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P R E F A C E . 

T H E Adelaide Readers have been specially re-written 
for the children of the Public Schools of South Aus
tralia, and conform to the requirements laid down in 
the revised Course of Instruction issued in 1924. 

The subjects treated are largely Australasian, for 
children are naturally interested in their own land, and 
love to read of its plants and animals; its productions, 
and its history. The knowledge so gained is valuable, 
not only for its own sake, but as a basis of comparison 
when other parts of the world are being studied. 

These Readers are essentially reading books. The 
children, for whom they have been prepared, are under 
the guidance of trained teachers, so that explanations 
of familiar words, questions on the subject matter of the 
lessons, grammar tests, and other exercises—some or all 
of which occupy space in many series of reading books— 
have not been deemed necessary. 

In Book I I . a list of the more difficult words, divided 
into syllables, precedes each lesson. This is a con
venience to both teacher and pupil. 
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1.—FIVE P E A S I N A POD (1) 

rest'-less pea '-shoot '-er win'-dow 
lar'-thest speak'-ing daugh'-ter 

; E E E were 
live peas i n 
a pod one 
bright spring 
day. T h e y 
were green, 
and the pod 
w a s green, 
and so they 
thought the 

whole world was green. 
2. The sun shone, and warmed the 

earth, and the rain fell, and made i t 
moist. The pea-vine grew tall and 
strong, and the pod grew long and 

H 
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wide, and the peas, sitting i n a row 
inside i t , grew too. 

3. As they grew larger and larger, 
they thought more and more of what 
they would do by-and-by. " Shall we 
stay here for ever?" asked one, more 
restless than the rest. " I feel sure 
that there is something for us to do 
outside this pod." 

4. As the days went by, the pod 
became yellow, and the peas became 
yellow. "The whole world is turning 
yellow," they thought. 

5. But , one day, a li t t le boy came 
into the garden, and pulled this very 
pod we are talking about, and put i t 
into his jacket pocket wi th other pods. 

6. The peas felt the pul l as the pod 
was torn from the vine, and they said 
to one another, "We shall soon see 
the world now.'^-

7. " I wonder which of us w i l l go 
farthest and see most of the wor ld ," 
said the smallest pea. 

"What is to happen w i l l happen," 
said another pea. 

FIVE PEAS IN A POD 9 

8. "Crack!" went the pod, as i t was 
pressed open. The five peas fell out 
into the boy's hand. He wanted them 
for his pea-shooter. He put one into 
i t , and shot i t out. 

9. "Now I am flying out into the 
wide wor ld ," said the lit t le pea, for i t 
was he, "catch me i f you can." And 
he was gone. 

10. " I shall fly to the sun," said the 
biggest pea, as the boy gave a hard 
p u l l that sent i t up into the air. 

"We may yet go farther than the 
others,'' said the next two, as they fell 
on the ground. 

11. "What is to happen w i l l hap
pen," said the last, as he was shot out 
of the pea-shooter. " I shall go where 
I am sent." 

12. As he was speaking, he flew into 
a crack under a window high up from 
the ground. The crack was almost 
filled wi th soft earth and moss, and 
the pea was held fast. 

13. I n the house lived a woman, 
who went out almost every day to 
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work for her hving. She had a li t t le 
daughter, who was so i l l that she had 
to stay i n bed a great part of her time. 
This poor g i r l used to feel very lonely 
when her mother was away, for she 
had no one to stay wi th her. 

2 .—FIVE P E A S I N A POD (2) 

peep'-ing 
wa'-tered 
de-light' 

picked 
spar'-row 
gut'-ter 

car'-ried 
swal'-lowed 
Heav'-en 

1. I t was spring time again. One 
morning, as the sun was just peep
ing through the window, and the 
mother was getting ready to go to 
work, she heard her daughter cry out, 
"Oh, mother, look at the window, 
please! What can that li t t le green 
thing be? I t is moving to and f ro . " 

2. The mother went to the window, 
and opened i t . " I t is a pea-vine, my 
chi ld ," she said. " I t is growing from 
a crack in the wall under the window. 
How could the pea have got there?" 

FIVE PEAS IN A POD 11 

3. " I am so glad that i t is there," 
said the child, " fo r I shall have some
thing fresh to look at when you are 
away at your work ." 

4. Then the mother drew her 
daughter's bed close to the window, so 

t that she could watch the lit t le plant. 
5. "Mother, I think that I shall get 

wel l , " said the child, two or three 
evenings later, when her mother came 
home. "The sun has been so warm 
to-day, and the li t t le pea-plant is 
growing so fast. I think that I shall 
grow too, and get better." 

6. "God grant i t ! " said her mother, 
as she kissed her child. Then she 
brought a th in stick to prop the lit t le 

^ plant that had given her daughter such 
hope. She watered i t also; and i t grew 
from day to day, t i l l , one morning, she 
was able to say, "Here is a flower 
coming." 

7. The child raised her head, and 
smiled wi th joy. I t was her delight to 
watch the pretty white flower grow
ing larger, and, before the pod came 

1 A t * 
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i n its place, she was able to walk 
about. 

8. What became of the other peas? 
Why, the one that cried, "Catch me 

i f you can!" fell on the roof of the 
house, and was eaten by a dove. The 

" It was her delight to watch the pretty flower growing larger." 

two that fell on the ground were 
picked up by a sparrow. The one that 
started to go to the sun fell into the 
gutter, and was carried away to a 
river, where a goose swallowed i t . 

9. They were, you see, of some use 
in the world; but not of so much use 
as the lit t le pea that grew into a plant, 
and made a sick child happy. Of i t , 

\ 
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I many a time did that child's mother 

say, "God, our Father i n Heaven, 
caused that pea to grow. What a de
light i t has been to you and to me!" 

3 . — L I T T L E W H I T E L I L Y 

lil'-y 
droop '-ing 
wait'-ing 

white '-ness 
cloth'-ing 
droop '-eth 

hold'-eth 
thirst '-y 
veins 

1. Little White Lily 
Sat by a stone, 

Drooping and waiting 
Till the sun shone. 

Little White Lily 
Sunshine has fed ; 

Little White Lily 
Is lifting her head. 

2. Little White Lily 
Said, " It is good 

Little White Lily's 
Clothing and food." 

Little White Lily, 
Dressed like a bride, 

Shining with whiteness, 
And crowned beside ! 
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3. Little White Lily 
Droopeth with pain, 

Waiting and waiting 
For the soft rain. 

Little White Lily 
Holdeth her cup, 

Rain is fast falling 
And filling it up. 

L I L I E S . 

4. Little White Lily 
Said, " Good again, 

When I am thirsty, 
To have nice rain; 

Now I am stronger, 
Now I am cool, 

Heat cannot burn me, 
My veins are so full." 

LITTLE WHITE LILY 15 
5. Little White Lily 

Smells very sweet, 
On her head sunshine, 

Rain at her feet. 
Thanks to the sunshine! 

Thanks to the rain! 
Little White Lily 

Is happy again. 

4.—HOW A B E A N - P L A N T 
GROWS 

sowed halves warmth 
wher-ev'-er lunge main 
shelled won'-der-ful read'-y 

1. I n my garden there is a bed of 
bean-plants. Hundreds of pods hang 
among the leaves, and, i n each of 
them, there are some broad beans. 

2. I sowed the seed-beans some 
months ago; and, after ten or twelve 
days had passed, I saw, wherever one 
had been placed, t iny green leaves just 
above the ground. The li t t le plants 
grew up and up t i l l flowers came on 
them. By-and-by, t iny pods took the 
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place of the flowers, and are growing 
larger and larger. 

3. I n each of the dry beans that I 
bought in the shop, there must have 
been a plant. But what went on after 
I put them under the ground i n my 
garden ? How did the soft baby plant 
get out of the tough skin that is on 
the outside of every seed? I should 
like to know, and so would you, I dare 
say. 

4. Here are some beans, let us look 
at them. What is this black mark or 
scar at the thick end? You have all 
shelled beans, and, of course, you 
know that i t shows where the bean 
was joined to the pod. 

5. Two days ago, I put some beans 
in water to soak. See, here they are, 
and they are larger now than they 
were. 

6. Let us each take one and dry i t , 
Now press its sides between the thumb 
and finger, looking at the scar all the 
time. See, a t iny drop of water comes 
out near one end of i t . What must be 
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there? A hole, surely. We shall see 
why by-and-by. 

7. Now let us take off our bean's 
skin, and split the bean into the halves 
that are shown by the line that runs 
round i t . 

8. A h ! the halves are joined to
gether at one place by a sort of hinge, 
and we shall see there, i f we look 

BEAN WITHOUT ITS S K I N . 
S, scar ; H, hole. R, main root. S-L, seed-leaf ; SH, shoot 

11, main root. 

closely, a whitish shoot. One part of 
i t is bent, and looks like a bud. Yes, 
that's what i t looks like, and there are 
little leaves curled round one another, 
though i t is not easy to see them. 

9. The other part of the shoot 
points to the place where we found 
the lit t le hole, and was i n a groove, so 
that, i f i t grows, its t ip must go out 
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through the hole. Think of thai/1 
The hole there makes i t easy for i t to 
get out. Isn ' t that wonderful ? 

10. Well , now, what takes place 
when a bean is 
sown? How does 
that baby plant 
we have found i n 
i t grow? 

11. I f we really 
want to know, 
and, of course, 
we do, we must 
plant some beans 
in a glass jar, i n 
such a way as to 
be able to see 
them growing, or 
in l ight soil, and 

L, L, leaves j SH, shoot; S.L, S.L, seed- - n u l l OT1P TIT* P W T V 
leaves ; R, main root; RO, rootlets. J - * U A ± u l l c U P c v c x J 

day. We must 
take care, also, to give them water, 
warmth, and air, or they w i l l not 
grow. 

12. I f we do so, we shall find that 
the part of the plant which pointed 

S-L 
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to "the li t t le hole becomes the main 
root, and that the other part becomes 
the stem wi th leaves. 

13. We shall also find that the root 
grows faster at first than the stem, 
and always down, no matter how the 
bean was placed; and, from i t , many 
smaller roots spread out. 

14. As the stem and the root grow, 
we shall see that the halves—seed-
leaves, as they are called—of the bean 
become thin. Yes, they become thin 
because they are a store of food for 
the young plant, t i l l its roots are ready 
to take food from the earth, and its 
leaves ready to get food from the air. 

15. A l l things seem just as they 
should be for the bean-plant to live its 
life, and bear beans from which other 
bean-plants w i l l spring. 

5.—A K I N D BOY. 
cor'-ner to'-wards lol'-lows 
trot'-ting dis'-tance fol '-lowed 
fright'-ened re-plied' guard'-ed 

1. A n old lady stood on a street 
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corner i n a big city. She was afraid 
to cross the street. 

2. Many drays and wagons were 
passing along i n front of her, and 
most of the horses were trot t ing fast. 

3. But worse than the drays and the 
wagons were the tramcars. The loud 
ringing of their bells quite frightened 
the poor old lady. The cars went very 
fast too, and i t seemed to her that 
there was one always passing. 

4. The old lady was very t imid. 
" A busy street is no place for slow 
people," she said to herself. 

5. Just then, she caught sight of a 
group of boys coming towards her on 
their way home from school. "Oh 
dear! what shall I do now? Those 
rough boys w i l l bump against me, and, 
perhaps, push me under the horses' 
feet." 

6. But one of them, who was a short 
distance ahead of the others, came to
wards her wi th a bright smile. " A r e 
you waiting to go across?" he asked. 

7. "Yes, dear," she replied, "but I 
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am afraid. There are so many horses 
and tramcars, and I cannot walk 
fast." 

8. "Don ' t be afraid, ma'am; we'll 
take you across," said Tom (for that 
was the boy's name). 

9. " H o l d on, you fellows," he called 
out to his mates. 1 ' This lady wishes to 
be taken across the street. Let us be 
careful of her." 

Off came their caps, as they said, 
" A l l r igh t . " 

10. Then Tom and another boy, 
having placed themselves one on each 
side of her, watched their chance, and 
took the old lady across the street. 

11. The rest of the boys followed 
close behind them, so that she was well 
guarded from harm. 

6.—SWEET A N D L O W 
west'-ern rolF3ng pret'-ty \ sil'-ver 
breathe dy'-ing babe breast 

1. Sweet and low, sweet and low, 
Wind of the western sea, 

Low, low, breathe and blow, 
Wind of the western sea ! 
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Over the rolling waters go, 
Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me ; 
While my little one, while my pretty 

one, sleeps. 

2. 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. 

Work while you work, play while you play, 
That is the way to be cheerful and gay. 
All that you do, do with your might, 
Things done by halves are never done right. 

FAIRY POPGUNS 23 

7 . — F A I R Y POPGUNS. 

green'-coat whirl'-ing twist'-ed 
grass'-hop-per scat'-ter-ing pan'-sy 
furze star'-tied nurs'-er-y 
gness chanced e-nough' 

1. "What can that noise be?" said 
Master Greencoat Grasshopper to his 
friend Longlegs, one hot day i n sum
mer. "There i t is again. Don't you 
hear i t f ' Pop! pop! pop!' I t may be 
fairy popguns. I must go and see at 
once." 

2. Off he jumped, so high and so far 
that he found himself on the top of a 
furze bush, whilst, all around him, 
came the sound of pop! pop! pop! 

3. " A h ! ah!" said Greencoat to 
himself, " i t must be some bees or flies 
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i n the furze. But, no! I know all their 
voices quite well, and yet I don't know 
this sound, so i t cannot be they. I ' l l 
not guess any more, but shall just wait 
and see." 

4. Pop came something against his 
head. " O h ! what was that?" said 
Greencoat, turning round quickly. 

5. Pop came something against his 
hind leg. This time, Greencoat caught 
sight of a black thing whir l ing through 
the air. *1 Something black, is i t ?" he 
thought to himself. "Wel l , I shall 
soon find out what i t is, i f I keep my 
eyes open." 

6. Just then, r ight under his feet, a 
pod of furze burst open wi th a loud 
sound, and, r ight and left, flew the two 
little black halves of which i t was 
made, scattering their seeds. 

7. Greencoat was so startled that 
he, too, sprang into the air, and, as i t 
chanced, came down on the very spot 
where one of those black halves had 
fallen, nearly two yards away from 
the bush. 
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8. " W e l l , " said Greencoat, speak
ing to the bit of pod, "wel l , now I 
know that i t is you and your brothers 
who make all that noise, w i l l you 
please tell me why you do i t ? " 

9. "Oh, I ' m so t i red ," said the little 

A, A, pods. 

black thing; " I must take a short rest 
first, and then I ' l l tell you." 

10. " T i r e d ! no wonder you are, you 
poor lit t le scrap," said Greencoat, i n 
a k ind tone; "why, you are quite 
twisted up ." 

