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We thank you for purchasing The Tutor. The Tutor is not for every family but for those seeking a richer and fuller educational 
experience for their children. The Tutor is unlike any other education tool on the market; it is for customers who see 
education differently. We have designed The Tutor to be as flexible in use as it is diverse in subjects covered. 

The Tutor is not a curriculum. It is designed to complement any curriculum you may be using. We know that education is 
much more than the Three R’s. True, the basics are vital, but they are just the beginning of developing a full education. A 
richer education includes understanding about the things that make civilization, knowledge about the world and the arts, and 
the ability to express oneself. This is the motivation for The Tutor: to help families and teachers give children these additional 
skills that may not be acquired in any other way. 

The Tutor can be effectively used in several ways and while we understand that the teacher’s usage will be tailored to the 
individual situation, we wanted to provide a few ideas that you may find useful. The Tutor could be used as a stand-alone 
addition to your curriculum. The stories are captivating; the music is among the best ever composed, and the totality of the 
material would benefit anyone exposed to it. If this approach best meets your needs, you will undoubtedly give your student 
benefits not easily available anywhere else. However, we believe that there are more benefits to be gained if The Tutor is used 
in conjunction with your larger curriculum.  

Since The Tutor is not time sensitive or dated, one volume can be used repeatedly to supplement a curriculum as the student 
progresses through various subjects. An example may be that the student is studying reptiles for science and the first sections 
of this volume may be a nice way to supplement the study. Other sections may be all you require for certain studies. The 
introduction to Haydn and his music can stand alone or be part of a larger study of classical music; however, it could also 
supplement a study on the culture and history of Europe. The possibilities of how to use each volume and each section 
within a volume are limitless. 

How to Use The Tutor 
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The written and spoken word may be man’s greatest invention and we emphasize it in The Tutor. Since words are the way we 
transmit ideas to each other, it is essential that a student master their use. When we think of great men, we usually think of 
two legacies they leave: their deeds and their words. While deeds are vital it is often words that change the world more—
their words; writings, speeches, and letters. “In the beginning God created,” “Romeo, Romeo, where for art thou Romeo?” 
“Give me liberty or give me death!” “Four score and seven years ago,” “Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this wall,” these are 
words that shaped and changed the world. One of our goals is to help the student develop a mastery of words. People with 
great ideas must be able to express them. With this in mind, each volume contains a poetry section, a child-friendly version 
of a Shakespearean work, a section on great orations, and a collection of other writings. These can be used to supplement 
studies in history or when studying the topic the speaker or writer addresses. They also make great subject matter for 
memorization exercises and copy work. You will notice that our section entitled Copy work comes from George 
Washington. In addition to the examples of great words, we also include a three-level elocution section which the helps the 
student develop a mastery of words. These sections focused on the written and spoken word may be the most valuable 
sections to the teacher and the student. History is replete with memorable figures who were self-taught by reading and 
learning from the great writers that preceded them. This can be true with your students as well. 

We end each volume with a character section. It is our philosophy that education is not complete if it does not build the 
student into an honorable individual. Honesty, responsibility, trustworthiness, and so forth are slipping from today’s society. 
We seem to live in a coarser world, and while we know many have said that in earlier times, it does not mean our assessment 
is incorrect. The only way to address this development is to train our students in proper behavior and instill in them an 
admirable character. 

You may notice some wordings and grammatical usages that are different from what is considered acceptable nowadays. 
This is because we are reprinting public domain works as they were originally printed. We strive to stay true to the original 
source as much as possible. 

In some respects, our book is helping you to teach things that were part of a good education years ago. Our society suffers 
from too much data and not enough education, and we hope that our volumes fill in some gaps and complement your 
efforts for years to come.  
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Nature Studies 
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RAIN AND SNOW 

(FROM THE FORMS OF WATER) 

BY JOHN TYNDALL 

 
Oceanic Distillation 

 
SNOW CRYSTALS 

 
At the equator, and within certain limits north and south of it, the sun at certain periods of the year is directly overhead at 
noon. These limits are called the Tropics of Cancer and of Capricorn. Upon the belt comprised between these two circles 
the sun's rays fall with their mightiest power; for here they shoot directly downwards, and heat both earth and sea more than 
when they strike slantingly. 

When the vertical sunbeams strike the land they heat it, and the air in contact with the hot soil becomes heated in turn. But 
when heated the air expands, and when it expands it becomes lighter. This lighter air rises, like wood plunged into water, 
through the heavier air overhead. 

When the sunbeams fall upon the sea the water is warmed, though not so much as the land. The warmed water expands, 
becomes thereby lighter, and therefore continues to float upon the top. This upper layer of (page 343) water warms to some 
extent the air in contact with it, but it also sends up a quantity of aqueous vapor, which being far lighter than air, helps the 
latter to rise. Thus both from the land and from the sea we have ascending currents established by the action of the sun. 

When they reach a certain elevation in the atmosphere, these currents divide and flow, part towards the north and part 
towards the south; while from the north and the south a flow of heavier and colder air sets in to supply the place of the 
ascending warm air. 

Climate and Weather 
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Incessant circulation is thus established in the atmosphere. The equatorial air and vapor flow above towards the north and 
south poles, while the polar air flows below towards the equator. The two currents of air thus established are called the 
upper and the lower trade winds. 

But before the air returns from the poles great changes have occurred. For the air as it quitted the equatorial regions was 
laden with aqueous vapor, which could not subsist in the cold polar regions. It is there precipitated, falling sometimes as rain, 
or more commonly as snow. The land near the pole is covered with this snow, which gives birth to vast glaciers. 

It is necessary that you should have a perfectly clear view of this process, for great mistakes have been made regarding the 
manner in which glaciers are related to the heat of the sun. 

It was supposed that if the sun's heat were diminished, greater glaciers than those now existing would be produced. But the 
lessening of the sun's heat would infallibly diminish the quantity of aqueous vapor, and thus cut off the glaciers at their 
source. A brief illustration will complete your knowledge here. 

In the process of ordinary distillation, the liquid to be distilled is heated and converted into vapor in one vessel, and chilled 
and reconverted into liquid in another. What has just been stated renders it plain that the earth and its atmosphere constitute 
a vast distilling apparatus in which the equatorial ocean plays the part of the boiler, and the chill regions of the poles the part 
of the condenser. In this process of distillation heat plays quite as necessary a part as cold, and before Bishop Heber could 
speak of "Greenland's icy mountains," the equatorial ocean had to be warmed by the sun. We shall have more to say upon 
this question afterwards. 

The heating of the tropical air by the sun is indirect. The solar beams have scarcely any power to heat the air through which 
they pass; but they heat the land and ocean, and these communicate their heat to the air in contact with them. The air and 
vapor start upwards charged with the heat thus communicated. 

 Tropical Rains 

But long before the air and vapor from the equator reach the poles, precipitation occurs. Wherever a humid warm wind 
mixes with a cold dry one, rain falls. Indeed the heaviest rains occur at those places where the sun is vertically overhead. We 
must enquire a little more closely into their origin.  

Fill a bladder about two-thirds full of air at the sea level, and take it to the summit of Mount Blanc. As you ascend, the 
bladder becomes more and more distended; at the top of the mountain it is fully distended, and has evidently to bear a 
pressure from within. Returning to the sea level you find that the tightness disappears, the bladder finally appearing as flaccid 
as at first. 

The reason is plain. At the sea level the air within the bladder has to bear the pressure of the whole atmosphere, being 
thereby squeezed into a comparatively small volume. In ascending the mountain, you leave more and more of the 
atmosphere behind; the pressure becomes less and less, and by its expansive force the air within the bladder swells as the 
outside pressure is diminished. At the top of the mountain the expansion is quite sufficient to render the bladder tight, the 
pressure within being then actually greater than the pressure without. By means of an air pump we can show the expansion 
of a balloon partly filled with air, when the external pressure has been in part removed. 

But why do I dwell upon this? Simply to make plain to you that the unconfined air, heated at the earth's surface, and 
ascending by its lightness, must expand more and more the higher it rises in the atmosphere.And now I have to introduce to 
you a new fact, towards the statement of which I have been working for some time. It is this: The ascending air is chilled by 
its expansion. Indeed this chilling is one source of the coldness of the higher atmospheric regions. And now fix your eye 
upon those mixed currents of air and aqueous vapor which rise from the warm tropical ocean. They start with plenty of heat 
to preserve the vapor as vapor; but as they rise they come into regions already chilled, and they are still further chilled by 
their own expansion. The consequence might be foreseen. The load of vapor is in great part precipitated, dense clouds are 
formed; their particles coalesce to raindrops, which descend daily in gushes so profuse that the word torrential is used to 
express the copiousness of the rainfall. I could show you this chilling by expansion, and also the consequent precipitation of 
clouds. 
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Thus long before the air from the equator reaches the poles its vapor is in great part removed from it, having re-descended 
to the earth as rain. Still a good quantity of the vapor is carried forward, which yields hail, rain, and snow in northern and 
southern lands. 

 Mountain Condensers 

To complete our view of the process of atmospheric precipitation we must take into account the action of mountains. 
Imagine asouthwest wind blowing across the Atlantic towards Ireland. In its passage it charges itself with aqueous vapor. In 
the south of Ireland it encounters the mountains of Kerry: the highest of these is Magillicuddy's Reeks, near Killarney. Now 
the lowest stratum of this Atlantic wind is that which is most fully charged with vapor. When it encounters the base of the 
Kerry Mountains it is tilted up and flows bodily over them. Its load of vapor is therefore carried to a height, it expands on 
reaching the height, it is chilled in consequence of the expansion, and comes down in copious showers of rain. From this, in 
fact, arises the luxuriant vegetation of Killarney; to this, indeed, the lakes owe their water supply. The cold crests of the 
mountains also aid in the work of condensation. 

Note the consequence. There is a town called Cahirciveen to the southwest of Magillicuddy's Reeks, at which observations 
of the rainfall have been made, and a good distance farther to the northeast, right in the course of thesouthwest wind there is 
another town, called Portarlington, at which observations of rainfall have also been made. But before the wind reaches the 
latter station it has passed over the mountains of Kerry and left a great portion of its moisture behind it. What is the result? 
At Cahirciveen, as shown by Dr. Lloyd, the rainfall amounts to fifty-nine inches in a year, while at Portarlington it is only 
twenty-one inches. 

Again, you may sometimes descend from the Alps when the fall of rain and snow is heavy and incessant, into Italy, and find 
the sky over the plains of Lombardy blue and cloudless, the wind at the same time blowing over the plain towards the Alps. 
Below the wind is hot enough to keep its vapor in a perfectly transparent state; but it meets the mountains, is tilted up, 
expanded, and chilled. The cold of the higher summits also helps the chill. The consequence is that the vapor is precipitated 
as rain or snow, thus producing bad weather upon the heights, while the plains below, flooded with the same air, enjoy the 
aspect of the unclouded summer sun. Clouds blowing from the Alps are also sometimes dissolved over the plains of 
Lombardy. 

In connection with the formation of clouds by mountains, one particularly instructive effect may be here noticed. You 
frequently see a streamer of cloud many hundred yards in length drawn out from an Alpine peak. Its steadiness appears 
perfect, though a strong wind may be blowing at the same time over the mountain head. Why is the cloud not blown away? 
It is blown away; its permanence is only apparent. At one end it is incessantly dissolved; at the other end it is incessantly 
renewed: supply and consumption being thus equalized, the cloud appears as changeless as the mountain to which it seems 
to cling. When the red sun of the evening shines upon these cloud-streamers they resemble vast torches with their flames 
blown through the air. 

 Architecture of Snow 

We now resemble persons who have climbed a difficult peak, and thereby earned the enjoyment of a wide prospect. Having 
made ourselves masters of the conditions necessary to the production of mountain snow, we are able to take a 
comprehensive and intelligent view of the phenomena of glaciers. 

 
SNOW CRYSTALS  



 

 14 

 
A few words are still necessary as to the formation of snow. The molecules and atoms of all substances, when allowed free 
play, build themselves into definite and, for the most part, beautiful forms called crystals. Iron, copper, gold, silver, lead, 
sulphur, when melted and permitted to cool gradually, all show this crystallizing power. The metal bismuth shows it in a 
particularly striking manner, and when properly fused and solidified, self-built crystals of great size and beauty are formed of 
this metal. 

 
SNOW-STAR   

SNOW-STAR  

If you dissolve saltpeter in water, and allow the solution to evaporate slowly, you may obtain large crystals, for no portion of 
the salt is converted into vapor. The water of our atmosphere is fresh though it is derived from the salt sea. Sugar dissolved 
in water, and permitted to evaporate, yields crystals of sugar-candy. Alum readily crystallizes in the same way. Flints 
dissolved, as they sometimes are in nature, and permitted to crystallize, yield the prisms and pyramids of rock crystal. Chalk 
dissolved and crystallized yields Iceland spar. The diamond is crystallized carbon. All our precious stones, the ruby, sapphire, 
beryl, topaz, emerald, are all examples of this crystallizing power. 

 
SNOW-STAR  
You have heard of the force of gravitation, and you know that it consists of an attraction of every particle of matter for every 
other particle. You know that planets and moons are held in their orbits by this attraction. But gravitation is a very simple 
affair compared to the force, or rather forces, of crystallization. For here the ultimate particles of matter, inconceivably small 
as they are, show themselves possessed of attractive and repellent poles, by the mutual action of which the shape and 
structure of the crystal are determined. In the solid condition the attracting poles are rigidly locked together; but if sufficient 
heat be applied the bond of union is dissolved, and in the state of fusion the poles are pushed so far asunder as to be 
practically out of each other's range. The natural tendency of the molecules to build themselves together is thus neutralized. 
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This is the case with water, which as a liquid is to all appearance formless. When sufficiently cooled the molecules are 
brought within the play of the crystallizing force, and they then arrange themselves in forms of indescribable beauty. When 
snow is produced in [pg 351] calm air, the icy particles build themselves into beautiful stellar shapes, each star possessing six 
rays. There is no deviation from this type, though in other respects the appearances of the snow-stars are infinitely various. 
In the Polar Regions these exquisite forms were observed by Dr. Scoresby, who gave numerous drawings of them. I have 
observed them in mid-winter filling the air, and loading the slopes of the Alps. But in England they are also to be seen, and 
no words of mine could convey so vivid an impression of their beauty as the annexed drawings of a few of them, executed at 
Greenwich by Mr. Glaisher. 

 
SNOW-STAR  
It is worth pausing to think what wonderful work is going on in the atmosphere during the formation and descent of every 
snow-shower; what building power is brought into play! and how imperfect seem the productions of human minds and 
hands when compared with those formed by the blind forces of nature! 

But who ventures to call the forces of nature blind? In reality, when we speak thus we are describing our own condition. The 
blindness is ours; and what we really ought to say, and to confess, is that our powers are absolutely unable to comprehend 
either the origin or the end of the operations of nature. 

But while we thus acknowledge our limits, there is also reason for wonder at the extent to which science has mastered the 
system of nature. From age to age, and from generation to generation, fact has been added to fact, and law to law, the true 
method and order of the Universe being thereby more and more revealed. In doing this science has encountered and 
overthrown various forms of superstition and deceit, of credulity and imposture. But the world continually produces weak 
persons and wicked persons; and as long as they continue to exist side-by-side, as they do in this our day, very debasing 
beliefs will also continue to infest the world.  

Atomic Poles 

"What did I mean when, a few moments ago I spoke of attracting and repellent poles?" Let me try to answer this question. 
You know that astronomers and geographers speak of the earth's poles, and you have also heard of magnetic poles, the poles 
of a magnet being the points at which the attraction and repulsion of the magnet are as it were concentrated. 
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Every magnet possesses two such poles; and if iron filings be scattered over a magnet, each particle becomes also endowed 
with two poles. Suppose such particles devoid of weight and floating in our atmosphere, what must occur when they come 
near each other? Manifestly the repellent poles will retreat from each other, while the attractive poles will approach and 
finally lock themselves together. And supposing the particles, instead of a single pair, to possess several pairs of poles 
arranged at definite points over their surfaces; you can then picture them, in obedience to their mutual attractions and 
repulsions, building themselves together to form masses of definite shape and structure. 

Imagine the molecules of water in calm cold air to be gifted with poles of this description, which compel the particles to lay 
themselves together in a definite order, and you have before your mind's eye the unseen architecture which finally produces 
the visible and beautiful crystals of the snow. Thus our first notions and conceptions of poles are obtained from the sight of 
our eyes in looking at the effects of magnetism; and we then transfer these notions and conceptions to particles which no eye 
has ever seen. The power by which we thus picture to ourselves effects beyond the range of the senses is what philosophers 
call the Imagination, and in the effort of the mind to seize upon the unseen architecture of crystals, we have an example of 
the scientific use of this faculty. Without imagination we might have critical power, but not creative power in science. 

 Architecture of Lake Ice 

We have thus made ourselves acquainted with the beautiful snow-flowers self-constructed by the molecules of water in calm, 
cold air. Do the molecules show this architectural power when ordinary water is frozen? What, for example, is the structure 
of the ice over which we skate in winter? Quite as wonderful as the flowers of the snow. The observation is rare, if not new, 
but I have seen in water slowly freezing six-rayed ice-stars formed, and floating free on the surface. A six-rayed star, 
moreover, is typical of the construction of all our lake ice. It is built up of such forms wonderfully interlaced. 

Take a slab of lake ice and place it in the path of a concentrated sunbeam. Watch the track of the beam through the ice. Part 
of the beam is stopped, part of it goes through; the former produces internal liquefaction, the latter has no effect whatever 
upon the ice. But the liquefaction is not uniformly diffused. From separate spots of the ice little shining points are seen to 
sparkle forth. Every one of those points is surrounded by a beautiful liquid flower with six petals. 

Ice and water are so optically alike that unless the light fall properly upon these flowers you cannot see them. But what is the 
central spot? A vacuum. Ice swims on water because, bulk for bulk, it is lighter than water, so that when ice is melted it 
shrinks in size. Can the liquid flowers then occupy the whole space of the ice melted? Plainly no. A little empty space is 
formed with the flowers, and this space, or rather its surface, shines in the sun with the luster of burnished silver. 

In all cases the flowers are formed parallel to the surface of freezing. They are formed when the sun shines upon the ice of 
every lake, sometimes in myriads, and so small as to require a magnifying glass to see them. They are always attainable, but 
their beauty is often marred by internal defects of the ice. Every one portion of the same piece of ice may show them 
exquisitely, while a second portion shows them imperfectly. 

Annexed is a very imperfect sketch of these beautiful figures. 

Here we have a reversal of the process of crystallization. The searching solar beam is delicate enough to take the molecules 
down without deranging the order of their architecture. Try the experiment for yourself with a pocket-lens on a sunny day. 
You will not find the flowers confused; they all lie parallel to the surface of freezing. In this exquisite way every bit of the ice 
over which our skaters glide in winter is put together. 

I said that a portion of the sunbeam was stopped by the ice and liquefied it. What is this portion? The dark heat of the sun. 
The great body of the light waves and even a portion of the dark ones, pass through the ice without losing any of their 
heating power. When properly concentrated on combustible bodies, even after having passed through the ice, their burning 
power becomes manifest. 
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LIQUID FLOWERS IN LAKE ICE  
And the ice itself may be employed to concentrate them. With an ice-lens in the polar regions Dr. Scoresby has often 
concentrated the sun's rays so as to make them burn wood, fire gunpowder, and melt lead; thus proving that the heating 
power is retained by the rays, even after they have passed through so cold a substance. 

By rendering the rays of the electric lamp parallel, and then sending them through a lens of ice, we obtain all the effects 
which Dr. Scoresby obtained with the rays of the sun. 

 
 
~ excerpt from Wonders of the Earth, Sea and Sky edited by Edward Singleton Holden 
 

IN THE WHIRL OF A TORNADO 

The success of the weather forecasts which had been put out in the weekly Review and the saving of Jed Tighe's crop had 
given the league a high standing among the farmers of the neighborhood, but when the story became noised abroad how 
Anton had saved Dan'l from unjust arrest, every darky in the neighborhood became its devoted slave. 

Dan'l himself racked his brains for some way to show his appreciation, but none occurred to him. He could not be any more 
faithful and loyal than he had been in the past. A dozen plans occurred to him, all to be set aside as useless. He wanted to do 
something that really would help the League. What was there that he could do? As in all cases of difficulty, he decided to go 
to blind Mammy for advice. The conference in the old fortuneteller’s cabin was a long one, but when Dan'l came out, he 
carried a huge bundle in his arms and his black face shone with triumph. 

As spring advanced, kite flying resumed its former sway among the boys and Tom's place became again a centre of 
attraction. Assiduous as he had been before, Dan'l had redoubled his attentions, and he was seldom found far distant from 
Anton's side. One Saturday, however, he did not appear at the kite-ground until well on in the afternoon, and when he did 
come, he was carrying something big in his arms, and stepping along as gingerly as if the burden were a baby. 

"What on earth have you got there, Dan'l?" asked Tom. 

"Ah done got somethin' fo' the League," the darky answered, and, coming up to the midst of the group, which was gathered 
around the kite-reel, he lowered the burden gently, very gently, to the ground. 

"What is it?" asked Anton. 
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Dan'l looked around. There was triumph in his glance. He was evidently very proud of himself. 

"Ah's made a discovery," he said. "Mistah Fred, yo'-all wants to take notes of what I say, so's yo' can print it in the Review." 

 
A 

 
B 

 
C 

 
D 

PENCIL DRAWINGS OF TORNADO IN DAKOTA 

For many years this was an authoritative series of pictures, and shows: (A) Tornado becoming a waterspout; (B) 
Tornado wrecking a farmhouse and barn, nothing but fragmentary timbers being thrown out; (C) Tornado funnel rising 
from the ground; (D) Successive funnel formations, with a second whirl reaching ground and sucking up a pillar of dust. 
 

To humor the old darky, the editor-in-chief took out his pencil and notebook and waited for the story. 

"Ah was down in ol' Mammy Lee's cabin the other day," he began, "because Ah wanted to talk to Mammy about somethin'." 

"Went to have your fortune told, I suppose," put in Tom. 

"No, Mistah Tom, no, Ah done hold with no tellin' of fortunes, but Mammy she knows a heap an' can see more with her 
eyes shut than most folks with them open. It was a mighty hot day an' the sun was a shinin' hot. Ef it hadn't been that the 
sun was a shinin' so hot, Ah wouldn't have this story to tell yo'." 

He paused for effect and the boys drew closer. Dan'l was a famous storyteller and his tales were always popular among the 
boys. 

"Ah was standing in Mammy's cabin," he continued. "She was a sittin' in her old rockin' chair in the sun right near that little 
table where she keeps the big glass ball for tellin' fortunes." 
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"You mean her crystal?" put in the Forecaster. 

"Yas, suh, Mistah Levin, her crystal. Mammy has two, the little one, what she uses all the time an' the big one, which she 
doesn't use no mo'. Ah was a sittin' on the other side o' the table, right by the window, an' my hand was on the table. By and 
by, Ah felt my hand burnin' as though some one had laid a match on it. Ah pulled away my hand but thar wa'n't nothin' thar. 
Ah thought it queer, but Ah didn't say nothin' and went on talkin'. By and by, leanin' forward to say some thin' mo' to 
Mammy, Ah put my hand on the table again, an' suddenly, the back of my hand began to burn as if de devil was standin' on 
it. 

"Ah looked, an' Ah looked again, but thar wasn't nothin' thar but jes' a spot o' sunshine, jes' so bright. An'it sho' was burning 
hot. Ah took my hand away an' looked at the table. Yas, suh, it was burnin' hot. It's an ol' table and in a sort o' ring jes' 
exactly the same shape as the ring o' white stones that Mistah Anton put round his sun clock, thar was a burned groove in 
the table. No wonder my hand got hot. If Ah'd have left it there, there'd have been a hole burned right through my hand. 
Yas, suh. 

"Ah spoke to Mammy about it, and Mammy she says to me that in summer time, when it's very hot, she has to throw a cloth 
over the crystal to keep it from settin' the table on fire. In winter and in cloudy weather thar ain't no heat at all. So Ah says to 
myself: 

"'Dan'l, if a bright sun burns the table and a half-bright day scorches the table an' a dull day don't do nothin' to the table, why 
couldn't some kind o' record be made o' the amount o' sunshine? Mistah Anton, he likes most everythin' like that, an' Ah'm 
goin' to talk to him about it." 

"But you never did, Dan'l," put in Anton, not giving much belief to the darky's story. 

"Ah 'sperimented all by myself first," Dan'l answered. "Ah took a piece of cardboard, the shiny kind, an' I cut out a piece like 
the shape of the new moon an' laid it on Mammy's table. Sho's yo' born, Mist' Anton, that spot of light from the crystal jes' 
started to scorch that cardboard. When the sun was bright it burned it a real dark brown, when thar was a cloud over the 
sun, it didn't burn it at all. When the sun had a little cloud it jes' burned that cardboard a light brown. Ah'll show yo'." 

He pulled from inside his shirt a piece of cardboard. It was marked with the hours of the day and, as he had said, in places it 
had been burned dark brown and in others a light brown. At one spot, there was about an inch where the cardboard was 
perfectly white, and opposite this, Dan'l had got his son to write in sprawling letters, "Cloud here." 

The cardboard passed quickly from hand to hand. 

"But this is great!" cried Fred. "I wonder if Mammy wouldn't keep a regular record for us?" 

With a pompous air, Dan'l stretched out his hand and made a clean sweep around him. Then he reached down for the 
package at his feet and commenced unwrapping from around it the newspapers in which it was hidden. As, with a flourish, 
he pulled away the last piece of paper, there was a gasp of admiration from all the boys. 

There, on the ground before them, was the huge globe of crystal, clear, shining and flawless. 

"How did you get it, Dan'l?" cried the boys. 

"Ah bought it," the darky replied. "Leastways, a lot of us got together an' bought it fo' a present to the League. Deacon 
Brown he arranged it all, when Mistah Levin said to us that the crystal would really work right." 

"Mr. Levin!" cried Anton. "Then you've known all about this, and never told us!" 
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"It was Dan'l's secret," the Forecaster answered. "Do you suppose I'd rob him of the fun of telling you? He's right. Dan'l's 
worked out, all by himself, the principle of the Campbell-Stokes sunshine recorder, and I think there's a lot of credit coming 
to him." 

Anton leaned down and tried to pick up the globe, but it was too heavy for him. Monroe raised it for examination. It was a 
beautiful crystal, almost two feet in diameter and without a scratch. 

"What a corker!" cried Tom. 

"Where will you put it, boys?" asked the Forecaster. 

There was a moment's pause and then Bob said: 

"Club-house." 

"Yes," the Forecaster agreed, "I think that's best, because I know Dan'l really would like to see it a part of Anton's outfit. 
Besides, boys, Anton's going to do some work this summer on sunshine measuring and the relation of sun-spots to the 
weather, and he'll need a recorder just like this." 

"Have sun-spots anything to do with the weather, sir?" asked Ross, in surprise. 

"Yes," the Forecaster answered, "it seems quite possible that they have, though to what extent we don't quite know. There's 
a big field of original work, there, and we've only just found out about it. It's rather a pitiful story, boys, but the man who 
blazed the trail to that new knowledge, died just two months before the world knew about him." 

"Who was that, sir?" asked Anton. 

"Veeder," was the answer. "Dr. Major Albert Veeder, who lived and died, an almost unknown country doctor in the little 
town of Lyons, N. Y. Without any money of his own, he worked hard on meteorology, especially studying auroras and 
sunspots. More than any man who ever lived, he tried to show to what an extent the weather of the earth is modified by 
changes in the sun, chiefly by intensifying the pressure of the anticyclone areas. 

"Now, boys, for the discovery. 

"In January 1916, one of the best-known American meteorologists sent to a brother scientist a postal card which called 
attention to a recently published article which appeared to be of a good deal of importance. By a curious coincidence, the 
other scientist had that very day been reading an article published twenty years before in an obscure local scientific magazine, 
written by Dr. Veeder. 

"The two meteorologists, struck by the originality of the ideas and the evidence of the vast amount of work that lay behind 
them, wrote to Dr. Veeder at his home in the little New York State town. The recognition that had so long been delayed was 
on its way. A black-bordered letter came in reply. Dr. Veeder had died two months before!" 

A sharp in drawing of the breath told of the boys' interest. 

"Dr. Veeder's family at once forwarded the papers, published and unpublished, of the unknown country doctor. These 
revealed that, as early as twenty years before his death, he had made discoveries of vast importance to meteorology and 
astronomy. He wrote time and again to the Weather Bureau, begging us to give his hypothesis a trial." 

"And didn't you?" asked Fred. 

The Forecaster shook his head. 
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"We couldn't," he answered. "We had no funds for special research and Dr. Veeder's ideas were so far ahead of his time that, 
then, they seemed visionary. Now, twenty years later, when a great deal of similar work has been done in Europe and in this 
country, we see that Dr. Veeder was a real pioneer, although, of course, many of his conclusions are still doubtful. Yet, in 
poverty, in discouragement, in the turmoil of a busy life, he continued his work for fifteen years, then reluctantly abandoned 
it, despairing of support and opportunity. Yet he leaves a debt that science can never repay. Such men may be everywhere; 
one of you boys may be the meteorologist of the coming generation. Veeder may be dead but his work lives after him." 

The Weather expert picked up the great glass crystal which Monroe had replaced upon the ground. 

"We will go on with Veeder's work ourselves," he repeated, "so far as we can. Veeder showed us that sunspots and changes 
in the sun are closely followed by changes on the earth, and he suggested that this is caused by some agency other than heat. 
From that we shall go on. Let us do some sun-study. It is symbolic, to me, that a crystal once used for the superstition of 
crystal-gazing, should become a tool for scientific research." 

He raised the crystal to shoulder height. 

"Here's to Veeder!" he shouted. "And to Dan'l!" 

The cheers were given with vim. 

Interesting as the work of the League had been to the boys during its first summer, when all were learning of the ways to 
read the weather, this second summer became tenfold more exciting, when every lad realized that he was part of a group 
striving to advance along the lines laid down by Veeder. The money which Jed Tighe handed over to the League as its fair 
share of having saved his fruit crop, was spent in the purchase of a telescope for studying the sun and for various other 
scientific instruments, and, as the Forecaster had foretold, Issaquena County began to take its place as one of the most 
efficiently organized meteorological regions of the United States. 

The summer was passing on. The year and a half that had elapsed since the flood, a year and a half of constant association 
with the Forecaster, and still more, of constant association with work that was worthwhile, had developed the boys of the 
League and given them a new grip on life. 

One Saturday, Ross came over early in the morning to help Anton with some of his sunshine experiment work. The crippled 
lad had definitely settled down to the study of meteorology and spent all his time either at his instruments or at his books. 
Under the Forecaster's teaching, he was becoming thoroughly proficient, and the fact that the lad was a natural-born 
mathematician stood him in a good stead. He was no longer merely a crippled lad, with scarcely a chance before him, he was 
making a place for himself in the community and there was no doubt that he would make a place for himself in life. This 
morning, as Anton came out of the clubhouse to meet his friend, Ross looked at him and thought how wisely the Forecaster 
had done in suggesting the formation of the League. 

"Bad weather coming, isn't there, Anton?" Ross asked, as they strolled into the clubhouse together. 

"Thunderstorms, I expect," the other answered, glancing carelessly at the Weather map. "There's a big low over Illinois, with 
colder weather coming." 

"I'm glad it's going to be cool," said Ross, mopping his forehead, "to-day is something fierce." 

"Yes, it's hot," agreed Anton, and turned the subject to some of his recent work on sunspots and the weather. He had 
become an absolute convert to Dr. Veeder's theories, and the dream of the boy's life was to be able to take a part in the most 
fascinating of all weather problems—long-range forecasting. 

"It would be great, Ross," he said, "if we could tell a year in advance what kind of weather we were going to have, so that 
farmers would know exactly just what kind of crops to plant and when!" 
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"Yes," Ross agreed, but uneasily, for he was watching the sky steadily, "but do you think we'll ever be able to do it?" 

"I don't think we'll ever be able to tell exactly," replied Anton, "but I'm sure the time's coming when we're going to be able 
to get a general idea. If we can just find out enough about the sun's influence on our weather and enough about the big 
changes in the sun, we ought to be able to foretell something. There's no doubt that weather does go in cycles." 

"I don't see that," said Ross. "I think it's changing all the time. You always hear people say that the winters aren't nearly as 
cold as they used to be." 

"That's all bosh," Anton declared. "Mr. Levin and I were talking over that just the other day. There hasn't been any change 
of weather. The winters today average the same that they did fifty years ago. There's some sort of an eleven-year cycle in 
rainfall, and there's a variation in temperature that seems to swing around about once in every thirty-seven or thirty-eight 
years, but the differences are so small that only Weather Bureau records can prove them. The weather isn't any hotter or any 
colder than it used to be, it's just about the same." 

But Ross was not listening. His eyes were fixed on the horizon. 

"Anton," he said, "I wish you'd come here a minute." 

Struck by his companion's tone, the younger lad looked up and, grasping his crutch, limped to the door. He took a glance at 
the sky and whistled in a low and thoughtful way. 

"Look at those clouds to the northwest," said Ross. Then, pointing to the southwest quarter, "And look at them there!" 

Anton looked, his eyes dilating. In the northwest, swarthy, curling wreaths of vapor that seemed as though they rose from a 
monstrous burning straw-stack writhed their way upward to a great height, the upper portion seeming to tremble 
threateningly, as though there were a shaking fist within the swirl, hidden by clouds. The column was smoky and threatening, 
yet a whitish light came from beneath it suggesting phosphorescent vapors. 

 
TRUE TORNADO FORMING IN ADVANCE OF A 
DUST WHIRL, courtesy of U.S. Weather Bureau 

 
TORNADO DROPPING TOWARDS GROUND, 
Courtesy of T. B. Jennings, U.S. Weather 
Bureau, Topeka, KS 

To thesouthwest were clouds of a different character, darker and more compact. They were not blacker than many clouds 
preceding a heavy rainstorm, but they had an uneasy motion. From these came no whitish phosphorescent light; instead, 
there was a greenish glitter, like a snake's eyes seen in the dark. There was something evil and sinister about them. The air 
was reverberant, sounds could be heard to a great distance. The farm animals were unquiet and moved restlessly. Anton 
wiped the perspiration from his forehead with the back of his hand. He glanced up at the weather vane. 

"It ought to pass to the east of us," he said. 
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Ross also looked at the weather vane, and then at the advancing cloud. He knew that nearly all such storms traveled to the 
northeast. 

"It may pass us," he said, "but sometimes they swing north." 

"I know it," Anton answered, and fell silent, watching the coming of the storm. 

In the distance a faint moaning was heard. 

The two huge cloud masses from the two quarters of the sky, as though advancing to give battle, hurled themselves toward 
each other, the whitish cloud of the northwest towering above the sinister black cloud of thesouthwest. For a moment, 
almost as if they paused, a strip of blue sky could be seen between them, then with a sudden rush, the two collided. So solid 
seemed the masses of the clouds that both boys started, expecting a clap of thunder. Yet never a flash of lightning appeared 
nor was there any sound. 

In the whirl of the two meeting clouds there was a minute of confusion, and then, slowly, a long funnel, like a black finger, 
began to reach towards the earth. 

Both boys saw it at the same time. 

"A tornado!" cried Anton. 

"Let's get to the cellar!" cried Ross, and started to run, but Anton grasped him by the shoulder. 

"No," he said, "we're safe here; it'll pass to the east over the farm lands and won't hit anybody." 

In a few seconds Ross saw that the crippled lad was right, and, themselves safe, the boys watched the passing of the tornado. 

"It's going about thirty miles an hour," said Anton, figuring rapidly, "and it's all of fifteen miles away. There won't be much 
left of it by the time it passes here. We don't need to worry." 

Reassured, Ross turned to his companion, and asked: 

"What makes tornadoes, Anton?" 

"A quick current of warm air going up in a thunderhead cloud," he said, "which takes a spinning motion from the general 
whirl of the cyclone to which it belongs. It has a whirling vortex, from the outside to the inside, and its speed gets higher 
toward the middle. The speed of the inside of a tornado has never been figured out, but it has been estimated at eight 
hundred miles an hour, or sixteen times as fast as a train." 

"Eight hundred miles an hour!" Ross repeated. "But how did they find that out?" 

"Not by any instrument," said Anton; "there isn't anything made that a tornado wouldn't level to the ground. But you can 
figure that from the size and weight of objects lifted and from the effects of tornadoes. Anyhow, the inside of a tornado is 
like a vacuum, the pressure is so low. 

"I remember reading in a tornado account of a storm in New England where the funnel passed within twenty yards of a 
house. It was exactly as if a house filled with air were suddenly plunged into a vacuum. All the windows were blown out, the 
walls bulged, furniture flew out of the windows and corks were drawn from empty bottles by the air inside trying to get out 
to fill the vacuum in the tornado." 

"That's a wonder," ejaculated Ross. "But we're not going to get anything like that this time." 
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As the boys were talking, the distant tornado suddenly raised itself from the ground and seemed to be drawn up in the 
clouds again. The danger from the funnel was over. A few minutes afterwards, there came a clap of thunder and the rain 
commenced to fall in torrents. It rained for less than a minute, however, then was followed by a few hailstones as large as 
walnuts. The hail stopped as suddenly as it had begun. 

Yet, though the funnel cloud had been withdrawn again into the sky, though the rain and hail had ceased, the two boys did 
not move from the doorway of the clubhouse. The sky was pressing down heavily and in the masses of clouds that seemed 
to be moving in every direction, the whitish luminous cloud and the greenish black cloud could both be traced. This was no 
puny battle of the elements, but a veritable war. 

Then, absolutely without warning, as suddenly as though some malevolent demon had picked them out for destruction, from 
the low-lying bank of clouds that was advancing, a long black swaying clutch thrust at them from the clouds. For a second or 
two the funnel swayed as though there were eyes in its tip and then snatched at the earth with a roar and crash like a 
thousand trains in collision. 

While one could count three, the lads watched, panic-stricken, then Anton shouted: 

"Run northwest, Ross! Northwest!" 

Like a flash the Forecaster's advice in the event of the approach of a tornado recurred to the boy's mind, and he sprang into 
a full run. Ten yards, perhaps, he ran, then cast a glance over his shoulder to see if Anton were following. He saw the 
younger lad huddling down by the southwestern corner of the clubhouse. 

Ross colored with shame. For one second he had forgotten Anton's crippled condition. 

He whirled on his heel with a speed scarcely less than that of the approaching tornado and darted back for his friend. A 
dozen strides took him back and he reached down for the younger lad. 

As he did so, with the corner of his eye, he saw the tornado touch a neighbor's barn. The moaning suddenly swelled into a 
vicious and snapping roar. The point of the tornado enlarged, as it became filled with the debris of the barn, and Ross 
fancied he could hear the squealing of the mangled horses. 

Out from the upper part of the wild whirl, high in the sky, a black spot flew. Thrown at a tangent, it fell, growing larger and 
more bat-like as it fluttered down, striking the earth with a crash. It was the roof of the barn. 

All this had happened in the fraction of a second that had elapsed while Ross was picking up the crippled lad, and by the 
time that he had flung him across his shoulder, the tornado had passed over the neighbor's farm and there was nothing left 
of the barn but a black bare spot. Before the out-flung roof had struck the ground, Ross was running from the track of the 
swiftly moving destruction, with his chum on his shoulder. 

The boy knew well that in ninety seconds or less, the tornado would be upon them, and while it swayed with a malicious 
eagerness from one side to the other, as though seeking for its prey, there was no doubt that it was rushing straight at them. 

Second by second, the moaning grew louder, with an uncanny sucking sound as though the monster were licking its lips over 
the destruction yet to come. The air grew more oppressive and more still. 

Twenty yards from the clubhouse, Ross found Dan'l crouching on the ground, quivering with fright. 

"Mistah Anton, Mistah Anton," he cried, "we's all goin' to be killed!" 

"Run, Dan'l!" cried Ross, as he sped past. "Run northwest! Follow us!" 

White with terror, the aged negro rose and started to run, but before he had gone two yards, his steps slowed down. 
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"Thar's Mammy," he said, aloud. "Ah can't leave Mammy, nohow. Thar's no one to look after her." 

He turned back with unsteady steps, hurrying towards the negro quarters, almost facing the approaching finger that seemed 
to point at him as he ran. 

Ross never looked back. His terror and the terrific heat of the air choked his breathing and he gasped as he ran. 

A sudden swirl of air clutched at his feet. He stumbled and almost fell. The crippled boy's crutch slipped to the ground. 
Anton slid to the earth and a second swirl picked Ross's feet from under him and threw him to the ground. 

Then, with a roar and a confusion which stunned the senses, the thing struck! A legion of hands tugged at them. The earth 
rose up in a cloud of dust around them. 

Towards them the tornado swerved, then away, just a fraction out of its course, and swung back again towards them. As in a 
dream, Ross saw the crutch, which had slipped out of Anton's grasp, not five yards from where they lay, move restlessly, 
then, touched by an unseen hand, rise up. While two heartbeats lasted, the crutch stood still and perfectly upright, and then 
flew straight upwards into the all-devouring maw. 

The black-green fury snatched at the waiting 
world.With a roar like that of crashing universes, it swept by the 
boys and swung into the farm building. A haystack disappeared 
into the vortex like a puff of smoke. With a crash of glass, the 
tornado swept by the corner of the house, and with one wild last 
shriek was gone. 

TORNADO WRECKING A FARM. Whirl had been in 
action for ten minutes when photo was taken. 
Courtesy of T. B. Jennings, U.S. Weather Bureau, 
Topeka, KS. 

 
TORNADO WHIRLING SIDEWISE. The swaying 
motion of the funnel cloud makes the path of escape 
uncertain. Courtesy of U.S. Weather Bureau. 

 

Gasping, Ross sat up. Across the fields the cloud swept, the long black finger still touching the ground and still bringing 
wreck and destruction in its wake. Ross gently raised the younger boy, who was only half-conscious from the din and tumult, 
for the tornado had passed within a few yards of them. They had scarcely walked a dozen yards when the scene of 
destruction met them full view. 

Every window in the house had been shattered and the garden was strewn with broken glass. The buggy, which had been 
standing before the door, was nowhere to be seen, but one wheel impaled in a tree twenty yards away, told the story. The 
upright of the sundial was gone, snapped off at the ground as though it had been a reed. The clubhouse remained intact. The 
track of the tornado was not more than forty feet wide, but where it had passed, the ground was swept clean and bare. 

Only one thing remained, and that, by one of the freaks of the tornado, was the pedestal and the large globe of crystal. It had 
not even been fastened down; it had passed through the centre of the tornado and yet it stood there as unwinking as the sun 
itself. Stood there all by itself, sharply gleaming against the black ground— 

What was that laying on the farther side of it? 

"Go back, Anton, go back!" said Ross, hoarsely. 
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But Anton had seen it, too. 

He shook his head. 

Haltingly, step by step, the two boys advanced, Anton's hand on Ross's shoulder, to the figure lying on the ground beyond 
the sundial, motionless and oh, so still. 

Behind the fast-flying clouds the sun shone out, shone clear and strong on the crystal, standing on its pedestal, and the 
gleam, passing through, fell full on the face of the man. 

"Dan'l! Dan'l!" the crippled lad cried, and dropped to the ground beside him. 

He was not hurt. He would never be hurt any more. 

Ross looked down at the faithful old darky, who, despite his terror and in the teeth of certain death, had turned back to try 
to save the aged blind woman in the negro quarters. The tornado had dealt kindly with him. His ragged clothing fluttered in 
the wind, but his kind old face was peaceful. 

The sunlight, gleaming through the crystal, made a halo of light around the negro's head. 

"Don't!" said Ross, laying his hand on Anton's shoulder. "There's mighty few of us that'll ever get the chance to die like 
Dan'l." 

~ excerpt from The Boy with the U.S. Weather Men by Francis Rolt Wheeler, copyright 1917 

RAIN  

THE explanations of this morning account for the formation of clouds. A continual evaporation takes place on the surface 
of the damp earth as well as on the surface of the different sheets of water, lakes, ponds, marshes, streams, and above all the 
sea. The vapors formed rise into the air and remain invisible as long as the heat is sufficient. But since heat diminishes as the 
height increases, there comes a time when the vapors can no longer be kept in complete solution, and they condense into a 
mass of visible vapor, into a fog or cloud.  

"When, after a chill encountered in the upper strata of the atmosphere, the cloud-mist reaches a certain degree of 
condensation, little drops of water form and fall in rain. At first very small, they increase in volume on the way by the union 
of other similar little drops. Their size on reaching us is proportioned to the height from which they fell, but never exceeds 
the limits suitable to the part rain is intended to play. If too large, the raindrops would fall heavily on the plants they are to 
water, and would lay them flat on the ground, dead. And what would happen if the condensation of vapor, instead of taking 
gradually, should he sudden. There would no longer descend from heaven raindrops, but heavy columns of water, which, in 
their fall, would strip the trees of their branches, crush the harvests, and make the roofs of our houses fall in. But, far from 
taking this devastating form, rain falls in drops as if passed through a sieve placed by design in its passage to divide it and 
weaken the shock. On rare occasions, it is true, rain does reach us under so strange a disguise as to strike the ignorant with 
terror. Who would not be frightened when it rains blood or sulphur?"  

"What do you say, Uncle?" interrupted Emile; "rains blood or sulphur? For my part, I should be dreadfully afraid."  

"I too," said Claire.  

"Is that true?" Jules asked, in his turn.  
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"True. You know well I only tell you true stories. There are rains of blood and sulphur, at least in appearance. It is proved 
that showers have been seen of which the drops left on the walls, roads, leaves of the trees, and clothes of passers-by, are red 
spots like blood. At other times, with the rain, there has fallen from the sky a fine dust, of a beautiful yellow, resembling 
sulphur. Did it really rain blood, sulphur? No. This so-called rain of blood or sulphur, causing foolish alarms, is ordinary rain 
stained with various sorts of dust raised from the ground by the wind. In the spring when, in mountainous countries, 
immense forests of fir-trees are in blossom, every breath of wind carries clouds of a fine yellow dust contained in the little 
flowers of the fir-tree. You can see a similar dust in all flowers, especially the lily."  

"It is that dust that daubs your nose yellow when you smell a lily too close," declared Jules.  

"Exactly. It is called pollen. Well, in falling at a distance, sometimes alone, sometimes accompanied by rain, the pollen 
gathered up from the forests by a breath of wind causes the so-called sulphur-rain."  

“Your rain of blood or sulphur isn't at all terrifying.” Claire remarked.  

"Of course not; and yet whole populations have their hearts frozen with fear at the inoffensive fall of a whirlwind of pollen 
or red dust. They believe themselves visited with plagues, precursors of the end of the world. Ignorance is a pitiful thing, my 
dear children, and knowledge is a fine thing, even if it only served to deliver us from stupid terrors."  

"In future," said Jules, stoutly, "it can rain sulphur or blood; if any one is afraid, it will not be I."  

"There can also fall from the sky, with or with- out rain, various mineral substances, such as sand, for example, or powdered 
chalk, or dust from the roads. There is even mention of showers of small animals, caterpillars, insects, and very young toads. 
The marvelous feature of these rains disappears if our considers that a violent blast of wind can carry with it all light 
substances encountered in its course, and can transport them long distances before letting them fall again.  

"At other times a rain of insects is due to something else besides transportation by the wind. Some kinds of grasshoppers, 
for example, gather together in immense swarms to go to another district when nutriment fails them. The emigrating band 
flies, as at a given signal, and passes through the air in the form of a great cloud that intercepts the daylight. The migration 
continues for days at a time, so numerous is the host. Then the voracious swarm alights, like a living storm, on the vegetation 
of some distant province. In a few hours grass, leaves of trees, grain, prairies everything is browsed. The soil, as if ravaged by 
fire, hasn't a blade of grass left. Sometimes the people of Algeria die of hunger. The grasshopper has devoured their harvests. 
"Volcanoes cause cinder-showers. Volcanic ash is the name given to the calcined dust thrown up to a great height by 
volcanoes at the moment of their eruption. These powdered substances form enormous clouds, which produce in the 
daytime a darkness like that of the darkest nights, and which, falling to earth at a greater or less distance, stifle animals and 
plants under their showers of dust."  

~ excerpt from The Storybook of Science by Jean Henri Fabre, copyright 1917 
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THE SHEPHERD OF CLOUDS 
 

 Once upon a time a young husband and wife named Giles and 
Phyllida lived in a cottage in the heart of a great plain. League 
upon league, the rich land fell away to the west, there to end at a 
wall of high mountains into whose fastnesses no one had ever 
ventured. Yet the mountains were very beautiful. In the cold of a 
clear winter's day, the snowy summits and rust-colored pinnacles 
shone bright and near at hand; in the spring, fogs hid them, and 
lay like gray mantles upon the lower slopes. Midway in the 
mountain wall, a wide chasm marked the entrance to a deep, 
gloomy valley, out of which a roaring mountain torrent hurried, to 
lose itself in the plain below. And because somewhere in the heart 
of this dark valley storms were brewed, whose dark clouds, laden 
with lightning and hail, poured from between the crags of the 
valley out over the land, this valley was known as the Valley of 

Thunder. According to an old legend, out of this valley a king should one day come to rule over the people of the plain. 
 
Giles and Phyllida kept house by themselves. They had two cows, one red and white, the other black and white, a flock 
of hens, some hives of bees, a white horse, a dog, and a cat. All day long Phyllida worked happily at the household tasks, 
baking the sweet white bread and marking the fresh golden butter into square pats, while Giles went out to work in the 
waving grain; and Phyllida, watching from a window, would see the sun flash on the uplifted blade of her husband's 
scythe. 
 
One day Phyllida said to Giles, "I have made a dress for the youngest child of our cousins, Jack and Jill, and this 
morning I shall saddle the white horse and ride over to their cottage. Perhaps I may stay with them for a few days. You 
will find a fresh baking of bread and a meat-pie in the larder. Good-bye, Giles; I'll soon be home again." 
 
So Giles answered, "Goodbye," and away rode Phyllida on the white horse. 
 
A few days passed, and Giles, wandering here and there through the quiet house, felt very lonely indeed. Finally he 
could stand it no longer, and said to himself, "Phyllida must be on her way home now; I shall walk down the highway 
and meet her." 
 
So he turned all the animals loose in the fields, and putting a few slices of bread and cheese in his pockets, set forth 
upon the road. Leagues ahead of him stood the mysterious mountains rising palely through the haze of the midsummer 
afternoon. A pale violet light fell on their distant precipices, and the snow in the rifts upon their sides appeared of the 
purest and loveliest white. Gusts of wind hurrying from the distant summits swept the great plain, and the fields of 
ripening wheat bent before them and rustled harshly. 
 
Suddenly, down the throat of the Thunder Valley, Giles saw a river of lightning fall, and from far away came a low 
murmur of thunder. Then, faster and faster, a storm poured down the chasm like a flood, drowning out the light of the 
sun, stilling the songs of the little birds, and turning to the sky the pale underside of the leaves of the roadside trees. A 
darkness as of night itself covered the land. Rain began to fall in great spattering drops. Now, by the glare of the 
lightning, Giles would see the endless fields, drenched and waving in the rain; now the Thunder Valley itself, covered 
with a floor of onrushing cloud unfolding, turning, and sinking in continuous and multitudinous activity. 
 
Night came on amid the storm, and a flash of lightning revealed to Giles that he had lost his way. Hoping to find a 
shelter or some friendly cottage, however, he plunged on; but the road became worse and worse, and he was again and 
again forced to wade brooks flooded by the tempest. At length his steps led him into a pinewood, and there in the 
thickest part he found a little shelter, and fell asleep. 
 
When he woke, numb, cramped, and cold, he found to his horror that in the night and darkness he had blundered on 
into the Valley of Thunder, into which no living soul had ever before advanced. Worst of all, he could not find the way 
by which he had entered, for high crags rose on every side and held him prisoner. Presently, to his amazement, he 
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beheld a narrow flight of steps cut in the solid rock of the mountainside. Up these steps climbed Giles, and as he 
mounted higher, the stairs began to twist and turn amid the crags and pinnacles. At the end of an hour's ascent, he 
found himself at a turn from which the Thunder Valley, the chasm through which it opened into the plain, and the wide 
plain itself, could all be seen. 
 
Giles lingered there a while, trying to see his own cottage, or perhaps Phyllida on her white horse; but he could see 
neither one nor the other. So he began to climb again. All day long he climbed and climbed and climbed. Twilight fell. 
The circle of the sun dropped below the level horizon of the distant fields. One still golden star hung on the fringe of 
the sunglow. The stairs began to widen, and presently Giles found himself at the summit of the mountain. Before his 
eyes lay a little level field surrounded by strange crags and pinnacles, looming tall and black against the fast-appearing 
stars, and as Giles rubbed his eyes in wonder, lights shone here and there in the sides of the towering rocks, even as 
lights shine in the windows of a village when you see it from afar. 
 
Giles rubbed his eyes again. Lights? What could they mean? Presently a great door, cut in the side of a towering mass of 
stone, opened with a burst of light, and toward Giles there hurried the two strangest creatures whom he had ever seen. 
These were two elves, alike as two peas and each about three feet tall. Instead of having ears much like other elves, 
however, the first one had ears like great curved cornucopias, which projected almost a foot on each side of his 
enormous round head, while the other, whose ears were quite natural, had but one huge eye in the centre of his 
forehead. 
 
Without saying a single word, these strange elves seized Giles by the hands, and after hurrying him across the open 
space, urged him through the open doors into the house in the crags. 
 
Still keeping silence, the elves led Giles through hundreds of splendid rooms and great halls, all lighted by hanging 
lamps as countless in number as the leaves upon the trees. Suddenly, a great archway rose before them, through which 
appeared a hall larger and brighter than all the others seen before. At one end of it, under a canopy of rosy-gray, stood a 
golden throne, and on the throne sat a being dressed in radiant blue—in blue such as the sky wears after a rain, when 
the dark clouds with bright edges break asunder and reveal the glory overhead. At the same moment, the countless 
mountain elves gathered in the hall began to sing: 
 
 "All Hail, All Hail to the Shepherd of Clouds, Who, high in his mountain-top, rules o'er the' weather;  He sends the rich 
rain over mountain and plain, And sprinkles the dew-drops afar o'er the heather." 
 
The elves led Giles before the Shepherd. 
 
"How comest thou, mortal, to invade my mountain?" said the Shepherd. 
 
"I went forth to seek Phyllida," said Giles, "and lost my way in the storm." 
 
"What sayest thou, Eye-o?" said the Shepherd to the elf with the single great eye in his forehead. 
 
"The mortal speaks the truth," answered Eye-o in the queerest, squeakiest voice. "I saw him set out yesterday from his 
cottage on the plain. He had not gone far when the storm which Your Mightiness prepared in the morning and sent 
forth in the afternoon overtook him. He lost his way, and chance led him to your dwelling, O Shepherd of Clouds." 
 
"What sayest thou, Ear-o?" said the Shepherd to the elf with the great ears. 
 
"I heard him say good-bye to his wife Wednesday last," replied the elf in a voice exactly like that of his brother. 
"Phyllida said to him, 'You will find a fresh baking of bread and a meatpie in the larder.'" 
 
The Shepherd of Clouds fixed his deep, solemn gaze upon Giles and said, "Mortal, I have hearkened to your story and 
to the words of my faithful Eye-o, who sees all things that happen in the whole wide world; I have paid heed to the 
words of Ear-o, who hears all things that are to be heard under the sun. Chance has led you to discover the secret of the 
weather. Nevermore must you revisit the lower world. Here shall you stay till Death overtakes you. Obey me, and I will 
give you happiness and honor; seek to escape, and my lightning will find you wheresoever you may hide." 
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"Oh, no! no! no!" cried poor Giles, throwing himself down before the throne. "Great Shepherd of Clouds, do not keep 
me here. Let me return to my cottage on the plain, to Phyllida who waits for me, and knows not whither I am gone or 
whether I am living or dead. Oh, let me go, let me go!" 
 
But the Shepherd only shook his head austerely, and rising from his throne, disappeared behind the rose-gray curtains. 
Again the mountain elves sang, and as they sang, the great hall slowly grew darker than the darkest night, and cold gusts 
of wind arose wailing in the darkness. Presently Giles felt his body grow weak, strong hands seized him and bore him 
up, and an instant later a deep sleep blotted out the world. 
 
When he awoke, he found himself in a little room. Dawn was at hand, and the sweet, cold mountain air was blowing 
through the eastern window. Suddenly, the door swung open, and Eye-o and Ear-o entered. 
 
"The sun is rising, Giles," said Ear-o, "and your appointed task awaits you. The Shepherd wishes the clouds released at 
once. Hurry, hurry, hurry, Giles, and open their prison-door." 
 
So Giles went forth with the elves. Over the summit of the mountain they ran, along a path which wandered here and 
there--now dodging between huge boulders, now skirting terrible precipices. Presently Giles saw a monstrous wall of 
rock rising before him, in which were fixed two brazen doors taller and more stately than he had ever seen in the world 
below. Beside these doors, a flight of steps began, which led to the top of the wall. 
 
Curious to see what lay behind the wall and the closed doors, Giles hurried to the top. He found himself standing at the 
brink of a great bowl, many miles wide and many miles long, hollowed out of the very rock of the mountaintop. Within 
this bowl, like a giant flock of sheep, lay hundreds of clouds on whose misty tops the rising sun poured gold, pale 
lavender, and rose. At first, Giles thought them motionless, but as he gazed intently within the bowl, he saw that the 
clouds moved and swayed much like anchored ships in a tide. 
 
This bowl was the weather-bowl. In it the Shepherd of Clouds prepared the weather for the neighboring countries. One 
day he would keep the fair-weather clouds at home and let the rain-clouds sail over the land; on another day, he would 
keep all the clouds in and let the sun shine; on other days he would mix together such frosts, mists, and snow-flurries as 
the season required. 
 
Suddenly, ringing infinitely sweet over the mountaintop, rose the clear music of a silver horn. 
 
"It is the Shepherd!" cried Eye-o and Ear-o. 
 
"The hour is at hand to send the clouds over the earth. Quick, Giles, unbar the doors!" 
 
So Giles unbound the giant doors, which of their own volition opened wide. A sound as of thunder heard from far away 
over the sea beat upon Giles's ear as the portals turned upon their hinges. In answer to this sound, the clouds rose and 
lifted their golden heads, and hastening to the brazen doors, one by one escaped through them to the sunlit spaces of 
the morning sky. There, they formed themselves into a fleet, and sailed majestically away. 
 
Thus Giles became the servant of the Shepherd of Clouds. It was his task to unbar the door when the Shepherd had 
prepared the weather; it was his to lock the clouds in, once they had returned from the heavens in answer to the 
Shepherd's summoning horn. In time he came to know the rain-clouds from their fair-weather brothers; he learned how 
frosts were sent forth; how fogs were made; and he was even allowed to prepare a small storm. He saw the icy caverns 
in which the hailstones lie piled in monstrous bags, the lightning-bolts in their crystal jars, and even the imprisoned 
storm-winds. You may be sure that, when he could so arrange it, Phyllida's garden had quite the finest variety of 
weather. For Eye-o and Ear-o would tell him about her. 
 
"Tell me, what is Phyllida doing?" Giles would say again and again. 
 
And Eye-o would answer, "She is out in the garden gathering plums"; or, "she is in the kitchen making gingerbread." 
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And then Giles would say to Ear-o, "Tell me, what is Phyllida saying?" 
 
And Ear-o would answer, “Oh, would that my lad were home!” 
 
Two years passed, and Giles, who had found no opportunity of escape, began to lose hope of doing so. Never again, he 
feared, would he see Phyllida. One day, with Eye-o and Ear-o by his side, he sat on a great boulder and gazed gloomily 
down on the plain. Spring was just ripening into early summer, the plain was at its very greenest and loveliest, and here 
and there a little blue wood-smoke hung over the tiny villages. Giles thought of Phyllida far, far away, and a terrible 
loneliness poured into his heart. Eye-o and Ear-o sitting beside him, their long, strange arms clasped about their knees, 
looked on with sympathy. Presently Ear-o's right ear turned itself about, and after a moment's silence, the elf said, "I 
hear voices telling of war. I hear the Robber King of the Black Lakes summoning his terrible army. He is preparing a 
secret attack on the people of the plain." 
 
"I see him! I see him!" cried Eye-o. "He is talking to the Grand Chamberlain Scelerato." 
 
"Listen," said Ear-o. "He is saying, 'We will sweep the land at dawn, steal the grain, and destroy every village to its 
foundation.'" 
 
"I see the robbers gathering," said Eye-o. "They are hiding in the dark pine forests, lest they be seen by the people of 
the plain. The sunlight pierces here and there through the thick branches and shines on the breastplates of the armed 
men." 
 
At this terrible news, Giles was stricken to the heart with anxiety and fear. What was to become of Phyllida and the 
people of the plain? If he could only hurry down the mountain and warn them! If he could only escape! And he looked 
round eagerly, as he had looked a thousand times before, for any avenue of escape; but his gaze met only the great 
precipices of the mountain and the guarded stairs. 
 
What could he do? His heart became like ice, and he feared to gaze upon the plain lest he see the smoke of burning 
villages. All night long he never closed his eyes. At dawn he rose and hurried to the top of the gate which overlooked 
the cloud-bowl. For two whole weeks, not a cloud had been allowed to roam the sky, and it seemed to Giles that the 
mists were angry, and that a darkness brooded upon them. Turning toward the plain, Giles saw, at the edge of the land, 
a little glow of fire. The robbers had invaded the plain! 
 
Presently Eye-o came clambering up the steps. 
 
"I see a village in flames," said the elf. "The inhabitants are fleeing down the roads. The news is spreading, and the 
people of the plain are hurrying to seek refuge in the mountains." 
 
"Oh, where is Phyllida?" cried Giles. 
 
"She is on the highway with Jack and Jill and their children, hastening toward the Valley of Thunder," answered the elf. 
 
Suddenly Giles stood up, and throwing his arms high over his head, uttered a loud shout. "I can save them," he cried. 
"Let us send a storm against the robbers. Hurry, let us prepare the worst tempest that ever was seen." 
 
And away he ran to the hailstone caverns, and carrying bag after bag to the brim, emptied them all into the weather-
bowl; he then tossed in a dozen skinsful of the fiercest storm-winds, and ended by casting in all the jars of thunderbolts 
that were to be found in the cavern. You should have heard the crash of the crystal vases on the rocky floor of the 
weather-bowl, and the hiss with which the lightning escaped and hid in the rolling edges of the clouds. The great bowl 
roared and trembled, the clouds massed together and grew dark; lightning played over the black crests of the 
thunderheads. From the top of the gate, Giles took one satisfied look into the imprisoned tempest, and then hurried 
down to unbar the door. 
 
Through the gates, like wild herds, poured the clouds, and rising in the air, were caught by the spreading storm-winds 
and whirled madly over the sky. The thunder roared as no mortal had ever before heard it or ever will hear it again, and 
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the tempest sailed away to break in all its anger over the heads of the robber army. So terrible was the noise that the 
enchanted mountain trembled to its very foundations. 
 
Hearing the roar, the Shepherd of Clouds himself was roused and ran down to the cloud bowl; but so dark was the 
mountaintop that he lost his way, and narrowly missed falling down a precipice. The mountain elves, terrified by the 
confusion, ran hither and thither like ants whose nests had been opened. Crash went the thunder! Rumble, rumble, 
rumble, room, rrrr-rang bang! bang! 
 
Once he had seen the storm break over the robber army, Giles, taking advantage of the darkness, noise, and confusion, 
determined to make one more effort to escape. Down the endless stairs he hurried, splashing through the falling rain, 
down, and down, and down. Once at the bottom, he was lucky enough to find the path out of the chasm, and hurried 
along it to the mouth of the Valley of Thunder. 
 
He was free! The terrible storm had spent itself, and the sun was beginning to shine on the thousand raindrops caught 
in the matted grass. A rainbow formed just as Giles approached the plain, and the little birds came out to shake the rain 
from their feathers. 
 
Now, in the secure shelter of an overhanging cliff, were to be found those people of the plain who had fled to the valley 
for refuge; and when these poor worried folk saw Giles coming down the valley, they recalled the prophecy that a king 
should come to them out of the valley, and hailed Giles as their king. Best of all, Phyllida herself ran out, and threw her 
arms about her husband. As for the robbers, the storm had overwhelmed them and swept them all into the river. There, 
I am glad to say, they turned into little fishes. 
 
When the Shepherd of Clouds found that Giles had escaped after making all this disturbance, he was very angry, and 
rushed to his lightning closet to hurl some thunderbolts at him. When he got to the closet, however, he found that Giles 
had used every single bolt, and that the cupboard was empty. Consequently, he had to wait till the end of summer 
before he could get some new lightning, and by that time, he was so busy arranging the autumn frosts that he quite 
forgot about Giles. 
 
So Giles and Phyllida became King and Queen of the people of the plain and lived happily ever after. 

~ excerpt from The Firelight Fairy Book by Maurice E. Day, copyright 1919 

 

STRUCK BY LIGHTNING 

There was but little further interest in kite flying that afternoon, when the young observer ended his story of the Galveston 
hurricane. The boys had been brought close to danger and they crowded around the stranger with questions concerning the 
hurricane. The lads were all the more thrilled by reason of the fact that the sky was becoming dark and ominous, and that, 
even while the stranger spoke, the clouds grew more threatening. 

"There might be a hurricane coming now," said the youngest of the group, looking fearfully at the sky. 

"No," answered the observer, "that's nothing but a thunderstorm. You'll never forget the look of the hurricane as it comes 
near, if you've seen it once." 

"Nor a tornado," put in Ross, and he told of Dan'l's death and of his narrow escape with Anton. 

I was in the St. Louis tornado," the observer rejoined, and in turn he told of the devastation that had struck the city in 1896.  

While this book was in press a most destructive series of tornadoes visited the United States, Illinois especially suffering. 
Hundreds of deaths were recorded. 
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Meantime the thunderstorm was drawing closer and the thunder and the lightning grew gradually nearer. 

"Do you suppose, sir," asked Tom, "that it would be safe to send up the kite? I've been listening to the hurricane story, and 
haven't taken the weekly observation yet. Franklin sent up a kite in a storm." 

"It might be safe, but I wouldn't advise it," answered the Forecaster. "Franklin did it deliberately, for a different purpose, and 
it was because of his experiment with a kite that we first found out about lightning." 

"Yes," answered Tom, who knew the story well, "and he collected sparks from the string. But that was a silk string, Mr. 
Levin. I should think this piano wire would be much worse." 

"Why?" asked the Forecaster. "On the contrary, it would act as a lightning-rod. Your kite reel is of metal and fastened to the 
ground. Wire is a much better conductor of electricity than the body, so that there's less likelihood of your being struck." 

"Is it the difference between a good conductor and a bad one that makes people put up lightning-rods?" asked Fred. 

"Certainly. All that a lightning rod does is to convey to the ground the electricity that is about to strike a building. That's the 
whole system of lightning protection. I can explain it to you fairly well by trees. You know in fairy tales that some trees are 
supposed to be wicked and other trees are supposed to be good?" 

"Yes, sir," put in Anton, "Dan'l used to talk about that. He always used to say that the oak tree was a black witch tree and 
that the beech tree and the alder tree were white witches." 

"Like nearly all folk-lore," replied the Forecaster, "there's a mighty good reason for that superstition. Folklore, after all, is 
merely keen observation reduced to a saying or a story. It is true that the oak-tree is a black witch so far as lightning is 
concerned and that the beech and alder are white witches. The proportion of trees struck by lightning has often been 
counted and for every fifty-four oaks struck, only one beech, or birch, or maple or alder is struck. Elms are fairly dangerous, 
being forty to the beech's one, and pines are less so, their ratio being fifteen. Not only this, boys, but a good deal depends on 
the way in which a tree is struck. An oak-tree may be riven into splinters, showing the terrible resistance that it gives to the 
stroke. A beech-tree, usually, is killed outright, yet shows but little outward injury. The oak has resisted the current, it is a bad 
conductor; the beech has allowed the current to flow directly to the ground. 

 
BRANCH LIGHTNING. Copyright by H. E. Clark, Indianapolis. Courtesy of U.S. Weather Bureau. 
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MULTIPLE FLASHES, courtesy of General Electric Co., Schenectady, NY 

"So, boys, if you are in a mixed forest and stand beneath a tree, the figures show that you are fifty-four times as likely to be 
struck with lightning when standing beneath an oak, instead of a beech. Not only that, but if the oak be struck, the lightning 
may jump from the tree to you more surely than it would from a beech-tree. 

"It's surprising," he went on, "but even trees of closely related character show very different effects of lightning. 'Nothing 
but lightning,' writes John Muir, 'hurts the Sequoia or Big Tree. It lives on through indefinite thousands of years, until 
burned, blown down or undermined, or shattered by some tremendous lightning stroke. No ordinary bolt ever hurts the 
Sequoia. I have seen silver firs split into long peeled rails radiating like spokes of a wheel from a hole in the ground where 
the tree stood. But the Sequoia, instead of being split and shivered, usually has forty to fifty feet of its brash knotty top 
smashed off in short chunks, about the size of cord-wood, the rosy-red ruins covering the ground in a circle one hundred 
feet wide or more. 

"'I never saw any that had been cut down to the ground, or even to below the branches, except one about twelve feet in 
diameter, the greater part of which was smashed to fragments. All the very old Sequoias have lost their heads by lightning. 
All things come to him who waits, but of all living things, Sequoia is perhaps the only one able to wait long enough to make 
sure of being struck by lightning. Thousands of years it stands ready and waiting, offering its head to every passing cloud, as 
if inviting its fate, praying for Heaven's fire as a blessing, and when, at last, the old head is off, another of the same shape 
immediately grows on.'" 

"And then, I suppose," said Fred, "it will never be struck again. Lightning never strikes twice in the same place." 

"Oh, yes, it does," said the Forecaster. "That's all nonsense. Take the Eiffel Tower in Paris, for example. That's struck nearly 
every time there's a thunderstorm. But lightning can't hurt the Eiffel Tower because practically the entire building is a 
lightning-rod and it has been very carefully grounded into deep wells, a long way below the ground." 

"I've been wondering," said Anton thoughtfully, with his characteristic opening, "just how a thunder-and-lightning storm 
happens. You promised to explain it to me, Mr. Levin," he continued, "and you never have." 

"Very good," said the Forecaster, briskly, "I'll explain it now. And you couldn't have picked a better day for your question, 
Anton, because we can see the tail end of that thunderstorm going off to the east, and, if I'm not mistaken, there's another 
one coming up to thesouthwest. Do you see that layer of cirrostratus clouds?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And do you notice those festoons of cloud, slowly coming down and dissolving—you see there's one small one there, and 
another one a little larger, behind?" 



 

      35 

"Sure!" 

"Well, those are the heralds of a thunderstorm. We've only seen those since my nephew began talking about the hurricane, 
about an hour ago. Away off on the horizon, though, you can see a bigger bunch of those festoons, dropping from the five-
mile height of the cirrostratus and condensing away down lower. This heat that we're now feeling will diminish, just as soon 
as that cloud covers the sun, not because the sun is hidden, but because of a change of wind." 

"But the storm's coming up at right angles to the wind," said Tom, "the wind's a little east of south." 

"It'll blow from the north-east presently," declared the forecaster oracularly. 

"Directly opposite to the storm?" ejaculated the kite expert in surprise. 

"Certainly," was the answer, "that's a part of the thunderstorm formation. You can see now," he continued, "how the 
thunder heads of cumulonimbus are beginning to show, leaden in color below, with the white billowy tops. They're very 
thick, those masses of cloud, perhaps two miles thick, and the gray rain curtain trails along behind them. Well, Tom, what is 
it?" he added, turning to the boy, who was claiming his attention. 

"The wind's shifting," answered the lad. 

"To the eastward? Of course. It'll be northeast in a minute or two, as I told you. It's got to be." 

"But why, sir?" asked Tom. "I don't see why a surface wind should have to blow up against a storm." 

"That," said the Forecaster, "is quite easy. If the rain is falling, it brings down a mass of cold air with it, displacing the warm 
air that lies before the advancing storm. The warm air is driven forward, but, at the same time, the descending cold air 
requires warm air to replace it in its turn, and the warm air, therefore, curves backward and flows into the upper portion of 
the storm cloud, where its moisture is condensed as rain. So, my boy, a little distance in advance of a thunderstorm there are 
three currents of air, an upper current of cold air, traveling in the same direction as the storm, and driving the cirrus clouds 
before it; a current of warm air, going in the opposite direction to the storm and pouring a torrent of warm air into the 
cloud; and the cold squall, which drives out from under the thunder-cloud and which comes in violent gusts." 

"But I thought," said Fred, "that thunder and lightning came from two clouds 
banging together. If most of the thunder storms travel from the west, where does 
this banging come in?" 

"It doesn't come in at all," the forecaster replied; "thunder and lightning do not 
result from clouds striking each other. It's not quite so simple as that. 

"The lower air is full of positive electricity just as the surface of the earth is 
charged with negative electricity. As you know, boys, rain is formed by a lot of 
little drops of moisture combining to form one large drop, which, when it is heavy 
enough, falls to the ground. Now the surface of every drop of moisture is charged 
with electricity. When these drops come together to make one big drop, the 
surface of the big drop is proportionately much smaller than the combined 
surfaces of all the small drops. There isn't room enough on the surface of the big 
drop to hold all the electricity that existed on the surface of the larger number of 
smaller drops and, therefore, a great deal of electricity is set free. 

 

EIFFEL TOWER STRUCK BY LIGHTNING. Unusual example of attraction of electric discharge. This great structure in Paris is struck in almost every 
thunderstorm. 
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LIGHTNING FLASH STRIKING BUILDING. Single disruptive discharge of great intensity, at 
Greensboro, N.C. This non-branched form is rare. Courtesy of Gen. Electric Co., Schenectady, 
NY. 

"Only a few flashes of lightning reach the earth. Most lightning-flashes occur 
between two cloud masses in the body of the thundercloud. Photographs of these 
show them to consist of scores of fine branches which jump from one cloud to the 
other, the flash being strong or weak according to the distance to be jumped. You 
can see that a very faint flash could jump a distance of an inch, but that it would 
take a stronger current to jump a yard, and that a terrific force of electricity must 
have accumulated before the current is strong enough to break down the resistance 
of the non-conducting air and jump a quarter of a mile. When lightning is attracted 
by the earth, it means that the air between the thundercloud and the earth is being 
subjected to a constant strain, and the weakest place gives way first. The weakest 
place, generally, is the place when the jump is shortest and there is a good 
conductor available. 

"One of the reasons that buildings and trees are struck by lightning is because they project up into the air, and according to 
their height, they remove a corresponding amount of the poorly conducting air. If the lower edge of a thundercloud is two 
thousand five hundred feet above the air, and the spire of a church is five hundred feet high, it follows that it is easier for a 
flash to jump two thousand feet than two thousand five hundred. So when the electricity-bearing cloud comes over the 
church spire the flash will leap to the church, five hundred feet of obstacle being removed. The highest building, therefore, is 
usually struck first, or the highest tree in a forest. 

"A lightning-rod or conductor is the best preventive against the destruction of a building by lightning, if the rod sticks up in 
the air above the building, even a couple of feet. The current will more readily strike the lightning rod. As these are made of 
metal—copper or iron, generally—which are extremely good conductors, the current flows through them to the ground 
without harming the building. 

