he got up to go 
away, his eyes were white and the rest of him 
was black, as crows have been ever since*

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

So he watched his chance, and one day, when he 
saW the crane fast asleep, he crept quietly up to him, 
holding a fish-bone* This he stuck right across the 
root of the crane’s tongue,^

Then he went off as quickly as he had 
He was careful, for once, to make no noise>

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

And to this day the only noise a crane can make 
is, “ Gfah-rah-gah, gah-rah-gah ! ” That is why the 
blacks call him Gah-rah-gah.

From More A ustralian Legendary Tale.s, by K. Langloh Parker.
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THE BLIND MEN AND THE ELEPHANT.;

A Hindu Fable.
It was six men of Hindustan,

To learning much inclined,
Who went to see the elephant 

(Though all of them were blind)
That each by observation 

Might satisfy the mind.
The first approached the elephant,

And, happening to fall 
Against its broad and sturdy side,

At once began to bawl :
“ Why, bless me ! but the elephant 

Is very like a wall.”
The second, as he felt the tusk,

Cried, “ Ho ! what have we here 
So very round and smooth and sharp ?

To me ’tis mighty clear 
This wonder of an elephant 

Is very like a spear.”
The third approached the animal,

And, happening to take 
The squirming trunk within his hand, 

Thus boldly up he spake :
“ I see,” quoth he, “ the elephant 

Is very like a snake ! ”

sH
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The fourth reached out his eager hand, 
And felt about its knee.

“ What most this wondrous beast is like 
Is mighty plain,” quoth he :
Tis clear enough the elephant 
Is very like a tree ! ”

The fifth, who chanced to touch the ear, 
Said, “ E’en the blindest man 

Can tell what this resembles most ;
Deny the fact who can,

This marvel of an elephant 
Is very like a fan ! ”

The sixth no sooner had begun 
About the beast to grope 

Than, seizing on the swinging tail 
That fell within his scope,

“ I see,” quoth he, “ the elephant 
Is very like a rope ! ”

And so these men of Hindustan 
Disputed loud and long,

Each in his own opinion 
Exceeding stiff and strong ;

Though each was partly in the right, 
They all were in the wrong !
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MISS BROWN BULB AND THE SPARROW.

In the heart of a seed, buried deep, so deep,
A dear little plant lay fast asleep.
“ Wake!” said the sunshine, “and creep to the light”; 
“ Wake! ” said the voice of the raindrops bright.
The little plant heard, and it rose to see 
What the great, big world around her might be.

R. L. Brown.

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

And he gave it another peck.
“ Please don’t,” said the brown ball; “you hurt. 

And there are plenty of other things to peck at 
besides me. Look at those crumbs outside the 
kitchen door.”

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

“ My name is ‘ Bulb,’ ” replied the brown ball. 
“ And a very ugly name, too,” said the sparrow 

“ Haven’t you any other ? ”
“ Not until the raindrops come and christen me,” 

answered the bulb.
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a “But what are you?” asked the sparrow, 
you a sort of vegetable ? ”

“ No,” answered the bulb. “I am a flower.”
“ A flower ! ” chirped the sparrow. “ A flower !

Call yourself a flower ? An ugly, 
rough brown thing like you ! ”

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

“ Come,” he said, “ own up. 
joking just now. 
said ? ”

“Are

Ha— ha—ha ! I

You were only 
You didn’t really mean what you

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

“ How do you know it ? ” asked the 
“ Who told you ? ”

“ Something inside me,” replied the bulb. 
I know it tells the truth.”

sparrow.

“And

The sparrow was silent for a moment.
“ Well,” he said at last, “ I can’t believe there can 

be anything so nice as a flower under that old brown 
cloak of yours. So I’ll wish you good morning, Miss 
Brown Bulb.”

He had hardly flown away when a lady came with 
a garden trowel and a little red flower-pot, half full 
of earth, in which she planted the bulb, and then 
took it away with her.
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About a month later, the sparrow came again to 
the window-sill, and, peeping through the open 
window, he saw a flower-pot on a table, from which 
something green was beginning to shoot up.

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

“Good morning,” said the sparrow; “though I 
haven’t the least idea who you are.”

“ Don’t you remember the brown ball on the 
window-sill ? The one that you pecked at ? ”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“ Yes,” she said. “ I think you are strong enough 
to go out into the world now. 1 want you to help 
to cheer up a little sick child.”

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

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

And a little tired voice said, “ Oh dear, darling 
hyacinth, do make haste and flower ! I do want to
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97MISS BROWN BULB AND THE SPARROW.

see what colour you will be. And, if you can, please 
be a pink hyacinth, because pink is such a beautiful, 
cheerful colour.”

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

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

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

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

When the mother saw the rosy colour in the child’s 
face and the light in her eyes, she took the flower
pot in her hand and said : “ God bless you, little 
hyacinth ! T believe you have done more good than 
all the doctor’s stuff by cheering her up.”

And the heart of the hyacinth swelled and swelled 
until it seemed as though it must burst the flower
pot, as it said to itself :

“ Oh ! what a wonderful thing it is to think that 
once I was only a little brown bulb. And now I am 
a pink hyacinth and a cheerer-up.”

“ And
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EVENING SONG.
Little birds sleep sweetly 

In their soft, round nests, 
Crouching in the cover 

Of their mothers’ breasts. 
Little lambs lie quiet 

All the summer night,
With their old ewe mothers, 

Warm, and soft, and white 
But more sweet and quiet 

Lie our little heads,
With our own dear mothers 

Sitting by our beds ;
And their soft, sweet voices 

Sing our hushabies,
While the room grows darker 

And we shut our eyes.
And play at evening 

Round our fathers’ knees ; 
Birds are not 

Singing on the trees ; 
Lambs are

we

so merry,

not so happy,
Mid the meadow flowers ; 

They have play and pleasure, 
But not love like ours.

C. Frances Alexander.
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THE GOLDEN BIRD IN THE KING’S 
GARDEN.

j There was once a king who had a beautiful 
garden. In it stood a tree that bore golden apples. 
About the time when the apples grew ripe, it was 
found that every night one of them was gone.

The king became very angry at this, and ordered 
the gardener to watch all night. The gardener set 
his eldest son to watch ; but about twelve o’clock 
he fell asleep, and in the morning another of the 
apples was missing. Then the second son was 
ordered to watch ; and at midnight he, too, fell 
asleep, and in the morning another apple was gone.

Then the third son lay down under the tree to 
watch. As the clock struck twelve, a bird of pure 
gold came ; and, as it was snapping at one of the 
apples, the gardener’s son shot an arrow at it. But 
the arrow did no harm to the bird, which dropped 
a golden feather from its tail, and then flew away.
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brought to the king in the 
morning. Every one agreed that it was worth more 
chan all the wealth of the kingdom. But the king 
said, One feather is of no use to me. I must have 
the whole bird.”

Then the gardener’s eldest son set out to find the 
golden bird. When he had gone a little way he 
came to a wood. There he saw a fox, and was 
going to shoot it. But the fox said :

“ Do not shoot me, for I will give you good advice. 
I know that you want to find the golden bird. You 
will reach a village, and you will see two inns 
facing each other. One of the inns is very beautiful 
to look at. Do not go in there, but rest for the 
night in the other.”

But the son took no -notice of the fox, and, when 
he came to the village, he went into the better inn, 
and ate and drank, and forgot about the bird. 
Time passed on, and, as the eldest son did not come 
back, the second 
happened to him.

The youngest son then went to seek the golden 
bird. As he came to the wood, he met the fox. and 
heard the same good advice. But he was thankful 
to the fox, and did not try to shoot him. 
fox said, “ Sit upon my tail, and you will travel 
faster.”

The golden feather was
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So he sat down, and the fox began to run.
fast that their hair whistledAway they went, so 

in the wind.
When they came to the village, the son went to 

the shabby inn, and stayed there all night. In the 
morning the fox came again and said .