11. "Yes, when we are going off 
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pop, something inside gives us a sharp 
pul l that twists us, and then we fly-
through the air, just as you saw me 
do." 

12. "Wel l , I think that's very 
strange," said Greencoat; "but you 

PANSIES. 

have not told me yet why you pop and 
fly so far away." 

13. "Think , Master Greencoat, 
th ink ," said a wise-looking pansy that 
was growing near. 1 * Now, what would 
become of all the baby furze plants i f 
they had to live i n one nursery, 
crowded together under one bush?" 

14. "Why , they would not have 
room enough, of course," replied 
Greencoat quickly, for he had no need 
to think very long about that. 

15. " O f course they wouldn't ," said 
the pansy, as she gently tired off 
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at him one of her own seed-pods, 
which made a soft, little pop. 

16. " O h ! can you do i t too?" cried 
Greencoat, laughing. "Wel l , i t does 
seem a funny way of taking care of 
your children; but, I must say, that 
it 's a very good way, all the same." 

17. Then, by rubbing, his hind legs 
against his wings, he made a shrill 
noise, to call Longlegs to come and see 
for himself what the fairy popguns 
were. 

8.—CRADLE SONG 
What does little birdie say ?" 

bird'-ie long'-er strong '-er limbs 
1. What does little birdie say, 

In her nest, at peep of day ? 
Let me fly, says little birdie, 
Mother, let me fly away. 
Birdie, rest a little longer, 
Till the little wings are stronger. 
So she rests a little longer, 
Then she flies away. 

2. What does little baby say, 
In her bed, at peep of day ? 
Baby says, like little birdie, 
Let me rise and fly away. 
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Baby, sleep a little longer, 
Till the little limbs are stronger. 
If she sleeps a little longer, 
Baby, too, shall fly away. 

YOUNG L Y R E - B I R D I N N E S T . 

There is nothing so kingly as kindness, 
And nothing so royal as truth. 

A L I C E C A R E Y . 
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9.—THE T A R - B A B Y STORY (1) 

rab'-bit brer (brother) health 
un'-cle pea'-cock re-mained' 
Re'-mus pranced chuc'-kled 
e'-ven-ing spied punched 
ne'-gro sur-prise' butt 
hon'-ey weath'-er strolled 

1. " D i d the fox never catch the 
rabbit, Uncle Remus'?" asked the lit t le 
boy, the next evening, as he sat down, 
in front of the old negro servant, i n 
the kitchen. 

2. "He did come very near i t , honey 
—did Brer Fox. One day, he went 
to work wi th some tar and other 
things, and fixed up a big doll, which 
he named Tar-baby. This big doll 
he set i n the middle of the road, and 
lay down, behind some bushes, to see 
what would take place. 

3. "He hadn't to wait long before 
Brer Rabbit came down the road, 
carrying his head high, and looking as 

» proud as a peacock. 
4. "He pranced along t i l l he spied 
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Tar-baby; then he stopped short, and 
a look of surprise came over his face. 

"As for Tar-baby, she sat quite 
s t i l l ; and, as for Brer Fox, he lay low. 

5. " 'Good morning! ' said Brer 
Rabbit, mice weather this morning.' 

"Tar-baby said nothing; and Brer 
Fox lay low. 

6. " 'How is your health this morn
ing?' said Brer Rabbit. 

"Bre r Fox, behind the bushes, 
winked slowly; and Tar-baby said 
nothing. 

7. " 'What is the matter with you? 
Are you deaf?' said Brer Rabbit. ' I f 
you are, I can shout louder.' 

"Tar-baby remained s t i l l ; and Brer 
Fox lay low. 

8. " 'You're stuck-up, that's what 
you are,' said Brer Rabbit, 'and I ' m 
going to cure you before you're much 
older.' 

"Bre r Fox chuckled deep down i n 
his throat; but Tar-baby said nothing. 

9. " ' I f you don't take off your hat, 
and say Good day to me, I ' l l box your 
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ears,' said Brer Rabbit. 
"Tar-baby sat s t i l l ; and Brer Fox 

lay low. 
10. "Bre r Rabbit kept on speaking 

to her, and Tar-baby kept on saying 

" What is the matter with you ?" said Brer Rabbit. 

nothing, t i l l , at last, he could stand i t 
no longer, and gave her a box on the 
ear. 

11. "That's where he made the mis
take, honey, you see. His hand stuck, 
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and lie couldn't pul l i t away—the tar 
held i t fast. 

" B u t Tar-baby sat quite s t i l l ; and 
Brer Fox lay low. 

12. " ' I f you don't let me go, I ' l l 
hi t you again,' said Brer Rabbit; and, 
wi th that, he punched her wi th the 
other hand, and, of course, that stuck 
fast. 

"Tar-baby didn't say anything; 
and Brer Fox lay low. 

13. " 'Let me go, I say, let me go 
before I kick you to pieces!' said Brer 
Rabbit. 

" B u t Tar-baby made no reply. She 
just held on, and Brer Rabbit lost the 
use of his feet i n the same way as he 
had lost the use of his hands. 

14. "Then Brer Rabbit cried out 
that he would butt Tar-baby i f she 
didn't let h im go. He butted, and his 
head got stuck. 

15. "Bre r Fox then slipped out of 
his hiding-place, and strolled up, 
looking as i f butter wouldn't melt i n 
his mouth. 
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16. " 'How do you do, Brer Rab
bit ?' said Brer Fox. ' You seem rather 
stuck-up this morning.' Then he 

" How do you do, Brer Rabbit ?" said Brer Fox. 

rolled on the ground, and laughed and 
laughed t i l l he could laugh no more." 

17. " D i d the fox eat the rabbit?" 
said the little boy to whom the tale 

y was told. 
18. "Wel l , well, honey, some say— 

but I hear Miss Sally calling. You 
had better run along now." 
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10.—THE T A R - B A B Y STORY (2) 
af-'ter-wards an'-swer-ing comb'-ing 
laugh'-ing bri'-er sau'-cy 

1. "Uncle Remus," said the li t t le 
boy one evening, about a week after
wards, when he found the old man 
wi th lit t le or nothing to do, " d i d the 
fox k i l l and eat the rabbit when he 
caught h im wi th Tar-baby?" 

2. "Dear me! didn't I tell you 
about that?" said the old negro, wi th 
a chuckle and a sly smile. 

3. "Wel l , when Brer Fox found 
Brer Rabbit mixed up wi th Tar-baby, 
he felt very happy, and rolled on the 
ground, and laughed and laughed. 

4. "By-and-by, when quite worn 
out wi th laughing, he sat up, and said, 
'Well , I expect I 've got you this time, 
Brer Rabbit. May be I haven't; but 
I expect I have. You have been walk
ing round, and holding your head 
very high lately. You, no doubt, 
think yourself the head of the whole 
gang, don't you, now? 
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5. " 'Then you are always i n some 

place where you have no call to be!' 
Brer Fox went on to say, when Brer 
Rabbit didn't answer. 'Who asked 
you to come and talk to Tar-baby? 
And who stuck you where you are? 
Tell me. 

6. " 'Nobody i n the wide world. 
You just came and forced yourself on 
Tar-baby, without any leave,' said 
Brer Fox, answering his own ques
tions. 

7. " 'Well , there you are, and there 
you' l l stay t i l l I get some brushwood 
and a light, and burn you and Tar-
baby up together!' 

8. "Then Brer Rabbit, i n a low, sad 
voice, said to Brer Fox, ' I don't care 
what you do wi th me, Brer Fox, so 
long as you don't throw me into that 
brier bush. Roast me, Brer Fox,' 
said he, 'but don't throw me into that 
brier bush.' 

9. " ' I t ' s so much trouble to light a 
fire,' said Brer Fox, 'that I think I 
had better hang you.' 



36 THE TAB-BABY STORY 

10. " 'Hang me as high as you 
please, Brer Fox, ' said Brer Rabbit; 
'but, for pity's sake, don't throw me 
into that brier bush.' 

11. " ' I haven't any string,' said 
Brer Fox, 'and now, I think that I 
had better drown you.' 

12. " 'Drown me as deep as you 
please, Brer Fox,' said Brer Rabbit, 
'but don't, pray, don't throw me into 
that brier bush.' 

13. "There isn't any water near,' 
said Brer Fox; 'so, now, I think that 
I had better skin you.' 

14. " ' S k i n me, Brer Fox,' said 
Brer Rabbit, 'poke out my eyes, tear 
my ears off, and break my legs, but 
don't, please, don't throw me into 
that brier bush.' 

15. "Because Brer Fox wanted to 
hurt Brer Rabbit as much as he could, 
he took him by the hind legs, and 
threw him right into the middle of the 
brier bush. Then he sat down to see 
what would take place. 

16. "By-and-by, he heard some one 
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from up the h i l l call him. He looked 
up, and there was Brer Rabbit, a 
hundred yards away, sitting on the 
stump of a tree, combing the tar out 
of his fur wi th a chip. 

17. "Then Brer Fox knew that the 
rabbit had been too clever for him. 

" There was Brer Rabbit sitting on the stump of a tree." 

As he sadly turned away, these words 
reached him from the saucy rabbit, 
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'Born and brought up in a brier bush, 
Brer Fox, born and brought up i n a 
brier bush.' " 

11.—THE C H I L D ' S W O R L D 

won'-der-ful cliffs trem'-ble 
beau -ti-ful-ly isles pray'-ers 
friend '-ly thous'-ands whis'-per 

1. Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful world, 
With the wonderful water round you curled, 
And the wonderful grass upon your breast, 
World, you are beaiitifully dressed. 

2. The wonderful air is over me, 
And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree; 
It walks on the water, and whirls the mills, 
And talks to itself on the top of the hills. 

3. You friendly Earth ! how far do you go 
With the wheat fields that nod and the 

rivers that flow, 
With cities and gardens, and cliffs and isles, 
And people upon you for thousands of 

miles ? 

4. Ah, you are so great, and I am so small, 
I tremble to think of you, World, at all ! 
And yet, when I said my prayers to-day, 
A whisper within mo seemed to say— 
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" You are more than the Earth, though 

you are such a dot: 
You can love and think, and the Earth 

cannot! " 
W. B . RANDS. 

12.—THE BOYS A N D T H E 
FROGS 

frog'-gies big'-gest pelt'-ing crea'-tares 
1. Once upon a time, 
" Twenty froggies went to school 

Down beside a rushy pool; 
Twenty little coats of green, 
Twenty vests all white and clean." 

2. A t that very time, i t chanced 
that five or six little boys were playing 
hide-and-seek among the trees and 
bushes near that very pool. 

3. They got t ired of their game, 
and, seeing the frogs sitting so st i l l on 
the log, the biggest boy called out, 
"Here's fine sport. Let us play at 
pelting frogs." 

4. When the stones fell among 
them, the frogs dived off the log into 
the water; but not before two or three 
of them were hurt. 
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5. The boys were not content with 
driving the frogs into the water. 
They knew that the li t t le creatures 
must come up to breathe, so they 
waited t i l l they saw a head above the 

T H E B U L L FBOG. 

water, and then each boy threw a 
stone at i t . 

6. A t last, the old bull frog, who 
had been teaching the froggies, put 
his head up, and cried out, "Please, 
stop, boys; what is fun to you is death 
to us." 
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13.—OUR J U M P I N G F R I E N D , 
T H E FROG 

swim'-ming harm'-ful no'-ticed 
won'-drous gath'-ered per'-fect 
stock'-yard pic'-kle your-selves' 
croak'-ing whit'-ish catch'-ing 
in'-sects yolk tongue 

1. " Taddy Pole and Polly Wogg 
Lived together in a bog ; 
I have seen the very pool 
Where they went to swimming school. 
By-and-by, it's true but strange, 
O'er them came a wondrous change : 
Now see Taddy, on a log, 
Changed into a jumping frog." 

2. M y brother and I first came to 
know Taddy Pole and Polly Wogg, 
and their sisters and brothers, when 
they were li t t le black specks i n a mass 
of jel ly that was sticking to some 
rushes i n a pond near the stockyard. 

3. For some days before, the frogs 
had been croaking very much, and we 
had caught some of them; but mother 
had made us take them back to the 
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water. She told us that frogs do a 
great deal of good, as they eat many 
insects and slugs that are harmful to 
plants. 

4. I t was i n spring when we saw 
the jel ly i n the water, and we gathered 

a few rushes to which 
4 «v*'2a£ some of i t was stick-

ing, put them in a 
A FROG'S EGOS. pickfe bot tk f Ull Of 

water, and took them home to show to 
mother. 

5. Mother said that the jel ly was 
the spawn of a frog, and she told us 
to put some water weeds in the bottle, 
and place i t where the sun could shine 
on i t . 

6. When she had the time to spare, 
she pointed out to us the true eggs, the 
specks i n the mass of spawn. These 
specks were as round as a ball, and 
we found that they were not black all 
over. There was a whitish part that 
mother said would serve as food for 
the young tadpole, just as the yolk of 
an egg does for the chick. 
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7. Three or four times a day, we 
had a look at the eggs through a 
strong lens that made them seem 
larger. I n a week or so, we could see 
tadpoles i n them. By-and-by, the 
li t t le creatures came out, and moved 
slowly about i n the water, t i l l they 
found a weed to which to cling. 

PROM T I N Y T A D P O L E TO B I G FBOG, 

8. What a strange-looking li t t le 
creature a tadpole is at first! Just a 
round, black head wi th a ta i l coming 
out of i t . 

9. We kept two or three "taddies" 
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i n the pickle bottle for a long time, 
putt ing wi th them, now and then, 
some of the green slime and weeds 
from the pond. These they nibbled 
wi th their li t t le horny jaws. We had, 
plainly, given them their proper food. 

A FROG G E T T I N G ITS D I N N E R , 

10. They lived under the water like 
fish, and breathed the air i n the water 
by means of gills, as fish do. 

11. After they had grown to be big 
fellows, four legs grew out from their 
sides. The two hind ones were 
webbed, and were used, i n swimming, 
to aid the tail , which shrunk up, li t t le 
by lit t le, t i l l none of i t was left. 

12. As the days went by, we noticed, 
too, that the creatures rose to the top 
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of the water, now and again, to 
breathe air. We were told that their 
lungs were forming, and that thAy 
would soon lose their gills and l^conW' 
land animals. / 

13. Then we turned them put of the 
pickle bottle into a dish, wi th stones 
i n i t for them to rest on. I t was not 
long before they were perfect frogs. 

14. I could tell you much more 
about tadpoles and frogs, but you 
should get some spawn yourselves and 
watch i t , as my brother and I did. 

15. One thing I must say to you 
before I stop. A frog has a very 
clever way of catching flies and other 
creatures wi th his tongue. Watch 
him t i l l >you see how he does i t . 

