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LESSON VIII. In this country you sometimes see
ug'ly riushed “knoeked sersamed them picking up pennies for the man
Piris sid’'dsn egun'try ntm bers who has the hand organ, or in the parks
striuek puz'zled pm; form’ serﬁh‘-_h‘t:;:l of some of our large cities.
per'ple ]1'61'1‘:\.1'&5 hiun’'dréd hand 6r'gan In" some countrics, monkeys titve e

the woods like other wild animals, and

may be seen jumping from tree to tree,
as squirrels do here.
They are easily caught, and soon be-

come tame. They are sent to wus in
ships, and large numbers of them are
kept in cages.

Children always enjoy watching them
at their play, and, indeed, these little
amimals seem glad to have people visit
them.

Some of them are taught to perform
many clever tricks, such as beating
drums, riding on ponies, and loading
and firing a gun.

When people stand around their cages,
laughing at their pranks, they seem to
: enjoy it; for the more they are laughed
JACK AND THE LOOKING-GLASS. | at, the more funny things they try
to do.

Nearly every child has seen or read ]
something about monkeys. In one of the large parks of Paris,
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there is a cage in which there are some-
times as many as a hundred monkeys,
Of course, where there are so many, the
cage must be very large, so that there
may be plenty of room for them to run
about.

One day, while many people were
standing about this cage, vatching the
monkeys at play, a gentleman gave a
small looking-glass to one of them,
whose name was Jack.

This was a new thing to Jack. He

turned it over and over in his hands,
and soon saw what he thought was
another monkey looking at him ; but
it was really his own face which he
saw in the glass.

Jack did not know that it was his
own face, and, as he did not like the
looks of the other monkey, he struck
at him and knocked the glass out of
his hand.

As the glass fell, several of the other
monkeys jumped to get it; but Jack
was too quick for them, and seizing the
glass, he climbed up to the top of the
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cage with it, while the other monkeys

rushed after him, chattering their mon-

key talk.

Soon Jack looked at the glass again,
and saw the same monkey face as be-
fore.

Now he began to grow very angry,
and made another dash at the monkey
that he thought was behind the glass;
and, as he did not catch him, he began
to look about to see what had become
of him.

Jack was puzzled, and he seemed to
say, “I wonder where that ugly mon-
key is! Tl catch him yet if he doesn’t
keep away from me!”

Then he took another look at the
glass, and, sure enough, there was that
same ugly monkey looking at him
again !

Jack kept very still for a moment,
watching the face in the glass, and
chattering as much as to say, “I'll

catch you now, old fellow!”

Seeing the other monkey move his
mouth, as if he was chattering too, Jack
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became so angry that he jumped wup
and down, and fairly screamed as he
made another sudden grasp to -catch
the monkey ; but, of course, he did
not catch him.

The people standing about the cage
had a great laugh at Jack, who looked
more puzzled than ever, and seemed to
say, as he scratched his head, “I won-
der where that monkey went to!”

LANGUAGE LESSON.—Let pupils select and write, Jfrom
Lesson V., a statement, question, conmamand, and
exclamation, like the following.

Statement. Jack took the looking-glass.
Question. Did Jack take the looking-glass ?
Command. Jack, bring me the looking-glass.
Exclamation. How funny Jack looked |

ARTICULATION EXERCISE,

Drill pupils carefully in pronouncing the @ wn the Jollowing
words.

hid staid Kkissed rated
had lived looked threaded
blind longed jumped wounded

MAXIM FOR MEMORIZING.

“Never put off till to-morrow that which
you can do to-day.”
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LESSON IX.
a hejyd’ tim’'bled re Pey '8d gl thowgh'
nei'thér min'utes qués'tiong stum'bling
Wi‘@k’ 8d (min’its) (kwas’chiinz) §g 'tén’i[sh&d
be liavy’ ' ' >
chépped ¥

5
'

ANDY AND THE WORM.

