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INTRODUCTION

Basic Principles of Reading

Reading is the key that unlocks the door to knowledge.
Until children can get thought accurately and quickly from
the printed page, they are handicapped in their progress in
arithmetic, in language, and in every content subject.

But reading is more than the key to knowledge. It is a
key to character. Nothing is more vitally important than the
molding of the pupil’s taste for that which is good and pure
and true and noble. And in accomplishing this, reading is one
of the most potent factors. To create in the child’s own heart
a distaste for the cheap, the trifling, the untrue, in language
and thought, so that he voluntarily rejects all these and
chooses that which is uplifting—this is the great goal of the
teacher of reading. This is real character building.

To the boy or girl in training to be a missionary for God,
reading is also a key to soul winning, for through reading he
may open before others eternal truth. If the truth of God is
presented in language that is distinet and clear, people will
listen with pleasure. If it is given in tones that convey the
depth of beautiful meaning, whether it be warning, sympathy,
appeal, or love, the intelligence will be convinced, and the soul
may be won to obedience.

This is the way Jesus read. When He stood up in the syna-
gogue on the Sabbath day to read, He reached the very soul
of His hearers. He read with such fullness of meaning in His
voice that when He sat down “the eyes of all them that were
in the synagogue were fastened on Him.” They “wondered at
the gracious words which proceeded out of His mouth.” Such
reading will prepare our boys and girls to be witnesses for
Him.

In an endeavor to aid the teacher in placing these keys in
the hands of our boys and girls, and also to give the children a
balanced reading diet, the lessons in this book cover a wide
range. A list of the reading projects is found under “Contents
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by Projects” in the Teachers’ Edition. In this list are found
the Bible, the great source book of all that makes reading
worth while; nature, God’s other book; experiences from the
lives of men and women who have made God’s word the guide
of their actions ; the noble deeds of missionaries who have fol-
lowed their Lord in consecrating their best and their all to
helping their needy brothers; the inspiration of those who
through toil and perseverance have given up ease and per-
sonal pleasure in order to bequeath to the world their best in
literature, in art, in musie, in invention, in discovery—these
are some of the sources that have been appealed to in the prep-
aration of these lessons in reading for our growing boys and
girls, the boys and girls who “if rightly trained” are to takean
active part in finishing God’s work in the earth in this genera-
tion.

In revising this series of school readers it has not been
found necessary to draw from the unreal and purely imagina-
tive. The books are therefore entirely free from myths, fairy
tales, and all that tends to undermine faith in the Sacred
Word, and to unfit the pupil for the highest service. Many
conscientious educators and parents recognize the constantly
increasing tendency in the world to-day toward a lack of
faith in God and His word, which is but the natural result of
much of the teaching of the present age. Many school readers
abound with that which is false and fanciful, and this cannot
but do much to unfit the mind to meet the realities of life and
to appreciate sober truth. To help stem this tide toward the
artificial and the skeptical, the subject matter in these readers
is drawn entirely from the true and the beautiful in life, in
nature, and in revelation. The author believes that “truth is
stranger than fiction,” fact more wonderful than fancy; and
that the imagination of the child can therefore be best aroused,
interested, and developed in the realm of truth and fact.

Such thoughts nourishing the minds of the young day after
day and year after year will mold their lives and do much in
winning them for “the joy of service in this world, and for the
higher joy of wider service in the world to come.”

CONTENTS

In this Table of Contents, S or O following a title indicates
?vhether the lesson is best fitted for silent or for oral reading. Read-
1ngs. marked S with a number following, as S1, 82, ete. ;1re for
special silent reading drills or practice tests, the results :)f which
may be. recorded on the “Graph of Pupil's Weekly Silent Reading
Rate,” in the back of the reader. The number following the titles
of certain poems is the number of words the poem contains.

FIRST PERIOD

LEARNINGTOREAD ............ T
MEMORIZING THE SCRIPTURES S! | ................ .
THE SHEPHERD PSALM 117 ... ... Kiﬁé Damd ........... :
HOW 10 READ QUICKLY .......................... " ]
i SPERS L T 9
UNCLE PHIL'S STORYS . ........ ....................... s
ToE Do Wones 8 Lanmaes s || 13
HERO AND JETS2 .. ... .o\ SRR 8
ORALREADING v o oevvsss o o
THEECHOO ..................... »
ROBERTLOUISSTEVENSONS..........::::::: ............ 2:
BEDIN SUMMER®7............... Robert Louis Steve’n‘s:o.r; . %3
MEMORY READING .................
BEDTIME 5 « ..o o
AMOTHER’SSONG%..............:: .................. o
LITTLE“JOHNPE’I‘ER”S..............:::: ............... 38
";‘EE ’é‘REE F;OG R Gordon Third Recu.i;a;' o 42
E SUN’S TRAVELS 77 . ....... )
THE CLouD 8. .... ) e .I?t?be'rt Louts Stevenson o
BABYLANDY .. .......ovvvnn.... George Cooper .. ...... gg
THE MT. RORAIMA CHURCH SCHOOLS .. ........ ... . . .
TAUGHT BY A PARROTO. ... ................ .. o
ASPELLINGSTAIRWAYS4.........::::: ................ o
SIGNBOARDSTOHEALTHLANDS..........::::::: .......... gg
TINY’S ALARM CLOCK© .......... Christian Advoc'a-t.e. ''''' 61
LitTLE PAPOOSE LULLABY 8. . ..... Charles Myall . .. ... 64



COLUMBUS ANDA NEW WORLD S . ... ...ttt it 66

AN AXTOGRIND S5 | .. . . it ineienrnrneaaneroeeanns 73
PAYING Too MUCH FORA WHISTLE S5 ., . ... . v vnnn 76
READING TESTS AND SCORES FOR THE FIRST PERIOD .......... 79

SECOND PERIOD

THE LITTLE DICTIONARY TEACHER ... .....cvvievnearcnnnns 80
READING DRILLS FOR THE SECOND PERIOD .................. 82
PoLITE AwAY FrRoMm HOMEO . ... .. Pansy ........coeveneen 83
PROVERBS OF SOLOMON©O ......... TheBible . ......ccvovnn 86
“GIVE Us THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD” S .. ... ..o ovvvinnns 87
THE PRAYEROF A POOR WOMAN S L. .. i iiienann e 90
TOWSER AND THE CHICKS S ....... Christian Work . . ....... 92
DAISIESS0 . .. ... ... iinnnnn Frank Dempster Sherman 96
CLOUDS 139 . . ... . . . .. i'iieennnn Frank Dempster Sherman 97
THE FLY O Lttt ittt tetaeenaneaanananns 98
HALF AN APPLE O . . ittt inneatnsenaesosnnnes 100
OLD TUSKY ® L ittt ittt ieettenneaseessenanssnsnnansns 104
DIAMOND 82 | ...ttt ierataeeasnsonennnnneessvanns 110
MARY'SLAMBO . ................ Sarah J. Hale .......... 115
THE RAINDROPS’ JOURNEY 83 . ... . i iitintineinnrannncons 116
ALITTLE GIRL WHOM GOD USED® .. ... iiiriiiiininenans 117
JOEBLACK S8 ... .. . iiiiinnnns Gordon Third Reader ... 124
OBEDIENCE 42 .. .........cvvnnn PheebeCary ............ 127
WHATTOLOOKFORB2 ............ AliceCary .....ccooon.. 127
ROBERT BRUCE AND THE SPIDERS . . ... oottt 128
TIMOUR AND THE ANT S L ittt ittt iaesoananannns 131
GRACE DARLING S .. ittt ittt tttenor s nnnnsnnnnan 132
A FAwN SAVED FROM DoGs 84 ... .. Youth’'s Instructor . ..... 139
THEBOYANDHIsCAP 104, .. ..., Rebecca B. Foresman ... 141
My SHADOW 188 . ... ............. Robert Louis Stevenson .. 142
INAMINUTEO . .....ciiiieieat Youth's Instructor . ..... 144
A LITTLE GENTLEMAN © . ... . . ittt iiiiie s 146
A BOXOF PEARLS S . ...ttt ineina e 148
PENN’S TREATY WITH THE INDIANSS .. ... ... et 153
DID BOB THINK? S5 ..ttt tuneeeeininineneeeann... 159
WHATTOBEO .................. The Independent ....... 161
PETER PAUL AUGUSTUS O . ... i i e i ieeeeenaes 162
GRANDPAPA’S SPECTACLES O ....... Elizabeth Sill .......... 163
READING TESTS AND SCORES FOR THE SECOND PERIOD ......... 165
Vil

THIRD PERIOD

READING DRILLS FOR THE THIRD PERIOD .. .......c..0...... 166
EVEN THE WINDS OBEY HIM S . . ... ... . e, 167
PRETTY POLLY O ... . i 169
FLY-AWAY O e 172
A Two-THOUSAND DOLLAR

MouUuse HOUSESY, .. ........... Youth’s Instructor . . . ... 174
THE ANT AND THE CRICKET© .. ... Frances Jenkins Olcott .. 177
RATU MELI, A NATIVE CHIEFOF FIJIS ... ... ... unn... 178
THE WEATHER 101 _ ... . ....... Nancy Byrd Turner . . ... 184
My CHICKADEE GUESTS S . ........ Ernest Harold Baynes ... 185
NAOMI 52 e e e 191
DON'TGIVEUP® ... ............. PheebeCary............ 195
ToA HONEYBEES2 . .............. AliceCary ............. 196
STORIES OF LINCOLNO . .......... “True Stories of Lincoln” 197
WASHINGTON’S LOVE FOR CHILDREN S . .........0ovuenennns 200
ALITTLESLAVE S FAITHSS . ... .. . it ennns 202
THE CHURN THAT WAS NEVER :

THROUGH CHURNINGS ........ Arthur W. Spalding . . ... 204
THE ILL-NATURED BRIERC........ Anna Bache ............ 211
LITTLE “ScoTcH GRANITE” O . ., ... Sunday School Visttor ... 213
BRUNOSY ... ... . Jacob Abbott .......... 217
How THE STREET SWEEPER BECAME A MINISTERO .......... 221
ROSA BONHEUR S . ... ittt ittt it it ieeenaeaannnns 224
LITTLEFOXES 135 |, ... ......... Sunshine and Shadow 230
WHAT THE MINUTES SAY 118 | | . ... e 232
THESNOWBABYSE | . .. ......... “The Snow Baby” . ...... 233
MOTHER'S BOYO ................ The Sabbath Recorder ... 239
MOTHER'S GIRL O .. ... . . . . ittt ieeniaeanan 240
READING TESTS AND SCORES FOR THE THIRD PERIOD . ......... 242
THE LITTLE DICTIONARY TEACHER . .. ...ttt ieeeene i 243
MAPS .o e e e e X, XI, XII
GRAPHS OF PUPIL’S WEEKLY SILENT READING RATE .......... 252



Map of the New World

o'?G

ARCTiC ocﬁ@,"\

Sesan -
nmuog_ -

-um,‘ Jocwry

S wempes § Paris4 -
i

o meonpu; s 2 1384803

FALN AN
35L8%03

’/a’ e ~
” A
o oceno w

/BﬂTARCTlC OCEAN \

L

Map of the Old World

ARCTIC OCERN

e

#ouRIoR

____________ “~~TNDIAN
OCERN

e
~.

~,

¢ ARCTIC Ocggp ™

/:N’ﬂl“‘:’ € ClRorpe TSN

N,



Map of the United States

<
X
@
<
&
L]
[
z

COLog‘ao

KANSAS

OKLAHOMA:

AN
SThvavor

LY

4

Leérning te Redd'

Te the Boys and Girls in the Third Grade:

You are now beginning your third year in school.
This is a very im-por’tant year in your ed-u-ca’tion.
You are one year older than you were last year, and
you should be able to do more work than you did then.

In reading, you will learn to read more easily and
more quickly than you did in the second grade. So
you will be able to read more nice little books. Won’t
that be fine!

Your new reader is full of in’ter-est-ing stories.
There are stories about dogs, and birds, and horses,
and elephants, and other animals. There are stories
about children who have had the same temp-ta’tions
that you have, and how they learned to do right.

170 THE TEACHER: Before teaching any of the lessons in this book,
read carefully what is said in the “Introduction” and “To the Teacher”
in the section “Reading, Grades Three and Four” of the “Teacher’s
Handbook on the Elementary Curriculum.” “Learning to Read” may
be read to the class or given orally by the teacher to the pupils. Or the
pupils may read it silently before class time. It is designed to suggest
how the year’s work in reading may be introduced. Read also in “Read-

ing Tests and Scores for Third Grade” how to find and record the read-
ing rate and comprehension of each pupil.
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There are other stories about children who live in far-

away lands.

There are some stories about great men and
women who loved children. As you read about these
men and women, you will learn to love them. Some
of them have written beautiful poems for children,
and you will enjoy reading these poems.

Best of all, there are some wonderfully interest-
ing stories about missions and mis’sion-a-ries, and
how God is working for them. There are many more
stories than you had in your little second reader, and
some of them are longer. But third grade children
can read them easily/

When you were in the second grade, you learned
to read silently from 60 to 80 words a minute. By the
time you finish the third grade, you should be able
to read about 100 words a minute! Think of that/

To-day, we are going to see how much you can
read in one minute. I am wondering who can read
80 words right at the very beginning of this year.
Of course, you must think about what you are read-
ing, and understand what it means, or else it won’t
count at all.

Turn to page five in your reader. Here is a
story named “Mem’o-riz-ing the Scrip’tures.” There
are two words in this story that I want to be sure you
know before you begin to read so you won’t have to
stop and wonder what they are. These words are
am’bu-lance and hos’pi-tal. Do you know what an
ambulance is? I am sure you have heard of a hos-
pital. Look at these words carefully, and let us say

2

them together. Then you will know them when you
read them in the story.

This story tells about a little boy who was run
over one day in a big city. It tells what a good man
did for the poor little boy to make him feel better.
As you read, find out who the little boy was, what
ran over him, and what the good man did to help him
bear his suffering. Find out, also, if you can, what
good lesson we may learn from this story.

When you have read for three minutes, the teacher
will say, “Mark!” Just as soon as she speaks, you
may make a light pencil dot after the word you are
then reading, and go right on reading till you finish
the story.

What are you to do when your teacher says,
“Mark”? 3

What are you to do after you make the mark?

Ready! Point with your pencil to the first word
in the story. Then, all eyes on the teacher!

Read!




“The Good Shepherd”

4

THIRD GRADE—PART ONE
FIRST PERIOD

Memorizing the Scriptures D

“Mother, I don’t see why you have me
learn a psalm every month,” said Eva Pres-
ton. “None of the other girls do, and one
can always read them.”

Her mother said nothing for a moment.

“You don’t see the use of learning them
now, dear,” she then said gently, “but you
will when you are a little older.”

The next day was Sabbath. A stranger
talked to the Sabbath school.

“I work among the poor children in a big
city,” he said. “Many of these children sell
newspapers. They are my little friends. One
day, one of them, whose name was Joe, was
run over by a horse and wagon. He was
carried to a drug store near by to wait for
the ambulance to take him to the hospital.
The doctor and I were with him, and a crowd
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was in the store. The boy suffered terribly,
but he was a brave little fellow. All at
once, he said, ‘If I could hear about the
Shepherd, I could bear it better.

“I knew what he meant, for at the mis-
sion school I had told them about King
David’s beautiful shepherd psalm. I said it
now, over and over, and I wish you could
have seen the look in his face as he listened.
That little rough newsboy said after me,
‘And I will dwell in the house of the Lord
forever.” Before the ambulance came, Joe
was dead.

“I tell you this, dear children, because few
of us learn scriptures by heart. We think it
is not im-por'tant. But I know it is. I
wonder, now, if any child can re-peat’ the
twenty-third psalm for me.”

There was a long pause. No one stirred.
Then Eva Preston stood up and re-peat’ed
it very clearly and cor-rect’ly.

“Thank you, my dear,” the min’is-ter said
to Eva, as she finished. “You have a gift
that no one can take from you.”

6

Reading Rate and Comprehension

How many words did you read a minute? This
is called your reading rate. Your teacher will show
you how to mark your rate on your rate graph in the
back of your reader.

You may now write answers to the ten questions
below. Use only one or two words for each answer.
If you can answer all the questions correctly, it will
show that you have really read the story, and not just
hurried over the words. The number of questions an-
swered will show your grade in com-pre—hen sion, or
understanding what you read.

Comprehension Test

What was the little boy’s name?

What work did he do in the city?

Did a street car run over him one day?

Was he taken to the hospital for help?

Was he afraid to die?

Whom did he ask to hear about?

What psalm did the good man repeat to him?

Where did the good man tell this story?

Who repeated this psalm in Sabbath school?
10. Do you think this story helped Eva to see the

use of memorizing scriptures?

©PONS o N

If you answered seven questions correctly, your
comprehension grade is 70. If you answered eight
questions correctly, it is 80. What is it if you answer
5 questions? 10 questions? What was your compre-
hension grade?

7



The Shepherd Psalm @1

The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down

in green pas’tures:
He leadeth me beside the still waters.

He re-stor’eth my soul:
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness
For His name’s sake.

Yea, though I walk through the valley

of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil: for Thou art with me;
Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me.

Thou pre-par’est a table before me
In the pres ence of mine enemies:
Thou a-noint’ est my head with oil;
My cup runneth over.

Surely goodness and me'r' ¢y shall follow me
all the days of my life: '
And I will dwell in the house of the Lord

forever.
—King David.

Which psalm is called, “The Shepherd Psalm”?

Who wrote this psalm? Find it in your Bible.

The Shepherd Psalm is one of the most beautiful
psalms in the Bible. Every one should know it. Can
you repeat it clearly and correctly, as Eva did?

How to Read Quickly

One of the first things to do in learning to read
quickly is to be able to see a numher of words at once,
just as when you were in the first grade you learned
to see at one glance all the letters that make up a
word. When you see the word spider, you do not have
to think of each letter, s-p-i-d-e-r, before you know
the word, do you? In just this way, when you see
several words grouped together, you should learn to
see them all at one glance. These groups of words
we will call phrases. Practice saying these phrases
quickly at one glance:

Do yousee Hehas made his web ready to pounce
the spider and there he sits upon a fly
in the picture in the very middle of it

Notice the phrases in the next story. Try to read
each phrase as if it were only one word. Do not pause .
in the middle of it. After you have read the story
through once, write a list of all the things about
gpiders in this story that you knew before. Make
another list of the things you did not know before.
Tell the story of the spider that saved his life by
making a bridge.

9



/% in the very middle of it,
ready to pounce®
~ upon a fly.
The spider loves to work.
He begins to work
as soon as he begins to live.
Every spider is born a spinner.*
Even the youngest spider
& knows how to spin his thread
just as well as the oldest.

The spider never has to go to school
to learn his task.

~

God has given him the power to do his work.

And that is why
he never makes any blunders.

He weaves his web in a most wonderful way.

Not all the weavers* and spinners
in the world could beat the spider
in the work that he does.

10

The spider is never in a hurry.
He takes care to make every thread fast.
He takes pride in doing his work well.
All spiders
have not the same kind of work to do.
But they all do it in the very best way.
Some spiders are masons.*
They build houses the size of a big thimble.
They make doors to them,
which they shut when they go in.
The garden spider
lets his threads float in the air
till they happen to take hold of a plant
or the branch of a tree.
He then uses these threads
as roads or bridges
by which he crosses from place to place.

A strange story is told of a spider
that saved his life by this means.
He was put upon the end of a stick
which stood a foot or two out of water.
He was on a little island* in a little sea.

What did he do?
He walked down the stick

11



to the edge of the water.
He went round and round it,
but he could find no way to get fo.

He then went once more
to the top of the stick,
and kept still for a while.
He seemed to say to himself,
“Well, I am in a nice fix now.
What am I to do?”

He soon made up his mind.
He at once began to spin a long thread.
He made one end of it fast
to the top of the stick.
He let the thread float away in the wind,
till it caught a tree on the shore.
He then slid along this line,
and was soon safe on dry land.

Comprehension Test. See how many of these
questions you can answer after reading the story the
first time. -

1. What can every spider do? Who tat.lgh_t him?

2. What kind of spider makes houses with doors?

Did you ever see one of these houses?
3. What spider builds bridges? . How dpes he do
it? Did you ever watch a spider build a bridge?

12

Thought Questions

1. What is the difference between spinning and
weaving ?

2. What good lesson can you learn from a spider?

3. How long did it take you to read this story
through and answer correctly all the questions?

4. How many words in this story have a star after
them? Can you guess the meaning of each word?

Uncle Phil’s Story ®

Read this story and the next silently. Then de-
cide which you like the better, and study that one
until you can read or tell it well to the rest of the
class. “Uncle Phil’s Story” could be read orally as a
dialogue. How many persons would be needed to read
the parts? Read each phrase as if it were one word.
How far can you read in two minutes?

“Once, when I was a little boy,”
said Uncle Phil, “I asked my mother
to let Roy and me go and play by the river.
My mother said we might go. -
13



So we went and had a good deal of sport.
After a while, I took a shingle for a boat
and sailed it along the bank.
At last, it began to get into deep water
where I could not reach it with a stick.

“I told Roy to go and bring it to me.
Roy almost always did as I told him,
but this time he did not.
I scolded him, and he ran toward home.
Then 1 was very angry.
I picked up a stone and threw it at him
as hard as I could.”

“Oh, Uncle Phil!” cried Archie.

“Just then, Roy turned his head,
and the stone hit him over the eyes.”

“Oh, Uncle Phil!” cried Robert.

“Yes; it made him stagger.
He gave a little cry and fell to the ground.
I did not go to him,
but waded into the water for my boat.

«But it was deeper than I thought.
Before I knew it, I was in a strong current.*
I sereamed as it carried me down stream,
but no one was near to help me.

14

“As I went down under the deep water
something took hold of me and dragged me;
toward the shore.

When I was safe on the bank
I saw it was Roy ’
that had saved my life.”

“Good fellow!

Was he your cousin?”
asked Robert.

“No,” replied Uncle Phil.

“What did you say?”’
asked Archie.

“I put my arms around
the dear fellow’s neck,
and begged him

W to forgive me.”
“What did he say?” asked both the boys.

“He said, ‘Bow, wow, wow!’ ”

“Why! Who was Roy, anyway?”
they asked, in surprise.

“He was my dog,” said Uncle Phil
“the best dog I ever saw. ,

I have never been unkind to a dog
or any other animal since,
and I hope you never will be.”

15




The Dog With a Lantern ®

Find something in this story which proves t}.lat
this dog was intelligent. Find something Wl}lch
proves that he was faithful; that he was persevering.

In reading, think of each phrase as one word.

How far can you read in two minutes?

Here is a dog with a lantern in his mouth.
His name is Carlo. He is looking for his
master. :

Carlo had been taught to be useful. In
the place where his master lived, the roads
were often so bad that, on dark nights, it
was not safe for any person to go out with-
out a light. So Carlo’s master had taught
him to carry a lantern for him at night.
And he did it just as well as any boy could
have done.

16

- Carlo never trotted too far ahead. He
kept near at hand so that the bright light
of the lantern might guide his master’s
steps. When he came to any part of the
road where there was a deep rut or hole,
he would turn around to his master, as
much as to say, “Take care, master! There
is a hole here.”

The dog’s master lived about a mile from
the town. When he could not get home be-
fore dark, Carlo used to be sent with the
lantern to meet him.

“Come, Carlo, go for master!” was the
order. And it never had to be given twice.
Carlo knew where to go, quite as well as

~ he knew the road which his master would

take.

But Carlo did not always find his mas-
ter at once. When he reached the town, he
would run to a house, where he knew his
master often was. Still holding the lantern,
he would scratch at the door and bark, as
much as to say, “Here I am, master, with
the lantern. Are you ready for home?”

17
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Some one would perhaps come to the door
and say, “Your master is not here, Carlo.”
Carlo would growl, as if he meant to say,
“Then he is somewhere else, and I must
find him.”

He would then run to one house after
another, until he found his master. Then
the two would start together for home.

Hero and Jet ©?

Read this story until you find out how Hero got
his name. Did he deserve the name? Why? How do

you suppose Jet got her name?

Your teacher will time you, calling, “Mark!” at
the end of two or three minutes. What is your
average reading rate a minute? Mark it on your

rate graph.

Bessie lived on a large farm in the coun-
try. The house was very old, and the trees
around it were old, too. But such apples,
and pears, and cherries Bessie thought
never grew anywhere else!

There were a great many chickens and
cows in the farmyard. Bessie used to play

18

with them all. They seemed to know that
the little girl would not do them any harm.
But her pets were
the big dog, Hero,*
and the little cat,
named Jet.*

One day, when
Bessie was a little
girl, she was play-
ing on the grass
with her pet dog.
His name was Fi’'do
then. While they
were playing, a big,
wicked-looking dog
came running right
up to Bessie.

Fido would not let
his little mistress be
. hurt if he could help
it. He put himself right in front of her and
baErked as loud as he could. As the big dog
tried to go past him, he caught him by the
tail and held on tight. The bad dog got

many a bump and some pretty hard bites.
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Soon Bessie’s mamma came and drove
the naughty dog away. Then they all petted

" Fido, and papa changed his name to Hero

because he had been so brave. Ever since
that time, Bessie loved him more than ever.

One day, Hero found a little black kit-
ten away down the road somewhere, and
brought it home. He laid it in Bessie’s lap.
Then he looked into her face as much as
to say, “Please take care of him for my
sake.” Bessie named the little black kitten,
Jet. From that time, Hero and Jet were
always together.

