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PREFATORY NOTE

ONE of the beat things Lo be said of the stories in
this volume iz that, although they are not hiographi-
cal, they are about real persons who aetually lived and
performed their parts in the greal druma of the warld's
hislery.  Some of these persong were move famons than
others, yel all have left enduring “footprints on the
sands of lime,”” and thelr names will not vease to be
remembered. In cach of the slories there is a basis of
triuth and an ethical lesson which cannol fail to have
a wholezome influence ; and cach possesses elomenis of
interest which, it is helieved, will go [ar towarnds prov-
ing the fallibility of the doctrine thai children find
delight only in tales of the lmaginative and unreal.
The fact that there are a few more than filly famous
people mentioned in the volume may be erediled o
the author’s wigh to give good moasure.
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FIFTY FAMOUS PEOPLE

SAVING THE BIRDS

ONE day in spring four men were riding on horse-
back along a counilry road. These men were lawvers,
and they weire zoing to the next town to attend court.

There had been a rain, and the pround was very soft.
Water was dripping from the brees, and the grass was
wal,

The four lawvers tode along, one behind anolher;
for the pathway was narrow, and the mud on each side
of it wag deep. They rode slowly, and talked and
laughed and were very jolly.

Az they were passing through a grove of small lrees,
they heard a great fluttering over their heads and a
feshle chirping in the grass by the roadside.

“atith | stith ! stith 1" eame from the leafy branches
above them.

“Cheep ! cheep ! cheep ! eame from the wet grass.

“What is the matter here 7' asked the first lawyer,
whaose name wag Speed.
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“Oh, it's only some old robins!” said the second
lawyer, whose name was Hardin., “The storm bas
blown {wo aof the little ones out of the nest. They are
too young tu fly, and the mother bird is making a
great fuss ahout it.”

“What a pity ! They'll die down there in the grass,”
said the third lawver, whose name 1 {orget.

“Oh, well! Thev're nothing but birds,” sald Mr.
Hardin, * Why should we bother 7

“Yes, why should we?’ said Mr. Speed.

The three men, as they passed, looked down and saw
the lillie birds flultering in the cold, wet grass. They
saw the mother robin flving about, and crying to her
mate,

Then they rode on, talking and laughing as helore.
In a few minutes thev had forgotten about the birds.

But the fourth Jawyer, whose name was Abraham
Lincoln, stopped. He got down from his horse and
very pently took the Little ones up in his big warm
hands.

They did not seem {rightened, but chirped =oftly, as
if they knew they were safe.

“Never mind, my little fellows,” said Mr. Lincoln,
“7 will put you in your own cozy little bed,”
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|
Then he locked up to find the nest from which they

had fallen. Tt was high, much higher than he could
reach.
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Bud, Mr. Lineoln could climb. He had climbed many
a tree when he was a hoy.

He put the hirds softly, one by one, into their warm
litfle home. Two other haby hirds were there, that
had not fallen out,  All cuddled down logether and
were Very happy.

Soon  the three lawvers who had ridden ahead
stopped at a spring to pive their horges water.

“Where is Lincoln 7" asked onc.

All were surprised 1o {ind that he wag not with them.

“Do vou remember those birds 7 said Mr. Speed.
“Very likely he has stopped fo take care of them.”

In 2 few minutes 3r. Lincoln joined them,  His shoes
were eovered with mud: he had torn his eoat on the
thorny tres.

“Hello, Abrahum!”" said Mr. Hardin, “Where
have syou been 77

“I stopped a minufe to give those birds to their
maother,” he answered.

“Wall, we alwayvs thought vou were a hero,” said
Mr, Speed.  “ Now we know it.”

Then all three of them laughed heartily. They
thought it a0 foolish that a strong man should take so
much trouble just for some worthless young birds.
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“Gentlemen,” auid Me. Lincoln, “T could not have
slept Lo-night, If T had left those helpless litile robins
to perish in the wet grass.”

Abraham Lincoln afterwards beeaine very [amous
a8 a lawyer and statesman. e was elected president.
MNext to Washington he swas the preatest Amorlean.

ANOTHER BIRD STORY

A GRBAT batile had begun.  Cannon were booming,
some far away, some near at hand,  Soldiers were
marching through the fields.  BMen on hovseback were
riding in haste toward the [ront.

“Whiz!" A cannon ball struck the sround quite
near to a company of soldiers. But they marched
straight onward. The drums were bealing, the fifes
were playing. :

“Whiz!” Anocther eannon ball flew through the air
and struck a tree near by. A brave general was viding
aeross the Geld.  One ball after another came whizgzing
near him.

“General, you are in dangrr here,” suid an officer
who wag riding with him. * You hod better fall back
to a place of safety.”
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But the general rode on.

Suddenly he stopped at the foot of a tree.  “Halt1”
he cried to the men who were with him. He leaped
from his horse. He stooped and picked up a bird's
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nest that had {alien upon the sround. In the nest
were some tiny, half-Hedged birds,  Their mouths were
open [or the food they were expeeling their mother to
give then.

“T cannot think of leaving these little thingg here to
he Lampled upon,” sald the general.

He lifted the nest gently and pat it in a safe place in
the furks of the tree.

“Whiz !  Another cannon ball.

He leaped into the saddle, and away he dashed with
his ollicers close behind him.

“Whiz ! whiz ! whiz 1"

He haed done one good deed. He would do many
maore belore the war was over.

“Boom! boom ! boom 17

The cannon were roaring, the halls were flying, the
ballle was raging. But amid all the turmoil and
daneer, the little birds chirped happily in the sale
shelter where the great general, Robert E. Lee, had
placed them.

HHe pragoth best, who loveth best
All things both great and smiall;
Ior the dear God who loveth ug,
ITe made and loveth all”



14 Edward Everett

SIPEAKING A PIECE

Two children, brother and sister, were on their way
to zchool.  Both wore very small.  The boy was only
four years old, and the gir]l was not vet six.

“Come, Edward, we must hurry,” szaid the sistor.
“We must not e lale.”

With one hand the little boy ¢lung to his sister's arm,
and with the other he held his primer.

Thiz primer was his only book, and he loved it, Tt
had a bright blue eover, which he was eareful not to sail.
And in it were some odd little pictures, which he never
grew tived of looking at.

Fdward could spell nearly all the words in his primer,
and he could read quite well.

The school was more than a mile from their hame, and
the children trotted along as fust as their short legs could
carry Uhem.

At a place where two roads crossed, they saw a tall
gentleman coming to meet them, He was droased in
black, and had a very pleasanl face.

“Oh, Edward, there iz Mr, Harris 1™ whispered the
little =irl. “Don’t forget your manners.”

They wore glad to see LMr. Har;is, for he was the min-
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ister,  They stopped by the side of the road anod made
their manners.  Edward bowed very gracefully, and his
sisler curtsied,

¥ Good moraing, children ' sald
the minister; and he Kindly shook
hands with hoth.

“I  have something
here for Tittle Edward,’
hee said.  Then he took from his pocket a sheet of paper
on which some verses wore written,

“Bee! It is a little speceh that I bave written [or
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him. The teacher will soon azk him to speak a piee
at schoal, 2and 1 am sare that he ean learn this easil;
and speak it well.”

Edward took the paper and thanked the kind minister

“Wother will help him learn it,” said his sister.

“¥eu, [ will try Lo learn it,” said Edward.

“ Do so, v child,” said the minister; “and I hop
that when you grow up yvou will become a wise man ans
a great orator.””

Then the iwo children hurried on to school.

The speech wus not hard Lo learn, and Edward som
knew every word of it.  When the time came for hin
to speak, his mother and the minister were both ther
to hear him.

He spoke zo0 well that evervbody was pleased. H
pronounced every word plainly, us though he were talk
ing to his schoclmates.

Would vou like to read his speech? Here it is: —

Pray, hoaw shall T) 2 litthe lad,
In speaking wake a hgure?
You're only joking, Um afraid —

Just wait till 1 am bigeer,

But sinee yonu wishe 4o hear iy part,

And arge me 4o begin i,
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Tl strive for praise with all my heart,
Though 4mall the hape to win it

Ll el & tale how Farmer Tohn
A littlo roan eole bred, sir,
Which every nignt and every morn
He watersd and he fed, air,

Said Neighbor Joo to Farmer John,
“You guraly are a dolt, =ir,

Tor spend sueh time and care upon
A little useleas colt, =™

Buid Faurmaer John to Meighbor Jog,

ST Bring moy litdde roan up

Mok for the good he now can da,
Put will do when he's grown up.”

The mwond you esn plainly zee
T'o keop the tale from spailing,

The little coll you Lhink i3 me —
1 know it by your smiling.

Aol now, iy friends, please to cxeuse
2w lisping and ry stuninerd ;

I, for this onee, have done my hest,
And s — Tl nale tny maoners.

The little boy’s name was Edward Everett, He
grew up to become z famous man and one of our

greatest orators.

¥IFTY FAMOUSE PEOFLE— 2
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WEITING A COMPOSITION

“CHILDREN, to-morrow 1 shall expeet all of vou to
write compositions,” said the teacher of Love Lane
School.  “Then, on Friday those who have done the
best may stand up and read their compositions to the
school.”

Some of the children were pleased, and some were not.,

“What shall we write about 7" they asked.

“You may choose any subject that you like best,”
sait] the teacher.

Some of them thought that “Home” was 2 good
subject. Others liked “School.”  One little boy chose
“The Horse.” A litdle girl said she would write about
“Summer.”

The next day, every pupil except ome had written
a composition.

“IIenry Longfellow,” suid the teacher, “why have
vou not writlen 7"

“Boeanse 1 don’t know how,” answered Henry., He
was only a child.

“Well,” said the teacher, “you can write words, can
you not 7Y

“Yes, sir,”” said the boy.
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“After you have writien three or four words, you can
put Lthern together, can you not

“Yes, sir: 1 think so.”

“Well, then,"” said the teacher, “you may take your
state and go out behind the schoolhouse {or half an hour,
Think of something to write about, and write the word
on your slale. Then try to tell what it is, what it is
like, what it is good for, and what i3 done with it.  That
iz the way to writc a composilion.”

Henry took his slate and went ont.  Just hehind the
schoolhouse was Mr. Finney's barn.  Quite close to the
barn was a garden. And in the parden, Ilenry saw a
turnip.

“Well, I know what that is," he said to himself; and
he wrote the word furnip on his slate. Then he tried
to tell what it was like, what it was good for, and what
was done with it,

Before the hall hour was ended he had written a very
neat compagition on his slate. He then wenl into the
house, and waited while the teacher read it.

The teacher was swrprised and pleased. Ile said,
“Henry Longfellow, you have done very well. To-
morrow you may stand up before the school and read
what you have written about the turnip.”
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Many years affer that, some funnv little verses
about Mr. Finney's turnip were printed in a nowspapor.
Some people said that they were what Henry Tong-
fellow wrote on his slate that day at school.

But thizs was not true. Henry's eomposition was
not in verse, As spon as it was read to the scheol, he
rubbed it off the slate, and it was forgotten.

Perhaps vou would like to read those funny verses.
Here they are; but vou must never, sever, NEVER think
that Henry Longfellow wrote them.

Mr. Finney had a turnip,
And it grew, and it grow ;
It grew behind the barm,
And the tarnip did no harm,

And ik grew, wnd it crew,
Till it gould grow no taller;
Then Alr. Finney took it ap,
And pat it in the cellar.

There it lay, there it tay,
Till it began to rot;

Then Suzle Fiomey washed it
And put it in a pot.

She boiled it, and hoiled i,
Az fong as she wus able;
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Then Mrs, Finney took it,
And put it on the fable.

Mr. Vinney and his wife
Both sat dvwn to sup;
And they aie, and they ate,
They ate the lurnip up.

All the achool children in our conntry have heard of
Henry W. Longfellow. 1lle was the best loved of all
our povls. He wrote “The Village Ulacksmith,”
“The Children’s Ilour,"” and many other bheautiful
pieces which you will like to read and remember.

THE WHISTLE

Twio hundred yearz ago there hived in Boston a little
boy whose name was Benjamin Franklin.

On the day that he was seven yeurs old, his mother
rave him g few pennies.

He looked at the bright, yellow pleces and said,
“What shall T do with these coppers, mother 7"

It was the first money that he had ever had.

“You may buy zomething, if vou wish,” said his
mother.

“And then will you give me more” he asked.
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His mother shook her head and gaid @ “No, Benja-
min. T cannot give you any more. S0 you must be
careful not to spend these [oolishly.”

The little fellow ran into the street, He heard the
pennies jingle in his pocket. How rich he was!

Boslon is now a great city, but at thal time i, was only
a little town. There were not many stores.

As Benjamin ran down the street, he wondered what
he should buy., Should he buy ecandy? He hardly
knew how it tasted.  Should be buy a pretty toy 7

Il he had been the only child in the [amily, things
might have heen different. Buf there were {ourteen
boys and girls oclder than he, and two little gisters who
Wre YOUTger.

What a big family it was! And the father was & poar
man. No wonder the lad had never owned o toy.

He had not gone far when he met a larger boy, who
was hlowing a whistle,

“1 wish I had that whisile,” he said.

The big boy looked at him and blew it again. Oh,
what a pretty sound it made!

“I have some penniez,” said DBenjamin. He held
them in his hand, and showed them to the boy., “You
may have them, if you will give me the whistle.”
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“All of them?”

“Yog, all of them.”

“Well, it's a bargain,” said the boy ; and he gave the
whigtle to Benjamin, and took the pennies.

Little Benjamin Franklin was very happy; for he
was only zeven years old.  He ran home as {ast a5 he
could, blowing the whistle ag he ran.

“See, mother,” he said, “T have hought a whistls.”

* How much did you pay for it 7"

* All the pennies you gave me,”

“{3h, Benjamin ™

One of his brothers asked to soe the whistle.

“Well, well 1" he sa1d “You've pald a dear price
for this thing., Il's only a penny whistle, and a poor
one at thal.”

“You might have bought half a dozen such whislles
with the money T gave you,” sald his mother.

The little boy saw what a mistake he had made. The
whistle did not please him any more. He threw it upon
the Aoor and began to cry.

“Never mind, noy child,” said his mother, very kindly.
“You are only a very liltle boy, and you will learn a
great deal as vou grow higger. The lesson you have
learned to-day is mever to pay too dear {or a whistle.”
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Benjamin Franklin lived to be a very old man, but he

never forgot that lessan,

Fvery bov and givl should remember the name of
Benjamin Franklin. He was a great thinker and a
grcat doer, and with Washington he helped to make our
country [ree. His life was sueh that no man could

ever say, “ Ben Franklin has wronged me,”

THE ETTRICK SHEPHERD

I

In Seotland there once lived a poor shepherd whose
name was James Hogg, His father and grandfather and
great-grandfather had all been shepherds.

Tt was his bosiness to take care of the sheep which
helonged to a rich landholder by the Etbrick Waler.
Sometimes he had several hundreds of lambs to look
after. He drove these to the pasturcs on the hills and
wautched them day after day while they fed on the shert
OreEn Prass. .

He had a dog which he ecalled Sirrah. This dog
helped him watch the sheep. He would drive them
from place to place as his master wished. Sometimes
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he would take care of the whole flock while the shepherd
was resting or eating his dinner,

One dark night James Hoge was on the hilltop with
a flock of seven hundred lamhbs.  Sireah was with him.
Suddenly a storm came up. There was thunder and
lightning ; the wind hlew hard ; the rain poured.

The poor lambs were frightened, The shepherd and
hiz dog could not keep them togethor. Some of them
ran towards the east, some towards the west, and some
towards the aouth.

The shepherd soon lost sight of them in the darkness.
With hiz lighted lantern in his hand, he went up and
down the rough hills calling for his lambe,

Two or three other shepherds joined him in the
search.  All night long they sought for the lambs.

Morning came and slill they sought.  They looked,
as they thought, in every place where the lambs might
have takan shelier.

At last James Hogz said, “It’s of no use; all we can
do is to £o home and tell the master that we have lost
his whale flock.™

They had watked a mile or two towards home, when
they came to the edge of a narrow and decp ravine.
They looked .dnwn, and at the bottom they saw some
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lumbs huddled logether among the rocks., And there
was Sirrah standing guard over them and locking all
around for help.

B . “raahete
“These must be the lambs that rushed off towards

the south,” said James Hogp.
The rmen hurried down and soon saw that the flozk

was a large one.
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“T really helieve they are all here,” said one.

They coanted them and were surprised to find that
not one lamb of the great flock of seven hundred was
missing.

How had Sirrah managed to get the three seattored
divizgions together? How had he managed to drive all
the frightened little animals into this place of safety 7

Nobody could answer these questions. But there
wais no shepherd in Seotland thal could have done better
than Sirrah did that might,

Long afterward James Hosg said, “I never folt so
grateful fo any ereature below the sun a2z T did to Sirrah
Lhat morning.”

11

When James Hoge was a boy, his parents were too
poor to send him to school. Py some means, however,
he learned to read ; and after that he loved nothing so
mueh as a good book.

‘There were ne libraries near him, and it was hared for
him to get books.  But he was andous to learn.  When-
cver he could buy or borrow a volume of prose o verse
he carried it with him until he had read it through.
While watching his flocks, he spent much of his time in

reading.
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He loved poetry and soon began to write poems of his
own., These poems were read and admired by many
people.

The name of James Hopg became knovn all over
Seotland,  He was often called the Ettrick Shepherd,
beeanse he was the keeper of sheep near the Ettrick
Water.

Many of hiz poems are still read and loved by children
aswell as by grown up men and women.  Here is one: —

A Bov's Sowg

Where the pool: are hright amd deep,
Where the gray trout lics asleep,

p the river and o'cr the lea,

That's the way for Billy and me.

Where the blackhird =sings the latest,
Where the hawthorn bloome the sweetest,
Where the nestlings chirp and flee,
That's the way for Billy and me.

Where the mowers mow the cleances,
Where the hay lics thiek and precnest,
There to trace the komeward bee,
That's the way for Billy ond me,

Where the huzel bank i3 ateepest,
Where the shadow falls the Jeepeat,
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Where the clustering nuts fall frec,
That's the wuy for Billy and me,

Why the boya should drive pway,
Little maidens from their play,

Or Love Lo banter and fght ao well,
That's the thing T never conld tell.

Bat this 1 know, I love o play

In the meadow, tmong the hay —
Up the water, and a’or the lea,
Thail's 4hws way for Billy and me.

THE CALIPH AND THE T'OET

ONGE upon a time there was a famous Arab ! whose
name was Al BMansur., He was the ruler of all the
Arabz, and was therelore ealled the caliph.?

Al Mapsur loved poetry and was fond of hearing
poets repeat Lheir own verses.  Somctimes, if a poom
was very pleasing, he gave the poet a prize.

One day a poet whose name was Thalibi # eame to the
caliph and recited a long poem. When he had finished,
he bowed, and wailted, hoping that he would be re-
warded.

“Which would you rather have,” asked the caliph,

L Arfeh, * Cgliph (pronounced Euik], 1 Thal I'Hi.
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“three hundred pieces of gold, or three wise =savings
from my lips 7"

The peet wished very mueh to please the caliph.  So
ke said, “ Ch, my master, everybody should choose wis-
dom rather than wealth.”

The caliph smiled, and said, “Very well, then, listen
to my first wise saying: When your coat is worn out,
don’t sew on a new patch; it will look ugly.”

“0Oh, dear!” moaned the poet. “There go a hun-
dred gold pieces all at onee”

The ecaliph smiled again, Then he zaid, *Lizten
now to my seeond word of wisdom. Lt is this: When
you oil your beard, don't oil it too much, lest it scil your
clothing.”