"The big lightning flashes that you see, boys, aren't always a single flash, but often a whole series of flashes, which 
occasionally run up as well as down. The resistance of the air being broken down, makes a path for the electrical discharge, 
so that the conductor does not have to stand the entire strain of the cloud at once, but only in a series of discharges. 
Photographs of lightning flashes show these very clearly." 

"I've never done any lightning photography," said Ralph disgustedly, "I'd never thought of it." 

"You try it," said the Forecaster, "and you'll find that there are no two flashes of lightning that look alike. Some of them are 
several miles long. One thing you will notice at once, Ralph, and that is that lightning is never zigzag, the way you see it in 
pictures, but runs in an irregular line, winding a little like a river-course." 

"How about sheet-lightning?" asked Ralph. 

"That's just the same as any other kind of lightning," was the reply, "except that it doesn't come to the earth or is so distant 
that the earth flash is not visible. It is generally due to discharges between upper and lower clouds, and the lower clouds are 
illuminated by the lightning. Heat-lightning, as it is called, is pretty much the same thing." 

"Father told me once," said Fred, "that during a thunder-storm, a ball of fire came down on the chimney and rolled all 
around the room like a bubble of quicksilver and then struck a shovel that was standing in the corner, when it blew up with a 
bang. What was that, Mr. Levin?" 



 

      37 

"That's globe, or ball lightning," was the reply. "There have been some very curious freaks done with these electric balls. One 
of them, in a baker's shop at Paris, jumped into an open oven door and exploded, giving off so much heat that a pan of 
biscuits was baked in the fraction of a second. At least, so Flammarion tells the story, though it sounds a bit queer." 

"But what's the cause of ball-lightning?" 

"We don't know," answered the Forecaster, simply. 

"A couple of days before the Galveston hurricane," put in the young observer, "I noticed two or three examples of St. 
Elmo's fires, and even had them from my fingers." 

"What are St. Elmo's fires?" queried Fred. 

"Corpse candles, they used to be called," the young observer answered, "or St. John's fires. They are brush-like discharges of 
electricity, being discharged from the earth towards the sky, and generally gather on elevated points, such as the masts of 
ships, the tips of trees or the iron railings around a roof. It was on the top of the Weather Bureau building in Galveston that 
I saw them, just the other day. They look like a bluish flame, and give a crackling sound. I had my hand on the rail and was 
reaching up with the other hand towards the anemometer when I noticed from my third and little fingers two blue flames 
burning. It looked exactly as if my hand were alight." 

"Weren't you afraid of being killed?" the boy asked. 

"No," said the observer, "that's not the way that one gets killed with lightning. The St. Elmo's fire is a very weak electric 
discharge. My fingers tingled a little, that was all." 

"But do many people get killed with lightning?" queried Ross. "I thought that it was really quite rare." 

"Not as rare as you would think," the Forecaster answered. "About five hundred people are killed by lightning every year in 
the United States and there is an annual property loss of eight million dollars." 

"Is that high as compared with other countries?" Anton asked. 

"Yes," the Forecaster replied, "more people are killed by lightning in the Western States than in any place in the world. In the 
Dakotas, out of every million deaths twenty-seven are due to lightning; in Missouri, twenty-one. In Hungary sixteen out of 
every million deaths are due to lightning; in the United States as a whole, ten; in Germany, six; in England, four; in France 
and Sweden, three, and in Belgium, two. The greatest number of deaths by lightning are on the plains, the fewest in the 
cities." 

"I should think lightning would be much worse in the city," said Ross, "because if a building is struck with a lot of people in 
it, they'd all be killed." 

The Forecaster shook his head. 

"Not at all," he said. "Last year, for example, a church was struck by lightning on a Sunday morning, during a religious 
service. There were three hundred people in the building. It was a bolt of unusual force, which practically wrecked the 
church. Only six people were killed by lightning, thirty were injured from the falling timbers, seventy were made unconscious 
by shock, and two hundred were absolutely uninjured. 
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"The largest number of persons killed by lightning at any one time in America was in an amusement park in Chicago. Eleven 
people had huddled into a zinc-lined hut under a pier, for protection from the rain. The lightning struck the pier and jumped 
to the hut. If the hut had touched the wet sand, none of them would have been hurt, but the hut was on posts a couple of 
inches above the beach. The lightning could not escape to the ground and it spread from the zinc sides, killing every one 
there. A piece of wire a sixteenth of an inch thick and six inches long, running from the hut into the ground, might have 
saved every life." 

In the distance a flash of lightning followed by a low rumble of thunder told of the nearer approach of the storm. 

The Galveston observer took his watch from his pocket and counted the seconds between the flash and the thunder. 

"Fifty seconds!" he continued. "The front of the storm is still ten miles away." 

"Do you reckon five seconds to a mile between the lightning and the thunder?" asked Anton. 

"Yes," the observer replied, "light travels so fast that for something as near as a lightning flash, you can reckon it as 
instantaneous, while sound only travels at a little more than a thousand feet a second." 

"But why does thunder make a noise?" asked Fred. "You told me the clouds didn't bang together." 

"They don't," the forecaster answered. "Thunder is caused by the electric discharge. You've heard Bob's big wireless outfit 
crackle, when he sends out a spark, haven't you?" 

"Sure," said Fred, "you can hardly hear yourself talk, when Bob's got his wireless busy." 

"And why does that crackle? Do you know, Bob?" he asked, turning to the wireless expert. 

"No," answered the boy. 

"You've often heard the crackling of a near-by thunder compared to an irregular volley of rifles, haven't you?" 

"Yes." 

"Naturally, because that's exactly what it is. A rifle shot is an explosion caused by the firing of a powder, which, in turn, 
means the expansion of the powder into gases, the force of that expansion driving forward the bullet. Sound, as you know, is 
a series of air vibrations. The explosion wave sets up a series of these vibrations, by compressing the air in front of it. 

"Lightning does the same thing. When a lightning flash breaks down the resistance of the air, and passes through a channel 
of air, it heats the air suddenly to a temperature of two or three thousand degrees, causing a terrific expansion along the 
entire length of the flash and starting an explosion wave. This compresses the air on all sides and sets sound vibrations in 
action. As soon as the flash is discharged, the air rushes back to fill the partial vacuum that the heating by electricity has 
caused, adding force to the vibrations. 
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CARRIED IN THE AIR THREE MILES FROM THEIR STABLE 

 
GRAND PIANO PICKED UP BY A TORNADO AND DROPPED IN A COW-PASTURE. Courtesy of T. B. Jennings, U.S. Weather 
Bureau, Topeka, KS. 

"That's why you hear the crackle of near-by thunder. You are near enough to hear the explosions made by all the little side-
branches of the lightning flash—you can hear the same sometimes when you comb your hair or rub a cat's fur—while the 
big crashes are due to your hearing, all at once, the main wave of sound set in action by the flash jumping from the cloud to 
the earth or from one cloud to another. 

"The rumble of the thunder—which used to be thought the rolling of a chariot in the sky, is due to the different distances of 
various portions of the discharge, to the echo of the explosions from the projecting hills and valleys of the cloud forms, and 
to the irregular shape of the earth, when the sound waves strike the ground." 

"Hail is electric, too, isn't it?" said Anton. "In a hail-storm the other day I noticed that the hail jumped up a lot higher from 
an old piece of iron that lay on the ground than from a stone right beside it. I tried the iron and the stone with a marble, 
after the storm was over, and the marble bounced higher from the stone. I figured that there must be some kind of electric 
repulsion and that the hail must be electrified." 
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"It is, very often," the forecaster answered. "In some very violent electric storms, you'll see hail jump up as if it were alive, 
when it strikes the earth. Of course, boys, there's some slight elasticity in a hail-stone, too, because a good many of them are 
made like an onion or a pearl, with a number of layers round each other." 

"But why in the world should a hail-stone be made like an onion?" said Fred, with a puzzled stare. "Isn't hail just frozen 
rain?" 

"No," answered the forecaster, "frozen rain is sleet, which is never seen in summer. It is caused by the rain in the upper air 
falling through a cold layer of surface air and becoming frozen on the way. Sleet is ice, and transparent. 

"Hail never falls in winter, only in summer, and almost always in connection with a thunderstorm. It is made by drops of 
moisture, like very fine rain, being carried by the strong upward currents of a thunderstorm to altitudes where the air is very 
cold, there becoming coated with a layer of snow, and becoming heavier, falling through the less active upward currents on 
the edge of a storm. As these snow-covered frozen raindrops fall through the clouds, they grow bigger, because on their cold 
snow surfaces the moisture condenses and is frozen to a skin of ice. At the base of the cloud, they are often sucked in by the 
upward current and carried up again for another layer of snow, falling again through the clouds and being covered with 
another skin of ice. This may happen a dozen or a hundred times, the hailstones growing in size with every successive layer 
of snow and ice, until at last they become so heavy that they can no longer be carried up by the ascending currents, and fall 
to the ground." 

"No wonder hailstones sometimes get so big!" exclaimed Fred. "I've seen them as big as pigeon's eggs. I never could 
understand it." 

"I've seen hailstones that weighed more than half a pound," the Forecaster answered. "Not so very long ago, two ranchers 
and six hundred head of cattle were killed by hail in one Texas storm. Not a single animal was left alive. The loss from hail in 
our Western states is so large that most of the progressive farmers pay heavy hail insurance. Jagged bits of hail the size of a 
child's fist are not at all uncommon. If I'm not mistaken," he continued, "we may have some hail this afternoon, but nothing 
like that. This county isn't in the regular hail-belt." 

During the description of the storm, Tom had been reeling in his kite and after the week's observations had been duly made 
and recorded, the boys prepared to scatter. Before they left, the Forecaster turned to them, his hand on Anton's shoulder. 

"I think you boys ought to know," he said, "that I received a letter the other day from the Chief of the Weather Bureau. He's 
going down to New Orleans next month, and has promised to drop off here and spend the night with me. We were chums 
at college. He ought to meet the Mississippi League of the Weather." 

An excited cheer went up from the boys. 

"And what's more," the Forecaster went on, "I can tell you this—that just as soon as Anton is old enough, there will be a 
place waiting for him in the Bureau. He knows almost enough now to pass the Civil Service Exam, and in a couple of years 
he'll be as well equipped to enter the Service as any of the boys that are going in. I miss my guess if we don't find out, some 
day, that Issaquena County has given to the United States one of the best meteorologists of the next generation." 

"Three cheers for Anton!" shouted Fred. 

They were given heartily and the boys separated in groups, excitedly discussing what they ought to do to prepare for the visit 
of the Chief of the Weather Bureau. Anton and Ross drove home to Anton's place together, Ross driving and the crippled 
lad, with his eyes glowing with enthusiasm, talking about the work he intended to do in the ranks of the Weather Bureau. 

Meanwhile, the storm grew nearer and nearer. The thunder, which had been rolling menacingly, now came with shorter and 
sharper claps. 

"I wonder if we'll get home before the rain," said Ross and leaned forward to slap the pony with the reins. 
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At the instant that he leaned forward there was a blinding flash of light, and, almost simultaneously, a terrific crash. 

For a second Anton was stunned, and then, as the frightened pony started to bolt, he saw he was alone. 

Ross was gone. 

The crippled lad cast a frightened glance over his shoulder and saw his chum lying on the ground beside the roadway, 
stripped to the skin. Some pieces of his clothing, burning and smoldering, lay a few feet away. 

Grabbing the reins, Anton managed to pull the pony down to a walk and scrambled out, awkwardly, with the crutch, but 
rapidly. 

The lightning, as so often happens, had snatched every stitch of Ross's clothes from him. There was not a mark of a burn on 
the boy's body, but he lay deathly still, with his arm cramped under him. 

Anton, exerting all his strength, rolled his chum over on his back. Then, kneeling across him, as best he could with his lame 
leg, he took Ross's wrists, jerked his arms to their full length, brought the wrists back upon the chest and pressed. Again he 
stretched the arms out, again brought them back, and pressed. Again, and again and again. 

Time passed and the perspiration stood out on the crippled lad's forehead and trickled down into his eyes and the corners of 
his mouth. Yet he did not pause for a second. 

He stretched the arms out, brought them in and pressed down upon the chest. 

Again and again and again. 

Fifteen minutes passed, and there was no sign. 

Probably further work was of no use, but Anton persisted. He could not stop, as long as there was a chance. 

Out, in again, and pressure on the chest. 

A clatter of approaching wheels caused Anton to look up. It was the buggy, with his father whipping the pony to full speed, 
returning along the road to find out what accident had happened. Anton shouted, but did not stop. 

Out, in again, and pressure on the chest. 

The buggy stopped and his father jumped out. 

"Who is it?" he asked. 

"Ross," answered Anton, "struck by lightning!" 

"Dead?" queried his father. 

"He can't be!" declared Anton passionately, and went on with his artificial respiration. 

"Let me do that a while," said his father. 

"Wait!" cried Anton. 

He thought he saw an eyelid flutter. 
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Out, in again, and pressure on the chest. 

"He's coming to!" the man declared. 

Yes, that was a movement. The lips parted. There was a faint heave of the chest, and Anton's father, stooping down, felt a 
slight trembling of the boy's heart. It fluttered, hesitated, stopped; then trembled again, and struck into a low soft throb, 
irregular indeed, but still a definite throb. 

Out, in again, and pressure on the chest. 

For five minutes more Anton continued his artificial respiration, silently, and then Ross opened his eyes. 

"What's wrong?" he asked, faintly. 

"You've had a lightning shock," answered Anton. 

"I thought you were dead," put in the lad's father, "but it looks as though Anton had pulled you through." 

Ross smiled at his chum. 

"Bully for you, old boy," he said weakly, "the sea-wall licked the hurricane and you've licked the lightning flash!" 

 
CLOUDS  
 
TO finish his talk on lightning, the next morning Uncle Paul told them about clouds. The occasion, moreover, was very 
favorable. In one part of the sky great white clouds like mountains of cotton were piled up. The eye was delighted with the 
soft outlines of that celestial wadding.  
 
"You remember," he began, "all those fogs that on damp autumn and winter mornings cover the earth with a veil of gray 
smoke, hide the sun, and prevent our seeing a few steps in front of us?'  
 
"Looking into the air, you could see something like fine dust of water floating,” said Claire; and Jules added:  
 
"We played hide and seek with Emile in that kind of damp smoke. We could not see each other a few steps away."  
 
"Well," resumed Uncle Paul, "clouds and fog are the same thing; only fog spreads about us and shows for what it is, gray, 
damp, cold; while clouds keep more or less above us and take on, with distance, a rich appearance. There are some of 
dazzling whiteness, like those you see over there; others of a red color, or golden-hued, or like fire; still others of the color of 
ashes, and others that are black. The color changes, too, from moment to moment. At sunset you will see a cloud begin with 
being white, then turn scarlet, then shine like a pile of embers, or like a lake of melted gold, and finally become dull and turn 
gray or black, according as the sun's rays strike it less and less. All that is a matter of illumination by the sun. In reality, 
clouds, however splendid in appearance, are formed of a damp vapor like that of fog. We can assure ourselves of this by a 
near approach.  
 
"People can then mount as high as the clouds, Uncle?" Emile asked.  
 
“Certainly. All one needs is a pair of legs stout enough to climb to the top of a mountain. Often then clouds are under one's 
feet.” 
 
"And you have seen clouds underneath you?'  
 
"Sometimes.” 
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“That must be a very beautiful sight.” 
 
"So beautiful that words cannot express it. But it is not exactly a pleasure if the clouds mount and envelop you. You can be 
very much embarrassed by the obscurity of the fog alone. You lose your way; you become confused, without suspecting any 
danger in the most dangerous places, at the risk of falling into some abyss; you lose sight of the guides, who alone know the 
way and could save you from a false step. No, all is not roses up among the clouds. You will perhaps learn that some day to 
your cost. Meanwhile let us transport ourselves in imagination to the top of a cloud-capped mountain. If circumstances are 
favorable, here is what we shall see. 
 
"Above our heads the sky, perfectly clear, presents no unusual appearance; the sun shines there in all its brilliancy. Down 
there at our feet, almost in the plains, white clouds spread themselves out. The wind sweeps them before it and drives them 
to- ward the summit. There they are, rolling and mounting up the side of the mountain. One would think they were immense 
flocks of cotton pushed up the slope by some invisible hand. Now and then a ray of sunlight penetrates their depths and 
gives them the brilliancy of gold and fire. The beautiful clouds behind which the sun disappears at its setting are not richer. 
What brilliant tints, what soft suppleness! They mount higher and higher. Now they roll up like a shining white band around 
the top of the mountain, and hide the view of the plain from us. Only the point where we are projects above the cloud-
curtain, like an islet above the sea. At last this point is invaded, we are in the bosom of the clouds. Warm tints, soft outlines, 
striking views all have disappeared. It is now only a dark fog that saturates with moisture and makes us feel depressed. Ah, if 
some breath of wind would make haste and sweep away these disagreeable clouds!  
 
"That, my little friends, is what one does not fail to wish when one is in the clouds, which, so beautiful at a distance, are 
nothing but gloomy fog when close at hand. The spectacle of the clouds should be seen from afar. When in our curiosity we 
wish to examine certain appearances too closely, we sometimes find them deceptive; but we also find that, under a secondary 
brilliancy, which serves to adorn the earth, they hide realities of the first importance. The marvels of the clouds are only an 
appearance, an illusion of light; but under this illusion are concealed the reservoirs of rain, source of the earth's fecundity. 
God, by whom the smallest details of creation have been ordered, willed that the most common but also most necessary 
substances should serve as an ornament to the earth in spite of their really humble aspect; and he clothes them with a 
prestige dependent on the distance from which we are to contemplate them. The gray vapor of the clouds gives us rain. That 
is its chief utility. The sun illuminates it, and that suffices to transform it into a celestial tapestry in which the astonished eye 
finds the splendor of purple, gold and fire. That is its ornamental function.  
 
"The height maintained by clouds is very variable and is generally less than you might suppose. There are clouds that lazily 
trail along the ground; they are the fogs. There are others that cling to the sides of moderately high mountains, and still 
others that crown the summits. The region where they are commonly found is at a height varying from 500 to 1,500 meters. 
In some rather rare instances they rise to nearly four leagues. Beyond that eternal serenity reigns; clouds never mount there, 
thunder never rumbles, and snow, hail, and rain never form. "Those clouds are called cirrus that look sometimes like light 
flocks of curly wool, sometimes like drawn-out-filaments of dazzling whiteness, sharply contrasting with the deep blue of the 
sky. They are the highest of all the clouds. They are often a league high. When cirrus clouds are small and rounded and 
closely grouped in large numbers, so as to look like the backs of a flock of sheep, the sky thus covered is said to be dappled. 
It is usually a sign that the weather is going to change.  
 
The name cumulus is given to those large white clouds with round outlines which pile up, during the heat summer, like 
immense Cumulus mountains of cotton wool. Their appearance presages a storm.  
 
"Then the clouds we see over there next to the mountains,' queried Jules, "are cumulus? They look like piles of cotton. Will 
they bring us a storm?"  
 
"I think not. The wind is driving them in an- other direction. The storm always takes place in their neighborhood. There! 
Hear that!"  
 
A sudden light had just flashed through the flocks of the cumulus. After rather a long wait the noise of the thunder reached 
them, but greatly weakened by distance. Questions came quickly from Jules's and Emile's lips: "Why does it rain over there, 
and not here? Why does the noise of the thunder come after the lightning? Why"  
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"We are going to talk about all that," said Uncle Paul, "but first let us learn the other forms of clouds. Stratus is applied to 
clouds disposed in irregular bands placed in tiers on the horizon at sunrise or sunset. They are clouds that, in the fading 
daylight, especially in autumn, take the glowing tints of melted metals and of flame. The red stratus of the morning are 
followed by rain or wind.  
 
"Finally, we give the name 'nimbus' to a mass of dark clouds of a uniform gray, so crowded together that it is impossible to 
distinguish one cloud from another. These clouds generally dissolve into rain. Seen from a distance, they often look like 
broad stripes extending in a straight line from heaven to earth. They are trails of rain.  
 
"Now Emile may ask his questions."  
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Music
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In 1852 Verdi visited Paris where he saw The Lady of the Camellias, the 
popular play by the younger Alexandre Dumas. It impressed him deeply, 
and that same year he began an opera based on the play. 

The opera was La Traviata (The Lost One). Its first performance, in 
Venice on March 6, 1853, was a disaster. The leading tenor was hoarse. The 
stout prima donna cut a ridiculous figure in the role of the frail heroine. 
Besides, La Traviata was in modern dress, which was strange to audiences of 
that day. 

The composer did not lose faith in his opera. The following year a new 
version, with a different cast, was given in Venice. This time it was a brilliant 
success. 

The opening scene is in Paris in the home of Violetta Valery. She is 
giving one of her fashionable parties. In the group about her are Doctor 
Grenvil and the Marquis d'Obigny. Her friend, Flora, arrives late with 
Baron Duphol. 

Soon afterward Gastone, another guest, arrives. He has brought his friend, Alfredo Germont, a young man from 
Provence, in southern France. Alfredo has long admired Violetta from a distance. 

Violetta and her guests sit down to supper. Under cover of the conversation, Gastone tells her, "Alfred thinks of you 
all the time." 

"Nonsense!" says Violetta. 

Gastone insists it is true. During her recent illness Alfredo asked about her every day. 

Baron Duphol speaks up. This Alfredo annoys him, he says. 

The wine has been poured. Alfredo proposes a toast, in which he is joined by Violetta and the others. 

A waltz strikes up in the ballroom, and they all start off to finish the evening with dancing. A sudden faintness seizes 
Violetta. She sends the guests on into the ballroom. Only Alfredo stays with her. 

"If you were mine, I would watch over you," he says. 

She laughs at him. Then, realizing he is in earnest, she tells him she has only friendship to offer. 

He goes away. The other guests come back from the ballroom and take leave of her. 

Alone, she thinks of Alfredo. Could it be, she wonders, that they might find happiness together? 

OPERA ~ La Traviata 
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"What folly!" she exclaims, trying to put the thought aside. Life for her can mean nothing more than the pursuit of 
pleasure. She lives only to be free. 

From outside comes the voice of Alfredo repeating that he has loved her since the first day he saw her. 

"Folly!" she says again, and for the moment she refuses to admit the love she has begun to feel for him. 

But Act II finds Alfredo and Violetta together in their country home near Paris. Alfredo enters and meditates on the 
happiness he has found. It is three months since she gave up her old life and came here with him. Since then, he says, he 
has been almost in heaven. 

Annina, Violetta's maid, comes into the room. He questions her and learns that she has just been to Paris to sell her 
mistress' coach and horses and other possessions to help pay the expenses of this country house. 

He is shocked and ashamed. He had not realized the state of affairs. He asks the maid to say nothing of their talk, and 
he hurries off to try to raise the money that is needed. 

Violetta enters. A servant delivers a letter from Flora—an invitation to a dance. Violetta puts it indifferently aside. 

The servant announces a visitor. It is Alfredo's father. 

The elder Germont enters. He accuses her of leading his son to ruin and living in luxury at his expense. 

She shows him papers she has drawn up. He learns from them that she is 
giving all her possessions to Alfredo. 

In spite of himself, Germont is impressed by her dignity and 
unselfishness. His bitter accusations turn to pleading. 

He has a daughter, he says, who has met a man who loves her and 
wishes to marry her. "But how can she hope for a happy marriage,” he 
asks, "if our family name is dishonored?" 

"I understand," says Violetta. "You want me to give up Alfredo until after 
his sister's marriage." 

No, he says, she must give up Alfredo altogether. 

She refuses. "He is all I have in the world." 

"It is a sacrifice, I know," says Germont, "but listen to me." He paints a picture of her future with Alfredo. Their 
forbidden love will bring no lasting happiness, and it will separate Alfredo from his family. 

She admits that what he says may be true. After a struggle with her feelings, she consents to put Alfredo out of her 
life. 

She sends Germont away. She writes a note, accepting Flora's invitation, and asks Annina to deliver it. 

"Now I must write to him," she says. "What shall I say? How shall I find the strength?" 

She writes the letter. Alfredo comes in. 
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"You are writing?" he says. "To whom?" 

"To you," she answers. 

He asks for the letter. 

"Later," she says. 

He does not insist. His mind is occupied with the angry note he has just had from his father. 

"I expect him here soon," says Alfredo. 

"You must talk with him alone," she says. 

She bids him goodbye and leaves the house. 

Alfredo waits. It is growing late. He begins to think his father will not come until tomorrow. 

The servant looks in to report that Violetta has just left for Paris. Shortly afterward a messenger arrives with her note. 

Alfredo reads it in stunned surprise. Violetta has left him. 

His father comes in from the garden. 

"I know how you suffer," he says, and he begs his son to come home where peace and happiness are waiting. 

Alfredo can think only of Violetta. 

On the table he finds the invitation to the dance. "Ah, she will be there!" he says, and his anger rises as he thinks that 
she has deserted him to return to the old life. 

The scene changes to a room in Flora's house. Guests are arriving for the party. For entertainment there is gambling 
and there are singers dressed as gypsy fortunetellers and Spanish matadors. 

Alfredo enters and joins the guests at the gambling table. 

Violetta and Baron Duphol come in together. They are startled to see Alfredo, and the baron warns her jealously, 
"Don't speak a word to him." 

At the gambling table Alfredo is having a run of good luck. "I'll win tonight," he says, "and afterward I'll go to the 
country to enjoy what I've won." 

"Alone?" asks Flora. 

"No," says Alfredo, "with the person who was with me before and then left me." 

The baron starts up angrily. 

"Did you speak to me?" asks Alfredo. 

"You have had such good fortune," says the baron, "that I'm tempted to try my luck." 
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Alfredo accepts the challenge. The two men gamble at cards. Time after time Alfredo wins. 

Supper is announced, and all the guests go out. As soon as the room is deserted, Violetta comes back. Alfredo follows 
her. 

"You called me," he says coldly. "What do you want?" 

She asks him to leave. The baron is a dangerous man, and she is afraid of what he may do. 

"If I go, will you go with me?" he asks. 

"No," she says. "I gave my word that I would not see you again." 

He thinks it was the baron to whom she gave her word. In a rage, he calls in the other guests. "This woman squandered 
all her possessions on me," he says. "I took everything she offered. The time has come for me to clear myself of this 
disgrace. Witness that I have paid my debt to her!” 

The elder Germont enters. He and the others are outraged at Alfredo's public humiliation of Violetta. 

Alfredo is already sorry for his outburst. Baron Duphol promises that the insult shall be punished, while Violetta tries to 
make Alfredo understand that she has never been unfaithful. 

Act III takes place in the bedroom of Violetta's apartment in Paris. It is early morning. Violetta is asleep in bed. She is 
gravely ill of consumption, and Annina is caring for her. 

The doctor calls. He speaks encouragingly to Violetta, but as he leaves, he whispers to Annina, "She has only a short 
time to live.” 

From the street come sounds of a Paris carnival. Violetta thinks of those who suffer in the midst of this rejoicing. She 
has twenty louis left, and she sends the maid out to give ten louis to the poor. 

A letter has come from the elder Germont. She reads it again: "You kept your word. The duel took place. The 
baron was wounded, but is now recovering. I have revealed your sacrifice to Alfredo. He will come to ask your pardon. I, 
too, shall come." 

"I wait and wait," she says, "and they do not come." She looks in the mirror and is shocked to find herself so 
changed. 

Annina returns and breathlessly announces that Alfredo is outside. 

He enters. He and Violetta rush into each other's arms. 

"Nothing can ever separate us again," he says. 

They plan to leave Paris together. She will be well again. All their future will be happy. 

Suddenly her strength fails. Alfredo is alarmed. Annina goes to bring the doctor. 

"Why must I die so young!" cries Violetta. "Why must I die now, with happiness so near!" 

Annina returns with the doctor and Alfredo's father. 

The elder Germont embraces Violetta. 
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"You have come late," she tells him. She gives Alfredo a small picture of herself. "It is for the one you may some day 
marry," she says. 

For a little while she feels happy and free of pain. ''I live again!" she cries. The next moment she is dead. 

~ excerpt from Stories of Favorite Operas by Clyde Robert Bulla 
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BOWING TO BRAHMS 

So now we come to Johannes Brahms, one of the greatest of all composers. He lived from 1833 to 1897, which brings him 
right into our own time, or at least the time of our parents. There are many people living to-day who knew Brahms in 
Germany, and heard him play the piano and conduct orchestras in his own compositions. 

He was short and square and solid, with a long white beard and a black cigar. But he wrote beautiful music, something like 
Beethoven's and Schumann's rolled into one. It was mostly absolute music, symphonies, concertos, sonatas, quartets, no 
operas, but many fine songs, and several big works for chorus. 

There are four symphonies by Brahms, and they are all great, perhaps as great as any ever written. His first symphony, which 
he began at 29, but did not finish till many years later (1876), has been called "The Tenth," because it was fine enough to 
have followed the nine symphonies of Beethoven, who might have been proud to write it. 

 

BRAHMS’ FIRST SYMPHONY 

The key of this symphony is C minor, the same as Beethoven's fifth, and its main idea is also similar. Beethoven described 
Fate knocking at the door, and showed how people can get the better of bad luck and shape their own lives by hard work 
and courage.  

Brahms does the same thing in a different way. His tunes are not as easy to follow as Beethoven's, and he uses them in a 
more original style. But that makes a Brahms symphony more and more interesting, the oftener you hear it. Once is never 
enough. 

The first thing you will notice in the Introduction to this symphony is the regular beat of the kettle-drum, as the other 
instruments of the orchestra go soaring high up in the scale, as if ambitious to reach the sky. That beat of the drum is Fate 
again, knocking at the door. But this time the knocking is in regular groups of three (slow 6/8 time) and you can think of it 
in such syllables as these: 

 

 

After quite a long introduction on this rhythmic pattern, which fills you with awe, and perhaps even fear, there is a sudden 
change. The other instruments seem to realize that there is a struggle coming, and they silence the drum with a wild, 
desperate song that starts like this, (transposed from C minor to G minor): 

 

 

 

Classical Composer ~ Brahms 
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The battle with Fate is now on, and you seem to hear the fighters shouting: 

 

 

 

The first wild theme is turned into a subordinate melody, expanding calmly and quietly. This first skirmish sounds like a 
victory over fate, with the strings viciously snarling:  

 

 

 

 

like an animal that is cornered. But the orchestra picks up this vicious little snarl and turns it into a cheerful and courageous 
song: (The transposition is maintained for convenience through all these themes.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Through the sound of marching feet, you soon hear a broader, more triumphant melody: 
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This appears in both major and minor moods, and as the movement develops, all the other tunes appear in various ways and 
keys. It is quite exciting trying to follow them, as if you were watching an army in battle, through field glasses. At the end of 
the movement you feel pretty sure that fate is conquered. 

But now comes the second movement, which is slow and sad. Brahms reminds us that no life is entirely happy. Yet even in 
this melancholy music, there is a mood of courage: 

 

 

 

 

 

This is the main melody of the second movement of this Brahms symphony, No. 1, but it flows on like a great river, 
seemingly without any end. After a while there is a ripple of slow syncopation (ragtime) in the strings, and suddenly the oboe 
sings a tune that clearly indicates what is coming in the cheerful third movement: (The four sharps of the original key are 
reduced to two in this transposition.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But the mood is still that of a moonlight night rather than a sunny day, even when the whole orchestra shows itself ready to 
play the new tune: 
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(The original key is here actually D-flat, but transposed to G for convenience in singing.) The slow, sad melody insists on 
coming back, although the instruments surround it with all kinds of notes, some of which, like the plucking of the cellos, 
sound quite angry. It is only near the close of the movement that optimism wins the day. There is a beautiful change in the 
melody, which seems to say: 

 

 

 

instead of merely "we must not fail," as it was before. In this spirit the movement ends with quiet confidence in the future. 

If you have prepared your ears, according to the oboe's hints in the slow movement, you will immediately recognize the calm 
and lovely tune which the two clarinets play at the start of the third: (The original key of A-flat is changed to F for vocal 
purposes.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is one of those wonderful melodies that sound as if they could not have been written in any other way, yet Brahms 
himself shows how it gradually developed in his mind until it reached this perfect form. Even without words it would tell us 
clearly that the world is a beautiful place to live in, and that there is no excuse for bitterness and evil. 

But the battle with fate is not over yet. We hear the ominous knocking once more, very much as Beethoven had it in his fifth 
symphony: 
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This last challenge is immediately answered: 

 

 

 

And now Brahms gathers himself together for a supreme effort that will express the triumph of man over fate. Starting his 
Finale with what seems a despairing wail, he gradually builds up to a stirring march, whose melody really becomes a song of 
praise for the composer himself. It may remind you a little of the final “Ode to Joy” in Beethoven's ninth symphony 
especially in the second half, but that is in its favor, and Brahms may actually have had it in mind. In any case, here is the 
tune, to which you can march with Brahms right up to the gates of Heaven itself: (The original is of course C major, as in the 
Finale of Beethoven's Fate Symphony, but this would be a bit low for singing. G should be practical.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There are two more things that you ought to remember in this great symphony. One is a short melody played a number of 
times by the horns and other wind instruments. Its notes are the same as those of the Westminster Chime, sounded by Big 
Ben, the huge clock in London, and also by many clock towers and grandfather's clocks all over the world. Perhaps Brahms 
used this pattern on purpose, too, as a compliment to his English friends. Here is the original chime, and also the way you 
could sing the Brahms tune, as a reminder (both still in the key of G): 
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Finally all the brass instruments get together in a short chorale of sublime beauty, and when this is repeated, broadly and 
loudly, almost at the end of the symphony, it is as though the Heavens themselves had opened and the blazing sun of victory 
were shining forth at last : (The notes are moved down a fifth for singing.) 

 

 

 

Only the triumphant finish remains. Nobody has to worry any more about the result of this musical battle. Fate is defeated, 
and Brahms is the master, and captain of our souls. 
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BRAHMS’ SECOND SYMPHONY 

Johannes Brahms was more like Beethoven than any other modern composer, both in his music and in some of his personal 
characteristics, such as rough humor and the hatred of insincerity or superficiality. 

Beethoven wrote his fifth and sixth symphonies in close succession, and Brahms completed his first and second on a similar 
"twin" schedule. If Brahms' first symphony can be given a background of fate, like Beethoven's fifth, it is certainly fair to call 
his second a Pastoral Symphony, the same as Beethoven's sixth. 

This second symphony, in D major, dated 1877, is in many ways the easiest of all the four Brahms masterpieces for the 
average listener, and might well be heard before the more complicated number one. In addition to a wealth of melody, which 
seems unrestrained by the conventions of symphonic writing, Brahms uses a basic motif of four notes, heard immediately at 
the start, and serving as a very short Introduction. 

 

 

 

These four notes play an important part in the whole first movement, and you should keep your ears open for them, as they 
appear in all sorts of positions, sometimes most unexpectedly. 

The principal theme of this movement starts quietly in the horns, using the simple tones of the major chord. Brahms had a 
similar effect, in the same key of D major, at the start of his great violin concerto and his popular song, “Sapphische Ode” 
(Sapphic Ode). This theme comes to no definite ending, and can use words only part of the way: 
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It leads, with various reminders of the basic motif, into a more elaborate group of phrases, which are purely instrumental in 
character: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There is not a waste note or a weak moment in the music as the second theme is approached. This is a broad, beautiful 
melody in minor key, which was imitated in the modern popular tune, Play, Fiddle, Play, and actually suggests something of a 
gypsy spirit: (This melody, introduced by violas and cellos, is here given in B minor, as it appears in the recapitulation.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Brahms was familiar with gypsy music, through his tour as accompanist to the violinist Remenyi, and he arranged and 
adapted many of these folk-tunes in his Hungarian Dances, Zigeunerlieder, and other small compositions of real charm.) 

The development section emphasizes both the basic motif and the first theme, and there is a recapitulation in the classic 
style, bringing back both melodies, the second in a new key. The coda does new and surprising things with the now familiar 
opening materials, and the movement ends very softly on a D major chord. 
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The second movement starts with a rather melancholy theme, and like so many of the Brahms melodies, it never seems to 
end, extending indefinitely with fascinating modulations. Here is the beginning: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A syncopated melody comes in as a subordinate theme, its instrumental character hardly permitting words:  

 

 

 

There are variations on this material which do not disturb the steady flow of the music, ending in a coda whose close is again 
a soft chord. 

The third movement is a delightful dance piece, which might be called a Scherzo, although Brahms himself does not use that 
title. It starts with a gay tune in the woodwind, with the cellos plucking out a fast accompaniment: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

      63 

Just when you have become accustomed to this tune in triple time, Brahms gives you a surprise by putting it into a very rapid 
2/4 measure. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This might be considered a trio, in which case another trio may be said to follow a restatement of the principal theme, with 
scales in triple time, including some interesting syncopations: 

 

 

 

The final hearing of the main tune wavers between major and minor, with new and irresistible harmonies entering into the 
coda. A final surprise is the leap of an octave near the close, one of those touches of genius that both Beethoven and 
Brahms seemed able to produce whenever they wished. The end is quite simple and unpretentious, again with soft chords 
for a finish. 

Brahms writes another wonderful series of tunes for the finale of this second symphony, starting right in with a cheerful and 
exuberant theme that promises an absolutely happy ending: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 64 

There is a broader sweep to the second theme, which seems to express even more solid satisfaction: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The development deals mostly with the first tune, introducing some remarkable effects of harmony and rhythm as it nears 
the recapitulation, which is sturdily straightforward and rushes the symphony ahead to a brilliant and triumphant close in the 
opening key of D major. 
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BRAHMS’ THIRD SYMPHONY 

If the second symphony of Brahms can be called Pastoral, the third certainly deserves the title of Eroica, whose Beethoven 
model it suggests in many ways. It is not heard as often as the other three, but it may prove to be the one that can best stand 
indefinite repetition. Certainly it represents a sustained nobility of invention and as compact and perfect a technique as can 
be found in the entire symphonic literature. (The date is 1884, and the key F major.)  

Like the second symphony of Brahms, this Eroica starts with a motto or basic motif, in this case three chords, topped by F, 
A-flat and the F above, which Brahms himself credited with the meaning frei aber froh (free but happy). This was a favorite 
expression with him, an improvement on Joachim's motto, frei aber ein-sam (free but lonely). 

These three chords lead right into the opening melody; in fact, the third chord of the Introduction is the first in the theme, 
which itself follows the chord tones downward, with nobly exultant effect: 

 

 

 

 

The second tune is in sharp contrast, having almost the atmosphere of a lullaby, a gentle duet between clarinet and bassoon, 
over a slow, syncopated accompaniment. It might be sung like this: 

 

 

 

 

 

Brahms uses this material in many interesting ways, particularly in the development section, where the second theme appears 
in a minor variant, throbbingly uttered by cellos and bassoons. The coda treats the first tune in even more novel fashion, 
finally bringing it right down the F major chord (the key of the symphony) with a tranquility which would never have been 
suspected at the outset. 
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The second movement has a beautiful slow melody, of distinctly pastoral character, played first by the woodwind, in the 
manner of actual shepherds. So we may be justified in imagining a nocturnal scene under the stars, with mildly pastoral 
meditation: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(A slightly different version of this melody has become quite familiar in the Zampa Overture of Herold.) 

The slow movement really requires no more melodic material than this, with Brahms again showing his infinite command of 
musical detail by his continually interesting treatment. 

The third movement should be a cheerful dance, conventionally. But, while it is in a faster time and a triple rhythm, its mood 
is one of yearning, almost melancholy. The appealing melody which the cellos sing, against a weaving design by the other 
strings, is definitely reminiscent of the Romanze of Schumann's fourth symphony, and the entire movement has much of the 
spirit of Schumann himself, who was a good friend to Brahms, encouraging and influencing him in many ways. 

This opening melody, which has no introduction, suggests a rather sad, romantic story, going far back into the past: 
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The second theme is also Schumannesque, and carries on the plaintive mood of the first, although a trifle more 
optimistically: 

 

 

 

This twice goes into a passage of indescribable beauty, played by the strings (here given in its second form): 

 

 

 

 

 

A fine piece of orchestration appears on the return of the first melody, when it is given to a solo horn, with the oboe 
supplying the decorations. Brahms has sometimes been accused of muddy' instrumentation, but there is no evidence of it in 
his symphonies, so long as the players are able to carry out his intentions. And if anyone still thinks of Brahms as a rather 
dry, scholarly composer, let him listen with open heart to this intensely romantic, thoroughly melodious and universally 
appealing movement. 

The Finale is in heroic vein. Its opening is portentous, full of suppressed excitement, a bit mysterious. 

 

 

 

 

 

The mystery is gradually eliminated, as this theme takes more and more definite shape. There are indications of struggle, as in 
the first Brahms symphony and the Beethoven fifth. We even hear a distinct echo of those fearsome tones that represented 
fate knocking at the door:  
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The triumphant spirit of the symphony asserts itself before long, in a broad theme that the cellos play in a cross rhythm of 
three against two: 

 

 

 

 

This mood is intensified by an exultant series of phrases in the strings: 

 

 

 

 

 

There is one dramatic climax after another, with Brahms seemingly inexhaustible in his musical resources and virile 
imagination. A surprising treatment of the introductory theme of the finale is heard in the muted strings. But the closing 
page of the symphony is perhaps the most astonishing of all. With victory firmly established, an unmistakable triumph over 
unseen forces, the opening motif and theme of the entire symphony return for a final touch of unity, with the notes of the F 
major chord descending once more in tranquil satisfaction, as though the listener were looking at a beautiful sunset at the 
end of a strenuous day. It is a far more impressive close than the conventional slam bang of scales and chords that most 
composers consider necessary for the termination of their symphonies, and even though it may not show off the average 
conductor to his own satisfaction, it will inevitably create in the hearer the vast feeling of calm that Brahms himself must 
have experienced in the creation of such incomparable music. 
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BRAHMS’ FOURTH SYMPHONY 

The fourth and last symphony of Brahms was completed in 1885. Its key is E minor. In many ways this is the most difficult 
of the Brahms symphonies at a first hearing. It contains more of pure scholarship and of the austere, intellectual spirit than 
any of the others. Yet it is essentially a romantic work, full of human qualities, and with an adequate proportion of simple, 
appealing melody. 

The opening is almost naive in its childlike spirit, forming its tune from a succession of two-note patterns, each starting and 
finishing in a different way, as though a number of people were calling to each other, with voices of different pitch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This childlike simplicity does not last long, however, and some complicated maneuvers lead to a second theme which has 
two distinct melodies. The first is of a leaping, triumphant character: 

 

 

 

The second is broader, with an argumentative strain, as though Brahms were trying to work things out logically, without 
resorting to the easy expression of musical satisfaction that most composers would prefer. (The key here is that of its 
recapitulation): 

 

 

 

 

 

The development justifies this thought in its continued mental and spiritual wrestling with problems of harmony and 
rhythm, difficult to follow, perhaps, but never dull or meaningless. 
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In his recapitulation, Brahms turns his opening theme into broadly sustained notes, creating an entirely new effect, and then 
gets back to its original spirit and movement with surprising melodic changes. All through the movement there are 
interesting derivative passages that give the impression of absolutely new melodies: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Finally the coda adds still more of individuality, with one startling progression in which the two-tone pattern of the start is 
constantly alternating between treble chords and bass octaves, in melodic imitation. 

The slow movement is one of the most beautiful inventions of Brahms or any other composer. Its main melody appears 
immediately as an Introduction in C major, with the horns joined by the woodwind in octaves, until a surprising modulation 
changes the key suddenly to E major, in which the complete theme is played. This melody has the sunset calm and repose of 
the end of the third symphony, and is typical of Brahms in his tenderly romantic moods. 
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This material appears in several ways, with thrilling variations of both harmony and melody, until a second theme is reached, 
a broad chorale, played by the cellos through a soft tracery of orchestral patterns. It might be expressed in hymn-like words 
in the key of recapitulation: 

 

 

 

 

 

The repetitions and extensions are beautifully decorated with instrumental coloring, and at the close Brahms comes back 
momentarily to the C major key of the Introduction, only to show how easily he can modulate right out of it into E major 
once more, an astonishingly effective ending. 

The third movement, Allegro Giocoso, corresponding to a jocular Scherzo, gets off on the run, with an immensely spirited 
scale tune in the manner of folk music. It is interrupted by a dismal chord, over rolling drums, but picks right up again, 
undaunted, and sets a pace that insists on cheerfulness regardless of handicaps. (Tchaikovsky later used a similar idea for the 
Scherzo of his fourth symphony.) 

 

 

 

A graceful melody enters as a subordinate theme, with a suggestion of pretty girls dancing and singing on the village green. 

 

 

In the development the interrupting chords are given more prominence, and a real argument is staged between the cheerful 
and the gloomy sides. The happy melody wins again, and makes a totally unexpected entrance in a new key and with a brand 
new instrumental garb, hastily put together by the woodwind, with both charming and smugly comic effect. Another 
individual change turns part of the first theme into what is practically an independent melody, of great breadth and solidity. 

 

 

 

 

In a final return to the key of C major, Brahms employs the utmost simplicity, emphasizing the descending scale of his first 
tune, and then dismissing the whole affair with a happy-go-lucky gesture. 
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It is just as well that this third movement was cheerful, for the finale has a solemn, almost tragic note, and carries the hearer 
far beyond the simplicities of folk music. The theme of this unique finale is little more than a scale of E minor (the key of the 
symphony), whose struggling ascent might be worded thus: 

 

 

 

rahms uses this scale melody as the foundation for a series of variations known among the classic composers as a Chaconne 
or Passacaglia. The outstanding characteristic of these old forms is that the melody appears in the bass rather than the treble. 
Technically perhaps this should be called a Chaconne, which permits the use of the melody above the accompaniment, and is 
not generally polyphonic (many-voiced) in structure. (Bach's famous Chaconne for the unaccompanied violin is a good 
example, whereas his great Passacaglia for the organ is really a polyphonic treatment of a bass theme.) 

There are actually thirty-four variations on this E minor melody in the finale to the fourth symphony of Brahms, a technical 
feat without parallel in symphonic music. Far more important, however, is the amazing way in which the composer has 
maintained human interest in this complicated movement, with a sustained sublimity of conception and a consistent 
dramatic power that should be ranked with the most impressive choral and instrumental effects of Beethoven and Bach. 

~ excerpt from Great Symphonies: How to Recognize and Remember Them by Sigmund Spaeth, Garden City Publishing Co., Inc., Copyright, 1936 
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DANNY BOY 
Traditional Irish Lyrics 
Londonderry Air Tune 
 
Oh, Danny boy, the pipes . . . the pipes are calling, 
From glen to glen and down the mountainside. 
The summer’s gone and all the leaves are falling, 
’Tis you, ’tis you must go and I must bide. 
 
But come you back, when summer’s in the meadow, 
And all the valley’s hushed and white with snow. 
And I’ll be here in sunshine or in shadow, 
Oh, Danny Boy, Oh Danny Boy, I love you so! 
 
But if you come when all the flowers are dying 
If I be dead, as dead I well may be. 
Then come and find the place where I am lying, 
And kneel and say and Ave there for me. 
 
And I shall hear, though soft your tread above me, 
And all my dreams will warm and sweeter be. 
And you shall bend, and tell me that you love me, 
And I shall rest in peace until you come to me. 
 
 
YANKEE DOODLE 
 
Oh, father and I went down to camp along with Captain Goodin’, 
And there we saw the men and boys as thick as hasty puddin’. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 
 
And there we see a thousand men, as rich as Spire David, 
And what they wasted every day, I wish it could be saved. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 
 
And there was Captain Washington, upon a slapping stallion, 
A-giving orders to his men, I guess there was a million. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 
 
And then the feather on his hat, they looked so very fine, ah! 
I wanted peskily to get, to give to my Jemina. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 

Folk Songs 
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And there I see a swamping gun, large as a log of maple, 
Upon a mighty little cart, a load for father’s cattle. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 
 
And every time they fired it off, it took a horn of powder, 
It made a noise like father’s gun, only a nation louder. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 
 
And there I see a little keg, its head all made of leather, 
They knocked up on with little sticks, to call the folks together. 
 
Chorus: Yankee Doodle, keep it up, Yankee Doodle dandy, 
Mind the music and the step and with the girls be handy. 
 
 
 
More falsehoods probably have been written about "Yankee Doodle" than about any other song. It has been said that the 
tune originally was known as "Fisher's Jig," named after Kitty Fisher, "a beauty of Charles II's time," and that it is to be 
found in Walsh's "Collection of Dances," for 1750. Unfortunately Kitty Fischer (not Fisher) was not a beauty of Charles II's 
time. The only Kitty Fischer who was at all a public character was married in 1766 to a Mr. Norris, and died in 1771, 
probably, from what is known about her, of sudden respectability. There is no "Fisher's Jig" in Walsh's book nor any other 
tune resembling "Yankee Doodle."  
 
Still more remarkable is the attribution of Dutch origin. It is claimed that the harvesters in Holland received in payment for 
their labor a share of the grain they harvested and as much buttermilk as they could drink; and that they voiced their joy in 
these words, sung to the tune of "Yankee Doodle:"  
 
 Yanker, dudel, doodle down,  
 Diddle, dudel, lanther,  
 Yanke viver, voover vown,  
 Boter milk and tanther.  
 
But these words are neither Dutch, Hintdustanee no Choctaw—in fact belong to no language whatever, net even Volapük. 
The claim is a hoax, yet has gravely been incorporated into at least one encyclopedia and several books.  
 
Another claim made is that in Cromwell's day the Cavaliers sang,  
 
Nankee Doodle came to town,  
 On a little pony.  
 He stuck a feather in his cap,  
 And called him Macaroni  
 
"Nankee Doodle" is supposed to have been Cromwell, and “macaroni” a derisive reference to his "single white plume." But 
the Lord Protector is not known to have worn a single white plume, while Macaroni, as a derisive sobriquet, was not in use 
in England until about the middle of the eighteenth century, when it was applied to the fops of the so-called macaroni clubs, 
“Composed," writes Walpole, "of all the travelled young men who wear long curls and spying glasses."  
 
Attempts to derive it from Spain and Hungary are unworthy the consideration of any one who is at all familiar with the 
musical characteristics of those countries. In fact, about the only certain thing concerning the tune is that the old nursery 
rhyme,  
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 Lucy Locket lost her pocket,  
 Kitty Fisher found it;  
 Not a bit of money in it,  
 Only binding round it —  
 
was sung to it long before the vogue of the ''Yankee Doodle" words in America.  
 
Even that standard authority, Grove, makes a manifold error in attempting to give the first reference in print to ''Yankee 
Doodle." It is not the earliest reference, he assigns the passage he quotes to a wrong source, and he does not quote it with 
entire accuracy. Grove states that it appeared in the Boston Journal of the Times for September 29, 1768. The obvious inference 
from this statement is that the reference was published in a Boston newspaper, but there was none of that name. It was one 
of several captions used as headlines to Boston correspondence published in the New York Journal; but as a matter of fact the 
headline under which the reference to "Yankee Doodle" appeared was Journal of Transactions in Boston. The Boston date line is 
as above, but it was not published until October 13, 1768, in the New York Journal:  
 
"The Fleet was brought to Anchor near Castle William, that Evening there was throwing of Sky Rockets, and those passing 
in Boats observed great Rejoicings, and that the Yankee Doodle Song was the Capital Piece in their Band of Music."  
 
The reference was run to earth by Mr. Albert Matthews of Boston, whose brilliant researches regarding the word Yankee and 
the "Yankee Doodle" song are well known to all students of Americana. In this in- stance he had the valuable assistance of 
Mr. Wilberforce Eames, of the New York Public Library. Moreover, Mr. Matthews has discovered an earlier reference to 
"Yankee Doodle" in a comic opera, "The Disappointment: Or, the Force of Credulity," by Andrew Barton, in which one of 
the airs is entitled "Yankee Doodle." The book was published in New York in 1767, and a copy of it is in the Ridgway 
Branch of the Philadelphia Library.  
 
Although the tune was an old one even then its first appearance as printed music was considerably later, and not in this 
country, but in Scotland and England. It is found in an issue of musical selections brought out by Aird in Glasgow, 
supposedly in 1782. The first instance of the printed tune, the date of which can be fixed with certainty, is in the score of 
"Two to One," a musical stage piece by the prolific, but now almost forgotten English composer, Samuel Arnold (not Arne 
as some accounts give it), and that was not until 1784. Yet it had been sung and marched to by the "old Continentals in their 
ragged regimentals" during the American Revolution.  
 
The origin of its vogue in this country rests on tradition, for which it may be said, however, that the tradition is not wholly 
unreasonable. In 1755, during the war with the French and Indians, General Amherst was in command of a force of regulars 
and Colonials near Albany. The Colonial troops, arriving from various localities, in motley uniforms or none at all, and an 
equipment which it would be mild to describe as "assorted," excited the ridicule of the regulars. With the forces was a Dr. 
Richard Schuckburg, a surgeon, whose appointment as Secretary of Indian Affairs by Sir William Johnson in 1760, is 
recorded in the New York State papers. As a joke upon the motley Colonial contingent, Dr. Schuckburg called the attention 
of its officers to the old nursery tune which, he assured them, was a celebrated piece of martial music in England. To the vast 
amusement of the British regulars, the Colonials took to the air at once, pronounced it "nation fine" and soon were singing 
words to it of which the jocose doctor probably was the author.  
He little knew the ball he had started rolling. The American does not object famous American to fun at his own expense so 
long as it is good-natured, and the Colonials were quick to recognize the humor of the doggerel verses. There are fifteen 
stanzas to "Yankee Doodle," the original title of which is "The Yankee's Return from Camp," the whole being a description 
of a young hayseed's visit to the soldiers and what he saw there, until he scampered home in fright because some of them 
told him that a trench they were digging was intended for his grave.  
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THE YANKEE'S RETURN FROM CAMP  
 
Father and I went down to camp,  
Along with Captain Gooding;  
There we see the men and boys  
As thick as hasty pudding.  
 
Chorus  
Yankee doodle, keep it up,  
Yankee doodle dandy;  
Mind the music and the step,  
And with the girls be handy.  
 
And there we saw a thousand men,  
As rich as Squire David;  
And what they wasted ev'ry day  
I wish it could be saved.  
 

The 'lasses they eat ev'ry day  
Would keep a house all winter;  
They have as much that I’ll be bound  
They eat it when they're a mind to.  
 
And there we saw a swamping gun,  
Large a as log of maple,  
Upon a deuced little cart—  
A load for father's cattle.  
 
And every time they shoot it off  
It takes a horn of powder;  
It makes a noise like father's gun  
Only a nation louder.  
 
I went as nigh to one myself  
As 'Siah's under-pinning;  
And father went as nigh again—  
I thought the deuce was in him.  
 
Cousin Simon grew so bold,  
I thought he would have cocked it;  
It scared me so, I streaked it off,  
And hung by father's pocket  
 
But Captain Davis had a gun,  
He kind of clapped his hand on't;  
He stuck a crooked stabbing iron  
Upon a little end on't.  
 
And there I see a pumpkin shell  
As big as mother's basin,  
And ev'ry time they touched it off  
They scampered like the nation.  
 
I see a little barrel, too,  
The heads were made of leather,  

They knocked upon it with little clubs,  
And called the folks together.  
 
And there was Captain Washington,  
The gentle folks about him;  
They say he's grown so tarnal proud  
He will not ride without 'em.  
 
He got him on his meeting clothes,  
Upon a slapping stallion;  
He set the world along in rows,  
In hundreds and in millions.  
 
 
The flaming ribbons in their hats,  
They looked so tearing fine, ah;  
I wanted plaguily to get.  
To give to my Jemima.  
 
I see another snarl of men,  
A-digging graves, they told me,  
So tarnal long, so tarnal deep,  
They 'tended they should hold me.  
 
It scared me so, I hooked it off. 
Nor stopped as I remember ;  
Nor turned about till I got home.  
Locked up in mother's chamber.  
 
Other verses are to be found, such as  
 
Yankee Doodle came to town  
Wearing leather trousers;  
He said he couldn't see the town,  
There were so many houses.  
 
and these lines, which were sung by the British troops:  
 
Yankee Doodle came to town  
For to buy a firelock,  
We will tar and feather him,  
And so we will John Hancock.  
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Oddly enough the most generally known words in this country seem to be the macaroni lines, which, as I have stated, some 
people have endeavored to refer back to Cromwell's day.  
 
It has been said of the words to "Yankee Doodle" that they never will suffer from editing, as Shakespeare has, because they 
could not be worse. Nevertheless, ill rhymed as they are, they have a rollicking spirit, and they describe inimitably the goings-
on at a poorly disciplined militia camp, such as that near Albany in 1755 doubtless was, and such as many militia camps have 
been since and still may be, as they were in the old training days. Moreover, the tune is brisk and catchy and the refrain has a 
verve that swings the whole thing along. Words and music together appealed irresistibly to the agile, frolicsome American 
mind and sense of humor. “Yankee Doodle" became the marching song, the "Malbroucks'en va-t-en guerre," of the 
American Revolution. Given to the Americans in derision, it was in a derisive sense the bands of Lord Percy's troops played 
it when they advanced to the battle of Lexington — after which the laugh was with the Americans, and the air became 
known for a while as the "Lexington March." It is proper to state that Mr. Mathews does not regard the "Yankee Doodle" 
words as of earlier than Revolutionary origin.  
 
The music of "Yankee Doodle" has appealed to at least two musicians of the highest standing. When Rubinstein was here 
for the first time (1872–3), he composed a set of variations on the air and played it at his last concert. Paderewski began 
writing a fantasy on “Yankee Doodle" and intended dedicating it to William Mason, telling the latter that he greatly liked the 
tune. Mason found the fantasy capital, as far as it had been composed. But the Rubinstein variations already had been 
dedicated to him, and when he told this to Paderewski, and also informed him that, strictly speaking, "Yankee Doodle" is not 
a national air in the same sense as "God save the King" is with the English, the Polish musician was dissuaded from his 
purpose and did not finish the fantasy. 
 
What is regarded as the first genuinely comic poem—comic as distinguished from mere doggerel—produced in this country 
was written to the tune of "Yankee Doodle." This was Francis Hopkinson's " Battle of the Kegs." In 1777 David Bushnell, a 
Connecticut Yankee, attempted to blow up the British fleet, then lying at Philadelphia, by floating down the river kegs filled 
with powder and fitted with spring locks. One of the kegs exploded prematurely, and the British soldiers on shore, in great 
flurry and alarm, opened fire on the strange flotilla.  
 
 From morn to night these men of might  
 Displayed amazing courage;  
 And when the sun was fairly down,  
 Retired to sup their porridge.  
 
Various attempts have been made to substitute stanzas of a more literary quality for the original words of "Yankee Doodle." 
George P. Morris, the associate of N. P. Willis, was among those who wrote new words. But although his improved lines 
were sung by the famous Hutchinson family, they never supplanted the ill-rhymed burlesque which the Colonials or Minute-
Men, or both, had pronounced nation fine, and which may be called our national "Mother Goose," the nursery rhyme of the 
American army.  
 
~ excerpt from Famous American Songs by Gustav Kobbe, copyright 1906 
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THE RED, WHITE AND BLUE 
By David T. Shaw 
 
O, Columbia, the gem of the ocean, the home of the brave and the free, 
The shrine of each patriot’s devotion, a world offers homage to Thee. 
Thy mandates make heroes assemble, when Liberty’s form stands in view; 
They banners make tyranny tremble, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue. 
Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue, 
Thy banners make tyranny tremble, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue. 
 
When war winged its wide desolation, and threatened the land to deform, 
The ark then of freedom’s foundation, Columbia rode safe through the storm; 
With their garlands of vict’ry around her, when so proudly she bore her brave crew; 
With her flag proudly floating before her, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue. 
Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue, 
With her flag proudly floating before her, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue. 
 
Old Glory to greet, now come hither, with eyes full of love to the brim, 
May the wreaths of our heroes ne’er wither, nor a star of our Banner grow dim; 
May the service united ne’er sever, but they to our colors prove true; 
The Army and Navy forever, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue. 
Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue, 
The Army and Navy forever, Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue. 
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We are pleased to include a section on Christian hymns. These are played and sung by Bethany LeBedz, who plays each one 
through once before singing the verses. This gives the student and teacher an opportunity to hear the melody without the 
lyrics. Many of the older hymns have melodies that are familiar to us as other hymns or even other songs, several classical 
pieces have been adapted for hymns over the years. 

It may seem that a hymn section is somewhat out of place in The Tutor, but we include this section because Christian hymns 
are a vital part of Western heritage. While Mozart and Beethoven tower as historical figures it is hymns, sung in every church 
by people everywhere that had everyday influence on people. Long before the Top 40 Countdowns, Amazing Grace was a 
top hit and it still may be the best-known song in the world. At a time when electronic devices were non-existent and large 
numbers were illiterate people learned and sang hymns that stayed with them all their lives. From hymns people learned 
theology, music, and vocabulary. They had something in common with people a continent away and thus hymns became an 
integral part of our culture.  

 

O FOR A THOUSAND TONGUES 
Lyrics by Charles Wesley 
Music by Carl G. Glasser (Azmon) 
Arr. By Lowell Mason 
 
O for a thousand tongues to sing, my great Redeemer’s praise, 
The glories of my God and King, The triumphs of His grace. 
 
My gracious master and my God, Assist me to proclaim, 
To spread through all the earth abroad, the honors of Thy name. 
 
Jesus! The name that charms our fears, that bids our sorrows cease; 
‘Tis music in the sinner’s ears, ‘tis life, and health, and peace. 
 
He breaks the power of canceled sin, He sets the prisoner free; 
His blood can make the foulest clean; His blood availed for me. 
 
Hear Him, ye deaf; His praise, ye dumb, your loosened tongues employ; 
Ye blind, behold your Saviour come; and leap, ye lame, for joy. 
 

Charles Wesley, the author of this hymn, took up the harp of Watts when the older poet laid it 
down. He was born at Epworth, Eng., in 1708, the third son of Rev. Samuel Wesley, and died in 
London, March 29, 1788. The hymn is believed to have been written May 17, 1739, for the 
anniversary of his own conversion. 

The remark of a fervent Christian friend, Peter Bohler, “Had I a thousand tongues I would 
praise Christ Jesus with them all,” struck an answering chord in Wesley's heart, and he 
embalmed the wish in his fluent verse. The third stanza (printed as second in some hymnals), has 
made language for pardoned souls for at least four generations: 

Hymns 
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Charles Wesley was the poet of the soul, and knew every mood. In the words of Isaac Taylor, “There is no main article of 
belief . . . no moral sentiment peculiarly characteristic of the gospel that does not find itself . . . pointedly and clearly 
conveyed in some stanza of Charles Wesley's poetry.” And it does not dim the luster of Watts, considering the marvelous 
brightness, versatility and felicity of his greatest successor, to say of the latter, with the London Quarterly, that he “was, 
perhaps, the most gifted minstrel of the modern Church.”   

Most of the hymns of this good man were hymns of experience—and this is why they are so dear to the Christian heart. The 
music of eternal life is in them. The happy glow of a single line in one of them—Love Divine, all loves excelling—thrills 
through them all. He led a spotless life from youth to old age, and grew unceasingly in spiritual knowledge and sweetness. 
His piety and purity were the weapons that alike humbled his scoffing fellow scholars at Oxford, and conquered the wild 
colliers of Kingwood. With his brother John, through persecution and ridicule, he preached and sang that Divine Love to his 
countrymen and in the wilds of America, and on their return to England his quenchless melodies multiplied till they made an 
Evangelical literature around his name. His hymns—he wrote no less than six thousand—are a liturgy not only for the 
Methodist Church but for English-speaking Christendom. 

The voices of Wesley and Watts cannot be hidden, whatever province of Christian life and service is traversed in themes of 
song, and in these chapters they will be heard again and again. 

A Watts-and-Wesley Scholarship would grace any theological seminary, to encourage the study and discussion of the best 
lyrics of the two great gospel bards. 

THE TUNES 

The musical mouthpiece of “O for a Thousand Tongues,” nearest to its own date, is old “Azmon” by Carl Glaser (1734–
1829), appearing as No. 1 in the New Methodist Hymnal. Arranged by Lowell Mason, 1830, it is still comparatively familiar, and 
the flavor of devotion is in its tone and style. 

Henry John Gauntlett, an English lawyer and composer, wrote a tune for it in 1872, noble in its uniform step and time, but 
scarcely uttering the hymnist's characteristic ardor. 

The tune of “Dedham,” by William Gardiner, now venerable but surviving by true merit, is not unlike “Azmon” in 
movement and character. Though less closely associated with the hymn, as a companion melody it is not inappropriate. But 
whatever the range of vocalization or the dignity of swells and cadences, a slow pace of single semibreves or quarters is not 
suited to Wesley's hymns. They are flights. 

Professor William Gardiner wrote many works on musical subjects early in the last century, and composed vocal harmonies, 
secular and sacred. He was born in Leicester, Eng., March 5, 1770, and died there Nov. 16, 1853. 

There is an old-fashioned unction and vigor in the style of “Peterborough” by Rev. Ralph Harrison (1748–1810) that after all 
best satisfies the singer who enters heart and soul into the spirit of the hymn. Old Peterborough was composed in 1786. 
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JESUS, THY BLOOD AND RIGHTEOUSNESS 
Lyrics by L. Zinzendorf 
Trans. By John Wesley 
Music by William Gardiner (Germany) 
 
Jesus, Thy blood and righteousness my beauty are, my glorious dress; 
‘Midst flaming worlds, in these arrayed, with joy shall I lift up my head. 
 
Bold shall I stand in Thy great day, for who aught to my charge shall lay? 
Fully absolved through these I am, from sin and fear, from guilt and shame. 
 
Lord, I believe Thy precious blood, which, at the mercy seat of God, 
Forever doth for sinners plead, for me e’en for my soul, was shed. 
 
Lord, I believe were sinners more than sands upon the ocean shore, 
Thou hast for all a ransom paid, for all a full atonement made. 
 
Nicolaus Ludwig, Count Von Zinzendorf, was born at Dresden, May 26, 1700, and educated at Halle and Wittenberg. From 
his youth he evinced marked seriousness of mind, and deep religious sensibilities, and this character appeared in his 
sympathy with the persecuted Moravians, to whom he gave domicile and domain on his large estate. For eleven years he was 
Councilor to the Elector of Saxony, but subsequently, uniting with the Brethren's Church, he founded the settlement of 
Herrnhut, the first home and refuge of the reorganized sect, and became a Moravian minister and bishop. 

Zinzendorf was a man of high culture, as well as profound and sincere piety and in his hymns (of which he wrote more than 
two thousand) he preached Christ as eloquently as with his voice. The real birth-moment of his religious life is said to have 
been simultaneous with his study of the “Ecce Homo” in the Dusseldorf Gallery, a wonderful painting of Jesus crowned 
with thorns. Visiting the gallery one day when a young man, he gazed on the sacred face and read the legend super scribed, 
“All this I have done for thee; What doest thou for me?” Ever afterwards his motto was “I have but one passion, and that is 
He, and only He”—a version of Paul's “For me to live is Christ.” 

Nearly all the hymns of the great Moravian are now out of general use, having accomplished their mission, like the forgotten 
ones of Gerhardt, and been superseded by others. More sung in Europe, probably, now than any of the survivors is, “Jesus, 
geh voran,” (“Jesus, lead on,”) which has been translated into English by Jane Borthwick (1854). Two others, both translated 
by John Wesley, are with us, the one above quoted, and “Glory to God, whose witness train.” “Jesus, Thy blood,” which is 
the best known, frequently appears with the alteration. 

THE TUNE 

“Malvern,” and “Uxbridge” a pure Gregorian, both by Lowell Mason, are common expressions of the hymn—the latter, 
perhaps, generally preferred, being less plaintive and speaking with a surer and more restful emphasis. 
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THE CHURCH’S ONE FOUNDATION 
Lyrics by Samuel J. Stone 
Music by Samuel S. Wesley (Aurelia) 
 
The Church’s one Foundation is Jesus Christ her Lord; 
She is His new creation, by water and the word; 
From heaven He came and sought her to be His holy bride; 
With His own blood He bought her, and for her life He died. 
 
Elect from every nation, yet one o’er all the earth, 
Her charter of salvation, one Lord, one faith, one birth; 
One holy name she blesses, partakes one holy food,  
And to one hope she presses, with every grace endued.  
 
‘Mid toil and tribulation, and tumult of her war, 
She waits the consummation of peace forevermore; 
Till with the vision glorious her longing eyes are blest, 
And the great Church victorious shall be the Church at rest. 
 
Yet she on earth hath union with God the Three I One, 
And mystic sweet communion with those whose rest is won: 
O happy ones and holy! Lord, give us grace that we, 
Like them, the meek and lowly, on high may dwell with Thee. 
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Fine Art
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  (Pronounced Zhahn Bah-teest' Cah-mee'yel Coh'roh) 
  Fontainebleau-Barbizon School 
  1796–1875 
  Pupil of Michallon 
 
About three hundred years before Corot's time there was a Fontainebleau school of artists, made up of the pathetic Andrea 
del Sarto, the wonderful Leonardo da Vinci, and Cellini. These painters had been summoned from their Italian homes by 
Francis I., to decorate the Palace of Fontainebleau. The second great group of painters who had studios in the forest and 
beside the stream were Rousseau, Dupr‚, Diaz, and Daubigny; Troyon, Van Marcke, Jacque; then Millet, the painter of 
peasants. 
 
Corot was born in Paris and received what education the ordinary school at Rouen could give him. He was intended by his 
parents for something besides art, as it would seem that every artist in the world was intended. Corot was to grow up and 
become a respectable draper; at any rate a draper. 
 
The young chap did as his father wished, until he was twenty-six years old, and dreary years those must have been to him. He 
did not get on well with his master, nor did the world treat him very well. He found neither riches nor the fame that was his 
due till he was an old man of seventy. At that age he had become as rich a man as he might have been had he remained a 
sensible draper. 
 
Best of all, Corot loved to paint clouds and dewy nights, pale moons and early day, and of all amusements in the world, he 
preferred the theatre. There he would sit, gay or sad as the play might make him, weeping or laughing and as interested as a 
little child. 
 
After he had anything to give away, Corot was the most madly generous of men. It was he who gave a pension to the widow 
of his brother artist, Millet, on which she lived all the rest of her days. He gave money to his brother painters and to all who 
went to him for aid; and he always gave gaily, freely, as if giving were the greatest joy, outside of the theatre, a man could 
have. Everyone who knew him loved him, and there was no note of sadness in his daily life, though there seems to be one in 
his poetical pictures. Because of his generous ways he was known as "Pere Corot." He sang as he worked, and loved his 
fellowmen all the time; but most of all, he loved his sister. "Rousseau is an eagle," he used to say in speaking of his fellow 
artist. "As for me, I am only a lark, putting forth some little songs in my gray clouds." 
It has been noted that most great landscape painters have been city-bred, a remarkable fact. Constable and Gainsborough 
were born and bred in the country, but they are exceptions to the rule. Corot's parents were Parisians of the purest dye, 
having been court-dressmakers to Napoleon I.; and when Corot finally determined to leave the draper's shop and become a 
painter, his father said: "You shall have a yearly allowance of 1,200 francs, and if you can live on that, you can do as you 
please." When his son was made a member of the Legion of Honor, after twenty-three years of earnest work, his father 
thought the matter over, and presently doubled the allowance, "for Camille seems to have some talent after all," he remarked 
as an excuse for his generosity. 
 
It is told that when he first went to study in Italy, Corot longed to transfer the moving scenes before him to canvas; but 
people moved too quickly for him, so he methodically set about learning how to do with a few strokes what he would 
otherwise have labored over. So he reduced his sketching to such a science that he became able to sketch a ballet in full 
movement; and it is remarked that this practice trained him for presenting the tremulousness of leaves of trees, which he did 
so exquisitely. 
 
One learns something of this painter of early dawn and soft evening from a letter he wrote to his friend Dupr‚: 
 

Jean Baptiste Corot 
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One gets up at three in the morning, before the sun; one goes and sits at the foot of a tree; one watches and waits. One sees 
nothing much at first. Nature resembles a whitish canvas on which are sketched scarcely the profiles of some masses; 
everything is perfumed, and shines in the fresh breath of dawn. Bing! the sun grows bright but has not yet torn aside the veil 
behind which lie concealed the meadows, the dale, and hills of the horizon. The vapors of night still creep, like silvery flakes 
over the numbed-green vegetation. Bing! bing! a first ray of sunlight—a second ray of sunlight—the little flowers seem to 
wake up joyously. They all have their drop of dew which trembles—the chilly leaves are stirred with the breath of morning—
in the foliage the birds sing unseen—all the flowers seem to be saying their prayers. Loves on butterfly wings frolic over the 
meadows and make the tall plants wave—one sees nothing—yet everything is there—the landscape is entirely behind the veil 
of mist, which mounts, mounts, sucked up by the sun; and as it rises, reveals the river, plated with silver, the meadow, the 
trees, cottages, the receding distance—one distinguishes at last everything that one had divined at first. 
 
In all the world there can hardly be a more exquisite story of daybreak than this; and so beautiful was the mood into which 
Corot fell at eventide, as he himself describes it, that it would be a mistake to leave it out. This is his story of the night: 
 
Nature drowses—the fresh air, however, sighs among the leaves—the dew decks the velvety grass with pearls. The nymphs 
fly—hide themselves—and desire to be seen. Bing! a star in the sky which pricks its image on the pool. Charming star—
whose brilliance is increased by the quivering of the water, thou watchest me—thou smilest to me with half-closed eye! Bing! 
a second star appears in the water, a second eye opens. Be the harbingers of welcome, fresh and charming stars. Bing! Bing! 
Bing! three, six, twenty stars. All the stars in the sky are keeping tryst in this happy pool. Everything darkens, the pool alone 
sparkles. There is a swarm of stars—all yields to illusion. The sun being gone to bed, the inner sun of the soul, the sun of art 
awakens. Bon! there is my picture done! 
 
In writing those letters, Corot made literature as well as pictures. That little word bing! appears also in his paintings, as little 
leaves or bits of tree-trunk, some small detail which, high lightened, accents the whole. 
 

   
 
There could hardly be a more charming painting than this which hangs in the Louvre. It is of a half-shut-in landscape of tall 
trees, their branches mingling; and all the atmospheric effects that belong to Corot's work can here be seen. 
 
On the open greensward is a group of nymphs dancing gaily, while over all the scene is the veil of fairyland or of something 
quite mysterious. At the back and side, satyrs can be seen watching the nymphs. There is here less of the blur of leaves than 
that seen in later pictures, but the same soft effect is found, and the little bings are the accents of light placed upon a leaf, a 
nymph's shoulder, or a tree-trunk. 
 
This picture was painted in 1851, when Corot had not yet developed that style which was to mark all his later work. 
 
Besides this picture he painted Paysage, The Bathers, Ville d'Arvay, Willows near Arras, The Bent Tree, A Gust of Wind, and others. 
~ excerpt from Pictures Every Child Should Know by Dolores Bacon, copyright 1908 
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Copywork
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In 1745, George Washington was attending school in Fredericksburg, Virginia. The first church (St. George's) of the infant 
town was just then finished, and the clergyman was the Rev. James Marye, a native of France. It is also stated in the 
municipal records of the town that its first school was taught by French people, and it is tolerably certain that Rev. Marye 
founded the school soon after his settlement there as Rector, which was in 1735, eight years after the foundation of 
Fredericksburg.  
 
