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Notes on this book: 

 

A Charlotte Mason Education 

 

A list of readings in itself does not constitute a Charlotte Mason education.  You must 

adopt her philosophy and employ her methods, including narration, copywork, nature 

studies, picture studies, habit formation, etc.  I encourage you to read the material at the 

websites below to familiarize yourself with her philosophy and methods. 

 

Suggested Readings 

 

Here are some resources you should read before you begin: 

• http://amblesideonline.org/ - you will find Charlotte Mason’s writings here, as well as 

summaries and paraphrases of her work. 

• http://simplycharlottemason.com/basics/ 

• http://simplycharlottemason.com/store/samples/Spelling-Wisdom-Sample.pdf - 

read this to understand how copywork is done. 

• http://simplycharlottemason.com/books/education-is/ - a free e-book 

 

Geography 

 

I could not find any good copyright-free literature on geography.  But I suggest you check 

out A Child’s Geography, which is a Charlotte Mason style geography curriculum.  The first 

three chapters are available for you to download for free from this website: 

http://www.achildsgeography.com/explore-his-earth-free-chap/ 

 

Copyright 

 

The material in this book has been taken largely from www.mainlesson.com, a repository 

of copyright-free books. 

 

The timeline figures and pages from the Record of Time book are used with permission 

from Homeschool in the Woods (www.homeschoolinthewoods.com).   
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Suggested Schedule for Readings & Activities 
 

This is a suggestion on how to read through and use the material in this book. 

 

Week 1 

 

History & Timeline 

� Read “Pocahontas” 

� Add Pocahontas and John Smith to Timeline 

Science 

� Read “The Little Spider’s First Web” 

Literature & Language 

� Write one piece of Copywork a day 

� Do one Narration a day from any of the readings or portions of readings 

� Read a poem a day 

� Read “Shakespeare – The Man” – The First Reading 

� Add Shakespeare to Timeline 

� Read “Twelfth Night” – The First Reading 

� Read “How the Camel Got His Hump” 

Art 

� Read “Leonardo da Vinci” – The First Reading 

� Add Leonardo da Vinci to Timeline 

� Study one picture 

 

 

Week 2 

 

History & Timeline 

� Read “Sir Walter Raleigh” 

� Add Sir Walter Raleigh and Elizabeth I to Timeline 

Science 

� Read “The Lazy Snail” 

Literature & Language 

� Write one piece of Copywork a day 

� Do one Narration a day from any of the readings or portions of readings 

� Read a poem a day 

� Read “Shakespeare – The Man” – The Second Reading 

� Read “Twelfth Night” – The Second Reading 

� Read “The Elephant’s Child” 

Art 

� Read “Leonardo da Vinci” – The Second Reading 

� Study one picture 
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Week 3 

 

History & Timeline 

� Read “Sir Francis Drake” 

� Add Sir Francis Drake to Timeline 

Science 

� Read “A Frog’s Life” 

Literature & Language 

� Write one piece of Copywork a day 

� Do one Narration a day from any of the readings or portions of readings 

� Read a poem a day 

� Read “Shakespeare – The Man” – The Third Reading 

� Read “Twelfth Night” – The Third Reading 

� Read “East o’ the Sun and West o’ the Moon” – The First Reading 

Art 

� Read “Leonardo da Vinci” – The Third Reading 

� Study one picture 

 

 

Week 4 

 

History 

� Read “Columbus and the Egg” 

� Add Christopher Columbus to Timeline 

Science 

� Read “The Slow Little Mud Turtle” 

Literature & Language 

� Write one piece of Copywork a day 

� Do one Narration a day from any of the readings or portions of readings 

� Read a poem a day 

� Read “Shakespeare – The Man” – The Fourth Reading 

� Read “Twelfth Night” – The Fourth Reading 

� Read “East o’ the Sun and West o’ the Moon” – The Second Reading 

Art 

� Read “Leonardo da Vinci” – The Fourth Reading 

� Study one picture 

 

 

Additional Readings and Timeline Figures 

 

� Mary I.—How the Princess Elizabeth Became a Prisoner 

� Mary I.—How a Candle Was Lit In England Which Has Never Been Put Out 

� Elizabeth—How the Imprisoned Princess Became a Queen 

� Elizabeth—the Story of a Most Unhappy Queen 

� Timeline Figures for Mary I and Timeline Figure for Henry VIII 
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Pocahontas 
From Fifty Famous Stories Retold by James Baldwin 

 

THERE was once a very brave man whose name was John Smith. He came to this country 

many years ago, when there were great woods everywhere, and many wild beasts and 

Indians. Many tales are told of his adventures, some of them true and some of them untrue. 

Among the latter is the following story:—  

 

One day when Smith was in the woods, some Indians came upon him, and made him 

their prisoner. They led him to their king, and in a short time they made ready to put him to 

death.  

 

A large stone was brought in, and Smith was made to lie down with his head on it. Then 

two tall Indians with big clubs in their hands came forward. The king and all his great men 

stood around to see. The Indians raised their clubs. In another moment they would fall on 

Smith's head.  

 

But just then a little Indian girl rushed in. She was the daughter of the king, and her name 

was Pocahontas. She ran and threw herself between Smith and the uplifted clubs. She 

clasped Smith's head with her arms. She laid her own head upon his.  

 

"O father!" she cried, "spare this man's life. I am sure he has done you no harm, and we 

ought to be his friends."  

 

The men with the clubs could not strike, for they did not want to hurt the child. The king at 

first did not know what to do. Then he spoke to some of his warriors, and they lifted Smith 

from the ground. They untied the cords from his wrists and feet, and set him free.  

 

The next day the king sent Smith home; and several Indians went with him to protect him 

from harm.  

 

After that, as long as she lived, Pocahontas was the friend of the white men, and she did a 

great many things to help them. 
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Sir Walter Raleigh 
From Fifty Famous Stories Retold by James Baldwin 

 

THERE once lived in England a brave and noble man whose name was Walter Raleigh. He 

was not only brave and noble, but he was also handsome and polite; and for that reason 

the queen made him a knight, and called him Sir Walter Raleigh.  

 

I will tell you about it.  

 

When Raleigh was a young man, he was one day walking along a street in London. At 

that time the streets were not paved, and there were no sidewalks. Raleigh was dressed in 

very fine style, and he wore a beautiful scarlet cloak thrown over his shoulders.  

 

As he passed along, he found it hard work to keep from stepping in the mud, and soiling 

his handsome new shoes. Soon he came to a puddle of muddy water which reached 

from one side of the street to the other. He could not step across. Perhaps he could jump 

over it.  

 

As he was thinking what he should do, he happened to look up. Who was it coming down 

the street, on the other side of the puddle?  

 

It was Elizabeth, the Queen of England, with her train of gentlewomen and waiting maids. 

She saw the dirty puddle in the street. She saw the handsome young man with the scarlet 

cloak, standing by the side of it. How was she to get across?  

 

Young Raleigh, when he saw who was coming, forgot about himself. He thought only of 

helping the queen. There was only one thing that he could do, and no other man would 

have thought of that.  

 

He took off his scarlet cloak, and spread it across the puddle. The queen could step on it 

now, as on a beautiful carpet.  

 

She walked across. She was safely over the ugly puddle, and her feet had not touched 

the mud. She paused a moment, and thanked the young man.  

 

As she walked onward with her train, she asked one of the gentlewomen, "Who is that 

brave gentleman who helped us so handsomely?"  

 

"His name is Walter Raleigh," said the gentlewoman.  

 

"He shall have his reward," said the queen.  

 

Not long after that, she sent for Raleigh to come to her palace.  
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The young man went, but he had no scarlet cloak to wear. Then, while all the great men 

and fine ladies of England stood around, the queen made him a knight. And from that 

time he was known as Sir Walter Raleigh, the queen's favourite.  

 

Sir Walter Raleigh and Sir Humphrey Gilbert, were half-brothers. When Sir Humphrey made 

his first voyage to America, Sir Walter was with him. After that, Sir Walter tried several times 

to send men to this country to make a settlement.  

 

But those whom he sent found only great forests, and wild beasts, and savage Indians. 

Some of them went back to England; some of them died for want of food; and some of 

them were lost in the woods. At last Sir Walter gave up trying to get people to come to 

America.  

 

But he found two things in this country which the people of England knew very little about. 

One was the potato, the other was tobacco.  

 

If you should ever go to Ireland, you may be shown the place where Sir Walter planted the 

few potatoes which he carried over from America. He told his friends how the Indians used 

them for food; and he proved that they would grow in the Old World as well as in the New.  

Sir Walter had seen the Indians smoking the leaves of the tobacco plant. He thought that 

he would do the same, and he carried some of the leaves to England. Englishmen had 

never used tobacco before that time; and all who saw Sir Walter puffing away at a roll of 

leaves thought that it was a strange sight.  

 

One day as he was sitting in his chair and smoking, his servant came into the room. The 

man saw the smoke curling over his master's head, and he thought that he was on fire.  

 

He ran out for some water. He found a pail that was quite full. He hurried back, and threw 

the water into Sir Walter's face. Of course the fire was all put out.  

 

After that a great many men learned to smoke. And now tobacco is used in all countries 

of the world. It would have been well if Sir Walter Raleigh had let it alone. 
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Sir Francis Drake 
"Upon A Peak In Dairen" – Second Story 

From Thirty More Famous Stories Retold by James Baldwin 

  

 
 

 

After Balboa's discovery of the Pacific Ocean, seventy years went by. Then, one day, 

another bold adventurer stood upon a peak in Darien.  

 

The name of this man was Francis Drake. He was known far and wide as the most daring 

sailor on the seas. He was an Englishman, and he hated Spain and the Spaniards with a 

bitter hatred. Like Balboa, he visited Darien in search of gold; but he meant to get it from 

those whom he called his enemies—to take it away from them by force.  

 

He stood near the top of a high cliff, not far from the line where the famous Panama 

Canal is now being built. Below him there was a deep ravine, and along the ravine there 

was a mule path. This mule path was the road along which the Spaniards carried their 

treasures over the mountains to the seaport of Darien, to be loaded on ships and sent to 

Spain. Close to this pathway, crouching behind rocks and trees, were Captain Drake's 

followers—a few rough sailors armed to the teeth and a band of light-footed Indians with 

spears and clubs. They seemed to be expecting someone to pass that way; for they 

moved very cautiously and kept their weapons in their hands ready for use, while they 

watched their leader on the steep mountain wall above them.  

 

As Drake stood near the edge of the cliff he saw before him a tall tree with spreading 

branches reaching like gaunt, bare arms toward the sky. "Ah!" said he, "what better 

outlook could one want than this?"  

 

Sailor as he was, it was easy enough for him to clamber up the gnarled trunk. Soon he was 

standing on the very topmost branch. As he looked around him, what a glorious view did 

he behold! On every side were wooded mountain tops, green with tropical verdure. 
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Between them were deep ravines and broad valleys, with thick forests of giant trees and 

sprawling vines and tangled underwoods, through which the feet of man had never 

passed. Far to the north he caught faint glimpses of the sea on which he had lately sailed, 

and he knew that in a snug harbour somewhere on the coast of that sea his ship, safe 

hidden from Spanish eyes, was waiting for his return.  

 

But it was not for the northern view that he cared. He turned and looked in the other 

direction. Never had he seen a grander sight. There, in plain view before him, was the 

great western ocean, the mighty Pacific, which the Spaniard Balboa had discovered, and 

which Spain had ever since claimed as her own.  

 

The waters danced and sparkled in the sunlight, just as they had done in Balboa's time, 

and they stretched south and west a marvellous distance, until at last sea and sky seemed 

mingled in one. The heart of the bold sailor was strangely moved as he lazed upon this 

scene; for he was the first of Englishmen to behold that greatest of all waters.  

 

As he looked he could see the ships of Spain, like specks upon the water, sailing into the 

port of Panama, and bringing the treasures of Peru and of the golden East to swell the 

wealth and increase the power of the Spanish king. Tears came to his eyes. He clenched 

his hands with strong determination. His breath came quickly as he thought of the hated 

Spaniards and of their claim to the ownership of half the world.  

 

Then, forgetting where he was, he knelt down among the branches. "O God," he prayed, 

"help me to humble the pride of Spain, and help me to promote England's glory on the 

seas. And I vow to give my time and strength to this cause, and never to rest till I shall sail 

an English ship on the waters of this great ocean."  

 

A call from his men in the ravine below aroused him; and as he hastened to descend from 

the tree he heard the tinkle of bells far down the mountain pass. A train of mules laden 

with gold and silver from the mines of Peru was slowly approaching. It was to waylay and 

capture such a train that he and his followers had come to this peak in Darien; and here, 

now, was his opportunity.  

 

An hour later Captain Drake was dividing the treasure among his followers. There was so 

great a weight of precious metals that they could not carry it all, but were obliged to bury 

a part in a secret place in the forest.  

 

The story of the bold capture was carried to Panama and the other Spanish towns on the 

isthmus, but Drake was soon safe back on board of his ship. The fear of the bold sea rover 

spread to every port on the coast, and from that day the pride of Spain began to be 

humbled.  
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" 'I myself will make him a knight.' " 

 

Two years later Captain Drake fulfilled his vow by sailing an English vessel on the mighty 

Pacific. Along the coasts of Chile and Peru he sailed. He captured Spanish towns, he 

waylaid Spanish treasure ships, he carried terror into all the Spanish provinces. Then, when 

his vessel was loaded with so much treasure that she could carry no more, he turned his 

course to the west, and was the first Englishman to sail across the Pacific. Westward and 

still westward he sailed. He passed on the south of the Philippines, he touched at the Spice 

Islands, he traversed the Indian Ocean, he sailed around Africa, and finally returned in 

safety to England. It was a wonderful voyage—the first English voyage round the world.  

 

Queen Elizabeth was so delighted when she heard of Drake's exploits that she cried out, 

"He shall be SIR Francis Drake. I myself will make him a knight."  

 

And Sir Francis Drake it was; and from his time the power of England on the sea began to 

be felt.
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Columbus and the Egg 
From Thirty More Famous Stories Retold by James Baldwin 

 

 
  

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS discovered America on the 12th of October, 1492. He had spent 

eighteen years in planning for that wonderful first voyage which he made across the 

Atlantic Ocean. The thoughts and hopes of the best part of his life had been given to it. 

He had talked and argued with sailors and scholars and princes and kings, saying, "I know 

that, by sailing west across the great ocean, one may at last reach lands that have never 

been visited by Europeans." But he had been laughed at as a foolish dreamer, and few 

people had any faith in his projects.  

 

At last, however, the king and queen of Spain gave him ships with which to make the trial 

voyage. He crossed the ocean and discovered strange lands, inhabited by a people 

unlike any that had been known before. He believed that these lands were a part of India.  

 

When he returned home with the news of his discovery there was great rejoicing, and he 

was hailed as the hero who had given a new world to Spain. Crowds of people lined the 

streets through which he passed, and all were anxious to do him honour. The king and 

queen welcomed him to their palace and listened with pleasure to the story of his voyage. 

Never had so great respect been shown to any common man.  

 

But there were some who were jealous of the discoverer, and as ready to find fault as 

others were to praise. "Who is this Columbus?" they asked, "and what has he done? Is he 

not a pauper pilot from Italy? And could not any other seaman sail across the ocean just 

as he has done?"  

 

One day Columbus was at a dinner which a Spanish gentleman had given in his honour, 

and several of these persons were present. They were proud, conceited fellows, and they 

very soon began to try to make Columbus uncomfortable.  
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"You have discovered strange lands beyond the sea," they said. "But what of that? We do 

not see why there should be so much said about it. Anybody can sail across the ocean; 

and anybody can coast along the islands on the other side, just as you have done. It is the 

simplest thing in the world."  

 

Columbus made no answer; but after a while he took an egg from a dish and said to the 

company, "Who among you, gentlemen, can make this egg stand on end?"  

 

One by one those at the table tried the experiment. When the egg had gone entirely 

around and none had succeeded, all said that it could not be done.  

 

Then Columbus took the egg and struck its small end gently upon the table so as to break 

the shell a little. After that there was no trouble in making it stand upright.  

 

"Gentlemen," said he, "what is easier than to do this which you said was impossible? It is 

the simplest thing in the world. Anybody can do it—after he has been shown how." 
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Mary I.—How the Princess Elizabeth Became a Prisoner 
From Our Island Story by H. E. Marshall 

 

QUEEN MARY thought that her sister, the Princess Elizabeth, had a part in the plot to put 

her from the throne, so, as soon as it began, she sent some gentlemen with soldiers to take 

her prisoner.  

 

These gentlemen arrived late in the evening at the house where the Princess was living.  

 

"Tell the Princess," they said to her lady-in-waiting who met them, "that we must see her at 

once. We come from court with a message from the Queen." 

 

The Princess was ill and in bed, but the lady took the message to her.  

 

"Go back to the gentlemen," said the Princess, "say to them that I welcome them, but as it 

is so late, I trust that they will wait to speak with me until the morning." 

 

"No, we must see the Princess at once," replied the gentlemen when they received this 

answer, and without waiting for more, they followed the lady into Princess Elizabeth's 

bedroom.  

 

She was very much surprised, and angry too, when she saw them. "Is there so much haste 

that you cannot wait until morning?" she asked.  

 

"We are sorry to see you so ill," replied the gentlemen, somewhat ashamed of themselves.  

 

"And I am not glad to see you here at this time of night," returned the Princess.  

 

"There is no help for it," said the gentlemen. "We are sent by the Queen, and her message 

is that you must come to her at once." 

 

"Certainly, I shall be very pleased to obey," replied Elizabeth, "but you can see for 

yourselves that I am not well enough to come at present." 

 

"We are very sorry," replied the gentlemen, "but you must come. Our orders are to bring 

you dead or alive." 

 

This made the Princess very sad, for she now felt sure that she had reason to be afraid of 

her sister, the Queen. She tried very hard to make the gentlemen go away, but they 

would not. At last, after a great deal of talking, she agreed to go with them next morning.  

 

When the time came Princess Elizabeth was so ill that she fainted several times as she was 

being led out of the house. All her servants, crying bitterly, gathered to say good-bye to 

her. They loved their mistress very much, and they did not know what was going to 

happen.  
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When Elizabeth arrived at court, she was not allowed to see the Queen, but was shut up in 

her room, and kept a prisoner there for a fortnight. Gentlemen of the court came and 

talked to her, trying to make her confess that she had helped in the rebellion against the 

Queen. But she said always that she knew nothing of it, and had ever been true to her 

sister. Then one day they told her that she was to be taken to the Tower.  

 

The Princess became very much afraid. She knew what a dreadful place the Tower was—

what fearful things happened there, and how few people who once went in ever came 

out alive. She begged and prayed not to be taken there.  

 

"I am true to the Queen," she said, "in thought, word and deed. It is not right that she 

should shut me up in that sad place." 

 

But the lords replied, "There is no help for it. The Queen commands and you must obey." 