“Waorse and worse!” groaned the poor poet.
“There po the second hundred. What shall I
do 7"

“Wait, and T will lell you,” said the ealiph; and he
smiled apain. “My third wise saying is —"

“() caliph, have merey ! cried the poet.  “ Keep Lhe
third piece of wisdom for your own use, and let me
have the gold.”

The ealiph laughed outright, and so did every one
that heard him. Then he ordered his treasurer to pay
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the poet five h_undred pieces of gold ; for, indeed, the
poem which he had recited was wonderfudly fine,

The caliph, Al Mansur, lived nearly twelve hundred
vears age.  He wag the builder of a famous and beau-
tifud city ealled Bagdad.

“BECOS! BECOS! BLCOS!”

THoUsARDS of vears ago the preatest country in the
worlid was Egypt.

It wasg a heautifid land I¥ing on both zides of the
wonderful river Nile. Tn it were many preat cities;
and from one end of it to the other there were hroad
{ields of grain and [ine pastarcs for sheep and catile.

The people of Lgypt were very proud; for Lthey be-
lieved that they were the first and oldest of all nations.

“Tt was in our country that the first men and women
lived,” they sald. “All the people of the world were
onre Epyptians.”

A king of Egypt, whose name was Psemmeticus,!
wished to make sure whether this was true or nol.
Hmw eould he find out ?

He tried first one plan and then another; hut none of

V Pagmmesticns (pre. 2oin metT kosh
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them proved anvthing at all. Then he called his wis-
est men together and usked them, “Is it really true
that the firzst people in the world were Egyptians T

They answersd, “We cannot tell you, O King; for
none of our histories go back zo far”

Then Psammeticus tried still another plan.

He sent out among the poor people of the city and
found two little bhabics who had never heard a word
spoken. He gave these to a shepherd and ordered him
to bring them up among his sheep, far from the homes
of men. ;

“You must never speak a word to them,” said the
king; “and vou must not permit any person to speak
in their hearipg.”

The shepherd did as he was bidden. He took the
children far away to a green valley where his flocks
were feeding. There he cared for them with love and
kindness ; but no word did he speak in their hearing.

They grew up healthy and strong. They played
with ihe lambs in the field and saw no human being
but the shepherd.

Thus two or three years went by. Then, onc cve-
nizg when the shepherd came home from a visit to the
eity. he was delighted to see the children rmmning cut to



““Becos ! Becog! Becog!”’ o8

meet him.  They held up their hands, as though asking
for something, and cried out, “Beeos! becos! hecag 17

The shepherd led
them gently back to
the hut and gave them
their usual supper of bread and milk. e said nothing
tn them, but wondered where they had heard the
sirange word “hecos,” and what was ils meaning.

After that, whenevor the children were hungry, they
cried out, “Becos! hecos! becos!” till the shepherd
pave Lhem something to eat.

Some time later, the shepherd went to the eify and

r dlo di—' o

FIFTY FAMOUR FRDPLE—3



34 King DPsammeticus

told the king thal the children had learned to speak
ome word, but how or [rom whom, he did not know.

“What is that word 7" asked the king.

“Beeos.”

Then the king called one of the wisest scholars in
Fgypt and asked him what the word meant,

1

“Becos,” said the wise man, “is a Phrygian ' word,
and it roeans bread.”

“Then what ghall we understand by these childeen
heing able to speak a Phrygiun word which they have
never heard from other lips?” asked the king.

“We arce to understand that the Phrygian language
wits the first of all languages,” was the answer.,  *"These
children are learning it just as the first people who lived
on the earth learned i in the beginning.”

“Therelore,” said the king, “must we coneclude that
the Phrygians were the first and oldest of all the
nations T

“Certuinly,” answered the wise man.

And from that time the Egyptians always spoke of
the Phrygians as being of an older race than themaelves.

Thizs was an odd wayv of proving something, for, as
every one can readily see, it proved nothing.

L Phrygian [pro. [oi]i an,
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A LESSON 1IN HUMILITY

ONE day the ealiph, Haronnr-al-Easchid,! made a great
feast. The fenst was held in the grandest room of the
palace.  The walls and ceiling slictered with gold and
precious gems. The table was decoraled with rare and
beantiful plants and flowers.

Al the noblest men of Persia? and Arabla ¥ were
there. DMany wise men and poels and musicians had
also been invited,

In the midst of the feast the caliph called upon the
poct, Abul Atayah,*and said, O prince of verse makers,
show us thy skill. Describe in verse this plad and
glorious least.”

- The poet rosc and began: *Live, O caliph, and enjoy
thyself in the shelter of thy lofly palace”™

“That iz a wead begivning,” said Raschid. “Lel us
hear the rest.”

The poet went on: “MMay each morning bring thee
some new joy. alay each cvening see that all thy
wizhes have becn performed.”

“Good! good!” sald the ealiph. “Go on”

I Haroun-al-Tensehid (pere. ho roon® al reshfiilh
& 'orein. A rathi o, Al AtE yah,
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The poet bowed hiz head and oheyed: “But when
the hour of death comes, O my caliph, then alas! thou
wilt learn that all thy delights were hut a shadow.”

The caliph’s eyes were filled with tears. Emotion
choked him. He covered his face and wept.
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Then ore of the oflicers, who was sitting near the poet,
eried oul; “5top!  The caliph wished vou to amuse
him with pleasant thoughts, and you have flled his
mind with melanchaoly.™

“Let the poet alone,” said Raschid, *“He has seen
me in my blindness, and is trying to open my eyes.”

Haroun-al-Rasehid (Aaron the Just) was the greatest
of all the caliphs of Bagdad. [n a wonderful baol,
ealled “The Arabian Nights,” there are many interest-
ing stories about him.

THE MIDNIGHT RIDE

Tasten, my children, und yon slall Lear
~ Of the midnight ride of Paul Hevere.
LOXGFELLOW.

THE midnight ride of Paul Revere happened a long
time ago whon this country was ruled by Che king of
Iingland.

There were thousands of English soldicrs in Boston.
The king had sent them there to make the people ohey
his unjust laws. These soldiers guarded the streets of
the town; they would not let any one go out or come
in without their leave,
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The people did not like this. They said, “We have
a right fo be free men, but the king treats us as slaves,
He malkes us pay laxes and gives us nothing in re-
turn.  He zends soldiers among us fo take away our
liberty."”

The whole country was stirred up. Brave men left
their homes and hurricd toward Boston.

They said, “ We do not wish 1o fight against the king,
but we are free men, and he must not send soldiers to
oppress us.  If the people of Doston must ficht for
their liberty, we will help Lhen.”

These men were not afraid of the kine's soldiers.”
Some of them camped in Charlestown,’ o village near
Bogton, From the hills of Charlestown they could
wateh and see what the king's soldiers were doing.

Thev wished to he ready to defend themselves, if the
soldiers should try to do them harm. For this reason
they had bought some powder and stored it at Concord,®
nearly twenty miles away.

When the king's soldiers heard aboal this powder,
they made up their minds to oo out and get it for them-
Felves,

Among the watchers at Charlestown was a brave

i Charles'town. 2 Coneprd (pre. kong'led),
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young man named Paul Revere. He was ready to
gserve his country in any way that he eould.

One day a friend of his who lived in Boston came to
see him. He came very quistly and sccretly, Lo escape
the soldices.

“T have something to tell you,” ke said, “Some of
the king's soldiers are going fo Concord to get the
powder that is there. They are getting ready to start
this very night."”

“Indesd I said Paul Revere. “They shall get no
powder, if T can help it. T will stir up all the farmers
between here and Coneord, and those fellows will have
a hot time of it. Bot you must help me”

“1 will do all that I can,” said his friend.

“Wall, then,” saidd Paul Revere, “you must go hack
to Boston and wateh. Wateh, and as soon as the gol-
dicrs are ready to start, hang a lantern in the tower of
the old North Church, If they are to cross the river,
hang two. I will be here, ready.  As soon us I sec the
light, T will mount my horse and ride out to give the
alurm.”

And so it was done.

When night came, Paul Revere was at the riverside
with hig horse. He looked over toward Boston. He
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knew wheore the old North Chureh stood, but he could
not see much in ihe darkness. ]

IIm}r after hour he stood and watched. The town
seemed vory still ; but now and then he could hear the
beating of a drum or the shouting of some soldier,

The moon rose, and by its light he could zee the dim
form of the church tower, far away. He heard the clock
strike ten. He waited and watched.

The clock struck eleven. He was beginning to feel
tired. Perhaps the soldiers had given up their plan.

He walked up and down the river bank, leading hiz
horse behind him ; but he kept hig cyves turned always
toward the dim, dark spot which he knew wags the old
North Church.

All at onee a licht flazshed out from the tower.  “Ah!
there it is!" he cried. The soldiers had started.

He spoke to his horse. He put his foot in the atirrup.
He was ready {o mount.

Then another light flashed elear and bright by the side
of the first one. The soldiers would cross the river.

Paul Revere sprang into the saddle. Like a bird let
loase, his horse leaped forward, Away they went,

Away they went through the village street and out
upon the couniry road,
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I:I'I

“Up! up!” shouted Tau! Revere. “The soldiers

are coming! Up! up! and defend yoursclves!”

T

The ery awoke the farmers; they sprang from their
bedz and leoked out. They could not see the speeding
horae, but they heard the clatter of its hoofs far down
the road, and they understood the ery, “Up! up! and
defend yoursclves !
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“It is the alarm! The redeoats are coming,” they
said to each other. Then they look their gune, their
axes, anvthing they covld find, and hurried out.

S0, through the night, Paul Revere rode toward Con-
cord. At every farmhouse and every village he re-
peated his call,

The alarm quickly spread. Guns were fired. Bells
were rung.  The people for miles around were roused
as though a fire were raging,

The king's soldiers were surprised to find everyvbody
awake aleng the road. They were angry becausc
their plans had been discovered.

When they reached Coneord, they burned the court-
house there,

At Lexington, not far from Coneord, there was a
sharp fight in which several men were killed, This,
in history, is called the Battle of Lexington. It was
the beginning of the war caMed the Revolutionary War.

But the king’s soldiers did not. find the gunpowder.
They were glad envugh to march back without it.  All
along the road the farmers were waiting for them. It
seemed as If every man in the country was after them.
And they did not fesl themselves safe until they wére
onece more in Boston.
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THE BOY AND THE WOLF

I TFrance there onee lived a [amous man who was
Enown as the Marquis de Lafavette.! When he wasz o
little boy hiz mother called him Gilhert.

Gilbert de Lafayette’s father and grandfather and
great-grandfather had all been hrave and noble men.
He was very proud to think of this, and he wished that
he might grow up Lo be like them.

Hiz hore was in the country not far from a great
forest.  Often, when he wus a little lad, he fook long
walks among the trees with his mother.

“Aolher,’” he would say, “do not be almid. T am
with you, and I will not let anything burt you.”

One day word came that a savage wolf had been seen
in the forest.  Men said that it was a very large woll
and that it had killed some of the farmery’ sheen.

“ow [ should like to meet that wolf,” said little
(vilbert.

He was only seven vears old, bui now all his thoughts
wore about the savage beast that was in Lhe forest,

“Shall we take s walk this morning?" asked his
mother.

1 Martquis 48 Lia fs yetle'
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“Oh, ves!” said Gilbert. “Perhaps we may see
that wolf among the trees,  But don't be afraid.”

Hiz mother amiled, for she felt quite sure that there
was no danger.

They did not go far into the woods.  The molher sat
down in the shade of & tree and began to read in a new
book which she had bought the day before. The boy
plaved on the grass near by,

The sun was warm.  The bees were buzzing among
the flowers. The small birds were singing softly. Gil-
bert looked up from his play and saw that his mother
was very deoply inferested in her hoolk,

“Now for the wolf " he said to himself.

He walked quickly, hul very quietly, down the path-
way into the darker woods. He looked eagerly aronnd,
but saw only a aquirrel frisking among the trees and o
rabbit hopping across the road.

Soon he came to a wilder place. There the bushes
were very close together and the pathway came to an
end. He pushed the bushes aside and went a little
{farther. How still everything was!

He could see a green open space just heyond; and
then the woods seemed to be thicker and darker.

“This iz just the place for that woll,” he thought.
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Then, all at once, he heard fooisteps. Something
was pushing its way through the bushes, It was com-
ing toward him.

“Its the wolf, I'm sure! Tt will not see me gl it
comes very near.  Then [ will jump out and throw my
arms around its nock and chaoke it to death.”

The animal was coming nearer. He eould hear its
footsteps. He could hear its heayy breathing, He
stood very still and waited,

“T will try to bite me,” he thought. “Perhaps il
wil seeatch me with its sharp claws. Bul I will he
brave. 1 will not ey out. I will choke it with my
strong arms. Then T will drag it out of the bushes
and call mamma to come and sce it

The beast was very close to him now. He could see
ity shadew ag he preped out through the clusters of
leaves. His breath came [ast. He planted hiz feef
firmly and made ready to spring

“Bow proud mamma will be of her brave hoy!”

Ah! there was the wolf! He saw its shaggy head -
and big round cyes. e leaped from hiz hiding place
anid clasped it round its neck.

It did not try to bite or serateh. It did not even
growl. But it jumped quickly forward and threw Gil-
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bert upon the ground. Then it ran out into the open
space and stopped to gaze at him.

Gilbert was scon on his feet, again.  He was not hurt
at all. He looked at the beast, and — what do vou
think it wasz?

Nt %
was only a pet call that had
come there to browse among AJ:F?:?‘” '
the bushes. f

The boy felt very much ashamed. He hurried back
to the pathway, and then ran to hizs mother, Tears
were in his eves; but he tried to look brave.

() Gilbert, where have you been "’ said his mother.

it was not a wolf.
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Then he told her all that had happened. His lips
quivered and he begun to ery.

“Never mind, my dear,” said his inother. “You
wore very brave, and it i3 lucky that the wolf was not
there. You faced what vou thousht was o great dan-
gor, and you were not afraid.  You are my here.”

When the American people were fighting to free them-
selves from the rule of the king of England, the Marguis
de Lalayetie helped them with men and money. He
wag the friend of Washington. His name is, remein-
bered in our country as that of a brave and noble
ERR

ANOTUELR WOLF STORY

I

“Worr! Wolf! WolfI”

Three farmers were walking across a field and looking
gagerly for tracks in the soft ground. One carmied a
g1, otte had a pitehfork, and the third had an ax.

"Wolt! Wolf! Wolf!" thev ecried, ag they met
another farmer coming over the hill.

“Where ? where?” he-asked.

“We don't know,” was the answoer, © but we saw her
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tracks down there by the brook,  It's the same old wolf
that has been skulking around here all winter.”

“8he Klled three of my lambs lasi night,” said the
one whose name was David Brown.

“8he's killed as many as twenty sinec the wintor
began,” sald Thomas Tanner.

“How do you know that it is only one beast that does
gll this miachief ?"" aszked the fourth farmer, whose
name was [srael Pufnam.

“BRecause the tracks are always the same,” answered
David Brown. * They show that three toes have been
lost from the left forcfoot.”

“3he's been eaughl in a trap some time, | guess,” said
Pultnam.

“Samuel Stark saw her the other morning,” aaid
Tanncr. “He savs she was a monster; and she was
running straight toward the hills with a little lamb in
her mouth., They say she has a family of young wolves
up there; and that is why she kills so0 many lambs.”

“Tlere are the tracks again,” said Putnam.

They could be seen very plainly, for here the ground
was quitc mnddy. The four men followed them for
some diztance, and then lost them on the hillside.

“Let us call the neighbors together and have a grand
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woll hunt te-morrow,” said Putoam.  “We must put
an end to this killing of lamhs.™
All the other men agreed to this, and they parted.

I

The next day twenty men and boye came togethor
for the prand wolf hunt. They tracked the beast to the
mouth of a cave, far up on lhe hills.

Theyv shouted and threw stones into the vave. Bul
the woll was too wise to show herself,  She lay hidden
among some rocks, snd nothine could make her stir.

“T1 will fedch her oul,” said Tsrard Putnam.

The opening to the cave waz only a narrow hole be-
tween two rocks.  Putnam stooped down and looked in.
It wag vory dark there, and he could not see anything.

Then he tied a rope around his waist and sadd to his
friends, “ Take hold «f ihe other cnd, bovs, When [
jerk it, then pull me out as quickly as you can.”

He pot down on his hands and knees and erawled
into the cave. He crawled very slowly and carefully.

At last he saw something in the darkness that looked
like two balls of fire. e knew that these were the eyes
of the wolf. The wolf guve a low grow] and made ready
to meet him. '

FIFTT FAMOUE FEOFLE—- 4
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Putnam ¢ave the rope a quick jerk and his friends
pulled him out in great haste. They feared that the
wolf was upon him; but he wished only to get his
un,

Soon, with the gun in one hand, he e¢repl back into
the cave. The wolf saw him.  She growled so Joudly
that the men and boys oulside were frightencd.

But Putnam was not afraid. He raised his gun and
fired at the great heast.

When his friends heard the gun they pulled the rope
quickly and drew him out. It was no fun to be pulled
wver the sharp stomes in that way: but it was better
than to be hitten by the wolf.

Putnam loaded his gun again. Then he listened.
There was not a sound inside of the cave, Porhaps the
wolf was waiting to spring upon him.

He crept into the eave [or the third time. There
were no balls of fire to be seen now. No angry growl
was heard. The wolf was dead.

Putnam staved in the cave so long that his friends
began to be alarmed.  After a while, however, he gave
the rope a quick jerk. Men and boys pulled with all
their might; and Putnam and the wolf were drawn out
togothar,
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This happened when Tsrael Putnam was a young man.
When the Revolufionary War began he was one of the
first to hurry to Boston to help the people defend them-
selves against the British soldiers. He beeame famous
a3 one of the bravest and best of the generals who
fought t0o make our country free,

THE HORSESHOE NAILS
I

A BLACKSMITH was shocing a horse,

“Shoe him quickly, for the king wishes to ride him
to battle,” saig the groom who had brought him,

“PDa you think there will be & battle?” asked the
blacksmith.

“ost cerfainly, and very soon, too,” answored the
man, “The king's enemics are even now advaneing,
and all are ready for the ficht. To-day will decide
whother Richard or Henry shall be king of England.”

The smith went on with hiz work.  From a har of iron
he made four horseshoes. These he hammered and
shaped and fitted to the horse’s feet. 'Then he began to
tail them o,

But after he had nailed on two shoes, he found that
ke had not nails encugh for the vther two,
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“I have only six nails,” he said, “and it will take a
little time to hammer out ten more.”

“Oh, well,” said the groom, “won’t six nails do?
Put three in each shoe. 1 hear the trumpets now.
King Hichard will he impatient.”

“Three nails in each shoe will hold them on,” said
the smith. ' Yes, I think we may nsk it.”

S0 he quickly finished the shoeing, and the groom
hurried to lead the horze to the king.

il

The battle had heen raging for some time. King
Richard rode hither and thither, cheering his men and
fighting his {foes. His enemy, Henry, who wished to
be king, was pressing him hard.

Far away, at the other side of the field, King Richard
saw his men faliing back.  Without his help they would
=0on be beaten. 3o he spurred hiz horze to ride to their
ald.

He was hardly halfway across the stony field when ons
of the horse’s shoes flew off. The horge was lamed ona
rock. Then another shoe came oll.  The horse slumbled,
and his rider was thrown heavily to the ground.

Before the king could rize, his frightened horse, al-
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though lame, hud palloped away. The king tonked,
and saw that his soldiers were beaten, and that the

battle was everywhere going against him.

-



Hd Thomas Jefferson

He waved hiz sword in the air. He shouled, “A
horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse”

But there was no horse for him.  His soldiers were
intent on saving themselves. They could not give him
any help.