Here then are rules of conduct, taught by a French protestant pilgrim, unknown to fame, in the New World. They were 
taught to a small school of girls and boys, in a town of hardly a hundred inhabitants. They are maxims partly ethical, but 
mainly relate to manners and civility; they are wise, gentle, and true. A character built on them would be virtuous, and 
probably great. The publisher of the English version (1665) says that “Mr. Pinchester, a learned scholar of Oxford,” bought 
250 copies for a great school he was about to open in London. Probably the school founded by James Marye was the first in 
the New World in which good manners were seriously taught. Nay, where is there any such school to day? 
 
[It is probable that Mr. Marye’s fine precedent was followed, to some extent, in the Fredericksburg Academy. The present 
writer, who entered it just a hundred years after George Washington recorded the “Rules,” recalls, as his first clear 
remembrance of the school, some words of the worthy Principal, Thomas Hanson, on 
gentlemanly behavior. Alluding to some former pupil, who had become distinguished, he said, “I remember, on one 
occasion, in a room where all were gathered around the fire—the weather being very cold—that some one entered, and this 
boy promptly arose and gave the new-comer his seat at the fire. It made an impression on me which I have never 
forgotten.” And how long have lasted in the memory of the writer hereof the very words of our teacher’s homage to the 
considerate boy who obeyed Washington’s eighth Rule!] (See Volume 1) 
 
Just this one colonial school, by the good fortune of having for its master or superintendent an ex-Jesuit French scholar, we 
may suppose instructed in civility; and out of that school, in what was little more than a village, came an exceptionally large 
number of eminent men. In that school three American Presidents received their early education: Washington, Madison, and 
Monroe. 
 
~ excerpt from George Washington's Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources and Restored by Moncure D. Conway, copyright 1890 
 

85th   When your superiors talk to anybody, hearken not neither speak nor laugh. 
 
86th In company of those of higher quality than yourself, speak not until you are asked a 
question, then stand upright, put off your hat and answer in few words. 
 
87th Being set at meat, scratch not; neither cough, spit, nor blow your nose, except if there is a 
necessity for it. 
 
88th Make a show of taking great delight in your victuals; feed not with greediness; cut your 
bread with a knife; lean not on the table; neither find fault with what you eat. 
 
89th Entertaining anyone at the table, it is decent to present him with meat; undertake not to 
help other undesired by the master. 
 
90th  If you soak bread in the sauce, let it be no more that what you put in your mouth at a time; 
and blow not your broth at the table; stay till it cools itself. 
 

Washington’s Rules of Civility 
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91st Put not meat to your mouth with your knife in your hand; neither spit forth the stones of 
any fruit pit upon a dish nor cast anything under the table. 
 
92nd Put not another bite into your mouth until the former be swallowed. Let not your morsels 
be too big. 
 
93rd It is unbecoming to stoop too much to one’s meat. Keep your fingers clean and when foul, 
wipe them on a corner of your table napkin. 
 
94th Drink not, nor talk with your mouth full, neither gaze about while you are drinking. Drink 
not too leisurely, nor yet too hastily; before and after drinking, wipe your lips; breathe not them or 
ever with too great a noise, for it is uncivil. 
 
95th Cleanse not your teeth with the tablecloth napkin, fork, or knife, but if others do it, let it be 
done with a pick tooth. 
 
96th Rinse not your mouth in the presence of others. 
 
97th It is out of use to call upon the company often to eat; not need you drink to others every 
time you drink. 
 
98th In company of your betters, be not longer in eating than they are; lay not your arm but only 
your hand upon the table. 
 
99th If others talk at the table, be attentive; but talk not with meat in your mouth. 
 
100th It belongs to the chiefest in company to unfold his napkin and fall to meat first, but he 
ought then to begin in time and dispatch with dexterity that the slowest may have time allowed 
him. 
 
101st Be not angry at table whatever happens, and if you have reason to be, show it not; put on a 
cheerful countenance especially if there be strangers, for good humor makes one dish of meat a 
feast. 
 
102nd Set not yourself at the upper end of the table; but if it be your due or that the master of the 
house would have it so, contend not, least you should trouble the company. 
 
103rd If others speak of God or his attributes, let it be seriously and with reverence. Honor and 
obey your natural parents although they be poor. 
 
104th Let your recreations be manful not sinful 
 
105th Labor to keep alive in your breast that little celestial fire called conscience. 
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Geography
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AFRICA, THE CONTINENT OF CONTRADICTIONS AND CONTRASTS 

AFRICA, like Australia, is the remnant of a much older continent, the greater part of which disappeared beneath the 
waves of the sea a great many million years ago. Until comparatively recent times it was still connected with Europe. 
Arabia, geographically speaking a continuation of the Sahara, and Madagascar, which has the fauna and flora of Africa, Asia 
and Australia, seem to indicate that there may have been a land connection between these three continents as recently ago as 
the era during which life first appeared upon our planet. 

It is all very complicated and we shall have to discover a great many more data before we shall be able to say, "It 
was thus and thus and not otherwise.” In the meanwhile it is not a bad idea to mention these theories. They show us that 
the surface of our planet is constantly changing—that nothing is today quite as it was yesterday and that our descendants a 
million years hence will look at our maps (if they are still interested in our funny little globe, having long since learned to 
fly to other and bigger planets) with ill-concealed surprise, just as we contemplate a hypothetical map of the Tertiary or 
Silurian age and ask ourselves, "Can such things ever have been?" 

What finally remained of all this ancient territory and what has not changed since the beginning of our so-called 
historical times consists of two parts, a large square of land north of the equator and a smaller triangle south of the 
equator. But both the square and the triangle suffer from the same geographical disadvantage. Their outer rims are 
higher than the interior and as a result the interior resembles a gigantic saucer. Such a condition, as we have already seen 
in the case of Australia, is very bad for the country at large. The high edges of the saucer prevent the sea winds from 
penetrating into the interior, which is therefore apt to turn into a desert, and furthermore they deprive that interior of its 
natural outlets towards the sea. For when the African rivers finally reach the ocean, after having wandered all over the 
landscape, they must break their way through a series of mountain ranges. That means that they suffer from 
waterfalls and cataracts where they are least wanted. It means that ships cannot use these rivers to reach the interior of 
the country. It means that trade must wait until artificial harbors have been constructed and until railroads have been 
built that circumnavigate the waterfalls. In short, it means isolation. 

To most of us Africa is merely the black continent and we usually associate it with tropical forests and Negroes. As a 
matter of fact, one-third of the 11,300,000 square miles which the continent occupies (it is therefore three times as large as 
Europe) are desert and of absolutely no value. The population of 140,000,000 is divided into three groups of which one, 
that of the Negroes, is black, while the other two, the Hamites and the Semites, vary all the way from a dark chocolate 
to the whiteness of polished ivory. 

It is natural, however, that the Negro should have forced himself more upon our attention than his lighter-colored 
neighbors. Not only does he impress us as something queer when we first see him, but the mistaken economic 
conceptions of our ancestors have dragged him all over the globe as a cheap and docile form of labor, and it is not always 
pleasant to be reminded of this disgraceful error of judgment. For Negro slavery has been one of the worst misfortunes 
that could possibly have overtaken both races, that of the white man as well as that of the black. We shall return to it a little 
later but we must first talk of Africa as it was before the invention of Negro slavery. 

The Greeks were familiar with Egypt and with the Hamitic race which inhabited the valley of the Nile. The Hamitic 
races had occupied northern Africa at a very early date and had pushed the original, darker-skinned inhabitants southward 
in the general direction of the Sudan while keeping the northern border of the Mediterranean for their own 
exclusive use. The term Hamitic is a very vague one. There are no typical Hamites there are typical Swedes or 
Chinamen. The Hamites are a mixture of Aryans and Semites with a heavy sprinkling of Negro and a number of older 
races that were already on the premises when these invaders from the east made their first entry. 

Africa 
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When they reached Africa they were probably still in the nomadic stage of development, and as a result they went 
over the valley of the Nile and went further southward into Abyssinia and westward as far as the Atlantic 
seaboard. The Berbers of the Atlas Mountains are pure Hamites—or as pure as any Hamite can possibly be—and 
several of the wandering tribes of the Sahara are of Hamitic origin. The Abyssinians the other hand, are now so 
hopelessly mixed with Semites as to have lost a great many of their Hamitic traits. While the Fellahs, the small-boned 
farmers of the Nile valley, are also of Hamitic stock although mixed beyond recognition by thousands of years of 
intermarriage with other races. 

As a rule, when we try to classify different races, language comes to our rescue. But in northern Africa the spoken 
tongue is of very little help. There are Semitic tribes which speak only Hamitic and Hamitic tribes which speak only 
Arabic, while the Copts, the ancient Christians of Egypt, are the only people who have retained a knowledge of the 
ancient Hamitic tongue.  The Greeks and Romans were apparently just as much puzzled as we are. They solved the 
difficulty by calling all the people came from this neck of the woods Ethiopians or black faces.  They wondered at their 
pyramids and at the Negroid lips of their Sphinx (or are the lips Hamitic? Ask the professors!) And admired the patience 
of their long-suffering peasants and the wisdom of their mathematicians and the learning of their physicians, but they never 
seemed to have bothered to ask where these people might have come from. They spoke of them as Ethiopians. 

One word of warning! If you should ever go to North Africa, be careful not to call all these people "Niggers" just 
because they are often rather dark-skinned. They might resent it and some of them are among the best fighters in the 
world. They have got the blood in them of those Egyptian warriors who conquered the whole of western Asia. They may 
even be the descendants of those Semitic Carthaginians who almost deprived Rome of the mastery of the Mediterranean. 
They may be the great-grandchildren of those Arab conquerors who not so very long ago overran the whole of southern 
Europe, or the children of those Algerian chieftains who put up such a terrific struggle when France tried to conquer 
Algeria and when Italy tried to get a foothold in Tunisia. Even if their hair be a little kinky, be careful and remember the 
fatal day in 1896 when the fuzzy-haired Ethiopians pushed the white-skinned Italians into the Red Sea. 

So much for the Hamites, the first people the Europeans saw after they had sailed successfully across the 
Mediterranean. And little need be added about the Semites, with whom the Europeans came in very painful contact 
when Hannibal introduced the domesticated elephant to the plains of the Po. But once Carthage had been destroyed, 
the road to Africa lay open; and it is a curious fact that so few Europeans availed themselves of the opportunity to find 
out what lay beyond that vast sandy region to which the Romans had given the name of Numidia. 

Nero, of all emperors, was the first to take a serious interest in African exploration. His expeditions apparently 
got as far as that village of Fashoda which some thirty years ago was almost the cause of a war between France and 
England. But the Nero-Nile expedition does not seem to have been the white man's furthest south even in those 
long ago days. It now seems likely that the Carthaginians several centuries before had already crossed the Sahara and 
had visited the Gulf of Guinea. But Carthage had been destroyed and all knowledge about that central part of 
Africa was definitely lost. For the Sahara was a barrier which frightened even the hardiest explorers. They might, 
of course, have followed the coast regions. But these were so completely lacking in harbors that the problem of 
getting a fresh water supply became an almost insurmountable obstacle.  Africa has a coastline of only 16,000 miles, 
while Europe, one-third its size, has a coastline of 20,000 miles. As a result, navigators who wanted to land anywhere on 
the African coast were obliged to drop anchor several miles away from land and must then cross the surf in an open 
rowboat, a procedure so uncomfortable and so dangerous that few of them ever tried it. 

And so we had to wait until the beginning of the nineteen century before we learned a few definite facts about the geogra-
phy of Africa. Even then these sources of information were merely incidental, for the Portuguese, the first explorers of 
the African west coast, were on their way to the Indies and had very little interest in the land of the naked black moors. Since 
they could not reach India and China without circumnavigating that big barrier of the south, they felt their way along the 
African coast as carefully as a blind man trying to get out of a dark room. Without in any way looking for them they stumbled 
upon several islands, the Azores and the Canary Islands and the Cape Verde Islands. Finally in 1471 they reached the 
equator. Then in 1488 Bartholomew Diaz spotted the Storm Cape, now the Cape of Good Hope or briefly, the Cape. In 
1498 Vasco da Gama rounded that cape and definitely located the shortest route from Europe to the Indies. 
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When that had been done, Africa once more dropped out of sight. It was a hindrance to navigation. It was too hot and 
too dry or too hot and too damp. The people were savages. The skippers of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, on 
their way to the Orient, called at the different islands, the Azores, Ascension, St. Helena, whenever scurvy and a high death 
rate among their sailors forced them to buy a few fresh vegetables. But African land to them was bad land. Give it a wide 
berth. And the poor heathen of that vast continent might have continued to dwell in peace if it had not been for the 
kindheartedness of the first man who was ever ordained a priest in the New World.   

Bartolome de las Casas was the son of a man who had accompanied Columbus on his original voyage to 
America. The son, appointed Bishop of Chiapa in Mexico, received as compensation for his services a piece of land 
with the Indian occupants attached to it. In other words, he became a plain, ordinary slaveholder. Every Spaniard then 
living in the New World had a certain number of Indians who worked for him. It was a bad system but, like so 
many bad systems, it was tolerated because, being everybody's business, it was nobody's business. It just happened 
that las Casas one day clearly realized just how bad the system was and how unfair it happened to be to the original 
owners of the land, who were now forced to work in the mines and perform all sorts of menial tasks which they 
never would have touched while they were still free. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He went to Spain to do something about it. The all-powerful Cardinal Jimenes, confessor of Queen Isabella, thought 
that he was right, appointed him "Protector of the Indians" and sent him back to America to write a report. Las 
Casas returned to Mexico but found his superiors completely cold on the subject. The Indians had been given unto 
the Christians to do their bidding, just like the animals of the field and the birds of the air and the fishes of the sea. 
(See Genesis 1:28.) Why start something that would upset the entire economic fabric of the New World and furthermore 
would very seriously interfere with profits? 

Then las Casas, who took his God-given task very seriously, had a bright idea. The Indian preferred death to captivity, 
as had been proved in Haiti where the number of native, dropped from 1,000,000 to 60,000 in less than fifteen years. But 
the Negro of Africa did not seem to mind being a slave. In the year 1516 (direful date in the history of the New World) 
las Casas published the details of his famous humanitarian scheme for the complete liberation of his Indian charges. Each 
Spaniard living in the New Spain was to be granted the right to import twelve African Negroes and the Indians were to be 
allowed to return to what remained of their own farms after the immigrants had deprived them of all the better parts. 

Poor las Casas lived long enough to come to a true realization of what he had done. His shame (for he was an honest 
man) was such that he retired to a monastery in Haiti. Afterwards he returned to public life and tried once more to fight 
the battles of the unfortunate heathen. But nobody listened to him, and when he died in 1556 new plans were under way 
to bind the Indians even more fully to the soil, and the African slave trade too was in full swing. 
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What this trade meant to Africa during the 300 years of its existence we can only guess from the few reliable figures 
that have come down to us. The actual slave hunting was not done by white men. The Arabs, who could wander at will 
over the entire northern part which had gradually been converted to Mohammedanism, held a monopoly of that racket. 
They had sold an occasional shipload of black moors to the Portuguese ever since the year 1434, but their business did not 
assume the gigantic proportions of the later days until the year 1517. There was big money in it. The Emperor Charles V (he 
of the famous Habsburg chin) bestowed upon one of his Flemish friends a grant which allowed him to carry 4000 African 
slaves each year to Haiti, Cuba and Porto Rico. The Fleming at once sold his imperial patent to a Genoese speculator who 
paid him 25,000 ducats for it. The Genoese in turn sold it to a combination of Portuguese and these Portuguese went to 
Africa and got in touch with the Arab dealers and the Arab dealers raided a number of Sudanese villages until they had 
about 10,000 slaves together (one must count on a heavy percentage of loss during the voyage) who were then packed into the 
hold of some evil-smelling carrack and dispatched across the ocean. 

Rumors of this new and easy way to get rich spread far and wide. The Papal Bull which had divided the whole world 
into two halves, one of which belonged to Spain and one to Portugal, made it impossible for the Spaniards to visit the "slave 
coast" themselves. The actual business of buying and transporting this black merchandise was therefore left to the 
Portuguese. But as soon as the power of the Portuguese had been broken by the English and the Dutch, slave running 
became a monopoly of these two Christian nations. They continued to provide all the world with their black ivory (as the 
Bristol and London merchants playfully called it) until the year 1811 when Parliament finally passed a bill making the 
traffic in slaves a felony punishable with a fine and deportation. But it was a long time from 1517 until 1811 and until even 
afterwards, for slave smuggling continued for fully another thirty years in spite of all the English warships. It did not 
fully come to an end until the early sixties of the nineteenth century when practically all European and American nations 
had abolished slavery definitely. (The Argentine abolished it in 1813, Mexico in 1829, USA in 1863, Brazil in 1888.) 

How important the trade was in the eyes of Europe's rulers and statesmen is proved by the efforts they made to gain a 
monopoly of the slave traffic for the sole benefit of their own country. The refusal of Spain to continue a slave contract, 
thus far held by a few English merchants, even led to a war between England and Spain, and one of the stipulations of the 
famous peace treaty of Utrecht definitely transferred the West India slave monopoly from the Dutch to the English. 
Not to be outdone, the Dutch, who in 1620 had landed the first African slaves on Virginian soil, hastened to avail themselves 
of a law passed during the reign of William and Mary which had opened up the slave trade with the colonies to all the 
nations of the world. Indeed the Dutch West India Company, which through its scandalous neglect was responsible for the 
loss of New Amsterdam, only escaped bankruptcy because it made so much money out of its traffic in slaves. 

We have very few statistics upon the subject, for the slavers were usually not the sort of men who took a scientific 
interest in their business; but those we have are appalling. The French Cardinal Lavigerie, archbishop of Carthage and 
founder of the famous Peres Blancs (the missionaries who have done so much good in northern Africa) and a man 
therefore thoroughly conversant with African affairs, estimated that at least 2,000,000 people per year had been lost to 
Africa on account of the slave trade, including those who were killed by the hardships of the march to the coast, the 
children who died because they were too young to be of any value and were therefore left to the mercies of the wild 
animals, and those who were actually shipped away to foreign shores. 

Dr. Livingstone, another highly competent judge, put the actual number of slaves taken away from their homes 
every twelve months (regardless of those who died because they were left behind without any protection) at 350,000, of 
whom only 70,000 ever reached the other side of the ocean. 

Between 1700 and 1786 not less than 600,000 slaves were brought to Jamaica alive, and during the same period 
more than 2,000,000 slaves were carried from Africa to the West Indies by two of the smaller English slave 
companies. By the end of the eighteenth century, Liverpool, London and Bristol maintained a fleet of 200 vessels 
with a total capacity of 47,000 Negroes, which plied regularly between the Gulf of Guinea and the New World. In 
1791 when the Quakers and the enemies of slavery in general began their agitation against this outrage, a survey of 
the slave stations along the Bight of Benin showed 14 English, 15 Dutch, 4 Portuguese, 4 Danish and 3 French.  
But the British were better equipped and handled one-half of the whole trade, the rest being divided among the 
other four nations. 
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Of the horrible things that happened on the mainland we learned very little until much later, when the British, 
in order to stamp this business out by the roots, went on shore in search of further violators.  It then appeared 
that native chieftains had been among the chief offenders, selling their own subjects as unceremoniously as those 
German rulers of the eighteenth century sold their regiments of recruits to the English for the purpose of 
squelching that little rebellion in Virginia and Massachusetts. But the general organization of the business had always 
been in the hands of the Arabs. This is rather curious. The Koran highly disapproves of such pursuits and 
Mohammedan law in general is much more lenient towards the slaves than the Christian edicts used to be. According 
to the laws of the white man, the child of a slave by her master was in turn held to be a slave, whereas according to the 
Koran, such a child must follow the status of the father and must therefore be considered as free. 

The opening up of the Congo by the unspeakable Leopold of Belgium and the demand for cheap labor to work His 
Majesty's concessions started a temporary revival of the slave trade between the Portuguese colony of Angola and the 
interior of the Congo basin. But fortunately when that miserable old man (a medieval scoundrel on a constitutional throne in 
a modern democratic country—as strange a contradiction in terms as had been seen for a long time) died, the Congo Free 
State had already been taken over by the Belgian state and that meant the end of the last attempts to make money out of 
buying and selling human beings. 

The beginning of the relation between the white man and the black one was therefore as unfortunate as it possibly could 
be. But what followed was just as bad. The reasons for this unfortunate state of affairs I must now describe in as few words 
as possible. 

In Asia the white man came face to face with races that were either as civilized as he was himself or more so. Which 
meant that they were able to fight back and that the white man must mind his p's and q's or suffer the consequences. 

The great Sepoy rebellion in India of the fifties of the last century, the terrible insurrection of Diepo Negoro, which 
twenty years before had almost deprived Holland of Java, the expulsion of all foreigners from Japan, the Boxer 
Rebellion of only a few years ago in China, the present unrest in India and the open defiance of Europe's and America's notes 
in regard to Manchuria by Japan are lessons which the white man could not afford to ignore. 

In Australia the white man came in contact with the poor, savage remnants of the early Stone Age whom he could 
kill at will and with as few pangs of conscience as he destroyed the wild dingoes that ate up his sheep. 

The greater part of America was practically uninhabited when the white man arrived. The high and healthy 
plateaus of Central America and the northwestern part of the Andes (Mexico and Peru) had a dense population, but 
the rest was almost empty. The few wandering nomads could be easily pushed aside and disease and degeneration then 
did the rest. 

But in Africa conditions were different, for in Africa, regardless of slavery, regardless of sickness, regardless of bad 
gin, regardless of bad treatment, the population refused to die out. What the white man destroyed in the morning was 
replaced over night. Yet the white man insisted upon taking the black man's property. The result has been a holocaust 
of blood, the like of which the world has rarely seen; and the end is not yet. It is a struggle between the white man's 
gunpowder and the black man's tropical fertility. 

Let us look at the map and give you a general outline of where things stand at the present moment. 

Roughly speaking, Africa can be divided into seven parts and these I shall now take up, one by one. We begin in the 
left upper corner, in the north-west, the infamous coast of Barbary which made our ancestors tremble with fear 
whenever they had to sail past it on their way from northern Europe to the ports of Italy and the Levant. For it was 
the land of the terrible Barbary pirates and capture by them meant years of slavery until the family at home had 
borrowed enough money to set their poor cousin free. 
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This whole territory consists of mountains, and quite high mountains, too. And these mountains explain why that 
country had to develop as it did and why even today it has not yet actually been conquered by the white man. They 
are very treacherous mountains, full of ambushes and deep ravines, allowing a marauding party to make their attack and 
disappear without any one being the wiser. 

Airplanes and long distance guns are of comparatively little value here. It was only a few years ago that the Spaniards 
met with a number of terrible defeats at the hands of the Riff people. Our ancestors knew this, and they preferred to 
pay an annual tribute to the different Sultans ruling this part of the African coast, rather than risk their navies 
and their reputations on dangerous expeditions against harbors which no white man had ever been allowed to visit. 
They maintained special consuls in Algiers and Tunis whose business it was to arrange for the ransom of their 
captured subjects and they supported religious organizations which had no other purpose than to look after the fate 
of the sailors who had been unfortunate enough to fall into the hands of the Moors. 

Politically speaking, this northwestern corner of the African continent is now divided into four separate parts, all of 
which however take their orders from Paris. The process of infiltration and occupation began in the year 1830. A 
common, ordinary fly swatter was the immediate cause of the outbreak of hostilities but the real reason was that old 
public scandal of the northwestern Mediterranean, piracy. 

At the Congress of Vienna the European powers had decided that something must be done to suppress piracy in the 
Mediterranean. But of course the different powers could not decide who was to undertake the job, for the hero might 
keep some territory for himself and that would be unfair to the others— the usual story of all diplomatic 
conferences. 

Now there were two Algerian Jews (all business in northern Africa had been in the hands of Jews for centuries) who 
had a claim against the French government for grain delivered to the French government in the days before 
Napoleon—one of those old claims that are forever cropping up in the chancelleries of the Old and New World and that 
have been the cause of so many misunderstandings during the last two centuries. If nations, like individuals, would 
only pay their bills as they go along, we surely would all of us be much happier and certainly much safer. 

In the course of the negotiations about this little grain bill, the Dey of Algiers one day lost his temper and hit the 
French consul with his fly-swatter. Then there was a blockade and a shot was fired (probably by accident, but such things 
are always happening where there are war-ships around) and an expeditionary force sailed across the Mediterranean and on 
the fifth of July of the year 1830 the French marched into Algiers and the Dey was taken prisoner and sent into exile and 
the war was on in all seriousness. 

The mountain people found a leader, a certain Abd-el-Kader, a pious Mohammedan and a man of great intelligence 
and courage, who held out against the invaders for fifteen years and who did not surrender until the year 1847. He had 
previously received the promise that he would be allowed to remain in his own country, but this promise was broken and he 
was taken to France. Napoleon III however set him free on condition that he would never again disturb the peace of his 
fatherland and Abd-el-Kader retired to Damascus, where he spent the rest of his days in philosophic meditations and pious 
deeds and where he died in 1883. 

Long before his demise the last revolt in Algeria had been suppressed. Today Algeria is merely another department of 
France. Its people have the right to choose their own representatives and protect their interests in the French parliament 
in Paris. Its young men have the honor to serve as conscripts in the French army, but that is not entirely a matter of 
choice. But from an economic point of view, the French have done a great deal of excellent work to improve the living 
conditions of their new subjects. 
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The plain between the Atlas Mountains and the sea, called the Tell, raises grain. The Shat plateau, so called after many 
small salt lakes, is a grazing country, and the mountain slopes are more and more being used for wine growing, while large 
irrigation works are under construction to allow the raising of tropical fruit for the European market. Iron and copper 
deposits have been located and railroad lines connect them with Algiers (the capital) and with Oran and Bizerte, the three 
main harbors on the Mediterranean. 

Tunis, immediately to the east of the department of Algiers, is still nominally an independent state with a king of its 
own, but since 1881 it has been practically a French protectorate. But as France has no surplus population, most of the 
immigrants are Italians. The latter have a hard time competing with the Jews who moved to this part of the world 
centuries ago when it was still a Turkish possession, where they had a better chance to survive than under Christian rule. 

Next to Tunis, the capital, the city of Sfax is the most important town. Two thousand years ago the land of Tunis was of 
more importance than it is today for then it formed part of the territory of Kart-hadshat, which the Romans called 
Carthage. The harbor, which had room for 220 vessels, may still be seen. Otherwise very little remains, for when the Romans 
really wanted to do a job, they did it thoroughly and their hatred of Carthage (inspired of course by fear and jealousy) was 
such that they did not leave a single house standing when they finally took the city in 146 BC. They burned it down to the 
ground. The charred ruins, lying sixteen feet below the level of the present soil, are all that remains of a city that once 
upon a time had almost a million inhabitants. 

The northwestern corner of Africa is officially known as the independent sultanate of Morocco. There still is a sultan 
but since 1912 he too is merely a puppet of France. Not that he ever amounted to much. The Kabyles, the mountain folk of 
the Anti-Atlas, were too strongly entrenched to bother much about this distant majesty who for safety's sake varied 
constantly between his two capitals, Morocco in the south and the holy city of Fez in the north. These handy mountains 
were such a menace that the valley people never even undertook to cultivate their fields. Their harvests would be stolen 
anyway. 
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One can say a great deal against French rule in these parts of Africa, but when it comes to the safety of the public highroads, 
they have performed wonders. They moved the center of government to Rabat, a city on the Atlantic, where the French 
navy can lend a helping hand in case of need. Rabat is several hundred miles north of Agadir, another Atlantic port which 
unexpectedly got into the lime-light four years before the outbreak of the Great War when the Germans sent a gun-boat 
there to remind France that Morocco must not become another Algiers, an incident which helped a great deal to bring about 
the final disastrous conflict of the year 1914. 

A small corner of Morocco just opposite Gibraltar is a Spanish colony. It was given to Spain as a peace offering when 
France took possession of Morocco. The two cities of Ceuta and Melilla are best known from the newspaper stories of recent 
date mentioning the defeats which the unwilling Spanish troops suffered at the hands of the natives, the so-called Riff-
Kabyles. 

To the west of the Riff Mountains lies Tangier, the internationalist city where during the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries the European ambassadors accredited to the court of the Sultan of Morocco used to reside. The Sultan did not 
want them too near his own court and Tangier was therefore chosen as their place of residence. 

The future of this entire mountainous triangle is no longer a matter of doubt. In another fifty years, that whole region 
will be French, together with the second natural division of Africa which we shall discuss now—that of the great brown 
desert: As-Sahra of the Arabs, the Sahara of our modern maps. 

The Sahara, which is almost as large as the continent of Europe, runs all the way from the Atlantic to the Red Sea 
and on the other side of the Red Sea it continues under the guise of the Arabian Peninsula. In the north, except for the Atlas 
triangle of Morocco, Algiers and Tunis, the Sahara is bordered by the Mediterranean and in the south by the Sudan. 
The Sahara is a plateau, but not a very high one, for most of it lies at an altitude of only 1,200 feet. Here and there are the 
remnants of old mountain ridges, worn away by wind and sand. There are a fair number of oases where the subterranean 
water allows a few thrifty Arabs to lead a not over-abundant existence. The density of population is 0.04 per square mile 
which means that the Sahara is practically uninhabited. The best known among the wandering desert tribes are the Tuaregs, 
excellent fighters. The other Saharians are a mixture of Semite (or Arab) and Hamite (or Egyptian) and Sudanese Negro. 

The French Foreign Legion looks after the safety of travelers and does this exceedingly well. These French 
Legionnaires (who, by the way, are never allowed on French soil) may be a bit rough at times, but they have a tough 
problem on their hands. To police a region as large as Europe with a mere handful of men is no job for saints. Therefore, 
if we can believe common rumor, very few saints have been encouraged to enlist. The old caravan roads are beginning to 
lose their importance. The tractor-wheeled automobile has taken the place of the smelly camel. It is much less costly and 
infinitely more dependable for very long distances. The days when tens of thousands of camels would foregather in Timbuktu 
to bring salt to the people of the Western Sahara are gone forever. 

Until the year 1911 that part of the Sahara which borders on the Mediterranean was ruled by a Pasha of its own who 
recognized the Sultan of Turkey as his over-lord. In that year the Italians, knowing that the French were going to take 
Morocco as soon as they could do so without provoking a war with Germany, suddenly remembered that Libya (the Latin 
name for Tripoli) had once upon a time been a very prosperous Roman colony. They crossed the Mediterranean and took 
400,000 square miles of African territory and hoisted the Italian flag over it and asked the world politely what it was 
going to do about it. As nobody was particularly interested in Tripoli (sand without iron or oil) the descendants of Caesar 
were allowed to keep their new colony and they are now busy building roads and trying to raise a little cotton for the textile 
factories of Lombardy. 
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On the east, this Italian experiment in the difficult art of colonizing is bordered by Egypt. This country owed most of 
its prosperity to the fact that it was really a sort of island cut off from the west by the Libyan desert and protected against 
the south by the Nubian desert, while the Red Sea and the Mediterranean took care of the boundaries in the north and in the 
east. The actual Egypt, the Egypt of history, the ancient land of the Pharaohs, which was the great store-house of art and 
learning and science of the ancient world, consisted of a very narrow strip situated along the shore of a river almost as long as 
the Mississippi. The real Egypt, not counting the desert, is smaller than the kingdom of the Netherlands. But whereas 
Holland can feed only 7,000,000 people, the Nile valley is so fertile that it is able to support double that number. When the 
great irrigation works, begun by the English, shall have been finished, there will be room for many more. But the 
Fellahs (the tillers of the soil who are almost without exception Mohammedans) will have to stick to their farms, for 
industry is not easy in a country which has neither coal nor waterpower. 

Ever since the great Mohammedan conquest of the eighth century, Egypt had belonged to Turkey, under a khedive or 
king of its own. In 1882 England occupied the country under the pretext that its financial conditions were so hopelessly 
bad as to warrant interference on the part of a competent European power. But the demand of Egypt for the Egyptians 
became so strong after the Great War that the English were forced to renounce their claims and Egypt was once more 
recognized as an independent kingdom which had a right to conclude all sorts of treaties with other foreign powers except 
commercial treaties, which must first of all be submitted to England. The British troops were to be withdrawn from all 
Egyptian cities except Port Said. Finally Alexandria, which had become the main commercial port on the Mediterranean 
since Damietta and Rosetta on the delta had lost their importance, must be allowed to remain an English naval base. 

It was a generous agreement and a perfectly safe one, for meanwhile England had definitely occupied that eastern part of 
the Sudan through which the Nile happens to flow. By getting control over the water of this river upon which 12,000,000 
little brown Egyptians depend for their living, England is certain that it can always make its wants more or less 
understood in distant Cairo. 

Any one however at all familiar with political conditions in the Near East will hardly blame England for trying to 
maintain a strong hold upon this part of the world. The Suez Canal, the short cut to India, runs entirely through 
Egyptian territory and it would be suicidal for England to let some one else get hold of that salty artery of trade. 

The canal, of course, is not of England's making. As a matter of fact, the British government tried as hard as it could to 
prevent de Lesseps from beginning to dig any canal at all. There were two reasons why England should have opposed this 
plan. In the first place, England did not have the slightest confidence in the oft-repeated assertions of Napoleon III that 
the canal, built by French engineers and with French money, was merely a commercial venture. Queen Victoria might 
love her dear brother in the Tuileries, who once upon a time had done service as a special London constable when her 
beloved subjects were on the verge of rioting for bread, but the average Englishman did not care to hear that name 
which reminded him too much of a certain nightmare of half a century before. And in the second place, England 
feared that this short cut to the Indies and China and Japan would seriously interfere with the prosperity of her 
own good city on the Cape of Good Hope. 

Nevertheless, the canal was built and Signor Verdi composed his noble opera, Aïda, in honor of the occasion and the 
Khedive ruined himself providing free board and lodging and free tickets to Aïda to all his foreign visitors, who filled 
not less than sixty-nine vessels when they went a-picnicking from Port Saïd to Suez, which was the terminus of the 
canal on the Red Sea. 

Then England changed her tactics and her prime minister, Benjamin Disraeli, who belonged to a race that has 
never yet been accused of lacking in business ability, managed to get hold of a majority of the canal stock which until 
then had belonged to the Khedive. And as Napoleon no longer counted and the route proved to be a god-send for the 
trade between Asia and Europe and produced almost $40,000,000 a year in revenue alone (28,000,000 tons passed 
through it in 1930, which is almost one-third of the total number of tons that passed through our own Sault Ste. 
Marie Canal), there have been no further complaints from the side of the British government. 
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By the way, the famous antiquities of Egypt are situated all over the land. The pyramids you will find in the 
neighborhood of Cairo where Memphis was once upon a time located. But Thebes, the old capital of Upper Egypt, 
was situated several hundred miles further up the river. Unfortunately the tremendous irrigation works of Assuan 
have turned the temple of Philae into little islands which are now entirely surrounded by the muddy waters of the 
Nile and which are therefore doomed to ultimate destruction. The grave of King Tutankhamen, who died fourteen 
centuries before the beginning of our era, is also to be found in that part of Egypt, as are the graves of many other kings 
whose former household possessions and whose mummies are gathered together in the museum of Cairo which is fast be-
coming a cemetery as well as one of the world's most interesting collections of antiquities. 

The third part of Africa, geographically different from all other sections, is the Sudan. The Sudan runs almost parallel 
with the Sahara but it does not continue quite so far eastward because it is brought to a sudden halt by the high plateaus of 
Abyssinia which separate it from the Red Sea. 

Now in the great international bridge game played with Africa as a stake, when one nation announces "three spades" 
the others at once answer "four diamonds.” England had taken the Cape from the Dutch during the beginning of the 
nineteenth century. The original settlers, being Dutch and therefore obstinate, had packed their belongings in their 
covered wagons, had in spanned their oxen and had trekked northward (these are now perfectly good English words. Since 
the late Boer War you will find them in any good dictionary.) The English were playing the game the Russians had played 
in the sixteenth century during the conquest of Siberia. You will remember how it was played. As soon as enough Russian 
fugitives had settled a new region of Siberia, the Czar's troops went after them and informed them that since they were 
originally Russian subjects, the land they had just occupied was therefore of course Russian property and the government in 
Moscow would let them know when to expect the tax-collector. 

The English were forever following the Boers further northward, trying to annex their territory. It had come to several 
very disagreeable conflicts, for the Boer farmers, having spent most of their lives out in the open, were better shots than the 
Cockney regiments turned loose against them. After the battle of Majuba in 1881 Gladstone, who was eminently fair in this 
matter, on that occasion gave a lesson in forbearance which all statesmen might well copy: "Just because we were defeated 
last night and our pride is hurt is no reason why we should insist on the shedding of more blood!" the Boers gained a 
temporary respite and regained their independence. 

But all the world knew what the end would be of this struggle between the British Empire and a handful of farmers. 
English land companies, acquiring enormous tracts of land from native chiefs, were creeping up further and further 
northward. Meanwhile British troops, in order to establish order all over Egypt, were slowly but steadily working their 
way southward along both banks of the Nile. A famous English missionary was exploring the central region of Africa with 
the most brilliant results. Plainly the English were digging themselves a tunnel right through the heart of the Dark 
Continent. They had started building operations simultaneously in Cairo and in the Cape (the usual way for tunnels to be 
constructed). Sooner or later the two ends would meet in the region of the great lakes where both the Nile and the Congo 
came from, and then England could run her trains from Alexandria to Table Bay (so-called after the Table Mountain, that 
curiously shaped mesa that forms a natural background for Capetown) without a change of cars. 

What England was so evidently trying to do along a line running from north to south, France now planned to do 
along a line running from west to east, from the Atlantic to the Red Sea, let us say from Dakar in the Senegal to Djibouti 
in French Somaliland which was also the port of entry for the whole of Abyssinia and which even then was connected by 
railroad with the Abyssinian capital of Addis Ababa. 

Such gigantic projects take time but not quite as much time as we sometimes feel inclined to believe when we look at 
the map and contemplate the terrific difficulties that were to be overcome ere that line should ever have reached such a hard-
to-get-at spot as Lake Chad, just north of Nigeria—and from there the hardest part of the route would begin, for the 
eastern Sudan (now the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan) was as inhospitable a region as the Sahara. 
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Capital, however, in the hands of an energetic modern power, especially if it sees a chance of making one hundred cents 
on the dollar, will dynamite its way through time and space as lightly and easily and usually as ruthlessly as a war tank 
going through a flock of geese. The Third French Republic, trying to regain the prestige the Second Empire had lost, 
was energetic enough, and the stockings and the hidden old cigar boxes of the French peasants produced the 
necessary capital. The struggle for the right of way from west to east in competition with the right of way from north 
to south was on in all seriousness and the French, who ever since the beginning of the seventeenth century had been 
righting with the English and the Dutch for the possession of the land situated between the Senegal and Gambia 
Rivers, now used that territory as a political can opener with which to get at the contents of the unlimited area of the 
whole of the Sudan. 

I can't go into the details of all the operations and machinations and the diplomatic steps and the commercial 
steps and the lying and cheating and horse dealing and cajoling that had to take place before France could claim 
the greater part of the western Sudan as part of their African Empire. Even today they keep up the pretense of 
being merely the temporary administrators of a number of protectorates and mandates, but everybody has 
gradually learned what that means. The gangsters who have acquired exclusive control over the New York milk 
racket will probably call their band of cutthroats The Milk Dealers' Protective Association. European nations, 
quick to learn even from our humble highwaymen, have coined the word mandates. But the results are about 
the same. 

Geographically speaking, the French have made a wise choice. Most of the Sudan is very fertile, which of course 
explains the fact that the natives are by far the most intelligent and industrious of all the different Negro tribes that 
inhabit Africa. Part of the soil is the same sort of loess as that found in northern China, and as Senegambia 
(merely another name for Senegal) is not cut off from the sea by a mountain ridge, the interior has sufficient 
rainfall to allow the people to raise cattle and corn. The African Negro, by the way, is no rice-eater, but a mealie-
eater, mealie being a sort of second cousin to our own corn-mush but a little less delicately prepared. They are also 
very remarkable artists whose curious bits of sculpture and pottery when exposed in our museums never fail to attract 
the attention of the multitudes because they look for all the world exactly like the most recent masterpieces of our 
own futurist painters. 

The Sudanese, however, have one great disadvantage from the 
white man's point of view. They are ardent followers of the Prophet 
whose missionaries overran and converted the whole of northern 
Africa. In the Sudan, one race especially, the Fula or Fellatah, a mixture 
of Negroes and Berbers, who are to be found everywhere south and 
east of the Senegal River as the dominating class of society, have long 
been a menace to french authority. But railroads and roads and 
airplanes and tanks and caterpillar tractors are more powerful than 
all the Sudras or verses of the Koran. The Fellatahs are learning to 
drive flivvers. Romance is rapidly making its exit by way of the gas 
station. 
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Before the French and the English and the Germans settled down in the Sudan, the greater part of this territory 
belonged to those charming native princes who had grown rich stealing each other's subjects and selling them into 
slavery. Some of these potentates have gained a certain sad fame as among the most picturesque but also the most 
brutal of by-gone despots. The King of Dahomey with his highly efficient army of Amazons is still fresh in the 
memory of those who as children saw the last of his troops perform at our country fairs 5 and that may have been 
one of the reasons why the natives put up so little resistance when the European war ships appeared. No matter how 
greedy the new white master might be, he was always a great improvement on the black tyrant who had just been 
deposed. 

The greater part of the southern Sudan is cut off from the ocean by a high mountain ridge which follows the 
coastline of the Gulf of Guinea. This prevents such rivers as the Niger from playing a really important part in the 
development of the interior, for like the Congo, the Niger is obliged to take a very roundabout way to avoid the main 
mass of these hills. Then just before it reaches the coast, it must dig a channel through these rocks with the result that 
there are a number of cataracts where they are least wanted (that is, near the sea) while the upper part of the river is 
apt to be navigable enough but there is nobody there to navigate it. 

In the case of the Niger even this does not hold true. It is really more of a succession of long lakes and small pools 
than a regular river, as Mungo Park discovered in 1805 when he gave his life to find the river of which he had 
dreamed since he was a small boy in Scotland. This may have been responsible for the fact that the Sudanese, deprived 
of all water-ways, were able to make such a success of their overland trade-routes, and that Timbuktu, on the left 
bank of the upper Niger, could become such a very important center of trade, the Nizhni-Novgorod of Africa, where 
the north and the south and the east and the west came together to do business. 

Timbuktu owes a great deal of its popularity to its queer name which sounds like the magic formula of some 
mysterious African witch doctor. In the year 1353 it had been visited by the Ibn Batuta, the Marco Polo of the Arab 
world. Twenty years later it made its first appearance on Spanish maps as a great market for gold and salt, substances 
which were of almost equal value in medieval days. When the English Major Gordon Laing reached it in the year 1826, 
after having crossed the Sahara from Tripoli, it was merely the ruins of its former self, having been repeatedly attacked 
and destroyed by Tuareg and Fellatah marauders. On his way to the coast Major Laing was murdered by the Fellatah 
of Senegambia, but from that time on, Timbuktu was no longer another mysterious Mecca or Khiva or Tibet, but 
became a plain, ordinary objective of the French forces operating in the western Sudan. 

In the year 1893 it was taken by a French army, consisting of one French naval ensign and six white men, 
accompanied by twelve Senegalese. The power of the desert tribes had not yet been broken, for soon afterwards they 
killed off most of the white invaders and almost completely destroyed a relief corps of two hundred men which was 
coming up from the coast to avenge the defeat of the naval contingent. 
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But of course it was then merely a matter of time before all of the western Sudan should be in French hands. The 
same held true of the region around Lake Chad in the central part of the Sudan, which was easier of access because the 
Benue River, a tributary of the Niger which runs due east and west, is much more navigable than the Niger itself. 

Lake Chad, which lies about 700 feet high, is very shallow and rarely deeper than about 20 feet. In contrast to 
most other inland seas, the water is fresh and not salt. But it is growing smaller and smaller all the time and in 
another century it will be merely a marsh. One river loses itself in this lake. It is called the Shari, and the fact that it is 
merely an inland river which starts a thousand miles from the sea and ends a thousand miles from the sea, yet is as 
long as the Rhine, will give you a better idea of the proportions of central Africa than almost anything else I can think 
of. 

The mountainous Wadai region east of Lake Chad acts as the great divide between the Nile, the Congo and the 
Chad region. Politically it belongs to the French and is supposed to be an administrative part of the French Congo. 
It also marks the end of the French sphere of influence, for on the east of it begins the eastern Sudan, now known as 
the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan, a country which the ancients knew as the land of the White Nile. 

When the English began to survey their road from the Cape to Cairo and decided that they must occupy this most 
valuable strategic point or run the risk of losing it to some other nation, the eastern Sudan was a desert, plain, simple 
and fancy. The Nile was absolutely not navigable, and there were no roads. The people, at the mercy of al] the scum 
from the nearby deserts, were poor and wretched beyond belief. Geographically it was without any value, but 
politically its possibilities were enormous. In 1876 therefore, England induced the Khedive of Egypt to entrust the 
administration of these hundreds of thousands of square miles of "nominal Egyptian territory" to that same General 
Gordon whom we have already met in the chapter on China, assisting the Peking government to repress the Tai-Ping 
rebellion. Gordon remained in the Sudan for two years and with the help of a very clever Italian assistant, one 
Romolo Gessi, he accomplished the one thing most needed: he broke up the last of the slave rings, shot the leaders 
and set more than 10,000 men and women free and allowed them to return to their homes. 

As soon, however, as this stern Puritan had turned his back upon the Sudan, the old terrible conditions of 
misgovernment and oppression returned. The result was the outbreak of a movement for complete independence, a 
sort of Sudan for the Sudanese and all the slave trading we want. The leader of this rebellion was a certain 
Mahommed Ahmed, who called himself a Mahdi or leader to show the faithful the road of the true Moslem faith.  The 
Mahdi was successful.  In 1883 he conquered El Obeid in Kordofan, which is now connected with Cairo by rail and 
later in the same year he destroyed an Egyptian army of 10,000 men under Hicks Pasha, an English colonel in the 
service of the Khedive. Meanwhile, in 1882, England had assumed a protectorate over Egypt and the Mahdi now had 
to contend with a more dangerous enemy. 

But England was too experienced in colonial affairs and knew difficulties too well to rush into any rash expeditions. 
For the moment she counseled the Egyptian government to withdraw its troops from the Sudan. General Gordon was 
once more sent to Khartum to arrange for the withdrawal of the remaining Egyptian garrisons. But no sooner had he 
reached Khartum than the forces of the Mahdi swept northward and left Gordon and his companions marooned in 
Khartum. He sent urgent messages for relief. But Gordon was a Puritan mystic. Gladstone, who was then the head 
of the British government, was an Episcopal mystic. These two mystics, the one in London on the Thames and the 
other in Khartum on the Nile, did not like each other. And because they did not like each other, it was impossible for 
them to cooperate intelligently. 

Gladstone sent a relief expedition, but much too late, for when it was still several days away from Khartum the town 
was taken by the forces of the Mahdi, and Gordon was murdered. That happened in January of 1885. In June of the 
same year the Mahdi died. His successor maintained himself as ruler of the Sudan until the year 1898 when an Anglo-
Egyptian army under Kitchener wiped his followers from the face of the desert and recaptured the entire territory as far 
south as Uganda, which is on the equator. 
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The English have done an enormous amount of good in improving the condition of the natives by giving them roads, 
railroads safety, by stamping out all sorts of hideous and unnecessary forms of disease, the usual things which the white man 
does for the black man and for which the white man expects the black man to say thank you, if he is that foolish, but for 
which the black man will shoot the white man in the back just as soon as he can, as the white man will well enough know 
if he has had a couple of centuries of colonial experience. 

The railroad southward from Alexandria and Cairo now runs as far as El Obeid in the west and Port Sudan on the 
Red Sea in the east. If in the years to come an enemy should suddenly destroy the Suez Canal, England can still transport 
her troops from east to west via this railroad that runs through the valley of Egypt and then re-crosses the Nubian 
Desert. 

But now we have got to go back a few years and see how the Mahdi revolt was to have the most far-reaching influence 
upon the development of Africa in a way which had nothing at all to do with the Mahdi himself or his ambitions to become 
the independent ruler of the land of his fathers. 

When the Mahdi uprising began, the Egyptian forces furthest towards the south were forced to find a refuge in a part of 
central Africa which was then practically unknown. Speke had crossed it in 1858 when he discovered Lake Victoria, the 
mother lake, so to speak, of the river Nile. But most of the land between Lake Albert and Lake Victoria was still terra 
incognita. This Egyptian force, under command of a German physician, a certain Dr. Eduard Schnitzer, better known by 
his Turkish title of Emin Pasha, had disappeared from sight after the fall of Khartum, and the world was curious to know 
what had become of its leader. 

The job of finding him was entrusted to an American newspaperman by the name of Stanley. His name was really Row-
lands, but he had adopted that of a New Orleans merchant who had been very good to him when he had first landed in 
America, a poor English boy who had run away from the workhouse. Stanley was already famous as an African explorer for 
the voyage which he had undertaken in 1871 to find Dr. Livingstone. Since then England had begun to realize the 
importance of keeping at least a few fingers in the African pie and the London Daily Telegraph cooperated with the New 
York Herald in defraying the cost of the voyage. This expedition, which lasted three years and which was undertaken 
from east to west, proved that the Lualaba which Livingstone had suspected of being part of the Congo was in reality 
the beginning of that river. It also showed the vastness of the territory traversed by the Congo River on its 
circuitous route to the sea and it brought home tales of strange native tribes, the presence of which no one so far had 
suspected. 

It was this second voyage of Stanley's which drew the attention of the world to the commercial possibilities 
of the Congo and which made it possible for Leopold of Belgium to found his Congo Free State. 

When at last the fate of Emin Pasha became a subject of worldwide concern, it was only natural that Stanley 
should be selected as the man best fitted to find him. He began his search in 1887 and the next year he found 
Emin in Wadelai just north of Lake Albert. Stanley tried to persuade this German, who seems to have 
exercised a tremendous power over the natives, to enter the service of the King of the Belgians, which would 
probably have meant that the great lake region of Africa would also have been added to the territory of the 
Congo colony. But Emin seems to have had plans of his own. As soon as he reached Zanzibar (he really was not 
anxious at all to be "saved") he got in touch with the German authorities and it was finally decided to send him 
back, well provided with men and money, to try to establish a German protectorate over the high plateau 
between the three great lakes of Victoria, Albert and Tanganyika. Along the coast of Zanzibar the German East 
Africa Company had acquired large interests as early as 1885. If the lake region were added, Germany would be 
able to frustrate the English plans for dividing all of Africa into two parts by a broad strip of English territory 
running from Egypt to the Cape. But in 1892 Emin was murdered near Stanley Falls on the Congo by Arab 
slave-dealers who wanted to avenge some of their colleagues deservedly hung by the stern German in his 
younger days. Nothing therefore came of the Emin's dream of the new Germany on the high plateau of 
Tanganyika. As a result, however, of his disappearance, the greater part of central Africa had now been definitely 
put upon the map. And that brings us to the fifth natural division of Africa, the high mountainous regions of the 
east. 



 

      113 

These stretch all the way from Abyssinia in the north to the Zambesi River in the south where the territory known 
as South Africa begins. The northern part of this region is inhabited by Hamites, for the Abyssinians and the Somalis, 
although they have kinky hair, are not Negroes. The southern part consists of Negroes and a great many Europeans. 

The Abyssinians are Christians of a very old vintage, having been converted as early as the fourth century, almost 
400 years before we had a single Christian community in central Europe. Their Christian sentiments, however, did not 
prevent them from making perpetual war upon their neighbors. In the year 525 they even crossed the Red Sea and 
conquered the southern part of Arabia, the Arabia Felix of the Romans (in contrast to the Arabian Desert of the 
interior). It was this expedition which had made the young Mahommed realize the necessity for a strong and united 
Arab fatherland and which had started him upon his career as the founder of a religion and a world-empire. 

One of the first things his followers did was to drive the Ethiopians away from the coast towns of the Red Sea and 
to destroy their business relations with Ceylon and India and far-away Constantinople. After that defeat, Ethiopia 
became a sort of Japan which took no further interest in outside affairs until the middle of the last century when the 
different European powers began to cast longing glances in the general direction of the peninsula of Somaliland, not 
because Somaliland was of any possible value, but because it was situated on the Red Sea which soon would be merely 
an extension of the Suez Canal. France was the first to arrive upon the scene and to occupy the harbor of Djibouti. 
The English, after a punitive expedition against the Emperor Theodore of Abyssinia, during which that 
extraordinary monarch killed himself rather than fall into the hands of his enemies, took British Somaliland which, 
situated just opposite Aden, gave them command of the gulf of that name. The Italians took a slice north of the 
French and British possessions with the intention of using the coastal region as a base of supplies from where to conduct 
a glorious expedition against Abyssinia. 

This glorious expedition took place in the year 1896, and on that occasion the Italians lost 4500 white and 2000 
native troops, with a slightly smaller amount of prisoners. Since then the Italians have left their Abyssinian 
neighbors alone although they are now the owners of another part of Somaliland, south of the British settlement. 

In the end, of course, Abyssinia will go the way of Uganda and Zanzibar. But the difficulties of transportation, 
not overcome by the single railroad line from Djibouti to Addis Ababa, and the broken up nature of the entire 
Abyssinian plateau which makes it a natural fortress, together with the realization that those black men will under 
circumstances fight back with great bitterness, have so far saved that ancient kingdom from the usual annexation by one 
of her European neighbors. 

South of Abyssinia and east of the Congo lay the three great African lakes. Of those the Nyasa sends tributaries to 
the Zambesi River, while Lake Victoria is responsible for the River Nile and the Tanganyika Lake connects with the 
Congo, suggesting that this region must be the highest part of Africa. The investigations of the last fifty years 
completely bear this out. Kilimanjaro, southeast of Lake Victoria, is 19,000 feet high and Mount Ruwenzori (the 
Mountain of the Moon of Ptolemy, which Stanley rediscovered some twenty centuries later) is 16,700 feet, with 
Kenya (17,000) and Elgon (14,000) close seconds. 

This whole region was originally volcanic but the African volcanoes have not been working at their trade for a good 
many centuries. Politically the entire territory is divided into a number of sub-divisions, all of them however under 
British rule. 

Uganda, a cotton-raising country, became a protectorate in 1899. The former possessions of the British East Africa 
Company, now Kenya Colony, were made part of the empire in 1920, while the erstwhile holdings of the German East 
Africa colony became a British mandate in 1918 and are now part of the Tanganyika territory. 
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The most important town on the coast is Zanzibar, the capital of an old slave-trading sultanate over which the English 
established a protectorate in 1890. The town was a great center for Arab merchants from all over the Indian Ocean. They 
were probably responsible for the spread of the Swahili language, the jargon of Zanzibar, which is now spoken all over the 
east coast of Africa just as Malayan has become the "lingua franca" of the islands of the Dutch East Indies. At the present 
time a slight knowledge of Swahili is the most valuable asset for anyone wishing to do business along the three thousand 
miles of the Indian Ocean front and their millions of square miles of hinterland. If he will also bother to learn a little 
Bantu, the language of all the South African Negroes, he can, with a few words of Portuguese and a smattering of pidgin-
Arabic and a sentence or two in Cape Dutch be sure of all of his meals while travelling from one end of the continent to 
the other. 

That closes the chapter on northern Africa, except for the narrow coastal region that lies between the Atlantic and the 
mountains of the Sudan and the Cameroon Mountains. This strip of land has been known these last four hundred years 
as Upper Guinea and Lower Guinea. I have already mentioned the Guineas when I spoke of slavery, for it was there 
that the black ivory was gathered ere it was made ready for shipment to the rest of the world. Today that coast belongs to a 
number of nations, but none of these settlements is of any interest to anybody except a few stamp-collectors. 

Sierra Leone is an old English settlement which, like Liberia just to the west of it, was intended to be a homeland for 
former slaves. Neither Sierra Leone nor Liberia, with its capital city of Monrovia (so-called after our President Monroe) 
amounts to anything except sad disappointments in the hearts of a good many perfectly honest men and women who 
had hoped for better things when they generously offered their money to return the black man to the country of his great-
grandfather's birth. 

The Ivory Coast is French, and Accra will eventually be a harbor of the French Sudanese Empire. Nigeria is English. 
The capital is Lagos. Dahomey was an independent native state until the French took it in 1893. 

Cameroon was German until the war. It is now a French protectorate. So was and is Togo. The rest is part of the 
French Congo, making the whole of that part of the world a large French equatorial empire with little foreign 
enclosures which eventually will be acquired by the French in exchange for either cash or for something some other power 
may want in another part of the world. 

The Dutch East Indian Company, in order to shorten the voyage from Batavia to Amsterdam, had maintained an 
overland route of its own by way of Persia and Syria and Alexandria. But every time there was a quarrel between two 
Mesopotamian potentates the mails and the caravans were so hopelessly delayed that the bulk of the merchandise continued 
to be sent by way of the Cape. 

In order that nothing might interfere with the steady flow of its Indian products, the Dutch thereupon occupied a few 
harbors along the coast of Guinea which they could also use as slave ports, took St. Helena and fortified the Cape. 

In 1671 the Dutch, who like all good merchants liked to have things in writing (think of the absurd comedy of buying 
Manhattan in exchange for $24.00 worth of gadgets!) bought the land around the fort of Capetown from the 
Hottentots. That meant the end of the Hottentots for, deprived of their land, they were forced to move northward 
into the region of the Orange River and the Vaal which was occupied by their hereditary enemies, the Bushmen. It 
seemed a punishment from Heaven that those same Dutch farmers, who had been terribly cruel in their dealings with 
both Hottentots and Bushmen, should afterwards have suffered a similar fate. For Capetown was occupied by the 
English in 1795 and then it was the turn of the Boers to move northward. They repeated this maneuver a number of 
times until the year 1902, when the last of their two independent republics, the Transvaal and Orange Free State were 
definitely annexed by the English. 
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Capetown, however, has remained the most important harbor of the whole triangle. But the coastal region counts for 
nothing compared to the tremendously rich interior. This interior consists of a high plateau dotted with low hills, a sort of 
mesa here called kopjes. On the west this plateau is cut off from the Atlantic by the Komas highlands. On the east it is 
separated from the Indian Ocean by the Matoppo Mountains and in the south it is cut off from the Capetown region by 
the Drakensberg Ridge. 

None of these mountains has any glaciers. All the rivers therefore of this entire region depend upon rainfall for their 
water supply. As a result they are wild torrents in the winter and dry, hollow roads in the summer, and as they have got 
to break their way through a mountain ridge ere they reach the sea (with the exception of the rivers in Natal, which 
therefore is the richest of the different countries that now make up the Union of South Africa—U. S. A.) they are of 
no possible use as roads of commerce to the interior. 

In order therefore that the hinterland might have access to the sea, a number of railways have been constructed. Before 
the war the most important of these roads was the one between Pretoria and Lourengo Marques on the Delagoa Bay in 
Portuguese East Africa. Since the war the roads to Swakopmund and Lii-deritzland in the former territory of German 
South-west Africa (now a mandate of the Union) have been finished; and northward one can now go by rail as far as Lake 
Tanganyika and then, after having crossed the lake by boat, one can take another train from there for Zanzibar. 

In order to get that far north, one is obliged to spend an uncomfortable day crossing the Kalahari desert but once this 
has been left behind, one enters into the hilly territory of Rhodesia, so-called after Cecil Rhodes, the founder of the old 
British South African chartered company and one of the earliest prophets of a united South Africa under British 
domination. That dream has partially come true. The different chartered companies and the former Boer republics and 
the Kaffir and Zulu nations are now all of them part of the Union of South Africa which was proclaimed in 1910. But as 
the Boer element which lives in the country districts seems to be gaining on the English element which had been chiefly 
attached to the cities by the discovery of gold around Johannesburg and diamonds near Kimberley, there is a violent 
struggle going on to decide which of the two rival elements shall be the deciding factor. By way of compromise, Capetown 
has been made the place where the parliament of the Union meets, but Praetoria, the old capital of the Transvaal Republic, 
has been promoted to act as the seat of the government. 

As for the two unusually large remnants of the ancient Portuguese Empire which continue to separate the U. S. A. 
from the Atlantic and the Indian Ocean, Angola in the west and Mozambique in the east, they are so badly 
administered that sooner or later they will be taken over by one of their more powerful neighbors. Just now, with 
agricultural products at a lower price than ever before and cattle raising at a complete standstill, the South Africans 
are not in search of fresh pastures and grain fields. When times return to normal, these Portuguese colonies will be 
annexed without the firing of a single gun. For South Africa is developing a new race, neither Dutch nor English but 
purely South African. And it is so rich in mineral wealth, in copper and coal and iron, and the soil is so fertile that it 
may well develop into a sort of United States on a slightly smaller scale. 

At the other side of the Strait of Mozambique lies the island of Madagascar which measures 230,000 square miles 
and is slightly larger than the Republic of France to which it belongs. The population is about 4,000,000. It is a 
mountainous island and the eastern part, exposed to the trade winds, has excellent timber which is exported from 
the harbor of Tamatave, connected by rail with the capital, Tananarivo. 

The people look more like Malays than like Negroes. But Madagascar must have been separated from Africa at a 
very early period in our geological history for none of the usual African animals are to be found on the island. 

East of Madagascar lay two little islands which were of great importance when the India trade still followed the 
route of the Cape. They are Mauritius and Reunion. Mauritius, an old fresh water vegetable station of the Dutch 
East India Company, is now English, and Reunion is French. 
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As for the other islands which, geographically speaking, belong to Africa, I have already mentioned St. Helena, 
while Ascension, further to the north in the Atlantic, is also a coaling and a cable station. The Cape Verde Islands are 
Portuguese. They lie a few hundred miles west of the coast of Mauretania, now occupied by the insignificant Spanish 
colony of Rio de Oro. The Canary Islands are Spanish, and Madeira and the Azores are Portuguese, and Teneriffe, 
with its well-known volcano, is Spanish. As for the island of St. Brandon, in which all honest skippers of the seventeenth 
and eighteenth centuries believed as firmly as we ourselves believe in the tables of multiplication, that was situated 
here too. But no one could ever quite find out where because it went to the bottom of the ocean as soon as any vessel 
came near it and only reappeared when the visitor was gone. That seems to me to have been a very sensible thing 
to do on the part of an African island. It was the only way in which it could escape being occupied by a foreign 
power. 

Most continents can be reduced to a few simple images. We say Europe and we see the dome of St. Peter's and 
ruined castles on the Rhine and the silent fjords of Norway and we hear the troika bells of Russia. Asia calls forth 
pictures of pagodas and masses of little brown men bathing in a wide river and strange temples, ten thousand feet 
up in the air, and the placid symmetry of old Fuji. America means skyscrapers, factory chimneys, an old Indian on 
a pony going nowhere in particular. Even far off Australia has its symbols, the Southern Cross, the amiable kangaroo with 
his inquisitive and intelligent eyes. 

But Africa, how shall we reduce that land of contrasts and extremes to a single symbol? 

It is a land of torrid heat without any rivers! Yet the Nile is almost as long as the Mississippi and the Congo is only a 
little shorter than the Amazon River and the Niger just as long as the Hwang-Ho. It is a land of torrential rains and 
insufferable moisture! Yet the Sahara alone, the driest of all deserts, is larger than all of Australia and the Kalahari is as 
big as the British Isles. 

The people are weak and helpless; the black man does not know how to defend himself! Yet the most perfectly 
organized military machine the world has ever seen was developed among the Zulus, and the desert Bedouins and other 
northern tribes have been known to charge successfully against European troops armed with machine guns. 

Africa has no convenient inland seas like the Baltic or our own Great Lakes! Granted, but Lake Victoria is as large as 
Lake Superior, Tanganyika is as big as the Baikal Sea, Nyasa twice as big as Lake Ontario. 

Africa has no mountains! But Kilimanjaro is 5,000 feet higher than Mount Whitney, the highest peak of the United 
States, and Ruwenzori, just north of the equator, is higher than Mont Blanc. 

Then what is wrong with this continent? I don't know. Everything is there but nothing seems to be where it could possibly 
be of any use to anyone. The whole arrangement is wrong. With the exception of the Nile, all these rivers and mountains 
and lakes and deserts serve no purpose. Even the Nile, which at least flows into a sea of great commercial importance, is 
hampered by too many cataracts. As for the Congo and the Niger, they have no comfortable access to the sea, while the 
Zambesi starts where the Orange River should end and the Orange River ends where the Zambesi should start. 

Modern science may eventually make the desert bear fruit and drain the marshes. Modern science may find ways 
to cure the dysentery and the sleeping sickness, which have wiped out entire countrysides in the Sudan and the Congo 
region, as modern science has set us free from yellow fever and malaria. Modern science may turn the high central and 
southern plateaus into a replica of the French Provence or the Italian Riviera. But the jungle is strong and persistent 
and the jungle has a handicap of millions of years. Let modern science relax but for a moment and the jungle and all 
its atrocities will be back at the white man's throat and will throttle him and it will breathe its poisonous breath 
into his nostrils until he dies and is eaten by the hyenas and the ants. 
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Perhaps it is the lightless tropical forest which has put its dreadful stamp upon the whole African civilization. The 
desert may be frightening but the shimmering dark forest is terrifying. It is so full of life that it has become lifeless. 
The struggle for existence must proceed quietly lest the hunter himself become the hunted. And so day and night 
and night and day creation devours itself beneath the high roof of the listless leaves. The most harmless-looking insect 
has the most deadly sting. The most beautiful flower carries its secret burden of poison. Every horn and hoof and 
beak and tooth is against every other horn and hoof and beak and tooth. The pulse-beat of existence is accompanied 
by the crunching of bones and the tearing asunder of soft brown skins. 

I have tried to talk of these things with Africans. They laughed at me. Such was life. Life was either stark 
poverty or overwhelming abundance. There was no golden mean. One either froze or one roasted. One either 
drank coffee from golden cups with an Arab merchant in Mogador or one took a pot shot at an old Hottentot 
woman. She was no good anyway. For this land of contrast seems to do dreadful things to people. It warps their 
vision. It kills their susceptibilities to the finer sides of life. The ceaseless carnage of the veldt and forest gets into 
their blood. And a quiet little mousy official, fresh from the stiff respectability of a slumbering Belgian village, turns 
into a monster that has women flogged to death because they fail to bring an extra pound of rubber; and then 
quietly smokes his after-dinner cigar while the insects devour some poor black devil, mutilated because he was in 
arrears with his ivory. 

I am trying very hard not to be unfair. Other continents, too, have greatly contributed to the sum total of human 
cruelty and malevolence. But gentler forms walk across the countryside. Jesus preaches, Confucius teaches, 
Buddha implores, Mahommed sternly points to his harsh virtues. Africa, alone, has borne us no prophet. Other 
continents have been greedy and selfish but at times the spirit has conquered the flesh and they have gone forth 
upon some mighty pilgrimage, the purpose of which lay hidden far beyond the gates of Heaven. 

The only sound of marching feet across the African desert and through the shrubs is that of flint-eyed Arabs in 
search of their human prey, of Dahomeyan Amazons, ready to pounce upon a sleeping village and steal the children 
of their neighbors to sell them into foreign slavery. In other parts of the world women ever since the beginning of 
time have tried to make themselves desirable in the eyes of their men that they might attract them and gain their favor. 
In Africa alone women have deliberately made themselves hideous that they might repel all those who should 
meet them unaware. 

I might continue this bit of special pleading ad infinitttm. But this book is getting much too long and so you had 
better try to find an answer for yourself. 

People have been faced by the same perplexing question ever since they first gazed upon the useless grandeur of 
the Pyramids and looked suspiciously at the tracks that lost themselves in the sands of the distant desert. But none of 
them returned any the wiser. 
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THE PHAROS 

About the time Demetrius and Diomede were ready to leave Rhodes and continue their tour, a large galley from Carthage 
came along, headed for Alexandria, the great seaport of Egypt, to pick up a cargo of grain. This was exactly where Diomede 
wanted to go with his son next. So they took passage, headed southward across the open Mediterranean, and soon left the 
Colossus far behind. 

On the second day stormy weather set in, and the clouds hid the sun and the stars, so that the captain had to steer 
almost by guesswork. But around midnight of the fourth day the lookout shouted that the ship was exactly on its course, 
with the coast of Egypt only thirty miles away. From his high perch on the mast, he had seen the flashing light of the 
greatest lighthouse ever built by any nation in any age, ancient or modern—the Pharos at Alexandria. 

Demetrius was weary from the long stormy voyage, but he had refused to go to bed on that last night. He wanted to 
be awake in order to see the very first gleam from the famous Pharos; for, like the Colossus and the Mausoleum and the 
Temple of Diana, the sea-shining beacon was always counted as one of the world's Seven Wonders. 

Some twenty-five years before the time of our story, the rulers of Alexandria, then one of the largest and most powerful 
cities in the world, had built this monster lighthouse at the entrance to their harbor. Immediately it became the talk of all 
seafaring men from India to Gibraltar. And with good reason, for it rose six hundred feet—a height nearly four times that of 
the Colossus at Rhodes—and sent such fiery beams into the night that they could be seen many leagues away. Built entirely 
of marble (for steel girders were unknown), this marvelous building today would overtop any structure in the world, 
except the Eiffel Tower in Paris, the towers of the Golden Gate and Hudson River bridges, and a few of the tallest 
skyscrapers in New York. 

 
The Pharos was not designed in the slim, tapering style usual for lighthouses, but rather in the shape of a 

modern skyscraper. The base of it was a square block-like structure, 400 feet high, filled with military barracks and 
offices. This was topped by a smaller tower which raised the lighthouse another 100 feet higher. Above this tower 
gleamed the round fire-chamber itself. Whether the lamp was fueled by wood or oil is not known. But it is known that 
the lamp was backed by an enormous mirror that cast an extremely powerful beam. 

Demetrius, having caught sight of this welcome beam, at last went to sleep. When he woke he found his ship tied 
snugly to a dock—and the marble Pharos soaring 600 feet above. 

As at Rhodes, Demetrius wanted to lose no time in seeking out the city's first wonder. He soon saw that the 
lighthouse stood on an island 200 yards out from the mainland. Leading to it from the shore was a stone bridge 
built by the harbor engineers, and over this bridge Demetrius and Diomede made their way through the throngs of 
traffic. 

They came to the Pharos. Speechless with wonder, Demetrius looked up at its size and height. Not having seen 
the Pyramids, he was sure this must be the biggest—as it was indeed the tallest— structure built up to that time. Even 
Diana's Temple, which he had admired so much, seemed small compared to this cloud-crowned lighthouse. 

It would have been well, in a tower of such great height, to have had electric express elevators. But for the 
ancient Greeks and Egyptians electricity was still only a bolt of lightning in the sky. Nor were there any stairs. Stairs 
would have prevented the caravans of donkeys from climbing to the summit with the daily supply of fuel for the 
beacon-fires. So the ascent was made by broad ramps, or inclines, that climbed at an easy grade inside the walls from 
story to story. Consequently it was possible to hire donkeys and ride all the way to the beacon. 

Egypt 
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Demetrius and Diomede did just this, and started up the first ramp with the donkey-boys trotting close behind. 

Imagine riding to the top of a 600-foot office building on a donkey!  

At the first set-back, the 400-foot level, they found a broad terrace. Here tradesmen had established a small market 
where one could buy lemonade, fruit, and morsels of roast lamb on sticks. Dioinede bought Demetrius a cup of 
lemonade and two huge red pomegranates from the gardens along the Nile. 

At 500 feet they came to the immense stone lamp itself. Around its base was the observation platform where 
tourists could rest and enjoy the sensational view. 

Demetrius, leaning over the parapet, could see thirty miles or more of the Mediterranean on one side, and just as 
far inland on the other. Directly below him spread the beautiful city, and a harbor that was the busiest in the world. 
How small the ships and buildings appeared to be from this great height! People on the docks looked just like little 
bugs scurrying about. 

Demetrius persuaded his father to remain here on top long enough to watch the sun go down, and after that to 
wait till the lighthouse attendants fired the beacon. 

About half-past six a giant flame suddenly leaped from the lantern. Its blaze lighted up the entire top of the 
tower, and on the upper platform turned twilight to noontime. 

Satisfied with having seen this dazzling beacon at such close range, Demetrius was willing now to descend the 
tower with his father and return to their lodging. That night the Greek boy went straight to sleep, weary from his 
climb up and down the mountainous lighthouse; but delighted, too, for he had seen another of the world's wonders; 
his hunger for adventure was being gratified; his dreams were coming true. 

The Pharos stood for over 1600 years. It shed its light for the ships of Caesar and Cleopatra. Its light was 
shining brightly on the first Christmas Eve. Around it grew up the largest city in the ancient world except for Rome. 

About the year 850 the first of a series of disasters befell the Pharos—after more than 1000 years of service. At 
that time Egypt was occupied by Mohammedans from Arabia, and the Pharos was a great help to their fleets in 
their wars with the Christians. Fortunately for the Christians, the Caliph ruling in Alexandria had an 
overwhelming greed for wealth. A Christian spy, plotting against the Arabs, managed to whisper into his ear that a 
vast treasure was known to be buried beneath the lighthouse. So the foolish Caliph began to tear down the great tower 
in quest of these riches. 

And before he realized he was being duped he had destroyed the two upper stories. Then he tried to build the tower 
back again, but he did not have the skill. Also he had let the wonderful mirror crash to the ground, and he did not know 
how to make another. So for centuries only the stump of the Pharos stood, dark and useless. 

In 1375 an earthquake—the enemy of all stone structures in this part of the world—threw the stump to the ground. 
So enormous was the mass of ruins that 100 years passed before all the broken blocks had been hauled away. 

Our own ship—a modern liner—is guided to Alexandria at night by a lighthouse beacon; but its tower, a slender 
concrete cylinder, is scarcely more than one-tenth as lofty as the Pharos. 

In the morning, after we have landed, we stroll along the modern stone docks. The swarming confusion of ships is 
still there, just as it was 250 years before Christ. Alexandria is still a great port, and the second largest city in Africa 
(Cairo is the first), but it is no longer supreme in the eastern world as it used to be. The island on which the Pharos 
stood is part of the mainland now (the gap between the lighthouse and the mainland having been filled with sand many 
years ago). Upon the exact site of the lighthouse, right beside the sea, the Egyptians have built a fort. 
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When we reach the walls of this fort, I ask you to close your eyes and turn on your imagination. "Above you," I 
say, "that white marble tower rises, high as the Tower of Babel. It shines faintly in the starlight. From its soaring pinnacle 
fiery flames are leaping forth, burning the very heavens. They beckon across the stormy seas to the ships of all the 
nations, inviting them to this safe harbor to find shelter for their cargoes and their passengers in Alexander's glorious 
city." 

You say this isn't a very satisfactory way to go sightseeing? 

You're right, I know. Well, the next world-wonder on our schedule we'll be able to see and touch and photograph 
. . .  no more dreams! 

 

THE FIRST WONDER OF THE WORLD 

Demetrius stood before the Pyramids, the greatest, the oldest, the first, of all man-made wonders. 

From Alexandria, he had traveled with his father by sailboat through the canal that joined the port city to the Nile, 
and then up the river a hundred miles in the direction of Memphis, one of the chief cities of Egypt. 