“ Go straight forward till you 
before which lie a whole troop of soldiers fast asleep. 
Take no notice of them; but go into the castle and 
pass on till you come to a room where the golden 
bird sits in a wooden cage. Close by it stands 
beautiful golden cage • but do not try to take the 
bird out of the shab y cage and put it into the

to a castle,come

a
5

I
handsome one.”

Then the fox stretched out his tail again, and
e

!-yj
away they went.

Before the castle gate i 
So the son went in and 
golden bird hung in a wooden cage, 
the golden cage, and the three golden apples that 
had been lost were lying close by it. Then he

the fox had said.was as
the room where the 

Below stood

1

thoughtl
“ It will look very strange to bring away 

fin bird in this shabby cage.” 
o he took hold of it, and 

the bird set

such a
/

it into the 
ich a loud 

took him
The next morning the Court sentenced

golden cage, 
scream 
prisoner.

soldiers awoke,that
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102 THE GOLDEN BIRD IN THE KING’S GARDEN.

him to die, unless he should bring the second king 
the golden horse, which could 
the wind.

run as swiftly as 
If he did this, he was to have the

golden bird for his own. 
So he set out once more on his journey, when the

fox met him and said :
“You see now what has happened through not 

listening to my advice. I will, however, tell 
how to find the golden horse. You must go straight 
on till you come to a castle where the horse stands 
in his stall. By his side will lie the groom fast 
asleep. Take away the horse quietly, but be 
to put the old leather saddle upon him, and not 
the golden one close by it.”

Then the son sat down on the fox’s tail, and 
away they went. All went right, and the groom 
lay snoring with his hand upon the golden saddle. 
But, when the son looked at the horse, he thought 
it a great pity to put the leather saddle upon it.

“I will give him the good one,” said he; “I am 
sure he deserves it.”

you

sure

IfI
As he took up the golden saddle, the groom awoke, 

and called out so loudly that all the guards 
in and took the 
morning he was again brought before the Court 
and sentenced to die. But it was agreed that, if he 
could bring the third king the beautiful princess, he 
should live, and have the horse given him.

ran
young man prisoner. In the
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Part II.

Then he went on his way again very sadly ; but 
the old fox came and said :

“ Why did you not listen to me ? But I will 
give you advice. Go straight on, and in 

the evening you will arrive at a castle. At eight 
o’clock each night the princess walks in the garden ; 
go up to her, tell her your name, and she will let 
you lead her away ; but do not allow her to say 
good-bye to her father.”

As they came to the castle, all was as the fox 
had said. At eight o’clock the young man met the 
princess and told her his name. She agreed to 

away with him, but begged with many tears

once more

i
?

Irun
that he would let her say good-bye to her father. 
At first he would not let her, yet at last he said 
she could. But the moment she came to her father’s
house the guards awoke, and took him prisoner.

Then he was brought before the fourth king, 
who said, “You shall never have my daughter 
unless in eight days you dig away the hill in front 
of my window.”

Now this hill was so big that no one could take it 
; but, when he had worked seven days, and

I
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away
had done very little, the fox came, and said :

“ Lie down and go to sleep, and I will work for
you.”
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In the morning the hill was gone.
Then the fourth king had to keep his promise, 

and away went the young man and the princess. 
But the fox came and said to him ;

“We will have all three—the princess, the horse, 
When you come to the third king,and the bird.

and he asks for the beautiful princess, you must 
Then you will mount thesay, ‘ Here she is ! ’ 

golden horse that they are to give you, and put 
out your hand to take leave of them ; but shake 
hands with the princess last. Then lift her quickly 
on to the horse and gallop away.”

All went right, and then the fox said :
“ When you come to the castle where the bird is, 

I will stay with the princess at the door, and 
will ride in and speak t'o the second king, 
he sees it is the right horse, he will bring out the 
bird ; but you must sit still, and say that you 
want to look at it ; and when you get it ride 
away.”

This, too, happened as the fox said. They carried 
off the bird, the princess mounted again, and they 
rode on to a wood. Then the fox came and said :

‘ Beware of two things : don’t pay money to 
anyone from being hanged, and do not sit

Then away he

you 
When

save
down by the side of any river.” 
went.
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IDrawn by W. S. Wemyss.j
“The young man rode on with the princess.”
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The young man rode on with the princess, till at 
last he came to the village where he had left his two 
brothers. And there he heard a great noise, 
he asked what was the matter, the people said :

“ Two men are going to be hanged.”
As he came nearer, he saw that the two men were 

his brothers, who had turned robbers ; so he said :
“ Cannot they in any way be saved ? ”
But the people said there was no way to save 

them unless he would give up all his money. This 
he did. and they all went on till they came to 
the wood where the fox first met them. Here it 
was so cool and pleasant that they all sat down by 
the side of the river. Then the brothers came 
behind and threw him down the bank, and took 
the princess., the horse, and the bird. They went 
to the first king, and said : “ We have won all this 
by our labour.”

Then there was great rejoicing. But the horse 
would not eat, the bird would not sing, and the 
princess wept.

The youngest son fell to the bottom of the river’s 
bed. Luckily it was nearly dry, but the bank was 
so steep that he could not get out. Then the old 
fox came once more, and scolded him.

“ Yet,” said he, “ I cannot leave you, so lay 
hold of my tail and hold fast.”
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THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS.

Then he pulled him out and said :
“ Your brothers are going to kill you if they find 

you in the kingdom.”
So he dressed himself as a poor man, and came 

secretly to the first king’s court. When he came 
the horse began to eat, the bird sang, and the 
princess stopped weeping.

He told the king of his brothers’ evil deeds, and 
they were punished. When the king died, the 
youngest son and the princess ruled the kingdom.

A long while afterwards he met the old fox, who 
begged him with tears in his eyes to kill him. At 
last he did so, and in a moment the fox changed into 
the long-lost brother of the princess.

From The Children's Encyclopedia.

THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS.
At evening, when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit ; 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything.

Now with my little gun I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall,
And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back.
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1

There in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter’s camp I lie,
And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed.

These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes ;
And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink.

I see the others far away 
As if in firelit camp they lay,
And I, like to an Indian scout,
Around their party prowled about.

So when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea,
And go to bed with backward- looks 
At my dear Land of Story-books.

I
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jR. L. Stevenson.
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WHAT BRIGHT-EYES WANTED.
Bright-eyes sat in the corner of his cage, looking 

very sad.
“ I don’t know why he should look so sorry,” 

said Jack, his little owner. “ Even though it is 
cold outside, the sun is shining brightly, and all the 
world looks like spring.”

“ I am afraid that is the reason,” said Mother.
Jack looked rather puzzled. What did Mother 

mean ? He picked up the cage, carried it outside the 
cottage, and hung it on its hook on the wall, 
you can see all the other birds, Bright-eyes.”

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

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

“I wonder what can be wrong,” thought Jack.
A cheeky little sparrow, who was feeling very cold 

and hungry, flew to Bright-eyes’ cage, and looked in. 
Jack listened to see if he could understand bird-talk.

“Now
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WHAT BRIGHT-EYES WANTED.

He told Mother afterwards that he was sure it ran 
something like this :

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

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

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

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

“ Thanks, it is good ! ” said the hungry little 
visitor, as he swallowed grain after grain. “That’s 
better. Now let us talk.”

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

The brown sparrow chirped out slowly, “ Well—- 
you don’t mean it, surely l You are indeed a lucky 
bird. ”
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“ And, when the sun shines brightly in the hot 
summer days, Jack—that’s my little master—never 
forgets to give me plenty of nice, cool water.”

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

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

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

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

“ She ate my father when I was quite little,” 
said the visitor, “ and we never knew where our 
mother went. Tabby broke down my nest three 
times last autumn, and ate all my little ones.”