The battle waz lozt.  King Richard was lost. Henry
became king of England.

“Tor the want of o nail the shoe was lost;
Tor Ak wund of w shoe the horss was Tost
Tror the wand of o horse the batdle wos Tost
Faor the failure of battle the kingdom was lost ; —
And all for the want of 4 horseshoe nail,”

Richard the Third was one of England’s worst kings.

Henry, the Duke of Richmﬂnd; made war upon him
and defeated him in a great battle.

THE LANDLORD'S MISTAKE

WHEN John Adams was president and Thomas Jefler-
son was vice president of the United States, there was
not a railroad in all the world.

People did not travel very much. There were no
broad, smooth hichways as there are now. The roads

were erooked and muddy and rough.
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If a man was obliged Lo go from one city to another,
he often rode on horseback. Instead of a trunk for his
clothing, he carried a pair of saddlebags.  Tnstead of
gitting at his ease in a parlor car, he went jolting along
through mud and mire, exposed to wind and weatlher.

One day SOME Men were gitting by the door of g hotel
in DBaltimore.: As they looked down the strect they
gaw 2 horscman coming. He was riding very slowly,
and both he and his horse were hespattered with mud.

“There comes old Farmer Blossback,” said one of
the men, laughing. *He's just in from the back-
woods,”

“He seems to have had a hard time of it,” said
anolher ; “1 wonder where he'll put up for the night.”

“Oh, any kind of a place will suil him,"” answered
the landlord.  ““He’s ane of those country fellows whoe
can sleep in the haymow and eat with the harses.”

The traveler was soon at the door. He was dressed
plainly, and, with hiz reddish-brown hair and muod-
bespattered face, looked like a hard-working country-
man just in from the backwoods.

“Hawve you a room here for me?” he asked the land-
lord.

Now the landlord prided himself upon keeping a
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first-class hotel, and he feared that his puests would not
like the rough-laoking traveler.  So he answered @ “No,
gir. Hvery room is fuil. The only place 1 could put
you would be in the barn,”

“Well, then,” answered the stranger, I will zee
what they ean do for me at the Planters’ Tavern, round

¥

the corner ;” and he rode away,

Abouf an hour later, a wel-dressed gentleman came
inta the hotel and =aid, 1 wish to see Lir. Jeferson.”

“Wr, Jefferson ! said the Jandlord.

“Yes, gir. Thomas Jefferson, the vice president of
the United States.”

“He isn't here.”

Y0k, but he must be. I met him as he rode into
town, and he said thal he intended to stop at this hotel.
He has been here about an hour.”

“Na, he hagn’t. The only man that has been here
for lodging to-day was an old clodhopper who was so
spattered with mud that you couldn’t see the color of
hiz ecoat. I gent him round to the Planters™”

“Iid he have reddish-brown hair, and did he ride a
aray horse ?”’

“Yes, and he was quite tail.”

“Thal was Mr. Jofferson,” said the gentleman.
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“Mr. Jefferson!" cricd the landlord. “Was that
the vice president? Here, Dick! build a fire in the
best room. Put everylhing in tiptop order, Sally.
What a dunee I was fo turn Mr. Jefferson away ! He
shall have all the rooms in the house, and the [adies’
parlor, too. 'l oo right round to the Planters' and
feteh him hack.”

S0 he went to the other hotel, where he found the
vige president sitling wilh some friends in the parlor.

“HIr. Jetferson,” he said, “1 have come to ask your
pardon. You were so bespattered with mud that I
thought vou were some old farmer. If you'll come
back to my house, you shall have the best roem in it
— ves, al] the rooms i vou wish. Won't you come "

“No” angwered Mr. Jefferson. “A farmer is as
good as any other man; and where there’s no room
for u farmer, there ean be no room for me.”

A TESS0ON IN MANNEES

ONE morning there was a loud knock at Dean Swift's
door. The servant opened it. A man who was oul-
side handed her a fine duck that had lately been killed,
amnd said,—
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“Here’s a present for the Dean. It's from Mr.
Bovle”

Then, without another word, he turned und walked
AWHY,

A few days afterward the man came again.  This
time he brought a partridge. “Here's another bird
from Mr. Bovle.”

Now, Mr. Bovle was a sporting neichbor who spent
a good deal of {ime in shooting. He wasz a great ad-
nairer of Dean Swift, and took pleasure in sending him
prezents of game,

The third time, the man brought a quail. “Here's
something else for the Dean,” he said roughly, and
tossed it inlo the servant’s arms.

The servant complained to her master, “That fel-

low has no manners,” she zaid.

“The next time he eomes,” said the Dean, “let me
know, and T will go to the door.”

It wus not long until the man came with another
present.  The Dean went to the door.

“Here's a rabbit from Mr. Boyle,” said the man.

“See here,” said the Dean in a stern voiee, “that is
not the way to deliver a message here.  Just step ingide
and make believe that vou are Dean Swift. I will go
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out and make believe that T am bringing him a present,
I will show you how a messenger oughl to behave.”
“I'll agree to that,” said the man; and he stepped
inside. The Dean took the rabbit
and went out of
the house. He )
wallked up the

street to the next block. Then he came back and

knocked gently at the door,
The door was opened by the man from Mr. Boyle's.

The Dern bowed gracefully and sald, « If you please, sir,
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Mr. Bovle's compliments, and he wishes vou to accept
of this fine rabhit.”

“Oh, thank you,” sald the man very pulitely. Then.
taking out his purse, he offered the Dean a shilling.
“And here iz something for your trouble.”

The leszon in mannors was not forgotten ; for, always
after that, the man was very polite when he brought
hiz presents.  And the Dean alzo took the hint; for he
always remembered to give the man a “tip” for his
trouble.

Jonathan Swift, often called Dean Swifl, was famous
as o writer on many subjoeels.  Among other books he

r

wrote * Gulliver’s Travels,” which you, perhaps, will

read some time.

GOING TO SEA

“1 sHOULD like to be a zailor,” said George Washing-
ton. “Then I could go to many strange lands and see
many wonderful things. And, by and by, I might bhe-
cormne the captain of a ship.”

He was only fourteen vears old.

His older brothers were quile willing that he should go
to sea. They said that a bright boy like George would
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not long be a common zailor.  He would soon become
a cajiain and then perhaps a preal admiral.

And so the matior was al last settled. George's
brothers knew the master of a trading ship who was
getting remdy to sail to England.  Heagreed to take the
hoy with him and teach him how to he a good sailor.

George’s mother was very sad.  His wncde  had
written her a letter zaving : “ Do not let him po to sea.
If he begins as a common sailor, he will never be any-
thing rdse.™

But George had made up his mind to go. IHe was
headstrong and determined.  He would not listen Lo
any one who tried to persuade bim Lo staj-‘ at home,

At last the day came for the ghip o sail. It was
wailing in the river. A boat was at the landing, ready
to take him om hoard. The little chest that held his
clothing had been carried down to the hank, George
was In high glee at the thoughl of going.

“{ood-hy, mother,” he gaid.

He stood on the daorstep and looked back into the
house. He saw the kind faces of those whom he loved.
He beean o feel very zad.

“Good-by, my dear boy 1"

George saw the tears in his mother's cyes. He saw
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them rolling down her cheeks. He knew that she did
not wish him o go.  He could not bear to see her grief.
He stood still for a moment, thinking. Then he
turned quickly and said, “ Mother, | have changed my
mind. 1 will stay at home and do as you wish.”

Then he ealled to the black bov, who was waiting at
the doer, and said, *Tom, run down to the shore and
tell them not o pul the chest in the boat.  Send word
to the captain not to wait for me, for I have changed
my mind. I am not going to sea.”

Who has not heard of George Washington? Tt has
been sald of him that he was the “first in war, the first
in peace, and {irst in the hearts of his countrymen.” He
was our most famous president. He has been caliled
the Father of his Country.

THE BSHEPHERD-BOY PAINTER

OKE day a traveler was walking through a part of
Italy where a pgreat many sheep were pasturing.
MNear the top of a hill he saw a little shepherd boy
who was lving on the ground while a flock of sheep and
lambs were grazing around hin.
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Az he came nearcr he saw that the boy held a charred
stick in his hand, with which he wus drawing something

on a flat rock, The lad was so much interested in his
work that he did notl sce the stranger.

The stranger bent over him and lonked at the picture
he had made on the rock. It was the picture of a gheep,
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and it was drawn so well that the stranger was filled with
astonishment.

*WWhat is your name, my boy 77 he =aid.

The lad was startled. He jumped to his feet and
looked up at the kind gentlerman,

"My name iz Giotio,' " he answered.

“What iz yvour father's name?”

*Bondone." ?

“And whose sheep are these?"

“They helong to the rich man who lives in the bhig
white house there among the trees. My father works
in ithe field, and I take care of the sheop.”

“How would vou like to live with me, Giotto? 1
would tesch you how to draw pietures of sheep and
horses, and even of men,” said the stranger.

The boy's face beamed with delight. T should like
fo learn to do that — oh, ever g0 much "7 he answered.
“But T must do as lather says.”

“Lef us go and ask him,” said the stranger.

The ztranger's name was Cimabued? Ile was the
most famous painter of the time, His pletures wers
known and admired in every city of Italy.

1 {Hotto (pro. jOttol). 2 Boan lond,
 Cimabue (pro. ohé ma boo'al.
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Bondone was surprised when Cimabue offered to take
his little boy to Florence and teach him to be a great
painter.

“I lenow that the lad can draw pictures wonderfully
well,”" he said.  “le does not like o do anything clse.
Perhaps he will do well with you. Yes, you may take
him.”

In the city of Florence ' little Giotto saw some of the
finest pietures in the world.  He learned so fast that he
could soom paint as well as Cimabue himself,

One day Cimabue was painting the picture of & man’s
face. XNight came on before he had finished it. “I
will leave it till morning,” he said; “ihen the light will
he beller.”

In the morning, when he looked at the picture, he
saw 2 Hy on the man's nose. He tried to brush it off,
but it remained there. Tt was only a painted fly.

“Who has done this?"” he cried. He was angry,
and yet he was pleased.

Little Giotte came out from a corner, trembling and
ashamed. “I did it, master,” he sald.  “Tt was a good
place for a fly, and I never thought of spoiling your
pleture.’”

1 Florfenca.

PFIHLY FAMOTE FROBLE
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He expected (o be punished., But Cimabue only
praized him for his great skill. “There are few men
who can draw so good a pieture of a fly,” he said.

This happened six hundred years ago, in the city of
Florence in Italy. The shepherd boy became a very
famoug painter and the friend of many fumous men.

TWO GREAT PAINTERS

THERE was once a painter whose name was Zeuxis.!
He could paint pictures so life-like that they were
mistaken for the real things which they represented,

At one time he painted the picture of some fruit which
was 50 real that the birds Dew down and pecked af it.
Thiz made him very proud of hiz skl

“I amn the only man in the world whe can paint a
pleture so true to life,” he said,

There was another famous artist whose name was
Parrhasius.? When he heard of the boast which Zeuxis
had made. he zald to himseolf, “I will see what T can do.”

S0 he painted a beautiful pieture which seemed to be
covered with a curtain. Then he invited Zeuxis to
come and see it.

L Zouxis (pro, sukesis), * Parrhosiue {pro. pi el us).
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Adenxis looked at it closely, “Draw the eurtain
agide and show us the pictwre,” he =ald.

Parrhasius laughed and answered, “The curtain is
the picture.”

| amid Zeuxis, “you have beaten me this time,
and I shall boast ne more. T deceived only the binds,
but vou have deceived me, a painter.”

Some thme after this, Feuxis painted another wonder-
ful picture. Tt was that of a boy carrying a basket of
ripe red cherried.  When he hung this painting outside
of his doar, zome birds flew down and tried to carry the
cherries away.

“Ah! this picture iz a failure,” bhe gaid.  “For if the
bay had been as well painted as the cherries, the birds
world have been afraid to come near him.”

THE KING AND THE BEES

ONE day King Solomon was sitti'né on his throne,
anid hiz great men were standing around him,

Suddun]y the door was thrown open and the Queen
of Sheba came in. ' )

“0 King,” she said, “in my own country, far, far
away, | have heard much about yowr power and glory,



68 King Solomon

but much more about yvour wisdom. Men have told
me that there is no riddle so cunning that you can not

golve it. [s this true?"”

“It t= as you =ay, O Queen,” answered Solomon.
“Weil, T have here a puzzle which I think will test
yvour wisdom. Shall I show it to you?”
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“Most certainly, O Queen,”

Then she hald up in each hand a beautiful wreath of
flowers,  The wreaths were so nearly alike that none of
thuse who were with the king could point out any
difference.

“One of these wrenths,” zaid the queen, “iz made of
flowers plucked from your garden, The other is made
of artificial {lowers, shaped and colored by a skillfyl
arfist. Now, tell me, ) King, which is the trus, andl
which is the false "

The king, for once, was puzzled. He stroked his
chin. He logked at ithe wreaths from every side. He
frowned. He bit hiz lips.

“Which is the true 7" the queen again asked.

St the king did not answer.

“I have heard thal vou are the wisest man in the
world,” she said, “and surely this simple thing cught not
Lo puzrzle you,”

The king moved uncasily on his golden throne. His
officers and great men shook thelr heads.  Some would
have amiled, if they had dared.

“Look at the flowers carefully,” said the gueen,
“and let us have your answer.”

Then the king remembercd zomething. He remem-
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bered that close by his window there was a elimbing
vine filled with beautiful zweet flowers. He remem-
bered that he had scen many bees flying among thesc
flowers and gathering honey [rom them.

So he gald, “Open the window 1"

i was opened.  The queen was standing quite near
to it with the two wreaths still in her hands.  All eyes
were turned to see why the king had said, " Open the
window,"”

The next moment two bees flew eagerly in. Then
came another and another.  All flew to the flowers in
the queen’s right hand. Not one of the bees so much
as looked at those in her left hand.

“() Queen of Sheba, the bees have given you my
answer,”” then sald Solomon.

And the queen said, “Yon are wise, King Solomon.
You gather knowledge from the little things which
COMMOn men pass by unnoticed.”

King Solomen lived three thousand vears age. He
built a great. temple in Jerusalem, and was famous for
his wisdom.
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QUR FIRST GREAT PAINTER

A LoNG time ago there lived, in Pennsylvania, a little
hoy whoge name was Benjamin West.

This boy loved pletures. Tndeed, there were [ew
things that he loved more. DBut he had never seen any
pictures except 3 few small ones in a boaok.

His father and mother were Quakers, and they did
nob think it was right to spend money for such things.
They thought that pictures might take orne’s mind
away from things that were better or more useful. 4

{One day Benjamin’s mother had to go o a neighbor's
on some errand.  So she told Benjamin to stay in the
house and take eare of his baby sister till she came hack.

e waz olad to do this: for he loved the baby.

*Yes, mother,” he sa.id,. “T will watch her every min-
ute. T won't let anything hurt her.”

The baby was aslecp in her eradle, and he must not
make a neize and waken her. For some time he sat
viry still. He heard the elock ticking. He heand the -
birds singing. He heran to {col a Jittle lonesome.

A fiy lighted un the bahv's cheek, and he brushed it
away. Then he thought what a pretty picture might
be made of his sister's sweet face and litfle hands.
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He had no paper, but he knew where there was a
smooth hoard. He had no pencil, but there was a

piece of black charcoal on the hearth. How pretty
the baby was! He began to draw. The baby smiled
hut did not wake up.
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As often as he touched the chareoal to the smooth
board, the picture grew. Here was her round head,
covered with pretty curds. Here was her mouth.
Hoere were her eyes, and here her dainty ears. Here
was her fat little neck. Here were her wonderfyl
hands,

So bugy was he with the drawing that he did not think
of anything else. He heard neilher the clock nor the
birds, He did not even hear his mother's foolstops as
gshe came into the room. lle did not hear her saft
breathing us she stood over him and watched him finish
the wonderful drawing.

“( Benjamin ! what has thee been doing ?™ she cried.

The Jad sprang up, alarmed.

“It's only a picture of the baby, mother,” he said.

“A picture of the baby! Oh, wonderful! It looks
just like her 1™

The good woman was so overjoyed that she canght
him in her arms and kissed him. Then suddenly she
began to wonder whether this was right.

“Benjamin, how did thee Jearn to draw such a pic-
ture ¥ she asked.

“T dido’t learn,” he answered., “I just did it. I
couldn’t help but do it.”
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When Benjamin's father came home, his mother
showed him the picture.

“1t locks juat like her, docsn’t it ?° she said.  “ Bulb
I am afraid. 1 don'l know what to think, Does thee
suppose that it is very wrong for Benjamin to do such
a thing 77

The father did not answer., He turned the picture
this way and that, and locked at it from evory side.
He compared it with the baby's prelty face. Then he
handed it back to his wife and said :—

“Put it away. It may be that the hand of the Lord
is in this."”

Sevoral weeks afforward, there came a visitor to the
home of the Wests. It was a good old Iriend, whom
everybody loved — a white-haired, pleasant-faced min-
ister, whose words were always wise.

Benjamin's parents showed him the picture. They
told him how the lad was always trying to draw some-
thing. And they asked what they should do abouf it,

The good minister looked at the picture for a long
time. Then he ealled little Benjamin to him. He put
his hands on the lad’s head and said : —

“Phig child has a wonderful gift. We cannot under-
stand it nor the reason of it. Let us trust that great
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good may come {rom it, and that Benjamin West may
grow. up to be an honor to our eountry and the world.”

And the words of the old minister came true. The
pictures of Benjamin West made him famous. He was
the firsl preat Amerlean painter.

TIE YOUNG SCOUT

WHEN Andrew Juckson was a little boy he lived with
hiz mothor in South Carcling.  He was eight vears old
when he heard ahout the ride of Paul Revere and the
famous fight at Lexinglon.

1t was then that the long war, called the Revolu-
tionary Wur, began.  The king’s soldiers were sent into
every part of the country.  The people called them the
Lritish. Some ealled them  red-coals.”

There was much fighting; and several great hattles
took place between the British and the Americans.

At last Charleston, in South Carelina, was taken by
the British. Andrew Jackson was lhen a tall whife-
haired hoy, thirteen years old.

“1 am going to help drive those red-coated British
out ol the country,”™ he aaid to hiz moiher.

Then, without another word, he mounted his brother’s
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little farm horse and rode away. He was not old
cnough 10 be a soldier, hut he could be a seout—and
a good scout he was,

He was very tall —as tall as 2 man. He was not
afraid of anything. He was strong and ready for every
duty.

One day as he was riding through the woods, some
British soldiers saw him. They quickly surrounded
him and made him their prizoner.

“Come with us,” they said, “and we will teach you
that the king's scldiers are not to be trifled with.”

They took him te the British ecamp.

“What is your name, young rebel 7" said the British
captain.

“Andy Jackson.”

“Well, Andy Jackson, get down here and clean the
mud {rom my bhoots.”

Andrew’s gray eves blazed as he slood up straight
and proud before the haughty captain.

8Iin” he sald, “T am a prisoner of war, and demand
to be treated az such.”

“You rebel!” shouted the captain. “Down with
vou, and clean those boots at onee.”

The =lim, tall boy seemed to grow taller, as he
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answered, “I'll not be the servant of any Englishman
that ever lived.”

The captain was very angry. He drew his sword
to hit the hov with its flat side.  Andrew threw out his
hand and reeeived an ugly gash across the knuckles.
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Some other officers, who had seen the whele affair,
cried out to the captain, “Shame! He is a brave bay,
He deserves 1o be treated as a gentleman.”