Some twelve miles below Memphis their boat stopped at a magnificent stone dock, the landing-place for visitors to the 
Pyramids. The river here was four miles wide, for this happened to be the flood season, at which time small boats could 
approach within a mile of the great tombs. Leaving their boat, Demetrius and Diomede looked inland—and there the 
Pyramids were, the three of them, built on a rock plateau one hundred feet higher than the river, and right at the edge of 
the desert. 

To Demetrius the Pyramids looked just like the drawings he had seen of them at school in Athens. But, though they 
were old friends, he was still not prepared to find them so monstrously big. They blocked out whole sections of sky with 
their mountainous mass of stone. 

Nor had he realized they were so beautiful. They were so white and smooth and splendid, so proud of being the 
hugest and solidest mass of masonry ever raised in the history of the world. (The Great Wall of China had not yet been 
built.) 

The Pyramids were then—250 years before the birth of Christ —almost 3000 years old. 

King Kheops' Pyramid, the largest of the three, measured 750 feet square and 480 feet high. It was of solid stone. To 
build this tomb the King worked 100,000 slaves for 20 years. The building blocks averaged 2½ tons apiece, and most of them 
had to be quarried on the far side of the Nile, ferried across, pulled up a long incline, and lifted, as construction 
approached the cap, 480 feet. And this process had to be repeated 2,300,000 times. Every day for twenty years an average of 
300 blocks, each weighing 5000 pounds, made this journey, and were laid in place by the stonemasons—25 blocks every 
hour of daylight, or one 5000-pound block every 2½ minutes—for 20 years. And all this terrific labor was provided by 
the straining, sweating muscles of slaves, for steam and electric engines were unknown. 

Demetrius and Uiomede walked along the causeway that led from the valley to the Second Pyramid. For 3000 
years people had been traveling this raised stone road—travelers, priests, kings and humble folk. Alexander the 
Great and his invincible little army had trod here only 82 years before. About 120 years before that, Herodotus, the 
great Greek historian, had been here, and had written the description of the Pyramids which all Athenian 
schoolboys, including Demetrius, loved to read in their history classes. 

Excited as never before on his world tour, Demetrius walked beside Diomede up the causeway. At its far end, 
this raised stone road opened into a beautiful temple right at the foot of the Second Pyramid. Here Demetrius 
watched the priests holding services and praying for the soul of the dead Pharaoh buried in the marvelous tomb 
soaring above. 
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Leaving the temple, the two travelers hastened over to the Great Pyramid, built by King Kheops. This was 
the amazing monument Demetrius had been most eager to see ever since he could remember. And it was far more 
wonderful than he had expected. Slowly, so as to miss nothing, he and his father walked around the towering pile, 
admiring its immense bulk and gazing up at its peak. Having climbed to the head of the Colossus, and to the 
lantern in the Pharos, Demetrius would have liked to climb to the apex of the Pyramids, too. But this, of course was 
impossible, for the four sides were perfectly smooth. The great steps we see today, made by setbacks in the tiers of 
brown stones, did not exist then. These angles were all filled with white triangular limestone blocks which turned the 
Pyramid's sides into steep, sloping, perfectly flat surfaces. The thought came to Demetrius that it might be fine 
sport if, having reached the top by some means, he could slide all the way down. He wondered how fast he would be 
moving when he hit the rock plateau at the bottom, and whether he would be badly squashed. 

All day Demetrius and his father remained in the neighborhood of the Pyramids, examining, with increasing 
wonder, the details of each. In the late afternoon they strolled over to the Sphinx, which crouched near the 
stone road. They had passed the Sphinx that morning on their way up the causeway, but in their eagerness to 
see the Pyramids they had not given the famous statue much attention. 

The Sphinx was a curious and gigantic monument cut mostly out of the solid rock nearly 3000 years 
before—at about the same time the Pyramids were built. It had the form of a crouching lion with the head of a 
man, the face being a likeness of King Khephren, the successor to Kheops. From its front paws, the only part made 
of brick, to the tip of its tail the figure measured 240 feet. The head, nearly 70 feet high, was crowned with the 
King's royal headdress. The 13-foot face, stony and calm, looked toward the Nile. Demetrius walked in between the 
Sphinx's paws and, though he stood on tiptoe and reached up as high as possible, he could not touch the tops of 
them. 

Along with all the other sightseers who had come to visit this monument, Demetrius and his father were 
pounced upon by swarms of native Egyptians who insisted on being hired as guides. Diomede had to use his walking 
stick to beat them off. And, as pests, the donkey-boys were worse. They trotted at Demetrius' heels begging for 
pennies until he gave them all his purse contained. 

Demetrius had never ridden on a camel (nor had he even seen one till he came to Alexandria). These humpbacked 
beasts fascinated him, and now was his chance to get acquainted with them, for lined up before the Sphinx were several 
camels for hire. They were fitted with bright-colored trappings and silver-studded saddles. Silver bells hung from 
their halters. To please Demetrius, Diomede hired one. The driver made the camel kneel, and the boy climbed 
aboard. Groaning, the big beast lurched to its feet and lifted the lad high off the ground. Demetrius shouted with 
delight. Then, proud as a young king, he rode his mount, led by the driver, out around the two largest Pyramids 
and back to the starting-point. Before the little Athenian dismounted, a Greek artist, using an ink brush and a 
small square of papyrus paper, made a quick sketch of him, perched high on the humped camel, with the Sphinx and 
the sunset in the background. Diomede bought the sketch for Demetrius to take to his mother. 

There was a glorious full moon that night. It rose pale and mysterious out of the hills on the far side of the 
flooded river. Under its light the groves of palm trees stood black against the shining waters of the Nile. The desert, 
out beyond the plateau, melted into a moonlit sea of dreams. The three Pyramids glowed with a weird 
unearthly beauty, and tried to outdo the huge pale moon in splendor. 

The two travelers looked back at Kheops' tomb. One side of it was radiant, one side plunged in shadow. 
Diomede was so deeply stirred by the sight that he took his son by the hand. "Demetrius," he said, "you're looking 
at the oldest man-made thing on earth. The age of the Pyramids—3000 years—is as wonderful to me as their size. Do 
you suppose they'll still be standing here 3000 years from now? I don't see why not. I think it's quite likely—when 
Diana's Temple is a hole in the ground, and Athens itself only a memory—that people will be coming from all over the 
world to visit the Pyramids. And I feel sure that these tombs will amaze people then, just as much as they've amazed 
you and me tonight.'' 
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As the hour grew later and the moon rose higher, a cold wind began to blow from the desert. Diomede saw to it 
that Demetrius wrapped his Greek cape closer about him. They climbed to the causeway and walked once more down 
to the Nile. A riverboat was ready to carry them back downstream to Alexandria on their way home to Athens.... 
Demetrius' road to romance was drawing to a close. On the deck of the Nile boat the little Greek boy sat clutching the 
rail and looking one last time toward the Pyramids. His father sat beside him, but they did not speak. They were both 
moved to silence by the fading sight of these mighty tombs—so disdainful of man, so unconcerned with time—standing 
there pale and ghostly in the moonlight. 

 

PYRAMIDS TODAY 

And now some 2200 years have passed since that lovely night. Diomede's prophecy—that the Pyramids would be 
standing many centuries after he and his son visited them—has come true. For we, on our own wonder-tour, have 
followed Demetrius from Alexandria on up the Nile, and are now in the presence of these same gigantic tombs that 
Demetrius saw. 

But how changed they are! Demetrius would rub his eyes in bewilderment if he came back. The Nile has moved 
some distance toward the east, away from the Pyramids. The causeway is only a dimly traceable ridge in the sand. The 
temples that stood in front of the Pyramids are no more. The Pyramids themselves, though as solid and unshaken as 
when Diomede brought his son to see them, have been stripped of their smooth white casing, revealing, beneath, the 
receding tiers of huge brown weather-beaten blocks up which we can climb to the top. 

What has happened to the white casing? Who went to all the trouble of removing it? 

The Arabs, who invaded Egypt about the year 650, were the offenders. They needed stone to build mosques and 
palaces in their new city, Cairo, which they had founded on the Nile just opposite the Pyramids. Naturally it was easier 
to drag down the old blocks of stone from Kheops' and Khephren's tombs than to cut new ones from the quarries. 

So they seized, first, all the triangular blocks that fitted the angles in the climbing steps. But when they tried to 
remove the two-ton blocks beneath, they found these too heavy, the task too great. They gave up, after taking thirty feet 
off the peak. On the Second Pyramid, they left the topmost hundred feet of the casing itself in place. We can see it 
there ourselves. 

And yet, though the Pyramids have so greatly changed in appearance, they amaze us just as much as they amazed 
Demetrius. For, think of it!—they are nearly 2200 years older than they were in 250 BC. 

Following the example of Demetrius, we walk completely around Kheops' tomb, wondering how the Egyptians, 
with all their 100,000 slaves, were able to pile up such a vast mountain of stone. Indeed we wonder how they ever got one 
of these enormous blocks in place. 

On the north side our Arab guide leads us into the three-foot entrance of a tunnel that has been cut straight 
into the heart of the Pyramid. Here awaits us an adventure such as the Athenian travelers never dreamed possible. 
For once we can turn the tables on Demetrius by having an experience that would make him envy us—a visit into the 
very center of the tomb. 

In building his Pyramid, Kheops left open, near the middle of it, a stone room thirty-five feet long and half as 
wide, in which he planned for his mummy to rest as long as the world endured. To reach this burial vault the masons 
left a narrow tunnel through the stones. After his death the tunnel was plugged with blocks of granite, to prevent 
grave robbers from ever getting inside. 

When Demetrius and his father saw the Pyramids, this tunnel was still closed and the entrance still walled 
over. In fact it was not until 4,000 years after Kheops' death, and 1000 years after Demetrius' visit, that anyone 
succeeded in reaching the central chamber. 
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In the year 818 an Arab ruler named Al Mamoum, the son of Haroun-al-Raschid of Arabian Nights fame, was 
Sultan of Egypt. Lured by the belief that in the heart of Kheops' Pyramid vast riches had been buried with the 
King, Al Mamoum resolved to mine his way in and take possession of the treasure. 

But by that time the location of the original tunnel had been so completely lost that the Arabs started cutting 
twenty-five feet below the entrance. With terrific labor they hewed their way through the solid blocks for over one 
hundred feet. The stone was so hard, their tools so poor, that the workmen were about to give up, when their chisels, 
entirely by accident, broke into the original tunnel. 

This gave them fresh courage. Shouting with excitement, they raced along the passage with torches blazing—
but only for a few yards. The tunnel suddenly turned uphill, and at this elbow enormous blocks of granite barred the 
way. Against this granite, Al Mamoum's cutting tools made no impression. So he ordered a passage cut around the 
granite plug, through the softer limestone, and thus entered the ascending tunnel. Hurrying on ahead of his 
workmen, he came to a great inclining hall. This hall was only 7 feet wide, but 155 feet long and 30 feet high.  

At the upper end, at a point about 200 feet above the base of the Pyramid, the Arabs reached the burial 
chamber. It was walled and roofed with unbelievably huge blocks of red granite, blocks weighing not two tons but 
thirty. With fast-beating heart Al Mamoum held high his torch, and with staring eyes peered about the solemn 
granite-walled room . . . looking for the piles of jewels, the gold, the treasure, he had come to find. . . . 

But all about him he found only granite emptiness—no gold, no treasure. To one side, on the floor, rested an 
enormous red-granite sarcophagus—open and lidless. The mummy of the King was not there. Nothing was there but the 
empty granite coffin. Knowing that not even granite plugs could resist human greed and treasure-mad invaders, the family 
of King Kheops had only pretended to bury his body in the tomb. As a further deception they had carefully filled up part 
of the lower tunnel with stone blocks. The mummy itself had been buried, secretly, somewhere else— just where, no one 
has ever known. 

Poor Al Mamouin had gone through all this terrible toil in vain. But he at least opened a path which all visitors to 
the Pyramids have been able to follow to this day. 

Through the tunnel-entrance we ourselves climb into the echoing passageway. Watch your head—the entrance is 
only three feet high. Guided by electric lights, we descend to reach the uphill elbow. Kheops' granite plugs are still 
in place. We go around them through Al Mamoum's by-pass. Still climbing and climbing, with low-bent necks, we come to 
the sloping Great Hall, the one thirty feet high. Up this we move until the King's Chamber opens before us . . .  and 
there is the same solemn emptiness Al Mamoum found in the year 818—more than 1100 years ago. Overhead are the 
thirty-ton granite slabs which the Arabs blackened with their torches. On one side rests the huge granite coffer, as 
empty as ever—a coffer that has rested here in this black stillness for nearly 5000 years. 

Back in the open air again, we find that the afternoon is far gone. If we are to watch the sun set from the top of the 
Great Pyramid we've no time to lose. Up the northeast corner there is a trail worn smooth by the thousands of visitors 
who have climbed before us. We find it easily. The block-steps are from three to four feet high, so we must use our 
arms as well as our legs to make the ascent. 

Never in our lives have we climbed such giant stairs as these. Arab guides help push and pull us up each block. Every 
few minutes we stop to get our breath, and look back down at the steep-stepped slope. And as we climb, struggling and 
straining to lift ourselves from one block to another, we think of the tragic fate of the 100,000 slaves who, naked in the sun 
and lashed by whips, had to drag up to these heights each of these monstrous stones. 

With a final effort we reach the little platform on top, and, gasping, sit down to rest. We've climbed 450 feet—high as 
a forty-story office building. The sun has touched the horizon, and is setting on fire the desert behind us, the same desert 
into which Demetrius watched the sun sink 2200 years ago. Five miles to the east, across the green and fertile valley, 
we see the main channel of the Nile. Reflecting all the scarlet of the sky, the river rolls on, the giver of life in this rainless 
land today as it was in King Kheops' time. 
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As we stand upon the supreme point of our great stone pile, watching the sunburn itself out in the west, a full moon rises 
with oriental splendor out of the eastern hills, as pale and mysterious as on the night it rose to shine on little Demetrius. 
As the moonlight falls on desert and river we ask ourselves where, in all our quest for marvels, have we ever seen a 
picture as marvelous as this.  

Once before, on my first trip to Egypt, I climbed this Pyramid alone, and watched the moon sail overhead. And at 
dawn I saw the Cairo minarets pierce the eastern sky. But I almost froze to death. And so, since we have left our fur 
coats behind, I do not suggest any such adventure for us now. 

And anyway we have not seen the Sphinx. 

In the moonlight we climb down the Pyramid, block after block, and walk over to greet one of the oldest and most famous 
statues in the world. How immense it is, this crouching lion with King Khephren's head! For the last eighteen or 
twenty centuries, and up to quite recent times, the Sphinx's body was buried in sand, with only the head showing. This 
was fortunate, for the buried part was protected from sand storms and vandals. Since the day when Demetrius had his 
picture drawn before the Sphinx,-many a misfortune has befallen the great statue. Age and weather have damaged it. 
The foolish Moslems, thinking it the image of some heathen god, have sadly disfigured it. One Egyptian general, teaching 
his soldiers to handle artillery, had them use the statue for a target, and showered it with exploding shells. 

Consequently, as we walk up to the Sphinx, we find that the King's six-foot nose and eight-foot beard are missing, 
that part of the royal headdress is blasted away, that his stony face, is hacked and broken. But despite all this, that face, 
in the night shadows, seems still powerful and majestic. Archeologists recently rescued the buried part of the statue 
from its tomb of sand, and thus revealed to us the same ancient lion-body, perfectly intact, before which two Greek 
travelers, father and son, once stood so wonderingly in the moonlight. 

We turn toward home and leave behind this vast graveyard with its mighty monuments to the mighty dead. As 
Diomede moved away he had spoken to Demetrius, saying he believed the Pyramids would be standing for another 3000 
years. This was nearly 2200 years ago. But we can be sure they will be standing another 5000 years from now, when New 
York and London are holes in a marsh, or fragments in a museum. In the year 7000 they will still be here, proud and 
solid as ever—still disdainful of man, still unconcerned with time—when some wise Diomede, perhaps flying in from another 
planet, brings his twelve-year-old boy to Egypt to show him, on their road to romance from star to star, the supreme 
achievement of the men from Earth. 

~ excerpt from Book of Marvels by Richard Halliburton, copyright 1941 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH 
 
 Longfellow (1807-82) is truly the children's poet. His poems 
are as simple, pathetic, artistic, and philosophical as if they 
were intended to tell the plain everyday story of life to older 
people. "The Village Blacksmith" has been learned by 
thousands of children, and there is no criticism to be put upon 
it. The age of the child has nothing whatever to do with his 
learning it. Age does not grade children nor is poetry wholly to 
be so graded. Time is the false reply. 
 
    Under a spreading chestnut-tree 
      The village smithy stands; 
    The smith, a mighty man is he, 
      With large and sinewy hands, 
    And the muscles of his brawny arms 
      Are strong as iron bands. 
 
    His hair is crisp, and black, and long; 
      His face is like the tan; 
    His brow is wet with honest sweat, 
      He earns whate'er he can, 
    And looks the whole world in the face, 
      For he owes not any man. 
 
    Week in, week out, from morn till night, 
      You can hear his bellows blow; 
    You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 
      With measured beat and slow, 
    Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 
      When the evening sun is low. 
 
    And children coming home from school 
      Look in at the open door; 
    They love to see the flaming forge, 
      And hear the bellows roar, 
    And catch the burning sparks that fly 
      Like chaff from a threshing-floor. 
 
    He goes on Sunday to the church, 
      And sits among his boys; 
    He hears the parson pray and preach, 
      He hears his daughter's voice 
    Singing in the village choir, 
      And it makes his heart rejoice. 
 
    It sounds to him like her mother's voice, 
      Singing in Paradise! 
    He needs must think of her once more, 
      How in the grave she lies; 

    And with his hard, rough hand he wipes 
      A tear out of his eyes. 
 
    Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing, 
      Onward through life he goes; 
    Each morning sees some task begin, 
      Each evening sees it close; 
    Something attempted, something done, 
      Has earned a night's repose. 
    Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 
      For the lesson thou hast taught! 
    Thus at the flaming forge of life 
      Our fortunes must be wrought; 
    Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
      Each burning deed and thought. 
 
                                ~ Henry W. Longfellow 
 
 
SWEET AND LOW 
 
    Sweet and low, sweet and low, 
      Wind of the western sea, 
    Low, low, breathe and blow, 
      Wind of the western sea! 
    Over the rolling waters go, 
    Come from the dropping moon and blow, 
      Blow him again to me; 
    While my little one, while my pretty one sleeps. 
 
    Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 
      Father will come to thee soon; 
    Rest, rest, on mother's breast, 
      Father will come to thee soon; 
    Father will come to his babe in the nest, 
    Silver sails all out of the west 
      Under the silver moon: 
    Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 
 
                                ~ Alfred Tennyson 
 

Poetry 
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THE VIOLET 
 
"The Violet," by Jane Taylor (1783–1824), is another of those 
dear old-fashioned poems, pure poetry and pure violet. It is 
included in this volume out of respect to my own love for it 
when I was a child. 
 
    Down in a green and shady bed 
      A modest violet grew; 
    Its stalk was bent, it hung its head, 
      As if to hide from view. 
    And yet it was a lovely flower, 
      No colours bright and fair; 
    It might have graced a rosy bower, 
      Instead of hiding there. 
 
    Yet there it was content to bloom, 
      In modest tints arrayed; 
    And there diffused its sweet perfume, 
      Within the silent shade. 
 
    Then let me to the valley go, 
      This pretty flower to see; 
    That I may also learn to grow 
      In sweet humility. 
 
                               ~  Jane Taylor 
 
 
 
 
THE RAINBOW 
(a fragment) 
 
"The Rainbow," by William Wordsworth (1770–1850), accords 
with every child's feelings. It voices the spirit of all ages that 
would love to imagine it a bridge to heaven. 
 
    My heart leaps up when I behold 
        A rainbow in the sky; 
    So was it when my life began, 
    So is it now I am a man, 
    So be it when I shall grow old, 
        Or let me die! 
    The child is father of the man; 
    And I could wish my days to be 
    Bound each to each by natural piety. 
 
                                ~ William Wordsworth 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A VISIT FROM ST. NICHOLAS 
 
"A Visit From St. Nicholas," by Clement Clarke Moore 
(1779–1863) is the most popular Christmas poem ever 
written. It carries Santa Claus on from year to year and 
the spirit of Santa Claus. 
 
   'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the 
house 
    Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 
    The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 
    In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there; 
    The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
    While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads; 
    And mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap, 
    Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap, 
    When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
    I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter. 
    Away to the window I flew like a flash, 
    Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
    The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
    Gave the luster of mid-day to objects below, 
    When, what to my wondering eyes should appear, 
    But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer. 
    With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
    I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 
    More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 
    And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by 
name: 
   "Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen! 
    On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen! 
    To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall! 
    Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!" 
    As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
    When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky; 
    So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 
    With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas, too. 
    And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof 
    The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 
    As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
    Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
    He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot, 
    And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot; 
    A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 
    And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack. 
    His eyes—how they twinkled! his dimples how merry! 
    His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry! 
    His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
    And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow; 
    The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
    And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath; 
    He had a broad face and a little round belly, 
    That shook when he laughed, like a bowlful of jelly. 
    He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf, 
    And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself; 
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    A wink of his eye and a twist of his head, 
    Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread; 
    He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
    And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk, 
    And laying his finger aside of his nose, 
    And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose; 
    He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
    And away they all flew like the down on a thistle. 
    But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 
   "Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night." 
 
                                ~ Clement Clarke Moore 
 
 
THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER 
 
    O! say, can you see, by the dawn's early light, 
      What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming— 
    Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous 
fight, 
      O'er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming! 
    And the rocket's red glare, the bombs bursting in air, 
    Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there; 
    O! say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave 
    O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave? 
 
    On that shore dimly seen through the mists of the deep, 
      Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence reposes, 
    What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering steep, 
      As it fitfully blows, now conceals, now discloses? 
    Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam, 
    In full glory reflected now shines on the stream; 
   'Tis the star-spangled banner; O long may it wave 
    O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave! 
 
    And where is that band who so vauntingly swore 
      That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion 
    A home and a country should leave us no more? 
      Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps, pollution. 
    No refuge could save the hireling and slave 
    From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave; 
    And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave 
    O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave. 
 
    O! thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand 
      Between their loved homes and the war's desolation! 
    Blest with victory and peace, may the heav'n-rescued land 
      Praise the power that hath made and preserved us a nation. 
    Then conquer we must, for our cause it is just, 
    And this be our motto: In God is our trust. 
    And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave 
    O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave. 
 
                               ~ Francis Scott Key 
 

FATHER WILLIAM 
 
"Father William," a parody by Lewis Carroll, is even more 
clever than the original. Harmless fun brightens the 
world. It takes a real genius to create wit that carries no 
sting. 
 
   "You are old, Father William," the young man said, 
     "And your hair has become very white; 
    And yet you incessantly stand on your head— 
      Do you think, at your age, it is right?" 
 
   "In my youth," Father William replied to his son, 
     "I feared it might injure the brain; 
    But now that I'm perfectly sure I have none, 
      Why, I do it again and again." 
 
   "You are old," said the youth, "as I mentioned before, 
      And have grown most uncommonly fat; 
    Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door— 
      Pray, what is the reason of that?" 
 
   "In my youth," said the sage, as he shook his gray locks, 
     "I kept all my limbs very supple 
    By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box— 
      Allow me to sell you a couple." 
 
   "You are old," said the youth, "and your jaws are too 
weak 
      For anything tougher than suet; 
    Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the 
beak: 
      Pray, how did you manage to do it?" 
 
   "In my youth," said his father, "I took to the law, 
      And argued each case with my wife; 
    And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw 
      Has lasted the rest of my life." 
 
   "You are old," said the youth; "one would hardly 
suppose 
      That your eye was as steady as ever; 
    Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 
      What made you so awfully clever?" 
 
   "I have answered three questions, and that is enough," 
      Said his father, "don't give yourself airs! 
    Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff? 
      Be off, or I'll kick you down-stairs!" 
 
                                ~ Lewis Carroll 
 
 ~ excerpt from Alice in Wonderland 
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THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE GLOW-WORM 
 
"The Nightingale," by William Cowper (1731–1800), is a 
favorite with a teacher of good taste, and I include it at her 
request. 
 
    A nightingale, that all day long 
    Had cheered the village with his song, 
    Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 
    Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
    Began to feel, as well he might, 
    The keen demands of appetite; 
    When, looking eagerly around, 
    He spied far off, upon the ground, 
    A something shining in the dark, 
    And knew the glow-worm by his spark; 
    So, stooping down from hawthorn top, 
    He thought to put him in his crop. 
    The worm, aware of his intent, 
    Harangued him thus, right eloquent: 
   "Did you admire my lamp," quoth he, 
   "As much as I your minstrelsy, 
    You would abhor to do me wrong, 
    As much as I to spoil your song; 
    For 'twas the self-same power divine, 
    Taught you to sing and me to shine; 
    That you with music, I with light, 
    Might beautify and cheer the night." 
    The songster heard his short oration, 
    And warbling out his approbation, 
    Released him, as my story tells, 
    And found a supper somewhere else. 
 
                                ~ William Cowper 
 
 
LADY CLARE 
 
 Girls always love "Lady Clare" and "The Lord of Burleigh." 
They like to think that it is enough to be a splendid woman 
without title or wealth. They want to be loved, if they are loved 
at all, for their good hearts and graces of mind. Tennyson 
(1809–92) makes this point repeatedly through his poems. 
 
    It was the time when lilies blow 
      And clouds are highest up in air; 
    Lord Ronald brought a lily-white doe 
      To give his cousin, Lady Clare. 
 
    I trow they did not part in scorn: 
      Lovers long-betroth'd were they: 
    They too will wed the morrow morn: 
      God's blessing on the day! 
 
   "He does not love me for my birth, 

 
      Nor for my lands so broad and fair; 
    He loves me for my own true worth, 
      And that is well," said Lady Clare. 
 
    In there came old Alice the nurse; 
      Said: "Who was this that went from thee?" 
   "It was my cousin," said Lady Clare; 
     "To-morrow he weds with me." 
 
   "O God be thank'd!" said Alice the nurse, 
     "That all comes round so just and fair: 
    Lord Ronald is heir of all your lands, 
      And you are not the Lady Clare." 
 
   "Are ye out of your mind, my nurse, my nurse," 
      Said Lady Clare, "that ye speak so wild?" 
   "As God's above," said Alice the nurse, 
     "I speak the truth: you are my child. 
 
   "The old Earl's daughter died at my breast; 
      I speak the truth, as I live by bread! 
    I buried her like my own sweet child, 
      And put my child in her stead." 
 
   "Falsely, falsely have ye done, 
      O mother," she said, "if this be true, 
    To keep the best man under the sun 
      So many years from his due." 
 
   "Nay now, my child," said Alice the nurse, 
     "But keep the secret for your life, 
    And all you have will be Lord Ronald's 
      When you are man and wife." 
 
   "If I'm a beggar born," she said, 
     "I will speak out, for I dare not lie. 
    Pull off, pull off the brooch of gold, 
      And fling the diamond necklace by." 
 
   "Nay now, my child," said Alice the nurse, 
     "But keep the secret all ye can." 
    She said: "Not so: but I will know 
      If there be any faith in man." 
 
   "Nay now, what faith?" said Alice the nurse, 
     "The man will cleave unto his right," 
   "And he shall have it," the lady replied, 
     "Tho' I should die tonight." 
 
   "Yet give one kiss to your mother dear! 
      Alas! my child, I sinn'd for thee." 
   "O mother, mother, mother," she said, 
     "So strange it seems to me. 
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   "Yet here's a kiss for my mother dear, 
      My mother dear, if this be so, 
    And lay your hand upon my head, 
      And bless me, mother, ere I go." 
 
    She clad herself in a russet gown, 
      She was no longer Lady Clare: 
    She went by dale, and she went by down, 
      With a single rose in her hair. 
 
    The lily-white doe Lord Ronald had brought 
      Leapt up from where she lay, 
    Dropt her head in the maiden's hand, 
      And follow'd her all the way. 
 
    
 Down stept Lord Ronald from his tower: 
     "O Lady Clare, you shame your worth! 
    Why come you drest like a village maid, 
      That are the flower of the earth?" 
 
   "If I come drest like a village maid, 
      I am but as my fortunes are: 
    I am a beggar born," she said, 
     "And not the Lady Clare." 
 
   "Play me no tricks," said Lord Ronald, 
     "For I am yours in word and in deed. 
    Play me no tricks," said Lord Ronald, 
     "Your riddle is hard to read." 
 
    O and proudly stood she up! 
      Her heart within her did not fail: 
    She look'd into Lord Ronald's eyes, 
      And told him all her nurse's tale. 
 
    He laugh'd a laugh of merry scorn: 
      He turn'd and kiss'd her where she stood: 
   "If you are not the heiress born? 
      And I," said he, "the next in blood— 
   
    "If you are not the heiress born, 
      And I," said he, "the lawful heir, 
    We two will wed tomorrow morn, 
      And you shall still be Lady Clare." 
 
                               ~ Alfred Tennyson 
 
THE LORD OF BURLEIGH 
 
    In her ear he whispers gaily, 
     "If my heart by signs can tell, 
    Maiden, I have watched thee daily, 
      And I think thou lov'st me well." 
    She replies, in accents fainter, 

     "There is none I love like thee." 
    He is but a landscape-painter, 
      And a village maiden she. 
 
    He to lips, that fondly falter, 
      Presses his without reproof; 
    Leads her to the village altar, 
      And they leave her father's roof. 
 
   "I can make no marriage present; 
      Little can I give my wife. 
    Love will make our cottage pleasant, 
      And I love thee more than life." 
 
    They by parks and lodges going 
      See the lordly castles stand; 
    Summer woods, about them blowing, 
      Made a murmur in the land. 
 
    From deep thought himself he rouses, 
      Says to her that loves him well, 
   "Let us see these handsome houses 
      Where the wealthy nobles dwell." 
 
    So she goes by him attended, 
      Hears him lovingly converse, 
    Sees whatever fair and splendid 
      Lay betwixt his home and hers. 
   
  Parks with oak and chestnut shady, 
      Parks and order'd gardens great, 
    Ancient homes of lord and lady, 
      Built for pleasure and for state. 
 
    All he shows her makes him dearer; 
      Evermore she seems to gaze 
    On that cottage growing nearer, 
      Where they twain will spend their days. 
 
    O but she will love him truly! 
      He shall have a cheerful home; 
    She will order all things duly 
      When beneath his roof they come. 
 
    Thus her heart rejoices greatly 
      Till a gateway she discerns 
    With armorial bearings stately, 
      And beneath the gate she turns; 
    Sees a mansion more majestic 
      Than all those she saw before; 
    Many a gallant gay domestic 
      Bows before him at the door. 
 
    And they speak in gentle murmur 
      When they answer to his call, 
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    While he treads with footstep firmer, 
      Leading on from hall to hall. 
 
    And while now she wanders blindly, 
      Nor the meaning can divine, 
    Proudly turns he round and kindly, 
     "All of this is mine and thine." 
     
Here he lives in state and bounty, 
      Lord of Burleigh, fair and free. 
    Not a lord in all the county 
      Is so great a lord as he. 
    All at once the colour flushes 
      Her sweet face from brow to chin; 
    As it were with same she blushes, 
      And her spirit changed within. 
 
    Then her countenance all over 
      Pale again as death did prove: 
    But he clasp'd her like a lover, 
      And he cheer'd her soul with love. 
    So she strove against her weakness, 
      Tho' at times her spirits sank; 
    Shaped her heart with woman's meekness 
      To all duties of her rank; 
    And a gentle consort made he, 
      And her gentle mind was such 
    That she grew a noble lady, 
      And the people loved her much. 
    But a trouble weigh'd upon her 
      And perplex'd her, night and morn, 
    With the burden of an honour 
      Unto which she was not born. 
 
    Faint she grew and ever fainter. 
      As she murmur'd, "Oh, that he 
    Were once more that landscape-painter 
      Which did win my heart from me!" 
 
    So she droop'd and droop'd before him, 
      Fading slowly from his side; 
    Three fair children first she bore him, 
      Then before her time she died. 
 
    Weeping, weeping late and early, 
      Walking up and pacing down, 
    Deeply mourn'd the Lord of Burleigh, 
      Burleigh-house by Stamford-town. 
 
    And he came to look upon her, 
      And he look'd at her and said, 
   "Bring the dress and put it on her 
      That she wore when she was wed." 
 
    Then her people, softly treading, 

      Bore to earth her body, drest 
    In the dress that she was wed in, 
      That her spirit might have rest. 
 
                                ~ Alfred Tennyson 
  
HIAWATHA'S CHILDHOOD 
 
"Hiawatha" needs no commendation. Hundreds of 
thousands of children in our land know snatches of it It is 
a child's poem, every line of it. One summer in Boston 
more than 50,000 people went to take a peep at the poet's 
house. (1807–82.) 
 
    By the shores of Gitche Gumee, 
    By the shining Big-Sea-Water, 
    Stood the wigwam of Nokomis, 
    Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis. 
    Dark behind it rose the forest, 
    Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees, 
    Rose the firs with cones upon them; 
    Bright before it beat the water, 
    Beat the clear and sunny water, 
    Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water. 
 
    There the wrinkled old Nokomis 
    Nursed the little Hiawatha, 
    Rocked him in his linden cradle, 
    Bedded soft in moss and rushes, 
    Safely bound with reindeer sinews; 
    Stilled his fretful wail by saying, 
   "Hush! the Naked Bear will hear thee!" 
    Lulled him into slumber, singing, 
   "Ewa-yea! my little owlet! 
    Who is this that lights the wigwam? 
    With his great eyes lights the wigwam? 
    Ewa-yea! my little owlet!" 
 
    Many things Nokomis taught him 
    Of the stars that shine in heaven; 
    Showed him Ishkoodah, the comet, 
    Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses; 
    Showed the Death-Dance of the spirits, 
    Warriors with their plumes and war-clubs, 
    Flaring far away to northward 
    In the frosty nights of winter; 
    Showed the broad, white road in heaven, 
    Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows, 
    Running straight across the heavens, 
    Crowded with the ghosts, the shadows. 
    
    At the door, on summer evenings, 
    Sat the little Hiawatha; 
    Heard the whispering of the pine-trees, 
    Heard the lapping of the water, 
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    Sounds of music, words of wonder; 
   "Minnie-wawa!" said the pine-trees, 
   "Mudway-aushka!" said the water; 
    Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee, 
    Flitting through the dusk of evening, 
    With the twinkle of its candle 
    Lighting up the brakes and bushes, 
    And he sang the song of children. 
    Sang the song Nokomis taught him: 
   "Wah-wah-taysee, little fire-fly, 
    Little, flitting, white-fire insect, 
    Little, dancing, white-fire creature, 
    Light me with your little candle, 
    Ere upon my bed I lay me, 
    Ere in sleep I close my eyelids!" 
 
    Saw the moon rise from the water 
    Rippling, rounding from the water, 
    Saw the flecks and shadows on it, 
    Whispered, "What is that, Nokomis?" 
    And the good Nokomis answered: 
   "Once a warrior, very angry, 
    Seized his grandmother, and threw her 
    Up into the sky at midnight; 
    Right against the moon he threw her; 
   'Tis her body that you see there." 
 
    Saw the rainbow in the heaven, 
    In the eastern sky, the rainbow, 
    Whispered, "What is that, Nokomis?" 
    And the good Nokomis answered: 
   "Tis the heaven of flowers you see there; 
    All the wild-flowers of the forest, 
    All the lilies of the prairie, 
    When on earth they fade and perish, 
    Blossom in that heaven above us." 
 
    When he heard the owls at midnight, 
    Hooting, laughing in the forest, 
   "What is that?" he cried, in terror; 
   "What is that," he said, "Nokomis?" 
    And the good Nokomis answered: 
   "That is but the owl and owlet, 
    Talking in their native language, 
    Talking, scolding at each other." 
 
    Then the little Hiawatha 
    Learned of every bird its language, 
    Learned their names and all their secrets, 
    How they built their nests in summer, 
    Where they hid themselves in winter, 
    Talked with them whene'er he met them, 
    Called them "Hiawatha's Chickens." 
 
    Of all beasts he learned the language, 

    Learned their names and all their secrets, 
    How the beavers built their lodges, 
    Where the squirrels hid their acorns, 
    How the reindeer ran so swiftly, 
    Why the rabbit was so timid, 
    Talked with them whene'er he met them, 
    Called them "Hiawatha's Brothers." 
 
                                ~ Henry W. Longfellow 
 
 
I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD 
 
"The Daffodil" is here out of compliment to a splendid 
school and a splendid teacher at Poughkeepsie. I found 
the pupils learning the poem, the teacher having placed a 
bunch of daffodils in a vase before them. It was a 
charming lesson. (1770–96) 
 
    I wandered lonely as a cloud 
      That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
    When all at once I saw a crowd, 
      A host of golden daffodils: 
    Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
    Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
 
    Continuous as the stars that shine 
      And twinkle on the milky way, 
    They stretched in never-ending line 
      Along the margin of a bay; 
    Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
    Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
    The waves beside them danced, but they 
      Outdid the sparkling waves in glee: 
    A poet could not but be gay 
      In such a jocund company; 
    I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
    What wealth the show to me had brought. 
 
    For oft, when on my couch I lie 
      In vacant or in pensive mood, 
    They flash upon that inward eye 
      Which is the bliss of solitude; 
    And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
    And dances with the daffodils. 
 
                               ~ William Wordsworth 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

      135 

JOHN BARLEYCORN 
 
"John Barleycorn" is a favorite with boys because it pictures a 
successful struggle. One editor has made a temperance poem 
of it, mistaking its true intent. The poem is a strong expression 
of a plow-man's love for a hardy, food-giving grain which has 
sprung to life through his efforts. (1759–96) 
 
    There were three kings into the East, 
      Three kings both great and high; 
    And they ha'e sworn a solemn oath 
      John Barleycorn should die. 
 
    They took a plow and plowed him down, 
      Put clods upon his head; 
    And they ha'e sworn a solemn oath 
      John Barleycorn was dead. 
 
    But the cheerful spring came kindly on, 
      And showers began to fall; 
    John Barleycorn got up again, 
      And sore surprised them all. 
 
    The sultry suns of summer came, 
      And he grew thick and strong; 
    His head well arm'd wi' pointed spears, 
      That no one should him wrong. 
    
    The sober autumn entered mild, 
      And he grew wan and pale; 
    His bending joints and drooping head 
      Showed he began to fail. 
 
    His colour sickened more and more, 
      He faded into age; 
    And then his enemies began 
      To show their deadly rage. 
 
    They took a weapon long and sharp, 
      And cut him by the knee, 
    Then tied him fast upon a cart, 
      Like a rogue for forgery. 
 
    They laid him down upon his back, 
      And cudgelled him full sore; 
    They hung him up before the storm, 
      And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 
 
    They filled up then a darksome pit 
      With water to the brim, 
    And heaved in poor John Barleycorn, 
      To let him sink or swim. 
 
    They laid him out upon the floor, 
      To work him further woe; 

    And still as signs of life appeared, 
      They tossed him to and fro. 
 
 
    They wasted o'er a scorching flame 
      The marrow of his bones; 
    But a miller used him worst of all— 
      He crushed him 'tween two stones. 
 
    And they have taken his very heart's blood, 
      And drunk it round and round; 
    And still the more and more they drank, 
      Their joy did more abound. 
 
                                ~ Robert Burns 
 
A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE 
 
"A Life on the Ocean Wave," by Epes Sargent (1813–80), 
gives the swing and motion of the water of the great 
ocean. Children remember it almost unconsciously after 
hearing it read several times. 
 
    A life on the ocean wave, 
      A home on the rolling deep, 
    Where the scattered waters rave, 
      And the winds their revels keep! 
    Like an eagle caged, I pine 
      On this dull, unchanging shore: 
    Oh! give me the flashing brine, 
      The spray and the tempest's roar! 
 
    Once more on the deck I stand 
      Of my own swift-gliding craft: 
    Set sail! farewell to the land! 
      The gale follows fair abaft. 
    We shoot through the sparkling foam 
      Like an ocean-bird set free;— 
    Like the ocean-bird, our home 
      We'll find far out on the sea. 
 
    The land is no longer in view, 
      The clouds have begun to frown; 
    But with a stout vessel and crew, 
      We'll say, Let the storm come down! 
    And the song of our hearts shall be, 
      While the winds and the waters rave, 
    A home on the rolling sea! 
      A life on the ocean wave! 
 
                               ~ Epes Sargent 
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THE DEATH OF THE OLD YEAR 
 
 It is customary, every New Year's Eve in America, to ring 
bells, fire guns, send up rockets, and, in many other ways, to 
show joy and gratitude that the old year has been so kind, and 
that the new year is so auspicious. The emphasis in Tennyson's 
poem is laid on gratitude for past benefits so easily forgotten 
rather than upon the possible advantages of the unknown and 
untried future. 
 
    Full knee-deep lies the winter snow, 
    And the winter winds are wearily sighing: 
    Toll ye the church-bell sad and slow, 
    And tread softly and speak low, 
    For the old year lies a-dying. 
        Old year, you must not die; 
        You came to us so readily, 
        You lived with us so steadily, 
        Old year, you shall not die. 
    
 He lieth still: he doth not move: 
    He will not see the dawn of day. 
    He hath no other life above. 
    He gave me a friend, and a true true-love, 
    And the New-year will take 'em away. 
        Old year, you must not go; 
        So long as you have been with us, 
        Such joy as you have seen with us, 
        Old year, you shall not go. 
 
    He froth'd his bumpers to the brim; 
    A jollier year we shall not see. 
    But tho' his eyes are waxing dim, 
    And tho' his foes speak ill of him, 
    He was a friend to me. 
        Old year, you shall not die; 
        We did so laugh and cry with you, 
        I've half a mind to die with you, 
        Old year, if you must die. 
 
    He was full of joke and jest, 
    But all his merry quips are o'er. 
    To see him die, across the waste 
    His son and heir doth ride post-haste, 
    But he'll be dead before. 
        Every one for his own. 
        The night is starry and cold, my friend, 
        And the New-year blithe and bold, my friend, 
        Comes up to take his own. 
 
    How hard he breathes! over the snow 
    I heard just now the crowing cock. 
    The shadows flicker to and fro: 
    The cricket chirps: the light burns low: 
   'Tis nearly twelve o'clock. 

        Shake hands, before you die. 
        Old year, we'll dearly rue for you: 
        What is it we can do for you? 
        Speak out before you die. 
 
    His face is growing sharp and thin. 
    Alack! our friend is gone. 
    Close up his eyes: tie up his chin: 
    Step from the corpse, and let him in 
    That standeth there alone, 
        And waiteth at the door. 
        There's a new foot on the floor, my friend, 
        And a new face at the door, my friend, 
        A new face at the door. 
 
                               ~ Alfred Tennyson 
 
ABOU BEN ADHEM 
 
"Abou Ben Adhem" has won its way to the popular heart 
because the "Brotherhood of Man" is the motto of this 
age. (1784–1859) 
 
    Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!) 
    Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
    And saw within the moonlight in his room, 
    Making it rich and like a lily in bloom, 
    An angel writing in a book of gold. 
 
    Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold; 
    And to the presence in the room he said, 
   "What writest thou?" The vision raised its head, 
    And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
    Answered, "The names of those who love the Lord." 
 
   "And is mine one?" said Abou. "Nay, not so," 
    Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low, 
    But cheerly still; and said, "I pray thee, then, 
    Write me as one that loves his fellow-men." 
 
    The angel wrote, and vanished. The next night 
    It came again, with a great wakening light, 
    And showed the names whom love of God had 
blessed; 
    And, lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest. 
 
                               ~ Leigh Hunt 
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FARM-YARD SONG 
 
"A Farm-Yard Song" was popular years ago with Burbank, the 
great reader. How the boys and girls loved it! The author, J.T. 
Trowbridge, "is a boy-hearted man," says John Burroughs. The 
poem is just as popular as it ever was. 
 
    Over the hill the farm-boy goes, 
    His shadow lengthens along the land, 
    A giant staff in a giant hand; 
    In the poplar-tree, above the spring, 
    The katydid begins to sing; 
        The early dews are falling 
    Into the stone-heap darts the mink; 
    The swallows skim the river's brink; 
    And home to the woodland fly the crows, 
    When over the hill the farm-boy goes, 
        Cheerily calling— 
     "Co', boss! co', boss! co'! co'! co'!" 
    Farther, farther over the hill, 
    Faintly calling, calling still— 
     "Co', boss! co', boss! co'! co'!" 
 
    Into the yard the farmer goes, 
    With grateful heart, at the close of day; 
    Harness and chain are hung away; 
    In the wagon-shed stand yoke and plow; 
    The straw's in the stack, the hay in the mow; 
        The cooling dews are falling— 
    The friendly sheep his welcome bleat, 
    The pigs come grunting to his feet, 
    The whinnying mare her master knows, 
    When into the yard the farmer goes, 
        His cattle calling— 
     "Co', boss! co', boss! co'! co'! co'!" 
    While still the cow-boy, far away, 
    Goes seeking those that have gone astray— 
     "Co', boss! co', boss! co'! co'!" 
 
    Now to her task the milkmaid goes. 
    The cattle come crowding through the gate, 
    Lowing, pushing, little and great; 
    About the trough, by the farm-yard pump, 
    The frolicsome yearlings frisk and jump, 
        While the pleasant dews are falling— 
    The new-milch heifer is quick and shy, 
    But the old cow waits with tranquil eye; 
    And the white stream into the bright pail flows, 
    When to her task the milkmaid goes, 
        Soothingly calling— 
     "So, boss! so, boss! so! so! so!" 
    The cheerful milkmaid takes her stool, 
    And sits and milks in the twilight cool, 
      Saying, "So! so, boss! so! so!" 
 

    To supper at last the farmer goes. 
    The apples are pared, the paper read, 
    The stories are told, then all to bed. 
    Without, the crickets' ceaseless song 
    Makes shrill the silence all night long; 
        The heavy dews are falling. 
    The housewife's hand has turned the lock; 
    Drowsily ticks the kitchen clock; 
    The household sinks to deep repose; 
    But still in sleep the farm-boy goes. 
        Singing, calling— 
     "Co', boss! co', boss! co'! co'! co'!" 
    And oft the milkmaid, in her dreams, 
    Drums in the pail with the flashing streams, 
      Murmuring, "So, boss! so!" 
 
                               ~  J.T. Trowbridge 
 
TO A MOUSE, ON TURNING UP HER 
NEST WITH THE PLOW, NOVEMBER, 1785 
 
"To a Mouse" and "To a Mountain Daisy," by Robert 
Burns (1759–96), are the ineffable touches of tenderness 
that illumine the sturdy plowman. 
 The contrast between the strong man and the delicate 
flower or creature at his mercy makes tenderness in man a 
vital point in character. 
 
 The lines "To a Mouse" seem by report to have been 
composed while Burns was actually plowing. One of the 
poet's first editors wrote: "John Blane, who had acted as 
gaudsman to Burns, and who lived sixty years afterward, 
had a distinct recollection of the turning up of the mouse. 
Like a thoughtless youth as he was, he ran after the 
creature to kill it, but was checked and recalled by his 
master, who he observed became thereafter thoughtful 
and abstracted. Burns, who treated his servants with the 
familiarity of fellow-labourers, soon afterward read the 
poem to Blane." 
 
 
    Wee, sleekit, cow'rin', tim'rous beastie, 
    Oh, what a panic's in thy breastie! 
    Thou needna start awa' sae hasty, 
          Wi' bickering brattle! 
    I wad be laith to rin and chase thee, 
          Wi' murd'ring pattle! 
 
    I'm truly sorry man's dominion 
    Has broken Nature's social union, 
    And justifies that ill opinion, 
          Which makes thee startle 
    At me, thy poor earth-born companion 
          And fellow-mortal! 
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    I doubtna, whiles, but thou may thieve; 
    What then? poor beastie, thou maun live! 
    A daimen icker in a thrave 
         'S a sma' request: 
    I'll get a blessin' wi' the lave, 
          And never miss 't! 
 
    Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin! 
    Its silly wa's the win's are strewin'! 
    And naething now to big a new ane 
          O' foggage green, 
    And bleak December's winds ensuin', 
          Baith snell and keen! 
 
    Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste, 
    And weary winter comin' fast, 
    And cozie here, beneath the blast, 
          Thou thought to dwell, 
    Till, crash! the cruel coulter passed 
          Out through thy cell. 
 
    That wee bit heap o' leaves and stibble 
    Has cost thee monie a weary nibble! 
    Now thou's turned out for a' thy trouble, 
          But house or hald, 
    To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 
          And cranreuch cauld! 
 
    But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane, 
    In proving foresight may be vain: 
    The best-laid schemes o' mice and men 
          Gang aft a-gley, 
    And lea'e us naught but grief and pain, 
          For promised joy. 
 
    Still thou art blest, compared wi' me! 
    The present only toucheth thee: 
    But, och! I backward cast my e'e 
          On prospects drear! 
    And forward, though I canna see, 
          I guess and fear. 
 
                               ~ Robert Burns 
 
TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, ON TURNING ONE 
DOWN WITH THE PLOW IN APRIL, 1786 
 
    Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 
    Thou's met me in an evil hour; 
    For I maun crush amang the stoure 
          Thy slender stem: 
    To spare thee now is past my power, 
          Thou bonny gem. 
    Alas! it's no thy neebor sweet, 
    The bonny lark, companion meet, 

    Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 
          Wi' speckled breast, 
    When upward-springing, blithe, to greet 
          The purpling east! 
 
    Cauld blew the bitter biting north 
    Upon thy early, humble birth; 
    Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 
          Amid the storm, 
    Scarce reared above the parent earth 
          Thy tender form. 
 
    The flaunting flowers our gardens yield, 
    High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield, 
    But thou, beneath the random bield 
          O' clod or stane, 
    Adorns the histie stibble-field, 
          Unseen, alane. 
 
    There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
    Thy snawie bosom sunward spread, 
    Thou lifts thy unassuming head 
          In humble guise; 
    But now the share uptears thy bed, 
          And low thou lies! 
 
    Such is the fate of artless maid, 
    Sweet floweret of the rural shade! 
    By love's simplicity betrayed, 
          And guileless trust, 
    Till she, like thee, all soiled, is laid 
          Low i' the dust. 
 
    Such is the fate of simple bard, 
    On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd! 
    Unskilful he to note the card 
          Of prudent lore, 
    Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 
          And whelm him o'er! 
 
    Such fate to suffering worth is given, 
    Who long with wants and woes has striven, 
    By human pride or cunning driven 
      To misery's brink, 
    Till wrenched of every stay but Heaven, 
          He, ruined, sink! 
 
    Even thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate, 
    That fate is thine—no distant date; 
    Stern Ruin's plowshare drives, elate, 
          Full on thy bloom, 
    Till crushed beneath the furrow's weight 
          Shall be thy doom. 
 
                               ~ Robert Burns 
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BARBARA FRIETCHIE 
 
"Barbara Frietchie" will be beloved of all times because she 
was an old woman (not necessarily an old lady) worthy of her 
years. Old age is honourable if it carries a head that has a halo. 
(1807–92) 
 
    Up from the meadows rich with corn, 
    Clear in the cool September morn, 
 
    The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
    Green-walled by the hills of Maryland. 
 
    Roundabout them orchards sweep, 
    Apple and peach tree fruited deep, 
 
    Fair as the garden of the Lord 
    To the eyes of the famished rebel horde, 
 
    On that pleasant morn of the early fall 
    When Lee marched over the mountain-wall, 
 
    Over the mountains winding down, 
    Horse and foot, into Frederick town. 
 
    Forty flags with their silver stars, 
    Forty flags with their crimson bars, 
 
    Flapped in the morning wind: the sun 
    Of noon looked down, and saw not one. 
 
    Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then, 
    Bowed with her fourscore years and ten, 
 
    Bravest of all in Frederick town, 
    She took up the flag the men hauled down. 
 
    In her attic window the staff she set, 
    To show that one heart was loyal yet. 
 
    Up the street came the rebel tread, 
    Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 
 
    Under his slouched hat left and right 
    He glanced: the old flag met his sight. 
 
   "Halt!"—the dust-brown ranks stood fast. 
   "Fire!"—out blazed the rifle-blast. 
 
    It shivered the window, pane and sash; 
    It rent the banner with seam and gash. 
 
    Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff 
    Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf. 
 

    She leaned far out on the window-sill, 
    And shook it forth with a royal will. 
 
   "Shoot, if you must, this old gray head, 
    But spare your country's flag," she said. 
 
    A shade of sadness, a blush of shame, 
    Over the face of the leader came; 
 
    The nobler nature within him stirred 
    To life at that woman's deed and word: 
 
   "Who touches a hair of yon gray head 
    Dies like a dog! March on!" he said. 
 
    All day long through Frederick street 
    Sounded the tread of marching feet: 
 
    All day long that free flag tost 
    Over the heads of the rebel host. 
 
    Even its torn folds rose and fell 
    On the loyal winds that loved it well; 
 
    And through the hill-gaps sunset light 
    Shone over it with a warm good-night. 
 
    Barbara Frietchie's work is o'er, 
    And the rebel rides on his raids no more. 
 
    Honour to her! and let a tear 
    Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall's bier. 
 
    Over Barbara Frietchie's grave, 
    Flag of Freedom and Union, wave! 
 
    Peace and order and beauty draw 
    Round thy symbol of light and law; 
 
    And ever the stars above look down 
    On thy stars below in Frederick town! 
 
                                ~ John G. Whittier 
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THE INCHCAPE ROCK 
 
 The man is wrecked and his ship is sunken before he ever 
steps on board or sees the water if his heart is hard and his 
estimate of human beings low. "The Inchcape Rock" is a 
thrust at hard-heartedness. "What is the use of life?" To bear 
one another's burdens, to develop a genius for pulling people 
through hard places—that's the use of life. It is the last resort 
of a mean mind to crack jokes that wreck innocent voyagers 
on life's sea. (1774–1843) 
 
    No stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
    The ship was still as she could be; 
    Her sails from heaven received no motion; 
    Her keel was steady in the ocean. 
 
    Without either sign or sound of their shock, 
    The waves flowed over the Inchcape Rock; 
    So little they rose, so little they fell, 
    They did not move the Inchcape Bell. 
     
    The Abbot of Aberbrothok 
    Had placed that Bell on the Inchcape Rock; 
    On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung, 
    And over the waves its warning rung. 
 
    When the Rock was hid by the surge's swell, 
    The mariners heard the warning Bell; 
    And then they knew the perilous Rock, 
    And blest the Abbot of Aberbrothok. 
 
    The sun in heaven was shining gay; 
    All things were joyful on that day; 
    The sea-birds screamed as they wheeled round, 
    And there was joyance in their sound. 
 
    The buoy of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
    A dark spot on the ocean green; 
    Sir Ralph the Rover walked his deck, 
    And he fixed his eye on the darker speck. 
 
    He felt the cheering power of spring; 
    It made him whistle, it made him sing: 
    His heart was mirthful to excess, 
    But the Rover's mirth was wickedness. 
 
    His eye was on the Inchcape float. 
    Quoth he, "My men, put out the boat 
    And row me to the Inchcape Rock, 
    And I'll plague the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 
 
    The boat is lowered, the boatmen row, 
    And to the Inchcape Rock they go; 
    Sir Ralph bent over from the boat, 
    And he cut the Bell from the Inchcape float. 

 
    Down sank the Bell with a gurgling sound; 
    The bubbles rose and burst around. 
    Quoth Sir Ralph, "The next who comes to the Rock 
    Won't bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 
 
    Sir Ralph the Rover sailed away; 
    He scoured the sea for many a day; 
    And now grown rich with plundered store, 
    He steers his course for Scotland's shore. 
 
    So thick a haze o'erspread the sky, 
    They cannot see the sun on high: 
    The wind hath blown a gale all day, 
    At evening it hath died away. 
    On the deck the Rover takes his stand; 
    So dark it is they see no land. 
    Quoth Sir Ralph, "It will be brighter soon, 
    For there is the dawn of the rising moon." 
 
   "Canst hear," said one, "the broken roar? 
    For methinks we should be near the shore." 
   "Now where we are I cannot tell, 
    But I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell." 
 
    They hear no sound; the swell is strong; 
    Though the wind hath fallen, they drift along 
    Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock: 
   "O Christ! it is the Inchcape Rock!" 
 
    Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair, 
    He curst himself in his despair: 
    The waves rush in on every side, 
    The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 
 
    But, even in his dying fear, 
    One dreadful sound could the Rover hear, 
    A sound as if with the Inchcape Bell 
    The Devil below was ringing his knell. 
 
                                ~ Robert Southey 
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THE FINDING OF THE LYRE 
 
 Once a year my pupils teach me "The Finding of the Lyre." 
By the time I have learned it they know the meaning of every 
line and have caught the spirit of the verse. There is an ancient 
lyre, or violin, made in northern Africa, in the possession of a 
Boston lady, and I have found the mud-turtle rattle among the 
Indians on the Indian reservation at Syracuse, New York. They 
use it as a musical instrument in their Thanksgiving dances. 
The poem helps to build an interest in history and mythology 
while it develops a child's reverence and insight. (1819–91) 
 
    There lay upon the ocean's shore 
    What once a tortoise served to cover; 
    A year and more, with rush and roar, 
    The surf had rolled it over, 
    Had played with it, and flung it by, 
    As wind and weather might decide it, 
    Then tossed it high where sand-drifts dry 
    Cheap burial might provide it. 
 
    It rested there to bleach or tan, 
    The rains had soaked, the sun had burned it; 
    With many a ban the fisherman 
    Had stumbled o'er and spurned it; 
    And there the fisher-girl would stay, 
    Conjecturing with her brother 
    How in their play the poor estray 
    Might serve some use or other. 
 
    So there it lay, through wet and dry, 
    As empty as the last new sonnet, 
    Till by and by came Mercury, 
    And, having mused upon it, 
   "Why, here," cried he, "the thing of things 
    In shape, material, and dimension! 
    Give it but strings, and, lo, it sings, 
    A wonderful invention!" 
 
    So said, so done; the chords he strained, 
    And, as his fingers o'er them hovered, 
    The shell disdained a soul had gained, 
    The lyre had been discovered. 
    O empty world that round us lies, 
    Dead shell, of soul and thought forsaken, 
    Brought we but eyes like Mercury's, 
    In thee what songs should waken! 
 
                               ~ James Russell Lowell 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A CHRYSALIS 
 
"A Chrysalis" is a favorite poem with John Burroughs, 
and is found, too, in Stedman's collection. We all come to 
a point in life where we need to burst the shell and fly 
away into the new realm. (1835–98) 
 
    My little Mädchen found one day 
    A curious something in her play, 
    That was not fruit, nor flower, nor seed; 
    It was not anything that grew, 
    Or crept, or climbed, or swam, or flew; 
    Had neither legs nor wings, indeed; 
    And yet she was not sure, she said, 
    Whether it was alive or dead. 
 
    She brought it in her tiny hand 
    To see if I would understand, 
    And wondered when I made reply, 
   "You've found a baby butterfly." 
   "A butterfly is not like this," 
    With doubtful look she answered me. 
    So then I told her what would be 
    Some day within the chrysalis: 
    How, slowly, in the dull brown thing 
    Now still as death, a spotted wing, 
    And then another, would unfold, 
    Till from the empty shell would fly 
    A pretty creature, by and by, 
    All radiant in blue and gold. 
 
   "And will it, truly?" questioned she— 
    Her laughing lips and eager eyes 
    All in a sparkle of surprise— 
   "And shall your little Mädchen see?" 
   "She shall!" I said. How could I tell 
    That ere the worm within its shell 
    Its gauzy, splendid wings had spread, 
    My little Mädchen would be dead? 
 
    To-day the butterfly has flown, 
    She was not here to see it fly, 
    And sorrowing I wonder why 
    The empty shell is mine alone. 
    Perhaps the secret lies in this: 
    I too had found a chrysalis, 
    And Death that robbed me of delight 
    Was but the radiant creature's flight! 
 
                               ~ Mary Emily Bradley 
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FOR A' THAT 
 
 Robert Burns, the plowman and poet, dinnered wi' a lord. The 
story goes that he was put at the second table. That lord is 
dead, but Robert Burns still lives. He is immortal. It is "the 
survival of the fittest" "For a' That and a' That" is a poem that 
wipes out the superficial value put on money and other 
externalities. This poem is more valuable in education than 
good penmanship or good spelling. (1759–96) 
 
    Is there, for honest poverty, 
      That hangs his head, and a' that? 
    The coward slave, we pass him by, 
      We dare be poor for a' that; 
    For a' that, and a' that, 
      Our toils obscure, and a' that; 
    The rank is but the guinea's stamp, 
      The man's the gowd for a' that! 
 
    What though on hamely fare we dine, 
      Wear hoddin-gray, [1] and a' that; 
    Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
      A man's a man for a' that! 
    For a' that, and a' that, 
      Their tinsel show, and a' that; 
    The honest man, though e'er sae poor, 
      Is king o' men for a' that! 
 
    Ye see yon birkie [2] ca'd a lord, 
      Wha struts, and stares, and a' that; 
    Though hundreds worship at his word, 
      He's but a coof [3] for a' that; 
    For a' that, and a' that, 
      His riband, star, and a' that, 
    The man of independent mind, 
      He looks and laughs at a' that. 
 
    A prince can make a belted knight, 
      A marquis, duke, and a' that; 
    But an honest man's aboon his might. 
      Guid faith he maunna fa' that! 
    For a' that, and a' that, 
      Their dignities, and a' that, 
    The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth, 
      Are higher rank than a' that. 
 
    Then let us pray that come it may— 
      As come it will for a' that— 
    That sense and worth, o'er a' the earth, 
      May bear the gree, and a' that; 
    For a' that, and a' that, 
      It's coming yet for a' that, 
    That man to man, the warld o'er, 
      Shall brothers be for a' that! 
 

 FOOTNOTES: 
 [1] Coarse woolen clothes. 
 [2] Impudent fellow. 
 [3] Fool: blockhead. 
 
                                ~ Robert Burns 
 
THE NEW ARRIVAL 
 
"The New Arrival" is a valuable poem because it 
expresses the joy of a young father over his new baby. If 
girls should be educated to be good mothers, so should 
boys be taught that fatherhood is the highest and holiest 
joy and right of man. The child is educator to the man. 
He teaches him how to take responsibility, how to give 
unbiased judgments, and how to be fatherly like "Our 
Father who is in Heaven."  
 
    There came to port last Sunday night 
      The queerest little craft, 
    Without an inch of rigging on; 
      I looked and looked and laughed. 
    It seemed so curious that she 
      Should cross the Unknown water, 
    And moor herself right in my room, 
      My daughter, O my daughter! 
 
    Yet by these presents witness all 
      She's welcome fifty times, 
    And comes consigned to Hope and Love 
      And common-meter rhymes. 
    She has no manifest but this, 
      No flag floats o'er the water, 
    She's too new for the British Lloyds— 
      My daughter, O my daughter! 
 
    Ring out, wild bells, and tame ones too! 
      Ring out the lover's moon! 
    Ring in the little worsted socks! 
      Ring in the bib and spoon! 
    Ring out the muse! ring in the nurse! 
      Ring in the milk and water! 
    Away with paper, pen, and ink— 
      My daughter, O my daughter! 
 
                                ~ George W. Cable 
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THE BROOK 
 
 Tennyson's "The Brook" is included out of love to a dear old 
schoolmate in Colorado. The real brook, near Cambridge, 
England, is tame compared to your Colorado streams, O 
beloved comrade. This poem is well liked by the majority of 
pupils. (1809–92) 
 
    I chatter, chatter, as I flow 
      To join the brimming river; 
    For men may come and men may go, 
      But I go on forever. 
 
    I wind about, and in and out, 
      With here a blossom sailing, 
    And here and there a lusty trout, 
      And here and there a grayling. 
 
    I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 
      I slide by hazel covers; 
    I move the sweet forget-me-nots 
      That grow for happy lovers. 
 
    I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
      Among my skimming swallows; 
    I make the netted sunbeams dance 
      Against my sandy shallows. 
 
    I murmur under moon and stars 
      In brambly wildernesses; 
    I linger by my shingly bars; 
      I loiter round my cresses. 
 
    And out again I curve and flow 
      To join the brimming river; 
    For men may come and men may go, 
      But I go on forever. 
 
                               ~ Alfred Tennyson 
 
 
THE BALLAD OF THE CLAMPHERDOWN 
 
"The Ballad of the Clampherdown," by Rudyard Kipling, is 
included because my boys always like it. It needs a great deal of 
explanation, and few boys will hold out to the end in learning 
it. But it pays.  
 
    It was our war-ship Clampherdown 
      Would sweep the Channel clean, 
    Wherefore she kept her hatches close 
    When the merry Channel chops arose, 
      To save the bleached marine. 
 
    She had one bow-gun of a hundred ton, 

      And a great stern-gun beside; 
    They dipped their noses deep in the sea, 
    They racked their stays and stanchions free 
      In the wash of the wind-whipped tide. 
 
    It was our war-ship Clampherdown, 
      Fell in with a cruiser light 
    That carried the dainty Hotchkiss gun 
    And a pair o' heels wherewith to run, 
      From the grip of a close-fought fight. 
 
    She opened fire at seven miles— 
      As ye shoot at a bobbing cork— 
    And once she fired and twice she fired, 
    Till the bow-gun drooped like a lily tired 
      That lolls upon the stalk. 
 
   "Captain, the bow-gun melts apace, 
      The deck-beams break below, 
   'Twere well to rest for an hour or twain, 
    And botch the shattered plates again." 
      And he answered, "Make it so." 
 
    She opened fire within the mile— 
      As ye shoot at the flying duck— 
    And the great stern-gun shot fair and true, 
    With the heave of the ship, to the stainless blue, 
      And the great stern-turret stuck. 
 
   "Captain, the turret fills with steam, 
      The feed-pipes burst below— 
    You can hear the hiss of helpless ram, 
    You can hear the twisted runners jam." 
      And he answered, "Turn and go!" 
 
    It was our war-ship Clampherdown, 
      And grimly did she roll; 
    Swung round to take the cruiser's fire 
    As the White Whale faces the Thresher's ire, 
      When they war by the frozen Pole. 
 
   "Captain, the shells are falling fast, 
      And faster still fall we; 
    And it is not meet for English stock, 
    To bide in the heart of an eight-day clock, 
      The death they cannot see." 
 
   "Lie down, lie down, my bold A.B., 
      We drift upon her beam; 
    We dare not ram, for she can run; 
    And dare ye fire another gun, 
      And die in the peeling steam?" 
 
    It was our war-ship Clampherdown 
      That carried an armour-belt; 
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    But fifty feet at stern and bow, 
    Lay bare as the paunch of the purser's sow, 
      To the hail of the Nordenfeldt. 
 
   "Captain, they lack us through and through; 
      The chilled steel bolts are swift! 
    We have emptied the bunkers in open sea, 
    Their shrapnel bursts where our coal should be." 
      And he answered, "Let her drift." 
 
    It was our warship Clampherdown, 
      Swung round upon the tide. 
    Her two dumb guns glared south and north, 
    And the blood and the bubbling steam ran forth, 
      And she ground the cruiser's side. 
 
   "Captain, they cry the fight is done, 
      They bid you send your sword." 
    And he answered, "Grapple her stern and bow. 
    They have asked for the steel. They shall have it now; 
      Out cutlasses and board!" 
 
    It was our warship Clampherdown, 
      Spewed up four hundred men; 
    And the scalded stokers yelped delight, 
    As they rolled in the waist and heard the fight, 
      Stamp o'er their steel-walled pen. 
 
    They cleared the cruiser end to end, 
      From conning-tower to hold. 
    They fought as they fought in Nelson's fleet; 
    They were stripped to the waist, they were bare to the feet, 
      As it was in the days of old. 
 
    It was the sinking Clampherdown 
      Heaved up her battered side— 
    And carried a million pounds in steel, 
    To the cod and the corpse-fed conger-eel, 
      And the scour of the Channel tide. 
 
    It was the crew of the Clampherdown 
      Stood out to sweep the sea, 
    On a cruiser won from an ancient foe, 
    As it was in the days of long-ago, 
      And as it still shall be. 
 
                                ~ Rudyard Kipling 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB 
 
"The Destruction of Sennacherib," by Lord Byron, finds 
a place in this collection because Johnnie, a ten-year-old, 
and many of his friends say, "It's great." (1788–1824) 
 
    The Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold, 
    And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 
    And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
    When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 
 
    Like the leaves of the forest when the Summer is green, 
    That host with their banners at sunset were seen: 
    Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 
    That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 
 
    For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast, 
    And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; 
    And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 
    And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew 
still! 
    And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide, 
    But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride; 
    And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 
    And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 
 
    And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 
    With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail, 
    And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 
    The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 
 
    And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, 
    And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 
    And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword, 
    Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord! 
 
                               ~ Lord Byron 
 
I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER 
 
    I remember, I remember 
    The house where I was born, 
    The little window where the sun 
    Came peeping in at morn; 
    He never came a wink too soon 
    Nor brought too long a day; 
    But now, I often wish the night 
    Had borne my breath away. 
 
    I remember, I remember 
    The roses, red and white, 
    The violets, and the lily-cups— 
    Those flowers made of light! 
    The lilacs where the robin built, 
    And where my brother set 
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    The laburnum on his birthday, 
    The tree is living yet! 
 
    I remember, I remember 
    Where I was used to swing, 
    And thought the air must rush as fresh 
    To swallows on the wing; 
    My spirit flew in feathers then 
    That is so heavy now, 
    And summer pools could hardly cool 
    The fever on my brow. 
 
    I remember, I remember 
    The fir trees dark and high; 
    I used to think their slender tops 
    Were close against the sky: 
    It was a childish ignorance, 
    But now 'tis little joy 
    To know I'm farther off from Heaven 
    Than when I was a boy. 
 
                                ~ Thomas Hood 
 
 
DRIVING HOME THE COWS 
 
    Out of the clover and blue-eyed grass 
      He turned them into the river lane; 
    One after another he let them pass, 
      Then fastened the meadow bars again. 
 
    Under the willows and over the hill, 
      He patiently followed their sober pace; 
    The merry whistle for once was still, 
      And something shadowed the sunny face. 
 
    Only a boy! and his father had said 
      He never could let his youngest go: 
    Two already were lying dead, 
      Under the feet of the trampling foe. 
     
    But after the evening work was done, 
      And the frogs were loud in the meadow-swamp, 

    Over his shoulder he slung his gun, 
      And stealthily followed the footpath damp. 
 
    Across the clover, and through the wheat, 
      With resolute heart and purpose grim: 
    Though the dew was on his hurrying feet, 
      And the blind bat's flitting startled him. 
 
    Thrice since then had the lanes been white, 
      And the orchards sweet with apple-bloom; 
    And now, when the cows came back at night, 
      The feeble father drove them home. 
 
    For news had come to the lonely farm 
      That three were lying where two had lain; 
    And the old man's tremulous, palsied arm 
      Could never lean on a son's again. 
 
    The summer day grew cool and late: 
      He went for the cows when the work was done; 
    But down the lane, as he opened the gate, 
      He saw them coming one by one: 
 
    Brindle, Ebony, Speckle, and Bess, 
      Shaking their horns in the evening wind; 
    Cropping the buttercups out of the grass, 
      But who was it following close behind? 
 
    Loosely swung in the idle air 
      The empty sleeve of army blue; 
    And worn and pale, from the crisping hair, 
      Looked out a face that the father knew. 
 
    For close-barred prisons will sometimes yawn, 
      And yield their dead unto life again; 
    And the day that comes with a cloudy dawn, 
      In golden glory at last may wane. 
 
    The great tears sprang to their meeting eyes; 
      For the heart must speak when the lips are dumb, 
    And under the silent evening skies 
      Together they followed the cattle home. 
 
                                ~ Kate Putnam Osgood 

 

~ excerpt from Poems Every Child Should Know, edited by Mary E. Burt, copyright 1904
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The following tales are meant to be submitted to the young reader as an introduction to the study of Shakespeare, for which 
purpose his words are used whenever it seemed possible to bring them in; and in whatever has been added to give them the 
regular form of a connected story, diligent care has been taken to select such words as might least interrupt the effect of the 
beautiful English tongue in which he wrote: therefore, words introduced into our language since his time have been as far as 
possible avoided. 
 
In those tales which have been taken from the tragedies, the young readers will perceive, when they come to see the source 
from which these stories are derived, that Shakespeare's own words, with little alteration, recur very frequently in the 
narrative as well as in the dialogue; but in those made from the comedies the writers found themselves scarcely ever able to 
turn his words into the narrative form: therefore it is feared that, in them, dialogue has been made use of too frequently for 
young people not accustomed to the dramatic form of writing. But this fault, if it be a fault, has been caused by an earnest 
wish to give as much of Shakespeare's own words as possible: and if the 'He said,' and 'She said,' the question and the reply, 
should sometimes seem tedious to their young ears, they must pardon it, because it was the only way in which could be given 
to them a few hints and little foretastes of the great pleasure which awaits them in their elder years, when they come to the 
rich treasures from which these small and valueless coins are extracted; pretending to no other merit than as faint and 
imperfect stamps of Shakespeare's matchless image. Faint and imperfect images they must be called, because the beauty of 
his language is too frequently destroyed by the necessity of changing many of his excellent words into words far less 
expressive of his true sense, to make it read something like prose; and even in some few places, where his blank verse is 
given unaltered, as hoping from its simple plainness to cheat the young reader into the belief that they are reading prose, yet 
still his language being transplanted from its own natural soil and wild poetic garden, it must want much of its native beauty. 
 
It has been wished to make these tales easy reading for very young children. To the utmost of their ability the writers have 
constantly kept this in mind; but the subjects of most of them made this a very difficult task. It was no easy matter to give 
the histories of men and women in terms familiar to the apprehension of a very young mind. For young ladies too, it has 
been the intention chiefly to write; because boys being generally permitted the use of their fathers' libraries at a much earlier 
age than girls are, they frequently have the best scenes of Shakespeare by heart, before their sisters are permitted to look into 
this manly book; and, therefore, instead of recommending these tales to the perusal of young gentlemen who can read them 
so much better in the originals, their kind assistance is rather requested in explaining to their sisters such parts as are hardest 
for them to understand: and when they have helped them to get over the difficulties, then perhaps they will read to them 
(carefully selecting what is proper for a young sister's ear) some passage which has pleased them in one of these stories, in 
the very words of the scene from which it is taken; and it is hoped they will find that the beautiful extracts, the select 
passages, they may choose to give their sisters in this way will be much better relished and understood from their having 
some notion of the general story from one of these imperfect abridgments; which if they be fortunately so done as to prove 
delightful to any of the young readers, it is hoped that no worse effect will result than to make them wish themselves a little 
older, that they may be allowed to read the plays at full length (such a wish will be neither peevish nor irrational). When time 
and leave of judicious friends shall put them into their hands, they will discover in such of them as are here abridged (not to 
mention almost as many more, which are left untouched) many surprising events and turns of fortune, which for their 
infinite variety could not be contained in this little book, besides a world of sprightly and cheerful characters, both men and 
women, the humor of which it was feared would be lost if it were attempted to reduce the length of them. 
 