 

So a boat was brought and the Princess was rowed down the Thames to the Tower. It was 

a dreary morning. Sky and river were grey, and the rain fell fast. As the boat went slowly on, 

the Princess sat silent and sorrowful, deep in thought. At last the boat stopped. The lords 

stepped out, and the Princess, awakened from her sad thoughts, looked up. But when she 

saw that the boat had stopped at the gate of the Tower called the Traitors' Gate, she sat 

still.  

 

"Lady, will you land?" said one of the lords.  

 

"No," answered Elizabeth, "I am no traitor." 

 

"Lady, it is raining," said another of the lords, as he tried to put his cloak round her to shelter 

her. But the Princess dashed it back with her hand. Then rising, she stepped on shore, 

saying as she did so, "Here landeth, being a prisoner, as true a subject as ever stood upon 

these steps." 

 

When the Princess reached the courtyard, she would go no farther, but sat there upon a 

stone. Not all the entreaties of the lords could move her. Through the cold and wet of the 

dreary morning she sat in that grim courtyard.  

 

"Lady, you will do well to come in out of the rain," said the Governor of the Tower. "You are 

but uncomfortable there." 

 

"Better to sit here than in a worse place," relied the Princess, "for I know not where you will 

lead me." 

 

Then one of her own servants, kneeling beside her, burst into tears.  

 

"Why do you weep for me?" said Elizabeth. "You should rather comfort me and not weep." 

But she rose and went sadly into the Tower. Then the doors were locked and barred. The 

Princess was a prisoner at last.  
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A close prisoner Elizabeth was kept. Very few of her own servants were allowed to be with 

her. But one of the servants of the Tower had a little son about four years old. He used to 

come to see the Princess and bring her flowers, and they soon became great friends. But 

when Elizabeth's enemies heard of this, they thought that she would try to send messages 

to her friends by this little boy. So, one day, they caught him and promised to give him 

apples and figs if he would tell them what the Princess said to him, and what messages 

she sent to her friends.  

 

But although the boy was so young, he understood that these men must be the enemies 

of the Princess, and he would not tell them anything, if indeed he had anything to tell. 

They talked for a long time, but could learn nothing from him. "Please, my lord," said the 

little boy at last, "will you now give me the apples and figs you promised?" 

 

"No, indeed," replied the gentleman, "but you shall have a whipping if you talk to the 

Princess anymore." 

 

"I shall bring my lady more flowers," replied the little boy boldly.  

 

But his father was told that he must now allow his son to run about the Tower any longer, 

and next day the Princess missed her little friend. But presently she saw him peeping 

through a hole in the door, and when he saw that no one was near he called to her, "Lady, 

I can bring you no more flowers." 

 

Then the Princess smiled sadly but said nothing. She knew that unkind people had taken 

even this one little friend from her.  

 

The Princess lived in constant fear of her life. After a time she was removed from the Tower, 

and was sent from prison to prison. It was no wonder that one day, hearing a milkmaid 

singing gayly, Elizabeth said she, too, would rather be a milkmaid and free, than a great 

Princess and a prisoner.  

 

At last she was allowed to go to Hatfield, a house near St. Albans, which now belongs to 

the Marquis of Salisbury. There, carefully watched and guarded, she lived until Mary died.  
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Mary I.—How a Candle Was Lit In England Which Has Never Been Put 

Out 
From Our Island Story by H. E. Marshall 

 

WHEN Mary had put down the rebellion which her desire to marry Philip had raised, she 

had her own way and married him.  

 

He came from Spain with much pomp and splendour, and as he rode through the streets 

of London there was a show of rejoicing, but the people did not really like him. He brought 

a great deal of money with him, and gave presents to the people, but still they did not like 

him. Parliament took good care that he should have no share in the government, and 

that made him angry. No one loved him except Mary.  

 

With Philip's help the Queen began to do what she dearly wished. That was to bring 

England again under the power of the Pope.  

 

The Pope sent a messenger to England, and Philip and Mary, holding a solemn service, 

knelt at his feet. They confessed that Henry VIII. had done a wicked thing, when he 

quarrelled with the Pope. They said that the people of England were sorry for it, and 

humbly begged to be forgiven.  

 

Then the Pope's messenger granted them forgiveness in his master's name, and England 

was once more said to be Roman Catholic.  

 

Now began the most terrible time of Mary's reign, for it required more than a few words 

from King, Queen, and Pope to make England again truly Roman Catholic. The 

Protestants would not give up their religion. Mary was determined that they should. Those 

who refused were imprisoned and put to death in the most cruel way. They were burned 

alive.  

 

It would make you too sad to tell stories of this terrible time. In three years nearly three 

hundred people were put to death by Mary's cruel orders. Yet she did no good but rather 

harm to her cause. For many who were at first on her side turned away with horror from 

her dreadful cruelties.  

 

These men and women who suffered death so cheerfully for their religion fought for British 

freedom as much as Caractacus, or Harold or any of the brave men of whom you have 

heard. And it was much harder to die as they did, than to fall in battle fighting for their 

country with sword and spear. So when you hear such names as Rogers, Hooper, Ridley, 

Latimer, and Cranmer, honour them as heroes, and think gratefully of the many, many 

others, whose names we shall never know, but who suffered as bravely.  

 

"Be of good comfort, Master Ridley, and play the man," said Latimer, as they were being 

led to be burned together, "We shall this day light such a candle, by God's grace, in 

England, as I trust shall never be put out." By this he meant that others, hearing of the 

brave manner in which they died, would take heart too, and fight as bravely for their faith 
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and freedom. So instead of crushing out God's light and truth, Mary was making it shine as 

a light which every one might see.  

 

Mary was not happy, She could not help knowing that her cruel behaviour did harm 

rather than good to the religion which she loved, yet she went on killing and torturing 

more fiercely than ever.  

 

Philip grew tired of England, where he was not allowed to rule, so he went back to his own 

country. This was a great sorrow to Mary, for she loved her husband. Philip returned indeed 

once, but it was only to get money for a war with France. Very unwillingly the Parliament 

granted the money and help he asked, but the war ended sadly for Mary. Calais, which 

had belonged to the English for more than two hundred years, was lost. Mary grieved very 

much over this. "When I am dead," she said, "you will find 'Calais' graven on my heart." In 

the same year, 1558 A.D. , she died, wretched and unloved.  

 

She was succeeded by her sister, the Princess Elizabeth, who was the daughter of Anne 

Boleyn, the second wife of Henry VIII.  
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Elizabeth—How the Imprisoned Princess Became a Queen 
From Our Island Story by H. E. Marshall 

 

"Then our streets were unpaved, our houses were thatched, sir, 

Our windows were latticed, our doors only latched, sir, 

Yet so few were the rogues that would plunder or rob, sir, 

That the hangman was starved for want of a job, sir. 

Oh, the golden days of good Queen Bess! 

 

"Then our ladies with large ruffs tied under their neck fast 

Would gobble up a pound of beefsteaks for their breakfast; 

With a close quilled-up coif, their noddles just did fit 

And were trussed up as tight as a rabbit on a spit! 

Oh, the golden days of good Queen Bess! 

 

"Then jerkin and doublet, and yellow worsted hose 

With a large pair of whiskers was the dress of our beaus, 

Strong beer they preferred to clarets and to hocks, 

No poultry they prized like the wing of an ox. 

Oh, the golden days of good Queen Bess! 

 

"Good neighbourhood, too, there was plenty as beef, 

And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, 

While merry went the mill-clack, the shuttle, and the plough, 

And honest men could live by the sweat of their brow. 

Oh, the golden days of good Queen Bess! 

 

"Then all great men were good and all good men were great, 

And the props of the nation were the pillars of the state, 

For the sovereign and the subject one interest supported, 

And our powerful alliance was by all other nations courted. 

Oh, the golden days of good Queen Bess!" 

 

IN the grounds of Hatfield the oak may still be seen under which Elizabeth was sitting when 

messengers came to tell her that Mary was dead and that she was Queen.  

 

The Princess listened, looking up through the bare branches to the dull November sky, then 

falling upon her knees, she exclaimed in Latin words, "It is the Lord's doing, and it is 

marvellous in our eyes!" 

 

Afterwards Elizabeth put these words upon the gold coins which were used during her 

reign. Upon the silver coins she put another Latin sentence which means, "I have chosen 

God for my helper." 

 

As soon as Elizabeth knew that she was chosen to be Queen, she left Hatfield and went in 

state to the Tower of London, for, at that time, the Tower was used as a royal palace as 
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well as a prison. But this time she did not go as a prisoner. This time she did not enter by the 

Traitors' Gate. She went as a Queen, free and happy, guarded indeed, but guarded with 

love and honour.  

 

As the Queen passed through the gates, she paused. "Some," she said, "have fallen from 

being Princes in this land to be prisoners in this place; I am raised from being prisoner in this 

place to be Prince in this land. That was the work of God's justice; this a work of His mercy. 

So must I be myself to God thankful, and to man merciful." 

 

There were great rejoicings when Elizabeth was crowned, bonfires blazed and joy-bells 

rang. Yet the land and the people were in a sad and miserable state, and it needed all 

Elizabeth's wisdom and the wisdom of the great men who surrounded her to bring back 

happiness and peace to the country.  

 

Elizabeth began her reign at a very difficult time. The quarrels between the old and new 

religions and the cruelties of Mary had divided the people into two parties. Each party 

hoped that the new Queen would favour them. But Elizabeth did not mean to make any 

of her subjects suffer death because of what they felt it right to believe. During her reign 

people were neither tortured nor killed in the name of religion.  

 

Elizabeth was clever, but she liked to think that she was beautiful too. She loved fine 

clothes and she dressed in the most splendid silks and satins and jewels. Her courtiers told 

her that she was the most beautiful lady on earth. This was not true. Elizabeth was not 

really very beautiful, but she was vain and liked to hear people say that she was lovely. 

And her people loved her so much that very likely they really thought that she was 

beautiful.  

 

Whenever it was known that the Queen would pass through the streets, the people would 

gather to see her. They would stand for hours waiting until she came. When she at last 

appeared, they would wave their hats and shout, "God save your Majesty! God save your 

Majesty!" 

 

Then the Queen would stop and, looking round on them, would say, "God bless you all, my 

good people." The people would again cry, "God save your Majesty!" and the Queen 

would smile and reply, "You may well have a greater Prince, but you will never have a 

more loving Prince." 

 

Then when she had gone again the people would go to their homes talking of what a 

splendid Queen she was, and of how they would die for Good Queen Bess, as they loved 

to call her. 
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Elizabeth—the Story of a Most Unhappy Queen 
From Our Island Story by H. E. Marshall 

 

AT this time in Scotland as in England there ruled a Queen. These two Queens were 

cousins, for Margaret, the sister of Henry VIII., had married James IV., King of Scotland, and 

this Mary who was now Queen of Scotland was their granddaughter and Elizabeth's 

cousin.  

 

In spite of the fact that an English Princess had married a Scottish King, the two peoples 

continued to be enemies as they had always been, and Elizabeth of England did not love 

her cousin Mary of Scotland. She hated and feared her.  

 

Mary had been brought up in France, which is a Roman Catholic country, and she had 

married the French King. So she was Queen of France and Scotland.  

 

When Mary of England died, Mary of Scotland thought that she had a better right to the 

throne of England than Elizabeth, so she called herself Queen of Scotland, France, 

England and Ireland.  

 

Many people agreed with Mary, among them the Pope, who was angry with Elizabeth 

because she would not be ruled by him and would no longer punish the Protestants as her 

sister had done. So it was little wonder that Elizabeth hated and feared her cousin. The 

Protestants of England hated Mary of Scotland too. They were afraid that if she became 

Queen of England, she would bring back the dreadful days of the English Mary.  

 

When Mary was only nineteen, her husband, the French King, died, and she left France 

where she had been living and returned to Scotland. As she sat upon the deck of the ship 

which took her to Scotland she wept bitterly. "Adieu, France, adieu," she sobbed, "I shall 

never see you more." 

 

Scotland seemed cold and dark to Mary after sunny France, and the people harsh and 

rough. Yet the Scots loved their Queen and were eager to show her that they did so, and 

Mary wanted to be loved. But Mary and her people did not understand each other. 

Although she was clever and beautiful she was perhaps the most unhappy and most 

unwise Queen who ever sat upon a throne.  

 

In Scotland, as in England, many dreadful things happened because of the Reformation 

and change of religion. Mary was a Roman Catholic, while many of her people had 

turned to the new religion. There were other causes for quarrels, so there was sorrow and 

war, until at last the Scottish people imprisoned their beautiful Queen in a lonely castle, 

upon an island, in the middle of a loch.  

 

But although many people hated Mary, many loved her too, and these helped her to 

escape. One evening, a boy called the Little Douglas, who lived in the castle where she 

was imprisoned, stole the keys while the Governor was at supper. In the middle of the 

night he unlocked the door of Mary's room. Fearfully and silently she crept with him 
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through the dark passages till they reached the great gate. Douglas unlocked it, and 

Mary passed out, holding her little frightened maid by the hand. Douglas locked the gate 

behind them and led the way to the place where a boat was waiting for them.  

 

They were soon out on the dark water, getting farther and farther away from the castle. 

Half way to the shore, Little Douglas leaned over the side of the boat and dropped the 

great castle keys into the water. Mary's gaolers were prisoners in the castle, and she was 

free.  

 

On land some of Queen Mary's friends were waiting for her with horses, and she rode 

joyfully away. Soon more friends joined her, and a battle was fought near Glasgow. But 

Mary's soldiers were defeated, and she was obliged to flee.  

 

She did not know where to go. It would have been safest to go to France, but no ship was 

ready to take her there. So she crossed the border into England, and went to ask her 

cousin Elizabeth to take pity on her.  

 

Elizabeth had never seen her beautiful cousin, and she refused to see her now. She gave 

her a castle to live in, not as a royal guest, but as a prisoner.  

 

Mary had had to run away from Scotland so quickly that she had brought no clothes 

except those she wore. She wrote to tell Elizabeth this, but although Elizabeth had 

hundreds of beautiful dresses, she only sent some old clothes quite unfit for a queen to 

wear. Poor Mary would have been badly off, but her enemies were kinder than her cousin, 

and sent her dresses and clothes from Scotland.  

 

When Queen Mary found that Elizabeth meant to treat her as a prisoner and not as a 

friend, she begged to be allowed to go away to some other country. But Elizabeth would 

not set her free. She feared if she did, Mary would go to the Kings of France or Spain and 

ask them to make war on England. She felt it was safest to keep her great enemy in prison.  

 

Mary was so beautiful that she had many friends, and they were very angry with Elizabeth. 

Plot after plot to free Mary was formed. But all plots failed. For nineteen years this poor 

Queen was kept in prison. She was moved from castle to castle, for it seemed as if no 

place was strong and safe enough to keep her from her friends. At last she was shut up in 

a castle called Fotheringay. 

 

When Mary had been in prison about nineteen years, a plot to kill Elizabeth and put Mary 

on the throne was discovered. Then the English Parliament persuaded Elizabeth that Mary 

must be put to death. Elizabeth either really felt, or pretended to feel, very unwilling to 

give her consent to this. But in the end she signed a paper ordering Mary's head to be cut 

off.  

 

A few days later the beautiful Queen, who had been so unhappy and who had caused 

so much unhappiness, walked into the great hall at Fotheringay. In one hand she carried 

a Bible, in the other a crucifix. The hall was hung with black; at one end was a low scaffold, 

also covered with black.  
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"For Nineteen Years This Poor Queen Was Kept In Prison" 

 

Nineteen years before Mary had come to England, young and beautiful, and, although 

she was not yet old, the long years in prison had made her look like an old woman. She 

could only walk with difficulty, and when she laid her head upon the block, it was seen 

that her hair was white.  

 

Mary's servants cried bitterly when she said good-bye to them, although she comforted 

them by saying that, to her, death was a happy release out of prison. Her little dog would 

not leave her even after she was dead, but crept close to her dress, whining sadly, as the 

Dean of Peterborough cried, "So perish all Elizabeth's enemies." 

 

When Elizabeth was told that Mary was dead she was very angry. She said that although 

she had signed the death warrant, as the paper was called, she had not meant that Mary 

should be killed. It is difficult to know what Elizabeth did mean, for she was deceitful as well 

as clever. But whether she meant it or not, Elizabeth had no right to behead Mary.  

 

Mary's son James, who was now the King of Scotland, was very angry with Elizabeth for the 

manner in which she had treated his mother, but he had neither money nor soldiers 

enough with which to fight against England, so he did nothing.
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A Collection of Poems 
 

From A Child's Own Book of Verse, Book One and Book Two 

by Ada M. Skinner and Frances Gillespy Wickes 

 

 

Time to Rise 

By Robert Louis Stevenson 

 

A birdie with a yellow bill  

Hopped upon the window-sill;  

Cocked his shining eye, and said,  

"Ain't you 'shamed, you sleepy-head?"  

 

 

Who Has Seen The Wind? 

By Christina G. Rossetti 

 

Who has seen the wind?  

Neither I nor you: 

But when the leaves hang trembling 

The wind is passing through. 

 

Who has seen the wind? 

Neither you nor I: 

But when the trees bow down their heads  

The wind is passing by. 

 

 

The Swing 

Robert Louis Stevenson 

 

How do you like to go up in a swing,  

Up in the air so blue? 

Oh! I do think it the pleasantest thing  

Ever a child can do! 

 

Up in the air and over the wall,  

Till I can see so wide, 

Rivers and trees and cattle and all  

Over the countryside— 

 

Till I look down on the garden green,  

Down on the roof so brown— 

Up in the air I go flying again,  

Up in the air and down. 
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Moon, So Round and Yellow 

By Matthias Barr 
 

Moon, so round and yellow,  

Looking from on high,  

How I love to see you  

Shining in the sky! 

Oft and oft I wonder,  

When I see you there,  

How they get to light you,  

Hanging in the air. 
 

Where you go at morning,  

When the night is past,  

And the sun comes peeping  

O'er the hills at last.  

Sometime I will watch you  

Slyly overhead, 

When you think I'm sleeping  

Snugly in my bed. 

 

 

How the Little Kite Learned To Fly 
 

"I never can do it," the little kite said, 

As he looked at the others high over his head;  

"I know I should fall if I tried to fly."  

"Try," said the big kite; "only try, 

Or I fear you never will learn at all." 

But the little kite said, "I 'm afraid I'll fall." 
 

The big kite nodded: "Ah, well, good-by; 

I'm off"; and he rose toward the tranquil sky.  

Then the little kite's paper stirred at the sight,  

And trembling he shook himself free for flight.  

First whirling and frightened, then braver grown,  

Up, up, he rose through the air alone, 

Till the big kite looking down could see  

The little one rising steadily. 
 

Then how the little kite thrilled with pride,  

As he sailed with the big kite side by side.  

While far below, he could see the ground,  

And the boys like small spots moving round.  

They rested high in the quiet air, 

And only the birds and clouds were there.  