Bessie never forgot how Hero had taken
care of her. She never forgot that he liked
his breakfast and supper of nice new milk.
Every morning and every evening, when
the maids were going out to milk the cows,
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you might have seen Bessie walking behind
them with Hero on one side, and Jet on the
other. In one hand Bessie carried a little
pail, and in the other a milking stool.

Old Boss, the gentlest cow, knew that
this little milkmaid was coming to her. She
would stand very still, not even kicking the
flies away, for fear of hurting the little
milkmaid. Two little hands would be at
work and soon the tiny pail would be full
of foaming, creamy milk. Then Bessie

would pour it into a deep dish for Hero and
Jet to drink.

Oral Reading

Once more, boys and girls, you are to have a talk
with your teacher about learning to read. You have
now had a number of lessons on silent reading. What
fun it has been, hasn’t it, to see how quickly you ecould
find out what the story was about?

Silent reading is very important, but if all your
reading were silent, much of the good you might do
for others would be lost. If you learn to read well out
loud, you can often give real pleasure to others, and
help them, too. Do you know any blind person or some
aged man or woman, or some one who is sick, who
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lives near by? It would bring great joy to them for
you to take your reader and visit them some day.
How thankful they would be to hear you read a good
story in an interesting way! In their prayers, I am
sure they would say, “God bless that noble boy or
girl.”

Your father or mother or your little brother or
sister would like to hear you read, too, I am sure.
And you would want to do your very best for them.
When you can read well enough, you might be needed
to read a story to the whole school or perhaps even
to a parents’ meeting. So get ready, boys and girls,
and your chance will come.

How can you get ready? That is just what I am
going to tell you. There are four things to work for
in oral reading, for that is what reading out loud is
called. :

First. You must not only understand what you
are reading, but you must try to sympathize with the
people you are reading about. If it is a sad story, you
should feel sorry. If it is a happy story, you should
feel glad. Try to read the words spoken in the same
tone that you think the people spoke them. Some-
times it will be slow and thoughtful. Sometimes it
will be with surprise. Try to find out just how the
different ones in the story felt, and then read what
they said in the same tone that they spoke.

Second. In learning to read orally, you must be
sure to pro-nounce’ your words correctly and very
dis-tinet’'ly. If you mumble your words or run them
together, others cannot understand you, and they
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Wi.ll not enjoy listening to you. Practice much on
this part of your reading.

Third. Read only the words that are in the story.
Be. carf:ful not to leave out some or put in others, as
this mlgbt change the meaning. Be careful, too ,not
to read in a stumbling way, or go back and re’peat
words you have already read. Read slowly enough so
that your reading will be smooth and even. If you
read too hurriedly, the people who listen will find it
h.ard to get all the thought, and they will soon become
tired of listening to you.

Ftowr?h. The fourth thing to remember in oral
reading is to read to the one who is listening. Read
as 3:ou would ¢alk. When you talk to some one you
don’t look down at your nose all the time, do ’you?
Oh no! You look right into the eyes of the one to
whom you speak. That is the way to read. Have your
sto.ry so well prepared that you almost know parts
of it by h.eart. Then often look away from your story
and straight into the eyes of those who are listening
If you know your story well enough, you will not lose;
zé):;'e I?lace when you need to look again at your

The next story is named “The Echo.” It is a fine
one for oral reading. Have you ever heard an echo?
Y.ou surely have if you have ever lived among thé
hills. S.four voice goes out and seems to strike the side
of a hill. Then it bounds back somewhat as a ball
bounds back when you throw it against a building.

The echo says exactly what you sai !
aid. Onl
seems far away. Y nly the voice

23



As you read “The Echo” orally, try to give the
words of the echo a real echo sound. Find out what
lesson the echo taught Henry. Part of this story
could be read as a dia-
logue. How many per-
sons would be needed to
read it that way?

Try to read each line
as one phrase. This will
help you to read more
smoothly.
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The Echo @

“Hop, hop, hop!”
shouted little Henry,
who was playing
one day in a field

near a wood.
“Hop, hop, hop
came an echo* back to him.

"’

“Who is there?” asked Henry in surprise.

“Who is there?” answered the echo.
“Foolish fellow!” cried Henry
at the top of his voice.

“Foolish fellow!” came from the wood.

At this, Henry became very angry,
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and called out many ugly names.
The voice from the wood
sent back every word.
Henry could not see
who was speaking from the wood.
He ran home to his father
as fast as he could.
“Father, a boy who is hid in the woods
has been calling me bad names,” he said.
“Ah, Henry,” said his father,
“you have heard nothing
but the echo of your own words.
The bad names came first
from your own lips.
Had you used kind and gentle words,
you would have had
kind and gentle words in return.
Kind words bring back kind echoes.”

Robert Louis Stevenson ®

This story is about a little sick boy who was
always cheerful and kind. As you read it, find out
this little boy’s name, where he lived, and what he
planned to be when he became a man. When must
it have been hard for him to be kind? How far can
you read silently in three minutes?
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1. When Robert Louis Stevenson was a
little boy, he always went to bed at seven
o’clock. In the winter time, this seemed all
right to him, for then it was dark at that
hour. But in the summer time it was broad
daylight at seven o’clock and for a long
time after that. Then it was not so easy
to ‘have to go to bed while the birds were
still hopping about, and he did so want to
play a little longer. He couldn’t understand
about the days getting longer in summer.

“1’d rather go to bed at the seven o’clock
that used to be,” he would say to his mother.

But Robert Louis was a sickly child, and
his wise mother knew that the best thing
for him was plenty of sleep and rest.

2. When he was grown up, he wrote a
great many poems especially for children.
One of them he named “Bed in Summer.”
He thought other little boys and girls who
like to play late in the summer evenings
instead of going to bed at their reg’u-lar
time would enjoy reading it.

3. Sometimes, little Robert Louis was too
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sick to sleep, and he would lie awake all
night long. He would cough until his poor
little body seemed all tired out. But he had
a very kind nurse. When he could not sleep,
she would often read to him stories from
the Bible. Sometimes she would gently take
him up in her arms and carry him to the
window where he could look out at the stars.
If they saw lights in other houses, they won-
dered if there were other sick little boys
there with their nurses, waiting for the
morning. How glad Robert Louis was when
he could hear horses and people begin to
pass by on the street in the early morning!
Even when he became a grown-up man, he
never forgot this kind, faithful nurse.

“It seems to me that I should have died,”
he said, “if I had been left there alone to
cough and weary in the darkness. My pa-
tient nurse was like an angel to help and
comfort me.”

4. All through his boyhood he planned
to be an author.* One day, before he was
old enough to write, he began to print a
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story of Moses. It was such a long story
that his mother helped him at last by writ-
ing down what he told her.

5. When he became a man, he wrote a
book called “A Child’s Garden of Verse.”
In this book there
are a number of
very pretty poems
that children Ilove.
He wrote most of
these poems in a
dark room because
his eyes were so bad
that they could not
bear the light. He
wrote them with his
left hand because
his right hand was injured and had to be
carried in a sling. He could not tell some
one else what to write for him because
when he talked, it would set him to cough-
ing, and then blood would come from his
lungs. So the doctor said he must not speak.

6. All this time Robert Louis Stevenson’s
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Robert Louis Stevenson

home was in Scotland. He loved his coun-
try, but the climate was too cold for him.
When he became a man, he took his family
and went to Sa-mo’a, an island* in the warm
waters of the South Pacific Ocean. Here
Mr. Stevenson began to grow stronger. He
felt so much better in this warm climate
that he decided to build a home in Samoa.

7. He bought four hundred acres of land
covered with trop’i-cal* trees and bushes
and vines. It was a real jungle,* and Mrs.
Stevenson could not get through it until a
trail* was cut through the wild forest. The
trail went up a hill, and at the top, they
built their house. Here and there along
the trail grew coconut palms and other
trees that do not grow in colder climates.

8 In his Samoan home Mr. Stevenson
grew quite well and strong. He worked
hard clearing the land for a little garden.
He often went boating and bathing.

9. The native Samoans loved Mr. Steven-
son. He used to amuse them by telling
them stories. Because of this, they called
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him “Tu-si-ta’la”’ instead of Mr. Stevenson.
Tusitala is a Samoan word which means
“Teller of Tales.”

10. But Tusitala did more than amuse
the natives. He helped them. When they
were sick, he cared for them. When they
were hungry, he gave them food. When'
they were in trouble, he told them what
to do. He never thought about their skin
being brown instead of white. He just
treated them as brothers.

And these un-civ’il-ized natives returned
his kindness. Long lines of them often
came to his home with baskets filled with
presents. Some of the Samoan chiefs made
a fine new road to his house. They did all
the work and paid all the cost themselves.
Then they named it “The Road of the
Loving Heart.”

11. Where “The Road of the Loving
Heart” meets the main road, Tusitala
placed a signboard. The writing on it is in
the native language, and means, “It shall
never be muddy; it shall go on forever;
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this road that we have dug.” This signboard
is still there, and if you ever go to Samoa
you can see it, and walk over the road.

When the road was finished, Mr. Steven-
son gave a feast to all the natives. The
tablecloth, made of green banana leaves,
was spread on the ground, and the people
sat around it on mats. Banana leaves were
used for plates.

12. Mr. and Mrs. Stevenson sometimes
visited other islands. Wherever they went,
they made friends. Once, they went to an
island whose king was a savage fellow.
This king would not let a white man land
on his island. But he liked the looks of Mr.
Stevenson, and received him as a guest.
Mr. and Mrs. Stevenson stayed on the is-
land for some time. When they left, this
savage king wept.

“You no see king cry before,” he said
through his tears. “King all the same man,
feel bad, he cry. I very sorry! I very sorry!”

13. When Mr. Stevenson died, every one
on the island mourned. The great flag was
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taken down from the housetop and wrapped
around his body. The brown chiefs quietly
and lovingly covered him with fine mats.
They would not go away from his side. They
wanted to spend the last night with him.

Loving hands cleared a road up the
mountain to the place which he had chosen
for his grave. Samoan friends carried his
casket* up the steep path. The others fol-
lowed on foot.

By the side of the grave of their beloved
Tusitala, the natives planted a Scotch thistle.
The thistle is the national* flower of Scot-
land, his native country. On his tomb is
written a verse from the Samoan Bible.

Since his death, the Samoan chiefs have
not allowed anyone to use guns on the hill-
side where he lies. They want the birds to
sing there without fear.

14. In spite of all his sickness and his
short life, Robert Louis Stevenson did a
great work. But the greatest thing he did
was to be so unselfish and kind to all that

he filled their hearts with love and cheer.
—Adapted.
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. Comprehension Test. How many of these ques-
tions can you answer correctly after reading the
story the first time?

1. Why do you think Robert Louis didn’t like
to go to bed?
2. Who was his first story about?
3. What book did he write for children?
How did he have to do it?
4. In what country was he born?
Find it on the globe.
5. Why did he go to Samoa to live?
Find Samoa on the globe.
6. What did the natives on the island call him?
7. What did they build for him?
What did they name it?
8. Tell a story showing that the people loved

9. What .is the greatest work he did?
10. What is the national flower of Scotland?
What is the national flower of your country?

Bed in Summer €

Who wrote this poem?

- When Robert Louis Stevenson was a little boy,
be could pot understand why he had to get up at night
in the winter, and go to bed by day in the summer.
Can you explain this?

. Notice the tone your teacher uses as she reads
this poem to you. Then as you read, try to use the
same tone,.
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1. In winter, I get up at night,
And dress by yellow candlelight.
In summer, quite the other way,
I have to go to bed by day.

2. T have to go to bed and see
The birds still hopping in the tree,
Or hear the grown-up people’s feet
Still going past me in the street.

8. And does it not seem hard to you,
When all the sky is clear and blue,
And I should like so much to play,
To have to go to bed by day?

— Robert Louis Stevenson.

Memory Reading

Boys and girls, to-day you are to have another
talk with your teacher about learning to read. In
your past lessons you have learned something about
silent reading. You have also been learning about
oral reading. There is still another way to read, and
this you do without looking at your book. |

You don’t see how you can do that? I will tell
you. You can memorize some of the poems that you
like, and then read these beautiful poems to others
without looking at your reader.
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By learning to read well from memory, you can
give much pleasure to others, for every one likes to
hear a good poem well recited. In your third reader
there are many beautiful little poems for you to en-
joy. In some of these there are such beautiful word
pictures or such happy thoughts that you will want
to remember them as long as you live. Think care-
fully about all the poems in your reader, and choose
for memory those you like best.

Some children think it is hard to memorize poetry.
But that is not true. It seems hard to them only be-
cause they have never learned how to do it. This
year you are going to learn how to memorize poems
easily and quickly.

Suppose you try memorizing the poem you have
just had in class,—the one written by Robert Louis
Stevenson, named “Bed in Summer.” You have
learned how little Robert Louis had to go to bed even
before the birds were quiet. And you know how hard
it was for him to stop playing and do this, just as it
would be hard for you. You have heard your teacher
read this poem to you, and now you can read it just
as well as she did!

Try reading the first stanza with your teacher.
Then, read it alone, and see how much you can look
away from your book while still reading. How many
times do you have to read it before you can read it
without looking at your book at all?

Read the second stanza silently. As you read, try
to see the birds hopping in the tree, and hear the
tramping of people in the street. How many of you
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after two minutes’ study can read this stanza with-
out looking at the book?

Try the third stanza in the same way. You are
now ready to recite the whole poem. How easy it
was, wasn’t it? And I imagine most of you learned
it all in not more than five minutes.

It is really very easy to learn to repeat a few
stanzas of poetry, and it takes only a very little time
after you once get to work. But it isn’t quite so easy
to remember it until to-morrow or next week or next
year. And the poems you learn in school you should
be able to recite at any time during the year.

The best way to do this is to review them often.
Say them over to yourself after you have learned
your other lessons. Say them to one another at recess
or sometime outside of school hours. Say them at
home to your little brothers or sisters or to your par-
ents. And when you can say them well, you may be
asked to recite them when some one comes to visit the
school. Always be ready. And do your part well.

Do you see the number 58 after the name of the
next poem? It means that there are 53 words in the
poem. After each of the best poems in your reader
there is a number which tells how many words are
in it. How many words in “A Mother’s Song” on
page 38. How many in “Bed in Summer”?

These numbers are given so that you may keep
track of how much memory work you do each school
period, and so that your teacher will know what grade
to give you in memory reading at the close of the

period. In order to get a passing grade of .75, you:
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should learn a poem or poems that contai

120 words. If you learn 140 words, youn;‘?illll1 bzt;ie\?eslz
a grade of 80; 160 words gives you a grade of 85:
200 words a grade of 90; 250 words a grade of 95I
300 words a grade of 100. I wonder how many oi,"

you are going to get a grade of 100 each i
: eriod
this school year. Do it boys and girls! d o

Bedtime ©®

There is a pretty word picture in the first stanza

of “Bedtime.” Tell what it looks lik
13 . e to .
are the curtains of purp]_e and red”? you What

The birdie has gone to its nest,
And baby must go to her bed,

For the sun has sunk down in the Wet
In curtains of purple and red.

Yes, this is the end of the day;
The lambs are asleep in the dew:

So baby must leave off her play, ’
And go to her little bed, too.

— Author Unknown.




A Mother’s Song

This little poem tells us
how the songs we learn in
childhood help us when we
are grown up. What song
does your mother sing that
you like best? What song
do you know of “the beau-
‘tiful home above”?

A mother sang to her child one day
. A song of the beautiful home above;
~Sang it as only a woman sings
Whose heart is full of a mother’s love.

And many a time in the years that came
He heard the sound of that low,
sweet song: .
It took him back to his childhood days;
It kept his feet from the paths of wrong.

— Author Unknown.

Which poem do you like the better—*“Bedtime”
or “A Mother’s Song”? Which three pupils in the
class can be the first to read from memory the poem
of your choice? :
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Little “John Peter” ©®

As you read this story silently, see how many
things John Peter did which show that he was a
real little Christian. There is a beautiful promise
in Matthew 5:10 for such children as he. Read it,
and tell what this promise is.

Your teacher will time you as you read, and at
the end of each minute, you may mark the place
where you are reading. How long does it take you
to read the story through?

This is a good story to practice reading out loud,
so that you can read it to some one who has never
heard it.

1. This is a story about a little boy who
lives in Rou-ma’ni-a. Roumania is a coun-
try in Eu’rope.

I do not know this boy’s name. It might
have been Peter, for he stood like a rock
for the right. It might have been John, for
his heart was full of love. Let us call him
John Peter. o

2. John Peter is nine years of age. He
loves to go to Sabbath school. But the Iaw
of Roumania says that all children must go
to public school on Saturday as well as on
other days.
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If they are absent from school, their par-
ents must pay a fine. They must pay sixty-
five lei.* It takes about two lei to make one
cent. Sixty-five lei is about thirty cents.
That is a good deal of money in Roumania
at this time. It means much more than
thirty cents means in America.

3. But John Peter loved the Sabbath
school. He loved to sing the beautiful songs
about Jesus. He loved his kind Sabbath
school teacher. He loved to listen to the
Bible stories. He wanted to go to Sabbath
school every Sabbath. He did not want to
miss a single lesson.

“Mother,” he said, “the lessons I learn
in Sabbath school are worth more than
sixty-five lei.”

John Peter’s mother loved her darling
boy. She was very happy because he loved
the Sabbath school where he was taught
the word of God. |

“You may go to Sabbath school, my boy,”
she said, “and I will pay the fine.”

So John Peter went to Sabbath school,
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and his mother paid the fine. Again and
again the lad was absent from school.
Again and again his mother paid the fine.

It was hard for her to save so much
money every week. But she wanted her
little boy to learn God’s word. She wanted
him to love the Sabbath always. She was
glad to work hard and save the money.

4. The teacher wondered why John Peter
was absent so often.

“Why are you absent from school on
Saturday?” she asked at last.

“l go to Sabbath school on Sabbath,”
John Peter said politely.

The teacher thought that was a poor
reason for being absent from school. She
did not love the Sabbath. What did she
care for the Sabbath school? She was
vexed.

“I shall punish you if you are absent
again,” she said.

5. Poor little boy! What should he do?
Every day he thought about it. At last,
another Sabbath came.
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“Shall T go to Sabbath school where God
wants me?” he asked himself. “Or shall I
go to school where the teacher wants me?”
He decided to obey God, no matter what
came.

6. When he went to school on Monday,
he paid his fine as usual. But now he must
be punished also. The teacher made fun of
his religion. She thought if John Peter
wanted to be so religious, she would give
him a chance every day.

“You may kneel in the corner of the
room for four hours every day of this
week,” she said sternly.

All the children were watching little John
Peter. It was hard for him to have his re-
ligion made fun of in that way. But he
walked quietly over to the corner of the

room. He knelt down on the floor. No.

doubt all the children laughed at him. Poor
little John Peter! |
7. Five minutes passed, then ten minutes,
then fifteen. How long it seemed! Half an
hour passed at last. He was getting very
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tired. But he knew that he had done noth-
ing wrong.

Slowly the clock on the wall ticked away
one hour. How his poor little body ached!
But he did not complain. He knew Jesus
had suffered more than that for him. At
last the weary day drew to a close.

The next day it was just the same—
kneeling four long hours in the corner:
Then Wednesday came, and with it another
four hours in the corner. Thursday came,

and at its close, the tired little boy went
home.

“Only one more day now before the
happy Sabbath!” he thought. How glad he
would be to see his loving Sabbath school
teacher!

- 8 On Friday, little John Peter knelt in
the corner as usual. It was the prep-a-ra’-
tion* day for the Sabbath. Did he remem-
ber how Jesus knelt on the damp earth for
hours? Did he remember that Jesus prayed,
“Father, forgive them”? Did he remember,
I wonder? '
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Do you think his long punishment made
him feel like giving up the Sabbath school?
Oh no! He longed more than ever to see
his Sabbath school teacher. She loved him,
he knew.

9. At last his week of punishment was
over. The time till Sabbath school should
begin seemed almost as long as the hours
of his punishment. But at last it came,
and little John Peter skipped happily away
to Sabbath school.

He told his teacher all about it. How
proud she felt of her brave, loyal little boy!
She put her arms lovingly around him.

“What did you think about all the time
you were kneeling?” she asked gently.

And what do you suppose he told her?
Was he thinking how cross and cruel his
teacher was? Was he thinking that when
he had a good chance he would cause her
trouble? What was he thinking about, I
wonder?

“I prayed that the Lord would forgive
my teacher,” he softly whispered.
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The Tree Frog ¢

This story is your third special rate drill for
this period. Find your silent reading rate, and mark
it on the graph in the back of your
reader. As you read, find out the
difference between a tree frog and
a bullfrog.

] 1. The tree frog does not
A tree frog is only live in the pond with the bull-

inches long. frogs. His home is in a tree.

Sometimes he looks out of a knot hole.
Sometimes he clings close to the tree trunk.
Often he swings happily from the under
side of a leaf. -

He is so nearly the color of the tree that
it is hard to see him even when he is in plain
sight. Once a man marked a tree frog, and
learned that for four years he kept the
same home in an old hickory tree.

2. When the tree frog is hungry, he sits
very still and darts out his sticky tongue
at insects that fly past him.

He is so pleaskd when rain is near that he
sings a little song. Itis, “R-r-r-d! R-r-r-d!”
Have you ever heard him sing?
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The tree frog is a climber. The knobs or
pads on the ends of his toes help him to
climb.

3. When winter comes, he climbs down
from his tree and burrows* in the leaf
mold.* Sometimes he makes his bed in a
hollow tree.

His big cousins, the bull-
frogs, wrap themselves in
mud blankets and sleep at
the bottom of the pond.
When spring comes, all the
frogs awake, and sing and
sing for joy.

4. A lady once saw a tree
frog as he was peeping out
of his knot hole. She lifted him carefully
and took him into her house. She went to
a window where plants were growing.

The tree frog was much frightened. He
sat very still in her hand with his legs
folded close to his body. "

When the lady opened her hand, he saw
the green leaves. He thought, “Here is my

chance to get away.” So he made a flying
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A Bullfrog

leap. But he did not get away. He landed
among the plants.

Then he saw a tree close by. He made
another leap, hoping to reach it. Some-
thing hard and slippery kept him from the
tree. He could not see this thing, but he
found that he could climb up.

The little children watched him climb.
Their mother showed them his webbed feet
and long, slender toes. They saw that each
one was tipped with a little knob.

To show them how he could change color,
she placed him on something black. Soon
his skin grew quite dark.

Then she placed him on something green.
After he had been on the green for a time,
his color grew greenish.

After the children had asked all the
questions they could think of, they all went
out to the tree, and the lady put him in his
knot hole.. :

I think he was glad to be at home again,
don’t you?

— Gordon Third Redder.
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Comprehension Test. Answer as many of these
questions as you can after you have read the story
only once. If you fail on any question, study the story
until you find all the answers.

1. Where is the home of a tree frog?

2. Where is the home of a bullfrog?

8. Where does the bullfrog stay in winter?

4. Where does the tree frog stay in winter?

5. What is the color of a tree frog?

6. How does a tree frog eat? What does he eat?

7. How does a tree frog climb?

8. Tell the story about the tree frog that a lady
caught.

9. Did you ever see a tree frog? Is it as large
as a bullfrog?

The Sun’s Travels ™

Who wrote this poem? What other poems of his
do you know? o

Read stanza one carefully. Read the line that tells

where the sun goes at night.

In stanza two read the lines that tell what the
children in India are doing when the children on the
other side of the globe are playing. Ask your teacher
to explain this. On the globe find India, Scotland,
the Atlantic Sea, and “the West.”

Read the lines that tell what the children in the
West are doing when those in the East (in Scotland
where Robert Louis lived when he was a boy) are
just finishing their supper. Can you explain this?
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1. The sun is not abed when I

At night upon my pillow lie;
Still round the earth his way he takes,
And morning after morning makes.

. While here at home, in shining day,

We round the sunny garden play,
Each little Indian sleepyhead
Is being kissed and put to bed.

. And when at eve I rise from tea,

Day dawns beyond the Atlantie Sea,
And all the children in the West
Are getting up and being dressed.

— Robert Louis Stevenson.




The Cloud ¢®

It will be interesting for one child to be the cloud,
and read what the cloud says, and the other pupils
ask the questions of the cloud. Remember that good
oral reading is slow enough to be distinct.

What three things do these stanzas tell that the
clouds do?

What are you doing, little white cloud,

Up in the heavens, sailing so proud?
Helping my brothers here in the blue
Hide the hot sunshine, children, from you.

Where are you going, flying so slow,
White cloud so lazy, I'd like to know?
Gathering raindrops out of the air,

For the poor flowers, dying down there.

When will you scatter some of the showers
You have been saving, down to the flowers?
Where the Lord sends me, always I roam,
When the Lord bids me, children, I'll come.

— Author Unknown.

Babyland oD

Find five questions in this poem, and tell the
answer to each. ‘Suppose one pupil reads the ques-
tions, calling upon others in the class to read the

answers.
50

. “How many miles to Babyland?’—

“Anyone can tell;

Up one flight,

To your rlght
Please to ring the bell.”

. “What can you see in Babyland?’—

“Little folks in white,
Downy* heads,
Cradle beds,

Faces pure and bright!”

. “What do they do in Babyland?’—

“Dream, and wake, and play,
Laugh and crow,
Shout and grow;

Jolly times have they!”

. “What do they say in Babyland?’—

“Why, the oddest things!
Might as well
Try to tell

What a birdie sings!”
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5. “Who is the queen of Babyland?’—
“Mother, kind and sweet;
And her love,
Born above,
Guides the little feet.”

— George,Cooper.

“The Queen of Babyland”

The Mt. Roraima Church School ®

This story is about a church school of Indians
away down in South America. Find South America
on the globe. Find Mt. Ro-rai'ma* on the map of
South America.