What these tales shall have been to the young readers, that and much more it is the writers' wish that the true plays of 
Shakespeare may prove to them in older years—enrichers of the fancy, strengtheners of virtue, a withdrawing from all selfish 
and mercenary thoughts, a lesson of all sweet and honorable thoughts and actions, to teach courtesy, benignity, generosity, 
humanity: for of examples, teaching these virtues, his pages are full. 
 
 
 

Lamb’s Tales of Shakespeare
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING  

There lived in the palace at Messina two ladies, whose names were Hero and Beatrice. Hero was the daughter, and Beatrice 
the niece, of Leonato, the governor of Messina.  

Beatrice was of a lively temper, and loved to divert her cousin Hero, who was of a more serious disposition, with her 
sprightly sallies. Whatever was going forward was sure to make matter of mirth for the light-hearted Beatrice.  

At the time the history of these ladies commences some young men of high rank in the army, as 
they were passing through Messina on their return from a war that was just ended, in which they had 
distinguished themselves by their great bravery, came to visit Leonato. Among these were Don 
Pedro, the prince of Aragon; and his friend Claudio, who was a lord of Florence; and with them 
came the wild and witty Benedick, and he was a lord of Padua.  

These strangers had been at Messina before, and the hospitable governor introduced them to his 
daughter and his niece as their old friends and acquaintance.  

Benedick, the moment he entered the room, began a lively conversation with Leonato and the prince. Beatrice, who liked 
not to be left out of any discourse, interrupted Benedick with saying: 'I wonder that you will still be talking, signor Benedick: 
nobody marks you.' Benedick was just such another rattle-brain as Beatrice, yet he was not pleased at this free salutation; he 
thought it did not become a well-bred lady to be so flippant with her tongue; and he remembered, when he was last at 
Messina, that Beatrice used to select him to make her merry jests upon. And as there is no one who so little likes to be made 
a jest of as those who are apt to take the same liberty themselves, so it was with Benedick and Beatrice; these two sharp wits 
never met in former times but a perfect war of raillery was kept up between them, and they always parted mutually 
displeased with each other. Therefore when Beatrice stopped him in the middle of his discourse with telling him nobody 
marked what he was saying, Benedick, affecting not to have observed before that she was present, said: 'What, my dear lady 
Disdain, are you yet living?' And now war broke out afresh between them, and a long jangling argument ensued, during 
which Beatrice, although she knew he had so well approved his velour in the late war, said that she would eat all he had killed 
there: and observing the prince take delight in Benedick's conversation, she called trim 'the prince's jester.' This sarcasm sunk 
deeper into the mind of Benedick than all Beatrice had said before. The hint she gave him that he was a coward, by saying 
she would eat all he had killed, he did not regard, knowing himself to be a brave man; but there is nothing that great wits so 
much dread as the imputation of buffoonery, because the charge comes sometimes a little too near the truth: therefore 
Benedick perfectly hated Beatrice when she called him 'the prince's jester.'  

The modest lady Hero was silent before the noble guests; and while Claudio was attentively observing the improvement 
which time had made in her beauty, and was contemplating the exquisite graces of her fine figure (for she was an admirable 
young lady), the prince was highly amused with listening to the humorous dialogue between Benedick and Beatrice; and he 
said in a whisper to Leonato: 'This is a pleasant-spirited young lady. She were an excellent wife for Benedick.' Leonato 
replied to this suggestion: 'O, my lord, my lord, if they were but a week married, they would talk themselves mad.' But 
though Leonato thought they would make a discordant pair, the prince did not give up the idea of matching these two keen 
wits together.  

When the prince returned with Claudio from the palace, he found that the marriage he had devised between Benedick and 
Beatrice was not the only one projected in that good company, for Claudio spoke in such terms of Hero, as made the prince 
guess at what was passing in his heart; and he liked it well, and he said to Claudio: 'Do you affect Hero?' To this question 
Claudio replied: 'O my lord, when I was last at Messina, I looked upon her with a soldier's eye, that liked, but had no leisure 
for loving; but now, in this happy time of peace, thoughts of war have left their places vacant in my mind, and in their room 
come thronging soft and delicate thoughts, all prompting me how fair young Hero is, reminding me that I liked her before I 
went to the wars.' Claudio's confession of his love for Hero so wrought upon the prince, that he lost no time in soliciting the 
consent of Leonato to accept of Claudio for a son-in-law. Leonato agreed to this proposal, and the prince found no great 
difficulty in persuading the gentle Hero herself to listen to the suit of the noble Claudio, who was a lord of rare endowments, 
and highly accomplished, and Claudio, assisted by his kind prince, soon prevailed upon Leonato to fix an early day for the 
celebration of his marriage with Hero.  
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Claudio was to wait but a few days before he was to be married to his fair lady; yet he complained of the interval being 
tedious, as indeed most young men are impatient when they are waiting for the accomplishment of any event they have set 
their hearts upon: the prince, therefore, to make the time seem short to him, proposed as a kind of merry pastime that they 
should invent some artful scheme to make Benedick and Beatrice fall in love with each other. Claudio entered with great 
satisfaction into this whim of the prince, and Leonato promised them his assistance, and even Hero said she would do any 
modest office to help her cousin to a good husband.  

The device the prince invented was, that the gentlemen should make Benedick believe that Beatrice was in love with him, 
and that Hero should make Beatrice believe that Benedick was in love with her.  

The prince, Leonato, and Claudio began their operations first: and watching upon an opportunity when Benedick was quietly 
seated reading in an arbor, the prince and his assistants took their station among the trees behind the arbor, so near that 
Benedick could not choose but hear all they said; and after some careless talk the prince said: 'Come hither, Leonato. What 
was it you told me the other day that your niece Beatrice was in love with signor Benedick? I did never think that lady would 
have loved any man.' 'No, nor I neither, my lord.' answered Leonato. 'It is most wonderful that she should so dote on 
Benedick, whom she in all outward behavior seemed ever to dislike.' Claudio confirmed all this with saying that Hero had 
told him Beatrice was so in love with Benedick, that she would certainly die of grief, if he could not be brought to love her; 
which Leonato and Claudio seemed to agree was impossible, he having always been such a railer against all fair ladies, and in 
particular against Beatrice.  

The prince affected to hearken to all this with great compassion for Beatrice, and he said: 'It were good that Benedick were 
told of this.' 'To what end?' said Claudio; 'he would but make sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse.' 'And if he 
should,' said the prince, 'it were a good deed to hang him; for Beatrice is an excellent sweet lady, and exceeding wise in 
everything but in loving Benedick.' Then the prince motioned to his companions that they should walk on, and leave 
Benedick to meditate upon what he had overheard.  

Benedick had been listening with great eagerness to this conversation; and he said to himself when he heard Beatrice loved 
him: 'Is it possible? Sits the wind in that corner?' And when they were gone, he began to reason in this manner with himself: 
'This can be no trick! They were very serious, and they have the truth from Hero, and seem to pity the lady. Love me! Why it 
must be requited! I did never think to marry. But when I said I should die a bachelor, I did not think I should live to be 
married. They say the lady is virtuous and fair. She is so. And wise in everything but loving me. Why, that is no great 
argument of her folly. But here comes Beatrice. By this day, she is a fair lady. I do spy some marks of love in her.' Beatrice 
now approached him, and said with her usual tartness: 'Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to dinner.' Benedick, 
who never felt himself disposed to speak so politely to her before, replied: 'Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains': and 
when Beatrice, after two or three more rude speeches, left him, Benedick thought he observed a concealed meaning of 
kindness under the uncivil words she uttered, and he said aloud: 'If I do not take pity on her, I am a villain. If I do not love 
her, I am a Jew. I will go get her picture.'  

The gentleman being thus caught in the net they had spread for him, it was now Hero's turn 
to play her part with Beatrice; and for this purpose she sent for Ursula and Margaret, two 
gentlewomen who attended upon her, and she said to Margaret: 'Good Margaret, run to the 
parlor; there you will kind my cousin Beatrice talking with the prince and Claudio. Whisper 
in her ear, that I and Ursula are walking in the orchard, and that our discourse is all of her. 
Bid her steal into that pleasant arbor, where honeysuckles, ripened by the sun, like 
ungrateful minions, forbid the sun to enter.' This arbor, into which Hero desired Margaret 
to entice Beatrice, was the very same pleasant arbor where Benedick had so lately been an 
attentive listener.  

'I will make her come, I warrant, presently,' said Margaret.  
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Hero, then taking Ursula with her into the orchard, said to her: 'Now, Ursula, when Beatrice comes, we will walk up and 
down this alley, and our talk must be only of Benedick, and when I name him, let it be your part to praise him more than 
ever man did merit. My talk to you must be how Benedick is in love with Beatrice. Now begin; for look where Beatrice like a 
lapwing runs close by the ground, to hear our conference.' They then began; Hero saying, as if in answer to something which 
Ursula had said: 'No, truly, Ursula. She is too disdainful; her spirits are as coy as wild birds of the rock.' 'But are you sure,' 
said Ursula, 'that Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely?' Hero replied: 'So says the prince, and my lord Claudio, and they 
entreated me to acquaint her with it; but I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, never to let Beatrice know of it.' 
'Certainly,' replied Ursula, 'it were not good she knew his love, lest she made sport of it.' 'Why, to say truth,' said Hero, 'I 
never yet saw a man, how wise, or noble, young, or rarely featured, but she would dispraise him.' 'Sure, sure, such carping is 
not commendable,' said Ursula. 'No,' replied Hero, 'but who dare tell her so? If I should speak, she would mock me into air.' 
'O! you wrong your cousin,' said Ursula: 'she cannot be so much without true judgment, as to refuse so rare a gentleman as 
signor Benedick.' 'He hath an excellent good name,' said Hero: 'indeed, he is the first man in Italy, always excepting my dear 
Claudio.' And now, Hero giving her attendant a hint that it was time to change the discourse, Ursula said: 'And when are you 
to be married, madam?' Hero then told her, that she was to be married to Claudio the next day, and desired she would go in 
with her, and look at some new attire, as she wished to consult with her on what she would wear on the morrow. Beatrice, 
who had been listening with breathless eagerness to this dialogue, when they went away, exclaimed: 'What fire is in mine 
ears? Can this be true? Farewell, contempt and scorn, and maiden pride, adieu! Benedick, love on! I will requite you, taming 
my wild heart to your loving hand.'  

It must have been a pleasant sight to see these old enemies converted into new and loving friends, and to behold their first 
meeting after being cheated into mutual liking by the merry artifice of the good-humored prince. But a sad reverse in the 
fortunes of Hero must now be thought of. The morrow, which was to have been her wedding-day, brought sorrow on the 
heart of Hero and her good father Leonato.  

The prince had a half-brother, who came from the wars along with him to Messina. This brother (his name was Don John) 
was a melancholy, discontented man, whose spirits seemed to labor in the contriving of villainies. He hated the prince his 
brother, and he hated Claudio, because he was the prince's friend, and determined to prevent Claudio's marriage with Hero, 
only for the malicious pleasure of making Claudio and the prince unhappy; for he knew the prince had set his heart upon this 
marriage, almost as much as Claudio himself; and to effect this wicked purpose, he employed one Borachio, a man as bad as 
himself, whom he encouraged with the offer of a great reward. This Borachio paid his court to Margaret, Hero's attendant; 
and Don John, knowing this, prevailed upon him to make Margaret promise to talk with him from her lady's chamber 
window that night, after Hero was asleep, and also to dress herself in Hero's clothes, the better to deceive Claudio into the 
belief that it was Hero; for that was the end he meant to compass by this wicked plot.  

Don John then went to the prince and Claudio, and told them that Hero was an imprudent lady, and that she talked with 
men from her chamber window at midnight. Now this was the evening before the wedding, and he offered to take them that 
night, where they should themselves hear Hero discoursing with a man from her window; and they consented to go along 
with him, and Claudio said: 'If I see anything to-night why I should not marry her, to-morrow in the congregation, where I 
intended to wed her, there will I shame her.' The prince also said: 'And as I assisted you to obtain her, I will join with you to 
disgrace her.'  

When Don John brought them near Hero's chamber that night, they saw Borachio standing under the window, and they saw 
Margaret looking out of Hero's window, and heard her talking with Borachio: and Margaret being dressed in the same 
clothes they had seen Hero wear, the prince and Claudio believed it was the lady Hero herself.  

Nothing could equal the anger of Claudio, when he had made (as he thought) this discovery. All his love for the innocent 
Hero was at once converted into hatred, and he resolved to expose her in the church, as he had said he would, the next day; 
and the prince agreed to this, thinking no punishment could be too severe for the naughty lady, who talked with a man from 
her window the very night before she was going to be married to the noble Claudio.  

The next day, when they were all met to celebrate the marriage, and Claudio and Hero were standing before the priest, and 
the priest, or friar, as he was called, was proceeding to pronounce the marriage ceremony, Claudio, in the most passionate 
language, proclaimed the guilt of the blameless Hero, who, amazed at the strange words he uttered, said meekly: 'Is my lord 
well, that he does speak so wide?'  
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Leonato, in the utmost horror, said to the prince: 'My lord, why speak not you?' 'What should I speak?' said the prince; 'I 
stand dishonored, that have gone about to link my dear friend to an unworthy woman. Leonato, upon my honor, myself, my 
brother, and this grieved Claudio, did see and hear her last night at midnight talk with a man at her chamber window.'  

Benedick, in astonishment at what he heard, said: 'This looks not like a nuptial.'  

'True, O God!' replied the heart-struck Hero; and then this hapless lady sunk down in a fainting fit, to all appearance dead. 
The prince and Claudio left the church, without staying to see if Hero would recover, or at all regarding the distress into 
which they had thrown Leonato. So hard-hearted had their anger made them.  

Benedick remained, and assisted Beatrice to recover Hero from her swoon, saying: 'How does the lady?' 'Dead, I think,' 
replied Beatrice in great agony, for she loved her cousin; and knowing her virtuous principles, she believed nothing of what 
she had heard spoken against her. Not so the poor old father; he believed the story of his child's shame, and it was piteous to 
hear him lamenting over her, as she lay like one dead before him, wishing she might never more open her eyes.  

But the ancient friar was a wise man, and full of observation on human nature, and he had attentively marked the lady's 
countenance when she heard herself accused, and noted a thousand blushing shames to start into her face, and then he saw 
an angel-like whiteness bear away those blushes, and in her eye he saw a fire that did belie the error that the prince did speak 
against her maiden truth, and he said to the sorrowing father: 'Call me a fool; trust not my reading, nor my observation; trust 
not my age, my reverence, nor my calling, if this sweet lady lie not guiltless here under some biting error.'  

When Hero had recovered from the swoon into which she had fallen, the friar said to her: 'Lady, what man is he you are 
accused of?' Hero replied: 'They know that do accuse me; I know of none': then turning to Leonato, she said: 'O my father, if 
you can prove that any man has ever conversed with me at hours unmeet, or that I yesternight changed words with any 
creature, refuse me, hate me, torture me to death.'  

'There is,' said the friar, 'some strange misunderstanding in the prince and Claudio'; and then he counseled Leonato, that he 
should report that Hero was dead; and he said that the death-like swoon in which they had left Hero would make this easy of 
belief; and he also advised him that he should put on mourning, and erect a monument for her, and do all rites that appertain 
to a burial. 'What shall become of this?' said Leonato; 'What will this do?' The friar replied: 'This report of her death shall 
change slander into pity: that is some good; but that is not all the good I hope for. When Claudio shall hear she died upon 
hearing his words, the idea of her life shall sweetly creep into his imagination. Then shall he mourn, if ever love had interest 
in his heart, and wish that he had not so accused her; yea, though he thought his accusation true.'  

Benedick now said: 'Leonato, let the friar advise you; and though you know how well I love the prince and Claudio, yet on 
my honor I will not reveal this secret to them.'  

Leonato, thus persuaded, yielded; and he said sorrowfully: 'I am so grieved, that the smallest twine may lead me.' The kind 
friar then led Leonato and Hero away to comfort and console them, and Beatrice and Benedick remained alone; and this was 
the meeting from which their friends, who contrived the merry plot against them, expected so much diversion; those friends 
who were now overwhelmed with affliction, and from whose minds all thoughts of merriment seemed for ever banished.  
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Benedick was the first who spoke, and he said: 'Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while?' 'Yea, and I will weep a while 
longer,' said Beatrice. 'Surely,' said Benedick, 'I do believe your fair cousin is wronged.' 'Ah!' said Beatrice, 'how much might 
that man deserve of me who would right her!' Benedick then said: 'Is there any way to show such friendship? I do love 
nothing in the world so well as you: is not that strange?' 'It were as possible,' said Beatrice, 'for me to say I loved nothing in 
the world so well as you; but believe me not, and yet I lie not. I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am sorry for my 
cousin.' 'By my sword,' said Benedick, 'you love me, and I protest I love you. Come, bid me do anything for you.' 'Kill 
Claudio,' said Beatrice. 'Ha! not for the wide world,' said Benedick; for he loved his friend Claudio, and he believed he had 
been imposed upon. 'Is not Claudio a villain, that has slandered, scorned, and dishonored my cousin?' said Beatrice: 'O that I 
were a man!' 'Hear me, Beatrice!' said Benedick. But Beatrice would hear nothing in Claudio's defense; and she continued to 
urge on Benedick to revenge her cousin's wrongs: and she said: 'Talk with a man out of the window; a proper saying! Sweet 
Hero! she is wronged; she is slandered; she is undone. O that I were a man for Claudio's sake! or that I had any friend, who 
would be a man for my sake! but velour is melted into courtesies and compliments. I cannot be a man with wishing, 
therefore I will die a woman with grieving.' 'Tarry, good Beatrice,' said Benedick; 'by this hand I love you.' 'Use it for my love 
some other way than swearing by it,' said Beatrice. 'Think you on your soul that Claudio has wronged Hero?' asked Benedick. 
'Yea,' answered Beatrice; 'as sure as I have a thought, or a soul.' 'Enough,' said Benedick; 'I am engaged; I will challenge him. 
I will kiss your hand, and so leave you. By tints hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account! As you hear from me, so think 
of me. Go, comfort your cousin.'  

While Beatrice was thus powerfully pleading with Benedick, and working his gallant 
temper by the spirit of her angry words, to engage in the cause of Hero, and fight even 
with his dear friend Claudio, Leonato was challenging the prince and Claudio to answer 
with their swords the injury they had done his child, who, he affirmed, had died for grief. 
But they respected his age and his sorrow, and they said: 'Nay, do not quarrel with us, 
good old man.' And now came Benedick, and he also challenged Claudio to answer with 
his sword the injury he had done to Hero; and Claudio and the prince said to each other: 
'Beatrice has set him on to do this.' Claudio nevertheless must have accepted this challenge 
of Benedick, had not the justice of Heaven at the moment brought to pass a better proof 
of the innocence of Hero than the uncertain fortune of a duel.  

While the prince and Claudio were yet talking of the challenge of Benedick, a magistrate brought Borachio as a prisoner 
before the prince. Borachio had been overheard talking with one of his companions of the mischief he had been employed 
by Don John to do.  

Borachio made a full confession to the prince in Claudio's hearing, that it was Margaret dressed in her lady's clothes that he 
had talked with from the window, whom they had mistaken for the lady Hero herself; and no doubt continued on the minds 
of Claudio and the prince of the innocence of Hero. If a suspicion had remained it must have been removed by the flight of 
Don John, who, funding his villainies were detected, fled from Messina to avoid the just anger of his brother.  

The heart of Claudio was sorely grieved when he found he had falsely accused Hero, who, he thought, died upon hearing his 
cruel words; and the memory of his beloved Hero's image came over him, in the rare semblance that he loved it first; and the 
prince asking him if what he heard did not run like iron through his soul, he answered, that he felt as if he had taken poison 
while Borachio was speaking.  

And the repentant Claudio implored forgiveness of the old man Leonato for the injury he had done his child; and promised, 
that whatever penance Leonato would lay upon him for his fault in believing the false accusation against his betrothed wife, 
for her dear sake he would endure it.  

The penance Leonato enjoined him was, to marry the next morning a cousin of Hero's, who, he said, was now his heir, and 
in person very like Hero. Claudio, regarding the solemn promise he made to Leonato, said, he would marry this unknown 
lady, even though she were an Ethiop: but his heart was very sorrowful, and he passed that night in tears, and in remorseful 
grief, at the tomb which Leonato had erected for Hero.  
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When the morning came, the prince accompanied Claudio to the church, where the good friar, and Leonato and his niece, 
were already assembled, to celebrate a second nuptial; and Leonato presented to Claudio his promised bride; and she wore a 
mask, that Claudio might not discover her face. And Claudio said to the lady in the mask: 'Give me your hand, before this 
holy friar; I am your husband, if you will marry me.' 'And when I lived I was your other wife,' said this unknown lady; and, 
taking off her mask, she proved to be no niece (as was pretended), but Leonato's very daughter, the lady Hero herself. We 
may be sure that this proved a most agreeable surprise to Claudio, who thought her dead, so that he could scarcely for joy 
believe his eyes; and the prince, who was equally amazed at what he saw, exclaimed: 'Is not this Hero, Hero that was dead?' 
Leonato replied: 'She died, my lord, but while her slander lived.' The friar promised them an explanation of this seeming 
miracle, after the ceremony was ended; and was proceeding to marry them, when he was interrupted by Benedick, who 
desired to be married at the same time to Beatrice. Beatrice making some demur to this match, and Benedick challenging her 
with her love for him, which he had learned from Hero, a pleasant explanation took place; and they found they had both 
been tricked into a belief of love, which had never existed, and had become lovers in truth by the power of a false jest: but 
the affection, which a merry invention had cheated them into, was grown too powerful to be shaken by a serious 
explanation; and since Benedick proposed to marry, he was resolved to think nothing to the purpose that the world could 
say against it; and he merrily kept up the jest, and swore to Beatrice, that he took her but for pity, and because he heard she 
was dying of love for him; and Beatrice protested, that she yielded but upon great persuasion, and partly to save his life, for 
she heard he was in a consumption. So these two mad wits were reconciled, and made a match of it, after Claudio and Hero 
were married; and to complete the history, Don John, the contriver of the villainy, was taken in his flight, and brought back 
to Messina; and a brave punishment it was to this gloomy, discontented man, to see the joy and feastings which, by the 
disappointment of his plots, took place in the palace in Messina.  

 
~ excerpt from Tales from Shakespeare by Charles and Mary Lamb, copyright 1918 
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This excerpt is from a book that is intended to be used as a supplementary historical reader for the sixth and seventh grades of our public 
schools, or for any other pupils from twelve to fifteen years of age. It is also designed for collateral reading in connection with the study 
of a formal textbook on American history.  

The period here included is the first fifty years of our national life. No attempt has been made, however, to present a connected account, 
or to furnish a bird’s-eye view, of this half century.  

It is the universal testimony of experienced teachers that such materials as are pervaded with reality serve a useful purpose with young 
pupils. The reason is plain. Historical matter that is instinct with human life attracts and holds the attention of boys and girls, and whets 
their desire to know more of the real meaning of their country’s history. For this reason the authors have selected rapid historical 
narratives, treating of notable and dramatic events, and have embellished them with more details than is feasible within the limits of most 
schoolbooks. Free use has been made of personal incidents and anecdotes, which thrill us because of their human element, and smack of 
the picturesque life of our forefathers.  

It has seemed advisable to arrange the subjects in chronological order. As the various chapters have appeared in proof, they have been 
put to a practical test in the sixth grade in several grammar schools. In a number of instances the pupils learned that, in the first reading, 
some of the stories were less difficult than others. From the nature of the subject matter this is inevitable. For instance, it was found 
easier, and doubt-less more interesting, to read “The Patriot Spy” and “A Daring Exploit” before beginning “The Hero at Vincennes” 
and “The Crisis”  “Old Ironsides” will at first probably appeal to more young people than “The Final Victory.”  

THE  PATRIOT  SPY 

IT was plain that Washington was troubled. As he paced the piazza of the stately Murray mansion one fine autumn 
afternoon, he was saying half aloud to himself, "Shall we defend or shall we quit New York?" 

At this time Washington's headquarters were on Manhattan Island, at the home of the Quaker merchant, Robert Murray; and 
here, in the first week of September, 1776, he had asked his officers to meet him in council. 

Was it strange that Washington's heart was heavy? During the last week of August, the Continental army had been defeated 
in the battle of Long Island. A fourth of the army were on the sick list; a third were without tents. Winter was close at hand, 
and tin men, mostly new recruits, were short of clothing, shoes, and blankets. Only fourteen thousand men were fit for duty, 
and they were scattered all the way from Battery to Kingsbridge, a distance of a dozen miles or more. 

The British army, numbering about twenty-five thousand, lay encamped along the shores of New York Hay and the East 
River. The soldiers were veterans, and they were led by veterans. A large fleet of war ships, I'lng at anchor, was ready to 
assist the land forces at moment's notice. Scores of guard ships sailed to and en, watching every movement of the patriot 
troops. 

To give up the city to the British without battle seemed a great pity. The effect upon the patriot cause in all the colonies 
would be bad. Still, there was no help for it. What was the use of fighting against such odds? Why run the risk of almost 
certain defeat? Washington always looked beyond the present, and he did not intend now to be shut up on Manhattan 
Island, perhaps to lose his entire army; so, with the main body, he moved north to Harlem Heights. Here he was soon 
informed by scouts that the British were getting ready to move at once. Whither, nobody could tell. Such the state of affairs 
that led Washington to call his chief officers to the Murray mansion, on that September afternoon. 

Of course they talked over the situation long and calmly. After all, the main question was, What shall be done? Among other 
things, it was thought best to find the right sort of man, and send him in disguise into the British camp on Long Island, to 
find out just where the enemy were planning to attack. 

"Upon this, gentlemen," said Washington, "depends this time the fate of our army." 

Hero Stories from American History 
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The commander in chief sent for Colonel Knowlton, the hero of the rail fence at Bunker Hill. 

"I want you to find for me in your regiment or in some other," he said, "some young officer to go at once into the British 
camp, to discover what is going on. The man must have a quick eye, a cool head, and nerves of steel. I wish him to make 
notes of the position of the enemy, draw plans of the forts, and listen to the talk of the officers. Can you find such a man for 
me this very afternoon? " 

"I will do my best, General Washington," said the colonel, as he took leave to go to his regiment. 

On arriving at his quarters that afternoon, Knowlton called together a number of 
officers. He briefly told them what Washington wanted, and asked for volunteers. 
There was a long pause, amid deep surprise. These soldiers were willing to serve their 
country; but to play the spy, the hated spy, was too much even for Washington to ask. 

One after another of the officers, as Knowlton called them by name, declined. His task 
seemed hopeless. At last, he asked a grizzled Frenchman, who had fought in many 
battles and was noted for his rash bravery. 

"No, no! Colonel Knowlton," he said," I am ready to fight the redcoats at any place 
and at any time; but, sir, I am not willing to play the spy, and be hanged like a dog if I 
am caught." 

Just as Knowlton gave up hope of finding a man willing to go on the perilous mission, there came to him the painfully 
thrilling but cheering words, "I will undertake it." It was the voice of Captain Nathan Hale. He had just entered Knowlton's 
tent. His face was still pale from a severe sickness. Every man was astonished. The whole company knew the brilliant young 
officer, and they loved him. Now they all tried to dissuade him. They spoke of his fair prospects, and of the fond hopes of 
his parents and his friends. It was all in vain. They could not turn him from his purpose. 

"I wish to be useful," he said, "and every kind of service necessary for the public good becomes honorable by being 
necessary. If my country needs a peculiar service, its claims upon me are imperious." 

These patriotic words of a man willing to give up his life, if necessary, for the good of his country silenced his brother 
officers.  

"Good-by, Nathan!" "Don't you let the redcoats catch you!" "Good luck to you!" "We never expect to see you again!" cried 
his nearest friends in camp, as, in company with Colonel Knowlton, the young captain rode out that same afternoon to 
receive his orders from Washington himself. 

Nathan Hale was born, as were his eight brothers and his three sisters, in an old-fashioned, two-storied house, in a little 
country village of Connecticut. His father, a man of integrity, was a stanch patriot. Instead of allowing his family to use the 
wool raised on his farm, he saved it to make blankets for the Continental army. The mother of this large family was a woman 
of high moral and domestic worth, devoted to her children, for whom she sought the highest good. It was a quiet, strict 
household, Puritan in its faith and its manners, where the Bible ruled, where family prayers never failed, nor was grace ever 
omitted at meals. On a Saturday night, no work was done after sundown. 

Young Nathan was a bright, active American boy. He liked his gun and his fishing pole. He was fond of running, leaping, 
wrestling, and playing ball. One of his pupils said that Hale would put his hand upon a fence as high as his head, and clear it 
easily at a bound. He liked books, and read much out of school. Like two of his brothers, he was to be educated for the 
ministry. When only sixteen, he entered Yale College, and was graduated two years before the battle of Bunker Hill. Early in 
the fall of 1773, the young graduate began to teach school, and was soon afterwards made master of a select school in New 
London, in his native state. 
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At this time- young Hale was about six feet tall, and well built. He had a broad chest, full face, light blue eyes, fair 
complexion, and light brown hair. He had a large mole on his neck, just where the knot of his cravat came. At college his 
friends used to joke him about it, declaring that he was surely born to be hanged. 

Such was Nathan Hale when the news of the bloodshed at Lexington reached New London. A rousing meeting was held 
that evening. The young schoolmaster was one of the speakers. 

"Let us march at once," he said, "and never lay down our arms until we obtain our independence." 

The next morning, Hale called his pupils together, "gave them earnest counsel, prayed with them, and shaking each by the 
hand," took his leave, and during the same forenoon marched with his company for Cambridge. 

The young officer from Connecticut took an active part in the siege of Boston, and soon became captain of his company. 
Hale's diary is still preserved, and after all these years it is full of interest. It seems that he took charge of his men's clothing, 
rations, and money. Much of his time he was on picket duty, and took part in many lively skirmishes with the redcoats. 
Besides studying military tactics, he found time to make up wrestling matches, to play football and checkers, and, on 
Sundays, to hold religious meetings in barns. 

Within a few hours after bidding good-by to General Washington, Captain Hale, taking with him one of his own trusty 
soldiers, left the camp at Harlem, intending at the first opportunity to cross Long Island Sound. There were so many British 
guard ships on the watch that he and his companion found no safe place to cross until they had reached Norwalk, fifty miles 
up the Sound on the Connecticut shore. Here a small sloop was to land Hale on the other side. 

Stripping off his uniform, the young captain put on a plain brown suit of citizen's clothes, and a broad-brimmed hat. Thus 
attired in the dress of a schoolmaster, he was landed across the Sound, and shortly afterwards reached the nearest British 
camp. 

The redcoats received the pretended schoolmaster cordially. A captain of the dragoons spoke of him long afterwards as a 
"jolly good fellow." Hale pretended that he was tired of the "rebel cause," and that he was in search of a place to teach 
school. 

It would be interesting to know just what the "schoolmaster” did in the next two weeks. Think of the poor fellow’s 
eagerness to make the most of his time, drawing plans of the forts, and going rapidly from one point to another to watch the 
marching of troops, patrols, and guards. Think of his sleepless nights, his fearful risk, the ever-present dread of being 
recognized by some Tory. All this we know nothing about, but his brave and tender heart must sometimes have been sorely 
tried. 

From the midst of all these dangers Hale, unharmed, began His return trip to the American lines. He had threaded his way 
through the woods, and round all the British camps on Long Island, until he reached in safety the point where he had first 
landed. Here he had planned for a boat to meet him early the next morning, to take him over to the mainland. 

Many a patriotic American boy has thought what he should have done if he could have exchanged places with Nathan Hale 
on this evening. Near by, at a place then called and still called "The Cedars," a woman by the name of Chichester, and 
nicknamed "Mother Chick," kept a tavern, which was the favorite resort of all the Tories in that region. Hale was sure that 
nobody would know him in his strange dress, and so he ventured into the tavern. A number of people were in the barroom. 
A few minutes afterwards, a man whose face seemed familiar to Hale suddenly left the room, and was not seen again. 

The pretended schoolmaster spent the night at the tavern. 

Early the next morning, the landlady rushed into the barroom, crying out to her guests, "Look out, boys! there is a strange 
boat close in shore!" 

The Tories scampered as if the house were on fire. 
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"That surely is the very boat I'm looking for," thought Hale on leaving the tavern, and hastened towards the beach, where 
the boat had already landed. 

A moment more, and the young captain was amazed at the 
sight of six British marines, standing erect in the boat, with 
their muskets aimed at him. He turned to run, when a loud 
voice cried out, "Surrender or die!" He was within close range 
of their guns. Escape was not possible. The poor fellow gave 
himself up. He was taken on board the British guard ship 
Halifax, which lay at anchor close by, hidden from sight by a 
point of land. 

Some have declared that the man who so suddenly left the 
tavern was a Tory cousin to Hale, and saw at once through the 
patriot's disguise; that, being quite a rascal, he hurried away to 
get word to the British camp. There seems to be no good 
reason, however, to believe that the fellow was a kinsman. 

However this may be, the British captured Captain Hale in 
disguise. They stripped him and searched him, and found his 
drawings and his notes. These were written in Latin, and had 
been tucked away between the soles of his shoes. 

"I am sorry that so fine a fellow has fallen into my hands," said the captain of the guard ship, "but you are my prisoner, and I 
think a spy. So to New York you must go!" 

General Howe's headquarters were at this time in the elegant Beekman mansion, situated near what is now the corner of 
Fifty-First Street and First Avenue. Calm and fearless, the captured spy stood before the British commander. He bravely 
owned that he was an American officer, and said that he was sorry he had not been able to serve his country better. No time 
was to be wasted in calling a court-martial. Without trial of any kind, Captain Hale was condemned to die the death of a spy. 

The verdict was that he should be hanged by the neck, "to-morrow morning at daybreak." 

That night, which was Saturday, September 21, the condemned man was kept under a strong guard, in the greenhouse near 
the Beekman mansion. He had been given over to the care of the brutal Cunningham,   the   infamous British provost 
marshal, with orders to carry out the sentence before sunrise the next morning. 

"To-morrow morning at daybreak." 

How cruelly brief! Nathan Hale, the patriot spy, was left to himself or the night. 

When morning came, Cunningham found his prisoner ready. While preparations were being made, a young officer, moved in 
spite of himself, allowed Hale to sit in his tent long enough to write brief letters to his parents and his friends. The letters 
were passed to Cunningham to be sent. He read them, and as he saw the noble spirit which breathed in every line, the wretch 
began to curse, and tore the letters into bits before the face of his victim.    He said that the rebels should never know they 
had a man who could die with such firmness. It was just before sunrise on a lovely Sabbath morning that Nathan Hale was 
led out to death. The gallows was the limb of an apple tree. Early as it was, a number of men and women had come to 
witness the execution. "Give us your dying speech, you young rebel!" shouted the brutal Cunningham. 

The young patriot, standing upon the fatal ladder, lifted his eyes toward heaven, and said, in a calm, clear voice, "I only regret 
that I have but one life to lose for my country." 
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These were his last words. The women sobbed, and some of the men began to show signs of sympathy. 

“Swing the rebel off!” cried Cunningham, in a voice hoarse with anger. The order was obeyed. 

Half an hour later, the body of the patriot spy was buried, probably beneath the apple tree, but the grave was not marked, 
and the exact spot is now unknown. A British officer was sent, under a flag of truce, to tell Washington of the fate of his 
gallant young captain. 

Thus died in the bloom of life, Captain Nathan Hale, the early martyr in the cause of our freedom. Gifted, educated, 
ambitious, he laid aside every thought of himself, and entered upon a service of the greatest risk to life and to honor, because 
Washington deemed it important to the sacred cause to which they had both given their best efforts. 

"What was to have been your reward in case you succeeded?" asked Major Tallmadge, Hale's classmate, of the British spy, 
Major Andre, as his prisoner was being rowed across the Hudson River to be tried by court-martial. 

"Military glory was all I sought for," replied Andre "the thanks of my general and the approbation of my king would have 
been a rich reward." 

Hale did not expect, nor did he care, to be a hero. He had no thought of reward or of promotion. He sacrificed his life from 
a pure sense of what he thought to be his duty. 
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LIFE OF NUMA 

I. There is a considerable conflict of opinion about the time of King Numa's reign, although several pedigrees seem to be 
accurately traced to him. One Clodius, in a book on the verification of dates, insists that all these old records were destroyed 
during the Gaulish troubles, and that those which are now extant were composed by interested persons, by whose means 
men who had no right to such honors claimed descent from the noblest families. Though Numa is said to have been a friend 
of Pythagoras, yet some deny that he had any tincture of Greek learning, arguing that either he was born with a natural 
capacity for sound learning, or that he was taught by some barbarian.Others say that Pythagoras was born much later, some 
five generations after the times of Numa, but that Pythagoras the Spartan, who won the Stadium race at Olympia on the 
thirteenth Olympiad, wandered into Italy, and there meeting Numa, assisted him in the establishment of his constitution; and 
that from this cause, the Roman constitution in many points resembles the Laconian. The Olympic games were instituted in 
the third year of Numa's reign. Another story is that Numa was a Sabine by birth, and the Sabines consider themselves to be 
of Lacedaemonian origin. It is hard to reconcile the dates, especially those which refer to Olympiads, the table of which is 
said to have been made out by Hippias of Elis, on no trustworthy basis. However, what things I have heard about Numa 
that are worthy of mention I shall proceed to relate, beginning from a starting-point of my own. 

II. Rome had been founded, and Romulus had reigned, for thirty-seven years, when upon the fifth day of the month of July, 
which day is now called nonae caprotinae, he was performing a public sacrifice outside the gates, at a place called the Goat's 
Marsh, in the presence of the Senate and most of the people. Suddenly a great commotion began in the air, thick clouds 
covered the earth, with violent gusts and showers. The people fled in terror, and Romulus disappeared. His body could never 
be found, but suspicion fell upon the patricians, and a report was current among the populace that they had long been 
jealous of his power as king, and had determined to get it into their own hands. Indeed, he had dealt with them very harshly 
and tyrannically. Fearing this suspicion, they gave out that he was not dead, but had been caught up into heaven; and 
Proclus, a man of mark, swore that he saw Romulus ascend into heaven in his armor as he was, and that he heard a voice 
ordering that he should be called Quirinus. Another disturbance took place in Rome about the election of the next king, 
because the new citizens were not yet thoroughly amalgamated with the old ones, the people were unquiet, and the patricians 
suspicious of one another. Nevertheless they all determined that they would have a king, but they disagreed not merely about 
whom, but of what race he should be. 

Romulus's original colonists thought it a monstrous thing that the Sabines, because they had been admitted to a share of the 
city and the country, should propose to rule over it; while the Sabines not unreasonably urged that because, after the death of 
Tatius, they had acquiesced in Romulus reigning alone, now in their turn they ought to furnish a king of their own nation. 
They had not, they said, been adopted by a more powerful race than themselves, but had, by their combination with the 
Romans, greatly raised the power and renown of their city. 

The two races were at issue on these points. The patricians, fearing that confusion might arise if the state were left without a 
head, made one of their own number every day assume the insignia of royalty, perform the usual sacrifices to the gods, and 
transact business for six hours by day, and six by night. This equal division of their periods of rule was not only just for those 
in office, but prevented any jealousy of them being felt by the populace, each day and night, because they saw one who had 
been a king become a private person. This form of government the Romans call an interregnum. 

Plutarch 
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III. But, although they appeared to manage things so smoothly, suspicions and threatenings of disturbance arose, for men 
said that they meditated altering the form of government to an oligarchy, in order to keep all political power in their own 
hands, and would not therefore elect a king. Hereupon the two factions agreed that one should select a king from the ranks 
of the other. This, they thought, would both put an end to their quarrels for the present, and also ensure the candidate who 
should be chosen being impartial, because he would be friendly to the one party because it had chosen him, and to the other 
because he belonged to it by birth. The Sabines gave the Romans their choice which they would do; and they decided that it 
would be better to choose a Sabine king themselves, than to be ruled by a Roman chosen by the Sabines. After deliberation 
amongst themselves, they chose Numa Pompilius, a man who was not one of those Sabines who had settled in Rome, but 
whose excellence was so well known to all, that the Sabines, as soon as they heard his name, were even more eager for him 
than the Romans who had chosen him. When they had informed the people of their decision, they sent an embassy to 
Numa, composed of the leading men of both parties, to beg of him to come to Rome and assume the crown. 

Numa belonged to a celebrated Sabine city, Cures, from which the united Romans and Sabines called themselves Quirites. 
He was the son of Pomponius, an honorable citizen, and was the youngest of four brothers. By a miraculous coincidence he 
was born on the very day on which Romulus founded Rome; that is, the tenth day before the Calends of May. His naturally 
good disposition had been so educated by sorrow and philosophic pursuits, that he rose superior not merely to 
commonplace vices, but even to the worship of brute force, so common among barbarians, and considered true courage to 
consist in the conquest of his own passions. Accordingly he banished all luxury and extravagance from his house, and was 
known as a trusty friend and counselor, both by his countrymen and by strangers. When at leisure, he disregarded sensual 
enjoyments and money getting, but devoted himself to the service of the gods and to speculations about their nature and 
power, so that he obtained great celebrity. Indeed Tatius, when he was acting as joint-king with Romulus, chose him for the 
husband of his only daughter Tatia. But Numa was not elated by his marriage, and did not remove to the town where his 
father-in-law was king, but stayed where he was in Cures, among the Sabines, tending his aged father; while Tatia also 
preferred the quiet of a private citizen's life to the pomp which she might have enjoyed in Rome. She is said to have died in 
the thirteenth year after her marriage. 

IV. Now Numa was in the habit of leaving the city and passing much of his time in the country, wandering alone in the 
sacred groves and dwelling in desert places. Hence the story first arose that it was not from any derangement of intellect that 
he shunned human society, but because he held converse with higher beings, and had been admitted to marriage with the 
gods, and that, by passing his time in converse with the nymph Egeria, who loved him, he became blessed, and learned 
heavenly wisdom. It is evident that this is the same as many ancient myths; such as that told by the Phrygians about Attis, 
that of the Bithynians about Herodotus, that of the Arcadians about Endymion, and many others. Yet it seems probable that 
a god, who loves man better than bird or beast, should take pleasure in conversing with those men who are remarkable for 
goodness, and not despise nor disdain to hold communion with the wise and righteous. But it is hard to believe that a god or 
deity could feel the passion of love for a human form; although the Egyptians not unreasonably say, that a woman may be 
impregnated by the spirit of a god, but that a man can have no material union with a god. However it is very right to believe 
that a god can feel friendship for a man, and from this may spring a love which watches over him and guides him in the path 
of virtue. There is truth in the myths of Phorbas, of Hyacinthus, and of Admetus, who were all loved by Apollo, as was also 
Hippolytus of Sicyon. It is said that whenever he set sail from Sikyon to Kirrha on the opposite coast, the Pythia would 
recite the verse, 

"Now goes our dear Hippolytus to sea," 

as if the god knew that he was coming and rejoiced at it. 

There is also a legend that Pan loved Pindar and his verses; and for the Muse's sake, Hesiod and Archilochus were honored 
after their deaths; while Sophocles during his life is said, by a legend which remains current at the present day, to have 
become the friend of Aesculapius, and on his death to have had the rites of burial supplied by the care of another god. 

If, then, we believe the legends which are told about these persons, why should we doubt that Zaleukus, Minos, Zoroaster, 
Numa, and Lykurgus were inspired by Heaven, when they governed their kingdoms and gave them laws? We may suppose 
that the gods, when in an earnest mood, would hold converse with such men as these, the best of their kind, to talk with and 
encourage them, just as they visit the poets, if they do at all, when inclined for pleasure. However, if any one thinks 
differently, as Bacchylides says, "The way is broad." 
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The other view, which some take about Lykurgus and Numa and such men, seems very plausible, that they, having to deal 
with an obstinate and unmanageable people when introducing great political changes, invented the idea of their own divine 
mission as a means of safety for themselves. 

V. It was in Numa's fortieth year that the envoys came from Rome to ask him to be king. Their spokesmen were Proculus 
and Velesius, one of whom had very nearly been elected king, for the Romulus people inclined much to Proculus, and those 
of Tatius were equally in favor of Velesius. These men made a short speech, imagining that Numa would be delighted with 
his fortune; but it appears that it took much hard pleading to induce a man who had lived all his life in peace to take the 
command of a city which owed its origin and its increase alike to war. He said, in the presence of his father and of Marcius, 
one of his relations, "Every change in a man's life is dangerous; and when a man is not in want of anything needful, and has 
no cause for being dissatisfied with his lot, it is sheer madness for him to change his habits and way of life; for these, at any 
rate, have the advantage of security, while in the new state all is uncertain. Not even uncertain are the perils of royalty, 
judging from Romulus himself, who was suspected of having plotted against his partner Tatius, and whose peers were 
suspected of having assassinated him. Yet these men call Romulus the child of the gods, and tell how he had a divinely sent 
nurse, and was preserved by a miracle while yet a child; while I was born of mortal parents, and brought up by people whom 
you all know: even the points which you praise in my character are far from those which make a good king, being love of 
leisure and of unprofitable speculation, and also a great fondness for peace and unwarlike matters, and for men who meet 
together for the glory of the gods or for cheerful converse with one another, and who at other times plough their fields and 
feed their cattle at home. But you Romans have very likely many wars left upon your hands by Romulus, for the conduct of 
which the state requires a vigorous warrior in the prime of life. The people too, from their successes, are accustomed to and 
eager for war, and are known to be longing for fresh conquests and possessions; so that they would ridicule me when I told 
them to honor the gods and act justly, and if I tried to instill a hatred of wars and of brute force into a city which wants a 
general more than a king." 

VI. As he refused the offered crown in such terms, the Romans used every kind of entreaty to induce him to accept it, 
begging him not to plunge the state again into civil war, because there was no other man whom the two parties would agree 
to receive as their king. In their absence, his father and Marcius begged him not to refuse so great and marvelous an offer. 
"If," they said, "you do not desire wealth, because of your simple life, and do not care for the glory of royalty, because you 
derive more glory from your own virtue, yet think that to be king is to serve God, who gives you this office and will not 
allow your righteousness to lie idle, useful only to yourself. Do not therefore shrink from assuming this office, which gives 
you an opportunity to conduct the solemn ceremonials of religion with due pomp, and to civilize the people and turn their 
hearts, which can be effected more easily by a king than by any one else. This people loved Tatius, though he was a 
foreigner, and they respect the memory of Romulus as if he was a god. And who knows, if the people, although victorious, 
may not have had enough of wars, and, sated with triumphs and spoils, may not be desirous of a gentle and just ruler under 
whom they may enjoy rest and peace. If, however, they are madly bent upon war, is it not better that you should hold the 
reins, and direct their fury elsewhere, becoming yourself a bond of union and friendship between the Sabine nation and this 
powerful and flourishing city?" Besides these arguments, it is said that the omens were favorable, and that the people of the 
city, as soon as they heard of the embassy, came and besought him to go and become king, and thus unite and combine the 
two races. 
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VII. When he had made up his mind, he sacrificed to the gods, and started for Rome. The Senate and people met him and 
showed great affection for him; the matrons also greeted him, and there were sacrifices in the temples, and every one was as 
joyous as if he had received a kingdom instead of a king. When they came into the Forum, the interrex or temporary king, 
Spurius Vettius, put it to the vote, and all the people voted for Numa. When they offered him the insignia of royalty, he bade 
them stop, saying that he wished to have his crown confirmed to him by God as well as by man. Taking the prophets and 
priests he ascended the Capitol, which the Romans at that time called the Tarpeian Hill. There the chief of the prophets 
made him turn towards the south, covered his head, and then standing behind him with his hand laid upon his head, he 
prayed, and looked for a sign or omen sent from the gods in every quarter of the heavens. A strange silence prevailed among 
the people in the Forum, as they watched him eagerly, until a prosperous omen was observed. Then Numa received the royal 
robes and came down from the hill among the people. They received him with cheers and congratulations, as the most pious 
of men, and as beloved of Heaven. When he became king, his first act was to disband the bodyguard of three hundred men, 
whom Romulus always had kept about his person, who were called Celeres, that is, swift; for Numa would not distrust a loyal 
people nor reign over a disloyal one. Next he instituted a third high priest, in addition to the existing priests of Jupiter and 
Mars, whom, in honor of Romulus, he called the Flamen Quirinalis. The elder priests are called Flamens from the skullcaps 
which they wear, and the word is derived from the Greek word for felt; for at that time Greek words were mingled with 
Latin ones more than now. For instance, the laena worn by the priests is said by Juba to be the Greek chlaina, and the boy, 
whose parents must be both alive, who is servant to the priest of Jupiter, is called Camillus, just as the Greeks sometimes call 
Hermes (Mercury) Cadmilus, from his being the servant of the gods. 

VIII. Numa, after confirming his popularity by these measures, proceeded at once to attempt to convert the city from the 
practice of war and the strong hand, to that of right and justice, just as a man tries to soften and mould a mass of iron. The 
city at that time was indeed what Plato calls "inflamed and angry," for it owed its very existence to the reckless daring by 
which it had thrust aside the most warlike races of the country, and had recruited its strength by many campaigns and 
ceaseless war, and, as carpentry becomes more fixed in its place by blows, so the city seemed to gain fresh power from its 
dangers. Thinking that it would be a very difficult task to change the habits of this excited and savage people, and to teach 
them the arts of peace, he looked to the gods for help, and by sacrifices, processions, and choral dances, which he himself 
organized and arranged, he awed, interested, and softened the manners of the Romans, artfully beguiling them out of their 
warlike ferocity. Sometimes he spoke of supernatural terrors, evil omens, and unpropitious voices, so as to influence them by 
means of superstition. These measures proved his wisdom, and showed him a true disciple of Pythagoras, for the worship of 
the gods was an important part of his state policy, as it is of Pythagoras's system of philosophy. His love of outward show 
and stratagem was also said to be derived from Pythagoras, for as the latter tamed an eagle and made it alight upon him, and 
when walking through the crowd at Olympia showed his golden thigh, and did all the other surprising devices which made 
Timon of Phlius write the epigram: 

"Pythagoras by magic arts, and mystic talk deludes men's hearts," so did Numa invent the story of his amour with a wood 
nymph and his secret converse with her, and of his enjoying the society of the Muses. He referred most of his prophetic 
utterances to the Muses, and taught the Romans to worship one of them especially, whom he called Tacita, which means 
silent or dumb. This seems to have been done in imitation of Pythagoras, who especially revered silence. His legislation 
about images was also connected with the Pythagorean doctrine, which says that first principles cannot be touched or seen, 
but are invisible spiritual essences; for Numa forbade the Romans to worship any likenesses of men or of beasts. Among 
them there was no image of a god, either carved or molded, in the early times. For a hundred and seventy years they built 
temples, and placed shrines in them, but made no image of any living thing, considering that it was wrong to make the worse 
like the better, and that God cannot be comprehended otherwise than by thought. Their sacrifices also were connected with 
the Pythagorean doctrine; they were for the most part bloodless, and performed with flour, libations of wine, and all the 
commonest things. But besides these, there are other distinct proofs of the connection of these two men with one another. 
One of these is that the Romans enrolled Pythagoras as a citizen, as we are told by Epicharmus the comic poet, in a letter 
which he wrote to Antenor. He was a man who lived in old times and underwent the Pythagorean training. Another proof is 
that of his four sons, King Numa named one Mamercus after the son of Pythagoras; from whom sprung the ancient 
patrician house of the Aemilii. This name was originally given him in sport by the king, who used to call him aimulos or wily. I 
myself have heard many Romans narrate that an oracle once bade the Romans establish the wisest and the bravest of the 
Greeks in their own city, and that in consequence of it they set up two brazen statues in the Forum, one of Alkibiades and 
one of Pythagoras. But all this can be so easily disputed that it is not worthwhile to pursue it farther or to put any trust in it. 
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IX. To Numa also is referred the institution of the Pontifices, or high priests; and he himself is said to have been one of the 
first. The Pontifices are so called, according to some authorities, because they worship the gods, who are powerful and 
almighty; for powerful in Latin is potens. Others say that it refers to an exception made in favor of possibilities, meaning that 
the legislator ordered the priests to perform what services lay in their power, and did not deny that there are some which 
they cannot. But the most usually received and most absurd derivation is that the word means nothing more than bridge 
builders, and that they were so named from the sacrifices which are offered upon the sacred bridge, which are of great 
sanctity and antiquity. The Latins call a bridge pontem. This bridge is entrusted to the care of the priests, like any other 
immovable holy relic; for the Romans think that the removal of the wooden bridge would call down the wrath of Heaven. It 
is said to be entirely composed of wood, in accordance with some oracle, without any iron whatever. 

The stone bridge was built many years afterwards, when Aemilius was Quaestor. However, it is said that the wooden bridge 
itself does not date from the time of Numa, but that it was finished by Marcius, the grandson of Numa, when he was king. 

The chief priest, or Pontifex Maximus, is an interpreter and prophet or rather expounder of the will of Heaven. He not only 
sees that the public sacrifices are properly conducted, but even watches those who offer private sacrifices, opposes all 
departure from established custom, and points out to each man how to honor the gods and how to pray to them. He also 
presides over the holy maidens called vestals. 

The consecration of the vestal virgins, and the worship and watching of the eternal flame by them, are entirely attributed to 
Numa, and explained either by the pure and incorruptible essence of fire being entrusted to the keeping of those who are 
stainless and undefiled, or by that which is barren and without fruit being associated with maidens. 

Indeed, in Greece, wherever an eternal fire is kept up, as at Delphi and Athens, it is not maidens, but widows, past the age to 
wed, that tend it. When any of these fires chance to go out, as, for instance, the sacred lamp went out at Athens when 
Aristion was despot, and the fire went out at Delphi when the temple was burned by the Persians, and at Rome in the 
revolutions during the time of the wars with King Mithridates the fire, and even the altar upon which it burned, was swept 
away; then they say that it must not be lighted from another fire, but that an entirely new fire must be made, lighted by a 
pure and undefiled ray from the sun. They usually light it with mirrors made by hollowing the surface of an isosceles right-
angled triangle, which conducts all the rays of light into one point. Now when it is placed opposite to the sun, so that all the 
rays coming from all quarters are collected together into that point, the ray thus formed passes through the thin air, and at 
once lights the driest and lightest of the objects against which it strikes, for that ray has the strength and force of fire itself. 

Some say that the only duty of the vestal virgins is to watch that eternal fire, but others say they perform certain secret rites, 
about which we have written as much as it is lawful to divulge, in the Life of Camillus. 
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X. The first maidens who were consecrated by Numa were named Gegania and Verenia; and afterwards Canuleia and 
Tarpeia were added. Servius subsequently added two more to their number, which has remained six ever since his reign. 
Numa ordained that the maidens should observe celibacy for thirty years, during the first ten years of which they were to 
learn their duties, during the next perform them, and during the last to teach others. After this period any of them who 
wished might marry and cease to be priestesses; but it is said that very few availed themselves of this privilege, and that those 
few were not happy, but, by their regrets and sorrow for the life they had left, made the others scruple to leave it, prefer to 
remain virgins till their death. They had great privileges, such as that of disposing of their property by will when their fathers 
were still alive, like women who have borne three children. When they walk abroad they are escorted by lectors with the 
fasces; and if they happen to meet any criminal who is being taken to execution, he is not put to death; but the vestal must 
swear that she met him accidentally, and not on purpose. When they use a litter, no one may pass under it on pain of death. 
The vestals are corrected by stripes for any faults which they commit, sometimes by the Pontifex Maximus, who flogs the 
culprit without her clothes, but with a curtain drawn before her. She that breaks her vow of celibacy is buried alive at the 
Colline Gate, at which there is a mound of earth which stretches some way inside the city wall. In it they construct an 
underground chamber, of small size, which is entered from above. In it is a bed with bedding, and a lamp burning; and also 
some small means of supporting life, such as bread, a little water in a vessel, milk, and oil, as though they wished to avoid the 
pollution of one who had been consecrated with such holy ceremonies dying of hunger. The guilty one is placed in a litter, 
covered in, and gagged with thongs so that she cannot utter a sound. Then they carry her through the Forum. All make way 
in silence, and accompany her passage with downcast looks, without speaking. There is no more fearful sight than this, nor 
any day when the city is plunged into deeper mourning. When the litter reaches the appointed spot, the servants loose her 
bonds, and the chief priest, after private prayer and lifting his hands to Heaven before his dreadful duty, leads her out, 
closely veiled, places her upon a ladder which leads down into the subterranean chamber. After this he turns away with the 
other priests; the ladder is drawn up after she has descended, and the site of the chamber is obliterated by masses of earth 
which are piled upon it, so that the place looks like any other part of the mound. Thus are the vestals punished who lose 
their chastity. 

XI. Numa is said to have built the Temple of Vesta, which was to contain the sacred fire, in a circular form, imitating 
thereby not the shape of the earth, but that of the entire universe, in the midst of which the Pythagoreans place the element 
of fire, which they call Vesta and the Unit. The earth they say is not motionless, and not in the centre of its orbit, but 
revolves round the central fire, occupying by no means the first or the most honorable place in the system of the universe. 
These ideas are said to have been entertained by Plato also in his old age; for he too thought that the earth was in a 
subordinate position, and that the centre of the universe was occupied by some nobler body. 

XII. The Pontifices also explain, to those who inquire of them, the proper ceremonies at funerals. For Numa taught them 
not to think that there was any pollution in death, but that we must pay due honors to the gods below, because they will 
receive all that is noblest on earth. Especially he taught them to honor the goddess Libitina, the goddess who presides over 
funeral rites, whether she be Proserpine, or rather Venus, as the most learned Romans imagine, not unnaturally referring our 
birth and our death to the same divinity. 

He also defined the periods of mourning, according to the age of the deceased. He allowed none for a child under three 
years of age, and for one older the mourning was only to last as many months as he lived years, provided those were not 
more than ten. The longest mourning was not to continue above ten months, after which space widows were permitted to 
marry again; but she that took another husband before that term was out was obliged by his decree to sacrifice a cow with 
calf. 
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Of Numa's many other institutions I shall only mention two, that of the Salii and of the Feciales, which especially show his 
love of justice. The Feciales are, as it were, guardians of peace, and in my opinion obtain their name from their office; for 
they were to act as mediators, and not to permit an appeal to arms before all hope of obtaining justice by fair means had 
been lost. The Greeks call it peace when two states settle their differences by negotiation and not by arms; and the Roman 
Feciales frequently went to states that had done wrong and begged them to think better of what they had done. If they 
rejected their offers, then the Feciales called the gods to witness, invoked dreadful curses upon themselves and their country, 
if they were about to fight in an unjust cause, and so declared war. Against the will of the Feciales, or without their approval, 
no Roman, whether king or common soldier, was allowed to take up arms, but the general was obliged first to have it 
certified to him by the Feciales that the right was on his side, and then to take his measures for a campaign. It is said that the 
great disaster with the Gauls befell the city in consequence of this ceremony having been neglected. The barbarians were 
besieging Clusium; Fabius Ambustus was sent as an ambassador to their camp to make terms on behalf of the besieged. His 
proposals met with a harsh reply, and he, thinking that his mission was at an end, had the audacity to appear before the ranks 
of the men of Clusium in arms, and to challenge the bravest of the barbarians to single combat. He won the fight, slew his 
opponent and stripped his body; but the Gauls recognized him, and sent a herald to Rome, complaining that Fabius had 
broken faith and not kept his word, and had waged war against them without its being previously declared. Hereupon the 
Feciales urged the Senate to deliver the man up to the Gauls, but he appealed to the people, and by their favor escaped his 
just doom. Soon after the Gauls came and sacked Rome, except the Capitol. But this is treated of more at length in the 'Life 
of Camillus.' 

XIII. The priests called Salii are said to owe their origin to the following circumstances: In the eighth year of Numa's reign 
an epidemic raged throughout Italy, and afflicted the city of Rome. Now amidst the general distress it is related that a brazen 
shield fell from heaven into the hands of Numa. Upon this the king made an inspired speech, which he had learned from 
Egeria and the Muses. The shield, he said, came for the salvation of the city, and they must guard it, and make eleven more 
like it, so that no thief could steal the one that fell from heaven, because he could not tell which it was. Moreover the place 
and the meadows round about it, where he was wont to converse with the Muses, must be consecrated to them, and the well 
by which it was watered must be pointed out as holy water to the vestal virgins, that they might daily take some thence to 
purify and sprinkle their temple. The truth of this is said to have been proved by the immediate cessation of the plague. He 
bade workmen compete in imitating the shield, and, when all others refused to attempt it, Veturius Mamurius, one of the 
best workmen of the time, produced so admirable an imitation, and made all the shields so exactly alike, that even Numa 
himself could not tell which was the original. He next appointed the Salii to guard and keep them. These priests were called 
Salii, not, as some say, after a man of Samothrace or of Mantinea named Salius, who first taught the art of dancing under 
arms, but rather from the springing dance itself, which they dance through the city when they carry out the shields in the 
month of March, dressed in scarlet tunics, girt with brazen girdles, with brazen helmets on their heads and little daggers with 
which they strike the shields. The rest of their dance is done with their feet; they move gracefully, whirling round, swiftly and 
airily counter-changing their positions with light and vigorous motions according to rhythm and measure. The shields are 
called ancilia, because of their shape; for they are not round, nor with a perfect circumference, but are cut out of a wavy line, 
and curl in at the thickest part towards each other; or they may be called ancilia after the name of the elbow, ankon, on which 
they are carried; at least so Juba conjectures in his endeavors to find a Greek derivation for the word. The name may be 
connected with the fall of the shield from above (anekathen), or with the healing (akesis) of the plague, and the cessation of that 
terrible calamity, if we must refer the word to a Greek root. 

It is related that, to reward Mamurius for his workmanship, his name is mentioned in the song which the Salii sing while they 
dance their Pyrrhic dance; others, however, say that it is not Veturium Mamurium that they say, but Veterem Memoriam, which 
means ancient memory. 

XIV. After he had arranged all religious ceremonies, he built, near the temple of Vesta, the Regia, as a kind of royal palace; 
and there he spent most of his time, engaged in religious duties, instructing the priests, or awaiting some divine colloquy. He 
had also another house on the hill of Quirinus, the site of which is even now pointed out. 
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In all religious processions through the city the heralds went first to bid the people cease their work, and attend to the 
ceremony; for just as the Pythagoreans are said to forbid the worship of the gods in a cursory manner, and to insist that men 
shall set out from their homes with this purpose and none other in their minds, so Numa thought it wrong that the citizens 
should see or hear any religious ceremony in a careless, half-hearted manner, and made them cease from all worldly cares and 
attend with all their hearts to the most important of all duties, religion; so he cleared the streets of all the hammering, and 
cries, and noises which attend the practice of ordinary trades and handicrafts, before any holy ceremony. Some trace of this 
custom still survives in the practice of crying out Hoc age when the consul is taking the auspices or making a sacrifice. These 
words mean "Do this thing," and are used to make the bystanders orderly and attentive. Many of his other precepts are like 
those of the Pythagoreans; for just as they forbid men to sit upon a quart measure, or to stir the fire with a sword, or to turn 
back when they set out upon a journey, and bid them sacrifice an odd number to the gods above, and an even one to those 
below, all of which things had a mystical meaning, which was hidden from the common mass of mankind, so also some of 
Numa's rites can only be explained by reference to some secret legend, such as his forbidding men to make a libation to the 
gods with wine made from an unpruned vine, and his ordering that no sacrifice should be made without flour, and that men 
should turn round while worshipping and sit after they had worshipped. The first two of these seem to point to cultivation 
of the fruits of the earth, as a part of righteousness; the turning round of the worshippers is said to be in imitation of the 
revolution of the globe, but it seems more probable that, as all temples look towards the east, the worshipper who enters 
with his back to the sun turns round towards this god also, and begs of them both, as he makes his circuit, to fulfill his 
prayer. Unless indeed there is an allusion to the symbolical wheel of the Egyptians, and the change of posture means that 
nothing human is constant, and that, however God may turn about our lives, it is our duty to be content. The act of sitting 
after prayer was said to portend that such as were good would obtain a solid and lasting fulfillment of their prayers. Or again, 
this attitude of rest marks the division between different periods of prayer; so that after the end of one prayer they seat 
themselves in the presence of the gods, in order that under their auspices they may begin the next. This fully agrees with 
what has been said above, and shows that the lawgiver intended to accustom his countrymen not to offer their prayers in a 
hurry, or in the intervals of doing something else, but when they were at leisure and not pressed for time. 

XV. By this religious training the city became so easily managed by Numa, and so impressed by his power, as to believe 
stories of the wildest character about him, and to think nothing incredible or impossible if he wished to do it. For instance, it 
is related that once he invited many of the citizens to dine with him, and placed before them common vessels and poor fare; 
but, as they were about to begin dinner, he suddenly said that his familiar goddess was about to visit him, and at once 
displayed abundance of golden cups and tables covered with costly delicacies. The strangest story of all is that of his 
conversation with Jupiter. The legend runs that Mount Aventine was not at this time enclosed within the city, but was full of 
fountains and shady glens, and haunted by two divinities, Picus and Faunus, who may be compared to Satyrs or to Pan, and 
who, in knowledge of herbs and magic, seem equal to what the Greeks call the Daktyli of Mount Ida. These creatures 
roamed about Italy playing their tricks, but Numa caught them by filling the spring at which they drank with wine and honey. 
They turned into all kinds of shapes, and assumed strange and terrible forms, but when they found that they were unable to 
escape, they told Numa much of the future, and showed him how to make a charm against thunderbolts, which is used to 
this day, and is made of onions and hair and sprats. Some say that it was not these deities who told him the charm, but that 
they by magic arts brought down Jupiter from heaven, and he, in a rage, ordered Numa to make the charm of "Heads"; and 
when Numa added, "Of onions," he said "Of men's"—"Hair," said Numa, again taking away the terrible part of the 
imprecation. When then Jupiter said "With living"—"Sprats," said Numa, answering as Egeria had taught him. The god went 
away appeased, and the place was in consequence called Ilicius. This was how the charm was discovered. 

These ridiculous legends show the way in which the people had become accustomed to regard the gods. Indeed Numa is said 
to have placed all his hopes in religion, to such an extent that even when a message was brought him, saying, "The enemy are 
approaching," he smiled and said, "And I am sacrificing." 

XVI. The first temples that he founded are said to have been those of Fides or Faith, and Terminus. Fides is said to have 
revealed to the Romans the greatest of all oaths, which they even now make use of; while Terminus is the god of boundaries, 
to whom they sacrifice publicly, and also privately at the divisions of men's estates; at the present time with living victims, 
but in old days this was a bloodless sacrifice, for Numa argued that the god of boundaries must be a lover of peace, and a 
witness of righteousness, and therefore averse to bloodshed. 
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Indeed Numa was the first king who defined the boundaries of the country, since Romulus was unwilling, by measuring 
what was really his own, to show how much he had taken from other states: for boundaries, if preserved, are barriers against 
violence; if disregarded, they become standing proofs of lawless injustice. The city had originally but a small territory of its 
own, and Romulus gained the greater part of its possessions by the sword. All this Numa distributed among the needy 
citizens, thereby removing the want which urged them to deeds of violence, and, by turning the people's thoughts to 
husbandry, he made them grow more civilized as their land grew more cultivated. No profession makes men such passionate 
lovers of peace as that of a man who farms his own land; for he retains enough of the warlike spirit to fight fiercely in 
defense of his own property, but has lost all desire to despoil and wrong his neighbors. It was for this reason that Numa 
encouraged agriculture among the Romans, as a spell to charm away war, and loved the art more because of its influence on 
men's minds than because of the wealth which it produced. He divided the whole country into districts, which he called pagi, 
and appointed a headman for each, and a patrol to guard it. And sometimes he himself would inspect them, and, forming an 
opinion of each man's character from the condition of his farm, would raise some to honors and offices of trust, and 
blaming others for their remissness, would lead them to do better in future. 

XVII. Of his other political measures, that which is most admired is his division of the populace according to their trades. 
For whereas the city, as has been said, originally consisted of two races, which stood aloof one from the other and would not 
combine into one, which led to endless quarrels and rivalries, Numa, reflecting that substances which are hard and difficult 
to combine together, can nevertheless be mixed and formed into one mass if they are broken up into small pieces, because 
then they more easily fit into each other, determined to divide the whole mass of the people of Rome into many classes, and 
thus, by creating numerous petty rivalries, to obliterate their original and greatest cause of variance. 

His division was according to their trades, and consisted of the musicians, the goldsmiths, the builders, the dyers, the 
shoemakers, the carriers, the coppersmiths, and the potters. All the other trades he united into one guild. He assigned to 
each trade its special privileges, common to all the members, and arranged that each should have its own times of meeting, 
and worship its own special patron god, and by this means he did away with that habit, which hitherto had prevailed among 
the citizens, of some calling themselves Sabines, and some Romans; one boasting that they were Tatius's men, and other 
Romulus's. So this division produced a complete fusion and unity. Moreover he has been much praised for another of his 
measures, that, namely, of correcting the old law which allows fathers to sell their sons for slaves. He abolished this power in 
the case of married men, who had married with their father's consent; for he thought it a monstrous injustice that a woman, 
who had married a free man, should be compelled to be the wife of a slave. 

XVIII. He also dealt with astronomical matters, not with perfect accuracy, and yet not altogether without knowledge. 
During the reign of Romulus the months had been in a state of great disorder, some not containing twenty days, some five-
and-thirty, and some even more, because the Romans could not reconcile the discrepancies which arise from reckoning by 
the sun and the moon, and only insisted upon one thing, that the year should consist of three hundred and sixty days. 

Numa reckoned the variation to consist of eleven days, as the lunar year contains three hundred and fifty-four days, and the 
solar year three hundred and sixty-five. He doubled these eleven days and introduced them every other year, after February, 
as an intercalary month, twenty-two days in duration, which was called by the Romans Mercedinus. This was a remedy for 
the irregularities of the calendar which itself required more extensive remedies. 

He also altered the order of the months, putting March, which used to be the first month, third, and making January the first, 
which in the time of Romulus had been the eleventh, and February the second, which then had been the twelfth. There are 
many writers who say that these months, January and February, were added to the calendar by Numa, and that originally 
there had only been ten months in the year, just as some barbarians have three, and in Greece the Arcadians have four, and 
the Acarnanians six. The Egyptians originally had but one month in their year, and afterwards are said to have divided it into 
four mouths; wherefore, though they live in the newest of all countries, they appear to be the most ancient of all nations, and 
in their genealogies reckon an incredible number of years, because they count their months as years. 
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XIX. One proof that the Romans used to reckon ten months and not twelve in the year is the name of the last month; for 
up to the present day it is called December, the tenth, and the order of the months shows that March was the first, for the fifth 
month from it they called Quintilis, the fifth; and the sixth month Sextilis, and so on for the others, although, by their putting 
January and February before March, it resulted that the month which they number fifth is really seventh in order. Moreover, 
there is a legend that the month of March, being the first, was dedicated by Romulus to Mars, and the second, April, to 
Aphrodité (Venus); in which month they sacrifice to this goddess, and the women bathe on the first day of it crowned with 
myrtle. Some, however, say that April is not named after Aphrodité, because the word April does not contain the letter h, 
and that it comes from the Latin word aperio, and means the month in which the spring-time opens the buds of plants; for 
that is what the word signifies. Of the following months, May is named after Maia, the mother of Hermes or Mercury, for it 
is dedicated to her, and June from Juno. Some say that these names signify old age and youth, for old men are called by the 
Latins majores, and young men juniores. The remaining months they named, from the order in which they came, the fifth, 
sixth, seventh, eighth, ninth, tenth: Quintilis, Sextilis, September, October, November, December. Then Quintilis was called 
Julius after Julius Caesar, who conquered Pompeius; and Sextilis was called Augustus, after the second of the Roman 
Emperors. The next two months Domitian altered to his own titles, but not for any long time, as after his death they 
resumed their old names of September and October. The last two alone have preserved their original names without change. 
Of the months, added or altered by Numa, Februarius means the month of purification, for that is as nearly as possible the 
meaning of the word, and during it they sacrifice to the dead, and hold the festival of the Lupercalia, which resembles a 
ceremony of purification. The first month, Januarius, is named after Janus. My opinion is, that Numa moved the month 
named after Mars from its precedence, wishing the art of good government to be honored before that of war. For Janus in 
very ancient times was either a deity or a king, who established a social polity, and made men cease from a savage life like 
that of wild beasts. And for this reason his statues are made with a double face, because he turned men's way of life from 
one form to another. 

XX. There is a temple to him in Rome, which has two doors, and which they call the gate of war. It is the custom to open 
the temple in time of war, and to close it during peace. This scarcely ever took place, as the empire was almost always at war 
with some state, being by its very greatness continually brought into collision with the neighbouring tribes. Only in the time 
of Caesar Augustus, after he had conquered Antonius, it was closed; and before that, during the consulship of Marcus Atilius 
and Titus Manlius, for a short time, and then was almost immediately reopened, as a new war broke out. But during Numa's 
reign no one saw it open for a single day, and it remained closed for forty-three years continuously, so utterly had he made 
wars to cease on all sides. Not only was the spirit of the Romans subdued and pacified by the gentle and just character of 
their king, but even the neighbouring cities, as if some soothing healthful air was breathed over them from Rome, altered 
their habits and longed to live quiet and well-governed, cultivating the earth, bringing up their families in peace, and 
worshipping the gods. And gay festivals and entertainments, during which the people of the various states fearlessly mixed 
with one another, prevailed throughout Italy, for Numa's knowledge of all that was good and noble was shed abroad like 
water from a fountain, and the atmosphere of holy calm by which he was surrounded spread over all men. The very poets 
when they wrote of that peaceful time were unable to find adequate expressions for it, as one writes: 

"Across the shields are cobwebs laid,Rust eats the lance and keen edged blade;No more we hear the trumpets bray.And 
from our eyes no more is slumber chased away." 
 
No war, revolution, or political disturbance of any kind is recorded during Numa's reign, neither was there any envy or 
hatred of him or any attempt by others to obtain the crown; but either fear of the gods who visibly protected him, or 
reverence for his virtues, or the special grace of Heaven, made men's lives innocent and untainted with evil, and formed a 
striking proof of the truth of what Plato said many years afterwards, that the only escape from misery for men is when by 
Divine Providence philosophy is combined with royal power, and used to exalt virtue over vice. Blessed indeed is the truly 
wise man, and blessed are they who hear the words of his mouth. Indeed his people require no restraints or punishments, 
but seeing a plain example of virtue in the life of their chief, they themselves of their own accord reform their lives, and 
model them upon that gentle and blessed rule of love and just dealing one with another which it is the noblest work of 
politicians to establish. He is most truly a king who can teach such lessons as these to his subjects, and Numa beyond all 
others seems to have clearly discerned this truth. 
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XXI. Historians differ in their accounts of his wives and children. Some say that he married Tatia alone, and was the father 
of one daughter only, named Pompilia; but others, besides her, assign to him four sons, named Pompo, Pinus, Calpus, and 
Mamercus, from whom descended the four noble families of the Pomponii, Pinarii, Calphurnii, and Mamerci, which for this 
reason took the title of Rex, that is, king. Others again say that these pedigrees were invented to flatter these families, and 
state that the Pompilian family descends not from Tatia, but from Lucretia, whom he married after he became king. All, 
however, agree that Pompilia married Marcius, the son of that Marcius who encouraged Numa to accept the crown. This 
man accompanied Numa to Rome, was made a member of the Senate, and after Numa's death laid claim to the crown, but 
was worsted by Tullus Hostilius and made away with himself. His son Marcius, who married Pompilia, remained in Rome, 
and became the father of Ancus Marcius, who was king after Tullus Hostilius, and who was only five years old when Numa 
died. 