“ Ah ! ” said Bright-eyes, and looked thoughtful.
“ There she is ! ” said Mr. Brown Sparrow in a 

frightened voice.
Good-bye. She can’t hurt you ; 
caught me

Tabby sat under the cage, and looked up at 
the little brown bird, which had fluttered into a

-V I

“ I think—I think I’ll call again.
but, if sheI

: in

i!

li

ìm
•-i-

-
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Then she looked back attall tree near at hand.
Bright-eyes, not seeing that Jack was watching 
her.

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

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

A
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XI say, Mr. Blackbird, don’t“ She’s gone again, 

you ever go out for a fly ? ”
To Brown Sparrow’s surprise, the beautiful 

blackbird began to beat himself against the cage 
bars, and cried, in a sad little way, “ I want to 
get out ! I want to get out ! ”

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

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

“ He
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SOME ONE.

Jack crept out slowly, and opened the cage-door. 
Good-bye, Bright-eyes ! ” he said.
Brown Sparrow watched Bright-eyes flutter to the 

door, look out, and stretch his wings, which had been 
cramped so long. Then he hurried up to his new 
friend. “ What about being hungry, and thirsty, 
and frightened ?” he said.

Bright-eyes stopped in the middle of the gladdest 
of glad songs.

v. ; \

I’m free, free, free ! ” he said.
R. De Witt, in The Prize.

SOME ONE.
Some one came knocking 

At my wee small door ;
Some one came knocking,

I’m sure, surè, sure ;
I listened, I opened,

I looked to left and right,
But nought there was a-stirring 

In the still dark night ;
Only the busy beetle 

Tap-tapping in the wall,
Only from the forest 

The screech-owl’s call,
Only the cricket whistling 

While the dew-drops fall,
So I know not who came knocking, 

At all, at all, at all.

.
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RAGS AND TATTERS,
The story I tell is about two boys. Rough street- 

boys they were, with no one to care for them, always 
in rags, and always together. They were known as 
Rags and Tatters. What their real names were, they 
knew no more than do you or I.

In the mornings and evenings, they sold news
papers, and in the middle of the day, when it was 
summer and the streets were roasting hot, they went 
down by the wharfs. When the police were not 
looking, off went their clothes in a twinkling, and they 
dived into the water. It was not very clean water, 
but it was cool ; and neither Rags nor Tatters had 
ever bathed in any that was cleaner.

One day, after bathing, they were sitting on the 
pier. They looked at the busy scene on the river, 
where loaded ships were being dragged out into the 
channel ready to go to sea. Suddenly, Rags said, 
“ Let’s go to sea.”
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RAGS AND TATTERS.

Tatters laughed at the idea, and asked Rags if he 
meant to go as a passenger.

But Rags was not to be laughed out of his plan. 
“ We can’t have a worse time than we have now,” 
he said, “ and who knows that we may not be captains 
some day ! ”

“ There’s a big ship down there at the pier,” 
said Tatters. “ She’s going to sail to-night, for 1 
heard the captain say so.”

“ Let’s go and look at her.”
The boys went off, and very soon found themselves 

beside the Lion, as the ship was named. They were 
very much in the way of some men who were at work 
loading. A kindly workman told them to stand 
aside, as all the boxes and barrels that they saw had 
to be aboard the Lion that day, for she was going 
out at midnight.

Their minds were made up at once. Instead of 
buying newspapers that night, they spent their money 
on some biscuits. They had a bottle of water, too, 
for they knew well enough that, if they showed 
themselves before they were well out at sea, they 
would be sent back by the pilot’s boat.

That night, when it was dark, they quietly crept 
along and got on the ship’s deck. Every one was 
too busy to notice them. By and by they came to a 
black, square hole, and down they crept by a ladder
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RAGS ANT) TATTERS.

Drawn by W. S. Wemyss.]

“ They got on the ship's deck.”
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RAGS AND TATTERS.

that was in it. They found a lower deck after they 
had gone down a little way, and had just stepped on 
to it when the hole was covered over.

The place where they were was as dark as pitch, 
and it had a nasty smell ; but they cuddled close 
together, and very soon were fast asleep.

They could not tell what time it was when they 
awoke, for it was as dark as ever. The ship was going 
up and down, and they could hear the sailors singing 
as they pulled at the ropes ; and so they thought they 
were well out at sea.

Then they began to wonder how they were to get 
out; but, just at that minute, the hatches were taken
off.

“ Now for it,” said Rags.
Up they jumped, and, scrambling over some barrels 

and bags of grain, made their way to the deck above. 
Near them, they saw a big man with gold lace on his 
cap ; and, hurrying up to him, each gave a pull to 
his front hair by way of a bow, and Rags said, “ If 
you please, sir, we’ve come aboard.”

“ So I see, you young rascals,” said the man ; “ and 
now, what in the world am I to do with you ? ”

“ Give us a chance,” said Tatters ; “ we never had 
a chance ashore.”

The captain, who liked the way Tatters spoke, 
said, “ You shall have a chance ; but it will be long

j
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119RAGS AND TATTERS.

before you see London again, for we may go around 
the world.”

But, as the boys had not a friend in London, they 
did not care if they never saw it again.

The captain called to a sailor, and told him to find 
them some clothes, for he could not have such 
crows on his ship. Soon they were dressed, each 
having on a thick flannel shirt and warm tweed trousers 
such as they had never owned before.

The captain said that he would have no such names 
as Rags and Tatters on his ship. He didn’t care what 
they called themselves, but some decent names they 
must have. So Rags said he would be “ Jack,” 
and Tatters chose ‘"Will”; and, when this had been 
settled, they were put to work.
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They soon found out that there was not much fun 
in a sailor’s life ; but, now

■

that they had the chance 
they had asked for, they did their best, and 
every one liked them. They had good food, and in 
the clear air they began to look strong and well.

They saw many strange sights. First, they went 
to Holland, and were much surprised to find 
country with so much water everywhere, and to 
see the ships sailing through the canals.

After leaving Holland, the Lion went to China, 
where the boys saw queer ships called junks, which 
amused them very much. Sometimes, they were able
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LITTLE BOY BLUE.

to get ashore at some of these strange lands, and saw 
many wonderful things. But nothing led them to 
forget their work. When, at the end of three years, 
the Lion sailed into London, no one would have ever 
thought that these sturdy boys were the same Rags 
and Tatters who went aboard as stowaways. Their 
captain told them that they could sail on his next 
voyage, for he would be sorry to lose them.

All this was twenty years ago. Now both boys are 
men, and each is a captain, and sails a ship of his own. 
But they are as fond of each other as in the old days. 
They have taken a great many voyages since their first. 
Once Rags was shipwrecked and lived for a month 
on a desert island. For a time, he thought that he 
would never see home again ; but, when he had almost 
given up hope, a vessel came to the place for water and 
took him off. From The School Journal (New Zealand).

LITTLE BOY BLUE.
The little toy dog is covered with dust,
But sturdy and staunch he stands ;
And the little toy soldier is red with rust,
And his musket moulds in his hands.
Time was when the little toy dog was new,
And the soldier was passing fair,
And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue 
Kissed them and put them there.
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121LITTLE BOY BLUE.

“ Now, don’t you go till I come,” he said,
“ And don’t you make any noise ! ”
So toddling off to his trundle bed 
He dreamed of the pretty toys.
And, as he was dreaming, an angel song 
Awakened our Little Boy Blue ;
Oh the years are many, the years are long,
But the. little toy friends are true !
Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand,
Each in the same old place,
Awaiting the touch of a little hand,
The smile of a little face ;
And they wonder, as waiting these long years through, 
In the dust of that little chair,
What has become of our Little Boy Blue 
Since he kissed them and put them there.

Eugene Field.
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DOT AND THE KANGAROO.
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(Dot is found with the Kangaroo's head in her lap. 
The Kangaroo is tired after its flight from the blacks.)h' I

p
Dot.—Dear Kangaroo, please do not die, and 

leave me lonely in the bush.
W- (The Bittern hops on.)