14.—THE D A R I N G ^ R O G G Y . 
wick'-ed un-luck'-y regard'-less 
rhyme nigh'-er sud'-den-ly 

1. Once upon a time, 
On the border of a brook, 

A wicked little froggy 
Who had never read a book— 
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Who had never read a story, 
Or a funny little rhyme, 

Had a sad and sudden ending 
Once upon a time. 

2. The little froggy, sad to say, 
Was very fond of flies, 

And thought, on this unlucky day, 
That he had found a prize. 

" Up, up, I go," said Froggy, 
" I can climb as well as hop, 

I only hope he'll stay just there 
' Until I reach the top̂ . 

3. " I wish this wouldn't bend so much," 
Said Froggy going higher ; 

" I wish that flies would shut their 
eyes, 

• And come a little nigher. 
But he is such a good one, 

And he looks so very fine, 
I think that I must have him, 

For it's time for me to dine." 
4. So up he went, regardless 

Of the danger he was in; 
He saw a duck below him, 
' But he didn't care a pin; 

Till suddenly, behind his back, 
The reed began to crack; 

And all he heard was just one word, 
And that one word was "Quack 1 " 

1 5 . — B L U E B E L L A N D T H E 
# F R O G P R I N C E (1) 

maid'-en 
young'-est 
pal'-ace 
bounced 
birth'-day 

pres'-ent 
prin'-cess 
lis'-tened 

fair'-ies 

pad'-dler 
smil'-ing 
jew'-els 
prom'-ise 
climbed 

1. Long, long ago, there lived a 
beautiful maiden, the youngest-
daughter of a king. She was called 
Bluebell because she had deep blue 
eyes. 

2. One day, she was playing ball by 
herself, i n a wood near the palace; 
and the ball bounced into a well, and 
sank out of sight. 

3. I t was a golden ball that her 
mother, who, alas! was no longer alive, 
had given her as a birthday present; 
and the princess, though she had many 
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other pretty things, felt the loss of i t 
so much that she sat down, and cried 
as i f her heart would break. 

4. As she was crying, she thought 
she heard a voice. She listened, and 
these words reached her ears:— 
"What is the matter wi th you, king's 
daughter? Your bitter weeping 
would touch the heart of a stone." 

5. The princess looked about her, 
and saw that the voice came from a 
frog, whose broad, ugly head was 
raised just above the water. She was 
not afraid at hearing the creature 
speak, for she lived i n the time of the 
fairies, and she answered, " A h , is i t 
you, old paddler ? I am crying for my 
golden ball, which has fallen into the 
water." 

6. "Wel l , well, what w i l l you give 
me to bring back your plaything to 
you?" said the frog, smiling at her. 

7. "Whatever you like, dear frog— 
any of my jewels, my silver belt, or 
even my gold crown." (You notice 
she said "dear f rog ," not "o ld 
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paddler," now she thought the frog 
might be of some use to her.) 

8. " I do not want your silver belt, 
or your gold crown, or anything else 
you have; but, i f you w i l l let me eat 
from your golden plate, and sleep 
upon your bed, I w i l l bring your ball 
to you." 

9. "What nonsense," thought the 
princess, "this silly frog is ta lking; as 
i f he could ever leave the well and 
come to the palace! However, he may 
be able to get my ball for me, and, 
therefore, I w i l l promise h im what he 
has asked. 

10. So she said to the frog, " I wi l l 
promise all you have asked, i f you w i l l 

•*mly get me my ball again." 
11. Then the frog dived off the leaf 

upon which he had climbed, and, after 
a li t t le while, came up again wi th the 
ball i n his wide mouth. 

12. The princess took the ball, and, 
at once turning away, ran home as 
fast as she could, without even saying 
"Thank you." 
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13. "Wai t , wait, please!" called the 
frog; "take me wi th you. I cannot 
run so fast as you. Wait , wa i t ! " 

But the princess would not stop to 
hear a word. 

1 6 . — B L U E B E L L A N D T H E 
FROG P R I N C E (2) 

pat'-ter han'-dling jour'-ney 
a-iraid clam'-my dread'-ful 
shut'-ting re-quest' frowned 

1. Iixijoe^evening of the next day, 
when Bluebell was sitting at dinner 
wi th her father, eating from her 
golden plate, there came something 
pitter patter, up the marble stairs^ 
and then, there was heard a voice, 
"King ' s youngest daughter, open to 
me." 

2. The princess went to the door, 
and opened i t ; and, when she saw the 
frog, she was very much afraid, and, 
shutting the door quickly, went back 
to her seat. 
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3. Her father saw that she had had 
a fright, and asked her what had 
frightened her. 

4. "There is at the door," she re
plied, "a nasty frog, who, yesterday, 
got my ball for me out of the well i n 
the wood. I promised h im that he 
should eat off my plate and sleep on 
my bed, thinking that I would never 
see h im again; but there he is at the 
door now, and he wants to come i n . " 

5. Again the voice of the frog was 
heard saying:— 

" King's youngest daughter, open to me ; 
Know what yesterday you promised me 
By the cool water ? 
King's youngest daughter, open to me." 

6. Then said the king, "What you, 
a king's daughter, promised, you must 
perform. Go and open the door." 

7. Bluebell opened the door, and 
the frog hopped into the room, and 
followed her t i l l he came up to her 
chair. Then he cried out, " L i f t me 
up, please, that I may sit beside you." 

8. She could not bear the thought of 
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handling the cold, clammy frog, and, 
not t i l l her father ordered her, would 
she l i f t the creature from the floor. 

9. The frog next wanted to get on 
the table, and the princess had to 
place him there, but she nearly let him 
fall , so great was her haste to get him 
out of her hand. 

10. "Now, push your golden plate 
near me, please, so that we may eat 
together," was his next request. 

11. This she did, but, though the 
frog made a good meal of the meat on 
the plate, Bluebell could not bring 
herself to eat any more dinner. She 
did take one li t t le piece, as her father 
was looking at her, but i t stuck i n her 
throat 

12. " I have had enough, thank 
you," said the frog at last, turning its 
big, golden eyes fu l l on Bluebell; 
"and, as I am tired after my long 
journey, kindly carry me to your 
room, and place me on your bed." 

13. This was too much for the un
happy princess, and she burst into 
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tears. She could not bring herself to 
handle the frog again, and to place i t 
on her pretty satin quilt was dreadful 
to think of. 

14. B u t the king, who was a stern 
man, frowned, and said, "What you 
promised i n time of need you must 
perform. Promises must be kept." 

1 7 . — B L U E B E L L A N D T H E 
FROG P R I N C E (3) 

up-stairs' ut'-tered cm'-el 
ae-cord'-ing hand'-some con-sent' 
pil'-low gaz'-ing wed'-ding 
roused witch car'-riage 

1. Then Bluebell picked up the frog 
between her thumb and finger, and 
carried him upstairs to her room. 
There she threw him into a corner, 
and would not look at h im for a long 
time. 

2. The frog lay sti l l for a good 
while, but, at last, he said that she 
must put him on her bed according to 
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her promise, or he would tell her 
father. 

3. So she picked the creature up, 
and put him on the foot of her bed, 
but he soon hopped along, and sat 
himself down on her pillow. 

4. How she slept that night she did 
not know; but, when she woke i n the 
morning, the frog had gone. As soon 
as i t was light, he had hopped down
stairs and out of the house. 

5. " A h ! " said the princess to her
self, as she looked around, "he is 
gone; how glad I am! Now I shall be 
troubled wi th h im no more." 

6. Bu t no; the next night, and the 
night after that, the frog came, and 
she had to take him, and place h im on 
her bed each time, for she was afraid 
that he would tell her father that she 
would not keep her promise. 

7. On the th i rd morning, the 
princess was roused from sleep by a 
clap of thunder. When she opened 
her eyes, she uttered a scream, for 
there, near the head of her bed, stood 
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a tall, handsome young man, dressed^ 
like a prince. 

8. Gazing upon her wi th loving 
looks, he said, "Dear Bluebell, do not 
be afraid, nothing w i l l hurt you. I 
am a prince, and I want to thank you 
for your kindness to me. Long years 
ago, a wicked witch changed me into 
the form of a frog, i n which I was to 
remain unt i l some princess should let 
me eat from her plate and sleep three 
nights on her bed. 

9. " Y o u i t is who have broken the 
cruel charm, and I have nothing now 
to wish for, but that you w i l l be my 
bride and go wi th me to my kingdom. 
To-morrow I shall come for your 
answer." 

10. The next day he came, and 
Bluebell liked h im very much, and 
said "Yes," when he asked her again 
to be his wife. Her father gave his 
consent also, and the wedding took 
place soon afterwards. 

11. Then, i n a carriage drawn by 
eight white ponies, wi th a servant 
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standing at the back of i t , they drove 
away to the prince's kingdom. 

18.—THE V I O L E T 
1. 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. 

2. And yet it was a lovely flower, 
Its colour bright and fair ; 

It might have graced a rosy bower, 
Instead of hiding there. 
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3. Yet there it was, content to bloom, 

In modest tints arrayed; 
And there diffused a sweet perfume, 

Within the silent shade. 

4. Then let me to the valley go, 
This pretty flower to see; 

That I may also learn to grow 
In sweet humility. 

J A N E TAYLOR. 

19.—GETTING R E A D Y TO GO 
TO SEA (1) 

Pe'-tet re-marked' naught'-y 
wrecked court'-tries sail'-or 
Mag'-gie af'-ter-noon' ex-plained' 
drowned hap'-pened be-gin'-ning 
sel'-fish rea'-son un-der-stand' 

1. "When I am grown up, I shall 
go to sea," said Peter. " I shall sail 
straight to an unknown island, and 
my ship shall be wrecked on i t . " 

" I t w i l l not be an 'unknown' island 
i f you can sail 'straight' to i t , " said 
his sister Maggie. 

2. The lit t le boy took no notice of 
this remark. "Every one else w i l l be 
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drowned, of course," lie went on, 
"but I shall swim to shore and save 
myself." 

" I think that sounds selfish," said 
his sister. 

3. "Not at a l l , " said Peter, " fo r I 
shall, of course, t ry to save the others 
first. But they are sure to be 
drowned, all the same; people in story 
books always are, you know." 

" I am glad I am not in a story 
book," remarked Maggie. 

4. " Y o u are a gi r l , so you could not 
go to sea i n any case. Girls are only 
in the way on a boat." 

" O h ! " said Maggie, " I am not at 
all sorry to hear i t . I would far 
rather stay on shore, thank you." 

5. " W h a t ! " cried Peter; "do you 
not want to go to sea i n a real ship, 
and visit other countries, and see 
wonderful new cities'?" 

Maggie began to change her mind 
when she heard this. "Perhaps I 
w i l l go to sea, after a l l , " she said. 

6. One wet afternoon, a few days 
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later, Maggie happened to look out of 
the window, and saw her brother in 
the garden. " W h y are you standing 
out in the rain, Peter?" she asked. 

" I must get used to the rain i f I am 
to go to sea when I am grown up," 
he answered. 

7. " Y o u w i l l be wet through i f 
you do not get an umbrella," said 
Maggie. 

"There w i l l be no umbrellas on 
board ship," was the little boy's reply. 

"There w i l l be umbrellas on board 
my ship, when I go to sea," remarked 
his sister. 

8. "That is because you are a g i r l , " 
laughed Peter. 

" O f course i t is ," said Maggie, "a 
g i r l would not be so silly as to get wet 
for nothing at a l l . " 

" I am not getting wet for nothing 
at a l l , " said Peter, " i t is because I 
mean to go to sea when I grow up." 

9. But Peter's mother did not know 
that he had such a good reason for get
t ing wet, and she was angry with him. 
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So the little fellow was sent to bed 
early. 

10. Maggie could not bear to think 
that Peter was going without his tea 
while she was having hers, and she 
said to her mother, "Peter did not 
mean to be naughty, mother." 

11. "Then he should not have stood 
out i n the ra in , " said her mother. 

" Y o u see, mother," said Maggie, 
"he wants to be a sailor when he 
grows up ." 

" I do not see why that should make 
him a naughty boy now," remarked 
her mother. 

12. " W e l l , " explained Maggie, "he 
thought he had better get used to 
being out i n the rain. When you go 
to sea, you are often out i n the rain 
without an umbrella, and, i f you are 
not used to getting wet, you may catch 
cold." 

13. " A h ! " said her mother, who 
was beginning to understand, "and 
what else happens to you when you go 
to sea?" 
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"Sometimes," Maggie answered, 
"your ship is wrecked on an unknown 
island, and, very often, you have 
nothing to eat or drink for days and 
days and days." 

14. " A h ! " said her mother, again; 
"then, perhaps, i t is a good thing that 
your brother is getting used to go 
without his tea!" 

Maggie shook her head. " I don't 
think poor Peter need get used to two 
things on the same day," she said. 

"Nor do I , " laughed her mother; 
"so you shall take him his tea at 
once." 

20.—GETTING R E A D Y TO GO 
TO SEA (2) 

min'-utes ad'-ded mo'-ment 
knocked starv-a'-tion ra'-ther 

y rubbed cheer'-hil en'-gine 

1. Ten minutes later, Maggie 
knocked at her brother's door, wi th a 
tray i n her hand. 
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"Go away," said Peter, crossly. 
But Maggie opened the door, and 
went in . 

" I have brought you some tea, 
Peter," she said. 

" Peter sat up in bed, and rubbed his eyes." 

2. Peter sat up i n bed, and rubbed 
his eyes. " M y eyes always water 
when I am in bed," he explained, as 
his sister set the tray near him. 

"So do mine," said Maggie. " A t 
least," she added, "they do when I am 
sent to bed early." 
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3. Peter was too busy over his tea 
to say anything to this. A t last, when 
he could eat and drink no more, he 
began to talk again. " I a m glad," he 
remarked, "that there is always some 
one on an unknown island to save you 
from starvation." 

4. " A r e you sure there always is 
some one?" asked Maggie. 

"Oh, yes," answered Peter; "there 
must be, or else we should not know so 
much about unknown islands." 
• " I should like to know a little more 
about them, before I go to one," re
marked Maggie. 

5. " I w i l l go first," said Peter, 
"and then I can come home and tell 
you what i t is l ike . " 

"Very wel l , " said Maggie, i n a 
cheerful tone; " I w i l l stay at home 
and have cake and jam for tea, while 
you are starving to death on an un
known island." 

6. Peter looked thoughtful for a 
moment or two. "Perhaps I shall not 
go to sea, after a l l , " he remarked. 
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" W h a t ! " cried Maggie, "do you 
not want to sail to other countries and 
visit wonderful new cities?" 

7. Peter's face grew red. " I think 
I shall go by t r a in , " he said. "Then 
you can come too, and we'll take an 
umbrella i f you like, and there w i l l be 
plenty of cake and jam for both of 
us." 