"Oh, how happy I am," the little kite cried;  

"And all because I was brave, and tried." 
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Old Dame Cricket 
 

Old Dame Cricket, down in a thicket,  

Brought up her children nine,— 

Queer little chaps, in glossy black caps  

And brown little suits so fine. 
 

"My children," she said,  

"The birds are abed: 

Go and make the dark earth glad!  

Chirp while you can!" 

And then she began,— 

Till, oh, what a concert they had! 
 

They hopped with delight,  

They chirped all night,  

Singing, "Cheer up! cheer up! cheer!"  

Old Dame Cricket, 

Down in the thicket, 

Sat awake till dawn to hear. 
 

"Nice children," she said,  

"And very well bred. 

My darlings have done their best.  

Their naps they must take: 

The birds are awake; 

And they can sing all the rest." 

 

Where Go The Boats?  

By Robert Louis Stevenson 
 

Dark brown is the river,  

Golden is the sand. 

It flows along forever,  

With trees on every hand.  
 

Green leaves a-floating,  

Castles of the foam, 

Boats of mine a-boating— 

Where will all come home?  
 

On goes the river 

And out past the mill,  

Away down the valley,  

Away down the hill.  

Away down the river, 

A hundred miles or more,  

Other little children 

Shall bring my boats ashore. 
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The Quarrelsome Kittens 

 

Two little kittens, one stormy night,  

Began to quarrel, and then to fight;  

One had a mouse and the other had none,  

And that's the way the quarrel begun. 

 

"I'll have that mouse," said the biggest cat,  

"You'll have that mouse? We'll see about that!"  

"I will have that mouse," said the eldest son;  

"You shan't have that mouse," said the little one. 

 

I told you before 't was a stormy night  

When these two little kittens began to fight;  

The old woman seized her sweeping broom,  

And swept the two kittens right out of the room. 

 

The ground was covered with frost and snow,  

And the two little kittens had nowhere to go.  

So they laid them down on the mat at the door  

While the old woman finished sweeping the floor. 

 

Then they crept in, as quiet as mice,  

All wet with snow and as cold as ice;  

For they found it was better, that stormy night,  

To lie down and sleep than to quarrel and fight. 

 

 

From Poems Every Child Should Know by Mary E. Burt 

 

The Rainbow 

By William Wordsworth 
 

My heart leaps up when I behold 

A rainbow in the sky; 

So was it when my life began, 

So is it now I am a man, 

So be it when I shall grow old, 

Or let me die! 

The child is father of the man; 

And I could wish my days to be 

Bound each to each by natural piety. 
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The Arrow and the Song 

By Henry w. Longfellow 
 

I shot an arrow into the air, 

It fell to earth, I knew not where; 

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 

Could not follow it in its flight. 

 

I breathed a song into the air, 

It fell to earth, I knew not where; 

For who has sight so keen and strong 

That it can follow the flight of song? 

 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 

I found the arrow, still unbroke; 

And the song, from beginning to end, 

I found again in the heart of a friend. 

 

 

Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star 

By Jane Taylor 

 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star! 

How I wonder what you are, 

Up above the world so high, 

Like a diamond in the sky. 

 

When the glorious sun is set, 

When the grass with dew is wet, 

Then you show your little light, 

Twinkle, twinkle all the night. 

 

In the dark-blue sky you keep, 

And often through my curtains peep, 

For you never shut your eye, 

Till the sun is in the sky. 

 

As your bright and tiny spark 

Guides the traveller in the dark, 

Though I know not what you are, 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star! 
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My Shadow 

By Robert Louis Stevenson 

 

I have 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. 

 

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

Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow; 

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball, 

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

 

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 shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me! 

 

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. 

 

 

The Boy Who Never Told a Lie 

By Anonymous 

 

Once there was a little boy, 

With curly hair and pleasant eye— 

A boy who always told the truth, 

And never, never told a lie. 

 

And when he trotted off to school, 

The children all about would cry, 

"There goes the curly-headed boy— 

The boy that never tells a lie." 

 

And everybody loved him so, 

Because he always told the truth, 

That every day, as he grew up, 

'Twas said, "There goes the honest youth." 

 

And when the people that stood near 

Would turn to ask the reason why, 

The answer would be always this: 

"Because he never tells a lie." 
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The Owl and the Pussy-Cat 

By Edward Lear 

 

The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea 

In a beautiful pea-green boat; 

They took some honey, and plenty of money 

Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 

The Owl looked up to the moon above, 

And sang to a small guitar, 

"O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love! 

What a beautiful Pussy you are,— 

You are, 

What a beautiful Pussy you are!" 

 

Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl! 

How wonderful sweet you sing! 

Oh, let us be married,—too long we have tarried,— 

But what shall we do for a ring?" 

They sailed away for a year and a day 

To the land where the Bong-tree grows, 

And there in a wood a piggy-wig stood 

With a ring in the end of his nose,— 

His nose, 

With a ring in the end of his nose. 

 

"Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 

Your ring?" Said the piggy, "I will," 

So they took it away, and were married next day 

By the turkey who lives on the hill. 

They dined upon mince and slices of quince, 

Which they ate with a runcible spoon, 

And hand in hand on the edge of the sand 

They danced by the light of the moon,— 

The moon, 

They danced by the light of the moon. 

 

 

Home, Sweet Home! 

John Howard Payne 

 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam, 

Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home; 

A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there, 

Which, seek through the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere. 

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home! 

There's no place like Home! there's no place like Home! 
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An exile from Home, splendour dazzles in vain; 

O, give me my lowly thatched cottage again! 

The birds singing gaily, that came at my call,— 

Give me them,—and the peace of mind, dearer than all! 

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home! 

There's no place like Home! there's no place like Home! 

 

How sweet 'tis to sit 'neath a fond father's smile, 

And the cares of a mother to soothe and beguile! 

Let others delight 'mid new pleasures to roam, 

But give me, oh, give me, the pleasures of Home! 

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home! 

There's no place like Home! there's no place like Home! 

 

To thee I'll return, overburdened with care; 

The heart's dearest solace will smile on me there; 

No more from that cottage again will I roam; 

Be it ever so humble, there's no place like Home. 

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home! 

There's no place like Home! there's no place like Home! 

 

 

Mice 

By Rose Fyleman 

 

I think mice 

Are rather nice. 

 

   Their tails are long, 

   Their faces small, 

   They haven’t any 

   Chins at all. 

   Their ears are pink, 

   Their teeth are white, 

   They run about 

   The house at night. 

   They nibble things 

   They shouldn’t touch 

   And no one seems 

   To like them much. 

 

But I think mice 

Are nice. 
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Wynken, Blynken, and Nod 

By Eugene Field 
 

Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night 

Sailed off in a wooden shoe,— 

Sailed on a river of crystal light 

Into a sea of dew. 

"Where are you going, and what do you wish?" 

The old moon asked the three. 

"We have come to fish for the herring-fish 

That live in this beautiful sea; 

Nets of silver and gold have we," 

Said Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 
 

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; 

The little stars were the herring-fish 

That lived in the beautiful sea. 

"Now cast your nets wherever you wish,— 

Never afeard are we!" 

So cried the stars to the fishermen three, 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 
 

All night long their nets they threw 

To the stars in the twinkling foam,— 

Then down from the skies came the wooden shoe, 

Bringing the fishermen home: 

'Twas all so pretty a sail, it seemed 

As if it could not be; 

And some folk thought 'twas a dream they'd dreamed 

Of sailing that beautiful sea; 

But I shall name you the fishermen three: 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 
 

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; 

So shut your eyes while Mother sings 

Of wonderful sights that be, 

And you shall see the beautiful things 

As you rock on the misty sea 

Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three,— 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 
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Other Poems (Some of Our Family’s Favourites) 

 

Marching Song 

By Robert Louis Stevenson  
 

Bring the comb and play upon it!  

Marching, here we come!  

Willie cocks his highland bonnet,  

Johnnie beats the drum.  
 

Mary Jane commands the party,  

Peter leads the rear;  

Feet in time, alert and hearty,  

Each a Grenadier!  
 

All in the most martial manner  

Marching double-quick;  

While the napkin, like a banner,  

Waves upon the stick!  

 

Here's enough of fame and pillage,  

Great commander Jane!  

Now that we've been round the village,  

Let's go home again.  

 

 

The Daffodils 

By William Wordsworth 

 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden daffodils: 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay; 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

 

The waves beside them danced, but they 

Outdid the sparkling waves in glee:— 

A poet could not but be gay 

In such a jocund company; 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought. 
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For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the daffodils. 

 

 

The Children’s Hour 

By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

 

Between the dark and the daylight, 

When the night is beginning to lower, 

Comes a pause in the day's occupations, 

That is known as the Children's Hour. 

 

I hear in the chamber above me 

The patter of little feet, 

The sound of a door that is opened, 

And voices soft and sweet. 

 

From my study I see in the lamplight, 

Descending the broad hall stair, 

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra, 

And Edith with golden hair. 

 

A whisper, and then a silence: 

Yet I know by their merry eyes 

They are plotting and planning together 

To take me by surprise. 

A sudden rush from the stairway, 

A sudden raid from the hall! 

By three doors left unguarded 

They enter my castle wall! 

 

They climb up into my turret 

O'er the arms and back of my chair; 

If I try to escape, they surround me; 

They seem to be everywhere. 

 

They almost devour me with kisses, 

Their arms about me entwine, 

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen 

In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine! 

 

 

 

 



©  The Home Library  2009 Page 34 

Do you think, o blue-eyed banditti, 

Because you have scaled the wall, 

Such an old mustache as I am 

Is not a match for you all! 

 

I have you fast in my fortress, 

And will not let you depart, 

But put you down into the dungeon 

In the round-tower of my heart. 

 

And there will I keep you forever, 

Yes, forever and a day, 

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin, 

And moulder in dust away!  
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Shakespeare – The Man 
From English Literature for Boys and Girls by H. E. Marshall 

 

The First Reading 

 

WHEN Shakespeare first went to London he had a hard life. He found no better work to do 

than that of holding horses outside the theatre doors. In those days the plays took place in 

the afternoon, and as many of the fine folk who came to watch them rode on horseback, 

someone was needed to look after the horses until the play was over. But poor though this 

work was, Shakespeare seems to have done it well, and he became such a favourite that 

he had several boys under him who were long known as "Shakespeare's boys." Their 

master, however, soon left work outside the theatre for work inside. And now began the 

busiest years of his life, for he both acted and wrote. At first it may be he only altered and 

improved the plays of others. But soon he began to write plays that were all his own. Yet 

Shakespeare, like Chaucer, never invented any of his own stories. There is only one play of 

his, called Love's Labour’s Lost, the story of which is not to be found in some earlier book. 

That, too, may have been founded on another story which is now lost.  

 

When you come to know Shakespeare's plays well you will find it very interesting to follow 

his stories to their sources. That of King Lear, which is one of Shakespeare's great romantic 

historical plays, is, for instance, to be found in Geoffrey of Monmouth, in Wace's Brut, and 

in Layamon's Brut. But it was from none of these that Shakespeare took the story, but from 

the chronicle of a man named Holinshed who lived and wrote in the time of Queen 

Elizabeth, he in his turn having taken it from some one of the earlier sources.  

 

For, after all, in spite of the thousands of books that have been written since the world 

began, there are only a certain number of stories which great writers have told again and 

again in varying ways. One instance of this we saw when in the beginning of this book we 

followed the story of Arthur.  

 

But although Shakespeare borrowed his plots from others, when he had borrowed them 

he made them all his own. He made his people so vivid and so true that he makes us 

forget that they are not real people. We can hardly realize that they never lived, that they 

never walked and talked, and cried and laughed, loved and hated, in this world just as 

we do. And this is so because the stage to him is life and life a stage. "All the world's a 

stage," he says,  

 

"And all the men and women merely players: 

They have their exits and their entrances: 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages." 

  

And again he tells us:  

"Life's but a walking shadow; a poor player, 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 

And then is heard no more." 
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 The Second Reading 

 

It is from Shakespeare's works that we get the clearest picture of Elizabethan times. And 

yet, although we learn from him so much of what people did in those days, of how they 

talked and even of how they thought, the chief thing that we feel about Shakespeare's 

characters is, not that they are Elizabethan, but that they are human, that they are like 

ourselves, that they think, and say, and do, things which we ourselves might think, and say, 

and do.  
 

There are many books we read which we think of as very pretty, very quaint, very 

interesting—but old-fashioned. But Shakespeare can never be old-fashioned, because, 

although he is the outcome of his own times, and gives us all the flavour of his own times, 

he gives us much more. He understood human nature, he saw beneath the outward dress, 

and painted for us real men and women. And although fashion in dress and modes of 

living may change, human nature does not change. "He was not of an age but for all 

time," it was said of him about seven years after his death, and now that nearly three 

hundred years have come and gone we still acknowledge the truth of those words.  
 

Shakespeare's men and women speak and act and feel in the main as we might now. 

Many of his people we feel are our brothers and sisters. And to this human interest he adds 

something more, for he leads us too through "unpathed waters" to "the undreamed shores" 

of fairyland.  
 

Shakespeare's writing time was short. Before he left Stratford he wrote nothing unless it may 

have been a few scoffing verses against the Justice of the Peace who punished him for 

poaching. But these, if they were ever written, are lost. In the last few years of his life he 

wrote little or nothing. Thus the number of his writing years was not more than twenty to 

twenty-five, but in that time he wrote thirty-seven plays, two long poems, and a hundred 

and fifty-six sonnets. At one time he must have written two plays every year. And when 

you come to know these plays well you will wonder at the greatness of the task.  
 

Shakespeare writes his plays sometimes in rime, sometimes in blank verse, sometimes in 

prose, at times using all these in one play. In this he showed how free he was from rules. For, 

until he wrote, plays had been written in rime or blank verse only.  
 

For the sake of convenience Shakespeare's plays have been divided into histories, 

tragedies and comedies. But it is not always easy to draw the line and decide to which 

class a play belongs. They are like life. Life is not all laughter, nor is it all tears. Neither are 

Shakespeare's comedies all laughter, and some of his tragedies would seem at times to be 

too deep for tears, full only of fierce, dark sorrow—and yet there is laughter in them too.  
 

Besides being divided into histories, tragedies and comedies they have been divided in 

another way, into three periods of time. The first was when Shakespeare was trying his 

hand, when he was brimming over with the joy of the new full life of London. The second 

was when some dark sorrow lay over his life, we know not what, when the pain and 

mystery and the irony of living seems to strike him hard. Then he wrote his great tragedies. 

The third was when he had gained peace again, when life seemed to flow calmly and 

smoothly, and this period lasted until the end.  
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The Third Reading 

 

We know very little of Shakespeare's life in London. As an actor he never made a great 

name, never acted the chief character in a play. But he acted sometimes in his own plays 

and took the part, we are told, of a ghost in one, and of a servant in another, neither of 

them great parts. He acted, too, in plays written by other people. But it was as a writer 

that he made a name, and that so quickly that others grew jealous of him. One called him 

"an upstart Crow, beautified in our feathers . . . in his own conceit the only Shake-scene in 

the country." But for the most part Shakespeare made friends even of rival authors, and 

many of them loved him well. He was good-tempered, merry, witty, and kindly, a most 

lovable man. "He was a handsome, well-shaped man, very good company, and a very 

ready and pleasant smooth wit, "said one. "I loved the man and do honour to his memory, 

on this side of idolatry as much as any. He was indeed honest and of an open and free 

nature," said another. Others still called him a good fellow, gentle Shakespeare, sweet 

Master Shakespeare. I should like to think, too, that Spenser called him "our pleasant Willy." 

But wise folk tell us that these words were not spoken of Shakespeare but of someone else 

whose name was not William at all.  

 

And so although outside his work we get only glimpses of the man, these glimpses taken 

together with his writings show us Will Shakespeare as a big-hearted man, a man who 

understood all and forgave all. He understood the little joys and sorrows that make up life. 

He understood the struggle to be good, and would not scorn people too greatly when 

they were bad. "Children, we feel sure," says one of the latest writers about him, "did not 

stop their talk when he came near them, but continued in the happy assurance that it 

was only Master Shakespeare." And so if children find his plays hard to read yet a while 

they may at least learn to know his stories and learn to love his name—it is only Master 

Shakespeare. But they must remember that learning to know Shakespeare's stories through 

the words of other people is only half a joy. The full joy of Shakespeare can only come 

when we are able to read his plays in his very own words. But that will come all the more 

easily and quickly to us if we first know his stories well. 

 

There are parts in some of Shakespeare's plays that many people find coarse. But 

Shakespeare is not really coarse. We remember the vision sent to St. Peter which taught 

him that there was nothing common or unclean. Shakespeare had seen that vision. In life 

there is nothing common or unclean, if we only look at it in the right way.  And 

Shakespeare speaks of everything that touches life most nearly. He uses words that we do 

not use now; he speaks of things we do not speak of now; but it was the fashion of his day 

to be more open and plain spoken than we are. And if we remember that, there is very 

little in Shakespeare that need hurt us even if there is a great deal which we cannot 

understand. And when you come to read some of the writers of Shakespeare's age and 

see that in them the laughter is often brutal, the horror of tragedy often coarse and crude, 

you will wonder more than ever how Shakespeare made his laughter so sweet and sunny, 

and how, instead of revolting us, he touches our hearts with his horror and pain.  
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It was only Master Shakespeare. 

 

The Fourth Reading 

 

About eleven years passed after Shakespeare left Stratford before he returned there 

again. But once having returned, he often paid visits to his old home. And he came now 

no more as a poor wild lad given to poaching. He came as a man of wealth and fame. 

He bought the best house in Stratford, called New Place, as well as a good deal of land. 

So before John Shakespeare died he saw his family once more important in the town.  

 

Then as the years went on Shakespeare gave up all connection with London and the 

theatre and settled down to a quiet country life. He planted trees, managed his estate, 

and showed that though he was the world's master-poet he was a good business man too. 

Everything prospered with him, his two daughters married well, and comfortably, and 

when not more than forty-three he held his first grandchild in his arms. It may be he looked 

forward to many happy peaceful years when death took him. He died of fever, brought 

on, no doubt, by the evil smells and bad air by which people lived surrounded in those 

days before they had learned to be clean in house and street.  

 

Shakespeare was only fifty-two when he died. It was in the springtime of 1616 that he died, 

breathing his last upon 
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"The uncertain glory of an April day 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun 

And by and by a cloud takes all away." 

 

He was buried in Stratford Parish Church, and on his grave was placed a bust of the poet. 

That bust and an engraving in the beginning of the first great edition of his works are the 

only two real portraits of Shakespeare. Both were done after his death, and yet perhaps 

there is no face more well known to us than that of the greatest of all poets.  

 

Beneath the bust are written these lines:  

 

"Stay, passenger, why goest thou by so fast? 

Read, if thou-canst, whom envious Death hath plast 

Within this monument; Shakespeare with whome 

Quick nature dide: whose name doth deck ys tombe, 

Far more than cost, sith all ys he hath writt, 

Leaves living art but page to serve his witt." 