We are told by Piso that Numa died, not by a sudden death, but by slow decay from sheer old age, having lived a little more 
than eighty years. 

XXII. He was enviable even in death, for all the friendly and allied nations assembled at his funeral with national offerings. 
The senators bore his bier, which was attended by the chief priests, while the crowd of men, women and children who were 
present, followed with such weeping and wailing, that one would have thought that, instead of an aged king, each man was 
about to bury his own dearest friend, who had died in the prime of life. At his own wish, it is said, the body was not burned, 
but placed in two stone coffins and buried on the Janiculum Hill. One of these contained his body, and the other the sacred 
books which he himself had written, as Greek legislators write their laws upon tablets. During his life he had taught the 
priests the contents of these books, and their meaning and spirit, and ordered them to be buried with his corpse, because it 
was right that holy mysteries should be contained, not in soulless writings, but in the minds of living men. For the same 
reason they say that the Pythagoreans never reduced their maxims to writing, but implanted them in the memories of worthy 
men; and when some of their difficult processes in geometry were divulged to some unworthy men, they said that Heaven 
would mark its sense of the wickedness which had been committed by some great public calamity; so that, as Numa's system 
so greatly resembled that of Pythagoras, we can easily pardon those who endeavor to establish a connection between them. 

Valerius of Antium says that twelve sacred books and twelve books of Greek philosophy were placed in the coffin. Four 
hundred years afterwards, when Publius Cornelius and Marcus Baebius were consuls, a great fall of rain took place, and the 
torrent washed away the earth and exposed the coffins. When the lids were removed, one of the coffins was seen by all men 
to be empty, and without any trace of a corpse in it; the other contained the books, which were read by Petilius the praetor, 
who reported to the Senate that in his opinion it was not right that their contents should be made known to the people, and 
they were therefore carried to the Comitium and burned there. 

All good and just men receive most praise after their death, because their unpopularity dies with them or even before them; 
but Numa's glory was enhanced by the unhappy reigns of his successors. Of five kings who succeeded him, the last was 
expelled and died an exile, and of the other four, not one died a natural death, but three were murdered by conspirators, and 
Tullus Hostilius, who was king next after Numa, and who derided and insulted his wise ordinances, especially those 
connected with religion, as lazy and effeminate, and who urged the people to take up arms, was cut down in the midst of his 
boastings by a terrible disease, and became subject to superstitious fears in no way resembling Numa's piety. His subjects 
were led to share these terrors, more especially by the manner of his death, which is said to have been by the stroke of a 
thunderbolt. 
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WHAT THE FOREST LADY SAID 

UP the path among the trees climbed the King. On each side of him, and overhead, the trees spread a thick shade. There 
was scarce a sound in the mountain forest except the sigh of the wind and the murmur of the brook.  

The King's name was Numa. He sat down on a boulder of rock, beside a big pool of water. From one point in the pool the 
stream ran out and splashed down the hill.  

The water trembled. Numa watched it very closely. A lady, clad in forest green, rose up from the pool, and smiled at the 
King, and sat on one of the rocks. This was not the first time he had met her. Often he visited this spot, and sat talking with 
the nymph of the forest.  

"Well, Numa," she said, "did you catch the two goblins?"  

"Yes; I went to the fountain you told me of, and poured wine into it. When the two goblins came to drink . . ."  

"What did they look like, Numa?"  

"One looked like a funny little old man of the woods, with a goat's beard, and the other looked like a woodpecker. They 
drank of the water, and the wine got into their heads, and made them go to sleep. Then I crept up and caught them both, 
one in each hand."  

"Did they get away?"  

"Not till they had told me the charm against thunder, and also the magic way to see into the future, and know what is about 
to happen."  

"What was the charm?"  

"They said I was to mix up three strange things into a sort of paste—onions, hair, and the heads of sprats; and if I ate some 
of it, I should be shielded from the harm of lightning and thunder, and be able to tell the future."  

"Very good, Numa; and have the Pontiffs mended the bridge over the river Tiber?"  

"Yes; they have set men to work, and had new beams of wood fixed in the bridge to make it strong against the rush of the 
water. And the Romans are not now afraid to cross the bridge."  

"Do the people obey the Pontiffs?"  

"Yes; the other day the Pontiffs said the Romans were to hold a holiday, and do no work at all; and every workman in the 
city stopped his hammer, saw, and other tools. And when they said it was time to sow seed in the corn-fields the people did 
so."  

"That is right. And do the four Fire-Maidens attend to their duty?"  

"They do. I have had them dressed in white, as you told me, and they keep the fire burning on the altar day and night, so that 
the Roman folk may always feel safe. And whenever the Fire-Maidens pass through the streets of the city, the officers carry 
the bundles of rods in front of them. And last week one of them was being carried in her chair through the city, and there 
passed by a man who was to be put to death for evil doing. We spared the man's life because he had met the Vestal maiden."  

"That is what I told you to do. And have you built the house for the twenty Heralds?"  

"Yes, Lady. If we have any quarrel with any tribe, we shall not think of going to war unless the Heralds give us leave."  
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"Have you made the eleven shields?"  

"I have had them made by a clever smith. He copied very carefully the one which fell from the sky, and which the gods sent 
us. They look so alike, you could not tell which was the gift of the gods and which are copied. Well, I have chosen twelve 
lively young men to wear them, and to perform the dance. What did you tell me they were to do?"  

"This is the manner of the dancing, Numa. You know it can only be done in one particular month—"  

"Yes, the month of March, in honor of the great Mars, the lord of war."  

"That is so, Numa. The twelve young men must wear purple jackets and shiny brass belts and brass helmets. They must carry 
short swords, and, as they leap along the street, they must keep time by beating the shields with short swords."  

"The show will please the Romans."  

"Yes, Numa, and it will cause them to remember that the city is strong, not by its walls, but by its brave men, who carry 
shield and sword for  the defense of Rome, and are ready to lay down their lives for their brethren."  

"And now, Lady, I want to ask you how to stop the people from going on one another's lands, because they often—"  

"Not to-day, Numa. I have talked with you enough this time. It is good to talk. It is also good not to talk. And you must now 
go and see the forest-maiden who puts her finger on her lip. You will find her under yonder fig-tree."  

So Numa walked to the fig tree, and sat under its shady boughs. A lady sat there with her finger on her lips, to show that no 
one must speak in her presence. She looked into the depths of the forest, as if she was very deeply thinking. Numa did as she 
did. He kept still, and thought of all the advice which the nymph of the pool had given him; and of the city of Rome; and of 
the Pontiffs, and the Heralds, and the Fire-Maidens, and the Leapers; and of the people in the many houses of the city, and 
of the best rules for keeping order, so that all men might be content and do their daily work in peace.  

The woodpecker pecked at the trees, but Numa did not hear. And the squirrel jumped from bough to bough, but the sound 
it made did not reach Numa. At last the Lady of Silence rose up and went away, and the King of Rome also rose, and went 
down the hill and home to his royal house.  

Again Numa went to the pleasant nook in the forest, and again he met the Lady of the Fountain.  

"You asked me last time, Numa, how to stay the people from going on each other's lands—from trespassing. Now I will tell 
you."  

"I thank you, nymph of the forest."  

"On the border-line between two farms or gardens a hole must be dug. In the hole let the folk pour the blood of an animal 
that has been slain for the gods. Sprinkle the hole with wine, and honey, and the seeds of plants, and sweet-smelling 
powders. Then let a big stone be dressed with ribbons and flowers. The stone must be placed in the hole so that it stands 
upright above the soil. Other stones are to be set at other points in the boundary."  

"We will obey your command, Lady."  

"And if, O Numa, any man tries to deceive his neighbor, and pulls up the landmark out of the earth, and moves it to another 
spot, so as to make his own plot of land larger, then a curse shall be uttered upon the man and upon his cattle."  

"Yes, he shall be cursed."  

"And whoso finds the man may slay him, and to kill the false person shall not be counted murder."  
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"It is dreadful, but it shall be done."  

"And every year, in the month of February, a feast shall be held. The neighbors on each side of the boundary shall come 
together, with their wives, their children, and their slaves, and shall lay flowers on the stones, and offer cakes to the god 
Terminus. It shall be a good thing for the folk to meet in peace, and pay respect to the landmarks, and bear in mind that no 
man ought to take his neighbor's property."  

"There is another matter I wish to ask about. The Romans and the Sabines dwell in the same city, but are not always 
friends."  

"Do this, Numa. Tell all the shoemakers to live in the same part of the town, whether they are Romans or Sabines. They will 
have a company or society of their own, and meet in a hall to make rules for the trade of the shoemakers. And likewise shall 
the musicians do, and the tanners, the goldsmiths, the masons, the dyers, the brass-workers, the potters, and all the others."  

"I will do so. Besides this, Lady, I want to make a better reckoning of the days and months."  

"How many months are there in a year, Numa?"  

"Ten."  

"Yes, but now you must have twelve. Up till now you began the year with March—the month of the Leapers; and the tenth 
month, or December, was the last."  

"That is so."  

"Well, Numa, tell the Romans to reckon this way: First month, January; second, February; third, March; fourth, April; fifth, 
May; sixth, June; then the seventh and eighth; ninth, September; tenth, October; eleventh, November; and last, December."  

"All this I will explain to the people of Rome."  

"And now, Numa, go again to the Lady of Silence, and think of what I have told you. Farewell."  

What I have related to you is only a myth or legend. Perhaps there never was such a man as King Numa, although tradition 
calls him the second King of Rome, 715–672 B.C., and certainly there never was such a nymph as Egeria, the Lady of the 
Fountain in the Forest. But for many, many years the Romans believed that Numa was a King of Rome in very early times, 
and that he had learned wisdom from a nymph by the fountain. It does, indeed, need wisdom to govern cities and countries, 
for men have strong wills and are hard to rule. You know that persons who study how to rule are called politicians, and the 
rulers are called statesmen. The Romans were a great and wise people in many ways, and we may learn lessons from the 
history of their city and republic. Statesmen learn their business by reading history, and by listening to the words of other 
sage men, and by altering old laws and customs that are not now useful, and making new ones. We should respect the names 
of good statesmen, such as Pericles, the Greek; Cæsar, the Roman; William the Silent, the Dutchman; Oliver Cromwell, the 
Englishman; George Washington and Abraham Lincoln.  
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Elocution
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SUGGESTIONS FOR TEACHERS  
 
With a little preparation before recitation, the principles of the analysis of elocution may be taught to a class or school in 
such a manner as to awaken a genuine interest in the subject. The teacher should lead the exercise, or give the model, and the 
pupil should follow, without hesitation, as directed. For instance: if the drill is upon Position or Gesture, the teacher will 
place himself in such at position as to be easily seen by all who take part, (or he may place a student in this conspicuous 
position, who will repeat the model from the teacher to the class,) and commence with the first position. All having taken it 
promptly, he will pass to the second. Great care should be taken that all have just the position required; feet separated alike, 
body at rest, and the same self-control exhibited by each. The ungraceful should be corrected and encouraged. These 
positions should be repeated every day, in recitation. Whenever the student rises to recite, he may practice position, and, as 
he proceeds with the recitation, he may practice gesture and vocalization. Having practiced the positions, proceed to the 
fifteen systematic gestures with the right hand, as represented by the cuts; first to the lower horizontal circle, then the 
middle, then to the upper, and vary the pitch of voice and force as you progress. Before repeating the sentences have the 
gestures given in concert, after the teacher, by number, then by the use of the vowel elements, and then by sentences. This 
exercise may be extended with profit until the school or class, will repeat after the teacher a whole selection, like the "Charge 
of the Light Brigade," or “Excelsior," with appropriate gestures. For the purpose of cultivating an easy, graceful manner, 
practice walking and turning until the student can come to rest in the proper position. The teacher will discourage all 
mannerism, affectation or strutting. If these first principles are successfully introduced, the remainder of the analysis will 
follow naturally in the order laid down in the book the teacher always leading the class in a good model. It is not intended in 
the foregoing drills that the pupils will have books. They follow the teacher.  
 
For conducting a reading exercise the following plan has been very successful in our experience. Every member of the class 
should be made to understand the object of loud reading; that it is to convey the thoughts of an author to some person or 
persons who are supposed to be listening. The reader must understand an author himself before he can make another 
understand; hence a series of inquiries like the following, before reading, are important:  
 What is the spirit of this selection?  
 Is it Plaintive, Animated, Grave, Declamatory, or Humorous?  
 What quality of voice predominates?  
 Repeat the qualities of voice with their corresponding emotions.  
 Does this selection contain personations?  
 What is the author's object in this selection?  
 Can you say anything about the author?  
 
After the selection has been read with the teacher in concert, request the different members of the class, separately, to step 
out and read until called to stop; and while one reads the others listen, with books closed, and show the hand or make some 
sign, as soon as there is anything that is not understood. Place the class as far from you as is possible, and require them to 
read standing, with the book in the left hand, the upper part of it held below the chin so as to show the countenance, and 
permit the free use of the eyes, which should frequently be cast from the book to those who listen. Practice holding the book 
in concert.  
 1st. Book in the right hand by the side—first position.  
 2nd. Raise it and open it to place.  
 3d. Pass it to left hand.  
 4th. Right hand drop by the side.  
 
Great precision and promptness should be insisted on in this drill. In teaching emphatic force, let one of the students read 
alone until the emphatic word or sentence is reached, and then have all the class join their voices to give the expression 
desired. The students will soon be able to give the required force themselves, individually, by this method. Before every 
reading exercise, the class should give in concert and individually, if time permits, the elements of the language, exploding the 
vowels to acquire variety of force and pitch, and facility in the inflection of voice. 
 
~ excerpt from Lessons in Elocution by Allen A. Griffith, copyright 1865 

 
 
 



 

     179 

 

The great object to be accomplished in reading, as a rhetorical exercise, is to convey to the hearer, fully and 
clearly, the ideas and feelings of the writer.  

In order to do this, it is necessary that a selection should be carefully studied by the pupil before he attempts 
to read it. In accordance with this view, a preliminary rule of importance is the following:  

RULE 1: Before attempting to read a lesson, the learner should make himself fully acquainted with the subject 
as treated of in that lesson, and endeavor to make the thought and feeling and sentiments of the writer his own.  

REMARK: When he has thus identified himself with the author, he has the substance of all rules in his own 
mind. It is by going to nature that we find rules. The child or the savage orator never mistakes in inflection or 
emphasis or modulation. The best speakers and readers are those who follow the impulse of nature, or most 
closely imitate it as observed in others.  

ARTICULATION 

Articulation is the utterance of the elementary sounds of a language, and of their combinations.  

An Elementary Sound is a simple, distinct sound made by the organs of speech.  

The Elementary Sounds of the English language are divided into Vocals, Subvocals, and Aspirates.   
 

ELEMENTARY SOUNDS: VOCALS 

Vocals are sounds which consist of pure tone only. A diphthong is a union of two vocals, commencing with 
one and ending with the other.  

DIRECTIONS: Put the lips, teeth, tongue, and palate in their proper position; pronounce the word in the 
chart forcibly, and with the falling inflection, several times in succession; then drop the subvocal or aspirate 
sounds which precede or follow the vocal, and repeat the vocals alone.  

 
 
Table of Vocals 
 

 

Beginner 
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Diphthongs 

Vocal as in  Vocal as in 

oi, oy oil, boy  ou, ow out,now 
 

REMARK 1: In this table, the short sounds, except u, are nearly or quite the same in quality as certain of the 
long sounds. The difference consists chiefly in quantity.  

REMARK 2: The vocals are often represented by other letters or combinations of letters than those used in 
the table; for instance, a is represented by ai in hail, ea in steak, etc.  

REMARK 3: As a general rule, the long vocals and the diphthongs should he articulated with a full, clear 
utterance; but the short vocals have a sharp, distinct, and almost explosive utterance.   
 

SUBVOCALS AND ASPIRATES 
 

Subvocals are those sounds in which the vocalized breath is more or less obstructed.  

Aspirates consist of breath only, modified by the vocal organs.  

Words ending with subvocal sounds should be selected for practice on the subvocals; words beginning or 
ending with aspirate sounds may be used for practice on the aspirates. Pronounce these words forcibly and 
distinctly several times in succession; then drop the other sounds, and repeat the subvocals and aspirates alone. 
Let the class repeat the words and elements at first in concert, then separately.  

 
  

REMARK: These sixteen sounds make eight pairs of cognates. In articulating the aspirates, the vocal organs are 
put in the position required in the articulation of the corresponding subvocals; but the breath is expelled with 
some force without the utterance of any vocal sound. The pupil should first verify this by experiment, and then 
practice on these cognates.  

The following subvocals and aspirates have no cognates.  
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SUBSTITUTES 
 

Substitutes are characters used to represent sounds ordinarily represented by other characters.  
TABLE OF SUBSTITUTES 

 
 

FAULTS TO BE REMEDIED 
DIRECTIONS: Give to each sound, to each syllable, and to each word its full, distinct, and appropriate 

utterance.  
For the purpose of avoiding the more common errors under this head, observe the following rules:  
RULE II: Avoid the omission of unaccented vowels.  

EXAMPLES. 

  
 

RULE III: Avoid sounding incorrectly the unaccented vowels.  
EXAMPLES 

 
REMARK I: In correcting errors of this kind in words of more than one syllable, it is very important to avoid 

a fault which is the natural consequence of an effort to articulate correctly. Thus, in endeavoring to sound 
correctly the a in met'ric-al, the pupil is very apt to say met-ric-al'. accenting the last syllable instead of the first.  

REMARK 2: The teacher should bear it in mind that in correcting a fault there is always danger of erring in 
the opposite extreme. Properly speaking, there is no danger of learning to articulate too distinctly, but there is 
danger of making the obscure sounds too prominent, and of reading in a slow, measured, and unnatural manner.  

RULE IV: Utter distinctly the terminating subvocals and aspirates.  
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EXAMPLES 

 
REMARK 1: This omission is still more likely to occur when several consonants come together.  

EXAMPLES 

 
 

REMARK 2: In all cases of this kind these sounds are omitted, in the first instance, merely because they are 
difficult, and require care and attention for their utterance, although after a while it becomes a habit. The only 
remedy is to devote that care and attention which may be necessary. There is no other difficulty, unless there should 
be a defect in the organs of speech, which is not often the case.  

 
RULE V: A void blending syllables which belong to different words.  

EXAMPLES 
 INCORRECT  CORRECT  
 He ga-zdupon.  He gazed upon.  
 Here res tsis sed.  Here rests his head.  
 Whattis sis sname?  What is his name?  
 For ranninstantush.  For an instant hush.  
 Ther ris sa calm,  There is a calm.  
 For tho stha tweep.  For those that weep.  
 God sglorou simage.  God's glorious image.  
 

EXERCISES IN ARTICULATION 
This exercise and similar ones will afford valuable aid in training the organs to a distinct articulation.  
 
Every vice fights against nature.  
Folly is never pleased with itself.  
Pride, not nature, craves much.  
The little tattler tittered at the tempest.  
Titus takes the petulant outcasts.  
The covetous partner is destitute of fortune.  
No one of you knows where the shoe pinches.  
What cannot be cured must be endured.  
You cannot catch old birds with chaff.  
Never sport with the opinions of others.  
The lightnings flashed, the thunders roared.  
His hand in mine was fondly clasped.  
They cultivated shrubs and plants.  
He selected his texts with great care.  
His lips grow restless, and his smile is curled half into scorn.  
Wisdom's ways are ways of pleasantness.  
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O breeze, that waftst me on my way! 
Thou boast'st of what should be thy shame.  
Life's fitful fever over, he rests well.  
Canst thou fill his skin with barbed irons? 
From star to star the living lightnings flash.  
And glittering crowns of prostrate seraphim.  
That morning, thou that slumber'd'st not before.  
Habitual evils change not on a sudden.  
Thou waft'd'st the rickety skiffs over the cliffs. 
Thou reef'd'st the haggled, shipwrecked sails.  
The honest shepherd's catarrh.  
The heiress in her dishabille is humorous.  
The brave chevalier behaves like a conservative.  
The luscious notion of champagne and precious sugar.  
 

SPEECH FOR A LITTLE GIRL 

I never made a speech before; 

But that's no reason why,  

Because I never spoke before, 

I ought not now to try. 

There are some silly little girls, 

Who are afraid to speak,  

For fear some one will laugh at them; 

I think this very weak. 

I hope I'll always have the sense 

To do as I am told;  

Then people will not laugh at me, 

Or think I am too bold. 

A LITTLE BOY'S SPEECH 

I am a little boy, you see, 

Not higher much than pappy's knee;  

Some of the big boys said that I 

To make a speech ought not to try.  
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This raised my spunk, and I am here, 

Small as to you I may appear.  

And though my voice, I know, is weak, 

I'll show these boys that I can speak. 

 

THE SEVEN STICKS 

A man had seven sons, who were always quarreling. They left their studies and work, to quarrel among 
themselves. Some bad men were looking forward to the death of their father, to cheat them out of their property 
by making them quarrel about it.  

The good old man, one day, called his sons around him. He laid before them seven sticks, which were bound 
together. He said, "I will pay a hundred dollars to the one who can break this bundle."  

Each one strained every nerve to break the bundle. After a long but vain trial, they all said that it could not be 
done.  

"And yet, my boys," said the father, "nothing is easier to do." 
He then untied the bundle, and broke the sticks, one by one, 
with perfect ease.  

"Ah!" said his sons, "it is easy enough to do it so; anybody 
could do it in that way."  

Their father replied, "As it is with these sticks, so is it with 
you, my sons. So long as you hold fast together and aid each 
other, you will prosper, and none can injure you.  

"But if the bond of union be broken, it will happen to you 
just as it has to these sticks, which lie here broken on the 
ground."  

Home, city, country, all are prosperous found,  

When by the powerful link of union bound.  
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NO CROWN FOR ME 

"Will you come with us, Susan?" cried several little girls to a schoolmate. "We are going to the woods; do 
come, too."  

"I should like to go with you very much," replied Susan, with a sigh; "but I cannot finish the task grandmother 
set me to do."  

"How tiresome it must be to stay at home to work on a holiday!" said one of the girls, with a toss of her head. 
"Susan's grandmother is too strict."  

Susan heard this remark, and, as she bent her head over her task, she wiped away a tear, and thought of the 
pleasant afternoon the girls would spend gathering wild flowers in the woods.  

Soon she said to herself, "What harm can there be in moving the mark grandmother put in the stocking? The 
woods must be very beautiful today, and how I should like to be in them!"  

"Grandmother," said she, a few minutes afterwards, "I am ready, now." "What, so soon, Susan?" Her 
grandmother took the work, and looked at it very closely.  

"True, Susan," said she, laying great stress on each word; "true, I count twenty turns from the mark; and, as 
you have never deceived me, you may go and amuse yourself as you like the rest of the day."  

Susan's cheeks were scarlet, and she did not say, "Thank you." As she left the cottage, she walked slowly away, 
not singing as usual.  

"Why, here is Susan!" the girls cried, when she joined their company; "but what is the matter? Why have you 
left your dear, old grandmother?" they tauntingly added.  

"There is nothing the matter." As Susan repeated these words, she felt that she was trying to deceive herself. 
She had acted a lie. At the same time she remembered her grandmother's words, "You have never deceived me."  

"Yes, I have deceived her," said she to herself. "If she knew all, she would never trust me again." 

When the little party had reached an open space in the 
woods, her companions ran about enjoying themselves; but 
Susan sat on the grass, wishing she were at home confessing 
her fault.  

After a while Rose cried out, "Let us make a crown of 
violets, and put it on the head of the best girl here."  

"It will be easy enough to make the crown, but not so easy 
to decide who is to wear it," said Julia.  

"Why, Susan is to wear it, of course," said Rose: "is she not said to be the best girl in school and the most 
obedient at home?"  

"Yes, yes; the crown shall be for Susan," cried the other girls, and they began to make the crown. It was soon 
finished. 
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"Now, Susan," said Rose, "put it on in a very dignified way, for you are to be our queen."  

As these words were spoken, the crown was placed on her head. In a moment she snatched it off, and threw it 
on the ground, saying, "No crown for me; I do not deserve it."  

The girls looked at her with surprise. "I have deceived my grandmother," said she, while tears flowed down 
her cheeks. "I altered the mark she put in the stocking, that I might join you in the woods."  

"Do you call that wicked?" asked one of the girls.  

"I am quite sure it is; and I have been miserable all the time I have been here."  

Susan now ran home, and as soon as she got there she said, with a beating heart, "O grandmother! I deserve to 
be punished, for I altered the mark you put in the stocking. Do forgive me; I am very sorry and unhappy."  

"Susan," said her grandmother, "I knew it all the time; but I let you go out, hoping that your own conscience 
would tell you of your sin. I am so glad that you have confessed your fault and your sorrow."  

"When shall I be your own little girl again?" "Now," was the quick reply, and Susan's grandmother kissed her 
forehead.  

 
 

Little Kitty 

I am a little kitten  
With fur as black as jet;  
I skip about and play all day,  
I’m everybody’s pet. 

I have a pretty collar,  
To which is tied a bell,  
So that when I run about  
Every one can tell 

That I’m coming quickly in  
Without one thought of fear,  
To romp and play and frist about  
As nimble as a deer. 

I have a little sister,  
She is as white as snow,  
So soft and round and pretty;  
You’ll think her sweet, I know. 
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We have such fun together,  
But never spit or fight,  
Or tear each other’s pretty fur,  
Because that is not right. 

We love each other dearly,  
And when it is dark night,  
We cuddle up together  
Just like a ball so tight. 

So, little boys and girls,  
Live as the kittend do,  
Be gentle with each other,  
And brand and good and true. 

 

BOY’S PRESENTATION SPEECH 

DEAR TEACHER .- I am commissioned by my schoolmates to ask your acceptance of this little token of their respect and 
affection. We wished in some way to show our appreciation of your ability as a preceptor, and of your patience and 
kindness in dealing with the faults to which that variety of the human species called the Boy is proverbially prone, and, 
after some debate as to the method of doing so, concluded that the most befitting exponent of our feelings would be a 
memento to which we could all contribute, and which, however insignificant its value might be when measured by the 
magnitude of our obligations, would agreeably remind you that we are not ungrateful. With our little gift, receive, dear sir, 
our warmest wishes for your health and prosperity. We hope to do credit to your tutelage. If we do not, it is our own 
fault, for you have done your part faithfully and zealously. You have taught us to look up to you not only as a wise 
instructor, but as a guardian and friend, and when we go into the world to turn the lessons you have taught to profitable 
account, we shall not forget to whom we owe our requirements, but shall remember you ever with almost filial regard. 

GIRL’S PRESENTATION SPEECH 

DEAR TEACHER : I have been requested by the young ladies of this school (or institution) to offer you a slight token 
of our affection and regard. I cannot tell you how delighted I am to be the means of conveying to you the 
expression of our united love. What we offer you is but a poor symbol of our feelings, but we know you will 
receive it kindly, as a simple indication of the attachment which each one of us cherishes for you in her heart of 
hearts. You have made our lessons pleasant to us—so pleasant that it would be ungrateful to call them tasks. We 
know that we have often tried your temper and forbearance, but you have dealt gently with us in oui1 
waywardness, teaching us, by example as well as precept, the advantages of magnanimity and self-control. We will 
never forget you. We shall look back to this school (or institution) in after-life, not as a place of penance, but as a 
scene of mental enjoyment, where the paths of learning were strewn with flowers; and whenever memory recalls 
our school days, our hearts will warm toward you as they do today. I have been requested by my schoolmates not 
to address you formally, but as a beloved and respected friend. In that light, dear teacher, we all regard you. 
Please accept, with our little present, our earnest good wishes. May you always be as happy as you have 
endeavored to make your pupils, and may they—nothing better could be wished for them—be always as faithful 
to their duties to others as you have been in your duties to them. 
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GESTURE 
 
Gesture is that part of the speaker's manner which pertains to his attitude, to the use and carriage of his 

person, and the movement of his limbs in delivery.  
Every person, in beginning to speak, feels the natural embarrassment resulting from his new position. The 

novelty of the situation destroys his self-possession, and, with the loss of that, he becomes awkward, his arms and 
hands hang clumsily, and now, for the first time, seem to him worse than superfluous members. This 
embarrassment will be overcome gradually, as the speaker becomes familiar with his position; and it is sometimes 
overcome at once, by a powerful exercise of the attention upon the matter of the speech. When that fills and 
possesses the mind, the orator is likely to take the attitude which is becoming, and, at least, easy and natural, if 
not graceful.  

 
1st. The first general direction that should be given to the speaker is, that he should stand erect and firm, and in 

that posture which gives an expanded chest and full play to the organs of respiration and utterance.  
 
2d. Let the attitude be such that it can be shifted easily and gracefully. The student will find, by trial, that no 

attitude is so favorable to this end as that in which the weight of the body is thrown upon one leg, leaving the 
other free to be advanced or thrown back, as fatigue or the proper action of delivery may require.  

The student who has any regard to grace or elegance, will of course avoid all the gross faults which are so 
common among public speakers, such as resting one foot upon a stool or bench, or throwing the body forward 
upon the support of the rostrum.  

 
3d. Next to attitude, come the movements of the person and limbs. In these, two objects are to be observed, 

and, if possible, combined, viz., propriety and grace. There is expression in the extended arm, the clinched hand, the 
open palm, and the smiting of the breast. But let no gesture be made that is not in harmony with the thought or 
sentiment uttered; for it is this harmony which constitutes propriety. As far as possible, let there be a 
correspondence between the style of action and the train of thought. Where the thought flows on calmly, let 
there be grace and ease in gesture and action. Where the style is sharp and abrupt, there is propriety in quick, 
short, and abrupt gesticulation. Especially avoid that ungraceful sawing of the air with the arms, into which all ill-
regulated fervor betrays many young speakers.  

What is called graceful manner, can only be attained by those who have some natural advantages of person. So 
far as it is in the reach of study or practice, it seems to depend chiefly upon the general cultivation of manners, 
implying freedom from all embarrassments, and entire self-possession. The secret of acquiring a graceful style of 
gesture, we apprehend, lies in the habitual practice, not only when speaking but at all times, of free and graceful 
movements of the limbs.  

There is no limb nor feature which the accomplished speaker will not employ with effect, in the course of a 
various and animated delivery. The arms, however, are the chief reliance of the orator in gesture; and it will not 
be amiss to give a hint or two in reference to their proper use.  

 
First—It is not an uncommon fault to use one arm exclusively, and to give that a uniform movement. Such 

movement may, sometimes, have become habitual from one's profession or employment; but in learners, also, 
there is often a predisposition to this fault.  

 
Second—It is not unusual to see a speaker use only the lower half of his arm. This always gives a stiff and 

constrained manner to delivery. Let the whole arm move, and let the movement be free and flowing.   

Intermediate 
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Third—As a general rule, let the hand be open, with the fingers slightly curved. It then seems liberal, com-
municative, and candid; and, in some degree, gives that expression to the style of delivery. Of course there are 
passages which require the clinched hand, the pointed finger, etc., etc.; but these are used to give a particular 
expression.  

Fourth—In the movements of the arm, study variety and the grace of curved lines.  

When a gesture is made with one arm only, the eye should be cast in the direction of that arm; not at it, but over 
it.  

All speakers employ, more or less, the motions of the head. In reference to that member, we make but one 
observation. Avoid the continuous shaking and bobbing of the head, which is so conspicuous in the action of 
many ambitious public speakers.  

The beauty and force of all gesture consist in its timely, judicious, and natural employment, when it can serve 
to illustrate the meaning or give emphasis to the force of an important passage. The usual fault of young speakers 
is too much action. To emphasize all parts alike, is equivalent to no emphasis; and by employing forcible gestures 
on unimportant passages, we diminish our power to render other parts impressive.  

 

ELOCUTION AND READING 

The business of training youth in elocution, must be commenced in childhood. The first school is the nursery. 
There, at least, may be formed a distinct articulation, which is the first requisite for good speaking. How rarely is 
it found in perfection among our orators.  

"Words," says one, referring to articulation, should "be delivered out from the lips, as beautiful coins, newly 
issued from the mint; deeply and accurately impressed, perfectly finished; neatly struck by the proper organs, 
distinct, in due succession, and of due weight." How rarely do we hear a speaker whose tongue, teeth, and lips, do 
their office so perfectly as to answer to this beautiful description! And the common faults in articulation, it should 
be remembered, take their rise from the very nursery.  

Grace in eloquence, in the pulpit, at the bar, can not be separated from grace in the ordinary manners, in 
private life, in the social circle, in the family. It cannot well be super induced upon all the other acquisitions of 
youth, any more than that nameless, but invaluable, quality called good breeding. Begin, therefore, the work of 
forming the orator with the child; not merely by teaching him to declaim, but what is of more consequence, by 
observing and correcting his daily manners, motions, and attitudes. You can say, when he comes into your 
apartment, or presents you with something, a book or letter, in an awkward and blundering manner, "Return, and 
enter this room again," or, "Present me that book in a different manner," or, "Put yourself in a different attitude." 
You can explain to him the difference between thrusting or pushing out his hand and arm, in straight lines and at 
acute angles, and moving them in flowing circular lines, and easy graceful action. He will readily understand you. 
Nothing is more true than that the motions of children are originally graceful; it is by suffering them to be 
perverted, that we lay the foundation of invincible awkwardness in later life.  

In schools for children, it ought to be a leading object to teach the art of reading. It ought to occupy threefold 
more time than it does. The teachers of these schools should labor to improve themselves. They should feel that to 
them, for a time, are committed the future orators of the land.  

It is better that a girl should return from school a first-rate reader, than a first-rate performer on the 
pianoforte. The accomplishment, in its perfection, would give more pleasure. The voice of song is not sweeter 
than the voice of eloquence; and there may be eloquent readers, as well as eloquent speakers. We speak of perfection 
in this art: and it is something, we must say in defense of our preference, which we have never yet seen. Let the 
same pains be devoted to reading, as are required to form an accomplished performer on an instrument; let us 
have, as the ancients had, the formers of the voice, the music masters of the reading voice; let us see years devoted 
to this accomplishment, and then we should be prepared to stand the comparison.  
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Reading is indeed, a most intellectual accomplishment. So is music, too, in its perfection. We do by no means 
undervalue this noble and most delightful art, to which Socrates applied himself even in his old age. But one 
recommendation of the art of reading is, that it requires a constant exercise of mind. It involves, in its perfection, 
the whole art of criticism on language. A man may possess a fine genius without being a perfect reader; but he 
cannot be a perfect reader without genius.  

 

ON MODULATION 

FROM LLOYD 

 
'T is not enough the voice' be sound and clear',  
'T is modulation' that must charm the ear.  
When desperate heroes grieve with tedious moan,  
And whine their sorrows in a seesaw tone,  
The same soft sounds of unimpassioned woes,  
Can only make the yawning hearers doze.  

 
The voice all modes of passion can express  
That marks the proper word with proper stress:  
But none emphatic can that speaker call,  
Who lays an equal emphasis on all.  

 
Some o'er the tongue the labored measure roll,  
Slow and deliberate as the parting toll;  
Point every stop, mark every pause so strong,  
Their words like stage processions stalk along.  

 
All affectation but creates disgust;  
And e'en in speaking, we may seem too just.  
In vain for them' the pleasing measure flows,  
Whose recitation runs it all to prose:  
Repeating what the poet sets not down,  
The verb disjointing from its favorite noun,  
While pause, and break, and repetition join  
To make it discord in each tuneful line'.  

 
Some' placid natures fill the allotted scene 
With lifeless drawls, insipid and serene; 
While others' thunder every couplet o'er,  
And almost crack your ears with rant and roar; 
More nature oft, and finer strokes are shown  
In the low whisper than tempestuous tone;  
And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixed amaze,  
More powerful terror to the mind conveys  
Than he, who, swollen with impetuous rage,  
Bullies the bulky phantom of the stage. 

  
He who, in earnest studies o'er his part,  
Will find true nature cling about his heart.  
The modes of grief are not included all  
In the white handkerchief and mournful drawl:  
A single look' more marks the internal woe,  
Than all the windings of the lengthened Oh'!  
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THE AMERICAN FLAG 
 

Joseph Rodman Drake. 1795-1820, was born in New York City. His father died when he was very young, and his early life was a struggle with 
poverty. He studied medicine, and took his degree when he was about twenty years old. From a child, he showed remarkable poetical powers, having 
made rhymes at the early age of five. Most of his published writings were produced during a period of less than two years. "The Culprit Fay" and the 
"American Flag" are best known. In disposition, Mr. Drake was gentle and kindly; and, on the occasion of his death, his intimate friend, Fitz-Greene 
Halleck, expressed his character in the well-known couplet:  

 
"None knew thee but to love thee,  
Nor named thee but to praise." 
 

When Freedom, from her mountain height,  
Unfurled her standard to the air,  

She tore the azure robe of night,  
And set the stars of glory there:  

She mingled with its gorgeous dyes  
The milky baldric of the skies,  
And striped its pure, celestial white  
With streakings of the morning light;  
Then, from his mansion in the sun,  
She called her eagle bearer down,  
And gave into his mighty hand  
The symbol of her chosen land.  
 
Majestic monarch of the cloud!  

Who rear'st aloft thy regal form,  
To hear the tempest trumpings loud,  
And see the lightning lances driven,  

When strive the warriors of the storm,  
And rolls the thunder drum of heaven; 
Child of the sun! to thee 't is given  

To guard the banner of the free,  
To hover in the sulphur smoke,  
To ward away the battle stroke,  
And bid its blendings shine afar,  
Like rainbows on the cloud of war,  

The harbingers of victory! 
 
Flag of the brave! thy folds shall fly,  
The sign of hope and triumph high! 
When speaks the signal trumpet tone,  
And the long line comes gleaming on,  
Ere yet the lifeblood, warm and wet,  
Has dimmed the glistening bayonet,  
Each soldier's eye shall brightly turn  
To where thy sky-born glories burn,  
And, as his springing steps advance,  
Catch war and vengeance from the glance.  
And when the cannon mouthings loud  
Heave in wild wreaths the battle shroud,  
And gory sabers rise and fall,  
Like shoots of flame on midnight's pall,  
Then shall thy meteor glances glow,  
And cowering foes shall sink beneath  
Each gallant arm, that strikes below  
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That lovely messenger of death.  
Flag of the seas! on ocean's wave  
Thy stars shall glitter o'er the brave;  
When death careering on the gale,  
Sweeps darkly round the bellied sail,  
And frighted waves rush wildly back,  
Before the broadside's reeling rack,  
Each dying wanderer of the sea  
Shall look at once to heaven and thee,  
And smile to see thy splendors fly  
In triumph o'er his closing eye.  
 
Flag of the free heart's hope and home,  

By angel hands to valor given,  
Thy stars have lit the welkin dome,  

And all thy hues were born in heaven.  
Forever float that standard sheet! 

Where breathes the foe but falls before us,  
With Freedom's soil beneath our feet,  

And Freedom's banner streaming o'er us?  
 

 
CHARACTER OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE 
 

Charles Phillips, 1787–1859, an eminent barrister and orator, was born in Sligo, Ireland, and died in London. He gained much of his 
reputation as an advocate in criminal cases. In his youth he published some verses; later in life he became the author of several works, 
chiefly of biography.  

 
He is fallen! We may now pause before that splendid prodigy, which towered among us like some ancient ruin, 

whose power terrified the glance its magnificence attracted. Grand, gloomy, and peculiar, he sat upon the throne 
a sceptered hermit, wrapt in the solitude of his own originality. A mind, bold, independent, and decisive; a will, 
despotic in its dictates; an energy that distanced expedition; and a conscience, pliable to every touch of interest, 
marked the outlines of this extraordinary character—the most extraordinary, perhaps, that in the annals of this 
world ever rose, or reigned, or fell.  

Flung into life in the midst of a revolution that quickened every energy of a people who acknowledged no su-
perior, he commenced his course, a stranger by birth, and a scholar by charity. With no friend but his sword, and 
no fortune but his talents, he rushed into the lists where rank, and wealth, and genius had arrayed themselves, and 
competition fled from him, as from the glance of destiny.  

He knew no motive but interest; acknowledged no criterion but success; he worshiped no God but ambition; 
and, with an eastern devotion, he knelt at the shrine of his idolatry. Subsidiary to this, there was no creed that he 
did not profess, there was no opinion that he did not promulgate: in the hope of a dynasty, he upheld the cres-
cent; for the sake of a divorce, he bowed before the cross; the orphan of St. Louis, he became the adopted child 
of the Republic; and, with a parricidal ingratitude, on the ruins both of the throne and the tribune, he reared the 
throne of his despotism. A professed Catholic, he imprisoned the Pope; a pretended patriot, he impoverished the 
country; and in the name of Brutus, he grasped without remorse, and wore without shame, the diadem of the 
Caesars.  
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The whole continent trembled at beholding the audacity of his designs, and the miracle of their execution. 
Skepticism bowed to the prodigies of his performance; romance assumed the air of history; nor was there aught 
too incredible for belief, or too fanciful for expectation, when the world saw a subaltern of Corsica waving his 
imperial flag over her most ancient capitals. All the visions of antiquity became commonplace in his 
contemplation: kings were his people; nations were his outposts; and he disposed of courts, and crowns, and 
camps, and churches, and cabinets, as if they were the titular dignitaries of the chessboard! Amid all these 
changes, he stood immutable as adamant. It mattered little whether in the field, or in the drawing room; with the 
mob, or the levee; wearing the Jacobin bonnet, or the iron crown; banishing a Braganza, or espousing a 
Hapsburg; dictating peace on a raft to the Czar of Russia, or contemplating defeat at the gallows of Leipsic he 
was still the same military despot.  

In this wonderful combination, his affectations of literature must not be omitted. The jailer of the press, he 
affected the patronage of letters; the proscriber of books, he encouraged philosophy; the persecutor of authors, 
and the murderer of printers, he yet pretended to the protection of learning; the assassin of Palm, the silencer of 
De Stael, and the denouncer of Kotzebue, he was the friend of David, the benefactor of De Lille, and sent his 
academic prize to the philosopher of England.  

Such a medley of contradictions, and, at the same time, such an individual consistency, were never united in the 
same character. A royalist, a republican, and an emperor; a Mohammedan, a Catholic, and a patron of the 
synagogue; a subaltern and a sovereign; a traitor and a tyrant; a Christian and an infidel; he was, through all his 
vicissitudes, the same stern, impatient, inflexible original; the same mysterious, incomprehensible self; the man 
without a model, and without a shadow.  

 
NOTES: St. Louis (b. 1215, d. 1270), a wise and pious king of France, known as Louis IX. Napoleon was appointed to the Military 

School at Brienne, by Louis XVI. Brutus, Lucius Junius, abolished the royal office at Rome (509 B. C.), and ruled as consul for two years.  
Jacobin Bonnet: The Jacobins were a powerful political club during the first French Revolution. A peculiar bonnet or hat was their badge. 
Braganza, the name of the royal family of Portugal. Maria of Portugal, and her father, Charles IV. of Spain, were both expelled by 
Napoleon. Hapsburg, the name of the royal family of Austria. Napoleon's second wife was Maria Louisa, the daughter of the Emperor. 
Czar: The treaty of Tilsit was agreed to between Bonaparte and the Czar Alexander on the river Memel. Leipsic: Napoleon was defeated 
by the allied forces, in October, 1813, at this city. 

Palm, a German publisher, shot, in 1806, by order of Napoleon, for publishing a pamphlet against him. De Stael (pro. De Stal), a 
celebrated French authoress, banished from Paris, in 1802, by Napoleon. Kotzebue, an eminent German dramatist. David, the leading 
historical painter of his times in France. De Lille, an eminent French poet and professor.  

 

 
 
THE GLOVE AND THE LIONS 
 

James Henry Leigh Hunt, 1784–1859. Leigh Hunt, as he is commonly called, was prominent before the public for fifty years as "a writer of 
essays, poems, plays, novels, and criticisms." He was born at Southgate, Middlesex, England. His mother was an American lady. He began to 
write for the public at a very early age. In 1808, In connection with his brother, he established "The Examiner," a newspaper advocating liberal 
opinions in politics. For certain articles offensive to the government, the brothers were fined 500 Pounds each and condemned to two years' 
imprisonment. Leigh fitted up his prison like a boudoir, received his friends here, and wrote several works during his confinement. Mr. Hunt was 
intimate with Byron, Shelley, Moore, and Keats, and was associated with Byron and Shelley in the publication of a political and literary journal. 
His last years were peacefully devoted to literature, and in 1847 he received a pension from the government.  

 
King Francis was a hearty king, and loved a royal sport,  
And one day, as his lions fought, sat looking on the court;  
The nobles filled the benches round, the ladies by their side,  
And 'mongst them sat the Count de Lorge, with one for whom he sighed:  
And truly't was a gallant thing to see that crowning show,  
Valor and love, and a king above, and the royal beasts below.  
 
Ramped and roared the lions, with horrid laughing jaws;  
They bit, they glared, gave blows like beams, a wind went with their paws;  
With wallowing might and stifled roar, they rolled on one another:  
Till all the pit, with sand and mane, was in a thunderous smother;  
The bloody foam above the bars came whizzing through the air:  
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Said Francis, then, "Faith, gentlemen, we're better here than there."  
 
De Lorge's love o'erheard the king—a beauteous, lively dame,  
With smiling lips, and sharp, bright eyes, which always seemed the same;  
She thought, "The Count, my lover, is brave as brave call be,  
He surely would do wondrous things to show his love for me;  
King, ladies, lovers, all look on; the occasion is divine;  
I'll drop my glove to prove his love; great glory will be mine."  
 
She dropped her glove to prove his love, then looked at him and smiled;  
He bowed, and in a moment leaped among the lions wild;  
The leap was quick, return was quick, he soon regained his place,  
Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in the lady's face.  
"In faith," cried Francis, "rightly done!" and he rose from where he sat;  
"No love," quoth he, "but vanity, sets love a task like that."  

 
NOTE: King Francis. This is supposed to have been Francis I. of France (b. 1494, d. 1547). He was devoted to sports of this nature.  

 
TURTLE SOUP 

 
Charles Frederick Briggs (b. 1804, d. 1877) was born on the island of Nantucket. When quite young, however, he became a resident 

of New York City. In 1845, in conjunction with Edgar A. Poe, he began the publication of the Broadway Journal; he was also connected with 
the New York Times, and the Evening Mirror; also as editor from 1853 to 1856 with Putnam's Magazine. Mr. Briggs wrote a few novels, some 
poetry, and numerous little humorous tales and sketches. The following selection is from Working a Passage; or, Life on a Liner, one of his 
best stories.  

 
Among the luxuries which the captain had provided for himself and passengers was a fine green turtle, which 

was not likely to suffer from exposure to salt water, so it was reserved until all the pigs, and sheep, and poultry 
had been eaten. A few days before we arrived, it was determined to kill the turtle and have a feast the next day.  

 
Our cabin gentlemen had been long enough deprived of fresh meats to make them cast lickerish glances 

towards their hard-skinned friend, and there was a great smacking of lips the day before he was killed. As I 
walked aft occasionally, I heard them congratulating themselves on their prospective turtle soup and forcemeat 
balls; and one of them, to heighten the luxury of the feast, ate nothing but a dry biscuit for the twenty-four hours 
preceding, that he might be prepared to devour his full share of the unctuous compound.  

It was to be a gala day with them; and though it was not champagne 
day, that falling on Saturday and this on Friday, they agreed to have 
champagne a day in advance, that nothing should be wanting to give a 
finish to their turtle. It happened to be a rougher day than usual when 
the turtle was cooked, but they had become too well used to the 
motion of the ship to mind that.  

It happened to be my turn at the wheel the hour before dinner, and I 
had the tantalizing misery of hearing them laughing and talking about 
their turtle, while I was hungry from want of dry bread and salt meat. I 
had resolutely kept my thoughts from the cabin during all the passage 
but once, and now I found my ideas clustering round a tureen of turtle 
in spite of all my philosophy.  
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Confound them, if they had gone out of my hearing with their exulting smacks, I should not have envied their 
soup, but their hungry glee so excited my imagination that I could see nothing through the glazing of the binnacle 
but a white plate with a slice of lemon on the rim, a loaf of delicate bread, a silver spoon, a napkin, two or three 
wine glasses of different hues and shapes, and a water goblet clustering round it, and a stream of black, thick, and 
fragrant turtle pouring into the plate.  

By and by it was four bells: they dined at three. And all the gentlemen, with the captain at their head, darted 
below into the cabin, where their mirth increased when they caught sight of the soup plates. "Hurry with the 
soup, steward," roared the captain. "Coming, sir," replied the steward. In a few moments the cook opened the 
door of his galley, and out came the delicious steam of the turtle.  

Then came the steward with a large covered tureen in his hand, towards the cabin gangway. I forgot the ship 
for a moment in looking at this precious cargo, the wheel slipped from my hands, the ship broached to with a 
sudden jerk; the steward had got only one foot upon the stairs, when this unexpected motion threw him off his 
balance, and down he went by the run, the tureen slipped from his hands, and part of its contents flew into the 
lee scuppers, and the balance followed him in his fall.  

I laughed outright. I enjoyed the turtle a thousand times more than I should have done if I had eaten the 
whole of it. But I was forced to restrain my mirth, for the next moment the steward ran upon deck, followed by 
the captain, in a furious rage, threatening if he caught him to throw him overboard. Not a spoonful of the soup 
had been left in the coppers, for the steward had taken it all away at once to keep it warm. In about an hour after-
wards the passengers came upon deck, looking more sober than I had seen them since we left Liverpool. They 
had dined upon cold ham.  

 

NOTE.—6. Four bells; i.e., two o'clock.  

THE PASSENGER PIGEON 

John James Audubon (b. 1780, d. 1851). This celebrated American ornithologist was born in Louisiana. When quite young he was 
passionately fond of birds, and took delight in studying their habits. In 1797 his father, an admiral in the French navy, sent him to Paris to 
be educated. On his return to America, he settled on a farm in eastern Pennsylvania, but afterward removed to Henderson, Ky., where he 
resided several years, supporting his family by trade, but devoting most of his time to the pursuit of his favorite study. In 1826 he went to 
England, and commenced the publication of the "Birds of America," which consists of ten volumes—five of engravings of birds, natural 
size, and five of letterpress. Cuvier declares this work to be "the most magnificent monument that art has ever erected to ornithology." In 
1830 Audubon returned to America, and soon afterwards made excursions into nearly every section of the United States and Canada. A 
popular edition of his great work was published, in seven volumes, in 1844, and "The Quadrupeds of America," in six volumes—three of 
plates and three of letterpress, in 1846–50. He removed to the vicinity of New York about 1840, and resided there until his death.  

The multitudes of wild pigeons in our woods are astonishing. Indeed, after having viewed them so often, and 
under so many circumstances, I even now feel inclined to pause and assure myself that what I am going to relate 
is a fact. Yet I have seen it all, and that, too, in the company of persons who, like myself, were struck with amaze-
ment.  

In the autumn of 1813 I left my house at Henderson, on the banks of the Ohio, on my way to Louisville. In 
passing over the Barrens, a few miles beyond Hardinsburgh, I observed the pigeons flying, from northeast to 
southwest, in greater numbers than I thought I had ever seen them before, and feeling an inclination to count the 
flocks that might pass within the reach of my eye in one hour, I dismounted, seated myself on an eminence, and 
began to mark with my pencil, making a dot for every flock that passed.  



 

198 

In a short time, finding the task which I had undertaken impracticable, as the birds poured in in countless 
multitudes, I rose, and, counting the dots then put down, found that one hundred and sixty-three had been made 
in twenty-one minutes. I traveled on, and still met more the farther I proceeded. The air was literally filled with 
pigeons; the light of noonday was obscured as by an eclipse; and the continued buzz of wings had a tendency to 
lull my senses to repose.  

Whilst waiting for dinner at Young's inn, at the confluence of Salt River with the Ohio, I saw, at my leisure, 
immense legions still going by, with a front reaching far beyond the Ohio on the west, and the beech wood 
forests directly on the east of me. Not a single bird alighted, for not a nut or acorn was that year to be seen in the 
neighborhood. They consequently flew so high that different trials to reach them with a capital rifle proved 
ineffectual; nor did the reports disturb them in the least.  

I can not describe to you the extreme beauty of their aerial evolutions when a hawk chanced to press upon the 
rear of a flock. At once, like a torrent, and with a noise like thunder, they rushed into a compact mass, pressing 
upon each other towards the center. In these almost solid masses, they darted forward in undulating and angular 
lines, descended and swept close over the earth with inconceivable velocity, mounted perpendicularly so as to 
resemble a vast column, and, when high, were seen wheeling and twisting within their continued lines, which then 
resembled the coils of a gigantic serpent.  

As soon as the pigeons discover a sufficiency of food to entice them to alight, they fly round in circles, 
reviewing the country below. During their evolutions, on such occasions, the dense mass which they form 
exhibits a beautiful appearance, as it changes its direction, now displaying a glistening sheet of azure, when the 
backs of the birds come simultaneously into view, and anon suddenly presenting a mass of rich, deep purple.  

They then pass lower, over the woods, and for a moment are lost among the foliage, but again emerge, and are 
seen gliding aloft. They now alight; but the next moment, as if suddenly alarmed, they take to wing, producing by 
the flapping of their wings a noise like the roar of distant thunder, and sweep through the forests to see if danger 
is near. Hunger, however, soon brings them to the ground.  

When alighted, they are seen industriously throwing up the withered leaves in quest of the fallen mast. The 
rear ranks are continually rising, passing over the main body, and alighting in front, in such rapid succession, that 
the whole flock seems still on wing. The quantity of ground thus swept is astonishing; and so completely has it 
been cleared that the gleaner who might follow in their rear would find his labor completely lost.  

On such occasions, when the woods are filled with these pigeons, they are killed in immense numbers, al-
though no apparent diminution ensues. About the middle of the day, after their repast is finished, they settle on 
the trees to enjoy rest and digest their food. As the sun begins to sink beneath the horizon; they depart en masse 
for the roosting place, which not infrequently is hundreds of miles distant, as has been ascertained by persons 
who have kept an account of their arrivals and departures.  

Let us now inspect their place of nightly rendezvous. One of these curious roosting places, on the banks of the 
Green River, in Kentucky, I repeatedly visited. It was, as is always the case, in a portion of the forest where the 
trees were of great magnitude, and where there was little underwood. I rode through it upwards of forty miles, 
and, crossing it in different parts, found its average breadth to be rather more than three miles. My first view of it 
was about a fortnight subsequent to the period when they had made choice of it, and I arrived there nearly two 
hours before sunset.  

Many trees, two feet in diameter, I observed, were broken off at no great distance from the ground; and the 
branches of many of the largest and tallest had given way, as if the forest had been swept by a tornado. 
Everything proved to me that the number of birds resorting to this part of the forest must be immense beyond 
conception. 

As the period of their arrival approached, their foes anxiously prepared to receive them. Some were furnished 
with iron pots containing sulphur, others with torches of pine knots, many with poles, and the rest with guns. 
The sun was lost to our view, yet not a pigeon had arrived. Everything was ready, and all eyes were gazing on the 
clear sky, which appeared in glimpses amidst the tall trees. Suddenly there burst forth the general cry of, "Here 
they come!"  
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The noise which they made, though yet distant, reminded me of a hard gale at sea passing through the rigging 
of a close-reefed vessel. As the birds arrived and passed over me, I felt a current of air that surprised me. 
Thousands were soon knocked down by the pole men. The birds continued to pour in. The fires were lighted, 
and a magnificent as well as wonderful and almost terrifying sight presented itself.  

The pigeons, arriving by thousands, alighted everywhere, one above another, until solid masses, as large as 
hogsheads, were formed on the branches all round. Here and there the perches gave way under the weight with a 
crash, and falling to the ground destroyed hundreds of the birds beneath, forcing down the dense groups with 
which every stick was loaded. It was a scene of uproar and confusion. I found it quite useless to speak or even to 
shout to those persons who were nearest to me. Even the reports of the guns were seldom heard, and I was made 
aware of the firing only by seeing the shooters reloading.  

The uproar continued the whole night; and as I was anxious to know to what distance the sound reached, I 
sent off a man, accustomed to perambulate the forest, who, returning two hours afterwards, informed me he had 
heard it distinctly when three miles distant from the spot. Towards the approach of day, the noise in some 
measure subsided; long before objects were distinguishable, the pigeons began to move off in a direction quite 
different from that in which they had arrived the evening before, and at sunrise all that were able to fly had 
disappeared.  

 

NOTES: The wild pigeon, in common with almost every variety of game, is becoming more scarce throughout the country each year; 
and Audubon's account, but for the position he holds, would in time, no doubt, be considered ridiculous.  

9. En masse (pro. aN mas), a French phrase meaning in a body.  

[Transcriber's note: The last Passenger Pigeon died at the Cincinnati Zoo on September 1, 1914. Population estimates  ranged up to 5 
billion, comprising 40% of the total number of birds in North America in the 19th century.] 

 

APRIL DAY 

Caroline Anne Southey (b. 1786, d.1854), the second wife of Southey the poet, and better known as Caroline Bowles, was born near 
Lymington, Hampshire, England. Her first work, "Ellen Fitzarthur," a poem, was published in 1820; and for more than twenty years her 
writings were published anonymously. In 1839 she was married to Mr. Southey, and survived him over ten years. Her poetry is graceful in 
expression, and full of tenderness, though somewhat melancholy. The following extract first appeared in 1822 in a collection entitled, "The 
Widow's Tale, and other Poems."  

 
1. All day the low-hung clouds have dropped  

Their garnered fullness down;  
All day that soft, gray mist hath wrapped  

Hill, valley, grove, and town.   
 

2. There has not been a sound to-day  
To break the calm of nature;  

Nor motion, I might almost say,  
Of life or living creature;  

 
3. Of waving bough, or warbling bird,  

Or cattle faintly lowing;  
I could have half believed I heard  

The leaves and blossoms growing.  
 
4. I stood to hear—I love it well— 
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The rain's continuous sound; 
Small drops, but thick and fast they fell, 

Down straight into the ground. 
 

5. For leafy thickness is not yet  
Earth's naked breast to screen,  

Though every dripping branch is set  
With shoots of tender green.  

 
6. Sure, since I looked, at early morn,  

Those honeysuckle buds  
Have swelled to double growth; that thorn  

Hath put forth larger studs.  
 
7. That lilac's cleaving cones have burst,  

The milk-white flowers revealing;  
Even now upon my senses first  

Methinks their sweets are stealing.  
 
8. The very earth, the steamy air,  

Is all with fragrance rife!  
And grace and beauty everywhere  

Are flushing into life.   
 
9. Down, down they come, those fruitful stores,  

Those earth-rejoicing drops!  
A momentary deluge pours,  

Then thins, decreases, stops.  
 
10. And ere the dimples on the stream  

Have circled out of sight,  
Lo! from the west a parting gleam  

Breaks forth of amber light. 
  
11. But yet behold—abrupt and loud,  

Comes down the glittering rain;  
The farewell of a passing cloud,  

The fringes of its train.  
 

 

 





 

202 

 

ADORATION 

DESCRIPTION OF FIGURE 

The right foot moderately advanced; the attitude gracefully easy; the right arm bent at the 
elbow, the thumb being on a level with the shoulder; the hand open, the palm outward; the 
left arm hanging down perpendicular with and a short distance from the side, the hand nearly 
open, the palm down; the head slightly thrown back; the eyes upturned. 

Examples 

1. The sword of Washington! The staff of Franklin! Oh, sir, what associations are linked in 
adamant with these names! Washington, whose sword was never drawn but in the cause of 
his country, and never sheathed when wielded in his country's cause! 

What other two men, whose lives belong to the eighteenth century of Christendom, have left a 
deeper impression of themselves upon the age in which they lived, and upon all after time? 

2. Oh, with what pride I used 

To walk these hills, and look up to my God, 
And bless him that the land was free. 'Twas free— 
From end to end, from cliff to lake, 'twas free! 
Free as our torrents are that leap our rocks 
And plow our valleys, without asking leave! 
 Or as our peaks that wear their caps of snow 
In very presence of the regal sun! 

3. And had he not high honor? 
The hillside for his pall;  
To lie in state while angels wait, 
With stars for tapers tall;  
And the dark rock-pines, like tossing plumes 
Over his bier to wave;  
And God's own hand, in that lonely land, 
To lay him in the grave. 

Advanced 
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ADMIRATION  

DESCRIPTION OF FIGURE 

The right foot very slightly advanced; the left knee bent a little so as to bring the figure 
into an easy, agreeable posture; the form quite erect; the shoulders well back; the right 
arm stretched out on a level with the breast; the hand open, and the index finger 
pointed at the object spoken of (or to); the left arm close to the hip, but from the hip 
slightly extended from the body; the hand expanded and palm down. Such an attitude and 
expression would well befit these lines: 

1.   Ah! there it stands, the same old house! 

And there that ancient tree,  

Where I first trod in boyish pride, 

And laughed in happy glee.  

But it is changed; the fence is gone 

Which girded it around;  

And here and there the fragments lie 

Scattered upon the ground. 

2. Look abroad over this country; mark her extent, her wealth, her fertility, her boundless resources, the great 
energies which every day she develops, and which she seems already bending for that fatal race—tempting, yet always 
fatal to republics—the race for physical greatness and aggrandizement. Behold, too, that continuous and mighty tide of 
population, native and foreign, which is forever rushing through this great valley toward the setting sun; sweeping away 
the wilderness before it like the grass before the mower; waking up industry and civilization in its progress; studding the 
solitary rivers of the West with marts and cities; dotting its boundless prairies with human habitations; penetrating 
every green nook and vale; climbing every fertile ridge; and still gathering and pouring onward, to form new States in 
those vast and yet unpeopled solitudes, where the Oregon rolls his majestic flood and  hears no sound save his own 
dashing. 
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APPEAL 

DESCRIPTION  OF  FIGURE 

Right foot a little in advance; left knee very slightly bent; shoulders thrown back somewhat; face a little turned; eyes 
lifted heavenward; right arm extended; hand open, and a little above the level of the forehead; left arm extended almost 
horizontally, so as to bring the wrist just below the belt; the hand open, palm upward. 

Examples 

1. Ah! Brakenbury, I have done these things 

2. That now give evidence against my soul 
For Edward's sake; and see how he requites me! 
 God! if my deep prayers can not appease thee, 
 But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone: 
Oh, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children! 
 I prithee, Brakenbury, stay by me; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 
My tall and tawny king, come back! 
 Come swift, O sweet! why falter so? 
 Come, come!    What thing has crossed your track? 
I kneel to all the gods I know. 
 Oh, come, my manly Idaho ! 
Great Spirit, what is this I dread? 
 Why, there is blood! the wave is red! 
That wrinkled chief, outstripped in race. 
 Dives down, and hiding from thy face, 
Strikes underneath! He rises now! 
Now plucks my hero's berry bough, 
 And lifts aloft his red fox head, 
And signals he has won for me. 
 Hist, softly! Let him come and see. 
 Oh, come, my white-crowned hero, come! 
 Oh, come, and I will be your bride, 
Despite yon chieftain's craft and might. 
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COURAGE 

DESCRIPTION  OF FIGURE 

The left foot a little in advance; the figure somewhat thrown back, so that 
the breast is well advanced; the arms fully extended; hands open; the right 
hand on a level with the forehead; the left on a level with the lower part of thigh; 
the right palm partly turned upward, the left partly down. 

Examples 

1. If ye are beasts, then stand here, like fat oxen, waiting for the 
butcher's knife. If ye are men—follow me! Strike down yon guard, gain 
the mountain passes, and there do bloody work, as did your sires at old 
Thermopylae! Is Sparta dead? Is the old Grecian spirit frozen in your 
veins, that you do crouch and cower like a belabored hound beneath his 
master's lash? Oh, comrades! warriors! Thracians! if we must fight, let us fight 
for ourselves! If we must slaughter, let us slaughter our oppressors! If we 
must die, let it be under the clear sky, by the bright waters, in noble, 
honorable battle! 

2.    An hour passed on—the Turk awoke; 

That bright dream was his last:  

He woke to hear his sentries shriek, 

"To arms! they come! the Greek! the Greek!"  

He woke—to die 'midst flame, and smoke,  

And shout, and groan, and saber stroke, 

And death-shots, falling thick and fast  

As lightnings from the mountain cloud:  

And heard, with voice as trumpet loud, 

Bozzaris cheer his band:  

"Strike! till the last armed foe expires;  

Strike! for your altars and your fires;  

Strike! for the green graves of your sires, 

God, and your native land!" 
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A Discontented Baby's Diary 

1ST JAN.—Just born. Here's a lark. Papa does not seem very pleased, though. 

1st Feb.—Every night pa walks up and down the bedroom with me when I squeal. I always squeal. I must do 
something. 

1st March.—Nurse is a spiteful thing—she sticks pins into a fellow on purpose. 

1st April.—After all, one may even tire at the bottle. 

1st May.—I wish I could cut a tooth, I'd bite nurse. 

1st June.—What a nuisance it is to have relations who keep on saying "Ketchetty, Ketchetty!" and dig in your ribs 
with their forefingers. "When I grow up I'll do it to them, and see how they like it. 

1st July.—There are three babies next door got the measles. I get nothing. It's awfully dull. 

1st August.—One of the babies next door came in to see us to lay, and I heard ma say, "He hasn't got the 
measles now!" ' No," said the babe's ma. There's a greedy sneak for you. Left em at home. 

1st Sept.—Nurse drinks something out of a black bottle. I've caught her at it. It isn't the same that's in my 
bottle either. If I were a bit bigger I'd change ’em. 

1st Oct.—Blessed if this ain't a nice go, neither. Someone called to-day to see ma and pa, and they said it was 
uncle, and gave me to him to kiss. He didn't kiss me, though, with what you might call a good will. Then they asked 
him again, and then gave me to him to nurse, and he pinched me. 

1st Nov.—This is worse than ever. Why, here's another baby now, and they say he belongs to our house, and they 
are not going to send him away. Don't even know how to feed himself out of the bottle. Well, of all—never mind. 

1st Dec.—Got to sleep in the same crib with him now ! Wait till he goes to sleep; I'll give him such a oner! . . . . 
Here's a beast of a baby ! He won't go to sleep, and not a soul in the same crib can get a blessed wink. 

The Baby King 

THAT first baby was a great institution. As soon as he came into this breathing world he took command in our 
house. Everything was subservient to him. The baby was the balance wheel that regulated everything. He 
regulated the temperature, he regulated the food, he regulated the servants, he regulated me. For the first six 
months of that precious existence, he had me up, on an average, six times a night. "Mr. Blifkins," says my wife, 
"bring that light here, do; the baby looks strangely—I'm so afraid it will have a fit!" Of course the lamp was 
brought, and of course the baby lay sucking his fist like a little white bear, as he was. "Mr. Blifkins," said my 
wife, "I think I feel a draught of air; I wish you would get up and see if the window is not open a little, because 
the baby might get sick." Nothing was the matter with the window, as I knew very well. "Mr. Blifkins," says 
my wife, just as I was going to sleep again, "that lamp, as you have placed it, shines directly in the baby's 
eyes—strange that you have no more consideration." 
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I arranged the light and went to bed again. Just as I was dropping to sleep again, "Mr. Blifkins," said my wife, "did 
vou think to buy that broma to day for the baby?" "My dear," said I, "will you do me the injustice to believe that I 
could overlook a matter so essential to the comfort of that inestimable child?” She apologized very handsomely, but 
made her anxiety the scapegoat. I forgave her, and, without saying a word more to her, I addressed myself to sleep. 
"Mr. Blifkins," said my wife, shaking me, "you must not snore so; you will wake the baby." "Jest so—jest so," said 
I, half-asleep, thinking I was Solon Shingle. "Mr. Blifkins," said my wife, "will you get up and hand me the warm gruel 
from the nurse-lamp for the baby? The dear child! if it wasn't for his mother I don't know what he would do. How 
can you sleep so, Mr. Blifkins?" "I suspect, my dear," said I, "that it is because I am tired." "Oh, it is very well for 
you men to talk about being tired," said my wife;" I don't know what you'd say if you had to toil and drudge like a 
poor woman with a baby." 

I tried to sooth her by telling her she had no patience at all, and got up. Having aided in answering the baby's 
requirements, I stepped into bed again. How long I slept I don't know, but I was awakened by a furious jab in the 
forehead by some sharp instrument. I started up, and Mrs. Blifkins was sitting up in the bed adjusting some portion of 
the baby's dress. She had, in a state of semi somnolence, mistaken my head for the pillow, which she customarily used for 
a nocturnal pincushion. I protested against such treatment in somewhat round terms, pointing to several perforations 
in my forehead. She told me I should willingly bear such trifling things for the sake of the baby. I insisted upon it 
that I didn't think my duty as a parent to that young immortal required the surrender of my forehead for a pincushion. 
The truth is, that baby was what every other man's first baby is—an autocrat, absolute and unlimited. 

~ excerpt from The Home and Platform Elocutionist, edited by George Stedman Wordsworth, MA 

 
THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN 
 
I. 
      Hamelin Town's in Brunswick, 
    By famous Hanover city; 
      The river Weser, deep and wide, 
      Washes its wall on the southern side; 
      A pleasanter spot you never spied; 
    But, when begins my ditty, 
      Almost five hundred years ago, 
      To see the townsfolk suffer so 
        From vermin, was a pity. 
 
II. 
      Rats! 
    They fought the dogs and killed the cats, 
      And bit the babies in the cradles, 
      And ate the cheeses out of the vats. 
      And licked the soup from the cook's own ladles, 
    Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 
    Made nests inside men's Sunday hats, 
    And even spoiled the women's chats, 
      By drowning their speaking 
      With shrieking and squeaking 
    In fifty different sharps and flats. 
 
III. 
    At last the people in a body 
        To the Town Hall came flocking: 
    "Tis clear," cried they, "our Mayor's a noddy; 
        And as for our Corporation—shocking 
    To think we buy gowns lined with ermine 
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    For dolts that can't or won't determine 
    What's best to rid us of our vermin! 
    You hope, because you're old and obese, 
    To find in the furry civic robe ease? 
    Rouse up, sirs! Give your brains a racking 
    To find the remedy we're lacking, 
    Or, sure as fate, we'll send you packing!" 
    At this the Mayor and Corporation 
    Quaked with a mighty consternation. 
 
IV. 
    An hour they sate in council, 
      At length the Mayor broke silence: 
    "For a guilder I'd my ermine gown sell; 
      I wish I were a mile hence! 
    It's easy to bid one rack one's brain— 
    I'm sure my poor head aches again, 
    I've scratched it so, and all in vain 
    Oh for a trap, a trap, a trap!" 
    Just as he said this, what should hap 
    At the chamber door but a gentle tap? 
    "Bless us," cried the Mayor, "what's that?" 
    (With the Corporation as he sat, 
    Looking little though wondrous fat; 
    Nor brighter was his eye, nor moister 
    Than a too-long-opened oyster, 
    Save when at noon his paunch grew mutinous 
    For a plate of turtle green and glutinous) 
    "Only a scraping of shoes on the mat? 
    Anything like the sound of a rat 
    Makes my heart go pit-a-pat!" 
 
 
V. 
    "Come in!" the Mayor cried, looking bigger: 
    And in did come the strangest figure! 
    His queer long coat from heel to head 
    Was half of yellow and half of red, 
    And he himself was tall and thin, 
    With sharp blue eyes, each like a pin, 
    And light loose hair, yet swarthy skin 
    No tuft on cheek nor beard on chin, 
    But lips where smile went out and in; 
    There was no guessing his kith and kin: 
    And nobody could enough admire 
    The tall man and his quaint attire. 
    Quoth one: "It's as my great-grandsire, 
    Starting up at the Trump of Doom's tone, 
    Had walked this way from his painted tombstone!" 
 
VI. 
    He advanced to the council-table: 
    And, "Please your honors," said he, "I'm able, 
    By means of a secret charm, to draw 
    All creatures living beneath the sun, 
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    That creep or swim or fly or run, 
    After me so as you never saw! 
    And I chiefly use my charm 
    On creatures that do people harm, 
    The mole and toad and newt and viper; 
    And people call me the Pied Piper." 
    (And here they noticed round his neck 
    A scarf of red and yellow stripe, 
    To match with his coat of the self-same cheque; 
    And at the scarf's end hung a pipe; 
    And his fingers they noticed were ever straying 
    As if impatient to be playing 
    Upon his pipe, as low it dangled 
    Over his vesture so old-fangled.) 
    "Yet," said he, "poor Piper as I am, 
    In Tartary I freed the Cham, 
    Last June, from his huge swarms of gnats, 
    I eased in Asia the Nizam 
    Of a monstrous brood of vampire bats: 
    And as for what your brain bewilders, 
    If I can rid your town of rats 
    Will you give me a thousand guilders?" 
    "One? fifty thousand!" was the exclamation 
    Of the astonished Mayor and Corporation. 
 
VII. 
    Into the street the Piper stept, 
      Smiling first a little smile, 
    As if he knew what magic slept 
      In his quiet pipe the while; 
    Then, like a musical adept, 
    To blow the pipe his lips he wrinkled, 
    And green and blue his sharp eyes twinkled, 
    Like a candle-flame where salt is sprinkled; 
    And ere three shrill notes the pipe uttered, 
    You heard as if an army muttered; 
    And the muttering grew to a grumbling; 
    And the grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling; 
    And out of the houses the rats came tumbling. 
    Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats, 
    Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats, 
    Grave old plodders, gay young friskers, 
      Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins, 
    Cocking tails and pricking whiskers, 
      Families by tens and dozens, 
    Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives— 
    Followed the Piper for their lives. 
    From street to street he piped advancing, 
    And step for step they followed dancing, 
    Until they came to the river Weser 
    Wherein all plunged and perished! 
    —Save one who, stout as Julius Cæsar, 
    Swam across and lived to carry 
    (As he, the manuscript he cherished) 
    To Rat-land home his commentary: 
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    Which was, "At the first shrill notes of the pipe, 
    I heard a sound as of scraping tripe, 
    And putting apples, wondrous ripe, 
    Into a cider-press's gripe: 
    And a moving away of pickle-tub-boards, 
    And a leaving ajar of conserve-cupboards, 
    And a drawing the corks of train-oil-flasks, 
    And a breaking the hoops of butter-casks: 
    And it seemed as if a voice 
    (Sweeter far than by harp or by psaltery 
    Is breathed) called out, 'Oh rats, rejoice! 
    The world is grown to one vast dry-salter! 
    So munch on, crunch on, take your luncheon, 
    Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheon!' 
    And just as a bulky sugar-puncheon, 
    All ready staved, like a great sun shone 
    Glorious scarce an inch before me, 
    Just as methought it said, 'Come, bore me!' 
    —I found the Weser rolling o'er me." 
 
VIII. 
    You should have heard the Hamelin people 
    Ringing the bells till they rocked the steeple 
    "Go," cried the Mayor, "and get long poles, 
    Poke out the nests and block up the holes! 
    Consult with carpenters and builders, 
    And leave in our town not even a trace 
    Of the rats!"—when suddenly up the face 
    Of the Piper perked in the market-place, 
    With a, "First, if you please, my thousand guilders!" 
 