Read and find out how this church school is dif-
ferent from yours. Read Isaiah 40:31, and tell which
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of the children in this school you think will love this
promise the most.
How far can you read silently in three minutes?

1. The Mt. Roraima church school is in
South America. It was started in 1928
Thirty-four children attend this school.
They are all Indians. Mrs. Elizabeth Cott
is their teacher. This story is from what she
has written about them.

2. These little Indian children are very
anxious to learn. They love to learn Bible
memory verses. They love to sing songs
about Jesus. They sing some of the same
songs that you sing. These songs help them
to do right.

3. When the children first came to this
church school, they were very dirty. No one
had ever taught them that they should
come to school with clean hands and faces.
The teacher taught them to sing:

“T washed my hands this morning,
" O very clean and white,
And lent them both to Jesus,
To work for Him till night.”
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Now, as soon as they hear the call for
school, they scramble down the hill to the
waterfall close by. They nearly fall over
one another to see who will reach the water
first. In a moment, off comes their one-
piece dress, and into the water they plunge
for a good bath. They have no towels to
dry themselves, but the hot sun soon dries
them. Then they dress and come straight
to school.

4, One day, a little boy named Daniel
came to school with dirty hands and face.
In a few minutes all the children were sing-
ing, “I washed my hands this morning.”

Daniel looked down at his dirty hands.
He could not sing the song, for he had not
washed his hands. You should have seen
how guilty he looked. He knew he could
not work for Jesus with dirty hands. He
left the room quickly. Down to the water-
fall he ran as fast as his feet could carry
him. Before the other children had stopped
singing, he was back in school. His hands
and face were nice and clean, but dripping
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with water. I don’t think he forgot again
do you? ’

5. During prayer, the children all kneel
with both knees on the ground. Every eye
is closed. Sometimes they hold them tightly
with their fingers, so that they cannot come

These are the Mt. Roraima church school chi i
. children wearing th
new dre§s_es M.rs. Cott .made for them. How would you li%{ettg
visit their school? Can you find little Marguerite?

open. Some bow with their faces to the
ground. They are very quiet during prayer.

6. These little children can sing “The
Boat on Galilee,” “Jesus Knows All About
Our Troubles,” “Jesus Is Coming Again,”
and several other beautiful hymns. Little
Marguerite, the baby of the school, can sing
all by herself, “Jesus Loves Me, This 1
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Know.” These children can say “The Lord’s
Prayer” and a number of Bible verses.
They are also learning to read and write.
They love to write on the slates that have
been sent to them.

7. One little girl’s name is Ella. She is
a little cripple.* She cannot go to school.
She lives in one of the huts at the mission.
She has no parents to care for her. She
says that when Jesus eomes, she is going
to live with Him, and she will have two
wings and fly like a bird. Shall we not pray
for ‘these little Indian children, that they
may be ready to meet Jesus when He
comes?

Comprehension Test

1. In what country is the Mt. Roraima church
school?
What kind of children attend this school?
How long ago was this school started?
What do the children love to learn?
Name one song that they love to sing.
How do they get ready for school?
What little boy once forgot to. get ready? -
How do they behave during prayer?

What song can Baby Marguerite sing all alone?
What is the name of the little cripple girl?
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Taught by a Parrot ®

Johnny is a rather careless boy.

He often forgets the good manners
his mother tries to teach him.
One day, she sent him
to Mrs. Grey’s on an errand.

When the lady
came to the door,

he told his errand

without taking off his hat.
- Suddenly, a hoarse voice croaked out,

“Take off your hat! Take off your hat!”

Astonished and half frightened,
Johnny snatched it off.

At this, Mrs. Grey laughed.

“It is only my parrot,” she said.
“Polly likes to remind everybody
of his duty, you see.” )

“Yes, Mrs. Grey,” said Johnny.
But he thought to himself
that it was a great pity
if he had to be taught manners by a parrot.
He made up his mind

to be more careful in the future.
— Selected.
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A Spelling Stairway s

Read this story silently and mark your reading
rate. Then tell how a spelling lesson is like a stair-
way. How many holes did you leave in your spell-
ing stairway to-day?

The conversation between Jimmy and the car-
penter would make a good dialogue for oral reading.
Try it, reading only the words spoken by each one.

Jimmy came in from school and began
to climb into his play clothes.
“How was your spelling to-day?” grand-

| father asked.

“Missed only one little word,” answered
Jimmy. Then he ran out whistling, and over
to the new house next door. Every night
since the new house had been started, Jimmy
had watched the carpenter after school.

“How hard did you study to-day?”’ called
the carpenter.

“Oh, I only missed one word out of ten,”
said Jimmy.

The carpenter stopped pounding for a
moment and looked down at Jimmy as if
he were interested in those ten words
Jimmy was telling about.
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“Now isn’t that queer!” he said.
“What?” asked Jimmy in surprise.

“Why, your work to-day was something
like mine.”

“I don’t see what you mean,” said Jimmy.

“You had to learn ten words in your
spelling lesson, and I had to build ten steps
in this stairway,” the carpenter answered,
with a twinkle in his eye. Then he picked
up his hammer to go to work again.

“You didn’t miss any step in your stair-
way, though, did you?” the boy said rather
softly as if he were just a little ashamed.

“Well, no. They’re all in good and tight.

I couldn’t keep my job very long if I should
miss one step in ten,” laughed the jolly
carpenter.

The next day, when Jimmy came in from
school, grandfather asked him the very
same question:

“How was spelling to-day, my boy?”

“Well, I'm going to tell the carpenter
to-night that no one will tumble through
my spelling stairway, for I didn’t leave any

holes,” he said.
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Signboards to Healthland ®

is for Tub where a bath we will seek.

If we're wise, it will be more than once
in each week.
is for Out and for Open-air play.
Out of doors we must work for a while
every day.
is for Health in the water we drink.
@ Drink six glasses a day, and 'twill keep
' the face pink.
%3 is for Eating the food that we should—
~ Every day some fresh fruit and some
vegetables good.
=24 is for Air that we breathe every night,
With our windows wide open from dark
until light. .
a— is for Light in the eyes, clear and bright,
Never read by a dim light, either day-
time or night.
is for Teeth. They’ll be healthy and white
$ If they’re brushed after meals, or at least
morn and night. |

% is for Happy. We'll feel fine as silk

i,
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v+

If we leave tea and coffee, and drink

good sweet milk.”
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Comprehension Test

1. This rime spells a “health acrostic.” What is
an acrostic?* What does this acrostic spell?
Which signboard points to “Daily Exercise”?
Which one points to “Care for Your Teeth”?
Which one points to “Eat Good Food”?
Which points to “Care for Your Eyes”?
Which points to “Drink Plenty of Water”?
Which points to “Breathe Fresh Air”?
Which points to “Drink No Tea or Coffee”?
Which points to “Drink Good Milk”?
Are you “detouring”* around any of them?
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Tiny’s Alarm Clock @

When did Tiny’s alarm clock go off? How?
What are the alarm clocks in our hearts? When did
your alarm clock go off last? Who is it that tries to
put us to sleep after our alarm clock sounds?

How many people would be needed to read this
story as a dialogue? In reading, try to use the same
tones of voice that you think the people in the story
used. Read plainly.

Tiny looked up from her slate as her big
brother, Kent, came in one day with an odd-
shaped paper bundle in his hands. Tiny
ran to meet him.

“Oh, Kent, what is it?” she asked. “Any-

thing for me?”
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“No,” said Kent. “Such a wide-awake
puss as you are doesn’t need an aid to early
rising.” And he untied the string and
opened the package.

“Why, it’s a clock!” said Tiny, disap-
pointed. “We have three clocks now, Kent.
What made you buy another?”’

“You just listen,” said Kent, as he began
winding the little clock. “It’s an alarm
clock,” he explained, smiling at Tiny’s won-
der. “We can set it so that the alarm will
strike at any time of night, and wake us.
You know I have to leave home before day-
light sometimes,” for Kent was an engine
driver.

“How very, very funny!” said Tiny, with
sparkling eyes. “Goes off all itself, without
anyone’s touching it! Oh, how I wish I had
one!”

“There’s nothing funny about it,” said
Kent. “If people don’t mind the alarm
when it strikes, but think they will sleep
a little longer, they grow less likely to be
waked by it, and soon it does not wake them

at all.”
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“I wish I could have one all my own,”
Tiny said again. “It must be such fun to
hear it go off.”

“You do have one,” said Kent soberly.

“I? An alarm clock?”

Kent nodded.

“Where?”

“Right in there,” said Kent, placing his
hands over Tiny’s heart.

“Well, T don’t believe it ever went off,”
laughed Tiny.

“Yes, I'm sure it has. Wait till you feel
like doing something wrong. That little
clock will say, ‘Why, Tiny, don’t” You see
if it doesn’t.”

Tiny laughed and went back to her book.
Soon a call came from the kitchen.

“Tiny, dear, I want you!” |

Tiny’s mouth began to pout. But sud-
denly she thought about the alarm clock
in her heart.

“Yes, mother,” she called out cheerily.
As she danced out of the room, she looked
back to say, “It went off loud then, Kent.”
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Kent nodded and smiled.

“I thought it would,” he said.

Boys and girls, be sure to answer the
first call of your alarm clocks, or they will
ring and ring in vain, and the first thing
you know you will turn out good-for-nothing
men and women.

— Richmond Christian Advocate.

@78)

Little Papoose Lullaby

A papoose is an Indian baby. Man’i-tou is the
Indian’s name for the Creator. Listen as your teacher
reads this lullaby to you.

Rock-a-by, hush-a-by, little papoose, T
The stars come into the sky, W
The whippoorwill’s crying, WeS
the daylight is dying, ~*g
The river runs murmuring by. ‘

This is a “rock-a-by baby in the tree top,” isn’t it?
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The pine trees are slumbering,
little papoose,
The squirrel has gone to his nest,
The robins are sleeping,
the mother bird’s keeping
The little ones warm with her breast.

Then hush-a-by, rock-a-by, little papoose,
You sail on the river of dreams;
Dear Manitou loves you
and watches above you

Till time when the morning light gleams.
—Charles Myall.

Appreciation Study ;

Read the second stanza and find the picture in it.
Did you ever hear a whippoorwill? What time of day
does it cry? What three words in this stanza sound
like a lullaby? Make them sound that way as you
read or recite this stanza.

Read the second stanza and find the picture in it.

What picture do you see in the third stanza? Did
you ever sail on “the river of dreams”?

Which stanza tells about the early evening when
the darkness is just beginning? Which tells about a
later hour when everything has gone to bed? Which
tells about the long night? How do you know?

Read the whole poem aloud. Read slowly and
soothingly, as if you were trying to hush a baby to
sleep. Can you memorize one stanza in two minutes?
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Columbus and a New World ©®

No one knows the day of Columbus’ birth, so
“Columbus’ Day” is October 12. Read this story and
find out why. After you have read it through just
for the enjoyment it gives you, read it again and
find on the globe the places named. Trace on the
globe or map the voyage of
Columbus.

Practice reading para-
graphs 10 and 11 orally.
Read the last part of para-
graph 10 in a sad, dis-
couraged tone. Read the
first five sentences in para-
graph 11 in an excited
tone. Read the next two
rapidly. Read the rest of
the paragraph slowly. Try
Christopher Columbus to feel as these men felt.

1. Every one knows that Christopher Co-
lumbus was the man who discovered Amer-
ica. When Christopher was a boy, he lived
in a little town in Italy, called Genoa. This
town is by the sea. Christopher loved to
watch the ships and talk with the sailors.

When he was fourteen years old, Chris-
topher became a sailor himself. Then he
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learned all about ships. He learned about
India and other countries. He heard that
these countries were rich in gold and spices.

2. In those days people thought that all
there was to this world was Europe, and
a little of Africa and Asia. They never
dreamed that Africa and Asia were ever
so much larger than Europe. They never
dreamed that across the ocean were two
large countries which we now call North
America and South America.

They were afraid to sail out of sight of
land, for they thought some terrible serpent
or some big sea animal would swallow them
and their ships. They thought the earth
was flat, and if they went too far, they
might fall off over the edge. And then,—
what would become of them?

3. Columbus was not satisfied with these
ideas. He did not believe the sea was full
of terrible serpents. He kept wondering
what was beyond the great ocean. At last,
he decided to sail across it and find out. He
believed the earth was round like a ball. He
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thought by sailing west for a few days he
would go around this bail and reach India,
which was east of where he lived. Travelers
had often wished they could go to India in
ships instead of having to go across the
hot deserts on camels. Columbus believed
he could find a way by water.

4. Every one laughed at his idea that the
earth was round. They thought he was
crazy. How could people on the other side
of a round earth live with their heads down?
Besides, if a ship ever got over on the other
side, how could it climb back?

5. When the people in Italy would not
listen to him, he went to Spain to talk with
King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella. He
said if they would give him ships and sail-
ors, he would sail around the world to India,
and bring back great riches to them.

King Ferdinand thought it would cost
too much money to build ships that might
be lost in the sea. But Isabella believed
Columbus was right. She wanted him to go.

“T will give all my jewels, if necessary,”

she said, “to raise the money.”
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6. So three ships were made ready. They
We're named the “Santa Ma-ri'a,”* the
“Pin’ta,”* and the “Nifa.”* On the third
day of August, 1492, Columbus and about
one hundred sailors started on their un-
known voyage. People on shore wept, for
they thought they should never see their
sailor friends again.

7. After a few days, they had sailed out
of sight of land. Then the sailors became
frightened, and wanted to go back 'home.
But Columbus was not afraid. Their ships
did not fall off the edge of the earth. They
saw no sea serpents. The sky was blue and
the wind kept them sailing westward.

8. A week passed, but they saw no land.
Another week, and still no land. Another
week, and noth-
ing but water all
around them.
Then another




other, and another. Where were they go-
ing? Would they ever be able to find their
way back? The sailors became more and
more frightened. Another long week, and
still no signs of land.

“What shall we do, captain?”’ they asked.

“Sail on and on!” was Columbus’ brave
answer. .

9. The king and queen of Spain had
promised a reward to the one who should
first see land. But even this reward no
longer interested the sailors. They made up
their minds they would go no farther. They
talked among themselves.

“Let us throw Columbus overboard,” they
said, “and then sail for home.”

10. Just about this time some of them
see birds fly over the ship. They see sea-
weed floating by. They see in the water a
branch with berries on it. A carved stick
is picked up. All these things seem to be
signs that they are near land. ‘

But most of the sailors are too discour-
aged to show any interest in them. They
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lie down in their hammocks, But they can-
not sleep. Everything seems hopeless. They
think of their homes and their friends
whom they never expect to see again. Sadly
they toss on their pillows,

11. Suddenly they start! What is that
they hear?

“Land! Land!”’

It is the voice of their leader.

Then they hear a gun fired!

They leap from their hammocks, They
rush to the deck. They gaze with strained
eyeballs out over the water. They see a
faint light in the distance. Look! It seems
to be moving from place to place. Hoping,
yet hardly daring to hope, they wait for
the morning.

12. When daylight came, they were near
a beautiful green shore. It was the twelfth
day of October, 1492, just ten weeks from
the time they sailed from Spain. Columbus,
dressed in a rich secarlet cloak, was the first
to go ashore. He and the sailors bowed
down and kissed the ground. They wept

tears of joy.
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They had landed on a small island near
Florida. Columbus named it San Sal’va-dor.
But to the day of his death, Columbus never
knew that he had found a new world. He
thought he had reached India, so he named
the people living on the island, Indians.

This shows Columbus and his sailors'landing on San
Salvador. Which is Columbus? Where are the
Indians? Can you find the three ships?

Comprehension Test

1. Who discovered America? When? Where did
he live when he was a little boy?

2. What part of the world did people know about
at that time? What parts of the world were not
known? Show this on the globe or map.

3. Why were people afraid to sail away from
land? What did they think was the shape of the
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earth? What did Columbus think about the shape
of the earth?

4. What country did he think he could reach by
sailing across the ocean? How did people travel to
that country then? Why did many people laugh at
his ideas?

5. What king and queen helped him to get ships
for the unknown voyage? What were the names of
the ships? How long did it take to make the trip?

6. How did the sailors feel after they had sailed
for weeks? Who first saw land? What did Colum-
bus call the people on this land? How many years is
it since Columbus landed in the New World?

An Ax to Grind ®®

This story and the next one are for your fifth
silent reading rate drill for the first period. The boys
may silently read one, while the girls read the other.
At the end of three minutes the teacher will call,
“Mark!” Mark the place where you are reading, and
go right on reading to the end of the story. Find
your reading rate, and mark it on your rate graph.

After that, the girls may tell, or read aloud, their
story to the boys, and the boys may tell theirs, or
read it aloud, to the girls.

These stories teach lessons that all should learn.
If you read the first story, find out what people mean
by saying, “He had an ax to grind.” If you read the
second story, find out what is meant by the saying,
“You paid too much for the whistle.”
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1. One cold morning in winter, when 1
was a little boy, I met a man with an ax

-on his shoulder.

“My pretty boy,” said he, smiling, “has
your father a grind’stone?”

“Yes, sir,” said L

“You are a fine little fellow,” said he.
“Will you let me grind my ax on it?”

2. His words of flat’ter-y made me happy,
and I was glad to do anything he wanted.
I told him that the grindstone was in the
shop. We went to the shop.

“My little man,” he said, patting me on
the head, “will you get me some hot water?”

How could I refuse? I ran and soon
brought it.

“How old are you? and what is your
name?” he next asked me. Without wait-
ing for me to tell him, he then said, “You

are a fine little man, the finest boy that I
have ever seen. Wiil you turn the grind-
stone just a few minutes for me?”’

.8. All these kind words made me so very
happy that I went to work with a will. It
was a new ax, and I toiled and tugged till

I was almost tired out. The school bell rang,

but I could not get away. Soon my hands
were blis'tered, and yet the ax was not
half ground. But by and by the ax was
sharpened.

“Be off to school, you little tru’ant,”* he
then said sharply. “The teacher will punlsh
you.”

4, These words made me sad. It was
hard to turn the grindstone, but to be called
a truant was too much.

His words sank deep in my mind. I have
thought of them many times since. I never
hear a man flat’'ter-ing anyone, but I think,
“I know that man has an ax to grind.”

Look out for flattery, boys and girls.
There are many who will want you to “urn
the grindstone.”
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Paying Too Much for a Whistle ¢

As you read this story, find out what people mean
when they say, ‘“You paid too much for the whistle.”
Did you ever pay too much for a whistle?

How far can you read in three minutes? Find
your silent reading rate, and mark it on your rate
graph.

When some one has spent money
for a foolish thing he thought he wanted,
people sometimes say,
“He paid too much for the whistle.”
What do they mean by that?
Ask Benjamin Franklin. He knows.
When Benjamin was seven years old,
his mother gave him some pennies.
They were the first spending money
Benjamin ever had.
He felt very happy and quite rich.
It was a holiday, and his mother said
he might go to the store
and buy anything he pleased.
Off little Benjamin trotted.
On the way, he met a little boy
with a whistle. What a beauty it was!
So bright and shiny! And what a loud,
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shrill, cheerful voice it had!
Benjamin thought nothing could be nicer
than a whistle like that.
He ran to the store
as fast as his little legs could carry him.
“Do you keep whistles, sir?” he asked.
“Yes, indeed! All kinds of whistles.
Wooden ones and tin ones.
How much do you want to pay for one?”
“T will give you all the money I have,”
said Benjamin,
laying all his pennies on the counter.
“Take any one you like,” said the man.
Benjamin looked at them.
He saw a tin one that was bright and shiny.
He blew it. Its cheerful voice just suited him.
He took it, and left the store.
“Hear my whistle!”
he said to his brothers and sisters.
“How much did you pay for it?”
they asked.
“I gave all the money I had.
It’s a beauty, isn’t it?”

They all laughed at the poor little boy.
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“You have paid four times
as much as it is worth,” they said.
Benjamin looked at his little treasure.
“Four times as much as it is worth,”
kept ringing in his ears. . .
He thought how many other nice things
he might have had with some of the money.
But now it was too late.
He felt so disappointed
that he sat down and cried.
But he had learned a good lesson.
“Never mind, Ben, you will understand
how to trade the next time,”
his father said, to comfort him.
“We all have to live and learn.
I have paid too much for a whistle
more than once in my life.”
Benjamin Franklin afterwards grew
to be a great man. When he was tempted
to buy something he did not need,
he would say to himself, . }
“Don’t pay too much for the whistle,”
and he saved his money. He often thought
he saw big men—many of them—
who “paid too much for the whistle.”
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Franklin

Readihg Tests and Scores for the First
Period

1. You have now finished your reading work for
the first period of school. You are ready for your first
period tests. These tests will show you what your
progress in reading has been during the past six
weeks. Do your very best in these interesting tests.

In your silent reading test, remember that com-
prehension goes hand in hand with rate. Rate with-
out comprehension would be like the race that the
hare and the tortoise took one time. The hare repre-
sents rate, or speed, the tortoise represents compre-
hension. The tortoise, though slow, won the race at
last. Do you know this story? If not, ask your

‘teacher to tell it to you. Don’t be slow and poky like
the tortoise, nor yet swift and foolish like the hare.
Try to show the good qualities of both.

2. At this time, you will also have an oral reading
test. In taking this test you may choose any story you
have had this period. Study it as much as you please.
Practice on it at home if you like. When your test is
given, your score should show your very best effort.
What are the four things you have learned that count
in oral reading?

3. Your score, or grade, in memory reading will
depend on the amount of memory reading you have
prepared well enough to recite in public in an inter-
esting way without any help from anyone. You can
find out your grade in memory reading from the
standard given on pages 36 and 37. ‘
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SECOND PERIOD

The Little Dictionary T eacher

You have all heard of a dic’tion-a-ry, I suppose.
Every school has one, or should have one. And every
boy and girl should learn how to use it.

Most school dictionaries are too large for third
grade pupils to use, so this year you are going to
have a small one which will be easy to use. Turn to
page 243 in the back of your reader. Here is the
little dictionary for the third grade.

When you learn how to use this dictionary, you
won’t need to ask your teacher how to pronounce
any of the new words or tell you what they mean.
Your little dictionary will do that. It will be almost
like a teacher, won’t it? So let us call it “The Little
Dictionary Teacher.”

Every one in the class can have this teacher at
the same time, and you won’t have to wait till Ruth
or Nellie or Charles or Johnny gets through asking
questions. You can go to your “Little Dictionary
Teacher” any time you need to, and it will answer
your questions right away.

The very first thing you will need to learn is how
to find quickly the word you want to know about.
Notice carefully the words in heavy black letters on
the first page of your dictionary. With what letter
do they begin? A is the first letter of the al’ pha-bet,
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isn’t it? If in any reading lesson you should have a
new word that begins with the letter a, you could
find it right here where all the new words are that
begin with a. It wouldn’t do any good to look any-
where else for it, because all the @ words are here.

Look down the list of a words until you find the
very last one. With what letter does the next black
word begin? B, of course, because b comes next after
@ in the alphabet

Look through all the b words, and next after
them you will find all the words beginning with c.
Then all the words beginning with d. Then the ¢
words, the f words, the g words, and so on till you
get to the very end of the alphabet. Like good chil-
dren, every word is always in its own place. None
of them are ever out of order.

The better you know. your alphabet, the more
quickly you can find any word you want your “Little
Dictionary Teacher” to tell you about. You will
need to learn it so well that you can find any letter

without stopping to think. It may help you to find

words quickly if you learn them in groups as they
are on the side of these pages.

See how quickly you can point to these groups
of letters: MNOP, ABCD, IJKL, EFGH, UVWXYZ,
EFGH, QRST, ABCD, etc.

Point to the group in which G is found; O; T;
X ; ete.

Point quickly to these letters: X, A, F, C M, P,
R, O, S, ete.
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What letter in the alphabet comes—
Just before i? Just after 47
Just before 0?7 Just after o? etc.
Practice on these alphabet drills from time to
time until you can point to the letters as fast as
your teacher can name them.

Reading Drills for the Second Period’

Before “The Little Dictionary Teacher” can teach
you how to pronounce new words, you will need to
know the marks that tell the sounds of all the let-
ters. But you know a good many of these marks
already, for you learned some of them when you were
" in the first grade. You learned more of them when
you were in the second grade, and this year you will
learn them all. This period you will have all the
sounds and markings of @ and e. Learn them well,
and learn to use them.

Sounds of a Sounds of e
4, as in name é, as in mé
4,asin at &, as in lét
4, asin arm é, as in hér
a, as in all g, as in they
a, as in last, é, as in their

a, as in what
a, as 1n care
3, as in westward
17o THE TEACHER: Before giving these drills, read the suggestions
for teachers in “To the Teacher” under the topic, “Reading Drills” in

the section “Reading, Grades Three and Four” of the “Teacher’s Hand-
book on the Elementary Curriculum.”
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Polite Away From Home @

Was the boy in this story truly polite? How do
you think a polite child should act at home?

As you read orally, notice the words that are
printed in italics. They will help you to read as the
people in the story spoke. Mark off the phrases in
the first section with short cross lines. This will help
you to read easily and smoothly, and also to look
away from your book to your audience without los-
ing your place.

1. Charles Butler was on his way to
school. A lady opened a window, and called
to him.

“Charlie! I wonder if I could get you to
mail this letter for me? Are you going near
the post office?” _

“Yes, Mrs. Ross, near enough to run over
and mail your letter,” said Charlie, as he
lifted his hat to the lady.

“I don’t want to make you late to school,”
said Mrs. Ross; “but if you can take the
letter to the office, I shall be wery much
obliged.”