" A r e you sure I shall not be i n the 
way?" asked Maggie. 

8. "Oh, no!" said Peter, "trains 
are not like ships. Besides, I think I 
should be rather dull i f I went alone." 

" I am sure I should be very dull i f 
I stayed at home alone," said Maggie, 
softly. 

9. " W e l l , " said their mother, com
ing into the room, "has the poor sailor 
been saved from starvation on an un
known island?" 

10. Peter looked at Maggie, and 
Maggie looked at Peter. 

" I have changed my mind, 
mother," said Peter, " I am not going 
to be a sailor when I grow up ." 
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11. "He is going to drive the engine 
of a train—be an engine-driver," 
added Maggie, "and I shall be a lady 
and ride i n the t r a in . " 

21.—BED I N S U M M E R 

1. In winter I get up at night 
And dress by yellow candle-light. 
In summer, quite the other way, 
I have to go to bed by day. 

2. I have to go to bed and see 
The birds still hopping on the tree, 
Or hear the grown-up people's feet 
Still going past me in the street. 

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

Lightly the breath of the spring wind blows, 
Though laden with sweet perfume ; 

'Tis the fragrance rare that the bushman 
knows, 

The scent of the wattle-bloom. 
A. L. GORDON. 
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A GOOD PLAY. 

1. We built a ship upon the stairs 
All made of the back-bedroom chairs, 
And filled it full of sofa pillows 
To go a-sailing on the billows. 

2. We took a saw and several nails, 
And water in the nursery pails ; 
And Tom said, " Let us also take 
An apple and a slice of cake " ;— 
Which was enough for Tom and me 
To go a-sailing on, till tea. 

3. We sailed along for days and days, 
And had the very best of plays ; 
But Tom fell out and hurt his knee, 
So there was no one left but me. 

22.—"HERO." 

en'-teted 
glanc'-ing 
pluck'-ing 
wan'-dered 
pad'-dock 
stud'-ded 

but'-ter-cups 
jack'-ass-es 
blos'-soms 
glid'-ing 
fierce 
bur'-ied 

churn'-ing 
fin'-ished 
snatched 
sun'-bon'-net 
kneel'-ing 
dimmed 

1. "Roy, where are you?" 
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Mrs. North was standing at the 
door, shading her eyes wi th her hand, 
and looking for her boy. She called 
again a lit t le louder, and a baby voice 
answered, "Here, mother." 

2. "Oh, there he is ," she said, 
seeing him sitting i n the long, wavy 
grass, which was as high as his head, 
down at the bottom of the garden. 
"Don ' t go away; w i l l you, dear? Stop 
and play there." She entered the 
house, saying to herself, "Dear lit t le 
fel low"; then, glancing back, "He 
can't wander very far ." 

3. Roy played among the grass with 
his ball, and, when he became tired of 
i t , he began plucking flowers. He 
wandered on t i l l he came to the gate 
in the furze hedge. The gate opened 
into a large grass paddock. 

4. Just as Roy was about to pass out 
of the gate, a big dog bounded up to 
him. The child, wi th a cry of delight, 
put his arms round the dog's neck, 
and began talking to him. ' ' Come for 
pretty flowers, Hero," he said. 
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5. Roy and Hero were firm friends, 

and the dog always kept close to his 
little master, wherever he went. Soon 
they reached a part of the paddock 
where, to the child's delight, the grass 
was studded with buttercups and blue 
bells. 

6. He ran here and there, picking 
flowers, chasing butterflies, and clap
ping his hands to the jackasses, who 
were laughing loudly in the gum-
trees. After wandering a long way, 
he told Hero they would go home to 
mother. Hero wagged his tail , and 
started for the farm-house, and Roy 
walked by his side, wi th one small 
hand resting on the dog's head, and 
the other holding a bunch of flowers. 
"Pre t ty flowers for mother," he said, 
pressing his face against the sweet 
blossoms. 

7. They were walking on, when 
Hero's sharp eyes saw a snake gliding 
through the grass. W i t h a fierce 
growl, he sprang upon i t , and bit i t . 
The snake, a large one, turned, with 
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an angry hiss, and buried its fangs i n 
his head. 

8. The dog shook the snake off, and 
bit i t again and again. The child 
stood watching them i n such fear that 
he was unable to move. 

9. Meanwhile, Mrs. Nor th was 
packing eggs. She looked out of the 
window every few minutes, and saw 
Roy playing i n the same place. After 
packing the eggs, she began churning, 
and so taken up was she wi th her 
work, that she forgot about Roy. 
When the churning was finished, Mrs. 
North glanced at the clock, and ex
claimed, " A whole hour gone since I 
last looked to see i f Roy were there!'' 

10. She stepped quickly to the 
window, and, not seeing him, snatched 
up her sun-bonnet, shut the door be
hind her, and went to find him. 

11. Having searched the garden i n 
vain, she went into the paddock, and, 
after a while, saw his head peeping 
above the grass. 

12. As she went towards him, call-
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ing, "Roy, Roy," she came across the 
body of the snake not yet quite dead. 
Roy was a lit t le way off, kneeling by 
the side of Hero, gently stroking him, 
while the tears rolled down his cheeks. 
The dog was lying wi th his large 
brown eyes, now dimmed, turned upon 
the boy for whom he had given his life. 

13. A t a glance, Mrs. North under
stood. She knelt down, and pressing 
the child closely to her wi th one hand, 
stroked brave Hero wi th the other, 
while her eyes filled wi th tears. 

14. A t the bottom of the garden, 
there is now a mound bright wi th 
flowers, and at one end, cut on a 
smooth piece of wood, is the one word, 
"Hero . " 

23.—BOB, T H E H A W K E R ' S 
HORSE 

hawk'-er hun'-gry good-na'-tured 
two'-wheeled re-fused' brisk'-ly 
trav'-elled pleas'-ant treat'-ing 

1. Bob was a hawker's horse. Day 
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after day, he drew a large, two-
wheeled cart, wi th a t i l t over i t , along 
the country roads. This was loaded 
wi th goods of many kinds, and made 
a heavy load to draw. 

2. The horse used to stop at all the 
houses, so that his master might sell 
his goods. 

3. One day, after he had travelled a 
long way, and was tired and hungry, 
Bob came to a halt; yet there was no 
house i n sight. 

"Get u p ! " said his master. 
" N o ! " said Bob. 
This is the way Bob said ' ' No. ' ' He 

set his feet firmly, laid back his ears, 
and shook his head. 

4. His master got out of the cart, 
and patted him. 

Bob didn't stir. 
He talked to him in a pleasant tone. 
St i l l the old horse did not move. 
What was to be done % 
5. The hawker wanted to get to the 

township that was not far off, but he 
could not do i t i f his horse refused to 
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move. He went to the back of the 
cart. 

6. A gentleman, who was passing, 
thought he was going to get his whip, 
but the hawker knew better what to 
do than to t ry beating Bob. 

7. He took from the cart a bucket, 
in which were some chaff! and oats, 
and, showing i t to Bob, he walked on, 
and set i t down where the horse could 
see i t . 

8. The latter, l i f t ing his ears, and 
looking very good-natured, walked up 
to the bucket. His master let him eat 
the feed; Then he put the bucket 
back i n its place, and Bob trotted off 
briskly wi th his load. 

9. Treating the horse in this way 
was better-for him, and, we may also 
say, for his master, than giving him 
the whip. 
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24.—ONE GOOD T U R N 
D E S E R V E S A N O T H E R (1) 
an-oth'-er Wit'-ling ev'-er-y-thing 
wast'-ed eld'-est sta'-ble 
qui'-et touch'-ing prin'-cess-es 
sim'-pie un-til' pearls 

A N Y , many 
years ago, 
there lived 
a king who 
had three 
sons. Two 
o f t h e m 
w a s t e d 
their time 
and their 
m o n e y , 

and did many things that they should 
not have done. 

2. The third, the youngest of the 
three, was quiet and simple i n his 
ways, true to his word, and kind to all 
around him. I do not know his name, 
but his brothers used to call him W i t -
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l ing, to show that they thought he had 
litt le wi t or sense. 

3. One day the three brothers set 
oft' from their father's palace, to go to 
a town a long way off. On their way, 
they came to an ant-hill. 

4. "Le t us stir up the ants with a 
stick," said the eldest brother; " I like 
to see them rush out and carry away 
their eggs." 

"No, no, leave the poor li t t le things 
alone," said W i t l i n g ; " I don't like to 
see them hur t . " 

5. The brothers went on without 
touching the ant-hill, and, by-and-by, 
they came to a pond. Some ducks 
were swimming on i t . 

6. The elder brothers wished, just 
for fun, to catch some of them; but 
Wi t l ing said, "Leave the ducks alone. 
Why should you hurt them? They 
are doing.you no harm." 

7. The ducks were let alone, and 
the brothers walked on unt i l they 
came to a tree i n which was a swarm 
of bees. The bees had stored so much 
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honey i n a hollow that i t was running 
down the t runk of the tree. 

8. "Le t us make a fire under the 
tree," said the eldest brother, "and 
then we may be able to get some honey 
without being stung." 

" By-and-by, the three brothers came to a castle." 

9. "Don ' t trouble to do any such 
th ing," said Wi t l ing . "Le t the lit t le 
bees alone. They work hard, and they 
like to live as well as we do." 

10. Strange as i t may seem, his 
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brothers again did as Wi t l i ng wished, 
and walked on. 

11. By-and-by, the three brothers 
came to a castle. They went round i t , 
but could see no one. Then they went 
inside, and looked into some of the 
rooms. Everything they saw in the 
castle was of stone. Even the horses 
in the stable had been turned to stone. 

12. I n one of the rooms, they found 
a large stone table. On the table, i t 
was writ ten that three things must be 
done to free three princesses who lay 
asleep i n one of the rooms, and to 
bring back to fife all the stone 
animals. 

13. First , some one must find a 
thousand pearls that lay, under the 
moss and leaves, i n the wood near the 
castle. Bu t i f he who began to look 
for the pearls did not find them before 
the sun went down that same day, he 
would be turned to stone. 

14. When the brothers read these 
words, they made up their minds to 
t r y and find the pearls. The eldest 
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was to t ry first; and he went into the 
wood, and, all day long, searched for 
them under the moss and leaves. He 
found only one hundred pearls, and, 
at sunset, he was turned to stone. 

15. The second brother went out 
the next day, to look for them. He 
worked very hard, and found two 
hundred—a number far short of a 
thousand—and he, too, was turned to 
stone. 

25.—ONE GOOD T U R N 
D E S E R V E S A N O T H E R (2) 
ru'-in eat'-en there'-lore 
piece set'-tied mar'-ried 

1. Wi t l i ng did not sleep well that 
night. He was very sad, for he loved 
his brothers, though they were not 
good to him. Then, too, he thought 
that he would be turned to stone him
self when the sun set the next day. 

2. As soon as i t was light, he rose 
from his bed, and went out to search 
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under the moss and leaves for the 
pearls. 

3. As he was searching, up came 
the king of the ants. "Good morning, 

Isir ," said the ant king. " Y o u were 
k ind to me and my people when your 
brothers wished to ru in my castle. 
But for you, we should not be alive 
now. We wil l t ry to repay you by 
finding the pearls that you are search
ing for . " 

4. Then he called up five or six 
thousand ants, and they ran here and 
there, and soon found the thousand 
pearls, and put them in a heap. 

5. The second thing to do, i n order 
to free the princesses and all the 
things that had been turned to stone 
in the castle, was to get the key of the 
princesses' room out of the lake. 

6. The next morning, when the 
young man went to the lake, t ry ing 
hard to think of some way to get the 
key, a flock of ducks swam towards 
him. Great was his joy when one of 
them said, "We know what you want. 
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We w i l l help you, for you saved our 
lives." * 

7. Then they began to dive, and, at 
last, one of them brought up the gold 
key i n her b i l l . 

8. The th i rd and last thing that 
had to be done was hard also. 

'* A flock of ducks swam towards him." 

Wit l ing must make sure which of the 
daughters of the king was the 
youngest, and then wake her. 

9. As the princesses lay asleep, 
they looked just alike.: A l l Wi t l i ng 
knew was that, before they went to 
sleep, the eldest had eaten some bread 
and butter, the second a slice of cake, 
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and the youngest a piece of bread and 
honey. How was he to tell which had 
eaten the honey? 

10. As Wi t l ing stood looking at 
them, a bee flew into the room, 
through a slit i n the wall that let i n 
light and air. I t was a bee from the 
very same swarm as the young man 
had stopped his brothers from harm
ing. 

11. This bee went from mouth to 
mouth of the sleeping princesses, and, 
finding the one that had eaten the 
piece of bread and honey, i t settled 
on her red hps. . 

12. I n this way the young man was 
shown which princess had eaten honey 
before falling asleep, and which, 
therefore, was the youngest. 

13. He woke her, and the spell that 
had been laid upon the castle was 
broken. A l l who had been turned to 
stone came to life, and, among them, 
to Witl ing 's great joy, were his two 
brothers. 

14. The three young men married 
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the three daughters of the k ing ; and 
we may feel sure that they taught 
their children to be k ind to ants, 
ducks, bees, and all other animals. 

2 6 . — W Y N K E N , B L Y N K E N , A N D 
NOD 

sailed ml'-fled bring'-ing 
mis'-ty twin'-kling trun'-die-bed' 

1. Wynken, Blynken, and Nod, one night, 
Sailed off in a wooden shoe— 

Sailed, on a river of misty light, 
Into a sea of dew. 

2. The old moon laughed, and sang a song 
As they rocked in the wooden shoe ; 

And the wind that sped them all night long 
Ruffled the waves of dew. 

3. All night long, their nets they threw 
For the fish in the twinkling foam ; 

Then, down from the sky, came the 
wooden shoe 

Bringing the fishermen home. 

4. Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes, 
And Nod is a little head, 

And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies 
Is a wee one's trundle-bed. 
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5. So shut your eyes while mother sings 
Of wonderful sights that be, 

And you shall see the beautiful things 
As you rock in the misty sea, 

Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen 
three— 

Wynken, Blynken, and Nod. 

27 .—BEFORE T H E W H I T E M A N 
C A M E 

dis'-trict scarce na'-tives 
wad'-dies clothes fierce 
church'-es hab'-its doz'-en 
man'-aged watch'-ing lu'-bras 

1. Before the year 1836, when the 
white man first came to live i n South 
Australia, the black-fellows owned all 
the land. They lived i n tribes of 
about 200 to 500 people, and the affairs 
of each tribe were managed by a few 
old men. 

2. The black-fellow called his wife 
a lubra, his children piccaninnies, and 
his home a wurley. This wurley was 
made of branches of trees and the 
skins of animals. 

3i The natives were too lazy to 
make dams or tanks i n which to store 
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water, so they had to make their 
homes near creeks, water-holes, or 
springs. 