 

Upon a slab over the grave is carved:  

 

"Good frend, for Jesus' sake forbeare 

To digg the dust encloased heare; 

Bleste be ye man ys spares thes stones, 

And curst be he ys moves my bones." 

 

[Note: “ys” is old English for “this” of “that”] 

 

And so our greatest poet lies not beneath the great arch of Westminster but in the quiet 

church of the little country town in which he was born. 
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Twelfth Night 
From Beautiful Stories from Shakespeare by E. Nesbit 

 

 
Viola and the Captain. 

  

The First Reading 

 

ORSINO, the Duke of Illyria, was deeply in love with a beautiful Countess named Olivia. Yet 

was all his love in vain, for she disdained his suit; and when her brother died, she sent back 

a messenger from the Duke, bidding him tell his master that for seven years she would not 

let the very air behold her face, but that, like a nun, she would walk veiled; and all this for 

the sake of a dead brother's love, which she would keep fresh and lasting in her sad 

remembrance.  

 

The Duke longed for someone to whom he could tell his sorrow, and repeat over and over 

again the story of his love. And chance brought him such a companion. For about this 

time a goodly ship was wrecked on the Illyrian coast, and among those who reached 

land in safety were the captain and a fair young maid, named Viola. But she was little 

grateful for being rescued from the perils of the sea, since she feared that her twin brother 

was drowned, Sebastian, as dear to her as the heart in her bosom, and so like her that, but 

for the difference in their manner of dress, one could hardly be told from the other. The 

captain, for her comfort, told her that he had seen her brother bind himself "to a strong 

mast that lived upon the sea," and that thus there was hope that he might be saved.  

 

Viola now asked in whose country she was, and learning that the young Duke Orsino ruled 

there, and was as noble in his nature as in his name, she decided to disguise herself in 

male attire, and seek for employment with him as a page.  

 

In this she succeeded, and now from day to day she had to listen to the story of Orsino's 

love. At first she sympathized very truly with him, but soon her sympathy grew to love. At 

last it occurred to Orsino that his hopeless love-suit might prosper better if he sent this 

pretty lad to woo Olivia for him. Viola unwillingly went on this errand, but when she came 

to the house, Malvolio, Olivia's steward, a vain, officious man, sick, as his mistress told him, 
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of self-love, forbade the messenger admittance. Viola, however (who was now called 

Cesario), refused to take any denial, and vowed to have speech with the Countess. Olivia, 

hearing how her instructions were defied and curious to see this daring youth, said, "We'll 

once more hear Orsino's embassy."  

  

 
Viola as "Cesario" meets Olivia. 

 

When Viola was admitted to her presence and the servants had been sent away, she 

listened patiently to the reproaches which this bold messenger from the Duke poured 

upon her, and listening she fell in love with the supposed Cesario; and when Cesario had 

gone, Olivia longed to send some love-token after him. So, calling Malvolio, she bade him 

follow the boy.  

 

"He left this ring behind him," she said, taking one from her finger. "Tell him I will none of it."  

 

Malvolio did as he was bid, and then Viola, who of course knew perfectly well that she 

had left no ring behind her, saw with a woman's quickness that Olivia loved her. Then she 

went back to the Duke, very sad at heart for her lover, and for Olivia, and for herself.  

 

The Second Reading 

 

It was but cold comfort she could give Orsino, who now sought to ease the pangs of 

despised love by listening to sweet music, while Cesario stood by his side.  

 

"Ah," said the Duke to his page that night, "you too have been in love."  

 

"A little," answered Viola.  

 

"What kind of woman is it?" he asked.  
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"You too have been in love." 

 

"Of your complexion," she answered.  

 

"What years, i' faith?" was his next question.  

 

To this came the pretty answer, "About your years, my lord."  

 

"Too old, by Heaven!" cried the Duke. "Let still the woman take an elder than herself."  

 

And Viola very meekly said, "I think it well, my lord."  

 

By and by Orsino begged Cesario once more to visit Olivia and to plead his love-suit. But 

she, thinking to dissuade him, said—  

 

"If some lady loved you as you love Olivia?"  

 

"Ah! that cannot be," said the Duke.  

 

"But I know," Viola went on, "what love woman may have for a man. My father had a 

daughter loved a man, as it might be," she added blushing, "perhaps, were I a woman, I 

should love your lordship."  

 

"And what is her history?" he asked.  

 

"A blank, my lord," Viola answered. "She never told her love, but let concealment like a 

worm in the bud feed on her damask cheek: she pined in thought, and with a green and 

yellow melancholy she sat, like Patience on a monument, smiling at grief. Was not this love 

indeed?"  

 

"But died thy sister of her love, my boy?" the Duke asked; and Viola, who had all the time 

been telling her own love for him in this pretty fashion, said—  

 

"I am all the daughters my father has and all the brothers—Sir, shall I go to the lady?"  
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"To her in haste," said the Duke, at once forgetting all about the story, "and give her this 

jewel."  

 

So Viola went, and this time poor Olivia was unable to hide her love, and openly 

confessed it with such passionate truth, that Viola left her hastily, saying—  

 

"Nevermore will I deplore my master's tears to you."  

 

But in vowing this, Viola did not know the tender pity she would feel for other's suffering. So 

when Olivia, in the violence of her love, sent a messenger, praying Cesario to visit her 

once more, Cesario had no heart to refuse the request.  

 

The Third Reading 

 

But the favours which Olivia bestowed upon this mere page aroused the jealousy of Sir 

Andrew Aguecheek, a foolish, rejected lover of hers, who at that time was staying at her 

house with her merry old uncle Sir Toby. This same Sir Toby dearly loved a practical joke, 

and knowing Sir Andrew to be an arrant coward, he thought that if he could bring off a 

duel between him and Cesario, there would be rare sport indeed. So he induced Sir 

Andrew to send a challenge, which he himself took to Cesario. The poor page, in great 

terror, said—  

 

"I will return again to the house, I am no fighter."  

 

"Back you shall not to the house," said Sir Toby, "unless you fight me first."  

 

And as he looked a very fierce old gentleman, Viola thought it best to await Sir Andrew's 

coming; and when he at last made his appearance, in a great fright, if the truth had been 

known, she tremblingly drew her sword, and Sir Andrew in like fear followed her example. 

Happily for them both, at this moment some officers of the Court came on the scene, and 

stopped the intended duel. Viola gladly made off with what speed she might, while Sir 

Toby called after her—  

 

"A very paltry boy, and more a coward than a hare!"  

 

Now, while these things were happening, Sebastian had escaped all the dangers of the 

deep, and had landed safely in Illyria, where he determined to make his way to the Duke's 

Court. On his way thither he passed Olivia's house just as Viola had left it in such a hurry, 

and whom should he meet but Sir Andrew and Sir Toby. Sir Andrew, mistaking Sebastian for 

the cowardly Cesario, took his courage in both hands, and walking up to him struck him, 

saying, "There's for you."  

 

"Why, there's for you; and there, and there!" said Sebastian, hitting back a great deal 

harder, and again and again, till Sir Toby came to the rescue of his friend. Sebastian, 

however, tore himself free from Sir Toby's clutches, and drawing his sword would have 

fought them both, but that Olivia herself, having heard of the quarrel, came running in, 

and with many reproaches sent Sir Toby and his friend away. Then turning to Sebastian, 
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whom she too thought to be Cesario, she besought him with many a pretty speech to 

come into the house with her.  

 

Sebastian, half dazed and all delighted with her beauty and grace, readily consented, 

and that very day, so great was Olivia's haste, they were married before she had 

discovered that he was not Cesario, or Sebastian was quite certain whether or not he was 

in a dream.  

 

The Fourth Reading 

 

Meanwhile Orsino, hearing how ill Cesario sped with Olivia, visited her himself, taking 

Cesario with him. Olivia met them both before her door, and seeing, as she thought, her 

husband there, reproached him for leaving her, while to the Duke she said that his suit was 

as fat and wholesome to her as howling after music.  

 

"Still so cruel?" said Orsino.  

 

"Still so constant," she answered.  

 

Then Orsino's anger growing to cruelty, he vowed that, to be revenged on her, he would 

kill Cesario, whom he knew she loved. "Come, boy," he said to the page.  

 

And Viola, following him as he moved away, said, "I, to do you rest, a thousand deaths 

would die."  

 

A great fear took hold on Olivia, and she cried aloud, "Cesario, husband, stay!"  

 

"Her husband?" asked the Duke angrily.  

 

"No, my lord, not I," said Viola.  

 

"Call forth the holy father," cried Olivia.  

 

And the priest who had married Sebastian and Olivia, coming in, declared Cesario to be 

the bridegroom.  

 

"O thou dissembling cub!" the Duke exclaimed. "Farewell, and take her, but go where thou 

and I henceforth may never meet."  

 

At this moment Sir Andrew came up with bleeding crown, complaining that Cesario had 

broken his head, and Sir Toby's as well.  

"I never hurt you," said Viola, very positively; "you drew your sword on me, but I bespoke 

you fair, and hurt you not."  

 

Yet, for all her protesting, no one there believed her; but all their thoughts were on a 

sudden changed to wonder, when Sebastian came in.  
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"I am sorry, madam," he said to his wife, "I have hurt your kinsman. Pardon me, sweet, even 

for the vows we made each other so late ago."  

 

"One face, one voice, one habit, and two persons!" cried the Duke, looking first at Viola, 

and then at Sebastian.  

 

"An apple cleft in two," said one who knew Sebastian, "is not more twin than these two 

creatures. Which is Sebastian?"  

 

"I never had a brother," said Sebastian. "I had a sister, whom the blind waves and surges 

have devoured." "Were you a woman," he said to Viola, "I should let my tears fall upon 

your cheek, and say, 'Thrice welcome, drowned Viola!' "  

 

Then Viola, rejoicing to see her dear brother alive, confessed that she was indeed his sister, 

Viola. As she spoke, Orsino felt the pity that is akin to love.  

 

"Boy," he said, "thou hast said to me a thousand times thou never shouldst love woman like 

to me."  

 

"And all those sayings will I overswear," Viola replied, "and all those swearings keep true."  

 

"Give me thy hand," Orsino cried in gladness. "Thou shalt be my wife, and my fancy's 

queen."  

 

Thus was the gentle Viola made happy, while Olivia found in Sebastian a constant lover, 

and a good husband, and he in her a true and loving wife. 
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How the Camel Got His Hump 
From Just So Stories by Rudyard Kipling 

 

 
  

NOW this is the next tale, and it tells how the Camel got his big hump.  

 

In the beginning of years, when the world was so new and all, and the Animals were just 

beginning to work for Man, there was a Camel, and he lived in the middle of a Howling 

Desert because he did not want to work; and besides, he was a Howler himself. So he ate 

sticks and thorns and tamarisks and milkweed and prickles, most 'scruciating idle; and 

when anybody spoke to him he said "Humph!" Just "Humph!" and no more.  

 

Presently the Horse came to him on Monday morning, with a saddle on his back and a bit 

in his mouth, and said, "Camel, O Camel, come out and trot like the rest of us." 

 

"Humph!" said the Camel; and the Horse went away and told the Man.  

 

Presently the Dog came to him, with a stick in his mouth, and said, "Camel, O Camel, 

come and fetch and carry like the rest of us." 

 

"Humph!" said the Camel; and the Dog went away and told the Man.  

 

Presently the Ox came to him, with the yoke on his neck and said, "Camel, O Camel, 

come and plough like the rest of us." 

 

"Humph!" said the Camel; and the Ox went away and told the Man.  

 

At the end of the day the Man called the Horse and the Dog and the Ox together, and 

said, "Three, O Three, I'm very sorry for you (with the world so new-and-all); but that 

Humph-thing in the Desert can't work, or he would have been here by now, so I am going 

to leave him alone, and you must work double-time to make up for it." 
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That made the Three very angry (with the world so new-and-all), and they held a palaver, 

and an indaba, and a punchayet, and a pow-wow on the edge of the Desert; and the 

Camel came chewing milkweed most 'scruciating idle, and laughed at them. Then he 

said "Humph!" and went away again.  

 

Presently there came along the Djinn in charge of All Deserts, rolling in a cloud of dust 

(Djinns always travel that way because it is Magic), and he stopped to palaver and pow-

wow with the Three.  

 

"Djinn of All Deserts," said the Horse, "is it right for anyone to be idle, with the world so new-

and-all?" 

 

"Certainly not," said the Djinn.  

 

"Well," said the Horse, "there's a thing in the middle of your Howling Desert (and he's a 

Howler himself) with a long neck and long legs, and he hasn't done a stroke of work since 

Monday morning. He won't trot." 

 

"Whew!" said the Djinn, whistling, "that's my Camel, for all the gold in Arabia! What does he 

say about it?" 

 

"He says "Humph!"" said the Dog; "and he won't fetch and carry." 

 

"Does he say anything else?" 

 

"Only "Humph!"; and he won't plough," said the Ox.  

 

"Very good," said the Djinn. "I'll humph him if you will kindly wait a minute." 

 

The Djinn rolled himself up in his dust-cloak, and took a bearing across the desert, and 

found the Camel most 'scruciatingly idle, looking at his own reflection in a pool of water.  

 

"My long and bubbling friend," said the Djinn, "what's this I hear of your doing no work, with 

the world so new-and-all?" 

 

"Humph!" said the Camel.  

 

The Djinn sat down, with his chin in his hand, and began to think a Great Magic, while the 

Camel looked at his own reflection in the pool of water.  

 

 

 

"You've given the Three extra work ever since Monday morning, all on account of your 

'scruciating idleness," said the Djinn; and he went on thinking Magics, with his chin in his 

hand.  

 

"Humph!" said the Camel.  
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"I shouldn't say that again if I were you," said the Djinn; you might say it once too often. 

Bubbles, I want you to work." 

 

And the Camel said "Humph!" again; but no sooner had he said it than he saw his back, 

that he was so proud of, puffing up and puffing up into a great big lolloping humph.  

 

"Do you see that?" said the Djinn. "That's your very own humph that you've brought upon 

your very own self by not working. To-day is Thursday, and you've done no work since 

Monday, when the work began. Now you are going to work." 

 

"How can I," said the Camel, "with this humph on my back?" 

 

"That's made a-purpose," said the Djinn, "all because you missed those three days. You will 

be able to work now for three days without eating, because you can live on your humph; 

and don't you ever say I never did anything for you. Come out of the Desert and go to the 

Three, and behave. Humph yourself!" 

 

And the Camel humphed himself, humph and all, and went away to join the Three. And 

from that day to this the Camel always wears a humph (we call it "hump" now, not to hurt 

his feelings); but he has never yet caught up with the three days that he missed at the 

beginning of the world, and he has never yet learned how to behave. 
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The Elephant's Child 
From Just So Stories by Rudyard Kipling 

 

IN the High and Far-Off Times the Elephant, O Best Beloved, had no trunk. He had only a 

blackish, bulgy nose, as big as a boot, that he could wriggle about from side to side; but 

he couldn't pick up things with it. But there was one Elephant—a new Elephant—an 

Elephant's Child—who was full of "satiable curtiosity, and that means he asked ever so 

many questions. And he lived in Africa, and he filled all Africa with his "satiable curtiosities. 

He asked his tall aunt, the Ostrich, why her tail-feathers grew just so, and his tall aunt the 

Ostrich spanked him with her hard, hard claw. He asked his tall uncle, the Giraffe, what 

made his skin spotty, and his tall uncle, the Giraffe, spanked him with his hard, hard hoof. 

And still he was full of "satiable curtiosity! He asked his broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, why 

her eyes were red, and his broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, spanked him with her broad, 

broad hoof; and he asked his hairy uncle, the Baboon, why melons tasted just so, and his 

hairy uncle, the Baboon, spanked him with his hairy, hairy paw. And still he was full of 

"satiable curtiosity! He asked questions about everything that he saw, or heard, or felt, or 

smelt, or touched, and all his uncles and his aunts spanked him. And still he was full of 

"satiable curtiosity!  

 

One fine morning in the middle of the Precession of the Equinoxes this "satiable Elephant's 

Child asked a new fine question that he had never asked before. He asked, "What does 

the Crocodile have for dinner?" Then everybody said, "Hush!" in a loud and dretful tone, 

and they spanked him immediately and directly, without stopping, for a long time.  

 

By and by, when that was finished, he came upon Kolokolo Bird sitting in the middle of a 

wait-a-bit thorn-bush, and he said, "My father has spanked me, and my mother has 

spanked me; all my aunts and uncles have spanked me for my "satiable curtiosity; and still 

I want to know what the Crocodile has for dinner!" 

 

Then Kolokolo Bird said, with a mournful cry, "Go to the banks of the great grey-green, 

greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, and find out." 

 

That very next morning, when there was nothing left of the Equinoxes, because the 

Precession had preceded according to precedent, this "satiable Elephant's Child took a 

hundred pounds of bananas (the little short red kind), and a hundred pounds of sugar-

cane (the long purple kind), and seventeen melons (the greeny-crackly kind), and said to 

all his dear families, "Goodbye. I am going to the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, 

all set about with fever-trees, to find out what the Crocodile has for dinner." And they all 

spanked him once more for luck, though he asked them most politely to stop.  

 

Then he went away, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating melons, and throwing 

the rind about, because he could not pick it up.  

 

He went from Graham's Town to Kimberley, and from Kimberley to Khama's Country, and 

from Khama's Country he went east by north, eating melons all the time, till at last he 
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came to the banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-

trees, precisely as Kolokolo Bird had said.  

 

Now you must know and understand, O Best Beloved, that till that very week, and day, 

and hour, and minute, this "satiable Elephant's Child had never seen a Crocodile, and did 

not know what one was like. It was all his "satiable curtiosity.  

 

The first thing that he found was a Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake curled round a rock.  

 

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child most politely, "but have you seen such a thing as a 

Crocodile in these promiscuous parts?" 

 

"Have I seen a Crocodile?" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, in a voice of dretful 

scorn. "What will you ask me next?" 

 

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child, "but could you kindly tell me what he has for 

dinner?" 

 

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake uncoiled himself very quickly from the rock, and 

spanked the Elephant's Child with his scalesome, flailsome tail.  

 

"That is odd," said the Elephant's Child, "because my father and my mother, and my uncle 

and my aunt, not to mention my other aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my other uncle, the 

Baboon, have all spanked me for my "satiable curtiosity—and I suppose this is the same 

thing.  

 

So he said good-bye very politely to the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, and helped to 

coil him up on the rock again, and went on, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating 

melons, and throwing the rind about, because he could not pick it up, till he trod on what 

he thought was a log of wood at the very edge of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo 

River, all set about with fever-trees.  

 

But it was really the Crocodile, O Best Beloved, and the Crocodile winked one eye—like 

this!  

 

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child most politely, "but do you happen to have seen a 

Crocodile in these promiscuous parts?" 

 

Then the Crocodile winked the other eye, and lifted half his tail out of the mud; and the 

Elephant's Child stepped back most politely, because he did not wish to be spanked 

again.  