“Oh, there’s no danger of being late!”
replied Charlie. “It will take only a minute
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to run around the corner to the office.” And
as he received the letter, he politely lifted
his hat again.

2. “What a perfect little gentleman that
Charlie Butler is!” said Mrs. Ross to her
husband as she closed the window. “He is
always so obliging.* He acts just as if it
were a great pleasure to do a favor.”

3. Now that was all very nice in Charlie,
but let me tell you something else. Not
more than five minutes before Mrs. Ross
called him, his mother had said, ‘“Charlie,
can’t you run upstairs, please, and get that
letter on my bureau* and mail it for me?”

And Charlie, with a frown on his fore-
head and a pucker on each side of his
mouth, had said, “Oh, mamma! 1 don’t see
how I can. 1 am late now, and the office is
"~ half a block out of my way.”

“Well, then, you need not mind,” said
his mother, for she did not want him to be
late to school. So he didn’t mind, but left
the letter on the bureau, and went briskly
on his way until stopped by Mrs. Ross.
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4. What was the matter with Charlie?
Was he an untruthful boy? He did not
mean to be. He claimed to be strictly hon-
est. It was growing late, and he felt in a
hurry, and he did not want to go upstairs.

Of course, it would not do to refuse Mrs.
Ross. And, by making an extra rush, he
could get to school in time. But the other
lady was only his mother. Her letter could
wait.

Only his mother! Didn’t Charlie love his
mother, then? You ask him, with a hint of
doubt about it in your voice, and see how
his eyes will flash, and how he will toss
his head, and say, “Indeed, I do love my
mother! She is the best mother a boy ever
had!”

5. I did not promise to explain Charlie’s
conduct to you. I am only introducing®
him. You are to study the cause of his
action for yourself. Do you know any boy
like him? Maybe you know a girl that does
as he did.

—Pansy.*
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Proverbs of Solomon

Ask your “Dictionary Teacher” what a prqvei'b
is. Who was Solomon? How many -proverbs did he
speak? 1 Kings 4:32 tells. How did he become so
wise? 1 Kings 4:29 tells.

1. A wise son maketh a glad father:
T But a foolish son
is the heaviness* of his mother.

_;.;,\ 2. A false balance*
is abomination* to the Lord:
But a just weight is His delight.

Lincoln said, “Iwillstmdy 3, He that turneth away his ear
and get ready.” i
from hearing the law,

Even his prayer shall be abomination.

4. A good name is rather to be chosen
than great riches,
And loving favor
rather than silver and gold.

5. Even a child
is known by his doings,
Whether his work be pure,
and whether it be right.
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—The Bible.

1. “The heaviness of his mother” means a mother
with a heavy or very sad heart.

2. A “false balance” means not weighing things
honestly that we expect to sell. God hates such dis-
honesty. It is abomination to Him. Can you tell
what “a just weight” is?

3. God cannot listen to the prayer of one who will
not obey Him. The prayer of such a person is not a
real prayer. God hates, or abominates, such a prayer.

4. “A good name” means a good life, or character.

5. Which proverb in this lesson do you like best?

“Give Us This Day Our Daily Bread” ®

This story and the next one tell how God has an-
swered prayer. Study the one the teacher gives you
until you understand it. Then read or tell it to the
other pupils in such a way that they will enjoy lis-
tening to you.

How long does it take you to read silently the
story given you?

Two words in this story have a star after them.
Find them, and ask your “Dictionary Teacher” what
they mean. Practice reading paragraphs one and
two orally.

1. Johnny Hall was a poor boy. His
mother worked hard for their daily bread.
“Mother, please give me something to

eat; I am hungry,” he said one evening.
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His mother let the work upon which she
was sewing fall from her knee, as she drew
Johnny toward her.

2. “Mother is very poor, and cannot give
you any supper to-night,” she said, as her
tears fell fast.

“Oh, never mind, mother,
I shall soon be asleep, and
then I shall not feel hungry.
But you will sit and sew,
and be so hungry and cold.
Poor mother!” he said, and
kissed her many times to
comfort her.

3. Before Johnny went to bed, he and his
mother repeated ‘“The Lord’s Prayer” to-
gether. “Our Father,” they prayed until
they came to the petition,* “Give us this day
our daily bread.”

Johnny noticed the earnestness, alriost
agony, with which his mother spoke these
words. He said them over again: “Give us
this day our daily bread.” Then, opening
his blue eyes, he fixed them on his mother,
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and said, “We shall never be hungry any -
more. God is our Father, and He will hear
our prayer.”

4. The prayer was finished, and Johnny
went to rest. The mother sewed on far into
the night. Her heart was made happy by
the faith of her child. Many promises came
to her mind. Although she was tired and
hungry, still it was with a light heart that
she went to rest at last.

Early in the morning, a gentleman called
on his way to business. He asked J ohnny’s
mother to come to his home to take care of
his two motherless* boys. She knew that in
this way God had answered their prayer.
They were given all the comforts of a good
home. Johnny is a big
man now, but he has
never forgotten that
time when he prayed so
earnestly for his daily
bread. He still believes
that God will hear our
prayers.
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The Prayer of a Poor Woman ©®

1. One winter morning,
a Christian lady
who had often given to the poor,
sat alone in her room.
Soon, her daughter came in.

“My dear, old Mr. and Mrs. Wood
have been in my mind all night.
I hear that they are very poor.
They may be sick and in need.
I wish you would take a basket to the city
and buy some food and take it to them.”

As her daughter was leaving the room,
the lady handed her a thick flannel skirt.
“Perhaps it would be well to take this, too,”
she said. “The weather is cold,
and Mrs. Wood may need it.”

2. The daughter went.
The food was bought,
and at the head of the third flight of stairs
in the house where Mr. and Mrs. Wood lived,
she stopped. Through the door she heard
Mr. Wood’s voice asking God’s blessing
upon the food before him.
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When he had finished,
she knocked and entered.
Sure enough, there they were at dinner,
the wife at the foot of the table,
waiting to be helped,
the husband at the head, cutting—
one large apple!
This was all the food they had!
3. With tears in her eyes,
the daughter drew forth her kindly stores,
and while a comfortable meal
was being made ready
she listened to their grateful thanks..
They told her how they had fallen sick
and had not been able to work,
and so had been left in great need.
They had told God all their troubles,
and they believed He would send them help.
4, When dinner was ready,
and the visitor was about to leave,
Mrs. Wood went with her to the door.
“My dear, did you bring the flannel skirt?”
she asked.
In the excitement of getting the dinner,
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the daughter had quite forgotten the skirt
that lay in the bottom of the basket.

“Yes, I brought you a skirt;
but why do you think so?”
she asked in surprise.

“Because, dear,” said the woman,
“when I told the Lord
that there was only one apple left,
I told Him I needed a warm flannel skirt,
and I was wondering whether you had it,
or whether He would send it
by some one else.”

Towser and the Chicks ©V

This story is your first silent reading rate drill
for the second period. See how much you can read
in three minutes. Then see how well you can tell the
story to the rest of the class. How many.ste}rred words
in this story? In every lesson after this, if there are
any starred words that you do not understand, ask
your “Dictionary Teacher” what they mean.

Towser was a fine ﬁuffy poodle dog. His
bed was in a kennel* carpeted with straw.
One evening, he saw something round and

white and smooth lying in one corner of his
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kennel. Towser was a good dog, so he did
not meddle with it. He lay down and went
to sleep. The next night there was another,
and then another, and another, until thir-
teen lay in the corner together.

Then, on the fourteenth night, Towser
found something else in his kennel. It was
a little bantam* hen covering the round,
white eggs with her body and wings.

Towser and the bantam were the best of
friends. They often ate out of the same

dish. I think Towser felt pleased to have

the bantam choose his kennel for her nest.
He lay with his nose just a little nearer the
door of his kennel, that he might better
guard his little friend.

Every night for just three weeks, Towser
found the bantam snuggled in one corner
of his kennel. On the twenty-first night, he
heard strange sounds. There were faint
“peeps,” the cracking of eggshells, and the
soft “cluck” of the bantam hen.

Towser could not understand what was
going on. But it made him wakeful, and he
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217
225
232
239
247
255
263
272
279

289

Doesn’t Towser make a soft, warm bed for the motherless chicks?

pricked up his ears and barkéd a little. The
next day, he saw his little friend walking
about the yard with eleven little chickens.
He was delighted! He frisked about the
hen, and showed his joy in other ways.

A week later, the poor little mother hen
was run over and killed. Then Towser took
the chicks into his kennel, and lay down in
the corner. They snuggled close up under
the long hair of his body. He lay very quiet.
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He did not want to disturb or injure them.
In that way he took care of them all night.

The next day, he led them out into the
yard. He barked at them with delight. He
scratched the ground till it was nice and
soft. Then the little chicks would scratch
for themselves in the soft earth.

It was a funny sight to see Towser go-
ing about the yard followed by the little
chicks. But Towser took care of them un-
til they were large enough to take care of

themselves. —Christian Work.

Comprehension Test. Read the following sen-
tences one at a time. Decide which word or phrase
in the parenthesis* () makes the sentence true.
Then draw a line under that word or phrase.

1. Towser was a (Newfoundland, shepherd,
poodle) dog.

2. The bantam hen laid (three, ten, thirteen)
eggs in his kennel.

3. Towser and the bantam were (friends, ene-
mies).

4. The eggs hatched in (fourteen, twenty-one,
ten) days.

5. One day (Towser, the bantam, a baby chick)
was killed.
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Daisies ¢®

A poet can paint beautiful pictures
with words because he sees beauty in every-
thing he writes about. Mr. Sherman has
painted some very pretty word pictures in
this poem. What picture can you find in
the first stanza? in the second stanza?
in the third stanza?

At evening when I go to bed,

I see the stars shine overhead.
They are the little daisies white §
That dot the meadows* of the night.

And often, while I'm dreaming so,
Across the sky the moon will go.
She is a lady, sweet and fair,

Who comes to gather daisies there.

For, when at morning I arise,
There’s not a star left in the skies.
She’s picked them all,

and dropped them down
Into the meadows of the town.

— Frank Dempster Sherman.

Clouds @3

. Each stanza of this poem has a beautiful word
picture. Try to see it.

Read stanza 1. What time of day does this stanza
tell about? What are the clouds like? Can you think
why the wind is like the shepherd boys? What do
the shepherd boys drive? What do the winds drive?

Read stanza 2. What time of day does this stanza
tell about? What color do the clouds make the sky?
Where have the winds driven the clouds? Draw and
color this picture as it looks to you.

Read stanza 3. What time of day does this stanza
tell about? What are the stars like? What are the
“shadow bars”? What does the wind say to his

sheep? o
1. The sky is full of clouds to-day,
And idly to and fro,
Like sheep across the pasture, they
Across the heavens go.
I hear the wind with merry* noise
Around the housetops sweep,
And dream it is the shepherd boys—
They’re driving home their sheep.




2. The clouds move faster now, and see!

The west is red and gold,

Each sheep seems hastening to be
The first within the fold.*

I watch them hurry on until
The blue is clear and deep,

And dream that far beyond the hill
The shepherds fold* their sheep.

3. Then in the sky the trembling stars

Like little flowers shine out,

While night puts up the shadow bars,
And darkness falls about.

I hear the shepherd wind’s “Good-night,—
Good-night and happy sleep!”

And dream that in the east, all white,
Slumber the clouds,—the sheep.

— Frank Dempster Sherman.

The Fly ©

1. Baby-bye,

Here’s a fly;
Let us watch him, you and I.

How he crawls

Up the walls,

Yet he never falls!
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I believe with six such legs
You and I could walk on eggs.
There he goes
On his toes,
Tickling baby’s nose.

2. Spots of red
Dot his head;
Rainbows on his back are spread;
That small speck
Is his neck;
See him nod and beck!
I can show you, if you choose,
Where to look for his wee* shoes,
Three small pairs,
Made of hairs;
These he always wears.

3. Flies can see
More than we;
So how bright their eyes must be!
Little fly,
Ope* your eye;
Spiders are near by.
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For a secret I can tell,
Spiders never use flies well;
Then away,
Do not stay,
Little fly, good day.

— Author Unknown.

Comprehension Test

1. How many legs does a fly have? ) ’
2. Did you ever see the “spots of red” on a fly’s

head? L . \
3. Did you ever see the “rainbow” on his back?

4. How large is his neck? 7
5. How many pairs of shoes does he wear? What

are they made of?
Things to Find Out

1. Why can a fly see more than you can?
2. What do spiders do to flies? -

Half an Apple ©

As you read this story orally, try to make your
voice sound as you think the people in the story §poke.
Think of something that you could do to be kind to
a new pupil. What word is starred? Do you know

its meaning? »

One cold morning, a number of girls

and boys were gathered around the stove

in a schoolroom. They talked and laughed
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among themselves. A new pupil stood apart
from the rest. Now and then the children
looked at her, but no one spoke to her.

The little girl had never been to that
school before. She felt shy and homesick.
She wished she could run home to mother,
and have a good cry in her loving arms.
One little teardrop trembled in her eye,
and seemed ready to fall. But it never did,
for just then something happened.

Suddenly, the outside door flew open, and
a bright-eyed, rosy-cheeked little girl rushed
in. She brought plenty of the clear, frosty
air with her. She brought a cheer to the
schoolroom, too, that it had not had before.,
She walked up to the stove quite as if she
were at home. After saying “Good morn-
ing” to every one, her eyes fell upon the
new pupil.

“Good morning,” she sweetly said across
the stovepipe.

The little girl on the other side bright-
ened up at once, though she answered some-
what timidly.
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“Cold, is it not?” the newcomer went on,
pulling off her mittens, and holding her red
hands over the stove. Then she sent one of
her plump hands down into the depths of
her pocket, and when it came out, it held a
fine, red apple. With her strong fingers she
split it in two, and with a smile, passed half
of it to the new pupil.

“Do you like apples?” she asked.

The little girl did like apples very much,
and she thought none had ever tasted half
so good as this; it was so juicy and crisp
and tart.*

“My name is Libby,” said the owner of
the bright eyes. “What is your name?”’

“My name is Hetty,” replied the new lit-
tle girl.

“Well,” said Libby, “do you want to sit
with me? No one sits in the seat beside
mine, and I know the teacher will let you.”

Hetty thought she would like that plan
very much. So the two girls went to find
Libby’s seat. There they chatted happily
till the bell rang.
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“Where is Hetty Rowe?” asked the
teacher.

Then, before anyone had time to answer,

she saw her seated next to merry-faced
Libby.

“I see you are in good hands,” said the
kind teacher, smiling.

When Libby had grown to be a woman,
she told me the story herself. She used to
say that it was her gift of half an apple

that won for her so dear a friend as Hetty
Rowe.

But I think it was something besides the
apple that comforted the sad little heart on

that cold morning, don’t you?
—Selected.

Comprehension Test. Draw a line under the
word or words in the parenthesis ( ) that makes the
sentence true. '

1. The schoolroom was heated by (stove, furnace,
gas).

2. The new pupil felt (happy, homesick, shy).

3. Her name was (Hetty, Libby).

4. One of the girls gave her an (orange, apple,
peach). :

5. (The fruit, the girl’s kindness, the teacher)
comforted the new pupil.
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Old Tusky ©®

Read this story silently, and find out who 0o1d
Tusky was, and where he lived. What shows that
elephants are affectionate? Make a list of all the
things about elephants that you knew before. Make
another list of the things that you did not know.

There are five starred words in this story. Can
you pronounce them correctly? Guess their mganing
and then ask your “Dictionary Teacher” if you

guessed right.
" Tusky was the name of a big elephant.
He lived in Burma. He was as fine an ele-
phant as you could ever see. Such a giant
was he! And such beautiful ivory tusks!
Best of all, he was such a wise, knowing

beast! .
Most elephants live to be about eighty

years of age, and a few of them live to be
one hundred years old. I suppose Tusky
was at least eighty years old.

One day two men went to take a picture
of Tusky. They found him lying down.
There was something the matter with his
feet. They seemed to be rotting away. A
few days after this, poor old Tusky died.

About half an hour before he died, he
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went totally blind. He dearly loved his
keeper, and when he could no longer see
him, he became very restless. He kept feel-
ing all about with his trunk.

At last his keeper stepped close to him.
He gently patted the poor sick animal.

“What do you want, Tusky?” he asked
kindly.

Of course, Tusky could not talk, but he
knew his master’s voice. He just wrapped
his trunk around his master and drew him
close up in a loving embrace.* There the
man was held until the elephant breathed
his last. The keeper cried like a child. And
every one who saw dear old Tusky die, wept.

When Tusky was a baby, he was about
as large as the largest dog you ever saw.
When he was full grown, he was at least
ten feet high. He weighed about as much
as six very large horses.

In India and Burma elephants are taught
to work. Sometimes they work in lumber
camps. An elephant can lift heavy logs. He
carries them on his tusks, and holds them
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there by wrapping his long trunk about
them. If a log is too heavy to carry, he will
take hold of one end and drag it to its place.

An elephant can also learn to push or
pull a wagon. He can push better than he
can pull. He can even push a car on a rail-
road track.

In India men sometimes hunt tigers from
the back of an elephant. A long time ago
soldiers used elephants in war. The ele-
phants would stamp the enemy underfoot.
After a while the enemy learned that they
could frighten the huge beasts away by
waving burning torches* before them.

These elephants live in Burma. How well they are piling the heavy logs!
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This is J unior J umbo. He lives in a New York park. How would
yeu like a ride on his back? Do you see the far-away look in his
eyes? Is he thinking of his old home in India, I wonder?

Jumbo was the name of a very large ele-
phant in the London Zoo. One time, a man
wanted to buy Jumbo. How much do you
think he paid for him? A hundred dollars?
A thousand dollars? How much? He paid
ten thousand dollars to get him!

Once the school children in St. Louis
wanted to get an elephant to put in the
city zoo. They all saved their pennies. When
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they had enough to make $2,385, they
bought an elephant. They named him Jim.
If you are ever in St. Louis, you may see
Jim in the zoo. _

In India people ride on elephants. The
seat is tied on the elephant’s back. It is
called a howdah.* How do
you suppose people get into
the howdah? Usually they
climb up by using a ladder.
Or the elephant may kneel.
Sometimes an elephant will
lift one of his forefeet and
bend it upward. Then the
rider steps on the elephant’s
foot, seizes him by the ear,
and climbs into the howdah.

A Howdah

fectionate* animal. He will
love and protect anyone who treats him
kindly. Even on this earth he can be
taught to do many things. But in the new
earth he will be even more intelligent* and
gentle.
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An elephant is a very af-

Comprehension Test. Read these sentences, and
choose the word or phrase in the parenthesis that
makes the sentence true.

1. Most elephants live to be (eighty, one hun-
dred) years old.

2. Ababy elephant is about as large as a big (cat,
dog, horse).

3. A full-grown elephant is at least (ten, twenty)
feet high.

4. He weighs as much as (six, three) very large
horses.

9. An elephant carries logs on his (back, tusks).

Answer These Questions Correctly:

1. In what countries are elephants taught to
work? Find these places on the map on page xi.

2. What else are they used for?

3. Where is there a school children’s elephant?
Locate the city on the map on page xii.

4. How can a person get on an elephant’s back?

5. How will the elephants in the new earth dlffer
from those here?
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Diamond ©*

This story is your second silent reading drill for
the second period. Find your rate, and mark it on
your rate graph. It is also a fine story to read orally
to others.

Diamond was a heathen boy who became a Chris-
tian. As you read about him, find out what he did
which showed that he was a real Christian. Find
his home on the globe or on the map of Asia.

Diamond is a boy who lives in far-away
India. Like millions of others in India, his
people are heathen. They do not know the
true God. They do not know that Jesus
loves them. They worship idols.

One day, Diamond heard about our mis-
sion school. He heard that at the school he
could learn of Jesus. But the school was
hundreds of miles away. He made up his
mind to go to the mission school. Day after
day, he thought about it.

At last he left his home, and made his
way to the school. After he had been at
the school a few weeks, his parents tried
to compel him to return home.

Those at the school feared that if he
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went home he would go back to his old
heathen ways. They loved Diamond, and
wanted him to be a true child of God. They
hoped he would stay at the school. Dia-
mond stayed a few days longer. But then
he felt that he ought to return home.

“Sahib,* I must go,” he said to the one
in charge of the mission.

And he went. The missionaries thought
that, as he had been with them only a few
weeks, he would now give up all thought
of being a Christian.

A few weeks later, the missionary re-
ceived a letter from Diamond. The boy
begged him to come down and visit him at
his home. He said that he had been suffexr-
ing persecutian* for the truth’s sake. He
longed to have the missionary pray with
him and encourage him.

The missionary was very busy, and it
was difficult for him to leave. But he wanted
to help Diamond, so he went. He traveled
three hundred miles by train, and crossed
eleven rivers, some of which were very deep.
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When he found Diamond, he talked with
him and prayed with him. He encouraged
him to be true and faithful to God.

The boy told the missionary about his
troubles. At first his people tried to per-
suade him to give up Jesus. When he re-
fused, they put his Bible and all his other
things in a box. Then they sank the box
in a well.

After a while, Diamond found it and
pulled it out. First of all, he took from it
his Bible. He carefully turned its pages in
the heat of the sun, and dried them so he
might again read God’s word. He had
learned to love the great and precious prom-
ises that God had given him.

Diamond took the missionary into the vil-
lage. He showed him a little shack—just a
simple little mud building with a thatched*
roof.

“What is that, Diamond?” the mission-
ary asked.

What do you suppose that little shack
was? It was Diamond’s schoolhouse! When
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Piamond’s schoolhouse was something like this. Do you see
the thatched roof?

he had to leave the mission school, he de-
cided to have a little mission school of his
own. So he talked to the boys of the village
about it. They became interested, and to-
gether they had built the little schoolhouse.
There, day by day, forty boys and girls of
the village came to be taught about Jesus,
the children’s Friend. And Diamond was
the teacher! ,

Diamond had studied the Bible only &
few weeks in the mission school. He was a

poor, ignorant boy, but he was a real dia--

mond in the rough. The Lord took him, and
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made him a true missionary to the other
boys and girls in his town.

Boys and girls in our church schools, you
have the privilege of studying the Bible
year after year. What are you planning to
do with the wonderful Bible knowledge that
you are storing in your minds?

Comprehension Test

1. In what country does Diamond live?

2. Where did he go to learn about Jesus?

3. After he had been there a few weeks, where
did he go?

4. A few weeks later, what did he ask the mis-
sionary to do?
5. How far did Diamond live from the mission?
6. How did Diamond’s people persecute him?
7. What did Diamond do to help his people?
8. How many boys and girls attended this school?
9. Who was the teacher?

| jeflr %, 10. What were the pupils taught?

Mary’s Lamb ©

Mary and her little lamb lived many years ago
near Boston. As you read, find out why the lamb

loved Mary.

1. Mary had a little lamb,
His fleece* was white as snow,—
And everywhere that Mary went,
That lamb was sure to go.

2. He followed her to school one day,—
That was against the rule;
It made the children laugh and play,
To see a lamb at school.

8. And so the teacher turned him out,
But still he lingered* near,
And waited patiently about,
Till Mary did appear.*

4. And then he ran to her and laid
His head upon her arm,

As if to say, “I’'m not afraid,—

You'll keep me from ail harm.”

love Mary s0?”

5. “What makes the lamb

The eager* children cry.
“Oh! Mary loves the lamb,
you know,”

The teacher did reply.
—Sarah J. Hale.
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The Raindrops’ Journey

1. Some little drops of water,
Whose home was in the sea,

To go upon a journey
Once happened to agree.

2. A cloud they had for carriage;

They drove a playful breeze,
And over town and country

They rode along at ease. ,

i

3. But oh, there were so many, l-:—_—-'f-: =
At last the carriage broke,
And to the ground came tumbling
These happy little folk.

4. And through the moss and grasses
They were compelled to roam,
Until a brooklet* found them,
And carried them all home.

— Author Unknown.
Things to Find Out
1. How did the raindrops get into the cloud?
2. What caused them to fall from the cloud?
8. All brooklets and rivers flow into the sea.
Then why does not the sea get too full and overﬂoYv?
4. Tell the five steps in the journey of the rain-

drops.
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A Little Girl Whom God Used ©

This is a good story to practice on till you can
read it well to some one else. As you read it, decide
what part you think is the most interesting. What
part makes you feel sad? Time yourself, and see
how long it takes to read the whole story silently.

1. Ellen Harmon is the name of a little
twin girl who was born in Maine, a little
more than a century* ago. Her twin sister’s
name was Elizabeth. These baby twins had
six other brothers and sisters. The father
and mother were earnest Christians, and all
the children became Christians.

2. These children were taught to rever-
ence God, and to respect their parents.
They were taught to be honest and truth-
ful. They were taught to do their share of
the work about the home. They were also
taught to help the poor about them. They
were taught to obey the laws of health, so

there was very little sickness in the family.

3. Ellen was a happy little baby, the very
picture of health, and she soon grew to be
a strong, joyous little girl. She spread sun-
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shine wherever she went. While she was
still a child, she loved to study. She under-
~ stood quickly, and she had a very good
memory. If she had a difficult lesson to
learn or some hard work to do, she did not
give up until the thing was done. Her par-
ents were glad to see their little daughter
love that which was right. They hoped she
would become a useful, noble woman.

4. One day, when Ellen was nine years
old, she was going home from school with
Elizabeth and one of their schoolmates.
Another girl who was angry about some-
thing was following them and trying to
strike them. Ellen’s mother had taught her
children never to quarrel, but if anyone
was trying to hurt them, to run home as
fast as they could. So the girls hurried on.