Andrew was not held long as a prisoner.  The British
soldiers soon returned to Charleston, and he was al-
lowed to go home,

In time, Andrew Jackson became a very great man.
He was elected to Congress, he was chosen judge of the
supreme court of Tenncasec, he was appointed general
in the army, and lastly he was for eight years the presi-
dent of the United States. .

THE LAD WHO RODE SIDESADDLE

Wikn Daniel Webster was a child he lived An the
country, far from any city. He was not strong fenn:rugh
lo work on the farm Hke hizs brothers; but he loved
books and study.

He was very voung when he was first sent to school.
The sehaalhouse was two or three miles from home, but
he did not mind the long walk through the woods and
over the hilis.

He soon learned 21l that his teacher could teach; for
h¢ was bright and quick, and had a good memory, -
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His father hoped that Daniel would grow up to he a
wize and famous man.  “But,” said he, “no man ean
rightly sucesed without an education.’™

S0 it was decided that the boy should po to some
sehool where ke might be prepared for college.

One evening hiz futher said to him, “Daniel, vou
must be up carly in the morning. You are going to
Exeler with me.”

“To Exeter, father I sald Daniel,

“Yes, to Excler. 1 am going to put you in the acad-
emy there”

The academy at Exeler was a famous school for pre-
paring boys for colleze. It is still a famous school.
But Daniel's father did not say anvthing about college.

There were no railroads at that time, and Excter waz
nearly TifEy niiles aﬂ'-‘a}: Danicl and his father would
ride there on horschack.

Early in the morning two horses were brought to the
door. One was Mr. Webster's horse; the other was
an old gray nag with a lady’s sidesaddle on its back.

“Who i going to ride that nag 7" asked Daniel.

“Youneg Dan Webster,” answered his father.

«pnt I don't wanl a sidesaddle. I'm not a lady.”

“T ynderstand,” said LIr. Webster. “But our neigh-
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bor, Johnsen, is sending the nag to Exeter for the use
of a lady who iz to ride back with me. He doez me a
favor by allowing you to ride on the animal, and [ do
him a favor by taking care of it.”

“But won't it look rather funny for me to ride to
IExeter on a sidesaddle #"

“Well, if a lady can ride on it, perhaps Dan Webster
can do as much.”

And so they set out on their journey to Exeter. L.
Wehster rode in front, and Daniel, on Lthe old gray nag,
followed behind. The roads were muddy, and they
went slowly. I took them two days to reach Exeter.

The people whom they met gazed at them and won-
dered who they could be. They scarcely noticed the
sidesaddle; they noticed only the boy's dark eyes and
his strong, noble face, I

iz clothes were of homemade stuff; his shoes were
eoarse and heavy: he had ne gloves on his hands; he
was awkward and bashful.

Yet there was something in his manner and voice
that caused everybody to admire him.

Draniel Webster lived to become a famous orator znd a
great statesman. He was honored at home and abroad.
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THE WHISPERERS

“Bovs, what did T tell you ?"

The schoolmaster spoke angrily,  He was in trouble
hecavse his scholars would not study.  Whenever his
back was turned, they were sure to begin whispering to
one ancther.

" (zirls, stop your whispering, T say.”

Bt still they would whisper, and he could not pre-
vent it. The afternoon was half pone, and the trouble
was growing,  Then the masier thowght of 4 plan.

“ Childven,” he gaid, “we are poing o play 8 new rame.
The next one thut whispers must come mul and stand
in the middle of the floor. He must stand there uniil
he sees some ope else whisper.  Then he will tell me, and
the one whom he names must come and take his place,
He, in turn, will wateh and report the first one that he
sees whisper.  And so we will keep the game going till it
iz time for school to be dismissed. The boy or givl who
iz standing at that time will be punished [or all of you.”

“What will the punishment be, Mr, Johnson 7" asked
a bold, bad boy.

“A good thrashing," answered the master. He was
tired, he wag vexed, he hardly knew what he suid.

FIFTY FAMULE PEOPLE—G
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The children thought the new game wasz very funny.
First, Tommy Jones whispered to Billy Brown and was
at once called out to stand on the floor. Within less
than two minutes, Billy saw Mary Green whispering,
and she had to take hizs place. Mary looked arcund
and saw Samuel Miller asking his neighhor for a pencil,
and Samuel was called. And so the fun went on until
the clock showed that it lacked only ten minutes till
school would be dismissed.

Then all berame very good and very careful, for no
one wished to be standing at the time of dismissal.
They knew that the master would he as pood as his word.

The clock ticked londly, and Tommy Jones, who wus
standing up for the fourth time, began to feel very un-
casy. Ile stood on one leg and then on the other, and
watched very closely; buf nobody whispered. Could
it be possible that he would receive thal thrashing ?

Suddenly, to his great joy he saw little Luey Martin
lean over her desk and whisper to the girl in front
of her. Now Luey was the pet of the school.  Every-
body loved her, and this was the first time she had whis-
pered that dav., But Tommy didn't care for that.
He wished to escape the punishment, and so he ealled
out, “Luey Martin !” and woent proudly to his seat.
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Little T.uey had not meant to whisper. There was
somelhing which she wished very much to lmow before
going home, and so, without thinking, she had leaned

over and whis-
pered just three
little words,  With temes in her eyes she went out and
gtood in the whisperer's place.

She was very much ashamed and haet, for it was the
first time that she had ever been in disgrace at school.
The other girls felt sorry that she should suffer for so
small a fault, The bays looked at her and wondered
if the master would really be as good as his word.

The clock kept on ticking. It lacked only one minale
till the bel would strike the time for dismissal. What
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a shame that dear, gentle Lucy should be punished for
all those unruly boys and girls !

Then, suddenly, an awkward half-grown boy who
sat right in front of the master’s desk turned squarely
around and whispered to Tommy Jones, three desks
away. _

Everybody saw him. Litile Luey Martin zaw him
through her tears, but said nothing. Everybody was
astonished, for thai boy was the best scholar in the
school, and he had never been known o break a rule.

It lacked only half a minute now. The awkward boy
turned again and whispered so loudly that cven the
master could not help hearing: “ Tommy, you deserve o
thrashing !

“Elihu Burritt, tuke your place on the floor,” said the
master sternly.

The awkward boy stepped out quickly, and little Lucy
Martin returncd fo her seat sobbing. At the same
mament the hell struck and schoul was dismissed.

After all the others had gone home, the master took
down his long birch rod and said: “Elihu, I suppose
T must be as good as my word. But iell me why you
so deliberately broke the rule apgainst whispering.”

“1 did it to save little Lucy,” sald the awkward boy,
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standing up very straight and brave. "I could not
pear to see her punished.”
“Elihu, you may go home,” zaid the master.

Afl this happencd many vears ago in New Britain,
Connecticut, Elihu Burritt was o poor boy who was
determined to learn. He worked many years as a black-
smith and studied books whenever he had « spare mo-
ment, He learned many languares and became known
all over the world as “The Learned Blacksmiih."

HOW A PRINCE LEARNED TO READ
I

A THOUSAND vears ago boys and girls did not learn to
read. Books were very scarec and very precious, and
only a fow men eould read them.

Each book was written with a pen or a brush.  The
pietures were painted by hand, and some of them were
very beautiful. A pood book would sometimes cost as
much as a good house.

1n those times there were even some kings who could
not read. They thought more of hunting and fighting
than of learning.

There was one such king who had four sons, Ethel-
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bald, FEthelberl, Ethelred, and Alfred.! The three
older boys were stardy, half-grown lads; the youngest,
Alfred, was a slender, fair-haired child.

One day when they were with their mother, she
showed them a wondarful book that zome rich friend
had ziven her, She turned the leaves and showed them
the strange letters. She showed them the beautiful
pictures, and told them how they had been drawn and
painted.

They admired the book very much, for they had
never seen anything like it

“But the best part of it is the story which it tells,”
sald their mother. “ I vou could only read, you might
learn that story and enjoy it. Now [ have a mind to
give this book to one of you”

“Will you pive it to me, mother?” asked little Alfred.

“T will give it to the one who first learns to read in
it,” she answered.

“I am sure I would rather have a good bow with
arrows,”’ said Ethelred.

“And T would rather have a voung hawk that has
been trained to hunt,” said Ethelbert.

“1f 1 were a priest or a monk,” said Ethelbald, I

.’ Eth'cl bald, Eth'c]l bert, Eth'el red, Al'Tred.
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would learn toread. Lut I am a prince, and it Is fool-
ish for prinees to wuste their time with such things.”

*“But T should like to know the story which this hook
tells,” said Alfred.

. II

A few weeks passed by,  Then, one morhing, Alfred
went inte his mother’s reom with a smiling, joyvous face.

“Mother,” he said, “will vou left me see that beauti-
ful book again 77

His mother unlocked her cabinet and tock the pre-
rious volume from its place of safe keeping.

Alfred opened it with careful fingers.  Then he began
with the fizst word on the firsl page and read the first
story aloud without making one mistake.

“0 my child, how did vou learn to do that?” cried
his mother.

“I azked the monk, Brother Felix, to teach me,” said
Alred, “And every day since vou showed me the
book, he has given me a lesson.  [© was no sy thing
to loarn these letters and how Lhey aie put together to
make words, Now, Brother Felix zays T can read al-
mogt as well us he.”

“How wonderful ! said hizs mother.

*“How foolish | " sald Kthelbald.
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“You will be & good monk when you grow up,” said

Ethelred, with a sneer.
But his mother kissed him and gave him the beauti-
ful book. “The prize is yours, Alfred,” she gaid. “[
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am sure that whether you grow up to be a monk or a
king, vou will be a wise and noble man.™

And Alfred did grow up to become the wisest and
noblest. king that lingland ever had. In history he is
ealled Alfred the Greal.

“READ, AND YOU WILL KNOW"

“MoTaek, what are the clouds made of 7 Why does
the rain fall? Where does all the rain water go?
What good does it do?"

Little Willinm Jones was always asking questions.

“T want to know,” he said; I want to know every-
thing.” 3

At first his mother tried fo answer all his queslions,
But after be had learned to read, she taught him to look
in books for that which he wished to kmow.

“ Molher, what makes the wind blow 7"

“ Read, and you will know, my child.”

“Who lives on the other gide of the world 7

“Read, and you will know.”

“Why is the sky 50 biue?”

“Read, and you will know.”

“(Oh, mother, I would like to know everything."”
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“You can ncver know everything, my child. But
you can learn many thingz from booles™

“Yes, mother, I will read and then I will lmow.”

He was a very little boy, but before he was three
vears old he could read quite well.  When eight years
of age he was the best scholar at the famous school at
Harrow. = He was alwayz reading, learning, inguiring.

“T want Lo know ; T want to know,” he kept saying.

“Head, and you will knew,”” said his mother.  * Kead
books that are true,  Read about things that are beau-
tiful and good. Iiead in order to become wise.

“Do not waste your time in reading foolish books,
Do not read bad bhooks, they will make you bad. No
book is worth reading that doss not make you better
ur wiser,”

And =20 William Jones went on reading and learning.
He became one of the most famous acholars in the world.
The king of England made him a knight and ealled him
Sir William Jores.

Sir Williamn Jones lived nearly two hundred years
agn. He was noted for his great knowledge, the most
of which he had obtained from books. It is sald that
he could speak and write forty languages.
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THE YOUNG CUPBEARER
I

Lowe, Tong ago, there lived in Persiz a little prince
whoae name wag Cyros.!

He was not petted and spoiled like many other
princes.  Althongh hiz father was 2 king, Cyrus was
hrought up like the son of 3 commeon man.

He knew how to work with his hunds. He ate only
the plainest food,  He slept on a hard hed.  He learmed
to endure hunger and cold,

When Cyros was Lwelve years old be went with his
mother to Media to visit his grandfather.  His grand-
father, whose name was Astyages,® was king of Mediu,
and very rich and powerful.

Cyrus was 30 tall and strong and handsome that hiz
grandfather waz very proud of him. He wished the
lad to stay with him in Meadia. e therefore gave him
many beantiful gifts and evervthing that could please
A prines,

Cme day King Asbyages planned fo make a great
feast for the Iad.  The tables were Lo be laden with all
kinds of food. There was to he music and dancing;
and Cyrus was to invile as many gvesls ag he chose.

T Cyriea {pro. siftus). T Ashynges (peo. 88 1% jeoeh
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The hour for the feazt came. Everything was ready.
The servants were there, dressed in {ine unitorms.  The
rusicians and dancers were in their places. But no
gueats came,

*“How is this, my dear boy 77" asked the king. “ The
feast is ready, but no one has come to partake of it.”

“That is becauvse T have not invited any one,” said
Cyrus. “In Persia we do not have such feasts, If
any one ig hungry, he cats some bread and meat, with
perhaps a few cresses, and that is the end of . We
never go to all this trouble and expense of making a fine
dinner in order that our friends may eal what is not good
for them."”

King Astyages did not know whether to be pleazed
or displeased.

“Well,” said he, “all these rich loods that were pre-
parcd for the feast are vours. What will you do with
them 7"

“T think T will give themn to our friends,” said Cyrus.

S0 he gave one portion to the king's officer who had
taught him to ride. Another portion he gave to an old
servant who walled upon his grandfather. And the
rest he divided among the young women who took care
of his mother.
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1I

The king's cupbearer, Sarcas, was very much of-
fended beeause he was not given a share of the feast.
The king also wondered why this man, who was his
favorite, should be so slighted.

“Why didn’t you give somoething to Sarcas?” he
asked.

“Well, truly,” 2aid Cyrus, “I do not like him. He
is proud and overbearing. He thinks that he makes
a fine fipure when he waits on vou”

“And s0 he does,” sald the king. *“He is very skiil-
ful as a cupbearer.”

“That may be so,"” answered Cyrus, “but if you will
let me bhe your cupbearer to-morrow, T think I can
serve you quite ag well.”

King Astvages smiled. He saw that Cyrus had a
will of his own, and this pleased him very much.

“I shall be glad to see what you ean do,” he said.
“To-morrow, you shall be the king's cupbearer,”

I1I

You woulkd hardly have known the young prinee when
the time came for him to appear befare his grandfather,
He was droased in the rich uniform of ithe cupbearcr,
and he came forward with much dignity and grace.
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He carried a white napkin upon his arm, and held

the cup of wine very daintily with three of his fingers,

His mannets were perfect. Sarcas himself could not
have served the king hall so weil.

“Bravo! bravo!" cried his mother, her eyes spar-
kting with pride.

“You have done well,” said his grandfather, “But
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you neglected one important thing. It iz the rule and
emstom of the cupbearer 1o pour out a little of the wine
and taste it before handing the cup to me. This you
forgot to do™

Flndead, ﬁandfalher, I did not forget it answered
Cyrus.

“Then why didn't you do it ?” asked his mother.

“Because 1 helieved there was poisun in the wine,”

“Poisom, my boy!” cried King Astyvagez, much
alarmed. “Poison! poison!”

“You, grandfather, polson.  For the olher day, when
vou =at at dinmer with vour officers, T noticed that the
wine made you act queerly.  Alter the guests had drunk
quite a little of if, they began to talk foolishly and sing
ioudly ; and some of them went Lo sleep. And you,
arandlather, were as bad as the rest.  You forgot that
yvou were king. You forget all yoar good manners.
You tried to danec and fell upon the floor. T am afraid
ko drink anything thut makes men acl in that way.”

“Didn't you ever gee your [ather behave so 7™ asked
the king.

“No, never,” said Cvrus.  “ He does not drink merely
to be drinking. He drinks to quench his thirst, and
that is all.”
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When Cyrus became a man, he succeeded his father
as king of Persia; he also succeeded his grandfather
Astyages ag king of Media. He was 2 very wise and
powerful ruler, and he made his country the greatest
of any that was then known. In history he is com-
moenly called Cyrus the Great.

. THE SON& OF THE CALIPH

THERE was a ecaliph of Persiz whose name was Al
Mamoun.! He had two song whom he wished to become
honest and noble men.  So he employed a wise man
whose name was Al Farra to be their teacher.

One day, after lesson howrs, Al Farra rose to go out
of ihe house. The two boys saw him and ran to {etch
his shoes. For in that country, people never wear
shoes in the house, but take them off at the door.

The two boys ran for the teacher’s shoes, and cach
claimed the honor of carrying them Lo him. Bul they
dared nol quarrel and at last agreed that each should
carry one shoe. Thus the honor would be divided.

When the caliph heard of this he sent for Al Farra
and asked him, “Who is the most honored of men?”

Ll Mam’oun,
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The tegcher answered, I know of no man who is
more honored Lthan yourself,”

“No, no,” =ald the caliph. “It is the man who roge
to go out, and two voung princes contended for the
honar of giving him his shovs but at last agreed that
pach should offer him one.”

Al Farra answered, “8ir, I should have forbidden
them to do thiz, but I feared to dizcowrage them. [
hope that T shall never do anglhing to make them care-
less of their dulies.”

“Woll,” said the caliph, “if you had forbidden them
thus to honor you, I should have declared you in the
wrong. They did nothing that was beneath the dig-
nily of princes. Indeed, they honored themselves by
honering you.”

Al Farea bowed low, buib said nothing; and the
caliph went on.

“Wo young man nor boy,” said he, “can be so high
in rank as to neglect three great duties: he must re-
spect his ruler, he must love and obey his father, and he
must honor his teacher.”

Then he called the two young prinees to him, and as a
reward [or their noble conduct, filled their pockets wilh
gold.

FEWIT FAMOTA FROFLE—7
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THE BOY AND THE ROBEBERS

Ine Persia, when Cyrua the Great was king, boys wers
taught io tell the truth. Thizs was one of their first
lessons at home and at school.

“None bul a coward will tell a falschood,” said the
father of young Otanes.’

“Truth is beautiful. Always love it,” said his
mother.

When Olapes was twelve wears old, his parents
wished to send him to a distant eity to study in a famous
sehool that was there. Tt would be a long journey and
a dangerous one. So it was arranged that the hoy
should travel with a small company of merchants who
were going o the same place.

“Good-by, Otanez! Be always brave and truthful,”
saiid his Mather,

“Farcwell, mv child! Love that which is beautiful.
Deespise that which is base," suid his mother.

The little company began its long jowrney, Some
of the men rode on camels, some on horses. They went
but slowly, for the sun was hut and the way was rough.

Suddenly, towards evening, a band of robbers swooped

FOtanes (pro. & tA'nBz). ~
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down upon them. The merchants were not fighting
men.  They could do nothing but give up all their
conds und money.

“Well, boy, what have yvon got?” asked ome of
the rohbers, as he pulled Ctanes from his horse.

“Farty picees of gold,” answered the lad.

The robber laughed. He had never heard of a boy
with s mueh money as that.

“That iz 5 good story,” he said. “Where do you
earry your gold 2

“Tt is in my hat, underneath the lining,” answered
Otanes.

“Oh, well! You ean’t make me believe that,” suid
the robber: and he hurried away to rob one of the
rich merchants.

Soon another came up and said, “My boy, do you
happen to have any gold about you L

“Yes! TForty pieces, in my hat,” said Otanes.

“You are a brave lad to be joking with robbers,”
snid the man : and he also hurried on to a more promis-
img field.

At length the chicf of Lhe band called to Otanes and
suid, * Young fellow, have you anything worlh taking "
Otanes answered, “1 have already told two of your
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men that 1 have forty pieces of pold in my hat. DBul
they wouldnt believe me.”
“Take off your hat,” said the chief,

The boy oheved. ‘Fhe chief tore out the lining and
found the zold hidden beneath it.

“Why did you tell us where Lo find it?" he asked.
“No one would have thought that a child like you had
gold about him.” .
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“Tf T had answered vour quesi;ions: differentl}'; [
ghould have told a lie,” said Otanes; “and none but
cowards tell lies.”