One day Andy was at work in his lit-
tle garden, when he spied a big worm.
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Now worms are mot pleasant-looking
things. I do not think that anyone
would like one for a pet, and, although
I've tried very hard, I can not say that
I really like them myself; but I am not
afraid of them, and neither, I am glad to
say, was Andy.

He did not run away as fast as he
could, stumbling over all sorts of things
until he reached the house, nor did he
dance up and down, screaming “0, O,
O!” when this worm came out of the
ground. Not a bit of it.

He sat quietly down'on an over
turned flowerpot, and Ilooked at the
worm for at least two minutes, and the
worm raised its head a little and looked
at him.

At last Andy said, “You are not very
pretty.”

“I am not,” answered the worm.

“You can not dance, either,” said
Andy.

“I can not,” said the worm.,

“Nor sing,” said Andy.

“Nor sing,” repeated the worm.
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“You do mnot know your Iletters,
even,” said Andy.

“I do not,” said the worm.

“Butterflies can fly,” said Andy.

“They can,” said the worm.

“Bees hum,” said Andy.

“They do,” said the worm.

“You can mnot do anything,” said
Andy. ;

“I can,” said the worm, so loudly
(for a worm) that Andy tumbled off
the flowerpot, he was so very much
astonished.

But quickly picking himself up, he
sat down again and Etsked, “What is it
you can do?”

“ Something that bees, birds, and
even boys can not do,” answered the
worm.

“Let us see what it is,” said Andy.

“Take your little spade and chop me
in two,” said the worm.

“0O no,” said Andy. “That would
be wicked.”

“Well, never do it unless a worm
asks you to,” said the worm; “then it
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is all right. Now I am ready. Go
ahead.”

“Are you sure you are in earnest ?”
asked Andy.

“Quite sure,” answered the worm.

“ And would it not hurt you?” asked
Andy.

“Do not ask so many questions. Do
as I tell you,” said the worm.

“Why?” said Andy. DBut seeing that
the worm was turning away from him,
he seized his little spade and chopped
it in two; and lo! and behold! one half
crept one way, and one half the other.

“Well, sure enéugh,” sald Andy, “I
do not believe I could do that. Good-
by, Mr. Worm:—I mean two Mr. Worms.”

“Good-by,” said the head, and “ Good-
by,” said the tail.. And they both crept
under the ground, and left Andy to ask
“Why ?” until this very day.

LANGUAGE LEssoN.—Let pupils double the last letter
tn each of the following words, and add ing.

8it hit cut flap step hum
let pat Tun hop spin swim
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Lot pupils copy these names of the months, and commit
them to memory.

MAXIM FOR MEMORIZING,

“There isn’t a thing beneath our feet,
But teaches some lesson short and sweet.”

LESSON X.

tints latyns frown whirl
lancy dawns swift'ly dew’drops.

THIS IS THE W AY,

This is the way the morning dawns:
Rosy tints on flowers and trees,
Winds that wake the birds and bees,

Dewdrops on the fields and lawns—

This is the way the morning dawns.
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This is the way the rain comes down:
Tinkle, tinkle, drop by drop,
Over roof and chimney top;
Boughs that bend and skies that frown—
This is the way the rain comes down.

This is the way the river flows:
Here a whirl and there a dance,
Slowly now, then like a lance;

Swiftly to the sea it goes—

This is the way the river flows.

This is the way the birdie sings:
Little birdies in the nest,
You I surely love the best;
Over you I fold my wings—
This is the way the birdie sings.

LANGUAGE LEssoON.—Let. pupils write three state=
ments, using words from the above lesson.

Let pupils commit to memory the first two stanzas of the
above poem.

ARTICULATION EXERCISE.
Drill pupils carefully in pronouncing the wh in the follow-
ing words.
what whirl wheat whistle

when white which whether
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LESSON XI.

draty sil’vér 2855 ham’'mégr
wand eol'lar 5b' by Sertib'by
shong ma’jam s k& sUr prige’
Iin’én Wig'on 8as'Ing nén’sénsy

THE DOG BOY AND THE BOY DOG.
PART I,

“ Bobby,” said Aunt Peggy, “I wish
you would stop teasing that dog.”