 

"Come hither, Little One," said the Crocodile. "Why do you ask such things?" 

 

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child most politely, "but my father has spanked me, my 

mother has spanked me, not to mention my tall aunt, the Ostrich, and my tall uncle, the 

Giraffe, who can kick ever so hard, as well as my broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my 
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hairy uncle, the Baboon, and including the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, with the 

scalesome, flailsome tail, just up the bank, who spanks harder than any of them; and so, if 

it's quite all the same to you, I don't want to be spanked anymore." 

 

"Come hither, Little One," said the Crocodile, "for I am the Crocodile," and he wept 

crocodile-tears to show it was quite true.  

 

Then the Elephant's Child grew all breathless, and panted, and kneeled down on the 

bank and said, "You are the very person I have been looking for all these long days. Will 

you please tell me what you have for dinner?" 

 

"Come hither, Little One," said the Crocodile, "and I'll whisper." 

 

Then the Elephant's Child put his head down close to the Crocodile's musky, tusky mouth, 

and the Crocodile caught him by his little nose, which up to that very week, day, hour, 

and minute, had been no bigger than a boot, though much more useful.  

 

"I think, said the Crocodile—and he said it between his teeth, like this—'I think to-day I will 

begin with Elephant's Child!" 

 

At this, O Best Beloved, the Elephant's Child was much annoyed, and he said, speaking 

through his nose, like this, "Led go! You are hurtig be!" 

 

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake scuffled down from the bank and said, "My 

young friend, if you do not now, immediately and instantly, pull as hard as ever you can, it 

is my opinion that your acquaintance in the large-pattern leather ulster" (and by this he 

meant the Crocodile) "will jerk you into yonder limpid stream before you can say Jack 

Robinson." 

 

This is the way Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snakes always talk.  

 

Then the Elephant's Child sat back on his little haunches, and pulled, and pulled, and 

pulled, and his nose began to stretch. And the Crocodile floundered into the water, 

making it all creamy with great sweeps of his tail, and he pulled, and pulled, and pulled.  

 

And the Elephant's Child's nose kept on stretching; and the Elephant's Child spread all his 

little four legs and pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and his nose kept on stretching; and the 

Crocodile threshed his tail like an oar, and he pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and at each 

pull the Elephant's Child's nose grew longer and longer—and it hurt him hijjus!  

 

Then the Elephant's Child felt his legs slipping, and he said through his nose, which was 

now nearly five feet long, "This is too butch for be!" 

 

Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake came down from the bank, and knotted himself 

in a double-clove-hitch round the Elephant's Child's hind legs, and said, "Rash and 

inexperienced traveller, we will now seriously devote ourselves to a little high tension, 

because if we do not, it is my impression that yonder self-propelling man-of-war with the 
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armour-plated upper deck"(and by this, O Best Beloved, he meant the Crocodile), "will 

permanently vitiate your future career.  

 

That is the way all Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snakes always talk.  

 

So he pulled, and the Elephant's Child pulled, and the Crocodile pulled; but the Elephant's 

Child and the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake pulled hardest; and at last the Crocodile let 

go of the Elephant's Child's nose with a plop that you could hear all up and down the 

Limpopo.  

 

 
 

Then the Elephant's Child sat down most hard and sudden; but first he was careful to say 

"Thank you" to the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake; and next he was kind to his poor pulled 

nose, and wrapped it all up in cool banana leaves, and hung it in the great grey-green, 

greasy Limpopo to cool.  

 

"What are you doing that for?" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.  

 

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child, "but my nose is badly out of shape, and I am waiting 

for it to shrink.  

 

"Then you will have to wait a long time, said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "Some 

people do not know what is good for them." 

 

The Elephant's Child sat there for three days waiting for his nose to shrink. But it never grew 

any shorter, and, besides, it made him squint. For, O Best Beloved, you will see and 

understand that the Crocodile had pulled it out into a really truly trunk same as all 

Elephants have to-day.  

 

At the end of the third day a fly came and stung him on the shoulder, and before he knew 

what he was doing he lifted up his trunk and hit that fly dead with the end of it.  
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"'Vantage number one!" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "You couldn't have 

done that with a mere-smear nose. Try and eat a little now." 

 

Before he thought what he was doing the Elephant's Child put out his trunk and plucked a 

large bundle of grass, dusted it clean against his fore-legs, and stuffed it into his own 

mouth.  

 

"Vantage number two!" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "You couldn't have done 

that with a mear-smear nose. Don't you think the sun is very hot here?" 

 

"It is," said the Elephant's Child, and before he thought what he was doing he schlooped 

up a schloop of mud from the banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo, and 

slapped it on his head, where it made a cool schloopy-sloshy mud-cap all trickly behind 

his ears.  

 

"Vantage number three!" said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake. "You couldn't have 

done that with a mere-smear nose. Now how do you feel about being spanked again?" 

 

"'Scuse me," said the Elephant's Child, "but I should not like it at all." 

 

"How would you like to spank somebody?" said the Bi- Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.  

 

"I should like it very much indeed," said the Elephant's Child.  

 

"Well," said the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, "you will find that new nose of yours very 

useful to spank people with." 

 

"Thank you," said the Elephant's Child, "I'll remember that; and now I think I'll go home to all 

my dear families and try." 

 

So the Elephant's Child went home across Africa frisking and whisking his trunk. When he 

wanted fruit to eat he pulled fruit down from a tree, instead of waiting for it to fall as he 

used to do. When he wanted grass he plucked grass up from the ground, instead of going 

on his knees as he used to do. When the flies bit him he broke off the branch of a tree and 

used it as fly-whisk; and he made himself a new, cool, slushy-squshy mud-cap whenever 

the sun was hot. When he felt lonely walking through Africa he sang to himself down his 

trunk, and the noise was louder than several brass bands. He went especially out of his 

way to find a broad Hippopotamus (she was no relation of his), and he spanked her very 

hard, to make sure that the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake had spoken the truth about 

his new trunk. The rest of the time he picked up the melon rinds that he had dropped on 

his way to the Limpopo—for he was a Tidy Pachyderm. 

 

One dark evening he came back to all his dear families, and he coiled up his trunk and 

said, "How do you do?" They were very glad to see him, and immediately said, "Come 

here and be spanked for your "satiable curtiosity." 
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"Pooh," said the Elephant's Child. "I don't think you peoples know anything about spanking; 

but I do, and I'll show you." Then he uncurled his trunk and knocked two of his dear 

brothers head over heels.  

 

"O Bananas!" said they, "where did you learn that trick, and what have you done to your 

nose?" 

 

"I got a new one from the Crocodile on the banks of the great grey-green, greasy 

Limpopo River," said the Elephant's Child. "I asked him what he had for dinner, and he 

gave me this to keep." 

 

"It looks very ugly," said his hairy uncle, the Baboon.  

 

"It does," said the Elephant's Child. "But it's very useful," and he picked up his hairy uncle, 

the Baboon, by one hairy leg, and hove him into a hornet's nest.  

 

Then that bad Elephant's Child spanked all his dear families for a long time, till they were 

very warm and greatly astonished. He pulled out his tall Ostrich aunt's tail-feathers; and he 

caught his tall uncle, the Giraffe, by the hind-leg, and dragged him through a thorn-bush; 

and he shouted at his broad aunt, the Hippopotamus, and blew bubbles into her ear 

when she was sleeping in the water after meals; but he never let any one touch Kolokolo 

Bird.  

 

At last things grew so exciting that his dear families went off one by one in a hurry to the 

banks of the great grey-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, to 

borrow new noses from the Crocodile. When they came back nobody spanked anybody 

any more; and ever since that day, O Best Beloved, all the Elephants you will ever see, 

besides all those that you won't, have trunks precisely like the trunk of the "satiable 

Elephant's Child.  
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East o' the Sun and West o' the Moon 
Fairy Stories Every Child Should Know  by  Kate Douglas Wiggin & Nora Archibald Smith 

 

The First Reading 

 

ONCE on a time there was a poor husbandman who had so many children that he hadn't 

much of either food or clothing to give them. Pretty children they all were, but the prettiest 

was the youngest daughter, who was so lovely that there was no end to all her loveliness.  

 

So one day—'twas on a Thursday evening, late at the fall of the year, the weather was so 

wild and rough outside, and it was so cruelly dark, and rain fell and wind blew till the walls 

of the cottage shook again—there they all sat round the fire, busy with this thing and that. 

But just then, all at once, something gave three taps on the windowpane. Then the father 

went out to see what was the matter, and when he got out of doors, what should he see 

but a great big white bear!  

 

"Good evening to you," said the White Bear. "The same to you," said the man. "Will you 

give me your youngest daughter? If you will, I'll make you as rich as you are now poor," 

said the Bear.  

 

Well, the man would not be at all sorry to be rich, but still he thought he must have a bit of 

a talk with his daughter first, so he went in and told them how there was a great white 

bear waiting outside, who had given his word to make them rich if he could only have the 

youngest daughter.  

 

The lassie said "No" outright. Nothing could get her to say anything else. So the man went 

out and settled it with the White Bear that he should come again the next Thursday 

evening and get an answer.  

 

Meantime, he talked his daughter over, and kept on telling her of all the riches they would 

get, and how well off she would be herself; and so at last she thought better of it, and 

washed and mended her rags, made herself as smart as she could, and was ready to start.  

 

Next Thursday evening came the White Bear to fetch her, and she got upon his back with 

her bundle, and off they went.  

 

So, when they had gone a bit of the way, the White Bear said: "Are you afraid?" No, she 

wasn't. "Well, mind and hold tight to my shaggy coat, and then there's nothing to fear," 

said the White Bear.  

 

So she rode a long, long way, until they came to a very steep hill. There, on the face of it, 

the White Bear gave a knock, and a door opened, and they came into a castle where 

there were many rooms, all lit up, rooms gleaming with silver and gold, and there, too, was 

a table ready laid, and it was all as grand as grand could be.  
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Then the White Bear gave her a silver bell, and when she wanted anything she had only to 

ring it and she would get it at once.  

 

Well, after she had eaten and drunk, and evening wore on, she got sleepy after her 

journey, and thought she would like to go to bed. So she rang the bell, and she had 

scarce taken hold of it before she came into a chamber where there was a bed made, as 

fair and white as anyone could wish to sleep in, with silken pillows and curtains and gold 

fringe.  

 

She slept quite soundly until morning; then she found her breakfast waiting in a pretty room. 

When she had eaten it, the girl made up her mind to take a walk around, in order to find 

out if there were any other people there besides herself.  

 

But she saw nobody but an old woman, whom she took to be a witch, and as the dame 

beckoned to her, the girl went at once.  

 

"Little girl," said the Witch, "if you'll promise not to say a word to anybody, I'll tell you the 

secret about this place." Of course, the girl promised at once, so the old dame said:  

 

"In this house there lives a White Bear, but you must know that he is only a White Bear in the 

daytime. Every night he throws off his beast shape and becomes a man, for he is under 

the spell of a wicked fairy. Now, be sure and not mention this to anybody, or misfortune 

will come," and with these words she disappeared.  

 

So things went on happily for some time, but at last the girl began to grow sad and 

sorrowful, for she went about all day alone, and she longed to go home to see her father 

and mother and brothers and sisters.  

 

"Well, well," said the Bear, "perhaps there's a cure for all this sorrow. But you must promise 

me one thing. When you go home, you mustn't talk about me, except when they are all 

present, or, if you do, you will bring bad luck to both of us."  

 

So one Sunday the White Bear came and said now they would set off to see her father 

and mother. Well, off they started, she sitting on his back, and they went far and long. At 

last they came to a grand house, and there her brothers and sisters were running about 

out of doors at play, and everything was so pretty 'twas a joy to see.  

 

"This is where your father and mother live now," said the White Bear; "but don't forget what 

I told you, or you'll make us both unlucky." No—bless her!—she'd not forget, and when they 

reached the house the White Bear turned right about and left her.  

 

Then, when she went in to see her father and mother, there was such joy there was no end 

to it. None of them could thank her enough for all the good fortune she had brought them.  

 

They had everything they wished, as fine as could be, and they all wanted to know how 

she got on and where she lived.  
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Well, she said it was very good to live where she did, and she had all she wished. What she 

said besides I don't know, but I don't believe any of them had the right end of the stick, or 

that they got much out of her.  

 

But after dinner her sister called her outside the room, and asked all manner of questions 

about the White Bear—whether he was cross, and whether she ever set eyes on him, and 

such like—and the end of it all was that she told her sister the story of how the White Bear 

was under a spell. But the other girl wouldn't listen to the story, for she said it couldn't be 

true, and this made the youngest daughter very angry.  

 

In the evening the White Bear came and fetched her away, and when they had gone a 

bit of the way he asked her whether she had done as he had told her and refused to 

speak about him. Then she confessed that she had spoken a few words to her sister about 

him, and the Bear was very angry, for he said she would surely bring bad luck to them 

both.  

 

When they reached home, she remembered how her sister had refused to believe the 

story about the White Bear, so in the night, when she knew that the Bear was fast asleep, 

she stole out of bed, lighted her candle, and crept into his room. Yes, there he lay fast 

asleep, but instead of being a White Bear, he was the handsomest Prince you ever saw. 

She gave such a start that she dropped three spots of hot tallow from the candle on to his 

pillow, so she ran off in a great fright.  

 

Next morning the White Bear said to her: "I fear you have found out my secret, for I saw the 

drops of tallow on my pillow this morning, and now I know that you spoke to your sister 

about me. If you had only kept quiet for a whole year, then I should have become a man 

for always, and I should have made you my wife at once. But now all ties are snapped 

between us, and I must go away to a big castle which stands East o' the sun and West o' 

the moon, and there, too, lives a Princess with a nose three ells long, and she's the wife I 

must have now."  

 

The girl wept, and took it ill, but there was no help for it, go he must. Then she asked if she 

mightn't go with him. No! she mightn't. "Tell me the way, then," she said, "and I'll search you 

out; that, surely, I may get leave to do." Yes; she might do that, but there was no way to 

the place. It lay East o' the sun and West o' the moon, and thither she'd never find her way.  

 

So next morning, when she woke, both Prince and castle were gone, and there she lay on 

a little green patch, in the midst of the thick, gloomy wood, and by her side lay the same 

bundle of rags that she had brought with her from her old home.  

 

So when she had rubbed the sleep from her eyes, and wept till she was tired, she set out 

on her way and walked many, many days, till she came to a lofty crag. Under it sat an old 

hag, who played with a golden apple, which she tossed about. The lassie asked her if she 

knew the way to the Prince who lived in the castle that lay East o' the sun and West o' the 

moon, and who was to marry a Princess with a nose three ells long.  
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"How did you come to know about him?" said the old hag; "but maybe you are the lassie 

who ought to have had him?" Yes, she was.  

 

"So, so, it's you, is it?" said the old hag. "Well, all I know about him is that he lives in the 

castle that lies East o' the sun and West o' the moon, and thither you'll come, late or never; 

but still you may have the loan of my horse, and on him you can ride to my next 

neighbour. Maybe she'll be able to tell you what you want to know; and when you get 

there, just give the horse a switch under the left ear, and beg him to be off home; and 

stay, you may take this golden apple with you."  

 

So she got upon the horse and rode a long, long time, till she came to another crag, 

under which sat another old hag, with a golden carding-comb in her hand. The lassie 

asked her if she knew the way to the castle that lay East o' the sun and West o' the moon, 

and she answered, like the first old hag, that she knew nothing about it, except that it was 

East o' the sun and West o' the moon.  

 

"And thither you'll come, late or never; but you shall have the loan of my horse to go to my 

next neighbour; maybe she'll tell you all about it; and when you get there, just switch the 

horse under the left ear and beg him to be off home."  

 

And this old hag gave her the golden carding-comb; it might be she'd find some use for it, 

she said. So the lassie got up on the horse and rode far, far away, and had a weary time; 

and so at last she came to another great crag, under which sat another old hag, spinning 

with a golden spinning wheel. The lassie asked her, too, if she knew the way to the Prince 

and where the castle was that lay East o' the sun and West o' the moon. So it was the 

same thing over again.  

 

"Maybe it's you who ought to have had the Prince?" said the old hag. Yes, it was. But, she, 

too, didn't know the way a bit better than the other two. East o' the sun and West o' the 

moon she knew it was; that was all.  

 

"And thither you'll come, late or never; but I'll lend you my horse, and then I think you'd 

best ride to the East Wind and ask him; maybe he knows those parts and can blow you 

thither. But when you get to him, you need only give the horse a switch under the left ear, 

and he'll trot home of himself."  

 

And so, too, she gave the lassie the golden spinning wheel. "Maybe you'll find a use for it," 

said the old hag.  

 

The Second Reading 

 

Then on she rode a great many weary days before she got to the East Wind's house; but 

at last she did reach it, and then she asked the East Wind if he could tell her the way to 

the Prince who dwelt East o' the sun and West o' the moon. Yes, the East Wind had often 

heard about them, both the Prince and the castle, but he couldn't tell her the way, for 

he'd never blown so far.  
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"But, if you will, I'll go with you to my brother, the West Wind; maybe he's been there, for 

he's much stronger. So, if you will just jump on my back, I'll carry you thither." Yes, she got 

on his back, and I should just think they went swiftly along.  

 

So, when they reached there, they went into the West Wind's house, and the East Wind 

said the lassie he had brought was the one that ought to have married the Prince who 

lived in the castle East o' the sun and West o' the moon, and that she had set out to seek 

him. He then said how he had come with her, and would be glad to know if the West 

Wind knew how to get to the castle.  

 

"Nay," said the West Wind, "for I've never blown so far; but, if you will, I'll go with you to our 

brother, the South Wind, for he's much stronger than either of us, and he has flapped his 

wings both far and wide. Maybe he'll tell you; so you can get on my back and I'll carry you 

to him." Yes, she got on his back, and so they travelled to the South Wind, and they 

weren't so very long on the way, I should think.  

 

When they reached there, the West Wind asked him if he could tell them the way to the 

castle that lay East o' the sun and West o' the moon, for this was the lassie who ought to 

have married the Prince who lived there.  

 

"You don't say so! That's she, is it?" said the South Wind. "Well, I've blustered about in most 

places in my time, but so far I have never blown; but, if you will, I'll take you to my brother, 

the North Wind; he is the oldest and strongest of all of us. If he doesn't know where to find 

the place, you will never find anybody to tell you where it is. You can get on my back and 

I'll carry you thither."  

 

Yes, she got on his back, and away he went from his house at a very high rate, and this 

time, too, she wasn't long on her way. When they got to the North Wind's house, he was so 

wild and cross that the puffs came from quite a long way off.  

 

"WHAT DO YOU WANT?" he roared out to them, in such a voice that it made them both 

shiver. "Well," said the South Wind, "you needn't talk like that, for here I am, your brother, 

the South Wind, and here is the lassie who ought to have had the Prince who dwells at the 

castle that lies East o' the sun and West o' the moon, and now she wants to know if you 

were ever there, and can tell her the way, for she would be so glad to find it again."  

