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soldier, and the little boy liked to play that
he, too, was a soldier. He and his little
friends at school used to marck around with
cornstalks for guns.

o 2

6. One spring day George’s father went into
the garden and wrote the name “George
Washington ” in the soft earth.

7. Then he filled the letters with seeds. The
warm spring rains made them grow. In a
few days there was the name “George Wash-
ington” growing in fresh, green leaves.

8. Then Mr. Washington took George into
the garden. The little boy ran
about, looking at the flowers and
plants. At last he sayw his name
growing there.

9. “0O father,” he cried,
“come and see this! Here is
my name growing in this bed.
Who made it?”
s 10. “Why do you think any-
one made it?” asked Mr. Washington. “Per-
haps it grew by chance.”
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1. “I am sure it did not,” said George.
“I never saw plants grow by chance so as
to make one letter, and here is my name. I

think you must have done it, father. Did

you not?”

2. “Yes, my son,” said Mr. Washington,
“and I did it to teach you a lesson. Even
a little thing like this does not come by
chance. Then we may be sure chance did
not make this beautiful world for us to
live in.

13. “There 1s water for you when you are
thirsty, and food when you are hungry.
There are plants and animals to give you
clothing. There are beautiful sights for you
to see, andusweet sounds for you to hear.

4. “The world is full of things for you
to use and to enjoy. Some one has done
all this for you. He is wiser and stronger
than I. He loves you even more than I
do. This is what I want you to learn and
remember.”

5. “I will not forget it, father,” said

2

George, and he did not.
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16. Mr. Washington died when George was
still a small boy. Then Mrs. Washington had
to take care of the home and the farm.

17. She was very fond of horses and had a
number of them. Among them was a fine
young horse which no one had been able to
ride or drive. One day George and some of
his friends saw this horse in a field.

5. “I know I can ride him,” George said.
“T am going to do it.”

19. The other boys helped George catch the
horse and put the bridle on it. Then George
sprang upen its back. The young animal
kicked and plunged. It tried in vain to
throw its rider.

20. At last it gave a great plunge and fell

to the ground dead. The boys were very

much frightened.

a1. “0 George, how angry your mother will
be!” one of them said. “This is her favorite
horse. Do not tell her about it, and she will
think that some of the men are to blame.”

22. When the boys went in, Mrs. Washington

5 - . b
The horse tried in vain to throw its rider.
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said, ¢ Pray, young gentlemen, have you seen
my horses this morning? I hope great care
is taken of them. I am told that my &X

horse.”

23. Geeorge said, “Your
favorite is dead, madam.
I killed him.” Then he
told the whole story.

24. His mother did not
speak for a minute. Then
she said, “I am sorry
that my favorite horse is
dead, but T am glad that Yo fovarlle o dpad S
my son always speaks the truth.”

v

o5. There are three things you are to
remember about Washington as a boy. He
always told the truth, he was not afraid of
anything, and he obeyed his father and
mother.

s6. If these things had not been true of him

as a boy, he would never have grown up to

be a great and good man.
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America

My country, ’tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,
Of thee I sing;
Land where my fathers died,
Land of the Pilgrims’ pride,
From every mountain side
Let freedom ring!

My native country, thee—

Land of the noble free—
Thy name I love;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills:

My heart with rapture thrills,

Like that above.

. Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees
Sweet freedom’s song;
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Let mortal tongues awake;
Let all that breathe partake;
Let rocks their silence break,—

The sound prolong.

4. Our fathers’ God, to Thee,

Author of liberty,

To Thee we sing;

Long may our land be bright

With freedom’s holy light;

Protect us.by Thy might,
Great God, our King!

SAMUEL F. SMITH

Down came the milk.
pail orand silk mis'tréss
séll luek’y milkmazd

The Milkmaid

1. A milkmaid did her work well; so one

day her mistress gave her a pail of milk.
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“You may sell this milk,” she said, “and
buy something for yourself.”

». The girl put the pail on her head and
started to town. “What a lucky girl I
am!” she said to herself. “I will sell this
milk and buy some eggs.

s. “I will put the eggs under a hen, and
she will hatch a fine brood of chickens. I
will feed my chickens till they grow to be
fat hens.

4 “I will sell my hens and buy ‘a fine
dress. It must be silk, and [ think it
shall be green. Yes, I will have a green
silk dress. How fine I shall look in it!

5. “I shall be too grand to speak to the
other maids on the farm. When I go by
them, I will not even look at them. I will
just toss my head,—like this.”

6. She gave her head a toss and down
came the milk, and with it all her great
hopes.
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The Golden Touch
I

. Once upon a time there lived a king
named Midas.

o. He wadivery rich. He had money
enough to buy everything he could want all
his life.

s You would think he would not care for
more. But the more money Midas had, the
more he wished to have.

4 There was only one thing he loved as
well as his gold. That was his little daugh-
ter Marygold.

- Midas had a dark, strong room under
his palace, where he kept his treasures. Here
he spent much of his time, looking over
them.

6. One day he was in his strong room.
12
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Looking up from the heap of gold, he saw a
stranger standing near him.

7. How could he have got into the room?
Midas had come in alone and had fastened
the door after him.

s. The stranger looked about him.

“You are a rich man, friend Midas,” he
said. “You have much gold, I see.”

9. “I should like to have still more,”
said the king.