5. The angry girl hurried, too, to keep
up with them. Ellen turned her head to see
how far behind her the angry girl was.
Just then, the girl threw a stone, and hit
little Ellen a terrible blow on the nose.
Ellen dropped to the ground, unconscious!*
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6. The girls were all greatly frightened
as they saw the blood streaming from her
nose. The next thing Ellen knew, she was
lying in a store near by, the floor and her
garments covered with blood. After a time
she tried to walk home, but she grew faint
and dizzy. So her twin sister and her school-
mate carried her home.

1. For three weeks she lay in her little
bed, not knowing anything that was going
on about her. Every one thought that she
would die, but her mother felt that she
would live. Tenderly her mother cared for
her week after week. Ellen gained strength
very slowly, but she never gained back her
health.

8. Her father was away from home when
all this happened. When he returned, he
kissed all the other children, then looked
around for Ellen.

“Where is my little Ellen?” he asked.

“Here she is,” said her mother.

The father looked at his child, but she
was so changed that he did not know her.
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Her nose was broken, and her face pale
and thin. It was hard to believe that this
was his little Ellen whom he had left only
a few months before, a healthy, happy child.
Ellen tried to look cheerful, but her little
heart seemed breaking. She was no longer
the beautiful child she had once been, and
many of her girl friends left her.

9. After this she could not attend school
very much, and the education she longed
for she had to go without. To her, life
seemed hardly worth living, and she wished
that she could die. When the thought came
to her that she was not ready to die, she
prayed that God would make her ready.

10. When Ellen was thirteen years old,
she heard William Miller preach. He told
the people that Jesus was soon coming to
this earth. He told them to turn from sin
and get ready to meet Him. Oh, how Ellen
longed to be ready! But she was afraid she
could never be a child of God. If she had
only talked it all over with her mother! But
the little girl kept all these feelings in her
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own heart, and her mother never dreamed
how unhappy Ellen was.

11. Jesus loved this child, even though
she did not know it. But as she prayed and
confessed her sins, one day her burden left
her. Jesus seemed very near to her, and oh,

how happy she was! She had taken all her

sorrow to Him, and He understood and
sympathized with her.

12. As she went home from meeting that
day, all nature seemed changed. The sun
shone more brightly, the grass seemed a
fresher green, the sky a deeper blue. The
trees were more beautiful, and the birds
sang more sweetly. Everything seemed to
be praising God. As she touched the deli-
cate petals* of the flowers, she thought, “If
God so loves and cares for the flowers, how
much more will He care for me. I am a
child of God! I will love Him, and obey
Him, and never displease Him!”

13. After this, Ellen was baptized and
joined the church. Then she tried to help
other girls, for she wanted every one to be
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Ellen G. White

as happy as she was. She held little prayer
meetings with her young friends. These
girls earned money to buy tracts to give
away so that others might know about the
coming of Jesus. Ellen knit stockings for
twenty-five cents a pair for this work. Her
father was a hatter, and, propped up in bed,
Ellen made crowns for the hats. In this
way she earned twenty cents a day. And
she gave it all to the work of God.

14. When Ellen grew to womanhood, she
married Elder James White, and then her
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name became Ellen G. White. The Lord
often talked to her as He did to Abraham,
and Daniel, and Paul, and others that the
Bible tells about. She wrote many books in
which she told others what God had told her.

15. She traveled in Europe and Australia
and other places, telling the people to get
ready for the coming of Jesus. She loved
children, and tried to encourage them to
give their hearts to the Saviour. She lived
a long and useful life, and helped thou-
sands of people to love the Lord.

Speed Test. See how quickly you can find the
paragraphs that answer the first eight questions.

1. What shows that Ellen was an obedient girl?

2. What was she taught at home?

3. What shows that it is always best to tell our
mothers all our troubles?

4. Who was William Miller?

5. In what year did Ellen first hear him preach?
Do you know what took place four years after this?

6. What shows that Ellen was really converted?

7. In what countries did she travel? Find these
places on the map.

8. How did God often speak to her?

9. She was born Nov. 26, 1827, and died July
16, 1915. How old was she when she died?
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Joe Black &®

Read this story silently for your third rate drill
for this period. Then read it until you can tell it well
in class. Find out how Joe showed that he was for-
giving and good-natured.

Joe Black stood on the walk in front of
the house where he lived. He had a coat
on, but no hat.

A number of boys were out on the side-
walk. Joe was watching them play. Some
of them were sliding on the ice in the
gutter.* Others were snowballing. All were
having a fine time.

Pretty soon, a man came along with a
heavy bundle on his shoulder. Joe did not
see him or hear him until he was quite near.

“Get out of my way!” he called out an-
grily to Joe.
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Joe was frightened at the harsh tone in
which the man spoke. He ran out of the
way as fast as he could.

The next morning Joe was standing on
the doorstep, looking up and down the
street. The same man came along. He had
what looked like the same bundle on his
shoulder. He did not see Joe, but Joe saw
him and knew him.

Joe stood still and watched him go by.
Joe saw him pull his handkerchief out of
his pocket. As he did so, he pulled out one
of his mittens. It fell on the sidewalk.
When he put his handkerchief back into
his pocket, he did not miss the mitten.
There it lay just where it fell.

Joe Black saw the mitten. He ran down
the steps and along the walk until he came
to it. He picked it up, and ran after the
man as fast as his legs could carry him.

He did not call out, but waited until he
was close behind the man. He then gently
touched his coat.

The man turned around to see who had
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touched him. There stood Joe holding up
the mitten.

“Well done!” said the man, feeling in
his pocket. “Where did you find that?”’ He
took the mitten and put it into his pocket.

Joe wagged his tail. He was only a great
Newfoundland* dog, and he could not speak
a word.

I think Joe knew how to return good

for evil. Do you not think so?
—Gordon Third Reader.

A fine Newfoundland dog. Doesn’t he look friendly?
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Obedience “»

The ladies who wrote the two poems on this page
were sisters. What lesson does each
poem teach you?

If you're told to do a thing,

And mean to do it really;
| Never let it be by halves,
Phoebe Cary Do it fully, freely!

Do not make a poor excuse,
Waiting, weak, unsteady;
All obedience worth the name,

Must be prompt* and ready.

—Phabe Cary.

Alice Cary

What to Look For ¢

Do not look for wrong and evil—
You will find them if you do;

As you measure for your neighbor,
He will measure back to you.

Look for goodness, look for gladness,
You will meet them all the while;
If you bring a smiling visage*

To the glass, you meet a smile.

—Alice Cary.
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touched him. There stood Joe holding up
the mitten.

“Well done!” said the man, feeling in
his pocket. “Where did you find that?” He
took the mitten and put it into his pocket.

Joe wagged his tail. He was only a great
Newfoundland* dog, and he could not speak
a word.

I think Joe knew how to return good

for evih. Do you not think so?
—Gordon Third Reader.

A fine Newfoundland dog. Doesn’t he look friendly?
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Obedience “?

The ladies who wrote the two poems on this page
were sisters. What lesson does each
poem teach you?

If you're told to do a thing,

And mean to do it really;
Never let it be by halves,
Pheehe Cary Do it fully, freely!

Do not make a poor excuse,
Waiting, weak, unsteady;
All obedience worth the name,

Must be prompt* and ready.

—Phebe Cary.

Alice Cary

What to Look For ¢?»

Do not look for wrong and evil—
You will find them if you do;

As you measure for your neighbor,
He will measure back to you.

Look for goodness, look for gladness,
You will meet them all the while;
If you bring a smiling visage*

To the glass, you meet a smile.

—Alice Cary.
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Robert Bruce and the Spider ®

This story and the next one teach the same les-
son. Read both stories silently, and find out what
this lesson is. Have you ever learned any lesson from
an ant or a spider? Can you guess the meaning of
the four starred words? Prove your guess from the
“Dictionary Teacher.”

Find Scotland, England, and Asia on the globe,
or on the map on page xi.

More than six hundred years ago, the
people of Scotland made up their minds
that they did not want to be ruled by the
king of England. They wanted to rule them-
selves. This led to war between the two
countries.

Again and again, the English army de-
feated* the Scotch.* At last, Robert Bruce
was made leader of the Scotech army. Six
times Bruce led his brave little army
against the great army of England. Six
times he was driven back. Then his army
was secattered, and he had to hide in order
to save his life.

Sometimes he hid in the woods. Some-
times he hid in the mountains, and some-
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times in the huts* of poor peasants.* The
English soldiers tried to find and capture
him. He had to flee from one hiding place
to another.

At last he was almost ready to give up.
It seemed to him there was no use trying
to do anything more. That night he lay
down on a heap of straw in an old hut.
But he could not sleep. He was thinking
about his failures.

At last morning came. As he lay on his
bed of straw, he was greatly discouraged.
Would his country ever be free?

Just then he saw a spider trying to swing
herself by her thread from one beam of
the roof to another. She failed, and the
thread swung back to its starting place.
She tried again, and again it fell back. She
made another effort, only to fall back a
third time. But the little spider had started
to weave a web, and she never thought of
giving up. Six times she tried to throw
her frail thread across. Six times it fell
short.

129



For a moment Robert Bruce seemed to
forget about his own failures. He watched
the little spider with deep interest. He
hoped she would not give up. He wanted
to see her succeed.

The seventh time she swung herself out
on her slender line. Would she fail again?
No! This time the thread was thrown
safely across, and fastened to the beam.

Bruce was almost ashamed of himself.
If a little spider would not give up, why
should he? He, too, would try the seventh
time. With new courage he left his hiding
place. He got his friends together. He told
them of his plans. He sent them out to
encourage his soldiers.

Soon another army of brave Scotchmen
were around him. Another great battle was
fought, and this time the English were
completely defeated. They fled into their
own country. Scotland was made free, and
Robert Bruce was its king.
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Timour and the Ant ®

Ti'mour was a famous chief in Asia. His
enemies were on his track. If they caught
him, they were going to kill him. To save
his life, he hid in a lonely building in the
wilderness. He was sad and discouraged.
It seemed to him that his load was heavier
than he could bear. He did not know what
to do. He felt like giving up in despair.

As he sat in the rude hut looking at the
bare walls, he saw a little ant trying to
carry a grain of wheat up the wall. The
wheat was larger than the ant. It seemed
too heavy for the tiny insect to pull up the
steep wall.

Timour watched the little worker. Up
the wall it slowly struggled with its heavy
load. It had not gone far when the grain
of wheat fell to the floor. Quickly the little
ant came down the wall. It seized the
wheat and started up again. But the load
was too heavy, and again it dropped back
to the floor.

Was the ant discouraged? Oh no! Down
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it came again for its prize. Time after
time the load proved too much for the lit-
tle creature. Sixty-nine times Timour saw
the grain fall to the floor. Sixty-nine times
he watched the determined little ant return
to its task. But the seventieth time it
carried its load successfully!

“T was in despair,” said the chief, “but
the plucky* little ant gave me new courage,
and I have never forgotten the noble lesson
it taught me.”

The Bible says:

“Go to the ant, thou sluggard,*
Consider* her ways, and be wise.”

Grace Darling ®

This story says that Grace Darling was a truly
noble girl. Read the story, and see if you can find
out why.

Grace Darling was the daughter of a
lichthouse keeper. The lighthouse where
Grace lived was on the northeast coast of

England.
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Grace could not remember the time when
she had not been near the ocean, and she
felt no more fear of it than you do of the
land. When she was but a little child, her
father often took her in his boat with him.
As she grew older, she would sometimes
row the boat. In this way she learned to
handle a boat with great skill.

One night, there was a terrible storm at
sea. The fog was so thick that the light in
the tower could hardly be seen. During the
night, a vessel was driven against the rocks
and dashed in pieces. Many were drowned,
but nine of the crew* were left clinging to
the wreck.*

Grace had been anxious and troubled all
night. As soon as it was
light, she took her spy-
glass,* and as she looked
through it, she saw the poor
men on the rocks.
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“Q father!” she cried, “there is a wreck
on the rocks, and some of the crew are still
alive!”

“Alas, poor souls, they haven’t long to
live,” was the reply.

Grace begged her father to start out in
his boat, and try to save the poor men cling-
ing to the rocks.

“But, Grace,” said he, “no boat could live
in such a sea as that.”

“Let me go with you, father. I can han-
dle one oar.”

At last the father promised to go. The
noble mother helped to start the boat. As
she anxiously* watched it tossing among
the waves, she prayed that He “who hath
measured the waters in the hollow of His
hand,” and who, when on earth, had stilled
the tempest by a word, would take care of
her loved ones.

Often the little boat sank quite out of
sight, but each time it rose again. It came
nearer and nearer to the wreck. The mile
between the lighthouse and the steamer
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was at last passed, and nine people, nearly
dead with fright and cold, were helped into
the little boat and brought safely to the
lighthouse.

The story of this brave deed was soon
told all over the world. Grace was aston-
ished to receive costly presents for doing
what she felt was only her duty. She had
not braved that awful storm for the sake
of being known and admired. Her whole
desire was to save those who without help
would surely have perished.” And it is this
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unselfish desire that makes her deed truly
noble. |

It is now nearly one hundred years since
Grace Darling risked her life to save others.
Though she is now dead, the influence* of
her unselfish thought for others still lives.
She lies buried in the little churchyard by
the sea, not far from her old home. The
monument placed in honor of the brave girl
is a figure carved in stone of a woman lying
at rest, with a boat’s oar held fast in her
right hand.

We cannot all show our courage in the
same way that Grace did; but we may in
other ways, if we are not cowards. Courage
is needed in little things as well as in great.
In time of accident or sickness, brave people
bear suffering without complaining. A boy
or a girl who has courage will never give
up a task because it is hard.

It often takes courage to tell the truth.
It takes courage to do right at all times.
When refused what we very much wish, it
takes courage to bear the disappointment
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with patience. Whether we ever have a
chance to do great, brave deeds or not, we
can show our courage just as much by be-
ing brave in little things.

Something to Study

1. The storm that this story tells about was on
the ocean near a small island off the northeast coast
of England. This island is called Farne, or Fern,
Island. Find England and Farne Island on the map
or globe. Which way on the map is north? east?
northeast? Point to the other directions on a map.
Point in the direction of England.

2. Grace Darling was born in the year 1815. This
storm was in 1838. How old was Grace then?
. ‘? When she died, what monument was made for

er?

4. This story names four little things that take
courage? What are they? Can you
think of any other little thing that %
takes courage? A
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Match each picture with the paragraph in the story
that tells about it,
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A Fawn Saved From Dogs ¢*

Does a fawn talk? This one did. Find out from
this story what she said and how she said it. Find
your silent reading rate, and mark it on your rate
graph. Practice reading the last paragraph orally.

1. It was a beautiful summer day in a
western forest.* A handsome fawn* lay in
an open place. She had eaten a good break-
fast of leaves and grass, and was lying
down, enjoying the pleasant sunshine. The
flowers were peeping up all about her.
Above her the birds were singing sweetly
in the trees. Far beyond, the quiet clouds
floated in the blue sky.

2. All at once a strange sound came

through the forest. It startled the gentle

fawn, and she quickly sprang to her feet.
It was the barking of dogs. She knew they
were on her track, and that she must flee
at once for her life.

Off she started at full speed. It was well
she could run so swiftly, for only a little
way behind her there were three fierce
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dogs. Louder and louder the dogs barked
as they chased her. The poor fawn was
terribly frightened. Her heart beat very
fast from fear. She ran into the dark
woods among the trees, but the dogs were
close on her track. She saw that they were
gaining on her every moment.

3. Not far away she could hear a wood-
chopper’s ax. The sound was near 2 log
hut. The man heard the barking of the
dogs, and, looking up, he saw the beauti-
ful fawn running toward him. The next
moment the dogs came in sight.

4. With a stout stick the man beat off the
dogs. As soon as they were out of sight, ,he
turned, and saw the fawn standing by the
wood he had been chopping. Her dark eyes
sparkled, and her neck was outstretched as
if to make sure that her enemies were gone.

5. The fawn seemed to know that the man
was her friend, and that but for him she
would have been torn in pieces. She let
him come up to her and pat her head. Then
she watched him as he brought her a pail
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of water. She took both water and food
from his hands, and was not at all afraid.

The fawn stayed with her friend the
rest of the day and was glad to be near
him. But the next morning she was gone.

6. Some one asked the man why he did
not shoot her.

“What!" said he, “shoot a poor dumb
animal that had run to me for help? No!
I would rather go without my dinner for
a week than have harmed that poor little
fawn, that had asked me to protect* her.”

— Youth’s Instructor.

The Boy and His Cap @

1. T know a boy whose eyes are bright,
And sharper than a ecat’s at night.
He never even has to squint
When looking at the finest print.

2. A thousand thihgs he’s sure to spy,—
Things that escape his mother’s eye.
-But though his bright eyes fairly snap,
He never, somehow, sees his cap.
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3. I’ve seen him hunt it everywhere,
On every table, every chair,
And when his strength was wasted, quite,
His mother saw it, plain in sight.

4. T wonder if some fellow here
Can make this funny thing quite clear—
Can tell me why a bright-eyed chap,
Can never, never find his cap.

—Rebecca B. Foresmean.

My Shadow “*

Who wrote this poem? What do you remember
about him? What other poems that he wrote have
you read? Which one do you like best?

Can you tell why a shadow is sometimes very
tall, and sometimes very short? Can you tell why
the little boy’s shadow did not go with him early in
the morning?

1. I have a little shadow

That goes in and out with me,
And what can be the use of him

Is more than I can see.
He is very, very like me

From the heels up to the head;
"And T see him jump before me,

When I jump into my bed.
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2. The funniest thing about him

Is the way he likes to grow—
Not at all like proper children,
Which is always very slow;
For he sometimes shoots up taller
Like an India-rubber ball,
And he sometimes gets so little
That there’s none of him at all.

. He doesn’t have a notion

Of how children ought to play,
And can only make a fool of me
In every sort of way.

He stays so close beside me,
He’s a coward, you can see;
T’d think shame to stick to nursie
As that shadow sticks to me!

. One morning, very early,

Before the sun was up,
I rose and found the shining dew
On every buttercup;
But my lazy little shadow,
Like an arrant* sleepyhead,
Had stayed at home behind me,
And was fast asleep in bed.

— Robert Louis Stevenson.
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In a Minute ¢©

Choose either this story or the next one to read
aloud in class. This story tells hovs'r a mother duck
taught a little girl a good lesson. Find out what ths
lesson was. Did any animal ever teach you a lesson?

Find the starred words. Which of them do you

know the meaning of?

Ethel was out on the long plank* whart*
when the dinner bell rang.
She was throwing cracker crumbs

to the cunning little baby ducks.
“Tll go in a minute,” she said to herself,

as she broke another cracker into tiny bits.
How hungry the baby ducks were!
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What fun it was to feed them!
Ethel forgot all about her dinner
and the big dinner bell.
She had only one cracker left
when Bruno came running down to her.
The old mother duck saw him
as he came bouncing over the planks.
“Quack!” she called loudly.
And what do you think?
Every one of those baby ducklings
went into the water with a splash/
“Quack!” said the mother duck again,
and all the little duckies
swam hurriedly after her.
They hid among the rushes*
that grew by the edge of the pond.
“Why,” exclaimed Ethel in surprise,
“they didn’t wait to gobble another piece.
They minded their mother
the very first minute she called them!”
Ethel stood still for a second, thinking.
Then she gave the basket to Bruno
and ran quickly into the house.
“Late, as usual,” said brother Hal,
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as Ethel came into the dining room, said grandma, who was sewing near him

and took her seat at the table. “Did he dress in grandpa’s coat and hat
“I¢’s twenty minutes instead of one and walk with his walking stick, ’
that you waited this time.” as I do with papa’s sometimes?” asked Joe.
“But it’s the last time T'll be late,” “No; he wore pinafores”
said Ethel firmly, “because—because it is.” and a little straw hat,”
And Ethel kept her word. | said grandma, stitching away.
She had learned her lesson well. Joe looked at her steadily,
No one knew how she learned it as if he could not understand.
but the big white mother duck | “Are you trying to think
that taught it to her. —Youth’s Instructor (adapted) E](:)“(;igz’foél;fli, g,beaa;;? grandma aSked.
I meant he acted like a gentleman.
A Little Gentleman © Once, when his little cousin Kittie
Firlld what %Ti :is (iinJE)hiiﬁ?Sio?n ;}aat reaﬂirl ;rrf:ss came to play with him, he went to his box
aA g]f:; zrr?;gm mzy rle 7 fhislsr‘lcory toz jt }gléer’ o bo}} and brPug:ht .ou.t the very best toy he had,
and said, ‘This is for you, Kittie,

being Joe, and the girl grandma. If you read it as a
dialogue, read only the words that are spoken by each
person. Learn the meaning of the starred word.

because you are a girl.’
And I think that did more
to make him a gentleman,

Qaid little Joe, one day,
“I'm going to be a gentleman than a coat, hat, and stick
’ would have done.”

when I'm big like papa.” .
“But papa was a gentleman —Selected.
when he was little like you,”
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A Box of Pearls ®

As you read this story silently, find out what thi.s
box of pearls is, what injures the pearls, what 1is
good for them, and how to take care of them.

Have you ever seen a real pearl?* How
much was it worth? Not all people can
afford to buy pearls. Men, called divers,*
fish for them in the bottom of the sea.

If some very rich lady should give you
a box of twenty costly pearls, Would you
carelessly allow dirt to get in among them?
What would you think of a child who would
let something get on the pearls that would
eat ugly holes in them?

God has given to each baby boy and baby
girl twenty beautiful little pearls. He has
set them carefully in a little red box, each
one in its own place. And these pearl§ are
more precious than any pearls that divers
ever took out of the sea.

If you take good care of these twenty
small pearls, God will change them one by
one for thirty-two larger and more valuable
pearls. These larger pearls are for you to
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keep the rest of your life. He will give you
some of them when you are about six years
old. By the time you are fourteen years
old, you will have twenty-eight beautiful
pearls. A few years later God will give you
the other four.

Perhaps you have already guessed that
these pearls are your teeth, and the little
red box is your mouth. God has given us
our teeth so that we may bite off small bits
of food and grind them very fine before
sending them down into the stomach. Hens
and other birds do not have teeth, so they
swallow their food without chewing it. In-
stead of stomachs, they have gizzards,* and
the gizzard is made to grind their food. But
children’s teeth are to grind their food.

If you do not take proper care of your
pearls, they will not last a lifetime, as they
should. They will decay, and then the den-
tist may have to pull them out and throw
them away. ,

There are two things that cause poor
teeth. First, it may be you have not eaten
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the right kind of food to make good teeth.
If you want your pearls to be white and
shiny, and strong to do their work, give
them plenty of milk, Graham and whole-
wheat bread, green vegetables, and fruit.
And give them plenty of real exercise, like
chewing crusts of bread, zwieback,* parched
corn, or apples. But never use them for
cracking nuts. Then they will grow strong
and healthy.

The second reason why teeth decay is

that they are not kept clean. The teeth

should be cleaned at least twice a day,—
after breakfast and after supper. No tidy
housekeeper would think of using dishes
and knives and forks from meal to meal
without washing them, would she? And no
tidy little boy or girl
will think of using the
knives and forks that
grow in the mouth
without very carefully
cleaning them from
meal to meal.

150

The teeth should be brushed not only
backward and forward, but up and down,
and round and round, inside and outside.
Still, brushing the teeth
does not always fully clean
them. Bits of food often
get fastened between the
teeth where the brush can-
not get them out. The best
way to get these out is to
push a strong thread down
between the teeth. A soft .
wooden or quill toothpick may be used. But
never use a pin or anything that will scratch
the tooth.

If bits of food are left between the teeth,
the warmth and moisture in the mouth
make the food begin to decay. This forms
an acid that will eat right through the hard
shell of the tooth, just as carbolic* acid
would eat through the skin of your hand.
Pretty soon the germs will make such a
fuss in that little hole that you will feel
them, for you will have a painful toothache.
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‘No one who uses tobacco will have white
teeth. In a little while they will turn brown,
and no amount of brushing will take this
dirty color off. Teeth do not look like pearls
after they have been stained with tobacco.

Did you know that the habit of breath-
ing through your mouth instead of your
nose may make your teeth grow crooked?
Crooked teeth are more often caused this
way than any other. So, you see, if you are
to have good, even teeth, you must keep the
nostrils* clean and healthy.

Boys and girls, look after that valuable
box of pearls that God has given you.

Comprehension Test. Write these ten things in
two columns; in one, write those that harm your
pearls; in another, those that are good for the pearls.
Chewing food well
Eating whole-wheat bread
Eating green vegetables and fruits
Brushing the teeth after meals
Picking food out of them with a pin
Using tobacco
Breathing through your mouth
Drinking good milk

Cracking nuts with the teeth
Chewing bread crusts or zwieback
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Penn’s Treaty With the Indians ®

This is a story about the early history of the
United States. As you read it, find out why the In-
dians loved Penn. How long does it take you to find
out?

William Penn was a Quaker.* He be-
longed to a class of people called the Society
of Friends. Even the king he called “Friend
Charles” instead of “King Charles.” Wil-
liam Penn lived in England about two hun-
dred fifty years ago. King Charles owed
William Penn’s father some money. To
pay the debt, he gave Penn some land in
America.

Some people who had come from Europe
were living on some of the land that King
Charles gave to William Penn. But all the
land in America really belonged to the In-
dians, for they were here long before any
white people came from across the ocean.