 

"YES! I KNOW WELL ENOUGH WHERE IT IS," said the North Wind. "Once in my life I blew an 

aspen leaf there, but I was so tired that I couldn't blow another puff for days after. But if 

you really wish to go there, and aren't afraid to trust yourself to me, I'll take you on my 

back and blow you thither."  

 

Yes! with all her heart. She must and would get thither, if it were possible in any way; and 

as for fear, however madly he went, she wouldn't be at all afraid. "Very well, then," said 

the North Wind. "But you must sleep here to-night, for we must have the whole day before 

us if we are to get thither at all."  
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Early next morning the North Wind woke her, and puffed himself up, and blew himself out, 

and made himself so stout and big 'twas fearful to look at him; so off they went, up 

through the air, as if they would never stop till they came to the world's end.  

 

Down below there was such a storm, it threw down long tracts of wood and many houses, 

and when it swept over the great sea, ships foundered by hundreds.  

 

So they tore on and on—nobody can believe how far they went—and all the while they 

still went over the sea, and the North Wind got more and more weary, and so out of 

breath he could scarce get out a puff. His wings drooped and drooped, till at last he sank 

so low that the crests of the waves dashed over his heels.  

 

"Are you afraid?" asked the North Wind. No, she wasn't.  

 

But they weren't very far from land, and the North Wind had still so much strength in him 

that he managed to throw her upon the shore under the windows of the castle which lay 

East o' the sun and West o' the moon; but then he was so weak and worn out that he had 

to stay there and rest for many days before he was fit to return home.  

 

Next morning the lassie sat down under the castle window and began to play with the 

golden apple; and the first person she saw was Long-nose, who was to marry the Prince.  

 

"What do you want for your golden apple, lassie?" said Long-nose; and she threw up the 

window. "It's not for sale, for gold or money," said the lassie. "If it's not for sale for gold or 

money, what is it that you will sell it for?" said the Princess. "You may name your own price 

for it."  

 

"Well, if you will let me speak a few words alone with the Prince who lives in the castle, I will 

give you the apple," she answered.  

 

Yes, she might; that could be done. So the Princess got the golden apple, and the lassie 

was shown into the Prince's room. But when she got inside she found that the Prince was 

fast asleep, and although she shook him and called him loudly, it was no use, for she 

couldn't wake him, so she had to go away again.  

 

Next day she sat down under the castle window again, and began to card with her 

golden carding-comb; and the same thing happened. The Princess asked what she 

wanted for it; and she said it wasn't for sale for either gold or money, but that if she might 

have a few words alone with the Prince, the Princess should have the comb. So she was 

taken up to the Prince's room, and again she found him fast asleep; and although she 

wept and shook him for quite a long time she couldn't get life into him.  

 

So the next morning the lassie sat down under the castle window and began to spin with 

her golden spinning wheel; and that, too, the Princess with the long nose wanted to have. 

So she threw up the window and asked what the lassie wanted for it; and the girl said, as 

she had said twice before, that if she might have a few words alone with the Prince the 

Princess might have the wheel, and welcome.  
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Yes, she might do that; and the lassie was shown again into the Prince's room. This time he 

was wide awake, and he was very pleased indeed to see her.  

 

"Ah!" said the Prince, "you've just come in the nick of time, for to-morrow is to be our 

wedding day; but now I won't have Long-nose, and you are the bride for me. I'll just say 

that I want to find out what my wife is fit for, and then I'll beg her to wash the pillow slip 

which has on it the three spots of tallow. She will be sure to say 'Yes'; but when she tries to 

get out the spots she'll soon find that it is not possible, for she is a troll, like all the rest of her 

family, and it is not possible for a troll to get rid of the marks. Then I'll say that I won't have 

any other bride than she who can wash out the spots of tallow, and I'll call you in to do it."  

 

The wedding was to take place next day, so just before the ceremony the Prince said: 

"First of all, I'd just like to see what my bride is fit for." "Yes," said the mother, "I'm quite 

willing."  

 

"Well, I have a pillow slip which, somehow or other, has got some spots of grease on it, and 

I have sworn never to take any bride but the woman who is able to wash them out for me. 

If she can't do that, she is not worth having."  

 

Well, that was no great thing, they said, so they agreed; and she with the long nose 

began to wash away as hard as ever she could; but the more she rubbed and scrubbed 

the bigger the spots grew. "Ah!" said the old hag, her mother, "you can't wash; let me try."  

 

But she hadn't long taken the job in hand before it got far worse than ever; and with all 

her rubbing, wringing, and scrubbing, the spots grew bigger and blacker and darker and 

uglier. Then all the other trolls began to wash; but the longer it lasted the blacker and 

uglier it grew, until at last it looked as though it had been up the chimney.  

 

"Ah!" said the Prince, "you are none of you worth a straw; you can't wash. Why, there 

outside sits a beggar lassie, and I'll be bound she knows how to wash better than the 

whole lot of you."  

 

So he shouted to the lassie to come in, and in she came. "Can you wash this clean, lassie?" 

said he. "I don't know, but I think I can." And almost before she had taken it and dipped it 

in the water, it was white as driven snow, and whiter still.  

 

"Yes, you are the lassie for me," said the Prince.  

 

At that the old hag flew in such a rage that she burst on the spot, and the Princess with 

the long nose after her; and then the whole pack of trolls did the same.  

 

As for the Prince and Princess, they had a grand wedding, and lived happily at the castle 

East o' the sun and West o' the moon until the end of their days. 
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Leonardo da Vinci 
From Knights of Art by Amy Steedman 

 

The First Reading 

 

ON the sunny slopes of Monte Albano, between Florence and Pisa, the little town of Vinci 

lay high among the rocks that crowned the steep hillside. It was but a little town. Here in 

the year 1452 Leonardo, son of Ser Piero da Vinci, was born. It was in the age when 

people told fortunes by the stars, and when a baby was born they would eagerly look up 

and decide whether it was a lucky or unlucky star which shone upon the child. Surely if it 

had been possible in this way to tell what fortune awaited the little Leonardo, a strange 

new star must have shone that night, brighter than the others and unlike the rest in the 

dazzling light of its strength and beauty.  

 

Leonardo was always a strange child. Even his beauty was not like that of other children. 

He had the most wonderful waving hair, falling in regular ripples, like the waters of a 

fountain, the colour of bright gold, and soft as spun silk. His eyes were blue and clear, with 

a mysterious light in them, not the warm light of a sunny sky, but rather the blue that glints 

in the iceberg. They were merry eyes too, when he laughed, but underneath was always 

that strange cold look. There was a charm about his smile which no one could resist, and 

he was a favourite with all.  

 

It was the old grandmother, Mona Lena, who brought Leonardo up and spoilt him not a 

little. His father, Ser Piero, was a lawyer, and spent most of his time in Florence, but when 

he returned to the old castle of Vinci, he began to give Leonardo lessons and tried to find 

out what the boy was fit for. But Leonardo hated those lessons and would not learn, so 

when he was seven years old he was sent to school.  

 

This did not answer any better. The rough play of the boys was not to his liking. When he 

saw them drag the wings off butterflies, or torture any animal that fell into their hands, his 

face grew white with pain, and he would take no share in their games. The Latin grammar, 

too, was a terrible task, while the many things he longed to know no one taught him.  

 

So it happened that many a time, instead of going to school, he would slip away and 

escape up into the hills, as happy as a little wild goat. Here was all the sweet fresh air of 

heaven, instead of the stuffy schoolroom. Here were no cruel, clumsy boys, but all the wild 

creatures that he loved. Here he could learn the real things his heart was hungry to know, 

not merely words which meant nothing and led to nowhere.  

 

For hours he would lie perfectly still with his heels in the air and his chin resting in his hands, 

as he watched a spider weaving its web, breathless with interest to see how the delicate 

threads were turned in and out. The gaily painted butterflies, the fat buzzing bees, the little 

sharp-tongued green lizards, he loved to watch them all, but above everything he loved 

the birds. Oh, if only he too had wings to dart like the swallows, and swoop and sail and 

dart again! What was the secret power in their wings? Surely by watching he might learn it. 

Sometimes it seemed as if his heart would burst with the longing to learn that secret. It was 
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always the hidden reason of things that he desired to know. Much as he loved the flowers 

he must pull their petals of, one by one, to see how each was joined, to wonder at the 

dusty pollen, and touch the honey-covered stamens. Then when the sun began to sink he 

would turn sadly homewards, very hungry, with torn clothes and tired feet, but with a store 

of sunshine in his heart.  

 

His grandmother shook her head when Leonardo appeared after one of his days of 

wandering. 'I know thou shouldst be whipped for playing truant,' she said; 'and I should 

also punish thee for tearing thy clothes.' 'Ah! but thou wilt not whip me,' answered 

Leonardo, smiling at her with his curious quiet smile, for he had full confidence in her love. 

'Well, I love to see thee happy, and I will not punish thee this time,' said his grandmother; 

'but if these tales reach thy father's ears, he will not be so tender as I am towards thee.'  

 

And, sure enough, the very next time that a complaint was made from the school, his 

father happened to be at home, and then the storm burst. 'Next time I will flog thee,' said 

Ser Piero sternly, with rising anger at the careless air of the boy. 'Meanwhile we will see 

what a little imprisonment will do towards making thee a better child.' Then he took the 

boy by the shoulders and led him to a little dark cupboard under the stairs, and there shut 

him up for three whole days.  

 

There was no kicking or beating at the locked door. Leonardo sat quietly there in the dark, 

thinking his own thoughts, and wondering why there seemed so little justice in the world. 

But soon even that wonder passed away, and as usual when he was alone he began to 

dream dreams of the time when he should have learned the swallows' secrets and should 

have wings like theirs.  

 

But if there were complaints about Leonardo's dislike of the boys and the Latin grammar, 

there would be none about the lessons he chose to learn. Indeed, some of the masters 

began to dread the boy's eager questions, which were sometimes more than they could 

answer. Scarcely had he begun the study of arithmetic than he made such rapid progress, 

and wanted to puzzle out so many problems, that the masters were amazed. His mind 

seemed always eagerly asking for more light, and was never satisfied.  

 

But it was out on the hillside that he spent his happiest hours. He loved every crawling, 

creeping, or flying thing, however ugly. Curious beasts which might have frightened 

another child were to him charming and interesting. There as he listened to the carolling 

of the birds and bent his head to catch the murmured song of the mountain-streams, the 

love of music began to steal into his heart.  

 

He did not rest then until he managed to get a lute and learned how to play upon it. And 

when he had mastered the notes and learned the rules of music, he began to play airs 

which no one had ever heard before, and to sing such strange sweet songs that the 

golden notes flowed out as fresh and clear as the song of a lark in the early morning of 

spring.  
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The Second Reading 

 

'The child is a changeling,' said some, as they saw Leonardo tenderly lift a crushed lizard in 

his hand, or watched him play with a spotted snake or great hairy spider. 'A changeling 

perhaps,' said others, 'but one that hath the voice of an angel.' For every one stopped to 

listen when the boy's voice was heard singing through the streets of the little town. He was 

a puzzle to everyone, and yet a delight to all, even when they understood him least.  

 

So time went on, and when Leonardo was thirteen his father took him away to Florence 

that he might begin to be trained for some special work. But what work? Ah! that was the 

rub. The boy could do so many things well that it was difficult to fix on one.  

 

At that time there was living in Florence an old man who knew a great deal about the 

stars, and who made wonderful calculations about them. He was a famous astronomer, 

but he cared not at all for honour or fame, but lived a simple quiet life by himself and 

would not mix with the gay world. Few visitors ever came to see him, for it was known that 

he would receive no one, and so it was a great surprise to old Toscanelli when one night a 

gentle knock sounded at his door, and a boy walked quietly in and stood before him.  

 

Hastily the old man looked up, and his first thought was to ask the child how he dared 

enter without leave, and then ask him to be gone, but as he looked at the fair face he felt 

the charm of the curious smile, and the light in the blue eyes, and instead he laid his hand 

upon the boy's golden head and said: 'What dost thou seek, my son?' 'I would learn all 

that thou canst teach me,' said Leonardo, for it was he. The old man smiled. 'Behold the 

boundless self-confidence of youth!' he said.  

 

But as they talked together, and the boy asked his many eager questions, a great wonder 

awoke in the astronomer's mind, and his eyes shone with interest. This child-mind held 

depths of understanding such as he had never met with among his learned friends. Day 

after day the old man and the boy bent eagerly together over their problems, and when 

night fell Toscanelli would take the child up with him to his lonely tower above Florence, 

and teach him to know the stars and to understand many things.  

 

'This is all very well,' said Ser Piero, 'but the boy must do more than mere star-gazing. He 

must earn a living for himself, and methinks we might make a painter of him.'  

 

That very day, therefore, he gathered together some of Leonardo's drawings which lay 

carelessly scattered about, and took them to the studio of Verocchio the painter, who 

lived close by the Ponte Vecchio.  

 

'Dost thou think thou canst make aught of the boy?' he asked, spreading out the drawings 

before Verocchio. The painter's quick eyes examined the work with deep interest. 'Send 

him to me at once,' he said. 'This is indeed marvellous talent.'  

 

So Leonardo entered the studio as a pupil, and learned all that could be taught him with 

the same quickness with which he learned anything that he cared to know.  
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Everyone who saw his work declared that he would be the wonder of the age, but 

Verocchio shook his head. 'He is too wonderful,' he said. 'He aims at too great perfection. 

He wants to know everything and do everything, and life is too short for that. He finishes 

nothing, because he is ever starting to do something else.'  

 

Verocchio's words were true; the boy seldom worked long at one thing. His hands were 

never idle, and often, instead of painting, he would carve out tiny windmills and curious 

toys which worked with pulleys and ropes, or made exquisite little clay models of horses 

and all the other animals that he loved. But he never forgot the longing that had filled his 

heart when he was a child—the desire to learn the secret of flying.  

 

For days he would sit idle and think of nothing but soaring wings, then he would rouse 

himself and begin to make some strange machine which he thought might hold the 

secret that he sought.  

 

'A waste of time,' growled Verocchio. 'See here, thou wouldst be better employed if thou 

shouldst set to work and help me finish this picture of the Baptism for the good monks of 

Vallambrosa. Let me see how thou canst paint in the kneeling figure of the angel at the 

side.'  

 

For a while the boy stood motionless before the picture as if he was looking at something 

far away. Then he seized the brushes with his left hand and began to paint with quick 

certain sweep. He never stopped to think, but worked as if the angel were already there, 

and he were but brushing away the veil that hid it from the light.  

 

Then, when it was done, the master came and looked silently on. For a moment a quick 

stab of jealousy ran through his heart. Year after year had he worked and striven to reach 

his ideal. Long days of toil and weary nights had he spent, winning each step upwards by 

sheer hard work. And here was this boy without an effort able to rise far above him. All the 

knowledge which the master had groped after, had been grasped at once by the 

wonderful mind of the pupil. But the envious feeling passed quickly away, and Verocchio 

laid his hand upon Leonardo's shoulder. 'I have found my master,' he said quietly, 'and I will 

paint no more.'  

 

Leonardo scarcely seemed to hear; he was thinking of something else now, and he 

seldom noticed if people praised or blamed him. His thoughts had fixed themselves upon 

something he had seen that morning which had troubled him. On the way to the studio 

he had passed a tiny shop in a narrow street where a seller of birds was busy hanging his 

cages up on the nails fastened to the outside wall.  

 

The thought of those poor little prisoners beating their wings against the cruel bars and 

breaking their hearts with longing for their wild free life, had haunted him all day, and now 

he could bear it no longer. He seized his cap and hurried off, all forgetful of his kneeling 

angel and the master's praise.  

 

He reached the little shop and called to the man within. 'How much wilt thou take for thy 

birds?' he cried, and pointed to the little wooden cages that hung against the wall.  
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'Plague on them,' answered the man, 'they will often die before I can make a sale by 

them. Thou canst have them all for one silver piece.'  

 

In a moment Leonardo had paid the money and had turned towards the row of little 

cages. One by one he opened the doors and set the prisoners free, and those that were 

too frightened or timid to fly away, he gently drew out with his hand, and sent them gaily 

whirling up above his head into the blue sky.  

 

The man looked with blank astonishment at the empty cages, and wondered if the 

handsome young man was mad. But Leonardo paid no heed to him, but stood gazing up 

until every one of the birds had disappeared.  

 

'Happy things,' he said, with a sigh. 'Will you ever teach me the secret of your wings, I 

wonder?'  

 

The Third Reading 

 

It was with great pleasure that Ser Piero heard of his son's success at Verocchio's studio, 

and he began to have hopes that the boy would make a name for himself after all. It 

happened just then that he was on a visit to his castle at Vinci, and one morning a 

peasant who lived on the estate came to ask a great favour of him.  

 

He had bought a rough wooden shield which he was very anxious should have a design 

painted on it in Florence, and he begged Ser Piero to see that it was done. The peasant 

was a faithful servant, and very useful in supplying the castle with fish and game, so Ser 

Piero was pleased to grant him his request.  

 

'Leonardo shall try his hand upon it. It is time he became useful to me,' said Ser Piero to 

himself. So on his return to Florence he took the shield to his son.  

 

It was a rough, badly-shaped shield, so Leonardo held it to the fire and began to 

straighten it. For though his hands looked delicate and beautifully formed, they were as 

strong as steel, and he could bend bars of iron without an effort. Then he sent the shield to 

a turner to be smoothed and rounded, and when it was ready he sat down to think what 

he should paint upon it, for he loved to draw strange monsters.  

 

'I will make it as terrifying as the head of Medusa,' he said at last, highly delighted with the 

plan that had come into his head. Then he went out and collected together all the 

strangest animals he could find—lizards, hedgehogs, newts, snakes, dragon-flies, locusts, 

bats, and glow- worms. These he took into his own room, which no one was allowed to 

enter, and began to paint from them a curious monster, partly a lizard and partly a bat, 

with something of each of the other animals added to it.  

 

When it was ready Leonardo hung the shield in a good light against a dark curtain, so that 

the painted monster stood out in brilliant contrast, and looked as if its twisted curling limbs 

were full of life.  
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A knock sounded at the door, and Ser Piero's voice was heard outside asking if the shield 

was finished. 'Come in,' cried Leonardo, and Ser Piero entered.  

 

He cast one look at the monster hanging there and then uttered a cry and turned to flee, 

but Leonardo caught hold of his cloak and laughingly told him to look closer.  

 

'If I have really succeeded in frightening thee,' he said, 'I have indeed done all I could 

desire.'  

 

His father could scarcely believe that it was nothing but a painting, and he was so proud 

of the work that he would not part with it, but gave the peasant of Vinci another shield 

instead.  

 

Leonardo then began a drawing for a curtain which was to be woven in silk and gold and 

given as a present from the Florentines to the King of Portugal, and he also began a large 

picture of the Adoration of the Shepherds which was never finished.  

 

The young painter grew restless after a while, and felt the life of the studio narrow and 

cramped. He longed to leave Florence and find work in some new place.  