Bit.—Then it was a human piccaninny, after all. 
Well, my dear, what are you doing here ? (Dot 
lakes no notice of the Bittern ; she is too much taken up 
with the Kangaroo.) Friend Kangaroo seems to be 
in a bad way. Why don’t you do something 
sensible, instead of messing about with her head ?

Dot.—What can I do ?
Bit.—Give it water, of course. What fools Humans 

are. I suppose you think there is no water here. 
Why, you are sitting on a spring.

Dot.—No, I’m not. I’m sitting on grass.
Bit.—Well, booby, under the grass is moss, and 

under the moss is water. Dig a hole and you’ll find
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123DOT AND THE KANGAROO.

(Dot digs, and dashes water with her hands in 
the Kangaroo’s face. Bittern stands on one leg, head 
on one side, ivatching the Kangaroo get better.)

Bit. (to Kang., who sits up unsteadily).-—How do 
you feel now ?

Kang.—I feel a bit better now.
Bit.—I say, that was a good jump of yours to get 

away from the blacks.
Kang.—Oh, now I remember—the blacks; and that 

awful leap over the gully. Where’s Dot ?
Bit.—Oh, that silly !
Dot.—Here I am, dear Kangaroo.
Bit.—Much good she’d have been to you, with the 

blacks and their dogs after you, if we bitterns hadn’t 
played that old trick of ours, scaring them with our 
big voices. (Booms.) How they did run when 
we tuned up ! They thought the Bunyip had got 
them. Didn’t we laugh !

Kang.-—It was very good of you-----
Bit.—Oh, you needn’t trouble me with thanks. 

We did it for our own fun. As for that little stupid, 
her squeal was no better than the squeak of a tree-frog 
in a bittern’s beak.

Dot.—But you were very kind, and showed me 
how to get water to save Kangaroo’s life.

Bit.—Yah ! (Struts away, then comes bach.) If 
you hop a few steps over there, you’ll find a little cave.
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124 DOT AND THE KANGAROO.

It’s dry and warm, and good enough for kangaroos. 
(Bit. stalks away.)

Dot.—What a rude little bird the Bittern is ! And 
yet he was very kind.

Kang.—The Bittern is really a tender-hearted 
little fellow.
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125"DOT AND THE KANGAROO.

Bit. (re-enters).—Hullo ! I just flew round a bit 
and had a look. The blacks are olì northward. 
I thought you might like the news, as I suppose you 
are too lazy to get it for yourselves. (Exit Bittern.)

Dot and Kang.—Thanks, Bittern ! Thanks !
Dot.—What makes you look so sad, dear 

Kangaroo ?
Kang.—I’m thinking of the last time I was hunted, 

when I lost my baby kangaroo.
Dot.—Oh, you poor, dear thing ! Have you been 

hunted before ?
Kang.—Yes ! Just before I found you. It was

white Humans, that time.
Dot.—Tell me about it. How did you get away ?
Kang.—There is not much to tell. My little 

Joey was getting quite big, and we were very happy. 
He had the blackest little nose you ever saw. All 
day long I taught him jumping; and we were merry 
from sunrise to sunset. One day, we were playing 
on the side of a plain, and our game was “ Hide and 
Seek ” in the long grass. We were having great fun, 
when suddenly little Joey said, “ Strange creatures 
are coming—big ones.” I ran up the hillside to see 
where the danger was. I saw far-off Humans on 
their big animals, with the dreadful dogs that kill us, 
running fast towards us. Joey heard them coming 
and jumped into my pouch, and I bounded off as
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126 SANTA CLAUS.

fast as I could. It was a worse hunt than last night, 
and I began to get weak and tired, for Joey was heavy, 
but not so heavy as you are. I knew the cruel 
Humans on their big animals would overtake us, 
and their dogs would tear us to pieces, so I asked 
Joey to hide in a thick, soft bush until I came back 
for him. It was our only chance. I had an idea 
that, even if I were killed, he would be safe. Then 
I crossed a creek to put the dogs off the scent, and 
got away. But I’ve never seen my little Joey since.

Dot.—Poor, dear Kangaroo ! When I grow up, 
I’ll never let anyone hurt a bush creature. They 
shall all be happy where I am.

Kang.—But there are so many Humans. They 
are getting as plentiful as kangaroos.

From Dot and the Kangaroo, by Ethel C. Pedley.
(Dramatized by Stella Chapman and Douglas Ancelon.)
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A SANTA CLAUS.:
He comes in the night ! He comes in the night ! 

He softly, silently comes
While the little brown heads on the pillows so white 

Are dreaming of bugles and drums.
He cuts through the snow like a ship through the 

foam,
While the white flakes around him whirl ;

I know not who tells, but he findeth the home 
Of each good little boy and girl.
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A Welcome Visitor.

127SANTA CLAUS.
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128 SANTA CLAUS.

His sleigh is long, and deep, and wide,
It will carry a host of things,

While dozens of drums hang over the side, 
With the sticks sticking under the strings. 

And yet not the sound of a drum is heard, 
Not a bugle blast is blown,

As he mounts to the chimney-top like a bird, 
And drops to the hearth like a stone.

The little red stockings he silently fills,
Till the stockings will hold no more ;

The bright little sleds for the great snow hills 
Are quickly set down on the floor.

Then Santa Claus mounts to the roof like a bird, 
And glides to his.seat in the sleigh ;

Not the sound of a bugle or drum is heard 
As he noiselessly gallops away.

He rides to the East and he rides to the West, 
Of his goodies he touches not one ;

He eateth the crumbs of the Christmas feast 
WThen the dear little folks are done.

Old Santa Claus doth all that he can,
This beautiful mission is his ;

Then, children, be good to the little old man, 
When you find who the little man is.

lit
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.
Part I.

It was a dull, heavy afternoon, and on the long, 
dusty road there was not a horse or even a person 
on foot to be seen. The birds were taking their 
afternoon nap. The leaves were hanging lazily 
down from the poor trees, which were dying with 
thirst. There were three tumble-down cottages on 
one side of the road. The door of one of them 
opened, and a woman’s voice called out, “ Come, 
Yvette (ee-vet') ; go out and play.”

In answer to the call a little girl of some three 
or four years came to the door. Slowly and 
carefully she began to climb down the steep steps 
from the house to the footpath.

The child had on a little bonnet made of two 
pieces of muslin sewn together. From the bonnet 
a few tresses of fair hair fell over her forehead and 
down the back of her neck. Her little frock had 
been lengthened many times, and the waist was now 
up under the arms. As to shoes and stockings—• 
well, it was not very cold, and so for the present 
they were put away.

When once she had reached the bottom of the 
steps, the child stood upright, and looked round 
for a minute or two, deep in thought, her little 
finger pressed against her face. Play ! Yes ; it 
was all very well, but what should she play ?
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130 THE LITTLE MOTHER.

Yvette sat down just near a great heap of stones, 
which her father had to break into small pieces in 
order to fill in the ruts. When she was snugly 
settled, she began to fumble in her pocket. There 
she found all kinds of wonderful things : two 
cherry-stones, a piece of string, a small carrot, a 
shoe button, a little bit of blue braid, and some 
crumbs of bread. Now these were all very nice 
in their way, but somehow they did not seem at 
all nice just then. She put them all very carefully 
back, one by one, in her pocket.

Then there was silence. Yvette was not happy. 
The little face wrinkled itself up, the little nose 
was all screwed up, and the mouth was just opening 
—tears were surely on the way ! Just at that 
moment, by good luck, the Children’s Fairy was 
passing by.

Now, you perhaps do not know about this fairy, 
for no one ever sees her ; but it is the very one that 
makes children smile in their dreams, and gives 
them all kinds of pretty thoughts. Well, this good 
fairy saw that Yvette was just going to cry. She 
stretched her golden wand out over the heap of 
stones, and then flew away again, laughing. 
She was just as light and as gay as a ray of 
sunshine.
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131THE LITTLE MOTHER.