4. White men generally settle down 
in some town or district, but the 
blacks, who were a wandering people, 
made their camps wherever game 
was plentiful, and moved on when 
food became scarce. They had no 
guns, but hunted the kangaroos and 
wallabies wi th spears, boomerangs, 
and waddies. 

5. Those who lived near the River 
Murray or the sea sometimes caught 
fish for a change. When they could 
not make a fire they would eat their 
food raw. Ugh! 

6. The blacks wore no clothing at 
all, but they were very fond of paint
ing their faces and bodies wi th white 
and yellow marks, which made them 
look very fierce i n their corroborees 
and battles. 

7. U n t i l the white man came the 
blacks had never seen a horse, a cow, 
a dog, a cat, or a pig, while foxes, 
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rabbits, and hares were also unknown 
to them. Although the kookaburra 
laughed among the branches there 
was not a single starling or sparrow 
in all the land. 

8. The natives travelled long dis
tances on foot, for there were no 
motor-cars i n those days, and they 
had never seen a railway-train. They 
knew nothing about bridges, ships, or 
jetties, and either swam the rivers or 
crossed i n their boats of bark. 

9. The post-office and the telephone 
were unknown to these people, but 
they sent messages to their distant 
friends by means of smoke signals. 
There were no schools or churches, no 
shops and no money. No li t t le black 
boy or g i r l even knew what a picture-
show was, or had ever tasted ice
cream. 

10. After a time they tried to five 
like the white people, but they were 
not used to our food and clothing, nor 
to our habits. The change i n their 
way of l iving was too great for them, 
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and they soon began to die out. 
11. I n the out-back country num

bers may yet be seen, while many 
native families live on the Mission 
Stations at Point McLeay, Point 
Pearce and Koonibba. But i n most 
of the settled parts of our State 
scarcely any remain. 

12. I n days gone by thousands lived 
on the banks of the Murray, where 
they could obtain plenty of food and 
water. When I was a boy I used to 
see great numbers around the wells 
quite close to the beach near Wal 
laroo. Lubras wi th piccaninnies on 
their backs often came to our house 
begging for sugar or tobacco. I t 
made us laugh to see them wi th pipes 
i n their mouths. 

13. Many made their homes near 
the clear cool water of the Blue Lake, 
but " L a n k y , " the last of this large 
Mount Gambier tribe, died some 
years ago. When I saw him he was 
an old man, tal l and thin, wi th grey 
hair and whiskers. 
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14. He was sitting on the low cliffs 
near Beachport, wi th his elbows on 
his knees and his head resting on his 
hands as he looked across the sea at 
the setting sun. 

15. "Wel l , 'Lanky, ' " said I , "what 
are you thinking of as the sun goes 
down?" " A h ! " he replied, " I am 
the last of my tribe. A l l the rest have 
gone—strong men and lubras and 
li t t le piccaninnies, and soon I , too, 
shall follow, over there where the sun 
is going down." 

28.—A B I R D ' S L O V E . 

fan'-tail hatched strug'-gles 
wil'-low cov'-ered sod'-den 
chat'-ter-ing smug'-gle crea'-ture 
sub'-stance crawled de-stroy' 
col'-oured swal'-low-ing sin'-gle 

1. A pair of black and white fan-
tails built their nest upon a branch of 
a willow-tree, which grew on the 
bank of a creek that flowed near my 
home. 
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2. A l l country boys and girls know 
the fantail (or wagtail as they more 
often call i t ) and its beautiful nest. 

A F ANT All*. 

I t is a little black bird, wi th a white 
breast, and a fan-shaped tai l that is 
never stil l . You see the bird, some
times, on the back of a sheep or a cow, 
or playing about them as they graze, 
and you can hear i t chattering all the 
time. 

3. The nest of the wagtail is shaped 
like a cup. I t is made of twigs stuck 
together wi th cobweb, and is lined 
wi th the same substance. Often, i t is 
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built on a bough that hangs over 
water; and, i f any one goes near i t , 
the lit t le owners set up a loud 
chattering. 

4. Well, the two wagtails I began 
to tell you about, built their nest over 
a pool in the creek. I n about a week, 
there were four eggs i n the nest— 
cream-coloured eggs, wi th a grey r ing 
round them. By-and-by, three lit t le 
ones were hatched; and their parents 
were very happy, hunting about to 
get insects for them. 

5. One day, when the baby wagtails 
were only half covered wi th down, 
and had to snuggle up together i n the 
nest to keep one another warm, i t 
began to rain. The flood-waters 
rushed down; the pool under the 
willow-tree rose higher, unt i l the 
water came through the bottom of 
the nest. The lit t le ones, when they 
felt the strange chill, crawled about 
the nest and clung to its sides. 

6. The poor lit t le mother flew 
around her home, which the yellow 
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water was fast swallowing up, for, 
though the rain had ceased now, and 
the sun was shining again, the water 
was sti l l rising. A t last, she settled 
down upon her nest, and spread her 
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wings above her brood; but of what 
use were those f ra i l wings to stop the 
rising flood! 

7. Soon, only the mother's head 
was left above the water. Alas! close 
to her brave heart, she had felt the 
last struggles of her lit t le ones. She 
could not save them, but she could die 
with them. 

8. A n d so, wi th the sight of the 
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green willows and the blue sky, which 
she loved so well, telling her to save 
herself and st i l l be wi th them, she 
clung to the nest more firmly, put her 
wet breast down more closely to her 
dead brood, and thus passed away. 

9. When the water went down, 
there was sti l l the sodden nest, and, 
on i t , sat the drowned mother bird, 
wi th her young ones under her. 
Their t iny heads were raised to her; 
their mother's wings were st i l l spread 
over them; and her claws, wi th a grip 
that death could not loosen, s t i l l clung 
to the side of the nest. Bu t the sun 
that dried them could not warm them 
again to life. 

10. When we human beings do a 
brave thing, we do i t , sometimes, from 
a sense of duty. Our sense of duty 
may cause us, however much we love 
life, to risk the loss of i t to help a 
fellow creature. 

11. Bu t the poor lit t le wagtail I 
have been telling you about had no 
such sense of duty. I t was just love 
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for her li t t le ones—pure love, a love 
that nothing i n the world could de
stroy—that made her act as she did. 

12. There may be hundreds of such 
cases of a bird's love that we never 
see or hear of—be sure that this is not 
a single case. But, i f there were only 
this one, both you and I know well 
that the mother wagtail did not give 
her life i n vain; for not a boy or g i r l , 
after reading this story, w i l l ever 
harm a wagtail or its nest. I feel sure 
of that. 

29.—FOREIGN L A N D S 
for'-eign dim'-pling 
a-dorned' tramp'-ing 

1. Up into the cherry-tree, 
Who should climb but little me ? 
I held the trunk with both my hands, 
And looked abroad on foreign lands. 

2. I saw the next-door garden lie, 
Adorned with flowers, before my eye, 
And many pleasant places more 
That I had never seen before. 
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And be the sky's blue looking-glass ; 
The dusty roads go up and down, 
With people tramping into town. 

4. If I could find a higher tree, 
Farther and farther I should see, 
To where the grown-up river slips 
Into the sea among the ships, 
To where the roads on either hand 
Lead onward into fairy-land. 

30.—OUR W R I G G L I N G F R I E N D , 
T H E E A R T H W O R M 

wrig'-gling cast'-ings bris'-tles 
spar'-kle growth sticlf-ing 
cous'-in mere'-ly Vic-to'-ri-ans 
bur'-row lair'-ly Gipps'-land 
emp'-ties rough'-ness break'-fast 

1. I t had been raining i n the night; 
but the sun was now showing through 
rosy clouds, and making the water-
drops on the leaves and grass sparkle. 
There was a feeling of spring-time i n 
the air, and Fred and his young 
cousin, Al f , came out into the garden 
early. 
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2. They were hardly off the veran
dah, when A l f ran forward, and was 
about to stamp on a worm that was 
wriggling across the path. 

3. But Fred called out, "Stop, A l f ; 
don't be so cruel. I f an early bi rd 

AN EARTHWORM. 

catches him, that's his fault for not • 
being i n his burrow, where he ought 
to be before daylight; but you 
shouldn't k i l l him, for worms do 
much useful work ." 

" O h ! what do they do? I didn't 
think worms were good for any
th ing ." 
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4. "Wel l , it 's this way," said Fred. 
" A worm lives on dead leaves and 
stalks of plants. These are often 
mixed up wi th earth; and thus, i n 
getting its food, i t swallows a great 
deal of earth. This i t empties out, 
afterwards, on the top of the ground. 
See that li t t le heap; that has been 
cast up by a worm." 

5. " O h ! I 've often seen heaps like 
that about on paths and i n the grass, 
but didn't know that worms made 
them!" 

6. "They do; and now note—cast
ings, as they are called, are good, fine 
soil. I n many parts of the world— 
our own among them, the soil is being 
made richer for the growth of plants 
by the work of the lowly worm." 

7. " I can see now," said Al f , "that 
the worm is anything but a useless 
creature. I should like to know more 
about i t . " 

8. " I am glad to hear you say so. 
Take that one up in your hand, and 
let us look at i t . " 



96 OUR WRIGGLING FRIEND, THE EARTHWORM 

"Which is the head, I wonder," 
said the lit t le ooy, as the worm lay 
wriggling i n his hand. 

9. " I t is not easy to tell the head 
from the tai l by looking merely at the 
shape of them," said his cousin. 
" B u t that is the head. I t is pointed 
as much as, i f not a little more than, 
the tail . A worm has to burrow i n the 
ground, and a pointed head is what i t 
needs." 

10. " I can't find any eyes, or ears, 
or a nose, and I don't think that i t 
has any bones," remarked Al f , who 
was looking at the worm very closely. 

11. " N o , " said Fred, wi th a smile; 
" i t hasn't any; and, i f you could see 
its mouth, you would find that i t has 
no teeth." 

" A n d what about its feet?" asked 
the li t t le boy. 

12. " I t has none; and st i l l i t gets 
along, as you know, fair ly well. Just 
take the creature by the tail , and run 
your finger along the under side of i t , 
from the tai l towards the head, and 
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tell me i f you notice anything." 
13. " I t ' s not so smooth as I thought 

i t would be. I feel sure that I notice 
a slight roughness." 

14. " E i g h t ; that roughness is 
caused by t iny bristles, which, by 
sticking into the earth when the worm 
wants them to do so, help i t to move 
along. 

PORTION OF A WORM, SHOWINO B R I S T L E S . 

15. "Worms have been brought 
here from other lands, and, strange 
to say, have spread very fast. The 
worms i n our gardens are, I have been 
told, the same as some that are com
mon i n England. 

16. "Victorians can claim, how
ever, to have, in their State, the giant 
among worms. I n Gippsland, some 
have been found about seven feet 
long!" 

17. " O h ! what a worm!" said Alf , 
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" I should like to see one of them. But 
I ' m hungry; I wonder i f breakfast is 
nearly ready." 

18. "Yes, i t must be; but, before 
we go inside, let us dig up two or 
three worms. I want to put them on 
some earth i n a flower-pot, to see how 
they burrow. I f one wishes really to 
know an animal and what i t does, one 
must watch i t l iving its l i fe . ' ' 

31.—THE O L D R E D G U M A N D 
T H E Y O U N G O A K (1) 

sup-ply' Eng'-lish mem'-o-ry 
Mui'-iay a-ruends' plough 

1. I know of a beautiful, deep 
lagoon that gets its supply of water 
from the Murray River. Near i t 
stand, not far apart, an old red gum 
and a young English oak. 

2. The old tree seems to be taking 
care of the young one, and looks at i t 
wi th pi ty when i t sheds its leaves in 
winter, and has to stand bare, waiting 
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for new leaves to come forth from the 
buds. 

3. Yet the oak, as i f to make 
amends for being without leaves i n 
winter, has so many i n spring and 
summer, that i t is able to cast a thick 
shade, to which the station children 
sometimes come to eat their lunches, 
and to play about on the grass. 

4. The old gum-tree has many a 
dry and dead branch; and the few 
leaves that sti l l remain on i t hang 
straight down, and cast but a thin 
shade. 

5. When the wind comes sweeping 
over the plain, its branches rub to
gether, and groan and creak. But 
the pretty leaves of the oak whisper 
softly. 

6. "Poor old tree," said the oak, 
one day, " I wish you would tell me 
the story of your l i fe ! You are so old 
that you must have seen and heard 
many strange and wonderful things." 

7. " I have," answered the old gum, 
"and I wi l l tell you all I remember. 
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M y memory goes back to the time 
when I was very small—not much 
bigger than one of my leaves. 

8. "Around me were other tal l 
trees, and the bark that had peeled 
off them, and the cool, green grass, 
almost covered me up. 

9. "Alas! I have seen the great 
trees cut down, and their stumps 
rooted up, and the ground where they 
stood turned over wi th the cruel 
plough. The men who were clearing 
the ground let me stand, because, I 
suppose, I was so straight and soimd, 
and happened to be i n a corner of a 
paddock. 

10. " I n my youth, and for many 
years afterwards, instead of the sheep 
and cattle that graze around us now, 
kangaroos ate the grass. Packs of 
dingoes would, at times, come upon 
them, and tear some of the poor 
creatures to pieces. 

11. " O n my branches, as I grew 
up, sat parrots, and magpies, and 
many other birds. I remember well a 
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pair of laughing-jackasses that used 
to have their nest, such as i t was, i n a 
hollow of one of my limbs." 

32.—THE O L D R E D G U M A N D 
T H E Y O U N G O A K (2) 

mia'-mia' speared de-stroyed' 
wo'-men moon'-light a'-corn 
camped ar-rived' ax'-es 
poss'-ums cat'-tle win'-try 

1. "Year by year, a tribe of blacks 
would camp for a time near me and 
my brothers. You see that mark on 
my trunk. That was made by their 
chief, who took a great sheet of bark 
off me to help to make, wi th the 
boughs torn from my children, a mia-
mia. 

2. "When the men had got their 
mia-mias made, and the women the 
fires l i t wi th the aid of a piece of 
burning bark that they always car
ried, they would sit down to eat. The 
smell of burning fur and feathers 
would then fill the air. 

3. "The blacks had no trouble to 
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get enough to eat, when they camped 
near me. They could catch plenty of 
fish i n the lagoon, and native bears 
and possums on the branches of the 
trees around. 

4. "The gins, wi th their digging 
sticks, could soon get a meal of yams 
on the side of the h i l l yonder, and gum 
from the wattle-trees near the swamp. 

5. "The men would often bring i n 
a kangaroo or a dingo that they had 
speared, or ducks that they had 
caught amongst the reeds. 

6. "Sometimes, a great number of 
black men, having drawn white fines 
on their faces and bodies, would dance 
in the silvery moonlight, or round 
their camp-fires. 