The robber chief was strack by lhis answer. He
thonght of the nmumber of times that he himself had been
a coward. Then he s3id, " You are a brave boy, and
you may keep vour gold. Here it iz AMount wour
horse, and my own men will ride with you and see that
you reach the end of your journey in safety.”

Qtanes, in time, became one of the famous men of
his country. De was the advisor and riend of two of
the kings who succerded Cyrus.

A LESSON IN JUSTICE

ALEXANDER,! the king of Macedon,® wished to be-
rome the master of the whole world. He led hiz armics
through many countries. e plundered cities, he
burned towns, he destroyed thousands of lives.

At Just, far in the Hast, he came to a land of which he
had never heard. The people there knew nothing
ahout war and conquest. Although they were rich,
they lived simply and were at peace with all the world.

1 Al e an'dor, 2 hlaecdon {pro. mas's dond.
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The shah, or ruler of these people, wenl out to mect
Alexander and welcome him to their country. He led
the great king to his palace and begped that he would
dine with him.

When they were seated al the table the servants of the
shuh stood by to serve the meal. They brought in
whal seemed to be fruils, nuts, eakes, and olher deli-
cacies: but when Alexander would sal he found that
evervthing was made of gold.

“What !” said he, “do you eat gold in this country ?”

“We ourselyes eat only common food,” answered
the shah. “DBut we have heard that it was Lhe desire
for gold which eansed you Lo leave your own country ;
and so, we wish to satisfy vour appetite.”

“It was not for gold that [ came here,” said Alex-
ander.  “T came {o learn the customs of your pecple.”

“Vary well, then,” sald the shah, “stay with me a
little while and observe what you can.”

While the shah and the king were talking, iwo coun-
trymen eame in. My lord,” said ome, “we have had
a disagreement, and wish vou to settle the matter.”

“Tell me about it,” said the shah.

“Well, it is this way,” answered the man: “I bought
a piece of ground from this neighbor of mine, and paid
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him a fair price for it Yester::la}', when T was digging
m it, [ found a box full of gold and jewels. ‘I'his treas-
ure: does not belong to me, for 1 bought only the ground ;
but when I offeraed it to my neighbor he refuzed it.”

The second man then spoke up and said, “It s true
that I geld him the pround, but T did not reserve any-
thing he might find in it. The trossure is not mine,
and therefore I am unwilling to take it."”

The shah zat silent for & while, as il in thought.
Then he said to the first man, “ Have you a gon 7"

“Yes, a young man of promize,” was the answer.

The shah turned to the sccond man: “Have you a
daughter ¥7

“J have,” answered the man, *“—a beautiful girl.”

“Well, then, this is my judement. Lel the son
marry the daughter, if bath agree, and give them the
treasure as a wedding portion.”

Alexander listened with preat intercst., “You have
judeed wisely and rightly,” said he to the shah, “but
in my own country we should have done differently.”

“What would you have done?"

“Well, we should have thrown both men inlo prisomn,
and the treasure would have heen given tu the king.”

= And is that what you eall justice 7 agked the shah.
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“We call it policy,” wd Alexander.,

“Then let me ask you a question,” sald the shah,
“Does the sun shine in your country 77

“Surely.”

“Does the rain fall there?”

“0h, ves!”

“Is it possgible ! But are thore any gentle, harmless
animals in vour fields 7"

“A rreat many.’’

“Then,” said the shah, it must be thal the sun shines
arid the rain falls for the sake of these poor beasts; for
men so unjust do not deserve such blessings.

THE GENERAL AND THE FOX

THERE was onee a famous Greek general whose name
was Aristomenes.! He was brave and wise; and his
countrymen loved him.

Onee, however, in a great baltle with the Spartans,
his army was beaten and he was taken prisoner.

In those days, people had not learned to be kind to
their enemies. In war, they were savage and cruel ; for
war always makes men so.

! Aristomenes {pro. ar s tn'a nesz),
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The Spartans hated Aristomenct. He had piven
them a great deal of trouble, and they wished to destroy
him.

{Jan a mountain near their oy, there was a narrow
chasm or hole in the rocks.  If was very deep, and there
was no way Lo elimb out of it,

The Spartany said to one another, *Let us throw
this fellow info the rocly chasm. Then we may be
gure that he will never trouble us again.”

So a party of soldierg led him ap into the mountain
and placed him on the edpe of the vawning hole in the
rocks. “Ree the place to which we send all our ene-
mieg,” they said. And they threw him in

No one knows how he cgeaped being dashed to pleces.
Some of the Greeks said that an eagle caught him in her
beak and carried him unharmed to the bottom. But
that iz not lilely.

I think that he musl have fallen upon some bushes
and vines that grew in some paris of the chasm. At
any rate he was not hurt much.

He groped around in the dim light, bul could not find
any way of escape. ‘The roeky walls surrounded him
on every side, There was no place where he could sel
hiz foot to climb out.
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For three days he lay in his strange prison,  He grew
weak from hungoer and thirst. He expeeted to die
{rom starvation.

Suddenly he was startled by a noze cloze by him.
Something was maoving among the rocks at the bottom
of the chasm. He watched quietly, and soon zaw a
large fox coming towards him. _

He lay quite still £ill the animal was very near. Then
he sprang up quickly and seized it by the tail

The frightened fox scampered away as fast as it could ;
and Aristomenes followed, clinging to its fail. It ran
into a narrow cleft which he had not seen before, and
then through a long, dark passage which was barely
large enouch for a man’s hody,

Aristomencs held on. At last he saw 2 rayv of light
far ahead of him, It was the sunlight streaming in at
the entrance to the passage. But soon the way became
too narrow for his body to pass through.  What should
he do?

He let go of the fox, and it ran oul. Then with groat
labar he began to widen the passageway. Here the
rocks were smaller, and he soon loosened them enough
to allow him to squeeze through. In a short time he
was free and in the open air.
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Some days after this the Spartans heard strange news :
* Aristomenes iz again at the head ol the Greck army.”
They could not believe iE.

THE EOMB

Die you ever hear of King Charlea the Twelfth, of
Sweden? He lived two hundred years ago, and wus
famous for his courage in defending hiz country.

One day he was in the midst of a great badtle. The
small house in which he had taken shelter was almost
between the two armies.

He called Lo one of his officers and bade him sit down
and write a short order for him.

The officer began to write, hot just as he finished the
first word, a bomb came through the roof of the houae
and struck the floor close by him. He dropped the pen
and sprang to his feet. e was pale with fear.

“What 13 the matter?” asked the king.

“(Oh, sir,” he answered, “the bomhb ! the bomb !

“¥Yes, I see,” auid the king. “Lut what has the
bomb to do with what 1 wizh vou to wrile 7 Sit down,
and take your pen. When your country is in danger,

vou should forpet your own safely.
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A STORY OF OLD ROME

THERE wae a great famine in Rome, The summer
had been very dry and the corn crop had failed.
There was no bread in the city. ‘The people were
starving.

One day, to the great joy of all, some ships arrived
from another country. These ships were loaded with
corn.  Here wag food enough for all

The rulers of the city met to deeide what should be
done with the corn,

“Dhvide it among the peor people who need it so
badly,” said some. “Let it be a free gift to them from
the cliy.”

But one of the rulers waz not willing to do this. His
name was Coriclanus,' and he was very rich,

*Theze people are poor because they have been too
lazy to work,” he said. “They do not deserve any
gifts from the ¢ity. T.el those who wish any corn bring
money and buy it.”

When the people heard about this speech of the rich
man, Coriolanus, they were very angry.

Y Ho is no true Roman,” sald some.

1 Co v o linus.
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“He iz selfish and unjust,” said others.

“He is an enemy to the poor.  Kill him ! kill him !
cried the mob, They did not kill him, but they drove
him out of the ¢ty and bade him never return.

soriolanue made his way to the eity of Antium,!
which was not far from Rome:.  The people of Antium
were chemie? of the Romans and had often been at war
with them. So they welcomed Coriolanus very kindly
and made him the general of Lheir army.

Coriolanus began at onee to make ready for war
against Rome. He persuaded other Lowns near An-
Lium to send their soldiers to help him.

Soon, aft the head of a very greal army, he marched
toward the city which had once been hiz home. The
rude soldiers of Anfium overran all the country around
Rome. They burned the villages and [armhouscs.
They filled the land with terroe.

Corlolanus pitched his camp quite near o the city.
His army was the greatest that the Romans had ever
seen.  They knew thal they were helpless before so
strong an encmy.

“Smrender vour ecity to me,”” said Corlolanus,
“Agree Lo obey the laws that I shall make for you.

1 Anthon (pre. oo’shi wmp.
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Do this, or I will burm Rome and destrov all its
poople.”

The Romans answererd, ** We must have time to think
of this matter. Give us a few days to learn what sort
of laws yon will make for us, and then we will say
whether we can submit to them or not.”

“I will give you thirty days to consider the matter,”
said Coriolanus.

Then he told them what laws he would reguire themn
to obey., These laws were =0 severe that all said, It
will be betier Lo die at once.” '

At the end of the thirty days, four of the city's rulers
went out to heg him to show merey to the people of
Rome. These rulers were old men, with wise faces and
long white beards. They went out barcheaded and
very humble,

Cortolanus woald net listen Lo them. He drove them
back with threats, and told them that they should
expect no mercy from him; but he agreed to give them
three more days to congider the matter.

The next day, all ithe priests and learned men went
out to beg for mercy. These were dressed in their long
flowing robes, and all knelt humbly before him. But
he drove them back wilh seornful words.
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On the last day, the great army which Coriolanus
had led from Antium wus drawn up in battle array.
It was ready to march upon the city and destroy it.

All Rome was in terror. There seemed to be no way
to cseape the anger of this furious man.

Then ihe rulers, in their despair, said, “Let us go up
to the house where Corlolanus used 1o live whon he was
one of us, His mother and hig wife are still there.
They are nobde women, and they love Rome, Let us
ask them to go out and beg our enemy to have mercy
ypon us.  His heart will be hard indeed if he can refuse
his mother and his wife.”

The two noble women were willing to do all that they
could to zave their city. 8o, leading his little children
by the hand, thoy went out to meet Corlolanus, Be-
hind- them followed a long procession of the women
af Rome.

Coriolanus was in s tent.  Whon he saw his mother
and his wife and his children, he wus {illed with joy.
But when they made known their erand, his facc
darkened, and he shook hiz head.

For a long time his mother pleaded with him. Far e
long time his wife begged him to be mereiful.  His little
childven chany to his knces and spoke loving words to him.
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At last, he could hold out no longer. 0O mather,”
he said, “you have saved your country, but have lost

vour sun!™  Then he commanded his army to muarch
back to the city of Antium.
Rome was saved; but Corlolanus could never re-
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lurn te his home, hiz mother, hizs wife and children,
He was lost Lo them.

SAVED BY A DOLPHIN

IN the eity of Corinth ¢ there onee lived & wonderful
musician whose name was Arion No other person
could play on the kyre or sing a0 sweetly as he: and
the songs which he composed were famous in many
lands.

The king of Corinth was his friend. The people of
Corinth never grew tired of praising hiz sweet music.

One summer he wonl over Lhe sea Lo Tsaly; for his
name was well known there, and many people wished
to hear him sing.

He wvizited several cifieg, and in each place he was wall
paid for hiz musie.

At last, having hecome quite rich, he derided to go
home, There was a ship just ready to 2ail for Corinth,
and the caplain agreed to take him as a pussenger.

The sea was rough.  The ship was driven far out of
her course. Many days passed hefore lhey eame in

sight of land.
L rinth, t A H'on.

FIFTY FAMOTA FHOVLE — 3
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The sailors were rude and unruly. The captain him-
gelf had been a robber.

When they heard that Arion had a large sum of money
with him they began to make plans to gef it.

“'The cagiest way,” said the captain, “is to throw him
overboard. Then there will be no one to tell tales,”

Arion overheard them plotting.

“You may take evervthing that T have,” he sgid,
“if you will enly spare my life.”

But they had made up their minds to get rid of him.
They feared 1o spare nim Jest he should report the mat-
fer to the king.

“Your life we will not spare,” they said; “but we
will give vou the choiee of two things.  You must either
jump overboard into the sea or be slain with your own
sword, Which shall i be 7"

“T shall jump overboard,” said Arion, “but 1 pray
that vou will first grant me a favor.,”

“What 1 it ¥ asked the captain.

“Aflow me bo sing to vou my latest and best song.
I promise that as soon as it 1s linished I will leap into
the sea.”

The sailors agreed ; for they were anxious to hear the

musician whose songs were famous all over the world,
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Arion dressed himeell in his [inest clothing.  He took
hia stand on the forward deck, while the robber sailors

et
Pl
[ T 1‘5 L T

staod in a ha,]f cirele before him, anxious to listen to his

S0ng.
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He touched his Iyre and hegan to play the accom-
paniment. Then he sang a wonderful song, so sweet, so
lively, so touching, that many of the sailors were moved
o tears,

And now they would have spared him; but he was
true to his promise, — as soon as the song was finished,
he threw himself headlong into the seq.

The =ailorz divided his money among themszelves;
and the ship sailed on.

In a short time they reached Corinth in safety, and
the king sent an officer to bring the captain and his men
to the palace.

““ Are you lately from Ltaly 7" he asked.

“We are,” they answered.

“What news ecan you give me concerning my friend
Arion, the sweetest of all musicians?"

“He was well and happy when we left Italy,"” they
answered. “He has a mind o spend the rest of his
life in that eountry.”

Hardly had they spoken these words when the door
opened and Arion himself stood hefore them. He was
dressed just ag they had seen him when he jumped into
the ses, They were se astonished that they fell upen
their knees before the king and confessed their crime.
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Now, how was Arich saved from drowning when he
leaped overboard ?

Old story-tellers say that he alighted on the back of a
large fish, called a dolphin, which had been charmed
by his music and was swimming near the ship. The
dolphin carried him with great speed to the nearest shore.
Then, full of joy, the musician hastened to Corinth,
not stopping cven to change his dress.

He told his wonderful story Lo the king; buf the
king would not helieve him.

“Wait,” said he, “till the ship arrives, and then we
ghall know the truth.”

Theee hours later, the ship came Into port, as you have
already Tearned.

(Other people think that the dolphin which saved
Arion was not a fish, but a ship named the Dofphin.
They say that Arion, being a good swimmer, kept him-
self afloat until thig ship happened to pass by and res-
cucd him from the waves,

Vou may helieve the story that you like bhest.  The

name of Arion is atill remembered as that of a most

wonderfil musician,
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“LITTLE BROTHERS OF THE AIR”
THE man of whom 1 am now going to tell you was
famous, not for his wealth or his power or his deeds in

war, but for his great gentleness, He lived more than

seven hundred years ago in a quaint little town of Italy.
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His name was Francis, and because of his goodness, all
men now call him St. Francis,

Very kind and loving was St. Francis — kind and
loving not only to men bat to all living thinps. He
gpuke of the hirds ag his litile brothers of the air, and he
could never bear to see them harmed.

At Christmas time he seattered erumbs of bread under
the trees, 5o that the tiny crealures could feast and he
happy.

Onee when a boy gave him a pair of doves which he
had snared, St. Francis had a nezt made for them, and
the mother bird laid her eggs init.

By and by, the cees hatched, and a nestful of young
doves grew up. They were so tame that they sat on
the shoulders of 8t. Franeis and ate from his hand.

And many other stories are told of this man’s oreat
love and pity for the timid ereatures which lived in the
fields and woods.

One day ag he was walking among the trees the birds
saw him and flew down to greet him. They sang their
sweetest songs to show how mueh they loved him,
Then, when they saw that he was about to speak, they
nestled softly in the grass and listened.

“0 little birds,” he said, “I love you, for you are
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my brothers and sisters of the air. Tet me tell you
something, my little brothers, my little sisters: You
ought always to love God and praise Him.

“For think what He has given you. He has given
you wings with which to Hy through the air. He has
given vou clothing both warm and beautiful. He has
given you the air in which to move and have homes.

“And think of this, O litile brothers: you sow not,
neither do you reap, for God feeds you. He gives you
the rivers and the brooks frema which to drink. He
gives you the mountains and the valleys where you may
rest.  He gives vou the trees in which to build your
Tesls.

“You toil not, neither do you spin, yet God lakes care
of vou and vour little ones. It must be, then, that He
loves vou, So, do not be ungrateful, but sing His
praises and thank Him for his goodness loward you.”

Then Lhe saint stopped speaking and looked around
him. All the birdz sprang up joylully. They spread
their wings and opened their mouths to show that they
understood his words.

And when he had blessed them, all hegan to sing:
and the whole forest was filled with sweetness and joy

becausze of their wonderful melodies,
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A CLEVER SLAVE

A rongG time ago there lived a poor slave whose name
was Hzop.t  He was a small man with a large head and
long arms. His face was white, but very homely, His
large cyes were brizht and snappy.

When Fsop waz about twenty years old his master
lost o great deal of money and wag obliged to sell his
glaves. To do thig, he had to tuke them to a large city
where there wag a slave market.

The city was far away, and the slaves must walk the
whole dizstance. A number of bundles were made up
for them to carry. Some of these bundles contained
the things they would need on the read; some econ-
tained clothing; and some contained goods which the
masler would sell in the city.

“Choose your bundles, hoys,” sald the master.
“There is one for each of you”

Fsop at once chose the largest one. The other
alaves laughed and said he was foolish, But he threw
it upon his shoulders and seemed well satisfled.

The next day, the laugh was the other way. For the
bundle which he had chogen had contained the food

: BEaop [pro. &'s0p).



12 Alsop

for the whole parfy. After all had eaten three meals
from it, it was very much lighter, And before the
end of the journey Xsop had nothing to carry, while
the other slaves were groaning under their heavy loads.

* Fsop 18 a wise fellow,”” said his master. “The man
who buys him must pay a high price”

A vory rich man, whose name was Xanthus,® came to
the slave market to huy a servant.  As the slaves stood
hefore him he asked cach one to tell what kind of work
he could do.  All were eager to be bought by Xanthus
because they knew he would be a kind master. So
cach one boasted of his slall in doing some sort of labor,

One was a {ine gardener: another could take eare of
horses; a third was & good cock; a fourth could man-
age a houschold.

“And what can you do, Esop?" asked Xanthus.

“Nothing,” he answered.

“Nothing? How is that. 7" _

“Because, since these other slaves do everything,
there is nothing left for me to perform,” sald Esop.

This answer pleasad the rich man so well that he
bought Fsop at once, and took him to his home on the
island of Samos.

1 Tanthus (pro. zin‘thus).
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In Sames the little slave soun became known for his
wizgdom and coursge.  He offen amused his mastor and
his master’s fricnds by Gelling droll fables about birds
and beasts that could talk. They saw that all these
fables taught some great truth, and they wondered how
Asop could have thought of them,

Many other storieg are told of this wonderful slave,
His master was z0 much pleaged with him that be gave
him his freedom. Bany great men were glad to eall
him their friend, and cven kings asked his advice and
wore amuged by his fables.

ONE oF Fsor's FABLES

A old Clat was in a fair way Lo kill all the hiec in the barn.

One day the Alice met to tall aboul Lhe greal harm that
she was doing them.  Thach one told of some plun Ly which
to koop out of her way. .

¥ g oax 1 osay,” said an old gray Mouse that was thoughts
i he very wise, “I1doas I say. Hang a bell iothe Cat's
peck.  Then, when we hear 11 ring, we shall know thud sle
iz coming, and eun seamper oud of ler way.”

#Good! good|™ said all the obher Mice; and one 1an to
get the bell.