Now, as soon as the fairy had gone, it seemed 
to the road-mender’s little daughter that one of 
the big stones near her had a face, and that it was 
dressed just like a little baby. Oh, it was really 
just like a little baby ! Yvette stretched out her 
hand, took the stone up, and at once began to feel 
for it all the love that a mother feels for her child.
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“ Do you want to be my little girl ? ”

“ Ah ! ” she said to it, cuddling it up in her arms, 
“ do you want to be my little girl ? You don’t 
speak. Oh, that is because you are too young ! 
But I see you would like to speak. Very well, 
then ; I will be your mother, and I shall love you 
and never whip you. You must be good, though, 
and then I shall never scold you. 
you are not good—you know I have a stick ! ”

Oh, but if
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.

“ Now come, I’m going to dress you better ; you 
look dreadful in that frock.” Then Yvette rolled 
her child up in her pinafore, so that there was nothing 
to be seen of the stone but what was supposed to be 
the baby’s head.

“ Oh, how pretty she is, dear little thing ! There 
now, she shall have something to eat. Ah, you 
are crying ! But you must not cry, my pretty one 
—there, there.” And the hard stone was rocked 
gently in the soft little arms of its fond mother.

“ Bye-bye, baby—bye-bye-bye,” Yvette sang
with all her might, tapping her little daughter’s 
back, but plainly all to no purpose, for the stone 
would not go to sleep. “ Ah, naughty girl ! You 
won’t go to sleep. Oh, no ! I won’t tell you any 
more stories. I have told you ‘ Tom Thumb,’ and 
that’s quite enough for to-night. Go to sleep—- 
quick—quick, I say. Oh, dear, dear ! Naughty 
child ! What ! You are crying again ! If you 
only knew how ugly you are when you cry ! There ! 
Now I’m going to slap you—take that, and that, 
and that, to make you quiet. Oh, dear ! how 
dreadful it is to have such a child ! 
change you for a boy.

“ Now, just say you are sorry for being so naughty
■----- What ? You won’t ? I’ll give you another
chance. Now—one, two, three. Oh, very well !
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.

I know what I shall do. I shall just go and take 
you back. I shall say, ‘If you please, I’ve a 
dreadful little girl, and I want to change her for a 
nice little boy.’ 
ma’am ; will you have him with light hair or dark ? ’ 
‘ Oh ! ’ I shall say, ‘ I don’t mind so long as he is 

‘ He’ll be very dear though, ma’am,’ they’ll 
are very rare, and they cost 

‘ How much ? ’ I shall ask. ‘ Why, 
And then I shall think about

And then they’ll say, ‘ Yes,

good.’
say ; ‘ good little boys 
a great deal.’ 
one penny, ma’am.’ 
it. Now then, are you going to be good, and say 
you are sorry ? No ? Oh, very well—it’s too late 
now—I’ve changed you. I have no little girl now, 
but a very pretty little boy named Zizi (zee-zee).”

Part II.
The stone at once underwent a complete change.

- Just now, when it was a little girl, it had been very 
quiet and gentle, and had kept quite still on Yvette’s 
lap. Now that it was a boy, there was no more 
peace ; it would jump about, and it would try to 
get away, for boys are always so restless.

“ Zizi, will you be still, and will you stay on my 
lap instead of tumbling about in the road ? There, 
let me lift you up ! Oh, dear ! How heavy boys 
are ! There now, don’t you stir, but just eat your 
bread and milk. It will make you grow, and then,
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134 THE LITTLE MOTHER.

when you are big, you’ll have beautiful grey whiskers, 
like father. You shall have a pretty cap, too, and 
perhaps you will be a policeman. It’s very nice 
to be a policeman, you know, because policemen 
are never put in prison—they take other people 
there if they make a noise in the street. Oh, Zizi, 
do keep still ! If you don’t, I’ll call the wolf—you 
know, the big wolf that runs off with little children, 
and takes them into the woods to eat them up. Wolf, 
wolf, where are you ? ”

Just at that moment, a dog came in sight—a 
large, well-fed, happy-looking dog, bold too, and 
full of fun. He belonged to a carrier who was always 
moving about from place to place ; so the dog, 
no matter where he was, could always make himself 
quite at home.

Now the dog had grown tired of following his 
master’s cart ; and, when he saw in the distance 
something that was moving about, he bounded off 
to find out what it was. This something was Yvette 
and her little boy.

“Look, look!” cried the small mother, and 
there was a tremble in her voice. “ You see he is 
coming—the big wolf ! ”

He was coming ; there was no doubt about that, 
for he was tearing along, and his tongue was hanging 
out, and his ears were standing up.
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.

The little stone boy was not at all frightened ; but 
Yvette began to be sorry for having called the dreadful 
animal. Oh, if she could only get away now ! But, 
alas ! she did not dare to move or even to speak.

The dog came straight to them. Poor Yvette, 
half frightened to death, threw away the precious - 
stone baby she had been petting. Picking herself up, 
she began to run, calling out, “ Mother, mother !

The dog was quite near her, jumping up at her, 
and then, suddenly, he turned to go and sniff at 
the little stone boy. Perhaps he thought it 
bone or a piece of bread, 
his mistake, and then he rushed to the hedge to bark, 
and wake up all the birds.

Yvette was hurrying along as 
legs could carry her, for she was in despair.

just behind her, and she 
fancied that she still felt his hot breath on her 
little hand. She stopped when she got to the steps 
of her home, for she was out of breath, and all 
trembling with terror, 
tried to scramble up the steps, the wolf would 
bite her legs. Suddenly she rushed into the corner 
between the front of the house and the stone steps 
and held her face close to the wall. Because she 

• could not see the dreadful animal, she was sure 
that she, too, was out of his sight.

was a
But he soon found out

fast as her little
She

thought the wolf was

She felt sure that, if she
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.

She stayed there some minutes, in great terror, 
thinking, “ Oh, if I move, he’ll eat me up ! ” She 
was quite surprised even that he did not find her, 
and that his great teeth did not bite her, for she 
always thought wolves were so quick to eat up little 
girls. Whatever could he be doing ? And then, 
not hearing any sound of him, she thought she would 
risk one peep round. Very slowly she turned her 
head, and then, as nothing dreadful happened, she 
grew bolder and bolder.

The wolf was not in sight, 
barking which had frightened her so much, she now 
heard a set of little bells tinkling. In the distance, 
she saw a wagon with four horses coming along, 
The sound of the bells was so pleasant that Yvette 
forgot her duty as a mother, and stood there watching 
the wagon as it came on.

Instead of the

Suddenly Yvette uttered a cry of horror. Her 
child, her little son, was under the heavy wheels ! 
Crunch ! crunch ! and it had gone by, the horrible 
wagon. Yvette went on to the main road, and her 
little heart was very sad ; for there, where poor Zizi 
had been lying, there was only some yellowish, 
crunched stone. Zizi had been ground into powder 
by the huge wheels.

“ Cruel, wicked man ! ” she cried. Then, her' 
eyes happening to fall on the heap of stones which
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.

had supplied her with a family, she saw another 
stone smiling at her. She ran quickly to it, picked 
it up, and kissed it. Happy in her new treasure, she 
cried out to the carrier, whom she could still see in 
the distance, “Ah ! I don’t care ! I’ve another— 
there, then ! And it’s a girl this time. I won’t have 
any more dreadful boys to be afraid of wolves, 
and to go and get themselves killed just to make 
their poor mother unhappy.”

I wonder whether you can guess the name of the 
Children’s Fairy ? We all know her. She is called 
Fa,ncy, or sometimes Make-believe.

From the French.
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SPRING SONG.

Sing out and be happy !
The spring is at hand, 

The grass green, and sappy 
The trees o’ the land.

y
. K
\2 v-yyvi
:j: mSing out ! for the bees in 

Their quest of wild honey 
Are haunting the trees in 

Green places and sunny.

Sing out ! and let trouble 
Another pursue ;

It will burst like a bubble, 
And vanish for you.
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SPELLING.
Some Points to Remember.

