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#“ My deer now dashed away much
faster than before. I was alone on the
track.

“In the gray Arctic twilight, my
~sledge was gliding swiftly over the
snow, with the low huts I had Ileft
behind me scarcely seen in the dis-
tance.

“I drove on, mile after mile, enjoy-
ing very much my first reindeer drive
in Lapland.”

LANGUAGE LESSON.—Let pupils give answers, whether
oral or written, in complete statements.

Where does the reindeer live?

For what do the Laplanders use him ?

What does a sledge look like?

What kind of harness do they use?

What use do they make of the reindeer’s flesh ?
What do they make from his skin ?

Let pupils unite the answers to the first twe and the last
lwo statements.

MAXIM FOR MEMORIZING,

“A good name is rather to be chosen
than great riches.”
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CATCHING WILD ELEPHANTS.

In India, when the people wish to
catch wild elephants, they choose a place
at the edge of the forest, and make a
fence round it, each post in the fence
being the trunk of a tree.

Sometimes the space inclosed is so
great that the fence reaches for several
miles. The space inside the fence is
called a corral. i

There are openings left in the fence,
through which the elephants may rush
when driven toward them.

When the corral has been made ready,
the hunters surround the elephants and
make blazing lights to frighten them.

The flames seem a long way off at
first ; but they come nearer and nearer,
until the poor elephants see fires on all
sides of them but one.
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Behind the flames are a large num-
ber of men, with sticks and spears in
their hands. ‘They knock these sticks
about and shake their spears, all the

time making”a great noise, to frighten

the elephants as much as they can.

The elephants look about to see how
they can get away. Only one way is
left open, and the whole herd chooses
that and sets off with a furious rush.
That one way leads to the corral.

As soon as they are in the corral, the
people close up the openings, and the
elephants are secure as if in a prison.

They must be taken out one by one,
and this is done by means of tame ele-
phants, which were once caught in a
corral themselves.

They have been well taught since
then, and are now quite willing to help
catch their old friends of the forest.

When they get one of the elephants
out, the people close the opening behind
him.

He rushes about in great fury; but
the tame elephants then come, one on

L1
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each side of him, and stroke him with
their trunks, and seem to talk to him.

He becomes quiet while they are with
him. By and by they entice him to fol-
low them away from the corral. When
they come to a good strong tree they stop.

The people keep close behind, and
at the first chance, they slip a strong
rope round one of his legs, and then
coil it round and round the tree.

As soon as he is fast, the tame ele-
phants leave him. He tries to follow
them ; and when he finds that he can-
not, he roars and struggles, as if he
would pull down the tree.

The people soon come back, and bring
him cocoanuts, and plenty of g"reeﬁ leaves
to eat.

At first he is too angry to eat, and
he tosses the cocoanuts about, and
tramples them wunder his feet; but in
spite of his rage, he can not help get-
ting hungry.

By and by he is glad to take all the
nuts and good things the natives bring
him.
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In a few days he begins to be tamse
and gentle; and in a little time he can
be made to do almost anything his
master likes. One by one the octher
elephants in the corral are taken out,
and tamed in the same way.

LANGUAGE LESSON.—Let pupils fill blanks in the state-
ments given below, using in each, one of the following words:
Ffuriously, gladly, angrily, close, S?n‘u'ly_, Eindly,

The posts 'im, the fence are placed deiic -
gether,

The herd rushes — along into the corral.

One elephant ‘at a time is led out.

The tame elephants treat him

At first, he tramples the cocoanuts X< yunder
his feet.

At last, he eats
him,

all that is brought to

Let pupils unite the third and fourth, and the fifih and
sizth of these stalements, using between each two but or
and.

ARTICULATION EXERCISE,

Drill pupils carefully in pronouncing t in the following
words.

acts swept swiftly choicest
drifts insect servants gentleman

&
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MERRY RAIN.

Sprinkle, sprinkle, comes the rain,
Tapping on the windowpane;
Trickling, coursing,
Crowding; forcing,
Tiny rills
To the dripping window sills.

Laughing raindrops, light and swift,
Through the air they fall and sift;
Dancing, tripping,
Bounding, skipping
Through the street,
With their thousand merry feet.

Every blade of grass around
Is a ladder to the ground;
Clinging, striding,
Slipping, sliding,
On they come
With their busy, patt’ring hum.
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In the woods, by twig and spray,
To the roots they find their way;
Rushing, creeping,
Doubling, leaping,
Down they go
To the waiting life below.

O the brisk and merry rain,
Bringing gladness in its train!
Falling, glancing,
Tinkling, dancing,

All around—
Listen to its cheery sound!