7. "These people grew fewer i n 
number; and there came a day when, 
instead of a visit from blacks, I and 
the other gum-trees had a visit from 
whites. 

8. "They arrived on horseback and 
in wagons, driving cattle and sheep 
before them. 
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9. " I t took them longer than the 
blacks to make houses to live i n ; but 
they did not go away after they had 
settled down. I t was by them that my 
brothers were laid low. 

10. "Soon, the kangaroos and the 
dingoes, and the native bears and the 
possums, became fewer. Many of 
them were killed by the whites; and 
others fled away, for they feared the 
white man's gun more than the black 
man's spear. 

11. "Though the whites destroyed 
these animals, they brought others to 
take their places. Though they cut 
down the trees, so that houses might 
be built and crops sown, they planted 
others where they wanted them. 

12. " Y o u grew up from an acorn 
which, I have heard, the old grand
mother had brought from far across 
the wide ocean. I t had been given to 
one of the boys to play with, and, 
when he was i n the paddock, he threw 
i t away. , 

13. " I am an old tree now, and my 
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roots are losing their firm hold. Per
haps, before next winter, men w i l l 
come wi th axes and saws, and lay me 
low upon the ground. Then they w i l l 
cut me up for firewood. 

14. " I n the end, I shall be of some 
use, for I shall keep the young people 
round the kitchen fire warm on many 
a wint ry evening. 

15. "You , my dear young friend, 
have hundreds of years to five, and 
w i l l see changes going on round you; 
but I hardly think that you w i l l see as 
many as I have." 

33.—THE L I T T L E E E D L A R K 

1. The little red lark is shaking his wings, 
Straight from the breast of his love he 

springs. 
Listen the lilt of the song he sings, 

All in the morning early, 0. 

2. The sea is rocking a cradle, hark ! 
To a hushing-song, and the fields are dark. 
And would I were there with the little red 

lark, 
All in the morning early, 0. 
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3. The beard of barley is old-man's-grey, 
All green and silver the new-mown hay, 
The dew from his wings he has shaken away 

All in the morning early, O. 

4. The little red lark is high in the sky ; 
No eagle soars where the lark may fly. 
Where are you going to, high, so high ? 

All in the morning early, 0. 

5. His wings and feathers are sunrise red; 
He hails the sun and his golden head : 
" Good morrow, sun, you are long abed," 

All in the morning early, 0. 

6. I would I were where the little red lark, 
Up in the dawn like a rose-red spark, 
Sheds the day on the fields so dark, 

All in the morning early, 0. 
KATHERINE TYNAN HINKSON. 

By kind permission of the Author. 

34.—"DEAR R O B E R T L O U I S 
S T E V E N S O N " 

1. Wendy's book wi th this name 
upon i t was a book of verses. 

These verses told her a great deal 
about the play of a real li t t le boy who 
lived in Scotland. 
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2. When he grew up he wrote many-
books, which you shall read some day. 
But Wendy loved best of all this little 

R O B E R T LOUIS S T E V E N S O N . 

book of verses, which told her about 
his games. 

3. He was often sick and had to he i n 
bed, even when he grew up to be a 
man; and this made Wendy love him 
all the more, I think. . 

4. She thought she would have loved 
to be his Auntie Jane and give him 
his medicine. But Auntie Jane gave 
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him other things too, which were 
much nicer. 

5. She would go every morning at 
eleven to the store-cupboard; and as 
she went across the floor her dress 
made a pretty sound like that of the 
wind among the long grasses. 

6. When she came back she brought 
three Albert biscuits and a pot of 
jelly, and nothing the lit t le boy ever 
ate tasted half so good. 

7. One day Auntie Jane went to the 
shops i n the pony carriage, and when 
she came back she gave her lit t le boy 
a box of t i n soldiers. 

8. I feel sure that after this he was 
never dull i n bed again. This is how 
he tells of i t . There are just a few 
long words i n the verses, but you wi l l 
not mind that, I know. 

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE. 

1. When I was sick and lay abed, 
I had two pillows at my head, 
And all my toys beside me lay, 
To keep me happy all the day. 
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2. And sometimes for an hour or so 
I watched my leaden soldiers go, 
With different uniforms and drills, 
Among the bed-clothes, through the 

hills; 

3. And sometimes sent my ships in fleets 
All up and down among the sheets ; 
Or brought my trees and houses out, 
And planted cities all about. 

4. I was the giant great and still 
That sits upon the piflow-hill, 
And sees before him, dale and plain, 
The pleasant land of counterpane. 

9. But Louis was not always i l l ; and 
when he was able to play he had many 
a merry game. 

I n the winter evenings the lamp 
was brought into the dining-room and 
shaded. Then the lit t le boy's auntie 
sat down i n the rocking-chair to read. 

10. There was a great space behind 
the sofa i n the black shadow. Here the 
boy felt quite sure that he was out in 
the cold dark night, and he used to go 
hunting wi th his toy-gun i n his hand. 

11. He shot many a deer and other 
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animals i n that dark corner; and he 
had many a fight wi th pirates, i n 
which he always won. 

Read again how the book of verses 
tells what happened behind the sofa. 

THE LAND OF STORY BOOKS. 
1. At evening when the lamp is lit, 

Around the fire my parents sit; 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 

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

3. There, in the night, where none can 
spy, 

All in my hunter's camp I lie, 
And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed. 

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

5. I see the others far away 
As if in firelit camp they lay, 
And I , like to an Indian scout, 
Around their party prowl about. 
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6. So when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 
And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 

35.—THE G R E A T B R O W N K I N G 
F I S H E R OR L A U G H I N G -

J A C K A S S 
Pbil'-ip mis-chief flat'-tered 
birth'-place en-joyed' liz'-ards 
moun'-tains cho'-rus stun'-ned 
hur'-ry-ing gurg '-ling dis-a'-bled 

1. Sydney was Phi l ip Cooper's 
birthplace, and he had seen very 
l i t t le of life on farms and stations i n 
the country. 

2. The father of Charlie Brown, 
one of his schoolmates, owned a sta
tion somewhere to the west from 
Sydney beyond the Blue Mountains. 

3. When Phi l ip was about thirteen 
years old, he, one day, came hurrying 
home to ask his parents whether he 
could spend part of his holiday wi th 
Charlie, who had asked him. 
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4. His parents knew that he was a 
steady boy, who could be trusted to 
take care of himself, and not get into 
mischief, so they granted him leave to 
go. 

5. We can fancy how pleased he 
was; and how he enjoyed the journey 
in the train, and then i n the buggy 
that was ready at the railway station 
to take him, and Charlie, and their 
boxes, to the homestead. 

6. He was glad to go to bed early, 
however, that night, for he was tired. 
The next morning, he was awaked by 
hearing bursts of loud laughter— 
"Ha , ha! ho, ho!" They seemed to 
come from just outside his window. 

7. Springing out of bed, he rushed 
to the window, and drew back the 
blind to see i f he could find out what 
was making the strange noise. 

8. Though i t was hardly light, he 
could see, sitting on the dead branch 
of a tree, a short distance from the 
house, three or four birds wi th large 
heads and stumpy tails. They were 
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of a dull-brown colour, wi th (as he 
saw afterwards) dashes of pale-blue 
on the wings. 

9. As he watched them, they opened 
their great, strong bills, and broke 
into quite a chorus of gurgling 
laughter, as i f to welcome him. 

10. He did not feel flattered, for he 
fancied that they seemed aware how 
lit t le he knew about the animals and 
birds of the bush, and that they were 
mocking him. 

11. Suddenly, one swooped down, 
and picked up some creeping thing 
from the ground. 

12. Then, they all flew off a short 
distance to watch a man that had just 
begun to dig in the garden. I t was 
clear they were on the look-out for 
the grubs and worms his spade would 
turn up. 

13. You may be sure Phi l ip lost no 
time in dressing himself, and getting 
out into the fresh air, among sights 
and sounds that were so strange to 
Mm. 
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14. He was soon joined by Charlie, 
whom he began to question about the 
birds that had awakened him at day
light, and that seemed so tame. 

15. Charlie, being a country boy, of 
course, knew a great deal about them, 

4 

A LAUGHING-JACKASS. 

M 
and told h im that the birds he had 
been watching were great brown king
fishers or laughing-jackasses. 

16. "We never k i l l or frighten 
these birds," said he, " fo r they are 
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very useful to us i n the country. 
They live on grubs, mice, frogs, and 
lizards. Sometimes, they even k i l l 
and eat small snakes. 

17. " I was lucky enough once to see 
one k i l l a snake. 

"The bird was sitting on a dry limb 
of a big red gum near the edge of the 
swamp yonder. As I was watching 
him, he suddenly darted down, and 
rose again quickly, holding, i n his 
beak, a black snake by the back of its 
neck. 

18. "He rose high i n the air, flew 
a short distance from the swamp, and 
then dropped the snake. I t was 
hardly upon the ground before he 
had i t again. 

19. "The snake must have been 
stunned or disabled by the first f a l l ; 
but the bird, to make his work sure, 
let i t drop three or four times. Next, 
he carried i t to a tree, and again and 
again, knocked i t against a limb. 

20. " I n the end, he toie i t into 
shreds and ate i t . " 
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"He is a clever, knowing bird, isn't 
he?" said Phi l ip . " I wonder i f I 
shall see a nest while I ' m here." 

21. "The hen," answered Charlie, 
"does not build a nest as most birds 
do, but, i n the spring, lays her white 
eggs, two or three i n number, amongst 
the rotten wood in the hollow limb of 
a gum-tree." 

36.—THE F E R R Y TO S H A D O W 
T O W N 

twi'-light glit'-ter si'-lent-ly 
fer'-ry rip'-pies an'-chor 
fare lap'-ping pas'-sen-ger 
drift'-ing strand har'-bour 

1. Sway to and fro in the twilight grey ; 
This is the ferry to Shadow Town. 

It always sails at the end of the day, 
Just as the darkness is coming down. 

2. Rest, little head, on my shoulder, so— 
A sleepy kiss is the only fare ; 

Drifting away from the world we go, 
Baby and I , in the rocking chair. 
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3. See, where the fire-logs glow and spark, 
Glitter the lights of shadow land ! 

The winter rains on the window—hark ! 
Are ripples lapping up its strand. 

4. Rock slow, more slow, in the dusky light, 
Silently lower the anchor down ; 

Dear little passenger, say " Good nightl" 
We have reached the harbour of 

Shadow Town. 

37.—LOST I N T H E B U S H (1) 
Flor'-rie Mai'-lee I'-saac 
Ern'-est dis'-trict at-tend' 
suf'-fer-ing patch'-es coo'-eed 
no'-ble-heart'-ed cleared pres'-ent-ly 
in'-ci-dent Hor'-sham sup'-per 

1. "Grandfather, w i l l you, please, 
tell us a tale this evening? D i d you 
ever know any one who had been lost 
i n the bush—to speak to, I mean, so 
that you could hear, from his own lips, 
how i t felt to be really lost?" 

2. "Yes, Florrie, I d id ; and, since 
you and Ernest have asked me so 
nicely, I w i l l tell you a tale of three 
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l i t t le children who were lost i n the 
bush. 

3. " I like to tell this tale, because 
i t shows that, through much hardship 
and suffering, they were brave and 
noble-hearted." 

4. "Oh, grandfather, we w i l l both 
be very good, and not stir while you 
are speaking," said Ernest. 

5. "This incident took place—let 
me th ink; yes—in 1864. I was work
ing on a sheep run i n the Mallee Dis
trict, Victoria. 

6. " I must tell you that the north
western parts of Victoria were, i n 
those days, covered wi th a dense scrub 
called mallee. 

"The view was always dreary, and, 
for the greater part of the year, the 
weather was hot and dry ; but there 
were patches of open country and rich 
soil. Since that time, much of the 
land has been cleared, and now yields 
heavy crops of wheat. 

7. " A M r . and Mrs. Duff lived i n 
a hut built i n the middle of one of 

LOST IN THE BUSH 119 

these patches, about twelve miles 
from the township of Horsham. 

8. " I used to call at their place, 
when I was near i t , to get a drink of 
tea, and to tell them any news that 
was going. 

9. "They had three children at the 
time I am speaking of—Isaac, nine 
years old; Jane, seven and a half; and 
Frank, a lit t le fellow, not quite four. 

10. "There was no school, in those 
days, near enough for the children to 
attend, so they used to help their 
mother, and play about during the 
rest of their time. 

11. "One morning, they were sent 
to get broom for sweeping the clay 
floor of their l i t t le home. 

12. "They had a good time i n the 
scrub. They climbed trees; found a 
possum asleep i n a hollow log, and 
poked i t wi th a stick; chased lizards 
and butterflies; plucked flowers; and 
ate some gum that they picked from 
the wattle-trees. 

13. " B u t , by-and-by, they thought 
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that i t was time to go home, so they 
gathered some bundles of broom, and 
started off. 

14. "Af t e r they had walked a long 
way, they began to think that i t was 
farther to the end of the bush than 
they had thought, therefore they went 
faster. Yet they did not come to any 
part they knew. 

15. "Then, a strange fear began 
to creep over them. They stopped, 
and coo-eed, and cried—1 Father!' 
'Mother! ' Bu t there was no answer. 
On, again, they hurried. 

16. "Presently, the li t t le boy began 
to cry, and his sister said—'Don't cry, 
Frank, dear; don't cry, we'l l soon be 
home, and you shall have a nice sup
per. Let me carry your broom, it 's 
too heavy for you.' 

17. "She took the bundle of broom; 
and on, again, they went wi th beating 
hearts, t i l l the sun set, and the bush 
grew dark." 
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38.—LOST I N T H E B U S H (2) 
mourn'-ful 
cur'-lews 
anx'-i-ous 

di-rec'-tion 
hoarse 
mes'-sen-ger 

tra'-ces 
track'-ing 
guides 

1. " B y this time, their hearts were 
bursting wi th grief and fear, and the 
elder brother and brave sister joined 
lit t le Frank i n helpless crying. They 
all knew that they were lost i n the vast 
bush, and might die, one by one, wi th
out seeing father and mother again. 

2. "They sat down at the foot of a 
big tree, and talked of home. Frank 
soon cried himself to sleep; and his 
brother and sister put h im between 
them, placing some broom under their 
heads for a pillow. 

3. " I t grew cold during the night, 
and Jane, who was awake, took off her 
skirt, and wrapped i t round her little 
brother. 

4. "She crept closer to him, and lay 
listening to the mournful cry of the 
curlews, and the rustling sounds made 
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by the possums, as they ran over the 
dead leaves and bark from tree to 
tree. 

5. " A t last, she fell asleep, and 
slept on t i l l the loud 'ha, ha! ho, ho!' 
of the laughing-jackasses roused her 
at dawn. What a waking i t was! 
They were tired and cold, hungry and 
thirs ty." 