Penn would do nothing but what was just
and honest. Before he came from England
to look at the land, he wrote a letter to the
Indians. He told them he would not let any -
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of his people harm them. He told them he
would pay them for the land the king had
given him. He also wrote to the white set-
tlers. He told them they might keep the
land on which they were living. He told
them they might help to make the laws for
his new colony.*

After this, William Penn sailed from
England, and came to America. When he
saw the beautiful trees that grew on his
land he wanted to call the country “Syl-va’-
nia,” which means “woods.” But King
Charles said the land should be named after
William Penn. So the country was called
Penn’s-Sylvania, or Pennsylvania.

The ship that brought Penn to Pennsyl-
vahia was named ‘“The Welcome.” And he
was indeed welcome both by white people
and by Indians. When he landed, he sent
word to the Indians to meet him under a
big elm tree by the river. Hundreds of
Indians came with their wives and children.
They all sat down on the ground in the
form of a half moon. The Indian king, or
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chief, sat in the front row in the middle.
The old and wise men sat at his right and
left. The younger ones sat behind them.
They talked among themselves for a while.
They made up their minds what they would
sell the land for.

Then a wise old Indian arose. All the
other Indians sat quiet. Not one of them
smiled or whispered. The wise Indian came
to Penn and took him by the hand. He told
Penn that his words were the words the
king had told him to speak. He told him

" This picture shows William Penn making his treaty of friendship with

the Indians. See how interested the Indians look! Which is Penn?
Pqoint to the “Treaty Elm.”
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The wampum belt the Indians gave Penn

the price they wanted for the land. Penn
paid for the land, and then the Indian sat
down.

Penn had a large paper on which he had
written all his promises to the Indians and
all the things he wanted them to promise
him. These promises were to make them
friends. It was called a treaty.* He read
the promises to the Indians. They were
promises of love and kindness. The Indians
promised to live in peace with Penn and his
people as long as the sun should shine.

One old Indian stood up and told Penn’s
words to the others. He spoke one sen-
tence at a time. After each sentence they
all gave a loud shout. That was their way
of saying “Amen.” If any trouble should
ever come, they said that six Indians and
six white men should meet and settle it.
That would be the end of the trouble.
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After the treaty was agreed to, both
Penn and the Indians signed it. The Indians
could not write. They signed the treaty by
giving Penn a belt made of shell beads
called wampum.* The belt was made of

thite wampum. In the middle they made

a picture with purple wampum. The pic-
ture was a white man and an Indian. They
had hold of each other’s hands.

Penn gave the written promises to the
great chief. He told the chief to keep the
paper always so that his children and their
children would know about the treaty. Then
he gave them many presents. The Indians
loved Penn because he treated them as
brothers. They called him “Brother Onas,”
because he wrote with a feather, or quill
pen, and onas is the Indian word for feather.

Penn’s treaty with the Indians kept peace
and love in his country for many, many
vears. Ever after that, the old elm tree
where the treaty was signed was called the
“Treaty EIm.” One time, during the Revo-
lutionary* War, the English were in great
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need of firewood. But the British officer
would not let the soldiers cut down the
Treaty Elm. He placed a guard under it
to save it. In 1810, it was blown down by
the wind. The circles at its heart showed
that it was nearly three hundred years old.
Now a marble monument stands on the
place where this noble elm grew.

Comprehension Test

1. How did William Penn get the land that is
now called Pennsylvania?
2. How did it come to be named Pennsylvania?
3. What was the name of the ship in which Penn
came to America?
4. What shows that William Penn was an hon-
est, just man?
5. What treaty did Penn make with the Indians?
6. How did the Indians sign the treaty?
7. What did the Indians call Penn? Why?
8. What was the “Treaty Elm”?
9. How was the Treaty Elm once saved? What
became of it at last?
10. Find Pennsylvania on the map. Find England.
11. Ask your “Dictionary Teacher” when the Rev-
olutionary War was fought, and why.

158

Did Bob Think?

Find your fifth silent reading rate, and mark it
on your rate graph.

Bob was an old horse on my great-grand-
father’s farm. He was a very clever* horse.
But it is not so much for his cleverness as
for one thoughtful thing he did that his
name has been handed down to us who live
so long after him and who never saw him.

Bob was very fond of children. The boys
who lived near used to have many a pleas-
ant game with Bob on sunny afternoons,
when he was grazing in the fields.

Sometimes the boys chased Bob, and

-sometimes he chased them. It was a funny

sight to see the old horse running after a
troop of boys, uttering a peculiar whinny
that plainly said, “Isn’t this real fun, boys?”

 One day Bob was coming slowly through
the one long street of the village, dragging
a loaded cart behind him. There, right in
the middle of the street, a little child was
sprawling in the dust. No one noticed it
until Bob and the cart were close upon it.

159

16

26

43
5
60
69
75
82
88
96

105

112

120



177

184

193

224

233

242

246

254

260

267

273

279

283

Was the child to be trodden under the
horse’s feet, or crushed beneath the broad
wheels of the cart? No; for just as the
mother rushed out of the doorway with a
shriek, Bob reached down, seized the child’s
clothing with his teeth, and laid the little
one safely on the footpath. It was done
tenderly, quietly, and it was over in a min-
ute. Then the wise horse went on as if he
had done nothing surprising.

Do you wonder that we keep Bob’s mem-
ory green? And isn’t his thoughtfulness a
lesson for children whose excuse for care-
lessness that injures others is, “I didn’t
think”? Bob thought, and his thinking
saved the child’s life.

—Selected.

What to Be @

Find five good
things in the girl
that this lesson tells
about, and three
good things in the
boy.

1. If I a little girl could be,

Well, just like you,
With lips as rosy, cheeks as fair,
Such eyes of blue, and shining hair,
What do you think I'd do?
I'd wear so bright and sweet a smile
I'd be so loving all the while,
I'd be so helpful with my hand,
So quick and gentle to command,
You soon would see
That every one would turn to say:
“’Tis good to meet that child to-day.”
Yes, yes, my dear, that’s what I’d do,
If T were you.
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2. Or if I chanced to be a boy,
Like some I know,
With crisp curls sparkling in the sun,
And eyes all beaming bright with fun,—
Ah, if T could be so!—
I’d strive and strive, with all my might,
To be so true, so brave, polite,
That in me each one might behold
A hero,* as in days of old.
"Twould be a joy
To hear one, looking at me, say:
“My cheer and comfort all the day!”
Yes, if I were a boy, I know

I would be so.
—The Independent.

Peter Paul Augustus ©

Find out from these stanzas what Peter Paul
Augustus decided to do. Do you think he made a good
decision? Why?

1. Said Peter Paul Augustus:
“When I am grown a man,
I'll help my dearest mother
The very best I can.
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I'll wait upon her kindly;
She’ll lean upon my arm;

I'll lead her very gently,
And keep her safe from harm.

“But when I think upon it,
The time will be so long,”
Said Peter Paul Augustus,
“Before I'm tall and strong;
I think it would be nicer
To be her pride and joy
By helping her my very best
While I'm a little boy.”

—Author Unknown.

Grandpapa’s Spectacles ©

. As you read these stanzas, decide which of the
children really loved grandpapa best. How do you
know? Which was the most unselfish?

1. Grandpapa’s spectacles cannot be found;
He has searched all the rooms,
high and low, round and round;
Now he calls to the young ones,
3 and what does he say?
Ten cents to the one who will find them to-day!”’
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. Then Henry, and Nelly, and Edward, all ran,
And a most thorough hunt for the glasses began;
And dear little Nell, in her generous way,
Said, “I’ll look for them, grandpa,

without any pay.”

. All through the big Bible she searches with care,
That lies on the table by grandpapa’s chair;
They feel in his pockets, they peep in his hat,
They pull out the sofa, they shake out the mat.

. Then down on all fours, like good-natured bears,
Go Harry and Ned under tables and chairs,

Till, quite out of breath, Ned is heard to declare
He believes that those glasses are not anywhere.

. But Nelly, who, leaning on grandpapa’s knee,
Was thinking most earnestly where they could be,
Looked suddenly up in the kind, faded eyes,
And her own shining brown ones

grew big with surprise.

. She clapped both her hands—
all her dimples came out—
She turned to the boys
with a bright, roguish* shout:
“You may leave off your looking,
both Harry and Ned,
For there are the glasses on grandpapa’s head!”

— Elizabeth Sill.
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Reading Tests and Scores for the
Second Period

Boys and girls, you are now ready for your second
period reading tests. When you have had these tests,
your teacher will give you a grade in silent reading
in oral reading, and in memory reading. Before y01;
take the tests, read again the lesson on page 79. How
much have you improved since school began?
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THIRD PERIOD

Reading Drills for the Third Period

Pronunciation Drills
1. During this period, you should learn the
sounds and markings of 4, 4, and y.

Sounds of i Sounds of u
i, as 1n ice 4, as in Gise
i, asin it 0, as in Us

i, (=€), as in bird u, as in put
i, (=&), as in machine U, as in rule

ﬁ, (=1,8), asin fir

Sounds of y

¥, (=1), as in my

¥ (=), as in lovely
¥, (=1), as in m§rrh

When you know all the markings and can use
them, you will never need to ask anyone how to pro-
nounce a single word. You can learn them all by
yourself! Won’t that be fine!

Other Drills
Keep on using your dictionary, too. Watch all

the words that have a star after them, and always
look them up in the dictionary.

Learn how to mark your stories into phrases.
Make the phrases as long as you can read at one
glance. Then practice reading them over and over.
In this way you will learn to do your silent reading
rapidly and your oral reading smoothly and easily.
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Even the Winds Obey Him ®

This story happened in Europe after the World
War. Find Europe on the globe. When was the
World War?

Read silently. Then tell how God answered the
prayers of the family that this story tells about.

It was in Europe, just after the World
War. The war was over, but there was still
trouble in many places. A family who kept
the Sabbath were living in a village that
was surrounded by soldiers. The soldiers
were placed where they could shoot anyone
who tried to get out of the village. Then
they set fire to the town.

The houses in that country have thatched*
straw roofs. At this time, everything was
very dry, and a strong wind was blowing.
It was driving the flames straight toward
this family’s house. The whole town was
rapidly being burned.

“Father, what shall we do?” the mother
and the children asked. “We shall surely

perish. Let us run!”

“If we run out, the soldiers will kill us,”
167



the father answered. “I believe God wili
keep us, for He has given me the promise,
‘I shall not die, but live, and declare* the
works of the Lord.”

Then father, and mother, and children
all knelt down and began to pray. As they
prayed, the fire came closer and closer. At
last, the house next to theirs began to burn.
The fire came within two feet of their roof.
But they kept on praying.

Suddenly, they heard a strange sound.
They looked out to see what it was. They
‘saw that the wind had changed, and was
blowing right away from their house. It
was blowing so strongly that the fire could
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not touch them. God had heard their
prayers. They were saved.

“I know there is a God in heaven, and
that He hears the prayers of His children,”
the father said. “We are never in danger
when the Lord is with us.”

Surely, even the winds obey Him.

Pretty Polly ©»

When you read this story orally, see how well you
can imitate a parrot, especially the words Polly
drawled out. What shows that Polly seemed to un-
derstand what the children said? What is there queer
about a parrot’s toes and bill? Do you know a good
parrot story? Find Michigan on the globe or map.

There are a great many pretty pollies in
the world. This one was owned by a lady
in Michigan.* The lady lived in a house
with high, stone steps, on one of the wide
streets of a large city.

The cage for the parrot stood in the bay
window. In the morning it was open for
a while, and Polly hopped about outside.

All the little children on that street knew
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and loved Polly. Some of them had to go
past the house to go to school. They always
looked to see if the window was open, or if
Polly was out of her cage. If she was, she
would hop down to the post to see them.

Then they would give her a bit of cake,
or a cracker, or some other nice thing. Polly
was sure to pay them with some of her wise
looks or queer sayings.

If older people said, “Good morning, Mis-
tress Polly,” she would sometimes drawl out,
“Good m-o-r-n-i-n-g. Polly’s sleepy!”

To the next she might say, “Good morn-
ing. Don’t bother a bird.” |

The children were sometimes late at
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school, because they stopped too long to
talk to her.

The one who saw the bird first called
out, “Look, look! Polly is out of her cage!”

May was the one who could make her
talk best. She went behind her and held
out a bit of cake. “Here, Polly,” she would
say, “you know me.”

“Y-e-s,” drawled Polly, “I know you. You
are good children.”

That made them laugh, and Polly did
not like that.

“Don’t laugh,” May would say.

When Polly had all she wanted, she
would say, “Go to school now, children. Go
to school!”

Then off they would run as fast as they
could, for they knew it must be time.

This would all be said over again the next
day, but each time it seemed just as funny
as before.

Sometimes the children used to talk
about her strong, stout legs.

“How her toes point,—two straight in
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front, and two back!” they would say. Or,
“What a queer bill she has, and how funny
she looks when she eats!”

Polly did not seem to like to have them
talk about her in this way.

“T don’t blame her,” said May; “we would
not like to have anyone do it to us. We
won’t do it any more.”

They hoped she would say some new
thing. But she had only three sayings for
them: “I like you,” “You’re good children,”
and “Go to school.”

Polly had one bitter enemy, and that was
Jim, the black cat.

Fly-Away ©

Read this story, and find out what shows that
Harry was generous. What gives anyone the best
time? Find the place which shows that Harry an-
swered his “alarm clock” at once.

Harry’s birthday came in the winter.
His aunt gave him a new sled
for a birthday present. It was a real beauty.
It was painted black,
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‘with bright-colored flowers on it.

On the side in gilt* letters

was its name,—“Fly-Away.”
The first good day for coasting,*

Harry went out to try his new sled.

He thought it had just the right name,

for it did “fly away” down the hill,

sure enough.

Pretty soon, he saw Fred Cole
looking' at his present with wistful* eyes.
“Here, Fred,” said Harry,

“don’t you want to try my new sled?”
“Yes, indeed, if I may,” said Fred.
“Well, then, jump on

and see how you like my ‘Fly-Away.’ ”
“It’s splendid,”

said Fred, with sparkling eyes,

as he came back up the hill.
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After Fred had several coasts,
Harry took the sled again.
I think the reason he had such a good time
the rest of the day
was that he was so kind to Fred,
who had no sled of his own.
What do you think about it?

A Two-Thousand-Dollar Mouse House ¢V

Find your silent reading rate, and mark it on
your rate graph.

Find out who built this mouse house, and why it
cost so much. Why would this little mouse have
found carpets useful to him? How long does it take
you to find in your “Little Dictionary Teacher” the
four starred words? Guess at their meaning first,
then see if your guess is like the meaning given in
the dictionary.

He was a clever little mouse that wished

to go to housekeeping. But he

lived in a house where there were

X no carpets, and the man who lived

alone in the house was so careful that he

never left the smallest thing about that
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could be nibbled and made soft for a mouse’s
dainty house. So, where could mousie get
material to build a nest?

Cold weather would soon come, and the
wind did blow so hard through the cracks
of the house! There was no place but the
bare corner between the outer and inner
walls of the old house where the little mouse
could live.

One day mousie found a box! While the
owner was gone, he nibbled a ;
hole in it. In the box he found
some pieces of paper. They
would be fine for his nest! He pulled some
of the paper out, and carried it to the warm-
est corner. He worked hard carrying the
paper, and shredding* it until it looked
soft as wool. On this paper were pictures.
Whether this mouse liked pictures, or
whether it was an accident that he did not
make wool of them, no one will ever know.
But he left the pictures whole.

One day he heard a great
deal of hammering near by. The
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poor little mouse was so frightened that he
scampered away. The hammering went on.
At last, the men broke through into the very
corner where the little mouse had built his
comfortable nest. The moment they saw the
nest, they stopped hammering. The poor
mouse saw that his pretty nest, especially
the pictures, caused the wildest excitement.

The little mouse had built his woolly
house of money that the man who lived
alone had saved! The pictures were all care-
fully smoothed out, and from them it was

found that mousie’s nest was worth two

thousand dollars. How much more it cost,
no one could tell but the miser* who owned
the money, and he did not speak. The pic-
tures were taken to the Treasury* Depart-
ment at Washington, D. C.,* and redeemed;*

that is, good money was given for them.
—Youth’s Instructor (adapted)

The Ant and the Cricket ©

As you read these stanzas, find out how they show
the truth of Paul’s words in 2 Thessalonians 3:10.
How do they make you think of Proverbs 6:6-8?
How long does it take you to find the starred words
in your “Dictionary Teacher”?

1. A silly young cricket, accustomed* to sing
Through the warm, sunny months
of gay summer and spring,

‘Began to complain when he found that at home

His cupboard was empty and winter was come.
Not a ecrumb could be found
On the snow-covered ground;
Not a flower could he see,
Not a leaf on a tree:

““Oh, what will become,” says the ericket, “of me?”

2. At last, by starvation and famine* made bold,
All dripping with wet and all trembling with cold,
Away he set off to a miserly* ant,

To see if, to keep him alive,

he would grant
Him shelter from rain,
And a mouthful of grain.
He wished only to borrow,
He’d repay it to-morrow;
If not, he must die of starvation and sorrow.
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3. Says the ant to the cricket:
“I’'m your servant and friend,

But we ants never borrow, we ants never lend.

. But tell me, dear sir, did you lay nothing by
When the weather was warm?”

% said the cricket, “Not I.
. . My heart was so light
That I sang day and night,
For all nature looked gay.”
“You sang, sir, you say?
Go, then,” said the ant, “and dance winter away.”
Thus ending, he hastily lifted the wicket,*
And out of the door turned the poor little cricket.

—Frances Jenkins Olcott.

 Ratu Meli, a Native Chief of Fiji ®

We all love Ratu Meli, and perhaps you have seen
him. As you read this story, find as many reasons
as you can why we love him. What changes did
Jesus make in his life when he became a Christian?

Find his home on the globe or map. Trace on the
globe his trip from Fiji to Milwaukee. Trace the
journey of “The Pitcairn” from San Francisco to
Fiji. This would be a good story to read aloud to
some one.

Here is a picture of a native chief from
Fiji.* His name is Ratu Meli.* His island
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How do you like Ratu
Meli’s native ‘dregs
made from ' the
bark of a tree?
In his hang is
a war club.

home is far
out in the Pa-
cific Ocean. It is
east of Australia.*

A few years ago,
Ratu Meli and his people,
the Fijians, did not know
the true God. They did not
know about Jesus. They did
not know about God’s law and
the Sabbath. They did not
know about the new earth.
They did not know that Jesus
is soon coming back to this
earth.

Then God’s people gave
money to build a missionary
ship. This ship was named
“The Pitecairn.”* To help build
it the children in the Sabbath
schools gave their money. At last, the ship
was built. It sailed from San Francisco to
the islands of the Pacific Ocean. It sailed
to Fiji.
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The missionaries who sailed on the ship
told the people of Fiji about Jesus. They
told them that soon Jesus was coming from
heaven to this earth. They told them of
the beautiful home He is making for all
who obey Him. They told them to get ready
to go to their home in heaven.

Thirty years ago, Ratu Meli heard these
strange and wonderful -truths through a
little paper and tract sent out from our
small printing office in Fiji. He gave his
heart to God. He stopped drinking Fijian
grog, an intoxicating* drink made from the
root of a shrub. He put away his great war
club. He no longer followed the fashions
by painting his face to make it blacker. He
gave up his work as a government chief.
He became a worker for God. For years
he traveled and labored with our white mis-
sionary.

“T have never once seen Ratu Meli cross,”
said the missionary. “He never has the
blues. He never complains when the sea is
rough and his clothes are wet through.
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Here is Ratu Meli at Milwaukee. Do you know the name of the white
missionary with him?

Sometimes we are unable to cook our food.
He just smiles and says, ‘Let us endure this
for the sake of the Master.” When the cook
boy burns the food, Ratu Meli says, ‘Bring
it along. Let us eat it. It is good food.’”

The truth of God has made this wonder-
ful change in his heart. It has made him
always happy. It has made him overlook

‘the faults in others, and to look on the

bright side of everything. In 1926 he
visited the United States. He went to the
General Conference at Milwaukee.*
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“Are you homesick, Ratu Meli?” some
one asked.

“No,” he answered. “I think of the cross
of Christ every hour, and that keeps me
from getting homesick.”

“What about the food you have over
here? Is it good?” some one else asked.

“T want to say that the food is very good
in America,” he answered. ‘“But better than
all the good physical* food you have given
me is the spiritual* food I am getting right
here in this Conference. Better than the
best food this earth can give is the food
Jesus will give us when we sit around that
long silver table in heaven.”

Ratu Meli has never worn shoes. To him
they would be very uncomfortable. In Mil-
waukee, the wind from off Lake Michigan
is sometimes very sharp and cold.

“What about your feet? Aren’t they
cold?”’ some one asked him.

“It is"impossible that 1 should be cold in
a place like this,” he answered. “I am filled
up with the warmth and blessing of God.
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I had my shoes on last night when I came
to the meeting, but I took them off. I got
too hot. I couldn’t stand it.”

When Ratu Meli heard some of our Chris-
tian songs, he said: “Isn’t that beautiful?
That makes me think of a time when the
Lord will come, and we shall all be gathered
home and sing a song together.”

- This chief is very fond of children.
Often, while in America, he was surrounded
by a group of them, their happy faces look-
ing into his kind eyes. They never tired of
hearing him tell of his Christian life, and
of his joy in the Lord.

“My joy it is impossible to tell,” he said
one day. “Nor can I show my thanksgiving.
If I were a dog you would see my tail wag-
ging with the greatness of my joy.”




The Weather ¢V

There are two word pictures in this poem. What
do you see in each one? Which weather would be bet-
ter for coasting? for a picnic? Which season of the
year does each stanza describe?

1. Sometimes the weather is a man
With gray cloak flying free;
His coat of mail* is icy hail,
A stormy steed* rides he.
I cuddle in my bed at night
With curtains gathered fast,
While just outside the window pane,
With clinking* spur* and rattling rein,”
He gallops,* gallops past.

9. Sometimes the weather is a girl

With eyes of bonny* blue;

Gay flowers twined in every curl,
Green buckles on each shoe;

Her mantle’s* wrought of shining gold,
Her face is sweet with fun;

She reaches out and takes my hand,

And, laughing, through the happy land
We run, run, RUN!

—Nancy Byrd Turner.
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My Chickadee Guests ®

This story is about a man who loved birds. See
how quickly you can read it and find out what birds
ate at the table he prepared for them, what food he
gave them, and how he got the chickadees to be
guests™ at his own table.

1. The air was cold, the snow was very
deep, and many of the little wild birds were
finding it hard to get their winter food.
Some of them were dying because they
could not find enough to eat. So I invited
all the birds around my home to come and
be my guests for the rest of the winter.

2. Just outside my study window I kept a
tray filled with hemp,* millet,* sunflower
seeds, cracked nuts, and lumps of suet.*
There was another tray outside the bed-
room window, and still another outside the
window of the dining room. If snow fell
and covered the food in the night, I brushed
it off early the next morning.

Many hungry birds came there every day
to feed. There were plump pine grosbeaks,*
modest little redpolls,* and one saucy little
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Match each picture with the paragraph in the story
that tells about it.
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siskin® that seemed to think he owned the
whole garden.

Then there was a band of bluejays, that
always acted as if they were stealing the
food and were afraid of being caught at it.
They did not stay to enjoy a quiet meal as
the grosbeaks did, but grabbed all the food
they could carry, and flew off with it. And
there was an old hairy woodpeckeér that
came for the suet. He spoke in a very loud
voice, and acted as if he didn’t want to be
interrupted.

3. The friendliest of all were the chicka-
dees. They always seemed as glad to see
me as I was to see them. They would come
in a little flock, and if I happened to be in
the garden, they would alight upon my
hands and shoulders, and almost ask me
for something to eat.

4. One morning when I awoke, I heard a
tapping at my window pane, and there I saw
four little chickadees sitting in a row on the
window sill, looking into the bedroom. Snow
that had fallen in the night had covered all
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the food in the trays, and it seemed as if

the little birds were trying to make me

hurry with breakfast.

5. T decided to invite them in to have
breakfast with me. I dressed quickly, went
downstairs, and pulled the breakfast table
close to the window. On the tablecloth I
sprinkled broken nuts, for chickadees are
very fond of nuts. Then I opened the win-
dow and whistled. In a few moments the
birds came down to the window ledge.”

For a moment or two they stood peeping
into the room and looking at the food on
the table. Then, one after another of the
little birds flew in, and snatching up the
bits of nuts, flew out into the garden to
eat them.

Now this was very rude, for when you
are invited to breakfast, you are supposed
to eat at the table. So I thought I would
give them a lesson in politeness. First of
all, T swept up the little bits of broken nuts,
and then with a needle and thread I stitched
several large pieces to the tablecloth.
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When the chickadees came back, they
tried to pick up the nuts, but they could
not}do it. This seemed to make them an-
gry, for they flew out of the window and

- sat in the bushes near by, scolding me.

6. But scolding did not make them less
hungry, so back they came. By this time, I
was eating my own breakfast—with an ex-
tra coat on, because the window was open.
A chickadee alighted on the edge of the
table and stood looking at me from under
his little black cap. I sat very still, and
he hopped over to half an English walnut.
He tried to pick it up, but the thread held
it fast.

Then he pecked at the kernel and looked
up at me. I never moved, and he tried it
again. He seemed to like the taste of the
nut, so, holding on to the edge of the shell
with his claws, he settled down and enjoyed
himself.

The other chickadees looked in and saw
him feeding there. One by one they fol-
lowed him, until there were five birds eat-
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ing breakfast with me. One of them came
so near that his tail brushed my fingers. At
first they were very nervous and would fly
away if I moved my hands. But they al-
ways came back, and finding that there was
nothing to be afraid of, they sat at the table,
or on it, rather, until they had finished.

There have been many guests at my
table since that day, but few have given
me more pleasure, and certainly none have
been more welcome, than those hungry lit-

tle ChiCkadeeS. —Ernest Harold Baynes.