Extended treatment based on the work of the Second Grade.
1. “ oa.”

boast, coast, soak, goal, coal, float.

2. “ a ” = “ah.”
basket, calf, calm, class, fast, fasten, grass, half, palm, pass.

3. “ir ” extended.
birthday, dirty, third, thirsty, thirteen, thirty.

4. “ aw ” extended.
bawl, crawl, scrawl, shawl, sprawl.

5. “ u ” extended.
cure, duke, pure, stupid, tube.

6. “ur.”
burden, burst, curtain, further, murmur, turnip.

7. “ o ” = “ u.”
honey, money, son.

8. “ai,” “ ei,” “ eigh ” = “ a ” + “i.”
aid, aim, maid, paid, rain, 
reign, vein, 
eight, weight.

9. Soft “ c.”
face, lace, pace, place, race, surface.

10. Adding “ing” to words ending in “ e ” (silent).
bake—baking, come—coming, give—giving.

!
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140 SPELLING.

11. Doubling final consonants.
chop chopped, drop—dropped, get—getting, hop—hopping, 

pet—petted.
12. Adding “ ly.”

bright—brightly, clear—clearly, love—lovely, near—nearly, 
tight—tightly.

13. Adding “all” and “full.”
almost, already, also, always. (N.B.—all right.)
cupful, joyful, mouthful, spoonful.

14. Changing “y ” into “ies.”
baby—babies, carry—carries, cherry—cherries, cry—cries, 

fairy—fairies, fly—flies, lady—ladies,

15. “y ” kept.
day—days, boy—boys, key—keys, chimney—chimneys, 

donkey—donkeys, monkey—monkeys.
16. Silent letters.

b—climb, crumb, lamb, limb, thumb.
g—gnat, gnaw, sign.
k—knee, kneel, knew, knit, knot, know, known.
s—island.
t—fasten, listen, often, soften, thistle, whistle.

tc—answer, whole, wrap, wreck, write, wrong, wrote.

17. Homonyms (words having the same sound, but differing in
spelling and meaning).

ate—eight, be—bee, been—bean, beet—beat, bear—bare, 
by—buy, dear—deer, fair—fare, four—fore, hear—here, 
hole—whole, hair—hare, know—no, knows—nose, knew— 
new, meat—meet, night—knight, rows—rose, road—rode, 
some—sum, son—sun, see—sea, sail—sale, threw—through, 
to—too—two, tail—tale, wood—would.

marry—marries.
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NOTES AND EXERCISES.
THE SWING.

Author.—Egbert Louis Stevenson (1850-1894) was a Scotch 
writer. [Four of his poems for children are printed in this book. 
They are taken from a book of poems called A Child’s Garden of 
Verses. He also wrote two splendid tales for boys, Treasure 
Island and Kidnapped, which you will enjoy reading.

General Notes.—Why is it pleasant to go up in a swing ? 
What do you see ? When you say the poem, sway gently to 
and fro as if you were swinging. You can sway once forward 
and once backward to each line.

Page 1.

THE RABBIT AND THE COCONUT.
Author.—The author is not known.
General Notes.—This is a fairy tale from India, but it is 

differently told in different countries. Perhaps you remember 
“ The Sky is Falling,” in which the actors are Henny-Penny, 
Cocky-Locky, Ducky-Daddle, and others. Who are the actors 
in this little story ? Which was the wise one ? How did he 
show his wisdom ? After you have read the story, act it as a 
play. This would make a good puppet play.

RIDING SONG.

Page 2.

Page 6.
Author.—Clarence James Dennis (1876-1938) was born in 

South Australia and went to school there. He became a writer, 
and wrote for newspapers in different parts of Australia. For 
many years he lived at Toolangi, near Healesville. He wrote 
many stories and verses for children and grown-ups. You will 
enjoy reading his book Roundabout.

General Notes.—This is a 1 knee-song ”, like “ This is the way 
the farmers ride.” Can you say the poem so that it sounds like 
a horse cantering ? Draw a picture of the butcher on his horse.

LONDON BRIDGE. Page 7.
Author.—The poem is very old ; the author is not known. 
General Notes.—London Bridge, one of the many bridges in 

London over the Thames, is now built of stone. Years ago it 
was built of wood, and at one time there were houses and shops 
on it, just as in the first picture.
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142 NOTES AND EXERCISES.

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Let the class stand in two 
lines facing each other. The two lines take turn and turn about 
in speaking the verses. Children in both lines can catch hands 
and raise them sideways to form arches of the bridge for the 
“ build it up ” verses, and lower them for the other verses.

Page 9.
Authors.—The Brothers Grimm, Jacob and William, were two 

learned Germans who collected old stories from the peasants, 
and published a book that has been translated into many 
languages. Do you know any more of Grimm’s fairy tales ?

General Notes.—How many actors are in this little story ? 
This would make another grand play for your puppet show.

THE TOWN BAND.

Page 13.WHERE GO THE BOATS?
Author.—Robert Louis Stevenson (see “ The Swing ”). 
General Notes.—How many colours are mentioned in the poem ? 

Draw a picture showing the other little children bringing the 
boats to shore.

THE HARE WITH MANY FRIENDS. Page 14.
Author.—Æsop is said to have been a clever Greek slave who 

lived in Athens about 2,500 years ago. He used to make up and 
tell tales in which animals acted and talked like people.

General Notes.—What reason did each of the Hare’s friends give 
for not helping her ? What do you think was the real reason ? 
Does the story teach us that we should not have any friends ?

;

Page 15.THE NAUGHTY BOY.
Author.—John Keats (1795-1821) was an English poet who 

died when he was a young man. His parents were poor. He 
meant to be a doctor, but he gave up his work to become awas

poet. All his poems are rich and musical.
Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Choose five speakers. All say 

the first five and the last six lines. Divide the other ten lines 
into pairs, and let each speaker say one pair of lines,

;!

1



■PHü

143NOTES AND EXERCISES.

THE ANT AND THE GRASSHOPPER. Page 16.
Author.—Æsop (see “ The Hare with Many Friends ”).
General Notes.—Was the ant really sorry for the grasshopper 

when she said “ Poor grasshopper ” ? What kind of people 
like the ant ? What kind are like the grasshopper ? Are there 
any other kinds of people ? Which kind do you like best ?

Page 17.

!are

MY DOG.
Author.—Emily Lewis, an American writer.
General Notes.—Make a list of all the words that help you to 

see the dog. Make a drawing of him.

WHY BEARS HAVE STUMPY TAILS. Page 21.
Author.—This is an old Norse story. It was translated into 

English by Sir George Dasent (1817-1896).
General Notes.—Do you like this story ? Perhaps your teacher 

will read you some of Kipling’s Just-so Stories. Think out a good 
story that tells how the kangaroo got its long tail.

;
è
■:

:
WALKING TO SCHOOL. Page 23.

Author.—Ethel Turner was born in England in 1872. She 
came to Australia at the age of nine, and for a time attended 
the Girls’ High School, Sydney. Later she wrote many books 
for childicn, the best known of which are Seven Little Australians, 
The Family at Misrule, The Little Larrikin, Miss Bobbie, Three 
Little Maids, and Little Mother Meg.

X

LAZY TOK. Page 26
Author.—Mervyn Skipper is a Melbourne writer and artist 

for many years he has been on the staff of the Sydney Bulletin. 
He has written two children’s books of jungle tales from the East 
Indies—The Meeting Pool and The White Man’s Garden. I

General Notes.—Notice all the talking parts in this story. You 
could easily act it as a play. It would make a very good play 
for your puppet theatre. A “ Booloodoopy ” is a native of 
Borneo, a member of a Dvak tribe. What do you learn from the 
story about the food, plants, animals, and people of Borneo ?

1
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A BOY’S SONG. Page 32.
Author.—James Hogg (1770-1835) was a Scottish poet, who in 

his youthful days herded cattle and sheep.
General Notes.—What do boys like to do ? Let each stanza 

answer—fishing, bird-nesting, bee-tracking, nutting, fighting. 
The last stanza sums it all up. What things do you like to do ?