LANGUAGE LESSON.—ZLet pupils copy the first stanza.

Let pupils give answers, whether oral or written, in com-
plete statements,

What is the window frame made of ?
What is it for?

How many sashes have your windows ?
Why do windows have sashes ?

How many panes are set in each sash ?
Why are they made of glass?

MAXIM FOR MEMORIZING.

“Whatever is worth doing at all, is worth
doing well.”

p/
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LESSON XXVI.
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TOO RICH TO AFFORD IT.
PART I.

“I don’t want to go to school any
more, father.”

Mr, Gray raised his eyes in surprise
to the face of his eldest son, a lad of
about fifteen.

“Why dont you wish to go to
school ? 7

“Well, sir, I am tired of studying,
and I don’t see any use in it.”

“Do you think that you know
enough P "

The boy blushed a little at his
father's sharp look and tone.

“I know as much as George Lyman
does, and he left school three months
ago. He says that he is mnot going
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away to school, while his father has
plenty of money.”

Mr. Gray turned upon the boy a
look of grave surprise.

“Did George Lyman say that? His
father is a poorer man than I thought.
So you have quite made up your mind
that you do not wish to go to school
any more ?”

i Yes, s

“You need not then.”

“Q thank you, father!” cried Charles.

“Wait a minute,” said Mr. Gray, as

the boy caught up his hat and started
for the door. “You have nothing to
be thankful for.

“There is an old and homely saying,
‘One man can lead a horse to water,
but ten can not make him drink.

“So I say that you mneed not go to
school, if you are not willing to study;
because, .if you feel as you say you
do, it will be time and money thrown
away.

“But understand one thing ;—if you
do not go to school, you will have to go
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to work. I can not afford to have you
idle.”

“Do you mean that I must go out
to work by the day?”

“I mean that you must have some
steady work or business. You must
have a certain number of hours’ work
each day, as surely as the sun rises.”

“Why, father, George ILyman and
Ned Johnson don’t have to work, and
they say that they don’t mean to, either.
George told me that his father said
that you were the richest man in the
county.”

“If I were the richest man in two
counties, I should mnot be rich enough
to afford to have my boy idle.”

The mnext morning, Charles and his
father started out bright and early in
an open carriage, drawn by a pair of
fine horses. They were carried swiftly
along the smooth, hard road.

At last the carriage stopped in front
of a gloomy, stone building.

“ Are you going to stop here?” said
Charles. “It looks like a prison.”
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“It is a prison,” said Mr. Gray.

“But I thought you were going
see an old schoolmate ?”

“Here is where he lives.”

Before Charles could reply, the heavy
door was swung back and they were
shown in.

“l came to inquire about Mr. Har-
mon, the forger,” said Mr. Gray to the
man who had let them in. “He is an
old schoolmate of mine. How is h
getting along ?”

“Very well. He is quiet; but it is
pretty hard for him. Tt is hard for
these men who have always had plenty
of money and nothing to do. Here they
find no money, but plenty to do. If
you wish to see him, I will send for
him.”

In a few minutes a grave, quiet man
entered. His close-cut hair and queer
dress gave him a strange look. Charles
had never seen anything like it be-
fore.

LANGUAGE LEssoN.—Let pupils give the first seven
Dbaragraphs of this lesson in their ‘own words.
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LESSON XXVII.
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TOO RICH TO AFFORD
PART 1I.

He seemed glad to see Mr. Gray,
though there was something in his man-
ner which showed that he felt deeply
his present position.

Of the two, Mr. Gray seemed the
more unhappy. His voice broke a little
as he said:

“I am glad to see you, Mr. Harmon
but sorry, very sorry to find you
here.”

“You can’t be more sorry than I am
to find myself here,” said the man.

Then, as if anxious to change the
subject, he turned to Charles.

“I suppose that this is your boy ?”

“Yes, this is my eldest son, Charles.
He is just about the age we were when
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we used to go to school together. Have
you forgotten all

.

John 7"

about those days,

Mr. Harmon was silent for a few mo-
ments as he thought of those happy
days; then suddenly, covering his face
with his bitterly.

hands, he wept

Charles had mnever seen a man weep
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before, and those sobs and moans made
him feel very sad.

“I wish I could!” said Mr. Harmon,
lifting up his pale, tear-stained face.
“I wish I could forget. I sometimes

think that it is all a dream—that

I shall some day wake and find it
sol”

“How did it happen ?” inquired Mr.
Gray. “When I last saw you, your
prospects were bright—brighter than
mine.”