" H o w dreadful!" exclaimed Flor-
rie and Ernest. 

6. "Bu t , now, we must leave them 
to wander away and away, while I tell 
you what was done when they did not 
come home. 

7. "The mother grew so anxious 
about them, as evening was coming 
on, that she went into the bush i n the 
direction which she had seen them 
take i n the morning, and coo-eed t i l l 
she was hoarse. She, of course, got 
no answer. 

8. "Then, she rushed to tell her 
husband, who had been all day cutting 
wood a short distance from the house; 
and, while he ran off to search, she 

" At last it was found.' 
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went to the people that lived nearest 
to them (though they were a long way 
off), and let them know what had 
happened. 

9. " A l l the next day, and the next, 
dozens of people searched for miles 
and miles around, but found nothing. 
A messenger was then sent for some 
blacks to track the children, while 
the rest kept on searching, and spent 
the th i rd day at the work, without 
success. 

10. "The Australian blacks can 
follow a t ra i l almost as easily as a 
dog follows the scent of its master. 
Their eyes are very sharp, and they 
find traces where a white man can see 
nothing. 

11. " K i n g Richard, or Dicky as he 
was called, and two other natives 
came; and, for hours, they searched 
for the track of the children. 

12. " A t last, i t was found; and the 
blacks led on so many miles into the 
bush that the father began to think 
that no trust could be placed in their 
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tracking, for he could see no t ra i l . 
13. " H o w glad he was when they 

stopped, and Dicky, pointing to three 
bundles of broom, said, 'Sleep there, 
first night! ' 

14. "Every one wondered that the 
children could have walked so far i n 
a day; but i t was some comfort to the 
seekers to feel that they could trust 
their guides." 

39.—LOST I N T H E B U S H (3) 
rap'-id-ly 
stretched 
groaned 
raised 

slight'-ly 
dad'-dy 
cloth'-ing 
shiv'-er-ing 

re-cov'-ered 
no'-blest 
e-vents' 
sev'-er-al 

1. "The second day's journey was 
a long one, for they had a whole day 
to do i t in . 

"As the blacks traced the lit t le foot
steps, they stopped at one place, and 
said, 'Only two walk here.' 

2. "They looked round, as i f they 
thought to find a body; but, not seeing 
one, they went back a little, and, after 
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looking closely at the ground, Dicky 
said, ' B i g one carry lit t le one.' 

3. "The th i rd day's tramp was not 
so long as the others had been, and 
the blacks said, 'Plenty tired. ' 

4. "The daily stages of the lost 
ones grew shorter, and the seekers 
gained rapidly upon them. The 
blacks were soon able, on coming to 
a camping place, to give the glad 
news, 'Here yesterday.' 

5. "Another very short journey— 
something stretched on the ground. 
'They must be dead,' groaned the 
father, and rushed forward. 

6. "Only one was able to greet 
him, and that was lit t le Frank, who 
raised himself slightly, and said, 
'Daddy, daddy, we coo-eed for you, 
and you didn't come.' 

7. "Yes, Jane had, night after 
night, taken off part of her clothing 
to wrap round her brother, that he 
might be warm, though she herself 
was shivering. 

8. "Day after day, too, she and 
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her brother had carried the li t t le fel
low; and thus, he only was strong 
enough to speak to his father when 
they were found. 

9. " A l l dying, yet alive! Think of 
it,—eight days and eight nights! No 
food and no drink, except that sucked 
from the damp leaves. 

10. "Every one, you may be sure, 
was fu l l of joy at finding them alive; 
and the simple blacks rolled on the 
ground, and danced, and cried wi th 
delight. 

"Though very i l l for a long time, 
the three children recovered. 

11. "Their story spread far and 
wide. The kindness of Jane Duff to 
her little brother touched every heart. 
She had won for herself a name 
among the noblest girls that the 
world has seen. 

12. I n the year 1904, forty years 
after the events that I have been tell
ing you of, Jane's husband died, 
leaving her several children to rear. 
Then the girls and boys of Victoria, 
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on hearing that she was i n need of 
help, put their pennies together, and 
made up some hundreds of pounds to 
give her. The memory of her good 
deed, you see, had not faded through 
all those years, nor w i l l i t ever fade." 

13. "Thank you very much, dear 
grandfather," said Florrie and 
Ernest, while tears stood in their 
eyes. 

4 0 . — M Y SHADOW. 
fun'-ni-est cow'-aid la'-zy 
brand'-new' nur'-sie ar'-rant 
no'-tion dew stayed 

1. IJiave a little shadow that goes in and out 
with me, 

And what can be the use of him is more than 
I can see. 

He is very very like me, from the heels up 
to the head; 

And I see him jump before me when I 
jump into my bed. 

2. The funniest thing about him is the way he 
likes to grow— 

Not at all like proper children, which is 
always very slow ; 
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For he sometimes shoots up taller, like my 
brand-new rubber ball. 

And he sometimes gets so little that there's 
none of him at all. 

3. He hasn't got a notion of how children 
ought to play, 

And can only make a fool of me in every 
sort of way. 

He stays so close beside me, he's a coward 
you can see; 

I'd think it shame to stick to nursie as that 
shadow sticks to me ! 

4. One morning very early, before the sun was 
up, 

I rose and found the shining dew on every 
buttercup; 

But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant 
sleepy-head, 

Had stayed at home behind me, and was 
fast asleep in bed. 

41.—A B R A V E BOY. 
trou'-bled pi'-o-neers cour'-age 
rob'-bed sta'-tion wound '-ed 
rais'-ing to-bac'-co buried 
re-mem'-bered al-though' re-call-ing 
Lincoln mis-chief set'-tle-ment 
set'-tied 

1. When the first white people 
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came to South Australia, they settled 
on the strip of country lying between 
the hills and the sea, and which is 
called the Adelaide Plain, because on 
i t Light laid out the city of Adelaide. 

2. The natives of this part were a 
gentle tribe, and the settlers were not 
troubled by them, but i n other parts 
of the country they were fierce and 
warlike, and sometimes settlers were 
robbed and even killed by them. 

3. When more and more settlers 
arrived, i t was found that the Ade
laide Plain, though rich, was not 
large enough to allow them room to 
start farming, fruit-growing, or 
sheep and cattle raising on a large 
scale. 

4. Many moved into the hills which 
we call the Mount Lofty Range. 
Here they started some of the beauti
fu l f ru i t gardens that we see to-day. 
Others went north to the district 
round what is now the town of 
Gawler. Here they planted vine
yards and also grew wheat. 
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5. Some who had read of Flinders' 
voyage along our coastline remem
bered a very fine harbour which he 
had called Port Lincoln, and asked 
for land around that port. These 
were sheep and cattle farmers. 

6. Among those who went as 
pioneers to Port Lincoln was a family 
named Hawson. One of the boys, 
Frank, was one day left alone i n the 
hut while the rest of the family went 
about the work of the station. 

7. The blacks had always been 
friendly, and often came to get flour 
and tobacco, which Frank's father 
gave them. I t seemed quite safe for 
him to be left alone, even i n that wi ld 
country, although he was only a lad 
of thirteen. 

8. Suddenly a noise made him look 
out of the door of the hut, and, to his 
surprise, he saw twenty-two natives, 
who had silently crept up, and were 
holding their spears ready to throw 
at him. 

9. He could see they meant mis-
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chief, but before he could do anything 
a spear had struck him in the chest. 
Taking up his father's gun he aimed, 
and shot one of the blacks. 

10. The others ran off, too afraid 
to face one white boy wi th a gun; but 
the spear had done its work, and when 
the family returned they found 
Frank lying on the floor i n great 
pain. 

11. B y his courage he had saved 
the food i n the hut, and by doing so 
had also saved the lives of his father 
and mother, brothers and sisters, for 
i n those days ships came so seldom 
that i t was not easy to get supplies 
of food. 

12. The brave boy lived for eight 
days after he was wounded, and so 
was able to tell his parents about the 
attack; but he could not say which 
native had thrown the spear, so no one 
was punished. 

13. He was buried i n the scrub, 
and more than sixty years afterwards, 
when a railway was being built from 
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Port Lincoln to the outback country, 
his grave was found. This reminded 
people of the story of brave lit t le 
Frank Hawson, and a monument to 
his memory now stands on the h i l l 
side near his home. 

42 .—A B R A V E D E E D . 
begged cap'-tain faint'-ed 
cling'-ing leaked wraps 
Aus-tra'-li-an search'-ing pub'-lic-ly 
drown'-ing ves'-sel de-served' 

1. Grace Darl ing was the daughter 
of a lighthouse keeper who lived on 
an island near the coast of England. 
A ship was wrecked near the light
house, and she begged her father to 
go wi th her that they might t r y to 
save the people who were clinging to 
the wreck. 

2. Father and daughter, in a small 
boat, rowed to the ship through the 
rough sea, and brought the people off 
in safety. This brave and noble deed 
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caused the name of Grace Darl ing to 
be known far and wide. 

3. Listen, now, to the tale of a 
brave Australian gi r l , who also saved 
many people that were wrecked and 
in danger of drowning. 

4. Grace Bussell lived wi th her 
parents in Western Australia; and, 
as her father was one of the first 
settlers near the Swan River, she used 
to help h im in many ways. She was 
as much at home in the saddle as i n 
the kitchen. 

5. I n that part of the country, at 
the time when the following event 
took place, the 'houses were few and 
very far apart. 

6. One afternoon, i n December, 
1876, a vessel was wrecked off the 
coast, about eight miles from Grace's 
home. I t was a steamer that had 
sprung a leak. As she was not far 
from land, the captain had tr ied to 
steer her i n ; but she ran aground, and 
began to go to pieces. 

7. The lifeboat on board the stea-
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mer was lowered, but i t leaked; and 
eight people who had put off i n i t 
were drowned. 

8. So the rest of the crew and 
passengers clung to the ship, being 
able to do nothing but pray that they 
might be saved. The surf ran so 
wildly that no one dared to t r y to swim 
through i t ; and there was not a house 
or a person i n sight. 

9. But help was near, though they 
did not know i t . Grace Bussell, then 
only sixteen years old, was helping i n 
the kitchen of her home, when a black 
boy brought news of the wreck. 

10. Quickly mounting her horse, she 
rode off wi th the boy unt i l they caught 
sight of the wreck. Then, turning 
towards the coa'st, they made for i t at 
a quick gallop, and on reaching the sea, 
urged their horses straight into the 
angry surf 

11. Grace rode boldly on, at the risk 
of her own life, and that of her strong 
and noble horse, t i l l she reached the 
steamer's side. 



136 A BRAVE DEED 

12. Then, taking a child in her 
arms and a woman behind her, she 
started for the shore. Backwards 
and forwards, for four hours, she 
and the black boy went, t i l l all were 
safe on land. 

13. Tired and wet as the g i r l was, 
she had st i l l something else to do. 
The forty-eight people she had saved 
must have food and shelter of some 
sort before night came on. 

14. So Grace rode home for help; 
but, by the time she had gone the 
eight miles, she was so worn out that 
she fainted. I t was some time before 
she could tell what had taken place. 

15. When they had heard her tale, 
her father and sister at once set out 
wi th food and wraps for the poor 
people, and, the next day, they were 
all taken to Mr . Bussell's house. 

16. A medal was publicly given to 
Grace i n memory of her brave deed. 
You w i l l agree wi th me that she well 
deserved i t . 

THE LITTLE ANTS 137 

43.—THE L I T T L E A N T S . 

1. A little black ant found a large grain of 
wheat, 

Too heavy to lift or to roll; 
So he begged of a neighbour he happened 

to meet 
To help it down into his hole. 

2. "I've got my own work to see after," 
said he; 

" You may shift for yourself, if you 
please." 

So he crawled off, as selfish and cross as 
could be, 

And lay down to sleep at his ease. 

3. Just then a black brother was crossing the 
road, 

And, seeing his neighbour in want, 
Came up and assisted him in with his 

load, 
For he was a good-natured ant. 

4. Now the good-natured ant, who assisted 
his brother, 

May teach those who choose to be 
taught, 

That if little insects are kind to each other, 
Then children most certainly ought. 

• 



138 " OH, WHAT A BEAUTY !" 

44.—"OH, W H A T A B E A U T Y ! " 
cat'-er-pil'-lar mean'-time prob'-a-bly 
tuft'-ed caused lor-got'-ten 
ea'-ger ex-cuse' rasp'-ing 
crawl'-ing o'-val fas'-ten 
mel'-low co-cocn' red'-dish 
stop'-ping treas'-ure rai'-sin 
joy'-ous em'-per-or pu'-pa 

1. Near a creek sat a mother mag
pie, on a branch of a leafy gum-tree; 
and, beside her, were her three young 
ones. As she was talking to them, 
giving them, no doubt, a lesson about 
something that magpies ought to 
know, the bright brown eyes caught 
sight of a big, green caterpillar with 
pretty, tufted spines—orange and 
blue—along its body. 

2. "Look, look, li t t le ones!" she 
cried i n eager tones. "Do you see 
that crawling thing down there1? 
Take a good look at i t . I t isn't good 
to eat; never touch i t . " 

3. "Ca-a-a!" said the young birds. 
" I t ought to be good to eat. I t looks 
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like many things that are very nice." 
4. "Yes, I know i t does; and 

that's why I ' m warning you not to 
peck at i t . " Then she spread her 
wings, and said, "Come on; see how 
well you can fly after me." A n d off 
they went through the bright spring 
sunshine. 

5. The father bird, from his perch 
on a dry branch of a tal l tree close 
by, burst into a song of joy. He 
poured forth such mellow notes that 
a man, ploughing i n a paddock across 
the creek, said to himself, " W e l l , 
done, maggie! I ' d like to know where 
they'll find a b i rd w i t h richer notes 
than our maggie's!" 

6. A n d what of the caterpillar? I t 
was lying along a stout twig, and not 
eating, strange to say, the leaves of 
the tree, as i t had been doing, almost 
without stopping, during the past 
three weeks. Yes, i t was just three 
weeks since i t , a l i t t le black thing, had 
come from an egg. 

7. Charlie Hicks, who was going 
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home from school, had stopped close 
to the tree where the caterpillar was, 
to look at the magpie whose song was 
so joyous. He was just moving on 
again when he caught sight of the 
caterpillar. W i t h the words, "Oh, 
what a beauty!" he drew the branch 
i t was on towards him, to have a 
closer look at the creature. 

8. " I wonder what this caterpillar 
is called," he said to himself. " I 
must take i t to my teacher. I t ' s 
rather too big to be put into a match
box, but, to-morrow morning, I ' l l 
bring a cardboard box or t i n that w i l l 
hold i t . I t can't go far i n the mean
t ime." 