IX. 
    A thousand guilders! The Mayor looked blue; 
    So did the Corporation too. 
    For council dinners made rare havoc 
    With Claret, Moselle, Vin-de-Grave, Hock; 
    And half the money would replenish 
    Their cellar's biggest butt with Rhenish. 
    To pay this sum to a wandering fellow 
    With a gipsy coat of red and yellow! 
    "Beside," quoth the Mayor with a knowing wink, 
    "Our business was done at the river's brink; 
    We saw with our eyes the vermin sink, 
    And what's dead can't come to life, I think. 
    So, friend, we're not the folks to shrink 
    From the duty of giving you something to drink, 
    And a matter of money to put in your poke; 
    But as for the guilders, what we spoke 
    Of them, as you very well know, was in joke. 
    Beside, our losses have made us thrifty. 
    A thousand guilders! Come, take fifty!" 
 
X. 
    The Piper's face fell, and he cried, 
    "No trifling! I can't wait, beside! 
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    I've promised to visit by dinnertime 
    Bagdad, and accept the prime 
    Of the Head-Cook's pottage, all he's rich in, 
    For having left, in the Caliph's kitchen, 
    Of a nest of scorpions no survivor: 
    With him I proved no bargain-driver, 
    With you, don't think I'll bate a stiver! 
    And folks who put me in a passion 
    May find me pipe after another fashion." 
 
XI. 
    "How?" cried the Mayor, "d' ye think I brook 
    Being worse treated than a Cook? 
    Insulted by a lazy ribald 
    With idle pipe and vesture piebald? 
    You threaten us, fellow? Do your worst, 
    Blow your pipe there till you burst!" 
 
XII. 
    Once more he stept into the street, 
      And to his lips again 
    Laid his long pipe of smooth straight cane; 
      And ere he blew three notes 
        (such sweet soft notes as yet musician's cunning 
      Never gave the enraptured air) 
    There was a rustling, 
    that seemed like a bustling 
    Of merry crowds jostling at pitching and hustling, 
    Small feet were pattering, wooden shoes clattering, 
    Little hands clapping and little tongues chattering, 
    And, like fowls in a farm-yard when barley is scattering, 
    Out came the children running. 
    All the little boys and girls, 
    With rosy cheeks and flaxen curls, 
    And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearls. 
    Tripping 
    and skipping, 
    ran merrily after 
    The wonderful music with shouting and laughter. 
XIII. 
    The Mayor was dumb, and the Council stood 
    As if they were changed into blocks of wood, 
    Unable to move a step, or cry 
    To the children merrily skipping by. 
    —Could only follow with the eye 
    That joyous crowd at the Piper's back. 
    But how the Mayor was on the rack, 
    And the wretched Council's bosoms beat, 
    As the Piper turned from the High Street 
    To where the Weser rolled its waters 
    Right in the way of their sons and daughters! 
    However he turned from South to West, 
    And to Koppelberg Hill his steps addressed, 
    And after him the children pressed; 
    Great was the joy in every breast. 
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    "He never can cross that mighty top! 
    He's forced to let the piping drop, 
    And we shall see our children stop!" 
    When, lo, as they reached the mountain-side, 
    A wondrous portal opened wide, 
    As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed; 
    And the Piper advanced and the children followed, 
    And when all were in to the very last, 
    The door in the mountainside shut fast. 
    Did I say, all? No; One was lame, 
    And could not dance the whole of the way; 
    And in after years, if you would blame 
    His sadness, he was used to say, 
    "It's dull in our town since my playmates left! 
    I can't forget that I'm bereft 
    Of all the pleasant sights they see, 
    Which the Piper also promised me. 
    For he led us, he said, to a joyous land, 
    Joining the town and just at hand, 
    Where waters gushed and fruit-trees grew, 
    And flowers put forth a fairer hue, 
    And everything was strange and new; 
    The sparrows were brighter than peacocks here, 
    And their dogs outran our fallow deer, 
    And honeybees had lost their stings, 
    And horses were born with eagles' wings; 
    And just as I became assured 
    My lame foot would be speedily cured, 
    The music stopped and I stood still, 
    And found myself outside the hill, 
    Left alone against my will, 
    To go now limping as before, 
    And never hear of that country more!" 
 
XIV. 
    Alas, alas for Hamelin! 
      There came into many a burgher's pate 
      A text which says that Heaven's gate 
      Opes to the rich at as easy rate 
    As the needle's eye takes a camel in! 
    The Mayor sent East, West, North, and South, 
    To offer the Piper, by word of mouth, 
      Wherever it was men's lot to find him, 
    Silver and gold to his heart's content, 
    If he'd only return the way he went, 
      And bring the children behind him. 
    But when they saw 'twas a lost endeavor, 
    And Piper and dancers were gone for ever, 
    They made a decree that lawyers never 
      Should think their records dated duly 
    If, after the day of the month and year, 
    These words did not as well appear, 
    "And so long after what happened here 
      On the Twenty-second of July, 
    Thirteen hundred and seventy-six:" 
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    And the better in memory to fix 
    The place of the children's last retreat, 
    They called it, the Pied Piper's Street— 
    Where any one playing on pipe or tabor, 
    Was sure for the future to lose his labor. 
    Nor suffered they hostelry or tavern 
      To shock with mirth a street so solemn; 
    But opposite the place of the cavern 
      They wrote the story on a column, 
    And on the great church-window painted 
    The same, to make the world acquainted 
    How their children were stolen away, 
    And there it stands to this very day. 
    And I must not omit to say 
    That in Transylvania there's a tribe 
    Of alien people that ascribe 
    The outlandish ways and dress 
    On which their neighbors lay such stress, 
    To their fathers and mothers having risen 
    Out of some subterraneous prison 
    Into which they were trepanned 
    Long time ago in a mighty band 
    Out of Hamelin town in Brunswick land, 
    But how or why, they don't understand. 
 
XV. 
    So, Willy, let me and you be wipers 
    Of scores out with all men—especially pipers! 
    And, whether they pipe us free from rats or from mice, 
    If we've promised them aught, let us keep our promise! 
 
LIBERTY 
 
~ by Orville Dewey 

Liberty is a solemn thing—a welcome, a joyous, a glorious thing, if you please; but it is a solemn thing. A free people 
must be a thoughtful people. The subjects of a despot may be reckless and gay if they can. A free people must be serious; 
for it has to do the greatest thing that ever was done in the world—to govern itself. 

That hour in human life is most serious, when it passes from parental control into free manhood: then must the man bind 
the righteous law upon himself more strongly than father or mother ever bound it upon him. And when a people leaves the 
leading strings of prescriptive authority, and enters upon the ground of freedom, that ground must be fenced with law; it 
must be tilled with wisdom; it must be hallowed with prayer. The tribunal of justice, the free school, the holy church, must be 
built there to entrench, to defend, and to keep the sacred heritage. 

Liberty, I repeat, is a solemn thing. The world, up to this time, has regarded it as a boon, not as a bond. And there is 
nothing, I seriously believe, in the present crisis of human affairs, there is no point in the great human welfare, on which men's 
ideas so much need to be cleared up, to be advanced, to be raised to a higher standard, as this grand and terrible responsibility 
of freedom. 

In the universe there is no trust so awful as moral freedom; and all good civil freedom depends upon the use of that. But look 
at it. Around every human, every rational being is drawn a circle; the space within is cleared from obstruction, or at least 
from all coercion; it is sacred to the being who stands there; it is secured and consecrated to his own responsibility. May I say 
it ? God Himself does not penetrate there with any absolute, any coercive power! He compels the winds and waves to obey 
Him; He compels animal instincts to obey Him, but He does not compel man to obey. That sphere He leaves free; He brings 
influences to bear upon it; but the last, final, solemn, infinite question between right and wrong, He leaves to man himself. 
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Ah! instead of madly delighting in his freedom, I could imagine a man to protest, to complain, to tremble, that .such a 
tremendous prerogative is accorded to him. But it is accorded to him; and nothing but willing obedience can discharge 
that solemn trust; nothing but a heroism greater than that which fights battles, and pours out its blood on its country's 
altar—the heroism of self-renunciation and self-control. 

Come that liberty! I invoke it with all the ardor of the poets and orators of freedom; with Spencer and Milton, with 
Hampden and Sidney, with Eienzi and Dante, with Hamilton and Washington, I invoke it. Come that liberty! come 
none that does not lead to that. Come the liberty that shall strike off every chain, not only of iron, but of iron law, 
of painful constriction, of fear, of enslaving passion, of mad self-will, the liberty, of perfect truth and, love of holy faith 
and glad obedience! 

 

SOMEBODY'S MOTHER 

THE woman was old and ragged and gray,  
And bent with the chill of the winter's day. 

The street was wet with the recent snow,  
And the woman's feet were aged and slow. 

She stood at the crossing and waited long,  
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng 

Down the street with laughter and shout,  
Glad in the freedom of "school let out," 

Came the boys like a flock of sheep,  
Hailing the snow piled white and deep. 

Of human beings who passed her by,  
Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye. 

Past the woman so old and gray  
Hastened the children on their way. 

Nor offered a helping hand to her,  
So meek, so timid, afraid to stir, 

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses' feet  
Should crowd her down in the slippery street. 

At last came one of the merry troop—  
The gayest laddie of all the group; 

He paused beside her and whispered low,  
"I'll help you across if you wish to go." 

Her aged hand on his strong young arm  
She placed, and so without hurt or harm, 

He guides her trembling feet along,  
Proud that his own were firm and strong. 
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Then back again to his friends he went,  
His young heart happy and well content. 

"She's somebody's mother, boys, you know,  
For all she's aged and poor and slow; 

And I hope some fellow will lend a hand  
To help my mother, you understand, 

If ever she's poor and old and gray,  
When her own dear boy is far away." 

And "somebody's mother" bowed low her head  
In her home that night, and the prayer she said 

Was, "God be kind to the noble boy,  
Who is somebody's son and pride and joy!" 

 

HANNAH JANE  
~ by D. R. Locke 
 
SHE isn’t half so handsome as when, twenty years agone,  
At her old home in Piketon, Parson Avery made us one;  
The great house crowded full of guests of high and low degree,  
The girls all envying Hannah Jane, the boys all envying me.  
 
Her fingers then were taper, and her skin was white as milk,  
Her brown hair what a mass it was! and soft and fine as silk;  
No wind-moved willow by a brook had ever such a grace, 
The form of Aphrodite, with a pure Madonna face.  
 
She had but meager schooling; her little notes to me  
Were full of crooked pothooks, and the worst orthography; 
Her "dear" she spelled with double e, and " kiss" with but one s;  
But when one’s crazed with passion, what’s a letter more or less?  
 
She blundered in her writing, and she blundered when she spoke,  
And every rule of syntax that old Murray made she broke;  
But she was fresh and beautiful, and I well, I was young :  
Her form and face far, far outweighed the blunders of her tongue.  
 
I was but little better. True, I’d longer been at school;  
My tongue and pen were run, perhaps, a trifle more by rule;  
But that was all, the neighbors round who both of us well knew,  
Said, which I believed – she was the better of the two.  
 
How changed she is! the light of youth has faded from her eyes;  
Her wavy hair is gone that loss the coiffeur’s art supplies;  
Her form is thin and angular, she slightly forward bends;  
Her fingers, once so shapely, now are stumpy at the ends.  
 
She has made but little progress, and in little are we one;  
The beauty rare that more than hid that great defect is gone.  
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My well-to-do relations now deride my homely wife,  
And pity me that I am tied to such a clod for life.  
 
I know there is a difference; at reception and levee  
The brightest, wittiest, and most famed of women smile on me;  
And everywhere I hold my place among the greatest men   
And sometimes sigh, with Whittier’s judge, "Alas! it might have been."  
 
"When they all crowd around me, stately dames and brilliant belles, 
And yield to me the homage that all great success compels,  
Discussing art and state-craft, and literature as well,  
From Homer down to Thackeray, and Swedenborg on "Hell,"  
 
I can t forget that from these streams my wife has never quaffed,  
Has never with Ophelia wept, nor with Jack Falstaff laughed;  
Of authors, actors, artists why, she hardly knows the names;  
She slept while I was speaking on the Alabama claims.  
 
I can t forget - Just at this point another form appears,  
The wife I wedded as she was before my prosperous years;  
I travel o’er the dreary road we journeyed side by side,  
And wonder what my share would be if Justice should divide! 
 
She had four hundred dollars from her father’s old estate;  
On that we two were married, and bravely faced our fate.  
I wrestled with my books; her task was harder far than mine,  
’Twas to make two hundred dollars do the work for us of nine.  
 
At last I was admitted; then I had my legal lore,  
An office with a stove and desk, and books perhaps a score;  
She had her beauty and her youth, and some housewifely skill,  
And love for me and faith in me, and back of that a will.  
 
I had no friends behind me no influence to aid;  
I worked and fought for every precious inch of ground I made.  
And how she fought beside me! never woman lived on less;  
In two long years she never spent a single cent for dress.  
 
Ah! how she cried for joy when my first legal fight was won,  
When our eclipse passed partly by, and we could see the sun!  
The fee was fifty dollars—‘twas the work of half a year  
First captive, lean and scraggy, of my legal bow and spear.  
 
I well remember, when my coat (the only one I had)  
Was seedy grown and threadbare, and, in fact, most "shocking bad,"  
The tailor’s stern remark when I a modest order made :  
"Cash is the basis, Sir, on which we tailors do our trade."  
 
Her winter cloak was in his shop by noon that very day;  
She wrought on hickory shirts at night that tailor’s skill to pay; 
I got a coat, and wore it; but alas! poor Hannah Jane,  
Ne’er went to church or lecture till warm weather came again. 
 
Our second season she refused a cloak of any sort,  
That I might have a decent suit in which t’appear in court;  
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She made her last year’s bonnet do that I might have a hat;  
Talk of the old-time martyrs, flame-enveloped, after that!  
 
No negro ever worked so hard, a servant’s pay to save,  
She made herself most willingly a household drudge and slave.  
What wonder that she never read a magazine or book,  
Combining as she did in one, nurse, housemaid, seamstress, cook!  
 
What wonder that the beauty fled that once I so adored!  
The rose and lily in her face my kitchen fire devoured;  
Her plump, soft, rounded arm was once too fair to be concealed;  
Hard work for me that softness into sinewy strength congealed.  
 
I was her altar, and her love the sacrificial flame;  
Ah! with what pure devotion she to that altar came,  
And, tearful, flung thereon alas! I did not know it then  
All that she was, and more than that, all that she might have been!  
 
At last I won a grand success! our lives then parted wide;  
I swiftly climbed the rising road, she walked not by my side.  
I’d tried my speed and mettle, gained strength in every race;  
Far up the heights of life was I she drudging at the base.  
 
She made me take the stump each fall; she said ’twas my career;  
And wild applause of listening crowds was music to my ear.  
What stimulus had she to cheer her dreary solitude?  
For me she lived on gladly in a weary widowhood.  
 
She couldn’t hear my maiden speech, but when the press agreed  
’Twas the best one of the season, those comments she could read;  
And with a gush of pride thereat, which I had never felt,  
She sent them to me in a note, with half the words misspelt.  
 
I to the legislature went, and said that she should go  
To see the busy world with me, and what ‘twas doing know.  
With tearful smile she answered, "No! four dollars is the pay;  
The Bates House rates for board for one is just that sum per day."  
 
At twenty-eight the State-house; on the bench at thirty-three;  
At forty every gate in life was opened wide to me.  
I nursed my powers, and grew, and made my point; but she  
Bearing such weary pack-horse loads, what could the woman be?  
 
What could she be! Oh, shame! I blush to think what she has been - 
The most unselfish of all wives to the selfishest of men.  
Yes, plain and homely now she is; she’s ignorant, ’tis true; 
For me she rubbed herself quite out;  I represent the two.  
 
Well, I suppose that I might do as other men have done  
First break her heart with cold neglect, then shove her out alone.  
The world would say ‘twas well, and more, would give great praise to me  
For having borne with "such a wife" so uncomplainingly.  
 
And shall I? No! The contract twixt Hannah, God, and me  
Was not for one or twenty years, but for eternity.  



 

     219 

No matter what the world may think; I know down in my heart  
If either, I’m delinquent. She has bravely done her part.  
 
There’s another world beyond this; and on the final day  
Will intellect and learning against such devotion weigh?  
And when the one made of us two, is torn apart again,  
I’ll kick the beam, for God is just, and He knows Hannah Jane.  
 
 
THE COMING MILLIONS  
~ by S. W. Foss 
 
Jim Croker lived far in the woods, a solitary place. 
Where the bushes grew, like whiskers, on his unrazored face; 
And the black bear was his brother and the catamount his chum, 
And Jim he lived and waited for the million yet to come. 
 
Jim Croker made a clearing and he sowed it down to wheat,  
And he filled his lawn with cabbage and he planted it with beet,  
And it blossomed with potatoes, and with peach and pear and plum,  
And Jim he lived and waited for the millions yet to come. 

Then Jim he took his ancient axe and cleared a forest street,  
While he lived on bear and succotash and young opossum meat,  
And his rhythmic axe strokes sounded and the woods no more were dumb,  
While he cleared a crooked highway for the millions yet to come. 

Then they came like aimless stragglers, they came from far and near,  
A little log house settlement grew round the pioneer;  
And the sound of saw and broadaxe made a glad industrial hum.  
Jim said, "The coming millions, they have just begun to come." 

And a little crooked railway wound round mountain, hill, and lake,  
Crawling toward the forest village like an undulating snake;  
And one morn the locomotive puffed into the wilderness,  
And Jim said, "The coming millions, they are coming by express 

And the village grew and prospered, but Jim Croker's hair was grayer;  
When they got a city charter, and old Jim was chosen Mayor;  
But Jim declined the honor, and moved his household goods  
Far away into the forest, to the old primeval woods. 

Far and far into the forest moved the grizzled pioneer, 
There he reared his hut and murmured, "I will build a city here." 
And he hears the wood fox barking, and he hears the partridge drum,  
And the old man sits and listens for the millions yet to come. 

~ excerpt from The Star Speaker, edited by Flora N. Kightlinger 
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 Born in 1759; died in 1833; elected to Parliament in 1780; began to agitate against slavery in 1787; secured its abolition in 1807. 

(From a speech in the House of Commons on May 12, 1789, in support of his own resolution condemning the slave trade, which with the help of Pitt, 
Burke, and Fox, was carried without a division; abridged.)  

In  opening, concerning the nature of the slave trade, I need only observe that it is found by experience to be just such as 
every man who uses his reason would infallibly conclude it to be. For my own part, so clearly am I convinced of the 
mischiefs inseparable from it, that I should hardly want any further evidence than my own mind would furnish, by the most 
simple deductions. Facts, however, are now laid before the House. A report has been made by his majesty’s privy council, 
which, I trust, every gentleman has read, and which ascertains the slave trade to be just as we know. What should we suppose 
must naturally be the consequence of our carrying on a slave trade with Africa? With a country vast in its extent, not utterly 
barbarous, but civilized in a very small degree? Does any one suppose a slave trade would help their civilization? Is it not 
plain that she must suffer from it; that civilization must be checked; that her barbarous manners must be made more 
barbarous; and that the happiness of her millions of inhabitants must be prejudiced with her intercourse with Britain? Does 
not every one see that a slave trade carried on around her coasts must carry violence and desolation to her very center? That 
in a continent just emerging from barbarism, if a trade in men is established, if her men are all converted into goods, and 
become commodities that can be bartered, it follows they must be subject to ravage just as goods are; and this, too, at a 
period of civilization, when there is no protecting legislature to defend this, their only sort of property, in the same manner 
as the rights of property are maintained by the legislature of every civilized country. 

    We see then, in the nature of things, how easily the practices of Africa are to be accounted for. Her kings are never 
compelled to war, that we can hear of, by public principles, by national glory, still less by the love of their people. In Europe 
it is the extension of commerce, the maintenance of national honor, or some great public object, that is ever the motive to 
war with every monarch; but, in Africa, it is the personal avarice and sensuality of their kings. These two vices of avarice and 
sensuality, the most powerful and predominant in natures thus corrupt, we tempt, we stimulate in all these African princes, 
and we depend upon these vices for the very maintenance of the slave trade. Does the king of Barbessin want brandy? He 
has only to send his troops, in the nighttime, to burn and desolate a village; the captives will serve as commodities, that may 
be bartered with the British trader. 

   The slave trade, in its very nature, is the source of such kind of tragedies; nor has there been a single person, almost, before 
the privy council, who does not add something by his testimony to the mass of evidence upon this point. Some, indeed, of 
these gentlemen, and particularly the delegates from Liverpool, have endeavored to reason down this plain principle; some 
have palliated it; but there is not one, I believe, who does not more or less admit it. Some, nay most, I believe, have admitted 
the slave trade to be the chief cause of wars in Africa. 

  Having now disposed of the first part of this subject, I must speak of the transit of the slaves to the West Indies. This, I 
confess, in my own opinion, is the most wretched part of the whole subject. So much misery condensed in so little room is 
more than the human imagination had ever before conceived. I will not accuse the Liverpool merchants. I will allow them, 
nay, I will believe them, to be men of humanity; and I will therefore believe, if it were not for the multitude of these 
wretched objects, if it were not for the enormous magnitude and extent of the evil which distracts their attention from 
individual cases, and makes them think generally, and therefore less feelingly on the subject, they never would have persisted 
in the trade. I verily believe, therefore, if the wretchedness of any one of the many hundred negroes stowed in each ship 
could be brought before their view, and remain within the sight of the African merchant, that there is no one among them 
whose heart would bear it. 

William Wilberforce 

On the Horrors of the Slave Trade 
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  Let any one imagine to himself six or seven hundred of these wretches chained two and two, surrounded with every object 
that is nauseous and disgusting, diseased, and struggling under every kind of wretchedness! How can we bear to think of 
such a scene as this? One would think it had been determined to heap on them all the varieties of bodily pain, for the 
purpose of blunting the feelings of the mind; and yet, in this very point (to show the power of human prejudice), the 
situation of the slaves has been described by Mr. Norris, one of the Liverpool delegates, in a manner which I am sure will 
convince the House how interest can draw a film over the eyes, so thick that total blindness could do no more; and how it is 
our duty therefore to trust not to the reasonings of interested men, nor to their way of coloring a transaction. 

    “Their apartments,” says Mr. Norris, “are fitted up as much for their advantage as circumstances will admit. The right 
ankle of one, indeed, is connected with the left ankle of another by a small iron fetter, and if they are turbulent, by another 
on their wrists. They have several meals a day—some of their own country provisions, with the best sauces of African 
cookery; and by the way of variety, another meal of pulse, etc., according to European taste. After breakfast they have water 
to wash themselves, while their apartments are perfumed with frankincense and lime juice. Before dinner they are amused 
after the manner of their country. The song and the dance are promoted,” and, as if the whole were really a scene of pleasure 
and dissipation, it is added that games of chance are furnished. “The men play and sing, while the women and girls make 
fanciful ornaments with beads, with which they are plentifully supplied.” Such is the sort of strain in which the Liverpool 
delegates, and particularly Mr. Norris, gave evidence before the privy council. What will the House think when, by the 
concurring testimony of other witnesses, the true history is laid open? The slaves, who are sometimes described as rejoicing 
at their captivity, are so wrung with misery at leaving their country, that it is the constant practice to set sail in the night, lest 
they should be sensible of their departure. The pulse which Mr. Norris talks of are horse beans; and the scantiness of both 
water and provision was suggested by the very legislature of Jamaica, in the report of their committee, to be a subject that 
called for the interference of Parliament. 

   Mr. Norris talks of frankincense and limejuice: when the surgeons tell you the slaves are stored so close that there is not 
room to tread among them; and when you have it in evidence from Sir George Young, that even in a ship which wanted two 
hundred of her complement, the stench was intolerable. The song and the dance are promoted, says Mr. Norris. It had been 
more fair, perhaps, if he had explained that word promoted. The truth is, that for the sake of exercise, these miserable 
wretches, loaded with chains, oppressed with disease and wretchedness, are forced to dance by the terror of the lash, and 
sometimes by the actual use of it. “I,” says one of the other evidences, “was employed to dance the men, while another 
person danced the women.” Such, then, is the meaning of the word “promoted”; and it may be observed, too, with respect 
to food, that an instrument is sometimes carried out in order to force them to eat, which is the same sort of proof how much 
they enjoy themselves in that instance also. 

  As to their singing, what shall we say when we are told that their songs are songs of lamentation upon their departure 
which, while they sing, are always in tears, insomuch that one captain (more humane as I should conceive him, therefore, 
than the rest) threatened one of the women with a flogging, because the mournfulness of her son was too painful for his 
feelings. In order, however, not to trust too much to any sort of description, I will call the attention of the House to one 
species of evidence, which is absolutely infallible. Death, at least, is a sure ground of evidence, and the proportion of deaths 
will not only confirm, but, if possible, will even aggravate our suspicion of their misery in the transit. It will be found, upon 
an average of all ships of which evidence has been given at the privy council, that exclusive of those who perish before they 
sail, not less than twelve and one-half per cent. perish in the passage. Besides these, the Jamaica report tells you that not less 
than four and one-half per cent. die on shore before the day of sale, which is only a week or two from the time of landing. 
One-third more die in the seasoning, and this in a country exactly like their own, where they are healthy and happy, as some 
of the evidences would pretend. The diseases, however, which they contract on shipboard, the astringent washes which are 
to hide their wounds, and the mischievous tricks used to make them up for sale, are, as the Jamaica report says—a most 
precious and valuable report, which I shall often have to advert to—one principal cause of this mortality. Upon the whole, 
however, here is a mortality of about fifty per cent., and this among negroes who are not bought unless quite healthy at first, 
and unless (as the phrase is with cattle) they are sound in wind and limb. 
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  When we consider the vastness of the continent of Africa; when we reflect how all other countries have for some centuries 
past been advancing in happiness and civilization; when we think how in this same period all improvement in Africa has 
been defeated by her intercourse with Britain; when we reflect that it is we ourselves that have degraded them to that 
wretched brutishness and barbarity which we now plead as the justification of our guilt; how the slave trade has enslaved 
their minds, blackened their character, and sunk them so low in the scale of animal beings that some think the apes are of a 
higher class, and fancy the orangutan has given them the go-by. What a mortification must we feel at having so long 
neglected to think of our guilt, or attempt any reparation! It seems, indeed, as if we had determined to forbear from all 
interference until the measure of our folly and wickedness was so full and complete; until the policy which eventually 
belongs to vice was become so plain and glaring that not an individual in the country should refuse to join in the abolition; it 
seems as if we had waited until the persons most interested should be tired out with the folly and nefariousness of the trade, 
and should unite in petitioning against it. 

  Let us then make such amends as we can for the mischiefs we have done to the unhappy continent; let us recollect what 
Europe itself was no longer ago than three or four centuries. What if I should be able to show this House that in a civilized 
part of Europe, in the time of our Henry VII, there were people who actually sold their own children? What if I should tell 
them that England itself was that country? What if I should point out to them that the very place where this inhuman traffic 
was carried on was the city of Bristol? Ireland at that time used to drive a considerable trade in slaves with these neighboring 
barbarians; but a great plague having infested the country, the Irish were struck with a panic, suspected (I am sure very 
properly) that the plague was a punishment sent from heaven for the sin of the slave trade, and therefore abolished it. All I 
ask, therefore, of the people of Bristol is, that they would become as civilized now as Irishmen were four hundred years ago. 
Let us put an end at once to this inhuman traffic—let us stop this effusion of human blood. 

  The true way to virtue is by withdrawing from temptation; let us then withdraw from these wretched Africans those 
temptations to fraud, violence, cruelty, and injustice, which the slave trade furnishes. Wherever the sun shines, let us go 
round the world with him, diffusing our benevolence; but let us not traffic, only that we may set kings against their subjects, 
subjects against their kings, sowing discord in every village, fear and terror in every family, setting millions of our fellow 
creatures a-hunting each other for slaves, creating fairs and markets for human flesh through one whole continent of the 
world, and, under the name of policy, concealing from ourselves all the baseness and iniquity of such a traffic. 

  It will appear from everything which I have said, that it is not regulation, it is not mere palliatives, that can cure this 
enormous evil. Total abolition is the only possible cure for it. The Jamaica report, indeed, admits much of the evil, but 
recommends it to us so to regulate the trade that no persons should be kidnapped or made slaves contrary to the custom of 
Africa. But may they not be made slaves unjustly, and yet by no means contrary to the custom of Africa? I have shown they 
may, for all the customs of Africa are rendered savage and unjust through the influence of this trade; besides, how can we 
discriminate between the slaves justly and unjustly made? or, if we could, does any man believe that the British captains can, 
by any regulation in this country, be prevailed upon to refuse all such slaves as have not been fairly, honestly, and uprightly 
enslaved? But granting even that they should do this, yet how would the rejected slaves be recompensed? They are brought, 
as we are told, from three or four thousand miles off, and exchanged like cattle from one hand to another, until they reach 
the coast. We see then that it is the existence of the slave trade that is the spring of all this infernal traffic, and that the 
remedy cannot be applied without abolition. 

  And, sir, when we think of eternity, and of the future consequences of all human conduct, what is there in this life that 
should make any man contradict the dictates of his conscience, the principles of justice, the laws of religion, and of God? Sir, 
the nature and all the circumstances of this trade are now laid open to us; we can no longer plead ignorance, we can not 
evade it; it is now an object placed before us, we can not pass it; we may spurn it, we may kick it out of our way, but we can 
not turn aside so as to avoid seeing it; for it is brought now so directly before our eyes that this House must decide, and must 
justify to all the world, and to their own consciences, the rectitude of the grounds and principles of their decision. 

 



 

224 

 

Born in 1812, died in 1870; became a Reporter in 1835; published Sketches by Boz in 1836; visited America in 1842 and again in 1867–68. 

(Delivered in New York City. February 18, 1842, at a dinner in his honor, attended by nearly eight hundred persons, Washington Irving presiding.) 

  I DO not know how to thank you—I really do not know how. You would naturally suppose that my former experience 
would have given me this power, and that the difficulties in my way would have been diminished; but I assure you the fact is 
exactly the reverse, and I have completely balked the ancient proverb that “a rolling stone gathers no moss”; and in my 
progress to this city I have collected such a weight of obligations and acknowledgment—I have picked up such an enormous 
mass of fresh moss at every point, and was so struck by the brilliant scenes of Monday night, that I thought I could never by 
any possibility grow any bigger. I have made, continually, new accumulations to such an extent that I am compelled to stand 
still, and can roll no more! 

   Gentlemen, we learn from the authorities that, when fairy stones, or balls, or rolls of thread, stopped of their own 
accord—as I do not—it presaged some great catastrophe near at hand. The precedent holds good in this case. When I have 
remembered the short time I have before me to spend in this land of mighty interests, and the poor opportunity I can at best 
have of acquiring a knowledge of, and forming an acquaintance with it, I have felt it almost a duty to decline the honors you 
so generously heap upon me, and pass more quietly among you. For Argus himself, tho’ he had but one mouth for his 
hundred eyes, would have found the reception of a public entertainment once a week too much for his greatest activity; and 
as I would lose no scrap of the rich instruction and the delightful knowledge which meet me on every hand (and already I 
have gleaned a great deal from your hospitals and common jails), I have resolved to take up my staff, and go my way 
rejoicing, and for the future to shake hands with America, not at parties but at home; and, therefore, gentlemen, I say to-
night, with a full heart, and an honest purpose, and grateful feelings, that I bear, and shall ever bear, a deep sense of your 
kind, your affectionate, and your noble greeting, which it is utterly impossible to convey in words. No European sky without, 
and no cheerful home or well-warmed room within, shall ever shut out this land from my vision. I shall often hear your 
words of welcome in my quiet room, and oftenest when most quiet; and shall see your faces in the blazing fire. If I should 
live to grow old, the scenes of this and other evenings will shine as brightly to my dull eyes fifty years hence as now; and the 
honors you bestow upon me shall be well remembered and paid back in my undying love and honest endeavors for the good 
of my race. 

   There is in this city a gentleman who, at the reception of one of my books—I well remember it was the Old Curiosity 
Shop—wrote to me in England a letter so generous, so affectionate, and so manly, that if I had written the book under every 
circumstance of disappointment, of discouragement, and difficulty, instead of the reverse, I should have found in the receipt 
of that letter my best and most happy reward. I answered him, and he answered me, and so we kept shaking hands 
autographically, as if no ocean rolled between us. I came here to this city eager to see him, and [laying his hand upon Irving’s 
shoulder] here he sits! I need not tell you how happy and delighted I am to see him here to-night in this capacity. 

  Washington Irving! Why, gentlemen, I do not go upstairs to bed two nights out of the seven-as a very creditable witness 
near at hand can testify—I say I do not go to bed two nights out of seven without taking Washington Irving under my arm; 
and, when I do not take him, I take his own brother, Oliver Goldsmith. Washington Irving! Why, of whom but him was I 
thinking the other day when I came up by the Hog’s Back, the Frying Pan, Hell Gate, and all these places? Why, when, not 
long ago, I visited Shakespeare’s birthplace, and went beneath the roof where he first saw light, whose name but his was 
pointed out to me on the wall? Washington Irving—Diedrich Knickerbocker—Geoffrey Crayon—why, where can you go 
that they have not been there before? Is there an English farm—is there an English stream, an English city, or an English 
countryseat, where they have not been? Is there no Bracebridge Hall in existence? Has it no ancient shades or quiet streets? 

Charles Dickens 

As the Literary Guest of America 
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  In bygone times, when Irving left that Hall, he left sitting in an old oak chair, in a small parlor of the Boar’s Head, a little 
man with a red nose, and an oilskin hat. When I came away he was sitting there still!—not a man like him, but the same 
man—with the nose of immortal redness and the hat of undying glaze. Crayon, while there, was on terms of intimacy with a 
certain radical fellow, who used to go about, with a hatful of newspapers, woefully out at elbows, and with a coat of great 
antiquity. Why, gentlemen, I know that man—Tibbles the elder, and he has not changed a hair; and, when I came away, he 
charged me to give his best respects to Washington Irving! 

  Leaving the town and the rustic life of England—forgetting this man, if we can—putting out of mind the country 
churchyard and the broken heart—let us cross the water again, and ask who has associated himself most closely with the 
Italian peasantry and the bandits of the Pyrenees? When the traveler enters his little chamber beyond the Alps—listening to 
the dim echoes of the long passages and spacious corridors—damp, and gloomy, and cold—as he hears the tempest beating 
with fury against his window, and gazes at the curtains, dark, and heavy, and covered with mold—and when all the ghost-
stories that ever were told come up before him—amid all his thick-coming fancies, of whom does he think? Washington 
Irving. 

  Go farther still: go to the Moorish fountains, sparkling full in the moonlight—go among the water-carriers and the village 
gossips, living still as in days of old—and who has traveled among them before you, and peopled the Alhambra and made 
eloquent its shadows? Who awakes there a voice from every hill and in every cavern, and bids legends, which for centuries 
have slept a dreamless sleep, or watched unwinkingly, start up before you and pass before you in all their life and glory? 

  But leaving this again, who embarked with Columbus upon his gallant ship, traversed with him the dark and mighty ocean, 
leaped upon the land and planted there the flag of Spain, but this same man, now sitting by my side? And being here at home 
again, who is a more fit companion for money-diggers? And what pen but his has made Rip Van Winkle, playing at ninepins 
on that thundering afternoon, as much part and parcel of the Catskill Mountains as any tree or crag that they can boast? 

  But these are topics familiar from my boyhood, and which I am apt to pursue; and lest I should be tempted now to talk too 
long about them, I will, in conclusion, give you a sentiment, most appropriate, I am sure, in the presence of such writers as 
Bryant, Halleck, and—but I suppose I must not mention the ladies here—“The Literature of America.” She well knows how 
to do honor to her own literature and to that of other lands, when she chooses Washington Irving for her representative in 
the country of Cervantes. 
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Born in 1811, died in 1863; lived in India until he was five years old; educated at Cambridge; lived several years on the Continent; began to write for 
newspapers in 1833; went to Paris to study art in 1834; visited the East in 1844; visited the United States in 1852 and again in 1854. 

(Delivered in New York City in 1852 on behalf of a charitable organization. Thackeray at this time was lecturing in New York on the English 
humorists.)   

BESIDES  contributing to our stock of happiness, to our harmless laughter and amusement, to our scorn for falsehood and 
pretension, to our righteous hatred of hypocrisy, to our education in the perception of truth, our love of honesty, our 
knowledge of life, and shrewd guidance through the world, have not our humorous writers, our gay and kind week-day 
preachers, done much in support of that holy cause which has assembled you in this place, and which you are all abetting,—
the cause of love and charity, the cause of the poor, the weak, and the unhappy; the sweet mission of love and tenderness, 
and peace and good will toward men? That same theme which is urged upon you by the eloquence and example of good 
men to whom you are delighted listeners on Sabbath days is taught in his way and according to his power by the humorous 
writer, the commentator on everyday life and manners. 

   And as you are here assembled for a charitable purpose, giving your contributions at the door to benefit deserving people 
who need them, I like to hope and think that the men of our calling have done something in aid of the cause of charity, and 
have helped, with kind words and kind thoughts at least, to confer happiness and to do good. If the humorous writers claim 
to be weekday preachers, have they conferred any benefit by their sermons? Are people happier, better, better disposed to 
their neighbors, more inclined to do works of kindness, to love, forbear, forgive, pity, after reading in Addison, in Steele, in 
Fielding, in Goldsmith, in Hood, in Dickens? I hope and believe so, and fancy that in writing they are also acting charitably, 
contributing with the means which Heaven supplies them to forward the end which brings you, too, together. 

  A love of the human species is a very vague and indefinite kind of virtue, sitting very easily on a man, not confining his 
actions at all, shining in print, or exploding in paragraphs, after which efforts of benevolence the philanthropist is sometimes 
said to go home and be no better than his neighbors. Tartuffe and Joseph Surface, Stiggins and Chadband, who are always 
preaching fine sentiments and are no more virtuous than hundreds of those whom they denounce and whom they cheat, are 
fair objects of mistrust and satire; but their hypocrisy, the homage, according to the old saying, which vice pays to virtue, has 
this of good in it, that its fruits are good: a man may preach good morals tho he may be himself but a lax practitioner; a 
Pharisee may put pieces of gold into the charity-plate out of mere hypocrisy and ostentation, but the bad man’s gold feeds 
the widow and the fatherless as well as the good man’s. The butcher and baker must needs look, not to motives, but to 
money, in return for their wares. 

William MakepeaceThackeray 

On Charity and Humor 
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  A literary man of the humoristic turn is pretty sure to be of a philanthropic nature, to have a great sensibility, to be easily 
moved to pain or pleasure, keenly to appreciate the varieties of temper of people round about him, and sympathize in their 
laughter, love, amusement, tears. Such a man is philanthropic, man loving by nature, as another is irascible, or red-haired, or 
six feet high. And so I would arrogate no particular merit to literary men for the possession of this faculty of doing good 
which some of them enjoy. It costs a gentleman no sacrifice to be benevolent on paper; and the luxury of indulging in the 
most beautiful and brilliant sentiments never makes any man a penny poorer. A literary man is no better than another, as far 
as my experience goes; and a man writing a book no better or no worse than one who keeps accounts in a ledger or follows 
any other occupation. Let us, however, give him credit for the good, at least, which he is the means of doing, as we give 
credit to a man with a million for the hundred which he puts into the plate at a charity-sermon. He never misses them. He 
has made them in a moment by a lucky speculation, and parts with them knowing that he has an almost endless balance at 
his bank, whence he can call for more. But in esteeming the benefaction we are grateful to the benefactor, too, somewhat; 
and so of men of genius, richly endowed, and lavish in parting with their mind’s wealth, we may view them at least kindly 
and favorably, and be thankful for the bounty of which providence has made them the dispensers. 

  I have said myself somewhere, I do not know with what correctness (for definitions never are complete), that humor is wit 
and love; I am sure, at any rate, that the best humor is that which contains most humanity, that which is flavored throughout 
with tenderness and kindness. This love does not demand constant utterance or actual expression, as a good father, in 
conversation with his children or wife, is not perpetually embracing them or making protestations of his love; as a lover in 
the society of his mistress is not, at least as far as I am led to believe, for ever squeezing her hand or sighing in her ear, “My 
soul’s darling, I adore you!” He shows his love by his conduct, by his fidelity, by his watchful desire to make the beloved 
person happy; it lightens from his eyes when she appears, tho he may not speak it; it fills his heart when she is present or 
absent; influences all his words and actions; suffuses his whole being; it sets the father cheerily to work through the long day, 
supports him through the tedious labor of the weary absence or journey, and sends him happy home again, yearning toward 
the wife and children. 

  This kind of love is not a spasm, but a life. It fondles and caresses at due seasons, no doubt; but the fond heart is always 
beating fondly and truly, tho the wife is not sitting hand-in-hand with him or the children hugging at his knee. And so with a 
loving humor: I think, it is a genial writer’s habit of being; it is the kind, gentle spirit’s way of looking out on the world—that 
sweet friendliness which fills his heart and his style. You recognize it, even tho there may not be a single point of wit, or a 
single pathetic touch in the page; tho you may not be called upon to salute his genius by a laugh or a tear. That collision of 
ideas, which provokes the one or the other, must be occasional. They must be like papa’s embraces, which I spoke of anon, 
who only delivers them now and again, and cannot be expected to go on kissing the children all night. And so the writer’s 
jokes and sentiment, his ebullitions of feeling, his outbreaks of high spirits, must not be too frequent. One tires of a page of 
which every sentence sparkles with points, of a sentimentalist who is always pumping the tears from his eyes or your own. 
One suspects the genuineness of the tear, the naturalness of the humor; these ought to be true and manly in a man, as 
everything else in his life should be manly and true; and he loses his dignity by laughing or weeping out of place, or too 
often. 

  If I do not love Swift, as, thank God, I do not, however immensely I may admire him, it is because I revolt from the man 
who placards himself as a professional hater of his own kind; because he chisels his savage indignation on his tombstone, as 
if to perpetuate his protest against being born of our race—the suffering, the weak, the erring, the wicked, if you will, but still 
the friendly, the loving children of God our Father; it is because, as I read through Swift’s dark volumes, I never find the 
aspect of nature seems to delight him, the smiles of children to please him, the sight of wedded love to soothe him. I do not 
remember in any line of his writing a passing allusion to a natural scene of beauty. When he speaks about the families of his 
comrades and brother clergymen, it is to assail them with gibes and scorn, and to laugh at them brutally for being fathers and 
for being poor. He does mention, in the Journal to Stella, a sick child, to be sure—a child of Lady Masham, that was ill of the 
smallpox—but then it is to confound the brat for being ill and the mother for attending to it when she should have been 
busy about a court intrigue, in which the Dean was deeply engaged. And he alludes to a suitor of Stella’s, and a match she 
might have made, and would have made, very likely, with an honorable and faithful and attached man, Tisdall, who loved 
her, and of whom Swift speaks, in a letter to his lady, in language so foul that you would not bear to hear it. 

  In treating of the good the humorists have done, of the love and kindness they have taught and left behind them, it is not 
of this one I dare speak. Heaven help the lonely misanthrope! be kind to that multitude of sins, with so little charity to cover 
them! 
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  Of Addison’s contributions to the charity of the world I have spoken before, in trying to depict that noble figure; and say 
now, as then, that we should thank him as one of the greatest benefactors of that vast and immeasurably spreading family 
which speaks our common tongue. Wherever it is spoken, there is no man that does not feel, and understand, and use the 
noble English word gentleman. And there is no man that teaches us to be gentlemen better than Joseph Addison. Gentle in 
our bearing through life; gentle and courteous to our neighbor; gentle in dealing with his follies and weaknesses; gentle in 
treating his opposition; deferential to the old; kindly to the poor, and those below us in degree—for people above us and 
below us we must find, in whatever hemisphere we dwell, whether kings or presidents govern us, and in no republic or 
monarchy that I know of, is a citizen exempt from the tax of befriending poverty and weakness, of respecting age, and of 
honoring his father and mother. It has just been whispered to me—I have not been three months in the country, and, of 
course, can not venture to express an opinion of my own—that, in regard to paying this later tax of respect and honor to 
age, some very few of the Republican youths are occasionally a little remiss. I have heard of young Sons of Freedom 
publishing their Declaration of Independence before they could well spell it; and cutting the connection with father and 
mother before they had learned to shave. My own time of life having been stated by various enlightened organs of public 
opinion, at almost any figure from forty-five to sixty, I cheerfully own that I belong to the fogy interest, and ask leave to rank 
in, and plead for that respectable class. Now a gentleman can but be a gentleman, in Broadway or the backwoods, in Pall 
Mall or California; and where and whenever he lives, thousands of miles away in the wilderness, or hundreds of years hence, 
I am sure that reading the writings of this true gentleman, this true Christian, this noble Joseph Addison, must do him good. 

  Steele, as a literary benefactor to the world’s charity, must rank very high, indeed, not merely from his givings, which were 
abundant, but because his endowments are prodigiously increased in value since he bequeathed them, as the revenues of the 
lands, bequeathed to our Foundling Hospital at London, by honest Captain Coram, its founder, are immensely enhanced by 
the houses since built upon them. Steele was the founder of sentimental writing in English, and how the land has been since 
occupied, and what hundreds of us have laid out gardens and built up tenements on Steele’s ground! Before his time, readers 
or hearers were never called upon to cry except at a tragedy, and compassion was not expected to express itself otherwise 
than in blank verse, of for personages much lower in rank than a dethroned monarch, or a widowed or a jilted empress. He 
stepped off the high-heeled cothurnus, and came down into common life; he held out his great hearty arms, and embraced 
us all; he had a bow for all women; a kiss for all children; a shake of the hand for all men, high or low; he showed us 
Heaven’s sun shining every day on quiet homes; not gilded palace roofs only, or court processions, or heroic warriors 
fighting for princesses and pitched battles. He took away comedy from behind the fine lady’s alcove, or the screen where the 
libertine was watching her. He ended all that wretched business of wives jeering at their husbands, of rakes laughing wives, 
and husbands, too, to scorn. That miserable, rouged, tawdry, sparkling, hollow-hearted comedy of the Restoration fled 
before him, and, like the wicked spirit in the fairy-books, shrank, as Steele let the daylight in, and shrieked, and shuddered, 
and vanished. The stage of humorists has been common life ever since Steele’s and Addison’s time; the joys and griefs, the 
aversions and sympathies, the laughter and tears of nature. 

  As for Goldsmith, if the youngest and most unlettered person here has not been happy with the family at Wakefield; has 
not rejoiced when Olivia returned, and been thankful for her forgiveness and restoration; has not laughed with delighted 
good humor over Moses’ gross of green spectacles; has not loved with all his heart the good vicar, and that kind spirit which 
created these charming figures, and devised the beneficent fiction which speaks to us so tenderly—what call is there for me 
to speak? In this place, and on this occasion, remembering these men, I claim from you your sympathy for the good they 
have done, and for the sweet charity which they have bestowed on the world. 

  In our days, in England, the importance of the humorous preacher has prodigiously increased; his audiences are enormous; 
every week or month his happy congregations flock to him; they never tire of such sermons. I believe my friend Mr. Punch 
is as popular to-day as he has been any day since his birth; I believe that Mr. Dickens’s readers are even more numerous than 
they have ever been since his unrivaled pen commenced to delight the world with its humor. We have among us other 
literary parties; we have Punch, as I have said, preaching from his booth; we have a Jerrold party very numerous, and faithful 
to that acute thinker and distinguished wit; and we have also—it must be said, and it is still to be hoped—a Vanity Fair party, 
the author of which work has lately been described by the London Times newspaper as a writer of considerable parts, but a 
dreary misanthrope, who sees no good anywhere, who sees the sky above him green, I think, instead of blue, and only 
miserable sinners round about him. So we are; so is every writer and every reader I ever heard of; so was every being who 
ever trod this earth, save One. I cannot help telling the truth as I view it, and describing what I see. To describe it otherwise 
than it seems to me would be falsehood in that calling in which it has pleased heaven to place me; treason to that conscience 
which says that men are weak, that truth must be told, that fault must be owned, that pardon must be prayed for, and that 
love reigns supreme over all. 
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  I look back at the good which of late years the kind English humorists have done; and if you are pleased to rank the present 
speaker among that class, I own to an honest pride at thinking what benefits society has derived from men of our calling. 
That “Song of the Shirt” which Punch first published, and the noble, the suffering, the melancholy, the tender Hood sang, 
may surely rank as a great act of charity to the world, and call from it its thanks and regard for its teacher and benefactor. 
That astonishing poem, which you all of you know, of the Bridge of Sighs—who can read it without tenderness, without 
reverence to heaven, charity to man, and thanks to the beneficent genius which sang for us nobly? 

  I never saw the writer but once; but shall always be glad to think that some words of mine, printed in a periodical of that 
day, and in praise of those amazing verses (which, strange to say, appeared almost unnoticed at first in the magazine in which 
Mr. Hood published them)—I am proud, I say, to think that some words of appreciation of mine reached him on his death-
bed and pleased and soothed him in that hour of manful resignation and pain. 

  As for the charities of Mr. Dickens, multiplied kindnesses which he has conferred upon us all—upon our children, upon 
people educated and uneducated, upon the myriads here and at home who speak our common tongue—have not you, have 
not I, all of us reason to be thankful to this kind friend, who soothed and charmed so many hours, brought pleasure and 
sweet laughter to so many homes, made such multitudes of children happy, endowed us with such a sweet store of gracious 
thoughts, fair fancies, soft sympathies, hearty enjoyments? There are creations of Mr. Dickens which seem to me to rank as 
personal benefits; figures so delightful, that one feels happier and better for knowing them, as one does for being brought 
into the society of very good men and women. The atmosphere in which these people live is wholesome to breathe in; you 
feel that to be allowed to speak to them is a personal kindness; you come away better for your contact with them; your hands 
seem cleaner from having the privilege of shaking theirs. Was there ever a better charity sermon preached in the world than 
Dickens’s Christmas Carol? I believe it occasioned immense hospitality throughout England; was the means of lighting up 
hundreds of kind fires at Christmas time; caused a wonderful outpouring of Christmas good feeling, of Christmas punch-
brewing; an awful slaughter of Christmas turkeys, and roasting and basting of Christmas beef. As for this man’s love of 
children, that amiable organ at the back of his honest head must be perfectly monstrous. All children ought to love him. I 
know two that do, and read his books ten times for once that they peruse the dismal preachments of their father. I know one 
who, when she is happy, reads Nicholas Nickleby; when she is unhappy, reads Nicholas Nickleby; when she is tired, reads 
Nicholas Nickleby; when she is in bed, reads Nicholas Nickleby; when she has nothing to do, reads Nicholas Nickleby; and when 
she has finished the book, reads Nicholas Nickleby over again. This candid young critic, at ten years of age, said, “I like Mr. 
Dickens’s books much better than your books, Papa,” and frequently expressed her desire that the latter author should write 
a book like one of Mr. Dickens’s books. Who can? Every man must say his own thoughts in his own voice, in his own way; 
lucky is he who has such a charming gift of nature as this, which brings all the children in the world trooping to him, and 
being fond of him. 

    I remember, when that famous Nicholas Nickleby came out, seeing a letter from a pedagogue in the north of England, 
which, dismal as it was, was immensely comical. “Mr. Dickens’s ill-advised publication,” wrote the poor schoolmaster, “has 
passed like a whirlwind over the schools of the North.” He was a proprietor of a cheap school; Dotheboys Hall was a cheap 
school. There were many such establishments in the northern counties. Parents were ashamed that never were ashamed 
before until the kind satirist laughed at them; relatives were frightened; scores of little scholars were taken away; poor 
schoolmasters had to shut their shops up; every pedagogue was voted a Squeers, and many suffered, no doubt unjustly; but 
afterward, schoolboys’ backs were not so much caned; schoolboys’ meat was less tough and more plentiful; and schoolboys’ 
milk was not so sky-blue. What a kind light of benevolence it is that plays round Crummles and the Phenomenon, and all 
those poor theater people in that charming book! What a humor! and what a good humor! 

   One might go on, tho the task would be endless and needless, chronicling the names of kind folks with whom this kind 
genius has made us familiar. Who does not love the Marchioness and Mr. Richard Swiveller? Who does not sympathize, not 
only with Oliver Twist, but his admirable young friend, the Artful Dodger? Who has not the inestimable advantage of 
possessing a Mrs. Nickleby in his own family? Who does not bless Sairey Gamp and wonder at Mrs. Harris? Who does not 
venerate the chief of that illustrious family who, being stricken by misfortune, wisely and greatly turned his attention to 
“coals,” the accomplished, the Epicurean, the dirty, the delightful Micawber? 
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  I may quarrel with Mr. Dickens’s art a thousand and a thousand times—I delight and wonder at his genius; I recognize in 
it—I speak with awe and reverence—a commission from that Divine Beneficence whose blessed task we know it will one 
day be to wipe every tear from every eye. Thankfully I take my share of the feast of love and kindness which this gentle, and 
generous, and charitable soul has contributed to the happiness of the world. I take and enjoy my share, and say a Benediction 
for the meal.  (This generous tribute to Dickens, at the time of the greatest rivalry between him and Thackeray, has been 
much admired and often quoted to Thackeray’s credit.) 
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Little Girls Wiser Than Men  

~ by Leo Tolstoy 

 

IT WAS AN EARLY EASTER. Sledging was only just over; snow still lay in the yards; and water ran in streams down the 
village street. 

Two little girls from different houses happened to meet in a lane between two homesteads, where the dirty water after 
running through the farmyards had formed a large puddle. One girl was very small, the other a little bigger. Their mothers 
had dressed them both in new frocks. The little one wore a blue frock the other a yellow print, and both had red kerchiefs 
on their heads. They had just come from church when they met, and first they showed each other their finery, and then they 
began to play. Soon the fancy took them to splash about in the water, and the smaller one was going to step into the puddle, 
shoes and all, when the elder checked her: 

'Don't go in so, Malásha,' said she, 'your mother will scold you. I will take off my shoes and stockings, and you take off 
yours.' 

They did so, and then, picking up their skirts, began walking towards each other through the puddle. The water came up to 
Malásha's ankles, and she said: 

'It is deep, Akoúlya, I'm afraid!' 

'Come on,' replied the other. 'Don't be frightened. It won't get any deeper.' 

When they got near one another, Akoúlya said: 

'Mind, Malásha, don't splash. Walk carefully!' 

She had hardly said this, when Malásha plumped down her foot so that the water splashed right on to Akoúlya's frock. The 
frock was splashed, and so were Akoúlya's eyes and nose. When she saw the stains on her frock, she was angry and ran after 
Malásha to strike her. Malásha was frightened, and seeing that she had got herself into trouble, she scrambled out of the 
puddle, and prepared to run home. Just then Akoúlya's mother happened to be passing, and seeing that her daughter's skirt 
was splashed, and her sleeves dirty, she said: 

'You naughty, dirty girl, what have you been doing?' 

'Malásha did it on purpose,' replied the girl. 

At this Akoúlya's mother seized Malásha, and struck her on the back of her neck. Malásha began to howl so that she could 
be heard all down the street. Her mother came out. 

'What are you beating my girl for?' said she; and began scolding her neighbor. One word led to another and they had an 
angry quarrel. The men came out and a crowd collected in the street, every one shouting and no one listening. They all went 
on quarrelling, till one gave another a push, and the affair had very nearly come to blows, when Akoúlya's old grandmother, 
stepping in among them, tried to calm them. 

Friendship 
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'What are you thinking of, friends? Is it right to behave so? On a day like this, too! It is a time for rejoicing, and not for such 
folly as this.' 

They would not listen to the old woman and nearly knocked her off her feet. And she would not have been able to quiet the 
crowd, if it had not been for Akoúlya and Malásha themselves. While the women were abusing each other, Akoúlya had 
wiped the mud off her frock, and gone back to the puddle. She took a stone and began scraping away the earth in front of 
the puddle to make a channel through which the water could run out into the street. Presently Malásha joined her, and with a 
chip of wood helped her dig the channel. Just as the men were beginning to fight, the water from the little girls' channel ran 
streaming into the street towards the very place where the old woman was trying to pacify the men. The girls followed it; one 
running each side of the little stream. 

'Catch it, Malásha! Catch it!' shouted Akoúlya; while Malásha could not speak for laughing. 

Highly delighted, and watching the chip float along on their stream, the little girls ran straight into the group of men; and the 
old woman, seeing them, said to the men: 

'Are you not ashamed of yourselves? To go fighting on account of these lassies, when they themselves have forgotten all 
about it, and are playing happily together. Dear little souls! They are wiser than you!' 

The men looked at the little girls, and were ashamed, and, laughing at themselves, went back each to his own home. 

Except ye turn, and become as little children, ye shall in no wise enter into the kingdom of heaven. 

 

The Enchanted Bluff  

~ by Willa Cather 

We had our swim before sundown, and while we were cooking our supper the oblique rays of light made a dazzling glare on 
the white sand about us. The translucent red ball itself sank behind the brown stretches of cornfield as we sat down to eat, 
and the warm layer of air that had rested over the water and our clean sand bar grew fresher and smelled of the rank 
ironweed and sunflowers growing on the flatter shore. The river was brown and sluggish, like any other of the half-dozen 
streams that water the Nebraska corn lands. On one shore was an irregular line of bald clay bluffs where a few scrub oaks 
with thick trunks and flat, twisted tops threw light shadows on the long grass. The western shore was low and level, with 
cornfields that stretched to the skyline, and all along the water's edge were little sandy coves and beaches where slim 
cottonwoods and willow saplings flickered. 

The turbulence of the river in springtime discouraged milling, and, beyond keeping the old red bridge in repair, the busy 
farmers did not concern themselves with the stream; so the Sandtown boys were left in undisputed possession. In the 
autumn we hunted quail through the miles of stubble and fodder land along the flat shore, and, after the winter skating 
season was over and the ice had gone out, the spring freshets and flooded bottoms gave us our great excitement of the year. 
The channel was never the same for two successive seasons. Every spring the swollen stream undermined a bluff to the east, 
or bit out a few acres of cornfield to the west and whirled the soil away, to deposit it in spumy mud banks somewhere else. 
When the water fell low in midsummer, new sand bars were thus exposed to dry and whiten in the August sun. Sometimes 
these were banked so firmly that the fury of the next freshet failed to unseat them; the little willow seedlings emerged 
triumphantly from the yellow froth, broke into spring leaf, shot up into summer growth, and with their mesh of roots bound 
together the moist sand beneath them against the battering of another April. Here and there a cottonwood soon glittered 
among them, quivering in the low current of air that, even on breathless days when the dust hung like smoke above the 
wagon road, trembled along the face of the water. 
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It was on such an island, in the third summer of its yellow green, that we built our watch fire; not in the thicket of dancing 
willow wands, but on the level terrace of fine sand which had been added that spring; a little new bit of world, beautifully 
ridged with ripple marks, and strewn with the tiny skeletons of turtles and fish, all as white and dry as if they had been 
expertly cured. We had been careful not to mar the freshness of the place, although we often swam to it on summer evenings 
and lay on the sand to rest. 

This was our last watch fire of the year, and there were reasons why I should remember it better than any of the others. Next 
week the other boys were to file back to their old places in the Sandtown High School, but I was to go up to the Divide to 
teach my first country school in the Norwegian district. I was already homesick at the thought of quitting the boys with 
whom I had always played; of leaving the river, and going up into a windy plain that was all windmills and cornfields and big 
pastures; where there was nothing willful or unmanageable in the landscape, no new islands, and no chance of unfamiliar 
birds—such as often followed the watercourses. 

Other boys came and went and used the river for fishing or skating, but we six were sworn to the spirit of the stream, and we 
were friends mainly because of the river. There were the two Hassler boys, Fritz and Otto, sons of the little German tailor. 
They were the youngest of us; ragged boys of ten and twelve, with sunburned hair, weather-stained faces, and pale blue eyes. 
Otto, the elder, was the best mathematician in school, and clever at his books, but he always dropped out in the spring term 
as if the river could not get on without him. He and Fritz caught the fat, horned catfish and sold them about the town, and 
they lived so much in the water that they were as brown and sandy as the river itself. 

There was Percy Pound, a fat, freckled boy with chubby cheeks, who took half a dozen boys' story-papers and was always 
being kept in for reading detective stories behind his desk. There was Tip Smith, destined by his freckles and red hair to be 
the buffoon in all our games, though he walked like a timid little old man and had a funny, cracked laugh. Tip worked hard in 
his father's grocery store every afternoon, and swept it out before school in the morning. Even his recreations were 
laborious. He collected cigarette cards and tin tobacco-tags indefatigably, and would sit for hours humped up over a snarling 
little scroll saw which he kept in his attic. His dearest possessions were some little pill bottles that purported to contain 
grains of wheat from the Holy Land, water from the Jordan and the Dead Sea, and earth from the Mount of Olives. His 
father had bought these dull things from a Baptist missionary who peddled them, and Tip seemed to derive great satisfaction 
from their remote origin. 

The tall boy was Arthur Adams. He had fine hazel eves that were almost too reflective and sympathetic for a boy, and such a 
pleasant voice that we all loved to hear him read aloud. Even when he had to read poetry aloud at school, no one ever 
thought of laughing. To be sure, he was not at school very much of the time. He was seventeen and should have finished the 
High School the year before, but he was always off somewhere with his gun. Arthur's mother was dead, and his father, who 
was feverishly absorbed in promoting schemes, wanted to send the boy away to school and get him off his hands; but Arthur 
always begged off for another year and promised to study. I remember him as a tall, brown boy with an intelligent face, 
always lounging among a lot of us little fellows, laughing at us oftener than with us, but such a soft, satisfied laugh that we 
felt rather flattered when we provoked it. In after-years people said that Arthur had been given to evil ways as a lad, and it is 
true that we often saw him with the gambler's sons and with old Spanish Fanny's boy, but if he learned anything ugly in their 
company he never betrayed it to us. We would have followed Arthur anywhere, and I am bound to say that he led us into no 
worse places than the cattail marshes and the stubble fields. These, then, were the boys who camped with me that summer 
night upon the sand bar. 

After we finished our supper we beat the willow thicket for driftwood. By the time we had collected enough, night had 
fallen, and the pungent, weedy smell from the shore increased with the coolness. We threw ourselves down about the fire 
and made another futile effort to show Percy Pound the Little Dipper. We had tried it often before, but he could never be 
got past the big one. 



 

     237 

"You see those three big stars just below the handle, with the bright one in the middle?" said Otto Hassler; "that's Orion's 
belt, and the bright one is the clasp." I crawled behind Otto's shoulder and sighted up his arm to the star that seemed 
perched upon the tip of his steady forefinger. The Hassler boys did seine fishing at night, and they knew a good many stars. 

Percy gave up the Little Dipper and lay back on the sand, his hands clasped under his head. "I can see the North Star," he 
announced, contentedly, pointing toward it with his big toe. "Anyone might get lost and need to know that." 

We all looked up at it. 

"How do you suppose Columbus felt when his compass didn't point north any more?" Tip asked. 

Otto shook his head. "My father says that there was another North Star once, and that maybe this one won't last always. I 
wonder what would happen to us down here if anything went wrong with it?" 

Arthur chuckled. "I wouldn't worry, Ott. Nothing's apt to happen to it in your time. Look at the Milky Way! There must be 
lots of good dead Indians." 

We lay back and looked, meditating, at the dark cover of the world. The gurgle of the water had become heavier. We had 
often noticed a mutinous, complaining note in it at night, quite different from its cheerful daytime chuckle, and seeming like 
the voice of a much deeper and more powerful stream. Our water had always these two moods: the one of sunny 
complaisance, the other of inconsolable, passionate regret. 

"Queer how the stars are all in sort of diagrams," remarked Otto. "You could do most any proposition in geometry with 'em. 
They always look as if they meant something. Some folks say everybody's fortune is all written out in the stars, don't they?" 

"They believe so in the old country," Fritz affirmed. 

But Arthur only laughed at him. "You're thinking of Napoleon, Fritzey. He had a star that went out when he began to lose 
battles. I guess the stars don't keep any close tally on Sandtown folks." 

We were speculating on how many times we could count a hundred before the evening star went down behind the 
cornfields, when someone cried, "There comes the moon, and it's as big as a cart wheel!" 

We all jumped up to greet it as it swam over the bluffs behind us. It came up like a galleon in full sail; an enormous, barbaric 
thing, red as an angry heathen god. 

"When the moon came up red like that, the Aztecs used to sacrifice their prisoners on the temple top," Percy announced. 

"Go on, Perce. You got that out of Golden Days. Do you believe that, Arthur?" I appealed. 

Arthur answered, quite seriously: "Like as not. The moon was one of their gods. When my father was in Mexico City he saw 
the stone where they used to sacrifice their prisoners." 

As we dropped down by the fire again some one asked whether the Mound Builders were older than the Aztecs. When we 
once got upon the Mound Builders we never willingly got away from them, and we were still conjecturing when we heard a 
loud splash in the water. 
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"Must have been a big cat jumping," said Fritz. "They do sometimes. They must see bugs in the dark. Look what a track the 
moon makes!" 

There was a long, silvery streak on the water, and where the current fretted over a big log it boiled up like gold pieces. 

"Suppose there ever was any gold hid away in this old river?" Fritz asked. He laid like a little brown Indian, close to the fire, 
his chin on his hand and his bare feet in the air. His brother laughed at him, but Arthur took his suggestion seriously. 

"Some of the Spaniards thought there was gold up here somewhere. Seven cities chuck full of gold, they had it, and 
Coronado and his men came up to hunt it. The Spaniards were all over this country once." 

Percy looked interested. "Was that before the Mormons went through?" 

We all laughed at this. 

"Long enough before. Before the Pilgrim Fathers, Perce. Maybe they came along this very river. They always followed the 
watercourses." 

"I wonder where this river really does begin?" Tip mused. That was an old and a favorite mystery which the map did not 
clearly explain. On the map the little black line stopped somewhere in western Kansas; but since rivers generally rose in 
mountains, it was only reasonable to suppose that ours came from the Rockies. Its destination, we knew, was the Missouri, 
and the Hassler boys always maintained that we could embark at Sandtown in flood time, follow our noses, and eventually 
arrive at New Orleans. Now they took up their old argument. "If us boys had grit enough to try it, it wouldn't take no time 
to get to Kansas City and St. Joe." 

We began to talk about the places we wanted to go to. The Hassler boys wanted to see the stockyards in Kansas City, and 
Percy wanted to see a big store in Chicago. Arthur was interlocutor and did not betray himself. 

"Now it's your turn, Tip." 

Tip rolled over on his elbow and poked the fire, and his eyes looked shyly out of his queer, tight little face. "My place is 
awful far away. My Uncle Bill told me about it." 

Tip's Uncle Bill was a wanderer, bitten with mining fever, who had drifted into Sandtown with a broken arm, and when it 
was well had drifted out again. 

"Where is it?" 

"Aw, it's down in New Mexico somewheres. There aren't no railroads or anything. You have to go on mules, and you run 
out of water before you get there and have to drink canned tomatoes." 

"Well, go on, kid. What's it like when you do get there?" 

Tip sat up and excitedly began his story. 
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"There's a big red rock there that goes right up out of the sand for about nine hundred feet. The country's flat all around it, 
and this here rock goes up all by itself, like a monument. They call it the Enchanted Bluff down there, because no white man 
has ever been on top of it. The sides are smooth rock, and straight up, like a wall. The Indians say that hundreds of years 
ago, before the Spaniards came, there was a village away up there in the air. The tribe that lived there had some sort of steps, 
made out of wood and bark, bung down over the face of the bluff, and the braves went down to hunt and carried water up 
in big jars swung on their backs. They kept a big supply of water and dried meat up there, and never went down except to 
hunt. They were a peaceful tribe that made cloth and pottery, and they went up there to get out of the wars. You see, they 
could pick off any war party that tried to get up their little steps. The Indians say they were a handsome people, and they had 
some sort of queer religion. Uncle Bill thinks they were Cliff Dwellers who had got into trouble and left home. They weren't 
fighters, anyhow. 

"One time the braves were down hunting and an awful storm came up—a kind of waterspout—and when they got back to 
their rock they found their little staircase had been all broken to pieces, and only a few steps were left hanging away up in the 
air. While they were camped at the foot of the rock, wondering what to do, a war party from the north came along and 
massacred 'em to a man, with all the old folks and women looking on from the rock. Then the war party went on south and 
left the village to get down the best way they could. Of course they never got down. They starved to death up there, and 
when the war party came back on their way north, they could hear the children crying from the edge of the bluff where they 
had crawled out, but they didn't see a sign of a grown Indian, and nobody has ever been up there since." 

We exclaimed at this dolorous legend and sat up. 

"There couldn't have been many people up there," Percy demurred. "How big is the top, Tip?" 

"Oh, pretty big. Big enough so that the rock doesn't look nearly as tall as it is. The top's bigger than the base. The bluff is 
sort of worn away for several hundred feet up. That's one reason it's so hard to climb." 

I asked how the Indians got up, in the first place. 

"Nobody knows how they got up or when. A hunting party came along once and saw that there was a town up there, and 
that was all." 

Otto rubbed his chin and looked thoughtful. "Of course there must be some way to get up there. Couldn't people get a rope 
over someway and pull a ladder up?" 

Tip's little eyes were shining with excitement. "I know a way. Me and Uncle Bill talked it over. There's a kind of rocket that 
would take a rope over—lifesavers use 'em—and then you could hoist a rope ladder and peg it down at the bottom and 
make it tight with guy ropes on the other side. I'm going to climb that there bluff, and I've got it all planned out." 

Fritz asked what he expected to find when he got up there. 

"Bones, maybe, or the ruins of their town, or pottery, or some of their idols. There might be 'most anything up there. 
Anyhow, I want to see." 

"Sure nobody else has been up there, Tip?" Arthur asked. 
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"Dead sure. Hardly anybody ever goes down there. Some hunters tried to cut steps in the rock once, but they didn't get 
higher than a man can reach. The Bluff's all red granite, and Uncle Bill thinks it's a boulder the glaciers left. It's a queer place, 
anyhow. Nothing but cactus and desert for hundreds of miles, and yet right under the Bluff there's good water and plenty of 
grass. That's why the bison used to go down there." 

Suddenly we heard a scream above our fire, and jumped up to see a dark, slim bird floating southward far above us—a 
whooping crane, we knew by her cry and her long neck. We ran to the edge of the island, hoping we might see her alight, but 
she wavered southward along the river course until we lost her. The Hassler boys declared that by the look of the heavens it 
must be after midnight, so we threw more wood on our fire, put on our jackets, and curled down in the warm sand. Several 
of us pretended to doze, but I fancy we were really thinking about Tip's Bluff and the extinct people. Over in the wood the 
ringdoves were calling mournfully to one another, and once we heard a dog bark, far away. "Somebody getting into old 
Tommy's melon patch," Fritz murmured sleepily, but nobody answered him. By and by Percy spoke out of the shadows. 

"Say, Tip, when you go down there will you take me with you?" 

"Maybe." 

"Suppose one of us beats you down there, Tip?" 

"Whoever gets to the Bluff first has got to promise to tell the rest of us exactly what he finds," remarked one of the Hassler 
boys, and to this we all readily assented. 

Somewhat reassured, I dropped off to sleep. I must have dreamed about a race for the Bluff, for I awoke in a kind of fear 
that other people were getting ahead of me and that I was losing my chance. I sat up in my damp clothes and looked at the 
other boys, who lay tumbled in uneasy attitudes about the dead fire. It was still dark, but the sky was blue with the last 
wonderful azure of night. The stars glistened like crystal globes, and trembled as if they shone through a depth of clear water. 
Even as I watched, they began to pale and the sky brightened. Day came suddenly, almost instantaneously. I turned for 
another look at the blue night, and it was gone. Everywhere the birds began to call, and all manner of little insects began to 
chirp and hop about in the willows. A breeze sprang up from the west and brought the heavy smell of ripened corn. The 
boys rolled over and shook themselves. We stripped and plunged into the river just as the sun came up over the windy 
bluffs. 

When I came home to Sandtown at Christmas time, we skated out to our island and talked over the whole project of the 
Enchanted Bluff, renewing our resolution to find it. 

Although that was twenty years ago, none of us have ever climbed the Enchanted Bluff. Percy Pound is a stockbroker in 
Kansas City and will go nowhere that his red touring car cannot carry him. Otto Hassler went on the railroad and lost his 
foot braking; after which he and Fritz succeeded their father as the town tailors. 

Arthur sat about the sleepy little town all his life—he died before he was twenty-five. The last time I saw him, when I was 
home on one of my college vacations, he was sitting in a steamer chair under a cottonwood tree in the little yard behind one 
of the two Sandtown saloons. He was very untidy and his hand was not steady, but when he rose, unabashed, to greet me, 
his eyes were as clear and warm as ever. When I had talked with him for an hour and heard him laugh again, I wondered how 
it was that when Nature had taken such pains with a man, from his hands to the arch of his long foot, she had ever lost him 
in Sandtown. He joked about Tip Smith's Bluff, and declared he was going down there just as soon as the weather got 
cooler; he thought the Grand Canyon might be worthwhile, too. 
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I was perfectly sure when I left him that he would never get beyond the high plank fence and the comfortable shade of the 
cottonwood. And, indeed, it was under that very tree that he died one summer morning. 

Tip Smith still talks about going to New Mexico. He married a slatternly, unthrifty country girl, has been much tied to a 
perambulator, and has grown stooped and grey from irregular meals and broken sleep. But the worst of his difficulties are 
now over, and he has, as he says, come into easy water. When I was last in Sandtown I walked home with him late one 
moonlight night, after he had balanced his cash and shut up his store. We took the long way around and sat down on the 
schoolhouse steps, and between us we quite revived the romance of the lone red rock and the extinct people. Tip insists that 
he still means to go down there, but he thinks now he will wait until his boy Bert is old enough to go with him. Bert has been 
let into the story, and thinks of nothing but the Enchanted Bluff. 

TWO TRAVELERS AND A BEAR  

~ by Aesop 

 
Two Men were traveling in company through a forest, when, all at once, a huge Bear crashed out of the brush near them. 

One of the Men, thinking of his own safety, climbed a tree. 

The other, unable to fight the savage beast alone, threw himself on the ground and lay still, as if he were dead. He had heard 
that a Bear will not touch a dead body. 

It must have been true, for the Bear snuffed at the Man's head awhile, and then, seeming to be satisfied that he was dead, 
walked away. 

The Man in the tree climbed down. 

"It looked just as if that Bear whispered in your ear," he said. "What did he tell you?" 

"He said," answered the other, "that it was not at all wise to keep company with a fellow who would desert his friend in a 
moment of danger." 

Misfortune is the test of true friendship. 
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The Velveteen Rabbit  
~ by Margery Williams 

 

HERE was once a velveteen rabbit, and in the beginning he was really splendid. He was fat and bunchy, as a 
rabbit should be; his coat was spotted brown and white, he had real thread whiskers, and his ears were lined 
with pink sateen. On Christmas morning, when he sat wedged in the top of the Boy's stocking, with a sprig 
of holly between his paws, the effect was charming.  

There were other things in the stocking, nuts and oranges and a toy engine, and chocolate almonds and a clockwork mouse, 
but the Rabbit was quite the best of all. For at least two hours the Boy loved him, and then Aunts and Uncles came to 
dinner, and there was a great rustling of tissue paper and unwrapping of parcels, and in the excitement of looking at all the 
new presents the Velveteen Rabbit was forgotten.  