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Which line is repeated in nearly 
every verse ? Which verses are very much alike ? Which two 
verses are different from the others ? One pupil speaks the first 
three lines, and all speak the fourth line as a chorus. Continue 
in this way (with different speakers) for the first four verses. The 
fifth verse can be spoken by half the class (or the girls) and the sixth 
by the other half (or the boys) ; all come in at the last line.

FAIRIES.
Author.—Rose Fyleman is a living English writer, chiefly of 

plays, stories, and poems for children. She has contributed to 
Punch for many years, and she has edited The Merry Go Round, 
a magazine for children. In many of her poems and stories she 
takes her readers to fairyland. She has published many books, 
including Fairies and Chimneys, The Fairy Green, Forty Good 
Morning Tales, and The Katy Kruse Play Book. The poem 
printed in this book is from Fairies and Chimneys.

General Notes.—Who is .supposed to be speaking in this poem ? 
How do you know ? How old do you think the speaker is ? Do 
you think the speaker in “ A Boy’s Song ” ever sees fairies ? 
Say one verse of each poem. Which one is a good walking song ? 
What would you call the other ? Do the sound and movement of 
each poem suit the speakers and the word pictures ? Each verse 
in “ Fairies ” gives a picture. Draw the one you like best.

Page 34.
Author.—This is a story told by natives in Nigeria. Find 

Nigeria in the map of Africa.
General Notes.—How can you tell that this is an African story ? 

Do you know any other story in which the tortoise came out 
the winner ? Did he win that time because he was so cunning ?

Page 33.

HOW THE TORTOISE WON.
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THE WIND.
Author.—Robert Louis Stevenson (see “ The Swing ”). 
General Notes.—Find lines that tell what the wind does. What 

line tells the sound the wind makes ? Make this sound yourself. 
In what ways is the wind like “ a beast of field and tree ” ? In 
what ways is it like a child ?

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the class into three parts. 
Each part says two lines of each verse. The third part, saying 
the “ refrain ” lines each time, can pretend to be the wind.

THE EASTER RABBIT.

Page 37.

Page 38.
Author.—This story has been told for very many years in 

Germany and other countries in Northern and Central Europe.
General Notes.—Suppose you were not told that this story 

comes from Europe. How could you tell that it is not an 
Australian story ? Can you find five reasons ? Rabbits are 
found in many countries. Make a list of all the stories and poems 
in this book that have something about rabbits in them. Can 
you find four ? Now write the name of the country from which 
each of these stories or poems has come.

Ì
:
■■

s
There are many 

“ talking ” parts in this story. You could make a fine play of it. Vi

CRADLE SONG. Page 42.
Author.—Louis Esson, or, to give him his full name, Thomas 

Louis Buvelot Esson, was born in 1879 at Edinburgh, and 
brought to Victoria when he was but a child. He is now living 
in Melbourne. His verses have appeared in Bells and Bees 
(T. C. Lothian) and Red Gums (Fraser and Jenkinson). He has 
written also several short Australian plays.

General Notes.—What does “ magpie to mopoke ” mean ? ' 
Where is daddy and what is he doing ? Who is singing the song ? 
Is there any sadness in it ? What makes you think so ?

was

13
:THE WOMAN IN THE MOON. Page 43.

Author.—This is one of the stories that the natives of Nauru 
tell to their children.

General Notes.—Can you find Nauru on the map of the Pacific 
Ocean ? It is a little dot near the equator. How can you tell 
from the story that Nauru is in a hot part of the earth ? Do 
you know any stories about the man in the moon ?



146 NOTES AND EXERCISES.

ROBIN REDBREAST. Page 46.
Author.—William Allin gham (1824-1889) was born in 

Ireland and lived for many years in London, where he became 
a well-known writer. He wrote many poems for children. What 
other poem in this book did he write ?

General Notes.—What time of the year does each verse describe ? 
Choose in each verse the two lines that you like best. Choose 
the two best lines in the whole poem. Draw a picture to suit 
the lines you have chosen.

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the class into three 
parts—one for each season described. Each part says the eight 
lines about its season, and all speak the four lines about the robin 
in each verse.

THE RACE. Page 48.
Author—The story is based on a myth of the ancient Greeks. 
General Notes.—Venus was the Roman name for the goddess 

of love. The ancient Greeks called her Aphrodite. Why did 
the Prince go to her for help ?

Page 50.
Author.—Mbs. Josephine Daskam Bacon, an American writer, 

was born in 1879. Her stories and poems have been published 
in many magazines, and she has also written a number of books, 
some of which deal with the education of young children.

General Notes.—Who is speaking ? Who is the “ she ” who 
sings this queer little sleepy song ? Why does this song send the 
little child to sleep ?

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—One child speaks the first and 
last verses ; four children each speak one of the other verses.

THE SLEEPY SONG.

THE TAR BABY. Page 51.
Author.-—Joel Chandler Habbis (1848-1908), an American 

printer, lawyer, and writer, grew up in Georgia, one of the 
Southern “ cotton ” States, where there are many negroes. He 
wrote some books of folk tales that the negroes used to tell ; his 
best-known book is Uncle Remus.

i1
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147NOTES AND EXERCISES.

General Notes.—Uncle Remus, an old American negro, tells a 
little white boy stories about the adventures a little rabbit has 
with his animal friends and enemies. This is one of the stories. 
“ Brer ” is Uncle Remus’s way of saying “ brother ”. Draw and 
cut out the animals, and act the story as a puppet show.

Page 55.
Author.—Hans Christian Andersen( (1805-1875) was born 

in Denmark of poor parents. When a young man, he tried 
writing plays, then books of travel, then fairy tales. It was 
through the last that he became famous. Children all over the 
world read about the Ugly Duckling, the Brave Tin Soldier, 
the Little Match Girl.

WHAT THE MOON TOLD.

THE WONDERFUL WORLD. Page 56.
Author.—William Brighty Rands was an English writer 

who was born in 1823 ; he died in 1882. He wrote a charming 
prose book called Lilliput Legends, as well as many short poems. 
He wrote chiefly for children.

:
i:
;
:

THE COBBLER AND THE ELVES. Page 57.
Authors.—The Brothers Grimm (see “ The Town Band ”). 
General Notes.—What is a cobbler ? Why are there not many 

cobblers now ? The fairies were elves : what other kinds of

V

fairies have you heard about ? Why were the elves kind to the 
cobbler ? Why was the cobbler kind to the elves ?

1WHO STOLE THE BIRD’S NEST? Page 61.
Author.—Lydia Maria Child (1802-1880) was an American 

writer. She took great interest in public movements for the 
relief of distress among the poor and helpless.

General Notes.—How did the cow help the bird ? How did the 
dog, the sheep, the hen ? Who did steal that nest ? What word 
tells you that the poem was written in America ? What was 
the name of the bird whose eggs were stolen ?

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the poem up into 
speaking parts. Here are the speakers, in jumbled order. Find 
the verse or verses each speaks :—Yellow-breast, Boy, Dog, Hen, 
Sheep, Mary Green, Cow, Dove, Alice Neal, Crow, Birds.

:

1
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Page 65.
Author.—This is a very old story that has been told in many 

forms in many countries.
General Notes.—Name the good gifts of the kind godmothers. 

The sleep of the Princess may have meant the sleep of the earth 
in winter time. If the sleep meant winter time, what would you 
say the Prince stood for ?

BRIER ROSE.

Page 68.THE CLOUDS.
Author.—The author is not known.
General Notes.—What are the things that the boy fancied 

the white clouds looked like ? Now tell all the things that black 
clouds look like. What is a cloud ? Did you ever walk through 
a cloud ? By what other names is it known ?

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—This poem can also be divided 
into speaking parts—Boy (5 verses), Clouds (2 verses), Narrators 
or Tellers of the Story (2 verses).