“ Wow which of you will hang this bell on the Cat’s neck?"”
gatd the old geay Mouse

ot 11 not T' said all the Aice fogether, And they
sonmpered away to their holes.



124 Abraham Davenport

THE DARK DAY

LisTEN, and 1 will tell you of the famous dark day in
Connecticut. Tt was in the month of hiay, morz than
a hundred years ago,

The sun rose bright and fair, and the morning was
without a cloud. The air was very still, There was not
a breath of wind to stir the voung leaves on the trees.

Then, about the middle of the day, it began to grow
dark. The sun was hidden. A black cloud scemed to
cover the earth.

The birds flew to their nests. The chickens went to
roogt. The cows came home {rom the pasture and
stood mooing at the gate. It grew so dark that the
people could not see their way along Lhe streels.

Then evervbody began to feel frightened.  “What
is the matter? YWhat iz going to happen 7 cach one
asked of another., Thechildren evicd.  The dogs howled.
The women wept, and some of the men prayed.

- *The end of the world has come I’ cried some ; and
they ran about in the darkness.

“This is the last great day!” ecried others; and
they knelt down and waited.
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In the old statehouse, the wise men of Conneetient
were sitting.  They were men who made the laws, and
much depended upon their wisdom.

When the darkness came, they too began to be
alarmed.  The gloom was terrible.
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“It is the day of the Lord,” said one.

“No use to make laws,” said another, *“(or they will
never be needed.”

“1 move that we adjourn,” aaid a third.

Then up from hiz seat rose Abraham Davenport.
His voice was clear and strong, and all knew that he, at
least, was nol afraid.

“This may be the last great, day,” he suid. “I do not
know whethor the end of the world has come or not.
But I am =ure that it is my duty to stand at my post
as lone as T live. S, let us zo on with the work that is
before us.  Let the candles be lighted.”

His words put eourage into every heart.  The candles
were brought in.  Then with his strong face aglow in
their feeble licht, he made a speech in {favor of a law to
help poor fishermen.

And as he spoke, the other lawmakers listened in
silence till the darkness began to fade and the sky grew
bright again.

The peeple of Connecticut still remember Abraham
Davenport, beeause he was o wise judge and a brave
lawmaker. The poet Whittier has written a poem

about him, which you will like to hear.
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THE. SURLY GUEST

ONE day John Randolph, of Roanoke,! set out on
horseback to ride to a town that was many miles from
hiz home. The road was strange to him, and he traveled
very slowly.

When night came on he stopped at a pleasant road-
side inn and asked for lodeing, The innkesper wel-
comed him kindly, He had often heard of the great
John Randolph, and thercfore he did all that he could to
chtertain him well.

A fine suppet was prepared, and the innkeeper him-
self wailed upon his guest. John Randolph ate in
gilence. The innkeeper spoke of the weather, of the
roads, of the crops, of politics.  Bul his surly puest said
searcely a word,

In the morning a ood breakfast was served, and then
Mr. Randolph made ready to start on his journey. He
ealled for his bill and paid it.  His horse was led to the
docr, and a servant helped him to mount it.

As he was starting away, the {riendly inokeeper said,
i Which way will vou travel, 3r, Randelph 77

Mr. Randolph looked at him in ne gentle way, and

anzwered, “8ir "
L Thas'a nokoe.
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“T only asked which way you intend fo travel,” aaid
the man.

“Oh ! have [ paid you my hill 7"

“Yes, sir,”

“Do [ owe you anything more?”

*Na, sir.”

“Then, I intend to travel the way I wish to go—
do you understand 77

He turned his horge and rode away.  He had not gone
farther thun to the end of the innkeeper’s field, when
to his surprise he found that the road forked. He did
not know whether he should take the right-hand fork
or the left-hand.

He paused for a while. There was no signbhoard
to help him. He looked back and saw the innkeeper
still standing by the door. He called to him:—

“My friend, which of these roads shall T teavel to go
to Lynehburg 7"

“BMre. Randolph,’” answered the innkeeper, “von
have pald your bill and don’t owe me a cent. Travel
the way youn wish to go. Good-hy!”

As bad luck would have it, Mr. Randalph took the
wrong road. He went far out of hiz way and lost
much time, all on aceount of his surliness,
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John Randolph, of Roanoke, lived in Virginia one
hundred vears ago. 'He was famous as a lawyer and
stalosman. He was a member of Congress for many
voars, and was nofed for hiz odd manners and strong
gelf-will.

FI#IT FAMUTE PEOTLE — 9
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THE STORY OF A GREAT STORY

Two hundred years ago there lived in Scotland a
voung mahn whose name was Alexander Selkirk. He
was quarrelsome and unruly. He was often making
trouble among his neighbors.

For this reason many people were glad when he ran
away [rom home and went to sea. “We hope that he
will get what be deserves,” lhey said.

He was big and strong and soon became a fine aailor.
But he was still headsirong and ill-tempered ; and he
was often in trouble with the other sailors.

Once his ship was sailing in the great Pacific Ovean,
It was four hundred miles from the coast of South
America.  Then something happened which Selkirk did
not like.  He bhecame very disagrecakble. He quarreled
with the other sailors, and even with the captain,

“T would rather live alone on a desert island than
be & sailor on this ship,” he said.

“Veory well,” answered the captain.  *“'We shall puf.
you ashore on the first island that we see”

“Do so,” said Selkirk. “You cannot pleaze me
better.”

The very next day they came in sight of a little green
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island., There were groves of irecs
near the shore, and high hills be-
yoned them,
“What is the name of this is-
land ¢ asked Selkirl.
# Tuan Pernandez,™ *

sald the caplain,
95t me on shore
and leave me lhore.

1 juan Fernandes (pre. joo'nn for nin'dde).



132 Alexander Selkirk

Give me a few common tools and semc food, and 1
will do well enough,” said the sailor.

“Tt shall be done,” answered the captain.

S0 they filled a small boat with the things thal he
woluld need the most —an ax, a hoe, a2 kettle, and
some olher things, They alsu put in some bread and
meat and other food, enough for several weeks.

Then four of the sailors rowed him to the shore and
left him there.

Alexander Selkirk was all alone on the island, He
beman to see how foolish he had been; he thought how
terrible 1, would be to live there without one [riend,
"without one person fo whom he could speak.

He called loudly bo the sailors and to the captain.
“0h, do not leave me here. Take me back, and I will
give you no more trouble.”

But they would not lsten to him. The ship sailed
away and was soon lost fo sight.

Then Selkirk sel to work to make the best of things.
He built him a little hut for shelter at night and in
stormy weather. He planted a amall garden.

There were pigs and goals on theigland, and plenty of
fish could be caught from the shore. So there was
always plenty of food.
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Sometimes Selkivk saw ships aailing in the distance.
lic tried to make signals to them; he called as loudly
a5 he could ; but he wasz peither seen nor heard, and the
ships came no nearer,

. “If T ever have the mood fortune to escape from this
island,” he said, “I will be kind and obliging to overy
one. I will try to make fricnds ihstead of enenties.”

For four years and four months he lived alone on the
island. Then, to his greal joy, a ship came near and
anchored in the fittle harbor.

He made himself known, and the capiain willingly
agreed Lo carry him back {o his own couniry. When
he reached Scotland everybody was cager to hear him
tell of hiz adventures, and he soon found himself famous.

In England there was then living a man whaose name
was Daniel Defoe! He was a writer of books. He
had written muny stories which people at that time
liked to read.

When Daniel Defoe heard how Sclkirk had lived
alone on the island of Juan Fernandez, he said to him-
aclf: “lere iz something worth lelling about. The
story of Alexander Sellark is very pleasing.”

L [ra foe’,
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So he sat down and wrote a wonderful story, which he
called *The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe,” '

Every boy has heard of Rebinson Crusce. Many
bovs and indeed many girls have read his story.

When only a child he liked to stand by the river and
see the ships sailing past. e wondered where they
had come from and where they were going.

He talked with some of the sailors. They told him
about the strange lands they had vigited far over the
gea.  They told m about the wenderful things they
had seen there. He was delighted.

“Oh, I wish T could be a sailor I he said.

He could not think of anything elae.  He thought how
grand it would be to sail and sail on the wide blue sea.
He Lhonght how pleasant it would be to visit-sfrange
countries and see strange peoples.

As he grew up, hiz father wished him to learn a trade.

“No, no, T am going to be a sailor; I am going to sce
the world,” he sald.

Hiz mother said to him: “A sailor’s life is a hard
life. There are great storms on the sen. Many ships
are wrecked and the smlors are drowned.”

“T am not afraid,”” zaid Robinson Crusoe. “I am
going to be a sailor and nothing clze.”
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S0, when he was eightecn years old, he ran away from
his pleasani home and went to sea.

He soon found that his mother’s words were Lrua.
A sallor's life is indeed a hard Jife. There is no time to
plav. Every day there is much work to he done.
Sometimes there iz great danger.

Robinson Crusoe ssiled [irst on one ship and then
on another. lle visited many lands and saw many
wonderful things,

One day there was a preat storm. The ship was
driven about by the winds; it was wreeked. All the
gailors were drowned but Rebinson Crusoe.

He swam to an iwsland that was not far away. It
wag & small island, and there was no one Iring on it
But there were hirds in the woods and some wild goats
on the hills.

For a long time Robinson Crusoc was all alene.  He
had only a dog and some cats to keep him company.
Then he tamed a parrot and some goats.

He bLoilt a house of some sticks and vines. He
sowed grain and baked bread. He made a hoat for
himsell. He did a preat many things. He was busy
every day.

At Tast @ ship happened to pass that way and Robin-



136 Frederick the Great

son was taken on board. He was glad to go back to
England to see his home and his [riends once more.

This is the story which Mr. Defoe wrote. Perhaps
he would nol have thought of it, had he not {irst heard
the true story of Alexandoer Selkirk.

THE KING AND THE PAGE

MANY vears ago there was a king of Prussia, whose
name was Frederick; and because he was very wise
and very brave, people called him Frederick the Great.
Like other kings, he lived in a beautliful palace and had
many officers and servants to wait upon him.

Among the scrvants there was a little pape whaose
name was Carl. Tiwas Carl’s duly fo sit ouiside of the
king's bedroom and be ready to serve him af any time,

One night the king sat up very late, writing letters
and sending messages; and the litlle page was kepl
busy running on errands until past midnight.

The pext morning the king wished fo send him on
another errand. He rang the little bel]l which was
used Lo call the page, but no page answered.

“I wonder what can have happened to the boy,” he
said ; and he opencd the door and looked ount.
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There, sitting in his chair, waz Cal, fast asleep.
The poor ehild was 20 tired after his night’s work that
he could not keep awake.

The king was about to waken him roughly, when he
saw a piece of paper on the floor beside him. He
picked it up and read it.

It was a letter from the page’s mother ; —

Dearest Carl; You ore a gond boy to send me all your
wages, for now T oean pay the vend and buy some warm
clothing for your luitle sister. T thank you for i, and proy
that God will bless you.  Be felthful to the king and do
wor duly.

The king went back to the room on tiptos.  He took
ten gold pieces from his table and wrapped them in the
little letler. Then he went out again, very quietly,
and slipped them all into the bov's pocket.

After a1 while he rang the bell again, very loudly.

Carl awoke with a start, and ecame quickly to answer
the «all.

“I think wou have been asleep,” said the king.

The boy stammered and did not know what to say.
He was frightened and ready to cry.

He put his hand in his pocket, and was surprised to
find the gold picces wrapped in his mother's jetter.
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Then his eyes overflowed with tears, and he fell en his
knees before the king.

“What is the matter?” asked Frederick.

“Oh, your Majesty ! ** eried Carl.  “Have merey on
me. It iz frue that I have been asleep, but I know
nothing about this money. Some one is trying to
ruin me.”

“Have courage, my boy,” said the king, “I know
how you musl have heen overwearied with long howrs
of watching, And people say that forfune comes to us
in our gleep. You may send the gold pleces (o vour
molher with my compliments; and tell her that the king
will take care of both her and you.”

THE HUNTED KING

WHAT boy or girl has not heard the story of King
Roberl, Bruce and the spider? I will tell you another
story of the same brave and famous king.

He had fought a battle with hiz enemies, the English.
His little army had been bealen and seattered. Many
of his best {riends had been killed or eaptured. The
king himself was obliged to hide in the wild woods while
hig foex hunted for him with hounds,



The Hunted King 139

For many days he wandered iLhrough rouch and
dangerous places. e waded rivers and climbed moun-
tains. Sometimes two or three faithiul friends were
with him. Somelimes he was alone. Sometimes his
enemlies were very close upen him.

Late one evening he came to a little farmhouse in a
Jonely wvalley. Ile walked in without knocking. A
woman was gitting alone by the fire.

“Aay a poor traveler find rest and shelter here for
the night ¥ he azked.

The woman answered, ““All travelers are welcome
for the sake of one; and vou are welcome.” -

“Who is that one 7™ asked the king.

“That is Robert the Bruce,” said the woman, "He
is the rightful lord of this country. He is now being
hunted with hounds, but | hope soon fo see him king
over all Seotland.”

“Zince you love him so well,” gaid the king, “I will
telf you something. Tam Robert the Bruee”

“You'" eried the woman In great surprise. “‘Are
vou the Bruce, and are you all alone 77

“NWv moen have been scattered,” said the king, “and
therelore there is no one with me.”

“That i not right,’” said the brave woman. *I have
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two sons who are gallant and trusty. They shall go
with vou and serve vou.”

Sao she called her two sons. They were tall and
strong voung men, and they :
gladly promised to go with the e

4

king and help him.
Al
i

The king sat down by the

fire, and the A
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ricd to get things ready for supper. The two young
men got down their bows and arrows, and all were busy
malking plans for the next day.

Snddenly a great noise was heard outgide. They
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listensd. They heard the tramping of horses and the
voiees of & number of men.

“The English T the English ! said the young men.

“13e brave, and defend your king with your lives,”
aaid their mother.

Then some onc outaide called loudly, “ Have you seen
King Robert the Bruce pass this wayv ¥

“That is my brother Edward's voice,” said the king,
“These are friends, not encmies.”

The door was thrown open and he saw 5 hundred
bhrave men, all ready to give him aid. He forgol his
hunger; he forgot his weariness, He began to ask
about his encmicg who had heen hunting him.

“1 saw two hundred of them in the village helow us,”
said one of his officers.  “ They are resting there for the
night and have rno fear of danger [rom us. If you
have a mind to make haste, we may surprise them.”

“Then let us mount and ride,” said the king.

The next minute they were off. They rushed sud-
denly into the village. They routed the king's epemics
and seattered them.

And Robert the Pruee was never again obliged to hide
in the wonds or to run from savage hounds, Soon he

beeame the real king and ruler of a1l Scotland,
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#TRY, ThY -GN T™

THERE wazg onec a famous ruler of Tartary whose
name was Tamerlane. Like Alexander the Great, he
wished to hecome the master of the whole world,

S0 he rajsed 2 great army and made war against
other countries.  He conquered many kings and burped
many cifica.

But at last hiz army was beaten ; his men wore scat-
tered ; and Tamerlane fled alone [rom the feld of baitle.

For a long time he wandered in fear from place to
place. His foes were looking for him. He was in
despair. He was about io lose all hope.

One day he was [ving under a tree, thinking of his
misfortunes. He had now been a wanderor for twenty
days. He could not hold out much longer.

Suddenly he saw 2 small ohject creeping up the trunk
af the tree. He looked more closcly and saw that it
wag an ant. The ant was currving a grain of wheat
28 large as itsell.

As Tamerlane looked, he saw that there was a hole
in the trec only a little way above, and that this was
the home of the ant. “You are a brave fellow, Mr.
Ant,” he said: “but you have a heavy load to carry.”
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Just as he gpoke, the ant lost its foolking and felf to the
ground. Bul it still held on to the grain of wheat.

A seeond time it teicd to carey its Ioad up the rough
trumle of the tree, and a second time it failed.

Tamerlane watched the hrave little ingect. It tried
three times, four limes, 2 dozen limes, bwenty limes —-
but always with the same result,

Then it tried the twenty-first time.  Slowly, one little
step at & time, il ceept up across the rousgh place
whern it had slipped and fallen so often.  The next min-
ute it ran safely inlo its home, carrying its precious load.

“Well done!™ sald Tamerlane. “You have taught
me a lesson, I, too, will Ley, try again, till T succeed.”

And this he did. :

Of what other story docs this remind you?

WHY HE CARRIED THE TURKEY

IN Richmond, Virginia, one Saturday morning, an
old man went into the market to buy su_mething. He
was dressed plainly, his coat was worn, and his hat
was dingy, On his arm he carrisd a amall basket.

“] wish to get a fowl for to-morrow’s dinner,” he

maid.
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The market man showed him a fat turkey, plump
and white and ready for roasting,

“Ah! that is just what [ want,” said the old man.
“My wife will be delighted with it.”

He asked the price and paid for it. The market man
wrapped a paper round it and put, it in the basket.

Just then a young man stepped up.  “[ will take one
of those turkevs,” he said. He was dressed in fine style
and carried a small cane.

“Ghall I wrap it up for you?" asked the market man,

“Yes, here is your money,” answered the young gentle-
man;: “and send it to my house at ofice.”

“I cannot do that,’” said the market man. “My
errand boy is sick to-day, and there is no one else to
aend.  Besides, it 1= not our custom to deliver goods.”

“Then how am T to gel it home?” asked the young
gentloman.

“1 suppose vou will have to carry it yourself,” said
the market man. “It iz not heavy.”

“Carry it mysell ! Who do you think Tam?  Fancy
me earrying a turkey along the street 1 aaid the young
gentleman; and he began to grow very angry.

The old man who had bought the first turkey was
standing quite near. He had heard all that was said,
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“Ixcuse me, sir,” he said; “but may I ask where
vou Jive

T live at Number 35, Blank Strect,” answoered Lthe
voung gentleman; “and my namc is Johnson.”

“Well, that is lucky,” said the old man, smiling. “I
happen to be going that way, and 1 will carry your
turkey, if you will allow me.”

“(Oh, certainly ! said 3r. Johnson. “Here it is,
You may follow me.”

When they reached Mr. Johnson's house, the old man
politely handed him the turkev and turned to go.

“Here, my iriend, what shall I pay rou?” said the
young gentleman.

“(Jh, nothing, air, nothing,” answered the old man.
“Tt was no trouble to me, and vou are welcome.”

He bowad and went on. Younpe Mr. Johnson looked
after him and wondered. Then he turned and walked
brizkly back to the market. .

“Who is that polile old gentleman who carried my
turkey for me?" he asked of the market man.

“That ia John Marshall, Chief Justice of the United
States. He is one of the greatest men in our country,”
was the answer,

The young gentleman was surprised and ashamed,

FIFTT Fatniud PEGPLE — 10
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“Why did he offer to ecarry my turkey?” he
agked.

“He wished to teach you a lesson,” answered the
markef man.

“What sort of lesson 7"

“"He wished to teach you that no man should Feel
himsell too fine to carry his own packages.”

“0h, no!” said another man whe had scen and
heard it all.  “Judge Marshall carried the turkey
gsimply beeause he wished to be kind and obliging.
That is his way."”

THE PADDLE-WHEEL DBOAT

Monr than a hundred years ago, two boys were fish-
ing in a small river. They sat in a heavy flat-bottomed
boat, cach holding a long, erooked rod in his hands and
eagerly waiting for “a bite.”

When they wanted to move the boat from one place
1o unother they had to pole it; that is, they pushed
apainst a long pole, the lower ond of which reached the
boitom of the stream.

"This is slow work, Robert,” said the older of the
boys as they were poling up the river to a new fishing
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place.  “The old boat ¢reeps over the wuter no faster
than a snail.”