 
Christmas Morning  

For a long time he lived in the toy cupboard or on the nursery floor, and no one thought very much about him. He was 
naturally shy, and being only made of velveteen, some of the more expensive toys quite snubbed him. The mechanical toys 
were very superior, and looked down upon every one else; they were full of modern ideas, and pretended they were real. The 
model boat, who had lived through two seasons and lost most of his paint, caught the tone from them and never missed an 
opportunity of referring to his rigging in technical terms. The Rabbit could not claim to be a model of anything, for he didn't 
know that real rabbits existed; he thought they were all stuffed with sawdust like himself, and he understood that sawdust 
was quite out-of-date and should never be mentioned in modern circles. Even Timothy, the jointed wooden lion, who was 
made by the disabled soldiers, and should have had broader views, put on airs and pretended he was connected with 
Government. Between them all the poor little Rabbit was made to feel himself very insignificant and commonplace, and the 
only person who was kind to him at all was the Skin Horse.  
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The Skin Horse had lived longer in the nursery than any of the others. He was so old that his brown coat was bald in patches 
and showed the seams underneath, and most of the hairs in his tail had been pulled out to string bead necklaces. He was 
wise, for he had seen a long succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and by-and-by break their 
mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that they were only toys, and would never turn into anything else. For nursery 
magic is very strange and wonderful, and only those playthings that are old and wise and experienced like the Skin Horse 
understand all about it.  

"What is REAL?" asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying side by side near the nursery fender, before Nana came to 
tidy the room. "Does it mean having things that buzz inside you and a stick-out handle?"  

"Real isn't how you are made," said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing that happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long 
time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become Real."  

"Does it hurt?" asked the Rabbit.  

"Sometimes," said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. "When you are Real you don't mind being hurt."  

"Does it happen all at once, like being wound up," he asked, "or bit by bit?"  

"It doesn't happen all at once," said the Skin Horse. "You become. It takes a long time. That's why it doesn't happen often to 
people who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by the time you are Real, most of 
your hair has been loved off, and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and very shabby. But these things don't 
matter at all, because once you are Real you can't be ugly, except to people who don't understand."  

"I suppose you are real?" said the Rabbit. And then he wished he had not said it, for he thought the Skin Horse might be 
sensitive. But the Skin Horse only smiled.  

 
The Skin Horse Tells His Story  

"The Boy's Uncle made me Real," he said. "That was a great many years ago; but once you are Real you can't become unreal 
again. It lasts for always."  
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The Rabbit sighed. He thought it would be a long time before this magic called Real happened to him. He longed to become 
Real, to know what it felt like; and yet the idea of growing shabby and losing his eyes and whiskers was rather sad. He wished 
that he could become it without these uncomfortable things happening to him.  

There was a person called Nana who ruled the nursery. Sometimes she took no notice of the playthings lying about, and 
sometimes, for no reason whatever, she went swooping about like a great wind and hustled them away in cupboards. She 
called this "tidying up," and the playthings all hated it, especially the tin ones. The Rabbit didn't mind it so much, for 
wherever he was thrown he came down soft.  

One evening, when the Boy was going to bed, he couldn't find the china dog that always slept with him. Nana was in a hurry, 
and it was too much trouble to hunt for china dogs at bedtime, so she simply looked about her, and seeing that the toy 
cupboard door stood open, she made a swoop.  

"Here," she said, "take your old Bunny! He'll do to sleep with you!" And she dragged the Rabbit out by one ear, and put him 
into the Boy's arms.  

That night, and for many nights after, the Velveteen Rabbit slept in the Boy's bed. At first he found it rather uncomfortable, 
for the Boy hugged him very tight, and sometimes he rolled over on him, and sometimes he pushed him so far under the 
pillow that the Rabbit could scarcely breathe. And he missed, too, those long moonlight hours in the nursery, when all the 
house was silent, and his talks with the Skin Horse. But very soon he grew to like it, for the Boy used to talk to him, and 
made nice tunnels for him under the bedclothes that he said were like the burrows the real rabbits lived in. And they had 
splendid games together, in whispers, when Nana had gone away to her supper and left the night-light burning on the 
mantelpiece. And when the Boy dropped off to sleep, the Rabbit would snuggle down close under his little warm chin and 
dream, with the Boy's hands clasped close round him all night long.  

And so time went on, and the little Rabbit was very happy–so happy that he never noticed how his beautiful velveteen fur 
was getting shabbier and shabbier, and his tail becoming unsewn, and all the pink rubbed off his nose where the Boy had 
kissed him.  

Spring came, and they had long days in the garden, for wherever the Boy went the Rabbit went too. He had rides in the 
wheelbarrow, and picnics on the grass, and lovely fairy huts built for him under the raspberry canes behind the flower 
border. And once, when the Boy was called away suddenly to go out to tea, the Rabbit was left out on the lawn until long 
after dusk, and Nana had to come and look for him with the candle because the Boy couldn't go to sleep unless he was there. 
He was wet through with the dew and quite earthy from diving into the burrows the Boy had made for him in the flowerbed, 
and Nana grumbled as she rubbed him off with a corner of her apron.  
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Spring Time  

"You must have your old Bunny!" she said. "Fancy all that fuss for a toy!"  

The Boy sat up in bed and stretched out his hands.  

"Give me my Bunny!" he said. "You mustn't say that. He isn't a toy. He's REAL!"  

When the little Rabbit heard that he was happy, for he knew that what the Skin Horse had said was true at last. The nursery 
magic had happened to him, and he was a toy no longer. He was Real. The Boy himself had said it.  

That night he was almost too happy to sleep, and so much love stirred in his little sawdust heart that it almost burst. And 
into his boot-button eyes, that had long ago lost their polish, there came a look of wisdom and beauty, so that even Nana 
noticed it next morning when she picked him up, and said, "I declare if that old Bunny hasn't got quite a knowing 
expression!"   

That was a wonderful Summer!  

Near the house where they lived there was a wood, and in the long June evenings the Boy liked to go there after tea to play. 
He took the Velveteen Rabbit with him, and before he wandered off to pick flowers, or play at brigands among the trees, he 
always made the Rabbit a little nest somewhere among the bracken, where he would be quite cozy, for he was a kind-hearted 
little boy and he liked Bunny to be comfortable. One evening, while the Rabbit was lying there alone, watching the ants that 
ran to and fro between his velvet paws in the grass, he saw two strange beings creep out of the tall bracken near him.  

They were rabbits like himself, but quite furry and brand-new. They must have been very well made, for their seams didn't 
show at all, and they changed shape in a queer way when they moved; one minute they were long and thin and the next 
minute fat and bunchy, instead of always staying the same like he did. Their feet padded softly on the ground, and they crept 
quite close to him, twitching their noses, while the Rabbit stared hard to see which side the clockwork stuck out, for he knew 
that people who jump generally have something to wind them up. But he couldn't see it. They were evidently a new kind of 
rabbit altogether.  
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Summer Days  

They stared at him, and the little Rabbit stared back. And all the time their noses twitched.  

"Why don't you get up and play with us?" one of them asked.  

"I don't feel like it," said the Rabbit, for he didn't want to explain that he had no clockwork.  

"Ho!" said the furry rabbit. "It's as easy as anything," And he gave a big hop sideways and stood on his hind legs.  

"I don't believe you can!" he said.  

"I can!" said the little Rabbit. "I can jump higher than anything!" He meant when the Boy threw him, but of course he didn't 
want to say so.  

"Can you hop on your hind legs?" asked the furry rabbit.  

That was a dreadful question, for the Velveteen Rabbit had no hind legs at all! The back of him was made all in one piece, 
like a pincushion. He sat still in the bracken, and hoped that the other rabbits wouldn't notice.  

"I don't want to!" he said again.  

But the wild rabbits have very sharp eyes. And this one stretched out his neck and looked.  

"He hasn't got any hind legs!" he called out. "Fancy a rabbit without any hind legs!" And he began to laugh.  

"I have!" cried the little Rabbit. "I have got hind legs! I am sitting on them!"  

"Then stretch them out and show me, like this!" said the wild rabbit. And he began to whirl round and dance, till the little 
Rabbit got quite dizzy.  
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"I don't like dancing," he said. "I'd rather sit still!"  

But all the while he was longing to dance, for a funny new tickly feeling ran through him, and he felt he would give anything 
in the world to be able to jump about like these rabbits did.  

The strange rabbit stopped dancing, and came quite close. He came so close this time that his long whiskers brushed the 
Velveteen Rabbit's ear, and then he wrinkled his nose suddenly and flattened his ears and jumped backwards.  

"He doesn't smell right!" he exclaimed. "He isn't a rabbit at all! He isn't real!"  

"I am Real!" said the little Rabbit. "I am Real! The Boy said so!" And he nearly began to cry.  

Just then there was a sound of footsteps, and the Boy ran past near them, and with a stamp of feet and a flash of white tails 
the two strange rabbits disappeared.  

"Come back and play with me!" called the little Rabbit. "Oh, do come back! I know I am Real!"  

But there was no answer, only the little ants ran to and fro, and the bracken swayed gently where the two strangers had 
passed. The Velveteen Rabbit was all alone.  

"Oh, dear!" he thought. "Why did they run away like that? Why couldn't they stop and talk to me?"  

For a long time he lay very still, watching the bracken, and hoping that they would come back. But they never returned, and 
presently the sun sank lower and the little white moths fluttered out, and the Boy came and carried him home.    

Weeks passed, and the little Rabbit grew very old and shabby, but the Boy loved him just as much. He loved him so hard 
that he loved all his whiskers off, and the pink lining to his ears turned grey, and his brown spots faded. He even began to 
lose his shape, and he scarcely looked like a rabbit any more, except to the Boy. To him he was always beautiful, and that was 
all that the little Rabbit cared about. He didn't mind how he looked to other people, because the nursery magic had made 
him Real, and when you are Real shabbiness doesn't matter.  

And then, one day, the Boy was ill.  

His face grew very flushed, and he talked in his sleep, and his little body was so hot that it burned the Rabbit when he held 
him close. Strange people came and went in the nursery, and a light burned all night and through it all the little Velveteen 
Rabbit lay there, hidden from sight under the bedclothes, and he never stirred, for he was afraid that if they found him some 
one might take him away, and he knew that the Boy needed him.  

It was a long weary time, for the Boy was too ill to play, and the little Rabbit found it rather dull with nothing to do all day 
long. But he snuggled down patiently, and looked forward to the time when the Boy should be well again, and they would go 
out in the garden amongst the flowers and the butterflies and play splendid games in the raspberry thicket like they used to. 
All sorts of delightful things he planned, and while the Boy lay half-asleep he crept up close to the pillow and whispered 
them in his ear. And presently the fever turned, and the Boy got better. He was able to sit up in bed and look at picture 
books, while the little Rabbit cuddled close at his side. And one day, they let him get up and dress.  

It was a bright, sunny morning, and the windows stood wide open. They had carried the Boy out on to the balcony, wrapped 
in a shawl, and the little Rabbit lay tangled up among the bedclothes, thinking.  

The Boy was going to the seaside to-morrow. Everything was arranged, and now it only remained to carry out the doctor's 
orders. They talked about it all, while the little Rabbit lay under the bedclothes, with just his head peeping out, and listened. 
The room was to be disinfected, and all the books and toys that the Boy had played with in bed must be burnt.  
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"Hurrah!" thought the little Rabbit. "To-morrow we shall go to the seaside!" For the boy had often talked of the seaside, and 
he wanted very much to see the big waves coming in, and the tiny crabs, and the sand castles.  

Just then Nana caught sight of him.  

"How about his old Bunny?" she asked.  

"That?" said the doctor. "Why, it's a mass of scarlet fever germs!–Burn it at once. What? Nonsense! Get him a new one. He 
mustn't have that any more!"  

 
Anxious Times  

And so the little Rabbit was put into a sack with the old picture books and a lot of rubbish, and carried out to the end of the 
garden behind the fowl-house. That was a fine place to make a bonfire, only the gardener was too busy just then to attend to 
it. He had the potatoes to dig and the green peas to gather, but next morning he promised to come quite early and burn the 
whole lot.  

That night the Boy slept in a different bedroom, and he had a new bunny to sleep with him. It was a splendid bunny, all 
white plush with real glass eyes, but the Boy was too excited to care very much about it. For to-morrow he was going to the 
seaside, and that in itself was such a wonderful thing that he could think of nothing else.  

And while the Boy was asleep, dreaming of the seaside, the little Rabbit lay among the old picture books in the corner behind 
the fowl-house, and he felt very lonely. The sack had been left untied, and so by wriggling a bit he was able to get his head 
through the opening and look out. He was shivering a little, for he had always been used to sleeping in a proper bed, and by 
this time his coat had worn so thin and threadbare from hugging that it was no longer any protection to him. Near by he 
could see the thicket of raspberry canes, growing tall and close like a tropical jungle, in whose shadow he had played with the 
Boy on bygone mornings. He thought of those long sunlit hours in the garden–how happy they were–and a great sadness 
came over him. He seemed to see them all pass before him, each more beautiful than the other, the fairy huts in the 
flowerbed, the quiet evenings in the wood when he lay in the bracken and the little ants ran over his paws; the wonderful day 
when he first knew that he was Real. He thought of the Skin Horse, so wise and gentle, and all that he had told him. Of what 
use was it to be loved and lose one's beauty and become Real if it all ended like this? And a tear, a real tear, trickled down his 
little shabby velvet nose and fell to the ground.  
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And then a strange thing happened. For where the tear had fallen a flower grew out of the ground, a mysterious flower, not 
at all like any that grew in the garden. It had slender green leaves the color of emeralds, and in the centre of the leaves a 
blossom like a golden cup. It was so beautiful that the little Rabbit forgot to cry, and just lay there watching it. And presently 
the blossom opened, and out of it there stepped a fairy.  

She was quite the loveliest fairy in the whole world. Her dress was of pearl and dewdrops, and there were flowers round her 
neck and in her hair, and her face was like the most perfect flower of all. And she came close to the little Rabbit and gathered 
him up in her arms and kissed him on his velveteen nose that was all damp from crying.  

"Little Rabbit," she said, "don't you know who I am?"  

The Rabbit looked up at her, and it seemed to him that he had seen her face before, but he couldn't think where.  

"I am the nursery magic Fairy," she said. "I take care of all the playthings that the children have loved. When they are old and 
worn out and the children don't need them any more, then I come and take them away with me and turn them into Real."  

"Wasn't I Real before?" asked the little Rabbit.  

"You were Real to the Boy," the Fairy said, "because he loved you. Now you shall be Real to every one."  

 
The Fairy Flower  

And she held the little Rabbit close in her arms and flew with him into the wood.  

It was light now, for the moon had risen. All the forest was beautiful, and the fronds of the bracken shone like frosted silver. 
In the open glade between the tree-trunks the wild rabbits danced with their shadows on the velvet grass, but when they saw 
the Fairy they all stopped dancing and stood round in a ring to stare at her.  

"I've brought you a new playfellow," the Fairy said. "You must be very kind to him and teach him all he needs to know in 
Rabbit-land, for he is going to live with you for ever and ever!"  

And she kissed the little Rabbit again and put him down on the grass.  
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"Run and play, little Rabbit!" she said.  

But the little Rabbit sat quite still for a moment and never moved. For when he saw all the wild rabbits dancing around him 
he suddenly remembered about his hind legs, and he didn't want them to see that he was made all in one piece. He did not 
know that when the Fairy kissed him that last time she had changed him altogether. And he might have sat there a long time, 
too shy to move, if just then something hadn't tickled his nose, and before he thought what he was doing he lifted his hind 
toe to scratch it.  

And he found that he actually had hind legs! Instead of dingy velveteen he had brown fur, soft and shiny, his ears twitched 
by themselves, and his whiskers were so long that they brushed the grass. He gave one leap and the joy of using those hind 
legs was so great that he went springing about the turf on them, jumping sideways and whirling round as the others did, and 
he grew so excited that when at last he did stop to look for the Fairy she had gone.  

He was a Real Rabbit at last, at home with the other rabbits.    

 
At Last! At Last!  

Autumn passed and Winter, and in the Spring, when the days grew warm and sunny, the Boy went out to play in the wood 
behind the house. And while he was playing, two rabbits crept out from the bracken and peeped at him. One of them was 
brown all over, but the other had strange markings under his fur, as though long ago he had been spotted, and the spots still 
showed through. And about his little soft nose and his round black eyes there was something familiar, so that the Boy 
thought to himself:  

"Why, he looks just like my old Bunny that was lost when I had scarlet fever!"  

But he never knew that it really was his own Bunny, come back to look at the child who had first helped him to be Real.  
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A Time to Talk  
~ by Robert Frost 
 
When a friend calls to me from the road 
And slows his horse to a meaning walk, 
I don't stand still and look around 
On all the hills I haven't hoed, 
And shout from where I am, 'What is it?' 
No, not as there is a time talk. 
I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground, 
Blade-end up and five feet tall, 
And plod: I go up to the stonewall 
For a friendly visit. 

The Selfish Giant  

~ by Oscar Wilde 

Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go and play in the Giant's garden. 

It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there 
were twelve peach-trees that in the spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore 
rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children used to stop their games in order to listen to them. 
"How happy we are here!" they cried to each other. 

One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the Cornish ogre, and had stayed with him for seven years. 
After the seven years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his conversation was limited, and he determined to 
return to his own castle. When he arrived he saw the children playing in the garden. 

"What are you doing here?" he cried in a very gruff voice, and the children ran away. 

"My own garden is my own garden," said the Giant; "any one can understand that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but 
myself." So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice board. 

TRESPASSERS 
WILL BE 
PROSECUTED 

He was a very selfish Giant. 

The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard 
stones, and they did not like it. They used to wander round the high wall when their lessons were over, and talk about the 
beautiful garden inside. "How happy we were there," they said to each other. 

Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were little blossoms and little birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish 
Giant it was still winter. The birds did not care to sing in it as there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once 
a beautiful flower put its head out from the grass, but when it saw the notice board it was so sorry for the children that it 
slipped back into the ground again, and went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the Snow and the Frost. 
"Spring has forgotten this garden," they cried, "so we will live here all the year round." The Snow covered up the grass with 
her great white cloak, and the Frost painted all the trees silver. Then they invited the North Wind to stay with them, and he 
came. He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the garden, and blew the chimney pots down. "This is a delightful 
spot," he said, "we must ask the Hail on a visit." So the Hail came. Every day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the 
castle till he broke most of the slates, and then he ran round and round the garden as fast as he could go. He was dressed in 
grey, and his breath was like ice. 



 

     253 

"I cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming," said the Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at 
his cold white garden; "I hope there will be a change in the weather." 

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden fruit to every garden, but to the Giant's garden she 
gave none. "He is too selfish," she said. So it was always Winter there, and the North Wind, and the Hail, and the Frost, and 
the Snow danced about through the trees. 

One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he heard some lovely music. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he 
thought it must be the King's musicians passing by. It was really only a little linnet singing outside his window, but it was so 
long since he had heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed to him to be the most beautiful music in the world. Then the 
Hail stopped dancing over his head, and the North Wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume came to him through the 
open casement. "I believe the Spring has come at last," said the Giant; and he jumped out of bed and looked out. 

What did he see? 

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall the children had crept in, and they were sitting in the 
branches of the trees. In every tree that he could see there was a little child. And the trees were so glad to have the children 
back again that they had covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving their arms gently above the children's heads. 
The birds were flying about and twittering with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the green grass and 
laughing. It was a lovely scene, only in one corner it was still winter. It was the farthest corner of the garden, and in it was 
standing a little boy. He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches of the tree, and he was wandering all round 
it, crying bitterly. The poor tree was still quite covered with frost and snow, and the North Wind was blowing and roaring 
above it. "Climb up! little boy," said the Tree, and it bent its branches down as low as it could; but the boy was too tiny. 

And the Giant's heart melted as he looked out. "How selfish I have been!" he said; "now I know why the Spring would not 
come here. I will put that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then I will knock down the wall, and my garden shall be 
the children's playground for ever and ever." He was really very sorry for what he had done. 

So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, and went out into the garden. But when the children saw him 
they were so frightened that they all ran away, and the garden became winter again. Only the little boy did not run, for his 
eyes were so full of tears that he did not see the Giant coming. And the Giant stole up behind him and took him gently in his 
hand, and put him up into the tree. And the tree broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, and the little 
boy stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant's neck, and kissed him. And the other children, when they 
saw that the Giant was not wicked any longer, came running back, and with them came the Spring. "It is your garden now, 
little children," said the Giant, and he took a great axe and knocked down the wall. And when the people were going to 
market at twelve o'clock they found the Giant playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever seen. 

All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the Giant to bid him good-bye. 

"But where is your little companion?" he said: "the boy I put into the tree." The Giant loved him the best because he had 
kissed him. 

"We don't know," answered the children; "he has gone away." 

"You must tell him to be sure and come here to-morrow," said the Giant. But the children said that they did not know where 
he lived, and had never seen him before; and the Giant felt very sad. 

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and played with the Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant 
loved was never seen again. The Giant was very kind to all the children, yet he longed for his first little friend, and often 
spoke of him. "How I would like to see him!" he used to say. 

Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He could not play about any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, 
and watched the children at their games, and admired his garden. "I have many beautiful flowers," he said; "but the children 
are the most beautiful flowers of all." 
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One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was dressing. He did not hate the Winter now, for he knew that it 
was merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting. 

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and looked. It certainly was a marvelous sight. In the farthest corner of 
the garden was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were all golden, and silver fruit hung down 
from them, and underneath it stood the little boy he had loved. 

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He hastened across the grass, and came near to the child. 
And when he came quite close his face grew red with anger, and he said, "Who hath dared to wound thee?" For on the 
palms of the child's hands were the prints of two nails, and the prints of two nails were on the little feet. 

"Who hath dared to wound thee?" cried the Giant; "tell me, that I may take my big sword and slay him." 

"Nay!" answered the child; "but these are the wounds of Love." 

"Who art thou?" said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, and he knelt before the little child. 

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, "You let me play once in your garden, to-day you shall come with me to 
my garden, which is Paradise." 

And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant lying dead under the tree, all covered with white 
blossoms. 

~ excerpt from The Happy Prince and Other Tales (1888) 

   

Cat and Mouse in Partnership  

~ by The Brothers Grimm 

A certain cat had made the acquaintance of a mouse, and had said so much to her about the great love and friendship she felt 
for her, that at length the mouse agreed that they should live and keep house together. “But we must make a provision for 
winter, or else we shall suffer from hunger,” said the cat, “and you, little mouse, cannot venture everywhere, or you will be 
caught in a trap some day.” The good advice was followed, and a pot of fat was bought, but they did not know where to put 
it. At length, after much consideration, the cat said, “I know no place where it will be better stored up than in the church, for 
no one dares take anything away from there. We will set it beneath the altar, and not touch it until we are really in need of it.” 
So the pot was placed in safety, but it was not long before the cat had a great yearning for it, and said to the mouse, “I want 
to tell you something, little mouse; my cousin has brought a little son into the world, and has asked me to be godmother; he 
is white with brown spots, and I am to hold him over the font at the christening. Let me go out to-day, and you look after 
the house by yourself.” “Yes, yes,” answered the mouse, “by all means go, and if you get anything very good, think of me, I 
should like a drop of sweet red christening wine too.” All this, however, was untrue; the cat had no cousin, and had not been 
asked to be godmother. She went straight to the church, stole to the pot of fat, began to lick at it, and licked the top of the 
fat off. Then she took a walk upon the roofs of the town, looked out for opportunities, and then stretched herself in the sun, 
and licked her lips whenever she thought of the pot of fat, and not until it was evening did she return home. “Well, here you 
are again,” said the mouse, “no doubt you have had a merry day.” “All went off well,” answered the cat. “What name did 
they give the child?” “Top off!” said the cat quite coolly. “Top off!” cried the mouse, “that is a very odd and uncommon 
name, is it a usual one in your family?” “What does it signify,” said the cat, “it is no worse than Crumb-stealer, as your god-
children are called.” 
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Before long the cat was seized by another fit of longing. She said to the mouse, “You must do me a favor, and once more 
manage the house for a day alone. I am again asked to be godmother, and, as the child has a white ring round its neck, I 
cannot refuse.” The good mouse consented, but the cat crept behind the town walls to the church, and devoured half the 
pot of fat. “Nothing ever seems so good as what one keeps to oneself,” said she, and was quite satisfied with her day's work. 
When she went home the mouse inquired, “And what was this child christened?” “Half-done,” answered the cat. “Half-
done! What are you saying? I never heard the name in my life, I'll wager anything it is not in the calendar!” 

The cat's mouth soon began to water for some more licking. “All good things go in threes,” said she, “I am asked to stand 
godmother again. The child is quite black, only it has white paws, but with that exception, it has not a single white hair on its 
whole body; this only happens once every few years, you will let me go, won't you?” “Top-off! Half-done!” answered the 
mouse, “they are such odd names, they make me very thoughtful.” “You sit at home,” said the cat, “in your dark-grey fur 
coat and long tail, and are filled with fancies, that's because you do not go out in the daytime.” During the cat's absence the 
mouse cleaned the house, and put it in order but the greedy cat entirely emptied the pot of fat. “When everything is eaten up 
one has some peace,” said she to herself, and well filled and fat she did not return home till night. The mouse at once asked 
what name had been given to the third child. “It will not please you more than the others,” said the cat. “He is called All-
gone.” “All-gone,” cried the mouse, “that is the most suspicious name of all! I have never seen it in print. All-gone; what can 
that mean?” and she shook her head, curled herself up, and lay down to sleep. 

From this time forth no one invited the cat to be god-mother, but when the winter had come and there was no longer 
anything to be found outside, the mouse thought of their provision, and said, “Come cat, we will go to our pot of fat which 
we have stored up for ourselves—-we shall enjoy that.” “Yes,” answered the cat, “you will enjoy it as much as you would 
enjoy sticking that dainty tongue of yours out of the window.” They set out on their way, but when they arrived, the pot of 
fat certainly was still in its place, but it was empty. “Alas!” said the mouse, “now I see what has happened, now it comes to 
light! You are a true friend! You have devoured all when you were standing godmother. First top off, then half done, then —
.” “Will you hold your tongue,” cried the cat, “one word more and I will eat you too.” “All gone” was already on the poor 
mouse's lips; scarcely had she spoken it before the cat sprang on her, seized her, and swallowed her down. Verily, that is the 
way of the world. 

The House by the Side of the Road 

~ by Sam Walter Foss 

There are hermit souls that live withdrawn 
In the place of their self-content; 
There are souls like stars, that dwell apart, 
In a fellowless firmament; 
There are pioneer souls that blaze the paths 
Where highways never ran- 
But let me live by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 

Let me live in a house by the side of the road 
Where the race of men go by- 
The men who are good and the men who are bad, 
As good and as bad as I. 
I would not sit in the scorner's seat 
Nor hurl the cynic's ban- 
Let me live in a house by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 
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I see from my house by the side of the road 
By the side of the highway of life, 
The men who press with the ardor of hope, 
The men who are faint with the strife, 
But I turn not away from their smiles and tears, 
Both parts of an infinite plan- 
Let me live in a house by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 

I know there are brook-gladdened meadows ahead, 
And mountains of wearisome height; 
That the road passes on through the long afternoon 
And stretches away to the night. 
And still I rejoice when the travelers rejoice 
And weep with the strangers that moan, 
Nor live in my house by the side of the road 
Like a man who dwells alone. 

Let me live in my house by the side of the road, 
Where the race of men go by- 
They are good, they are bad, they are weak, they are strong, 
Wise, foolish - so am I. 
Then why should I sit in the scorner's seat, 
Or hurl the cynic's ban? 
Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man.  
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KJV 

Proverbs 18:24 A man that hath friends must shew himself friendly: and there is a friend that sticketh closer than a 
brother. 

John 15:13 Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends. 

Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 Two are better than one; because they have a good reward for their labour. For if they fall, 
the one will lift up his fellow: but woe to him that is alone when he falleth; for he hath not another to help him up. 

James 4:8 Draw nigh to God, and he will draw nigh to you. Cleanse your hands, ye sinners; and purify your 
hearts, ye double minded. 

Romans 5:10 For if, when we were enemies, we were reconciled to God by the death of his Son, much more, 
being reconciled, we shall be saved by his life. 

John 15:14-15 Ye are my friends, if ye do whatsoever I command you.  Henceforth I call you not servants; for the 
servant knoweth not what his lord doeth: but I have called you friends; for all things that I have heard of my 
Father I have made known unto you. 

1 Samuel 18:1-3 And it came to pass, when he had made an end of speaking unto Saul, that the soul of 
Jonathan was knit with the soul of David, and Jonathan loved him as his own soul. And Saul took him that day, 
and would let him go no more home to his father's house. Then Jonathan and David made a covenant, because he 
loved him as his own soul. 

Exodus 33:11 And the LORD spake unto Moses face to face, as a man speaketh unto his friend. And he turned 
again into the camp: but his servant Joshua, the son of Nun, a young man, departed not out of the tabernacle. 

1 John 4:7 Beloved, let us love one another: for love is of God; and every one that loveth is born of God, and 
knoweth God. 

Proverbs 27:9 Ointment and perfume rejoice the heart: so doth the sweetness of a man's friend by hearty counsel. 

Romans 12:15 Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with them that weep. 

Matthew 5:44 But I say unto you, Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, 
and pray for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you; 

Galatians 4:7 Wherefore thou art no more a servant, but a son; and if a son, then an heir of God through Christ. 

James 2:21-23 Was not Abraham our father justified by works, when he had offered Isaac his son upon the altar? 
Seest thou how faith wrought with his works, and by works was faith made perfect? And the scripture was fulfilled 
which saith, Abraham believed God, and it was imputed unto him for righteousness: and he was called the Friend 
of God. 

Proverbs 17:17-18 A friend loveth at all times, and a brother is born for adversity. A man void of 
understanding striketh hands, and becometh surety in the presence of his friend. 

Proverbs 15:22 Without counsel purposes are disappointed: but in the multitude of counsellers they are 
established. 
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James 4:4 Ye adulterers and adulteresses, know ye not that the friendship of the world is enmity with God? 
whosoever therefore will be a friend of the world is the enemy of God. 

2 Chronicles 20:7 Art not thou our God, who didst drive out the inhabitants of this land before thy people 
Israel, and gavest it to the seed of Abraham thy friend for ever? 

Latin: Nova Vulgata 

Proverbs 18:24 Vir cum amicis concuti potest, sed est amicus, qui adhaereat magis quam frater. 

John 15:13 maiorem hac dilectionem nemo habet, ut animam suam quis ponat pro amicis suis. 

Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 Melius est duos esse simul quam unum: habent enim emolumentum in labore suo, quia si 
unus ceciderit, ab altero fulcietur. Vae soli! Cum ceciderit, non habet sublevantem se. 

James 4:8 Appropiate Deo, et appropinquabit vobis. Emundate manus, peccatores; et purificate corda, 
duplices animo. 

Romans 5:10 Si enim, cum inimici essemus, reconciliati sumus Deo per mortem Filii eius, multo magis 
reconciliati salvi erimus in vita ipsius; 

John 15:14-15 Vos amici mei estis, si feceritis, quae ego praecipio vobis. Iam non dico vos servos, quia servus 
nescit quid facit dominus eius; vos autem dixi amicos, quia omnia, quae audivi a Patre meo, nota feci vobis. 

1 Samuel 18:1-3 Et factum est cum complesset loqui ad Saul, anima Ionathan colligata est animae David, et 
dilexit eum Ionathan quasi animam suam. Tulitque eum Saul in die illa et non concessit ei, ut reverteretur in 
domum patris sui. Tulitque eum Saul in die illa et non concessit ei, ut reverteretur in domum patris sui. 

Exodus 33:11 Loquebatur autem Dominus ad Moysen facie ad faciem, sicut solet loqui homo ad amicum suum. 
Cumque ille reverteretur in castra, minister eius Iosue filius Nun puer non recedebat de medio tabernaculi. 

1 John 4:7 Carissimi, diligamus invicem, quoniam caritas ex Deo est; et omnis, qui diligit, ex Deo natus est et 
cognoscit Deum. 

Proverbs 27:9 Unguento et ture delectatur cor et dulcedine amici in consilio ex animo. 

Romans 12:15 Gaudere cum gaudentibus, flere cum flentibus. 

Matthew 5:44 Ego autem dico vobis: Diligite inimicos vestros et orate pro persequentibus vos, 

Galatians 4:7 Itaque iam non es servus sed filius; quod si filius, et heres per Deum. 

James 2:21-23 Abraham, pater noster, nonne ex operibus iustificatus est offerens Isaac filium suum super altare? 
Vides quoniam fides cooperabatur operibus illius, et ex operibus fides consummata est; et suppleta est Scriptura 
dicens: “ Credidit Abraham Deo, et reputatum est illi ad iustitiam ”, et amicus Dei appellatus est. 

Proverbs 17:17-18 Omni tempore diligit, qui amicus est, et frater ad angustiam natus est. Stultus homo iungit 
manus, cum spoponderit pro amico suo. 

Proverbs 15:22 Dissipantur cogitationes, ubi non est consilium; ubi vero sunt plures consiliarii, confirmantur. 
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James 4:4 Adulteri, nescitis quia amicitia huius mundi inimica est Dei? Quicumque ergo voluerit amicus esse 
saeculi huius, inimicus Dei constituitur. 

2 Chronicles 20:7 Nonne tu, Deus noster, expulisti habitatores terrae huius coram populo tuo Israel et dedisti 
eam semini Abraham amici tui in sempiternum? 

Nova Vulgata Bibliorum Sacrorum Editio Sacrosancti Oecumenici Concilii Vaticani II Ratione Habita Iussu Pauli PP. VI Recognita Auctoritate 
Ioannis Pauli PP. II Promulgata  Editio Typica Altera  

Greek: Modern 

Proverbs 18:24 Ο ανθρωπος ο εχων φιλους πρεπει να φερηται φιλικως· και υπαρχει φιλος στενωτερος αδελφου. 

John 15:13 Μεγαλητεραν ταυτης αγαπην δεν εχει ουδεις, του να βαλη τις την ψυχην αυτου υπερ των φιλων αυτου. 

Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 Καλητεροι οι δυο υπερ τον ενα· επειδη αυτοι εχουσι καλην αντιμισθιαν εν τω κοπω αυτων. 
Διοτι, εαν πεσωσιν, ο εις θελει σηκωσει τον συντροφον αυτου· αλλ' ουαι εις τον ενα, οστις πεση και δεν εχη δευτερον να 
σηκωση αυτον. 

James 4:8 πλησιασατε εις τον Θεον, και θελει πλησιασει εις εσας. Καθαρισατε τας χειρας σας, αμαρτωλοι, και 
αγνισατε τας καρδιας, διγνωμοι. 

Romans 5:10 Διοτι εαν εχθροι οντες εφιλιωθημεν με τον Θεον δια του θανατου του Υιου αυτου, πολλω, μαλλον 
φιλιωθεντες θελομεν σωθη δια της ζωης αυτου· 

John 15:14-15 Σεις εισθε φιλοι μου, εαν καμνητε οσα εγω σας παραγγελλω. Δεν σας λεγω πλεον δουλους, διοτι ο 
δουλος δεν εξευρει τι καμνει ο κυριος αυτου· εσας δε ειπον φιλους, διοτι παντα οσα ηκουσα παρα του Πατρος μου, 
εφανερωσα εις εσας. 

1 Samuel 18:1-3 Και ως ετελειωσε λαλων προς τον Σαουλ, η ψυχη του Ιωναθαν συνεδεθη μετα της ψυχης του 
Δαβιδ, και ηγαπησεν αυτον ο Ιωναθαν ως την ιδιαν αυτου ψυχην. Και παρελαβεν αυτον ο Σαουλ εκεινην την ημεραν 
και δεν αφηκεν αυτον να επιστρεψη πλεον εις τον οικον του πατρος αυτου. Τοτε ο Ιωναθαν εκαμε συνθηκην μετα του 
Δαβιδ· διοτι ηγαπα αυτον ως την ιδιαν αυτου ψυχην. 

Exodus 33:11 Και ελαλει ο Κυριος προς τον Μωυσην προσωπον προς προσωπον, καθως λαλει ανθρωπος προς τον 
φιλον αυτου. Και επεστρεφεν εις το στρατοπεδον· ο δε θεραπων αυτου νεος, Ιησους ο υιος του Ναυη, δεν ανεχωρει 
απο της σκηνης. 

1 John 4:7 Αγαπητοι, ας αγαπωμεν αλληλους, διοτι η αγαπη ειναι εκ του Θεου, και πας οστις αγαπα εκ του Θεου 
εγεννηθη και γνωριζει τον Θεον. 

Proverbs 27:9 Τα μυρα και τα θυμιαματα ευφραινουσι την καρδιαν, και η γλυκυτης του φιλου δια της εγκαρδιου 
συμβουλης. 

Romans 12:15 Χαιρετε μετα χαιροντων και κλαιετε μετα κλαιοντων. 

Matthew 5:44 Εγω ομως σας λεγω, Αγαπατε τους εχθρους σας, ευλογειτε εκεινους, οιτινες σας καταρωνται, 
ευεργετειτε εκεινους, οιτινες σας μισουσι, και προσευχεσθε υπερ εκεινων, οιτινες σας βλαπτουσι και σας κατατρεχουσι, 

Galatians 4:7 Οθεν δεν εισαι πλεον δουλος αλλ' υιος· εαν δε υιος, και κληρονομος του Θεου δια του Χριστου. 
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James 2:21-23 Αβρααμ ο πατηρ ημων δεν εδικαιωθη εξ εργων, οτε προσεφερεν Ισαακ τον υιον αυτου επι το 
θυσιαστηριον; Βλεπεις οτι η πιστις συνηργει εις τα εργα αυτου, και εκ των εργων η πιστις ετελειωθη, και επληρωθη η 
γραφη η λεγουσα· Επιστευσε δε Αβρααμ εις τον Θεον, και ελογισθη εις αυτον εις δικαιοσυνην, και φιλος Θεου 
ωνομασθη. 

Proverbs 17:17-18 Εν παντι καιρω αγαπα ο φιλος, και ο αδελφος γενναται δια καιρον αναγκης. Ανθρωπος ενδεης 
φρενων διδει χειρα και εγγυαται δια τον φιλον αυτου. 

Proverbs 15:22 Οπου συμβουλιον δεν υπαρχει, οι σκοποι ματαιονονται· εν δε τω πληθει των συμβουλων στερεονονται. 

James 4:4 Μοιχοι και μοιχαλιδες, δεν εξευρετε οτι η φιλια του κοσμου ειναι εχθρα του Θεου; οστις λοιπον 
θεληση να ηναι φιλος του κοσμου, εχθρος του Θεου καθισταται. 

2 Chronicles 20:7 Δεν εισαι συ ο Θεος ημων, ο εκδιωξας τους κατοικους της γης ταυτης εμπροσθεν του λαου 
σου Ισραηλ, και δους αυτην εις το σπερμα του Αβρααμ του αγαπητου σου εις τον αιωνα; 

Imported from the CrossWire Bible Society's "The Sword Project" Bible Modules.  

 

French: Louis Segond (1910) 

Proverbs 18:24 Celui qui a beaucoup d'amis les a pour son malheur, Mais il est tel ami plus attaché qu'un frère. 

John 15:13 Il n'y a pas de plus grand amour que de donner sa vie pour ses amis. 

Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 Deux valent mieux qu'un, parce qu'ils retirent un bon salaire de leur travail.  Car, s'ils 
tombent, l'un relève son compagnon; mais malheur à celui qui est seul et qui tombe, sans avoir un second pour le 
relever! 

James 4:8 Approchez-vous de Dieu, et il s'approchera de vous. Nettoyez vos mains, pécheurs; purifiez vos 
coeurs, hommes irrésolus. 

Romans 5:10 Car si, lorsque nous étions ennemis, nous avons été réconciliés avec Dieu par la mort de son Fils, à 
plus forte raison, étant réconciliés, serons-nous sauvés par sa vie. 

John 15:14-15 Vous êtes mes amis, si vous faites ce que je vous commande. Je ne vous appelle plus serviteurs, 
parce que le serviteur ne sait pas ce que fait son maître; mais je vous ai appelés amis, parce que je vous ai fait 
connaître tout ce que j'ai appris de mon Père. 

1 Samuel 18:1-3 David avait achevé de parler à Saül. Et dès lors l'âme de Jonathan fut attachée à l'âme de 
David, et Jonathan l'aima comme son âme.  Ce même jour Saül retint David, et ne le laissa pas retourner dans la 
maison de son père. Jonathan fit alliance avec David, parce qu'il l'aimait comme son âme. 

Exodus 33:11 L'Eternel parlait avec Moïse face à face, comme un homme parle à son ami. Puis Moïse retournait 
au camp; mais son jeune serviteur, Josué, fils de Nun, ne sortait pas du milieu de la tente. 

1 John 4:7 Bien-aimés, aimons nous les uns les autres; car l'amour est de Dieu, et quiconque aime est né de 
Dieu et connaît Dieu. 
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Proverbs 27:9 L'huile et les parfums réjouissent le coeur, Et les conseils affectueux d'un ami sont doux. 

Romans 12:15 Réjouissez-vous avec ceux qui se réjouissent; pleurez avec ceux qui pleurent. 

Matthew 5:44 Mais moi, je vous dis: Aimez vos ennemis, bénissez ceux qui vous maudissent, faites du bien à 
ceux qui vous haïssent, et priez pour ceux qui vous maltraitent et qui vous persécutent, 

Galatians 4:7 Ainsi tu n'es plus esclave, mais fils; et si tu es fils, tu es aussi héritier par la grâce de Dieu. 

James 2:21-23 Abraham, notre père, ne fut-il pas justifié par les oeuvres, lorsqu'il offrit son fils Isaac sur l'autel? 
Tu vois que la foi agissait avec ses oeuvres, et que par les oeuvres la foi fut rendue parfaite. Ainsi s'accomplit ce 
que dit l'Ecriture: Abraham crut à Dieu, et cela lui fut imputé à justice; et il fut appelé ami de Dieu. 

Proverbs 17:17-18 L'ami aime en tout temps, Et dans le malheur il se montre un frère. L'homme dépourvu de 
sens prend des engagements, Il cautionne son prochain. 

Proverbs 15:22 Les projets échouent, faute d'une assemblée qui délibère; Mais ils réussissent quand il y a de 
nombreux conseillers. 

Jamse 4:4 Adultères que vous êtes! ne savez-vous pas que l'amour du monde est inimitié contre Dieu? Celui 
donc qui veut être ami du monde se rend ennemi de Dieu. 

2 Chronicles 20:7 N'est-ce pas toi, ô notre Dieu, qui as chassé les habitants de ce pays devant ton peuple 
d'Israël, et qui l'as donné pour toujours à la postérité d'Abraham qui t'aimait? 

Version Louis Segond 1910 (LSG) 
Texte libre de droits  
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Spanish: Reina Valera (1909) 

Proverbs 18:24 El hombre que tiene amigos, ha de mostrarse amigo: Y amigo hay más conjunto que el hermano. 

John 15:13 Nadie tiene mayor amor que este, que ponga alguno su vida por sus amigos. 

Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 Mejores son dos que uno; porque tienen mejor paga de su trabajo.  Porque si cayeren, el 
uno levantará á su compañero: mas ay del solo! que cuando cayere, no habrá segundo que lo levante. 

James 4:8 Allegaos á Dios, y él se allegará á vosotros. Pecadores, limpiad las manos; y vosotros de doblado 
ánimo, purificad los corazones. 

Romans 5:10 Porque si siendo enemigos, fuimos reconciliado con Dios por la muerte de su Hijo, mucho más, 
estando reconciliados, seremos salvos por su vida. 

John 15:14-15 Vosotros sois mis amigos, si hiciereis las cosas que yo os mando. Ya no os llamaré siervos, porque 
el siervo no sabe lo que hace su señor: mas os he llamado amigos, porque todas las cosas que oí de mi Padre, os he 
hecho notorias. 
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1 Samuel 18:1-3 Y ASI que él hubo acabado de hablar con Saúl, el alma de Jonathán fué ligada con la de 
David, y amólo Jonathán como á su alma. Y Saúl le tomó aquel día, y no le dejó volver á casa de su padre. E 
hicieron alianza Jonathán y David, porque él le amaba como á su alma. 

Exodus 33:11 Y hablaba Jehová á Moisés cara á cara, como habla cualquiera á su compañero. Y volvíase al 
campo; mas el joven Josué, su criado, hijo de Nun, nunca se apartaba de en medio del tabernáculo. 

1 John 4:7 Carísimos, amémonos unos á otros; porque el amor es de Dios. Cualquiera que ama, es nacido de 
Dios, y conoce á Dios. 

Proverbs 27:9 El ungüento y el perfume alegran el corazón: Y el amigo al hombre con el cordial consejo. 

Romans 12:15 Gozaos con los que se gozan: llorad con los que lloran. 

Matthew 5:44 Mas yo os digo: Amad á vuestros enemigos, bendecid á los que os maldicen, haced bien á los que 
os aborrecen, y orad por los que os ultrajan y os persiguen; 

Galatians 4:7 Así que ya no eres más siervo, sino hijo, y si hijo, también heredero de Dios por Cristo. 

James 2:21-23 ¿No fué justificado por las obras Abraham nuestro padre, cuando ofreció á su hijo Isaac sobre el 
altar? ¿No ves que la fe obró con sus obras, y que la fe fué perfecta por las obras? Y fué cumplida la Escritura que 
dice: Abraham creyó á Dios, y le fué imputado á justicia, y fué llamado amigo de Dios. 

Proverbs 17:17-18 En todo tiempo ama el amigo; Y el hermano para la angustia es nacido. El hombre falto de 
entendimiento toca la mano, Fiando á otro delante de su amigo. 

Proverbs 15:22 Los pensamientos son frustrados donde no hay consejo; Mas en la multitud de consejeros se 
afirman. 

James 4:4 Adúlteros y adúlteras, ¿no sabéis que la amistad del mundo es enemistad con Dios? Cualquiera 
pues que quisiere ser amigo del mundo, se constituye enemigo de Dios. 

2 Chronicles 20:7 Dios nuestro, ¿no echaste tú los moradores de aquesta tierra delante de tu pueblo Israel, y 
la diste á la simiente de Abraham tu amigo para siempre? 
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German: Luther (1912) 

Proverbs 18:24 Ein treuer Freund liebet mehr und steht fester bei denn ein Bruder. 

John 15:13 Niemand hat größere Liebe denn die, daß er sein Leben lässet für seine Freunde. 

Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 So ist's je besser zwei denn eins; denn sie genießen doch ihrer Arbeit wohl. Fällt ihrer einer, 
so hilft ihm sein Gesell auf. Wehe dem, der allein ist! Wenn er fällt, so ist kein anderer da, der ihm aufhelfe. 

James 4:8 Nahet euch zu Gott, so nahet er sich zu euch. Reiniget die Hände, ihr Sünder, und machet eure 
Herzen keusch, ihr Wankelmütigen! 
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Romans 5:10 Denn so wir Gott versöhnet sind durch den Tod seines Sohns, da wir noch Feinde waren, viel 
mehr werden wir selig werden durch sein Leben, so wir nun versöhnet sind. 

John 15:14-15 Ihr seid meine Freunde, so ihr tut, was ich euch gebiete. Ich sage hinfort nicht, daß ihr Knechte 
seid; denn ein Knecht weiß nicht, was sein HERR tut. Euch aber habe ich gesagt, daß ihr Freunde seid; denn alles, 
was ich habe von meinem Vater gehöret, hab' ich euch kundgetan. 

1 Samuel 18:1-3 Und da er hatte ausgeredet mit Saul, verband sich das Herz Jonathans mit dem Herzen 
Davids; und Jonathan gewann ihn lieb wie sein eigen Herz. Und Saul nahm ihn des Tages und ließ ihn nicht 
wieder zu seines Vaters Haus kommen. Und Jonathan und David machten einen Bund miteinander; denn er hatte 
ihn lieb wie sein eigen Herz. 

Exodus 33:11 Der HERR aber redete mit Mose von Angesicht zu Angesicht, wie ein Mann mit seinem Freunde 
redet. Und wenn er wiederkehrete zum Lager, so wich sein Diener Josua, der Sohn Nuns, der Jüngling, nicht aus 
der Hütte. 

1 John 4:7 Ihr Lieben, lasset uns untereinander liebhaben; denn die Liebe ist von Gott; und wer liebhat, der ist 
von Gott geboren und kennet Gott. 

Proverbs 27:9 Das Herz freuet sich der Salbe und Räuchwerk; aber ein Freund ist lieblich um Rats willen der 
Seele. 

Romans 12:15 Freuet euch mit den Fröhlichen und weinet mit den Weinenden. 

Matthew 5:44 Ich aber sage euch: Liebet eure Feinde, segnet, die euch fluchen, tut wohl denen, die euch hassen, 
bittet für die, so euch beleidigen und verfolgen, 

Galatians 4:7 Also ist nun hier kein Knecht mehr, sondern eitel Kinder. Sind's aber Kinder, so sind's auch Erben 
Gottes durch Christum. 

James 2:21-23 Ist nicht Abraham, unser Vater, durch die Werke gerecht worden, da er seinen Sohn Isaak auf dem 
Altar opferte? Da siehest du, daß der Glaube mitgewirket hat an seinen Werken, und durch die Werke ist der 
Glaube vollkommen worden. Und ist die Schrift erfüllet, die da spricht: Abraham hat Gott geglaubet, und ist ihm 
zur Gerechtigkeit gerechnet, und ist ein Freund Gottes geheißen. 

Proverbs 17:17-18 Ein Freund liebet allezeit, und ein Bruder wird in der Not erfunden. Es ist ein Narr, der an 
die Hand gelobet und Bürge wird für seinen Nächsten. 

Proverbs 15:22 Die Anschläge werden zunichte, wo nicht Rat ist; wo aber viel Ratgeber sind, bestehen sie. 

James 4:4 Ihr Ehebrecher und Ehebrecherinnen, wisset ihr nicht, daß der Welt Freund schaft Gottes 
Feindschaft ist? Wer der Welt Freund sein will, der wird Gottes Feind sein. 

2 Chronicles 20:7 Hast du, unser Gott, nicht die Einwohner dieses Landes vertrieben vor deinem Volk Israel 
und hast es gegeben dem Samen Abrahams, deines Liebhabers, ewiglich, 

1912 Lutherbibel 
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Lesson Plans 
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Week/ 
Section 

Nature & 
Geography 

 
Music & 
Art 

 
Literature 

 
Copywork

Character, 
Elocution 
& Orations 

Bible 
Verses for 
Memory or 
Copywork 

Bible Reading 
Schedule 

 
1 

Rain & 
Snow: 
Oceanic 
Distillation, 
Tropical 
Rains 

La 
Traviata, 
read info. 
& listen to 
Act 1 

The Village 
Blacksmith, 
Sweet and 
Low, The 
Violet 

 
Rule 85 

 
Intro. to Elocution 

 
Proverbs 
18:24 

 
Hebrews 1 

 
 
 
2 

 
Rain & 
Snow: 
Mountain 
Condensers, 
Architecture 
of Snow 

 

Jean 
Baptiste 
Corot bio 
and 1st 
picture 

 
The 
Rainbow, A 
Visit from 
St. 
Nicholas, 
The Star-
Spangled 
Banner 

 
 
 
Rule 86 

 
 
Wm. Wilberforce, On 
the Horrors of the 
Slave Trade 

 
 
John 15:13 

 
 
Hebrews 2 
 

 
3 

Rain & 
Snow: 
Atomic 
Poles, 
Architecture 
of Lake Ice 

 
La 
Traviata, 
listen to 
Acts 2 & 3 

 
Father 
William, 
The 
Nightingale 

 
Rule 87–88

 
Charles Dickens, As 
the Literary Guest of 
America 

 
Ecclesiastes 
4:9-10 

 
Hebrews 3 

 
4 

 
In the Whirl 
of a 
Tornado 

2nd picture,  
Jean 
Baptiste 
Corot 

 
Lady Clare , 
The Lord 
of Burleigh 

 
Rule 89 

 
Wm. Thackeray, On 
Charity and Humor 

 
James 4:8 

 
Hebrews 4 

 
5 

 
Rain 

Brahms, 
bio, listen 
to 1st 
Symphony 
& read 
notes 

Hiawatha’s 
Childhood, 
I Wandered 
Lonely 

 
Rule 90 

 
Elocution 
Articulation/Physical 
Exercises 

 
Romans 
5:10 

 
Hebrews 5 

 
6 

 
The 
Shepherd of 
Clouds 

3rd picture,  
Jean 
Baptiste 
Corot 

John 
Barleycorn, 
Life on the 
Ocean 
Wave 

 
Rule 91 

 
Little Girls Wiser 
than Men 

 
John 15:14-
15 

 
Hebrews 6 

 
7 

 
Struck by 
Lightning 

Brahms, 
listen to 
2nd 
Symphony 
& read 
notes 

Death of 
the Old 
Year, Abou 
Ben Adhem

 
Rule 92 

 
Enchanted Bluff 

 
1 Samuel 
18:1-3 

 
Hebrews 7 
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8 

 
Clouds 

4th picture, 
Jean 
Baptiste 
Corot 

 
Farm-Yard 
Song,  To a 
Mouse 

 
Rule 93 

Elocution 
Articulation/Physical 
Exercises 

 
Exodus 
33:11 

 
Hebrews 8 

 
9 

 
OFF 

Brahms, 
listen to 
3rd 
Symphony 
& read 
notes 

To a 
Mountain 
Daisy, 
Barbara 
Frietchie 

 
Rule 94  

 
Two Travelers and a 
Bear 

 
1 John 4:7 

 
Hebrews 9 

 
10 

 
Africa map*  

5th picture, 
Jean 
Baptiste 
Corot 

The 
Inchcape 
Rock, 
Finding of 
the Lyre 

 
Rule 95 

 
Velveteen Rabbit 

 
Proverbs 
27:9 

 
Hebrews 10 

 
11 

 
Africa, 1st 10 
pages 

Brahms, 
listen to 
4th 
Symphony 
& read 
notes 

 
A Chrysalis, 
For A’That

 
Rules 96–
97 

Elocution 
Articulation/Physical 
Exercises 

 
Romans 
12:15 

 
Hebrews 11 

 
12 

 
Africa, last 
10 pages 

6th picture, 
Jean 
Baptiste 
Corot 

 
New 
Arrival, 
The Brook 

 
Rule 98 

 
Two Travelers and a 
Bear 

 
Matthew 
5:44 

 
Hebrews 12 

 
13 

 
Additional 
Africa 
research 

 
Danny 
Boy 

Ballad of 
Clampherd
own, 
Destruction 
of 
Sennacheri
b 

 
Rule 99  

 
Velveteen Rabbit 

 
Galatians 
4:7 

 
Hebrews 13 

 
14 

 
Egypt map* 

O for a 
Thousand 
Tongues 

I 
Remember, 
Driving 
Home the 
Cows 

 
Rule 100 

Elocution 
Articulation/Physical 
Exercises 

 
James 2:21-
23 

 
James 1 

 
15 

 
The Pharos 

 
Yankee 
Doodle 

Much Ado 
About 
Nothing 
(Lamb’s 
Tales) 

 
Rule 101 

 
A Time to Talk, 
Selfish Giant 

 
Proverbs 
17:17-18 

 
James 2 

 
16 

 
First 
Wonder of 
the World 

Jesus, Thy 
Blood and 
Righteous
ness 

 
The Patriot 
Spy (Hero 
Tales) 
 

 
Rule 102 

 
Cat & Mouse in 
Partnership 

 
 
Proverbs 
15:22 

 
 
James 3 
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17 

 
Pyramids 
Today 

The Red, 
White, 
and Blue 

Life of 
Numa 
(Plutarch) 

 
Rule 103 

Elocution 
Articulation/Physical 
Exercises 

 
James 4:4 

 
James 4 

 
18 

 
Additional 
Egypt 
research 

 
The 
Church’s 
One 
Foundatio
n 

 
What the 
Forest Lady 
Said 
(Plutarch) 

 
Rules 104–
105 

 
House by the Side of 
the Road 

 
2 
Chronicles 
20:7 

 
James 5 

 
Use the lesson plans one day a week, or up to five days a week. It’s up to you! Pick and choose which sections you want to 
use each day. We’ve included all the sections of The Tutor for your convenience. By following this plan, you will utilize every 
section of The Tutor in one semester (18 weeks), or half an academic year. Below are additional aids to make your usage of 
The Tutor as convenient and as thorough as possible. 
 
To make sure your children learn and retain what they read and hear, practice one or more of the following Charlotte 
Mason-style ideas: narration (have your children retell the story in their own words); make a notebook for narrations, 
artwork, copywork, and additional research; create a lapbook (many resources are available online); use some of the stories to 
teach your children how to outline. Have your more advanced children use the topics in The Tutor for further research and 
writing assignments (artist, composers, hymn backgrounds, countries covered in geography, etc.). 
 
* Print out an outline map of the countries being studied. Many free sources are available online. You can find additional 
map/geography activities online with little effort. Watch our newsletters for links and activities, and check our Web site 
frequently for helpful links. 
 
Really focus on listening to the music. Start by reading about the classical composer. Before you listen to each piece of 
classical music, read the listening guides we’ve included in The Tutor. Read the story of the opera before you listen to it, and 
then see if you can hear the story elements as you listen. If you’re looking for ways to integrate research and/or writing into 
your homeschool, have your children research the background of the folksongs, the hymn authors, and the stories behind 
the hymns. Watch our newsletters and Web site for helpful links and additional information.  
 
Look critically at each piece of art. We intend for you to spend some time looking at each piece of artwork that we include in 
The Tutor. Spend time discussing the colors the artist used, the shapes, the focal point, and what it says to you. The online Art 
Museum Teacher’s Web site has a helpful page (actually three pages) that you can print out with all sorts of questions to help 
guide your discussion. It covers describing the picture, a formal analysis, and interpretation. These questions are general and 
can be used for every piece of art you study. 
 
The Literature section encompasses Poetry, Lamb’s Tales of Shakespeare, Hero Stories From American History, and 
Plutarch selections. 
 
The elocution section has three different levels. You will probably want to start with the beginner level, especially if you have 
young children. Older children will progress through the levels more quickly, but since every volume of The Tutor has 
different exercises for each level, students can camp out in a level without repetition (unless it is needed, of course). One of 
our goals is to help students develop a mastery of the spoken word. People with great ideas must be able to express them. 
Even not-so-great ideas can sound better if expressed eloquently. Proper elocution techniques are important because every 
person, no matter what his or her goals and station are in life, has to speak. Everyone wants to be understood, everyone 
wants to persuade another person to his point of view at some point in time. Most people, at some point in their lives, will 
have jobs in which they will need to be able to speak clearly and concisely, even if they are not professional speakers (pastors, 
teachers, etc.). If your children have their minds set on a profession that requires a lot of public speaking, then skillful 
elocution is a must.  
 
The individual Bible verses are included for memorization or copywork. The Bible reading schedule listed here is a weekly 
summary. A more detailed schedule broken down into five daily readings per week is in The Tutor. 
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We hope you find these lesson plans helpful in your implementation of The Tutor. Don’t change your teaching style to make 
these lesson plans operable; rather, make them work for you. The lesson plans are meant to be a road map, not a bus driver. 
Use what functions best in your own home. We realize that the way The Tutor is implemented will vary as widely as the 
homes in which it is used. Our goal here at Codex Publishing is to show you the possibilities and to give you the tools you 
need to provide your children with a richer and fuller educational experience. 
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“Abou Ben Adhem,” 130 

Aesop, 235 

Africa, 90 

“American Flag, The,” 187 

“April Day,” 193 

Articulation, 173 

“As the Literary Guest of America,” 218 

Audubon, John James, 191 

 

“Baby King, The,” 201 

“Ballad of the Clampherdown, The,” 137 

“Barbara Frietchie,” 133 

Bible verses, 252 

“Boy’s Presentation Speech,” 183 

Bradley, Mary Emily, 135 

Brahms, Johannes, 48 

Briggs, Charles Frederick, 190 

“Brook, The,” 137 

Brothers Grimm, 248 

Burns, Robert, 129, 131, 132, 136 

Byron, Lord, 138 

 

Cable, George W., 142 

Carroll, Lewis, 124 

“Cat and Mouse in Partnership,” 248 

Cather, Willa, 229 

Character, 226 

“Character of Napoleon Bonaparte,” 188 

“Chrysalis, A” 135 

“Church’s One Foundation, The,” 79 

Climate and weather, 11 

“Clouds,” 37 

“Coming Millions, The,” 213 

Copywork, 84 

Corot, Jean Baptiste, 82 

Cowper, William, 125 

 

“Danny Boy,” 68 

“Death of the Old Year, The,” 130 

“Destruction of Sennacherib, The,” 138 

Dewey, Orville, 208 

Dickens, Charles, 218 

“Discontented Baby’s Diary, A,” 201 

Drake, Joseph Rodman, 187 

“Driving Home the Cows,” 139 

 

Egypt, 113 

Elocution, 170 

“Enchanted Bluff, The,”  229 

 

“Farm-Yard Song,” 131 

“Father William,” 124 
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“Finding of the Lyre, The,” 135 

Fine art, 80 

“First Wonder of the World,” 115 

Folk songs, 68 

“For A’ That,” 136 

Foss, S. W., 213 

Friendship, 227 

Frost, Robert, 246 

 

Geography, 88 

“Girl’s Presentation Speech,” 183 

“Glove and the Lions, The,” 189 

 

“Hannah Jane,” 210 

“Hero Stories from American History,” 150 

“Hiawatha’s Childhood,” 127 

Hood, Thomas, 139 

“House by the Side of the Road,” 249 

Hunt, James Henry Leigh, 189 

Hunt, Leigh, 130 

Hymns, 74 

 

“Inchcape Rock, The,” 134 

“In the Whirl of a Tornado,” 17 

 “I Remember, I Remember,” 138 

“I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud,” 128 

“Jesus, Thy Blood and Righteousness,” 77 

“John Barleycorn,” 129 

 

Key, Francis Scott, 124 

Kipling, Rudyard, 137 

 

“Lady Clare,” 125 

Lamb’s tales of Shakespeare, 142 

“La Traviata,” 42 

“Liberty,” 208 

“Life of Numa,” 155 

“Life on the Ocean Wave, A,” 129 

“Little Boy’s Speech, A,” 178 

“Little Girls Wiser than Men,” 228 

“Little Kitty,” 182 

Locke, D. R., 210 

Longfellow, Henry W., 122, 128 

“Lord of Burleigh, The,” 125 

Lowell, James Russell, 135 

 

Moore, Clement Clarke, 123 

“Much Ado About Nothing,” 144 

 

“New Arrival,” 136 

“Nightingale and the Glow-Worm, The,” 125 

“No Crown for Me,” 181 



 

280 

“O For a Thousand Tongues,” 74 

“On Charity and Humor,” 221 

“On Modulation,” 186 

“On the Horrors of the Slave Trade,” 215 

Opera, 42 

Orations, 214 

Osgood, Kate Putnam, 139 

 

“Passenger Pigeon, The,” 191 

“Patriot Spy, The,” 150 

“Pharos, The,” 113 

Phillips, Charles, 188 

“Pied Piper of Hamelin, The,” 202 

Plutarch, 156 

Poetry, 122 

“Pyramids Today,” 117 

 

“Rain,” 26 

“Rain and Snow,” 11 

“Rainbow, The,” 123 

“Red, White and Blue, The,” 73 

 

Sargent, Epes, 129 

“Selfish Giant, The,” 246 

“Seven Sticks, The,” 179 

Shaw, David T., 73 

“Shepherd of Clouds, The,” 28 

“Somebody’s Mother,” 209 

Southey, Caroline Anne, 193 

Southey, Robert, 134 

“Speech for a Little Girl,” 178 

“Star-Spangled Banner, The,” 124 

Stone, Samuel J., 79 

“Struck by Lightening,” 32 

“Sweet and Low,” 122 

Symphony No. 1 in C Minor, 54 

Symphony No. 2 in D Major, 60 

Symphony No. 3 in F Major, 65 

Symphony No. 4 in E Minor, 70 

 

Taylor, Jane, 129 

Tennyson, Alfred, 122, 126, 127, 130, 137 

Thackeray, William Makepeace, 221 

“Time to Talk, A,” 246 

“To a Mountain Daisy,” 131 

“To a Mouse,” 131 

Tolstoy, Leo, 228 

Trowbridge, J. T., 131 

“Turtle Soup,” 190 

“Two Travelers and a Bear,” 235 

Tyndall, John, 11 

 



KJV 
 
Exodus 20:16 Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy 
neighbour. 
 
Exodus 23:1 Thou shalt not raise a false report: put not thine hand 
with the wicked to be an unrighteous witness. 
 
Exodus 23:7 Keep thee far from a false matter; and the innocent and 
righteous slay thou not: for I will not justify the wicked. 
 
Proverbs 6:12 A naughty person, a wicked man, walketh with a 
froward mouth. 
 
Proverbs 6:19 A false witness that speaketh lies, and he that soweth 
discord among brethren. 
 
Proverbs 12:17 He that speaketh truth sheweth forth righteousness: 
but a false witness deceit. 
 
Matthew 15:19 For out of the heart proceed evil thoughts, murders, 
adulteries, fornications, thefts, false witness, blasphemies: 
 
Luke 8:15 But that on the good ground are they, which in an honest 
and good heart, having heard the word, keep it, and bring forth fruit 
with patience. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:6 Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; 
 
2 Corinthians 4:2 But have renounced the hidden things of 
dishonesty, not walking in craftiness, nor handling the word of God 
deceitfully; but by manifestation of the truth commending ourselves to 
every man's conscience in the sight of God. 
 
Ephesians 4:15 But speaking the truth in love, may grow up into him 
in all things, which is the head, even Christ: 
 
Hebrew 13:18 Pray for us: for we trust we have a good conscience, in 
all things willing to live honestly. 
 



Latin 
 
Exodus 20:16 Non loqueris contra proximum tuum falsum 
testimonium. 
 
Exodus 23:1 Non suscipies famam falsam nec iunges manum tuam 
cum impio, ut dicas falsum testimonium. 
 
Exodus 23:7 Mendacium fugies. Insontem et iustum non occides, 
quia aversor impium. 
 
Proverbs 6:12 Homo iniquus, vir inutilis, graditur ore perverso; 
 
Proverbs 6:19 proferentem mendacia, testem fallacem et eum, qui 
seminat inter fratres discordias. 
 
Proverbs 12:17 Qui spirat veritatem, index iustitiae est, testis autem 
mendax, fraudulentiae. 
 
Matthew 15:19 De corde enim exeunt cogitationes malae, homicidia, 
adulteria, fornicationes, furta, falsa testimonia, blasphemiae. 
 
Luke 8:15 Quod autem in bonam terram: hi sunt, qui in corde bono et 
optimo audientes verbum retinent et fructum afferunt in patientia. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:6 non gaudet super iniquitatem, congaudet autem 
veritati; 
 
2 Corinthians 4:2 sed abdicavimus occulta dedecoris non ambulantes 
in astutia neque adulterantes verbum Dei, sed in manifestatione 
veritatis commendantes nosmetipsos ad omnem conscientiam 
hominum coram Deo. 
 
Ephesians 4:15 veritatem autem facientes in caritate crescamus in 
illum per omnia, qui est caput Christus, 
 
Hebrew 13:18 Orate pro nobis; confidimus enim quia bonam 
conscientiam habemus, in omnibus bene volentes conversari. 
 
 



Greek 
 
Exodus 20:16 Μη ψευδοµαρτυρησης κατα του πλησιον σου 
µαρτυριαν ψευδη. 
 
Exodus 23:1 ∆εν θελεις διαδωσει ψευδη φηµην· δεν θελεις 
συµφωνησει µετα του αδικου δια να γεινης ψευδοµαρτυς. 
 
Exodus 23:7 Απεχε απο αδικου υποθεσεως· και µη γεινης αιτια να 
θανατωθη ο αθωος και ο δικαιος· διοτι εγω δεν θελω δικαιωσει τον 
ασεβη. 
 
Proverbs 6:12 Ο αχρειος ανθρωπος, ο κακοτροπος ανθρωπος, 
περιπατει µε στοµα διεστραµµενον· 
 
Proverbs 6:19 µαρτυρα ψευδη λαλουντα ψευδος και τον εµβαλλοντα 
εριδας µεταξυ αδελφων. 
 
Proverbs 12:17 Ο λαλων αληθειαν αναγγελλει το δικαιον· ο δε 
ψευδοµαρτυς δολον. 
 
Matthew 15:19 ∆ιοτι εκ της καρδιας εξερχονται διαλογισµοι πονηροι, 
φονοι, µοιχειαι, πορνειαι, κλοπαι, ψευδοµαρτυριαι, βλασφηµιαι. 
 
Luke 8:15 Το δε εις την καλην γην, ουτοι ειναι εκεινοι, οιτινες 
ακουσαντες τον λογον, κρατουσιν εν καρδια καλη και αγαθη και 
καρποφορουσιν εν υποµονη. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:6 δεν χαιρει εις την αδικιαν, συγχαιρει δε εις την 
αληθειαν· 
 
2 Corinthians 4:2 αλλ' απηρνηθηµεν τα κρυπτα της αισχυνης, µη 
περιπατουντες εν πανουργια µηδε δολονοντες τον λογον του Θεου, 
αλλα µε την φανερωσιν της αληθειας συνιστωντες εαυτους προς 
πασαν συνειδησιν ανθρωπων ενωπιον του Θεου. 
 
Ephesians 4:15 αλλα αληθευοντες εις την αγαπην να αυξησωµεν εις 
αυτον κατα παντα, οστις ειναι η κεφαλη, ο Χριστος, 
 



Hebrew 13:18 Προσευχεσθε περι ηµων· διοτι ειµεθα πεπεισµενοι οτι 
εχοµεν καλην συνειδησιν, θελοντες να πολιτευωµεθα κατα παντα 
καλως. 
 
French 
 
Exodus 20:16 Tu ne diras point de faux témoignage contre ton 
prochain. 
 
Exodus 23:1 Tu ne feras pas courir de faux bruits. Tu ne donneras 
pas la main au méchant, pour être un témoin inique. 
 
Exodus 23:7 Tu t'éloigneras de la parole de mensonge, et tu ne 
tueras pas l'innocent et le juste; car je ne justifierai pas le méchant. 
 
Proverbs 6:12 Celui qui marche, la perversité dans sa bouche, est un 
homme de Bélial, un homme inique; 
 
Proverbs 6:19 le faux témoin qui profère des mensonges, et celui qui 
sème des querelles entre des frères. 
 
Proverbs 12:17 Celui qui dit la vérité annonce la justice, mais le faux 
témoin, la fraude. 
 
Matthew 15:19 Car du coeur viennent les mauvaises pensées, les 
meurtres, les adultères, les fornications, les vols, les faux 
témoignages, les injures: 
 
Luke 8:15 Mais ce qui est dans la bonne terre, ce sont ceux qui, 
ayant entendu la parole, la retiennent dans un coeur honnête et bon, 
et portent du fruit avec patience. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:6 il n'impute pas le mal; il ne se réjouit pas de 
l'injustice, mais se réjouit avec la vérité; 
 
2 Corinthians 4:2 mais nous avons entièrement renoncé aux choses 
honteuses qui se font en secret, ne marchant point avec ruse et ne 
falsifiant point la parole de Dieu, mais, par la manifestation de la 
vérité, nous recommandant nous-mêmes à toute conscience 
d'homme devant Dieu: 



 
Ephesians 4:15 mais que, étant vrais dans l'amour, nous croissions 
en toutes choses jusqu'à lui qui est le chef, le Christ; 
 
Hebrew 13:18 Priez pour nous, car nos croyons que nous avons une 
bonne conscience, désirant de nous bien conduire en toutes choses. 
 
Spanish 
 
Exodus 20:16 No darás falso testimonio contra tu prójimo. 
 
Exodus 23:1 No propagarás falso rumor; no te concertarás con el 
impío para ser testigo falso. 
 
Exodus 23:7 Aléjate de acusación falsa, y no mates al inocente ni al 
justo, porque yo no absolveré al culpable. 
 
Proverbs 6:12 La persona indigna, el hombre inicuo, es el que anda 
con boca perversa, 
 
Proverbs 6:19 un testigo falso que dice mentiras, y el que siembra 
discordia entre hermanos. 
 
Proverbs 12:17 El que habla verdad declara lo que es justo, pero el 
testigo falso, falsedad. 
 
Matthew 15:19 Porque del corazón provienen malos pensamientos, 
homicidios, adulterios, fornicaciones, robos, falsos testimonios y 
calumnias. 
 
Luke 8:15 Pero la semilla en la tierra buena, éstos son los que han 
oído la palabra con corazón recto y bueno, y la retienen, y dan fruto 
con su perseverancia. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:6 no se regocija de la injusticia, sino que se alegra 
con la verdad; 
 
2 Corinthians 4:2 sino que hemos renunciado a lo oculto y 
vergonzoso, no andando con astucia, ni adulterando la palabra de 
Dios, sino que, mediante la manifestación de la verdad, nos 



recomendamos a la conciencia de todo hombre en la presencia de 
Dios. 
 
Ephesians 4:15 sino que hablando la verdad en amor, crezcamos en 
todos los aspectos en aquel que es la cabeza, es decir, Cristo, 
 
Hebrew 13:18 Orad por nosotros, pues confiamos en que tenemos 
una buena conciencia, deseando conducirnos honradamente en 
todo. 
 
German 
 
Exodus 20:16 Du sollst kein falsch Zeugnis reden wider deinen 
Nächsten. 
 
Exodus 23:1 Du sollst falscher Anklage nicht glauben, daß du einem 
Gottlosen Beistand tust und ein falscher Zeuge seist. 
 
Exodus 23:7 Sei ferne von falschen Sachen. Den Unschuldigen und 
Gerechten sollst du nicht erwürgen; denn ich lasse den Gottlosen 
nicht Recht haben. 
 
Proverbs 6:12 Ein heilloser Mensch, ein schädlicher Mann geht mit 
verstelltem Munde, 
 
Proverbs 6:19 falscher Zeuge, der frech Lügen redet und wer Hader 
zwischen Brüdern anrichtet. 
 
Proverbs 12:17 Wer wahrhaftig ist, der sagt frei, was recht ist; aber 
ein falscher Zeuge betrügt. 
 
Matthew 15:19 Denn aus dem Herzen kommen arge Gedanken: 
Mord, Ehebruch, Hurerei, Dieberei, falsch Zeugnis, Lästerung. 
 
Luke 8:15 Das aber auf dem guten Land sind, die das Wort hören 
und behalten in einem feinen, guten Herzen und bringen Frucht in 
Geduld. 
 
1 Corinthians 13:6 sie freut sich nicht der Ungerechtigkeit, sie freut 
sich aber der Wahrheit; 



 
2 Corinthians 4:2 sondern meiden auch heimliche Schande und 
gehen nicht mit Schalkheit um, fälschen auch nicht Gottes Wort; 
sondern mit Offenbarung der Wahrheit beweisen wir uns wohl an 
aller Menschen Gewissen vor Gott. 
 
Ephesians 4:15 Lasset uns aber rechtschaffen sein in der Liebe und 
wachsen in allen Stücken an dem, der das Haupt ist, Christus, 
 
Hebrew 13:18 Betet für uns. Unser Trost ist der, daß wir ein gutes 
Gewissen haben und fleißigen uns, guten Wandel zu führen bei allen. 
 



 



 



 



 



 