THE LETTER THAT FLEW AWAY. Page 70.
Author.—Natalie Joan Engleheart. The authoress spent 

part of her childhood in Australia. She now lives in England. 
She wrote a book of verses—Lilts for Little People.

General Notes.—How did Ann lose the letter ? Who found 
it ? What are goblins ? How do you play “ Hunt the 
Slipper ” ? How do you play “ Musical Chairs ” ? Talk about 
other indoor games. What kind of wind is the March Wind in the 
story ? What country did Ann live in ?

BOATS SAIL ON THE RIVERS. Page 77.
Author.—Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830-1894) was an 

English poetess, a sister of the poet Dante Gabriel Rossetti. She 
bom in London. She wrote short lyrics chiefly. One of 

her most famous poems is “ Goblin Market ” ; another one that 
is well known begins “ Does the road wind up-hill all the way ? ” 

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the class into two parts— 
Earth and Sky. Earth speaks lines 1, 2, 5, 6. Sky speaks the 
other lines.

was
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Page 78.
Authors.—The Brothers Grimm (see “ The Town Band ”).
General Notes.—What kind of man was the woodcutter ? Why 

was the fairy kind to him ? What kind of woman was the 
woodcutter’s wife ? How did the fairy punish her ? If you are 
acting the play, leave out the parts printed like this. If you are 
reading the play, let one pupil announce the scenes and read the 
sentences that are left out of the play.

THE THREE WISHES.

THE OWL AND THE PUSSY-CAT. Page 82.
Author.-—Edward Lear (1812-1888) was an English artist 

and comic poet. He wrote The Book of Nonsense, More 
Nonsense Rhymes, Nonsense Songs and Stones, and Laughable 
Lyrics, drawing his own pictures for them.

General Notes.—How many actors come into this tale ? Say 
what each of them did. It is no use to ask the meaning of 
“ runcible ”, for Lear made the word up just for this poem.

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the poem into speaking 
parts—the Narrators or Tellers of the Story, Owl, Pussy, Pig. 
Draw and cut out pictures of Owl, Pussy, and Pig. Mount them 
on cardboard to make puppets, and make a puppet play.

:

THE FAITHFUL WORKER.
Author.-—The author is not known.
General Notes.—Find Persia on the map. What task did the 

King set the men ? Why ? How did one take it ? How did 
the other take it ? How was the faithful worker rewarded ? 
Do you blame the other worker for giving up ?

THE FAIRIES.
Author.—William Allingham (see “ Robin Redbreast ”).
General Notes.—How were these Irish fairies dressed ? What 

did they eat ? What were their pets ? What are Northern 
Lights ? Have we anything like them in Australia ? Why did 
they steal Bridget ? What was their sacred bush ? Mention 
any other fairy poems that you know. Which do you like best ?

Page 84.

I
1

iPage 86.
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,:iISuggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the poem up for a chorus 
(first and last verses) and four speakers (one verse each). Speak 
lightly and crisply. Notice how different the verses are—one 
is full of fear, another paints a grand picture, and so on. Show 
these differences with your voice.

3

!
1
!Page 89.

Author.—Mrs. K. Langloh Parker passed many years on a 
station in the Murrumbidgee region of New South Wales. She 
was interested in the folk stories told by the older blacks in the 
neighbourhood, and wrote them down. Afterwards she published 
the stories in three books—Australian Legendary Tales, More 
Australian Legendary Tales, and Woggheuguy.

General Notes.—This is one of the nature stories that the old 
blacks used to tell to the piccaninnies. Now tell in your own 
words how the crow got his coat black, and how the crane lost 
his speech and could only croak. Draw the crow as he was before 
he was burned. Now draw him as he was after he was burned.

THE CRANE AND THE CROW. I:(

I

I
v»

t

THE BLIND MEN AND THE ELEPHANT. Page 91.
!

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

General Notes.—The purpose of this poem is to show how wrong 
may be when we judge a thing just from the little we know of 

it. What was like a wall, like a spear, like a snake, like a tree, 
like a fan, like a rope ? Where is Hindustan ? Draw a picture of 
one of the men. Draw the elephant.

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Choose six pupils for the blind
each. The first and last verses

li
Sì
il
î

men. These speak one verse
be spoken by the whole class.can

MISS BROWN BULB AND THE SPARROW. Page 93.
Author.—The author is not known except as the writer of this 

article, which appeared in an English children’s magazine.
General Notes— Make a list of all the speakers. Which 

seemed to be ugly and stupid ? What happened to him in the 
end ? Now tell or read the story of Cinderella, and the story 
of the Ugly Duckling. What stories about the coming of spring 
can you find in this book ?

one
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Il!!'

EVENING SONG.ìi Page 98.
il Author.—Cecil Frances Alexander (1818-1885)

English poetess who wrote some well-known hymns and poems — 
“ All Things Bright and Beautiful,” “ The Burial of Moses,” 
“ Once in Royal David’s City,” “ There is a Green Hill Far 
Away,” etc.

was anI
;ii

THE LAND OF STORY BOOKS. Page 107.
Author.—Robert Louis Stevenson (see “ The Swing ”).
General Notes.—What did the boy most wish to be ? Where 

was the forest track ? Tell about all the different books 
have played at. Which verse do you like best ?

I

you

i|
ii

WHAT BRIGHT-EYES WANTED. Page 110.
Author.—Miss R. de Witt is not known except as the writer 

of the article quoted, which appeared in an English children’s 
magazine. r

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

SOME ONE.
Author.—Walter de la Mare was

11
:■:

!
Page 114.

born at Charlton, in 
England, in 1873. He has written many poems for young 
children and for grown-up children, full of pictures and fancy 
and movement and music, and he has written also a children’s 
monkey story The Three Multa Muigas. His books of poems 
called Songs of Childhood (1902), The Listeners (19.12), and 
Peacock Pie (1913); all his poems were published in one book in 
1920, and in two small volumes, called Poems Old and New, 
printed the poet’s own selection of his best children’s poems. 
Many of his poems seem to have come straight from dreamland. 
He has also written novels and short stories.

I
Î

are

are

!
General Notes.—Who do you think the speaker is, and where 

does he live? Is there anything “creepy” about the poem?
Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Choose three speakers. One 

will say the two lines about the beetle, another the two lines
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152 NOTES AND EXERCISES.

about the screech-owl, and the third the two lines about the 
cricket. The rest of the poem will be spoken by the whole class. 
Be careful to keep together, and remember that “ sure ” does 
not rhyme with “ door ”,

LITTLE BOY BLUE. Page 120.
Author.—Eugene Field (1850-1895) was born in the United 

States of America. He became a writer for the newspapers and 
a writer of books. His best work is his poems for children. 
Some of them are very sad ; some of them are very funny. He 
was a tender-hearted, lovable man.

Gemral Notes.—What happened to Little Boy Blue ? Who 
kept the toys and thought sadly that they were waiting for 
their little master ? A trundle bed was a low bed on wheels 
that could be pushed under a higher bed when not in use. In 
the olden days children often slept in trundle beds.

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—The first two and the last two 
verses may be spoken by the whole class. Two of the class may 
each speak one of the other verse's.

DOT AND THE KANGAROO. Page 122.
Author.—Ethel C. Pedley is an Australian writer, whose 

Dot and the Kangaroo was first published as a story for children, 
and appeared again in dramatized form.

THE LITTLE MOTHER. Page 129.
Author—The story is taken from the Strand Magazine. It is 

a translation from the French.

SPRING SONG. Page 138.
Author.—Roderic Joseph Quinn, an Australian poet, was 

born at Sydney in 1869. Most of his poems were contributed 
to The Bulletin and The Worker, but collections have been 
published under the titles of The Hidden Tide, The Circling 
Hearths, and Collected Poems.

Suggestions for Verse Speaking.—Divide the class into two 
parts. One part says the first verse, the other part says the 
second verse, and the whole class says the last

:

verse.

By Authority : J. J. G our ley, Government Printer, Melbourne.
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