“Yes, Christopher; and it is hard work, too,” an-
gwered Roberl.  “T think there ought Lo be some bettor
wayv of moving a hoat.”

“Yes, there is a better way, and that is by rowing,”
sald Chrigtopher. “But we have no oars,”

“Well, T can make zome oars,” suid Roberl; “hut
I think there ought to be still another and a better
way. I am going o lind such o way if [ can”

The next day lobert’s aunt heard a great pounding
and aawing in her'womdshed.  The two boys wore Lhere,
husily working with hammer and zaw.

“What are you making, Rohert 7" she asked.

“0Oh, T have a plan {for making a boat move without
poling it or rowing it.” he answersd.

His aunt langhed and said, “Well, | hope that von
will succeed.”

After a great deal of tinkering and trying, they did
sueceed in malking two paddle wheels.  They were very
rough and erude, bul strong and serviceable.

They fastenced cach of these wheels to the end of an
iron rod which they passed through the boat from side
to side. The rod was bent in the middle so that it
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could be turned as with a erank.  When the work was
{finished, the old fishing boat locked rather odd, with a
paddle wheel on cach side which dipped just a few inches
into the water,

The boys lestno -%:_:«;6 -

time in trying it. %T;ﬁ.% -&A

“8he goes phead all
right,” said Christo-
pher, “but how shall we guide

N L
R “Oh, I have thought of that,”’ said
Rehert. He tcok something like an oarlock from his
pocket and fastened it to the stern of the boat; then
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with a paddle which worleed in this varlock one of the
boys could guide the boat while the other furned the
paddle wheels.

“It is betfar than poling the boat,” said Christopher.

“Tt iz better than rowing, too,’” sald Bobert. *"See
how fast she goes I

That night when Christopher went home he had a
wonderful story to tell. “Bob Fulton planned the
whole thing,” he said, “and | helped him make the
paddles and put them on the boat.”

“I wonder why we didn't think of something like
that long ago,” said his father. “* Almost anybody
eould rig up an old boat like that."”

“Yez, T wonder, too,” said Christopher. “IE looks
eusy enough, now that Bob has shewn how it is
done.”

When Rohert Fulton became a man, he did not forget
his experiment with the old fishing boat.  1le kept on,
planning and thinking and working, until at last he
succeeded in making a boat with paddle wheels that
could be run by steam.

He iz now remembered and honored as the Inventor
of the steamboat, He bhecame famous because he was
always thinking and studying and working.



150 Al Mansour df Cordova

THE CALIPH AND THE GARDENER

THERE was onee a caliph of Cordova whose name
was Al Mangour. One day a strange merchani came
to him with some diamonds and pearls which he had
brought from beyond the sea.  The ealiph was so well
plensed with these jewels that he bought them and paid
the merchant a laree sum of money.

The merchant put the gold in 4 bag of purple silk
which he tied to hiz belt vnderneath hiz long cloal.
Then he zset cut on foot (o walk Lo another eity,

It waz midsummer, and the day was very hot. As
the merchant was walking along, he ecame to a river
that flowed gently between green and shady banks.

He was hot and covered with dust. No one was
near.  Very few people ever came that way. Why
should he not cool himsell in the relreshing waker?

He took off hiz clothes and laid them on the bank.
He put the bagr of money on top of them and then
leaped into the water. How cool and delicious it was!

Suddenly he heard a rustling noise behind him. He
turned quickly gnd saw an cagle rising ioto the air with
his monevbagz in its c¢laws. Ne doubt the bird had
mistaken the purple silk for something good to eat.
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The merchant shouted.  He jumped out of the water
and shonted again,  But it was no use.  The great bird
was high in the air and fiying towards the far-off meoun-
tains with all hiz money. -

The poor man could do nothing but deess himaelf
and go sorrowing on his way. -

A year passed by and then the merchant appeared
once more before Al Mansaur.  “ O Caliplh,” he said,
“here arc a few jewels which I had reserved as a
pregent for my wife.  Buf I have meat with such bad
hack that I am foreed lo sell them. I pray Lhat vou
will look at them and talee them at vour own priee.”

Al Mansour noticed that the merchant was very
sad and downeast. “Why, what has happened 1o
vout" he agked.  “Have you been gick ¥

Then the merchant told him how the eagle had flown
away with hig money. |

“Why didn't you come to us hefore 7" he asked.
"We might have dine something Lo help vou.  Toward
what place was the caple fiving when vou last zaw i€ 7"

“It was flying toward the Black Mountains,” an-
swered the merchant.

The next morning the caliph called Len of his oflicers
hefore him.  * Ride at onece to the Black Mountaing,”
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he said. “Find all the old men that live on the moun-
taing or in the flat country arcund, and eommand them

ra

to appear before me one week from to-day.

The officors did as they were hidden. On the day
appointed, forty grav-bearded, honest old men stood
hefore the ealiph.  All were asked the same question.
“Dio you know of any persen who was once poor
but who has lately and suddenly become well-to-do 77

Most of the old men answered that they did not know
of any such pergon. A few said that there was one man
in their neighborhood who seemed to have had some
sort. of good luck.

This man was a gardener. A vear ago he was so poor
that he had searcely clothes for his back. His children
were erving for food. But lately evervthing had
changed for him. Both he and his family dressed
well; they had plenty to eat; he had even hought a
horse to help him carry his produce to market.

The caliph at onee gave orders for the gardener to
he brought before him the next day. He also ordered
that the merchant should come at the same fime.

DBefore noen the next day the gardener was admitted
ti the palace. A= soon as he entered the hall the cajiph
went to meet him. “Good friend,” he said, “if you
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should find something that we have lost, what would
you do with it 77

The gardener put his hand under his cloak and drew
out the very bag that the merchant had lost.
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“Here it is, my lord,” he said.

At gight of his lost treasure, the merchant began to
danee and zhout for jor.

“Tell us,” zaid Al hManzour to the gardencr, “lell us
how you came Lo [ind that bag."”

The gardener answered : ““A vear ago, a3 [ was spad-
ing in my garden, I saw somcething fall at the foot of a
palm tree, I ran to pick it up and was surprised to find
that it was a bag full of bright gold pieces. 1 said to
myself, ‘This money muost belong o our master, Al
Mansour. Some large bird has stolen it from his
palace.”

“Well, then,” said the caliph, “why did you not
return it to us at once ?”

“1t was this way,”" said the gardener: “1 looked at
the gold pieces, and then thought of my own great ne-
cessities. My wile and childven were suffering from the
want of food and clothing. T had no shoes for my fest,
no coat for my hack. 3o I said to myself, ‘My lord
Al Mansour is famous for his kindness 10 the poor.  He
will not care”  So I took ten gold pieces from the many
that were ju the bag.

“I meant only to borrow them. -And I put the bag
in a safe place, saying that as soon az 1 could replace the
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ten pleces, I would retorn all to my lord Al Mansour.
With much hard labor and careful management I have
saved only five little silver piecez. Dut, az I came to
your palace this morning, I kept saving to myself,
“When our lord Al Mansour learns just how it was thal
I borrower the gold, T ha{re 1no doubt that in hiz kind-
ness of hearl he will forgive me the debt."”

(zreat was the ealiph’s surprise when he head the
poor man’s story. He took the bag of money and
handed it to 1he merchant.

“Take the bag and count the money that is in it,”
he sald.  “If anything is lacking, I will pay it to you.”

The merchant did as he was told.  “There is nothing
]m:king,”’ he gald, “bat the ten pieeez he bas told you
about: and I will mive him these as a reward.”

No,”" said Al Mansour, “it is {or me to reward the
man as he deserves,”

Saying this, he ordered that ten gold pieces be given
tii the merchant in place of those Lhat were lacking.
Then he rewarded the gardener with ten more pieecs for
hiz honesty,

“Your debt iz paid. Think no more about it,” he
axid.
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THE COWHERD WHO BECAME A POET
I

In England thers was onee a famous abbey, called
Whithy., It was s0 c¢lose to the zea that those who
lived in it could hear the waves forever bealing against
the shore. The land around it was rugged, with only
a few fields in the midst of a vast forest.

In those far-off days, an abbev was half church, half
raslle. It was a place where good people, and timid,
helpless people could find shelter in time of war. There
they might live in peace and safety while all the country
round was overruh by rude and barbarens men.

One cold night in winter the serving men of the abbey
were gatherced in the great kitchen, They were sitting
arcund the fire and trying to keep themselves warm.

Out of doors the wind was blowing., The men heard
it as it whistled through the trees and rattled the doors
of the abbey. They drew up closer fo the fire and
felt thankful that they wore safe from the raging
storin, |

“Who will sing uz a song?”" said the master wood-
man ag he threw a [resh log upon the fire.

“Yes, g song! asong!” shouted some of the others,
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“T.et us have a good old song that will help to keep us
warn.'

“We can all be minstrels to-night,” said the chief
covk.,  “Suppose we cach sihg a song in turn.  What
gay you "

“Agread! agreed!” eried the others, “And the
cook shall begin.”

The woodman stirred the fire until the flames leaped
high and lhe sparks bewr out of the roof hole. Then
the chief cacls began hiz zonz.  He sange of war, and of
bold rough deeds, and of love and sorrow.

Afler him the other men were called, one by one;
and each in twn sang his favorite zong. The wood-
man sang of the wild foresl; the plowman sang of the
lields; the shepherd zang of hiz sheep; and those who
listened forgut about the storm and the cold weather.

Bat in lhe corner, almast hidden from his {ellows, one
poor man was sitting who did not enjoy the singing.
It was Caedmon, {he cowherd.

“What shall I do when it comes my tarn 7" he zaid
to himself. “I do not know aoy song. My volce is
barsh and 1 cannat sing.”

So he sat there trembling and afraid ; for he waz a
timid, bashful man and did not ke to be noticed.
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At last, just as the blacksmith was in the midst of a
stirring song, he rose quictly and went out into the dark-
ness. He went across the nurrow yard to the sheds
where the cattle were kept in stormy weather.

“The gentle cows will not ask a song of me,” sd
the poor man.  He soon found a warm corner, and there
he luy down, covering himself with the straw.

Inzide of the great kitchen, beside the fire, the men
were shouting and laughing; for the blacksmith had
finished his song, and it was very pleasing.

“Who is next ?” asked the woodman.

“Caedmon, the keeper of the cows,” answered the
chief cook.

“Yes, Caedmon! Caedmon ! all shouted togelher.
“A song from Cacdmon!” But when they looked,
they zaw that his seat was vacant.

“The poor, timid fellow ! sald the blacksmith, “He
was afraid and has slipped away from us

I

In hiz safe, warm place in the straw, Cacdmon soon
fell asleep.  All around him were the cows of the abbey,
some chewing their cods, and others like Uheir master
quietly sleeping.  The singing in the latchen was ended,
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the fire had thmed low, and cach man had gone to his
place.

Then Cacdmon had a strange dream. He thousht
thut o wonderful light wag shining around him. His
eves were dazzled by . He rubbed them with his
handz, and when they were guite open he thought that
he saw a beantiful face looking down upom him, and that
o rentle volee gaid,—

“Caedmuon, sing for me.”

At first he was so bewildered that he conld not
angwer., Then he heard the voice again.

“Caedmmon, sing something.”

“Oh, I cannot sing,” angwerad the poor man. 1 do
not know any song: and my voice 35 harsh and un-
pleasant. It was for this reason that [ left my
Fellows in the abbey kifchen and came here fo he
alone.”

“But_you must sing,” sald the voice. “You must
sihg,

“YWhat shall I sing?’" he asked.

1

“Sing of the ereation,” wag the answer,
Then Cacdmon, =ith only the cows as hiz hearers,
opened his mouth and began to sing. He sang of the

bepinming of things; how the world was made; how
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the sun and moon eame inte being; how the land rose
from the water: how the birds and the beuasts were

aiven life.

All through the night he sat among the abbey cows,
and sang his wonderful song. When the stable boys
and shepherds came out in the morning, they heard him
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ainging ; and they were 20 amazed that they stood still
in the drifted snow and lislened with open mouths.

At length, others of the servants heard him, and were
entranced by his wonderful song.  And one ran quickly
and told the good abbess, or mistress of the abbey, what
strange thing had happened.

“ ring the cowherd hither, that T and those who are
with me may hear him," said she.

So Caedmon was led into the great hall of the abhey.
And all of the sweet-[aced sisters and other women of
the place listened while he zang again the wonderful
song of the creation,

“Surely,” said the abhess, “this 1z a poem, most
aweet, most true, most beautiful. It must bhe written
down a0 thal people in other places and in other times
may hear it read and aung.”

80 she called her clerk, who waa a scholar, and
bhade him write the song, word for word, as it came
from Caedmon’s lips. And this he did.

Sueh was the way in which the first true English poem
was written. And Caedmon, the poor cowherd of the
. abbey, was the first great poet of England.

FIFTT FAMOUZ PEOPLE — L1
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THE LOVER O MEN

In the Far East there was once a prinee whose name
was Gantama. He lived in a zplendid palace where
there was evervthing that could give delight, It was
the wigh of his father and mother that every day of his
life should be a day of perfect happiness,

20 this prince grew up to be a voung man, tall and
fair and praceful. He had never gone bevond the beau-
tiful gardens that surrounded his father's palace, He
had never seen nor heard of sorrow or sickness or
poverty.,  Evervthing that was evil or disagrecable had
been carefully kept out of his sight. He knew only of
those things that give jov and health and peace.

But one day after he had beeome a man, he said:
“Tell me about the great world which, vou =ay, lies out-
side of {hese palace walls. It must be a heantiful and
happy place; and I wish to know all about it.”

“Yieg, it is a beautiful plaee,” was the answoer. “In
it there are numberless trees and flowers and rivers and
waterfalls, and other things to make the heart glad.”

““Then to-morrow 1 will go out and see some of these
things,” he said,

His parents and friends hegped him not to go,  They
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told him that there were beantiful things al home —
why go m;m}r to see ofher things less beautiful 7 But
when they saw that his mind was sel on going, they satd
0 hore.

The next morning, Gautama sat in his carriage and
rode out from the palace into one of the streets of the
city. He looked with wonder at the houzes on either
side, and at the faces of the children who stond in the
doorways ag he passed.  Af first he did not see any-
thing that disturbed him; for word had gone before
him fo remove from gight cverything that might be
digspleasing or painful,

Soon the carriage turned into another street —a
street less carofully guarded. Here there were no
children at the doors.  But suddenly, at a narrow placs,
they met & very old an, hobbling slowly along over
Lhe stony way.

“Who iz that man?” asked Gawtama, “and-why is
hig fare o pinched and his hair so white 7  Why do his
legs tremble under him as he wallks leaning upon a
stick? He seems weak, and hiz eves are dull... Is he
some new kind of man?”

"8, answered the coachman, “that is an old man.
He has lived more than eighty wears, Al who reach
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old age must lose their strength and become like him,
feeble and gray.” :

“Alas )" said the prince. “Is this the condition to
which [ must come 7"

“If you live long enough,” was the answer.

“What do vou mean by that? Do nol all persons
live eighty years -- ves, many times eighty vears?”

The coachman made no answer, but drove onward.

They passed out into the open country and saw the .
cottages of the poor people. By the door of one of these
a sick man was lying upon a couch, helpless and pale.

“Why is that man Iving there at this time of day?”
asked the prince.  “ His face is white, and he scems very
weak. Is he also an old man?”

“Oh, no! He iz sick,” answered the coachman.
“Poor people are often sick.”

“What does that mean 7’ asked the prince. “Why
are they zick "

The eoachman explained as well as he was able; and
they rode onward.

Soon they saw a company of men toiling by the
roadside. Their faces were browned by the sun; their
hands were hard and gnarly ; their backs were bent by
much heavy lifting ; their clothing was in fatfers.
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“Who are those men, and why do their {faces look so
jovless 77 agked the prinee. “ What are they doing by
the roadside 7

*They are poor men, and they are working to improve
the king's highway,” was the answer.

“Poor men? What does that mean 7"

“ATost of the people in the world are poor,” said the
eoachman, “Their lives are spent in toiling for the
tich, Their joys are few; their sorrows are many.'”

*And is thiz the great, beautiful, happy world that
I have been told about?” eried the prinee. " How
woeak and foolish T have been fo live in idleness and ease
while there is so much sadness and teouble around me.
Turn the earriage quickly, eoachman, and drive home.
Henceforth, T will never again seek my own pleasure. 1
will spend all my life, and give all that [ have, to lessen
the digtress and sorrow with which this world scems
filled.”

This the prince did. One night he left the beau-
tiful palace which his father had given to him and wenl
out into the world fo do good and to help his fellow
men. And to this day, millions of people remember
and honor the name of Gautama, as that of the great
lover of mon.
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THE CHARCOAL MAN AND THE KING

‘'HERE onee lived in Pariz a poor charcoal man whose
name was Jacquot.! His house was small, with only
one room in it; but it was large enough for Jacquot
and his wife and their two little hoys,

At one end of the room there was a big fireplace,
where the mother did the cooking, At the other snd
were the beds.  And in the middle wag a rough table
with benches aronnd it instead of chairs.

Jacguot’s business was to zell charcoal to the rich
people in the cify. He might be seon cvery day with a
bag of chareoal on his back, carrying it to some of his
customer:.  Somctimes he carried three or four bags
1o the ]:rc_llaf:e whers the little king of France lived with
his mother.

One evening he was very late coming home, The
table was spread and supper was ready.  The children
were hungry and could hardiy wait for thewr father to
Come, .

“The supper will gol: cold,” said Charlot,? the eldest.
“I wonder why he iz so late,” said his little brother,

Blondel,®

1 Jaequot (pra, shak K37, i Charlot (pro. ehar 16},
1 Blon dul?,
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“There i3 to be a great feast at the queen’s palace
to-night,” said the mother. * There will be muale and
danecing, and many [ine people will he there. Perhaps
vour father is waiting to help in fhe kitchen.”

The next minule they heard his voice at the door:
“Be quick, boys, and stir the fire. Throw on some
chips and maks a blaze.”

They did g0, and ag the flames lighted up the room,
they saw their father enter with a child in hiz arms.

"Whal's the matler?” cried the mother. “Whao
is that child ?*

Then she saw that the child’s face was very pale and
that he neither opened his eves nor moved,

“0h, what has happened? Where did you find
him ?*

“T'T tell you all about it,” answered Jacquot, “Dut
first: get a blanket and warm it, guick. . That on the
children’s bed is best.”

“What a heanliful child ! said the mother, as she
hurried to do kis bidding. The two bays, Charlot and
Blondel, with wondering cyes watched their father
and mother undress the little stranger, His beautiful
clothes were soaked with water, and his inc white eollar
and ruflles were soiled and dripping,

”
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“He must have some dry clothes., Dring me your
Sunday suit, Charlot.”

“Here it is, maother,” said Charlot.

Soon the little stranger was clad in the warm elothes ;
the dry soft blankel was wrapped arcund him; and he
was laid on the ehildren’s bed,

Then, being wvery comfortable, he began fo grow
stronger. The color came back to his chesks. He
openad his eves and looked arcund at the amall, plain
room and at the poor people standing near him.

“Where am I? Where am 17" he asked.

“In my house, my little frend,” answered Jacguot.

“My Bittle friend ! said the child with a sneer.

He looked at the fire on the hearth, and at the rough
table and benches. Then he said, " Your house is a
very poor place, I think.”

T am somry if you do not lke it,” said Jacquot.
“But if [ had not helped you, you would have been in
a worse place.”

“How did these clothes come on me?” cried the
child. “‘They are not mine. You have stolen my
clothes and have given me these ngly things.”