 

He was not a favourite at the court of Lorenzo the Magnificent as Filippino Lippi and 

Botticelli were. Lorenzo liked those who would flatter him and do as they were bid, while 

Leonardo took his own way in everything and never said what he did not mean.  

 

But it happened that just then Lorenzo wished to send a present to Ludovico Sforza, the 

Duke of Milan, and the gift he chose was a marvellous musical instrument which Leonardo 

had just finished.  

 

It was a silver lute, made in the form of a horse's head, the most curious and beautiful 

thing ever seen. Lorenzo was charmed with it. 'Thou shalt take it thyself, as my messenger,' 

he said to Leonardo. 'I doubt if another can be found who can play upon it as thou dost.'  

 

So Leonardo set out for Milan, and was glad to shake himself free from the narrow life of 

the Florentine studio. Before starting, however, he had written a letter to the Duke setting 

down in simple order all the things he could do, and telling of what use he could be in 

times of war and in days of peace.  

 

There seemed nothing that he could not do. He could make bridges, blow up castles, dig 

canals, invent a new kind of cannon, build warships, and make underground passages. In 

days of peace he could design and build houses, make beautiful statues and paint 

pictures 'as well as any man, be he who he may.'  

 

The letter was written in curious writing from right to left like Hebrew or Arabic. This was how 

Leonardo always wrote, using his left hand, so that it could only be read by holding the 

writing up to a mirror. The Duke was half amazed and half amused when the letter 

reached him.  
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'Either these are the words of a fool, or of a man of genius,' said the Duke. And when he 

had once seen and spoken to Leonardo he saw at once which of the two he deserved to 

be called.  

 

Everyone at the court was charmed with the artist's beautiful face and graceful manners. 

His music alone, as he swept the strings of the silver lute and sang to it his own songs, 

would have brought him fame, but the Duke quickly saw that this was no mere minstrel.  

 

It was soon arranged therefore that Leonardo should take up his abode at the court of 

Milan and receive a yearly pension from the Duke.  

 

Sometimes the pension was paid, and sometimes it was forgotten, but Leonardo never 

troubled about money matters. Somehow or other he must have all that he wanted, and 

everything must be fair and dainty. His clothes were always rich and costly, but never 

bright-coloured or gaudy. There was no plume or jewelled brooch in his black velvet 

beretto or cap, and the only touch of colour was his golden hair, and the mantle of dark 

red cloth which he wore in the fashion of the Florentines, thrown across his shoulder. 

Above all, he must always have horses in his stables, for he loved them more than human 

beings.  

 

Many were the plans and projects which the Duke entrusted to Leonardo's care, but of all 

that he did, two great works stand out as greater than all the rest. One was the painting of 

the Last Supper on the walls of the refectory of Santa Maria delle Grazie, and the other 

the making of a model of a great equestrian statue, a bronze horse with the figure of the 

Duke upon its back.  

 

Year after year Leonardo worked at that wonderful fresco of the Last Supper. Sometimes 

for weeks or months he never touched it, but he always returned to it again. Then for days 

he would work from morning till night, scarcely taking time to eat, and able to think of 

nothing else, until suddenly he would put down his brushes and stand silently for a long, 

long time before the picture. It seemed as if he was wasting the precious hours doing 

nothing, but in truth he worked more diligently with his brain when his hands were idle.  

 

Often too when he worked at the model for the great bronze horse, he would suddenly 

stop, and walk quickly through the streets until he came to the refectory, and there, 

catching up his brushes, he would paint in one or perhaps two strokes, and then return to 

his modelling.  

 

Besides all this Leonardo was busy with other plans for the Duke's amusement, and no 

court fete was counted successful without his help. Nothing seemed too difficult for him to 

contrive, and what he did was always new and strange and wonderful.  

 

The Fourth Reading 

 

Once when the King of France came as a guest to Milan, Leonardo prepared a curious 

model of a lion, which by some inside machinery was able to walk forward several steps to 

meet the King, and then open wide its huge jaws and display inside a bed of sweet-
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scented lilies, the emblem of France, to do honour to her King. But while working at other 

things Leonardo never forgot his longing to learn the secret art of flying. Every now and 

then a new idea would come into his head, and he would lay aside all other work until he 

had made the new machine which might perhaps act as the wings of a bird. Each fresh 

disappointment only made him more keen to try again.  

 

'I know we shall someday have wings,' he said to his pupils, who sometimes wondered at 

the strange work of the master's hands. 'It is only a question of knowing how to make them. 

I remember once when I was a baby lying in my cradle, I fancied a bird flew to me, 

opened my lips and rubbed its feathers over them. So it seems to be my fate all my life to 

talk of wings.'  

 

Very slowly the great fresco of the Last Supper grew under the master's hand until it was 

nearly finished. The statue, too, was almost completed, and then evil days fell upon Milan. 

The Duke was obliged to flee before the French soldiers, who forced their way into the 

town and took possession of it. Before anyone could prevent it, the soldiers began to shoot 

their arrows at the great statue, which they used as a target, and in a few hours the work 

of sixteen years was utterly destroyed. It is sadder still to tell the fate of Leonardo's fresco, 

the greatest picture perhaps that ever was painted. Dampness lurked in the wall and 

began to dim and blur the colours. The careless monks cut a door through the very centre 

of the picture, and, later on, when Napoleon's soldiers entered Milan, they used the 

refectory as a stable, and amused themselves by throwing stones at what remained of it. 

But though little of it is left now to be seen, there is still enough to make us stand in awe 

and reverence before the genius of the great master.  

 

Not far from Milan there lived a friend of Leonardo's, whom the master loved to visit. This 

Girolamo Melzi had a son called Francesco, a little motherless boy, who adored the great 

painter with all his heart.  

 

Together Leonardo and the child used to wander out to search for curious animals and 

rare flowers, and as they watched the spiders weave their webs and pulled the flowers to 

pieces to find out their secrets, the boy listened with wide wondering eyes to all the tales 

which the painter told him. And at night Leonardo wrapped the little one close inside his 

warm cloak and carried him out to see the stars—those same stars which old Toscanelli 

had taught him to love long ago in Florence. Then when the day of parting came the 

child clung round the master's neck and would not let him go.  

 

'Take me with thee,' he cried, 'do not leave me behind all alone.' 'I cannot take thee now, 

little one,' said Leonardo gently. 'Thou art still too small, but later on thou shalt come to me 

and be my pupil. This I promise thee.'  

 

It was but a weary wandering life that awaited Leonardo after he was forced to leave his 

home in Milan. It seemed as if it was his fate to begin many things but to finish nothing. For 

a while he lived in Rome, but he did little real work there.  

 

For several years he lived in Florence and began to paint a huge battle-picture. There too 

he painted the famous portrait of Mona Lisa, which is now in Paris. Of all portraits that have 
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ever been painted this is counted the most wonderful and perfect piece of work, 

although Leonardo himself called it unfinished.  

 

By this time the master had fallen on evil days. All his pupils were gone, and his friends 

seemed to have forgotten him. He was sitting before the fire one stormy night, lonely and 

sad, when the door opened and a tall handsome lad came in.  

 

'Master!' he cried, and kneeling down he kissed the old man's hands. 'Dost thou not know 

me? I am thy little Francesco, come to claim thy promise that I should one day be thy 

servant and pupil.  

 

Leonardo laid his hand upon the boy's fair head and looked into his face. 'I am growing 

old,' he said, 'and I can no longer do for thee what I might once have done. I am but a 

poor wanderer now. Dost thou indeed wish to cast in thy lot with mine?' 'I care only to be 

near thee,' said the boy. 'I will go with thee to the ends of the earth.'  

 

So when, soon after, Leonardo received an invitation from the new King of France, he 

took the boy with him, and together they made their home in the little chateau of Claux 

near the town of Amboise.  

 

The master's hair was silvered now, and his long beard was as white as snow. His keen blue 

eyes looked weary and tired of life, and care had drawn many deep lines on his beautiful 

face. Sad thoughts were always his company. The one word 'failure' seemed to be written 

across his life. What had he done? He had begun many things and had finished but few. 

His great fresco was even now fading away and becoming dim and blurred. His model for 

the marvellous horse was destroyed. A few pictures remained, but these had never quite 

reached his ideal. The crowd who had once hailed him as the greatest of all artists, could 

now only talk of Michelangelo and the young Raphael. Michelangelo himself had once 

scornfully told him he was a failure and could finish nothing.  

 

He was glad to leave Italy and all its memories behind, and he hoped to begin work again 

in his quiet little French home. But Death was drawing near, and before many years had 

passed he grew too weak to hold a brush or pencil.  

 

It was in the springtime of the year that the end came. Francesco had opened the 

window and gently lifted the master in his strong young arms, that he might look once 

more on the outside world which he loved so dearly. The trees were putting on their dainty 

dress of tender green, white clouds swept across the blue sky, and April sunshine flooded 

the room.  

 

As he looked out, the master's tired eyes woke into life. 'Look!' he cried, 'the swallows have 

come back! Oh that they would lend me their wings that I might fly away and be at rest!'  

 

The swallows darted and circled about in the clear spring air, busy with their building plans, 

but Francesco thought he heard the rustle of other wings, as the master's soul, freed from 

the tired body, was at last borne upwards higher than any earthly wings could soar. 
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The Little Spider’s First Web 

From Among the Meadow People by Clara Dillingham Pierson  

 

 

THE first thing our little Spider remembered was 

being crowded with a lot of other little Spiders in 

a tiny brown house. This tiny house had no 

windows, and was very warm and dark and 

stuffy. When the wind blew, the little Spiders 

would hear it rushing through the forest nearby, 

and would feel their round brown house 

swinging like a cradle. It was fastened to a bush 

by the edge of the forest, but they could not 

know that, so they just wiggled and pushed and 

ate the food that they found in the house, and 

wondered what it all meant. They didn't even 

guess that a mother Spider had made the brown 

house and put the food in it for her Spider babies 

to eat when they came out of their eggs. She 

had put the eggs in, too, but the little Spiders 

didn't remember the time when they lay curled 

up in the eggs. They didn't know what had been 

nor what was to be—they thought that to eat 

and wiggle and sleep was all of life. You see they 

had much to learn.  

 

One morning the little Spiders found that the food was all gone, and they pushed and 

scrambled harder than ever, because they were hungry and wanted more. Exactly what 

happened nobody knew, but suddenly it grew light, and some of them fell out of the 

house. All the rest scrambled after, and there they stood, winking and blinking in the bright 

sunshine, and feeling a little bit dizzy, because they were on a shaky web made of silvery 

ropes.  

 

Just then the web began to shake even more, and a beautiful great mother Spider ran 

out on it. She was dressed in black and yellow velvet, and her eight eyes glistened and 

gleamed in the sunlight. They had never dreamed of such a wonderful creature.  

 

"Well, my children," she exclaimed, "I know you must be hungry, and I have breakfast all 

ready for you." So they began eating at once, and the mother Spider told them many 

things about the meadow and the forest, and said they must amuse themselves while she 

worked to get food for them. There was no father Spider to help her, and, as she said, 

"Growing children must have plenty of good plain food."  

 

You can just fancy what a good time the baby Spiders had. There were a hundred and 

seventy of them, so they had no chance to grow lonely, even when their mother was 

away. They lived in this way for quite a while, and grew bigger and stronger every day. 
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One morning the mother Spider said to her biggest daughter, "You are quite old enough 

to work now, and I will teach you to spin your web."  

 

The little Spider soon learned to draw out the silvery ropes from the pocket in her body 

where they were made and kept, and very soon she had one fastened at both ends to 

branches of the bush. Then her mother made her walk out to the middle of her rope 

bridge, and spin and fasten two more, so that it looked like a shining cross. After that was 

done, the mother showed her something like a comb, which is part of a Spider's foot, and 

taught her how to measure, and put more ropes out from the middle of the cross, until it 

looked like the spokes of a wheel.  

 

The little Spider got much discouraged, and said, "Let me finish it some other time; I am 

tired of working now."  

 

The mother Spider answered, "No, I cannot have a lazy child."  

 

The little one said, "I can't ever do it, I know I can't."  

 

"Now," said the mother, "I shall have to give you a Spider scolding. You have acted as lazy 

as the Tree Frog says boys and girls sometimes do. He has been up near the farm-house, 

and says that he has seen there, children who do not like to work. The meadow people 

could hardly believe such a thing at first. He says they were cross and unhappy children, 

and no wonder! Lazy people are never happy. You try to finish the web, and see if I am 

not right. You are not a baby now, and you must work and get your own food."  

 

So the little Spider spun the circles of rope in the web, and made these ropes sticky, as all 

careful spiders do. She ate the loose ends and pieces that were left over, to save them for 

another time, and when it was done, it was so fine and perfect that her brothers and 

sisters crowded around, saying, "Oh! oh! oh! how beautiful!" and asked the mother to 

teach them. The little web-spinner was happier than she had ever been before, and the 

mother began to teach her other children. But it takes a long time to teach a hundred 

and seventy children. 
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The Lazy Snail 
From Among the Meadow People by Clara Dillingham Pierson  

 

IN the lower part of the meadow, where 

the grass grew tall and tender, there lived 

a fine and sturdy young Snail; that is to 

say, a fine-looking Snail. His shell was a 

beautiful soft gray, and its curves were 

regular and perfect. His body was soft 

and moist, and just what a Snail's body 

should be. Of course, when it came to 

travelling, he could not go fast, for none 

of his family are rapid travellers, still, if he 

had been plucky and patient, he might 

have seen much of the meadow, and 

perhaps some of the world outside. His 

friends and neighbours often told him 

that he ought to start out on a little 

journey to see the sights, but he would 

always answer, "Oh, it is too hard work!"  

 

There was nobody who liked stories of 

meadow life better than this same Snail, 

and he would often stop some friendly 

Cricket or Snake to ask for the news. After 

they had told him, they would say, "Why, 

don't you ever get out to see these things for yourself?" and he would give a little sigh and 

answer, "It is too far to go."  

 

"But you needn't go the whole distance in one day," his visitor would say, "only a little at a 

time."  

 

"Yes, and then I would have to keep starting on again every little while," the Snail would 

reply. "What of that?" said the visitor; "you would have plenty of resting spells, when you 

could lie in the shade of a tall weed and enjoy yourself."  

 

"Well, what is the use?" the Snail would say. "I can't enjoy resting if I know I've got to go to 

work again," and he would sigh once more.  

 

So there he lived, eating and sleeping, and wishing he could see the world, and meet the 

people in the upper part of the meadow, but just so lazy that he wouldn't start out to find 

them.  

 

He never thought that the Butterflies and Beetles might not like it to have him keep calling 

them to him and making them tell him the news. Oh, no indeed! If he wanted them to do 
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anything for him, he asked them quickly enough, and they, being happy, good-natured 

people, would always do as he asked them to.  

 

There came a day, though, when he asked too much. The Grasshoppers had been telling 

him about some very delicious new plants that grew a little distance away, and the Snail 

wanted some very badly. "Can't you bring me some?" he said. "There are so many of you, 

and you have such good, strong legs. I should think you might each bring me a small 

piece in your mouths, and then I should have a fine dinner of it."  

 

The Grasshoppers didn't say anything then, but when they were so far away that he could 

not hear them, they said to each other, "If the Snail wants the food so much, he might 

better go for it. We have other things to do," and they hopped off on their own business.  

 

The Snail sat there, and wondered and wondered that they did not come. He kept 

thinking how he would like some of the new food for dinner, but there it ended. He didn't 

want it enough to get it for himself.  

 

The Grasshoppers told all their friends about the Snail's request, and everybody thought, 

"Such a lazy, good-for-nothing fellow deserves to be left quite alone." So it happened that 

for a very long time nobody went near the Snail.  

 

The weather grew hotter and hotter. The clouds, which blew across the sky, kept their rain 

until they were well past the meadow, and so it happened that the river grew shallower 

and shallower, and the sunshine dried the tiny pools and rivulets which kept the lower 

meadow damp. The grass began to turn brown and dry, and, all in all, it was trying 

weather for Snails.  

 

One day, a Butterfly called some of her friends together, and told them that she had seen 

the Snail lying in his old place, looking thin and hungry. "The grass is all dried around him," 

she said; "I believe he is starving, and too lazy to go nearer the river, where there is still 

good food for him."  

 

They all talked it over together, and some of them said it was of no use to help a Snail who 

was too lazy to do anything for himself. Others said, "Well, he is too weak to help himself 

now, at all events, and we might help him this once." And that is exactly what they did. 

The Butterflies and the Mosquitoes flew ahead to find the best place to put the Snail, and 

all the Grasshoppers, and Beetles, and other strong crawling creatures took turns in rolling 

the Snail down toward the river.  

 

They left him where the green things were fresh and tender, and he grew strong and 

plump once more. It is even said that he was not so lazy afterward, but one cannot tell 

whether to believe it or not, for everybody knows that when people let themselves grow 

up lazy, as he did, it is almost impossible for them to get over it when they want to. One 

thing is sure: the meadow people who helped him were happier and better for doing a 

kind thing, no matter what became of the Snail. 
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A Frog's Life 
From By Pond and River by Arabella Buckley 

 

CROAK, croak, croak, we hear the frogs in the month of March. They make a great deal 

of noise in this month, because they are just awake from their winter's sleep, at the bottom 

of the pond.  

 

The mother frogs are laying their tiny dark eggs in the water. Each egg is not bigger than a 

grain of sand. But it has a coat of jelly, and this jelly swells and swells in the water, till it is as 

large as a pea, with a little black dot in the middle. The jelly lumps all cling together. You 

may see them in almost any pond, driven up to the side by the wind.  

 

Soon the dark speck lengthens. A head grows at one end, and a tail at the other. The 

head has a mouth but no eyes as yet. The tail has a fin all round it, and the tadpole 

wriggles about in its slimy bed.  

 

In about a week it wriggles out of the jelly, and hangs by its mouth to the weeds. Then two 

curious tufts grow on each side of its head. It uses these tufts to breathe, by taking air out 

of the water. You can see them if you dip a glass into the pond and catch a few tadpoles.  

 

By this time the tadpole has let go of the weed and is swimming about. A sharp beak has 

grown on to his mouth. He uses it to tear off pieces of weed to eat. Now he grows eyes, 

nose-holes and flat ears. His tufts shrivel up, and a cover grows over them, so that you 

cannot see them. They are now like the gills of a fish. He gulps water in at his mouth and 

sends it out through the cover. As it passes, the gills take the air out of it, and so the 

tadpole breathes.  

 

Soon two small lumps appear on each side of his body, behind the cover, just where it 

joins his tail. They grow larger and larger, till at last two hind legs come out. These legs grow 

very long and strong, and he uses them to swim. Two front legs are growing as well, but 

you cannot see them, because they are under the cover. In a few days these peep out, 

but they are short and stumpy.  

 

Our tadpole has now four legs and a tail. He has four toes on the front feet, and five toes 

on the hind feet, with a skin between the toes. So his hind legs are web-footed, and this 

helps him to swim.  