Comprehension Test

1. In what season of the year was this story?
2. What did the birds find it hard to get?
8. Name three things that the man who wrote
this story gave them.
4. Where did he put the food?
5. Name six kinds of birds that came to eat.
6. Which bird do you know, and how did he act?
7. Which birds were the most friendly?
8. How did they ask the man for their breakfast
one morning?
9. Where did he at last put their breakfast?
10. What did he do to get them to come close to
him?
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Naomi ¢

This story is for your second silent reading drill,
or practice test, in the third period. It is about a
little girl whose parents were cannibals. See how
quickly you can read it and find out where she lived,

- why some of the people gave up being cannibals, and

what happened because she was true to God.

Na-o'mi was an old black woman who
lived in Fiji. When she was a little girl,
all the people of Fiji were cannibals.* Can-
nibals are those who kill and eat human
beings. Naomi’s father and mother were
cannibals.

Naomi had seen many dreadful things
done in her own village. She had seen her
own friends killed with great clubs, and
taken away to be baked in a big oven and
eaten by enemies. How terrible!

Years later, some of the people of Fiji
became Christians. Then they stopped be-
ing cannibals.

Naomi had grown to womanhood. She
heard that Jesus was soon coming to this
earth. She believed that Jesus loved her.
She believed that He was making a home
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in heaven for all who would obey Him. She
decided to obey Him, for she wanted to be
ready to meet Him when He should come.

Her own family were fond of eating pig’s
flesh. They were fond of smoking tobacco,
and drinking intoxicating drinks. When
Naomi heard the message of salvation, she
decided that it was not right to use these
unclean things, and she stopped using them.
She decided to keep God’s holy day, the
Sabbath.

Her people were angry with her, and
persecuted” hers They said she had no right
to do these things unless they were willing.
They said if she did not give up the truth,
they would put her in jail

But Naomi could not disobey God, not
even to please her own people.

“I am willing to suffer anything for the
truth,” she said, “but I will not give it up.”

One morning, they took her from her
village. They took her to the native ruler,
twenty-five miles away. The road was
rough, the sun was hot, and Naomi was
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hungry and thirsty. They told the ruler
that she would not obey their laws.

Naomi was brought before the judge.
He asked her what she had done. She told
him she had stopped eating pig’s flesh, she
had stopped smoking tobacco and drinking
intoxicating drinks. She told him she
wanted to obey the true God, and keep
His holy Sabbath day.

The judge said she had done nothing that
should cause them to put her in prison.

Then her people took her home again,
over the same long, rough road, with no
food to eat and no water to drink. They
beat her with sticks, hoping that she would
give up the truth she loved so well. They
beat her so cruelly that even when she be-
came an old woman, great scars were left
on her body.

But with a smile on her face, she said,
“I would rather die than give up the truth,
because it means so much to me. When the
Lord comes from heaven, I am sure He will
take me to live with Him.”
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Week after week, for several years, her
people persecuted her very cruelly. At last
they knew that she would never go back
to their ways. They watched her closely.
They noticed that all the time she lived a
godly life. Then they stopped persecuting
her, and some of them became Christians.

Naomi now rests in her grave. Her last
words were: “I have finished the course, 1
have run the race. There is laid up for me
a crown of righteousness.”

Many of her people now love and obey
the truth. They feel very sorry for the way
they persecuted faithful Naomi.

Comprehension Test

1. Where did Naomi live?

2. What wickedness did her parents practice?

3. When the people became Christians, what did
they stop doing?

4. When Naomi became a Christian, how was
she persecuted?

5. Why did her people at last stop persecuting
her?
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Don’t Give Up &

Did you ever watch a baby bird try to fly? Did
it give up and cry because it could not fly well at
first? Did you ever see a tree bent far over in a
windstorm? This poem tells the lesson you can learn
from the birds and the trees. Find it.

How far along are you in your memory reading?

1. If you’ve tried and have not won,
Never stop for crying;
All that’s great and good is done
Just by patient trying.

2. Though young birds, in flying, fall,
Still their wings grow stronger;
And the next time they can keep
Up a little longer.

3. Though the sturdy* oak has known
Many a blast* that bowed her,
She has risen again, and grown
Loftier* and prouder.

4. If by easy work you beat,
Who the more will prize you?
Gaining victory* from defeat,*
That’s the test that tries you!

—Phabe Cary.
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To a Honeybee (8D

As you read this poem aloud, see how well you can
hum as the bee hums.

1. Busybody, busybody, m
Always on the wing; 3 '
Wait a bit e
Where you have lit, %
And tell me what you sing.

2. Up and in the air again,
Flap, flap, flap!
And now she stops,
And now she drops,
Into the rose’s lap.

3. Come just a minute, come,
From your rose so red;
“Hum-m! Hum-m!
Hum-m! Hum-m!”
That was all she said.

4. Busybody, busybody,
Always light and gay;
It seems to me,

For all I see,

Your work is only play.
—Alice Cary.
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Stories of Lincoln

Read silently these two stories about Abraham
Lincoln. Then choose one and study it until you can
read it well to the rest of the class. Give each of the
stories a name. When is Lincoln’s birthday?

I.

Abraham Lincoln
had a very strong love of fair play.
This was so well known
that he was often called upon - Lincoln
to settle disputes* among the neighbor boys.
In this way, he came to be looked upon
as the peacemaker of the village.
One day,
a quarrel arose between two boys
who were very much smaller than Lincoln.
Lincoln was called in.
He decided which of the boys was right.
The other boy became angry because
the dispute had been decided against him.
“See here, Abe! T lick you!”
he. said boastfully* to Lincoln.
Lincoln was very tall. He looked down
at the small boy who dared him to fight.
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“All right, but let’s fight fair,”
answered Lincoln. “You are so small
there isn’t much of you for me to hit,
and I am so big
that you can’t help hitting me.

So you make a chalk mark on me
that will show just your size,

or else you will have the advantage* of me.

When we fight,
you must hit me inside this mark,
or it will not count as fair.”
The idea was so funny
that the boy began to laugh. Of course,
that took all the anger out of him.
And the quarrel ended as a joke.

II. .
At another time,
Lincoln came upon a poor man

who was chopping an old hut into firewood.

" The day was bitter cold,
and the man looked too weak
for such hard work.
He was barefooted and so thinly dressed
that he was shivering with cold.
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“See here,” Lincoln called out,
“how much do you get for this job?”
“One dollar,” said the man.
“I must have the dollar to get some shoes.”
“You go home and warm yourself,”
said Lincoln, taking the ax from him.
Then Lincoln swung the ax
as only Lincoln could,
and in a short time,
the old hut was chopped into firewood.
The poor woodchopper got his dollar

~ and his shoes, and he never forgot

the kindness of Abraham Lincoln.
—Adapted from “The True Story of Lincoln.”
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Washington’s Love
for Children ®

C e

One time, Washington was invited
to dine* with some friends.
The large house was brilliantly* lighted.
The table was beautifully decorated.*
It was spread
with fine silver and shining glassware.*
The good dinner was all ready.
The other guests* were there,
but where was General Washington?
Every one was waiting for him.
The dinner was spoiling,
and the host* wondered
why Washington did not come.
Then one of the servants
said that a guest had come an hour before,
and he had shown him to a room
so that he could wash and rest before dinner.
The host waited a little longer,
but still Washington did not come down.
200
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Then he excused himself to his guests
and went upstairs.
On his way he passed the nursery.*
There sat the missing guest,
a baby astride his foot.
He was “riding the child to Boston,”
and singing as if he enjoyed the fun
as much as the baby did.
Another child stood close by
laughing with delight.
When Washington saw his host,
he was a little embarrassed,*
but he finished the song. Then he rose
and bade the children good night.
“Say, ‘Good night, and thank you,
General George Washington!’”
said the father.
“Good night, and thank you,
General George Washington,”
the children called out after him.
How happy those children must have been
as they grew older, to remember the time
when Washington forgot his dinner

to play with them!
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A Little Slave’s Faith ©®

1. A missionary in India,
passing one day through the schoolroom,
saw a little boy in prayer.
He heard him say,
“O Lord Jesus, I thank Thee
for sending a big ship into my country,
and wicked men to steal me
and bring me here,
that I might hear about Thee and love Thee.
And now, Lord Jesus,
I have one great favor to ask of Thee.
Please s_end men with another big ship,
and let them catch my father and mother,
and bring them to this country,
that they may hear the missionaries preach
and may love Thee.”
2. A few days afterwards,
the missionary saw him on the seashore,
looking very closely as the ships came in.
“What are you looking at, Tom?”
“I am looking to see
if Jesus answers prayer.”
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Watching for the “big ship”

For two years,

he was to be seen day after day,

watching the arrival of every ship.

One day, the missionary saw him

dancing about with great joy.
“Well, Tom, what gives you so much joy?”
“Oh, Jesus answers prayer!

Jesus answers prayer!” he exclaimed.

“Father and mother came in that ship!”
And this was really true.
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- The Churn That Was Never Through
Churning ©®

Find out from reading this story what the churn
was, and what lesson the story teaches you.

Once there was a little girl who had to
churn every day and every day. This little
girl was servant to a woman who made
butter. This woman had a great deal to
do to make a living, and she needed the
butter the churn made every '
day to help her do it. It was
an old-fashioned churn, where
you had to work the dasher,
or churn handle, up and down,
up and down, up and down,
until by and by the butter
was made.

So this little girl would
come to the churn every morn-
ing, ready and glad to do
the churning. Her mistress”
would fill the churn half full
of cream, then she would put

in the dasher, then she would An Old-fashioned Churn
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put on the cover, which had a hole in the
middle for the dasher handle to go through.
And then this little girl would go to churn-
ing, up and down, up and down, up and
down. And the cream inside, with the
dasher going up and down, up and down,
up and down, would churn around, and
churn around, and churn around, until the
cream would be all broken up, and the but-
ter would come.

Well, one day this little girl had been
churning, up and down, up and down, up
and down, until she thought it was almost
time for the butter to come. And she was
thinking, “Now pretty soon I shall be all
through this churning, for the butter will
have come. Then I will go and rest my
tired arms, and sit down in my rocking-
chair and rest my tired legs, and lean back
and rest my tired back, and I will take my
dolly and rock her to sleep.”

Just as the little girl said this to her-
self, what should her mistress do but come
and open the churn and put in another
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panful of cream! And she
said, “Little girl, you will have
to start your churning all over,
for I have found some more cream that I
want made into butter. And so you must
keep on churning.”

The little girl was very tired, but she
was a good little girl, and wanted to help
her mistress. Sq she set to work again
with the dasher, churning up and down,
up and down, up and down, while the cream
went round and round, and round and
round, trying to make the butter.

After about another hour the little girl
said to herself, “It must be almost done
now.” And she lifted the cover, and took
a peep inside. And sure enough, there were
little specks of butter on the inside of the
cover and on the top of the cream.
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“Now just a few more dashes, up and
down, up and down, up and down,” the lit-
tle girl said, “and then I shall be through
my churning. Then I will go and rest my
tired arms, and sit down in the rocking-
chair and rest my tired legs, and lean back
and rest my tired back, and rock and sing
to my dolly.”

But just as she said this—what do you
think? Why, her mistress came again, and
opened the churn, and the little girl thought
she was going to gather the butter. But in-
stead of that, she took another pan of cream
and dumped it into the churn. And she said,
“Little girl, here is another pan of cream
for you to churn. It looks so good and it
tastes so good-that I just can’t help putting
it into the churn to make more butter.”

And do you know, that poor little girl
was so tired, standing up so long, and pump-
ing that dasher up and down, up and down,
up and down, to make the butter come, that
she just couldn’t go on any longer, and she
sat down and cried!

207



My! I don’t wonder at it a bit, do you?
If you were that little girl, how would you
like to churn and churn, up and down, up
and down, with a churn that could never
quit churning because it had some more
cream put into it every hour to make the
butter? You wouldn’t want to be servant
girl to a mistress like that, would you?

Your mamma loves you, and she knows
that while little girls should help, they can-
not keep on working all the while, but need
some time to rest and to play with their
dolls, and to run outdoors and play in the
sunshine. And your dolly’s mamma (who
is you) wouldn’t do that way to her little
dolly girl, would she? And any good woman
or any good little girl who was a good mis-
tress, never would think of treating her lit-
tle servant girl like that; now would she?

Would you like to know that little girl’s
name? Well, listen, and I will tell you. That
little girl’s name is Stomach. Yes, ma’am!
Stomach! And her mistress is any little girl
who has a stomach. For you know when
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- needs some time to

you eat your breakfast, it goes down into
your stomach, and there it is churned
around, and churned around, and churned
around, all the while it is digesting.* And
it takes several hours to digest and go on
and then Stomach can
have a rest. And she
needs a rest very
much, for she can’t
keep on churning, and
churning, and churn-
ing all the time. She

.
’

rest, and go and sit down in her rocking-
chair and sing to her dolly!

But when any little girl mistress comes
along after breakfast and dumps some more
food down into her stomach, why, poor
Stomach has to start all over again, and
keep on churning and churning until the
new food is digested. And then, if that lit-

- tle girl mistress should be so bad as to come

and dump some more food in, why, I would
not blame poor little Stomach if she just
209
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sits down and eries, would you? And letifne
tell you, if she gets to feeling so bad that
she cries, her little girl mistress will be sure
to know it, and she will ery, “Oh, oh! I have
a stomach ache!”

So I think that the little girl mistress
of the little servant Stomach should give
Stomach just enough churning to do at
breakfast, and never a bit more till noon,
and then never a bit more till evening, and
never eat between meals. And then good
little Stomach will do her churning cheer-
fully and well every day, and everybody will
be happy. That’s what I think, don’t you?

—Arthur W. Spalding.

Something to Do

Have you found the lesson this story teaches?

After you read the story, keep track of your
little “servant” for one week, and report how many
times you are unkind and unfair to it. Every time
you do this servant a wrong, put a small pencil mark
after the name of this story. It might be well for
you to keep track for a longer time. I wonder how
many boys and girls can go the rest of the year with-
out putting down a single bad mark.
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The Ill-Natured Brier @
Little Miss Brier* came out of the ground;
She put out her thorns, ,

. a.nd scratched everything ’round.
I'll just try,” said she,
“How bad I can be;

At pricking and scratching,
there’s few can match me.”

Little Miss Brier was handsome and bright
Her leaves were dark green, ,
and her flowers pure white;
But all who came nigh* her
Were so worried by her
They’d go out of their way
to keep clear of the brier.

Little Miss Brier was looking one day

At her neighbor, Miss Violet, over the way;
“I wonder,” said she,

“That no one pets me,
While all seem so glad little Violet to see.”

Old Mr. Linnet,* who sat on a tree,
Heard the speech of Miss Brier,
and. thus answered he:
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“Pis not that she’s fair,

For you may compare
In beauty with even Miss Violet there.

“But Violet is always so pleasant and kind,
So gentle in manner, so humble in mind,
E’en the worms at her feet
She would never illtreat,
And to bird, bee, and butterfly,
always so sweet.”

The gardener’s wife
then the pathway came down,
And the mischievous® brier
caught hold of her gown.
“Oh, dear, what a tear,
My gown’s spoiled, I declare,
That troublesome brier
has no business there.
Here, John, dig it up;
throw it into the fire.”

And that was the end
of ill-natured Miss Brier.

— Anne, Bache.
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Little “Scotch Granite” @

This story is about a brave boy whom the other -
boys in school called “Scotch Granite.” As you read,
find out what shows that he was brave, why the boys
named him “Scotch Granite,” and what his real name
was. This is a good story to learn to tell well.

Divide the first paragraph into phrases by short
cross lines, and practice reading each phrase at a
glance.

1. Little Burt and Johnny Lee were de-
lighted when their Scotch* Cousin Willie
came to live with them. He was as far
along in his studies as they were, and the
first day he went to
school they thought
him a very good stu-
dent. He wasted no
time in play when
he should have been
studying, and he re-
cited well.

2. At night, just
before the close of
school, the teacher
called a roll,* and
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the boys began to answer, “Ten.” When
Willie understood that he was to say “ten”
if he had not whispered during the day, he
replied, “I have whispered.”

“More than once?” asked the teacher.

“Yes, sir,” answered Willie.

“As many as ten times?”

“Maybe I have,” he said slowly.

“Then I shall mark you ‘zero,” ” said the
teacher sternly, “and that is a very great
disgrace.”

3. “Why, I did not see you whisper once,”
said Johnny that night after school.

“Well, I did,” said Willie. “I saw others
doing it, and so I asked to borrow a book;
then I lent a slate pencil, and asked a boy
for a knife, and did several such things. I
supposed it was allowed.”

“Oh, we all do that,” said Burt, redden-
ing. “There isn’t any sense in the old rule,
and nobody could keep it. Nobody does.”

“T will, or else I will say I haven’t,” said
Willie. “Do you suppose I would tell ten
lies in one heap?”
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“Oh, we don’t call them lies,” muttered
Johnny. “There wouldn’t be a credit among
us at night if we were so strict.”

“What of that, if you told the truth?”
laughed Willie bravely.

4. In a short time, the boys all saw how
it was with this truthful little Scoteh boy.
He studied hard, played with all his might
in playtime, but from his own account he
lost more credits* than any of the rest.

5. After some weeks, the other boys
answered nine and eight oftener than they
used to. Yet the schoolroom seemed to have
grown much more quiet. Sometimes, when
Willie Grant’s mark was even lower than
usual, the teacher would smile, but said no
more of ‘‘disgrace.”

6. Willie never preached at the boys or
told tales. But somehow it made the boys
ashamed of themselves, just seeing that
this sturdy, blue-eyed Scotch boy must tell
the truth. They felt like cheats and “story-
tellers.” They talked about him among
themselves and loved him, if they did nick-
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name him ‘“Scotch Granite,”* because he
was so firm about a promise.

7. At the end of the term, Willie’s name
was very low down in the credit list. When
it was read, he had hard work not to cry,
for he had tried hard to be perfect.

8. The very last thing that day was a
speech by the teacher.

“I want to give a little gold medal* to
the most faithful boy, the one really the
most conscientiously* perfect in his de-
portment,*” he said. “Who shall have it?”

“Little Seotch Granite!” shouted forty
boys at once. For the child whose name
was so low on the credit list had made truth
noble in their eyes.

Is every boy in your school a “Scotch

Granite”?
—Sunday School Visitor.

Bruno &%

This story is your fourth silent reading practice
test for the third period. It is about a dog whose
master lived in the Alps Mountains. Find on the
globe or map where the Alps Mountains are.

Read and find out how
this dog saved the life of his
master and the little child
at home.

Bruno was a large
St. Bernard* dog that
belonged to a hunter
who lived in a cottage
among the Alps.

The upper parts of
these mountains are
very rocky and wild, and
the paths are steep and
dangerous. On the lower slopes are woods
and green pastures, and in the valleys far
below are beautiful little villages. In sum-
mer, the mountains are delightful. But in
winter, the roads and paths are buried in
snow, and travelers are often overtaken by
storms, and perish in the bitter cold.
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A St. Bernard Dog
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One winter night when the hunter came
home, he found that his youngest child was
very ill. There was no medicine in the
house, and the nearest doctor lived in the
village at the foot of the mountain. The
child must have help as soon as possible.

The hunter called his dog, Bruno, and
togéther they started down the mountain.
The snow was falling fast, but they reached
the village in safety. When the medicine
was ready, the hunter and his dog went out
again into the storm. The night was dark,
and the snow had drifted over the road, so
that it was very hard to find the way.

‘But with the help of his faithful dog the
weary man struggled on until he was al-
most home. Then his strength began to
fail, and he sank down into the snow. Bruno
barked and rubbed his master’s cheek, try-
ing to make him rise and go forward.

“Yes, Bruno,” said his master. “I will
try once more.” And he waded through the
soft snow until he was within a few steps
of his cottage door. The drifts grew deeper,
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and the hunter thought that he had lost
his way.

“Bruno,” he said, “I must lie down here
and rest a little before I cean go any
farther.”

Bruno knew that they were nearly home,
and he was greatly troubled. He jumped
about and barked, and tried in every way
he knew to get his master to go on, but
without success.

It is very dangerous to lie down to sleep
in the cold and storm. People who do so
seldom* wake again. They think that they
wish to rest for only a few moments, and
then they will be ready to proceed* on their
journey. But it is the cold that causes the
great desire to rest and sleep.

When Bruno found that he could not
rouse his master, he turned his head toward
the house and barked long and loud. The
hunter’s wife heard the barking, and knew
the voice of the dog.

“My husband needs help,” she cried, as
she ran out of the cottage. Guided by the
barking of the faithful animal, she soon

219

385

337

346

355

362

371

380

389

395

402

410

418

425

430

437

44c

452



463

464

471

480

488

492

500

509

518

520

found her way to the man who lay in the
SNOW.

After much effort, she roused him from
his sleep, and by her help he reached his
home, with the medicine for his sick child
safe in his pocket.

And thus it was that the hunter’s dog,

Bruno, saved the life, not only of his mas-
ter, but also of the little babe that lay in

the cradle. —Jacob Abbott.

Comprehension Test. Give the missing word in
these sentences:

1. Bruno was a dog.

2. He lived in the Mountains.

3. In winter, the mountain roads are often buried
in

4. Bruno’s master was a

5. One stormy winter night, the master’s young-
est child was .

6. The master took
lage for .

and went to the vil-

7. The village was at the of the .

8. On his return, when he was nearly home, the
master was in the storm.
9. He was so that he felt
lay down in the snow to K
10. Bruno saved his master’s life by
until came to help him.
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How the Street Sweeper Became
a Minister @

This story is about a poor little orphan boy who
swept the street crossings to earn money for a little
food. Asyou read it, find out what happened one day
that changed his whole life. See if you can find
where he heard his “alarm clock.” What shows that
he was honest? truthful? industrious? courageous?
studious? a Christian?

“A penny, ma’am?”’ asked a pale-faced,
blue-eyed, thinly clad little boy of a lady as
she was crossing one of the streets down
town. '

Taking out her purse, the lady gave the
little street sweeper a five-cent piece, and
passed on. In her haste she dropped her
purse. The boy picked it up and was about
to follow her and hand it to her. Just then
he was surrounded by several other boys.

“How much is in it?” asked one.

“What will you do with it?” asked an-
other.

“I am going to give it to the lady,” was
the boy’s answer.
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“Catch us so green as that!” shouted the
others.

“No, no! come!” said the oldest boy. “We
will have a good time.”

“No, I won’t!” said the little fellow,
breaking away from them, and starting off
in the direction the lady had gone.

He ran several blocks and made some
mistakes. But at last he found the lady,
and, taking off his cap, he gave her the purse.

The lady was surprised, for she had not
discovered her loss. She asked him where
he found it. The little boy told his story.
The lady was at once interested in him.

“What is your name?” she asked. “And
where do you live?”

“My name is Robert, and I live nowhere.”

“Why, have you no father or mother?”

“No, ma’am. My father died when I was
a baby, and my mother was buried some
months ago.” And passing his coat sleeve
across his eyes, he wiped away the tears
that were beginning to flow.

“And what do you do for a living?”
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“I sweep the street crossings, and do
what little I can to buy bread. Then at night
I sleep in some wagon or on some step.”

“Are you not afraid, Robert?”

“Sometimes. But mother told me before
she died that if T would pray to God and
read this Book, God would send some one
to care for me.”

As he spoke, he took a well-worn Tes-
tament from the inside pocket of his jacket.

This was enough for the kind-hearted
woman. A short time before, she had lost
a boy,—her only boy,—just about the age
of the little street sweeper. She followed
Robert into one of the back streets, where
he said his mother had lived. She found
he had told the truth.

Then she took the little fellow to her own
beautiful home. She sent him to school,
and cared for him as if he were her own
child. When she found that he desired to
be a preacher, she sent him to college. A
few years ago he finished college, and now
he is preaching the gospel.
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Little children, do you think Robert was

ever sorry that he returned the purse? Do

you think he was sorry that he read the
Bible and prayed to God every day?

—Selected.

Rosa Bonheur ©

Something in this story makes
me think of the new earth. Can
you find out what it is? Would
you like to have known Rosa Bon-
heur? Why?

Divide the first two para-
graphs into phrases by short
cross lines, and practice reading
each phrase at a glance.

Rosa Bonheur
. and one of her friends

Rosa Bonheur lived in France, in- the
country. She and her brothers loved the
woods and the fields. They loved to watch
the shy* rabbits and the frisky squirrels.
Sometimes Rosa would take her lunch and
drawing paper and spend a whole day out-
doors. She would make friends with any
animal she could find. When she went home
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at night, she would take with her a picture
of a squirrel, or a rabbit, or a dog.

Sometimes her pictures were not very
good. Then her father could not help laugh-
ing at them. But she loved to draw, so her
father told her to keep on trying. After a
while, he let her come into his studio* and
draw. Then she tried harder than ever.
At last, even when she was just a little girl,
she drew animal pictures that looked quite
natural.

When Rosa was about ten years old, her
father moved to the great city of Paris.
They lived up several flights of stairs. Rosa
missed the country with her animal friends.
Just across the street was a butcher’s shop.
In front of the shop the butcher had a sign.
It was a wild pig cut out of wood. Every
time Rosa went by this shop, she would stop
and pet the wooden pig.

While they lived in Paris, the children
had a few pets. They had a parrot, a mon-
key, two dogs, some rabbits and birds, and
a pet lamb. Their windows opened on the
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flat roof of a house. Here they made a
garden and kept their pets. Every day
Rosa’s brothers carried the lamb down on
their shoulders to a green field near by.
Here it would nibble the grass, and have
a run with the children. Then they carried
it back to the roof. You will find this lamb
in many of Rosa’s pictures.