Bobby was sitting on the ,rug in
front of the fire, playing with Scrubby,
his dog.

“ Aunty, I am not teasing him,” said
Bobby, turning around and looking up
into Aunt Peggy’s face with a look of
surprise. “I'm playing with him.”

“Go and gét him a bone or a bowl
of milk,” said his aunt. “7The poor
fellow is hungry.”

“By and by,” said Bobby. “I can’t
always be running to wait on a dog.”

“What a mnoise you are making!
What are you doing now ?” said Aunt .
Peggy. :

“I'm making a little wagon, and
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Andy and I are going to, fill it with
big stones and make Scrubby draw it
up from the brook. Won’t that be
fun 2%

“Nonsense !” said Aunt Peggy. “A
little dog like that draw a wagon of
stonesi I won’t let you do anything of
the kind!”

“Aunty, it doesn’t hurt him!” cried
out Bobby. “Dogs are not like boys.”

“I hope not,” said Aunt Peggy.

“No, but I mean things don’t hurt
them ; they like it,” cried Bobby.

“Do they?” said Aunt Peggy. “I
should like to have you turned into a
dog for a day or two, just to let you
try it. Now be quiet, and let me read.”

Bobby- put down his hammer and
said, “I wish Aunt Peggy would Ilet
me do as I please,” and then climbed
up into his father’s big armchair.

There he sat watching the fire burn-
ing brightly, while Aunt Peggy went
on with her reading.

Soon it seemed to Bobby that she
left the chair in which she was sitting,
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and a strange,

little old wom-

an, with a shin-

ing wand, sat

in her place. -

“Well, Bobby,” said

she, shaking her cap strings, “here I
am!”
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Bobby did not know what answer to
make, so he kept still

“Do you know who I am?” asked
she, walking into the middle of the
rug, while her little red boots made a
strange, tinkling noise on the floor.

“ No, ma'am,” said Bobby, “I do not.”

“I am a fairy!” said she.

“0O1” said Bobby; and he thought
that fairies were not very pretty.

She walked toward him, and drew a
circle around him that shone like silver.
She then touched little Secrubby with
her wand, and, wonderful to tell, his
silver collar became white linen, the
buckle changed to a mnecktie of black
ribbon, and Bobby saw, in place of his
dog, Scrubby, a little boy that looked
like himself.

LANGUAGE LEssoN.—Let pupils fill blanks in the state-
ments given below, using in cach, one of the following wirds:
iron, woolen, wooden, silver.

Bobby was making a wagon.

He used nails,

Serubby had a collar.

There was a carpet on the floor,
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LESSON XII.

nailg chilVy bush’és  de gérvy
voigk  In stejgd’ rowr’'ing shiv'ér Ing
eri’sl ~whingd yelp'mg two-legisd
4 void’ pirched Nmped  aft/er wards

THE DOG BOY AND THE BOY DOG.
PART" 11,

Bobby was about to ecry out with
Joy at seeing Scrubby turned into a
boy, when the sound of his own voice
became like a bark, his hands seemed
covered with long black hair, and his
nails had become long and sharp.

When he tried to jump up, he jumped
down instead, and found that he had
four legs in place of two.

Here was a pretty state of things.
The fairy had turned him into a dog,
and Scrubby into a boy!

He tried to ask what it all meant;
but found that, instead of talking, he
was barking very loud.

“Stop your noise!” said Scrubby, the
boy, hitting him over the head with a
stick.
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“Don’t hurt the poor dog,” said a
voice, which sounded like Aunt Peggy’s.

“0Q it doesn't hurt him!” said the
boy. “Dogs have no feelings!”

To ,avoid another shower of blows,
Scrubby, or Bobby—whichever you may
call him—crept away under the great
armchair. He felt very hungry, and
whined softly.

How the poor dog longed for a bone !
How dry and parched his mouth was
for a little water !