“Pray, how much do you want ? 7 asked
the stranger.

10. Midas stopped to think. St}mehow he
felt sure that this stranger could give  him
what he wished. :

11. He thought and thought, but could not

at once think of any sum that would satisty
him.

I
At last a bright thought came to him
and he said, “I wish that everything I touch
could be ehanged to gold.”
The stranger smiled at this, and the whole
room seemed to become brighter.
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15. “The golden touch!” he cried. “Are
you sure this will satisty you? Will you
never be sorry to have it?”

il Sorryl” cried Midas. “I should be
qulte happy.”

5 “You shall have your wish,” said the
stranger. “To-morrow at sunrise
the golden touch shall be yours.”

6. The next morning Midas
found to his delight that his wish
had come true. Everything turned
to gold under his touch. Even g\_.‘" _
his @lothes became cloth of gold, 8%
as he put them on. i

7. After he was dressed, he went Hotouhed thomeses

for a walk in his garden. It delighted him
/ o0 sec the roses change to gold as he touched

them.
o
13 This morning walk made the king hungry,
and he went in to breakfast. He and his little

daughter, Marygold, sat down to the table.
19. But the king soon found that he could




not eat his breakfast at all. Can you think
why ?

%. Everything turned to gold as he touched
it. Midas had the richest breakfast ever set
before a king. But hungry as he was, there
was nothing he could eat. A poor man with
a crust of bread and a cup of water was
better off than the king.

. Midas groaned. Little Marygold heard
hnn and ran to comfort him. *

He kissed her and cried, “ My dear, dear
little Marygold !”

2. But Marygold made no answer j Her
father’'s touch had changed her to gtﬂd
Instead of his dear little girl, there.stood
before him a golden image.

23. It would be too sad a story to tell
you how unhappy Midas was. He would
have given all his treasures to have had
his dear child back again.

v
All at once he saw before him the
stranger who had come to him in the
treasure room.

«Well, friend Midas,” the stranger said
with a smile, “how do you get on with the

oolden touch?”
06, Midas shook his head. “] am very

unhappy,” he said.

Her father's touch had changed her to gold.

o7. “Very unhappy!” said the stranger.
“ Why is that? You said the golden touch
was the one thing you wanted.”

“Gold is not everything,” said Midas.




«“ A cup of water or a crust of bread is better
than gold. I would not have given my little
girl for all the gold on earth.”

2. “You are wiser than you were, friend
Midas,” said the stranger. “You see now

that there are things in the world better than

eold.”

')!

“1 hate the golden touch said
Midas.

s0. Just then a fly lighted on his nose, but
at once it fell to the floor. It, too, had be-
come gold. Midas shuddered.

a1, “I will tell you,” said the stranger, “how
to get rid of the golden touch. Go and bathe

in the river which flows through your gaxden.

Pour some of that water over anything which _

you wish to change to what it was before.”

v

s2. Midas ran to the garden at once, and
plunged into the river. Then he took some
of the water and dashed it over little Mary-
gold.
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53, You would have laughed to see the color
come back to her face. Before long
she was her dear little self again. :

3. How happy Midas was! You
may be sure he was glad to be rid of
the golden touch.

s5. But there was one thing which
put him in mind of it as long as he g *
lived. The sands of the river in 7
which he had bathed sparkled like gold!

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE—ADAPTED

Write a story using these words:
Midas money loved girl
stranger wished touched gold
breakfast turned bathe wiser

Copy and memorize :
dt a task b once begum,
Never Leane & W s done;
(3¢ the Labov gual ov srmall,
o it well o mot ab alk.




sil'véer babe

Sweet and Low

Words in Second Reader

The following list will be useful for review exercises in enunciation,
pronunciation, spelling, and language work.
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1. Sweet and low, sweet and low, P

Wind of the western sea,

Low, low, breathe and blow,
Wind of the western sea!

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.

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest;
Father will come to thee soon.
Rest, rest on mother’s breast;
Father will come to thee soon.
Father will come to his babe in the nest;
Silver sails all out of the west,
Under the silver moon;

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one,

sleep!

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON

a'ble
a boat'ing

a bove'
“a cross’

a float'ing
a frazd’
aft’er noon’
age

4 go'

Al'fred

Al'ige Neéal

alive'

a lone'

a long'
al réad'y
al’ways
4n'gry
4n'f mal
dn'swer
ant
ap'ple-tart
arm
ar'my
dr'rant
Ar'row

~ art'ist

a shore’
aunt

aw'thor
a woke'

baae
babe
bick' wards
big
bink
bére
bar'ley
bas'két
bathe
béad
béir
béat’'en
bé came’
bé cause
bé fore
bé gin’
bé gun'
bé low’

bénch

bé néath’
Bés'sie
beét'ter
bé twéen’
bé yond’
big’gést
bil'ly

bit
blame
blin’két
blind
blown
bliint
bod "ies
bold
bol'ster
bone
both
bot'tom
bound
bow'ér
bowl
bow-wow
box

4 branch
“breuk'fast
bréathe
PDrocze
Jbride Z

bridge

bri'dle
/broke
brok’en
breod
broom -
broth
brought
build
biinch /.
nisy (biz'zy)
ut'ton
biizz

cake
cane

cip,

gL

chire .
cdriry,
ciis'tle