Rosa’s mother died while they were liv-
ing in Paris. Then Rosa went to the coun-
try to live with an aunt. She was glad to
be in the country again. Sometimes on her
way to school she would make a smooth
place in the road and then draw wonderful
pictures in the dust with a stick. She had
such a good time drawing in the road that
she often forgot to go to school, or was
very late.

Rosa was very lonely without her father.
She begged so hard to go back to him and
paint pictures in his studio that he finally
let her come. He was her teacher, and she
was very happy. If she could only find an
animal to draw, she was willing to walk
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These pictures were drawn by Rosa Bonheunr. Th
ictl . e tth

named Llpns at Home.” The other is “Shepherdorx;;(;il Hise }Fc‘olgc?(hs
Which of these do you like the better? Point to Nero. '
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 miles in any kind of weather. She was even
willing to go without food.

The first picture she painted that was
shown with the pictures of other great
artists* was some little rabbits nibbling car-
rots. People began to buy her pictures.
Now she could help her father earn money.

After a while, she bought a farm in
France. She put many wild animals on the
farm. People sent her gifts of fine horses
and other animals to paint. “Buffalo Bill”*
once sent her two fine horses from Texas.
Her pictures were now famous all over the
world.

One of Rosa Bonheur’s pets was a large
lion, named Nero. Nero often lay near her
as she worked on her paintings. Once,
when she was leaving for a long trip, she
had to send Nero away. When she came
back, she found her pet in one of the parks
in Paris. He was in a cage, sick and blind.

“Nero, my poor Nero!” she exclaimed,
“what has happened to you?”

As soon as she spoke, Nero knew her
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voice. He crept up to the bars of the cage,
where she could pet him. Then Rosa Bon-
heur took him to her home, and cared for
him as long as he lived. He died with his
great head resting in her lap. She painted
Nero in her pictures, “An Old Monarch”*
and “Lions at Home.”

When the French people wish to honor
an artist, they give him the medal of the
“Legion* of Honor.” This is a white cross.
One day, the empress* of France came to
Rosa Bonheur’s studio. It was a great
event to have the empress visit anyone.
They had a delightful visit. When she left,
she hung the white cross around Rosa Bon-
heur’s neck. No woman had ever before
worn this medal.

Comprehension Test

1. On the globe or map, find where Rosa Bon-
heur lived. Which direction is it from your home?
Point toward it. :

2. Of what did she make drawings?

3. What were some of her pets when she lived
in the city of Paris?

4. Which did she like best, the city or the coun-
try? Why?
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5. What was her first great painting?
6. Name some of her other paintings that you
have seen. Which do you like best? '
7. What did “Buffalo Bill” do for her?
8. What shows that she loved animals?
9. How did the empress of France honor her?
10. Rosa Bonheur was born in 1822. She died in
1899. How old was she then?

Little Foxes @3

This lesson tells about “the little foxes, that spoil
the vines.” How many little foxes are named? What
are their names? What is the name of the “hunter”
that catches each of these little foxes? Do any of
these little foxes get among your vines? Be sure you
get the right hunter after them, or you will have no
rich harvest.

The boys might read in concert the lines that
name the foxes, and the girls those that name the
hunters. Then change about. Make it interesting by
giving the right tone to the name of each fox. And
remember, a good hunter never lags over his prey.

Among my tender vines I spy

A little fox* named—By and By.
Then set upon him quick, I say,

The swift young hunter—Right Away!
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Around each tender vine I plant

I find the little fox—1I Can’t.

Then, fast as ever hunter ran,

Chase him with bold and brave—I Can!

No Use in Trying—Ilags and whines
This fox among my tender vines.

Then drive him low, and drive him high,
With this good hunter, named—1DI'll Try!

Among the vines in my small lot ?,
Creeps in the young fox—I Forgot. ?&
Then hunt him out and to his pen qﬁ
With—I Will Not Forget Again!  °%

A little fox is hidden there :
Among my vines, named—I Don’t Care. ¥ 9.
Then let I'm Sorry/—hunter true— \4 o

Chase him afar from vines and you. <3¢ %
—Sunshine and Shadow. &3 “‘T‘&u-w oy
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What the Minutes Say ¢

1. We are but minutes; little things,
Each one furnished with sixty wings,
With which we fly on our unseen track,
And not a minute ever comes back.

2. We are but minutes; each one bears
A little burden of joys and cares;
Take patiently the minutes of pain,
The worst of minutes cannot remain.*

3. We are but minutes; when we bring
A few of the drops from pleasure’s spring,
Taste their sweetness while yet .you may,
It takes but a minute to fly away.

4. We are but minutes; use us well,

For how we're used you must one day tell.

Who uses minutes has hours to use;

Who loses minutes whole years must lose.

— Author Unknown.

Comprehension Test

1. What are the “sixty wings” of a minute?
Would it have been just as well to say, “Each one
furnished with sixty feet?” Why?

2. What will help us to be patient when in pain?
Read the answer in stanza two.

3. When will the “one day” of the last stanza

come?
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“Soft-eyed reindeer crop the short grass in Eskimo land.”

The Snow Baby ¢

This story is your last silent reading practice test
for this semester. How much have you gained since
school began? The story tells about the Es'ki-mos
and their home. Eskimos are Indians who live in
A-las’ka and other places in the northern part of
North America. Find Alaska on the globe or the
map. In what direction is it from your home?

As you read this story, find the funniest thing in
it. Notice what each of its four parts is about and
try to give each a name. :

I

Hundreds and hundreds of miles away
in the white frozen north, there is a won-
derful land of snow and ice. There, strange

little yellow people, called Eskimos,* live in

houses of snow and dress in skins of animals.
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In summer, in this wonderful land, the
sun never sets. It shines all the time, day
and night. Flowers '
spring up, and soft-
eyed reindeer* wan-
der about, cropping
the short grass.

The ice breaks up
and drifts out to sea.
Great rivers of ice
push forward into the
water. Great moun-
tains of ice, called ice-
bergs, break off from
them and float away
like white ships.

The blue waves dance and sparkle in the
sun. Singing brooks rush down the moun-
tains. Thousands of noisy sea birds come
to the rocky peaks to lay their eggs.

Glossy seals* swim in the water, and
once in a while a shaggy* white bear goes
running over the floating ice in search
of seals. The Eskimos, paddling swiftly

234

An Iceberg

through the water in their strange skin
boats, hunt these animals for food and
clothing.

In winter, there is no
sunshine at all in Eskimo
land. For four long, long
months it is dark all the
time, just as it is here in
the night. The ground is
covered deep with snow,
and the poor deer must =& _,
dig through it with their Seals
hoofs for grass and moss. The sea is cov-
ered with thick ice, and the birds fly away.
fl‘he cold is so terrible that the Eskimos
would freeze to death were it not for their
thick, warm fur coats.

II1. -

Here, in this wonderful land there was
found, one September day, a snow-white
baby with big blue eyes.

And such a funny little house it was
where she was found. It was only one
story high. The walls were more than a
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foot thick, and the outside was covered.

with heavy black paper. All around the
house was a veranda.* Its walls were built
of boxes of biscuit, sugar, and other foods.

Inside the house, the little room where
the baby lived was lined with soft, warm
blankets. There was a bright carpet on the
floor and pictures on the walls.

All these things, like the boxes of food
outside, came in the ship that brought the
baby’s father and mother to this strange
country.

One window of the baby’s room looked
out upon a great river of ice. From the
other window you could see high red and
brown mountains. And here was the sea
in which strange-looking icebergs* floated.

III.

When the people of that land heard that
there was a white baby in the small black
house, they came hundreds of miles to see
the little stranger.

They talked to the baby in their own
queer language. They called her the Snow
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Baby, and they brought her presents of
fur mittens and little sealskin boots.

After the sun went away, the baby lived
for days and weeks in a little room lined
with blankets. A lamp was kept burning
in the room all the time, both day and night.

One of the Eskimo women made a little
suit of clothes for the baby, all out of furs.
There were only two pieces in this suit.
First, there was a pair of little trousers
and boots made together. Over this was
worn a coat with a warm hood.

IV.

When summer came and the sun re-

turned, the Snow Baby was taken out of

doors every day. No matter how cold it

was she had a sleigh ride on her little Es-

kimo sled. You should have seen her team
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of dogs with their bright eyes, their sharp-
pointed ears, and their big bushy tails.

For nearly a year, the Snow Baby lived
in this strange, northern home. But one
day in August, a big black ship came up
the bay. It was the same ship that had
brought the Snow Baby’s father and mother
to the Snowland. |

Then the baby and her mother went on
board the ship, and steamed away south

to their own American home.
—From “The Snow Baby.”

Comprehension Test

1. Which of the four parts of this story might be
named—‘“Eskimo Land”?

“The Baby’s First Presents”?
“Leaving Snowland”?
“The Snow Baby’s First Home”?

2. There are five races of people on the earth—
the white race, the black race, the yellow race, the
brown race, and the red race. To which race do the
Eskimos belong?

3. Whatisstrange about summer in Eskimo land?

4. What is strange about winter?

5. What two animals furnish the Eskimos most
of their food and clothing?

6. With what was the Snow Baby’s home lined?

7. What was the Snow Baby’s carriage?
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Mother’s Boy @

The boys may read this poem to the girls.
What temptations did “mother’s boy” have to
meet? Why did he have a happy time at his play?

1. The snow was deep and heavy,
And the laddie’s hands were small;
The shovel was too large for him,
The handle very tall;
But mother dear was washing,
And with all his might and mind,
A pathway to the clothes reel*
He right bravely tried to find.

2. Though both his hands had blisters,

And his arms were tired, too,
And mother said, “Why, Billy,

Let me finish that for you,”
Though Tommy Jones was shouting,
“Oh, you Bill! come out and play,
And help me build a snow man
In the field across the way,”

239



3. He labored with his shovel,
Till at last his task was done;
Then with a merry whistle,
Off he ran to have his fun.
Now let me tell you, boys and girls,
He had a joyous day,
Because he worked for mother dear

- Before he went to play.
—The Sabbath Recorder.

Mother’s Girl @

The girls may read this poem to the boys in the
class. Count the things “mother’s girl” did to help.
Name them. Why was she a blessing?

1. Sleeves to the dimpled elbow,
Fun in the sweet blue eyes,
To and fro upon errands*
The little maiden flies.
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Now she is washing dishes,
Now she is feeding the chicks,
Now she is playing with Pussy,
Or teaching Rover tricks.

2. Wrapped in a big white apron,

Pinned in a checkered* shawl,
Hanging clothes in the garden,—
Oh, were she only tall!
Hushing the fretful baby,
Coaxing his hair to curl;
Stepping around so briskly,
Because she is mother’s girl.

. Hunting for eggs in the haymow,*

Petting old Brindle’s calf,
Riding Don to the pasture

With many a ringing laugh.
Coming whene’er you call her,

Mother’s girl is a
blessing,

content.*
— Author Unknown.
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Reading Tests and Scores for the
Third Period

You have now reached the middle of the school
year. Are you halfway toward your goal in silent
reading? The test that you are now ready for will
show. You will take this test in just the same way as
you took your tests at the end of the first and second
periods.

Remember that it is better to get 100 in compre-
hension even if your rate is not quite so high as it
should be, than to score a high speed and fail in com-
prehension. So when you read your silent test, read
thoughtfully.

For your oral test, choose any story you like from -

the third period. Study and practice it as much as
you please. Then remember to make your voice sound
right, speak all your words correctly and very plainly,
read only the words that are«dn the story, and look
often away from your book without losing your place.
Read slowly and smoothly.

You can give yourself a grade in memory read-
ing by finding out how many words there are in all
the poems you have learned this period. I wonder
how many of you will have a grade of 100. This will
be your grade if your memorized poems for the period
total at least 300 words.

Your memory test will show how well you have
remembered the important things in the stories you
have read during this period.
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The Little Dictionary Teacher

A

a-bom-i-na’tion, something
greatly hated.

ac-cis’ tomed, used to; often
done.

a-cros’tie, first letters of
several lines which taken
in order spell a word or
phrase.

ad-van’tage, that which
helps one to get the better
of another.

af-féc’tion-ate, loving.

al’pha-bet, all the letters in
their order.

am’bu-lance, a wagon or
auto for carrying a sick
or wounded person.

a-noint’est, to pour oil upon
as a religious act; to set
apart for sacred use.

anx’ious-ly, being troubled.
ap-péar’, come in sight.

ar’rant, shameless; not
ashamed.

ar-riv’al, coming to a place.

ar’tist, one who draws or
paints beautiful pictures.

Aus-tral’ia (ya), name of
the smallest continent.

au’ thor, one who writes a
book.

B

bal’ance, pair of scales for
weighing things.

ban’tam, a small kind of
chicken.

blast, a sudden gust of wind.

bliie jay,a common bird that
is looked upon as a thief.

boast’ ful-ly, in a proud,
bragging way.

bon’ny, pretty.

bri’er, prickly rosebush.

bril’liant-ly, very brightly.

brook’let, a small brook or
stream of water.

Buf’ fa-lo Bill, a name given
to 2 man because he once
killed many buffaloes.

b’ reau(rd), a piece of
furniture with drawers.

blr’ row, to dig a hiding
place in the earth.

C

can’ni-bals, savages who
kill people and eat their
flesh.

car-bol’ic, an acid used for
killing germs. It is made
from coal tar.

cir’ pen-ter, a man who
builds houses.
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cask’et, a coffin.

¢én’tu-ry, one hundred
years.

chéck’ered, a pattern
marked off in small
squares.

chick’a-dee, a sociable little
bird with a black cap.

clév’er, having great skill,
or wisdom.

clév’er-ness, skill.

clink-ing, rattling.

cogst’ing, sliding down hill.

coat-of-mail’, a soldier’s
dress made of small pieces
of metal joined together.

¢0l’0-ny, settlement.

com-plain’, find fault.

com-plain’ing, finding
fault.

com-pre-hén’sion, under-
standing.

con’ fer-ence, a body of peo-
ple met to discuss impor-
tant matters.

con-s¢i-&n’tious-ly, in a
way that one thinks is
right.

con-sid’er, think about care-
fully. .

con-tént’, satisfied.

cor-réet’ ly, without making
a mistake.

cglir-2’ gégus, brave.

créd’its, honor marks for
good behavior.

crew, the sailors who belong
to one boat.

crip’ple, one who has lost an
arm, or is disabled in some
other way.

clr’'rent, water flowing
strongly in one direction.

D

D. C., Distriet of Columbia,
where Washington, the
capital of the United
States, is located.

de-clare’, tell about.

déc’ o-rat-ed, trimmed or or-
namented with something
beautiful.

de-fégt’ conquer; beat.
de-port’ ment, behavior.
de-spair, discouragement.

de-toyr’ing, going a long
way around in order to
get away from something.

di’a-mond, a costly stone.

die’ tion-a-ry, a word book
that tells the meanings of
words.

di-gést’ing, making food
ready for use in the body.
dine, eat dinner.

dis-eov’ered, found for the
first time.

dis-putes’, quarrels.
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dis-tinet’ly, very plainly.

dl’vérs, men who dive into
the sea for pearls and
other things.

down’y, like fine, soft
feathers, called down.

dwéll, live.

o E

€’ ger, earnest.

8eh’o, a sound that has
bounded back.

em-bar’ rassg¢d, shy and

ashful; confused.
em-brice’, hug.
€m’press, a woman who

rules a country as a queen
does.

en-dlre’, put up with.

€r’'rand, something to be
done by some one sent for
that purpose.

Es’ ki:m(_)g, a tribe of people
living in the Far North.

F

fdm’ine, a time when there
is little or no food.

fawn, a young deer.

Fi-ji, an island in the Pacific
Ocean.

flat’'ter-ing, saying words
that please one’s pride.

flat’ ter-y, false praise.
flax’en, of golden color.

flégegd, a sheep’s wool.

£6ld, a place where sheep are

protected. To “fold” the

;hle;p is to put them in the
old.

fore’éad, that part of the
face between the eyes and
the hair.

for’est, heavy woods.

f0x, a sly, wild animal related
to the dog.

friskeéd, played about.
G

gal’lops, runs in leaps.

Gén’6-a, a town in Italy
where it is supposed Co-
lumbus was born. The
place of his birth is not
certainly known.

g1lt, covered with yellow like
gold.

g1z’ zard, the part of a bird
that grinds its food.

glass’ware, dishes made of

_ _glass.

gléams, shines.

gran’ite, a very hard kind
of stone.

grind’stone, a flat, round
stone for sharpening
tools.

§r0g, a kind of drink that
makes people drunk.

gros’beak, a bird with a
short, thick beak.
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guést, one who is entertained

at another’s home; a visi-

tor.

gut’ter, a ditch for carrying
away water and dirt.

H
hare, an animal like a rabbit.
has’ten-ing, hurrying.

hay mow, a place where hay
is stored, usually upstairs
in a barn.

hégv’i-ness, great sorrow.

hémp, a plant that bears seed
called hemp. Some kinds
of coarse linen are made
from this plant.

hé’rd, a man who has done
a very brave act.

hos’pi-tal, a house where
sick people are cared for.

host, one who entertains
guests. ‘

how’déh, a seat for riding
on an elephant or a camel.

hut, a small, poorly built
house.

hjmp, a religious song.
I

ice’berg, a mountain of ice
floating in the sea.

in-dus’tri-pus, very busy;
not idle.

in’flu-ence, power.

in-tél’li-gent, able to think
well and understand;
wise.

in-tox’i-cat-ing, making
drunk.

in-tro-da¢’ing, making
known.

ig’land, a body of land with
water all around it.

1'vo-ry, the hard, bony,
white material of the
tusks of elephants.

J

jét, a shiny piece of deep
black coal.

jlin’gle, a dense thicket of
trees and vines.

K
kén’'nel, a house for a dog.

L

‘lass, a girl.

lédge, a shelflike edge.
1&’gi6n, a large number.
1&’1, a piece of money used in
Roumania, which used to
be worth about 20 cents.
Since the World War, one
lei has been worth about
one half of one cent.
lin’ gered, waited about.
lin"net, a small bird.
16f’ti-&r, very high; proud.
lul’la-by, a cradle song.

246

M

mail, see coat of mail.

Man’i-toy, the Indians’
name for the Creator

man’tle, a loose cloak.

ma’son, one who works with
stone and plaster.

mégd’ 0w, a grassy field.

méd’al, a piece of metal ap-
propriately stamped, used
as a reward.

mém’o0-rize, learn by heart.

mer’cy, kindness and for-
giveness.

meér’ry, happy.

Mich’i-gan (sh), a state in
the northern part of the
United States.

mil’let, a kind of grain.

Mil-way’kee, a city on
Lake Michigan.

mis’chig-vgus, full of mis-
chief.

mi’ger, one who piles up
money instead of using it
to help himself and others.

mi’ser-ly, like a miser.

mis’sion, a place where the
gospel is preached to those
who do not know Christ.

mis’tress, a woman who has
charge of a home or a
school.
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mold, leaf mold, soil made of
decayed leaves.

mon’areh, a leading ruler.
The lion is called the king
of beasts, and therefore
may be called a monarch.

mon’u-ment, something
built to keep a great per-
son or event in memory.

moth’er-less, without a
mother.

moun’tgin, a high hill.

Mt. Ro-rgi’ma, a mountain
in South America where
we have a mission. The
“Davis” Indians live here.

N
nd’tion-al, having to do with
one’s country.

na’tive, a person who is born
in that country.

New’found-land dog, a
large, shaggy-haired,
black dog.

nigh, near.

Nifi’a (Neen’ya), the
name of one of Columbus’
ships.

nos’trils, passages through ™
the nose.

nd’tion, an idea; what one
thinks about something.

niirse, or nursie, a woman
who takes care of chil-
dren.



niir’ser-y, a room where
children are taken care of.

0

oblig’ing, doing a favor
with pleasure.

oc-ed’sion-al-ly, once in a
while.

ocean, the largest body of
water.

0’nas, Indian word for
feather.

ope, open.
0’ral, the spoken word.

0’ral-ly, speaking for others
to hear.

P

palm’tree, a tree that grows '

in warm climates.

Pan’sy, the childhood pet
name of Mrs. Isabella
Macdonald Alden, who
wrote many books for
children. She died in 1930
at her home in Palo Alto,
California, at the age of
89 years.

pa-poos¢’, an Indian baby.

pa-rén’the-sis (), marks
that are sometimes used
in writing or printing.

pas’tures, a grassy field
where sheep and cattle
feed.

pégrl, a hard, smooth, white
ball formed in the shell of
a pearl oyster.

péas’ants, persons who live
and work in the country.

pér’ished, died.

pér’se-ciit-ed, illtreated for
religious belief.

per-se-eii’ tion, being perse-
cuted. s

per-se-vér’ing, not easily
giving up a task.

pét’als, the bright-colored
leaves of a flower.

pe-ti’tion, prayer.
phys’i-cal, for the body.

pin’a-fore, a child’s loose
apron. ‘

pine gros’beak, a bird with
a stout beak.

Pin’ta, the name of one of
Columbus’ ships.

Pit’céirn, an island in the
Pacifiec Ocean; our first
missionary ship.

plénk, a thick board.

plick’y, having pluck, or
courage.

poungé, to spring upon
quickly.,
prep-a-ra’tion day, the day

to prepare for the Sab-
bath.
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pre-par’est, get ready.
"Prég’énce, before others.
pro-ceed’, go forward.

prompt, on time; without
waiting.

pro-téct’, keep from harm.

prov’erb, a short, wise say-
ing.

. Psélm, a sacred song or

poem written by David.

Quak’er, a person belonging
to a religious class of peo-
ple who dress very plainly
and who say thee and
thou instead of you.

R
Ré’tu Me’li, a Christian
chief who lives in Fiji.
reel, a clothes line so put up

that it can be turned
around in a circle.

re-deemed’, exchanged for
good money.

réd’poll, a bird with a red
crown.

rein, a strap for holding a
horse or other animal in
check.

rgip’deer, a large deer used
in cold countries to carry
heavy loads.

re-main’, stay.
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re-péat’, say over.
re-péat’ed, said over.
re-ply’, answer.

re-stor’eth, bring back to
its usual strength ; to heal
or make new.

Rev-o-1’tion-a-ry War,
the war that the United
States fought against
England for freedom. It
was fought in the days of
George Washington, more
than 150 years ago.

-re-ward’, a gift.

right’eous-ness, right do-
ng.

| rogyt’ish, full of mischief or

fun.

rﬁsh’es,_ grasslike plants
growing in marshy
ground.

roll, a list of people’s names.

S

Sa’hib, a native word in In-
dlg meaning sir -or ’
master.

Sén’ta Ma-ri’a, the name
of one of Columbus’ ships.

Seotch, a person born in
Scotland.

ségls, sea animals.

562’ weed, weeds or plants
that grow in the sea.



sél’dom, not often.

sér’'pent, a snakelike ani-
mal.

shag’ gy, with rough hair.

shép’herd, one who takes
care of sheep.

shréd’ding, tearing into
small strips.

shirk, sneak away from.
sh§, bashful, timid.

si’lent reading, reading to
one’s self,

sis’kin, a small, greenish-
colored bird.

slig’ gard, a lazy person.
sliim’ber, sleep.
slim’ber-ing, sleeping.
s6l’emp-ly, very soberly.

spin’ner, one who spins
thread.

spir’it-u-al, for the soul.

Spur, an iron pin on a horse-
man’s heel with which he
pricks the horse to make
it go faster;to hasten
action.

spy, get sight of.

spy’ glass, a small telescope
for seeing objects far
away.

squint, look at without see-
ing in a true way.

stag’ ger, begin to fall.

stéad’i-ly, closely, without
moving.

St. Ber-niard’ dog, a dog
that is used to hunt for
people who are lost in the
snow in the Alps Moun-
tains.

steed, a lively horse.

stti’di-0, a room where an
artist works.

std’di-gus, a desire and love
for study.

stir’dy, strong.

sli’ét, the hard fat taken
from the dead body of a
cow or sheep.

sym’pa-thize, feel as some
one else feels.

T

tart, having a sharp, sour
taste.

thitched, covered with a
roof of straw or dry grass.

tim’id-ly, in a fearful man-
ner; afraid.

toreh’es, lights made by
soaking pieces of wood in
something that will burn
into a bright light.

tor’ tgisg, a turtle.

trail, a path through the
‘woods.
Trégs’ u-ry Department,

a building where a nation

2

-

keeps money.
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wrégt’y, promises made be-
tween two parties.

trop’i-cal, very warm.

tru’ant, one who stays away
from school without per-
mission.

Tu-si-td’la, a Samoan word
meaning “Teller of
Tales.”

U
un-¢iv’i-lized, wild and
savage; coarse and rude.

un-eo6m’fort-a-ble, uneasy.

un-eon’seious, not knowing
what is going on.

un-stégd’y, undecided.

v

ve-ran’dah, a house porch
held up by pillars.

véxg¢d, very much annoyed;
angry.

vie’to-ry, defeat of an
enemy.

vig’age, the face.
voy’age, journey on the sea.

w

wam’pum, beads made of
shell, used by the North
American Indians as
money or for making
belts.

WeEgvV’er, one who weaves.
wee, very tiny.

weést’ward, toward the
west.

wharf, a place built on the
shore of a river or other
water where people may
land.

whip-poor-will’, a night
bird whose cry sounds
like “Whippoorwill.”

wick’et, a small gate.

wist’ful, longing.

wood’ péck-er, a bird that
taps trees to find insects.

Wréck, a ship destroyed at
sea.

XYZ

zZwié’ back, slices of bread
- toasted dry.
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