“Stolen!” said the charcoal man, angrily. “ What
do you mean, you ungrateful little raseal?”
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“Huegh, Jacquot,” said his wife, kindly. “He docsn’t

now what he says. Wait till he rests a while, and
“en he'll be in a better humor,”

The child was indecd wery tired. His eves closed
and he was soon fast asleep.

“Now tell us, father," whispered Charlot, “where did
youl find him ¥

The charcoat man sat down by the fire. The two
boys stood at his knees, and his wife sat at his side.

ST will tell wou,” he zaid.  *T had carried some char-
eoal Lo the queen's kitchen and was just starfing home.
I took the shortest way through the little purk behind
the palace. You know where the fountain is?"

“Yes, yeal” =aid Blondel. It iz quite near the
park gate.”

“Well, as I was hurrving along, I heard a great
splash, az though something had fallen into the pool by
the Iountain. I looked and saw this little fellow stmg-
gling in the water. I ran and pulled him out. He was
almost drowned.”

“Did he say anything, father 7" asked Charlof.

“Oh, no! He was senseless; but I knew he wasn't
drowned. I thought of the bip fire in the queen's
kitchen, and knew that the cook would never allow a



170 Louis the Fourteenth

half-drowned child to be carried into that fine place.
Then I thought of our own warm little houge, and how
spug we could make him until he eame to his senses
again. So I took him in my arms and man home as
fast asg [ could.” .

“The poor, dear child ! said Mis. Jacquot. “1
wonder who he is.”

“He shall be our little brother,” said Blondel : and
both the boys clapped their hands very softly.

In a little while the child awoke. He seemed to feel
quite well and strong.  He sat up in the bed and looked
around.

“You want your mother, don’t vou?” said Mrs.
Jacguot.  ““She must be very nneasy about you.,  Tell
us who she is, and we will carry vou to her.”

“There iz no hurry about that,” said the child.

“Dut they will be looking for you.”

“8o much the better, let them look. My mother
will not be worried. She has other things to do, and
no time to attend to me.”

“What! Your own mother, and no time to attend
to her child 77

“Yes, madam. DBut she has servants to attend to

13

me.
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“Bervants ! Yes, I think so,” said Jacquol. *“They
let you fall into the water, and you would have been
drowned, if it hadn't been for me. DBt come, children,
let us have nur supper.”

They sat down at the table. The mother gave each
a lin plate and a wooden gpoon, and then hetped them ull
10 boiled beans. The [ather cat slices from a loaf of
brown hread.

The hittle stranger came and st with them, But he
would not eat anything.

“You must tell us who vour mother is,"” sald Mrs.
Jacquot.  “We must let her know that you are sale”

“OF course she will be glad to know that,” said the
boy: "but she has no time to bother about me to-night.”

“Ta ghe ke our mother ¥ agked Charlot.

“She iz handsomer.”

“Bul ours is better. She is always doing something
for us,” said Blondel.

“Wine sives me fine clothes and plenty of money to
spend,” sald the stranger. i

“(hirs gives us kisses,” said Charlot.

“Ha ! that's nothing. Mine makes tho servants wait
on me and do as T tell them.”

“ Bt our dear mother waits on us herself.”
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The chareoal man and his wife listened Lo (his lttle
dispute, and said nothing. They were just rising from
ihe table when they heard a great noize in the street.
Then there was a knock at the door.

Before Mrs. Jacquot could open it, some one called
out, *“Is this the house of Jacquet, the charcoal man?”

“That is my tutor,” whispered the little stranger.
““He has come after me.”’

Then he slipped quickly under the table and hid him-
self. *“Don't Lell him 1 am here,” he said softly.

In a few minutes the room was filled with gentlemen.
They were all dressed very finely, and some of them
carried swords.

A tall man who wore a long red cloak seemed to be
the leader of the ecompany. He sald to a soldier who
stood at the door, “Tell vour story again,”

“Well,” zaid the soldier, *about two hours ago I was
on guard at the gate of the queen’s park. This char-
eoal man, whom I know very well, ran past me with a
child in his arms. 1 did not —"

“That will do, sir,” sald the man in red. ““Now, you
charcoal man, where is that child 7"

“"Here!” cried the child himself, darting out from
his hiding place.
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YO your Majesty I said the manin red. Al vour

court has been looking for you for the past two howrs."”
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“Iam glad to hear it, Cardinal Mazarin,” ' said the boy.,

“Youwr mother is very angious.”

“T am sorry il T have given her trouble.  But really,
I fell into the pool at the fountain, and this kind man
brought me here to get me dry.”

“Indeed 1" said the cardinal. “But I hope you are
now ready to come home with us.”

“1 shall po when [ please.”™

“Your mother —"

““Oh, yes, I know she is anxious, and T will go. But
first I must thank these poor people.”

“Please do so, youar Majesty."

The boy turned toward the charcoal mnan and said : —

“My friend, I am the king of France. My name is
Louis the Fourteenth. [ thank you for what you have
done for me. You shall have money to buy a largor
house and to send vour boys to school.  Hereis my hand
to kigs.”

Then he turned to the cardinal and sald, “Now, !
am ready. Let us go.”

“Not dressed in that way ?” sald the cardinal. He
had just noticed that the king was wearing poor Char-
lot'zs Sunday suit instead of his own.

L3 faz a reen”.
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“Why not 7" answered the little king.

“Think what your mother would say if she saw you
in the clothes of a poar man's son,” said Lthe cardingl,
“Think of what all the {ine ladies would say.”

“Let them say what they please, 1 am nol going to
change my clothes.”

As the liltle king went out, he turned al the door and
called to Charlot, “Come to the palace to-morrow,”
he zaid, “and you shall have your clothes. You may
bring mine with yon."”

Louis the Fourteenth hecame king of Franee when he
was only five veurs old. He was called “the Four-
teenth” Dbecause there had been thirbeen other kings
hefore him who bore the name of Lowis. In history
he is often called the Grand Monarch.

WHICH WAS THE EKING?

Onk day King Henry the Fourth of France was
hunting in a laree forest., Towards evening he told
hiz men te ride home by the main road while he went
v another way that was somewhat longer.

As he came out of the forest he saw a little hoy by
the r{::adside, whao seemed to be watching for some one.
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“Well, my boy,” =aid the king, “are you locking for
your father 7"

“Nuo, sir,”" answered the boy. “I am looking for the
king. They say he is hunting in the woods, and perhaps
will ride out this way. 8o ['m waiting to see him,"”

“Oh, if that is what vou wish,” said King Henry,
“wot up behind me on the horse and 1'll take vou 1o
the place where you will see him."”

The boy got up at once, and sat behind the king.
The horse cantered brigkly along, and king and boy
were sooh quite well acquainted.

“Thev say that King Henry always has a2 number of
men with him,” said the boy; “how shall T know
which ig he 77

*“(Oh, that will be easy enough,” was the answer, “All
the other men will take off their hats, but the king will
keep hiz on.”

“Do you mean that the one with his hat on will be
the king 7"

“ Certainly.”

Soon they came into the main road where a number
of the king's men were waiting, All the men seemed
amused when they saw the boy, and as they rode up,
they greefed the king by taking off their hats.
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“Well, my boy,” said King Henry, “which do you
think iz the king 7"

“I don't know,"” answered the boy: “but it must
be either you or I, for we hoth have our hats on,”

" THE GOLDEN TRIPOD

I

ONE morning, long ago, a merchant of Miletus! was
walking along the seashore. Some fshermen were
pulling in a large net, and he stopped to watch them,

“My good men,” he said, “how many fish do you
expect to draw in this time?"

“We eannot  tell,” they answered. “We  nover
count our fish hefore they are caught.”

The net seemed heavy., There was certainly some-
thing in it. The merchant felt sure that the fishermen
were having a good haul.

“How much will you take for the fish that you are
drawing in 7" he asked.

*How mueh will you give?” said the fishermen.

“Well, I will give three pleces of gilver for all that

are in lhe net,” answered the merchant.
1 Miliius.

PIFTY FAMOUS Feory:— 12
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The fishermen talked in low tones with one another
for a little while, and then one =said, “It's a bargain.

Be they many or few, you may have all for three pieces
of silver.”

In a few minutes the big net was pulled up out of the
water. There wus not a fish init.  But it held a beau-
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tiful polden tripod that was worth more than a thou-
sand fishez,

The merchant was delighted. “Here is vyour
money,” he said. “(Give me the tripod.”

“No, indead,”” zaid the fishermen. “You were to
have all the fish that happened to be in the net and
nothing else,  We didn’t sell you the tripod.”

They began to quarrel. They talked and wrangled
a fong Uime and could not agree. Then one of the
fishermen said, “Let us ask the governor about it and
o as he shall bid us.”

“Yes, lel us ask the governor,” said the merchant.
“Let him deeide the matter for us.”

S0 thev carried the tripod to the governor, and each
told hiz story.

The governor Hstened, but could not make up his
mind ag to who was right.

““This is a very important question,” he said. “We
nmust send to Delphi' and azk the oracle whether the
tripod shall he given to the fishermen or to the mer-
chant. Leave the tripod in my care until we get an
answer.”

Now the oracle at Delphi was supposed to be very

L Delpti (pra, dol'fT),
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wise.  People from all parts of the world sent to it, Lo
tell it their troubles and get itz adviee.

S0 the governor sent a messenger to Delphi to ask the
oracle what should be done with the tripod. The mer-
chant and the fishermen waited impatiently till the
answer came.  And this is what the oracle said : —

HGive nab the merelant nor the hshermen the prize;

But give it to that one who i3 wisest of the wise,”

The governor was much pleased with this answer.

““The prize shall go to the man who descrves if, most,”
he said.  “ There is our neighbor, Thales,! whom every-
body knows and loves. He iz famous all over the
world, Men come from every country to zee him and
learn from him. We will give the prize to him.”

So, with his own hands he carried the golden tripod
to the little house where Thales lived. He knocked at
the door and the wize man himself opened it.

Then the governor told him how the tripod had been
found, and how the oracle had said that it must be given
o the wisest of the wise.

“And so I have brought the prize to you, friend
Thales.”

“To me!” said the astonished Thales. “Why, there

Thales (pro. thilese).
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are many men who are wizer than I.  There is my friend
Bias ! of Priene* He excels all other men. Send the
beautiful gift to him.”

S0 the wovernor called w0 of his trusted oflicers and
told them to-earry the iripod to Priene and offer it
to Diss.

“#Tell the wise man why you bring it, and repeat to
him the words of the oracle.”

11

MNow all the world had heard of Lhe wisdom of Bias.
He taught that men ought to be kind even to their
enemies. He taught, alse, that a friend is the greatest
blesging that any one can have.

He wag a poor man and had no wish to be vieh. "It
15 betler to be wise than wealthy,” he sald.

When the governor’s messengers came to Priene with
the tripod, they found Dias at work in his garden.
They told him their errand and showed him the heanti-
ful prize.

He would not take it.

"The oracle did net intend that I should have it,”
he said. “I am nol the wisest of the wise”

L Fifus. i 570,
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“But what shall we do with it 7" sald the messengers.
“Wherc shall we find the wisest man?”

“In Mitylene,!” answered Rias, “there 1z a very
ereat man named Pittacus.? He might now be the
king of his country, but he prefers to give all of hiz time
to the study of wisdom. He iz the man whom the
oracle meant.”

111

The name of Pittacug was known all over the world.
He was a brave soldier and a wise teacher., The people
of his couniry had made him their king ; but ag soon as
he had made good laws for thern he gave up his crown.

One of his mottoes was this: “ Whatever you do, do
it well.”

The messengers found him in his house talking to
his friends and teaching them wisdom.

He locked at the tripod. “How beautiful itis! "he
said.

Then the messengers told him how it had been taken

from the asa, and they repeated the words of the
oracle: —

“{3ive not the merchant nor the {ishermen the prize;
But give it to that one who Iz wisest of the wise.”

L it ¥ 18"no. 2 Pit'ta cus.



The Geolden Tripod 183

Tt 13 well,” said he, “that neither 2 merchant nor a
fisherman shall have it; for such men think only of
their business and care really nothing for beauty.”

“We agree with you,” said the mezzengers: “and we
present the prize to you heeause you are the wisest of
the wise,'

“You are migtaken,” answered Pittacus. “I should
he delighted to own 5o beautiful a plece of workmanship,
but I know I am not worthy.,”

“Then to whom shall we Lake it7" asked the mes-
SONZETS.

“Make it to Cleobulus,! King of Rhodes,” " answered
the wize man. “He is the handsomesl and strongest
of men, and T believe he iz the wisest alzo.”

IV

The messengers went on until they came at last to the
island of Rhodes. There evarybody was falking about .
King Cleobulus and his wonderful wisdom. He had
studied in all the great schools of the world, and there
was nothing that he did not know.

“Fdyeate the ehildren,” he said ; and for that rezson
his name is remembered to Lhis day.

When the messengers showed him the tripod, he said,

17 ]e o bu'las. 1 Tihoeles (pra. rodes),
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“That is indeed a beautiful piece of work. Will you
gell it? What is the price?”

They told him thal it wag not for sale, but that it
was to be given to the wisest of Lhe wise.

“Well, you will not find that man in Rhodes,” said
he. “He lives in Corinth,! and his name iz Periander.®
Carry the precious @it (o him.”

v

Everybody had heard of Periander, king of Corinth.
Some had heard of his greut lewrming, and others had
heard of his sclfishness and cruelty.

Strangers admired him for his wisdom. Hig own
people despized him for hiz wickedness.

When he heard that some men had come to Corinth
with a very costly golden {ripod, he had them brought
hefore him.

“1 have heard all about that tripod,” he said, “and
I know why you are carrving it from one place 1o an-
other. Do vou expect to find any man in Corinth who
deserves o rich a gift ¥

“IWe hope that you are the man,” said the messen-
JETs.

1 Cor'inth. 9 Per i an'dar,
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“Ha! ha!” laughed Periander. “ Do I look like the
wisest of the wise? No, indeed. But in Lacedemon!
there iz a good and noble man named Chilont He
loves his country, he loves his fellow men, he loves learn-
ing. To my mind he descrves the golden prize. T bid
o carry it to him.”™

VI

The messengers were surprised. They had never
heard of Chilon, for his name was hardly known out-
gide of hizs own ecuntry. Put when they came into
Lacedmmon, they heard his pralses on every side.

They learned that Chilon was a very quiet man, that
he never spoke ahout himself, and that he spent all
his time in trying to make his country great and strong
and happy.

Chilon was so busy thal the messengers had to wait
several davs before they could see him. At last they
were allowesd to go before him and state their business.

“We have here a very beautiful tripod,” they said.
“T'he oracle at Delphi has ordered that it shall be given
to the wisest of wise men, and for that reason we have
brought it to you.”

“You have made a mistake,” zaid Chilon. “Ower

! Lacodermon (pro. laeg e de'maon), = Chilon {pre, lalon}.
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in Atheps?! there is a very wise man whose name is
Solon.? He is 2 poet, & suldier, and a lawmaker, He
is my worst enemy, and vet I admire him as the wisest
man in the world. If iz to him that you should have
taken the tripod.”

VII

The messengers made due haste fo carry the golden
prize to Athens. They had no irouble in finding Solon.
He was the chief ruler of that great cify.

All the people whom they saw spoke in praise of his
wisdom,

When they told him their errand he was silent for a
little while; then he said: —

“T have never thought of myseHd as a wise man, and
therefore the prize is not for me. But I know of at
Jeast six men who are famous for their wisdom, and one
of them must be the wisest of the wise.”

“Who are they 7" asgked the messengeors.

“Their names are Thales, Bias, Pittacus, Cleobulus,
Periander, and Chilon,” answered Solon.

“We have offered the prize to cach ome of them,”
said the messengors, “and each one has refused it.”

“Then there is only ome other thing to be done,”

1 Ath'sng. 1 Enlon.
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gaid Solom.  “Carry it to Delphi and leave it there in
the Temple of Apollo; for Apollo is the fountain of
wigdom, the wisest of the wise.”

And this the messengers did.

The famous men of whom I have told vou in this
story are commonly called the Seven Wise Men of
(zreece. They lived more than two thovsund vears
ago, apd each one helped to make his countey famous,
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BALDWIN AND BENDIER’'S
EXPRESSIVE READERS

By JAMES BALD'WIN, Auwhor of Baldwin®s Schaol Read-
ers, Harper's Ronders, cieo and TDA L. BENDER,
Supervisor of Prunary Grades, Botfala, New Yark,

AN EIGHT BOOK SERIES oo A FIVE BOOK SERIES
WITH TEACIIEES MANTAL

HE auwthorship of this series 18 conclusive evidenze of

11s rare worth, of [t happy wudon of the ideal and the

praciieal, The chief dosien of the bocks is to help pupils
to acquirz the art and hahit of reading so well a3 2o give pleas-
ure both ta themzelves and 1o theee who lsten to them,  They
leach reading with expressicn, and the selecdons have, wa
lurge cxient, been choscn for this purpnse.
A" Theae reacers are very teachabic and readabls, and areun-
uznaily interesting both in selections acd in illnsTations, The
selections are of a4 very bl lietary gqesliy. Besdes che
cliofzea selieelbaok clasedes, there are o large munber which
have pever before appeared o school readers. The conrernes
are will halanced between prose and poetry;, and the subjece
matter 1z onuseally varied. Bepinning wil the Vhizd Reader,
selections relaliup oo simila subjects or roquiHog  siodlar
methods of stady or reciaden, arg prouped ragether, Many
gelegiioms are in dialopue frrm and stitable G dranasization.
41 "Lhe Firsc Reader may be wsed with any meriod of teach-
Loy reading, for ic combines the beat ides of each, A spumber
o helpfl now featnres are also included. Fuch reading lossan
iz oo a right-kand page, and iz approached by a secies of pre-
paratury exercisges ob Lhe preceding lelt-nand page.
8 The illustradens coustitare the fingst and mest artracsive
calleetion gyver broweh: togecher in a series of readers. “Uhere
are aver foo oall, every one made esoecinds for these Locks
Ly an artst of mardonal repucaticn,

AMERICAN BOOK COMPANY
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THE BALDWIN SPELLER

By &, R, SHEAR, Superintendent of Schools, Kingstan,
N. ¥., assisted by MARGARET T. LYNCH, Pring-
pal of Public School Na. 2z, White Plaips, N, ¥,

30,20

HIS complete spelling book for primary and prammar

grades has been prepared on a simple and practical

plan. Beginning with the seeond year, the work
covers gix and onc-half wears, and i outlined clearly and
definitely for each day in each week, The words are
arcanged in groups ef four lessans, each groop fermimg a
week’s work, the fifth lessen of cach week being an oral
review of the words learned during that time.  Ouly a few
words are given i each lessan, and these are intended to be
memorized, and then wrtten frem memory on the following
dav. After che fifth year, the lists of pow words are looger,
and the reviews mare frequent.
" The words were selected by class-room trachers,  Several
reachers af & certain prade ohserved che class vocabulary for
one ¥ear; cach teacher then submitted a list of several
lundred swords.  These Usis were sebsequentdy compared,
condensed, and approved at 4 joint consultation of teachers,
principms, and superintendent.
W Wherever words occur for the firse dime, che diacritical
marks have been onnued, thes making 1the words appear o
the popil muere neady as they do on the prdimary printed
prpe.  The diacmitical marks are, howewver, inserted o the
review lessons, which ave given at intervals throughour the
second and third years” work,
B The armogement of the Hsts is soch that one of mors
lessons in pach week thronghout the frst five years ane
devored re cxercizes on homouyms, antonyms, sFTeRyms,
and words vsnally confused.  ‘Tlere are also given a fow of
the most commmon rules of arthography, lises of abbreviatons,
and 4 few poems for dictation, memeonizing, ote.
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