“It can be told in a few words,” was
the reply. ‘Idleness and bad company.
As you know, I would not study. I
thought there was no need for me, a
rich man’s son, to do that.

“My father’s death left me with great
wealth, of which I never earned a dollar,
and of whose use and worth I knew
nothing. How it went I hardly know;
but I awoke one morning to find my-
self poorer than the lowest clerk in the
house.

“T knew nothing about getting money
by honest work, but money I must
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have; so I tried to get it without
work. The rest needs no telling.”

Here Mr. Harmon was called back to
his dreary task.

The keeper now showed them the
workshops and cells, kindly telling
Charles about all that he did not un-
derstand.

When they visited the shoe shop,
Charles saw Harmon sitting there among
the rows of Dusy, silent men.

“How many of these men,” inquired
Mr. Gray, “have ever been trained to
any useful trade or business?”

“Not one in ten.”

After thanking the keeper for his
kindness to them, Mr. Gray and Charles
started for home.

“How hard it must be to have to
live in a place like that!” said Charles,
as reaching a hilltop, he gave a back-
ward glance at the building, which
looked so dark and lonely in the dis-
tance.

There was silence for some minutes.
Then Mr. Gray said:
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“You asked me, Charles, if you were
to work like other boys, and this visit
to the prison is my answer. The world
calls me a rich man, and so I am.

“TI am able to give you every chance
to grow wise and good; but I am not,
and never shall be, rich enough to have
you idle.

“Strange as it may sound, I am too
rich to afford it. Many a father has
learned to his sorrow, what it is to
have a boy idle.”

Charles was very thoughtful for a
few moments; then he looked up and
said, “I think I will go to school on
Monday, father.”

LANGUAGE LEssoN.—ZLet pupils fill blanks in the sen
tences gwen below, using in each, one of the following words:
then, never, when, to-day, to-morrow, now.

Tell me you will come.

Will you come ?

If you can not come , come

I shall be at home

Do not say that you will come.

Let pupils write two questions and two commands,
using in each, one of the jfollowing words: ever, before,
afterwards, soon.
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LESSON XXVIII,
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THE LITTLE DOVES.

High on the top of an old pine tree
Broods a mother dove with her young ones
three.

Warm over them is her soft, downy breast,

And they sing so sweetly in their nest.

“Co0,” say the little omes, ¢ Coo,” says
. she,

All in their nest on the old pine tree.

Soundly they sleep through the moonshiny
night,

Each young one covered and tucked in
tight;

Morn wakes them up with the first blush
of light,

And they sing to each other with all their
might.

“Coo,” say the little omes, ‘ Coo,” says
she,

All in their nest on the old pine tree.

THIRD READER. 117

When in the nest they are all left alone,

‘While their mother far for their dinner has
flown,

Quiet and gentle they all remain,

Till their mother they see come home again.

Then “ Coo,” say the little ones, ¢ Coo,” says
she,

All in their nest on tke old pine tree.

When they are fed by their tender mother,

One never pushes nor crowds another,

Each opens wide his own little bill,

And he patiently waits, and gets his fill.

Then “Coo,” say the little ones, “ Coo,” says
she,

A1l in their nest on the old pine tree.

Wisely the mother begins by and by,

To make her young ones learn to fly;

Just for a little way over the brink,

Then back to the mnest as quick as a
wink.

And “Coo,” say the little ones, “Coo,” says
she,

All in their nest on the old pine tree.

Fast grow the young ones, day and night,
Till their wings are plumed for a longer
flight ;
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Till unto them at last draws nigh
The time when they all must say “Good-
by
Then “ Coo,” say the little ones, “ Coo,” says
she,
And away they fly from the old pine tree.

LANGUAGE LussoN.—Let pupils give answers, whether
oral or written, to the following questions, in complete state-
ments.

Nest, Where was the nest ?
How many birds were in it ?

Sleep. How long 'did they sleep?
When did they wake?

Food. Why did the mother dove leave the nest ?
What did the little doves do ?

Dinner. Who fed the little doves?
How did the 1little doves act ?

Flying. Who taught the little doves to fly ?
How far did they fly at first ?

Parting. What happened to their wings ?
What did all the doves do then ?

The answers to each pair of questions may be united
by a connecting word, such as and, but or then,
and written out so as to form a complete story.

Let pupils notice that each part of the story, as that
about mest, sleep, etc, should be written as a single
paragraph.
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FRITZ AND THE WOLEE.

Fritz was the son of a farmer who
lived in a lonely part of Russia. The
rude cabin which was his home stood
in a dark forest, several miles from
the mearest village.

One day Fritz was sent to the vil-