 

He comes to the top of the water much more often than before, and sends a bubble of 

air out of his mouth. What do you think has happened? The gills under his cover have 

closed up, and a small air-bag has grown inside him. So he comes up to breathe in the air 

through his mouth, instead of taking it out of the water through his gills.  

 

Now he likes to jump on a piece of weed and sit in the shade. He does not want his tail 

any longer, for he can swim quite well with his legs. So his tail is slowly sucked in to feed his 

body.  
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There you have your little frog. If you look through the web of his foot at the sun, you will 

see that he has red blood now. But it is not warm blood like ours. He is always cold and 

clammy because his blood moves slowly.  

 

He has a number of teeth in the top of his mouth, and such a curious tongue. It is tied 

down to the front of his mouth, and the tip, which is very sticky, lies back down his throat. 

He does not eat weed now. He feeds on insects and slugs. He catches them by throwing 

out his tongue and drawing it back very quickly.  

 

He lives chiefly on land during the summer if he is not eaten by ducks, rats, or snakes. Then 

he drops to the bottom of the pond to sleep in the mud all winter.  

 

 
  

A FROG AND TADPOLES 
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The Slow Little Mud Turtle 
Among the Pond People by Clara Dillingham Pierson  

 

WHEN the twenty little Mud Turtles 

broke their egg-shells one hot summer 

day, and poked their way up through 

the warm sand in which they had 

been buried, they looked almost as 

much alike as so many raindrops. The 

Mother Turtle who was sunning herself 

on the bank nearby, said to her friends, 

"Why! There are my children! Did you 

ever see a finer family? I believe I will 

go over and speak to them."  

 

Most of the young Mud Turtles crawled quickly out of the sand and broken shells, and 

began drying themselves in the sunshine. One slow little fellow stopped to look at the 

broken shells, stubbed one of his front toes on a large piece and then sat down until it 

should stop aching. "Wait for me!" he called out to his brothers and sisters. "I'm coming in a 

minute."  

 

The other little Turtles waited, but when his toe was comfortable again and he started 

toward them, he met a very interesting Snail and talked a while with him. "Come on," said 

the Biggest Little Turtle. "Don't let's wait any longer. He can catch up."  

 

So they sprawled along until they came to a place where they could sit in a row on an old 

log, and they climbed onto it and sat just close enough together and not at all too close. 

Then the Slow Little Turtle came hurrying over the sand with a rather cross look in his eyes 

and putting his feet down a little harder than he needed to—quite as though he were out 

of patience about something, "Why didn't you Turtles wait for me?" he grumbled. "I was 

coming right along."  

 

Just then the Mother Turtle came up. "Good morning," said she. "I believe you are my 

children?"  The little Mud Turtles looked at each other and didn't say a word. This was not 

because they were rude or bashful, but because they did not know what to say. And that, 

you know, was quite right, for unless one has something worth saying, it is far better to say 

nothing at all.  

 

She drew a long Mud Turtle breath and answered her own question. "Yes," she said, "you 

certainly are, for I saw you scrambling out of the sand a little while ago, and you came 

from the very place where I laid my eggs and covered them during the first really warm 

nights this year. I was telling your father only yesterday that it was about time for you to 

hatch. The sun has been so hot lately that I was sure you would do well."  

 

The Mother Turtle stretched her head this way and that until there was hardly a wrinkle left 

in her neck-skin, she was so eager to see them all. "Why are you not up here with your 
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brothers and sisters?" she asked suddenly of the Slow Little Turtle, who was trying to make a 

place for himself on the log.   "They didn't wait for me," he said. "I was coming right along 

but they wouldn't wait. I think they are just as mea——"  

 

The Mother Turtle raised one of her forefeet until all five of its toes with their strong claws 

were pointing at him. She also raised her head as far as her upper shell would let her. "So 

you are  the one," she said. "I thought you were when I heard you trying to make the 

others wait. It is too bad."  

 

She looked so stern that the Slow Little Turtle didn't dare finish what he had begun to say, 

yet down in his little Turtle heart he thought, "Now they are going to catch it!" He was sure 

his mother was going to scold the other Turtle children for leaving him. He wanted to see 

what they would do, so he looked out of his right eye at the ten brothers and sisters on 

that side, and out of his left eye at the nine brothers and sisters on that side. He could do 

this very easily, because his eyes were not on the front of his head like those of some 

people, but one on each side.  

 

"I have raised families of young Turtles every year," said the Mother Turtle. "The first year I 

had only a few children, the next year I had more, and so it has gone—every year a few 

more children than the year before—until now I never know quite how many I do have. 

But there is always one Slow Little Turtle who lags behind and wants the others to wait for 

him. That makes him miss his share of good things, and then he is quite certain to be cross 

and think it is somebody else's fault."  

 

The Slow Little Turtle felt the ten brothers and sisters on his right side looking at him out of 

their left eyes, and the nine brothers and sisters on his left side looking at him out of their 

right eyes. He drew in his head and his tail and his legs, until all they could see was his 

rounded upper shell, his shell side-walls, and the yellow edge of his flat lower shell. He 

would have liked to draw them in too, but of course he couldn't do that.  

 

"I did hope," said the Mother Turtle, "that I might have one family without such a child in it. I 

cannot help loving even a slow child who is cross, if he is hatched from one of my eggs, 

yet it makes me sad—very, very sad."  

 

"Try to get over this," she said to the Slow Little Turtle, "before it is too late. And you," she 

added, turning to his brothers and sisters, "must be patient with him. We shall not have him 

with us long."  "What do you mean?" asked the Slow Little Turtle, peeping out from 

between his shells. "I'm not going away."  

 

"You do not want to," said his mother, "but you will not be with us long unless you learn to 

keep up with the rest. Something always happens to pond people who are too slow. I 

cannot tell you what it will be, yet it is sure to be something.  I remember so well my first 

slow child—and how he—" She began to cry, and since she could not easily get her 

forefeet to her eyes, she sprawled to the pond and swam off with only her head and a 

little of her upper shell showing above the water.  
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The Slow Little Turtle was really frightened by what his mother had said, and for a few days 

he tried to keep up with the others. Nothing happened to him, and so he grew careless 

and made people wait for him just because he was not quite ready to go with them, or 

because he wanted to do this or look at that or talk to some other person. He was a very 

trying little Turtle, yet his mother loved him and did not like it when the rest called him a 

Land Tortoise. It is all right, you know, to be a Land Tortoise when your father and mother 

are Land Tortoises, and these cousins of the Turtles look so much like them that some 

people cannot tell them apart. That is because they forget that the Tortoises live on land, 

have higher back shells, and move very, very slowly. Turtles live more in the water and can 

move quickly if they will. This is why other Turtles sometimes make fun of a slow brother by 

calling him a Land Tortoise.  

 

One beautiful sunshiny afternoon, when most of the twenty little Turtles were sitting on a 

floating log by the edge of the pond, their mother was with some of her friends on another 

log nearby. She looked often at her children, and thought how handsome their rounded-

up back shells were in the sunshine with the little red and yellow markings showing on the 

black. She could see their strong little pointed tails too, and their webbed feet with a stout 

claw on each toe. She was so proud that she could not help talking about them. "Is there 

any sight more beautiful," she said, "than a row of good little Turtles?"  

 

"Yes," said a fine old fellow who was floating near her, "a row of their mothers!" He was a 

Turtle whom she had never liked very well, but now she began to think that he was rather 

agreeable after all. She was just noticing how beautifully the skin wrinkled on his neck, 

when she heard a splash and saw two terrible great two-legged animals wading into the 

pond from the shore.  

 

"Boys!" she cried, "Boys!" And she sprawled off the end of her log and slid into the water, all 

her friends following her. The Biggest Little Turtle saw these great animals coming toward 

him. He sprawled off the end of his log and slid into the water, and all his brothers and 

sisters followed him except the Slow Little Turtle. "Wait for me," he said. "I'm coming in just 

a——"  

 

Then one of these great animals stooped over and picked him up, and held him bottom 

side uppermost and rapped on that side, which was flat; and on the other side, which was 

rounded; and stared at him with two great eyes. Next the other great animal took him 

and turned him over and rapped on his shells and stared at him. The poor Slow Little Turtle 

drew in his head and tail and legs and kept very, very still. He wished that he had side-

pieces of shell all around now, instead of just one on each side between his legs. He was 

thinking over and over, "Something has happened! Something has happened!" And he 

knew that back in the pond his mother would be trying to find him and could not.  

 

The boys carried him to the edge of the meadow and put him down on the grass. He lay 

perfectly still for a long, long time, and when he thought they had forgotten about him he 

tried to run away. Then they laughed and picked him up again, and one of them took 

something sharp and shiny and cut marks into his upper shell. This did not really give him 

pain, yet, as he said afterward, "It hurts almost as much to think you are going to be hurt, 

as it does to be hurt."  
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It was not until the sun went down that the boys let the Slow Little Turtle go. Then he was 

very, very tired, but he wanted so much to get back to his home in the pond that he 

started at once by moonlight. This was the first time he had ever seen the moon, for, 

except when they are laying eggs, Turtles usually sleep at night. He was not quite sure 

which way he should go, and if it had not been for the kindness of the Tree Frog he might 

never have seen his brothers and sisters again. You know the Tree Frog had been carried 

away when he was young, before he came to live with the meadow people, so he knew 

how to be sorry for the Slow Little Turtle.  

 

The Tree Frog hopped along ahead to show the way, and the Turtle followed until they 

reached a place from which they could see the pond. "Good night!" said the Tree Frog. 

"You can find your way now."  "Good night!" said the Turtle. "I wish I might help you some 

time."  

 

"Never mind me," said the Tree Frog. "Help somebody else and it will be all right." He 

hopped back toward his home, and for a long time afterward the Turtle heard his cheerful 

"Pukr-r-rup! Pukr-r-rup!" sounding over the dewy grass and through the still air. At the edge 

of the pond the Slow Little Turtle found his nineteen brothers and sisters sound asleep. "I'm 

here!" he cried joyfully, poking first one and then another of them with his head.  The 

Biggest Little Turtle moved without awakening. "I tell you I'm not hungry," he murmured. "I 

don't want to get up." And again he fell fast asleep.  

 

So the Slow Little Turtle did not disturb him, but cuddled inside his two shells and went to 

sleep also. He was so tired that he did not awaken until the sun was high in the sky. When 

he did open his eyes, his relatives were sitting around looking at him, and he remembered 

all that had happened before he slept. "Does my shell look very bad?" he cried. "I wish I 

could see it. Oh, I am so glad to get back! I'll never be slow again. Never! Never!"  

 

His mother came and leaned her shell lovingly against his. "If you will only learn to keep up 

with your brothers and sisters," she said, "I shall not be sorry that the boys carried you off."  

 

"You just wait and see," said the Slow Little Turtle. And he was as good as his word. After 

that he was always the first to slip from the log to the water if anything scared them; and 

when, one day, a strange Turtle from another pond came to visit, he said to the Turtles 

who had always lived there, "Why do you call that young fellow with the marked shell 'The 

Slow Little Turtle?' He is the quickest one in his family."  The pond people looked at each 

other and laughed. "That is queer!" they said. "After this we will call him 'The Quick Little 

Turtle.' "  

 

This made him very happy, and when, once in a while, somebody forgot and by mistake 

called him "The Quick Slow Little Turtle," he said he rather liked it because it showed that a 

Turtle needn't keep his faults if he did have them. 
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Suggestions for Copywork 

 

Before you start your child on copywork, please download the sample pages for the 

Simply Charlotte Mason Spelling Wisdom programme from 

http://simplycharlottemason.com/store/samples/Spelling-Wisdom-Sample.pdf to learn 

more about how copywork is done. 

 

Quotes from Famous People 

You’re Right 

by Henry Ford 

 

Whether you think you can or whether you think you can't, you're right.  

 

 

Never Look Down 

by Jesse Jackson 

 

Never look down on anybody unless you're helping him up.  

 

 

Why Not? 

by George Bernard Shaw 

 

You see things; and you say 'Why?' But I dream things that never were; and I say 'Why 

not?'  

 

 

Light from Within 

by Elizabeth Kubler Ross 

 

People are like stained-glass windows. They sparkle and shine when the sun is out, but 

when the darkness sets in, their true beauty is revealed only if there is a light from within.  

 

 

What You Become 

by Zig Ziglar 

 

What you get by achieving your goals is not as important as what you become by 

achieving your goals.  

 

 

Enemies and Friends 

by Abraham Lincoln  

 

Am I not destroying my enemies when I make friends of them?  
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An Eye For An Eye 

by Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi  

 

An eye for an eye only ends up making the whole world blind. 

 

 

Reading 

by Mark Twain 

 

The man who does not read books has no advantage over the man that cannot read 

them.  

 

 

Perseverance 

by Samuel Johnson  

 

Great works are performed, not by strength, but by perseverance. 

 

 

Brevity 

by Blaise Pascal  

 

I made this letter longer than usual because I lack the time to make it short. 

 

 

Wise Men and Fools 

by Plato 

 

Wise men speak because they have something to say; fools because they have to say 

something. 

 

 

 

Hitting Bottom 

by General George S. Patton 

 

I don't measure a man's success by how high he climbs but how high he bounces when 

he hits bottom.  

 

 

Man’s Best Friend 

by Groucho Marx  

 

Outside of a dog, a book is man's best friend. Inside of a dog, it's too dark to read.  
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Poems (you may use any of the other poems in the poetry collection in this book as well) 

 

The Day Before April 

by Mary Carolyn Davies 

 

The day before April 

   Alone, alone, 

I walked in the woods 

   And I sat on a stone. 

 

I sat on a broad stone 

   And sang to the birds. 

The tune was God’s making 

   But I made the words. 

 

 

Grizzly Bear 

by Mary Austin 

 

If you ever, ever, ever meet a grizzly bear, 

You must never, never, never ask him where 

He’s is going, 

Or what he is doing; 

For if you ever, ever dare 

To stop a grizzly bear, 

You will never meet another grizzly bear. 

 

 

Only One Mother 

by George Cooper 

 

Hundreds of stars in the pretty sky, 

   Hundreds of shells on the shore together, 

Hundreds of birds that go singing by, 

   Hundreds of lambs in the sunny weather. 

 

Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn, 

   Hundreds of bees in the purple clover, 

Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn, 

   But only one mother the wide world over. 
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The Fishing Pole 

by Mary Carolyn Davies 

 

A fishing pole’s a curious thing; 

It’s made of just a stick and string; 

A boy at one end and a wish, 

And on the other end a fish. 

 

 

The Birthday Child 

by Rose Fyleman 

 

Everything’s been different 

   All the day long, 

Lovely things have happened, 

   Nothing has gone wrong. 

 

Nobody has scolded me, 

   Everyone has smiled. 

Isn’t it delicious 

   To be a birthday child? 

 

 

How Doth the Little Busy Bee 

by Isaac Watts 

 

How doth the little busy bee 

   Improve each shining hour 

And gather honey all the day 

   From every passing flower! 

 

How skilfully she builds her cell; 

   How neat she spreads the wax! 

And labours hard to store it well 

   With the sweet food she makes. 

 

 

The Young Lady of Niger 

 

There was a young lady of Niger 

Who smiled as she rode on a tiger; 

   They returned from the ride 

   With the lady inside, 

And the smile on the face of the tiger. 
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Excerpts from Books  

(if this piques your child’s curiosity about the book, head to the library to borrow it!  ☺) 

 

The Crickets 

from Charlotte’s Web by E.B. White 

 

The crickets sang in the grasses.  They sang the song of summer’s ending, a sad, 

monotonous song.  “Summer is over and gone,” they sang.  “Over and gone, over and 

gone.  Summer is dying, dying.” 

 

 

The Hundred Dresses 

from The Hundred Dresses by Eleanor Estes 

 

True, she had not enjoyed listening to Peggy ask Wanda how many dresses she had in her 

closet, but she had said nothing.  She had stood by silently, and that was just as bad as 

what Peggy had done.  Worse.  She was a coward. 

 

 

Tucker 

from The Cricket in Times Square by George Selden 

 

Now Tucker Mouse had heard almost all the sounds that can be heard in New York City.  

But in all his days, and on all his journeys through the greatest city in the world, Tucker had 

never heard a sound quite like this one. 

 

 

The Cygnets 

from The Trumpet of the Swan by E.B. White 

 

The fifth cygnet was different.  He opened his mouth but didn’t say a thing.  He made an 

effort to say beep, but no sound came.  So instead, he stuck his little neck out, took hold 

of one of Sam’s shoelaces, and gave it a pull.  He tugged at the lace for a moment.  It 

came untied.  Then he let it go.  It was like a greeting.  Sam grinned. 

 

 

“Go to the Rats” 

from Mrs. Frisby and the Rats of NIMH by Robert C. O’Brien 

 

“That is not important,” said the owl, drawing back a little and looking at her in a new way 

– almost as if with deference.  “I will say this: His name was not unknown in these woods.  

And if you are his widow, that puts matters in a different light.” 
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Out of the Antarctic 

from Mr. Popper’s Penguins by Richard & Florence Atwater 

 

It was a stout little fellow about two and a half feet high.  Although it was about the size of 

a small child, it looked much more like a little gentleman, with its smooth white waistcoat 

in front and its long black tailcoat dragging a little behind.  Its eyes were set in two white 

circles in its black head.  It turned its head from one side to the other, as first with one eye 

and then with the other, it examined Mr. Popper. 

 

 

 

Dusting the Pews 

from Ginger Pye by Eleanor Estes 

 

To show his appreciation Uncle Bennie counted for them, up to ten.  “One, two, three, GO, 

five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten.”   

 

He always said, “Go,” after “three,” instead of “four” because when he was swinging or 

getting ready to race with Jerry and Rachel, they always said, “One, two, three, GO!”

 

 

A Secret No Longer 

from Sadako and the Thousand Paper Cranes by Eleanor Coerr 

 

By now the rest of Sadako’s family was at the hospital.  Her parents were in the doctor’s 

office.  Sadako could hear the murmur of their voices.  Once her mother cried, “Leukemia!  

But that’s impossible!”  At the sound of that frightening word Sadako put her hand over 

her ears.  She didn’t want to hear anymore.  Of course she didn’t have leukemia.  Why, 

the atom bomb hadn’t even scratched her. 

 

 

from The Christmas Miracle of Jonathan Toomey 

by Susan Wojciechowski 

 

Jonathan Toomey wasn’t an old man, but if you saw him, you might think he was, the way 

he walked bent forward with his head down.  You wouldn’t notice his eyes, the clear blue 

of an August sky.  And you wouldn’t see the dimple on his chin, since his face was mostly 

hidden under a shaggy untrimmed beard. 
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Timeline Figures and Record of Time Pages 
From History Through the Ages by Homeschool in the Woods 

 

(The timeline figures and the following pages have been reproduced with permission from 

Homeschool in the Woods, www.homeschoolinthewoods.com.  Please do not make 

unauthorized copies.) 

 

 

                         
 

 

                    
 

 

               