9. Next morning, he came along, 
t in i n hand, wi th his mind set on get
t ing the beautiful caterpillar; but he 
couldn't find i t . He looked high and 
low, but i n vain. 

10. The search caused him to be 
late for school; but the teacher, when 
he heard his excuse, was not cross. I n 
fact, he seemed rather pleased, and 
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said, " O n your way home, Charlie, 
look for a small oval ball along the 
branches near the spot where you saw 
the caterpillar. The creature may 
have spun its cocoon. I f you find i t , 
bring i t to me." 

11. You may be sure that Charlie 
did not pass the tree without stopping 
to search for the caterpillar or its 
cocoon; and he had two or three of his 
mates to help him. As their teacher 
thought, they soon found the cocoon; 
and, i n great glee, Charlie put i t in 
his t in . I t was about an inch and a 
half long, and half an inch through at 
the thickest part. 

12. A t home, after tea, he brought 
his treasure out, and i t was passed 
from hand to hand, but no one could 
tell h im what i t was. His brother 
remarked, " O h ! I 've seen plenty of 
these on the gum-trees, but I don't 
know what they are, or what makes 
them." 

13. Next morning, Charlie, who 
was i n the second class, felt very 



142 " OH, WHAT A BEAUTY 1" 

proud. The teacher showed the 
cocoon to the whole school, and told 
the children that, i n about three 
months' time, a big moth, called the 
emperor gum moth or the Australian 
silkworm moth, would, probably, 
come out of i t . 

14. The months went by; and, one 
morning, when the children had quite 
forgotten about the cocoon of the 
emperor gum moth, the teacher said, 
"Something wonderful is going to 
take place soon. Here is our box of 
cocoons, and this is Charlie's cocoon 
— I marked i t wi th a C i n order to 
know i t again. I f you put i t to your 
ear, you w i l l hear a rasping sound. 
Pass i t round, and when you have all 
heard the sound, I shall, wi th the aid 
of a li t t le gum on one side, fasten i t 
here. About lunch time, I think, 
there w i l l be something worth seeing. 
I f so, I ' l l let you know." 

15. The teacher was r igh t : there 
was something to wonder at—some
thing worth seeing. A big, reddish-
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brown moth came out, having cut, by 
means of two hooks, one on each side 
of its chest, a round hole at one end 
of its cocoon. 

16. When, after a time, the insect 
had filled out its four pretty wings, 
each wi th an eye-like spot on i t , more 
than one child cried out, just as 
Charlie had done when he saw the 
caterpillar, "Oh, what a beauty!" 

17. "Now, children," said the 
teacher, "these moths lay eggs from 
which come caterpillars. The eggs, 
about the size of raisin stones, are 
of a creamy-white colour. They are 
laid on the leaves of gum-trees and 
pepper-trees. You ought to be able 
to find them now, and I should like 
to have some in the school, so that we 
may watch them. 

18. " Y o u have seen," he went on to 
say, "the pupa, as i t is called, of the 
emperor gum moth come out of its 
cocoon as a moth. You should see the 
caterpillar come from an egg, grow, 
and spin its cocoon. Then you would 
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know something about the four stages 
through which i t and many other in
sects pass—the egg, the caterpillar, 
the pupa, and the winged insect." 

45.—FATHER C O M I N G H O M E . 
hearth hu-man wish'-es 
drear'-y bo'-som thresh'-old 

1. The clock is on the stroke of six, 
And father's work is done ; 

Sweep up the hearth, and mend the fire, 
And put the kettle on! 

The wild night-wind is blowing cold, 
'Tis dreary crossing o'er the wold. 

2. He's crossing o'er the wold apace; 
He's stronger than the storm; 

He does not feel the cold, not he, 
His heart it is too warm; 

For father's heart is stout and true 
As ever human bosom knew. 

3. And we'll do all that father likes, 
His wishes are so few! 

Would they were more ! that every hour 
Some wish of his I knew I 

I'm sure it makes a happy day 
When I can please him any way. 
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4. Hark ! hark ! I hear his footsteps now— 
He's through the garden gate ; 

Run, little Bess, and ope the door, 
And do not let him wait! 

Shout, baby ! shout, and clap your hands! 
For father on the threshold stands. 

46.—THE G O L D E N TOUCH. 
Mi'-das won'-der-ing ter'-ri-ble 
por'-tion gar'-ment re-late' 
Mer'-cu-ry per'-fume wretch'-ed 
to-mor'-row Mar'-i-gold seiz'-ing 

1. Once upon a time, there lived, 
i n Greece, a king whose name was 
Midas. He liked gold better than 
anything else, and used to pass a por
tion of every day i n the room where 
he kept his wealth. The room had 
thick walls and a strong door, and 
there were no windows i n i t . 

2. One day, as he was counting his 
gold, he said out loud, "This is not 
gold enough! I wish that I had much 
more." 

3. Just then, he heard a slight noise 
behind him, and turned quickly to 
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see what was causing i t . To his sur
prise, he beheld a man standing near 
the door. The stranger was a young 
man wi th a smiling face. 

"Who are you ?" asked Midas, 

4. "Who are you?" asked Midas. 
"The door is locked: how did you get 
here?" 

" I am Mercury," answered the 
stranger. " I can go where I please; 
doors do not stop me." 

5. " A h ! " said K i n g Midas; and his 
surprise passed away. I n those days, 

\ • 
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i t was thought that there were many 
gods, and that they often came from 
their abode to mix wi th men and share 
in their doings. 

6. " D i d n ' t I hear you say, Midas, 
that you wanted more gold?" asked 
Mercury. 

"Yes," replied Midas; "what I 
have is very lit t le for a k ing . " 

7. " I f I were to promise to grant 
you a wish, Midas, for what would 
you ask?" said Mercury. 

" I should ask," replied the king, 
"that everything I touch might tu rn 
to gold." 

8. Mercury's smile grew so bright 
that i t seemed to fill the dark room 
like an outburst of the sun, and he 
said, " W e l l then, to-morrow morning, 
at sunrise, you w i l l have the Golden 
Touch;" and he was gone. 

9. Midas lay awake the greater por
tion of the night, wondering whether 
he would really get what he had asked 
for, but he fell asleep just before day
break. When he awoke, the sun was 
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shining brightly into his room. He 
sprang out of bed at once, and began 
to dress himself. Every garment, as 
he touched i t , turned to gold. 

10. How glad he was! He ran 
about the room touching everything. 
Then he hurried into the garden, and 
touched as many flowers as he could. 
I t gave him great joy to see them tu rn 
into yellow gold. I t did not trouble 
him i n the least that, at the same time, 
they lost their perfume. 

11. "This w i l l be a glad surprise 
for my litt le g i r l , " said he; "she w i l l 
have a golden garden. And, as for 
myself, I shall have all the gold that 
I want. H u r r a h ! " 

12. A t last, Midas grew tired even 
of touching flowers to tu rn them to 
gold, and, feeling hungry, went into 
the palace to have his breakfast. 

13. On the table were some hot 
cakes and fried fish, a dish of f rui t , 
and a j ug of fight wine. As soon as 
Midas touched a cake, i t turned into 
shining gold, and so wi th the fish, and 
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the frui t , and the wine. How hungry 
he was! But he could neither eat nor 
drink gold. 

14. As he sat thinking of the 
strange state i n which he found him
self, he heard some one crying. I t 

" He sat thinking." 

was his l i t t le daughter, Marigold. 
She had been i n the garden, and had 
plucked a golden rose. 

15. "Look, father," said she, as she 
came into the room with tears i n her 
eyes; "some one has spoiled my roses. 
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I t r ied to smell one, and i t pricked my 
nose." 

16. Midas was sorry to see Marigold 
crying, for lie loved her very much. 
"Do not cry, my dear," said he. 
" D r y your eyes, and see how beauti
ful the roses are. They can never 
fade now; you can keep them for 
ever." To comfort her sti l l more, 
Midas drew her towards him, and 
kissed her, when, terrible to relate, 
she turned to gold. 

17. How great was Midas's grief! 
"Marigold, Mar igold!" he called; but 
she heard not: she was a figure of 
gold. Then he shouted out, "Mer
cury, dear Mercury, please come and 
help me. Wretched man that I am, 
I have changed my litt le g i r l to gold.' ' 

18. Mercury, knowing, doubtless, 
what would happen, was no sooner 
called than he was standing i n the 
room, and, before Midas could open 
his mouth, he said, "Le t me ask you a 
question or two, K i n g Midas. Which 
would you rather have—a piece of 
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bread, or the Golden Touch?" 
19. " I ' m hungry,' ' said Midas, ' 'and 

"Midas drew her towards him, and kissed her." 

I ' d rather have the smallest crust than 
a box of gold." 

"Very well. Now, would you 
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rather have the Golden Touch or your 
li t t le g i r l ? " 

"Oh, my little Marigold, my dear 
ch i ld !" cried Midas. ' 1 She is more to 
me than all the gold i n the wor ld . " 

20. "Ah!" you are wiser than you 
were yesterday, K i n g Midas," said 
Mercury. " Y o u now see that many 
common things are of more value than 
the riches so many men strive after. 
I w i l l help you. Go to the river at the 
foot of the garden, and jump in . The 
water w i l l take away the Golden 
Touch. F i l l a j u g wi th the same 
water, and sprinkle i t on what you 
wish changed back from gold." 

21. W i t h these words, Mercury 
went away; and Midas, seizing a jug, 
ran to the river as fast as he could, 
and jumped in . He did not even take 
off his clothes. Then he filled the j ug 
wi th water, and hurried back to the 
house wi th i t . 

22. I t is easy to guess what he 
sprinkled first. Marigold, of course. 
She was soon a li t t le g i r l again, and 
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wondering why her father was throw
ing water over her. "Pray, do not 
throw water over me, dear father," 
cried she. "See, you have wet my 

" Midas ran to the river, and jumped in." 

nice frock, and I put i t on new only 
this morning." 

23. Midas lammed for joy to hear 
her speak. "Now, come into the 
garden," said he; "we w i l l make the 
roses red and white and pink, and give 
them their softness and perfume 
again. We w i l l sprinkle everything I 
touched, for I never want to see gold 
again." 

24. When he next went to the river 
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into which he had jumped at the 
bidding of Mercury, he noticed that 
the sands had a golden t i n t ; and 
golden they are to this day. 

47 .—WITH C A P T A I N STURT ON 
T H E M U R R A Y . 

Jan'-u-a-ry 
helms'-man 
yell'-ing 
pre'-vious 

dis-cov'-ered trig'-ger 
jour -neyed stretch'-ing 
Mur '-rum-bid'-gee es-caped' 
wad'-ing hoist'-ed 

1. One hot day i n January, 1830, a 
large boat was floating down the 
Murray. I n i t were eight white men. 
Four of them were rowing; one was 
sitting in the bow, gun i n hand, ready 
to shoot anything that might serve for 
a meal; and another was fishing. I n 
the stern, beside the helmsman, sat the 
leader, marking the course of the 
stream on a sheet of paper, and tak
ing notes. 

2. Suddenly, the man i n the bow 
cried, "Look, Captain!" Tru ly there 
was need to look. Some distance 
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ahead, on the right bank, were hun
dreds of -blacks, painted and armed 
for battle, and yelling a war-song. 

T H E MURRAY R I V E R . 

Clearly their minds were made up to 
k i l l these beings so strange to them— 
the first white men they had seen. 

3. The leader of the white men was 
Captain Sturt. Three months before, 
he and his party had started from 
Sydney to find out the course taken 
by the Darl ing River, which, i n the 
previous year, he had discovered and 
followed for a few miles only. They 
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had journeyed to the upper part of 
the Murrumbidgee wi th a dray and 
horses; but, when they could go no 
farther along its banks, owing to the 
ground being swampy, they had put 
together the pieces of a large boat 
they had brought wi th them, and had 
started down the river i n i t . 

4. The Murrumbidgee had carried 
them to a larger stream—not the 
Darl ing they were seeking, but a 
larger one even than that—to which 
Sturt gave the name Murray. 

5. Many had been the perils 
through which the party had already 
passed; but no lives had been lost. 
Sturt and his men had, so far, been 
lucky i n making friends wi th the 
blacks; but i t seemed as i f the tribe 
through whose hunting grounds the 
river was now bearing them was a 
very warlike one. 

6. Sturt had never taken the life of 
a native; but he felt that he must do 
so now, rather than lose his own life 
and the lives of the men under his 
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charge. He, therefore, handed round 
all the guns, but told his men not to 
use them t i l l he himself had fired 
twice. 

7. The blacks, to get near the boat, 
which was, of course, being kept as 
far from them as possible, ran down 
the stream to a sandbank that 
stretched a th i rd of the way across i t . 
There they gathered i n a dense mass, 
yelling, and making ready to hur l 
their spears. 

8. Sturt stood up, and took careful 
aim wi th his gun at a powerful savage 
who was wading towards the boat. He 
was about to pu l l the trigger when 
the cry, "Stop a moment!" from one 
of his party, caused h im to look round, 
and he caught sight of four men run
ning, at fu l l speed, along the left bank 
of the river. The leader was a very 
big man, whom Sturt knew, at first 
glance, to be a chief wi th whom they 
had made friends on the previous day. 

9. This chief, when just ahead of 
the boat, sprang into the river, and 
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made his way across to the foremost 
man, whom he seized by the throat 
and forced on to the shore. Then he 
walked backwards and forwards i n 
front of the angry crowd, waving his 
arms, and talking i n loud tones. 

10. While this was taking place, 
Sturt and his men were not idle. 
They kept the boat moving, and, on 
passing the end of the sandbank, 
found that i t marked where a big 
river from the north came into the 
Murray. 

11. The boat's head was turned into 
this river, and the men bent to their 
oars. Soon the natives were walking 
along the banks, keeping abreast of 
the boat. The reason for this became 
plain when a net was seen ahead, 
stretching from bank to bank. Sturt, 
not wishing to break i t , turned his 
boat round, at which the natives 
showed that they were highly pleased, 
and all trouble with them was at an 
end. 

12. Sturt was so glad at having 
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escaped from a great danger, and at 
having discovered the mouth of the 
Darling, that he hoisted the Union 
Jack, and he and all his men, stand
ing up, gave three hearty cheers. 

T H E SEA-COAST NEAR T H E MOUTH OF T H E MURRAY RIVER. 

13. Then, a present having been 
given to the chief who had saved 
them, the boat's sail was set, and, 
aided by a good wind, the li t t le craft 
glided swiftly down the stream, and 
was soon out of sight, much to the 
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wonder of the blacks. 
14. How these daring explorers 

reached the lake into which the 
Murray flows, and then, wi th much 
labour and suffering, rowed back, up 
the stream, to New South Wales, you 
wi l l , we trust, read, as soon as you 
can, i n a bigger book than this. 