He came up to his master’s side and
scratched gently on his arm.

“Get out!” cried the dog boy, and
gave the boy dog a good, hard kick.

The two-legged young animal, now
on four legs, ran yelping out of the
house into the garden.

Scrubby threw a big stone after him,
and hit him on the leg.

Bobby yelped Ilouder, and limped
away to hide himself among the bushes.

“O how he squeals!” said Scrubby,
roaring with laughter. “Isn’t it fun
To-morrow, Andy and I will get an old
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tin pan and tie it to his tail. He'll
run fast enough then, I'm sure!”

“How can you be so cruel ?” said
his mother.

“It’s only a dog,” said Scrubby.
“Dogs don’t mind. They have no feel-
ings like ours.”

Bobby, hearing this, very wisely crept
away among the bushes in the garden;
but, as it grew chilly and damp toward
night, his little body shook with the
cold, and he ran to the door, whining
to go in.

“What’s that?” said a voice inside,
and little Bobby, by standing on his
hind legs, could just see the bright light
shining out threugh the window.

How he longed to lie on the rug in
front of the warm fire!

“I suppose it’s Scrubby,” answered
the boy.

“Go and let him in, then.”

“Tn a minute, mother.”

But the minute passed by, and five
more of them—and then half an hour,
and still nobody let the poor, shivering
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animal in. Scrubby never once thought
of him again until he was snug in bed,
when the boy dog’s whinihg cry reached
his ears.

“Why, there’s that dog! I quite for-
got him. He must lie on the mat out-
side, and take as much comfort there
as he can.”

So the dog boy curled himself up in
bed and went to sleep.

While the boy dog, feeling as though
he was a snowball, curled himself down
under the bushes, as the cold wind blew
on him,

Suddenly, something that looked like
very /bright moonlight shot down through
the branches, but it was only the wand
of the fairy, who was putting aside the
evergreen boughs, to get a better look
at him,

“0,” said the fairy, “how do you
like being a dog?”

“0O, I don’t like being a dog,” cried
our little boy dog. “Do, please, good
fairy, turn me back into a little boy
again | "
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“Do you think you deserve itP”
asked the fairy.

“No, fairy, I don’,” said the shiver-
ing little animal.

“Nor I either,” answered the fairy.
“I have a great mind to keep you a
dog for a few days longer.”

Bobby began to whine bitterly, and
all at once the evergreens, and the
moonlight, and the fairy with her silver
wand, were gone, and he was sitting
upright in his father’s easy-chair, while
the whining was only little Scrubby
pawing at his arm, as if to ask for
something.

Bobby jumped up, felt to see if the
silver collar was round his neck, looked
at his hands, to make sure that they
were not covered with long, black hair,
and counted his legs—one, two, not four.

“0O I'm a boy again! I'm a boy
again | ” cried Bobby.

“I'm sure no one would ever take
you for anything else as long as you
make such a noise as that,” said Aunt
Peggy, while Bobby ran downstairs to
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ask the cook for a plate of bones for
poor Scrubby.

Bobby’s father said it was a dream;
his Aunt Peggy said it was a lesson;
his mother laughed, and said it was all
nonsense ; but Bobby himself believes
to this day that he saw a real fairy,
and that he was a dog once.

At any rate, he was a better boy
afterwards, and treated his dog more
kindly, and that’s all about Bobby and
Bobby’s dog.

Lancuace Lesson.—Copy the following.

Tommy threw his books on the grass,
They saw the tiger through the trees.

The worm was creeping toward its hole.
The pigs thought the whole world was for them.

The wind blew so hard that it shook the mill.
We looked up into the blue sky.

You have two hands to work with.
Do you have too much for two hands to do ?

He made a bow to his friend.

The crow was on the bough of a tree.

Let pupils write siz statements, using correctly the follow-
ing words: their, there; son, sun; meet, meat,
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LESSON XTIII
HOW THE WIND BLOWSI

hur'ry tin'gly vél'lowy at tiumiy




